family living 

can become a game of 

figuring out what happened first,

and why as the question of 

universal beginnings and lazy laughter

get lost behind clogged kitchen sinks,

sick baby with puncture wounds from shots,

game playing 7-year old forgetting if he ate or not,

a crick in my neck and a tiny fleck in my eye

that won't leave no matter how long it gets flushed

out by my wife’s hand as she begins her monthly flow

for one of the first times in a long time 

and the dog wanders around aimlessly back and forth in 

the house as the phenobarbatol goes coursing through

his dog veins and all we are left with are several cats

sifting over the body of a dead mouse out front

as i look one more time out of the front window

to make sure the coast is clear after i had to 

yell away a couple of kids trying to break into

my brother's car parked out front of the house 

the other day and then everything comes back into 

the perfect triangle when my dad calls me in the middle

of the day laughing hard about a video he wants me 

to watch on the internet about old guys buying nut bras.
