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			Preface

			Abominable . . . detestable . . . unspeakable . . . noxious . . . noisome . . . indescribable . . . distorted . . . malformed . . . Just some of the words that come to mind as I contemplate my contributions to this book. Perhaps there’s a peculiarly English charm about the way “The Plain of Sound” follows a quotation from the Necronomicon with the moochings of three young buggers in search of a pub, all told with an undue sobriety that must have struck me as appropriately Lovecraftian. Peculiar is certainly the term for it, and for the newsagent’s unlikely dialect, but what is the word for the way the three students view another world as though it isn’t much more significant than the latest development in television? Well, there’s none so blasé as the young. As for “The Stone on the Island,” I recall J. Vernon Shea condemning the office milieu as inappropriate to a Lovecraftian theme. Of course it was the office where I then worked, and in retrospect the notion of a character experiencing visions of supernatural terror among his fellow civil servants seems all too like idealised autobiography. Still, the story can hardly wait to finish him off, and who can blame it? Let me leave it in peace and move on to tales that are more fun.

			Brian Lumley seems to have had some. As for James Wade’s tale, would it be unfair to suspect it of some deadpan humour? The astounding gullibility of the narrator is almost traditional, and the way he mercifully faints, though only to revive a moment later for another sight of what did for him. But I have my doubts about an invocation that goes “N’yah ahahah” like a villain in a Mad comic, and all the business with the Guest, not least the “stupefying” spectacle of a coat, hat and scarf lying on the ground. And what about the line “For hours we droned on over northern Maine”? Surely it refers to the sound of the engine.

			J. Vernon Shea seems to have felt humour wouldn’t hurt his story, one of two in this anthology which I considered for New Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos. Despite its lightness of tone, this extravaganza does resurrect the authentic early Lovecraftian morbidity and commitment to the generation gap. And there’s no question of the kind of fun Lin Carter and Dave Foley were having: they give good slither. I hope I won’t be accused of blackening Lin’s memory by suggesting that some of his more serious work reads like parody too—not so much “The Doom of Yakthoob,” but how about the invocation in “The Fishers from Outside” to the one-legged bird-god, “Quumyagga nng’h aargh”? Still, he enjoys his lost city, and it would be unkind to suggest that his narrator should have lingered longer in Ushonga.

			Alan Dean Foster revives pulp conventions with gusto, and achieves real terror in the cellar, though it seems mean to expect Cthulhu to be satisfied with nothing more than a cat. Roger Johnson exports a Lovecraftian lineage to a British landscape more appropriate than any I managed to find when I was emulating Grandpa. And Peter Cannon seems to have employed a pinch of the essential salts of the old gent himself, not to mention some sly wit. As for Don Burleson, he offers a loathsome fright which no aesthetically sensitive ghoul should miss.

			Dick Tierney tells a tale worthy of the best weird pulps. Nor is he alone in returning to principles by which Lovecraft wrote. Gary Myers goes back, very effectively, to Dunsany, and David Kaufman is as delicately powerful in conveying a sense of the massive and terrible. The name of Zann is by no means betrayed by Mark Rainey. As for Tom Ligotti, he need acknowledge no imagination but his own in communicating how “the only value of this world lay in its power—at certain times—to suggest another world.”

			Other tales may have been added to this book since I wrote this piece to end Bob Price’s anxiety about its non-appearance, and so my failure to comment on them should not be taken as expressing aversion. I look forward to reading them. I shall read them, I tell you—I shall be entertained! Hee, hee, hee . . . Fun’s the only answer—what else is there to do but laugh if the cosmos is a joke? Chortle with Cthulhu, yuk with Yog-Sothoth, giggle with Shub-Niggurath . . . haw, haw, haw . . . But what is this cold wind which sprang to life at the very outset of that sentence? Mercy of Heaven, what is that shape behind the parting words? Spectral pallor . . . aquiline nose . . . elongated lower jaw . . . hands reaching out of word-processor screen . . . am dragged away from keyboard . . . hee, hee, hee . . .

			Ramsey Campbell Merseyside, England 12 May 1993

		

	
		
			Introduction

			In his Lovecraft: A Look Behind the Cthulhu Mythos Lin Carter observed that August Derleth’s collection, Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, “marked the beginning of an era in the history of the Mythos for many reasons, and one of the most important was that it introduced an extraordinary number of new writers in the Mythos” (p. 175). These scribes Carter went on to dub “The New Lovecraft Circle.” Their number included Ramsey Campbell, Brian Lumley, J. Vernon Shea (actually a friend and correspondent of Lovecraft’s, but just making his Mythos fiction debut), James Wade, Colin Wilson (again, an established pro, but a new Mythos writer), Gary Myers, and Lin Carter himself. Actually, Carter and Myers began playing the game too late to make it into Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, but just by a tendril.

			Derleth’s flagship Mythos collection followed related Arkham House volumes by Campbell (The Inhabitant of the Lake and Less Welcome Tenants) and Wilson (The Mind Parasites) and preceded collections by Myers (The House of the Worm), Lumley (The Caller of the Black, The Horror at Oakdeene, Beneath the Moors), and Carter (Dreams from R’lyeh). Since then, Wilson has added to his Mythos canon The Philosopher’s Stone, while several of Campbell’s tales from the earlier volume were later collected, along with a few new ones, in the Scream Press collection Cold Print (1985).

			Carter wrote several more Mythos tales, five of them forming a serial novel after the manner of Derleth’s The Trail of Cthulhu. These he later submitted to Jim Turner at a post-Derleth Arkham House under the title The Terror out of Time. Turner did not take the bait, but the collection is scheduled for publication in the near future from Chaosium under the title The Xothic Legend Cycle.

			Eventually Carter persuaded Myers, whom he judged the best among the New Circle, to pen a few more brief tales, some of which appeared in Carter’s Zebra Books run of the paperback Weird Tales. Others, some newly solicited by yours truly, appeared in Crypt of Cthulhu.

			Unfortunately, Wade and Shea did not pursue Lovecraftian fiction much farther. Another tale of Wade’s, “A Darker Shadow over Innsmouth,” really a brief fable about nuclear weapons, did appear in the fifth issue of Derleth’s The Arkham Collector, while the more substantial “The Silence of Erika Zann” appeared in Edward Paul Berglund’s important collection Disciples of Cthulhu in 1976 (DAW Books). Shea’s 1966 memoir of Lovecraft, “H. P. Lovecraft: The House and the Shadow” was reprinted by Necronomicon Press in 1982.

			Derleth’s Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, then, was doing two jobs at once. It chronicled the earlier generation of the evolution of the Mythos by including important Mythos stories by Derleth himself, Henry Kuttner, Robert E. Howard, Clark Ashton Smith, Frank Belknap Long, and others. But then it went on to give the Mythos a new birth, a reincarnation in contemporary garb, even as Carter suggested.

			It was significant that, while all the new stories were obviously inspired by Lovecraft, or at least by Derleth, all were unashamedly contemporary (all three of Wade’s that I have mentioned, in fact, were almost too contemporary, reeking of the decade of the 60s and its various agendas, though they are so well written this does not hurt them).

			Strikingly, none of them sought to locate their stories in Lovecraft’s Miskatonic Valley, either. Critics of Lovecraft had scathingly pointed out the absurdity visible when one views HPL’s tales synoptically: why were all these extra-terrestrial bogies so interested in one small area of New England?

			Derleth had advised Campbell, and perhaps the others took the hint, not to move all his fictional luggage into Arkham and Innsmouth, since these places were already so saturated with spooks and tentacles that a fresh start might better be made elsewhere. And he was right.

			So the new disciples set to work, like the pioneers driven from their familiar fatherland and impelled to carve out new frontiers elsewhere. Before long, Campbell had his Severn Valley, Lumley his Blowne House and Oakdeene Sanitarium, Carter his Sanbourne Institute of Pacific Antiquities, etc.

			But in this case a warning away from one path was the starting gun for a race down another. Imagine the fun of creating one’s own Lovecraftian universe, essentially playing Lovecraft oneself! And who could stop the new writers from adding their own tomes of forbidden lore to the already voluminous canon? Campbell contributed the multivolume Revelations of Glaaki, which even seemed to out-arcanize itself, since there seemed to be extra apocryphal volumes of the work floating around! Carter would later think up the Ponape Scripture and the Xanthu Tablets, and Wilson decided that the mysterious Voynich Manuscript (which actually exists and puzzles researchers) was really the Necronomicon enciphered. Lumley added the mysterious Cthaat Aquadingen and Joachim Feery’s Notes upon the Necronomicon.

			This last, incidentally, might be highlighted as a perfect device for updating what had become a hackneyed prop. How rare could Alhazred’s book be if every occultist had his own copy, as most of them did by the time the original generation of Lovecraft disciples were done? So leave it to Lumley to create a new book with the ring of the old. Feery, you see, was something of a medium himself and ventured to compile his own glossed edition based on no known manuscript evidence, but perhaps on Sources much closer to the horse’s mouth! But all of these second-generation grimoires, it seems to me, showed quite a bit of ingenuity. None was simply another Necronomicon clone, like most of the books designed by the earlier group of writers.

			And of course, the Lovecraftian pantheon began to bulge, too. Campbell’s Daoloth and Glaaki, Lumley’s Yibb-Tstll and Shudde-M’ell, and Carter’s Ythogtha and Zoth-Ommog fairly forced Mythos taxonomists to add a new wing onto the zoo. In all this, in the stories of the New Lovecraft Circle, one sensed simultaneously the joys both of nostalgia and of fresh creation. Accordingly the reader, if the stories hit him right, experienced a feeling of at-home-ness (Yes, this was the Mythos, all right!) and the delight of newness. You could almost pretend it was all unfolding for the first time, and this time here you were on the ground floor.

			All of which brings me to the question of pastiches, a guilty literary pleasure. Most Cthulhu Mythos fiction is either a pastiche of Lovecraft and Derleth or at the very least formula fiction. Is this a bad thing? Some say it is, and this may have something to do with the unwillingness of many editors even to look at Mythos fiction. They think readers know too well what to expect: a too-familiar story in which certain things will happen, right on schedule, and in which certain code words and book titles will try, unsuccessfully, to substitute for atmosphere and characterization.

			Prolonged exposure to fanzines has the effect of lending some credence to these suspicions. Reading many of them, one soon concludes that the small readership for whom they are written has a great deal in common with the seedy protagonist of Campbell’s “Cold Print.” The Mythos has become like pornography, and it matters not whether there is any plot or characterization to speak of, any more than it does in a cheap porn paperback or skin-flick. Just as long as the proper anatomy is all there, only in this case it is tentacles rather than testicles, beasts instead of breasts.

			But surely not all genre fiction, not all formula fiction, need be a poor example of its type. I will not concede that Cthulhu Mythos fiction is so sub-literary a genre that ipso facto there can be no good examples of it, that only a bad example would be true to type. We have two important issues to address here. (Granted, if you have bought this book, you do not need to be convinced. But at least maybe we can help you win your next argument on the subject.)

			I believe that we may learn much from some remarks of Lin Carter, made in his book Imaginary Worlds, in reply to the criticisms made by Alexei and Cory Panshin against the pulp genre of Sword-&-Sorcery fiction, damning it as “a living fossil with no apparent ability to evolve.” To this Carter replied, “Well, perhaps. But what of it? The stuff is fun to read, and fun to write, and the fossilization of the genre is, I suspect, largely in the eye of the beholder . . . Must a school of writing evolve? I wonder why. Evolution implies change into something else” (pp. 145–146).

			In other words, this criticism, also aimed frequently at Cthulhu Mythos fiction, is a Catch-22: if the genre doesn’t evolve, it is dead in the water. If it does evolve, it becomes something else. And in either case we are done with it.

			Carter offered no contrived aesthetic defense for writing new Sword-&-Sorcery, and I am far from ready to offer one for the continuation of the Mythos either. John Jakes, in a passage appreciatively quoted by Carter, sums it up: we don’t like it because we are supposed to like it or obliged to like it by some literary conscience. We like it because we like it. Jakes: “There are just not enough of this kind of stories to go around any more; not enough, anyway, to please me” (Introduction to the author’s Brak the Barbarian).

			In other words, to put it in terms drawn from Susan Sontag’s famous essay “Notes on Camp,” Carter, Jakes and the rest of us enjoy this fiction precisely for the excesses that make more “serious” critics turn up their noses. In another essay (“The Pornographic Imagination”), Sontag puts down science fiction along with pornography as “sub-literary,” a comparison I have borrowed just above. But she has forgotten herself when she makes such sweeping judgments. We latter-day pulpists are not to be despised, for we have acquired the sensibility of “Camp.” Carter knew what qualified as great literature and what didn’t and that both were enjoyable in their ways. And he was unashamed of his nostalgic, campy love for what he himself called “the gloriously fourth-rate.”

			But, one might persist, doesn’t it get rather stale? Maybe there can be good Mythos fiction, granted, but hasn’t it all been written? Does the plethora of poor Mythos imitations signal that it’s been done to death? Why continue to write them?

			The point is, why pastiche? Here I will appeal to the intriguing thinking of Jacques Derrida. Derrida, as part of a larger argument I dare not entertain here, contends that writing is far from the secondary fossilization of living speech most philosophers and linguists have judged it since Plato’s time. Writing, so goes the complaint, is the desiccated corpse of speech. It no longer breathes with intonation, no longer allows for the possibility of clarification by the author.

			But, Derrida contends, the author’s “intention” for what he said or wrote was already an epiphenomenon. That is, what he thought “his” words meant was simply his own reading of a text which produced itself through him (shades of Joachim Feery!). What comes out in the writing process is the contents of the subconscious mind, which is already like a written text engraved in the neurons. It may seem new to us, but it is new like the first-time recognition of a hitherto repressed memory. It is known for the first time in remembrance, never having been seen before. This pre-written subconscious script Derrida calls arche-ecriture, originary writing.

			You see, I think Derrida helps us grasp the fact, stated more baldly by Jakes and seconded by Carter, that when one writes a “Mythos story,” one is in fact simply reading the Mythos story, the one written deep within by all one’s years of reading and enjoying the work of Lovecraft, Derleth, et al. The second half of Derleth’s Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos was a rewriting, and thus a rereading, of the first half. One wishes there were more of these stories, so one writes more of them, not so much for other hungry Lovecraftians to read, but for oneself to read in the very act of writing them.

			All those terrible fannish Mythos yarns are so bad not because they must be, nor even because their young authors are poor writers, but rather, at the bottom of it, because they are poor readers! They have picked up nothing in Lovecraft but all the tonguetwisting names and the twisting tentacles, merely beasts and bestiaries. Mythos names, we often hear, and rightly, do not a Lovecraftian story make.

			Editor Wilum Pugmire announced that his magazine Tales of Lovecraftian Horror would consider no Mythos fiction. An odd editorial rule, one might think, but no. Pugmire knew he had to get writers to get the names out of their heads, at least temporarily, if they were to begin to see what else made the Old Gent’s tales so effective. Things like mood, style, vision. And if these elements were right, he knew he had a tale of truly Lovecraftian horror on his hands. There were only three issues, and to fill even that many he had to break his own rules more than once. The assignment wasn’t easy.

			But has anyone noticed that if a story festooned with Necronomicon passages and cries of “Iä!” does not by this token constitute a Lovecraftian tale, neither are these props needed to make a tale a Mythos tale? And it can just as well be a Mythos tale without being particularly Lovecraftian, as many by Lumley, Wilson, and Derleth demonstrate. So what is it that is integral to a story being a Mythos tale? Glad I asked!

			I would venture that a “tale of the Cthulhu Mythos” is by nature (= by formula, by DNA) a strange and wondrous hybrid, a Faustian Mystery. One seeks forbidden knowledge, whether wittingly or, more likely, unwittingly, but one may not know till it is too late. This is possible because the seeking is a gradual piecing together of clues whose eventual destination one does not know. The knowledge, once gained, is too great for the mind of man. It is Promethean, Faustian knowledge. Knowledge that destroys in the moment of enlightenment, a Gnosis of damnation, not of salvation. One would never have contracted with Mephistopheles to gain it. One rather wishes it were not too late to forget it.

			And usually this knowledge is such as to threaten to cancel the future, to turn it into the past, perhaps by opening oneself to replacement by Joseph Curwen, perhaps by raising up the Old Ones who will return the planet to its former domicile in alien dimensions.

			As I see it, the common use of the device of such a threat, which may be clothed in as many versions as the all-purpose plot diagram of Lester Dent, need not issue in uniformity. For instance, Mythos stories may or may not end pessimistically. The threat may be turned back, or deferred, or we may be left hanging. The basic idea of a Mythos tale as I have set it forth is an interior skeleton like a mammal’s, a frame on which to grow, not a hard, limiting exo-skeleton like those worn by the insects from Shaggai. It forms the base-line against which the new variations may be measured. It is not a denial of flexibility; it is something to be flexible with.

			In my judgment we may plot the failure of both insipid fan Mythos fiction and of sophisticated New Wave Mythos fiction (some of the contents of Campbell’s New Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos and Berglund’s Disciples of Cthulhu) along this axis. The fan fiction tends to stick to the skeleton so closely there is no meat on the bones. Or the meat is old and rank. We’ve heard it all before.

			The New Wave stuff, on the other hand, chucks the whole skeleton. It is either like an invertebrate shoggoth or it has simply plugged in a few familiar Mythos names here and there in an unfamiliar structure. Stories of psychological horror, for example, simply do not need Mythos touches and are not improved by them. Psycho would not have benefitted had Lila found a copy of the Necronomicon on Norman’s shelf alongside The Witch Cult in Western Europe.

			In a previous anthology, Tales of the Lovecraft Mythos, I sought to create a pastiche of the first half of August Derleth’s Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos. The present collection means to ape the second half, to commemorate that dawn of a new era of Mythos fiction. I have been able to assemble several little known and seldom seen stories by most of the seven members of the New Lovecraft Circle numbered by Lin Carter and by other, more recent adepts as well, for the tradition grows. The cult will not be stamped out.

			One of the ironies of a collection like this is that by now a quarter of a century has gone by since the era of the New Lovecraft Circle began. In the meantime some of the budding new Mythos writers, like some in the original Lovecraft Circle (Robert Bloch and Henry Kuttner, for example) cut their fangs on Lovecraftian fiction, then went on to other things. This is certainly true of Ramsey Campbell and Brian Lumley, with whose post-Lovecraftian works the shelves now fairly bulge. As with Bloch and Kuttner, the Mythos fiction of these two must henceforth be reckoned as “the early Lumley,” “the early Campbell.”

			A few of the stories from Campbell’s The Inhabitant of the Lake were axed from the Scream Press collection Cold Print. One of these had been one of my favorites in the earlier collection: “The Plain of Sound.” I reprinted it in Crypt of Cthulhu #43, and now here it is again, back in hard covers where it belongs. “The Stone on the Island” appeared first in August Derleth’s anthology Over the Edge (1964). Here one can already see the strong development of Campbell’s gritty realism, the ambience of urban dreariness as the theatre of horror, the use of anti-heroic protagonists. These factors made their emergence in “Cold Print,” but for my money, they are much better integrated with the Lovecraftian element here.

			Brian Lumley’s “The Statement of One John Gibson” first appeared in Crypt of Cthulhu #19 in 1984 and is resurrected here for the first time. It is related to the Lovecraft revision tale “The Diary of Alonzo Typer,” which HPL wrote from a draft by William Lumley. Who better to follow up that tale than a living sequel to (though not a descendant of) that elder Lumley?

			Dave Sutton’s “Demoniacal” first appeared in New Writings in Horror and the Supernatural, Vol. II (Sphere Books) where Lumley saw it. “His tale was so obviously a Mythos story that I wrote him and said, ‘Let me do a sequel!’ because I had an idea for just such,” Lumley recalls. “He OK’ed that and I wrote ‘The Kiss of Bugg-Shash,’ which definitely was Mythos and so brought Dave’s tale firmly into the genre also.” The pair appeared together in Jon Harvey’s pamphlet series Cthulhu: Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, 3 (Spectre Press), then in my own Crypt of Cthulhu.

			One key feature of campiness is that it hovers just on the thin line between nostalgia and parody, half-saluting and half-satirizing. Sometimes it is not so easy to keep the balance, and so we satirize not what we scorn, but what we love. Thus did the young Lin Carter and Dave Foley in their parody, “The Slitherer from the Slime,” which first appeared in Inside SF, #53, September, 1958, and then in Crypt of Cthulhu #54. The basic elements of a Mythos story need only form the skeleton and need not dictate what may grow on it, or at what rate. The skeleton should be able to accommodate some fun-poking, some tickling of its own ribs. Lovecraft’s style, I think, may be honored almost as much in the breach as in the imitation.

			In Lovecraft: A Look Behind the Cthulhu Mythos, Lin Carter crowned himself “the Last Disciple.” I suppose he simply meant “the latest disciple,” unless he was unusually pessimistic for the future of the genre. In that case perhaps he viewed himself, with typical grandioseness, as the “Seal of the Prophets.” All this on the strength of a few brief cautionary tales from the Necronomicon he had written and mailed off to August Derleth during the preparation of the Lovecraft book. Derleth had by this time become something of a grandfatherly figure to Carter on matters Lovecraftian, and he accepted a couple of these efforts to appear in The Arkham Collector. One of them, “The Doom of Yakthoob,” reprinted here, appeared in the 10th issue, Summer 1971. In my judgment (and I have elsewhere published all of them in the series), “Yakthoob” remains the best of these attempts to supply the autobiographical episodes Lovecraft himself had implied prefaced the darkest secrets of Al Azif.

			In his many “excerpts” from ancient tomes Carter’s command of antique translation English was never quite up to snuff. He was obviously more at ease with crisper, modern prose. Accordingly, his longer Mythos tales set in the 30s or in the 70s and 80s are more effective. “The Fishers from Outside” is one of these. In it, as in several of these stories, Lin picks up on some Lovecraftian name-dropping. In his poem “The Outpost” and his revision tale “Winged Death,” HPL had referred to the mysterious Zimbabwe ruins with their enigmatic bird reliefs. What shocking significance had Lovecraft imagined as connected with them? And who or what were the “Fishers from Outside,” mentioned in both the story and the poem? It was left to Carter to solve the riddle.

			From the remaining members of the original New Lovecraft Circle I have managed to extract by unwholesome means best left unspecified here a set of new or at least seldom-viewed tales. Gary Myers has contributed a new story to this volume. Alas, J. Vernon Shea and James Wade both followed Lovecraft into the aether since Carter proclaimed them members of that New Circle that we may hope will someday be unbroken in the sweet Yuggothian by-and-by.

			In his last years, Shea had entered Lovecraft fandom, and in the first issue of his fanzine Outre he published the sequel to his “The Haunter of the Graveyard,” which of course had appeared in Derleth’s Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos (though omitted from Jim Turner’s new edition). How natural, then, that “Dead Giveaway” should appear in The New Lovecraft Circle, a sequel to Derleth’s volume.

			Ghoulish delvings have also retrieved the tale that represents James Wade in the present volume, “Those Who Wait.” Like Shea’s, this story has before now only appeared in an obscure fanzine, the second issue of the promising but abortive Dark Brotherhood Journal (1972). I must repeat here Wade’s warning issued there that “Those Who Wait” was the story most of us have written: a fannish effort at aping Lovecraft, penned in the heat of early Lovecraft enthusiasm (he was only 16 when he wrote it). He said it should really have been titled “The Rover Boys at R’lyeh.” Nonetheless, Wade generously allowed it to be published as a curiosity and to satisfy Mythos completists. I am happy to include it here for the same reasons. Wade’s canon of Lovecraftian stories is too small for any of the tales, even juvenilia, to be excluded from it.

			There was one more writer who had been ordained by Derleth himself to take a seat, like Randolph Carter in “Through the Gates of the Silver Key,” among the ranks of the New Lovecraft Circle. But, again, like Randolph Carter, the throne was denied him. Derleth had promised to bring out an Arkham collection of Mythos stories by English weird fictioneer John Glasby. Glasby had written a huge number of tales for the English paperback magazine Supernatural Stories, some few of them Lovecraft-related.

			The tragic death of the mastermind of Arkham House threw many planned projects into Limbo. Sadly, Glasby’s The Brooding City was one of these. I published all the stories in two issues of Crypt of Cthulhu (#s 67 and 71), and it may be that Fedogan & Bremer will yet bring them out as the hardcover they should have been. Thus I include none of them here. Rather I have chosen to reprint two much rarer Mythos tales Glasby wrote for Supernatural Stories, “The Keeper of Dark Point” and “The Black Mirror.” In fact these tales are even rarer than that: they are the original versions of stories which appeared in print editorially shorn of most of their Lovecraftian associations. Here they are in all their Lovecraftian glory. Thus Glasby finds himself, years later, just where he belongs, a secure member of the New Lovecraft Circle.

			The Circle has expanded in the years since it first appeared, with new writers taking the places of those who had fallen. The late Karl Edward Wagner, justly renowned as the creator of the Sword-&-Sorcery series of Kane novels and as the editor of DAW’s Year’s Best Horror Stories collections, was also an accomplished horror writer. His Lovecraftian tribute to Lee Brown Coye, Sticks, appeared in the new edition of Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos. He continued mining (or is it sucking?) that vein here in “I’ve Come to Talk With You Again.” We have the high honor of presenting here Karl’s last story, which you will find eerily prophetic.

			Another Sword-&-Sorcery scribe who has not hesitated to make use of the Cthulhu Mythos is Richard L. Tierney, whose seminal essay “The Derleth Mythos” ushered in a whole era of Lovecraft interpretation that dominated the field in the 70s and 80s. Though keen-eyed and critical in his delineation of Derleth’s embellishments of Lovecraft’s Mythos, Tierney has always maintained that there is no reason not to continue writing Mythos fiction in the trajectory Derleth marked out. Even if it is not what the Old Gent himself had in mind, it has its own integrity and it is a lot of fun.

			Tierney’s object in “The Derleth Mythos” was simply to mark the difference between Lovecraft’s vision and Derleth’s, not to turn the clock back. As a result he has made extremely creative use of the Mythic systems of both men, combining them in intricate ways with the fictional worlds of Robert E. Howard and Clark Ashton Smith as well. (There was even one draft of a story in which Tierney’s hero Simon of Gitta teamed up with Wagner’s Kane, but copyright problems proved too formidable a foe for even these two stalwart barbarians! Rest assured one copy of the suppressed version rests in my archives. You may yet see it. You know how these forbidden manuscripts have a way of coming to light!) In Tierney’s work we see a smoothly harmonized and integrated fictional universe that I have elsewhere dubbed “the Weird Tales cosmology.”

			His tale in this anthology, “The Howler in the Dark,” first appeared in Crypt of Cthulhu #24, albeit with one line of text missing. That omission is corrected here.

			Few readers will fail to recognize the names of Alan Dean Foster and Richard Lupoff. Both are familiar in many connections in the worlds of science fiction, fantasy, even movies and comics, realms between which most of us move rather easily. But it may come as something of a surprise to learn that both men have written quite interesting Mythos stories. Foster’s “The Horror on the Beach” was published by Kenneth Krueger in an edition that was disintegrating as soon as it was published in 1978. It deserves a wider public and a more abiding incarnation.

			You have no doubt seen Lupoff’s excellent “Discovery of the Ghooric Zone—March, 2337” in the new version of Tales of the Cthulhu Mythos, where it had been reprinted from its original appearance in Chrysalis #1 (1977). From the pages of Fantastic now reappears Lupoff’s “The Whisperers.” His “Lights! Camera! Shub-Niggurath!” appears here for the first time. The novelette formed the basis for Lupoff’s novel The Forever City. The original was once slated for publication, but the mag had the bad luck to fold. Note: Lupoff’s sequel to “The Dunwich Horror,” “The Devil’s Hop Yard” (from Chrysalis #2) appears in my anthology The Dunwich Cycle (Chaosium, Inc., 1996). His sequel to “The Whisperer in Darkness,” “Documents in the Case of Elizabeth Akeley” (The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, March 1982), appears in my anthology The Hastur Cycle (Chaosium, Inc., 1993).

			From the crumbling pages of Etchings & Odysseys (#5, 1984), one of the premiere Lovecraftian magazines of the 70s Lovecraft revival, comes my own “Saucers From Yaddith.” Unlike Lin Carter, who showed a similar unfortunate tendency to include his own fiction in his anthologies, I will not declare myself the Last Disciple, for the number still grows.

			And one of the most interesting things about some of the newer Circle members is that they seem to be mastering the difficult art of penning tales of the kind Pugmire sought, tales not explicitly of the Cthulhu Mythos, but rather more strictly Lovecraftian in style, mood, cosmic implication, or plot structure. Thomas Ligotti’s “Vastarien,” which first appeared in Crypt of Cthulhu #48, is, I think, the perfect rendition of a theme one might by now consider fatally hackneyed, that of the forbidden book. Whether it was suggested by Lovecraft’s first three “Fungi From Yuggoth” sonnets, or by their prose counterpart, the fragment “The Book,” or by neither, “Vastarien” does the best job I have ever seen of unfolding the notion of “nighted worlds of ill” kept at bay between antique covers.

			Peter Cannon’s “The Madness out of Space” was first foisted on the Lovecraftian reading public as a tongue-in-cheek hoax in the pages of Eldritch Tales #s 8 (1982) and 9 (1983) where Cannon claimed to have discovered a lost Lovecraft manuscript by a series of odd chances on a trip to New England. There were clues aplenty to tell you otherwise, but Cannon had done a fine job at the difficult art of Lovecraft pastiche. Crypt of Cthulhu #34 featured a somewhat edited version, and still a third version appears here.

			Roger Johnson’s “Aliah Warden” was written on request for the special Lovecraft issue of The Count Dracula Fan Club Annual in 1985. Though he himself is the last to claim that it holds any surprises for the reader, I have always considered it a little gem of stylistic Lovecraft pastiche, and I am glad now to share it with a wider audience.

			Donald R. Burleson, known both for his innovative horror fiction and his literary criticism of horror fiction (see his H.P. Lovecraft: A Critical Study; Lovecraft: Disturbing the Universe and his Begging to Differ: Deconstructionist Readings) is another of those with the rare gift of invoking Lovecraft the hard way, by style and theme, not with code names. Early on he wrote a small number of brief tales recalling the Lovecraft of elegant grue, the Lovecraft of “The Hound,” “The Loved Dead,” “The Statement of Randolph Carter.” The first and best of these, “The Last Supper,” which appeared first in Dirk Mosig’s fan magazine The Miskatonic (#23, l978), then in revised versions in Eldritch Tales #7, and in Crypt of Cthulhu #34, appears here polished a bit further.

			Despite the antipathy of mainstream editors to Lovecraftian fiction, David Kaufman managed to sneak a fine example of it into the pages of Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine (April, 1987). I guess he was able to do it because of the fine subtlety of his writing. “The Church at Garlock’s Bend” features nary a Mythos cliche, yet in its brooding atmosphere of the ominously lingering past, it seems to me perfectly Lovecraftian. What Kaufman does here, few Lovecraftians have even tried.

			Stephen Mark Rainey, editor of Deathrealm, is another rising star in today’s weird fiction field, as a look at his fine collection The Fugue Devil will readily verify. Like Brian Lumley he seems to have perfected the art of revivifying accustomed Lovecraftian elements by creating elusively similar variant versions of them. In “The Spheres Beyond Sound,” you will discover a mysterious Maestro Zann, author of an enigmatic treatise on music. Yet, you should know, this book actually exists! One other thing you should know: an earlier version of this story appeared under the title “Threnody” in Deathrealm #2 (Summer, 1987), while a very different story with almost exactly the same title (“The Sphere Beyond Sound”) appeared soon after in Tales of Lovecraftian Horror #2 (June, 1988).

			At last, I must express my gratitude to several individuals for bringing some of the tales in this and my previous anthology to my attention when I would certainly never have seen them otherwise. Possessors of such sharp (three-lobed burning) eyes are Charles Garofalo, Tani Jantsang, Dan Gobbett, the late Ronald Shearer, Mike Ashley, S. T. Joshi, William Fulwiler, and Charles Gray. And thanks also to Steffan Aletti, trusty scribe, who helped me in the sanity-blasting labor of proofreading!

			Robert M. Price 
Bloomfield, New Jersey 
July, 1996

		

	
		
			The Plain of Sound

			Ramsey Campbell

			Verily do we know little of the other universes beyond the gate which YOG-SOTHOTH guards. Of those which come through the gate and make their habitation in this world none can tell; although Ibn Schacabao tells of the beings which crawl from the Gulf of S’glhuo that they may be known by their sound. In that Gulf the very worlds are of sound, and matter is known but as an odor; and the notes of our pipes in this world may create beauty or bring forth abominations in S’glhuo. For the barrier between haply grows thin, and when sourceless sounds occur we may justly look to the denizens of S’glhuo. They can do little harm to those of Earth, and fear only that shape which a certain sound may form in their universe.

			ABDUL ALHAZRED: NECRONOMICON

			When Frank Nuttall, Tony Roles, and I reached the Inn at Severnford, we found that it was closed.

			It was summer of 1958, and as we had nothing particular to do at Brichester University that day we had decided to go out walking. I had suggested a trip to Goatswood—the legends there interested me—but Tony had heard things which made him dislike that town. Then Frank had told us about an advertisement in the Brichester Weekly News about a year back which had referred to an inn at the center of Severnford as “one of the oldest in England.” We could walk there in the morning and quench the thirst caused by the journey; afterward we could take the bus back to Brichester if we did not feel like walking.

			Tony was not enthusiastic. “Why go all that way to get drunk,” he inquired, “even if it is so old? Besides, that ad in the paper’s old too—by now the place has probably fallen down . . .” However, Frank and I wanted to try it, and finally we overruled his protests.

			We would have done better to agree with him, for we found the inn’s doors and windows boarded up and a nearby sign saying: “Temporarily closed to the public.” The only course was to visit the modern public house up the street. We looked round the town a little; this did not occupy us long, for Severnford has few places of interest, most of it being dockland. Before two o’clock we were searching for a bus-stop; when it eluded us, we entered a newsagent’s for directions.

			“Bus t’ Brichester? No, only in the mornin’s,” the proprietor told us. “Up from the University, are you?”

			“Then how do we get back?” Tony asked.

			“Walk, I s’pose,” suggested the newsagent. “Why’d you come up anyway—oh, t’look at the Inn? No, you won’t get in there now—so many o’ them bloody teenagers’ve been breakin’ the winders an’ such that Council says it’ll only open t’ people with special permission. Good job, too—though I’m not sayin’ as it’s kids like you as does it. Still, you’ll be wantin’ t’ get back t’ Brichester, an’ I know the shortest way.”

			He began to give us complicated directions, which he repeated in detail. When we still looked uncertain he waited while Frank got out notebook and pencil and took down the route. At the end of this I was not yet sure which way to go, but, as I remarked: “If we get lost, we can always ask.”

			“Oh, no,” protested our informant. “You won’t go wrong if you follow that.”

			“Right, thanks,” Frank said. “And I suppose there will be passers-by to ask if we do go wrong?”

			“I wouldn’t.” The newsagent turned to rearrange papers in the rack. “You might ask the wrong people.”

			Hearing no more from him, we went out into the street and turned right toward Brichester. Once one leaves behind the central area of Severnford where a group of archaic buildings is preserved, and comes to the surrounding red-brick houses, there is little to interest the sight-seer. Much of Severnford is dockland, and even the country beyond is not noticeably pleasant to the forced hiker. Besides, some of the roads are noticeably rough, though that may have been because we took the wrong turning—for, an hour out of Severnford, we realized we were lost.

			“Turn left at the signpost about a mile out, it says here,” said Frank. “But we’ve come more than a mile already—where’s the signpost?”

			“So what do we do—go back and ask?” Tony suggested.

			“Too far for that. Look,” Frank asked me, “have you got that compass you’re always carrying, Les? Brichester is almost southeast of Severnford. If we keep on in that direction, we won’t go far wrong.”

			The road we had been following ran east-west. Now, when we turned off into open country, we could rely only on my compass, and we soon found that we needed it. Once, when ascending a slope, we had to detour round a thickly overgrown forest, where we would certainly have become further lost. After that we crossed monotonous fields, never seeing a building or another human being. Two and a half hours out of Severnford, we reached an area of grassy hillocks, and from there descended into and clambered out of miniature valleys. About half-a-mile into this region, Tony signalled us to keep quiet.

			“All I can hear is the stream,” said Frank. “Am I supposed to hear something important? You hear anything, Les?”

			The rushing stream we had just crossed effectively drowned most distant sounds, but I thought I heard a nearby mechanical whirring. It rose and fell like the sound of a moving vehicle, but with the loudly splashing water I could distinguish no details.

			“I’m not sure,” I answered. “There’s something that could be a tractor, I think—”

			“That’s what I thought,” agreed Tony. “It’s ahead somewhere—maybe the driver can direct us. If, of course, he’s not one of that newsagent’s wrong people!”

			The mechanical throbbing loudened as we crossed two hills and came onto a strip of level ground fronting a long, low ridge. I was the first to reach the ridge, climb it and stand atop it. As my head rose above the ridge, I threw myself back.

			On the other side lay a roughly square plain, surrounded by four ridges. The plain was about four hundred yards square, and at the opposite side was a one-story building. Apart from this the plain was totally bare, and that was what startled me most. For from that bare stretch of land rose a deafening flood of sound. Here was the source of that mechanical whirring; it throbbed overpoweringly upward, incessantly fluctuating through three notes. Behind it were other sounds; a faint bass humming which hovered on the edge of audibility, and others—whistling and high-pitched twangs which sometimes were inaudible and sometimes as loud as the whirring.

			By now Tony and Frank were beside me, staring down.

			“Surely it can’t be coming from that hut?” Frank said. “It’s no tractor, that’s certain, and a hut that size could never contain anything that’d make that row.”

			“I thought it was coming from underground somewhere,” suggested Tony. “Mining operations, maybe.”

			“Whatever it is, there’s that hut,” I said. “We can ask the way there.”

			Tony looked down doubtfully. “I don’t know—it might well be dangerous. You know driving over subsidence can be dangerous, and how do we know they’re not working on something like that here?”

			“There’d be signs if they were,” I reassured him. “No, come on—there may be nowhere else we can ask, and there’s no use keeping on in the wrong direction.”

			We descended the ridge and walked perhaps twenty yards across the plain.

			It was like walking into a tidal wave. The sound was suddenly all around us; the more overpowering because though it beat on us from all sides, we could not fight back—like being engulfed in jelly. I could not have stood it for long—I put my hands over my ears and yelled “Run!” And I staggered across the plain, the sound which I could not shut out booming at me, until I reached the building on the other side.

			It was a brown stone house, not a hut as we had thought. It had an arched doorway in the wall facing us, bordered by two low windows without curtains. From what we could see the room on the left was the living-room, that on the right a bedroom, but grime on the windows prevented us from seeing more, except that the rooms were unoccupied. We did not think to look in any windows at the back. The door had no bell or knocker, but Frank pounded on a panel.

			There was no answer and he knocked harder. On the second knock the door swung open, revealing that it opened into the living-room. Frank looked in and called: “Anybody at home?” Still nobody answered, and he turned back to us.

			“Do you think we’d better go in?” he asked. “Maybe we could wait for the owner, or there might be something in the house that’d direct us.”

			Tony pushed past me to look. “Hey, what—Frank, do you notice anything here? Something tells me that whoever the owner is, he isn’t house-proud.”

			We could see what he meant. There were wooden chairs, a table, bookcases, a ragged carpet—and all thick with dust. We hesitated a minute, waiting for someone to make a decision; then Frank entered. He stopped inside the door and pointed. Looking over his shoulder we could see there were no footprints anywhere in the dust.

			We looked round for some explanation. While Frank closed the door and cut off the throbbing from outside, Tony—our bibliophile—crossed to the bookcases and looked at the spines. I noticed a newspaper on the table and idly picked it up.

			“The owner must be a bit peculiar . . . La Strega, by Pico della Mirandola,” Tony read, “—Discovery of Witches—The Red Dragon—hey, Revelations of Glaaki; isn’t that the book the University can’t get for their restricted section? Here’s a diary, big one, too, but I hadn’t better touch that.”

			When I turned to the front page of the newspaper, I saw it was the Camside Observer. As I looked closer, I saw something which made me call the others. “Look at this—December 8, 1930! You’re right about this man being peculiar—what sort of person keeps a newspaper for twenty-eight years?”

			“I’m going to look in the bedroom,” Frank declared. He knocked on the door off the living-room, and, when we came up beside him, opened it. The room was almost bare: a wardrobe, a hanging wall-mirror, and a bed, were the only furnishings. The bed, as we had expected, was empty; but the mark of a sleeping body was clearly defined, though filled with dust. We moved closer, noting the absence of footprints on the floor; and bending over the bed, I thought I saw something besides dust in the hollows left by the sleeper—something like ground glass, sparkling greenly.

			“What’s happened?” Tony asked in a rather frightened tone.

			“Oh, probably nothing out of the ordinary,” said Frank. “Maybe there’s another entrance round the back—maybe he can’t stand all the noise, whatever it is, and has a bedroom on the other side. Look, there’s a door in that wall; that may be it.”

			I went across and opened it, but only a very primitive lavatory lay beyond.

			“Wait a minute, I think there was a door next to the bookcase,” recollected Tony. He returned to the living-room and opened the door he had noticed. As we followed him, he exclaimed: “My God—now what?”

			The fourth room was longer than any of the others, but it was the contents that had drawn Tony’s exclamation. Nearest us on the bare floor was something like a television screen, about two feet across, with a blue-glass light bulb behind it, strangely distorted and with thick wires attached. Next to it another pair of wires led from a megaphone-shaped receiver. In between the opposite wall and these instruments lay a strange arrangement of crystals, induction coils, and tubes, from which wires hung at each end for possible attachment to the other appliances. The far corner of the ceiling had recently collapsed, allowing rain to drip onto a sounding-board carrying a dozen strings, a large lever and a motor connected by cogs to a plectrum-covered cylinder. Out of curiosity I crossed and plucked a string; but such a discord trembled through the board that I quickly muffled it.

			“Something very funny is going on here,” Frank said. “There’s no other room, so where can he sleep? And the dust, and the newspaper—and now these things—I’ve never seen anything like them . . .”

			“Why don’t we look at his diary?” suggested Tony. “It doesn’t look like he’ll be back, and I for one want to know what’s happened here.”

			So we went back into the living-room and Tony took down the heavy volume. He opened it to its last entry: December 8, 1930. “If we all try and read it, it’ll take three times as long,” he said.

			“You two sit down and I’ll try and read you the relevant bits.” He was silent for a few minutes, then:

			“Professor Arnold Hird, ex-Brichester University: never heard of him—must’ve been before our time.

			“Ah here we are—

			“ ‘January 3, 1930: Today moved into new house (if it can be called a house!). Noises are queer—suppose it’s only because there’s so much superstition about them that nobody’s investigated before. Intend to make full study—meteorological conditions, &c: feel that winds blowing over ridges may vibrate and cause sounds. Tomorrow to look round, take measurements, find out if anything will interrupt sounds. Peculiar that sound seems to be deafening in certain radius, relatively faint beyond—no gradual fading.’

			“ ‘January 4: Sleep uneasy last night—unaccustomed dreams. City on great mountain—angled streets, spiraling pillars and cones. Strange inhabitants; taller than human, scaly skin, boneless fingers, yet somehow not repulsive. Were aware of me, in fact seemed to await my arrival, but each time one approached me I awoke. Repeated several times.

			“ ‘Progress negative. Screens on top of ridges did not interrupt sound; undiminished though little wind. Measurements—northwest ridge 423 yards . . .’ Well, there’s a lot more like that.”

			“Make sure you don’t miss anything important,” Frank said as Tony turned pages.

			“ ‘January 6: Dreams again. Same city, figures as though waiting. Leader approached. Seemed to be communicating with me telepathically: I caught the thought—Do not be afraid; we are the sounds. Whole scene faded.

			“ ‘No progress whatever. Unable to concentrate on findings; dreams distracting.’

			“ ‘January 7: Insane perhaps, but am off to British Museum tomorrow. In last night’s dream was told: Check Necronomicon—formula for aiding us to reach you. Page reference given. Expect and hope this will be false alarm—dreams taking altogether too much out of me. But what if something on that page? Am not interested in that field—impossible to know in normal way . . .’

			“ ‘January 9: Back from London. Mao rite—on page I looked up—exactly as described in dream! Don’t know what it will do, but will perform it tonight to find out. Strange no dreams while away—some influence existing only here?’

			“ ‘January 10: Didn’t wake till late afternoon. Dreams began as soon as sleep after rite. Don’t know what to think. Alternatives both disturbing: either brain receiving transmission, or subconsciously inventing everything—but wd. sane mind act thus?

			“ ‘If true that transmission external, learned following:

			“ ‘Sounds in this area are equivalents of matter in another dimension. Said dimension overlaps ours at this point and certain others. City and inhabitants in dream do not appear as in own sphere, but as wd. appear if consisting of matter. Different sounds here correspond to various objects in other dimension; whirring equals pillars & cones, bass throbbing is ground, other varying sounds are people of city & other moving objects. Matter on our side they sense as odors.

			“ ‘The inhabitants can transmit whole concepts mentally. Leader asked me to try not to make sounds in radius of point of connection. Carried over to their dimension. My footsteps—huge crystals appeared on streets of city. My breathing—something living which they refused to show me. Had to be killed at once.

			“ ‘Inhabitants interested in communication with our dimension. Not dream—transmission—frequent use of Mao rite dangerous. Translator to be built on this side—enables sound to be translated into visual terms on screen, as in dream, but little else. When they build counterpart link will be effected—complete passage between dimensions. Unfortunately, their translator completely different from ours and not yet successful. Leader told me: Look in The Revelations of Glaaki for the plans. Also gave me page reference & said where to get copy.

			“ ‘Must get copy. If no plan, all coincidence & can return to normal research. If plan, can build machine, claim discovery of other dimension!’ ”

			“I’ve been thinking,” I interrupted. “Arnold Hird—there was something—wasn’t he asked to leave the University because he attacked someone when they disagreed with him? Said he’d return and astonish everybody some day, but was never heard of again.”

			“I don’t know,” said Tony. “Anyway, he continues:

			“ ‘January 12: Got Revelations of Glaaki. Had to take drastic measures to obtain it, too. Plan here—book 9, pp. 2057–9. Will take some time to build, but worth it. To think that besides me, only superstitious know of this—but will soon be able to prove it!’

			“Hmmm—well, there don’t seem to be any very interesting entries after that. Just ‘not much progress today’ or ‘screen arrangement completed’ or here ‘down to Severnford today—had to order strings at music shop. Don’t like idea of using it, but must keep it handy in case.’ ”

			“So that’s it,” Frank said, standing up. “The man was a lunatic, and we’ve been sitting here listening to his ravings. No wonder he was kicked out of the University.”

			“I don’t think so,” I disagreed. “It seems far too complex—”

			“Wait a minute, here’s another entry,” called Tony. “ ‘—December 7.’ ”

			Frank gave him a protesting look, but sat down again.

			“ ‘December 7: Got through. Image faint, but contact sufficient—beings aware. Showed me unfinished translator on their side—may take some time before completion. Few more days to perfect image, then will publicize.’

			“ ‘December 8: Must be sure about weapon I have constructed. Revelations give reason for use, but way of death is horrible. If unnecessary, definitely will destroy. Tonight will find out—will call Alala.’ ”

			         

			“Well, Frank?” I asked as Tony replaced the diary and began to search the shelves. “Crazy, maybe—but there are those sounds—and he called something that night where his diary ends—and there’s that peculiar stuff all over the bed—”

			“But how will we know either way?” Tony asked, removing a book.

			“Set up all that paraphernalia, obviously, and see what comes through on the screen.”

			“I don’t know,” Tony said. “I want to look in the Revelations of Glaaki—that’s what I’ve got here—but as for trying it ourselves, I think that’s going a bit far. You’ll notice how careful he was about it, and something happened to him.”

			“Come on, let’s look at the book,” interrupted Frank. “That can’t do any harm.”

			Tony finally opened it and placed it on the table. On the page we examined diagrams, and learned that “the screen is attached to the central portion and viewed, while the receiver is directed toward the sounds before attachment.” No power was necessary, for “the very sounds in their passing manipulate the instrument.” The diagrams were crude but intelligible, and both Frank and I were ready to experiment. But Tony pointed to a passage at the end of the section:

			“The intentions of the inhabitants of S’glhuo are uncertain. Those who use the translator would be wise to keep by them the stringed sounding-board, the only earthly weapon to touch S’glhuo. For when they build the translator to complete the connexion, who knows what they may bring through with them? They are adept in concealing their intentions in dream-communication, and the sounding-board should be used at the first hostile action.”

			“You see?” Tony said triumphantly. “These things are unfriendly—the book says so.”

			“Oh, no, it doesn’t,” contradicted Frank, “and anyway it’s a load of balls—living sounds, hah! But just suppose it was true—if we got through, we could claim the discovery—after all, the book says you’re safe with this ‘weapon.’ And there’s no rush back to the University.”

			Arguments ensued, but finally we opened the doors and dragged the instruments outside. I returned for the sounding-board, noticing how rusted it was, and Tony brought the volume of the Revelations. We stood at the edge of the area of sound and placed the receiver about midway. The screen was connected to the central section, and at last we clipped the wire from the screen to the rest.

			For a minute nothing happened. The screen stayed blank; the coils and wire did not respond. Tony looked at the sounding-board. The vibrations had taken on a somehow expectant quality, as if aware of our experiment. And then the blue light bulb flickered, and an image slowly formed on the screen.

			It was a landscape of dream. In the background, great glaciers and crystal mountains sparkled, while at their peaks enormous stone buildings stretched up into the mist. There were translucent shapes flitting about those buildings. But the foreground was most noticeable—the slanting streets and twisted pillar-supported cones which formed a city on one of the icy mountains. We could see no life in the city brooding in a sourceless blue light; only a great machine of tubes and crystals which stood before us on the street.

			When a figure rose into the screen, we recoiled. I felt a chill of terror, for this was one of the city’s inhabitants—and it was not human. It was too thin and tall, with huge pupilless eyes, and a skin covered with tiny rippling scales. The fingers were boneless, and I felt a surge of revulsion as the white eyes stared unaware in my direction. But I somehow felt that this was an intelligent being, and not definitely hostile.

			The being took out of its metallic robe a thin rod, which it held vertically and stroked several times. Whatever the principle, this must have been a summons, for in a few minutes a crowd had formed about the instrument in the street. What followed may only have been their method of communication, but I found it horrible; they stood in a circle and their fingers stretched fully two feet to interlace in the center. They dispersed after a short time and spread out, a small group remaining by the machine.

			“Look at that thing in the street,” said Tony. “Do you suppose—”

			“Not now,” Frank, who was watching in fascination, interrupted. “I don’t know if it’d be better to switch off now and get someone down from the University—no hell, let’s watch a bit longer. To think that we’re watching another world!”

			The group around the machine were turning it, and at that moment a set of three tubes came into view, pointing straight at us. One of the beings went to a switchboard and clutched a lever with long twining fingers. Tony began to speak, but simultaneously I realized what he was thinking.

			“Frank,” I shouted, “that’s their translator! They’re going to make the connexion!”

			“Do you think I’d better switch off, then?”

			“But suppose that’s not enough?” yelled Tony. “Do you want them to come through without knowing what they’ll do? You read the book—for God’s sake use the weapon before it’s too late!”

			His hysteria affected us all. Frank ran to the sounding-board and grabbed the lever. I watched the being on the machine, and saw that it was nearly ready to complete the connexion.

			“Why aren’t you doing anything?” Tony screamed at Frank.

			He called back: “The lever won’t move! Must be rust in the works—quick, Les, see if you can get them unstuck.”

			I ran over and began to scrape at the gears with a knife. Accidentally the blade slipped and twanged across the strings.

			“There’s something forming, I can’t quite see,” Tony said—

			Frank was straining so hard at the lever that I was afraid it would snap—then it jerked free, the gears moved, the plectrum cylinder spun and an atrocious sound came from the strings. It was a scraping, whining discord which clawed at our ears; it blotted out those other sounds, and I could not have stood it for long.

			Then Tony screamed. We whirled to see him kick in the screen and stamp ferociously on the wires, still shrieking. Frank shouted at him—and as he turned we saw the slackness of his mouth and the saliva drooling down his chin.

			We finally locked him in the back room of the house while we found our way back to Brichester. We told the doctors only that he had become separated from us, and that by the time we found him everything was as they saw it. When they removed Tony from the house, Frank took the opportunity to tear a few pages out of The Revelations of Glaaki. Perhaps because of this, the team of Brichester professors and others studying conditions there are making little progress. Frank and I will never go there again; the events of that afternoon have left too deep a mark.

			Of course, they affected Tony far more. He is completely insane, and the doctors foresee no recovery. At his worst he is totally incoherent, and attacks anyone who cannot satisfactorily explain every sound he hears. He gives no indication in his coherent periods of what drove him mad. He imagines he saw something more on that screen, but never describes what he saw.

			Occasionally he refers to the object he thinks he saw. Over the years he has mentioned details which would suggest something incredibly alien, but of course it must have been something else which unbalanced him. He speaks of “the snailhorns,” “the blue crystalline lenses,” “the mobility of the faces,” “the living flame and water,” “the bell-shaped appendages,” and “the common head of many bodies.”

			But these periods of comparative coherency do not last long. Usually they end when a look of horror spreads over his face, he stiffens and screams something which he has not yet explained:

			“I saw what it took from its victims! I saw what it took from its victims!”

			
			The Stone on the Island

			Ramsey Campbell

			Arriving home that night, Michael Nash thought at first that his father was asleep.

			Dr. Stanley Nash, his father, was lying back in an armchair in the living-room. On the table beside him stood an empty glass, propping up a sealed envelope, and near these lay a library book. It was all quite ordinary, and Michael only glanced at him before entering the kitchen in search of coffee. Fifteen minutes later he tried to wake his father, and realized what the contents of the glass must have been.

			Nash sensed the events of the next few days with numbed nerves. While he realized that any further evidence he might give would be disbelieved, he heard the words “suicide while the balance of the mind was disturbed” with a feeling of guilt; he fingered that envelope in his pocket, but forced himself to keep it there. After that arrived those people who saw the admiration of Nash’s medical ability as a pretext for taking a half-day off work; then the largely incomprehensible funeral service, the rattle of earth on wood, and the faster journey home.

			Various duties prevented Michael from examining his father’s papers until October 27, 1962. He might not have plunged into them even then but for the explicit injunction in his father’s final note. Thus it was that as the sun flamed redly on the windows of Gladstone Place, Nash sat in the study of No. 6, with the envelope before him on the desk and the enclosed sheet spread out for reading.

			“My recent research” (Michael read) “has pried into regions whose danger I did not realize. You know enough of these hidden forces which I have attempted to destroy to see that, in certain cases, death is the only way out. Something has fastened itself upon me, but I will suicide before its highest pitch of potency is reached. It has to do with the island beyond Severnford, and my notes and diary will furnish more details than I have time to give. If you want to carry on my work, confine yourself to other powers—and take my case as a warning not to go too far.”

			That was all; and no doubt many people would have torn up the letter. But Michael Nash knew enough of the basis of his father’s beliefs not to treat them lightly; indeed, he held the same creeds. From an early age he had read his father’s secret library of rare books, and from these had acquired an awareness which the majority of people never possess. Even in the modern office building where he worked
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