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ye sons of man,

"ou lock weary snd wen,” the New Yeer eried,

«n their Soaraney hwd brought thes gide by side,
Tx the worid then such & terribls pisce
s I gee by the anguish in your face?”
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Yo the mesns of 1ife on his home, She earth.

. neburets bounty you'll everywhere see
Just by = few, Through humen deersee,
For pleasurs or gain, while maltitudes dle

For lack of the plemby there is nearby.”

"Your borch kindles wine,” the Yew Year then said,
As close past each other they quickly sped.

"It11 hesd what you say as my licht barns clear,
To end this wrong for a Happy New Yeeri®
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