
Special relationships?

Parade of the Old New

I stood on a hill and I saw the Old approaching, but it came as the New.
It hobbled up on new crutches which no one had ever seen before and

stank of new smells of decay which no one had ever smelt before.
The stone that rolled past was the newest invention and the screams of

the gorillas drumming on their chests set up to be the newest musical
composition.

Everywhere you could see open graves standing empty as the New
advanced on the capital.

Round about stood such as inspired terror, shouting: Here comes the
New, it’s all new, salute the new, be new like us!  And those who heard,
heard nothing but their shouts, but those who saw, saw such as were not
shouting.

So the Old strode in disguised as the New, but it brought the New with
it in its triumphal procession and presented it as the Old.

The New went fettered and in rags; they revealed its splendid limbs.
And the procession moved through the night, but what they thought was

the light of dawn was the light of fires in the sky.  And the cry: Here comes
the New, it’s new, salute the New, be new like us! would have been easier
to hear if all had not been drowned in a thunder of guns.
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