
S O W B U G S

Vagabonds, hobos, they trundle in

through a crack in the wall by the back door

and congregate under the washing machine

to drink soapy drainwater.

I’m not running a bug hotel. My home

is no flophouse for backyard dropouts.

But these folks are easy company.

They aren’t evangelists

reveling all night in confessional raptures

or teenage sons of bankers

cranking stereos and snorting coke.

They aren’t revolutionaries or reactionaries,

atheists, pagans or co-dependents.

They’re just little bugs

who’ve seen the world some

and like to swap stories around the floor drain.

– Charles Goodrich


