It's accidie my checkened babe,

my lacking-Lusten shackled gind,

not gluttony, non duat, nor aloth,
non angen, apite, non even gneed,

(t's not the wish fbn what you'ne not,
that aoida my hollow Love of thee.

[t'4 aceidie which wnites thia poem,

that dim anchaic gloomg mood,

(t'a meloncholic lack of will,

that yapa and banrks, and sometimesr biten,
it'a ennui gaa{%éd unto my ZLZZ

that claws ihe wounds that bleed tonite




