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There is a little demon that lurks in my conscious and
unconscious mind that has done me more ill than any
conventional ailment could. It is a stealthy creature that preys
upon weakness and appetite and has ruined many a fair
weekend in my life, and in the lives of many. The demon's name
is procrastination, and he mocks me even as I type up the final
draft of this essay. For the demon has triumphed again, and
stolen my .sleep, and he may triumph again after this. But I
think not for a while, for this time he has stung me sorely, and
my guard shall be up.
This autumn and winter have been a hectic time in my life,

and the hectic time is when the demon thrives. In late October
I began rehearsal for a play. The rehearsal schedule was not
rigorous at first, and did not rule my life, but it was there. It
was there and the demon seized upon it and assured me I had
nothing to worry about; January and deadline time was still a
long way off. And I was persuaded, and the further into
rehearsal I went, the less I resisted the imp's devious advice. It
was not long into rehearsal when the other, smaller deadlines
began to creep up and rear their ugly heads, and paper after
paper after test struck me unmercifully. And then the play was
over. It was almost Christmas and now the responsibilities of
shopping allied themselves with my academic obligations and
thrashed me mercilessly while the demon chuckled, knowing
that the real dealine was obscured and would be staggeringly
painful to meet. Finally. Christmas was past, and the real
deadline loomed ahead, frighteningly unobscured. Now the
diabolical creature convulsed in unrestrained laughter, while I
shuddered with a tinge of fear of imminent discomfort.
I then began the ordeal that would geometrically increase my

misery daily until the Epiphany, when the deadline must be
met. I cursed the demon, loudly at first, then more softly and
then not at all. I stopped and I could only laugh an ironic
laugh. For I realized that the demon does not exist; that he is

merely an apparition that I have created. And discovering the
power of creation I realized that I also have the power to
dispell the creature. I know now that all I need do is seize the
deadline in the distance and never shall the demon haunt me.
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