Ennui

Boredom, the gentle vampire

Employed by priests of bad television

And other demons of electronics

To peddle their wares

He tiptoes up behind you

So calmly, quietly, you don't even feel him

As he sucks the color out of your world

Your eyelids droop

Your head flops to the side

Your whole body loses momentum

Your eyes forget how to process beauty

Even your ears have trouble

Finding things worth hearing

Only your lips and hands know the truth

Fingers fidgeting, itching to create

Mouth talking nonstop

To anybody that will listen

But people recognize the symptoms

And shun the vampire's victims

Afraid of being infected

By the poor, lonely, innocent souls

Who have been bitten by boredom

