bruised knees

my son 

is up and crawling

all over the 

uncanny planks of 

wood and floor in this

home.

and again i am being

fiddle played by a pint sized

baby as i plunge into 

thinking over things

that don't lead to another poem.

i consider cords,

electrical outlets,

tiny slips of edible things,

large objects that are slippery,

objects he could adequately enjoy,

and all the other nights of mares

that may keep evenings sleepless.

and as he moves those legs and arms

alternately with fresh bruises 

suddenly appearing like a faded colon

on his flanks,

i wait for the next stage.

the next epoch in a young life

that is the epitome of this existence,

the reason why we bruise,

the reason demons sip tea,

the reasons why the elderly are baby geniuses,

the reason why god isn't coming back soon,

the reason we all exist in one fashion or another.

it's the reason why tarzan can swing rope to 

rope,

as our baby miles boy looks around with frantic

eyes as another thing to pull up on as

this stage goes tumbling like a stack of 26 lettered

blocks into the next 

fanatical idea.
