
Clocks
by Foster Trecost

His hands are old
But still function
As hands

They work even
While the rest of
Us sleep

And when we wake
They are working
Already

He does not listen when
We wish time to
Slow down

For him
Time is all
He has

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/foster-trecost/clocks»
Copyright © 2021 Foster Trecost. All rights reserved.


