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Working on a larger tome for the next mailing.

Now I know how tough MINAC can be.

As Wordsworth said:
“The world is too much with us, late and soon.”
—FI Franko
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The Creative Writing Feature of THE CROSS PLAINSMAN, 2001.1 for REHupa 167

The Future Howard Reader
(setting 3936 A.D. [or the equivalent],
somew iere other than Earth)

by Frank Coffman (composed 15-16 January 2001)

“What do you study there?” asked Borothone

(In a tongue, of coure, much different from our own).
“A tome recovered from the Mother Earth,”

Replied Zirlee, the noted scientist.

“This one, I think, may be of some great worth.”

He strove to peer past ages that the mist
Of Time so quickly clouds.

There on the table
(What we might say were pages “rollodexed,”
Each leaf emplasticked, loose-fixed on central rod)
He gently turned the pages, yet unable
To make sense of the letters. Still perplexed,
But making plodding progress, gave a nod.

“The cover fairly surely reads: ‘Strange Stories’—

Or something very close. This one word, ‘“Tales,’

P've seen on more than one of the few remaining
Books of this age. Perhaps great myths and glories
Of this most ancient world await! ‘Red Nails

These marks are title to this part.” Zirlee sat straining
His knowledge and his mighty intellect.

“Clearly the pictures show a warlike time,”
Said Borothone, “This mighty one? Perhaps a god?”

Nearby an eons-old, entrapped insect—
A prehistoric bee—was locked sublime
In purest amber.

Neither understood
(Those two great minds that labored on the text)
The stripes of gold and dark that also wound
Within the book before them, crystal-cased.
Neither yet knew (perhaps would never know,
Perhaps Time’s workings had indeed erased)
The words that held sharp sting and honey sound
To rival druid bards; those words could sing
Great tales of wonder, by?>—whoever he was—
Things touching their world, that world, or the next.

Yet they hoped on:
“Hidden now,”
said Zirlee, “but I'll find the key, I think.”

Meanwhile, multi-faceted and musing
The bee's eyes stared on those two who could blink.
The frozen words were fain to twitch and buzz.
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