
POEMS

The brackish water that we drink

Creeps with a loathsome slime.

And the bitter bread they weigh m scalM

Is full of chalk and lime.

And Sleep will not Ue down, but walks

Wild-eyed, and cries to Time.

But though lean Hunger and green Thirst
.

Like asp with adder fight,

We have littie care of prison fare.

For what chills and kflls outright

Is that every stone one lifts by day

Becomes one's heart by night.

With midnight always in one's heart.

And twilight in one's cell,

We turn the crank, or tear the rope.

Each in his separate Hell,

And the sUence is more awful far

Than the sound of a brazen belL

And never a human voice comes near

To speak a gentle word
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And thVeye that watches through the door

Is pitiless and hard

:

And by all forgot, we rot and rot,

With soul and body marred.
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