
Dog, the end.  
 
I 
 
In the bustle and heat of the room 
Everything reflects off of  
The sweat on everyone's faces.  
My stomach shakes and  
I glance behind me.  
 
There I see her eyes. Like an emerald  
Pair of mirrors. And the sweat on my brow 
Seems infinitely more existent.  
 
I stumble outside. The night 
Strikes me with full force. A cool breath of 
Summer breeze.  
 
In outfits like these I feel like 
More than a dog, and I am happy as 
A dog.  
 
The perspiration on my face hardens and cools 
In the night air.  
I wish for her to be near me.  
 
The lake sings a small song, 
Washing and drying up on the shore.  
Sitting on the scratchy grass  
I can almost hear the Atlantic calling my name again.  
And i can almost see your emerald eyes flashing in the dark.  
 
The moon, like a great pearl casts its  
Shadow on the opalescent lake.  
The grasses on its banks cling to it  
Feebly. I would walk a dog along the  
Shore of this lake. I would walk with her along  
The shore of this lake.  
 
II 
 
At times during the summer, 
(Usually just around noon)  
Things begin to shimmer and  
Reality gives a little quake.  
(This is due mostly to lack of sleep and food.) 
 
As the sun sets, and the horizon  
Returns to a fixed point for a moment or two 



To catch the sun, great flowers spring up from the sky, swathes of grand, yellow and pink clouds 
that 
Sit and ponder over the trees and the sun. 
and reality shimmers again.  
 
As night sets in, and the  
Rain occasionally comes, 
There is nothing for one to do but sit and think. 
And reality gives one final stir,  
Like a restless dog.  
 
III 
 
There is nothing more  
Brutal and defiant than a  
Dream about words.  
 
In this particular dream I shouted and  
Screamed at the ocean. 
 
Like a dog, I  
Lay in her lap.  
 
Helicopters bustled overhead, and  
Stars above them.  
My ears rang with the soft and eerie sound of the shore filling up and emptying itself. 
 
I remember she complained about her legs and now 
I would give anything to have those problems  
Again.  
 
I yelled at the ocean and she 
Pushed me away and in my  
Dream I pushed back. 
 
IV 
 
God! You have not abandoned me.  
I will run to meet her if  
You give me the chance. 
 
The summer and I become grave robbers. 
We steal away in the night 
Chiseling away into the  
Damp evening mud.  
 
And still, she's a flower,  
Pale and lifeless and 
Wonderful.  
 



Like a brick, 
Like a stone,  
The water washes over me without  
Any sign of pity.  
 
The waves crash down on my eyes and  
The helicopters drone above. 
The sea tugs at my hair and  
Forces itself into my lungs.  
 
And I am buried beneath its weight, it's  
Massive, crushing force. Like  
In a dream.  
 
And the stars are blurry through the waves but 
They are real, and it  
Does matter.  
 
I am a dog. And it is fine, 
For the time being.  
Perhaps god will give me a chance to  
Be a man again.  
 
The frail corpse of a brown flower 
Peeks out of the weeds  
And shrivels in the yellow shine of  
The suns outstretched arm.  
 
Dog, Epilogue  
 
Now the grass sways in the wind as  
Calmly as an old, black dog.  
 
 

 


