
13 Ancestral Voices
Or, a vision in a nightmare.

by Ben Nagy

This high-capacity, weaponized poem has been withheld from this international edition, as it may inspire
new exploits and is thus a controlled export.24

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;
And here were forests ancient as the hills,
Enfolding sunny spots of

Lock up the poets.

For their rhymes, unchecked, lead but to crime
sweet twisted words and wild surmise
call beauty truth, turn truth to lies
light dark heart-fire; poison minds

beware, beware! His flashing eyes, his floating hair
weave a circle round him thrice

Yes, let them sing, in stately thirds
some hymns with fine uplifting words
but we’ll not have the masses stirred
by driving beats and fey discords

Though we ourselves do not compose
we feel licentious music grows
unquiet in the hearts of youth.
Counting stars. Questioning truth.

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!
A savage place! as holy and enchanted
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted
By woman wailing for her demon-lover!

They may paint, but only noble scenes
pastorals, in blues and greens
discreetly hung and gently framed
what good can come of art uncaged?

So, twice five miles of fertile ground
with walls and towers were girdled round

24Look up Wassenaar Arrangement, intrusion software, control lists, and controlled items. If it helps develop, generate, or
automate exploits, it’s now an export-controlled item. Kind of like strong cryptography was in 1990s.
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For studies of the human form
lead first to nudes and then to porn
and thence to moral turpitude
thus risqué “art” should be eschewed

And while we neither draw nor paint
it’s clear we must control the taint
unsanctioned inspiration brings
illicit loft to raptor’s wing

The shadow of the dome of pleasure
Floated midway on the waves;
Where was heard the mingled measure
From the fountain and the caves.

Of course true art must not be banned
but regulated, measured, planned
taught wisely by trustworthy schools
so art may serve the good of all

No more shall marshal songs be sung
no seditious ditties hummed
no rousing slogans shall be scrawled
defiance sprayed on courthouse walls

And close your eyes with holy dread
For he on honey-dew hath fed,

But the poets, we fear, will not understand
they will twist our good words and mock our sound plans
we can never control their pernicious wordplay
so, quietly must they be

And drunk the milk of Paradise.

Sent Away

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reached the caverns measureless to man,
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean
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