4-LEAVED LUCKY DOG

now that our

dog sam, of seven

years, is gone,

i still walk the 

back yard inspecting the

final traces of his life

as the images of him still

flicker in peripheral majesty

and i smile when i come

to a crumple pile of pig ear,

bone or shit still alive in the back

yard. i know that there are traces

remnants of the old guy still 

swimming about in our biological 

aquarium and that in one form 

or another he's still living among us.

the best part of all this is that

as the weeks have gone by,

there are fresh, thick patches of 

clover leaf plants all about where he

laid down his beloved shit. i'm sure

if we comb through the many patches of 

green leaves in the yard that we

may find that one lucky 4-leaf clover

that will be a befitting marker for his

grave stone.
