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Dad shuffles through                                                                                                  
the un-triumphant archway                                                
of the living room                                                                                       
in his pajamas.  
 
He cradles his crumpled self                                                                              
into sheets looking for a bed.                                                                         
“What’s on TV?”                                                                                   
He never asks me.   
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
The words can’t even whisper                                                                                                                              
out his low mouth                                                                                                          
heavy                                                 
from too many quiet years. 
 


