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When Randolph Carter was thirty he lost the key 

of the gate of dreams. Prior to that time he had made up 

for the prosiness of life by nightly excursions to strange 

and ancient cities beyond space, and lovely, 

unbelievable garden lands across ethereal seas; but as 

middle age hardened upon him he felt these liberties 

slipping away little by little, until at last he was cut off 

altogether. No more could his galleys sail up the river 

Oukranos past the gilded spires of Thran, or his 

elephant caravans tramp through perfumed jungles in 

Kled, where forgotten palaces with veined ivory 

columns sleep lovely and unbroken under the moon. 

He had read much of things as they are, and 

talked with too many people. Well-meaning 

philosophers had taught him to look into the logical 

relations of things, and analyse the processes which 

shaped his thoughts and fancies. Wonder had gone 

away, and he had forgotten that all life is only a set of 

pictures in the brain, among which there is no 

difference betwixt those born of real things and those 

born of inward dreamings, and no cause to value the 

one above the other. Custom had dinned into his ears a 

superstitious reverence for that which tangibly and 

physically exists, and had made him secretly ashamed 



to dwell in visions. Wise men told him his simple 

fancies were inane and childish, and he believed it 

because he could see that they might easily be so. What 

he failed to recall was that the deeds of reality are just 

as inane and childish, and even more absurd because 

their actors persist in fancying them full of meaning 

and purpose as the blind cosmos grinds aimlessly on 

from nothing to something and from something back to 

nothing again, neither heeding nor knowing the wishes 

or existence of the minds that flicker for a second now 

and then in the darkness. 

They had chained him down to things that are, 

and had then explained the workings of those things till 

mystery had gone out of the world. When he 

complained, and longed to escape into twilight realms 

where magic moulded all the little vivid fragments and 

prized associations of his mind into vistas of breathless 

expectancy and unquenchable delight, they turned him 

instead toward the new-found prodigies of science, 

bidding him find wonder in the atom’s vortex and 

mystery in the sky’s dimensions. And when he had 

failed to find these boons in things whose laws are 

known and measurable, they told him he lacked 

imagination, and was immature because he preferred 

dream-illusions to the illusions of our physical creation. 

So Carter had tried to do as others did, and 

pretended that the common events and emotions of 

earthy minds were more important than the fantasies of 
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