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Under the Lamp, My Pen Tip Walks for Me

Eleven o clock. The desk lamp turns a small circle of light upside down over my
desk.

Inside the circle of light, my pencil case lies open, like a little world that

stays awake.
The pen tip moves first. It is braver than I am.

It walks into the opening of a parabola for me; it fords the deep water of long

English sentences for me.
It steps very lightly, yet every stroke leaves a footprint.

Sometimes it halts in midair, ink gathering into a small black dot, like a

sentence swallowed back.
Then it falls and keeps walking. It never asks me whether I am afraid.
Wherever the pen tip has walked, it buries things I cannot say out loud.
Inside a solved final problem hides the city I want to go to.
Inside a line of words copied again and again hides a name I dare not read aloud.

Sticky notes cling to the inside of the pencil case lid, yellow, one small square

after another.
One says: finish these fifty words, then treat yourself to seeing the sea once.
Another says: if you cannot hold on, think of the exam hall six months from now.
The innermost note holds a single word, written, crossed out, then written again.

The glue marks on the notes layer over one another like tree rings.
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Peeled—off old notes are crumpled into small balls and dropped into the pen
holder, and the holder grows a little taller.

Those paper balls in the holder are all the resolve saved up day by day.
The lamp never asks how much I have written. It simply keeps me company.
It presses my shadow onto the workbook, gently, like a hand.

It lights the fine shavings around the pen tip, and the little drifts of snow

piled from eraser crumbs.

It separates the real darkness outside the window into something that does not

concern me.
Outside there is wind, an occasional passing car, other people’ s holidays.

Inside the ring of light there are only the pen tip, the notes, and a draft page

growing denser with writing.

A small moth rests on the inside of the lampshade, taken in by this circle of
light for the night too.

Late into the night, the pen tip finally stops, as if it has finished today s

stretch of road.
I smooth the sticky notes flat, put the pen back in the case, click.
Before the little world turns off its light, it glimmers once.
I know it is not the lamp. Something inside the case turned over in its dream.
Tomorrow, perhaps, the pen tip will walk a farther road for me.

Perhaps one day the roads it has walked will join up and lead to the acceptance

letter I want.
And right now, the lamp, the pen tip, and the notes are all perfectly still.

None of them ever says the word dream, yet every night they are all present.
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