
The Exiles 

THEIR EYES were fire and the breath flamed out the witches’ mouths 

 “When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?” 
“Round about the cauldron go; 
In the poison’d entrails throw. 
Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble! 

 
On the rocket ship 
men were dying. 

 

 

 


