I’m a slow typer.
They glare at me, from behind their plastic
screens and wires, but the sparks are dull.
One finger is better than 2/
two or five or whatever they say there;
they’re wrong. I waste kilobytes and they say
that’s bad (and it kills things/stuff
but what do I care?) but what do I care?
Thetreeswilldieandfallbutcantheyblameiton
me? I’d slash and cut it down with my (own)
gen13 and whirl and stab and then they’d
realize how pathetic it all is. But I’m
too slow, lazy. Sometimes it’s hard 
to figure out which one is at the 
end:
(z) and which one’s already too far to reach. I won’t 
strain myself. I’ll only press the keys 
that are within reach, maybe. I like 
to work when the music fades, but the snapping
bowstrings are too much for me; I’ll stop
and breathe but they won’t let me sit
down, press down any harder. I need to learn
where the center is, where to put my 
coat and hat but I don’t have one. Or
both. They call it the heart, but I like it better
that way. 


· thef’sarethehardest,becausethey’reinthemiddle.itrytoignoreitbutthehourhandkeepsmoving toofast....

· theysaytheturtlealwayswins,butclocksdon’ttakerests.



I want it to end, so I can sleep. I want
to lay the hourglass flat so that I can 
sit and catch up that way. But it won’t stop - 
(whywon’titstop!?)
and if you listen closely, you can hear the
tick/tock of tinkling sand in the breeze.
That’s what they say, but why should I
believe them?

I should have stayed beneath the covers and waited
for it all to unfold, because it didn’t.
