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Into the North Wndow of ny chanber glows the Pole Star with uncanny |ight. Al
through the long hellish hours of blackness it shines there. And in the autumm
of the year, when the winds fromthe north curse and whine, and the red-|eaved
trees of the swanp nutter things to one another in the small hours of the
nmor ni ng under the horned waning noon, | sit by the casenent and watch that star
Down fromthe heights reels the glittering Cassiopeia as the hours wear on,
while Charles' Wain |unbers up from behind the vapour-soaked swanp trees that
sway in the night wind. Just before dawn Arcturus wi nks ruddily from above the
cenetary on the low hillock, and Coma Berenices shinmers weirdly afar off in the
nmysterious east; but still the Pole Star |leers down fromthe sane place in the
bl ack vault, w nking hideously |like an insane watching eye which strives to
convey sone strange nessage, yet recalls nothing save that it once had a nessage
to convey. Sonetines, when it is cloudy, | can sleep

Well do | remenber the night of the great Aurora, when over the swanp played the
shocki ng corruscations of the daenon light. After the beam canme cl ouds, and then
| slept.

And it was under a horned waning noon that | saw the city for the first tine.
Still and somolent did it lie, on a strange plateau in a holl ow between strange
peaks. O ghastly marble were its walls and its towers, its colums, domes, and
pavenents. In the marble streets were nmarble pillars, the upper parts of which
were carven into the i mages of grave bearded men. The air was warm and stirred
not. And overhead, scarce ten degrees fromthe zenith, glowed that watching Pol e
Star. Long did | gaze on the city, but the day came not. When the red Al debaran
whi ch blinked lowin the sky but never set, had crawl ed a quarter of the way
around the horizon, | saw light and notion in the houses and the streets. Fornms
strangely robed, but at once noble and fanmiliar, wal ked abroad and under the

hor ned wani ng nmoon nen tal ked wisdomin a tongue which | understood, though it
was unlike any | anguage which | had ever known. And when the red Al debaran had
craw ed nore than hal f-way around the horizon, there were again darkness and

si | ence.

VWhen | awaked, | was not as | had been. Upon ny nmenory was graven the vision of
the city, and within nmy soul had arisen another and vaguer recollection, of
whose nature | was not then certain. Thereafter, on the cloudy nights when

could not sleep, | sawthe city often; sonetines under the hot, yellow rays of a
sun which did not set, but which wheeled |Iowin the horizon. And on the clear
nights the Pole Star | eered as never before.

Gradually | canme to wonder what night be ny place in that city on the strange

pl at eau betw xt strange peaks. At first content to view the scene as an

al | -observant uncorporeal presence, | now desired to define nmy relation to it,
and to speak my m nd anongst the grave nen who conversed each day in the public
squares. | said to nyself, "This is no dream for by what neans can | prove the
greater reality of that other life in the house of stone and brick south of the
sinister swanp and the cenmetery on the low hillock, where the Pole Star peeps
into ny north w ndow each ni ght?"

One night as | listened to the discourses in the |arge square containi ng nmany
statues, | felt a change; and perceived that | had at last a bodily form Nor
was | a stranger in the streets of O athoe, which |ies on the plateau of Sarkia,
betw xt the peaks of Noton and Kadi phonek. It was my friend Al os who spoke, and
hi s speech was one that pleased ny soul, for it was the speech of a true man and
patriot. That night had the news cone of Dai kos' fall, and of the advance of the
I nutos; squat, hellish yellow fiends who five years ago had appeared out of the



unknown west to ravage the confines of our kingdom and to besiege many of our
towns. Having taken the fortified places at the foot of the nountains, their way
now | ay open to the plateau, unless every citizen could resist with the strength
of ten nmen. For the squat creatures were mghty in the arts of war, and knew not
the scrupl es of honour which held back our tall, grey-eyed nen of Lomar from
rut hl ess conquest.

Al os, ny friend, was commander of all the forces on the plateau, and in himlay
the | ast hope of our country. On this occasion he spoke of the perils to be
faced and exhorted the men of O athoe, bravest of the Lomarians, to sustain the
traditions of their ancestors, who when forced to nove southward from Zobna
before the advance of the great ice sheet (even as our descendents nust sonme day
flee fromthe |and of Lomar) valiently and victoriously swept aside the hairly,

| ong- arned, canni bal Gnophkehs that stood in their way. To nme Al os denied the
warriors part, for | was feeble and given to strange faintings when subjected to
stress and hardships. But nmy eyes were the keenest in the city, despite the |ong
hours | gave each day to the study of the Pnakotic manuscripts and the w sdom of
the Zobnarian Fathers; so ny friend, desiring not to doomne to inaction,
rewarded ne with that duty which was second to nothing in inportance. To the

wat cht ower of Thapnen he sent nme, there to serve as the eyes of our army. Should
the Inutos attenpt to gain the citadel by the narrow pass behind the peak Noton
and thereby surprise the garrison, | was to give the signal of fire which would
warn the waiting soldiers and save the town fromimedi ate di saster

Alone | nounted the tower, for every man of stout body was needed in the passes
bel ow. My brain was sore dazed with excitenent and fatigue, for | had not slept

in many days; yet was nmy purpose firm for | loved ny native |and of Lomar, and
the marble city O athoe that |lies betw xt the peaks Noton and Kadi phonek
But as | stood in the tower's topnmost chanber, | beheld the horned wani ng noon,

red and sinister, quivering through the vapours that hovered over the distant
val | ey of Banof. And through an opening in the roof glittered the pale Pole
Star, fluttering as if alive, and leering like a fiend and tenpter. Methought
its spirit whispered evil counsel, soothing me to traitorous somol ence with a
damabl e rhythm cal promise which it repeated over and over:

Sl unber, watcher, till the spheres,

Si x and twenty thousand years

Have revolv'd, and | return

To the spot where now | burn.

Ot her stars anon shall rise

To the axis of the skies;

Stars that soothe and stars that bless

Wth a sweet forgetful ness:

Only when nmy round is o' er

Shal | the past disturb thy door.

Vainly did | struggle with ny drowsi ness, seeking to connect these strange words
with some lore of the skies which | had |earnt fromthe Pnakotic manuscripts. My

head, heavy and reeling, drooped to ny breast, and when next | |ooked up it was
in a dream with the Pole Star grinning at me through a wi ndow from over the
horrible and swaying trees of a dream swanp. And | am still dream ng

In my shanme and despair | sonetinmes screamfrantically, begging the

dream creatures around ne to waken ne ere the Inutos steal up the pass behind
the peak Noton and take the citadel by surprise; but these creatures are
daenons, for they laugh at ne and tell nme | am not dreanmi ng. They nock nme whil st
| sleep, and whilst the squat yellow foe may be creeping silently upon us.

have failed in ny duties and betrayed the marble city of O athoe; | have proven
false to Alos, ny friend and commander. But still these shadows of ny dreans
deride ne. They say there is no | and of Lomar, save in ny nocturnal inmaginings;
that in these realns where the Pole Star shines high, and red Al debaran craw s

| ow around the horizon, there has been naught save ice and snow for thousands of



years of years, and never a man save squat, yellow creatures, blighted by the
cold, called "Esquimaux."

And as | withe in ny guilty agony, frantic to save the city whose peril every
morment grows, and vainly striving to shake off this unnatural dream of a house
of stone and brick south of a sinister swanp and a cenetery on a |low hillock
the Pole Star, evil and nonstrous, |eers down fromthe black vault, w nking

hi deously |ike an insane watching eye which strives to convey some nessage, yet
recalls nothing save that it once had a nessage to convey.
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