miles neck hold

the crevice of my boy's

7 month old neck holds

enough lost dirt to fill

an elementary school's 

play yard with hours of 

entertainment. 

he has a turtle neck.

it's hidden most of the time,

but when he looks up or peers

around we gather the evidence of 

a hidden crevice that is holding

the keys to a cleaning.

bits of common dust,

carrot shavings,

peaches,

peas,

juice,

curdled water,

oatmeal shavings, 

my old car key,

the dogs lost tags,

bits of lost regimes,

my yesterday,

his tomorrow,

anywhere between 

our brains and knee caps,

and he just smiles

with the wide brimmed

fascination of ignorance

that's so deep within a 

baby you almost feel bad

that their gonna have to grow

up some day and realize

that this dirt and hidden grime

is gonna spread from their neck to 

all the reachable and yet unreachable

crevices of this reality.

but for now,

he has a personal cleaning

service that holds back the notions

of dirt with a single swipe and loud

laugh straight in his clean, smooth face.
