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STARKEY STRANG

By BERTRANDE HARRY SNELL

Up from his grave rose Starkey Strang, when midnight’s foulest gloom
Cast evil blackness on. the earth: up from his musty tomb

He came, all fleshless and unclad, for Starkey had been dead

Full ten score years, the faded seript upon his tombstone said.

His dry bones rattled as he walked and in his awful eye -

There gleamed a light that ne’er was born beneath an earthly sky.

From where the mouthing vampire moults beneath the vapid moon,
Where Shaitan sings with ghastly grin a rude and rimeless rune,
The while he fondles at his feet 2 pauper, or a king

That his feal fiends have flayed for him—a writhing, nameless thing;
Where flaunt the fiercely flickering flames above the horrid hole,
That holds in helpless horror full many a screeching soul,

Where nameless gnomes in robes of red blaspheme with lurid eries,
And ghastly ghouls gnard well the gates, to snatch the soul that tries,
In hopeless way, to make escape, and hurl it back, once more,

Into the scorched and slithering mass that fills the fiery floor:

From such a place had Starkey come, through vacuous realms of Naught
(Though barely had he ventured through, so nearly was he caught),
To walk once more upon the earth, to see the world he knew;

Now wasn’t that a foolish thing for Starkey Strang to do?

He ambled through the churchyard gate, his fleshless jaws agrin;
““Cogswounds!’’ said he; ‘‘a stoup or three I'll have at Piebald Inn.’’
He turned-—and, oh! there at his heels a speeter, all in white,

With soundless step and swaying robe, came slinking through the night;
Then fearsome was the frenzied shriek that tore the midnight air,

And formless was the pile of bones that lay, all lifeless, where

Poor Starkey Strang had stood, erstwhile . . . . Lift up your skulls and toast
The man who died a second time, hecause he saw a ghost!



