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Time moves slowly, as slow as  
 
It can proceed.  
 
I wake up, and there you are.  
 
Amongst me.  
 
Snails, butterflies, mahogany  
 
Units of  
 
Time/ they are ever flowing.  
I/ am ever-processing, and ev- 
er demanding of  
 
Rites| of change 
Of  
 
  f r e e  
   d o m.  

 

 


