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    This single-author collection, titled Weird Tales, brings together many of H. P. Lovecraft's most influential works of imaginative literature. Its scope is deliberately broad: short stories and novellas that shaped modern horror, a full-length novel, and one illuminating letter excerpt. The aim is not to present a scholarly apparatus but to give readers an accessible, contiguous experience of Lovecraft's narrative worlds, from concise nightmares to expansive voyages. Read together, these pieces chart the evolution of his signature vision of cosmic indifference, his antiquarian interests, and his experimental use of documents, testimonies, and reports. The selection balances celebrated cornerstones with dream-inflected rarities, inviting both newcomers and returning readers.

Lovecraft wrote and circulated these texts in the early decades of the twentieth century, often through pulp magazines and amateur journals. Some appeared in celebrated periodicals such as Weird Tales; others debuted in different magazines or were printed only after the author's death. The pieces therefore span varied editorial demands and venues, from serial publication to stand-alone tales. This collection reflects that diversity while presenting the works as continuous reading rather than as archival documents. It offers novels, short stories, and novellas, as well as a letter excerpt that preserves the immediacy of correspondence. The result is a cross-section of forms through which Lovecraft shaped the modern weird tale.

The early, concentrated shocks of the weird are present in Dagon, The Statement of Randolph Carter, Nyarlathotep, and The Temple. In Dagon, a castaway confronts an ancient seascape and an enigmatic monolith. The Statement of Randolph Carter frames a nocturnal exploration gone wrong as a first-person account of a companion's disappearance. Nyarlathotep takes the form of a dark procession through demonstrations and portents that unsettle a city. The Temple records a submarine officer's wartime ordeal after a curious relic is recovered at sea. Together, these pieces outline Lovecraft's enduring preoccupations: precarious perception, fragmentary testimony, and the disquieting suggestion of forces older than human memory.

Lovecraft's regional imagination finds expression in stories that invest houses, farms, and burial grounds with oppressive memory. The Picture in the House observes a chance sheltering from a storm becoming a study in morbid antiquarianism. The Rats in the Walls follows a returning heir whose renovation of an ancestral estate prompts unsettling noises and research. The Shunned House traces a family dwelling in Providence and the stains of its long, troubled occupancy. The Unnamable contemplates how language resists what experience suggests. The Moon-Bog considers a landowner's decision to drain a fen despite local tradition. In each, landscape and lineage conspire to multiply dread.

Other tales scrutinize the modern city as a stage for estrangement and occult residue. The Horror at Red Hook follows a police investigator confronting rumors of clandestine rites in a crowded waterfront neighborhood. He presents a wanderer's nocturnal meeting in New York with a figure bound to the city's shifting past. Cool Air offers an intimate boarding-house narrative in which medical ingenuity becomes an obsession with temperature and survival. These urban pieces probe modern anxieties, from displacement to overreliance on technique, while also revealing prejudices embedded in their time. Their enduring interest lies in the uneasy contact between cosmopolitan spaces and secret histories.

A contrasting vein moves through fable and reverie, often called the Dream Cycle. The Cats of Ulthar is a compact legend about a town's peculiar law and the unexpected agency of animals. Celephaïs follows an ordinary man's yearning for a city glimpsed in dreams and the persistence of imagined geography. The Quest of Iranon tells of a wanderer seeking a lost city of youth and song. The Strange High House in the Mist contemplates a cliffside dwelling and the magnetic pull of the horizon. The Silver Key returns to the problem of age and belief. These pieces emphasize wonder, longing, and the fragile border between memory and myth.

Several narratives turn to identity, ritual, and the perils of self-discovery. The Outsider traces a solitary figure's attempt to enter society after a life in isolation. The Hound follows collectors who indulge in macabre trophies and meet consequences for transgression. The Festival observes a winter pilgrimage to an ancestral town and a ceremony older than its celebrants. Facts concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family frames a case history of lineage, travel, and hereditary burden. Each tale advances only to its necessary premise, withholding full explanation while suggesting that ancestry and custom can disturb one's sense of self and place.

A central thread in Lovecraft's achievement is the cycle often associated with cosmic entities and clandestine worship. The Call of Cthulhu assembles scattered testimonies—police reports, ship logs, and dreams—into a dossier about a worldwide cult and a figure from the deep past. The Dunwich Horror observes a remote New England township troubled by a family history and an unseen presence. The Whisperer in Darkness unfolds through letters exchanged with a reclusive observer in Vermont's hills. The Thing on the Doorstep studies a friendship destabilized by an uncanny marriage. The Haunter of the Dark follows a writer probing an abandoned church and a singular object. Each frames awe as inquiry.

Stories of experiment and vision emphasize how knowledge can unsettle the knower. Herbert West–Reanimator chronicles a medical researcher's staged attempts to reverse death and the moral erosion that accompanies them. Pickman's Model records studio visits to a painter whose images of lurking beings seem to draw from more than imagination. From Beyond describes a machine that alters human senses to reveal overlapping realities. The Colour out of Space presents a meteorite's arrival on a farm and the measurable yet unclassifiable changes that follow. Across laboratory, studio, and field, Lovecraft exploits procedural detail to heighten dread, showing how method can illuminate phenomena that refuse to be mastered.

The collection's longer narratives expand this vision across cities, coastlines, and ice. At the Mountains of Madness adopts the voice of a scientific leader reporting an Antarctic expedition that uncovers vast ruins and troubling biological traces. The Shadow over Innsmouth chronicles a traveler's survey of a decaying seaport whose architecture and customs raise questions about isolation. The Case of Charles Dexter Ward is a novel of Providence, following a young man's archival research into a colonial ancestor implicated in alchemical traffic. The Dreams in the Witch House combines advanced mathematics with folklore as a student confronts an unusual attic room. Each builds dread through cumulative inquiry.

Lovecraft's techniques are consistent across forms. He favors first-person reports, affidavits, letters, newspaper summaries, and gathered notes, creating an archive within the fiction. Names and places recur: Arkham, Innsmouth, Dunwich, and Miskatonic University supply continuity without strict sequence. Invented authorities and grimoires, notably the Necronomicon, add scholarly texture. The Evil Clergyman, included here as a letter excerpt, shows how naturally his imagination inhabits epistolary description, a confidant receiving an uncanny recollection. Style is distinctive: elevated diction, careful catalogues, and an antiquarian eye for objects combine with scientific curiosity. The result is a uniquely persuasive unrealism that suggests, rather than states, the shape of the unknown.

Read as a whole, these works chart a sustained attempt to imagine humanity against immensities of space, time, and tradition. Their unifying themes include the limits of perception, the weight of ancestry, the seduction of inquiry, and the persistence of dream. Their stylistic hallmarks—documentary framing, invented scholarship, and resonant place-names—have proved durable resources for later writers and readers. The collection's purpose is to present, in one volume, a representative arc of Lovecraft's fiction, from terse experiments to major architectures, along with a glimpse of his correspondence. Taken together, they confirm why his weird tales continue to shape conversations about fear, wonder, and the unknown.
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    H. P. Lovecraft (1890–1937) was an American author whose weird fiction profoundly shaped twentieth-century horror. Writing primarily in the interwar pulp era, he fused antiquarian atmospheres with a philosophical stance often termed cosmic horror: the idea that humanity occupies a fragile, negligible place in an indifferent universe. Early tales such as Dagon, From Beyond, and The Statement of Randolph Carter established his voice, while later landmarks like The Call of Cthulhu, At the Mountains of Madness, and The Shadow Over Innsmouth expanded his imaginative reach. He preferred short fiction and novellas, building linked settings and motifs that suggested vast, unseen histories pressing against modern life.

Lovecraft grew up a voracious reader whose fragile health disrupted formal schooling, and he became largely self-taught in the classics and the sciences, especially astronomy and chemistry. Literary influences included Edgar Allan Poe, Lord Dunsany, and Arthur Machen, alongside popular science that encouraged a skeptical, materialist tone. He entered amateur journalism early, refining a ceremonious yet flexible prose. From this developmental period came Dagon, The Temple, From Beyond, and The Picture in the House, as well as Dunsanian reveries like Celephaïs and The Cats of Ulthar, which introduced his dream-cycle mode and showed his range from macabre realism to oneiric fantasy.

As his career progressed in the early 1920s, Lovecraft refined two complementary strands: macabre New England antiquarianism and visionary dream fiction. The Outsider, The Hound, The Unnamable, The Festival, The Shunned House, and The Rats in the Walls probe decayed architecture, inherited guilt, and archaeological revelation. In parallel, the dream stories—Celephaïs, The Quest of Iranon, The Silver Key, and The Strange High House in the Mist—explore yearning, illusion, and escape. His narrators often adopt a rational, documentarian stance, yet inquiry leads to immensities of time and cosmic scale that dwarf human meaning, a tension he dramatized through scholarly diction and vivid sensory detail.

A brief residence in New York City in the mid-1920s sharpened Lovecraft’s sense of social dislocation and urban menace. He drew directly on that experience in The Horror at Red Hook and He, while also producing tonal experiments such as Cool Air and Pickman’s Model. The serialized Herbert West–Reanimator married pulp pacing to grim comedy. Returning to Providence, he achieved a breakthrough with The Call of Cthulhu, a dossier-like narrative whose layered testimonies imply a vast, ancient design. This period consolidated his techniques: fragmented accounts, documentary frames, antiquarian research, and an insistence on the parochial limits of human perception.

From the late 1920s into the mid-1930s, Lovecraft produced his most ambitious fiction, blending scientific speculation with archaic dread. The Colour out of Space recast the ghost story as extraterrestrial contamination; The Dunwich Horror and The Whisperer in Darkness mapped rural New England onto cosmic frontiers. He tackled longer forms in The Case of Charles Dexter Ward and the polar epic At the Mountains of Madness, and continued to innovate with The Shadow Over Innsmouth, The Dreams in the Witch House, The Thing on the Doorstep, the fragmentary The Evil Clergyman, and his final major tale, The Haunter of the Dark.

Lovecraft’s worldview—often described as cosmicism—was resolutely nonanthropocentric, rejecting comforting teleology and treating the universe as uncaring. This outlook energized his architecture of dread, yet his writings also contain documented racism and xenophobia that shaped works such as The Horror at Red Hook and echo elsewhere; these views are widely criticized. An indefatigable correspondent and reviser, he sustained a large literary network, exchanging ideas and offering editorial guidance. The shared names, grimoires, and entities threaded through tales like The Call of Cthulhu and The Dunwich Horror were later grouped by others under the label “Cthulhu Mythos,” amplifying his interlinked cosmos.

During his lifetime, Lovecraft published mainly in pulp magazines and amateur journals, earning modestly and receiving limited mainstream attention. He spent his final years quietly in Providence, continuing to write, revise, and advise fellow authors, before his death in 1937 after illness. Posthumous advocates organized his stories into book form, ensuring their survival and steady growth in readership. His influence radiates across modern horror, fantasy, and science fiction, as well as film, games, and comics. Works such as The Call of Cthulhu, The Colour out of Space, At the Mountains of Madness, and The Shadow Over Innsmouth remain touchstones, shaping the language and logic of cosmic horror.
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    The stories gathered under the banner of Weird Tales chart H. P. Lovecraft’s career from the final years of the First World War through the depths of the interwar period, roughly 1917–1936. They were written for overlapping venues—amateur journals, little magazines, and the commercial pulps—amid rapid social and scientific change. Across Dagon, The Statement of Randolph Carter, The Colour out of Space, The Call of Cthulhu, At the Mountains of Madness, and later pieces like The Haunter of the Dark, Lovecraft developed a literary stance often called “cosmicism,” insisting on human insignificance before vast forces. The collection’s chronology mirrors modernity’s upheavals, from mechanized war to mass urban life and polar exploration.

Lovecraft’s apprenticeship unfolded in the amateur press movement, a nationwide network of hobbyist printers and essayists that valued self-published literature and correspondence. Early works such as The Statement of Randolph Carter, The Cats of Ulthar, Celephaïs, and From Beyond circulated in or drew upon this milieu around 1919–1920. The movement encouraged antiquarian interests, formal diction, and vigorous debates through letters—habits that shaped his narrative voice and epistolary technique. When Weird Tales magazine launched in 1923, alongside other pulps and little magazines, it offered a paying market for “the fantastic,” allowing Lovecraft to transition from amateur fame to a professional, if precarious, pulp career.

The First World War supplied a background of disillusion and technological terror. Dagon (1917) evokes maritime warfare’s psychological aftershocks, while The Temple (written 1920) situates its action aboard a German U-boat, reflecting the era’s submarine campaigns and total war at sea. The war accelerated shifts in geology, anthropology, and psychology—fields Lovecraft mined for his sense of deep time and fragile minds. Even when not explicitly military, the postwar tone of dread and alienation saturates tales of isolation and breakdown, registering a culture grappling with mechanized slaughter, mass bereavement, and the uneasy peace that followed armistice.

American urbanization, immigration, and the nativist backlash of the 1919–1924 period inform several stories set in New York, where Lovecraft lived from 1924 to 1926. The Horror at Red Hook and He distill anxieties common in a city reshaped by new arrivals, tenement life, and nocturnal modernity. The era saw the first Red Scare, restrictive federal immigration quotas (1924), and sensationalist press portrayals of “foreign” neighborhoods. These tales neither document policy nor demographic detail; instead, they refract a climate of suspicion and nostalgia. Modern readers also confront the overt xenophobia and racism embedded in them, a documented feature of Lovecraft’s worldview that scholarship now interrogates.

The interwar city brought everyday marvels—electric lighting, elevators, reliable telephones, and refrigeration—into cramped apartments and laboratories. From Beyond imagines speculative apparatuses amid real electrical experimentation, while Cool Air unfolds in a boarding-house room dependent on mechanical cooling, echoing the era’s fascination with comfort technology and its limits. Such settings mark a pivot from castle and graveyard Gothic toward rented rooms, medical offices, and improvised labs. The dramas of discovery and breakdown occur not in medieval ruins but in modern interiors, suggesting that scientific ambition and urban proximity can be as unsettling as any ancestral crypt.

Advances in physics and astronomy widened the imaginable universe. Einstein’s relativity (popularized in the 1910s–1920s) and the 1929 announcement of cosmic expansion reframed humanity’s place in space-time. Lovecraft transformed this intellectual climate into narrative method. The Colour out of Space (1927) blends rural life with incomprehensible phenomena suggestive of extraterrestrial origin; The Whisperer in Darkness (1930) fuses Vermont backcountry with astronomy and folklore; and The Call of Cthulhu (1928) assembles evidence across continents, emphasizing scale and indifference. Rather than celebrate progress, these stories cast scientific revelation as destabilizing, aligning with a broader interwar skepticism about triumphant modernity.

New media and information networks structure the period’s storytelling. Newspapers, police ledgers, scientific journals, and phonographic or radio recordings appear as plot devices that bind scattered episodes into a single inquiry. The Whisperer in Darkness relies on correspondence and recorded voices to bridge remote places. The Call of Cthulhu threads through ship logs and press clippings to suggest global simultaneity. Even in Pickman’s Model, debates about realism and representation evoke photography’s authority and the gallery system’s gatekeeping. Lovecraft’s mosaic technique mirrors how interwar readers consumed knowledge: piecemeal, mediated, and often through sensational reportage.

Lovecraft’s New England—Providence, Boston, and the fictional Arkham, Innsmouth, and Kingsport—drew strength from real antiquarian revivals and historic-preservation energies of the 1920s. The Shunned House, The Festival, The Picture in the House, and The Case of Charles Dexter Ward turn colonial cemeteries, family records, and local architecture into engines of unease. Genealogical societies flourished; restored meetinghouses and ancestral inventories made the past newly legible. Lovecraft exploits that documentary culture, suggesting that archives and attics can illuminate or unsettle more than they comfort. His New England regionalism thus partakes of a national enthusiasm for heritage amid rapid modernization.

Early twentieth-century eugenics and racialized pseudoscience haunt the collection’s obsession with bloodlines and “degeneration.” Facts concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family makes heredity its central dread, while The Shadow over Innsmouth and The Dunwich Horror channel cultural fears of miscegenation and rural “taint.” Such themes reflect contemporary—but now discredited—scientific discourses that shaped policy and popular imagination. Modern readers confront these elements as artifacts of their time and as evidence of Lovecraft’s bigotry. Critical editions and scholarship contextualize the rhetoric of purity and decline, tracing how it animates plots while documenting the harm such ideologies inflicted beyond fiction.

Counterbalancing urban dread, Lovecraft’s “Dream Cycle” reflects a contemporary hunger for escape into ornate otherworlds. Influenced by Lord Dunsany and symbolist aesthetics, stories such as Celephaïs, The Cats of Ulthar, The Quest of Iranon, The Silver Key, and The Strange High House in the Mist offer visionary geographies, archaic codes, and courtly melancholy. Written largely in the immediate postwar years, these fantasies resonate with a wider cultural turn to myth, pageantry, and pageant-like festivals. They also register debates over high modernism versus romantic revival, situating wonder as an alternative to both mechanized war and the prosaic routines of mass society.

Religious ferment and occult revivals punctuated the early twentieth century. Spiritualism persisted after the 1918 influenza pandemic; Theosophy and fringe archaeology circulated widely; and newspaper exposés of secret societies shared space with carnival mediums. The Festival, The Unnamable, and The Haunter of the Dark reflect this climate by staging encounters between inherited New England piety, antiquarian ritual, and skeptical inquiry. Lovecraft remained personally skeptical of the supernatural, yet he mined ritual, scripture, and folklore as cultural forms whose persistence unsettled modern rationalism. The result is neither endorsement nor mere satire but an ethnography of belief under pressure from science and mass culture.

Interwar medicine—emerging specialties, laboratory breakthroughs, and ethical debate—powers several tales. Herbert West–Reanimator, a satirically sensational serial from the early 1920s, plays on pulp appetite for biomedical shock while echoing real anxieties about vivisection and postwar anatomy labs. Cool Air dramatizes refrigeration and the medicalization of daily life, while The Thing on the Doorstep brushes against psychiatry’s evolving vocabularies of identity and control. The shadow of the 1918–1919 influenza pandemic lingers in the background, as do hospital expansions and medical licensing reforms. Lovecraft’s clinicians and experimenters inhabit a culture at once reverent toward science and wary of its overreach.

Exploration headlines of the 1920s–1930s—piloted flights, polar crossings, and geological surveys—made the Earth’s extremes newly accessible. At the Mountains of Madness (written 1931; published 1936) engages directly with contemporary Antarctic expeditions led by figures like Richard E. Byrd. The story mobilizes realistic logistics—aviation, drilling, cartography—alongside deep-time geology to recast exploration as an encounter with the immensity of natural history. Fossil discoveries and debates over human antiquity kept paleontology in the news; Lovecraft transforms such reportage into a sublime caution, where scientific success multiplies riddles rather than resolves them.

Environmental anxiety surfaces in rural settings affected by modernization. The Colour out of Space aligns with early twentieth-century concerns about groundwater, soil health, and agricultural poisoning—topics debated as industrial chemicals and electrification transformed farms. The Moon-Bog evokes land reclamation and the draining of wetlands, practices promoted as improvement but shadowed by unintended consequences. The Dunwich Horror situates isolation and poverty within a landscape mapped by new roads and sporadic public services. Without advocating policy, these tales register a historical moment when “progress” threatened local ecologies, and when the language of contamination and blight migrated from agriculture into cultural commentary.

Aesthetic debates also course through the collection. The 1913 Armory Show and subsequent clashes over modern art reframed what counted as realism, horror, and taste. Pickman’s Model stages arguments about technique and subject matter within Boston’s art world, while The Picture in the House treats collecting practices and early American violence as subjects for morbid curiosity. As museums professionalized and photography redefined representation, Lovecraft probed whether art should soothe, instruct, or disturb. His fiction aligns with contemporaneous criticism that saw modernism’s shocks as both necessary and perilous, asking what kinds of images a society is prepared to acknowledge.

The expanding American state—Prohibition enforcement (1920–1933), immigration policing, and the growth of federal investigative capacity—provides a muted backdrop. Several stories unfold through official documents, inquiries, or local policing, including The Horror at Red Hook and episodes within The Call of Cthulhu and The Shadow over Innsmouth. While specifics vary, the procedural frame reflects an era increasingly mediated by bureaucracy, expert testimony, and interagency cooperation. The atmosphere of surveillance and reports reinforces the sense that private lives intersect with impersonal systems, a hallmark of the interwar United States as it professionalized law enforcement and relied on paperwork to manage perceived threats.

Publication conditions shaped what and how Lovecraft wrote. Weird Tales, edited for much of his tenure by Farnsworth Wright, rewarded lurid hooks and memorable imagery but paid modestly and rejected work unpredictably. Other outlets—Home Brew, Tales of Magic and Mystery, Amazing Stories, and later Astounding—offered alternative audiences. Serialization affected pacing and repetition, as in Herbert West–Reanimator. Editorial cuts, illustration choices, and cover copy amplified sensational aspects even when Lovecraft aimed for antiquarian subtlety. Economic pressures during the late 1920s and the Great Depression compounded these constraints, as pulp rates fell and authors juggled revisions, collaborations, and ghostwriting to survive financially.﻿The 1920s “Egyptomania,” ignited by the 1922 discovery of Tutankhamun’s tomb, and contemporary popularizations of comparative religion inform recurring motifs. Nyarlathotep, with its Egyptian veneer, distills the period’s fascination with ancient civilizations repackaged for modern audiences—exhibitions, lectures, and newspaper features. Archaeological headlines, often sensationalized, blurred scholarly method with spectacle. Lovecraft channeled that mix into narratives where recovered relics or inscriptions unsettle the present. His use of invented texts and syncretic pantheons parallels how interwar culture consumed antiquity: as a collage of fragments, speculative reconstructions, and traveling shows that promised revelation yet provoked controversy over authenticity and appropriation.﻿Lovecraft’s regional networks and collaborative circles sustained the work’s intertextual fabric. Correspondence with fellow writers and fans, shared settings (Arkham, Miskatonic University), and story exchanges cultivated a quasi-scholarly community around invented mythologies. Pieces like The Silver Key and The Case of Charles Dexter Ward revisit earlier motifs, while later tales such as The Haunter of the Dark reflect his return to Providence after New York. Posthumously, Arkham House (founded 1939 by August Derleth and Donald Wandrei) consolidated scattered magazine texts into durable volumes, enabling scholarly reception and cementing the collection’s historical reach beyond ephemeral pulps.﻿Read today, this collection functions as an archival commentary on its periods. It encodes the interwar world’s scientific revolutions, imperial archaeology, medical modernity, environmental stress, state expansion, and culture wars over art and immigration. It also documents prejudices—especially racism and xenophobia—that shaped both the author and his society, prompting reinterpretations that disentangle aesthetic innovation from harm. Subsequent readers, scholars, and adaptors have reframed the tales: as cosmic protest against certainty, as regional studies of New England identity, and as warnings about ideology’s seductions. The result is a body of work inseparable from its historical moment yet persistently reimagined by later generations.





Synopsis (Selection)




Table of Contents




    Dagon
A traumatized mariner recounts stranding upon a newly risen seafloor and glimpsing monuments and beings that should not exist. The tale channels claustrophobic seafaring dread into a revelation of ancient immensities and humanity’s smallness.
The Statement of Randolph Carter
Through a formal deposition, Randolph Carter describes a midnight descent with his friend into a necropolis linked by a telephone line. Unseen voices and the failures of testimony create a tense study of fear, communication, and the unseen.
The Cats of Ulthar
In a dreamland town where a law forbids the killing of cats, a wandering youth’s curse intersects with local cruelty. The story reads like a fable, affirming cosmic justice and reverence for the mysterious, watchful feline.
Celephaïs
A disenchanted dreamer finds meaning in voyages to a jeweled city beyond waking life. The narrative dwells on escape, beauty, and the costs of yearning for a perfected elsewhere.
From Beyond
A scientist unveils a device that tweaks human perception to reveal interpenetrating realities normally unseen. The experiment’s sensory trespass becomes a parable about curiosity, physiology, and limits best left untested.
The Temple
A U-boat officer’s log records a voyage from triumph to derangement as the sea delivers relics and omens. Submerged ruins and fatal pride pull the narrative toward an inhuman stillness beneath the waves.
Nyarlathotep
A charismatic wanderer brings uncanny exhibitions that dissolve the border between demonstration and doom. Written as a vision of societal unravelling, it suggests a cosmic messenger orchestrating collapse.
The Picture in the House
Seeking shelter in a colonial dwelling, a traveler encounters an aged recluse fixated on a grotesque image in an old book. Antiquarian curiosity curdles into dread as the house itself seems to preserve a hunger from the past.
Facts concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family
A gentleman’s antiquarian research into his lineage leads him from family lore to a disturbing origin. The story foregrounds obsession with ancestry and the perils of identity built on hidden histories.
The Quest of Iranon
A lyrical wanderer searches for the lost city of his youth, sustained by songs and remembrance. It is a meditation on idealism, self-myth, and the unkind truths time may reveal.
The Moon-Bog
An estate owner’s plan to drain an Irish bog collides with local warnings and older claims on the land. Folkloric atmosphere and slow encroachment underline a conflict between modern schemes and ancestral reverence.
The Outsider
A solitary being climbs from a cryptic dwelling to seek kinship in the world above. The tale’s gothic mood culminates in a revelation about self and belonging without stating it outright.
Herbert West-Reanimator
A medical student pursues reanimation through a series of increasingly reckless experiments. Episodic and macabre, it satirizes scientific arrogance while piling consequences that refuse to stay buried.
The Hound
Two decadent collectors plunder a grave for a talisman and draw the attention of something that will not be appeased. The narrative revels in morbid aesthetics and the price of transgressive appetite.
The Rats in the Walls
Restoring an ancestral manor, a narrator is disturbed by nocturnal scurrying that points toward buried chambers. Excavation transforms into a confrontation with inheritance and the long memory of place.
The Unnamable
Two friends debate whether some horrors exceed language, only to be tested by what follows. It doubles as a wry commentary on description and a brisk demonstration of its limits.
The Festival
Answering a family summons, a visitor attends a winter rite in an ancient New England town. The festive veneer peels away to reveal a subterranean continuity between folklore, ritual, and something far older.
The Shunned House
Investigators armed with folklore and instruments study a Providence dwelling marked by an inexplicable wasting illness. Presented as a case study, it builds toward a hazardous attempt to neutralize the source.
The Horror at Red Hook
A detective probing occult activity in a dense urban quarter uncovers a labyrinth of rites and trafficking in forbidden lore. The story channels urban claustrophobia and conspiracy into a breathless pursuit of hidden cults.
He
A nocturnal wanderer of New York meets a mysterious figure who promises wonders and reveals harrowing vistas of time. It contrasts nostalgia with modernity, turning the city into a stage for secret survivals.
Cool Air
A tenant befriends a brilliant doctor who must maintain a room at an unnaturally low temperature to live. Clinical detail and mounting unease explore the lengths to which one might go to stave off mortality.
The Call of Cthulhu
A mosaic of documents uncovers a global pattern of cults, dreams, and a stir in the deep sea. The investigative form assembles a vision of cosmic indifference that dwarfs human narrative.
Pickman’s Model
A painter’s disturbingly realistic works raise questions about his sources, leading a friend into Boston’s underbelly. Art, monstrosity, and the fidelity of representation entwine in an unsettling reveal.
The Strange High House in the Mist
Drawn to a cliff-top house above Kingsport, a seeker finds an occupant conversant with horizons beyond the human map. Lyrical and sea-haunted, it weighs the allure and cost of transcendence.
The Silver Key
Disenchanted with adulthood, Randolph Carter turns to a mysterious key linked to his childhood dreams. The tale bridges waking life and dream-realm, treating memory as a portal rather than a record.
The Case of Charles Dexter Ward
A Providence antiquarian’s fascination with an ancestor leads from genealogical puzzles to alchemical survivals. The novel-length mystery unfolds through records and testimony, tracing how scholarship can awaken what it seeks.
The Colour out of Space
After a meteor falls on a New England farm, an unclassifiable radiance begins to alter the land and its life. The story grounds cosmic intrusion in environmental decay and the inadequacy of human categories.
The Dunwich Horror
Strange events in a rural valley culminate in a crisis that summons both grim folklore and learned intervention. Arcane texts, family secrets, and a looming threat pit scholarship against the unspeakable.
The Whisperer in Darkness
A correspondence about uncanny mountain sightings evolves into an invitation to visit a remote farmhouse. Paranoia, identity, and the blurring of folklore with extraterrestrial hints drive the story’s unease.
At The Mountains Of Madness
An Antarctic expedition discovers ancient architecture and biological traces that reorder prehuman history. The scientific travelogue expands into a sweeping meditation on deep time and the risks of discovery.
The Shadow Over Innsmouth
A traveler explores a decaying seaport and learns of a longstanding pact tied to the sea and its deeps. Pursuit through rotting streets and a final personal reckoning fuse themes of secrecy, community, and identity.
The Dreams in the Witch House
A student of advanced mathematics rents a warped room linked to a colonial witch and begins to dream with dangerous precision. The convergence of geometry and sorcery turns sleep into a vulnerable crossing-point.
The Thing on the Doorstep
A friendship is tested when a scholar’s marriage draws him into an occult scheme centered on control of the self. Confessional in tone, it examines possession, loyalty, and the permeability of identity.
The Evil Clergyman – Letter excerpt
In a brief letter, a narrator recalls an uneasy visit to an attic filled with a disgraced clergyman’s effects. Fragmentary and suggestive, it sketches the sense of objects as conductors of lingering malignity.
The Haunter of the Dark
A writer investigating a forbidding church and a faceted relic rouses a presence that thrives in darkness. Urban gothic atmosphere and the lure of forbidden knowledge culminate in a struggle with light and shadow.
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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!
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I repeat to you, gentlemen, that your inquisition is fruitless. Detain me here forever if you will; confine or execute me if you must have a victim to propitiate the illusion you call justice; but I can say no more than I have said already. Everything that I can remember, I have told with perfect candour. Nothing has been distorted or concealed, and if anything remains vague, it is only because of the dark cloud which has come over my mind—that cloud and the nebulous nature of the horrors which brought it upon me.

Again I say, I do not know what has become of Harley Warren; though I think—almost hope—that he is in peaceful oblivion, if there be anywhere so blessed a thing. It is true that I have for five years been his closest friend, and a partial sharer of his terrible researches into the unknown. I will not deny, though my memory is uncertain and indistinct, that this witness of yours may have seen us together as he says, on the Gainesville pike, walking toward Big Cypress Swamp, at half past eleven on that awful night. That we bore electric lanterns, spades, and a curious coil of wire with attached instruments, I will even affirm; for these things all played a part in the single hideous scene which remains burned into my shaken recollection. But of what followed, and of the reason I was found alone and dazed on the edge of the swamp next morning, I must insist that I know nothing save what I have told you over and over again. You say to me that there is nothing in the swamp or near it which could form the setting of that frightful episode. I reply that I know nothing beyond what I saw. Vision or nightmare it may have been—vision or nightmare I fervently hope it was—yet it is all that my mind retains of what took place in those shocking hours after we left the sight of men. And why Harley Warren did not return, he or his shade—or some nameless thing I cannot describe—alone can tell.

As I have said before, the weird studies of Harley Warren were well known to me, and to some extent shared by me. Of his vast collection of strange, rare books on forbidden subjects I have read all that are written in the languages of which I am master; but these are few as compared with those in languages I cannot understand. Most, I believe, are in Arabic; and the fiend-inspired book which brought on the end—the book which he carried in his pocket out of the world—was written in characters whose like I never saw elsewhere. Warren would never tell me just what was in that book. As to the nature of our studies—must I say again that I no longer retain full comprehension? It seems to me rather merciful that I do not, for they were terrible studies, which I pursued more through reluctant fascination than through actual inclination. Warren always dominated me, and sometimes I feared him. I remember how I shuddered at his facial expression on the night before the awful happening, when he talked so incessantly of his theory, why certain corpses never decay, but rest firm and fat in their tombs for a thousand years. But I do not fear him now, for I suspect that he has known horrors beyond my ken. Now I fear for him.

Once more I say that I have no clear idea of our object on that night. Certainly, it had much to do with something in the book which Warren carried with him—that ancient book in undecipherable characters which had come to him from India a month before—but I swear I do not know what it was that we expected to find. Your witness says he saw us at half past eleven on the Gainesville pike, headed for Big Cypress Swamp. This is probably true, but I have no distinct memory of it. The picture seared into my soul is of one scene only, and the hour must have been long after midnight; for a waning crescent moon was high in the vaporous heavens.

The place was an ancient cemetery; so ancient that I trembled at the manifold signs of immemorial years. It was in a deep, damp hollow, overgrown with rank grass, moss, and curious creeping weeds, and filled with a vague stench which my idle fancy associated absurdly with rotting stone. On every hand were the signs of neglect and decrepitude, and I seemed haunted by the notion that Warren and I were the first living creatures to invade a lethal silence of centuries. Over the valley’s rim a wan, waning crescent moon peered through the noisome vapours that seemed to emanate from unheard-of catacombs, and by its feeble, wavering beams I could distinguish a repellent array of antique slabs, urns, cenotaphs, and mausolean facades; all crumbling, moss-grown, and moisture-stained, and partly concealed by the gross luxuriance of the unhealthy vegetation. My first vivid impression of my own presence in this terrible necropolis concerns the act of pausing with Warren before a certain half-obliterated sepulchre, and of throwing down some burdens which we seemed to have been carrying. I now observed that I had with me an electric lantern and two spades, whilst my companion was supplied with a similar lantern and a portable telephone outfit. No word was uttered, for the spot and the task seemed known to us; and without delay we seized our spades and commenced to clear away the grass, weeds, and drifted earth from the flat, archaic mortuary. After uncovering the entire surface, which consisted of three immense granite slabs, we stepped back some distance to survey the charnel scene; and Warren appeared to make some mental calculations. Then he returned to the sepulchre, and using his spade as a lever, sought to pry up the slab lying nearest to a stony ruin which may have been a monument in its day. He did not succeed, and motioned to me to come to his assistance. Finally our combined strength loosened the stone, which we raised and tipped to one side.

The removal of the slab revealed a black aperture, from which rushed an effluence of miasmal gases so nauseous that we started back in horror. After an interval, however, we approached the pit again, and found the exhalations less unbearable. Our lanterns disclosed the top of a flight of stone steps, dripping with some detestable ichor of the inner earth, and bordered by moist walls encrusted with nitre. And now for the first time my memory records verbal discourse, Warren addressing me at length in his mellow tenor voice; a voice singularly unperturbed by our awesome surroundings.

“I’m sorry to have to ask you to stay on the surface,” he said, “but it would be a crime to let anyone with your frail nerves go down there. You can’t imagine, even from what you have read and from what I’ve told you, the things I shall have to see and do. It’s fiendish work, Carter, and I doubt if any man without ironclad sensibilities could ever see it through and come up alive and sane. I don’t wish to offend you, and heaven knows I’d be glad enough to have you with me; but the responsibility is in a certain sense mine, and I couldn’t drag a bundle of nerves like you down to probable death or madness. I tell you, you can’t imagine what the thing is really like! But I promise to keep you informed over the telephone of every move—you see I’ve enough wire here to reach to the centre of the earth and back!”

I can still hear, in memory, those coolly spoken words; and I can still remember my remonstrances. I seemed desperately anxious to accompany my friend into those sepulchral depths, yet he proved inflexibly obdurate. At one time he threatened to abandon the expedition if I remained insistent; a threat which proved effective, since he alone held the key to the thing. All this I can still remember, though I no longer know what manner of thing we sought. After he had secured my reluctant acquiescence in his design, Warren picked up the reel of wire and adjusted the instruments. At his nod I took one of the latter and seated myself upon an aged, discoloured gravestone close by the newly uncovered aperture. Then he shook my hand, shouldered the coil of wire, and disappeared within that indescribable ossuary. For a moment I kept sight of the glow of his lantern, and heard the rustle of the wire as he laid it down after him; but the glow soon disappeared abruptly, as if a turn in the stone staircase had been encountered, and the sound died away almost as quickly. I was alone, yet bound to the unknown depths by those magic strands whose insulated surface lay green beneath the struggling beams of that waning crescent moon.

In the lone silence of that hoary and deserted city of the dead, my mind conceived the most ghastly phantasies and illusions; and the grotesque shrines and monoliths seemed to assume a hideous personality—a half-sentience. Amorphous shadows seemed to lurk in the darker recesses of the weed-choked hollow and to flit as in some blasphemous ceremonial procession past the portals of the mouldering tombs in the hillside; shadows which could not have been cast by that pallid, peering crescent moon. I constantly consulted my watch by the light of my electric lantern, and listened with feverish anxiety at the receiver of the telephone; but for more than a quarter of an hour heard nothing. Then a faint clicking came from the instrument, and I called down to my friend in a tense voice. Apprehensive as I was, I was nevertheless unprepared for the words which came up from that uncanny vault in accents more alarmed and quivering than any I had heard before from Harley Warren. He who had so calmly left me a little while previously, now called from below in a shaky whisper more portentous than the loudest shriek:

“God! If you could see what I am seeing!”

I could not answer. Speechless, I could only wait. Then came the frenzied tones again:

“Carter, it’s terrible—monstrous—unbelievable!”

This time my voice did not fail me, and I poured into the transmitter a flood of excited questions. Terrified, I continued to repeat, “Warren, what is it? What is it?”

Once more came the voice of my friend, still hoarse with fear, and now apparently tinged with despair:

“I can’t tell you, Carter! It’s too utterly beyond thought—I dare not tell you—no man could know it and live—Great God! I never dreamed of THIS!” Stillness again, save for my now incoherent torrent of shuddering inquiry. Then the voice of Warren in a pitch of wilder consternation:

“Carter! for the love of God, put back the slab and get out of this if you can! Quick!—leave everything else and make for the outside—it’s your only chance! Do as I say, and don’t ask me to explain!”

I heard, yet was able only to repeat my frantic questions. Around me were the tombs and the darkness and the shadows; below me, some peril beyond the radius of the human imagination. But my friend was in greater danger than I, and through my fear I felt a vague resentment that he should deem me capable of deserting him under such circumstances. More clicking, and after a pause a piteous cry from Warren:

“Beat it! For God’s sake, put back the slab and beat it, Carter!”

Something in the boyish slang of my evidently stricken companion unleashed my faculties. I formed and shouted a resolution, “Warren, brace up! I’m coming down!” But at this offer the tone of my auditor changed to a scream of utter despair:

“Don’t! You can’t understand! It’s too late—and my own fault. Put back the slab and run—there’s nothing else you or anyone can do now!” The tone changed again, this time acquiring a softer quality, as of hopeless resignation. Yet it remained tense through anxiety for me.

“Quick—before it’s too late!” I tried not to heed him; tried to break through the paralysis which held me, and to fulfil my vow to rush down to his aid. But his next whisper found me still held inert in the chains of stark horror.

“Carter—hurry! It’s no use—you must go—better one than two—the slab—” A pause, more clicking, then the faint voice of Warren:

“Nearly over now—don’t make it harder—cover up those damned steps and run for your life—you’re losing time— So long, Carter—won’t see you again.” Here Warren’s whisper swelled into a cry; a cry that gradually rose to a shriek fraught with all the horror of the ages—

“Curse these hellish things—legions— My God! Beat it! Beat it! Beat it!”

After that was silence. I know not how many interminable aeons I sat stupefied; whispering, muttering, calling, screaming into that telephone. Over and over again through those aeons I whispered and muttered, called, shouted, and screamed, “Warren! Warren! Answer me—are you there?”

And then there came to me the crowning horror of all—the unbelievable, unthinkable, almost unmentionable thing. I have said that aeons seemed to elapse after Warren shrieked forth his last despairing warning, and that only my own cries now broke the hideous silence. But after a while there was a further clicking in the receiver, and I strained my ears to listen. Again I called down, “Warren, are you there?”, and in answer heard the thing which has brought this cloud over my mind. I do not try, gentlemen, to account for that thing—that voice—nor can I venture to describe it in detail, since the first words took away my consciousness and created a mental blank which reaches to the time of my awakening in the hospital. Shall I say that the voice was deep; hollow; gelatinous; remote; unearthly; inhuman; disembodied? What shall I say? It was the end of my experience, and is the end of my story. I heard it, and knew no more. Heard it as I sat petrified in that unknown cemetery in the hollow, amidst the crumbling stones and the falling tombs, the rank vegetation and the miasmal vapours. Heard it well up from the innermost depths of that damnable open sepulchre as I watched amorphous, necrophagous shadows dance beneath an accursed waning moon. And this is what it said:

“YOU FOOL, WARREN IS DEAD!”
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It is said that in Ulthar, which lies beyond the river Skai, no man may kill a cat; and this I can verily believe as I gaze upon him who sitteth purring before the fire. For the cat is cryptic, and close to strange things which men cannot see. He is the soul of antique Aegyptus, and bearer of tales from forgotten cities in Meroë and Ophir. He is the kin of the jungle’s lords, and heir to the secrets of hoary and sinister Africa. The Sphinx is his cousin, and he speaks her language; but he is more ancient than the Sphinx, and remembers that which she hath forgotten.

In Ulthar, before ever the burgesses forbade the killing of cats, there dwelt an old cotter and his wife who delighted to trap and slay the cats of their neighbours. Why they did this I know not; save that many hate the voice of the cat in the night, and take it ill that cats should run stealthily about yards and gardens at twilight. But whatever the reason, this old man and woman took pleasure in trapping and slaying every cat which came near to their hovel; and from some of the sounds heard after dark, many villagers fancied that the manner of slaying was exceedingly peculiar. But the villagers did not discuss such things with the old man and his wife; because of the habitual expression on the withered faces of the two, and because their cottage was so small and so darkly hidden under spreading oaks at the back of a neglected yard. In truth, much as the owners of cats hated these odd folk, they feared them more; and instead of berating them as brutal assassins, merely took care that no cherished pet or mouser should stray toward the remote hovel under the dark trees. When through some unavoidable oversight a cat was missed, and sounds heard after dark, the loser would lament impotently; or console himself by thanking Fate that it was not one of his children who had thus vanished. For the people of Ulthar were simple, and knew not whence it is all cats first came.

One day a caravan of strange wanderers from the South entered the narrow cobbled streets of Ulthar. Dark wanderers they were, and unlike the other roving folk who passed through the village twice every year. In the market-place they told fortunes for silver, and bought gay beads from the merchants. What was the land of these wanderers none could tell; but it was seen that they were given to strange prayers, and that they had painted on the sides of their wagons strange figures with human bodies and the heads of cats, hawks, rams, and lions. And the leader of the caravan wore a head-dress with two horns and a curious disc betwixt the horns.

There was in this singular caravan a little boy with no father or mother, but only a tiny black kitten to cherish. The plague had not been kind to him, yet had left him this small furry thing to mitigate his sorrow; and when one is very young, one can find great relief in the lively antics of a black kitten. So the boy whom the dark people called Menes smiled more often than he wept as he sate playing with his graceful kitten on the steps of an oddly painted wagon.

On the third morning of the wanderers’ stay in Ulthar, Menes could not find his kitten; and as he sobbed aloud in the market-place certain villagers told him of the old man and his wife, and of sounds heard in the night. And when he heard these things his sobbing gave place to meditation, and finally to prayer. He stretched out his arms toward the sun and prayed in a tongue no villager could understand; though indeed the villagers did not try very hard to understand, since their attention was mostly taken up by the sky and the odd shapes the clouds were assuming. It was very peculiar, but as the little boy uttered his petition there seemed to form overhead the shadowy, nebulous figures of exotic things; of hybrid creatures crowned with horn-flanked discs. Nature is full of such illusions to impress the imaginative.

That night the wanderers left Ulthar, and were never seen again. And the householders were troubled when they noticed that in all the village there was not a cat to be found. From each hearth the familiar cat had vanished; cats large and small, black, grey, striped, yellow, and white. Old Kranon, the burgomaster, swore that the dark folk had taken the cats away in revenge for the killing of Menes’ kitten; and cursed the caravan and the little boy. But Nith, the lean notary, declared that the old cotter and his wife were more likely persons to suspect; for their hatred of cats was notorious and increasingly bold. Still, no one durst complain to the sinister couple; even when little Atal, the innkeeper’s son, vowed that he had at twilight seen all the cats of Ulthar in that accursed yard under the trees, pacing very slowly and solemnly in a circle around the cottage, two abreast, as if in performance of some unheard-of rite of beasts. The villagers did not know how much to believe from so small a boy; and though they feared that the evil pair had charmed the cats to their death, they preferred not to chide the old cotter till they met him outside his dark and repellent yard.

So Ulthar went to sleep in vain anger; and when the people awaked at dawn—behold! every cat was back at his accustomed hearth! Large and small, black, grey, striped, yellow, and white, none was missing. Very sleek and fat did the cats appear, and sonorous with purring content. The citizens talked with one another of the affair, and marvelled not a little. Old Kranon again insisted that it was the dark folk who had taken them, since cats did not return alive from the cottage of the ancient man and his wife. But all agreed on one thing: that the refusal of all the cats to eat their portions of meat or drink their saucers of milk was exceedingly curious. And for two whole days the sleek, lazy cats of Ulthar would touch no food, but only doze by the fire or in the sun.

It was fully a week before the villagers noticed that no lights were appearing at dusk in the windows of the cottage under the trees. Then the lean Nith remarked that no one had seen the old man or his wife since the night the cats were away. In another week the burgomaster decided to overcome his fears and call at the strangely silent dwelling as a matter of duty, though in so doing he was careful to take with him Shang the blacksmith and Thul the cutter of stone as witnesses. And when they had broken down the frail door they found only this: two cleanly picked human skeletons on the earthen floor, and a number of singular beetles crawling in the shadowy corners.

There was subsequently much talk among the burgesses of Ulthar. Zath, the coroner, disputed at length with Nith, the lean notary; and Kranon and Shang and Thul were overwhelmed with questions. Even little Atal, the innkeeper’s son, was closely questioned and given a sweetmeat as reward. They talked of the old cotter and his wife, of the caravan of dark wanderers, of small Menes and his black kitten, of the prayer of Menes and of the sky during that prayer, of the doings of the cats on the night the caravan left, and of what was later found in the cottage under the dark trees in the repellent yard.

And in the end the burgesses passed that remarkable law which is told of by traders in Hatheg and discussed by travellers in Nir; namely, that in Ulthar no man may kill a cat.
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In a dream Kuranes saw the city in the valley, and the sea-coast beyond, and the snowy peak overlooking the sea, and the gaily painted galleys that sail out of the harbour toward the distant regions where the sea meets the sky. In a dream it was also that he came by his name of Kuranes, for when awake he was called by another name. Perhaps it was natural for him to dream a new name; for he was the last of his family, and alone among the indifferent millions of London, so there were not many to speak to him and remind him who he had been. His money and lands were gone, and he did not care for the ways of people about him, but preferred to dream and write of his dreams. What he wrote was laughed at by those to whom he shewed it, so that after a time he kept his writings to himself, and finally ceased to write. The more he withdrew from the world about him, the more wonderful became his dreams; and it would have been quite futile to try to describe them on paper. Kuranes was not modern, and did not think like others who wrote. Whilst they strove to strip from life its embroidered robes of myth, and to shew in naked ugliness the foul thing that is reality, Kuranes sought for beauty alone. When truth and experience failed to reveal it, he sought it in fancy and illusion, and found it on his very doorstep, amid the nebulous memories of childhood tales and dreams.

There are not many persons who know what wonders are opened to them in the stories and visions of their youth; for when as children we listen and dream, we think but half-formed thoughts, and when as men we try to remember, we are dulled and prosaic with the poison of life. But some of us awake in the night with strange phantasms of enchanted hills and gardens, of fountains that sing in the sun, of golden cliffs overhanging murmuring seas, of plains that stretch down to sleeping cities of bronze and stone, and of shadowy companies of heroes that ride caparisoned white horses along the edges of thick forests; and then we know that we have looked back through the ivory gates into that world of wonder which was ours before we were wise and unhappy.

Kuranes came very suddenly upon his old world of childhood. He had been dreaming of the house where he was born; the great stone house covered with ivy, where thirteen generations of his ancestors had lived, and where he had hoped to die. It was moonlight, and he had stolen out into the fragrant summer night, through the gardens, down the terraces, past the great oaks of the park, and along the long white road to the village. The village seemed very old, eaten away at the edge like the moon which had commenced to wane, and Kuranes
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