CHECKS

Hat check   rat check

Rubber check

Check

Check?

I remember the week

They painted the checks

On the big barn roof

That’s been torn down

Now for years

That checkerboard roof

Painted to advertise

Animal food 

On the big barn

That stood locked

And enigmatic

Around the days

Of childhood when

Checks

Were something wrong

At school

Or cereal

One ate for breakfast

Before I knew

Of pay checks

And travelers checks

And cashiers checks

And unbalanced accounts

Years wrapped in the warm embrace

Of provincialism—

The limits of the world

From where the farthest 

Log trucks came.
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