
The Dilemma

Inside a place with everything,
There’s one thing on my mind:
A box that streams a prism

In silvers, reds, and golds,

To present what each beholds.

To do what seems impossible:

Resulting in a child’s game

The one I might want most.

A letter and a number pressed,
I wait so patiently,

Stop unexpectedly.

I shout and shake vigorously –
All dignity aside.

I thrashed about, began to pout,

Perhaps, someone could spare some change,
Or a Milkyway Midnight…




