
The Last Argument 
 
 
My blood raced like a dark train  
through a small midwestern town. 
A long whistle warned danger 
through the frozen pines, 
but I stopped for nothing that night, Father,  
not even a growling dog death  
slammed against barbed wire fence, 
its wild eyes rolling at you,  
the silent stranger 
thrown from the track. 
 
 


