
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  my wife scuffs through the house in two warm slippers… 
             that are like a parade of stragglers with sleepy dreams 
                                                                                                                        before the first cup of coffee. 
                                                      to say anything before she has established that morning can begin 
                                                                                                                    only invites a murderous glance 
                                                                                                                               and grounds in the coffee. 
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