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4E'D BE HAPPIER, HE THINKS, IF HE COULD HATE
K HE WORLD PURELY

for Liz Meley

But there’s the 1os€ garden’s scraggly splendor,
gumwads and blossoms and cigarette butts forming

constellations on the sidewalk. There are the constellations,
whose names he doesn’t know but would like to.

A friend one night stood under the stars and opened her wrists
and the next night convinced him to leave his own wrists sealed—

there are the wrists, their squishy blue circuitry
and freckles and marshland of hair. Out there

somewhere is a lover who said she’d never leave him
and did leave him and he’s better for it: he bought a cat

who purrs at his feet, or bites them. There are feet,
manfeet and catfeet each with their troubling translucent claws.

There are the sagging oxen
of the inflatable Nativity, its dead mule

and face-planted goats: glories,
rump-up and luminous. There’s luminous,

which rhymes with ruin us; _
there’s the nagging hope it means something.

J.G. McClure
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