
Dog, part one 
 
Ah! To think that I  
Have become one of them!  
This is something I shall always regret, 
Like the trees that turn in  
The midst of the fog 
Of early april's bloom.  
 
Dog, part two 
 
The water washes down my legs, 
in hundreds of different inlets and deltas, 
I would pay to see them removed.  
 
My hair falls to my shoulders 
In swaths. The birds chirp  
Outside while I  
Watch the shadows  
On my ceiling dance about.  
 

Dog, Part three 
 
Who knows what She feels, 
As I jog beneath the  
Pink dogwood blossoms of march. 
I run my hands along then tenderly. It is 
The same tree I imagined her  
Form underneath, like a  
Sleeping dog.  
 
Dog, part four 
 
Now, this is the smell, 
I say softly,  
This is the smell I first wrote to. And now 
I remember my days out at sea. And  
Now I remember the days when I was 
Worried and I wondered 
What to say next. And then I remember  
saying the things to you. 
And then I remember the first day of school, 
And then I remember the smell again. It all pours 
Down my head and hair 
And chest and legs. It falls and washes 



And cleanses.  
And now it is a little puddle in the grass by my feet.  
 
Now I wonder its name 
 
The birds sing softly in the yellow trees. 
They sway in the wind, like a whisper, like a  
Concerto of trees and birds and wind and sun.  
I wonder if she hears me now. I remember  
What I told her. I wonder if she knows me now. 
 
The glass is  
Divorced from the windows. It lays 
Embedded in the carpet, like little 
Snakes willing to strike at any moment.  
 
And in the green summer grass lies a dismantled bicycle and a pair of shoes. They are black in the 

shade 
Yet there are no trees. I remember when I was a boy, 
I remember when I couldn't feel my hair and 
My legs were just my legs. Oh! That April was 
And is, so sweet, so sweet.  
 
Dog, part five  
 
Laying on the cold beach, the  
Wind stings my eyes, but that is  
Not the only reason I am crying.  
 
The soft sand catches me, 
It pulls me down. It is wet and muddy, yet soft and comforting. Trash lays around it. But still, I love 
her: 
 
The beach, in all its decaying glory.  
 
Water washes in like  
Soft whispers. Soft 
Secrets and  
Soft little touches and punches.  
 
Stars hang on the bridge out north. Stars hang above 
Like a baby's mobile. Like a  
Mothers mobile.  
 
This is my point now. I see the stars. I want 
The stars. To sweep them up. Would it be April then? Do you remember the blossoms that shone  



Up like stars? Or is that only for me, now?  
 
The beach now hums a new song. I  
Have never heard it before.  
 
Dog, Part Six 
 
I feel the smooth  
Glow of the moon  
On your soft legs. 
 
The pink blossoming  
April night hangs  
With great frailty in  
The soft glow of  
The full moon.  
 

Dog, part seven 
 
The first rain  
Of April comes  
Softly. 
 
Pitter pattering slowly 
On the white blossoms. 
 
Then 
Dew on a  
White bough. 
 

 

 
 


