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s Keg Dt clamor dotb besiege the tnner and the ourer gaies ?
A

B ) Who shoutet ““ Peace s and ssirreth aif the eartd
f e lwar?
i

hath Sarurs joimed me Archer for the spolis of
Detty states,

Doth Uerus mate with Mars and aiw the bolts of Thor?

Wbat wraugling powers of soul and sense have wantonly
cembined

To bi¢ ™ Corg repent that be bath made mankind »

Sl Y y— 4

% Sach din of beiching cannon and such startling blare of drums,
, sHech mean, dwarfed echoes as profane this dav of davs,
i
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Chese are and were before; vet what have they to do with thes
That thou shouidst clasp them in caressing or destroving arms?

No! keep thy liabt ashine il they shall call across the sea!
Thou bast #o sons the baiter Tor the vlaque of war’s alarms,

Hre chiidish, are uitworthy of thy destiny thar comes

Lades ith qifts, and. at the parting of the ways,
Rwaits thy il deserving, Long hasi thou been set on higk
A siemal 1o the mations.  Lifs thy light against the sky !

Or that more deadlv, slow, malarial moral taint that creeps
linchecked along the iower levels where its victim sleeps.
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Far 1o the east, across the ocean, liz the crowded lands
{'hose genius and whose poverty compelied thy birth,
Aine whiie thon wert an infant bound in swaddling bands
Chev thought 1o drain thy veins 1o Teed thelr wori-out carth;
But vearing, wondering, drew back, “H miraclkc?” thev cried;
Che infani, standing 1all and sirong, flung them as drife aside,

Far west, beyond another ocean, 1ag more crowdad lands
O worn-out empires, throngs with leprosy of soul,  [bands

{Ubose brain scarce sent the sluggish impuise to thelr sierder
o mulriptied from habii 10 a buge and sodden whole

They love thee not, Tor nanure set their ways and thine apari :
But when the worid is thriliing with the prayers of sowls in
Brothers tn spirit and in purpose, stricken 1o the hear, [need,
Shut in bu circiing bosts, dost thou not bear them plead 2
Aivi thox the Lord's Anointed but in name? Doth justice wait,
{Unbiinded and alert. upon financial love and bate?
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) Spirit of the martured vast, draw near f9 us 1his day!
0 Angel of the future, beed our cry 1o thee!

9 Soul of all that is, belp us that are so prone 10 slay,
30 loth 1o srove that ““ali men are created free!”

Beip s, but not 1o battle with this war-god on bis throne ;
Felp @8 10 Ieave mm ihere, Torgotten, serveless and alone!
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Chat beld at bay still others, smaller, greater, yet akin,
(Jith gleaming bints of what they may be or they once bave been.
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