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I do not lmow if it ever existedw

That lost world fleating dimly on Time's streome
And yet I see it eften, vioclet-misted,

And shimmering at the back of seme vegue dreanm,
Thers were strange towers and curious lapping rivers,
labyrinths ef wonder, and low veults of light,

And bough=orossed skies of flsme, like thet which quivers
Wistfully, just before a winter's night,

Great moors led eff to sedgy shores unpeopled,
Where vast birds wheeled, while en a windswept hill
There was & village, ancient and white-steepled,
With evening chimes for which I listen still,

I do not imow what land it iseor dare

Ask when or why I was, or will be, there,
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THOMAS B. HAUGHEY (proncuncod 'Hoy'!) is & follow TSFA morbor, a studont at the Univor-
sity of Maryland, a fanzino oditor (MIRTII AND IRONY, which "Mirego" roaders should
liko, and which will shortly foaturo material -- fiotion =~ by yours t¥uly), and the
only person I kmow who would'vo gladly slopt on tho bar at tho Phillyoon, Almost oho-
rubelikc in porson, his oxcellont pooms show & hiddon possimisa. StiRl, they arc fill-
od with powor; I prodiot that, as a poot, ho'll go far,

MISSLE AR

A shimor boam of waver light,

A hoavy form boholds thoe night,

& silvor, blaok, bold ocoffin glare
Dinly soom sbovo tho floro,

Tho oorth is shrinking,
Sun 1s nigh,

Son of Ordin

Blights tho ‘]Wc

Darknoss horo and dark shnll fall,
Tonguos of disastor shell forth eall

a noto, A noto shall buildings orushs
A ¢rill, a gorcon, tho oaps turn slush,

Tho bat, tho ¥Yulturo, orow of doom,
Vontures noar tho halfw-full moon,
Doad alive in 1lifoloss void,

Magio hammor tonso doplojyod,

Rukh and mammoth up doth ply,
Half«blind hornot's stings to iy
Quiot rolls tho rurblo not,
Chariot rattlos unforgot,

A flioker shndow largor comos,

Tho thing tho sun ita mockor shuns,
A soronnm, & moan, o shriok dolight,
lAosirts champion to tho fight ==
Thon thundor,

Tho walls arc gono, tho sound no moroj
Tho world is now es in days of yoro.
Tho gods are gono, tho sun's at rost;
A honthon shino the world hes blossod
trumpot firoe at poaoco,



