Two O'Clock in the Morning

Restless and scared, can't sleep

And the loneliness overwhelming

The need to talk and have someone

Anyone, listen, comfort, understand

Pacing up and down hallways,

Tracking down every sound

Hoping to find another insomniac

Or even a midnight partier

To cry to

A box on the wall beckoning, so tempting

Drawing me closer with its readiness

To send its electric impulses out into the night

And find for me somewhere a listening ear

But no, all ears are sleeping

And don't wish to awake

Doors lined up in all directions

Concealing mindless bodies

One-time friends who are dead

Until morning, that impossible moment

Several thousand years away

The madness approaching

A consequence of the knowledge

That I am the only living being in the universe

A bed of nightmares calls

But I shy away

Hoping to postpone the inevitable time at which

I, the lone survivor of the daily holocaust

Become yet another corpse

Surrendering my soul for the eternity that stretches

Between the present and the rising of the sun.

