Time Zone

Birth making way the ticking of the clock,

A slave to perpetual revolutions.

Sign says, “No Standing” towards attainment I walk,

Although unmindful of true destinations.

Were it be that holy plane

Where time is not a factor,

Meandering paths before my mane

No need for life’s director.

But lo, that tick, tick, ticking sound

Ceaseless prompter of my mission,

Peace here in my solitude found

In a time zone that begs direction.
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