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Pesewoxd

POR ALL THE SIX YEARS I'VE BEEN
sericusly trying to write poems
I've wanted to see them publis-
hed somewhere,in a neat compact
collection, This booklet goes
a long way toward the consumna-
tion of that deaire. In {c, 1
have selected what 1 consider a
more-or-lesa representative co-
llection of my attempts in this field so far. These are not
all the poems 1 have written, nor are all of them --- 1 must
admit --- my very best.

About a dozen of these poems have been previously published.
The first of them printed anywhere, was "Canal", which waa
published in the September 1947 issue of Beak Taylor's ChN-
ADIAN FANDCl.. Since then my verse has appeared in ninetee n
rag8zines; for the most part in various of the amateur fan
publications, like GORGON, UCIENTIFANTASY, DREAM QUEST, THE
FANTCIENT, LOKI, CHALLENGE and others. A table at the roar
of the book gives information on when each poem waa written
and when and where it has been previously published,

wWritine poetry, 1 naturelly am {ntereated in it. My favorite
fantasy poets are Robert &, Howard and the superb Clark Ash-
ton Smith; my fovorites amonpg the non-fantzsy poets are Enpg-
land's }ilton, Shelley ("Cde to The i«est .ind"],Keats, Cole-
ridpe ("Kubla hhen"), Oscar ..ilde (especially "The Sphinx"),
the classic Chinese poeta Li Po, Tu Fu, Po Chu-1("The Ialand
of Pines"), the Persian ocdes of illafiz in the LeGalliene tra-

nalation, the incomparable Rubiavat of Omar lhayyam, and the

reat love-poeo Slack ..origolds of tne Sanalrit poet Chauras

translated from the Chaursapenchasikes by Powys lathers), as
well as France's Daudelalre, lmerica's Foe, and the popular
contemporary poet Don Elandinpg ("Vagabond's House").

But I've taken up ecnough of your time with this dull prose;
1 hope tho poetr¥ is more entertaining! So, for your even-
ing's enjoyment commend this little volume of verse, with
the hope that you derive half the pleasure from the -reading
of it that 1 had in the writing.

St. Petersbury, Fla, ﬁll:ﬂ Qam—

fobruary 17, 1951.
Lin Carcer.
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One night while with my glaae I scanned the sky
And measured the intensity of light

From Betelgause and B8irius afar,

And gauged the wheeling conatellations flight,
1 fell asheep bafore my polished tube

And dreamed f left this epinning mote of olay,
And thru the flashing heavena 414 progress
Until I reached the fartheat atar away.

There l1ike a god enthroned I sat, and saw

The atarry awarma and wheeling galaxies

That throng the gloomy deeps of Night's domain,
The 4im maona hewn of burnished silver, and
The ever-streaming 0anopy of atars.....

I saw them pass in eolemn majesty.

And hoary oconatellations arched the night

And apinning moona of pallid opal rode

The soundless atar-winds thru the velvet vault:
And here a comet draws his fiery brush

Aorosa the ebon canvas of the esky.

The night 18 clear, the tide is fast,

-=Unfurl the sails again!
ne're out across the sea at last,
Upon the Spanish Main!

The atarry vaatness of the Univerae

Spread out before my darzled eyes: I eaw

The ahattered oities of a dying globe

Lit by the amoky glare of fading suna:

The darkling regiona where the rogue-stars drift,
Ringed with the dust of thunderoloven worlds;
The drifting vell of atars and galaxies

Obsoured the arohing gloom, but not my aight.
For here I glimpsed a rain of meteora

That daubed the sable night with fiery atreaks:

Our ssila are full, and atraining tight,
Cur prow is riding high,
We're out in search of gold tonight,

Beneath a moonlit saky !

The atars are out, the wind is cold,
And then I ocaught far Orion's hot glare

And saw the worlds that girdle her fleroe width
In numberless reeplendency. The night

Yas gemmed with asuna of lustrous radianoce:

Here white Deneb with sanowy brilliance blaged,
And there the emerald spark of far Algol

In lone and solitary aplendour burned.

The moon ia drifting free. . . .

We're out to seek for Pirate gold,

A cross the Caribee. . . . . .

Long, long I aat enthroned on blazing aune
And watohed the wheeling pageantry of stara,
Vast multitudea on multitudes of orbes
Reeled by my staggered viagion while I sat
And blinked in wonder at the Univerae.....

And then I woke and gazed with darzled eyes
At this smallworld, then at the oclustered skies.




When I stand in opal twilight

In the pasaing of the day,

When the stars are dim e{ove re

And the world seems far away;

When the ahadows alowly lengthen

Aa if wesry from the light,

And the greys of twilight strengthen
To the gloomy hues of night,

o0 Toed]

@he Night Wings oo

Then I hear the silence falling,

And the surging of the aea,

And the sound of footateps calling
Lomes across the world to me.

Then I know the Kinge are marching,
For 1 hear their ghostly tread

Where the night's dim g{oom is arching
And the warmth of day haa fled.

And I see the Night Kings looming
As they stride scross the sea,
With the pellid atars illuming
Every misty shape to me:

They are c{nd in robes of midnight
And the staers are in their hair, By
And their brows are 1it with moonlight, .:g
As 1 gsee them striding there. e

At their heels a atealthy legion

Of their shadow-aubjects crecp,

As they march to that dim region
Where the patron god is Sleep.

When I see the Night Kings atriding
In the maonlipht, far away,
Then I know the §un is hiding
And the Night is here to atay.

0 desert world lost in the gulfs of apace,
In my mind's eye I roam your arimson faoe,
And see your ocities, onoce ao great and tall,
Now empty, dark, and dead. In each dim hall
There rules no King. In aetreets where onace thronged men,

Now roama the savage beast. And once again %

Nature reclaims her own: your oitiea riase
As shattered monuments beneath blind ekiea.

- Qut of the Womb of epace and time, you came,
And bore your natione, races, gods and kings.
But now ia passed your history and fame,

Your life and glory faded on awift wingsa;
And as I here ait watching you on high,
1 wonder if my world must fade and die.

8
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AREBLAN NRIENTS

There is a realm beyond this mundane sghere.
Far from the drab realities of life ,

Beyond this empty world of aham and fear ,
Of pgreed and hatred, toil and ceaseless strife .

Between the pages of a Book, 'tis found--
This land of fabled wonder, where the spires
Uf magic citieas rise up from the ground

And Jultans kneel before the temple firea,

Where princes bow before a lovely face,

Where Rocs the cloudless blue of Heaven, wing.
And Efrits slumber in a copper vase

Beneath the Seal of Solomon tﬁe Nng .

Where night by night Scheherazade doth spin
Her thousand and one tales of marvels old--
Uf Bagdad on the Tigrias, fearsome Jinn

And ivory and ambergris and gold

Of fabled citiesa, sleeping in the sun,

And Ceravans of Rubies from afar,

Aladdin and the Princess_that he won,

Whose beauty far outshone the Morning Star.

Of sandalwood and ebony and iade,
Of Samarkend end Cairo and Cathay,
Of S5inbad and the voyages he made

To lands beyond the sea and far-away

Of that enchanted tree with silver leaves,

And ruby fruit that grows on stems of pold,

Of Ali Baba and his Forty Thieves,

Theae are the wonderous stories that she told.

There is & realm beyond this mundane sphere,
A land where all our weary woes sre naught,
Byt if you seek, seek for it far from here,

For many are the ones who also sought.

=LIn Capte=
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Peyond the Cates? Dream

When I was young I voyaged far in legend, myth and tale,

With anchor up and ateerage aet againat the threat of gale.
Beyond the Oates of Dream I went, and far and far away...

My galleon aome wondroua book, each printed page my sail.

A

I salled to olden Comelot when I waa juat a boy,

And fought beside Achillea in the fabled Seige of Troy.
With Alice down the rabbit-hole, I went to #onderland,

And even now that I am old, I have not loat the joy.

For atill I sall my galleon beyond the Gatea of Dream,

Though now I viait newer lands where brighter citlea gleam.
No longer do I queat in Oz, or Babylon or Rame,

Por now I queat in newer lands, and lovlier they aeenm.

Yea, now in books of fantasy I live those daya anew.
Whether I lay the Siege of Sark beside tall Dwayanu,
Or follow mighty Conan the Cimmerian to war,
Or sa 11 to bright Celephaia, where mortal dreams come true.

Yes, I bave ridden Kalki to the gatea of great Antan,

And fought Merimma's foemen with the Sword of Welleran,
And I have dared the Yellow Sign to viait Careosa,

And watohed aa 0ld Atlantis sank beyond the sight of man.

I watched the Fall of Babbulkund, and heard aa Jurgen told
The tale of his adventurea in the Storisende of old,
And Yu-Atlanchi knew me, in the daya of Nimir's fall,
And once I sailed with Solomon Kane in search of pirate gold.

And I have climbed, with Horvendile, the towera of Polcoteane,

And watched the fire-fountain in the City of Singing Plame,
And marched with fearless Camorak in queat of Carcasasone,

And thru the Dragon Glaaas I went, in search of wealth and fame.

Zothique I've known, and Bethmoora, and R'yleh neath the sea,
valuasia and Avalon, and cloudy Leke Hali;
They know me well in Arkham-town, in Innamouth and Ya...
And every land and kingdom in the Realma of Fantaay.
@ &« & & a o o
When I waa young I voyaged far in legend, myth aend tale,
And even now that I am old, I still enjoy to sail.
Bayond the Gatea of Dream I go, and far and far away...
My galleon some wondrous book, each printed page my sail.
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And once I sailed
Uncharted seas aboard a galleon

inose ailken saila were full with nystic winda..

Our gllded prow rode high the foamy waves,
And seapulls circled in our frothy wake.

We reached at laat that far, ensorcelled Isle

Acroas the toaaing waves, a «izard Ialo
Z of green, miat-mantled rolling hilla, a bay
As blue as wine. We saw tho city riae
Beforae us, gllded domea touched with the sun,
Tall towera oruated with a thousand gems
And soering minarets of burning gold--
This waa Khymyrium, that fabled realm

= where ancient Amir wrought in living atane

E_

—=—=_ The atory of Eternityeicescee

!

Her eyvs aro pure and aolear aa Aprll akles

Hor brosa are winged as the awallowa' flight.
She haa the grace of «lllows in the breeze
Her breath has all the aweetnaaa of the rose.
The bluah of the hiblacua warms her cheeks,
Her cryatal volce doth shame tho ainging lute.

0 malden, who art thou?

whose fleah 1s glowing amber, fluashed with rose?
art thou an Angel from the Lotus Isles,

Or an lmaortal from the Hilla of Jade?

11



€hé Gope Loosen Down

One night a wizsrd in hia tower cast a glance on high,

And saw and read the starry signs that hovered in the sky.

He shook with dread to read the doom that angry Gods foretold,

And waited for the morning while the Drums of Doomaday rolled.

%

And great Atlantis lay asprawl beneath the warning sky,

And Blood and Gold were all the gods the people held asa high,

hnd lanterns blazed in crowded streets and 1it the drunken
throng,

As souls were sold for shining gold, and women, wine,and aong.

and frowned at what
They saw.

They judged the land and weighed it, and counted ever{ flaw,

And totaled up the heavy debt, and vowed the land would pay.

Aye, vowed to wipe it from this earth,with coming of the day.

Prom starry heights the Gods looked down,

And doomed Atlantis raveladfzgnd fed her cruel lusts,

And drunken monarchs feasted, while begzars nibbled crusts;
And caatle, temple, tower and spire, the land was all ablate,
As eastern hills were gilded by mornings' feeble rays.

As morning l1it the eastern hilla, an eery silence fell,

As if the people strained to hear a somber fun'ral knell,

And neighbor looked at neighbor with .an air of growing dread,
But not one gueased that with the day, Atlantia would be dead.

Grey Phantom rear walked thru the streeta and cast a sickly
gloom,

a8 to the hearts and minds of men, came knowledge of their
doonm,

No soldier, serf, nor mighty lord but strained his bleary eyes

To read the doom that surged and grew beneath the southern
skies.

@

As dawn rose o'er Atlantis, and the drunken cities stilled,

far out to sea there started the doom the Gods had willed:

A boiling, seething turbulence upon the ocean's breast,

And great wavea came a-sweeping toward the Islanda of the
® Blest.

Hot panic flamed across the land....crowds ran in drunken fear,
And milled and fought to reach the hilla before their doom
came near,

Then docka gave way like matchwood beneath the sprawling waves,
And king and lord were trampled by their terror-stricken slaves

©
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And when the noonward aun waa high, the Gods looked do;n and
smiled.
For where the evil cities rose beside the forest wild,
where thirty thousand kings had reigned, the boiling billows
drove

And thundered o'er the turret-top, and o'er the fruitful grove;

]

And o'er the battlefield and plain, and o'er the castle tall,
And o'er the rustling forest, ancient battlement and wall---
O'er all the surging sea-wave swept, the wind was clean and
free,
And from Their starry heights the Gods looked down and bleat
the sea......

oo L@‘Z’U&Bﬁ‘m&%

essesss]l have watched
As black-robed Wizards turned the yellowed leaves
Of ancient bhooks, and read in flame-writ glyphs,
In loat, torgotten toncues of agea past,
The solemn secreta of the Universe.
And I have read, deep-carved on crumbling walls,
The timelesa annals of a million worlds.
And in a city far in desert wastes
There rules o'er bestial hordes, a deathless (ueen,
Whose beauty makes her Sister to the Moon,
With her I dwelt in endless ecstacy,
One nicht a million years agdi....

The Splondor in a Pream

A Poet sees the beauty in the common things of life:

The wonder in an evening star, or in the tempest's strife;
The magic in a flower, and the music in a stream;

The glory in a vision and the splendor in a drean.

o g T
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The Tantagt

0 I have seen the worlda beyond the realma of Time and Space,
And drawn the robes of Destiny, and looked into Her face,

And I have waliked on Mara and climbed the Mountains of the Moon,
And watched the entire Age of Man, and saw it end too soon.

And once I aaw the mer-folk play in their underwater land,

And watched a Necromancer trace atrange aymbola in the aand,
And I have prayed to nameleas gods and heard the Pipea of Pan,
And fouaght a mighty Hippogriff, and alew him aas he ran.

And I have seen the Pyramids, in Egypt where they rise,

And visited the hidden tomdb where Cleopatra lies,

And sailed my golden galleya aon the breast of unknown seasa,

And smelled {nsense from temple-shiines a-floating on the breeze,
And I have seen the haunted wooda and watched the dryada dance,
And fought a Knight of Camelot and broke hia ahining lance.

Yes, I have aipped red mendrake wine, and toaated mighty kinga,
And alew a one-eyed Sorceror, and atole hia magie ringa,

And I have ruled on opal thrones, in landa where dreama are real,
And fought the atone-eyed Basilisk to make my evening meal.

Yes I have 1ived a thousand lives and dreamed a thouaand dreams,
And now I know this world of ours ia more than what it aeema.

T LORD DUNSANY

R s —_— .
A = _— 0 never let the smirking wise ‘:‘__:;: 4.5
Wash the dream-dust from our eyes d (5]
With empty facts or dreary lies, }
Nor let the iron Gods of Truth

Draln the wonder from our Youth,
Hold fast against the everyday -
Your tales of kingdoms faraway, -
Lead us, through Gateways in the Mind
To distant lands that dreamers find,

And show us how, through dreams, we may
Lift anchor up and sail away-~-

Our galleon some wondrous tale,

Each printed page our straining sail.

al?or me are the woodlands,
peacaful and dim ,

¥hen the dryads dance on the
moonlit rims

The forest, the wooda, and the
shady glen,

So far from the sight and the
sound of men.

When the centaurs dance in the
grassy dale,

And nectar we quaff, and the spicy ale
There we dance 'neath the starry sky....
There I play when the moon is high..,
There you will find me, 1if you try.....

Shard

Within a dream I wslked in woodland glens,
Where moonlight fell in slanting silver rays
A fount of orystal splashed in silent song,

and milk-white Unicorms bent down to drink.



Walker on the Wind hed ﬁs[oﬁ;;oﬁ qu Kif}{

Above the dim and maonlit plain

A silent apeoter atalks,
The silent, deep, and purple night

Wos astarry-sown and murmurous;

On high & Roe with leathern wing

Did derk the ster-gemmed aky in flight,
Below, the sflvern Tigris flowed

And bhore the gilded barges down,

#here Bagdad slumbered neath the atara;
The moonlight flashed on obeliaks,

And gleemed on turret-tops and domeas,
And fretted shrines of shinirg gold,
And marble wallas snd minerets,

Beyond the miet and 4riving rain
The weary phantom walka.

He apoke to me one moonlese night,
When all was grey and A4im,

And told me of the Phantom Folk

That walk the world's dark rim; {
The ruatling breeze of night waa aweeat

With cedar, rose, and asandalwood

And frenkinsense fron temple shrinesj

It whiapsred in the garden grovea--

The high-wslled grots where fountains splashed--
And rustled through the grasasy turf,

The blooming thickets, dark end green,

And whispered 'round the brazen urns,

Re apoke of lost, forgotten lands

Yhoee mantera onoe hsd sinned,

N
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Of oitles loat in asilent sanda--

=
=~
=

iz

L ]
-
D:

This Walker on the ¥Wind.

A nightingale upon some bough

Poured forth in cryats)] tonea, hia song.
'Twas ocarried on the fragrant breeze
Into the courts where shadows lay,

Thick pnrple shedowa, velvet asoft,
Through golden erches curteained deep
With ailk and satin, riohly-hued,

Into the palace of the King.

There, carven lampa of brasa and bronze,
Suapended by their ajilver ochaina

Rung from the high and vaulted roof;

A dozen marble columne rose

All capitalled with fretted grace.

A floor of amethyatine tile

On whioch are graven, writ with gold,

Ten thousand prayers to Allah.

And now when day burns gray and low
Upon the fading rim,

I seek my room, for who oan know

What walka upon the windl

NIGH TWIND

Fresh and cold the Nightwind blows, and einge above the plain,
And whistles in the aleepy groves, and prods the Ariving rain,
And ecreame above the ocity streets, and ainga along the lea,

{11
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Without, the aleeping city aprawled

And thunders in the polar wastes, and howls upon the sea ‘ e
X ' e N Beneath the vast and purple night
It whiapers in the forest aielea, and ruatles thru the leaves, 41555& M Be-jewelled with stars of blazing light;

o

And ehrieks around my house tonight, and muttera in the eaves. ] _"ngxﬁag And wreathing mists of morning trail
N Across the zenith-aocaring moon.

And in the singing of the wind, I hear the trumpats ocall )
That led a pighty Osessr thru the battlefields of Gaul, ‘o3 10 Sgonslinezan, burninmydey Absllagenn,
I hear the oclank of chariote upon the Roman Way, STV gon th.dm2::§nf.! 4 ; ; 1:v:8'
And Alexander's armies, as they thundered to the fray, 1 ds A :’ ; 1 : .ouK1 X
The rumble of & falling Troy before the Grecian might-- g B N0 LI ARR L R v e e
The sounds of gloried ages paat, are asinging in the night,...

011is 1t true; ae aome men say, that heroes never die
But ride the ruashing Nightv1nd.to their glory in the ;kyl
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i W of I dine the Jreais

dry

Mv droans are works of golden wizar

O; downatar glow end song of airen wrought,
And twenty thousand sharda of memory

This is the song that the Jungle ainpa,
A aonﬁ of passion, where the macaw wingsa, i
e

And ¢t acarlet parrots aquawk and screetch

Where the green bamboos line the aun-burned beach; Of sweetar worlda exal ted, clad in light,

Of yellow sky, and the tangled brush; _ Wherein the myriad fanclea of my mind

Of the breathless speed of a tiger's rush; ' s Take form and shape and subatance from the night,

where hibiscua blooms are a blazing red

And the blood-vines away to the tusker's tread;
Flamingoa wade in a blue lagoon

While voodoo drums throb beneath the moon;
Where cannibals leer with painted face,

And leopards slink with a ainuous grace; d
Where blossoms bloom with a thousand hues: ! 22:;:i:°:n:t:?dn;ai;dsp:?c?{g:':h:ndt:ﬁ 4
Of hot, savage yellowa and burning blues, Ahd or;atll citles glimmor in the aands,

And flaming aplashea of scarlet, bold,

Shine next to vermillion, cobalt, gold;

The tawny sheen of a lion'a hide...

The em'rald glitter where the serpents glide,
The vine-grown ruins of Aztec walls,

Sunning themselves where the lizard crawla--

These are the aights of the junpleland BT Where nightin
K 3 gales in moonlit gerdens aing

¥here beauty and terror go hand in hand. ! Where lampa of beaten bronze sllay the duai,

These are the gifts that the Jungle brings, I And androsphinxes soar on leathern wing.

And this is the Song that the Jungle aings.

~BARLLOR-

The caravan left me when evening was nigh,

The heavens were gilded with fire on high,

1 rode a short space to the top of the rise

And looked on the city that lay 'neath the skies,
It blazed there before me, all gold with the sun
The templea and towera, they shone every one.

1 atood in the cuiet that evening bringa

Then, ailent, rode down to the City of Kings.

On the wide boulevard, 1 joined the throng 1
That rode from the hills where the ahadows were long.

'Twas motleX and jostling. I rode by the hand

Of a fat yellow merchant from far Samarkand;

A bearded Egyptian in brocaded robe;

A trader from Hind with a ring in each lobe;

A Lord from Cathay, a Joldier--they all

Hode down in the evening to Babylon's wall.

16




essesAnd once

I saw a city brilliant as the sun,

Whose virile splendor pales the copper moon-- {i
A city built on amathyestine shores :
Whose graceful domes and golden minarets,

And walls of rosy marble veined with blum,

And sun-bright palaces that reach the sky--

xf] They all were mine. And long I ruled in courts
- Whose floors were topaz-tiled and set with gens,

] With erystal ocolumns holding up a roof

ﬁgﬁ 0f diamond-studded cobalt, like the sky.

I And thers, on jewel-encrusted thrones I sat,

In robes of scarlet satin like a king

[ And drank my wine from cups of carven jade

:; Delivered by a slender, smiling maid .
% On‘aubservient knee. ,:;';L;:&e.:“' S

e

B R PANRTY

1O fr CHINESE MAIDEN

Your eyes are blue and cool
Aa depths of lotus=-pools in twilight,
0 would that I might drown within those deptha|

Your slender handa are graceful
As moon-white willows awaying by the river-brink,
0 would that I might know their soft caresa,.

Thou Queen of my Lifa, come
For the Gataes of my Heart are open--
Enter, and elaim thy throne.

—
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35 BOO o DIHINS

A2l s R ¥hat book I treasured in my childhood days

TR la emelest recalled to memory?
What, but that fabled Book of djinne and rooca,
Of sandalwood from Araby and rubies from Cathay
Ebony, 1ivory, ambergrie, jade, -
Of flying carpete and zagio spella,
8inbad, Cairo, frankinsenee, pearls...
In truth, a Book of wondera that were told
By fair doheherezade in days of old,
Bafore the throne of 8004 Haroun Al-Raschid.

The Book of 4jinna and dra ona, efrita

Of leganded Alladin and his Lesp. e
Bedr Basim, Alnaschar, and Samarkand,

And nightingales that 8ing by peacook throneas;
A Book of fables, miracles, delighta,

My unrorgettnbla--ﬂrnblgg Nighte 1

onde I BARLED GRANDR

™

a
06 in fabled grandeur, 1 :
Ruled beneath an Orient aky, :

And once I sat in gorgeous hallas
That only memory recalls.

Another life, another land,
When I was King of Samarkand,

My kingdom now 1a dust and stones,
But I rule on, from newer thronea,
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WANDERLUST

0 what is the magic in queer foreign names
Of Orient lands farasway?

And why should it haunt me, whenever I hear
Of FPeraia or Ind or Bombay?

30):5‘8‘ of the Sor

vesassse]l have flown

Aastride a Gryphon to enchanted atars

where fiery mountains loom in boiling seas
of living light and {ncandescent Steam;
And cycdopean shapes of shifting flame

Do battle under irridescent akies.

A casusl mention of far Timbuctu,
Or Zanzibar, Rangoon or Rome,

Mokeas me restless with longings I cannot explain,
And curiously weary of home.

Could it be that once I waa King of Siam,
Or perhaps the Great Khan of Cathay?
Was 1 poet or pirate or peasant or prince,

Once, in lands longago, faraway?

t ind 1 have seen the nighted regions, far,
ahere lightlesa worlds in atarleas cycles swing,
And muns and galaxies collide in flame
And fury! Once I watched two dragon fleets

f Come thunder-winged across a world of ice,
While horsed upon their qultitudinous backs
There rode a daemon horde.,....1 saw them meet
In battle underneath a red-mooned sky.

Is it that I remember those longago lives,
And dream to relive them again?

Is that whx the mention of Cairo or Crete,
Or Mandalay, Memphis or Spain,

They fought, and broken-winged they tumbled down,
Yet fleshless hordes of daemons urged thea on,
and shriexed with hellish laughter as they died!

Eha Gorpen ity

Has the power to fill me with visions and dreams
Of lands so exotic and far,
That I find myself leaving my home and my friends
To follow some vagabond star?

Yet I'l1 not regret it, that I left mﬁ home,
M¥ friends, and a life that could be,

Por Tokio, Turkistan, Nanking and Nome
And the meaning those names hold for me.
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R ‘ENT’AL W‘L‘ GH' srnre a—— R Beyond the hills and sweeping plain
— B = Beyond the ocean's rise,
::E;,L- f —— Beyond the bloody Spanish Main
e :::;;- My El1 Dorado lies.
The last faint glow of daylight fades, — S T
Ana sketches the outline of hills with cold fire. N hey spy it shinea in jungles far,

Across the desert sands;
A golden city, like a star
In fabled distant lands.

The growing brilliance of the Orb of Night 5 :
={1yers faintly the bamboo groves | /?f
And trembles in the lotua-pools,
Rippling the cool blue water /ﬁ
With threads of silver fire. i and in my dreams it shines impearled,
Beyond the reach of men,
Long have I searched the weary world,

at, the sighing breeze
Out of the eaat, ghing ' GraveslHapsehud g e

Bears scents of sandalwood.

I know that I shall never find
The city of my dreams,

Por just beyond ay queating mind

My El1 Dorado gleauns.....
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A Publish‘mg History

Only the following voems have seen previous publicatlon. The
othere in thia collection have not been printed elaewvhere.

THE WALXTR ON THE WIND: The . Petersburg Times, April
1948, Winner of the 'LE EY{zabeth Buchtenxirk Awerd.

MARS: Spaceteer #2, March-April 1948 1ssua.

NIGHTWIND: Triton, #4, 1949, Winner of a ‘48 St. Peters-
burg Poetry League Award.

PAN: Dreanp Quest, A6, July 1948,

THE GOLDEN CITY: Lokl #1, Soring 1948; Palmetto and glne
Literary Supplement 05. 1948. V¥inner of a St. Peters-
burg Poetry League Award, 1948.

THE FANTAST: Gorgon, V2 N3, March 1349.

SRARD: Lok!, #1, Spring 1948; Palmetto and Pine Literary
Supolement #1, 1947.

TRAE 90NG OF LAINE THE DREAMER: Scientifantasy, # , 1949,

TRE WIZARD ISLE: Challenge, #1, Summer 1950.
KOORIBAAL: Scientifantsasv, 84, Sumzer 16949,

THE LOTUS-EATF.R: The Fanscient, #12, Summer 1950.
SONG OF THE SORCEROR: (Challepnse, #2, Fall 1950.
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