A X wtonian Sonnate

A dream wont dowmns§. the sky was dumb and blank
4nd mathematioal, snd only. thought

Revived our hoarts; by memorye. The drank

0f univorss was wound by forces taut

As mechanical drumge The ptars ¢ame out by law
And God became g constable, bhis dreath

A kind of dust, immutsble. He wore

An engine-look, his factory the earth

And winds his powers In and out we clocked

Each day, the flood-1it dam our sign to punch
Our cards and get to work while minutes mocked
Their way soross tho world, and stopped for limehs
Cur sheds wore c¢lean and & million light-years old,
But glowly madeour fingers stiff with cold.



