TEMPLE CONE
Sloth

When, and if, we think of you,

it’s like staring through humid haze
at the souls in some distant circle
of hell, perhaps, or heaven,
though it’s hard to tell

with us here

down below,

where things get done

to us faster

than heart can feel

or mind master,

where things get done

to us, where things get done.

5 Beloit Poetry Journal Spring 2014



