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POETRY

Discretion
Joseph Morgan

Watching the boy rage into being
I recall the parting restraints
Arranged through infancy ascending
Through tantrum to disenchantment
With earthly fathers to loftier faults
Setting oneself abreast and ahead
With raiments cast in the sides of the north
O by this light do not wrong him he is
Too scrupulous that way it is his vice
No I am no prophet I just know this
Travail behind maturity is so well traced
It passes through far countries clambering
Up yon distant mountain
To prospect for oneself and Christ
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