
“A DOG IN SAN FRANCISCO” BY MICHAEL ONDAATJE 

Sitting in an empty house 
with a dog from the Mexican Circus! 
O Daisy, embrace is my only pleasure. 
Holding and hugging my friends. Education. 
A wave of eucalyptus. Warm granite. 
These are the things I have in my heart. 
Heart and skills, there’s nothing else. 

I usually don’t like small dogs but you 
like midwestern women take over the air. 
You leap into the air and pivot 
a diver going up! You are known 
to open the fridge and eat when you wish 
you can roll down car windows and step out 
you know when to get off the elevator. 

I always wanted to be a dog 
but I hesitated 
for I thought they lacked certain skills. 
Now I want to be a dog. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“LOST DOG” BY ELLEN BASS 

It’s just getting dark, fog drifting in, 
damp grasses fragrant with anise and mint, 
and though I call his name 
until my voice cracks, 
there’s no faint tinkling 
of tag against collar, no sleek 
black silhouette with tall ears rushing 
toward me through the wild radish. 

As it turns out, he’s trotted home, 
tracing the route of his trusty urine. 
Now he sprawls on the deep red rug, not dead, 
not stolen by a car on West Cliff Drive. 

Every time I look at him, the wide head 
resting on outstretched paws, 
joy does another lap around the racetrack 
of my heart. Even in sleep 
when I turn over to ease my bad hip, 
I’m suffused with contentment. 

If I could lose him like this every day 
I’d be the happiest woman alive. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

“DOG AROUND THE BLOCK” BY E.B. WHITE 

Dog around the block, sniff, 
Hydrant sniffing, corner, grating, 
Sniffing, always, starting forward, 
Backward, dragging, sniffing backward, 
Leash at taut, leash at dangle, 
Leash in people’s feet entangle— 
Sniffing dog, apprised of smellings, 
Love of life, and fronts of dwellings, 
Meeting enemies, 
Loving old acquaintance, sniff, 
Sniffing hydrant for reminders, 
Leg against the wall, raise, 
Leaving grating, corner greeting, 
Chance for meeting, sniff, meeting, 
Meeting, telling, news of smelling, 
Nose to tail, tail to nose, 
Rigid, careful, pose, 
Liking, partly liking, hating, 
Then another hydrant, grating, 
Leash at taut, leash at dangle, 
Tangle, sniff, untangle, 
Dog around the block, sniff. 

 

 

 

 

 



“DHARMA” BY BILLY COLLINS 

The way the dog trots out the front door 
every morning 
without a hat or an umbrella, 
without any money 
or the keys to her doghouse 
never fails to fill the saucer of my heart 
with milky admiration. 

Who provides a finer example 
of a life without encumbrance- 
Thoreau in his curtainless hut 
with a single plate, a single spoon? 
Gandhi with his staff and his holy diapers? 

Off she goes into the material world 
with nothing but her brown coat 
and her modest blue collar, 
following only her wet nose, 
the twin portals of her steady breathing, 
followed only by the plume of her tail. 

If only she did not shove the cat aside 
every morning 
and eat all his food 
what a model of self-containment she 
would be, 
what a paragon of earthly detachment. 
If only she were not so eager 
for a rub behind the ears, 
so acrobatic in her welcomes, 
if only I were not her god. 
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