Poem to My Fallen Warrior Son’s Dog
By Leland Gamson

Jake, what does an old dog dream about?
Do you dream about when you and Nate
Would play soldier in the nearby woods,
Him wearing parts of my old Nam uniform
Telling me you two were in the K-9 Corps
And when he became 18 you would both
Join up for real?

I could not explain to him that when he turned 18
You would be too old for the K-9 Corps
Just like I could not explain to a six-year-old
What war is really like.

When his guard unit was called up
I think he knew what to expect
When he gave you to me for safekeeping
But that did not stop him from being as eager
To go kick butt
As I was when going off to Nam.

Jake, you still get up when you think you hear Nate’s truck
Returning him from the Iraq War
While in the closet, his dress uniform, not aging like you
Stands ready for him to put on again.
Just like you are ready to go trot off with him again into the woods.

Maybe if enough of Nate’s body remained 
After the IED blew up his Hummer
We could have had an open-casket funeral
And you would have been able to sniff his remains
And in your dog’s way of understanding
Know that he was as dead as the squirrels
That fell from your chase.

Jake, do you know that you are old
And you are only going to grow older
And it is only going to get harder for you
To get up, and harder for you to smell
What is left of Nat’s odor on his uniform?


Do you know that you are going to die?
And that I am going to die soon too
Because Agent Orange is aging me fast
So we are the same age now?

Heaven is easy to describe to a dog.
It is a land where you and Nate can run
And explore together deep in lush woods
Swim and climb and leap without pain.

Heaven is a place where you do not need a collar
Or a leash and young men and women do not need dog tags,
Because nothing is going to run you over or hurt you.
In Heaven, no one gets separated from their unit.
Dogs do not lose their masters
And parents do not lose their children.

