Celephais
By H. P. LOVECRAFT

In a dream Kuranes saw the city in the valley, and the sea-
coast beyond, and the snowy peak over.ooking the sea, and the
gaily painted galieys that sail out of the harbour toward distant
regions where the sea mcets the sky. In a dream it was also
that he came by his name of Kuranes, for when awake he was called
by another name. Perhaps it was natural for him to dream a new
name; for he was the last of his family, and a'one among the indilfer-
ent millions of London, so there were not many to speak to him and
to remind him who he had heen. His money and lands were gove,
and he did not care for the ways of the pecpie about him, but
preferred to dream and write of his dreams.  What he wrote was
laughed at by those to whom he showed it, so that after a time
he kept his writings to himself, and finally c:zased to write. The
more he withdrew from the worid about him, the more wonderful
became his dreams; and it would have been quite futile to trv to cles-
cribe them on paper. Kuranes was not modern, and did not think
like other who wrote. Whilst they strove to strip from life its
embroidered robes of myth and to show in naked ugliness the
foul thing that is reality, Kuranes sought for beauty alone
When truth and experience failed to rcveal it, he sought it in fancy
and illusion, an fcund it on his very docrstep, amid the nebulous
memories of childhcod tales and dreams.

There are not many persons who know what wonders are open-
ed to them in the stories and visicns ol their youth; for when as
children we listen and dream, we think but half-formed thoughts,
and when as men we try to rcinember, we are dulled anl prosaic with
the poison of life. But some of us awake in the night with strange
phantasms of enchanted hills and gardens, of fountains that sing
in the sun, of golden cliffs overhanging murmuring seas, of plains
that stretch down to sleeping cities of bronze and stone, and of
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-+ + And then the lumirous vapours spread apart to reveal a greater
brightness, the brightaess of the city Celephais . . .




CELFPHAIS

shadowy <ompanies of heroes that ride caparison white horses
along the edges of thick forests; and then we know that we have
looked back through the ivory gates into that worli of wender
which was ours before we were wise and unhappy.

Kuranes came very suddenly upon his old world of childhood.
He had been dreaming of the house where he had been born; the
great stone house covered with ivy, where thirteen generations of
his ancestors had lived, and where he had hoped to die. 1t was
moonlight, and he had stolen out into the fragrant summer night,
through the gardens, down the terraces, past the great oaks of
the park, and along the long white road to the village. Tle
village seemed very old, eaten away at :t.e edge like the moon
which had commenced to wane, and Kuranes wondered whether
the peaked rocfs of the small houses hid sleep or deach. In the
streets were spears of long grass, and the window-panes cn either
side broken or filmily staring. Kuranes had not lingered, but had
plodded on as though summoned toward some goal. He dared not
disobey the summons for fear it nright prove an illusion like the
urges and aspirations of waking life, which do not lead to any
goal. Then he had been drawn down a lane that led cff from
tre village street toward the channel cliffs, and had come to the
end of things—to the precipice and the abyss where all the vill-
age and all the world fell abruptly into the unechoing emptiness
of infinity, and where even the sky ahead was empty and unlit
by the crumbling moon and the peering stars. Faith had urged
him on, over the precipice and into the gulf, where he had floated
down, down, down; past dark, shapeless, undreamed dreams, faint-
ly glowing spheres that may have been partly dreamed drzams,
and laughing winged things that seemed to mock the dreamers of
all the worlds. Then a rift seemed to open in the darkness be-
fore him, and he saw the city of the valley, glistening radiantly
far, far below, with a background of sea and sky, and a snow-
capped mountain near the shore.

Knranes had awaked the very moment he beheld the city,
yet he knew from his brief glance that it was none other than
Celephais, in the Valley of Ooth-Nargai beyond. the Tanarian
Hills, where his spirit had dwelt all the etenity of an hour one
summer afternoon very long ago, when he had slipt away from
his nurse and let the warm sea-breceze lull him to sleep as he
watched the clouds from thz cliff near the village. He had
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protestcd then, when they had found him, waked him, and car-
ried him home, for just as he was arroused he had been about to
cai. in a golden gulle for those alluring regions where the sea
meets the sky. And now he was equall‘ resentful of awaking;
for he had found his fabulous city after forty wea ry years.
But three nights afterward 1\ur°nes came again to Celephais.
As before, ke dreamed first of the village that was asleep or dead,
and of the abyss down which cne must float silently; then the rift
appeared again, and he beheld the glittering mincrets of the city,
and saw the graceful galleys riding at anchor in the blug harbour,
and watiched the ginzko trees ot Mount Aran swaying in the sea-
breeze. But this time he was not snatcned away, and like a
winged being settied gradually over a grassy hilisice tiil finally
his fef’t rested gent!ly on the tur{. }le had indeed co me back to
the valley of Oath-Nargai and the splendid city of Celephais.
Down the hill amid scented grasses and brilliant flowers
waiked Kuranes, over the bubling Naraxa on the small wooden
bridge where he had carved his name so many years ago, and
through the whispering grove to the great stone bridge by the
city gate. All was as of ¢ld, nor werc thie marble walis dnscoloured,
nor the polished bronze statues upon them tarnished. And
Kuran=s saw that he need not tremble less the things he knew be
vanished; for even the sentries on the ramparts were the same,
ani still as young as he remembered them. When he entered
the city, past the bronze gates and over the onyx pavements, the
merchants and camel-drivers greeted him as if he had never been
away; and it was the same at the turquoise temple of Nath-Hor-
thath, where the orchid wreathed prizsts told him that there is
n> time in Ooth-Nrgai, but only perpziual youth., Then Ku-
ranes walked through t he Street of Piilars to thz seaward wall,
where gathered the traders and sailors, and tlangL men {rom the
regions where the sea meets the sky. ‘There he stay ed leng, gaz-
ing out over the bright harbour waere tm, rippies spar\lud be-
neath an unknown sun, and where rode lerhtly the galleys from
far places over the water. And he Jaze_i also upcn Mount Aran
rising rpa]ly [rom the shore, its lower slopes green with swaying
rees and its wirite summit touch.ng the sky.
More than ever Kuranes wished to sail in a galley to the far
places of which he had heard so many strange tales, and he
sought again the captain who had agreed to carry him so long
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ago. Fe found the man, Athib, sitting on the same chest of spice
ke had sat upcn before, and Athib seemed not to realise that any
time had passed. Then the two rowed to a galley in the harbour,
and giving orders to the oarmen, commenced to sail out into the
‘billowy Cerenarian Sza that leads to the sky. For several days
they glided undulatingly over the water, till finally they came to
the horizon, where :he sea meets the sky. Here the gailey paused
not at all, but floated easily in the blue of the sky among fleecy
clouds tinted with rose. And far beneath the keel Kuranes could
see strange lands and rivers and cities of surpassing beauty,
spread indolently in the sunshine which seemed never to lessen
or disappear. At length Athib told him that their journey was
near its end, and that they would soon enter the harbour of Ser-
annian, the pink marble city of the clouds, which is built on that
ethereal coast where the west wind flows into the sky; but as
the highest of the city's carven towers came into sight there was
a sound somewhere in space, and Kuranes awaked in his I.ondon
garret.

For many months after that Kuranes sought the marvelious
city of Celephais and its sky-bound galleys in vain; and though
his dreams carried Fim to many gorgeous and unheard-of places,
no one whom he met could tell him how to find Ooth-Nargai be-
yond the Tanarian Hills. One night he went flying over dark
mountains where there were faint, lone campfires at great distances
apart, and strange, shaggy herds with tinkling bells on the lead-
ers, and in the wildest part of this hilly country, so remote trat
few men could ever have seen it, he found a hideously ancient
wall or causeway of stone zigzagging along the ridges and valleys;
too gigantic ever to have risen by human hands, and of such a
length that neither end of it could be seen. Beyond that wall in
the gray dawn he came to a land of quaint gardens and cherry
trees, and when the sun rose he beheld such beauty of red and
white flowers, green foli-ge and lawns, white paths, diamond
brooks, blue lakelets, carven bridges, and red-roofed pagodas,
that he for a moment forgot Celephais in sheer delight. But he
remembered it again when he walked down a white path toward
a red-roofed pagoda, and would have questioned the people of
this land about it, had he not found that there were no people
there, but only birds and bees and butterflies. On anothcr night
Kuranes -walked up a damp stene spiral stairway endlzssly, and
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came to a tower window overlooking a mighty plain and river lit
by the full moon; and in the silent citv that spread away {rom
the river bank he thought he beheld some feature‘or arrangement
which he had knoewn before He would have descended and ask-
ed the way to Ooth - Nargai had not a fearsome aurora sputtered
up from some remote place beyond the horizon, showing the ruin
and entiquity of the city, and the staonation of the reedy river,
and the death laying upon that land, as it had lain since King
Kynaratholis came home from his conquests to find the vengcance
of the gods.

So Kuranes sought fruitlessly for the marvellous city of Ccl-
ephais and its galleys that sail to Serannian in the sky, mean-
while seeing many wonders and once barely escaping from the
high-priest not to be described, which wears a yellow silken mask
over its face and dwells all alcne in a prehictoric stone mcnastery
in the cold desert plateau of Leng. In time he grew so impatient
of the bleak intervals of day that he began buying drugs in order
to increase his periods of sleep Hasheesh help\.d a great deal,
and once sent him to a part of space where form does not exist,
but where glowing gases study the secrets of existence. And a
violet-coloured gas told him that this part of space was outside
what he had called infinity. The gas had not heard of planets
and organisms before, but identified Kuranes merely as one from
the infinity where matter, energy, and gravitation exist. Ku-
ranes was now very anxious to return Lo minaret-studded Cel-
ephais, and increased his doses cf drugs; but eventually he had
ne more money left, and could buy no drugs. Then one summer
day he was turned out of his garret, and wandered aimlessly
through the streets, drifting over a bridge to a place where the
houses grew thinner and thinner. And it was there that fulfil-
ment came, and he met the cortege of knights come from Cele-
phais to bear him thither for ever.

Handsome knights they were, astride roan horses and clad in
shining armour with tabards of cloth-of-goid curiously emblazon-
¢d.  So numerous were they, that Kuranes almost mistook tnem
for an army, but they were sent in his honour; since it was he wh)
had created Ooih - Nargai in kis dreams, on which account he
was now to be appointed its chief god for evermcre. Then they
gave Kuranes a horse and placed him at the head of the caval-
cale, and all rode majestically through the downs of Surrey and
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onward toward Lhe region where Kuranes and his anccstors were
born. [t was very strange, but as the riders went on they seem-
cd to gallop back through Time; for whenever thev passed
through a village in the twilight they saw cnly such houses and
villagers as Chaucer or men before him might have seen, and
sometimes they saw knights ¢n horscback with small companies
of retainers.  When it prew dark they travelled mere swiftly, till
soon they were flying uncannily as if in the air. In the dim dawn
they came upon the village which Kuranes had seen alive in his
childhocd, and asleep or dead in his dreams. It was alive now,
and early villagers courtesied as the hérsemen clattered down the
street and turned off into the fane that ends in the abyss of dreams.
Kuranes had previously entered that abwss cnily at night, and
wondered what it would leok like by cay; <o he watched anxiously
as the column apprcached its brink .Just as they galloped up the
rising ground to the precipice a golden giare came somewhere out
out of the west and hid all the landscepe in effulgent draperies.
The abyss was a scething chacs of roseate and cerulean splendour,
and invisable voices sang exultantly as the knightly entourage
plunged over the edge and floated gracefully down past glittering
clouds and silvery coruscations. Endlessly down the horsemen
floated, their chargers pawing the acther as if galloping over gold-
en sands; and then the luminous vapcurs spreacd apart to reveal a
greater brightness, the brightness of the city Celephais, and the
sea ccast beyond, and the snowy peak overlooking the sea, and
the gaily painted ga'leys that sail out of the harbour toward dis-
tant regions where the sea n-ezts the sky.

And Kuranes reigned thereafter over Coth-Nargai and all
the neighbeuring regicns of dieam, and held his court alternately
in Celephais and in the cloud fachicned Serannian. He reigns
there still, and will reign happily for ever, though belew the cliffs
at Innsmouth the channel tides played mockingly with the body
of a tramp who had stumbled through 1he haif-deserted village at
cdawn; played mockingly, and cast it upon the rocks by ivy-cover-
ed Trevor Towers, where a notatly fat and especially offensive
millionaire brewer enjoys the purchased atmosphere of extinct
ncbility.

THE END



