78

My Muse - Charles H. Webb

He’s short—shorter than I—thinner, with frizzier,
redder hair: Woody Allenish, but gentile,

which makes it worse; he wanted Abdul Jabbar’s
height, Schwarzenegger’s muscles, Eastwood’s face.
His skin is thinner than mine, too. He can’t read

The Times without screaming. A distant mayoral race,

court ruling, car-jacking, mystery virus

makes him seethe. Picture the response to his own
termites, insurance hikes, full audit by the IRS?

He wrote a book called Everyday Outrages—
unpublished, naturally. He works as a lounge guitarist
though he loathes club owners, Top 40, and drunks.

He’s nearly scored eight record deals: The Tantalus
Predicament, he calls it, hoping for a best-seller.

He married a beautiful blonde, but she wanted him
to be “more mainstream” —i.e., rich. After two years
of monochromatic bickering, they divorced.

A year later, she’s sharing a one-bedroom

in Topanga with an apprentice psychic surgeon.
“The main theme of modern life is the humiliation
of the protagonist,” he likes to say. Actually likes to.
Left on my own, I could never invent a man

who, to stand out from the crowd, replaced his legs
with a calliope blaring “Darktown Strutters Ball.”

I see a lightbulb as a glass shell surrounding
tungsten filaments, not a cell imprisoning a tiny
Thomas Edison, so irate his body glows. Lately
though, my muse has mellowed, or his level

of testosterone has dipped, or maybe he’s worn out
from pummeling stupidities. Anyway, he’s dictating
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more words of praise, fewer of contempt.
He says that people need to hope more,

the less reason there is. He admits

that he’s been anorexic for acceptance,
bulimic for love. If he runs off and joins

a commune, my poems, will I still need you?

This content downloaded from 128.255.6.125 on Thu, 10 Sep 2015 00:52:48 UTC
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

79


http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp

	Article Contents
	p. 78
	p. 79

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 24, No. 1 (Winter, 1994), pp. 1-230
	Front Matter
	Translations from Colonial Swahili [p. 1-1]
	St. Francis in Ecstasy (Bellini) [p. 2-2]
	Alba [p. 2-2]
	SPEC [pp. 3-74]
	Windy Popples, Late October [p. 75-75]
	Five O'Clock [p. 76-76]
	Still-Fishing [p. 77-77]
	My Muse [pp. 78-79]
	Crossings [pp. 80-81]
	Gift Horses [p. 82-82]
	Almost Happy [p. 83-83]
	On Quayleito [pp. 84-86]
	On 911 [pp. 87-89]
	A History [pp. 90-97]
	The Ovary Tattoo [pp. 98-99]
	James Atkins, Irlandese [pp. 100-101]
	St. Anthony of the Floating Larynx [pp. 102-103]
	Toska [pp. 104-105]
	Requietory for Relativism [p. 106-106]
	Spring Sparkle and the Cock-Bird Shriek [p. 107-107]
	The Painted Adam [p. 108-108]
	An Interview with James Galvin [pp. 109-127]
	Agriculture [p. 128-128]
	Resurrection Update [pp. 128-129]
	Two Horses and a Dog [pp. 129-130]
	More like It [pp. 130-131]
	On Exploration [p. 132-132]
	Untitled, 1968 [pp. 133-134]
	Hansi Szokoll [pp. 135-147]
	The Whitman of "Specimen Days" [pp. 148-161]
	Translations from Alexandria
	Intervention of the Gods [p. 162-162]
	On the Actual Site [p. 162-162]
	Phase [p. 163-163]
	First Love [pp. 163-164]
	From 1914-1915 [p. 164-164]

	The Shoe Cobbler [pp. 165-168]
	Hand Jive [pp. 169-187]
	Creation Story [pp. 188-189]
	My Hand [pp. 189-190]
	Hunger in St. Petersburg [pp. 191-192]
	Rilke's Apollo's Torso [p. 192-192]
	The Plaza: Trotsky in Exile [pp. 193-194]
	Afternoon Tea with Mum [pp. 195-196]
	An Hour after Suicide [pp. 197-198]
	The Cut Is Burning [pp. 199-200]
	Second Skin [pp. 201-224]
	Postscript [pp. 225-226]
	Back Matter



