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JAMES WOMACK


ON TRUST


A Book of Lies


True?’ said the Colonel. ‘Of course my stories are true.


They may not have happened in quite this way, or at quite


this time, or even to quite these people. But they’re all true.’


Cupid implies; Venus infers.
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AUTHOR BIOGRAPHY












Oh none of this ever happened, but one feels so grown-up


composing a self out of details not entirely meritworthy.



























‘FLEW IN ON NEW YEAR’S DAY THE FIREWORKS’









flew in on New Year’s Day the fireworks


beneath my plane like sudden lichen







my wife uses a caviar jar for an ashtray


wants her tombstone to read FINALLY JUSTICE







one neighbour is losing her mind the doorbell


often rings as she goes to look for herself







taking my arm in her hand and angry


asking again and again why do you live here






























TARGET




I’d like to be a queen of people’s hearts…












Bored at ourselves, we filled bottles both glass and plastic with the undrinkable tap water.


We opened the large window and took a five paces run-up.


The bottles all burst. Some burst subtly, a disappointing collapse and split.


Others burst beautifully in a corona of shrapnel round a surprisingly dry centre.


This was the fourteenth floor, the fag-end of August, years and years ago.


The supervisor was alerted by the crashing the cheers the who-knows-what.


He came to our door smoking a cigarette.


Listen, you little cunts, if you throw more shit out of the window you’re for it.


What, us? We haven’t been doing anything. Look, the window is closed.


Hmph. So you didn’t throw anything? No. We did not think he was convinced.


I will take photos and prove the truth one way or another.


A day or so of tension, him refusing to speak to us or to unlock the washing machine.


But then on the last day of the month he was grumpy but somehow tender.


I am sorry about your princess. But she was a liar as well. 






























THAT KISS









Nobody noticed, except the two who were meant to notice,


as the rapid ritual greeting, left cheek, right cheek,


was prolonged ever-so ever-so slightly


and one breathed in close on the curve of the other’s jaw.






























CO-RESPONDENT









That morning, N and the baby being asleep,


I sat down to write a rebuttal to one of your love-letters.


But you know how it is:


you set out to perform some ordinary task,


to buy the bread, maybe, or else I won’t be long,


just taking the videos back to the shop,


and then round a corner


the full majesty of the goddess Freya


strikes you in the face and blinds you.


Which was how it was. I cannot live in this world,


the goddess of beauty and death lounging


at street corners. Was this what I meant to write?


Anyway, I never took the videos back.


One of them was ‘our film’, if you remember,


or don’t think it odd that shared possessions


are alleged to define or fix relationship.


‘Our song’, of course, is Yakety Sax,


but the film behind my eyes admits of any soundtrack—


your hair wet from the pool, a night that smelt of ozone.


And although my dream of you


is not the same as you,


it is in fact love, it is love.


Write that often and it will be enough.






























SUCH AFFAIRS









About such affairs it is easier to be ironic than just


but one senses a grand disjuncture


between our nights in the tearful hotels


and their never-so-resonant souvenirs:


soap, bath foam, coat hangers, a sewing kit.






























SEAWIFE









That summer of flesh-coloured jelly shoes


I lost my wedding ring,


a ring with a line on it like a line of surf,


and I lost it in the sea.







A hopeless day later I went to the shore


and found, half-buried at the tideline


with the sun growing on it,


another ring, not mine.


A battered silver ring


where I could not see my face.


Against the advice of every fairy-tale


I put it on, and now am lost.







Day and night I hear her voice:


in the storms when she comes


to command vainly against the rocks,


or more insidious, in the kiss


of foam on sand, bare now, not boastful.


She calls me and I go:


in two minutes I can be inside her.







And what about my fleshwife?


It carries on as normal, tidal,


but I think of the sea as I fuck her,


kiss the tears from her face, for the salt.


Each morning I leave bed early


and walk the shoreline


waiting for messages: marks in the sand,


the seabirds’ clumsy cuneiform.
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