
In th e  city of sin, in a lost alle y, th e re  is a 
door be h ind a door and w ith in it a de ck  
of cards and fortune ’s w h e el. Upon th e  
de ck  are  forgotte n gods; upon th e  w h e el 
th e  w orld re sts. Th e  door is guarde d by a 
riddle , and th e  riddle  is th is:

Th e  Gam bling H ouse  
in Fork

Com e , Maste r R e d-Jack , w h e re  are  you cre e ping?
“To th e  h alls of th e  ivory pillars I’m  le aping.”

O h , sh all you re turn, noble  re d-cloak , again?
“My bone s m ay re turn, ye t m y fle sh  sh all re m ain.”




