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The Tomb 

(1917) 

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

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

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

The vault to which I refer is of ancient granite, weathered and discoloured by the mists and 
dampness of generations. Excavated back into the hillside, the structure is visible only at the 
entrance. The door, a ponderous and forbidding slab of stone, hangs upon rusted iron hinges, 
and is fastened ajar in a queerly sinister way by means of heavy iron chains and padlocks, 
according to a gruesome fashion of half a century ago. The abode of the race whose scions 
are here inurned had once crowned the declivity which holds the tomb, but had long since 
fallen victim to the flames which sprang up from a disastrous stroke of lightning. Of the 
midnight storm which destroyed this gloomy mansion, the older inhabitants of the region 
sometimes speak in hushed and uneasy voices; alluding to what they call ñdivine wrathò in a 
manner that in later years vaguely increased the always strong fascination which I felt for the 
forest-darkened sepulchre. One man only had perished in the fire. When the last of the Hydes 
was buried in this place of shade and stillness, the sad urnful of ashes had come from a 



distant land; to which the family had repaired when the mansion burned down. No one 
remains to lay flowers before the granite portal, and few care to brave the depressing 
shadows which seem to linger strangely about the water-worn stones. 

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

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



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

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

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

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



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

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

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

Come hither, my lads, with your tankards of ale, 
And drink to the present before it shall fail; 
Pile each on your platter a mountain of beef, 
For ôtis eating and drinking that bring us relief: 
 
So fill up your glass, 
For life will soon pass; 
When youôre dead yeôll neôer drink to your king or your lass! 
 
Anacreon had a red nose, so they say; 
But whatôs a red nose if yeôre happy and gay? 
Gad split me! Iôd rather be red whilst Iôm here, 
 
Than white as a lilyðand dead half a year! 
So Betty, my miss, 
Come give me a kiss; 
In hell thereôs no innkeeperôs daughter like this! 
 



Young Harry, proppôd up just as straight as heôs able, 
Will soon lose his wig and slip under the table; 
But fill up your goblets and pass ôem aroundð 
Better under the table than under the ground! 
So revel and chaff 
As ye thirstily quaff: 
Under six feet of dirt ôtis less easy to laugh! 
 
The fiend strike me blue! Iôm scarce able to walk, 
And damn me if I can stand upright or talk! 
 
Here, landlord, bid Betty to summon a chair; 
Iôll try home for a while, for my wife is not there! 
So lend me a hand; 
Iôm not able to stand, 
But Iôm gay whilst I linger on top of the land! 

 

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

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

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



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

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

On the following day I was brought to this room with the barred windows, but I have been kept 
informed of certain things through an aged and simple-minded servitor, for whom I bore a 
fondness in infancy, and who like me loves the churchyard. What I have dared relate of my 
experiences within the vault has brought me only pitying smiles. My father, who visits me 
frequently, declares that at no time did I pass the chained portal, and swears that the rusted 
padlock had not been touched for fifty years when he examined it. He even says that all the 
village knew of my journeys to the tomb, and that I was often watched as I slept in the bower 
outside the grim facade, my half-open eyes fixed on the crevice that leads to the interior. 
Against these assertions I have no tangible proof to offer, since my key to the padlock was 



lost in the struggle on that night of horrors. The strange things of the past which I learnt during 
those nocturnal meetings with the dead he dismisses as the fruits of my lifelong and 
omnivorous browsing amongst the ancient volumes of the family library. Had it not been for 
my old servant Hiram, I should have by this time become quite convinced of my madness. 

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

(1917) 

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

Dazed and frightened, yet not without a certain thrill of the scientistôs or archaeologistôs 
delight, I examined my surroundings more closely. The moon, now near the zenith, shone 
weirdly and vividly above the towering steeps that hemmed in the chasm, and revealed the 



fact that a far-flung body of water flowed at the bottom, winding out of sight in both directions, 
and almost lapping my feet as I stood on the slope. Across the chasm, the wavelets washed 
the base of the Cyclopean monolith; on whose surface I could now trace both inscriptions and 
crude sculptures. The writing was in a system of hieroglyphics unknown to me, and unlike 
anything I had ever seen in books; consisting for the most part of conventionalised aquatic 
symbols such as fishes, eels, octopi, crustaceans, molluscs, whales, and the like. Several 
characters obviously represented marine things which are unknown to the modern world, but 
whose decomposing forms I had observed on the ocean-risen plain. 

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

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

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

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

It is at night, especially when the moon is gibbous and waning, that I see the thing. I tried 
morphine; but the drug has given only transient surcease, and has drawn me into its clutches 
as a hopeless slave. So now I am to end it all, having written a full account for the information 
or the contemptuous amusement of my fellow-men. Often I ask myself if it could not all have 



been a pure phantasmða mere freak of fever as I lay sun-stricken and raving in the open 
boat after my escape from the German man-of-war. This I ask myself, but ever does there 
come before me a hideously vivid vision in reply. I cannot think of the deep sea without 
shuddering at the nameless things that may at this very moment be crawling and floundering 
on its slimy bed, worshipping their ancient stone idols and carving their own detestable 
likenesses on submarine obelisks of water-soaked granite. I dream of a day when they may 
rise above the billows to drag down in their reeking talons the remnants of puny, war-
exhausted mankindðof a day when the land shall sink, and the dark ocean floor shall ascend 
amidst universal pandemonium. 

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

 
Return to Table of Contents 
 



Polaris 

(1918) 

Into the north window of my chamber glows the Pole Star with uncanny light. All through the 
long hellish hours of blackness it shines there. And in the autumn of the year, when the winds 
from the north curse and whine, and the red-leaved trees of the swamp mutter things to one 
another in the small hours of the morning under the horned waning moon, I sit by the 
casement and watch that star. Down from the heights reels the glittering Cassiopeia as the 
hours wear on, while Charlesô Wain lumbers up from behind the vapour-soaked swamp trees 
that sway in the night-wind. Just before dawn Arcturus winks ruddily from above the cemetery 
on the low hillock, and Coma Berenices shimmers weirdly afar off in the mysterious east; but 
still the Pole Star leers down from the same place in the black vault, winking hideously like an 
insane watching eye which strives to convey some strange message, yet recalls nothing save 
that it once had a message to convey. Sometimes, when it is cloudy, I can sleep. 

Well do I remember the night of the great Aurora, when over the swamp played the shocking 
coruscations of the daemon-light. After the beams came clouds, and then I slept. 

And it was under a horned waning moon that I saw the city for the first time. Still and 
somnolent did it lie, on a strange plateau in a hollow betwixt strange peaks. Of ghastly marble 
were its walls and its towers, its columns, domes, and pavements. In the marble streets were 
marble pillars, the upper parts of which were carven into the images of grave bearded men. 
The air was warm and stirred not. And overhead, scarce ten degrees from the zenith, glowed 
that watching Pole Star. Long did I gaze on the city, but the day came not. When the red 
Aldebaran, which blinked low in the sky but never set, had crawled a quarter of the way 
around the horizon, I saw light and motion in the houses and the streets. Forms strangely 
robed, but at once noble and familiar, walked abroad, and under the horned waning moon 
men talked wisdom in a tongue which I understood, though it was unlike any language I had 
ever known. And when the red Aldebaran had crawled more than half way around the horizon, 
there were again darkness and silence. 

When I awaked, I was not as I had been. Upon my memory was graven the vision of the city, 
and within my soul had arisen another and vaguer recollection, of whose nature I was not 
then certain. Thereafter, on the cloudy nights when I could sleep, I saw the city often; 
sometimes under that horned waning moon, and sometimes under the hot yellow rays of a 
sun which did not set, but which wheeled low around the horizon. And on the clear nights the 
Pole Star leered as never before. 

Gradually I came to wonder what might be my place in that city on the strange plateau betwixt 
strange peaks. At first content to view the scene as an all-observant uncorporeal presence, I 
now desired to define my relation to it, and to speak my mind amongst the grave men who 
conversed each day in the public squares. I said to myself, ñThis is no dream, for by what 
means can I prove the greater reality of that other life in the house of stone and brick south of 
the sinister swamp and the cemetery on the low hillock, where the Pole Star peers into my 
north window each night?ò 

One night as I listened to the discourse in the large square containing many statues, I felt a 
change; and perceived that I had at last a bodily form. Nor was I a stranger in the streets of 
Olathoë, which lies on the plateau of Sarkis, betwixt the peaks Noton and Kadiphonek. It was 
my friend Alos who spoke, and his speech was one that pleased my soul, for it was the 



speech of a true man and patriot. That night had the news come of Daikosô fall, and of the 
advance of the Inutos; squat, hellish, yellow fiends who five years ago had appeared out of 
the unknown west to ravage the confines of our kingdom, and finally to besiege our towns. 
Having taken the fortified places at the foot of the mountains, their way now lay open to the 
plateau, unless every citizen could resist with the strength of ten men. For the squat creatures 
were mighty in the arts of war, and knew not the scruples of honour which held back our tall, 
grey-eyed men of Lomar from ruthless conquest. 

Alos, my friend, was commander of all the forces on the plateau, and in him lay the last hope 
of our country. On this occasion he spoke of the perils to be faced, and exhorted the men of 
Olathoë, bravest of the Lomarians, to sustain the traditions of their ancestors, who when 
forced to move southward from Zobna before the advance of the great ice-sheet (even as our 
descendants must some day flee from the land of Lomar), valiantly and victoriously swept 
aside the hairy, long-armed, cannibal Gnophkehs that stood in their way. To me Alos denied a 
warriorôs part, for I was feeble and given to strange faintings when subjected to stress and 
hardships. But my eyes were the keenest in the city, despite the long hours I gave each day to 
the study of the Pnakotic manuscripts and the wisdom of the Zobnarian Fathers; so my friend, 
desiring not to doom me to inaction, rewarded me with that duty which was second to nothing 
in importance. To the watch-tower of Thapnen he sent me, there to serve as the eyes of our 
army. Should the Inutos attempt to gain the citadel by the narrow pass behind the peak Noton, 
and thereby surprise the garrison, I was to give the signal of fire which would warn the waiting 
soldiers and save the town from immediate disaster. 

Alone I mounted the tower, for every man of stout body was needed in the passes below. My 
brain was sore dazed with excitement and fatigue, for I had not slept in many days; yet was 
my purpose firm, for I loved my native land of Lomar, and the marble city of Olathoë that lies 
betwixt the peaks of Noton and Kadiphonek. 

But as I stood in the towerôs topmost chamber, I beheld the horned waning moon, red and 
sinister, quivering through the vapours that hovered over the distant valley of Banof. And 
through an opening in the roof glittered the pale Pole Star, fluttering as if alive, and leering like 
a fiend and tempter. Methought its spirit whispered evil counsel, soothing me to traitorous 
somnolence with a damnable rhythmical promise which it repeated over and over: 

ñSlumber, watcher, till the spheres 
Six and twenty thousand years 
Have revolvôd, and I return 
To the spot where now I burn. 
Other stars anon shall rise 
To the axis of the skies; 
Stars that soothe and stars that bless 
With a sweet forgetfulness: 
Only when my round is oôer 
Shall the past disturb thy door.ò 

Vainly did I struggle with my drowsiness, seeking to connect these strange words with some 
lore of the skies which I had learnt from the Pnakotic manuscripts. My head, heavy and 
reeling, drooped to my breast, and when next I looked up it was in a dream; with the Pole Star 
grinning at me through a window from over the horrible swaying trees of a dream-swamp. And 
I am still dreaming. 



In my shame and despair I sometimes scream frantically, begging the dream-creatures 
around me to waken me ere the Inutos steal up the pass behind the peak Noton and take the 
citadel by surprise; but these creatures are daemons, for they laugh at me and tell me I am 
not dreaming. They mock me whilst I sleep, and whilst the squat yellow foe may be creeping 
silently upon us. I have failed in my duty and betrayed the marble city of Olathoë; I have 
proven false to Alos, my friend and commander. But still these shadows of my dream deride 
me. They say there is no land of Lomar, save in my nocturnal imaginings; that in those realms 
where the Pole Star shines high and red Aldebaran crawls low around the horizon, there has 
been naught save ice and snow for thousands of years, and never a man save squat yellow 
creatures, blighted by the cold, whom they call ñEsquimauxò. 

And as I writhe in my guilty agony, frantic to save the city whose peril every moment grows, 
and vainly striving to shake off this unnatural dream of a house of stone and brick south of a 
sinister swamp and a cemetery on a low hillock; the Pole Star, evil and monstrous, leers down 
from the black vault, winking hideously like an insane watching eye which strives to convey 
some strange message, yet recalls nothing save that it once had a message to convey. 
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Beyond the Wall of Sleep 

(1919) 

ñI have an exposition of sleep come upon me.ò 
ðShakespeare. 

I have frequently wondered if the majority of mankind ever pause to reflect upon the 
occasionally titanic significance of dreams, and of the obscure world to which they belong. 
Whilst the greater number of our nocturnal visions are perhaps no more than faint and 
fantastic reflections of our waking experiencesðFreud to the contrary with his puerile 
symbolismðthere are still a certain remainder whose immundane and ethereal character 
permits of no ordinary interpretation, and whose vaguely exciting and disquieting effect 
suggests possible minute glimpses into a sphere of mental existence no less important than 
physical life, yet separated from that life by an all but impassable barrier. From my experience 
I cannot doubt but that man, when lost to terrestrial consciousness, is indeed sojourning in 
another and uncorporeal life of far different nature from the life we know; and of which only 
the slightest and most indistinct memories linger after waking. From those blurred and 
fragmentary memories we may infer much, yet prove little. We may guess that in dreams life, 
matter, and vitality, as the earth knows such things, are not necessarily constant; and that 
time and space do not exist as our waking selves comprehend them. Sometimes I believe 
that this less material life is our truer life, and that our vain presence on the terraqueous globe 
is itself the secondary or merely virtual phenomenon. 

It was from a youthful reverie filled with speculations of this sort that I arose one afternoon in 
the winter of 1900ï1901, when to the state psychopathic institution in which I served as an 
interne was brought the man whose case has ever since haunted me so unceasingly. His 
name, as given on the records, was Joe Slater, or Slaader, and his appearance was that of 
the typical denizen of the Catskill Mountain region; one of those strange, repellent scions of a 
primitive colonial peasant stock whose isolation for nearly three centuries in the hilly 
fastnesses of a little-travelled countryside has caused them to sink to a kind of barbaric 
degeneracy, rather than advance with their more fortunately placed brethren of the thickly 
settled districts. Among these odd folk, who correspond exactly to the decadent element of 
ñwhite trashò in the South, law and morals are non-existent; and their general mental status is 
probably below that of any other section of the native American people. 

Joe Slater, who came to the institution in the vigilant custody of four state policemen, and who 
was described as a highly dangerous character, certainly presented no evidence of his 
perilous disposition when first I beheld him. Though well above the middle stature, and of 
somewhat brawny frame, he was given an absurd appearance of harmless stupidity by the 
pale, sleepy blueness of his small watery eyes, the scantiness of his neglected and never-
shaven growth of yellow beard, and the listless drooping of his heavy nether lip. His age was 
unknown, since among his kind neither family records nor permanent family ties exist; but 
from the baldness of his head in front, and from the decayed condition of his teeth, the head 
surgeon wrote him down as a man of about forty. 

From the medical and court documents we learned all that could be gathered of his case. This 
man, a vagabond, hunter, and trapper, had always been strange in the eyes of his primitive 
associates. He had habitually slept at night beyond the ordinary time, and upon waking would 
often talk of unknown things in a manner so bizarre as to inspire fear even in the hearts of an 
unimaginative populace. Not that his form of language was at all unusual, for he never spoke 



save in the debased patois of his environment; but the tone and tenor of his utterances were 
of such mysterious wildness, that none might listen without apprehension. He himself was 
generally as terrified and baffled as his auditors, and within an hour after awakening would 
forget all that he had said, or at least all that had caused him to say what he did; relapsing 
into a bovine, half-amiable normality like that of the other hill-dwellers. 

As Slater grew older, it appeared, his matutinal aberrations had gradually increased in 
frequency and violence; till about a month before his arrival at the institution had occurred the 
shocking tragedy which caused his arrest by the authorities. One day near noon, after a 
profound sleep begun in a whiskey debauch at about five of the previous afternoon, the man 
had roused himself most suddenly; with ululations so horrible and unearthly that they brought 
several neighbours to his cabinða filthy sty where he dwelt with a family as indescribable as 
himself. Rushing out into the snow, he had flung his arms aloft and commenced a series of 
leaps directly upward in the air; the while shouting his determination to reach some óbig, big 
cabin with brightness in the roof and walls and floor, and the loud queer music far awayô. As 
two men of moderate size sought to restrain him, he had struggled with maniacal force and 
fury, screaming of his desire and need to find and kill a certain óthing that shines and shakes 
and laughsô. At length, after temporarily felling one of his detainers with a sudden blow, he 
had flung himself upon the other in a daemoniac ecstasy of bloodthirstiness, shrieking 
fiendishly that he would ójump high in the air and burn his way through anything that stopped 
himô. Family and neighbours had now fled in a panic, and when the more courageous of them 
returned, Slater was gone, leaving behind an unrecognisable pulp-like thing that had been a 
living man but an hour before. None of the mountaineers had dared to pursue him, and it is 
likely that they would have welcomed his death from the cold; but when several mornings 
later they heard his screams from a distant ravine, they realised that he had somehow 
managed to survive, and that his removal in one way or another would be necessary. Then 
had followed an armed searching party, whose purpose (whatever it may have been 
originally) became that of a sheriffôs posse after one of the seldom popular state troopers had 
by accident observed, then questioned, and finally joined the seekers. 

On the third day Slater was found unconscious in the hollow of a tree, and taken to the 
nearest gaol; where alienists from Albany examined him as soon as his senses returned. To 
them he told a simple story. He had, he said, gone to sleep one afternoon about sundown 
after drinking much liquor. He had awaked to find himself standing bloody-handed in the snow 
before his cabin, the mangled corpse of his neighbour Peter Slader at his feet. Horrified, he 
had taken to the woods in a vague effort to escape from the scene of what must have been 
his crime. Beyond these things he seemed to know nothing, nor could the expert questioning 
of his interrogators bring out a single additional fact. That night Slater slept quietly, and the 
next morning he wakened with no singular feature save a certain alteration of expression. Dr. 
Barnard, who had been watching the patient, thought he noticed in the pale blue eyes a 
certain gleam of peculiar quality; and in the flaccid lips an all but imperceptible tightening, as if 
of intelligent determination. But when questioned, Slater relapsed into the habitual vacancy of 
the mountaineer, and only reiterated what he had said on the preceding day. 

On the third morning occurred the first of the manôs mental attacks. After some show of 
uneasiness in sleep, he burst forth into a frenzy so powerful that the combined efforts of four 
men were needed to bind him in a strait-jacket. The alienists listened with keen attention to 
his words, since their curiosity had been aroused to a high pitch by the suggestive yet mostly 
conflicting and incoherent stories of his family and neighbours. Slater raved for upward of 
fifteen minutes, babbling in his backwoods dialect of great edifices of light, oceans of space, 



strange music, and shadowy mountains and valleys. But most of all did he dwell upon some 
mysterious blazing entity that shook and laughed and mocked at him. This vast, vague 
personality seemed to have done him a terrible wrong, and to kill it in triumphant revenge was 
his paramount desire. In order to reach it, he said, he would soar through abysses of 
emptiness, burning every obstacle that stood in his way. Thus ran his discourse, until with the 
greatest suddenness he ceased. The fire of madness died from his eyes, and in dull wonder 
he looked at his questioners and asked why he was bound. Dr. Barnard unbuckled the 
leathern harness and did not restore it till night, when he succeeded in persuading Slater to 
don it of his own volition, for his own good. The man had now admitted that he sometimes 
talked queerly, though he knew not why. 

Within a week two more attacks appeared, but from them the doctors learned little. On the 
source of Slaterôs visions they speculated at length, for since he could neither read nor write, 
and had apparently never heard a legend or fairy tale, his gorgeous imagery was quite 
inexplicable. That it could not come from any known myth or romance was made especially 
clear by the fact that the unfortunate lunatic expressed himself only in his own simple manner. 
He raved of things he did not understand and could not interpret; things which he claimed to 
have experienced, but which he could not have learned through any normal or connected 
narration. The alienists soon agreed that abnormal dreams were the foundation of the trouble; 
dreams whose vividness could for a time completely dominate the waking mind of this 
basically inferior man. With due formality Slater was tried for murder, acquitted on the ground 
of insanity, and committed to the institution wherein I held so humble a post. 

I have said that I am a constant speculator concerning dream life, and from this you may 
judge of the eagerness with which I applied myself to the study of the new patient as soon as 
I had fully ascertained the facts of his case. He seemed to sense a certain friendliness in me; 
born no doubt of the interest I could not conceal, and the gentle manner in which I questioned 
him. Not that he ever recognised me during his attacks, when I hung breathlessly upon his 
chaotic but cosmic word-pictures; but he knew me in his quiet hours, when he would sit by his 
barred window weaving baskets of straw and willow, and perhaps pining for the mountain 
freedom he could never enjoy again. His family never called to see him; probably it had found 
another temporary head, after the manner of decadent mountain folk. 

By degrees I commenced to feel an overwhelming wonder at the mad and fantastic 
conceptions of Joe Slater. The man himself was pitiably inferior in mentality and language 
alike; but his glowing, titanic visions, though described in a barbarous and disjointed jargon, 
were assuredly things which only a superior or even exceptional brain could conceive. How, I 
often asked myself, could the stolid imagination of a Catskill degenerate conjure up sights 
whose very possession argued a lurking spark of genius? How could any backwoods dullard 
have gained so much as an idea of those glittering realms of supernal radiance and space 
about which Slater ranted in his furious delirium? More and more I inclined to the belief that in 
the pitiful personality who cringed before me lay the disordered nucleus of something beyond 
my comprehension; something infinitely beyond the comprehension of my more experienced 
but less imaginative medical and scientific colleagues. 

And yet I could extract nothing definite from the man. The sum of all my investigation was, 
that in a kind of semi-uncorporeal dream life Slater wandered or floated through resplendent 
and prodigious valleys, meadows, gardens, cities, and palaces of light; in a region unbounded 
and unknown to man. That there he was no peasant or degenerate, but a creature of 
importance and vivid life; moving proudly and dominantly, and checked only by a certain 
deadly enemy, who seemed to be a being of visible yet ethereal structure, and who did not 



appear to be of human shape, since Slater never referred to it as a man, or as aught save a 
thing. This thing had done Slater some hideous but unnamed wrong, which the maniac (if 
maniac he were) yearned to avenge. From the manner in which Slater alluded to their 
dealings, I judged that he and the luminous thing had met on equal terms; that in his dream 
existence the man was himself a luminous thing of the same race as his enemy. This 
impression was sustained by his frequent references to flying through space and burning all 
that impeded his progress. Yet these conceptions were formulated in rustic words wholly 
inadequate to convey them, a circumstance which drove me to the conclusion that if a true 
dream-world indeed existed, oral language was not its medium for the transmission of 
thought. Could it be that the dream-soul inhabiting this inferior body was desperately 
struggling to speak things which the simple and halting tongue of dulness could not utter? 
Could it be that I was face to face with intellectual emanations which would explain the 
mystery if I could but learn to discover and read them? I did not tell the older physicians of 
these things, for middle age is sceptical, cynical, and disinclined to accept new ideas. 
Besides, the head of the institution had but lately warned me in his paternal way that I was 
overworking; that my mind needed a rest. 

It had long been my belief that human thought consists basically of atomic or molecular 
motion, convertible into ether waves of radiant energy like heat, light, and electricity. This 
belief had early led me to contemplate the possibility of telepathy or mental communication by 
means of suitable apparatus, and I had in my college days prepared a set of transmitting and 
receiving instruments somewhat similar to the cumbrous devices employed in wireless 
telegraphy at that crude, pre-radio period. These I had tested with a fellow-student; but 
achieving no result, had soon packed them away with other scientific odds and ends for 
possible future use. Now, in my intense desire to probe into the dream life of Joe Slater, I 
sought these instruments again; and spent several days in repairing them for action. When 
they were complete once more I missed no opportunity for their trial. At each outburst of 
Slaterôs violence, I would fit the transmitter to his forehead and the receiver to my own; 
constantly making delicate adjustments for various hypothetical wave-lengths of intellectual 
energy. I had but little notion of how the thought-impressions would, if successfully conveyed, 
arouse an intelligent response in my brain; but I felt certain that I could detect and interpret 
them. Accordingly I continued my experiments, though informing no one of their nature. 

ð 

It was on the twenty-first of February, 1901, that the thing finally occurred. As I look back 
across the years I realise how unreal it seems; and sometimes half wonder if old Dr. Fenton 
was not right when he charged it all to my excited imagination. I recall that he listened with 
great kindness and patience when I told him, but afterward gave me a nerve-powder and 
arranged for the half-yearôs vacation on which I departed the next week. That fateful night I 
was wildly agitated and perturbed, for despite the excellent care he had received, Joe Slater 
was unmistakably dying. Perhaps it was his mountain freedom that he missed, or perhaps the 
turmoil in his brain had grown too acute for his rather sluggish physique; but at all events the 
flame of vitality flickered low in the decadent body. He was drowsy near the end, and as 
darkness fell he dropped off into a troubled sleep. I did not strap on the strait-jacket as was 
customary when he slept, since I saw that he was too feeble to be dangerous, even if he 
woke in mental disorder once more before passing away. But I did place upon his head and 
mine the two ends of my cosmic ñradioò; hoping against hope for a first and last message from 
the dream-world in the brief time remaining. In the cell with us was one nurse, a mediocre 
fellow who did not understand the purpose of the apparatus, or think to inquire into my 



course. As the hours wore on I saw his head droop awkwardly in sleep, but I did not disturb 
him. I myself, lulled by the rhythmical breathing of the healthy and the dying man, must have 
nodded a little later. 

The sound of weird lyric melody was what aroused me. Chords, vibrations, and harmonic 
ecstasies echoed passionately on every hand; while on my ravished sight burst the 
stupendous spectacle of ultimate beauty. Walls, columns, and architraves of living fire blazed 
effulgently around the spot where I seemed to float in air; extending upward to an infinitely 
high vaulted dome of indescribable splendour. Blending with this display of palatial 
magnificence, or rather, supplanting it at times in kaleidoscopic rotation, were glimpses of 
wide plains and graceful valleys, high mountains and inviting grottoes; covered with every 
lovely attribute of scenery which my delighted eye could conceive of, yet formed wholly of 
some glowing, ethereal, plastic entity, which in consistency partook as much of spirit as of 
matter. As I gazed, I perceived that my own brain held the key to these enchanting 
metamorphoses; for each vista which appeared to me, was the one my changing mind most 
wished to behold. Amidst this elysian realm I dwelt not as a stranger, for each sight and sound 
was familiar to me; just as it had been for uncounted aeons of eternity before, and would be 
for like eternities to come. 

Then the resplendent aura of my brother of light drew near and held colloquy with me, soul to 
soul, with silent and perfect interchange of thought. The hour was one of approaching 
triumph, for was not my fellow-being escaping at last from a degrading periodic bondage; 
escaping forever, and preparing to follow the accursed oppressor even unto the uttermost 
fields of ether, that upon it might be wrought a flaming cosmic vengeance which would shake 
the spheres? We floated thus for a little time, when I perceived a slight blurring and fading of 
the objects around us, as though some force were recalling me to earthðwhere I least 
wished to go. The form near me seemed to feel a change also, for it gradually brought its 
discourse toward a conclusion, and itself prepared to quit the scene; fading from my sight at a 
rate somewhat less rapid than that of the other objects. A few more thoughts were 
exchanged, and I knew that the luminous one and I were being recalled to bondage, though 
for my brother of light it would be the last time. The sorry planet-shell being well-nigh spent, in 
less than an hour my fellow would be free to pursue the oppressor along the Milky Way and 
past the hither stars to the very confines of infinity. 

A well-defined shock separates my final impression of the fading scene of light from my 
sudden and somewhat shamefaced awakening and straightening up in my chair as I saw the 
dying figure on the couch move hesitantly. Joe Slater was indeed awaking, though probably 
for the last time. As I looked more closely, I saw that in the sallow cheeks shone spots of 
colour which had never before been present. The lips, too, seemed unusual; being tightly 
compressed, as if by the force of a stronger character than had been Slaterôs. The whole face 
finally began to grow tense, and the head turned restlessly with closed eyes. I did not arouse 
the sleeping nurse, but readjusted the slightly disarranged head-bands of my telepathic 
ñradioò, intent to catch any parting message the dreamer might have to deliver. All at once the 
head turned sharply in my direction and the eyes fell open, causing me to stare in blank 
amazement at what I beheld. The man who had been Joe Slater, the Catskill decadent, was 
now gazing at me with a pair of luminous, expanded eyes whose blue seemed subtly to have 
deepened. Neither mania nor degeneracy was visible in that gaze, and I felt beyond a doubt 
that I was viewing a face behind which lay an active mind of high order. 

At this juncture my brain became aware of a steady external influence operating upon it. I 
closed my eyes to concentrate my thoughts more profoundly, and was rewarded by the 



positive knowledge that my long-sought mental message had come at last. Each transmitted 
idea formed rapidly in my mind, and though no actual language was employed, my habitual 
association of conception and expression was so great that I seemed to be receiving the 
message in ordinary English. 

ñJoe Slater is dead,ò came the soul-petrifying voice or agency from beyond the wall of sleep. 
My opened eyes sought the couch of pain in curious horror, but the blue eyes were still calmly 
gazing, and the countenance was still intelligently animated. ñHe is better dead, for he was 
unfit to bear the active intellect of cosmic entity. His gross body could not undergo the needed 
adjustments between ethereal life and planet life. He was too much of an animal, too little a 
man; yet it is through his deficiency that you have come to discover me, for the cosmic and 
planet souls rightly should never meet. He has been my torment and diurnal prison for forty-
two of your terrestrial years. I am an entity like that which you yourself become in the freedom 
of dreamless sleep. I am your brother of light, and have floated with you in the effulgent 
valleys. It is not permitted me to tell your waking earth-self of your real self, but we are all 
roamers of vast spaces and travellers in many ages. Next year I may be dwelling in the dark 
Egypt which you call ancient, or in the cruel empire of Tsan-Chan which is to come three 
thousand years hence. You and I have drifted to the worlds that reel about the red Arcturus, 
and dwelt in the bodies of the insect-philosophers that crawl proudly over the fourth moon of 
Jupiter. How little does the earth-self know of life and its extent! How little, indeed, ought it to 
know for its own tranquillity! Of the oppressor I cannot speak. You on earth have unwittingly 
felt its distant presenceðyou who without knowing idly gave to its blinking beacon the name 
of Algol, the Daemon-Star. It is to meet and conquer the oppressor that I have vainly striven 
for aeons, held back by bodily encumbrances. Tonight I go as a Nemesis bearing just and 
blazingly cataclysmic vengeance. Watch me in the sky close by the Daemon-Star. I cannot 
speak longer, for the body of Joe Slater grows cold and rigid, and the coarse brains are 
ceasing to vibrate as I wish. You have been my friend in the cosmos; you have been my only 
friend on this planetðthe only soul to sense and seek for me within the repellent form which 
lies on this couch. We shall meet againðperhaps in the shining mists of Orionôs Sword, 
perhaps on a bleak plateau in prehistoric Asia. Perhaps in unremembered dreams tonight; 
perhaps in some other form an aeon hence, when the solar system shall have been swept 
away.ò 

At this point the thought-waves abruptly ceased, and the pale eyes of the dreamerðor can I 
say dead man?ðcommenced to glaze fishily. In a half-stupor I crossed over to the couch and 
felt of his wrist, but found it cold, stiff, and pulseless. The sallow cheeks paled again, and the 
thick lips fell open, disclosing the repulsively rotten fangs of the degenerate Joe Slater. I 
shivered, pulled a blanket over the hideous face, and awakened the nurse. Then I left the cell 
and went silently to my room. I had an insistent and unaccountable craving for a sleep whose 
dreams I should not remember. 

The climax? What plain tale of science can boast of such a rhetorical effect? I have merely set 
down certain things appealing to me as facts, allowing you to construe them as you will. As I 
have already admitted, my superior, old Dr. Fenton, denies the reality of everything I have 
related. He vows that I was broken down with nervous strain, and badly in need of the long 
vacation on full pay which he so generously gave me. He assures me on his professional 
honour that Joe Slater was but a low-grade paranoiac, whose fantastic notions must have 
come from the crude hereditary folk-tales which circulate in even the most decadent of 
communities. All this he tells meðyet I cannot forget what I saw in the sky on the night after 
Slater died. Lest you think me a biassed witness, anotherôs pen must add this final testimony, 



which may perhaps supply the climax you expect. I will quote the following account of the star 
Nova Persei verbatim from the pages of that eminent astronomical authority, Prof. Garrett P. 
Serviss: 

On February 22, 1901, a marvellous new star was discovered by Dr. Anderson, of 
Edinburgh, not very far from Algol. No star had been visible at that point before. 
Within twenty-four hours the stranger had become so bright that it outshone 
Capella. In a week or two it had visibly faded, and in the course of a few months it 
was hardly discernible with the naked eye.ò  
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Memory 

(1919) 

In the valley of Nis the accursed waning moon shines thinly, tearing a path for its light with 
feeble horns through the lethal foliage of a great upas-tree. And within the depths of the 
valley, where the light reaches not, move forms not meet to be beheld. Rank is the herbage 
on each slope, where evil vines and creeping plants crawl amidst the stones of ruined 
palaces, twining tightly about broken columns and strange monoliths, and heaving up marble 
pavements laid by forgotten hands. And in trees that grow gigantic in crumbling courtyards 
leap little apes, while in and out of deep treasure-vaults writhe poison serpents and scaly 
things without a name. 

Vast are the stones which sleep beneath coverlets of dank moss, and mighty were the walls 
from which they fell. For all time did their builders erect them, and in sooth they yet serve 
nobly, for beneath them the grey toad makes his habitation. 

At the very bottom of the valley lies the river Than, whose waters are slimy and filled with 
weeds. From hidden springs it rises, and to subterranean grottoes it flows, so that the 
Daemon of the Valley knows not why its waters are red, nor whither they are bound. 

The Genie that haunts the moonbeams spake to the Daemon of the Valley, saying, ñI am old, 
and forget much. Tell me the deeds and aspect and name of them who built these things of 
stone.ò And the Daemon replied, ñI am Memory, and am wise in lore of the past, but I too am 
old. These beings were like the waters of the river Than, not to be understood. Their deeds I 
recall not, for they were but of the moment. Their aspect I recall dimly, for it was like to that of 
the little apes in the trees. Their name I recall clearly, for it rhymed with that of the river. These 
beings of yesterday were called Man.ò 

So the Genie flew back to the thin horned moon, and the Daemon looked intently at a little 
ape in a tree that grew in a crumbling courtyard. 
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Old Bugs 

(1919) 

Sheehanôs Pool Room, which adorns one of the lesser alleys in the heart of Chicagoôs 
stockyard district, is not a nice place. Its air, freighted with a thousand odours such as 
Coleridge may have found at Cologne, too seldom knows the purifying rays of the sun; but 
fights for space with the acrid fumes of unnumbered cheap cigars and cigarettes which 
dangle from the coarse lips of unnumbered human animals that haunt the place day and 
night. But the popularity of Sheehanôs remains unimpaired; and for this there is a reasonða 
reason obvious to anyone who will take the trouble to analyse the mixed stenches prevailing 
there. Over and above the fumes and sickening closeness rises an aroma once familiar 
throughout the land, but now happily banished to the back streets of life by the edict of a 
benevolent governmentðthe aroma of strong, wicked whiskeyða precious kind of forbidden 
fruit indeed in this year of grace 1950. 

Sheehanôs is the acknowledged centre to Chicagoôs subterranean traffic in liquor and 
narcotics, and as such has a certain dignity which extends even to the unkempt attachés of 
the place; but there was until lately one who lay outside the pale of that dignityðone who 
shared the squalor and filth, but not the importance, of Sheehanôs. He was called ñOld Bugsò, 
and was the most disreputable object in a disreputable environment. What he had once been, 
many tried to guess; for his language and mode of utterance when intoxicated to a certain 
degree were such as to excite wonderment; but what he was, presented less difficultyðfor 
ñOld Bugsò, in superlative degree, epitomised the pathetic species known as the ñbumò or the 
ñdown-and-outerò. Whence he had come, no one could tell. One night he had burst wildly into 
Sheehanôs, foaming at the mouth and screaming for whiskey and hasheesh; and having been 
supplied in exchange for a promise to perform odd jobs, had hung about ever since, mopping 
floors, cleaning cuspidors and glasses, and attending to an hundred similar menial duties in 
exchange for the drink and drugs which were necessary to keep him alive and sane. 

He talked but little, and usually in the common jargon of the underworld; but occasionally, 
when inflamed by an unusually generous dose of crude whiskey, would burst forth into strings 
of incomprehensible polysyllables and snatches of sonorous prose and verse which led 
certain habitués to conjecture that he had seen better days. One steady patronða bank 
defaulter under coverðcame to converse with him quite regularly, and from the tone of his 
discourse ventured the opinion that he had been a writer or professor in his day. But the only 
tangible clue to Old Bugsô past was a faded photograph which he constantly carried about 
with himðthe photograph of a young woman of noble and beautiful features. This he would 
sometimes draw from his tattered pocket, carefully unwrap from its covering of tissue paper, 
and gaze upon for hours with an expression of ineffable sadness and tenderness. It was not 
the portrait of one whom an underworld denizen would be likely to know, but of a lady of 
breeding and quality, garbed in the quaint attire of thirty years before. Old Bugs himself 
seemed also to belong to the past, for his nondescript clothing bore every hallmark of 
antiquity. He was a man of immense height, probably more than six feet, though his stooping 
shoulders sometimes belied this fact. His hair, a dirty white and falling out in patches, was 
never combed; and over his lean face grew a mangy stubble of coarse beard which seemed 
always to remain at the bristling stageðnever shavenðyet never long enough to form a 
respectable set of whiskers. His features had perhaps been noble once, but were now 
seamed with the ghastly effects of terrible dissipation. At one timeðprobably in middle lifeð
he had evidently been grossly fat; but now he was horribly lean, the purple flesh hanging in 



loose pouches under his bleary eyes and upon his cheeks. Altogether, Old Bugs was not 
pleasing to look upon. 

The disposition of Old Bugs was as odd as his aspect. Ordinarily he was true to the derelict 
typeðready to do anything for a nickel or a dose of whiskey or hasheeshðbut at rare 
intervals he shewed the traits which earned him his name. Then he would try to straighten up, 
and a certain fire would creep into the sunken eyes. His demeanour would assume an 
unwonted grace and even dignity; and the sodden creatures around him would sense 
something of superiorityðsomething which made them less ready to give the usual kicks and 
cuffs to the poor butt and drudge. At these times he would shew a sardonic humour and make 
remarks which the folk of Sheehanôs deemed foolish and irrational. But the spells would soon 
pass, and once more Old Bugs would resume his eternal floor-scrubbing and cuspidor-
cleaning. But for one thing Old Bugs would have been an ideal slave to the establishmentð
and that one thing was his conduct when young men were introduced for their first drink. The 
old man would then rise from the floor in anger and excitement, muttering threats and 
warnings, and seeking to dissuade the novices from embarking upon their course of ñseeing 
life as it isò. He would sputter and fume, exploding into sesquipedalian admonitions and 
strange oaths, and animated by a frightful earnestness which brought a shudder to more than 
one drug-racked mind in the crowded room. But after a time his alcohol-enfeebled brain would 
wander from the subject, and with a foolish grin he would turn once more to his mop or 
cleaning-rag. 

I do not think that many of Sheehanôs regular patrons will ever forget the day that young Alfred 
Trever came. He was rather a ñfindòða rich and high-spirited youth who would ñgo the limitò in 
anything he undertookðat least, that was the verdict of Pete Schultz, Sheehanôs ñrunnerò, 
who had come across the boy at Lawrence College, in the small town of Appleton, Wisconsin. 
Trever was the son of prominent parents in Appleton. His father, Karl Trever, was an attorney 
and citizen of distinction, whilst his mother had made an enviable reputation as a poetess 
under her maiden name of Eleanor Wing. Alfred was himself a scholar and poet of distinction, 
though cursed with a certain childish irresponsibility which made him an ideal prey for 
Sheehanôs runner. He was blond, handsome, and spoiled; vivacious and eager to taste the 
several forms of dissipation about which he had read and heard. At Lawrence he had been 
prominent in the mock-fraternity of ñTappa Tappa Kegò, where he was the wildest and merriest 
of the wild and merry young roysterers; but this immature, collegiate frivolity did not satisfy 
him. He knew deeper vices through books, and he now longed to know them at first hand. 
Perhaps this tendency toward wildness had been stimulated somewhat by the repression to 
which he had been subjected at home; for Mrs. Trever had particular reason for training her 
only child with rigid severity. She had, in her own youth, been deeply and permanently 
impressed with the horror of dissipation by the case of one to whom she had for a time been 
engaged. 

Young Galpin, the fianc® in question, had been one of Appletonôs most remarkable sons. 
Attaining distinction as a boy through his wonderful mentality, he won vast fame at the 
University of Wisconsin, and at the age of twenty-three returned to Appleton to take up a 
professorship at Lawrence and to slip a diamond upon the finger of Appletonôs fairest and 
most brilliant daughter. For a season all went happily, till without warning the storm burst. Evil 
habits, dating from a first drink taken years before in woodland seclusion, made themselves 
manifest in the young professor; and only by a hurried resignation did he escape a nasty 
prosecution for injury to the habits and morals of the pupils under his charge. His engagement 
broken, Galpin moved east to begin life anew; but before long, Appletonians heard of his 



dismissal in disgrace from New York University, where he had obtained an instructorship in 
English. Galpin now devoted his time to the library and lecture platform, preparing volumes 
and speeches on various subjects connected with belles lettres, and always shewing a genius 
so remarkable that it seemed as if the public must sometime pardon him for his past mistakes. 
His impassioned lectures in defence of Villon, Poe, Verlaine, and Oscar Wilde were applied to 
himself as well, and in the short Indian summer of his glory there was talk of a renewed 
engagement at a certain cultured home on Park Avenue. But then the blow fell. A final 
disgrace, compared to which the others had been as nothing, shattered the illusions of those 
who had come to believe in Galpinôs reform; and the young man abandoned his name and 
disappeared from public view. Rumour now and then associated him with a certain ñConsul 
Hastingò whose work for the stage and for motion-picture companies attracted a certain 
degree of attention because of its scholarly breadth and depth; but Hasting soon disappeared 
from the public eye, and Galpin became only a name for parents to quote in warning accents. 
Eleanor Wing soon celebrated her marriage to Karl Trever, a rising young lawyer, and of her 
former admirer retained only enough memory to dictate the naming of her only son, and the 
moral guidance of that handsome and headstrong youth. Now, in spite of all that guidance, 
Alfred Trever was at Sheehanôs and about to take his first drink. 

ñBoss,ò cried Schultz, as he entered the vile-smelling room with his young victim, ñmeet my 
friend Al Trever, besô liôlô sport up at Lawrenceðthasô ôn Appleton, Wis., yô know. Some swell 
guy, tooðôs fatherôs a big corpôration lawyer up in his burg, ônô ôs motherôs some litôry genius. 
He wants to see life as she isðwants to know what the real lightninô juice tastes likeðso jusô 
remember heôs me friend anô treat ôim right.ò 

As the names Trever, Lawrence, and Appleton fell on the air, the loafers seemed to sense 
something unusual. Perhaps it was only some sound connected with the clicking balls of the 
pool tables or the rattling glasses that were brought from the cryptic regions in the rearð
perhaps only that, plus some strange rustling of the dirty draperies at the one dingy windowð
but many thought that someone in the room had gritted his teeth and drawn a very sharp 
breath. 

ñGlad to know you, Sheehan,ò said Trever in a quiet, well-bred tone. ñThis is my first 
experience in a place like this, but I am a student of life, and donôt want to miss any 
experience. Thereôs poetry in this sort of thing, you knowðor perhaps you donôt know, but itôs 
all the same.ò 

ñYoung feller,ò responded the proprietor, ñya come tuh thô right place tuh see life. We got all 
kinds hereðreel life anô a good time. The damnô government can try tuh make folks good ef it 
wants tuh, but it canôt stop a feller from hittinô ôer up when he feels like it. Whaddya want, 
fellerðbooze, coke, or some other sorta dope? Yuh canôt ask for nothinô we ainôt got.ò 

Habitués say that it was at this point they noticed a cessation in the regular, monotonous 
strokes of the mop. 

ñI want whiskeyðgood old-fashioned rye!ò exclaimed Trever enthusiastically. ñIôll tell you, Iôm 
good and tired of water after reading of the merry bouts fellows used to have in the old days. I 
canôt read an Anacreontic without watering at the mouthðand itôs something a lot stronger 
than water that my mouth waters for!ò 

ñAnacreonticðwhat ôn hellôs that?ò several hangers-on looked up as the young man went 
slightly beyond their depth. But the bank defaulter under cover explained to them that 
Anacreon was a gay old dog who lived many years ago and wrote about the fun he had when 
all the world was just like Sheehanôs. 



ñLet me see, Trever,ò continued the defaulter, ñdidnôt Schultz say your mother is a literary 
person, too?ò 

ñYes, damn it,ò replied Trever, ñbut nothing like the old Teian! Sheôs one of those dull, eternal 
moralisers that try to take all the joy out of life. Namby-pamby sortðever heard of her? She 
writes under her maiden name of Eleanor Wing.ò 

Here it was that Old Bugs dropped his mop. 

ñWell, hereôs yer stuff,ò announced Sheehan jovially as a tray of bottles and glasses was 
wheeled into the room. ñGood old rye, anô as fiery as ya kin find anywôeres in Chiô.ò 

The youthôs eyes glistened and his nostrils curled at the fumes of the brownish fluid which an 
attendant was pouring out for him. It repelled him horribly, and revolted all his inherited 
delicacy; but his determination to taste life to the full remained with him, and he maintained a 
bold front. But before his resolution was put to the test, the unexpected intervened. Old Bugs, 
springing up from the crouching position in which he had hitherto been, leaped at the youth 
and dashed from his hands the uplifted glass, almost simultaneously attacking the tray of 
bottles and glasses with his mop, and scattering the contents upon the floor in a confusion of 
odoriferous fluid and broken bottles and tumblers. Numbers of men, or things which had been 
men, dropped to the floor and began lapping at the puddles of spilled liquor, but most 
remained immovable, watching the unprecedented actions of the barroom drudge and 
derelict. Old Bugs straightened up before the astonished Trever, and in a mild and cultivated 
voice said, ñDo not do this thing. I was like you once, and I did it. Now I am likeðthis.ò 

ñWhat do you mean, you damned old fool?ò shouted Trever. ñWhat do you mean by interfering 
with a gentleman in his pleasures?ò 

Sheehan, now recovering from his astonishment, advanced and laid a heavy hand on the old 
waifôs shoulder. 

ñThis is the last time for you, old bird!ò he exclaimed furiously. ñWhen a genôlôman wants tuh 
take a drink here, by God, he shall, without you interferinô. Now get thô hell outa here afore I 
kick hell outa ya.ò 

But Sheehan had reckoned without scientific knowledge of abnormal psychology and the 
effects of nervous stimulus. Old Bugs, obtaining a firmer hold on his mop, began to wield it 
like the javelin of a Macedonian hoplite, and soon cleared a considerable space around 
himself, meanwhile shouting various disconnected bits of quotation, among which was 
prominently repeated, ñ . . . the sons of Belial, blown with insolence and wine.ò 

The room became pandemonium, and men screamed and howled in fright at the sinister 
being they had aroused. Trever seemed dazed in the confusion, and shrank to the wall as the 
strife thickened. ñHe shall not drink! He shall not drink!ò Thus roared Old Bugs as he seemed 
to run out ofðor rise aboveðquotations. Policemen appeared at the door, attracted by the 
noise, but for a time they made no move to intervene. Trever, now thoroughly terrified and 
cured forever of his desire to see life via the vice route, edged closer to the blue-coated 
newcomers. Could he but escape and catch a train for Appleton, he reflected, he would 
consider his education in dissipation quite complete. 

Then suddenly Old Bugs ceased to wield his javelin and stopped stillðdrawing himself up 
more erectly than any denizen of the place had ever seen him before. ñAve, Caesar, moriturus 
te saluto!ò he shouted, and dropped to the whiskey-reeking floor, never to rise again. 



Subsequent impressions will never leave the mind of young Trever. The picture is blurred, but 
ineradicable. Policemen ploughed a way through the crowd, questioning everyone closely 
both about the incident and about the dead figure on the floor. Sheehan especially did they 
ply with inquiries, yet without eliciting any information of value concerning Old Bugs. Then the 
bank defaulter remembered the picture, and suggested that it be viewed and filed for 
identification at police headquarters. An officer bent reluctantly over the loathsome glassy-
eyed form and found the tissue-wrapped cardboard, which he passed around among the 
others. 

ñSome chicken!ò leered a drunken man as he viewed the beautiful face, but those who were 
sober did not leer, looking with respect and abashment at the delicate and spiritual features. 
No one seemed able to place the subject, and all wondered that the drug-degraded derelict 
should have such a portrait in his possessionðthat is, all but the bank defaulter, who was 
meanwhile eyeing the intruding bluecoats rather uneasily. He had seen a little deeper beneath 
Old Bugsô mask of utter degradation. 

Then the picture was passed to Trever, and a change came over the youth. After the first start, 
he replaced the tissue wrapping around the portrait, as if to shield it from the sordidness of 
the place. Then he gazed long and searchingly at the figure on the floor, noting its great 
height, and the aristocratic cast of features which seemed to appear now that the wretched 
flame of life had flickered out. No, he said hastily, as the question was put to him, he did not 
know the subject of the picture. It was so old, he added, that no one now could be expected to 
recognise it. 

But Alfred Trever did not speak the truth, as many guessed when he offered to take charge of 
the body and secure its interment in Appleton. Over the library mantel in his home hung the 
exact replica of that picture, and all his life he had known and loved its original. 

For the gentle and noble features were those of his own mother. 
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The Transition of Juan Romero 

(1919) 

Of the events which took place at the Norton Mine on October 18th and 19th, 1894, I have no 
desire to speak. A sense of duty to science is all that impels me to recall, in these last years of 
my life, scenes and happenings fraught with a terror doubly acute because I cannot wholly 
define it. But I believe that before I die I should tell what I know of theðshall I say transitionð
of Juan Romero. 

My name and origin need not be related to posterity; in fact, I fancy it is better that they should 
not be, for when a man suddenly migrates to the States or the Colonies, he leaves his past 
behind him. Besides, what I once was is not in the least relevant to my narrative; save 
perhaps the fact that during my service in India I was more at home amongst white-bearded 
native teachers than amongst my brother-officers. I had delved not a little into odd Eastern 
lore when overtaken by the calamities which brought about my new life in Americaôs vast 
Westða life wherein I found it well to accept a nameðmy present oneðwhich is very 
common and carries no meaning. 

In the summer and autumn of 1894 I dwelt in the drear expanses of the Cactus Mountains, 
employed as a common labourer at the celebrated Norton Mine; whose discovery by an aged 
prospector some years before had turned the surrounding region from a nearly unpeopled 
waste to a seething cauldron of sordid life. A cavern of gold, lying deep below a mountain 
lake, had enriched its venerable finder beyond his wildest dreams, and now formed the seat 
of extensive tunnelling operations on the part of the corporation to which it had finally been 
sold. Additional grottoes had been found, and the yield of yellow metal was exceedingly great; 
so that a mighty and heterogeneous army of miners toiled day and night in the numerous 
passages and rock hollows. The Superintendent, a Mr. Arthur, often discussed the singularity 
of the local geological formations; speculating on the probable extent of the chain of caves, 
and estimating the future of the titanic mining enterprise. He considered the auriferous 
cavities the result of the action of water, and believed the last of them would soon be opened. 

It was not long after my arrival and employment that Juan Romero came to the Norton Mine. 
One of a large herd of unkempt Mexicans attracted thither from the neighbouring country, he 
at first commanded attention only because of his features; which though plainly of the Red 
Indian type, were yet remarkable for their light colour and refined conformation, being vastly 
unlike those of the average ñGreaserò or Piute of the locality. It is curious that although he 
differed so widely from the mass of Hispanicised and tribal Indians, Romero gave not the least 
impression of Caucasian blood. It was not the Castilian conquistador or the American pioneer, 
but the ancient and noble Aztec, whom imagination called to view when the silent peon would 
rise in the early morning and gaze in fascination at the sun as it crept above the eastern hills, 
meanwhile stretching out his arms to the orb as if in the performance of some rite whose 
nature he did not himself comprehend. But save for his face, Romero was not in any way 
suggestive of nobility. Ignorant and dirty, he was at home amongst the other brown-skinned 
Mexicans; having come (so I was afterward told) from the very lowest sort of surroundings. 
He had been found as a child in a crude mountain hut, the only survivor of an epidemic which 
had stalked lethally by. Near the hut, close to a rather unusual rock fissure, had lain two 
skeletons, newly picked by vultures, and presumably forming the sole remains of his parents. 
No one recalled their identity, and they were soon forgotten by the many. Indeed, the 
crumbling of the adobe hut and the closing of the rock fissure by a subsequent avalanche had 



helped to efface even the scene from recollection. Reared by a Mexican cattle-thief who had 
given him his name, Juan differed little from his fellows. 

The attachment which Romero manifested toward me was undoubtedly commenced through 
the quaint and ancient Hindoo ring which I wore when not engaged in active labour. Of its 
nature, and manner of coming into my possession, I cannot speak. It was my last link with a 
chapter of life forever closed, and I valued it highly. Soon I observed that the odd-looking 
Mexican was likewise interested; eyeing it with an expression that banished all suspicion of 
mere covetousness. Its hoary hieroglyphs seemed to stir some faint recollection in his 
untutored but active mind, though he could not possibly have beheld their like before. Within a 
few weeks after his advent, Romero was like a faithful servant to me; this notwithstanding the 
fact that I was myself but an ordinary miner. Our conversation was necessarily limited. He 
knew but a few words of English, while I found my Oxonian Spanish was something quite 
different from the patois of the peon of New Spain. 

The event which I am about to relate was unheralded by long premonitions. Though the man 
Romero had interested me, and though my ring had affected him peculiarly, I think that neither 
of us had any expectation of what was to follow when the great blast was set off. Geological 
considerations had dictated an extension of the mine directly downward from the deepest part 
of the subterranean area; and the belief of the Superintendent that only solid rock would be 
encountered, had led to the placing of a prodigious charge of dynamite. With this work 
Romero and I were not connected, wherefore our first knowledge of extraordinary conditions 
came from others. The charge, heavier perhaps than had been estimated, had seemed to 
shake the entire mountain. Windows in shanties on the slope outside were shattered by the 
shock, whilst miners throughout the nearer passages were knocked from their feet. Jewel 
Lake, which lay above the scene of action, heaved as in a tempest. Upon investigation it was 
seen that a new abyss yawned indefinitely below the seat of the blast; an abyss so monstrous 
that no handy line might fathom it, nor any lamp illuminate it. Baffled, the excavators sought a 
conference with the Superintendent, who ordered great lengths of rope to be taken to the pit, 
and spliced and lowered without cessation till a bottom might be discovered. 

Shortly afterward the pale-faced workmen apprised the Superintendent of their failure. Firmly 
though respectfully they signified their refusal to revisit the chasm, or indeed to work further in 
the mine until it might be sealed. Something beyond their experience was evidently 
confronting them, for so far as they could ascertain, the void below was infinite. The 
Superintendent did not reproach them. Instead, he pondered deeply, and made many plans 
for the following day. The night shift did not go on that evening. 

At two in the morning a lone coyote on the mountain began to howl dismally. From 
somewhere within the works a dog barked in answer; either to the coyoteðor to something 
else. A storm was gathering around the peaks of the range, and weirdly shaped clouds 
scudded horribly across the blurred patch of celestial light which marked a gibbous moonôs 
attempts to shine through many layers of cirro-stratus vapours. It was Romeroôs voice, coming 
from the bunk above, that awakened me; a voice excited and tense with some vague 
expectation I could not understand: 

ñ¡Madre de Dios!ðel sonidoðese sonidoð¡oiga Vd! ¿lo oye Vd?ðSeñor, THAT SOUND!ò 

I listened, wondering what sound he meant. The coyote, the dog, the storm, all were audible; 
the last named now gaining ascendancy as the wind shrieked more and more frantically. 
Flashes of lightning were visible through the bunk-house window. I questioned the nervous 
Mexican, repeating the sounds I had heard: 



ñ¿El coyote?ð¿el perro?ðàel viento?ò 

But Romero did not reply. Then he commenced whispering as in awe: 

ñEl ritmo, Señorðel ritmo de la tierraðTHAT THROB DOWN IN THE GROUND!ò 

And now I also heard; heard and shivered and without knowing why. Deep, deep, below me 
was a soundða rhythm, just as the peon had saidðwhich, though exceedingly faint, yet 
dominated even the dog, the coyote, and the increasing tempest. To seek to describe it were 
uselessðfor it was such that no description is possible. Perhaps it was like the pulsing of the 
engines far down in a great liner, as sensed from the deck, yet it was not so mechanical; not 
so devoid of the element of life and consciousness. Of all its qualities, remoteness in the earth 
most impressed me. To my mind rushed fragments of a passage in Joseph Glanvill which Poe 
has quoted with tremendous effectð 

ñðthe vastness, profundity, and unsearchableness of His works, which have a 
depth in them greater than the well of Democritus.ò 

Suddenly Romero leaped from his bunk; pausing before me to gaze at the strange ring on my 
hand, which glistened queerly in every flash of lightning, and then staring intently in the 
direction of the mine shaft. I also rose, and both stood motionless for a time, straining our 
ears as the uncanny rhythm seemed more and more to take on a vital quality. Then without 
apparent volition we began to move toward the door, whose rattling in the gale held a 
comforting suggestion of earthly reality. The chanting in the depthsðfor such the sound now 
seemed to beðgrew in volume and distinctness; and we felt irresistibly urged out into the 
storm and thence to the gaping blackness of the shaft. 

We encountered no living creature, for the men of the night shift had been released from duty, 
and were doubtless at the Dry Gulch settlement pouring sinister rumours into the ear of some 
drowsy bartender. From the watchmanôs cabin, however, gleamed a small square of yellow 
light like a guardian eye. I dimly wondered how the rhythmic sound had affected the 
watchman; but Romero was moving more swiftly now, and I followed without pausing. 

As we descended the shaft, the sound beneath grew definitely composite. It struck me as 
horribly like a sort of Oriental ceremony, with beating of drums and chanting of many voices. I 
have, as you are aware, been much in India. Romero and I moved without material hesitancy 
through drifts and down ladders; ever toward the thing that allured us, yet ever with a pitifully 
helpless fear and reluctance. At one time I fancied I had gone madðthis was when, on 
wondering how our way was lighted in the absence of lamp or candle, I realised that the 
ancient ring on my finger was glowing with eerie radiance, diffusing a pallid lustre through the 
damp, heavy air around. 

It was without warning that Romero, after clambering down one of the many rude ladders, 
broke into a run and left me alone. Some new and wild note in the drumming and chanting, 
perceptible but slightly to me, had acted on him in startling fashion; and with a wild outcry he 
forged ahead unguided in the cavernôs gloom. I heard his repeated shrieks before me, as he 
stumbled awkwardly along the level places and scrambled madly down the rickety ladders. 
And frightened as I was, I yet retained enough of perception to note that his speech, when 
articulate, was not of any sort known to me. Harsh but impressive polysyllables had replaced 
the customary mixture of bad Spanish and worse English, and of these only the oft repeated 
cry ñHuitzilopotchliò seemed in the least familiar. Later I definitely placed that word in the 
works of a great historianðand shuddered when the association came to me. 



The climax of that awful night was composite but fairly brief, beginning just as I reached the 
final cavern of the journey. Out of the darkness immediately ahead burst a final shriek from 
the Mexican, which was joined by such a chorus of uncouth sound as I could never hear 
again and survive. In that moment it seemed as if all the hidden terrors and monstrosities of 
earth had become articulate in an effort to overwhelm the human race. Simultaneously the 
light from my ring was extinguished, and I saw a new light glimmering from lower space but a 
few yards ahead of me. I had arrived at the abyss, which was now redly aglow, and which had 
evidently swallowed up the unfortunate Romero. Advancing, I peered over the edge of that 
chasm which no line could fathom, and which was now a pandemonium of flickering flame 
and hideous uproar. At first I beheld nothing but a seething blur of luminosity; but then 
shapes, all infinitely distant, began to detach themselves from the confusion, and I sawðwas 
it Juan Romero?ðbut God! I dare not tell you what I saw! . . . Some power from heaven, 
coming to my aid, obliterated both sights and sounds in such a crash as may be heard when 
two universes collide in space. Chaos supervened, and I knew the peace of oblivion. 

I hardly know how to continue, since conditions so singular are involved; but I will do my best, 
not even trying to differentiate betwixt the real and the apparent. When I awaked, I was safe in 
my bunk and the red glow of dawn was visible at the window. Some distance away the lifeless 
body of Juan Romero lay upon a table, surrounded by a group of men, including the camp 
doctor. The men were discussing the strange death of the Mexican as he lay asleep; a death 
seemingly connected in some way with the terrible bolt of lightning which had struck and 
shaken the mountain. No direct cause was evident, and an autopsy failed to shew any reason 
why Romero should not be living. Snatches of conversation indicated beyond a doubt that 
neither Romero nor I had left the bunkhouse during the night; that neither had been awake 
during the frightful storm which had passed over the Cactus range. That storm, said men who 
had ventured down the mine shaft, had caused extensive caving in, and had completely 
closed the deep abyss which had created so much apprehension the day before. When I 
asked the watchman what sounds he had heard prior to the mighty thunderbolt, he mentioned 
a coyote, a dog, and the snarling mountain windðnothing more. Nor do I doubt his word. 

Upon the resumption of work Superintendent Arthur called on some especially dependable 
men to make a few investigations around the spot where the gulf had appeared. Though 
hardly eager, they obeyed; and a deep boring was made. Results were very curious. The roof 
of the void, as seen whilst it was open, was not by any means thick; yet now the drills of the 
investigators met what appeared to be a limitless extent of solid rock. Finding nothing else, 
not even gold, the Superintendent abandoned his attempts; but a perplexed look occasionally 
steals over his countenance as he sits thinking at his desk. 

One other thing is curious. Shortly after waking on that morning after the storm, I noticed the 
unaccountable absence of my Hindoo ring from my finger. I had prized it greatly, yet 
nevertheless felt a sensation of relief at its disappearance. If one of my fellow-miners 
appropriated it, he must have been quite clever in disposing of his booty, for despite 
advertisements and a police search the ring was never seen again. Somehow I doubt if it was 
stolen by mortal hands, for many strange things were taught me in India. 

My opinion of my whole experience varies from time to time. In broad daylight, and at most 
seasons I am apt to think the greater part of it a mere dream; but sometimes in the autumn, 
about two in the morning when winds and animals howl dismally, there comes from 
inconceivable depths below a damnable suggestion of rhythmical throbbing . . . and I feel that 
the transition of Juan Romero was a terrible one indeed. 
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The White Ship 

(1919) 

I am Basil Elton, keeper of the North Point light that my father and grandfather kept before 
me. Far from the shore stands the grey lighthouse, above sunken slimy rocks that are seen 
when the tide is low, but unseen when the tide is high. Past that beacon for a century have 
swept the majestic barques of the seven seas. In the days of my grandfather there were 
many; in the days of my father not so many; and now there are so few that I sometimes feel 
strangely alone, as though I were the last man on our planet. 

From far shores came those white-sailed argosies of old; from far Eastern shores where 
warm suns shine and sweet odours linger about strange gardens and gay temples. The old 
captains of the sea came often to my grandfather and told him of these things, which in turn 
he told to my father, and my father told to me in the long autumn evenings when the wind 
howled eerily from the East. And I have read more of these things, and of many things 
besides, in the books men gave me when I was young and filled with wonder. 

But more wonderful than the lore of old men and the lore of books is the secret lore of ocean. 
Blue, green, grey, white, or black; smooth, ruffled, or mountainous; that ocean is not silent. All 
my days have I watched it and listened to it, and I know it well. At first it told to me only the 
plain little tales of calm beaches and near ports, but with the years it grew more friendly and 
spoke of other things; of things more strange and more distant in space and in time. 
Sometimes at twilight the grey vapours of the horizon have parted to grant me glimpses of the 
ways beyond; and sometimes at night the deep waters of the sea have grown clear and 
phosphorescent, to grant me glimpses of the ways beneath. And these glimpses have been 
as often of the ways that were and the ways that might be, as of the ways that are; for ocean 
is more ancient than the mountains, and freighted with the memories and the dreams of Time. 

Out of the South it was that the White Ship used to come when the moon was full and high in 
the heavens. Out of the South it would glide very smoothly and silently over the sea. And 
whether the sea was rough or calm, and whether the wind was friendly or adverse, it would 
always glide smoothly and silently, its sails distant and its long strange tiers of oars moving 
rhythmically. One night I espied upon the deck a man, bearded and robed, and he seemed to 
beckon me to embark for fair unknown shores. Many times afterward I saw him under the full 
moon, and ever did he beckon me. 

Very brightly did the moon shine on the night I answered the call, and I walked out over the 
waters to the White Ship on a bridge of moonbeams. The man who had beckoned now spoke 
a welcome to me in a soft language I seemed to know well, and the hours were filled with soft 
songs of the oarsmen as we glided away into a mysterious South, golden with the glow of that 
full, mellow moon. 

And when the day dawned, rosy and effulgent, I beheld the green shore of far lands, bright 
and beautiful, and to me unknown. Up from the sea rose lordly terraces of verdure, tree-
studded, and shewing here and there the gleaming white roofs and colonnades of strange 
temples. As we drew nearer the green shore the bearded man told me of that land, the Land 
of Zar, where dwell all the dreams and thoughts of beauty that come to men once and then 
are forgotten. And when I looked upon the terraces again I saw that what he said was true, for 
among the sights before me were many things I had once seen through the mists beyond the 
horizon and in the phosphorescent depths of ocean. There too were forms and fantasies more 



splendid than any I had ever known; the visions of young poets who died in want before the 
world could learn of what they had seen and dreamed. But we did not set foot upon the 
sloping meadows of Zar, for it is told that he who treads them may nevermore return to his 
native shore. 

As the White Ship sailed silently away from the templed terraces of Zar, we beheld on the 
distant horizon ahead the spires of a mighty city; and the bearded man said to me: ñThis is 
Thalarion, the City of a Thousand Wonders, wherein reside all those mysteries that man has 
striven in vain to fathom.ò And I looked again, at closer range, and saw that the city was 
greater than any city I had known or dreamed of before. Into the sky the spires of its temples 
reached, so that no man might behold their peaks; and far back beyond the horizon stretched 
the grim, grey walls, over which one might spy only a few roofs, weird and ominous, yet 
adorned with rich friezes and alluring sculptures. I yearned mightily to enter this fascinating 
yet repellent city, and besought the bearded man to land me at the stone pier by the huge 
carven gate Akariel; but he gently denied my wish, saying: ñInto Thalarion, the City of a 
Thousand Wonders, many have passed but none returned. Therein walk only daemons and 
mad things that are no longer men, and the streets are white with the unburied bones of those 
who have looked upon the eidolon Lathi, that reigns over the city.ò So the White Ship sailed 
on past the walls of Thalarion, and followed for many days a southward-flying bird, whose 
glossy plumage matched the sky out of which it had appeared. 

Then came we to a pleasant coast gay with blossoms of every hue, where as far inland as we 
could see basked lovely groves and radiant arbours beneath a meridian sun. From bowers 
beyond our view came bursts of song and snatches of lyric harmony, interspersed with faint 
laughter so delicious that I urged the rowers onward in my eagerness to reach the scene. And 
the bearded man spoke no word, but watched me as we approached the lily-lined shore. 
Suddenly a wind blowing from over the flowery meadows and leafy woods brought a scent at 
which I trembled. The wind grew stronger, and the air was filled with the lethal, charnel odour 
of plague-stricken towns and uncovered cemeteries. And as we sailed madly away from that 
damnable coast the bearded man spoke at last, saying: ñThis is Xura, the Land of Pleasures 
Unattained.ò 

So once more the White Ship followed the bird of heaven, over warm blessed seas fanned by 
caressing, aromatic breezes. Day after day and night after night did we sail, and when the 
moon was full we would listen to soft songs of the oarsmen, sweet as on that distant night 
when we sailed away from my far native land. And it was by moonlight that we anchored at 
last in the harbour of Sona-Nyl, which is guarded by twin headlands of crystal that rise from 
the sea and meet in a resplendent arch. This is the Land of Fancy, and we walked to the 
verdant shore upon a golden bridge of moonbeams. 

In the Land of Sona-Nyl there is neither time nor space, neither suffering nor death; and there 
I dwelt for many aeons. Green are the groves and pastures, bright and fragrant the flowers, 
blue and musical the streams, clear and cool the fountains, and stately and gorgeous the 
temples, castles, and cities of Sona-Nyl. Of that land there is no bound, for beyond each vista 
of beauty rises another more beautiful. Over the countryside and amidst the splendour of 
cities rove at will the happy folk, of whom all are gifted with unmarred grace and unalloyed 
happiness. For the aeons that I dwelt there I wandered blissfully through gardens where 
quaint pagodas peep from pleasing clumps of bushes, and where the white walks are 
bordered with delicate blossoms. I climbed gentle hills from whose summits I could see 
entrancing panoramas of loveliness, with steepled towns nestling in verdant valleys, and with 
the golden domes of gigantic cities glittering on the infinitely distant horizon. And I viewed by 



moonlight the sparkling sea, the crystal headlands, and the placid harbour wherein lay 
anchored the White Ship. 

It was against the full moon one night in the immemorial year of Tharp that I saw outlined the 
beckoning form of the celestial bird, and felt the first stirrings of unrest. Then I spoke with the 
bearded man, and told him of my new yearnings to depart for remote Cathuria, which no man 
hath seen, but which all believe to lie beyond the basalt pillars of the West. It is the Land of 
Hope, and in it shine the perfect ideals of all that we know elsewhere; or at least so men 
relate. But the bearded man said to me: ñBeware of those perilous seas wherein men say 
Cathuria lies. In Sona-Nyl there is no pain nor death, but who can tell what lies beyond the 
basalt pillars of the West?ò Natheless at the next full moon I boarded the White Ship, and with 
the reluctant bearded man left the happy harbour for untravelled seas. 

And the bird of heaven flew before, and led us toward the basalt pillars of the West, but this 
time the oarsmen sang no soft songs under the full moon. In my mind I would often picture the 
unknown Land of Cathuria with its splendid groves and palaces, and would wonder what new 
delights there awaited me. ñCathuria,ò I would say to myself, ñis the abode of gods and the 
land of unnumbered cities of gold. Its forests are of aloe and sandalwood, even as the 
fragrant groves of Camorin, and among the trees flutter gay birds sweet with song. On the 
green and flowery mountains of Cathuria stand temples of pink marble, rich with carven and 
painted glories, and having in their courtyards cool fountains of silver, where purl with 
ravishing music the scented waters that come from the grotto-born river Narg. And the cities 
of Cathuria are cinctured with golden walls, and their pavements also are of gold. In the 
gardens of these cities are strange orchids, and perfumed lakes whose beds are of coral and 
amber. At night the streets and the gardens are lit with gay lanthorns fashioned from the 
three-coloured shell of the tortoise, and here resound the soft notes of the singer and the 
lutanist. And the houses of the cities of Cathuria are all palaces, each built over a fragrant 
canal bearing the waters of the sacred Narg. Of marble and porphyry are the houses, and 
roofed with glittering gold that reflects the rays of the sun and enhances the splendour of the 
cities as blissful gods view them from the distant peaks. Fairest of all is the palace of the great 
monarch Dorieb, whom some say to be a demigod and others a god. High is the palace of 
Dorieb, and many are the turrets of marble upon its walls. In its wide halls many multitudes 
assemble, and here hang the trophies of the ages. And the roof is of pure gold, set upon tall 
pillars of ruby and azure, and having such carven figures of gods and heroes that he who 
looks up to those heights seems to gaze upon the living Olympus. And the floor of the palace 
is of glass, under which flow the cunningly lighted waters of the Narg, gay with gaudy fish not 
known beyond the bounds of lovely Cathuria.ò 

Thus would I speak to myself of Cathuria, but ever would the bearded man warn me to turn 
back to the happy shores of Sona-Nyl; for Sona-Nyl is known of men, while none hath ever 
beheld Cathuria. 

And on the thirty-first day that we followed the bird, we beheld the basalt pillars of the West. 
Shrouded in mist they were, so that no man might peer beyond them or see their summitsð
which indeed some say reach even to the heavens. And the bearded man again implored me 
to turn back, but I heeded him not; for from the mists beyond the basalt pillars I fancied there 
came the notes of singer and lutanist; sweeter than the sweetest songs of Sona-Nyl, and 
sounding mine own praises; the praises of me, who had voyaged far under the full moon and 
dwelt in the Land of Fancy. 

So to the sound of melody the White Ship sailed into the mist betwixt the basalt pillars of the 
West. And when the music ceased and the mist lifted, we beheld not the Land of Cathuria, but 



a swift-rushing resistless sea, over which our helpless barque was borne toward some 
unknown goal. Soon to our ears came the distant thunder of falling waters, and to our eyes 
appeared on the far horizon ahead the titanic spray of a monstrous cataract, wherein the 
oceans of the world drop down to abysmal nothingness. Then did the bearded man say to me 
with tears on his cheek: ñWe have rejected the beautiful Land of Sona-Nyl, which we may 
never behold again. The gods are greater than men, and they have conquered.ò And I closed 
my eyes before the crash that I knew would come, shutting out the sight of the celestial bird 
which flapped its mocking blue wings over the brink of the torrent. 

Out of that crash came darkness, and I heard the shrieking of men and of things which were 
not men. From the East tempestuous winds arose, and chilled me as I crouched on the slab 
of damp stone which had risen beneath my feet. Then as I heard another crash I opened my 
eyes and beheld myself upon the platform of that lighthouse from whence I had sailed so 
many aeons ago. In the darkness below there loomed the vast blurred outlines of a vessel 
breaking up on the cruel rocks, and as I glanced out over the waste I saw that the light had 
failed for the first time since my grandfather had assumed its care. 

And in the later watches of the night, when I went within the tower, I saw on the wall a 
calendar which still remained as when I had left it at the hour I sailed away. With the dawn I 
descended the tower and looked for wreckage upon the rocks, but what I found was only this: 
a strange dead bird whose hue was as of the azure sky, and a single shattered spar, of a 
whiteness greater than that of the wave-tips or of the mountain snow. 

And thereafter the ocean told me its secrets no more; and though many times since has the 
moon shone full and high in the heavens, the White Ship from the South came never again. 
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The Doom That Came to Sarnath 

(1919) 

There is in the land of Mnar a vast still lake that is fed by no stream and out of which no 
stream flows. Ten thousand years ago there stood by its shore the mighty city of Sarnath, but 
Sarnath stands there no more. 

It is told that in the immemorial years when the world was young, before ever the men of 
Sarnath came to the land of Mnar, another city stood beside the lake; the grey stone city of Ib, 
which was old as the lake itself, and peopled with beings not pleasing to behold. Very odd and 
ugly were these beings, as indeed are most beings of a world yet inchoate and rudely 
fashioned. It is written on the brick cylinders of Kadatheron that the beings of Ib were in hue 
as green as the lake and the mists that rise above it; that they had bulging eyes, pouting, 
flabby lips, and curious ears, and were without voice. It is also written that they descended 
one night from the moon in a mist; they and the vast still lake and grey stone city Ib. However 
this may be, it is certain that they worshipped a sea-green stone idol chiselled in the likeness 
of Bokrug, the great water-lizard; before which they danced horribly when the moon was 
gibbous. And it is written in the papyrus of Ilarnek, that they one day discovered fire, and 
thereafter kindled flames on many ceremonial occasions. But not much is written of these 
beings, because they lived in very ancient times, and man is young, and knows little of the 
very ancient living things. 

After many aeons men came to the land of Mnar; dark shepherd folk with their fleecy flocks, 
who built Thraa, Ilarnek, and Kadatheron on the winding river Ai. And certain tribes, more 
hardy than the rest, pushed on to the border of the lake and built Sarnath at a spot where 
precious metals were found in the earth. 

Not far from the grey city of Ib did the wandering tribes lay the first stones of Sarnath, and at 
the beings of Ib they marvelled greatly. But with their marvelling was mixed hate, for they 
thought it not meet that beings of such aspect should walk about the world of men at dusk. 
Nor did they like the strange sculptures upon the grey monoliths of Ib, for those sculptures 
were terrible with great antiquity. Why the beings and the sculptures lingered so late in the 
world, even until the coming of men, none can tell; unless it was because the land of Mnar is 
very still, and remote from most other lands both of waking and of dream. 

As the men of Sarnath beheld more of the beings of Ib their hate grew, and it was not less 
because they found the beings weak, and soft as jelly to the touch of stones and spears and 
arrows. So one day the young warriors, the slingers and the spearmen and the bowmen, 
marched against Ib and slew all the inhabitants thereof, pushing the queer bodies into the 
lake with long spears, because they did not wish to touch them. And because they did not like 
the grey sculptured monoliths of Ib they cast these also into the lake; wondering from the 
greatness of the labour how ever the stones were brought from afar, as they must have been, 
since there is naught like them in all the land of Mnar or in the lands adjacent. 

Thus of the very ancient city of Ib was nothing spared save the sea-green stone idol chiselled 
in the likeness of Bokrug, the water-lizard. This the young warriors took back with them to 
Sarnath as a symbol of conquest over the old gods and beings of Ib, and a sign of leadership 
in Mnar. But on the night after it was set up in the temple a terrible thing must have happened, 
for weird lights were seen over the lake, and in the morning the people found the idol gone, 
and the high-priest Taran-Ish lying dead, as from some fear unspeakable. And before he died, 



Taran-Ish had scrawled upon the altar of chrysolite with coarse shaky strokes the sign of 
DOOM. 

After Taran-Ish there were many high-priests in Sarnath, but never was the sea-green stone 
idol found. And many centuries came and went, wherein Sarnath prospered exceedingly, so 
that only priests and old women remembered what Taran-Ish had scrawled upon the altar of 
chrysolite. Betwixt Sarnath and the city of Ilarnek arose a caravan route, and the precious 
metals from the earth were exchanged for other metals and rare cloths and jewels and books 
and tools for artificers and all things of luxury that are known to the people who dwell along 
the winding river Ai and beyond. So Sarnath waxed mighty and learned and beautiful, and 
sent forth conquering armies to subdue the neighbouring cities; and in time there sate upon a 
throne in Sarnath the kings of all the land of Mnar and of many lands adjacent. 

The wonder of the world and the pride of all mankind was Sarnath the magnificent. Of 
polished desert-quarried marble were its walls, in height 300 cubits and in breadth 75, so that 
chariots might pass each other as men drave them along the top. For full 500 stadia did they 
run, being open only on the side toward the lake; where a green stone sea-wall kept back the 
waves that rose oddly once a year at the festival of the destroying of Ib. In Sarnath were fifty 
streets from the lake to the gates of the caravans, and fifty more intersecting them. With onyx 
were they paved, save those whereon the horses and camels and elephants trod, which were 
paved with granite. And the gates of Sarnath were as many as the landward ends of the 
streets, each of bronze, and flanked by the figures of lions and elephants carven from some 
stone no longer known among men. The houses of Sarnath were of glazed brick and 
chalcedony, each having its walled garden and crystal lakelet. With strange art were they 
builded, for no other city had houses like them; and travellers from Thraa and Ilarnek and 
Kadatheron marvelled at the shining domes wherewith they were surmounted. 

But more marvellous still were the palaces and the temples, and the gardens made by Zokkar 
the olden king. There were many palaces, the least of which were mightier than any in Thraa 
or Ilarnek or Kadatheron. So high were they that one within might sometimes fancy himself 
beneath only the sky; yet when lighted with torches dipt in the oil of Dothur their walls shewed 
vast paintings of kings and armies, of a splendour at once inspiring and stupefying to the 
beholder. Many were the pillars of the palaces, all of tinted marble, and carven into designs of 
surpassing beauty. And in most of the palaces the floors were mosaics of beryl and lapis-lazuli 
and sardonyx and carbuncle and other choice materials, so disposed that the beholder might 
fancy himself walking over beds of the rarest flowers. And there were likewise fountains, 
which cast scented waters about in pleasing jets arranged with cunning art. Outshining all 
others was the palace of the kings of Mnar and of the lands adjacent. On a pair of golden 
crouching lions rested the throne, many steps above the gleaming floor. And it was wrought of 
one piece of ivory, though no man lives who knows whence so vast a piece could have come. 
In that palace there were also many galleries, and many amphitheatres where lions and men 
and elephants battled at the pleasure of the kings. Sometimes the amphitheatres were 
flooded with water conveyed from the lake in mighty aqueducts, and then were enacted 
stirring sea-fights, or combats betwixt swimmers and deadly marine things. 

Lofty and amazing were the seventeen tower-like temples of Sarnath, fashioned of a bright 
multi-coloured stone not known elsewhere. A full thousand cubits high stood the greatest 
among them, wherein the high-priests dwelt with a magnificence scarce less than that of the 
kings. On the ground were halls as vast and splendid as those of the palaces; where gathered 
throngs in worship of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and Lobon, the chief gods of Sarnath, whose 
incense-enveloped shrines were as the thrones of monarchs. Not like the eikons of other 



gods were those of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and Lobon, for so close to life were they that one 
might swear the graceful bearded gods themselves sate on the ivory thrones. And up 
unending steps of shining zircon was the tower-chamber, wherefrom the high-priests looked 
out over the city and the plains and the lake by day; and at the cryptic moon and significant 
stars and planets, and their reflections in the lake, by night. Here was done the very secret 
and ancient rite in detestation of Bokrug, the water-lizard, and here rested the altar of 
chrysolite which bore the DOOM-scrawl of Taran-Ish. 

Wonderful likewise were the gardens made by Zokkar the olden king. In the centre of Sarnath 
they lay, covering a great space and encircled by a high wall. And they were surmounted by a 
mighty dome of glass, through which shone the sun and moon and stars and planets when it 
was clear, and from which were hung fulgent images of the sun and moon and stars and 
planets when it was not clear. In summer the gardens were cooled with fresh odorous 
breezes skilfully wafted by fans, and in winter they were heated with concealed fires, so that 
in those gardens it was always spring. There ran little streams over bright pebbles, dividing 
meads of green and gardens of many hues, and spanned by a multitude of bridges. Many 
were the waterfalls in their courses, and many were the lilied lakelets into which they 
expanded. Over the streams and lakelets rode white swans, whilst the music of rare birds 
chimed in with the melody of the waters. In ordered terraces rose the green banks, adorned 
here and there with bowers of vines and sweet blossoms, and seats and benches of marble 
and porphyry. And there were many small shrines and temples where one might rest or pray 
to small gods. 

Each year there was celebrated in Sarnath the feast of the destroying of Ib, at which time 
wine, song, dancing, and merriment of every kind abounded. Great honours were then paid to 
the shades of those who had annihilated the odd ancient beings, and the memory of those 
beings and of their elder gods was derided by dancers and lutanists crowned with roses from 
the gardens of Zokkar. And the kings would look out over the lake and curse the bones of the 
dead that lay beneath it. At first the high-priests liked not these festivals, for there had 
descended amongst them queer tales of how the sea-green eikon had vanished, and how 
Taran-Ish had died from fear and left a warning. And they said that from their high tower they 
sometimes saw lights beneath the waters of the lake. But as many years passed without 
calamity even the priests laughed and cursed and joined in the orgies of the feasters. Indeed, 
had they not themselves, in their high tower, often performed the very ancient and secret rite 
in detestation of Bokrug, the water-lizard? And a thousand years of riches and delight passed 
over Sarnath, wonder of the world and pride of all mankind. 

Gorgeous beyond thought was the feast of the thousandth year of the destroying of Ib. For a 
decade had it been talked of in the land of Mnar, and as it drew nigh there came to Sarnath 
on horses and camels and elephants men from Thraa, Ilarnek, and Kadatheron, and all the 
cities of Mnar and the lands beyond. Before the marble walls on the appointed night were 
pitched the pavilions of princes and the tents of travellers, and all the shore resounded with 
the song of happy revellers. Within his banquet-hall reclined Nargis-Hei, the king, drunken 
with ancient wine from the vaults of conquered Pnath, and surrounded by feasting nobles and 
hurrying slaves. There were eaten many strange delicacies at that feast; peacocks from the 
isles of Nariel in the Middle Ocean, young goats from the distant hills of Implan, heels of 
camels from the Bnazic desert, nuts and spices from Cydathrian groves, and pearls from 
wave-washed Mtal dissolved in the vinegar of Thraa. Of sauces there were an untold number, 
prepared by the subtlest cooks in all Mnar, and suited to the palate of every feaster. But most 



prized of all the viands were the great fishes from the lake, each of vast size, and served up 
on golden platters set with rubies and diamonds. 

Whilst the king and his nobles feasted within the palace, and viewed the crowning dish as it 
awaited them on golden platters, others feasted elsewhere. In the tower of the great temple 
the priests held revels, and in pavilions without the walls the princes of neighbouring lands 
made merry. And it was the high-priest Gnai-Kah who first saw the shadows that descended 
from the gibbous moon into the lake, and the damnable green mists that arose from the lake 
to meet the moon and to shroud in a sinister haze the towers and the domes of fated Sarnath. 
Thereafter those in the towers and without the walls beheld strange lights on the water, and 
saw that the grey rock Akurion, which was wont to rear high above it near the shore, was 
almost submerged. And fear grew vaguely yet swiftly, so that the princes of Ilarnek and of far 
Rokol took down and folded their tents and pavilions and departed for the river Ai, though they 
scarce knew the reason for their departing. 

Then, close to the hour of midnight, all the bronze gates of Sarnath burst open and emptied 
forth a frenzied throng that blackened the plain, so that all the visiting princes and travellers 
fled away in fright. For on the faces of this throng was writ a madness born of horror 
unendurable, and on their tongues were words so terrible that no hearer paused for proof. 
Men whose eyes were wild with fear shrieked aloud of the sight within the kingôs banquet-hall, 
where through the windows were seen no longer the forms of Nargis-Hei and his nobles and 
slaves, but a horde of indescribable green voiceless things with bulging eyes, pouting, flabby 
lips, and curious ears; things which danced horribly, bearing in their paws golden platters set 
with rubies and diamonds containing uncouth flames. And the princes and travellers, as they 
fled from the doomed city of Sarnath on horses and camels and elephants, looked again upon 
the mist-begetting lake and saw the grey rock Akurion was quite submerged. 

Through all the land of Mnar and the lands adjacent spread the tales of those who had fled 
from Sarnath, and caravans sought that accursed city and its precious metals no more. It was 
long ere any traveller went thither, and even then only the brave and adventurous young men 
of distant Falona dared make the journey; adventurous young men of yellow hair and blue 
eyes, who are no kin to the men of Mnar. These men indeed went to the lake to view Sarnath; 
but though they found the vast still lake itself, and the grey rock Akurion which rears high 
above it near the shore, they beheld not the wonder of the world and pride of all mankind. 
Where once had risen walls of 300 cubits and towers yet higher, now stretched only the 
marshy shore, and where once had dwelt fifty millions of men now crawled only the detestable 
green water-lizard. Not even the mines of precious metal remained, for DOOM had come to 
Sarnath. 

But half buried in the rushes was spied a curious green idol of stone; an exceedingly ancient 
idol coated with seaweed and chiselled in the likeness of Bokrug, the great water-lizard. That 
idol, enshrined in the high temple at Ilarnek, was subsequently worshipped beneath the 
gibbous moon throughout the land of Mnar. 
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The Statement of Randolph Carter 

(1920) 

I repeat to you, gentlemen, that your inquisition is fruitless. Detain me here forever if you will; 
confine or execute me if you must have a victim to propitiate the illusion you call justice; but I 
can say no more than I have said already. Everything that I can remember, I have told with 
perfect candour. Nothing has been distorted or concealed, and if anything remains vague, it is 
only because of the dark cloud which has come over my mindðthat cloud and the nebulous 
nature of the horrors which brought it upon me. 

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

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

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



hour must have been long after midnight; for a waning crescent moon was high in the 
vaporous heavens. 

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

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

ñIôm sorry to have to ask you to stay on the surface,ò he said, ñbut it would be a crime to let 
anyone with your frail nerves go down there. You canôt imagine, even from what you have 
read and from what Iôve told you, the things I shall have to see and do. Itôs fiendish work, 
Carter, and I doubt if any man without ironclad sensibilities could ever see it through and 
come up alive and sane. I donôt wish to offend you, and heaven knows Iôd be glad enough to 
have you with me; but the responsibility is in a certain sense mine, and I couldnôt drag a 
bundle of nerves like you down to probable death or madness. I tell you, you canôt imagine 
what the thing is really like! But I promise to keep you informed over the telephone of every 
moveðyou see Iôve enough wire here to reach to the centre of the earth and back!ò 

I can still hear, in memory, those coolly spoken words; and I can still remember my 
remonstrances. I seemed desperately anxious to accompany my friend into those sepulchral 
depths, yet he proved inflexibly obdurate. At one time he threatened to abandon the 
expedition if I remained insistent; a threat which proved effective, since he alone held the key 
to the thing. All this I can still remember, though I no longer know what manner of thing we 
sought. After he had secured my reluctant acquiescence in his design, Warren picked up the 



reel of wire and adjusted the instruments. At his nod I took one of the latter and seated myself 
upon an aged, discoloured gravestone close by the newly uncovered aperture. Then he 
shook my hand, shouldered the coil of wire, and disappeared within that indescribable 
ossuary. For a moment I kept sight of the glow of his lantern, and heard the rustle of the wire 
as he laid it down after him; but the glow soon disappeared abruptly, as if a turn in the stone 
staircase had been encountered, and the sound died away almost as quickly. I was alone, yet 
bound to the unknown depths by those magic strands whose insulated surface lay green 
beneath the struggling beams of that waning crescent moon. 

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

ñGod! If you could see what I am seeing!ò 

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

ñCarter, itôs terribleðmonstrousðunbelievable!ò 

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

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

ñI canôt tell you, Carter! Itôs too utterly beyond thoughtðI dare not tell youðno man could 
know it and liveðGreat God! I never dreamed of THIS!ò Stillness again, save for my now 
incoherent torrent of shuddering inquiry. Then the voice of Warren in a pitch of wilder 
consternation: 

ñCarter! for the love of God, put back the slab and get out of this if you can! Quick!ðleave 
everything else and make for the outsideðitôs your only chance! Do as I say, and donôt ask 
me to explain!ò 

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

ñBeat it! For Godôs sake, put back the slab and beat it, Carter!ò 

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



ñDonôt! You canôt understand! Itôs too lateðand my own fault. Put back the slab and runð
thereôs nothing else you or anyone can do now!ò The tone changed again, this time acquiring 
a softer quality, as of hopeless resignation. Yet it remained tense through anxiety for me. 

ñQuickðbefore itôs too late!ò I tried not to heed him; tried to break through the paralysis which 
held me, and to fulfil my vow to rush down to his aid. But his next whisper found me still held 
inert in the chains of stark horror. 

ñCarterðhurry! Itôs no useðyou must goðbetter one than twoðthe slabðò A pause, more 
clicking, then the faint voice of Warren: 

ñNearly over nowðdonôt make it harderðcover up those damned steps and run for your lifeð
youôre losing timeð So long, Carterðwonôt see you again.ò Here Warrenôs whisper swelled 
into a cry; a cry that gradually rose to a shriek fraught with all the horror of the agesð 

ñCurse these hellish thingsðlegionsð My God! Beat it! Beat it! Beat it!ò 

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

And then there came to me the crowning horror of allðthe unbelievable, unthinkable, almost 
unmentionable thing. I have said that aeons seemed to elapse after Warren shrieked forth his 
last despairing warning, and that only my own cries now broke the hideous silence. But after a 
while there was a further clicking in the receiver, and I strained my ears to listen. Again I 
called down, ñWarren, are you there?ò, and in answer heard the thing which has brought this 
cloud over my mind. I do not try, gentlemen, to account for that thingðthat voiceðnor can I 
venture to describe it in detail, since the first words took away my consciousness and created 
a mental blank which reaches to the time of my awakening in the hospital. Shall I say that the 
voice was deep; hollow; gelatinous; remote; unearthly; inhuman; disembodied? What shall I 
say? It was the end of my experience, and is the end of my story. I heard it, and knew no 
more. Heard it as I sat petrified in that unknown cemetery in the hollow, amidst the crumbling 
stones and the falling tombs, the rank vegetation and the miasmal vapours. Heard it well up 
from the innermost depths of that damnable open sepulchre as I watched amorphous, 
necrophagous shadows dance beneath an accursed waning moon. And this is what it said: 

ñYOU FOOL, WARREN IS DEAD!ò 

 

Return to Table of Contents 
 



The Terrible Old Man 

(1920) 

It was the design of Angelo Ricci and Joe Czanek and Manuel Silva to call on the Terrible Old 
Man. This old man dwells all alone in a very ancient house on Water Street near the sea, and 
is reputed to be both exceedingly rich and exceedingly feeble; which forms a situation very 
attractive to men of the profession of Messrs. Ricci, Czanek, and Silva, for that profession 
was nothing less dignified than robbery. 

The inhabitants of Kingsport say and think many things about the Terrible Old Man which 
generally keep him safe from the attention of gentlemen like Mr. Ricci and his colleagues, 
despite the almost certain fact that he hides a fortune of indefinite magnitude somewhere 
about his musty and venerable abode. He is, in truth, a very strange person, believed to have 
been a captain of East India clipper ships in his day; so old that no one can remember when 
he was young, and so taciturn that few know his real name. Among the gnarled trees in the 
front yard of his aged and neglected place he maintains a strange collection of large stones, 
oddly grouped and painted so that they resemble the idols in some obscure Eastern temple. 
This collection frightens away most of the small boys who love to taunt the Terrible Old Man 
about his long white hair and beard, or to break the small-paned windows of his dwelling with 
wicked missiles; but there are other things which frighten the older and more curious folk who 
sometimes steal up to the house to peer in through the dusty panes. These folk say that on a 
table in a bare room on the ground floor are many peculiar bottles, in each a small piece of 
lead suspended pendulum-wise from a string. And they say that the Terrible Old Man talks to 
these bottles, addressing them by such names as Jack, Scar-Face, Long Tom, Spanish Joe, 
Peters, and Mate Ellis, and that whenever he speaks to a bottle the little lead pendulum within 
makes certain definite vibrations as if in answer. Those who have watched the tall, lean, 
Terrible Old Man in these peculiar conversations, do not watch him again. But Angelo Ricci 
and Joe Czanek and Manuel Silva were not of Kingsport blood; they were of that new and 
heterogeneous alien stock which lies outside the charmed circle of New England life and 
traditions, and they saw in the Terrible Old Man merely a tottering, almost helpless greybeard, 
who could not walk without the aid of his knotted cane, and whose thin, weak hands shook 
pitifully. They were really quite sorry in their way for the lonely, unpopular old fellow, whom 
everybody shunned, and at whom all the dogs barked singularly. But business is business, 
and to a robber whose soul is in his profession, there is a lure and a challenge about a very 
old and very feeble man who has no account at the bank, and who pays for his few 
necessities at the village store with Spanish gold and silver minted two centuries ago. 

Messrs. Ricci, Czanek, and Silva selected the night of April 11th for their call. Mr. Ricci and 
Mr. Silva were to interview the poor old gentleman, whilst Mr. Czanek waited for them and 
their presumable metallic burden with a covered motor-car in Ship Street, by the gate in the 
tall rear wall of their hostôs grounds. Desire to avoid needless explanations in case of 
unexpected police intrusions prompted these plans for a quiet and unostentatious departure. 

As prearranged, the three adventurers started out separately in order to prevent any evil-
minded suspicions afterward. Messrs. Ricci and Silva met in Water Street by the old manôs 
front gate, and although they did not like the way the moon shone down upon the painted 
stones through the budding branches of the gnarled trees, they had more important things to 
think about than mere idle superstition. They feared it might be unpleasant work making the 
Terrible Old Man loquacious concerning his hoarded gold and silver, for aged sea-captains 



are notably stubborn and perverse. Still, he was very old and very feeble, and there were two 
visitors. Messrs. Ricci and Silva were experienced in the art of making unwilling persons 
voluble, and the screams of a weak and exceptionally venerable man can be easily muffled. 
So they moved up to the one lighted window and heard the Terrible Old Man talking childishly 
to his bottles with pendulums. Then they donned masks and knocked politely at the weather-
stained oaken door. 

Waiting seemed very long to Mr. Czanek as he fidgeted restlessly in the covered motor-car by 
the Terrible Old Manôs back gate in Ship Street. He was more than ordinarily tender-hearted, 
and he did not like the hideous screams he had heard in the ancient house just after the hour 
appointed for the deed. Had he not told his colleagues to be as gentle as possible with the 
pathetic old sea-captain? Very nervously he watched that narrow oaken gate in the high and 
ivy-clad stone wall. Frequently he consulted his watch, and wondered at the delay. Had the 
old man died before revealing where his treasure was hidden, and had a thorough search 
become necessary? Mr. Czanek did not like to wait so long in the dark in such a place. Then 
he sensed a soft tread or tapping on the walk inside the gate, heard a gentle fumbling at the 
rusty latch, and saw the narrow, heavy door swing inward. And in the pallid glow of the single 
dim street-lamp he strained his eyes to see what his colleagues had brought out of that 
sinister house which loomed so close behind. But when he looked, he did not see what he 
had expected; for his colleagues were not there at all, but only the Terrible Old Man leaning 
quietly on his knotted cane and smiling hideously. Mr. Czanek had never before noticed the 
colour of that manôs eyes; now he saw that they were yellow. 

Little things make considerable excitement in little towns, which is the reason that Kingsport 
people talked all that spring and summer about the three unidentifiable bodies, horribly 
slashed as with many cutlasses, and horribly mangled as by the tread of many cruel boot-
heels, which the tide washed in. And some people even spoke of things as trivial as the 
deserted motor-car found in Ship Street, or certain especially inhuman cries, probably of a 
stray animal or migratory bird, heard in the night by wakeful citizens. But in this idle village 
gossip the Terrible Old Man took no interest at all. He was by nature reserved, and when one 
is aged and feeble oneôs reserve is doubly strong. Besides, so ancient a sea-captain must 
have witnessed scores of things much more stirring in the far-off days of his unremembered 
youth. 
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The Tree 

(1920) 

ñFata viam invenient.ò 

On a verdant slope of Mount Maenalus, in Arcadia, there stands an olive grove about the 
ruins of a villa. Close by is a tomb, once beautiful with the sublimest sculptures, but now fallen 
into as great decay as the house. At one end of that tomb, its curious roots displacing the 
time-stained blocks of Pentelic marble, grows an unnaturally large olive tree of oddly repellent 
shape; so like to some grotesque man, or death-distorted body of a man, that the country folk 
fear to pass it at night when the moon shines faintly through the crooked boughs. Mount 
Maenalus is a chosen haunt of dreaded Pan, whose queer companions are many, and simple 
swains believe that the tree must have some hideous kinship to these weird Panisci; but an 
old bee-keeper who lives in the neighbouring cottage told me a different story. 

Many years ago, when the hillside villa was new and resplendent, there dwelt within it the two 
sculptors Kalos and Musides. From Lydia to Neapolis the beauty of their work was praised, 
and none dared say that the one excelled the other in skill. The Hermes of Kalos stood in a 
marble shrine in Corinth, and the Pallas of Musides surmounted a pillar in Athens, near the 
Parthenon. All men paid homage to Kalos and Musides, and marvelled that no shadow of 
artistic jealousy cooled the warmth of their brotherly friendship. 

But though Kalos and Musides dwelt in unbroken harmony, their natures were not alike. 
Whilst Musides revelled by night amidst the urban gaieties of Tegea, Kalos would remain at 
home; stealing away from the sight of his slaves into the cool recesses of the olive grove. 
There he would meditate upon the visions that filled his mind, and there devise the forms of 
beauty which later became immortal in breathing marble. Idle folk, indeed, said that Kalos 
conversed with the spirits of the grove, and that his statues were but images of the fauns and 
dryads he met thereðfor he patterned his work after no living model. 

So famous were Kalos and Musides, that none wondered when the Tyrant of Syracuse sent 
to them deputies to speak of the costly statue of Tyché which he had planned for his city. Of 
great size and cunning workmanship must the statue be, for it was to form a wonder of 
nations and a goal of travellers. Exalted beyond thought would be he whose work should gain 
acceptance, and for this honour Kalos and Musides were invited to compete. Their brotherly 
love was well known, and the crafty Tyrant surmised that each, instead of concealing his work 
from the other, would offer aid and advice; this charity producing two images of unheard-of 
beauty, the lovelier of which would eclipse even the dreams of poets. 

With joy the sculptors hailed the Tyrantôs offer, so that in the days that followed their slaves 
heard the ceaseless blows of chisels. Not from each other did Kalos and Musides conceal 
their work, but the sight was for them alone. Saving theirs, no eyes beheld the two divine 
figures released by skilful blows from the rough blocks that had imprisoned them since the 
world began. 

At night, as of yore, Musides sought the banquet halls of Tegea whilst Kalos wandered alone 
in the olive grove. But as time passed, men observed a want of gaiety in the once sparkling 
Musides. It was strange, they said amongst themselves, that depression should thus seize 
one with so great a chance to win artôs loftiest reward. Many months passed, yet in the sour 
face of Musides came nothing of the sharp expectancy which the situation should arouse. 



Then one day Musides spoke of the illness of Kalos, after which none marvelled again at his 
sadness, since the sculptorsô attachment was known to be deep and sacred. Subsequently 
many went to visit Kalos, and indeed noticed the pallor of his face; but there was about him a 
happy serenity which made his glance more magical than the glance of Musidesðwho was 
clearly distracted with anxiety, and who pushed aside all the slaves in his eagerness to feed 
and wait upon his friend with his own hands. Hidden behind heavy curtains stood the two 
unfinished figures of Tyché, little touched of late by the sick man and his faithful attendant. 

As Kalos grew inexplicably weaker and weaker despite the ministrations of puzzled 
physicians and of his assiduous friend, he desired to be carried often to the grove which he so 
loved. There he would ask to be left alone, as if wishing to speak with unseen things. Musides 
ever granted his requests, though his eyes filled with visible tears at the thought that Kalos 
should care more for the fauns and the dryads than for him. At last the end drew near, and 
Kalos discoursed of things beyond this life. Musides, weeping, promised him a sepulchre 
more lovely than the tomb of Mausolus; but Kalos bade him speak no more of marble glories. 
Only one wish now haunted the mind of the dying man; that twigs from certain olive trees in 
the grove be buried by his resting-placeðclose to his head. And one night, sitting alone in the 
darkness of the olive grove, Kalos died. 

Beautiful beyond words was the marble sepulchre which stricken Musides carved for his 
beloved friend. None but Kalos himself could have fashioned such bas-reliefs, wherein were 
displayed all the splendours of Elysium. Nor did Musides fail to bury close to Kalosô head the 
olive twigs from the grove. 

As the first violence of Musidesô grief gave place to resignation, he laboured with diligence 
upon his figure of Tyché. All honour was now his, since the Tyrant of Syracuse would have the 
work of none save him or Kalos. His task proved a vent for his emotion, and he toiled more 
steadily each day, shunning the gaieties he once had relished. Meanwhile his evenings were 
spent beside the tomb of his friend, where a young olive tree had sprung up near the 
sleeperôs head. So swift was the growth of this tree, and so strange was its form, that all who 
beheld it exclaimed in surprise; and Musides seemed at once fascinated and repelled. 

Three years after the death of Kalos, Musides despatched a messenger to the Tyrant, and it 
was whispered in the agora at Tegea that the mighty statue was finished. By this time the tree 
by the tomb had attained amazing proportions, exceeding all other trees of its kind, and 
sending out a singularly heavy branch above the apartment in which Musides laboured. As 
many visitors came to view the prodigious tree, as to admire the art of the sculptor, so that 
Musides was seldom alone. But he did not mind his multitude of guests; indeed, he seemed 
to dread being alone now that his absorbing work was done. The bleak mountain wind, 
sighing through the olive grove and the tomb-tree, had an uncanny way of forming vaguely 
articulate sounds. 

The sky was dark on the evening that the Tyrantôs emissaries came to Tegea. It was definitely 
known that they had come to bear away the great image of Tyché and bring eternal honour to 
Musides, so their reception by the proxenoi was of great warmth. As the night wore on, a 
violent storm of wind broke over the crest of Maenalus, and the men from far Syracuse were 
glad that they rested snugly in the town. They talked of their illustrious Tyrant, and of the 
splendour of his capital; and exulted in the glory of the statue which Musides had wrought for 
him. And then the men of Tegea spoke of the goodness of Musides, and of his heavy grief for 
his friend; and how not even the coming laurels of art could console him in the absence of 
Kalos, who might have worn those laurels instead. Of the tree which grew by the tomb, near 



the head of Kalos, they also spoke. The wind shrieked more horribly, and both the 
Syracusans and the Arcadians prayed to Aiolos. 

In the sunshine of the morning the proxenoi led the Tyrantôs messengers up the slope to the 
abode of the sculptor, but the night-wind had done strange things. Slavesô cries ascended 
from a scene of desolation, and no more amidst the olive grove rose the gleaming colonnades 
of that vast hall wherein Musides had dreamed and toiled. Lone and shaken mourned the 
humble courts and the lower walls, for upon the sumptuous greater peristyle had fallen 
squarely the heavy overhanging bough of the strange new tree, reducing the stately poem in 
marble with odd completeness to a mound of unsightly ruins. Strangers and Tegeans stood 
aghast, looking from the wreckage to the great, sinister tree whose aspect was so weirdly 
human and whose roots reached so queerly into the sculptured sepulchre of Kalos. And their 
fear and dismay increased when they searched the fallen apartment; for of the gentle 
Musides, and of the marvellously fashioned image of Tyché, no trace could be discovered. 
Amidst such stupendous ruin only chaos dwelt, and the representatives of two cities left 
disappointed; Syracusans that they had no statue to bear home, Tegeans that they had no 
artist to crown. However, the Syracusans obtained after a while a very splendid statue in 
Athens, and the Tegeans consoled themselves by erecting in the agora a marble temple 
commemorating the gifts, virtues, and brotherly piety of Musides. 

But the olive grove still stands, as does the tree growing out of the tomb of Kalos, and the old 
bee-keeper told me that sometimes the boughs whisper to one another in the night-wind, 
saying over and over again, ñOida! Oida!ðI know! I know!ò 
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The Cats of Ulthar 

(1920) 

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

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

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

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

On the third morning of the wanderersô stay in Ulthar, Menes could not find his kitten; and as 
he sobbed aloud in the market-place certain villagers told him of the old man and his wife, 
and of sounds heard in the night. And when he heard these things his sobbing gave place to 
meditation, and finally to prayer. He stretched out his arms toward the sun and prayed in a 
tongue no villager could understand; though indeed the villagers did not try very hard to 
understand, since their attention was mostly taken up by the sky and the odd shapes the 
clouds were assuming. It was very peculiar, but as the little boy uttered his petition there 



seemed to form overhead the shadowy, nebulous figures of exotic things; of hybrid creatures 
crowned with horn-flanked discs. Nature is full of such illusions to impress the imaginative. 

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

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

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

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

And in the end the burgesses passed that remarkable law which is told of by traders in 
Hatheg and discussed by travellers in Nir; namely, that in Ulthar no man may kill a cat. 
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The Temple 

(1920) 

(Manuscript found on the coast of Yucatan.) 

On August 20, 1917, I, Karl Heinrich, Graf von Altberg-Ehrenstein, Lieutenant-Commander in 
the Imperial German Navy and in charge of the submarine U-29, deposit this bottle and 
record in the Atlantic Ocean at a point to me unknown but probably about N. Latitude 20°, W. 
Longitude 35°, where my ship lies disabled on the ocean floor. I do so because of my desire 
to set certain unusual facts before the public; a thing I shall not in all probability survive to 
accomplish in person, since the circumstances surrounding me are as menacing as they are 
extraordinary, and involve not only the hopeless crippling of the U-29, but the impairment of 
my iron German will in a manner most disastrous. 

On the afternoon of June 18, as reported by wireless to the U-61, bound for Kiel, we 
torpedoed the British freighter Victory, New York to Liverpool, in N. Latitude 45° 16', W. 
Longitude 28° 34'; permitting the crew to leave in boats in order to obtain a good cinema view 
for the admiralty records. The ship sank quite picturesquely, bow first, the stern rising high out 
of the water whilst the hull shot down perpendicularly to the bottom of the sea. Our camera 
missed nothing, and I regret that so fine a reel of film should never reach Berlin. After that we 
sank the lifeboats with our guns and submerged. 

When we rose to the surface about sunset a seamanôs body was found on the deck, hands 
gripping the railing in curious fashion. The poor fellow was young, rather dark, and very 
handsome; probably an Italian or Greek, and undoubtedly of the Victoryôs crew. He had 
evidently sought refuge on the very ship which had been forced to destroy his ownðone 
more victim of the unjust war of aggression which the English pig-dogs are waging upon the 
Fatherland. Our men searched him for souvenirs, and found in his coat pocket a very odd bit 
of ivory carved to represent a youthôs head crowned with laurel. My fellow-officer, Lieut. 
Klenze, believed that the thing was of great age and artistic value, so took it from the men for 
himself. How it had ever come into the possession of a common sailor, neither he nor I could 
imagine. 

As the dead man was thrown overboard there occurred two incidents which created much 
disturbance amongst the crew. The fellowôs eyes had been closed; but in the dragging of his 
body to the rail they were jarred open, and many seemed to entertain a queer delusion that 
they gazed steadily and mockingly at Schmidt and Zimmer, who were bent over the corpse. 
The Boatswain Müller, an elderly man who would have known better had he not been a 
superstitious Alsatian swine, became so excited by this impression that he watched the body 
in the water; and swore that after it sank a little it drew its limbs into a swimming position and 
sped away to the south under the waves. Klenze and I did not like these displays of peasant 
ignorance, and severely reprimanded the men, particularly Müller. 

The next day a very troublesome situation was created by the indisposition of some of the 
crew. They were evidently suffering from the nervous strain of our long voyage, and had had 
bad dreams. Several seemed quite dazed and stupid; and after satisfying myself that they 
were not feigning their weakness, I excused them from their duties. The sea was rather 
rough, so we descended to a depth where the waves were less troublesome. Here we were 
comparatively calm, despite a somewhat puzzling southward current which we could not 
identify from our oceanographic charts. The moans of the sick men were decidedly annoying; 



but since they did not appear to demoralise the rest of the crew, we did not resort to extreme 
measures. It was our plan to remain where we were and intercept the liner Dacia, mentioned 
in information from agents in New York. 

In the early evening we rose to the surface, and found the sea less heavy. The smoke of a 
battleship was on the northern horizon, but our distance and ability to submerge made us 
safe. What worried us more was the talk of Boatswain Müller, which grew wilder as night 
came on. He was in a detestably childish state, and babbled of some illusion of dead bodies 
drifting past the undersea portholes; bodies which looked at him intensely, and which he 
recognised in spite of bloating as having seen dying during some of our victorious German 
exploits. And he said that the young man we had found and tossed overboard was their 
leader. This was very gruesome and abnormal, so we confined Müller in irons and had him 
soundly whipped. The men were not pleased at his punishment, but discipline was necessary. 
We also denied the request of a delegation headed by Seaman Zimmer, that the curious 
carved ivory head be cast into the sea. 

On June 20, Seamen Bohm and Schmidt, who had been ill the day before, became violently 
insane. I regretted that no physician was included in our complement of officers, since 
German lives are precious; but the constant ravings of the two concerning a terrible curse 
were most subversive of discipline, so drastic steps were taken. The crew accepted the event 
in a sullen fashion, but it seemed to quiet Müller; who thereafter gave us no trouble. In the 
evening we released him, and he went about his duties silently. 

In the week that followed we were all very nervous, watching for the Dacia. The tension was 
aggravated by the disappearance of Müller and Zimmer, who undoubtedly committed suicide 
as a result of the fears which had seemed to harass them, though they were not observed in 
the act of jumping overboard. I was rather glad to be rid of Müller, for even his silence had 
unfavourably affected the crew. Everyone seemed inclined to be silent now, as though holding 
a secret fear. Many were ill, but none made a disturbance. Lieut. Klenze chafed under the 
strain, and was annoyed by the merest triflesðsuch as the school of dolphins which gathered 
about the U-29 in increasing numbers, and the growing intensity of that southward current 
which was not on our chart. 

It at length became apparent that we had missed the Dacia altogether. Such failures are not 
uncommon, and we were more pleased than disappointed; since our return to Wilhelmshaven 
was now in order. At noon June 28 we turned northeastward, and despite some rather 
comical entanglements with the unusual masses of dolphins were soon under way. 

The explosion in the engine room at 2 P.M. was wholly a surprise. No defect in the machinery 
or carelessness in the men had been noticed, yet without warning the ship was racked from 
end to end with a colossal shock. Lieut. Klenze hurried to the engine room, finding the fuel-
tank and most of the mechanism shattered, and Engineers Raabe and Schneider instantly 
killed. Our situation had suddenly become grave indeed; for though the chemical air 
regenerators were intact, and though we could use the devices for raising and submerging 
the ship and opening the hatches as long as compressed air and storage batteries might hold 
out, we were powerless to propel or guide the submarine. To seek rescue in the lifeboats 
would be to deliver ourselves into the hands of enemies unreasonably embittered against our 
great German nation, and our wireless had failed ever since the Victory affair to put us in 
touch with a fellow U-boat of the Imperial Navy. 

From the hour of the accident till July 2 we drifted constantly to the south, almost without 
plans and encountering no vessel. Dolphins still encircled the U-29, a somewhat remarkable 



circumstance considering the distance we had covered. On the morning of July 2 we sighted 
a warship flying American colours, and the men became very restless in their desire to 
surrender. Finally Lieut. Klenze had to shoot a seaman named Traube, who urged this un-
German act with especial violence. This quieted the crew for the time, and we submerged 
unseen. 

The next afternoon a dense flock of sea-birds appeared from the south, and the ocean began 
to heave ominously. Closing our hatches, we awaited developments until we realised that we 
must either submerge or be swamped in the mounting waves. Our air pressure and electricity 
were diminishing, and we wished to avoid all unnecessary use of our slender mechanical 
resources; but in this case there was no choice. We did not descend far, and when after 
several hours the sea was calmer, we decided to return to the surface. Here, however, a new 
trouble developed; for the ship failed to respond to our direction in spite of all that the 
mechanics could do. As the men grew more frightened at this undersea imprisonment, some 
of them began to mutter again about Lieut. Klenzeôs ivory image, but the sight of an automatic 
pistol calmed them. We kept the poor devils as busy as we could, tinkering at the machinery 
even when we knew it was useless. 

Klenze and I usually slept at different times; and it was during my sleep, about 5 A.M., July 4, 
that the general mutiny broke loose. The six remaining pigs of seamen, suspecting that we 
were lost, had suddenly burst into a mad fury at our refusal to surrender to the Yankee 
battleship two days before; and were in a delirium of cursing and destruction. They roared like 
the animals they were, and broke instruments and furniture indiscriminately; screaming about 
such nonsense as the curse of the ivory image and the dark dead youth who looked at them 
and swam away. Lieut. Klenze seemed paralysed and inefficient, as one might expect of a 
soft, womanish Rhinelander. I shot all six men, for it was necessary, and made sure that none 
remained alive. 

We expelled the bodies through the double hatches and were alone in the U-29. Klenze 
seemed very nervous, and drank heavily. It was decided that we remain alive as long as 
possible, using the large stock of provisions and chemical supply of oxygen, none of which 
had suffered from the crazy antics of those swine-hound seamen. Our compasses, depth 
gauges, and other delicate instruments were ruined; so that henceforth our only reckoning 
would be guesswork, based on our watches, the calendar, and our apparent drift as judged by 
any objects we might spy through the portholes or from the conning tower. Fortunately we had 
storage batteries still capable of long use, both for interior lighting and for the searchlight. We 
often cast a beam around the ship, but saw only dolphins, swimming parallel to our own 
drifting course. I was scientifically interested in those dolphins; for though the ordinary 
Delphinus delphis is a cetacean mammal, unable to subsist without air, I watched one of the 
swimmers closely for two hours, and did not see him alter his submerged condition. 

With the passage of time Klenze and I decided that we were still drifting south, meanwhile 
sinking deeper and deeper. We noted the marine fauna and flora, and read much on the 
subject in the books I had carried with me for spare moments. I could not help observing, 
however, the inferior scientific knowledge of my companion. His mind was not Prussian, but 
given to imaginings and speculations which have no value. The fact of our coming death 
affected him curiously, and he would frequently pray in remorse over the men, women, and 
children we had sent to the bottom; forgetting that all things are noble which serve the 
German state. After a time he became noticeably unbalanced, gazing for hours at his ivory 
image and weaving fanciful stories of the lost and forgotten things under the sea. Sometimes, 
as a psychological experiment, I would lead him on in these wanderings, and listen to his 


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































