
  
    
  



H. P. Lovecraft


The Ultimate Horror Collection

Enriched edition. 60 Occult & Supernatural Mysteries in One Volume
Introduction, Studies and Commentaries by Hannah Nolan

 


    EAN 8596547008729
  

Edited and published by DigiCat, 2022




[image: ]


    Table of Contents

    
    
        Introduction

    

    
    
        Author Biography

    

    
    
        Historical Context

    

    
    
        Synopsis (Selection)

    

    
    
        H. P. LOVECRAFT – The Ultimate Horror Collection: 60 Occult & Supernatural Mysteries in One Volume

    

    
    
        Analysis

    

    
    
        Reflection

    

    
    
        Memorable Quotes

    

    


Introduction




Table of Contents




    This volume assembles sixty works by H. P. Lovecraft, offering a panoramic view of his occult and supernatural imagination. Spanning early juvenilia, formal experiments, major longer tales, and late masterpieces, the collection presents the breadth of his method in one accessible compendium. Readers will encounter concise shocks beside expansive narratives, from sketches and fragments to novellas that helped define twentieth‑century weird fiction. By bringing together pieces first issued in pulp magazines, amateur journals, private printings, and posthumous editions, the volume foregrounds variety as well as continuity. It invites both new and returning readers to trace recurring concerns across shifting settings, tones, and narrative scales.

The contents represent several genres and text types. Short stories predominate, while novellas and short novels include At The Mountains Of Madness, The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath, The Shadow Over Innsmouth, and The Shadow out of Time. Serial narrative appears in Herbert West-Reanimator. Documentary and testimonial forms shape The Statement of Randolph Carter and The Whisperer in Darkness. Prose poems and vignettes—Nyarlathotep, Ex Oblivione, Memory, What the Moon Brings—sit beside satiric or parodic pieces such as Sweet Ermengarde, Ibid, and A Reminiscence of Dr. Samuel Johnson. Mock scholarship informs History of the Necronomicon. Fragments like The Book, The Evil Clergyman, and The Descendant, and juvenilia including The Beast in the Cave, The Mysterious Ship, and The Mystery of the Grave-yard, round out the range.

Lovecraft’s signature narrative strategy places ostensibly rational observers before disruptive evidence. Reports, letters, affidavits, and retrospective confessions aim to persuade by method even when the objects described resist explanation. The Call of Cthulhu unfolds through an assembled dossier; At The Mountains Of Madness adopts the cadence of a scientific report; The Haunter of the Dark incorporates notes and newspaper accounts; The Temple presents a shipboard chronicle. Elsewhere, confessional voices guide The Tomb and The Outsider. This documentary impulse, with its grounded tone and accumulating detail, is central to the lasting credibility of the incredible in his fiction.

Threading many of these works is a vision often termed cosmic horror: the suggestion of an indifferent universe whose truths dwarf human meaning. Several tales enlarge a shared mythology without requiring prior knowledge. The Call of Cthulhu introduces a worldwide pattern of ominous traces; The Dunwich Horror presents occult heredity and forbidden rites; The Whisperer in Darkness tests belief through correspondence and recordings; The Shadow out of Time contemplates memory, identity, and time on unsettling scales. Brief pieces such as Nyarlathotep and Azathoth supply concentrated glimpses of a wider pantheon, intimating connections that longer works elaborate without resolving.

A distinct current explores oneiric geography and the porous boundary between dreaming and waking. The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath follows the seeker’s path through imagined realms; companion pieces—The White Ship, Polaris, Hypnos, Ex Oblivione, What the Moon Brings, and Nyarlathotep—investigate threshold states, fragile perception, and the revelations of sleep. The Statement of Randolph Carter anchors this strand by introducing a figure whose experiences span waking narratives and dream-explorations. These works balance delicacy and dread, favoring crystalline images and suggestive vistas over direct confrontation, and show how the dream can be both refuge and peril when it touches the truly unknown.

Another persistent locus is New England, rendered through both invented and actual places. The Shunned House studies a Providence dwelling and its history; The Shadow Over Innsmouth surveys a decaying seaport; The Festival and The Strange High House in the Mist enlarge the haunted topography of a coastal town. The Terrible Old Man evokes maritime lore, while The Colour out of Space describes a rural farm afflicted by an unclassified presence. The Lurking Fear and The Unnamable probe ancestral soil and graveyard borders. Urban pieces such as The Horror at Red Hook, He, and The Street address city labyrinths and inherited anxieties, reframing modern environments as scenes of secret survivals.

Scientific curiosity—sometimes noble, sometimes reckless—drives many plots. From Beyond posits a machine that alters perception; Cool Air treats medical innovation as both solution and snare; Herbert West-Reanimator pursues a clinical obsession beyond ethical boundaries. The Dreams in the Witch House aligns higher mathematics with folklore; The Colour out of Space confronts an incomprehensible phenomenon by the light of empirical observation. Maritime and exploratory settings, as in The Temple and At The Mountains Of Madness, enlist technical detail and procedural calm to heighten unease. Across these tales, instruments, equations, and laboratories become gateways to discoveries that refuse domestication.

Lovecraft’s antiquarian interests expand the stage to deserts, temples, manor vaults, and imagined antiquity. The Nameless City chronicles a desert exploration; The Moon-Bog and The Tree relocate dread to Ireland and a classical landscape. The Tomb meditates on family legacy; Pickman’s Model and The Picture in the House reveal how artifacts and images channel perilous memories. The Very Old Folk evokes remote antiquity through a reported vision, while The Dunwich Horror and The Festival suggest how rural custom can preserve unrecorded knowledge. At The Mountains Of Madness and The Shadow out of Time extend this historical depth to prehuman, posthuman, and human timescales alike.

Art, music, and the act of representation often serve as conduits to the uncanny. The Music of Erich Zann turns sound into a barrier and a summons; Pickman’s Model treats painting as a truth-telling medium too faithful for comfort. The Hound follows collectors whose taste becomes a pathway to blasphemous relics. He depicts nocturnal wanderings where architecture ignites visions of layered time; The Strange High House in the Mist contemplates a house positioned at the edge of the world’s meaning. These works stress sensory thresholds—tone, color, texture—and explore how aesthetic pursuit may disclose realities that ordinary sight obscures.

Alongside severity and cosmic scale, Lovecraft maintained a vein of satire, parody, and play. Sweet Ermengarde lampoons melodrama; A Reminiscence of Dr. Samuel Johnson adopts an eighteenth‑century voice for comic effect; Ibid mimics scholarly apparatus to expose the vanity of citation and lineage. Old Bugs offers a moral vignette shaped by surprise. History of the Necronomicon presents a straight-faced bibliographic notice for a book of lore that circulates elsewhere in the fiction, exemplifying his fondness for invented documentation. These lighter registers sharpen, rather than dilute, the gravitas of the surrounding tales by expanding tonal possibilities.

The collection also charts development from early experiments to confident maturity. The Beast in the Cave, The Mysterious Ship, and The Mystery of the Grave-yard exhibit youthful fascination with caves, ships, and cemeteries. Dagon, Polaris, Beyond the Wall of Sleep, From Beyond, and The Tomb articulate core concerns—maritime immensities, polar visions, cosmic consciousness, perilous apparatus, and hereditary mystery. The Statement of Randolph Carter and The White Ship signal widening methods, from testimonial narrative to dream allegory. Later, works such as The Colour out of Space, The Dunwich Horror, and The Whisperer in Darkness consolidate technique, leading to the long arcs of exploration and discovery.

Readers will also find late fictions that refine and extend earlier motifs. The Shadow Over Innsmouth studies a town’s ominous inheritance; The Thing on the Doorstep examines identity and influence; The Haunter of the Dark frames research and curiosity as both scholarship and hazard. In the Vault and In the Vault’s grim setting show the everyday brushing against the dreadful. The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath closes a circle with the dream-strand. Across the whole, recurring names, places, and books—gathered and contextualized by pieces such as History of the Necronomicon—offer continuity without requiring sequence. The result is a coherent but open architecture of dread and wonder.
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    Howard Phillips Lovecraft (1890–1937) was an American author from Providence, Rhode Island, whose weird fiction reshaped modern horror. Writing in the early twentieth century for amateur journals and pulp magazines, he developed a distinctive 'cosmic' perspective, portraying an indifferent universe and fragile human knowledge. His stories, from concise vignettes such as Dagon and The Tomb to sweeping narratives like At the Mountains of Madness and The Shadow out of Time, introduced motifs of forbidden texts, antediluvian ruins, and alien entities. Though little recognized beyond niche readership during his lifetime, his work has since become foundational to speculative fiction and popular culture.

Lovecraft’s education was irregular; poor health and anxiety limited his formal schooling, and he did not complete high school, but he was intensely self-taught. As a youth he studied astronomy and read classical literature, British romantics, and Gothic tales. Edgar Allan Poe shaped his early macabre style, while Lord Dunsany’s dreamlike fantasy influenced pieces such as Polaris, The White Ship, and The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath. He admired Arthur Machen and Algernon Blackwood for their sense of the unseen. Participation in amateur journalism during the 1910s provided a training ground for criticism and fiction, easing his transition into professional pulp markets.

Lovecraft’s earliest surviving fiction, including The Beast in the Cave, The Mysterious Ship, and The Mystery of the Grave-yard, shows juvenilia fascination with caves, ships, and cemetery lore. His mature voice first emerges in compact tales like Dagon, The Tomb, and The Statement of Randolph Carter, where antiquarian narrators confront vestiges of primordial horror. Short experiments such as Beyond the Wall of Sleep, Memory, Old Bugs, and The Transition of Juan Romero reveal his interest in dreams, addiction, and subterranean spaces. By the early 1920s he began appearing regularly in the pulp press, aligning his sensibility with an audience for weird narratives.

Across the 1920s he refined a repertoire of ideas: forbidden knowledge, unreliable testimony, and overwhelming scale. The Nameless City, From Beyond, The Music of Erich Zann, and The Hound probe thresholds between perception and terror. The Rats in the Walls, Pickman’s Model, and The Festival merge antiquarianism with urban and ancestral decay, while The Shunned House and Cool Air place dread in domestic and medical settings. He experimented with frame narratives and invented lore, foreshadowed in History of the Necronomicon, to lend pseudo-scholarship to his myths. These strategies underwrote a coherent worldview later labeled as cosmic horror by commentators.

Lovecraft’s central cycle emerged in The Call of Cthulhu, anchoring a loose mythology that includes Nyarlathotep and Azathoth. Scientific awe drives The Colour out of Space, while rural and epistolary variations appear in The Dunwich Horror and The Whisperer in Darkness. His long narratives At the Mountains of Madness and The Shadow Over Innsmouth extend archaeology and maritime folklore into revelations about human insignificance. Later stories such as The Dreams in the Witch House, The Thing on the Doorstep, The Shadow out of Time, and The Haunter of the Dark display broader settings and more intricate structures, sustaining a unified, skeptical cosmology.

A brief residence in New York City influenced pieces like The Horror at Red Hook and He, where urban anxiety and prejudice surface. Lovecraft’s racist and xenophobic views, documented in letters and reflected in stories such as The Street, are integral to understanding both his era and the limits of his vision; they continue to prompt debate. Alongside grim satires like Ibid and experiments such as Ex Oblivione, What the Moon Brings, and The Very Old Folk, he cultivated a dream-cycle culminating in The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath and The Strange High House in the Mist. An expansive correspondence knit collaborators and successors.

Returning to Providence in the late 1920s, Lovecraft concentrated on revision work and original tales that capped his career. Illness curtailed his output in the mid-1930s, and he died in 1937. Recognition grew after his death as editors gathered his work, and subsequent writers adopted and expanded his invented lore. Today The Call of Cthulhu, The Colour out of Space, At the Mountains of Madness, and The Shadow out of Time are widely read, adapted, and studied. His prose, scientific curiosity, and vast invented history continue to shape horror, even as readers reckon with the prejudice embedded in parts of his fiction.
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    This collection spans H. P. Lovecraft’s career from juvenilia of the 1890s and early 1900s to mature tales of the 1920s–30s, mirroring the transformation of American letters from late Victorian sensibilities to pulp-era modernity. Emerging through amateur journalism and small magazines, Lovecraft wrote during a period shaped by World War I, rapid urbanization, scientific upheavals, and economic volatility. Early fantasies like Polaris and The White Ship sit beside later cosmic narratives such as The Call of Cthulhu and At the Mountains of Madness, while New England pieces like The Shunned House and The Dunwich Horror anchor his invented geography in regional history and folklore.

Lovecraft absorbed nineteenth-century Gothic inheritance and fin‑de‑siècle literary currents, especially Poe’s morbid romanticism, Dunsany’s dream-fantasy, and Machen’s occultism. The dream-inflected sequence—Polaris, Ex Oblivione, Hypnos, What the Moon Brings, and the expansive The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath—reflects early twentieth‑century fascination with oneiric states and symbolism. These works respond to a broader modernist search for alternative realities amid social dislocation after the long nineteenth century. Their ornate diction and visionary landscapes show how prewar and immediate postwar readers still welcomed escapist yet unsettling journeys that displaced traditional moral resolutions with ambiguous encounters and fragile identities.

World War I’s shockwaves reverberate across several tales. The Temple directly stages a German submarine’s fate, reflecting wartime naval technology and the psychological strain of total war. Dagon and Nyarlathotep—written around the war’s end—convey pervasive dread and disillusionment rather than battlefield reportage, mirroring a culture confronting mechanized slaughter and fragile certainties. Even when not explicitly martial, stories like The Statement of Randolph Carter and The Moon-Bog capture the era’s unsettled atmosphere, where old beliefs erode and authority falters. The period’s propaganda, espionage panics, and displaced populations formed a backdrop for Lovecraft’s preoccupation with instability and the limits of human control.

Contemporary science transformed Lovecraft’s imagination. Advancements in astronomy and physics—Einstein’s relativity, quantum ideas, and, by 1929, Hubble’s observation of an expanding universe—fed a cosmic scale into Azathoth, The Colour out of Space, From Beyond, and The Shadow out of Time. The Call of Cthulhu mobilizes disparate reports and “scientific” clippings to dramatize fragile human knowledge. The Whisperer in Darkness engages with 1930’s discovery of Pluto, transmuted into hints of far‑reaching frontiers. At the Mountains of Madness harnesses geology, paleontology, and polar science to confront deep time. Across such tales, Lovecraft reframed scientific progress as a revelation of human smallness rather than mastery.

Archaeology and anthropology captivated interwar publics through spectacular digs and museum culture. Lovecraft channeled this enthusiasm—alongside antiquarian reading—into The Nameless City, Facts concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family, and The Very Old Folk, where classical or “ancient” settings become cautionary mirrors for modern inquiry. History of the Necronomicon, a pseudo‑scholarly chronology circulated among correspondents before its posthumous publication, satirizes learned apparatus while naturalizing a fictional grimoire within academic discourse. The Descendant and The Tree similarly engage antiquity’s aura, reflecting how museum knowledge, travelogues, and classical education shaped early twentieth‑century perceptions of cultural lineage and loss.

New England’s maritime decline, Puritan legacies, and industrial changes inform Lovecraft’s regional tales. The Terrible Old Man evokes fading seaport fortunes; The Shunned House, The Festival, and The Strange High House in the Mist draw on colonial architecture, burial grounds, and lingering folk memory. The Dunwich Horror and The Lurking Fear rework rural isolation and economic stagnation into menace. The Colour out of Space reimagines agrarian life under scientific intrusion. These pieces echo broader New England narratives—post‑whaling downturn, mill town transformations, and heritage tourism—while transforming local textures into symbolic geographies of time, inheritance, and decay.

Urban modernity, particularly New York City’s density, anonymity, and tenement life, shaped Lovecraft’s mid‑1920s output. The Horror at Red Hook and He process the sensory overload of immigrant neighborhoods, nightlife, and speculative real estate during Prohibition. Cool Air situates medical experimentation inside a boarding house, reflecting new apartment living patterns and climate-control technologies. In the Vault, though rural, complements this focus on professionalization and municipal infrastructure. Pickman’s Model, set in Boston’s art world, navigates shifting cityscapes where historic districts abut industrial change. Together these stories register metropolitan growth, social friction, and the cultural debates accompanying America’s rapid urban expansion.

The 1919–20 Red Scare, nativism, and the Immigration Act of 1924 formed a political climate that influenced some stories’ fears and prejudices. The Street, The Horror at Red Hook, He, and elements of The Shadow Over Innsmouth reflect anxieties about immigration, urban crime, and cultural change that circulated widely in newspapers and political rhetoric. Facts concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family and related pieces tap into contemporary, now‑discredited racial theories. While historically representative of certain interwar discourses, these works contain racist and xenophobic views. Readers today contextualize them within broader patterns of American exclusionism and the period’s eugenic and ethnographic misuses.

Rapid medical advances—bacteriology, psychiatry’s institutional growth, and experimental physiology—enter Lovecraft’s fiction as ambiguous promises. Herbert West—Reanimator, serialized in the early 1920s, lampoons sensational medical fixations while invoking real debates about transplantation and revival. Cool Air employs refrigeration and cardiopulmonary ideas to probe the line between treatment and transgression. Beyond the Wall of Sleep imagines mental illness, asylums, and neuroelectric speculation during a time when psychiatric science sought new tools. The Thing on the Doorstep intersects with contemporary interest in personality, suggestion, and dissociation. These stories register enthusiasm for, and unease about, modern medicine’s expanding reach.

Media and technology—letters, phonographs, telephones, airplanes, and laboratory devices—structure plot and mood. The Whisperer in Darkness hinges on correspondence and recorded evidence, reflecting interwar trust in mechanical verification. From Beyond dramatizes the home laboratory as a frontier for perception. At the Mountains of Madness integrates aircraft and sledges, echoing contemporary polar expeditions and aviation feats frequently reported in the press. The Call of Cthulhu’s dossier form mirrors the era’s growing newspaper culture and archival habits. Such narrative choices track a world where communication networks and technical apparatus recast authority, promising transparency yet opening unsettling channels to the unknown.

Lovecraft’s path ran through amateur journalism, a vibrant early twentieth‑century scene that trained writers outside commercial houses. Early tales like The Beast in the Cave, The Mysterious Ship, and The Mystery of the Grave-yard show juvenile adventure modes shaped by dime novels and popular science. A Reminiscence of Dr. Samuel Johnson, Old Bugs, and Sweet Ermengarde reveal a satirist experimenting with pastiche, while Ibid parodies scholastic apparatus. The Unnamable and The Statement of Randolph Carter, appearing in small or amateur venues, refine concise techniques later used in pulps. This noncommercial network fostered stylistic play and criticism that honed his later, more ambitious work.

The pulp economy molded subject matter and form. Magazines such as Weird Tales, Amazing Stories, and, later, Astounding Stories offered tight payment schedules, reader feedback, and editorial gatekeeping. Herbert West—Reanimator’s episodic shocks reflect serial publication constraints. The Rats in the Walls and The Hound emerged amid 1920s appetite for sensation, while The Colour out of Space reached a science‑fiction readership distinct from the weird press. Longer works like At the Mountains of Madness and The Shadow out of Time sought venues beyond Weird Tales when length or tone proved difficult. The Great Depression strained rates and stability, shaping the pace and scope of Lovecraft’s 1930s output.

Invented geography was a culturally grounded strategy. Arkham, Kingsport, Innsmouth, and the Miskatonic River region condense New England’s colonial churches, university towns, and fishing ports into a coherent imaginative map. The Festival, The Shunned House, The Strange High House in the Mist, The Dunwich Horror, and The Shadow Over Innsmouth together model how folklore, town histories, and local archives can serve literary world‑building. By embedding supernatural episodes within civic institutions—libraries, historical societies, and universities—Lovecraft mirrored the era’s antiquarian enthusiasm while extending it into speculative archaeology, making the past legible yet perpetually threatening to erupt into the present.

Debates over modern art, expressionism, and the grotesque punctuate several stories. The Music of Erich Zann, with its avant‑garde soundscape, reflects early 1920s fascination with dissonance and European artistic currents. Pickman’s Model stages Boston’s art circles grappling with realism, tradition, and shock. The Hound borrows fin‑de‑siècle decadence and collector culture, while The Picture in the House reengages earlier Gothic grotesquerie through ethnographic curiosity gone awry. These tales track how museums, galleries, and bohemian salons reframed taste in the interwar period, as artists and audiences debated the cultural value of ugliness, the documentary impulse, and beauty’s complicity with violence.

Popular occultism, spiritualist revivals after World War I, and Theosophical syncretism offered rich cultural materials that Lovecraft reinterpreted skeptically. The Book and The Evil Clergyman, both fragmentary and published posthumously, experiment with grimoires and compromised religious authority. The Dreams in the Witch House blends witch‑lore with non‑Euclidean speculation, echoing academic and occult crosscurrents of the 1920s–30s. The Haunter of the Dark and The Festival situate secret rites within recognizable American settings. History of the Necronomicon parodies bibliographic scholarship to naturalize an invented occult canon, mirroring how catalogs and handbooks lent authority to esoteric claims in the period.

The 1930s provided new stimuli and constraints. Polar exploration—widely publicized through Richard E. Byrd’s Antarctic expeditions in 1928–30 and 1933–35—informed public imagination that At the Mountains of Madness taps through detailed logistics and scientific framing. The Shadow out of Time extends interwar fascination with deep time amid global archaeological discoveries. The Shadow Over Innsmouth and The Whisperer in Darkness, from the same decade, reflect intensified concerns about surveillance, federal authority, and technological mediation. While economic hardship affected magazine markets, these late works demonstrate a sustained engagement with contemporary science, bureaucracy, and the geographic remapping of the globe.

Industrialization and extractive labor surface in lesser‑known pieces, enriching the collection’s social backdrop. The Transition of Juan Romero gestures toward mining’s hazards and frontier economies. The Moon-Bog draws on tensions around land improvement and heritage in Ireland, resonating with broader debates about modernization and cultural memory. In the Vault portrays small‑town professionalization and infrastructure, while The Temple dramatizes mechanized war at sea. Even seemingly remote fantasies are threaded with contemporary institutions—police, universities, medical boards, clubs—showing how early twentieth‑century bureaucratic life both stabilized and unsettled communities confronting unprecedented technological and social change. These contexts lend credibility to extraordinary intrusions without explicit exposition or spoilers. The collection also functions as a commentary on its own periods and on later reinterpretations. Early readers approached these tales as entertainment and speculation; mid‑century editors consolidated them into a shared “mythos,” a label popularized after Lovecraft’s death, notably by August Derleth. Postwar paperbacks, 1960s countercultural interest, and late twentieth‑century scholarship broadened his audience. Contemporary readers emphasize the interplay of scientific wonder, regional history, and documented prejudices, using the stories both as artifacts of interwar culture and as catalysts for ongoing debates about horror’s ethical and political inheritances.
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    Juvenilia and Apprenticeship Horrors (Old Bugs; The Beast in the Cave; The Mysterious Ship; The Mystery of the Grave-yard)
These early efforts chart first passes at moral terror, twist endings, and midnight revelations. A reformer’s cautionary fall, a blind encounter in a cavern, a shipboard enigma, and a graveyard riddle showcase blunt shocks and melodramatic pacing. Their directness foreshadows later interests in fatal curiosity and the peril of peering beyond ordinary sight.
Parody and Satire (A Reminiscence of Dr. Samuel Johnson; Sweet Ermengarde; Ibid)
These pieces lampoon scholarly pretension, sentimental melodrama, and academic citation. By mimicking antique diction and bibliographic fussiness, they reveal a playful countercurrent to darker work. The result is a wry anatomy of literary pose and the foibles of self-serious culture.
Dream Cycle and Oneiric Vignettes (Polaris; Beyond the Wall of Sleep; The White Ship; Ex Oblivione; What the Moon Brings; Hypnos; The Strange High House in the Mist; The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath)
Visions, sleep, and tide-drawn thresholds lead narrators into fragile kingdoms where yearning contends with cosmic scale. Astral exchanges, moonlit coasts, and shining towers raise questions about identity’s durability when measured against dream’s autonomy. The tone blends lush antiquarian romance with mounting unease, tracing an evolution from lyrical reverie to grand, questing wonder.
Mythic Vignettes and Primordial Echoes (Nyarlathotep; Azathoth; Memory; The Very Old Folk; The Nameless City)
Brief revelations and desert explorations glimpse messengers of chaos, blind centers of creation, and civilizations swallowed by time. A dreamt Roman dispatch and a whispered recollection compress entire ages into a few ominous strokes. These pieces fix the gaze on origins and endings, cultivating a prophetic, apocalyptic hush.
Forbidden Science and Unnatural Physiology (From Beyond; Herbert West–Reanimator; Cool Air; The Colour out of Space)
Experimenters push beyond human limits—augmenting perception, defying decay, or enduring through unnatural means—only to unleash unforeseen reactions. Clinical methods and apparatus meet bodies that transform, revolt, or fail in alien ways, and landscape itself becomes a patient under observation. The tone is precise and procedural, but the data points accumulate into dread about knowledge that outstrips control.
Art, Sound, and the Uncanny (The Music of Erich Zann; Pickman’s Model; The Picture in the House)
Artistic vision becomes a conduit to what should remain unseen, whether through nocturnal music, unsettling canvases, or a collector’s grotesque taste. Aesthetic devotion shades into compulsion as beauty brushes against the monstrous. The tales weigh the artist’s truth against the world’s tolerance for revelation.
Tombs, Vaults, and Unquiet Dead (The Tomb; The Statement of Randolph Carter; The Hound; In the Vault)
Antiquarian obsession and grave-robbing curiosity draw seekers into chambers where lineage, relics, and silence keep their own counsel. Telephoned testimony from underground, a stolen amulet’s consequences, and a mortician’s desperate confinement frame the burial place as both library and trap. The tone is claustrophobic, fixated on transgression and the penalties of trespass.
Folklore, Curses, and Old World Echoes (The Terrible Old Man; The Tree; The Moon-Bog; The Unnamable; The Festival)
Local legends and ancestral rites make the past an active force in present lives. Criminal opportunism, artistic rivalry, landscape tampering, philosophical doubt, and seasonal observance all brush against customs older than their keepers. The mood alternates between rustic quiet and ritual shock, suggesting folklore as a living, perilous archive.
Urban Nightmares and Historical Anxieties (The Street; The Horror at Red Hook; He)
Cityscapes become stages for paranoia, secret congregations, and haunted histories moving beneath modern facades. Allegorical neighborhoods, investigative forays into rumored cults, and nocturnal confessions reveal narrators testing what the metropolis can hide. The tales engage fear of social change and the pull of antiquity, casting urban life as both beacon and blindfold.
Tainted Bloodlines and Hidden Heritages (Facts concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family; The Lurking Fear; The Rats in the Walls; The Dunwich Horror; The Shadow Over Innsmouth)
Ancestry and environment intersect in revelations that recast family pride and local tradition as liabilities. Remote estates, isolated villages, and coastal towns harbor legacies that surface through rumor, architecture, and uncanny resemblance. With a grim antiquarian tone, these stories probe identity as inheritance, suggesting that some roots run into unsettling soil.
Cthulhu Mythos Keystone and Cultic Encounters (Dagon; The Temple; The Call of Cthulhu; The Whisperer in Darkness; The Haunter of the Dark; History of the Necronomicon)
Fragments—ship logs, letters, reports, and a mock-scholarly note—assemble a panorama of cults and entities spanning sea, hill, and church. Mariners, researchers, and recluses piece together convergent signs pointing toward vast, indifferent powers and human groups that venerate them. The tone is investigative and cumulative, where each document widens the perimeter of the unspeakable.
Possession, Identity, and Occult Manuscripts (The Outsider; The Thing on the Doorstep; The Evil Clergyman; The Descendant; The Book)
Solitary figures grapple with mirrors, friendships, and rooms that hold more than memory, as manuscripts and rituals meddle with selfhood. Personal boundaries blur under pressure from fascination, mentorship, and arcane practice. The mood is confessional and uneasy, treating the self as a threshold rather than a refuge.
Expeditions, Deep Time, and Cosmic Dislocation (At The Mountains Of Madness; The Shadow out of Time)
Scientific inquiry sends explorers and scholars into deserts of ice and mind, where findings imply a prehuman chronology that dwarfs human tenure. Fieldwork and corroborating clues transform speculation into an unwelcome geometry of history. The voice is methodical yet awed, mapping research into a vertigo of deep time.
The Shunned House
An antiquarian case-study follows a Providence dwelling through centuries of rumor, illness, and recorded unease. Instruments, diaries, and genealogies build a dossier that invites a decisive attempt to confront the source. The tone is methodical and documentary, letting accumulated evidence generate unease.
The Transition of Juan Romero
In a remote mine, a laborer is drawn toward a chasm that seems to answer him, and his companion witnesses an event that resists straightforward description. The setting’s oppressive depth suggests a border between worlds felt more than seen. Brief and suggestive, the tale treats the abyss as a summons rather than a backdrop.
Witchcraft and Unnatural Geometry (The Dreams in the Witch House)
A student of mathematics and folklore finds that angles and traditions may converge in a cramped New England room. Dreams, equations, and whispered names blur into a research program with consequences beyond theory. The tone fuses academic curiosity with occult dread, implying that the universe’s structure may invite the wrong visitors.
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    “Sedibus ut saltem placidis in morte quiescam.”


      —Virgil.




In relating the circumstances which have led to my confinement within this refuge for the demented, I am aware that my present position will create a natural doubt of the authenticity of my narrative. It is an unfortunate fact that the bulk of humanity is too limited in its mental vision to weigh with patience and intelligence those isolated phenomena, seen and felt only by a psychologically sensitive few, which lie outside its common experience. Men of broader intellect know that there is no sharp distinction betwixt the real and the unreal; that all things appear as they do only by virtue of the delicate individual physical and mental media through which we are made conscious of them; but the prosaic materialism of the majority condemns as madness the flashes of super-sight which penetrate the common veil of obvious empiricism.

My name is Jervas Dudley, and from earliest childhood I have been a dreamer and a visionary. Wealthy beyond the necessity of a commercial life, and temperamentally unfitted for the formal studies and social recreations of my acquaintances, I have dwelt ever in realms apart from the visible world; spending my youth and adolescence in ancient and little-known books, and in roaming the fields and groves of the region near my ancestral home. I do not think that what I read in these books or saw in these fields and groves was exactly what other boys read and saw there; but of this I must say little, since detailed speech would but confirm those cruel slanders upon my intellect which I sometimes overhear from the whispers of the stealthy attendants around me. It is sufficient for me to relate events without analysing causes.

I have said that I dwelt apart from the visible world, but I have not said that I dwelt alone. This no human creature may do; for lacking the fellowship of the living, he inevitably draws upon the companionship of things that are not, or are no longer, living. Close by my home there lies a singular wooded hollow, in whose twilight deeps I spent most of my time; reading, thinking, and dreaming. Down its moss-covered slopes my first steps of infancy were taken, and around its grotesquely gnarled oak trees my first fancies of boyhood were woven. Well did I come to know the presiding dryads of those trees, and often have I watched their wild dances in the struggling beams of a waning moon—but of these things I must not now speak. I will tell only of the lone tomb in the darkest of the hillside thickets; the deserted tomb of the Hydes, an old and exalted family whose last direct descendant had been laid within its black recesses many decades before my birth.

The vault to which I refer is of ancient granite, weathered and discoloured by the mists and dampness of generations. Excavated back into the hillside, the structure is visible only at the entrance. The door, a ponderous and forbidding slab of stone, hangs upon rusted iron hinges, and is fastened ajar in a queerly sinister way by means of heavy iron chains and padlocks, according to a gruesome fashion of half a century ago. The abode of the race whose scions are here inurned had once crowned the declivity which holds the tomb, but had long since fallen victim to the flames which sprang up from a disastrous stroke of lightning. Of the midnight storm which destroyed this gloomy mansion, the older inhabitants of the region sometimes speak in hushed and uneasy voices; alluding to what they call “divine wrath” in a manner that in later years vaguely increased the always strong fascination which I felt for the forest-darkened sepulchre. One man only had perished in the fire. When the last of the Hydes was buried in this place of shade and stillness, the sad urnful of ashes had come from a distant land; to which the family had repaired when the mansion burned down. No one remains to lay flowers before the granite portal, and few care to brave the depressing shadows which seem to linger strangely about the water-worn stones.

I shall never forget the afternoon when first I stumbled upon the half-hidden house of death. It was in mid-summer, when the alchemy of Nature transmutes the sylvan landscape to one vivid and almost homogeneous mass of green; when the senses are well-nigh intoxicated with the surging seas of moist verdure and the subtly indefinable odours of the soil and the vegetation. In such surroundings the mind loses its perspective; time and space become trivial and unreal, and echoes of a forgotten prehistoric past beat insistently upon the enthralled consciousness. All day I had been wandering through the mystic groves of the hollow; thinking thoughts I need not discuss, and conversing with things I need not name. In years a child of ten, I had seen and heard many wonders unknown to the throng; and was oddly aged in certain respects. When, upon forcing my way between two savage clumps of briers, I suddenly encountered the entrance of the vault, I had no knowledge of what I had discovered. The dark blocks of granite, the door so curiously ajar, and the funereal carvings above the arch, aroused in me no associations of mournful or terrible character. Of graves and tombs I knew and imagined much, but had on account of my peculiar temperament been kept from all personal contact with churchyards and cemeteries. The strange stone house on the woodland slope was to me only a source of interest and speculation; and its cold, damp interior, into which I vainly peered through the aperture so tantalisingly left, contained for me no hint of death or decay. But in that instant of curiosity was born the madly unreasoning desire which has brought me to this hell of confinement. Spurred on by a voice which must have come from the hideous soul of the forest, I resolved to enter the beckoning gloom in spite of the ponderous chains which barred my passage. In the waning light of day I alternately rattled the rusty impediments with a view to throwing wide the stone door, and essayed to squeeze my slight form through the space already provided; but neither plan met with success. At first curious, I was now frantic; and when in the thickening twilight I returned to my home, I had sworn to the hundred gods of the grove that at any cost I would some day force an entrance to the black, chilly depths that seemed calling out to me. The physician with the iron-grey beard who comes each day to my room once told a visitor that this decision marked the beginning of a pitiful monomania; but I will leave final judgment to my readers when they shall have learnt all.

The months following my discovery were spent in futile attempts to force the complicated padlock of the slightly open vault, and in carefully guarded inquiries regarding the nature and history of the structure. With the traditionally receptive ears of the small boy, I learned much; though an habitual secretiveness caused me to tell no one of my information or my resolve. It is perhaps worth mentioning that I was not at all surprised or terrified on learning of the nature of the vault. My rather original ideas regarding life and death had caused me to associate the cold clay with the breathing body in a vague fashion; and I felt that the great and sinister family of the burned-down mansion was in some way represented within the stone space I sought to explore. Mumbled tales of the weird rites and godless revels of bygone years in the ancient hall gave to me a new and potent interest in the tomb, before whose door I would sit for hours at a time each day. Once I thrust a candle within the nearly closed entrance, but could see nothing save a flight of damp stone steps leading downward. The odour of the place repelled yet bewitched me. I felt I had known it before, in a past remote beyond all recollection; beyond even my tenancy of the body I now possess.

The year after I first beheld the tomb, I stumbled upon a worm-eaten translation of Plutarch’s Lives in the book-filled attic of my home. Reading the life of Theseus, I was much impressed by that passage telling of the great stone beneath which the boyish hero was to find his tokens of destiny whenever he should become old enough to lift its enormous weight. This legend had the effect of dispelling my keenest impatience to enter the vault, for it made me feel that the time was not yet ripe. Later, I told myself, I should grow to a strength and ingenuity which might enable me to unfasten the heavily chained door with ease; but until then I would do better by conforming to what seemed the will of Fate.

Accordingly my watches by the dank portal became less persistent, and much of my time was spent in other though equally strange pursuits. I would sometimes rise very quietly in the night, stealing out to walk in those churchyards and places of burial from which I had been kept by my parents. What I did there I may not say, for I am not now sure of the reality of certain things; but I know that on the day after such a nocturnal ramble I would often astonish those about me with my knowledge of topics almost forgotten for many generations. It was after a night like this that I shocked the community with a queer conceit about the burial of the rich and celebrated Squire Brewster, a maker of local history who was interred in 1711, and whose slate headstone, bearing a graven skull and crossbones, was slowly crumbling to powder. In a moment of childish imagination I vowed not only that the undertaker, Goodman Simpson, had stolen the silver-buckled shoes, silken hose, and satin small-clothes of the deceased before burial; but that the Squire himself, not fully inanimate, had turned twice in his mound-covered coffin on the day after interment.

But the idea of entering the tomb never left my thoughts; being indeed stimulated by the unexpected genealogical discovery that my own maternal ancestry possessed at least a slight link with the supposedly extinct family of the Hydes. Last of my paternal race, I was likewise the last of this older and more mysterious line. I began to feel that the tomb was mine, and to look forward with hot eagerness to the time when I might pass within that stone door and down those slimy stone steps in the dark. I now formed the habit of listening very intently at the slightly open portal, choosing my favourite hours of midnight stillness for the odd vigil. By the time I came of age, I had made a small clearing in the thicket before the mould-stained facade of the hillside, allowing the surrounding vegetation to encircle and overhang the space like the walls and roof of a sylvan bower. This bower was my temple, the fastened door my shrine, and here I would lie outstretched on the mossy ground, thinking strange thoughts and dreaming strange dreams.

The night of the first revelation was a sultry one. I must have fallen asleep from fatigue, for it was with a distinct sense of awakening that I heard the voices. Of those tones and accents I hesitate to speak; of their quality I will not speak; but I may say that they presented certain uncanny differences in vocabulary, pronunciation, and mode of utterance. Every shade of New England dialect, from the uncouth syllables of the Puritan colonists to the precise rhetoric of fifty years ago, seemed represented in that shadowy colloquy, though it was only later that I noticed the fact. At the time, indeed, my attention was distracted from this matter by another phenomenon; a phenomenon so fleeting that I could not take oath upon its reality. I barely fancied that as I awoke, a light had been hurriedly extinguished within the sunken sepulchre. I do not think I was either astounded or panic-stricken, but I know that I was greatly and permanently changed that night. Upon returning home I went with much directness to a rotting chest in the attic, wherein I found the key which next day unlocked with ease the barrier I had so long stormed in vain.

It was in the soft glow of late afternoon that I first entered the vault on the abandoned slope. A spell was upon me, and my heart leaped with an exultation I can but ill describe. As I closed the door behind me and descended the dripping steps by the light of my lone candle, I seemed to know the way; and though the candle sputtered with the stifling reek of the place, I felt singularly at home in the musty, charnel-house air. Looking about me, I beheld many marble slabs bearing coffins, or the remains of coffins. Some of these were sealed and intact, but others had nearly vanished, leaving the silver handles and plates isolated amidst certain curious heaps of whitish dust. Upon one plate I read the name of Sir Geoffrey Hyde, who had come from Sussex in 1640 and died here a few years later. In a conspicuous alcove was one fairly well-preserved and untenanted casket, adorned with a single name which brought to me both a smile and a shudder. An odd impulse caused me to climb upon the broad slab, extinguish my candle, and lie down within the vacant box.

In the grey light of dawn I staggered from the vault and locked the chain of the door behind me. I was no longer a young man, though but twenty-one winters had chilled my bodily frame. Early-rising villagers who observed my homeward progress looked at me strangely, and marvelled at the signs of ribald revelry which they saw in one whose life was known to be sober and solitary. I did not appear before my parents till after a long and refreshing sleep.

Henceforward I haunted the tomb each night; seeing, hearing, and doing things I must never reveal. My speech, always susceptible to environmental influences, was the first thing to succumb to the change; and my suddenly acquired archaism of diction was soon remarked upon. Later a queer boldness and recklessness came into my demeanour, till I unconsciously grew to possess the bearing of a man of the world despite my lifelong seclusion. My formerly silent tongue waxed voluble with the easy grace of a Chesterfield or the godless cynicism of a Rochester. I displayed a peculiar erudition utterly unlike the fantastic, monkish lore over which I had pored in youth; and covered the flyleaves of my books with facile impromptu epigrams which brought up suggestions of Gay, Prior, and the sprightliest of the Augustan wits and rimesters. One morning at breakfast I came close to disaster by declaiming in palpably liquorish accents an effusion of eighteenth-century Bacchanalian mirth; a bit of Georgian playfulness never recorded in a book, which ran something like this:


    Come hither, my lads, with your tankards of ale,

    And drink to the present before it shall fail;

    Pile each on your platter a mountain of beef,

    For ’tis eating and drinking that bring us relief:

    So fill up your glass,

    For life will soon pass;

    When you’re dead ye’ll ne’er drink to your king or your lass!



    Anacreon had a red nose, so they say;

    But what’s a red nose if ye’re happy and gay?

    Gad split me! I’d rather be red whilst I’m here,

    Than white as a lily—and dead half a year!

    So Betty, my miss,

    Come give me a kiss;

    In hell there’s no innkeeper’s daughter like this!



    Young Harry, propp’d up just as straight as he’s able,

    Will soon lose his wig and slip under the table;

    But fill up your goblets and pass ’em around—

    Better under the table than under the ground!

    So revel and chaff

    As ye thirstily quaff:

    Under six feet of dirt ’tis less easy to laugh!



    The fiend strike me blue! I’m scarce able to walk,

    And damn me if I can stand upright or talk!

    Here, landlord, bid Betty to summon a chair;

    I’ll try home for a while, for my wife is not there!

    So lend me a hand;

    I’m not able to stand,

    But I’m gay whilst I linger on top of the land!
  

About this time I conceived my present fear of fire and thunderstorms. Previously indifferent to such things, I had now an unspeakable horror of them; and would retire to the innermost recesses of the house whenever the heavens threatened an electrical display. A favourite haunt of mine during the day was the ruined cellar of the mansion that had burned down, and in fancy I would picture the structure as it had been in its prime. On one occasion I startled a villager by leading him confidently to a shallow sub-cellar, of whose existence I seemed to know in spite of the fact that it had been unseen and forgotten for many generations.

At last came that which I had long feared. My parents, alarmed at the altered manner and appearance of their only son, commenced to exert over my movements a kindly espionage which threatened to result in disaster. I had told no one of my visits to the tomb, having guarded my secret purpose with religious zeal since childhood; but now I was forced to exercise care in threading the mazes of the wooded hollow, that I might throw off a possible pursuer. My key to the vault I kept suspended from a cord about my neck, its presence known only to me. I never carried out of the sepulchre any of the things I came upon whilst within its walls.

One morning as I emerged from the damp tomb and fastened the chain of the portal with none too steady hand, I beheld in an adjacent thicket the dreaded face of a watcher. Surely the end was near; for my bower was discovered, and the objective of my nocturnal journeys revealed. The man did not accost me, so I hastened home in an effort to overhear what he might report to my careworn father. Were my sojourns beyond the chained door about to be proclaimed to the world? Imagine my delighted astonishment on hearing the spy inform my parent in a cautious whisper that I had spent the night in the bower outside the tomb; my sleep-filmed eyes fixed upon the crevice where the padlocked portal stood ajar! By what miracle had the watcher been thus deluded? I was now convinced that a supernatural agency protected me. Made bold by this heaven-sent circumstance, I began to resume perfect openness in going to the vault; confident that no one could witness my entrance. For a week I tasted to the full the joys of that charnel conviviality which I must not describe, when the thing happened, and I was borne away to this accursed abode of sorrow and monotony.

I should not have ventured out that night; for the taint of thunder was in the clouds, and a hellish phosphorescence rose from the rank swamp at the bottom of the hollow. The call of the dead, too, was different. Instead of the hillside tomb, it was the charred cellar on the crest of the slope whose presiding daemon beckoned to me with unseen fingers. As I emerged from an intervening grove upon the plain before the ruin, I beheld in the misty moonlight a thing I had always vaguely expected. The mansion, gone for a century, once more reared its stately height to the raptured vision; every window ablaze with the splendour of many candles. Up the long drive rolled the coaches of the Boston gentry, whilst on foot came a numerous assemblage of powdered exquisites from the neighbouring mansions. With this throng I mingled, though I knew I belonged with the hosts rather than with the guests. Inside the hall were music, laughter, and wine on every hand. Several faces I recognised; though I should have known them better had they been shrivelled or eaten away by death and decomposition. Amidst a wild and reckless throng I was the wildest and most abandoned. Gay blasphemy poured in torrents from my lips, and in my shocking sallies I heeded no law of God, Man, or Nature. Suddenly a peal of thunder, resonant even above the din of the swinish revelry, clave the very roof and laid a hush of fear upon the boisterous company. Red tongues of flame and searing gusts of heat engulfed the house; and the roysterers, struck with terror at the descent of a calamity which seemed to transcend the bounds of unguided Nature, fled shrieking into the night. I alone remained, riveted to my seat by a grovelling fear which I had never felt before. And then a second horror took possession of my soul. Burnt alive to ashes, my body dispersed by the four winds, I might never lie in the tomb of the Hydes! Was not my coffin prepared for me? Had I not a right to rest till eternity amongst the descendants of Sir Geoffrey Hyde? Aye! I would claim my heritage of death, even though my soul go seeking through the ages for another corporeal tenement to represent it on that vacant slab in the alcove of the vault. Jervas Hyde should never share the sad fate of Palinurus!

As the phantom of the burning house faded, I found myself screaming and struggling madly in the arms of two men, one of whom was the spy who had followed me to the tomb. Rain was pouring down in torrents, and upon the southern horizon were flashes of the lightning that had so lately passed over our heads. My father, his face lined with sorrow, stood by as I shouted my demands to be laid within the tomb; frequently admonishing my captors to treat me as gently as they could. A blackened circle on the floor of the ruined cellar told of a violent stroke from the heavens; and from this spot a group of curious villagers with lanterns were prying a small box of antique workmanship which the thunderbolt had brought to light. Ceasing my futile and now objectless writhing, I watched the spectators as they viewed the treasure-trove, and was permitted to share in their discoveries. The box, whose fastenings were broken by the stroke which had unearthed it, contained many papers and objects of value; but I had eyes for one thing alone. It was the porcelain miniature of a young man in a smartly curled bag-wig, and bore the initials “J. H.” The face was such that as I gazed, I might well have been studying my mirror.

On the following day I was brought to this room with the barred windows, but I have been kept informed of certain things through an aged and simple-minded servitor, for whom I bore a fondness in infancy, and who like me loves the churchyard. What I have dared relate of my experiences within the vault has brought me only pitying smiles. My father, who visits me frequently, declares that at no time did I pass the chained portal, and swears that the rusted padlock had not been touched for fifty years when he examined it. He even says that all the village knew of my journeys to the tomb, and that I was often watched as I slept in the bower outside the grim facade, my half-open eyes fixed on the crevice that leads to the interior. Against these assertions I have no tangible proof to offer, since my key to the padlock was lost in the struggle on that night of horrors. The strange things of the past which I learnt during those nocturnal meetings with the dead he dismisses as the fruits of my lifelong and omnivorous browsing amongst the ancient volumes of the family library. Had it not been for my old servant Hiram, I should have by this time become quite convinced of my madness.

But Hiram, loyal to the last, has held faith in me, and has done that which impels me to make public at least a part of my story. A week ago he burst open the lock which chains the door of the tomb perpetually ajar, and descended with a lantern into the murky depths. On a slab in an alcove he found an old but empty coffin whose tarnished plate bears the single word “Jervas”. In that coffin and in that vault they have promised me I shall be buried.


Dagon
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I am writing this under an appreciable mental strain, since by tonight I shall be no more. Penniless, and at the end of my supply of the drug which alone makes life endurable, I can bear the torture no longer; and shall cast myself from this garret window into the squalid street below. Do not think from my slavery to morphine that I am a weakling or a degenerate. When you have read these hastily scrawled pages you may guess, though never fully realise, why it is that I must have forgetfulness or death.

It was in one of the most open and least frequented parts of the broad Pacific that the packet of which I was supercargo fell a victim to the German sea-raider. The great war was then at its very beginning, and the ocean forces of the Hun had not completely sunk to their later degradation; so that our vessel was made a legitimate prize, whilst we of her crew were treated with all the fairness and consideration due us as naval prisoners. So liberal, indeed, was the discipline of our captors, that five days after we were taken I managed to escape alone in a small boat with water and provisions for a good length of time.

When I finally found myself adrift and free, I had but little idea of my surroundings. Never a competent navigator, I could only guess vaguely by the sun and stars that I was somewhat south of the equator. Of the longitude I knew nothing, and no island or coast-line was in sight. The weather kept fair, and for uncounted days I drifted aimlessly beneath the scorching sun; waiting either for some passing ship, or to be cast on the shores of some habitable land. But neither ship nor land appeared, and I began to despair in my solitude upon the heaving vastnesses of unbroken blue.

The change happened whilst I slept. Its details I shall never know; for my slumber, though troubled and dream-infested, was continuous. When at last I awaked, it was to discover myself half sucked into a slimy expanse of hellish black mire which extended about me in monotonous undulations as far as I could see, and in which my boat lay grounded some distance away.

Though one might well imagine that my first sensation would be of wonder at so prodigious and unexpected a transformation of scenery, I was in reality more horrified than astonished; for there was in the air and in the rotting soil a sinister quality which chilled me to the very core. The region was putrid with the carcasses of decaying fish, and of other less describable things which I saw protruding from the nasty mud of the unending plain. Perhaps I should not hope to convey in mere words the unutterable hideousness that can dwell in absolute silence and barren immensity. There was nothing within hearing, and nothing in sight save a vast reach of black slime; yet the very completeness of the stillness and the homogeneity of the landscape oppressed me with a nauseating fear.

The sun was blazing down from a sky which seemed to me almost black in its cloudless cruelty; as though reflecting the inky marsh beneath my feet. As I crawled into the stranded boat I realised that only one theory could explain my position. Through some unprecedented volcanic upheaval, a portion of the ocean floor must have been thrown to the surface, exposing regions which for innumerable millions of years had lain hidden under unfathomable watery depths. So great was the extent of the new land which had risen beneath me, that I could not detect the faintest noise of the surging ocean, strain my ears as I might. Nor were there any sea-fowl to prey upon the dead things.

For several hours I sat thinking or brooding in the boat, which lay upon its side and afforded a slight shade as the sun moved across the heavens. As the day progressed, the ground lost some of its stickiness, and seemed likely to dry sufficiently for travelling purposes in a short time. That night I slept but little, and the next day I made for myself a pack containing food and water, preparatory to an overland journey in search of the vanished sea and possible rescue.

On the third morning I found the soil dry enough to walk upon with ease. The odour of the fish was maddening; but I was too much concerned with graver things to mind so slight an evil, and set out boldly for an unknown goal. All day I forged steadily westward, guided by a far-away hummock which rose higher than any other elevation on the rolling desert. That night I encamped, and on the following day still travelled toward the hummock, though that object seemed scarcely nearer than when I had first espied it. By the fourth evening I attained the base of the mound, which turned out to be much higher than it had appeared from a distance; an intervening valley setting it out in sharper relief from the general surface. Too weary to ascend, I slept in the shadow of the hill.

I know not why my dreams were so wild that night; but ere the waning and fantastically gibbous moon had risen far above the eastern plain, I was awake in a cold perspiration, determined to sleep no more. Such visions as I had experienced were too much for me to endure again. And in the glow of the moon I saw how unwise I had been to travel by day. Without the glare of the parching sun, my journey would have cost me less energy; indeed, I now felt quite able to perform the ascent which had deterred me at sunset. Picking up my pack, I started for the crest of the eminence.

I have said that the unbroken monotony of the rolling plain was a source of vague horror to me; but I think my horror was greater when I gained the summit of the mound and looked down the other side into an immeasurable pit or canyon, whose black recesses the moon had not yet soared high enough to illumine. I felt myself on the edge of the world; peering over the rim into a fathomless chaos of eternal night. Through my terror ran curious reminiscences of Paradise Lost, and of Satan’s hideous climb through the unfashioned realms of darkness.

As the moon climbed higher in the sky, I began to see that the slopes of the valley were not quite so perpendicular as I had imagined. Ledges and outcroppings of rock afforded fairly easy foot-holds for a descent, whilst after a drop of a few hundred feet, the declivity became very gradual. Urged on by an impulse which I cannot definitely analyse, I scrambled with difficulty down the rocks and stood on the gentler slope beneath, gazing into the Stygian deeps where no light had yet penetrated.

All at once my attention was captured by a vast and singular object on the opposite slope, which rose steeply about an hundred yards ahead of me; an object that gleamed whitely in the newly bestowed rays of the ascending moon. That it was merely a gigantic piece of stone, I soon assured myself; but I was conscious of a distinct impression that its contour and position were not altogether the work of Nature. A closer scrutiny filled me with sensations I cannot express; for despite its enormous magnitude, and its position in an abyss which had yawned at the bottom of the sea since the world was young, I perceived beyond a doubt that the strange object was a well-shaped monolith whose massive bulk had known the workmanship and perhaps the worship of living and thinking creatures.

Dazed and frightened, yet not without a certain thrill of the scientist’s or archaeologist’s delight, I examined my surroundings more closely. The moon, now near the zenith, shone weirdly and vividly above the towering steeps that hemmed in the chasm, and revealed the fact that a far-flung body of water flowed at the bottom, winding out of sight in both directions, and almost lapping my feet as I stood on the slope. Across the chasm, the wavelets washed the base of the Cyclopean monolith; on whose surface I could now trace both inscriptions and crude sculptures. The writing was in a system of hieroglyphics unknown to me, and unlike anything I had ever seen in books; consisting for the most part of conventionalised aquatic symbols such as fishes, eels, octopi, crustaceans, molluscs, whales, and the like. Several characters obviously represented marine things which are unknown to the modern world, but whose decomposing forms I had observed on the ocean-risen plain.

It was the pictorial carving, however, that did most to hold me spellbound. Plainly visible across the intervening water on account of their enormous size, were an array of bas-reliefs whose subjects would have excited the envy of a Doré. I think that these things were supposed to depict men—at least, a certain sort of men; though the creatures were shewn disporting like fishes in the waters of some marine grotto, or paying homage at some monolithic shrine which appeared to be under the waves as well. Of their faces and forms I dare not speak in detail; for the mere remembrance makes me grow faint. Grotesque beyond the imagination of a Poe or a Bulwer, they were damnably human in general outline despite webbed hands and feet, shockingly wide and flabby lips, glassy, bulging eyes, and other features less pleasant to recall. Curiously enough, they seemed to have been chiselled badly out of proportion with their scenic background; for one of the creatures was shewn in the act of killing a whale represented as but little larger than himself. I remarked, as I say, their grotesqueness and strange size; but in a moment decided that they were merely the imaginary gods of some primitive fishing or seafaring tribe; some tribe whose last descendant had perished eras before the first ancestor of the Piltdown or Neanderthal Man was born. Awestruck at this unexpected glimpse into a past beyond the conception of the most daring anthropologist, I stood musing whilst the moon cast queer reflections on the silent channel before me.

Then suddenly I saw it. With only a slight churning to mark its rise to the surface, the thing slid into view above the dark waters. Vast, Polyphemus-like, and loathsome, it darted like a stupendous monster of nightmares to the monolith, about which it flung its gigantic scaly arms, the while it bowed its hideous head and gave vent to certain measured sounds. I think I went mad then.

Of my frantic ascent of the slope and cliff, and of my delirious journey back to the stranded boat, I remember little. I believe I sang a great deal, and laughed oddly when I was unable to sing. I have indistinct recollections of a great storm some time after I reached the boat; at any rate, I know that I heard peals of thunder and other tones which Nature utters only in her wildest moods.

When I came out of the shadows I was in a San Francisco hospital; brought thither by the captain of the American ship which had picked up my boat in mid-ocean. In my delirium I had said much, but found that my words had been given scant attention. Of any land upheaval in the Pacific, my rescuers knew nothing; nor did I deem it necessary to insist upon a thing which I knew they could not believe. Once I sought out a celebrated ethnologist, and amused him with peculiar questions regarding the ancient Philistine legend of Dagon, the Fish-God; but soon perceiving that he was hopelessly conventional, I did not press my inquiries.

It is at night, especially when the moon is gibbous and waning, that I see the thing. I tried morphine; but the drug has given only transient surcease, and has drawn me into its clutches as a hopeless slave. So now I am to end it all, having written a full account for the information or the contemptuous amusement of my fellow-men. Often I ask myself if it could not all have been a pure phantasm—a mere freak of fever as I lay sun-stricken and raving in the open boat after my escape from the German man-of-war. This I ask myself, but ever does there come before me a hideously vivid vision in reply. I cannot think of the deep sea without shuddering at the nameless things that may at this very moment be crawling and floundering on its slimy bed, worshipping their ancient stone idols and carving their own detestable likenesses on submarine obelisks of water-soaked granite. I dream of a day when they may rise above the billows to drag down in their reeking talons the remnants of puny, war-exhausted mankind—of a day when the land shall sink, and the dark ocean floor shall ascend amidst universal pandemonium.

The end is near. I hear a noise at the door, as of some immense slippery body lumbering against it. It shall not find me. God, that hand! The window! The window!


A Reminiscence of Dr. Samuel Johnson
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The Privilege of Reminiscence, however rambling or tiresome, is one generally allow’d to the very aged; indeed, ’tis frequently by means of such Recollections that the obscure occurrences of History, and the lesser Anecdotes of the Great, are transmitted to Posterity.

Tho’ many of my readers have at times observ’d and remark’d a Sort of antique Flow in my Stile of Writing, it hath pleased me to pass amongst the Members of this Generation as a young Man, giving out the Fiction that I was born in 1890, in America. I am now, however, resolv’d to unburthen myself of a Secret which I have hitherto kept thro’ Dread of Incredulity; and to impart to the Publick a true knowledge of my long years, in order to gratifie their taste for authentick Information of an Age with whose famous Personages I was on familiar Terms. Be it then known that I was born on the family Estate in Devonshire, of the 10th day of August, 1690 (or in the new Gregorian Stile of Reckoning, the 20th of August), being therefore now in my 228th year. Coming early to London, I saw as a Child many of the celebrated Men of King William’s Reign, including the lamented Mr. Dryden, who sat much at the Tables of Will’s Coffee-House. With Mr. Addison and Dr. Swift I later became very well acquainted, and was an even more familiar Friend to Mr. Pope, whom I knew and respected till the Day of his Death. But since it is of my more recent Associate, the late Dr. Johnson, that I am at this time desir’d to write; I will pass over my Youth for the present.

I had first Knowledge of the Doctor in May of the year 1738, tho’ I did not at that Time meet him. Mr. Pope had just compleated his Epilogue to his Satires (the Piece beginning: “Not twice a Twelvemonth you appear in Print.”), and had arrang’d for its Publication. On the very Day it appear’d, there was also publish’d a Satire in Imitation of Juvenal, intitul’d “London”, by the then unknown Johnson; and this so struck the Town, that many Gentlemen of Taste declared, it was the Work of a greater Poet than Mr. Pope. Notwithstanding what some Detractors have said of Mr. Pope’s petty Jealousy, he gave the Verses of his new Rival no small Praise; and having learnt thro’ Mr. Richardson who the Poet was, told me ‘that Mr. Johnson wou’d soon be deterré.’

I had no personal Acquaintance with the Doctor till 1763, when I was presented to him at the Mitre Tavern by Mr. James Boswell, a young Scotchman of excellent Family and great Learning, but small Wit, whose metrical Effusions I had sometimes revis’d.

Dr. Johnson, as I beheld him, was a full, pursy Man, very ill drest, and of slovenly Aspect. I recall him to have worn a bushy Bob-Wig, untyed and without Powder, and much too small for his Head. His cloaths were of rusty brown, much wrinkled, and with more than one Button missing. His Face, too full to be handsom, was likewise marred by the Effects of some scrofulous Disorder; and his Head was continually rolling about in a sort of convulsive way. Of this Infirmity, indeed, I had known before; having heard of it from Mr. Pope, who took the Trouble to make particular Inquiries.

Being nearly seventy-three, full nineteen Years older than Dr. Johnson (I say Doctor, tho’ his Degree came not till two Years afterward), I naturally expected him to have some Regard for my Age; and was therefore not in that Fear of him, which others confess’d. On my asking him what he thought of my favourable Notice of his Dictionary in The Londoner, my periodical Paper, he said: “Sir, I possess no Recollection of having perus’d your Paper, and have not a great Interest in the Opinions of the less thoughtful Part of Mankind.” Being more than a little piqued at the Incivility of one whose Celebrity made me solicitous of his Approbation, I ventur’d to retaliate in kind, and told him, I was surpris’d that a Man of Sense shou’d judge the Thoughtfulness of one whose Productions he admitted never having read. “Why, Sir,” reply’d Johnson, “I do not require to become familiar with a Man’s Writings in order to estimate the Superficiality of his Attainments, when he plainly shews it by his Eagerness to mention his own Productions in the first Question he puts to me.” Having thus become Friends, we convers’d on many Matters. When, to agree with him, I said I was distrustful of the Authenticity of Ossian’s Poems, Mr. Johnson said: “That, Sir, does not do your Understanding particular Credit; for what all the Town is sensible of, is no great Discovery for a Grub-Street Critick to make. You might as well say, you have a strong Suspicion that Milton wrote Paradise Lost!”

I thereafter saw Johnson very frequently, most often at Meetings of THE LITERARY CLUB, which was founded the next Year by the Doctor, together with Mr. Burke, the parliamentary Orator, Mr. Beauclerk, a Gentleman of Fashion, Mr. Langton, a pious Man and Captain of Militia, Sir J. Reynolds, the widely known Painter, Dr. Goldsmith, the prose and poetick Writer, Dr. Nugent, father-in-law to Mr. Burke, Sir John Hawkins, Mr. Anthony Chamier, and my self. We assembled generally at seven o’clock of an Evening, once a Week, at the Turk’s-Head, in Gerrard-Street, Soho, till that Tavern was sold and made into a private Dwelling; after which Event we mov’d our Gatherings successively to Prince’s in Sackville-Street, Le Tellier’s in Dover-Street, and Parsloe’s and The Thatched House in St. James’s-Street. In these Meetings we preserv’d a remarkable Degree of Amity and Tranquillity, which contrasts very favourably with some of the Dissensions and Disruptions




    “When the Duke of Leeds shall marry’d be

    To a fine young Lady of high Quality

    How happy will that Gentlewoman be

    In his Grace of Leeds’ good Company.”





    When Gallant LEEDS auspiciously shall wed

    The virtuous Fair, of antient Lineage bred,

    How must the Maid rejoice with conscious Pride

    To win so great an Husband to her Side!
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