        Hit and Run
We are a skeleton crew family,
who sleep as much as possible, 

and exert Herculean effort to 

bathe and eat.

We cry out in our sleep,

drag ourselves through the house,

and fear to venture from

the front door to the yard.

Our Irish Setter droops on the

couch like a giant plush toy

with its stuffing ripped out.

His one good eye now

paired with an empty socket, 

his front legs are cast from

hip to paw.

He sags, and sighs, and howls,

loudly mourning his brother, 

who was mangled and broken

when he was thrown from the curb.

When we can no longer bear 

the drama of his grief, and

are incapable of processing any

more pain, we buy a puppy

who he plays with and protects.

If only I could fix our son too.  

Go into his room, and say, 

“Look, what Mommy got you!”

But I cannot replace his twin,

who was holding onto the leash, 

when the sedan accelerated  

into our world.





---Maria Masington
