
            FATHER

He kissed his mom, I love you see you later.

Book bag on Shoulder, as he closed the door.

I lay awake, I here him walking quickly.

He then started running, as his friend called.

His leaving would create a kind of sorrow.

I’m losing him to the outside world, once more.

I work till late get home, and find him sleeping.

Kiss him, leave his room, he’d say night pop.

Each day the same routine, It’s somewhat saddening.

I work each day from morning till night.

There’s never time for (us to have) discussions.

To influence him towards what’s wrong or right.

He growing quickly but not before my eyes.

I am not there to influence his life.

The only influence I have upon him.

Is when I discuss him with my wife..

What a great time when I see him for minutes.

I kiss, hug, pass his eyes, there’s reasons why.

I do not want him seeing the tears I have shed.
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Remember me and my treasured minutes.

How many do I have from time to time.

A day be spent how much of it is valued.

Your chance of this much better than mine.

