
Tech Support
for Brittnee @ phone.com

If it were not for your sense of humor,
I’m not sure I would have realized
how near I was to the end of my rope.

No twisted plastic cord to wrap myself in,
but plenty of other available methods to
get hung up on whatever’s not working.

As if a broken machine warrants despair.
As if this is the last chance for connection,
this glass-faced box of invisible operators.

Maybe you were simply humoring yourself,
but you humored me too with your sidebar
comments about the crossed wiring of it all.

In a transactional society that gives so little,
giving of yourself means so much; a random
kindness, the ultimate password protection.

Tova Feldmanstern, 2020

Published in The Healing Muse Journal of Literary and Visual Arts,  Vol. 20, No. 1


