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For Andy and Heather

who were two of my best friends












THE GETAWAY

Crouched beside the gauze expanse of screen,
dark eyes probing from beneath thick brows,

a shadow in a shadow lies unseen.

He moves no more than secrecy allows,

but shifts an ear to catch the distant sounds
of a cyclist wheeling daily rounds

and he waits. The whiskered demon waits

to hear the crack of a paper thunderclap
striking the step with a folded slap.

He explodes as if to burst the flimsy sheet,
but is held inside by the rider's swift retreat.

The successful getaway depends

upon each knowing what the other one pretends.
Later, when he pedals back to play

without his papers, they'll be friends.






DOG MEAL

The hunter's ears are listening

while my steel weapon slays the can.

The fiercest eyes are watching me

spoon pre-cooked mixture into pan.

The stealthy feet pad toward the feast;
the hair is bristled stiff and straight.
The muscled legs are tensed to spring
as muzzle nuzzles dinner plate.

The savage jaws are clamping down

to chew the meat of canned meal through.
The sharpest fangs are snapping shut

to slice the kibble bits in two.

Thank God I don't encounter him

without sharp weaponry to carve

the hearts from dog food cans, because
without my opener, he'd starve.






THE PLAYERS

We never earn a trophy

or make the highest Place.
We're never classed as winners;
we're barely in the race.

The competition's much too good
for us to hope to win.

In fact, I think we're lucky
they even let us in.

The prizes, ribbons, and awards

aren't really why we came.

There's just one reason why we'‘re here—
we like to play the game .






A GROOMING

The handle on this stripping comb is bone,
almost as hard as the bone in his jaws.

The teeth along this comb are fine-ground steel,
nearly as sharp as those his lips conceal.

With tool in hand I pull on coat that's blown,
observing that he doesn't like the feel.

Perhaps that is enough; I think I'l1 pause.






TRAVELIMERICKS

We packaged the dogs in a crate,

and shipped them along as air freight
when the clerk had explained

that their care was maintained,

and their fare was a PUPular rate.

The dogs weren't too happy we flew,

and fussed about traveling straight through,
but had little to say

as we flitted away,

and relaxed with an aerial view.

After half a day's travel by air

we arrived much too tired to care;
the report on the freight

did similarly state

that the crate held a dog-tired pair.






QUARANTINE CAGE M

Approach along the high green wall
and enter through the iron gate.
Continue on the dusty road

until the prison yard, then wait.

At proper time the guard will come,
unlock the gate, and let me in.
Proceed past cells of chain link fence
and shacks of corrugated tin.

But pausing as I walk along

to speak with inmates that I know

to see how long that they've been in,
and ask how long they have to go.

Arriving at the worn cell door,
unhook steel latch, and step inside
to visit with the inmate who

was only sentenced, never tried.

The law condemns the both of us,
In misery I share her lot,

for when our daily visit ends,
though I walk out, my dog cannot.






SAY MISTER

So who's the dog what lives next door
and what's his name you know?

I seen him by the house before

and figured he could go

around the block least once with me.
Was thinking you would know

the people. Maybe you could see

if it's 0.K. to go.

Say Mister won't forget I owe

you. Come boy here we go.






AN APOLOGY

Sometimes, when players race for squeaking toys,
it's easy, when intent upon the chase,

to claim the right-of-way due little boys

and win a tie instead of second place.

I neither want to tie nor wish to win

if doing so might mean I'd lose a friend;
I'd rather be companions to begin

and find us friends at competition's end,

I ask the quarter that I did not give
and send this note to see if you'll forgive.






GENERATION GAP

I bought a puppy

way back when

and taught him good
behavior then.

And when we'd finished
he sure knew

what self-respecting
dogs must do.

I bought a young puppy

a long time ago

and set out to teach her
the things she should know.
And when we had finished
she thoroughly knew

what dogs of good breeding
must properly do.

There are puppies out
of the two I bought

who must learn the rules
like the pair I taught.
And I hope that after
their training's through
they behave much better
than their folks now do.






THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS

(with apologies to Clement C. Moore)

'Twas the night before Christmas,
and all through the house,
Not a dog was still stirring, nor even a mouse.
The doggy-bags hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that Saint Nicholas soon would be there.

The puppies were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of Liva-Snaps
danced through their heads.
And Mamma in her ‘'kerchief, and I in my cap,
Had hung up the leash for a long winter's nap-

When out near the kennnels arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter;
Away to the windew I flew like a flash,

Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow
Gave the lustre of midday to dog-runs below;
When, what to my wondering eyes should display,
But eight harnessed dogs, and a miniature sleigh.

With a little old trainer, so lovely and quick,
I knew in a moment it must be Saint Nick.
More rapid than eagles his canines they came,
And he whistled, and shouted,

and called them by name:

"Now Andre! now Amber! now Andy and Tico!

On, Seltzer! on Heather! on Don D and Dino!

To the top of the porch! to the top of the walll!
Now, heel away! heel away! heel away all!"






He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf;
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself,
A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head,

And I knew that I had no corrections to dread.

He spoke no commands,
but went straight to his work,
And filled all the doggy-bags, turned with a jerk,
And making hand signals aside of his nose,
And giving a nod up the chimney he rose.

He sprang to his sleigh,
to his dogs gave a whistle,
And away they all heeled,
with their tails at a bristle.
But I heard him exclaim, as he drove out of sight,
"Happy Christmas to all' and to all a good night!"™






A DOGMA

I'm hounded by the thought that we refer
to dogs insultingly. Such words as cur,

or bitch, or mongrel always mean the worst,
and while we clearly recognize them first
more subtle phrases say it other ways.

For instance, why are sultry days dog days?
And why are we describing as dog-poor

those who financially are insecure?

What message does a dog-eared book convey?
Are dog-legs to a route the normal way?
And do we not enjoy discussing how

the dogfight loser's in the doghouse now?

I surely am dog-tired and I balk

at putting up with all this dog-cheap talk,
and yet I only know too doggone well

that I won't change it by my doggerel.



A STRAY

Once an Irish Setter

froth-mouthed and breathing hard

tense in a tangled coat with wild eyes
bore into the yard.

He pranced like a hunted buck,

no time to spend,

cornered, testing the boundary fence
from end to end.

I let him pace the lines

until he. finally drooped a tail,
then I picked a shady spot out front
and set down a water pail.

Splashing freely, he filled his thirst,
then dropped to rest in the shade.

He let me approach with collar and leash
to fasten him where he laid.

When he panted easier there,

I walked to the house to call;
authorities could record the news—
not missing, after all.



As I stood inside at the phone

and watched through the front door frame,
a truck pulled up and a man got out.

He called the dog by name.

Stiffly he rose and slowly he wagged.
The man untied his red-haired stray,
led him off to the truck

and drove away.

When he left without a thanks,
I didn't mind,

but I think he could've left
our Sunday leash behind.






As far as guarding things, there never was
a dog so good. We walk—his image sours.
He bites off more than we can chew, because
he thinks as far as he can see is ours.

We're occupied
with how he's tied.

I am in doubt
our path is out
quite far enough
to clear his arc.

He glances back

to check his slack
and eyes the rope
with silent hope
he'll reach his mark.

MNow call the bluff:
I walk in fear

we'll come too near—
he waits most still
and hopes we will.






THE SCULPTURE

Before him stands the shapeless block.
Adjacent are the implements

of wood and bone and hard sharp steel—
tools fit to shape the face of rock,

to hew it by the proper feel

until the form makes perfect sense.

Sculpturing of the block begins:
Roughness becomes a gentle curve,

a slant is scissored to a square.

The eye, the hand, the sculptor's nerve
control. He cuts and carves and thins
and trims and snips not stone but hair.

A Scottish Terrier: Aloof,

a block of dignity and grace,
detachedly ignores the fuss

of barbering—impervious.

The sculptor stops to seek his proof:
Fire eyes in a finely chiseled face.
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PAPER DOGS

Why is it dogs are all you write about?
They're not.

But every piece you've written I have read—
Well, good.

and each one features dogs, without a doubt.
Somewhat.

I don't see how I could have been misled.
You could.











