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PORTRAIT OF MY LONGINGs
MOVIE SCRIPT b .G. McCiun

There would be no misery my fist
& feathered hair can'’t fix. My name

tough and simple as a knobbed club,
say Dirk or Viper—but the name’s not

so important. What is important is
that when at last we rescue the President

from his burning perch above the barracuda tank
he says Thank you Son and the orchestral swell,

the slow zoom to a single tear threatening
the edge of my eyeball, tell the viewer

that symbolically I've saved my father who—
nine years ago when agents in immaculate suits

firebombed the family ranch—I couldn’t protect
because I was deep undercover in the KGB,

or a splinter of the CIA, but either way
what matters most is how my ex-wife Ellie—

the nation’s top mathematician and the only
one who can stop the CIAKGB from unleashing

their nuclear biological suitcase missiles—
then watches me with longing

as | krav maga a path through waves
of spec-op ninjas. Once the detonators are defused

she tells me something like 7 guess I miscalculated you—
burt that single slo-mo tear was urtter purgation;
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with the world saved & my losses avenged

[ am free from all desire. I conjugate Russian

in my head like a mantra. I flex my many tattoos.
i : '
| jetpack away into 2 mountainous sunrise,

leaving the President in awe & Ellie wrapped
in the long black fade of her perfect regret.



