
To you who write in words so fair
They wear the robe of truths most rare
Yet live and act both otherwise
'Tie thus the phalic arts arise .

The one who speaks a word of lgght
The cloths it with black magic 's might,
Who cries :,loud the pure, the true
Then drags a woman's soul to blackest hue,

To you, I say : "Infernal night
Will hold you close until you right
On plane of act, the wrong you've done
And wrought in act sxxa# the song you've sung" .

*******

To speak in tones of angels the words of Gods and live a life
of promiscuousness , dragging pure woman into your embrace when e'er
your sweeping desires rage for expression is to call down the wrath
of the Dods whose words you speak. Make right the wrong e'er comes
the night upon thytDay of Life in form . What e'er betide send in
the Light and thus bestride the Bird of Life, e'er comes thy natal
morn. V

Sunday 4 :00 o'clock -4-




