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In unexpected random moments 
alone in the 2 am dark say;

an inevitable realization of subtle slippage crystallizes.
Far away, down deep yet insistent, 

you feel the rhythmic pulse 

of your very being, loosen.

The panic you feel
must be immediately assuaged!
 Banish the terrible awareness.

 Time and life running out. 
Fowled water flowing into the depths of an ancient drain.
Quick, counter measures, anxiolytic opposition. 
You want to cry, no one to hold you, you’re so afraid!
But no, everything is OK 
you will sleep.
In the morning,
the perception will be less than a memory.

Then, you will breathe a sigh of relief

For no matter how diligently you probe 
the feeling will be artfully dispersed;
concealed In the detritus of morning ritual and happenstance.
