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Dogma 
 
 

All knowledge, the totality of all questions 
and all answers is contained in the dog. 

 
—Kafka, Investigations of a dog 



Dog of Eden 
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Before we left— 
the world without 
neutering or docking, 
micro-chipping or cropping. 
It was skip and scamper, rolling 
in the flush of it, so new, so green. 
No dog breath. No dog-eat-dog. 
A pure dog’s life: 
all run and tug, on a hill side 
of lavender, basil and 
thyme, before thorns and thistles, 
burr and deer tick, 
before crates and kennels, 
alleys and garbage cans, 
before the word ‘beware.’ 
It was sun and sleep in the dimpled- 
dapple of sycamore grove, easy 
games of pine cone roll and acorn tumble. 
Before sin and sinners, bark and biters, 
melamine and windshield fluid; 
it was a time of found and finding. 
Sweet fruit falling from favoured trees, 
we chewed on windfalls 
in sweet denial of what dogs knew: 
the quick slip-slither of whip-tail 
and tongue. 
Before choke chains and muzzles, 
before spit-turning and cart-tugging, 

before bear-baiting and crowd-performing, 
before chasing a mechanical hare. 
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We knew but did nothing 
in the simple state of being. 
We slept untroubled sleep. 



Toto 
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When you’re a Cairn Terrier in the witch’s castle 
there is much to fear: 

 
shut in a basket, 

the winged monkey told to drown you, 
the mammoth guards, their marching feet, 

 
the draw bridge closing, 
the widening chasm 
to jump. 

 
There’s wind, smoke, fire. 

In all that is a dream: 
 

spinning house, poppy fields, 
man behind a curtain; 

 
there’s your girl lost 

on a yellow road 
with no one else to guide her. 
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Dog of Arnolfini’s 
Jan Van Eyck’s Arnolfini Wedding, 1434 

 
 

So I am fidelity, though that’s not my name. 
So like my master, my colouring the same. 

 
I hide beneath tapestries, curtains and spreads. 
My world is a canopy, rich- made of threads. 

 
My mouth longs for soft kid, not shoes soled with lumber. 
I search for silk scarves to entwine in my slumber. 

 
I pirouette, an acrobat, vie for attention, 
study the mistress, the master’s reflection. 

 
She dubs me the lion; I’m quick to stand guard. 
My barking is regal; her finger-tip scarred. 

 
She tempts me with sausage and lard-sopped bread. 
She calls me sweet confidante, now that they’ve wed. 

 
She tries hard to win me and this much is true: 
I hear them approaching, not one, but still two. 
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Hound in Field 
Alex Colville’s tempera, 1958 

 
 

This is the dichotomy of an empty field: 
that there were rabbits, 
that a man rendered his dog. 

 
This the compromise of season: 
patches of snow, patches of grass, 
the need to run, the collared neck. 

 
Below a horizon of dark woods— 
the circling back, 
a muzzle painted with hair-fine strokes, 
stopped on canvas, before the train. 
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Days multiple like fleas. 
This daily rub and scratch of things. 
The sun shifts shadows wide and farther. 

 
Once I was ready for each 
approaching horse, each hand nearing … 
There was reason to run down the road. 

 
How easy it seems—leave behind 
what is simple, and simply forgotten, 
that all might seem the same, upon return. 

 
How all things slow under the blaze of sun. 
Below a blade of grass, a bee hums. 
Dozing on a dung heap, drifting into sameness. 

 
Once I ran rabbits, felt their hind legs thrust 
from their burrows, dashed and darted with deer, 
through thickets I followed fear and knew swiftness. 

 
Once I ran to his side, Odysseus, who named me, 
who called and waited until I came far over fields 
or just at the gate where the dung heap lies. 

 
Now I lift my head in question— 
will his voice repeat my name, his fingers rub my ears 
or will the shadow of his swift step pass in my dimness. 
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Dog of Noah 
	

	

 
 
 

Suddenly there is need for one more dog. 
Thick sawdust becomes 
bedded with urine and dung, 
I tread a rush of horns and tusks, hooves and talons, 
squawk and squeal of spine and snout, 
the clatter of plank. The slow business of settling 
into the monotony of incessant rain, 
with the matter of this other dog 
begging some attention. 
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How easy a dog for sin— 
lusting dog after dog regardless, 
succumbing to temptation, 
devouring sausage, sandal, serpent. 
A sloth for sleep. 
How wrong satisfaction. 

 
How effortless to be loyal. 
Lot’s wife turning back 
to bid me, Come! 

 
In arcing spires of smoke and sparks, 
what does a dog know about redemption, 
circling in all that smolders, 
blindly. 
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Praise 
	

	

 
 
 

Perhaps it is best not to wonder how 
the dog began to dance on two legs 
when the man played trumpet, 
coins dropping into a hat. 
To think he is happy, front legs 
balancing, the tourist delights 
and snaps pictures. The man nods, 
one hand fingering valves, 
the other with the rope 
around the dog’s neck. 
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So much is foreseeable 
like the return of birds after a season, 
the kitchen maid suddenly back  
after broken dishes and burnt bread, 
even the wretched cat gone long ago 
comes back more wretched. 
Why so often in his pondering 
he questioned his brother’s departure, 
rich in the rooster’s ritual boast 
of morning’s revival, 
his anger flaring like fat dripping 
into fire. 
When the fence falls, 
he mends it. 
When I wander, 
he beckons. 
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Kitsch dogs 
	

	

 
 
 

A Rottweiler between the stoic couple 
of American Gothic, lean a 
Pekinese into the arms of Mona Lisa, or yet, 
substitute the heads of dogs for humans, or 
paint by number the large-eyed dog on velvet. 
There will always be dogs playing poker, 
or nodding on the dashboard 
of a slow-moving Chevy, a wooden 
silhouette of a dog hunches over 
a patchy lawn, dogs barking Christmas carols, 
the bowling sweaters my mother knit 
with hunting dogs and rising pheasants, 
ceramic Scotties ready to shake 
salt and pepper from their heads. 
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Nails buffed and polished, 
tucked in elbows, pockets, 
designer bags, teacup and saucer, 
strutting or stuffed in strollers, 
coiffed and primped, 
matching bows and collars, 
smirking, grinning, 
bling and barking, 
bulldog in pearls, 
high-pitched coaxing 
arm candy, accessory, 
gourmet biscuits, 
doggie collar charms, 
rhinestone sparkle, 
doggles and aviator glasses, 
bandanas, 
diamond harness, 
reversible quilted dog vest, 
fleece-lined Muttluks. 
Mixes and crosses: 
Affenpoo, Boxerman, 
Dalmadoodle, 
Bulljack. 
What every dog needs— 
therapet and massages, 
felt dog fedora, 
pajamas. 
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Ella in the Goodwill Bookstore 
	

	

 
 
 

On a day like this when the sun flips 
the first pages of spring, the doors are wide 
and she wanders in, past Romance and 
beyond Adventure to Children’s. 
Eight and low to the ground, 
she is level with the rungs of a rocker, 
and the one eye of a blue rabbit. 
She smells the past, 
her black tail an exclamation 
from the spot on her white back. 
Here pages are scribbled in frantic circles, 
and long leashes of crayon drag past each turning; 
some with beaten covers 
some never touched, 
so much telling in the reverence of books. 
But Ella is beyond that, 
deep into Adult Fiction, 
she ambles into Self-Help and Philosophy 
then turns around. She has never been a connoisseur of paper, 
chews all things plastic: 
toothbrushes, mouth guards, 
flip-flops, all things seasoned by those she loves. 
Her now owner scans CD’s; 
she knows he will find her 
like a favorite word in a monotonous passage: 
melee or rumpus. 
Ella is a dog for sound: her dog tags’ tintinnabulation 
when she hurries, the susurration of down as she 
circles on the duvet, she tilts her head: 
these tomes are silent, 
coded like the small print of ants on sidewalk. 
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Duke is dead, and the man he was named after 
flickers on late night TV. 
They say John Wayne took the name 
Duke from his Airedale; 
big name, big dog. 
Bud, the carpet salesman at Home Depot, tells us 
his sheepdog died of a heart swelled too big, 
died in his arms, a movie death scene: 
heart-break and final sigh … 

 
The times he wanted to go walking, he pulled Bud’s arm, 
Bud would shove him off, 
resting in his Lazy-boy. 

Bud saying, Get lost. 
Then the show-down: run, leap and 
land, over one hundred pounds heavy on Bud’s chest, 

to tip over 
the whole chair while Bud’s wife chuckled. 

 
Duke had his own mind, a cowboy that loved rain. 
He liked the feel of a strong wind. 
Might’ve said, 
Let’s keep walking, this weather’s fine. 
Bud, no choice, grumbled 
behind Duke down Main, past picture windows 
of Lazy-boys and flickering Westerns. 
Somewhere, small dogs slept curled 
on slippers, content as horses in stables after 
the stagecoach safely arrived. 
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Blue Dog 
George Rodrigue’s Loup-Garou, 1984 

 
 

Because the dog had died, 
he painted her stance from a photograph: 
front legs locked with forward stare, 
changed her colour to spectre-blue. 
It was the silhouette— 
not the cocker spaniel, 
not the loup-garou of his mother’s 
Cajun stories. 
It was shape and colour— 
a massive oak, a red house, 
slabs of tomb-stone pathway. 
Because the dog had died, 
it could be any dog,  
wearing a hat and tie, 
placed next to a red alligator 
or a bottle of Absolut, 
a dog next to a dog next to a dog. 
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Momo hiding 
for Andrew Knapp 

 
 

Behind rocks, behind trees, 
behind red velvet sofas abandoned in fields, 
Momo is hiding. 

 
His red bandana a definite clue, 
in wood piles, in tractors, 
in shadows of barns, 
where a black and white dog is not easily found. 

 
Asleep on the seat 
of the Volkswagen van, 
Momo is hiding; an egg is a pebble, 
a moth is a leaf, what’s buried in dreams 
cannot be retrieved. 
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The last page 
 

 
After the Births and Deaths, 
and the second cup of coffee, 
it’s black and white dogs in the comics: 
waiting in the pumpkin patch or 
flying on top of his doghouse, 
a virtuoso on the typewriter. 
Dogs get the last thought balloon, 
or exclamation mark 
like Daisy wide-awake 
for the midnight Dagwood, 
Rover helping Red with homework, 
Snert barking in a Viking accent. 
Every dog has his say. 
As kids we lifted them 
with Silly Putty, stretching them 
like images in 
fun-house mirrors. 
Marmaduke, all legs, even longer. 
Cartoon me now in my bathrobe, 
their eyes alert for dog treats 
drawn from my pockets. 
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