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Civilisation is hooped together, brought
Under a rule, under the semblance of peace
By manifold illusion; but man's life is thought,
And he, despite his terror, cannot cease
Ravening through century after century,
Ravening, raging, and uprooting that he may come
nto the desolution of reality:

Or where tha
Beat down upon their naked b
That day brings round the night, that before da
His glory and his monuments are gone.




