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Howling through the night the dogs
were his only companions.

The moon hung there staring,

and waiting.

Hefelt the weight of itsinfinite pull
upon his brain.

His marked soul had no chance.

He howled with the dogs.
Histearsturned into ivory fangs
asthey fell from hisjaw, agape.
His hair flew toward the magnet-moon,
the cool air of the night

electrified by the heat

of his unrelenting anguish.



