miles lies on my truth

he lays 

on my 

legs and dreams 

about his small arms

as his tiny 

feet and miniscule

sausage toes wiggle

and the smell of used 

tree goes over our heads

like a combined father

and son dream that will smack

into a telephone pole

in the neighbor's yard

and send a call straight

to a destination that

will share our cup of strong

coffee this early morning that

is much older than my 5 month old

son's developing brain.

