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> But still the autumnal sky was bright and clear, and all 
the horizon plain, and still there came never a gleam of the 
Elfin Mountains. And not from this did he learn that 
Elfland had ebbed. But when he saw on that desolate 
shingly plain, untorn by the north-west wind but blooming 
fair in the Autumn, a may tree that he remembered a long 
while since, all white with blossom that once rejoiced a 
Spring day far in his childhood, then he knew that Elfland 
had been there and must have receded, although he knew 
not how far. For it is true, and Alveric knew, that just as the 
glamour that brightens much of our lives, especially in early 
years, comes from rumours that reach us from Elfland by 
various messengers (on whom be blessings and peace), so 
there returns from our fields to Elfland again, to become a 
part of its mystery, all manner of little memories that we 
have lost and little devoted toys that were treasured once. 
And this is part of the law of ebb and flow that science 
may trace in all things; thus light grew the forest of coal, 
and the coal gives back light; thus rivers fill the sea, and 
the sea sends back to the rivers; thus all things give that 
receive; even Death. 
 
… … ... 

 
> He felt then the magnitude of the gulf that divided him 
from her, and knew it to be vast and dark and strong, like 
the gulfs that set apart our times from a bygone day, or 
that stand between daily life and the things of dream, or 
between folk tilling the Earth and the heroes of song, or 
between those living yet and those they mourn. 
 
… … ... 
… … ... 
 
The King of Elfland's Daughter​ by Lord Dunsany 
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> One hot, muggy night in August, Molly led Rag through 
the woods. The cotton-white cushion she wore under her tail 
twinkled ahead and was his guiding lantern, though it went 
out as soon as she stopped and sat on it. After a few runs 
and stops to listen, they came to the edge of the pond. The 
hylas in the trees above them were singing 'sleep, sleep,' 
and away out on a sunken log in the deep water, up to his 
chin in the cooling bath, a bloated bullfrog was singing the 
praises of a 'jug o' rum.' 
 
> "Follow me still," said Molly, in rabbit, and 'flop' she went 
into the pond and struck out for the sunken log in the 
middle. Rag flinched but plunged with a little 'ouch,' 
gasping and wobbling his nose very fast but still copying 
his mother. The same movements as on land sent him 
through the water, and thus he found he could swim. On he 
went till he reached the sunken log and scrambled up by 
his dripping mother on the high dry end, with a rushy 
screen around them and the Water that tells no tales. After 
this on warm black nights when that old fox from 
Springfield came prowling through the Swamp, Rag would 
note the place of the bullfrog's voice, for in case of direst 
need it might be a guide to safety. And thenceforth the 
words of the song that the bullfrog sang were 'Come, come, 
in danger come.' 
 
> This was the latest study that Rag took up with his 
mother — it was really a post-graduate course, for many 
little rabbits never learn it at all. 
 
… … … 
… … ... 
 
Wild Animals I Have Known​ by Ernest Thompson Seton 
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The thing about the future is that it hasn’t happened yet. 
The thing about the past is that it won’t stop having 

happened. The ​trouble ​ with the future is that it’s going to 
happen eventually. It rolls forward, an inexorable becoming. 

 

 


