Yalobusha Review

Volume 13 Article 7

1-1-2008

One Hour Martinizing

Christi Clancy

Follow this and additional works at: https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr

Recommended Citation

Clancy, Christi (2008) "One Hour Martinizing," Yalobusha Review: Vol. 13, Article 7.
Available at: https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol13/iss1/7

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by the English at eGrove. It has been accepted for inclusion
in Yalobusha Review by an authorized editor of eGrove. For more information, please contact egrove@olemiss.edu.


https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr
https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol13
https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol13/iss1/7
https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr?utm_source=egrove.olemiss.edu%2Fyr%2Fvol13%2Fiss1%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol13/iss1/7?utm_source=egrove.olemiss.edu%2Fyr%2Fvol13%2Fiss1%2F7&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:egrove@olemiss.edu

Clancy: One Hour Martinizing

Ynlobusha Review
Christi Clancy

One Hour Martinizing

I once read about a man who spent his last days slamming his fist into a
pillow. If you didn’t know he had mad cow disease, you might have thought
he was crying over lost love. Or maybe he was. That’s the thing.

I sat in my car staring through the drycleaner’s window. Push a button, the
shirts shimmy in their plastic skin. Dirty out, clean in. I thought of your
fingertip tracing a line through the sweat on your water glass. I’ve always
wanted you to return something to me.

They call it chronic wasting in humans. Takes the animal out.

I had a sack of shirts in the back seat and the memory of the way you crossed

your ankles. I gave the steering wheel everything I had. Look what happens
when you eat your own.

17 &

Published by eGrove, 2008



	One Hour Martinizing
	Recommended Citation

	Unknown Title

