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I do not lmow if it ever existedw

That lost world fleating dimly on Time's streome
And yet I see it eften, vioclet-misted,

And shimmering at the back of seme vegue dreanm,
Thers were strange towers and curious lapping rivers,
labyrinths ef wonder, and low veults of light,

And bough=orossed skies of flsme, like thet which quivers
Wistfully, just before a winter's night,

Great moors led eff to sedgy shores unpeopled,
Where vast birds wheeled, while en a windswept hill
There was & village, ancient and white-steepled,
With evening chimes for which I listen still,

I do not imow what land it iseor dare

Ask when or why I was, or will be, there,
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INTO THE GRANITE CITY OF TELOTH wandered the youth, vine-crowned, his yellow hair
glistening with myrrh and his purple robe torn with briers of the mountain Sidrak that
lies across the antique bridge of stone., The men of Teloth are dark and stern, and
dwell in squers houses, and with frowns they asked the stranger whence he had ocome and
what were his name and fortune. So the youth answered:

"I am Iranon, and comes from Aira, a far city that I recall only dimly but seek to
find agein, I am a singer of songs that I learned in the far c¢ity, and my calling is
to make beauty with the things remerbered of childhood, My wealth is in little memor-
ies and dreems, and in hopes that I sing in gardens when the moon is tender mnd the
west-wind stirs the lotus-buds."

Then the men of Teloth heard these things they whispered to one another; for thoug
in the granite city their is no leughter or song, the stern men sometimes look to the
Karthien hills in the spring and think of the lutes of distant Oonai whereof travellers
have told, And thinking thus, they bade the stranger stay and sing in the square before
the Tower of Mlin, though they liked not the colour of his tattered robe, nor the myrrh
in his hair, nor his chaplet of vine-leaves, nor the youth in his golden voioce, At eve-
ning Iranon sang, and while he sang en old men prayed and a blind man said he saw a nim
bus over the singer's head, But most of tho men of Teloth yawned, and some laughed, end
some went awoay to sleep; for Iranon told nothing useful, singing only his memories,
his dreams, his hopes.
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"I remember the twilight, the moon, and soft songs, and the window where I was
rocked to sleop. And through the window was the stroot whore the goldon lights cams,
and whero tho shadows danced on housos of marble, I remomber the squarc of moonlight
on the floor, that wos not like any other light, and the visions that danocod in the
moonbeams whon my mothor sang to mo, And too I remembor the sun of morning bright a=
bove the many-colourcd hills in summor, and tho swootness of flowers borme on tho pouth
wind that made tho troos singe.

"0 Aira, oity ef marblo and beryl, how many aro thy boautiesl How I lovod tho warn
and fragrant groves acress the hynline Nithra, and tho folls of tho tiny Kra that flow-
od through the vordant valley] In those grovos and in that vale tho childron wove wroas
ths for ono anothor, and at dusk I droamod strango dreams undor tho Yath-troos on tho
mountain as I saw bolow mo tho xights of tho eity, and tho ourving Nithra roflooting a
ribbon of stars.

"And in the oity woro palaces of voinod and tintod morble, with goldon domes and
paintod walls, and groon gardons with osruloan psols and orystal fountains, Ofton I
Playod in the gardons and wadod in tho pools, and lay and droamed among tho palo flow-
ora undor the treos, And sometimos at sunsot I would climb the long hilly stroot to
tho oltadol end the opon pleoco, and look down upon iira, tho magic city of marble and
boryl, splondid in n robo of goldon flamo.

"Long havo I missod theo, iirn, for I was but yeung whon wo wont into oxilos bub
my fathor was thy King and I shall como again to thoo, for it is so doorood of Fato,
All through soven lands have I souzht thoo, and someday I shall roign ovor thy groves
ond gardons, thy stroots and palanoos, and sing to mon who shall know whoroof I sing,
and laugh not nor turn awny, For 1 am Iranon, who was o Princo in Aira,"”

That night tho men of Toloth lodgod tho strongor in a stablo, and in tho meorning
oan archon eamo to him and teld him to go to tho shop of Athok tho oobblor, and bo op-
pronticod to him,

"Bit I am Iranon, o singor of sengs,” ha said, "and hove no hoart for tho oobbler!
trodo,"

"All in Toloth must toil," rapliod tho archen, "for that is tho law," Thon said
Iranont "Whoroforo do yo toily is it not that yo moy livo and bo happy? find if yo toil
only thot yo may toil moro, whon sholl happinoss find you? Yo teil to 1live, but is not
lifo mnde of boauty and song? And if yo suffor ne singors among you, whoro shall bo tho
fruits af your toil? Toil without song is like o woary journoy without an ond, Woro not
doath moro ploasing?" But tho archon wos sullen and did not undorstand, and robukod tho
straongor.

"Thou art a strango youth, and I liko not thy faes or thy voioco. Tho werds thou
spoakogt aro blasphomy, for tho gods of Toleth hove said that toil is goeds Our gods
havo promisod us o havon of light boyond death, whoro thoro shall bo rost without end,

and orystal ooldnoss amidst which nono shall vox his mind with thought or his cyos
with boauty. Go thou thon to fithok tho oobblor or bo gono out of tho oity by sunsot,
All horo must sorvo, ond somg is folly,"

So Iranon wont out of tho stoblo and wnlkod over tho narrow stemo strocts botwoon
tho gloomy squarc housos of gronito, socking somothing groon, for all was of stono. On
tho facos of mon wore frowns, but by tho stono ombanlmont along tho sluggish rivor Zure
sot o young boy with sad oyos gazing into tho wators to spy groon budding branchos wosh
od down from tho hills by tho froshots, And tho boy said to him:
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"Art thou net indeed ho of whom tho archons toll, whe soockost o far olty in o
fair lond? I am Ramnod, and born of tho bleod 8f Toloth, but am net old 'in tho wnys
of tho granite oity, and yoorn daily for thw worm groves and tho distant lands of
boauty and song. Boyond tho Earthian hills lioth Oonai, tho esity of lutos and d~noing,
vwhich mon whispor of and say is both levoly and torriblo, Thithor would I go wore I
old onoughold oncugh to find tho way, and thithor shouldst thou go and thou wouldst
sing and havo mon liston to thoo, Lot us loavo tho oity of Toloth and faro togothor
among the hills of spring, Thou shalt show mo tho woys of travel ond I will attond thy
soxgs at ovoning whoh tho stars ono by eno bring droams to tho minds of droamors. And
paradventuro it may bo that Oonal tho oity of lutoa and dancing 18 ovon the falr Alra
thou sookest, for it is told that theu hast not lmown Alrn sineo old days, and a namo
ofton ohangoth, 1ot Ws go to Oonni, O Iranon of tho golden hoad, whoro mon shn.ll know
our longings and wolcome us as brothors, ner ovor laugh or frown ot what wo say.” And
Iranon angworod:

"Bo it so, small enoy if any in this stono place yoarn fer boauty ho must sook
tho mountains and boyend, and I would not loavo thoo to pino by tho sluggish Zure.But
think not that dolight and undorstanding dwoll just aoross tho Eorthian hills, or in
ony spet thou canst find in d doy's, or s yoar's, ar a lustrum’s journoye Bohold, whon
I was small liko thoo I dwolt in tho wvalloy -of Narthos by tho frigid Xari, whoro mono
would liston to my dromnn and I told mysolf that whon oldor I would go te Sinora on
tho southorn slepo, and sing to smiling dromodary-mon in tho maikot plmoo, But when I
wont to Sinara I found the dromodory-mon all drunlon and ribald, and saw that tholr
songs wore not as mino, so I travelled in a barge down the Xori to onxy-wnlled Jaren,
And tho soldiors at Jaren laughed at me and drave me out, so that I wanderod to many
other oitles, I have seon Stetholos that is bolow tho gront eataract, end have gazed
on tho marsh whore Sarnath ence stood, I have boon to Thraa, Ilarnok, and Kadatheron,
on the winding river Ai,ohd have dwolt long in Olatho¥ 4n the land of Lomnr, But though
I have had listenors semotimes, thoy havo over boen fow, and I know that woloome shall
wait me only in Alra, the oity ef marble and boryl whore my fathor ence ruloed as King,
So for Airs shall wo seok, though it woro well to visit distant and lute-blessed Oenai
corose the Karkhion hills, which moy indoed bo fira, though I think note Alra's boauty
is post imngining, ond nono oan toll of it without wapture, whilst of Oonal the oomel-
drivers whispor looringly."”

s At the sunsot Irenon ond smnll Rommod went forth from Teloth, and for leng woador-
ed amidst tho groon hills and eool farests. Tho way was rough and ocbsours, and nover
did they seom noarer te Osnai, tho city of lutos and danoingy but in the dusk os tho
stars oame out Iranon would sing of Aira and 1ts beautios and Rarmed would liston, so
that thoy were both happy, after a fashion, Thoy nto plentifully of frult and red boere
rios, ond morkod not tho possing of timo, but many yoors muat hove slippod awny, Small
Rommoed wos now not se amll, and spoko dooply instoad of shrilly, though Iidnnon was al-
woys the samo, and dookdd his goldon hair with vines and frogront rosins fourd in the
woods, So it oomo to poss eno day thet Rarmoed soomod older than Iranon, though ho had
baon very small whon Ircnon had found him watching for greon budding branches in Tole
oth beaide tho sluggish stono~bankod Zuro,

Thon ono night whon tho moon wos full tho travellers ocame ¢to o mountaln orost and
lookod down upon tho Hyriad lights of Oonai, Poasants had told thom thoy woro poar,and
Ironon know that this woa not his nativo oity of Aira, Tho lights of Oenoi woro not
liko those of Airap for thoy woro harsh and glaring, whilo tho lights of Airo shino as
softly and moglonlly os shono tho moonlight on tho floor by tho window whoro Iranon's
mothor oncoe rocked him to sloop with song, But Oonal wns .o olty of lutes and doncing,
80 Iranon and Ramnod wont down tho stoop alopo thot thoy might find mon to whem suuzs
and droams would bring ploasuro, And whon thoy woro oomo into tho town thoy founi rogow
wroathod revellors bound from houso to houso ond loaning from windows and baloonlos,
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who 1istonod to tho songs of Irancn and tesged him flowers end applauded him whon ho
wos dono, Thon for & moment did Iranen boliove thot he had found those who thought emd
folt evon os ho, though tho town was not o hundroth so fair as Alra,

When down oomo, Iranon lookod ebout with dismay, for tho domos of Oonal woro not
golden in the sun, but groy ond dismal, ind tho mon of Oonai wore pale with rovolling,
ond dull with wino, and unliko tho rodiant mon of Airn, But beosuso the poople had
thrown him blossoms and acolaimod his songs Iranon stoyod on, nnd with him Rammoed, whe
likod tho rovolry of tho town and woro in his dark hair rosos ond myrtlo, Ofton ot
night Ironon sang to tho rovollors, but he wns clwoys as boforc, orownod only Wwith tho
vino of tho mountnins and romomboring the marblo stroots of Adira ond tho hyalino Nithr:
In tho frosecod halls of tho Monaroh did ho sing, upon a arystal dias raised ovor o
floor that wns a mirror, and as ho sang, ho brought pictures to his hoarora t1il1l the
floor soomod to rofloot old, boautiful, and half=romomboroed things instoad of tho wino.
roddonod fonsters who poltod him with romsos, And tho king bade him put awny his tattor-
od purplo, and olothod hifm in satin and cloth~of-gold, with ringa of groon jado and
brocolots of tinted ivery, and lodgod him in a gildod and tapostriod chembor on o bod
of swoot oarvon wood with oanoples and oovorlots of flowor-ombroldorsd eilk, Thus
dwolt Iranon in Oenal, tho oity of lutos and daneing,

It 18 not known how long Iranon tarried in Oonal, but ono day the King brought to
the palaco somp wild whirling danoors frem tho Liranion desort, and dusky fluto-ploye
ors frop Drinon in tho East, and aftor thot tho rovollors throw thoir roses not so much
ot Iranon as ot tho dancors and fluto-players, And day by day that Ramnod who had boon
o small boy in granito Toloth grow ecoarsor end reddor with wine, +ill ho drommd loss
and loss, and listonod with less dolight to tho songs of Iranon, But théugh Iranon wos
sod ho oonsod not to sing, and at ovoning told ogain his droams of 4ira, the oity of
marblo and boryle -Thon ono night tho roddenod and fottonod Rammod snortod heavily em-
ong tho poppiod silks of his banquot—wcouoh and diod writhing, whilst Iranon, palo and
alondor, sang to himsolf in o for oornor, And whan Iranon hod wopt over the gravo of
Rammod, and strown it with groon budding bronahos, such as Ramnod usod to love, kg put
asido his silks and gauds and wont forgotton out of Oocnad tho: gity of lutos and danoing
olad only in tho raggod purplo in whioh ho had oomo, and garlandod with frosh vinos frm
tho mountains,

Into tho sunsot wondorod Iranon, sooking still for his nadivo land and for mon who
would undorstand and chorish his songs and drooms, In all tho oities of Cydathria and
in tho lands boyond tho Bnazio dosert gmy-faood ohildron laughod at his oldon songs and
tattored robo of purplog but Irnnon stoyod ovor young, and wore wroaths upon his goldon
hoad whilst ho sang of idra, dolight of tho past and hepe for tho futura,

So ho oom onmo night to tho squalid eot of an ontiquo shophord, bent and dirty,whe
kopt flooks upon a stony slopo, aboos o quioksand marsh, Te this man Iranon spoko, as
ta soc many othorss

"Const thou toll mo whoro I may f£ind Aira, the oity of morbla and boryl, whoro flow
tha hyaline Nithra and whoro tho falls of tho tiny EZra sing to vordant valloys and hill
frostod with yath troost" And the shophord, hoaring, looked long ond strangely ot Iran.
on, as if toonlling somothing vory for awny in timo, and notoed ocach lino of tho stran-
gor's fooo, and his goldon hair, and his arown of vino-loavos, But ho waa old, and shoo
his-hoad, and ropliods

"0 strengor, I have indood hoard tho namo of Aira, and tho othor namos thou hast
spokon, but thoy oomo to ms from ofnr down tho wasto of long yoars, I heard thon in
my youth from tho lips of a playmnte, o boggar's boy givon to strango droams, who wo ulé
woavo long talos about tho moon and tho flowors ond tho wost wind, Vo used to lough at



20 MIRAGE

him, for we lmow him frem his birth though ho thought himsolf a King's son, Ho was como
ly, ovon as thou, but full of folly and strangonosss and ho ran awny whon small to finr
thoso who would 1iston gladly to his songs and droams, How ofton hath ho sung to mo of
lands thot novor woro, ond things that con nover bol Of Airn did ho spook muchy of Air
ond tho rivor Nithra, and tho folls of tho tiny Kra, Thoro would ho over say ho onco
dwolt as prineco, though horo wa know him from his birth, Nor was thore ovor a marbje
olty of Airn, or thoso who could dolight in strango songs, savo in tho droams of mino
old playmato Iranon who is gono,"

And in the twillght, as tho stars oamo out ono by ono and tho moen cast en the
morsh o radianso 1ike that which a child soos gquivoring on tho floor as Ae is rockod
to sloop at ovoning,.thoro wnlked into tho lothal quioksands o vory old man in tattor=
od purplo, orownod with withorod vinoeloavos and gnzing ahoad as if upon tho goldon
domos of a fair oity whoro droams oro undorstoed, Thdt night somothing of youth and
boauty died in tho oldor world,

see oH.Pe Lovooraft



