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A ^»at poet i s said, onoe upon a time, to have 

had-a dream* I n h i s dream he wrote k poem - a poem f i l l e d ^ 
with a l l the weird yet b e a u t i f u l music that he aboYe a l l 
men knew how to pluck from the l y r e of the English language. 
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I t was a poem about a certain barbaric prince, who decided 
to b u i l d a palace i n the middle of a wondrous and en­
chanted country* 

"So t h r i c e f i v e miles of f e r t i l e ground 
With w a l l and tower were girdled r o u n d — — " 

sang the poet,, who^ upon waking out of h i s dream, set 
f e v e r i s h l y to work to writei. out the words which he had 
dreamed. But he hadn't'got. much farther than the aboTe'llne 
aome inconsiderate c a l l e r fwho I am sure we a l l agree de-
served nothing bettar, than hangingi) ...came i n and i n t e r -
rupted him. The r e s t o f the ppem forthwith janished fvom 

the, poet*s mind, and the f a t e of^Kubla Zhan'a. walled gai--
dens remains unknown t o t h i s day« 

flot s o w i t h the Eoberts plots. I n t h i s case i t 
was four times a .quarter-acre of none-too-fertile ground 
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which was I s - p a r t girdled not by w a l l and tower,/by a 
prosaic wire fence. (Worse yet, i t was a hog-proof fence.) 
iJor was there much about the land to f i r e the imagination 
of a poet, either awake^or asleepo I t was ordinary, cut-
over, piney woods land, with a few mature longleaf pine 
trees scattered over i t , of which there were three on the 2 


