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If you‟re reading this before you‟ve read the poetry, shame on you for being so 

meticulous. If you‟ve just discovered this at some time after reading the volume, 

well done for your discovery.  

As a reward, a rhyme:  

„Nothing can be as fresh as this sentence,  

Until the nest one is mentioned 

„Cause human progress is restless.‟ 
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B 
ridges. I don‟t even know where 
to start with my awe of bridges – 
especially suspension bridges. To 
span any distance, not to mention 

over water, with structures that can sup-
port immense weights and withstand all 
weathers, safely…  and they balance func-
tion and structural beauty (I can‟t think of 
a single suspension bridge that isn‟t aes-
thetically remarkable). Surely, these things 
are among man‟s greatest achievements? 
Engineers are a breed unto themselves and 
the huge undertaking that is bridge con-
struction should not be taken lightly. 

 

-Unseen Flirtations 

Top 10: Things as good as Poetry 
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I 

 

I 

I‟ve been young for half a life time, 

And now I‟ve re-arrived 

At a state of infancy. 

It‟s really no surprise. 

This is what it brings to me: 

A minor shock, nothing major, „cause I know I‟m not 

Entering maturity. 

Older than I ever was, but I will never be 

Younger than I am right now, „cause Now‟s incredibly 

Fleeting. 

I‟m greeting the Never Me with the Ever Me 

They‟re meeting 

Like delegeets. 

Delegates – 

They shake hands and celebrate. 

Never late to make plans but hesitate 

Over the future; 

Imaginary and elusive. 

We‟re under pressure from the future „cause it never waits. 

And the past? 

Stays in place and never shakes, 

Solidifies in memory – 

(You cannot hide from what has been) 

Meditate on the future past that never waits, 

Try to catch the present if you can but you‟ll be ever late… 

 

Midwinter Spring 



7 

 

II 

II 

The ever-present (also known as an eternity) 

Interrogates mortality of you and me eternally. 

We‟re living in between the past and future constantly, 

Impossibly eternal but moribund simultaneously. 

And it‟s a shame that we‟re so hung up on the way that we 

Used to be, 

Want to be 

Used to want to be, 

Truthfully? 

That‟s about as important as… 

You to me? 

I don‟t know. 

I mean, usually 

We‟re satisfied completely with the things that we can touch and see 

But honestly, the weight of history is just too much for me. 

But at least it happened, 

So it has to be 

Tangible to some degree and rooted in reality. 

Unlike the future or the present 

(Which is transitory) 

So never worry much about what all your plans could be. 

„cause your plans are for non-existent Nows 

And you can‟t plan for now because Now is always happening… 
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III 

III 

A post-mortem of all things I‟ve ever thought and 

Raw thoughts fall from my pen until my pages caught them. 

Courting ideas like young men and neighbours‟ daughters, 

Dumb pen starts speaking, releasing thoughts in zany order. 

I‟m still looking for purchase – I might place an order, 

Waiting patiently for delivery to grace my door and 

Ring the bell. Sound the death knell of my creative water 

Shortage. No doubt that my thoughts are finally made to order. 

Drought season comes and goes like vague acquaintances 

And when I‟m waiting for the rain it feels like I‟m in stasis it‟s 

A living death, creative plague, aborted phrases made of shit, 

I look at them like “Is this it? 

I thought my thoughts were laced with wit?” 

They are. 

But wit is insufficient to my purposes. 

I‟ve raised the bar beyond the level of the things you‟ve heard and it‟s 

A hurdle, it‟s a challenge, a verbal hurl of words and it‟s… 

… 

…dot, dot, dot… 

An ellipsis fits. 

Because it‟s ongoing. 

I‟m not slowing. 

Moment after moment, try to hold it but it‟s not holding. 

Trying to hold it‟s like trying to hold infinity. 

Midwinter Spring is the season that we‟re living in. 

(adlibs) 

http://www.unseenflirtspoetry.wordpress.com/bridges 
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At the moment  

 

(a sonnet, written in the back of a moving car, gazing 

at a setting sun, half asleep, in Yorkshire) 

 

I haven‟t changed at all in all this time. 

The sky‟s no darker than it was. In fact 

It could be brighter. Squinting at the shine, 

I‟m winking at the sun. It‟s winking back 

At me. Suspended in its daily arc, 

Not here nor there, not forward or behind. 

I‟ve managed to forget the coming dark. 

But no – there‟s something morbid in that line 

That I‟ve just written. As I read it back 

I feel the present slip, into the past, 

Again. I‟m back to living on the track 

Of time. I wish I wasn‟t, but I can‟t 

Be here, alive and consciously aware, 

While trying to pretend that I‟m not here. 

 

-Unseen Flirtations 
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Like Gatsby at Thirty 

(dialogue) 

Gatsby: I’ll fix everything. Just the way it was before, she’ll see. 

 

Nick Carraway: You can’t repeat the past. 

 

Gatsby: You can’t repeat the past? Of course you can. 
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I 

I 

For the meantime, I‟m on the right side of thirty. 

I‟ve made it pretty far and yes I think that I‟m deserving, 

Of congratulations for my status and my earning 

„Cause I‟m worth about a grand for every year the earth‟s been turning. 

In my current incarnation I‟m a teacher, but I‟m learning – 

Pleased to meet you by the way, my name is Jeffrey and I‟m yearning 

For approval at the least and at the most your adoration – 

A healthy base of fans and heavy radio rotation. 

Amazingly creative and creative is amazing 

To the vast majority who take the given like it‟s taken 

And consume what they are given like a baby at the nipple, 

Drooling like a stag of lechy men presented with a little 

Bit of flesh. 

I‟m testing you. 

I‟m rapping like a riddle. 

Consider every line a clue, another „pus of pizzle‟, 

Another „piece of puzzle‟… Man I had to make it rhyme… 

Right, where was I? Oh yeah, I‟m… 
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II 

II 

…On the wrong side of thirty. 

Immature enough to actually think that I can turn the 

Visions in my head to something real that isn‟t blurry – 

Call it „naïve optimism‟ if you will – your words can‟t hurt me. 

I‟m married to the alphabet, 

I‟m widely known as wordy, 

I wear a pair of specs just to confirm that I am nerdy, 

And though I‟m not a spotty fool I am an oxymoron 

„Cause the clothes I wear are cool and fashion really does divert me. 

Right now? 

I‟m recovering from Wednesday night‟s beer. 

You think I would know better in my twenty-ninth year 

I mean, 

Going out and getting pissed with my peers, 

And buying beer when I have plenty right here. 

That was a little joke – you didn‟t get it I fear. 

I bet you really hope that it gets better right here. 

I have the kind of mind that people might fear, 

I‟m tryna make light about the best of my years 

But. 
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III 

III 

Right now? 

I‟m on the wrong side of twenty. 

It‟s taken me too long to actually stop and reinvent „me‟. 

My energy is flagging like a Union Jack presenting 

Decoration for a celebration waving at the entry 

Of the latest alias I‟m going under – simply „Jeffrey‟. 

The name my parents gave to me when I was just an embry- 

-Oh.  

Well. 

It‟ll do for about a century. 

Or however long I last before I fill an empty 

Casket, and my heart gets 

Stiller than Ben 

And my arm gets 

Rigid and stiff with no bend 

And the only evidence that I existed is an empty 

Memory stick of songs that were deleted accidentally. 

Morbid, huh? Well it will happen – eventually. 

It doesn‟t really bother me as long as I have plenty 

Of time, 

To fill, 

With rhyme, 

And skill, 

And Facebook updates that tell the world about Jeffrey. 
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IV 

IV 

So „what‟s on your mind?‟ 

Will I find that it upsets me? 

Insult my intelligence and generally offend me? 

The dumb to clever ratio is five to one, I‟ve said before, 

So that means most of you are not clever enough to get me. 

Fuck, I get so cocky - I apologise profusely, 

I shouldn‟t be so arrogant before I introduce the 

Version of myself that sort of generally loosely 

Corresponds with the persona that I‟ve crafted on my looseleaf 

But, 

Right now? 

I‟m on the right side of you. 

You‟re listening to me and I‟m delivering a few 

New lines, that‟ll keep me on the right side of you. 

You‟re listening to me and I‟m delivering a few 

Clever lines, that‟ll keep me on the right side of you… 

(repeat, adlibs) 

http://www.unseenflirtspoetry.wordpress.com/bridges 
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The Real Deal Dilettante Fraud 

I 

I 

All this talk of fake and not fake is a pointless debate, 

It‟s real if you say it is. 

But if your affectations aren‟t yours, you‟re a dilettante fraud, 

And that‟s just the way it is. 

If you say things that you don‟t say, you‟re creating yourself, 

In a way, I can see that. 

But if you say things that you don‟t think you‟re a cheat and a fraud 

And you need to believe that. 

Believe me. I know what I say, not because I‟m fake but because I‟m 

genuinely like this. 

I‟ve been „Projectbrownman‟ from way back when and now, I‟m 

„Jeremy Whitechick‟. 

Fame evades the way I‟ve made myself up to date, but no, 

I don‟t mind this 

Because I, for one, can safely say that I‟ve made myself 

Nice and precisely. 
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II 

II 
Every time I write these rhymes I surprise 
The mind in my head „cause I‟m so unlikely – 
A teacher, 
In T-shirt and shorts on the weekend and tie from Monday to Friday, 
Who picks up a microphone and, from time to time, hits record and starts 
rhyming, 
On a beat he took from online and creates free mixtapes. 
(No, you can‟t buy this). 
Striking. 
Just like lightning. 
Model pose and my clothes are my vice, it‟s 
Peculiar and unusual – 
Superficial but my mind is quite sprightly. 
I write daily, read books nightly, 
First class degree at uni (quite rightly) 
I don‟t know about you, but this might be the first time I ever heard a rapper 
quite like me 
On a track with no beat in the back to distract anybody from the fact that I‟m 
rhyming. 
Listen close, and you might get a dose 
Of the rapper of the moment, close, 
Behind the… 

Forerunners – I‟m not a poor subber – 
It‟s been a warm summer but I‟m a bit icy. 

I stay cold, my flows are quite frozen, 
Poetry flows but prose is more my scene. 

From Jane Austen, to Smith, Zadie, 
Read a lot of books and turned a lot of pages. 

I do believe in god but I‟m also a creationist, because I‟m creating daily like 
basis. 

Serious face when I rhyme, like a doctor 
Hovering on top of beats – helicopter. 

Take much care with my style „cause I‟ve got to 
Shake like Spear, I‟m Wilde like Oscar. 
Anyway, you can see that I‟m literary, 

Literally dripping with ink and my nib is very wet; 
Staining Moleskine pages, 

Ready to release the things in my brain it‟s 
Just a mixtape. 

Skip the mistakes. 
Real deal dilettante. 
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III 

III 

I need to say what‟s on my mind. 

The other day I rhymed 

About looking for something that I may never ever find. 

The key is missing for the lock that‟s for the box that‟s in my mind 

And I might pick it in a minute (if I ever find the time) 

And if I ever get the mind to take a little look inside 

I cannot really guarantee that I know what I will find… 

Knight the gift and call it Sir Prize, 

A gift for the future in disguise 

Oh why 

Do I keep it so elusive when I really should describe? 

Alluding to the things I cannot accurately find? 

And every moment of my life is affirmation of the lie, 

I‟m simply telling everybody that I am what I aspire. 

From my whole vocabulary to my „funky dope‟ attire, 

Projecting a perception myself upon the eye of the beholder 

And I‟m holding on to values I admire. 

Regal feelings – 

Please, call me “sire”. 

Looking at my peers like they‟re residing in a mire 

O why an MC can never make it any higher... 

Because the world is complicated like „The Wire‟ – 

All strings attached, 

I see then „cause I am… 

… 

(adlibs) 

http://www.unseenflirtspoetry.wordpress.com/bridges 
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I 
I 

At the moment it‟s a tomb, 

But this room will be awoken 

With the volume and emotion 

Of words that remain unspoken. 

Kalmer than „you‟ll get what‟s coming to you‟ an open 

Window invites a breeze that‟s unseen but leads to motion. 

So engrossed, 

I anticipate commotion 

But for now it‟s simply me in a room making these notes and 

I can only speculate as to the things that will unfold in here – 

Bold words from a person facing unknown forces… 

Unimagined Forces at the 

Royal Festival Hall 
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II 
II 

A hundred chairs glare in menace at a table top, 

Angled with an accuracy that actually makes me wait and stop 

And think about the poor four people who will face a lot 

Of scrutiny today. 

Unusually staid 

Is the way that I‟d describe this place because I know its purpose. 

The person who has interrupted my display of words has 

Spelled it out. 

As he led me out, I thought I‟d ask the question: 

 

“What‟s happening here today then?” 

“A wedding.” 
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III 
III 

Oh. 

So. 

At the moment it‟s a tomb 

But this room is actually a womb, for a love in bloom. 

A hundred happy people looking at the bride and groom, 

Maybe snapping happy pics and clapping hands and maybe soon… 

…and not a single person in there will appreciate my story. 

Beyond ignored – the author of a literal allegory. 

I stood in here for minutes feeling unimagined forces 

That for some uncertain reason are continuing to draw me. 

http://www.unseenflirtspoetry.wordpress.com/bridges 
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Context! 

! 
Context context context context! 
Context context context context! 

 
It‟s highly subjective and I‟m suggesting 
There are no absolutes. It‟s interesting.  

 
Do I need a parachute? Well that‟s depending:  

Am I stationary or am I ascending?  
 

Watching a horror film on my own and  
Am I scared? No. It‟s 10 in the morning…  

 
Same film, at night, no people: 

Am I scared? Yes, „Cause darkness is „evil‟... 

 
Unmade bed: It doesn‟t really matter be- 

cause it‟s not art until it‟s in a gallery.  
 

The death of eight men: I reckon it‟ll sadden me, 
But if they „deserve‟ it, is it still a tragedy?  

 
Lasagne and pizza: That‟s a dinner recipe.  
But having it for breakfast? Unnecessary.  

 
You punched him in the face? Well that‟s a bit violent.  

He slept with your wife? Oh, that‟s why, it‟s… 
 

I found 20 pounds! That‟s incredible! 
I saw who dropped it... Oh, you‟re just a criminal. 

 
I got fired for being late. Well that‟s a bit harsh. 

I’ve been late every day, for eighteen months… 
 

Context context context context! 
Context context context context! 
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On the way up 

 

Flying by, 

And I see an airplane, 

On the way up. 

I look past the bug 

And I see the sky. 

On the way up, 

I look past the bug, 

Walking around, 

And I see a couple 

On the way up. 

I look past the bug 

And I see the ground. 

On the way up, 

I look past the bug. 

 

-Unseen Flirtations 

“I recently decided to write a poem about a bug I saw climbing the win-

dow. The concept was simple: focussing on the bug during its ascent then 

looking out towards whatever was in the distance at different stages of the 

climb. The poem evolved into an Anti-Gravity poem, which you can read 

top to bottom, or bottom to top. Try it.” 
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On the way down 

  

I look past the bug 

On the way up 

And I see the ground. 

I look past the bug 

On the way up 

And I see a couple, 

Walking around. 

I look past the bug 

On the way up 

And I see the sky. 

I look past the bug 

On the way up 

And I see an airplane 

Flying by. 

 

-Unseen Flirtations 
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Like Gulliver among the 

Houyhnhnms 
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I 

II 

I 

I can‟t make letters 

And I can‟t make words, 

But I can put them together 

In ways that I‟ve never heard 

And with these lines of my design 

Begin describing whole new worlds 

That will erupt from the nib of my pen  

In graceful swirls 

Of cursive. 

Loopy vowels that I can change the world with, 

Coupled with consonants (both plosive and non-plosive) 

I know this metaphor is beginning to showboat it‟s 

As if I‟m writing a brochure for yachts. 

 

II 

26 knots 

Is the speed my brain is reeling at for reasons 

That remain unknown to me and are unseen as my demeanour. 

I recycle thoughts like seasons 

And each one is a brand new seed and 

Some of these have been allowed to flourish –  

That is what you‟re reading at the moment. 

Spoken seeds of thought I‟ve planted,  

Can you see them? 

Flowering in understanding, petals start releasing 

Something small and imperceptible and easily ignored –  

That elusive target I‟m talking towards: 

 

Meaning. 
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III 
III 

I feel like Gulliver, 

I‟m stifled in confusion. 

A giant talking down to crowds of tiny Liliputians. 

An insect screaming up at Brobdingnagian communities 

And eye to eye is hard to see 

With such a gap from you to me. 

U-„n‟-I, T-Y. 

If the reader and the writer occupy the same soil then it‟s beauty. 

He‟s an author, he‟s a writer 

Writing thoughts that come to life in the 

Imagination of another person: 

Musically. 
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IV 

IV 

I used to be –  

Wait, scratch that, I‟m used to being 

The reader of the world,  

a critic who can be unusually creative.  

Making statements like “The critic is an artist”. 

Thinking pretty far ahead. I‟ve past it. 

But not too old – the line of finish is the thing I‟ve passed 

Because I won the race. 

Some can run as fast as me but none will ever come to taste 

The victory I‟m sipping 

With each song I post for you to see. Why? 

Because each trophy is exclusively 

For me. I made it for myself, you wouldn‟t even like it. 

You couldn‟t hold it high enough, 

You wouldn‟t even try it. 

What I‟m saying (and I should have said this in the first place) 

Is that we‟re all competing individually for the first place 

Prize. Words make rhyme 

And I don‟t know where I‟ve ended up this time. 

I started with a little seed of thought about an author 

And here I am discussing weird philosophical 

Ideas… 

 

(adlibs)  
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V 

V 

You can‟t tell me nothing. 

I‟m allowed to be reckless. 

It‟s a fair double negative. 

I‟m proud of my prejudice. 

Racist against the inane insufficient thinkers 

Blinkered to the ways of the Clever Kids. 

I‟m prejudiced against anyone who cannot get with this, 

Illegal aliens in this world of my creation. It‟s appalling, 

I appreciate, but I am just an author 

Of worlds that are as fluid as water. 

I ought to… 

Stop before I aggravate the people who I‟m courting… 

I‟m a Yahoo, fooled into thinking he‟s a Houyhnhnm… 

I‟m losing my train of thought… 

I thought… that I was winning… 

But it turns out I‟m just like him… from the beginning… 

I‟m like Gulliver… 

http://www.unseenflirtspoetry.wordpress.com/bridges 
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The Literary Dress Code 

(an extended metaphor) 

I 
I 

(Pause) 

I haven‟t got a great deal of money but I‟m cool though. 

Quite clever, but essentially a fool though. 

Essentially a fool though? 

Yeah, „cause I put new clothes, on a par with new books – 

It‟s a new code. 

Dress code- 

Read, and knock „em dead with Cool Pose, 

Readabookinpublic is the latest way to pull those 

Stares, glares, side glances and full blown 

Looks to the face. 

(The attention is great) 
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II 

II 

My copy of The Iliad is fresher than your outfit. 

You‟re looking at me differently like “what‟s that all about?” 

Then I mix it up – Hit you with some Rushdie 

One time. 

Switch it up – 

Carol Ann Duffy 

In the sunshine. 

Bronte. 

Emily or Charlotte? 

Either way, 

Literally dripping with style when I flick a page. 

What style? 

It depends what I am reading, man: 

Modern, post-modern, post-post-modern, Victorian? 

A great knowledge of various different genres and 

I wear it on my sleeve. 

Believe I‟m rocking all of them. 

Just the other day I  had a new Sebastian 

Faulks and each page I turned was a new fashion trend. 

The Seamus Heaney I keep in my blazer pocket‟s 

Actually an accessory – the literati rock it. 

You just can‟t stop it, 

I have a stylish library 

And what you see me reading in is all a single side of me. 
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III 

IV 

III 

Unseen Flirt: 

Reads loads and makes amazing tracks. 

The latest dress code includes a battered paperback 

Residing in my brown, leather satchel and providing 

It‟s a quiet tube journey, 

You just might glimpse a catch. 

Catch a glimpse – 

I‟m sorry for that mix of words. 

Unseen Flirt, covered head to toe in literature. 

For alliteration I‟ll wear Shakespeare as a shirt, 

Tennyson as trousers and Motion as a mini-skirt… 

 

IV 

My style 

Is swift like Jonathan. 

Wilde-styled Oscar. 

Libraries? I bother them. 

Because I walk in fully butt-naked, 

Rearrange the place and leave 

Covered in pages. 

A disgrace to see them go wasted, 

Under-read people look like old vagrants. 

Start by wearing a waistcoat 

Made out of chapters, 

Do it in stages… 

(adlibs) 

http://www.unseenflirtspoetry.wordpress.com/bridges 



32 

 

M 
idwinter Spring contains a sample from „Les Deux 
Pianos‟ by Yann Tierson. I say „sample‟ but really I 
looped the entire song in its entirety. Like Gatsby at 
Thirty contains a sample from „Something About Us‟ 

by Daft Punk. The Real Deal Dilettante Fraud contains a sample 
from „Glass, Concrete & Stone‟ by David Byrne. Unimagined Forces 
at the Royal Festival Hall contains a sample from „Untitled‟ by To-
ny Loomin. Context! contains a sample from „Vitavivness‟ by the 
roots, but I‟m pretty certain it‟s an old hip hop sample from some 
ancient funk song too. Like Gulliver among the Houyhnhnms con-
tains two samples: one from „Porcelain‟ by the Red Hot Chili Pep-
pers and one from „Good Morning‟ by Otomo Yoshihide‟s New 
Jazz Ensemble. Finally, the Literary Dress Code (an extended meta-
phor) contains a sample from „Ode to Billy Joe‟ by Bobblie Gentry. 
 
Special thanks to the following writers, alive and dead (just because 
they were mentioned/ referenced at some point really): 
Jane Austen, Carol Ann Duffy, TS Eliot, Sebastian Faulks, F Scott 
Fitzgerald, Seamus Heaney, Andrew Motion, Salman Rushdie, Wil-
liam Shakespeare, David Simon, Zadie Smith, Jonathan Swift, Al-
fred Lord Tennyson and Oscar Wilde. 
 
And a special Twitter shoutout to the following, whose 
#kindwords are endlessly inspiring: 
 
@WaywardLou, @UnmuzzledPoet, @NickPanteli, @synaesthesia, 
@sophiekingo, @1midnightreader, @reginaldrandom, @ldabiralai 
 
And finally, thank you, whoever you are, for reading/ listening.  
 
All the best. 
 

-Unseen Flirtations 
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