Prologue
By Paul Velane

Begone—vile troupe!

Damned children, off with you!
These leisures are your due—
The chimeralends her croup.

Run, dimbing on her back,
Asswarmsaflight of dreams
That to asick man seems
Flowers on his curtains black.

Thismoigt hand thet ismine,
Feeble, again, but at last
Without fever (that has passed!)
Moveswith an ad divine.

My hands bless you, little cares—
Little flies of my black sun

And my white nights—Run,

Fly quickly, little despaird

Little joys, hopes, sad ways,
That only yesterday

Left mefor other preys.

Go, agyri somnial



