Lament at 9.30 a.m. (Do not Disturb)

The stones await me

Silently.

This tiring schedule

Strangles me

A Holocaust of Time.

Bolt out of the classroom

Retire to my silent haven

Where I am needed

By myself.

Stop thinking about the chaos of class.

Grave teachers, arithmetic

Whizzing in my head, mutated 

Images registering, bright, dull, hazy

Mirror of my soul.

All I should hear now

Is the Wind.

Where a person is walking

I follow him with 

Sad

Weary

Eyes

He paces too fast

I muster my energy, dash

Like the wind I perceive to be, and

I cannot catch up.

All too familiar, but

I grieve alone.

The bell rings, and 

I linger

Hoping to find 

The extra seconds.

But I know too well that 

It is futile.

With the next millenium hopefully

It shall appear.

I gather hopeful steps,

Drag my feet towards my classroom.

Into the early morning chaos distant

I slip.

And the stones are silent.
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