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THE PLACE OF
THE GODS

By STEPHEN VINCENT BENET

HE north and the west and the south are good
hunting ground, but it is forbidden to go east.
It is forbidden to go to any of the

except to search for metal, and then he who touches
the metal must be a priest or the son of a priest.
Afterward, both the man and the metal must be puri-
fied. These are the rules and the laws; they are well
It is forbidden to cross the great river and
look upon the place that was the Place of the Gods;

this is most strictly forbidden. We do not even say
its name, though we know its name. It is there that
spirits live, and demons; it is there that there are the
ashes of the Great Burning. These things are for-
bidden; they have been forbidden since the beginning

My father is a priest; I am the son of a priest. I
have been in the Dead Places near us with my father.
At first I was afraid. When my father went into the
house to search for the metal. I stood by the door,
and my heart felt small and weak. It was a dead
man’s house, a spirit house. It did not have the smell
of man, though there were old bones in a corner. But
it is not fitting that a priest’s son should show fear.
1 looked at the bones in the shadow and kept my
voice still.

‘Then my father came out with the metal—a good,
strong piece. He looked at me with both eyes, but
I had not run away. He gave me the metal to hold.
I took it and did not die. So he knew that I was truly

ILLUSTRATED BYr HENRY C. PITZ

his son and would be a priest in my time. That was
when I was very young. Nevertheless, my brothers
would not have done it, though they are good hunt-
ers. After that, they gave me the good piece of meat
and the warm corner by the fire. My father watched
over me; he was glad that I should be a priest. But
when I boasted or wept without reason, he punished
me more strictly than my brothers. That was right.

After a time, I myself was allowed to go into the
dead houses and search for metal. So I learned the
ways of those houses, and if I saw bones, I was no
longer afraid. The bones are light and old; sometimes
they will fall into dust if you touch them. But that
is a great sin.

I was l«on‘ht the chants and the spells. I was
taught how to stop the runniog of blood from a
wound, and many secrets. A priest must know many
secrets—that was what my father said. If the
hunters think we know all things by chants and
spells, they may. believe so; it does not hurt them.
T'was taught how to read in the old books and how to
make the old writings; that was hard and took a long
time. My knowledge made me happy; it was like a
fire in my heart. Most of all, I liked to hear of the
0ld Days and the stories of the gods. I asked myself
many questions that I could not answer, but it was
good to ask them. At night, I would lie awake and
listen to the wind; it seemed to me that it was the
voice of the gods as they flew through the air.

“If Your Dream Does Not Eat You Up, You May be a Great Priest. Now Go on Your Journey'"

We are not ignorant like the Forest People; our
‘women spin wool on the wheel, our priesta wear a
white robe. We do not eat grubs from the tree, w
have not forgotten the old writings, although Ihey
are hard to understand. Nevertheless, my knowledge
and my lack of knowledge burned in me; I wished to
know more. When I was a man at last, I came to my
father and e for me to go on my
journey. Gi .

He looked at me for a long time, umkmg his
Deard, then he sai t, ** Yes. It is time

‘That night, in the house of priesthood, I uked for
and received purification. My body hurt, but my

spirit was a cool stone. It was my father himself who
questioned me about my drea;

He bade me look into the. mmke of the fire and see.
Isawand told what I saw. It was what [ have always
seen—a river and, beyond it, a great Dead Place, and
in it the gods walking. I have always thought about
that. His eyes were stern when I told him; he was no
longer my hlher but a priest. He said, “This is a

“It is mine,” I said, while the smoke waved and
my head felt light. They were singing the Star song
in the outer chtmber, and it was like the buzzing of
bees in my head.

He asked me how the gods were dressed, and I told
him how they were dressed. We know how they were
from the book, but I saw them as if they wero

before me. When I had finished, he
threw the sticks three times and studied
them as they fell.
““This is a very strong dream,” he
said. “It may eat you up.”

“I am not afraid,” I said, and looked
at him with both eyes. My voice
sounded thin in my ears, but that was
because of the smok

He touched me on the breast and the
forehead. He gave me the bow and the

three arrows.

“Take them,” he sai
bidden to travel east. It is forbidden to
cross the great river. It is forbidden to
g0 to the Place of the Gods. All these
things are forbidden.”

“All these things are forbidden.” I
said, but it was my voice that spoke,
and not my spirit. He looked at mo

in.

My son,” he said, “once I had
young dreams. If your dream does not.
eat you up, you may be a great priest.
1 it eats you, you are still my son.
Now go on your journey.”

T went fasting, as is the law. My
body hurt, but not my heart. When the
dawn came, I was out of sight of the
age. 1 prayed and purified myself,
The sign was an

Sometimes nznt are sent by bad
-p its. I waited again on the flat rock,
g, taking no food. I was very
u Il: I could feel the sky above me and
the earth beneath. I waited till the sun
was beginning to sink. Then three deer
in the valley, going east; they
did not wind me or see me. There was a
white fawn with them—a very great
sign.




THE SATURDAY EVENING POST

1t s a Great Dead Place-Greater Than Any Dead Place We Know. Everywhere There are the Ruins of
the High Towers of the Gods. I Went Carefully, My Strung Bow in My Nand, My Skin Ready for Danger

I followed them at a distance. waiting for what
would happen. My heart was troubled about going
east, yet I knew that I must go. My head hummed
with my fasting; I did not even see the panther mem
upon the white fa: But before I knew it, the
was in my hand. 1 shouted and the panther lifted his
head from the fawn. It is not easy to kill a panther
with one arrow, but the arrow went through his eye
and into his brain. He died as he tried to spring; he
rolled over, tearing at the ground. Then I knew I was
meant to go east; Fknew that was my journey. When
the night came, I made my fire and roasted meat.

It is exghv, suns’ journey to the east and a man

v Dead Places. The Forest People are
Siraid of them, but not. Once I made my fire
on the edge of a Dead Place at night and, next morn-
ml, in the dead house, T lound knife, little
sted. That was small to what came afterward, but
e X ‘my heart feel big. Always when I looked for
game, it was in front of my arrow, and twice I passed
hunting parties of the Forest People without their
knowing. So I knew my magic was strong and my
journey clean, in spite of the law.

‘Toward the setting of the eighth sun, I came to the
banks of the great river. It was half a day’s journey
after I had left the god road; we do not use the god

roads now, for they are falling apart into great blocks
of stone, and the forest is safer going. A long way off,
1 had seen the water through trees, but the trees were
thick. At last I came out upon an open place at the
top of a cliff. There was the great river below, like a
giant in the sun. It is very long, very wide. It could
eat all the streams we know and still be thirsty. Its
name is Ou-dis-sun, the Sacred, the Long. No man
of my tribe has seen it; not even my father, the priest.
It was magic and I prayed.

Then I raised my eyes and looked south. It was
there—the Place of the Gods.

How can I tell what it was like? You do not know.
It was there, in the red light, and they were too big
10 be houses. It was there, with the red light upon it,
mighty and ruined. I knew that in another moment
the gods would see me. I covered my eyes with my
hands and crept back into the forest.

Surely, that was enough to o, and live. Surely, i
was enough to spend the night upon the cliff. The
Forest People themselves do not come near. Yet,
through the night, I knew that I should have to cross
the river and walk in the Place of the Gods, although
the gods ate me up. My magic did not help me at all,
and yet there was a fire in my bowels, a fire in my
mind. When the sun rose, I thought, “My journey

has been clean. Now I will go home from my jour-
ney.” But evén as I thought so, I knew I could not.
If I went to the Place of the Gods, I would surely die,
by t I' 1 did not go, I could never be at peace with my
it again. It is better to lose one's life than one's
prmt if one is a priest and the son of a priest.
Nevertheless, as I made the raft, the tears ran out
of my eyes. The Forest People could have killed me
‘without ﬂghv. if they had come upon me then, but
they did not come. When the raft was made, I said
the sayings for the dead and painted myself for death.
My heart was cold as a frog and my knees like water,
but the burning in my mind would not let me have
peace. As I pushed the raft from the shore, I began
my death song; I had the right. It was a fine song.
1 sang:

“I am John, son of John. My people are the Hill
. They are the men.
I go into the Dead Places, but I am not slain.
I take the metal from the Dead Places, but I am not

I travel upon the god roads and am not afraid. E-yah
T have killed the panther, I have killed leam’
E-yah! I have come o () river. No man has
come there before. (Continued on Page 89)



It is forbidden to go east, but I have
gone; forbidden to go on the great
river, but I am

there. my
Opm your hearts, you spirits, and hear

Nm!po lalMPlu‘qflheGodc:IMl

My body s painted for death and my
m. ‘veak, bul my heart i big as I
poloIMPIa«qllIuGod

me, when 1 came to the
le ol tlle Gods, I was afraid.
‘The current of the grut n\er is very

strong; it gripped my raft with m
hands. That was magie, for the river
wide and calm. I could feel
sbout me in the bright

‘morning;
mymkulmﬂremdotn the
stream. Never been so much
alone. I tried to '.hlnk of my knowl-
edge, but,it was a squirrel's heap of
winter nuts. There was no strength in
my wledge any more and I felt
amall and naked as a new-hatched
bird—alone upon the great river, the
servant of the
Yot. after a while, My eyes were
opened and I saw. Isaw both banks of
the nver, I saw that once there had
aeross it, though now
they wen broken and fallen like
es. Very great they were,

of the Gods, and the huge ruins rose
higher before my eyes.

1 do not know Ihe customs of rivers;
we are the People of the Hills. I tried
to guide my raft with the pole, but it
spun about. I thought the river meant
to past the Place of the Gods
and out into the Bitter Water of the
legends.

1 grew angry then; my heart felt
strong. I said aloud, “I am & priest
and the son of a priest!” The gods
heard me; they showed me how to
paddle with the pole on one side of dle
raft. The current changed i
d.lv'nurlothol’lmoilh'(lodl
‘When I was very near, my
struck and turned over. I can swim in
our lakes; I swam to the shore. There
was » great spike of rusted m
-w.-lnl-;( out into v,h:l nverl,nl h-ul«l
myss up upon it and sat there,
1 had saved bo

restrung i
Iho Place of the Gt

It l!:" like mund nnderﬂow it did towers, lool

1t is not true—what
nm of u.. tales say—that the
there bum ::ae::r. for I have been

rere the marks wi

Here
lnd-uiluofﬁucmtBnmiuondn
ruins, that is true. But they were old
marks and old -m::: It is not true,

its
3 1 could feel their breath on f

raft  still found
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THE PLACE OF THE GODS

(Continued from Page 11)

How shall I tell what I saw? I went
hand,

mu and the shrieks ol demons, but
‘were not. lewuverynla it and
sunny where I had ; the wind
and the rain and the \n‘llthtdmp
seeds had done their work; the grass
grew in the eracks of the broken lwn-.

!t is & fair igland; no wonder the gods
built there. If I had come there 8 god,
T also would have buil

How shall I tell wht 1saw? The
towers are not all broken; here and
there one still mnd-, like a great tree
in 8 forest, and the birds et h..h.
But the towers themselves

a great heap of broken stones -
‘umns, I went there and looked about
a carved

me; there was stone with cut
Mun, broken in halfl. I can read

mun, but I could not understand eno
these. Th id

tered i
¢ had been made of white stone
-ndhewonhlhn'uodbm like
‘woman's. His name was Asmina, as I
read on the cracked half of a stone. I
y to AsmiNg,
god.

‘was no smell of man left on stone or
metal. Nor w
that wl.lderne- of stone. There are

them, or, perhaps, they used them for
sacrifice. There are wild cats that roam
the god roads, green-eyed, unafraid of
man. At night they wail like demons,
but are not demons. The wild
dogs are more dangerous, for um mm
in & pack, but them I did no

Iater. Everywhere t.huemduurvd
stones, carved with magical numbers

words.

I went north; I‘gd not dt:{nw hide
myself. When a god or & demon saw
me, then I would die, but meanwhile I
was no longer afrai hunger for
Imowledge

. My
burned in me; there was so
much that I not

of thoxodm strong and made
of swim.

of a man ora’

There torn out my throat. As it wi

ere there many trees in  hurry.

had & very sweet taste. There was
d.rink 00, in bottles of glass; dhd.r:::

I had eaten and dnml(. I
ll.pb'on '.ho top of a stone, my bow at

my side.

‘When I woke, thesun waslow. Look-
ing down from where I lay, I saw a dog
sitting on his haunches. His tongue
hun(outo!hhmouth' 0 looked as if
he were laughing. He was s big dog
with a gray-brown coat, as big as &
wolf. I sprang up and shouted at him,
but he did not move; he just sat there
as if he wcn ].l\llhlll“ 1 did not like
that. for a stone to
throw, he movarl swittly out of the way

the stone. He was not afraid of me;
he looked at me as if I were meat. No
doubt I could have killed him with an
arrow, but I did lwtln.ww if there were
others. Moreover, night was falling.

T looked abor No'. far :m

about m-.

lop aod
'were sure enough of me; nuy d:d not
‘When I went into the dead
hnuu. they kept watch at the en-
trance; doubtless thought they
would have & ﬂ.|u hunt. nue s dog

Tive on the m\md but on high.
1 had just found a door I owld g
decided to

vhcn thn dogs
rised 'hon I -hue v.h-
dmr |n thur faces; it 'I“:dl good dwl'v

Foolieh b.m beyond m but x dul not,
stop to answer them. I was in dark-
ness; I found staire and climbed. There
‘were many stairs, turning around till
dizzy. M the top was an-

I found the kmob and

my head was.
oLh-r door; I h
n‘h—.\

opened it lwum‘

Alter a while, I knew that my belly was
hungry. I have hunted for my
mm. but I did not hunt. It is known
the gods did not hunt a8 we do;

duy got_their food from enchanted
boxes and llr:h Somtﬁm-l these u'
in the

when I wasa child and. (ooluh T optn.d
such s jar tasted it and found the
food twut. But my father found out

it striotly; for, roos

punished me for
aften, that food e death. Now, though,
Wl

I had long gone past what was for-
bidden, and I entered the likeliest
king for the food of the

m
uwuh the colors were faint and d.m.

It went down into great caves aad we

That it is an sland. covered with fogs
s anchamimonts, o woty Tb e
Dead Placo—greater than

' any
s:d Place we know. Everywhere in
it there are a it

there are the ruins of the high towers
of the gods.

there. But when X lhrhd to climb
do‘.':. 1 hunl

them, from on eaking. cing.” But near

Lhmlloundl mh«non
ruin, behind & doot that still o

huonlvthornnu!mmthnm,uny

door uuz could not be opened, for it
had no handle. Perhaps there was &
magio word to open it, but I did not
have the word. T'turned to the door in
the opposite side of the wall. The lock
of it was broken and I opened it and
went in.

Within, there was 8 place of great
riches. The god who Ilved there must
have been a powerful god. The nm.

™ waa o atmall satersoc.
there for some time, telling th pnnu
place that I came in peace and

not as a robber. When it seemed to me
that they time to hear me, I
woat, o, Ah, what Hebaa! Few, even,
of the windows had been broken; it was
all as it had been. The great windows
dm loolml over the city had not been
at all, though they were dusty

ith many years. There

ers t have been picked yesterday.
It le my heart feel strange to look
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Anhi.pimn.udwlookumﬂnu
of & bird, in some hard clay, on a table
and seeit solike our birds. here
gm were
god who lived there must have been &

wise full of knowledge. I felt
right there, as I sought knowl-

also.
levertheless, it was strange. There

lamps, but neither oil no
ALl S were magio, but

I touched them lived; the

hn'dzvuont thm. Mmohllm

to show.
‘hln( eaid “Hﬁ." but it was not hot w
uch; another thing said **Cold,”
bul nz was not cold. This must have

a
Imnuuvumwo. huulumumm

books and writings, many
duzleouldnmmd.m in the

‘There Tlunmolth

ps.
great vines of their
and the god roads went east and west. [s
were the

EVENING POST
seeing the city s it had been when the
goda were ali

‘were
That was s sight indeed! Yes, that
was o sight! T could not have seen it

‘hariots blocked the streets. They
hul turned mtht to day for dmr pleas-
ure;

ise of many waters. It was

was the no
‘cook mncwh-nmemmldo'nmmmu

‘what they
I loolud out of another window; the
were mended

and dry
bomeoﬂ.hopd Thave said the magio
vmxom,bu it that is not true; it had
gone from but it had

‘Was peace.
hen I saw their fate come upon
over them, -ndthuuumblopu speech.
It came upon them as they walked the
muuoﬂhurmcy. Ihavcbeaunuu ‘but still
cooked fights with the g‘omt People; I have

seen men die. But this was not like

me ‘were i ‘voices.
I closed my eyes to shut them out.
Some will say that I elept again, but I
do not think that I slept. I could feel

priest a

are

Dead

there

Gods!

speak

that

dra; step]

my ‘my body s

in b.ltitmlwtl
I was drawn wlookonwpondnmy
ofdu‘odl.

It should have been dark, for it was
night, but it was not dark. Every-
whmthmmh‘hh—hm-ofhlht.
oircles and blurs of
light —ten _thou

sand
torches would noc
have the sam

The sky itself was
alight; you could
the stars

see the
for theglowin thesky.
I thought to myself,
*‘This is nrw
magio,” and trem!
There was .ﬁll\:rinc

in my ears
rushing of rivers.

i for my beart was
fused. I knew the reason

The Bart “Face® of New Yorks Skyline as Seen ¥

mwlﬂl A few esc
. A fe
few. The legend:

'.hp!llyhad'r.eomawm

ison
mund‘ T saw n ‘happen; I saw the
last of them die. hwudarhw-mr

aped—;

, Lsaw. Inwlullhvolold

w thmh not m the . When I
in_the morning, I was bungry,

bu'. I dld not thmk ﬂnt of my hunger,

Feason for the Dead
Flces, but T did ot s why it bad
¢ semed fo me i shold

emall  the broken city and I
All

ld not under-

The
not sleap with the sun.
coming and going first I

o [ oot ao
t, to tell and believe. They

no fear
cy fought

mmnqmnd’.
in Thtndlo{mymry.fvrthnl
it knew he was & man. I knew then
eart.

had been men, neither

hunted for two days by the
People. 1 saw my father again, I
prayed and was purified.

He touched my lipe
said,

my breast;
“You went away & boy. You

rmds"ﬂun (Inlowm lhkul
ise
s tell it. Butmn llh!r

‘were men. Ire-
member the dead
‘man’sface. were

men who were here
'PROTO BY g 3. mETPERRAN before us. We must
rrom Brookiya ‘build again.



