Backyard
I am from the homemade pizza

Cooking at nine o’clock,

On a school night.

I am from the sweet smell

Of a home cooked meal,

The sweet smell

 always lingering by your nose.

I am from the grass stains on your jeans

From a day of getting dogged,

By the dog.

I am from the voice yelling at you,

To keep the flashlight

 in its place.

I am from the yellow slide,

And the swing set, 

ropes hanging from a steel pole.

I am from the backyard.
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