Joe House


As she leaves
As she leaves,

I see her through the window,

eager to go, tail wagging,

oblivious to the facts.

I’m standing in somber silence with my

mom.

She looks so innocent,

through the back window of my father’s

Tempo.

I see the basic browns in the foreground,

the muted colors of our

dining room,

where she used to stand and bark.

I put my feet on the golden carpet,

where she would lay at our feet.
All you would hear was:

Thump! Thump! Thump!
Her tail like percussion

in a symphony.
But, nevermore,
now,

Our driveway is a gauntlet

to an invisible executioner

that we, ourselves, have to walk
along with our innocent pup.

She would never hurt anyone,

intentionally.

I can feel the tears 

well up,
wet pressure on my cheeks, as

I watch true sadness fall

from my mother’s eyes.

It’s like she’s lost a child.
I can’t stay strong.

Before long,

I’m bowed,

laying in my mother’s arms,

comforting her in silence and

old memories.

