“Sloth” – Matt Page

I hate everything.

Thus the day has stretched on, like a sick dog

Begging for death

To have its hot blood spilled upon the cold street

Leaving wisps of acrid steam rising into the night.

My heart clamors

For the motion of productivity

But my mind and its minions

The limbs

Proclaim themselves dead and useless.

Alas, if I had the strength in my bones

I would rise

Above this formless foe

And strike him between the eyes

Spraying a river of warm decay

On the corners of this world;

My room.

But no such strength exists

Nor the foe visible:

A dark thief is he, with hands large enough

To hold the hours.

A single pencil or keystroke would abolish him

But the pencil is heavy

The keys are stiff

And he would return after a day

After an hour

After a moment.

I have hated that demon for many years

Begging his stare to turn from me

But it does nothing but grow in intensity.

It will not rest until I die a wasted, unaccomplished miser

Wishing for the fleeting days of my youth

When the thief was not so formidable.

And I will die, as everyone does

But I will try to stay awake

Late into the night

Until death itself pulls down my eyelids

And the thief watches 

With a grin on his face:

“I’ve done nothing,” he will say,

“And neither have you.

We are not so different.”

And my soul will scream

As I realize

The slow descending horror of my fate:

That there is no ghastly thief

No phantom or foe.

I am the thief; I am the foe

I have only myself to blame.

So when death lays

His terrible and calm hand

On my shoulder

Beckoning my accompaniment

I will at last go with him

Quite bitterly

For there was so much left to do.

So much to do

And so much time.

I have stayed my hands

And now I will pay the price

For I have wasted my days.
