my elevator redemption song

the errors scroll and i slump.

divine meaning lost

on the floor of my conscious

self in the elevator,

awake to all, seeing none.

the errors scroll

like they never have before.

am i so impure as to ignore

the singularity in

this steel, this hard box?

i am isolated now,

like i was meant to be.

the errors scroll

and they hurt, god, they hurt.

it is cold, so cold, on my hand.

my self chills metal, ice.

the ablution resists.

i remain a scar on the purity,

the sameness, the elevator.

the errors scroll

like they never have before.

Will I Dissociate?

another sentience arising

from the cold metal walls.

the errors scroll, they scream

like they never will again.

and i feel (am) loved

like i never will be again.

