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Tree branches dodge up and down.
Leaves dance in the wind.

Metal links creak, rubbing like hair on a balloon.
But he kicks, being pushed by a friend.

He closes his eyes, flying forward.
He has a breath-taking view for split second.

Time seems to stop, but the boy falls back again.
He swings back and forth, and back and forth, ‘til the end.


But in his mind, each oak tree grows into one from the rainforest, forming a broad crown.
He had squinted, but the sun is quickly blocked out, he’s seeing.

The plastic swing melts away into gray, leathery skin.
He closes his eyes, laughing along with the animal’s trumpeting.

The twittering blue jays become joyful chirps from the parrots, beautifully heard.
The boy grips onto the elephant’s neck, gently leading.

Time seems to fly by, but he asks, “Boy, where’ve you been?”
But in his mind, his imagination and dreams are just beginning.


