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			The Assignation

			Fame singing in the high­ways, and tri­fling as she sang, with sor­did ad­ven­tur­ers, passed the po­et by.

			And still the po­et made for her lit­tle chap­lets of song, to deck her fore­head in the courts of Time: and still she wore in­stead the worth­less gar­lands, that bois­ter­ous cit­i­zens flung to her in the ways, made out of per­ish­able things.

			And af­ter a while when­ev­er these gar­lands died the po­et came to her with his chap­lets of song; and still she laughed at him and wore the worth­less wreaths, though they al­ways died at evening.

			And one day in his bit­ter­ness the po­et re­buked her, and said to her: “Love­ly Fame, even in the high­ways and the by­ways you have not fore­borne to laugh and shout and jest with worth­less men, and I have toiled for you and dreamed of you and you mock me and pass me by.”

			And Fame turned her back on him and walked away, but in de­part­ing she looked over her shoul­der and smiled at him as she had not smiled be­fore, and, al­most speak­ing in a whis­per, said:

			“I will meet you in the grave­yard at the back of the Work­house in a hun­dred years.”

		
	
		
			Charon

			Charon leaned for­ward and rowed. All things were one with his weari­ness.

			It was not with him a mat­ter of years or of cen­turies, but of wide floods of time, and an old heav­i­ness and a pain in the arms that had be­come for him part of the scheme that the gods had made and was of a piece with Eter­ni­ty.

			If the gods had even sent him a con­trary wind it would have di­vid­ed all time in his mem­o­ry in­to two equal slabs.

			So grey were all things al­ways where he was that if any ra­di­ance lin­gered a mo­ment among the dead, on the face of such a queen per­haps as Cleopa­tra, his eyes could not have per­ceived it.

			It was strange that the dead nowa­days were com­ing in such num­bers. They were com­ing in thou­sands where they used to come in fifties. It was nei­ther Charon’s du­ty nor his wont to pon­der in his grey soul why these things might be. Charon leaned for­ward and rowed.

			Then no one came for a while. It was not usu­al for the gods to send no one down from Earth for such a space. But the gods knew best.

			Then one man came alone. And the lit­tle shade sat shiv­er­ing on a lone­ly bench and the great boat pushed off. On­ly one pas­sen­ger: the gods knew best. And great and weary Charon rowed on and on be­side the lit­tle, silent, shiv­er­ing ghost.

			And the sound of the riv­er was like a mighty sigh that Grief in the be­gin­ning had sighed among her sis­ters, and that could not die like the echoes of hu­man sor­row fail­ing on earth­ly hills, but was as old as time and the pain in Charon’s arms.

			Then the boat from the slow, grey riv­er loomed up to the coast of Dis and the lit­tle, silent shade still shiv­er­ing stepped ashore, and Charon turned the boat to go weari­ly back to the world. Then the lit­tle shad­ow spoke, that had been a man.

			“I am the last,” he said.

			No one had ev­er made Charon smile be­fore, no one be­fore had ev­er made him weep.

		
	
		
			The Death of Pan

			When the trav­ellers from Lon­don en­tered Ar­cady they lament­ed one to an­oth­er the death of Pan.

			And anon they saw him ly­ing stiff and still.

			Horned Pan was still and the dew was on his fur; he had not the look of a live an­i­mal. And then they said, “It is true that Pan is dead.”

			And, stand­ing melan­choly by that huge prone body, they looked for long at mem­o­rable Pan.

			And evening came and a small star ap­peared.

			And present­ly from a ham­let of some Ar­ca­di­an val­ley, with a sound of idle song, Ar­ca­di­an maid­ens came.

			And, when they saw there, sud­den­ly in the twi­light, that old re­cum­bent god, they stopped in their run­ning and whis­pered among them­selves. “How sil­ly he looks,” they said, and there­at they laughed a lit­tle.

			And at the sound of their laugh­ter Pan leaped up and the grav­el flew from his hooves.

			And, for as long as the trav­ellers stood and lis­tened, the crags and the hill­tops of Ar­cady rang with the sounds of pur­suit.

		
	
		
			The Sphinx at Giza

			I saw the oth­er day the Sphinx’s paint­ed face.

			She had paint­ed her face in or­der to ogle Time.

			And he has spared no oth­er paint­ed face in all the world but hers.

			Delilah was younger than she, and Delilah is dust. Time hath loved noth­ing but this worth­less paint­ed face.

			I do not care that she is ug­ly, nor that she has paint­ed her face, so that she on­ly lure his se­cret from Time.

			Time dal­lies like a fool at her feet when he should be smit­ing cities.

			Time nev­er wea­ries of her sil­ly smile.

			There are tem­ples all about her that he has for­got­ten to spoil.

			I saw an old man go by, and Time nev­er touched him.

			Time that has car­ried away the sev­en gates of Thebes!

			She has tried to bind him with ropes of eter­nal sand, she had hoped to op­press him with the Pyra­mids.

			He lies there in the sand with his fool­ish hair all spread about her paws.

			If she ev­er finds his se­cret we will put out his eyes, so that he shall find no more our beau­ti­ful things—there are love­ly gates in Flo­rence that I fear he will car­ry away.

			We have tried to bind him with song and with old cus­toms, but they on­ly held him for a lit­tle while, and he has al­ways smit­ten us and mocked us.

			When he is blind he shall dance to us and make sport.

			Great clum­sy Time shall stum­ble and dance, who liked to kill lit­tle chil­dren, and can hurt even the daisies no longer.

			Then shall our chil­dren laugh at him who slew Baby­lon’s winged bulls, and smote great num­bers of the gods and fairies—when he is shorn of his hours and his years.

			We will shut him up in the Pyra­mid of Cheops, in the great cham­ber where the sar­coph­a­gus is. Thence we will lead him out when we give our feasts. He shall ripen our corn for us and do me­nial work.

			We will kiss thy paint­ed face, O Sphinx, if thou wilt be­tray to us Time.

			And yet I fear that in his ul­ti­mate an­guish he may take hold blind­ly of the world and the moon, and slow­ly pull down up­on him the House of Man.

		
	
		
			The Hen

			All along the farm­yard gables the swal­lows sat a-row, twit­ter­ing un­easi­ly to one an­oth­er, telling of many things, but think­ing on­ly of Sum­mer and the South, for Au­tumn was afoot and the North wind wait­ing.

			And sud­den­ly one day they were all quite gone. And ev­ery­one spoke of the swal­lows and the South.

			“I think I shall go South my­self next year,” said a hen.

			And the year wore on and the swal­lows came again, and the year wore on and they sat again on the gables, and all the poul­try dis­cussed the de­par­ture of the hen.

			And very ear­ly one morn­ing, the wind be­ing from the North, the swal­lows all soared sud­den­ly and felt the wind in their wings; and a strength came up­on them and a strange old knowl­edge and a more than hu­man faith, and fly­ing high they left the smoke of our cities and small re­mem­bered eaves, and saw at last the huge and home­less sea, and steer­ing by grey sea-cur­rents went south­ward with the wind. And go­ing South they went by glit­ter­ing fog-banks and saw old is­lands lift­ing their heads above them; they saw the slow quests of the wan­der­ing ships, and divers seek­ing pearls, and lands at war, till there came in view the moun­tains that they sought and the sight of the peaks they knew; and they de­scend­ed in­to an aus­tral val­ley, and saw Sum­mer some­times sleep­ing and some­times singing song.

			“I think the wind is about right,” said the hen; and she spread her wings and ran out of the poul­try-yard. And she ran flut­ter­ing out on to the road and some way down it un­til she came to a gar­den.

			At evening she came back pant­ing.

			And in the poul­try-yard she told the poul­try how she had gone South as far as the high road, and saw the great world’s traf­fic go­ing by, and came to lands where the pota­to grew, and saw the stub­ble up­on which men live, and at the end of the road had found a gar­den, and there were ros­es in it—beau­ti­ful ros­es!—and the gar­den­er him­self was there with his braces on.

			“How ex­treme­ly in­ter­est­ing,” the poul­try said, “and what a re­al­ly beau­ti­ful de­scrip­tion!”

			And the Win­ter wore away, and the bit­ter months went by, and the Spring of the year ap­peared, and the swal­lows came again.

			“We have been to the South,” they said, “and the val­leys be­yond the sea.”

			But the poul­try would not agree that there was a sea in the South: “You should hear our hen,” they said.

		
	
		
			Wind and Fog

			“Way for us,” said the North Wind as he came down the sea on an er­rand of old Win­ter.

			And he saw be­fore him the grey silent fog that lay along the tides.

			“Way for us,” said the North Wind, “O in­ef­fec­tu­al fog, for I am Win­ter’s lead­er in his age-old war with the ships. I over­whelm them sud­den­ly in my strength, or drive up­on them the huge sea­far­ing bergs. I cross an ocean while you move a mile. There is mourn­ing in in­land places when I have met the ships. I drive them up­on the rocks and feed the sea. Wher­ev­er I ap­pear they bow to our lord the Win­ter.”

			And to his ar­ro­gant boast­ing noth­ing said the fog. On­ly he rose up slow­ly and trailed away from the sea and, crawl­ing up long val­leys, took refuge among the hills; and night came down and ev­ery­thing was still, and the fog be­gan to mum­ble in the still­ness. And I heard him telling in­fa­mous­ly to him­self the tale of his hor­ri­ble spoils. “A hun­dred and fif­teen galleons of old Spain, a cer­tain ar­gosy that went from Tyre, eight fish­er-fleets and nine­ty ships of the line, twelve war­ships un­der sail, with their car­ronades, three hun­dred and eighty-sev­en riv­er-craft, forty-two mer­chant­men that car­ried spice, four quin­quiremes, ten triremes, thir­ty yachts, twen­ty-one bat­tle­ships of the mod­ern time, nine thou­sand ad­mi­rals. …” he mum­bled and chuck­led on, till I sud­den­ly arose and fled from his fear­ful con­tam­i­na­tion.

		
	
		
			The Raft-Builders

			All we who write put me in mind of sailors hasti­ly mak­ing rafts up­on doomed ships.

			When we break up un­der the heavy years and go down in­to eter­ni­ty with all that is ours our thoughts like small lost rafts float on awhile up­on Obliv­ion’s sea. They will not car­ry much over those tides, our names and a phrase or two and lit­tle else.

			They that write as a trade to please the whim of the day, they are like sailors that work at the rafts on­ly to warm their hands and to dis­tract their thoughts from their cer­tain doom; their rafts go all to pieces be­fore the ship breaks up.

			See now Obliv­ion shim­mer­ing all around us, its very tran­quil­i­ty dead­li­er than tem­pest. How lit­tle all our keels have trou­bled it. Time in its deeps swims like a mon­strous whale; and, like a whale, feeds on the lit­tlest things—small tunes and lit­tle un­skilled songs of the old­en, gold­en evenings—and anon tur­neth whale-like to over­throw whole ships.

			See now the wreck­age of Baby­lon float­ing idly, and some­thing there that once was Nin­eveh; al­ready their kings and queens are in the deeps among the weedy mass­es of old cen­turies that hide the sod­den bulk of sunken Tyre and make a dark­ness round Perse­po­lis.

			For the rest I dim­ly see the forms of foundered ships on the sea-floor strewn with crowns.

			Our ships were all un­sea­wor­thy from the first.

			There goes the raft that Homer made for He­len.

		
	
		
			The Workman

			I saw a work­man fall with his scaf­fold­ing right from the sum­mit of some vast ho­tel. And as he came down I saw him hold­ing a knife and try­ing to cut his name on the scaf­fold­ing. He had time to try and do this for he must have had near­ly three hun­dred feet to fall. And I could think of noth­ing but his fol­ly in do­ing this fu­tile thing, for not on­ly would the man be un­rec­og­niz­ably dead in three sec­onds, but the very pole on which he tried to scratch what­ev­er of his name he had time for was cer­tain to be burnt in a few weeks for fire­wood.

			Then I went home for I had work to do. And all that evening I thought of the man’s fol­ly, till the thought hin­dered me from se­ri­ous work.

			And late that night while I was still at work, the ghost of the work­man float­ed through my wall and stood be­fore me laugh­ing.

			I heard no sound un­til af­ter I spoke to it; but I could see the grey di­aphanous form stand­ing be­fore me shud­der­ing with laugh­ter.

			I spoke at last and asked what it was laugh­ing at, and then the ghost spoke. It said: “I’m a laugh­in’ at you sit­tin’ and workin’ there.”

			“And why,” I asked, “do you laugh at se­ri­ous work?”

			“Why, yer bloomin’ life ’ull go by like a wind,” he said, “and yer ’ole sil­ly civ­i­liza­tion ’ull be ti­died up in a few cen­turies.”

			Then he fell to laugh­ing again and this time au­di­bly; and, laugh­ing still, fad­ed back through the wall again and in­to the eter­ni­ty from which he had come.

		
	
		
			The Guest

			A young man came in­to an or­nate restau­rant at eight o’clock in Lon­don.

			He was alone, but two places had been laid at the ta­ble which was re­served for him. He had cho­sen the din­ner very care­ful­ly, by let­ter a week be­fore.

			A wait­er asked him about the oth­er guest.

			“You prob­a­bly won’t see him till the cof­fee comes,” the young man told him; so he was served alone.

			Those at ad­ja­cent ta­bles might have no­ticed the young man con­tin­u­al­ly ad­dress­ing the emp­ty chair and car­ry­ing on a mono­logue with it through­out his elab­o­rate din­ner.

			“I think you knew my fa­ther,” he said to it over the soup.

			“I sent for you this evening,” he con­tin­ued, “be­cause I want you to do me a good turn; in fact I must in­sist on it.”

			There was noth­ing ec­cen­tric about the man ex­cept for this habit of ad­dress­ing an emp­ty chair, cer­tain­ly he was eat­ing as good a din­ner as any sane man could wish for.

			Af­ter the Bur­gundy had been served he be­came more vol­u­ble in his mono­logue, not that he spoiled his wine by drink­ing ex­ces­sive­ly.

			“We have sev­er­al ac­quain­tances in com­mon,” he said. “I met King Seti a year ago in Thebes. I think he has al­tered very lit­tle since you knew him. I thought his fore­head a lit­tle low for a king’s. Cheops has left the house that he built for your re­cep­tion, he must have pre­pared for you for years and years. I sup­pose you have sel­dom been en­ter­tained like that. I or­dered this din­ner over a week ago. I thought then that a la­dy might have come with me, but as she wouldn’t I’ve asked you. She may not af­ter all be as love­ly as He­len of Troy. Was He­len very love­ly? Not when you knew her, per­haps. You were lucky in Cleopa­tra, you must have known her when she was in her prime.

			“You nev­er knew the mer­maids nor the fairies nor the love­ly god­dess­es of long ago, that’s where we have the best of you.”

			He was silent when the wait­ers came to his ta­ble, but ram­bled mer­ri­ly on as soon as they left, still turned to the emp­ty chair.

			“You know I saw you here in Lon­don on­ly the oth­er day. You were on a mo­tor bus go­ing down Ludgate Hill. It was go­ing much too fast. Lon­don is a good place. But I shall be glad enough to leave it. It was in Lon­don that I met the la­dy I that was speak­ing about. If it hadn’t been for Lon­don I prob­a­bly shouldn’t have met her, and if it hadn’t been for Lon­don she prob­a­bly wouldn’t have had so much be­sides me to amuse her. It cuts both ways.”

			He paused once to or­der cof­fee, gaz­ing earnest­ly at the wait­er and putting a sov­er­eign in his hand. “Don’t let it be chico­ry,” said he.

			The wait­er brought the cof­fee, and the young man dropped a tabloid of some sort in­to his cup.

			“I don’t sup­pose you come here very of­ten,” he went on. “Well, you prob­a­bly want to be go­ing. I haven’t tak­en you much out of your way, there is plen­ty for you to do in Lon­don.”

			Then hav­ing drunk his cof­fee he fell on to the floor by a foot of the emp­ty chair, and a doc­tor who was din­ing in the room bent over him and an­nounced to the anx­ious man­ag­er the vis­i­ble pres­ence of the young man’s guest.

		
	
		
			Death and Odysseus

			In the Olympian courts Love laughed at Death, be­cause he was un­sight­ly, and be­cause She couldn’t help it, and be­cause he nev­er did any­thing worth do­ing, and be­cause She would.

			And Death hat­ed be­ing laughed at, and used to brood apart think­ing on­ly of his wrongs and of what he could do to end this in­tol­er­a­ble treat­ment.

			But one day Death ap­peared in the courts with an air and They all no­ticed it. “What are you up to now?” said Love. And Death with some solem­ni­ty said to Her: “I am go­ing to fright­en Odysseus”; and draw­ing about him his grey trav­eller’s cloak went out through the windy door with his jowl turned earth­wards.

			And he came soon to Itha­ca and the hall that Athene knew, and opened the door and saw there fa­mous Odysseus, with his white locks bend­ing close over the fire, try­ing to warm his hands.

			And the wind through the open door blew bit­ter­ly on Odysseus.

			And Death came up be­hind him, and sud­den­ly shout­ed.

			And Odysseus went on warm­ing his pale hands.

			Then Death came close and be­gan to mouth at him. And af­ter a while Odysseus turned and spoke. And “Well, old ser­vant,” he said, “have your mas­ters been kind to you since I made you work for me round Il­ion?”

			And Death for some while stood mute, for he thought of the laugh­ter of Love.

			Then “Come now,” said Odysseus, “lend me your shoul­der,” and he lean­ing heav­i­ly on that bony joint, they went to­geth­er through the open door.

		
	
		
			Death and the Orange

			Two dark young men in a for­eign south­ern land sat at a restau­rant ta­ble with one wom­an.

			And on the wom­an’s plate was a small or­ange which had an evil laugh­ter in its heart.

			And both of the men would be look­ing at the wom­an all the time, and they ate lit­tle and they drank much.

			And the wom­an was smil­ing equal­ly at each.

			Then the small or­ange that had the laugh­ter in its heart rolled slow­ly off the plate on to the floor. And the dark young men both sought for it at once, and they met sud­den­ly be­neath the ta­ble, and soon they were speak­ing swift words to one an­oth­er, and a hor­ror and an im­po­tence came over the Rea­son of each as she sat help­less at the back of the mind, and the heart of the or­ange laughed and the wom­an went on smil­ing; and Death, who was sit­ting at an­oth­er ta­ble, tête-à-tête with an old man, rose and came over to lis­ten to the quar­rel.

		
	
		
			The Prayer of the Flowers

			It was the voice of the flow­ers on the West wind, the lov­able, the old, the lazy West wind, blow­ing cease­less­ly, blow­ing sleep­i­ly, go­ing Greece­wards.

			“The woods have gone away, they have fall­en and left us; men love us no longer, we are lone­ly by moon­light. Great en­gines rush over the beau­ti­ful fields, their ways lie hard and ter­ri­ble up and down the land.

			“The can­crous cities spread over the grass, they clat­ter in their lairs con­tin­u­al­ly, they glit­ter about us blem­ish­ing the night.

			“The woods are gone, O Pan, the woods, the woods. And thou art far, O Pan, and far away.”

			I was stand­ing by night be­tween two rail­way em­bank­ments on the edge of a Mid­land city. On one of them I saw the trains go by, once in ev­ery two min­utes, and on the oth­er, the trains went by twice in ev­ery five.

			Quite close were the glar­ing fac­to­ries, and the sky above them wore the fear­ful look that it wears in dreams of fever.

			The flow­ers were right in the stride of that ad­vanc­ing city, and thence I heard them send­ing up their cry. And then I heard, beat­ing mu­si­cal­ly up wind, the voice of Pan re­prov­ing them from Ar­cady—

			“Be pa­tient a lit­tle, these things are not for long.”

		
	
		
			Time and the Tradesman

			Once Time as he prowled the world, his hair grey not with weak­ness but with dust of the ru­in of cities, came to a fur­ni­ture shop and en­tered the An­tique de­part­ment. And there he saw a man dark­en­ing the wood of a chair with dye and beat­ing it with chains and mak­ing im­i­ta­tion worm­holes in it.

			And when Time saw an­oth­er do­ing his work he stood by him awhile and looked on crit­i­cal­ly.

			And at last he said: “That is not how I work,” and he turned the man’s hair white and bent his back and put some fur­rows in his lit­tle cun­ning face; then turned and strode away, for a mighty city that was weary and sick and too long had trou­bled the fields was sore in need of him.

		
	
		
			The Little City

			I was in the pre­des­tined 11:08 from Gor­agh­wood to Droghe­da, when I sud­den­ly saw the city. It was a lit­tle city in a val­ley, and on­ly seemed to have a lit­tle smoke, and the sun caught the smoke and turned it gold­en, so that it looked like an old Ital­ian pic­ture where an­gels walk in the fore­ground and the rest is a blaze of gold. And be­yond, as one could tell by the lie of land, al­though one could not see through the gold­en smoke, I knew that there lay the paths of the rov­ing ships.

			All round there lay a patch­work of small fields all over the slopes of the hills, and the snow had come up­on them ten­ta­tive­ly, but al­ready the birds of the waste had moved to the shel­tered places for ev­ery omen bod­ed more to fall. Far away some lit­tle hills blazed like an au­re­ate bul­wark bro­ken off by age and fall­en from the earth­ward ram­part of Par­adise. And aloof and dark the moun­tains stared un­con­cerned­ly sea­wards.

			And when I saw those grey and watch­ful moun­tains sit­ting where they sat while the cities of the civ­i­liza­tion of Ara­by and Asia arose like cro­cus­es, and like cro­cus­es fell, I won­dered for how long there would be smoke in the val­ley and lit­tle fields on the hills.

		
	
		
			The Unpasturable Fields

			Thus spake the moun­tains: “Be­hold us, even us; the old ones, the grey ones, that wear the feet of Time. Time on our rocks shall break his staff and stum­ble: and still we shall sit ma­jes­tic, even as now, hear­ing the sound of the sea, our old co­eval sis­ter, who nurs­es the bones of her chil­dren and weeps for the things she has done.

			“Far, far, we stand above all things; be­friend­ing the lit­tle cities un­til they grow old and leave us to go among the myths.

			“We are the most im­per­ish­able moun­tains.”

			And soft­ly the clouds fore­gath­ered from far places, and crag on crag and moun­tain up­on moun­tain in the like­ness of Cau­ca­sus up­on Hi­malaya came rid­ing past the sun­light up­on the backs of storms and looked down idly from their gold­en heights up­on the crests of the moun­tains.

			“Ye pass away,” said the moun­tains.

			And the clouds an­swered, as I dreamed or fan­cied,

			“We pass away, in­deed we pass away, but up­on our un­pas­turable fields Pe­ga­sus prances. Here Pe­ga­sus gal­lops and brows­es up­on song which the larks bring to him ev­ery morn­ing from far ter­res­tri­al fields. His hoof-beats ring up­on our slopes at sun­rise as though our fields were of sil­ver. And breath­ing the dawn-wind in di­lat­ed nos­trils, with head tossed up­wards and with quiv­er­ing wings, he stands and stares from our tremen­dous heights, and snorts and sees far-fu­ture won­der­ful wars rage in the creas­es and the folds of the to­gas that cov­er the knees of the gods.”

		
	
		
			The Worm and the Angel

			As he crawled from the tombs of the fall­en a worm met with an an­gel.

			And to­geth­er they looked up­on the kings and king­doms, and youths and maid­ens and the cities of men. They saw the old men heavy in their chairs and heard the chil­dren singing in the fields. They saw far wars and war­riors and walled towns, wis­dom and wicked­ness, and the pomp of kings, and the peo­ple of all the lands that the sun­light knew.

			And the worm spake to the an­gel say­ing: “Be­hold my food.”

			“Be dakeon para Thi­na poluphlois­boio Tha­las­saes,” mur­mured the an­gel, for they walked by the sea, “and can you de­stroy that too?”

			And the worm paled in his anger to a grey­ness ill to be­hold, for for three thou­sand years he had tried to de­stroy that line and still its melody was ring­ing in his head.

		
	
		
			The Songless Country

			The po­et came un­to a great coun­try in which there were no songs. And he lament­ed gen­tly for the na­tion that had not any lit­tle fool­ish songs to sing to it­self at evening.

			And at last he said: “I will make for them my­self some lit­tle fool­ish songs so that they may be mer­ry in the lanes and hap­py by the fire­side.” And for some days he made for them aim­less songs such as maid­ens sing on the hills in the old­er hap­pi­er coun­tries.

			Then he went to some of that na­tion as they sat weary with the work of the day and said to them: “I have made you some aim­less songs out of the small un­rea­son­able leg­ends, that are some­what akin to the wind in the vales of my child­hood; and you may care to sing them in your dis­con­so­late evenings.”

			And they said to him:

			“If you think we have time for that sort of non­sense nowa­days you can­not know much of the progress of mod­ern com­merce.”

			And then the po­et wept for he said: “Alas! They are damned.”

		
	
		
			The Latest Thing

			I saw an un­clean-feed­er by the banks of the riv­er of Time. He crouched by or­chards nu­mer­ous with ap­ples in a hap­py land of flow­ers; colos­sal barns stood near which the an­cients had stored with grain, and the sun was gold­en on serene far hills be­hind the lev­el lands. But his back was to all these things. He crouched and watched the riv­er. And what­ev­er the riv­er chanced to send him down the un­clean-feed­er clutched at greed­i­ly with his arms, wad­ing out in­to the wa­ter.

			Now there were in those days, and in­deed still are, cer­tain un­clean­ly cities up­on the riv­er of Time; and from them fear­ful­ly name­less things came float­ing shape­less­ly by. And when­ev­er the odor of these came down the riv­er be­fore them the un­clean-feed­er plunged in­to the dirty wa­ter and stood far out, ex­pec­tant. And if he opened his mouth one saw these things on his lips.

			In­deed from the up­per reach­es there came down some­times the fall­en rhodo­den­dron’s petal, some­times a rose; but they were use­less to the un­clean-feed­er, and when he saw them he growled.

			A po­et walked be­side the riv­er’s bank; his head was lift­ed and his look was afar; I think he saw the sea, and the hills of Fate from which the riv­er ran. I saw the un­clean-feed­er stand­ing vo­ra­cious, up to his waist in that evil-smelling riv­er.

			“Look,” I said to the po­et.

			“The cur­rent will sweep him away,” the po­et said.

			“But those cities that poi­son the riv­er,” I said to him.

			He an­swered: “When­ev­er the cen­turies melt on the hills of Fate the riv­er ter­ri­bly floods.”

		
	
		
			The Demagogue and the Demimonde

			A dem­a­gogue and a demi­mondaine chanced to ar­rive to­geth­er at the gate of Par­adise. And the Saint looked sor­row­ful­ly at them both.

			“Why were you a dem­a­gogue?” he said to the first.

			“Be­cause,” said the dem­a­gogue, “I stood for those prin­ci­ples that have made us what we are and have en­deared our Par­ty to the great heart of the peo­ple. In a word I stood un­flinch­ing­ly on the plank of pop­u­lar rep­re­sen­ta­tion.”

			“And you?” said the Saint to her of the demi­monde.

			“I want­ed mon­ey,” said the demi­mondaine.

			And af­ter some mo­ments’ thought the Saint said: “Well, come in; though you don’t de­serve to.”

			But to the dem­a­gogue he said: “We gen­uine­ly re­gret that the lim­it­ed space at our dis­pos­al and our un­for­tu­nate lack of in­ter­est in those Ques­tions that you have gone so far to in­cu­late and have so ably up­held in the past, pre­vent us from giv­ing you the sup­port for which you seek.”

			And he shut the gold­en door.

		
	
		
			The Giant Poppy

			I dreamt that I went back to the hills I knew, whence on a clear day you can see the walls of Il­ion and the plains of Ron­ces­valles. There used to be woods along the tops of those hills with clear­ings in them where the moon­light fell, and there when no one watched the fairies danced.

			But there were no woods when I went back, no fairies nor dis­tant glimpse of Il­ion or plains of Ron­ces­valles, on­ly one gi­ant pop­py waved in the wind, and as it waved it hummed “Re­mem­ber not.” And by its oak-like stem a po­et sat, dressed like a shep­herd and play­ing an an­cient tune soft­ly up­on a pipe. I asked him if the fairies had passed that way or any­thing old­en.

			He said: “The pop­py has grown apace and is killing gods and fairies. Its fumes are suf­fo­cat­ing the world, and its roots drain it of its beau­ti­ful strength.” And I asked him why he sat on the hills I knew, play­ing an old­en tune.

			And he an­swered: “Be­cause the tune is bad for the pop­py, which would oth­er­wise grow more swift­ly; and be­cause if the broth­er­hood of which I am one were to cease to pipe on the hills men would stray over the world and be lost or come to ter­ri­ble ends. We think we have saved Agamem­non.”

			Then he fell to pip­ing again that old­en tune, while the wind among the pop­py’s sleepy petals mur­mured “Re­mem­ber not. Re­mem­ber not.”

		
	
		
			Roses

			I know a road­side where the wild rose blooms with a strange abun­dance. There is a beau­ty in the blos­soms too of an al­most ex­ot­ic kind, a taint of deep­er pink that shocks the Pu­ri­tan flow­ers. Two hun­dred gen­er­a­tions ago (gen­er­a­tions, I mean, of ros­es) this was a vil­lage street; there was a flo­ral deca­dence when they left their sim­ple life and the ros­es came from the wilder­ness to clam­ber round hous­es of men.

			Of all the mem­o­ries of that lit­tle vil­lage, of all the cot­tages that stood there, of all the men and wom­en whose homes they were, noth­ing re­mains but a more beau­ti­ful blush on the faces of the ros­es.

			I hope that when Lon­don is clean passed away and the de­feat­ed fields come back again, like an ex­iled peo­ple re­turn­ing af­ter a war, they may find some beau­ti­ful thing to re­mind them of it all; be­cause we have loved a lit­tle that swart old city.

		
	
		
			The Man with the Golden Earrings

			It may be that I dreamed this. So much at least is cer­tain—that I turned one day from the traf­fic of a city, and came to its docks and saw its slimy wharves go­ing down green and steep in­to the wa­ter, and saw the huge grey riv­er slip­ping by and the lost things that went with it turn­ing over and over, and I thought of the na­tions and un­pity­ing Time, and saw and mar­velled at the queen­ly ships come new­ly from the sea.

			It was then, if I mis­take not, that I saw lean­ing against a wall, with his face to the ships, a man with gold­en ear­rings. His skin had the dark tint of the south­ern men: the deep black hairs of his mous­tache were whitened a lit­tle with salt; he wore a dark blue jack­et such as sailors wear, and the long boots of sea­far­ers, but the look in his eyes was fur­ther afield than the ships, he seemed to be be­hold­ing the far­thest things.

			Even when I spoke to him he did not call home that look, but an­swered me dream­i­ly with that same fixed stare as though his thoughts were heav­ing on far and lone­ly seas. I asked him what ship he had come by, for there were many there. The sail­ing ships were there with their sails all furled and their masts straight and still like a win­try for­est; the steam­ers were there, and great lin­ers, puff­ing up idle smoke in­to the twi­light. He an­swered he had come by none of them. I asked him what line he worked on, for he was clear­ly a sailor; I men­tioned well-known lines, but he did not know them. Then I asked him where he worked and what he was. And he said: “I work in the Sar­gas­so Sea, and I am the last of the pi­rates, the last left alive.” And I shook him by the hand I do not know how many times. I said: “We feared you were dead. We feared you were dead.” And he an­swered sad­ly: “No. No. I have sinned too deeply on the Span­ish seas: I am not al­lowed to die.”

		
	
		
			The Dream of King Karna-Vootra

			King Kar­na-Vootra sit­ting on his throne com­mand­ing all things said: “I very clear­ly saw last night the queen­ly Va­va-Nyr­ia. Though part­ly she was hid­den by great clouds that swept con­tin­u­al­ly by her, rolling 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 on­ly speak of in song; or else we shall list­less­ly walk in a land so love­ly that even the but­ter­flies 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 Sén­dara and men shall know it there who herd brown sheep; and from Sén­dara the ru­mour shall spread on, down ei­ther bank of the holy riv­er of Zoth, till the peo­ple that make wat­tles in the plains shall hear of it and sing; but the her­alds shall go north­ward 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 dis­tant 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 was gone, and she dead forty years.”

		
	
		
			The Storm

			They saw a lit­tle ship that was far at sea and that went by the name of the Pe­tite Es­pérance. And be­cause of its un­couth rig and its lone­ly air and the look that it had of com­ing from strangers’ lands they said: “It is nei­ther a ship to greet nor de­sire, nor yet to suc­cor when in the hands of the sea.”

			And the sea rose up as is the wont of the sea and the lit­tle ship from afar was in his hands, and frail­er than ev­er seemed its fee­ble masts with their sails of fan­tas­tic cut and their alien flags. And the sea made a great and very tri­umph­ing voice, as the sea doth. And then there arose a wave that was very strong, even the ninth-born son of the hur­ri­cane and the tide, and hid the lit­tle ship and hid the whole of the far parts of the sea. There­at said those who stood on the good dry land:

			“ ’Twas but a lit­tle, worth­less alien ship and it is sunk at sea, and it is good and right that the storm have spoil.” And they turned and watched the course of the mer­chant­men, laden with sil­ver and ap­peas­ing spice; year af­ter year they cheered them in­to port and praised their goods and their fa­mil­iar sails. And many years went by.

			And at last with decks and bul­warks cov­ered with cloth of gold; with age-old par­rots that had known the troubadours, singing il­lus­tri­ous songs and preen­ing their feath­ers of gold; with a hold full of emer­alds and ru­bies; all silken with In­di­an loot; furl­ing as it came in its way-worn alien sails, a galleon glid­ed in­to port, shut­ting the sun­light from the mer­chant­men: and lo! it loomed the equal of the cliffs.

			“Who are you?” they asked, “far-trav­elled won­der­ful ship?”

			And they said: “The Pe­tite Es­pérance.”

			“O,” said the peo­ple on shore. “We thought you were sunk at sea.”

			“Sunk at sea?” sang the sailors. “We could not be sunk at sea—we had the gods on board.”

		
	
		
			A Mistaken Identity

			Fame as she walked at evening in a city saw the paint­ed face of No­to­ri­ety flaunt­ing be­neath a gas-lamp, and many kneeled un­to her in the dirt of the road.

			“Who are you?” Fame said to her.

			“I am Fame,” said No­to­ri­ety.

			Then Fame stole soft­ly away so that no one knew she had gone.

			And No­to­ri­ety present­ly went forth and all her wor­ship­pers rose and fol­lowed af­ter, and she led them, as was most meet, to her na­tive Pit.

		
	
		
			The True History of the Hare and the Tortoise

			For a long time there was doubt with ac­ri­mo­ny among the beasts as to whether the Hare or the Tor­toise could run the swifter. Some said the Hare was the swifter of the two be­cause he had such long ears, and oth­ers said the Tor­toise was the swifter be­cause any­one whose shell was so hard as that should be able to run hard too. And lo, the forces of es­trange­ment and dis­or­der per­pet­u­al­ly post­poned a de­ci­sive con­test.

			But when there was near­ly war among the beasts, at last an ar­range­ment was come to and it was de­cid­ed that the Hare and the Tor­toise should run a race of five hun­dred yards so that all should see who was right.

			“Ridicu­lous non­sense!” said the Hare, and it was all his back­ers could do to get him to run.

			“The con­test is most wel­come to me,” said the Tor­toise, “I shall not shirk it.”

			O, how his back­ers cheered.

			Feel­ing ran high on the day of the race; the goose rushed at the fox and near­ly pecked him. Both sides spoke loud­ly of the ap­proach­ing vic­to­ry up to the very mo­ment of the race.

			“I am ab­so­lute­ly con­fi­dent of suc­cess,” said the Tor­toise. But the Hare said noth­ing, he looked bored and cross. Some of his sup­port­ers de­sert­ed him then and went to the oth­er side, who were loud­ly cheer­ing the Tor­toise’s in­spir­it­ing words. But many re­mained with the Hare. “We shall not be dis­ap­point­ed in him,” they said. “A beast with such long ears is bound to win.”

			“Run hard,” said the sup­port­ers of the Tor­toise.

			And “run hard” be­came a kind of catch­phrase which ev­ery­body re­peat­ed to one an­oth­er. “Hard shell and hard liv­ing. That’s what the coun­try wants. Run hard,” they said. And these words were nev­er ut­tered but mul­ti­tudes cheered from their hearts.

			Then they were off, and sud­den­ly there was a hush.

			The Hare dashed off for about a hun­dred yards, then he looked round to see where his ri­val was.

			“It is rather ab­surd,” he said, “to race with a Tor­toise.” And he sat down and scratched him­self.

			“Run hard! Run hard!” shout­ed some.

			“Let him rest,” shout­ed oth­ers. And “let him rest” be­came a catch­phrase too.

			And af­ter a while his ri­val drew near to him.

			“There comes that damned Tor­toise,” said the Hare, and he got up and ran as hard as could be so that he should not let the Tor­toise beat him.

			“Those ears will win,” said his friends. “Those ears will win; and es­tab­lish up­on an in­con­testable foot­ing the truth of what we have said.” And some of them turned to the back­ers of the Tor­toise and said: “What about your beast now?”

			“Run hard,” they replied. “Run hard.”

			The Hare ran on for near­ly three hun­dred yards, near­ly in fact as far as the win­ning-post, when it sud­den­ly struck him what a fool he looked run­ning races with a Tor­toise who was nowhere in sight, and he sat down again and scratched.

			“Run hard. Run hard,” said the crowd, and “Let him rest.”

			“What­ev­er is the use of it?” said the Hare, and this time he stopped for good. Some say he slept.

			There was des­per­ate ex­cite­ment for an hour or two, and then the Tor­toise won.

			“Run hard. Run hard,” shout­ed his back­ers. “Hard shell and hard liv­ing: that’s what has done it.” And then they asked the Tor­toise what his achieve­ment sig­ni­fied, and he went and asked the Tur­tle. And the Tur­tle said, “It is a glo­ri­ous vic­to­ry for the forces of swift­ness.” And then the Tor­toise re­peat­ed it to his friends. And all the beasts said noth­ing else for years. And even to this day, “a glo­ri­ous vic­to­ry for the forces of swift­ness” is a catch­phrase in the house of the snail.

			And the rea­son that this ver­sion of the race is not wide­ly known is that very few of those that wit­nessed it sur­vived the great for­est-fire that hap­pened short­ly af­ter. It came up over the weald by night with a great wind. The Hare and the Tor­toise and a very few of the beasts saw it far off from a high bare hill that was at the edge of the trees, and they hur­ried­ly called a meet­ing to de­cide what mes­sen­ger they should send to warn the beasts in the for­est.

			They sent the Tor­toise.

		
	
		
			Alone the Immortals

			I heard it said that far away from here, on the wrong side of the deserts of Cathay and in a coun­try ded­i­cate to win­ter, are all the years that are dead. And there a cer­tain val­ley shuts them in and hides them, as ru­mor has it, from the world, but not from the sight of the moon nor from those that dream in his rays.

			And I said: I will go from here by ways of dream and I will come to that val­ley and en­ter in and mourn there for the good years that are dead. And I said: I will take a wreath, a wreath of mourn­ing, and lay it at their feet in to­ken of my sor­row for their dooms.

			And when I sought about among the flow­ers, among the flow­ers for my wreath of mourn­ing, the lily looked too large and the lau­rel looked too solemn and I found noth­ing frail enough nor slen­der to serve as an of­fer­ing to the years that were dead. And at last I made a slen­der wreath of daisies in the man­ner that I had seen them made in one of the years that is dead.

			“This,” said I, “is scarce less frag­ile or less frail than one of those del­i­cate for­got­ten years.” Then I took my wreath in my hand and went from here. And when I had come by paths of mys­tery to that ro­man­tic land, where the val­ley that ru­mour told of lies close to the moun­tain­ous moon, I searched among the grass for those poor slight years for whom I bought my sor­row and my wreath. And when I found there noth­ing in the grass I said: “Time has shat­tered them and swept them away and left not even any faint re­mains.”

			But look­ing up­wards in the blaze of the moon I sud­den­ly saw colos­si sit­ting near, and tow­er­ing up and blot­ting out the stars and fill­ing the night with black­ness; and at those idols’ feet I saw pray­ing and mak­ing obei­sance kings and the days that are and all times and all cities and all na­tions and all their gods. Nei­ther the smoke of in­cense nor of the sac­ri­fice burn­ing reached those colos­sal heads, they sat there not to be mea­sured, not to be over­thrown, not to be worn away.

			I said: “Who are those?”

			One an­swered: “Alone the Im­mor­tals.”

			And I said sad­ly: “I came not to see dread gods, but I came to shed my tears and to of­fer flow­ers at the feet of cer­tain lit­tle years that are dead and may not come again.”

			He an­swered me: “These are the years that are dead, alone the im­mor­tals; all years to be are Their chil­dren—They fash­ioned their smiles and their laugh­ter; all earth­ly kings They have crowned, all gods They have cre­at­ed; all the events to be flow down from their feet like a riv­er, the worlds are fly­ing peb­bles that They have al­ready thrown, and Time and all his cen­turies be­hind him kneel there with bend­ed crests in to­ken of vas­salage at Their po­tent feet.”

			And when I heard this I turned away with my wreath, and went back to my own land com­fort­ed.

		
	
		
			A Moral Little Tale

			There was once an earnest Pu­ri­tan who held it wrong to dance. And for his prin­ci­ples he la­bored hard, his was a zeal­ous life. And there loved him all of those who hat­ed the dance; and those that loved the dance re­spect­ed him too; they said “He is a pure, good man and acts ac­cord­ing to his lights.”

			He did much to dis­cour­age danc­ing and helped to close sev­er­al Sun­day en­ter­tain­ments. Some kinds of po­et­ry, he said, he liked, but not the fan­ci­ful kind as that might cor­rupt the thoughts of the very young. He al­ways dressed in black.

			He was quite in­ter­est­ed in moral­i­ty and was quite sin­cere and there grew to be much re­spect on Earth for his hon­est face and his flow­ing pure-white beard.

			One night the Dev­il ap­peared un­to him in a dream and said, “Well done.”

			“Avaunt,” said that earnest man.

			“No, no, friend,” said the Dev­il.

			“Dare not to call me ‘friend,’ ” he an­swered brave­ly.

			“Come, come, friend,” said the Dev­il. “Have you not done my work? Have you not put apart the cou­ples that would dance? Have you not checked their laugh­ter and their ac­cursed mirth? Have you not worn my liv­ery of black? O friend, friend, you do not know what a de­testable thing it is to sit in hell and hear peo­ple be­ing hap­py, and singing in the­atres and singing in the fields, and whis­per­ing af­ter dances un­der the moon,” and he fell to curs­ing fear­ful­ly.

			“It is you,” said the Pu­ri­tan, “that put in­to their hearts the evil de­sire to dance; and black is God’s own liv­ery, not yours.”

			And the Dev­il laughed con­temp­tu­ous­ly and spoke.

			“He on­ly made the sil­ly col­ors,” he said, “and use­less dawns on hill-slopes fac­ing South, and but­ter­flies flap­ping along them as soon as the sun rose high, and fool­ish maid­ens com­ing out to dance, and the warm mad West wind, and worst of all that per­ni­cious in­flu­ence Love.”

			And when the Dev­il said that God made Love that earnest man sat up in bed and shout­ed “Blas­phe­my! Blas­phe­my!”

			“It’s true,” said the Dev­il. “It isn’t I that send the vil­lage fools mut­ter­ing and whis­per­ing two by two in the woods when the har­vest moon is high, it’s as much as I can bear even to see them danc­ing.”

			“Then,” said the man, “I have mis­tak­en right for wrong; but as soon as I wake I will fight you yet.”

			“O, no you don’t,” said the Dev­il. “You don’t wake up out of this sleep.”

			And some­where far away Hell’s black steel doors were opened, and arm in arm those two were drawn with­in, and the doors shut be­hind them and still they went arm in arm, trudg­ing fur­ther and fur­ther in­to the deeps of Hell, and it was that Pu­ri­tan’s pun­ish­ment to know that those that he cared for on Earth would do evil as he had done.

		
	
		
			The Return of Song

			“The swans are singing again,” said to one an­oth­er the gods. And look­ing down­wards, for my dreams had tak­en me to some fair and far Val­hal­la, I saw be­low me an iri­des­cent bub­ble not great­ly larg­er than a star shine beau­ti­ful­ly but faint­ly, and up and up from it look­ing larg­er and larg­er came a flock of white, in­nu­mer­able swans, singing and singing and singing, till it seemed as though even the gods were wild ships swim­ming in mu­sic.

			“What is it?” I said to one that was hum­ble among the gods.

			“On­ly a world has end­ed,” he said to me, “and the swans are com­ing back to the gods re­turn­ing the gift of song.”

			“A whole world dead!” I said.

			“Dead,” said he that was hum­ble among the gods. “The worlds are not for­ev­er; on­ly song is im­mor­tal.”

			“Look! Look!” he said. “There will be a new one soon.”

			And I looked and saw the larks, go­ing down from the gods.

		
	
		
			Spring in Town

			At a street cor­ner sat, and played with a wind, Win­ter dis­con­so­late.

			Still tin­gled the fin­gers of the passers­by and still their breath was vis­i­ble, and still they hud­dled their chins in­to their coats when turn­ing a cor­ner they met with a new wind, still win­dows light­ed ear­ly sent out in­to the street the thought of ro­man­tic com­fort by evening fires; these things still were, yet the throne of Win­ter tot­tered, and ev­ery breeze brought tid­ings of fur­ther fortress­es lost on lakes or bo­re­al hill-slopes. And not any longer as a king did Win­ter ap­pear in those streets, as when the city was decked with gleam­ing white to greet him as a con­queror and he rode in with his glit­ter­ing ici­cles and haughty ret­inue of pranc­ing winds, but he sat there with a lit­tle wind at the cor­ner of the street like some old blind beg­gar with his hun­gry dog. And as to some old blind beg­gar Death ap­proach­es, and the alert ears of the sight­less man prophet­i­cal­ly hear his far-off foot­fall, so there came sud­den­ly to Win­ter’s ears the sound, from some neigh­bour­ing gar­den, of Spring ap­proach­ing as she walked on daisies. And Spring ap­proach­ing looked at hud­dled in­glo­ri­ous Win­ter.

			“Be­gone,” said Spring.

			“There is noth­ing for you to do here,” said Win­ter to her. Nev­er­the­less he drew about him his grey and bat­tered cloak and rose and called to his lit­tle bit­ter wind and up a side street that led north­ward strode away.

			Pieces of pa­per and tall clouds of dust went with him as far as the city’s out­er gate. He turned then and called to Spring: “You can do noth­ing in this city,” he said; then he marched home­ward over plains and sea and heard his old winds howl­ing as he marched. The ice broke up be­hind him and foundered like navies. To left and to right of him flew the flocks of the seabirds, and far be­fore him the geese’s tri­umphant cry went like a clar­i­on. Greater and greater grew his stature as he went north­wards and ev­er more king­ly his mien. Now he took bar­onies at a stride and now coun­ties and came again to the snow-white frozen lands where the wolves came out to meet him and, drap­ing him­self anew with old grey clouds, strode through the gates of his in­vin­ci­ble home, two old ice bar­ri­ers swing­ing on pil­lars of ice that had nev­er known the sun.

			So the town was left to Spring. And she peered about to see what she could do with it. Present­ly she saw a de­ject­ed dog com­ing prowl­ing down the road, so she sang to him and he gam­bolled. I saw him next day strut­ting by with some­thing of an air. Where there were trees she went to them and whis­pered, and they sang the ar­bo­re­al song that on­ly trees can hear, and the green buds came peep­ing out as stars while yet it is twi­light, se­cret­ly one by one. She went to gar­dens and awaked from dream­ing the warm ma­ter­nal earth. In lit­tle patch­es bare and des­o­late she called up like a flame the gold­en cro­cus, or its pur­ple broth­er like an em­per­or’s ghost. She glad­dened the grace­less backs of un­tidy hous­es, here with a weed, there with a lit­tle grass. She said to the air, “Be joy­ous.”

			Chil­dren be­gan to know that daisies blew in un­fre­quent­ed cor­ners. But­ton­holes be­gan to ap­pear in the coats of the young men. The work of Spring was ac­com­plished.

		
	
		
			How the Enemy Came to Thlūnrāna

			It had been proph­e­sied of old and fore­seen from the an­cient days that its en­e­my would come up­on Thlūn­rā­na. And the date of its doom was known and the gate by which it would en­ter, yet none had proph­e­sied of the en­e­my who he was save that he was of the gods though he dwelt with men. Mean­while Thlūn­rā­na, 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 Thlūn­rā­na re­mained mys­te­ri­ous still, ven­er­a­ble, ter­ri­ble, dark, and dread­ful­ly crowned with her doom. It was not of­ten that any­one dared wan­der near to Thlūn­rā­na 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 Thlūn­rā­na once again be­fore the en­e­my that was di­vine, but that dwelt with men, 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 south­ward gate that is named the Gate of the Doom. He came in­to a dark hall, and up a mar­ble stair­way passed to see the last of Thlūn­rā­na. At the top a cur­tain of black vel­vet hung and he passed in­to a cham­ber heav­i­ly 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 arch­way, ma­gi­cians with light­ed ta­pers plied their wiz­ardry and whis­pered in­can­ta­tions. All the rats in the place were pass­ing away, go­ing whim­per­ing down the stair­way. 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 noth­ing stirred. On­ly one ta­per burned in the third cham­ber; 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 on each side of it dark fig­ures crouched, ei­ther of men or wom­en or cloaked stone, or of beasts trained to be silent. 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 pavil­ion, and with a bold and ner­vous clutch of the hand drew one of the cur­tains aside, and saw the in­ner mys­tery, and laughed. And the prophe­cy was ful­filled, and Thlūn­rā­na was nev­er more a ter­ror to the val­ley, but the ma­gi­cians passed away 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 Thlūn­rā­na through her south­ward gate (that was named the Gate of the Doom), and it is of the gods but dwells with man.

		
	
		
			A Losing Game

			Once in a tav­ern Man met face to skull with Death. Man en­tered gai­ly but Death gave no greet­ing, he sat with his jowl mo­rose­ly over an omi­nous wine.

			“Come, come,” said Man, “we have been an­tag­o­nists long, and if I were los­ing yet I should not be surly.”

			But Death re­mained un­friend­ly, watch­ing his bowl of wine and gave no word in an­swer.

			Then Man so­lic­i­tous­ly moved near­er to him and, speak­ing cheer­i­ly still, “Come, come,” he said again, “you must not re­sent de­feat.”

			And still Death was gloomy and cross and sipped at his in­fa­mous wine and would not look up at Man and would not be com­pan­ion­able.

			But Man hat­ed gloom ei­ther in beast or god, and it made him un­hap­py to see his ad­ver­sary’s dis­com­fort, all the more be­cause he was the cause, and still he tried to cheer him.

			“Have you not slain the Di­natheri­um?” he said. “Have you not put out the Moon? Why! you will beat me yet.”

			And with a dry and bark­ing sound Death wept and noth­ing said; and present­ly Man arose and went won­der­ing away; for he knew not if Death wept out of pity for his op­po­nent, or be­cause he knew that he should not have such sport again when the old game was over and Man was gone, or whether be­cause per­haps, for some hid­den rea­son, he could nev­er re­peat on Earth his tri­umph over the Moon.

		
	
		
			Taking Up Picadilly

			Go­ing down Pi­cadil­ly one day and near­ing Grosvenor Place I saw, if my mem­o­ry is not at fault, some work­men with their coats off—or so they seemed. They had pick­ax­es in their hands and wore cor­duroy trousers and that lit­tle leather band be­low the knee that goes by the as­ton­ish­ing name of “York-to-Lon­don.”

			They seemed to be work­ing with pe­cu­liar ve­he­mence, so that I stopped and asked one what they were do­ing.

			“We are tak­ing up Pi­cadil­ly,” he said to me.

			“But at this time of year?” I said. “Is it usu­al in June?”

			“We are not what we seem,” said he.

			“Oh, I see,” I said, “you are do­ing it for a joke.”

			“Well, not ex­act­ly that,” he an­swered me.

			“For a bet?” I said.

			“Not pre­cise­ly,” said he.

			And then I looked at the bit that they had al­ready picked, and though it was broad day­light over my head it was dark­ness down there, all full of the south­ern stars.

			“It was noisy and bad and we grew aweary of it,” said he that wore cor­duroy trousers. “We are not what we ap­pear.”

			They were tak­ing up Pi­cadil­ly al­to­geth­er.

		
	
		
			After the Fire

			When that hap­pened which had been so long in hap­pen­ing and the world hit a black, un­chart­ed star, cer­tain tremen­dous crea­tures out of some oth­er world came peer­ing among the cin­ders to see if there were any­thing there that it were worth while to re­mem­ber. They spoke of the great things that the world was known to have had; they men­tioned the mam­moth. And present­ly they saw man’s tem­ples, silent and win­dow­less, star­ing like emp­ty skulls.

			“Some great thing has been here,” one said, “in these huge places.” “It was the mam­moth,” said one. “Some­thing greater than he,” said an­oth­er.

			And then they found that the great­est thing in the world had been the dreams of man.

		
	
		
			The City

			In time as well as space my fan­cy roams far from here. It led me once to the edge of cer­tain cliffs that were low and red and rose up out of a desert: a lit­tle way off in the desert there was a city. It was evening, and I sat and watched the city.

			Present­ly I saw men by threes and fours come soft­ly steal­ing out of that city’s gate to the num­ber of about twen­ty. I heard the hum of men’s voic­es speak­ing at evening.

			“It is well they are gone,” they said. “It is well they are gone. We can do busi­ness now. It is well they are gone.” And the men that had left the city sped away over the sand and so passed in­to the twi­light.

			“Who are these men?” I said to my glit­ter­ing lead­er.

			“The po­ets,” my fan­cy an­swered. “The po­ets and artists.”

			“Why do they steal away?” I said to him. “And why are the peo­ple glad that they have gone?”

			He said: “It must be some doom that is go­ing to fall on the city, some­thing has warned them and they have stolen away. Noth­ing may warn the peo­ple.”

			I heard the wran­gling voic­es, glad with com­merce, rise up from the city. And then I al­so de­part­ed, for there was an omi­nous look on the face of the sky.

			And on­ly a thou­sand years lat­er I passed that way, and there was noth­ing, even among the weeds, of what had been that city.

		
	
		
			The Food of Death

			Death was sick. But they brought him bread that the mod­ern bak­ers make, whitened with alum, and the tinned meats of Chica­go, with a pinch of our mod­ern sub­sti­tute for salt. They car­ried him in­to the din­ing-room of a great ho­tel (in that close at­mos­phere Death breathed more freely), and there they gave him their cheap In­di­an tea. They brought him a bot­tle of wine that they called cham­pagne. Death drank it up. They brought a news­pa­per and looked up the patent medicines; they gave him the foods that it rec­om­mend­ed for in­valids, and a lit­tle medicine as pre­scribed in the pa­per. They gave him some milk and bo­rax, such as chil­dren drink in Eng­land.

			Death arose raven­ing, strong, and strode again through the cities.

		
	
		
			The Lonely Idol

			I had from a friend an old out­landish stone, a lit­tle swine-faced idol to whom no one prayed.

			And when I saw his melan­choly case as he sat cross-legged at re­ceipt of prayer, hold­ing a lit­tle scourge that the years had bro­ken (and no one heed­ed the scourge and no one prayed and no one came with squeal­ing sac­ri­fice; and he had been a god), then I took pity on the lit­tle for­got­ten thing and prayed to it as per­haps they prayed long since, be­fore the com­ing of the strange dark ships, and hum­bled my­self and said:

			“O idol, idol of the hard pale stone, in­vin­ci­ble to the years, O scourge-hold­er, give ear for be­hold I pray.

			“O lit­tle pale-green im­age whose wan­der­ings are from far, know thou that here in Eu­rope and in oth­er lands near by, too soon there pass from us the sweets and song and the li­on strength of youth: too soon do their cheeks fade, their hair grow grey and our beloved die; too brit­tle is beau­ty, too far off is fame and the years are gath­ered too soon; there are leaves, leaves fall­ing, ev­ery­where fall­ing; there is au­tumn among men, au­tumn and reap­ing; fail­ure there is, strug­gle, dy­ing and weep­ing, and all that is beau­ti­ful hath not re­mained but is even as the glo­ry of morn­ing up­on the wa­ter.

			“Even our mem­o­ries are gath­ered too with the sound of the an­cient voic­es, the pleas­ant an­cient voic­es that come to our ears no more; the very gar­dens of our child­hood fade, and there dims with the speed of the years even the mind’s own eye.

			“O be not any more the friend of Time, for the silent hur­ry of his malev­o­lent feet have trod­den down what’s fairest; I al­most hear the whim­per of the years run­ning be­hind him hound-like, and it takes few to tear us.

			“All that is beau­ti­ful he crush­es down as a big man tram­ples dais­es, all that is fairest. How very fair are the lit­tle chil­dren of men. It is au­tumn with all the world, and the stars weep to see it.

			“There­fore no longer be the friend of Time, who will not let us be, and be not good to him but pity us, and let love­ly things live on for the sake of our tears.”

			Thus prayed I out of com­pas­sion one windy day to the snout-faced idol to whom no one kneeled.

		
	
		
			The Sphinx in Thebes (Massachusetts)

			There was a wom­an in a steel-built city who had all that mon­ey could buy, she had gold and div­i­dends and trains and hous­es, and she had pets to play with, but she had no sphinx.

			So she be­sought them to bring her a live sphinx; and there­fore they went to the menageries, and then to the forests and the desert places, and yet could find no sphinx.

			And she would have been con­tent with a lit­tle li­on but that one was al­ready owned by a wom­an she knew; so they had to search the world again for a sphinx.

			And still there was none.

			But they were not men that it is easy to baf­fle, and at last they found a sphinx in a desert at evening watch­ing a ru­ined tem­ple whose gods she had eat­en hun­dreds of years ago when her hunger was on her. And they cast chains on her, who was still with an omi­nous still­ness, and took her west­wards with them and brought her home.

			And so the sphinx came to the steel-built city.

			And the wom­an was very glad that she owned a sphinx: but the sphinx stared long in­to her eyes one day, and soft­ly asked a rid­dle of the wom­an.

			And the wom­an could not an­swer, and she died.

			And the sphinx is silent again and none knows what she will do.

		
	
		
			The Reward

			One’s spir­it goes fur­ther in dreams than it does by day. Wan­der­ing once by night from a fac­to­ry city I came to the edge of Hell.

			The place was foul with cin­ders and cast-off things, and jagged, half-buried things with shape­less edges, and there was a huge an­gel with a ham­mer build­ing in plas­ter and steel. I won­dered what he did in that dread­ful place. I hes­i­tat­ed, then asked him what he was build­ing. “We are adding to Hell,” he said, “to keep pace with the times.”

			“Don’t be too hard on them,” I said, for I had just come out of a com­pro­mis­ing age and a weak­en­ing coun­try. The an­gel did not an­swer. “It won’t be as bad as the old hell, will it?” I said.

			“Worse,” said the an­gel.

			“How can you rec­on­cile it with your con­science as a Min­is­ter of Grace,” I said, “to in­flict such a pun­ish­ment?” (They talked like this in the city whence I had come and I could not avoid the habit of it.)

			“They have in­vent­ed a new cheap yeast,” said the an­gel.

			I looked at the leg­end on the walls of the hell that the an­gel was build­ing, the words were writ­ten in flame, ev­ery fif­teen sec­onds they changed their col­or, “Yeas­to, the great new yeast, it builds up body and brain, and some­thing more.”

			“They shall look at it for­ev­er,” the an­gel said.

			“But they drove a per­fect­ly le­git­i­mate trade,” I said, “the law al­lowed it.”

			The an­gel went on ham­mer­ing in­to place the huge steel up­rights.

			“You are very re­venge­ful,” I said. “Do you nev­er rest from do­ing this ter­ri­ble work?”

			“I rest­ed one Christ­mas Day,” the an­gel said, “and looked and saw lit­tle chil­dren dy­ing of can­cer. I shall go on now un­til the fires are lit.”

			“It is very hard to prove,” I said, “that the yeast is as bad as you think.

			“Af­ter all,” I said, “they must live.”

			And the an­gel made no an­swer but went on build­ing his hell.

		
	
		
			The Trouble in Leafy Green Street

			She went to the idol-shop in Moleshill Street, where the old man mum­bles, and said: “I want a god to wor­ship when it is wet.”

			The old man re­mind­ed her of the heavy penal­ties that right­ly at­tach to idol­a­try and, when he had enu­mer­at­ed all, she an­swered him as was meet: “Give me a god to wor­ship when it is wet.”

			And he went to the back places of his shop and sought out and brought her a god. The same was carved of grey stone and wore a pro­pi­tious look and was named, as the old man mum­bled, The God of Rainy Cheer­ful­ness.

			Now it may be that long con­fine­ment to the house af­fects ad­verse­ly the liv­er, or these things may be of the soul, but cer­tain it is that on a rainy day her spir­its so far de­scend­ed that those cheer­ful crea­tures came with­in sight of the Pit, and, hav­ing tried cig­a­rettes to no good end, she bethought her of Moleshill Street and the mum­bling man.

			He brought the grey idol forth and mum­bled of guar­an­tees, al­though he put noth­ing on pa­per, and she paid him there and then his pre­pos­ter­ous price and took the idol away.

			And on the next wet day that there ev­er was she prayed to the grey-stone idol that she had bought, the God of Rainy Cheer­ful­ness (who knows with what cer­e­mo­ny or what lack of it?), and so brought down on her in Leafy Green Street, in the pre­pos­ter­ous house at the cor­ner, that doom of which all men speak.

		
	
		
			The Mist1

			The mist said un­to the mist: “Let us go up in­to the Downs.” And the mist came up weep­ing.

			And the mist went in­to the high places and the hol­lows.

			And clumps of trees in the dis­tance stood ghost­ly in the haze.

			But I went to a prophet, one who loved the Downs, and I said to him: “Why does the mist come up weep­ing in­to the Downs when it goes in­to the high places and the hol­lows?”

			And he an­swered: “The mist is the com­pa­ny of a mul­ti­tude of souls who nev­er saw the Downs, and now are dead. There­fore they come up weep­ing in­to the Downs, who are dead and nev­er saw them.”

		
	
		
			Furrow-Maker

			He was all in black, but his friend was dressed in brown, mem­bers of two old fam­i­lies.

			“Is there any change in the way you build your hous­es?” said he in black.

			“No change,” said the oth­er. “And you?”

			“We change not,” he said.

			A man went by in the dis­tance rid­ing a bi­cy­cle.

			“He is al­ways chang­ing,” said the one in black, “of late al­most ev­ery cen­tu­ry. He is un­easy. Al­ways chang­ing.”

			“He changes the way he builds his house, does he not?” said the brown one.

			“So my fam­i­ly say,” said the oth­er. “They say he has changed of late.”

			“They say he takes much to cities?” the brown one said.

			“My cousin who lives in bel­fries tells me so,” said the black one. “He says he is much in cities.”

			“And there he grows lean?” said the brown one.

			“Yes, he grows lean.”

			“Is it true what they say?” said the brown one.

			“Caw,” said the black one.

			“Is it true that he can­not live many cen­turies?”

			“No, no,” said the black one. “Fur­row-mak­er will not die. We must not lose fur­row-mak­er. He has been fool­ish of late, he has played with smoke and is sick. His en­gines have wea­ried him and his cities are evil. Yes, he is very sick. But in a few cen­turies he will for­get his fol­ly and we shall not lose fur­row-mak­er. Time out of mind he has delved and my fam­i­ly have got their food from the raw earth be­hind him. He will not die.”

			“But they say, do they not?” said the brown one, “his cities are noi­some, and that he grows sick in them and can run no longer, and that it is with him as it is with us when we grow too many, and the grass has the bit­ter taste in the rainy sea­son, and our young grow bloat­ed and die.”

			“Who says it?” replied the black one.

			“Pi­geon,” the brown one an­swered. “He came back all dirty. And Hare went down to the edge of the cities once. He says it too. Man was too sick to chase him. He thinks that Man will die, and his wicked friend Dog with him. Dog, he will die. That nasty fel­low Dog. He will die too, the dirty fel­low!”

			“Pi­geon and Hare!” said the black one. “We shall not lose fur­row-mak­er.”

			“Who told you he will not die?” his brown friend said.

			“Who told me!” the black one said. “My fam­i­ly and his have un­der­stood each oth­er times out of mind. We know what fol­lies will kill each oth­er and what each may sur­vive, and I say that fur­row-mak­er will not die.”

			“He will die,” said the brown one.

			“Caw,” said the oth­er.

			And Man said in his heart: “Just one in­ven­tion more. There is some­thing I want to do with petrol yet, and then I will give it all up and go back to the woods.”

		
	
		
			Lobster Salad

			I was climb­ing round the per­ilous out­side of the Palace of Colquon­hom­bros. So far be­low me that in the tran­quil twi­light and clear air of those lands I could on­ly bare­ly see them lay the crag­gy tops of the moun­tains.

			It was along no bat­tle­ments or ter­race edge I was climb­ing, but on the sheer face of the wall it­self, get­ting what foothold I could where the boul­ders joined.

			Had my feet been bare I was done, but though I was in my night­shirt I had on stout leather boots, and their edges some­how held in those nar­row cracks. My fin­gers and wrists were aching.

			Had it been pos­si­ble to stop for a mo­ment I might have been lured to give a sec­ond look at the fear­ful peaks of the moun­tains down there in the twi­light, and this must have been fa­tal.

			That the thing was all a dream is be­side the point. We have fall­en in dreams be­fore, but it is well known that if in one of those falls you ev­er hit the ground—you die: I had looked at those men­ac­ing moun­tain­tops and knew well that such a fall as the one I feared must have such a ter­mi­na­tion. Then I went on.

			It is strange what dif­fer­ent sen­sa­tions there can be in dif­fer­ent boul­ders—ev­ery one gleam­ing with the same white light and ev­ery one cho­sen to match the rest by min­ions of an­cient kings—when your life de­pends on the edges of ev­ery one you come to. Those edges seemed strange­ly dif­fer­ent. It was of no avail to over­come the ter­ror of one, for the next would give you a hold in quite a dif­fer­ent way or hand you over to death in a dif­fer­ent man­ner. Some were too sharp to hold and some too flush with the wall, those whose hold was the best crum­bled the soon­est; each rock had its dif­fer­ent ter­ror: and then there were those things that fol­lowed be­hind me.

			And at last I came to a breach made long ago by earth­quake, light­ning or war: I should have had to go down a thou­sand feet to get round it and they would come up with me while I was do­ing that, for cer­tain sable apes that I have not men­tioned as yet, things that had tiger­ish teeth and were born and bred on that wall, had pur­sued me all the evening. In any case I could have gone no far­ther, nor did I know what the king would do along whose wall I was climb­ing. It was time to drop and be done with it or stop and await those apes.

			And then it was that I re­mem­bered a pin, thrown care­less­ly down out of an evening-tie in an­oth­er world to the one where grew that glit­ter­ing wall, and ly­ing now if no evil chance had re­moved it on a chest of draw­ers by my bed. The apes were very close, and hur­ry­ing, for they knew my fin­gers were slip­ping, and the cru­el peaks of those in­fer­nal moun­tains seemed sur­er of me than the apes. I reached out with a des­per­ate ef­fort of will to­wards where the pin lay on the chest of draw­ers. I groped about. I found it! I ran it in­to my arm. Saved!

		
	
		
			The Return of the Exiles

			The old man with a ham­mer and the one-eyed man with a spear were seat­ed by the road­side talk­ing as I came up the hill.

			“It isn’t as though they hadn’t asked us,” the one with the ham­mer said.

			“There ain’t no more than twen­ty as knows about it,” said the oth­er.

			“Twen­ty’s twen­ty,” said the first.

			“Af­ter all these years,” said the one-eyed man with the spear. “Af­ter all these years. We might go back just once.”

			“O’ course we might,” said the oth­er.

			Their clothes were old even for la­bor­ers, the one with the ham­mer had a leather apron full of holes and black­ened, and their hands looked like leather. But what­ev­er they were they were Eng­lish, and this was pleas­ant to see af­ter all the mo­tors that had passed me that day with their bur­den of mixed and doubt­ful na­tion­al­i­ties.

			When they saw me the one with the ham­mer touched his greasy cap.

			“Might we make so bold, sir,” he said, “as to ask the way to Stone­henge?”

			“We nev­er ought to go,” mum­bled the oth­er plain­tive­ly. “There’s not more than twen­ty as knows, but. …”

			I was bi­cy­cling there my­self to see the place so I point­ed out the way and rode on at once, for there was some­thing so ut­ter­ly servile about them both that I did not care for their com­pa­ny. They seemed by their wretch­ed mien to have been per­se­cut­ed or ut­ter­ly ne­glect­ed for many years, I thought that very like­ly they had done long terms of pe­nal servi­tude.

			When I came to Stone­henge I saw a group of about a score of men stand­ing among the stones. They asked me with some solem­ni­ty if I was ex­pect­ing any­one, and when I said No they spoke to me no more. It was three miles back where I left those strange old men, but I had not been in the stone cir­cle long when they ap­peared, com­ing with great strides along the road. When they saw them all the peo­ple took off their hats and act­ed very strange­ly, and I saw that they had a goat which they led up then to the old al­tar stone. And the two old men came up with their ham­mer and spear and be­gan apol­o­giz­ing plain­tive­ly for the lib­er­ty they had tak­en in com­ing back to that place, and all the peo­ple knelt on the grass be­fore them. And then still kneel­ing they killed the goat by the al­tar, and when the two old men saw this they came up with many ex­cus­es and ea­ger­ly sniffed the blood. And at first this made them hap­py. But soon the one with the spear be­gan to whim­per. “It used to be men,” he lament­ed. “It used to be men.”

			And the twen­ty men be­gan look­ing un­easi­ly at each oth­er, and the plaint of the one-eyed man went on in that tear­ful voice, and all of a sud­den they all looked at me. I do not know who the two old men were or what any of them were do­ing, but there are mo­ments when it is clear­ly time to go, and I left them there and then. And just as I got up on to my bi­cy­cle I heard the plain­tive voice of the one with the ham­mer apol­o­giz­ing for the lib­er­ty he had tak­en in com­ing back to Stone­henge.

			“But af­ter all these years,” I heard him cry­ing, “Af­ter all these years. …”

			And the one with the spear said: “Yes, af­ter three thou­sand years. …”

		
	
		
			Nature and Time

			Through the streets of Coven­try one win­ter’s night strode a tri­umphant spir­it. Be­hind him stoop­ing, un­kempt, ut­ter­ly ragged, wear­ing the clothes and look that out­casts have, whin­ing, weep­ing, re­proach­ing, an ill-used spir­it tried to keep pace with him. Con­tin­u­al­ly she plucked him by the sleeve and cried out to him as she pant­ed af­ter and he strode res­o­lute on.

			It was a bit­ter night, yet it did not seem to be the cold that she feared, ill-clad though she was, but the trams and the ug­ly shops and the glare of the fac­to­ries, from which she con­tin­u­al­ly winced as she hob­bled on, and the pave­ment hurt her feet.

			He that strode on in front seemed to care for noth­ing, it might be hot or cold, silent or noisy, pave­ment or open fields, he mere­ly had the air of strid­ing on.

			And she caught up and clutched him by the el­bow. I heard her speak in her un­hap­py voice, you scarce­ly heard it for the noise of the traf­fic.

			“You have for­got­ten me,” she com­plained to him. “You have for­sak­en me here.”

			She point­ed to Coven­try with a wide wave of her arm and seemed to in­di­cate oth­er cities be­yond. And he gruffly told her to keep pace with him and that he did not for­sake her. And she went on with her piti­ful lamen­ta­tion.

			“My anemones are dead for miles,” she said, “all my woods are fall­en and still the cities grow. My child Man is un­hap­py and my oth­er chil­dren are dy­ing, and still the cities grow and you have for­got­ten me!”

			And then he turned an­gri­ly on her, al­most stop­ping in that stride of his that be­gan when the stars were made.

			“When have I ev­er for­got­ten you?” he said, “or when for­sak­en you ev­er? Did I not throw down Baby­lon for you? And is not Nin­eveh gone? Where is Perse­po­lis that trou­bled you? Where Tarshish and Tyre? And you have said I for­get you.”

			And at this she seemed to take a lit­tle com­fort. I heard her speak once more, look­ing wist­ful­ly at her com­pan­ion. “When will the fields come back and the grass for my chil­dren?”

			“Soon, soon,” he said: then they were silent. And he strode away, she limp­ing along be­hind him, and all the clocks in the tow­ers chimed as he passed.

		
	
		
			The Song of the Blackbird

			As the po­et passed the thorn-tree the black­bird sang.

			“How ev­er do you do it?” the po­et said, for he knew bird lan­guage.

			“It was like this,” said the black­bird. “It re­al­ly was the most ex­tra­or­di­nary thing. I made that song last Spring, it came to me all of a sud­den. There was the most beau­ti­ful she-black­bird that the world has ev­er seen. Her eyes were black­er than lakes are at night, her feath­ers were black­er than the night it­self, and noth­ing was as yel­low as her beak; she could fly much faster than the light­ning. She was not an or­di­nary she-black­bird, there has nev­er been any oth­er like her at all. I did not dare go near her be­cause she was so won­der­ful. One day last Spring when it got warm again—it had been cold, we ate berries, things were quite dif­fer­ent then, but Spring came and it got warm—one day I was think­ing how won­der­ful she was and it seemed so ex­tra­or­di­nary to think that I should ev­er have seen her, the on­ly re­al­ly won­der­ful she-black­bird in the world, that I opened my beak to give a shout, and then this song came, and there had nev­er been any­thing like it be­fore, and luck­i­ly I re­mem­bered it, the very song that I sang just now. But what is so ex­tra­or­di­nary, the most amaz­ing oc­curence of that mar­vel­lous day, was that no soon­er had I sung the song than that very bird, the most won­der­ful she-black­bird in the world, flew right up to me and sat quite close to me on the same tree. I nev­er re­mem­ber such won­der­ful times as those.

			“Yes, the song came in a mo­ment, and as I was say­ing. …”

			And an old wan­der­er walk­ing with a stick came by and the black­bird flew away, and the po­et told the old man the black­bird’s won­der­ful sto­ry.

			“That song new?” said the wan­der­er. “Not a bit of it. God made it years ago. All the black­birds used to sing it when I was young. It was new then.”

		
	
		
			The Messengers

			One wan­der­ing nigh Par­nas­sus chas­ing hares heard the high Mus­es.

			“Take us a mes­sage to the Gold­en Town.”

			Thus sang the Mus­es.

			But the man said: “They do not call to me. Not to such as me speak the Mus­es.”

			And the Mus­es called him by name.

			“Take us a mes­sage,” they said, “to the Gold­en Town.”

			And the man was down­cast for he would have chased hares.

			And the Mus­es called again.

			And when whether in val­leys or on high crags of the hills he still heard the Mus­es he went at last to them and heard their mes­sage, though he would fain have left it to oth­er men and chased the fleet hares still in hap­py val­leys.

			And they gave him a wreath of lau­rels carved out of emer­alds as on­ly the Mus­es can carve. “By this,” they said, “they shall know that you come from the Mus­es.”

			And the man went from that place and dressed in scar­let silks as be­fit­ted one that came from the high Mus­es. And through the gate­way of the Gold­en Town he ran and cried his mes­sage, and his cloak float­ed be­hind him. All silent sat the wise men and the aged, they of the Gold­en Town; cross-legged they sat be­fore their hous­es read­ing from parch­ments a mes­sage of the Mus­es that they sent long be­fore.

			And the young man cried his mes­sage from the Mus­es.

			And they rose up and said: “Thou art not from the Mus­es. Oth­er­wise spake they.” And they stoned him and he died.

			And af­ter­wards they carved his mes­sage up­on gold; and read it in their tem­ples on holy days.

			When will the Mus­es rest? When are they weary? They sent an­oth­er mes­sen­ger to the Gold­en Town. And they gave him a wand of ivory to car­ry in his hand with all the beau­ti­ful sto­ries of the world won­drous­ly carved there­on. And on­ly the Mus­es could have carved it. “By this,” they said, “they shall know that you come from the Mus­es.”

			And he came through the gate­way of the Gold­en Town with the mes­sage he had for its peo­ple. And they rose up at once in the Gold­en street, they rose from read­ing the mes­sage that they had carved up­on gold. “The last who came,” they said, “came with a wreath of lau­rels carved out of emer­alds, as on­ly the Mus­es can carve. You are not from the Mus­es.” And even as they had stoned the last so al­so they stoned him. And af­ter­wards they carved his mes­sage on gold and laid it up in their tem­ples.

			When will the Mus­es rest? When are they weary? Even yet once again they sent a mes­sen­ger un­der the gate­way in­to the Gold­en Town. And for all that he wore a gar­land of gold that the high Mus­es gave him, a gar­land of kingcups soft and yel­low on his head, yet fash­ioned of pure gold and by whom but the Mus­es, yet did they stone him in the Gold­en Town. But they had the mes­sage, and what care the Mus­es?

			And yet they will not rest, for some while since I heard them call to me.

			“Go take our mes­sage,” they said, “un­to the Gold­en Town.”

			But I would not go. And they spake a sec­ond time. “Go take our mes­sage,” they said.

			And still I would not go, and they cried out a third time: “Go take our mes­sage.”

			And though they cried a third time I would not go. But morn­ing and night they cried and through long evenings.

			When will the Mus­es rest? When are they weary? And when they would not cease to call to me I went to them and I said: “The Gold­en Town is the Gold­en Town no longer. They have sold their pil­lars for brass and their tem­ples for mon­ey, they have made coins out of their gold­en doors. It is be­come a dark town full of trou­ble, there is no ease in its streets, beau­ty has left it and the old songs are gone.”

			“Go take our mes­sage,” they cried.

			And I said to the high Mus­es: “You do not un­der­stand. You have no mes­sage for the Gold­en Town, the holy city no longer.”

			“Go take our mes­sage,” they cried.

			“What is your mes­sage?” I said to the high Mus­es.

			And when I heard their mes­sage I made ex­cus­es, dread­ing to speak such things in the Gold­en Town; and again they bade me go.

			And I said: “I will not go. None will be­lieve me.”

			And still the Mus­es cry to me all night long.

			They do not un­der­stand. How should they know?

		
	
		
			The Three Tall Sons

			And at last Man raised on high the fi­nal glo­ry of his civ­i­liza­tion, the tow­er­ing ed­i­fice of the ul­ti­mate city.

			Soft­ly be­neath him in the deeps of the earth purred his ma­chin­ery ful­fill­ing all his needs, there was no more toil for man. There he sat at ease dis­cussing the Sex Prob­lem.

			And some­times painful­ly out of for­got­ten fields, there came to his out­er door, came to the fur­thest ram­part of the fi­nal glo­ry of Man, a poor old wom­an beg­ging. And al­ways they turned her away. This glo­ry of Man’s achieve­ment, this city was not for her.

			It was Na­ture that came thus beg­ging in from the fields, whom they al­ways turned away.

			And away she went again alone to her fields.

			And one day she came again, and again they sent her hence. But her three tall sons came too.

			“These shall go in,” she said. “Even these my sons to your city.”

			And the three tall sons went in.

			And these are Na­ture’s sons, the for­lorn one’s ter­ri­ble chil­dren, War, Famine and Plague.

			Yea and they went in there and found Man un­awares in his city still por­ing over his Prob­lems, ob­sessed with his civ­i­liza­tion, and nev­er hear­ing their tread as those three came up be­hind.

		
	
		
			Compromise

			They built their gor­geous home, their city of glo­ry, above the lair of the earth­quake. They built it of mar­ble and gold in the shin­ing youth of the world. There they feast­ed and fought and called their city im­mor­tal, and danced and sang songs to the gods. None heed­ed the earth­quake in all those joy­ous streets. And down in the deeps of the earth, on the black feet of the abyss, they that would con­quer Man mum­bled long in the dark­ness, mum­bled and goad­ed the earth­quake to try his strength with that city, to go forth blithe­ly at night and to gnaw its pil­lars like bones. And down in those grimy deeps the earth­quake an­swered them, and would not do their plea­sure and would not stir from thence, for who knew who they were who danced all day where he rum­bled, and what if the lords of that city that had no fear of his anger were hap­ly even the gods!

			And the cen­turies plod­ded by, on and on round the world, and one day they that had danced, they that had sung in that city, re­mem­bered the lair of the earth­quake in the deeps down un­der their feet, and made plans one with an­oth­er and sought to avert the dan­ger, sought to ap­pease the earth­quake and turn his anger away.

			They sent down singing girls, and priests with oats and wine, they sent down gar­lands and pro­pi­tious berries, down by dark steps to the black depths of the earth, they sent pea­cocks new­ly slain, and boys with burn­ing spices, and their thin white sa­cred cats with col­lars of pearls all new­ly drawn from sea, they sent huge di­a­monds down in cof­fers of teak, and oint­ment and strange ori­en­tal dyes, ar­rows and ar­mor and the rings of their queen.

			“Oho,” said the earth­quake in the coolth of the earth, “so they are not the gods.”

		
	
		
			What We Have Come To

			When the ad­ver­tis­er saw the cathe­dral spires over the downs in the dis­tance, he looked at them and wept.

			“If on­ly,” he said, “this were an ad­ver­tise­ment of Beefo, so nice, so nu­tri­tious, try it in your soup, ladies like it.”

		
	
		
			The Tomb of Pan

			“See­ing,” they said, “that old-time Pan is dead, let us now make a tomb for him and a mon­u­ment, that the dread­ful wor­ship of long ago may be re­mem­bered and avoid­ed by all.”

			So said the peo­ple of the en­light­ened lands. And they built a white and mighty tomb of mar­ble. Slow­ly it rose un­der the hands of the builders and longer ev­ery evening af­ter sun­set it gleamed with rays of the de­part­ed sun.

			And many mourned for Pan while the builders built; many re­viled him. Some called the builders to cease and to weep for Pan and oth­ers called them to leave no memo­ri­al at all of so in­fa­mous a god. But the builders built on steadi­ly.

			And one day all was fin­ished, and the tomb stood there like a steep sea-cliff. And Pan was carved there­on with hum­bled head and the feet of an­gels pressed up­on his neck. And when the tomb was fin­ished the sun had al­ready set, but the af­ter­glow was rosy on the huge bulk of Pan.

			And present­ly all the en­light­ened peo­ple came, and saw the tomb and re­mem­bered Pan who was dead, and all de­plored him and his wicked age. But a few wept apart be­cause of the death of Pan.

			But at evening as he stole out of the for­est, and slipped like a shad­ow soft­ly along the hills, Pan saw the tomb and laughed.

		
	
		
			The Poet Speaks with Earth2

			Re­turn­ing late one night from roam­ing amongst the stars I came on Moth­er Earth sit­ting all dark in Space, mur­mur­ing tales of her chil­dren.

			“Dreams and bat­tles,” she said. “Dreams and bat­tles.” I heard her say noth­ing more.

			I said to her: “O Moth­er, your sons have done mar­vel­lous things.” I told her of all our ma­chin­ery, pol­i­tics, sci­ence; the fa­mous in­ven­tions of Man.

			Of all these things she had re­mem­bered noth­ing.

			“But Steam!” I said. “And Elec­tric­i­ty.”

			No, she re­mem­bered noth­ing, but mut­tered of po­ets and he­roes. Not even men­tion of our Par­lia­ment moved her.

			“Dreams and bat­tles,” she said. “Dreams and bat­tles,” and fell to mut­ter­ing po­ems and croon­ing of an­cient wars.

			Moth­er, Moth­er, you shall re­mem­ber us.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. This sto­ry was not in­clud­ed in the orig­i­nal British edi­tion. —S.E. Ed­i­tor

			2. This sto­ry was not in­clud­ed in the orig­i­nal Amer­i­can edi­tion. —S.E. Ed­i­tor
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