Eating My Eggs
Eating my eggs

I sit at the table

The yolk running off my fork

His mouth runneth over

A head pressed upon my lap

Staring at my food with adoring eyes

Titillated by the aroma

A bowl sits full on the ground

Neglected for its contents

A flick of the tongue and a sigh

One cannot refuse such a visage

He wins again

My eggs leave my plate and into his bowl

He fiendishly devours every morsel

Why the master’s food instead of his own?

The grass is always greener I suppose.

