What’s at the Center

The world hastily changes.

The virus heedlessly spreads.

A cheetah pouncing, sightless, unseen—

We the unwary are its victims.

It swallows us into loss:

Lost jobs, lost family, lost hopes,

Leaving a termination letter in an empty drawer.

| gaze out the windowsill:

Soft winter rain glistens a damp surface,

Urban lights bestow their luminance.

So silent the world is,

No one is driving, yelling, or walking.

All that could be heard is an echo.

My spirit yearns to find a home.

Home is now digital havens

Separated by cacophonous clicks.

I live virtual, LCD vision as spasming space,
Entertainment of taste on tasteless forums.

Fondness for animals becomes communities of adoration
Through pictures spread countless miles in invisible wires.
Cultural boundaries are extinct with cross-cultural memes.
This community is a galaxy all its own,

A grouping of stars and systems

With our loneliness the central density holding us together.



