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Nearly wrecked, nearly reached the time

Of £inal &bb, whon the aaus give out

And only the rustie of surf on the shore
Brings the sound of the paé:t;' the c¢limb
Done, and mon unmoved by the shout

0f leaderas touch of the wind too raw

On chockss nearly wrooked, " uu speschs
Noarly reached, the: time when hills

Leok down in siléncéd on the iron tracks

And canale and heapa of siagy to teach
No more surprises; the velleys and the mills
14ke dead mon faces down, their backs

To the light.  Noarly done, in heart md limds
Facon grotosque, ’voﬁ.cee‘aquyakan‘g, hips
Frotruding, gawky walks, men made

From factory-yards, afraid to speak, to skim
The air witk tkeir hands, to opsn 1ips

And sing, afraid to show the flame laid

At their birthy women afraid to unvedl
Their sexs afraid to cooky Inowing no quiets
Afraid to look ups afraid of the skys

Nearly wracked, the chance to apeak the tale
God had in mind for usg unknown thé riot

Of the heart; nearly reached, the time to dlee



