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Morphia

By a Victim

THirsT!

Not the thirst of the throat,

Though that be the wildest and worst
Of physical pangs—that smote
Alone to the heart of Christ,
Wringing the one wild cry

“I thirst!” from His agony,

While the soldiers drank and diced :
Not the thirst benign

That calls the worker to wine;

Not the bodily thirst

(Though that be frenzy accurst)
When the mouth is full of sand,
And the eyes are gummed up, and the ears
Trick the soul till it hears

Water, water at hand,

When a man will dig his nails

In his breast, and drink the blood
Already that clots and stales

Ere his tongue can tip its flood,
When the sun is a living devil
Vomiting vats of evil,

And the moon and the night but mock
The wretch on his barren rock,
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