Some Dogs 

Such stillness in the way 

some dogs wait—interior quiet, 

rooted as trees. 

These dogs lie down knowing the wait 

will be long, maybe hours, so their pulse 

slows as a cryonic patience settles in,

heavy as sleep. 

This dog is one of them— 

only his eyes animate, light-filled,

alert for signs.

In the square, church bells ring. 

A cyclist spins by. 

The crossing guard waves 

small children through.

Nothing moves him. 

Belly flat against pavement, 

forelegs outstretched

is faith’s posture.

Then the singular 

shape and scent of her return, 

the soft unmistakable 

whistle and word—his spoken name, 

like love and what it comes to—

the upswelling urge of legs 

through curve of spine on rising,

the wait and the end of waiting, one. 
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