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There under ebon shades and low-brow’d rocks,
As ragged as thy locks,

In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell.
But come thou Goddess fair and free,
In Heaven y-cleped Euphrosyne
And by men, heart-easing Mirth,
Whom lovely Venus at a birth
With two sister Graces more
To ivy-ctownéd Bacchus bore;

Or whether (as some sager sing)

The frolic wind that breathes the spring,
Zephyr, with Aurora playing

As he met her once a-maying,

There on beds of violets blue
And fresh-blown roses wash’d in dew,

Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair,
So buxom, blithe and debonair:
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Then to come in spite of sorrow

And at my window bid good-morrow
Through the sweet-briar or the vine
Or the twisted eglantine.

While the cock with lively din
Scatters the rear of darkness thin,

And to the stack or the barn door
Stoutly struts his dames before,

Oft listening how the hounds and hom
Cheerly rouse the slumbering morn,
From the side of some hoar hill
Through the high wood echoing shrill.
Sometime walking not unseen

By hedgerow elms, on hillocks green,
Right against the eastern gate

Where the great sun begins his state
Robed in flames and amber light,

The clouds in thousand liveries dight;
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While the ploughman near at hand
Whistles o’er the furrow’d land,

And the milkmaid singeth blithe,
And the mower whets his scythe,
And every shepherd tells his tale
Under the hawthorn in the dale.
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures
Whilst the lantskip round it measures:
Russet lawns and fallows gray

Where the nibbling flocks do stray,
Mountains on whose barren breast
The labouring clouds do often rest;

Meadows trim with daisies pied,
Shallow brooks and rivers wide.
Towers and battlements it sees
Bosom’d high in tufted trees,
Where perhaps some beauty lies,
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Decayed Teeth

I had a decayed tooth in my mouth that troubled me. It stayed dormant during the day. But in the
tranquillity of the night, when dentists were asleep and drug-stores closed, it began to ache.

One day, as 1 grew impatient, | went to the dentist and told him to extract that damned tooth that
dealt me misery and denied me the joy of slumber by converting the silence of my night into
moaning and uproar.

The dentist shook his head and said, ‘It is foolish to have your tooth extracted if we can cure it.”
Then he started to drill its sides and clean its cavities and used every means (o restore and free it
from decay. Having finished drilling, he filled it with pure gold and said boastfully, "Your bad
tooth is now stronger and more solid than your good ones.” | believed him and paid him and
departed from the place.

But before the week was over, the cursed tooth returned to its diseased condition and the torture it
inflicted converted the beautiful songs of my soul into wailing and agony.

So 1 went to another dentist and said to him, ‘Extract this damned tooth without asking me any
question, for the person who receives the blows is not like the one who counts them.’

Obeying my command, he extracted the tooth. Looking at it he said, "You have done well to have
this rotten tooth extracted.’

In the mouth of Society are many discased teeth, decayed to the bones of the jaws. But Society
makes no efforts to have them extracted and be rid of the affliction. It contents itself with gold
fillings. Many are the dentists who treat the decayed teeth of Society with glittering gold.

Numerous are those who yield to the enticements of such reformers, and pain, sickness, and death
are their lot.

In the mouth of the Syrian nation are many rotten, black and dirty teeth that fester and stink. The
doctors have attempted cures with gold fillings instead of extraction. And the disease remains.
A nation with rotten teeth is doomed to have a siek stomach. Many are the nations afflicted with
such indigestion.

If you wish to take a look at the decayed teeth of Syria, visit its schools where the sons and
daughters of today are preparing to become the men and women of tomorrow.

Visit the courts and witness the acts of the crooked and corrupted purveyors of justice. See how
they play with the thoughts and minds of the simple people as a cat plays with a mouse.

Visit the homes of the rich where conceit, falsehood, and hypocrisy reign.

But don’t neglect to go through the huts of the poor as well, where dwell fear, ignorance, and
cowardice.

Then visit the nimble-fingered dentists, possessors of delicate instruments, dental plasters and
tranquillizers, who spend their days filling the cavities in the rotten teeth of the nation to mask
decay.

Talk to those reformers who pose as the intelligentsia of the Syrian nation and organize societies,
hold conferences, and deliver public speeches. When you talk to them you will hear tunes that
perhaps sound more sublime than the grinding of a millstone, and nobler than the croaking of
frogs on a June night.






