How to Kill Time
Commit the act in autumn,

before the mournful task

of turning back the hour.

Practice the art of suffocation:

wool sweaters, how well

they muffle the cracking sounds.

Go to the ticking place,

pluck out every cog, spring, and screw,

shroud the numbers with your spit. 

Gouge the eye of midnight, 
mangle those miserable hands 

that murdered summer.
How dare they govern the way we lose

light, the lovely length of evening.

