
 

[I’ve always hated the crossover] 
 
I’ve always hated the crossover 
between 3 am and 4 am; 
the transition from late-at-night 
to early-morning. 
 
I wish for a  
clock with a one-track mind, 
singular in its kind, 
 
no, my night would be a road  
aspiring to nowhere 
like what lies behind the eyelids of the blind,  
 
the numbers on my clock would keep  
sailing on forever, having 
no continent for respite. 
 
Like falling from a bridge above  
the whitehearted abyss 
that knows no falling, 
just what’s below rising to greet you 
 
time roiling on the way it 
does with the dead in their hearses  
cultivating itself with itself  
like a dirty secret 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


