the back end

i have been relocated 

towards the back end

of the house because our

crawling baby boy is 

making his way around this

life just as he should.

i now look into the back yard

with all the bare, black

lines of branches slashing the

sky backdrop with precision.

and i see an empty, small 

dog house that some previous owner

left out behind.

it's shoved all crooked and 

awkward in the corner of the yard

as i think about our old black lab

that passed on last summer.

before leaving us,

he used to crawl around the yard

leaving lines of dirt because

he just didn't know where he was at.

we all have the luxury of knowing

where we are at,

for now,

as the crooked dog home leans

towards our gaze as a gentle

reminder that everything was once

upright, healthy and square,

but things can turn,

and turn in the hair slice of 

a nano second.
