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Beyond the World We Know. a ,

“Dunsany loves the vivid green of jade and of copper 
domes, and the delicate flush of sunset on the ivory 
minarets of impossible dream cities.
To the truly imaginative he is a talisman and a key 
unlocking rich storehouses of dream,”

—H. P. Lovecraft
“Had I read Idle Days on the Yann when I was a boy, 
I had perhaps been changed . . . and looked to that 
first reading as the creation of my world,”

—William Butler Yeats

“The creative romanticist alone can engineer a satisfy' 
ing evasion of workaday life. Thanks to these hap' 
hazard sorcerers, my life has been a marvellous affair, 
I have quested past the lair of Tharagawrug, to the 
steel gate, to The Porte Resonante, of the Fortress 
Unvanquishable; and I am now upon the point of 
going in to cut off, for the third or fourth time, 
Gaznaks Gaznak’s evil head,”

—J times Branch Cabell



Adult 
Fantasy



c4t the <Edge 
of the World 

Lord Dunsany

Edited, with an Introduction and Tyotes, 
by Lin Carter

BALLANTINE BOOKS • NEW YORK
An Into# Publisher



ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

“The Cave of Kai,**  “Of the Gods of Averon**  (orig. “The Sorrow of 
Search”), “Mlideen,” “The King That Was Not,* ’ “The Men of Yamith,” “In 
the Land of Time,” “Time and the Gods,**  and “The Opulence of Yahn’* 
(orig. “Usury”) are reprinted from TIME AND THE GODS (London: 
William Heinemann, 1906; Boston: John W. Luce & Co., n.d.) by permission 
of the Dowager Lady Dunsany.

“The Fortress Unvanquishable, Save For Sacnoth,” is reprinted from THE 
SWORD OF WELLERAN AND OTHER STORIES (London: Geo. Allen & 
Sons, 1908; Boston: John W. Luce & Co., n.d.) by permission of the Dowager 
Lady Dunsany.

“Poltamees, Beholder of Ocean,**  “The Idle City,**  “Bethmoora,” “Idle 
Days on the Yann,” “The Hashish Man,” “Carcassonne,**  and “In Zaccarath**  
are reprinted from A DREAMER’S TALES (London: Geo. Allen &‘Sons, 
1910; Boston: John W. Luce & Co., ad.) by permission of the Dowager Lady 
Dunsany.

“The Dream of King Karna-Vootra,” and “How the Enemy Came to Thlun- 
rana” are reprinted from FiFtY-ONE TALES (London: Elkin Mathews, 1915) 
by permission of the Dowager Lady Dunsany.

“The Distressing Tale of Thangobrind the Jeweller, and of the Doom That 
Befell Him,” “The Probable Adventure of the Three Literary Men,” “The 
Loot of Bombasharna,” “The Injudicious Prayers of Pombo to the Idolater,” 
“The Bride of the Man-Horse,” “The Quest of the Queen’s Tears,” and “How 
One Came, As Was Foretold, To The City of Never,**  all of which first appeared 
in The Sketch (London), are reprinted from THE BOOK OF WONDER 
(London: William Heinemann, 1912; Boston: John W. Luce & Co., 1912) by 
permission of the Dowager Lady Dunsany.

“A Shop in Go-by Street,* ’ “The Avenger of Perdondaris,” and “How the 
Dwarfs Rose Up In War” ( orig. “A Pretty Quarrel” ) are reprinted from TALES 
OF THREE HEMISPHERES (Boston: John W. Luce & Co., 1919; Copyright 
© 1919 by John W. Luce & Co.) by permission of the Dowager Lady 
Dii nanny-

“A Day at the Edge of the World” (orig. “The Long Porter’s Tale”) and 
“Erlathdronion” (orig. “A Tale of the Equator”) are reprinted from THE 
LAST BOOK OF WONDER (Boston: John W. Luce & Co., 1916; Copyright 
© 1916 by John W. Luce & Co.) by permission of the Dowager Lady Dunsany.

Copyright © 1970 by Lin Carter.

SBN 345-01879-6-095

First Edition: March, 1970

Cover Painting by Ray Cruz

Printed in the United States of America

BALLANTINE BOOKS, INC. 
101 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y.



Contents

Introduction:
THE DREAMS OF MANA-YOOD-SUSHAI, by

Lin Carter.............................................................. vii

The Cave of Kai......................................................... 2
Of the Gods of Averon......... ..................................... 8
Mlideen........................................................................  15
The King That Was Not.............................................. 17
The Men of Yamith..................................................... 20
.In the Land of Time..................................................... 27
Time and the Gods....................................................... 38
The Opulence of Yahn................................................ 42
The Fortress Unvanquishable, Save for Sacnoth... 48
Poltamees, Beholder of Ocean................................. 69
The Idle City................................................................83
Bethmoora .................................................................. 91
Idle days on the Yann................................................ 98
The Hashish Man........................................................119
Carcassonne .................................................................126
In Zaccarath...................................................................142
The Dream of King Kama-Vootra..............................146
How the Enemy Came to Thlunrana......................... 148
The Distressing Tale of Thangobrind the Jeweller, 

and of the Doom That Befell Him.....................152
A Shop in Go-by Street....................... 159



The Avenger of Perdondaris...................................... 168
How the Dwarfs Rose Up in War..............................186
The Probable Adventure of the Three Literary

Men............................................................................189
The Loot of Bombashama...........................................194
The Injudicious Prayers of Pombo the Idolater.... 199
The Bride of the Man-Horse......................................204
The Quest of the Queen’s Tears................................. 210
How One Came, as Was Foretold, to the City of

Never .......................................................................217
A Day at the Edge of the World..................................224
Erlathdronion..............................................................231

Epilogue.......................................................................235
Afterword...............................................................  .236



ABOUT AT THE EDQE OF THE
WORLD AND LORD DUNSANY:

The Dreams of Mana-Yood-Sushai

This book contains thirty of the finest stories written 
by the man many connoisseurs—including myself—■ 
consider the greatest fantasy writer of all time.

Since William Morris established the tradition of the 
tale set in a completely imaginary world of the author’s 
own invention, with his epochal novels of the 1880’s, 
no single writer has given us a more brilliant and in
fluential body of fiction in this genre than Lord Dun- 
sany.

The stories in this book excited the enthusiasm and 
molded the writing styles and themes of virtually every 
important fantasy writer of the first half of the twen
tieth century. H. P. Lovecraft adored Dunsany and 
emulated him in such fantasies as The Dream-Quest 
of Unknown Kadath. James Branch Cabell enjoyed 
Dunsany and made frequent references to him in his 
letters, essays and autobiographical ventures. Both 
Fletcher Pratt and L. Sprague de Camp were in
fluenced by Dunsany. So was Clark Ashton Smith, in 
his Zothique; and I see traces of Dunsanian influence 
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in the writings of Jack Vance and Fritz Leiber, and 
perhaps Robert E. Howard as well.

Dunsany himself claimed that his prose style and 
plot form derived chiefly from the Bible and Herodo
tus. But Lovecraft perceptively comments that Dun
sany:

“draws with tremendous effectiveness on nearly every 
body of myth and legend within the circle of European 
culture, producing a composite cycle of fantasy in 
which Eastern colour, Helenic form, Teutonic sombre
ness and Celtic wistfulness are so superbly blended each 
sustains and supplements the rest without sacrifice of 
perfect congruity and homogeneity.**

Elsewhere, it was Padraic Colum who observed that 
Dunsany was not so much a short story writer as a 
modern myth-maker; that is, rather than writing ad
venture stories laid in a fabulous world (as did Robert 
E. Howard with his Conan and King Kull stories), 
Dunsany created the legends and myths whereof the 
people in his invented realms might have knowledge. 
There is considerable truth to Mr. Colum’s remark. In 
reference to Dunsany’s first book, The Gods of 
Pegana, he points out:

“His work began like an ancient literature with mythol
ogy. He told us first about the gods of the lands where 
his priests and kings and shepherds were to abide . . . 
He has the mind of a myth-maker.’* (My italics.)

Dunsany wrote more than sixty books, his latter 
works being mostly ironic modem stories set in a fa
miliar world; but in his first eight books of short stories 
he wrote mainly within the enchanted borders of his 
imagined realms—“the little kingdoms at the Edge of 
the World,” he called them. His first book was The 



Gods of Pegana (1905), made up of short prose pas
sages describing the divinities of his “Third Hemi
sphere” of the world, who dwell upon Pegana and 
were made by the mighty Dreamer of All Things, 
MANA-YOOD-SUSHAI. Not only the Pegana pan
theon but all the heroes and beings of the Dunsanian 
world were of his making—‘“we are all the dreams of 
MANA-YOOD-SUSHAI,” he remarks. (Lovecraft re
fers to the tales in this first book as “a new and artifi
cial Aryan mythology.”) The other books followed 
swiftly, all illustrated by the remarkable artist, Sidney 
H. Sime. Time and the Gods (1906) moves into he
roic legendry, but is still touched by myth. The Sword 
of Weller an (1908) widens the scope to reveal much 
of the world of kings and heroes ruled from Pegana, 
while A Dreamer’s Tales (1910) tours its remoter 
provinces. The tales in The Book of Wonder (1912) 
contain less of the solemn heroic flavor and seem 
touched with irony and humor, while the brief fables 
and sketches in Fifty-One Tales (1915) are urbane 
and witty, droll and farcical, and are more often than 
not laid in “the fields we know,” as Dunsany refers to 
the Waking World. But he returned to his dream world 
again with the stories in The Last Book of Wonder 
(1916), and although most of the stories in Tales of 
Three Hemispheres (1919) are Oriental tales, we can 
still find an occasional glimpse therein of his fabulous 
realms, now put by forever.

Thereafter, Dunsany passed on to us no more of 
those dreams of MANA-YOOD-SUSHAI which so be
guiled the fantasy readers of the first half of our cen
tury.

In those eight slim volumes of short stories, how
ever, we have a world of marvel and indescribable 
beauty. We hear of Sardathion, that city built by the 



olden gods, and see its domes of marble loom sky-tall 
against the sunset flame. We follow the three thieves, 
Slith and Sippy and Slorg to the Edge of the World in 
quest of the Golden Box. We ride with Camorak of 
Am and all his heroes to seek out the glorious city of 
Carcassonne, heard of in a minstrel’s song. With 
Leothric and his enchanted sword, we venture to The 
Fortress Unvanquishable, Save for Sacnoth. We quest 
beside the love-bewildered Shepperalk to Zretazoola, 
the city of Sombelene the Centauress. No other writer 
has given us a world like this through which to wander 
—not even the author of The Lord of the Rings has 
equaled Dunsany in the lyric, singing beauty of his 
prose, the inexhaustible fertility of his imagination, or 
his glorious pantheon of fabulous, exotic and evocative 
invented names.

From these eight precious volumes I have carefully 
chosen thirty tales. Only two or three of Dunsany’s 
early fantasy short stories are in print (and his finest 
novel, The King of Elfland’s Daughter, which was the 
second book we published in the Ballantine Adult Fan
tasy Series); these eight books have been out of print 
for a half century or more. Some of these stories have 
not been reprinted anywhere for sixty-four years. I 
chose eight tales from Time and the Gods, one tale 
from The Sword of Welleran, seven from A Dreamer’s 
Tales, seven more from The Book of Wonder, two sto
ries from Fifty-One Tales, two from The Last Book of 
Wonder, and three from Tales of Three Hemispheres.

As the perceptive reader can see, one whole book 
has been left untouched, while I have barely sampled 
the wealth in the seven books I have drawn upon. I 
have left many marvelous dreams alone, for if this 
book sells successfully, there may be another volume 
in the Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series drawn from the 
dreams of MANA-YOOD-SUSHaI.



But what of Dunsany himself—what of the man 
who wrote these enchanting stories? He was a most re
markable gentleman. The eighteenth Baron Dunsany, 
his full name was Edward John Moreton Drax Plun
kett (1878-1957). He served as an officer in the 
Coldstream Guards during the Boer and the Kaiserian 
wars; an enthusiastic sportsman, he hunted the elusive 
fox in the hills of Ireland, the wild goat in the Sahara, 
and lions on safari in South Africa. He was a world 
traveler, a poet, a playwright (with the Abbey Theatre 
in Dublin during the Irish Renaissance, hobnobbing 
with Yeats and Synge), an essayist and lecturer (twice 
touring America), a politician (briefly), a translator 
(of the odes of Horace), the author of three volumes 
of autobiography, the “worst-dressed man in Ireland,” 
and a novelist.

He lived in a thirteenth-century Norman castle in 
County Meath, Ireland, built by his ancestor who came 
a-warring with William the Conqueror almost a thou
sand years before and who survived Hastings to be
come the first of the eighteen Lords Dunsany (our 
Dunsany’s son, Randal Plunkett, is now the nineteenth 
holder of what has been called “one of the most an
cient baronial titles in the British Isles”). He was once 
chess champion of all Ireland, and he wrote inost of his 
sixty-odd books with a quill pen.

—Lin Carter 
Editorial Consultant 

The Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series 
Hollis, Long Island, New York





Come with me, ladies and
gentlemen who are in any wise
weary of London: come with me:
and those that tire at all
of the world we know:
for we have new worlds here.

Preface to The Book of Wonder
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This first story, and the seven that follow, are drawn 
from a book called Time and the Gods. It was first 
published in 1906 in London by William Heine
mann. Lord Dunsany was then 28.

This was Dunsany’s second book. His first, The 
Gods of Pegana, had been published the previous 
year by Elkin Mathews, with the author footing the 
bifi.

Dunsany first began writing during the winter of 
1903. An avid sportsman, he had taken a house at 
Seend for the shooting season, and during that win
ter he saw a play at His Majesty’s Theatre which 
seized powerfully upon his imagination. It was an 
extravagant Oriental creation called “The Darling of 
the Gods,” and it inspired him to write his Pegana 
stories.

In the autumn of the following year, 1904, he 
married Lady Beatrice Villiers at the parish church 
of Middleton Stoney. His best man was Lord North
land. They had become friends during the Boer War 
as young officers serving together in the Coldstream 
Guards. Lord and Lady Dunsany had been married 
for about a year when Pegana was published.

Soon after their wedding they went to Wiltshire 
and rented a house with fine woods about, perfect 
for shooting parties. The house was called Rood 
Ashton, and it was there, during the winter of 1904, 
that Dunsany dictated to his wife the stories that 
were to make up the book entitled Time and the 
Gods, among them the three tales that immediately 
follow.

L.C.



The Cave of Kai

TThe pomp of crowning was ended, the rejoicings 

had died away, and Khanazar, the new King, sat in the 
seat of the Kings of Averon to do his work upon the 
destinies of men. His uncle, Khanazar the Lone, had 
died, and he had come from a far castle to the south, 
with a great procession, to Haun, the citadel of Ave
ron; and there they had crowned him king of Averon 
and of the mountains, and Lord, if there be aught be
yond those mountains, of all such lands as are. But 
now the pomp of the crowning was gone away and 
Khanazar sat afar off from his home, a very mighty 
King.

Then the King grew weary of the destinies of Ave
ron and weary of the making of commands. So Khana
zar sent heralds through all cities saying:

“Hear! The will of the King! Hear! The will of the 
King of Averon and of die mountains and Lord, if 
there be aught beyond those mountains, of all such 
lands as are. Let there come together to Haun all such 
as have an art in secret matters. Hear!”

And there gathered together to Haun the wise men 
of all the degrees of magic, even to the seventh, who 
had made spells before Khanazar the Lone; and they 
came before the new King in his palace placing their 
hands upon his feet. Then said the King to the magi
cians:

“I have a need.”



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 winged 
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 



Beginning was made. It may be that he shall let Kha- 
nazar pass by.”

Then the King gathered elephants and camels that 
carried burdens of gold, and trusty servants that car
ried precious gems, and gathered an army to go before 
him and an army to follow behind, and sent out horse
men to warn the dwellers of the plains that the King of 
Averon was afoot.

And he bade Syrahn to lead to that place where the 
days of old lie hid and all forgotten hours.

Across tile plain and up Mount Agdora, and dipping 
beyond its summit went Khanazar the King, and his 
two armies who followed Syrahn. Eight times the pur
ple tent with golden border had been pitched for the 
King of Averon, and eight times it had been struck ere 
the King and the King’s armies came to a dark cave in 
a valley dark, where Kai stood guard over the days 
that were. And the face of Kai was as a warrior that 
vanquisheth cities and burdeneth himself not with cap
tives, and his form was as the forms of gods, but his 
eyes were the eyes of beasts; before whom came the 
King of Averon with elephants and camels bearing 
burdens of gold, and trusty servants carrying precious 
gems.

Then said the King:
“Yonder behold my gifts. Give back to me my yes

terday with its waving banners, my yesterday with its 
music and blue sky and all its cheering crowds that 
made me King, the yesterday that sailed with gleaming 
wings over my Averon.”

And Kai answered, pointing to his cave:
“Thither, dishonoured and forgot, thy yesterday 

slunk away. And who amid the dusty heap of the for
gotten days shall grovel to find thy yesterday?”

Then answered the King of Averon and of the 



mountains and Lord, if there be aught beyond them, of 
all such lands as are:

“I will go down on my knees in yon dark cave and 
search with my hands amid the dust, if so I may find 
my yesterday again and certain hours that are gone.”

And the King pointed to his piles of gold that stood 
where elephants were met together, and beyond them 
to the scornful camels. And Kai answered:

“The gods have offered me the gleaming worlds and 
all as far as the Rim, and whatever lies beyond it as 
far as the gods may see—and thou comest to me with 
elephants and camels.”

Then said the King:
‘‘Across the orchards of my home there hath passed 

one hour whereof thou knowest well, and I pray to 
thee, who wilt take no gifts borne upon elephants or 
camels, to give me of thy mercy one second back, one 
grain of dust that clings to that hour in the heap that 
lies within thy cave.”

And, at the word mercy, Kai laughed. And the King 
turned his armies to the east Therefore the armies re
turned to Averon and the heralds before them cried:

“Here cometh Khanazar, King of Averon and of the 
mountains and Lord, if there be aught beyond those 
mountains, of all such lands as are.”

And the King said to them:
“Say rather here comes one greatly wearied, who, 

having accomplished nought, retumeth from a quest 
forlorn.”

So the King came again to Averon.
But it is told how there came into Haim one evening 

as the sun was setting a harper with a golden harp de
siring audience of the King.

And it is told how men led him to Khanazar, who 
sat frowning alone upon his throne, to whom said the 
harper:



“I have a golden harp; and to its strings have clung 
like dust some seconds out of the forgotten hours and 
little happenings of the days that were.”

And Khanazar looked up and the harper touched 
the strings, and the old forgotten things were stirring 
again, and there arose a sound of songs that had 
passed away and long since voices. Then when the har
per saw that Khanazar looked not angrily upon him his 
fingers tramped over the chords as the gods tramp 
down the sky, and out of the golden harp arose a haze 
of memories; and the King leaning forward and staring 
before him saw in the haze no more his palace walls, 
but saw a valley with a stream that wandered through 
it, and woods upon either hill, and an old castle stand
ing lonely to the south. And the harper, seeing a 
strange look upon the face of Khanazar, said:

“Is the King pleased who lords it over Averon and 
the mountains, and, if there be aught beyond them, 
over all such lands as are?”

And the King said:
“Seeing that I am a child again in a valley to the 

south, how may I say what may be the will of the great 
King?”

When the stars shone high over Haun and still the 
King sat staring straight before him, all the courtiers 
drew away from the great palace, save one that stayed 
and kept one taper burning, and with them went the 
harper.

And when the dawn came up through silent arch
ways into the marble palace, making the taper pale, 
the King still stared before him, and still he sat there 
when the stars shone again clearly and high above 
Daun.

But on the second morning the King arose and sent 
for the harper and said to him:



“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, 



and only gathered in some meaner deeds and the days 
and hours of lesser men, and was vexed by the shadow 
of a harper that stood between him and the world.

Of the Gods of Averon

It is also told of King Khanazar how he bowed 

very low unto the gods of Old. None bowed so low 
unto the gods of Old as did King Khanazar.

One day the King returning from the worship of die 
gods of Old and from bowing before them in the tem
ple of the gods commanded their prophets to appear 
before him, saying:

“I would know somewhat concerning the gods.”
Then came the prophets before King Khanazar, bur

dened with many books, to whom the King said:
“It is not in books.”
Thereat the prophets departed, bearing away with 

them a thousand methods well devised in books 
whereby men may gain wisdom of the gods. One alone 
remained, a master prophet, who had forgotten books, 
to whom the King said:

“The gods of Old are mighty.”
And answered the master prophet:
“Very mighty are the gods of Old.”
Then said the King:
“There are no gods but the gods of Old.”
And answered the prophet:
“There are none other.”
And they two being alone within the palace the King 

said:



“Tell me aught concerning gods or men if aught of 
truth be known.”

Then said the master prophet:
“Far and white and straight lieth die road to Know

ing, and down it in the heat and dust go all wise peo
ple of the earth, but in the fields before they come to it 
the very wise lie down or pluck the flowers. By the 
side of the road to Knowing—O King, it is hard and 
hot—stand many temples, and in the doorway of every 
temple stand many priests, and they cry to the travel
lers that weary of the road, crying to them:

“ ‘This is the End.’
“And in the temples are the sounds of music, and 

from each roof arises the savour of pleasant burning; 
and all that look at a cool temple, whichever temple 
they look at, or hear the hidden music, turn in to see 
whether it be indeed the End. And such as find that 
their temple is not indeed the End set forth again upon 
the dusty road, stopping at each temple as they pass 
for fear they miss the End, or striving onwards on the 
road, and see nothing in the dust, till they can walk no 
longer and are taken worn and weary of their journey 
into some other temple by a kindly priest who shall tell 
them that this also is the End. Neither on that road 
may a man gain any guiding from his fellows, for only 
one thing that they say is surely true, when they say:

“ ‘Friend, we can see nothing for the dust’
‘And of the dust that hides the way much has been 

there since ever that road began, and some is stirred 
up by the feet of all that travel upon it, and more 
arises from the temple doors.’

“And, O King, it were better for thee, travelling 
upon that road, to rest when thou hearest one calling: 
*This is the End,’ with the sounds of music behind him 
And if in the dust and darkness thou pass by Lo and 
Mush and the pleasant Temple of Kynash, or Sheenath 



with his opal smile, or Sho with his eyes of agate, yet 
Shilo and Mynarthitep, Gazo and Amurund and Slig 
are still before thee and the priests of their temples will 
not forget to call thee.

“And, O King, it is told that only one discerned the 
End and passed by three thousand temples, and the 
priests of the last were like the priests of the first, and 
all said that their temple was at the end of the road, 
and the dark of the dust lay over them all, and all 
were very pleasant and only the road was weary. And 
in some were many gods, and in a few only one, and in 
some the shrine was empty, and all had many priests, 
and in all the travellers were happy as they rested. And 
into some his fellow travellers tried to force him, and 
when he said:

“ ‘I will travel further,*  ” many said:
“ ‘This man lies, for the road ends here.’
“And he that travelled to the End hath told that 

when the thunder was heard upon the road there arose 
the sound of the voices of all the priests as far as he 
could hear, crying:

“‘Hearken to Shilo’'‘Hear Mush’—‘Lo! Kynash’ 
—‘The voice of Sho’—‘Mynarthitep is angry’—‘Hear 
the word of Slig! *

And far away along the road one cried to the travel
ler that Sheenath stirred in his sleep.

“O King, this is very doleful. It is told that that trav
eller came at last to the utter End and there was a 
mighty gulf, and in the darkness at the bottom of the 
gulf one small god crept, no bigger than a hare, whose 
voice came crying in the cold:

“ ‘I know not.’
“And beyond the gulf was nought, only the small 

god crying.
“And he that travelled to the End fled backwards 



for a great distance till he came to temples again, and 
entering one where a priest cried:

“ ‘This is the End,’ lay down and rested on a couch. 
There Yush sat silent, carved with an emerald tongue 
and two great eyes of sapphire, and there many rested 
and were happy. And an old priest, coming from com
forting a child, came over to that traveller who had 
seen the End and said to him:

“ ‘This is Yush and this is the End of wisdom.*
“And the traveller answered:
“ ‘Yush is very peaceful and this indeed the End.’ 
“O King, wouldst thou hear more?”
And the King said:
“I would hear all.”
And the master prophet answered:
“There was also another prophet and his name was 

Shaun, who had such reverence for the gods of Old 
that he became able to discern their forms by starlight 
as they strode, unseen by others, among men. Each 
night did Shaun discern the forms of the gods and 
every day he taught concerning them, tin men in Ave
ron knew how the gods appeared all grey against the 
mountains, and how Rhoog was higher than Mount 
Scagadon, and how Skun was smaller, and how Asgool 
leaned forward as he strode, and how Trodath peered 
about him with small eyes. But one night as Shaun 
watched the gods of Old by starlight, he faintly dis
cerned some other gods that sat far up the slopes of 
the mountains in the stillness behind the gods of Old. 
And the next day he hurled his robe away that he 
wore as Averon’s prophet and said to his people:

“ ‘There be gods greater than the gods of Old, three 
gods seen faintly on the hills by starlight looking on 
Averon.’

“And Shaun set out and travelled many days and 
many people followed him. And every night he saw 



more clearly the shapes of the three new gods who sat 
silent when the gods of Old were striding among men. 
On the higher slopes of the mountain Shaun stopped 
with all his people, and there they built a city and wor
shipped the gods, whom only Shaun could see, seated 
above them on the mountain. And Shaun taught how 
the gods were like grey streaks of light seen before 
dawn, and how the god on the right pointed upward 
toward the sky, and how the god on the left pointed 
downward toward the ground, but the god in the mid
dle slept.

“And in the city Shaun’s followers built three tem
ples. The one on the right was a temple for the young, 
and the one on the left a temple for the old, and the 
third was a temple with doors closed and barred— 
therein none ever entered. One night as Shaun watched 
before the three gods sitting like pale light against the 
mountain, he saw on the mountain’s summit two gods 
that spake together and pointed, mocking the gods of 
the hill, only he heard no sound. The next day Shaun 
set out and a few followed him to climb to the moun
tain’s summit in the cold, to find the gods who were so 
great that they mocked at the silent three. And near 
the two gods they halted and built for themselves huts. 
Also they built a temple wherein the Two were carved 
by the hand of Shaun with their heads turned towards 
each other, with mockery on Their faces and Their fin
gers pointing, and beneath Them were carved the three 
gods of the hill as actors making sport. None remem
bered now Asgool, Trodath, Skun, and Rhoog, the 
gods of Old,

“For many years Shaun and his few followers lived 
in their huts upon the mountain’s summit worshipping 
gods that mocked, and every night Shaun saw the two 
gods by starlight as they laughed to one another in the 
silence. And Shaun grew old.



“One night as his eyes were turned towards the 
Two, he saw across the mountains in the distance a 
great god seated in the plain and looming enormous to 
die sky, who looked with angry eyes towards the Two 
as they sat and mocked. Then said Shaun to his peo
ple, the few that had followed him thither:

“ ‘Alas that we may not rest, but beyond us in the 
plain sitteth the one true god and he is wrath with 
mocking. Let us therefore leave these two that sit and 
mock and let us find the truth in the worship of that 
greater god, who even though he kill shall yet not 
mock us.’

“But the people answered:
“ ‘Thou hast taken us from many gods and taught us 

now to worship gods that mock, and if there is laugh
ter on their faces as we die, lo! thou alone canst see it, 
and we would rest.’

“But three men who had grown old with following 
followed stilt.

“And down the steep mountain on the further side 
Shaun led them, saying:

“ ‘Now we shall surely know.’
“And the three old men answered:
“ ‘We shall know indeed, O, last of all the prophets.*
“That night the two gods mocking at their worship

pers mocked not at Shaun nor his three followers, who 
coming to the plain still travelled on till they came at 
last to a place where the eyes of Shaun at night could 
closely see the vast form of their god. And beyond 
them as far as the sky there lay a marsh. There they 
rested, building such shelters as they could, and said to 
one another:

“ ‘This is the End, for Shaun discemeth that there 
are no more gods, and before us lieth the marsh and 
old age hath come upon us.’

“And since they could not labour to build a temple, 



Shaun carved upon a rock all that he saw by starlight 
of the great god of the plain; so that if ever others for
sook the gods of Old because they saw beyond them 
the Greater Three, and should thence come to knowl
edge of the Twain that mocked, and should yet perse
vere in wisdom till they saw by starlight him whom 
Shaun named the Ultimate god, they should still find 
there upon the rock what one had written concerning the 
end of search. For three years Shaun carved upon the 
rock, and rising one night from carving, saying:

“ ‘Now is my labour done,’ saw in the distance four 
greater gods beyond the Ultimate god. Proudly in the 
distance beyond the marsh these gods were tramping 
together, taking no heed of the god upon the plain. 
Then said Shaun to his three followers:

“ ‘Alas that we know not yet, for there be gods be
yond the marsh.’

“None would follow Shaun, for they said that old 
age must end all quests, and that they would rather 
wait there in the plain for Death than that he should 
pursue them across the marsh.

“Then Shaun said farewell to his followers, saying:
“ ‘You have followed me well since ever we forsook 

the gods of Old to worship greater gods. Farewell. It 
may be that your prayers at evening shall avail when 
you pray to the god of the plain, but I must go on
ward, for there be gods beyond.’

“So Shaun went down into the marsh, and for three 
days struggled through it, and on the third night saw 
the four gods not very far away, yet could not discern 
Their faces. All the next day Shaun toiled on to see 
Their faces by starlight, but ere the night came up or 
one star shone, at set of sun, Shaun fell down before 
the feet of his four gods. The stars came out, and the 
faces of the four shone bright and clear, but Shaun saw 
them not, for the labour of toiling and seeing was over



for Shaun; and lo! They were Asgool, Trodath, Skim 
and Rhoog—The gods of Old.”

Then said the King:
“It is well that the sorrow of search cometh only to 

the wise, for the wise are very few.”
Also the King said:
“Tell me this thing, O prophet Who are the true 

gods?”
The master prophet answered:
“Let the King command.”

Mlideen

% J ton an evening of the forgotten years the gods were 
seated upon Mowrah Nawut above Mlideen holding the 
avalanche in leash.

AH in the Middle City stood the Temples of the city’s 
priests, and hither came all the people of Mlideen to 
bring them gifts, and there it was the wont of the City’s 
priests to carve them gods for Mlideen. For in a room 
apart in the Temple of Eld in the midst of the temples 
that stood in the Middle City of Mlideen there lay a 
book called the Book of Beautiful Devices, writ in a 
language that no man may read and writ long ago, tell
ing how a man may make for himself gods that shall 
neither rage nor seek revenge against a little people. 
And ever the priests came forth from reading in the 
Book of Beautiful Devices and ever they sought to 
make benignant gods, and all the gods that they made 
were different from each other, only their eyes turned 
all upon Mlideen.



But upon Mowrah Nawut for all of the forgotten 
years the gods had waited and forborne until the people 
of Mlideen should have carven one hundred gods. 
Never came lightnings from Mowrah Nawut crashing 
upon Mlideen, nor blight on harvests nor pestilence in 
the city, only upon Mowrah Nawut the gods sat and 
smiled. The people of Mlideen had said: “Yoma is 
god.” And the gods sat and smiled. And after the for
getting of Yoma and die passing of years the people 
had said: “Zungari is god.” And the gods sat and 
smiled.

Then on the altar of Zungari a priest had set a figure 
squat, carven in purple agate, saying: “Yazun is god.” 
Still the gods sat and smiled.

About the feet of Yonu, Bazun, Nidish and Sundrao 
had gone the worship of the people of Mlideen, and 
still the gods sat holding the avalanche in leash above 
the city.

There set a great calm towards sunset over the 
heights, and Mowrah Nawut stood up still with gleam
ing snow, and into the hot city cool breezes blew from 
his benignant slopes as Tarsi Zalo, high prophet of Mli
deen, carved out of a great sapphire the city’s hun
dredth god, and then upon Mowrah Nawut the gods 
turned away saying: “One hundred infamies have now 
been wrought.” And they looked no longer upon Mli
deen and held the avalanche no more in leash, and he 
leapt forward howling.

Over the Middle City of Mlideen now lies a mass of 
rocks, and on the rocks a new city is builded wherein 
people dwell who know not old Mlideen, and the gods 
are seated on Mowrah Nawut still. And in the new city 
men worship carven gods, and the number of gods that 
they have carven is ninety and nine, and I, the prophet, 
have found a curious stone and go to carve it into the 
likeness of a god for all Mlideen to worship.



Time and the Gods was not finished during that 
winter at Rood Ashton. Lord and Lady Dunsany 
spent Christmas with Lady Dunsany’s parents at 
Middleton and in the middle of February, 1905, 
they returned to Castle Dunsany in County Meath, 
Ireland, hereditary seat of the barony. They took a 
house in London that summer, and it was there that 
Time and the Gods was completed.

In his autobiography, Patches of Sunlight (1938), 
Lord Dunsany wrote of this period: “There occa
sionally came to me some vivid and strange scene, 
and an idea for a story, which I dictated to my wife. 
I found that, whether it was that her pen moved 
much faster than mine [as I noted in my Introduc
tion, Dunsany wrote with a quill pen] or that the 
glare of the white paper used to shine between me 
and my visions, I was able to unfold a tale with an 
ease that I had not known when I tried to pursue 
my fancies with my own pen.”

L.C.

The King That Was Not

ie land of Runazar hath no King nor ever 
had one; and this is the law of the land of Runazar 
that, seeing that it hath never had a King, it shall not 
have one for ever. Therefore in Runazar the priests 
hold sway, who tell the people that never in Runazar 
hath there been a King.



Althazar, King of Runazar, and lord of all lands 
near by, commanded for the closer knowledge of the 
gods that their images should be carven in Runazar, 
and in all lands near by. And when Althazar’s com
mand, wafted abroad by trumpets, came tinkling in the 
ear of all the gods, right glad were They at the sound 
of it. Therefore men quarried marble from the earth, 
and sculptors busied themselves in Runazar to obey 
the edict of the King. But the gods stood by starlight 
on the hills where the sculptors might see Them, and 
draped the clouds about Them, and put upon them 
Their divinist air, that sculptors might do justice to Pe- 
gana’s gods. Then the gods strode back to Pegana and 
the sculptors hammered and wrought, and there came 
a day when the Master of Sculptors took the audience 
of the King, saying;

“Althazar, King of Runazar, High Lord moreover of 
all lands near by, to whom be the gods benignant, humbly 
we have completed the images of all such gods as 
were in thine edict named.”

Then the King commanded a great space to be 
cleared among the houses in his city, and there the im
ages of all the gods were borne and set before the 
King, and there were assembled the Master of Sculp
tors and all his men; and before each stood a soldier 
bearing a pile of gold upon a jewelled tray, and behind 
each stood a soldier with a drawn sword pointing 
against their necks, and the King looked upon the im
ages. And lo! they stood as gods with the clouds all 
draped about them, making the sign of the gods, but 
their bodies were those of men, and lo! their faces 
were very like the King’s, and their beards were as die 
King’s beard. And the King said:

“These be indeed Pegana’s gods.”
And the soldiers that stood before the sculptors 

were caused to present to them the piles of gold, and 



the soldiers that stood behind the sculptors were 
caused to sheath their swords. And the people 
shouted:

“These be indeed Pegana’s gods, whose faces we are 
permitted to see by the will of Althazar the King, to 
whom be the gods benignant.” And heralds were sent 
abroad through the cities of Runazar and of all the 
lands near by, proclaiming of the images:

“These be Pegana’s gods.”
But up in Pegana the gods howled with wrath and 

Mung leant forward to make the sign of Mung against 
Althazar the King. But the gods laid Their hands upon 
his shoulder saying:

“Slay him not, for it is not enough that Althazar 
shall die, who hath made the faces of the gods to be 
like the faces of men, but he must not even have ever 
been.”

Then said the gods:
“Spake we of Althazar, a King?”
And the gods said:
“Nay, we spake not.” And the gods said:
“Dreamed we of one Althazar?” And the gods said:
“Nay, we dreamed not”
But in the royal palace of Runazar, Althazar, pass

ing suddenly out of the remembrance of the gods, be
came no longer a thing that was or had ever been.

And by the throne of Althazar lay a robe, and near 
it lay a crown, and the priests of the gods entered his 
palace and made it a temple of the gods. And the peo
ple coming to worship said:

“Whose was this robe and to what purpose is this 
crown?”

And the priests answered:
“The gods have cast away tire fragment of a gar

ment, and lo! from the fingers of the gods hath slipped 
one little ring.”



And the people said to the priests:
“Seeing that Runazar hath never had a King, there

fore be ye our rulers, and make ye our laws in the 
sight of Pegana’s gods.”

The Men of Yarnith

The men of Yarnith hold that nothing began until 

Yami Zai uplifted his hand. Yami Zai, they say, has 
the form of a man but is greater and is a thing of rock. 
When he uplifted his hand all the rocks that wandered 
beneath the Dome, by which name they call the sky, 
gathered together around Yami Zai.

Of the other worlds they say nought, but hold that 
the stars are the eyes of all the other gods that look on 
Yami Zai and laugh, for they are all greater than he, 
though they have gathered no worlds around them.

Yet though they be greater than Yami Zai, and 
though they laugh at him when they speak together be
neath the Dome, they all speak of Yami Zai.

Unheard is the speaking of the gods to all except the 
gods, but the men of Yarnith tell of how their prophet 
Iraun lying in the sand desert, Azrakhan, heard once 
their speaking and knew thereby how Yami Zai de
parted from all the gods to clothe himself with rocks 
and make a world.

Certain it is that every legend tells that at the end of 
the valley of Yodeth, where it becomes lost among 
black cliffs, there sits a figure colossal, against a moun
tain, whose form is the form of a man with the right 
hand uplifted, but vaster than the hills. And in the Book 



of Secret Things which the prophets keep in the Temple 
that stands in Yarnith is writ the story of the gathering of 
the world as Iraun heard it when the gods spake together, 
up in the stillness above Azrakhan.

And all that read this may learn how Yami Zai 
drew the mountains about him like a cloak, and piled 
the world below him. It is not set in writing for how 
many years Yami Zai sat clothed with rocks at the end 
of the Valley of Yodeth, while there was nought in all 
the world save rocks and Yami Zai.

But one day there came another god running over 
the rocks across the world, and he ran as the clouds 
run upon days of storm, and as he sped towards Yod
eth, Yami Zai, sitting against his mountain with right 
hand uplifted, cried out:

“What dost thou, running across my world, and 
whither art thou going?”

And the new God answered never a word, but sped 
onwards, and as he went to left of him and to right of 
him there sprang up green things all over the rocks of 
the world of Yami Zai.

So the new god ran round the world and made it 
green, saving in the valley where Yami Zai sat mon
strous against his mountain and certain lands wherein 
Cradoa, the drought, browsed horribly at night

Further, the writing in the Book tells of how there 
came yet another god running speedily out of the east, 
as swiftly as the first, with his face set westward, and 
nought to stay his running; and how he stretched both 
arms outward beside him, and to left of him and to 
right of him as he ran the whole world whitened.

And Yami Zai called out:
“What dost thou, running across my world?”
And the new god answered:
“I bring the snow for all the world—whiteness and 

resting and stillness.”



And he stilled the running of streams and laid his 
hands even upon the head of Yami Zai and muffled 
the noises of the world, till there was no sound in all 
lands, but the running of the new god that brought the 
snow as he sped across the plains.

But the two new gods chased each other for ever 
round the world, and every year they passed again, 
running down the valleys and up the hills and away 
across the plains before Yami Zai, whose hand 
uplifted had gathered the world about him.

And, furthermore, the very devout may read how all 
the animals came up the valley of Yodeth to the 
mountain whereon rested Yami Zai, saying:

“Give us leave to live, to be lions, rhinoceroses and 
rabbits, and to go about the world.”

And Yami Zai gave leave to the animals to be lions, 
rhinoceroses and rabbits, and all the other kinds of 
beasts, and to go about the world. But when they all 
had gone he gave leave to the bird to be a bird and to 
go about the sky.

And further there came a man into that valley who 
said:

“Yami Zai, thou hast made animals into thy world. 
O Yami Zai, ordain that there be men.”

So Yami Zai made men.
Then was there in the world Yami Zai, and two 

strange gods that brought the greenness and the grow
ing and the whiteness and the stillness, and animals 
and men.

And the god of the greenness pursued the god of the 
whiteness, and the god of the whiteness pursued the 
god of the greenness, and men pursued animals, and 
animals pursued men. But Yami Zai sat still against 
his mountain with his right hand uplifted. But the men 
of Yamith say that when the arm of Yami Zai shall 
cease to be uplifted the world shall be flung behind 



him, as a man’s cloak is flung away. And Yami 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 Yamith’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 Yamith’s 
fields.

And men of Yarnith, labouring in the fields, found 
the Famine as he nibbled at the com 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 com 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 com 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 Yami Zai as 
he sat far off beyond the valley, praying to him night 
and day to call his Famine back, but the Famine sat 



and purred and slew all the cattle and dared at last to 
take men for his food.

And the histories tell how he slew children first and 
afterwards grew bolder and tore down women, till at 
last he even sprang at the throats of men as they la
boured in the fields.

Then said the men of Yarnith:
“There must go one to take our prayers to the feet 

of Yami Zai; for the world at evening utters many 
prayers, and it may be that Yami Zai, as he hears all 
earth lamenting when the prayers at evening flutter to 
his feet, may have missed among so many the prayers 
of the men of Yarnith. But if one go and say to Yami 
Zai: ‘There is a little crease in the outer skirts of thy 
cloak that men call the valley of Yarnith, where the 
Famine is a greater lord than Yami Zai,’ it may be 
that he shall remember for an instant and call his 
Famine back.”

Yet all men feared to go, seeing that they were but 
men and Yami Zai was Lord of the whole earth, and 
the journey was far and rocky. But that night Hothrun 
Dath heard the Famine whining outside his house and 
pawing at his door; therefore, it seemed to him more 
meet to wither before the glance of Yami Zai than that 
the whining of that Famine should ever again fall upon 
his ears.

So about the dawn, Hothrun Dath crept away, fear
ing still to hear behind him the breathing of the Fam
ine, and set out upon his journey whither pointed the 
graves of men. For men in Yarnith are buried with 
their feet and faces turned toward Yami Zai, lest he 
might beckon to them in their night and call them to 
him.

So all day long did Hothrun Dath follow the way of 
the graves. It is told that he even journeyed for three 
days and nights with nought but the graves to guide 



him, as they pointed towards Yami Zai where all the 
world slopes upwards towards Yodeth, and the great 
black rocks that are nearest to Yami Zai lie gathered 
together by clans, till he came to the two great black 
pillars of asdarinth and saw the rocks beyond them 
piled in a dark valley, narrow and aloof, and knew 
that this was Yodeth. Then did he haste no more, but 
walked quietly up the valley, daring not to disturb the 
stillness, for he said:

“Surely this is the stillness of Yami Zai, which lay 
about him before he clothed himself with rocks.”

Here among the rocks which first had gathered to 
the call of Yami Zai, Hothrun Dath felt a mighty fear, 
but yet went onwards because of all his people and be
cause he knew that thrice in every hour in some dark 
chamber Death and Famine met to speak two words 
together.*

* “The end.”

But as dawn turned the darkness into grey, he came 
to the valley’s end, and even touched the foot of Yami 
Zai, but saw him not, for he was all hidden in the mist. 
Then Hothrun Dath feared that he might not behold 
him to look him in the eyes when he sent up his 
prayer. But laying his forehead against the foot of 
Yami Zai he prayed for the men of Yamith, saying:

“O Lord of Famine and Father of Death, there is a 
spot in the world that thou hast cast about thee which 
men call Yamith, and there men die before the time 
thou hast apportioned, passing out of Yamith. Per
chance the Famine hath rebelled against thee, or Death 
exceeds his powers. O Master of the World, drive out 
the Famine as a moth out of thy cloak, lest the gods 
beyond that regard thee with their eyes say—there is 
Yami Zai, and lol his cloak is tattered.”

And in the mist no sign made Yami Zai. Then did 



Hothrun Dath pray to Yami Zai to make some sign 
with his uplifted hand that he might know he heard 
him. In die awe and silence he waited, until nigh the 
dawn the mist that hid the figure rolled upwards. Se
rene above the mountains he brooded over the world, 
silent, with right hand uplifted.

What Hothrun Dath saw there upon the face of 
Yami Zai no history telleth, or how he came again 
alive to Yarnith, but this is writ that he fled, and none 
hath since beheld the face of Yami Zai. Some say that 
he saw a look on the face of the image that set a hor
ror tingling through his soul, but it is held in Yarnith 
that he found the marks of instruments of carving 
about the figure’s feet, and discerning thereby that 
Yami Zai was wrought by the hands of men, he fled 
down the valley screaming:

“There are no gods, and all the world is lost.” And 
hope departed from him and all the purposes of life. 
Motionless behind him, lit by the rising sun, sat the co
lossal figure with right hand uplifted that man had 
made in his own image.

But the men of Yarnith tell how Hothrun Dath 
came back again panting to his own city, and told the 
people that there were no gods and that Yarnith had 
no hope from Yami Zai. Then the men of Yarnith 
when they knew that the famine came not from the 
gods, arose and strove against him. They dug deep for 
wells, and slew goats for food high up on Yamith’s 
mountains and went afar and gathered blades of grass, 
where it grew, that their cattle might live. Thus they 
fought the Famine, for they said: “If Yami Zai be not 
a god, then is there nothing mightier in Yarnith than 
men, and who is the Famine that he should bare his 
teeth against the lords of Yarnith?”

And they said: “If no help cometh from Yami Zai 
then is there no help but from our own strength and 



might,, and We be Yamith’s gods with the saving of Yar
nith burning within us or its doom according to our 
desire.”

And some more the Famine slew, but others raised 
their hands saying: “These be the hands of gods,” and 
drove the Famine back till he went from the houses of 
men and out among the cattle, and still the men of 
Yarnith pursued him, till above the heat of the fight 
came the million whispers of rain heard faintly far off 
towards evening. Then the Famine fled away howling 
back to the mountains and over the mountain’s crests, 
and became no more than a thing that is told in Yar- 
nith’s legends.

A thousand years have passed across the graves of 
those that fell in Yarnith by the Famine. But the men 
of Yarnith still pray to Yami Zai, carved by men’s 
hands in the likeness of a man, for they say:

“It may be that the prayers we offer to Yami Zai 
may roll upwards from his image as do the mists at 
dawn, and somewhere find at last the other gods or 
that God who sits behind the others of whom our 
prophets know not”

In the Land of Time

TChus karnith, King of Alatta, spake to his eldest 

son: “I bequeath to thee my city of Zoon, with its 
golden eaves, whereunder hum the bees. And I be
queath to thee also the land of Alatta, and all such 
other lands as thou art worthy to possess, for my three 
strong armies which I leave thee may well take Zin- 



dara and overran Istahn, and drive back Onin from his 
frontier, and leaguer the Walls of Yan, and beyond that 
spread conquest over the lesser lands of Hebith, 
Ebnon, and Karida. Only lead not thine armies against 
Zeenar, nor ever cross the Eidis.”

Thereat in the city of Zoon in the land of Alatta, 
under his golden eaves, died King Kamith, and his 
soul went whither had gone the souls of his sires the 
elder Kings, and the souls of their slaves.

Then Karnith Zo, the new King, took the iron crown 
of Alatta and afterwards went down to the plains that 
encircle Zoon and found his three strong armies clam
ouring to be led against Zeenar, over the river Eidis.

But the new King came back from his armies, and 
all one night in the great palace alone with his iron 
crown, pondered long upon war; and a little before 
dawn he saw dimly through his palace window, facing 
east over the city of Zoon and across the fields of 
Alatta, to far off where a valley opened on Istahn. 
There, as he pondered, he saw the smoke arising tali 
and straight over small houses in the plain and the 
fields where the sheep fed. Later the sun rose shining 
over Alatta as it shone over Istahn, and there arose a 
stir about the houses both in Alatta and Istahn, and 
cocks crowed in the city and men went out into the 
fields among the bleating sheep ; and the King won
dered if men did otherwise in Istahn. And men and 
women met as they went out to work and the sound of 
laughter arose from streets and fields; the King’s eyes 
gazed into the distance toward Istahn and still the 
smoke went upward tall and straight from the small 
houses. And the sun rose higher that shone upon 
Alatta and Istahn, causing the flowers to open wide in 
each, and the birds to sing and the voices of men and 
women to arise. And in the market place of Zoon cara
vans were astir that set out to cany merchandise to Is- 



tahn, and afterwards passed camels coming to Alatta 
with many tinkling bells. All this the King saw as he 
pondered much, who had not pondered before. West
ward the Agnid mountains frowned in the distance 
guarding the river Eidis; behind them the fierce people 
of Zeenar lived in a bleak land.

Later the King, going abroad through his new king
dom, came on the Temple of the gods of Old. There 
he found the roof shattered and the marble columns 
broken and tall weeds met together in the inner shrine, 
and the gods of Old, bereft of worship or sacrifice, 
neglected and forgotten. And the King asked of his 
councillors who it was that had overturned this temple 
of the gods or caused the gods Themselves to be thus 
forsaken. And they answered him:

'Time has done this.”
Next the King came upon a man bent and crippled, 

whose face was furrowed and worn, and the King hav
ing seen no such sight within the court of his father 
said to the man:

“Who hath done this thing to you?”
And the old man answered:
“Time hath ruthlessly done it.”
But the King and his councillors went on, and next 

they came upon a body of men carrying among them a 
hearse. And the King asked his councillors closely con
cerning death, for these things had not before been ex
pounded to the King. And the oldest of the councillors 
answered:

“Death, O King, is a gift sent by the gods by the 
hand of their servant Time, and some receive it gladly, 
and some are forced reluctantly to take it, and before 
others it is suddenly flung in the middle of the day. 
And with this gift that Time hath brought him from 
the gods a man must go forth into the dark to possess 
no other thing for so long as die gods are willing.”



But the King went back to his palace and gathered 
the greatest of his prophets and his councillors and 
asked them more particularly concerning Time. And 
they told the King how that Time was a great figure 
standing like a tall shadow in the dusk or striding, un
seen, across the world, and how that he was the slave 
of the gods and did Their bidding, but ever chose new 
masters, and how all the former masters of Time were 
dead and Their shrines forgotten. And one said:

“I have seen him once when I went down to play 
again in the garden of my childhood because of certain 
memories. And it was towards evening and the light 
was pale, and I saw Time standing over the little gate, 
pale like the light, and he stood between me and that 
garden and had stolen my memories of it because he 
was mightier than I.”

And another said:
“I, too, have seen the Enemy of my House. For I 

saw him when he strode over the fields that I knew 
well and led a stranger by the hand to place him in my 
home to sit where my forefathers sat. And I saw him 
afterwards walk thrice round the house and stoop and 
gather up the glamour from the lawns and brush aside 
the tall poppies in the garden and spread weeds in his 
pathway where he strode through the remembered 
nooks.”

And another said:
“He went one day into the desert and brought up 

life out of the waste places, and made it cry bitterly 
and covered it with the desert again.”

And another said:
“I too saw him once seated in the garden of a child 

tearing the flowers, and afterwards he went away 
through many woodlands and stooped down as he 
went, and picked the leaves one by one from the 
trees.”



And another said:
“I saw him once by moonlight standing tall and 

black amidst the ruins of a shrine in the old kingdom 
of Amama, doing a deed by night And he wore a look 
on his face such as murderers wear as he busied him
self to cover over something with weeds and dust 
Thereafter in Amama the people of that old Kingdom 
missed their god, in whose shrine I saw Time crouch
ing in the night, and they have not since beheld him.”

And all the while from the distance at the city’s edge 
rose a hum from the three armies of the King clamour
ing to be led against Zeenar. Thereat the King went 
down to his three armies and speaking to their chiefs 
said:

“I will not go down clad with murder to be King 
over other lands. I have seen the same morning arising 
on Istahn that also gladdened Alatta, and have heard 
Peace lowing among the flowers. I will not desolate 
homes to rule over an orphaned land and a land wid
owed. But I will lead you against the pledged enemy of 
Alatta who shall crumble the towers of Zoon and hath 
gone far to overthrow our gods. He is the foe of Zin- 
dara and Istahn and many-dtadeled Yan; Hebith and 
Ebnon may not overcome him nor Karida be safe 
against him among her bleakest mountains. He is a foe 
mightier than Zeenar with frontiers stronger than the 
Eidis; he leers at all the peoples of the earth and 
mocks their gods and covets their builded cities. 
Therefore we will go forth and conquer Time and save 
the gods of Alatta from his clutch, and coming back 
victorious shall find that Death is gone and age and 
illness departed, and here we shall live for ever by the 
golden eaves of Zoon, while the bees hum among un
rusted gables and never crumbling towers. There shall 
be neither fading nor forgetting, nor ever dying nor 



sorrow, when we shall have freed the people and pleas
ant fields of the earth from inexorable Time.”

And the armies swore that they would follow the 
King to save the world and the gods.

So the next day the King set forth with his three 
armies and crossed many rivers and marched through 
many lands, and wherever they went they asked for 
news of Time.

And the first day they met a woman with her face 
furrowed and lined, who told them that she had been 
beautiful and that Time had smitten her in the face 
with his five claws.

Many an old man they met as they marched in 
search of Time. All had seen him but none could tell 
them more, except that some said he went that way 
and pointed to a ruined tower or to an old and broken 
tree.

And day after day and month by month the King 
pushed on with his armies, hoping to come at last on 
Time. Sometimes they encamped at night near palaces 
of beautiful design or beside gardens of flowers, hoping 
to find their enemy when he came to desecrate in the 
dark. Sometimes they came on cobwebs, sometimes on 
rusted chains and houses with broken roofs or crum
bling walls. Then the armies would push on apace 
thinking that they were closer upon the track of Time.

As the weeks passed by and weeks grew to months, 
and always they heard reports and rumours of Time, 
but never found him, the armies grew weary of the 
great march, but the King pushed on and would let 
none turn back, saying always that the enemy was near 
at hand.

Month in, month out, the King led on his now un
willing armies, till at last they had marched for close 
upon a year and came to the village of Astarma very 
far to the north. There many of the King’s weary sol



diers deserted from his armies and settled down in As
tarma and married Astarmian girls. By these soldiers 
we have the march of the armies clearly chronicled to 
the time when they came to Astarma, having been nigh 
a year upon the march. And the army left that village 
and the children cheered them as they went up the 
street, and five miles distant they passed over a ridge 
of hills and out of sight. Beyond this less is known, but 
the rest of this chronicle is gathered from the tales that 
the veterans of the King’s armies used to tell in the eve
nings about the fires in Zoon and remembered after
wards by the men of Zeenar.

It is mostly credited in these days that such of the 
King’s armies as went on past Astarma came at last (it 
is not known after how long a time) over a crest of a 
slope where the whole earth slanted green to the north. 
Below it lay green fields and beyond them moaned the 
sea with never shore nor island so far as the eye could 
reach. Among the green fields lay a village, and on this 
village the eyes of the King and his armies were turned 
as they came down the slope. It lay beneath them, 
grave with seared antiquity, with old-world gables 
stained and bent by the lapse of frequent years, with 
all its chimneys awry. Its roofs were tiled with antique 
stones covered over deep with moss; each little window 
looked with a myriad strange-cut panes on the gardens 
shaped with quaint devices and overrun with weeds. On 
rusted hinges the doors swung to and fro and were 
fashioned of planks of immemorial oak with black 
knots gaping from their sockets. Against it all there 
beat the thistle-down, about it clambered the ivy or 
swayed the weeds; tall and straight out of the twisted 
chimneys arose blue columns of smoke, and blades of 
grass peeped upward between the huge cobbles of the 
unmolested street. Between the gardens and the cob
bled street stood hedges higher than a horseman might 



look, of stalwart thorn, and upward through it clam
bered the convolvulus to peer into the garden from the 
top. Before each house there was cut a gap in the 
hedge, and in it swung a wicket gate of timber soft 
with the rain and years, and green like the moss. Over 
all of it there brooded age and the full hush of things 
bygone and forgotten. Upon this derelict that the years 
had cast up out of antiquity the King and his armies 
gazed long. Then on the hill slope the King made his 
armies halt, and went down alone with one of his 
chiefs into the village.

Presently there was a stir in one of the houses, and 
a bat flew out of the door into the daylight, and three 
mice came running out of the doorway down the step, 
an old stone cracked in two and held together by moss; 
and there followed an old man bending on a stick, with 
a white beard coming to the ground, wearing clothes 
that were glossed with use, and presently there came 
others out of the other houses, all of them as old, and 
all hobbling on sticks. These were the oldest people 
that the King had ever beheld, and he asked them the 
name of the village and who they were; and one of 
them answered: “This is the City of the Aged in the 
Territory of Time.”

And the King said: “Is Time then here?”
And one of the old men pointed to a great castle 

standing on a steep hill and said: “Therein dwells 
Time, and we are his people”; and they all looked cu
riously at King Kamith Zo, and the eldest of the villag
ers spoke again and said: “Whence do you come, you 
that are so young?” and Kamith Zo told him how he 
had come to conquer Time to save the world and the 
gods, and asked them whence they came.

And the villagers said:
“We are older than always, and know not whence 

we came, but we are the people of Time, and here 



from the Edge of Everything he sends out his hours to 
assail the world, and you may never conquer Time.” 
Bttt the King went back to his armies, and pointed to
wards the castle on the hill and told them that at last 
they had found the Enemy of the Earth; and they that 
were older than always went back slowly into their 
houses with the creaking of olden doors. And they 
went across the fields and passed the village. From one 
of his towers Time eyed them all the while, and in bat
tle order they closed in on the steep hill as Time sat 
still in his great tower and watched.

But as the feet of the foremost touched the edge of 
the hill Time hurled five years against them, and the 
years passed over their heads and the army still came 
on, an army of older men. But the slope seemed steep
er to the King and to every man in his army, and 
they breathed more heavily. And Time summoned up 
more years, and one by one he hurled them at Kamith 
Zo and at all his men. And the knees of the army 
stiffened, and the beards grew and turned grey, and the 
hours and days and the months went singing over their 
heads, and their hair turned whiter and whiter, and the 
conquering hours bore down, and the years rushed on 
and swept the youth of that army clear away till they 
came face to face under the walls of the castle of Time 
with a mass of howling years, and found the top of the 
slope too steep for aged men. Slowly and painfully, 
harassed with agues and chills, the King rallied his 
aged army that tottered down the slope.

Slowly the King led back his warriors over whose 
heads had shrieked the triumphant years. Year in, year 
out, they straggled southwards, always towards Zoon; 
they came, with rust upon their spears and long beards 
flowing, again into Astarma, and none knew them 
there. They passed again by towns and villages where 
once they had inquired curiously concerning Time, and 



none knew them there either. They came again to the 
palaces and gardens where they had waited for Time 
in the night, and found that Time had been there. And 
all the while they set a hope before them that they 
should come on Zoon again and see its golden eaves. 
And no one knew that unperceived behind them there 
lurked and followed the gaunt figure of Time cutting 
off stragglers one by one and overwhelming them with 
his hours, only men were missed from the army every 
day, and fewer and fewer grew the veterans of Kamith 
Zo.

But at last after many a month, one night as they 
marched in the dusk before the morning, dawn sud
denly ascending shown on the eaves of Zoon, and a 
great cry ran through the army:

“Alatta, Alatta!”
But drawing nearer they found that the gates were 

rusted and weeds grew tall along the outer walls, many 
a roof had fallen, gables were blackened and bent, and 
the golden eaves shone not as heretofore. And the sol
diers entering the city expecting to find their sisters 
and sweethearts of a few years ago saw only old 
women wrinkled with great age and knew not who they 
were.

Suddenly someone said:
“He has been here too.”
And then they knew that while they searched for 

Time, Time had gone forth against their city and lea- 
guered it with the years, and had taken it while they 
were far away and enslaved their women and children 
with the yoke of age. So all that remained of the three 
armies of Kamith Zo settled in the conquered city. 
And presently the men of Zeenar crossed over the 
river Eidis and easily conquering an army of aged men 
took all Alatta for themselves, and their kings reigned 
thereafter in the city of Zoon. And sometimes the men 



of Zeenar listened to the strange tales that the old 
Alattans told of the years when they made battle 
against Time. Such of these tales as the men of Zeenar 
remembered they afterwards set forth, and this is all 
that may be told of those adventurous armies that went 
to war with Time to save the world and the gods, and 
were overwhelmed by the hours and the years.



When all the stories for Time and the Gods were fin
ished, Lord Dunsany selected the title. On this sub
ject he observed:

“This book, like The Sword of Welleran which 
followed it, was named, as most books of short sto
ries are, on what I think is a wrong principle, that is 
to say from one tale in the book: I merely followed 
the usual custom, but I think now that a book 
should have a name of its own.”

He seems to have held quite firmly to this, for, 
after his next book, Welleran, it was to be forty 
years before he again named a book of short stories 
after the title of one of the tales therein.

Concerning the title of this story, “Time and the 
Gods,” which follows, Dunsany wrote: “The title of 
the tale came to me, as such titles usually do, as the 
only possible name for the tale, almost as though it 
were already named and written down somewhere. 
The origin of this name I am able to trace, for years 
later I came on a line of Swinburne’s, beginning 
"Time and the Gods are at strife,’ and I think I must 
have heard that line . . . and instantly forgotten it, 
but it had sunk down into the deeps of the mind, 
whence fancies arise.”

L.C.

Time and the Gods

Once when the gods were young and only Their 

swarthy servant Time was without age, the gods lay 
sleeping by a broad river upon earth. There in a valley 
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that from all the earth the gods had set apart for Their 
repose the gods dreamed marble dreams. And with 
domes and pinnacles the dreams arose and stood up 
proudly between the river and the sky, all shimmering 
white to the morning. In the city’s midst the gleaming 
marble of a thousand steps climbed to the citadel 
where arose four pinnacles beckoning to heaven, and 
midmost between the pinnacles there stood the dome, 
vast, as the gods had dreamed it All around, terrace 
by terrace, there went marble lawns well guarded by 
onyx lions and carved with effigies of all the gods strid
ing amid the symbols of the worlds. With a sound like 
tinkling bells, far off in a land of shepherds hidden by 
some hill, the waters of many fountains turned again 
home. Then the gods awoke and there stood Sardath- 
rion. Not to common men have the gods given to walk 
Sardathrion’s streets, and not to common eyes to see her 
fountains. Only to those to whom in lonely passes in 
the night the gods have spoken, leaning through the 
stars, to those that have heard the voices of the gods 
above the morning or seen Their faces bending above 
the sea, only to those hath it been given to see Sar- 
dathrion, to stand where her pinnacles gathered to
gether in the night fresh from the dreams of gods. For 
round the valley a great desert lies through which no 
common traveller may come, but those whom the gods 
have chosen feel suddenly a great longing at heart, and 
crossing the mountains that divide the desert from the 
world, set out across it driven by the gods, till hidden 
in the desert’s midst they find the valley at last and 
look with eyes upon Sardathrion.

In the desert beyond the valley grow a myriad 
thorns, and all pointing towards Sardathrion. So may 
many that the gods have loved come to the marble 
city, but none can return, for other cities are no fitting 
home for men whose feet have touched Sardathrion’s 



marble streets, where even the gods have not been 
ashamed to come in the guise of men with Their cloaks 
wrapped about Their faces. Therefore no city shall 
ever hear the songs that are sung in the marble citadel 
by those in whose ears have rung the voices of the gods. 
No report shall ever come to other lands of the music 
of the fall of Sardathrion’s fountains, when the waters 
which went heavenward return again into the lake where 
the gods cool Their brows sometimes in the guise of men. 
None may ever hear the speech of the poets of that city, 
to whom the gods have spoken.

It stands a city aloof. There hath been no rumour 
of it—-I alone have dreamed of it, and I may not be 
sure that my dreams are true.

Above the Twilight the gods were seated in the after 
years, ruling the worlds. No longer now They walked 
at evening in the Marble City hearing the fountains 
splash, or listening to the singing of the men they 
loved, because it was in the after years and the work of 
the gods was to be done.

But often as they rested a moment from doing the 
work of the gods, from hearing the prayers of men or 
sending here the Pestilence or there Mercy, They 
would speak a while with one another of the olden 
years saying, “Rememberest thou not Sardathrion?” 
and another would answer, "Ah! Sardathrion, and all 
Sardathrion’s mist-draped marble lawns whereon we 
walk not now.”

Then the gods turned to do the work of the gods, 
answering the prayers of men or smiting them, and 
ever They sent Their swarthy servant Time to heal or 
overwhelm. And Time went forth into the worlds to 
obey the commands of the gods, yet he cast furtive 
glances at his masters, and the gods distrusted Time 



because he had known the worlds or ever the gods be
came.

One day when furtive Time had gone into the 
worlds to nimbly smite some city whereof the gods 
were weary, the gods above the twilight speaking to 
one another said:

“Surely we are the lords of Time and the gods of the 
worlds besides. See how our city Sardathrion lifts over 
other cities. Others arise and perish but Sardathrion 
standeth yet, the first and the last of cities. Rivers are 
lost in the sea and streams forsake the hills, but ever 
Sardathrion’s fountains arise in our dream city. As was 
Sardathrion when the gods were young, so are her 
streets to-day as a sign that we are the gods.”

Suddenly the swart figure of Time stood up before 
the gods, with both hands dripping with blood and a 
red sword dangling idly from his fingers, and said:

“Sardathrion is gone! I have overthrown it!”
And the gods said:
“Sardathrion? Sardathrion, the marble city? Thou, 

thou hast overthrown it? Thou, the slave of die gods?”
And the oldest of the gods said:
“Sardathrion, Sardathrion, and is Sardathrion 

gone?”
And furtively Time looked him in the face and 

edged towards him fingering with his dripping fingers 
the hilt of his nimble sword.

Then the gods feared with a new fear that he that 
had overthrown Their city would one day slay the 
gods. And a new cry went wailing through the Twi
light, the lament of the gods for Their dream city, 
crying:

“Tears may not bring again Sardathrion.
“But this the gods may do who have seen, and seen 

with unrelenting eyes, the sorrows of ten thousand 
worldsthy gods may weep for thee.



“Tears may not bring again Sardathrion.
“Believe it not, Sardathrion, that ever thy gods sent 

this doom to thee; he that hath overthrown thee shall 
overthrow thy gods.

“How oft when Night came suddenly on Morning 
playing in the fields of Twilight did we watch thy pin
nacles emerging from the darkness, Sardathrion, 
Sardathrion, dream city of the gods, and thine onyx 
lions looming limb by limb from the dusk.

“How often have we sent our child the Dawn to 
play with thy fountain tops; how often hath Evening, 
loveliest of our goddesses, strayed long upon thy bal
conies.

“Let one fragment of thy marbles stand up above 
the dust for thine old gods to caress, as a man when all 
else is lost treasures one lock of the hair of his be
loved.

“Sardathrion, the gods must kiss once more the 
place where thy streets were once.

“There were wonderful marbles in thy streets, Sar
dathrion.

“Sardathrion, Sardathrion, the gods weep for thee.”

The Opulence of Yahn

The men of Zonu hold that Yahn is God, who sits 

as a usurer behind a heap of little lustrous gems and 
ever clutches at them with both his arms. Scarce larger 
than a drop of water are the gleaming jewels that lie 
under the grasping talons of Yahn, and every jewel is a 
life. Men tell in Zonu that the earth was empty when 



Yahn devised his plan, and on it no life stirred. Then 
Yahn lured to him shadows whose home was beyond 
the Rim, who knew little 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 



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 die 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 greafly 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 



Yahn leave the earth at rest and trouble the shadows 
no more, but sit and gloat with his unseemly face over 
his hoard of Lives, for his soul is a usurer’s soul. But 
others say, and they swear that this is true, that there 
are gods of Old, who be far greater than Yahn, who 
made the Law wherein Yahn is overskilled, and who 
will one day drive a bargain with him that shall be too 
hard for Yahn. Then Yahn shall wander away, a mean 
forgotten god, and perchance in some forsaken land 
shall haggle with the rain for a drop of water to drink, 
for his soul is a usurer’s soul.

And the Laves—who knoweth the gods of Old or 
what Their will shall be?



The second book completed, Lord and Lady Dun
sany left London that July for a brief stay in Ireland 
and thence to Scotland for the deerstalking season. 
Next, they returned to Rood Ashton for “voting-sea
son”—Dunsany ran for Parliament as the Conserva
tive candidate for West Wilts: he was defeated by 
1450 votes.

In the following year, 1906, a literary magazine 
called The Shanachie was founded in Dublin. In re
sponse to the editor’s request Dunsany sent them his 
story “Time and the Gods,” and it was printed in 
excellent company—Bernard Shaw and George 
Moore appeared in the same issue. This was the first 
time a magazine had ever taken one of his stories, 
and he was stimulated enough to begin writing one 
of the tales which eventually were published in his 
third book, The Sword of Welleran. The Shanachie 
took that one, too.

In April the Dunsanys went to Paris. Here he got 
an idea for a story called “The Sword of Welleran.” 
Those who have read my fantasy anthology The 
Young Magicians (Ballantine, 1969), may remember 
this story in which the lifelike statues of long-dead 
heroes protect the city of Merimna by frightening 
away the savage tribesmen who would otherwise 
have whelmed and trodden down that city. The heroic 
figures are so lifelike and fearsome that the ignorant 
savages dare not attack. Dunsany got this delightful 
notion from a cheap street map of Paris he bought 
from a street hawker. He noticed that all the outer 
boulevards along the fortifications were called by the 
names of French heroes—almost as if to shake the 
spirits of an enemy, who, approaching Paris, would 
come first upon those awe-inspiring names.

He dictated this story to his wife on April 29 and 
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30th in their sitting-room at the Hotel St. James et 
d’Albany.

They returned to London for the social season in 
May, where he added three more stories to the grow
ing book. Two more were written at Castle Dunsany 
in July and August.

On August 25th of the following year, 1907, Dun- 
sany’s son, Randal, was bom. This son, the Honorable 
Randal Plunkett, succeeded to the title as the nine
teenth baron when Lord Dunsany died on October 
25,1957, in Dublin; he is now 63.

But I digress. The last few stories for this third 
book were quickly done. One of the last was given a 
splendid, ringing name—“The Fortress Unvanquish- 
able Save For Sacnoth”—which has always sounded to 
me like some precious line preserved from the loss of 
some forgotten barbaric epic.

The tale, which follows next, was written in Wilt
shire, but roots stretch back across years and conti
nents and oceans to a time shortly after Lord Dun
sany himself succeeded to the family title as eighteenth 
baron.

Our author’s father died in 1899, when Dunsany 
was 21. A few days after his father’s funeral, Dunsany 
joined the first battalion of the Coldstream Guards 
at Chelsea barracks, and set out for service in the 
Boer War. He and his troops landed at Gibraltar in 
late January, 1900. The vision of that mighty fortress 
built upon the great Rock, soaring against the blue 
of the Mediterranean sky fascinated and enthralled 
him.

“Among the uses of that famous fortress,” he later 
wrote, “there must be many for which the world 
cares nothing, and to fill my mind with great shapes, 
that helped me years later to tell of cities that never 
were, is probably amongst the least of these.” How
ever—he continued—-“I wrote a tale about a fortress 
called ‘The Fortress Unvanquishable, Save For Sac
noth,’ which I thought was a wild fancy, as others, if 
they read it, may have thought too; yet I wonder if the 
human imagination has the power to write at all con



vincingly of a great fortress unless the outward eyes 
have actually seen one.”

The story was written while he and his wife were 
Staying at Wingfield, which is near Trowbridge in 
Wiltshire. Here he wrote two of the last stories for 
the third book—“and a long story [i.e., ‘Fortress’]. 
As I look at that tale again, I feel a mild surprise that 
nobody ever took any notice of it; there seems rather 
more imagination in it than I can account for, and I 
do not know how I came by it at alt”

L.C.

The Fortress Unvanquishable, 
Save for Sacnoth

In a wood older than record, a foster brother of the 

hills, stood the village of Allathurion; and there was 
peace between the people of that village and all the 
folk who walked in the dark ways of the wood, 
whether they were human or of the tribes of the beasts 
or of the race of the fairies and the elves and the little 
sacred spirits of trees and streams. Moreover, die vil
lage people had peace among themselves and between 
them and their lord, Lorendiac. In front of the village 
was a wide and grassy space, and beyond this the great 
wood again, but at the back the trees came right up to 
the houses, which, with their great beams and wooden 
framework and thatched roofs, green with moss, 
seemed almost to be a part of the forest

Now in the time I tell of, there was trouble in Alla
thurion, for of an evening fell dreams were wont to 



come slipping through the tree trunks and into the 
peaceful village; and they assumed dominion of men’s 
minds and led them in watches of the night through 
the cindery plains of Hell. Then the magician of that 
village made spells against those fell dreams; yet still 
the dreams came flitting through the trees as soon as 
the dark had fallen, and let men’s minds by night into 
terrible places and caused them to praise Satan openly 
with their lips.

And men grew afraid of sleep in Allathurion. And 
they grew worn and pale, some through the want of 
rest, and others from fear of the things they saw on the 
cindery plains of Hell.

Then the magician of the village went up into the 
tower of his house, and all night long those whom fear 
kept awake could see his window high up in the night 
glowing softly alone. The next day, when the twilight 
was far gone and night was gathering fast, the magician 
went away to the forest’s edge, and uttered there the 
spell that he had made. And the spell was a compul
sive, terrible thing, having a power over evil dreams 
and over spirits of ill; for it was a verse of forty lines 
in many languages, both living and dead, and had in it 
the word wherewith the people of the plains are wont 
to curse their camels, and the shout wherewith the 
whalers of the north lure the whales shoreward to be 
killed, and a word that causes elephants to trumpet; 
and every one of the forty lines closed with a rhyme 
for “wasp.”

And still the dreams came flitting through the forest, 
and led men’s souls into the plains of Hell. Then the 
magician knew that the dreams were from Gaznak. 
Therefore he gathered the people of the village, and 
told them that he had uttered his mightiest spell-—a 
spell having power over all that were human or of the 
tribes of the beasts; and that since it had not availed 



the dreams must come from Gaznak, the greatest ma
gician among the spaces of the stars. And he read to 
the people out of the Book of Magicians, which tells 
the comings of the comet and foretells his coming 
again. And he told them how Gaznak rides upon the 
comet, and how he visits Earth once in every two hun
dred and thirty years, and makes for himself a vast, in
vincible fortress and sends out dreams to feed on the 
minds of men, and may never be vanquished but by 
the sword Sacnoth.

And a cold fear fell on the hearts of the villagers 
when they found that their magician had failed them.

Then spake Leothric, son of the Lord Lorendiac, 
and twenty years old was he: “Good Master, what of 
the sword Sacnoth?”

And the village magician answered: “Fair Lord, no 
such sword as yet is wrought, for it lies as yet in the 
hide of Tharagawerug, protecting his spine.”

Then said Leothric: “Who is Tharagawerug, and 
where may he be encountered?”

And the magician of Allathurion answered: “He is 
the dragon-crocodile who haunts the Northern marshes 
and ravages the homesteads by their marge. And the 
hide of his back is of steel, and his under parts are of 
iron; but along the midst of his back, over his spine, 
there lies a narrow strip of unearthly steel. This strip 
of steel is Sacnoth, and it may be neither cleft nor mol
ten, and there is nothing in the world that may avail to 
break it, nor even leave a scratch upon its surface. It is 
of the length of a good sword, and of the breadth 
thereof. Shouldst thou prevail against Tharagawerug, 
his hide may be melted away from Sacnoth in a fur
nace; but there is only one thing that may sharpen Sac- 
noth’s edge, and this is one of Tharagawerug’s own 
steel eyes; and the other eye thou must fasten to Sac- 
noth’s hilt, and it will watch for thee. But it is a hard 



task to vanquish Tharagawerug, for no sword can 
pierce his hide; his back cannot be broken, and he can 
neither bum nor drown. In one way only can Thara
gawerug die, and that is by starving.”

Then sorrow fell upon Leothric, but the magician 
spoke on:

“If a man drive Tharagawerug away from his food 
with a stick for three days, he will starve on the third 
day at sunset And though he is not vulnerable, yet in 
one spot he may take hurt, for his nose is only of lead. 
A sword would merely lay bare the uncleavable bronze 
beneath, but if his nose be smitten constantly with a 
stick he will always recoil from the pain, and thus may 
Tharagawerug, to left and right, be driven away from 
his food.”

Then Leothric said: “What is Tharagawerug’s 
food?”

And the magician of Allathurion said: “His food is 
men.”

But Leothric went straightway thence, and cut a 
great staff from a hazel tree, and slept early that eve
ning. But the next morning, awaking from troubled 
dreams, he arose before the dawn, and, taking with 
him provisions for five days, set out through the forest 
northwards towards the marshes. For some hours he 
moved through the gloom of the forest, and when he 
emerged from it the sun was above the horizon shining 
on pools of water in the waste land. Presently he saw 
the claw-marks of Tharagawerug deep in the soil, and 
the track of his tail between them like a furrow in a 
field. Then Leothric followed the tracks till he heard 
the bronze heart of Tharagawerug before him, boom
ing like a bell.

And Tharagawerug, it being the hour when he took 
the first meal of the day, was moving towards a village 
with his heart tolling. And all the people of the village 



were come out to meet him, as it was their wont to do; 
for they abode not the suspense of awaiting Tharagav- 
verug and of hearing him sniffing brazenly as he went 
from door to door, pondering slowly in his metal mind 
what habitant he should choose. And none dared to 
flee, for in the days when the villagers fled from Thar- 
agawerug, he, having chosen his victim, would track 
him tirelessly, like a doom. Nothing availed them 
against Tharagawerug. Once they climbed the trees 
when he came, but Tharagawerug went up to one, 
arching his back and leaning over slightly, and rasped 
against the trunk until it fell. And when Leothric came 
near, Tharagawerug saw him out of one of his small 
steel eyes and came towards him leisurely, and the 
echoes of his heart swirled up through his open mouth. 
And Leothric stepped sideways from his onset, and 
came between him and the village and smote him on 
the nose, and the blow of the stick made a dint in the 
soft lead. And Tharagawerug swung clumsily away, 
uttering one fearful cry like the sound of a great 
church bell that had become possessed of a soul that 
fluttered upward from the tombs at night—an evil 
soul, giving the bell a voice. Then he attacked Leoth
ric, snarling, and again Leothric leapt aside, and smote 
him on the nose with his stick. Tharagawerug sounded 
like a bell howling. And whenever the dragon-croco
dile attacked him, or turned towards the village, 
Leothric smote him again.

So all day long Leothric drove the monster with a 
stick and he drove him farther and farther from his 
prey, with his heart tolling angrily and his voice crying 
out for pain.

Towards evening Tharagawerug ceased to snap at 
Leothric, but ran before him to avoid the stick, for his 
nose was sore and shining; and in the gloaming the vil
lagers came out and danced to cymbal and psaltery. 



When Tharagawerug heard the cymbal and psaltery, 
hunger and anger came upon him, and he felt as some 
lord might feel who was held by force from the ban
quet in his own castle and heard the creaking spit go 
round and round and the good meat crackling on it. 
And all that night he attacked Leothric fiercely, and 
oft-times nearly caught him in the darkness; for his 
gleaming eyes of steel could see as well by night as by 
day. And Leothric gave ground slowly till the dawn, 
and when the light came they were near the village 
again; yet not so near to it as they had been when they 
encountered, for Leothric drove Tharagawerug farther 
in the day than Tharagawerug had forced him back in 
the night. Then Leothric drove him again with his stick 
till the hour came when it was the custom of the drag
on-crocodile to find his man. One third of his man he 
would eat at tire time he found him, and the rest at 
noon and evening. But when the hour came for finding 
his man a great fierceness came on Tharagawerug, 
and he grabbed rapidly at Leothric, bitt could not seize 
him, and for a long while neither of them would retire. 
But at last the pain of the stick on his leaden nose 
overcame the hunger of the dragon-crocodile, and he 
turned from its howling. From that moment Tharagav- 
verug weakened. All that day Leothric drove him with 
his stick, and at night both held their ground; and 
when the dawn of the third day was come the heart of 
Tharagawerug beat slower and fainter. It was as 
though a tired man was ringing a bell. Once Tharagav- 
verug nearly seized a frog, but Leothric snatched it 
away just in time. Towards noon the dragon-crocodile 
lay still for a long while, and Leothric stood near him 
and leaned on his trusty stick. He was very tired and 
sleepless, but had more leisure now for eating his pro
visions. With Tharagawerug the end was coming fast, 
and in the afternoon his breath came hoarsely, rasping 



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 Tharagawerug 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 Tharagawerug 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 



Man Goeth the fortress of Gaznak, mountainous before 
him, little more than a mile away.

And Leothric saw that the land was marsh and des
olate. And the fortress went up all white out of it, with 
many buttresses, and was broad below but narrowed 
higher up, and was full of gleaming windows with the 
light upon them. And near the top of it a few white 
clouds were floating, but above them some of its pin
nacles reappeared. Then Leothric advanced into the 
marshes, and the eye of Tharagawerug looked out 
warily from the hilt of Sacnoth; for Tharagawerug had 
known the marshes well, and the sword nudged Leoth
ric to the right or pulled him to the left away from the 
dangerous places, and so brought him safely to the for
tress walls.

And in the wall stood doors like precipices of steel, 
all studded with boulders of iron, and above every 
window were terrible gargoyles of stone; and the name 
of the fortress shone on the wall, writ large in letters of 
brass: “The Fortress Unvanquishable, Save For Sac
noth.”

Then Leothric drew and revealed Sacnoth, and all 
the gargoyles grinned, and the grin went flickering 
from face to face right up into the cloud-abiding 
gables.

And when Sacnoth was revealed and all the gar
goyles grinned, it was like the moonlight emerging from 
a cloud to look for the first time upon a field of blood, 
and passing swiftly over the wet faces of the slain that 
lie together in the horrible night Then Leothric ad
vanced towards a door, and it was mightier than the 
marble quarry, Sacremona, from which of old men cut 
enormous slabs to build the Abbey of the Holy Tears. 
Day after day they wrenched out the very ribs of the 
hill until the Abbey was builded, and it was more 
beautiful than anything in stone. Then the priests 



blessed Sacremona, and it had rest, and no more stone 
was ever taken from it to build the houses of men. 
And the hill stood looking southwards lonely in the 
sunlight, defaced by that mighty scar. So vast was the 
door of steel. And the name of the door was The Porte 
Resonant, the Way of Egress for War*

Then Leothric smote upon the Porte Resonant with 
Sacnoth, and the echo of Sacnoth went ringing through 
the halls, and all the dragons in the fortress barked. 
And when the baying of the remotest dragon had 
faintly joined in the tumult, a window opened far up 
among the clouds below the twilit gables, and a woman 
screamed, and far away in Hell her father heard her 
and knew that her doom was come.

And Leothric went on smiting terribly with Sacnoth, 
and the grey steel of the Porte Resonant, the Way of 
Egress for War, that was tempered to resist the swords 
of the world, came away in ringing slices.

Then Leothric, holding Sacnoth in his hand, went in 
through the hole that he had hewn in the door, and 
came into the unlit, cavernous hall.

An elephant fled trumpeting. And Leothric stood 
still, holding Sacnoth. When the sound of the feet of 
the elephant had died away in remoter corridors, noth
ing more stirred, and the cavernous hall was still.

Presently the darkness of the distant halls became 
musical with the sound of bells, all coming nearer and 
nearer.

Still Leothric waited in the dark, and the bells rang 
louder and louder, echoing through the halls, and there 
appeared a procession of men on camels riding two by 
two from the interior of the fortress, and they were 
armed with scimitars of Assyrian make and were all 
clad with mail, and chain-mail hung from their helmets 
about their faces, and flapped as the camels moved. 
And they all halted before Leothric in the cavernous 



hall, and the camel bells clanged and stopped. And the 
leader said to Leothric:

“The Lord Gaznak has desired to see you die before 
him. Be pleased to come with us, and we can discourse 
by the way of the manner in which the Lord Gaznak 
has desired to see you die.”

And as he said this he unwound a chain of iron that 
was coiled upon his saddle, and Leothric answered:

“I would fain go with you, for I am come to slay 
Gaznak.”

Then all the camel-guard of Gaznak laughed hid
eously, disturbing the vampires that were asleep in the 
measureless vault of the roof. And the leader said:

“The Lord Gaznak is immortal, save for Sacnoth, 
and weareth armour that is proof even against Sacnoth 
himself, and hath a sword the second most terrible in 
the world.”

Then Leothric said: “I am the Lord of the sword 
Sacnoth.”

And he advanced towards the camel-guard of Gaz
nak, and Sacnoth lifted up and down in his hand as 
though stirred by an exultant pulse. Then the camel
guard of Gaznak fled, and the riders leaned forward 
and smote their camels with whips, and they went 
away with a great clamour of bells through colonnades 
and corridors and vaulted halls, and scattered into the 
inner darknesses of the fortress. When the last sound 
of them had died away, Leothric was in doubt which 
way to go, for the camel-guard was dispersed in many 
directions, so he went straight on till he came to a 
great stairway in the midst of the hall. Then Leothric 
set his foot in the middle of a wide step, and climbed 
steadily up the stairway for five minutes. Little light 
was there in the great hall through which Leothric as
cended, for it only entered through arrow slits here 
and there, and in the world outside evening was wan



ing fast. The stairway led up to two folding doors, and 
they stood a little ajar, and through the crack Leothric 
entered and tried to continue straight on, but could 
get no farther, for the whole room seemed to be full of 
festoons of ropes which swung from wall to wall and 
were looped and draped from the ceiling. The whole 
chamber was thick and black with them. They were 
soft and light to the touch, like fine silk, but Leothric 
was unable to break any one of them, and though they 
swung away from him as he pressed forward, yet by 
the time he had gone three yards they were all about 
him like a heavy cloak. Then Leothric stepped back 
and drew Sacnoth, and Sacnoth divided the ropes with
out a sound, and without a sound the severed pieces 
fell to the floor. Leothric went forward slowly, moving 
Sacnoth in front of him up and down as he went 
When he was come into the middle of the chamber, 
suddenly, as he parted with Sacnoth a great hammock 
of strands, he saw a spider before him that was larger 
than a ram, and the spider looked at him with eyes 
that were little, but in which there was much sin, and 
said:

“Who are you that spoil the labour of years all done 
to the honour of Satan?”

And Leothric answered: “I am Leothric, son of 
Lorendiac.”

And the spider said: “I will make a rope at once to 
hang you with.”

Then Leothric parted another bunch of strands, and 
came nearer to the spider as he sat making his rope, 
and the spider, looking up from his work, said: “What 
is that sword which is able to sever my ropes?”

And Leothric said: “It is Sacnoth.”
Thereat the black hair that hung over the face of the 

spider parted to left and right, and the spider frowned: 
then the hair fell back into its place, and hid every



thing except the sin of the little eyes which went on 
gleaming lustfully in the dark. But before Leothric 
could reach him, he climbed away with his hands, 
going up by one of his ropes to a lofty rafter, and there 
sat, growling. But clearing his way with Sacnoth, 
Leothric passed through the chamber, and came to the 
farther door; and the door being shut, and the handle 
far up out of his reach, he hewed his way through it 
with Sacnoth in the same way as he had through the 
Porte Resonant, the Way of Egress for War. And so 
Leothric came into a well-lit chamber, where Queens 
and Princes were banqueting together, all at a great 
table; and thousands of candles were glowing all about, 
and their light shone in the wine that the Princes drank 
and on the huge gold candelabra, and the royal faces 
were irradiant with the glow, and the white table-cloth 
and the silver plates and the jewels in the hair of the 
Queens, each jewel having a historian all to itself, who 
wrote no other chronicles all his days. Between the 
table and the door there stood two hundred footmen in 
two rows of one hundred facing one another. Nobody 
looked at Leothric as he entered through the hole in 
the door, but one of the Princes asked a question of a 
footman, and the question was passed from mouth to 
mouth by all the hundred footmen till it came to the 
last one nearest Leothric; and he said to Leothric, 
without looking at him:

“What do you seek here?”
And Leothric answered: “I seek to slay Gaznak.”
And footman to footman repeated all the way to the 

table: “He seeks to slay Gaznak.”
And another question came down the line of foot

men: “What is your name?”
And the line that stood opposite took his answer 

back.



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:



“I have a business with Gaznak and with Sacnoth,” 
and passed on through the chamber.

And at the name of Sacnoth those women screamed, 
and the flames of their eyes sank low and dwindled to 
sparks.

And Leothric left them, and, hewing with Sacnoth, 
passed through the farther door.

Outside he felt the night air on his face, and found 
that he stood upon a narrow way between two abysses. 
To left and right of him, as far as he could see, the 
walls of the fortress ended in a profound precipice, 
though the roof still stretched above him; and before 
him lay the two abysses full of stars, for they cut their 
way through the whole Earth and revealed the under 
sky; and threading its course between them went the 
way, and it sloped upward and its sides were sheer. 
And beyond the abysses, where the way led up to the 
farther chambers of the fortress, Leothric heard the 
musicians playing their magical tune. So he stepped on 
to the way, which was scarcely a stride in width, and 
moved along it holding Sacnoth naked. And to and fro 
beneath him in each abyss whirred the wings of vam
pires passing up and down, all giving praise to Satan as 
they flew. Presently he perceived the dragon Thok 
lying upon the way, pretending to sleep, and his tail 
hung down into one of the abysses.

And Leothric went towards him, and when he was 
quite close Thok rushed at Leothric.

And he smote deep with Sacnoth, and Thok tum
bled into the abyss, screaming, and his limbs made a 
whirring in the darkness as he fell, and he fell till his 
scream sounded no louder than a whistle and then 
could be heard no more. Once or twice Leothric saw a 
star blink for an instant and reappear again, and this 
momentary eclipse of a few stars was all that remained 
in the world of the body of Thok. And Lunk, the 



brother of Thok, who had lain a little behind him, saw 
that this must be Sacnoth and fled lumbering away. 
And all the while that he walked between the abysses, 
the mighty vault of the roof of the fortress still 
stretched over Leothric’s head, all filled with gloom. 
Now, when the farther side of the abyss came into 
view, Leothric saw a chamber that opened with in
numerable arches upon the twin abysses, and the pil
lars of the arches went away into the distance and van
ished in the gloom to left and right

Far down the dim precipice on which the pillars 
stood he could see windows small and closely barred, 
and between the bars there showed at moments, and 
disappeared again, things that I shall not speak of.

There was no light here except for the great South
ern stars that shone below the abysses, and here and 
there in the chamber through the arches lights that 
moved furtively without the sound of footfall.

Then Leothric stepped from the way, and entered 
the great chamber.

Even to himself he seemed but a tiny dwarf as he 
walked under one of those colossal arches.

The last faint light of evening flickered through a 
window painted in sombre colours commemorating the 
achievements of Satan upon Earth. High up in the wall 
the window stood, and the streaming lights of candles 
lower down moved stealthily away.

Other light there was none, save for a faint blue 
glow from the steel eye of Tharagawerug that peered 
restlessly about it from the hilt of Sacnoth. Heavily in 
the chamber hung the clammy odour of a large and 
deadly beast.

Leothric moved forward slowly with the blade of 
Sacnoth in front of him feeling for a foe, and the eye 
in the hilt of it looking out behind.

Nothing stirred.



If anything lurked behind the pillars of the colon
nade that held aloft the roof, it neither breathed nor 
moved.

The music of the magical musicians sounded from 
very near.

Suddenly the great doors on the far side of the 
chamber opened to left and right. For some moments 
Leothric saw nothing move, and waited clutching Sac
noth. Then Wong Bongerok came towards him, 
breathing.

This was the last and faithfullest guard of Gaznak, 
and came from slobbering just now his master’s hand.

More as a child than a dragon was Gaznak wont to 
treat him, giving him often in his fingers tender pieces 
of man all smoking from his table.

Long and low was Wong Bongerok, and subtle 
about the eyes, and he came breathing malice against 
Leothric out of his faithful breast, and behind him 
roared the armoury of his tail, as when sailors drag the 
cable of the anchor all rattling down the deck.

And well Wong Bongerok knew that he now faced 
Sacnoth, for it had been his wont to prophesy quietly 
to himself for many years as he lay curled at the feet 
of Gaznak.

And Leothric stepped forward into the blast of his 
breath, and lifted Sacnoth to strike.

But when Sacnoth was lifted up, the eye of Thara- 
gawerug in the butt of the hilt beheld the dragon and 
perceived his subtlety.

For he opened his mouth wide, and revealed to 
Leothric die ranks of his sabre teeth, and his leather 
gums flapped upwards. But while Leothric made to 
smite at his head, he shot forward scorpion-wise over 
his head the length of his armoured tail. All this the 
eye perceived in the hilt of Sacnoth, who smote sud
denly sideways. Not with the edge smote Sacnoth, for, 



had he done so, the severed end of the tail had still 
come hurtling on, as some pine tree that the avalanche 
has hurled point foremost from the cliff right through 
the broad breast of some mountaineer. So had Leoth
ric been transfixed; but Sacnoth smote sideways with 
the flat of his blade, and sent the tail whizzing over 
Leothric’s left shoulder; and it rasped upon his armour 
as it went, and left a groove upon it. Sideways then 
Leothric smote the foiled tail of Wong Bongerok, and 
Sacnoth parried, and the tail went shrieking up the 
blade and over Leothric’s head. Then Leothric and 
Wong Bongerok fought sword to tooth, and the sword 
smote as only Sacnoth can, and the evil faithful life of 
Wong Bongerok the dragon went out through the wide 
wound.

Then Leothric walked on past that dead monster, 
and the armoured body still quivered a little. And for a 
while it was like all the ploughshares in a county work
ing together in one field behind tired and struggling 
horses; then the quivering ceased, and Wong Bongerok 
lay still to rust.

And Leothric went on to the open gates, and Sac
noth dripped quietly along the floor.

By the open gates through which Wong Bongerok 
had entered, Leothric came into a corridor echoing 
with music. This was the first place from which Leoth
ric could see anything above his head, for hitherto the 
roof had ascended to mountainous heights and had 
stretched indistinct in the gloom. But along the narrow 
corridor hung huge bells low and near to his head, and 
the width of each brazen bell was from wall to wall, 
and they were one behind the other. And as he passed 
under each the bell uttered, and its voice was mournful 
and deep, like to the voice of a bell speaking to a man 
for the last time when he is newly dead. Each bell ut
tered once as Leothric came under it, and their voices 



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 rtf 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 



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 lais enemy’s neck, but Gaznak, clutching his 
own head by the hair, lifted it high aloft, and Sacnoth 



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 



warms, and at last giving praise with all its mighty 
voice.

Then the birds sang, and Leothric went homeward, 
and left the marshes and came to the dark wood, and 
the light of the dawn ascending lit him upon his way. 
And into Allathurion he came ere noon, and with him 
brought the evil wizened head, and the people rejoiced, 
and their nights of trouble ceased.

This is the tale of the vanquishing of The Fortress 
Unvanquishable, Save For Sacnoth, and of its passing 
away, as it is told and believed by those who love the 
mystic days of old.

Others have said, and vainly claim to prove, that a 
fever came to Allathurion, and went away; and that 
this same fever drove Leothric into the marshes by 
night, and made him dream there and act violently 
with a sword.

And others again say that there hath been no town 
of Allathurion, and that Leothric never lived.

Peace to them. The gardener hath gathered up this 
autumn’s leaves. Who shall see them again, or who 
wot of them? And who shall say what hath befallen hl 
the days of long ago?



In March, 1908, with the manuscript of The Sword of 
Welleran safely in the hands of his new publishers, 
Geo. Allen & Sons, and the book due out that autumn, 
Lord Dunsany and his wife left for a tour of the Con
tinent.

On the train leaving London he saw an outcast rock
ing horse on a rubbish heap and got the idea for a new 
story called “Blagdaross,” which he wrote down the 
very day they arrived in Paris. Next, a monument in 
the Place de la Concorde gave him the seed of “The 
Madness of Andulsprutz,” and in Rome, where they 
stayed until the middle of April, he wrote “Where the 
Tides Ebb and Flow,” from an idea which had germi
nated back in London where he glimpsed the mud of 
the Thames at low tide. From Rome, they went on to 
Venice, Florence, and Milan, and were back in Lon
don for the season. A new book, eventually to become 
A Dreamer’s Tales, was begun.

It was in London that Lord Dunsany was seized by 
a strong inspiration. “Seeing the strange land very 
vividly” before his eyes, as he later recalled in the first 
volume of his memoirs, he sat down and wrote this 
next powerful and moving story, “Poltamees, Beholder 
of Ocean.”

L.C.

Poltamees, Beholder of Ocean

Tloldees, Mondath, Arizim, these are the Inner 

Lands, the lands whose sentinels upon their borders do 
not behold the sea. Beyond them to the east there lies 
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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 Poltamees, 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 bidden 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 



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 Poltamees 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.



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 



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 Poltamees 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 Poltamees 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 
Poltamees, and would say, as is the custom of those 
lands when men part briefly, “Till a man’s heart re- 
membereth,” which means “Farewell for a while”; but 
those that loved him, seeing his eyes on Poltamees, 
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 



watched her closely by the stately flowers, and stand
ing alone in the sunlight, and passing and repassing the 
strutting purple birds that the king’s fowlers had 
brought from Asagehon. When she was of the age of 
fifteen years the King of Mondath called a council of 
kings. And there met with him the kings of Toldees 
and Arizim. And the King of Mondath in his Council 
said:

“The call of the unappeased and hungry Sea (and at 
the word ‘Sea’ the three kings bowed their heads) lures 
every year out of our happy kingdoms more and more 
of our men, and still we know not the mystery of the 
Sea, and no devised oath has brought one man back. 
Now thy daughter, Arizim, is lovelier than the sunlight, 
and lovelier than those stately flowers of thine that 
stand so tall in her garden, and hath more grace and 
beauty than those strange birds that the venturous 
flowers bring in creaking waggons out of Asagehon, 
whose feathers are alternate purple and white. Now, he 
that shall love thy daughter, Hilnaric, whoever he shall 
be, is the man to climb Poltamees and return, as none 
hath ever before, and tell us upon what Poltamees 
looks; for it may be that thy daughter is more beautiful 
than the Sea.”

Then from his Seat of Council arose the King of Ar
izim. He said: “I fear that thou hast spoken blasphemy 
against the Sea, and I have a dread that ill will come 
of it. Indeed I had not thought she was so fair. It is 
such a short while ago that she was quite a small child 
with her hair still unkempt and not yet attired in the 
manner of princesses, and she would go up into the 
wild woods unattended and come back with her robes 
unseemly and all tom, and would not take reproof 
with humble spirit, but made grimaces even in my 
marble court all set about with fountains.”

Then said the King of Toldees:



“Let us watch more closely and let us see the Prin
cess Hilnaric in the season of the orchard-bloomwhen 
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 Poltamees 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 



sacred to the Sea. And Hilnaric stood there, still glow
ing with dreams of heaven.

“She is more beautiful,” said the kings, “than morn
ing.”

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 Poltamees, 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 



comer of the terraces the three old kings were discuss
ing the beauty of Hilnaric and the destiny of the Inner 
Lands. Moving lightly, with a hunter’s tread, the 
watcher by the pool came very near, even in the still 
evening, before the Princess saw him. When he saw 
her closely he exclaimed suddenly:

“She must be more beautiful than the Sea.”
When the Princess turned and saw his garb and his 

great spear she knew that he was a hunter of gariachs.
When the three kings heard the young man exclaim 

they said softly to one another:
“This must be the man.”
Then they revealed themselves to him, and spoke to 

him to try him. They said:
“Sir, you have spoken blasphemy against the Sea.”
And the young man muttered:
“She is more beautiful than the Sea.”
And the kings said:
“We are older than you and wiser, and know that 

nothing is more beautiful than the Sea.”
And the young man took off the gear of his head, 

and became downcast, and knew that he spake with 
kings, yet he answered:

“By this spear, she is more beautiful than the Sea.”
And all the while the Princess stared at him, know

ing him to be a hunter of gariachs.
Then the King of Arizim said to the watcher by the 

pool:
“If thou wilt go up Poltamees and come back, as 

none have come, and report to us what lure or magic 
is in the Sea, we will pardon thy blasphemy, and thou 
shalt have the Princess to wife and sit among the 
Council of the Kings.”

And gladly thereunto the young man consented. 
And the Princess spoke to him, and asked him his 
name. And he told her that his name was Athelvok 



and great joy arose in him at the sound of her voice. 
And to the three kings he promised to set out on the 
third day to scale the slope of Poltamees and to return 
again, and this was the oath by which they bound him 
to return:

“I swear by the Sea that bears the worlds away, by 
the river of Oriathon, which men call Ocean, and by 
the gods and their tiger, and by the doom of the 
worlds, that I will return again to the Inner Lands, 
having beheld the Sea.”

And that oath he swore with solemnity that very 
night in one of the temples of the Sea, but the three 
kings trusted more to the beauty of Hilnaric even than 
to the power of the oath.

The next day Athelvok came to the palace of Ari
zim with the morning, over the fields to the East and 
out of the country of Toldees, and Hilnaric came out 
along her balcony and met him on the terraces. And 
she asked him if he had ever slain .a gariach, and he 
said that he had slain three, and then he told her how 
he had killed his first down by the pool in the wood. 
For he had taken his father’s spear and gone down to the 
edge of the pool, and had lain under the azaleas there 
waiting for the stars to shine, by whose first light the 
gariachs go to the pools to drink; and he had gone 
too early and had had long to wait, and the passing 
hours seemed longer than they were. And all the birds 
came in that home at night, and the bat was abroad, 
and the hour of the duck went by, and still no gariach 
came down to the pool; and Athelvok felt sure that 
none would come. And just as this grew to a certainty 
in his mind the thicket parted noiselessly and a huge 
bull gariach stood facing him on the edge of the water, 
and his great horns swept out sideways from his head, 
and at the ends curved upwards, and were four strides 
in width from tip to tip. And he had not seen Athel-



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, 



and which lips shall yet be made to say again. And 
above them stood Poltamees beholding the Sea.

And the day came when Athelvok should go. And 
Hilnaric said to him:

“Will you not indeed most surely come back again, 
having just looked over the summit of Poltamees?”

Athelvok answered: “I will indeed come back, for 
thy voice is more beautiful than the hymn of the 
priests when they chant and praise the Sea, and though 
many tributary seas ran down into Oriathon and he 
and all the others poured their beauty into one pool 
below me, yet would I return swearing that thou wert 
fairer than they.”

And Hilnaric answered:
“The wisdom of my heart tells me, or old knowledge 

or prophecy, or strange lore, that I shall never hear thy 
voice again. And for this I give thee my forgiveness.”

But he, repeating the oath that he had sworn, set 
out, looking often backwards until the slope became 
too steep and his face was set to the rock. It was in the 
morning that he started and he climbed all the day 
with little rest, where every foot-hole was smooth with 
many feet Before he reached the top the sun disap
peared from him, and darker and darker grew the 
Inner Lands. Then he pushed on so as to see before 
dark whatever thing Poltamees had to show. The dusk 
was deep over the Inner Lands, and the lights of cities 
twinkled through the sea-mist when he came to Poltar- 
nees’ summit, and the sun before him was not yet gone 
from the sky.

And there below him was the old wrinkled Sea, 
smiling and murmuring song. And he nursed little 
ships with gleaming sails, and in his hands were old re
gretted wrecks, and masts all studded over with golden 
nails that he had rent in anger out of beautiful gal
leons. And the glory of the sun was among the surges 



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 Poltamees 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 die 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 



strewn afar. And Athelvok turned and set one foot 
upon the crumbled slope, and then another, and 
walked a little way to be nearer to the Sea, and then a 
dream came upon him and he felt that men had 
wronged the lovely Sea because he had been angry a 
little, because he had been sometimes cruel; he felt that 
there was trouble among the tides of the Sea because 
he had loved the galleons who were dead. Still he 
walked on and the crumbled stones rolled with him, 
and just as the twilight faded and a star appeared he 
came to the golden shore, and walked on till the surges 
were about his knees, and he heard the prayer-like 
blessings of the Sea. Long he stood thus, while the 
stars came out above him and shone again in the 
surges; more stars came wheeling in their courses up 
from the Sea, lights twinkled out through all the haven 
city, lanterns were slung from the ships, the purple 
night burned on; and Earth, to the eyes of the gods as 
they sat afar, glowed as with one flame. Then Athel
vok went into the haven city; there he met many who 
had left the Inner Lands before him; none of them 
wished to return to the people who had not seen the 
Sea; many of them had forgotten the three little king
doms, and it was rumoured that one man, who had 
once tried to return, had found the shifting, crumbling 
slope impossible to climb.

Hilnaric never married. But her dowry was set aside 
to build a temple wherein men curse the ocean.

Once every year, with solemn rite and ceremony, 
they curse the tides of the Sea; and the moon looks in 
and hates them.



The Idle City

There was once a city which, was an idle city, 

wherein men told vain tales.
And it was that city’s custom to tax all men that 

would enter in, with the toll of some idle story in the 
gate.

So all men paid to the watchers in the gate the toll 
of an idle story, and passed into the city unhindered 
and unhurt And in a certain hour of the night when 
the king of that city arose and went pacing swiftly up 
and down the chamber of his sleeping, and called upon 
the name of the dead queen, then would the watchers 
fasten up the gate and go into that chamber to the 
king, and, sitting on the floor, would tell him all the 
tales that they had gathered. And listening to them 
some calmer mood would come upon the king, and lis
tening still he would lie down again and at last fall 
asleep, and all the watchers silently would arise and 
steal away from the chamber.

A while ago wandering, I came to the gate of that 
city. And even as I came a man stood up to pay his 
toll to the watchers. They were seated cross-legged on 
the ground between him and the gate, and each one 
held a spear. Near him two other travellers sat on the 
warm sand waiting. And the man said:

“Now the city of Nombros forsook the worship of 
the gods and turned towards God. So the gods threw 
their cloaks over their faces and strode away from the 
city, and going into the haze among the hills passed 
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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 retumeth 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 com 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 



glare the mist that lay in the hollows of the sockets of 
the Death. Suddenly they fell on one another, sword to 
scythe. And the angel captured the temples of the 
gods, and set up over them the sign of God, and the 
Death captured the temples of God, and led into them 
the ceremonies and sacrifices of the gods; and all the 
while the centuries slipped quietly by going down the 
Flavro seawards.

And now some worship God in the temple of the 
gods, and others worship the gods in the temple of 
God, and still the angel hath not returned again to the 
rejoicing choirs, and still the Death hath not gone back 
to die with the dead gods; but all through Nombros 
they fight up and down, and still on each side of the 
Flavro the city lives.

And the watchers in the gate said, “Enter in.”
Then another traveller rose up, and said:
Solemnly between Huhenwazi and Nitcrana the 

huge grey clouds came floating. And those great moun
tains, heavenly Huhenwazi, and Nitcrana, the king of 
peaks, greeted them, calling them brothers. And the 
clouds were glad of their greeting for they meet with 
companions seldom in the lonely heights of the sky.

“But the vapours of evening said unto the earth- 
mist, ‘What are those shapes that dare to move above 
us and to go where Nitcrana is and Huhenwazi?’

“And the earth-mist said in answer unto the vapours 
of evening, ‘It is only an earth-mist that has become 
mad and has left the warm and comfortable earth, and 
has in his madness thought that his place is with Hu
henwazi and Nitcrana.’

“ ‘Once,’ said the vapours of evening, ‘there were 
clouds, but this was many and many a day ago, as our 
forefathers have said. Perhaps the mad one thinks he is 
the clouds.’

“Then spake the earth-worms from the warm deeps 



of the mud, saying ‘O, earth-mist, thou art indeed the 
clouds, and there are no clouds but thou. And as for 
Huhenwazi and Nitcrana, I cannot see them, and 
therefore they are not high, and there are no moun
tains in the world but those that I cast up every morn
ing out of the deeps of the mud.’

“And the earth-mist and the vapours of evening 
were glad at the voice of the earth-worms, and looking 
earthward believed what they had said.

“And indeed it is better to be as the earth-mist, and 
to keep close to the warm mud at night, and to hear 
the earth-worm’s comfortable speech, and not to be a 
wanderer in the cheerless heights, but to leave the 
mountains alone with their desolate snow, to draw 
what comfort they can from their vast aspect over all 
the cities of men, and from the whispers that they hear 
at evening of unknown distant Gods.”

And the watchers in the gate said, “Enter in.”
Then a man stood up who came out of the west, 

and told a western tale. He said:
“There is a road in Rome that runs through an an

cient temple that once the gods had loved; it runs 
along the top of a great wall, and the floor of the tem
ple lies far down beneath it, of marble, pink and white.

“Upon the temple floor I counted to the number of 
thirteen hungry cats.

“ ‘Sometimes,’ they said among themselves, ‘it was 
the gods that lived here, sometimes it was men, and 
now it’s cats. So let us enjoy the sun on the hot marble 
before another people comes.’

“For it was at that hour of a warm afternoon when 
my fancy is able to hear the silent voices.

“And the fearful leanness of all those thirteen cats 
moved me to go into a neighbouring fish shop, and 
there to buy a quantity of fishes. Then I returned and 
threw them all over the railing at the top of the great 



wall, and they fell for thirty feet, and hit the sacred 
marble with a smack.

“Now, in any other town but Rome, or in the minds 
of any other cats, the sight of fishes falling out of 
heaven had surely excited wonder. They rose slowly, 
and all stretched themselves, then they came leisurely 
towards the fishes. ‘It is only a miracle,’ they said in 
their hearts.”

And the watchers in the gate said, “Enter in.”
Proudly and slowly, as they spoke, drew up to them 

a camel, whose rider sought for entrance to the city. 
His face shone with the sunset by which for long he 
had steered for the city’s gate. Of him they demanded 
toll. Whereat he spoke to his camel, and the camel 
roared and kneeled, and the man descended from him. 
And the man unwrapped from many silks a box of di
vers metals wrought by the Japanese, and on the lid of 
it were figures of men who gazed from some shore at 
an isle of the Inland Sea. This he showed to the watch
ers, and when they had seen it, said, “It has seemed to 
me that these speak to each other thus:

“Behold now Oojni, the dear one of the sea, the lit
tle mother sea that hath no storms. She goeth out from 
Oojni singing a song, and she retumeth singing over 
her sands. Little is Oojni in the lap of the sea, and 
scarce to be perceived by wondering ships. White sails 
have never wafted her legends afar, they are told not 
by bearded wanderers of the sea. Her fireside tales are 
known not to the North, the dragons of China have 
not heard of them, nor those that ride on elephants 
through Ind.

“Men tell the tales and the smoke ariseth upwards; 
the smoke departeth and the tales are told.

“Oojni is not a name among the nations, she is not 
known of where the merchants meet, she is not spoken 
of by alien lips.



“Indeed, but Oojni is little among the isles, yet is 
she loved by those that know her coasts and her inland 
places hidden from the sea.

“Without glory, without fame, and without wealth, 
Oojni is greatly loved by a little people, and by a few; 
yet not by few, for all her dead still love her, and oft 
by night come whispering through her woods. Who 
could forget Oojni even among the dead?

“For here in Oojni, wot you, are homes of men, and 
gardens, and golden temples of the gods, and sacred 
places inshore from the sea, and many murmurous 
woods. And there is a path that winds over the hills to 
go into mysterious holy lands where dance by night the 
spirits of the woods, or sing unseen in the sunlight; and 
no one goes into these holy lands, for who that love 
Oojni would rob her of her mysteries, and the curious 
aliens come not. Indeed, but we love Oojni though she 
is so little; she is the little mother of our race, and the 
kindly nurse of all seafaring birds.

“And behold, even now caressing her, the gentle fin
gers of the mother sea, whose dreams are afar with 
that old wanderer Ocean.

“And yet let us forget not Fuzi-Yama, for he stands 
manifest over clouds and sea, misty below, and vague 
and indistinct, but clear above for all the isles to 
watch. The ships make all their journeys in his sight, 
the nights and the days go by him like a wind, the 
summers and winters under him flicker and fade, the 
lives of men pass quietly here and hence, and Fuzi- 
Yama watches there—and knows.”

And the watchers in the gate said “Enter in.”
And I, too, would have told them a tale, very won

derful and very true; one that I had told in many cit
ies, which as yet had no believers. But now the sun 
had set, and the brief twilight gone, and ghostly si
lences were rising from far and darkening hills. A still



ness hung over that city’s gate. And the great silence of 
the solemn night was more acceptable to the watchers 
in the gate than any sound of man. Therefore they 
beckoned to us, and motioned with their hands that we 
should pass untaxed into the city. And softly we went 
up over the sand, and between die high rock pillars of 
the gate, and a deep stillness settied among the watch
ers, and the stars over them twinkled undisturbed.

For bow short a while man speaks, and withal how 
vainly. And for how long he is silent. Only the other 
day I met a king in Thebes, who had been silent al
ready for four thousand years.



While in Rome that April of 1908, Dunsany had re
ceived a letter from Harold Hodge, editor of the 
Saturday Review, asking to see some of his new sto
ries; so most of the tales that were two years later to 
be collected into a book called A Dreamer’s Tales 
first appeared in that magazine (not to be confused 
with the American periodical, the Saturday Review 
of Literature).

They left London for Castle Dunsany that sum
mer, and stayed for the autumn grouse-shooting sea
son at Arden Hall in Yorkshire as guests of Lord 
and Lady Mexborough, while Dunsany wrote an
other story and The Sword of Welleran was pub
lished. In that October he wrote our next tale, which 
is one of his most brilliant and eerie small master
pieces. In Patches of Sunlight he recalled the cir
cumstances of the writing of this tale, “Bethmoora.”

“I wrote a short tale at Arden, but it was only 
about something I had seen in Venice, and not one 
that came from strange sources apparently beyond 
my experience, and which we sometimes try to de
scribe by the word inspiration; such a tale came to 
me on October 12 in a house that we took at Seend, 
the same house that I had taken in 1903 [the house 
in which the first stories for The Gods of Pegana 
were written: see note to “The Cave of Kai”], and I 
wrote the tale that day and the next. There are 
many things in the tale that I can easily trace to 
scenes that are in my experience, and much that 
presents the appearance of being beyond it. In that 
tale comes a line that escaped from the obscurity 
that seemed in those days to wrap the rest of my 
work, and was sometimes quoted. I used of course 
to invent names for things in use in my unknown 
lands as I occasionally needed them, though not the 
names of their cities, mountains and rivers, for these



simply came to me.*  On this occasion I threw down 
three invented names in a heap, rather perhaps in 
the spirit in which Beethoven amused himself with 
the calls of the quail and the cuckoo in the 6th Sym
phony; they were the names of musical instruments, 
and the sentence went ‘In little gardens at the des
ert’s edge men beat the tambang and the tittibuk, 
and blew melodiously the zootibar.’ As I wrote at 
the same time as what was known as the Irish renais
sance, and as I am Irish, some vaguely associated 
me with it, and the tambang and the tittibuk were 
even thought to be Irish instruments.”

* For further information on how Dunsany coined 
his marvelously magical names, see my note to the 
story “Idle Days on the Yann,” below.

L.C.

Bethmoora

There is a faint freshness in the London night as 

though some strayed reveller of a breeze had left his 
comrades in the Kentish uplands and had entered the 
town by stealth. The pavements are a little damp and 
shiny. Upon one’s ears that at this late hour have be
come very acute there hits the tap of a remote football. 
Louder and louder grow the taps, filling the whole 
night. And a black cloaked figure passes by, and goes 
tapping into the dark. One who has danced goes home
wards. Somewhere a ball has closed its doors and 
ended. Its yellow lights are out, its musicians are silent, 
its dancers have all gone into the night air, and Time 



has said of it, “Let it be past and over, and among the 
things that I have put away.”

Shadows begin to detach themselves from their great 
gathering places. No less silently than those shadows 
that are thin and dead, move homewards the stealthy 
cats. Thus have we even in London our faint forebod
ings of the dawn’s approach, which the birds and the 
beasts and the stars are crying aloud to the untram
melled fields.

At what moment I know not I perceive that the 
night itself is irrecoverably overthrown. It is suddenly 
revealed to me by the weary pallor of the street lamps 
that the streets are silent and nocturnal still, not be
cause there is any strength in night, but because men 
have not yet arisen from sleep to defy him. So have I 
seen dejected and untidy guards still bearing antique 
muskets in palatial gateways, although the realms of the 
monarch that they guard have shrunk to a single prov
ince which no enemy yet has troubled to overrun.

And it is now manifest from the aspect of the street 
lamps, those abashed dependants of night, that already 
English mountain peaks have seen the dawn, that the 
cliffs of Dover are standing white to the morning, that 
the sea-mist has lifted and is pouring inland.

And now men with a hose have come and are sluic
ing out the streets.

Behold now night is dead.
What memories, what fancies throng one’s mind! A 

night but just now gathered out of London by the hos
tile hand of Time. A million common artificial things 
all cloaked for a while in mystery, like beggars robed 
in purple, and seated on dread thrones. Four million 
people asleep, dreaming perhaps. What worlds have 
they gone into? Whom have they met? But my 
thoughts are far off with Bethmoora in her loneliness, 
whose gates swing to and fro. To and fro they swing, 



and creak and creak in the wind, but no one hears 
them. They are of green copper, very lovely, but no 
one sees them now. The desert wind pours sand into 
their hinges, no watchman comes to ease them. No 
guard goes round Bethmoora’s battlements, no enemy 
assails them. There are no lights in her houses, no 
footfall in her streets; she stands there dead and lonely 
beyond the Hills of Hap, and I would see Bethmoora 
once again, but dare not

It is many a year, as they tell me, since Bethmoora 
became desolate.

Her desolation is spoken of in taverns where sailors 
meet, and certain travellers have told me of it.

I had hoped to see Bethmoora once again. It is 
many a year ago, they say, when the vintage was last 
gathered in from the vineyards that I knew, where it is 
all desert now. It was a radiant day, and the people of 
the city were dancing by the vineyards, while here and 
there one played upon the kalipac. The purple flower
ing shrubs were all in bloom, and the snow shone upon 
the Hills of Hap.

Outside the copper gates they crushed the grapes in 
vats to make the syrabub. It had been a goodly vin
tage.

In little gardens at the desert’s edge men beat the 
tambang and the tittibuk, and blew melodiously the 
zootibar.

All there was mirth and song and dance, because 
the vintage had been gathered in, and there would be 
ample syrabub for the winter months, and much left 
over to exchange for turquoises and emeralds with the 
merchants who come down from Oxuhahn. Thus they 
rejoiced all day over their vintage on the narrow strip 
of cultivated ground that lay between Bethmoora and 
the desert which meets the sky to the South. And when 
the heat of the day began to abate, and the sun drew 



near to the snows on the Hills of Hap, the note of the 
zootibar still rose clear from the gardens, and the bril
liant dresses of the dancers still wound among the 
flowers. All that day three men on mules had been no
ticed crossing the face of the Hills of Hap. Backwards 
and forwards they moved as the track wound lower 
and lower, three little specks of black against the snow. 
They were seen first in the very early morning up near 
the shoulder of Peol Jagganoth, and seemed to be 
coming out of Utnar Vehi. All day they came. And in 
the evening, just before lights come out and colours 
change, they appeared before Bethmoora’s copper 
gates. They carried staves, such as messengers bear in 
those lands, and seemed sombrely clad when the danc
ers all came round them with their green and lilac 
dresses. Those Europeans who were present and heard 
the message given were ignorant of the language, and 
only caught the name of Utnar Vehi. But it was brief, 
and passed rapidly from mouth to mouth, and almost 
at once the people burnt their vineyards and began to 
flee away from Bethmoora, going for the most part 
northwards, though some went to the East. They ran 
down out of their fair white houses, and streamed 
through the copper gate; the throbbing of the tambang 
and the tittibuk suddenly ceased with the note of the 
zootibar, and the clinking kalipac stopped a moment 
after. The three strange travellers went back the way 
they came the instant their message was given. It was 
the hour when a light would have appeared in some 
high tower, and window after window would have 
poured into the dusk its lion-frightening light, and the 
copper gates would have been fastened up. But no 
lights came out in windows there that night and have 
not ever since, and those copper gates were left wide 
and have never shut, and the sound arose of the red 
fire crackling in the vineyards, and the pattering of feet 



fleeing softly. There were no cries, no other sounds at 
all, only the rapid and determined flight. They fled as 
swiftly and quietly as a herd of wild cattle flee when 
they suddenly see a man. It was as though something 
had befallen which had been feared for generations, 
which could only be escaped by instant flight, which 
left no time for indecision.

Then fear took the Europeans also, and they too 
fled. And what the message was I have never heard.

Many believe that it was a message from Thuba 
Mleen, the mysterious emperor of those lands, who is 
never seen by man, advising that Bethmoora should be 
left desolate. Others say that the message was one of 
warning from the gods, whether from friendly gods of 
from adverse ones they know not.

And others hold that the Plague was ravaging a line 
of cities over in Utnar Vehi, following the South-west 
wind which for many weeks had been blowing across 
them towards Bethmoora.

Some say that the terrible gnousar sickness was 
upon the three travellers, and that their very mules 
were dripping with it, and suppose that they were 
driven to the city by hunger, but suggest no better rea
son for so terrible a crime.

But most believe that it was a message from the des
ert himself, who owns all the Earth to the southwards, 
spoken with his peculiar cry to those three who knew 
his voice—men who had been out on the sand-wastes 
without tents by night, who had been by day without 
water, men who had been out there where the desert 
mutters, and had grown to know his needs and his 
malevolence. They say that the desert had a need for 
Bethmoora, that he wished to come into her lovely 
streets, and to send into her temples and her houses his 
storm-winds draped with sand. For he hates the sound 
and the sight of men in his old evil heart, and he 



would have Bethmoora silent and undisturbed, save for 
the weird love he whispers at her gates.

If I knew what that message was that the three men 
brought on mules, and told in the copper gate, I think 
that I should go and see Bethmoora once again. For a 
great longing comes on me here in London to see once 
more that white and beautiful city; and yet I dare not, 
for I know not the danger I should have to face, 
whether I should risk the fury of unknown dreadful 
gods, or some disease unspeakable and slow, or the 
desert’s curse, or torture in some little private room of 
the Emperor Thuba Mleen, or something that the trav
ellers have not toldperhaps more fearful still



Dunsany began writing another tale while still at 
Seend, only a week after “Bethmoora.” This new 
story was called “Idle Days on the Yann.” He began 
it on October 21 and completed it in a matter of 
days.

One of the elements in the story dated back to his 
days at the military academy, Sandhurst. He had de
veloped throat trouble, had a small operation over 
the Christmas holidays, and went to Switzerland 
with a friend of his uncle to recuperate. He later re
corded:

“This was my first experience of travel, and the 
majesty of the great Alps impressed me enormously. 
The railway went no further than a place called 
Thusis, and we drove by sleigh to a village whose 
name I forget, and stopped there for the night. We 
went on again next morning and drove all day . . . 
A heavy snowstorm came on and delayed our jour
ney. We stopped for a few minutes at an inn and I 
drank a glass of Chartreuse . . . years later when I 
wrote ‘Idle Tales on the Yann’ and told of a moun
taineer bringing a gift of precious wine, heavy and 
sweet and yellow, I was thinking of that Chartreuse 
that I drank on the way.”

In another passage, discussing some of the names 
in this story, he throws a revealing light on his 
method of coining invented names for his imaginary 
lands and cities. Speaking of Greek and Latin 
classes during his schooldays at Cheam, he tells us:

“My head began to fill with the sounds of Greek 
and Latin words, and continued to do so afterwards 
at Eton, until my memory held the echoes of more 
stately syllables than I knew the meanings of; and, 
when geography was tumbled on top of this, my 
mind was very full of the material needed for the 
names of strange rivers and cities. And these, when



I came to write, my mind put together for itself; 
and, on the rare occasions when it has failed to do 
so and I have used conscious effort instead, the 
name has always been uninteresting, unconvincing, 
and as though it were not the real name of that city 
or river. An example of one of these failures is Bab- 
bulkund. It was, I think, some sort of effort to com
bine Babylon and Orizund, which the poet A E had 
told me was one of the cities of Blake. Soon after 
the story was printed the right name came to me, 
but too late, and that was Babdaroon. Most of 
my other names satisfy me: I always thought 
Perdondaris was a fair name for a city, while Bel- 
zoond and Durl and Duz seem suitable enough for 
the names of lesser cities . . .”

We shall explore Perdondaris, Belzoond, Durl and 
Duz in this next story, “Idle Days on the Yann.”

L.C.

Idle Days on the Yann

S o I came down through the wood to the bank of 

Yann and found, as had been prophesied, the ship 
Bird of the River about to loose her cable.

The captain sat cross-legged upon the white deck 
with his scimitar lying beside him in its jewelled scab
bard, and the sailors toiled to spread the nimble sails 
to bring the ship into the central stream of Yann, and 
all the while sang ancient soothing songs. And the 
wind of the evening descending cool from the snow
fields of some mountainous abode of distant gods came 
suddenly, like glad tidings to an anxious city, into the 
wing-like sails.



And so we came into the central stream, whereat the 
sailors lowered the greater sails. But I had gone to bow 
before the captain, and to inquire concerning the mira
cles, and appearances among men, of the most holy 
gods of whatever land he had come from. And the 
captain answered that he came from fair Belzoond, 
and worshipped gods that were the least and humblest, 
who seldom sent the famine or the thunder, and were 
easily appeased with little battles. And I told how I 
came from Ireland, which is of Europe, whereat the 
captain and all the sailors laughed, for they said, 
“There are no such places in all the land of dreams.” 
When they had ceased to mock me, I explained that 
my fancy mostly dwelt in the desert of Cuppar- 
Nombo, about a beautiful city called Golthoth the 
Damned, which was sentinelled all round by wolves 
and their shadows, and had been utterly desolate for 
years and years, because of a curse which the gods 
once spoke in anger and could never since recall. And 
sometimes my dreams took me as far as Pungar Vees, 
the red walled city where the fountains are, which 
trades with the Isles and Thul. When I said this they 
complimented me upon the abode of my fancy, saying 
that, though they had never seen these cities, such 
places might well be imagined. For the rest of that eve
ning I bargained with the captain over the sum that I 
should pay him for my fare if God and the tide of 
Yann should bring us safely as far as the cliffs by the 
sea, which are named Bar-Wul-Yann, the Gate of 
Yann.

And now the sun had set, and all the colours of the 
world and heaven had held a festival with him, and 
slipped one by one away before the imminent ap
proach of night. The parrots had all flown home to the 
jungle on either bank, the monkeys in rows in safety 
on high branches of the trees were silent and asleep, 



the fireflies in the deeps of the forest were going up 
and down, and the great stars came gleaming out to 
look on the face of Yann. Then the sailors lighted lan
terns and hung them round the ship, and the light 
flashed out on a sudden and dazzled Yann, and the 
ducks that fed along his marshy banks all suddenly 
arose, and made wide circles in the upper air, and saw 
the distant reaches of the Yann and the white mist that 
softly cloaked the jungle, before they returned again 
into their marshes.

And then the sailors knelt on the decks and prayed, 
not all together, but five or six at a time. Side by side 
there kneeled down together five or six, for there only 
prayed at the same time men of different faiths, so that 
no god should hear two men praying to him at once. 
As soon as any one had finished his prayer, another of 
the same faith would take his place. Thus knelt the 
row of five or six with bended heads under the flutter
ing sail, while the central stream of the River Yann 
took them on towards the sea, and their prayers rose 
up from among the lanterns and went towards the 
stars. And behind them in the after end of the ship the 
helmsman prayed aloud the helmsman’s prayer, which 
is prayed by all who follow his trade upon the River 
Yann, of whatever faith they be. And the captain 
prayed to his little lesser gods, to the gods that bless 
Belzoond.

And I too felt that I would pray. Yet I liked not to 
pray to a jealous God there where the frail affectionate 
gods whom the heathen love were being humbly in
voked; so I bethought me, instead, of Sheol Nuggan- 
oth, whom the men of the jungle have long since de
serted, who is now unworshipped and alone; and to 
him I prayed.

And upon us praying the night came suddenly 
down, as it comes upon all men who pray at evening 



and upon all men who do not; yet our prayers com
forted our own souls when we thought of the Great 
Night to come.

And so Yann bore us magnificently, onwards, for he 
was elate with molten snow that the Poltiades had 
brought him from the Hills of Hap, and the Mam and 
Migris were swollen full with floods; and he bore us in 
his might past Kyph and Pir, and we saw the lights of 
Goolunza.

Soon we all slept except the helmsman, who kept 
the ship in the midstream of Yann.

When the sun rose the helmsman ceased to sing, for 
by song he cheered himself in the lonely night When 
the song ceased we suddenly all awoke, and another 
took the helm, and the helmsman slept

We knew that soon we should come to Mandaroon. 
We made a meal, and Mandaroon appeared. Then the 
captain commanded, and the sailors loosed again the 
greater sails, and the ship turned and left the stream of 
Yann and came into a harbour beneath the ruddy 
walls of Mandaroon. Then while the sailors went and 
gathered fruits I came alone to the gate of Mandaroon. 
A few huts were outside it, in which lived the guard. A 
sentinel with a long white beard was standing in the 
gate, armed with a rusty pike. He wore large specta
cles, which were covered with dust. Through the gate I 
saw the city. A deathly stillness was over all of it. The 
ways seemed untrodden, and moss was thick on door
steps; in the market-place huddled figures lay asleep. A 
scent of incense came wafted through the gateway, of 
incense and burned poppies, and there was a hum of 
the echoes of distant bells. I said to the sentinel in the 
tongue of the region of Yann, “Why are they all asleep 
in this still city?”

He answered: “None may ask questions in this gate 
for fear they wake the people of the city. For when the 



people of this city wake the gods will die. And when 
the gods die men may dream no more.” And I began 
to ask him what gods that city worshipped, but he 
lifted his pike because none might ask questions there. 
So I left him and went back to the Bird of the River.

Certainly Mandaroon was beautiful with her white 
pinnacles peering over her ruddy walls and the green 
of her copper roofs.

When I came back again to the Bird of the River, I 
found the sailors were returned to the ship. Soon we 
weighed anchor, and sailed out again, and so came 
once more to the middle of the river. And now the sun 
was moving towards his heights, and there had reached 
us on the River Yann the song of those countless myr
iads of choirs that attend him in his progress round 
the world. For the little creatures that have many legs 
had spread their gauze wings easily on the air, as a 
man rests his elbows on a balcony and gave jubilant, 
ceremonial praises to the sun, or else they moved to
gether on the air in wavering dances intricate and 
swift, or turned aside to avoid the onrush of some drop 
of water that a breeze had shaken from a jungle or
chid, chilling the air and driving it before it, as it fell 
whirring in its rush to the earth; but all the while they 
sang triumphantly. “For the day is for us,” they said, 
“whether our great and sacred father the Sun shall 
bring up more life like us from the marshes, or 
whether all the world shall end to-night.” And there 
sang all those whose notes are known to human ears, 
as well as those whose far more numerous notes have 
been never heard by man.

To these a rainy day had been as an era of war that 
should desolate continents during all the lifetime of a 
man.

And there came out also from the dark and steam
ing jungle to behold and rejoice in the Sun the huge 



and lazy butterflies. And they danced, but danced idly, 
on the ways of the air, as some haughty queen of dis
tant conquered lands might in her poverty and exile 
dance, in some encampment of the gipsies, for the 
mere bread to live by, but beyond that would never 
abate her pride to dance for a fragment more.

And the butterflies sung of strange and painted 
things, of purple orchids and of lost pink cities and the 
monstrous colours of the jungle’s decay. And they, too, 
were among those whose voices are not discernible by 
human ears. And as they floated above the river, going 
from forest to forest, their splendour was matched by 
the inimical beauty of the birds who darted out to pur
sue them. Or sometimes they settled on the white and 
wax-like blooms of the plant that creeps and clambers 
about the trees of the forest; and their purple wings 
flashed out on the great blossoms as, when the caravans 
go from Nuri to Thace, the gleaming silks flash out up
on the snow, where the crafty merchants spread them 
one by one to astonish the mountaineers of the Hills of 
Noor.

But upon men and beasts the sun sent a drowsiness. 
The river monsters along the river’s marge lay dormant 
in the slime. The sailors pitched a pavilion, with 
golden tassels, for the captain upon the deck, and then 
went, all but the helmsman, under a sail that they had 
hung as an awning between two masts. Then they told 
tales to one another, each of his own city or of the 
miracles of his god, until all were fallen asleep. The 
captain offered me the shade of his pavilion with the 
gold tassels, and there we talked for a while, he telling 
me that he was taking merchandise to Perdondaris, 
and that he would take back to fair Belzoond things 
appertaining to the affairs of the sea. Then, as I 
watched through the pavilion’s opening the brilliant 
birds and butterflies that crossed and recrossed over 



the river, I fell asleep, and dreamed that I was a mon
arch entering his capital underneath arches of flags, 
and all the musicians of the world were there, playing 
melodiously their instruments; but no one cheered.

In the afternoon, as the day grew cooler again, I 
awoke and found the captain buckling on his scimitar, 
which he had taken off him while he rested.

And now we were approaching the wide court of 
Astahahn, which opens upon the river. Strange boats 
of antique design were chained there to the steps. As 
we neared it we saw the open marble court, on three 
sides of which stood the city fronting on colonnades. 
And in the court and along the colonnades the people 
of that city walked with solemnity and care according 
to the rites of ancient ceremony. All in that city was of 
ancient device; the carving on the houses, which, when 
age had broken it remained unrepaired, was of the re
motest times, and everywhere were represented in 
stone beasts that have long since passed away from 
Earth—the dragon, the griffin, and the hippogriffin, 
and the different species of gargoyle. Nothing was to 
be found, whether material or custom, that was new in 
Astahahn. Now they took no notice at all of us as we 
went by, but continued their processions and ceremonies 
in the ancient city, and the sailors, knowing their cus
tom, took no notice of them. But I called, as we came 
near, to one who stood beside the water’s edge, asking 
him what men did in Astahahn and what their mer
chandise was, and with whom they traded. He said, 
“Here we have fettered and manacled Time, who 
would otherwise slay the gods.”

I asked him what gods they worshipped in that city, 
and he said, “AH those gods whom Time has not yet 
slain.” Then he turned from me and would say no 
more, but busied himself in behaving in accordance 
with ancient custom. And so, according to the will of 



Yann, we drifted onwards and left Astahahn. The river 
widened below Astahahn, and we found in greater 
quantities such birds as prey on fishes. And they were 
very wonderful in their plumage, and they came not 
out of the jungle, but flew, with their long necks 
stretched out before them, and their legs lying on the 
wind behind straight up the river over the mid-stream.

And now the evening began to gather in. A thick 
white mist had appeared over the river, and was softly 
rising higher. It clutched at the trees with long impal
pable arms, it rose higher and higher, chilling the air, 
and white shapes moved away into the jungle as 
though the ghosts of shipwrecked mariners were 
searching stealthily in the darkness for the spirits of 
evil that long ago had wrecked them on the Yann.

As the sun sank behind the field of orchids that 
grew on the matted summit of the jungle, the river 
monsters came wallowing out of the slime in which 
they had reclined during the heat of the day, and the 
great beasts of the jungle came down to drink. The 
butterflies a while since were gone to rest. In little nar
row tributaries that we passed night seemed already to 
have fallen, though the sun which had disappeared 
from us had not yet set.

And now the birds of the jungle came flying home 
far over us, with the sunlight glistening pink upon their 
breasts, and lowered their pinions as soon as they saw 
the Yann, and dropped into the trees. And the wid
geon began to go up the river in great companies, all 
whistling, and then would suddenly wheel and all go 
down again. And there shot by us the small and ar
row-like teal; and we heard the manifold cries of flocks 
of geese, which the sailors told me had recently come 
in from crossing over the Lispasian ranges; every year 
they come by the same way, close by the peak of 
Mluna, leaving it to the left, and the mountain eagles 



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 
tlie 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 
Perdondaris, that famous city. For there it stood upon 
die 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 Perd6ndaris 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 



keep the wind from the floor, and tollub which the 
people smoke in pipes. Therefore the merchant said if 
he offered a piffek more the poor folk must go-without 
their toomarunds when the winter came, and without 
their tollub in the evenings, or else he and his aged fa
ther must starve together. Thereat the captain lifted his 
scimitar to his own throat, saying that he was now a 
ruined man, and that nothing remained to him but 
death. And while he was carefully lifting his beard 
with his left hand, the merchant eyed the merchandise 
again, and said that rather than see so worthy a cap
tain die, a man for whom he had conceived an especial 
love when first he saw the manner in which he handled 
his ship, he and his aged father should starve together 
and therefore he offered fifteen piffeks more.

When he said this the captain prostrated himself and 
prayed to his gods that they might yet sweeten this 
merchant’s bitter heart—to his little lesser gods, to the 
gods that bless Belzoond.

At last the merchant offered yet five piffeks more. 
Then the captain wept, far he said that he was de
serted of his gods; and the merchant also wept, for he 
said that he was thinking of his aged father, and of 
how soon he would starve, and he hid his weeping face 
with both his hands, and eyed the tollub again between 
his fingers. And so the bargain was concluded, and the 
merchant took the toomarund and tollub, paying for 
them out of a great clinking purse. And these were 
packed up into bales again, and three of the mer
chant’s slaves carried them upon their heads into the 
city. And all the while the sailors had sat silent, cross- 
legged in a crescent upon the deck, eagerly watching 
the bargain, and now a murmur of satisfaction arose 
among them, and they began to compare it among 
themselves with other bargains that they had known. 
And I found out from them that there are seven mer



chants in Perdondaris, 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, 



and always leaves for the captain in the gate of fair 
Belzoond a vessel of that priceless secret wine.

And as I sipped the wine and the captain talked, I 
remembered me of stalwart noble things that I had 
long since resolutely planned, and my soul seemed to 
grow mightier within me and to dominate the whole tide 
of the Yann. It may be that I then slept. Or, if I did 
not, I do not now minutely recollect every detail of that 
morning’s occupations. Towards evening, I awoke and 
wishing to see Perdondaris before we left in the morn
ing, and being unable to wake the captain, I went 
ashore alone. Certainly Perddndaris was a powerful 
city; it was encompassed by a wall of great strength 
and altitude, having in it hollow ways for troops to 
walk in, and battlements along it all the way, and fif
teen strong towers on it in every mile, and copper 
plaques low down where men could read them, telling 
in all the languages of those parts of the Earth—one 
language on each plaque—the tale of how an army 
once attacked Perd6ndaris and what befell that army. 
Then I entered Perdondaris and found all the people 
dancing, dad in brilliant silks, and playing on the tarn- 
bang as they danced. For a fearful thunderstorm had 
terrified them while I slept, and the fires of death, they 
said, had danced over Perdondaris, and now the thun
der had gone leaping away large and black and hid
eous, they said, over the distant hills, and had turned 
round snarling at them, showing his gleaming teeth, 
and had stamped, as he went, upon the hilltops until 
they rang as though they had been bronze. And often 
and again they stopped in their merry dances and 
prayed to the God they knew not, saying, “O, God that 
we know not, we thank Thee for sending the thunder 
back to his hills.” And I went on and came to the mar
ket-place, and lying there upon the marble pavement I 
saw the merchant fast asleep and breathing heavily, 



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 Perdondaris, 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. The gate was 
carved out of one solid piece!

I fled at once through the gateway and down to the 
ship, and even as I ran I thought that I heard far ofl 
on the hills behind me die 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 Perd6ndaris 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 Perddndaris, 
that famous city. And night came down and cloaked 
Perdondaris and hid it from our eyes, which as things



have happened will never see it again; for I have heard 
since that something swift and wonderful has suddenly 
wrecked Perdondaris in a day—-towers, and walls, and 
people.

And the night deepened over the River Yann, a 
night all white with stars. And with the night there 
arose the helmsman’s song. As soon as he had prayed 
he began to sing to cheer himself all through the lonely 
night. But first he prayed, praying the helmsman’s 
prayer. And this is what I remember of it, rendered 
into English with a very feeble equivalent of the 
rhythm that seemed so resonant in those tropic nights.

To whatever god may hear.
Wherever there be sailors whether of river or sea: 

whether their way be dark or whether through storm: 
whether their perils be of beast or of rock: or from 
enemy lurking on land or pursuing on sea: wherever 
the tiller is cold or die helmsman stiff: wherever sailors 
sleep or helmsman watch: guard, guide, and return us 
to the old land, that has known us: to the far homes 
that we know.

To all the gods that are.
To whatever god may hear.

So he prayed, and there was silence. And the sailors 
laid them down to rest for the night. The silence deep
ened, and was only broken by the ripples of Yann that 
lightly touched our prow. Sometimes some monster of 
the river coughed.

Silence and ripples, ripples and silence again.
And then his loneliness came upon the helmsman, 

and he began to sing. And he sang the market songs of 
Durl and Duz, and the old dragon-legends of Bel
zoond.

Many a song he sang, telling to spacious and exotic 
Yann the little tales and trifles of his city of Durl. And 
the songs welled up over the black jungle and came 



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 th» river was tumbling now 
tumultuously, and little waves appeared; for Yann had 
scented from afar the ancient crags of Glonn, and 
knew that their ravines lay cool before him wherein he 
should meet die merry wild Trillion 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 Glonn 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 Trillion 
made as she came down dancing from the fields of 
snow.

And then we saw the ravine in the Hills of Glonn 
lying precipitous and smooth before us, into which we 
were carried by the leaps of Yann. And now we left 
the steamy jungje 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 



Glonn, but the crags were shining above us like 
gnarled moons, and almost lit the gloom. Louder and 
louder came the Irillion’s song, and the sound of her 
dancing down from the fields of snow. And soon we 
saw her white and full of mists, and wreathed with 
rainbows delicate and small that she had plucked up 
near the mountain’s summit from some celestial garden 
of the Sun. Then she went away seawards with the 
huge grey Yann and the ravine widened, and opened 
upon the world, and our rocking ship came through to 
the light of day.

And all that morning and all the afternoon we 
passed through the marshes of Pondoovery; and Yann 
widened there, and flowed solemnly and slowly, and 
the captain bade the sailors beat on bells to overcome 
the dreariness of the marshes.

At last the Irusian Mountains came in sight, nursing 
the villages of Pen-Kai and Blut, and the wandering 
streets of Mio, where priests propitiate the avalanche 
with wine and maize. Then the night came down over 
the plains of Thin, and we saw the lights of Cappadar- 
nia. We heard the Pathnites beating upon drums as we 
passed Imaut and Golzunda, then all but the helms
man slept. And villages scattered along the banks of 
the Yann heard all that night in the helmsman’s un
known tongue the little songs of cities that they knew 
not

I awoke before dawn with a feeling that I was un
happy before I remembered why. Then I recalled that 
by the evening of the approaching day, according to all 
foreseen probabilities, we should come to Bar-Wul- 
Yann, and I should part from the captain and his sail
ors. And I had liked the man because he had given me 
of his yellow wine that was set apart among his sacred 
things, and many a story he had told me about his fair 
Belzoond between the Acroctian hills and the Hian 



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 had 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 Perdondaris, 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 Gondara and Nari 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 



all things, and watched the city from beyond the jun
gle.

Here we anchored, and the captain and I went up 
into the city and found that the Wanderers had come 
into Nen.

And the Wanderers were a weird, dark tribe, that 
once in every seven years came down from the peaks 
of Mloon, having crossed by a pass that is known to 
them from some fantastic land that lies beyond. And 
the people of Nen were all outside their houses, and all 
stood wondering at their own streets. For the men and 
women of the Wanderers had crowded all the ways, 
and every one was doing some strange thing. Some 
danced astounding dances that they had learned from 
the desert wind, rapidly curving and swirling till the 
eye could follow no longer. Others played upon instru
ments beautiful wailing tunes that were full of horror, 
which souls had taught them lost by night in the des
ert, that strange far desert from which the Wanderers 
came.

None of their instruments were such as were known 
in Nen nor in any part of the region of the Yann; even 
the horns out of which some were made were of beasts 
that none had seen along the river, for they were 
barbed at the tips. And they sang, in the language of 
none, songs that seemed to be akin to the mysteries of 
night and to the unreasoned fear that haunts dark 
places.

Bitterly all the dogs of Nen distrusted them. And the 
Wanderers told one another fearful tales, for though 
no one in Nen knew ought of their language, yet they 
could see the fear on the listeners’ faces, and as the 
tale wound on, the whites of their eyes showed vividly 
in terror as the eyes of some little beast whom the 
hawk has seized. Then the teller of the tale would 
smile and stop, and another would tell his story, and 



the teller of the first tale’s lips would chatter with fear. 
And if some deadly snake chanced to appear the Wan
derers would greet him like a brother, and the snake 
would seem to give his greetings to them before he 
passed on again. Once that most fierce and lethal of 
tropic snakes, the giant lythra, came out of the jungle 
and all down the street, the central street of Nen, and 
none of the Wanderers moved away from him, but they 
all played sonorously on drums, as though he had been 
a person of much honour; and die snake moved through 
the midst of them and smote none.

Even the Wanderers’ children could do strange 
things, for if any one of them met with a child of Nen 
the two would stare at each other in silence with large 
grave eyes; then the Wanderers*  child would slowly 
draw from his turban a live fish or snake. And the 
children of Nen could do nothing of that kind at all.

Much I should have wished to stay and hear the 
hymn with which they greet the night, that is answered 
by the wolves on the heights of Mloon, but it was now 
time to raise the anchor again that the captain might 
return from Bar-Wul-Yann upon the landward tide. So 
we went on board and continued down the Yann. And 
the captain and I spoke little, for we were thinking of 
our parting, which should be for long, and we watched 
instead the splendour of the westerning sun. For the 
sun was a ruddy gold, but a faint mist cloaked the jun
gle, lying low, and into it poured the smoke of the little 
jungle cities, and the smoke of them met together in 
the mist and joined into one haze, which became pur
ple, and was lit by the sun, as the thoughts of men be
come hallowed by some great and sacred thing. Some
times one column from a lonely house would rise up 
higher than the cities’ smoke, and gleam by itself in the 
sun.

And now as die sun’s last rays were nearly level, we 



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 Faery 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 



more seldom into the Lands of Dream. Then we 
clasped hands, uncouthly on his part, for it is not the 
method of greeting in his country, and he commended 
my soul to the care of his own gods, to his little lesser 
gods, the humble ones, to the gods that bless Bel- 
zoond.



Shortly after writing “Bethmoora” and “Idle Days 
on the Yann,” Dunsany and his wife went on to 
Middleton and Lord Bath’s house, Longleat, to 
shoot. Lady Dunsany developed a cough from the 
cold autumn nights, so they decided to spend the 
winter in Egypt. They arrived in Egypt in late No
vember, 1908, and hired a steamer to sail up the 
Nile to Aswan. The steamer was named the Nito- 
cris, after the Egyptian murderess-queen in Herodo
tus, which reminded Lord Dunsany of the famous 
story. Five years later he was to write a play about 
Herodotus’ Egyptian Queen, a play called “The 
Queen’s Enemies.” At this time, he had yet to write 
his first play.

Returning home early the following year, they 
went back to Castle Dunsany, where, as he later re
corded, “I spent February shooting snipe, and in 
March I wrote several stories, in one of which I re
turned to Bethmoora to write more about the Em
peror Thuba Mleen.”

The story to which he aludes is “The Hashish 
Man,” which follows.

L.C.

The Hashish Man

I WAS at dinner in London the other day. The la

dies had gone upstairs, and no one sat on my right; on 
my left there was a man I did not know, but he knew 
my name somehow, apparently, for he turned to me 
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after a while, and said, “I read a story of yours about 
Bethmoora in a review.”

Of course I remembered the tale. It was about a 
beautiful Oriental city that was suddenly deserted in a 
day—nobody quite knew why. I said, “Oh, yes,” and 
slowly searched in my mind for some more fitting ac
knowledgment of the compliment that his memory had 
paid me.

I was greatly astonished when he said, “You were 
wrong about the gnousar sickness; it was not that at 
all.”

I said, “Why! Have you been there?”
And he said, “Yes; I do it with hashish. I know 

Bethmoora well.” And he took out of his pocket a 
small box full of some black stuff that looked like tar, 
but had a stranger smell. He warned me not to touch it 
with my finger, as the stain remained for days. “I got it 
from a gipsy,” he said. “He had a lot of it, as it had 
killed his father.” But I interrupted him, for I wanted 
to know for certain what it was that had made desolate 
that beautiful city, Bethmoora, and why they fled from 
it swiftly in a day. “Was it because of the Desert’s 
curse?” I asked. And he said, “Partly it was the fury of 
the Desert and partly the advice of the Emperor 
Thuba Mleen, for that fearful beast is in some way 
connected with the Desert on his mother’s side.” And 
he told me this strange story:

“You remember the sailor with the black scar, who 
was there on the day that you described when the mes
sengers came on mules to the gate of Bethmoora, and 
all the people fled. I met this man in a tavern, drinking 
rum, and he told me all about the flight from Beth
moora, but knew no more than you did what the mes
sage was, or who had sent it. However, he said he 
would see Bethmoora once more whenever he touched 
again at an eastern port, even if he had to face the 



Devil. He often said that he would face the Devil to 
find out the mystery of that message that emptied 
Bethmoora in a day. And in the end he had to face 
Thuba Mleen, whose weak ferocity he had not imag
ined. For one day the sailor told me he had found a 
ship, and I met him no more after that in the tavern 
drinking rum.

“It was about that time that I got the hashish from 
the gipsy, who had a quantity that he did not want. It 
takes one literally out of oneself. It is like wings. You 
swoop over distant countries and into other worlds. 
Once I found out the secret of the universe. I have for
gotten what it was, but I know that the Creator does 
not take Creation seriously, for I remember that He sat 
in Space with all His work in front of Him and 
laughed. I have seen incredible things in fearful 
worlds. As it is your imagination that takes you there, 
so it is only by your imagination that you can get back. 
Once out in asther I met a battered, prowling spirit, 
that had belonged to a man whom drugs had killed a 
hundred years ago; and he led me to regions that I had 
never imagined; and we parted in anger beyond the 
Pleiades, and I could not imagine my way back. And I 
met a huge grey shape that was the Spirit of some 
great people, perhaps of a whole star, and I besought 
It to show me my way home, and It halted beside me 
like a sudden wind and pointed, and, speaking quite 
softly, asked me if I discerned a certain tiny light, and 
I saw a far star faintly, and then It said to me, ‘That is 
the Solar System,’ and strode tremendously on. And 
somehow I imagined my way back, and only just in 
time, for my body was already stiffening in a chair in 
my room; and the fire had gone out and everything 
was cold, and I had to move each finger one by one, 
and there were pins and needles in them, and dreadful 
pains in the nails, which began to thaw; and at last I 



could move one arm, and reached a bell, and for a 
long time no one came, because every one was in bed. 
But at last a man appeared, and they got a doctor; and 
he said that it was hashish poisoning, but it would have 
been all right if I hadn’t met that battered, prowling 
spirit.

“I could tell you astounding things that I have seen, 
but you want to know who sent that message to Beth
moora. Well, it was Thuba Mleen. And this is how I 
know. I often went to the city after that day that you 
wrote of (I used to take hashish of an evening in my 
flat), and I always found it uninhabited. Sand had 
poured into it from the desert, and the streets were yel
low and smooth, and through open, swinging doors the 
sand had drifted.

“One evening I had put the guard in front of the 
fire, and settled into a chair and eaten my hashish, and 
the first thing that I saw when I came to Bethmoora 
was the sailor with the black scar, strolling down the 
street, and making footprints in the yellow sand. And 
now I knew that I should see what secret power it was 
that kept Bethmoora uninhabited.

“I saw that there was anger in the Desert, for there 
were storm clouds heaving along the skyline, and I 
heard a muttering amongst the sand.

“The sailor strolled on down the street, looking into 
the empty houses as he went; sometimes he shouted 
and sometimes he sang, and sometimes he wrote his 
name on a marble wall. Then he sat down on a step 
and ate his dinner. After a while he grew tired of the 
city, and came back up the street. As he reached the 
gate of green copper three men on camels appeared.

“I could do nothing. I was only a consciousness, in
visible, wandering: my body was in Europe. The sailor 
fought well with his fists, but he was over-powered and 
bound with ropes, and led away through the Desert.



“I followed for as long as I could stay, and found 
that they were going by the way of the Desert round 
the Hills of Hap towards Utnar Vehi, and then I knew 
that the camel men belonged to Thuba Mleen.

“I work in an insurance office all day, and I hope 
you won’t forget me if ever you want to insure—life, 
fire, or motor—but that’s no part of my story. I was 
desperately anxious to get back to my flat, though it is 
not good to take hashish two days running; but I 
wanted to see what they would do to the poor fellow, 
for I had heard bad rumours about Thuba Mleen. 
When at last I got away I had a letter to write; then I 
rang for my servant, and told him that I must not be 
disturbed, though I left my door unlocked in case of 
accidents. After that I made up a good fire, and sat 
down and partook of the pot of dreams. I was going to 
the palace of Thuba Mleen.

“I was kept back longer than usual by noises in the 
street, but suddenly I was up above the town; the Eu
ropean countries rushed by beneath me, and there ap
peared the thin white palace spires of horrible Thuba 
Mleen. I found him presently at the end of a little nar
row room. A curtain of red leather hung behind him, 
on which all the names of God, written in Yannish, 
were worked with a golden thread. Three windows 
were small and high. The Emperor seemed no more 
than about twenty, and looked small and weak. No 
smiles came on his nasty yellow face, though he tit
tered continually. As I looked from his low forehead to 
his quivering under lip, I became aware that there was 
some horror about him, though I was not able to per
ceive what it was. And then I saw itthe man never 
blinked; and though later on I watched those eyes for a 
blink, it never happened once.

“And then I followed the Emperor’s rapt glance, and 
I saw the sailor lying on the floor, alive but hideously 



rent, and the royal torturers were at work all round 
him. They had tom long strips from him, but had not 
detached them, and they were torturing the ends of 
them far away from the sailor.” The man that I met at 
dinner told me many things which I must omit. “Ilie 
sailor was groaning softly, and every time he groaned 
Thuba Mleen tittered. I had no sense of smell, but I 
could hear and see, and I do not know which was the 
most revolting—the terrible condition of the sailor or 
the happy unblinking face of horrible Thuba Mleen.

“I wanted to go away, but the time was not yet 
come, and I had to stay where I was.

“Suddenly the Emperor’s face began to twitch vio
lently and his under lip quivered faster, and he whim
pered with anger, and cried with a shrill voice, in Yan- 
nish, to the captain of his torturers that there was a 
spirit in the room. I feared not, for living men cannot 
lay hands on a spirit, but all the torturers were ap
palled at his anger, and stopped their work, for their 
hands trembled with fear. Then two men of the spear
guard slipped from the room, and each of them 
brought back presently a golden bowl, with knobs on 
it, full of hashish; and the bowls were large enough for 
heads to have floated in had they been filled with 
blood. And the two men fell to rapidly, each eating 
with two great spoons—there was enough in each 
spoonful to have given dreams to a hundred men. And 
there came upon them soon the hashish state, and their 
spirits hovered, preparing to go free, while I feared 
horribly, but ever and anon they fell back again to the 
bodies, recalled by some noise in the room. Still the 
men ate, but lazily now, and without ferocity. At last 
the great spoons dropped out of their hands, and their 
spirits rose and left them. I could not flee. And the spir
its were more horrible than the men, because they were 
young men, and not yet wholly moulded to fit their 



fearful souls. Still the sailor groaned softly, evoking lit
tle titters from the Emperor Thuba Mleen. Then the 
two spirits rushed at me, and swept me thence as gusts 
of wind sweep butterflies, and away we went from the 
small, pale, heinous man. There was no escaping from 
these spirits’ fierce insistence. The energy in my minute 
lump of the drug was overwhelmed by the huge spoons
ful that these men had eaten with both hands. I was 
whirled over Arvle Woondery, and brought to the lands 
of Snith, and swept on still until I came to Kragua, and 
beyond this to those bleak lands that are nearly un
known to fancy. And we came at last to those ivory 
hills that are named the Mountains of Madness, and I 
tried to struggle against the spirits of that frightful Em
peror’s men, for I heard on the other side of the ivory 
hills the pittering of those beasts that prey on the mad, 
as they prowled up and down. It was no fault of mine 
that my little lump of hashish could not fight with their 
horrible spoonsful . .

Some one was tugging at the hall-door bell. Pres
ently a servant came and told our host that a police
man in the hall wished to speak to him at once. He 
apologised to us, and went outside, and we heard a 
man in heavy boots, who spoke in a low voice to him. 
My friend got up and walked over to the window, and 
opened it, and looked outside. “I should think it will 
be a fine night,” he said. Then he jumped out When 
we put our astonished heads out of the window to look 
for him, he was already out of sight



In that same March of 1909, Lord Dunsany first 
met the notable Irish poet-dramatist William Butler 
Yeats, who was then creating a modest theatrical re
naissance with his famous Abbey Theatre in Dublin. 
Yeats asked Dunsany for a play based on a picture 
Dunsany had drawn of a burglar breaking into Par
adise and finding only starry emptiness beyond the 
golden portals. So Dunsany came to write his first 
play, The Glittering Gate. He wrote it in a single af
ternoon and it was presented that year at the Abbey. 
This was the first of many plays Dunsany was to 
write; he became far more successful as a play
wright than as a writer of short stories: so successful 
that he once had five different plays running in New 
York at the same time.

That May, while staying with his cousin Lord 
Sherborne in Gloucestershire, he wrote a new story 
called “Carcassonne.” He tells how the idea for this 
tale came to him:

“In a letter from a friend whom I have never 
seen, one of those that read my books, this line was 
quoted—But he, he never came to Carcassonne. I do 
not know the origin of the line, but I made this tale 
about it.”

L.C.

Carcassonne

When Camorak reigned at Am, and the world was 

fairer, he gave a festival to all the Weald to commemo
rate the splendour of his youth.



They say that his house at Am was huge and high, 
and its ceiling painted blue; and when evening fell men 
would climb up by ladders and light the scores of can
dles hanging from slender chains. And they say, too, 
that sometimes a cloud would come, and pour in 
through the top of one of the oriel windows, and it 
would come over the edge of the stonework as the 
sea-mist comes over a sheer cliff’s shaven lip where an 
old wind has blown forever and ever (he has swept 
away thousands of leaves and thousands of centuries, 
they are all one to him, he owes no allegiance to 
Time). And the cloud would re-shape itself in the 
hall’s lofty vault and drift on through it slowly, and out 
to the sky again through another window. And from its 
shape the knights in Camorak’s hall would prophesy 
the battles and sieges of the next season of war. They 
say of the hall of Camorak at Am that there hath been 
none like it in any land, and foretell that there will be 
never.

Hither had come in the folk of the Weald from 
sheepfold and from forest, revolving slow thoughts of 
food, and shelter, and love, and they sat down wonder
ing in that famous hall; and therein also were seated 
the men of Am, the town that clustered round the 
King’s high house, and was all roofed with the red, 
maternal earth.

If old songs may be trusted, it was a marvellous 
hall.

Many who sat there could only have seen it distantly 
before, a clear shape in the landscape, but smaller than 
a hill. Now they beheld along the wall the weapons of 
Camorak’s men, of which already die lute-players 
made songs, and tales were told at evening in the 
byres. There they descried the shield of Camorak that 
had gone to and fro across so many battles, and the 
sharp but dinted edges of his sword; there were the 



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 die 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 



their youth had dreamed and which they mightily pur
posed yet to do.

Above the painted pictures there was darkness, for 
evening was closing in, and the candles swinging on 
their slender chain were not yet lit in the roof; it was 
as though a piece of the night had been builded into 
the edifice like a huge natural rock that juts into a 
house. And there sat all the warriors of Am and the 
Weald-folk wondering at them; and none were more 
than thirty, and all were skilled in war. And Camorak 
sat at tire head of all, exulting in his youth.

We must wrestle with Time for some seven decades, 
and he is a weak and puny antagonist in the first three 
bouts.

Now there was present at this feast a diviner, one 
who knew the schemes of Fate, and he sat among the 
people of the Weald and had no place of honour, for 
Camorak and his men had no fear of Fate. And when 
the meat was eaten and the bones cast aside, the king 
rose up from his chair, and having drunken wine, and 
being in the glory of his youth and with all his knights 
about him, called to the diviner, saying, “Prophesy.”

And the diviner rose up, stroking his grey beard, 
and spake guardedly. “There are certain events,” he 
said, “upon the ways of Fate that are veiled even from 
a diviner’s eyes, and many more as clear to us that 
were better veiled from all; much I know that is better 
unforetold, and some things that I may not foretell on 
pain of centuries of punishment But this I know and 
foretell—that you will never come to Carcassonne.”

Instantly there was a buzz of talk telling of Carcas
sonne—some had heard of it in speech or song, some 
had read of it and some had dreamed of it And the 
king sent Arleon of the Harp down from his right hand 
to mingle with the Weald-folk to hear aught that any 
told of Carcassonne. But the warriors told of the 



places they had won to—many a hard-held fortress, 
many a far-off land, and swore that they would come 
to Carcassonne.

And in a while came Arleon back to the king’s right 
hand, and raised his harp and chanted and told of Car
cassonne. Far away it was, and far and far away, a city 
of gleaming ramparts rising one over the other, and 
marble terraces behind the ramparts, and fountains 
shimmering on the terraces. To Carcassonne the elf- 
kings with their fairies had first retreated from men, 
and had built it on an evening late in May by blowing 
their elfin horns. Carcassonne! Carcassonne!

Travellers had seen it sometimes like a clear dream, 
with the sun glittering on its citadel upon a far-off 
hill-top, and then the clouds had come or a sudden 
mist; no one had seen it long or come quite close to it; 
though once there were some men that came very 
near, and the smoke from the houses blew into their 
faces, a sudden gust—no more, and these declared that 
some one was burning cedarwood there. Men had 
dreamed that there is a witch there, walking alone 
through the cold courts and corridors of mannorean 
palaces, fearfully beautiful still for all her fourscore 
centuries, singing the second oldest song, which was 
taught her by the sea, shedding tears for loneliness 
from eyes that would madden armies, yet will she not 
call her dragons home—Carcassonne is terribly 
guarded. Sometimes she swims in a marble bath 
through whose deeps a river tumbles, or lies all morn
ing on the edge of it to dry slowly in the sun, and 
watches the heaving river trouble the deeps of the 
bath. It flows through the caverns of earth for further 
than she knows, and coming to light in the witch’s bath 
goes down through the earth again to its own peculiar 
sea.

In autumn sometimes it comes down black with 



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 
Am, 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.



When they were armed they all formed up and 
marched out of the hall, and Arleon strode before 
them singing of Carcassonne.

But the folk of the Weald arose and went back 
well-fed to their byres. They had no need of wars or of 
rare perils. They were ever at war with hunger. A long 
drought or hard winter were to them pitched battles; if 
the wolves entered a sheep-fold it was like the loss of a 
fortress, a thunder-storm on the harvest was like an 
ambuscade. Well-fed, they went back slowly to their 
byres, being at truce with hunger: and the night filled 
with stars.

And black against the starry sky appeared the round 
helms of the warriors as they passed the tops of the 
ridges, but in the valleys they sparkled now and then 
as the starlight flashed on steel.

They followed behind Arleon going south, whence 
rumours had always come of Carcassonne: so they 
marched in the starlight, and he before them singing.

When they had marched so far that they heard no 
sound from Arn, and even inaudible were her swinging 
bells, when candles burning late far up in towers no 
longer sent them their disconsolate welcome; in the 
midst of the pleasant night that lulls the rural spaces, 
weariness came upon Arleon and his inspiration failed. 
It failed slowly. Gradually he grew less sure of the way 
to Carcassonne. A while he stopped to think, and re
membered the way again; but his clear certainty was 
gone, and in its place were efforts in his mind to recall 
old prophecies and shepherd’s songs that told of the 
marvellous city. Then as he said over carefully to him
self a Song that a wanderer had learnt from a goat
herd’s boy far up the lower slope of ultimate southern 
mountains, fatigue came down upon his toiling mind 
like snow on the winding ways of a city noisy by night, 
stilling all.



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 Am 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 
tiie inspiration of Arleon awoke.

Then they arose, and following Arleon, entered the 
forest, and marched away to the South. And many a 
woman of Am 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 



through whose deeps the river tumbles in marble Car
cassonne.

When butterflies were dancing on the air, and the 
sun neared the zenith, pavilions were pitched, and all 
the warriors rested; and then they feasted again, and 
then played knightly games, and late in the afternoon 
marched on once more, singing of Carcassonne.

And night came down with its mystery on the forest, 
and gave their demoniac look again to the trees, and 
rolled up out of misty hollows a huge and yellow 
moon.

And the men of Am lit fires, and sudden shadows 
arose and leaped fantastically away. And the night
wind blew, arising like a ghost, and passed between the 
tree-trunks, and slipped down shimmering glades, and 
waked the prowling beasts still dreaming of day, and 
drifted nocturnal birds afield to menace timorous 
things, and beat the roses against cottagers’ panes, and 
whispered news of the befriending night, and wafted to 
the ears of wandering men the sound of a maiden’s 
song, and gave a glamour to the lutanist’s tune played 
in his loneliness on (fistant hills; and the deep eyes of 
moths glowed like a galleon’s lamps, and they spread 
their wings and sailed their familiar sea. Upon this 
night-wind also the dreams of Camorak’s men floated 
to Carcassonne.

All the next morning they marched, and all the eve
ning, and knew they were nearing now the deeps of the 
forest And the citizens of Am kept close together and 
close behind the warriors. For the deeps of the forest 
were all unknown to travellers, but not unknown to 
those tales of fear that men tell at evening to their 
friends, in the comfort and the safety of their hearths. 
Then night appeared, and an enormous moon. And the 
men of Camorak slept. Sometimes they woke, and 
went to sleep again; and those that stayed awake for 



long and listened heard heavy two-footed creatures 
pad through the night on paws.

As soon as it was light the unarmed men of Am 
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 Am, 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



archs, and the timid creatures steal abroad to feed, and 
as yet the beasts of prey harmlessly dream, and Earth 
utters a sigh, and it is night.

In the midst of the wide clearing Camorak’s war
riors camped, and rejoiced to see the stars again ap
pearing one by one.

That night they ate the fest of their provisions, and 
slept unmolested by the prowling things that haunt the 
gloom of the forest

On the next day some of the warriors hunted stags, 
and others fey in rushes by a neighbouring lake and 
shot arrows at water-fowl. One stag was killed, and 
some geese, and several teal.

Here the adventurers stayed, breathing the pure wild 
air that cities know not; by day they hunted, and lit 
fires by night, and sang and feasted, and forgot Carcas
sonne. The terrible denizens of the gloom never mo
lested them, venison was plentiful, and all manner of 
water-fowl: they loved the chase by day, and by night 
their favourite songs. Thus day after day went by, thus 
week after week. Time flung over this encampment a 
handful of moons, the gold and silver moons that waste 
the year away; Autumn and Winter passed, and Spring 
appeared; and still the warriors hunted and feasted 
there.

One night of the springtide they were feasting about 
a fire and telling tales of the chase, and the soft moths 
came out of the dark and flaunted their colours in the 
firelight, and went out grey into the dark again; and 
the night wind was cool upon the warriors’ necks, and 
the camp-fire was warm in their faces, and a silence 
had settled among them after some song, and Arleon 
all at once rose suddenly up, remembering Carcas
sonne. And his hand swept over the strings of his 
harp, awaking the deeper chords, like the sound of a 
nimble people dancing their steps on bronze, and the 



music rolled away into the night’s own silence, and the 
voice of Arleon rose:

“When there is blood in the bath she knows there is 
war in the mountains, and longs for the battle-shout of 
kingly men.”

And suddenly all shouted, “Carcassonne!” And at 
that word their idleness was gone as a dream is gone 
from a dreamer waked with a shout And soon the 
great march began that faltered no more nor wavered. 
Unchecked by battles, undaunted in lonesome spaces, 
ever unwearied by the vulturous years, the warriors of 
Camorak held on; and Arleon’s inspiration led them 
still. They cleft with the music of Arleon’s harp the 
gloom of ancient silences; they went singing into bat
tles with terrible wild men, and came out singing, but 
with fewer voices; they came to villages in valleys full 
of the music of bells, or saw the lights at dusk of cot
tages sheltering others.

They became a proverb for wandering, and a legend 
arose of strange, disconsolate men. Folks spoke of 
them at nightfall when the fire was warm and rain 
slipped down the eaves; and when the wind was high 
small children feared the Men Who Would Not Rest 
were going clattering past. Strange tales were told of 
men in old grey armour moving at twilight along the 
tops of the hills and never asking shelter; and mothers 
told their boys who grew impatient of home that the 
grey wanderers were once so impatient and were now 
hopeless of rest, and were driven along with the rain 
whenever the wind was angry.

But the wanderers were cheered in their wandering 
by the hope of coming to Carcassonne, and later on by 
anger against Fate, and at last they marched on still 
because it seemed better to march on than to think.

For many years they had wandered and had fought 
with many tribes; often they gathered legends in vil-
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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.

Now, in the top of the mountain was a deep, bowl
like cavern in the rock, in which fires bubbled sofdy. 
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



smoked and panted; with every pant a rock plunged 
into the streets or bounced along the heavy iron roof, 
and the smoke went slowly up, and up, and up.

When they had come through the long town’s empty 
streets to the locked gate at the end, only fifteen were 
left. When they had broken down the gate there were 
only ten alive. Three more were killed as they went up 
the slope, and two as they passed near the terrible cav
ern. Fate let the rest go some way down the mountain 
upon the other side, and then took three of them. Cam
orak and Arleon alone were left alive. And night 
came down on the valley to which they had come, and 
was lit by flashes from the fatal mountain; and the two 
mourned for their comrades all night long.

But when the morning came they remembered their 
war with Fate, and their old resolve to come to Carcas
sonne, and the voice of Arleon rose in a quavering 
song, and snatches of music from his old harp, and he 
stood up and marched with his face southwards as he 
had done for years, and behind him Camorak went 
And when at last they climbed from the third valley, 
and stood on the hill’s summit in the golden sunlight of 
evening, their aged eyes saw only miles of forest and 
the birds going to roost.

Their beards were white, and they had travelled 
very far and hard; it was the time with them when a 
man rests from labours and dreams in light sleep of the 
years that were and not of the years to come.

Long they looked southwards; and the sun set over 
remoter forests, and glow-worms lit their lamps, and 
the inspiration of Arleon rose and flew away forever, 
to gladden, perhaps, the dreams of younger men.

And Arleon said: “My King, I know no longer the 
way to Carcassonne.”

And Camorak smiled, as the aged smile, with little 
cause for mirth, and said: “The years are going by us 



like huge birds, whom Doom and Destiny and the 
schemes of God have frightened up out of some old 
grey marsh. And it may well be that against these no 
warrior may avail, and that Fate has conquered us, 
and that our quest has failed.”

And after this they were silent.
Then they drew their swords, and side by side went 

down into the forest, still seeking for Carcassonne.
I think they got not far; for there were deadly 

marshes in that forest, and gloom that outlasted the 
nights, and fearful beasts accustomed to its ways. Nei
ther is there any legend, either in verse or among the 
songs of the people of the fields, of any having come to 
Carcassonne.



An odd thing about Carcassonne is that while in the 
little kingdoms of Dunsany’s imagination it is a fab
ulous and mythic city known only to the trouba
dours, ft is in fact a very real and solid place here in 
the waking world where you and I dwell.

Yes, there actually is a Carcassonne: it is an an
cient city in southwestern France, surviving in a re
markable state of preservation from the Dark Ages, 
and one of the few walled medieval cities left oh 
earth. Its beginnings belong to remote antiquity: the 
bases of the towers of the inner rampart are partly 
Roman and partly the work of the Visigoths, into 
whose hands the city fell at the collapse of the Ro
man Empire; the citadel dates back to the twelfth, 
perhaps even the eleventh century; and the main 
outer circuit of the city wall dates from the reign 
of the thirteenth-century monarch, Louis IX. The 
old cobbled streets, the peak-roofed houses, the 
towers and battlements of hoary stone, are bathed in 
the glamor of romantic history. Charlemagne's fa
ther took it from the Moors; the crusaders con
quered it during the Albigensian Crusade; it was be- 
seiged by the Black Prince in 1356 . . .

Of these things, Dunsany seems unaware. To him 
it was an exotic and exciting name, nothing more.

They left Gloucestershire for a house in London, and 
on June 30, 1909, he wrote a story called “In Zac- 
carath”—based on a memory of dawn creeping up 
to a ballroom where Dunsany had danced late, “and 
some gods with folded arms that I had seen in 
Egypt, carved on a temple wall."

L.C.



In Zaccarath

C>ome,” said the King in sacred Zaccarath, “and let 

our prophets prophesy before us.”
A far-seen jewel of light was the holy palace, a won

der to the nomads on the plains.
There was the King with all his underlords, and the 

lesser kings that did him vassalage, and there were all 
his queens with all their jewels upon them.

Who shall tell of the splendour in which they sat; of 
the thousand lights and the answering emeralds; of the 
dangerous beauty of that hoard of queens, or die flash 
of their laden necks?

There was a necklace there of rose-pink pearls be
yond the art of dreamer to imagine. Who shall tell of 
the amethyst chandeliers, where torches, soaked in rare 
Bhyrinian oils, burned and gave off a scent of 
blethany? *

* The herb marvellous, which growing near the summit of 
Mount Zaumnos, scents all the Zaumnian range, and is smelt 
far out on the Kepuscran plains, and even, when the wind is 
from the mountains, in the streets of the city of Ognoth. 
At night it closes its petals and is heard to breathe, and its 
breath is a swift poison. This it does even by day if the 
snows are disturbed about it No plant of this has ever been 
captured alive by a hunter.

Enough to say that when the dawn came up it ap
peared by contrast pallid and unlovely and stripped all 
bare of its glory, so that it hid itself with rolling clouds.

“Come,” said the King, “let our prophets prophesy.”



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 
cedam rafters.

“Is he not splendid?” said the King. And many of 
that assembly beat with their palms upon the polished 



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 die queens 
were nodding their heads in time to the music, with 
their diadems flashing like heavens of falling stars; and 
die 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 batfle-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 



coming again of the desert to its own, and the playing 
about of little lion cubs where the courts of the palace 
had stood.

“Of what is he singing?” said a queen to a queen.
“He is singing of everlasting Zaccarath.”
As the singer ceased the assemblage beat listlessly 

on the floor, and the King nodded to him, and he de
parted.

When all the prophets had prophesied to them and 
all the singers sung, that royal company arose and 
went to other chambers, leaving the hall of festival to 
the pale and lonely dawn. And alone were left the 
lion-headed gods that were carven out of the walls; si
lent they stood, and their rocky arms were folded. And 
shadows over their faces moved like curious thoughts 
as the torches flickered and the dull dawn crossed the 
fields. And the colours began to change in the chande
liers.

When the last lutanist fell asleep the birds began to 
sing.

Never was greater splendour or a more famous halt 
When the queens went away through the curtained 
door with all their diadems, it was as though the stars 
should arise in their stations and troop together to the 
West at sunrise.

And only the other day I found a stone that had un
doubtedly been a part of Zaccarath, it was three inches 
long and an inch broad; I saw the edge of it uncover
ed by the sand. I believe that only three other pieces 
have been found like it



With the stories that were to make up A Dreamer's 
Tales now completed, and sent off to the editors of 
the Saturday Review, Dunsany spent the summer 
writing a considerable number of new stories. This 
was not because he wrote more than usual, but be
cause he was experimenting with a new length. As 
he tells us in Patches of Sunlight, his new productiv
ity was “chiefly because I had taken to writing tales 
of about 200 and 250 words each.”

The following is one of these short-short-stories, 
and it is one of the finest.

L.C.

The Dream of King Karna-Vootra

" n>iG Karna-Vootra sitting on his throne com
manding all things said: “I very clearly saw last night 
the queenly Vava-Nyria. Though partly she was hid
den by great clouds that swept continually by her, roll
ing over and over, yet her face was unhidden and 
shone, being full of moonlight.

“I said to her ‘Walk with me by the great pools in 
many-gardened, beautiful Istrakhan where the lilies 
float that give delectable dreams; or, drawing aside the 
curtain of hanging orchids, pass with me thence from 
the pools by a secret path through the else impassable 
jungle that fills the only way between the mountains 
that shut in Istrakhan. They shut it in and look on it



with joy at morning and at evening when the pools are 
strange with light, till in their gladness sometimes there 
melts the deadly snow that kills upon lonely heights 
the mountaineer. They have valleys among them older 
than the wrinkles in the moon.

“ ‘Come with me thence or linger with me there and 
either we shall come to romantic lands which the men 
of the caravans speak of only in song; or else we shall 
listlessly walk in a land so lovely that even the but
terflies that float about it when they see their images 
flash in the sacred pools are terrified by their beauty, 
and each night we shall hear the myriad nightingales 
all in one chorus sing the stars to death. Do this and I 
will send heralds far from here with tidings of thy 
beauty; and they shall run and come to Sfindara and 
men shall know it there who herd brown sheep; and 
from SSndara the rumour shall spread on, down either 
bank of the holy river Zoth, till the people that make 
wattles in the plains shall hear of it and sing; but the 
heralds shall go northwards along the hills until they 
come to Sooma. And in that golden city they shall tell 
the kings, that sit in their lofty, alabaster house, of thy 
strange and sudden smiles. And often in distant markets 
shall thy story be told by merchants out from Sooma as 
they sit telling careless tales to lure men to their wares.

“ ‘And the heralds passing thence shall come even to 
Ingra, to Ingra where they dance. And there they shall 
tell of thee, so that thy name long hence shall be sung 
in that joyous city. And there they shall borrow camels 
and pass over the sands and go by desert ways to dis
tant Nirid to tell of thee to the lonely men in the 
mountain monasteries.

“ ‘Come with me even now for it is Spring.’
“And as I said this she faintly yet perceptibly shook 

her head. And it was only then I remembered my youth 
is gone, and she dead forty years.”



These very short tales, like the last one and the one 
to follow, were written at various times over the 
next few years. And, Dunsany relates, “I gathered 
them together into a book much later when I had 
got over fifty of them.”

There were fifty-one of them in all, and under the 
title of Fifty-One Tales, Elkin Mathews published 
them five years later, in 1915.

L.C.

How the Enemy Came to Thlunrana

It had been prophesied of old and foreseen from the 

ancient days that its enemy would come upon 
Thlunrana. And the date of its doom was known and 
the gate by which it would enter, yet none had prophe
sied of the enemy who he was save that he was of the 
gods though he dwelt with men. Meanwhile Thlunrana, 
that secret lamaserai, that chief cathedral of wizardry, 
was the terror of the valley in which it stood and of all 
lands round about it. So narrow and high were the 
windows, and so strange when lighted at night, that 
they seemed to regard men with the demoniac leer of 
something that had a secret in the dark. Who were the 
magicians and the deputy-magicians and the great arch
wizard of that furtive place nobody knew, for they 
went veiled and hooded and cloaked completely in 
black.



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 Thlunrana re
mained mysterious still, venerable, terrible, dark, and 
dreadfully crowned with her doom. It was not often 
that anyone dared wander near to Thlunrana 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 Thlunrana 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 Thlunrana. 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 



of that ominous place, its inner mystery. One to either 
side of it dark figures crouched, either of men or 
women or cloaked stone, or of beasts trained to be si
lent When the awful stillness of the mystery was more 
than he could bear the man from the black-thatched 
cottage by the five pine-trees went up to the silk pavil
ion, and with a bold and nervous clutch of the hand 
drew one of die curtains aside, and saw the inner mys
tery, and laughed. And the prophecy was fulfilled, and 
Thlunrana was never more a terror to the valley, but 
the magicians passed from their terrific halls and fled 
through the open fields wailing and beating their 
breasts, for laughter was the enemy that was doomed 
to come against Thlunrana through her southward gate 
that was named the Gate of the Doom, and it is of the 
gods but dwells with man.



There was deerstalking at Applecross that autumn, 
and shooting at Dunsany that winter, and playwrit
ing that spring. On February 22 and 23, 1910, Dun
sany wrote his second play, perhaps his best play, 
King Argimenes and the Unknown Warrior, which 
more than thirty years later Fletcher Pratt was to 
use as the background for his brilliant fantasy novel, 
The Well of the Unicom. Lady Gregory accepted it 
for the Abbey Theatre, and Dunsany occupied him
self that entire spring writing two more shorter plays 
and more of his little 250-word storyettes.

That spring he also began work on his next vol
ume of stories, The Book of Wonder. Many of us 
feel that this was his single greatest collection of he
roic fantasies. There are fourteen stories in the 
book, and at least seven of them are among the 
most splendid and memorable of all his tales. Never 
again was Dunsany to reach this level of intensity, 
or to write with this richness of color and fertility of 
imaginative invention.

The first story for The Book of Wonder—“Than- 
gobrind the Jeweller”—was written on May 10, 
1910, in London.

L.C.



The Distressing Tale of Thangobrind 
the Jeweller, and of the Doom

That Befell Him

Thangobrind the jeweller heard the omi
nous cough, he turned at once upon that narrow way. 
A thief was he, of very high repute, being patronized 
by the lofty and elect, for he stole nothing smaller than 
the Moomoo’s egg, and in all his life stole only four 
kinds of stone—the ruby, the diamond, the emerald, 
and the sapphire; and, as jewellers go, his honesty was 
great. Now there was a Merchant Prince who had 
come to Thangobrind and had offered his daughter’s 
soul for the diamond that is larger than the human 
head and was to be found on the lap of the spider-idol, 
Hlo-hlo, in his temple of Moung-ga-ling; for he had 
heard that Thangobrind was a thief to be trusted.

Thangobrind oiled his body and slipped out of his 
shop, and went secretly through byways, and got as far 
as Snarp, before anybody knew that he was out on 
business again or missed his sword from its place 
under the counter. Thence he moved only by night, 
hiding by day and rubbing the edges of his sword, 
which he called Mouse because it was swift and nim
ble. The jeweller had subtle methods of travelling; no
body saw him cross the plains of Zid; nobody saw him 
come to Mursk or Thin. O, but he loved shadows! 
Once the moon peeping out unexpectedly from a tem
pest had betrayed an ordinary jeweller; not so did it 
undo Thangobrind: the watchman only saw a crouch
ing shape that snarled and laughed: “ ’Tis but a 
hyena,” they said. Once in the city of Ag one of the 
guardians seized him, but Thangobrind was oiled and



slipped from his hand; you scarcely heard his bare feet 
patter away. He knew that the Merchant Prince 
awaited his return, his little eyes open all night and 
glittering with greed; he knew how his daughter lay chain
ed up and screaming night and day. Ah, Thangobrind 
knew. And had he not been out on business he had al
most allowed himself one or two little laughs. But busi
ness was business, and the diamond that he sought still 
lay on the lap of Hlo-hlo, where it had been for the 
last two million years since Hlo-hlo created the world 
and gave unto it all things except that precious stone 
called Dead Man’s Diamond. The jewel was often sto
len, but it had a knack of coming back again to the lap 
of Hlo-hlo. Thangobrind knew this, but he was no 
common jeweller and hoped to outwit Hlo-hlo, per
ceiving not the trend of ambition and lust and that 
they are vanity.

How nimbly he threaded his way through the pits of 
Snood!—now like a botanist, scrutinizing the ground; 
now like a dancer, leaping from crumbling edges. It 
was quite dark when he went by the towers of Tor, 
where archers shoot ivory arrows at strangers lest any 
foreigner should alter their laws, which are bad, but 
not to be altered by mere aliens. At night they shoot 
by the sound of the strangers’ feet O, Thangobrind, 
Thangobrind, was ever a jeweller like you! He dragged 
two stones behind him by long cords, and at these the 
archers shot Tempting indeed was the snare that they 
set in Woth, the emeralds loose-set in the city’s gate; 
but Thangobrind discerned the golden cord that 
climbed the wall from each and the weights that would 
topple upon him if he touched one, and so he left 
them, though he left them weeping, and at last came to 
Theth. There all men worship Hlo-hlo; though they are 
willing to believe in other gods, as missionaries attest, 
but only as creatures of the chase for the hunting of 



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 darkness 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, 



balcony above balcony, eclipsing half the stars, as he 
trudged away with his diamond. He was not easy as he 
trudged away. Though when a soft pittering as of vel
vet feet arose behind him he refused to acknowledge 
that it might be what he feared, yet the instincts of his 
trade told him that it is not well when any noise what
ever follows a diamond by night, and this was one of 
the largest that had ever come to him in the way of 
business. When he came to the narrow way that leads 
to spider-forest, Dead Man’s Diamond feeling cold and 
heavy, and the velvety footfall seeming fearfully close, 
the jeweller stopped and almost hesitated. He looked 
behind him; there was nothing there. He listened atten
tively; there was no sound now. Then he thought of 
the screams of the Merchant Prince’s daughter, whose 
soul was the diamond’s price, and smiled and went 
stoutly on. There watched him, apathetically, over the 
narrow way, that grim and dubious woman whose 
house is the Night Thangobrind, hearing no longer the 
sound of suspicious feet, felt easier now. He was all 
but come to the end of the narrow way, when the 
woman listlessly uttered that ominous cough..

The cough was too full of meaning to be disre
garded. Thangobrind turned round and saw at once 
what he feared. The spider-idol had not stayed at 
home. The jeweller put his diamond gently upon the 
ground and drew his sword called Mouse. And then 
began that famous fight upon the narrow way in which 
the grim old woman whose house was Night seemed to 
take so little interest. To the spider-idol you saw at 
once it was all a horrible joke. To the jeweller it was grim 
earnest. He fought and panted and was pushed back 
slowly along the narrow way, but he wounded Hlo-hlo 
all the while with terrible long gashes all over his deep, 
soft body till Mouse was slimy with blood. But at last 
the persistent laughter of Hlo-hlo was too much for the 



jeweller’s nerves, and, once more wounding bis demo
niac foe, he sank aghast and exhausted by the door of 
the house called Night at the feet of the grim old 
woman, who having uttered once that ominous cough 
interfered no further with the course of events. And 
there carried Thangobrind the jeweller away those 
whose duty it was, to the house where the two men 
hang, and taking down from his hook on the left-hand 
one of the two, they put that venturous jeweller in his 
place; so that there fell on him the doom that he 
feared, as all men know though it is so long since, and 
there abated somewhat the ire of the envious gods.

And the only daughter of the Merchant Prince felt 
so little gratitude for this great deliverance that she 
took to respectability of a militant kind, and became 
aggressively dull, and called her home the English Riv
iera, and had platitudes worked in worsted upon her 
tea-cosy, and in the end never died, but passed away at 
her residence.



“Thangobrind the Jeweller’’ was written in a rather 
unusual way, which Dunsany revealed in the first 
volume of his memoirs.

Five years before, when he completed his first 
book of stories, The Gods of Pegana, and was ar
ranging to have it published at his own expense, he 
began thinking of an artist to illustrate it. He could 
come up with only two men he would like to have 
do the pictures. One of these, Gustave Dore, was 
dead. But the other, Sidney H. Sime, was not only 
still alive but very willing to undertake the task. 
Dunsany and Sime hit it off well; both had an en
thusiasm for each other’s art; as Dunsany put it: 
“This remarkable man consented to do me eight il
lustrations, and I have never seen a black-and-white 
artist with a more stupendous imagination. I think 
he is greater than Beardsley.”

Sime illustrated not only that book, but most of 
the books that followed: Time and the Gods, The 
Sword of Welleran, and A Dreamer's Tales. Author 
and artist formed a perfect team—the talents of one 
complemented the gifts of the other—so much so 
that they became inseparably linked in the readers’ 
minds, like Virgil Finlay and A. Merritt, Ernest K. 
Shepard and Kenneth Grahame, or John R. Neill 
and the Oz books.

For the next book, though—but let Lord Dun
sany himself tell of how it happened:

“I found Mr. Sime one day, in his strange house 
in Worplesdon, complaining that editors did not 
offer him very suitable subjects for illustrations; so I 
said: ’Why not do any pictures you like, and I will 
write stories explaining them?*  Mr. Sime fortunately 
agreed; and so, reversing the order of story and il
lustration which we had followed hitherto, we set 
about putting together The Book of Wonder . . .



(one picture) showed an old woman sitting under a 
tree; but the tree was rather mineral than vegetable, 
for it was all full of stars, and was in fact an erect 
slice of a clear night, and was approached from an 
abyss by steps of stone, from which it was shut off 
by a gate. The old woman sitting at the foot of it 
has just uttered a cough to warn the man who is 
crossing the abyss by a fallen tree that he is being 
followed. The forest is full of cobwebs vaster than 
curtains, and the spider that follows the man, as he 
puts his great diamond down and turns around with 
his sword, is the size of one that could easily make 
such cobwebs. The picture is called The Ominous 
Cough . . . The story, as I saw it, did not end hap
pily.”

The story, of course, was “Thangobrind.”

That summer in London, Lord Dunsany wrote three 
of the new Book of Wonder stories based upon or 
inspired by original paintings by Sime. He also 
wrote a new play, The Gods of the Mountain. He 
sent this play to Herbert Trench of the Haymarket 
Theatre in London, and, for good measure, dis
patched a copy of King Argimines to the famous 
actor, Sir Herbert Tree. The suspense of waiting to 
hear if he would have a play produced in London 
proved agonizing. After some months with no reply, 
he scribbled this doleful little verse:

I sit all day upon a bench 
And mutter like the sea 

"Still not a word from Mr. Trench 
And not a word from Tree.”

To help pass the time while awaiting word from 
Trench and Tree, he wrote another short play in 
early June. Also, “My fancy flew back to the Yann 
for three days in June and four days in July. The 
first of these visits produced ‘A Shop in Go-by 
Street,’ and the second one “The Avenger of 
Perdondaris.’ ”

Elsewhere he recalled the sources of “Go-by 
Street”. The curio shop and its curious proprietor in 



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.”

L.C.

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 



down from the Hian Min. And I wanted to see the 
sailors again who came from Durl and Duz and to 
hear from their lips what befell Perddndaris when its 
doom came up without warning from die hills and fell 
on that famous city. And I wanted to hear the sailors 
pray at night each one to his own god, and to feel the 
wind of the evening coolly arise when the sun went 
flaming away from that exotic river. For I thought 
never again to see the tide of Yann, but when I gave up 
politics not long ago the wings of my fancy strength
ened, though they had erstwhile drooped, and I had 
hopes of coming behind the East once more where 
Yann like a proud white war-horse goes through the 
Lands of Dream.

Yet had I forgotten the way to those little cottages 
on the edge of the fields we know whose upper win
dows, though dim with antique cobwebs, look out on 
the fields we know not and are the starting-point of all 
adventure in all the Lands of Dream.

I therefore made enquiries. And so I came to be di
rected to tiie shop of a dreamer who lives not far from 
the Embankment in the City. Among so many streets 
as there are in the city it is little wonder that there is 
one that has never been seen before: it is named Go-by 
Street and runs out of the Strand if you look very 
closely. Now when you enter this man’s shop you do 
not go straight to the point but you ask him to sell you 
something, and if it is anything with which he can sup
ply you he hands it you and wishes you good-morning. 
It is his way. And many have been deceived by asking 
for some unlikely thing, such as the oyster-shell from 
which was taken one of those single pearls that made 
the gates of Heaven in Revelations, and finding that 
the old man had it in stock.

He was comatose when I went into his shop, his 
heavy lids almost covered his little eyes; he sat, and his 



mouth was open. I said “I want some of Abama and 
Pharpah, rivers of Damascus.” “How much?” he said. 
“Two and a half yards of each, to be delivered at my 
flat” “That is very tiresome,” he muttered, “very tire
some. We do not stock it in that quantity.” “Then I 
will take all you have,” I said.

He rose laboriously and looked among some bottles. 
I saw one labelled “Nilos, river of Aegyptos” and oth
ers Holy Ganges, Phlegethon, Jordan; I was almost 
afraid he had it when I heard him mutter again, “This 
is very tiresome,” and presently he said, “We are out 
of it.” “Then,” I said, “I wish you to tell me the way 
to those little cottages in whose upper chambers poets 
look out upon the fields we know not for I wish to go 
into the Lands of Dream and to sail once more upon 
mighty, sea-like Yann.”

At that he moved heavily and slowly in way-worn 
carpet slippers, panting as he went to the back part of 
his shop, and I went with him. This was a dingy lum
ber-room full of idols: the near end was dingy and 
dark but at the far end was a blue casrulean glow in 
which stars seemed to be shining and the heads of the 
idols glowed. “This,” said the fat old man in carpet 
slippers, “is the heaven of the gods who sleep.” I asked 
him what gods slept and he mentioned names that I 
had never heard as well as names that I knew. “All 
those,” he said, “that are not worshipped now are 
asleep.”

“Then does Time not kill the gods?” I said to him 
and he answered, “No. But for three or four thousand 
years a god is worshipped and for three or four he 
sleeps. Only Time is wakeful always.”

“But they that teach us of new gods,” I said to him, 
“are they not new?”

“They hear the old ones stirring in their sleep being 
about to wake, because the dawn is breaking and the 



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 



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.



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 faery; 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 Amargram. 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 



than I must describe how it swept from the amethyst 
cliff the shadow of the black one that opposed it, how 
that one shaft of sunlight pierced the amethyst for 
leagues, and how the rejoicing colour leaped up to wel
come the light and shot back a purple glow on the 
walls of the palace of ivory while down in that incredi
ble ravine the golden dragons still played in the dark
ness.

At this moment a female slave came out by a door 
of the palace and tossed a basketfull of sapphires over 
the edge. And when day was manifest on those marvel
lous heights and the flare of the amethyst precipice 
filled the abyss, then the elephant-hunter arose in his 
ivory palace and took his terrific spear and going out 
by a landward door went forth to avenge Perdondaris.

I turned then and looked upon the Lands of Dream, 
and the thin white mist that never rolls quite away was 
shifting in the morning. Rising like isles above it I saw 
the Hills of Hap and the city of copper, old, deserted 
Bethmoora, and Utnar Vehi and Kyph and Manda- 
roon and the wandering leagues of Yann. Rather I 
guessed than saw the Hian Min whose imperturbable 
and aged heads scarce recognize for more than clus
tered mounds the round Acroctian hills, that are 
heaped about their feet and that shelter, as I remem
bered, Durl and Duz. But most clearly I discerned that 
ancient wood through which one going down to the 
bank of Yann whenever the moon is old may come on 
Bird of the River anchored there, waiting three days 
for travellers, as has been prophesied of her. And as it 
was now that season I hurried down from the gap in 
the blue-grey hills by an elfin path that was coeval with 
fable, and came by means of it to the edge of the 
wood. Black though the darkness was in that ancient 
wood the beasts that moved in it were blacker still. It 
is very seldom that any dreamer travelling in Lands of 



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. I 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 
I 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 bums 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 



sing, and the tolulu-bird slept fast, till out of an open
ing eye he saw the stars.

I would have waited there for many days, but on the 
third day I had gone in my loneliness to see the very 
spot where first I met Bird of the River at her anchor
age with her bearded captain sitting on the deck. And 
as I looked at the black mud of the harbour and pic
tured in my mind that band of sailors whom I had not 
seen for two years, I saw an old hulk peeping from the 
mud. The lapse of centuries seemed partly to have rot
ted and partly to have buried in the mud all but the 
prow of the boat and on the prow I faintly saw a 
name. I read it slowly—it was Bird of the River. And 
then I knew that, while in Ireland and London two 
years had barely passed over my head, ages had gone 
over the region of Yann and wrecked and rotted that 
once familiar ship, and buried years ago the bones of 
the youngest of my friends, who so often sang to me of 
Durl and Duz or told the dragon-legends of Belzoond. 
For beyond the world we know there roars a hurricane 
of centuries whose echo only troubles—though sorely 
—our fields; while elsewhere there is calm.

I stayed a moment by that battered hulk and said a 
prayer for whatever may be immortal of those who 
were wont to sail it down the Yann, and I prayed for 
them to the gods to whom they loved to pray, to the 
little lesser gods that bless Belzoond. Then leaving the 
hut that I built to those ravenous years I turned my 
back to the Yann and entering the forest at evening 
just as its orchids were opening their petals to perfume 
the night came out of it in the morning, and passed 
that day along the amethyst gulf by the gap in the 
blue-grey mountains. I wondered if Singanee, that 
mighty elephant-hunter, had returned again with his 
spear to his lofty ivory palace or if his doom had been 
one with that of Perdondaris. I saw a merchant at a 



small back door selling new sapphires as I passed the 
palace, then I went on and came as twilight fell to 
those small cottages where the elfin mountains are in 
sight of the fields we know. And I went to the old 
witch that I had seen before and she sat in her parlour 
with a red shawl round her shoulders still knitting the 
golden cloak, and faintly through one of her windows 
the elfin mountains shone and I saw again through an
other the fields we know.

“Tell me something,” I said, “of this strange land?”
“How much do you know?” she said. “Do y« know 

that dreams are illusion?”
“Of course I do,” I said, “Every one knows that.”
“Oh no they don’t,” she said, “the mad don’t know 

it?”
“That is true,” I said.
“And do you know,” she said, “that Life is illu

sion?”
“Of course it is not,” I said, “Life is real, Life is 

earnest ...”
At that both the witch and her cat (who had not 

moved from her old place by the hearth) burst into 
laughter. I stayed some time, for there was much that I 
wished to ask, but when I saw that the laughter would 
not stop I turned and went away.

The Avenger of Perdondaris

I was rowing on the Thames not many days after 

my return from the Yann and drifting eastwards with 
the fall of the tide away from Westminster Bridge, near 



which I had hired my boat. All kinds of things were on 
the water with me,—sticks drifting, and huge boatsi— 
and I was watching, so absorbed, die traffic of that great 
river that I did not notice I had come to the City until I 
looked up and saw that part of the Embankment that 
is nearest to Go-by Street And then I suddenly 
wondered what befell Singanee, for there was a still
ness about his ivory palace when last I passed it by, 
which made me think that he had not then returned. 
And though I had seen him go forth with his terrific 
spear, and mighty elephant-hunter though he was, yet 
his was a fearful quest for I knew that it was none 
other than to avenge Perdondaris by slaying that mon
ster with the single tusk who had overthrown it sud
denly in a day. So I tied up my boat as soon as I came 
to some steps, and landed and left the Embankment, 
and about the third street I came to I began to look for 
the opening of Go-by Street; it is very narrow, you 
hardly notice it at first, but there it was, and soon I 
was in the old man’s shop. But a young man leaned 
over the counter. He had no information to give me 
about the old man—he was sufficient in himself. As to 
the little old door in the back of the shop, “We know 
nothing about that, sir.” So I had to talk to him and 
humour him. He had for sale on the counter an instru
ment for picking up a lump of sugar in a new way. He 
was pleased when I looked at it and he began to praise 
it I asked him what was the Use of it, and he said that 
it was of no use but that it had only been invented a 
week ago and was quite new and was made of real sil
ver and was being very much bought. But all the while 
I was straying towards the back of the shop. When I 
inquired about the idols there he said that they were 
some of the season’s novelties and were a choice selec
tion of mascots; and while I made pretence of selecting 
one I suddenly saw the wonderful old door. I was 



through it at once and the young shop-keeper after me. 
No one was more surprised than he when he saw the 
street of grass and the purple flowers in it; he ran 
across in his frock-coat on to the opposite pavement 
and only just stopped in time, for the world ended 
there. Looking downward over the pavement’s edge he 
saw, instead of accustomed kitchen-windows, white 
clouds and a wide, blue sky. I led him to the old back 
door of the shop, looking pale and in need of air, and 
pushed him lightly and he went limply through, for I 
thought that the air was better for him on the side of 
the street that he knew. As soon as the door was shut 
on that astonished man I turned to the right and went 
along the street till I saw the gardens and the cottages, 
and a little red patch moving in a garden, which I 
knew to be the old witch wearing her shawl.

“Come for a change of illusion again?” she said.
“I have come from London,” I said. “And I want to 

see Singanee. I want to go to his ivory palace over the 
elfin mountains where the amethyst precipice is.”

“Nothing like changing your illusions,” she said, “or 
you grow tired. London’s a fine place but one wants to 
see the elfin mountains sometimes.”

“Then you know London?” I said.
“Of course I do,” she said. “I can dream as well as 

you. You are not the only person that can imagine 
London.” Men were toiling dreadfully in her garden; it 
was in the heat of the day and they were digging with 
spades; she suddenly turned from me to beat one of 
them over the back with a long black stick that she 
carried. “Even my poets go to London sometimes,” 
she said to me.

“Why did you beat that man?” I said.
“To make him work,” she answered.
“But he is tired,” I said.
“Of course he is,” said she.



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 



in storms of some sea that was nowhere in the world; 
or battered to bits in wars waged with we know not 
whom. Some said that it was salt because of the sea 
and others that it was salt with mariners’ tears. And 
some of the poets took large flowers out of vases and 
threw their petals all about the room, and others talked 
two at a time and others sang. “Why they are only 
children after all,” I said.

“Only children!” repeated the witch who was pour
ing out cowslip wine.

“Only children,” said the old black cat. And every 
one laughed at me.

“I sincerely apologize,” I said. “I did not mean to 
say it. I did not intend to insult any one.”

“Why he knows nothing at all,” said the old black 
cat. And everybody laughed till the poets were put to 
bed.

And then I took one look at the fields we know, and 
turned to the other window that looks on the elfin 
mountains. And the evening looked like a sapphire. 
And I saw my way though the fields were growing 
dim, and when I had found it I went downstairs and 
through the witch’s parlour, and out of doors, and 
came that night to the palace of Singanee.

Lights glittered through every crystal slab—and all 
were uncurtained—in the palace of ivory. The sounds 
were those of a triumphant dance. Very haunting in
deed was the booming of the bassoon, and like the 
dangerous advance of some galloping beast were the 
blows wielded by a powerful man on the huge, sono
rous drum. It seemed to me as I listened that the con
test of Singanee with the more than elephantine de
stroyer of Perdondaris had already been set to music. 
And as I walked in the dark along the amethyst preci
pice I suddenly saw across it a curved white bridge. It 
was one ivory tusk. And I knew it for the triumph of 



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 
Perdondaris 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 path 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 



slain the destroyer of Perdondaris 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
dondaris. 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



queens were attracted there from the thrones of distant 
lands by die 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 



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 
bum 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 



Singanee and his battle against the monster. And soon 
we saw him sitting on the ground and singing to the 
night of that spear-thrust that had found the thumping 
heart of the destroyer of Perddndaris; and we stopped 
a while and asked him who had seen so memorable a 
struggle and he answered none but Singanee and he 
whose tusk had scattered Perddnaris, and now the last 
was dead. And when we asked him if Singanee had 
told him of the struggle he said that that proud hunter 
would say no word about it and that therefore his 
mighty deed was given to the poets and become their 
trust forever, and he struck again his instrument of 
strings and so sang on.

When the strings of pearls that hung down from her 
neck began to gleam all over Saranoora I knew that 
dawn was near and that that memorable night was all 
but gone. And at last we left the garden and came to 
the abyss to see the sunrise shine on the amethyst cliff. 
And first it lit up the beauty of Saranoora and then it 
topped the world and blazed upon those cliffs of ame
thyst until it dazzled our eyes, and we turned from it 
and saw the workman going out along the tusk to hol
low it and to carve a balustrade of fair processional 
figures. And those who had drunken bak began to 
awake and to open their dazzled eyes at the amethyst 
precipice and to rub them and turn them away. And 
now those wonderful kingdoms of song that die dark 
musicians established all night by magical chords 
dropped back again to the sway of that ancient silence 
who ruled before the gods, and the musicians wrapped 
their cloaks about them and covered up their marvel
lous instruments and stole away to the plains; and no 
one dared to ask them whither they went or why they 
dwelt there, or what god they served. And the dance 
stopped and all the queens departed. And then the fe
male slave came out again by a door and emptied her 



basket of sapphires down the abyss as I saw her do be
fore. Beautiful Saranoora said that those great queens 
would never wear their sapphires more than once and 
that every day at noon a merchant from the mountains 
sold new ones for that evening. Yet I suspect that 
something more than extravagance lay at the back of 
that seemingly wasteful act of tossing sapphires into an 
abyss, for there were in the depths of it those two 
dragons of gold of whom nothing seemed to be known. 
And I thought, and I think so still, that Singanee, ter
rific though he was in war with the elephants, from 
whose tusks he had built his palace, well knew and 
even feared those dragons in the abyss, and perhaps 
valued those priceless jewels less than he valued his 
queens, and that he to whom so many lands paid beau
tiful tribute out of their dread of his spear, himself 
paid tribute to the golden dragons. Whether those 
dragons had wings I could not see; nor, if they had, 
could I tell if they could bear that weight of solid gold 
from the abyss; nor by what paths they could crawl 
from it did I know. And I know not what use to a 
golden dragon should sapphires be or a queen. Only it 
seemed strange to me that so much wealth of jewels 
should be thrown by command of a man who had 
nothing to fear—to fall flashing and changing their col
ours at dawn into an abyss.

I do not know how long we lingered there watching 
the sunrise on those miles of amethyst. And it is 
strange that that great and famous wonder did not 
move me more than it did, but my mind was dazzled 
by the fame of it and my eyes were actually dazzled by 
the blaze, and as often happens I thought more of little 
things and remember watching the daylight in the soli
tary sapphire that Saranoora had and that she wore 
upon her finger in a ring. Then, the dawn wind being 
all about her, she said that she was cold and turned 



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 I 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 



the door, heading for Go-by Street. “You are going the 
wrong way,” the witch called through the window; and 
indeed I had sooner gone back to the ivory palace 
again, but I had no right to trespass any further on the 
hospitality of Singanee and one cannot stay always in 
the Lands of Dream, and what knowledge had that old 
witch of the call of the fields we know or the little 
though many snares that bind our feet therein? So I 
paid no heed to her, but kept on, and came to Go-by 
Street I saw the house with the green door some way 
up the street but thinking that the near end 
of the street was closer to the Embankment where I 
had left my boat I tried the first door I came to, a cot
tage thatched like the rest, with little golden spires 
along the roof-ridge, and strange birds sitting there and 
preening marvellous feathers. The door opened, and to 
my surprise I found myself in what seemed like a shep
herd’s cottage; a man who was sitting on a log of wood 
in a little low dark room said something to me in an 
alien language, I muttered something and hurried 
through to the street The house was thatched in front 
as well as behind. There were no golden spires in 
front no marvellous birds; but there was no pavement 
There was a row of houses, byres and barns but no 
other sign of a town. Far off I saw one or two little 
villages. Yet there was the river—and no doubt the 
Thames, for it was of the width of the Thames and had 
the curves of it if you can imagine the Thames in that 
particular spot without a city round it, without any 
bridges, and Embankment fallen in. I saw that there 
had happened to me permanently and in the light of 
day some such thing as happens to a man, but to a 
child more often, when he awakes before morning in 
some strange room and sees a high, grey window 
where the door ought to be and unfamiliar objects in 
wrong places and though knowing where he is yet 



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 



one sees on Salisbury Plain than a shop in the city of 
London, but I found it by counting the houses in the 
street for it was still a row of houses though pavement 
and city were gone. And it was still a shop. A very dif
ferent shop to the one I knew, but things were for sale 
there—shepherd’s crooks, food and rude axes. And a 
man with long hair was there who was clad in skins. I 
did not speak to him for I did not know his language. 
He said to me something that sounded like “Everkike.” 
It conveyed no meaning to me; but when he looked to
wards one of his guns, light suddenly dawned in my 
mind and I knew that England was even England still 
and that still she was not conquered, and that though 
they had tired of London they still held to their land; 
for the words that the man had said were, “Av er 
kike,” and then I knew that that very language that 
was carried to distant lands by the old, triumphant 
cockney was spoken still in his birthplace and that nei
ther his politics nor his enemies had destroyed him 
after all these thousand years. I had always disliked 
the Cockney dialect—and with the arrogance of the 
Irishman who hears from rich and poor the English of 
the splendour of Elizabeth; and yet when I heard those 
words my eyes felt sore as with impending tears—it 
should be remembered how far away I was. I think I 
was silent for a little while. Suddenly I saw that the 
man who kept the shop was asleep. That habit was 
strangely like the ways of a man who if he were then 
alive would be (if I could judge from the time-worn 
look of the lion) over a thousand years old. But then 
how old was I? It is perfectly clear that Time moves 
over the Lands of Dream swifter or slower than over 
the fields we know. For the dead, and the long dead, 
live again in our dreams; and a dreamer passes through 
the events of days in a single moment of the Town- 
Hall’s clock. Yet logic did not aid me and my mind 



was puzzled. While the old man slept—and strangely 
like in face he was to the old man who had shown me 
first the little, old back door—I went to the far end of 
his wattled shop. There was a door of a sort on leather 
hinges. I pushed it open and there I was again under 
the notice-board at the back of the shop, at least the 
back of Go-by Street had not changed. Fantastic and 
remote though this grass street was with its purple 
flowers and the golden spires, and the world ending at 
its opposite pavement, yet I breathed more happily to 
see something again that I had seen before. I thought I 
had lost forever the world I knew, and now that I was 
at the back of Go-by Street again I felt the loss less 
than when I was standing where familiar things ought 
to be; and I turned my mind to what was left me in the 
vast Lands of Dream and thought of Saranoora. And 
when I saw the cottages again I felt less lonely even at 
the thought of the cat though he generally laughed at 
the things I said. And the first thing that I said when I 
saw the witch was that I had lost the world and was 
going back for the rest of my days to the palace of Sin
ganee. And the first thing that she said was: “Why! 
You’ve been through the wrong door,” quite kindly for 
she saw how unhappy I looked. And I said, “Yes, but 
it’s all the same street. The whole street’s altered and 
London’s gone and the people I used to know and the 
houses I used to rest in, and everything; and I’m 
tired.”

“What did you want to go through the wrong door 
for?” she said.

“O, that made no difference,” I said.
“O, didn’t it?” she said in a contradictory way.
“Well I wanted to get to the near end of the street 

so as to find my boat quickly by the Embankment. 
And now my boat, and the Embankment and—and 
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“Some people are always in such a hurry,” said the 
old black cat And I felt too unhappy to be angry and 
I said nothing more.

And the old witch said, “Now which way do you 
want to go?” and she was talking rather like a nurse to 
a small child. And I said, “I have nowhere to go to.”

And she said, “Would you rather go home or go to 
the ivory palace of Singanee.” And I said, “I’ve got a 
headache, and I don’t want to go anywhere, and I’m 
tired of the Lands of Dream.”

“Then suppose you try going in through the right 
door,” she said.

“That’s no good,” I said. “Everyone’s dead and 
gone, and they’re selling buns there.”

“What do you know about Time?” she said.
“Nothing,” answered the old, black cat, though no

body spoke to him.
“Run along,” said the old witch.
So I turned and trudged away to Go-by Street again. 

I was very tired. “What does he know about any
thing?” said the old black cat behind me. I knew what 
he was going to say next He waited a moment and 
then said, “Nothing.” When I looked over my shoulder 
he was strutting back to the cottage. And when I got 
to Go-by Street I listlessly opened the door through 
which I had just now come. I saw no use in doing it, I 
just did wearily as I was told. And the moment I got 
inside I saw it was just the same as of old, and the 
sleepy old man was there who sold idols. And I bought 
a vulgar thing that I did not want, for the sheer joy of 
seeing accustomed things. And when I turned from 
Go-by Street which was just the same as ever, the first 
thing that I saw was a taximeter running into a han
som cab. And I took off my hat and cheered. And I 
went to the Embankment and there was my boat, and 
the stately river full of dirty, accustomed things. And I 



rowed back and bought a penny paper, (I had been 
away it seemed for one day) and I read it from cover 
to cover—patent remedies for incurable illnesses and 
all—and I determined to walk, as soon as I was rested, 
in all the streets that I knew and to call on all the peo
ple that I had ever met, and to be content for long 
with the fields we know.



These two sequels to “Idle Days on the Yann” were 
set aside for some unexplained reason. They were 
not included in Dunsany"s next book, and did not 
find a place in one of his collections of stories until 
Tales of Three Hemispheres was published in 1919. 
“How the Dwarfs Rose Up in War” also went un
collected until Three Hemispheres appeared.

L.C.

How the Dwarfs Rose Up in War

In one of those unattained, and unattainable, pinna

cles that are known as the Bleaks of Eerie, an eagle 
was looking East with a hopeful presage of blood.

For he knew, and rejoiced in the knowledge, that 
eastward over the dells the dwarfs were risen in Ulk, 
and gone to war with the demi-gods.

The demi-gods are they that were bom of earthly 
women, but their sires are the elder gods who walked 
of old among men. Disguised they would go through 
the villages sometimes in summer evenings, cloaked 
and unknown of men; but the younger maidens knew 
them and always ran to them singing, for all that their 
elders said: in evenings long ago they had danced 
to the woods of the oak-trees. Their children dwelt 
out-of-doors beyond the dells of the bracken, in the 
cool and heathery lands, and were now at war with the 
dwarfs.



Dour and grim were the demi-gods and had the 
faults of both parents, and would not mix with men 
but claimed the right of their fathers, and would not 
play human games but forever were prophesying, and 
yet were more frivolous than their mothers were, 
whom the fairies had long since buried in wild wood 
gardens with more than human rites.

And being irked at their lack of rights and ill con
tent with the land, and having no power at all over 
wind and snow, and caring little for the powers they 
had, the demi-gods became idle, greasy and slow; and 
the contemptuous dwarfs despised them ever.

The dwarfs were contemptuous of all things savour
ing of heaven, and of everything that was even partly 
divine. They were, so it has been said, of the seed of 
man; but, being squat and hairy like to the beasts, they 
praised all beastly things, and bestiality was shown 
reverence among them, so far as reverence was theirs 
to show. So most of all they despised the discontent of 
the demi-gods, who dreamed of the courts of heaven 
and power over wind and snow; for what better, said 
the dwarfs, could demi-gods do than nose in the earth 
for roots and cover their faces with mire, and run with 
the cheerful goats and be even as they?

Now in their idleness caused by their discontent, the 
seed of the gods and the maidens grew more discon
tented still, and only spake of or cared for heavenly 
things; until the contempt of the dwarfs, who heard of 
all these doings, was bridled no longer and it must 
needs be war. They burned spice, dipped in blood and 
dried, before the chief of their witches, sharpened their 
axes and made war on the demi-gods.

They passed by night over the Oolnar Mountains, 
each dwarf with his good axe, the old flint war-axe of 
his fathers, a night when no moon shone, and they 
went unshod, and swiftly, to come on the demi-gods in 



the darkness beyond the dells Of Ulk, lying fat and idle 
and contemptible.

And before it was light they found the heathery 
lands, and the demi-gods lying lazy all over the side of 
a hill. The dwarfs stole towards them warily in the 
darkness.

Now the art that the gods love most is the art of 
war: and when the seed of the gods and those nimble 
maidens awoke and found it was war it was almost as 
much to them as the godlike pursuits of heaven, en
joyed in the marble courts, or power over wind and 
snow. They all drew out at once their swords of tem
pered bronze, cast down to them centuries since on 
stormy nights by their fathers, drew them and faced 
the dwarfs, and casting their idleness from them, fell 
on them, sword to axe. And the dwarfs fought hard 
that night, and bruised the demi-gods sorely, hacking 
with those huge axes that had not spared the oaks. Yet 
for all the weight of their blows and the cunning of 
their adventure, one point they had overlooked: the 
demi-gods 'were immortal.

As the fight rolled on towards morning the fighters 
were fewer and fewer, yet for all the blows of the 
dwarfs men fell upon one side only.

Dawn came and the demi-gods were fighting against 
no more than six, and the hour that follows dawn, and 
the last of the dwarfs was gone.

And when the light was clear on that peak of the 
Bleaks of Eerie the eagle left his crag and flew grimly 
East, and found it was as he had hoped in the matter 
of blood.

But the demi-gods lay down in their heathery lands, 
for once content though so far from the courts of 
heaven, and even half forgot their heavenly rights, and 
sighed no more for power over wind and snow.



More plays followed—The Golden Doom in August 
of 1910, and The Tents of the Arabs in September.

And that autumn Dunsany settled down and 
wrote “The Probable Adventure of the Three Literary 
Men,” “The Loot of Bombashama,” “The Injudicious 
Prayers of Pombo the Idolater” and a number of other 
stories which he would eventually collect into The 
Book of Wonder.

These following stories were all inspired by the 
fantastic paintings of Sidney Sime, with which they 
were illustrated.

L.C.

The Probable Adventure of the
Three Literary Men

w™ the nomads came to El Lola they had no 

more songs, and the question of stealing the golden 
box arose in all its magnitude. On the one hand, many 
had sought the golden box, the receptacle (as the Ae- 
thiopians know) of poems of fabulous value; and their 
doom is still the common talk of Arabia. On the other 
hand, it was lonely to sit around the camp-fire by night 
with no new songs.

It was the tribe of Heth that discussed these things 
one evening upon the plains below the peak of Mluna. 
Their native land was the track across the world of im
memorial wanderers; and there was trouble among the 
elders of the nomads because there were no new songs;

189 



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 wrere 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- 



five 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 



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 
Minna 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; 



and there they read by the light of ingenious sparks 
which Slith knew how to contrive, and even this poor 
light they hid with their bodies. What was their joy, 
even at that perilous moment, as they lurked between 
the guardian and the abyss, to find that the box con
tained fifteen peerless odes in the alcaic form, five son
nets that were by far the most beautiful in the world, 
nine ballads in the maimer of Provence that had no 
equal in the treasuries of man, a poem addressed to a 
moth in twenty-eight perfect stanzas, a piece of blank 
verse of over a hundred lines on a level not yet known 
to have been attained by man, as well as fifteen lyrics 
on which no merchant would dare to set a price. They 
would have read them again, for they gave happy tears 
to a man and memories of dear things done in infancy, 
and brought sweet voices from far sepulchres; but Slith 
pointed imperiously to the way by which they had 
come, and extinguished the light; and Slorg and Sippy 
sighed, then took the box.

The guardian still slept the sleep that survived a 
thousand years.

As they came away they saw that indulgent chair 
close by die edge of the World in which Owner of the 
Box had lately sat reading selfishly and alone the most 
beautiful songs and verses that poet ever dreamed.

They came in silence to the foot of the stairs; and 
then it befell that as they drew near safety, in the 
night’s most secret hour, some hand in an upper cham
ber lit a shocking light, lit it and made no sound.

For a moment it might have been an ordinary light, 
fatal as even that could very well be at such a moment 
as this; but when it began to follow them like an eye 
and to grow redder and redder as it watched them, then 
even optimism despaired.

And Sippy very unwisely attempted flight, and Slorg 
even as unwisely tried to hide; but Slith, knowing well 



why that light was lit in that secret upper chamber and 
who it was that lit it, leaped over the edge of the 
World and is falling from us still through the unre
verberate blackness of the abyss.

The Loot of Bombashama

TT rings had grown too hot for Shard, captain of 
pirates, on all the seas that he knew. The ports of Spain 
were closed to him; they knew him in San Domingo; 
men winked in Syracuse when he went by; the two 
Kings of the Sicilies never smiled within an hour of 
speaking of him; there were huge rewards for his head 
in every capital city, with pictures of it for identifica
tion—and all the pictures were unflattering. Therefore 
Captain Shard decided that the time had come to tell 
his men the secret

Riding off Teneriffe one night, he called them all to
gether. He generously admitted that there were things 
in the past that might require explanation: the crowns 
that the Princes of Aragon had sent to their nephews 
the Kings of the two Americas had certainly never 
reached their Most Sacred Majesties. Where, men 
might ask, were the eyes of Captain Stobbud? Who 
had been burning towns on the Patagonian seaboard? 
Why should such a ship as theirs choose pearls for 
cargo? Why so much blood on the decks and so many 
guns? And where was the Nancy, the Lark, or the 
Margaret Belle? Such questions as these, he urged, 
might be asked by the inquisitive, and if counsel for 
the defence should happen to be a fool, and unac



quainted with the ways of the sea, they might become 
involved in troublesome legal formulae.

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 ... 1 But 
it swerved away again and was lost in the mist

And Captain Shard said that they would need to get 



provisions first, and he, for one, intended to marry be
fore he settled down; and so they should have one 
more fight before they left the ship, and sack the sea 
coast city Bombasharna and take from it provisions for 
several years, while he himself would marry the Queen 
of the South. And again the pirates cheered, for often 
they had seen seacoast Bombasharna, and had always 
envied its opulence from the sea.

So they set all sail, and often altered their course, and 
dodged and fled from strange lights till dawn appeared, 
and all day long fled southwards. And by evening they 
saw the silver spires of slender Bombasharna, a city 
that was the glory of the coast. And in the midst of it, 
far away though they were, they saw the palace of the 
Queen of the South; and it was so full of windows all 
looking towards the sea, and they were so full of light, 
both from the sunset that was fading upon the water 
and from candles that maids were fighting one by one, 
that it looked far off like a pearl, shimmering still in its 
haliotis shell, still wet from the sea.

So Captain Shard and his pirates saw it, at evening 
over the water, and thought of rumours that said that 
Bombasharna was the loveliest city of the coasts of the 
world, and that its palace was lovelier even than Bom- 
bashama; but for the Queen of the South rumour had 
no comparison. Then night came down and hid the sil
ver spires, and Shard slipped on through the gathering 
darkness until by midnight the piratic ship lay under 
the seaward battlements.

And at the hour when sick men mostly die, and sen
tries on lonely ramparts stand to their arms, exactly 
half-an-hour before dawn, Shard, with two rowing 
boats and half his crew, with craftily muffled oars, 
landed below the battlements. They were through the 
gateway of the palace itself before the alarm was 
sounded, and as soon as they heard the alarm Shard’s 



gunners at sea opened upon the town, and, before the 
sleepy soldiery of Bombashama knew whether the 
danger was from the land or the sea, Shard had suc
cessfully captured the Queen of die South. They would 
have looted all day that silver sea-coast city, but there 
appeared with dawn suspicious topsails just along the 
horizon. Therefore the captain with his Queen went 
down to the shore at once and hastily re-embarked and 
sailed away with what loot they had hurriedly got, and 
with fewer men, for they had to fight a good deal to 
get back to the boat They cursed all day the interfer
ence of those ominous ships which steadily grew 
nearer. There were six ships at first, and that night 
they slipped away from all but two; but all the next 
day those two were still in sight, and each of them had 
more guns than the Desperate Lark. All of the next 
night Shard dodged about the sea, but the two ships 
separated and one kept him in sight and the next 
morning it was alone with Shard on the sea, and his 
archipelago was just in sight, the secret of his life.

And Shard saw he must fight, and a bad fight it was, 
and yet it suited Shard’s purpose, for he had more 
merry men when the fight began than he needed for his 
island. And they got it over before any other ship 
came up; and Shard put all adverse evidence out of the 
way, and came that night to the islands near the Sar
gasso Sea.

Long before it was light the survivors of the crew 
were peering at the sea, and when dawn came there 
was the island, no bigger than two ships, straining hard 
at its anchor, with the wind in the tops of the trees.

And then they landed and dug cabins below and 
raised the anchor out of the deep sea, and soon they 
made the island what they called shipshape. But the 
Desperate Lark they sent away empty under full sail to 
sea, where more nations than Shard suspected were 



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 Bombashama. 
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 



passed from port to port and every place where sailors 
meet together, and even survives to this day, of a dan
gerous uncharted rock anywhere between Plymouth 
and the Hom, which would suddenly rise in the safest 
track of ships, and upon which vessels were supposed 
to have been wrecked, leaving, strangely enough, no 
evidence of their doom. There was a little speculation 
about it at first, till it was silenced by the chance re
mark of a man old with wandering: “It is one of the 
mysteries that haunt the sea.”

And almost Captain Shard and the Queen of the 
South lived happily ever after, though still at evening 
those on watch in the trees would see their captain sit 
with a puzzled air or hear him muttering now and 
again in a discontented way: “I wish I knew more 
about the ways of Queens.”

The Injudicious Prayers of
Pombo the Idolater

ombo the idolater had prayed to Ammuz a sim
ple prayer, a necessary prayer, such as even an idol of 
ivory could very easily grant, and Ammuz had not 
immediately granted it. Pombo had therefore prayed to 
Tharma for the overthrow of Ammuz, an idol friendly 
to Tharma, and in doing this offended against the eti
quette of the gods. Tharma refused to grant the little 
prayer. Pombo prayed frantically to all the gods of 
idolatry, for though it was a simple matter, yet it was 
very necessary to a man. And gods that were older 
than Ammuz rejected the prayers of Pombo, and even 
gods that were younger and therefore of greater repute.



He prayed to them one by one, and they all refused to 
hear him; nor at first did he think at all of that subtle, 
divine etiquette against which he had offended. It oc
curred to him all at once as he prayed to his fiftieth 
idol, a little green-jade god whom the Chinese know, 
that all the idols were in league against him. When 
Pombo discovered this he resented his birth bittedy, 
and made lamentation and alleged that he was lost. He 
might have been seen then in any part of London 
haunting curiosity-shops and places where they sold 
idols of ivory or of stone, for he dwelt in London with 
others of his race though he was bom in Burmah 
among those who hold Ganges holy. On drizzly eve
nings of November’s worst his haggard face could be 
seen in the glow of some shop pressed close against the 
glass, where he would supplicate some calm, cross- 
legged idol till policemen moved him on. And after 
closing hours back he would go to his dingy room, in 
that part of our capital where English is seldom spo
ken, to supplicate little idols of his own. And when 
Pombo’s simple, necessary prayer was equally refused 
by the idols of museums, auction-rooms, shops, then he 
took counsel with himself and purchased incense and 
burned it in a brazier before his own cheap little idols, 
and played the while upon an instrument such as that 
wherewith men charm snakes. And still the idols clung 
to their etiquette.

Whether Pombo knew about this etiquette and con
sidered it frivolous in the face of his need, or whether 
his need, now grown desperate, unhinged his mind, I 
know not, but Pombo the idolater took a stick and 
suddenly turned iconoclast

Pombo the iconoclast immediately left his house, 
leaving his idols to be swept away with the dust and so 
to mingle with Man, and went to an arch-idolater of 
repute who carved idols out of rare stones, and put his
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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



World spins. “Then,” he said, “you will go by Lonely 
House and under the bridge that leads from the House 
to Nowhere, and whose purpose is not guessed; thence 
past Maharrion, the god of flowers, and his high-priest, 
who is neither bird nor cat; and so you will come to 
the little idol Duth, the disreputable god that will grant 
your prayer.” And he went on carving again at his idol 
of jasper for the king who was weary of Wosh; and 
Pombo thanked him and went singing away, for in his 
vernacular mind he thought that “he had the gods.”

It is a long journey from London to World’s End, 
and Pombo had no money left, yet within five weeks he 
was strolling along Last Street; but how he contrived to 
get there I will not say, for it was not entirely honest 
And Pombo found the well at the end of the garden be
yond the end house of Last Street, and many thoughts 
ran through his mind as he hung by his hands from the 
edge, but chiefest of all those thoughts was one that 
said the gods were laughing at him through the mouth 
of the arch-idolater, their prophet, and the thought beat 
in his head till it ached like his wrists . . . and then he 
found the step.

And Pombo walked downstairs. There, sure enough, 
was the gloaming in which the world spins, and stars 
shone far off in it faintly; there was nothing before him 
as he went downstairs but that strange blue waste of 
gloaming, with its multitudes of stars, and comets plung
ing through it on outward journeys and comets returning 
home. And then he saw the lights of the bridge to No
where, and all of a sudden he was in the glare of the 
shimmering parlour-window of Lonely House; and he 
heard voices there pronouncing words, and the voices 
were nowise human, and but for his bitter need he had 
screamed and fled. Halfway between the voices and 
Maharrion, whom he now saw standing out from the 
world, covered in rainbow halos, he perceived the weird 



grey beast that is neither cat nor bird. As Pombo hesi
tated, chilly with fear, he heard those voices grow louder 
in Lonely House, and at that he stealthily moved a few 
steps lower, and then rushed past the beast. The beast 
intently watched Maharrion hurling up bubbles that are 
every one a season of spring in unknown constellations, 
calling die swallows home to unimagined fields, watched 
him without even turning to look at Pombo, and saw him 
drop into the Linlunlama, the river that rises at the edge 
of the World, the golden pollen that sweetens the tide of 
the river and is carried away from the World to be a joy 
to the Stars. And there before Pombo was the little dis
reputable god who cares nothing for etiquette and will 
answer prayers that are refused by all the respectable 
idols. And whether the view of him, at last, excited 
Pombo’s eagerness, or whether his need was greater 
than he could bear that it drove him so swiftly down
stairs, or whether, as is most likely, he ran too fast 
past the beast, I do not know, and it does not matter 
to Pombo; but at any rate he could not stop, as he had 
designed, in attitude of prayer at the feet of Duth, but 
ran on past him down the narrowing steps, clutching at 
smooth, bare rocks till he fell from the World as, when 
our hearts miss a beat, we fall in dreams and wake up 
with a dreadful jolt; but there was no waking up for 
Pombo, who still fell on towards the incurious stars, 
and his fate is even one with the fate of Slith.



During that autumn of 1910, as Geo. Allen & Sons 
were publishing A Dreamer's Tales and Dunsany 
was writing seven of the stories for The Book-'af 
Wonder, he paid several visits to Ireland for shoot
ing and fox hunting. It was one of these trips that 
made a direct contribution, albeit a modest one, to 
our next story, “The Bride of the Man-Horse,” 
which was written that autumn, as was the story fol
lowing it.

The tale tells of Shepperalk the centaur, and of 
his journey down from the Athraminaurian moun
tains to Zretazoola, the city of Sombelene the cen- 
tauress . though all the mundane plain, its riv
ers and mountains, lay between Shepperalk’s home 
and the city he sought.”

Lord Dunsany comments: “The last nine words I 
think I could hardly have written had I not that day 
been riding a fox-hunt, for the rhythm is that of a 
gallop.”

L.C.

The Bride of the Man-Horse

In the morning of his two hundred and fiftieth 

year Shepperalk the centaur went to the golden coffer, 
wherein the treasure of the centaurs was, and taking 
from it the hoarded amulet that his father, Jyshak, in 
the years of his prime, had hammered from mountain 
gold and set with opals bartered from the gnomes, he 
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put it upon his wrist, and said no word, but walked 
from his mother’s cavern. And he took with him too 
that clarion of the centaurs, that famous silver horn, 
that in its time had summoned to surrender seventeen 
cities of Man, and for twenty years had brayed at 
star-girt walls in the Siege of Tholdenblama, the cita
del of the gods, what time the centaurs waged their 
fabulous war and were not broken by any force of 
arms, but retreated slowly in a cloud of dust before the 
final miracle of the gods that They brought in Their des
perate need from Their ultimate armoury. He took it and 
strode away, and his mother only sighed and let him go.

She knew that to-day he would not drink at the 
stream coming down from the terraces of Varpa Niger, 
the inner land of the mountains, that to-day he would 
not wonder a while at the sunset and afterwards trot 
back to the cavern again to sleep on rushes pulled by 
rivers that know not Man. She knew that it was with 
him as it had been of old with his father, and with 
Goom the father of Jyshak, and long ago with the 
gods. Therefore she only sighed and let him go.

But he, coming out from the cavern that was his 
home, went for the first time over the little stream, and 
going round the comer of the crags saw glittering be
neath him the mundane plain. And the wind of the au
tumn that was gilding the world, rushing up the slopes 
of the mountain, beat cold on his naked flanks. He 
raised his head and snorted.

“I am a man-horse now!” he shouted aloud; and 
leaping from crag to crag he galloped by valley and 
chasm, by torrent-bed and scar of avalanche, until he 
came to the wandering leagues of the plain, and left 
behind him for ever the Athraminanrian mountains.

His goal was Zretazoola, the city of Sombelene. 
What legend of Sombelene’s inhuman beauty or of the 
wonder of her mystery had ever floated over the mun



dane plain to the fabulous cradle of the centaurs’ race, 
the Athraminaurian mountains, I do not know. Yet in 
the blood of man there is a tide, an old sea-current 
rather, that is somehow akin to the twilight, which 
brings him rumours of beauty from however far away, 
as driftwood is found at sea from islands not yet dis
covered: and this springtide of current that visits the 
blood of man comes from the fabulous quarter of his 
lineage, from the legendary, the old; it takes him out to 
the woodlands, out to the hills; he listens to ancient 
song. So it may be that Shepperalk’s fabulous blood 
stirred in those lonely mountains away at the edge of 
the world to rumours that only the airy twilight knew 
and only confided secretly to the bat, for Shepperalk 
was more legendary even than man. Certain it was that 
he headed from the first for the city of Zretazoola, 
where Sombelene in her temple dwelt; though all the 
mundane plain, its rivers and mountains, lay between 
Shepperalk’s home and the city he sought

When first the feet of the centaur touched the grass 
of that soft alluvial earth he blew for joy upon the sil
ver horn, he pranced and caracoled, he gambolled over 
the leagues; pace came to him like a maiden with a 
lamp, a new and beautiful wonder; the wind laughed 
as it passed him. He put his head down low to the 
scent of the flowers, he lifted it up to be nearer the un
seen stars, he revelled through kingdoms, took rivers in 
his stride; how shall I tell you, ye that dwell in cities, 
how shall I tell you what he felt as he galloped? He 
felt for strength like the towers of Bel-Narana; for 
lightness like those gossamer palaces that the fairy-spi
der builds ’twixt heaven and sea along the coasts of 
Zith; for swiftness like some bird racing up from the 
morning to sing in some city’s spires before daylight 
comes. He was the sworn companion of the wind. For 
joy he was as a song; the lightnings of his legendary



sires, the earlier gods, began to mix with his blood; his 
hooves thundered. He came to the cities of men, and 
all men trembled, for they remembered the ancient 
mythical wars, and now they dreaded new battles and 
feared for the race of man. Not by Clio are these wars 
recorded; history does not know them, but what of 
that? Not all of us have sat at historians’ feet, but all 
have learned fable and myth at their mothers’ knees. 
And there were none that did not fear strange wars 
when they saw Shepperalk swerve and leap along the 
public ways. So he passed from city to city.

By night he lay down unpanting in the reeds of 
some marsh or a forest; before dawn he rose trium
phant, and hugely drank of some river in the dark, and 
splashing out of it would trot to some high place to 
find the sunrise, and to send echoing eastwards the ex
ultant greetings of his jubilant horn. And lol the sun
rise coming up from the echoes, and the plains new-lit 
by the day, and the leagues spinning by like water 
flung from a top, and that gay companion, the loudly 
laughing wind, and men and the fears of men and their 
little cities; and, after that, great rivers and waste 
spaces and huge new hills, and then new lands beyond 
them, and more cities of men, and always the old com
panion, the glorious wind. Kingdom by kingdom slipt 
by, and still his breath was even. “It is a golden thing 
to gallop on good turf in one’s youth,” said the young 
man-horse, the centaur. “Ha, ha,” said the wind of the 
hills, and the winds of the plain answered.

Bells pealed in frantic towers, wise men consulted 
parchments, astrologers sought of the portent from the 
stars, the aged made subtle prophecies. “Is he not 
swift?” said the young, “How glad he is,” said children.

Night after night brought him sleep, and day after 
day lit his gallop, till he came to the lands of the 
Athalonian men who live by the edges of the mundane 



plain, and from them he came to the lands of legend 
again such as those in which he was cradled on the 
other side of the world, and which fringe the marge of 
the world and mix with the twilight And there a 
mighty thought came into his untired heart, for he knew 
that he neared Zretazoola now, the city of Sombelene.

It was late in the day when he neared it, and clouds 
coloured with evening rolled low on the plain before 
him; he galloped on into their golden mist, and when it 
hid from his eyes the sight of things, the dreams in his 
heart awoke and romantically he pondered all those 
rumours that used to come to him from Sombelene, 
because of the fellowship of fabulous things. She dwelt 
(said evening secretly to the bat) in a little temple by 
a lone lakeshore. A grove of cypresses screened her 
from the city, from Zretazoola of the climbing ways. 
And opposite her temple stood her tomb, her sad 
lake-sepulchre with open door, lest her amazing beauty 
and the centuries of her youth should ever give rise to 
the heresy among men that lovely Sombelene was im
mortal: for only her beauty and her lineage were divine.

Her father had been half centaur and half god; her 
mother was the child of a desert lion and that sphinx 
that watches the pyramids; she was more mystical than 
Woman.

Her beauty was as a dream, was as a song; the one 
dream of a lifetime dreamed on enchanted dews, the 
one song sung to some city by a deathless bird blown far 
from his native coasts by storm in Paradise. Dawn after 
dawn on mountains of romance or twilight after twilight 
could never equal her beauty; all the glowworms had 
not the secret among them nor all the stars of night; poets 
had never sung it nor evening guessed its meaning; the 
morning envied it, it was hidden from lovers.

She was unwed, unwooed.
The lions came not to woo her because they feared 



her strength, and the gods dared not love her because 
they knew she must die.

This was what evening had whispered to the bat, 
this was the dream in the heart of Shepperalk as he 
cantered blind through the mist. And suddenly there at 
his hooves in the dark of the plain appeared the cleft 
in the legendary lands, and Zretazoola sheltering in the 
cleft, and sunning herself in the evening.

Swiftly and craftily he bounded down by the upper 
end of the cleft, and entering Zretazoola by the outer 
gate which looks out sheer on the stars, he galloped 
suddenly down the narrow streets. Many that rushed 
out on to balconies as he went clattering by, many that 
put their heads from glittering windows, are told of in 
olden song. Shepperalk did not tarry to give greetings 
or to answer challenges from martial towers, he was down 
through the earthward gateway like the thunderbolt of his 
sires, and, like Leviathan who has leapt at an eagle, he 
surged into the water between temple and tomb.

He galloped with half-shut eyes up the temple-steps, 
and, only seeing dimly through his lashes, seized 
Sombelene by the hair, undazzled as yet by her beauty, 
and so haled her away; and, leaping with her over the 
floorless chasm where the waters of the lake fall unre
membered away into a hole in the world, took her we 
know not where, to be her slave for all centuries that 
are allowed to his race.

Three blasts he gave as he went upon that silver 
horn that is the world-old treasure of the centaurs. 
These were his wedding bells.



The Quest of the Queen’s Tears

Sylvia, Queen of the Woods, in her woodland 

palace, held court, and made a mockery of her suitors. 
She would sing to them, she said, she would give them 
banquets, she would tell them tales of legendary days, 
her jugglers should caper before them, her armies salute 
them, her fools crack jests with them and make whimsi
cal quips, only she could not love them.

This was not the way, they said, to treat princes in 
their splendour and mysterious troubadours concealing 
kingly names; it was not in accordance with fable; 
myth had no precedent for it She should have thrown 
her glove, they said, into some lion’s den, she should 
have asked for a score of venomous heads of the serpents 
of Licantara, or demanded the death of any notable drag
on, or sent them all upon some deadly quest hut that 
she could not love them------ 1 It was unheard of—it had
no parallel in the annals of romance.

And then she said that if they must needs have a 
quest she would offer her hand to him who first should 
move her to tears: and the quest should be called, for 
reference in histories or song, the Quest of the Queen’s 
Tears, and he that achieved them she would wed, be 
he only a petty duke of lands unknown to romance.

And many were moved to anger, for they hoped for 
some bloody quest; but the old lords chamberlain said, 
as they muttered among themselves in a far, dark end 
of the chamber, that the quest was hard and wise, for 
that if she could ever weep she might also love. They 



had known her all her childhood; she had never 
sighed. Many men had she seen, suitors and courtiers, 
and had never turned her head after one went by. Her 
beauty was as still sunsets of bitter evenings when all 
the world is frore, a wonder and a chill. She was as a 
sun-stricken mountain uplifted alone, all beautiful with 
ice, a desolate and lonely radiance late at evening far 
up beyond the comfortable world, not quite to be com
panioned by the stars, the doom of the mountaineer.

If she could weep, they said, she could love, they said.
And she smiled pleasantly on those ardent princes, 

and troubadours concealing kingly names.
Then one by one they told, each suitor prince the 

story of his love, with outstretched hands and kneeling 
on the knee; and very sorry and pitiful were the tales, 
so that often up in the galleries some maid of the pal
ace wept. And very graciously she nodded her head 
like a listless magnolia in the deeps of the night mov
ing idly to all the breezes its glorious bloom.

And when the princes had told their desperate loves 
and had departed away with no other spoil than of 
their own tears only, even then there came the un
known troubadours and told their tales in song, con
cealing their gracious names.

And one there was, Ackronnion, clothed with rags, 
on which was the dust of roads, and underneath the 
rags was war-scarred armour whereon were the dints 
of blows; and when he stroked his harp and sang his 
song, in gallery above gallery maidens wept, and even 
the old lords chamberlain whimpered among them
selves and thereafter laughed through their tears and 
said: “It is easy to make old people weep and to bring 
idle tears from lazy girls; but he will not set a-weeping 
the Queen of the Woods.”

And graciously she nodded, and he was the last. 
And disconsolate went away those dukes and princes, 



and troubadours in disguise. Yet Ackronnion pondered 
as he went away.

King was he of Afarmah, Lool and Haf, over-lord 
of Zeroora and hilly Chang, and duke of the dukedoms 
of Molong and Mlash, none of them unfamiliar with 
romance or unknown or overlooked in the making of 
myth. He pondered as he went in his thin disguise.

Now by those that do not remember their childhood, 
having other things to do, be it understood that under
neath fairyland, which is, as all men know, at the edge 
of the world, there dwelleth the Gladsome Beast. A 
synonym he for joy.

It is known how the lark in its zenith, children at 
play out-of-doors, good witches and jolly old parents 
have all been compared—and how aptly!—with this 
very same Gladsome Beast. Only one “crab” he has (if 
I may use slang for a moment to make myself perfectly 
clear), only one drawback, and that is that in the glad
ness of his heart he spoils the cabbages of the Old Man 
Who Looks After Fairyland—and of course he eats men.

It must further be understood that whoever may 
obtain the tears of the Gladsome Beast in a bowl, and 
become drunken upon them, may move all persons to 
shed tears of joy so long as he remains inspired by the 
potion to sing or to make music.

Now Ackronnion pondered in this wise: that if he 
could obtain the tears of the Gladsome Beast by means 
of his art, withholding him from violence by the spell 
of music, and if a friend should slay the Gladsome 
Beast before his weeping ceased—for an end must 
come to weeping even with men—that so he might get 
safe away with the tears, and drink them before the 
Queen of the Woods and move her to tears of joy. He 
sought out therefore a humble knightly man who cared 
not for the beauty of Sylvia, Queen of the Woods, but 
had found a woodland maiden of his own once long 



ago in summer. And the man’s name was Arrath, a 
subject of Ackronnion, a knight-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 manoeuvred. 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 



Ackronnion gained the smooth, broad steps that led 
from the edge to the lair, and at that moment heard at 
the top of the steps the continuous chuckles of the 
Gladsome Beast.

He feared then that its mirth might be insuperable, 
not to be saddened by the most grievous song; nev
ertheless he did not turn back then, but softly climbed 
the stairs and, placing the agate bowl upon a step, 
struck up the chaunt called Dolorous. It told of deso
late,, regretted things befallen happy cities long since in 
the prime of the world. It told of how the gods and 
beasts and men had long ago loved beautiful compan
ions, and long ago in vain. It told of the golden host 
of happy hopes, but not of their achieving. It told how 
Love scorned Death, but told of Death’s laughter. The 
contented chuckles of the Gladsome Beast suddenly 
ceased in his lair. He rose and shook himself. He was 
still unhappy. Ackronnion still sang on the chaunt 
called Dolorous. The Gladsome Beast came mourn
fully up to him. Ackronnion ceased not for the sake of 
his panic, but still sang on. He sang of the malignity of 
time. Two tears welled large in the eyes of the Glad
some Beast. Ackronnion moved the agate bowl to a 
suitable spot with his foot He sang of autumn and of 
passing away. Then the beast wept as the frore hills 
weep in the thaw, and the tears splashed big into the 
agate bowl. Ackronnion desperately chaunted on; he 
told of the glad unnoticed things men see and do not 
see again, of sunlight beheld unheeded on faces now 
withered away. The bowl was full. Ackronnion was 
desperate: the Beast was so close. Once he thought 
that its mouth was watering!—but it was only the tears 
that had run on the lips of the Beast. He felt as a mor
sel! The Beast was ceasing to weep! He sang of worlds 
that had disappointed the gods. And all of a sudden, 
crash! and the staunch spear of Arrath went home be



hind the shoulder, and the tears and the joyful ways of 
the Gladsome Beast were ended and over for ever.

And carefully they carried the bowl of tears away, 
leaving the body of the Gladsome Beast as a change of 
diet for the ominous crow; and going by the windy 
house of thatch they said farewell to the Old Man Who 
Looks After Fairyland, who when he heard of the 
deed rubbed his large hands together and mumbled 
again and again, “And a very good thing, too. My cab
bages! My cabbages!”

And not long after Ackronnion sang again in the 
sylvan palace of the Queen of the Woods, having first 
drunk all the tears in his agate bowl. And it was a gala 
night, and all the court were there and ambassadors 
from the lands of legend and myth, and even some 
from Terra Cognita.

And Ackronnion sang as he never sang before, and 
will not sing again. O, but dolorous, dolorous, are all 
the ways of man, few and fierce are his days, and the 
end trouble, and vain, vain his endeavour: and woman 
—who shall tell of it?—her doom is written with man’s by 
listless, careless gods with their faces to other spheres.

Somewhat thus he began, and then inspiration seized 
him, and all the trouble in the beauty of his song may 
not be set down by me: there was much gladness in it, 
and all mingled with grief: it was like the ways of 
man: it was like our destiny.

Sobs arose at his song, sighs came back along 
echoes: seneschals, soldiers, sobbed, and a clear cry 
made the maidens; like rain the tears came down from 
gallery to gallery.

All round the Queen of the Woods was a storm of 
sobbing and sorrow.

But no, she would not weep.



Toward the end of 1910, with The Book of Wonder 
completed but for the last two or three stories, Lord 
and Lady Dunsany went to Dartrey in County Mon
aghan as guests of Lord Dartrey for the duck shoot
ing. Twenty-eight years later, in his autobiography, 
he recorded this account of how our next story oc
curred to him:

“There was always shooting at Dartrey, and on 
some of our visits the guns used to get up one morn
ing in the dark and go down to the big lake, to sit 
there in shelters among the reeds and wait for the 
ducks that came in with the dawn. To sit with noth
ing to do but to watch dawn banish the stars, and 
grow in splendour till it is broad morning, must al
ways be a memorable experience; to see it coming 
up over water doubles the glory of it, and all this 
stealthy beauty stealing over the world shines on 
wits a little quickened by sport, so that one would 
be dull indeed if no faint ray of those dawns 
gleamed yet through the dimness of memory. It was 
a dawn over the lake of Dartrey, on December 27th, 
1910, that helped me in writing a tale a few days 
later called ‘How One Came, As Was Foretold, To 
The City of Never,’ for though imagination can pic
ture the capture of a hippogriff in the morning, of 
which this tale tells, yet the imagination needs food, 
and duck-shooting at Dartrey was its food on this 
occasion.”

L.C.



How One Came, as Was Foretold, 
to the City of Never

TDhe child that played about the terraces and gar

dens in sight of the Surrey hills never knew that it was 
he that should come to the Ultimate City, never knew 
that he should see the Under Pits, the barbicans and 
the holy minarets of the mightest city known. I think 
of him now as a child with a little red watering-can 
going about the gardens on a summer’s day that lit the 
warm south country, his imagination delighted with all 
the tales of quite little adventures, and all the while 
there was reserved for him that feat at which men 
wonder.

Looking in other directions, away from the Surrey 
hills, through all his infancy he saw that precipice that, 
wall above wall and mountain above mountain, stands 
at die Edge of the World, and in perpetual twilight 
alone with the Moon and the Sun holds up the incon
ceivable City of Never. To tread its streets he was des
tined; prophecy knew it He had the magic halter, and 
a worn old rope it was; an old wayfaring woman had 
given it to him: it had the power to hold any animal 
whose race had never known captivity, such as the uni
corn, the hippogriff Pegasus, dragons and wyverns; but 
with a lion, giraffe, camel or horse it was useless.

How often we have seen that City of Never, that 
marvel of the Nations! Not when it is night in the 
World, and we can see no further than the stars; not 
when the sun is shining where we dwell, dazzling our 
eyes; but when the sun has set on some stormy days, all 
at once repentant at evening, and those glittering cliffs 
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reveal themselves which we almost take to the clouds, 
and it is twilight with us as it is for ever with them, 
then on their gleaming summits we see those golden 
domes that overpeer the edges of the World and seem 
to dance with dignity and calm in that gentle light of 
evening that is Wonder’s native haunt. Then does the 
City of Never, unvisited and afar, look long at her sis
ter the World.

It had been prophesied that he should come there. 
They knew it when the pebbles were being made and 
before the isles of coral were given unto the sea. And 
thus the prophecy came unto fulfilment and passed 
into history, and so at length to Oblivion, out of which 
I drag it as it goes floating by, into which I shall one 
day tumble. The hippogriffs dance before dawn in the 
upper air; long before sunrise flashes upon our lawns 
they go to glitter in light that has not yet come to the 
World, and as the dawn works up from the ragged hills 
and the stars feel it they go slanting earthwards, till 
sunlight touches the tops of the tallest trees, and the 
hippogriffs alight with a rattle of quills and fold their 
wings and gallop and gambol away till they come to 
some prosperous, wealthy, detestable town, and they 
leap at once from the fields and soar away from the 
sight of it, pursued by the horrible smoke of it until 
they come again to the pure blue air.

He whom prophecy had named from of old to come 
to the City of Never, went down one midnight with his 
magic halter to a lake-side where the hippogriffs 
alighted at dawn, for the turf was soft there and they 
could gallop far before they came to a town, and there 
he waited hidden near their hoofmarks. And the stars 
paled a little and grew indistinct; but there was no 
other sign as yet of the dawn, when there appeared far 
up in the deeps of night two little saffron specks, then 
four and five: it was the hippogriffs dancing and twirl



ing around, in the sun. Another flock joined them, 
there were twelve of them now; they danced there, 
flashing their colours back to the sun, they descended 
in wide curves slowly; trees down on earth revealed 
against the sky, jet-black each delicate twig; a star dis
appeared from a cluster, now another; and dawn came 
on like music, like a new song. Ducks shot by to the 
lake from still dark fields of com, far voices uttered, a 
colour grew upon water, and still the hippogriffs glo
ried in the light, revelling up in the sky; but when pi
geons stirred on the branches and the first small bird 
was abroad, and little coots from the rushes ventured 
to peer about, then there came down on a sudden with 
a thunder of feathers the hippogriffs, and, as they 
landed from their celestial heights all bathed with the 
day’s first sunlight, the man whose destiny it was from 
of old to come to the City of Never, sprang up and 
caught the last with the magic halter. It plunged, but 
could not escape it, for the hippogriffs are of the un
captured races, and magic has power over the magical, 
so the man mounted it, and it soared again for the 
heights whence it bad come, as a wounded beast goes 
home. But when they came to the heights that ventu
rous rider saw huge and fair to the left of him the des
tined City of Never, and he beheld the towers of Lei 
and Lek, Neerib and Akathooma, and the cliffs of 
Toldenarba a-glistening in the twilight like an alabaster 
statue of the Evening. Towards them he wrenched the 
halter, towards Toldenarba and the Under Pits; the 
wings of the hippogriff roared as the halter turned him. 
Of the Under Pits who shall tell? Their mystery is se
cret. It is held by some that they are the sources of 
night, and that darkness pours from them at evening 
upon the World; while others hint that knowledge of 
these might undo our civilization.

There watched him ceaselessly from the Under Pits 



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 AU 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 abyx, 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-bom 
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.



Other temples they have—who knows to what divini
ties?

And he that was destined alone of men to come to 
the City of Never was well content to behold it as he 
trotted down its agate street, with the wings of his hip
pogriff furled, seeing at either side of him marvel on 
marvel of which even China is ignorant Then as he 
neared the city’s further rampart by which no inhabi
tant stirred, and looked in a direction to which no 
houses faced with any rose-pink windows, he suddenly 
saw far-off, dwarfing the mountains, an even greater 
city. Whether that city was built upon the twilight or 
whether it rose from the coasts of some other world he 
did not know. He saw it dominate the City of Never, 
and strove to reach it; but at this unmeasured home of 
unknown colossi the hippogriff shied frantically, and 
neither the magic halter nor anything that he did could 
make the monster face it. At last, from the City of 
Never’s lonely outskirts where no inhabitants walked, 
the rider turned slowly earthward. He knew now why 
all the windows faced this way—the denizens of the 
twilight gazed at the world and not at a greater than 
them. Then from the last step of the earthward stair
way, like lead past the Under Pits and down the glit
tering face of Toldenarba, down from the overshad
owed glories of the gold-tipped City of Never and out 
of pepetual twilight, swooped the man on his winged 
monster: the wind that slept at the time leaped up like 
a dog at their onrush, it uttered a cry and ran past 
them. Down on the World it was morning; night was 
roaming away with his cloak trailed behind him, white 
mists turned over and over as he went, the orb was 
grey but it glittered, lights blinked surprisingly in early 
windows, forth over wet, dim fields went cows from 
1heir houses: even in this hour touched the fields again 
the feet of the hippogriff. And the moment that the 



man dismounted and took off his magic halter the hip
pogriff flew slanting away with a whirr, going back to 
some airy dancing-place of his people.

And he that surmounted glittering Toldenarba and 
came alone of men to the City of Never has his name 
and his fame among nations; but he and the people of 
that twilit city well know two things unguessed by 
other men, they that there is a city fairer than theirs, 
and he—a deed unaccomplished.



By January, 1911, all but one of the Book of Won
der stories had been written. The final story—I 
would hazard a guess that it was probably “The 
Coronation of Mr. Thomas Shap”—was finally writ
ten that month. This story, Dunsany tells us, “I had 
kept to the last, because I found the picture that it 
described most difficult to make head or tail of.” 
This difficulty he finally resolved by deciding that 
the only character in the painting was mad.

A few months later, on June 22, Dunsany at
tended a real-life coronation—that of King George 
V. In the absence of Lord Kinsdale, whose title was 
“very much older” than that of the Dunsanys, he 
stood before his monarch at Westminster as senior 
peer of Ireland, just as he had done at the corona
tion of Edward VII ten years earlier and for the 
same reason.

He got little written that year, because Herbert 
Trench finally accepted The Gods of the Mountain 
for production at the Haymarket, and Dunsany was 
to have his London opening at last. He went to Lon
don for the excitement of the rehearsals, to discover 
that his play had been accepted to serve merely as a 
“curtain-raiser” for the long play starring Mrs. Pat
rick Campbell, which was the “main” attraction of 
the evening. This was the custom of theaters in 
those days, the first play on the bill, usually a short 
one of no importance, having few chances of suc
cess—or even of being noticed, for that matter—be
cause it was fashionable to be late to the theater; 
throughout the curtain-raiser people were arriving, 
greeting their friends, and taking their seats. Dun
sany swallowed his disappointment gracefully, and 
he had his revenge. For after the first-night perfor
mance, played to row upon row of empty seats, word 
began to spread about town that something new and 
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exciting had come to the London stage. The theater 
gradually grew fuller and fuller-—earlier. Then one 
night Dunsany noticed that ‘‘several rows that had 
been Pit [a then inexpensive section at the back of 
the house] at a shilling apiece were now stalls [what 
we Americans call orchestra] at ten-and-six.” Next, 
the longer play was given first, with The Gods of 
the Mountain taking featured place on the bill. 
Eventually, the long play was closed and “Gods” 
continued running all by itself.

Not bad, for a mere curtain-raiser!

That September the Dunsanys went to Arden again, 
where he wrote the next story. For some reason he did 
not include this tale in The Book of Wonder; it did 
not appear in one of his books until The Last Book 
of Wonder was published in 1916, as is also the case 
with the story that follows it, “Erlathdronion.”

L.C.

A Day at the Edge of the World

T* here are things that are known only to the long 
porter of Tong Tong Tarrup as he sits and mumbles 
memories to himself in the little bastion gateway.

He remembers the war there was in the halls of the 
gnomes; and how the fairies came for the opals once, 
which Tong Tong Tarrup has; and the way that the 
giants went through the fields below, he watching from 
his gateway: he remembers quests that are even yet a 
wonder to the gods. Who dwells in those frozen houses 
on the high bare brink of the world not even he has 
told me, and he is held to be garrulous. Among the 



elves, the only living things ever seen moving at that 
awful altitude 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



fully did he climb those easy steps that the grizzled 
man on watch had long to wonder whether or not the 
stranger brought him bash, the drug that gives a mean
ing to the stars and seems to explain the twilight. And 
in the end there was not a scrap of bash, and the 
stranger had nothing better to offer that grizzled man 
than his mere story only.

It seems that the stranger’s name was Gerald Jones, 
and he always lived in London; but once as a child he 
had been on a Northern moor. It was so long ago that 
he did not remember how, only somehow or other he 
walked alone on the moor, and all the ling was in 
flower. There was nothing in sight but ling and heather 
and bracken, except, far off near the sunset, on indis
tinct hills, there were little vague patches that looked 
like the fields of men. With evening a mist crept up 
and hid the hills, and still he went walking on over the 
moor. And then he came to the valley, a tiny valley in 
the midst of the moor, whose sides were incredibly 
steep. He lay down and looked at it through the roots 
of the ling. And a long, long way below him, in a gar
den by a cottage, with hollyhocks all round her that 
were taller than herself, there sat an old woman on a 
wooden chair, singing in the evening. And the man 
had taken a fancy to the song and remembered it after 
in London, and whenever it came to his mind it made 
him think of evenings—the kind you don’t get in Lon
don—and he heard a soft wind again going idly over 
the moor and the bumble-bees in a hurry, and forgot 
the noise of the traffic. And always, whenever he heard 
men speak of Time, he grudged to Time most this 
song. Once afterwards he went to that Northern moor 
again and found the tiny valley, but there was no old 
woman in the garden, and no one was singing a song. 
And either regret for the song that the old woman had 
sung, on a summer evening twenty years away and 



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 
is 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 



of Sneg I met an honest politician. Over these plains 
went Jones and over the Hills of Sneg, meeting at first 
unlikely things, and then incredible things, till he came 
to the long slope beyond the 'hills that leads up to the 
Edge of the World, and where, as all guide-books tell, 
anything may happen. You might at the foot of this 
slope see here and there things that could conceivably 
occur in the fields we know; but soon these disap
peared, and the traveller saw nothing but fabulous 
beasts, browsing on flowers as astounding as them
selves, and rocks so distorted that their shapes had 
clearly a meaning, being too startling to be accidental. 
Even the trees were shockingly unfamiliar, they had so 
much to say, and they leant over to one another when
ever they spoke and struck grotesque attitudes and 
leered. Jones saw two fir-trees fighting. The effect of 
these scenes on his nerves was very severe; still he 
climbed on, and was much cheered at last by the sight 
of a primrose, the only familiar thing he had seen for 
hours, but it whistled and skipped away. He saw the 
unicorns in their secret valley. Then night in a sinister 
way slipped over the sky, and there shone not only the 
stars, but lesser and greater moons, and he heard drag
ons rattling in the dark.

With dawn there appeared above him among its 
amazing crags the town of Tong Tong Tarrup, with the 
light on its frozen stairs, a tiny cluster of houses far up 
in the sky. He was on the steep mountain now: great 
mists were leaving it slowly, and revealing, as they 
trailed away, more and more astonishing things. Before 
the mist had all gone he heard quite near him, on what 
he had thought was bare mountain, the sound of a 
heavy galloping on turf. He had come to the plateau of 
the centaurs. And all at once he saw them in the mist: 
there they were, the children of fable, five enormous 
centaurs. Had he paused on account of any astonish



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 the 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 



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 tiie 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



testing, the traveller went back and down again to the 
World.

Accustomed as I am to the incredible from knowing 
the Edge of the World, the story presents difficulties to 
me. Yet it may be that the devastation wrought by 
Time is merely local, and that outside the scope of his 
destruction old songs are still being sung by those that 
we deem dead. I try to hope so. And yet the more I 
investigate the story that the long porter told me in the 
town of Tong Tong Tarrup the more plausible the al
ternative theory appears—that that grizzled man is a 
liar.

Erlathdronion

I Ie who is Sultan so remote to the East that his 
dominions were deemed fabulous in Babylon, whose 
name is a byword for distance to-day in the streets of 
Bagdad, whose capital bearded travellers invoke by 
name in the gate at evening to gather hearers to their 
tales when the smoke of tobacco arises, dice rattle and 
taverns shine; even he in that very city made mandate, 
and said: “Let there be brought hither all my learned 
men that they may come before me and rejoice my 
heart with learning.”

Men ran and clarions sounded, and it was So that 
there came before the Sultan all of his learned men. 
And many were found wanting. But of those that were 
able to say acceptable things, ever after to be named 
The Fortunate, one said that to the South of the Earth 



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 AU 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, 
shah 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.

“O King of the Years, it shall stand midmost on that 
line that divideth equally the North from the South 



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 



has sent the snowdrifts higher than the buttresses; they 
that look out through windows on that side of thy pal
ace see the wild geese flying low and all the birds of 
the winter, going by swift in packs beat low by the bit
ter wind, and the clouds above them are black, for it is 
midwinter there; while in thine other courts the foun
tains tinkle, falling on marble warmed by the fire of 
the summer sun.

“Such, O King of the Years, shall thy palace be, and 
its name shall be Erlathdronion, Earth’s Wonder; and 
thy wisdom shall bid thine architects build at once, 
that all may see what as yet the poets see only, and 
that prophecy be fulfilled.”

And when the poet ceased the Sultan spake, and 
said, as all men hearkened with bent heads:

“It will be unnecessary for my builders to build this 
palace, Erlathdronion, Earth’s Wonder, for in hearing 
thee we have drunk already its pleasures.”

And the poet went forth from the Presence and 
dreamed a new thing.



Epilogue

. * . I take farewell of my readers. But it may be we 
shall even meet again: for it is still to be told how the 
Gnomes robbed the fairies, and of the vengeance that 
the fairies took, and how even the gods themselves 
were troubled thereby in their sleep; and how the King 
of Ooi insulted the troubadours, thinking himself safe 
among his scores of archers and hundreds of halberd
iers, and how the troubadours stole to his towers by 
night, and under his battlements by the light of the 
moon made that king ridiculous for ever in song. But 
for this I must first return to the Edge of the World.

Behold, the caravans start . . .

Epilogue to The Book 
of Wonder



Afterword

After spending September of 1911 at Arden, the Dim- 
sanys returned to Castle Dunsany for snipe shooting in 
October, where he wrote another play called The Gin
ger Cat. It was a modern comedy and was accepted for 
the London stage: it would seem that by now any play 
that came from Dunsany would be accepted.

In November he wrote another story, “Chu-bu and 
Sheemish.” This tale eventually found its way into The 
Book of Wonder, although, unlike the others, it was 
not inspired by a Sime—in fact, it was not even illus
trated.

While the Book of Wonder stories were being pub
lished in a magazine called the Sketch, with their Sime 
illustrations on facing pages, the old year ended and 
the new year of 1912 began. Dunsany placed the 
manuscript of The Book of Wonder in the hands of 
Heinemann, the publisher who had done his Time and



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 L 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.



Although he was to recover from his wound, al
though he would live long and write more than sixty 
books, rarely was he to return again to the Edge of the 
World, and from it to bring back dreams of enchanting 
beauty. Once, in a moment of self-appraisal, he ques
tioned whether it would have been of any importance 
to the world had he never written his little tales of 
Durl and Duz and fair Belzoond. He wrote this, in 
answer:

Would it have mattered? Though it is not for me to say 
it, still I say that if one caravan were stopped of all that 
men have brought who have ever trafficked in dreams, 
the world would be poorer, for these are the one thing 
that we can add to it. We cannot add to the weight of 
the world by an ounce, we can only bring to it fancies; 
and whether they are expressed in towers by architects, 
or carved in jade by craftsmen in China, or written on 
paper by poets, it seems to me that they are the only 
wealth by which Earth can increase its store.
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