“You Bastard!”

She hissed it, but it woke me, motel walls like
motel walls. Her voice rose. Invectives fouled 

the air. “Bastard” became an endearing child, 

illegitimate, amongst the rest of anger’s progeny. 

Assholes, limp dicks, and pecker heads thudded through 

paper partitions like bats without sonar. Assorted sorry sons

of bitches—worthless and drunken, horse-faced or half-

assed—slapped against the ceiling seeking higher ground. 

Fists hammered from awakened rooms. 

Fuck-you’s flew in flocks like common English

sparrows. I covered my head in pillows

lamenting the lost art of the curse.

Had she decried him as an ugly waste of skin

summoning Lucifer’s hungry hounds 

to tear him limb from limb, 

I’d have sat up to listen.

Had she called up the devil to damn him 

to the stone of dirges or to the well of ashes

seven miles below hell,

I’d have leapt up and cheered.

Yes, had she simply closed the door, leaving

him to the eternity of an itch

no nails to scratch—

Her, I could have loved.

