A pup born with no fangs

Just mouthing wet and true

When raised by dogs who never bite
Only knows to mewl

A pup who grew in comfort

In a cozy blanket shroud

Will never bark and never fight
His mouth learned not to growl

This fervent mutt will only learn
When in a den it wanders
Belonging to a wretched wolf
Mouth bloody, sweet, and somber

The wolf will shred the pup apart

Teeth tearing flesh and bone

It will leave the pup there, skinless, bare
To wake up all alone

A tortured mutt will lick its wounds
And limp itself along

The pup is now a sack of meat
Skin twisted, tight, and wrong

This wanton beast, now cautious
knowingly will prowl

It will snap and gnaw, lest again it fall
Into a wolf’s wrong jowls.



