Sunday Morning

I’m watching you sleep on a Sunday morning,
With the cat curled up on your feet, a calico ballast
as you oh-so-slightly snore into your pillow. 
An errant curl snakes along your cheek,
Dances with freckles
Tickles your nose, 
You twitch
The cat grumbles
I brush the hair back in place as the sun slowly
Crawls
Up your legs,
Warming the room as it makes its slow
Steady
Way
To breakfast. 




