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O the pleasures and pai ns of opium much has been witten. The ecstasies and
horrors of De Quincey and the paradis artificiels of Baudelaire are preserved
and interpreted with an art which nmakes themimortal, and the world knows wel
the beauty, the terror and the nystery of those obscure realns into which the

i nspired dreaner is transported. But nuch as has been told, no man has yet dared
intimate the nature of the phantasns thus unfolded to the mind, or hint at the
direction of the unheard-of roads al ong whose ornate and exotic course the
partaker of the drug is so irresistibly borne. De Quincey was drawn back into
Asia, that teem ng | and of nebul ous shadows whose hi deous antiquity is so

i mpressive that "the vast age of the race and nane overpowers the sense of youth
in the individual," but farther than that he dared not go. Those who have gone
farther seldomreturned, and even when they have, they have been either silent
or quite mad. | took opium but once -- in the year of the plague, when doctors
sought to deaden the agonies they could not cure. There was an overdose -- ny
physi ci an was worn out with horror and exertion -- and | travelled very far
indeed. In the end | returned and |ived, but my nights are filled with strange
menories, nor have | ever permitted a doctor to give ne opi um again.

The pain and pounding in nmy head had been quite unendurabl e when the drug was
adm nistered, OF the future | had no heed; to escape, whether by cure,

unconsci ousness, or death, was all that concerned nme. | was partly delirious, so
that it is hard to place the exact noment of transition, but I think the effect
must have begun shortly before the pounding ceased to be painful. As | have
said, there was an overdose; so ny reactions were probably far fromnornmal. The
sensation of falling, curiously dissociated fromthe idea of gravity or
direction, was paranmount; though there was subsidiary inpression of unseen
throngs in incal cul able profusion, throngs of infinitely di-verse nature, but
all nore or less related to ne. Sonetinmes it seened | ess as though | were
falling, than as though the universe or the ages were falling past ne. Suddenly
my pain ceased, and | began to associate the pounding with an external rather
than internal force. The falling had ceased al so, giving place to a sensation of
uneasy, tenporary rest; and when | listened closely, | fancied the poundi ng was
that of the vast, inscrutable sea as its sinister, colossal breakers |acerated
sonme desol ate shore after a stormof titanic nmagnitude. Then | opened ny eyes.
For a moment ny surroundi ngs seened confused, |ike a projected i mage hopel essly
out of focus, but gradually | realised ny solitary presence in a strange and
beauti ful roomlighted by many w ndows. O the exact nature of the apartnent |
could formno idea, for ny thoughts were still far fromsettled, but | noticed
van-col oured rugs and draperies, elaborately fashioned tables, chairs, ottonans,
and divans, and delicate vases and ornanments which conveyed a suggestion of the
exotic without being actually alien. These things | noticed, yet they were not

| ong uppernost in my nmind. Slowy but inexorably crawling upon nmy consci ousness
and rising above every other inpression, cane a dizzying fear of the unknown; a
fear all the greater because | could not analyse it, and seeming to concern a
stealthily approachi ng nenace; not death, but some nanel ess, unheard-of thing

i nexpressi bly nore ghastly and abhorrent.

Presently | realised that the direct synmbol and excitant of my fear was the

hi deous poundi ng whose i ncessant reverberations throbbed naddeni ngly agai nst mny
exhausted brain. It seemed to cone froma point outside and below the edifice in
which | stood, and to associate itself with the nost terrifying mental inmages. |
felt that sone horrible scene or object |urked beyond the sil k-hung walls, and



shrank from gl ancing through the arched, |l atticed wi ndows that opened so
bewi | deri ngly on every hand. Perceiving shutters attached to these w ndows, |
closed themall, averting my eyes fromthe exterior as | did so. Then, enploying
a flint and steel which I found on one of the small tables, |I |it the many
candl es reposing about the walls in arabesque sconces. The added sense of
security brought by closed shutters and artificial |ight calnmed ny nerves to
some degree, but | could not shut out the nopnotonous pounding. Now that | was
cal mer, the sound becane as fascinating as it was fearful, and | felt a
contradictory desire to seek out its source despite nmy still powerful shrinking.
Opening a portiere at the side of the room nearest the pounding, | beheld a
small and richly draped corridor ending in a cavern door and |large oriel w ndow.
To this window | was irresistibly drawn, though ny ill-defined apprehensions
seened al nost equal ly bent on hol ding ne back. As | approached it | could see a
chaotic whirl of waters in the distance. Then, as | attained it and gl anced out
on all sides, the stupendous picture of my surroundi ngs burst upon nme with ful
and devastating force.

| beheld such a sight as | had never beheld before, and which no |iving person
can have seen save in the deliriumof fever or the inferno of opium The
bui l ding stood on a narrow point of land -- or what was now a narrow poi nt of
land -- fully three hundred feet above what nust |ately have been a seething
vortex of mad waters. On either side of the house there fell a newly washed- out
preci pice of red earth, whilst ahead of ne the hideous waves were still rolling
in frightfully, eating away the land with ghastly nonotony and deliberation. Qut
a mle or nore there rose and fell nmenacing breakers at least fifty feet in

hei ght, and on the far horizon ghoulish black clouds of grotesque contour were
resting and brooding |ike unwhol esonme vultures. The waves were dark and
purplish, alnost black, and clutched at the yielding red nud of the bank as if
wi th uncouth, greedy hands. | could not but feel that some noxious marine nind
had decl ared a war of exterm nation upon all the solid ground, perhaps abetted
by the angry sky.

Recovering at length fromthe stupor into which this unnatural spectacle had
thrown me, | realized that ny actual physical danger was acute. Even whilst |
gazed, the bank had |ost many feet, and it could not be |long before the house
woul d fall undermined into the awful pit of |ashing waves. Accordingly |
hastened to the opposite side of the edifice, and finding a door, energed at
once, locking it after me with a curious key which had hung inside. | now beheld
nore of the strange region about me, and marked a singul ar division which seened
to exist in the hostile ocean and firmanment. On each side of the jutting
promontory different conditions held sway. At ny left as | faced inland was a
gently heaving sea with great green waves rolling peacefully in under a brightly
shining sun. Sonething about that sun’s nature and position nade me shudder, but
I could not then tell, and cannot tell now, what it was. At ny right also was
the sea, but it was blue, calm and only gently undul ati ng, while the sky above
it was darker and the washed-out bank nore nearly white than reddish.

I now turned nmy attention to the I and, and found occasion for fresh surprise;
for the vegetation resenbled nothing I had ever seen or read about. It was
apparently tropical or at |east sub-tropical -- a conclusion borne out by the

i ntense heat of the air. Sometimes | thought | could trace strange anal ogi es
with the flora of ny native |and, fancying that the well-known plants and shrubs
m ght assume such forns under a radical change of climte; but the gigantic and
omi present palmtrees were plainly foreign. The house | had just left was very
small -- hardly nore than a cottage -- but its material was evidently marble,
and its architecture was weird and conposite, involving a quaint fusion of
Western and Eastern forms. At the corners were Corinthian colums, but the red
tile roof was |i ke that of a Chinese pagoda. Fromthe door inland there
stretched a path of singularly white sand, about four feet wi de, and lined on
either side with stately palns and unidentifiable flowering shrubs and pl ants.



It lay toward the side of the pronontory where the sea was blue and the bank
rather whitish. Down this path | felt inpelled to flee, as if pursued by sone
mal i gnant spirit fromthe pounding ocean. At first it was slightly uphill, then
| reached a gentle crest. Behind ne | saw the scene | had left; the entire point
with the cottage and the black water, with the green sea on one side and the

bl ue sea on the other, and a curse unnaned and unnanmabl e | owering over all.
never saw it again, and often wonder.... After this last |ook | strode ahead and
surveyed the inland panorama before ne.

The path, as | have intimated, ran along the right-hand shore as one went

i nl and. Ahead and to the left I now viewed a magni ficent valley conprising

t housands of acres, and covered with a swaying growth of tropical grass higher
than ny head. Alnpbst at the limt of vision was a col ossal palmtree which
seened to fascinate and beckon me. By this tinme wonder and’ escape fromthe

i mperilled peninsula had |argely dissipated ny fear, but as | paused and sank
fatigued to the path, idiy digging with my hands into the warm whitish-gol den
sand, a new and acute sense of danger seized nme. Sone terror in the sw shing
tall grass seened added to that of the diabolically pounding sea, and | started
up crying aloud and disjointedly, "Tiger? Tiger? Is it Tiger? Beast? Beast? Is
it a Beast that | amafraid of?" My mi nd wandered back to an ancient and
classical story of tigers which | had read; | strove to recall the author, but
had difficulty. Then in the mdst of my fear | renenbered that the tale was by
Rudyard Kipling; nor did the grotesqueness of deem ng himan anci ent author
occur to ne; | wi shed for the volunme containing this story, and had al nost
started back toward the dooned cottage to procure it when ny better sense and
the lure of the pal mprevented ne.

Whet her or not | could have resisted the backward beckoning w thout the

counter-fascination of the vast palmtree, | do not know. This attraction was
now dominant, and | left the path and craw ed on hands and knees down the
valley’s slope despite ny fear of the grass and of the serpents it m ght
contain. | resolved to fight for life and reason as |ong as possi bl e agai nst al
nmenaces of sea or land, though |I sonetinmes feared defeat as the nmaddeni ng sw sh
of the uncanny grasses joined the still audible and irritating poundi ng of the
di stant breakers. | would frequently pause and put ny hands to nmy ears for

relief, but could never quite shut out the detestable sound. It was, as it
seened to ne, only after ages that | finally dragged nyself to the beckoning
pal mtree and lay quiet beneath its protecting shade.

There now ensued a series of incidents which transported nme to the opposite
extremes of ecstasy and horror; incidents which | trenble to recall and dare not
seek to interpret. No sooner had | craw ed beneath the overhanging foliage of
the palm than there dropped fromits branches a young child of such beauty as |
never behel d before. Though ragged and dusty, this being bore the features of a
faun or dem god, and seened al nost to diffuse a radiance in the dense shadow of
the tree. It sniled and extended its hand, but before |I could arise and speak
heard in the upper air the exquisite nmelody of singing;, notes high and | ow bl ent
with a sublinme and ethereal harnoni ousness. The sun had by this tinme sunk bel ow
the horizon, and in the twilight I saw an aureole of |anbent |ight encircled the
child s head. Then in a tone of silver it addressed nme: “It is the end. They
have conme down through the gloaming fromthe stars. Now all is over, and beyond
the Arinurian streanms we shall dwell blissfully in Teloe.” As the child spoke,
behel d a soft radiance through the | eaves of the palmtree, and rising, greeted
a pair whom| knew to be the chief singers anmong those | had heard. A god and
goddess they must have been, for such beauty is not nortal; and they took ny
hands, saying, “Cone, child, you have heard the voices, and all is well. In

Tel oe beyond the M1l ky Way and the Arinurian streans are cities all of amber and
chal cedony. And upon their domes of many facets glisten the i mages of strange
and beautiful stars. Under the ivory bridges of Teloe flowrivers of liquid gold
beari ng pl easure-barges bound for bl ossony Cytharion of the Seven Suns. And in



Tel oe and Cytharion abide only youth, beauty, and pl easure, nor are any sounds
heard, save of |aughter, song, and the lute. Only the gods dwell in Tel oe of the
gol den rivers, but anong them shalt thou dwell.”

As | listened, enchanted, | suddenly became aware of a change in ny
surroundi ngs. The palmtree, so |lately overshadowi ng my exhausted form was now
sonme di stance to ny left and considerably below nme. | was obviously floating in
t he atnosphere; conpani oned not only by the strange child and the radiant pair
but by a constantly increasing throng of half-Ium nous, vine-crowned youths and
mai dens with wi nd-bl own hair and joyful countenance. W slowy ascended
together, as if borne on a fragrant breeze which blew not fromthe earth but
fromthe gol den nebul ae, and the child whispered in ny ear that | nust | ook

al ways upward to the pathways of l|ight, and never backward to the sphere | had
just left. The youths and mai dens now chanted nellifluous chorianbics to the
acconpani nent of lutes, and | felt enveloped in a peace and happi ness nore
profound than any | had in |life inmagi ned, when the intrusion of a single sound
altered ny destiny and shattered my soul. Through the ravishing strains of the
singers and the lutanists, as if in nocking, daenoniac concord, throbbed from
gul fs bel ow the damabl e, the detestabl e poundi ng of that hideous ocean. As
those bl ack breakers beat their message into ny ears | forgot the words of the
child and | ooked back, down upon the doomed scene from which | thought | had
escaped.

Down t hrough the aether | saw the accursed earth slowly turning, ever turning,
with angry and tenpestuous seas gnawing at wild desol ate shores and dashi ng foam
agai nst the tottering towers of deserted cities. And under a ghastly noon there
gl eaned sights | can never describe, sights | can never forget; deserts of
corpselike clay and jungles of ruin and decadence where once stretched the

popul ous plains and villages of ny native |and, and mael strons of frothing ocean
where once rose the mighty tenples of ny forefathers. Mund the northern pole

st eaned a norass of noi some growths and m asmal vapours, hissing before the

onsl aught of the ever-nounting waves that curled and fretted fromthe shuddering
deep. Then a rending report dave the night, and athwart the desert of deserts

appeared a smoking rift. Still the black ocean foaned and gnawed, eating away
the desert on either side as the rift in the center w dened and w dened.
There was now no land | eft but the desert, and still the fumi ng ocean ate and

ate. Al at once | thought even the pounding sea seened afraid of sonething,
afraid of dark gods of the inner earth that are greater than the evil god of
waters, but even if it was it could not turn back; and the desert had suffered
too much fromthose nightmare waves to help them now. So the ocean ate the | ast
of the land and poured into the snmoking gulf, thereby giving up all it had ever
conquered. Fromthe newflooded |lands it flowed again, uncovering death and
decay; and fromits ancient and i mmenorial bed it trickled |oathsonely,
uncovering nighted secrets of the years when Tinme was young and the gods unborn.
Above the waves rose weedy renenbered spires. The noon laid pale lilies of Iight
on dead London, and Paris stood up fromits danp grave to be sanctified with
star-dust. Then rose spires and nonoliths that were weedy but not renenbered;
terrible spires and nonoliths of |ands that nmen never knew were | ands.

There was not any poundi ng now, but only the unearthly roaring and hissing of
waters tunmbling into the rift. The snoke of that rift had changed to steam and
alnost hid the world as it grew denser and denser. It seared ny face and hands,
and when | | ooked to see how it affected ny conpanions | found they had al

di sappeared. Then very suddenly it ended, and | knew no nore till | awaked upon
a bed of conval escence. As the cloud of steamfromthe Plutonic gulf finally
conceal ed the entire surface frommy sight, all the firmament shrieked at a
sudden agony of nad reverberati ons which shook the trenbling aether. In one
delirious flash and burst it happened; one blinding, deafening hol ocaust of
fire, smoke, and thunder that dissolved the wan noon as it sped outward to the
voi d.



And when the snmoke cl eared away, and | sought to | ook upon the earth, | beheld
agai nst the background of cold, hunmorous stars only the dying sun and the pale
nmour nful planets searching for their sister.
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