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But if we ask, what has been done
To unify the mortal lot
Since your bright leaves first saw the sun,

Beyond mechanic furtherance—what 
Advance can rightness, candour, claim ?
Truth bends abashed, and answers not.

Despite your volumes’ gentle aim 
To straighten visions wry and wrong,
Events jar onward much the same !

—Had custom tended to prolong,
As on your golden page engrained,
Old processes of blade and prong,

And best invention been retained 
For high crusades to lessen tears 
Throughout the race, the world had 

gained !...
But too much, this, for fifty years.


