
Hannah Llorin 
2nd Place, High School Category 

Academic Institution: Catonsville High School 
Children's Author Selected: Shel Silverstein 

 
Doggedness 
 
Howls and barks made a song all on their own, 
loud enough to make each pleading wish known. 
A wet nose through the bars or the offer of a bone— 
Canine-speak for Take me home! Take me home! 
 
Every single dog waited behind set of vertical bars, 
placed there by the alignment of unlucky stars 
or a broken fence slat or a some careless twat 
who, after three walks, decided he preferred cats. 
 
There were old ones, gray with solemn stares, 
and shiny-young-new ones: free from wear and tear! 
Purebreds, retired from a career at Westminister Show, 
to mongrels who had lived on the streets in Boston snow. 
 
On the first enclosure to the left was a basset hound 
with a detective nose that never rose from the ground. 
He wore spectacles and a grey deerstalker cap 
so I asked him, “Sir, do you want out of this trap?” 
 
“No missus,” he replied in a voice as low as a drum. 
“I’m a double agent spying until reconnaissance comes.” 
I nodded in recognition of his brave and noble service, 
and wandered further into the baying midst. 
 
The Rottweiler in the corner bellowed out his impatience, 
while the Husky above him huffed in indignation. 
An unidentifiable mongrel sat to his left 
and looked over in distaste barely suppressed. 
 
A trio of Spaniels were gossiping bubbly 
about the state of their fur and present company. 
The Shih tzu danced and pranced around in her cage 
(She took pride in the fact that she looked half her age). 
 
At the very back, one lone pup sat in silence, 
a woeful look that expressed his desire for quietness. 
He was an island of calm within a sea of discord, 
with two chocolate eyes that I couldn’t help but adore. 



 
His was a sorrowfulness that drew me near, 
a quiet patience that seemed not to belong here. 
He had black and glossy fur spotted with white, 
and a crescent on his face like the moon in the night 
I walked toward his cage in the hopes of setting him free 
but before I could kneel down, the caretaker stopped me. 
“That puppy is damaged,” she said, benignly, 
“He has never known that people can act kindly.” 
 
I looked closer and saw that his leg was in a bandage. 
The thought of someone taking advantage 
of a young dog without teeth, without defense, 
made me angry and enraged and incensed. 
 
“He could be dangerous,” my parents warned, 
“Some personalities cannot be transformed.” 
I knew that trauma could lead to much sadness, 
and that early violence can cause later madness. 
 
I knew these things well because of my cousin: 
the things he saw in Iraq had deep repercussions. 
As a victim and witness to horrible violence, 
he turned to painful isolation and alcohol reliance. 
 
Though, I could not heal the scar on my cousin’s psyche, 
perhaps I could alleviate his pain, if only slightly. 
I turned to my parents and declared my intent: 
“I will adopt this puppy, with or without your consent.” 
 
They laughed at my adamancy without knowing my reason. 
But I knew my cousin David had the same sort of demons 
as this small puppy whose sad story I had discovered, 
and maybe, just maybe, they could help each other. 
 
David lived in the basement of his parent’s home. 
Two doors down and across the street from our own. 
That was where I went on a rainy Sunday, with one shy dog 
and his orange leash in hand and a stubborn resolve. 
 
David answered the door, not meeting my eyes. 
His subdued demeanor was no surprise, 
but I could remember his pre-war exuberant self. 
In reclaiming the past, I thought I could help. 
 
“I rescued a dog from the shelter,” I informed him. 



“But I cannot think of a name; I wanted your opinion.” 
He welcomed me in and sat me down in the armchair, 
then approached my puppy, taking great care. 
 
“So it’s a name you need,” he said, speaking to both of us. 
He held out one outstretched hand in a gesture of trust 
“In Iraq, I taught the dogs to identify bombs, 
until doing so became too hard to go on.” 
 
In quiet tones, he told me about a German Shepherd, 
whose love and companionship she had treasured. 
“Her name was Spark,” he said, “and she saved my life.” 
Together they had made it through horror and strife. 
 
So we named him Spark, after a dog from another land 
who had died in a war that she could never understand. 
Slowly, our adoptee began to trust and have confidence 
that his new home was safe behind our white picket fence 
 
We trained him together all through the spring; 
he learned to fetch and to sit and to jump through rings. 
David had once spent days underground, but no longer— 
now he spent weeks in the sun growing stronger. 
 
Together they their faith in humanity widened, 
Inspried by each other’s spirit and expanding horizons. 
Each day I look at Spark and David, so grateful that I found 
this perfect dog in the moment that I walked into the pound. 
	  


