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To write, or not to write; that is the question.

Is it more practical now to attempt
To draw a bucket from my mind’s dry well,

Or to take this speck out from my mind’s eye

And make an end of it? To forget, as it were;
No more; and by forgetting I’d then end

This ordeal, and the ages of tedious work

Partnered with the pencil. It’s a dear dream
To aspire to. To forget; to cast it out;

And perhaps my grade with it. There’s the catch;

For if I cast it out, what will follow
Will stop my hand. That’s what keeps me always

Fighting this battle, winning or losing;

Why else would one keep pushing these boulders

Up the ne’er-ending slope of academia;
Projects unending, myriad essays,

The report card’s ever present glare, and
The tests, quizzes, and notes at every turn,

When one would only need toss it away

Like so much trash? Why else thrust these problems up,
Push, strain, and slide back down under their weight,

If not that failing something of greater merit,

A behemoth whose shadow makes even

The bravest knight flee, staggers our resolve,

Keeps us pushing at troubles of lesser stature,
Instead of urging them on as they grow,

Shoot like weeds, become something larger still?

That’s why laziness’s natural flow
Is stopped by the cork of responsibility,

And dreams of rest and relaxation will,

Without fail, be ended by the dreamer,

And leave him to work in silence.

