THE ENGLISH REVIEW

The moon of her triumph is nearing;
She will have me wholly soon.

And you, you puritan others,

Who have missed the morphia craving,
Cry scorn if I call you brothers,

Curl lip at my maniac raving,

Fools, seven times beguiled,

You have not known her? Well!
There was never a need she smiled
To harry yox into hell !

Morphia is but one

Spark of its secular fire.

She is the single sun—

Type of all desire!

All that you would, you are—

And that is the crown of a craving.
You are slaves of the wormwood star.
Analysed, reason is raving.

Feeling, examined, is pain.

What heaven were to hope for a doubt of it!
Life is anguish, insane;

And death is—not a way out of it!
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