Fhe Warkd Uround Me

QUL of this T leave behind, all of this I teave fox you

Mayhap but figment of my mind, worth not a penny nor a seu

But yet it lives as part of me, full-cincled by the fences
Of the breadth and feight and width of all my fuunan senses

Lay your eyes en yondex tree, o the rainbow just above it

Do you see it, ar is it just me? Se, now ... how to prove it?

Clase your eyes for just a moment, stop your senses for a minute

(e that wainbicw and that tree cutside your mind, ox in it?

Better, stronger, minds than mine have urestled with this question

Yet na ane seems to fnow for sure if it's fact ax just suggestion.

We've all freard, and baughied, at the age old stowy:
“Jf there’s na ear te frear a sound ..” Well, you fnow the allegory.

Js there neally, hard and fast, a univense all ‘wound us?
O is it all just in cur minds, sewing te confound us?
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