
Sisyphus
by Gary Hardaway

Each day he rolls that goddamned rock,
alive to the strain and sweat, so good
at rock rolling he can watch a bit
of what surrounds him, too.
It isn't heaven, true,
but neither is it hell.
It is a life.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/gary-hardaway/sisyphus»
Copyright © 2012 Gary Hardaway. All rights reserved.


