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Pacing the Edge of Dementia 
 
Michalene Hague 
 
Your truths prowl sequestered forests, 
   marking deep territories closed to intruders. 
The wolf howling hotly in my heart 
   wails for your affirmation, 
   claws at shadows capering with common sense, 
   yelps for reality’s return to your kingdoms 
   of snapping confusion dappled by illusions. 
 
I am an interloper here, 
  the bearer of clear eyes watching 
  your steady orbs confident of their untamed realms, 
  the herald of bitten lips and tongue held in teeth 
  gritted against cunning confrontations. 
I am a trespasser getting growls and nips for crossing borders 
   into domains ruled by alphas certain of their trails   
   of imagined truths. 
 
This truth of your wilderness is not the lore of our woods. 
 
I have become the lone hunter chasing our tails. 
I am the healer of wild lacerations licked clean— 
  the nurse of your nursery, 
  the soother of damaged pelts from your haunts. 
A lost visitor, I pace at the edge of your alien forest, 
   whimpering with wounds— 
   stalking patience, angry with anger,  
   howling at the madness of the moon. 
 
Michalene Hague is an English teacher and Department Head at Veterans 
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