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PUPPY RESCUED

She fits in a tennis shoe, size 9,
and needs pillows to reach the couch.
She’s too quiet for a puppy

and eats so much we think she’ll explode.

Bought as a gift
for a wife who just gave birth.

Puppy in the basement, crated in the corner.
Baby in the cradle, mother tired all the time.

No wonder the puppy was returned
and preferred to wait at the pound
along with other furry creatures

until wanted & comforted & not alone.
v

O.R. Gami © 2010
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Creature Comforts
an medley for Pets

* Kim M. Baker

Mary C. Mueller
R.Barchi ...
Kara Pro
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This book is a tribute to
all pets
with the hope that
they may be rescued, nurtured,
and enjoy their
creature comforts.
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CRUMB COUNT

The old bird dog stands her ground
before the cupboard,

toenails gripping, stick legs splayed out
over scratched linoleum.

She lowers her muzzle,

the color of lumpy Oreos in milk,
to nuzzle for droppings

from Mother Hubbard’s treats.
Though never gentle with cookies,
she’d always been tidy.

Now she leaves half behind.

She’s an old girl

| can’t count her years exactly,

but I can count the crumbs.

v

Mary Ann Mayer © 2010



