1.

When we walk,  Maynard grabs one end

of my makeshift walking stick,

growls and pulls till I laugh and yield.

He won’t bring it back.

He’s a careless loper

who doesn’t stop

to mark the stepping stone in creek

or gauge the width between

two strands of fence wire

before he's through,

but he’ll shy at a branch that cracks

and when I lie down

to make an angel in the snow

to mark my father’s death seven years ago

he leaps over me three times, barks

then lays down his own paw prints

all over those rough wings.

2. 

Maynard doesn’t exactly go down the middle of the road

though sometimes he covers twenty feet in a fairly straight,

as a country road goes, line, in a kind of movement of his rump

that makes me wonder how he’ll limp when his skeleton starts to fade.

Maynard makes a pretty web as he goes,

dash to that rabbit by the fence, plunge in soybeans,

down in the ditch, straddle the line,

now it’s left, then to the right.

Maynard, the politician,

except his politics are olfactory and all unfixed.

It’s unclear if he leads or follows.

He wants to keep you company, a strange ideology,

and if you leave this road for deer trail, furrow, rock

or simple straying, he’s there, nearby,

as if he knew the way.

As if you did, too.

3.

Maynard lifts his paws

so I can wipe the mud away.

He is not humiliated or afraid

to bark when he needs out or in.

Of course, I will make Maynard’s habits metaphors.  

I cannot let a thing be only what it is.

Maynard sleeps a lot.  I like that.

I want to sleep forever

and when I wake, see the stars

like framed wishes in the bedroom window.

I want the nightlight to be on

and far below my parents’ voices

measured, comforting as rain.

I will walk halfway down

the stairs, and promise to stop there.

Maynard and I will sit and listen.

He will not care that nothing’s there.

He’ll put his paw upon my arm

and ask for love again.

