 Taking an Afternoon Nap

I was frozen from the garden

thought I’d warm up with my pet.

The more I tried to burrow in

The more immobile he would get

I tried to move him over

He wouldn’t budge to let me in,

but my mind was set to  snooze all day

with Max and his sloppy chin.

The black soft fur of his enormous back

kept me warm in the morning chill

He snorted as I wiggled in 

But remained quite solidly still.

We dreamt of balls and sticks for play.

He didn’t mind my sonorous snore.

We both slept the afternoon away

with heads poked out  his doghouse door.

When the children returned 

in the afternoon, they found us 

contented, snoring just so

They laughed but did not disturb us

And proceeded on tip toe

To grab the nearest camera 

And as quiet as a mouse

My son took photos of Max and Me 

Snoring in the doghouse.
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