On the Bus—A Religious Studies Field Trip ‘96
I’m regressing

Pushing frantically backwards

Spiraling towards a beginning

Jostled around

Making handprints on icy windows

To peer through

Staring into faces I saw years ago

Older, but somehow unchanged

They make me like new

When I wondered about everything

And was afraid of nothing

When I was sure the sun rose for me

And I could make the world into anything

But now I’m not so sure

and the sun sets so fast that it scares me

so I’m glad I’m making this journey.

