CONCERNING THE LIMITS

2
Cicadas, my Hamgsl cicadas are singing — o

| Wing your circuituous way to me, Socrates, . b
Swingto th: Central Committee, wilT you please? b\ a w,,ﬂ

No way, my soul brother S-suLaEf and wiil not. a
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Look at the buflding, my idol, look at the building
Don't we turn Into fnsects in order to fling
our bodies down on unoccupied bunks in the hive Mﬂﬂ
and hang up our rags on the_st{&@gﬁchairs they provide Lo
L -
Open, Columbus, open up quickly,
Your offspring sweated to lead thelr earthly lives,

where will it lead the Impoverished Jews,
naw will it point gut the way {0 our wretched refyse?

My friend, my soft-shelied genetic sport,

My Crazy colleague whom nothing can thwart

We reach our limits at puke, diarrhoea:

Here they are. Take a look, we've arrived, my dear, |
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