His breastplates gleaming
His bombers diving
His metal raining, driving--

It is not encugh to foreshorten
Time's movement, to say:
"Tomorrow will be the day."
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It ii\ not enough for you,
Barbusse, nor for those slain
About ‘hermopolae.

And in this ominous
Barbed peace, we Know:
It is not enough for us.
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