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The Mythology of Hastur

Carcosa
[ sense, on crystal winter evenings
When constellations gleam through black-branched trees,
A night-dark star no earthly gazer sees
T which some dread malevolently clings.
No star-chart shows it—no—yet slumber brings
lts vision from the clustered Hyades—
Black waters over which a leaden breeze
Wafts the sad song thar dead Cassilda sings.
Mo darker vision greces the sleeper than
That lake, from which the coiling cloud-waves pour
Tix break upon the long basaltic shore
Beneath the rays of red Aldebaran—
The lake whence dreamers fles in nameless dread

As Hasrur rises from his slimy bed.

—Richard L. Tierney

Ay August W Derleth, coiner of the famous rerm “the Crhulhu Mythos”, fol-

lowed his firse inspiration, we might be speaking today of “the Mythology of
Haseur.” This bir of nomenclature young Augie suggested o H, B Lovecraft, whose
bemused response (Hastur hardly figured in any of the stones!) pancrured the disa-
ple's balloon, Derleth was at work on one of his carliest Lovecrattian pastiches, “The
Betwrn of Hastur®, and we may suspect, having elevated Hastur to the status of a
major player in the pantheon of the Old Ones, Derleth was trying to secure the cen-
erality of his new favore by naming the whole game after hum,

Perey and self-serving and inappropriate it mighe thus seem to us, bur in whar
tollows | want to suggest that Derleth, as he often did, had glimpsed an insight into
Lovecratt's work and its sources that later critics would take genemations to sec for
themselves. Indeed it is not clear that Derleth himself saw the implications of his

own momentary insight.

Derleth once remarked thar Robere W Chambers' The King in Yelfme, "with the
waork of Poe and Bierce, shares the distinction of having coneributed to the famed
Crhulhu mythos of H. P Lovecraft.” Nore Derleh's implicie assumptions. For him
Lowvecrate and his Mythos are central. Chambers, Poe, and Bierce are lucky to be able
to take the modest roles of precursors, way-pavers, John the Baprists to the Mythos
Messiah, Lovecratr. This, it seems sale to say, would have been no less trize had
Derletn persisted in calling the whoele myth system the Mythology of Haseur.

Bur the discarded term “Mythology of Hastur” poines with an imphcie logic in
another direction altogether. Lovecraft shot it down because Hastur had so lietle o
do with the myth-pattern as it was developing in his own stories and those of Clark
Ashton Smith, Rebere B Howard, Robere Bloch, and others. Yer this is precisely the
merit of the term. For | will cortend, as Derleth scemed to see for cne fading

moment, that Lovecraft's stories make more sense, seen noet in the context of his cwn
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evolving Mythos, but as links in a larger chain forged by other writers, pre- and
post-Lovecrattian,

The 1ssue here 15 whether we make Lovecrafe and his Mythos central or whether
we place HPL in orbit about some other central sun. The present collection is an
experiment which takes the lacter option as its working hypothesis. We are secing
Lovecratt’s "The Whisperer in Darkness” as one link in a chain beginning with
Bicree and Arthur Machen and continuing on through Derleth, James Blish, Lin

Carter, Karl Edward Wagner, and other contemporary writers.

Let me put it chis way. We have learned from Lovecraft and Derleth to view the
tales of Crhulho and Yog-Sothoth as parts of a oyele of mych. Lovecrafr always
explained to correspondents char he did not achieve perfect consistency in his vari-
ous stores, say, in what each smd abour Cehulhu or che Neoremomicon, tor the very
good reason that he wanted his shuddery allusions to these eldritch items to retlect
the inconsistencies, duplications, and redundances of actual ancient myth cycles,
where, e.g., we hind two or three onigin tales for the same goddess or shrine.

Another implication of the mythic character of the Mythos made clear by the
recent studies of A. Lord and others is thar &t is meaningless to speak of an "origi-
nal” of a given tale or myth or epic. When we find variant versions, abridged or com-
posite opics, or whatever, there is no way to choose one and declare it the "true”™ orig-
inal, the definitive version. Each tale is a link in a chain, part of an evelving cy<le.
Each performance of the myth is a new "original”, so to speak.

In the same way, it seems to me highly misleading o rake Lovecratt's seories and
myth-concepes as the definitive version and o view Chambers and the others as lead-
ing up toit, Detleth and the others as representing a declension from it. Each bas its
own integnty, s own prionty. Lovecralt has his moment upon the stage, but then he
is replaced by a new teller of a new version,

The u}:r.-i]'L-;:-t of this wa ¥ of ]uu]-;[ng at t]'ti:rl_;.{E is that we will most ].:-m’r-it:tbh' il.m{_;_w
Lovecraft's achievement, as well as underseand him in new ways, if we will understand
his text as a retelling of older literary myths, and it we will see the later tales of oth-
ers as new originals with a genetic relation to HPL's: dependent, yes, but not neces-
sarily derivative. Surely Lovecraft would not have ascribed to his own work the same
centrality we have lent it

The Hastrr Cyede (like others in the new series of Chaosium anthologies which it
inaugurates) may be seen as a literary genealogy, a family cree in which Lovecraft's
“The "t":'rhir-}nu' rer it Darkness™ = a ai:‘:g]u branch, with other branches :al.'r.'r'l:ln'l:il'lg from
it and going in their own directions, The family tree beging with Ambrose Bierce,
who s represented by two briet tales, "Haita the Shepherd” and “An [nhabitane of
Carcosa.” Robert W, Chambers culled certain evocative names from these two sto-
ries and used them in his own rales in the collection The King fr Yolivee,

As Lovecraft put it in a leteer to Clark Ashton Smith (June 24, 1927),
“Chambers must have been impressed with ‘An Inhabitant of Carcosa’ & "Haita the
Shepherd”, which were first published during his youth. But he even improves on
Bicrce in creating a shuddering background of horrorééa vague, disquisting mem-
ory which makes one reluctant to use the faculey of recollection too vigorously.éf

T tales from that volume are included here, chose which provide che mest evoca-
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tive glimpses of the Carcosa Mythos, if you will, che poisonous plant Chambers cul-
tivated from the few seeds planted by Brerce,

That plant was not left to die when Chambers passed from the scene. We will
see in A moment that Lovecrafe plucked a blossom or two from it himself, but there
were others eager to tend the ['.-]:mt. James Blish, in his F:I.SCin.‘ltil‘lH "More Light",
actually ventures to show us what all the fuss was abour. He dares to supply the texe
of The King i Yollme—rthar is, the play to which Chambers’ characrers often allude,
but of which Chambers |'.-I-.n'idr.-d no more than occasional snippets. Granted, it 15 a
challenge no one can meet to create a text like the Neorowowicon or The King in
Yedfme—it cannot possibly survive the unveiling. Standing as a naked text betore our
scrutiny, it cannot be half so frightening as our fears of it were,

Blish apologizes tor this sad face in the story itsell. And yee [ find Blish's recon-
strucrion of the play trom the muxed hints of Chambers to be so effective, so0 com-
pelling, so perfectly natwral, that as | reread Chambers, | find myself agan and agan
decaved into placng Chamber's allusions and quotations into the context Blsh has
provided for them. As far as | am concerned, Blish has given us the real thing, He 1=
one of the few who could have.

Chambers tells us thae the publication of the play was greeted by universal
denunciation from botch pulpit and press. Why? Did it supply incantations to call up
Satan? Hardly; it did not need o stretch so far to find poison to destroy the souls of
its readers. The play ser forch the nullicy of all human hopes, exposed much-vaunt-
ed Truth 2s a mere phantom, and revealsd che Nihil so ne one could any mere deny

it. Except those who dared not read che play, secretly fearing its cruth.

As the sophisticates and avante-garde read the book, they became miected with
s jaded nihlism. It spread like a plague, Chambers tells us, among the intelli-
gentsia, That contagion reached as far as Blish and did not stop there. Larer, Karl
Ecward Wagner, master of horror and sword-&-sorcery fiction, succumbed to the
miasmal spell of the wicked book. Fhs story, "The Biver of Night's Dreaming”,
shows thae.

It is remarkable that both Blish and Wagner have {unlike some others) pl'q.'l-:&d
up the late nineteenth-century flaver of The King v Yalloe as Chambers must have
imagined it. The King is swathed in yellow for the same reason Oscar Wilde wrote
tor The Yolfore Bogk, Tt was the banner of Decadence in the Yellow Nineties, Blish thus
depicts the royalty of Hastur a5 sunk deep in jaded ennui, while Wagner uncovers
the nighe side of Victorian sexualicy, whasr happened when the twin suns set, the sore
of thing we read of in Steven Marcus™ excellent stady The Ober Victorians,

Thus tar | have traced the Biesce-Chambers erajectory along a farly straghe
line, Another tale that must be mentioned at this poine, though it 12 not included
here, 15 Raymond Chandler's decective story “The King in Yellow” The hero, some-
thing of an carly precussor of Chandler’s famous Philip Marlowe, s a house dick
attached to a fancy hotel. He has the misfortune to find murdered in his reneed bed
a famous jazz trumpeter, King Leopardi. This “king” is deposited inclegantly on his
bed wearing his trademark yellow silk pajamas. The detective takes one lock at him
and mutters, “The king in yellow,” noting that it reminded him of a bock he once

read. Which bock do you suppose thar was?
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O course Chandler may simply have meant that the hero had once read
Chambers, But [ wonder, on second thoughe, if this hardboled detective story is
meant to be set mn the fictive umiverse in which The Kevg o0 Yol was a notonous
play of decadent tendencies. Had it blasted the once wdealistic naiveté of Chandler's
typically hard-boiled protagonist? The saw-nerved realism of Chandler’s derectives
seems to me an authentic twenticth-century version of cthe llusionless claney mpare-
ed by a reading of the infamous play.

Whether we are thinking about the book Chambers did write or the play he
did not write, the mention of The King i Yellow in Chandler’s story functions exact-
ly like the allusions to the play in Chambers's own tales, They punctuate by prece-
dent. The action and the characters ateain their authenticity by conforming to the
dramaturgical prototypes of The King v Yallare.

This brings us to H. B Lovecraft. His references to the Bwerce-Chambers
mythos ocour most overtly in “The Whisperer in Darkness.” Lovecrait’s narrator,
Albert Wilmarth, upon reacdhing the disturbing epistles of Heney Akeley, bemoans
that, “I found myself faced by names and terms that | had heard elsewhere in the
most hideous of connections ... Hasrur, Yian, Leng, the Lake of Hali, Bethmoora,
the Yellow Sign ...."

Leng, though apparently based on an old Tibetan place name (c.f. the Tibetan
cpic The Superfoman Lije of Gesar of Ling), 5 Lovecraft's own fictional creation, But it
owes an obvious debr te Yian, a mysterious Oriental city in another work of
Chambers, The Maker of Momu. Expanding it to “Yian-Ho", Lovecraft would men-

rion it again in other tales.

We hear later in the story of Fastur and the Yellow Sign when Akeley (or some
L'I'I.':i':}' il'.l'lEH.‘:"-'U‘l.'.l:l.til'l.,ﬁ .I'I::i'l'l'.l:l (9 G 'Lil.]'l'l'.l ":{ll:ijl'l.'.li'.]'fh.t‘- :‘-'..I:‘-E:'I'C\.]IUTIF i.-l]."'l.:ll.-ll: I:l:'H.' 'L"'-':i] iI'I.tL'I.'.I-
tivns of the Outer Ones:

There is a whole secret cule of evil men (a man of your mystical erudi-

tion will understand me when [ link them with Hastar and the Yellow
Sign) devored 1o the purpose of tracking chem down and injuring them
on behalt of monstrous powers from other dimensions.

I am quite certain that the protocype of this cult (whether or not Lovecraft
means us to understand that chere is such a thing for the purposes of the story—it
may be nothing but a smoke screen by the Outer Ones o mask cheir own inten-
rions} is the sorcerous international brotherhood of the Kuen=Yuin from The Maker of
Moors. You can see as well thar Lovecraft appropriated their name oo <hristen the
subrerranean dwelling place of che Old Ones in “The Mound™: K'n-yan, also men-
tioned here in “The Whisperer in Darkness.”

[ndeed the nfluence of Chambers on Lovecraft has never been adequarely ganged.

Compare a passage from The Maker of Moeas vo one of the Benpd from Yageorh sonnets,

When the lighe of my eyes has faded forever, then, even then [ shall not
torget the city of Yian. Why, it 12 my home—nune! The river and che
thousand bridges, the white peak beyend, the sweet-scented gardens,
the liles, the pleasant noise of the summer wind laden with bee music

LII'I.-'\.] t]'tli.' m U.Fi'i. I.Il1- 1'";.' |.]F-—..1 |.I. !]'I'L'F'L' ELTE TI'.IiI.'.IL'.
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XV The Gardens of Zin
Beyond thar Wall, whose ancient masoney
Reached almose to che sky in moss-thick towers,
There would be terraced gardens, rich with tHowers,
And fluteer of bird and buerertly and bee,
There would be walks, and bridges arclung over
Warm lotus-pools reflecting temple eaves,
And cherry-rrees with delicate boughs and leaves
Against a pink sky where herons hover,
All would be there, for had net old dreams flung
Open the gate o that stone-lanterned maze
Where drowsy streams spin out their winding ways,
Trailed by green vines from bending branches hung?
L hurried"ébue when the wall rose, grim and greae,

[ found there was no longer any gate.

The Gardens of Yin are plainly the Gardens of Yian.,

Another Fansi sonner speaks of “The Thing”™ which “wears a silken mask / Of
vellow, whose queer folds appear to hide [ A face not of this earth, though none dares
ask [ Just what those features are, which bulge inside.” This being, which Lovecrafe
elsewhere calls “the Teho lthe Lama of Leng”, appears also in The Dveam-Queest of
Usbnoten Kadatlh, where he s called “the Velded King” and sits upon a throne, |
beleve this Dalai Lama of the Elder Ones is supposed o be the King in Yellow him-
self, adopted intoe the Lovecrafvian pantheon just as surely as was Clark Ashron
Smithk's Trathoggua. Unlike Blish, as you will see, Lovecrafe simply tock the Pallid
Mask to be the adornment of the King himself, Pale yellow? Why not?

The Pallid Mask may also be that mask denned by Nyarlathotep in “The
Whisperer in Darkness.” In the litany of the crustaceans recorded by Akeley on his
Edison cylinder we hear of the Mighty Messenger that “He shall put on the sem-
blance of men, the waxen mask and the robe thar hides, and come down from the
world of the Seven Suns to mock.” Ts it he who sits opposite Wilmarch in the guise
ol ."nl{c-lr}' and whigperss Thar i= the COmjecture of William Fulwiler, and | accept it.
"He had on a leose dressing-gown and was swathed around the head and high
around the neck with a vivid vellow scarf or hood.” Here Nyarlathotep has become
the King in Yellow.

And what of Yuggoth on the nim? “There are mighty cities on Yuggoth—grear
tiers of terraced rowers buile of black stone. ... The sun shines there no braghter than
a star. ... The black rivers of picch ... flow vunder those mysterious cyclopean
bridges.” s not this Lovecralt's version of fabled Carcosa, the city that scems not to
be part of this world, whose towers rise benind the meoond” fbecause the city itself lies
beyond the meon?

S0 the Bierce-Chambers stream empties into the Miskatonic. But it is not the
only source of “The Whisperer in Darkness.” Even more important to chis
Lovecrattian rale is Archur Machen's "The Novel of the Black Seal.” Thar Lovecraft’s
tale owes some debt of inspiration is plain from the overt acknowledgment in the
story itself: “Most of my foes ... were merely romanticists who insisted on trying o
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eransfer o real life the fantascic lore of lurking “Lictle Pecple™ made popular by the
magnificent horror-fiction of Arthur Machen.” Bue there is more invelved than this
passage might suggese, In fact, [ would go so far as to make Lovecraft's tale essen-
tially a rewrniting, a new version of Machen's, Consider the paralle]s:

In both cases we have a professor, an antiquarian, tollowing his avocational
interests in what most would dismiss as superstition on a dangerous expedition into
a strange region of ominous domed hills. He is [ured by a curiously engraved black
stone which seems a survival from an elder prehuman race now hidden in those mys-
terious hills, Here Lovecraft splits the role of Machen's Professor Gregg between
Professor Wilmarth and the scholarly recluse Akeley. And it s Akeley, not the
Professor, who eventually disappears into the clutches of che elder race. Wilmarth

remains behind ro rell che tale, like Machen's Miss Lally.

[ think we can wlentity specific sentences in Machen and their descendants in
Lovecratt. Machen: “I conjured images of strange shapes gathering fast amudse the
reeds, beside the wash in the river” Lovecratt: "Shorely after the flood .. there
appeared certmn odd stones of things found floating 1n some of the swollen rivers.”
Muachen: "What if the obscure and horrible race of the hills sull survived, stll
remained havnting wild places and barren halls ...7" Lovecrate: "Briefly summarized,
it hinted at a hidden race of monstrous beings which lurked somewhere among the
remoter hills—in the deep woods of the highest peaks, and the dark valleys where

streams trickle from unknown source”

Machen mentions “certain histories of children, and of men and women who
vanished strangely from the earth.” Was this the inspiration for Lovecraft having
Akeley and previous interlopers licerally spirited (in their canisters) off che face of
the Earth?

Why does Akeley have a buse of Milton in hs study? Because Protessor Gregg
had one of Piet in lus. In Machen's eale, the mysterious moving of the bust from high
atop a cabinet served as an ominous clue of the entry of 4 nonhuman presence. In
Loveeraft's tale the bust s a similar signal, but only indirectly, in thar it means to
remind you of the bust of Pitt and what it signaled.

A glance at "The Dunwich Horror™ will show that Lovecraft had Machen on
his mind as he wrote, as he mentions "The Great God Pan”™ by name twice, [ think
it 5|_':Ln:r_-|].r less obvious that the central character of Wilbur "Ql:"hutr_-'.t}' was inspired
by the poor cretin Jervase Cradock in “The Novel of the Black Seal” (and remember
Jervas Dudley in “The Tomb™. Jervase is a pathetic hybrid tainted by inheritance
of the bloodline of the hidden Lirtle People of the hills. Like his ewin Wilbur
Whateley, he is the spawn of earthlings and Old Ones together, and he seill speaks
the tongue of the Elder Race. And finally he stands (or lies) revealed as being tera-
tologically fabulous, tentacles adorning a vaguely human frame,

[fwe have traced the pervasive influence of Machen's tale on Lovecraft this far,
let us not shrink back now. [ believe that the interrextualivy between "The Whisperer
in Darkness” and “The Wovel of the Black Seal” gives us a crucal clue to understand-
ing the latter as well as the former. We are told thar the only trace of the ill-fated
Professor (regg was a crude parchment bag, tied with gut, containing the man’s per-

sonal effects. The parchment itself was imprinted with the mysterious characcers of
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the Black Seal stone itself. The sight of this signals the narrator as to the awful fare
of her late employer.

What happened to him? At the close of "The Whisperer in Darkness” we are
told that the flecing Wilmareh lingered long enough to behold the pecled face and
severed hands of Henry Akeley resting in his chair. Lovecraft must have interpreted
the parchment sack as the ranned hide of Professor Gregg himself, stamped with the
very stone seal that led him to his doom. 8¢ he had preeey much the same thing hap-
pen to hapless Akeley. | believe he is right, and it is easier to understand Machen in
light of Lovecraft's interprecation of him.

Just as rwo major streams tlow inte Lovecraft's tale, so do two tlow our of ir.
On the one hand, some subsequent wrirers found most fascinating the concept of the
Living Fungi from Yuggoth, the Ourer Ones themselves, Lovecratt himselt would
bring them back on stage in Ae ohe Meosntain of Maduwers as enemies of the Star-
Headed Old Ones. The young Ramsey Campbell featured the beings (though he
transformed them into “leard crustaceans™) m “The Mine on Yuggoth.” Another
member of what Lin Carter dubbed The New Lovecraft Circle, James Wade, con-
tributed a shore tale to the Yuggoth sub-mythos, "Planerfall on Yuggoth.” Neither
story has been widely seen for too long,

Wade's theme of space explorers making an ill-advised “close encounter”™ with
the beings of Yuggoth was also the theme, independencly, of Richard Lupoft's better
known “The Discovery of the Ghooric Zone, 20377, which appears in the second
edition of the Arkham House anchology Tader of the Cobudbee Mythos, Bur Lupoff's
"Documents in the Case of Elizabeth Akeley”™ is ne less importanc. Tt forms 2 direce
sequel o “The Whisperer in Darkness.”

The other stream tlowing from Lovecraft's tale of Plutonians in the Vermont
woods i the Haseur trajectory. Here August Derleth demonserated ro qust whae
extent he saw Bierce and Chambers having “contributed to the Cehulhu Mythos of
Lovecralt.” In a passage already quoted, Lovecraft has Wilmarch string out a long Lise
of certe names, In this lise “Hastue™ appears sandwiched berween Nyarlathorep and
Meathoth on one side and Yian, Leng, the Lake of Hali, and Bethmoora on the other.
The first two are personal names, the last several place names. Te which category
does Hastur belong? Seeing that in Chambers Hastur is a city, the ciey of Cassilda
and the rest, we might assume Lovecraft intended Hastur to be a place as well.

As T have more than once argued elsewhere, Derleth had a skill for whar
Harold Bloom calls "misprision”, or creative misreading of Lovecraft's texts, finding
graft peints in the ambiguities of Lovecratt's cales where he might allow new inter-
pretations to floutish. Here ke has chosen to place the name Haseur with che firse
half' of the list, making him a fellow of Azathorh and Nyarlathorep,

It seems that Derlech rerreated back beyond Chambers to his source, Bierce’s
Hafta the Shepherd”, where Hastur is a deity, albeir a benign one, Derleth's own ver-
sion of Hastur may seem a far ory equally from Chambers, Lovecrafe, and Bierce,
since Derleth makes Hastur one of the Grear Old Ones (an aquatic menster in “The
(rable Window”, a winged harpy in most of the rest of his tales), half-brother to
Crreat Cthulhu, Yet as we see in "The Return of Hastur” and most of the stories con-
stituting Derleth’s The Trad! of Cthadiue, Derleth pictures Hastur as a deity leagued

with the human race against the devilish minions of Crhulhu.



Xiv The Hastur Cycle

Oihy, 1o be sure, Derleth was interested in those crustaceans from far Yoggoth,
but he subordinated them to the regnane notion of Hastur as a god, derived from
Bierce, He made the Yaggoth Ma-Go into a race of servitors to Hasour, no longers pri-
marily an alien race of extraterreserials fearsome in theirr own right. More like angels
to a god,

Derleth may have gone back to the source, Bierce, but he was far from wanti-
ng to leave behind the evocative mythology of Chambers. In "The Rerorn of
Flastur™, we read a catalog of names reminiscent, by no coincidence, of those in "The

Whisperer in Darkness™

Among my Uncle Amos's papers there are many fearsome names writ-
ten in his erabbed seript: Goraae Cthadbn, the Lakbe of Hali, Tiathoppea, Yip-
Setlbuth, Nyarfatbotep, Azatbotl, Haster the Despeabable, Yigpoid, Addowes,
Thale, Aldebaran, the Hyada, Caveasa, and others (.. Hastur was hurled
Into outer space, into that place where the black stars hang, which &=
indicated as Aldebaran of the Hyades, which s the place mentioned by

Chambers, even as he repeats the Carcosa of Bierce.

This passage, deplaying Derlech's characeeristic flaw of cramming too much
mythos data into a story, making it substitute for action and atmosphere, becomes
an allegory of reading for his own text: Paul Tatele says he = quoting Amos Turtle's
notes, but in reality it is Derleth himself whose story notes have invaded his text,
when they should have remained uncberusively in the background.

Derleth simply added his version of the Lovecraft Mythos onto Bierce and
Chambers, forcing them where they did nor naturally fic. It was left for the inge-
niowis Lin Carver to iron it all out, he who delighted in systemarizing and harmoniz-
ing the discordant data of the Mythes inte a coherene, if hardly seamless, fabric. [
have included, under the otle “Tarters of the King™, a ser of three briel fragments
which trear of the Hastur Cycle in different ways, two of them attempring to syn-
thesize Derleth with Bierce and with Chambers, [t is fair to say Lin gave it a bit more
artention that Derleth bothered to do. How successtul his effores were, you may be
the judge. He had a difficult challenge to meet.

[t is firting to invoke the shade of Lin Carter in closing, becanse the conception
of the present Chaosium series was in large measure inspired by Lin's Ballantine
Adule Fantasy volume The Spaws of Cibedle, which even contained many of the same
stories which appear between these covers. [t was Lin's idea to rake each major
Lovecratt story and reprint it along with all the major stories to which HPL had

made allusions, as well as some inspired by it

| have departed from Lin's ceneral focus on Lovecrafr, as well as che agenda of
sunply providing elucidation of otherwise crypric references, | preter the approach [
have cutlined: tracing our the whole trajectory in which Lovecraft's story forms
merely an important moment. Admittedly, the difference is @ subtle one, and the
results overlap, And Lin deserves some credit for what some might even view as a
second, revised edition of hus The Spawm of Crbedbe.

—Robere M. Price



MHBROSE Bierce (1842-19147) vanished from human ken while away in
AMnxiuu covering the adventures of Pancho Villa. Perhaps he died, as he =aid he
hoped he might, before a firing squad.

His work is unsurpassed both in its bitterness and in itg humor, His cymicism is
manitest m his tamous Dedls Dictameary, The present rale & surprising in the gentleness
of its disillusionment, [t appears here becanse it s certamnly the origin of the “Haseur”
that would become so important to Robert W, Chambers and August Derleth,

The name “Hastur” is, as Marion Zimmer Bradley notes (... And Strange
Sounding Names", in L. Sprague de Camp and George H. Scithers [eds.], T Conan
Swordbook [Baltimore: Mirage Press, 196911, probably derived from the name of the
Spanish province Astuarias. We may speculate that Bierce chose it for his shepherds”
deity because it recalls the word “pasture.” Chambers would take it and make it the
name of the city of Cassilda and Camilla, but he retained Hastur as a personal name,
that of a provincial groundskeeper, in his story “The Demeiselle 45"

“Haita the Shepherd” first appeared in Bierce's collecrion Tades of Soddiors o
Civilians, published in 1891,



by Ambrose Bierce

n the heare of Haita che illusions of youth had not been supplanted by

those of age and experience. His choughts were pure and pleasant, for

his life was simple and his soul devoid of ambicion. He rose wich che sun
and went forch o pray ac the shrine of Hascur, the god of shepherds, who
heard and was pleased. After pedormance of chis pious nice Haita unbarred
the gate of the fold and with a cheerful mind drove his flack afield, eating
his morning meal of curds and oac cake as he went, occasionally pausing o
add a few berries, cold wich dew, or to drink of che waters that came away
from the hills co join the stream in che middle of che valley and be borne
along wich ir, he knew noc whicher.

During the long summer day, as his sheep cropped the good grass
which the gods had made to grow for them, or lay with cheir forelegs dou-
bled under cheir breasts and chewed che cud, Haitra, reclining in the shad-
ow of a tree, or siceing upon a rock, played so sweer music upon his reed pipe
that sometimes from the corner of his eye he gor accidencal glimpses of che
minor sylvan deities, leaning torward oue of the copse to hear; bue if he look
at them direcely they vamished. From this—for he must be thinking if he
would noe turn into one of his own sheep—he drew the solemn inference
that happiness may come if not sought, but if looked for will never be seen;
for nexe to the favor of Hascor, who never disclosed himself Haiea mose val-
ued che friendly incerest of his neighbors, che shy immaorcals of the wood and
stream. At nighefall he drove his flock back co che fold, saw thac che gace
was secure, and recired to his cave for refreshment and for dreams.

So passed his life, one day like another, save when the storms uctered
the wrath of an offended god, Then Haita cowered in his cave, his face hid-
den in his hands, and prayed chat he alone mighe be punished for his sins
and che world saved from descruction. Somecimes when chere was a greac
rain, and the scream came out of 1es banks, compelling him o urge his cer-
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rifiedd flock to che uplands, he interceded for the people in the cities which
he had been told lay in the plain beyond che ewo blue hills forming che gate-
way of his valley.

“Ic 18 kind of thee, O Haseur,” s0 he prayed, “to give me mountains so
near my dwelling and my fold that | and my sheep can escape the angry tor-
rents; but the rese of the world chou muse thyself deliver in some way that
I know not of, or I will no longer worship chee.”

And Hastur, knowing chac Haita was a vouth who kepe his word,
spared che cities and curned che waters inco the sea,

S0 he had lived since he could remember, He could not rightly conceive
any other mode of existence. The holy hermic who dwele ac che head of the
valley, a full hour's journey away, from whom he had heard the tale of the
great cities where dwele people—poor souls!—who had no sheep, gave him
no knowledge of chac early time, when, so he reasoned, he musc have been
small and helpless like a lamb.

It was through chinking on these myseeries and marvels, and on chac
horroible change to silence and decay which he fele sure muse sometime come
to him, as he had seen it come to so many of his flock—as it came to all liv-
ing things except the birds—rchar Haica firse became conscions how miser-
able and hopeless was his lot,

“It is necessary,” he said, “thac [ know whence and how [ came; for how
can one perform his duties unless able co judge whae chev are by che way n
which he was entrusted wich chem? And whae contencment can [ have when
I know not how long it is going to lasc? Perhaps before anocher sun [ may
be changed, and then whae will become of the sheep? What, indeed, will
have become of me?”

Pondering chese things Haita became melancholy and morose. He no
longer spoke cheerfully to his flock, nor ran wich alacricy o the shrine of
Hastur. [n every breeze he heard whispers of malign deities whose existence
he now first observed. Hvery cloud was a poreent signifying disascer, and the
darkness was full of terrors. His reed pipe when applied to his lips gave out
no melody, bue a dismal wail; the sylvan and riparian intelligences no longer
thronged che thickerside o liscen, bue fled from the sound, as he knew by
the stirred leaves and bent flowers. He relaxed his vigilance, and many of his
sheep strayed away into the hills and were lost. Those that remained became
lean and il for lack of good pasturage, {for he would noe seek it for them,
but conducted them day after day to the same spor, through mere abstrac-
tion, while puzzling about life and death—of immortalicy he knew nor,

One day while indulging in the gloomiest reflections he suddenly
sprang from the rock upon which he sac, and wich a decermined gesture of
the right hand exclaimed, “1 will no longer be a suppliant for knowledge
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which the gods withhold, Ler chem look to it that they do me no wrong. 1
will do my duty as besc [ can and if | err upon cheir own heads be ic!”

Suddenly, as he spoke, a great brigheness fell about him, causing him
to look upward, chinking the sun had burse chrough a nift in che clouds; bue
there were no clouds. Mo more than an arm'’s length away stood a beauriful
maicden. So beautiful she was thar the flowers about her feer folded cheir
petals in despair and bent their heads in token of submission; so sweet her
look chat the hummingbirds thronged her eyes, chruscing cheir chirsey bills
almose into chem, and che wild bees were about her lips. And such was her
brightness chac the shadows of all objects lay diwvergent from her feet, turn-
ing as she moved.

Haita was entranced. Rising, he knele before her in adoracion, and she
laid her hand upon his head,

“Come,” she said in a voice that had che music of all the bells of his
flock, “come, thou art noc to worship me, who am no goddess, but if thou
are cruthful and duaful 1 will abade wich chee”

Haita setzed her hand, and scammering his joy and gracicude arose, and
hand in hand they stood and smiled into each other's eyes. He gazed on her
with reverence and raprure. He said, 1 pray chee, lovely maid, cell me chy
name and whence and why chou comest.”

At this she laid a warning finger on her hip and began to wichdraw. Her
beaucy underwent a visible alceranon chac made him shudder, he knew noc
why, for sull she was beaunful. The landscape was darkened by a gianc shad-
ow sweeping across the valley with the speed of a vuleure, In the obscurity
the maiden's figure grew dim and indistince and her voice seemed to come
from a distance, as she said, in a cone of sorrowful reproach, “Presumpruous
and ungraceful vouch! Must 1 chen so soon leave thee? Would noching do
but chou muse ar once break che erernal compace?”

Inexpressibly goneved, Haita fell upon his knees and implored her o
remain—iose and soughe her in che deepening darkness—ran in circles,
calling to her aloud, but all in vain. She was no longer visible, bue out of the
gloom he heard her voice saying, “Nay, thou shale not have me by seeking.
Go to chy ducy, faichless shepherd, or we shall never meer again.”

Nighe had fallen; the wolves were howling in che hills and the ternfied
sheep crowded around Haiea's feec. [n che demands of che hour he forgoe hais
disappointment, drove his sheep to the fold, and repairing o the place of
worship poured out his heart to Haseur for permitcing him oo save his flock,
then retired to his cave and slept,

When Haica awoke che sun was high and shone in at the cave, illumi-
nating it with a grear glory And chere, beside him, sac che maiden. She
similed upon him wich a smile thae seemed che visible music of his pipe of
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reeds. He dared not speak, fearing to offend her as before, for he knew not
what he could venture w say,

“"Because,” she said, “thou didse thy ducy by che flock, and didse noc
forget o thank Hastur for scaying the wolves of che night, | am come o
thee again. Wil thou have me for a companion?”

“Who would not have thee forever?” replied Haita. “Oh! never again
leave me until—uneil [—change and become silent and mortionless.”

Haita had no word for deach,

“1 wish, indeed,” he continued, “thar thou were of my own sex, char we
might wrestle and run races and so never are of being togecher.”

At these words the masden arose and passed our of che cave, and Haiea,
springing from his couch of fragrant boughs to overtake and detain her,
observed o his astonishmene char che rain was falling and che seream in che
middle of the valley had come our of its banks. The sheep were bleating in
cerror, for che rising waters had invaded cheir fold. And chere was danger for
the unknown cioes of che discane plamn.

It was many days before Haita saw che maiden again. One day he was
recurning from che head of che valley, where he had gone with ewe's milk
and oar cake and berries for che holy hermir, who was oo old and feeble o
provide himself wich food,

“Poor old man!” he said aloud, as he cudged along homeward. *T will
recurn comorrow and bear him on my back o my own dwelling, where 1 can
care for him. Doubcless e is for chis that Hascur has reared me all chese
many years, and gives me health and serength.”

As he spoke, the maiden, clad in gliccering garmencs, mee him in the
path with a smile chat took away his breath,

*I am come again,” she said, "to dwell wich chee if thou wile now have
me, for none else will. Thou mayest have learned wisdom, and are willhing ¢o
take me as | am, nor care oo know.”

Haita threw lomsell ar her feer. “Beautiful being,” he cried, “if thou
wilt but deign to accepr all the devotion of my heart and soul—afeer Hascur
be served—it is thine forever. Bur, alas! thou arc capricious and wayward.
Before comorrow's sun | may lose chee again, Promise, [ beseech chee, chart
however in my ignorance [ may offend, chou wile forgive and remain always
with me.”

Scarcely had he fimshed speaking when a croop of bears came out of the
hills, racing toward him with crimson mouths and fiery eyes. The maiden
again vanished, and he curned and fled for his life. Nor did he scop until he
was in che cot of cthe holy hermic, whence he had sec ouc, Hascily barring
the door againse che bears he cast humself upon che ground and wepe,

"My son,” said the hermit from his couch of seeaw, freshly gachered chae
morning by Haita's hands, “ic s not like thee o weep for bears—reell me
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what sorrow hach befallen chee, thar age may minister to che hures of vourh
which such balms as ic hach of is wisdom,”

Haica told him all: how chrice he had met che radiant maid, and chrice
she had left him forlorn. He related minueely all chac had passed between
them, omiteing no word of what had been said.

When he had ended, the holy hermic was a moment silent, then said,
“My son, [ have actended to chy scory, and 1 know che maiden. [ have myself
seen her, as have many, Know, then, cthat her name, which she would not
even permit thee to inguire, is Happiness, Thou saidse che cruch co her, chac
she 15 capnicious, for she imposech condinions thae man cannoc fulfill, and
delinquency 1s punished by deseroon. She cometh only when unsoughe, and
will not be questioned. One manifestation of curiosity, one sign of doubr,
one expression of misgiving, and she is away! How long didse thou have her
at any time before she fled?”

“Only a single instanc,” answered Haica, blushing wich shame ac che
confession. “Each ame | drove her away i one momenc.”

“Unfortunate youth!” said che holy hermic, “but for chine indscrecion
thou mighest have had her for ewo.”



FIS rale 15 an early example of the genre of ghost seories in which the narrator

finally discovers that he s the ghest. Jack Sullivan invekes this story as a prime
example of Bierce's theme of the dread of immorealiey. As Lovecrafe would later put
it, life is more hideous than death. Oblivien, the great Grail eo be desired, is denied us.

Carcosa, the dead city in this brief tale (again according to Bradley), perhaps
derives from the Spanish cicy Carcassene, familiar from Lord Dunsany, but quite real.
Carscosa appears again in Robere W, Chambers” "The King in Yellow™, where it
becomes a ghostly city already in it lifetime, sort of a New Jerusalem hung sus-
pended forever between heaven and earth {or whatever planet it is thar has cwo suns
in its skl

The name Hali, which Chambers appropriated for the lake on the shores of
which Cassilda’s cey of Hastur is built, was for Bierce the name of an ancient
prophet whose savings mught be quoted on a wade ranpge of antique and ocoule sub-
peets, Another epigram from Hali heads up “The Death of Halpin Fraysee” "Hal" &=
in fact a Latinized shore form of the name of Khalid ibn Yazid ibn Mo awiyah, heir
to the throne of the caliph, poet and orator, student of alchemy and astronomy. He
lived toward the end of the seventh century and died in the first decade of the cighth
century, He wrote several books, though probably none of those extant which bears
his name is genuwne. This Hali was widely quoted by later alchemical writers as a
great authority, though moest of the quotes are no doubt also spurious. (All this infor-
mation | owe to the learned Dr.Marco Frenschkowski.) In shore, Fali was just the

person to ascribe spurious csoteric quotations to!

One wonders it Lovecraft’s ominous Neoewewion passages were inspired by
these paragraphs in Bierce. Alhazred was apparently his own version of Hali. This is
macde all the more probable by the fact that Lovecraft in one place (“The Festival™)
actually mentions “Old Morryster’s wild Mareedls of Scenae”, a creation of Bierce
appeanng i “The Man and the Snake”, as the source of an epigram like those of
Hali. It is likely no accident thar this s the firse story in which HPL provides a briet
excerpt from the Neoroweneicon.

Marion Zimmer Bradley notes that Hall s the Arabic name for the constella-
tion Taurus, which contains the Hyades and Aldebaran. Given the mysterious
impoertance of these stars in Chambers” mythos, one must suppose Bradley has cor-
rectly pinpointed the meaning Chambers saw in the name. Bierce obliquely utilizes
this reference, when Aldebaran and the Hyades are seen chrough a break in the cloods.

“An Inhabitane of Carcosa” first appeared in Bierce’s collection Tader of Soldrers
amd Cevilfans, published in 1891,



An Inhabitant of Carcosa

by Ambrose Bierce

For there be divers sorts of death—some wherein the bedy remaineth; and
in some it vanisheth quite away with the spirit. This commeoenly occurreth
only in selitude {(such s God's will) and, none seeing the end, we say the
man is lost, or gone on a long journey—mwhich indeed he hach; but some-
times it hath happened in sight of many, as abundant testimony showeth.
In one kind of death the spirit also dicth, and this it hath been known to
do while yee the body was in vigor for many years. Sometimes, as is verita-
bly attested, it dicth with the body, but after a season is raised up again in

Tl'lﬂ.l: F-lﬂ.l_{‘ "|'-'|.'I'I-I‘.'r'l.‘.' tl‘lt‘ h:'!-l.‘lj' II‘II-I.'I II‘IC'IZEI.:J.

ondering chese words of Hali (whom God rest) and questioning their

full meaning, as one who, having an intimation, yet doubts if there

be not something behind, ocher than char which he has discerned, 1
noted not whicher 1 had scraved uncil a sudden chill wind scriking my face
revived 10 me a sense of my surroundings. | observed with asconishment
that everything seemed unfamiliar, On every side of me stretched a bleak
and desolate expanse of plain, covered with a tall overgrowth of sere grass,
which rustled and whiscled in the autumn wind with heaven knows what
myseerious and disquieting suggescon. Procruding ac long incervals above
it, stood scrangely shaped and somber-colored rocks, which seemed to have
an underscanding with one anocher and o exchange looks of uncomforcable
significance, as if they had reared their heads co watch the issue of some fore-
seen event, A few blasted trees here and chere appeared as leaders in this
malevolent conspiracy of silent expectacion.

The day, I chought, muse be far advanced, chough the sun was invisi-
ble; and alchough sensible chac che air was raw and chill my consciousness
of thar fact was racher mental chan physical—I had no feeling of discomfore.
Ower all the dismal landscape a canopy of low, lead-colored clouds hung like
a visible curse, In all this chere were a menace and a poreent—a hine of evil,
an intimation of doom. Bird, beast, or insect there was none. The wind
sighed in the bare branches of the dead trees and the gray grass bent to
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whisper its dread secrer to the earch; bur no other sound nor morion broke
the awlul repose of chac dismal place,

1 observed in the herbage a number of weather-worn stones, evidencly
shaped wich tools. They were broken, covered wich moss and half sunken in
the earch. Some lay proscrate, some leaned at various angles, none was verti-
cal. They were obviously headstones of graves, though the graves chemselves
no longer existed as eicher mounds or depression; che years had leveled all.
Scattered here and there, more massive blocks showed where some pompous
comb or ambicious monument had once flung its feeble defiance ac oblivion,
S0 old seemed chese relics, chese vestiges of vanicy and memonals of affecoon
and picty, so bactered and worn and stained—so negleceed, desereed, forgor-
ten the place, thar [ could not help thinking myself the discoverer of the bur-
ial-ground of a prehistoric race of men whose very name was long exrince.,

Filled with these reflections, | was for some time heedless of the
sequence of my own experiences, but soon 1 choughe, “How came 1 hicher?”
A moment's reflecoon seemed to make chis all clear and explain ac che same
time, though in a disqueting way, che singular character wich which my
fancy had invented all thae | saw or heard, | was ill. | remembered now char
I had been prostrated by a sudden fever, and chac my family had old me
that in my periods of delirium 1 had constantly cried out for liberty and air,
and had been held in bed t prevent my escape out-of-doors. Now | had
¢luded the wigilance of my acendancs and bhad wandered hicher to—ro
where? | could not compeceure. Clearly | was at a considerable dhstance from
the city where | dwelt—the ancient and famous city of Carcosa.

No signs of human life were anywhere visible nor audible; no rising
smoke, no warchdog’s bark, no lowing of catcle, no shoucs of children at play—
nothing buc that dismal bunal-place wich ics air of myscery and dread, due w
my own disordered bramn. Was [ noc becoming again dehinous, there beyond
hurman aid? Was i not indeed &/ an illusion of my madness? | called aloud the
names of my wives and sons, reached oue my hands in search of theirs, even as
I walked among the crumbling scones and in the withered grass,

A noise behind me caused me to turn about. A wild animal—a lynx—
was approaching. The choughe came o me: If [ break down here in che
desere—if che fever rerurn and 1 fail, chis bease will be ac my chroae, [ sprang
toward it, shouting. lr troceed cranquilly by wichin a hand's breadeh of me
and disappeared behind a rock.

A moment later a man's head appeared to rise our of cthe ground a short
distance away. He was ascendling the farcher slope of a low hill whose cresc was
hardly to be discinguished from che general level. His whole figure soon came
inco view againse che background of gray cloud, He was half naked, hall clad
in skins. His hair was unkempt, his beard long and ragged. In one hand he
carried a bow and arrow; the other held a blazing torch with a long trail of
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black smoke. He walked slowly and wich caution, as if he feared falling inco
some open grave concealed by the call grass, This scrange apparicion surprised
but did not alarm me, and caking such a course as o incercept him I mer him
almose face to face, accosting ham wich che familiar salucanon, “God keep vou”

He gave no heed, nor did he arcese his pace.

“Good stranger,” | continued,”] am ill and lose. Direct me, [ beseech
you, to Carcosa,”

The man broke into a barbarous chant in an unknown tongue, passing
on and away,

An owl on cthe branch of a decaved cree hooted dismally and was
answered by anocher in che discance. Looking upward, | saw chrough a sud-
den nift in the clouds Aldebaran and the Hyades! In all chis chere was a hine
of night—the lynx, cthe man with the corch, che owl. Yer T saw—I saw even
the stars in absence of the darkness, [ saw, but was apparently not seen nor
heard. Under what awful spell did [ exisc?

| seated myself ar che root of a grear cree, seriously o consider whac 1c
were best to do. Thae | was mad | could no longer doube, ver recognized a
ground of doubt in the conviction. Of fever | had no erace. | had, withal, a
sense of exhilaragion and vigor alcogecher unknown to me—a feeling of
mental and physical exaltation. My senses seemed all alere; 1 could feel che
air as a ponderous subscance; | could hear the silence.

A greac root of the giane cree against whose crunk [ leaned as 1 sac held
enclosed mn s grasp a slab of scone, a pare of which procruded intwo a recess
formed by another rooe, The stone was thus partly protected from the weath-
er, though greatly decomposed. les edges were worn round, its corners earen
away, its surface deeply furrowed and scaled. Glittering particles of mica were
visible in che earch about it—wvestiges of its decomposicion, This stone had
apparently marked the grave out of which the tree had sprung ages ago. The
tree's exacting roots had robbed the grave and made the stone a prisoner.

A sudden wind pushed some drey leaves and rwigs from the uppermost
face of the stone; 1 saw the low-relief lecters of an inscription and bent w
read it, God in Heaven! my name in full'—cthe «

ate of my birth!—che date
of my deach!

A level shafr of highe illuminated the whole side of the tree as 1 sprang
to my feet in cerror. The sun was dsing in the rosy east. [ seood between the
tree and his broad red disk—mno shadow darkened the crunk!

A chorus of howling wolves saluted the dawn. [ saw them sicting on cheir
haunches, singly and in groups, on the summits of irregular mounds and
cumuli filling a half of my deserc prospece and excending to che horizon, And
then | knew char chese were ruins of che anciene and famous cicy of Carcosa

Such ave the facrs imparted to the medivm Bayrolles by the spivic Hoseile Alar
Reardin,



Along the shore the cloud waves break,
The twin suns sink behind the lake,
The shadows lengthen

[n Carcosa,

Strange is the night where Black stars rise,
And strange moons circle rhmlL:;',h- the skies,
Bur scranger still is

Lost Carcosa.

Songs that the Hyades shall sing,
Where flap the tatters of the King,
Must die unheard

Ihim Carcosa,

Songs of my soul, my voice is dead,
Dhie though, unsung, as rears unshed
shall dry and die in

Lost Carcosa,

—assilda"s Song in The King iw Yeldee, Act ], Scene 2

OBLERT W Chambers {1863-1933) was an American illusteator and the auchor
R.nf at lease eighty-geven books. A small portion of these are supernatural horror,
most of the rest being facile and forgettable romances. Bue the tny canon of
Chambers” horror stories are casily encugh to place horror aticionados forever in hus
debt. Like gold, they are so preciosus because so rare,

As mn Lovecraft's "The Shadow over Innsmouth”, much of the power of this
exceedingly strange and eenie tale comes from the narrator rather than the nareative.
In the present rale we have an example of whar crivies call the “unreliable narra-
tor —he tells us enough to cnable us to understand his situation better than he him-
self does, and in a diametrically opposite manner.

Another comparison to Lovecratt suggests itself: Especially in “The Repairer of
Reputations”, the narrative universe of The King v Yellow (the play) scems to func-
tion almost as a shared world of parancid delusion among characters in the story,
much as the Dream World of Lovecraft is shared by his characters (King Kuranes,
Richard Pickman, Randolph Carter) once chey descend the onyx staircase and pass
through the Gates of Deeper Slumber. Indeed, the madness of Hildred Caseaigne
and Mr., Wilde would seem to lie precisely in the face chat they move abour their
common wotld of dream while they and those arcund them are in the waking world.

“The Reparer of Beputations” appeared first in Chambers’ collection The King
i Yol 1in 1RO,



The Repairer of Reputations

by Robert W. Chambers

We raillons pas les fous; leur folic dur plus lengtemps que la notre. ...

Voili toute la differénce.

oward the end of che year 1920 the Government of che Uniced Scares

had practically completed the programme, adopted during the lase

months of President Winthrop's adminiseration, The country was
apparently tranquil. Everybody knows how che Tariff and Labor questions
were seccled, The war wich Germany, incident on that councry’s seizure of
the Samoan Islands, had lefc no visible scars upon che republic, and che tem-
porary occupation of Norfolk by che invading army had been forgocten in
the joy over repeated naval victonies and the subsequent ridiculous phght of
General von Gartenlaube's forces in the State of New Jersey. The Cuban and
Hawaiian investments had paid one hundred per cent and che terricory of
Samoa was well worch its cost as a coaling scacion, The councry was in a
superb state of defence. Every coast cicy had been well supplied wich land
forcifications; the army under the parencal eye of the General Scaff, orga-
nized according to the Prussian system, had been increased ro 300,000 men
with a territorial reserve of a million; and six magnificent squadrons of cruis-
ers and baccleships patrolled che six stations of the navigable seas, leaving a
steam reserve amply ficted o control home waters. The gentlemen from che
West had ac leasc been conscrained co acknowledge char a college for che
craining of diplomars was as necessary as law schools are for the craining of
barnscers; consequently we were no longer represented abroad by incompe-
tent patriots. The nation was prosperous. Chicago, for a moment paralyzed
after a second grear fire, had risen from its ruins, white and imperial, and
more beautiful chan che white cicy which had been buile for its playching in
1893, Everywhere good architeccure was replacing bad, and even in New
York, a sudden craving for decency had swept away a greac poroon of che
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existing horrors, Streets had been widened, properly paved and lighred,
crees had been planced, squares laid out, elevared scructures demaolished and
underground roads built to replace them. The new government buildings
and barracks were fine bies of archiceceure, and che long system of stone
quays which completely surrounded the sland had been turned into parks
which proved a godsend to the population. The subsidizing of the state the-
acre and scate opera brought its own reward, The United Srares National
Academy of Design was much like Evropean institutions of che same kind.
MNobody envied the Secrerary of Fine Arcs, eicher his cabiner posicion or his
porcfolio, The Secrecary of Forestry and Game Preservaoion had a much cas-
ier time, thanks to the new system of Nadonal Mounced Police. We had
proficed well by the lacese ereaties wich France and England; che exclusion
of foreign-born Jews as a measure of national seli-preservation, the seccle-
ment of the new independent Negeo state of Suanee, the checking of immi-
gracion, cthe new laws concerning naturalizacion, and the gradual cencral-
zaoon of power in che execuove all concribuced to natonal calm and pros-
perity. When the Government solved che Indian problem and squadrons of
Indian cavalry scouts in native costume were substituted for the pitiable
organizations tacked on o che tail of skeletonized regiments by a former
Secretary of War, the nation drew a long sigh of relief. When, after the
colossal Congress of Rebigions, bigotry and incolerance were laid in cheir
graves and kindness and charicy began to draw warring sects cogecher, many
thought the millenmium had aroved, ac leasc in the new world, which afrer
all is a world by ieself

But self-preservacion is the firse law, and the United Scaces had o look
on in helpless sorrow as Germany, lraly, Spain, and Belgium writhed in the
throes of Anarchy, while Russia, wacching from the Caucasus, scooped and
bound them one by one,

In che city of New York the summer of 1899 was signalized by the dis-
mantling of the Elevated Railroads. The summer of 1900 will live in the
memories of New York people for many a cycle; the Dodge Statoe was
removed in that vear. In the following winter began thar agitation for che
repeal of the laws prohibiting suicide which bore its final fruic in che monch
of April, 1920, when the firse Government Lethal Chamber was opened on
Washington Square.

I had walked down thar day from Dr. Archer’s house on Madison
Avenue, where [ had been as a mere formality. Ever since that fall from my
horse, four years before, 1 had been troubled ar cimes with pains in the back
of my head and neck, but now for monchs they had been absent, and the
doceor sent me away thar day saying cthere was nothing more to be cured in
me. [t was hardly worth his fee co be wold thae; | knew ic myself. Scill 1 did
not begrudge him the money. Whar | minded was the mistake which he
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made at firsst, When they picked me up from che pavement where 1 lay
unconscious, and somebody had mercifully sent a bullec through my horse’s
head, I was carried co Doceor Archer, and he, pronouncing my brain affece-
ed, placed me in his privace asylum where | was obliged to endure creacment
for insanicy. At lase he decided that | was well, and 1, knowing that my mind
had always been as sound as his, if not sounder, “paid my tuition” as he jok-
ingly called it, and left. 1 cold him, smiling, chae T would ger even wich him
for his mistake, and he langhed heardly, and asked me w call once in a
while, [ did so, hoping for a chance w even up accounts, but he gave me
none, and 1 cold him [ would wai.

The fall from my horse had forcunacely lefe no evil resules; on the con-
trary it had changed my whole character for the becter. From a lazy young
man about town, 1 had become active, energeric, temperace, and above
all—oh, abowve all else—ambitious. There was only one ching which trou-
bled me. 1 langhed at my own uneasiness, and yec ic croubled me.

During my convalescence | had bought and read for the firse oome The
Kiwg im Yellore. | remembered after finshing che firsc ace chac ic occurred o
me that | had beteer stop. | started up and flung che book into the fireplace;
the volume struck che barred grace and fell open on che hearch in che fire-
light. If 1 had not canght a glimpse of che opening words in the second act
[ should never have finished it, but as I stooped o pick it up, my eves
became niveted to the open page, and wich a cry of terror, or perhaps 1 was
of joy so poignant thac | suffered in every nerve, | snatched the ching out of
the coals and crepe to my bedroom, where | read it and reread it, and wept
and laughed and crembled with a horror which ac times assails me yet, This
is the ching that croubles me, for I cannot forget Carcosa where black scars
hang in che heavens; where the shadows of men's choughes lengchen in che
afternoon, when the twin suns sink ineo the Lake of Hali;, and my mind will
bear forever che memory of the Pallid Mask. | pray God will curse the
writer, as the woter has cursed the world with this beantiful, stupendous
creation, terrible in its simplicicy, irresistible in its cruth—a world which
now trembles before the King in Yellow. When the French Government
seized che cranslated copies which had just arrived in Paris, London, of
course, became ecager to read e Ie s well known how the book spread ke
an infecoious disease, from city to cicy, from continent to concinent, barred
out here, confiscated there, denounced by press and pulpir, censured even
by the most advanced of literary anarchists, No definite principles had been
violated in those wicked pages, no doctrine promulgated, no convictions
pucraged, It could not be judged by any known scandard, yer, alchough it
was acknowledged char the supreme note of arc had been seruck in The King
ir Yelfore, all felt chac human nacure could noc bear the scrain, nor chrive on
words in which che essence of purese poson lurked. The very banalicy and
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innocence of the first ace only allowed the blow to fall afrerward with more
awiul effect,

It was, | remember, the l3ich day of Aprl, 1920, char che frsc
Government  Lechal Chamber was established on che souch side of
Washington Square, becween Wooster Street and Souch Fifth Avenue. The
block which had formerly consisted of a lor of shabby old buildings, used as
cafés and rescaurands for foreigners, had been acquired by the Government
in the winter of 1898, The French and Italian cafés were torn down: the
whole block was enclosed by a gilded iron railing, and converced into a love-
ly garden with lawns, flowers and fountains, In che cencre of che garden
stood a small, white building, severely classical - architecrure, and sor-
rounded by thickets of flowers. Six lonic columns supporeed the roof, and
the single door was of bronze, A splendid marble group of The Fates stood
before the door, the work of a young American sculptor, Boris YvRain, who
had died in Paris when only cwenty-chree years old.

The mmavguracion ceremonies were n progress as | crossed Universicy
Place and encered the square. | threaded my way through the silenc chrong
of spectators, but was stopped at Fourth Street by a cordon of police. A reg-
iment of Uniced Staces lancers were drawn up in a hollow square around the
Lethal Chamber, On a rased oribune facing Washington Park stood che
Governor of New York, and behind him were grouped the Mayor of New
York and Brooklyn, the Inspector-General of Pobice, the Commandanc of
the state croops, Colonel Livingscon, malicary aide o the President of the
United Seates, General Blount, commanding at Governor's Island, Major-
General Hamileon, commanding the garrison of New York and Brooklyn,
Admiral Buftby of che fleer in the North River, Surgeon-General Lanceford,
the stall of the Nacional Free Hospital, Senacors Wyse and Franklin of New
York, and che Commssioner of Public Works. The onibune was surrounded
by a squadron of hussars of the Natnonal Guard.

The Governor was fimshing his reply o the shore speech of the
Surgeon-General, [ heard him say: “The laws prohibiting suicide and pro-
viding punishment for any atcempe ac self-descruccion have been repealed,
The Government has seen fic co acknowledge che righe of man o end an
exiscence which may have become intolerable to him, chrough physical suf
fering or mencal despair. Ie s believed thae che commumnity will be benefie-
ed by the removal of such people trom their midse. Since the passage of chas
law, the number of suicides in the United States has not increased. Now chat
the Government has determined o establish a Lechal Chamber in every cicy,
cown and village in che country, ic remains o be seen whether or noc chac
class of human creacures from whose desponding ranks new victims of self
descruction fall daily will accepe the rebief thus provided.” He paused and
turned to the white Lechal Chamber. The silence in the streer was absolure.
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“There a painless death awaits him who can no longer bear the sorrows of
this life, If deach is welcome let him seek it there.” Then, quickly turning to
the milicary aide of the Presidenc’s household, he said, I declare the Lechal
Chamber open,” and again facing the vase crowd he coed 1in a clear voice:
“Citizens of New York and of the Uniced Seaces of America, chrough me the
Government declares the Lechal Chamber to be open.”

The solemn hush was broken by a sharp cry of command; the squadron
of hussars filed afrer che Gowvernor's carriage, che lancers wheeled and
formed along Fifth Avenve co waic for the commandanc of che garrison, and
the mounted pobee followed chem. 1 lefr the crowd o gape and scare ac che
white marble Deach Chamber, and, crossing Souch Fifth Avenoe, walked
along the western side of that thoroughfare to Bleecker Sercet. Then |
curned o che righe and stopped before a dingy shop which bore the sign:

HAWBERK, ARMORER

| glanced in at che doorway and Hawberk busy in his liccle shop ac che
end of the hall, e looked up, and cacching sighe of me cried i hs deep,
hearty voice, "Come in, Mr. Castaigne!” Conscance, his daugheer, rose to
meet me as | crossed the threshold, and held ouc her pretey hand, buc | saw
the blush of disappointment on her cheeks, knew that it was another
Castaigne she had expecred, my Cousin Louis. 1 smiled at her confusion and
complimented her on the banner which she was embroidering from a col-
ored plare. Old Hawberk sac riveang the worn greaves of some ancient suit
of armor, and che ting! ong! vng! of s liccle hammer sounded pleasancly
in the quaine shop. Presently he dropped his hammer, and fussed about for
a moment with a einy wrench, The sofe clash of che mail sent a chrill of plea-
sure through me. | loved o hear the music of steel brushing against steel,
the mellow shock of che maller on thigh pieces, and the jingle of chain
armor, Thae was che only reason [ wene o see Hawberk, He had never incer-
ested me personally, nor did Constance excepe for che face of her being in
love with Lows. This did occupy my attention, and sometimes even kept me
awake at night. But [ knew in my heare thar all would come right, and chat
[ should arrange cheir furure as 1 expected to arrange that of my kind doc-
tor, John Archer, However, 1 should never have croubled myself about vis-
iting them jusc chen, had ic not been, as I say, that che music of che ankhng
hammer had for me chis scrong fascination. | would sic for hours, hscening,
listening, and when a scray sunbeam scruck che inlaid seeel, the sensation i
gave me was almost too keen to endure, My eves would become fised, dilar-
ing with a pleasure that screcched every nerve almost to breaking, uneil
some movement of the old armorer cuc off the ray of sunlighc, chen, scill
chrilling secredly, 1 leaned back and liscened again to cthe sound of che pol-
ishing rag, swish! swish! rubbing rusc from che ovees.
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Constance worked with the embroidery over her knees, now and then
pausing to examine more closely the pattern in the colored plate from the
Mecropolitan Museum.

“Who is chus fors” [ asked.

Hawberk explained that in addicion to the treasures of armor in cthe
Metropolitan Museum of which he had been appointed armorer, he also had
charge of several collections belonging to rich amateurs. This was the miss-
ing greave of a famous suic which a client of his had traced to a liccle shop
in Paris on che CQuai d'Orsay. He, Hawberl, had negocaced for and secured
the greave, and now che sme was complece. He laid down his hammer and
read me the history of che suie, traced since 1450 from owner to owner uncil
it was acquired by Thomas Stainbridge. When his superb collection was
sold, this client of Hawberk's boughe the suit, and since then the search for
the missing greave had been pushed uncil iv was, almosc by accident, locac-
ed in Paris.

“Iid you conanue the search so persistencly wichouc any cercaincy of
the greave being sall in existence?” | demanded.

“Of course,” he replied coolly.

Then for the first cime [ ook a personal interese in Hawberk,

“It was worch someching w you,” 1 ventured.

“MNo,” he replied, langhing, “my pleasure in finding it was my reward.”

“Hawve you no ambicion to be nch?” 1 asked, smiling,

“My one ambicion 15 to be the best armorer in che world,” he
answered gravely

Constance asked me if | had seen the ceremonies ac the Lechal
Chamber. She herself had noticed cavalry passing up Broadway cthat morn-
ing, and had wished to see che inauguracion, buc her facher wanted the ban-
ner fimshed, and she had stayed ac lus request.

“Ind you see your cousin, Mr. Cascaigne, there?” she asked with the
shghtest cremor of her soft eyelashes,

“No,” | replied carelessly, “Louis” regiment is manoeuvering out in
Westchester Couney.” | rose and picked up my hat and cane.

“Are you going upstairs to see the lunaric again?” laughed old Hawberk.

If Hawberk knew how 1 loache chae word “lunacc”, he would never use
it in my presence. e rouses cereain feelings within me which | do noc care
o explain. However, | answered him quietly: “1 think [ shall drop in and see
Mr. Wilde for a moment or two.”

“Poor fellow,” said Constance, with a shake of her head, “it must be
hard to live alone year afcer year, poor, crippled, and almost demenced. 1c is
very good of you, Mr, Castaigne, to visic him as often as you do.”
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“I think he is vicious,” observed Hawberk, beginning again with his
hammer, [ listened to che golden tinkle on the greave plates; when he had
finished I replied:

Mo, he 15 not vicions, nor 15 he i che lease demenced. His mand 5 a
wonder chamber, from which he can extrace treasures chat you and | would
give years of our hives to acquire.”

Hawberk laughed.

I continued a licele impaciencly: “He knows history as no one else could
know it, Nothing, however crivial, escapes his search, and his memory is so
absoluce, so precise in decails, chac were ic known in New York chac such a
man exiseed the people could not honor him enough.”

“Nonsense,” murtered Hawberk, searching on the floor for a fallen river.

“Is it nonsense,” [ asked, managing to suppress what I felt, “is it non-
sense when he says chat the tassets and cuissard of che enamelled suit of
armor commonly known as che "Prince’s Emblazoned’ can be found among
a mass of ruscy chearncal propercies, broken scoves, and ragpicker's refuse in
a garret in Pell Streees”

Hawberk's hammer fell to the ground, bur he picked it up and asked,
with a greac deal of calm, how | knew char che tassers and left cuissard were
missing from the “Prince’s Emblazoned.”

“I did not know unal Mr, Wilde mencioned it to me che ocher day. He
sand they were mn the garret of 998 Pell Screec,”

“Monsense,” he cried, bur | nooiced his hand crembling under his leach-
EIn promn,

“ls this nonsense too?” | asked pleasancly. “1s it nonsense when Mr,
Wilde continually speaks of you as cthe Marquis of Avonshire and of Miss
Conscance—"

I did not fimsh, for Constance had started o her feee wath cerror wrie-
ten on every feature. Hawberk looked ac me and slowly smooched his leach-
ern apron. “That is impossible,” he observed, “Me, Wilde may know a great
many things—"

“About armor, for instance, and the Prince’s Emblazoned,™ 1 inter-
posed, smiling,

“Yes,” he continued, slowly, “abouc armor also—maybe—but he
wrong in regard to the Marquis of Avonshire, who, as yvou know, killed his
wife's eraducer years ago, and went to Auseralia where he did noe long sur-
vive his wife.”

“Mr. Wilde is wrong,” murmured Constance, Her lips were blanched
but her voice was sweet and calm,

“Let us agree, if you please, char in chis one circumstance Mr. Wilde s
wrong,” 1 said.



The Reparrer of Reputations 19

11

CLIMBELD che chree dilapidaced flighes of scairs, which | had so often
Iclimhc:! before, and knocked ac a small door ar the end of the corridor.
Mr, Wilde opened the door and 1 walked in,

When he had double-locked the door and pushed a heavy chest againse
it, he came and sat down beside me, peering up 1into my face wich his hieele
light-colored eyes. Half a dozen new scracches covered his nose and cheeks,
and the silver wires whach supporeed his arcibioal ears had become displaced.
I thoughe 1 had never seen him so hideously fascinating. He had no ears,
The artificial ones, which now scood out at an angle from che fine wire, were
his one weakness. They were made of wax and painced a shell pink, burc the
rest of his face was yellow. He mughe becter have revelled in che luxury of
some arcificial fingers for his lefc hand, which was absolutely fingerless, but
it seemed o cause him no meonvenience, and he was sansfied wich hs wax
cars, He was very small, scarcely higher than a child of ten, but his arms
were magnificently developed, and his thighs as chick as any achlete’s. Seill,
the most remarkable thing abour Mr. Wilde was that a man of his mar-
velous incelligence and knowledge should have such g head. Te was flac and
pointed, like the heads of many of chose unforrunaces whom people
imprison in asylums for the weak-minded. Many called him insane bure |
knew him to be as sane as | was.

I do not deny that he was eccentric; the mania he had for keeping thar
cat and teasing her uncil she flew ac his face like a demon was certainly
eccencric, I never could underscand why he kepe cthe creature, nor whare plea-
sure he found in shorong himself up in s wom wich the surly, vicioos
beast. | remembered once, glancing up from the manuscript [ was scodving
by the light of some tallow dips, and seeing Mr. Wilde squarting motionless
on his high chair, his eves fairly blazing with excitement, while the car,
which had risen {from her place before che stove, came creeping across the
floor righc ac him, Before I could mowve she flarrened her belly o the ground,
crouched, wembled, and sprang into his face. Howhing and foaming chey
rolled over and over the floor, scracching and clawing, uneil che cat screamed
and fled under the cabinet, and Mr. Wilde turned over on his back, his limbs
contracting and curling up like che legs of a dving spider. He was eccentric,

Mr. Wilde had climbed into his high chair, and, after stcudying my face,
picked up a dog's-eared ledger and opened i,

“Henry B, Macchews,” he read, “bookkeeper wich Whysoo Whysor and
Company, dealers in church ornamenes, Called Apnl 3d. Bepurtanon dam-
aged on the race-track. Known as a welcher. Reputation to be repaired by
Auguse 1st, Rerainer Five Dollars.” He curned che page and ran his finger-
less knuckles down the closely-written columans.
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“P Greene Dusenberry, Minister of the Gospel, Fairbeach, New Jersey.
Reputation damaged in the Bowery. To be repaired as soon as possible.
Recamner S10M.

He coughed and added, "Called, Apnl 6eh.”

“Then you are not in need of money, Me. Wilde,” | inquired.

“Listen,” he coughed again.

“Mrs. C. Hamileon Chester, of Chester Park, New York Ciry. Called
April Tth, Reputation damaged ac Dieppe, France. To be repaired by
Ocrober 1sc, Recainer 3500,

"Mote—C, Hamilcon Chester, Caprain, US.S. Avalawche ordered home
from South Sea Squadron Ocrober Tse”

“Well,” I said, “the profession of a Repairer of Reputations is lucracive.”

His colorless eyes soughe mine. “1 only wanted o demonstrate chae |
was correct. You said it was impossible o succeed as a Repairer of Reputations;
chat even if 1 did succeed in cercain cases it would cost me more than [
would gain by ic. To-day 1 have five hundred men in my employ, who are
poorly paid, but who pursue the work wich an enchusiasm which possibly
may be born of fear. These men enter every shade and grade of society; some
even are pillars of the mose exclusive social remples; others are che prop and
pride of the financial world; stll others hold undisputed sway among the
‘Fancy and che Talent.' | choose them at my leisure from chose who reply o
my advertsemencs, Ic s easy enough, they are all cowards. 1 could ceeble che
nurnber in eweney days if [ wished. S0 you see, those who have in cheir keep-
ing the reputations of their fellow-cicizens, 1 have i my pay”

“They may turn on you,” [ suggested,

He rubbed his thumb over his cropped ears, and adjusted the wax sub-
sticuces, "1 chink not,” he murmured choughofully, “I seldom have o apply
the whip, and chen only once, Besides, they like cheir wages.”

“How do yvou apply the whip?” | demanded.

His face for a moment was awful to look upon. His eves dwindled to 4
pair of green sparks,

“I invite them to come and have a little chat with me.” he said in a
soft voice,

A knock ar che door interrupted ham, and his face resumed its ami
able expression.

“Who s 1" he inquired.

“Mr. Stevletee,” was the answer,

“Come -morrow,” replied Mr, Wilde,

“Impossible,” began the ocher, buc was silenced by a sorc of bark from
Mr, Wilde,

“Come to-morrow,” he repeaced.
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We heard somebody move away from che door and carn the corner by
the scairway

"Who is char?” [ asked,

“Arnold Stevlecee, Orwner and Edicor in Chaef of che grear New York
daily.”

He drummed on the ledger with his fingerless hand adding: “T pay him
very badly, bue he thinks it a good bargain,”

“Arnold Sceylecce!” [ repeated amazed,

“es," said Mr, Wilde wich a self-sacisfied cough,

The car, which had entered che room as he spoke, hesicated, looked up
at him, and snarled. He climbed down from che chair and squarting on the
floor, took the creature into his arms and caressed her. The car ceased
snarling and presencly began a loud purring which seemed to increase in
timbre as he scroked her,

“Where are the notes?” [ asked. He pointed o cthe cable, and for the
hundredch ome I picked up the bundle of manuscrnipe encicled

THE IMPERIAL DYNASTY OF AMERICA

One by one | studied the well worn pages, worn only by my own han-
dling, and although I knew all by heart, from the beginning, “When from
Carcosa, the Hyades, Hastur, and Aldebaran™, o “Casraigne, Louis de
Calvados, born December 19¢h, 18777, [ read it wich an eager rapt atten-
tion, pausing co repeat pares of ic aloud, and dwelling especially on “Hildred
de Calvados, only son of Hildred Castaigne and Edyche Landes Caseaigne,
first in succession’, efc., etc.

When [ finished, Mr. Wilde nodded and coughed.

“Speaking of your legitimare ambicion,” he said, “how do Constance
and Louis get along?”

“She loves him,"” 1 replied simply,

The cat on hs knee suddenly turned and seruck ac has eyes, and he
flung her oft and climbed on to the chair opposite me.

“And Doctor Archer! But that's a mareer you can serele any time you
wish,” he added.

“Yes,” 1 replied, "Doccor Archer can wait, buc it is time | saw my
cousin Lows.”

“It 18 vime,” he repeated. Then he ok anocher ledger from che cable
and ran over the leaves rapidly

“We are now in communication wich ten chousand men,” he muteered.
“We can count on one hundred chousand within che first twency-eighe
hours, and in forcy-eighe hours the scace will rise @2 mase. The councry fol-
lows che stace, and the porton chac will noc, 1 mean Cabifornia and che
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MNorthwest, might berter never have been inhabiced. 1 shall not send them
the Yellow Sign,”

The blood rushed to my head, buc I only answered, "A new broom
sweeps Clean.”

“The ambition of Caesar and of Napolean pales before thar which could
not rest until it had seized che minds of men and controlled even their
unborn thoughes,” said Mr, Wilde.

“You are speaking of che King in Yellow,” T groaned wich a shudder,

“He is a king whom Emperors have served.”

“I am concent o serve him,” 1 rephed.

Mr Wilde sac rubbing his cars wich his coppled hand. " Perhaps
Constance does not love him,” he suggeseed.

I searred to reply, bue a sudden burst of milicary music from che screed
below drowned ouc my voice. The cwentieth dragoon regiment, formerly in
garrison at Mount St Vincent, was recurning from che manoeuvers in
Westchescer County, to 108 new barracks on Ease Washingron Square, It was
my cousin's regiment. They were a fine loc of fellows, in their pale blue,
tight-ficring jackers, jaunty bushys and white riding breeches wich the dou-
ble vellow scripe, into which cheir limbs seemed molded. Every ocher
squadron was armed wich lances, from the metal points of which {luctered
vellow and whice pennons. The band passed, playing the regimencal march,
then came the colonel and scaff, che horses crowding and trampling, whale
their heads bobbed i unison, and the pennons fluccered from their lance
points, The troopers, who tode with the beauriful English sear, looked
brown as berries from cheir bloodless campaign among the farms of
Westchescer, and che music of their sabres againse the scrrups, and the jin-
zle of spurs and carbines, was delighdul o me. I saw Lows riding wich his
squadron. He was as handsome an officer as [ have ever seen. Mr. Wilde,
who had mounted a chair by the window, saw him two, but said nothing.
Louis turned and looked scraight ar Hawberk's shop as he passed, and |
could see the fush on his brown cheeks. 1 chink Constance must have been
at the window, When the last troopers had claccered by, and the lasc pen-
nons vanished into Soutch 5th Avenue, Mr. Wilde dragged che chest away
from the door.

“Yes,” he said, “ic 18 cime that vou saw your cousin Lowis.”

He unlocked the door and 1 picked up my hat and stick and stepped
into the corriddor. The stairs were dark, Groping about, [ ser my foor on
something soft, which snarled and spit, and I aimed a murderous blow at
the car, but my cane shivered co splinters againse che baluscrade, and che
beast scurried back into My, Wilde's room.

Passing Hawberk's door again | saw him scill ac work on che armor, but
| did noc stop, and stepping out into Bleecker Sereer, | followed it o
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Wooster, skirted che grounds of the Lechal Chamber, and crossing
Washingron Park went straight to my rooms in the Benedick. Here |
lunched comfortably, read che Herald and che Meresr, and finally wene to the
seeel safe in my bedroom and set the ame combinacon, The three and
three-quarter minutes which it 1% necessary to wait, while the time lock s
opening, are to me golden moments, From the instant [ set the combination
to the moment when [ grasp the knobs and swing back che solid steel doors,
I live in an ecstasy of expecracion. Those moments must be like the
moments passed in Paradise, | know whar I am co find ar che end of the time
himie. | know whae the massive safe holds secare for me, for me alone, and
the cxquisice pleasure of waiting 18 hardly enhanced when che safe opens and
[ lift, from its velver crown, a diadem of purest gold, blazing with diamoncds.
I do this every day, and yer the joy of waiting, and ac lase touching che dia-
dem, only seems to increase as the days pass, It 15 a diadem {ic for a King
among kings, and Emperor among emperors. The King in Yellow mighe
scorn it, but 1c shall be worn by his roval servanc.

| held it in my arms undl the alarm on che safe rang harshly, and then
tendetly, proudly, | replaced it and shut the steel doors. | walked slowly back
into my study, which faces Washingron Square, and leaned on the window-
sill. The afternoon sun poured into my windows, and a gentle breeze stirred
the branches of the elms and maples in the park, now covered wich buds and
render foliage. A flock of pigeons circled abour the tower of the Memorial
Church; sometimes alighung on the purple tiled roof, somenmes wheeling
downward to the lotos fountain in frone of che marble arch, The gardeners
were busy with the flower beds around the fountain, and che freshly-turned
earch smelled sweet and spicy. A lawn mower, drawn by a fat white horse,
clinked across the greensward, and wacering cares poured showers of spray
over the asphalt doves, Around the statue of Peter Stuyvesanc, which in 1897
had replaced the monstrosity supposed to represent Ganbaldi, cluldren
played in the spring sunshine, and nurse girls wheeled elaborace baby-car-
riages with a reckless disregard for the pasey-faced occupants, which could
probably be explained by the presence of half a dozen trim dragoon troop-
ers languidly lolling on che benches, Through che trees, the Washington
Memorial Arch ghstened like silver in che sunshine, and beyond, on the
asrern excremicy of the square, the gray scone barracks of the dragoons and
the white granite artillery stables were alive with color and motion,

I looked at the Lethal Chamber on the corner of the square opposite. A
few curious people scill lingered about the gilded iron railing, but inside the
grounds cthe paths were deserted. 1 wacched the fountains ripple and
sparkle; che sparrows had already found chis new bathing nook, and che
basins were crowded with the dusey-feachered lictle chings. Two or chree
white peacocks picked cheir way across the lawns, and a drab-colored pigeon
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sat so motionless on the arm of one of the Fates, chat it seemed to be a part
of the sculptured stone.

As | was turning carelessly away, a slight commaortion in the group of
cutious loicerers around che gates acceacted my accention. A young man had
entered, and was advancing with nervous serides along the gravel pach
which leads to the bronze doors of the Lethal Chamber. He paosed a
moment before the Fates, and as he raised his head o chose chree myseeri-
ous faces, the pigeon rose from its sculprured perch, circled abouc for a
moment, and wheeled co che easc. The young man pressed his hands o his
face, and then with an undefinable gescure sprang up the marble steps, che
bronze doors closed behind him, and half an hour later che loicerers slouched
away, and the frightened pigeon returned to its perch in the arms of Fate,

I put on my hat and went out into che park for a licele walk before din-
ner, As [ crossed the ceneral driveway a group of officers passed, and one of
cthem called oue, "Hello, Hildred " and came back o shake hands with me.
[t was my Cousin Lows, who stood smiling and capping his spurred heels
with his nding-whip.

“Just back from Westchester,” he said; “been doing the bucolic; milk
and curds, you know, dairy-maids in sunbonnets, who say ‘hacow’ and ‘I
don’t think” when vou tell chem chey are precey. I'm nearly dead for a square
meal at Delmonico’s, What's che news?”

“There 15 none,” 1 rephed pleasancly, 1 saw your regiment coming n
this morning.”

“Did you? 1 didn’t see you, Where were you?”

“In Mr, Wilde's window.”

“Oh hell'™ he began impatiencly, “that man is stark mad! [ don't under-
stand why you—"

He saw how annoyed 1 felt by chis oucburse, and begged my pardon,

“Really, old chap,” he said, *I don’c mean to run down a man you like,
bue for the life of me | can't see what the deuce you find in common with
Mr, Wilde, He's not well bred, o pur it generously; he's hideously
deformed; his head is the head of a criminally insane person, You know
yoursell he's been in an asylum—"

“So have 1" [ interrupted calmly.

Lows looked starcled and confused for a moment, bue recovered and
slapped me heartly on the shoulder,

“You were completely cured,” he began, bur 1 stopped him again,

“1 suppose you mean that 1 was simply acknowledged never to have

been insane.”
“Of course that—thac's what 1 meane,” he langhed.
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I disliked his laugh because [ knew it was forced, bue 1 nodded gaily
and asked him where he was going. Louis looked after his brocher officers
who had now almose reached Broadway,

Wi had incended o sample a Brunswick cockeail, bue o cell yvou che
truth | was anxious for an excuse o go and see Hawberk instead. Come
along, I'll make you my excuse.”

We found old Hawberk, neatly accired in a fresh spring suit, standing
at the door of his shop and sniffing che air,

“I had just decided o take Conscance for a liccle scroll before dinner,”
he replied o che impecuous volley of quesaons from Lows. “We choughe of
walking on che park terrace along che Norch River”

At that moment Constance appeared and grew pale and rosy by rurns
as Louis bene over her small gloved fingers, 1 eried o excuse myself, alleg-
ing an engagement up-town, bur Louis and Constance would not listen, and
I saw [ was expected co remain and engage old Hawberk's accencion, Afrer
all i would be juse as well if 1 kepe my eye on Lows, | thoughe, and when
they hailed a Spring Screec horsecar, | got in afeer them and took my seac
beside the armorer.

The beancful line of parks and granite terraces overlooking che
wharves along the Norch River, which were buile in 1910 and finished in che
auntumn of 1917, had become one of the most popular promenades in che
metropohs. They extended from the Baccery o 190ch Screee, overlooking
the noble over and affording a fine view of the Jersey shore and the
Highlands opposite. Cafés and restaurants were scactered here and chere
among the crees, and twice a week military bands from the garrison played
in the kiosques on the parapets,

We sat down in the sunshine on the bench at che foot of the equescri-
an statue of General Sheridan. Conscance apped her sunshade to shield her
eyes, and she and Lows began a murmuring conversacion which was impos-
sible to catch. Old Hawberk, leaning on his ivory-headed cane, lighted an
excellent cigar, the mate to which 1 politely refused, and smiled ar vacancy,
The sun hung low above the Staten Island woods, and che bay was dyed with
golden hues reflected from che sunwarmed sails of che shipping in che harbor

Brigs, schooners, yaches, clumsy ferry-boars, cheir decks swarming with
people, railroad cranspores carryving lines of brown, blue and whice {reighe
cars, stately sound steamers, dadlacd cramp steamers, coasters, dredgers, scows,
and everywhere pervading the entire bay impudent licele cugs puffing and
whistling officiously—rthese were the crafts which churned che sunlic waters
as far as the eye could reach. In calm concrast co the hurry of sailing vessel
and sreamer a silene fleer of white warships lay modionless in mid-seream,

Constance’s merry laugh aroused me from my reverne.

“What @re you staring ac?” she inquired.
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“Nothing—ihe fleer,” [ smiled,

Then Louis told us what che vessels were, pointing out each by its rel-
acive position to the old Red Fore on Governor's [sland,

“Thar little cigar-shaped ching 1 a torpedo boat,” he explined; “cthere
are four more lying close together. They are che Tapor, the Fafron, the Sea
Fox and the Ocapws. The gun-boats just above are the Princeton, the
Champlain, che Stilf Water and the Erie, Nexe to them lie the cruisers Farvagut
and Loy Angeles, and above chem the baccleships California and Dakora, and
che Washingron, which s che flagship, Those cwo squaccy-looking chunks of
metal which are anchored there off Cascle William are che double-currered
moniors fereeble and Magwfreent; behind chemn lies che ram, Osceala ™

Constance looked at him with deep approval in her beautiful eyes.
“What loads of things you know for a soldier,” she said, and we all joined in
the laugh which followed.

Presencly Louis rose with a nod co us and offered his arm to Constance,
and chey scrolled away along che river wall. Hawberk wacched for a moment
and then turned to me.

“Mr. Wilde was righe,” he said.”| have found the rmssing rassers and lefe
cuissard of the ‘Prince’s Emblazoned’, in a vile old junk garrec in Pell Sereet.”

“9087" [ inquired, with a smile.

Nes”

“Mr Wilde 15 a very incelligent man,” [ observed.

“I wane co give ham the credic of this most importane discovery,” con-
tinued Hawberk. “And [ incend it shall be known that he is encicled to the
fame of it.,”

“He won't thank you for that,” | answered sharply; “please say nothing
about ic.”

“Do you know what 1t 15 worch?” said Hawberk.

“Mo, Gifty dollars, pechaps.”

“Ie 15 wvalued atc five hundred, bue the owner of the ‘Prince's
Emblazoned” will give ewo thousand dollars vo the person who completes his
suit; that reward also belongs o Mr. Wilde.”

“He doesn't wanc it! He refuses!” | answered angrily. “What do you
know about Mr. Wilde? He doesn't need the money. He is nich—or will
be—richer than any living man excepr myself. What will we care for money
then—whar will we care, he and 1, when—when—"

“When what?” demanded Hawberk, astonished.

“You will see,” I replied, on my guard again.

He looked ac me narrowly, much as Docror Archer used o, and | knew
he thoughe 1 was mentally unsound. Perhaps ic was {orcunace for lam chae
he did not use the word lunatic juse then.
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“No,” I replied to his unspoken thoughe, “I am not mencally weak; my
mind is as healchy as Mr. Wilde's. I do not care to explain just yer what |
have on hand, buc it is an investment which will pav more chan mere gold,
silver and precious stones. Ie will secure the happiness and prospernicy of a
continent—yes, a4 hemisphere!”

“Oh,” said Hawberk.

“And eventually,” I continued more quiecly, “ic will secare the happiness
of the whole world.”

“And incidencally your own happiness and prospericy as well as Mr,
Wilde's?"”

“Exactly,” | smuled. But | could have throttled him for caling chac cone.

He looked ar me in silence for a while and then said very gendy, “Why
don’t you give up vour books and studies, Mr, Castaigne, and take a cramp
among the mountains somewhere or other? You used to be fond of fishing.
Take a casc or two ac che troue in che Rangeleys —"

“I don't care for fishing any more,” | answered, without a shade of
ANNOYANCE 1 my voice.

“You used to be fond of everything,” he continued, “achletics, yachring,
shooting, riding—"

“I have never cared co ride since my fall,” 1 said quiecly,

“Ah, yes, your fall,” he repeated looking away from me.

I thoughe chis nonsense had gone far encugh, so I turned che conver-
sacion back co Mr. Wilde; but he was scanning my face again in a4 manner
highly offensive to me.

“Mr. Wilde,” he repeated, “do you know what he did chis afternoon?
He came down stairs and nailed a sign over the hall door next to mine;, it read:

ME. WILDE
REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS
3d Bell

Do you know what a Repairer of Reputations can ber”

“Ido,” 1 replied, suppressing che rage within,

“Oh,” he said again.

Louis and Constance came strolling by and stopped to ask if we would
join them. Hawberk looked ac his waech, At the same moment a puff of
smoke shot from che casements of Cascle William, and the boom of che sun-
set gun rolled across the water and was reechoed from the Highlands oppo-
site. The flag came mnning down from che flag-pole, the bugles sounded on
the white decks of the warships, and the firse eleceric hghe sparkled our from
the Jersey shore,

As | urned into che cicy with Hawberk | heard Conscance murmur
something to Louis which T did noc underscand; but Louis whispered, “My
darling,” in reply; and again, walking ahead wich Hawberk chrough the
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square [ heard a murmur of “sweetheart” and “my own Constance”, and |
knew the tcime had nearly arrived when 1 should speak of important matters
with my Cousin Louis,

NE morning early in May | stood before che steel safe in my bedroom,

crying on the golden jewelled crown, The diamonds flashed fre as [
curned co the micror, and the heavy bearen zold burned hke a halo abouc
my head. | remembered Camulla's agomzed scream and the awful words
echoing through che streers of Carcosa. They were che lase lines in the firse
ace, and | dared not chink of what followed—dared not, even in che spring
sunshine, there in my own room, surrounded with familiar objeces, reas-
sured by che buscle from the screet and che voices of the servanes in the hall-
way oucside. For those posoned words had dropped slowly into my hearr,
as death-swear drops upon a bed-sheer and 15 absorbed. Trembling, | put che
diadem from my head and wiped my forchead. Bue | thought of Hastur and
of my own rightful ambicion, and I remembered Mr, Wilde as 1 had lase left
him, his tace all corn and bloody from che claws of that devil's creature, and
what he said<"4ah, what he said! The alarm bell in the safe began to whirr
harshly, and I knew my time was up; buc [ would not heed i, and replac-
ing the flashing circlee upon my head | curned defiancly to che marror. |
stood for & long cime absorbed in the changing expression of my own eves.
The mirror refleceed a face which was like my own, bur whiter, and so chin
that [ hardly recognized ic. And all the cime [ kept repeating between my
clenched teech, "The day has come! cthe day has come!” while the alarm in
the sale whirred and clamored, and the diamonds sparked and flamed above
my brow. | heard a door open bue did not heed ic. It was only when | saw
two faces in the marror—it was only when another face rose over my shoul-
der, and two other eves mer mine, | wheeled like a flash and seized a long
knife from the dressing-table, and my cousin sprang back very pale, crying:
“Hildred! for God's sake!” chen as my hand fell, he said: “Ic is 1, Louis, don't
you know me?” 1 stood silent, 1 could not have spoken for my life, He
walked up to me and ook che knife from my hand.

“Whar s all this?” he inquired, in 4 gentle voice, “Are you ill?”

“No,” 1 replied. But 1 doubt if he heard me.

“Come, come, old fellow,” he criec
dle into che scudy, Are vou going to a masquerade? Whart's all chis cheacri-

, “take off chat brass crown and tod-

cil cinsel anyway#”
| was glad he chooughe che crown was made of brass and paste, vet 1 did-
n't like him any the better for chinking so. 1 lee him take it from my hand,
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knowing it was best to humor him. He tossed che splendid diadem in the
air, and cacching it, turned to me smiling.

“Ic's dear ar fifey cents,” he said. “Whac's ic for?”

1 did not answer, burt ook che circlet from his hands and, placing it in
the safe, shur the massive steel door The alarm ceased s infernal din ac
once. He warched me curiously, bue did not seem to notice the sudden ceas-
ing of the alarm, He did, however, speak of che safe as a biscuit box. Fearing
lest he might examine the combination 1 led che way into the study, Louis
threw himself on che sofa and flicked ac flies wich his ecernal riding-whip.
He wore his fatigue uniform wich che braded jacker and jauncy cap, and 1
noticed char his riding-boots were all splashed wich red muod.

“Where have you been?” | inquired.

“Tumping mud creeks in Jersey,” he said. “1 haven’t had time wo change
ver; | was racher in a hurry to see you. Haven’t you got a glass of something?
I'm dead cired; been in the saddle cwency-four hours.”

I gave him some brandy from my medicinal score, which he drank wich
A rImEce.

“Damned bad stoff)” he observed. “I'll give vou an address where they
sell brandy chac is brandy.”

“It’s good enough for my needs,” [ said indifferencly. “I used it to rub
my chest wich.”

He stared and fhicked ar anocher {ly.

See here, old fellow,” he began, “1've got someching to suggese to you.
lt's four years now that you've shue yoursell up i here hke an owl, never
going anywhere, never taking any healchy exercise, never doing a damned
thing but poring over those books up chere on the mantelpiece,”

He glanced along the row of shelves. "Napoleon, Napoleon, Napoleon!”
he read. “For heaven sake, have vou nothing but Napaoleons chere?”

“I wish they were bound in gold,” [ said. "Buc wait, yes, there s anoth-
et book, The King in Yellow.” 1 looked him steadily in the eye,

“Have you never read ic?” | asked.

“I? No, thank God! [ don’t want to be driven crazy.”

1 saw he regrecced his speech as soon as he had ueeered ic, There is only
one word which I loache more than 1 do lunatic and thae word s crazy Bue 1
controlled myself and asked him why he thoughe The Kivg e Yellmy dangerous.

“Oh, | don’t know,” he said, haseily. I only remember the excrrement
it created and the denunciacions from pulpit and press. | believe the author
shot himself after bringing forch chis monscrosicy, didn’t he?”

“I underscand he 1s scill alive,” 1 answered.

“That's probably crue,” he mutcered; “bulless couldn’c kill a Hend
like chat.”

“It 15 a book of greae cruths” | sand.
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“Yes,” he replied, “of ‘truchs” which send men francic and blasc cheir
lives. 1 don't care if che ching i3, as chey say, che very supreme essence of art.
[t's & crime to have wriccen ic, and [ for one shall never open its pages.”

“Is char what vou have come co well me?” 1 asked.

“Mo,” he said, “l came to tell vou thae | am going co be married.”

[ believe for a moment my heart ceased to beat, bue 1 kepe my eyes on
his face,

“Yes,” he continued, smiling happily, “married to the sweetest girl on
garch.”

“Constance Hawberk,” 1 said mechamcally

“How did you know?" he coed, asconished. 1 didn'c know 10 myself
until thar evening last April when we scrolled down to the embankment
before dinner.”

“When is it to be?" [ asked,

“It was to have been nexc Seprember, bue an hour ago a dispacch came
ordering our regiment o the Presidio, San Francisco. We leave ac noon to-
morrow. To-morrow,” he repeaced. “Juse chink, Hildred, to-morrow | shall
be the happiest fellow thar ever drew breach in this jolly world, for
Conscance will go wich me.”

I offered him my hand in congratulation, and he seized and shook it
like the good-nacured fool he was—or pretended o be.

“l am gomng to geo my squadron as a wedding present,” he raccled on.
“Captain and Mrs. Lows Cascaigne, eh, Hhaldred?”

Then he told me where it was to be and who were to be there, and
made me promise to come and be best man, 1 sec my weerh and listened o
his bovish chaccer without showing what [ fele, but I was gecting co che limit
of my endurance, and when he jumped up, and, swicching his spurs uncil
they pngled, said he must go, 1 did not decan him.

“There's one thing 1 want to ask of you,” | said quietly.

“Ohae wiachoae, it's promised,” he laughed.

“1 want you to meet me for a quarter of an hour's calk tonighe,”

“Of course, if you wish,” he said, somewhat puzzled. “Where?”

“Anywhere, in the park chere”

“What come, Hildred?”

“Midnighe.”

“What in the name of—" he began, but checked himself and laugh-
ingly assented. | warched him go down the stairs and hurey away, his sabre
banging ar every stride. He turned into Bleecker Street, and 1 knew he was
going o see Constance, | gave him ten minures to disappear and chen fol-
lowed in his footsceps, taking wich me che jewelled ceown and che silken
robe embroidered wich the Yellow Sign. When | curned ineo Bleecker Screee,
and entered the doorway which bore the sign
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ME. WILDE
REPAIRER OF REPUTATIONS
3d Bell

1 saw old Hawberk moving about in his shop, and imagined [ heard
Constance's voice in che parlor; buc 1 avoided cthem boch and hurried up the
rrembling scatrways o Mr, Wilde's aparcment, 1 knocked, and encered
without ceremony. Mr. Wilde lay groaming on che floor, his face covered
with blood, his clothes torn o shreds. Drops of blood were scactered abour
over the carper, which had also been ripped and frayed in the evidencly
rocent Sffllﬁﬁlﬁ".

“Ic’s that cursed cac,” he said, ceasing his groans, and curning his col-
orless eyes to me; “she accacked me while 1 was asleep. I believe she will kill
me yet.”

This was too much, so | went into the kitchen and seizing a haccher
from the pancry, started o find the infernal bease and secele her then and
there. My search was fruitless, and after a while [ gave it up and came back
to find Mr. Wilde squatting on his high chair by the table. He had washed
his face and changed his cloches, The grear furrows which the cac's claws
had ploughed up in his face he had filled wich collodion, and & rag lnd che
wound i his chroae, | eold ham | should kill the cae when | came across her,
but he only shook his head and taened to the open ledger before him. He
read name after name of the people who had come to him in regard o their
reputacion, and che sums he had amassed were scarcling,

“I pur the screws on now and then,” he explained.

“One day or other some of these people will assassinace you,” 1 insisted.

“Do you think s0?” he said, rubbing his mucilated ears,

It was useless to argue with him, so 1 ook down the manuscripe enti-
tled Imperial Dynasty of America, for the lasc time 1 should ever take i
down in Mr, Wilde's scudy. 1 read ic through, chrilling and crembling wich
pleasure. When 1 had finished Mr. Wilde cook the manuscripr and, turning
to the dark passage which leads from his seudy o his bed-chamber, called
oue 1n & loud voice, “Vance.” Then for che first cime, | noticed a man crouch-
ing there in the shadow. How | had overlooked him during my search for
the cat, | cannot imagine.

“Vance, come in,” cried Mr, Wilde.

The figure rose and crepe coward us, and 1 shall never forgee che face
that he rased to mine, as che light from the window illuminated.

“Vance, this is Mr. Castaigne,” said Mo Wilde.

Before he had finished speaking, the man chrew himself on the ground
before che table, crying and gasping, “Oh, God! Oh, my God! Forgive me—
oh, Mr. Cascaigne, keep char man away, You cannot, you cannot mean icf
You are different—save me! 1 am broken down—I was in a madhouse and
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now—when all was coming right—when 1 had forgoteen the King—the
King in Yellow and—but | shall go mad again—I shall go mad—"

His voice died into a choking raccle, for Mr, Wilde had leapr on him
and his right hand encircled che man’s chroac, When Vance fell in a heap on
the floor, Mr. Wilde clambered mmbly inco his chair again, and rubbing his
mangled ears with the stump of his hand, turned to me and asked me for
the ledger. | reached it down from che shelf and he opened i, After a
moment's searching among che beaucifully written pages, he coughed com-
placently, and pointed co the name Vance,

“Vance,” he read aloud, "Osgood Oswald Vance.” Ac the sound of his
name, the man on the floor raised his head and turned a convalsed face o
Mr. Wilde., His eyes were injected with blood, his lips tumefied. “Called
April 28tch,” continued Mr. Wilde, *Occupartion, cashier in the Seaforch
National Bank, has served a term for forgery ac Sing Sing, from whence he
was cransferred co the Asylum for the Criminal Insane. Pardoned by che
Governor of New York, and discharged from che Asylum, January 19, 1918.
Kepucation damaged ac Sheepshead Bay. Rumors chac he lives beyond his
income. Reputation to be repaired at once. Retainer $1,300,

“Note—has embezzled sums amounting co §20,000 since March 20ch,
1919, excellent family, and secured present posicion through uncle’s influ-
ence. Facher President of Seaforch Bank.”

I looked ac che man on che floor,

“Gret up, Vance,” said Mr. Wilde in a gencle voice. Vance rose as of hyp-
notized, “He will do as we suggest now,” observed Mr. Wilde, and, opening
the manuscript, he read che encdre hiscory of the Imperial Dynasty of
America, Then in a kind and soothing murmur he ran over the important
points wich Vance, who stood like one scunned. His eyves were so blank and
vacant that 1 imagined he had become half-witted, and remarked 1c co Mr.
Wilde, who replied thac it was of no consequence anyway. Very patiently we
pomnted out co Vance what his share in che affar would be, and he scemed
to understand after a while, Mr. Wilde explained the manuscripe, using sev-
eral volumes on heraldry to substanciace the resule of his researches. e
mentioned the establishment of che Dynasey in Carcosa, che lake which con-
nected Hastur, Aldebaran, and the myseery of the Hyades. He spoke of
Cassilda and Camuilla, and sounded the cloudy depths of Demhe, and the
lake of Hali. “The scalloped taceers of the King in Yellow must hide Yheall
forever,” he muteered, but 1 do not believe Vance heard him. Then by
degrees he led Vance along che ramifications of the Imperial family, to Uoht
and Thale, from Naotalba and Phantom of Truch, to Aldones, and chen toss-
ing aside his manuscnpe and noces, he began che wonderful scory of the Lase
King. Fascinated and chrilled 1 watched him. He chrew up his head, his long
arms were streeched out in a magnificent gestore of pride and power, and



The Reparrer of Reputations 43

his eves blazed deep in their sockers like two emeralds, Vance listened stu-
pefied. As for me, when at lasc Mr. Wilde had finished, and pointing to me,
cried, “The cousin of che King!”, my head swam wich excicernent.

Conerolbng mysell wich a superhuman effore, 1 explained o Vance why
| alone was worthy of the crown and why my cousin muse be exled or die.
I made him understand cthat my cousin must never marry, even after
renouncing all his claims, and how chac lease of all he should marry the
daugheer of the Marquis of Avonshire and bring England into the question.
I showed him a lisc of chousands of names which Mr, Wilde had drawn up;
every man whose name was chere had recerved che Yellow Si1zn, which no
living human being dared dwsregard. The oy, che state, the whole land,
were ready to rise and cremble before the Pallid Mask.

The time had come, the people should know the son of Hastur, and the
whole world bow to the Black Stars which hang in che sky over Carcosa.

Vance leaned on the table, his head buried in his hands., Mr, Wilde drew
4 rough skecch on cthe margin of yesterday's Heraldd wich a bic of lead pen-
cil. [t was a plan of Hawberk's rooms. Then he wrote our che order and
affixed the seal, and shaking like a palsied man [ signed my first wric of exe-
cution with my name Hildred-Rex.

Mr. Wilde clambered o the floor and, unlocking the cabinet, took a
long square box from the firsc shell. This he broughe to the table and
opened. A new kmife lay in che ossue paper inside and [ picked 1 up and
handed it o Vance, along wich the order and che plan of Hawberdk's apare-
ment. Then Me. Wilde rold Vance he could go; and he wene, shambling like
an outcast of the slums.

I sat for a while watching the daylight fade behind the square cower of
the Judson Memorial Church, and finally, gachering up che manuscripe and
notes, took my hac and starced for the door,

Mr. Wilde watched me in sillence. When | had scepped inco the hall 1
looked back, Mr. Wilde's small eves were stll fixed on me. Behind him, the
shadows gathered in the fading light, Then I closed the door behind me and
went out into the darkening screecs,

1 had eaten noching since breakfase, bue 1 was not hungry. A wrecched
half-scarved creacure, who stood looking across the sereec at che Lechal
Chamber, noticed me and came up to eell me a cale of misery 1 gave him
money, | don't know why, and he wene away without chanking me. An hour
later another outcast approached and whined his story. | had a blank bic of
paper in my pocker, on which was craced the Yellow Sign, and I handed it
to him, He looked ar ic scupidly for a moment and chen, wich an uncercain
glance ac me, folded it with what seemed to me exaggeraced care and placed
it in his bosom.
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The eleceric lights were sparkling among the rrees, and the new moon
shone in the sky above the Lethal Chamber, It was dresome waiting in the
square; 1 wandered from the Marble Arch co che arcillery scables, and back
again to the locos fountain. The flowers and grass exhaled a fragrance whach
troubled me. The je of the fountain played in the moonlight, and the musi-
cal clash of falling drops reminded me of the tinkle of chained mail in
Hawberk’s shop. But it was not so fascinating, and che dull sparkle of che
moonlight on the water brought no such sensations of exquisite pleasure, as
when the sunshine played over che polished sceel of a corselet on Hawberk's
knee. I watched che bacs darong and turning above the wacer planes in che
fountain basin, bur their rapid, jecky flighe sec my nerves on edge, and |
went away again to walk aimlessly to and fro among the trees.

The artillery stables were dark, bue in the cavalry barracks the officers’
windows were brilliancly lighted, and the sallyport was constancly filled
with troopers in fatigue, carrying scraw and harness and baskecs filled wich
rin dishes,

Twice the mounted sentry ac che gates was changed, while | wandered
up and down the asphalt walk. 1 looked at my warch. le was nearly time.
The lighes in che barracks went oue one by one, che barred gare was closed,
and every minuce or two an officer passed in chrough che side wicket, leav-
ing a raccle of accoucrements and a jingle of spurs on cthe nighe air. The
square had become very silenc, The last homeless loicerer had been driven
away by the gray-coated park policemen, the car cracks along Wooster
street were deserted, and the only sound which broke the stillness was the
stamping of the senery’s horse and che ring of his sabre against the saddle
pommel, In the barracks, the officers” quarters were still lighted, and mili-
cary servancs passed and repassed before che bay windows, Twelve o'clock
sounded from the new spice of St, Francs Xavier, and ac che lasc scroke of
the sad-toned bell a figure passed through the wicket beside che portculhs,
recurned the saluee of the sencry, and crossing the streer entered the square
and advanced toward the Benedick aparement house,

“Louis,” 1 called.

The man pivoted on his spurred heels and came scraighe coward me.

“Is char vou, Hildred?”

“Yes, you are on time.”

| vook his offered hand, and we serolled roward che Lechal Chamber.,

He rattled on about his wedding and the graces of Constance, and cheir
future prospects, calling my attencion to his caprain’s shoulder scraps, and
cthe criple gold arabesque on his sleeve and facigue cap. [ believe I liscened
as much to che music of his spurs and sabre as [ did co his boyish babble,
and at lase we stood under che elms on the Fourch Sereer corner of che square
opposite the Lethal Chamber. Then he laughed and asked me whar | want-
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ed with him. 1 motioned him to a sear on a bench under the eleceric lighe,
and sat down beside him, He looked at me curiously, wich that same search-
ing glance which 1 hate and fear so in doctors, [ fele che insule of his look,
but he did not know ic, and [ carefully concealed my feelings.

“Well, old chap,” he enquired, “what can | do for yous”

I drew from my pocker the manuscripe and notes of the Imperial
Dwynascy of America, and looking him in che eye said;

“I will tell yvou. On your word as a soldier, promise me to read this man-
uscript from beginning o end, wichout asking me a question, Promise me
to read these notes in che same way, and promise me to histen o what 1 have
o tell larer”

“I promise, if you wish it,” he said pleasanty. “Give me the paper,
Hildred.”

He began to read, raising his eyvebrows wich a puzzled whimsical air,
which made me cremble wich suppressed anger. As he advanced, his eye-
brows concraceed, and his lips seemed o form the word “rubbish ”

Then he looked shghely bored, buc apparencly for my sake read, wich
an accempt at incerest, which presencly ceased o be an effore. He scarred
when in the closely wricten pages he came o his own name, and when he
came to mine he lowered the paper, and looked sharply at me for a moment.
But he kept his word, and resumed his reading, and 1 lec the half-formed
quesaon die on his hps unanswered, When he came co che end and read the
signacure of Mr. Wilde, he folded the paper caretully and recurned ic co me.
| handed him che notes, and he seteled back, pushing his facgue cap up to
his forehead, with a boyish gesture, which [ remembered so well in school,
I watched his face as he read, and when he finished 1 took the notes with the
manuscript, and placed them in my pocket. Then [ unfolded a scroll marked
with the Yellow Sign, He saw the sign, buc he did not seem to recognize i,
and | called his attencion to 1o somewhar sharply.

“It 15 che Yellow Sign,” | said angrily.

“Oh, that's it, is it?” said Louis, in that flactering voice Doctor Archer
used to employ with me, and would probably have employed again, had |
not setcled his affair for him,

1 kepr my rage down and answered as sceadily as possible, “Listen, you
have engaged your word?”

“I am listenung, old chap,” he replied soochingly.

I began to speak very calmly,

“Dr. Archer, having by some means become possessed of che secrer of
the Imperial Succession, accempeed o deprive me of my righe, alleging chac
because of a fall from my horse four years ago, 1 had become mencally defi
cient. He presumed to place me under reseraine in his own house in hopes
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of either driving me insane or poisoning me. | have not forgoreen i, | visit-
edd him lase night and the interview was final.”

Louis curned quite pale, bur did not move. 1 resumed crinmphantly,
“There are yet three people to be interviewed in the intereses of M, Wilde and
myself. They are my cousin Lowis, Mr. Hawberk, and his danghter Constance.”

Louis sprang to his feet and 1 arose also, and flung the paper marked
with the Yellow Sign to che ground.

“Oh, I don't need that to tell you what 1 have o say,” I cried wich a
laugh of triumph, “You must renounce che crown o me, do you hear, to mwe "

Lows looked ac me wich a scarcled air, buc recovering homself said kind-
ly, O course | renounce the—whar 18 1c | muse renounce #”

“The crown,” I said angnily.

“Of course,” he answered. T renounce i, Come, old chap, T'll walk
back to your rooms wich you.”

“Don't cry any of your doccor's cricks on me,” [ cried, crembling wich
fury. “Don'e ace as if you chank T am insane.”

“What nonsense,” he repbied. “Come, 1's gecong lace, Hildred.”

“No," | shouted, “you muse Iiseen. You cannot marry, | forbid it Do
you hear? 1 forbid ic. You shall renounce che crown, and in reward 1 grane
you exile, but if you refuse you shall die.”

He tried to calm me buc [ was roused ac lase, and drawing my long
kmife barred his way.

Then | cold him how they would find Dr. Archer in the cellar wich his
throat open, and [ langhed in his face when | thoughe of Vance and his knife,
and the order signed by me,

“Ah, vou are the King,” I cried, “but [ shall be King. Who are you to
keep me from Empire over all che habicable earch! 1 was born che cousin of
a king, but [ shall be King!™

Lowis scood white and ngid before me. Suddenly a man came running
up Fourch Sereee, entered che gare of che Lethal lemple, traversed che pach
0 the bronze doors at full speed, and plunged into the death chamber with
the cry of one demented, and 1 laughed uneil 1 wepe tears, for 1 had recog-
nized Vance, and knew chat Hawberk and his daughter were no longer in
my way.

“Go,” [ eried to Lows, “vou have ceased o be a menace. You will never
marry Constance now, and if you marey anyone else in your exile, | will visit
vou as [ did my docror last night. Mr, Wilde takes charge of you to-mor-
row.” Then [ turned and darred inco Souch Fifth Avenue, and wich a cry of
cerror Louis dropped his bele and sabre and followed me like the wind. 1
heard him close behind me ar the corner of Bleecker Screer, and [ dashed
into the doorway under Hawberk's sign. He cried, “Hale, or | fire!” but
when he saw chae | flew up the seairs leaving Hawberk's shop below, he lefe



The Reparrer of Reputations 37

me and 1 heard him hammering and shouring ac their door as chough it
were possible to rouse the dead.

Mr. Wilde's door was open, and [ encered crying, “1c is done, ic is done!
Let che nations rise and look upon cheir Eang! but 1 could noc find Mr.
Wilde, so | went to the cabinee and wook che splendid diadem from ies case.
Then I drew on the white silk robe, embroidered with the Yellow Sign, and
placed the crown upon my head. Ar last T was King, King by my right in
Hastur. King because 1 knew che mystery of the Hyades, and my mind had
sounded che depchs of che Lake of Hali, [ was King! The firse grey pencillings
of dawn would ramse a cempese which would shake two hemspheres. Then
as | stood, my every nerve picched co che lnghest tension, faine wich che joy
and splendor of my thoughes, wichoue, in the dark passage, a man groaned.

I seized the rallow dip and sprang to the door. The cat passed me like
a demon, and the tallow dip went out, but my long knife flew swifter chan
she, and [ heard her screech, and [ knew chac my knife had found her, For a
moment 1 hstened o her cumbling and chumping about i che darkness,
and cthen when her frenzy ceased, | ligheed a lamp and rassed © over my
head. Mr. Wilde lay on che floor wich hus throac corn open. Ac first | choughe
he was dead, bur as 1 looke:d, a green sparkle came inco his sunken eyes, his
mutilated hand trembled, and then a spasm seretched his mouth from ear
to ear. For a moment my terror and despair gave place to hope, burt as 1 bent
over him his eyeballs rolled clean around in his head, and he died. Then
while 1 scood, cransfixed with rage and despair, seeing my crown, my
empire, every hope and every ambition, my very life, lying prostrate chere
with the dead mascer, they came, seized me from behind, and bound me
until my veins scood ouc like cords, and my voice failed with paroxysms of
my frenzied screams, But 1 scill raged, bleeding and infuriated among chem,
and more chan one policeman fele my sharp ceech, Then when [ could no
longer move they came nearer; | saw old Hawberk, and behind him my
cousin Lows' ghastly face, and farther away, in the corner, a woman,
Constance, weeping softly.

“AhY I see it now!” | shrieked. “You have seized che chrone and che empire.
Woe! woe o vou who are crowned with the crown of che King in Yellow!™

{EDITOR'S NOTE: My, Castaigne dred yesterday in the Asylum for the
Crimenally Dnsane. }



HAMBERS lived in Paris from 1886 to 1893, studying painting. These experi-
ences led him to write In the Oparter, That pericd of his life also provides the raw
material tor “The Yellow Sign.”

In this story che mythology of The Kivg in Yolioe, which has functioned more in
the nature of symbelic commentary on the real-world action of the previous stories,
comes off the page and invades the world in which the story's characters live, They
do not merely read the decadent classic The Keng fn Yelfmy; they are actually pressed
into service as characrers in a continuation of its events,

A word must be said about the symbolism of lost innocence in “The Yellow
Sign.” It 5 ne accident that the sexuval encounter between the artist and his model
coincides with the reading of the infernal drama, and thar this is followsd by the
advent of the hearse-driver. As in the Eden myth, innocence is shattered by carnal
knowledge, and death s the result,

“The Yellow Sign”™ appeared firse, of course, in Chambers’ collection The King
i Yelloy in 1893,



The Yellow Sign

by Robert W. Chambers

Let the red dawn surmise
What we shall do,

When this blue starlight dies
And all 5 t|'|m|_1ll.z,E1-

HERE are so many things which are impossible to explain! Why
should certain chords in music make me chink of the brown and
golden cines of autumn foliage? Why should che Mass of Saince
Cécile send my thoughes wandering among caverns whose walls blaze wich
ragged masses of virgin silver? What was it in the roar and turmoil of
Broadway at six o'clock that flashed before my eyes the picture of a seill
Breton forest where sunlighe fileered chrough spring foliage and Sylvia bent,
half curiously, half tenderly, over a small green lizard, murmuring: “To chink
chac chis also 18 a liccle ward of God!™
When | first saw the watchman his back was coward me. | looked ac
him indifferencly until he went into the church. 1 paid no more ateention to
him than [ had to any other man who lounged chrough Washington Square
that morning, and when [ shut my window and turned back into my scudio
[ had forgotten him. Late in che afcernoon, che day being warm, 1 raised che
window again and leaned ouc to ger a sniff of air. A man was standing 1n che
courtyard of the church, and | noticed him again wich as liccle mncerese as 1
had that morning. | looked across the square to where the fountain was
playing and then, with my mind filled with vague impressions of trees,
asphale drives, and the moving groups of nursemaids and holiday-makers, |
started to walk back to my easel. As [ turned, my listless glance included the
man below in the churchyard. His face was coward me now, and wich a per-
fectly involuntary movernent | bent to see it At the same moment he rased
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his head and looked at me. Instancly [ choughe of a coffin-worm. Wharever
it was about the man that repelled me 1 did not know, but the impression
of a plump whice grave-worm was so incense and nauseating chac [ musc
have shown it in my expression, for he corned his pufty face away wich a
movement which made me chink of a disturbed grub in a chestnue,

[ went back to my easel and motioned the model to resume her pose.
After working awhile I was sacisfied chac [ was spoiling what T had done as
rapidly as possible, and 1 ook up a palette knife and scraped che color out
again, The esh cones were sallow and unhealdchy, and 1 did not underscand
how 1 could have pamced such sickly color inco a study whach before chac
had glowed with healthy ones.

I looked at Tessie. She had not changed, and the clear flush of healeh
dyed her neck and cheeks as 1 frowned.

“Is it something ['ve done?” she said,

“No—I've made a mess of chis arm, and for che life of me [ can’t see
how | came co paine such mud as char inco the canwvas,” 1 replied.

“Don't | pose well” she insisted.

“O1 course, perfecely”

“Then it's not my fanle?”

“No, it's my own.”

“I'm very sorry,” she said.

I told her she could rest while | applied rag and turpentne co che
plague spot on my canvas, and she wene off to smoke a cigarecte and look
over the illustrations in cthe Cowrier Frangas,

I did not know whecher it was something in the curpentine or a defect in
the canvas, but the more [ scrubbed the more that gangrene seemed to spread.
[ worked like a beaver to get it out, and yer the disease appeared to creep
from limb to limb of the study before me. Alarmed [ scrove o arrest it, but
now the color on the breast changed and the whole figure seemed o absorb
the infection as a sponge soaks up warer. Vigorously | plied paletee kmfe,
turpenting, and scraper, thinking all the time what a séance | should hold
with Duval who had sold me the canvas: but soon | noticed it was not the
canvas which was defective, nor ver che colors of Edward, "It muse be che cur-
pencine,” 1 thoughe angrily, "or else my eyes have become so blurred and
confused by che afternoon lighe that [ can't see serarghe” 1 called Tessie, the
model. She came and leaned over my chair blowing rings of smoke imto che air

“What bare you been doing o it?” she exclaime,

“Nothing,” 1 growled, “it mustc be this turpentine!”

“What a horrible color it is now,” she concinued, “Do you chink my
flesh resembles green cheeser”

“No, I don'e,” I said angrily. "Did you ever know me to paine like
that befores”
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“No, indeed!™

“Well, chen'”

"It must be che curpentine, or something,” she admiceed.

She slipped on a Japanese robe and walked o the window. 1 scraped
and rubbed vneil 1 was tired and finally picked up my brushes and hurled
them through the canvas with a forcible expression, the tone alone of which
reached Tessie's ears.

Mevertheless she prompely began: “Thac's ic! Swear and ace silly and
ruin your brushes. You've been three weeks on chac study, and now look!
What's the good of npping the canvas? What creatures arcises are!”

1 fele abour as much ashamed as | usually did after such an outbreak,
and I curned the ruined canvas to the wall. Tessie helped me clean my brush-
es, and chen danced away to dress. From che screen she regaled me with bics
of advice concerning whole or pardial loss of temper, until, chinking, per-
haps, 1 had been cormenced sufficiencly, she came ouc o implore me to buc-
ron her waist where she could not reach e on che shoulder

“Everything went wrong from the time you came back from che win-
dow and talked about that horrid-looking man you saw in the churchyard,”
she announced.

“Yes, he probably bewicched the picture,” 1 said yawning, 1 looked ac
my witch.

“Ic's afrer six, | know,” said Tessie, adjuscing her hac before che marror,

“Yes," | rephed, *1 didn'c mean to keep vou so long.” | leaned out of the
window but recoiled with disguse, for the young man with the pasty face
stoodd below in the churchyard, Tessie saw my gesture of disapproval and
leaned from the window,

“Is that the man you don’c hike?” she whispered.

1 nodded,

“I can't see his face, but he does look fac and soft. Someway or other,”
she contnued, turning o look at me, “he reminds me of a dream—an awiul
dream [ once had, Or,” she mused, looking down at her shapely shoes, “was
it & dream afeer all?”

“How should | know?" I smiled.

Tessie smiled in reply.

You were mnoie,” she said, "so perhaps you mighe know something
about 1c.”

“Tessie! Tessie!” 1 protested, “don’t you dare flaccer by saying thar you
dream aboutr me!”

“Bur 1 did,” she insisced; “shall I cell you abouc ic?”

Tessie leaned back on the open window sill and began very seriously.

“Omne night lase wineer [ was lying in bed thinking about nothing ac all
in parcicular. | had been posing for you and | was cired out, yee i seemed
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impossible for me to sleep. | heard the bells in che city ring, ten, eleven, and
miclnighe. I must have fallen asleep about midnight becanse [ don't remem-
ber hearing cthe bells afeer chat, It seemed o me thae [ had scarcely closed
my eyes when [ dreamed chat someching impelled me o go o the wandow
| rose, and rasing the sash leaned ouc. Twency-fifth Streer was deserced as
far as | could see. I began to be afraid; everything outside seemed so—so
black and uncomforcable, Then the sound of wheels in che discance came o
my ears, and it seemed o me as chough chac was what [ muse waic for, Very
slowly the wheels approached, and, finally, | could make our & vehicle mov-
ing along che screec, Ie came nearer and nearer, and when i passed beneach
my window | saw it was a hearse. Then, as | crembled wich fear, the driver
turned and looked scraight ar me. When | awoke [ was standing by che
open window shivering wich cold, bue the black-plumed hearse and the dri-
ver were gone, | dreamed chis dream again in March lase, and again awoke
beside cthe open window, Last nighe che dream came again, You remember
how it was raming; when | awoke, standing ac che open window, my nighe-
cdress was soaked.”

“But where did | come into the dream?” | asked.

“You—vyou were in the coffing but you were not dead.”

“In the coffin?”

Nes”

“How did you know? Could vou see me:?”

“Mo; 1 only knew vou were there.”

“Had you been eating Welsh rarebits, or lobster salad?” | began laugh-
ing, but the girl interrupted me with a frigheened cry

“Hello! What's up?” 1 said, as she shrank into che embrasure by the
window,

“The—rthe man below in the churchyard—he drove the hearse.”

“Monsense,” | said, bue Tessie's eves were wide wach cerror. | went o
the window and looked oue, The man was gone, “Come, Tessie,” | urged,
“don’t be foolish, You have posed woo long; you are nervous,”

“Do you think I could forger thae face?” she mormured, “Three times
[ saw the hearse pass below my window, and every cime the driver curned
and looked up ac me, Oh, his face was so white and—and soft? Ic looked
dead—at looked as if 1€ had been dead a long cime”

| incdduced the giel vo sic down and swallow a glass of Marsala, Then |
sat down beside her, and tried 1o give some advice.

“Look here, Tessie,” I said, “vou go to the councry for a week or cwo,
and you'll have no more dreams abour hearses, You pose all day, and when
night comes your nerves are upset, You can't keep this up. Then again,
instead of going o bed when yvour day’s work s done, you run off o picnics
at Sulzer's Park, or go to che Eldorado or Coney Island, and when you come
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down here next morning you are fagged out. There was no real hearse, That
was a soft-shel

crab dream.”

She smiled faincly,

“What about the man in the churchyard #*

“Oh, he's only an ordinary, unhealchy, everyday creacure.”

“As true as my name s lessie Reardon, | swear to you, Mr. Scocr, thac
che face of the man below in the churchyard s che face of the man who
drove che hearse!”

“What of 27 I said, “Ic’s an honese crade.”

“Then you chink I did see che hearse?”

“Oh," | sand diplomacically, “if vou really did, 1w mighe noc be unlikely
that the man below drove it. There 1s nothing in that.”

Tessie rose, unrolled her scented handkerchief and taking a bic of gum from
a knot in the hem, placed it in her mouth, Then drawing on her gloves she
olfered me her hand, wich a {rank, “Good-night, Mr. Scotr,” and walked out.

11

HE next morning, Thomas, the bellboy, brought me the Herald and a bic

of news, The church next door had been sold. T chanked Heaven for it, noc
that it being a Cacholic I had any repugnance for the congregation next door,
but because my nerves were shatcered by a blacane exhorcer, whose every word
echoes chrough che asle of che church as if it had been my own rooms, and who
msiseed on s s wich a nasal persstence which revoleed my every mscince.
Then, too, there was a fiend in human shape, an organist, who reeled off some
of the grand old hymns with an interprecacion of his own, and [ longed for che
blood of a creature who could play the doxology wich an amendment of minor
chords which one hears only in a quarcec of very voung undergraduaces, |
beheve che mimster was a good man, but when he bellowed: “And che Lorrrd
said uneo Moses, the Lorrrd 18 a man of war; che Lorerd s his name. My wrath
shall wax hot and [ will kill you with the sworerd!” | wondered how many cen-
caries of purgatory it would take o atone for such a sin,

“Who bought the propercy?” [ asked Thomas.

"Nobody that I knows, sir. They do say the genc wor owns this “ere
‘Armileon {lats was lookin” ac e, ‘e mughe be a-baldin’ more studios,”

1l walked to the window. The young man with the unhealthy face stood
by the churchyard gare, and ac the mere sight of him the same overwhelm-
ing repugnance took possession of me.

“By the way, Thomas,” | said, “"who is that fellow down there?”

Thomas sniffed. "That chere worm, sir? 'E's night wacchman of the
church, sir, 'E matkes me ored—a-sicein” ouc all mighe on them sceps and
lookin” ar vou insulein’ like. I'd a punched “is ‘ed, sit—beg pardon, sie—"
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“Go on, Thomas,”

“One night a-comin’ ‘ome with "Arry, the other English boy, [ sees “im
a-sitein’ chere on chem steps, We "ad Molly and Jen with us, sir, che cwo girls
on the cray service, and ‘e looks so insultn’ ac us thac 1 up and sez: " War
you lookin' hac, you fat slug?—beg pacdon, sir, but that's “ow 1 sex, sic
Then ‘e don’t say nothin’ and [ sez: ~ Come out and I'll punch that puddin’
‘ed.” Then T hopens the gate and goes in, bur ‘e don’t say nochin’, only looks
insultin’ like. Then I “its 'im one, but ugh! “is "ed was char cold and mushy
it ud sicken you to touch ‘im.”

“What did he do chen?” T asked, cunously,

“Im? Nawthin"."

“And you, Thomas?"

The young fellow flushed with embarrassment and smiled uneasily.

“Mr. Scotr, sir, [ ain’t no coward an’ [ can’c make ic out ac all why I run.
[ was in the Sch Lawncers, sir, bugler ac Tel-el-Kebir, an' was shot by che wells.”

“You don't mean o say vou ran away?”

“Yes, sir; | orun.”

“Why?"

“Thar's just whae | wane to know, sir. | grabbed Molly an’ run, an’ the
rest was as {righeened as 1.7

“But what were they frightened ac?”

Thomas refused o answer for a while, but now my cunosicy was
aroused about cthe repulsive young man below and 1 pressed hum. Three
years' sojourn in America had noe only modified Thomas™ cockney dialect
but had given him the American’s fear of ridicule.

“You won't believe me, Mt Scoct, sir?”

“Yes, 1 will”

“You will Llawf ar me, sie?"”

“Nonsense!”

He hesitated, “Well, sie, it's Gawd's truch thae when | ie im ‘e grabbed
me wrists, sir, and when 1 ewisted ‘s soft, mushy fist one of "is fingers come
off in me "and.”

The utter loaching and horror of Thomas' face must have been reflece-
ed in myv own for he added:

“It’s orful, an’ now when | see "im | juse go away. "E matkes me all."

When Thomas had gone | went to the window. The man stood beside
the church-railing with both hands on the gate, but [ hastily recreated wo my

easel again, sickened and horrified, for 1 saw chac the middle finger of his
right hand was missing,

At ming o'clock Tessie appeared and vanished behind the screen wich a
merry “Good morning, Mr Scote.” When she had reappeared and caken her
pose upon the model-scand | starced a new canvas muoch to her delighe. She
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remained silent as long as [ was on the drawing, but as soon as the scrape
of the charcoal ceased and 1 took up my fixative she began o chateer.

“Oh, I had such a lovely cime lasc nighe, We wenc o Tony Pascor’s.”

“Who are " we'#" | demanded,

“Oh, Maggie, vou know, Mr. Whyte's model, and Pinkie
McCormack—we call her Pinkie because she's got thar beautiful red hair
vou artists like so much—and Lizzie Burke,”

I sent a shower of spray from che fixative over che canvas, and said:
“Well, go on.”

“We saw Kelly and Baby Barnes che skire-dancer and—and all che resc.
| made a mash.”

“Then you have gone back on me, Tessie?”

She laughed and shook her head.

“IHe's Lizeie Burke's brocher, Ed, He's a perfece gen’'man,”

1 fele constrained to give her some parencal advice concerning mashing,
which she took wich a brighe smile.

“Oh, | can take care of a scrange mash,” she sad, examining her chew-
ing gum, “but Ed is different. Lizzie is my best friend.”

Then she related how Bd had come back from che scocking mill in
Lowell, Massachusetts, to find her and Lizzie grown up, and what an accom-
plished young man he was, and how he choughtc noching of squandering half
a dollar for we-cream and oysters to celebrace his encry as a clerk inco che
woollen deparcmene of Macy's. Before she iimshed | began to paine, and she
resumed the pose, smiling and chateering like a sparrow. By noon | had the
study fairly well rubbed in and Tessie came to look ar it

“That's betrer,” she said.

I chought so too, and ate my lunch wich a sacisbied feeling chac all was
going well, Tessie spread her lunch on a drawing table opposice me and we
drank our claret from the same bocele and hghred our cigarecces from the
same macch., | was very much accached to Tessie, | had watched her shooe
up into a slender bue exquisicely formed woman from a frail, awloward child,
She had posed for me during che last three years, and among all my models
she was my favorice, [t would have croubled me very much indeed had she
become “tough” or “fly", as the phrase goes, but [ never noticed any decen
oration of her manner, and fele ac heare thac she was all nghe. She and |
never discussed morals ae all, and 1 had no intenvion of deing so, partly
because 1 had none myself, and partly because 1 knew she would do whart
she liked in spite of me, Stll I did hope she would steer clear of complica-
cions, because [ wished her well, and chen also I had a selfish desire o recain
the best model 1 had, 1 knew that mashing, as she cermed ie, had no signif
icance with girls ke Tessie, and that such things in Amernca did not resemn-
ble in the lease che same chings in Paris. Yer having lived with my eyes open,
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[ also knew thar somebody would take Tessie away some day, in one man-
ner or another, and chough | professed to myself that marriage was non-
sense, | sincerely hoped that, in this case, chere would be a priesc ar che end
of the vista, [ am a Cacholic. When [ listen o high mass, when | sign myself,
| feel chat evervehing, including myself, 18 more cheerful, and when | con-
fess, it does me good. A man who lives as much alone as I do, must confess
to somebody. Then, again, Sylvia was Cacholic, and it was reason enough for
me, But [ was speaking of Tessie, which is very differenc. Tessie also was
Carholic and much more devoue than 1, so, taking ic all in all, 1 had liccle
fear for my precey model uneil she should fall in love, Bue then | knew chac
fare alone would decide her future for her, and 1 prayed inwardly chac face
would keep her away from men like me and throw into her path nothing
but ¥d Burkes and Jimmy McCormacks, bless her sweer face!

Tessie sat blowing rings of smoke up to che ceiling and cinkling the ice
in her cumbler,

“Do you know thar 1 also had a dream last nighe?” 1 observed.

‘Mot about that man,” she laughed.

“Exactly. A dream similar to yours, only much worse.”

It was foolish and choughtless of me to say chis, but vou know how lic-
tle tact the average painter has,

“I must have fallen asleep abour 10 o'clock,” 1 continued, “and afcer
awhile 1 dreame chae [ awoke. So plainly did 1 hear the midmghe bells, che
wind in the cree branches, and che whiscle of steamers {rom che bay, char
even now | can scarcely believe [ was not awake. | seemed to be lying n 4
box which had a glass cover. Dimly | saw the screet lamps as | passed, for |
must tell you, Tessie, che box in which | reclined appeared to lie in a cush-
wned wagon which jolted me over a scony pavement. Alter a while I became
impatient and tned to move bur the box was too narrow. My hands were
crossed on my breast so | could noc rmse them to help myselll | hseened and
then ened o call. My voice was gone, | could hear che ceample of the hors-
es artached to the wagon and even the breaching of the driver, Then anoch-
er soune broke upon my ears like the raising of a window sash. [ managed
to curn my head a liccle, and found 1 could look, not only chrough che glass
cover of my box, bur also chrough the zlass panes in che side of the covered
vehicle, | saw houses, empty and silent, wich neicher light nor life about any
of them excepring one. In that house a window was open on che first floor
and a figure all in white stood looking down into the streer. Te was vou,”

Tessie had turned her face away from me and leaned on che table wich
her elbow.

“I could see your face,” [ resumed, “and it seemed o me co be very sor.
rowlul. Then we passed on and turned inco a narcow black lane. Presencly
the horses stopped. 1 waited and waiced, closing my eves wich fear and
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impatience, bur all was as silent as the grave. Afrer what seemed o me
hours, | began to feel uncomforcable, A sense that somebody was close to
me made me unclose my eyes. Then [ saw che white face of the hearse-dri-
ver looking ac me through the cotfin-lid—"

A sob from Tessie interrupred me. She was ceembling hike a leafl | saw
[ had made an ass of myself and atcempred to repair the damage.

“Why, Tess,” 1 said, “T only told you this to show vou whar influence
vour story might have on another person’s dreams, You don't suppose 1 real-
Iy lay in a cotfin, do you? What are you crembling for? Don'c you see chac
yvour dream and my unreasonable dishke for chac inoffensive wacchman of
the church simply ser my bram working as soon as 1 fell asleeps”

She laid her head between her arms and sobbed as if her heare would
break. What a precious triple donkey T had made of myself! But I was about
to break my record. [ went over and puc my arm about her.

“Tessie, dear, forgive me,” 1 said; “I had no business co frighten you
with such nonsense. You are too sensible a girl, too good a Cacholic o
believe in dreams.”

Her hand tightened on mine and her head fell back upon my shoulder,
but she still crembled and 1 pecced and comforeed her,

“Come, Tess, open your eves and smile,”

Her eyes opened wich a slow languid movement and met mine, buc
their expression was so queer thac [ hascened o reassure her again.

“Ic’s all humbug, lessie, you surely are noc afraid chat any harm will
come o you because of that”

“MNo,” she said, but her scarler lips quivered,

“Then what's the macter? Are you afraid?”

"Yes. Mot for mysell.”

“For me, then?” | demanded gaily.

“For you,” she murmured in a voice almose inaudible, “I—I care for you.”

At first | started to langh but when | understood her, a shock passed
through me and | sat like one turned to stone, This was the crowning bit of
idiocy 1 had committed. During cthe moment which elapsed berween her
reply and my answer 1 choughe of a thousand responses o the innocent con-
fession, 1 could pass it by wich a laugh, 1 could misunderstand her and reas
sure her as to my healeh, | could simply poine oue chae e was impossible she
could love me. But my reply was quicker than my thoughres, and I mighe
think and think now when it was too late, for [ had kissed her on the mouth,

That evening [ ok my usual walk in Washington Park, pondering
over the occurrences of che day, 1 was choroughly commicced, There was no
backing out now, and 1 stared che future seranghe in che face, 1 was not good,
not even scrupulous, but 1 had no dea of deceiving eicher myself or Tessie.
The one passion of my life lay buried in the sunlic foreses of Brictany, Was ac



-
fr 4]

The Hastur Cycle

buried there forever? Hope cried, “No!” For chree years | had been listening
to the voice of Hope, and for three years | had waiced for a toortstep on my
chreshold. Had Sylwia forgottens "No!” cried Hope.

| sand chae 1 was noc good, Thac s coue, bue sall 1 was not exacely a
comic operd villain. [ had led an easy-going reckless life, caking what invie-
ed me of pleasure, deploring and sometimes bicterly regretting conse-
quences. In one thing alone, except my painting, was | serious, and that was
something which lay hidden if not lost in the Breton forests,

It was too late now for me o regrec whar had occurred during che day,
Whatever ic had been, picy, a sudden tenderness for sorrow, or the more bru-
tal insance of graoficd vaniey, 10 was all the same now, and unless | wished
to bruise an innocent heart my path lay marked before me. The fire and
serength, the depeh of passion of a love which T had never even suspeceed,
with all my imagined experience in the world, left me no alternative but to
respond or send her away, Whether because 1 am so cowardly about giving
pain to others, or whether 1t was thae 1 have licele of gloomy Purncian in me,
| do not know, but | shrank from disclaiming responsibilicy for char
thoughtless kiss, and in fact had no time to do so before the gates of her
heart opened and the flood poured forch. Ochers who habitally do cheir
ducy and find a sullen sacistaction in making themselves and everybody else
unhappy, might have wichstood 1c. T did noc. [ dared noc. After che scorm
had abated 1 did tell her chac she mighe becrer have loved Ed Burke and
worn a plain gold nng, bue she would noc hear of ic, and [ thoughe perhaps
that as long as she had decided to love somebody she could not marry, it had
better be me. 1 at least could creac her with an intelligent affection, and
whenever she became dred of her infacation she could go none the worse
for it. For I was decided on chat poine alchough I knew how hard ic would
be, [ remember che usual termination of Placome liamsons and choughe how
disgusted | had been whenever [ heard of one. | knew | was undercaking a
great deal for unscrupulous & man as [ was, and | dreaded che furure, bue
never for one moment did [ doube char she was safe with me. Had ie been
anybody bur Tessie [ should not have bothered my head about scruples, For
it did not occur to me to sacrifice Tessie as [ would have sacrificed a woman
of the world. 1T looked the furture squarely in the face and saw che several
probable endings to the affair. She would either tire of the whole ching, or
become so unhappy that | should have either to marry her or go away. I 1
married her we would be unhappy, 1 with a wife unsuited to me and she
with a husband unsuitable for any woman. For my past life could scarcely
encitle me co marry. If [ wene away she mighe eicher fall ill, recover, and
marry some Eddie Burke, or she mighe recklessly or deliberately go and do
something foolish. On the other hand if she cired of me, then her whole hife
would be before her with beauriful vistas of Eddie Burkes and marriage
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rings and twins and Harlem flats and Heaven knows whatr., As | serolled
along through the crees by cthe Washingron Arch, 1 decided char she should
find a substancial friend in me anyway and che future could cake care of
iself. Then [ wene inco che house and puc on my evening dress, for che licele
fainely perfumed note on my dresser said, “Have a cab ac the srage door ac
eleven,” and the note was signed “Edich Carmichel, Metropolitan Theater.”

1 took supper that night, or rather we ook supper, Miss Carmichel and
|
Memorial Church as 1 encered Washingcon Square afrer leaving Edich ar che

, at Solari's and the dawn was just beginning to gild the cross on the
Brunswick, There was noc a soul in the park as 1 passed among che crees and
ok the walk which leads from the Ganbaldi sticoe o che Hamiloon
Apartment House, bue as [ passed the churchyard [ saw a figure sitting on the
stone steps, In spite of myself a chill crepr over me ac che sight of the white
pufly face, and I hastened to pass. Then he said something which might have
been addressed to me or might merely have been a muccer o himself, buc a
sudden furious anger flamed up within me char such a creacrure should address
me. Por an instanc | fele bke wheeling aboar and smashing my sock over has
head, bute [ walked on, and entering the Hamilton went to my aparement. For
some time | tossed abour the bed eryving o ger the sound of his voice oue of
my ears, but could not. It filled my head, that muctering sound, like thick oily
smoke from a fat-rendering vat or an odor of nosome decay, And as [ lay and
tossed abour, the voice 1n my ears seemed more disance, and [ began co under-
stand the words he had muttered. They came o me slowly as if [ had forgoe-
ten them, and at lase | could make some sense out of the sounds. 1t was thos:

“Have you found che Yellow Sign?”

“Hawve yvou found che Yellow Sign?”

“Have vou found che Yellow Sign?”

1 was furions, Whae did he mean by chac? Then wich a curse upon humn
and his | rolled over and went to sleep, but when 1 awoke later | looked pale
and haggard, for | had dreamed the dream of the night before and it trou-
bled me more than [ cared o think.

I dressed and went down into my studio. Tessie sac by che window, but
as 1 came in she rose and pur both arms around my neck for an innocent
kiss, She looked so sweee and dainey thae T kissed her again and then sar
down before the easel.

“Hello! Where's the study | began yesterday?” [ asked.

Tessie looked conscious, but did not answer. | began to hune among the
piles of canvases, saying, “Hurry up, Tess, and get reacdy; we must take
advantage of the morning lighe.”

When at lase [ gave up the search among che ocher canvases and curned
to look around the room for the missing study | nooced Tessie standing by
the screen with her clothes still on.
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“Whart's the marter,” 1 asked, “don’t you feel well?”

“Yes.”

“Then hurry”

"D you wane me o pose as—as 1 have always posed ™

Then Iunderstood. Here was a new complication. | had lose, of course,
the bese nude model | had ever seen. [ looked ar Tessie. Her face was scat-
ler. Alas! Alas! W had eaten of the tree of knowledge, and Eden and nacive
innocence were dreams of che past—I mean for her,

I suppose she noticed che disappointment on my face, for she sad; “1
will pose 1if you wish, The scudy is behind che screen here where 1 pue ic”

“No," 1 said, “we wll begin something new” | wene into my wardrobe
and picked our a Moorish costume which fairly blazed wich tinsel. Tt was a gen-
wine costume, and Tessie recired o che screen with it enchanted. When she
came forcth again [ was astonished, Her long black hair was bound above her
forehead with a circlec of turquoises, and the ends curled abour her gliccering
girdle, Her feer were encased in the embrowdered poinced shippers and the skare
of her costume, curiously wroughe wich arabesques in silver, fell to her ankles.
The deep metallic blue vest embroidered wich silver and the shore Mauresque
jacket spangled and sewn wich turquoises became her wonderfully. She came
up o me and held up her face smiling, 1 slipped my hand into my pocker and
drawing out a gold chain wich a cross accached, dropped it over her head.

“It’s vours, Tessie”

“Mines” she faleered.

“Yours. Now go and pose.” Then with a radiane smile she ran behind
the screen and presently reappeared with a liccle box on which was written
my name.

“I had intended to give it to you when 1 went home conighe,” she said,
“but 1 can't wait now,”

| opened the box, On the pink cotton inside lay a clasp of black onyx,
on which was inlaid a curious symbol or letter in gold. e was neicher Arabiac
not Chinese, nor as | found afterwards did ic belong to any human scripe.

“It’s all I had to give you for a keepsake,” she said, cimidly,

I was annoyed, but 1 cold her how much 1 should prize it, and promised
to wear it alwavs. She fasrened ic on my coat beneach che lapel,

“How foolish, Tess, to go and buy me such a beanciful thing as chis,”
| said.

“I did not buy it,” she laughed.

Then she told me how she had found it one day while coming from che
Aquarium in the Baccery, how she had adverased ic and warched che papers,
burt arc lasc gave up all hopes of finding the owner,

“That was lase wincer,” she said, “the very day | had the firse horrid
dream abour the hearse.”
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I remembered my dream of che previous nighe burt said noching, and
presently my charcoal was flying over a new canvas, and Tessie stood
motionless on the model scand,

HE day following was a disastrous one for me. While moving a framed
Tcam‘:—::-i from one easel to anocher my foor slipped on the polished floor
and 1 fell heavily on boch wnses. There were so badly sprained chae ic was ase-
less to actempt to hold a brush, and | was obliged to wander aboue the stu-
dio, glaring at unfinished drawings and skeeches uncil despair seized me and
I sat down w smoke and twiddle my chumbs wich rage. The rain blew
against the windows and raccled on the roof of the church, driving me into a
nervous {ic wich ics interminable paccer, Tessie sac sewing by che window, and
every now and chen rased her head and looked ar me wich such innocent
compassion that | began to feel ashamed of my irricaton and looked about
for something to occupy me. [ had read all the papers and all the books in
che library, but for che sake of something co do 1 went to the bookcases and
shoved them open with my elbow, [ knew every volume by its color and
examined them all, passing slowly around che hibrary and whiscdling o keep
up my spirics. | was curning to go ineo che dinmg-room when my eye fell
upon @ book bound in serpent skin, standing i a corner of the top shelf of
the last bookcase. 1 did not remember it and from che floor could not deci-
pher the pale leceering on the back, so I went o the smoking-room and
called Tessie. She came in from the scudio and climbed up to reach the book.

W hac 15 ic?” 1 asked.

“The King in Yellne ™

| was dumfounded. Who had placed i there? How came it in my
rooms? | had long ago decided chae | should never open thae book, and
nothing on earch could have persnaded me o buy it Fearful lese ceriosicy
might tempt me to open it, | had never even looked at it in book-stores, If
I ever had had any curiosicy to read i, che awful cragedy of young
Cascangne, whom [ knew, prevented me from explornng s wicked pages, |
had always refused to histen to any descripoion of i, and indeed, nobody ever
ventured to discuss the second pare aloud, so 1 had absolueely no knowledge
of what those leaves mighe reveal, [ stared ac che poisonous moteled bind-
ing as I would at a snake.

"Don’t touch ic, Tessie,” I said:; “come down.”

Of course my admonicion was enough o arouse her curiosicy, and
before | could prevent ie she took che book and, laughing, danced off ineo
the studio with it [ called to her but she slipped away with a cormenting
smile at my helpless hands, and 1 followed her with some impatience,
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“lessie!” [ cried, entering the library, “listen, | am serious. Pur thar
book away. I do not wish you to open it.” The library was empey. [ went into
both drawing-rooms, chen into the bedmoms, laundry, kicchen, and finally
recurned to the hbrary and began a syscematic search, She had hidden her-
self so well thae ic was half an hour lacer when | discovered her crouching
whire and silent by the latticed window in the store-room above, At firse
glance T saw she had been punished for her foolishness, The King in Yallme lay
at her feet, but the book was open at che second pare, I looked ar Tessie and
saw it was oo late, She had opened The Kimg 2e Yallowe, Then I ok her by
the hand and led her inco che studio. She seemed dazed, and when 1 wold her
to he down on the sofa she obeyed me withour a word, Afeer a while she
closed her eves and her breathing came regular and deep, bur T could not
determine whether or not she slepe. For a long while 1 sar silencly beside her,
but she neicher scirred nor spoke, and ar lase 1 rose and entering che unuosed
store-room took cthe book in my leasc injured hand, [t seemed heavy as lead,
but I carned 1t ineo che scudio again; and siccing down on che rug beside che
sofa, opened it and read e through from beginning o end.

When, faint with the excess of my emotions, | dropped the volume and
leaned wearily back against che sofa, lessie opened her eves and looked ar me.

We had been speaking for some time in a dull monotonous serain
before | realized chat we were discussing The King i Yellore. Oh, che sin of
writing such words—waords which are clear as coyseal, hmpid and musical as
bubbling springs, words which sparkle and glow like the posoned diamonds
of the Medicis! Oh, the wickedness, che hopeless damnation of a soul who
could fascinate and paralyze human creatures with such words—words
understood by the ignorant and wise alike, words which are more precious
than jewels, more soothing than music, more awful chan deach!

We talked on, unmindiul of the gathenng shadows, and she was beg-
ging me o chrow away the clasp of black onyx quamntly mlad sach whae we
now knew to be the Yellow Sign. | never shall know why | refused, though
even at this hour, here in my bedroom as | write this confession, [ should be
glad o know whar it was chat prevented me {rom cearing the Yellow Sign
from my brease and cascing it into che fire, 1 am sure [ wished o do so, and
yer lessie pleaded wich me in vain, Nighe fell and hours dragged on, but
still we murmured to each other of the King and che Palhd Mask, and mid-
night sounded from che misey spires in the fog-wrapped ciey. We spoke of
Hastur and of Cassilda, while outside the fog rolled againse the blank win-
dow-panes as the cloud waves roll and break on the shores of Hali,

The house was very silent now and noc a sound came up from che miscy
streecs, Tessie lay among che cushions, her face a gray blot in che gloom, bue
her hands were clasped in mine and | knew that she knew and read my
thoughts as | read hers, for we had understood the myvseery of che Hyades
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and the Phantom of Truth was laid. Then as we answered each other, swife-
ly, silently, chought on thought, che shadows stirred in the gloom about us,
and far in the discanc streecs we heard a sound. Nearer and nearer it came,
the dull crunching wheels, nearer and yee nearer, and now, outside before
the door it ceased, and | dragged myself to the window and saw a black-
plumed hearse. The gate below opened and shut, and [ crept shaking to my
door and bolted it, buc 1 knew no bolts, no locks, could keep thae creature
out who was coming for the Yellow Sign. And now 1 heard him moving very
soltly along che hall. Now he was ar che door, and che boles rocced ac his
rouch. Now he had entered, Wiach eyes starung from my head I peered ineo
the darkness, bue when he came inco the room | did not see him. I was only
when [ fele him envelop me in his cold soft grasp thae [ cried out and strug-
gled with deadly fury, but my hands were useless and he tore the onyxs clasp
from my coat and scruck me full in che face. Then, as [ fell, 1 heard Tessie's
solt cry and her spinc fled: and while falling [ longed w follow her, for 1
knew thit che King in Yellow had opened his caccered mancle and chere was
only God o cry o now.

I would tell more, bue 1 cannot see what help it will be o the world.
As for me | am pase human help or hope, As 1 lie here, writing, careless even
whether or not [ die before [ finish, I can see the doctor gathering up his
powders and phials wich 4 vague gesture to the good priest beside me,
which 1 underscand.

They will be very cunous o know the cragedy—cthey of che outside world
who write books and prine millions of newspapers, but 1 shall write no more,
and the father confessor will seal my lase words with the seal of sanceiry
when his holy office is done, They of the outside world may send their crea-
cures inco wrecked homes and deach-smiceen firesides, and cheir newspapers
will batten on blood and cears, buc wich me their spies muse hale before the
confessional. They know thar Tessie s dead and chae | am dying. They know
how the people in the house, aroused by an infernal scream, rushed into my
room and found one living and two dead, but they do not know whart T shall
tell them now; they do not know that the doctor said as he pointed to a hor-
rible decomposed heap on che floor—che livid corpse of the warchman from
the church; “I have no cheory, no explinacion, Thar man muosc have been
dead for monchs!”

| think | am dying. | wish the priest would—



GAIN, as in Chamberss own tales, here the play The King in Yolfow serves as a
A:-'.r_'ript for madness for those who read it and are driven mad by it. les pages
become their delusions. Bur more than this, Wagner's story highlights an insight
from Miche! Foucaulr already evident in Chambers, namely that sanicy itself may be
seen as simply one more comforting delusion, albeit one shared, like the Lovecraftian
Diream World, herween many dreamers. Sanity, it seems, is the visible tip of a vast
submerged iceberg called madness. One’s present, like Cassilda’s in the story, s illu-
mined by the “recollection” of pasts that have never been present experiences.

One sees, too, in "The River of Night's Dreaming” che docerine of Jacques
Derrida that the meaning of a term is dependent for its meaning precisely on irs
polar opposite, wich the result that all rerms bear che trace, are the empey erack, of
their opposites, It becomes clear that the seeming propriety and prudery of
Cassilda’s Victorian hosts s not so much given the lie by their secret nocturnal rev-
els, as 1t 15 rather the necessary backdrop aganst which their secrer sexualicy must
be defined. To taste so sweet thus forbidden frue muse be forbidden by the very peo-
pll:' who pepoce to savor it! l[d]'u.-:.' forbad 1t juse so rhc;,- S r.l::light L6 1.'iu|:1tiny, their
own prohibition.

Speaking of Derrida, one alse sees in Wagner's tale, as well as in all of
Chambers’ stories of The Kiwg in Yallow, a prime example of the literary technique of
mifse-ca~alryare, of infinite regress, whereby the text is seen to contain a microcosm of
the expericnce of the reading of the rext itself. We read of those who read a rexe
called The Kinpg in Yellow and are swept away to decadent ennui and dangerous
visions. But Chambers and Wagner provide only the merest glimpses of this text. We
teel frustrated, but then we do not need to know more chan the plain face thae it is
we who are the enrape amd endangered readers of a cext (though a ser of stories, not
a play) called The Kivg ie Yollwe. [v 35 as if we are viewing ourselves through the
wrong end of the telescope, The King in Yolfme turns out, then, to be just like the row-
ers of Carcosa which seemingly should appear in tront of the moon but m fact Le
b<hind it.

“The River of Night's Dreaming” originally appeared in Whipers [, 1981,



The River of Night’s Dreaming

by Karl Edward Wagner

EVERYWHERE: grayness and rain.

The activicies bus with its uniformed occupants. The wee pavement
that crawled along the crest of the high bluff. The storm-fretted waters of
cthe bay far below. The night itself, gauzy with gray misc and craceries of
rain, feebly probed by the wan headlighes of che bus.

CGrrayness and rain merged 1n a shicher of skadding rubber and a procese-
ing bawl of brakes and tearing metal.

For an instant the activities bus paused upon the broken guard rail,
hung half-swallowed by the grayness and rain upon the edge of the
precipice. Then, wich thircy voices swelling a chorus to che screams of rub-
ber and steel, che bus plunged over the edge,

Halfway down ic scruck glanangly agamse che hmestone face, shearing
off wheels amidse a shower of glass and bies of mecal, 15 plunge unchecked.
Another carom, and the bus began to break apart, tearing open before its
final impact onto the wave-froched jumble of boulders far below. Water and
sound surged upward into che night, as mecal crumpled and splic open, scat-
cering bits of humanicy hike seeds flung from a bursting melon.

Briefly chose crapped withan che submerging bus made despairing nois-
¢s—in the might they were no more than the coes of kittens, tied in a sack
and thrown into the river. Then the waters closed over the tangle of wreck-
age, and grayness and rain silenced the torrent of sound.

She scruggled o che surface and dragged air into her lungs in a shuddering
her acoions stll aucomaric, for

spasm, Treading water, she scared abouc her
the crushing impace into che dark wacers had all buc knocked her uncon-
scious. Perhaps for a moment she bad lost consciousness; she was too dazed
to remember anything very clearly. Anything.

Fragments of memory returned. The rain and the night, che aceivities
bus carrying them back o their prison. Then che plunge into darkness, the
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rerror of her companions, metal bursting apare, Alone in another inscant,
flung helplessly into che night, and the stunning embrace of the waves,

Her choughes were clearing now. She worked her feet ouc of her tennis
shoes and tugged damp hair away from her face, trying o see where she
was. The body of the bus had torn open, she vaguely realized, and she had
been thrown out of the wreckage and into che bay. She could see the dark-
er bulk of the cliff looming out of che grayness not far from her, and dimly
came the moans and cries of ocher survivors. She could not see them, but
she could imagine their presence, huddled upon che rocks berween che
water and the verocal bluff

Soon the fatlure of che acovices bus o recurn would cawse alarm. The
gap in the guard rail would be noticed. Rescuers would come, with lights
and ropes and sereechers, oo pluck chem off the rocks and hurry them away
in ambulances to che prison’s medical ward,

She scopped herself, Wichoue choughe, she had begun o swim toward
the other survivors, But why? She took stock of her sicuacion. As well as she
could judge, she had escaped injury. She could easily join the others where
they clung to the rocks, await rescue—and once the doctors were sacisfied
she was whole and hearcy, she would be back in her locked ward again. A
prisoner, perhaps until the end of her days.

Far across the bay, she could barely make ouc the phantom glimmering
of the lights of che ciey. The distance was greac—in miles, cwo? chree?
more!—ior the prison was a long deive bevond the oucskices of the cicy and
around the sparsely sectled shore of the bay. But she was achlecically erim
and a strong swimmer—she exercised regularly to help pass che long days.
How many days, she could not remember. She only knew she would not let
them take her back to chac place.

The rescue workers would soon be here. Once chey'd taken care of
those who clung to the shorehne, they'd send divers o raise the bus—and
when they didn't Gnd her body among those in the wreckage, they'd assume
she was drowned, her body washed away, There would surely be others who
were missing, others whose bodies even now drifted beneath the bay. Divers
and boacmen with drag hooks would search for them. Some they mighe
never find.

Her they would never find.

She turned her back to the chif and began to swim our into che bay
Slow, patient strokes—she muse conserve her sirengeh. This was a danger-
ous act, she knew, but then they would be all the slower to suspect when
chey discovered she was missing, The rashness of her decision only meanc
that che chances of escape were all che beceer, Cercainly, they would search
along che shoreline close by the wreck—pethaps use dogs to hune down any
who might have tried to escape along the desolare strecch of high cliffs. Bur
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chey would not believe that one of their prisoners would atcempr to swim
across o the distant city—and once she reached che city, no bloodhounds
could seek her oue chere,

The black rise of rock vanished into the gray rain behind her, and wich
it dwindled the sobbing wails of her fellow prisoners. No longer her fellows.
She had turned her back on that existence. Beyond, where lights smeared
che distant grayness, she would find a new existence for herself.

For a while she swam a brease scroke, swicching o a back seroke when-
ever she began o dre, The rain fell heavily onto her upourned face; choppy
waves spilled inco her mouch, forcing her co abandon che back scroke each
vime before she was fully resced. Juss fake £ slow, tage your time, she told her-
selfl Only che dseane highes gave any direction to the grayness now. If she
eried to curn back, she mighe swim aimlessly chrough che darkness, uneil |,

Her dress, a drab prison smock, was weighing her down. She hesicated
a moment—she would need clothing when she reached che shore, buc so
encumbered she would never reach che cicy. She could not waste screngeh
agonzing over her dilemma. There was no choice. She tugged ac che bue-
eons. A quick seruggle, and she was able to wrench the wet dress over her
head and pull ic free. She flung the shapeless garment away from her, and it
sank into the night, Another struggle, and her socks followed.

She scruck our again for che faraway hghes, Her bra and pances were
no more drag than a swimsuic, and she moved chrough che wacer cleanly—
berating herself for not having done chis earber. In the rain and che dark-
ness it was impossible to judge how far she had swum. At lease halfway, she
fervently hoped. The adrenalin thae had coursed chrough her earlier wich ics
glib assurances of strengch was beginning to fade, and she became increas-
ingly aware of bruses and wrenched muscles suffered in che wreck,

The hghes never appeared o come any closer, and by now she had losc
track of time, as well. She wondered whether che flow of the current mughe
not be carrying her away from her deseination whenever she rested, and chae
fear sent new power into her serokes, The brassiere straps chafed her shoul-
ders, bur this iceitation was scarcely noticed against che gnawing ache of
facigue. She foughe down her growing panic, concencracing her encire being
upon the phancom lighes in che discance.

The hights seemed no closer than the stars might have been—only the
stars were already lost in the grayness and rain. At cimes che ciey lighes van-
ished as well, blotted our as she labored chrough a swell. She was cue off
from everyching in those moments, cuc off from space and from time and

from realicy, There was only che grayness and che rain, pressing her deeper
against cthe dark warer. Memones of her past faded—she had always heard
that a drowning victim's life flashes before her, but she could scarcely
remember any fragment of her life before they had shue her away, Perhaps
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that memory would retuen when ar lase her scraining muscles failed, and the
water closed over her face in an unrelinguished kiss.

Then che lighes were closer—she was certain of ic this cime, True, che
lighes were fewer than she had remembered, but she knew it muse be far
ineo the mighe afeer her seemingly endless swim. Hope sped renewed ener-
gy into limbs that had moved like a mechanical toy, slowly winding down.
There was a currenc here, she sensed, seeking to drive her away from che
lights and back into the limitless expanse she had struggled o escape,

As she foughe againse the currene, she found she could ar lasc make ouc
the shoreline before her, Now she fele a new rush of fear, Sheer walls of scone
awaited her. The cry had been buile along a bluff. She mught reach che
shore, but she could never climb ies rock face.

She had foughe too hard o surrender co despair now. Grimly she
attacked the current, working her way along che shoreline, It was all but
impossible to see anyching—only the looming wall of blackness thac cruel-
ly barred her from che cicy invisible upon its heighes. Then, bevond her in
the mghe, the blackness seemed to recede somewhac, Scarcely daring o
hope, she swam toward this break in the wall, The current seeadily
increased. Her muscles stabbed wich farigue, bue now she had o swim all
the harder to keep from being swept away.

The blufl was indeed lower here, buc as a defense against che floods,
they had bwle a wall where the nacural bacner fell away, She clucched ac che
mossy stones 1n desperanon—nher clawing fingers finding no purchase. The
current dragged her back, denying her a moment’s respite.

She sobbed a curse. The heavy rains had deiven che water to highest
levels, Jeaving no rim of shoreline beneach clifl or dike, Buc since chere was
no escape for her along che direction she had come, she forced her aching
limbs to fight on against the current, The hne of the dike seemed to be curv-
ing inward, and she thought surely she could see a break in the barner of
blackness not far ahead,

She made painful progress againse the increasing current, and ar length
was able to underscand where she was, The seawall rose above a river that
flowed chrough the cicy and inco the bay. The cicy's storm sewers swelling
ity seream, che river rushed in full flood againse che man-made bulwark, [es
force was almost more than she could swim against now. Again and again
she clurched ar the slippery face of the wall, striving to gain a hold. Each
rime the current dragged her back again,

Storm sewers, some of them submerged now, poured into che river from
che wall—cheir cross currents creating whirling eddies chac shielded her one
moment, tore ac her che nexe, bue allowed her o make desperace headway
against che oiver itself. Bies of debris, caught up by the flood, scruck ac her
invisibly. Rats, swimming frenziedly from che flooded sewers, scruggled pase
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her, soughe to crawl onto her shoulders and face, She hit out ar them, heedless
of their bites, too intent on fighting che current herself to feel new horror,

A sudden eddy spun her againse a recess in the sea wall, and in the nexc
inscant her legs brused againse a submerged ledge. She half swam, half-
crawled forward, her fingers clawing shme-carpeted steps. Her breach sob-
bing in relief, she dragged herself oue of the water and onto a flighe of stone
seeps set out from the face of che wall,

For a long while she was content o press herself against che wet stone,
her aching limbs no longer scrainming co keep her afloac, her chest hammer-
ing 1n exhausoon, The flood washed againse her feee, 108 level sall nsing, and
d soclden rac clawed oneo her leg—finding refuge as she had done. She crawled
higher onto the steps, becoming aware of her surroundings once more,

So. She had made ic. She smiled shakily and looked back toward the
direction from which she had come. Rain and darkness and distance made
an impenecrable barrier, buc she imagined che rescue workers must be
checking off the names of those chey had found, There would be no check-
mark beside her name.

She hugged her bare ribs. The nighe was chill, and she had no protec-
cion from che rain. She remembered now char she was almose naked. Whac
would anyone chink who saw her like this? Perhaps in the darkness her
pancies and bra would pass for a bikini—buc what would a bacher be doing
out at this hour and in chis place? She might explain chac she had been sun-
bathing, had fallen asleep, taken refuge from che scorm, and had then been
forced to flee from the rising waters. Bur when news of the bus wreck
spread, anvone who saw her would remember,

She must find shelter and cloching—somewhere, Her chance to escape
had been born of the moment; she had noc had ame yet co think martcers
through, She only knew she could noc let chem recaprure her now.
Whatever the odds againse her, she would face them.

She stood up, leaning aganse the face of che wall until she fele her legs
would hold her upright. The flight of steps ran diagonally down from the
top of the seawall. There was no railing on the ourward face, and che stone
was creacherous wich slime and screaming warer, Painfully, she edged her
wiy upward, crying not to chink aboue che rushing waters below her, If she
shpped, there was no way she could check her fall; she would eumble down
into the black torrent, and this time chere would be no escape.

The climb seemed as difficule as had her long swim, and her aching
muscles seemed to rebe
steps, buc ac lengch she gained che upper landing and scumbled onco the

against the task of bearing her up the slippery

scorm-washed pavement atop the sea wall. She blinked her eyes uncercain
ly, drawing & long breach. The rain pressed her black hair co her neck and
shoulders, sluiced away the muck and fileh from her skin.
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There were no lights o be seen along here, A balustrade guarded che
edge of the seawall, wich a gap to give access to the stairs, A screet, barren
of any craffic ac chis hour, ran along the cop of the wall, and, across che
empty screet, rows of brick buildings made a second barrier. Evidencly she
had come upon a dserice of warchouses and such—and, from all appear-
ances, this section was considerably run-down. There were no streetlights
here, bur even in the darkness she could sense che disused aspect of the row
of buildings with cheir boarded-over windows and filchy fronts, che brick
sereet with its humped and broken paving,

She shoivered. It was doubly forcunace char none was here to mark her
sudden appearance. In a secoon like chis, and dressed as she was, it was unlike-
ly thar anvone she might encounter would be of Good Samarican inclinations.

Clothing. She had to find clothing. Any sort of clothing. She dareed
across the uneven paving and into che deeper shadow of the building frones.
Her besc bet would be co find a shop: perhaps some sordid second-hand
place such as chis screer mighe well harbor, a place wichour elaborate bur-
glar alarms, if possible. She could break in, or ac worse find a window dis-
play and ery her luck at smash and grab. Just a simple raincoat would make
her feel far less vulnerable, Evencually she would need money, sheleer and
food, unal she could leave the city for someplace far away.

As she crept along the deserced screec, she found herself wondering
whether she could find anyching ar all here. Doorways were padlocked and
boarded over; behind rusted graongs, windows showed roting planks and
direy shards of glass. The waterfront street seemed to be completely aban-
doned—a deserted row of ancient buildings enclosing forgotren wares,
cheaper to let rot than to haul away, even as it was cheaper to let chese brick
hulks stand than to pull them down. Even the expected winos and derelices
seemed to have deserced chis secoon of the cicy. She began oo wish she mighe
encounter at leasc a passing car.

The street had not been deserced by che cats, Probably they had been
driven into the night by the rising waters. Once she began to notice them,
she realized chere were more and more of them—creeping boldly along che
sereer, Huge, knowing brutes; some of them as large as cacs. They didn'e
seem to be afraid of her, and ac oimes she choughe chey mighe be gathering
in a pack to follow her. She had heard of racs accacking children and invalids,
bur surely ... She wished she were out of chis diserice.

The street plunged on atop the riverside, and seill there were no lights
or signs of human accivity. The rain continued to pour down from the
drowned nighe skies. She began o chink abouc crawling into one of the dark
warehouses to waic for morning, then choughe of being alone in a dark,
abandoned building wich a closing pack of racs. She walked fascer.
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Some of the empry buildings showed signs of former grandeuar, and she
hoped she was coming toward a better section of che river-front, Elaborace
entranceways of fluted columns and marble sceps gave onto che screec.
Grrotesque Victonan facades and musshapen statuary presenced imposing
frones to buildings filled wich the same muosey decay as che brick warchous-
es. She must be reaching the old merchanes’ diserict of the city, alchough
chese scruccures as well appeared long abandoned, waiting only for the
wrecking ball of urban renewal. She wished she could escape chis street, for
there seemed to be more racs in che darkness behind her chan she could safe-
ly 1znore.

Perchaps she mighe find an alleyway becween buildimgs chae would lee
her flee this waterfront section and enter some inhabited neighborhood—
for it became increasingly evident cthae chis screet had long been derelice. She
peered closely at each building, but never could she find a gap between
them. Wichoue a lighe, she dared not encer blindly and ory o find her way
through some ramshackle building,

She paused for a moment and hiscened. For some while she had heard a
scramble of wer claws and frecful squealings from the darkness behined her.
Now she heard only che rain, Were che racs silently closing in on her?

She stood betore a columned portico—a bank or church?—and gazed
into the darker shadow, wondering whedher she mighe seek shelter. A scac-
ue—she supposed 10 was of an angel or some symbohe iigure—scood before
one of the marble columns. She could discern Liccle of ies fearures, only chae
it must have been malformed—presumably by vandalism—{for it was
hunched over and appeared to be supported againse the column by thick
cables or ropes. She could not see its face.

Not liking che silence, she hurried on again, Once pasc the poroco, she
curned quickly and looked back—to see if the rats were creeping after her.
She saw no racs. She could see che row of columns. The misshapen hgure
was no longer there,

She began to run then, Blindly, not thinking where her panic drove her,

To her right, there was only the balustrade, marking the edge of che
wall, and the rushing wacers below, To her left, the unbroken row of derelice
buildings, Behind her, the night and the rain, and something whose pres
ence had driven away the pursuing racs. And ahead of her—she was close
enough to see it now—the street made a dead end against a rock wall.

Stumbling toward i, for she dared not curn back the way she had ran,
she saw that the wall was not unbroken—rthat a scairway climbed steeply to
a terrace up above, Here the bluff rose high againse che river once again, so
that the seawall ended againse che rising stone. There were buildings crowd
ed against che heighe, fronced upon the terrace a level above. In one of the
windows, a light shone through the rain.
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Her breath shook in ragged gasps and her legs were rubbery, but she
torced herself co hall run, half clamber up che rain-slick steps o the terrace
above, Here, again a level of brick paving and a baluscrade to guard che
edge, Boarded windows and desolace facades greeted her from a row of
decrepit houses, shouldered together on che rise. The highe had been to her
right, our above the river.

She could see it clearly now. It beckoned from che lasc house on the ter-
race—a looming Victorian pile buile over the bluff, A casement window,
level wich the far end of the cerrace, opened out onco a neglecred garden.
She climbed over che low wall thar separaced che house from cthe errace, and
crouched oueside the curtamed window,

Inside, a comfortable-looking sitting room with old-fashioned appoine-
ments. An older womnan was crocheting, while in a chair beside her a young
woman, dressed in a maid's costume, was reading aloud from a book. Across
the corner room, anocher casement window looked ouc over che black wacer
far below

Had her fear and exhavscion been less consuming, she mighe have
taken a less reckless course, mighe have pavsed to consider whae effect her
appearance would make. Bur she remembered a cercain shuffling sound she
had heard as she scrambled up onto che terrace, and che way the darkness
had seemed to gacher upon the cop of che scairway when she had glanced
back a moment ago. Wicth no choughe bur to escape che nighe, she capped
her knuckles sharply against che casement window.

At the tapping at the window, the older woman looked up from her
work, the maid lec the vellow-bound volume drop onto her white apron.,
They stared at the casement, not so much frightened as if uncertain of what
they had heard. The curtain inside veiled her presence {rom chem.

Plegse! she praved, wichout a voice to cry ouc, She tapped more insis-
tently, pressing herself agamse che glass, They would see thac she was only
a girl, see her diseress,

They were standing now, the older woman speaking oo quickly for
her to catch the words, The maid darced to the window, fumbled wich its
lacch. Another second, and che casemene swung open, and she cumbled
inco the room,

She knelt in a huddle on che floor, coo exhauseed o move any farcher
Her body shook and warer dripped from her bare flesh. She fele like some
hali~drowned kitten, plucked from the storm to sheleer. Vaguely, she could
hear cheir startled queries, che protective clash as che casement lacch closed
put che rain and che curcain swepe across che nighe,

The maid had broughe a coverler and was furiously towelling her dry.
Her actencions reminded her thac she must offer some sorc of account of her-
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self—before her benefactors summoned che police, whose investigarion
would put a quick end to her freedom,

“I'm all right now,” she told chem shakily, “Juse lec me ger my breach
back, get warm.”

“What's your name, child?” che older woman inquired solicitously.
“Camilla, bring some hot tea.”

She groped for a name to cell them. “Cassilda.” The maid's name had
put this in mind, and it was suited o her surroundings. “Cassilda Archer.”
Dr. Archer would indeed be inceresced in shar appropriation.

“You poor child! How did you come here? Were vou ... actacked?”

Her thoughes worked quickly. Sacisfy cheir cuniosicy, bue don't make
them suspicious. Justify your predicament, but don't alarm them.,

“I was hitchhiking,” She spoke in uncertain bursts, “A man picked me
up. He ook me to a deserced section near the river. He made me take off
my cloches., He was going co— " She didn'c have o feign her shudder,

“Here's the tea, Mrs, Castaigne. I've added a wouch of brandy.”

“Thank vou, Carmulla. Doink some of chis, dear”

She used the interrupeion to collect her choughts. The two women were
alone here, or else any orthers would have been summaoned,

“When he starced co pull down his trousers ... [ hore him, Then |
jumped ouc and ran as hard as 1 could. 1 don’c chink he came alfcer me, buc
then I was wandernng, lost in che rain. 1 couldn'c ind anyone co help me. |
didn’t have anything with me except my underwear. | chink a cramp was
following me. Then I saw your light and ran coward it

“Please don’t call the police!” She forestalled cheir obvious nexe move,
“I'm not hurt. | know I couldn’c face the shame of a rape investigation.
Besides, they'd never be able o catch cthat man by now.”

“But surely you must want me o contace someone for you.”

“There's no one who would care. I'm on my own. That man has my
pack and the few bucks in my handbag. If vou could please let me scay here
for the rest of the nighe, lend me some cloches juse for tomorrow, and in the
morning I'll phone a friend who can wire me some money.”

Mrs, Cascaigne hugged her protecevely. “You poor child! Whar you've
been through! OF course vou'll stay wich us for che nighe—and don't free
about having to relive your cecrible ordeal for a loe of leering policernen!
Tomorrow there’ll be pleney of time for you to decide whar you'd like to do.

“Camilla, draw a nice hot bath for Cassilda. She's ro sleep in Constance’s
room, o see that chere’s a warm comforeer, and lay out a gown for her, And
vou, Cassilda, muse drink anocher cup of this ea. As badly chilled as you
are, child, you'll be fortunace indeed o escape your death of ppneumonia!™

Orver che oim of her cup, che gicl examined the room and its occupanes
more closely, The sitting room was distinctly old-fashioned—urnished like
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a parlor in an old phorograph, or like a ser from some movie char was sup-
posed o be taking place at the turn of the century, Even the lights were
either gas or kerosene, Probably chis hoose hadn’c changed much since years
ago, before the neighborhood had begun o decay. Anyone would have w be
a liecle eccentric to keep staving on here, although probably chis place was
all Mrs. Castaigne had, and Mr. Castaigne wasn't in evidence. The house
and propercy couldn’t be worch much in chis neighborhood, alchough che
furnishings mighe fecch a liccle money as antiques—she was no judge of
chac, bur everyching looked to be carefully preserved.

Mrs. Cascagne seemed well ficced o dus room and 1es furmshings.
Hers was a face char mighe belong o a woman of forey or sixey—well fea-
tured, but too stern for a vounger woman, yet withour the lines and age
marks of an elderly lady. Her figure was still very good, and she wore a
tight-waisted, ankle-lengtch dress thar seemed to belong to che period of the
house. The hands chac scroked her bare shoulders were scrong and whice and
unblemished, and the hair she wore piled atop her head was as black as che
girl's own.

It occurred o her thar Mrs, Castaigne must surely be too young for this
house. Probably she was a daugheer, or, more likely, a granddaugheer of its
original owners—a widow who lived alone with her young maid. And who
might Constance be, whose room she was to sleep in?

“Your batch 1s ready now, Miss Archer.” Camilla reappeared, Wrapped
in the coverler, che girl followed her. Mres. Cascaigne helped suppore her, for her
legs had barely strength to stand, and she fele ready to pass out from fatigue.

The bathroom was spacious—seeamy from che vase, claw-footed b,
and smelling of bach sales, 1ts plumbing and fixtures were no more modern
than che resc of the house. Camilla encered wich her, and to her surprise,
helped her remowe her scanc clothing and assisted her into che cub. She was
too tired o feel all ac ease ac chis unaccuscomed show of actencion, and when
the maid began to rub her back with scented soap, she sighed ac the lusury,

“Who else lives here?” she asked casually.

“Only Mrs, Castaigne and myself, Miss Archer.”

“Mrs, Castaigne mencioned someone—Constance?—whose room [ am
tor hawve.,”

“Miss Castaigne 18 no longer with vs, Miss Archer”

“Please call me Cassilda. | don'e like to be so formal.”

“If that's what you wish 1o be called, of course . Cassilda.”

Camilla couldn’t be very far from her own age, she guessed. Despite the
old-fashioned maid's oucfic—black dress and scockings wich frilled whice
apron and cap——«che other gicl was probably no more chan in her early cwen.
ties. The maid wore her long blonde hair in an upswepe topknor like her
mistress, and she supposed she only followed Mrs, Castaigne’s preferences.
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Camilla’s figure was full—much more buxom than her own boyish slender-
ness—and her cinch-waised costume accented chis, Her eves were a bright
blue, shining above a scraighe nose and wide-mouched face,

“You've hure yourself” Camilla ran her fingers tenderly along che brus-
es thar marred her nibs and legs.

“There was a scruggle. And I fell in the darkness—I don’t know how
Many times.”

“And vou've cut yourself.” Camilla lifted che ocher girl’s black hair away
from her neck, “Here on your shoulders and chroac, Buc [ don'c believe ic's
anyching co worry about.” Her Gingers carefully couched che hwnd scrapes.
“Arc you certain chere sn't someone whom we should lee know of your
safe whereaboures?”

“There is no one who would care. [ am alone.”

“Poor Cassilda,”

“All T wanc 15 o sleep,” she murmured. The warm bach was easing the
ache from her flesh, leaving her deliciously sleepy.

Camilla left her, to return wich large cowels. The maid helped her from
the tub, wrapping her in one towel as she dried her with another. She fele
faine with drowsiness, allowed herself o relax against che blonde girl,
Camilla was very strong, supporting her easily as she towelled her small
breases. Camilla's fingers found che parting of her chighs, lingered, then
recurned again in a less than casual couch.

Her dark eyes were wide as she stared inco Camilla’s luminous blue
gaze, but she fele too pleasurably relaxed to object when the maid's touch
became maore intimate, Her breach caughe, and held.

“You're very warm, Cassilda,”

“Hurry, Camilla,” Mrs. Castaigne spoke {rom che doorway, “The poor
chuld s abouc o drop. Help her into her mghedress,”

Past wondenng, she lifved her arms to lee Camalla drape the benibboned
lawn nightdress over her head and to ber ankles. In another moment she
was being ushered into a bedroom, furnished in the fashion of the rest of the
house, and to an ornate brass bed whose matteess swallowed her up like a
wave of foam. She fele che quiles drawn over her, sensed cheir presence hov-
ering over her, and chen she slipped into a deep sleep of utter exhaustion,

“Is there no one?”

“Mothing ar all.”

“Of course. How else could she be here? She is ours.”

Her dreams were croubled by formless fears—deeply disturbing as experi-
enced, ver cheir substance was already forgoccen when she awoke ac lengch
on the echo of her outcry. She stared abour her anxiously, uncercain where
she was. Her disonentation was che same as when she awakened after recerv-
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ing shock, only this place wasn't a ward, and the woman who entered the
room wasn't one of her wardens,

“Crood morning, Cassilda,” The maid drew back che curcaing co lec long
shadows screak across che room. “1 should say, good evening, as 10's almose
that cime. You've slept throughout the day, poor dear”

Cassilda? Yes, that was she, Memory came cumbling back in a confused
jumble, She raised herself from her pillows and looked abour the bedcham-
ber she had been wo cired 0 examine before, [¢ was distinctly a woman's
room—a young woman's—and she remembered chac ic had been Mrs,
Castaigne's daugheer's room. It scarcely seemed to have been unused for
very long: Rhe brass bed was brighely polished, the walnue of che wardrobe,
the cheses of drawers and che dressing table made a rich glow, and the gay
pastels of che curcains and wallpaper offsec che graviey of the high, tinned
ceiling and parquetry floor, Small oriental rugs and pillows upon the chairs
and chaise lounge made bright poines of color. Again she chought of a mowvie
set, for the room was alcogecher lacking in anyching modern. She knew very
licele abour antiques, bue she guessed char che seyle of furmishings muse go
back before the First World War,

Camilla was arranging a single red rose in a crystal bud vase upon the
dressing table, She caught her gaze in the mirror, “IDid vou sleep well,
Cassilda? | choughe I heard you cry out, jusc as | knocked.”

“A bad dream, 1 suppose. But I slepe well. T don'c usually.” They had
made her cake mlls to sleep.

“Are vou awake, Cassilda? [ thoughe [ heard your voices.” Mis.
Castaigne smiled from the doorway and crossed co her bed. She was dressed
much the same as the night before,

I didn’t mean o sleep so long,” she apologized.

“Poor child! T shouldn's wonder chae you slept so, after yvour dreadful
ordeal. Do you feel strong enough to take a lictle soup?”

“I really must be going. | can’e impose any furcher.”

“I won't hear any more of that, my dear. Of course you'll be staying
with us until you're feeling stronger.” Mres, Castaigne sat beside her on the
bed, placed a cold hand againse her brow, “Why, Cassilda, your face 15 sim-
ply aglow, [ do hope you haven't taken a fever. Look, your hands are posi.
tively trembling!™

“I feel all righe.” In face, she did not. She did {eel as though she were
running a fever, and her muscles were so sore that she wasn't sure she could
walk, The crembling didn't concern her: the injeccions they gave her every
cwo weeks made her shake, so they gave her liccle pills to scop the shaking.
Mow she didn’c have chose pills, buc since it was oune again for another shoe,
the injection and s side effeces would soon wear oft,
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“I'm going to bring you some tonic, dear. And Camilla will bring you
some good nourishing soup, which you must try to take. Poor Cassilda, if
we don't nurse you carefully, I'm afraid you may fall dangerously ill.”

“Buc | can't be such a nuisance co you,” she protesced, as a macter of
form. “1 really muse be going.”

“Where to, dear child?” Mrs. Castaigne held her hands gravely. “Have
you someplace else to go? Is there someone you wish o inform of vour safery?”

“MNo,” she admicred, trying o make everything sound righe, “I've no
place to go; chere's no one who maccers, 1 was on my way down che coasc,
hoping to find a job dunng the resore season. 1 know one or two old girl-
friends who could put me up unal [ get sereled.”

“See there, Then chere's no earchly reason why you can't just stay here
until you're feeling scrong again, Why, perhaps I mighe find a posicion for
vou myself. Bur we shall discuss these chings later, when you're feeling well.
For the moment, just seccle back on vour pillow and lec us help you gec well.”

Mrs. Castaigne bent over her, kissed her on the forehead. Her hips were
cool. “How lovely you are, Cassilda,” she smiled, patting her hand.

She smiled back, and rerurned the other woman's fiem grip. She'd seen
no sign of a television or radio bere, and an old ecceneric like Mrs, Castaigne
probably didn't even read the newspapers. Even if Mrs. Castaigne had heard
about the bus wreck, she plainly was too overjoyed at having a visicor o
break her lonely routine to concern hersell wich a possible escapee—assum-
ing they hadn't juse Isted her as drowned. She couldn’t have hoped for a
better place to hide out uneil things cooled off,

The tonic had a bicter licorice caste and made her drowsy, so that she fell
asleep not long after Camilla carnied away her cray, Despice her long sleep
throughout the day, fever and exhavstion drew her back down again—
although her previous sleep robbed this one of restful oblivion. Again came
eroubled dreams, this time cutting more harshly into her consciousness.

She dreamed of Dr. Archer—her stern face and mannish shoulders
craning over her bed. Her wrises and ankles were fixed o each corner of the
bed by padded leacher cuffs. Dre, Archer was speaking o her in a scolding
tone, while her wardens were pulling up her skire, dragging down her
panties. A syringe gleamed in D Archer's hand, and there was a sharp
stinging in her butrock,

She was struggling again, bue to no avail. Dr. Archer was shouting ar
her, and a stouc nurse was cightening che lasc few buckles of che scraicjack-
et that bound her arms o her chese in a loveless hug. The scraps were so
tight she could hardly draw breach, and while she could noc understand
what D, Archer was saying, she recognized che spurning needle thae Dr
Archer thruse inco her.
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She was strapped righely to the narrow bed, her eyes staring ar che gray
ceiling as they wheeled her through the corridors o Dr. Archer's special
room, Then chey scopped; chey were chere, and Dre Archer was bending
over her again, Then came che sting in her arm as chey penecrated her veins,
the helpless headlong rush of che drug—end D Arcber smeles and twrns to ber
miachine, awd the current blasts into ber tightly strapped skull and ber body avches
and straius gpainst the resiraints gud ber soream sirangles againg the rubber gap
clenched in ber teeth,

But the face that fooks fwto bers worw &5 wot Dy, Archer’s, and the bangls that
shake ber are not oryel.

“Cassilda! Cassilda! Wake up! Le's only a mighemare!”

Camilla’s blonde and blue face finally focused into her awakening vision.

“Only a nightmare,” Camilla reassured her. “Poor darling.” The hands
that held her shoulders lifeed to smooch her black hair from her eyes, to cup
her face. Camilla benc over her, kissed her gently on her dry lips.

“What 15 1c?" Mrs. Cascaigne, wearing her mighedress and carrving a
candle, came anxiously into che room.

“Poor Cassilda has had bad dreams,” Camilla told her. “And her face
feels ever so warm.”

“Dear child!™ Mrs. Castaigne set down her candlestick, “She must take
some more tonic ac once. Perhaps you should sic wich her, Camilla, w see
chat her sleep s uncroubled.”

“Cercaanly, madame. Ull just fecch the onic”

“Please, don't bother—" Bue the room became a vertiginous blur as she
cried o sit up. She slumped back and closed her eves cighely for a moment,
Her body #id feel feverish, her mouth dry, and che trembling when she
moved her hand o take the medicine glass was so obvious chac Camilla
shook her head and held che glass o her hps hersell. She swallowed ducful-
ly, wondenng how much of this was a reaction to the Proloan sall in her
flesh, The imection would soon be weanng off, she knew, for when she
stiled back at her nurses, the sharp edges of color were beginning to show
once again through the haze the medication drew over her perceprion,

“I'll be all right soon,” she promised chem,

“Then do oy to sleep, darling,” Mres, Castangne pateed her arm. "You
must regain your strengeh. Camilla will be here to waech over vou.

“Be certain thae the cureains are drawn against any mighe vapors,” she
direceed her maid. “Call me, if necessary.”

“OFf course, madame. I'll not leave her side,”

She was dreaming again—or dreaming scll.

Darkness surrounded her like a black leather mask, and her body shook
with unconcrollable spasms. Her naked flesh was slick with chill swear,
although her mouth was burning dry. She moaned and tossed—striving to
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awaken order from out of the damp blackness, bur the blackness only
embraced her with smothering tenacicy,

Cold lips were crushing her own, thrusting a cold tongue 1nco her fever-
ish mouth, brusing che skin of her chroac, Fingers, slender and sorong,
caressed her breases, held her nipples to hungey lips. Her hands chrashed
about, touched smooth flesh. It came to her thae her eyes were indeed wide
open, that the darkness was so profound she could no more than sense the
presence of other shapes close beside her.

Her own movemencs were languid, dreamlike, Through che spasms chac
ricked her flesh, she became aware of 4 perverse chnll of ecscasy, Her fingers
brushed somnolently againse the cool flesh char crouched over her, wich no
more purpose or scrength cthan che dofong hmbs of a drowning vicom.

A compelling lassitudle bound her, even as che blackness blinded her.
She seemed to be drifting away, apart from her body, apare from her dream,
into deeper, even deeper darkness. The sensual arousal char lashed her lose
reality agamnse che lechargy and fever chae held her physically, and rising out
of the eroticism of her delirium shnlled whispers of underlying revulsion
and terror.

Ome pair of lips imprisoned her mouch and chroat now, sucking ac her
breath, while other lips crept down across her breases, hovered upon her
navel, then pounced upon the opening of her chighs, Her breach caughe in
a shudder, was sucked away by che hps chac held her mouch, as the coldness
began to creep inco her burning flesh.

She fele herseli smothering, unable o draw breath, so that her body
arched in panic, her limbs chrashed aimlessly. Her effores o break away were
as ineffectual as was her struggle to awaken, The lips that stole her breach
released her, but only for & momenc, [n che darkness, she felc ocher flesh pin-
wn her tossing body, move against her with cool strengeh, Chill fire cor-
mented her loins, and as she opened her mouch to cry out, or to sigh,
smooth thighs pressed down onto her cheeks, and coldness gripped her
breath, Mutely, she obeved the needs that commanded her, that over-
whelmed her, and through the darkness blindly Qlowed her silent scream of
ecstasy and of horror.,

Cassilda awolee.

Sunlight spiked into her room—rthe colored panes creating a false
prism effect. Camilla, who had been adjusting the cureains, turned and
smiled at the sound of her movement,

“Good morning, Cassilda, Are you feeling becter chis morning?”

“A grear deal beccer” Cassilda recurned her smile, *T feel as if I'd slepe
for days,” She frowned shghely, suddenly uncertain,
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Camilla couched her forehead, “Your fever has lefr vou, Mrs. Castaigne
will be delighted to learn chac, You've slept away most of yvesterday and all
chrough last nighe. Shall [ bring vour brealdase cray now?"”

“Please—I"m famished. Bue I really chink | should be gecang up”

“After breakfase, if yvou wish. And now U'll inform madame thae you're
feeling much better.”

Mrs. Castaigne appeared as the maid was clearing away the breakfast
things, “How very much better vou look coday, Cassilda. Camilla cells me
you feel well enough to sic up.”

“I really can't play the mvahd and contnue o impose upon your hos-
picalicy any longer. Would it be possible char vou mighe lend me some cloch-
ing? My own garments ...~ Cassilda frowned, erying to remember why she
had burst in on her benefaceress vircually naked,

“Certainly, my dear.” Mrs, Castaigne squeezed her shoulder. “You must
see if some of my daugheer’s garmenes won't fic you. You cannoc be very dif-
ferent in size from Constance, I'm cercain. Camalla wall assise you.”

She was hightheaded when firse she coied o scand, bue Cassilda clung o
the brass bedposes uneil her legs fele strong enough o hold her. The maid
was busying hersell ar che chest of drawers, removing icems of cloching from
beneath neat coverings of tssue paper. A faine odor of dried rose petals drifi-
ed from a sachec beneach the folded garmentcs.

“I do hope you'll overlook ic of chese are noc of che latest mode,” Mrs.
Castaigne was saying. “lt has been some toime since Constance was wich
us here.”

“Your daugheer is ... ¥

“Away”

Cassilda declined to intrude furcher, There was a dressing screen behind
which she recired, while Mrs, Cascaigne waited upon cthe chase lounge.
Traithng a scent of dred roses from the garments she carned, Camilla joined
her behind the screen and helped her out of the nighedress,

There were undergarments of fine silk, airy lace, and gauzy pastels.
Cassilda found herself puzzled, boch from cheir unfamiliaricy and ar che
same cime their familiaricy, and while her choughts scruggled wich che mys-
tery, her hands seemed to dress her body wich pracoced movemenes, Firse
the chemise, knee-lengeh and tnimmed with tighe lace and ribbons. Seated
upon 4 chair, she drew on pale stockings of patcerned silk, held ar mid-thigh
by beribboned garters. Then silk knickers, open front and back and tied ar
the waist, crimmed with lace and ruching where chey flared below her stock-
ing tops. A {rilled peccicoar fell almose co her ankles.

“I won't need chae,” Cassilda protesced, Camilla had presenced her wich
a boned corser of white and sky broché.
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“Nonsense, my dear,” Mrs. Castaigne directed, coming around che
dressing screen oo oversee. “You may think of me as old-fashioned, but I
insist chat you not ruin your figure,”

Cassilda submiceed, suddenly wondenng why she had choughe any-
thing out of the ordinary abour it. She hooked the scraighe busk together in
front, while Camilla gachered the laces ar the back. The maid tugged
sharply at the laces, squeezing out her breach. Cassilda bent forward and
steadied herself against che back of che chair, as Camilla braced a knee
against che small of her back, pulling the laces as tight as possible before
tying them, Once her corser was secured, she drew over it a4 cammsole of
white cotton lace coimmed wich ribbon, macching her pecoicoar. Somewhar
dizzy, Cassilda sar seiffly before the dressing cable, while the maid brushed
out her long, black hair and gathered it in a loose knot atop her head, pin-
ning it in place with tortoise-shell combs, Opening the wardrobe, Camilla
found her a pair of shoes wich high heels chac mushroomed oucward ac the
botcom, which fic her easily:

“How lovely, Cassilda!™ Mrs. Cascaigne approved. “One would scarcely
recognize you @5 the poor drowned ching thar came our of the nighe!”

Cassilda stood up and examined herself in che full-lengeh dressing mie-
ror, [t was as if she looked upon a stranger, and yet she knew she looked
upon hersell. The corset conscricted her waist and forced her slight hgure
into an ‘5" curve—hips back, busc forward—imparting an unexpeceed opu-
lence, further enhanced by the gauzy profusion of lace and silk. Her face,
dark-eyed and finely boned, recurned her gaze watchfully from behind a lus-
erous pile of black hair. She touched herself, almost in wonder, almose
believing that the refleccion in the mirror was a photwgraph of someone else.

Camilla selected for her a long-sleeved hinen shircwaise, buttoned ac the
cuffs and all the way o her throac, chen belped her into a skire of some dark-
er matenal thae fell away from her cinched waist to her ankles. Cassilda
studied herself in che mirror, while the maid fussed about her.

[ look like someone in an old llastration—sa Gibson givl, she thoughe, then
puzzled at her thought.

Through the open window she could hear cthe vague noises of che cicy,
and for the firse cime she realized chae incermingled wich these familiar
sounds was the claccer of horses' hooves upon the brick pavement.

“You simply must not say anything more about leaving us, Cassilda,” Mrs.
Cascaigne insisted, laying a hand upon the girl's knee as she leaned coward
her confidentally,

Beside her on the seceee, Cassilda fele the pressure of her couch chrough
the rusthng layers of pecocoar. It haunced her, this flowing whisper of sound
that came with her every movement, for it seemed ac once serange and again
familiar—a shivery sigh of silk againse silk, like the whisk of dry snow slid-
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ing across stone. She smiled, holding her teacup with auromaric poise, and
wondered that such licele, commonplace sensations should seem ac all oue of
the ordinary co her, Even che rigid embrace of her corset seemed quice famil-
ar o her now, so chac she sac gracefully ac ease, Listening o her benefiac-
tress, while a pare of her choughes stirred in uneasy wonder.

“You have said yourself char you have no immediate prospects,” Mrs.
Castaigne continuedd. “T shouldn’t have to remind yvou of che dangers the city
holds for unactached yvoung women. You were excremely forcunare in your
escape {rom chose white slavers who had abducced you, Wichoue family or
inends o quesnon yvour disappearance—well, 1 shan't suggesc what horri-
ble fate awaired you.”

Cassilda shivered ar the memory of her escape—a memory as formless
and uncercain, beyond her need to escape, as chac of her life prior to her
abduction, She had made only vague replies to Mrs. Castaigne’s gentle ques-
cioning, nor was she at all certain which fragments of her story were half-
cruchs, or hes.

(O one ching she was cercain beyond all doube: The danger from which
she had fled awaited her beyond the shelter of this house,

“It has been so lonely here since Constance went away,” Mrs, Castaigne
was saying. “Camilla is a great comfore o me, but nonecheless she has her
household ducies to occupy her, and 1 have often considered engaging a
compamon. 1 should be only too happy if you would consent to remain wich
us 1n this position—at least for che present cme.”

“You're much too kind! Of course I'll stay”

“I promise you that your duties shall be no more onerous than o pro-
vide amusements for a rather old-fashioned lady of reciring disposition, 1
hope it won't prove too dull for you, my dear.”

"I suies my cemperament perfeccly,” Cassilda assured her, “I am thor-
oughly content o follow quiet pursuics within doors.”

“Wonderful!” Mrs. Castaigne took her hands, “Then it's seecled. | know
Camilla will be delighted o have another young spirit about the place, And
you may relieve her of some of her tasks.”

“What shall T do?” Cassilda begged her, overjoyed ac her good forrune,

“Would vou read to me, please, my dear? [ find it g0 relaxing co che
body and so stimulating co the mind. I've taken wp far too much of
Camilla’s eime from her chores, having her read to me {for hours on end.”

“Of course,” Cassilda recurned Camilla’s smile as she encered the sitting
room to collect the tea chings. From her delighe, it was evident chat the
maid had been liscening from che hallway, “Whare would you like me o read
to you?”

“That book over there beneach the lamp.” Mos. Castaigne indicated &
volume bound in yellow cloth. “It is a recent drama—and a mose curious
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work, as you shall quickly see. Camilla was reading it to me on the nighe
VOU Came o us,”

Taking up the book, Cassilda again experienced a scrange sense of unac-
countable déja vu, and she wondered where she mighe previously have read
The King fn Yellow, if indeed she ever had.

“I believe we are ready to begin the second ace,” Mrs. Castaigne told her.

Cassilda was reading in bed when Camilla knocked tencacively ac her door.
She ser aside her book wich an almose furcive movemenc, "Ewntrez-roys,”

“I was afraid you mighe already be asleep,” the maid explained, “but
then | saw light beneath your door. I'd forgoteen o bring you your conic
before retiring.”

Camilla, en déshalallé, carried in the medicine glass on a silver tray. Her
fluccering lace and pascels seemed a precey contrase co che black maid's uni-
form she ordinarily wore.

“I wasn'c able o go o sleep juse ver,” Cassilda confessed, sicong up n
bed. “I was reading.”

Camilla handed her the tonic. “Let me see. Ah, yes. What a thorough-
Iy wicked book to be reading in bed!”

“"Have vou read The Kiug i Yollpe?”

*I have read ic chrough aloud to Madame, and more than once, It 15 a
favorte of hers.”

“lIt s sinful and more than sinful to imbue such decadence wich so com-
pelling a fascination. [ cannot imagine that anyone could have allowed it o
be published. The author must have been mad o pen such thoughts.”

“And yet, you read ic.”

Cassilda made a place for her ar che edge of the bed. "5 fascinarion is
too great a tempeacion to resist. | wanted to read furcher afrer Mrs.
Castaigne bade me good mighe.”

It was Conseance’s book.” Camilla huddled close beside her againse the
pillows, “Perhaps that is why Madame cherishes it 50.”

Cassilda opened the yellow-bound volume to the page she had been
reading, Camilla craned her blonde head over her shoulder co read wich her.,
She had removed her corser, and her ample figure swelled againse her benb-
boned chemise, Cassilida in her nighredress fele almose scrawny as she com-
pared her own small bosom to the other girl's,

“Is it not scrange?” she remarked, “Here in chis decadent drama we
read of Cassilda and Camilla”

“I wonder if we cwo are very much like chem,” Camilla laughed.

“They are such very dear fnends.”

“And so are we, are we not?”

“I o so want us to be”



74 The Hastur Cycle

“But you haven't read beyond che second acr, dear Cassilda. How can
you know what may their fate be?”

“Oh, Camilla!™ Cassilda leaned her face back againse Camilla's per-
fumed breases. “Don’t cease me so!”

The blonde girl hugged her fiercely, stroking her back. "Poor, lost Cassalda.”

Cassilda nestled against her, listening to the hearcbear beneath her
cheek. She was feeling warm and sleepy, for all char che book had discurbed
her, The tonic always carried her to dreamy oblivion, and it was pleasant o
drift to sleep in Camilla's soft embrace.

“Were you and Conscance friends?” she wondered.,

“We were the very dearese of fnends.”

“You muse miss her very much.”

“No longer.”

Cassilda sac ac the escricoire in her room, wrcng in che journal she had
found there. Her petticoats crowded againse che legs of che wricing cable as
she leaned forward to reach che inkwell. From time wo vme she paused o
stare pensively past the open curcains of her window, upon the deepening
blue of the evening sky as it met the angled rooftops of cthe buildings along
the waterirone below,

“I thank I should feel content here,” she wrote, "Mrs, Cascaigne 1s strice
in her demands, but | am cercain she takes a sincere interese in my own well-
being, and cthae she has only the kindhest regard for me, My dunes durnng
the day are of the lightest nature and consist primarily of reacding to Mrs.
Castaigne or of singing at che piano while she occupies herself with her
needlework, and in all ocher ways making myself companionable to her in
our simple amusements,

“I have offered to assise Camilla ac her chores, bue Mrs, Cascaigne will
not have it that | perform other than che lhigheese household tasks, Carmilla
is a very dear friend o me, and ber sweer attentions easily discrace me from
what might otherwise become a tedium of sitting abour the house day o
day Nonetheless, | have no desire to leave my sicuacion here, nor oo adven-
ture inco che screers outside che house, We are noc in an especially atcracoive
section of the cicy here, being at some remove from the shops and in a dis-
trice given over to waterfront warehouses and commercial escablishments.
We receive no visitors, other than the tradesmen who supply our needs, nor
is Mrs, Castaigne of a disposition to wish to seek out the sociery of ochers,

“Wichal, my instinces suggese that Mrs, Cascaigne has soughe che exis-
tence of a recluse ouc of some very greir emooonal diseress which has
robbed Life of its intereses for her le s evidene from che attenoon and
mnscruction she has bestowed upon me char she sees in me a reflecoon of her
daughter, and 1 am convinced that it is in the loss of Constance where lies
the dark secret of her self-imposed wichdrawal from the world. T am sensi-
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b
her daughter's absence is never brought into our conversations, and for chis

¢ of the pain Mrs, Castaigne harbors within her breast, for the subject of

reason | have fele loach to question her, alchough [ am cercain char chis is the
key to cthe myscery chae holds us in chis house,”

Cassilda concluded her entry with the dace: June 7eh, 189—

She frowned in an instant’s consternacion. What was the dare? How
silly. She referred o a previous day’s encry, then completed che date. For a
moment she curned idly back chrough her journal, smiling faincly ac the
many pages of encries chac filled che diary, each progressively daced, each
penned 1n che same neac hand as che encry she had jusc compleced.

Cassilda sat ar her dressing table in her room. It was nighe, and she had
removed her oucer clothing preparatory to reciring. She gazed ac her reflec-
tion—the gauzy paleness of her chemise, stockings, and knickers was
framed against Camilla’s black maid's uniform as che blonde girl scood
behind her, brushing out her dark hair.

Upon the dressing cable she had spread our che concencs of a oin box
she had found in one of the drawers, and she and Camilla had been looking
over them as she prepared for bed. There were paper dolls, valencines and
greecing cards, illuscrations clipped from magazines, a lovely cucout of a
swan. She also found a crvscal ball chat resced upon an ebony cradle. Wichin
the cryscal sphere was a tiny house, covered with snow, with crees and a
frozen lake and a voung girl playving. When Cassilda picked 1t up, the snow
stirred fainely in the transparent fluid chat filled che globe. She rurned the
crystal sphere upside down for a moment, then quickly righeed it, and a
snowstorm drifted down aboue che ciny house,

“How wonderful ic would be co dwell forever in a cryseal fairyland juse
like the people in this hieele house,” Cassilda remarked, peening into che crys-
tal ball.

Something else seemed to stir within the swirling snowflakes, she
thought, but when the snow had sectled once more, the tableau was
unchanged. No—chere was a small mound, there beside the child at play,
that she was cercain she had nor seen before, Cassilda overmurned che crys-
tal globe once again, and peered more closely. There it was. Another cny
figure spinning amidse the snowflakes. A second girl. She muse have broken
loose from che tableaw. The tiny figure drifted co rese upon the frozen lake,
and the snowflakes once more covered her from view,

“Where is Constance Cascaigne?” Cassilda asked.

“Constance ... became quice ill," Camilla cold her carefully, “She was
alwavs subject to nervous arcacks, One nighe she suffered one of her fies, and
she—"
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“Camilla!™ Mrs, Castaigne's voice from the doorway was stern. “You
know how | despise gossip—especially idle gossip concerning another’s mis-
forcunes.”

The maid's face was downcase. “'m very sorry, Madame, | meant no
mischief.”

The other woman scowled as she crossed the room. Cassilda wondered
if she meant to scrike che maid. “Being sorry does not pardon the offense of
a wagging tongue. Perhaps a lesson in behavior will improve your manners
in the future. Go ac once  your room.”

“Please, Madame—"

“Your insolence begins o annoy me, Carmlla.”

“Please, don't be harsh with her!” Cassilda begged, as the maid hurried
from the room. “She was only answering my quescion.”

Standing behind che seated girl, Mrs, Castaigne placed her hands upon
her shoulders and smiled down ac her. “An innocent quescion, my dear.
However, the subject 15 excremely painful to me, and Camilla well knows
the distress it causes me o hear 10 broughe up. | shall cell you chis now, and
that shall end che mareer. My daughter suffered a severe acrack of brain
fever, She is confined in a mental sanacariom.”

Cassilda crossed her arms over her breasts co place her hands upon the
older woman's wrists. “I'm ternibly sorry”

“I'm certann you can appreciate how sorely chis sulyect discresses me”
Mrs. Cascaigne smiled, meeong her eyes in the mirror.

“I shan't mention it again,”

“Of course not. And now, my dear, vou must hurry and make vourself
ready for bed. Too much exertion so soon after your illness will cercainly
bring about a relapse. Hurry along now, while 1 fecch yvour conic,”

“I'm sure 1 don't need any more medicine, Sometimes [ dhank 10 muse
bring on evil dreams.”

“Now, don't argue, Cassilda dear” The fingers on her shoulders eight-
ened cheir grip. “You muse do as you're told, You can't very well perform
vour duties as companion if you lie abouc ill all day, now can you? And you
do want to stay,”

“Cereainly!” Cassilda choughe chis lase had not been voiced as a ques.
tion. 1 wane to do whatever you ask.”

“I know you do, Cassilda. And [ only wane to make you into a perfece
yvoung lady. Now let me help you into your nighe things.”

Cassilda opened her eves into complete darkness cthar switled about her in
an invisible currenc, She sac uprighe in her bed, fighcing back che vercigo
thac she had decided musc come from che conic chey gave her nighcly.
Something had wakened her. Anocher bad dream? She knew she often suf-
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fered chem, even though the nexe morning she was unable o recall thern. Was
she about o be sick? She was certain that the tonic made her feel drugged.

Her wide eyes stared sleeplessly ac che dackness. She knew sleep would
not recurn easily, for she feared o lapse agam inco che wicked deeams chac
disturbed her rese and lefe her lechargic throughout che nexe day. She could
not even be certain char chis, now, might not be another of those drearns.

In the absoluce silence of the house, she could hear her heare pulse, her
breath stir anxiously,

There was anocher sound, more discane, and of almost che same monoc-
onous regularncy, She choughe she heard a woman's muffled sobbing.

Mrs. Castasgne, she thoughe, The calk of her daugheer had upset her oer-
ribly. Underscoring che sobbing came a sharp, rhyehmic crack, as i a rock-
er sounded against a loose board.

Cassilda felc upon the nighestand beside her bed, Her fingers found
matches. Scriking one, she lit che candle that was there—her accions encire-
ly avtomartic. Scepping down out of her bed, she caughe up cthe candlesack
and moved cautiously out of her room.

In the hallway, she listened for the direction of the sound. Her candle
forced a small nimbus of lighe againse che enveloping darkness of the old
house. Cassilda shivered and drew her nighedress closer aboue her chroac; ics
gauzy lace and ribbons were no barrier to the cold darkness thar swirled
about her sland of candlehghe.

The sobbing seemed no louder as she crepe down che hallway coward
Mrs. Castaigne's bedroom. There, the bedroom door was open, and within
was only silent darkness.

“Mrs, Castaigne?” Cassilda called softly, without answer.

The sound of muilled sobbing concinued, and now seemed tw come
from overhead, Cassilda followed ics sound o the end of che hallway, where
a fhighe of stairs led to cthe mad’s quarcers in che acne, Cassilda paased fear-
fully at the foot of the stairway, thrusting her candle withour effect againse
the darkness above, She could still hear che sobbing, but the ocher sharp
sound had ceased. Her head seemed to float in the darkness as she listened,
but, despite her dreamlike lechargy, she knew her choughes raced oo wild-
ly now for sleep, Catching up the hem of her nighedress, Cassilda cautions
ly ascended che seairs,

Omnce she gained the landing above, she could see the blade of yellow
light that shone beneath the door to Camilla’s room, and from within came
the sounds that had summoned her. Quickly Cassilda crossed to che maid's
room and knocked sofcly upon the door,

“Camilla? Ic's Cassilda. Are you all nghe”

Again no answer, alchough she sensed movemene within, The muffled
sobs continued.
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Cassilda tried the doorknob, found it was not locked. She pushed the
door open and stepped inside, «
oil lamp.

azzled a moment by the brighe glare of the

Camilla, dressed only in her corser and undergarments, stood benc over
the foot of her bed. Her ankles were lashed co che base of eicher pose, her
wrists tied togecher and strecched forward by a rope fixed to che headboard.
Exposed by che open-style knickers, her buctocks were crisscrossed wich red
welts, She turned her head co look ar Cassilda, and the ocher girl saw thac
Camilla's cries were gagued by a complicared leacher bridle scrapped abouc
her head.

“Come in, Cassilda, since vou wish to join us,” said Mrs. Castaigne from
behind her. Cassilda heard her close the door and lock ir, before the girl had
courage enough to turn around. Mrs, Castaigne wore no more clothing chan
did Camilla, and she switched her riding crop ancicipacorily, Looking from
miscress to maid, Cassilda saw chac boch pairs of eyes glowed alike wich che
luses of unholy pleasure.

For a long mterval Cassilda resisced awakening, hovenng in a languor of
unformed dreaming despice the nsing awareness thae she soll slepr. When
she opened her eves ae lase, she stared ar the candlestick on her nighestand,
observing without comprehension thar the candle had burned down tw a
misshapen nub of cold wax, Confused memories came to her, slipping away
again as her mind soughe to grasp chem, She had dreamed |

Her mouch seemed bruised and sour wich a chemical rasee chat was noc
the usual anisecce afeercasee of che romic, and her limbs ached as if sore from
to0 strenuous exercise the day before, Cassilda hoped she was not going to
have a relapse of che fever that had sericken her after she had fled the con-
vent that stormy night s0 many weeks ago.

She struggled for 4 momene wich thac memory, The siscers in black
robes and white aprons had intended to wall her up alive in her cell because
she had yielded to the tempeation of cercam unspeakable desires. The mem-
ory clouded and eluded her, like the fragmene of some incompletely remem-
bered book,

There were oo many elusive memories, memories cthar died unheard,
Had she not read chac? The King e Yelloww lay open upon her mighrscand.
Had she been reading, then fallen asleep to such dreams of depravicy? Buc
dreams, like memories, faded miragebke whenever she touched chem, leav-
ing only tempting images to beguile her,

Forcing her cramped muscles to obey her, Cassilda climbed from her
bed. Camilla was late wich her cray chis morning, and she mighc as well get
dressed o make hersell forgec che dreams. As she shipped ouc of her nighe-
dress, she looked ac her reflection in che full lengch dressing mirror,
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The marks were beginning to fade now, bur che scill painful weles made
red streaks across the white flesh of her shoulders, back and chighs.
Fragmenes of repressed nighemare recurned as she stared in growing fear
She reached oue her hands, touching che reflection in wonder. There were
bruses on her woses, and unbidden came a memory of her weighe seraning
against the cords that bound her wrists to a hook from an aceic rafter.

Behind her, in the mirror, Mrs. Castaigne ran che tip of her wnguoe
along her smiling lips,

“Up and about already, Cassilda? I hope you've made up your mind o
be a beceer young lady coday. You were mose unruly last mghe,”

Her brain reeling under che onrush of memories, Cassilda stared mure-
Iv. Camilla, obsequious in her maid's costume, her smile a cynical sneer,
encered carrving a complex leacher harness of many scraps and buckles,

“I think we must do someching to improve your posture, Cassilda,” Mrs.
Cascaigne purred. “You may chink me a bic old-fashioned, buc [ insisc chac
4 young lady's bgure muse be properly crained if she 15 co ook her besc.”

“What are you doing to me?" Cassilda wondered, feeling panic.

“Only giving you the inseruction a young lady muost have if she is w
serve as my companion. And vou g want to be a proper voung lady, don’e
vou, Cassilda?”

“I'm leaving chis house. Righe now.”

“We both know why you can’c, Besides, vou don't really wane o go.
You quite enjoy our coey lictle memage @ trois”

“You're deranged.”

“And you're one to alk, dear Cassilda,” Mrs, Cascaigne's smile was far
more menacing than any cthreatened blow, “I think, Camilla, the scold’s bri-
dle will teach chis silly girl ©o mind chat wicked congue.”

A crash of thunder broke her out of her scupor. Oue of reflex, she tried to
dislodge the hard rubber ball thar filled her mouth, choked on saliva when she
failed. Half strangled by the gag strapped over her face, she strained in panic
to sit up. Her wrises and ankles were held fast, and, as her eves dilated in
unreasoning fear, a flash of lightning beyond the window rnippled down upon
her spread-eagled body, held o the brass bedposes by padded leacher cufts.

Images, too chaotic and incomprehensive to form coherent memory,
exploded in bright shards from her shateered mind.

She was being forced into a straitjacker, flung into a padded cell, and
they were bricking up the door—no, it was some bizarre corser device, forc-
ing her neck back, crushing her abdomen, arms laced painfully inco a single
glove atr her back ... Camilla was helping her into a gown of sacn and vel-
ver and lace, and then nto a hood of padded leacher chae chey buckled over
her head as they led her to the gallows ... and the nurses held her down
while Dir. Archer penetrated her with a grotesque syringe of vile poison, and
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Mrs. Castaigne forced the vellow tonic down her chroar as she pinned her
face berween her chighs ... and Camilla’s lips dripped blood as she rose from
her kiss, and her fangs were hypodermic needles, injeccing poson, sucking
life ... they were wheeling her into che torture chamber, where Dre. Archer
awaited her (“It's only a froncal lobotomy, jusc to relieve the pressure on
these two diseased lobes.™) and plunges the bloody scalpel deep berween her
thighs ... and they were scrapping her into the mecal chair in che deach cell,
shoving che rubber gag berween her teeth and blinding her wich the leacher
hood, and Dr. Archer grasps the cthick black handle of the swicch and pulls
it down and sends che current npping chrough her nerves . she scands
naked i shackles betore the black-masked judges, and Dr. Archer gloac-
ingly exposes the giane needle (*Just an injection of my elixir, and she’s quite
safe for ewo more weeks,”) ... and the nurses in rubber aprons hold her
writhing upon che alear, while Dr. Archer adjusts che hangman’s mask and
chruses the eleccrodes into her breasc ("Tuse a shoc of my prolicir, and she's
quite sane for cwo more weeks.") ... chen the judge in wig and mask and
black robe smacks down the braided whip and screams, “She muste be locked
away forever!” ... she rears away the mask and Mrs, Castaigne screams, “She
must be locked away forever!” | she tears away che mask and her own face
screams, “She must be locked in you forever!” ... then Camilla and Mrs.
Castaigne lead her back into her cell, and chey scrap her to her bed and force
the rubber gag beeween her ceech, and Mrs. Cascaigne adjuses her surgeon's
mask while Camilla clamps the electrodes to her mpples, and the current
rips into her and her brain screams and screams unheard ... “1 think she no
longer needs o be drugged.” Mrs. Castaigne smiled, and her lips are bright
with blood. “She’s one of us now. She always has been one wich us.” ... and
they leave her alone in darkness on the promise, “We'll begin again comor-
row.” and the echo, "She'll be good for cwo more weeks.”

She moaned and writhed upon the soiled sheees, struggling to escape
the images thae spurted hke foetid purulence from her tortured brain. Wich
the nexe explosive burst of lightning, her naked body lifted in a convulsive
arc from the materess, and her scream againse the gag was like che first ago-
nized ouccry of che newborn,

The spasm passed, She dropped back hmply onco the sodden maceress.
Shppery with swear and blood, her relaxed hand shid che rese of the way out
of the padded cuff. Quietly, in the darkness, she considered her free hand—
sucldenly calm, for she knew she had slipped wrist reseraines any number of
times before this,

Beneath che press of the storm, the huge house lay in darkness and
silence. Wich her free hand she unbuckled the ocher wnise cuff, then the
straps that held the gag in place, and che rescraines thar pinned her ankles.
Her tread no louder chan a phantom’s, she glided from bed and crossed che
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room, A flicker of lightning revealed shabby furnishings and a disordered
array of fecishist garments and paraphernalia, but she chrew open the win-
dow and lpoked down upon che black waters of the lake and saw the cloud
waves brealang upon the base of the ¢bff, and when she curned away from
that vision her eyes knew whar they beheld and her smile was chat of a lamia.

Wraithlike she drifted through the dark house, passing along che silene
rooms and hallways and stairs, and when she reached the kicchen she found
what she knew was cthe key to unlock the dark myscery thac bound her here.
She closed her hand wpon it, and her fingers remembered ies feel,

Camilla’s face was tighe with sudden fear as she awakened ar che clasp of fin-
gers closed upon her lips, bue she made no scruggle as she stared ar the carv-
ing knife that almost touched her eves,

“What happened o Constance?” The fingers relaxed co lec her whisper,
buc che knife did not waver,

“She had a secret lover. One nighe she crepe through che sitting room
window and ran away wich lum. Mrs, Castagne showed her no mercy.”

“Sleep now,” she wld Camilla, and kissed her venderly as she freed her
with a swift motion that her hand remembered,

In the darkness of Mrs. Cascaigne’s room she paused beside the morionless
figure on the bed.

“Mother?”

“Yes, Conscance?”

“I've come home.”

“You're dead.”

“I remembered che way back.”

And she showed her che key and opened the way.

It only remained for her to go. She could no longer find sheleer in chis house.
She muse leave as she had encered.

She left che knife. That key had seeved its purpose. Through the hall-
ways she recurned, in the darkness her bare feer sometimes creading upon
rich carpets, sometimes dust and fallen plaster, Her naked tlesh tingled wich
the blood that had freed her soul.

She reached the sitong room and looked upon the storm thac lashed
the mght beyond. For one gleam of lightning the room seemed festooned
with torn wallpaper; empty wine bottles littered the floor and dingy fur-
nishings. The flickering mirage passed, and she saw thar the room was
exactly as she remembered. She must leave by the window,

There was a tapping at the window.

She starred, chen recorled in horror as anocher repressed memory
escaped Into consciousness,
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The figure that had pursued her through the darkness on thar night she
had sought refuge here. [t waited for her now at che window, Hall-glimpsed
before, she saw it now fully revealed in the glare of the lightning,

Muoisture gliseened dackly upon its nippling and exaggeraced muscula-
ture. [ts uncouch head and shoulders hunched forward bullishly; ies face was
distorted with insensare lust and drooling madness. A grotesque phallus
swung berween its misshapen legs—serpentine, possessed of its own life and
volidon. Like an obscene worm, it strecched blindly toward her, blood ooz-
ing [rom ics toochless maw,

She rased her hands co ward 10 off, and che monscrosicy pawed ac che
window, mocking her every ternificd movernent as 0 waited chere on che
other side of the rain-slick glass.

The horror was beyond enduring. There was another casement window
to the corner sitting room, the one that overlooked the wacers of the river.
She spun about and lungzed toward it—noticing from the corner of her eye
that che creacure outside also wharled about, sensing her incene, flung eself
roward the far window o forestall her.

The glass of the casement shateered, even as its blubbery hands
serecched out toward her, There was no pain in thar release, only dreamlike
vertigo as she plunged into the grayvness and the rain, Then the water and
the darkness received her falling body, and she set out again inco the night,
letting che currene carry her, she knew not where.

FEW personal effects remain co be officially disposed of, Dr. Archer—

since there's no one to claim them, 1e's been long enough now since cthe
bus acadent, and we'd like to be able to close che files on chis catascrophe.”

“Let's have a look.” The psychiacese opened che box of personal belong-
ings. There wasn't much; there never was in such cases, and had there been
anything worth stealing, it was already unofficially disposed of,

“They still haven't found a body,” the ward superintendent wondered.
"o vou suppose—2"

“Callous as it sounds, 1 rather hope not,” Dr. Archer confided. “Ths
patient was a paranoid schizophrenic—and dangerous.”

“Seemed quiet enough on the ward.”

“Thanks to a lot of ECT—and to depot phenochiazines. Withour reg-
ular cherapy, the delusional system would quickly regain conerol, and che
patient would become frankly murderous.”

There were a few woilery items and some aracles of cloching,
brassiere and pantyhose., “1 guess send this over to Social Services., These
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shouldn’t be allowed on a locked ward—" the psychiatrist pointed o the
nylons, “nor these smut magazines.”

“They always find some way to smuggle che scuff in,” the ward super-
intendent sighed, “and 1've been working here ar Coascal Scace since back
before che War, ¥Whar abour these other books#”

Dr. Archer considered the stack of dog-eared gochic romance novels.
“Just recurn chese to the Patienes’ Library, What's chis one?”

Beneath the paperbacks lay a small hardcover volume, bound in vellow
cloch, somewhat soiled from age.

“Ouc of cthe Paoents' Library coo, 1 suppose. People have donared all
sorts of books over the years, and if che pacents don't cear them up, chey
just stay on the shelves forever.”

“The King in Yellme,” Dr. Archer read from the spine, opening the book.
Cn the flyleaf a name was penned in a graceful script: Constance Castaigae,

“Perhaps che name of a patenc who lefc ic here,” the superincendenc
suggested, “Around che turn of che century chis was a privace samicarmm.
somehow, though, the name scems to ring a distane bell.”

“Let’s just be sure this isn't vintage porno.”

“I can't be sure—maybe someching che old-timers ralked abour when
I first scarced here, | seem o remember there was some famous scandal
involving one of the wealthy families in che city. A murderess, was 107 And
something abour a suicide, or was i1t an escape? 1 can'c recall . ."

“Harmless nineceencth-century romanoc nonsense,” Dr. Archer con-
cluded. “Send it on back to the library.”

The psychiatrisc glanced ac a lase few lines before closing che book:

(CASSILDA: I eell you, T am lose! Urcerly lose!
CAMILLA (ferrifred berself): You have seen the King .2
(CASSILDA: And he has taken from me the power to direce or to

escape my dreams.



OST of what you will read in the following abour author Blish having been a
M].-'nurh’r-l.ll correspondent of H. P Lovecraft is quite true. The lecter quoted at
lengeh in the story is real—mosely. At least it is closely based on a real one from HPL
to Blish and William Miller, Ir. (June 3, 1936). The relevant portion of the real cthing
reads as follows:

As for bringing the Neowwomicon into objective existence—| wish indeed
that | had the time and imagination to assist in such a projece ... but 'm
afraid it's a rather large order—especially since the dreaded volume = sup-
posed to run to something like a thousand pages! | have “quoted”™ from
pages as high 2s 770 or thereabouts. Moreover, one can never pragce any-
thing even a tenth as terrible and impressive as one can awesomely fiin
about. If anyone were to try to wvite the Neommowicon, it would disappoint
all these who have shuddered at cryptic references o i, The most one
could do—and | may try that some time—is to “translate” isolated chap-
ters of the mad Arab’s monstrous tome ... the less cerrible chapeers,
which ordinary human beings may read withour danger of laying them-
selves open to siege by the Shapes from the Abyss of Azathoth. .. A -
lectod sevier of suech extvacts mighe Later by offered ar an “abwideed and expunped
Mecronomicon ...

The first appearance of “More Light” was in Anne McCaffrev’s anthology
Adeleny & Academe, 1970,



More Light

by James Blish

HAVE never crusted Bill Acheling. Like me, he has a mean sereak in him

(and I don't say so just because he once tore a scory of mine to shreds in

a review; that's whae cricics are for). But perhaps for the same reason, |
also rather like him. Hence when I first saw him again in New York—afrer
I'd spent two years in exile, lobbying before Senate committees—I was
shocked. My instant impression was char he was dving,

I thought at first char it was only che effece of a new beard, which was
then just two weeks old and would have made any man look scruffy, And in
parc it was, for surpnsingly, che beard was coming our whice, though Bill 15
only forty-seven and s gray only at the temples.

But there was more to it than cthat, He had lost some twenty or thirey
pounds, which he could ill afford, since he never weighed more chan 150 ac
his best, and stood 5'107 or so. His skin was gray, his neck crepy, his hands
crembling, his eyes bleached, his cough tubercular; he scared conscancly over
my shoulder while we ralked, and his voice kepe fading out in che middle of
sentences. [ he was not senously 1ll, then he had taken even more seriously
to the botele, which wasn't a pleasant thought eicher.

This was hardly the shape in which I had expected to find a man with
a new young wife (the artisc Samantha Brock) and a fine new house in
Brooklyn Heighes (it had once been a Gay Nineties house of ill fame, and
Samancha had decorated ic in chac scyle: red plush, beaded corcains, cryscal
lighe fixeures, gold spriay on the capicals of Conndhian wooden pillars, an
ancient Victrola with a horn in the parlor—all very high camp). Bue [ made
as lighe of it as | could manage.

*“You look terrible,” T told him over the brandy, “What in God’s name
have you been doing to yourself? Reading che Complete Works of Sam
Moskowitz? Or have you taken up LSD?"
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He came back with his usual maddening indirection; at least thar had-
n't changed, “What do vou know about Robere W Chambers?” he said,
looking off to che left.

“Damn bieele, I'm glad to say I read some of his souff when | was in col-
lege. As | recall, 1 liked his stories about his arc-student days in Pans beceer
than the fantasies. Bue chat isn't saying much.”

“Then you remember The King i Yellmi”

“Vaguely, It was one of che first semi-hoaxes, wasn't it? An imaginary
book? People who read ic were supposed to go mad, or be visiced by mon-
sters, or things like chac. Like cthe Negronamibon.”

“As a marter of face, it was supposcd to have been a play,” Acheling
saicl. “Bur go on.”

“You're a pedant to the lasc, Bue chere’s nothing o go on abour.
Mobody can believe any more that a book could drive anvbody mad. Real
life’s become coo horrible; not even William Burroughs can top Dachan.”
Suddenly, 1 was overcome with suspicion, and someching very hke disguse.
“Sour Bill Acheling, are you about to cell me you've tound the play in your
cellar, and that you've been haunted ever since? And then pony up & con-
cocted manuscripe o prove ic? 1f chac’s che case, I'll juse chrow up my din-
ner and go home, You know damn well ic’'ll never sell, anvhow,”

“It was you who asked me what was wrong wich me,” he said, reason-
ably enough, “Summer down. If you don’t wanc o credie my explanation,
then che burden of concocting another one falls on you.”

“Concocting—!"

“If you can’t stop squeaking, you might as well go home.”

“All right. Observe me; [ am breathing evenly, Now, is this honestly the
explanation vou're abouc to offer me?”

“Yes," Atheling said, T do in face have che play”

| sat back, completely ac a loss. Nobody peddles such nonsense any
mote. At last [ said: I think the decor around here has gone to vour head.
Well, go on, I'll listen, Just don’t expect me o be taken in, Who wrote this
Direadful Work—as if 1 didn’t know?”

“¥ou don't know, and neicher do [, buc I'm precey sure it was Chambers
himself, It's inceresting thae you mencioned the Negpswomatan withoue any
prompeing, because it was through Lovecraft thae | got the play in the firse
place—which also explains why | hadn't read it until lase year. But ['d bet-
ter give you the story in sequence. Come upstairs with me.”

He got up and I followed him, not failing to pick up che Grand Marnier
boccle as 1 passed ic, Acheling’s office was as always almost pachologically
neat—another craic thar, in a writer, aucomancally inspires miscruse in
me—but it had been recently painted a brilliant chrome vellow wich a faine,
bilious crace of green in e, a scheme which would have driven me out of my
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mind in shore order, with no help needed from any imaginary play. There
was 4 Vermeer reproduction on one wall which, againse all that flac yellow
paine, looked almose exactly like a window, except chac ic had in it a win-
dow of its own which looked even realer, 1 was surpnsed; in chis acmosphere
| would have expeceed a Parnish, or maybe even a Bok.

Atheling pointed me to a straight and inhospitable-looking chair, and
chen produced from a four-drawer file cabiner a fairly chick folder which he
brought back to his desk, From this, in turn, he excracted cwo small sheets
of blue paper closely covered wich tiny handwricing in dark blue pen.

“Is that 17" [ sand. “Or are chose just che commercials?”

“MNo, that's not ir,"” he said in a racher dangerously flac tone of voice.
“Just shut up for ten seconds and hscen, Jim, will yous If you keep on nar-
eering, [ may run out of gues. I'm none too sure as it is that [ oughe to be
talking to you.”

“Then why do vou bother? You know damn well 1 won't believe a word
you say,”

“Because you're just slighely less scupid chan anvbody else | know, and
once upon a tme knew something about magic. Now are you gomng o isten?”

“Fire ar will,” I said, with spurions resignation. 1 really could not imag-
ine how even Atheling could make a good story out of such a scock open-
ing, but I was choroughly interesced in hearing him cry it—as of course he
knew as well as 1 did,

“All nghe. | was a Lovecrafe fan when | was a kid, as you probably
know; so were you. And | believed devoutly in all those spurious books that
he and the other members of the Cihulha circle concocred o make cheir
tales sound more plavsible, 1 was completely taken in, 1 wrote o the
Widener Library to try to borrow a copy of the Negrowomibon; I looked for i
in secondhand bookstores; 1 cred o buy it in a plan sealed wrapper from
Panurge Press. Notlhong worked, so finally—this was when 1 was fifceen
years old—I wrote to Lovecralt hamselt for help.

“Well, you can guess what happened. He politely told me that he had
invented the book, But ac fifreen [ wasn't easily dashed, Inscead | proposed
that, since che book didn't exise, he should wrice it, and [ would publish ic.
In installmentes, of course, in some sore of amateur magazine,”

I laughed. “"He must have goteen ewoscore leceers hike chae”

“I don’t doube i, In any event, he declined, very politely, of course. He
saidl he had already quoted the Nebromomeibon from pages well beyond nine
hundred or a thousand, and he didn’c really chink he wanted w undertake
writing a volume of chac swe, Well, 1 more or less cook che hine, Bue [ couldn’e
prevent myself from adding char I hoped he'd ger around o writing ac lease
a few chaprers some day, and if he did, well, Willy Acheling hoped he would
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remember who stood ready to publish it. 1 was a cerrible Little snot in chose
days. Please don't add any footnotes, because here is one of my own.”

He handed me one of the sheets of blue notepaper. 1 have seen
Lowvecrafe holographs before; cus one, with s any, uceerly legible hand-
writing which looked as though it had been constructed along a seraighe-
edge, was either the real thing or it had been made by a mascer forger, a cal-
ent [ was precey sure Atheling lacked. Atheling pointed w one
graph, which read as follows:

ong pard-

Y'r persistence is Hattening indeed, but really 1 do think that for me to
write more than a few sentences of the Nebrowomidon here and there
would be folly, Were | te do so, | would most seriously risk spoiling the
effectiveness of the stories | have based upon it. | have scen at least one
writer of genus so stumble, namely Robt, Chambers, who actually sat
down to write his infamous and horrible King iv Yollme (1 refer, nacurally,
to the play, not the existing book), whereas, he might much better have
left it afleat in the imagination of the reader, The play is a fine work,
bur it could not possibly have been either as fine or as frightening as his
stories adumbrared. It is his good forrune, and ours, that ic has never
been published, so that we are free to continue to dream of it fearfully
andd never know what it says or means,

I once exchanged a few letters wich Lovecraft myself, as vou may see in
his volume of collected lecters; 1 knew not only the handwriting and the let-
ter paper, but also the episcolary scyle, This was auchentic. [ said, “1 begin
to see where this 15 going.”

SO course you do. Buc bear in mund chat back in chose days—vou see
the date, 1937—I had never heard of Chambers. 1 hunted down the shore-
story collection. Then nothing would prevent me from seeing the play.
Conscienceless teenager thar | was, | demandad chac HPL send me a copy
And here's the reply”

Another sheer of blue notepaper was passed o me, It gaid:

[ do not really know what disposal to make of the Kivg fv Yollme, for
Chambers and | were never intimate and [ was staggered that he sent
me the play upon my own very teatative inquiry—so much ke yours,
and others’, abour the Nebrow, erc. The M3, now in my hands s | chink
quite superh; yet, as | have already told you, [ would be hesitane to see
it used to destroy the elfective hines of it in his stonies. On the other side,
it £ an object lesson, in when s to follow up such hints; and contains
much beauty, as well as much terror, that should not remain hidden.
What therefore | have done is to have a typescript made by a young
lady who has been trading me secretarial work for some small editing
services of my own; and I send you herewith the carbon copy, with the

injunction that no right of publication inheres in its transmission.
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This roo was an authentic lecrer, [ was convinced. “All righe,” [ said, “Thar
was thirty vears ago, And ver you didn't read che play then, if in face you did
get it, You say you hadn’c read ic uncil just a liccle while ago, Why noc?”

“1 was ouegrowing Lovecraft and all chac crowd. Also, | was ashamed
to have been taken in by the Negrowmnigon, and didn't wane to be taken in
again. | was having a fight wich a far boy down the block over an even fac-
cer redhead. And a lot of ocher things intervened. In shore, [ put off reading
it for a couple of weeks, and during those couple of weeks, Lovecraft died,
before 1 had even the courtesy to chank him for having senc me che play,
After that, | was also embarrassed for my own thoughelessness, and [ puc
the play away, and soon afeer, Jim, | managed to forgee all aboue . No
earthquake could have buried it more thoroughly chan my own sense of
guile, plus my own contempt ac myseli for ever having been a fancasy fan ar
all. If you don't underscand how thar could have happened, then I will abore
the resc of the story right here”

“No, | understand 1c well enough. I'm noc sure 1 credic 1c, buc [ do
understand 1. Go on”

“I dicdn’e think of it again uncil 1967, when Ace republished the shore-
story collection. Then of course 1 was reminded char, if indeed there had ever
been such a play, I was the only one in the world who had a copy. At least,
no such ching ever curned up in Chambers’ own papers—he died in 1933—
and Lovecraft's cyped copy and the manuscripe muse have been losc.”

“What makes you think so?”

“Lovecraft's literary executors have been publishing every scrap of HPL
they could find, including his laundry list. If chey had found The Kiug in
Yelime, the world would know ic by now. If my copy is real, it is che last one
and cthe only one. So, [ got ic oue of my safe-deposic box and read ic.”

“Whar does Samantha make of all chis?”

“Oh"” he said, “she knows most of what I've told vou, but she just
thinks ['m being more than usually newrotic—" You know how writers are.”
These City College types have pat explanacions out of Karen Horney and
Erich Fromm for everyching; it saves them che trouble of thinking, And I'm
not about to change her mind, eicher, 1 cercainly haven't shown her che play.”

“Female common sense would blow the whole thing sky-high n a
minute,” | agreed. “And you're now abour co cell me that vou won't show i
o me either.”

“On the concrary,” he said, a malicious grin splitving his beard and
mustache apart. “1¢s really not so terrible; I'm sure it can’t huee you a bit.
As you said downscairs, life 1s more horrible chan any possible book.”

“Then whar &5 che marceer wich you, Bill? You're 4 good deal more hard
nosed than | am; you're the faw person I'd expece to be scared by Oscar
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Wilde or Lovecrafr or Archur Machen or any of the rest of thar crowd. |
can’t imagine your trying to scare me, eicher; you know | know better,”

“That's not the point,” Atheling said, “As I've said, che play sn'c very
frigheening, Bue [ say chae wich reservanions, because | have not read all of
it, not even yet.”

“1 don't follow you.”

“1 have not been able co finish reading it,” Atheling said, wich a kind
of sad patience. “There is a point in cthe play ac which I have to quic. [t
varies, from reading co reading, by a line or so to one side or che ocher, butc
[ do know che place chac 1 haven'c yet been able co ger beyond.

“Mow, | know from another Lovecrafr leceer, which 'l show you gfter
you've read the play, that he also found this to be the case for him—Dbur that
he had o quit several whole pages before 1 did, T find chis curious and 1
have no explanation for ic ac all. 1 wane co know when you have to stop—ifl
yvou do.”

“May I suggest a very simple expedienc?”

“Uh God, sure. Turn to the lase page. 've done chac. | know how 1
ends. 1 know every line of it. | could set it to music if 1 had to. That's not
my poine, I'm calking only abour the cumulacive gffer, not che state of che
text. | want to know how far you get, the first cime through.”

“I'll finish ic,” 1 sad. “Have vou messed wich che cypescripe ac all, Ball?"

“Mo. There were notes at the back thac evidencly were incended to be puc
ineo a lacer draft, and ['ve prepared a vemsion meo which 1've incorporaced
them—or those | could understand. But chis in che folder 15 che orginal.”

He handed che folder co me, Well, 1 was hooked—or, anyhow, prepare:d
to be amused, and, il possible, admiring of Sour Bill's ingenuicy, “Okay.
Where do [ sleeps”

“You can have our room. Samancha’s with her mocher for the whole
week to come—some psychiatne casework sort of chore—so you can rattle
around ac will. 'l use the guese room. Take the borele, | don't need ie—bur
don’t tell me in the morning thar you had to quit reading because you got
fried. 1 wane a complete repore.”

“You'll gee ic.” L opened che [older. Inside it was what would have been
the most bricele sheat of vellow, brown-edged second sheers in che world,
had they not each been carefully cased in plascic. [ bore them off.

L1

HE bed was a magnificent old four-poscer, quite in keeping wich che
house, and it had a small, projector-seyle reading lamp fascened o the
headboard. | washed up and sectled down. Juse as | did so, eicther Atheling's
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furnace or his refrigerator went on and all che lighes in che house dimmed

momentarily—evidencly his wiring needed tending to, which wasn’t unusu-

al in these old brownstones eicher, It was a nice coincidence and 1 relished

it. Then 1 poured myself a sizable slug of che brandy and began to read.
And chis 18 whart | read:

ACT ONE
(A bakeony of the palace fn Haster, cvevloobing tlhe Lake of Hali,
wlniclr siveicher to the Dovizon, Wank, sottonless and covered with &
thin Baze. The two sens sink toveavd the vippleles serface.
(The fitsiugs of the balcawey are appelent, but divey with iime. Severad
stenes cave fadlen from the maswery, and fie pwhoeded.
(CASSILDA, a Oneen, lies on a ool overlobing tlhe Lake, turning i
Der Lafe @ golden diadem set with jewli, A wrvant enters and offers bev
a By, ek I s wedrly empiy: some bread, @ fep. Se loks gt it bope-
bersly and waves it away, The fervant goes e,

{Enter Privce Usir, @ porily man iv bis early million:, )

UoHT: Crood day, mother.

(CASSILIIA: Good-bye, day.

Lok You have been looking ar Carcosa again,
CASSI LA No, ... Nobody can see Carcosa

before the ll}raclr:.t. rise. | was nnl}r |:1¢':ulc|'nH at the

Lake of Hali. It swallows so many suns.

Uonr: And you will see it swallow so many more.
These musts are bad for vou; they seep
into everything. Come inside.

ASSILTA: Mo, ot now,
| am not afraid of a little mist; nor,

of a lirtle vime. 1 have seen quite a lot

of both.
Lo This interminable sicge!
Would that the Lale would swallow Alar for once,
[nstead of the suns.
CASSILDA: Mot even Hali
can do that, since Alar sits upon Dehme,
which is quite another lake.
Lo e lake
is like another: water and fog, fog and water.
If Hastur and Alar changed sites berween moons,
nnhm{}r would notice. 'l'hf:}r are

the two worst situated anes in the waorld.
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CASSILDIA: MNecessarily,
since they are the only ones.
Lot Exr_r.:pt Carcosa,
o Well?
CASSILIA: [ am not sure, my Prince,
that Carcosa is in the wortld. ln any event,
it is certainly fruieless o talk about the matter.,

(CAMILLA, & Privcers, enders, ihen beifiater.)

CAMILLA: Oh. [—

CASSILTYA: Come ahead, Camulla, hear us.
There are no secrets any longer. Everything
has been worn thin, and Time has stopped.

{(Enmter THALE, the younger Prince.)

THALE; M onsense agan, mother?

CASSILDA: If it pleases you
to call it that, Prince Thale, As for me,

I am “'-"1." a Queen; | can be mocked ar will,

THALE: But no, | didn't mean—

Uikl Mockery or no,
Prince Thale is night. Time does not stop.

It is a contradiction in terms,

CASSILDA: Time stops,
my Ucht, when you have heard every possible banality
every possible number of times, Whenever
has anything happened in Hastur, please?
Any new word, or any new event? The siege,
FiLY ':r"l:]l.l ".-'I'_"r:r" il.l_"i-tl}’ il.l'lﬂ] Tl'."l.'ﬂ'.'ﬂ.ti."["}" {'.lh.‘i.ll'_'r'l.-'l'_",,
is nght flat-out interminable, and that’s that.
Neither Hastar nor Alar will ever prevail.
We shall both just wear down inte duse—
or boredom, whichever arrives first. Ah,

I am sorry for you, Ushe, but 'm afraid

you only remind me now that there's no future
in being human, Even as a baby,

you were a lietle dull,

Ut You may say
what you please of me, too, for royaley
of course has its privileges. All the same,
not all time is in the past, Cassilda.

It lies in your power to change rhings,
were you not so weary of us—and of yourself,



CASSILDA:

THALE:

CASSILIDA:

THALE:
Liam:

[ ASSILDA:

LioHT:

THALE:

Lok

(L ASSILTYA:

CAMITLLA:

CASSILIA:

CAMITLAS

ARSI LA

CAMILLA:

CASSILDAL

Oh, are we to talk of the Succession again?
Nothing is duller than dynasries.
Maother, must the Dynasty die only becanse you
are bored?

Only a word from you, and che Black Stars
would rise again., Whatever vour soothsaying,
Alar could not stand against them; you kaow
that. It would be—it would be an act of mercy,
to the people.

The people! Who are they?
You care as lictle for the people as Uoht does.
Thale, | know your heart, and his as well.
All the diadem means to either of you is your sister.
There's no other reward now, for being a king
in Hastur. As for black stars, enough!
They radiate nothing but the might.
Camilla loves me.

Liar!
Camillas
Ask her, if you dare.
Whe would dare,

without the diadem? You're not 2o bold, Ushe.
Have yox found the Yellow Sign?

Sttl-l.'.l o rm [}IJT.I'I. I

And stop your bickering,
you two frogs! ... T will ask her.

[ am not ready to be asked, mother.

Mo Camilla, yor could have the diadem.

Then you could rake your pick of your brothers,
ﬂ.l'l{{ “'I'_"I{{ ]‘Ii]."-l'C dan L‘nil (] ..lll our }TF{-.Ih.lI'_"I'.I'I 5.

See how | tempt you. The Dynasty would go on,
and you'd be free of all this connimving.

Pr:l!’l'i‘.‘lpﬁ.,_ even, the SICHC would end. ...

Well, Camulla, speak!
Na, no. Please.
Yo cannot mve the diadem ta me.
| will mot hawe i,
A 1.1.']1}' not?
Then I would be sent the Yellow Sign.

Possibly, if one can believe the runes.
Bur would that be so very terrible?
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Tell us, Carmilla, whar, after all, does happen
when one receives the Yellow Sign?

CAMILLA fﬁ'&a‘.lprriug,l: [e—it is come for.

CASSILDA:

CAMILLA;
CASSILDA:
CAMILLA:
CASSILDA:

CAMILIA:
CASSILIAS

Licrrr
THALE:
CAMILIA:

CASSILTA:
CAMILLA:

i ASS1LA:

CAMILLA:

CASSILDA:

ARITIA:

CASSILTMA:

S0 they say.
[ have never seen it happen. Bur suppose

it does, Who comes for ie?
The Phantom of Truth.

And what s that?

Please, 1 do not know,
No more do 1. But suppose, Camilla,
whatever it is, that perhaps it's real,
What then? Does it frighten you?
Yes, mother,

All right. 1f chat's the case,
then 1 shall give the diadem to one of your brochers,
and end this steamy botheration in some other way.
You have only to choose between them, as chey ask.
I would be delighted to give yon a marriage
in the urmost of state. At the very least,
it would be a novelty, in a small and noisy way.
A wise decision.

Amd not a small one, mother.

But mother, there i something new;
we do not need a starely wedding yet.
That's what I came to tell you, just belore
the old quarrel started up again,

And what s that?
Mother, there's a stranger in the ccy.
A stranger! Now living god, hear that.
You all have the muses of Hall in your brains.
| know EVery face in Haseur, and in Alar, too,
Camilla, how many people do vou think there are
in the living world? A spate of handfuls,
and 've seen chem all.

This one is new in Hastur.

Mobady, nobody these davs goes abour Hastur
but the hearse-driver. Sensible people hide
their faces even from themselves,

Burt that's it.

You can't see his face. He's u'ulklng_ rmasked.

Oh, covered with a veil* Or is he hooded?
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CAMILLA: MNeither, mother. He wears another face.
A white mask—whiter than the mists.

I'he eves are blank, and it has no expression.

(CASSILDA: Hmm... in all conscience, strange enough.
How does he explain e?

CAMILLA: He speaks to no one,

CASSILIA: | will see him. He will speak to me.

E".'{.‘I}'UI.'H.‘ l'.II'_H‘."!'i-; il.ﬂﬁ.] tl:'l.!:n ]'H.‘Il.l |.'H.‘ I.I.I.'I.I'I'.I':I:"r]-'i.l.“f.l..

L Hur mother, this is nnl}r a Cconceit.,
[t is of no moment 1o the tree of tme.
I Carmlla will but choose—
THALE: And bring back the Succession—
CASSILDA (placing the dicedem upon ber bead):
We will talk of chat some other time.
Send me now Noatalba, and the man
i the pallid mask. Camilla does not wish
to choose now, and no more do 1.
Lo Time is runming out. There has been no king
in Hastur since the last Aldones—
CASSILIVA: Do not tell me again the story of the Last King!
Oh, 1 am so sick, so sick of you all?
| tell you now, do vou goad me further,
there will be no other king in Hasrar il the King in
Yellow!
{ There &5 a fomg, shocked silence, Camiia, Uon, and THALF po oz,
itinened and sbmdasive, CASSiERA fer back, exbanted and brosding,

{ Fater a Crrrn with jeveded Fogovs, woarine a small dapicate of the
h) i 4 ]

diaden.)
CHILD: Tell me a story.
CASSILIDA: MO MOW.
CHILD: Please, tell me a story. Please.
C_ASSTLTIA: | do not feel like telling you a story now.

CHID (menacingly): Grandmother?

FCASSILDA sits i vesfewedly. She doer wor fonk ar the CHILD. )

CASSILIA: Cnce upon a time ...
CHILIY: That's better.
(CASSILDA:
... there were two lakes in the heart of Gondwanaland, called

Dehme and Hali. For millions of years they lay there with no-one to
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see themn, while strange fishes bir their surfaces, Then, there
appeared a city by the Lake of Hali—

(Dwering ihe mavie of v soove, the sems st Acvass e weter, de
Flyader come out, tliphely blorved by the misis )

CHILD: That's not a SEOTY, that's only hi!i.t:‘.d'].’.
CASSILDA: It 15 the only story that there s
Besides, if you'll be quiet, | shall tell you
the rest that's in the runes. Is that agreed?
CriLD: Oh good! I'm not supposed to know what's in the runes.
CASSILTIA: Thar doesn’t matter now. Burt to go on:
This city had four singularities. The first singularity was thar it
appearcd overnighe, The sccond singularity was that one could not
tell whether the city sat upon the waters, or beyond them on the
ivisible other shore. The third singulaney was that when the moon
rose, the towers of the city appeared to be behind it, not in front of
it. Shall [ go on?

CHILD: Of course, 1 know all che resr.

CASSILIDA: Misfortunate prince.
Well then, che fourth singularicy was chat as soon as one looked
upon the city, one knew whar its name was.

CHTLD: Carcoma,

CASSILDA: bBven as I:mla}r.
And after a long time, men came o the lakes and built mud hutes.
The huts grew into the city of Hastur and soon a man arose who

pmr_']aimﬁl hamself L:ing i Hlastur.

CHILD; Aldones. My grandfacher.

CASSILIIA: Yes, some ages back,
And he decreed that all the kings in Hastur thereaiter should bear
his name. He promised thar if his Dynasty be maintained, then
someday Hastur would be as great as Carcosa across the waters,

CHILD: Thank you. Thar's enough,
ASSILIA; M, it s not enough.
That night someone heard him.
You have asked, and must hear the end.
CHILD: | have to leave now. | forgot something.
CASSILDA (Ber eyes darad): And thar same nighe,
he found the Yellow Sign.
{The CHILD roens oat, CASSILDA apens ber eyer and vememes waiching

acrasy the Lake, A frage enters with a torch, ffxes £t in g soowce, and
goer ait again. CASSILDA does wot stiy,
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(Tn the meay davkneis, NOATALBA, & prieit, enters.}

MNOATALBA:
CASSILDA:
NOATALBA:
(CASSILDA:

MNOATALBA:

CASSILIA:

MOATATBA

CASSLLIDA:

MNOATALBA:

(ASSILTAS

MNOATALEA:

CASSILDA:
M OATALBA:

CASSILDA:
MNOATALBA:

CASSILDA:

MOATALBA:

CASSILDA:

MNOATALBA;

CASSILIAL

MOATALRA:

My Queen,
My priest.
You forgot che fifth singularicy.
And you are an incorable eavesdropper.
[ am not surprised. In any event,

one does not mention the Mystery of the Hyades
to a child.

No. But you think of it.
WY l-au'::t]r'nm: tli}[lil.}" meutr_ﬂ ].'.I'.I'Illlli}hl:]'}'.ll'l}' Eir e,
['m not so thougheful. It is only that

the shadows of men's thoughts lengthen
commonly in the afterncon. Dusk is dusk.

Long thoughts cast long shadows
at any time of day.
And no news 5 good news. Noatalba,
must you wash me clean with banalities too?
MNext, yvou will be speaking of the Succession.
As a mateer of face, nutl'u'n_;_!; wias farther ffom my runc.
A pood place for nothing.
| am pleased to hear you jesting. Nonetheless,
I have something else to rell you.
The man in the pallid mask?
You have heard.
Good. Then | will be brief,
Crood.
[ think you should not see him,
What?!
Nothing will prevent me! Do you think
[ will refuse the only novelty in human
hustory, such as 1018/ You know me lirtle.
[ ]-CI'IH“' ]r'ﬁlu h::tt::r tl'l.i.ll.'l }'{]U kl'l[}"u-'r' :ﬂ]llf!ﬂ:l'l—.
J"l.]'“.] I'I(Jt]'.lllﬂ'!-{ II!'i LETEHJII'I I.'.lut l:l‘l'_"il.‘l'h il.'l'“.] Lea
Oh living God!
You spokes
[gnore me.
Why should | not sec this man?
It is by no means certain that he is a man.
And if he is, at best, he is a spy from Alar.
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(Lhere (1 a very long sifence, ar §f something had inteveupied 1oe aclion;
il CASSILIDA awd NOATALBA remain abiolutely inmobile throegh-
wit 18, Thew their dialfogue vemmes, as if both weve quete gratvare of
tha break.)

CASSILIIA: A poor spy then, to be so conspicuous.
And in any event, poor priest, what is there
that Alar does not know about us? That is why
we are in this impasse in the war: We know
everything, Were one stone to fall in Alar
that | did not hear about, the war would be over;
and Aldones, poor man, is in the same whale.
But he knows me, and | know him, and that's
the end of the matter, We shall die
of this glut of familiarity, he and 1,
lving in the same tomb, measuring away
at each other’s hair and fingernals
in the hope of some advantage even in deach.
Why would he send a spy? He is the father
of my tiresome children, and the architect
of my miserable city. Oh, Noatalba, how
[ wish [ could tell him something he does not know!
He would die of joy, and Alar would sink
into the Lakes—Hastur thereafter!
MNOATALBA:  Perhaps. You think more highly of novelty than
[ do; it s a weakness in you. But I myself
do not think this creature in the pallid mask
to be a spy. You are surprised? But no;
| only said of that possibility: "At best.”
CASSILDA (1edth a short chopping pestare): All righe, [ yield you that.
The worst, then?
INOATALRA: This thing may be the Phantom of Truth.
Only ghosts go abour in whire.
CASSILDA {sdosely) Oh. Oh.
Is that moment come? [ see, Then [ was wise
to abott the Dynasty, after all. 1 am not
often wise, Bur perhaps any end is a good
end ... if it is truly an end. But ... Noatalba—
BNOATALRA: speak.
CASSILIA: [ have not found the ':;llj_!;n-
NOATALBA (fndalpently): Of course not, or you would

]'I.'l‘r'\'_‘ tﬂlil [ 2] [t ].’ﬂ.lt W cannot h{: SUTC thﬂt tl'il'_"

Sign s always sent, The sender—
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(He falls slent, CASSILDA, perceiving that sbe Bas the wfiper hand
agarn, grins neerclenly.)

CASSILDA: —is the King in Yellow,

NoaTalBAr  Well—yes. The King—warns—as he warned
the first Aldones. We know nothing abour him
but thar. And should not know.

(CASSILTIA: Why not?
Perhaps he is dead.

(INOATALEA abvupely bides bis face.)
Or too busy in Carcosa, so that he has forgotten
to send the Sign. Why not? We are well taughe
that with the King in Yellow, all things
are possible.

MNOATALBA (mumasking bis face slowdy): 1 have not heard you.
You did not speak.

CASSILDA: [ only spoke to your point, my priest—
that this man in the pallid mask may indeed
be the Phantom of Truch, though |
I'ii.'l."."f_" not :I-EJIJI'I{] tl'l.l'_" HIIHI'I.\, [ TTHITE t]‘lﬂn Yo,
That was what you were saying, was it not?

Be silent f you wish, Well, I'll chance .

Noataisa:  Blasphemy!

CASSILTIA: Is the King a god? | think not.

In the meantime, Moatalba, 1 would dearly love
to sce the face of Truth. It must be curious.
| have laid every other ghost in the world;

send me this man or ph-.mmrn!

Here indeed | did have o stop for & moment—not because [ was in the
least frightened, bue because my eyes were tiring after so many pages of
dim-rubbed, time-browned carbon copy, and just ac chis instant, che Oueen
Mary or whatever it was Acheling kept in his basement got underway again
and dimmed che lights, too, to che point where che lecters swam in fronc of
my eyes, Then che lighe came up again, 1 cook anocher pull ac the brandy
and went on.

(Exit NOATALBA.

(Tl STRANGER enters, He iv wearing @ silken vobe on wivcl the Yolfow
Siem 01 emibroiderad: @ wngle chavacier v wo baeman orige, in wld
aApainst g civcilar g':'.f;rﬁgn.'.-': wd, CASSITDA fwerns to fook at bim, awd thes
with a guick awd violewr wmorfor, plecks the torch from the soowee and
baerds it from the balcowy futo the Lake, New there {1 owly gtarfight.)
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CASSILDA: [ have not seen you! | have not seen you!
STRANGER: You echo your priest, You are all blind and deal—
abviously by choce.
CASSILIZA: [ ... suppose it is too late
to be afrad. Well then: | am not.
STHRANGER: Well spoken, Queen. There s in face
nothing to be afraid of,
CASSILDA: Please,
phantom, no nonsense. You wear the Sign.
STRAMNGER: How do you know that? You have never seen
the Yellow Sign.
CASSILIIA: Oh, | know. The Sign
is in the blood. That is why
| aborted the Dynasty. Mo blood should have to carry
such knowledge through a human heart;
no children's reeth 5o set on edge.
STRANGER: You face facts, That is a good beginning.
Very well, then; yes, in fact, this s the Sign.

Nevertheless, Cassilda
CASSILIMA: Tour Majesty—
STRANGER:  —Cassilda, there is nothing o fear.

You see how | wear it with impuonirty.

Be reassured; it has no power left.
CASSILDA: Is thar ... a truth?
STRANGER: [t is the shadow

cast by a truch. Nothing else

is ever vouchsafed us, Queen Cassilda,

Thar is why 1 am white: in order to survive

such colored shadows, And che Pallid Mask

protects me—as it will provect you.

CASSILDA: How?
STRANGER: It deceives. That is the function of a mask.

What elser
CASSILDIA: You are not very full of straight answers.
STHAMGER: There are no straghe answers. Bue [ eell you this:

Anyone who wears the Pallid Mask need never fear
tI'I.L" ‘I’::lluw SIIR]'.L Hiill.l I:rr:mhl::. .II“.]I tl'H:' SULITIEC,

my Queen, that era 1s over. Whatever else

could you need to know? Now vour Diynasty

can start again; again chere can be a king

in Hastur; and again, Cassilda, the Black Stars

can mount the sky once more against the Hyades,



More Light

1u1

CASSILIA:
STRANGER:
CASSILDA:
STRAMGER:
CASSILIDA:

STRANGER:

CASSILDA:

STRANGER:

(L ASS LA

The siege can be lifted, Humankind
can have its futere back.
&J Im :.ln}r LII‘::':LLTJ!.!

Only wear the Mask, and these are given.
There's no other thing required of us.

Who tells me this?
[ am called Yheill.

Thart is only Alaran for “stranger.”
And Aldones

is only Hasturic for “facher.” Whart of chac?
Your facts are bitterer than your mysteries.
And what will happen to you, Yhrill,
you with the Yellow Sign on your bosom,
when the Sign is sent for?

Nothing ar all.
What has Carcosa ever had ro do
with the human world, since vou all lived in mud bucs?
The King in Yellow has other concerns, as is only

supernarural.

Onee you don the Pallid Mask, he cannot even see you.
Do you doubt me? You have only to look again for yoursell
across the Lake. Carcosa does not sit upon the Earch.
It is, perhaps, not even real; or not so real
as you and [ Cervmnly, the Living God does
not believe in it Then why should you?
You are plavsible, you in your ghost face. You ralk
as jE-}'nu know the Living Crod, 1o you alsa hear

the Hyades sing in the evening of the world?

STRAMGER {therify): WNo, Thart is strictly the King’s business.

It is of no ::arthl}' Interest to me,

CASSILDA (muce mmove recovering a file of bev aplomb )

STRAMGER:
CASSILDA:
STRANGER:

l H:nrr:.‘.a],-'. How can | trust any of these answers?
Do we indeed have to do nothing more
to be saved than don white masks? [t sounds to me
like a suspiciously easy answer,

Test it then.
And die. Thank you very much,

Mot so last,

[ would not kill you, or myself. I propose a masque,
if you will pardon me the word-play. All will wear
exactly what they choose, except thar all will also wear
the Pallid Mask. | |11].-'s.rr]l-ﬁ]'m'|l wear the Yellow Sign,
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just as [ do now., When you are all convineed, the masks
will be doffed; and chen you may announce
the Succession, all in perfect safety.
CASSILTYA: Oh, indeed.
And then the King descends.
STRANGER: And if the King

CASSILIA:

should then descend, we are all lost, and | have lose my bet
I have nothing to lose but my life. You have more.
And if the King does not descend, whar then?
Think! The Yellow Sign denatured, homan life
suddenly charged with meaning, hope flowering
everywhere,
the Phantom of Truth laid forever, and the Dynascy
free of all fear of Carcosa and whatever monsters live there,
free of all fear of the King in Yellow and his cattered,
smothering, inhuman robes!
Oh Living God!
How would [ dare to believe vou?

STRANGER: You do not dare not to .. ..

CASSILIAS

i Dherime this comversation, the moan fas been rising oy, comiravy to
the divection of semiet, and the stavs fode, thowgl ey do not guite dis-
afpear: Lomg waves af clowds begin to s sver 1 serface of the Lake
wf Hali, which Geging to gl and beave, Spray viser, The STRANGER
and CASSILDA stave at éach otbher in @ dawn and senset of complicity
and hatved.)

Why would I not dare?
| who am Cassilda, I, 1 who am 17?

STRANGER: Because, Cassilda, nsk nothing, and you nsk

it all. Thar is the bhirst law of rulership.
And, too, becavse, Cassilda, in your ancient
heart you love your chuldren.

CASSILIIA: Ohy vou are a demon!
You have found me oo,

STRANGER: That is what [ came for,
vL‘I.'].-' well, I shall see VOU EOmOEromw, after sunset.
Wear the Mask, and all eves will be opened,
all ears nnstopped. Good night, my Queen.

CASSILDA: If you are human, you'll regree chis.

STHRANGER: Uteerly.

And so, good night.

(The STRANGER poes otet. CASSILDA peets Doy Dawd ta ber boad and
Jinds thee she fv wo lamper wearivg the diadens. She proper for it, and
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Fenally Jocazes 1t among the cachions, Nbe stavis to put it on, avd thew
insead 1iand ab i tafoonry vadl, terning vhe orowon iw Ber Bands, The
gty po dmen fute tentidarnes.

(The fog rises in the moowfighe: the stars disappear. Ow the forizon,
seemiingdy aftoat wpow the Lake of Hali, appear the towers of Careosa,
tatll amd fgheless. The center of the city iv bebind the rising nwon,
wiliichy seems g be drifhing wiiie dlood mete the lake,

(Fircter MoATALEA,)

MOATALRA: And so, good mighe, my QJueen.
"t":t}u AW |'|.|'rn‘

CASSILDA: |—think so.

™ oatalba: And—

CASSILDA: He says—he says the King in Yellow

can be blinded.
NOATALBA: And you heard him out.
Now, very surely, we are indeed all mad,

(e fain)

Right while 1 was in the middle of that lase long stage direcrion, the
damned lighes flickered again, and chis time chey did not come all che way
back co full brightness. Sour Bill really oughe to have chac wiring checked,
or someday soon his fine old Victonian bagnio was going to burn down.

However, this was a narural place to pause and ponder. The texe thus
far ar least settled one suspicion thae | had not mentioned o Acheling: thae
if Acheling himself hadn’c wricten it, perhaps Lovecralt had. Having already
invented a number of imaginary licerary works, HPL was in cheory quite
likely o have concoceed seill another one.

In theory—bue Lovecraft never wrote more than a few fragmenes of his
own imaginary reference works; why should he accernpt to creare the whole
of one imagined by another author? Moreover, a play in blank verse was not
a likely sort of production for Lovecraft, whose poetic gifts were feeble ac
besc; whereas Chambers, 1 seemed co recall, had not only published several
volumes of verse, buc several plays and even an opera hibrecco, Also, che texe
thus far already showed a few flashes of humor, a craic noc ac all characeer-
istic of Lovecraft.

Of course, none of this ruled our Atheling as the probable author, despite
the aged paper, bue [ was precey sure it did rule our the Spook of Innsmouch.

Whar about the play proper, then? Horrifying it was not; it was not
even as evil as a seventeench-cenoury “rragedy of blood.” Also 10 was precey
derivacive, chiefly of Wilde and of Poe's “The Silence” and “The Masque of
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the Red Death,” And it was rerribly dated. [ suppose no man living coday is
in a position o understand why so many of the wricers of che 18905
choughe chac yellow was an especially ominous color,

Grrumbling about che hghe, [ broughe che smudged pages closer, won-
dering why 1 was bochering ac all. By chis nime, 1 was cired as well as impa-
vient, and, [ am afraid, in fact a liccle drunk, despite Acheling’s warning.

Then I discovered char the nexe page was a misplaced one. Instead of
the first page of the second act, it was che “Dramatis Personae™ page, which
should have been all che way ac the front, Wich one exception, it was noch-
ing bur a lse of the names—including The King, who so far hadn'c
appearcd ar all. The excepron was this notation:

“N.B. Excepr for the Scranger and The King, everyone who appears in
the play is black.”

Nota dewe, indeed, It would be hard to imagine anocher single inscruc-
tion which could so completely change che whole apparent chrusc and effecc
of what [ had read so far, Or did 1c? Perhaps | was only projeccing our cur-
rent racial croubles into the direcoion; Chambers may merely have meant o
suggest (if he had been that much of an anchropologist} that, after all, all
our remote prehistoric ancestors had been black, Then | remembered, wo,
that in the very first story about The King in Yellore, Chambers had proposed
banishing all Negroes to a “new [ree state of Suanee.”

Now both wider awake and a grear deal more dsorienced, 1 puc che
musplaced page aside and plunged on:

ACT TWO

("The CHILD afipears befove the cvdain. )

CHILD: I am not the Prologue, nor the Afterword;
call me the Prototaph. My role is this:
to tell you ic 18 now too late to close the book
or quit the theatre. You already thoughe
you should have done so earlier, bur you stayed.
How harmless it all is! No definite
principles are invalved, no docerines
prumulgutr:d if1 thiese pristing pages,
no convictions outraged ... but the blow has fallen,
and now 1t is too late. And shall 1 tdl you
where the sin lies? It s yours.
You listened to us; and all the same you stay
B see thﬂ.‘ EIIRTJ KU“’ Yol At OuUrs, or, '.‘i-il.'H'.L‘ tht’ CLITNCS:

also run backwards, we are yours ... forever.
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CASSILDA:

(T siage i1 v darbyers when the ceviaing pavi, Afier & pawse, Hwre
are d fesw ft spave chords of mesic, avd te voice of CASSILDA &5 beard
s, )

Along the shore the cloud waves break,
The twin suns sink behind the lake,
The shadows lengrhen
in Carcosa.
Strange is the night where black stars rise,
And strange moons circle through the skies,
But stranger sall is
Lost Carcosa.
songs that the Hyades shall sing
Where flap the tatters of the King,
Must die unheard in
Dhim Carcosa,
Song of my soul, my voce s dead,
Die thou unsung, as tears unshed
Shall dey and die in
Lost Carcosa.®
(A meeermer of vorces awd mwesic rives guder the Sast verse, The liphts go
afp i vevead that the fron of the stage hat becwmee @ ovowded ballvoom,
with the balcory ar ity back, The STRANGER and all ihe Hasturite
are presend; all ibe Latter wvar wihite wmasks with the visape of ihe
STRANGER, to twluch fudividual sty Bl added o e PR TR
The veired #5 that sach mad lods fike g famers person. The costeomies
are alin vavivas aud fawiastic, The STRANGER w7l wears the iilben
pode toith the Yellaw Niprai, aiid CASTLDA, .l';!'#.lﬂg;!'! siigidioed, steld devarr
the diadem, ar doer the CriLD. Mawy are davcing to a formal mea-
siere, sommetliing fibe a sarabande, wmething libe italbing.

(CAMILLA @5 falffup to the STRANGER, frowt foft. CARSILOA teatches
ihe maigee from the balry, Cavonsg and the Hyader bebind Der; the

TN .I!I-'r:ﬂ r'.fn.rfi.fr:wr.}

STRAMGER: There, Princess, VOLL see that there has been

{CAMILLA:

no sending, and there will be none.
The Pallid Mask is the perfect disguise.
How would we know a sending if it camer

(O ASSILDA dletoerdy and ot Hheni, )

STRAMGER: The INEeSseng et of thue Ki[‘l_f_'-; deivies a hearse.

CASSILDA:

Oho, hall the population of Hastur dees chat.
[t 1s the cey's most popular occupation,

since the siege began, All that s ralk,

*[f rhis is the correcr rexr of this song, all the others are corrupe in the lasr verse.
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STRANGER: [ have heard what the Talkers were talking—rthe ralk

of the beginning and the end;

bur I do not calk of the beginning or the end.
CAMILLA: But—the sending? Let us hear.

STRANGER:

a'ﬁl.l.:‘iul:]..
the messenger of the King 1s a solt man.
Should you greet lum by the hand, one of his lingers
would come off to join yours.

(CAMILLA recoili in delicate disprst NOATALBA, wiv bas been civcling

closer and closer to the prosp, wmy joiss i)

MNOATALBA:

STRANGER:
MNOATALBA:

STHRAMGER:

M OATALRA:

STRAMGER:

POATALRA:

CASSILDA:

STRANGER:
MOATALRA:

STRANGER:

MOATALRA:

A pretty story.

You seem to know everything. [ think perhaps
yon could even cell us, given gold,
the mystery of the Hyades,

He s King there,
As everywhere, Everyone knows thart,
He s not King in Aldebaran, Thar s why
Carcosa was buile. It s a city in exile,
These two mighty stars are deep in war,
like Hastur and Alar.

Oh, indesd.

Whe then lives in Carcosa?

WNothing human.
More than that, [ cannot rell you.

Your springs of invention run dry
with suspicions quickness,

Be silent.
Stranger, how did you come by all this?
My sigil s Aldebaran, 1 hare che King,
And his is the Yellow Sign, which you mock him
by flaunting before the world. 1 rell you this:
he will not be mocked. He is a King
whom Emperors have served; and that is why
he scorns a crown. All this 1s in the mnes.
There are great truchs in the runes,
Nevertheless, my priest, Aldebaran
is his evil star, Thence comes the Pallid Mask.
Belike, belike. But | would rather be
deep in the doudy depths of Dehme
than to wear what you wear on vour bosom.
When the King opens his mantle—
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(Sameerifrere v the palace, @ decp-towed gong begins to sivibe,)

CASSILDA: Have done ...
Now is the time | never thought o see:
| must go, and announce the Succession.
Perhaps ... perhaps the world imell

is indeed about to begin again. How strange!

(A the gomg continess fo stribe, sveryase bogins to snnark, There are
siierirs qid pesieores of sorprive, veal or polite, a5 identitien ave vecog-
wized ar rovealed, Then there v g wave of lawplter, The mesic bocomies

doweler and froveases in repa,)

CAMILLA Your, sar, should wnmask.

STRAMGER: Indeed?

(CAMILLA: Indeed, it's time. We have all laid aside
disguise but you,

STRANGER: [ wear no mask.

CAMILLA: No mask? (16 CassiLpa):  No mask!

STRAMGER: |

arn the Pallid Mask wself. 1, 1, 1

am the Phantom of Truch. [ came from Alar.
My star is Aldebaran. Truth 1s our invention,
it is our weapon of war, And see—

by this sign we have conquered, and the siege
of good and evil is ended . ...

(O the Dovizon, the totwert of Cavoorg sepin to plo,)
NOATALRA (pesuring): Look, look! Carcosa—Carcosa is on fire!
{ The STRANGER lawghs and sefzer CAMILLA by the qorists )

CAMILLA fin agony): His hands! His bawnds!

(e Bey cry the manic dies diicovdantly, Thew a tremendons, tnlwemean
vdce vlls from Carcosa aornss the Leke of Hali )
Tue Kinc: Yhill!
Yhll!
Yheill!

{The STRANGER réldater CAMILLA, iwhe soveaniy u-rn?:"."rr.ua' .fs.'..'qlr_..'.:.r.n"erl )

The lighe faded furcher with a distant mechanical rumble. My eyes
ached abomnably, and | realized chae | should have had a bach; 1 fele wechy.
The carbon by this time was so weak that the lecters looked as though they
had been cyped in ashes; chere were whole lines | simply could not read, and
I was developing a clamorous headache. God damn Acheling and his hyp-
nooe coicks!
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THE KinG: Have you found the Yellow Sign?
Have yvou found the Yellow Sign?
Have you found che Yellow Sign?

STRANGER {thowting): [ am the Phantom of Truch!
Tremble, O King in tatrers!

THE KirG: The Phantom of Troch shall be ladd.
The scalloped ratters of the King muost hide
Yhtill forever. As for thee, Hastur—

ALL: Mol Mo, no!
THE Kima: And as for thee,

we tell thee this; it s a fearful thing
o fall imto the hands of the lhving god.

(The STRANGER falls, and sveryone elve sinks sholy to the grocend after

fiim,

(TaE KNG can v be seen, altbongl ouly feinely. He ttavds in staie
gfuar Hoe bafoowy. He Fas wo face, and iv tdee @ tall ai g man. He
swears painted shoes under bis tattered, faniastically aloved vobes, and
a stveamer of GlE appears to fall frem ile pointed s of bés bood.
Bedind biv back he bolas fvverted @ toveh with a terned aud feveled
ihafd, wilvich swits smoke, bat owe light, At times be afgpears ta fe
wikged: at wpbers, halved. There detaily are for e cortmmer; @t no tiwe
bl THE Kivg be safficiently visible o make them alf ont.

{ Befwnd hine, Cavonta and ihe Lake .'.g_.l'- Hali bive vaniiled. Listoad,
there afiears q by Back o .Ir-:.r:gr _'.:m':.’:.'..'.rn':f steld, in .uﬂ'J::Jr:lr SHgEeni N
a dalys, of areyx, apeoe wilvich the Yollow Sign i chawed in pold.

i The resi of dhe stage darbens praduatly, sl ab the end, it s lit only
by the decompased body of the STRANGER, phosgpboreicing Blaeky.)

Toe KinG: | have enfolded Yhill, and the Phantom of Trurh
is laid. (Morve guierly): Henceforth,
the ancient lies will rule as always. ... Now. Cassilda’

FOASSILIDA rises mately io bev Epees.)

Toe Kivg: Thou wert promised a Dynasty by Truch,
and in truth shale thou have a dynasty.

The Kingdom of Hastur was first in all the world,
and would have ruled the world, except for this:
Carcosa did not want it. Hence, chercafter,
Hastur and Alar divided; but those in Alar

sent you from Aldebaran the Phantom of Truth
and all was lost; together, vou forgot

the Covenant of the Sign. Now there s much

'W]'Ii{_']'i ntﬁ]ﬁ. %] ht‘ LII'lIZI-[]F.H'.:-
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NOATALRA (faintly): How, King, how?

THE KIrG:

Henceforth, Hastur and Alar will be

LIII"n-'Jll'.IIL"I:.] ﬁ}EL‘\"L"l. I.?UTE\"EI !‘:.I.'lill't thuu lL‘l:lI'ItL"TIli.]

for mastery, and strive in bitter blood

to claim which shall be uppermost:

flesh or phantom, black or white. In due

course of starwheels, this scrife will come o ssue;
but not now; oh, ne, not now,

CASSILDA (sebispering: And—unnl then?

THE K1

Unul then,
Carcosa will vansh; but my role, 1 tell you now,
you now, is permanent, despite Aldebaran, Be warned.
Also be promused: He who tnumphs in chis war
shall be my—can [ be honest?—inheritor,
and so shall have the Dynasty back. Bur think:
Already you own the world. The grear query is,
Can you rule it? The query is the gift.
The King in Yellow gives it into your hands,
to hold ... or to let loose, Choose, terrible children,

NOATALBA (faintlyl: You are King, and are most gracious,

THE KimMG:

We thank you,

You thank me? 1 am che living god!
Bethink chyself, priest. There is a price,
[ have not as yer stated the half of it

(Everyune wafls, petvifred. )

THe KinNG:

The price is: the fixing of the Mask,

{Silemne,)

THE KRG

You do not enderstand me. | will explain

it once and then no more. Hastar, you

acceded o, and wore, the Pallid Mask.

That is the price. Henceforch, all in Hastur

shall wear the Mask, and by this sign be known.
And war between the masked men and the naked
shall be perperual and bloody, unol 1 come

again ... of fal to come.

(INOATALEA staris fo His briees.)

MNOATALBA:

THE KInG:

Unfair, unfair!
[t was Alar invented che Pallid Mask!
Aldones—
Why should [ be fair? 1 am
the living god. As for Aldones, he
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is the farher of vou all. Thart s the price:
the fixing of the Mask.

AlLL: k!
CASSILDA {Bitterdy): ot apon us, oh King; not upon us!
AL No! Mercy! ot upon us!
The Kirg: Yhall!
Y heill!
Y hll!

(Teee Kine vanibes, awd with him bis throwe. The Hyader and
Carcarg ave ance more vighly over the baleoey vadl, The mass af ror-
vagpion that had beew the STRANGER rises slotily awd sncertainty. The
CHILD rrns owt from the orowed, and seizing the STRANGER by one
mesley Band, leads Dim shambding ot aomss the baloowy in the wabe
af THE KNG, Theve iv a o, composite moan @5 they exit,)

CASSILDA (tanding and throwing bev avms wide): Not upon us!
Mot upon us!

THE KING (sffitage, vemote, diminisbing): What?!
Did you think to be human still?

NoaTalBa:  And il we now .,

The light faded out entirely—and high time too—I was so exhavseed
[ was outright sick. Odd noises rang through my pounding head; sometimes
[ choughe T could hear lines from che play being spoken, as if in an echo
chamber, or, sometimes, even being sung, Occasionally, o, chere was a
spiccing howl which seemed to come from behind che house; [ remembered
that che Athelings kepr cars, though | had noc seen any durnng chis wvisic.
And the mambling below ground was now continuous, like stones being
slowly and mindlessly crushed o powder.

Arheling had won—whether by suggestion or by alcohol T could not
tell, bue I could not finish The King in Yelfsre—and worse, much worse, was
chac I fele so direy chac I could hardly bear o touch myself; | was a black-
ened man lying 1n a pool of soot; my rings were cucting off my fingers, chere
were maggoes feeding in my ears, and deaf, dumb, blind, anosmic, numb,
and conviceed, | came apare inco & universe of slimy saffron rags.

AVWOKE n a blase of painful yellow sunlighc, wich chac lowenng feeling of
being about to be Found Oue which is for me the most intolerable symp-
tom of a hangover, There were neicher curtains nor shades on the windows,
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which made it worse; no maccer how recently | had moved into a new place,
curtaining the master bedroom would have been the first ching I'd have done.

Then 1 realized chac Acheling was standing over me, in char holier-
than-chou pose he assumes when he chinks he's aboue o lose an argumene,
looking absurdly knobby in a shore red flannel nigheshice and a casseled red
nightcap, and holding out to me a tall red drink.

“Bloody Mary,” he said tersely. “Breakfase below in a while, Where did
you stop?”

I lnoked around confusedly, The pages in cheir plascic sheachs curned

out to be all over che floor on cthe window side of the bed, Getang up, 1
risked dizeiness co pick chem up and abgn chem on che bedside cable, wine-
ing a little at the shatp cracks the plastic edges made againse che wood.

“Never mind thae, Tll do it later,” he said. “Where did yow stop?”

“Uh ... let me chink a minuce, will you? I hate people who expect me
to be awake before noon. I scopped at—ar Noacalba's speech, just after
The King's."

“Which speech of The King's#"

“The offstage one, where he asks, " Did you think to be human sall?™

“Damn you,” Atheling said, “Thac's farcher than 1 ever gor, You were
almost, almose at the end,”

“What does happen ac the end?”

“Nodhing, The Child comes back on stage and draws che curcain.”

“That's all2”

“That's all. [ can’t understand it. You were so close. Only one line shore.
There muse be somebody who can get o che end by first intencion, Whate
stopped you!”

*The simplest ching in the world, Bill: vour damned winng, The lighes
kepe fading on me, Evencually my eyes wore out and [ fell asleep. No mys-
tery. Just evestrain.” | added honestcly, "Probably the brandy helped.”

“Oh,” he said. And then again, “Oh. No more than that, Evidencly ic
doesn't matter who reads it, afeer all, ... Leave the play on the nightstand,
I'll put it in my wall safe and forger abour it, Samantha won’c have any trou-
ble forgeccing abourt it, she chinks ic's all psychosomacic anvhow, And vou
mighe as well forgee abour it too,”

“It’s not the most memorable ching 1 ever read, chat's for sure.”

“MNo.” He stood silent for a moment. Then he said: “Bue [l tell you
something irrelevant now.”

But he didn't. He just stood chere.

Wl

“When 1 firse boughe chis place,” he went on in a remore voice, “1 planned
to have air conditioning installed—mainly to keep the soot out of Samancha’s
stuchio. And off che window sills. You know how filchy this cown 18"
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This seemed irrelevant indeed, but knowing Atheling, | waired,

“50,” he said, "I had che house converted to two hundred and cwency
voles, Top to bortom, All in BX cables, We had co rip our half che walls to do
it, le cose a forcune, bue ©could run a machime-shop in here now o [ had "

“Then—" I swallowed and starced again. “Then what che hell 15 thar
grumbling in the cellar? That couldn’t have been only eyeserain.”

“You've been our of cown too long,” he said. “The Sevench Avenue IRT
goes by only cwo blocks from here. [ don’t own any heavy machinery, and
there is nothing wrong wich che wiring, Noching”

He contnued o hold our che donk co me over the bed, bur 1 was no
longer in the bed—hadn't been for ar lease five minuces. The raw sunlighe
beat upon the blind and pallid mask of his face through the naked, direy
windows. He went on looking over my shoulder, or where my shoulder
would have been, had [ been where he chought T was,

I lefe the howse as quickly as [ decencly could. | hear lacely chac che
Athelings have given it up and moved to England. 1 should worry about
them, | suppose, and | would 1f | had not juse broken my fourch pair of new
glasses, right in the middle of a long novel project.

I do sometimes wonder what he did wich che play, bue noc often. The
old adage is sadly true: Out of sight, out of mind.
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The Novel of the Black Seal

by Arthur Machen

SEE you are a determined rationalist,” she said. “I)id you not hear me
say that | have had experiences even more terrible? 1 too was once a
sceptic, but after whac [ have known I can no longer doubt.”

"Madam,” replied Me, Phulhpps, “no one shall make me deny my faich.
| will never believe, nor will pretend to believe, that ewo and cwo make five,
not will [ on any pretences admit che existence of two-sided criangles.”

"You are a liccle hasty,” rejoined che lady, “But may | ask vou if you
ever heard che name of Professor Gregg, the auchoricy on ethnology and
kindred subjects?”

"l have done much more than merely hear of Professor Gregg,” said
Philbpps. 1 always regarded him as one of our most acute and clear-head-
ed observers; and his lase publication, the “Textbook of Ethnology’, seruck
me as being admirable in its kind. Indeed, the book had but come into my
hands when 1 heard of cthe cerrible accident which cut shore Gregg's career.
He had, I chink, taken a country house in che West of England for che sum-
mer, and 15 supposed to have fallen into a oiver. So far as 1 remember, his
body was never recovered.”

"Sir, | am sure chat you are discreer. Your conversation seems to declare
as much, and che very title of that lictle work of yours which you mentioned
assures me chat you are no empey crifler, In a word, 1 feel chat | may depend
on you, You appear to be under che impression char Professor Gregg i dead;
| have no reason to believe thac is che case”

"Whats" coied Phillipps, asconished and percurbed. "You do not hint
that there was anything disgraceful? I cannot believe it. Gregg was a man
of the clearese character; his private life was one of great benevolence; and
though I myself am free from delusions, [ believe him to have been a sincere
and devour Christian, Surely you cannot mean co insinuace chac some dis-
reputable history forced him to flee the counory ™
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“Again you are in a hurry,” replied the lady 1 said nothing of all chis.
Briefly, then, 1 must cell you that Professor Gregg lefc his house one morn-
ing in full healch boch of mind and body, He never recurned, bue his wacch
and chain, a purse concaining chree sovereigns in gold, and some loose sil-
ver, with a ring that he wore habitually, were found chree days later on a
wild and savage hillside, many miles from the river. These articles were
placed beside a limestone rock of fantastic form; they had been wrapped
into a parcel with a kind of rough parchment which was secured wich guc.
The parcel was opened, and che inner side of che parchment bore an inscrip-
vion done with some red substance; the characeers were undecipherable, but
seemed o be a corrupr cuneitform.”

"You interest me intensely,” said Phillipps. “Would you mind continu-
ing your story? The circumstance you have mentioned seems to me of the
most inexplicable characcer, and 1 chirse for elucidation.”

The young lady seemed o medicace for & moment, and she chen pro-
ceeded to relace che

MOVEL OF THE BLACK SEAL

MUST now give vou some fuller particulars of my history. | am the
:[-.laughwr of a civil engineer, Steven Lally by name, who was so unforou-
nate as o die suddenly ar che ourser of his career, and before he had accu-
mulaced sufficient means o suppore his wife and her ewo children.

My mother contrved o keep the small household going on resources
which must have been incredibly small; we hived in a4 remote country village,
because most of the necessaries of life were cheaper than in a rown, but even
so we were broughe up with the severest economy. My father was a clever
and well-read man, and left behind him a small buc selece colleccion of
books, containing che best Greek, Laon, and English classics, and chese
books were the only amuosement we possessed. My brocher, | remember,
learnt Latin out of Descartes’ “Meditationes”, and 1, in place of the licele
rales which children are usually told o read, had noching more charming
than a translation of the “Gesta Romanorum,” We grew up thus, quiet and
studious children, and in course of time my brocher provided for himself in
the manner I have mencioned, I continued o live ac home; my poor moch-
er had become an invalid, and demanded my cononual care, and about two
years ago she died afrer many months of painful illness. My sicuacion was a
eerrible one; the shabby furniture barely sufficed o pay che debes | had been
forced to contrace, and the books I dispatched to my brocher, knowing how
he would value chem. 1 was absolucely alone; 1 was aware how poorly my
brocher was paid; and chough [ came up o London in che hope of finding
employment, with cthe underscanding thac he would defray my expenses, |
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swore it should only be for a monch, and char if I could not in that cime find
some work, | would starve racher chan deprive him of che few miserable
pounds he had laid by for his day of ceouble. I took s licedle room in a distanc
suburb, the cheapese chac 1 could find; 1 hved on bread and tea, and 1 spent
my cime in vain answering of advertisements, and vainer walks to address-
s I had noted. Day followed on day, and week on week, and suill 1 was
unsuccessiul, cill ar last the term [ had appointed drew o a close, and 1 saw
before me the grim prospect of slowly dying of starvation. My landlady was
good-nacured in her way; she knew che slenderness of my means, and [ am
sure that she would noc have cumed me oot of doors: 1t remaned for me
then to go away, and w try to die in some quice place. It was wineer then
and a thick white fog gachered in che early pare of the afternoon, becoming
more dense as the day wore on; it was a Sunday, 1 remember, and the peo-
ple of the house were atc chapel. Ac about chree o'clock T crepe our and
walked away as quickly as I could, for 1 was weak from abstinence. The
white mist wrapped all che screets in silence, a hard frosc had gachered chack
upon the bare branches of che crees, and frose coyscals gheeered on the wood-
en fences, and on the cold, cruel ground beneach my feetr. 1 walked on, turn-
ing to right and lefr in ueeer haphazared, wichour caring to look up ac che
names of the screets, and all thae 1 remember of my walk on that Sunday
afternpon seems buc che broken fragmencs of an evil dream. In a confused
vision | stumbled on, through roads hall cown and half councry, grey fields
melang inco the cloudy world of misc on one side of me, and on the ocher
comforeable villas with a glow of firelight flickering on the walls, but all
unreal; red brick walls and lighted windows, vague crees and glimmering
country, gas-lamps beginning to star the white shadows, the vanishing per-
speccives of che railway line beneath high embankments, the green and red
of the signal lamps—all chese were bur momencary pictures flashed on my
tired brain and senses numbed by hunger. Now and then | would hear a
quick step ringing on the iron road, and men would pass me well wrapped
up, walking fast for the sake of warmth, and no doube eagerly foretasting
the pleasures of a glowing hearth, wich currains rightly drawn abour che
frosted panes, and che welcomes of their friends; bue as the early evening
darkened and nighe approached, fooc-passengers gor fewer and fewer, and 1
passed through sereet afrer sereec alone. In che white silence | stumbled on,
as desolate as if 1 trod the streees of a buried ciey; and as | grew more weak
and exhausted, something of the horror of death was folding thickly round
my heart, Suddenly, as 1 curned a corner, some one accosted me courteons-
ly beneach che lamp-post, and 1 heard a voice asking if I could kindly poine
the wav o Avon Road. Ac the sudden shock of human accenes 1 was pros

craved, and my screngeh gave way; [ fell all huddled on che sidewalk, and
wept and sobbed and laughed in violent hysteria. 1 had gone out prepared
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eo dlie, and as | stepped across the chreshold chae had sheleered me, 1 con-
sciously bade adieu to all hopes and all remembrances; the door clanged
behind me wich che notse of chunder, and 1 felt chac an iron curcain had fall-
en on the boef passages of my hife, chat henceforch 1 was co walk a Liccle way
in & world of gloom and shadow; | entered on the scage of che fisst ace of
death. Then came my wandering in the mist, the whiteness wrapping all
chings, the void screees, and muifled silence, cill when that voice spoke to
me it was as if [ had died and life recorned o me. In a few minuces [ was
able o compose my feelings, and as [ rose I saw chac [ was confronced by a
muddle-aged gentleman of pleasing  appearance, neady and correctly
dressed. He looked ar me wich an expression of greac piey, bue before | could
stammer out my ignorance of the neighbourhood, for indeed T had not the
slightest notion of where T had wandered, he spoke.

“My dear macdam,” he said, “vou seem in some cerrible distress. You
cannot think how vou alarmed me. But may [ inquire the nacure of your
crouble? 1 assure you char you can safely confide in me.”

“You are very kind,” | replied, “bue | fear chere s nothing co be done.
My condition seems a hopeless one.”

“Oh, nonsense, nonsense! You are too young o calk like that, Come,
let us walk down here, and you must tell me your difficuley. Perhaps 1| may
be able to help you.”

There was someching very sooching and persuasve in hus manner, and
as we walked togecher | gave ham an outhne of my story, and cold of the
despair that had oppressed me almost o deach,

“You were wrong o give in so complecely,” he said, when 1 was silent,
“A month is too shore a time in which to feel one’s way in London, London,
let me tell you, Miss Lally, does not lie open and undefended; it is a forcified
place, fossed and double-moated wich cunious incncacies. As muse always
happen in large towns, cthe condinions of life have become hugely araficial;
no mete simple palisade is ran up to oppose the man or woman who would
take the place by storm, but serried lines of subtle contrivances, mines, and
pitfalls which it needs a scrange skill to overcome, You, in your simplicicy,
fancied vou had only to shoue for chese walls o sink into nochingness, but
the time 18 gone for such stareling viceories as these, Take courage; vou will
learn the secret of success before long.”

“Alas! sir,” | replied, 1 have no doube your conclusions are correct, bue
ar the present moment [ seem to be in a fair way to die of starvation. You spoke
of a secret; for heaven’s sake tell it me, if you have any pity for my distress.”

He laughed genially “There lies the scrangeness of ic all. Those who
know che secree cannoc tell ic if chey would; ic 15 posicively as ineffable as che
central doctrine of Freemasonry, But | may say chis, chat vou yourself have
penetrated at least the ouver husk of the myseery,” and he laughed again.
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“Pray do nor jest with me,” | said. “What have | done, gee seis-fe? 1 am
0 far ignorant chac 1 have not che slighcese idea of how my next meal is to
be provided.”

"Excuse me. You ask what have you done, You have met me. Come, we
will fence no longer. | see¢ you have self-education, the only education which
is not infinitely pernicious, and I am in want of a governess for my two chil-
dren, T have been a widower for some years; my name is Gregg. | offer you
the post [ have named, and shall we say a salary of a hundred a year?”

I could only stuccer oue my chanks, and slipping a card wich his
address, and a banknoce by way of earnest inco my hand, Mr, Gregg bade
me good-bye, asking me to call in a day or two.

Such was my introduceion to Professor Gregg, and can vou wonder that
the remembrance of despair and che cold blase that had blown from che
gares of death upon me made me regard him as a second facher? Before che
close of che week 1 was installed in my new ducies. The professor had leased
an old bnck manor-house 1n a wescern suburb of London, and here, sur-
rounded by pleasant lawns and orchards, and sooched with che murmuar of
ancient elms thar rocked their boughs above the roof, the new chapeer of my
life began. Knowing as you do the nature of che professor’s occupations, you
will noc be surprised to hear that che house teemed with books, and cabi-
necs full of scrange and even hideous objeces filled every available nook in
the vast low rooms, Gregg was a man whose one cthought was for knowl-
edge, and | too before long caughe someching of his enchusiasm, and scrove
to enter into s passion for research, In a few months | was perhaps more
his secrecary than the governess of the cwo children, and many a nighc |
have sat at the desk in the glow of the shaded lamp while he, pacing up and
down in che rich gloom of che firehighe, dictated to me the substance of his
“lextbook of Edhnology.” But amidse chese more sober and accurace studies
I alwavs decected a somedhing hadden, a longing and desire for some object
t0 which he did not allude; and now and then he would break short in what
he was saying and lapse into reverie, entranced, as it seemed to me, by some
distant prospect of adventurous discovery, The texchook was ar last finished,
and we began to receive proofs from che printers, which were entrusced o
me for a first reading, and chen underwent the final revision of che profes.
sor. All che while his weariness of che actoal business he was engaged on
increased, and ic was with che joyous laugh of a schoolboy when term 1s over
that he one day handed me a copy of the book. “There,” he said, “[ have
kept my word; I promised to write it, and it is done wich. Now I shall be
free  live for scranger things; 1 confess ic, Miss Lally, I cover che renown of
Columbus; you will, T hope, see me play che pare of an explorer.”

"Surely,” | said, “there i lictle lefe to explore. You have been born a few
hundred years too late for thae.”
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"I think you are wrong,” he replied; “there are seill, depend upon it,
quaint, undiscovered countries and continents of scrange excenc. Ah, Miss
Lally! believe me, we stand amidse sacraments and mysceries full of awe, and
it doch noe yec appear whae we shall be, Life, believe me, 15 no simple ching,
no mass of grey maccer and congeries of veins and muscles to be laid naked
by the surgeon’s knife; man is che secret which T am about to explore, and
before 1 can discover him [ muse cross over weltering seas indeed, and oceans
and che mists of many thousand vears. You know the myth of the losc
Atlantis; what if 1t be croe, and | am descined o be called che discoverer of
that wonderful land?"

| could see the excicemene boithing beneach his words, and in his face
was the heat of che hunter; before me stood a man who believed himself
summoned o ourmey wich the unknown. A pang of joy possessed me when
I reflected that 1 was to be in a way associated with him in che advencure,
and [ coo burned wich che lusc of che chase, not pausing to consider chac |
knew not whar we were to unshadow,

The nexe morming Professor Gregg cook me into his inner scudy, where,
ranged against the wall, stood a nest of pigeon-holes, every drawer neatly
labelled, and che resules of vears of toil classified in a few feer of space,

"Here,” he said, “is my life; here are all che faces which 1 have gathered
togecher wich so much pains, and yet ic i5 all noching, No, nothing co whae
I am about to accempe, Look ac chus”™; and he ook me o an old bureau, a
piece fantascic and faded, which stood in a corner of the room. He unlocked
the front and opened one of the drawers.

"A few scraps of paper,” he went on, pointing co the drawer, “and a
lump of black stone, rudely annotated wicth queer marks and scratches—
that 15 all char drawer holds. Here you see an old envelope wich che dark red
stamp of tweney years ago, but [ have pencilled a few lines at che back; here
15 & sheet of manuscripe and here some cutangs from obscure local journals.
And if you ask me the subject-marter of the collection, it will not seem
extraordinary—a servane-girl ac a farm-house, who disappeared from her
place and has never been heard of, a child supposed o have slipped down
some old working on the mountains, some queer scribbling on a limestone
rock, a man murdered with a blow from a scrange weapon; such 13 the scent
| have to go upon. Yes, as you say, there 15 a ready explanacion for all this;
the gitl may have run away o London, or Liverpool, or New York; che child
may be at the bottom of the disused shaft; and the letrers on the rock may
be the idle whims of some vagrane. Yes, yes, I admic all chae; buc I know 1
hold che crue key, Look!™ and he held ouc a slip of vellow paper,

Chearacters found inscribed on a limestong vock on the Grey Hills, 1 read, and
then there was a word erased, presumably the name of & county, and a dace
some fifteen years back. Beneath was traced a number of uncouth charac-
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rers, shaped somewhar like wedges or daggers, as strange and outlandish as
the Hebrew alphabet,

"Mow the seal” said Professor Gregg, and he handed me che black
stone, 4 thing like an old-fashioned tobacco-stopper, much enlarged,

| held ic up to the hight, and saw to my surprise the characters on the
paper repeated on the seal.

"Yes,” said the professor, “they are the same. And the marks on che
limescone rock were made fifteen years ago, with some red substance. And che
characters on che seal are four chousand years old ac least, Perhaps much more”

"Is e a hoax™ 1 sad.

"No, | anocipared chat. [ was not to be led o give my bife to a praco-
cal joke. | have tested the marter very carefully. Only one person besides
mysell knows of the mere existence of thar black seal. Besides, there are
other reasons which | cannot encer into now.”

"But whar does it all mean?” 1 said, “I cannot understand o whar con-
clusion chs all leads.”

"My dear Miss Lally, chat 15 a quescion | would racher leave unanswered
for some lictle time. Perhaps 1 shall never be able to say what secrees are held
here in solution; & few vague hines, the outlines of village tragedies, a few
marks done with red earth upon a rock, and an ancient seal. A queer set of
data to go upon? Hall a dozen pieces of evidence, and cwency years before
even 50 much could be got cogecher; and who knows whae mirage or ferva
fmcogniie may be beyond all chas? [ look across deep wacers, Miss Lally, and
the land beyond may be bue a haze afeer all, Bue sill [ believe it is not so,
and a few months will show whether I am right or wrong.”

He left me, and alone 1 endeavoured to fachom che mystery, wondering
to what goal such eccentric odds and ends of evidence could lead. [ myself
am not wholly devoird of imaginacion, and I had reason to respect the pro-
fessor's sohidicy of ineellect; yer | saw in cthe contents of the drawer buc the
materials of a fancasy, and vainly tried to conceive what theory could be found-
ed on the fragments thar had been placed before me. Indeed, [ could discover
in what [ had heard and seen but che first chaprer of an extravagant romance;
and yet deep in my heart [ burned wich curiosicy, and day afrer day 1 looked
eagerly in Professor Gregg's face for some hine of whae was co happen.

It was one evening after dinner that the word came.

“l hope vou can make your preparations without much trouble,” he
said suddenly to me, “We shall be leaving here in a week’s time.”

“Really!” I said in astonishment, “Where are we going?”

“I have caken a councry house in che west of England, noc far from
Caermaen, a quiet liccle cown, once a cicy, and the headquareers of a Roman
legion. Lt is very dull chere, bue che country # pretey, and the air is wholesome.”
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I dereceed a gline in his eyes, and guessed thac this sudden move had
ays before,
“I shall just take a few books wich me,” said Professor Gregg, “char is

some relation to our conversation of a few ¢

all, Everything else will remain here for our recurn, I have goc a holiday,” he
wene on, smiling ac me, "and | shan't be sorry to be quic for & ame of my
old bones and stones and rubbish. Do you know,” he went on, “I have been
grinrling away at faces for thirt}r years; it is time for fancies.”

The days passed quickly; 1 could see chat che professor was all quiver-
ing wich suppressed excicement, and | could scarce credic the eager appe-
rence of his glance as we lefe che old manor-house behind us and began our
journcy. We set out ac midday, and 0 was in the dusk of che evening chat we
arrived ac a lictle councry station. | was tired and excited, and che drive
through the lanes seems all a dream. First che deserted sereees of a forgoe-
ten village, while I heard Professor Gregg's voice talking of the Augustan
Legion and the clash of arms, and all che cremendous pomp chat followed
the eagles; chen the broad rver swimming to full ode wich che lase afeer-
glow glimmenng duskily in the yellow water, the wide meadows, the corn-
fields whitening, and the deep lane winding on the slope bevween the hills
and the water. Ar last we began to ascend, and che air grew rarer. 1 looked
down and saw the pure white mist tracking che outline of the river like a
shroud, and a vague and shadowy councry; imaginacions and fancasy of
swelling hills and hanging woods, and half-shaped outlines of hlls bevond,
and 1n the discance che glare of che furnace fire on the mountam, growing
by turns to a pallar of shining flame and fading o a dull pont of red. We
were slowly mounting a carriage drive, and then there came to me the cool
breach and the secrec of the greac wood that was above us; [ seemed to wan-
der in its deepesc depths, and chere was the sound of wrickling water, the
scent of the gren leaves, and the breach of che summer mghe. The carnage
stopped ac lase, and | could scarcely distinguish the form of the house as |
waitted a moment at che pillared porch. The rese of the evening seemed a
dream of strange chings bounded by the grear silence of the wood and the
valley and the river,

The nexe morning, when [ awoke and looked our of che bow window
of the g, old-fashioned bedroom, [ saw under a grev sky a counery thar
wias seill all mystery The long, lovely valley, with the nver winding in and
our below, crossed in mud-vision by a medid % éval bridge of vauleed and bue-
eressedd stone, the clear presence of the rising ground beyond, and the woods
that [ had only seen in shadow the night before, seemed cinged with
enchantment, and che soft breach of air thac sighed in at che opened pane
wis like no other wind. 1 looked across che valley, and beyond, hill followed
on hill as wave on wave, and here a faine blue pillar of smoke rose sall in the
mormng air from the chimney of an ancient grey farmhouse, there was a
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rugged height crowned with dark firs, and in the distance | saw the white
streak of a road chae climbed and vanished into some unimagined councry.
But the boundary of all was a grear wall of mouncain, vase in cthe west, and
ending like a forcress wich a seeep ascent and a domed tumulus clear againse
the sky.

[ saw Professor Gregg walking up and down che terrace path below che
windows, and it was evident thac he was revelling in the sense of libercy, and
the cthought that he had for a while bidden good-bye to task-work. When 1
joined him chere was exultacion in his voice as he poinced our che sweep of
villley and che river chat wound beneach the lovely halls.

“Yes," he said, e 18 a scrangely beauoful councry; and to me, ac lease,
it seems full of myscery. You have not forgoteen che drawer [ showed you,
Miss Lally? No; and you guessed chac I have come here not merely for che
sake of the children and che fresh air?”

“I think I have guessed as much as chac,” [ replied; “but vou musc
remember | do not know che mere nacure of your invesoigacions; and as
for the connection becrween che search and chis wonderful valley, 1t 15 pase
my guessing.”

He smiled queerly ar me. “You must not chink | am making a mystery
for che sake of a mystery,” he said. “I do not speak oot because, so far, chere
15 noching to be spoken, nothing definice, I mean, noching chac can be sec
down 1n hard black and whare, as dull and sure and rreproachable as any
blue-book. And then | have anocher reason: many vears ago a chance para-
graph in a newspaper caughe my actention, and focussed in an instane the
vagrant thoughts and half-formed fancies of many idle and speculative hours
into a certain hypothesis. 1 saw at once char 1 was treading on a chin cruse;
my theory was wild and fancasac in che excreme, and [ would noc for any
consideracion have woceen a hine of 1t for publicanon, Buc I chought thac in
the company of sciencific men hke myself, men who knew the course of dis-
covery, and were aware thae the gas that blazes and flares in che gin-palace
was once a wild hypothesis—I thoughe chat with such men as these 1 might
hazard my dream—Iet us say Aclancis, or the philosopher’s stone, or what
you like—wichout danger of ridicule, [ found [ was grossly miscaken; my
friends looked blankly at me and ac one anocher, and [ could see something
of pity, and something also of insolent contempe, in the glances they
exchanged. One of them called on me the nexe day, and hinted that [ muse
be suffering from overwork and brain exhaustion. *In plain terms,” | said,
"'vou think T am going mad. I think not’; and I showed him ouc with some
liccle appearance of heac, Since chac day 1 vowed chac 1 would never whisper
the nature of my theory o any living soul; to no one but yourself have [ ever
shown the contenes of char drawer. After all, | may be following a rainbow;
I may have been misled by the play of coincidence; bue as [ stand here in
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this mystic hush and silence amidst the woods and the wild hills, I am more
than ever sure thac [ am hot on the scent, Come, it is time we went in.”

To me in all cthis there was someching both of wonder and excicemnent;
| knew how in his ordinary work Professor Gregg moved scep by step, tese-
ing every inch of che way, and never venturing on assercion wichout proof
that it was impregnable. Yee [ divined more from his glance and the vehe-
mence of his tone chan from the spoken word, thar he had in his every
thought the vision of the almost incredible concinually with him; and 1, who
was wich some share of imaginacon no liccle of a scepric, offended ac a hine
of the marvellous, could not help asking myself whether he were cherishing
a monomania, and barnng oue from s one subjece all che scenofic
method of s ocher life.

Yer, with chis image of mystery haunting my thoughes, T surrendered
wholly to the charm of the country. Above the faded house on che hillside
began che great forest—a long, dark line seen from the opposing hills, screcch-
ing above che over for many a mile from norch o souch, and yielding in che
north to even wilder counery, barren and savage hills, and ragged common-
land, a terricory all serange and unvisited, and more unknown o Englishmen
than the very heare of Africa, The space of a couple of steep fields alone sepa-
rated the house from the wood, and the children were delighted to follow me
up the long alleys of undergrowch, becween smooch bleached walls of shining
beech, o the highese poine in the wood, whence one looked on one side across
the rver and che nse and fall of the councry o the grear western mouncain
wall, and on the other over the surge and dip of the myriad crees of the for-
est, over level meadows and che shining yellow sea o che faine coase beyond,
I used to sit at this poine on the warm sunlic tuel which marked the crack of
the Roman Road, while the two children raced about hunting {or che whin-
bernes chat grew here and chere on che banks, Here beneach che deep blue sky
and the great clouds rolhng, like olden galleons with sails full-belbed, from
the sea o the hills, as | listened o the whispered charm of the grear and
ancient wood, [ lived solely for delight, and only remembered strange things
when we would recurn to the house and find Professor Gregg either shue up
in the lictle room he had made his scudy, or else pacing che terrace wich che
look, patient and enthusiaseic, of the decermined seeker.

One morning, some eighe or nine days after our arvival, | looked out of
my window and saw the whole landscape transmuted before me. The clouds
had dipped low and hidden the mountain in the west; a southern wind was
driving the rain in shifting pillars up the valley, and che liccle brookler chat
burst che hill below the house now raged, a red torrene, down the river, We
were perforce obliged o keep snug wichin-doors; and when 1 had accended
to my pupils, | sat down in the morning-room where the ruing of a hibrary
still encumbered an old-fashioned bookcase. | had inspected the shelves
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once or twice, bue their contents had failed o arcrace me; volumes of eigh-
teenth-century sermons, an old book on farriery, a colleccion of Peesss by
“persons of qualicy”, Prdeaux’s Comeection, and an odd volume of Pope, were
the boundaries of the library, and chere seemed liccle doubt thae everything
of interest or value had been removed. Now, however, in desperacion, |
began to re-examine the musey sheepskin and calf bindings, and found,
much to my delight, a fine old quarto printed by the Stephani, containing
the three books of Pomponius Mela, De Sirg Orbis, and ocher of the ancient
geographers, | knew enough of Lacin to sceer my way chrough an ordinary
sentence, and [ soon became absorbed 1o che odd mmoure of face and
fancy—1light shiming on a liccle space of the world, and bevond, mise and
shadow and awful forms. Glancing over the clear-printed pages, my ateen-
tion was caught by the heading of a chapeer in Solinus, and I read the words:

MikrA DE INTIMIS GENTIBUS LIBYAE, DE LAPIDE HEXECONTALITHO

—"The wonders of the people thac inhabic the inner pares of Libya, and of
the scone called Sixeystone.”

The odd ticle aceracted me, and [ read on: “Gens ista avia et secreta
habitat, in moncibus horrendis £¢0¢da mysceria celebrat. De hominibus nihil
aliadd il prasferune quam hguram, ab humano ricw prorsus exulanc, oderunt
deam lucis, Sendune potius quam loguuntur; vox absona nec sine horrore
auditur. Lapide quodam glonantur, quem Hexecontalichon vocanc; dicunt
emim hunc lapdem sexaginta notas oscendere, Cujus lapichs nomen secre-
turn ineffabile colune: quod Ixaxar”

“This folk,” I translated o myself, “dwells in remote and secrer places,
and celebrates foul myseeries on savage hills. Noching have they in common
with men save the face, and the cuscoms of humanity are wholly strange to
them; and they hate che sun. They hiss racher than speak; cheir voices are
harsh, and not to be heard without fear. They boase of a certain stone, which
they call Sixtystone; for chey say thar it displays sixey characrers. And this
stone has a secret unspeakable name; which is Ixaxar,”

I laughed ac che queer inconsequence of all this, and thoughe ic fic for
“Sinbad che Sailor”, or ocher of the supplemencary Nighes, When [ saw
Professor Gregg in the course of che day, 1 cold him of my find in the book-
case, and the fancastic rubbish | had been reading. To my surprise he looked
up at me with an expression of great inverest,

“That is really very curious,” he said. T have never cthought it worch
while to look into the old geographers, and [ dare say [ have missed a good
deal. Ah, chac is the passage, 15 10?7 Ie seems a shame o rob you of your encer-
rainment, bue 1 really chink T muse carry off che book.”

The next day the professor called me to come to the scudy. 1 found him
sitting ar a table in the full light of the window, scrutinizing something very
actentively with a magnifving glass.
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“Ah, Miss Lally,” he began, “1 want to use your eyes, This glass is prec-
ey good, but not like my old one tha 1 left in town. Would vou mind exam-
ining the ching yourself, and celling me how many characters are cur on ic?”

He handed me che object in hus hand. [ saw chat ic was the black seal
he had shown me in London, and my heart began o bear wich the thought
that [ was presently to know something. [ rook the seal, and, holding it up
to the light, checked off the grotesque dagger-shaped characters one by one.

“I make sixey-two,” | said ac last,

“Sixcy-two? Nonsense; ic's impossible, Ah, I see whar you have done,
you have counted that and chae,” and he pointed o cwo marks which [ had
certainly taken as lecters wach che resc,

“Nes, ves,” Professor Gregg wente on, “bue those are obvious scratches,
done accidentally; I saw that av once, Yes, chen chat’s quice right. Thank you
very much, Miss Lally.”

| was going away, racher disappointed ar my having been called in
merely to count che number of marks on the black seal, when suddenly
there flashed inco my mind whae | had read 10 the morning.

“Bue, Professor Gregg,” | cried, breachless, “the seal, che seal. Why, i
is the stone Hexeconealichos thar Selinus wrices of; it is Ixaxar.”

“Yes," he said, “I suppose it is, Or it may be a mere coincidence, It
never does to be too sure, you know, in these marccers. Coincidence killed che
professor,”

| went away puzzled ac whae [ had heard, and as much as ever ac a loss
e find the roling clue in this maze of strange evidence, For chree days the
bad weacher lasted, changing from driving rain to a dense mise, fine and
dripping, and we seemed to be shut up in a white cloud that veiled all the
world away from us, All che while Professor Gregg was darkling in his room,
unwilling, 1t appeared, to dispense confidences or talk of any kind, and 1
heard him walking to and fro wich a quick, impaoent step, as if he were in
some way wearned of inaction. The fourth morming was fine, and ac break-
fast, the professor said briskly

“We want some exera help around the house; a boy of fifteen or sixteen,

vou know, There are a loc of licele odd jobs that take up che maids’ time
which a boy could do much better”

“The girls have not complained to me in any way,” | replied. “Indeed,
Anne said there was much less work than in London, owing to there being
s little duse.”

“Ah, yes, they are very good gicls. But [ chink we shall do much betcer
with a boy, In fact, that is whar has been bochering me for che last cwo days.”

“Bothernng vou?" [ said in asconshment, for as a maceer of face the pro
fessor never took the sligheese interese in che affairs of che house.



[

& The Hastur Cycle

“Yes,” he said, “the weather, vou know. 1 really couldn’t go our in thar
Scotch misce; 1 don't know the country very well, and [ should have lose my
way. But [ am going to get che boy chis morning.”

“But how do vou know chere 15 such a boy as you want anywhere aboues”

“Oh, | have no doube as to that. | may have o walk a mile or cwo ar
the most, bue I am sure to find just the boy I require.”

I thought the professor was joking, but though his tone was airy
enough chere was someching grim and sec abour his features chat puzeled
me, He got his stick, and scood ac che door looking medicacively before him,
and as [ passed through che hall he called o me.

“By the way, Miss Lally, there was one ching | wanced to say to you. |
dare say you may have heard that some of these counery lads are not over
bright; idiotic would be a harsh word to use, and chey are usually called
‘naturals’, or something of che kind. T hope yvou won’t mind if the boy 1 am
after should curn out not oo keen-wicted; he will be perfectly harmless, of
course, and blacking boots doesn’t need much mencal effore.”

With that he was gone, scriding up che oad chae led o che wood, and
| remained stupefied; and then for the ficse time my astonishment was min-
gled with a sudden note of werror, arising | knew not whence, and all unex-
plained even to myself, and vec [ felt about my heart for an instant some-
thing of the chill of death, and that shapeless, formless dread of che
unknown chac 15 worse than deach weself. 1 eoed o find courage in che sweet
air that blew up from che sea, and in che sunbghe afeer rain, but che mys-
tic woods seemed to darken around me; and the vision of the river coiling
berween the reeds, and the silver grey of the ancient bridge, fashioned in my
mind symbols of vague dread, as the mind of a child fashions terror from
things harmless and {amiliar,

Two hours lacer Professor Gregg returned, 1 met lom as he came down
the road, and asked quiecly if he had been able oo find a boy.

“Oh, yes,” he answered; 1 found one easily enough. His name is
Jervase Cradock, and | expect he will make himself very useful. His facher
has been dead for many years, and the mother, whom 1 saw, seemed very
glad at che prospect of a few shillings excra coming in on Saturday nighes.
As 1 expected, he 15 not too sharp, has fies at cimes, che mocher said; bue as
he will noc be cruseed with the china, chat doesn’t muoch maceer, does ic?
And he 15 not in any way dangerous, vou know, merely a lictle weal”

“When is he coming#”

“To-maorrow morning at eight oclock. Anne will show him what he has
to do, and how o do ic. At firse he will go home every night, buc perhaps ic
may ulamarcely turn our more convenient for him to sleep here, and only go
home for Sundays.”
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I foun:d noching to say o all chis; Professor Gregg spoke in a quiet wone
of matter-of-face, as indeed was warranced by the circomstance; and yet |
could not quell my sensation of astonishment ac the whole affaic [ knew
that in realicy no assistance was wanced in che housework, and che profes-
sor's prediction chat the boy he was to engage mighe prove a licele “simple”,
followed by so exact a fulfillment, struck me as bizarre in the excreme. The
nexe morning | heard from the house-maid chae the boy Cradock had come
at eight, and that she had been trying o make him wseful. “He doesn’t seem
quite all chere, 1 don't think, miss,” was her comment, and lacer in che day
I saw him helping che old man who worked in che garden, He was a vouch
of abour fourteen, wicth black hair and black eyes and an olive skan, and 1
saw at once from the curious vacancy of his expression thae he was mental-
Iy weak. He couched his forehead awkwardly as T wene by, and T heard him
answering the gardener in a queer, harsh voice that caughe my accention; i
gave me the impression of some one speaking deep below under che earch,
and chere was a scrange sibilance, bke the hissing of a phonograph as che
poincer cravels over the cylinder. | heard chae he seemed anxious to do whart
he could, and was quite docile and obedient, and Morgan che gardener, who
knew his mother, assured me he was perfecely harmless, “He's always been
a bit queer,” he said, “and no wonder, after what his mother went chrough
before he was born. [ did know his facher, Thomas Cradock, well, and a very
fine workman he was too, indeed, He goc someching wrong wich has lungs
owing o working n the wee woods, and never got over i, and wene off quice
sudden like, And chey do say as how Mrs, Cradock was quite off her head;
anyhow, she was found by Mr, Hillyer and Ty Coch, all crouched up on the
Grey Hills, over there, crying and weeping like a lost soul, And Jervase, he
was born about eight monchs afterwards, and as [ was saving, he was a bic
queer always; and chey do say when he could scarcely walk he would frighe-
en the other chuldren meo fits with the nowses he would make.”

A word in the story had stirred up some remembrance within me, and,
vaguely curious, | asked the old man where the Grey Hills were.

“Up there,” he said, with the same gesture he had used before; “you go
past the "Fox and Hounds', and chrough che forese, by the old ruins. 1e's a
good five mile from here, and a scrange sore of a place. The poorest soil
between this and Monmouth, they do say, though it's good feed for sheep.
Yes, it was 4 sad ching for poor Mrs. Cradock.”

The old man wurned 1o his work, and | serolled on down the path
between the espaliers, gnarled and goucy with age, thinking of che story 1
had heard, and groping for che poinc in it chac had some key o my memo-
ry. In an inscane it came before me; [ had seen che phrase “Grey Hills” on
the slip of yellowed paper thar Professor Gregg had taken from the drawer
in his cabinet. Again I was seized with pangs of mild curiosicy and fear; |
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remembered che strange characeers copied from che limestone rock, and
then again their identity with che inscriptions on the age-old seal, and the
fantastic fables of che Lacin geographer. [ saw beyond doube chae, unless
coincidence had sec all che scene and disposed all chese bazarre evenes wich
curious are, | was to be a spectator of chings far removed from the usual and
cuscomary traffic and joscle of life. Professor Gregg | noted day by day; he
was hot on his crail, growing lean with eagerness; and in che evenings, when
the sun was swimming on cthe verge of che mountain, he would pace che ter-
race to and (ro wich his eyes on che ground, while cthe mist grew whice in
the valley, and che sallness of the evening broughe far voices near, and che
blue smoke rose a seraighe column from the diamond-shaped chimney of the
grey farm-house, just as 1 had seen it on che first morning. [ have told you
[ was of sceptical habic; bue though I underscood lictle or nothing, 1 began
to dread, vainly proposing to mysell the iterated dogmas of science thae all
life is marerial, and chac in che system of chings chere s no undiscovered
land, even beyond che remocese scars, where cthe supernacural can find a
footing. Yer there scruck inon chis che thooughe chae maccer 15 as really awful
and unknown as spirit, thae science irself bue dallies on the threshold,
scarcely gaining more than a glimpse of the wonders of che inner place,
There is one day that scands up from amidst che others as a grim red
beacon, betokening evil to come. [ was siceing on a bench in che garden,
watching the boy Cradock weeding, when 1 was suddenly alarmed by a
harsh and choking sound, like the cry of a wild bease in angwsh, and | was
unspeakably shocked ro see the unfortunate lad standing in full view before
me, his whole body quivering and shaking ac shore intervals as though
shocks of electricicy were passing through him, his eeth grinding, foam
gathering on his lips, and his face all swollen and blackened to a hideous
mask of humanicy, [ shoicked watch ceccor, and Professor Gregg came run-
ning; and as [ poineed o Cradock, the boy with one convalsive shudder fell
face forward, and lay on the wet earth, his body writhing like a wounded
blind worm, and an inconceivable babble of sounds bursting and raccling
and hissing (rom his lips. He seemed to pour forch an infamous jargon, with
words, or what seemed words, chat mighe have belonged to a tongue dead
since uncold ages, and buried deep beneach Nilotiec mud, or in the inmose
reaches of the Mexican forest. For a moment the choughe passed through
my mind, as my ears were still revolted with chare infernal clamour, “Surely
this is the very speech of hel
away shuddering to my inmose soul, I had seen Professor Gregg's face as he

,” and then 1 cried our again and again, and ran

stooped over the wretched boy and rased him, and 1 was appalled by che
alow of exultacion chac shone on every lineament and feature. As 1 sat in my
room with drawn blinds, and my eyes hidden in my hands, | heard heavy
steps beneach, and | was cold afeecwards chae Professor Gregg had carried
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Cradock to his study, and had locked the door. [ heard voices murmur indis-
tincely, and 1 crembled to chink of what mighe be passing within a few feet
of where 1 sac; T longed o escape to the woods and sunshine, and vec |
dreaded che sighes that mighe confront me on the way; and ac lase, as 1 held
the handle of the door nervously, | heard Professor Gregg's voice calling to
me with a cheerful ring. “I¢'s all right now, Miss Lally,” he said. “The poor
fellow has got over it, and [ have been arranging for him to sleep here after

to-morrow. Perhaps 1 may be able to do something for him.”

“Yes," he said lacer, "ic was a very painful sighe, and I don'c wonder you
were alarmed. We may hope chac good food will build ham up a liccle, bue 1
am afraid he will never really be cured,” and he affecred che dismal and con-
ventional air with which one speaks of hopeless illness; and yer beneach i |
detected the delight char leape up rampane within him, and fought and
struggled o find utcerance. It was as if one glanced down on the even sur-
{ace of che sea, clear and immobile, and saw beneach raging depchs and a
scorm of conrending billows. 1t was indeed co me a tortunng and offensive
problem char chis man, who had so bounteously rescued me from che sharp-
ness of deach, and showed himself in all the relations of life full of benevo-
lence, and picy, and kindly forechoughe, should so manifesely be for once on
the side of the demons, and take a ghastly pleasure in the torments of an
afflicced fellow-creature. Aparc, [ scruggled wich che horned difficuley, and
strove o find che soluoion; but wichout the hine of a clue, beser by myscery
and contrachicoion. | saw nothing chat mighe help me, and began to wonder
whether, after all, | had not escaped from the white mist of the suburb at
too dear a rate, 1 hineed someching of my choughe o the professor; [ said
enough to let him know that 1 was in che most acute perplexity, but the
moment after regrected what 1 had done when [ saw his face contort wich a
spasm of pain,

My dear Miss Lally,” he said, “you surely do not wash o leave us? No,
no, you would not do it. You do not know how 1 rely on you; how confi-
dently [ go forward, assured char you are here to warch over my children,
You, Miss Lally, are my rearguard; for lec me cell you the business in which
I am engaged is not wholly devoid of peril. You have not forgoccen whae |
siic che first morning here; my lips are shue by an old and firm resolve all
they can open to utter no ingenious hypothesis or vague surmise bue
irrefragable face, as certain as a demonseration in machematics, Think e
over, Miss Lally: not for a moment would [ endeavour to keep you here
against your own instinces, and yvee 1 tell you frankly chac 1 am persuaded it
15 here, here amidse the woods, char vour ducy lies.”

1 was couched by the eloquence of his rone, and by che remembrance
that the man, afeer all, had been my salvation, and 1 gave him my hand on
a promise to serve him loyally and withour question. A few days lacer the
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rector of our church—a lictle church, grey and severe and quaine, that hov-
ered on che very banks of che river and watched che tides swim and return—
came o see us, and Professor Gregg easily persuaded him o scay and share
our dinner. Mr. Meynick was 4 member of an antique family of squires,
whose old manor-house scood amongse che hills some seven miles away, and
thus rooted in che soil, the rector was a living store of all the old fading cus-
toms and lore of che country, His manner, genial, with a deal of retired oddicy,
won on Professor Grrege; and towards che cheese, when a curious Burgundy
had begun its incancacions, che two men glowed like che wine, and calked
of philology with the enthusiasm of a burgess over the peerage, The parson
was cxpounding che pronunciacion of the Welsh #, and producing sounds
like the gurgle of his native brooks, when Professor Gregg seruck in.

“By the way,” he said, “that was a very odd word I met che ocher day.
You know my boy, poor Jervase Cradock? Well, he has got the bad habic of
talking to himself, and che day before yesterday 1 was walking in the gar-
den here and heard him; he was evidendly quite unconscious of my presence.
A lot of whart he said | couldn't make out, but one word scruck me discinecly.
It was such an odd sound, half sibilant, half gueeural, and as quaine as chose
double /s vou have been demonstrating. [ do not know whether [ can give
you an idea of cthe sound; ‘Ishakshar is perhaps as near as [ can gec. But the
£ oughe co be a Greek obi or a Spanish /. Now what does it mean in Welsh?”

“In Welsh?™ said che parson. “There 15 no such word in Welsh, nor any
word remoctely resembhing ic. | know cthe book-Welsh, as they call i, and che
colloquial dialeces as well as any man, but chere’s no word like thae from
Anglesea to Usk, Besides, none of the Cradocks speaks a word of Welsh; it's
dying out around here.”

“Really. You interest me extremely, Mr. Meyrick. 1 confess che word
didn't strike me as having che Welsh nng, Buc 1 thought e maghe be some
local corruption.”

“MNo, | have never heard such a word, or anvthing like 1c. Indeed,” he
added, smiling whimsically, “if it belongs to any language, | should say it
them.”

must be chat of cthe fairies—che Telwydd Tég, as we ca

The talk went on to the discovery of 4 Roman villa in che neighbour-
hood; and soon after [ lefe che room, and sat down apare to wonder ac che
drawing together of such serange clues of evidence. As the professor had
spoken of the cunous word, 1 had caught the gline of his eye upon me; and
though the pronunciation he gave was grotesque in the excreme, | recog-
nized the name of the stone of sixty characters menrioned by Solinus, the
black seal shur up in some secrer drawer of che scudy, stamped for ever by a
vanished race wich signs no man could read, signg chac mighe, for all 1 knew,
be the veils of awful chings done long ago, and forgoreen before the hills
were moulded into form.,
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When the nexe morning [ came down, | found Professor Gregg pacing
the terrace in his erernal walk,

"Look at chat bridge,” he said, when he saw me; “observe che quaine and
Grothie design, the angles between the arches, and the silvery grev of the stone
in the awe of the morming light. | confess it seems to me symbolic; it should
illustrate a mystical allegory of the passage from one world to another.”

“Professor Gregg,” 1 said quietly, “it is time chat [ knew someching of
what has happened, and of what is to happen.”

For the momene he put me off, bur I recurned again wich che same
quesaon in the evenung, and chen Professor Gregg flamed wich excicemenc.
“Don’t you understand yer?” he coied. “Bue [ have told you a good deal; yes,
and shown you a good deal; you have heard precey nearly all chae 1 have
heard, and seen what 1 have seen; or ar lease,” and his voice chilled as he
spoke, “enough to make a good deal clear as noonday. The servants cold you,
| have no doubt, cthat the wrecched bov Cradock had anocher setzure the
nighec before lase; he awoke me wich cnies in chac voice you heard in che gar-
den, and | went to him, and God forbid you should see whae | saw chat
night. Bure all this is useless; my time here s drawing o a close; | must be
back in town in chree weeks, as [ have a course of lectures to prepare, and
need all my books about me. In a very few days ic will all be over, and 1 shall
no longer hine, and no longer be liable to ndicule as & madman and a quack.
No, [ shall speak plainly, and 1 shall be heard wich such emooons as perhaps
no other man has ever drawn from the breases of his fellows.”

He paused, and seemed to grow radiant wath che joy of great and won-
derful discovery,

“Buc all that is for che furture, cthe near future cercainly, bue still dhe
fucure,” he went on ac lengeh, “There 15 someching o be done yet; you will
remember my telling you that my researches were not alcogedher devoid of
peril? Yes, there 15 a cercain amount of danger to be faced; | did not know
how much when | spoke on the subjece before, and to a certain extent | am
still in the dark, Buoc it will be a serange adventure, the lase of all, che lase
demonstration in the chain.”

He was walking up and down the room as he spoke, and 1 could hear
in his voice the contending tones of exultation and despondence, or perhaps
| should say awe, the awe of & man who goes forth on unknown warcers, and
I thoughe of his allusion to Columbus on the mghe he had lad hs book
before me. The evening was a livtle chilly, and a fire of logs had been lighe-
ed in the study where we were; the remictence flame and che glow on the
wills reminded me of che old days, [ was sicting silene in an arm-chair by
the fire, wondering over all 1 had heard, and sall vainly speculating as co che
secrer springs concealed from me under all the phancasmagoria [ had wie-
nessed, when | became suddenly aware of a sensacion that change of some
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sort had been ar work in the room, and thar chere was someching unfamil-
iar in its aspect, For some cime | looked abouc me, orying in vain co localize
the alceracion chac 1 knew had been made; che table by che window, che
chairs, the faded seccee were all as [ had known them. Suddenly, as a soughe-
for recollection flashes inco mind, | knew what was amiss. | was facing che
professor’s desk, which stood on the other side of the fire, and above the
desk was a grimy-looking bust of Picr, thar 1 had never seen chere before.
And chen [ remembered che true position of this work of are; in che furchest
corner by the door was an old cupboard, projecting into che room, and on
the top of the cupboard, fifteen feer from the floor, the bust had been, and
there, no doube, 1w had delayed, accumulacing dire, since che carly years of
the century.

I was urterly amazed, and sac silent scill, in a confusion of thoughe.
There was, so far as [ knew, no such thing as a step-ladder in che house, for
[ had asked for one to make some alceracions on the curcains of my room,
and a tall man standing on a chair would have found 0 impossible o take
down the bust. It had been placed, not on the edge of the cupboard, bur far
back against the wall; and Professor Gregg was, if anyvthing, under the aver-
age heighe,

“How on earch did you manage to gec down Pice?™ 1 said at lase.

The professor looked curiously ac me, dnd seemed to hesicare a liccle.

“They must have found you a scep-ladder, or perhaps che gardener
brought mn a shore ladder from ourside?”

“No, [ have had no ladder of any kind, Now, Miss Lally,” he went on
with an awkward simulation of jest, “there is a licele puzzle for you; a prob-
lem in che manner of che inimitable Holmes; there are che faces, plain and
patent; summon vour acuteness to the solucon of che puzzle, For Heaven's
sake,” he cned wich a breaking voice, “say no more about 1! 1 cell you, I
never touched the thing,” and he wene out of the room wich horror mani-
fest on his face, and his hand shook and jarred the door behind him.

I looked around the room in vague surprise, not ac all realizing what
had happened, making vain and idle surmises by way of explanation, and
wondering ac che stirring of black warters by an idle word and che crivial
change of an ornamenc, “This 18 some perey business, some whim on which
| have jarred,” 1 reflected; “the professor s perhaps scrupulous and supersti-
tious over trifles, and my queston may have oueraged unacknowledged
fears, as though one killed a spider or spilled the sale before the eves of a
practical Scocchwoman,” 1 was immersed in these fond suspicions, and
began o plume myseli a liccle on my immunicy from such empey {ears,
when the cruch fell heavily as lead upon my heare, and [ recognized wich
cold terror thar some awful influence had been ac work. The buse was sim-
ply inaccessible; without a ladder no one could have touched e
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1 went out to the kitchen and spoke as quietly as | could to che housemaid.

“Who moved chat bust from the top of che cupboard, Anne?” 1 said to
her, "Professor Gregg savs he has not couched ic, Did you find an old step-
ladder in one of the ouchouses?™

The girl looked ac me blankly.

“I never touched it,” she said. “1 found it where it is now the other morn-
ing when 1 dusted the room. [ remember now, it was Wednesday morning,
because it was the morning after Cradock was taken bad in the night, My
room 1% next to his, you know, miss,” cthe girl went on piteously, “and ic was
awful to hear how he cned our and called our names thac 1 couldn’c under-
stand. It made me feel all afraid; and chen mascer came, and | heard lam
speak, and he took down Cradock to the study and gave him something.”

“And you found that bust moved the nexe morning?”

“Yes, miss, There was a queer sore of smell in the study when 1 came
down and opened cthe windows; a bad smell ic was, and [ wondered whac ic
could be, Do yvou know, miss, | went a long cime ago to the Zoo in London
with my cousin Thomas Barker, one afternoon chac | had off, when | was ac
Mrs. Prince's in Stanhope Gate, and we went into the snake-house to see the
snakes, and it was just the same sort of smell; very sick it made me feel, |
remember, and I got Barker to take me out. And it was jusc the same kind
of a smell in the scudy, as | was saying, and | was wondering whac ic could
be from, when 1 see chac bust wich Pace cuc in e, scanding on che mascer’s
desk, and | thoughe o myself, Mow who has done chac, and how have chey
done it? And when I came o dust the things, [ looked at che buse, and | saw
a great mark on it where the duse was gone, for | don’t chink i can have
been touched with a duster for years and vears, and ic wasn't like finger-
marks, but a large pacch like, broad and spread out. 8o [ passed my hand
over it, without chinking what I was doing, and where thac pacch was 1c was
all soicky and shimny, as if a snail had crawled over 1t Very strange, isn'e i,
miss? and | wonder who can have done 1, and how char mess was made.”

The well-meant gabble of the servant touched me to the quick; 1 lay
down upon my bed, and bit my lip thac I should not cry out loud in the
sharp anguish of my terror and bewilderment. Indeed, 1 was almost mad
with dread; T bebieve chae of it had been daylighe 1 should have fled hot foor,
forgetting all courage and all the debt of gracitude chat was due to Professor
Gregg, not caring whether my fare were thae [ muse searve slowly, so long
as [ might escape from the net of blind and panic fear char every day seemed
to draw a licele closer round me. If 1 knew, I thought, if T knew what chere
were to dread, 1 could goard againse it; burc here, in chis lonely house, shuc
in on all sides by che olden woods and che vauleed hills, cerror seems oo
spring inconsequent from every covere, and the flesh is aghase ac che half-
heard murmurs of horrible chings. All in vain | strove to summon scepticism
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to my aid, and endeavoured by cool common sense to buttress my belief in
a world of natural order, for cthe air that blew in at the open window was a
mystic breach, and in the darkness 1 fele che silence go heavy and sorrowtul
as a mass of requiem, and | conjured images of scrange shapes gachering fase
armiclse che reeds, beside che wash of che river.

In the morning {rom the moment chat 1 set foor in the breakfast-room,
[ fele char che unknown plor was drawing to a crisis; che professor’s face was
firm and set, and he seemed hardly o hear our voices when we spoke.

“l am going ouc for a racher long walk,” he said when the meal was over,
“You mustn't be expecting me, now, or thinking anything has happened 1f 1
don't turn up o dinner. | have been gecoing stupid lacely, and 1 dare say a
miniature walking tour will do me good. Perhaps | may even spend the night
in some litele inn, if T find any place that looks clean and comforeable,”

I heard chis and knew by my experience of Professor Gregg's manner
chac it was no ordinary business or pleasure chac impelled him. 1 knew not,
nor even remotely guessed, where he was bound, nor had 1 the vaguest
notion of his errand, but all the fear of the nighe before recurned; and as he
stood, smiling, on the terrace, ready o set oue, | implored him to seay, and
o forget all his dreams of the undiscovered continent.

“No, no, Miss Lally,” he replied sdll smiling, “it’s too late now, Varigia
uglla verrorsym, you know, i1s the device of all crue explorers, chough I hope
it won't be heerally crue in my case. Bur, indeed, you are wrong to alarm
yourself so; [ look upon my hetle expedicion as quice commonplace; no more
exciting than a day with the geological hammers. There is a risk, of course,
but so there is on the commonest excursion. | can afford w be jaunty; T am
doing noching so hazardous as “Arry does a hundred dmes over in the course
of every Bank Holiday, Well, then, you must look more cheerfully; and so
good-bye all co-morrow atc latese.”

He walked briskly up the road, and | saw him open cthe gace chae marks
the entrance of the wood, and then he vanished in the gloom of the crees.

All the day passed heavily with a scrange darkness in the air, and again
[ fele as if imprisoned amidse che ancient woods, shut in an olden land of
mystery and dread, and as if all was long ago and forgocten by che living
outside, 1 hoped and dreaded; and when the dinner-hour came 1 waired,
expecting to hear the professor’s scep in the hall, and his vowce exulang ac |
knew not what crinmph. | composed my face o welcome him gladly, bur
the night descended dark, and he did not come.

In the morning, when che maid knocked at my door, [ called out eo her,
and asked if her mascer had recurned; and when she replied chac his bed-
room stood open and empey, 1 fele che cold clasp of despaie. Sall, 1 fancied
he mighe have discovered gemal company, and would recurn for luncheon,
or perhaps in the afternoon, and | took the children for a walk in the forest,
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and tried my best o play and langh with chem, and o shur our the
thoughts of mystery and veiled terror, Hour after hour | waited, and my
thoughts grew darker; again the night came and found me warching, and
at lase, as [ was making much ado to finish my dinner, [ heard steps oueside
and the sound of a4 man's voice.

The maid came in and looked oddly ac me. “Please, miss,” she began, “Mr.
Morgan the gardener wanes to speak o you for a minute, if you didn’t mind.”

“Show him in, please,” | answered, and set my lips tighe.

The old man came slowly into the room, and che servant shue che door
behind him.

“Sie down, Mr. Morgan,” [ said; “what 15 1t that vou want w say to me?”

“Well, miss, Mr. Gregg he gave me something for vou vesterday morn-
ing, just before he went off; and he told me particular not o hand ic up
before eight o'clock this evening exaccly, if so be as he wasn't back home
again before, and if he should come home before T was just to recurn ic
him n his own hands. S0, vou see, as Mr. Gregg sn'c here vec, | suppose I'd
beteer give you the parcel direcely.”

He pulled something from his pocker, and gave ic co me, half nsing. |
ook i silencly, and seeing thar Morgan seemed doubeful as o what he was
to do next, [ chanked him and bade him good-night, and he wene out. [ was
left alone in the room wich the parcel in my hand—a paper parcel neacly
sealed and direceed o me, wich che inscrucoons Morgan had quoted, all
wriceen 1n the professor's large loose hand. | broke che seals wich a choking
at my heart, and found an envelope inside, addressed also, bue open, and
took the lecter ou,

MY DEAR MISS LALLY,” it began, "To quote the old logic manual,
the case of vour reading this note is a case of my having made a blunder of
some sore, and, [ am afrad, a blunder charc curns chese lines inco a farewell.
It 1 pracucally certamn chac neicher yvou nor anv one else wall ever see me
again. | have made my will with provision for this evencualicy, and | hope
vou will consent to accepe the small remembrance addressed to vou, and my
sincere thanks for che way in which you joined your forounes co mine, The
face which has come upon me is desperate and cerrible bevond che remotese
dreams of man; bue chis face you have a righe to know-—if vou please. If you
look in the left-hand drawer of my dressing-table, you will find the key of
the escriconre, properly labelled. In the well of the escrivoire 1 a large envelope
sealed and addressed to your name. 1 advise you to throw it forchwith into
the fire; you will sleep better of nighes if you do so. Bue if you must know
the history of whar has happened, ic is all wriccen down for you to read.”

The signature was firmly wricten below, and again 1 urned che page
and read out the words one by one, aghase and white to the lips, my hands
cold as ice, and sickness choking me. The dead silence of che room, and the
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thoughe of the dark woods and hills closing me in on every side, oppressed
me, helpless and without capacicy, and not knowing where to turn for coun-
sel, Ar lase | resolved char chough knowledge should haunt my whole life
and all che days o come, | must know the meaning of che scrange terrors
that had so long tormenced me, nising grey, dim, and awful, like the shad-
ows in the wood at dusk. T carefully carried out Professor Gregg's directions,
and not without reluctance broke the seal of the envelope, and spread ouc
his manuscript before me, That manuoscripe 1 always carry wich me, and 1
see thar [ cannoc deny your unspoken requese to read ic, This, chen, was
what [ read thac mghe, siccing ac che desk, wich a shaded lamp beside me.

The young lady who called herself Miss Lally chen proceeded o recice

THE STATEMENT OF WILLIAM GREGG, FR.S., FTC.

T is many vears since the firse glimmer of the theory which is now almost,
Ii{' not quite, reduced to face dawned on my mind. A somewhar extensive
course of miscellaneous and obsolete reading had done a good deal to pre-
pare the way, and, lirer, when 1 became somewhar of a specialisc, and
immersed myself in che scudies known as echnological, 1 was now and then
startled by faces thar would not square wich orchodox scienific opinion, and
by discoveries that seemed to hine at someching seill hidden for all our
research. More particularly I became convinced char much of che folk-lore of
the world is but an exaggerated account of evencs char really happened, and
[ was especially drawn to consider che stories of the faries, che good folk of
the Celoic races. Here | choughe | could decect che fringe of embroidery and
exaggeration, the fancasoc guise, the licde people dressed in green and gold
sporeing in the flowers, and [ thoughe [ saw a distince analogy berween the
name given to this race (supposed to be imaginary) and che descripeion of
their appearance and manners. Jusc as our remote ancestors called che
dreadful beings “fair” and “good” precisely because chey dreaded chem, so
they had dressed chem up in charming forms, knowing the couch to be che
very reverse. Liceracure, too, had gone carly to work, and had lent a power-
ful hand in the rransformation, so that che playful elves of Shakespeare are
already far removed from the crue original, and che real horror is disguised
in & form of prankish mischief, Buc in che older tales, the stories that used
to make men cross chemselves as chey sac round che burning logs, we tread
a cifferenc stage; | saw a widely opposed spint in cercain hiscones of children
and of men and women who vanished scrangely from che earch. They would
be seen by a peasant in the felds walking toward some green and rounded
hillock, and seen no more on earth; and there are stories of mochers who
have left a child quietly sleeping, wich the cottage door rudely barred wich
a piece of wood, and have recurned, noc to find che plump and rosy liccle
Saxon, buc a thin and wizened creacure, with sallow skin and black, pierc-
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ing eyes, the child of another race. Then, again, there were mychs darker
still; che dread of witch and wizard, che lurid evil of the Sabbach, and the
hint of demons who mingled wich che daugheers of men, And just as we
have turned che cernble “fair folk” into a company of benignane, if freakash,
elves, so we have hidden from ws che black foulness of the witch and her
companions under a popular dieblerie of old women and broomsticks and a
comnic cat wich tail on end. So the Greeks called the hideous furies benevo-
lent ladies, and thus the norchern nacions have followed cheir example, |
pursued my investigacions, scealing odd hours from ocher and more imper-
acrve labours, and 1 asked myself the question: Supposing chese cradioons o
be true, who were the demons who are reported to have accended the
Sabbaths? I need not say that 1 laid aside whae I may call the supernacural
hypothesis of the Middle Ages, and came to che conclusion chat fairies and
devils were of one and che same race and origin; invention, no doubt, and
the Gothic fancy of old days, had done much in che way of exaggeracon and
discorcon; yeo [ firmly believe that beneach all chis imagery there was a
black background of cruch. As for some of the alleged wonders, [ hesicared.
While 1 should be very loach to receive any one specific instance of modern
spiricualism as containing even a grain of the genuine, yer [ was noc wholly
prepared o deny that human flesh may now and then, once perhaps in ten
million cases, be che veill of powers which seem magical to us—powers
which, so far from proceeding from che heighes and leading men chicher, are
in reabicy survivils from che depeh of being. The amoeba and the snail have
powers which we do not possess; and | thought it possible that the theory
of reversion might explain many chings which seem wholly inexplicable,
Thus stood my position; | saw good reason to believe chat much of the cra-
dicion, a vast deal of che earhiesc and uncorrupred cradition of che so-called
faines, represenced solid face, and [ thought thac the purely supernacural
element in these tradinons was to be accounted for on the hypothesis thae a
race which had fallen out of the grand march of evolucion might have
recained, as a survival, certain powers which would be to us wholly miracu-
lous. Such was my theory as it stood conceived in my mind; and working
with chis in view, | seemed o gacher confirmarcion from every side, from che
spoils of a cumulus or a barrow, from a local paper reporting an antiquarkan
meeting in the counery, and from general hiterature of all kinds. Amongse
other instances, | remember being struck by the phrase “arciculate-speaking
men” in Homer, as if the writer knew or had heard of men whose speech was
so rude that it could hardly be termed arciculate; and on my hypothesis of
a race who had lagged far behind che rese, 1 could easily conceive chac such
i folk would speak a jargon bue licde removed from che inaccicolace noises
of brute beasts.
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Thus | stood, sacisfied chat my conjecture was ac all events not far
removed from fact, when a chance paragraph in a small councry print one
day arrested my accention, [t was a shore account of what was to all appear-
ance the usual sordid ceagedy of che willage—a young girl unaccouncably
mussing, and evil ramour blacane and busy wich her repucacion. Yee, | could
read berween the lines char all this scandal was purely hypocritical, and in
all probabilicy invenced to account for what was in any other manner unac-
countable. A flight to London or Liverpool, or an undiscovered body lving
with a weight abouc its neck in the foul depchs of a woodland pool, or per-
haps murder—such were che cheories of the wrecched girl's neighbours, Buc
as | 1dly scanned the paragraph, a flash of choughe passed through me wich
the violence of an electric shock: what if the obscure and horrible race of the
hills still survived, seill remained haunting the wild places and barren hills,
and now and then repearing the evil of Gothic legend, unchanged and
unchangeable as che Turanian Shelta, or che Basques of Spain? 1 have said
that the thought came wich violence; and indeed 1 drew 1in my breach
sharply, and clung wich both hands to my elbow-chair, in a strange confu-
sion of horror and elation. Tv was as if one of my coufréres of physical science,
roaming in a quice English wood, had been suddenly sericken aghase by che
presence of the slimy and loachsome terror of the ichchyosaurus, the origi-
nal of cthe stories of the awlful worms killed by valorous knighes, or had seen
the sun darkened by the prerodaceyl, the dragon of cradicion. Yer as a res-
olute explorer of knowledge, che choughe of such a discovery chrew me inco
a passion of joy, and 1 cut out che shp from the paper and pur it in a draw-
er in my old bureaw, resolved thae it should be bue che firse piece in a col-
lection of che scrangese significance, | sat long chat evening dreaming of che
conclusions [ should escablish, nor did cooler refleccion ac firse dash my con-
fidence. Yer as 1 began to put the case facly, 1 saw chat [ mighe be building
on an unstable foundation; the faces maghe possibly be in accordance wich
local opinion, and I regarded the affair wich a mood of some reserve. Yer |
resolved to remain perched on the look-out, and 1 hugged o myself the
thought that 1 alone was watching and wakeful, while the great crowd of
thinkers and searchers stood heedless and indifferene, perhaps leccing che
most prerogacive faces pass by unnooiced.

Several years elapsed before [ was enabled to add co the contents of the
drawer; and the second find was in reabiey noe a valuable one, for it was 4
mere reperition of the first, with only the variation of another and distant
localicy. Yet 1 gained something; for in the second case, as in the first, the
cragedy cook place in a desolate and lonely councry, and so far my theory
secemed justified, But the third piece was to me fur more decisive, Again,
armnongst outland hills, far even from a main road of craffic, an old man was
found done to deach, and che instrument of execution was lefr beside ham.
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Here, indeed, there were rumour and conjecture, for the deadly tool was a
primicive stone axe, bound by gut to the wooden handle, and surmises the
most extravagant and improbable were indulged in, Yer, as 1 choughe wich
a kind of glee, che waldest conjectures wene far ascray; and [ cook che pains
to enter inco correspondence with the local doctor, who was called ac che
inquest. He, a man of some acuteness, was dumb-foundered. “Tt will not do
o speak of chese things in councry places,” he wrote to me; “bur frankly,
there is some hideous mystery here. I have obrained possession of che stone
axe, and have been so curious as co cesc its powers. [ ook it into the back-
garden of my house one Sunday afternoon when my family and servancs
were all our, and there, sheleered by che poplar hedges, 1 made my expen-
ments. | found the ching uvererly unmanageable; whether there is some
peculiar balance, some nice adjusement of weighes, which require incessane
practice, or whether an effectual blow can be scruck only by a cercain crick
of the muscles, I do not know; but [ can assure you chac [ wene inco the
house wich buc a sorry opimon of my achleoc capacicies. e was hke an inex-
pericnced man trying ‘pucting the hammer'; the force exerred seemed o
recurn on oneself, and 1 found myself hurled backwards with violence, while
che axe fell harmless 1o the ground, On anocher occasion [ eried the experi-
ment with a clever woodman of the place; but this man, who had handled
his axe for forcy vears, could do noching wich che scone implement, and
massed] every scroke most ludicrously, In shore, if 10 were noc so supremely
absurd, | should say thac for four chousand years no one on earch could have
struck an effective blow with the tool that undoubtedly was used co murder
the old man.” This, as may be imagined, was to me rare news; and after-
wards, when | heard che whole story, and learned chat che unfortunace old
man had babbled tales of what mighe be seen ac night on a cercain wild hall-
side, hinting at unheard-of wonders, and thac he had been found cold one
mormng on the very hall in question, my exultation was excreme, for 1 fele
| was leaving conjecture far behind me., Bur che nexe step was of sull greacer
importance, | had possessed for many years an excraordinary scone seal—a
piece of dull black stone, two inches long from che handle to the scamp, and
the stamping end a rough hexagon an inch and a quarter in diamecer.
Alcogether, it presented che appearance of an enlarged tobacco stopper of an
old-fashioned make. [t had been sent to me by an agent in che Ease, who
informed me thate ic had been found near the sie of the ancient Babylon.
But the characters engraved on the seal were to me an intolerable puzzle,
Somewhat of the cuneiform pattern, there were ver striking differences,

which I detected ac che firse glance, and all effores o read che inscripoion on
the hypothesis char che rules for deciphering che arrow-headed writing
would apply proved fucile. A nddle such as chis seung my pride, and ac odd
moments | would rake che Black Seal out of the cabinee, and scrutinize ic
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with so much idle perseverance chat every leccer was familiar to my mind,
and [ could have drawn the inscription from memory without the slightest
error. Judge, chen, of my surprise when [ one day recerved from a corre-
spondent in the west of England a leccer and an enclosure char posiovely lefe
me thunderseruck. 1 saw carefully craced on a large piece of paper the very
characters of the Black Seal, without aleeration of any kind, and above the
inscription my friend had wriccen: Tasoriprion fosnd on @ limestons vock on he
Cerey Hills, Monmourhsbive, Dong in some ved earih, and guite vecent. 1 turned o
che leccer. My friend wroce: “I sent you the enclosed inscripoon wich all due
reserve. A shepherd who passed by the stone a week ago swears chac chere
was then no mark of any kand. The characeers, as | have noted, are formed
by drawing some red earch over the stone, and are of an average heighe of
one inch. They look to me like a kind of cuneiform characeer, a good deal
altered, bur this, of course, is impossible. It may be eicher a hoax, or more
probably some scribble of che zipsies, who are plencful enough in chis wild
councry. They have, as you are aware, many hieroglyphics which chey use in
commuricating with one another. | happened o visic the scone in quescion
two days ago in connection with a rather painful incident which has
occurred here”

As may be supposed, | wrote immediately to my friend, chanking him
for the copy of che inscription, and asking him in a casual manner che his-
tory of the madenc he menaoned., To be brief, 1 heard chac a woman named
Cradock, who had lost her husband a day before, had set out to commum-
cate the sad news o a cousin who lived some five miles away. She wok a
shore cut which led by che Grey Hills, Mrs. Cradock, who was then quite a
young woman, never arrived at her relacive's houose, Lace that nighe a farmer
who had lost a couple of sheep, supposed co have wandered from the flock,
was walking over che Grey Hills, wich a lantern and has dog, s attenoion
wag ateracted by a nose, which he described as a kind of wailing, mournful
and pitiable to hear; and, guided by the sound, he found che unforrunate
Mrs. Cradock crouched on the ground by the limestone rock, swaying her
body to and fro, and lamenting and crying in so hearcrending a manner chat
the farmer was, as he says, ac first obliged o scop his ears, or he would have
run away. The woman allowed hemself to be raken home, and a neighbour
came to see to her necessites. All the nighe she never ceased her coying, mix-
ing her lament with words of some unineelligible jargon, and when the doc-
tor arrived he pronounced her insane. She lay on her bed for a week, now
wailing, as people said, like one lost and damned for eternicy, and now sunk
in a heavy coma; it was thoughe chac grief ac che loss of her husband had
unsercled her mind, and che medical man did noe ac one ame expece her o
live. | need not say chat | was deeply incerested in chis scory, and | made my
friend write to me ac intervals wich all the particulars of the case. 1 heard
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then chat in the course of six weeks the woman gradually recovered che use
of her faculeies, and some months later she gave birch to a son, christened
Jervase, who unhappily proved w be of weak intellece, Such were the faces
known to the village; but to me, while | whitened ac che suggesced thoughe
of the hideous enormities char had doubeless been commiceed, all chas was
nothing short of conviction, and [ incautiously hazarded a hint of something
like the truch to some sciencific friends. The moment che words had lefc my
lips I bitterly regrecced having spoken, and thus given way the grear secrec
of my life, bur wich a good deal of relief mixved wich indignacion 1 found my
fears alcogecher misplaced, for my fmends ndiculed me to my face, and [ was
regarded as a madman; and bencach a natral anger | chuckled o myself,
feeling as sccure amidst these blockheads as if 1 had confided what | knew
o the desert sands.,

But now, knowing so much, 1 resolved I would know all, and | con-
cencrated my effores on che cask of deciphering che inscription on che Black
Seal, For many vears | made dus puzele che sole objece of my lesure
moments; for che greater poroon of my ome was, of course, devored o
other duties, and it was only now and then thae 1 could snacch a week of
clear research. If 1 were to cell the full history of this curious investigation,
this statement would be wearisome in the excreme, for it would contain sim-
ply the account of long and tedious fallure, By what 1 knew already of
ancient scrpts 1 was well equipped {or che chase, as [ always termed i o
mysell. | had correspondencs amongse all che scienofic men in Burope, and
indeed, in the world, and [ could not believe that in these days any charac-
ter, however ancient and however perplexed, could long resist the search-
light 1 should bring to bear upon it. Yet, in poine of fact, it was fully four-
teen years before [ succeeded. With every year my professional dudes
increased, and my leisure became smaller, This no doubt recarded me a good
deal; and yer, when | look back on those years, | am ascorushed ac che vase
scope of my investigacion of the Black Seal. | made my bureao a centre, and
from all the world and from all che ages | gachered cranscripts of ancient
writing., Mothing, 1 resolved, should pass me unawares, and the faincest hine
should be welcomed and followed up. But as one covere alter anocher was
eriee] and proved empey of resule, | began in the course of years to despair,
and to wonder whecher the Black Seal were the sole relic of some race chae
had vamished from the world and left no other trace of its exsrence—had
perished, in fine, as Atdlantis is said o have done, i some great cataclysm,
its secrers perhaps drowned beneath the ocean or moulded into the heare of
the hills, The choughe chilled my warmch a liccle, and chough 1 scill perse-
vered, it was no longer wich the same cercainey of faich, A chance came o
the rescue. | was staying in a considerable cown in che noreh of England, and
took the opportunicy of going over the very creditable museum chat had for
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some time been established in the place. The curaror was one of my corre-
spondents; and, as we were looking chrough one of che mineral cases, my
arcention was struck by a specimen, a piece of black stone some four inches
square, the appearance of which reminded me 1n 4 measure of che Black
Seal. | vook ic up carelessly, and was turning it over in my hand, when 1 saw,
to my astonishmene, thar the under side was inscribed. [ said, quietly
enough, to my friend the curator thae the specimen interesced me, and thac
[ should be much obliged if he would allow me to take it wich me o my
hocel for a couple of days, He, of course, made no objection, and 1 hurried
to my rooms and found chac my fisst glance had noc deceved me. There
were two mscriprions; one in che regular cunetform characeer, anocher i che
character of the Black Seal, and I realized chat my task was accomplished. |
made an exace copy of the cwo inscriprions; and when 1 got to my London
stucy, and had cthe Seal before me, 1 was able seriously to grapple wich the
great problem. The interprecing inscripeion on the museum specimen,
though 1 aesell curious enough, did noc bear on my quesc, buc che cranslic-
eracion made me mascer of cthe secrec of che Black Seal. Conjeceure, of
course, had to enter inco my calculations, there was here and chere uncer-
rainey about a parcicular ideograph, and one sign recurring again and again
on the seal baiffled me for many successive nights. But at last the secret
stood open before me in plain English, and [ read cthe key of the awiul crans-
mucation of the hills, The last word was hardly wricten, when wich fingers
all trembling and unsteady | core che scrap of paper inco the minucese {rag-
menes, and saw them flame and blacken in the red hollow of che fire, and
then I crushed the grey films that remained inco finest powder, Never since
then have | wricten those words; never will 1 write the phrases which tell
how man can be reduced to che slime from which he came, and be {orced o
put on cthe fesh of the repoile and the snake. There was now but one thing
remaining. | knew, but | desired to see, and | was alter some ome able o
take a house in che neighbourhood of the Grey Hills, and not far from che
cottage where Mrs, Cradock and her son Jervase resided. 1 need noe go into
a full and derailed account of the apparently inexplicable events which have
occurred here, where [ am wricing chis, [ knew chae [ should find in Jervase
Cradock something of the blood of che "Little People”, and [ found lacer chae
he had more than once encountered his kinsmen in lonely places in that
lonely land. When 1 was summoned one day to the garden, and found him
in a seizure speaking or hissing the ghastly jargon of the Black Seal, 1 am
afraid that exuleation prevailed over pity. 1 heard bursting from his lips the
secrets of the underworld, and the word of dread, “Ishakshar”, significacion
of which 1 must be excused from giving.

Buc chere 1 one incident 1 cannoc pass over unnotced. In che wasee
hollow of the night | awoke at the sound of those hissing syllables 1 knew
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so well; and on going to the wreeched boy's room, | found him convulsed
and foaming at the mouth, struggling on the bed as if he stcrove to escape
the grasp of wriching demons, I ook him down o my room and lic che
lamp, while he lay cwiscing on the floor, calling on che power wichin his flesh
to leave him. | saw his body swell and become discended as a bladder, while
the face blackened before my eves; and chen at che crisis [ did what was nec-
essary according to the directions on che Seal, and putcing all scruple on one
side, I became a man of science, observant of what was passing. Yet che sighe
I had to witness was horrible, almost beyond the power of human concep-
vion and the mose fearful fancasy. Someching pushed our from che body
there on che floor, and screcched forch, a shmy, wavering rencacle, across the
room, grasped che buse upon che cupboard, and laid it down on my desk.

When it was over, and [ was left to walk up and down all che rest of
the night, white and shuddering, with sweat pouring from my flesh, I vain-
ly cried to reason wich myself: T said, cruly enough, thac I had seen noching
really supernatural, chac a snail pushing out his horns and drawing them in
wis but an mscance on a smaller scale of what | had wicnessed; and vec hor-
ror broke through all such reasonings and lefe me shactered and loathing
myself for che share 1 had caken in the night's work,

There is lictle more o be said. 1 am going now to che final crial and
encounter; for [ have decermined chac chere shall be noching wancing, and
I shall meet che “Liccle People” face to face. | shall have che Black Seal and
the knowledge of 1ts secrers to help me, and of | unhappily do not recurn
from my journey, there is no need to conjure up here a picture of the awful-
ness of my fare,

AUSING a licele ar the end of Professor Gregg's seatement, Miss Lally
Pmntinued her rale in the following words:

“Such was the almost incredible story thar che professor had left behind
him, When 1 had finished reading it, it was lace ar night, but the nextc morn-
ing | ook Morgan wich me, and we proceeded to search che Grey Hills for
some trace of the lost professor. 1 will not weary you wich a descriprion of
the savage desolacion of thar cract of country, a tract of weeerese loneliness,
of bare green hills doceed over with grey limestone boulders, worn by the
ravages of time into fancastic semblances of men and beases. Finally, after
many hours of weary searching, we found whac [ told you—the watch and
chain, the purse, and che ring—wrapped in a piece of coarse parchmene.
When Morgan cut the gut chac bound che parcel togedcher, and [ saw che
professor's property, | burse into tears, buc the sighe of che dreaded charac-
ters of the Black Seal repeated on the parchment froze me to silene horror,
and 1 chink I understood for che first time che awful fare chae had come upon
my late employer.
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“I have only to add that Professor Gregg's lawyer created my account
of what happened as a fairy tale, and refused even to glance ac che docu-
ments 1 laid before him, Ic was he who was responsible for che statement
that appeared 1n che public press, o the effect thar Professor Gregg had
been drowned, and chat his body must have been swepe into the open sea.”

Miss Lally stopped speaking, and looked at Mr. Phillipps, with a glance
of some inquiry. He, for his pare, was sunken in a deep reverie of cthoughe;
and when he looked up and saw che bustle of the evening gachering in the
soquare, men and women hurrying o partake of dinner, and crowds already
besecoing che music-halls, all che hum and press of acoual hife seemed unre-
al and visionary, a dream in the morming afeer an awakening.

“I thank you,” he said ar lase, “for your most interesting story; inter-
escing to me, because T feel fully convinced of its exact cruth,”

“Sir,” said che lady, with some energy of indignation, “you grieve and
offend me. Do you think I should wasce my time and yours by concocting
fictions on a bench in Leicester Square?”

“Pardon me, Miss Lally, you have a heele misunderscood me. Before you
began | knew char whatever you wld would be vold in good faich, bur your
experiences have a far higher value than chac of fene fades. The most exera-
ordinary circumstances in your account are in perfect harmony wich che very
latest sciencific cheories. Professor Lodge would, [ am sure, value a commu-
nication from you exoremely; [ was charmed from che firse by his daring
hypothesis in explanacon of che wonders of spiricualism (so called), buc your
narrative puts the whole matter out of the range of mere hypothesis.”

“Alas! sir, all chis will not help me, You forget, [ have lost my brocher
under the mose startling and dreadful ciroumscances, Again, | ask you, did
yvou not see ham as you came here? His black whiskers, his spectacles, his
timid glance co nghe and left; dunk, do noc chese paroculars recall his face
tO your memaory:?”

"I am sorry to say | have never seen any one of the kind,” said Phillipps,
who had forgoteen all abour the missing brother, “But let me ask you a few
questions. Did you notice whether Professor Gregg—"

“Pardon me, sir, | have staved oo long, My employers will be expect-
ing me, 1 chank you for your sympachy, Good-bye.”

Betore Mr. Phillipps had recovered from his amazement ae chis abrupe
depareure Miss Lally had disappeared from his gaze, passing into the crowd
that now thronged the approaches o the Empire. He walked home in a
pensive frame of mind, and drank too much rea. Ac ten o'clock he had made
his chird brew, and had skecched che ouclines of a licdle work to be called
"Protoplasmic Reversion.”



OVECRAFT spent two weeks with his friend Vrest Orton in the latter's rented
Ls.un'm'u-:-r home, from Jure 10 to June 24, 1928, The house was located in the
rural woods of Guilford, Vermont. The house had been built in the early 1820 by
one Samuel Akeley. The names Wilmareh, Goodenough, and Noves were also com-
mon of well known names in the Brartleboro area. He used them all in "The
Whisperer in Darkness,”

Donakd Burleson, whose researches supplied all the above information {see hus
“Humour Bencath Horror: Seme Sources for “The Dunwich Horror' and “The
Whisperer in Darkness™ in Loveoragd Sindres wvol. 1, no., 2, Spring 1980), also did some
digging and discovered that the article refesred to in “The Whisperer 1n Darkness”
by “The Pendnfter”, in which a local columnzst seconds Wilmareh's skeprical opin-
wons, is closely based on an areiele A Weird Wrirer Ls in Our Midst™, Bradelehors
Diaily Refiwmer, June 16, 1928} wnitten by host Viest Orton under the “Pen-Dreife”
column in the local paper

The old farmhbeuse of Henry Akeley is clearly modeled upon the summer house
rented by Oreen, and thus when Wilmarth pays a visit to his correspondent Akeley,

it & obvicusly a fictionalization of Lovecralt’s own visit with Vrest Orton.

“The Whisperer in Drarkness” appeared first in Wernd Tader, Auguse 1931,



The Whisperer in
Darkness

by H. B Lovecraft

EAR in mind closely chat [ did not see any actual visual horror ac che

end, To say that a mental shock was the cause of what 1 inferred —

that lase seraw which sent me racing out of che lonely Akeley farm-
house and through che wild domed hills of Vermont in 4 commandeered
motor at night—is to ignore the plainese faces of my final expenence.
Notwithstanding the deep extent to which 1 shared the informacion and
speculations of Henry Akeley, the chings [ saw and heard, and the admiceed
vividness of che impression produced on me by chese chings, | cannot prove
even now whether [ was righe or wrong in my hideous inference. For afcer
all, Akeley's disappearance escablishes noching. People found noching amiss
in his house despite the bullec-marks on the outside and inside. [t was juse
as though he had walked out casually for a ramble in the hills and failed to
recurn. There was not even a sign that a guest had been there, or that chose
horrible cylinders and machines had been stored in the study. That he had
morcally feared che crowded green hills and endless trickle of brooks among
which he had been born and reared, means noching ac all, ercher; for chou-
sands are subjece to just such morbid fears. Eccencriciey, moreover, could
easily account for his strange acts and apprehensions toward the lase.

The whole mateer began, so far as I am concerned, with the historic and
unprecedented Vermont floods of November 3, 1927, I was chen, as now, an
inscructor of licerature ar Miskatonic University in Arkham, Massachuseces,
and an enthusiastc amaceur student of New England folklore. Shorcly afeer
the flood, amidse the varied repores of hardship, suffering and organised
relief which filled the press, there appeared certain odd stories of things
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found floating in some of the swollen rivers; so that many of my friends
embarked on curious discussions and appealed to me to shed what light 1
could on the subjece. 1 felc flaccered ar having my folklore scudy caken so
seriously, and did what I could to belicele the wild, vague cales which seemed
so clearly an outgrowth of old ruscic supersticions. It amused me to find sev-
eral persons of education who insisted that some scratum of obscure, dis-
eorted face mighe underlie the rumours,

The tales thus brought to my notice came mostly chrough newspaper
cuctings; though one yarn had an oral source and was repeated co a friend
of mine in a leceer from his mother in Hardwick, Vermone, The cype of ching
described was cssentially che same m all cases, chough there seemed o be
three separate instances involved—one connected wich the Winooski River
near Monepelier, another accached to the West River in Windham Councy
beyond Newfane, and a chird centering in the Passumpsic in Caledonia
Councy above Lyndonville, OF course many of the scray items mentioned
other instances, but on analysis chey all seemed to bonl down co chese chree.
In each case country folk reported seeing one or more very bizarre and dis-
turbing objects in the surging waters that poured down from the unfre-
quented hills, and chere was a widespread endency to connece chese sighes
with a primitive, half-forgotten cycle of whispered legend which old people
resurrected {or che occasion.

Whir people choughe they saw were organic shapes noc quite hke any
they had ever seen before. Nacurally, there were many human bodies washed
along by the streams in thar cragic period; bue those who described chese
scrange shapes fele quite sure thar they were not human, despite some super-
ficial resemblances in size and general outline, Nor, said the witnesses, could
they have been any kind of animal known o Vermont, They were pinkish
things about five feer long; with crustaceous bodies beanng vase pairs of
dorsal fins or membraneous wings and several sees of aroculated limbs, and
with a sort of convoluted ellipsoid, covered with multitudes of very shore
antennae, where a head would ordinarily be, e was really remarkable how
closely che repores from different sources tended o coincide; chough the
wonder was lessened by che face chae the old legends, shared ar one time
throughour the hill country, furnished a morbidly vivid picture which maghe
well have coloured che imaginacions of all the witnesses concerned. 1o was
my conclusion thar such witnesses—in every case nawe and simple back-
woods folk—had glimpsed the battered and bloared bodies of human
beings or farm animals in the whitling currencs; and had allowed the hali-
remembered folklore co invest chese piciful objects wich fantascic accribuces,

The ancient folklore, while cloudy, evasive, and largely forgoccen by che
present genecacion, was of a lnghly singular characeer, and obviously reflece-
¢d the nfluence of sell eaclier Indian tales. 1 knew it well, though 1 had
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never been in Vermont, through the exceedingly rare monograph of Eli
Davenport, which embraces marcerial orally obtained prior to 1839 among
the oldest people of the state. This mareral, moreover, closely coincided
with tales which 1 had personally heard from eldedy rusoics in the moun-
cains of New Hampshire, Briefly summarised, ic hineed ac a hidden race of
monstrous beings which lurked somewhere among che remoter hills—in the
deep woods of the highest peaks, and the dark valleys where screams trick-
le from unknown sources, These beings were seldom glimpsed, but evi-
dences of cheir presence were reported by cthose who had vencared farcher
than usual up che slopes of certain mouncains or into cercain deep, steep-
sided gorges chat even the wolves shunned.

There were queer foorprines or claw-prines in the mud of brook-mar-
gins and barren pacches, and curious circles of stones, with che grass around
them worn away, which did not seem to have been placed or entirely shaped
by Mature. There were, too, certain caves of problemacical depch in che sides
of che hills; wich moudhs closed by boulders in a manner scarcely acaden-
tal, and with more than an average quora of the queer prines leading boch
toward and away from them—if indeed the direction of these prines could
be justly estimated. And worse of all, chere were the things which adven-
turous people had seen very rarely in che cwilight of the remotest valleys and
the dense perpendicular woods above che limits of normal hill-climbing.

It would have been less uncomforcable if che scray accountes of chese
things had noc agreed so well. As 10 was, nearly all che rumours had several
points in common; averring that the creatures were a sort of huge, lighe-red
crab with many pairs of legs and with ewo great bac-like wings in the mid-
dle of the back. They sometimes walked on all cheir legs, and sometimes on
che hindmost pair only, using the ochers to convey large objeces of indecer-
munace nacure, On one occasion chey were sped in considerable numbers, a
detachment of them wading along a shallow woodland watercourse three
abreast in evidently disciplined formation. Once, a specimen was seen {ly-
ing—launching itself from the top of a bald, lonely hill ar nighe and van-
ishing in the sky after irs grear flapping wings had been silhouetced an
instant against che full moon,

These things seemed content, on the whole, co let mankind alone;
though they were ac cmes held responsible for the disappearance of ven-
ruresome individuals—espeaally persons who buile houses too close to cer-
leys or too high up on cercain mouncains. Many localities came to be

Lain v
known as inadvisable to sectle in, the feeling persisting long after che cause
was forgorcen, People would look up ac some of che neighbouring moun-
tain-precipices with a shudder, even when not recalling how manv secclers
had been lost, and how many farmhouses burne co ashes, on the lower slopes
of those grim, green sentinels,
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But while according to the earliest legends the crearures would appear
to have harmed only chose trespassing on their privacy; there were later
accounts of cheir curiosicy respecting men, and of cheir accempes co establish
secret oucposes in the human world. There were rales of che queer cdaw-
prines seen around farmbouse windows in the morning, and of occasional
disappearances in regions outside the obviously haunted areas. Tales,
besides, of buzzing voices in imitation of human speech which made sur-

prising offers to lone cravellers on roads and carc-paths in the deep woods,
and of children frighcened ouc of cheir wits by chings seen or heard where
the promal forest pressed close upon their dooryards, In che final layer of leg-
ends—che layer just preceding the decline of supersanon and che abandon-
ment of close coneact with the dreaded places—there are shocked references
to hermits and remote farmers who at some period of life appeared to have
undergone a repellent mencal change, and who were shunned and whis-
pered about as morcals who had sold themselves o the scrange beings. In
one of the norcheascern counoes i seemed o be a fashion abour 1800 o
accuse eccentric and unpopular recluses of being allies or representacives of
the abhorred things.

As to whar the things were—explanacions naturally varied. The com-
mon name applied o them was “cthose ones”, or “the old ones”, though
other terms had a local and cransient vse. Perhaps che bulk of cthe Purican
secclers sec them down bluntly as famibiars of the dewil, and made chem a
basis of awed theological specalacion. Those with Celuc legendry in cheir
heritage—rainly che Scotch-lnsh element of New Hampshire, and thear
kindred who had setdled in Verment on Governor Wentworch's colonial
grants—linked chem vaguely with the malign fairies and “litcle people” of
the bogs and rachs, and protected cthemselves wich scraps of incancacion
handed down chrough many generacions. But che Indians had che most {an-
tastic theores of all. While differenc cribal legends differed, there was a
marked consensus of beliel in certain vieal pareiculars; it being unanimous-
ly agreed char the creatures were not native to this earth,

The Pennacook myths, which were the most consistent and pic-
curesque, taughe thae the Winged Ones came from the Greac Bear in che
sky, and had mines in our earchly hills whence chey took a kind of scone chey
could not gee on any other world, They did not hive here, said the mychs,
but merely mamntained outposts and flew back wich vast cargoes of stone o
their own stars in the norch, They harmed only those earth-people who got
oo near them or spied upon chem. Animals shunned them through inscinc-
cive hatred, noc because of being hunced. They could noc ear che chings and
animals of earch, but broughe cheir own food from che sears, Ie was bad w
gee near them, and somedmes young hunters who wene into their hills
never came back. It was not good, eicher, to listen to what chey whispered



The Whisperer in Diarkness 13%

graph record, bue 1 shall not lee chem it | can help it. My grear police
dogs always hold them back, for there are very few here as yer, and they
are clumsy 1n getting about, As [ have sad, ther wings are not much
use for shore thghes on carth. | am on the very brink of deciphering thar
stone—in a very terrible way—and wich your knowledge of folklore you
may be able to supply mising links enough o help me. | suppose you
know all abour the fearful myths antedating the coming of man to the
earth—the Yog-Sotheth and Cihulhu cycles—which are hinted at in the
Necramamivare. | had access to a copy of that ence, and hear that you have

one in your college library under lock and key.

Lo conclude, Mr. Wilmarth, [ think that with our respective studies we
can be very usehul to each other. 1 don't wish to put you in any peril,
and suppose [ ought to warn you thar possession of the stone and the
recotd won't be very safe; but I thunk you will find any risks worth run-
ning for the sake of knowledge. [ will deive down o Newlane or
Brartlebore to send whatever you acthorise me to send, for the express
offices there are more to be trusted. | nughe say thar [ live quire alone
now, since | can't keep hired help any more, They won't stay because of
the things thar try to ger near the house ar nighe, and chat keep the
dogs barking continually. [ am glad [ didn't get as deep as ths into the
business while my wite was alive, for it would have driven her mad.
Hoping thar [ am not bothering you unduly, and thar you will decide
get in touch with me rather than chrow chis letter into the wasrebasker
a8 a madman's raving, [ am

Vs, very truly,

HENEY W, AKELEY
P5. [ am making some extra prints of certain photographs taken by me,
which [ think will help to prove a number of the points | have touched
on. The old people think they are monstrously true. [ shall send you

these very soon if you are interested, FLWA,

It would be difficule o describe my sentiments upon reading chis
strange document for che firse time, By all ordinary rules, 1 ought to have
laughed more loudly ac chese exceavagances than ac che far milder cheories
which had previously moved me to mirch; yer someching in che tone of the
leceer made me cake ic with paradoxical seriousness. Noe chae 1 believed for
a moment in the hidden race from che stars which my correspondent spoke
of; but that, after some grave preliminary doubts, 1 grew to feel oddly sure
of his sanity and sincerity, and of his confrontation by some genuine chough
singular and abnormal phenomenon which he could not explain excepe in
this imaginacive way. Lt could noc be ocherwise chan worchy of investigacion.
The man seemed unduly exciced and alarmed about someching, burc it was
hard ro think that all cause was lacking. He was so specific and logical in
certain ways—and afeer all, his varn did fic in so perplexingly well with
some of the old myths—even the wildest Indian legends,
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Of the five remaining piccures, chree were of swamp and hill scenes
which seemed to bear traces of hidden and unwholesome tenancy. Another
was of a queer mark in che ground very near Akeley's house, which he said
he had photographed che morming after 4 night on which che dogs had
barked more wiolently than usual. e was very blurred, and one could really
draw no certain conclusions from it; bue it did seem fendishly like that
other mark or claw-print photographed on the deserted upland. The final
picture was of the Akeley place itself; a crim white house of cwo stories and
accic, abour a century and a quarcer old, and wich a well-kepe lawn and
stone-bordered path leading up o a cascefully carved Georgian doorway.
There were several huge police dogs on the lawn, squatting near a pleasane-
faced man with a close-cropped grey beard whom I took to be Akeley him-
self—his own photographer, one might infer from che tube-conneceed bulb
in his right hand.

From the piccures [ curned co che bulky, closely wriccen leccer icself; and
for the next chree hours was immersed 1in a gulf of unuccerable horror.
Where Akeley had given only outhines before, he now entered into minuce
details; presenting long transcripts of words overheard in the woods ar
night, long accounts of monstrous pinkish forms spied in chickers ar owi-
light on che hills, and a terrible cosmic narracive derived from the applica-
cion of profound and vaned scholarship to che endless bygone discourses of
the mad seli-styled spy who had killed himself, 1 found myself faced wach
names and cerms chae | had heard elsewhere in che mose hideous of connex-
ions—Yuggoth, Grear Cihulhu, ‘Tsathoggua, Yog-Sothoth, R'lyeh,
Myarlathotep, Azachoth, Hastar, Yian, Leng, the Lake of Hali, Bechmoora,
the Yellow Sign, L'mur-Kachulos, Bran, and the Magnum Innominandum
—and was drawn back chrough nameless aeons and inconcewvable dimen-
sions to worlds of elder, outer enoty at which the crazed auchor of che
Necranomicon had only guessed in che vaguest way | was told of the pics of
primal life, and of the sereams chat had erickled down therefrom; and final-
ly, of the tiny rivaler from one of those streams which had become encan-
gled wich the destinies of our own earth.

My brain whirled; and where before 1 had accempeed to explain chings
away, | now began co believe in the mose abnormal and incredible wonders.
The array of vital evidence was damnably vast and overwhelming; and the
cool, sciennfic aracude of Akeley—an attitude removed as far as imaginable
from the demented, che fanacical, che hysterical, or even the extravagantly

speculative—had a tremendous effect on my chought and judgmenc. By the
cime [ laid che frighcful leccer aside 1 could underscand che fears he had come
to entercain, and was ready co do anything in my power to keep people away
from those wild, haunted hills. ¥ven now, when time has dulled the impres-
sion and made me half question my own expenence and hornible doubts,
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play the record for others—a tremendous pity, too, that all of his letters
were lost, To me, with my first-hand impression of the actual sounds, and
with my knowledge of che background and surrounding circumseances, che
voice was 4 monscrous ching. [e swaftly followed the human voice in ricual-
1stic response, but in my imaginacion ic was a morbid echo winging its way
across unimaginable abysses from unimaginable outer hells. It is more than
two years now since [ last ran off thac blasphemous waxen cylinder; bur ac
this moment, and at all other moments, [ can seill hear char feeble, fiendish
buzzing as it reached me [or che Grse time,

"Ll Sbub-Nigguratn! The Black Goar of the Woodls with & Thogsand Youne!”

Bur though chat voice 8 always in my ears, | have not even yer been
able to analyse it well enough for a graphic descripeion. It was like the drone
of some loathsome, gigancic insect ponderously shaped into dhe articulate
speech of an alien species, and 1 am perfectly cereain thar the organs pro-
ducing 1t can have no resemblance to che vocal organs of man, or indeed o
those of any of che mammalia, There were singulanicies in tmbre, range,
and overtones which placed chis phenomenon wholly ouside che sphere of
humanity and earth-life. [es sudden advent thae firse time almost stunned
me, and | heard the rese of the record chrough in a sore of abseracted daze.
When the longer passage of buzzing came, cthere was a sharp intensification
of that feeling of blasphemous infinicy which had scruck me during che
shoreer and earbier passage. Ac last the record ended abruptly, dunng an
unusually clear speech of the human and Boscoman voice; buc | sac stupid-
ly staring long afeer the machine had automatically scopped.

I hardly need say chae I gave that shocking record many anocher playing,
and that | made exhaustive atternpts ar analysis and comment in comparing
notes with Akeley. It would be boch useless and discurbing to repeac here all
that we concluded; but I may hint thar we agreed in bebeving we had secured
a clue to the source of some of the mose repulsive pomordial customs in the
cryptic elder religions of mankind. It seemed plain to us, also, that there were
ancient and elaborace alliances bevween the hidden outer creatures and certain
members of the human race, How extensive chese alliances were, and how
their scace today might compare wich cheir scate in earlier ages, we had no
means of guessing; yer at bese chere was room for a limieless amount of hor
rified speculation. There seemed to be an awful, immemorial linkage in sev-
eral definire seages betwiet man and nameless infinity, The blasphemies which
appeared on earch, it was hinted, came from the dark planet Yuggoch, at the
rim of the solar system; but this was iseli merely the populous ourpost of a
frighcful interscellar race whose uloimace source muse lie far outside even che
Einsteinian space-time continuum oOr greatest known cosmos.

Meanwhile we continued to dhscuss the black stone and che besc way of
gecting it to Arkham—Akeley deeming it inadvisable to have me visit him
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recall an incident which might have much bearing on my loss—an argument
with a very curious-voiced man, lean, sandy, and rustic-looking, when the
crain was waiting at Keene, N .H. | shorely afrer one o'clock standard cime,

The man, he said, was greacly excieed abour a heavy box which he
claimed to expect, bue which was neicher on the train nor entered on the
company’s books. He had given the name of Stanley Adams, and had had
such a queerly thick droning voice, thac it made che clerk abnormally dizzy
and sleepy to listen to him. The clerk could not remember quite how the
conversacion had ended, bur recalled scarcing inco a fuller awakeness when
the cramn began o move. The Boston agent added chac chos clerk was a
young man of wholly unquestioned veraciey and rehabilicy, of known
ancecedents and long wich che company.

That evening I went to Boston to interview the clerk in person, having
obtained his name and address from the office. He was a frank, prepossess-
ing fellow, but 1 saw chat he could add nothing to his original account.
Oddly, he was scarcely sure that he could even recognise che scrange inguir-
er again. Realsing chat bhe had no more o cell, | recumed o Arkham and
sat up till morning writing lecters ro Akeley, to the express company, and to
the police deparement and stacion agent in Keene. | fele thae che scrange-
voiced man who had so queerly affected the clerk must have a pivoral place
in the ominous business, and hoped chiac Keene station emplovees and cele-
graph-office records mighe cell something abouc him and abouc how he hap-
pened o make his inquiry when and where he did.

I must admit, however, that all my investigations came to nothing. The
queer-voiced man had indeed been noticed around che Keene station in che
early afternoon of July 18, and one lounger seemed to couple him vaguely
with a heavy box; but he was altogether unknown, and had not been seen
before or since. He had not visieed the celegraph office or recewved any mes-
sage 50 far as could be learned, nor had any message which mighe juscly be
consilered a notice of the black stone’s presence on Mo, 3508 come chrough
the office for anyone. Narurally Akeley joined with me in conducring these
inquiries, and even made a personal trip 0 Keene to question the people
around che stacion: but his accicude coward che macter was more facalistic than
minge. He seemed o find the loss of the box a portentous and menacing ful
filment of inevitable tendencies, and had no real hope ac all of 1cs recovery. He
spoke of the undoubred elepathic and hypnotic powers of the hll creatores
and their agenes, and in one lecter hinted thar he did not believe the stone was
on this earch any longer. For my pare, [ was duly enraged, for [ had fele there
was at least a chance of learning profound and asconishing chings from che
old, blurred hieroglyphs, The maccer would have rankled biccerly in my mind
had not Akelev's immediately subsequent leccers broughe up a new phase of
the whole horrible hill problem which ac once seized my arcention.
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Bur che affair was steadily deepening. Upon my replying to the
telegram 1 received a shaky note from Akeley with che astonishing news
that he had not only never sent the wire, but had not received the leccer
from me to which it was an obvious reply. Hasty inquiries by him ac Bellows
Falls had brought out chat the message was deposived by a serange sandy-
haired man with a curiously thick, droning voice, chough more than this he
could not learn. The clerk shewed him the original cexe as scrawled in pen-
cil by the sender, but the handwriting was wholly unfamiliar. It was notice-
able that che signature was misspelled—A-K-E-L-Y, wichout the second
“E." Cercain conjectures were inevicable, bur amidse che obvious crisis he did
not stop to elaborare upon them.

He spoke of the death of more dogs and the purchase of still others, and
of the exchange of gunfire which had become a sectled fearure each moon-
less night, Brown’s prines, and che prines of at least one or two more shod
human figures, were now found regularly among che claw-prints in che
road, and ac che back of che farmyard. [c was, Akeley admicced, a precey bad
business; and before long be would probably have o go to lve wich his
Califormia son whether or nor he could sell che old place. Bur ic was not easy
to leave che only spot one could really chink of as home, He must oy o
hang on a lictle longer; perhaps he could scare off the intruders—especially
if he openly gave up all furcher accempes to penetrate cheir secrecs,

Wronng Akeley ac once, [ renewed my offers of ad, and spoke again of
visiting hum and helping him convince the auchonoes of his dire peril. [n his
reply he seemed less ser againse thar plan than his pase atticude would have
led one o predice, bur said he would like to hold off a liccle while longer—
long enough to gec his things in order and reconcile himself to the idea of
leaving an almose morbidly cherished birchplace, People looked askance ac
his studies and speculacions, and 1€ would be bewer o gec quietly off wich-
out seceing the councryside in a curmoil and creacing widespread doubes of
his own samity, He had had enough, he admicted, bue he wanted ro make a
dignified exit if he could,

This leceer reached me on che twency-eighth of August, and | prepared
and mailed as encouraging a reply as I could. Apparently the encouragement
had effect, for Akeley had fewer terrors to repore when he acknowledged my
note. He was not very oprimiseic, though, and expressed the belief chat ic was
only che full moon season which was holding the crearures off. He hoped there
would not be many densely cloudy nighes, and talked vaguely of boarding in
Brartleboro when che moon waned. Again T wrote him encouragingly, buc on
Seprtember 5th chere came a fresh communicacion which had obviously
crossed my lecter in che mails; and o this I could not give any such hopeful
response. In view of ics imporeance | believe | had beteer give ic in full—as
bese | can do from memory of the shaky scripe. [e ran substancially as follows:
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Monday.
Dear Wilmarth—

A rather discouraging PS. to my last. Last night was thickly cloudy—
though no rain—and not a bit of meonlight got chrough. Things were
precty bad, and T think the end is getting near, in spite of all we have
hoped. After midnight semething landed on the roof of the house, and
the dogs all rushed up to see what it was. I could hear them snapping
and tearing around, and then one managed to get on the roof by jump-
ing from the low ell. There was a terrible ’r'ilqlﬂf up there, and I heard a
trigheful fezzime which I'll never torger. And then there was a shocking
smell. Abour che same nme bullers came through the window and near-
ly grazed me. [ think the main line of the hill creacures had got close to
the house when the dogs divided because of the roof business. Whar was
up there, [ don't know yet, bue 'm atraid the creatures are learning to
steer berter with ther space wings, | put out the hght and used the
windows for leopholes, and raked all around the house with eifle fire
aimed juse gh enough not to hut the dogs. Thar seemed to end the
business, but in the morning | found grear pools of blood 1 the yard,
besides poals of a green sticky seuff char had the worst odour | have ever
smelled. [ climbed up on the roof and found mere of the sticky stulf
there. Five of the dogs were killed—I"m afraid [ hit one myself by aim-
ing too low, for he was shot in the back. Now | am serting the panes the
shots broke, and am going to Brattlebore for more dogs. [ guess the
men at the kennels think 1 am crazy. Will drop another note larer.
Suppose Ull be ready tor moving in a week or two, though it nearly kills

me to think of it.
Hastily —
ARKELEY

But this was not the only letter from Akeley to cross mine. On the nexe
morning—Seprember Gth—still anocher came; this time a frantic scrawl
which utterly unnerved me and put me at a loss what to say or do next. Again
I cannot do better chan quote the cexe as faichfully as memory will lec me.

Tuesday.

Clouds didn’t break, so no moon again—and going into the wane any-
how, I'd have the house wired for r_-|-r.--_'tr-'r:.'it].' and putin a ﬁL‘ﬂ.FL‘hIiHl'lE if 1

didn't know they'd cut the cables as fast as they could be mended,

[ think [ am going crazy. [t may be that all [ have ever wntten you 15 a
dream or madness, [t was bad enough before, but this time 1t = too
much. They talled to me fasi wiphi—salked 1n chat cursed buzzing voice
and told me chings that 1 dare st repeai to your. | heard them plainly
above the barking of the dogs, and once when they were drowned out 2
bezwran voice belped them. Keep out of this, Wilmarth—it is worse than
either you or [ ever suspected. They don's mwan to fot me get v Califoriia

m.lr.rH'J!'ch' st fo fake ane .'i?'.fu"r'r':'. o dbilat J'J!'J.'.lrrn'c:f:."a"_}' Py HF:'N.".-'I:":"_“I:' st
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Bue [ haven't told you the worse, Wilmarch, Brace up ro read chus, for it
will give you a shock. [ am telling the eruth, though, Te s chis— fare
sgen and tiveched ane of e thingr, o parl of one of the things, God, man, but
it's awiul! [r was dead, of course, One of the dogs had it, and [ found »
near the kennel this morning. 1 tried o save 1t in the woodshed re con-
vince people of the whoele thing, bur it all evaporated in a few hours.
Nothing lefe. You know, all those things in the rivers were seen only on
the fist morning after the flood. And here's the worst. [ toied to photo-
graph it for you, but when | developed the film iere wain't aspthing aisi-
bfe exeept i woodihed. Whar can the things have been made of? | saw it
and felt it, and they all leave footprines. It was surely made of matter—
but what kind of matter? The shape can't be described. It was a great
ceab with a lot of pyramided fleshy rings or knots of thick, ropy stuft
covered with feclers where a man’s head would be. That green sticky
stulf is its blocd or juice, And there are more of them due on earth any

TLnLe.

Walter Brown is missing—hasn't been scen loafing around any of his
usual corners in the villages hereaboutrs, | must have got him wich one
of my shots, though the creatures always seem to ory to take their dead

and wounded away,

CGrot into town this afternoon without any trouble, bor am afraid they're
beginning to hold off because they're sure of me. Am writing this in
Brattlebors BO. This may be goodbye—if it is, write my son (George
Goodenough Akeley, 176 Pleasant St., San Diego, Cal., bt don's come s
heve. Write the boy if you don't hear from me in a week, and watch the

papers for news.

I'm going to play my last two cards now—if [ have the will power left.
First to try poisen gas on the things (I've got the right chemicals and
have fixed up masks for mj,'ﬁc-]f and the dogs) and then if that doesn't
work, tell the sheriff. They can lock me in 2 madhouse it they want to—
it’'ll be better than what the ader rvaires would do. Perhaps [ can gert
them to pay attention to the prints around the house—they are faine,
but I can find them every morning. Suppose, though, pelice would say 1

faked them somehow; tor they all chink 'm a queer characrer.

Must eey to have a state polkeman spene a night here and see for him-
self—though it would be juse like the creatures co learn abour 1 and
hold off thae nighe. They cut my wires whenever | try to telephone in
the night—the linemen think it & very queer, and may tesedy for me of
they don't go and imagine [ cut them myself. | haven't tried to keep

‘l'I'.iE!TL I'I'.'].'.IE.I-I'I'.'L‘I. |.-I.IIF over a W{‘\{.I:'E ML,

[ could get some of the ignorant peeple to testify for me aboue the reali-
ry of the horrors, but everybody langhs ar what chey say, and anyway,
they have shunned my place for so long thar they don't know any of the
new events. You couldn’t get one of those run-down farmers to come
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ing. The rext, though, was marvellously accurare for a cyro’s work; and |
concluded chat Akeley must have used a machine at some previous period—
perhaps in college. To say chac the leccer relieved me would be only fair, yer
beneach my rehef lay a subscracum of uneasiness. If Akelev had been sane in
his terror, was he now sane in his delwerance? And the sore of “improved
rapport” mentioned ... what was it The entire thing implied such a dia-
metrical reversal of Akeley’s previous acticude! Bur here is the substance of
the text, carefully transcribed from a memory in which 1 take some pride,

Townshend, Vermont,
Thursday, Sepr. 6, 1928,

To Albere N, Wilmarth, Esq.,
Miskatonic Universicy
Arkham, Mass.

My dear Wilmarth:—

It gives me great pleasure to be able to set you at rest regarding all the
silly things I've been writing you- [ say "silly”, altheugh by that | mean
my frightened attitude rather chan my descriptions of certain phenome-
na. Those phenomena are real and imporcant enough; my mistake had

besn in -:-.-it:LHis.h-in;; an anomalous attitude toward them.

[ think I mentioned that my strange visitors were beginming to commus-
nicate with me, and to attempt such commumecation. Lase nighe this
exchange of speech became actual. In response o certain signals |
admitted to the house a messenger from those ourside—a fellow-
human, let me hasten to say. He told me muoch that neither you nor |
had even begun to guess, and shewed clearly how totally we had mis-
judged and misinterpreted the purpose of the Outer Ones in maintain-

ing their secret colony on this plance.

It seems that the evil legends abour whar they have offered o men, and
what they wish in connexion with the earth, are wholly the resale of an
ignorant misconception of allegorical speech—speech, of course, mould-
ed by cultural backgrounds and thoughe-habits wvasely different from
anything we dream of. My own conjectures, [ treely own, shor as widely
past the mark as any of the guesses of illiterate farmers and savage
Inchians, What | had theught morbsd and shameful and 1gnominious =
in realicy awesome and mind-expanding and even glorfari—my previous
estimate being merely a phase of man's eternal tendency to hate and

tear and shrink from the sttenly Jéfforen,

Now [ regret the harm | have inflicted upon these alien and incredible
beings in the course of our nightly skirmishes. If only 1 had consented 1o
ralk peacetully and reasonably wich them in the first place! But chey
bear me no grudge, their emotions being organised very differently from
curs, [t s theirr mustorrune to have had as their human agents in
Vermont some very inferior specimens—ithe late Walter Brown, for
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example. He prejudiced me vastly againse them, Aceually, they have
never knowingly harmed men, but have often been cruelly wronged aned
spred upon by our species, There is a whole secret cult of evil men (a
man of your mystical erudition will underseand me when [ Link them
with Hastur and the Yellow Sign) devored o the purpose of tracking
them down and injuring them on behall of monstrous powers from
other dimensions. [t is against these aggressors—not against normal
humanity—=that the drastic precautions of the Outer Ones are directed.
Incidentally, | learned that many of our lost letters were stelen not by

the Carer Oines bue by the emissaries of this malign cale.

All that the Outer Ones wish of man is peace and nen-moelestation and
an increasing intellectual rappore. Thes lacter s absolutely necessary now
that our inventions and devices are expanding our knowledge and
[]'ll.:'ti'i.!r:lh, iln'i.i ]'Il:l':i.i[],".’: i[ e ;.-I.f“ltl rere Jlr'[]|.1l.'lb?ii.|."|.ﬂ.' j'i.:’]' [.I'I:'L' ‘:.}Lul:'ﬂ.'l.' ':.}]'Iﬂ.'-\.“'ll
ntat‘m;tr}' l..lLl.LI.'lL?:‘”:F L L'}'i.:ib-[ .rl.":-rﬂlﬂlé' an fh:ﬁ |:5|.i.1 net. ‘llll'IL' -Cl.]iﬂ.'n |.'|L':i]'|,!£f_:‘- l:l.L':."-II.'L'
re know mankind more fully, and eo bave a few of mankind's philosoph-
i and scentific leaders know more about them. With such an exchange
of knowledge all perils will pass, and a sarsfactory madles véivend be
established, The very idea of any artempr o enlaey or degrade mankind
i nidiculous,

A= a bcﬂinnfng of this improved rapport, the Outer Ones have natum”}'
chosen me—whose knowledge of them is already so considerable—as
their primary interpreter on earth. Much was rold me last night—{facrs
of the most stupendous and vista-opening nature—and more will be
subsequently communicated o me both crally and in writing. 1 shall
not be called upon to make any trip asiride just yer, chough | shall prob-
ably s to do so later on—employing special means and transcending
everything which we have hitherte been accustomed to regard as human
expenience. My house will be besieged no longer. Everything has revert-
ed to normal, and the dogs will have no further occupation. In place of
rerror | have beer given a rich boon of knowledge and invellecrual

ill'.l.'l.'L']'ltLII!'l'.' 'l.l.'l.'ll-.li.l'.l |.-L"'.’.' l..'ltl'lt.'l' ]'I'l-i_'l]'l'J.IF I'.IZl'l.'-L' CVET HI']:lI!'I'.'I'.L

The Outer Beings are perhaps the most marvellous erganic things in or
beyond all space and time—members of a cosmaos-wide race of which all
other life-forms are merely degenerate variants. They are more vegerable
than animal, if these terms can be applied to the sort of matcer compos-
ing them, and have a somewhat tungoid serocrure; thovgh the presence
of a chlorophyll-like substance and a very singular nueritive system dif-
terentiate them altogether from true cormophytic fungi, Indeed, the
type s composed of a form of matter totally alien o our pare of space—
with electrons having a wholly ditferent wibration-rate. That is why the
beings cannot be photographed on the sdinary camera Gilms and plates
of cur known umverse, even though our eves can see them, With proper
knowledge, however, any good chemst could make a phorographic

emulsion which would record their images.
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vou at the Brateleboro station—prepare to stay as long as you can, and
expect many an evening of discussion of things beyond all human con-
pecture, Don't tell anyone about , of course—tor this matter must not
get to the promaiscuons public,

The train service o Brattleboro s not bad—you can get a time-table in
Beston. Take the B. & M, to Greenficld, and then u|3:1n}gr.- for the brief
remainder of the way. | suggest your taking the convenient 4: 10 p.m.—
standard—from Boston. This gers inte Greenficld at 7:35, and ar 9:19 a
train leaves there which reaches Braccleboro at 10001, That is week-
days. Ler me know the dare and I'll have my car on hand at the seation.
Pardon this typed lecter, but my handwriting has grown shaky of lare,
as you know, and [ don'e feel equal o long stretches of seripe. | got this
new Corona in Bractleboro yesterday—it ssems to work very well.
Awaiting word, and hoping to see you shortly with the phonograph

record and all my lecters—and the kodak prints—
[ am

Yours in anticipation,
FIENKY W, AKELEY.

The complexity of my emortions upon reading, re-reading, and ponder-
ing over this scrange and unlooked-for leceer is past adequate descripoion. |
have said chat [ was at once relieved and made uneasy, buc this expresses
only crudely the overtones of diverse and largely subconscious feelings
which comprised both che relief and the uneasiness. ‘To begin wich, the thing
was so antipodally at varance with the whole chain of horrors preceding
it—the change of mood from stark cerror o cool complacency and even
exultation was so unheralded, lighening-like, and complete! 1 could scarce-
ly believe that a single day could so alter the psychological perspecuve of
one who had wricten chac final frenoed bulletin of Wednesday, no matter
what relieving disclosures chat day mught have broughe. At certamn
moments a sense of conflicting unrealivies made me wonder whether this
whole distantly reporeed drama of fantaseic forces were not a kind of half-
illusory dream created largely wichin my own mind, Then I thoughe of che
phonograph record and gave way to scill greater bewildermence,

The leceer seemed so unlike anything which could have been expecred!
As | analysed my impression, [ saw chat 0 consseed of ewo disciner phases.
Firse, granting that Akeley had been sane before and was sull sane, che indi-
cared change in the situation itse

f was so swift and unchinkable, And sec-
ondly, the change in Akeley's own manner, atticude, and language was so
vastly bevond the normal or che predicrable, The man's whole personalicy
secemed to have undergone an insidious mucacion—a mutation so deep chae
one could scarcely reconcile his cwo aspeces with the supposicion that boch
represented equal sanicy Word-choice, spelling—all were subely different.
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And with my academic sensitiveness o prose stvle, [ could erace profound
divergences in his commonest reactions and thychm-responses. Cercainly,
the emotional cataclysm or revelation which could produce so radical an
overturn must be an extreme one indeed! Yee in another way che leccer
seemed quite characeeristic of Akeley. The same old passion for infiniey—
the same old scholarly inquisiciveness. 1 could not a moment—aor more than
a moment—credit the idea of spuriousness or malign substitucion. Did not
the invitation—the willingness to have me cest cthe cruch of che letter in per-
SON—Prove IS genuinensess’

I did not recire Sacurday mighe, bue sac up chinking of che shadows and
marvels behind che leceer [ had received. My mind, aching from che quick
succession of monstrous concepeions it had been forced to confrone during
the last four months, worked upon this startling new material in a cycle of
doubt and acceprance which repeated most of the steps experienced in fac-
ing the earlier wonders; cill long before dawn a burning inceresc and curios-
ity had begun o replace che onginal scorm of perplexicy and uneasiness.
Mad or sanc, metamorphosed or merely relieved, che chances were chae
Akeley had actually encountered some seupendous change of perspective in
his hazardouos research; some change ac once diminishing his danger—real
or fancied—and opening dizzy new wistas of cosmic and superhuman
knowledge. My own zeal for the unknown flared up to meec has, and I fele
mysell touched by che contagion of cthe morbid barner-breaking, 1o shake
off the maddening and wearying hmitacons of tme and space and natural
law—to be linked with the vast awsside—to come close to the nighted and
abysmal secrets of the infinite and che uldmare—surely such a ching was
worth the risk of one’s life, soul, and sanity! And Akeley had said there was
no longer any peril—he had invited me co visic him inscead of warning me
awiay as before, 1 ongled ac che choughe of what he mighe now have co tell
me—there was an almost paralysing fascination in the chought of sitting in
that lonely and lately beleaguered farmhouse with a man who had talked with
actual emissarics from outer space; sitting there wich the wrrible record and
the pile of lecters in which Akeley had summarised his earlier conclusions,

S0 late Sunday morning [ celegraphed Akeley chac 1 would meet him
in Braccleboro on the following Wednesday—Seprember 12ch—if chae darce
were convenient for him. In only one respect did [ depart from his sugges-
tions, and thae concerned che choice of a train. Frankly, [ did not feel like
arriving in that haunted Vermont region late ar night; o instead of accepe-
ing the train he chose I telephoned che scation and devised another arrange-
ment, By rising early and aking che 8:07 a.m. (scandard) inco Boston, |
could cacch the 9:25 for Greentield; arriving chere ac 12:22 noon. This con
nected exaccly with a crain reaching Bracdeboro ar 1:08 p.m.—a much
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cions which modernity has rouched, There would be odd survivals of chac
continuous native life whose deep roots make it che one aucthencic oue-
growth of the landscape—che continuous nacive life which keeps alive
srange ancient memories, and fercihses che soil for shadowy, marvellous,
and seldom-mentioned beliefs.

Now and then I saw the blue Connecticut River gleaming in the sun, and
after leaving Northfield we crossed it. Ahead loomed green and crypeical hills,
and when the conductor came around 1 learned char 1 was ac lasc in Vermone,
He told me to sec my warch back an hour, since the norchern hill councry
will have no dealings wich new-fangled dayhighe ome schemes. As 1 did so i
seermed o me char | was hkewise curming the calendar back a century

The train kepe close to the river, and across in New Hampshire [ could
see the approaching slope of steep Wancastiquer, about which singular old
legends cluscer, Then screets appeared on my left, and a green island shewed
in the stream on my right. People rose and filed o che door, and 1 followed
them, The car stopped, and 1 alighced beneach the long crain-shed of che
Bractleboro scacion.

Looking over the line of waiting mocors | hesicared a moment to see
which one might turn our o be che Akeley Ford, bur my identicy was
divined before [ could take the initiative. And yec it was clearly not Akeley
himself who advanced co meer me wich an ourscrerched hand and a mel-
lowly phrased query as co whedher | was indeed Mr, Albere N, Wilmarch of
Arkham. This man bore no resemblance o the bearded, grizzled Akeley of
the snapshot; but was a younger and more urban person, fashionably
dressed, and wearing only a small, dark moustache, His cultivated voice
held an odd and almose disturbing hint of vague familiaricy, chough [ could
not definicely place it in my memory.

As | surveyed ham 1 heard lom explaining chae he was a fnend of my
prospeceve host's who had come down from Townshend in las scead.
Akeley, he declared, had suffered a sudden attack of some asthmatic trou-
ble, and did not feel equal to making a trip in the cutdoor air, It was not
serious, however, and chere was to be no change in plans regarding my visic,
I could not make ouc juse how much chis Mr, Noyes—as he announced him-
self—knew of Akeley's researches and discoveries, chough it seemed to me
that his casual manner stamped him as a comparative outsider.
Remembering whar a hermie Akeley had been, [ was a trifle surprised ar the
ready availabilicy of such a friend; but did not ler my puzelement decer me
from entering the motor to which he gestured me. It was noc the small
ancient car | had expecred from Akeley's descriprions, bur a large and
immaculate specimen of recent patcern—apparently Noyes's own, and
bearing Massachuseres license plates wich the amusing “sacred codfish”
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device of that year. My guide, | concluded, must be a summer transient in
the Townshend region,

MNoves climbed inco the car beside me and scarced ic ac once. [ was glad
that he did noe overflow wich conversanion, for some peculbiar acmosphernc
censicy macde me feel disinclined to talk. The town seemed very accractive in
the afternoon sunlight as we swept up an incline and turned to che right into
the main screet, It drowsed like the older New England cities which one
remembers from boyhood, and someching in the collocation of roofs and
sceeples and chimneys and brick walls formed contours touching deep vinl-
strings of ancescral emotion, 1 could cell chac 1 was ac che gaceway of a
region half-bewicched chrough the pibng-up of unbroken cme-accomula-
tions; a region where old, serange things have had a chance to grow and
linger because they have never been stirred up.

As we passed out of Brattleboro my sense of conseraine ane foreboding
increased, for a vague qualicy in che hill-crowded councryside wich its tow-
enng, threatening, close-pressing green and granite slopes hinced ac obscure
secrers and immemorial sucvivals which mighe or mighe not be hoseile o
mankind. For a time our course followed a broad, shallow river which flowed
down from unknown hills in che norch, and I shivered when my companion
told me it was che West River. It was in this scream, 1 recalled from news-
paper items, thac one of che morbid crab-like beings had been seen floating
after the floods,

Gradually che country around us grew wilder and more deserced.
Archaic covered bridges lingered fearsomely out of the past in pockers of the
hills, and che half-abandoned railway track paralleling the river seemed o
exhale a nebulously visible air of desolation, There were awesome sweeps of
vivid valley where greac clifs rose, New England’s virgin granice shewing
grey and avscere through the verdure thae scaled che creses. There were
gorges where untamed streams leaped, beaning down toward the niver the
unimagined seceees of a chousand pathless peaks. Branching away now and
then were narrow, half-concealed roads chat bored their way through solid,
luxuriant masses of forest among whose primal trees whole armies of ele-
mental spirics mighe well lurk, As 1 saw chese 1 choughe of how Akeley had
been molested by unseen agencies on his drives along this very route, and
cicd not wonder that such things could be.

The quaine, sightly village of Newfane, reached 1n less than an hour, was
our last link with that world which man can definitely call his own by virtue
of conquest and complete occupancy. After thar we cast off all allegiance to
immediate, tangible, and dme-touched chings, and encered a fancascic
world of hushed unrealicy in which the narrow, nbbon-like road rose and fell
and curved with an almost sencient and purposeful caprice amidse the ten-
antless green peaks and half-deserted valleys. Except for the sound of the
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blossorns, and at vast intervals the small brown farmsteads nestling amidse
huge trees beneath vertical precipices of fragrant brier and meadow-grass.
Even che sunlight assumed a supernal glamour, as if some special acmos-
phere or exhalanion mantled che whole region. [ had seen noching hike e
before save in the magic vistas chat somenimes form the backgrounds of
[talian primitives. Sodoma and Leonardo conceived such expanses, but only
in the distance, and through the vaultings of Renaissance arcades, We were
now burrowing bodily through the midst of che picture, and 1 seemed o
find in its necromancy a ching 1 had innarely known or inhericed, and for
whach 1 had always been vainly searching.

Suddenly, after rounding an obruse angle ac che top of a sharp ascenr,
the car came ro a standstill. On my left, across a well-kepe lawn which
stretched o che road and faunced a border of white-washed stones, rose a
white, two-and-a-half story house of vnusual size and elegance for the
region, with a congeries of contiguous or arcade-linked barns, sheds, and
windmill behind and to the righe. 1 recognised i ac once from che snapshot
| had recewved, and was not surpnsed to see the name of Henry Akeley on
the galvanised-iron mail-box near the mad. For some distance back of the
house a level screcch of marshy and sparsely wooded land extended, bevond
which soared a steep, chickly forested hillside ending in a jagged leafy cresc.
This laceer, | knew, was che summic of Dark Mouncain, half way up which
we must have chimbed already.

Alighting from che car and taking my valise, Noyes asked me to wan
whale he wene i and nonfied Akelev of my advent, He himself, he added,
had important business elsewhere, and could not stop for more than a
moment. As he briskly walked up the pach to the house 1 climbed out of the
car myself, wishing to strecch my legs a licdle before sectling down o a seden-
tary conversation, My feeling of nervousness and tension had nsen co a max-
imum again now that | was on the actual scene of the morbid beleaguening
described so hauntingly in Akeley's lecters, and | honestly dreaded che com-
ing discussions which were to link me with such alien and forbidden worlds.

Close contact with the ucterly bizarre is often more cerrifying chan
inspiring, and it did not cheer me o chink thac this very bic of dusey road
was the place where those monstrous cracks and chat foend green ichor had
been found after moonless nighes of fear and deach. Idly | noticed chae none
of Akeley's dogs seemed to be about. Had he sold them all as soon as che
Ourer Ones made peace with him? Tey as | mighe, [ could not have the same
confidence in the depth and sincericy of that peace which appeared in
Akeley's final and queerly different leccer, Afcer all, he was a man of much
simplicicy and wich licele worldly experience. Was chere noc, perhaps, some
deep and sinster undercurrent beneach che surface of the new alliance?
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Led by my choughts, my eyes turned downward to the powdery road
surface which had held such hideous tescimonies. The last few days had been
dry, and cracks of all sores cluctered che ructed | irregular highway despite the
unfrequented nature of che disence. Wich a vague cunosiey | began to trace
the oucline of some of the heterogeneous impressions, trying meanwhile w
curb che flights of macabre fancy which the place and its memories suggest-
ed. There was someching menacing and uncomfortable in the funereal seill-
ness, in the muffled, subtle crickle of distane brooks, and in the crowding
zreen peaks and black-wooded precipices thar choked che narrow horizon,

And chen an mmage shot inco my conscousness which made chose
vague menaces and flighes of fancy seem mild and insigmibicane indeed. 1
have said that [ was scanning the miscellaneous prines in the road with a
kind of idle curiosity—bur all ar once thae curiosicy was shockingly snuffed
out by a sudden and paralysing gust of active terror. For though the dust
cracks were in zeneral confused and overlapping, and unlikely co arresc any
casual gaze, my rescless vision had caughre certain decails near che spot where
the path to the house joined the highway; and had recognised beyond doube
or hope the frightful significance of those decails. I was not for nothing,
alas, chat I had pored for hours over che Kodak views of the Outer Ones’
claw-prints which Akeley had senc. Too well did 1 know the marks of chose
loachsome nippers, and char hine of ambiguouws direction which scamped che
horrors as no creatores of chs planet, No chance had been lefc me for mer-
ciful miscake. Here, indeed, in objective form before my own eyes, and sure-
Iy made not many hours ago, were at least chree marks which stood out
Blasphemously among the surprising plechora of blurred footprines leading
to and from the Akeley farmhouse, They were the ballish tracks of the living
Sungs from Yuegoth,

1 pulled myself togecher in ame o sofle a scream. Afrer all, what more
wis there than | mighe have expected, assuming thae | had really beleved
Akeley's letters? He had spoken of making peace wich the things, Why,
then, was it strange that some of them had visived his house? Bue the terror
was stronger than che reassurance, Could any man be expected to look
unmoved for che {irse time upon the claw-marks of animate beings from
outer depehs of space? Juse then | saw Noyes emerge from che door and
approach with a brisk seep. | muse, [ reflected, keep command of myseli, for
the chances were thar this genial friend knew nothing of Akeley’s pro-
foundest and most stupendous probings into the forbidden.

Akeley, Noyes hastened to inform me, was glad and ready to see me;
alchough his sudden accack of aschma would prevent him from being a very
competent host for a day or cwo, These spells hic him hard when chev came,
and were always accompanied by a debilitating fever and general weakness.
He never was good for much while they lasted—had to calk in a whisper,
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and was very clumsy and feeble in geecing abour. His feer and ankles
swelled, too, so that he had to bandage chem like a goucy old beef-eater,
Today he was in racher bad shape, so cthat I would have w accend very large-
ly to my own needs: bue he was none che less eager for conversanon. 1 would
find him in the study at che lefr of che front hall—the room where the blinds
were shut. He had to keep the sunlighe out when he was ill, for his eves were
VETY SENSItve,

As Noyes bade me adieu and rode oft northward in his car 1 began o
walk slowly coward che house, The door had been lefc ajar for me; but before
approaching and entering 1 case a searching glance around che whole place,
crying to decide whae had scruck me as so incangibly queer aboue 1. The
barns and sheds looked trimly prosaic enough, and I noticed Akeley's bat-
tered Ford in its capacious, unguarded sheleer, Then che secrer of che queer-
ness reached me. It was che tocal silence. Ordinarily a farm is ac least mod-
eracely murmurous from ics various kinds ol livescock, buc here all signs of
life were mussing. What of the bhens and che hogs? The cows, of which
Akeley had said he possessed several, mighe concervably be out to pasture,
and the dogs mighe possibly have been sold; bue the absence of any cack-
ling or gruncing was truly singular,

I didd not pavse long on the pach, but resolutely entered the open house
door and closed ic behind me. It had cosc me a distince psychological efforc
to do so, and now thar 1 was shuc mside [ had a momencary longing for pre-
cipitate recreac. Not thar che place was in the least sindscer in visual sugges-
tion; on the conerary, | thought the graceful late-colonial hallway very taste-
ful and wholesome, and admired the evident breeding of the man who had
furnished it, What made me wish to flee was something very actenuaced and
indefinable. Perhaps ic was a certain odd odour which [ choughe [ noticed—
though I well knew how common muscy odours are in even che best of
ancient farmhouses,

Vil

EFUSING to lee these cloudy qualms overmaseer me, 1 recalled Noyes's
Rinﬁtruct[ims and pushed open che six-panelled, brass-lacched white door
on my lefe. The room beyond was darkened, as | had known before; and as
[ entered o | noticed that the queer odour was seronger there, There like-
wise appeared to be some faint, half-imaginary rhychm or vibration in the
air, For a moment cthe closed blinds allowed me o see very liccle, buc then a
kind of apologetic hacking or whispenng sound drew my atcention to &
great easy-chair in the farther, darker corner of che room. Wichin s shad-
owy depths | saw the white blur of a man'’s face and hands; and in a moment
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I had crossed o areet the figure who had cried o sp-r;al-:, Dim chnugh the
ak

picture repeiatedly, and chere could be no mistake abouc chis firm, weacher-

light was, [ perceived thar this was indeed my hose, 1 had studied che Ko

beaten face wich the cropped, gnzzled beard.

But as [ looked again my recognicion was mixed wich sadness and anx-
iety; for certainly, this face was that of a very sick man. I fele thae there muse
be something more than asthma behind chac serained, rigid, immobile
expression and vnwinking glassy stare; and realised how terribly che strain
of his {rightful experiences must have told on him, Was it noc enough
break any human being—even a younger man chan chas increpid delver ineo
the forbidden? The scrange and sudden relief, 1 feared, had come too late o
save him from something like a general breakdown. There was a touch of
the piciful in che limp, lifeless way his lean hands resced in his lap. He had
on a loose dressing-gown, and was swathed around the head and high
around the neck wich a vivid yellow scarl or hood.

And then | saw chat he was crying co talk in che same haclang whisper
with which he had greeced me. I was a hard whisper to cacch ac fiese, since
the grey moustache concealed all movements of the lips, and something in
its timbre discurbed me greacly, bue by concencrating my accention 1 could
soon make out its purpore surprisingly well, The accent was by no means a
rustic one, and che language was even more polished than correspondence
had led me to expect.

“Mr. Wilmarth, | presume? You muse pardon my noc rising. [ am quice
ill, as Mr. Noyes must have told vou; bur [ could not resise having you come
just the same. You know what 1 weote in my last leccer—chere is so much
to tell you tomorrow when 1 shall feel becter, 1 can’c say how glad 1 am to
see you in person after all our many leccers. You have che file wich vou, of
course! And the Kodak prines and record? Noyes put your valise in the
hall—I suppose you saw 1. For torught 1 fear vou'll have to wait on your-
self to a grear excent. Your room 18 upstairs—the one over chis—and you'll
see the bathroom door open at the head of the seaircase, There's a meal
spread {or you in che dining-room—right chrough this door at your righe—
which yvou can take whenever you feel like ic. U'll be a better host comor-
row-—bur just now weakness leaves me helpless,

“Make yoursell ac home—you mighe take oue che leeters and picrures
and record and pur them on the table here before you go upseairs with your
bag. 1t is here that we shall discuss them—you can see my phonograph on
that corner scand.

“Mao, thanks—chere's noching you can do for me, [ know chese spells
of old. Just come back for a liecle quier wisicing before nighe, and then go o
bed when you please. U'll resc righe here—perhaps sleep here all nighe as |
often do. In che morning I'll be far berver able to go into che things we muose
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go into. You realise, of course, the ucterly stupendous nature of the mareer
before us. ‘I us, as to only a few men on this earch, chere will be opened up
gulfs of ame and space and knowledge beyond anything wichin the con-
ceprion of human science or philosophy.

“Do you know thar Einseein s wrong, and that certain objects and
forces can move with a velocity greater chan char of light? Wich proper aid
[ expect to go backward and forward in cime, and accually see and feef che
earth of remote past and furure epochs, You can't imagine the degree o
which chose beings have carried science, There is nothing chey can't do wich
the mind and body of living organsms. | expect o visic other planets, and
even other scars and galasies. The firse cop will be co Yuggoch, the nearese
world fully peopled by che beings. [ is a scrange darck orb atc che very rim of
our solar system—unknown to earchly astronomers as yer, But [ must have
written you about this, Ac the proper time, you know, the beings chere will
direct chought-currencs coward vs and canse it to be discovered—or perhaps
let ane of cherr human albes give che scienoses a hine,

“There are mighey cities on Youggoth—grear vers of terraced towers
buile of black stone like the specimen | tried o send you. That came from
Yuggoth. The sun shines chere no brigheer chan a star, bue che beings need
no lighe. They have other, subcler senses, and put no windows in their great
houses and cemples. Lighe even hures and hampers and confuses them, for
it does noc exise ac all in che black cosmos ouwside ame and space where chey
came from onginally. To visic Yuggoch would drive any weak man mad—
vet | am going there, The black rivers of pitch that flow under those mys-
terious Cyclopean bridges—ithings buile by some elder race extince and for-
gotten before the beings came o Yuggoth from che ultimate voids—ought
to be enough to make any man a Dance or Poe if he can keep sane long
encugh to wll what he has seen.

“But remember—chae dark world of fungoid gardens and windowless
cities 1sn'e really cernble. It s only to us that ic would seem so. Probably thos
world seemed juse as terrible o the beings when they first explored it in the
primal age. You know they were here long before che fabulous epoch of
Cehulhu was over, and remember all abour sunken R'lyeh when it was above
the waters, They've been mside che earth, roo—chere are openings which
human beings know nothing of—some of them in chese very Vermont
hills—and great worlds of unknown hfe down there;, blue-lieten K'n-yan,
rec-litten Yoth, and black, lightless N'kai, [t's from N'kai thar frigheful
Tsathoggua came—vyou know, the amorphous, toad-like god-creature men-
cioned in che Pugforic Mamaseriprs and che Necrompmicon and che Commoriom
myth-cycle preserved by che Adantean high-priese Klarkash-Ton,
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mate infinity, the juxcaposition of dimensions, and che frighcful position of
our known cosmos of space and time in the unending chain of linked cos-
mos-atoms which makes up che immediate super-cosmos of curves, angles,
and maceral and semi-marenal eleccronic organisacion.

Mever was a sane man more dangerously close to the arcana of basic
entity—never was an organic brain nearer to utter annihilacion in the chaos
that transcends form and force and symmeery, 1 learned whence Cehulha

frrest came, and why half the great cemporary stars of history had flared forch.,

[ puessed—{rom hines which made even my informane pause cimidly—rche
secret behind che Magellanie Clouds and globular nebulae, and che black
cruth veiled by the immemonal allegory of Tao. The nature of the Dholes
was plainly revealed, and 1 was told che essence (though not the source) of
the Hounds of Tindalos. The legend of Yig, Father of Serpents, remained
figurative no longer, and I scarted with loaching when told of the monstrous
nuclear chaos beyond angled space which che Necrowomiom had mercifully
cloaked under the name of Azachoch. It was shocking to have the foulese
nightmares of secree myth cleared vp in concrete terms whose stark, mor-
bid hatefulness exceeded the boldest hines of ancient and mediaeval mystics.
Ineluctably 1 was led to believe char the first whisperers of these accursed
tales must have had discourse with Akeley’s Outer Ones, and perhaps have
visited outer cosmic realms as Akeley now proposed visicing cthem,

I was told of the Black Stone and what it implied, and was glad chac i
had not reached me. My guesses about those hieroglyphics had been all too
correct! And vet Akeley now seemed reconciled co the whole fiendish sys-
tem he had stumbled upon; reconciled and eager to probe farcher into che
monstrous abyss, | wondered what beings he had talked with since his last
letter to me, and whether many of them had been as human as chac firsc
emissary he had menooned, The ension in my head grew insufferable, and
I buile up all sores of wild theones about the queer, persistent odour and
those insichious hines of vibration in the darkened room.,

Night was falling now, and as | recalled what Akeley had written me
abour those earlier nights 1 shuddered to chink there would be no moon.
Mor did 1 like che way the farmhouse nescled in cthe lee of chae colossal
foresced slope leading up o Dark Mountain's unvisiced crese, Wich Akeley's
permission | ligheed a small oal lamp, turned e low, and see it on a distane
bookcase beside the ghostly buse of Milton; bur afterward | was sorry | had
done so, for it made my host's serained, immobile face and listless haneds
look damnably abnormal and corpse-like. He seemed half-incapable of
mocion, though [ saw him nod sciffly once in a while,

After what he had told, 1 could scarcely imagine whar profounder
secrers he was saving for the morrow; but at last it developed chac his eoip
to Yuggoth and beyond—and wey oum poctble particpation in fi—was to be



The Whisperer in Diarkness 1849

1o be brief and plain, the machine with the tubes and sound-box began
to speak, and with a point and intelligence which left no doubc thac the
speaker was actually present and observing us. The voice was loud, meeal-
lic, hifeless, and plainly mechanical in every decail of 10 production. Te was
incapable of inflection or expressiveness, bue scraped and raceled on with a
deadly precision and deliberation.

“Mr. Wilmarch,” it said, “T hope 1 do not startle you. T am a human
being like yourself, chough my body is now resting safely under proper vical-
ising creacment inside Round Hill, about a mile and a half easc of here. 1
myself am here wich you—my brain 1s in chac cylinder and 1 see, hear, and
speak chrough chese clecoronic vibracors. In a week | am going across the
void as T have been many times before, and 1 expece to have the pleasure of
Mr. Akeley's company. 1 wish [ might have yours as well; for T know you by
sight and reputation, and have kepr close track of your correspondence wich
our friend. 1 am, of course, one of the men who have become allied wich the
outside beings visicng our planet, 1 mee cthem firse in che Himalayas, and
have helped chem in varous ways. In recurn they have grven me experiences
such as few men have ever had.

“Do you realise whar it means when 1 say [ have been on thircy-seven
ditferent celestial bodies—planets, dark stars, and less definable objects—
including eight outside our galaxy and cwo oucside the curved cosmos of
space and ame? All chis has noc harmed me in che leasc. My brain has been
removed from my body by fissions so adrme chac i1c would be crude to call
the operation surgery. The visiting beings have methods which make these
extractions easy and almost normal—and one’s body never ages when the
brain is out of ic. The brain, 1 may add, is vircually immortal wich ics
mechanical faculcies and a limited nourishmenc supplied by occasional
changes in the preserving thud,

“Altogecher, | hope most heartly thae you will decide to come wich Mr
Akeley and me. The visitors are eager to know men of knowledge like your-
self, and to shew them the grear abysses char mose of us have had 1o dream
about in fanciful ignorance. [t may seem strange at first to meet chem, buc
I know you will be above minding chac. 1 chink Mr. Noyes will go along,
too-—the man who doubtless broughe you up here in his car. He has been
one of us for years—I suppose vou recognised his voice as one of those on
the record Mr. Akeley sent you.”

Ar my violent start the speaker paused a moment before concluding.

“So, Mr. Wilmarch, I will leave the macter to you; merely adding chat
a man wich your love of stcrangeness and folklore oughe never co miss such
4 chance as this. There s nothing co fear. All cransicions are pamnless, and
there 8 much to enjoy in a wholly mechanised scace of sensation. When the
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elecerodes are disconnected, one merely drops off into a sleep of especially
vivid and fantascic dreams,

“And now, if vou don’'t mind, we might adjourn our session till comor-
row. (Good nighe—just turn all che swicches back co che lefr; never mind che
exact order, though vou might lee che lens machine be lasc. Good nighe, Mr
Akeley—treat our guest well! Ready now with chose switches?”

That was all. T obeyed mechanically and shue off all three swicches,

though dazed wich doubrt of everything that had occurred. My head was scill
reeling as | heard Akeley's whispering voice telling me char 1 mighe leave all
the apparacus on the table juse as 10 was. He did not essay any comment on
what had happened, and indeed no comment could have conveyed much o
my burdened faculties. [ heard him celling me I could take che lamp to use
in my room, and deduced chac he wished co rese alone in che dark. Tt was
surely time he rested, for his discourse of the afternoon and evening had
been such as o exhaust even a vigorous man. Scill dazed, 1 bade my hosc
good mghe and wenc upscairs wich che lamp, alchough [ had an excellenc
pocker flashlighe wich me.

| was glad to be out of thar downseairs study with the queer odour and
vague suggestions of vibration, ver could not of course escape a hideous
sense of dread and peril and cosmic abnormality as [ thoughe of the place 1
was in and che forces [ was meeting. The wild, lonely region, che black, mys-
tenously forested slope towering so close behind the house, che foorprines in
the road, the sick, mooonless whisperer in che dark, che hellish cylinders and
machines, and above all the invitations to strange surgery and stranger voy-
agings—these things, all so new and in such sudden succession, rushed in
on me with & cumulacve force which sapped my will and almost under-
mined my physical strength.,

To discover that my gude Noyes was che human celebrant i chac
monstrous bygone Sabbat-ricual on the phonograph record was a parcicular
shock, though | had previously sensed a dim, repellent farmblianty in hos
voice. Another special shock came from my own ateitude toward my host
whenever | paused o analyse it; for as much as [ had inscincrively liked
Akeley as revealed in his correspondence, 1 now found thac he filled me wich
a distince repulsion. s illness oughe to have exciced my picy; but insread,
it gave me a kind of shudder. He was so rigid and inere and corpse-like—
and thar incessane whispering was so hateful and unhuman’

It occurred to me that chis whispering was different from anything else
of the kind I had ever heard,; chat, despite the curions motionlessness of the

speaker’s moustache-screened lips, it had a lacenc screngeh and carrying-
power remarkable for che wheesings of an aschmaric, 1 had been able o
understand the speaker when wholly across che room, and once or cwice it
had seemed to me chae che faine but penecrane sounds represented not so
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much weakness as deliberate repression—for what reason [ could not guess,
From the first 1 had fele a discurbing qualicy in cheir cimbre. Now, when |
eried o weigh che marteer, [ choughe [ could crace chis impression o a kind
of subconscious familianey like chae which had made Noyes's voice so han-
ly ominous. But when or where | had encouncered the ching it hinted ac,
was more than 1 could eell.

One thing was certain—I would not spend another night here. My sci-
entific zeal had vanished amidse fear and loaching, and 1 felt noching now
but a wish to escape from chis nec of morbidicy and unnacural revulsion, |
knew enough now, It must indeed be true chac strange cosmic hnkages do
cxist—Dbue such chings are surely not meant for normal human beings o
meddle wich.

Blasphemous influences seemed to surround me and press chokingly
upon my senses, Sleep, 1 decided, would be out of the question, so I merely
extinguished che lamp and chrew myself on che bed fully dressed. No doube
it was absurd, buc 1 kepe ready for some unknown emergency; gripping in
my right hand the revolver | had broughe along, and holding the pocket
flashlight in my left. Not a sound came from below, and I could imagine
how my host was siceing chere with cadaverous seiffness in the dark.

Somewhere [ heard a clock ticking, and was vaguely graceful for dhe
normality of the sound. 1c reminded me, chough, of another ching about che
region which dhsturbed me—the tocal absence of anmmal hfe, There were
certainly no farm beasts aboue, and now | realised chac even the accustomed
might-noses of wild hving chungs were absent, Except for the simseer trick-
le of distant unseen waters, that stillness was anomalous—incerplanetary—
and [ wondered what star-spawned, intangible blight could be hanging over
the region, | recalled from old legends chac dogs and ocher beascs had
always haced the Oucer Ones, and chought of whae chose cracks in the road
ruight mean.

VIl

O not ask me how long my unexpected lapse inco slumber lasted, or

how much of whar ensued was sheer dream. If | cell you chat [ awak-
ened ae a certain time, and heard and saw certain things, you will merely
answer that | did not wake then; and that everything was a dream until the
moment when 1 rushed out of the house, stumbled to che shed where 1 had
seen the old Ford, and seized char ancienc wehicle for a mad, aimless race
over the haunced hills which at lase landed me—after hours of jolang and
winding through forese-chreacened labyrinths—in a village which turned
out to be lownshend,



192 The Hastur Cycle

You will also, of course, discount everyrhing else in my repore; and
declare chae all che picrures, record-sounds, cylinder-and-machine sounds,
and kindred evidences were bits of pure deceprion pracriced on me by che
missing Henry Akeley You will even hine chac he conspired wich other
eccentrics to carry out 4 silly and elaborare hoax—rchat he had the express
shipment removed at Keene, and that he had Noyes make thae terrifying
wax record. Ie is odd, though, chat Noyes has not even yer been identified,;
that he was unknown at any of che villages near Akeley’s place, though he
must have been frequencly in che region. I wish 1 had scopped o memorise
the heence-number of his car—or, perhaps it s beceer afcer all chac 1 did noe.
For L, despice all you can say, and despice all | sometimes ooy to say to mysclf,
know that loathsome outside influences muse be lurking there in the hali-
unknown hills—and thar those influences have spies and emissaries in che
world of men. To keep as far as possible from such influences and such emis-
saries 1s all chac 1 ask of life in che fucure,

When my franoc scory sent a shentt's posse ouc o che farmhouse,
Akeley was gone withoue leaving a crace. His loose dressing-gown, yellow
scarf, and foor-bandages lay on the study floor near his corner easy-chair,
and it conld not be decided whecher any of his other apparel had vanished
with him. The dogs and livestock were indeed missing, and chere were some
curipus bullec-holes boch on che house's excerior and on some of the walls
within; bue bevond chis noching unusual could be deteceed. No cylinders or
machines, none of the evidences [ had broughe in my valise, no queer odour
or vibration-sense, no foorprines in the road, and none of the problemarical
things 1 glimpsed at che very lase,

I stayed a week in Bratcleboro after my escape, making inquiries
among people of every kind who had known Akeley; and che resules con-
vince me that che macter 15 no figmenc of dream or delusion, Akeley's queer
purchases of dogs and ammumition and chemicals, and the cucting of his
telephone wires, are mateers of record; while all who knew him—including
his son in California—concede that his occasional remarks on strange stud-
ies had a cercain consistency. Solid citizens believe he was mad, and unhesi-
cacingly pronounce all reported evidences mere hoaxes devised wich insane
cunning and perhaps abetted by eccencric associares; but che lowlier coun
try folk suseain his statements in every deeail. Ble had shewed some of these
rustics his photographs and black stone, and had played the hideous record
for them; and they all said che footprines and buzzing voice were like those
described in ancescral legends,

They said, too, chac suspicions sights and sounds had been nociced
increasingly around Akeley's house afrer he found che black stone, and chac
the place was now avoided by everybody except the mail man and other
casual, tough-minded people. Dark Mouncain and Round Hill were both
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notoriously haunted spors, and 1 could find no one who had ever closely
explored either. Occasional disappearances of natives throughout che dis-
erice's hiscory were well accesced, and chese now included che semi-vagabond
Walter Brown, whom Akeley's lecters had mentioned, | even came upon one
farmer who thoughe he had personally glimpsed one of the queer bodies ac
flood-time in che swollen West River, bue his cale was too confused o be
really valuable,

When [ lefc Braceleboro I resolved never to go back to Vermone, and |
feel quice certain 1 shall keep my resolucion. Those wild hills are surely the
outpost of a frighdul cosmic race—as | doubr all che less since reading chac
a new mnch planee has been ghimpsed beyond Neprune, juse as chose inflo-
ences had said it would be glimpsed. Ascronomers, with a hideous appro-
priateness they lictle suspect, have named chis ching “Pluto.” 1 feel, beyvond
quescion, that it is noching less than nighted Yuggoth—and 1 shiver when
I cry co figure out che real reason by its monscrous dentzens wish ic o be
known in chis way ac chis especial oime. 1 vainly ooy o assure myself chac
these daemonic creatures are not gradually leading up o some new policy
hurtful to the earch and its normal inhabitanes,

But 1 have seill to cell of che ending of thae cerrible night in che farm-
house. As | have said, 1 did finally drop into a croubled doze; a doze filled
with bits of dream which involved monscrous landscape-ghmpses. Juse whae
awikened me [ cannoc vee say, buc char 1 did indeed awake ac s given
point [ feel very cercamn. My first confused impression was of scealthaly
creaking floor-boards in che hall outside my door, and of a clumsy, muffled
fumbling ac the lacch, This, however, ceased almose at once; so that my real-
Iy clear impressions begin wich the voices heard from the study below There
seemed to be several speakers, and I judged chat they were conversacional-
ly engaged,

By the ome | had hstened a few seconds | was broad awake, for the
nature of the voices was such as to make all choughe of sleep ndiculous, The
tones were curiously varied, and no one who had listened to that accursed
phonograph record could harbour any doubts about the narure of at lease
ewo of them. Hideous chough che idea was, 1 knew chac 1 was under che
same roof with nameless chings from abysmal space; for cthose otwo voices
were unmistakably the blasphemous buzzings which che Ouside Beings
used in their commuonication with men. The two were individually differ-
ent—idifferent in pirch, accent, and tempo—Dbut they were both of the same
damnable general kind.

A third voice was indubicably thac of a mechanical uererance-michine
connected wich one of che detached brains in che eylinders. There was as lic
tle doube about thac as about the buzzings; for the loud, metallic, Iifeless
voice of the previous evening, with its inflecoionless, expressionless scraping
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and raceling, and its impersonal precision and deliberacion, had been urrer-
ly unforgectable. For a cime [ did not pause to question whether the incelli-
zence behind che scraping was che identical one which had formerly talked
to me; but shordly afterward 1 reflecred char awy brain would emic vocal
sounds of the same quality if linked o the same mechanical speech-produc-
er; the only possible differences being in language, rhythm, speed, and pro-
nunciation. To complete the eldricch colloquy there were two acoually
human voices—one the crude speech of an unknown and evidencly rscic
man, and che ocher che suave Bosconian cones of my erscwhile guide Noyes.

As 1 enied o cacch che words which che scoutly fashioned floor so baf-
flingly 1neercepred, | was also conscious of a greac deal of sorring and
scratching and shuffling in the room below; so that I could not escape the
impression that it was full of living beings—many more than the few whose
speech 1 could single ouc. The exace nature of this scirring is excremely hard
to describe, for very few good bases of comparison exisc. Objects seemed
now and then to move across che room ke conscions enones; che sound of
their foodalls having something abouc e like a loose, hard-surfaced clacrer-
ing—as of the contact of ill-codrdinated surfaces of horn or hard rubber, [t
was, 10 use 4 more concrete bue less accurare comparison, as if people wich
loose, splintery wooden shoes were shambling and raceling about on che pol-
1ished board floor. On che nature and appearance of chose responsible {or che
sounds, I did not care to speculare,

Before long | saw that it would be impossible o disoinguish any con-
nected discourse. Isolated words—including the names of Akeley and
myseli—now and then floated up, especially when uttered by the mechan-
ical speech-producer; but cheir true significance was lost for wane of contin-
uous contexe. Thday I refuse to form any definice deductions from them, and
even their frighcful effece on me was one ol suggescion rather chan of reve-
lacion. A cernible and abnormal conclave, | fele cercain, was assembled below
me; but for what shocking deliberations 1 could not tell. It was curious how
this unquestioned sense of the malign and che blasphemous pervaded me
despite Akeley's assurances of the Oursiders’ friendliness,

With patient listening [ began co discinguish clearly between voices,
even though [ could not grasp much of what any of the voices said, 1 seemed
to carch certain eypical emocions behind some of che speakers. One of che
buzzing voices, for example, held an unmiscakable note of authoricy; whilse
the mechanical voice, notwithstanding its arcificial loudness and regularicy,
seemed to be in a position of subordination and pleading. Noves's tones
exuded a kind of conciliarory atmosphere, The ochers 1 could make no
atcempt to interpree, [ did not hear che familiar whisper of Akeley, but well
knew that such 4 sound could never penecrace the solid flooring of my room.
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I will ery to set down some of the few disjointed words and ocher sounds
I caught, labelling the speakers of the words as bese [ know how, [t was from
the speech-machine chac 1 firse picked up a few recognisable phrases.

{THE SPEECH-MACHINE)

“ooo broughe i on myself ... sent back the letters and the
record ...oend on it L. taken in L secing and hearing L.
damn you ... impersonal force, after all ... fresh, shiny cylin-
der ... greae Grod ...7
(FIRST BUZZING VOICE)

*... time we stopped ... small and human ... Akeley ...
brain ... saying ...”

(SECOND BUZZING VOLCE)
“Wyarlathotep ... Wilmarth ... records and letters ... cheap
imposture ...

(NOYES)

*,.. lan unpronounceable word or name, possibly N zah-
Kehund .. harmless .., peace ... couple of wecks |, theatri-
cal ... told vou that before ..."

(FIRST BUZZING VOILCE)

. o reason ... original plan L effects (.. Noyes can

watch ... Round Hill ... fresh cylinder ... Noyes's car ..."
(NOYES)

“oowell L all yours (.. down here L. rest L place L
(SEVERAL VOICES AT ONCE [N INDISTINGLUISHABLE
SPEECEH)

MANY FOOTSTEPRS, INCLUDING THE PECULLIAR
LOOSE STIRRING OR CLATTERING)

(A CURIOUS SORT OF FLAPPING SOUNIY
(THE SOTUND OF AN AUTOMORBILE STARTING AND
RECEDING)

{SILENCE)

That is the substance of what my ears brought me as 1 lay rigid upon
that strange upscairs bed in the haunted farmhouse among the daemoniac
hills—Ilav there fully dressed, wath a revolver clenched in my nght hand and
a pocket flashlight gnpped in my lefe. | became, as 1 have said, broad awake;
but a kind of obscure paralysis nevercheless kept me inere till long afeer the
last echoes of the sounds had died away, | heard che wooden, deliberate tick-
ing of the ancient Connecticut clock somewhere far below, and ae lase made
out the irregular snoring of a sleeper. Akeley muse have dozed off alter che
serange session, and [ could well believe that he needed o do so.
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[ paused, lecting the flashlight wander abour the dark study and racking my
brain for explanations of the curn affairs had caken,

Would to heaven 1 had quiecly left che place before allowing chat lighe
to rese again on the vacane chaie. As 1 curned oue, 1 did not leave quiecly;
but with a muffled shriek which muse have discurbed, though i did noe
quite awake, the sleeping sentinel across the hall. That shriek, and Noyes's
still-unbroken snore, are the last sounds | ever heard in chat morbidity-
choked farmhouse beneach the black-wooded crest of a haunted moun-
tain—ichar focus of trans-cosmic horror amidse che lonely green hills and
curse-muccering brooks of a speceral ruscic land.

Lt 18 4 wonder that [ did noc drop flashlighe, valise, and revolver in my
wild scramble, but somehow | failed to lose any of these. 1 actually managed
to get out of chat room and chat house without making any further noise,
to drag myself and my belongings safely into the old Ford in che shed, and
to set chat archaic vehicle in moton coward some unknown poinc of safecy
in the black, moonless nighe. The nde chae followed wis a prece of delirum
out of Poe or Rimbaud or che drawings of Doré, bue finally | reached
Tovwnshend. That is all If my saniey is still unshaken, | am lucky. Sometimes
[ fear what the years will bring, especially since thar new planee Pluto has
been so curiously discovered,

As [ have implied, 1 lec my flashlighe recurn o the vacant easy-chair
afcer 1cs carcuic of che room; then nococing for che firse ome che presence of
certain objects in the sear, made inconspicuous by che adjacent loose folds
of the empty dressing-gown, These are the objeces, three in number, which
the investigators did not find when they came later on. As 1 said ar the out-
set, there was nothing of actual visual horror about them. The touble was
in whart cthey led one o infer. Even now 1 have my moments of hali-doubc—
moments 1n which [ half accepr the scepacism of those who attribute my
whole experience to dream and nerves and delusion.

The three things were damnably clever constructions of their kind, and
were furnished with ingenious meral clamps o attach them o organic
developments of which 1 dare not form any conjecture. 1 hope—devoutly
hope
my inmost fears tell me. Grear God! Thae whisperer in darkness wich ies

that chey were che waxen products of a mascer arcise, despite what

morbid odour and wibracons! Sorcerer, emissary, changeling, oursider ..
that hideous repressed buzzing ... and all che cime in char fresh, shiny cylin-
der on the shelf .. poor devil ... "prodigious surgical, biological, chemical,
and mechanical skill™ .. ..

For the chings in che chair, perfece to the lasc, subcle decail of micro-
scopic resemblance—or ddenticy—were the face and hands of Henry
Wentworch Akeley.



ICHARD Lupoff's sequel to “The Whsperer in Darkness”™ makes full and inge-
R.nl'-:t-us use of the fact that many things deemed cutrageous in Lovecratt's day are
widely accepted (it no less outeageous) in our own. The idea of contact with beings
trom other worlds s one such. Lovecraft once wrote, in an essay on “Interplancrary
Fiction”, chat the sheer, dumbtounding fact of standing on or contacting an alien world
should by irselt carry high encugh volrage tor the story o require no other shock.

In “The Whisperer in Darkness” any acrual contact berween humans and
aliens, though clearly implied early on, 15 always presented to the reader second- or
thirdhand (a transcripe of a memory of heating a recording, seeing tracks in the road,
seeming o speak with an old triend who only later turns our to be impersonarted by
a space alien), But Lupolf knew that reday chere are geeat numbers of people who
believe they are channeling the voices of dsembodied space intelhgences every day.
He knew that in a sequel he'd have to take this much for granted, S0 insread he went
on to place the surprise elsewhere, What he does is o bring Akeley’s canned intel-
ligence back into a brave new world, perhaps one as strange 1n s way as black-tow-
ered Youggoth.

One thing you will notice is how Lupof’s sequel is buile on a neglected possi-
bilicy for interpreting Lovecraft’s original tale. We usually suppose that Akeley has
been forcibly supplanted before Wilmarch's arrival, that the last letters and che shad-
owed interview were part of a trap. We blame narrator Wilmarth for being so
gullible (or rather author Lovecraft for making him so), but suppose Akeley had
indeed been convinced and converred by the aliens and wens with them of his own
free will. A play would still have been staged for Wilmareh's benefir, since the eruth
would simply have been too much for him to face unveiled in the circumstances.
Lupoft has engaged this possibilicy, With interesting resules ...

Ramsey Campbell once smd he'd “award to Dick Lupoff the (cunously shaped)
palm: for one of the finest Lovecraft pastiches ['ve read anywhere: ‘Documents in the
Case of Elizabeth Akeley™ It firse appeared in Fantary & Setence Fiction, March 1982,



Documents in the Case of
Elizabeth Akeley

by Richard A. Lupoft

URVEILLANCE of cthe Spiritual Light Brocherhood Church of San

Diego was initiated as a result of certain evenrs of che mid- and late

1970s. Greac concroversy had arisen over che conduce of the followers
of the Gum Maharaj-j1, the Internacional Sociery for Krshna Consciousness
(the “Hare Krishnas"), the Church of Scientology, and the Unificacion
Church headed by the Reverend Sun Myung Moon.

These activities were cloaked in the Constitutional shield of “freedom
of religion™, and che cules for the most parc resisted suggestions of investi-
gation by grand juries or other official bodies.

Even so, the cragic events concerning che People's Temple of San
Francisco aroused governmene concern which could not be scymied. Whale
debate raged publicly over the question of opening cult records, federal and
local law enforcement agencies covertly entered che field.

[t was within this context chac interese was aroused concerning the
operation of the Spiricoal Light Brocherhood, and concerning ics leader, che
Radianc Mother Elizabech Akeley.

Ouewardly there was nothing secrec in che operation of Mocher
Akeley's church. The group operated from a building located ac the corner
of Second Sereet and Ash in a neighborhood described as “genceel shabby™,
midway between the commercial center of San Diego and the city's tourise-
orienced waterfront area.

The building occupied by the church had been ereceed originally by a
more conventional denominacion, bue the vicssicudes of shifting population
caused the building to be deconsecrated and sold to the Spiritual Light
Brotherhood. The new owners, led by their order’s founder and chen-leader,
the Radiant Facher George Goodenough Akeley, clearly marked che build-
ing wich its new identicy,
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The headline was changed on the church’s bulletin board, and che
symbaol of the Spiricual Light Beotherhood, a shining cetrahedron of neon
tubing, was erecced atop the sceeple. A worship service was held each
Sunday morning, and a spiricual message service was conducred each
Wednesday everung.

In later years, following the death of the Radiane Father in 1971 and
cthe accession to leadership of the church by Elizabech Akeley, church
archives were maintained in the form of cape recordings. The Sunday ser-
vices were apparencly a bland amalgam of nondenominacional Judeo-
Chrscian ceachings, half-baked and quarcer-underscood Onencal mysocism,
and cications from che works of Hinscein, Hesenberg, Shklowvska, and Fermi.

Surviving cassertes of the Wednesday message service are similarly
innocuous. Congregants were invited to submit questions or requests for
messages from deceased relacives. The Radiane Mocher accepred a limited
number of such requests ac each service. The congregancs would arrange
themselves in a circle and link cheir fingers 10 che classic manner of parcici-
pants i seances, Mother Akeley would enrer a trance and proceed w
answer the questions or deliver messages from the deceased, “as che spiries
moved her”

Audioanalysis of the tapes of these seances indicates chae, while the
intonacion and accent of che voices varied greacly, from che whines and lisps
of small children co the quaverings of che superannuaced, and from che soft-
ened and westernzed pronuncianions of nacve San Diegans co che harsh and
barbaric tones of their New Yorker parencs, the vocal apparatus was at all
eimes that of Elizabeth Akeley. The variations were no greater than chose
attainable by an actress of professional craining or natural brilliance,

Such, however, was not che case with a starcling porcion of che cassette
for the session of Wednesday, June 13, 1979, The Radiant Mother asked her
congregants if anyone had a quescon for the spicics or if any person present
wished to attempt contact with some deceased individual,

A number of questions were answered, dealing with the vsual matrers
of marriage and divorce, reassurances of improved health, and counseling as
to investments and careers.

An elderly congregant who was present stared char her husband had
died the previous week, and she soughe affirmation of his happiness “on the
other side.”

The Radiane Mother moaned. Then she muttered incoherently. All of
this was as usual at the beginning of her trances, Shortly the medium’s vocal
quality aleered, Her normally sofc, racher pleasanc, and discincely feminine
voice dropped in register unol it suggested chat of 4 man, Simultaneously,
her contemporary Californian diction curned inco the ewang of a raral
New Englander
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While the sound quality of chis tape is excellent, che medium’s diceion
was unformunately not so. The resulting record is necessarily fragmencary. As

nearly as it has been cranscribed, chis i i

“Wilmarth ... Wilmarth ... back. Have come ... Antares ...
Neptune, Plute, Yuggoth, Yes, Wilmarth, Yug—

“Are you ... If [ cannot receive ... Windham Counry ... yes,
Townshend ... round hill, %Wilmarth still alive?* Then who ...
S0M, 500 ...,

. ever receives ... communicate enough, Akeley, 176
Pleasant ... go, Caldforna. Son, see if you can find my old
friend Albere Wilmasth ... chuseees ...

"“Wich wings. Twisted ropes for heads and blood like plant sap.
... Flying, flying, and all the while a gramophone recordi ...
use apologize to Wilmareh if he's still alive, bur T also have the
most wonderful news, the most wonderful rales to rell him ...

oo and 1t smaller savelliees, well, I don't suppose anyone will
believe me, of course, bur not only is Yuggoeh there, revolving
regularly except 1n an orbit at nght angles to the plane of the
ecliptic, no wonder no one believed mn 1t, but what | must
describe to you, Albere, the planer glows with a heat and a
demoniacal ruby glare that illuminates its own ... thon and

Zaman, Thog and Thok, 1 could hardly believe my own ...
... goid beings who cannot ... corporeally ... Neptune ... cen-
tral caverns of a dark star beyond the rim of the galaxy its ...

. wouldn’t call her beautful, of course ... dinary terms

than an arachnid and a cetacean, and yet, could a spider and

dolphin by some miracle establish mental communion, who

knows what ... not really a name as you normally think of
names, but ... Sh'ch’rrrus’a ... of Aldebaran, che eleventh,
has a constellation of inhabited moons, which _.. independent-

ly, or perhaps at some carlier time, traveling by means simi ...
- ummate in metal camsters, will be necessary to ... wd in
obtaning ... far exchange, for the donors will receive a far

g]"ﬂ.‘:lﬁ.‘]’ ]."'..MTI il'l tl.'IL' 'I-I.Zl]'lTI - '

At this point the vocal coherence, such as ic is, breaks down. The male
voice with its New England cwang cracks and rises in cone even as che words
are replaced by undecipherable mumbles. Mocher Akeley recovers from her
trance state, and the seance draws quickly to a close. From the incernal evi-
dence of the contenes of the tape, the Rachane Mocher had no awareness of
the message, or narration, delivered by the male voice speaking chrough her.
This also is regarded, among psychic and spiricualiscic circles, as quice che
usual state of affairs wich crance mediums,
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like this onel [t is hard o reconciliate the Windham County
sightings and the Colorado Cattle Mutilization Case with oth-
ers such as the well-known Moth Man sightings in the
Southland and especially the batwing creature sightings of as
long as a hall of a century ago bur with a sufficient mngeniusicy
as is definitely not a task beyond undertaking and the LS, Air
Farce and other cover-up agencies are hear-bye placed on
(Mficial notice that such s our intention and we will not give
up until success is ours and the Cover-up is blewn as Sky-IHigh

as the UPO sightings themselves!

Yours until our July ssue,
Intelligencer.

Vufoi Voice
Bar-wing and Morh Man indeed! Dndn’t 1 read something like
thac in Detecive Cowi back when Steve Englehart was wriring
for IMC? Or was it in Mad? Come o think of it, when it’s hard
to tell the parody from che original, things are getnin’ migley
=L rl'g'ﬂ. .

And there gettin' mighty strange around here!

We wonder what the ole Incelligencer's been smoking in that
smelly meerschaum he affects arcund [nrelligence Bureau
meetings, Could it be something illegal that he grows for him-
selt up on the mounrainsides Or is he juse playing Sherlock

Holmes?
We aim't il'L'lFJT-:’.':-iE\.{'li‘I..

Impressionable, vep! My mom always said | was impression-
able as a boy, back on the old asteroid farm in Beta Reviculi, but
this 1 oo silly for words.

Besides, she tuck me to the eye dock and he fitted us our with
a pair of gen-yew-ine X-ray specs, and that not enly cured us
of Reticule-eye but now we can see right through such silliness
as bat-winged moth men carrying silvery canisters around the

skics and hillsides with “em.
Shades of a Japanese Sci-Fi Flick! Thiz musta been the stunt-
man out for lunch!

And that's where we think the old JntL-||jJ.=,¢:m.'-.ﬂ:r i= this month:

O F L arnecli!

Speaking of which, 1 haven't had mine yer this afternoon, and if
[ don't hurey up and have it preeey scon it'll be time for dinner
and chen ['ll have to ear my lunch for a bedtime snack and chat'll
wontuse the dickens cut of my poor stomach! 5o Um off to hie the
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old frigrdaire (not too hard, [ don’t wane to spoil the shiny finish
on iy T :-|1;1.-:.:.-.-|1'.111':- glLi"'-'L'F::l, i.:ll'ld ]Fl] b }'Ull-ill] rlli.'}'.ti..“-l']:

Whoops, here's our saucer now! Bye-bye,

Cap'n Oof-ch.

Following che excraordinary spiricual message service of June 13,
Motcher Akeley was drven to her home ac 176 Pleasanc Screet in Naoonal
City, a residencial suburb of San IDhego, by her boyfnend, Marc Feinman,
Investigation revealed that she had met Feinman casually while sunning her-
self and warching che surfers ride the waves in at Black’s Beach, San Diego,

Shorely chereafter, Elizabech had been invited by a {riend of approxi-
mately her own age o actend a concere given by a musical group, 4 mem-
ber of which was a friend of Akeley's friend. Oueside of her official ducies as
Radiant Mother of the Spiritnal Lighe Brothethood, Elizabeth Akeley was
known to live quite a normal life for a young woman of her social and eco-
nomic class.

She accompanied her friend to the concert, visited the backstage area
with her, and was incrodouced o che musician. He in turn incroduced
Elizabech to other members of che musical group, one of whom Elizabech
recogrized as her casual acquaineance of Black's Beach. A furcher relation-
ship developed, in which it was known thar Akeley and Feinman frequent-
Iy exchanged overnighe visits. Elizabeth had recained the house on Pleasant
Screet originally conscructed by her grandfacher, George Goodenough Akeley,
when he had emigraced co San Diego from Vermone in che early 1920, Mirc
had been born and rased in che Bronx, New York, had emigraced o the
West Coase following his college years, and presendly resided in a pleasane
aparcment on Upas Sereee near Balboa Park. From here he commuted daily
to his job as a compurer systems programmer in downtown San Diego, his
work as a musician being more of an avocadon chan a profession.

On Sunday, June 17, for che morning worship service of che Spiricual
Light Brotherhood, Radiane Mother Akeley devoted her sermon to che pre-
vious Wednesday's seance, an unusual pracoce for her The sexcon of the
church, a nondescript-looking Negro named Vernon Whiteside, arcended
the service, Moting the Radiant Mocher's deparcore from her usual bland
themes, Whiteside communicaced with che federal agency which had infil-
craced him inco che Charch for precisely chis purpose. An invescigacion of
Motcher Akeley's background was chen imiciaced.

Within a shore oime, Agene Whiteside was in possession of a preliminary
report on Blizabeth Akeley and her forebears, excerpts from which follow:
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AKELEY, ELIZABETH—
FISTORY AND BACKGROUND

The Akeley family s traceable to one Beeleshad Akeley who traveled
from Portsmouth, England, o Kingsport, Massachusetts aboard the sail-
ing caravel Wintdy in 1637, Beelzebub Akeley married an indentured ser-
vant girl, bought cut her indenture papers, and moved with her to estab-
lish the Akeley dynasty in Townshend, Windham County, Vermene in
16581, The Akeleys persisced in Windham Councy for more than two con-
turies, producing numerous L'|{-rﬂ}', acadermics, and other gq-nr:-:-| [r-n:-’r::-:;-
sionals in this period.

Abvawese Merach Adeley, subject’s greac-grear-grandfather, was the last
of the Vermont Akeleys to pursue a life of the cloth, Born in 1832,
Abednege was raised in the serictly puritanscal traditions of the Akeleys and
ordained by his father, the Reverend Samwef Shadvash Solamen Afeley, upon
attainmg his maturity. Abednego served as assistant pustor to s father
antil Samuel's death in 1868, ar whick time he succeeded to the pulpit.

Dhirectly fellowing the funeral of Samuel Akeley, Abednego s known
to have traveled vo more southerly regions of New England, mcluding
Massachuserts and possibly Rhode Island. Upon his rerurn to Townshend
he led his flock into realms of highly questionable doctrine and aceaally
transterred the affiliation of his church from its eraditional Protestant par-
ent-body to that of the new and suspecr Searry Wisdom sece.

Controversy and scandal followed at once, and upon the death of
Abednego carly in 1871 at the age of 39, the remnanes of his congrega-
tion moved as a body to Providence, Rhode Island. One female congre-
gant, however, was excommunicated by unanimous vote of che other
members of the congregation, and ferced to remain behind in Townshend.
This fernale was Sarab Elizabal Phillips, a servant girl in the now defunct
Akeley household,

Shortly fellowing the deparsure of the remains of Abednego Akeley's
tlock trom Vermont, Sarah Phillips gave birch ro a son. She claimed thar
the child had been fathered by Abednego mere hours before his death. She
narmed the child Heney Wennvorsd Agely, As the Akeley clan was extiner ar
this poant, no ene challenged Sarab’s right to identity her son as an Akeley,
and n face in later years she sometimes used the name Akeley herself,

Henry Akeley overcame his somewhat shadowed origins and bualt
for lnmself a successful academic career, returning to Windham Couney in
his retirement, and remaining there unel the time of his mysterious dis-
appearance and presumed demse in the year 1925,

Henry had marnied some years earlier, and his wife had given birch
to a single child, Gaorpe Guodenoaplh Adeley, in the year 1901, succumbing
two days later to childbed fever. Henry Akeley raised his son with the
assistance of a2 series of nursemaids and housekeepers. At the time of
Henry Akeley's retirtement and his return to Townshend, George Akeley
emigrated to San Diego, Calidornia, building there a modest but comforz-

able house at 178 Pleasant Strect,
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Feinman left San Diego by automobile, driving his Ferrari Boxer east-
ward at a cop speed in the 140 MPH range, and arrived at the home of his
parents in the Bronx, New York, some cime during che nighe of July 27-28.

Ln che absence of Mare Feinman, Akeley ook Agent Whiceside increas-
ingly into her confidence, asking him to remain in her presence day and
night. He set up a temporary cot in the living room of the Pleasant Sereet
house during chis period. Iis instructions were to keep a portable casserce
recorder handy at all dmes and o record anyching said by Mocher Akeley
during spontanecus trances.

On the firse Sacurday of Auguse, following a lengehy speech in che
now-familiar male New England cwang, Akeley asked Agene Whiteside for
the tape. She plaved ic back, then made che following long-distance tele-
phone call,

Anguse 4, 1979 (Outgoing)

Voice 24 I,'l'n:-ntutix'ﬂ}' wdentified as Bera Moyes): Vermont Bureau, May we

help you?
oice #5 (Definirely identified as Elizabeth Akeley): Is this Mr, Noyes?
Voice #4: Oh, I'm sorry, Dad isn't home. This is Bzra. Can [ give him a—

Voice #5 (Interrupting): Oh, [ wanted to speak with Ezra Noyes. The editor
of the UFO Tnielligencer.

Voice #4: Oh, yes, right. Yes, that's me, Ezra Noyes,

Voice #%: Mr. Noyes, [ wonder if you could help me. [ need some informa-

tion about, ah, recent occurrences in or around Townshend.
Voice #4: That's funny, what did you say your name was?
Voice #5: BEhzabeth Alkeley,
Voice #4: 1 thought [ knew all my subbers.

Voice #3: Oh, I'm not a subscriber, 1 got vour name from—uwell, that does-
n't matter. Mre, Noyes, [ wonder it you could eell me if there have
been any unusual UBO sightings in your region lacely,

Voice #4 I,."'nu!i]'.nin_'i-.:u!ih.r:-: L nususl ?

Voice #%: Well, these wouldn't be your usual run=of-the-mill flying objects,
Elying savcers. [ hope that phrase doesn’ oftend you. These would
be more like tlying creatures,

Voice #4: Creatures? You mean birds?

Voice #5: No. No. Inrelligent creatures.

Voice #4: People, then, You mean Buck Rogers and Wilma Deering with
their rocket flying beles.

Voice #%: Please don’t be sarcastic, Mr. Noyes, (Panses) T mean intelligent,
possibly humaneid, bue nonhuman crearures. Their configuration
may vary, but some of them, at least, | believe would have large,
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“Well, what are we going to do?” Ezra asked him.

“I shall wait for the Radiant Motcher,” Whitesicle told him. “There is
nothing to fear. Have faich in che Spiricual Lighe, liccle brocher, and your
footsceps will be illuminaced.”

“Oh.” Hzra made a sour face and chimbed onto the roof of the
Ambassador. He seated himself there cross-legged to warch for any evidence
of activiey ar the shack.

Vernon Whiteside also kept warch on the shack, buc chiefly he was lis-
tening co the voices cransmicted by che cordless microphone concealed on
Elizabech Akeley's lapel. Excerpes from the cranscripe lacer made of chese
cransmmissions follow:

Microcassetre, Auguse 5, 19709
Voice #5 (Elizabeth Akeley): Hello? Hello? Is there—
Voice #6 (Unidentified voice; oddly metallic intonation; accent similar to

male New England twang present in San [ego trance tapes):
Come in, come in, don't be afraid.

Voice #5: It's so dark in here.
Voice #6: 'm sorry. Move r.':erﬁ.l”:,‘. You ane }'.-L'rl-:.'i.'t|:r' safe but there 5 some
delicate apparatus set up.

{Sounds of movement, feet shuftling, breathing, a cercain vague bezzing

sound. Creak as of a person sitting in an old wooden rocking chair.)
Voice #5: | can hardly see. Where are your

Voice #6: The cells are very sensitive, My triends are not here, You are not
Albert Wilmarch.

wice #3: Ne, [ don't even—

Vi #5: Ne, I d

Voice #6: (Interrupting) Oh, my God! Of course not. [t's been so—what
year is this?

Voice #5: Nineteen seventy-nine.

Voice #6: Poor Albert. Foor Albert. He could have come along. Bue of course
he—what did you say your name was, young woman?

oice #F5%: Akeley, Elizabeth eley.

Voice #5: Akeley. Elizabeth Akeles

Silence, Buzemg sound, A certain unsetthing sound as of wings rusching, bo

{5l B . A cert ttling | as of el but
wings larger than those of any creature known to be native to

Vermont, )
Voice #6: Do not taunt me, young woman)
Voice #3: Taunt you? Taunt you?

Voice #6: Do you know who | am? [Does the name Henry Wentworth

Akeley mean nothing to you?

{Pavse ... buzzing ... ruscling)
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Voice #3: Yes! Yes! Oh, oh, this is incredible! This is wonderful! It means—
yes, my grandfather spoke of you. [f you're really—my grandfather

was George Akeley. He—we—

Voice #0: {(Interrupting) Then [ am your greas-grandfacher, Miss Akeley. |
regret that [ cannot offer you my hand. George Akeley was my

son. Tell me, is he still alive?

Voice #53: No, he—he died. He died in 1971, eight years ago, [ was a litele
girl, but [ remember him speakang of his father 1n Vermont. He
said you chsappeared mystencusly, But he always expecred ro heas
from you again. He even founded a church. The Spinitual Lighe
Brotherhood, He never lose faith, 1 have continued his work,
Warting for word from—beyond, That's why | came when |—

when | started receiving messages,

Voice #0: Thank you. Thank you, Elizabeth. Perhaps | should not have
stayed away so long, bur the vistas, my child, the visras! How old

did you say you were?
Voice #5% Why—why—18, Almost 19.
(Buzzing)

Voice #0: You have followed my direcrions, Elizabeth? You are alone? Yes?
Good. The cells are very sensitive, | can see you, even in this dark-
ness, even if you cannot see me, Ehzabeth, | have been gone from
earth for hall a century, yer | am no elder chan the day [—depan-
ed—in the year 19245, The .‘ii_!if_l.‘lt!i [ have seen, the dimensions and
the galaxies | have visited! Not alone, my child. Of course not
tlone, Those ones whe took me—ah, child! Human flesh s too

weale, too fragile to travel beyond the earth.

Voice #%: Bur there are spacesuits. Rockers, Capsuales. Oh, | suppose thar was
after your time. Bur we've visited the moon. We've sent instru-
ments o Venus and Mars and the moons of Jupiter.

Voice #0: And what you know is what Columbus might have learned of the
New World, by paddling a rewboat arcund the port of Cadie!
Those ones who took me, those old ones! They can fly between the
worlds on grear nbbed wings! They can span the very ether of
space as a dragontly flits across the surface of a pond! They are the
prearest scientists, the greatest naturalists, the greatest anchropalo-
gists, the greatest explorers in the universe! Those whom they
scloct to accompany them, if they cannot survive the ultimate vac-
pum of space, the old ones discard their bodies and seal their brains
im metal canisters and carry chem from world to world, from star

te burning, glirtering srar!
(Buzzing, lond sound of rustling)

oice # % Then—you have been o other worlds? er planets, other phiysi-
Voice #5: Then—you have b ther worlds? Other plancts, other phy
cal worlds. Not other Eﬁ]anr_-ﬁ of !-:]'!lir'l-I:LIﬁ.l existence. Chur congre-

gants believe—
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Voice #6: 1 would like to meet him. [ would like very much to meet him,
my chuld.

Voice #5%: Great-grandfather. May | tell the people about you?

Voice #0: No, Elizabeth. The time is not ripe.

Voice #5: Bue this s the single moest important event since—since— Pause),
Contact with other beings, with other races, not of Earth. Proof
that there i intelligent life throughout the universe. Proof of visits
between the worlds and between the galaxies.

Voice #0: All in cime, child. Now [ am tired. Please go now. Will you visit
me agains

Voice #5: OF course, OF course,

Elizabeth Akeley emerged from che shack, ook one step, and staggered.

Ar the far side of cthe copse of trees, Vernon Whiteside and Ezra Noyes
watched. They saw Elizabech, Ezra scrambled from che roofl of the stacion
wagon, Whiceside starced forward, prepared co assist Mother Akeley.

She had merely been blinded, for che moment, by the brighe sunhighe
of a Vermont Auguse. Whiteside and Ezra Noves saw her recurning chrough
the glade., Once or ewice she stopped and leaned against a serangely
spongy cree. Bach cime she starced again, apparencly further debilivaced
racher chan restored,

She reached the stacon wagon and leaned againse 1es drab mecalwork.
Whiteside saad, “Are you all nghe, Radiant Mother?"”

She managed a wan smile, “Thank you, Vernon. Yes, I'm all right.
Thank you.”

Ezra Moves was beside himself.

"Who was in chere? What was going on? Were there really aliens in
that shack? Can 1 go? Oh, darn i, darn i!” He pounded one fist inco che
palm of his other hand. “1 should never have left home without my camera!
Eenneth Arnold himself sawd char back in “47. 1e's che prime directive of all
wiologists, and | went off without one, me of all people.”

Vernon Whiteside said, “Radiant Mocher, do yvou wish to leave now?
May I wisit che shack firsc?”

“Please, Vernon, don't, [ asked him—" She drew Whiteside away from
Moyes. “1 asked him if [ could reveal this to the world and he said, not yet.”

“I monmitored the tape, Reverend Mother.”

S

“What does it mean, Reverend Motcher?”

She passed her hand across her face, tugging soft bangs across her eves
to block out che bright sunlighe. “1 feel fainc, Vernon, Ask Ezra o drive us
back to Dark Mountain, would you?”
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He helped her climb inco the starion wagon and signaled to Ezra,
“Mother Akeley is fatigued. She must be taken back at once.”
Lzra sighed and started the Ambassador’s scraighc-six engine.

Elizaberh Akeley celephoned Mare Feinman from cthe Noyes house i Dark
Mountain, A message had been cransmiteed surrepitiously by Agent
Whiteside in time for monitoring arrangements to be made, Neicher Akeley
nor Feinman was aware of the monitoring system

Excerpes from che call follow:

August 9, 1979 {outgoing)
Voice #2 (Sara Feinman): Yes.
Voice #9 (Elizabeth Akeleyr: Mrs. Feinman?
Voice #2: Yes, who is this?
Voice #5: Mrs. Feinman, this is Elizabeth Akeley speaking. 'm a friend of
Marc's from San Dego. Is Marc there, please?

Voice #2: [ know all abour Marc's friend, Elizaberh darling. Don’ you know
Marc’s father is in the hospital? Should you be bothering Marc ar
such @ time?

Voice #5%: I'm very sorry about Mr Feinman, Mrs. Peinman, Marc told me
before he left California. Is he all righe?

Voice #2: Don't ask.

{Pause)

Voice #95: Could 1 speak with Marc? Please?

Voice # 2 (Off-line, pickup is very faint: Mare, here, it's your litele goyish
priestess, Yes, On the telephone. No, she didn't say where, No, she
didn't say.

Voice #1 (Marc Feinman): Lizey? Lizey baby, are you okay?

Voice #5: Yes, 'm ckay. Is your father—

Voice #1 (Interrupeing): They operated this morning. [ saw him after. ie's
very weak, Liz. Bue [ think he's going to make it. Lizey, where are
you? Pleasant Strect?

Voice #5: Vermont.

Vorce #1: What? Herman ?

Voice #5: [ couldn't wair, Marc, You were on the road, and chere was anoth-
er trance, | couldn’t wait till you arrived in New York, Vernon
came with me, We're staying with a family in Dark Mounrain.
Marc, [ mer my great-grandfather. Yesterday. [ eried to call you last
night bur—

Vosce #1: [ was at the ]1-..:-:-p|t.1] with Ma, VEIRINE my father. We couldn't juse—
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Voice #3: Of course, Marc, You did the right thing. (Pausze) How soon can
you get here?

Vouce #1: [ can't leave now. My father is 5t[]|—t|1r.-1_,"rc not sure. (Lowerning
his voice) | don't want to talk oo loud. The docror said it's going

to be touch and go for ar least forty-cight hours, | can’t leave Ma.
Voice #5 (Sobs): [ understand, Mare, But—but—my grear-grandfather ... .
Voice # 1: How old is the old coot? He must be at least ninety,
Voice #%: He was born in 1871, He's 108,
Voice #1: My God! Talk about rough old Yankee stock!
Voice #%: It isn’t that, Marc! [t has to do with the trance messages. Don't

you understand? All of that scrange material abour alien beings,

and other galaxies? That was no sci-fi trip—

Voice #1: I never smd you were making it up, Lizey! Your subconscious,
though, [ mean, you see some TV show or a movie and—

Voice #5%: But that's just it, Marc! These are real messages. Not from my
subconscious. My great-grandpa was sending, oh, call them spirit
miessages of telepathic radiations or anything you like. He's here.
He's back. Aliens took him away, they tock his brain in a metal
cylinder, and he's been traveling in outer space for fifty years, and
now he's back here in Vermont and—

Voice #1: Okay, Lizzy, enough! Lock, I'll drive up there as soon as [ can ger
away. As soon as my father's oue of danger. | can'e leave my Ma

now, but as soon as | can. What's this place ... .

Late in the afternoon of August 9ch Eazra Noves rapped on the door of
Elizabeth Akeley's room. She admitted him and he stood in the center of the
room, nervously wondering whether it would be proper to sit in her pres-
ence. Akeley urged him to sit. The conversation which ensued was recalled
by young MNoyes in a deposition taken later ac an apency beld office.
Excerpes from che deposicion follow:

Well, you see, | told her that [ was really serious about UF(Ys and all chat
stuff. She didn’t know much abour ulelogy. She'd never heard abour the
men in black, even. 5o [ teld her all about them so she’d be on the lookout.
1 asked her who this Vernon Whiteside was, and she said he was the sexton

of her church and completely reliable and | shouldn' worry about him.

[ showed her some copaes of the Tntelliigencer, and she said she Hked the
mag a lot and asked if she could keep them. | said sure. Anyway, she
wanted o know how long the Moth Man sightings had been going on, |
rold her, only abour six months or so over at Townshend and arcund here.
Then she asked me what [ knew about a rash of similar sightings about

bttty years ago.
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didn'e make any sense to me. S0 [ went and started laying cur the next
meue of the Dufelfigencer ‘canse | wanted to get it out on time for once, and
show those guys that [ can get a mag out on time when [ get a chance,

Anyway, Miss Akeley said her greac-grandtacher's girlfriend was named
something like Sheera from Aldebaran. 1 told her that sounded like some-
thing out of a bad "50's sci-fi tlick en the TV. There's a great channel in
Maontreal, we get it on the cable, they show sci-fi thicks every week. And

that sure sounded like a sci-fi Hick to me.

Sheera from Aldebaran! Ha-ha-ha! Ha-hal

Marc Feinman wheeled hus Ferrari up o the Noyes home. His sporey
driving cap was cocked over one ear. Suede jacker, silk shire, Gueci jeans,
and Frye boots completed his oucfie,

The fronc door swung in as Feinman's boot scruck che boccom wooden
step. Elzabeth Akeley was across the whitewashed porch and inco Feinman's
arms before he reached che top of che fhighe. Withoue releasing his embrace
of Akeley, Feinman extended one hand co grasp thar of Vernon Whiteside.

They entered the house, Fera Noves greeted them in che frone parlor,
izabeth and Vernon briefed Marc on the events since their arrival in

E
Vermont, When the narracive was broughe up to date, Feinman asked sim-
ply, “Whac do vou wane o do?”

Eiera started to blurt out an ambitious plan for gamng the confidence
of the abens and arranging a ride in their saucer, but Whiteside, stll main-
taining the role of sexton of the Spiritual Light Church, cue him off. “We
will do whatever the Radiant Mother asks us w do.”

All eves curned o Akeley.

After an uncomfortable interval she said, "1 was—hoping chat Mare
could help. It's so scrange, Marc. | know that 'm the one who always believed
in—in the spirit world, The beyond. What you always call the supernormal.”

Feinman nodded.

“But somehow,” Elizabeth wene on, “this seems more like your ideas
than mine. [c's so—I mean, chis is che kind of ching chat U've always looked
for, believed in. And yvou haven't, And now thac it's crue, ic doesn’t seem o
have any spiricual meaming. Ic's juse—something that you could explain
with your logic and your compurers.”

Feinman rubbed his slightly blue chin wich his free hand. “This greac-
grandpa of yours, chis Henry Akeley ... "

He looked into her eves.

“You say, he was ralking abour some kind of macing ricual?”

Liz nodded.

Feinman said, “What did he look hike? Did you ever see your grear-
grandfacher before? Even a picture? Maybe one that your grandfacher had
in San Diegos”
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rrances—whar if he purs vou under some kind of hypnoreic influence while
we're all out there together?”

"How do vou know he's evil? You seem to—juse assume chat Henry
Akeley wanes to harm me”

“I don't know thae ac all,” Feinman frowned. “1 juse have a nascy feel-
ing about it. I want to get cthere firse. | think Whiteside and 1 can handle
things, and then you can arrive in a while. Please, Lizzy. You did call me to
help. You dida’c have to, vou could have just gone back and never said any-
ching to me uncil ic was over,”

Elizabech looked very worried. “Maybe 1 should have.”

“Well, bur you didn’t. Now, can we do ic chis way? Please:™

“All right, Marc.”

Feinman turned o Vernon Whiteside. “Lec’s go. How long a ride is it
put there?”

Whiteside paused for @ moment. “Liccle less than an hour,”

Feinman grunced. “Okay. Vernon and 1 will scare now. We'll need about
an hour, | suppose—call it two to be on the safe side. Lizzy and Eera, of you'll
follow us out to the shack in ewo hours, juse come ahead in, we'll be there.”

Ezra departed o check his camera. Vernon accompanied Mare, Shortly
the Ferrari Boxer disappeared in a cloud of vellow Vermone duse, headed
for Passumpsic.

As soon as they had pulled ouc of sighe of che house, Vernon spoke.
“Mr. Feinman, 've been helping Radiane Mocher on chis thp.”

“I know that, Vernon. Lizey mentioned it several cmes. | really appre-
clate ic,”

“Mr. Feinman, vou know how concerned Radiant Mocher is abouc Church
archives, The way she records her sermons and the message services, Well, she
wis worried about her meeung with old Mr Akeley. S0 1 helped her to ng a
wireless mike on her jacket, S0 we got a mcrocasseete of the meeting.”

Feinman said he knew thae,

“Well, if you don’t mind, I'd like to do the same again,” Whiteside held
the tiny microcasserte recorder for Feinman o see, The Ferrari's V-12 purred
chroatily, loafing along the Passumpsic road in third gear.

“Sure. Thac's a good idea. Bue you needn’t rig me up. 1 want you along,
You can just mike yourseli”

Vernon Whiteside considered. “1ell you whae ... " He reached into his
pocket, pulled our a pair of enamel ladybuogs. “I'll mike us both. If we hap-
pen to pick up the same sounds, there’ll be no harm. In face, ic'll give us a
reclundancy check. If we ger separaced—"

“I don't see why we should,”

“Just in case.” He pinned a ladybug o Feinman's suede jacker, arcached
the second bug ro his own. He made a minor adjusement on the recorder.
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“There.” He slipped che recorder back into his pocker. *1 separared che
two input circuits, Now we'll record on two channels. We can mix che sound
if we record the same events or keep it separate if we pick up different
evenes, [n face, jusc o be on che safe side, suppose | leave che recorder here
in the car when you and | go to the shack.”

Feinman assented, and Whiteside peeled the sealers from a dime-sized
disk of double-adhesive foam. He stuck it to che recorder and souck the
recorder o the borcom of the Ferrari's dashboard.

“You're the sexcon of che Spiricual Lighe Church,” Feinman said.

s, sic”

“You know a hell of a lot abour eleceromics.”

“My sister's boy, Mr. Feinman, Bright voungseer. It's his hobby.”

Feinman tooled the Ferrari around the dome-opped hill and pulled wo
a halc where the Noyes station wagon had parked on the earlier visit. The
sun was secting and che somehow coo-lush glade was filled wich murck.

Vernon Whiceside reached under the dashboard and fhicked che micro-
cassetee recorder vo aucomanc mode. He climbed from che car.

Feinman went to the rear of the Ferrari and excracted a long-handled
eleceric torch, He pulled his spores cap down over his eyes and touched
Whiteside's elbow. The men advanced.

The evenes chac cranspired following this encrance to the sycamore
copse were caprured on the microcassecce recorder, and a cranscripe of chese
sounds appears lacer in the report.

In the meanwhile, Elizabeth Akeley and Ezra Noyes waited at the
MNoyes home in Dark Mouneain,

Two hours to the minute after the departure of Marc Feinman and
Vernon Whiteside in Feinman's Ferran Boxer, che Noyes scation wagon, ics
aged suspension creaking, pulled out of che doveway

Lzra pushed che Nash to the Lmic of s ared abilicy, chattering che
while to Elizabech, Preoccupied, she responded wich low monosyllables. Ac
the turning-pointe from che Passumpsic-Ludlow road onto the old farm
erack, she waited in che starion wagon while Ezra climbed down and opened
the fence gate.

The Nash's headlighes picked a narrow pach for the car, circling the
dome-topped hill thar blocked the copse of lush vegetation {rom sighe of
passers-by. The Ferran Boxer stood silentdy ar the edge of the copse.

Ezra lifted his camera bag from the floor and slung it over his shoulder.
Elizabeth waited in the car until Ezra walked to her side, opened che door,
and offered his hand.

They starced chrough che copse, Noves cesnbed lacer thae chis was his
first experence wicth the unusoal groweh of vegecacion. He claimed char,
even as he set foor beneach the overhanging branches of che fisse sycamore,
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a strange sensation passed through him. The day had been hot, and even in
the hours of darkness the cemperacore did not drop drastically, Even so, wich
his entry into che copse Noyes fele an unnacural and debilicacing beay, as if
the trees were ficced o a differene chimace chan char of norcherm Vermone
and actually were emitcing heae of ctheir own.

He began to perspire and wiped his forehead with his hand.

Elizabech Akeley led the way through che wooded area, recracing che
steps of her previous visic to the wooden shack,

Moves found ic more and more ditficule o continue, Wich each pace he
fele dramned of energy and will. Once he haleed and was abour o sit down
for a rese, bue Akeley grasped his hand and pulled him wich her

When they emerged from the copse, the dome-topped hill stood direce-
ly behind chem, the run-down shack direcely ahead.

Eera and Elizabeth crossed the narrow grassy pacch between che
sycamore copse and che ramshackle cabin, Ezra found a space where che
zlass had fallen away and chere was a small opening 1n che omnipresenc cob-
webs, He peered in, chen lifeed his camera and poked its lens chrough the
opening. He shot a picture,

“Don’t know what | got, but maybe 1 gor something,” he said,

Elizabeth Akeley pulled the door open. She scepped inside the cabin,
closely followed by young Noves.

The room, Ezra could see, was far larger than he'd esomaced {rom che
outside. Alchough the shack contamed buc a single room, that room was
astonishingly deep. les far corners were utterly lose in shadow, Nearer to him
were a rocking chair, a battered oversouffed couch and a dust-laden wooden
table of the type often found in old New England homes.

Eera later reporced hearing odd sounds during chose minuces. There
was a strange buzang sound, He couldn't ell whedher it was organic—a
sound such as a flight of hornees mighe have made, or such as might have
been made by a single insect magmbied o a shocking gmgantsm—or
whether the sound was arrificial, as if an elecerical generator were running
slightly out of adjustment,

The modulation of che sound was its oddese characteriseic. Not only did
the volume rise and fall, bur che piech, and in some odd way, the very tonal
qualicy of che buzzing, kept changing. “lt was as if something was tryving o
talk to me. lo us. To Miss Akeley and me. | thoughe | could almose under-
stand it, but not quite.”

Noyes stood, all buc paralyzed, until he heard Elizabech Akeley
scream, Fzra whirled from che cable, whence had emanaced che buzzing
sounds, He saw Elizabeth scanding before che rocking char, her hands o
her face, screaming.
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The chair was rocking back and forch, slowly, gently. The cabin was
almost pitch-black, its only illumination coming from an array of unfamiliar
machinery sec up on che long wooden table, Ezra could see now char a figure
wis seated, apparently unmoving, in che rocker. From it a voice was coming.

“Elizabech, my daching, you have come,” che voice said. “"Now we shall
be together. We shall know the love of the body as we have known the love
of the mind and of the soul.”

Scrangely, Noves later staced, alchough che voice in which the figure
spoke was thac of Marc Feinman, che accent and intonacion were chose of
New England old-cimers, Noyes cescified also chac his powers of observation
played a scrange crick on him ac this moment. Alchough the man sicung in
the chair was undoubtedly Marc Feinman—the clothing he wore, even to
the sporting cap pulled low over his eves, as if he were driving his Ferrari in
a bright sun—what Ezra noticed most parcicularly was a tiny red and black
smudge on Feinman's jacket. "It looked like a squashed ladybug,” che youch
srated larer,

From somewhere in the darker comers of the cabin chere came a
strange rusthng sound, hke chae of greac leachery wings opening and fold-
ing again.

Noves shot a qguick series of picoures, one of che figure in che rocking
chair, one of the table wich cthe unusual mechamcal equipment on 1c, and
one of the darker corners of the cabin, hoping vaguely thac he would get
some resules. The man in the rocking chair tleed slowly backward, slowly
torward, finally saying to Ezra, "You'll never ger anything from there. You'd
becter get over to the other end of che shack and make your picoures.”

As if hypnotized, Noyes walked toward che rear of the cabin, He scac-
ed later that as he passed a certain poine, ic was as if he had penecraced a
curcamn of total darkness, He was unable o see even a heele as he had prewn-
ously. He tned to turn and look back at the others, but could not move. He
tried to call our bur could noe speak. He was completely conscious bute
scemed to have been plunged into a state of toral paralysis (excepr, of
course, for the autonomic funcrions that preserve che life of the body) and
of sensory deprivation.

W har cranspired behind him, in che frone end of the cabin, he could noc
tell. When he recovered from his paralysis and loss of sensory inpues, it was
o find himself alone ac che rear of the shack. It was daylighe curside and
sunshine was pushing through the grimy windows and open door of the
shancy, He turned around and found himself facing two figures. A third was
ar his side,

“Ezra!” the chird figure said.

“Mr Whiteside!” Noyes responded.
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“Well, I'm glad ro see thar you rwo are all right,” a voice came to them
from the other end of che cabin, [t was the old New England twang chat
Fzra had heard from che man in che rocking chair, and che speaker was,
indeed, Mare Feinman, He scood, wooden-faced, his back to the doorway.
Elizabeth Akeley, her features similacly expressionless, stood ac his side.
Feinman's sporting cap was pulled down almost to the line of his eyebrows.
Akeley's bangs dangled over her forehead.

Noves claimed later chat he chought he could see signs of a fresh red
scar running across Akeley's forehead beneach che bangs. He claimed also
that a corner of red was visible ac che edge of che visor of Feinman's cap, Of
course, this s unvenfed.

“We're going now,” Feinman said in his scrange New England cwang.
“We'll take my car. You two go home in the other.”

“But—>but, Radiant Mocher,” Whiteside began.

“Elizabech is very cired,” Feinman said nasally, “You'll have to excuse
her, I'm taking her away for a while.”

He scarced oue the door, guding Ehzabech by che elbow. She walked
strangely, not so much as if she were tired, 1ll, or even injured. Somehow, she
had che tencacive, uncercain movements char are associated wich an ampuree
first learning to maneuver prosthetic devices,

They left the cabin and walked to the FPerran. Feinman opened the door
on the passenger side and guwded Akeley into che car. Then he arcled che
vehicle, chimbed in, and seaced lamself ac the wheel. Scrangely, he sac for a
long time staring ac the concrols of the spores car, almose as if he were unfa-
miliar with its type.

Vernon Whiteside and Ezra Noves followed the others from the cabin.
Boch were still confused from cheir scrange experience of paralysis and sen-
sory deprivation; boch stated later chac chey fele only half-awake, half-
hypnotized. “Else,” Agent Whiteside lacer deposed, “1'd have stopped them
for sure. Warrant or no warrant, | had probable cause that something fishy
was going on, and [dve grabbed the keys oue of that Ferrari, done anything
it took to keep those two there, Bue 1 could hardly move, [ could hardly
even think.

“l digd manage to reach into chac car and grab our my machine. My
microcasseree recorder. Then [ looked ar my licele bug-mike and saw thae i
was squashed, like somebody'd juse squeezed it beeween hus thumb and hos
finger, only he muse have been made out of iron, ‘cavse those bug-mikes are
ruggedized, They can take a wallop with a sledge hammer and not even
know it. S0 who squashed my liccle bug?

“Then Feinman finally gor his car starced and chey pulled awav, 1
looked ac che Noyes kid and he looked ac me, and we headed for his Nash
wagon and we went back to his house. Nearly cracked up half a dozen times



232 The Hastur Cycle

In the months since the incidents above were reported, two additional
developments have raken place, note of which is appropriate herein.

First, Marc Feinman and Elizabeth Akeley returned o San Diego in
Feinman's Ferrari Boxer. There, they wok up residence ac the Pleasane
Street locavion. Feinman vacated the Upas Streec aparement; he recurned o
his work with the computer firm. Inquiries placed with his emplovers indi-
cate that he appeared, upon returning, o be absent-minded and disorient-
edd, and unexpecredly to require briefings in computer technology and pro-
gramming concepes with which he had previously been choroughly familiar,

Femnman explained chis cunous lapse by scacing chac he had expenenced
a head injury while vacacioning i Vermone and sall suffered {rom occasion-
al lapses of memory. He showed a vivid but rapidly fading scar on his fore-
head as evidence of che injury. His work performance quickly recurned to ics
usual high standard, "Marc’s as smart as che brightest prof you ever soudied
under,” his supervisor stated to the Agency, "Buc char Vermone crip made
some impression on him! He picked up chis funny New England ewang in
his specch, and 1 juse won't go away.”

Elizabeth Akeley went into seclusion. Feinman announced that chey
had been married and chat Elizabech was, ar lease cemporarily, abandoning
her position as Radiant Mother of the Spiricual Light Church, alchough
remaining a faichful member of che Church. In Feinman's company she reg-
ularly accends Sunday worshap services, buc seldom speaks,

The second item of note 15 of questionable relevance and signibicance
bue s included here as a mateer of completing the appropriate documenta-
tion. Vermone Foresery Service officers have reporeed chat a new variery of
sycamore tree has appeared in the Windham Couney-Windsor County section
of the scace. The new sycamores are lush and excremely hardy, They seem o
generate a pecubiardy sarwr atmosphere and are not congenal to small for-
est amimals. Foresery officers who have imnvestigaced report a strange sense of
lassitude when standing beneach these trees, and one officer has apparently
been lost while exploring a stand of the trees near the town of Passumpsic,

Forestry agents are maintaining a constant watch on the spread of che
new variety of sycamores,



ERE is one of Ramsey Campbell’s carly Cthulhu Mythos cales accepred for
H publication by August Derleth. Derlech accepted them, all right, but not wich-
ourt some mandatory revisions, The story you are about to read was originally sub-
mirted as "The Tower on Yoggorh™ and was much longer. Tt detailed many more
oocule experiments by the protagoniss, in thar version called Fdward Wingare
Armitage, a name possessing something of a familiar ring! The rale was much erun-
cated, and much the bereer for it, when it made its appearance in peint in Campbell®s
collection The Iibabitant of the Lake and Leis Welvome Tenanis in 1904,

When Scream Press reprinted most of the same stories, adding some more
recent ones, the new collection, Cold Prewt (1985) dropped “The Mine on Yuggoth.”
[ reprinted both that tale and its prototype, “The Tower on Yoggoth”, in Cryae of
Crbeelbee #43, Since then, “The Tower on Yuggoth” has appeared between book cov-
ers in Black Porbedden Things, a collection of marenal from Crype of Cilaalle {nowr avail-
able from Borge Press), But it seems fitting that “The Mine on Yuggorth™ be made
available 1n more accessible form as well.

In Lovecraft’s tale, weren't the Plutonians miners on earth for metals they
could net find en Plute? In "The Whisperer in Darkness”, yes they were, But in
"Oat of the Aeons”, one of Lovecraft’s revision tales ghose-writcen for Hazel Heald,
he noted thar the Yoggoth invaders had broughe to earch certain objects fashioned

of their own metal, unknown on earch. It is this which Campbell's protagonist seeks.



The Mine on Yuggoth

by Ramsey Campbell

DWARD Taylor was twenty-four years old when he firse became inter-

ested in the metal mined on Yuggoth.

He had led a strange life up to that point. He was born, normally
enough, of Protestant parents in Brichester Cencral Hospital in 1899, From
an early age he preferred co sit reading in his room racher chan play wich che
neighborhood children, but such a preference 15 noc remarkable. Mose of che
books he read were normal, too, though he tended to concentrate on the
more unusual sections; after reading the Bible, for instance, he stareled his
facther by asking, "How did the witch of Endor call che spiric?” Besides, as
his mocher remarked, surely no normal eight-year-old would read Dracnla
and The Beetle with such avidicy as Edward,

In 1918 Taylor lefe school and enrolled ac Brichescer Universicy. Here
the stranger seccion of lus hife began; his tutors soon discovered thar his aca-
demic studies frequently gave way to less orthodox practices. He led a wicch
cule, centering round a stone slab in the woods off the Severnford road. The
members of che cult included such people as che arcist Nevil Craughan and
the occulust Henry Fisher, all members being subsequently exposed and
expelled. Some of chem gave up sorcery, buc Taylor only became more 1inter-
ested. His parents were dead, his inheritance made work unnecessary, and
he could spend all che time he wished in research.

Athough he had enough normal possessions, Taylor was still not satis-
fied. He had borrowed che Revelations of Glaabi (rom another culcist, and had
visited che Bricish Museum twice co copy passages from che Necrmzomicon.
His Library included the horrible uneoced Johannes Henricus Poce book
which the Jena publishers rejected, and this was che book which gave him
his final interese. That repulsive immortaliey formula which Pote wrote was
more than half true, and when Taylor compared cercain of the necessary
ingredients with references by Alhazred, he put rogether a hitherco uncon-
nected series of hincs.
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On Tond, Yuggoth, and occasionally on Earch, immorcalicy has been
atcained by an obscure process. The brain of the immorcal is cransplanted
from body to body ac chircy-five-year intervals, chis otherwise impossible
operation being carried out using a f£Y concainer, in which the naked bran
is placed between bodies. 1o 18 a meeal mined exclusively on Yuggoch, bue
neither exists nor can be created on Barch.

“The lizard-crustaceans arrive on Earch chrough cheir towers,”
Alhazred cells us; not s cheir owers, Taylor noced, but chrough chem, using
the mechod of turning space in on iself which has been lost o men since
Joiry, It was dangerous, buc Taylor only had w find an ourposc of the
Yuggoth-spawn and pass through che barnier in the transpore cower cthere.
The danger did not lie in the journey to Yoggoth; che barrier muse change
the organs of bodies passing chrough it, or else the lizard-crusraceans could
never live in their outposes on Earch, where chey mine chose metals not o
be had on cheir planec. Tavlor disliked che miners; he had once seen an
engraving in che Kevelations of Glaati and been repelled by i1c. Ie was unlike
anything he had seen before; the body was noc really thar of a hizard, nor did
its head too closely resemble thae of a lobseer, but those were the only com-
parisons he could make,

For some time Taylor could noc have gone among the Yoggoth-spawn,
even if he had found one of cheir oucposes, Bur a page reference in che
Revelations led him to che following in che Necrowomicon:

As Azathoth rules now as he did in his bivalvolar shape, his name subduocs
all, from the incubd which haune Tond to the servants of Y golonac. Few
can resist the power of the name Azachoth, and even the haunters of the

Blackest night of Yuggoth cannct battle the power of N

Hale,

. s piher

S0 Taylor's inceresc in cravel to Yuggoch was renewed. The lizard-crus-
raceans were no longer dangerous, but occasionally Taylor fele cwinges of
unease when he choughe of certain hines in che Revelations. There were occa-
sional references to a pit which lay near one of the cities—a pit whose con-
cenes few lizard-crustaceans cared co view, and which was avoided during
certain periods of the year by all, No description of what lay in the pit was
included, but Taylor came across cthese words: "ac chose cimes of che vear che
lizard-crustaceans are glad of che hghclessness of Yuggorh,” The hines were
s0 vague that be usually ignored them,

Unfortunately, the “other name” of Arathoth was not given in the
Necromamiicon, and by the time he needed o know it, the exposure of the cule
had placed the Repelations of Glaaki beyond his reach. In 1924 he began a
search for some person wich cthe complete edicion, By chance he mee Michael
Hinds, one of the former culoses, who did noc have a copy bur suggesced a
visit to a farmhouse off the Goatswood road.
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“Thar's Daniel Norcon's place,” Hinds told him, “He’s got che com-
plete edition, and a lot more items of interest. He's not very bright,
though—he remembers all the Tagh-Clacur angles, but he's content w live
the way he does and worship rather than use his knowledge o beceer him-
self. | don'e like him paroiculacly. He's coo stupid to harm you, of course, but
all thar knowledge going to waste annoys me.”

Thus it was chat Taylor called on Daniel Norton, The man lived wich
his two sons in an old farmhouse, where they managed w exise ofl’ a small
herd of sheep and a few poulory, Norcon was half-deaf and, as Hinds had
mencioned, noc wo ncelligent, so chae Tavlor irncaced hamself by speaking
slowly and loudly The other had begun vo look dequicted during Taylor's
speech, and remamed uneasy as he answered:

“Listen, voung zur, ‘veant as if | haven’t bin mixed up in cerrible doin’s.
[ had a friend once as would go down to the Devil's Steps, an” he swore he'd
zoon have them Yuggoth ones abour him, ministerin' at every word he
zpoke, He choughe he had words as would overcome chem on che Steps. Buc
one day they found him in't woods, and ‘twas so horrible chat chem who car-
ried him warn't the same ever agin. His chest an’ chroac was bust open, an’
his face wuz all blue. Those as knew, they do zay those up the Seeps grabbed
him and {lew off with "im into space, where “is lungs bust.

“Wait a minuce, zur. “Tis dangerous up cthem Devil's Sceps. Buc there's
zumchin’ ouc in't woods by the Zevernford Road chac could give you woc
you want, mavbe, and it don't hate men zo much as them from Yoggoch.
You've maybe bin to it—"tis under a slab o rock, an” the Voola ricual brings
it—bur did you think of askin' for what you need? “Tis easier ¢’old—you
don’c even need Alhazred for che right words, an’ it might get co chem from
Yuggoch fer you.”

“You say they have an ourpost on che Devil's Steps?” Taylor persisiced.

“Mo, zur,” che farmer replied, “that’s all I'll zay till you've bin an’ coed
me advice.”

Taylor left, dissatisfied, and some nighes lacer visited the tican slab in the
woods west of the Severnford Road, The ritual needed maore chan one par-
cicipant; he heard something vase stirring below his feet, but noching more.

The nexe day he drove again to che farmhouse off che Goatswood
road. Noreon did not conceal his displeasure on opeming the door, burt
allowed the wvisitor to enter. Taylor's shadow flickered across the seared
farmer as he spoke. “You didn’t think Td leave you alone when it didn'e
awaken, did you?”

“What'd be che use if 1 come wich you o ic? If one don'c raise ic, nor
will two. An’ anyway, maybe you like ¢ mess about wit” them from
Yuggoth, but | don'c. They zay they carry you off o Yuggoth an’ give you
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He began o pick his way chrough the avenuves of fungus, shrinking
away when the clammy leaves stroked him, and ac lase hurrving into the
cleared space around che central sceeple, The tower was abour chircy feet
high, windowless and wich a scrangely angled doorway opening on stairs
leading into blackness. However, Tavlor had broughe a torch, and shone i
up the stairs as he entered. He did not like ethe way the darkness seemed o
maove bevond che corchlight, and would have preferred an occasional win-
dow, if only to remind him that he had not already reached Yuggoch, Buc
the choughe of cthe fé-bought immorcalicy drove him on,

He had been ascending for some oime when he noticed the hieroglvph-
s on che walls—all apparencly indicating someching around che bend n
the passage. He rurned the bend, and saw that the steps ended some feet
above—not at a wall or solid barrier, bur the torch beam would not pene-
trate beyond. This must be where the lizard-crustaceans connected Earch
with Yuggoth; che ocher side was Yoggoch icself,

He threw himself ac che baroier, plunged chrough, cried our and fell, It
was as 1f his body had been com inco atoms and recombined; only a memo-
ty remained of something he had no conviceion of undergoing. He lay for a
few minutes before he was able to stand up and look aboue,

tHe was on a tower roof above a city, He direceed the torch beam down-
ward and realized chac there was no way down the smooch wall; remem-
bering che carwalks, he guessed that the building ac che end of cach row
would afford some means of descent. This seemed che only way the crus-
taceans could descend, for the Revelations engravings had shown no method
of flight, He was unnerved by the abyss below the cacwalk, bue could not
relieve it by his torch.

There were five narrow metal walks o be craversed. Taylor did noc
notice ctheir odd shape unol he was on che firse, Io was shghely convex in sec-
tions, and at intervals there protruded outward corrugaced seccions at an
angle, He found it very dithicule to change from equibibrium on the convex
portions to balance on the angled screrches, and often slid to one side, but
he reached the end finally, rounded the gaping blackness in the cencer of
the rool, and sec out on che nexe walk. He had goc che knack by now, and
slipped less,

One thing disquieted him: the rotal silence of the nigheed city The
clang of his foorsteps broke the silence like pebbles dropped into some sub-
rerranean sea. Not even distant noises were audible, yer it seemed impossi-
ble that such a densely populated world should be so silent, Even if, improb-
ably, all the citizens were on Earch, surely some sound should occasionally
drft from the discance, It was almose as if che inhabicanes had fled some
nightmare invasion of the ey
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okl ly shaped objecrs of semiresilient deep blue plastic, Despire their curious
shape, he could see they were intended as seacs, bur he could not underscand
cthe disc-shaped artachments which rose on metal rods on each side of each
sear. He had never read of such a place, and guessed char ic mighe be che
crustaceans’ equivalent of a cinema. He saw thar che space was liccered wich
thin hexagonal sheets of blue mereal covered with raised varicolored symbaols,
which he ok for docoments. It looked as if che space had recently been
hurriedly vacated. This, coupled wich char warning siren, might have hinced
someching to him, but he only began o continue down che screet,

The open space, however, mcerested him, The discs mighe be some
form of receiver, i which case the transmission mighe give him an wdea of
the direccion of che mines. Perhaps the cruscaceans were able o cransmic
mental images, for some of the legends abour their outposts on Bareh spoke
of their using long-range hypnosis. If the discs worked on a varianc of chis
principle, the power ought not to harm him, for since passing chrough che
barner he should have che metabolism of a cruscacean. Ac any race, he had
three batcenes left for his corch, and could afford o wasce a hecle come, for
he could protect himsell with the feared name if any of the citizens came
upon him,

He sank into che plastic of one of the deep blue seats. He leaned back
in it, placing the corch on che ground beside one of che bacteries which had
fallen out of a4 pockec. He sac up a Licdle n the char, and his head came
between the metal discs. A deafening whine came from these, and before he
could move a bright orange spark flashed from one disk to the other, pass-
ing through his brain,

Taylor leaped up, and the orange ray faded, A metallic odor came from
his lefe pocket, where he had placed che other cwo bacceries. He slid in his
hand, and withdrew 1t covered with a dull gray flnd which was plamnly all
that remained of the bacteries. The torch and one battery, which had not
been in contace wich his body, sall stood nearby, and the bulb was soll L
In spite of what the ray had done to the batteries, he was untouched; he
wanted very much to recurn to cthe chair, so much so that he curned off the
torch to conserve the battery and sac back on che plastic. For chae ray had
the property of forming images in the mind, and in that moment between
the discs Taylor had seen fleetingly a serange vision of a metal-grilled gace-
way, rusted and standing alone in the middle of a desert, lie by a seceng
green moon. Whar it had been he did not know, but it had an air of distince
and unknowable purpose.

The ray began o pass even before he came becween che discs, and an
image formed, only o fade and be replaced by anocher, A seres of uncon.
neceed visions paraded and blurred che surrounding darkness. A snakelike
being flew across a coppery sky, its head and cail hanging limply down from
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its midsection, where a single barwing rotared, Grear cobwebbed objeces
rolled from noisome caverns in che center of a phosphorescent morass, their
mouchs opening wetly as chey hastened coward where a figure screamed and
struggled in che mod, A range of mouncains, their peaks ice-covered,
reached almost to che sky; and as he warched, a whole line of peaks explod-
ed upward and a leprously white, faceless head rose into view.

Racher discurbed, Taylor choughe defensively, Whar o waste of time! and
began to stand up.

Immediacely on the word “waste”, a new picoure formed. A close-up of
one of the crustaceans appeared, and whac 1t was doing was nauseanngly
obwvious, even with 1ts unaccustomed shape. What was unusual was chae 1
was performing chis ace in the garden of one of the towers, by a specimen of
the ever-present fungus, When che crusracean had finished, it stood up and
moved away, while Taylor received a close view of what ic had left behind.
As he wacched in horrified fascination, che leaves of che nearby fungus bent
and covered the offal; when ic rose from this posioion, the ground was bare
ac that spoc. He now saw the purpose of che lines of fung:.

More imporeancly, however, he realized char he had juse discovered
the method of referring to che knowledge scored in chis library, He mouse
think of some key word—char was how “waste” had evoked such an unfor-
cunace vision, Now, swallowing his navsea, Taylor choughe, Menes commecred
1with this cty,

The vista which now appeared to huim was an aerial view of che ciey. Le
was totally lightless, but in some way he sensed the outlines of che build-
ings. Then che point of view descended until he was looking down from
directly above the library; and it gave him an odd vertigo o see, in the seat
from which he was viewing, a figure seaced, Whatever was cransmiccing the
images began o move along che streec bordering che hibrary, traversed a
straight road direccly vo a wideming of che road, and showed him the mine
pit a few vards furcher on.

The transmicter, however, now seemed o be working independently
of his will, Now it tracked back six hundred vards or so up the road, o a
junceion with a wider screet ac the righe, Taylor realized chac something
important was o follow, It moved up the branching sceeer, and he saw chae
the buildings ended a few vards further on; from there a rougher pach
strerched to the edge of a pie, much larger than the firse. The transmitcer
moved forward, stopping at the edge of the buildings. He willed it 1o go
closer, buc ic remained in that position. When he persisted, a loud noise
macle him scarr; it was only parc of che transmission—nor like a voice, it
resembled glass surfaces vibranng cogecher, buc forming definice paceerns.
Perhaps it was a voice, but its message was meaningless—whae did xvaele-
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bela sorom signify? Whatever it meant, che phrase was repeared seven times,
then the image disappeared,

Baftled, he rose. He had been unable o glean any furcher informarcion
from the discs, The larger pic was furcher, but it would contain more min-
eral; and the buildings did not crowd so close w it, hence the danger of
interrupeion was less likely He decided to head for it.

When he reached the junction, he hesicated briefly, chen remembering
the squat black towers which had encircled the nearer mine, he turned off
to the right, His shoes clanked on che black pavement and crunched on che
rocks of the cononuing pach. The beam of che corch trembled on the crum-
bling nm, and then he stood on che edge of the pic. He looked down.

At firse he saw nothing. Duse mores nising from below cinced che beam
a translucent green, bue it showed noching excepr a wavering disc of black
rock on the opposite wall, The disc grew and dimmed as it descended, but
dim as it was it finally outlined che ledge ouccropping from the rock, and
what stood upon ic

There 1s noching horrible abour a group of tall deserced pyrarmds, even
when those pyramics are construceed of a pale green macerial which glitters
and seems o move in che half-lighe, Something else caused Taylor oo stare
in fascination—the way che emerald cones were drinking in the light from
his torch, while the bulb dimmed visibly. He peered downward, awaicing
something which he fele musc come,

The corch bulb fhekered and went our, leaving him in total dackness.

In the blackness he unscrewed the end of the torch and ler the dead
battery claccer far down the rock surface. Drawing the lase baceery from his
pocket, he fumbled blindly with the pieces of metal, squinting ineto che
darkness, and saw the torch in his hands. I¢ was faincly limned by che glow
from bencath, growing clearer as he warched. He could see che distant side
of the pit now, and, noong the graung metallic sound which had begun
below him, he looked down into the green lighe,

Something was climbing toward him op the rock face: something
which slichered up from che rock ledge, glowing greenly. It was vast and
covered with green surfaces which ground cogecher, bue it had a shape—and
that was what made Taylor flee from che miles-deep pit, clateening down che
ebon pavemencs, not switching on the torch until he colhded wich a black
spire beyond the widening radius of the green light, not stopping uneil he
reached the frustum-shaped building he remembered and che rower near it
He threw himsell up the ourer steps recklessly, crawled on all fours and
swung from che carwalls, and reached the lasc roof.

He glanced across the cower roofs once, then heaved open che trapdoor
and plunged down che unlic seeps, through che searing barnier across che
passage and clateered down into the blinding daylighe, half-fell down che
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Devil's Steps and reached the car. Somewhere what he had glimpsed ac the
last was still moving—thar green-radiating shape which heaved and pulsed
above the steeples, coppling them and putring forch glowing arms to engulf
fleeing dwarved forms ...

When passersby celephoned che Brichester police after hearing unusual
sounds from a house on Souch Abbey Avenue, few of che documenes in chac
house had not been descroyed by Taylor. The police called i che Mercy Hill
doctors, who could only take lom o the hospical, He became violene when
they refused o explore the Devil's Steps, but when they tried to reassure
him with promises of exploration he protested so demonstracively chac he
was removed to che Camside Home for the Mentally Discurbed. There he
could only lie, repeating feverishly:

You fools, why don't you stop them going up the Steps? Thev'll be
dragged mto space—Ilungs burss—Dblue faces ... and suppose Ir didn'e
destroy the city entirely—suppose Ir was intelligenc? If It knew abour the
cowers into other parts of space, Ir might find its way through onto the
Steps—Ir's coming down the seairs chrough the barrier now—Irll push
through the forest and inco the own | .. oucside che window! [£7 rising aboe
the bowses!”

Edward Taylor's case yer seirs controversy among doctors, and 18 a sub-
ject for exaggerated speculation in Sunday newspaper features, Of course
the writers of the latter do nor know all che faces; if chey did cheir tone
would cercainly be differenc, bur che doceors felc it unwise o reveal all chac
had happened o Taylor,

This is why the X-ray photographs vaken of Tavlor's body are carefully
restricted to a hospical file. A firse glance they would seem normal, and che
layman mighe not notice any abnormality even upon close examinarion. Tt
cakes a doctor to see cthar che lungs, although they function perfectly, do not
resemble in any respect the lungs of a human being,



AMES Wade left us a handful of very entertaining Mythos tales. The two longest
are "The Deep Ones”, which appeared in the original edition of Tafes of she Crlvall
{yebos (19697, and “Those Who Wait”, an carly fanzine story which saw print years
after young Wade penned it in the first ssue of The Dark Brotherbood Jonrnal. 1t
appears alse in my anthology The New Loveovaft Circle (Fedogan & Bremer, 1996).
Another substantial tale was “The Silence of Erika Zann”, which was included in
Edward Paul Berglund's anthology The Discpdes of Cilwdln (the second revised edi-
tion of which was published by Chacsium in 19963,

“A Darker Shadow over Innsmouth” and "Planettall on Yuggoth”, both very
short pieces, saw prine, respectively, in The Avkamw Colfaccor 75, Summer 1965, and
HPIL,, edited |:!].' Pﬁ.':nn:,' and Meade Frierzon mn 1974,

With the exception of the fannish “Those Who Wait”, all of Wade's stonies,
unconnected as they may be, are based on the fundamental premise of updating the
familiar Lovecraftian lore and legend and making it relevant to the fast-paced world
of the 1560% and 19705, l]u|p|‘tin research, dmp-uut drup, furus, nuclear WeaApons
protests, the space race, acid rock: It was all there and decorated the stage for Wade's
Lovecraftian venturss, This very fact, ironically, inevitably dates the steries and
makes them quaint period picces, But Wade's tales are so well written that they are
still just as enjoyable, if not for their up-to-the-minute relevance, then for cheir nos-
talgic and antiquarian value.

“Planectall on Yuggoeth”™ s in 2 sense just as much a sequel o “The Whisperer
in Darkness” as Lopoffs "Documents in the Case of Elizabeth Akeley”, since it
jumps off from the ominous note struck at the dose of Lovecralt's tale, when he
bemoans the interese larely shown by soenrises in the newly revealed planer which
they call Pluto, but we know better as Yuggoth, [n Wade's story we get to see what

happens decades later when thar scientific cunesity comes to frunon,



Planetfall on Yuggoth

by James Wade

Y the time the Pluto landing was scheduled, people were tired of

planecfall stories. The first human on the moon may have taken a

giant step for mankind, as he claimed; buc in che half-century fol-
lowing, each succeeding scage in the exploracion of che solar system became
more boring chan che lasc. The technology was foolproof, the risks mimmal,
and most of the discoveries—while epoch-making for all the sciences—were
too complex and recondite to be dramatized for cthe man in the screee, or in
front of his Tri-V screen,

They even stopped giving che various expediaons fancy names, like
that first Project Apollo o che moon, or Operation Ares, che Mars landing.
They actually let one of the crewmen of the space craft—a radio operacor
named Carnovsky—name the Pluto jaunt, and he called it “Operation
Yuggoth™, frivolously enough, after che name for the planet used in pulp fic-
tion by some obscure author of the lasc century,

Of course, the media dutifully carried the same scale old cexcbook
research aboue how Pluro, the lase planet co be discovered and che lase co
experience human visieation, was merely a tiny chunk of frozen gunk over
three and a half billion miles from the Earch that took 248 earth vears to
circle the sun, and how if cthe sun were the size of a pumpkin (which it is
not, so it was hard to make sense out of the comparison) Pluto would be a
pea about cwo miles away, and how ic was probably once a moon of Neprune
that broke away into a very irregular orbic and chus possibly didn’t qualify
as a real planet ar all.

The whole upshot seemed to be thar here was another airless, lifeless,
frozen world like all che ochers not on our sunward side—in which latcer
case they were airless, lifeless, sizzling worlds.

After che invention of the long-predicced nuclear fission drve, even
such vasc distances were minimized; che crip would have caken only two



WING August Derlech (1909-1971) sent the tollowing story to Clark Ashron

Smith, asking for enticism, but apparently enly fishing for compliments, since
of the former CAS had much to offer, and Derleth wnored all of v, As ie stands, gen-
erattons of readers have found the tale quite enjoyable, but 1t 15 nonetheless fasci-
nating to imagine it as it might have been had Derleth incorporated the revisions
Smith suggested in a letter of April 28, 1937:

<. you have tried to work in too much of the Lovecralt mythology and
have not assimilated it into the natural body of the story. For my taste, the tale
woutld gain in unity and power if the interest were centered whelly abour the
mysterious and “onspeakable” Hastor, Crhulbu and the sea-things of
[rnsmouth, Lh-::-l.l:_.:h I.!l'_.‘\.-iﬂl"ll_'l.! to afford an elerment and interest -i_ln" :’-.:-.h'_.fff‘.‘:.’.
impress me rather as a source ol confusion. 1 believe a tremendous effect of
vague menacing atmosphere and cedly growing tension could be developed
around Hastur, who has the advantage of being a vircnally unknown demon.
Alse, this effect could be decpened by a more prolonged incredulity on the
[part o Paul Tutele and Haddon, who should nog accept the monstrows ir11]‘:-]i-
cations of the old books and the strange after-clause of Amos Turtle's bond
until the accumulation and linking of weird phenomena leaves them no pos-
sible alternative, One of the best things in the tale 5 the description of those
interdimensional footsteps that resound beneath the menaced mansion. These
could be related significantly to Hastur alone by having them seem to mount
by degrees on the eastern side of the house, reverberate like strange thunder
in the heavens above, and descend on the west in a regular rotation, to echo
again in the subterrene depths. Eventually it would be forced upon the heatr-
ers that this rotacion was cofucidemtal with the progress of Aldebavan and the Hyader
Hovasgzh b Begeenr; thus heralding the encroachment of Hastur from his ultra-
stellar lair, More could be made of the part about Amos Tattle's corpse and its
unearthly changes: the coffin could show evidence of having been viclently
disrupted from withén; and the toorprints in he field, though monstrous in size,
could present a vaguely human conformation, like those of some legendacy
ainnt: and Tutele's carpse, when found, would have burst open in numberless
places as if through some superhuman inflation of all its tissues; showing that
the unknown entity Aad occupied it bot had scon found it weefec o s of
i imoreardug corvafitisn. At the climax, just before the house 58 dynamited, a
colossal figure might rse out of {it] mingling the features and members of
Paul Tuttle with the transcosmic monstrosity of Hastur; and this shape,
because of its mortaf elements, could be shattered and destroved by the explo-
sion, compelling Hastur to recede invisibly though with soul-shaking toot-
steps towards the Hyades. Some fragment of the incredibly swallen and gigan-
tic energumen might survive the explosion, to be buried hastily, with shudders

and averted glances, by the finders.

“The Rerurn of Hastur” first appeared in Wedrd Tades, March 1939,



The Return of Hastur

by August W. Derleth

CTUALLY, it began a long time ago: how long, I have not dared co

guess: bur so far as 15 concerned my own connection with the case

that has ruined my pracrice and earned me che dubiecy of che med-
ical profession 1n regard o my sanicy, 1 began wich Amos Tucele's deach.
That was on a nighe in late winter, with a south wind blowing on the edge
of spring. I had been in ancient, legend-haunted Arkham chae day; he had
learned of my presence there from Doctor Ephraim Sprague, who attended
him, and had the doctor call che Lewiston House and bring me o chart
zloomy escate on the Aylesbury Road near che Innsmouch Turnpike. It was
not a place to which | hiked to go, but the old man had paid me well to wol-
erate his sullenness and eccentricity, and Sprague had made it clear that he
was dying: a matcer of hours.

And he was. He had hardly the screngeh o motion Sprague from the
room and calk to me, chough his voice came clearly enough and wich lic-
tle efforc.

“You know my will,” he said. “Stand by it to che leteer.”

Thac will had been a bone of contention between us because of its pro-
vision that before his heir and sole surviving nephew, Paul Tuetle, could
claim his estace, the house would have to be descrovedé”<not caken down,
but destroved, cogecher wich certain books designated by shell number in
his final inscruccions. His deach-bed was no place to debace chis wanton
destrucaon anew; | nodded and he accepred that, Would to heaven | had
obeved without question!

“MNow then,” he went on, “there’s a book downstairs you muse take
back to the library of Miskatonic University,”
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He gave me the title. Ar char cime it meant licele to me; bue it has since
come to mean more than | can say—a symbol of age-old horror, of mad-
dening things beyond che thin veil of prosaic daily life—che Lacin cransla-
tion of che abhorred Necromomicon by the mad Arab, Abdul Alhazred.

|l found che book easily enough. For the lase two decades of his life
Amos Tuetle had lived in increasing seclusion among books collected from
all pares of che world: old, worm-eaten texes, with titles chat mighe have
frightened away a less hardened man—rthe sinister De Vermds Myseerits of
Ludvig Prinn, Comee d'Erlecce’s cernible Culter das Ghowder, von Junec's
damnable Unawssprecilichen Kulten, 1 did not know chen how rare chese were,
nor did | underscand che priceless ranicy of cercan fragmencary pieces: che
frightful Besk of Eibon, che horror-fraughe Puaboric Manwseripis, and the
dread Ryeb Texe; for these, [ found upon an examinacion of his accounts
after Amos Taccle’s death, he had paid a fabulous sum. But nowhere did 1
find so high a figure as thac he had paid for che B'yeb Texr, which had come
to him from somewhere in che dark incerior of Asia; according co his files,
he had paid for it no less than one hundred thousand dollars; bue in addi-
tion to this, there was present in his account in regard o this vellowed man-
uscripr a notation which puzzled me ac che time, bur which 1 was to have

ominous cause to remember—afier che sum above mentioned, Amos Tocele

had wriceen in his spidery hand: i addition 1o the promise.

These faces did not come ouc uncl Paol Tuccle was in possession, buc
before thac, several strange occurrences cook place, things thac should have
aroused my suspicion in regard to the countryside legends of some powerful
supernatural influence clinging to che old house. The first of these was of
small consequence in view of the others; it was simply that upon returning
the Necromomicon to che hbrary of Miskatonic Universicy ac Arkham, I found
mysell conveyed by a oghe-lipped hbranan scraigheoway o che office of che
director, Doctor Llanfer, who asked me bluntly to account for the book's
being in my hands. 1 had no hesitation in doing so, and thereby discovered
that the rare volume was never permicted out of cthe library, thar, in face,
Amos Tuactle had abstraceed ic on one of his rare visits, having failed in his
accempts o persuade Doctor Llanfer to permic his borrowing ic. And Amos
had been clever enough to prepare in advance a marvelously good imication
of the book, with 4 binding almose flawless inies resemblance, and the acou-
al reproduction of citle and opening pages of the rext reproduced from his
memory; upon the occasion of his handling the mad Arab’s book, he had
substituted his dummy for che original and gone off wich one of the two
copies of chis shunned work available on the Norch American condnent, one
of the five copies known to be in exiscence in the world,

The second of chese chings was a licele more scarcling, chough ic bears
the crappings of conventional hauneed house stories. Both Paul Tueele and |
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heard ar odd cimes in the house at night, while his uncle’s corpse lay chere
particularly, the sound of padding footsteps, but there was this strangeness
about chem: chey were noc like foorsteps falling wichin the house ac all, bue
like the sceps of some creacure in size almose beyond che concepoion of man
wilking at a great discance smdergroswdd, so thac the sound accually vebrated
into the house from the depths of earth below. And when [ have reference
to steps, ic is only for lack of a berrer word to describe the sounds, for chey
were not flac steps atc all, bur a kind of spongy, jelly-like, sloshing sound
macle with cthe force of so much weight behind chem char che consequenc
shuddenng of earch in that place was commumcated w vs in the way we
heard it. There was noching more than chis, and presencly e was gone, ceas-
ing, coincidentally enough, in the houss of that dawn when Amos Tueele's
corpse was borne away forty-eight hours sooner chan we had planned. The
sounds we dismissed as secclings of che earch along the distant coase, noc
alone because we did noc accach too greac an importance to chem, but
because of che final ching thar ook place before Paul Tuccle officially took
possession of the old house on Aylesbury Road.

This last thing was the most shocking of all, and of the three who knew
it, only I now remain alive, Docror Sprague being dead chis day a month,
though he took only one look and said, “Bury him at once!” So we did, for
the change in Amos Tuccle's body was ghascly bevond concepoon, and espe-
cially horrible 1n 18 suggescion, and it was so because che body was wor
falling into any visible decay, but changing subtly in another way, becoming
suffused with a weird iridescence, which darkened presently uncil it was
almost ebon, and che appearance on the flesh of his puffy hands and face of
minute, scale-like growch. There was likewise some change abour che shape
of his head; it seemed to lengchen, o cake on a curious kind of fish-like look,
accompamed by a fmnt exudanon of chick fish smell from che coffin; and
that these changes were not purely imaginative was shockingly substanciac-
¢ when the body was subsequently found in the place where 1ts malignane
after-dweller had conveyed it, and there, at last falling into putrefacrion
though it was, others saw with me the terrible, suggestive changes that had
caken place, though they had mercifully no knowledge of what had gone
before, Bue ac che cime when Amos Taceele lay in the old house, chere was no
hint of what was to come; we were quick o close the coffin and quicker scill
to take it to the wy-covered Turele vaule in Arkham cemetery.

Paul Turtle was at thar time in his late forties, but, like so many men
of his generation, he had the face and figure of a yourh in his twencies.
Indeed, the only hinc of his age lay in che fainc craces of gray in che hair of
his mouscache and cemples, He was a call, dack-haired man, slighely over
weight, with frank blue eyes which years of scholarly research had not
reduced to the necessiey of glasses. MNor was he ignorane of law, for he quick-
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ly made it known that if 1, as his uncle’s execuror, were not disposed to over-
look che clause in his will that called for the descruction of che house on the
Aylesbury Road, he would contesc che will on the juscifiable ground of Amos
Tutele's msanicy, [ pointed ouc to him that he scood alone againse Docror
Sprague and me, but | was ac che same time not blind to che face thar che
unreasonableness of the request might very well defeac us; besides, 1
myself considered che clause in chis regard amazingly wancon in che
descruction it demanded, and was not prepared to fight a contese because of
so minor a maccer, Yer, could I have {oreseen what was to come, could [ have
dreamed of che horror o follow, 1 would have carmied our Amaos Tucele's lase
request regardless of any decsion of the court. However, such foresight was
not mine,

We went to see Judge Wilton, Tactle and I, and put the matter before
him. He agreed wich us that the descruction of cthe hoose seemed needless,
and more chan once hinted ac concurrence with Paul Tucde's belief in his
lace uncle's madness.

“The old man's been couched for as long as | knew him,” he said dryly.
“And as for vou, Haddon, can you ger up on a stand and swear that he was
absolutely sane?”

Remembering with a certain uneasiness che cheft of che Necromemicon
from Miskatonic Umiversicy, 1 had to confess cthac [ could noc. 5o Paul Tuccdle
took possession of che estate on che Aylesbury Road, and [ wene back co my
legal pracoce in Boston, not dissacisfied wich che way chings had gone, and
yer noe without a lurking uneasiness difficule o define, an insichous fechng
of impending tragedy, no licele fed by my memory of whae we had seen in
Amos Tacele’s coffin before we sealed and locked it away in che centuries-
old vault in Arkham cemetery.

[T

T was not for some time that | saw the gambrel roofs and Georgian

baluscrades of witch-cursed Arkham again, and chen was there on busi-
ness for a cliene who wished me co see it char his propercy in ancient
Innsmouth was proteceed from the Government agents and police who had
taken possession of the shunned and haunted town, though it was now some
months since the mysterious dynamiting of blocks of the waterfront build-
ings and parc of the terror-hung Devil Reef in the sea beyond—a myscery
which has been carefully guarded and hidden since chen, chough 1 have
learned of a paper purporcing o give the true faces of che Innsmoutch hor
ror, 4 privately published manuscript wriceen by a Providence author. [t was
impossible ar thar cime to proceed to Innsmouth because Secret Service men
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stancling. 1 did not choose to correct him in chis regard, and ac che same
time | experienced a sudden desire to hear no more; so 1 did not press him
for furcher decails, and presently he rose o recurn oo his duties, and left me
with my promse o ask Paul Toccle for che missing book sall sounding in
My Ears.

His story, however slighe it was, nevertheless sounded within me a note
of alarm; T could not help recalling the numerous small things thae held o
memory—:che steps we had heard, the odd clavse in Amos Tucele's will, che
awful metamorphosis in Amos Toccle's corpse. There was already chen a
faine suspicion 1n my mind cthae some siniscer chain of evenes was becoming
manifese here; my nacural curiosicy rose, chough not wichour & certain feel-
ing of distasce, a conscious desire to withdraw, and the recurrence of that
serange, insidious conviction of impending tragedy. Bue | decermined o see
Paul Tutele as early as possible.

My work in Arkham consumed che afternoon, and it was not uncl dusk
that | found myself scanding before che massive oaken door of the old Tuctle
house on Aylesbury Road. My racher peremprory knock was answered by
Paul himself, who stood, lamp held high in hand, peering our into the grow-
ing nighe,

“Haddon!” he exclaimed, throwing the door wider. “Come in!”

That he was genunely glad co see me | could noc doube, for che noce
of enthusiasm n his vowce precluded any other supposicion. The hearoiness
of lns welcome also served co confirm me in my mrenoon noe wo speak of che
rumors | had heard, and to proceed about an inquiry afeer the Neoromamizcon
at my own good time, T remembered chat juse prior to his uncle's death,
Tuttle had been working on a philological treacise relacing to the growth of
the Sac [ndian language, and decermined co inquire about chis paper as if
nothing else were of moment.

“You've had supper, [ suppose,” said Tutele, leading me down che hall
and into the library.

I said that | had eaten in Arkham,

He put che lamp down upon a book-laden table, pushing some papers
to one side as he did so. Invicing me co sic down, he resumed che seat he had
evidently lefe to answer my knock. 1 saw now chat he was somewhat
disheveled, and that he had permieced his beard to grow. He had also caken
on more weight, doubtless as a consequence of strictly enforced scholarship,
with all its attendant confinement o the house and lack of physical exercise.

“How fares the Sac creacise?” [ asked.

“I've put thar aside,” he said shorcly, “I may take ic up later. For che
present, U've scruck something far more important—just how imporcane |
CANNOL yer sav.”
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I saw now thar the books on the tables were not the usual scholarly
tomes [ had seen on his Ipswich desk, but with some faint apprehension
observed chac they were the books condemned by che explicic inscructions
of Tutele’s uncle, as a glance ar the vacane spaces on the proscribed shelves
clearly corroborated.

Tutele curned to me almose eagerly and lowered his voice as if in fear of
being overheard, “As a maceer of fact, Haddon, it’s colossal—a gigancic feat
of the imaginacion; only for chis: I'm no longer cercain chac ic i imaginative,
indeed, I'm noc, | wondered abouc char clavse in my uncle's will; 1 couldn’e
understand why he should wanc chis howse descroved, and nighely surmised
thar the reason muse he somewhere in the pages of chose books he so care-
fully condemned.” He waved a hand ar che incunabula before him. “So |
examined chem, and T can tell vou [ have discovered chings of such incredi-
ble strangeness, such bizarre horror, that 1 hesitate sometimes to dig deep-
er into the mystery, Frankly, Haddon, it 5 the mosc osrrd mateer 've ever
come upon, and 1 muse say i involved considerable research, quite apare
from these books Uncle Amos collected.”

“Indeed,” T said dryly. “And | dare say you've had to do considerable
craveling?”

He shook his head. "None at all, apart from one crip to Miskatonic
Universicy Library. The facc is, 1 found I could be served jusc as well by mail.
You'll remember those papers of Uncle's? Well, T dscovered among them
that Uncle Amos paid a hundred chousand for a certain bound manw-
script—bound in human skin, incidentally—together with a crypric line: in
addition to the promese. | began to ask myself what promise Uncle Amos could
have made, and to whom; whether to the man or woman who had sold him
this B'/yed Text or o some ocher, | proceeded forchwith o search ouc the
name of che man who had sold him che book, and presently found 10 wich
his address—some Chinese priest from inner Tibet—and wrote to ham. bHs
reply reached me a week ago.”

He bent away and rummaged briefly among the papers on his desk,
until he found what he sought and handed it to me,

"I wrote in my uncle's name not cruscing encirely in che cransaction,
and wrote, moreover, as if 1 had forgoceen or had a hope to avoid che promise,”
he conemnued. “Hhis reply s fully as crvpric as my uncle's notacion.”

Indeed, 1t was so, for the crumpled paper thar was handed to me bore,
in a serange, stileed script, but one line, withour signature or dare: T afford
@ baven for Him Who ds ot to by Nawmed,

I dare say 1 looked up ac Tuccle with my wondermenc clearly mirrored
in my eves, for he smiled before he replied.

“Means nothing co you, eh? No more did ic co me, when ficse | saw it
But not for long. In order to understand what follows, you should know ac
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The sudden cessation of his voice scardled me; there was something
hypnotic about his eager whisper, and something too chae filled me with a
conviction far beyond che power of Paul Toccle's words, Somewhere, deep
within the recesses of my mind, a chord had been secruck, 4 mnemonic con-
nection 1 could not dismiss or trace and which lefe me with a feeling as of
limitless age, a cosmic bridge inco another place and time.

“That seems logical,” [ saicl ar last, cautiously.

“Logical! Haddon, it é5; it must be!” he exclaimed.

“Cirancing ic,” T said, “whar chen?”

“Why, granang it,” he went on quickly, “we have conceded chac my
Uncle Amos promised o make ready a haven in preparaton for che recurn
of Hastur from whatever region of outer space now imprisons him. Where
that haven is, or what manner of place it may be, has not chus far been my
concern, though I can guess, perhaps. This is not the cime for guessing, and
vet it would seem, from cercain ocher evidence ac hand, thac chere may be
some permissible deductions made, The first and mose imporcanc of chese 15
of a double nature—ergo, something unforeseen prevenced che return of
Hastur within my uncle's lifetime, and yer some other being has made ieself
manifest.” Here he looked at me wich unusuoal frankness and nor a licele ner-
vousness, “As for the evidence of chis manifescadon, 1 would racher noc ac
this cime go into ic. Suffice 1 o say chac [ believe [ have such evidence ac
hand. 1 recurn co my onginal premise, chen.

“Among the few marginal nocanons made by my uncle, chere are two or
three especially remarkable ones in the Byeb Text; indeed, in the light of what
is known or can justifiably be guessed, they are sinister and ominous notes.”

So speaking, he opened dhe ancient manuscript and turned to a place
quite close to che beginning of che narracive,

“Now accend me, Haddon,” he said, and 1 rose and bent over him o
look at the spidery, almose allegible script that | knew for Amos ‘Tuttle's.
“Observe the underscored line of texe: Phuslad melevwall Crbulba R'fyeh
twgah” wagl fhtagn, and what follows it in my uncle’s unmiseakable hand: He
triniones preparing the way, and be wo longer dreaming? (WT:2/28) and ar a more
recent date, to judge by che shakiness of his hand,| the single abbreviation:
Ines! Obwiously, chis means noching wichoue a eranslacion of che exe, Failing
this ac the moment | fisst saw chis note, | cumed my accencion o the par-
enthetical notation, and within a short while solved its meaning as a refer-
ence to a popular magazine, Wiird Tales, for Febroary 1928, [ have it here.”

He opened the magazine against the meaningless texe, parcially con-
cealing che lines which had begun to take on an uncanny armosphere of
eldricch age beneath my eyes, and chere beneach Paul Tuccle's hand lay che
first page of a story so obviously belonging to chis unbelievable mytchology
that | could not repress a stare of astonishment. The dtle, only parely cov-
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ered by his hand, was “The Call of Cechulhu”, by H. B Lovecraft. Bur Turtle
did not linger over the first page; he curned well into the heare of che story
before he paused and presenced to my gaze the idencical unreadable line
that lay beside the crabbed scripe of Amos Tucele in the incredibly rare B Vyeb
Text upon which the magasine reposed. And there, only a paragraph below,
appeared what purporeed to be a translation of che utterly unknown lan-
guage of che Text: e biv bowse at R'lyeb dead Crhwlbu swails dreaming,

“There you have it,” resumed Toccle wich some satisfaction, “Cechulhu,
con, waited for che tme of his resurgence—how many eons, no one may
know; but my uncle has quesooned whether Cchulbu sall hies dreaming,
and following this, has writen and doubly undescored an abbreviaoon
which can only stand for Imesmouth! This, together wich che ghascly things
half hinted in chis revealing story purporting to be only fiade:, opens up a
vista of undreamed horror, of age-old evil.”

“Good Heaven!™ [ exclaimed involuncarily, “Surely you can'c chink chis
fantasy has come to ife?”

Tucdle turned and gave me a scrangely distane look. “Whar ! cdhank
doesn’'t matter, Haddon,” he replicd gravely. “Bue there is one thing | would
like very much to know—uwhat happened ac Innimoseb? What has happened
there for decades past cthat people have shunned it so? Why has chis once
prosperous pore sunk inco oblivion, half s houses empey, ics propercy prac-
acally worchless? And why was 1t necessary for Government men to blow
up row after row of the waterfront dwellings and warehouses? Lascly, for
what earthly reason did chey send a submaring to torpedo the marine spaces
beyond Devil Reef ust out of Innsmouch?”

“I know nothing of chat,” 1 replied.

Buc he paid no heed; his voice rose a licde, uncertain and crembling,
and he said, "I can cell you, Haddon. It 1 even as my Uncle Amos has wrie-
ten: Great Cehulhu has nsen agan!™

For a moment | was shaken; then | said, “Buoe i 1s Hasour for whom
he waited.”

“Precisely,” agreed Tueele in a clipped, professorial voice. “Then 1
should like to know who or what ic is chat walks in the earch in che dark
hours when Fomalhaur has risen and the Hyades are in che easc!”

"5 ; FITLH chis, he abrupcly changed che subject; he began to ask me ques-

cions about myself and my practice, and presently, when 1 rose to go,
he asked me to stay che nighe. This | consenced finally, and wich some reluc-
tance, to do, whereupon he departed at once to make a room ready for me.
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I took the opportunity thus afforded o examine his desk more closely for
the Necrononricon missing from the library of Miskatonic Universicy, [t was
not on his desk, bue, crossing o che shelves, [ found ic chere, T had juse caken
it down and was examining it co make certain of 168 idencicy, when Tocele re-
entered the room. His quick eyes darted to the book in my hands, and he
half smiled.

“T wish you'd rake thar back to Docror Llanfer when you go in the
morning, Haddon,” he said casually, “Now char I've copied che texe, 1 have
no further use for ic.”

“I'll do thac gladly,” 1 said, reheved chac che maccer could so easily
be seccled.

Shortly after, 1 retired to the room on the second floor which he had
prepared for me, He accompanied me as far as the door, and there pavsed
briefly, uncertain of speech ready for his tongue and yet noc permiceed o
pass his lips; for he curned once or cwice, bade me goodnighe before he spoke
what weighed upon his choughes: “By the way—if you hear anyching in che
nighe, don't be alarmed, Haddon, Whatever ic 15, it’s harmless—as vec.”

It was not until he had gone and I was alone in my room that the sig-
nificance of what he had said and the way he had said it dawned upon me,
It grew upon me then chac this was confirmation of the wild rumors chat
had penetrated Arkham, and thac Tuccle spoke not encirely wichoue fear. |
undressed slowly and choughefully, and got into cthe pajamas Tuccle had lad
out for me, wichout deviatng for an inscant from the preoccupaton wich
the weird mythology of Amos Tuttle’s ancient books that held my mind.
MNever quick o pass judgment, [ was not prone o do so now,; despite the
apparent absurdicy of the structure, it was still sufficiently well erected to
meric more cthan a casual scruany, And it was clear co me chat Tuccle was
more than hall convinced of 108 cruth, This i wself was more than enough
to give me pause, for Paul Tutcle had distinguished himself cme and agaim
for the thoroughness of his cesearches, and lus published papers had noe
been challenged for even cheir most minor decail, As a resule of facing chese
facts, | was prepared to admit ac least that chere was some basis for the
mythology-strucoure ouclined co me by Tuccle, bur as to ics cruch or error, of
course 1 was in no posicion ac thar cime co commit myself even wichin che
confines of my own mind; for once a man concedes or condemns a thing
within his mind, it is doubly, nay enply, difficalt co tid himself of his con-
clusion, however ill-advised it may subsequently prove to be,

Thinking chus, 1 got into bed, and lay there awaiting sleep. The night
had deepened and darkened, chough [ could see chrough che flimsy curcain
it che window chac the scars were out, Andromeda high in the ease, and che
constellacions of aucumn beginning to mount the sky.
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I was on the edge of sleep when | was start
which had been present for some time, but which had only just chen been

ed awake again h:,' a souned

borne in upon me with all its significance: che faincly cembling seep of some
giganoe creature vibrating all chrough the house, chough the sound of 1«
came not from wichin che house, boe from che ease, and for a confused
moment [ thought of something risen from the sea and walking along the
shore in the wer sand,

This illusion passed when I raised mysell on one elbow and listened
more incencly, For a moment chere was no sound whartever; chen it came
again, irregulacly, broken—a scep, a pause, two steps in fairly quick succes-
sion, an odd seckimg nowse. Disturbed, | gor up and wene to the open win-
dow. The night was warm, and the seill air almose sulery; far to the norch-
east 4 beacon cut an arc upon che sky, and from the discant norch came che
fainc drone of a night plane. It was already past midnighe; low in the east
shone red Aldebaran and the Pleiades, but T did not ac chac cime, as [ did
later, connect the disturbances [ heard o the appearance of che Hyades
above the honzon.

The odd sounds, meanwhile, continued vnabated, and it was borne in
upon me presencly thar chey were indeed approaching che house, however
slow cheir progress. And that they came from che direction of the sea 1 could
not doube, for in chis place there were no configuracions of cthe earch chac
might have chrown any sound our of directional focus, | began o dunk
again of those similar sounds we had heard while Amos ‘Tuccle's body lay in
the house, though 1 did not then remember thae even as che Hyades lay now
low in the ease, so chey were chen seceing in che west, If chere were any dif-
ference in che manner of their approach, 1 was not able to ascercain it, unless
it was that che present discurbances seemed somehow cfaser, but it was notc
a physical closeness as much as a psychoc dosemers, The convicoion of chis was
0 strong that [ began o feel a growing uneasiness not untinged with fear;
| began to expenience a wild resclessness, a desire for company; and 1 went
quickly to the door of my room, opened it, and stepped quietly into the hall
in search of my host,

MNow at once a new discovery made ieself known, As long as [ had been
in my room, the sounds 1 had heard seemed unquestionably to come from
the east, notwithstanding the faine, almose incangble tremors chat seemed
to shudder through the old house; but here in the darkness of the hall,
whither [ had gone without a light of any kind, 1 became aware thae the
sounds and tremblings alike emanated from defme—nor, indeed, from any
place in the house, bur below chat—rising as if from subrerranean places.
My nervous tension increased, and 1 stood uneasily o gec my bearings in che
dark, when 1 percerved in the direction of the stairway a faine radiance mount-
ing from below: | moved toward it at once, noiselessly, and, looking over che
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baniscer, saw that che light came from an eleceric candle held in Paul Tueele's
hand, He was standing in the lower hall, clad in his dressing-gown, though
it was clear co me even from where | stood thac he had not removed his
clothes. The hight chate fell upon his face revealed the inensicy of his accen-
tion; his head was cocked a licele co one side in an accitude of listerung, and
he stood motionless che while 1 locked down upon him.

“Paul!” I called in a harsh whisper.

He looked up instantly and saw my face doubtless caught in the light
from che candle in his hand, “Do vou hear?” he asked.

“Yes—whar in God's name s c?”

“I've heard 1c before,” he sad. “Come down.”

| went down to the lower hall, where | scood for a moment under his
penecrating and questioning gaze,

“You aren’t afraid, Haddon?”

1 shook my head.

“Then come with me.”

He turned and led che way coward the back of the house, where he
descended into the cellars below. All chis cime che sounds were nsing m vol-
ume; it was as if they had approached closer to the house, indeed, almose as
if they were direccly below, and now there was obvious a definite crembling
in the building, not alone of the walls and supporcs, but one wich che shud-
dering and shaking of the earth all around: it was as if some deep subter-
ranean discurbance had chosen this spoc in the earch’s surface co make wself
manifest. Tutele was unmoved by this, doubtless for the reason that he had
experienced it before, He went directly chrough che fiese and second cellars
to a chird, set somewhat lower chan the ochers, and apparently of more recent
construccion, bue, like che first owo, built of imescone blocks set in cement.

In the center of chis sub-cellar he pavsed and scood quietly liscening.
The sounds had by this oume nsen co such meensicy chae ic seemed as if che
house were caught 1n a voreex of volcanic upheaval without actually suffer-
ing the destruction of its supports; for the erembling and shuddering, the
creaking and groaning of the rafters above us gave evidence of the tremen-
dous pressure exerced within the earch beneach us, and even che stone floor
of the cellar seemed alive under my bare feer, Bur presencly chese sounds
appeared to recede inco the background, though accually they lessened noe
at all, and only presenred this illusion because of our growing familiaricy
with them and because our ears were becoming attuned o other sounds in
more major keys, these, too, rising from below as from a greatr discance, but
carrying wicth them an insidious hellishness in the implicacions char grew
UPOI 1S,

For the firse whiseling sounds were not clear enough to jusafy any guess
as to their origin, and it was not until | had been listening for some time
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that it occurred o me that the sounds breaking into the weird whistling or
whimpering derived from something alive, some sentient being, for present-
ly they resolved inco uncouth and shocking mouchings, indiscince and noc
ineelligible even when they could be clearly heard. By chis ame, Tuecle had
put the candle down, had come to his knees, and now half lay upon the floor
with his ear close to the stone.

In obedience to his morion, [ did likewise, and found that cthe sounds
from below resolved into more recognizable syllables, though no less mean-
ingless, For che firsc while, I heard noching but incoherene and apparencly
unconnected ululaoons, wich which were interpolared chanong sounds,
which later | puc down as follows: L@ 1a! ... Sowb-Nigewrath ... Ugh! Cihulbn
Fhragn! ... 1@l 1a! Crhulbu!

That I was in some error in regard co at least one of these sounds, [ soon
learned. Crbulbs isellf was plainly audible, despite the fury of mounting
sound all around; but the word char followed now seemed somewhac longer
then fhragn; 1t was as it an excra syllable had been added, and vet 1 could noc
be cercain chat ¢ had not been there all che while, for presendy it came
clearer, and Tortle cook from a pocket his notebook and pencil and wrote:

“They are saying Cthulby uaflfbtagn.”

Judging by the expression of his eyes, faincly elaced, this evidently con-
veved sometching to him, but to me it meant noching, aparc from my abili-
ty to recognize a porcion of e as idenoical n character wich the words chac
appearcd in che abhorred R'Wyeb Text, and subsequencly again in the maga-
zing story, where its translation would seem to have indicated chae che words
meant: Clbwlby wails dreaming. My obvious blank ignorance of chis meaning
apparently recalled to my host chae his philological learning was far in excess
of mine, for he smiled bleakly and whispered, "It can be noching else but a
negacve conscruction,”

Even then I did not ac once understand thac he meant o explam thar
the subterranean voices were not saying what [ had thoughe, bue: Crbalbs
wa fonger wails dvsaming! There was now no longer any question of belief, for
the things that were raking place were of no human origin, and admicced of
no other solution than one in some way, however remorely, relaced o che
incredible mythology Tuctle had so recently expounded to me. And now, as
if chis evidence of feeling and heanng were not enough, there became man-
ifest a strange fetid smell mingled with a navseatingly strong odor of fish,
apparently seeping up through the porous limestone.

Tuecle became aware of chis almost simultaneously with my own recog-
nicion, and [ was alarmed o observe in his {features craces of apprehension
stronger than any [ had herewofore nooced. He lay for a momene quiecly;
then he rose stealchily, vook up the candle, and crepe from che room, beck-
ontng me after him.
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smashed almost beyond repair, and the cotfing have been disturbed, It has
been reported that the coffin of the late Amos Tutele s missing, but con-
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Immediately upon reading chis vague bulletin, [ was seized with the
strongest apprehension, come upon me from 1 know not whar source; yer 1
fele ac once thae che ourrage perpetrated upon che vaule was not an ordinary
crimne, and I could not help connecting ic in my mind with cthe occurrences
at the old Tuttle house. 1 had cherefore resolved to go o Arkham, and
thence to see Paul Tucele, before his card arrived; his brief message alarme:d
me still more, if possible, and at the same time convinced me of what 1
feared—chat some revoltng connection existed becween the cemetery out-
rage and che chings chat walked in che earth beneath che house on
Aylesbury Koad. Buc ac che same ame | became aware of a deep reluccance
to leave Boston, obsessed wich an intangible fear of invisible danger from an
unknown source, Sill, duty compelled my going, and however scrongly |
mighe shun it, go 1 must,

I arrived in Arkham in early afternoon and went at once to the ceme-
tery, in my capacity as solicitor, to ascertain che extenc of the damage done.
A police guard had been established, bue | was permitted o examine che
premises as soon as my wdenticy had been disclosed. The newspaper account,
[ found, had been shockingly inadequate, for che ruin of the Tuttle vaule was
virtually complete, its coffins exposed to the sun’s warmch, some of them
broken open, revealing long-dead bones. While 1 was crue cthat Amos
Turcele's coffin had disappeared in the nighe, ic had been found ac midday in
an open field abour two miles easc of Arkham, oo far from the road to have
been carried there; and che mystery of its being chere was, if anything, deep-
er now than at che time che coffin had been found; for an investigation had
disclosed certain deep indentations set ac wide intervals in the earch, some
of them as much as forey feet in diameter! It was as if some monstrous crea-
ture had walked there, though 1 confess thac chis choughe occurred only
within my own mind; the impressions in the earch remained a mystery upon
which no highe was chrown even by the wildese surmises as to their source.
This may have been parely due to the more stareling face that had emerged
immediately upon finding the coffin: the body of Amos Tuttle had vanished,
and a search of the surrounding terrain had failed o disclose ic. S0 much I
learned from the custodian of che cemetery before 1 sec our along che
Aylesbury Road, refusing to chink further about chis incredible informacion
uncil [ had spoken wich Paul Tueele,

This time my surnmons at his door was not immediately answered, and
[ had begun to wonder with some apprehension whether something had
happened o him, when | deteceed a fainc scuffling sound beyond che door,
and almost immeduacely heard Tuccle’s muffled voice,
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“Who is ic?”
“Haddon,” [ replied, and heard what seemed o be a gasp of re

ief.

The door opened, and it was not until it had closed chat [ became aware
of the nocournal darkness of che hall, and saw thar che window ac che far end
had been cightly shuctered, and chac no hghe fell into che long cormdor from
any of the rooms opening off it. [ forebore to ask the question chat came o
my tongue and turned inscead co Tucdle, Te was some time before my eyes
had mascered che unnacoral darkness sufficiendy to make him out, and then
1 was conscious of a distince feeling of shock; for Tuccle had changed from a
tall, upright man in his prime to a bent, heavy man of uncouch and faincy
repulsive appearance, berraving an age which acrually was noc his. And his
first words filled me with high alarm.

“Quick now, Haddon,” he said. “There’s not much time.”

“What is it What's wrong, Paul?” [ asked.

He disregarded chis, leading the way inco che library, where an elecoric
candle burned dimly. “I've made a packet of some of my uncle's most valu-
able books—the K'fyeb Texi, the Book of Eibon, the Puatotic Masmscripis—
some others. These must go to che library of Miskaronic Universicy by your
hand roday wichoue fail. They are henceforth o be considered che propercy
of the library. And here is an envelope containing certain instructions to you,
in case [ fail o gec in touch wich you eicher personally or by celephone—
which I have had inscalled here since your lasc visic—by ten o'clock tomghe.
You are staying, | assume, at che Lewiscon House, Now aceend me closely:
if 1 fail eo telephone you to the contrary before ten o'clock tomght, you are
to follow the inseructions herein contained wichout hesication. | advise you
to act immediately, and, since vou may feel chem too unusual to proceed
swiftly, [ have already celephoned Judge Wilton and explained chac U've lefc
some strange but vical iscrucnons with you, bur that 1 want them caroied
out to the letter.”

“What's happened, Paul?” | asked,

For a moment it seemed as if he would speak freely, but he only shook
his head and said, “As ver | do not know all. Buc this much 1 can say: We
have both, my uncle and I, made a terrible mistake, And 1 fear it is now
roo late co rectify 1t, You have learned of the disappearance of Uncle
Amos's bodys”

I nodded.

“It has since turned up.”

I was astounded, since | had only just come from Arkham, and no such
intellipence had been imparced to me, “Impossible!” | exclaimed. “They are
soill searching,”

“Ah, no maceer,” he said oddly. "It is not chere. It is here—ar che foot
of the garden, where it was abandoned when it was found useless.”
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At this, he jerked his head op suddenly, and we heard the shuffling and
grunting sound that came from somewhere in the house, But in a moment
it died away, and he curned again o me,

“The haven,” he murceered, and gave a sickly laugh. “The cunnel was
buile by Uncle Amos, | am sure. Bue ic was not che haven Hasour waneed—
though it serves the minions of his hali-brocher, Great Cehulho.”

It was almost impossible to realize chat che sun shone outside, for che
murkiness of the room and che atmosphere of impending dread chac hung
over me combined o lend o che scene an unrealicy apare {rom che world
from which I had just come, despice che horror of che violated vaule, 1 per-
ceived also about Tuctde an air of almoese fevensh expectancy coupled wich a
nervous hasee; his eyes shone oddly and seemed more prominent than 1 had
previously known them, his lips seemed o have coarsened and thickened,
and his beard had become maceed co a degree 1 would not have thought pos-
sible. He listened now only for & momenc before he curned back co me.

“I myself need to stay for the presenc; 1 have not finished mining che
place, and chat must be done,” he resumed errancally, but wene on before
the questions thae rose in me could find ueeerance. “1've discovered chae the
house reses upon a nacural arcificial foundacion, thar below the place there
must be not only the cunnel, but & mass of cavernous scouctures, and |
believe thac chese caverns are for the most part water-hlled—and perhaps
inhabited,” he added as a simscer afeerchoughe, “Burt chs, of course, 15 ac che
present cme of small imporcance. | have no immediace fear of what 15 below,
but what [ know is to come.”

Ohnce again he paused o listen, and again vague, distane sounds came
to our ears, | liscened intencly, hearing an ominous fumbling, as if some
creature were trying a door, and scrove to discover or guess ac its origin, 1
had thoughe at first chat the sound emanared from somewhere within che
house, chought almost insoncovely of che acac; for 1e seemed to come from
above, but in a moment it was borne in upon me that the sound did not
derive from any place within the house, nor vet from any porcion of the house
outsice, bur grew from some place beyond chac, from & point sn space beyond
the walls of the bowse—a fumbling, plucking noise which was not associaced
in my consciousness wich any recognizable marerial sounds, buc was racher
an unearchly invasion. | peered at Tueele, and saw chae his atccencion was also
for something from oueside, for his head was somewhar Iifted and his eyes
looked bevond the enclosing walls, bearing in them a curiously rape expres-
sion, not without fear, nor yet without a scrange air of helpless waicing.

“Thar is Hascur's sign,” he said in a hushed voice, “When che Hyades
rise and Aldebaran stalks che sky tonighe, He will come. The Otcher wnll be
here with s wacer people, those of che primal gilled races.” Then he began
to laugh suddenly, soundlessly, and wich a sly, half-mad glance, added, “And
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Following my recurn to Arkham's ancient screecs, events succeeded
events with undesirable rapidicy 1 deposited Tarele's packer of books with
Doceor Llanfer at che library, and made my way immediately after co Judge
Wilcon's house, where | was forcunare enough o find him, He was juse sic-
ting down to supper, and inviced me o join him, which [ did, though | had
no appetite of any kind, indeed, food seeming repugnane to me. By chis cime
all che fears and intangible doubts I had held had come o a head wichin me,
and Wilton saw ar once char [ was laboring under an vnusual nervous strain.

“Curious thing about che Turcle vaule, isn'c ic?” he ventured shrewdly,
zuessing at the reason for my presence in Arkham.

“Yes, bue noc half so cunous as che circumscance of Amos Touecle’s body
reposing at the foor of his garden,” T replied.

“Indeed,” he said wichout any visible sign of interest, his calmness serv-
ing to restore me in some measure o a sense of cranguilicy. “T dare say
yvou've come [rom there and know whereof you speak.”

At that, I told him as briefly as possible the story 1 had come co rell,
omicting only a few of the more improbable decails, but not enorely suc-
ceeding in dismissing his doubes, though he was far coo muoch a gencleman
to permit me to feel them, He sac for a while in thougheul silence after |
had finished, glancing once or twice at che clock, which showed the hour o
be already past seven. Presencly he intermpred his revery o suggese chac |
telephone the Lewiston House and arrange for any call for me w be trans-
ferred o Judge Wilcon's home. This | did inscantly, somewhac relieved chac
he had consented to rake the problem seriously enough to devote his
evening o it.

“As for the mythology,” he said, direcely upon my retuen o che room,
“it can be dismissed as the creation of @ mad mind, the Arab Abdul
Alhazred, [ say advisedly, 1c can be, but 1n the Light of the things which have
happened in Innsmouth | should noc like to commic myself. However, we
are not at present m session, The immediace concern s for Paul Tattle him-
self, 1 propose that we examine his instructions to VO forchwich.”

I prodduced che envelope at once, and opened it, It concained but a sin-
zle sheet of paper, bearing chese crypric and ominous lines:

I have mined che house and all. Go smmediately without delay, o che
pasture gate west of che house, where in the shrubbery on the right side of
the lane as you approach from Arkham, | have concealed the detonacor. My
Uncle Amos was right—it should have been done in ehe first place. 1f you
fail me, Haddon, then before God vou loose upon the countrysicde such a
scourge as man has never known and will never see again—ifl indeed he sur-
vives ie!”

Some inkling of the cacaclysmic cruch must ac thar momene have
begun to penecrate my mind, for when Judge Wilton leaned back, looked
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ar me quizzically, and asked, “Whar are you going to do?” I replied withour
hesitation: “I'm going to follow these instructions to che lecter!”

He gazed ac me for a moment wichout comment; then he bowed to
the inevicable and seccled back, “We shall waic for cen o'clock wogether,” he
said gravely.

The final ace of the incredible horror that had its focal point in the
Turele house cook place juse a licele before cen, coming upon us in che begin-
ning in so disarmingly prosaic a manner that che full horror, when it came,
was cloubly shocking and profound. For ac five minuces to ten, the celephone
rang. Judge Wilton took 1t at once, and even from where 1 sac 1 could hear
the agomzed voice of Paul Turele calling my name.

“This is Haddon,” 1 said wich a calmness [ did noe feel. “Whar i i, Paol?”

“Do it now!™ he cried. “Oh, God, Haddon—right away—before. .. too
late, Oh, God—the haven! The haven! ... You By the place ... pasiwre gate,
() Cad, be guick! ..." Then there happened what | shall never forgec: the
sudden cernble degeneration of s voice, so chac 10 was as if 10 crumpled
together and sank into abysmal mowchings; for the sounds chac came over
the wire were bestial and inhoman—shocking gibberings and crude,
Brucish, deooling sounds, from among which certain of chem recurred again
and again, and I listened in seeadily mounting horror to che crinmphant gib-
bering before it died away:

“la! 1d! Hasewr! Ugh! Ugh! Id Hastwr of aya®'valetmm, cagtiaghe valgtwm!
Ad! Sbub-Niggurath! ... Hastwr—Hastur of tagn! &! la! Hastwr! ..."

Then abruptly all sound died away, and | turned o face Judge Wilton's
error-sericken features, And ver 1 dicdd noc see him, nor did 1 see anything in
my understanding of what must be done; for abruptly, with cataclysmic
effece, 1 underscond what Tactle had failed oo know uncil oo lace. And ac
once 1 dropped the celephone; at once [ ran hacless and coatless from the
house 1nco the sereec, wich the sound of Judge Wilton {ranocally summon-
ing police over the telephone fading mnco the mght behind me. | tan with
unnatural spesd from the shadowed, haunted sereets of witch-cursed
Arkham into the October night, down che Aylesbury Road, into the lane
and cthe pascure gace, where for one brief inscant, while sirens blew behind
me, | saw the Turcle hovse through the orchard outlined i a hellish purple
glow, beanaiful but unearchly and cangibly evil.

Then | pushed down the deronator, and, with a tremendous roar, the
old house burst asunder and flames leaped up where the house had stood.

For a few dazed moments 1 stood chere, aware suddenly of che arrival
of police along cthe road souch of che house, before 1 began o move up w
join them, and so saw char the explosion had broughe abour whar Paul
Tuccle had hinted: the collapse of the subterranean caverns below the house;



OSEPH Payne Brennan has never written enough strictly Mythos tales for any-
one to assemble a collection of them, buc they cry out for reprinting anyway. It
was not possible to include the following story in the firse edition of The Haster Cypele,
though | had hoped we mighe. Now the cosmic winds sweeping through the stars
have changed, and here it is! (You will find another Brennan Mythos ale, “The
Ninth Incantation”, featoring Henry Kutrner’s Nyogtha, in my forthooming
Fedogan & Bremer anthology Aofyser of Gl
The present story makes deamatic use of an old theme: the *bullet with your
name on it.” Suppose one's fate were not written iwplicitly in the sequence of events,
but rather Literally and evpliaitly written cut for you to see? Would it really make all
that much difference? Even if ene were to receive such a decument and dismiss it as
pure cmncidence, the product, let us say, of the proverbial reomiul of monkeys ran-
domly pecking on a typewriter, how would this make it less ominous? After all,
whatever fate strikes you will have seemed to have been a set of chance coincidences
anyway! What Brennan d:.-}:-jq_'ts in this stOry has real-life counterparts -:_:tdmttm“}',
most of ‘em not entailing hideous death ar the hands of excradimensional beasties!),
of which one may read in the various treatments of “synchronicity”, a hypothetical
principle of linkage somehow accounting for the startingly meaninghol “coinci-
dences”™ we all experience soconer or later.

“The Feaster from Afar” first appeared in The Discipdes of Colaelfe, 1976,



The Feaster from Afar

by Joseph Payne Brennan

VERY two years Sydney Mellor Madison wrote an histconcal novel.

After six months of careful research, he spent precisely a year writing.

Another six months would be passed addressing ladies” literary clubs,
proofreading, and, toward che end of cthar period of time, sitting in various
bookscores aucographing copies of his lacest creacion.

It was a pleasant life. Madison was known as a bread-and-buccer writer.
His books always had a cercamn assured sale; they were usually reprinted in
paperback and in most instances Hollywood provided a first-option pay-
ment, After sixceen years, the film moguls had yer co produce a piccure, bue
Madison merely shrugged and pockeced the option money. He was philo-
sophical about such maccers.

At umes the professional cricics neceled him. While they acknowledged
the authenoicity of his backgrounds, chey complamned chat his dialogue was
“stileed”, his characters “puppets pulled by visible scrings.”

It wasn’t fair, of course, but as Madison watched his bank account grow
from four figures to five and continue on upward, he decided it really did-
n't matccer. Lec che cntics go hang; he was living becrer all che cime.

As his wealch increased, he deaided chat has year of woong oughe to be
spent without the interruptions which he endured in his cicy aparcment. He
told his agent to look up some isolated place where he would be left in peace
while he wrote.

Wichin a few weeks his agent senc him to see a Mr, Conway Kempron.
Kempton had a hunting lodge in an isolaced area somewhere up in norch-
ern New England.

After shaking hands across his desk, Kempton motioned Madison to
a chair.

He sat down himself and leaned back. “Well, I'll be frank, Mz
Madison. The hunting’s all shot up there—no pun intended! Been too
worked over, I guess. Buc chat won't bother you! The lodge 15 in fine con-
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dition—complecely furnished—and you won't be interrupred in your work,
I can't think of a more ideal spoc!”

Madison noticed thar Kempton was a crifle shifoy-eyed and he fele chac
the lease was too gh, buc he agreed o dove up and ook ac che lodge, If
he considered it sacistactory, he would move right in and mail back the
signed lease along with his check.

So it was that one gray day in early avtumn, Mr Sydney Mellor
Madison, the noted novelist, drove into che ciny New England village of
Granbury and scopped ac che general store, Alchough Kempoon had given
him specific direcoions he wanted o make doubly sure char he took che righe
road tw che lodge. 1o would soon be growing dark and he was cired afeer the
long drive.

The storekeeper squinted at him over che chipped wooden counter,
“Kempron's lodge? Firse road on yer left, past the cemetery. About cwelve
miles. Besc drive slow. That road ain’c in very good shape!”

As Madison steered along che ruceced crack, he realized chac the store-
keeper's comment was an underscacement. The road was as bad as any he'd
ever driven on.

His eves were so intent on the rues, he scarcely noticed che surround-
ing countryside, He did gather the general impression chat it was bleak,
uninhabiced, and alcogecher inhospitable in appearance.

Just before dusk, he reached che lodge. Ic was rough-hewn, bur sturdy
looking. The big logs were carefully joined twogecher and che recessed win-
dows did not look like che kind that ractle in every wine.

He had been inwardly carsing Kempron for noc telling him abour the
miserable condition of the road, but once he got inside and turned on the
lights and heat, he decided he might sign the lease afcer all. The lodze, rus-
tc though ic mughe appear, was equipped wich cencral heanng and all che
customary conveniences of a city apartment. The nternor looked comfore-
able. Madison would have preferred somewhat less bulky furniture and a
few fine prines affixed to the walls, but then—what could vou expect in a
hunting lodge?

After a nip of whiskey and a lighe supper, he took a shower and went
o bed.

In spite of his fatigue, he did noc sleep well. Vague mighrmares—
unusual for him—persisted until morning. He awoke feeling edgy and
apprehensive.

Madison, however, prided himself on his professionalism. A writer
worch his proverbial sale didn'c permic moods o interfere wich his work
schedule. Promptly at eighe o'clock, after a breakfase of egas, toase, and cof
fee, he seccled down ar che desk in che lodge soudy,
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After working steadily for nearly chree hours, he decided to quit for the

day, Ordinarily he worked until twelve—sometimes later—Dbue the drive of
che previous day, plus a poor nighc's sleep, had cired him more chan he had
realized. Middle age, he choughe to lnmself with a gnmace.

Before lunch, he walked out co che station wagon and carried in the
luggage he had left in the car the night before. Slate-colored clouds filled
the sky and cold spurts of wind shook the remaining leaves. A few of them,
scarlet and ocher, fluttered down onto che roof of che station wagon,

Madison shivered as he closed che door. While he sac over a sandwich
lunch, he realized chac he had co make a decision, Should he sign che lease—
or pack up and go home?

It was mood versus logic and logic won. Madison hated moods; he
knew dozens of writers, for instance, who would work only when “in the
proper mood.” Most of them ended up as book reviewers, or something
equally repellent. Cine of chem he knew had descended co pearl diving in a
down-ac-the-heels hash joinc,

After signing che lease, be wrote a somewhat sharp noce about the con-
dition of the road and fixed a stamp to the envelope. Only then did che
question of che daily mail confront him, Did a mail cruck call, or was he
expected to drive into Granbury every day?

He wene oucside, but could find no mailbox. He decided he had beccer
inquire nco che mail sicuacion ac once, Muttenng co himself, he scarced ouc
over che rucced road,

The storckeeper, a Mr. Saines, peered ac him again over the batrered
counter. Madison had che weird impression thar Saines had been scanding
behind the counter all nighte.

"Mail delivery? No siree! There ain't any. Folks here’bouts picks up
their own mail. Where? Well, right here! 1 run the post office, same as che
store. We don't have a big budget hke you cicy folks!”

Considerably annoved, Madison handed him the envelope containing
the lease. No mail delivery! He'd have o bounce over those infernal ruts
every day, if he wanted his mail!

As he starced to curn away, Saines leaned forward, “You a hunein® man,
Mr. Madison?”

The noted auchor hesitaced. He was reasonably sure chae chese vokels
had never heard of him. He wasn’t sure he wanted them to. He decided
0N COMPIomise,

No,” he replied, “I don’t hunt, T work for a publisher. Lots of—

involved research, Came up here to gec away from cicy interruptions,”

His voice craled off
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“Whaal,” he replied atc lengeh, “afeer thar last huncer was found with his
head riddled, everybody's kep’ away—even the animal criccers, | guess!”

Madison stared ar him, “His head riddled? Riddled wich what#”

Saines leaned forward wich a secretive air "Them autopsy doctors said
it was buckshot. Bue | heerd differene! Warn'c buckshor a “rall?™

“Whar was it, then?”

Saines flicked a crumb off the counter. “1 ain’t hankerin’ ta say, bur—
waal, I'll tell ye. Those holes in his head was so—funny like—<che doctors
sawed off che top of his skull—and chere warn't no brain underneach!”

In spite of hamself, Madison's mouch fell open.

Saines benc across the councer again. “Yew know whar | chink? That
poor man's brain was pulled nghe oue chrough them funny holes in his head!
Les Carper’s boy—Carper, he's the underraker—he saw those holes. He
says, "They was like somebody ook a hundred lictle corkscrews and drilled
right through that huncer's head!™

Madison closed his mouth, beginning to wonder if he were being “raken.”

He got a grip on himself. When he spoke, his voice was under concrol.
“I didn’t see a thing in the papers. Wasn't there an investigation?”

Saines blinked ac him with an expression bordering on contempe. “Not
everythin' gin in che papers, Me. Madison! And sometimes investigations
that curns—complercated—gits hushed up!™

He started to move away, changed his mind, and spoke again, has cones
low and ominous.

“I'd gt away, of [ was yew, Mr, Machson! There's—suthin'—up in cthose
hills that ain't safe ta be near, A long time ago—years and years it was—a
branch of the Whateley family lived in those hills, Ye's heerd of them, |
expect? Waal, chac’s funny, fer a wricin’ man, Anyway, the Whateleys drew
suthin’ down out of the sky up there—and 10 am'c mver left, chat 15, noc
fer long! Ie's suthin’ spoke about in the Cchulbu Mythos—yew heerd a tha,
| hope?”

Madison flushed angrily, Now he felt on safe ground. The old fool was
pumping him full of roc based on the writing of a magazine hack who had
been dead for decades! OF course his work—if you could call it chat—mwvas
undergoing a sore of revival, Madison had skimmed through pare of it with
amused disguse.

He turned from the counter with boch exasperation and relief. “Oh,
ves! 've heard of that pulp-magazine scribbler! Wrote for a penny a word—
or
Mychos is a rambling, rubbish-filled fabricacion! Mot a word of cruch co ic?”

ess! Lovelock or Lovecrop—or something like that, That whole so-called

Saines looked philosophical, "Man’s got a righe ca his own opinions, |
calc'lace. Waal, vew asked me and 1 told yew: | wouldn'e seay in Kempeon's
lodge—nor near it—ier one hour. Bue that’s yer business now!”
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Risking a broken spring or axle, Madison drove back recklessly over the
washboard road. Crhedby Myphos!! What absoluce roc! These natives were
mote gullible chan he had believed! He'd put che whole business ourt of his
mingd and ger back to lus novel.

Promptly ar eighe o'clock the nexe morning, he sat down ac lus desk.
Bur it was only stubbornness and more than ordinary willpower that put
him there. The nightmares had been worse chan ever, His face was whice
and lined and his hands crembled as he cried o write,

After an hour, he gave up, He had wricten a few paragraphs, buc on
reading chem over, he found them weak and ineffeccual. He simply could
MOt CONCENTIALE,

He finally concluded thar a tramp in the cold air mighe be beneficial.
Cradling the shotgun under his arm, he left the lodge and began walking
racher aimlessly across cthe adjacent fields.

For a few minutes he {ele beccer, bue chen a depressing sense of appre-
hension began to grow on him. He puc it down o the weacher. As he
walked, the sky darkened and che wind rose. ¢ whispered and hissed
through the tufts of grass as if it were teying to warn him about something.
[n spite of his fur-lined coat, he began o feel cold.

Scowling, he headed back toward the lodge. As soon as he got inside,
he locked che door, sec down the shocgun, and poured himself a glass of
stranghe whiskey,

He sat brooding, forgecting that he hadn't even taken off his coart.

Although he refused to entertain for one minute che possibility char the
storekeeper's references o che Cehulhu Mythos mighe have a basis in face,
he was ready to concede that some threat, or inimical aura, hung over the
encire area in which che lodge was situaced. He tried to convince himself
that 1t was purely acmosphenc. It was hugh, cold, hilly ground and the wind
got on 4 man's nerves, lo was, he told lamself, the sense of wolaton which
overcame him when he walked chose deserred fields bordered with wind-
vwisted clumps of gnarly evergreens, Probably he was more sensitive o the
appearance of things than most people. Thar sensitivity, he assured himself,
wis what made him such a splendid novelise,

His own scubborn rationalizaoons, plus a generous dose of alcohol,
finally put lam n a beeeer mood. He ate lunch almost wich relish and sar
down to write a few lecters.

He managed to finish two and then gave up. He fele unaccountably
fatigued,

Sighing wich vexacion, he pulled a book from one of che lodge shelves.
Perhaps @ bic of aimless browsing would be good for him,

He didn’t even notice che ticle or author of the book, because ic opened
halfway through where someone had inserted a folded note.
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After dinner, he sac down wich a book and a tall drink. But his mind
wandered, He finished only a few chapters and gave up, He kept chinking

abour that damnable faked noce. Suppose—just suppose—ir sweren’t faked!

Cursing himself for a sally ass, he Ginally wene o bed.

He was rescless. He rolled and turned and sighed, bue ac lengeh he fell
into uneasy slumber. Almost at once, the nightmare which he had previ-
ously experienced recurred. This time it was far more vivid and rerrifying.

Omnce more he was vircually flying over those inhospitable hills while
someching wholly alien and lechal lunged in pursuic, Even as he ran, he
understood che fucihicy of 1, vet he kept on running because che fear whach
imbued him was 0 overwhelming thac he could noe think coherencly nor
control his own actions.

In the icy moonlighe, the lichen-covered hills looked like che terrain of
some other planet, Every feacure of that eerie landscape was sharply ecched.

He ran on like a roboc, up and down che silenc slopes, noc daring co stop
nor even cuen his head, If a stand of consced cedar scrub stood in che way, he
hurled hamself chrough ic, complecely disregarding che resuleane lacerations.

He fele convinced thar his relentless pursuer was merely toying with
him, that at any time, if ic so wished, it could pounce upon him,

Then, as he staggered on over the endless hills, the horrible cruch came o
him: He was not dreaming at all. Perhaps he had starced co dream, buc he no
longer was. Some enacy, cunmng and indescribably evil, had lured him from
the lodge, ualizing che guise of mghemare to numb his bewildered senses!

He saw that his feet were bare and bleeding and chat he wore nothing
save pajamas, e had walked in his sleep, our of the lodge and onto these
hills of hell.

In spite of his dress, he scarcely felc che cold. He rushed on like a mani-
ac, oblivious to everything except escape.

Even the energy generaced by uloimace fear comes to an end, however,
He fell, finally, and lay sobbing with exhaustion and terror near the wop of
a moonlit knoll,

As the hideous hunter neared, every fiber of Madison’s body seemed to
stiffen, His brain no longer functioned normally, He eried to order his body
to crawl away, to roll down the side of the knoll, bur nothing happened. He
mighe as well have been calafied or bound and weighed down with chains.

He didn’t want to see the approaching horror, bue he knew thar he
would have to. That would be part of the final, mind-searing cerror,

He fele it coming. The air grew {rigid, as if it blew out of the black
incerstices of interscellar space, It was a cold beyond comprehension, beyond
endurance, Bue it failed o kill him quickly enough.

When he lifeed his head, he did noc ook back che way he had come.
He looked straight up. And he saw ic.
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It glided down out of chac icy sky like the final concencrated essence of
all nonhuman horror. It was black, infinitely old, shriveled and humped like
some kind of enormous aicborne monkey, A kind of inidescence played abour
it and its fixeed blazing eves were of no color ever known on Earch.

As it grew close to the kooll, it extended appendages which resembled
tentacles tipped with knifelike calons.

Madison, licerally insane wich fear, began to babble. “Hastur! Great
Hastur! Mercy! Mercy!”

Very shorcly his speech losc all coherence, He poured our complece
gibberish,

The Feascer from Afar ghded inexorably downward; 18 cencacles
touched its victim's head and those knifelike talons wene o work.

Madison managed a single scream; it was ripped from his throat in one
long, piercing, wailing shrick of abysmal agony and despair. It rang over
those desolate hills like a cerrible hbuman tocsin, People in Granbury awoke
and sat up in their beds.

Presently, che gosly invader from chose alien gulis of space which no
other enticy can endure arose from che knoll and glided back into the frigid
areas of ulcimate nighe,

When a search parcy found Madison’s body, abour a week lacer, chey
assumed ac firsc chac he had (rozen to deach. Then they saw che holes in
his skull,

The autopsy doctors were agan very reluctant o speak ouc, bue
according to rumot, Madison’s skull looked as if it had been penetrated by
a hundred sceel drills,

And when chey sawed off the op of the skull, chey found no brain
underneach. Every vestige of ic had been siphoned out of his head.
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atters of the King

by Lin Carter
Litany to Hastur

XX, Black Lotus
The Coven-Master gave o me a phial
Of char dread opiate that is che key
To dream-gates opening upon a sea
Of acherontic vapours: mile on mile
Stretched ebon coasts unerod, wherefrom aspire
Pylons of rough-hewn stone climbing to skies
Alien-constellated, where anse
Grey motcled moons of cold and leprous fire.
My dream-self roamed the cosmic gulfs profound,
Past daemon-haunted Haddith, where in deeps
Of foul putrescence buried underground
The loachsome shoggoch hideously sleeps.
I saw—and screamed! And knew my doom of dooms,
Learning at lasc ... where the Black Lorus blooms,

XXI. The Unspeakable
[ drank che golden mead and did chose chings
Of which I read wichin the ancienc boolk.
The wind awoke. The elms and willows shook
Before the thunder of fantastic wings.
Down from the cosmic gulfs the monster fell,
The grim, stupendous, bac-winged Byakhee,
Come {rom che cloudy shores of Lake Hali,
Black-furred and iron-beaked, wich eyes of Hell.
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When [ bescrode its back, the beast unfurled
Its vast and mighty wings, Across dark seas

Of space we flew. Amid che Hyades

We reached ac last chac bleak and mythic world
To men forbidden and by gods abhorred,
Carcosa, where the grear Haseur is Lord.

XX Carcosa
It was a scene thac | had known before,
This barren, desolare, and drear expanse
Through which 1 wandered in a dream-like crance.
And chere in somber splendor by che shore
Of dark Hali che nameless cicy scood:
Black domes and monolichic cowers loom
Stark and gigandc in the midnighe gloom
Like druid menhirs in a haunred wood.
These streers and walls T seem o half-recall,
Wandering blindly chrough cthe winding ways
Beneach a sky with scrange black scars ablaze,
From some mad dream ... or was 1 dream ac all?
Ave, here 1t was | heard Cassilda sing,
Where flap the vellow tacters of The King!

XX The Candidace
Diorwrn che dark screet of monolichs [ passed,
The shambling, faceless figure of my Guide
A voiceless thing that beckoned ac my side,
And o the dreaded Gate [ came ar last,
Before the silent Guardian [ made
The black unhallowed Sacnifice, and spoke
Names ac whose sound forgocren echoes woke,
The portals gaped. | entered unafraid.
Fate, or my stars, of some accursed pride
Had brought me here. Naked, [ stood alone
And took the Vow before the Elder Throne—
He laughed, and drew His caccered Mancle wide—
O do noc seek to learn nor ever ask
What horror hades behind .. The Balled Mask!
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V. Now, for a cime did che sage Hali wander in chis wilderness, the which
wast not habited by men such as he, but only by che shy and furcive Yoogs,
the which be bur rarely glimpsed by morcal eves, and then buc dimly and
from afar; and chese quaine and cunous creacures, the Yoogs, be of much
ineerest in that they perambulace about upon three legs instead of cwo, and
in a mode and manner most novel and intriguing; and chere were, as well,
in these parts the Ioachly and abominable Nestcs of the Byakhee, the which
were wont to roost in peaks adjacenc to chese regions. But of the Byakhee
the Scribe wricech naughe, by reason of che grisly Ways chereof, che which
be noc quice Wholesome o discuss.

V1. Mow, the Black Lake on whose bleak shores che sage soon reared has hue
or hovel was 1n no wise like unco che ocher lakes wo be found upon this world
of Carcosa in the Hyades; for the warters thereol were dark as deatch and cold
as the bitter spaces berween the stars, and naught that was composed of
simple flesh lived or could live in the gloomy and fetid Deeps chereof. And it
is said that a cold and clammy mise drifeed ever above the biccer waters of che
Black Lake, as a shroud clings co a moldenng corpse. And chis misc swayed
to and fro with the wheeling of the black sears and the strange moons of
Carcosa, and they in the Immemorial City knew this as the “cloud waves.”

VI And 1c was whispered by men thar chese cloud waves hid forever from
the sight of men & Monstrous Thing thae had fallen upon Carcosa from the
stars uncounced and uncountable acons before chis dme, and char chis Thing
vet lived albeit in a state of somnolence, from the which ic woke betimes,
ravening wicth hungers unspeakable, And che sages siwd chac chis Dweller in
the Depchs was of che very spawn of Azacthoch and half-brocher even o
Diread Cihulhu, the Lord of the Grear Abyss, and chac che Thing in che Lake
had mated with the Black Ewe with a Thousand Young, aye, even Shub-
MNiggurath; and upon chat hellish and cloud-like Encity had begotten che
Twin Abominations, even Nug and Yeb, And it was deemed unprudent o
utcer upon che lips of men the Name of che Thing in the Lake, wherefore
was 1t known as The Unspeakable.

VIIL. When, in che fullness of ame, che priese Elhalyn had soughe oue che
hovel wherem dwele che necromancer, and had made converse wich Hali che
Wise upon that matter the which had roused all of Carcosa, and they spake of
the Dead char had risen to wander abroad and to ravish the living (even che liv-
ing that they themselves had loved and cherished when they had been alive),
Hali mused and ac lengeh spake chusly, from che profundicies of his wisdom:
“Know, (0 Elhalyn, for chae chere be divers sores of death—some wherein che
body remaineth, and in some 1 vanshech quite away wich the spire”

IX. And sayech yet further; “Now, this commonly occurreth only in solitude
(such being che will of che Elder Gods), and, none seeing che end chereof,
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The King in Yellow
A Tragedy in Verse

by Lin Carter, atter James Blish

Seene |

Ll 0, thus nnending and mose dreary siegel—
Madame my mother, is it you? Good-day.

CASSILDA Grood-day to you, boy; and good-bye to day.

UoHT (fs bimiadf): She is distracted; T will talk with her.
Whar, all alone here on your balcony?
Looking on Carcosa again, 1 fear.

CASSILIDA: Mo one can gare on Carcosa, my oy,
Hetore the rising of the Hyades
WAll chase away the shadows of the day.
WNay, | but gazed across the cloudy waves 10
Of dim Hali that drowns so many days ...

Llokrr: And we shall see it drown full many rmore!
This might-mist breathes contagion vile; it crawls
[n every nook and cranny like a spy,
O some toul, sly assassin: come inside.
CASSILTYA: Ah, no: ah, no: not now, Uche. | fear
Me not thy crawhng must, contagions vile,
Nor craven spy nor skulking murtherer;
Mot least of all am [ afraid of tme,
Assassin of assassins! [ have seen 20
A lor of Hali's mist, and much of time.
Lot 3, Hali, chis ineerminable sicge!
Would that chy Lake would drink tall Alar down
For once, instead of endless days.

CASSILIIA Haali
Cannot do thar, since Alar's throned on Dehme,
And Debune s quite another lake indeed.
Ucht: One lake is very like another lake,
O mother mine! Black water and gray fog,
With whire bones under, where drowned sailors sleep
In beds of oozy slime; their cold, numb flesh
Nibbled by fish, they lie on heaps of pearls— 30
Aye, fog and warer; water, fog. Alar
And Hastur could change sites berween two dawns,
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No one would notice. O, they are the two
Worst situated cities in the world—
CASSILIA {Frosd .-:.l".{]']: 'l']'l.l:y are the unl:,.' cities 10 the world,
Thus the worste situare.
Lo Save Carcosa.
{CASSILIIA: eor What? Dhd you speak? Ushe,
| weary of these litde wordy games,
MEH’ U I il.l.'l_',.' lUHHL‘r S Gt ..I]l.
That Carcosa i really in the world: 40
Iayhap it slipped its mooring, bent adrife
Deep into Wightmare's deathly, dark domain—
Ar all events, my precey Prince, it boots
s liccle, all chis wdle ralk.

(CAMILLA emder)

CAMILLA: 0, I—

CASSILDA: Come in, Camilla; come, Carmilla, hark!
We have not any secrets anymore,
Por schemes and plots and plans and all device
Have now worn old and thin, till time hath sropped.

(THALE twters)

THALE: More of your nonsense, mother mine?
(CASSILDA: If so, S0
[t likes you well to name it chus, O Thale.
While as for poor Cassilda, as for me,
Why, I am but a Queen, a pale, sad Queen,
And can be mocked to make your pleasure—
THALE: No!
I swear me thar 1 pever meant to mock
My founr and origin of being; no!
Ut Well: mockery or no, Prince Thale has struck
The true word truer spoke. Nonsense, [ say!
Time does not wear away, till, old and thin,
It stops. For time is adamant; ac lease, 60
[ts endless, weary hours weigh ke lead.
How can time stop? “Tis time that measures change,
And change will change forever; labile time!
To stop would rime but contradict irself,
And how might tune's selfl contradicr—
CASSILDA  (wearily): Time stops,
There is an interval of weary pause,
When all the world grinds to a groaning rest,
And catches breath; nme stops, O Uchr, stops
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CASSILDA:

THALE:
(WSS §
CASSILDA:
Lo
THALE:

Lo

CASSILDA:

THALE:
CASSILDA:

CAMILLA

(L ASSILTA:

CAMITLA

Well, then, you know our hearrs. Whae is'c vou know? 110
The diadem means just thus to vou both,

e means your sister: e, and m:lthmg else,
There's no reward left else bur hee, no prize

[n being King in dull Hascur! As for

Your Black Stars, well, enough of them for aye!
They shine forth nothing but the night, no more,

[ hold Camilla’s heart.
You [e!

Doth he?

Well, ask her if yvou dare.
And who would dare?
Without the diadem? Act not more bald,
Mine brother Usht, than you care to be. 120
Or have you found the Yellow Sign, O braves
Silence, you fool!
And drop this bickering,

You barking dogs ... and I will ask it her.

She is not ready to be asked, Madame,
Mot ready, say you, Thales | say she is.
Camilla, child, come to me; now brush back
Thy pale hair from chy paler face; know
That you could have the diadem, be Queen,
And rake vour choice of eithet brother here
To be your Consort. And thus would we reach 130
The end of all our problems in Camilla.
O, how 1 cempr you, how I tempt you all!
Thus would the Diynasry continued be,
At least another lifetime added o
The sum of all the Lifetimes gone before,
In gray and hoary old Hastur the drear.
And we'd be free of this conniving, too:
Why, it could be the very siege might end—
.‘H'rl".]... CAOMTIC, {:illl]l].l-il.. :II:'L.;!J";..r

0, no, no. Please!
Gave not the dreaded diadem to me. 140
I will not bear its burthen on my brows,

Not hold it heavy in my helpless hands.
| understand you not: pray tell me why?
0, fear, O cold gray weight of Fear upon
My falt'ring heart. Then | should be ...
| should be sent the Yellow Sign.
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CASSILDA: Perchance.
And perchance not. Perchance “tis but a dream,
Lie, myth, tlusion dire. Shall we believe
The idle runes thar whisper of the thing,
Or mock them back into the realm of dreams? 150
And if "twas sent to you, this Yellow Sign,
Whar then, O wan and frightened child, whar then?
And would it be so very rerrible,
This strange, uncanny doom of which you dream,
In dreams of dim and 5tr::1]l:|'|}r dearch that s
Mot death at all, but something stranglier . . .
O speak, Camilla: say whar, after all
Happens when one receives the Yellow Sign?
CAMILLA (eebdipers): 1 ... it 18 come for some aime in the night;
Come for by what, Mother, | shall not say | 650
Bur come for surely, surely.
CASSILDA: This have 1 heard
Bue never seen it happen. Monstrous strange!
To start at shadows with no substance there.
f'ml.:l }'L‘t !iup}'.ln:i:: thilt :‘:t}m::t]‘linﬁ—:u]lrlf_ﬁ: MS—C CHTCS
To take it back. What comes, or who, and u'h}r?

1':‘:"]'](.? LLHT IL"!‘i-;"'

i AMITLA: The Phantom of Truch, so ‘tis called .. ..
CASSILDA: And what, pale child, is thae?

CAMILLA: I ... [ donot know
CASSILIA: No more do 1, or Thale, Ucht, or anyone!

Let us pretend, Camilla, that “tis real;

This Phantom, thine, whatever it might be, | 710
It truly is. Now, does that frighten thee?

But what have the Camillas of this world

To fear from Truch?

CAMILLA: Perhaps 've nanght to fear,
Yet still I fear; fear never yields, you know,
To reason.

(CASSILIDA: Well, so be it, child; and thus

I'll yield the diadem to one of them,

And end rhis bother in another way.

One remedy’s as good as any else,

But come, and choose between them, brothers both,

Bur as unlike as night could be from day, 1=
Cir light from darkness, or most foul from fair

“Twould pleasure me to see you wed in state

With the regalia and full circumstance;
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Lok

THALE:

For at the least, ‘twould be a novelry
‘Midst all chis dreary sameness, day by day.

A wise suggesnon. Come, Camilla, choose!

Yes, choose, Camilla! Though “tis not the least

Momentum of decision—

CAMILLA, (dgwaring thety fupoviznesonl ):

CASSILDA:
CAMILLA:

CASSILDA:

CAMILLA:

CASSILDA:

CAMILLA:

CASSILDA:

CAMILLA

(L ASSILTA:

0, Mother, there 15 truly something new
And novel 1n the weary streets roday;

W need no nupoals to alleviare

The tedium of life in dull Hasour—

“Tis what 1 came to tell you, moments ere
The same old squabble started up again.
And what s this that's new and novel, child?

There 15 a stranger strolhing in our streets.

Say you in sooth? Now, by the living gods,

Bur hear you that, my princes? ... Would “rwere rrue;

But, ne, Camilla, Hali's crecping mists
Confuse your eve or fuddle your poor wits:
BEach face in dreary Hasour do | know
And not one face among them that s new
How many mynad faces do you think
There are in all chis weary world, my clald?
A myriad mynad, and 1 konow them all ...
Yes, mother, buc this face 15 new: or new
at least to me; new in Haseur, “tis troe.
Mo one these days goes down our dismal streets
Bur the hearse~dnver; folks with any sense
Now hide cheir faces even [rom themselves,
And turn their looking-glasses “gainst the wall
For fear of what they see—

But that s it:
No one can see the stranger’s foreign face
For he goes masked adown our dreary strects.
What, hidden with a hood? Or veled from view?
Neither, mother. He wears another face.
A pale mask, paler than the msts, as whire
As fear; a face with no expression, and
The eyes are staring, blank.

Ave, this is strange;
Avye, strange and strangeher. ... How doth the man

Explan hus Pallid Mask?

1590

200

220
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CAMILLA: He speaks to none

And none so bold that they would speak to Him.
CASSTLIA: Wiell, T shall see I'H:I'I1.: e weall 5p::all-: (s [N

O I will have him seretched out on the rack

Ere chis dull world’s an hour older. Then,

If only then, the stranger shall unmask.

Vet (fmpradienilyy: Now, mother, this s merely a conceit—

THALE: “Tis ol no import, just a tofling leat

Upon the tree of ome. Now o return:

If fair Camilla will bur make her choice— 230
Lo Hesusaitating the Succession thus—

RL""r'I.".'JIr]E 1.|'|.l'_" II'[]P'L"['IIEJ.I 1}}-'I'I.EL"'5-T.]|-'—
CASSILDA (taker diadon from fap, places firmly on brow):
There will be other hours and times to come
."'I.I'Il:l I'.].il:r'!‘i. IJI'II.'H::IFI'l “’]'h'."l'l W ."\.I'iilll tl'ijl'll'.!: (&1} tl'iﬂt.
Till then you have my rule and Hastur has a Queen,
And needs not any King. Camilla does
Mot care to choose between her brothers cwain,
Wor do [ wish her so to choose. Not yvet.
Send to me Naotalba now, and send 240
The seranger in the Pallid Mask.
LUl Bur see!
The sandy granules teickle down the glass!
“Tis time itself that's running out ac length
For all of us. There has not been a King
In gloomy Hastur since the last Aldones—
CASSILIIA: D not recite again thar tired rale.
I'll list not to thar story yer again.
03, the Last King! 'lell not hus rale once more.
I am so weary of the lot of you:
I warn you all, goad me no more with words. 250
Hastur will have no other King again
Until the King in Yellow comes to reign!
{("There i1 fong, thacked iifence. Fait CAMILIA, puried by Do and
THALE. CASSILDA riws gnd goer to the parapet and feans gpoy the
balitrade, exhansted and dvooding on the vien.)
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CASSILDA:

CHILD:

CASSILDA {eyes closed):

Mo, you have not: and on that very night

Someone, it seems, had heard his careless words.
Child, vou asked a rale and now must hear it our—
[ have o leave now—

Al that very mghe

Your ancestor, he found the Yellow Sign—

(CHILIY pErs ot Eaier MoATAIEA )}

MOATALBA:

CASSILIA:

MNOATALEA:

CASSLLDA:

M OATALRA;

ASSILTDA:

MNOATALBA:

CASSILDAL

MOATALBA:

(L ASSIL A

MNMOATALBA

o ASSILTA:

My Oueen.
Crood priest.

But vou forgot to tell
The hittle pnnce of singularities

.1-1111‘ ﬁﬁ.’l‘l .'LI'IlZI I-I:Flﬂ] e,

And you, | learn,

Are an cavesdropper, quite incurable;
Well, [ am not surprised. Priests are supposed
To know all sores of secrets, and how else
o learn such save with your ear to keyholes?
And of that final singularicy?
Fear not, O prisst! Wao one were fool enough
To tell the Myst'ry of the Hyades
Tor a mere chuld.

No, but you thought of ir,
My lady Queen.

Why everyone impures
Philosophy to poor Cassilda—that's 10
Another mystery! My thoughts are few
And shallow, sir; they do not run so deep.
“Tis only that the shadows of our thoughts
Commonly lengthen in the afternoon.

And dusk is—-dusk.

Long thoughts long shadows case,
At morn as well as mid of day, O Queen.
And lack of news is news enough: well, priest,
Bury me onder vour banalities,
And join your vaice to those of all my sons
W ho have been doing nothing else this hour. 20
Next, vou'll be prating of the Diadem,
Or of the Dynasty.
T tell the truch,

Nothing was furcher from my mind, O Queen.

And a good place for nothing, char!
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INOATALBA: “Tis good
To hear you jest, madame; bur nonetheless
I do have other news of some import—
CASSILIIA: Abour a stranger in a Pallid Maskr

M OATALBA: You have already heard of him; “os well,
Then | may be as brief as briel may be.
[ think you should nor see this man—if man a0
Is all he is—
CASSILIA [a":wgﬁ.r]: Nuught will prevent me, pricst!
) Weatalba, think you I'd refuse
To face the furst fresh noveley in years
And years, and dusty years. In cruch were he
Some sly assassin with a chirsty knife,
I'd let him in to look upon his face.
A face I've never seen ... would it were sof
I fear, cold priest, you little know vour Queen.
NoATalBA: | koow you better than you know yoursell, 0

CASSILIIA: And naught's more certain, then, than death and ... gods!
Banalities! | drown in a sea of them:
They suck me down to deeps of tedium.
And why should [ not see this man—for man
Is all he is.

iAn ruterval of silewce)

... &\ poor spy, then, I'd say,
To serur a mask: ‘s too conspicuous.,
And if it came to thar, whar thing is there
J"l]ilr l;.]ﬁl:ﬁ pints ﬂ]rﬁ:ﬂ[l}' L'.n[]“' l:ll- L%,
As we know all there is to know of them?
Illhut.:‘i “'h:r' 1.‘.'::’[‘!': Ilr.| thllll imp':l.*ihr: I OLLT WEeLr.
M erther has auj.ﬂ'll: that could the other take S0
By the advantage of surprise. Ah me!
Each of the other knows all that there is
T know. Aye, were one single stone to fall
From Alar's wall, and | not know ics fall,
This weary war wouldst end in sheer surprise.
And poor Aldones’s no betrer off than me.
The man knows me as 1 know him, each hair
And pinch of skin, each wrinkle, wart, and wen!
Glurted with chis familiarity,
We'll die slow-stiffing in our tomb-for-two, G0
Measunng each other's hair and fingernails
In hopes of some advantage ¢’en in deach.
Why should he send a spy? He planted three
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Of them in this my womb: my bickenng,
Dull brood of children. ... Noatalba, how
[ wish thar | could rell my husband aughe
That he does not already know. He'd die
Of simple jov, and then would Alar sink
Into its lake and we, erelong, in ours!
MNOATALBA:  You prize more highly novelty than [, 0
Iy Queen, Methinks it is a weakness of
Some sort or ocher. ... But as for mysell,
This creature in the Pallid Mask may be
o spy at all; T did not say for sure,
Hur only that “ar best” he were a spy.

(CASSILDA: Well, chen, sir priest, let's hear ic all. At worse?
NoaTALBA:  The Phantom of Truth, at very worst, madame,
This thing may be, for only ghosts would go
About our tired streets in robes of whirte,
CAsSILDA (dorely): And is the moment come at last? | see, 80
Then [ was wise, and wiselier than wise,
To abore the Dynascy: and that is strange.
[ am not often wise, you see, Ah, well,
[t well may prove perhaps that any end
Arall is a good end ... if end it is.
But Noatalba ... Noatalba.
WNOATALBA: Speak.

(CASSILIA: [ have not found the Yellow Sign, you see.
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