This Piece of Paper
by: Chandler Phillips 

I look down at this piece of paper
And before me is a maze
A puzzle that taunts me 
All I want is to find the key

I look down at this of paper
And for a moment my will gets weak
My mind will no longer speak
To me

But then I feel a change
I see a light
I look down at this piece of paper 
And start to write

This piece of paper finds a friend
A tuple, a key
A string, an int
Oh, I pray, no more Command Z

I look down at this piece of paper
And whisper them to my friend Eclipse
I pray she understands
That my thoughts don’t get lost in translation

[bookmark: _GoBack]Oh, could it be?
I never saw a color as sweet green



Tt

LT —




