Love is today. and the promise of tomorrow
rides on its Wffyl wings unfurled, a prophet
of what has been, remembering what is to be.
Its cry is the One that is Light

and in the nocturne's shadow comes to be.
The secretive electrom heeds

the fall and rise of its two-cadenced-pulse

staccato-glancing..dancing +to th8eternal calculus
of Lady Possibility.

What 1is possible requires no cause

The universe is possible
No cause requires the universe.

Possibility therefore is necessity, ie is.

The rats are real, real my friend in the ghetto

They threaten and destroy
They succeed where men fail
They will learn from us

And evolve into our masters.
They lurk in darkness, for thelr yyts
Have not yet learned to receive the llght.
That will speed their manseeking
And etch into their consciousness

- The terrible anagram of interN



Pray, respite from these all-devouring thoughts
And from their grim negation of all good.
Resptite and the sweetness of forgetting

And peace that is the eclipse of reflec@ion,
Let the mind's ear list to less dismal echoes - ,
dnd Sebrch the evenipg air for $ounds of peace

¥ithin the waperfall, within the lark's sweet chant

Tet let its eye search out a meerier spectrum
Within the region of a wooded dale;orfin the»ét&rg; iy :

Kway from this earth-bosom of aeSpair,
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