
Dog Days 

 

The girl draws with a stick in the dust 

as she hums along with the insects 

foraging in the yellowed weeds of the yard. 

The mother wants the girl to stop, 

to drop the stick, to be still, like this August afternoon,  

where nothing moves except the dog panting on the porch.  

I remember how sweat itches  

as it runs down my nose to soak my clothes 

and want to wipe the girl’s face with my faded tee. 

Each of us wants something to begin, 

anything to cut through the liquid haze 

when the phone chirps, warns of torrential rains to fall. 

Mother slams the windows shut, 

the girl yanks laundry from the line, 

the first cooling gusts startle the weary leaves. 

I strip as the storm awakens,  

run into a deluge of unleashed life, 

let the silvered cold cleanse me of naked, lonesome want. 
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