J. G. McClure

Nothing Will Be All Right, But Thank
You Anyway

Want wants what it wants: in Magritte’'s Les Amants,
two lovers—their separate heads in sackcloth shrouds -
press together the spaces where their lips would be.

Under the sacks they can’t have air enough,
wrapped in darkness and their own stale breathing,

but we want so much to believe they’re happy

despite it all: though they’ll never truly touch
or see past the tips of their own noses,
though at the wedding she’ll remove her bridal veil

only to reveal the familiar veil, though they’ll get a house
and raise children whose lives they’ll infer
from muffled sounds, children who will

cry and teethe and grow old from
behind their own thick shrouds—
maybe still they’re happy. Or at least

maybe they could be; we can’t know after all
they aren’t content: maybe never knowing
how your lover looks at you

is mercy, and they’ll never have to pay

for sunglasses. The sacks might smell
richly of sandalwood and cinnamon.
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G McClure

self Portrait as Eqo and Vehicle

Every morning, my Ego swims the backstroke
across the muddy hotspring of my thermos. If I skip coffee

he’s atop the toothbrush, playing
a tiny harmonica, or curled up in a cigarette

grinning and reeking of menthol. He’s lonely
and clever and bored; his satchel

holds many important documents. You said I'm unhappy
because of him, that he’s the reason I need some reason

not to shoot myself or make a strawberry-Vicodin smoothie
I'm drowning in religio-cultural fantasies of purpose,

you said, but it’s okay just to be. To let go of Ego
is to let go of angst—you're probably right

but I feel bad for the little guy, always trying to find his way
in from the cold. And without him, what am I

but a motorbike without a driver, wobbling and churning
chunks of dirt, popping ridiculous wheelies?

You and I know language is a rickety guardrail,
all creaking and splinters, hardly any defense against

the plunge into nothing. But Ego still believes in it somehow,
and I've got to admire the stubborn way he clambers aboard

and grips my synaptic handlebars, steering
between books, away from the bottle
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and ledges and train tracks. He’s got a map
and a decent sense of direction. His denim jacket

is stylish and he’s a skilled repairman too:
there’s nothing he thinks he can't fix.
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