Poems Were

under the steps and
at the end of the porch
beside the dead spot
in the grass
where all
the beer drinkers pee

out by the fence
where the old pipe
still leans

in the water
the well
the leech bed

in the seal
on the septic tank

in the mud
on the shovel

in the
boarded-up fireplace
the cupboards
the iron skillets

in the jar
of black snake skins

in the river
the campfire
the lilac bush

in the kitchen
when we weren’t looking
playing cards
or telling stories
and somehow
they found us anyway
words slipping
out of us
when we told
what happened

what we did
where we were when
and who was that that said
that thing we all remembered
and they still made sense
and they still do
and rhymed
in their own sweet time
and we never knew

we never knew 
 
 

