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Well, now, Iciuk hack: w li.it taculiy

iif \oLir.-.

Came u> n^ lulKluui ampK' justice lUjiio

Hy gi'iuiiiL; when rain fell, linlini^ it^

time.

Snlidifyiii- i;iuwth when earth \va..

(lead,

Spiiiii'^ vip, lnoaiknint; wide, in

>easiiii, <iiR' ?

Never I N'mi shut iij) and iVusi nipjied

yiill nil,

Sellled til >leep wlien sunshine bade

\iiu sprout ;

One'iacidiy thwarted its fellow: at

'he end,

All you hoasl is " I Inci proved a

topj)injj tree

" In other clinie>
""— yet this w.is the

rii;hl clinie

Had you loreknown the reasons.

N'ouni;, you've force

Wailed like well-slreanis : old,—oh,

lliea indeed,

I'.ehold a lahyrinth of hydraulic jiipes

Through which you'd piay otT won-

drous waterwork :

Only, no water's left to feed their play.

Vounc;. - yotfve a hope, an aim, a

love : it's tossed

And crossed and lost : you struggle

on, some spark

Shut in your heart aj^ainst the puflfs

around,

ThrotiL;h cold and pain ; these in due

time '-ub.side.

Now then for age's triumph, the

hoarded light

Vou mean to loose on the altered

face of things,

—

Up with it on the tripod I It's extinct.

Spend your life'.^ remnant asking,

which was best,

Light .smothered up that never peeped

forth once,

(Jr the cold cre.s.set with full leave

to shine?

Well, .accept this too,— .seek the fruit

of it

Not in enjoyment, proved a dream

on earth.

But knowledge, useful for a second

chance,

.\nother liie, you've lost thi> world

—vouve gained

Its knowh-dge for the next What
knowit Ige. sir,

Kxceiit t!'..U yiai know nothing? Nay,

you doubt

Whether 'twere better h..ve made

vou man or brute,

1 1 aught be tiue, if good aii.ie\il clash.

No foul, no fair, no inside, no (mt.side.

Theie's your world I

C.ive it me '. I slap it brisk

Willi harlequin'^ pasteboard sceptre:

what's it now ?

Changed like a rock-tlat. rough with

rusty wee 1,

i\ I til St w a^h -over o' the reluming wave I

All the dry dead impiai-iicaiile stuff

Starts into lile and light again : this

world
Pervaded by the inlh.ix from the next.

I che.at, and what's the happy on-
setpicnce ?

Vou find full justice straightway dealt

you out,

Each want supplied, each ignorance

set at e;i.ie.

Each foliv fooled. No life-long labour

now
.\s the price of worse than nothing!

No mere tilm

Holding you chained in iron, as it

seems,

Against the outstretch of your very

arms
,\nd le-s i" the sunshine moralists

forbid !

: What would you liave? Just speak

and, there, you see 1

You're supplemented, made a whole

at last,

15.icon iidvises, Shakcsjjeare w riles

you st)ngs.

.\nd Mary gueen of Scots embraces

yf'u-

Thus it goes on. not quite like lile

perhaps,

but so near, lliat the very dilterence

picpie.s,

Shows that e'en belter than this best

i
will be—

^


