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Mac, a tawny beast with devotional cyes, sits
at the french doors and whimpers. Outside

lies the garden path, sun-baked flagstones, Eden.
Flash of hummingbirds in lantern bush and loropetalum.

He snatched his third last week, so house arrest.
Those days, I tell him, are over. Such mewling grief.

Once I couldn’t bear to lack what I wanted: it hones
your insides like a boning knife.

Four lovers in one week, 1 felt neither shame nor doubt.
And other missteps I can’t speak of.

Age comes like a scourge: red-hot
with renunciation.

Today a week of storms ended. T Tingered
outside, the light in the trees almost

not bearable. Intensity, subtler than passion.
0Odd to be grateful so much of my life is over.

Mac’s all instinct and he pays.
In another year he'll be contented. A lap,

a walk around, a chase. Eager for
bright spinning things, fresh can of salmon.
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