You hurt my feelings
· Your father’s lightsaber. This is the weapon of a Jedi Knight. 
Obi Wan Kenobi 1976
My youngest locates Cleveland on the web

and makes up names the dog, if he

were born on Tatooine, would go by. The older one’s
stopped calling out; he sleeps
with his father’s Quantum Worlds creased open. 

They smell of orange-aid and fear,

their televisions snapping on in corners

in the dark. This place ripe with dog

and shorts stepped from like droppings

is still not ready for your promises. 





· 
A revision of this poem: http://profiles.lovingyou.com/library/poemview.php?pid=11610
