b a b  a ba barbar bar bar bare
Unc looked up at no thing and gasped

.ar Shin on bet a alph an rain and hail
fell.  We wa tched him at om ize to

,fell he and out slide foot er’s broth
the      the     Meis sel.  And I saw my

,cyn the, ta talt the no, said le
Still, hand me the scalp rum my unc

.loose work nouns the all and ash to
I saw the pre po sit ions flake

up ing look but wau en of full fa ber a
to work. Hand me the     my unc said. I wheeled

tried we Still  .void of cold but wrath of
tar word to word.  We shook.  Not heat

mor not could You  .cuit bis as ble
hard as mou ntain ice, went fri a

froze bricks slime The  .fall to man ing
wax won’t melt, but freeze for the fly

high This  .thin grow sky the saw and
I looked up at the fur ther works

floor enth sev and dred hun nine sand
spoke.  And as we worked on the thou

he as ered shiv he But  .heat His
No good can come and we will feel

.el ad cit His breach ,en heav
us and  ou r mouth imp ugn

in y it un and tion ec Perf
Then my  unc le said, the sense is this.

 (.come would les ab syll no mo ly On)
the myth we live in makes no sense.

,said brother My  .breathe to hard got It
the stone way up to make the gate of god.

wind to cupola on road and
for him, paving track on arch

fly stone make to on trod and
chisel men.  We shook our heads

fawning on nodding ,bluff the on ermined
towards god.  I saw him once, Nimrod,

tower Nimrod’s tonguing ,work the of
of fired slime along each terrace

bricks the and ashlar the lift to
and I trod in the drum thirty years

mill the and windlass the worked
For three hundred years my family

erthe the all of lippe the confounded God there for
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