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TITAN

tilexile-toag xXafar,
Wi th eyes ye breaching leagues an leagues of night,
The titan stare transtixed by 0 faint light

Which pierces his soul tke-a-se+rrn

And well he knows the dept eaven bar
The titan's ever te mg fat with flight
Thathe resume ·s irreligious ht

Beneath the bea . g brightness of that
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From out t adowed ferment of his world,
t e ers in the bellows of his breast;
It rages through his bosom with

And echoes, curse on curse, to skies nfurled,
Rocking Olympus at its'


