
my time is time running no longer as it’s expected
my time is time unleashed from its deception 
my time is time scanning preconceptions
my time is time unraveling its edges
my time is giving time the side eye
my time is coaxing time from its hiding places
my time is obfuscating the meaning of my dreams
my time is a used collection of details
my time is in the moment with you
my time is difficult to delineate into a day
my time is lost in mourning
my time feels more real in the morning
my time exists in increments
my time exists when it’s been spent
my time exists when it’s thinking of everything else
my time exists in stiff ankles
my time exists in tight chests
my time doesn’t want to go to bed
my time doesn’t want to waste time waiting
my time sleeps for more time
my time doesn’t want to wake up to bear more time 
my time wants to give you your time
my time wants to have its own time
my time is nothing but time
my time is time in chaos
my time is time in coming to be
my time is time in anticipation of aging
my time is time in reappropriated stages 
my time is hanging over my bed
my time is encircling my wrists
my time is calling out to what persists
my time is disappointing your waiting
my time is disproportionate to your time
my time is letting down your expectations
my time is waiting
my time is suffocating
my time is wild
my time is freeing
my time is fixed
my time doesn’t exist
my time is fleeting
my time is fettered
my time is spent better in bed
my time is spent better thinking ahead
my time cannot undo the future
my time cannot do better than we do
my time knows our time as truth
my time is timid
my time is scared of time changing touch
my time is scared to face its time


