
headlights...



early morning...
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[ but you can print this out if you want to. ]



[ background music: a violin, a harpsichord, and a conga drum. 

The drum being played randomly one beat at a time with the side of

the right thumb. ]



alarm clock rings,

futile attempt to reach it across the room,

have to get up and turn it off.



Made it before the neighbors complain.



get ready,

clean clothes,

at least I wear clean clothes,

I can spell my name to,

I must not be a manager...

[Khzinti Grin ],

foggy dew on the windshield,

wipers take care of it,

hot morning already,

no air-conditioner as that will fog the windows,

darn...



pull out of the driveway,

head down the road,

must've partied on Saturday,

the turn signals are awfully loud...



no glow from the Sun,

on the horizon,

at least, not yet,

the Earth's moon shines on the fields,

north of the road,

south side has lots of buildings,

I am on my way.

Interstate merge up ahead.



Sporadic traffic,

a few clouds over head,

the stars are fuzzed out,

must be a few ice clouds up there,

in the air,

the wind smells of ocean,

a hundred miles away,

must be a dream,

or its all this sand in the car...



More traffic,

less traffic,

stop for a candy bar,

I really must brush my teeth more often.



Ah, what do I care,

I used to be a starship pilot,

now I am stuck on the ground,

no more travel between the stars,

for me.



The coordination is getting slow,

you wouldn't notice,

as I can type 80 words per minute.



But my hand, eyes, and mind,

are now too slow, yeah,

too slow,

to be a starship pilot.



At least I wasn't well known enough,

for the winchells to wart me on camera,

and shove that microphone,

in my face.



I arrive at my ground job,

no space port for me,

make a new life,

all I gots,

is the headlights,

reminding me of the stars,

and space station lights,

as I make my approach,

in travels across the light years,

no more.



[ exit ]



