Modern Sentiment

Weep not for those helpless people -- 

They cannot see, they will not love,

But break into a thousand glints:

Aged memories with scarlet tint.

Cry not for those ailing kinsfolk --

Time will pass, return what it took,

But leave marks on the body old,

And douse all heated souls ice-cold.

Smile not for those joyous soldiers –

Vengeance of mortals bear one curse,

But leave tainted sentiments gone—

All men will die; no man will mourn.

