
His face s
inks

into his h
and

until the s
agging

nose fuse
s

with the r
ight wrist.

Left arm
drooping

to his ank
les,

he leans

so far for
ward

he’d fall o
ff

that smal
l perch

if not for

epoxy’s r
esolve.

Even his
hair

inches do
wnward:

vinyl succ
umbing

to its own
weight.

No way to
know

if he’s be
en mullin

g

the same
thing

all this tim
e

or explori
ng

a variety
of topics,

but it’s cle
ar

his brain
has beco

me

too heavy
for

his slick s
houlders.

He’s slidi
ng slowly

into the fu
ture.

His feet p
ress

against th
e flat eart

h

harder ea
ch year

but they a
re no ma

tch

for time.
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