

[image: ]













Billy’s Rain


HUGO WILLIAMS







[image: alt]




















Contents







Title Page




   





Silver Paper Men


Trivia


Day Return


Sealink


Straw Dogs


My Chances


Till Soon


Interval


During an Absence


How


Collarbone


Timer


Nothing On


Rhetorical Questions


The Lisboa


Our Theory


Billy’s Rain


Cross Country


Late


Lost Weekend


Among the Combs


At the Brief Encounter


Token


Last Things


Lunch Hour


All Right


Rainy Night


Their Holidays


Dangerous Water


Strange Meeting


Nothing Stinted


Congratulations


Unobtainable


Alternator


Blindfold Games


Live Bed Show


Sweet Nothings


All That


Haircut


Useless


Erosion


Mirror History


Some R&B and Black Pop


Blank Pages


Early Morning


Everyone Knows This


Bar Italia


Legend


Siren Song


Her News


Balcony Scene




    





About the Author


Copyright






















Billy’s Rain

























Silver Paper Men









They exist in rudimentary gardens,


flourishing a cane or twirling a parasol,


all nipped-in waists, doffed hats


and little pointed shoes.


Regency bucks and belles,


they appear out of nowhere, for no reason,


leaning by a bridge or balustrade,


admiring a willow tree.


Given over to reflection,


they do nothing for a season, in pairs,


while a butterfly waits in mid-air.


That impossible basket of flowers


says all there is to say about love


in their shiny black world.







After dark, their silver paper costumes


shimmer in the light from the street.


Their flickering afterimages


stiff-leg-it round the room


in time to some tinselly tune from long ago.


For a moment, they seem to dance together.


Suddenly bashful, they hide


behind fans or dance programmes,


or turn their heads to one side.


They pass their days like this,


bowing and scraping to one another


on either side of a mantelpiece or door,


till one of them goes missing,


or crashes to the floor.






























Trivia









It might have been the word for sulking in animals,


Juliette Lewis, Joan of Arc, the smell


of television lingering in the morning like a quarrel.


It might have been an Airedale scratching at your door,


papier-mâché heads, a cloud no bigger than …







It might have been blue satin, Peter Stuyvesant Gold,


Deep Heat, umbrella pines, familiar two-note calls


repeated at intervals, a lifeguard’s upraised hand.


It didn’t matter what it was, almost anything would do


to bring it all back to you, then take it away again.






























Day Return









Your thoughts race ahead of you down the line


to where the day is building


a strange new town for you to arrive in:


the ruined castle,


the different-coloured buses,


the girl from the office


who tears up your day return


and throws it in pieces at your feet.







You smile for no reason


at a cut-out of two workmen


carrying a ladder across a field


on behalf of ‘KARPIN BROS REMOVALS AND DECORATIONS’.


Even the horses looking up from grass


seem to agree that time and you


are flying past for once


without knowing why exactly.






























Sealink









On the boat, we foot passengers


were shuffled like a pack of cards


and thrown down in new combinations


all over the half-empty, off-season decks.


Children bumped into one another.


Parents looked for somewhere quiet to sit


away from the video games.


Young couples ate enormous, nervous meals,


while single people roamed back and forth


between the restaurant and Duty Free.







As land came into sight, one asked another


‘Do you know the way back to the coach?


I think it’s on Whale Deck.’


A conversation begins with ‘May I sit


next to you? God, it’s hot in here!


Do you mind if I open this window?’


We take off our coats, settle back, peel oranges.


Shall we speak in English or French?


Are we going on holiday? Or home?


Do we mind knowing each other’s name?
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