
Weep for the rape of justice in our land; 
Weep unashamed. 
Weep for the dead Honour of the State's High Place 
And mourn its passing. 
Now, in the twilight, watch the corpse, flag-shrouded, 
Borne by a shameful process to the grave. 
Watch while our dreams are with that corpse interred. 

Yet remain f i rm. 
If all else dies let hope remain. 
Hope, that In the limbo where i t rests 
It rests indeed and does not wholly die . 
Hope that the resurrection day will come 
And Honour, re-incarnate, will appear 
To grace again the State's High Place. 

Then will our dreams have dreamers' eyes again 
And then no more need black-sashed women 
Silently rebuke black-hearted men. 

Anon. 
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