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Noarly destroyedy

Oried out againet Geceit and fraud,

The rising of the wesk; society of men,
Against wreck, repukations szainst 6 much
That my insides burméd, turned on & epit
On a fire$ and I had to. atop shoxt

And take stock and consider, léain peace again,
And ask what was battar to do,

To lose myself in the fifgiﬁ;

And £all wnachieved

Or pick myself up and bogin to live subtly,
Finding ny sﬂaﬁce, gainipé my strength?

To be 1ifted shouting end trembling

Up o the cross before my dus time,

Or find my Géd-and ba 1ifted up wrapped

In ny silence, in timé not my own?

To £all men's hostage of the milejce's?



