sleeping hostage

during weekend afternoons,

i feel like i'm being held hostage 

in this house.

with hot pistol tips aimed at my flanks

and angry foreigner shouting in hot breath

language segments i cannot understand.

i feel ashamed,

but for what?

i did nothing.

then, 

i realize that i'm really a hostage

because of my 12-month old son 

sleeping in the other room.

tip toeing like a held up captive

because of the creaking planks of wood

beneath my feet.

not even daring to breath loud,

because if he wakes up,

i won't be able to write

things like this

and evade the hostage takers

as they go through the basement door,

outside to smoke,

forgetting there is wood beneath their feet

and that i'm an enemy of anything

while

my baby is fast, fast asleep.
