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M F.CROW MAY Wiﬂ”ﬂ?a't:

PREFACE

Neither Heaven nor Hell have geographical
metes and bounds, but rather have they psycho-
logical boundaries which vary as the consciousness
of individuals vary in their’ scope.

Consciousness is the basic principle on which
the worlds are builded, since were it not for our
own conscious existence, to us, there would be no
worlds.

In presenting a poem, of the chamcter of the
Dream of Hell, innnagewhm;ehgwu, nnd science
both physicai and metaphysical, are claiming so
much of the attention of advanced thinkers, I
must uﬂ:ds do it &t the risk of having the poem
variously interpreted.

The t htworldlstndujrmthethmennfa
new birth, Time honored systems and stereo-
typed beliefs are crumbling te decry, while from
the ash-heap of colossal sgperstition and intel-
lectua! pride is springing the grimative ideal of
“P‘I?:t on earth, good will toward men.*

literalist will read my poem, and, perhaps,
be terrified by the hurnblinm& -of the pictures
with which it abounds, while the more liberal
thinker will give it a freer interpretation, and see
in the word-pictures only the bodying forth of the
idea of retrbutive justice.



Justice is an infinite principle, which holds un-
disputed sway in Heaven, in Earth, and in Hell,
andwhile it bids us at all times to shape our course
anew, yet were we asked the most stupendous
task ever undertaken by man, straightway should
we reply, "' Picking up the threads of a broken
ljj‘:};hihc healing of a brui,si:] reed.” TEE

m is not hical but psychologieal,
ha‘vingp?:r ita vl:ll:n:]ftg«::":;;':J gtrthtmching E?retributive
justice, and how utterly nugatory is self justifi-
cetion. Some of the verses are silhouettes sharply
outlinred in the twilight chambers of my own soul,
while others are craven imeges which I have
found floating in the universal conscience, in the
calm and qujetness of the inner sanctuary, and in
the deep, deep recesses of the underworld.

You whoe read superficially will read my poem
and lay it aside as sometling too terrible for con-
templation; but the thinker will wander through
its gallery of word-pictures and retrace his ste
the second, and, perchance, the third time,
within that gallery of fantastic dreams, you find
gote of your own soul pictures, remember it was
thou, whe painted them thus, and not 1.

I hold forth my hand in the darkness; T feel the
touch of a kindred band, and T konow that my
words have not been misinterpreted nor my
efforts vain.
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THE DREAM OF HELL
(PRELUDE)

All day had fall'n the silent shroud,
The earth was snow, the heaven was cloud ;
And through the white subsilent deep
Coyote chased jack-hare, leap on leap.

When evening came the sun's last mys
Shot through a sad and glimmering haze;
Then haunted darkmess settled o'er
A solitary wind swept shore,

From ot the fonesome, hollow wind
Weird fancy flitted to my mind;

If "twere not fancy as 1 think,

. Henceforth my soul in fear shall shrink.

Thus while I sat in grewsome doubt

b+ Within my chamber, hung about

By formless phost and midmight lknell
Bemoaning every soul in hell—



A man there came; may souls ne’er rise
To stand at judgment in the skies

If there were e'er such haggard brow
As this, which holds my vision now,

Like pestilence from the leper's cell
HiHF::hEn hair about himit)'::lrl‘;

Like penitential sack-cloth flung
His antique garments round him hung.

The pallor that his countenance wore
Ne'er sinee I've seen, nor saw before;
With hand that mocked the grave-yard mold
He touched my heart and turned it cold.

Forth from his languid eye there shot
A mournful gleam I've ne'er forgot ;
Remorse swept o'er my heaving breasat
At sight of this gaunt, evening guest,

For speech I tried each subtle art
But maudlin words died in my heart;
I shaped my lips, and tried to pray;
Lewd curses drove the prayers away.
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