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LOUISE GLUCK
THE WOUND

The air stiffens to a crust.
From bed I watch

Clots of flies, crickets

Frisk and titter. Now

The weather is such grease.
All day I smell the roasts
Like presences. You

Root into your books.

You do your stuff.

In here my bedroom walls
Are paisley, like a plot

Of embryos. I lie here,
Waiting for its kick.

My love. My tenant.

As the shrubs grow

Downy, bloom and seed.

The hedges grow downy

And seed and moonlight
Burbles through the gauze.
Sticky curtains. Faking scrabble
With the pair next door

I watched you clutch your blank.
They’re both on Nembutal,
The killer pill.

And I am fixed. Gone careful,
Begging for the nod,

You hover loyally above my head. I close
My eyes. And now

The prison falls in place:
Ripe things sway in the light,
Parts of plants, leaf
Fragments ...

You are covering the cot
With sheets. I feel

No end. No end. It stalls

In me. It’s still alive.



