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THE TRANSIENCE OF ALL THINGS
WALKS INTO A BAR

or rather, a series of almost-but-
not-truly-identical bars flickering

one to the next so quick there’s the illusion,
like a film reel, of a stable image: here,

a bartending hipster, Josh—whose thoughts
and cells are being replaced so imperceptibly

and inexorably that he is not really Josh but
a flickering of Joshes who pour a flickering of beers,

one of which The Transience of All Things nurses for years
between tequilas, more years and hoppy belches

until the pint is gone. By then the bar
is abandoned. In the rusting ruin

of the men’s room, The Transience
of All Things misses what once was

the urinal. His favorite boot is wet; the leather
is probably ruined. Josh, for his part, died

* decades ago and there followed the usual

solemnly, of Josh’s many virtues, most of which
were vague but enough to bring comfort

to his children who were sure
they would never get past his death

but gradually did somehow until waking
one morning they didn’t think of how
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this was the exact moment that defined

their emotional midlives but it went
unnoticed until much later when

it could be inferred but not remembered,
much to the distress of the children

who sensed it was exactly the sort of thing
they should be able to remember dammit.
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