IT. FANTASY AND HORROR

The White Elephant

Dim in the past from primal chaos rose

That form with mottled cloak and scaly hose
Who bade the lesser ghouls to earn their bread,
Perform dread rites, and echo what he said.

They bred the leprous tree and poison flower
And pressed dim aeons into one black hour.
Wherefore we pray, as pious pagans must,

To the white beast he shaped from fungous dust.
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