As the sun shines down he sits,
patient, standing, panting.
His eyes are as bright as a diamond 
And his tail swishes like a paper fan. 

His wide jaws open, dripping with spit.
Suddenly he runs at me!
I scream and it vanishes.

But I never met this creature 
with people or alone,
without hardly breathing,
and a stabbing in the soul. 

Wilson
[bookmark: _GoBack]
