Free Spirit

This morning there was a dog in our school

Nobody knew who he was or where he came from

I sat down against a wall to do my homework

And he was just sort of there

One of those big, fuzzy, tongue-hanging-out dogs

The color that is only orange when attached to dogs and cats

He seemed pretty friendly

He didn't bite any children

He'd play with anyone who would offer him a paw

Or scratch the side of his head

I watched the people react to him

I saw my friends steal a smile

At this kindred spirit whose only purpose

Was to be where he didn't belong

Most of the teachers ignored him

He wasn't part of their vision of education

And they refused to see him

The really good teachers, the ones who still care

Stopped to play with him like a student

I thanked him for teaching me something

He went into the library

And was promptly chased out

A free spirit has no business being in the library

