



Fire Drill

The one time the playground was quiet.

The only time I saw no riot.

The only time it gave me a thrill,

When I stood still during a fire drill.


I saw circles and four-square designs.

I saw airplanes above draw more lines.

I saw patterns of streets on the hill,

When I stood still during a fire drill.


I heard a breeze strum tetherball strings.

I heard it rattle chains on the swings.

I heard the monkey bars toot and trill,

When I stood still during a fire drill.


I felt the sunshine bounce off my nose.

I smelled tacos from the gym windows.

Who knows the wonders you miss until,

You stand still during a fire drill?
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