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            ‘In the middle of the forest there’s an unexpected clearing that can only be found by those who have gotten lost’.

            
                

            

            – Tomas Tranströmer (trans. Robert Bly)6
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          Mid-air
        

            

            
               
                  There is a corner of the city where the air is

                  soft resin. Step in and it hardens

                  around you. Suspended

                  in amber. We made

                  the mistake of kissing there. I mean, here.

                  Our mouths midway

                  across the same

                  inhalation like robbers mid-leap between

                  rooftops. If kisses were scored by composers

                  they’d place the breath on the upbeat. Oh

                  God. Music preceded by mid-air,

                  when the baton lifts, the orchestra tightens: ‘And’

                  before the ‘one two three.’ And

                  the sunlight is meticulous. And the river

                  holds its tongue. And your silver

                  earring steels like an aerialist’s hoop, caught

                  mid-spin. A note almost sung. Locked

                  in the amber of the and.

                  We just want to land or

                  be landed on.
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          Dive Bar
        

            

            
               
                  Through a red door down a steep flight

                  of stairs into a windowless cellar

                  with sweating walls

                  an ingénue in a smoking jacket

                  sits atop a piano

                  as a host of swaying women

                  sing ‘Your Secret’s Safe with Me’

                  and one invites you

                  into the privacy of a kiss – all these

                  dark clandestine places – and you find

                  yourself imagining a very tiny

                  woman walking straight

                  into her mouth

                  through a red door down a steep flight

                  of throat into a windowless cell

                  with breathing walls

                  an ingénue in a smoke jacket

                  sits astride a piano

                  as a host of swallowed women

                  sing ‘Your Secret’s in a Safe,’

                  the barmaid shakes a custom

                  cocktail she calls ‘A Private Kiss’– all these

                  dark half-eaten faces – and you find

                  yourself imagining a tiny tiny

                  woman walking straight

                  into her mouth

                  through a red breath down a dark

                  thought into a swallowed sense

                  with shrinking walls

                  an innuendo in stomach acid

                  slops upon a piano

                  as a host of silent passions

                  mouth ‘Your Secret is Yourself’

                  inside the belly of the world – all these

                  dark dissolving spaces – and you find 11

                  yourself imagining a windowless

                  woman breaking

                  walls down in herself, sprinting

                  up the shrinking

                  halls and up contracting

                  corridors and up the choking

                  fits of hard stares through dark

                  thoughts and dead

                  laws through the red door

                  as it swallows shut behind you

                  now you’re spat out

                  on the pavement with

                  the sun just

                  coming out.
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          Nancy and the Torpedo
        

            

            
               
                  Nancy found an entire torpedo in the forest

                  just lying there like a beached whale,

                  coated in wet leaves

                  and decorated with glittering snail trails.

                  ‘It’s a fucking torpedo,’ she said.

               

               
                  ‘Is it… live?’ I said.

                  I didn’t know how torpedoes worked.

                  Were they like mines?

               

               
                  ‘It’s inert,’ she said, suddenly an expert,

                  ‘torpedoes don’t explode on land,

                  everyone knows that.’ She whistled like a plumber

                  surveying a damp patch, ‘He’s a beauty alright.

                  I reckon he weighs at least 600 pounds. 640, I’d say.’

               

               
                  ‘He?’ I said, but Nancy was already straddling it,

                  spanking its rudder like the rump of a prize horse.

                  ‘What’s a torpedo doing in a forest?’

               

               
                  Nancy rolled her eyes.

                  ‘You always ask the most obvious questions, don’t you?

                  Can’t you just enjoy the moment?’

               

               
                  She’d already unzipped her trousers

                  and was touching herself, grinding up

                  against the girth of the weapon

                  and groaning gently. ‘Careful,’ I said.

               

               
                  Her orgasm gathered to a scream.

                  She pressed her sweating face

                  on the warhead and fell asleep on top of it.

                  The torpedo precisely matched the length of her body. 13

               

               
                  To my tired gaze, it seemed

                  as if they were both breathing,

                  Nancy and the torpedo, their chests

                  rising and falling together

                  like unsuspecting ocean waves.

               

               
                  I pictured them both in action,

                  underwater, Nancy’s legs wrapped around

                  its speeding shaft, her red eyes fixed like sniper

                  dots on the target ahead, a string of bubbles

                  flying out behind her like a chiffon scarf.

               

               
                  Eventually she woke, refreshed and cheerful,

                  patted the torpedo goodbye, hoisted on her backpack

                  and we continued our journey

                  as if nothing had happened.

               

               
                  ‘Where are we going?’ she’d ask, every ten minutes or so.

                  ‘We’ve just got to keep moving,’ I’d reply, pointing

                  in some arbitrary direction and striding with purpose,

                  trying to channel the sexual energy

                  of a self-propelled missile, ‘Keep on moving.’

               

               
                  The dread swished around my gums

                  like someone else’s tongue. If I had owned a penis

                  it would’ve secretly shrivelled in my pants.

                  ‘We’ve passed this clearing before,’ Nancy said.

               

               
                  ‘Different clearing,’ I said. ‘Those are our footprints

                  from four days ago,’ she said. ‘Different footprints,’ I said.

                  Then we saw the torpedo. Nancy laughed.

                  ‘I suppose you’re going to tell me that’s a different torpedo?’

               

               
                  It was getting dark and cold. ‘I love you. I just love you

                  so much,’ I said, as Nancy remounted, hugging it

                  and whispering into its back, her mouth almost kissing

                  the metal. That’s when I lost it. 14

               

               
                  ‘I’M SORRY I’M NOT A FUCKING TORPEDO!’

               

               
                  ‘I can’t… blast through shit I’m

                  lost and I’m useless and I’ve got no fucking

                  idea where I am or what I’m doing. There. I said it.

                  Go ahead and dump me because I’m a piece of shit.’

               

               
                  There was a long silence.

                  Nancy straightened her spine like a dressage rider,

                  looked at me for an age then said,

                  ‘How many times do I have to prove it to you?’

               

               
                  ‘Prove what?’ I said. She sighed,

                  ‘What could be more useless and impotent

                  than a dud torpedo in a forest?’

               

               
                  ‘I don’t understand,’ I said. She peeled a snail

                  from its propeller and threw it at me.

                  ‘I know exactly who you are,’ she said,

                  slapping the steel, ‘you and him

                  are headed in the same direction.’

               

               
                  ‘You mean, nowhere?’

                  She unzipped her trousers and reached down.

                  Fat tears appeared on her cheeks like rain. I didn’t

                  understand why she was crying.

               

               
                  ‘You stupid idiot,’ she said, her breath

                  quickening as she rubbed and grinded,

                  ‘Can’t you see I’m doing this for you?

                  Can’t you see I’m exploding for the both of us?’
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