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DIRGE

(Aztec)
By Louis M. Hobbs

The flame that burned in Ichacan is dead.
Burns the world, in fresh fire!
The prophecy is spoken, upon carven stone,
Beneath the sacrificial crimson.
1 go from the deserted Temples
To pray atop Popocatopetl lov an hour,
And thence, to bury my

O! Mexico hangeth melchzd mm a tree!
No more the rolling drum of s
No more, beneath the silver of ﬂu mnnn,
Shall the shades of Tepaneo
Sing curses to Nemhuul:oml
Or drink the Stasr’s Blo
Unto the first Acatl.

No more . . . no more . . . For lo! The God cometh!
Hail from afar, Quetzalcoat)! Come in the thunder of the storm
Which blows the wind of conquest o'er the warld!
Shake down the Temples of my fothers!
Throw down the House of Yeuu'lopoth!lv!
Strike fear unto Tlalac, and oll her brood across heaven
Where e’er o drop of water folleth
To quench the breathing jungle’s thirst!
Welcome, All Father! Welcome unto
Unto the crimson knife that sloyeth to the Sun,
The floming altor.of Xipe Totec; | offer thee
The down drooped lips of Anahuac,
The kiss thot breeds the seething lust of .
Ayoq! Welcome, O Sons of Xieutecutli! Welcome
Unto the end of cverything—of Man, of Peace, of God,
Of Empire—of art, of sacrifice, of bloody ways . . .
Of Mexico,
The flome thot burned in Ichocan is dead.
The flame thot burned in Ichocan is dead.
O, ye beloved gods!
The flame lhe' bumed in Ichocan is dead.







