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"The Colour Out of Space" is a 1st-person narrative written from
the perspective of an unnamed Boston surveyor. In order to prepare
for the construction of a new reservoir in Massachusetts, he surveys
a rural area that is to be flooded near Lovecraft's fictional town of
Arkham. He comes across a mysterious patch of land, an abandoned
five-acre farmstead, which is completely devoid of all life.
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The Colour Out of Space
by H. P. Lovecraft

The Colour Out of Space

West of Arkham the hills rise wild, and there are valleys with
deep woods that no axe has ever cut. There are dark narrow
glens where the trees slope fantastically, and where thin brooklets
trickle without ever having caught the glint of sunlight. On the
gentler slopes there are farms, ancient and rocky, with squat,
moss-coated cottages brooding eternally over old New England
secrets in the lee of great ledges; but these are all vacant now,
the wide chimneys crumbling and the shingled sides bulging
perilously beneath low gambrel roofs.

The old folk have gone away, and foreigners do not like to live
there. French-Canadians have tried it, Italians have tried it, and
the Poles have come and departed. It is not because of anything
that can be seen or heard or handled, but because of something
that is imagined. The place is not good for the imagination, and
does not bring restful dreams at night. It must be this which keeps
the foreigners away, for old Ammi Pierce has never told them
of anything he recalls from the strange days. Ammi, whose head
has been a little queer for years, is the only one who still remains,
or who ever talks of the strange days; and he dares to do this



because his house is so near the open fields and the travelled
roads around Arkham.

There was once a road over the hills and through the valleys,
that ran straight where the blasted heath is now; but people
ceased to use it and a new road was laid curving far toward the
south. Traces of the old one can still be found amidst the weeds
of a returning wilderness, and some of them will doubtless linger
even when half the hollows are flooded for the new reservoir.
Then the dark woods will be cut down and the blasted heath will
slumber far below blue waters whose surface will mirror the sky
and ripple in the sun. And the secrets of the strange days will
be one with the deep’s secrets; one with the hidden lore of old
ocean, and all the mystery of primal earth.

When I went into the hills and vales to survey for the new
reservoir they told me the place was evil. They told me this
in Arkham, and because that is a very old town full of witch
legends 1 thought the evil must be something which grandams
had whispered to children through centuries. The name ‘blasted
heath’ seemed to me very odd and theatrical, and I wondered
how it had come into the folklore of a Puritan people. Then I
saw that dark westward tangle of glens and slopes for myself,
and ceased to wonder at anything besides its own elder mystery.
It was morning when I saw it, but shadow lurked always there.
The trees grew too thickly, and their trunks were too big for any
healthy New England wood. There was too much silence in the
dim alleys between them, and the floor was too soft with the dank



moss and mattings of infinite years of decay.

In the open spaces, mostly along the line of the old road,
there were little hillside farms; sometimes with all the buildings
standing, sometimes with only one or two, and sometimes with
only a lone chimney or fast-filling cellar. Weeds and briers
reigned, and furtive wild things rustled in the undergrowth. Upon
everything was a haze of restlessness and oppression; a touch
of the unreal and the grotesque, as if some vital element of
perspective or chiaroscuro were awry. I did not wonder that the
foreigners would not stay, for this was no region to sleep in. It
was too much like a landscape of Salvator Rosa; too much like
some forbidden woodcut in a tale of terror.

But even all this was not so bad as the blasted heath. I knew
it the moment I came upon it at the bottom of a spacious valley;
for no other name could fit such a thing, or any other thing fit
such a name. It was as if the poet had coined the phrase from
having seen this one particular region. It must, I thought as I
viewed it, be the outcome of a fire; but why had nothing new
ever grown over those five acres of grey desolation that sprawled
open to the sky like a great spot eaten by acid in the woods and
fields? It lay largely to the north of the ancient road line, but
encroached a little on the other side. I felt an odd reluctance about
approaching, and did so at last only because my business took
me through and past it. There was no vegetation of any kind on
that broad expanse, but only a fine grey dust or ash which no
wind seemed ever to blow about. The trees near it were sickly and



stunted, and many dead trunks stood or lay rotting at the rim. As
I walked hurriedly by I saw the tumbled bricks and stones of an
old chimney and cellar on my right, and the yawning black maw
of an abandoned well whose stagnant vapours played strange
tricks with the hues of the sunlight. Even the long, dark woodland
climb beyond seemed welcome in contrast, and I marvelled no
more at the frightened whispers of Arkham people. There had
been no house or ruin near; even in the old days the place must
have been lonely and remote. And at twilight, dreading to repass
that ominous spot, I walked circuitously back to the town by the
curving road on the south. I vaguely wished some clouds would
gather, for an odd timidity about the deep skyey voids above had
crept into my soul.

In the evening I asked old people in Arkham about the blasted
heath, and what was meant by that phrase ‘strange days’ which
so many evasively muttered. I could not, however, get any good
answers, except that all the mystery was much more recent
than I had dreamed. It was not a matter of old legendry at all,
but something within the lifetime of those who spoke. It had
happened in the ’eighties, and a family had disappeared or was
killed. Speakers would not be exact; and because they all told me
to pay no attention to old Ammi Pierce’s crazy tales, I sought
him out the next morning, having heard that he lived alone in the
ancient tottering cottage where the trees first begin to get thick.
It was a fearsomely archaic place, and had begun to exude the
faint miasmal odour which clings about houses that have stood



too long. Only with persistent knocking could I rouse the aged
man, and when he shuffled timidly to the door I could tell he was
not glad to see me. He was not so feeble as I had expected; but
his eyes drooped in a curious way, and his unkempt clothing and
white beard made him seem very worn and dismal. Not knowing
just how he could best be launched on his tales, I feigned a matter
of business; told him of my surveying, and asked vague questions
about the district. He was far brighter and more educated than
I had been led to think, and before I knew it had grasped quite
as much of the subject as any man I had talked with in Arkham.
He was not like other rustics I had known in the sections where
reservoirs were to be. From him there were no protests at the
miles of old wood and farmland to be blotted out, though perhaps
there would have been had not his home lain outside the bounds
of the future lake. Relief was all that he shewed; relief at the
doom of the dark ancient valleys through which he had roamed
all his life. They were better under water now — better under water
since the strange days. And with this opening his husky voice
sank low, while his body leaned forward and his right forefinger
began to point shakily and impressively.

It was then that I heard the story, and as the rambling voice
scraped and whispered on I shivered again and again despite the
summer day. Often I had to recall the speaker from ramblings,
piece out scientific points which he knew only by a fading parrot
memory of professors’ talk, or bridge over gaps where his sense
of logic and continuity broke down. When he was done I did not



wonder that his mind had snapped a trifle, or that the folk of
Arkham would not speak much of the blasted heath. I hurried
back before sunset to my hotel, unwilling to have the stars come
out above me in the open; and the next day returned to Boston
to give up my position. I could not go into that dim chaos of
old forest and slope again, or face another time that grey blasted
heath where the black well yawned deep beside the tumbled
bricks and stones. The reservoir will soon be built now, and all
those elder secrets will be safe forever under watery fathoms. But
even then I do not believe I would like to visit that country by
night — at least, not when the sinister stars are out; and nothing
could bribe me to drink the new city water of Arkham.

It all began, old Ammi said, with the meteorite. Before that
time there had been no wild legends at all since the witch trials,
and even then these western woods were not feared half so much
as the small island in the Miskatonic where the devil held court
beside a curious stone altar older than the Indians. These were
not haunted woods, and their fantastic dusk was never terrible
till the strange days. Then there had come that white noontide
cloud, that string of explosions in the air, and that pillar of smoke
from the valley far in the wood. And by night all Arkham had
heard of the great rock that fell out of the sky and bedded itself
in the ground beside the well at the Nahum Gardner place. That
was the house which had stood where the blasted heath was to
come — the trim white Nahum Gardner house amidst its fertile
gardens and orchards.



Nahum had come to town to tell people about the stone, and
had dropped in at Ammi Pierce’s on the way. Ammi was forty
then, and all the queer things were fixed very strongly in his
mind. He and his wife had gone with the three professors from
Miskatonic University who hastened out the next morning to see
the weird visitor from unknown stellar space, and had wondered
why Nahum had called it so large the day before. It had shrunk,
Nahum said as he pointed out the big brownish mound above the
ripped earth and charred grass near the archaic well-sweep in his
front yard; but the wise men answered that stones do not shrink.
Its heat lingered persistently, and Nahum declared it had glowed
faintly in the night. The professors tried it with a geologist’s
hammer and found it was oddly soft. It was, in truth, so soft
as to be almost plastic; and they gouged rather than chipped a
specimen to take back to the college for testing. They took it in an
old pail borrowed from Nahum’s kitchen, for even the small piece
refused to grow cool. On the trip back they stopped at Ammi’s
to rest, and seemed thoughtful when Mrs Pierce remarked that
the fragment was growing smaller and burning the bottom of the
pail. Truly, it was not large, but perhaps they had taken less than
they thought.

The day after that — all this was in June of ’82 — the professors
had trooped out again in a great excitement. As they passed
Ammi’s they told him what queer things the specimen had done,
and how it had faded wholly away when they put it in a glass
beaker. The beaker had gone, too, and the wise men talked



of the strange stone’s affinity for silicon. It had acted quite
unbelievably in that well-ordered laboratory; doing nothing at
all and shewing no occluded gases when heated on charcoal,
being wholly negative in the borax bead, and soon proving itself
absolutely non-volatile at any producible temperature, including
that of the oxy-hydrogen blowpipe. On an anvil it appeared
highly malleable, and in the dark its luminosity was very marked.
Stubbornly refusing to grow cool, it soon had the college in
a state of real excitement; and when upon heating before
the spectroscope it displayed shining bands unlike any known
colours of the normal spectrum there was much breathless talk
of new elements, bizarre optical properties, and other things
which puzzled men of science are wont to say when faced by the
unknown.

Hot as it was, they tested it in a crucible with all the proper
reagents. Water did nothing. Hydrochloric acid was the same.
Nitric acid and even aqua regia merely hissed and spattered
against its torrid invulnerability. Ammi had difficulty in recalling
all these things, but recognised some solvents as I mentioned
them in the usual order of use. There were ammonia and
caustic soda, alcohol and ether, nauseous carbon disulphide and
a dozen others, but although the weight grew steadily less as time
passed, and the fragment seemed to be slightly cooling, there
was no change in the solvents to shew that they had attacked
the substance at all. It was a metal, though, beyond a doubt. It
was magnetic, for one thing; and after its immersion in the acid



solvents there seemed to be faint traces of the Widmannstitten
figures found on meteoric iron. When the cooling had grown very
considerable, the testing was carried on in glass; and it was in
a glass beaker that they left all the chips made of the original
fragment during the work. The next morning both chips and
beaker were gone without trace, and only a charred spot marked
the place on the wooden shelf where they had been.

All this the professors told Ammi as they paused at his door,
and once more he went with them to see the stony messenger
from the stars, though this time his wife did not accompany him.
It had now most certainly shrunk, and even the sober professors
could not doubt the truth of what they saw. All around the
dwindling brown lump near the well was a vacant space, except
where the earth had caved in; and whereas it had been a good
seven feet across the day before, it was now scarcely five. It
was still hot, and the sages studied its surface curiously as they
detached another and larger piece with hammer and chisel. They
gouged deeply this time, and as they pried away the smaller mass
they saw that the core of the thing was not quite homogeneous.

They had uncovered what seemed to be the side of a large
coloured globule imbedded in the substance. The colour, which
resembled some of the bands in the meteor’s strange spectrum,
was almost impossible to describe; and it was only by analogy
that they called it colour at all. Its texture was glossy, and upon
tapping it appeared to promise both brittleness and hollowness.
One of the professors gave it a smart blow with a hammer, and



it burst with a nervous little pop. Nothing was emitted, and all
trace of the thing vanished with the puncturing. It left behind a
hollow spherical space about three inches across, and all thought
it probable that others would be discovered as the enclosing
substance wasted away.

Conjecture was vain; so after a futile attempt to find additional
globules by drilling, the seekers left again with their new
specimen — which proved, however, as baffling in the laboratory
as its predecessor had been. Aside from being almost plastic,
having heat, magnetism, and slight luminosity, cooling slightly in
powerful acids, possessing an unknown spectrum, wasting away
in air, and attacking silicon compounds with mutual destruction
as a result, it presented no identifying features whatsoever; and at
the end of the tests the college scientists were forced to own that
they could not place it. It was nothing of this earth, but a piece
of the great outside; and as such dowered with outside properties
and obedient to outside laws.

That night there was a thunderstorm, and when the professors
went out to Nahum’s the next day they met with a bitter
disappointment. The stone, magnetic as it had been, must have
had some peculiar electrical property; for it had ‘drawn the
lightning’, as Nahum said, with a singular persistence. Six times
within an hour the farmer saw the lightning strike the furrow in
the front yard, and when the storm was over nothing remained but
aragged pit by the ancient well-sweep, half-choked with caved-in
earth. Digging had borne no fruit, and the scientists verified the



fact of the utter vanishment. The failure was total; so that nothing
was left to do but go back to the laboratory and test again the
disappearing fragment left carefully cased in lead. That fragment
lasted a week, at the end of which nothing of value had been
learned of it. When it had gone, no residue was left behind, and
in time the professors felt scarcely sure they had indeed seen with
waking eyes that cryptic vestige of the fathomless gulfs outside;
that lone, weird message from other universes and other realms
of matter, force, and entity.

As was natural, the Arkham papers made much of the incident
with its collegiate sponsoring, and sent reporters to talk with
Nahum Gardner and his family. At least one Boston daily also
sent a scribe, and Nahum quickly became a kind of local
celebrity. He was a lean, genial person of about fifty, living with
his wife and three sons on the pleasant farmstead in the valley.
He and Ammi exchanged visits frequently, as did their wives; and
Ammi had nothing but praise for him after all these years. He
seemed slightly proud of the notice his place had attracted, and
talked often of the meteorite in the succeeding weeks. That July
and August were hot, and Nahum worked hard at his haying in
the ten-acre pasture across Chapman’s Brook; his rattling wain
wearing deep ruts in the shadowy lanes between. The labour tired
him more than it had in other years, and he felt that age was
beginning to tell on him.

Then fell the time of fruit and harvest. The pears and
apples slowly ripened, and Nahum vowed that his orchards were



prospering as never before. The fruit was growing to phenomenal
size and unwonted gloss, and in such abundance that extra barrels
were ordered to handle the future crop. But with the ripening
came sore disappointment; for of all that gorgeous array of
specious lusciousness not one single jot was fit to eat. Into the
fine flavour of the pears and apples had crept a stealthy bitterness
and sickishness, so that even the smallest of bites induced a
lasting disgust. It was the same with the melons and tomatoes,
and Nahum sadly saw that his entire crop was lost. Quick to
connect events, he declared that the meteorite had poisoned the
soil, and thanked heaven that most of the other crops were in the
upland lot along the road.

Winter came early, and was very cold. Ammi saw Nahum less
often than usual, and observed that he had begun to look worried.
The rest of his family, too, seemed to have grown taciturn; and
were far from steady in their churchgoing or their attendance at
the various social events of the countryside. For this reserve or
melancholy no cause could be found, though all the household
confessed now and then to poorer health and a feeling of vague
disquiet. Nahum himself gave the most definite statement of
anyone when he said he was disturbed about certain footprints
in the snow. They were the usual winter prints of red squirrels,
white rabbits, and foxes, but the brooding farmer professed to see
something not quite right about their nature and arrangement. He
was never specific, but appeared to think that they were not as
characteristic of the anatomy and habit of squirrels and rabbits



and foxes as they ought to be. Ammi listened without interest to
this talk until one night when he drove past Nahum’s house in
his sleigh on the way back from Clark’s Corners. There had been
a moon, and a rabbit had run across the road, and the leaps of
the rabbit were longer than either Ammi or his horse liked. The
latter, indeed, had almost run away when brought up by a firm
rein. Thereafter Ammi gave Nahum’s tales more respect, and
wondered why the Gardner dogs seemed so cowed and quivering
every morning. They had, it developed, nearly lost the spirit to
bark.

In February the McGregor boys from Meadow Hill were
out shooting woodchucks, and not far from the Gardner place
bagged a very peculiar specimen. The proportions of its body
seemed slightly altered in a queer way impossible to describe,
while its face had taken on an expression which no one ever
saw in a woodchuck before. The boys were genuinely frightened,
and threw the thing away at once, so that only their grotesque
tales of it ever reached the people of the countryside. But the
shying of the horses near Nahum’s house had now become an
acknowledged thing, and all the basis for a cycle of whispered
legend was fast taking form.

People vowed that the snow melted faster around Nahum’s
than it did anywhere else, and early in March there was an awed
discussion in Potter’s general store in Clark’s Corners. Stephen
Rice had driven past Gardner’s in the morning, and had noticed
the skunk-cabbages coming up through the mud by the woods



across the road. Never were things of such size seen before,
and they had held strange colours that could not be put into any
words. Their shapes were monstrous, and the horse had snorted
at an odour which struck Stephen as wholly unprecedented. That
afternoon several persons drove past to see the abnormal growth,
and all agreed that plants of that kind ought never to sprout
in a healthy world. The bad fruit of the fall before was freely
mentioned, and it went from mouth to mouth that there was
poison in Nahum’s ground. Of course it was the meteorite; and
remembering how strange the men from the college had found
that stone to be, several farmers spoke about the matter to them.

One day they paid Nahum a visit; but having no love of wild
tales and folklore were very conservative in what they inferred.
The plants were certainly odd, but all skunk-cabbages are more
or less odd in shape and odour and hue. Perhaps some mineral
element from the stone had entered the soil, but it would soon be
washed away. And as for the footprints and frightened horses — of
course this was mere country talk which such a phenomenon as
the aérolite would be certain to start. There was really nothing for
serious men to do in cases of wild gossip, for superstitious rustics
will say and believe anything. And so all through the strange days
the professors stayed away in contempt. Only one of them, when
given two phials of dust for analysis in a police job over a year and
a half later, recalled that the queer colour of that skunk-cabbage
had been very like one of the anomalous bands of light shewn
by the meteor fragment in the college spectroscope, and like the



brittle globule found imbedded in the stone from the abyss. The
samples in this analysis case gave the same odd bands at first,
though later they lost the property.

The trees budded prematurely around Nahum’s, and at
night they swayed ominously in the wind. Nahum’s second
son Thaddeus, a lad of fifteen, swore that they swayed also
when there was no wind; but even the gossips would not
credit this. Certainly, however, restlessness was in the air. The
entire Gardner family developed the habit of stealthy listening,
though not for any sound which they could consciously name.
The listening was, indeed, rather a product of moments when
consciousness seemed half to slip away. Unfortunately such
moments increased week by week, till it became common speech
that ‘something was wrong with all Nahum’s folks’. When the
early saxifrage came out it had another strange colour; not quite
like that of the skunk-cabbage, but plainly related and equally
unknown to anyone who saw it. Nahum took some blossoms to
Arkham and shewed them to the editor of the Gazette, but that
dignitary did no more than write a humorous article about them,
in which the dark fears of rustics were held up to polite ridicule.
It was a mistake of Nahum’s to tell a stolid city man about the
way the great, overgrown mourning-cloak butterflies behaved in
connexion with these saxifrages.

April brought a kind of madness to the country folk, and
began that disuse of the road past Nahum’s which led to its
ultimate abandonment. It was the vegetation. All the orchard



trees blossomed forth in strange colours, and through the stony
soil of the yard and adjacent pasturage there sprang up a bizarre
growth which only a botanist could connect with the proper flora
of the region. No sane wholesome colours were anywhere to
be seen except in the green grass and leafage; but everywhere
those hectic and prismatic variants of some diseased, underlying
primary tone without a place among the known tints of earth. The
Dutchman’s breeches became a thing of sinister menace, and the
bloodroots grew insolent in their chromatic perversion. Ammi
and the Gardners thought that most of the colours had a sort of
haunting familiarity, and decided that they reminded one of the
brittle globule in the meteor. Nahum ploughed and sowed the
ten-acre pasture and the upland lot, but did nothing with the land
around the house. He knew it would be of no use, and hoped that
the summer’s strange growths would draw all the poison from the
soil. He was prepared for almost anything now, and had grown
used to the sense of something near him waiting to be heard. The
shunning of his house by neighbours told on him, of course; but
it told on his wife more. The boys were better off, being at school
each day; but they could not help being frightened by the gossip.
Thaddeus, an especially sensitive youth, suffered the most.

In May the insects came, and Nahum’s place became a
nightmare of buzzing and crawling. Most of the creatures
seemed not quite usual in their aspects and motions, and
their nocturnal habits contradicted all former experience. The
Gardners took to watching at night — watching in all directions



at random for something ... they could not tell what. It was then
that they all owned that Thaddeus had been right about the trees.
Mrs Gardner was the next to see it from the window as she
watched the swollen boughs of a maple against a moonlit sky.
The boughs surely moved, and there was no wind. It must be the
sap. Strangeness had come into everything growing now. Yet it
was none of Nahum’s family at all who made the next discovery.
Familiarity had dulled them, and what they could not see was
glimpsed by a timid woodmill salesman from Bolton who drove
by one night in ignorance of the country legends. What he told
in Arkham was given a short paragraph in the Gazette; and it
was there that all the farmers, Nahum included, saw it first. The
night had been dark and the buggy-lamps faint, but around a farm
in the valley which everyone knew from the account must be
Nahum’s the darkness had been less thick. A dim though distinct
luminosity seemed to inhere in all the vegetation, grass, leaves,
and blossoms alike, while at one moment a detached piece of the
phosphorescence appeared to stir furtively in the yard near the
barn.

The grass had so far seemed untouched, and the cows were
freely pastured in the lot near the house, but toward the end of
May the milk began to be bad. Then Nahum had the cows driven
to the uplands, after which the trouble ceased. Not long after this
the change in grass and leaves became apparent to the eye. All
the verdure was going grey, and was developing a highly singular
quality of brittleness. Ammi was now the only person who ever



visited the place, and his visits were becoming fewer and fewer.
When school closed the Gardners were virtually cut off from the
world, and sometimes let Ammi do their errands in town. They
were failing curiously both physically and mentally, and no one
was surprised when the news of Mrs Gardner’s madness stole
around.

It happened in June, about the anniversary of the meteor’s fall,
and the poor woman screamed about things in the air which she
could not describe. In her raving there was not a single specific
noun, but only verbs and pronouns. Things moved and changed
and fluttered, and ears tingled to impulses which were not wholly
sounds. Something was taken away — she was being drained of
something — something was fastening itself on her that ought not
to be — someone must make it keep off — nothing was ever still in
the night — the walls and windows shifted. Nahum did not send
her to the county asylum, but let her wander about the house
as long as she was harmless to herself and others. Even when
her expression changed he did nothing. But when the boys grew
afraid of her, and Thaddeus nearly fainted at the way she made
faces at him, he decided to keep her locked up in the attic. By
July she had ceased to speak and crawled on all fours, and before
that month was over Nahum got the mad notion that she was
slightly luminous in the dark, as he now clearly saw was the case
with the nearby vegetation.

It was a little before this that the horses had stampeded.
Something had aroused them in the night, and their neighing and



kicking in the stalls had been terrible. There seemed virtually
nothing to do to calm them, and when Nahum opened the stable
door they all bolted out like frightened woodland deer. It took
a week to track all four, and when found they were seen to be
quite useless and unmanageable. Something had snapped in their
brains, and each one had to be shot for its own good. Nahum
borrowed a horse from Ammi for his haying, but found it would
not approach the barn. It shied, balked, and whinnied, and in
the end he could do nothing but drive it into the yard while
the men used their own strength to get the heavy wagon near
enough the hayloft for convenient pitching. And all the while
the vegetation was turning grey and brittle. Even the flowers
whose hues had been so strange were greying now, and the
fruit was coming out grey and dwarfed and tasteless. The asters
and goldenrod bloomed grey and distorted, and the roses and
zinneas and hollyhocks in the front yard were such blasphemous-
looking things that Nahum’s oldest boy Zenas cut them down.
The strangely puffed insects died about that time, even the bees
that had left their hives and taken to the woods.

By September all the vegetation was fast crumbling to a
greyish powder, and Nahum feared that the trees would die
before the poison was out of the soil. His wife now had spells
of terrific screaming, and he and the boys were in a constant
state of nervous tension. They shunned people now, and when
school opened the boys did not go. But it was Ammi, on one
of his rare visits, who first realised that the well water was no



longer good. It had an evil taste that was not exactly foetid nor
exactly salty, and Ammi advised his friend to dig another well
on higher ground to use till the soil was good again. Nahum,
however, ignored the warning, for he had by that time become
calloused to strange and unpleasant things. He and the boys
continued to use the tainted supply, drinking it as listlessly and
mechanically as they ate their meagre and ill-cooked meals and
did their thankless and monotonous chores through the aimless
days. There was something of stolid resignation about them all,
as if they walked half in another world between lines of nameless
guards to a certain and familiar doom.

Thaddeus went mad in September after a visit to the well. He
had gone with a pail and had come back empty-handed, shrieking
and waving his arms, and sometimes lapsing into an inane titter
or a whisper about ‘the moving colours down there’. Two in one
family was pretty bad, but Nahum was very brave about it. He
let the boy run about for a week until he began stumbling and
hurting himself, and then he shut him in an attic room across the
hall from his mother’s. The way they screamed at each other from
behind their locked doors was very terrible, especially to little
Merwin, who fancied they talked in some terrible language that
was not of earth. Merwin was getting frightfully imaginative, and
his restlessness was worse after the shutting away of the brother
who had been his greatest playmate.

Almost at the same time the mortality among the livestock
commenced. Poultry turned greyish and died very quickly, their



meat being found dry and noisome upon cutting. Hogs grew
inordinately fat, then suddenly began to undergo loathsome
changes which no one could explain. Their meat was of course
useless, and Nahum was at his wit’s end. No rural veterinary
would approach his place, and the city veterinary from Arkham
was openly baffled. The swine began growing grey and brittle
and falling to pieces before they died, and their eyes and muzzles
developed singular alterations. It was very inexplicable, for they
had never been fed from the tainted vegetation. Then something
struck the cows. Certain areas or sometimes the whole body
would be uncannily shrivelled or compressed, and atrocious
collapses or disintegrations were common. In the last stages —and
death was always the result — there would be a greying and turning
brittle like that which beset the hogs. There could be no question
of poison, for all the cases occurred in a locked and undisturbed
barn. No bites of prowling things could have brought the virus,
for what live beast of earth can pass through solid obstacles? It
must only be natural disease — yet what disease could wreak such
results was beyond any mind’s guessing. When the harvest came
there was not an animal surviving on the place, for the stock and
poultry were dead and the dogs had run away. These dogs, three
in number, had all vanished one night and were never heard of
again. The five cats had left some time before, but their going
was scarcely noticed since there now seemed to be no mice, and
only Mrs Gardner had made pets of the graceful felines.

On the nineteenth of October Nahum staggered into Ammi’s



house with hideous news. The death had come to poor Thaddeus
in his attic room, and it had come in a way which could not be
told. Nahum had dug a grave in the railed family plot behind the
farm, and had put therein what he found. There could have been
nothing from outside, for the small barred window and locked
door were intact; but it was much as it had been in the barn.
Ammi and his wife consoled the stricken man as best they could,
but shuddered as they did so. Stark terror seemed to cling around
the Gardners and all they touched, and the very presence of one
in the house was a breath from regions unnamed and unnamable.
Ammi accompanied Nahum home with the greatest reluctance,
and did what he might to calm the hysterical sobbing of little
Merwin. Zenas needed no calming. He had come of late to do
nothing but stare into space and obey what his father told him;
and Ammi thought that his fate was very merciful. Now and
then Merwin’s screams were answered faintly from the attic, and
in response to an inquiring look Nahum said that his wife was
getting very feeble. When night approached, Ammi managed to
get away; for not even friendship could make him stay in that
spot when the faint glow of the vegetation began and the trees
may or may not have swayed without wind. It was really lucky for
Ammi that he was not more imaginative. Even as things were, his
mind was bent ever so slightly; but had he been able to connect
and reflect upon all the portents around him he must inevitably
have turned a total maniac. In the twilight he hastened home,
the screams of the mad woman and the nervous child ringing



horribly in his ears.

Three days later Nahum lurched into Ammi’s kitchen in the
early morning, and in the absence of his host stammered out a
desperate tale once more, while Mrs Pierce listened in a clutching
fright. It was little Merwin this time. He was gone. He had
gone out late at night with a lantern and pail for water, and
had never come back. He’d been going to pieces for days, and
hardly knew what he was about. Screamed at everything. There
had been a frantic shriek from the yard then, but before the
father could get to the door, the boy was gone. There was no
glow from the lantern he had taken, and of the child himself
no trace. At the time Nahum thought the lantern and pail were
gone too; but when dawn came, and the man had plodded back
from his all-night search of the woods and fields, he had found
some very curious things near the well. There was a crushed and
apparently somewhat melted mass of iron which had certainly
been the lantern; while a bent bail and twisted iron hoops beside
it, both half-fused, seemed to hint at the remnants of the pail.
That was all. Nahum was past imagining, Mrs Pierce was blank,
and Ammi, when he had reached home and heard the tale,
could give no guess. Merwin was gone, and there would be
no use in telling the people around, who shunned all Gardners
now. No use, either, in telling the city people at Arkham who
laughed at everything. Thad had gone, and now Mernie was gone.
Something was creeping and creeping and waiting to be seen and
felt and heard. Nahum would go soon, and he wanted Ammi to



look after his wife and Zenas if they survived him. It must all
be a judgment of some sort; though he could not fancy what for,
since he had always walked uprightly in the Lord’s ways so far
as he knew.

For over two weeks Ammi saw nothing of Nahum; and then,
worried about what might have happened, he overcame his fears
and paid the Gardner place a visit. There was no smoke from the
great chimney, and for a moment the visitor was apprehensive of
the worst. The aspect of the whole farm was shocking — greyish
withered grass and leaves on the ground, vines falling in brittle
wreckage from archaic walls and gables, and great bare trees
clawing up at the grey November sky with a studied malevolence
which Ammi could not but feel had come from some subtle
change in the tilt of the branches. But Nahum was alive, after
all. He was weak, and lying on a couch in the low-ceiled kitchen,
but perfectly conscious and able to give simple orders to Zenas.
The room was deadly cold; and as Ammi visibly shivered, the
host shouted huskily to Zenas for more wood. Wood, indeed,
was sorely needed; since the cavernous fireplace was unlit and
empty, with a cloud of soot blowing about in the chill wind that
came down the chimney. Presently Nahum asked him if the extra
wood had made him any more comfortable, and then Ammi saw
what had happened. The stoutest cord had broken at last, and the
hapless farmer’s mind was proof against more sorrow.

Questioning tactfully, Ammi could get no clear data at all
about the missing Zenas. ‘In the well — he lives in the well —



was all that the clouded father would say. Then there flashed
across the visitor’s mind a sudden thought of the mad wife, and
he changed his line of inquiry. ‘Nabby? Why, here she is!” was
the surprised response of poor Nahum, and Ammi soon saw
that he must search for himself. Leaving the harmless babbler
on the couch, he took the keys from their nail beside the door
and climbed the creaking stairs to the attic. It was very close
and noisome up there, and no sound could be heard from any
direction. Of the four doors in sight, only one was locked, and
on this he tried various keys on the ring he had taken. The third
key proved the right one, and after some fumbling Ammi threw
open the low white door.

It was quite dark inside, for the window was small and
half-obscured by the crude wooden bars; and Ammi could see
nothing at all on the wide-planked floor. The stench was beyond
enduring, and before proceeding further he had to retreat to
another room and return with his lungs filled with breathable
air. When he did enter he saw something dark in the corner,
and upon seeing it more clearly he screamed outright. While he
screamed he thought a momentary cloud eclipsed the window,
and a second later he felt himself brushed as if by some hateful
current of vapour. Strange colours danced before his eyes; and
had not a present horror numbed him he would have thought
of the globule in the meteor that the geologists’ hammer had
shattered, and of the morbid vegetation that had sprouted in the
spring. As it was he thought only of the blasphemous monstrosity



which confronted him, and which all too clearly had shared
the nameless fate of young Thaddeus and the livestock. But
the terrible thing about this horror was that it very slowly and
perceptibly moved as it continued to crumble.

Ammi would give me no added particulars to this scene, but
the shape in the corner does not reappear in his tale as a moving
object. There are things which cannot be mentioned, and what
is done in common humanity is sometimes cruelly judged by
the law. I gathered that no moving thing was left in that attic
room, and that to leave anything capable of motion there would
have been a deed so monstrous as to damn any accountable
being to eternal torment. Anyone but a stolid farmer would have
fainted or gone mad, but Ammi walked conscious through that
low doorway and locked the accursed secret behind him. There
would be Nahum to deal with now; he must be fed and tended,
and removed to some place where he could be cared for.

Commencing his descent of the dark stairs, Ammi heard a
thud below him. He even thought a scream had been suddenly
choked off, and recalled nervously the clammy vapour which had
brushed by him in that frightful room above. What presence had
his cry and entry started up? Halted by some vague fear, he heard
still further sounds below. Indubitably there was a sort of heavy
dragging, and a most detestably sticky noise as of some fiendish
and unclean species of suction. With an associative sense goaded
to feverish heights, he thought unaccountably of what he had
seen upstairs. Good God! What eldritch dream-world was this



into which he had blundered? He dared move neither backward
nor forward, but stood there trembling at the black curve of the
boxed-in staircase. Every trifle of the scene burned itself into his
brain. The sounds, the sense of dread expectancy, the darkness,
the steepness of the narrow steps — and merciful heaven! ... the
faint but unmistakable luminosity of all the woodwork in sight;
steps, sides, exposed laths, and beams alike!

Then there burst forth a frantic whinny from Ammi’s horse
outside, followed at once by a clatter which told of a frenzied
runaway. In another moment horse and buggy had gone beyond
earshot, leaving the frightened man on the dark stairs to guess
what had sent them. But that was not all. There had been another
sound out there. A sort of liquid splash — water — it must have
been the well. He had left Hero untied near it, and a buggy-
wheel must have brushed the coping and knocked in a stone. And
still the pale phosphorescence glowed in that detestably ancient
woodwork. God! how old the house was! Most of it built before
1670, and the gambrel roof not later than 1730.

A feeble scratching on the floor downstairs now sounded
distinctly, and Ammi’s grip tightened on a heavy stick he had
picked up in the attic for some purpose. Slowly nerving himself,
he finished his descent and walked boldly toward the kitchen.
But he did not complete the walk, because what he sought was
no longer there. It had come to meet him, and it was still alive
after a fashion. Whether it had crawled or whether it had been
dragged by any external force, Ammi could not say; but the death



had been at it. Everything had happened in the last half-hour, but
collapse, greying, and disintegration were already far advanced.
There was a horrible brittleness, and dry fragments were scaling
off. Ammi could not touch it, but looked horrifiedly into the
distorted parody that had been a face. “‘What was it, Nahum —
what was it?” He whispered, and the cleft, bulging lips were just
able to crackle out a final answer.

‘Nothin’ ... nothin’ ... the colour ... it burns ... cold an’ wet ...
but it burns ... it lived in the well ... I seen it ... a kind 0’ smoke
... jest like the flowers last spring ... the well shone at night ...
Thad an’ Mernie an’ Zenas ... everything alive ... suckin’ the
life out of everything ... in that stone ... it must a’ come in that
stone ... pizened the whole place ... dun’t know what it wants ...
that round thing them men from the college dug outen the stone
... they smashed it ... it was that same colour ... jest the same,
like the flowers an’ plants ... must a’ ben more of ’em ... seeds
... seeds ... they growed ... I seen it the fust time this week ...
must a’ got strong on Zenas ... he was a big boy, full o’ life ... it
beats down your mind an’ then gits ye ... burns ye up ... in the
well water ... you was right about that ... evil water ... Zenas
never come back from the well ... can’t git away ... draws ye ...
ye know summ’at’s comin’, but ’tain’t no use ... I seen it time
an’ agin senct Zenas was took ... whar’s Nabby, Ammi? ... my
head’s no good ... dun’t know how long senct I fed her ... it’ll git
her ef we ain’t keerful ... jesta colour ... her face is gettin’ to hev
that colour sometimes towards night ... an’ it burns an’ sucks ...



it come from some place whar things ain’t as they is here ... one
o’ them professors said so ... he was right ... look out, Ammi,
it'll do suthin’ more ... sucks the life out. ...’

But that was all. That which spoke could speak no more
because it had completely caved in. Ammi laid a red checked
tablecloth over what was left and reeled out the back door into the
fields. He climbed the slope to the ten-acre pasture and stumbled
home by the north road and the woods. He could not pass that
well from which his horse had run away. He had looked at it
through the window, and had seen that no stone was missing from
the rim. Then the lurching buggy had not dislodged anything
after all — the splash had been something else — something which
went into the well after it had done with poor Nahum. ...

When Ammi reached his house the horse and buggy had
arrived before him and thrown his wife into fits of anxiety.
Reassuring her without explanations, he set out at once for
Arkham and notified the authorities that the Gardner family
was no more. He indulged in no details, but merely told of the
deaths of Nahum and Nabby, that of Thaddeus already being
known, and mentioned that the cause seemed to be the same
strange ailment which had killed the livestock. He also stated
that Merwin and Zenas had disappeared. There was considerable
questioning at the police station, and in the end Ammi was
compelled to take three officers to the Gardner farm, together
with the coroner, the medical examiner, and the veterinary who
had treated the diseased animals. He went much against his will,



for the afternoon was advancing and he feared the fall of night
over that accursed place, but it was some comfort to have so
many people with him.

The six men drove out in a democrat-wagon, following
Ammi’s buggy, and arrived at the pest-ridden farmhouse about
four o’clock. Used as the officers were to gruesome experiences,
not one remained unmoved at what was found in the attic and
under the red checked tablecloth on the floor below. The whole
aspect of the farm with its grey desolation was terrible enough,
but those two crumbling objects were beyond all bounds. No
one could look long at them, and even the medical examiner
admitted that there was very little to examine. Specimens could
be analysed, of course, so he busied himself in obtaining them
— and here it develops that a very puzzling aftermath occurred
at the college laboratory where the two phials of dust were
finally taken. Under the spectroscope both samples gave off an
unknown spectrum, in which many of the baffling bands were
precisely like those which the strange meteor had yielded in the
previous year. The property of emitting this spectrum vanished
in a month, the dust thereafter consisting mainly of alkaline
phosphates and carbonates.

Ammi would not have told the men about the well if he had
thought they meant to do anything then and there. It was getting
toward sunset, and he was anxious to be away. But he could not
help glancing nervously at the stony curb by the great sweep, and
when a detective questioned him he admitted that Nahum had



feared something down there — so much so that he had never even
thought of searching it for Merwin or Zenas. After that nothing
would do but that they empty and explore the well immediately,
so Ammi had to wait trembling while pail after pail of rank
water was hauled up and splashed on the soaking ground outside.
The men sniffed in disgust at the fluid, and toward the last held
their noses against the foetor they were uncovering. It was not so
long a job as they had feared it would be, since the water was
phenomenally low. There is no need to speak too exactly of what
they found. Merwin and Zenas were both there, in part, though
the vestiges were mainly skeletal. There were also a small deer
and a large dog in about the same state, and a number of bones
of smaller animals. The ooze and slime at the bottom seemed
inexplicably porous and bubbling, and a man who descended on
hand-holds with a long pole found that he could sink the wooden
shaft to any depth in the mud of the floor without meeting any
solid obstruction.

Twilight had now fallen, and lanterns were brought from the
house. Then, when it was seen that nothing further could be
gained from the well, everyone went indoors and conferred in
the ancient sitting-room while the intermittent light of a spectral
half-moon played wanly on the grey desolation outside. The
men were frankly nonplussed by the entire case, and could find
no convincing common element to link the strange vegetable
conditions, the unknown disease of livestock and humans, and
the unaccountable deaths of Merwin and Zenas in the tainted



well. They had heard the common country talk, it is true; but
could not believe that anything contrary to natural law had
occurred. No doubt the meteor had poisoned the soil, but the
illness of persons and animals who had eaten nothing grown in
that soil was another matter. Was it the well water? Very possibly.
It might be a good idea to analyse it. But what peculiar madness
could have made both boys jump into the well? Their deeds were
so similar — and the fragments shewed that they had both suffered
from the grey brittle death. Why was everything so grey and
brittle?

It was the coroner, seated near a window overlooking the yard,
who first noticed the glow about the well. Night had fully set in,
and all the abhorrent grounds seemed faintly luminous with more
than the fitful moonbeams; but this new glow was something
definite and distinct, and appeared to shoot up from the black
pit like a softened ray from a searchlight, giving dull reflections
in the little ground pools where the water had been emptied.
It had a very queer colour, and as all the men clustered round
the window Ammi gave a violent start. For this strange beam of
ghastly miasma was to him of no unfamiliar hue. He had seen
that colour before, and feared to think what it might mean. He
had seen it in the nasty brittle globule in the aérolite two summers
ago, had seen it in the crazy vegetation of the springtime, and had
thought he had seen it for an instant that very morning against the
small barred window of that terrible attic room where nameless
things had happened. It had flashed there a second, and a clammy



and hateful current of vapour had brushed past him — and then
poor Nahum had been taken by something of that colour. He had
said so at the last — said it was like the globule and the plants.
After that had come the runaway in the yard and the splash in the
well — and now that well was belching forth to the night a pale
insidious beam of the same daemoniac tint.

It does credit to the alertness of Ammi’s mind that he puzzled
even at that tense moment over a point which was essentially
scientific. He could not but wonder at his gleaning of the same
impression from a vapour glimpsed in the daytime, against a
window opening on the morning sky, and from a nocturnal
exhalation seen as a phosphorescent mist against the black and
blasted landscape. It wasn’t right — it was against Nature — and
he thought of those terrible last words of his stricken friend, ‘It
come from some place whar things ain’t as they is here ... one
o’ them professors said so. ...’

All three horses outside, tied to a pair of shrivelled saplings by
the road, were now neighing and pawing frantically. The wagon
driver started for the door to do something, but Ammi laid a
shaky hand on his shoulder. ‘Dun’t go out thar,” he whispered.
‘They’s more to this nor what we know. Nahum said somethin’
lived in the well that sucks your life out. He said it must be
some’at growed from a round ball like one we all seen in the
meteor stone that fell a year ago June. Sucks an’ burns, he said,
an’ is jest a cloud of colour like that light out thar now, that ye
can hardly see an’ can’t tell what it is. Nahum thought it feeds



on everything livin’ an’ gits stronger all the time. He said he seen
it this last week. It must be somethin’ from away off in the sky
like the men from the college last year says the meteor stone was.
The way it’s made an’ the way it works ain’t like no way 0’ God’s
world. It’s some’at from beyond.’

So the men paused indecisively as the light from the well
grew stronger and the hitched horses pawed and whinnied in
increasing frenzy. It was truly an awful moment; with terror in
that ancient and accursed house itself, four monstrous sets of
fragments — two from the house and two from the well — in
the woodshed behind, and that shaft of unknown and unholy
iridescence from the slimy depths in front. Ammi had restrained
the driver on impulse, forgetting how uninjured he himself was
after the clammy brushing of that coloured vapour in the attic
room, but perhaps it is just as well that he acted as he did.
No one will ever know what was abroad that night; and though
the blasphemy from beyond had not so far hurt any human of
unweakened mind, there is no telling what it might not have done
at that last moment, and with its seemingly increased strength
and the special signs of purpose it was soon to display beneath
the half-clouded moonlit sky.

All at once one of the detectives at the window gave a short,
sharp gasp. The others looked at him, and then quickly followed
his own gaze upward to the point at which its idle straying had
been suddenly arrested. There was no need for words. What had
been disputed in country gossip was disputable no longer, and it



is because of the thing which every man of that party agreed in
whispering later on that the strange days are never talked about
in Arkham. It is necessary to premise that there was no wind
at that hour of the evening. One did arise not long afterward,
but there was absolutely none then. Even the dry tips of the
lingering hedge-mustard, grey and blighted, and the fringe on
the roof of the standing democrat-wagon were unstirred. And
yet amid that tense, godless calm the high bare boughs of all the
trees in the yard were moving. They were twitching morbidly and
spasmodically, clawing in convulsive and epileptic madness at
the moonlit clouds; scratching impotently in the noxious air as if
jerked by some alien and bodiless line of linkage with subterrene
horrors writhing and struggling below the black roots.

Not a man breathed for several seconds. Then a cloud
of darker depth passed over the moon, and the silhouette
of clutching branches faded out momentarily. At this there
was a general cry; muffled with awe, but husky and almost
identical from every throat. For the terror had not faded with
the silhouette, and in a fearsome instant of deeper darkness the
watchers saw wriggling at that treetop height a thousand tiny
points of faint and unhallowed radiance, tipping each bough
like the fire of St Elmo or the flames that came down on the
apostles’ heads at Pentecost. It was a monstrous constellation
of unnatural light, like a glutted swarm of corpse-fed fireflies
dancing hellish sarabands over an accursed marsh; and its colour
was that same nameless intrusion which Ammi had come to



recognise and dread. All the while the shaft of phosphorescence
from the well was getting brighter and brighter, bringing to the
minds of the huddled men a sense of doom and abnormality
which far outraced any image their conscious minds could form.
It was no longer shining out, it was pouring out; and as the
shapeless stream of unplaceable colour left the well it seemed to
flow directly into the sky.

The veterinary shivered, and walked to the front door to drop
the heavy extra bar across it. Ammi shook no less, and had to
tug and point for lack of a controllable voice when he wished to
draw notice to the growing luminosity of the trees. The neighing
and stamping of the horses had become utterly frightful, but not
a soul of that group in the old house would have ventured forth
for any earthly reward. With the moments the shining of the trees
increased, while their restless branches seemed to strain more
and more toward verticality. The wood of the well-sweep was
shining now, and presently a policeman dumbly pointed to some
wooden sheds and bee-hives near the stone wall on the west. They
were commencing to shine, too, though the tethered vehicles of
the visitors seemed so far unaffected. Then there was a wild
commotion and clopping in the road, and as Ammi quenched the
lamp for better seeing they realised that the span of frantic greys
had broke their sapling and run off with the democrat-wagon.

The shock served to loosen several tongues, and embarrassed
whispers were exchanged. ‘It spreads on everything organic that’s
been around here,” muttered the medical examiner. No one



replied, but the man who had been in the well gave a hint
that his long pole must have stirred up something intangible.
‘It was awful,” he added. ‘There was no bottom at all. Just
ooze and bubbles and the feeling of something lurking under
there.” Ammi’s horse still pawed and screamed deafeningly in the
road outside, and nearly drowned its owner’s faint quaver as he
mumbled his formless reflections. ‘It come from that stone ... it
growed down thar ... it got everything livin’ ... it fed itself on
’em, mind and body ... Thad an’ Mernie, Zenas an’ Nabby ...
Nahum was the last ... they all drunk the water ... it got strong
on ’em ... it come from beyond, whar things ain’t like they be
here ... now it’s goin’ home ...’

At this point, as the column of unknown colour flared
suddenly stronger and began to weave itself into fantastic
suggestions of shape which each spectator later described
differently, there came from poor Hero such a sound as no man
before or since ever heard from a horse. Every person in that low-
pitched sitting room stopped his ears, and Ammi turned away
from the window in horror and nausea. Words could not convey
it — when Ammi looked out again the hapless beast lay huddled
inert on the moonlit ground between the splintered shafts of
the buggy. That was the last of Hero till they buried him next
day. But the present was no time to mourn, for almost at this
instant a detective silently called attention to something terrible
in the very room with them. In the absence of the lamplight it
was clear that a faint phosphorescence had begun to pervade the



entire apartment. It glowed on the broad-planked floor and the
fragment of rag carpet, and shimmered over the sashes of the
small-paned windows. It ran up and down the exposed corner-
posts, coruscated about the shelf and mantel, and infected the
very doors and furniture. Each minute saw it strengthen, and at
last it was very plain that healthy living things must leave that
house.

Ammi shewed them the back door and the path up through
the fields to the ten-acre pasture. They walked and stumbled as
in a dream, and did not dare look back till they were far away on
the high ground. They were glad of the path, for they could not
have gone the front way, by that well. It was bad enough passing
the glowing barn and sheds, and those shining orchard trees with
the gnarled, fiendish contours; but thank heaven the branches did
their worst twisting high up. The moon went under some very
black clouds as they crossed the rustic bridge over Chapman’s
Brook, and it was blind groping from there to the open meadows.

When they looked back toward the valley and the distant
Gardner place at the bottom they saw a fearsome sight. All the
farm was shining with the hideous unknown blend of colour;
trees, buildings, and even such grass and herbage as had not
been wholly changed to lethal grey brittleness. The boughs were
all straining skyward, tipped with tongues of foul flame, and
lambent tricklings of the same monstrous fire were creeping
about the ridgepoles of the house, barn, and sheds. It was a
scene from a vision of Fuseli, and over all the rest reigned that



riot of luminous amorphousness, that alien and undimensioned
rainbow of cryptic poison from the well — seething, feeling,
lapping, reaching, scintillating, straining, and malignly bubbling
in its cosmic and unrecognisable chromaticism.

Then without warning the hideous thing shot vertically up
toward the sky like a rocket or meteor, leaving behind no trail
and disappearing through a round and curiously regular hole in
the clouds before any man could gasp or cry out. No watcher can
ever forget that sight, and Ammi stared blankly at the stars of
Cygnus, Deneb twinkling above the others, where the unknown
colour had melted into the Milky Way. But his gaze was the next
moment called swiftly to earth by the crackling in the valley.
It was just that. Only a wooden ripping and crackling, not an
explosion, as so many others of the party vowed. Yet the outcome
was the same, for in one feverish, kaleidoscopic instant there
burst up from that doomed and accursed farm a gleamingly
eruptive cataclysm of unnatural sparks and substance; blurring
the glance of the few who saw it, and sending forth to the zenith a
bombarding cloudburst of such coloured and fantastic fragments
as our universe must needs disown. Through quickly reclosing
vapours they followed the great morbidity that had vanished, and
in another second they had vanished too. Behind and below was
only a darkness to which the men dared not return, and all about
was a mounting wind which seemed to sweep down in black,
frore gusts from interstellar space. It shrieked and howled, and
lashed the fields and distorted woods in a mad cosmic frenzy, till



soon the trembling party realised it would be no use waiting for
the moon to shew what was left down there at Nahum’s.

Too awed even to hint theories, the seven shaking men trudged
back toward Arkham by the north road. Ammi was worse than
his fellows, and begged them to see him inside his own kitchen,
instead of keeping straight on to town. He did not wish to cross
the nighted, wind-whipped woods alone to his home on the main
road. For he had had an added shock that the others were spared,
and was crushed forever with a brooding fear he dared not even
mention for many years to come. As the rest of the watchers
on that tempestuous hill had stolidly set their faces toward the
road, Ammi had looked back an instant at the shadowed valley of
desolation so lately sheltering his ill-starred friend. And from that
stricken, far-away spot he had seen something feebly rise, only to
sink down again upon the place from which the great shapeless
horror had shot into the sky. It was just a colour — but not any
colour of our earth or heavens. And because Ammi recognised
that colour, and knew that this last faint remnant must still lurk
down there in the well, he has never been quite right since.

Ammi would never go near the place again. It is over half a
century now since the horror happened, but he has never been
there, and will be glad when the new reservoir blots it out. I shall
be glad, too, for I do not like the way the sunlight changed colour
around the mouth of that abandoned well 1 passed. I hope the
water will always be very deep — but even so, I shall never drink
it. I do not think I shall visit the Arkham country hereafter. Three



of the men who had been with Ammi returned the next morning
to see the ruins by daylight, but there were not any real ruins.
Only the bricks of the chimney, the stones of the cellar, some
mineral and metallic litter here and there, and the rim of that
nefandous well. Save for Ammi’s dead horse, which they towed
away and buried, and the buggy which they shortly returned to
him, everything that had ever been living had gone. Five eldritch
acres of dusty grey desert remained, nor has anything ever grown
there since. To this day it sprawls open to the sky like a great
spot eaten by acid in the woods and fields, and the few who have
ever dared glimpse it in spite of the rural tales have named it ‘the
blasted heath’.

The rural tales are queer. They might be even queerer if city
men and college chemists could be interested enough to analyse
the water from that disused well, or the grey dust that no wind
seems ever to disperse. Botanists, too, ought to study the stunted
flora on the borders of that spot, for they might shed light on
the country notion that the blight is spreading — little by little,
perhaps an inch a year. People say the colour of the neighbouring
herbage is not quite right in the spring, and that wild things leave
queer prints in the light winter snow. Snow never seems quite so
heavy on the blasted heath as it is elsewhere. Horses — the few
that are left in this motor age — grow skittish in the silent valley;
and hunters cannot depend on their dogs too near the splotch of
greyish dust.

They say the mental influences are very bad, too. Numbers



went queer in the years after Nahum’s taking, and always they
lacked the power to get away. Then the stronger-minded folk
all left the region, and only the foreigners tried to live in
the crumbling old homesteads. They could not stay, though;
and one sometimes wonders what insight beyond ours their
wild, weird stores of whispered magic have given them. Their
dreams at night, they protest, are very horrible in that grotesque
country; and surely the very look of the dark realm is enough
to stir a morbid fancy. No traveller has ever escaped a sense
of strangeness in those deep ravines, and artists shiver as they
paint thick woods whose mystery is as much of the spirit as of
the eye. I myself am curious about the sensation I derived from
my one lone walk before Ammi told me his tale. When twilight
came I had vaguely wished some clouds would gather, for an odd
timidity about the deep skyey voids above had crept into my soul.

Do not ask me for my opinion. I do not know — that is all.
There was no one but Ammi to question; for Arkham people
will not talk about the strange days, and all three professors who
saw the a€rolite and its coloured globule are dead. There were
other globules — depend upon that. One must have fed itself and
escaped, and probably there was another which was too late. No
doubt it is still down the well — I know there was something
wrong with the sunlight I saw above that miasmal brink. The
rustics say the blight creeps an inch a year, so perhaps there is a
kind of growth or nourishment even now. But whatever daemon
hatchling is there, it must be tethered to something or else it



would quickly spread. Is it fastened to the roots of those trees
that claw the air? One of the current Arkham tales is about fat
oaks that shine and move as they ought not to do at night.

What it is, only God knows. In terms of matter I suppose the
thing Ammi described would be called a gas, but this gas obeyed
laws that are not of our cosmos. This was no fruit of such worlds
and suns as shine on the telescopes and photographic plates of our
observatories. This was no breath from the skies whose motions
and dimensions our astronomers measure or deem too vast to
measure. It was just a colour out of space — a frightful messenger
from unformed realms of infinity beyond all Nature as we know
it; from realms whose mere existence stuns the brain and numbs
us with the black extra-cosmic gulfs it throws open before our
frenzied eyes.

I doubt very much if Ammi consciously lied to me, and I do
not think his tale was all a freak of madness as the townfolk
had forewarned. Something terrible came to the hills and valleys
on that meteor, and something terrible — though I know not in
what proportion — still remains. I shall be glad to see the water
come. Meanwhile I hope nothing will happen to Ammi. He saw
so much of the thing — and its influence was so insidious. Why
has he never been able to move away? How clearly he recalled
those dying words of Nahum’s — ’can’t git away ... draws ye ...
ye know summ’at’s comin’, but ’tain’t no use. ...” Ammi is such a
good old man — when the reservoir gang gets to work I must write
the chief engineer to keep a sharp watch on him. I would hate



to think of him as the grey, twisted, brittle monstrosity which
persists more and more in troubling my sleep.



The Outsider

That night the Baron dreamt of many a woe;
And all his warrior-guests, with shade and form
Of witch, and demon, and large coffin-worm,
Were long be-nightmared.

— Keats

Unhappy is he to whom the memories of childhood bring only
fear and sadness. Wretched is he who looks back upon lone hours
in vast and dismal chambers with brown hangings and maddening
rows of antique books, or upon awed watches in twilight groves
of grotesque, gigantic, and vine-encumbered trees that silently
wave twisted branches far aloft. Such a lot the gods gave to me
— to me, the dazed, the disappointed; the barren, the broken.
And yet I am strangely content, and cling desperately to those
sere memories, when my mind momentarily threatens to reach
beyond to the other.

I know not where I was born, save that the castle was infinitely
old and infinitely horrible; full of dark passages and having high
ceilings where the eye could find only cobwebs and shadows.
The stones in the crumbling corridors seemed always hideously
damp, and there was an accursed smell everywhere, as of the
piled-up corpses of dead generations. It was never light, so that



I used sometimes to light candles and gaze steadily at them for
relief; nor was there any sun outdoors, since the terrible trees
grew high above the topmost accessible tower. There was one
black tower which reached above the trees into the unknown
outer sky, but that was partly ruined and could not be ascended
save by a well-nigh impossible climb up the sheer wall, stone by
stone.

I must have lived years in this place, but I cannot measure the
time. Beings must have cared for my needs, yet I cannot recall
any person except myself; or anything alive but the noiseless
rats and bats and spiders. I think that whoever nursed me
must have been shockingly aged, since my first conception of a
living person was that of something mockingly like myself, yet
distorted, shrivelled, and decaying like the castle. To me there
was nothing grotesque in the bones and skeletons that strowed
some of the stone crypts deep down among the foundations. I
fantastically associated these things with every-day events, and
thought them more natural than the coloured pictures of living
beings which I found in many of the mouldy books. From such
books I learned all that I know. No teacher urged or guided me,
and I do not recall hearing any human voice in all those years —
not even my own; for although I had read of speech, I had never
thought to try to speak aloud. My aspect was a matter equally
unthought of, for there were no mirrors in the castle, and I merely
regarded myself by instinct as akin to the youthful figures I saw
drawn and painted in the books. I felt conscious of youth because



I remembered so little.

Outside, across the putrid moat and under the dark mute trees,
I would often lie and dream for hours about what I read in the
books; and would longingly picture myself amidst gay crowds in
the sunny world beyond the endless forest. Once I tried to escape
from the forest, but as I went farther from the castle the shade
grew denser and the air more filled with brooding fear; so that I
ran frantically back lest I lose my way in a labyrinth of nighted
silence.

So through endless twilights I dreamed and waited, though I
knew not what I waited for. Then in the shadowy solitude my
longing for light grew so frantic that I could rest no more, and
I lifted entreating hands to the single black ruined tower that
reached above the forest into the unknown outer sky. And at last
I resolved to scale that tower, fall though I might; since it were
better to glimpse the sky and perish, than to live without ever
beholding day.

In the dank twilight I climbed the worn and aged stone stairs
till I reached the level where they ceased, and thereafter clung
perilously to small footholds leading upward. Ghastly and terrible
was that dead, stairless cylinder of rock; black, ruined, and
deserted, and sinister with startled bats whose wings made no
noise. But more ghastly and terrible still was the slowness of
my progress; for climb as I might, the darkness overhead grew
no thinner, and a new chill as of haunted and venerable mould
assailed me. I shivered as I wondered why I did not reach the



light, and would have looked down had I dared. I fancied that
night had come suddenly upon me, and vainly groped with one
free hand for a window embrasure, that I might peer out and
above, and try to judge the height I had attained.

All at once, after an infinity of awesome, sightless crawling
up that concave and desperate precipice, I felt my head touch
a solid thing, and I knew that I must have gained the roof, or
at least some kind of floor. In the darkness I raised my free
hand and tested the barrier, finding it stone and immovable. Then
came a deadly circuit of the tower, clinging to whatever holds
the slimy wall could give; till finally my testing hand found the
barrier yielding, and I turned upward again, pushing the slab or
door with my head as I used both hands in my fearful ascent.
There was no light revealed above, and as my hands went higher
I knew that my climb was for the nonce ended; since the slab was
the trap-door of an aperture leading to a level stone surface of
greater circumference than the lower tower, no doubt the floor
of some lofty and capacious observation chamber. I crawled
through carefully, and tried to prevent the heavy slab from falling
back into place; but failed in the latter attempt. As I lay exhausted
on the stone floor I heard the eerie echoes of its fall, but hoped
when necessary to pry it open again.

Believing I was now at a prodigious height, far above the
accursed branches of the wood, I dragged myself up from the
floor and fumbled about for windows, that I might look for the
first time upon the sky, and the moon and stars of which I had



read. But on every hand I was disappointed; since all that I found
were vast shelves of marble, bearing odious oblong boxes of
disturbing size. More and more I reflected, and wondered what
hoary secrets might abide in this high apartment so many aeons
cut off from the castle below. Then unexpectedly my hands came
upon a doorway, where hung a portal of stone, rough with strange
chiselling. Trying it, I found it locked; but with a supreme burst of
strength I overcame all obstacles and dragged it open inward. As
I did so there came to me the purest ecstasy I have ever known;
for shining tranquilly through an ornate grating of iron, and down
a short stone passageway of steps that ascended from the newly
found doorway, was the radiant full moon, which I had never
before seen save in dreams and in vague visions I dared not call
memories.

Fancying now that I had attained the very pinnacle of the
castle, I commenced to rush up the few steps beyond the door; but
the sudden veiling of the moon by a cloud caused me to stumble,
and I felt my way more slowly in the dark. It was still very dark
when I reached the grating — which I tried carefully and found
unlocked, but which I did not open for fear of falling from the
amazing height to which I had climbed. Then the moon came out.

Most daemoniacal of all shocks is that of the abysmally
unexpected and grotesquely unbelievable. Nothing I had before
undergone could compare in terror with what I now saw; with
the bizarre marvels that sight implied. The sight itself was as
simple as it was stupefying, for it was merely this: instead of a



dizzying prospect of treetops seen from a lofty eminence, there
stretched around me on a level through the grating nothing less
than the solid ground, decked and diversified by marble slabs and
columns, and overshadowed by an ancient stone church, whose
ruined spire gleamed spectrally in the moonlight.

Half unconscious, I opened the grating and staggered out upon
the white gravel path that stretched away in two directions. My
mind, stunned and chaotic as it was, still held the frantic craving
for light; and not even the fantastic wonder which had happened
could stay my course. I neither knew nor cared whether my
experience was insanity, dreaming, or magic; but was determined
to gaze on brilliance and gaiety at any cost. I knew not who I
was or what I was, or what my surroundings might be; though
as I continued to stumble along I became conscious of a kind
of fearsome latent memory that made my progress not wholly
fortuitous. I passed under an arch out of that region of slabs and
columns, and wandered through the open country; sometimes
following the visible road, but sometimes leaving it curiously
to tread across meadows where only occasional ruins bespoke
the ancient presence of a forgotten road. Once I swam across
a swift river where crumbling, mossy masonry told of a bridge
long vanished.

Over two hours must have passed before I reached what
seemed to be my goal, a venerable ivied castle in a thickly
wooded park; maddeningly familiar, yet full of perplexing
strangeness to me. I saw that the moat was filled in, and that



some of the well-known towers were demolished; whilst new
wings existed to confuse the beholder. But what I observed with
chief interest and delight were the open windows — gorgeously
ablaze with light and sending forth sound of the gayest revelry.
Advancing to one of these I looked in and saw an oddly dressed
company, indeed; making merry, and speaking brightly to one
another. I had never, seemingly, heard human speech before;
and could guess only vaguely what was said. Some of the faces
seemed to hold expressions that brought up incredibly remote
recollections; others were utterly alien.

I now stepped through the low window into the brilliantly
lighted room, stepping as I did so from my single bright moment
of hope to my blackest convulsion of despair and realisation. The
nightmare was quick to come; for as I entered, there occurred
immediately one of the most terrifying demonstrations I had ever
conceived. Scarcely had I crossed the sill when there descended
upon the whole company a sudden and unheralded fear of
hideous intensity, distorting every face and evoking the most
horrible screams from nearly every throat. Flight was universal,
and in the clamour and panic several fell in a swoon and were
dragged away by their madly fleeing companions. Many covered
their eyes with their hands, and plunged blindly and awkwardly in
their race to escape; overturning furniture and stumbling against
the walls before they managed to reach one of the many doors.

The cries were shocking; and as I stood in the brilliant
apartment alone and dazed, listening to their vanishing echoes, |



trembled at the thought of what might be lurking near me unseen.
At a casual inspection the room seemed deserted, but when I
moved toward one of the alcoves I thought I detected a presence
there — a hint of motion beyond the golden-arched doorway
leading to another and somewhat similar room. As I approached
the arch I began to perceive the presence more clearly; and
then, with the first and last sound I ever uttered — a ghastly
ululation that revolted me almost as poignantly as its noxious
cause — I beheld in full, frightful vividness the inconceivable,
indescribable, and unmentionable monstrosity which had by its
simple appearance changed a merry company to a herd of
delirious fugitives.

I cannot even hint what it was like, for it was a compound of all
that is unclean, uncanny, unwelcome, abnormal, and detestable.
It was the ghoulish shade of decay, antiquity, and desolation; the
putrid, dripping eidolon of unwholesome revelation; the awful
baring of that which the merciful earth should always hide. God
knows it was not of this world — or no longer of this world
— yet to my horror I saw in its eaten-away and bone-revealing
outlines a leering, abhorrent travesty on the human shape; and
in its mouldy, disintegrating apparel an unspeakable quality that
chilled me even more.

I was almost paralysed, but not too much so to make a feeble
effort toward flight; a backward stumble which failed to break
the spell in which the nameless, voiceless monster held me. My
eyes, bewitched by the glassy orbs which stared loathsomely into



them, refused to close; though they were mercifully blurred, and
shewed the terrible object but indistinctly after the first shock.
I tried to raise my hand to shut out the sight, yet so stunned
were my nerves that my arm could not fully obey my will. The
attempt, however, was enough to disturb my balance; so that |
had to stagger forward several steps to avoid falling. As I did so
I became suddenly and agonisingly aware of the nearness of the
carrion thing, whose hideous hollow breathing I half fancied I
could hear. Nearly mad, I found myself yet able to throw out a
hand to ward off the foetid apparition which pressed so close;
when in one cataclysmic second of cosmic nightmarishness and
hellish accident my fingers touched the rotting outstretched paw
of the monster beneath the golden arch.

I did not shriek, but all the fiendish ghouls that ride the
night-wind shrieked for me as in that same second there crashed
down upon my mind a single and fleeting avalanche of soul-
annihilating memory. I knew in that second all that had been;
I remembered beyond the frightful castle and the trees, and
recognised the altered edifice in which I now stood; I recognised,
most terrible of all, the unholy abomination that stood leering
before me as I withdrew my sullied fingers from its own.

But in the cosmos there is balm as well as bitterness, and that
balm is nepenthe. In the supreme horror of that second I forgot
what had horrified me, and the burst of black memory vanished
in a chaos of echoing images. In a dream I fled from that haunted
and accursed pile, and ran swiftly and silently in the moonlight.



When I returned to the churchyard place of marble and went
down the steps I found the stone trap-door immovable; but I was
not sorry, for I had hated the antique castle and the trees. Now
I ride with the mocking and friendly ghouls on the night-wind,
and play by day amongst the catacombs of Nephren-Ka in the
sealed and unknown valley of Hadoth by the Nile. I know that
light is not for me, save that of the moon over the rock tombs of
Neb, nor any gaiety save the unnamed feasts of Nitokris beneath
the Great Pyramid; yet in my new wildness and freedom I almost
welcome the bitterness of alienage.

For although nepenthe has calmed me, I know always that I am
an outsider; a stranger in this century and among those who are
still men. This I have known ever since I stretched out my fingers
to the abomination within that great gilded frame; stretched out
my fingers and touched a cold and unyielding surface of polished
glass.



The Hound

In my tortured ears there sounds unceasingly a nightmare
whirring and flapping, and a faint, distant baying as of some
gigantic hound. It is not dream - it is not, I fear, even madness
— for too much has already happened to give me these merciful
doubts. St John is a mangled corpse; I alone know why, and
such is my knowledge that I am about to blow out my brains
for fear I shall be mangled in the same way. Down unlit
and illimitable corridors of eldritch phantasy sweeps the black,
shapeless Nemesis that drives me to self-annihilation.

May heaven forgive the folly and morbidity which led us both
to so monstrous a fate! Wearied with the commonplaces of a
prosaic world, where even the joys of romance and adventure
soon grow stale, St John and I had followed enthusiastically every
aesthetic and intellectual movement which promised respite
from our devastating ennui. The enigmas of the Symbolists
and the ecstasies of the pre-Raphaelites all were ours in
their time, but each new mood was drained too soon of
its diverting novelty and appeal. Only the sombre philosophy
of the Decadents could hold us, and this we found potent
only by increasing gradually the depth and diabolism of our
penetrations. Baudelaire and Huysmans were soon exhausted of
thrills, till finally there remained for us only the more direct
stimuli of unnatural personal experiences and adventures. It was



this frightful emotional need which led us eventually to that
detestable course which even in my present fear I mention with
shame and timidity — that hideous extremity of human outrage,
the abhorred practice of grave-robbing.

I cannot reveal the details of our shocking expeditions, or
catalogue even partly the worst of the trophies adorning the
nameless museum we prepared in the great stone house where
we jointly dwelt, alone and servantless. Our museum was a
blasphemous, unthinkable place, where with the satanic taste of
neurotic virtuosi we had assembled an universe of terror and
decay to excite our jaded sensibilities. It was a secret room,
far, far underground; where huge winged daemons carven of
basalt and onyx vomited from wide grinning mouths weird
green and orange light, and hidden pneumatic pipes ruffled into
kaleidoscopic dances of death the lines of red charnel things hand
in hand woven in voluminous black hangings. Through these
pipes came at will the odours our moods most craved; sometimes
the scent of pale funeral lilies, sometimes the narcotic incense of
imagined Eastern shrines of the kingly dead, and sometimes —
how I shudder to recall it! — the frightful, soul-upheaving stenches
of the uncovered grave.

Around the walls of this repellent chamber were cases
of antique mummies alternating with comely, life-like bodies
perfectly stuffed and cured by the taxidermist’s art, and with
headstones snatched from the oldest churchyards of the world.
Niches here and there contained skulls of all shapes, and heads



preserved in various stages of dissolution. There one might
find the rotting, bald pates of famous noblemen, and the fresh
and radiantly golden heads of new-buried children. Statues
and paintings there were, all of fiendish subjects and some
executed by St John and myself. A locked portfolio, bound
in tanned human skin, held certain unknown and unnamable
drawings which it was rumoured Goya had perpetrated but dared
not acknowledge. There were nauseous musical instruments,
stringed, brass, and wood-wind, on which St John and I
sometimes produced dissonances of exquisite morbidity and
cacodaemoniacal ghastliness; whilst in a multitude of inlaid
ebony cabinets reposed the most incredible and unimaginable
variety of tomb-loot ever assembled by human madness and
perversity. It is of this loot in particular that I must not speak —
thank God I had the courage to destroy it long before I thought
of destroying myself.

The predatory excursions on which we collected our
unmentionable treasures were always artistically memorable
events. We were no vulgar ghouls, but worked only under
certain conditions of mood, landscape, environment, weather,
season, and moonlight. These pastimes were to us the most
exquisite form of aesthetic expression, and we gave their details
a fastidious technical care. An inappropriate hour, a jarring
lighting effect, or a clumsy manipulation of the damp sod,
would almost totally destroy for us that ecstatic titillation which
followed the exhumation of some ominous, grinning secret of



the earth. Our quest for novel scenes and piquant conditions was
feverish and insatiate — St John was always the leader, and he it
was who led the way at last to that mocking, that accursed spot
which brought us our hideous and inevitable doom.

By what malign fatality were we lured to that terrible Holland
churchyard? I think it was the dark rumour and legendry, the
tales of one buried for five centuries, who had himself been a
ghoul in his time and had stolen a potent thing from a mighty
sepulchre. I can recall the scene in these final moments — the pale
autumnal moon over the graves, casting long horrible shadows;
the grotesque trees, drooping sullenly to meet the neglected grass
and the crumbling slabs; the vast legions of strangely colossal
bats that flew against the moon; the antique ivied church pointing
a huge spectral finger at the livid sky; the phosphorescent insects
that danced like death-fires under the yews in a distant corner;
the odours of mould, vegetation, and less explicable things that
mingled feebly with the night-wind from over the far swamps
and seas; and worst of all, the faint deep-toned baying of
some gigantic hound which we could neither see nor definitely
place. As we heard this suggestion of baying we shuddered,
remembering the tales of the peasantry; for he whom we sought
had centuries before been found in this selfsame spot, torn and
mangled by the claws and teeth of some unspeakable beast.

I remembered how we delved in this ghoul’s grave with our
spades, and how we thrilled at the picture of ourselves, the grave,
the pale watching moon, the horrible shadows, the grotesque



trees, the titanic bats, the antique church, the dancing death-
fires, the sickening odours, the gently moaning night-wind, and
the strange, half-heard, directionless baying, of whose objective
existence we could scarcely be sure. Then we struck a substance
harder than the damp mould, and beheld a rotting oblong box
crusted with mineral deposits from the long-undisturbed ground.
It was incredibly tough and thick, but so old that we finally pried
it open and feasted our eyes on what it held.

Much — amazingly much — was left of the object despite the
lapse of five hundred years. The skeleton, though crushed in
places by the jaws of the thing that had killed it, held together
with surprising firmness, and we gloated over the clean white
skull and its long, firm teeth and its eyeless sockets that once had
glowed with a charnel fever like our own. In the coffin lay an
amulet of curious and exotic design, which had apparently been
worn around the sleeper’s neck. It was the oddly conventionalised
figure of a crouching winged hound, or sphinx with a semi-
canine face, and was exquisitely carved in antique Oriental
fashion from a small piece of green jade. The expression on its
features was repellent in the extreme, savouring at once of death,
bestiality, and malevolence. Around the base was an inscription
in characters which neither St John nor I could identify; and
on the bottom, like a maker’s seal, was graven a grotesque and
formidable skull.

Immediately upon beholding this amulet we knew that we
must possess it; that this treasure alone was our logical pelf



from the centuried grave. Even had its outlines been unfamiliar
we would have desired it, but as we looked more closely we
saw that it was not wholly unfamiliar. Alien it indeed was to
all art and literature which sane and balanced readers know,
but we recognised it as the thing hinted of in the forbidden
Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul Alhazred; the ghastly
soul-symbol of the corpse-eating cult of inaccessible Leng, in
Central Asia. All too well did we trace the sinister lineaments
described by the old Arab daemonologist; lineaments, he wrote,
drawn from some obscure supernatural manifestation of the souls
of those who vexed and gnawed at the dead.

Seizing the green jade object, we gave a last glance at the
bleached and cavern-eyed face of its owner and closed up the
grave as we found it. As we hastened from that abhorrent spot,
the stolen amulet in St John’s pocket, we thought we saw the bats
descend in a body to the earth we had so lately rifled, as if seeking
for some cursed and unholy nourishment. But the autumn moon
shone weak and pale, and we could not be sure. So, too, as we
sailed the next day away from Holland to our home, we thought
we heard the faint distant baying of some gigantic hound in the
background. But the autumn wind moaned sad and wan, and we
could not be sure.

II.

Less than a week after our return to England, strange things



began to happen. We lived as recluses; devoid of friends, alone,
and without servants in a few rooms of an ancient manor-house
on a bleak and unfrequented moor; so that our doors were
seldom disturbed by the knock of the visitor. Now, however, we
were troubled by what seemed to be frequent fumblings in the
night, not only around the doors but around the windows also,
upper as well as lower. Once we fancied that a large, opaque
body darkened the library window when the moon was shining
against it, and another time we thought we heard a whirring
or flapping sound not far off. On each occasion investigation
revealed nothing, and we began to ascribe the occurrences to
imagination alone — that same curiously disturbed imagination
which still prolonged in our ears the faint far baying we thought
we had heard in the Holland churchyard. The jade amulet now
reposed in a niche in our museum, and sometimes we burned
strangely scented candles before it. We read much in Alhazred’s
Necronomicon about its properties, and about the relation of
ghouls’ souls to the objects it symbolised; and were disturbed by
what we read. Then terror came.

On the night of September 24, 19—, I heard a knock at
my chamber door. Fancying it St John’s, I bade the knocker
enter, but was answered only by a shrill laugh. There was no
one in the corridor. When I aroused St John from his sleep, he
professed entire ignorance of the event, and became as worried
as . It was that night that the faint, distant baying over the moor
became to us a certain and dreaded reality. Four days later,




whilst we were both in the hidden museum, there came a low,
cautious scratching at the single door which led to the secret
library staircase. Our alarm was now divided, for besides our
fear of the unknown, we had always entertained a dread that our
grisly collection might be discovered. Extinguishing all lights, we
proceeded to the door and threw it suddenly open; whereupon
we felt an unaccountable rush of air, and heard as if receding
far away a queer combination of rustling, tittering, and articulate
chatter. Whether we were mad, dreaming, or in our senses, we
did not try to determine. We only realised, with the blackest
of apprehensions, that the apparently disembodied chatter was
beyond a doubt in the Dutch language.

After that we lived in growing horror and fascination. Mostly
we held to the theory that we were jointly going mad from
our life of unnatural excitements, but sometimes it pleased us
more to dramatise ourselves as the victims of some creeping and
appalling doom. Bizarre manifestations were now too frequent to
count. Our lonely house was seemingly alive with the presence of
some malign being whose nature we could not guess, and every
night that daemoniac baying rolled over the windswept moor,
always louder and louder. On October 29 we found in the soft
earth underneath the library window a series of footprints utterly
impossible to describe. They were as baffling as the hordes of
great bats which haunted the old manor-house in unprecedented
and increasing numbers.

The horror reached a culmination on November 18, when St



John, walking home after dark from the distant railway station,
was seized by some frightful carnivorous thing and torn to
ribbons. His screams had reached the house, and I had hastened
to the terrible scene in time to hear a whir of wings and see a
vague black cloudy thing silhouetted against the rising moon. My
friend was dying when I spoke to him, and he could not answer
coherently. All he could do was to whisper, “The amulet — that
damned thing —.” Then he collapsed, an inert mass of mangled
flesh.

I buried him the next midnight in one of our neglected
gardens, and mumbled over his body one of the devilish rituals
he had loved in life. And as I pronounced the last daemoniac
sentence | heard afar on the moor the faint baying of some
gigantic hound. The moon was up, but I dared not look at it.
And when I saw on the dim-litten moor a wide nebulous shadow
sweeping from mound to mound, I shut my eyes and threw myself
face down upon the ground. When I arose trembling, I know not
how much later, I staggered into the house and made shocking
obeisances before the enshrined amulet of green jade.

Being now afraid to live alone in the ancient house on the
moor, I departed on the following day for London, taking with
me the amulet after destroying by fire and burial the rest of the
impious collection in the museum. But after three nights I heard
the baying again, and before a week was over felt strange eyes
upon me whenever it was dark. One evening as I strolled on
Victoria Embankment for some needed air, I saw a black shape



obscure one of the reflections of the lamps in the water. A wind
stronger than the night-wind rushed by, and I knew that what had
befallen St John must soon befall me.

The next day I carefully wrapped the green jade amulet and
sailed for Holland. What mercy I might gain by returning the
thing to its silent, sleeping owner I knew not; but I felt that I
must at least try any step conceivably logical. What the hound
was, and why it pursued me, were questions still vague; but I
had first heard the baying in that ancient churchyard, and every
subsequent event including St John’s dying whisper had served
to connect the curse with the stealing of the amulet. Accordingly
I sank into the nethermost abysses of despair when, at an inn in
Rotterdam, I discovered that thieves had despoiled me of this
sole means of salvation.

The baying was loud that evening, and in the morning I read
of a nameless deed in the vilest quarter of the city. The rabble
were in terror, for upon an evil tenement had fallen a red death
beyond the foulest previous crime of the neighbourhood. In a
squalid thieves’ den an entire family had been torn to shreds by an
unknown thing which left no trace, and those around had heard
all night above the usual clamour of drunken voices a faint, deep,
insistent note as of a gigantic hound.

So at last I stood again in that unwholesome churchyard
where a pale winter moon cast hideous shadows, and leafless
trees drooped sullenly to meet the withered, frosty grass and
cracking slabs, and the ivied church pointing a jeering finger at



the unfriendly sky, and the night-wind howled maniacally from
over frozen swamps and frigid seas. The baying was very faint
now, and it ceased altogether as I approached the ancient grave
I had once violated, and frightened away an abnormally large
horde of bats which had been hovering curiously around it.

I know not why I went thither unless to pray, or gibber out
insane pleas and apologies to the calm white thing that lay within;
but, whatever my reason, I attacked the half-frozen sod with
a desperation partly mine and partly that of a dominating will
outside myself. Excavation was much easier than I expected,
though at one point I encountered a queer interruption; when
a lean vulture darted down out of the cold sky and pecked
frantically at the grave-earth until I killed him with a blow of my
spade. Finally I reached the rotting oblong box and removed the
damp nitrous cover. This is the last rational act I ever performed.

For crouched within that centuried coffin, embraced by a
close-packed nightmare retinue of huge, sinewy, sleeping bats,
was the bony thing my friend and I had robbed; not clean and
placid as we had seen it then, but covered with caked blood and
shreds of alien flesh and hair, and leering sentiently at me with
phosphorescent sockets and sharp ensanguined fangs yawning
twistedly in mockery of my inevitable doom. And when it gave
from those grinning jaws a deep, sardonic bay as of some gigantic
hound, and I saw that it held in its gory, filthy claw the lost and
fateful amulet of green jade, I merely screamed and ran away
idiotically, my screams soon dissolving into peals of hysterical



laughter.

Madness rides the star-wind ... claws and teeth sharpened on
centuries of corpses ... dripping death astride a Bacchanale of
bats from night-black ruins of buried temples of Belial. ... Now,
as the baying of that dead, fleshless monstrosity grows louder and
louder, and the stealthy whirring and flapping of those accursed
web-wings circles closer and closer, I shall seek with my revolver
the oblivion which is my only refuge from the unnamed and
unnamable.
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