The Hamster Cage

By: Neo

Ever twitching nose,

smearing itself against the grains with its tiny hands

grasping the recycled toilet paper rolls,

gazing into nothing.

It mills its teeth constantly,

so that it may enjoy those carrots and seeds,

all with that same empty bliss

ever twitching nose.

Squeaks of the abused wheel

as the plump rodent began its workout.

Its tiny limbs climbing those bars

spinning round and round.

As you bury yourself in clippings

I dream that I can lay next to you

and slumber so peacefully.

