Monologue
How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.
Do I seem to mentally focus on only one thing at a time, really?

Breaking it down into fractions of seconds, this could be,

Never a combination, but rather a sampling of the different aspects of a given reality.
So strange to watch the triggering of memory,

I don’t seem to call the thought; rather, it seems to come to me,

And until it is triggered, as far as I can tell, it is lost in entirety.
How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.

So perhaps this mind is only a series of devices,
With various stimuli triggering unconscious choices,

Now, in the rare times when my mind can be stilled, I’ll be listening

For other voices.

And I seem to remember I formed a conclusion from all of this,

It could comfort me now, but in truth, I can’t seem to recall what it is.

How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.

How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.
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