The Barking of the Bitches
The barking of dogs bites us.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna

Cut into what’s left of summer shit on the lawn keep the cats on alert but never notice them as cats are people who in Allen’s parlance notice what they notice. The waves of barks recede but the dinner table pile remains. Cashews tissues and a camping toothbrush. Sunglasses new business cards and a Cascadia Cheese Festival ad with map ripped out from The Stranger. Memos Chinese quail stamps and the Selected Poems of Yi Sha, what the Chinese Muslims call Jesu Cristo. 

                          And more. Golf tees, wha guru chew and SPLAB correspondence. Prisoner letters for little people, filtered water (7 oz down, 73 to go) and a hearty cardigan, not needed now that summer’s awakened for one more three day bender, out like lamb chops and Fall in like chalk dust on book piles. Not sure what irks more, dog barks or car tires in interviews. How it took 2 seasons to recognize the thimbleberry bush 20 feet to my left. How the cleansing comes amidst an avalanche of lies that remind me of my sneaky youth before setting eyes on the Whulge.

                 Cascadia repels

                          white mans wars

        but can one recognize the shape 

                                                       of allies?

Communal living, they say and the mind brought back to a Tibetan medicine show half a world (Rebkong) away when begin the nightly pill ritual to: “Calm the nerves, calm, passes after detachably, the well-distributed vitality,   awakens the brain to straighten out…” 

                                                             that which a Raven might call passive-aggressive, needy, ungrounded, and a little perverse in an odd way. That which brings on a whoosh of antepasados and a cleanse. That which separates the bitches from those loyal critters who’d rip out the burglar’s throat in a New York moment. 

                    Ah, Monday morning!
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