It is a dark, stormy Tuesday night 
I sit in the corner of the library, lamenting my plight 
The room is cold
The coffee I hold 
Is also getting cold, like the room  

As I stare at the computer screen, what do I see?
A sea of no, not green 
Red squares of disapproval, stacked perfectly 
They mock my incompetence 
For failing to make sense 
Of the code for this APT 

Don’t get me wrong,
Compsci is great
Its hard to hate
But I confess,
Sometimes it makes me irate 
My anger, slow to placate 
If I keep going at this rate, 
My submission is surely going to be late. 

So I beat on, fingers against the keyboard, 
Borne back ceaselessly into the green.
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