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LAND OF UNREASON

1942, sumptuously decorated by the fantastic art of
Boris Artzybasheff. And it has never subsequently
been reprinted in hardcover or in paperback until
now.

Land of Unreason is far and away the best thing
Pratt and de Camp’s collaboration ever produced.
Subtle, polished, witty, strikingly original and de-
lightfully imaginative, it tells of a young American
diplomat from Lansing, Michigan, named Fred
- Barber. Attached to the American embassy in London
early in World War II, he is vacationing in Ireland,
living with a family named Gurton. It is the evening
of June 23—St. John's Eve, as the Irish couple call it.

Depressed and glum, Barber digs out a bottle of
Scotch he has been hoarding against a time of dire
need. But as he watches the superstitious Mrs. Gurton
leaving a bowl of milk for the fairies (a fine old
Irish custom on this night, it seems), a sudden whim
makes him substitute vintage Scotch for the cow juice.
The fays, when they arrive, down the booze and get
drunk. And Fred Barber is carried off into Faerie as
a changeling!

Pratt and de Camp’s version of Fairyland is highly
amusing, and not really their own. June 23, or St.
John’s Eve, comes just before Midsummer Day, June
24. And if you remember your Shakespeare, you may
recall a certain Dream which took place in “'a wood
near Athens’ that very night . . .

Thus the novel opens on a note of rare comedy.
But it soon develops more serious undertones. For
Pratt and de Camp are more than mere entertainers:
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LAND OF UNREASON

a wealth of mythological and literary knowledge
went into their collaboration, plus a highly technical
examination of ceremonial magic and touches of
anthropology as well. The further Fred Barber pene-
trates into this enchanted half world, the darker grow
its shadows. The final discovery of just who and what
Fred Barber really is, came as a startling shock to this
reader, at least.

The majority of the Pratt and de Camp stories ap-
peared during the 1940’s. A few stories—notably a
Runyonesque series of tall tales told by the denizens
of a New York neighborhood saloon (later collected
in hardcover under the title, Tales of Gavagan’s Bar)
—appeared in the fantasy magazines of the fifties,
but they were the last of the lot.

There were two reasons for the lapse of this mag-
nificent meeting of minds and talents. The first was
the demise of the great fantasy magazine, Unknown.
No magazine since the founding of Weird Tales a
generation earlier, contributed more to the growth
and maturity of the fantastic tale in America. But,
alas, World War II and its resultant paper shortage
called down the curtain on Unknown'’s short life. In
its time, this splendid magazine published the finest
fantasy writers in the “Golden Forties” and the list
of minor classics which first appeared in its bril-
liant issues would fill this page: stories like A. E. Van
Vogt’s The Book of Ptath and Robert A. Heinlein’s
Magic, Inc., L. Ron Hubbard’s stunning psychologi-
cal study, Fear, and his Arabian Nights extravaganza,
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LAND OF UNREASON

living room, a thin-faced woman with hair pulled
tight back and nervous hands. “'Ssh, Jock,” she said,
“don’t you know it’s St. John’s Eve? They say "twill
bring t'child bad loock all his life long to talk so
abaht him tonight.” She managed a smile in Barber’s
direction, but there was a hint of earnestness in the
voice and the movement with which she caught her
apron.

Gurton smiled slowly. “Nabh, lass,” he said, with
the patience of a man going over the gambits of a
long-familiar argument, “that’s nowt boot supersti-
tion. What would vicar say?” He sighed. “"Maybe
t'flashes we saw were nowt boot fairy-fires.”

Boom, Boomity. Boom.

They began to eat. Barber, surveying the soggy
meal before him, reflected that he was becoming a
culinary chauvinist. Spanish cooking burned his in-
sides. It was probably invented to enable Spanish
cooks to conceal the fact that they were serving horse
meat instead of the beef they were given money to
buy. “Si, sefior,” said Ramén, the cook at the Seville
consulate, when Barber explained to him the mys-
teries of two-inch-thick broiled steak, the night the
Congressman from Texas came for dinner. *Si,
sefior,” and it had indubitably been horse meat and
the Congressman’s wife was sick. With a certain grim
amusement Barber recalled his own horrified realiza-
tion that the man was on the Foreign Relations Com-
mittee, and the black scowl with which the Congress-
man regarded that horse-meat steak meant that Fred
Barber’s career in diplomacy was probably over. It
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LAND OF UNREASON

The archway to the royal rooms showed nothing,
but from another came the sound of voices and Bar-
ber rightly guessed this must be the breakfast room.
It was long and high-ceilinged, with huge, arched
glassless windows—didn’t it ever rain or get cold
here, he wondered?—and the astonishing bright
moonlight of fairyland streaming in. He was con-
scious of fantastic polychrome decoration and piled
glass chandeliers that must be utterly useless amid the
regular procession of sunlight-moonlight. But the
center of his eye was taken up by the table and its
occupaants.

It was twenty feet or more long, covered with a
damask cloth that dripped to the floor, and from the
far end Titania faced him, regal and smiling. Behind
her stood Gosh and the brownie philosopher; uni-
formed footmen bustled about. At the other end,
with his back to Barber, sat Oberon, also with two
attendants. The King had just finished eating some-
thing; one of the footmen whisked a gold plate from
under his nose, and four tall goblins with spindling
legs and huge puffed cheeks, standing stiffly midway
down the table, lifted silver trumpets and blew. Their
music was like that Barber had heard from the gallery
at the coronation of George VI.

Titania had seen him and indicated his direction
through the music with a wave of her hand. Oberon
turned. “Ho, it's the Barber fellow!” he cried. “Ha,
slugabed! Approach, approach.”

Another dish had appeared before him. He trans-
ferred part of the contents to a plate and handed it
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LAND OF UNREASON

~ There were long shadows across the path that
hinted of a setting moon. Barber was reminded that
he had been walking all night without food. He was
not hungry yet, for that matter, but if he were going
to eat at all it had better be now. When Oberon’s
royal chamberlain had handed him one of the ever-
filled foodbags carried by Fairyland travelers, it was
with the warning that he had better use it before
sunrise. A single shaft of sunlight striking the thing
was liable to cause 2 kind of minor shaping. *'I mind
me well,”” the chamberlain added in a low voice, "“of
the bag our gracious lady and Resplendency took on
her journey to the Marshes of Meraa. 'Tis no dis-
respect to mark that she’s of careless habit; let the
dawn beams on’t. Ho! The thing physicked her pre-
ciously with a fine reducing diet—carrots uncooked,
salads, and wee brown biscuits.” Barber had no diffi- '
culty in imagining Titania faced with a situation like
that; the explosion would—make the bombing of
Bradford look weak. The bombing which seemed as
remote now as the discovery of the North Pole.

He brushed the crumbs from his lap and stood up.
The shadows had lengthened and run together as he
ate, the moon was a cooky with a piece bitten out, at
the very edge of the horizon. There was still no sign
of the sun that had driven away the previous night’s
moon; perhaps even the ephemerides of Fairyland
did not run on schedule. In the weakened light the
path was harder to trace. He strained forward to fol-
low it . . . and was swallowed in a dark as intense
as though he had suddenly gone blind.
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LAND OF UNREASON

but I'm a little mite short-handed, and have to go a
long piece for m’apples. How come you to work for
the heathen king? Does he pay good wages? He's all
right for a heathen, but they're all like Injuns and
woodchucks; it won’t do to take ary sass from them.
Had a run-in with him myself a while back.”

He chuckled at the memory. Barber experienced a
sudden twinge of embarrassment at the thought of
his own ready acceptance of the authority of the
“heathen” court, and was glad he had not mentioned
the incipient wings. “How did that happen?” he
asked, to keep the conversation on safe lines.

“Passel of plaguey whoop-te-tiddle about some
logs. When I come here I made a deal, fair and
square, to farm this land and swap my produce. I
built me that little sod house you seen outside. Come
fall, I went down to the river to get stun, and found
a hull batch of apple trees, so I grubbed up some of
the littlest and planted ‘em round my house. They
growed all right, but I had to get rid of 'em.” Faw-
cett paused dramatically to take a pinch of snuff, and
held out the box to Barber, who declined and asked
the expected: “Why?”’

“The heathen. At night, they’d come dancin’
around, wavin’ their arms and scowlin’ suthin’ meta-
phorical. They was dressed up in bark like they was
tryin’ to give me a chivaree. We Fawcetts don’t scare
easy. When I went out to give em a piece of my mind
they all took after me. I pulled foot back into the
house and grabbed my ax. Right there I larnt that
must of the heathen is tarnal ’fraid of iron. Some
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LAND OF UNREASON

plunged into the compilation of official reports with
positive delight.

In short, he felt swell. It was the physical equip-
ment which accompanied his feelings that seemed to
be showing deterioration. He had not realized it till
undertaking this long hike, but it was actually grow-
ing difficult for him to walk. His legs were stiff, and
was it mere hypochondriac imagination or had they
acquired a tendency to bow? No, he decided, pausing
on the last rise but one to catch his breath and gaze
at the offending limbs, it was not hypochondria. The
other manifestation was real enough; his feet had
spread, grossly and outrageously. The shoes made by
the royal tailor he had been forced to discard at the
end of the first week at Fawcett’'s. Now he was wear-
ing a pair of the farmer’s enormous boots, and even
these, which had begun by fitting him like bedroom
slippers, were now pinching him painfully.

There was something wrong with his eyes, too.
When not consciously focused on something they
had a tendency to roll outward—not painful, but
noticeable when he discovered that he was seeing
double. It must be some kind of allergy or vitamin
deficiency, he decided. Diet might be responsible; it
included a plenitude of fresh vegetables, but was
lacking in the familiar dairy products and in any meat
but the venison which Fawcett secured by trading
with the heathen. Acromegaly, Barber presumed his
ailment might be called, but the prescription for it
he did not know. At all events it appeared to have
the compensating benefit of causing those absurd
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LAND OF UNREASON

rected and followed the King. The “my lord’” was a
new form of address but jangled a pleasantly respon-
sive chord somewhere in his mind. Within the castle
their footsteps went echoing through great passages
of undressed stone, taller than those of the Kobold
Caverns, but almost as dank. There were spiderwebs
everywhere, and less pleasant insects crawling about.
When they came to a great hall whose walls bore
faded and moldering tapestries, Oberon dismissed
the court with a word and led on, up a circular stone
staircise to the battlements. The dawnlight was
growing and a chill wind had come up with it, that
wrenched at their bodies as Barber told his story.

“So she saw in you the destined redbeard,” said
Oberon, when he had finished. ** *Tis a thing to think
on; must ask Imponens, whose counsel in such affairs
is never less than good, though somewhat vinegar'd
with pessimism of late. Yet it could be, and being
solve the sorrows of —"

Something hit Barber violently in the back, tum-
bling him right through one of the crenels in the
battlement. He had one glimpse of young Gosh’s
snarling face, heard Oberon’s startled shout, and the
wind whistled past as the toothlike rocks below swam
up to receive him.

There was a heart-stopping instant of terror before
Barber remembered and spread his wings. They bore;
he leveled out in a long sweeping catenary, and beat
his way back to the parapet. Oberon was trying to get
at the boy, who was wrapping himself in Titania's
skirts for protection. Barber made a quick estimate
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LAND OF UNREASON

valley. “That way. Ye'll be wan of Oberon’s folk.
The back 0’ me hand to ye, thin. If I'd known that—
annyway, I'm hopin’ the ice people bate the livin’
bedad out o’ ye.”

“Very courteous of you,” remarked Barber drily.
“You're on their side?”

“Not at all, at all. I'm hopin’ that in the ind ye
bate the princes, for ’tis mane divils they are. But I'm
hopin’ they give ye a good taste o’ the stick first.”

“Why?”

“That’s to pay ye out for what Huon did to us.”

*“And what did this Huon do to you?”

“Mane to say ye don’t know? A great Barney’s bull
o’ a scandal, that was. Oberon would have the idee
o’ civilizin’ us, he called it, and sint Sir Huon to do
his dirty work. Oh, that was the disthressful time,
with batin’s and evictions and turnin’ us into frogs.
Me own brother Usnech, the darlin’, was wan o’ those
turned.”

“My word, I didn’t know Oberon went in for that
sort of thing. When did this happen?”

“Wan thousand, six hundred, and eighty-four
years ago, three months and sivin days to the
minute.”

“That seems like a long time to carry a grudge.
You certainly keep track of it.”

The elf wagged his head stubbornly. "Murthers
murther, and oppression’s oppression, whether "twas
tin thousand years ago or yesterday. And all because
the boys would be havin’ their fun. Oh ’twas cruel;
as though we’d forget and be friends.”
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LAND OF UNREASON

him and the moon. One was diving, close enough to
grow visibly in size as he watched, but not diving at
him, for beneath the stroke Barber saw moon-reflec-
tion from the glossy back of another raven. The bird
avoided; there was a flurry of motion as the eagle
checked and the two ramped against each other, their
battle cries thinned by distance. Then the second
eagle folded its wings and came in on Barber.

Two could play at that game, he thought, flipping
over into normal flying position and dropping for the
mountain crests. Wind whistled through his hair in
ascending pitch. Behind he heard a high, piercing
screech, the sound of a rusty hinge. It had a distinct
warble; no doubt, thought Barber, the heterodyning
effect of a slight difference in pitch between the two
larynxes belonging to a single eagle.

The top of a mountain grew at him, jagged and
formidable. He spread and leveled off, with the
strain tearing at his pectoral muscles. The horrible
thought came to him that he’d miscalulated, he’d
crash, didn’t have strength to pull out of the dive...

Then the mountaintop drove past. He was still
going down, but down a slope, and a twig-tip slashed
across the back of his right hand. At his hundred-
mile-an-hour speed it stung like a whip and left a
little line of emergent blooddrops.

A glance showed that the eagle above had pulled
up sooner than himself and was now joined by one
of those that had attacked at first. Far off, another
was engaged with one of the friendly ravens and
seemed to be winning, for the smaller bird was only
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mation he had broken up was gathering again, and
more eagles were coming up, some to reinforce the
shattered group, others to form a new one, which
immediately began to climb.

Barber drove for altitude, got above them, and
dived in, killing several eagles. But the other forma-
tion climbed while he was about it and delivered a
diving attack; it took both sharp flying and quick
swordwork to get away unscathed. While he was
about it more eagles came up to join those already on
hand; there must be at least twenty-five or thirty not
counting those he had got rid of. At this rate they
would smother him with mere press of numbers long
before the night was done, and he had no assurance
that the confounded double-headers were not diurnal.

Clearly, this counterattack in the air would get him
nowhere in the long run, and equally clearly some-
thing better would have to be found soon. The eagles,
he observed, climbing to stay above the latest arriv-
als, all seemed to come from the same direction.
Probably they belonged to the forces of that mysteri-
ous Enemy to whom Oberon had referred. Their sud-
den attack might be on general principles, due to
original sin, but the way they had kept after him even
when he turned back did not look like it. Neither did
their constant multiplication. More likely he was
getting too close for comfort to that third place of the
Fairyland prophecy.

Too close for the Enemy’s comfort. He recalled
how his touch on the first of those places had put a
stop to the kobolds’ antisocial activities and won-
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