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When the | ast days were upon ne, and the ugly trifles of existence began to
drive nme to madness |i ke the small drops of water that torturers let fal

ceasel essly upon one spot of their victinms body, | loved the irradiate refuge of
sleep. In my dreans | found a little of the beauty | had vainly sought in |ife,
and wandered through ol d gardens and enchanted woods.

Once when the wind was soft and scented | heard the south calling, and sailed
endl essly and | anguorously under strange stars.

Once when the gentle rain fell | glided in a barge down a sunl ess stream under
the earth till | reached another world of purple twilight, iridescent arbours,
and undyi ng roses.

And once | wal ked through a golden valley that led to shadowy groves and ruins,
and ended in a mghty wall green with antique vines, and pierced by a little
gate of bronze.

Many tinmes | wal ked through that valley, and |onger and | onger would | pause in
the spectral half-1light where the giant trees squirned and tw sted grotesquely,
and the grey ground stretched danply fromtrunk to trunk, sonme tinmes disclosing
t he noul d-stai ned stones of buried tenples. And alway the goal of ny fancies was
the mghty vine-grown wall with the little gate of bronze therein

After a while, as the days of waking becanme | ess and | ess bearable fromtheir
greyness and saneness, | would often drift in opiate peace through the valley
and the shadowy groves, and wonder how | m ght seize themfor ny eterna

dwel | i ng-pl ace, so that | need no nmore craw back to a dull world stript of

i nterest and new colours. And as | | ooked upon the little gate in the mghty
wal |, | felt that beyond it lay a dreamcountry from which, once it was entered,
there woul d be no return.

So each night in sleep | strove to find the hidden latch of the gate in the
ivied antique wall, though it was exceedingly well hidden. And | would tel
nmysel f that the real m beyond the wall was not nore lasting nerely, but nore

| ovely and radi ant as well.

Then one night in the dreamcity of Zakarion |I found a yell owed papyrus filled
with the thoughts of dream sages who dwelt of old in that city, and who were too
wi se ever to be born in the waking world. Therein were witten many things
concerning the world of dream and anmong them was |ore of a golden valley and a
sacred grove with tenples, and a high wall pierced by a little bronze gate. When
| sawthis lore, | knewthat it touched on the scenes | had haunted, and
therefore read long in the yell owed papyrus.

Sonme of the dream sages wrote gorgeously of the wonders beyond the irrepassable
gate, but others told of horror and di sappointnment. | knew not which to believe,
yet longed nore and nore to cross for ever into the unknown | and; for doubt and
secrecy are the lure of lures, and no new horror can be nore terrible than the
daily torture of the commonpl ace. So when | |earned of the drug which woul d

unl ock the gate and drive nme through, | resolved to take it when next | awaked.
Last night | swallowed the drug and floated dreanmly into the golden valley and
the shadowy groves; and when | cane this tine to the antique wall, | saw that
the small gate of bronze was ajar. From beyond canme a glow that weirdly lit the
giant twisted trees and the tops of the buried tenples, and | drifted on
songful ly, expectant of the glories of the I and from whence | shoul d never
return.

But as the gate swung wi der and the sorcery of the drug and the dream pushed ne
through, | knew that all sights and glories were at an end; for in that new
real m was neither |and nor sea, but only the white void of unpeopled and
illimtable space. So, happier than | had ever dared hope to be, | dissolved



again into that native infinity of crystal oblivion fromwhich the daenon Life
had called ne for one brief and desol ate hour.
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