
Twenty-Two 
 

The die are cast, the wheel 

is spinning, cards dealt. 

Always bet on red. Always. 

The ball rolls round, 

racing with nobody, 

and it tap-tap-taps all the way                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

The humming clicks 

of the wheel grow weak, 

slower, slower, 

woodpecker’s lullaby. 

It jumps and dances, 

the ball finds its home, 

twenty-two black. 

 

 

  


