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SYNOPSIS


In "The Street", H. P. Lovecraft follows the history of a quiet New England street as it silently witnesses the passage of generations. From its hopeful beginnings to changing times marked by decline and growing unrest, the setting itself becomes a powerful presence. Blending historical reflection with an atmosphere of unease, the story explores memory, identity, and the lingering influence of the past.
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NOTICE


This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.


Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.


 




The Street



 


There
be those who say that things and places have souls, and there be those who say
they have not; I dare not say, myself, but I will tell of The Street.


Men
of strength and honor fashioned that Street; good, valiant men of our blood who
had come from the Blessed Isles across the sea. At first it was but a path
trodden by bearers of water from the woodland spring to the cluster of houses
by the beach. Then, as more men came to the growing cluster of houses and
looked about for places to dwell, they built cabins along the north side;
cabins of stout oaken logs with masonry on the side toward the forest, for many
Indians lurked there with fire-arrows. And in a few years more, men built
cabins on the south side of The Street.


Up
and down The Street walked grave men in conical hats, who most of the time
carried muskets or fowling pieces. And there were also their bonneted wives and
sober children. In the evening these men with their wives and children would
sit about gigantic hearths and read and speak. Very simple were the things of
which they read and spoke, yet things which gave them courage and goodness and
helped them by day to subdue the forest and till the fields. And the children
would listen, and learn of the laws and deeds of old, and of that dear England
which they had never seen, or could not remember.


There
was war, and thereafter no more Indians troubled The Street. The men, busy with
labor, waxed prosperous and as happy as they knew how to be. And the children
grew up comfortably, and more families came from the Mother Land to dwell on
The Street. And the children’s children, and the newcomers’ children, grew up.
The town was now a city, and one by one the cabins gave place to houses;
simple, beautiful houses of brick and wood, with stone steps and iron railings
and fanlights over the doors. No flimsy creations were these houses, for they
were made to serve many a generation. Within there were carven mantels and
graceful stairs, and sensible, pleasing furniture, china, and silver, brought
from the Mother Land.


So
The Street drank in the dreams of a young people, and rejoiced as its dwellers
became more graceful and happy. Where once had been only strength and honor,
taste and learning now abode as well. Books and paintings and music came to the
houses, and the young men went to the university which rose above the plain to
the north. In the place of conical hats and muskets there were three-cornered
hats and small-swords, and lace and snowy periwigs. And there were cobblestones
over which clattered many a blooded horse and rumbled many a gilded coach; and
brick sidewalks with horse blocks and hitching-posts.


There
were in that Street many trees; elms and oaks and maples of dignity; so that in
the summer the scene was all soft verdure and twittering bird-song. And behind
the houses were walled rose-gardens with hedged paths and sundials, where at
evening the moon and stars would shine bewitchingly while fragrant blossoms
glistened with dew.


So
The Street dreamed on, past wars, calamities, and changes. Once most of the
young men went away, and some never came back. That was when they furled the
Old Flag and put up a new Banner of Stripes and Stars. But though men talked of
great changes, The Street felt them not; for its folk were still the same,
speaking of the old familiar things in the old familiar accents. And the trees
still sheltered singing birds, and at evening the moon and stars looked down
upon dewy blossoms in the walled rose-gardens.


In
time there were no more swords, three-cornered hats, or periwigs in The Street.
How strange seemed the denizens with their walking-sticks, tall beavers, and
cropped heads! New sounds came from the distance—first strange puffings and
shrieks from the river a mile away, and then, many years later, strange
puffings and shrieks and rumblings from other directions. The air was not quite
so pure as before, but the spirit of the place had not changed. The blood and
soul of the people were as the blood and soul of their ancestors who had
fashioned The Street. Nor did the spirit change when they tore open the earth
to lay down strange pipes, or when they set up tall posts bearing weird wires.
There was so much ancient lore in that Street, that the past could not easily
be forgotten.


Then
came days of evil, when many who had known The Street of old knew it no more;
and many knew it, who had not known it before. And those who came were never as
those who went away; for their accents were coarse and strident, and their mien
and faces unpleasing. Their thoughts, too, fought with the wise, just spirit of
The Street, so that The Street pined silently as its houses fell into decay,
and its trees died one by one, and its rose-gardens grew rank with weeds and
waste. But it felt a stir of pride one day when again marched forth young men,
some of whom never came back. These young men were clad in blue.


With
the years worse fortune came to The Street. Its trees were all gone now, and
its rose-gardens were displaced by the backs of cheap, ugly new buildings on
parallel streets. Yet the houses remained, despite the ravages of the years and
the storms and worms, for they had been made to serve many a generation. New
kinds of faces appeared in The Street; swarthy, sinister faces with furtive
eyes and odd features, whose owners spoke unfamiliar words and placed signs in
known and unknown characters upon most of the musty houses. Push-carts crowded
the gutters. A sordid, undefinable stench settled over the place, and the
ancient spirit
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