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Self-Portrait as Man and Pet

You teach your Sadness tricks: Speak
you say, Speak and Sadness unhinges

his whiskery jaw, lets loose concertos
and ballads and arduous chapters

of the great Russian novels. Good boy
you say, Play dead. Sadness tries—

he really tries—but he wiggles
with pride, springs up to bound

around the house shedding ashes and
bottlecaps everywhere. Sadness eats his kibbles

but he wants your burger too; he begs at first
then swallows the stove. He's guilty

for that and for pissing on the carpet
so he gives you dumb, soggy kisses

but takes to eating neighbors’ cats.
He takes to eating neighbors. No, you say, Bad,

and Sadness hangs his massive head, drops
his tail to whine. It's too late. You rent a truck

and drive to the next county, lead him to the woods
and leave him there, snuffling the underbrush.

But back home you find him in the yard,
charging you, heavy tongue flapping

backward in the wind. He is
a faithful Sadness. He loves you so much.



