On Recovery

Everyone in my family has to fight the bear.
The bear is old, older than my grandfather’s

grandfather & his teeth are long
& yellow. I know his stratagems.

Say I'm at the airport: the bald man
at the bar with the blazer & briefcase

could be the bear: he could tear
out my eyeballs & the last thing they’d see

is my blood on the business bear’s coat.
So I’'m careful. I plan every egress;

I check beneath my car. I rarely sleep
& when I sleep 1 sleep with bear mace

under the pillow. So far the pillow
is not the bear. And you my dear—

I believe you’re not the bear.
Those lips I love are not ursine & you

never roar plucking salmon from a stream.
Thank you, for staying despite him.

Go on—sleep and I'll keep vigil:
all night the willow will rasp

our window. Far below will be homes,
fields, all the wide earth rustling

with the gentle snuffling of the bear.

J.G. McClure, Greensboro, NC
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