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Countdown to Midnight

It's coming in silence, the way an abstrac%\\A

takes shape as an.iga\ e waiting to grq ™)

it's coming as h gainst hope —ial
as infancy, Qr rked snow.

It's a shi certain destina@™\T,

abre pace betwegn é‘mise and dread;
ani rfect cadencg§\inese whisper,

a codebook no one, hold in their head.
And though the{o¥ce of reason snivels

dates change g, and the pledges

the Old oOffered were paper-thin

still, t@:@arliament of wishes —
q.lr blinkered, greedy, often dumb

\ umanity — let New Year come.
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