Chaz Trucking

As I waited at the dock to receive my next load,

A truck backed in beside me with a site to behold.

For there in the same space that I lived in

Was a family of five and their little dog, Chin.

There was the oldest girl, who wore no cloths

She had long, dark hair and a button nose.

Next was a young man, not more than three

Had a friendly smile and looked like his daddy.

The baby could walk and liked to play at the wheel

While mom and dad tried a nap to steal.

They must have been worn out from the job at hand

To take care of those kids and deliver across this land.

And just imagine living five in a space too small for one

I was aghast with wonder at all they had done.

Their truck was in bad shape with tires bald

And could never pass a DOT if they were called.

The baby slept at momma’s feet under the dash

While the young man’s spot was the upper bunk with lash.

The little girl lived at the other end

With her little doll that seemed her best friend.

Mom and dad had the bottom bunk alone

A tight fit for sure so they snuggled and made a home.

It’s not what we might think of as a place to live,

But they all seemed happy and had love to give.
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