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Trumpets die in the loud parade,
The gray mist drinks the spears;
Banners of glory sink and fade
In the dust of a thousand years.
Singers of pride the silence stills,
The ghost of empire goes,
But a song still lives in the ancient hills,
And the scent of a vanished rose.
Ride with us on a dim, lost road
To the dawn of a distant day,
When swords were bare for a guerdon rare.
—THE FLOWER OF BLACK CATHAY.

THE SINGING of the swords was a deathly clamor in the
brain of Godric de Villehard. Blood and sweat veiled his eyes
and in the instant of blindness he felt a keen point pierce a
joint of his hauberk and sting deep into his ribs. Smiting
blindly, he felt the jarring impact that meant his sword had
gone home, and snatching an instant's grace, he flung back
his vizor and wiped the redness from his eyes. A single
glance only was allowed him: in that glance he had a
fleeting glimpse of huge, wild black mountains; of a clump
of mail-clad warriors, ringed by a howling horde of human
wolves; and in the center of that clump, a slim, silk-clad
shape standing between a dying horse and a dying
swordsman. Then the wolfish figures surged in on all sides,
hacking like madmen.


