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AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD 3

And they answered:

“The earth touches the feet of the King in token of
submission.”

But the King answered:

“My need is not of the earth; but I would find cer-
tain of the hours that have been, and sundry days that
were.”

And all the wise folks were silent, till there spake
out mournfully the wisest of them all, who made spells
in the seventh degree, saying:

“The days that were, and the hours, have wmged
their way to Mount Agdora’s summit, and there, dip-
ping, have passed away from sight, not ever to return,
for haply they have not heard the King’s command.”

Of these wise folks are many things chronicled.
Moreover, it is set in writing of the scribes how they
had audience of King Khanazar and of the words they
spake, but of their further deeds there is no legend.
But it is told how the King sent men to run and to pass
through all the cities till they should find one that was
wiser even than the magicians that had made spells be-
fore Khanazar the Lone. Far up the mountains that
limit Averon they found Syrahn, the prophet, among
the goats, who was of none of the degrees of magic,
and who had cast no spells before the former King.
Him they brought to Khanazar, and the King said unto
him:

“I have a need.”

And Syrahn answered:

“Thou art a man,”

And the King said:

“Where lie the days that were and certain hours?”

And Syrahn answered:

“These things lie in a cave afar from here, and over
the cave stands sentinel one Kai, and this cave Kai
hath guarded from the gods and men since ever the












AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD 7

“I am King again, and thou that hast a skill to stay
the hours and mayest bring again to men their forgot-
ten days, thou shalt stand sentinel over my great to-
morrow; and when I go forth to conquer Ziman-ho
and make my armies mighty thou shalt stand between
that morrow and the cave of Kai, and haply some deed
of mine and the battling of my armies shall cling to thy
golden harp and not go down dishonoured into the
cave. For my to-morrow, who with such resounding
stride goes trampling through my dreams, is far too
kingly to herd with forgotten days in the dust of things
that were. But on some future days, when Kings are
dead and all their deeds forgotten, some harper of that
time shall come and from those golden strings awake
those deeds that echo in my dreams, till my to-morrow
shall stride forth among the lesser days and tell the
years that Khanazar was a King.”

And answered the harper:

“I will stand sentinel over thy great to-morrow, and
when thou goest forth to conquer Ziman-ho and make
thine armies mighty I will stand between thy morrow
and the cave of Kai, till thy deeds and the battling of
thine armies shall cling to my golden harp and not go
down dishonoured into the cave. So that when Kings
are dead and all their deeds forgotten the harpers of
the future time shall awake from these golden chords
those deeds of thine. This will I do.” ,

Men of these days, that be skilled upon the harp,
tell still of Khanazar, how that he was King of Averon
and of the mountains, and claimed lordship of certain
lands beyond, and how he went with armies against Zi-
man-ho and fought great battles, and in the last gained
victory and was slain. But Kai, as he waited with his
claws to gather in the last days of Khanazar that they
might loom enormous in his cave, still found them not,
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him, as a man’s cloak is flung away. And Yarni Zai, no
longer clad with the world, shall go back into the emp-
tiness beneath the Dome among the stars, as a diver
seeking pearls goes down from the islands.

It is writ in Yarnith’s history by scribes of old that
there passed a year over the valley of Yarnith that
bore not with it any rain; and the Famine from the
wastes beyond, finding that it was dry and pleasant in
Yarnith, crept over the mountains and down their
slopes and sunned himself at the edge of Yarnith’s
fields.

And men of Yarnith, labouring in the fields, found
the Famine as he nibbled at the corn and chased the
cattle, and hastily they drew water from deep wells and
cast it over the Famine’s dry grey fur and drove him
back to the mountains. But the next day when his fur
was dry again the Famine returned and nibbled more
of the corn and chased the cattle further, and again
men drove him back. But again the Famine returned,
and there came a time when there was no more water
in the wells to frighten the Famine with, and he nib-
bled the corn till all of it was gone and the cattle that
he chased grew very lean. And the Famine drew
nearer, even to the houses of men and trampled on
their gardens at night and ever came creeping nearer to
their doors. At last the cattle were able to run no
more, and one by one the Famine took them by their
throats and dragged them down, and at night he
scratched in the ground, killing even the roots of
things, and came and peered in at the door again a lit-
tle further, but yet was not bold enough to enter alto-
gether, for fear that men should have water to throw
over his dry grey fur.

Then did the men of Yarnith pray to Yarni Zai as
he sat far off beyond the valley, praying to him night
and day to call his Famine back, but the Famine sat




























































AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD 43

Yahn devised his plan, and on it no life stirred. Then
Yahn lured to him shadows whose home was beyond
the Rim, who knew litde of joys and nought of any
sorrow, whose place was beyond the Rim before the
birth of Time. These Yahn lured to him and showed
them his heap of gems; and in the jewels there was
light, and green fields glistened in them, and there were
glimpses of blue sky and little streams, and very faintly
little gardens showed that flowered in orchard lands.
And some showed winds in the heaven, and some
showed the arch of the sky with a waste plain drawn
across it, with grasses bent in the wind and never aught
but the plain, But the gems that changed the most had
in their centre the ever changing sea. Then the shad-
ows gazed into the Lives and saw the green fields and
the sea and earth and the gardens of earth. And Yahn
said: “I will loan you each a Life, and you may do
your work with it upon the Scheme of Things and have
each a shadow for his servant in green fields and in gar-
dens, only for these things you shall polish these Lives
with experience and cut their edges with your griefs,
and in the end shall return them again to me.”

And thereto the shadows consented, that they might
have the gleaming Lives and have shadows for their
servants, and this thing became the Law. But the shad-
ows, each with his Life, departed and came to Zonu
and to other lands, and there with experience they pol-
ished the Lives of Yahn, and cut them with human
griefs until they gleamed anew. And ever they found
new scenes to gleam within these Lives, and cities and
sails and men shone in them where there had been be-
fore only green fields and sea, and ever Yahn the
usurer cried out to remind them of their bargain.
When men added to their Lives scenes that were pleas-
ant to Yahn, then was Yahn silent, but when they
added scenes that pleased not the eyes of Yahn, then
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did he take a toll of sorrow from them because it
was the Law.

But men forgot the usurer, and there arose some
claiming to be wise in the Law, who said that after
their labour, which they wrought upon their Lives, was
done, those Lives should be theirs to possess; so men
took comfort from their toil and labour and the grind-
ing and cutting of their griefs. But as their Lives began
to shine with experience of many things, the thumb
and forefinger of Yahn would suddenly close upon a
Life, and the man became a shadow. But away beyond
the Rim the shadows say:

“We have greatly laboured for Yahn, and have gath-
ered griefs in the world, and caused his Lives to shine,
and Yahn doeth nought for us. Far better had we
stayed where no cares are, floating beyond the Rim.”

And there the shadows fear lest ever again they be
lured by specious promises to suffer usury at the hands
of Yahn, who is overskilled in the Law. Only Yahn sits
and smiles, watching his hoard increase in precious-
ness, and hath no pity for the poor shadows whom he
hath lured from their quiet to toil in the form of men.

And ever Yahn lures more shadows and sends them
to brighten his Lives, sending the old Lives out again to
make them brighter still; and sometimes he gives to a
shadow a Life that was once a king’s and sendeth him
with it down to the earth to play the part of a beggar,
or sometimes he sendeth a beggar’s Life to play the
part of a king. What careth Yahn?

The men of Zonu have been promised by those that
claim to be wise in the Law that their Lives which they
have toiled at shall be theirs to possess for ever, yet
the men of Zonu fear that Yahn is greater and over-
skilled in the Law. Moreover it hath been said that
Time will bring the hour when the wealth of Yahn
shall be such as his dreams have lusted for. Then shall
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in his throat. It was as the sound of many huntsmen
blowing blasts on horns, and towards evening his
breath came faster but fainter, like the sound of a hunt
going furious to the distance and dying away, and he
made desperate rushes towards the village; but Leoth-
ric still leapt about him, battering his leaden nose.
Scarce audible now at all was the sound of his heart: it
was like a church bell tolling beyond hills for the death
of some one unknown and far away. Then the sun set
and flamed in the village windows, and a chill went
over the world, and in some small garden a woman
sang; and Tharagavverug lifted up his head and
starved, and his life went from his invulnerable body,
and Leothric lay down beside him and slept. And later
in the starlight the villagers came out and carried
Leothric, sleeping, to the village, all praising him in
whispers as they went. They laid him down upon a
couch in a house, and danced outside in silence, with-
out psaltery or cymbal. And the next day, rejoicing, to
Allathurion they hauled the dragon-crocodile. And
Leothric went with them, holding his battered staff;
and a tall, broad man, who was smith of Allathurion,
made a great furnace, and melted Tharagavverug away
till only Sacnoth was left, gleaming among the ashes.
Then he took one of the small eyes that had been chis-
elled out, and filed an edge on Sacnoth, and gradually
the steel eye wore away facet by facet, but ere it was
quite gone it had sharpened redoubtable Sacnoth. But
the other eye they set in the butt of the hilt, and it
gleamed there bluely.

And that night Leothric arose in the dark and took the
sword, and went westwards to find Gaznak; and he went
through the dark forest till the dawn, and all the morning
and till the afternoon. But in the afternoon he came into
the open and saw in the midst of The Land Where No
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Then one of the Princes said: “Take him away
where we shall not hear his screams.”

And footman repeated it to footman till it came to
the last two, and they advanced to seize Leothric.

Then Leothric showed to them his sword, saying,
“This is Sacnoth,” and both of them said to the man
nearest: “It is Sacnoth,” then screamed and fled away.

And two by two, all up the double line, footman to
footman repeated: “It is Sacnoth,” then screamed and
~ fled, till the last two gave the message to the table, and
all the rest had gone. Hurriedly then arose the Queens
and Princes, and fled out of the chamber. And the
goodly table, when they were all gone, looked small
and disorderly and awry. And to Leothric, pondering
in the desolate chamber by what door he should pass
onwards, there came from far away the sounds of
music, and he knew that it was the magical musicians
playing to Gaznak while he slept.

Then Leothric, walking towards the distant music,
passed out by the door opposite to the one through
which he had cloven his entrance, and so passed into a
chamber vast as the other, in which were many
women, weirdly beautiful. And they all asked him of
his quest, and when they heard that it was to slay Gaz-
nak, they all besought him to tarry among them, say-
ing that Gaznak was immortal, save for Sacnoth, and
also that they had need of a knight to protect them
from the wolves that rushed round and round the
wainscot all the night and sometimes broke in upon
them through the mouldering oak. Perhaps Leothric
had been tempted to tarry had they been human
women, for theirs was a strange beauty, but he per-
ceived that instead of eyes they had little flames that
flickered in their sockets, and knew them to be the fe-
vered dreams of Gaznak. Therefore he said:
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sounded solemnly and wide apart at ceremonious inter-
vals. For if he walked slow, these bells came closer to-
gether, and when he walked swiftly they moved farther
apart. And the echoes of each bell tolling above his
head went on before him whispering to the others.
Once when he stopped they all jangled angrily till he
went on again.

Between these slow and boding notes came the
sound of the magical musicians, They were playing a
dirge now very mournfully.

And at last Leothric came to the end of the Corri-
dor of the Bells, and beheld there a small black door.
And all the corridor behind him was full of the echoes
of the tolling, and they all muttered to one another
about the ceremony; and the dirge of the musicians
came floating slowly through them like a procession of
foreign elaborate guests, and all of them boded ill to
Leothric.

The black door opened at once to the hand of
Leothric, and he found himself in the open air in a
wide court paved with marble. High over it shone the
moon, summoned there by the hand of Gaznak.

There Gaznak slept, and around him sat his magical
musicians, all playing upon strings. And, even sleeping
Gaznak was clad in armour, and only his wrists and
face and neck were bare.

But the marvel of that place was the dreams of Gaz-
nak; for beyond the wide court slept a dark abyss, and
into the abyss there poured a white cascade of marble
stairways, and widened out below into terraces and
balconies with fair white statues on them, and de-
scended again in a wide stairway, and came to lower
terraces in the dark, where swart uncertain shapes
went to and fro. All these were the dreams of Gaznak,
and issued from his mind, and, becoming marble,
passed over the edge of the abyss as the musicians
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played. And all the while out of the mind of Gaznak,
lulled by that strange music, went spires and pinnacles
beautiful and slender, ever ascending skywards. And
the marble dreams moved slow in time to the music.
When the bells tolled and the musicians played their
dirge, ugly gargoyles came out suddenly all over the
spires and pinnacles, and great shadows passed swiftly
down the steps and terraces, and there was hurried
whispering in the abyss.

When Leothric stepped from the black door, Gaznak
opened his eyes. He looked neither to left nor right, but
stood up at once facing Leothric.

Then the magicians played a deathspell on their
strings, and there arose a humming along the blade of
Sacnoth as he turned the spell side. When Leothric
dropped not down, and they heard the humming of Sac~
noth, the magicians arose and fled, all wailing, as they
went, upon their strings.

Then Gaznak drew out screaming from its sheath the
sword that was the mightiest in the world except for
Sacnoth, and slowly walked towards Leothric; and he
smiled as he walked, although his own dreams had fore-
told his doom. And when Leothric and Gaznak came
together, each looked at each, and neither spoke a
word; but they smote both at once, and their swords
met, and each sword knew the other and from whence
he came. And whenever the sword of Gaznak smote on
the blade of Sacnoth it rebounded gleaming, as hail
from off slated roofs; but whenever it fell upon the ar-
mour of Leothric, it stripped it off in sheets. And upon
Gaznak’s armour Sacnoth fell oft and furiously, but
ever he came back snarling, leaving no mark behind,
and as Gaznak fought he held his left hand hovering
close over his head. Presently Leothric smote fair and
fiercely at his enemy’s neck, but Gaznak, clutching his
own head by the hair, lifted it high aloft, and Sacnoth
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went cleaving through an empty space. Then Gaznak
replaced his head upon his neck, and all the while
fought nimbly with his sword; and again and again
Leothric swept with Sacnoth at Gaznak’s bearded neck,
and ever the left hand of Gaznak was quicker than the
stroke, and the head went up and the sword rushed
vainly under it.

And the ringing fight went on till Leothric’s armour
lay all round him on the floor and the marble was
splashed with his blood, and the sword of Gaznak was
notched like a saw from meeting the blade of Sacnoth.
Still Gaznak stood unwounded and smiling still.

At last Leothric looked at the throat of Gaznak and
aimed with Sacnoth, and again Gaznak lifted his head
by the hair; but not at his throat flew Sacnoth, for
Leothric struck instead at the lifted hand, and through
the wrist of it went Sacnoth whirring, as a scythe goes
through the stem of a single flower.

And bleeding, the severed hand fell to the floor; and
at once blood spurted from the shoulders of Gaznak
and dripped from the fallen head, and the tall pinna-
cles went down into the earth, and the wide fair ter-
races all rolled away, and the court was gone like the
dew, and a wind came and the colonnades drifted
thence, and all the colossal halls of Gaznak fell. And
the abysses closed up suddenly as the mouth of a man
who, having told a tale, will for ever speak no more.

Then Leothric looked around him in the marshes
where the night mist was passing away, and there was
no fortress nor sound of dragon or mortal, only beside
him lay an old man, wizened and evil and dead, whose
head and hand were severed from his body.

And gradually over the wide lands the dawn was
coming up, and ever growing in beauty as it came, like
to the peal of an organ played by a master’s hand,
growing louder and lovelier as the soul of the master
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a desert, for ever untroubled by man: all yellow it is,
and spotted with shadows of stones, and Death is in it,
like a leopard lying in the sun. To the south they are
bounded by magic, to the west by a mountain, and to
the north by the voice and anger of the Polar wind.
Like a great wall is the mountain to the west. It comes
up out of the distance and goes down into the distance
again, and it is named Poltarnees, Beholder of Ocean.
To the northward red rocks, smooth and bare of soil,
and without any speck of moss or herbage, slope up to
the very lips of the Polar wind, and there is nothing else
there but the noise of his anger. Very peaceful are the
Inner Lands, and very fair are their cities, and there is
no war among them, but quiet and ease. And they
have no enemy but age, for thirst and fever lie sunning
themselves out in the mid-desert, and never prowl into
the Inner Lands. And the ghouls and ghosts, whose
highway is the night, are kept in the south by the
boundary of magic. And very small are all their pleas-
ant cities, and all men are known to one another
therein, and bless one another by name as they meet in
the streets. And they have a broad, green way in every
city that comes in out of some vale or wood or down-
land, and wanders in and out about the city between
the houses and across the streets; and the people walk
along it never at all, but every year at her appointed
time Spring walks along it from the flowery lands,
causing the anemone to bloom on the green way and
all the early joys of hidden woods, or deep, secluded
vales, or triumphant downlands, whose heads lift up so
proudly, far up aloof from cities.

Sometimes waggoners or shepherds walk along this
way, they that have come into the city from over
cloudy ridges, and the townsmen hinder them not, for
there is a tread that troubleth the grass and a tread
that troubleth it not, and each man in his own heart
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knoweth which tread he hath. And in the sunlit spaces
of the weald and in the wold’s dark places, afar from
the music of cities and from the dance of the cities
afar, they make there the music of the country places
and dance the country dance. Amiable, near and
friendly appears to these men the sun, and he is genial
to them and tends their younger vines, so they are kind
to the little woodland things and any rumour of the
fairies or old legend. And when the light of some little
distant city makes a slight flush upon the edge of the
sky, and the happy golden windows of the homesteads
stare gleaming into the dark, then the old and holy -
figure of Romance, cloaked even to the face, comes
down out of hilly woodlands and bids dark shadows to
rise and dance, and sends the forest creatures forth to
prowl, and lights in a moment in her bower of grass
the little glow-worm’s lamp, and brings a hush down
over the grey lands, and out of it rises faintly on far-off
hills the voice of a lute. There are not in the world
lands more prosperous and happy than Toldees, Mon-
dath, Arizim,

From these three little kingdoms that are named the
Inner Lands the young men stole constantly away. One
by one they went, and no one knew why they went
save that they had a longing to behold the Sea. Of this
longing they spoke little, but a young man would be-
come silent for a few days, and then, one morning very
early, he would slip away and slowly climb Poltar-
nees’s difficult slope, and having attained the top pass
over and never return. A few stayed behind in the
Inner Lands and became old men, but none that had
ever climbed Poltarnees from the very earliest times
had ever come back again. Many had gone up Poltar-
nees sworn to return. Once a king sent all his courtiers,
one by one, to report the mystery to him, and then
went himself; none ever returned.



72 AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

Now, it was the wont of the folk of the Inner Lands
to worship rumours and legends of the Sea, and all
that their prophets discovered of the Sea was writ in a
sacred book, and with deep devotion on days of festi-
val or mourning read in the temples by the priests.
Now, all their temples lay open to the west, resting
upon pillars, that the breeze from the Sea might enter
them, and they lay open on pillars to the east that the
breezes of the Sea might not be hindered but pass on-
ward wherever the Sea list. And this is the legend that
they had of the Sea, whom none in the Inner Lands
had ever beholden. They say that the Sea is a river
heading towards Hercules, and they say that he
touches against the edge of the world, and that Poltar-
nees looks upon him. They say that all the worlds of .
heaven go bobbing on this river and are swept down
with the stream, and that Infinity is thick and furry
with forests through which the river in his course
sweeps on with all the worlds of heaven. Among the
colossal trunks of those dark trees, the smallest fronds
of whose branches are many nights, there walk the
gods. And whenever its thirst, glowing in space like a
great sun, comes upon the beast, the tiger of the gods
creeps down to the river to drink. And the tiger of the
gods drinks his fill loudly, whelming worlds the while,
and the level of the river sinks between its banks ere
the beast’s thirst is quenched and ceases to glow like a
sun. And many worlds thereby are heaped up dry and
stranded, and the gods walk not among them ever-
more, because they are hard to their feet. These are
the worlds that have no destiny, whose people know
no god. And the river sweeps onwards ever. And the
name of the river is Oriathon, but men call it Ocean.
This is the Lower Faith of the Inner Lands. And there
is a Higher Faith which is not told to all. According to
the Higher Faith of the Inner Lands the river Oriathon
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sweeps on through the forests of Infinity and all at
once falls roaring over an Edge, whence Time has long
ago recalled his hours to fight in his war with the gods;
and falls unlit by the flash of nights and days, with his
flood unmeasured by miles, into the deeps of nothing.

Now as the centuries went by and the one way by
which a man could climb Poltarnees became worn with
feet, more and more men surmounted it, not to return.
And still they knew not in the Inner Lands upon what
mystery Poltarnees looked. For on a still day and
windless, while men walked happily about their beauti-
ful streets or tended flocks in the country, suddenly the
west wind would bestir himself and come in from the
Sea. And he would come cloaked and grey and mourn-
ful and carry to someone the hungry cry of the Sea
calling out for bones of men. And he that heard it
would move restlessly for some hours, and at last
would rise suddenly, irresistibly up, setting his face to
Poltarnees, and would say, as is the custom of those
lands when men part briefly, “Till 2 man’s heart re-
membereth,” which means “Farewell for a while”; but
those that loved him, seeing his eyes on Poltarnees,
would answer sadly, “Till the gods forget,” which
means “Farewell.”

Now the King of Arizim had a daughter who played
with the wild wood flowers, and with the fountains in
her father’s court, and with the little blue heaven-birds
that came to her doorway in the winter to shelter from
the snow. And she was more beautiful than the wild
wood flowers, or than all the fountains in her father’s
court, or than the blue heaven-birds in their full winter
plumage when they shelter from the snow. The old
wise kings of Mondath and of Toldees saw her once as-
she went lightly down the little paths of her garden,
and, turning their gaze into the mists of thought, pon-
dered the destiny of their Inner Lands. And they
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“Let us watch more closely and let us see the Prin-
cess Hilnaric in the season of the orchard-bloom. when
the great birds go by that know the Sea, to rest in our
inland places; and if she be more beautiful than the
sunrise over our folded kingdoms when all the or-
chards bloom, it may be that she is more beautiful
than the Sea.”

And the King of Arizim said:

“I fear this is terrible blasphemy, yet will I do as
you have decided in council.”

And the season of the orchard-bloom appeared. One
night the King of Arizim called his daughter forth on
to his outer balcony of marble. And the moon was ris-
ing huge and round and holy over dark woods, and all
the fountains were singing to the night. And the moon
touched the marble palace gables, and they glowed in
the land. And the moon touched the heads of all the
fountains, and the grey columns broke into fairy lights.
And the moon left the dark ways of the forest and lit
the whole white palace and its fountains and shone on
the forehead of the Princess, and the palace of Arizim
glowed afar, and the fountains became columns of
gleaming jewels and song. And the moon made a
music at his rising, but it fell a little short of mortal
ears. And Hilnaric stood there wondering, clad in
white, with the moonlight shining on her forehead; and
- watching her from the shadows on the terrace stood
the kings of Mondath and Toldees. They said:

“She is more beautiful than the moon-rise.”

And on another day the King of Arizim bade his
daughter forth at dawn, and they stood again upon the
balcony. And the sun came up over a world of or-
chards, and the sea-mists went back over Poltarnees to
the Sea; little wild voices arose in all the thickets, the
voices of the fountains began to die, and the song
arose, in all the marble temples, of the birds that are
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sacred to the Sea. And Hilnaric stood there, still glow-
ing with dreams of heaven.

“She is more beautiful,” said the kings, “than morn-
mg:’

Yet one more trial they made of Hilnaric’s beauty,
for they watched her on the terraces at sunset ere yet
the petals of the orchards had fallen, and all along the
edge of neighbouring woods the rhododendron was
blooming with the azalea. And the sun went down
under craggy Poltarnees, and the sea-mist poured over
his summit inland. And the marble temples stood up
clear in the evening, but films of twilight were drawn
between the mountain and the city. Then from the
Temple ledges and eaves of palaces the bats fell head-
long downwards, then spread their wings and floated
up and down through darkening ways; lights came
blinking out in golden windows, men cloaked them-
selves against the grey sea-mist, the sound of small
songs arose, and the face of Hilnaric became a rest-
ing-place for mysteries and dreams.

“Than all these things,” said the kings, “she is more
lovely: but who can say whether she is lovelier than
the Sea?”

Prone in a rhododendron thicket at the edge of the
palace lawns a hunter had waited since the sun went
down. Near to him was a deep pool where the hy-
acinths grew and strange flowers floated upon it with
broad leaves, and there the great bull gariachs came
down to drink by starlight, and, waiting there for the
gariachs to come, he saw the white form of the Prin-
cess leaning on her balcony. Before the stars shone out
or the bulls came down to drink he left his lurking-
place and moved closer to the palace to see more
nearly the Princess. The palace lawns were full of un-
trodden dew, and everything was still when he came
across them, holding his great spear. In the farthest
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vok, for the great bull was on the far side of the little
pool, and Athelvok could not creep round to him for
fear of meeting the wind (for the gariachs, who can
see little in the dark forests, rely on hearing and
smell). But he devised swiftly in his mind while the
bull stood there with head erect just twenty strides
from him across the water. And the bull sniffed the
wind cautiously and listened, then lowered its great
head down to the pool and drank. At that instant
Athelvok leapt into the water and shot forward
through its weedy depths among the stems of the
strange flowers that floated upon broad leaves on the
surface. And Athelvok kept his spear out straight be-
fore him, and the fingers of his left hand he held rigid
and straight, not pointing upwards, and so did not
come to the surface, but was carried onward by the
strength of his spring and passed unentangled through
the stems of the flowers. When Athelvok jumped into
the water the bull must have thrown his head up, star-
tled at the splash, then he would have listened and
have sniffed the air, and neither hearing nor scenting
any danger he must have remained rigid for some mo-
ments, for it was in that attitude that Athelvok found
him as he emerged breathless at his feet. And, striking
at once, Athelvok drove the spear into his throat be-
fore the head and the terrible horns came down. But
Athelvok had clung to one of the great horns, and had
been carried at terrible speed through the rhododen-
dron bushes until the gariach fell, but rose at once
again, and died standing up, still struggling, drowned in
its own blood.

But to Hilnaric listening it was as though one of the
heroes of old time had come back again in the full
glory of his legendary youth.

And long time they went up and down the terraces,
saying those things which were said before and since,
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as they brought driftwood out of isles of spice, tossing
their golden heads. And the grey currents crept away
to the south like companionless serpents that love
something afar with a restless, deadly love. And the
whole plain of water glittering with late sunlight, and
the surges and the currents and the white sails of ships
were all together like the face of a strange new god
that has looked a man for the first time in the eyes at
the moment of his death; and Athelvok, looking on
the wonderful Sea, knew why it was that the dead
never return, for there is something that the dead feel
and know, and the living would never understand even
though the dead should come and speak to them about
it. And there was the Sea smiling at him, glad with the
glory of the sun. And there was a haven there for
homing ships, and a sunlit city stood upon its marge,
and people walked about the streets of it clad in the
unimagined merchandise of far sea-bordering lands.

An easy slope of loose crumbled rock went from the
top of Poltarnees to the shore of the Sea.

For a long while Athelvok stood there regretfully,
knowing that there had come something into his soul
that no one in the Inner Lands could understand,
where the thoughts of their minds had gone no farther
than the three little kingdoms. Then, looking long
upon the wandering ships, and the marvellous mer-
chandise from alien lands, and the unknown colour
that wreathed the brows of the Sea, he turned his face
to the darkness and the Inner Lands.

At that moment the Sea sang a dirge at sunset for
all the harm that he had done in anger and all the ruin
wrought on adventurous ships; and there were tears in
the voice of the tyrannous Sea, for he had loved the
galleons that he had overwhelmed, and he called all
men to him and all living things that he might make
amends, because he had loved the bones that he had
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through the trunks of the olive groves into the sunset.
But when they had already left the earth, they turned
and looked through the gleaming folds of the twilight
for the last time at their city; and they looked half in
anger and half in regret, then turned and went away
forever. But they sent back a Death, who bore a
scythe, saying to it: “Slay half in the city that forsook
us, but half of them spare alive that they may yet re-
member their old forsaken gods.”

But God sent a destroying angel to show that He
was God, saying unto him: “Go down and show the
strength of mine arm unto that city and slay half of the
dwellers therein, yet spare a half of them that they
may know that I am God.”

And at once the destroying angel put his hand to his
sword, and the sword came out of the scabbard with a
deep breath, like to the breath that a broad woodman
takes before his first blow at some giant oak. Thereat
the angel pointed his arms downwards, and bending
his head between them, fell forward from Heaven’s
edge, and the spring of his ankles shot him downwards
with his wings furled behind him. So he went slanting
earthward through the evening with his sword
stretched out before him, and he was like a javelin that
some hunter hath hurled that returneth again to the
earth: but just before he touched it he lifted his head
and spread his wings with the under feathers forward,
and alighted by the bank of the broad Flavro that di-
vides the city of Nombros. And down the bank of the
Flavro he fluttered low, like to a hawk over a new-cut
cornfield when the little creatures of the corn are shel-
terless, and at the same time down the other bank the
Death from the gods went mowing.

At once they saw each other, and the angel glared at
the Death, and the Death leered back at him, and the
flames in the eyes of the angel illumined with a red


































































106 AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

know the way they come and—men say—the very
hour, and every year they expect them by the same
way as soon as the snows have fallen upon the North-
ern Plains. But soon it grew so dark that we saw these
birds no more, and only heard the whirring of their
wings, and of countless others besides, until they all
settled down along the banks of the river, and it was
the hour when the birds of the night went forth. Then
the sailors lit the lanterns for the night, and huge
moths appeared, flapping about the ship, and at mo-
ments their gorgeous colours would be revealed by the
lanterns, then they would pass into the night again,
where all was black. And again the sailors prayed, and
thereafter we supped and slept, and the helmsmen took
our lives into his care.

When I awoke I found that we had indeed come to
Perdéndaris, that famous city. For there it stood upon
the left of us, a city fair and notable, and all the more
pleasant for our eyes to see after the jungle that was so
long with us. And we were anchored by the market-
place, and the captain’s merchandise was all displayed,
and a merchant of Perdondaris stood looking at it.
And the captain had his scimitar in his hand, and was
beating with it in anger upon the deck, and the splin-
ters were flying up from the white planks; for the mer-
chant had offered him a price for his merchandise that
the captain declared to be an insult to himself and his
country’s gods, whom he now said to be great and ter-
rible gods, whose curses were to be dreaded. But the
merchant waved his hands, which were of great fat-
ness, showing the pink palms, and swore that of him-
self he thought not at all, but only of the poor folk in
the huts beyond the city to whom he wished to sell the
merchandise for as low a price as possible, leaving no
remuneration for himself. For the merchandise was
mostly the thick toomarund carpets that in the winter






108 AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

chants in Perdéndaris, and that they had all come to
the captain one by one before the bargaining began,
and each had warned him privately against the others.
And to all the merchants the captain had offered the
wine of his own country, that they make in fair Bel-
zoond, but could in no wise persuade them to it. But
now that the bargain was over, and the sailors were
seated at the first meal of the day, the captain ap-
peared among them with a cask of that wine, and we
broached it with care and all made merry together.
And the captain was glad in his heart because he knew
that he had much honour in the eyes of his men be-
cause of the bargain that he had made. So the sailors
drank the wine of their native land, and soon their
thoughts were back in fair Belzoond and the little
neighbouring cities of Durl and Duz.

But for me the captain poured into a little glass
some heavy yellow wine from a small jar which he
kept apart among his sacred things. Thick and sweet it
was, even like honey, yet there was in its heart a
mighty, ardent fire which had authority over souls of
men. It was made, the captain told me, with great sub-
tlety by the secret craft of a family of six who lived in
a hut on the mountains of Hian Min. Once in these
mountains, he said, he followed the spoor of a bear,
and he came suddenly on a man of that family who
had hunted the same bear, and he was at the end of a
narrow way with precipice all about him, and his spear
was sticking in the bear, and the wound not fatal, and
he had no other weapon. And the bear was walking to-
wards the man, very slowly because his wound irked
him—yet he was now very close. And what the captain
did he would not say, but every year as soon as the
snows are hard, and travelling is easy on the Hian
Min, that man comes down to the market in the plains,
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with his face and the palms of his hands towards the
sky, and slaves were fanning him to keep away the
flies. And from the market-place I came to a silver
temple and then to a palace of onyx, and there were
many wonders in Perdéndaris, and I would have
stayed and seen them all, but as I came to the outer
wall of the city I suddenly saw in it a huge ivory gate.
For a while I paused and admired it, then I came
nearer and perceived the dreadful truth. ’I'he gate was
carved out of one solid piecel

I fled at once through the gateway and down to the
ship, and even as I ran I thought that I heard far off
on the hills behind me the tramp of the fearful beast
by whom that mass of ivory was shed, who was per-
haps even then looking for his other tusk. When I was
on the ship again I felt safer, and I said nothing to the
sailors of what I had seen.

And now the captain was gradually awakening. Now
night was rolling up from the East and North, and
only the pinnacles of the towers of Perdéndaris still
took the fallen sunlight. Then I went to the captain
and told him quietly of the thing I had seen. And he
questioned me at once about the gate, in a low voice,
that the sailors might not know; and I told him how
the weight of the thing was such that it could not have
been brought from afar, and the captain knew that it
had not been there a year ago. We agreed that such a
beast could never have been killed by any assault of
man, and that the gate must have been a fallen tusk,
and one fallen near and recently. Therefore he decided
that it were better to flee at once; so he commanded,
and the sailors went to the sails, and others raised the
anchor to the deck, and just as the highest pinnacle of
marble lost the last rays of the sun we left Perdéndaris,
that famous city. And night came down and cloaked
Perdéndaris and hid it from our eyes, which as things
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into the clear cold air above, and the great bands of
stars that looked on Yann began to know the affairs of
Durl and Duz, and of the shepherds that dwelt in the
fields between, and the flocks that they had, and the
loves that they had loved, and all the little things that
they hoped to do. And as I lay wrapped up in skins
and blankets listening to those songs, and watching the
fantastic shapes of the great trees like to black giants
stalking through the night, I suddenly fell asleep.

When I awoke great mists were trailing away from
the Yann. And the flow of the river was tumbling now
tumultuously, and little waves appeared; for Yann had
scented from afar the ancient crags of Glorm, and
knew that their ravines lay cool before him wherein he
should meet the merry wild Irillion rejoicing from fields
of snow. So he shook off from him the torpid sleep
that had come upon him in the hot and scented jungle,
and forgot its orchids and its butterflies, and swept on
turbulent, expectant, strong; and soon the snowy peaks
of the Hills of Glorm came glittering into view. And
now the sailors were waking up from sleep. Soon we
all ate, and then the helmsman laid him down to sleep
while a comrade took his place, and they all spread
over him their choicest furs.

And in a while we heard the sound that the Irillion
made as she came down dancing from the fields of
snow.

And then we saw the ravine in the Hills of Glorm
lying precipitous and smooth before us, into which we
were carried by the leaps of Yann. And now we left
the steamy jungle and breathed the mountain air; the
sailors stood up and took deep breaths of it, and
thought of their own far-off Acroctian hills on which
were Durl and Duz—below them in the plains stands
fair Belzoond.

A great shadow brooded between the cliffs of
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Min. And I had liked the ways that his sailors had,
and the prayers that they prayed at evening side by
side, grudging not one another their alien gods. And I
had a liking too for the tender way in which they
often spoke of Durl and Duz, for it is good that men
should love their native cities and the little hills that
hold those cities up.

And I bhad come to know who would meet them
when they returned to their homes, and where they
thought the meetings would take place, some in a valley
of the Acroctian hills where the road comes up from
Yann, others in the gateway of one or another of the
three cities, and others by the fireside in the home.
And I thought of the danger that had menaced us all
alike outside Perd6ndaris, a danger that, as things have
happened, was very real.

And I thought too of the helmsman’s cheery song in
the cold and lonely night, and how he had held our
lives in his careful hands. And as I thought of this the
helmsman ceased to sing, and I looked up and saw a
pale light had appeared in the sky, and the lonely night
had passed; and the dawn widened, and the sailors
awoke.

And soon we saw the tide of the Sea himself ad-
vancing resolute between Yann’s borders, and Yann
sprang lithely at him and they struggled a while; then
Yann and all that was his were pushed back north-
wards, so that the sailors had to hoist the sails, and the
wind being favourable, we still held onwards.

And we passed Géndara and Narl and Hoz. And we
saw memorable, holy Golnuz, and heard the pilgrims
praying.

When we awoke after the midday rest we were com-
ing near to Nen, the last of the cities on the River
Yann. And the jungle was all about us once again, and
about Nen; but the great Mloon ranges stood up over









AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD 117

saw the sight that I had come to see, for from two
mountains that stood on either shore two cliffs of pink
marble came out into the river, all glowing in the light
of the low sun, and they were quite smooth and of
mountainous altitude, and they nearly met, and Yann
went tumbling between them and found the sea.

And this was Bar-Wul-Yann, the Gate of Yann, and
in the distance through that barrier’s gap I saw the
azure indescribable sea, where little fishing-boats went
gleaming by.

And the sun set and the brief twilight came, and the
exultation of the glory of Bar-Wul-Yann was gone, yet
still the pink cliffs glowed, the fairest marvel that the
eye beheld—and this in a land of wonders. And soon
the twilight gave place to the coming out of stars, and
the colours of Bar-Wul-Yann went dwindling away.
And the sight of those cliffs was to me as some chord
of music that a master’s hand had launched from the
violin, and which carries to Heaven or Faéry the
tremulous spirits of men.

And now by the shore they anchored and went no
farther, for they were sailors of the river and not of the
sea, and knew the Yann but not the tides beyond.

And the time was come when the captain and I
must part, he to go back again to his fair Belzoond in
sight of the distant peaks of the Hian Min, and I to
find my way by strange means back to those hazy
fields that all poets know, wherein stand small mysteri-
ous cottages through whose windows, looking west-
wards, you may see the fields of men, and looking
eastwards see glittering elfin mountains, tipped with
snow, going range on range into the region of Myth,
and beyond it into the kingdom of Fantasy, which per-
tain to the Lands of Dream. Long we regarded one an-
_ other, knowing that we should meet no more, for my
fancy is weakening as the years slip by, and I go ever
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weapons of Gadriol the Leal, and Norn, and Athoric
of the Sleety Sword, Heriel the Wild, Yarold, and
Thanga of Esk, their arms hung evenly all round the
hall, low where a man could reach them; and in the
place of honour in the midst, between the arms of Cam-
orak and of Gadriol the Leal, hung the harp of Ar-
leon. And of all the weapons hanging on those walls
none were more calamitous to Camorak’s foes than
was the harp of Arleon. For to a man that goes up
against a strong place on foot, pleasant indeed is the
twang and jolt of some fearful engine of war that his
fellow-warriors are working behind him, from which
huge rocks go sighing over his head and plunge
among his foes; and pleasant to a warrior in the wav-
ering fight are the swift commands of his King, and a
joy to him are his comrades’ distant cheers exulting
suddenly at a turn of the war. All this and more was
the harp to Camorak’s men; for not only would it
cheer his warriors on, but many a time would Arleon
of the Harp strike wild amazement into opposing hosts
by some rapturous prophecy suddenly shouted out
while his hand swept over the roaring strings. More-
over, no war was ever declared till Camorak and his
men has listened long to the harp, and were elate with
the music and mad against peace. Once Arleon, for the
sake of a rhyme, had made war upon Estabonn; and
an evil king was overthrown, and honour and glory
~won; from such queer motives does good sometimes
accrue.
Above the shields and the harps all round the hall
were the painted figures of heroes of fabulous famous
- songs. Too trivial, because too easily surpassed by Cam-
orak’s men, seemed all the victories that the earth
had known; neither was any trophy displayed of Cam-
orak’s seventy battles, for these were as nothing to
his warriors or him compared with those things that
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snow that spring has molten in unimagined mountains,
or withered blooms of mountain shrubs go beautifully
by.

When there is blood in the bath she knows there is
war in the mountains; and yet she knows not where
those mountains are.

When she sings the fountains dance up from the
dark earth, when she combs her hair they say there are
storms at sea, when she is angry the wolves grow brave
and all come down to the byres, when she is sad the
sea is sad, and both are sad forever. Carcassonne! Car-
cassonne!

This city is the fairest of the wonders of Morning;
the sun shouts when he beholdeth it; for Carcassonne
Evening weepeth when Evening passeth away.

And Arleon told how many goodly perils were
round about the city, and how the way was unknown,
and it was a knightly venture. Then all the warriors
stood up and sang of the splendour of the venture.
And Camorak swore by the gods that had builded
Armn, and by the honour of his warriors that, alive or
dead, he would come to Carcassonne.

But the diviner rose and passed out of the hall,
brushing the crumbs from him with his hands and
smoothing his robe as he went.

Then Camorak said, “There are many things to be
planned, and counsels to be taken, and provender to
be gathered. Upon what day shall we start?” And all
the warriors answering shouted, “Now.” And Camorak
smiled thereat, for he had but tried them. Down then
from the walls they took their weapons, Sikorix, Kelle-
ron, Aslof, Wole of the Axe; Huhenoth, Peace-
breaker; Wolwuf, Father of War; Tarion, Lurth of the
War-cry and many another. Little then dreamed the
spiders that sat in that ringing hall of the unmolested
leisure they were soon to enjoy.
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He stood, and the warriors closed up to him. For
long they had passed by great oaks standing solitary
here and there, like giants taking huge breaths of the
night air before doing some furious deed; now they
had come to the verge of a black forest; the tree-trunks
stood like those great columns in an Egyptian hall
whence God in an older mood received the praise of
men; the top of it sloped the way of an ancient wind.
Here they all halted and lighted a fire of branches,
striking sparks from flint into a heap of bracken. They
eased them of their armour, and sat round the fire, and
Camorak stood up there and addressed them, and
Camorak said: “We go to war with Fate, who has
doomed that I shall not come to Carcassonne. And if
we turn aside but one of the dooms of Fate, then the
whole future of the world is ours, and the future that
Fate has ordered is like the dry course of an averted
river. But if such men as we, such resolute conquer-
ors, cannot prevent one doom that Fate has planned,
then is the race of man enslaved forever to do its petty
and allotted task.”

Then they all drew their swords, and waved them
high in the firelight, and declared war on Fate.

Nothing in the sombre forest stirred or made any
sound.

Tired men do not dream of war. When morning
came over the gleaming fields a company that had set
out from Arn discovered the camping-place of the war-
riors, and brought pavilions and provender. And the
warriors feasted, and the birds in the forest sang, and
the inspiration of Arleon awoke.

Then they arose, and following Arleon, entered the
forest, and marched away to the South. And many a
woman of Arn sent her thoughts with them as they
played alone some old monotonous tune, but their own
thoughts were far before them, skimming over the bath
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long and listened heard heavy two-footed creatures
pad through the night on paws.

As soon as it was light the unarmed men of Arn
began to slip away, and went back by bands through
the forest. When darkness came they did not stop to
sleep, but continued their flight straight on until they
came to Arn, and added there by the tales they told to
the terror of the forest.

But the warriors feasted, and afterwards Arleon
rose, and played his harp, and led them on again; and
a few faithful servants stayed with them still. And they
marched all day through a gloom that was as old as
night, but Arleon’s inspiration burned in his mind like
a star. And he led them till the birds began to drop
into the tree-tops, and it was evening and they all en-
camped. They had only one pavilion left to them now,
and near it they lit a fire, and Camorak posted a sentry
with drawn sword just beyond the glow of the firelight.
Some of the warriors slept in the pavilion and others
round about it.

When dawn came something terrible had killed and
eaten the sentry. But the splendour of the rumours of
Carcassonne and Fate’s decree that they should never
come there, and the inspiration of Arleon and his harp,
all urged the warriors on; and they marched deeper
and deeper all day into the forest.

Once they saw a dragon that had caught a bear and
was playing with it, letting it run a little way and over-
taking it with a paw.

They came at last to a clear space in the forest just
before nightfall. An odour of flowers arose from it like
a mist, and every drop of dew interpreted heaven unto
itself.

It was the hour when twilight kisses Earth.

It was the hour when a meaning comes into sense-
less things, and trees out-majesty the pomp of mon-
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lages and listened to idle singers singing songs; and all
the rumours of Carcassonne still came from the South.

And then one day they came to a hilly land with a
legend in it that only three valleys away a man might
see, on clear days, Carcassonne. Tired though they
were and few, and worn with the years which had all
brought them wars, they pushed on instantly, led still
by Arleon’s inspiration which dwindled in his age,
though he made music with his old harp still.

All day they climbed down into the first valley and
for two days ascended, and came to the Town That
May Not Be Taken In War below the top of the
mountain, and its gates were shut against them, and
there was no way round. To left and right steep preci-
pices stood as far as eye could see or legend tell of,
and the pass lay through the city. Therefore Camorak
drew up his remaining warriors in line of battle to
wage their last war, and they stepped forward over the
crisp bones of old, unburied armies.

No sentinel defied them in the gate, no arrow flew
from any tower of war. One citizen climbed alone to
the mountain’s top, and the rest hid themselves in shel-
tered places. Y

Now, in the top of the mountain was a deep, bowl-
like cavern in the rock, in which fires bubbled softly.
But if any cast a boulder into the fires, as it was the
custom for one of those citizens to do when enemies
approached them, the mountain hurled up intermittent
rocks for three days, and the rocks fell flaming all over
the town and all round about it. And just as Camo-
rak’s men began to batter the gate they heard a crash
on the mountain, and a great rock fell beyond them
and rolled into the valley. The next two fell in front of
them on the iron roofs of the town. Just as they en-
tered the town a rock found them crowded in a narrow
street, and shattered two of them. The mountain
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Then the heralds stepped through the ranks of the
King’s silk-clad warriors who lay oiled and scented
upon velvet cloaks, with a pleasant breeze among them
caused by the fans of slaves; even their casting-spears
were set with jewels; through their ranks the heralds
went with mincing steps, and came to the prophets,
clad in brown and black, and one of them they
brought and set him before the King. And the King
looked at him and said, “Prophesy unto us.”

And the prophet lifted his head, so that his beard
came clear from his brown cloak, and the fans of the
slaves that fanned the warriors wafted the tip of it a
little awry. And he spake to the King, and spake thus:

“Woe unto thee, King, and woe unto Zaccarath.
Woe unto thee, and woe unto thy women, for your
fall shall be sore and soon. Already in Heaven the
gods shun thy god: they know his doom and what is
written of him: he sees oblivion before him like a mist.
Thou hast aroused the hate of the mountaineers. They
hate thee all along the crags of Droom. The evilness of
thy days shall bring down the Zeedians on thee as the
suns of springtide bring the avalanche down. They
shall do unto Zaccarath as the avalanche doth unto the
hamlets of the valley.” When the queens chattered or
tittered among themselves, he merely raised his voice
and still spake on: “Woe to these walls and the carven
things upon them. The hunter shall know the camp-
ing-places of the nomads by the marks of the camp-
fires on the plain, but he shall not know the place of
Zaccarath.”

A few of the recumbent warriors turned their heads
to glance at the prophet when he ceased. Far overhead
the echoes of his voice hummed on a while among the
cedarn rafters.

“Is he not splendid?” said the King. And many of
that assembly. beat with their palms upon the polished
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floor in token of applause. Then the prophet was con-
ducted back to his place at the far end of that mighty
hall, and for a while musicians played on marvellous
curved horns, while drums throbbed behind them hid-
den in a recess. The musicians were sitting cross-legged
on the floor, all blowing their huge horns in the bril-
liant torchlight, but as the drums throbbed louder in
the dark they arose and moved slowly nearer to the King.
Louder and louder drummed the drums in the dark, and
nearer and nearer moved the men with the horns, so that
their music should not be drowned by the drums before
it reached the King,

A marvellous scene it was when the tempestuous
horns were halted before the King, and the drums in
the dark were like the thunder of God; and the queens
were nodding their heads in time to the music, with
their diadems flashing like heavens of falling stars; and
the warriors lifted their heads and shook, as they lifted
them, the plumes of those golden birds which hunters
wait for by the Liddian lakes, in a whole lifetime kill-
ing scarcely six, to make the crests that' the warriors
wore when they feasted in Zaccarath, Then the King
shouted and the warriors sang—almost they remem-
bered then old battle-chants. And, as they sang, the
sound of the drums dwindled, and the musicians
walked away backwards, and the drumming became
fainter and fainter as they walked, and altogether
ceased, and they blew no more on their fantastic
horns. Then the assemblage beat on the floor with their
palms. And afterwards the queens besought the King
to send for another prophet. And the heralds brought a
singer, and placed him before the King; and the singer
was a young man with a harp. And he swept the strings
of it, and when there was silence he sang of the iniquity
of the King. And he foretold the onrush of the Zeedians,
and the fall and the forgetting of Zaccarath, and the
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Though her doom was close upon her and the
enemy of prophecy should come that very night
through the open, southward door that was named the
Gate of the Doom, yet that rocky edifice Thlinrana re-
mained mysterious still, venerable, terrible, dark, and
dreadfully crowned with her doom. It was not often
that anyone dared wander near to Thliinrana by night
when the moan of the magicians invoking we know not
Whom rose faintly from inner chambers, scaring the
drifting bats: but on the last night of all the man from
the black-thatched cottage by the five pine-trees came,
because he would see Thlinrana once again before the
enemy that was divine, but that dwelt with man,
should come against it and it should be no more. Up
the dark valley he went like a bold man, but his fears
were thick upon him; his bravery bore their weight but
stooped a little beneath them, He went in at the south-
ward gate that is named the Gate of the Doom. He came
into a dark hall, and up a marble stairway he passed to
see the last of Thlinrana. At the top of a curtain of
black velvet hung and he passed into a chamber heav-
ily hung with curtains, with a gloom in it that was
blacker than anything they could account for. In a
sombre chamber beyond, seen through a vacant arch-
way, magicians with lighted tapers plied their wizardry
and whispered incantations. All the rats in the place
were passing away, going whimpering down the stair-
way. The man from the black-thatched cottage passed
through that second chamber: the magicians did not
look at him and did not cease to whisper. He passed
from them through heavy curtains still of black velvet
and came into a chamber of black marble where noth-
ing stirred. Only one taper burned in the third cham-
ber; there were no windows. On the smooth floor and
under the smooth wall a silk pavilion stood with its
curtains drawn close together: this was the holy of holies
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Hlo-hlo, who wears Their halos, so these people say,
on golden hooks along his hunting-belt. And from
Theth he came to the city of Moung and the temple of
Moung-ga-ling, and entered and saw the spider-idol,
Hlo-hlo, sitting there with Dead Man’s Diamond glit-
tering on his lap, and looking for all the world like a
full moon, but a full moon seen by a lunatic who had
slept too long in its rays, for there was in Dead Man’s
Diamond a certain sinister look and a boding of things
to happen that are better not mentioned here. The face
of the spider-idol was lit by that fatal gem; there was
no other light. In spite of his shocking limbs and that
demoniac body, his face was serene and apparently un-
conscious.

A little fear came into the mind of Thangobrind the
jeweller, a passing tremor—no more; business was
business and he hoped for the best. Thangobrind
offered honey to Hlo-hlo and prostrated himself before
him. Oh, he was cunning! When the priests stole out of
the darkmess to lap up the honey they were stretched
senseless on the temple floor, for there was a drug in
the honey that was offered to Hlo-hlo. And Thango-
brind the jeweller picked Dead Man’s Diamond up and
put it on his shoulder and trudged away from the
shrine; and Hlo-hlo the spider-idol said nothing at all,
but he laughed softly as the jeweller shut the door.
When the priests awoke out of the grip of the drug that
was offered with the honey to Hlo-hlo, they rushed to
a little secret room with an outlet on the stars and cast
a horoscope of the thief. Something that they saw in
the horoscope seemed to satisfy the priests.

It was not like Thangobrind to go back by the road
by which he had come. No, he went by another road,
even though it led to the narrow way, night-house and
spider-forest.

The city of Moung went towering by behind him,
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that story date back to childhood: he remembered
going once with his father “into a long dark shop
where an old man lolled in a chair at the end of it;
and it was filled with strange things.”

The furnishings of that strange shop full of dusty
gods was also perhaps influenced by memories of his
father’s study in their house at 7 Grosvenor Place in
London. “There were carvings of two different gods
of thunder, one doing his work with a row of
drums, and another by rolling a bronze barrel, and a
picture of a holy man of the east with a toad on his
head, and a china figure of a diver caught by an oc-
topus,” he recalled.

A third boyhood memory also contributed to this
tale. They were staying at Clifton and Dunsany later
recorded: “My best memory of Clifton is the gorge
of the Avon. ‘A Shop in Go-by Street,’ beginning
with a shop in which an old man sold idols, much as
the old man did into whose shop my father once
took me, developed into a scene which held a gorge
between two vast precipices, which was the gorge of
the Avon running through my dreams.”

And to this he adds the comment: “Bricks with-
out straw are more easily made than imagination
without memories.”

LC.

A Shop in Go-by Street

I SAID I must go back to Yann again and see if Bird
of the River still plies up and down and whether her
bearded captain commands her still or whether he sits
in the gate of fair Belzoond drinking at evening the
marvellous yellow wine that the mountaineer brings
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priests crow. These are the happy prophets: unhappy
are they that hear some old god speak while he sleeps
being still deep in slumber, and prophesy and prophesy
and no dawn comes, they are those that men stone say-
ing, ‘Prophesy where this stone shall hit you, and this.” ”

“Then shall Time never slay the gods,” I said. And
he answered, “They shall die by the bedside of the last
man. Then Time shall go mad in his solitude and shall
not know his hours from his centuries of years and
they shall clamour round him crying for recognition
and he shall lay his stricken hands on their heads and
stare at them blindly and say, ‘My children, I do not
know you one from another,” and at these words of
Time empty worlds shall reel.”

And for some while then I was silent, for my imagi-
nation went out into those far years and looked back
at me and mocked me because I was the creature of a
day.

Suddenly I was aware by the old man’s heavy
breathing that he had gone to sleep. It was not an ordi-
nary shop: I feared lest one of his gods should wake
and call for him: I feared many things, it was so dark,
and one or two of those idols were something more
than grotesque. I shook the old man hard by one of his
arms.

“Tell me the way to the cottages,” I said, “on the
edge of the fields we know.”

“I don’t think we can do that,” he said. .

“Then supply me,” I said, “with the goods.”

That brought him to his senses. He said, “You go
out by the back door and turn to the right,” and he
opened a little, old, dark door in the wall through
which I went, and he wheezed and shut the door. The
back of the shop was of incredible age. I saw in an-
tique characters upon a mouldering board: “Licensed
to sell weasels and jade earrings.” The sun was setting
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now and shone on little golden spires that gleamed
along the roof which had long ago been thatched and
with a wonderful straw, I saw that the whole of Go-by
Street had the same strange appearance when looked
at from behind. The pavement was the same as the
pavement of which I was weary and of which so many
thousand miles lay the other side of those houses, but
the street was of most pure untrampled grass with such
marvellous flowers in it that they lured downward from
great heights the flocks of butterflies as they travelled
by, going I know not whence. The other side of the
street there was pavement again but no houses of any
kind, and what there was in place of them I did not
stop to see, for I turned to my right and walked along
the back of Go-by Street till I came to the open fields
and the gardens of the cottages that I sought. Huge
flowers went up out of these gardens like slow rockets
and burst into purple blooms and stood there huge and
radiant on six-foot stalks and softly sang strange songs.
Others came up beside them and bloomed and began
singing too. A very old witch came out of her cottage
by the back door and into the garden in which I stood.

“What are these wonderful flowers?” I said to her.

“Hush! Hush!” she said, “I am putting the poets to
bed. These flowers are their dreams.”

And in a lower voice I said: “What wonderful song
are they singing?” and she said, “Be still and listen.”

And I listened and found they were singing of my
own childhood and of things that happened there so
far away that I had quite forgotten them till I heard
the wonderful song.

“Why is the song so faint?” I said to her.

“Dead voices,” she said, “Dead voices,” and turned
back again to her cottage saying: “Dead voices™ still,
but softly for fear that she should wake the poets.
“They sleep so badly while they live,” she said.
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I stole on tiptoe upstairs to the little roof from
whose windows, looking one way, we see the fields we
know and, looking another, those hilly lands that I
sought—almost I feared not to find them. I looked at
once towards the mountains of faéry; the afterglow of
the sunset flamed on them, their avalanches flashed on
their violet slopes coming down tremendous from em-
erald peaks of ice; and there was the old gap in the
blue-grey hills above the precipice of amethyst whence
one sees the Lands of Dream.

All was still in the room where the poets slept when
I came quietly down. The old witch sat by a table with
a lamp, knitting a splendid cloak of gold and green for
a king that had been dead a thousand years.

“Is it any use,” I said “to the king that is dead that
you sit and knit him a cloak of gold and green?”

“Who knows?” she said.

“What a silly question to ask,” said her old black
cat who lay curled by the fluttering fire.

Already the stars were shining on that romantic land
when I closed the witch’s door; already the glow-
worms were mounting guard for the night around
those magical cottages. I turned and trudged for the
gap in the blue-grey mountains.

Already when I arrived some colour began to show
in the amethyst precipice below the gap although it
was not yet morning. I heard a rattling and sometimes
caught a flash from those golden dragons far away
below me that are the triumph of the goldsmiths of Sir-
doo and were given life by the ritual incantations of
the conjurer Amargrarn. On the edge of the opposite
cliff, too near I thought for safety, I saw the ivory pal-
ace of Singanee that mighty elephant-hunter; small
lights appeared in windows, the slaves were awake,
and beginning with heavy eyelids the work of the day.

And now a ray of sunlight topped the world. Others
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Dream is ever seized by these beasts, and yet I ran; for
if a man’s spirit is seized in the Lands of Dream his
body may survive it for many years and well know the
beasts that mouthed him far away and the look in their
little eyes and the smell of their breath; that is why the
recreation field at Hanwell is so dreadfully trodden
into restless paths.

And so I came at last to the sea-like flood of proud,
tremendous Yann, with whom there tumbled streams
from incredible lands—with these he went by singing.
Singing he carried drift-wood and whole trees, fallen in
far-away, unvisited forests, and swept them mightily
by; but no sign was there either out in the river or in
the olden anchorage near by of the ship I came to see.

And I built myself a hut and roofed it over with the
huge abundant leaves of a marvellous weed and ate the
meat that grows on the targar-tree and waited there
‘three days. And all day long the river tumbled by and
all night long the tolulu-bird sang on and the huge fire-
flies had no other care than to pour past in torrents of
dancing sparks, and nothing rippled the surface of
Yann by day and nothing disturbed the tolulu-bird by
night. T know not what I feared for the ship I sought
and its friendly captain who came from fair Belzoond
and its cheery sailors out of Durl and Duz; all day long
1 looked for it on the river and listened for it by night
until the dancing fireflies danced me to sleep. Three
times only in those three nights the tolulu-bird was
scared and stopped his song, and each time I awoke
with a start and found no ship and saw that he was
only scared by the dawn. Those indescribable dawns
upon the Yann came up like flames in some land over
the hills where a magician burns by secret means enor-
mous amethysts in a copper pot. I used to watch them
in wonder while no bird sang—till all of a sudden the
sun came over a hill and every bird but one began to
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And I looked and saw that the earth was difficult
and dry and that every spadeful that the tired men
lifted was full of pearls; but some men sat quite still
and watched the butterflies that flitted about the gar-
den and the old witch did not beat them with her stick.
And when I asked her who the diggers were she said:
“They are my poets, they are digging for pearls.” And
when I asked her what so many pearls were for she
said to me: “To feed the pigs of course.”

“But do the pigs like pearls?” I said to her.

“Of course they don’t,” she said. And I would have
pressed the matter further but that old black cat had
come out of the cottage and was looking at me whimsi-
cally and saying nothing so that I knew I was asking
silly questions. And I asked instead why some of the
poets were idle and were watching butterflies without
being beaten. And she said: “The butterflies know
where the pearls are hidden and they are waiting for
one to alight above the buried treasure. They cannot
dig till they know where to dig.” And all of a sudden a
faun came out of a rhododendron forest and began to
dance upon a disc of bronze in which a fountain was
set; and the sound of his two hooves dancing on the
bronze was beautiful as bells,

“Tea-bell,” said the witch; and all the poets threw
down their spades and followed her into the house,
and I followed them; but the witch and all of us fol-
lowed the black cat, who arched his back and lifted his
tail and walked along the garden-path of blue enam-
elled tiles and through the black-thatched porch and
the open, oaken door and into a little room where tea
was ready. And in the garden the flowers began to sing
and the fountain tinkled on the disc of bronze. And I
learned that the fountain came from an otherwise un-
known sea, and sometimes it threw gilded fragments
up from the wrecks of unheard-of galleons, foundered
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Singanee. I knew at once that this curved mass of
ivory that had been dragged by ropes to bridge the
abyss was the twin of the ivory gate that once
Perdéndaris had, and had itself been the destruction of
that once famous city—towers and walls and people.
Already men had begun to hollow it and to carve
human figures life-size along its sides. I walked across
it; and half way across, at the bottom of the curve, I
met a few of the carvers fast asleep. On the opposite
cliff by the palace lay the thickest end of the tusk and I
came down by a ladder which leaned against the tusk
for they had not yet carved steps. .

Outside the ivory palace it was as I had supposed
and the sentry at the gate slept heavily; and though I
asked of him permission to enter the palace he only
muttered a blessing on Singanee and fell asleep again.
It was evident that he had been drinking bak. Inside
the ivory hall I met with servitors who told me that
any stranger was welcome there that night, because
they extolled the triumph of Singanee. And they
offered me bak to drink to commemorate his splendour
but I did not know its power nor whether a little or
much prevailed over a man so I said that I was under
an oath to a god to drink nothing beautiful; and they
asked me if he could not be appeased by prayer, and I
said, “In nowise,” and went towards the dance; and
they commiserated me and abused that god bitter-
ly, thinking to please me thereby, and then they fell to
drinking bak to the glory of Singanee. Outside the cur-
tains that hung before the dance there stood a cham-
berlain and when I told him that though a stranger
there, yet I was well known to Mung and Sish and
Kib, the gods of Pegana, whose signs I made, he bade
me ample welcome. Therefore I questioned him about
my clothes asking if they were not unsuitable to so au-
gust an occasion and he swore by the spear that had
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slain the destroyer of Perdéndaris that Singanee would
think it a shameful thing that any stranger not un-
known to the gods should enter the dancing hall unsuit-
ably clad; and therefore he led me to another room
and took silken robes out of an old sea-chest of black
and seamy oak with green copper hasps that were set
with a few pale sapphires, and requested me to choose
a suitable robe. And I chose a bright green robe, with
an under-robe of light blue which was seen here and
there, and a light blue sword-belt. I also wore a cloak
that was dark purple with two thin strips of dark blue
along the border and a row of large dark sapphires
sewn along the purple between them; it hung down
from my shoulders behind me. Nor would the cham-
berlain of Singanee let me take any less than this, for
he said that not even a stranger, on that night could be
allowed to stand in the way of his master’s munificence
which he was pleased to exercise in honour of his vic-
tory. As soon as I was attired we went to the dancing
hall and the first thing that I saw in that tall, scintil-
lant chamber was the huge form of Singanee stand-
ing among the dancers and the heads of the men
no higher than his waist. Bare were the huge
arms that had held the spear that had avenged Per-
déndaris. The chamberlain led me to him and I bowed,
and said that I gave thanks to the gods to whom he
looked for protection; and he said that he had
heard my gods well spoken of by those accustomed
to pray but this he said only of courtesy, for he knew
not whom they were.

Singanee was simply dressed and only wore on his
head a plain gold band to keep his hair from falling
over his forehead, the ends of the gold were tied at the
back with a bow of purple silk. But all his queens wore
crowns of great magnificence, though whether they
were crowned as the queens of Singanee or whether
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queens were attracted there from the thrones of distant
lands by the wonder of him and the splendour I did
not know.

All there wore silken robes of brilliant colours and
the feet of all were bare and very shapely for the cus-
tom of boots was unknown in those regions. And when
they saw that my big toes were deformed in the man-
ner of Europeans, turning inwards towards the others
instead of being straight, one or two asked sympatheti-
cally if an accident had befallen me. And rather than
tell them truly that deforming our big toes was our
custom and our pleasure I told them that I was under
the curse of a malignant god at whose feet I had ne-
glected to offer berries in infancy. And to some extent I
justified myself, for Convention is a god though his
ways are evil; and had I told them the truth I would
not have been understood. They gave me a lady to
dance with who was of marvellous beauty, she told me
that her name was Saranoora a princess from the
North, who had been sent as tribute to the palace of
Singanee. And partly she danced as Europeans dance
and partly as the fairies of the waste who lure, as leg-
end has it, lost travellers to their doom. And if I could
get thirty heathen men out of fantastic lands, with
their long black hair and little elfin eyes and instru-
ments of music even unknown to Nebuchadnezzar the
King; and if I could make them play those tunes that I
heard in the ivory palace on some lawn, gentle reader,
at evening near your house then you would understand
the beauty of Saranoora and the blaze of light and col-
our in that stupendous hall and the lithesome move-
ment of those mysterious queens that danced round
Singanee. Then gentle reader you would be gentle no
more but the thoughts that run like leopards over the
far free lands would come leaping into your head even
were it in London, yes, even in London: you would
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rise up then and beat your hands on the wall with its
pretty pattern of flowers, in the hope that the bricks
might break and reveal the way to that palace of ivory
by the amethyst gulf where the golden dragons are.
For there have been men who have burned prisons
down that the prisoners might escape, and even such
incendiaries those dark musicians are who dangerously
burn down custom that the pining thoughts may go
free. Let your elders have no fear, have no fear. I will
not play those tunes in any streets we know. I will not
bring those strange musicians here, I will only whisper
the way to the Lands of Dream, and only a few frail
feet shall find the way, and I shall dream alone of the
beauty of Saranoora and sometimes sigh. We danced
on and on at the will of the thirty musicians, but when
the stars were paling and the wind that knew the dawn
was ruffling up the edge of the skirts of night, then
Saranoora the princess from the North let me out into
a garden. Dark groves of trees were there which filled
the night with perfume and guarded night’s mysteries
from the arising dawn. There floated over us, wander-
ing in that garden, the triumphant melody of those
dark musicians, whose origin was unguessed even by
those that dwelt there and knew the Lands of Dream.
For only a moment once sang the tolulu-bird, for the
festival of that night had scared him and he was silent.
For a moment once we heard him singing in some far
grove because the musicians rested and our bare feet
made no sound; for a moment we heard that bird of
which once our nightingale dreamed and handed on
the tradition to his children. And Saranoora told me
that they have named the bird the Sister of Song; but
for the musicians, who presently played again, she said
they had no name, for no one knew who they were or
from what country. Then some one sang quite near us
in the darkness to an instrument of strings telling of
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back into the ivory palace. And I feared that we might
never meet again, for time moves differently over the
Lands of Dream than over the fields we know; like
ocean-currents going different ways and bearing drift-
ing ships. And at the doorway of the ivory palace
I turned to say farewell and yet I found no words that
were suitable to say. And often now when I stand in
other lands I stop and think of many things to have
said; yet all I said was “Perhaps we shall meet again.”
And she said that it was likely that we should often
meet for that this was a little thing for the gods to per-
mit, not knowing that the gods of the Lands of Dream
have little power upon the fields we know. Then she
went in through the doorway. And having exchanged
for my own clothes again the raiment that the cham-
berlain had given me I turned from the hospitality of
mighty Singanee and set my face towards the fields we
know. I crossed that enormous tusk that had been the
end of Perdondaris and met the artists carving it as I
went; and some by way of greeting as I passed extolled
Singanee, and in answer I gave honour to his name.
Daylight had not yet penetrated wholly to the bottom
of the abyss but the darkness was giving place to a
purple haze and I could faintly see one golden dragon
there. Then looking once towards the ivory palace, and
seeing no one at its windows, I turned sorrowfully
away; and going by the way that I knew passed
through the gap in the mountains and down their
slopes till T came again in sight of the witch’s cottage.
And as I went to the upper window to look for the
fields we know, the witch spoke to me; but I was cross,
as one newly waked from sleep, and I would not
answer her. Then the cat questioned me as to whom I
had met, and I answered him that in the fields we
know cats kept their place and did not speak to man.
And then I came downstairs and walked straight out of
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knows not how it can be that the place should look
like that.

A flock of sheep came by me presently looking the
same as ever, but the man who led them had a wild,
strange look. I spoke to him and he did not understand
me. Then I went down to the river to see if my boat
was there and at the very spot where I had left it, in
the mud (for the tide was low) I saw a half-buried
piece of blackened wood that might have been part of
a boat, but I could not tell. I began to feel that I had
missed the world. It would be a strange thing to travel
from far away to see London and not to be able to find
it among all the roads that lead there, but I seemed to
have travelled in Time and to have missed it among
the centuries. And when as I wandered over the grassy
hills I came on a wattled shrine that was thatched with
straw and saw a lion in it more worn with time than
even the Sphinx at Gizeh and when I knew it for one
of the four in Trafalgar Square then I saw that I was
stranded far away in the future with many centuries of
treacherous years between me and anything that I had
known. And then I sat on the grass by the worn paws
of the lion to think out what to do. And I decided to
go back through Go-by Street and, since there was
nothing left to keep me any more to the fields we
know, to offer myself as a servant in the palace of Singa-
nee, and to see again the face of Saranoora and those
famous, wonderful, amethystine dawns upon the abyss
where the golden dragons play. And I stayed no longer
to look for remains of the ruins of London; for there is
little pleasure in seeing wonderful things if there is no
one at all to hear of them and to wonder. So I returned
at once to Go-by Street, the little row of huts, and saw
no other record that London had been except that one
stone lion. I went to the right house this time. It was
very much altered and more like one of those huts that
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while, untouched by human trouble, untouched as yet
by the night that was hiding the plains away, the peak
of Mluna, calm in the after-glow, looked on the Du-
bious Land. And it was there on the plain upon the
known side of Mluna, just as the evening star came
mouse-like into view and the flames of the camp-fire
lifted their lonely plumes uncheered by any song, that
that rash scheme was hastily planned by the nomads
which the world has named The Quest of the Golden
Box.

No measure of wiser precaution could the elders of
the nomads have taken than to choose for their thief
that very Slith, that identical thief that (even as I
write) in how many school-rooms governesses teach
stole a march on the King of Westalia. Yet the weight
of the box was such that others had to accompany
him, and Sippy and Slorg were no more agile thieves
than may be found today among vendors of the an-
tique.

So over the shoulder of Mluna these three climbed
next day and slept as well as they might among its
snows rather than risk a night in the woods of the Du-
bious Land. And the morning came up radiant and the
birds were full of song, but the forest underneath and
the waste beyond it and the bare and ominous crags all
wore the appearance of an unuttered threat.

Though Slith had an experience of twenty years of
theft, yet he said little; only if one of the others made a
stone roll with his foot, or, later on in the forest, if one
of them stepped on a twig, he whispered sharply to
them always the same words: “That is not business.”
He knew that he could not make them better thieves
during a two-days’ journey, and whatever doubts he
had he interfered no further.

From the shoulder of Mluna they dropped into the
clouds, and from the clouds to the forest, to whose na-
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tive beasts, as well the three thieves knew, all flesh was
meat, whether it were the flesh of fish or man. There
the thieves drew idolatrously from their pockets each
one a separate god and prayed for protection in the
unfortunate wood, and hoped therefrom for a threefold
chance of escape, since if anything should eat one of
them it were certain to eat them all, and they confided
that the corollary might be true and all should escape
if one did. Whether-one of these gods was propitious
and awake, or whether all of the three, or whether it
was chance that brought them through the forest un-
mouthed by detestable beasts, none knoweth; but cer-
tainly neither the emissaries of the god that most they
feared, nor the wrath of the topical god of that omi-
nous place, brought their doom to the three adventur-
ers there or then. And so it was that they came to
Rumbly Heath, in the heart of the Dubious Land,
whose stormy hillocks were the ground-swell and the
after-wash of the earthquake lulled for a while. Some-
thing so huge that it seemed unfair to man that it
should move so softly stalked splendidly by them, and
only so barely did they escape its notice that one word
rang and echoed through their three imaginations—*“If
—if—if.” And when this danger was at last gone by
they moved cautiously on again and presently saw the
little harmless mipt, half fairy and half gnome, giving
shrill, contented squeaks on the edge of the world.
And they edged away unseen, for they said that the in-
quisitiveness of the mipt had become fabulous, and
.that, harmless as he was, he had a bad way with se-
crets; yet they probably loathed the way that he nuz-
zles dead white bones, and would not admit their
loathing, for it does not become adventurers to care
who eats their bones. Be this as it may, they edged
away from the mipt, and came almost at once to the
wizened tree, the goal-post of their adventure, and
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knew that beside them was the crack in the world and
the bridge from Bad to Worse, and that underneath
them stood the rocky house of Owner of the Box.

This was their simple plan: to slip into the corridor
in the upper cliff; to run softly down it (of course with
naked feet) under the warning to travellers that is
graven upon stone, which interpreters take to be “It Is
Better Not”; not to touch the berries that are there for
a purpose, on the right side going down; and so to
come to the guardian on his pedestal who had slept for
a thousand years and should be sleeping still; and go in
through the open window. One man was to wait out-
side by the crack in the World until the others came
out with the golden box, and, should they cry for help,
he was to threaten at once to unfasten the iron clamp
that kept the crack together. When the box was se-
cured they were to travel all night and all the following
day, until the cloud-banks that wrapped the slopes of
Mluna were well between them and Owner of the Box.

The door in the cliff was open. They passed without
a murmur down the cold steps, Slith leading them all
the way. A glance of longing, no more, each gave to
the beautiful berries. The guardian upon his pedestal
was still asleep. Slorg climbed by a ladder, that Slith
knew where to find, to the iron clamp across the crack
in the World, and waited beside it with a chisel in his
hand, listening closely for anything untoward, while his
friends slipped into the house; and no sound came.
And presently Slith and Sippy found the golden box:
everything seemed happening as they had planned, it
only remained to see if it was the right one and to es-
cape with it from that dreadful place. Under the shel-
ter of the pedestal, so near to the guardian that they
could feel his warmth, which paradoxically had the
effect of chilling the blood of the boldest of them, they
smashed the emerald hasp and opened the golden box;
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quainted with the ways of the sea, they might become
involved in troublesome legal formulz.

And Bloody Bill, as they rudely called Mr. Gagg, a
member of the crew, looked up at the sky, and said
that it was a windy night and looked like hanging. And
some of those present thoughtfully stroked their necks
while Captain Shard unfolded to them his plan. He
said the time was come to quit the Desperate Lark, for
she was too well known to the navies of four king-
doms, and a fifth was getting to know her, and others
had suspicions. (More cutters than even Captain Shard
suspected were already looking for her jolly black flag
with its neat skull-and-crossbones in yellow.) There
was a little archipelago that he knew of on the wrong
side of the Sargasso Sea; there were about thirty is-
lands there, bare, ordinary islands, but one of them
floated. He had noticed it years ago, and had gone
ashore and never told a soul, but had quietly anchored
it with the anchor of his ship to the bottom of the sea,
which just there was profoundly deep, and had made
the thing the secret of his life, determining to marry
and settle down there if it ever became impossible to
earn his livelihood in the usual way at sea. When first
he saw it it was drifting slowly, with the wind in the
tops of the trees; but if the cable had not rusted away,
it should be still where he left it, and they would make
a rudder and hollow out cabins below, and at night
they would hoist sails to the trunks of the trees and sail
wherever they liked.

And all the pirates cheered, for they wanted to set
their feet on land again somewhere where the hangman
would not come and jerk them off it at once; and bold
men though they were, it was a strain seeing so many
lights coming their way at night, Even then . . . ! But
it swerved away again and was lost in the mist.

And Captain Shard said that they would need to get
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watching for her, and where she was presently cap-
tured by an admiral of Spain, who, when he found
none of that famous crew on board to hang by the
neck from the yard-arm, grew ill through disappoint-
ment.

And Shard on his island offered the Queen of the
South the choicest of the old wines of Provence, and
for adornment gave her Indian jewels looted from gal-
leons with treasure for Madrid, and spread a table
where she dined in the sun, while in some cabin
below he bade the least coarse of his mariners sing; yet
always she was morose and moody towards him, and
often at evening he was heard to say that he wished he
knew more about the ways of Queens. So they lived
for years, the pirates mostly gambling and drinking
below, Captain Shard trying to please the Queen of the
South, and she never wholly forgetting Bombasharna.
When they needed new provisions they hoisted sails on
the trees, and as long as no ship came in sight they
scudded before the wind, with the water rippling over
the beach of the island; but as soon as they sighted a
ship the sails came down, and they became an ordi-
nary uncharted rock.

They mostly moved by night; sometimes they hov-
ered off sea-coast towns as of old, sometimes they
boldly entered river-mouths, and even attached them-
selves for a while to the mainland, whence they would
plunder the neighbourhood and escape again to sea.
And if a ship was wrecked on their island of a night
they said it was all to the good. They grew very crafty
in seamanship, and cunning in what they did, for they
knew that any news of the Desperate Lark’s old crew
would bring hangmen from the interior running down
to every port.

And no one is known to have found them out or to
have annexed their island; but a rumour arose and
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case before him. The arch-idolater who made idols of
his own rebuked Pombo in the name of Man for hav-
ing broken his idols—*“for hath not Man made them?”
the arch-idolater said; and concerning the idols them-
selves he spoke long and learnedly, explaining divine
etiquette, and how Pombo had offended, and how no
idol in the world would listen to Pombo’s prayer.
When Pombo heard this he wept and made bitter out-
cry, and cursed the gods of ivory and the gods of jade,
and the hand of Man that made them, but most of all
he cursed their etiquette that had undone, as he said,
an innocent man; so that at last that arch-idolater, who
made idols of his own, stopped in his work upon an
idol of jasper for a king that was weary of Wosh, and
took compassion on Pombo, and told him that though
no idol in the world would listen to his prayer, yet only
a little way over the edge of it a certain disreputable
idol sat who knew nothing of etiquette, and granted
prayers that no respectable god would ever consent to
hear. When Pombo heard this he took two handfuls of
the arch-idolater’s beard and kissed them joyfully, and
dried his tears and became his old impertinent self
. again. And he that carved from jasper the usurper of
Wosh explained how in the village of World’s End, at
the furthest end of Last Street, there is a hole that you
take to be a well, close by the garden wall, but that if
you lower yourself by your hands over the edge of the
hole, and feel about with your feet till they find a
ledge, that is the top step of a flight of stairs that takes
you down over the edge of the World. “For all that
men know, those stairs may have a purpose and even a
bottom step,” said the arch-idolater, “but discussion
about the lower flights is idle.” Then the teeth of
Pombo chattered, for he feared the darkness, but he
that made idols of his own explained that those stairs
were always lit by the faint blue gloaming in which the
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ago in summer. And the man’s name was Arrath, a
subject of Ackronnion, a kmight-at-arms of the spear-
guard: and together they set out through the fields of
fable until they came to Fairyland, a kingdom sunning
itself (as all men know) for leagues along the edges of
the World. And by a strange old pathway they came to
the land they sought, through a wind blowing up the
pathway sheer from space with a kind of metallic taste
from the roving stars. Even so they came to the windy
house of thatch where dwells the Old Man Who Looks
After Fairyland sitting by parlour windows that look
away from the world. He made them welcome in his
star-ward parlour, telling them tales of Space, and when
they named to him their perilous quest he said it would
be a charity to kill the Gladsome Beast; for he was
clearly one of those that liked not its happy ways. And
then he took them out through his back door, for the
front door had no pathway nor even a step—from it
the old man used to empty his slops sheer on to the
Southern Cross—and so they came to the garden
wherein his cabbages were, and those flowers that only
blow in Fairyland, turning their faces always towards
the comet, and he pointed them out the way to the
place he called Underneath, where the Gladsome Beast
had his lair. Then they manceuvred. Ackronnion was
to go by the way of the steps with his harp and an
agate bowl, while Arrath went round by a crag on the
other side. Then the Old Man Who Looks After Fairy-
land went back to his windy house, muttering angrily
as he passed his cabbages, for he did not love the ways
of the Gladsome Beast; and the two friends parted on
their separate ways.

Nothing perceived them but that ominous crow glut-
ted overlong already upon the flesh of man.

The wind blew bleak from the stars.

At first there was dangerous climbing, and then
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those eyes whose duty it is; from further within and
deeper, the bats that dwell there arose when they saw
the surprise in the eyes; the sentinels on the bulwarks
beheld that stream of bats and lifted up their spears as
it were for war. Nevertheless when they perceived that
that war for which they watched was not now come
upon them, they lowered their spears and suffered him
to enter, and he passed whirring through the earthward
gateway. Even so he came, as foretold, to the City of
Never perched upon Toldenarba, and saw late twilight
on those pinnacles that know no other light. All the
domes were of copper, but the spires on their summits
were gold. Little steps of onyx ran all this way and
that. With cobbled agates were its streets a glory.
Through small square panes of rose-quartz the citizens
looked from their houses. To them as they looked
abroad the World far-off seemed happy. Clad though
that city was in one robe always, in twilight, yet was its
beauty worthy of even so lovely a wonder: city and
twilight both were peerless but for each other. Built of
a stone unknown in the world we tread were its bas-
tions, quarried we know not where, but called by the
gnomes abyzx, it so flashed back to the twilight its glo-
ries, colour for colour, that none can say of them
- where their boundary is, and which the eternal twi-
light, which the City of Never; they are the twin-born
children, the fairest daughters of Wonder. Time had
been there, but not to work destruction; he had turned
to a fair, pale green the domes that were made of cop-
per, the rest he had left untouched, even he, the de-
stroyer of cities, by what bribe I know not averted.
Nevertheless they often wept in Never for change and
passing away, mourning catastrophes in other worlds,
and they built temples sometimes to ruined stars that
had fallen flaming down from the Milky Way, giving
them worship still when by us long since forgotten.
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elves, the only living things ever seen moving at that
awful altituade where they quarry turquoise on Earth’s

highest crag, his name is a byword for loquacity

wherewith they mock the talkative.

His favourite story if you offer him bash—the drug
of which he is fondest, and for which he will give his
service in war to the elves against the goblins, or vice-
versa if the goblins bring him more—his favourite
story, when bodily soothed by the drug and mentally
fiercely excited, tells of a quest undertaken ever so
long ago for nothing more marketable than an old
woman’s song.

Picture him telling it. An old man, lean and
bearded, and almost monstrously long, that lolled in a
city’s gateway on a crag perhaps ten miles high; the
houses for the most part facing eastward, lit by the sun
and moon and the constellations we know, but one
house on the pinnacle looking over the Edge of the
World and lit by the glimmer of those unearthly spaces
where one long evening wears away the stars: my little
offering of bash; a long forefinger that nipped it at
once on a stained and greedy thumb—all these are in
the foreground of the picture. In the background, the
mystery of those silent houses and of not knowing who
their denizens were, or what service they had at the
hands of the long porter and what payment he had in
return, and whether he was mortal.

Picture him in the gateway of this incredible town,
having swallowed my bash in silence, stretch his great
length, lean back, and begin to speak.

It seems that one clear morning a hundred years
ago, a visitor to Tong Tong Tarrup was climbing up
from the World. He had already passed above the
snow and had set his foot on a step of the earthward
stairway that goes down from Tong Tong Tarrup on to
the rocks, when the long porter saw him. And so pain-
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daily receding, troubled his mind, or else the weari-
some work that he did in London, for he worked for a
great firm that was perfectly useless; and he grew old
early, as men do in cities. And at last, when melan--
choly brought only regret and the uselessness of his
work gained ground with age, he decided to consult a
magician. So to a magician he went and told him his
troubles, and particularly he told him how he had
heard the song. “And now,” he said, “it is nowhere in
the World.”

“Of course it is not in the World,” the magician
said, “but over the Edge of the World you may easily
find it.” And he told the man that he was suffering
from flux of time and recommended a day at the Edge
of the World. Jones asked what part of the Edge of the
World he should go to, and the magician had heard
Tong Tong Tarrup well spoken of; so he paid him, as
-1s usual, in opals, and started at once on the journey.
The ways to that town are winding; he took the ticket
at Victoria Station that they only give if they know
you: he went past Bleth: he went along the Hills of
Neol-Hungar and came to the Gap of Poy. All these
are in that part of the World that pertains to the fields
we know; but beyond the Gap of Poy on those ordi-
nary plains, that so closely resemble Sussex, one first
meets the unlikely. A line of common grey hills, the
Hills of Sneg, may be seen at the edge of the plain
from the Gap of Poy; it is there that the incredible be-
gins, infrequently at first, but happening more and
more as you go up the hills. For instance, descending
once into Poy Plains, the first thing that I saw was an
ordinary shepherd watching a flock of ordinary sheep.
I looked at them for some time and nothing happened,
when, without a word, one of the sheep walked up to
the shepherd and borrowed his pipe and smoked it—
an incident that struck me as unlikely; but in the Hills
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ment he had not come so far: he strode on over the
plateau, and came quite near to the centaurs. It is
never the centaurs’ wont to notice men; they pawed
the ground and shouted to one another in Greek, but
they said no word to him. Nevertheless they turned
and stared at him when he left them, and when he had
crossed the plateau and still went on, all five of them
cantered after to the edge of their green land; for
above the high green plateau of the centaurs is nothing
but naked mountain, and the last green thing that is
seen by the mountaineer as he travels to Tong Tong
Tarrup is the grass that the centaurs trample. He came
into the snow fields that the mountain wears like a
cape, its head being bare above it, and still climbed on.
The centaurs watched him with increasing wonder.

Not even fabulous beasts were near him now, nor
strange demoniac trees—nothing but snow and the
clean bare crag above it on which was Tong Tong Tar-
rup. All day he climbed and evening found him above
the snow-line; and soon he came to the stairway cut in
the rock and in sight of that grizzled man, the long
porter of Tong Tong Tarrup, sitting mumbling amaz-
ing memories to himself and expecting in vain from the
stranger a gift of bash.

It seems that as soon as thé stranger arrived at the
bastion gateway, tired though he was, he demanded
lodgings at once that commanded a good view of the
Edge of the World. But the long porter, that grizzled
man, disappointed of his bash, demanded the strang-
er’s story to add to his memories before he would
show him the way. And this is the story, if the long
porter has told me the truth and if his memory is still
what it was. And when the story was told, the grizzled
man arose, and, dangling his musical keys, went up
through door after door and by many stairs and led the
stranger to the top-most house, the highest roof in the
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World, and in its parlour showed him the parlour win-
dow. There the tired stranger sat down in a chair and
gazed out of the window sheer over the Edge of the.
World. The window was shut, and in its glittering
panes the twilight of World’s Edge blazed and danced,
partly like glow-worms’ lamps and partly like the sea;
it went by rippling, full of wonderful moons. But the
traveller did not look at the wonderful moons. For
from the abyss there grew with their roots in far con-
stellations a row of hollyhocks, and amongst them a
small green garden quivered and trembled as scenes
tremble in water; higher up, ling in bloom was floating
upon the twilight, more and more floated up till all the
twilight was purple; the little green garden low down
was hung in the midst of it. And the garden down
below, and the ling all round it, seemed all to be trem-
bling and drifting on a song. For the twilight was full
of a song that sang and rang along the edges of the
World, and the green garden and the ling seemed to
flicker and ripple with it as the song rose and fell, and
an old woman was singing it down in the garden. A
bumble-bee sailed across from over the Edge of the
World. And the song that was lapping there against the
coasts of the World, and to which the stars were danc~
ing, was the same that he had heard the old woman
sing long since down in the valley in the midst of the
Northern moor.

But that grizzled man, the long porter, would not let
the stranger stay, because he brought him no bash, and
impatiently he shouldered him away, himself not trou-
bling to glance through the World’s outermost window,
for the lands that Time afflicts and the spaces that
Time knows not are all one to that grizzled man, and
the bash that he eats more profoundly astounds his
mind than anything man can show him either in the
World we know or over the Edge. And, bitterly pro-
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lay a Land—said Land was crowned with lotus—
where it was summer in our winter days and where it
was winter in summer.

And when the Sultan of those most distant lands
knew that the Creator of All had contrived a device so
vastly to his delight his merriment knew no bounds.
On a sudden he spake and said, and this was the gist
of his saying, that upon that line of boundary or limit
that divided the North from the South a palace be
made, where in the Northern courts should summer
be, while in the South was winter; so should he move
from court to court according to his mood, and dally
with the summer in the morning and spend the noon
with snow. So the Sultan’s poets were sent for and
bade to tell of that city, foreseeing its splendour far
away to the South and in the future of time; and some
were found fortunate. And of those that were found
fortunate and were crowned with flowers none earned
more easily the Sultan’s smile (on which long days de-
pended) than he that foreseeing the city spake of it
thus:

“In seven years and seven days, O Prop of Heaven,
shall thy builders build it, thy palace that is neither
North nor South, where neither summer nor winter is
sole lord of the hours. White I see it, very vast, as a
city, very fair, as a woman, Earth’s wonder, with many
windows, with thy princesses peering out at twilight;
yea, I behold the bliss of the gold balconies, and hear
a rustling down long galleries and the doves’ coo upon
its sculptured eaves. O Prop of Heaven, would that so
fair a city were built by thine ancient sires, the children
of the sun, that so might all men see it even to-day,
and not the poets only, whose vision sees it so far
away to the South and in the future of time.

“Q King of the Years, it shall stand midmost on that
line that divideth equally the North from the South
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and that parteth the seasons asunder as with a screen.
On the Northern side when summer is in the North thy
silken guards shall pace by dazzling walls while thy
spearsmen clad in furs go round the South. But at the
hour of noon in the midmost day of the year thy
chamberlain shall go down from his high place and
into the midmost court, and men with trumpets shall
go down behind him, and he shall utter a great cry at
noon, and the men with trumpets shall cause their
trumpets to blare, and the spearsmen clad in furs shall
march to the North and thy silken guard shall take
their place in the South, and summer shall leave the
North and go to the South, and all the swallows shall
rise and follow after. And alone in thine inner courts
shall no change be, for they shall lie narrowly along
that line that parteth the seasons in sunder and divid-
eth the North from the South, and thy long gardens
shall lie under them.

“And in thy gardens shall spring always be, for
spring lies ever at the marge of summer; and autumn
also shall always tint thy gardens, for autumn always
flares at winter’s edge, and those gardens shall lie apart ™
between winter and summer. And there shall be or-
chards in thy garden, too, with all the burden of au-
tumn on their boughs and all the blossom of spring.

“Yea, I behold this palace, for we see future things;
I see its white wall shine in the huge glare of midsum-
mer, and the lizards lying along it motionless in the
sun, and men asleep in the noonday, and the butterflies
floating by, and birds of radiant plumage chasing mar-
vellous moths; far off the forest and great orchids glo-
rying there, and iridescent insects dancing round in the
light. I see the wall upon the other side; the snow has
come upon the battlements, the icicles have fringed
them like frozen beards, a wild wind blowing out of
lonely places and crying to the cold fields as it blows
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the Gods six years earlier, and turned to the writing of
a new play called A Night at an Inn.

Dunsany was not ever again to write a volume of
heroic fantasies as excellent as The Book of Wonder.
In fact, although he could not know it at the time, this
phase of his career had ended, and only two more col-
lections of adventures in the little kingdoms at the
Edge of the World would ever be written.

One reason for this was the increasing popularity of
his plays. The Abbey Theatre, with an eye to the
rather spectacular success of The Gods of the Moun-
tain, sent a company to London to perform King Argi-
menes at the Court Theatre. And before long the Rus-
sian impresario, Lykiardopolus, coming to London to
scout for new plays, saw “Gods,” liked it, and im-
ported the drama to Russia. In time, and in transla-
tion, Dunsany’s plays were being performed in towns
all over Russia, while one of them, The Golden Doom,
was to have its world premiere in Moscow. Before long
his most successful plays were being imported to
Broadway, and appearing in print. Dunsany was soon
too busy writing more plays to satisfy the demands he’
had created, to write very many stories.

Another reason was World War I, which loomed
vast and dark and menacing on the horizon of the fu-
ture. Dunsany was to serve in that war with the fifth
battalion of the Royal Inniskilling Fusiliers and in the
service of his King receive a bullet in the head. By the
time that long and terrible war, in which a generation
of gallant Englishmen were cut down in their youth,
had dragged out its length to its weary end, Dunsany
would return to find that a new world had replaced the
old, leisurely world of garden parties and coronation
balls and hunt weekends—a tired, grim, uglier world
that had grown sick of blood and had no patience with
fantasy or with dreams. )
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