Thc Phantagraph fug  '40 Pago 11

SONG LT iIDNIGET by ROBERT E. HOWARD

I heard an old gibbet that crormed 2 bare hill

Creaking o song in the nidnight chill;

ind I shivercd to hcar thet grisly refrain

Thot mocned in the night through the fog and
the roine

“0h, where arc the mon itho ccne to me

"ind denced cll night on the gallows trcc?
"Gzllant ond peasant, mon ond nmaid,

“ieny hove wolked in $hat long parcde.

"y chains arc broken and red vith rust,

"y wood is sccled with the moldy cruste
“Eove men forgotten their ‘dcbt to me,

“Phot they comc no more to the gellovs troc?”

The dreor vind 1mocned for ¢ dark refrain,
Znd o raven cclled in the drifting rain:

"Oh, vherc orc the feasts that awaited ne
"Long, long ago on thc gibbet trec?"

A slov~trorm spokc frorm the gallows foot:

"Doath is spoile for a orov to loot.

"Phe winds ond the rain thoy worked their will,
"Tho kitcs and tho ravena have had their f£ill,
"But last of <1l vhen the choins broke frec,
"The fruit of. thc gellows come to mee

Micn cnd their vorks, so swiftly pest,

“Comc to o fcagt for the worna at laste

“Here T havo gomed on this marrov good,

"™here now I gnav: on this orunbling woods
"For-nmen and their works grc o feast for mo = “u
he boncs, cnd thc noosc, and the gallows trece




