                          Ship

Somewhere on the plains of Central Asia a 

freight ship sits on solid land surrounded by

a sea of grass.

No one knows how it got there, though some

village elders say it was there before the village

maybe before time was measured.

Others believe a space ship hijacked it from the 

Aral or Caspian seas and put there for no reason 

anyone can explain.

Then there are those who are certain it was left

over from a movie made in the former Soviet Union,

no one knows for sure.

The ship sits there while hornets build their mud

nests where barnacles should be clinging and birds

flick in and out of windows like fish would have done.

On the deck, like sharks, feral cats slink about in search

of a meal. The wind blows across the plains and grass

moves like waves and the ship is home again.

