Joe House


The Teachings of Ignorance
Our scarred helmets and

re-sewn second-hand jerseys mark us
on the hellish field of rocks
and broken dreams. Our 30-year-old pads
have a thick smell of hard work
and minimal gain, stained rust brown
so deep no amount of cleaning
would undo the damage. Everyone added
their own vertical sea of sweat
to the mix of body odor and decay.

Standing on the cold, concrete
locker room floor, amidst equipment
as battered and cracked as those who used

it, I’d hear the coaches cry, “Bear crawls…” 

100…200… 300… or more.
I’d fight to live through drills… 

make it to the hose to fight like an
animal, for a spot at the pond.

And all for what? Most days I did not know.

I would work, until I was nearly dead

to barely get off the bench. And, yet,
I would still come back. Today I know why.
It took ignorance to teach me.
