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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,
-o.ao-oH-PoLU'VOOI'&fb

contontaes.

cover by Dave Prosser

OVER THE EDGE (editoriels) g Dago 4

MOTHER OF DARENESS (fiotion) by John Pesta = Pe 8
NOTES ON STURGEON (ertiole) by David H, Keller, M.,D.= Pe 14
THE QUEST OF IRANON (fiotion) by H.P, Iaveozéaii‘t = Do 1§
¢ ON SMITH: & ﬁgﬁiﬁﬁ E w.'g;d;, %'y George Haas
THE GNOME PRESS CHECKLIST, oomplled by Martin Greenberg
HOWARD PHILLIPS LOVECRAFT: POETIC TRIBUTES, oompiled by

—— (hmmom) John E, Vetter = 42
THE BOOKSHELF « pago 50
VERSEe The Di

sillusionmont - C, Jon DoCles--15
Malignant Lovo = John E. Vattor—20
Tho 01d Wator-Wheel = Clark Ashton Smithew37

The Usufruct Mor'l:uarg = Thomas B, Haughoy==41
Misslo War - Thomas B. Haughey.. 41 y=
The Witoh of Sharwood Foragt = Jnhp-H

*intesbena by Prossor, Douthwalto, and Joovel
> =

c>

* MIBAGE, by H.P. Loveoraft, @ 1943, 1947, by August Derlsth and Donald Wandrei

By permission of arkham House

HRARY- 6t




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,
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THIS USUFRUCT MORTUARY

A blightod blaok ceglo's foathor
Tossod by tho wind,

Proolains with forboding

Of thosoc who have sinnod,

The mighty are falling

In & dull flokewstone rannor,
Dull, postly blotchos ww

A ghroud, not a bannor

Flaming oye still raging,

Eaglo soora on unawaro

That tho firo is slowly fading
From 1ts blankly wrathful starc.

Winga boat out furiously,

Thon oontormptuously rido the orost.
In sunlight splattorod talons flash
Rod from & rabbitts broast.

To oountloss hoights of gore and glory
Tho red=-oyod apootro flloa

Grating »ll of poacoful nature

With its harsh, triumpheant orilos,

Ono by onc tho foathors fally

Littlo by littlo tho oyos grow ocold,
Yot moro and moro tho elaws striko outs
More end moro tho orios ring bold.

Onoe by one tho foathors fall,
It's naturos wholo affalr,

Ono by ono blask foathors fall,
Omnor blissful, unawero,

And thon at last a ohlll socops through
Tho angry, staring oyos.
Tho blanknoss 1lifts and solf is kmown
At tho instant of domiso,

Boroft of prido, baro of plumo)
A usad~up nisslo falls to doon,

Romomborod sncors at his domein

Now conjured forth but soaring paini
A torror oruol of oruolsoss voin,
Tho knowledgo of & sonsuous broln ww
Thon nothinge

Nothing left but oaglo foathors
Rotting in tho duste

Nothing more than black blotohos,
A momment to luat,

Rolioved silonso f£illa tho airs

Thon Naturo shows a goldon ray,

Yot mourns ond sighs through leafy fluto
Sick at tho thought of tho bird of proy,
And tho prayor ho might havo livod....



