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Ferris Wheel

On one lucky ride

your seat creaks to the top
as the entire contraption
groans to a stop

someone’s turn to get off

and you're instantly lost in
details of the now miniature
carnival,

then distant city lights,
fields,

farms,

trees snaking the river

until your eyes rest

at the rim of a sunset.
On cue,
stars move from behind the evening's

deepening curtain, their patterns, perfect

while your seat swings like a cradle
rocking the world.



