IT. FANTASY AND HORROR

Beyond Zimbabwe

The drums of the jungle in ecstasy boom,

And summon the chosen to torture and doom;
The quivering throngs wait expectant and sad,
While the shrieks of the priest echo drunkenly mad.
Round the altars are tributes of barley and cream,
And the acolytes stagger in opiate dream.

Itis thus that the Shadow grows mighty and whole,
As 1t feeds on the body and sucks at the soul.
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