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The Dunwi ch Horror by H P. LovecraftThe Dunw ch Horror

by H P. Lovecraft

Witten Sunmer 1928

Publ i shed April 1929 in Wird Tales, Vol. 13, No. 4, 481-508.
CGorgons and Hydras, and Chimaeras - dire stories of Cel aeno and the Harpies -
may reproduce thenselves in the brain of superstition - but they were there
before. They are transcripts, types - the archtypes are in us, and eternal
How el se should the recital of that which we know in a waki ng sense to be
false cone to affect us all? Is it that we naturally conceive terror from such
obj ects, considered in their capacity of being able to inflict upon us bodily

injury? O least of all! These terrors are of ol der standing. They date beyond
body - or without the body, they would have been the same... That the kind of
fear here treated is purely spiritual - that it is strong in proportion as it

is objectless on earth, that it predonminates in the period of our sinless

infancy - are difficulties the solution of which night afford sone probable

i nsight into our ante-nundane condition, and a peep at least into the

shadow and of pre-existence

- Charles Lanb: Wtches and Ot her N ght-Fears
l.
When a traveller in north central Massachusetts takes the wwong fork at the
junction of Aylesbury pike just beyond Dean's Corners he comes upon a |onely and
curious country.
The ground gets higher, and the brier-bordered stone walls press closer and
cl oser against the ruts of the dusty, curving road. The trees of the frequent
forest belts seemtoo large, and the wild weeds, branbles and grasses attain a
| uxuriance not often found in settled regions. At the sane tinme the planted
fields appear singularly few and barren; while the sparsely scattered houses
wear a surprisingly uniformaspect of age, squalor, and dil api dation.
Wt hout knowi ng why, one hesitates to ask directions fromthe gnarled solitary
figures spied now and then on crunbling doorsteps or on the sloping, rock-strewn
meadows. Those figures are so silent and furtive that one feels sonehow
confronted by forbidden things, with which it would be better to have nothing to
do. When a rise in the road brings the nountains in view above the deep woods,
the feeling of strange uneasiness is increased. The summits are too rounded and
symmetrical to give a sense of confort and natural ness, and sonetines the sky
sil houettes with especial clearness the queer circles of tall stone pillars with
whi ch nost of them are crowned.
CGorges and ravi nes of problematical depth intersect the way, and the crude
wooden bridges al ways seem of dubi ous safety. Wien the road di ps again there are
stretches of marshland that one instinctively dislikes, and i ndeed al nost fears
at eveni ng when unseen whi ppoorwills chatter and the fireflies conme out in
abnorrmal profusion to dance to the raucous, creepily insistent rhythns of
stridently piping bull-frogs. The thin, shining line of the M skatonic's upper
reaches has an oddly serpent-like suggestion as it winds close to the feet of
the domed hills anbng which it rises
As the hills draw nearer, one heeds their wooded sides nore than their
st one-crowned tops. Those sides |oomup so darkly and precipitously that one
wi shes they woul d keep their distance, but there is no road by which to escape
them Across a covered bridge one sees a snall village huddl ed between the
stream and the vertical slope of Round Mountain, and wonders at the cluster of
rotting ganbrel roofs bespeaking an earlier architectural period than that of
t he nei ghbouring region. It is not reassuring to see, on a closer glance, that
nmost of the houses are deserted and falling to ruin, and that the
br oken- st eepl ed church now harbours the one slovenly nmercantil e establishnment of
the hanlet. One dreads to trust the tenebrous tunnel of the bridge, yet there is
no way to avoid it. Once across, it is hard to prevent the inpression of a
faint, malign odour about the village street, as of the massed nould and decay
of centuries. It is always a relief to get clear of the place, and to follow the
narrow road around the base of the hips and across the |evel country beyond till
it rejoins the Ayl esbury pike. Afterwards one sometimes |earns that one has been
t hrough Dunwi ch.
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Qutsiders visit Dunwi ch as sel dom as possible, and since a certain season of
horror all the signboards pointing towards it have been taken down. The scenery,
judged by an ordinary aesthetic canon, is nore than comonly beautiful; yet
there is no influx of artists or sumrer tourists. Two centuries ago, when talk
of witch-bl ood, Satan-worship, and strange forest presences was not |aughed at,
it was the customto give reasons for avoiding the locality. In our sensible age
- since the Dunwi ch horror of 1928 was hushed up by those who had the town's and
the world's welfare at heart - people shun it w thout know ng exactly why.
Per haps one reason - though it cannot apply to uninforned strangers - is that
the natives are now repellently decadent, having gone far along that path of
retrogression so comon in many New Engl and backwaters. They have cone to forma
race by thenselves, with the well-defined nental and physical stigmata of
degeneracy and i nbreeding. The average of their intelligence is woefully |ow,
whil st their annals reek of overt viciousness and of half-hidden nurders,
i ncests, and deeds of al nbst unnaneabl e vi ol ence and perversity. The old gentry,
representing the two or three armgerous famlies which cane from Salemin 1692,
have kept somewhat above the general |evel of decay; though nmany branches are
sunk into the sordid popul ace so deeply that only their nanmes renain as a key to
the origin they disgrace. Sone of the Watel eys and Bishops still send their
el dest sons to Harvard and M skatonic, though those sons seldomreturn to the
nmoul dering ganbrel roofs under which they and their ancestors were born
No one, even those who have the facts concerning the recent horror, can say just
what is the matter with Dunwi ch; though old | egends speak of unhallowed rites
and concl aves of the Indians, am dst which they called forbi dden shapes of
shadow out of the great rounded hills, and nade wild orgiastic prayers that were
answered by | oud crackings and runblings fromthe ground below. In 1747 the
Reverend Abijah Hoadl ey, newWy cone to the Congregational Church at Dunwi ch
Vil l age, preached a nenorable sernon on the close presence of Satan and his
i mps; in which he said:
"I't nust be allow d, that these Bl asphenies of an infernall Train of Daenobns
are Matters of too commobn Know edge to be deny'd; the cursed Voices of Azaze
and Buzrael, of Beel zebub and Belial, being heard now from under G ound by
above a Score of credible Wtnesses now living. | nyself did not nore than a
Fortni ght ago catch a very plain Discourse of evill Powers in the Hi |l behind
my House; wherein there were a Rattling and Rolling, G oaning, Screeching, and
Hi ssing, such as no Things of this Earth could raise up, and whi ch nust needs
have cone fromthose Caves that only black Magi ck can discover, and only the
Di vel I unl ock"
M . Hoadl ey di sappeared soon after delivering this sernon, but the text, printed
in Springfield, is still extant. Noises in the hills continued to be reported
fromyear to year, and still forma puzzle to geol ogi sts and physi ographers.
O her traditions tell of foul odours near the hill-crowning circles of stone
pillars, and of rushing airy presences to be heard faintly at certain hours from
stated points at the bottomof the great ravines; while still others try to
explain the Devil's Hop Yard - a bleak, blasted hillside where no tree, shrub,
or grass-blade will grow. Then, too, the natives are nortally afraid of the
nuner ous whi ppoorwi | I s which grow vocal on warmnights. It is vowed that the
birds are psychoponps lying in wait for the souls of the dying, and that they
time their eerie cries in unison with the sufferer's struggling breath. If they
can catch the fleeing soul when it | eaves the body, they instantly flutter away
chittering in daenoniac |aughter; but if they fail, they subside gradually into
a di sappoi nted sil ence.
These tales, of course, are obsolete and ridicul ous; because they cone down from
very old tines. Dunwich is indeed ridiculously old - older by far than any of
the communities within thirty mles of it. South of the village one may stil
spy the cellar walls and chi mey of the ancient Bi shop house, which was built
before 1700; whilst the ruins of the nmll at the falls, built in 1806, formthe
nost nodern piece of architecture to be seen. Industry did not flourish here,
and the nineteenth-century factory novenent proved short-lived. O dest of all
are the great rings of rough-hewn stone columms on the hilltops, but these are
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nmore generally attributed to the Indians than to the settlers. Deposits of
skul I s and bones, found within these circles and around the sizeable table-Ilike
rock on Sentinel Hill, sustain the popular belief that such spots were once the
buri al - pl aces of the Pocuntucks; even though many et hnol ogi sts, disregarding the
absurd inprobability of such a theory, persist in believing the remains

Caucasi an.

1.

It was in the township of Dunwich, in a large and partly inhabited farnhouse set
against a hillside four niles fromthe village and a mile and a half from any
other dwelling, that WIlbur Whatel ey was born at 5 a.m on Sunday, the second of
February, 1913. This date was recall ed because it was Candl enas, which people in
Dunwi ch curiously observe under another nane; and because the noises in the
hills had sounded, and all the dogs of the countryside had barked persistently,

t hroughout the night before. Less worthy of notice was the fact that the nother
was one of the decadent \Watel eys, a sonmewhat deformed, unattractive al bino
worman of thirty-five , living with an aged and hal f-i nsane father about whomthe
nmost frightful tales of w zardry had been whispered in his youth. Lavinia
What el ey had no known husband, but according to the custom of the regi on made no
attenpt to disavow the child; concerning the other side of whose ancestry the
country folk mght - and did - speculate as widely as they chose. On the
contrary, she seened strangely proud of the dark, goatish-looking infant who
fornmed such a contrast to her own sickly and pink-eyed al binism and was heard
to nutter many curious prophecies about its unusual powers and trenendous
future.

Lavi nia was one who would be apt to nutter such things, for she was a | one
creature given to wandering amidst thunderstorns in the hills and trying to read
the great odorous books which her father had inherited through two centuries of
What el eys, and which were fast falling to pieces with age and wormhol es. She had
never been to school, but was filled with disjointed scraps of ancient |ore that
A d Wateley had taught her. The renote farmhouse had al ways been feared because
of Add Wateley's reputation for black magi c, and the unexpl ai ned deat h by

vi ol ence of Ms Wateley when Lavinia was twel ve years old had not helped to
make the place popul ar. |solated anmong strange influences, Lavinia was fond of
wi | d and grandi ose day-dreans and singul ar occupations; nor was her |eisure nuch
taken up by household cares in a hone fromwhich all standards of order and

cl eanliness had | ong since di sappeared.

There was a hi deous screani ng which echoed above even the hill noises and the
dogs' barking on the night WIbur was bom but no known doctor or mdwife
presided at his com ng. Nei ghbours knew nothing of himtill a week afterward,

when O d Watel ey drove his sleigh through the snow into Dunwich Village and

di scoursed incoherently to the group of |oungers at Osborne's general store.
There seened to be a change in the old man - an added el ement of furtiveness in
the cl ouded brain which subtly transforned himfroman object to a subject of
fear - though he was not one to be perturbed by any common fanily event. Ani dst
it all he showed sone trace of the pride later noticed in his daughter, and what
he said of the child' s paternity was renenbered by many of his hearers years

af t erwar d.

"I dun't keer what folks think - ef Lavinny's boy |ooked |ike his pa, he

woul dn't | ook Iike nothin' ye expeck. Ye needn't think the only folks is the
fol ks hereabouts. Lavinny's read sonme, an' has seed sone things the nbost o' ye
only tell abaout. | calc'late her man is as good a husban' as ye kin find this
side of Aylesbury; an' ef ye knowed as nuch abaout the hills as | dew, ye

woul dn't ast no better church weddin' nor her'n. Let nme tell ye suthin - sone
day yew folks'Il hear a child o' Lavinny's a-callin' its father's nanme on the
top o' Sentinel HIl!

The only person who saw Wl bur during the first nonth of his life were old
Zechariah Whatel ey, of the undecayed Whatel eys, and Earl Sawyer's common-|aw

wi fe, Mam e Bishop. Mamie's visit was frankly one of curiosity, and her
subsequent tales did justice to her observations; but Zechariah cane to |ead a
pair of Al derney cows which O d Wateley had bought of his son Curtis. This

mar ked t he begi nning of a course of cattle-buying on the part of small WIlbur's
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famly which ended only in 1928, when the Dunwi ch horror cane and went; yet at
no time did the ranshackl e Watel ey team seem overcrowded with |ivestock. There
canme a period when people were curious enough to steal up and count the herd
that grazed precariously on the steep hillside above the old farm house, and
they could never find nore than ten or twelve anaem ¢, bl oodl ess-1 o00ki ng

speci nens. Evidently sone blight or distenper, perhaps sprung fromthe

unwhol esone pasturage or the diseased fungi and tinbers of the filthy barn,
caused a heavy nortality anongst the Whatel ey aninals. Odd wounds or sores,
havi ng sonet hing of the aspect of incisions, seened to afflict the visible
cattle; and once or twice during the earlier nonths certain callers fancied they
could discern simlar sores about the throats of the grey, unshaven old nan and
his slattemy, crinkly-haired al bi no daughter

In the spring after Wlbur's birth Lavinia resuned her customary ranbles in the
hills, bearing in her msproportioned arns the swarthy child. Public interest in
the Whatel ey' s subsided after nost of the country fol k had seen the baby, and no
one bothered to comment on the swift devel opnent which that newconer seened
every day to exhibit. Wlbur's growth was indeed phenonenal, for within three
months of his birth he had attained a size and nuscul ar power not usually found
in infants under a full year of age. His notions and even his vocal sounds
showed a restraint and deliberateness highly peculiar in an infant, and no one
was really unprepared when, at seven nonths, he began to wal k unassisted, with
falterings which another nonth was sufficient to renpve

It was sonewhat after this time - on Hallowe' en - that a great blaze was seen at
m dni ght on the top of Sentinel Hill where the old table-like stone stands

ami dst its tumulus of ancient bones. Considerable talk was started when Silas

Bi shop - of the undecayed Bi shops - nentioned having seen the boy running
sturdily up that hill ahead of his nother about an hour before the blaze was
remarked. Silas was rounding up a stray heifer, but he nearly forgot his m ssion
when he fleetingly spied the two figures in the dimlight of his lantern. They
darted al nbst noi sel essly through the underbrush, and the astoni shed wat cher
seened to think they were entirely unclothed. Afterwards he could not be sure
about the boy, who may have had sone kind of a fringed belt and a pair of dark
trunks or trousers on. WIbur was never subsequently seen alive and consci ous

wi t hout conplete and tightly buttoned attire, the disarrangenent or threatened
di sarrangenent of which always seened to fill himwith anger and alarm His
contrast with his squalid nother and grandfather in this respect was thought
very notable until the horror of 1928 suggested the nost valid of reasons.

The next January gossips were nmildly interested in the fact that 'Lavinny's

bl ack brat' had commenced to talk, and at the age of only eleven nonths. His
speech was sonmewhat renarkabl e both because of in difference fromthe ordinary
accents of the region, and because it displayed a freedomfrominfantile |isping
of which nmany children of three or four mght well be proud. The boy was not

tal kative, yet when he spoke he seenmed to reflect sone elusive el enment wholly
unpossessed by Dunwi ch and its deni zens. The strangeness did not reside in what
he said, or even in the sinple idions he used; but seemed vaguely linked with
his intonation or with the internal organs that produced the spoken sounds. His
facial aspect, too, was remarkable for its maturity; for though he shared his
nmot her's and grandfather's chinlessness, his firmand precociously shaped nose
united with the expression of his large, dark, alnpbst Latin eyes to give himan
air of quasi-adulthood and wel |l -nigh preternatural intelligence. He was,
however, exceedingly ugly despite his appearance of brilliancy; there being
sonet hing al nost goatish or aninmalistic about his thick |ips, |arge-pored,
yel | owi sh skin, coarse crinkly hair, and oddly el ongated ears. He was soon

di sli ked even nore decidedly than his nother and grandsire, and all conjectures
about himwere spiced with references to the bygone nagic of O d Watel ey, and
how the hills once shook when he shrieked the dreadful nane of Yog-Sothoth in
the mdst of a circle of stones with a great book open in his arns before him
Dogs abhorred the boy, and he was al ways obliged to take various defensive
measur es agai nst their barking nenace.

1.
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Meanwhil e O d Whatel ey continued to buy cattle w thout measurably increasing the
size of his herd. He also cut tinber and began to repair the unused parts of his
house - a spaci ous, peak-roofed affair whose rear end was buried entirely in the
rocky hillside, and whose three | east-ruined ground-floor roons had al ways been
sufficient for hinself and his daughter.

There nust have been prodigi ous reserves of strength in the old nman to enabl e
himto acconplish so nuch hard | abour; and though he still babbled denentedly at
times, his carpentry seened to show the effects of sound cal culation. It had

al ready begun as soon as W/ bur was born, when one of the many tool sheds had
been put suddenly in order, clapboarded, and fitted with a stout fresh | ock

Now, in restoring the abandoned upper storey of the house, he was a no | ess

t horough craftsman. His mania showed itself only in his tight boarding-up of al
the windows in the reclainmed section - though many declared that it was a crazy
thing to bother with the reclamation at all

Less inexplicable was his fitting up of another downstairs roomfor his new
grandson - a room whi ch several callers saw, though no one was ever adnmitted to
the cl osel y-boarded upper storey. This chanber he lined with tall, firm
shel vi ng, al ong which he began gradually to arrange, in apparently carefu

order, all the rotting ancient books and parts of books which during his own day
had been heaped prom scuously in odd corners of the various roons.

"I made sone use of 'em' he would say as he tried to nend a torn black-letter
page with paste prepared on the rusty kitchen stove, 'but the boy's fitten to
make better use of '"em He'd orter hev "emas well so as he kin, for they're
goin' to be all of his larnin'.'

When W1 bur was a year and seven nonths old - in September of 1914 - his size
and acconplishnents were al nbst alarmng. He had grown as large as a child of
four, and was a fluent and incredibly intelligent talker. He ran freely about
the fields and hills, and acconpanied his nmother on all her wanderings. At hone
he woul d pore dilligently over the queer pictures and charts in his
grandfather's books, while O d Watel ey would instruct and catechi ze hi mthrough
| ong, hushed afternoons. By this tine the restoration of the house was finished,
and those who watched it wondered why one of the upper wi ndows had been nmade
into a solid plank door. It was a window in the rear of the east gable end,

cl ose against the hill; and no one could i magi ne why a cl eated wooden runway was
built up to it fromthe ground. About the period of this work's conpletion
peopl e noticed that the old tool-house, tightly | ocked and wi ndow essly

cl apboarded since Wlbur's birth, had been abandoned again. The door swung
listlessly open, and when Earl Sawyer once stepped within after a cattle-selling
call on Ad Wateley he was quite disconposed by the singular odour he
encountered - such a stench, he averred, as he had never before snelt in all his
life except near the Indian circles on the hills, and which could not come from
anyt hing sane or of this earth. But then, the hones and sheds of Dunwi ch fol k
have never been renmarkable for ol factory inmacul at eness.

The foll owing nonths were void of visible events, save that everyone swore to a
sl ow but steady increase in the nysterious hill noises. On May Eve of 1915 there
were trenors which even the Ayl esbury people felt, whilst the follow ng

Hal | owe' en produced an underground runbling queerly synchronized with bursts of
flanme - '"themw tch Whatel eys' doin's' - fromthe sumit of Sentinel Hill.

W bur was growi ng up uncannily, so that he | ooked |like a boy of ten as he
entered his fourth year. He read avidly by hinself now, but tal ked nmuch | ess
than fornerly. A settled taciturnity was absorbing him and for the first tine
peopl e began to speak specifically of the dawning | ook of evil in his goatish
face. He woul d sonmetines nutter an unfamiliar jargon, and chant in bizarre
rhythms which chilled the listener with a sense of unexplainable terror. The
aversion di splayed towards himby dogs had now becone a natter of w de renark,
and he was obliged to carry a pistol in order to traverse the countryside in
safety. Hi s occasional use of the weapon did not enhance his popul arity anpongst
t he owners of canine guardi ans.

The few callers at the house would often find Lavinia alone on the ground fl oor,
whil e odd cries and footsteps resounded in the boarded-up second storey. She
woul d never tell what her father and the boy were doing up there, though once
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she turned pal e and di spl ayed an abnormal degree of fear was a jocose
fish-pedlar tried the | ocked door |eading to the stairway. That pedlar told the
store |loungers at Dunwich Village that he thought he heard a horse stanping on
that floor above. The | oungers reflected, thinking of the door and runway, and
of the cattle that so swiftly di sappeared. Then they shuddered as they recalled
tales of Od Wateley's youth, and of the strange things that are called out of
the earth when a bullock is sacrificed at the proper tine to certain heathen
gods. It had for sone tinme been noticed that dogs had begun to hate and fear the
whol e Whatel ey place as violently as they hated and feared young W1 bur
personal | y.

In 1917 the war cane, and Squire Sawyer Whatel ey, as chairman of the local draft
board, had hard work finding a quota of young Dunwi ch nen fit even to be sent to
devel opment canp. The government, al arned at such signs of whol esal e regi ona
decadence, sent several officers and nedical experts to investigate; conducting
a survey which New Engl and newspaper readers may still recall. It was the
publicity attending this investigation which set reporters on the track of the
What el eys, and caused the Boston G obe and Arkham Advertiser to print flanboyant
Sunday stories of young WI bur's precoci ousness, Add Whateley's black magi c, and
the shelves of strange books, the seal ed second storey of the ancient farnmhouse,
and the weirdness of the whole region and its hill noises. WIlbur was four and a
hal f then, and |ooked like a lad of fifteen. H's |lips and cheeks were fuzzy with
a coarse dark down, and his voice had begun to break

Earl Sawyer went out to the Whateley place with both sets of reporters and
canmera nmen, and called their attention to the queer stench which now seened to
trickle down fromthe seal ed upper spaces. It was, he said, exactly like a snell
he had found in the tool shed abandoned when the house was finally repaired; and
|i ke the hint odours which he sonetines thought he caught near the stone circle
on the mountains. Dunwich folk read the stories when they appeared, and grinned
over the obvious nistakes. They wondered, too, why the witers made so nmuch of
the fact that O d Whateley always paid for his cattle in gold pieces of
extrenely ancient date. The Whatel eys had received their visitors with
ill-conceal ed distaste, though they did not dare court further publicity by a
violent resistance or refusal to talk.

I V.

For a decade the annals of the Watel eys sink indistinguishably into the genera
life of a norbid comunity used to their queer ways and hardened to their My
Eve and All-Hallows orgies. Twice a year they would light fires on the top of
Sentinel HIl, at which tinmes the nountain runblings would recur with greater
and greater violence; while at all seasons there were strange and portentous
doings at the lonely farmhouse. In the course of tine callers professed to hear
sounds in the seal ed upper storey even when all the famly were downstairs, and
they wondered how swiftly or how lingeringly a cow or bullock was usually
sacrificed. There was tally of a conplaint to the Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals but nothing ever cane of it, since Dunwi ch folk are never
anxious to call the outside world's attention to thensel ves.

About 1923, when WI bur was a boy of ten whose mind, voice, stature, and bearded
face gave all the inpressions of maturity, a second great siege of carpentry
went on at the old house. It was all inside the seal ed upper part, and frombits
of discarded | unber people concluded that the youth and his grandfather had
knocked out all the partitions and even renpoved the attic floor, l|eaving only
one vast open void between the ground storey and the peaked roof. They had torn
down the great central chimey, too, and fitted the rusty range with a flinsy
outside tin stove-pipe.

In the spring after this event O d Watel ey noticed the grow ng nunber of

whi ppoorwi | I s that would cone out of Cold Spring Gen to chirp under his w ndow
at night. He seened to regard the circunstance as one of great significance, and
told the | oungers at Gsborn's that he thought his tine had al nost cone.

"They whistle jest in tune with nmy breathin' naow,' he said, 'an' | guess
they're gittin' ready to ketch ny soul. They knowit's a-goin' aout, an' dun't
calc'late to miss it. Yew ||l know, boys, arter |I'mgone, whether they git ne er
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not. Ef they dew, they' Il keep up a-singin' an' lapin till break o' day. Ef
they dun't they' |l kinder quiet daown like. | expeck theman' the souls they
hunts fer hev sonme pretty tough tussles sonetines.'

On Larnnmas Night, 1924, Dr Houghton of Ayl esbury was hastily summoned by W/ bur
Wat el ey, who had | ashed his one remaining horse through the darkness and

tel ephoned from Gsborn's in the village. He found O d Wateley in a very grave
state, with a cardiac action and stertorous breathing that told of an end not
far off. The shapel ess al bi no daughter and oddly bearded grandson stood by the
bedsi de, whilst fromthe vacant abyss overhead there cane a disquieting
suggestion of rhythm cal surging or |apping, as of the waves on sone | eve
beach. The doctor, though, was chiefly disturbed by the chattering night birds
outside; a seemingly limtless |egion of whippoorwills that cried their endless
message in repetitions tinmed diabolically to the wheezing gasps of the dying
man. |t was uncanny and unnatural - too much, thought Dr Houghton, |ike the
whol e of the region he had entered so reluctantly in response to the urgent
call.

Towar ds one o' cl ock O d Whatel ey gai ned consci ousness, and interrupted his
wheezing to choke out a few words to his grandson

'More space, WIly, nore space soon. Yew grows- an' that grows faster. It'll be
ready to serve ye soon, boy. Open up the gates to Yog-Sothoth with the |ong
chant that ye'll find on page 751 of the conplete edition, an then put a nmatch

to the prison. Fire fromairth can't burn it nohaow.'

He was obviously quite nad. After a pause, during which the flock of

whi ppoorwi | | s outside adjusted their cries to the altered tenpo while sone

i ndi cations of the strange hill noises came fromafar off, he added another
sentence or two.

"Feed it reg'lar, WIlly, an' mind the quantity; but dun't let it grow too fast
fer the place, fer ef it busts quarters or gits aout afore ye opens to

Yog- Sothoth, it's all over an' no use. Only them from beyont kin nmake it
multiply an' work... Only them the old uns as wants to conme back...'

But speech gave place to gasps again, and Lavinia screanmed at the way the

whi ppoorwilI's followed the change. It was the sane for nore than an hour, when
the final throaty rattle came. Dr Houghton drew shrunken lids over the gl azing
grey eyes as the tunult of birds faded inperceptibly to silence. Lavinia sobbed,
but W/ bur only chuckled whilst the hill noises runbled faintly.

"They didn't git him' he nmuttered in his heavy bass voi ce.

Wl bur was by this tine a scholar of really trenendous erudition in his

one-si ded way, and was quietly known by correspondence to nany librarians in

di stant places where rare and forbi dden books of old days are kept. He was nore
and nore hated and dreaded around Dunwi ch because of certain youthfu

di sappearances which suspicion laid vaguely at his door; but was always able to
silence inquiry through fear or through use of that fund of old-tinme gold which
still, as in his grandfather's time, went forth regularly and increasingly for
cattle-buying. He was now trenendously nmature of aspect, and his height, having
reached the normal adult limt, seened inclined to wax beyond that figure. In
1925, when a scholarly correspondent from M skatonic University called upon him
one day and departed pal e and puzzled, he was fully six and three-quarters feet
tall

Through all the years Wl bur had treated his hal f-defornmed al bino nother with a
growi ng contenpt, finally forbidding her to go to the hills with himon May Eve
and Hal | owmass; and in 1926 the poor creature conplained to Mani e Bi shop of
bei ng afraid of him

'They's nmore abaout himas | knows than | kin tell ye, Manie,' she said, 'an
naowadays they's nore nor what | know nyself. | vaow afur Gawd, | dun't know
what he wants nor what he's a-tryin' to dew.'

That Hall owe' en the hill noi ses sounded | ouder than ever, and fire burned on
Sentinel H Il as usual; but people paid nore attention to the rhythnica
scream ng of vast flocks of unnaturally bel ated whi ppoorwills which seened to be
assenbl ed near the unlighted Whatel ey farmhouse. After mdnight their shril
notes burst into a kind of pandenoni ac cachi nnation which filled all the
countryside, and not until dawn did they finally quiet down. Then they vani shed,
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hurryi ng southward where they were fully a nonth overdue. Wat this neant, no
one could quite be certain till later. None of the countryfol k seened to have
died - but poor Lavinia Wateley, the tw sted al bi no, was never seen agai n.
In the sumer of 1927 W/ bur repaired two sheds in the farmyard and began novi ng
his books and effects out to them Soon afterwards Earl Sawyer told the | oungers
at OGshorn's that nore carpentry was going on in the Wiatel ey farnhouse. W bur
was closing all the doors and wi ndows on the ground floor, and seened to be
taking out partitions as he and his grandfather had done upstairs four years
before. He was living in one of the sheds, and Sawyer thought he seened
unusual |y worried and trenmul ous. People generally suspected hi mof know ng
sonet hi ng about his nother di sappearance, and very few ever approached his
nei ghbour hood now. Hi s height had increased to nore than seven feet, and showed
no signs of ceasing its devel opnent.
V.
The foll owing winter brought an event no | ess strange than Wlbur's first trip
outside the Dunwi ch regi on. Correspondence with the Wdener Library at Harvard,
the Bi bliothéque Nationale in Paris, the British Miuiseum the University of
Buenos Ayres, and the Library of Mskatonic University at Arkhamhad failed to
get himthe | oan of a book he desperately wanted; so at length he set out in
person, shabby, dirty, bearded, and uncouth of dialect, to consult the copy at
M skat oni ¢, which was the nearest to himgeographically. Al npost eight feet tall
and carrying a cheap new valise from Gsborne's general store, this dark and
goati sh gargoyl e appeared one day in Arkhamin quest of the dreaded vol une kept
under |ock and key at the college library - the hideous Necronom con of the nad
Arab Abdul Al hazred in Oaus Wrnius' Latin version, as printed in Spain in the
seventeenth century. He had never seen a city before, but had no thought save to
find his way to the university grounds; where indeed, he passed heedl essly by
the great white-fanged watchdog that barked with unnatural fury and enmty, and
tugged frantically at its stout chaim
Wl bur had with himthe priceless but inperfect copy of Dr Dee's English version
whi ch his grandfather had bequeat hed him and upon receiving access to the Latin
copy he at once began to collate the two texts with the aimof discovering a
certain passage whi ch woul d have cone on the 751st page of his own defective
vol unme. This nmuch he could not civilly refrain fromtelling the librarian - the
sanme erudite Henry Armtage (AM Mskatonic, Ph.D. Princeton, Litt.D. Johns
Hopki ns) who had once called at the farm and who now politely plied himwth
questions. He was | ooking, he had to adnmit, for a kind of fornula or incantation
containing the frightful nane Yog-Sothoth, and it puzzled himto find
di screpanci es, duplications, and anbiguities which nade the matter of
determnation far fromeasy. As he copied the fornmula he finally chose, Dr
Arm tage | ooked involuntarily over his shoul der at the open pages; the | eft-hand
one of which, in the Latin version, contained such nonstrous threats to the
peace and sanity of the world.
Nor is it to be thought (ran the text as Armtage nmentally translated it) that
man is either the oldest or the last of earth's masters, or that the common
bulk of Iife and substance wal ks alone. The O d Ones were, the Add Ones are,
and the O d Ones shall be. Not in the spaces we know, but between them they
wal k serene and primal, undinmensioned and to us unseen. Yog-Sothoth knows the
gate. Yog-Sothoth is the gate. Yog-Sothoth is the key and guardi an of the
gate. Past, present, future, all are one in Yog-Sothoth. He knows where the
A d Ones broke through of old, and where They shall break through again. He
knows where They had trod earth's fields, and where They still tread them and
why no one can behold Them as They tread. By Their snell can nmen sonetines
know Them near, but of Their senbl ance can no nan know, saving only in the
features of those They have begotten on manki nd; and of those are there many
sorts, differing in |ikeness fromman's truest eidolon to that shape wi thout
sight or substance which is Them They wal k unseen and foul in lonely places
where the Wrds have been spoken and the Rites how ed through at their
Seasons. The wi nd gi bbers with Their voices, and the earth nutters with Their
consci ousness. They bend the forest and crush the city, yet may not forest or
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city behold the hand that snmtes. Kadath in the cold waste hath known Them
and what man knows Kadath? The ice desert of the South and the sunken isles of
Ccean hol d stones whereon Their seal is engraver, but who bath seen the deep
frozen city or the sealed tower |ong garlanded with seaweed and barnacl es?
Geat Chulhu is Their cousin, yet can he spy Themonly dimMy. 14
Shub- Ni ggurath! As a foul ness shall ye know Them Their hand is at your
throats, yet ye see Themnot; and Their habitation is even one with your
guarded threshol d. Yog-Sothoth is the key to the gate, whereby the spheres
meet. Man rul es now where They rul ed once; They shall soon rule where man
rules now. After sunmer is winter, after winter sunmer. They wait patient and
potent, for here shall They reign again.
Dr. Annitage, associating what he was reading with what he had heard of Dunwi ch
and its brooding presences, and of WI bur Whatel ey and his dim hideous aura
that stretched froma dubious birth to a cloud of probable nmatricide, felt a
wave of fright as tangible as a draught of the tonb's cold clanm ness. The bent,
goatish giant before himseenmed |like the spawn of another planet or dinension;
like sonething only partly of mankind, and linked to black gulfs of essence and
entity that stretch like titan phantasns beyond all spheres of force and natter,
space and tinme. Presently Wl bur raised his head and began speaking in that
strange, resonant fashion which hinted at sound-producing organs unlike the run
of manki nd' s.
"M Armitage,' he said, 'I calc'late |I've got to take that book honme. They's
things init I've got to try under sarten conditions that | can't git here, en
it '"ud be a nortal sinto let ared-tape rule hold ne up. Let ne take it al ong,
Sir, an' |I'll swar they wun't nobody know the difference. | dun't need to tel
ye I'lIl take good keer of it. It wan't nme that put this Dee copy in the shape it
is...'
He stopped as he saw firmdenial on the librarian's face, and his own goatish
features grew crafty. Arnmitage, half-ready to tell himhe nmight make a copy of
what parts he needed, thought suddenly of the possible consequences and checked
hi nsel f. There was too nuch responsibility in giving such a being the key to
such bl asphenpbus outer spheres. Whatel ey saw how things stood, and tried to
answer lightly.
"Wal, all right, ef ye feel that way abaout it. Maybe Harvard won't be so fussy
as yew be.' And without saying nore he rose and strode out of the building,
st oopi ng at each doorway.
Arm tage heard the savage yel ping of the great watchdog, and studi ed Wateley's
gorilla-like lope as he crossed the bit of canpus visible fromthe wi ndow. He
t hought of the wild tales he had heard, and recalled the old Sunday stories in
the Advertiser; these things, and the | ore he had picked up from Dunwi ch rustics
and villagers during his one visit there. Unseen things not of earth - or at
| east not of tridinensional earth - rushed foetid and horrible through New
Engl and' s gl ens, and brooded obscenely on the mountain tops. O this he had | ong
fat certain. Now he seened to sense the close presence of sone terrible part of
the intruding horror, and to glinpse a hellish advance in the bl ack dom ni on of
the ancient and once passive nightmare. He | ocked away the Necrononicon with a
shudder of disgust, but the roomstill reeked with an unholy and unidentifiable
stench. 'As a foul ness shall ye know them' he quoted. Yes - the odour was the
same as that which had sickened himat the Watel ey farmhouse | ess than three
years before. He thought of WI bur, goatish and omi nous, once again, and |aughed
nmockingly at the village runmours of his parentage.
"I nbreedi ng?" Arnmitage nuttered half-aloud to hinself. 'Geat CGod, what
si npl etons! Show them Arthur Machen's Geat God Pan and they'll think it a
comon Dunwi ch scandal! But what thing - what cursed shapel ess influence on or
of f this three-dinensional earth - was W/ bur Wateley's father? Born on
Candl emas - nine nonths after May Eve of 1912, when the tal k about the queer
earth noi ses reached clear to Arkham - what wal ked on the nountains that My
ni ght ? What Roodmas horror fastened itself on the world in half-human flesh and
bl ood?'
During the ensuing weeks Dr Arnitage set about to collect all possible data on
W bur Whatel ey and the fornl ess presences around Dunwi ch. He got in
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conmmuni cati on with Dr Houghton of Ayl esbury, who had attended O d Wuateley in
his last illness, and found nuch to ponder over in the grandfatter's |ast words
as quoted by the physician. A visit to Dunwich Village failed to bring out nuch
that was new, but a close survey of the Necronomicon, in those parts which

W bur had sought so avidly, seened to supply new and terrible clues to the
nature, nethods, and desires of the strange evil so vaguely threatening this

pl anet. Talks with several students of archaic lore in Boston, and letters to
many ot hers el sewhere, gave hima growi ng amazenent which passed slow y through
varied degrees of alarmto a state of really acute spiritual fear. As the summer
drew on he felt dimy that sonething ought to be done about the lurking terrors
of the upper M skatonic valley, and about the nonstrous being known to the human
worl d as WI bur Watel ey.

VI .

The Dunwi ch horror itself came between Lammas and the equinox in 1928, and Dr
Arm tage was anong those who witnessed its nonstrous prol ogue. He had heard,
meanwhi | e, of \Whateley's grotesque trip to Canbridge, and of his frantic efforts
to borrow or copy fromthe Necronom con at the Wdener Library. Those efforts
had been in vain, since Arnmitage had issued warnings of the keenest intensity to
all librarians having charge of the dreaded volune. WI bur had been shockingly
nervous at Canbridge; anxious for the book, yet al nbst equally anxious to get
honme again, as if he feared the results of being away | ong.

Early in August the hal f-expected outcone devel oped, and in the snall hours of
the third Dr Armtage was awakened suddenly by the wild, fierce cries of the
savage wat chdog on the coll ege canpus. Deep and terrible, the snarling, half-nad
growl s and barks continued; always in nounting volune, but w th hideously
significant pauses. Then there rang out a screamfroma wholly different throat
- such a scream as roused half the sl eepers of Arkham and haunted their dreans
ever afterwards - such a screamas could cone fromno being born of earth, or
whol Iy of earth.

Arm tage, hastening into sonme clothing and rushing across the street and lawn to
the coll ege buildings, saw that others were ahead of him and heard the echoes
of a burglar-alarmstill shrilling fromthe library. An open wi ndow showed bl ack
and gaping in the noonlight. What had cone had indeed conpleted its entrance;
for the barking and the scream ng, now fast fading into a m xed | ow growl i ng and
nmoani ng, proceeded unm stakably fromw thin. Sone instinct warned Arnmitage that
what was taking place was not a thing for unfortified eyes to see, so he brushed
back the crowd with authority as he unl ocked the vestibul e door. Anpong the

ot hers he saw Professor Warren Rice and Dr Francis Mrgan, nen to whom he had
told sone of his conjectures and m sgivings; and these two he notioned to
acconpany himinside. The inward sounds, except for a watchful, droning whine
fromthe dog, had by this time quite subsided; but Armtage now perceived with a
sudden start that a | oud chorus of whippoorwills anong the shrubbery had
commenced a damably rhythm cal piping, as if in unison with the |ast breaths of
a dyi ng man.

The building was full of a frightful stench which Dr Armtage knew too well, and
the three nmen rushed across the hall to the snall geneal ogi cal readi ng-room
whence the | ow whining canme. For a second nobody dared to turn on the light,
then Armtage summoned up his courage and snapped the switch. One of the three -
it is not certain which - shrieked aloud at what spraw ed before them anong

di sordered tabl es and overturned chairs. Professor Rice declares that he wholly
| ost consciousness for an instant, though he did not stunble or fall.

The thing that lay half-bent on its side in a foetid pool of greenish-yellow
ichor and tarry stickiness was alnost nine feet tall, and the dog had torn off
all the clothing and sone of the slain. It was not quite dead, but twitched
silently and spasnodically while its chest heaved in nonstrous unison with the
mad pi pi ng of the expectant whippoorwills outside. Bits of shoe-I|eather and
fragnments of apparel were scattered about the room and just inside the w ndow
an enpty canvas sack lay where it had evidently been thrown. Near the centra
desk a revolver had fallen, a dented but undi scharged cartridge | ater explaining
why it had not been fired. The thing itself, however, crowded out all other
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imges at the tinme. It would be trite and not wholly accurate to say that no
human pen coul d describe it, but one may properly say that it could not be
vividly visualized by anyone whose i deas of aspect and contour are too closely
bound up with the common life-fornms of this planet and of the three known

di nensions. It was partly human, beyond a doubt, with very manlike hands and
head, and the goatish, chinless face had the stanp of the Watel ey's upon it.
But the torso and | ower parts of the body were teratol ogically fabul ous, so that
only generous clothing could ever have enabled it to wal k on earth unchal | enged
or uner adi cat ed.

Above the waist it was seni-anthroponorphic; though its chest, where the dog's
rendi ng paws still rested watchfully, had the | eathery, reticulated hide of a
crocodile or alligator. The back was piebald with yellow and bl ack, and dimy
suggest ed the squanous covering of certain snakes.Bel ow the wai st, though, it
was the worst; for here all human resenbl ance | eft off and sheer phantasy began
The skin was thickly covered with coarse black fur, and fromthe abdomen a score
of long greenish-grey tentacles with red sucking nmouths protruded linply.

Their arrangenment was odd, and seened to follow the synmetries of some cosnic
geonetry unknown to earth or the solar system On each of the hips, deep set in
a kind of pinkish, ciliated orbit, was what seened to be a rudinentary eye;
whilst inlieu of a tail there depended a kind of trunk or feeler with purple
annul ar marki ngs, and wi th nmany evi dences of being an undevel oped nouth or
throat. The linbs, save for their black fur, roughly resenbled the hind | egs of
prehistoric earth's giant saurians, and terminated in ridgy-veined pads that
were neither hooves nor claws. Wen the thing breathed, its tail and tentacles
rhythmically changed colour, as if fromsone circulatory cause normal to the
non- human greenish tinge, whilst in the tail it was manifest as a yellow sh
appearance which alternated with a sickly grayish-white in the spaces between
the purple rings. O genuine blood there was none; only the foetid

greeni sh-yel l ow i chor which trickled along the painted fl oor beyond the radius
of the stickiness, and left a curious discoloration behind it.

As the presence of the three nen seened to rouse the dying thing, it began to
munbl e without turning or raising its head. Dr Arnitage made no witten record
of its mouthings, but asserts confidently that nothing in English was uttered.
At first the syllables defied all correlation with any speech of earth, but
towards the last there cane sone disjointed fragnments evidently taken fromthe
Necr onom con, that nonstrous bl aspheny in quest of which the thing had perished.
These fragnents, as Armitage recalls them ran sonmething like 'N gai

n' gha' ghaa, bugg-shoggog, y'hah: Yog-Sothoth, Yog-Sothoth ...' They trailed off
i nto not hi ngness as the whi ppoorwills shrieked in rhythnical crescendos of
unhol y antici pation

Then came a halt in the gasping, and the dog raised its head in a | ong,

| ugubrious how . A change cane over the yellow, goatish face of the prostrate
thing, and the great black eyes fell in appallingly. Qutside the w ndow the
shrilling of the whippoorwills had suddenly ceased, and above the nurmurs of the
gathering crowmd there canme the sound of a panic-struck whirring and fluttering.
Agai nst the noon vast clouds of feathery watchers rose and raced from sight,
frantic at that which they had sought for prey.

Al at once the dog started up abruptly, gave a frightened bark, and | eaped
nervously out of the wi ndow by which it had entered. A cry rose fromthe crowd,
and Dr Armitage shouted to the nmen outside that no one nust be admitted till the
police or medical exaniner came. He was thankful that the wi ndows were just too
high to permit of peering in, and drew the dark curtains carefully down over
each one. By this tinme two policenen had arrived; and Dr Mrgan, neeting themin
the vestibule, was urging themfor their own sakes to postpone entrance to the
stench-filled reading-roomtill the exaniner canme and the prostrate thing could
be covered up.

Meanwhil e frightful changes were taking place on the floor. One need not
describe the kind and rate of shrinkage and di sintegration that occurred before
the eyes of Dr Arnmitage and Professor Rice; but it is permissible to say that,
asi de fromthe external appearance of face and hands, the really hunman el enent
in WIlbur Whateley nust have been very small. Wen the nedical exan ner cane,
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there was only a sticky whitish nass on the painted boards, and the nonstrous
odour had nearly di sappeared. Apparently Watel ey had had no skull or bony

skel eton; at least, in any true or stable sense. He had taken sonmewhat after his
unknown f at her.

VI,

Yet all this was only the prologue of the actual Dunwi ch horror. Formalities
were gone through by bew |l dered officials, abnormal details were duly kept from
press and public, and nen were sent to Dunwi ch and Ayl esbury to | ook up property
and notify any who m ght be heirs of the |ate WI bur Wateley. They found the
countryside in great agitation, both because of the grow ng runblings beneath
the doned hills, and because of the unwonted stench and the surging, |apping
sounds which came increasingly fromthe great enpty shell forned by Wiateley's
boar ded-up farmhouse. Earl Sawyer, who tended the horse and cattle during

W bur's absence, had devel oped a woefully acute case of nerves. The officials
devi sed excuses not to enter the noi sone boarded place; and were glad to confine
their survey of the deceased' s living quarters, the newy nended sheds, to a
single visit. They filed a ponderous report at the courthouse in Ayl esbury, and
litigations concerning heirship are said to be still in progress anpbngst the

i nnuner abl e Wat el eys, decayed and undecayed, of the upper M skatonic valley.

An al nost interm nable manuscript in strange characters, witten in a huge

| edger and adjudged a sort of diary because of the spacing and the variations in
i nk and penmanshi p, presented a baffling puzzle to those who found it on the old
bureau which served as its owner's desk. After a week of debate it was sent to
M skatoni ¢ University, together with the deceased's collection of strange books,
for study and possible translation; but even the best linguists soon saw that it
was not likely to be unriddled with ease. No trace of the ancient gold with
which Wlbur and O d Watel ey had al ways paid their debts has yet been

di scover ed.

It was in the dark of Septenber ninth that the horror broke | oose. The hil

noi ses had been very pronounced during the evening, and dogs barked frantically
all night. Early risers on the tenth noticed a peculiar stench in the air. About
seven o' clock Luther Brown, the hired boy at George Corey's, between Cold Spring
G en and the village, rushed frenziedly back fromhis norning trip to Ten-Acre
Meadow with the cows. He was al nost convul sed with fright as he stunbled into
the kitchen; and in the yard outside the no |less frightened herd were paw ng and
lowing pitifully, having foll owed the boy back in the panic they shared with
him Between gasps Luther tried to stamer out his tale to Ms Corey.

"Up thar in the rud beyont the glen, Ms' Corey - they's suthin' ben thar! It
snells |ike thunder, an' all the bushes an' little trees is pushed back fromthe
red like they'd a haouse ben noved along of it. An' that ain't the wust, nuther
They's prints in the rud, Ms' Corey - great raound prints as big as

barrel -heads, all sunk dawon deep |li ke a el ephant had ben along, only they's a

sight nore nor four feet could nake! | |ooked at one or two afore | run, an' |
see every one was covered with lines spreadin' aout fromone place, like as if
big palmleaf fans - twict or three tines as big as any they is - hed of ben
paounded dawon into the rud. An' the snell was awful, |ike what it is around

W zard Whateley's ol' haouse...'

Here he faltered, and seened to shiver afresh with the fright that had sent him
flying home. Ms Corey, unable to extract nore information, began tel ephoning
the nei ghbours; thus starting on its rounds the overture of panic that heral ded
the major terrors. Wien she got Sally Sawyer, housekeeper at Seth Bishop's, the
nearest place to Wuateley's, it becane her turn to listen instead of transmt;
for Sally's boy Chauncey, who slept poorly, had been up on the hill towards
What el ey' s, and had dashed back in terror after one |look at the place, and at
the pasturage where M Bishop's cows had been left out all night.

"Yes, Ms' Corey,' came Sally's tremul ous voice over the party wire, 'Cha' ncey
he just cone back a-postin', and couldn't half talk fer bein'" scairt! He says
Q' Wiateley's house is all bowed up, with tinmbers scattered raound like they'd
ben dynamite inside; only the bottomfloor ain't through, but is all covered
with a kind o' tar-like stuff that snells awful an' drips daown often the aidges
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onto the graoun' whar the side tinbers is browed away. An' they's awful kinder
marks in the yard, tew - great raound marks bigger raound than a hogshead, an'
all sticky with stuff like is on the browed-up haouse. Cha' ncey he says they

| eads of f into the nmedders, whar a great swath wider'n a barn is nmatted daown,
an' all the stun walls tunbl ed every whi chway wherever it goes.

"An' he says, says he, Ms' Corey, as haow he sot to look fer Seth's caows,
frightened ez he was an' faound 'emin the upper pasture nigh the Devil's Hop
Yard in an awful shape. Half on 'em s clean gone, an' nigh haff o' themthat's
left is sucked nobst dry o' blood, with sores on "emlike they's ben on Watel eys
cattle ever senct Lavinny's black brat was born. Seth hes gone aout naow to | ook
at 'em though I'll vaow he won't keer ter git very nigh Wzard Watel ey's!

Cha' ncey didn't | ook keerful ter see whar the big matted-daown swath led arter
it lef the pasturage, but he says he thinks it p'inted towards the glen rud to
the vill age.

"I tell ye, Ms' Corey, they's suthin' abroad as hadn't orter be abroad, an' |
for one think that black WIbur Watel ey, as cone to the bad end he deserved, is
at the bottomof the breedin' of it. He wa'n't all human hisself, | allus says
to everybody; an' | think he an' A' Wateley nmust a raised suthin' in that
there nail ed-up haouse as ain't even so human as he was. They's allus ben unseen
thi ngs araound Dunwich - livin' things -as ain't human an' ain't good fer human
f ol ks.

'The graoun' was a-talkie' las' night, an' towards nornin' Cha' ncey he heered
the whi ppoorwills so laoud in Col' Spring den he couldn't sleep nun. Then he

t hought he heered another faint-like saound over towards Wzard Whateley's - a
ki nder rippin or tearin' o' wood, |ike sone big box er crate was bin' opened
fur off. What with this an' that, he didn't git to sleep at all till sunup, an'
no sooner was he up this nornin', but he's got to go over to Wiateley's an' see
what's the natter. He see enough | tell ye, Ms' Corey! This dun't nmean no good,
an' | think as all the nmen-fol ks ought to git up a party an' do suthin'. | know
suthin' awful's abaout, an' feel nmy tine is nigh, though only Gawd knows j est
what it is.

"Did your Luther take accaount o' whar thembig tracks led tew? No? Val, Ms'
Corey, ef they was on the glen rud this side o' the glen, an' ain't got to your
haouse yet, | calc'late they nmust go into the glen itself. They would do that.
allus says Col' Spring Gen ain't no healthy nor decent place. The whi ppoorwlls
an' fireflies there never did act like they was creaters o' Gawd, an' they's
them as says ye kin hear strange things a-rushin' an' a-talkin' in the air dawon
thar ef ye stand in the right place, atween the rock falls an' Bear's Den.

By that noon fully three-quarters of the nen and boys of Dunwi ch were trooping
over the roads and nmeadows between the newnade Whatel ey ruins and Cold Spring

G en, examining in horror the vast, nonstrous prints, the nmai med Bi shop cattle,
the strange, noisome weck of the farnhouse, and the Unused, matted vegetation
of the fields and roadsi de. Whatever had burst |oose upon the world had
assuredly gone down into the great sinister ravine; for all the trees on the
banks were bent and broken, and a great avenue had been gouged in the precipice
- hangi ng underbrush. It was as though a house, |aunched by an aval anche, had
slid down through the tangled growhs of the al nost vertical slope. From bel ow
no sound cane, but only a distant, undefinable foetor; and it is not to be
wondered at that the nen preferred to stay on the edge and argue, rather than
descend and beard the unknown Cycl opean horror in its lair. Three dogs that were
with the party had barked furiously at first, but seened cowed and rel uctant
when near the glen. Sonmeone tel ephoned the news to the Ayl esbury Transcript; but
the editor, accustonmed to wild tales from Dunwich, did no nore than concoct a
hunor ous paragraph about it; an item soon afterwards reproduced by the

Associ ated Press.

That night everyone went home, and every house and barn was barricaded as
stoutly as possible. Needless to say, no cattle were allowed to remain in open
pasturage. About two in the norning a frightful stench and the savage barki ng of
the dogs awakened the household at Elner Frye's, on the eastern edge of Cold
Spring Aen, and all agreed that they could hear a sort of nuffled sw shing or

| appi ng sound from sonmewhere outside. Ms Frye proposed tel ephoning the
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nei ghbours, and El mer was about to agree when the noise of splintering wood
burst in upon their deliberations. It canme, apparently, fromthe barn; and was
qui ckly followed by a hideous screani ng and stanpi ng anongst the cattle. The
dogs sl avered and crouched close to the feet of the fear-nunbed famly. Frye |it
a lantern through force of habit, but knew it would be death to go out into that
bl ack farnyard. The children and the wonen-fol k whi npered, kept from scream ng
by some obscure, vestigial instinct of defence which told themtheir lives
depended on silence. At last the noise of the cattle subsided to a pitiful

nmoani ng, and a great snapping, crashing, and crackling ensued. The Fryes,
huddl ed together in the sitting-room did not dare to nove until the |last echoes
died away far down in Cold Spring den. Then, am dst the dismal npans fromthe
stabl e and the daenoni ac piping of the late whippoorwills in the glen, Selina
Frye tottered to the tel ephone and spread what news she could of the second
phase of the horror.

The next day all the countryside was in a panic; and cowed, uncomrunicative
groups cane and went where the fiendish thing had occurred. Two titan swaths of
destruction stretched fromthe glen to the Frye farnyard, nonstrous prints
covered the bare patches of ground, and one side of the old red barn had
conpletely caved in. O the cattle, only a quarter could be found and
identified. Some of these were in curious fragnents, and all that survived had
to be shot. Earl Sawyer suggested that help be asked from Ayl esbury or Arkham
but others maintained it would be of no use. AOd Zebul on Watel ey, of a branch
that hovered about hal fway between soundness and decadence, nade darkly wld
suggestions about rites that ought to be practiced on the hill-tops. He cane of
a line where tradition ran strong, and his nenories of chantings in the great
stone circles were not altogether connected with WIbur and his grandfather

Dar kness fell upon a stricken countryside too passive to organize for rea
defence. In a few cases closely related famlies would band together and watch
in the gl oomunder one roof; but in general there was only a repetition of the
barricadi ng of the night before, and a futile, ineffective gesture of |oading
muskets and setting pitchforks handily about. Nothing, however, occurred except
sonme hill noises; and when the day cane there were many who hoped that the new
horror had gone as swiftly as it had cone. There were even bold soul s who
proposed an offensive expedition down in the glen, though they did not venture
to set an actual exanple to the still reluctant mpjority.

When ni ght cane again the barricadi ng was repeated, though there was | ess
huddl i ng together of famlies. In the norning both the Frye and the Seth Bi shop
househol ds reported excitenent anong the dogs and vague sounds and stenches from
afar, while early explorers noted with horror a fresh set of the nonstrous
tracks in the road skirting Sentinel HIIl. As before, the sides of the road
showed a bruising indicative of the blasphenbusly stupendous bul k of the horror;
whi | st the conformation of the tracks seened to argue a passage in two
directions, as if the noving nmountain had cone from Cold Spring den and
returned to it along the sane path. At the base of the hill a thirty-foot swath
of crushed shrubbery saplings |ed steeply upwards, and the seekers gasped when
they saw that eves the npbst perpendicul ar places did not deflect the inexorable
trail. Whatever the horror was, it could scale a sheer stony cliff of al nost
conplete verticality; and as the investigators clinbed round to the hill's
sunmit by safer routes they saw that the trail ended - or rather, reversed -

t here.

It was here that the Whatel eys used to build their hellish fires and chant their
hellish rituals by the table-like stone on May Eve and Hal | owmass. Now that very
stone forned the centre of a vast space thrashed around by the nountai nous
horror, whilst upon its slightly concave surface was a thick and foetid deposit
of the sane tarry stickiness observed on the floor of the rui ned Watel ey
farmhouse when the horror escaped. Men | ooked at one another and nuttered. Then
they | ooked down the hill. Apparently the horror had descended by a route mnuch
the sane as that of its ascent. To speculate was futile. Reason, |ogic, and
nornmal ideas of notivation stood confounded. Only old Zebul on, who was not wth
the group, could have done justice to the situation or suggested a plausible
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expl anat i on.

Thur sday ni ght began much like the others, but it ended | ess happily. The

whi ppoorwills in the glen had screanmed with such unusual persistence that many
could not sleep, and about 3 AM all the party tel ephones rang tremnul ously.
Those who took down their receivers heard a fright-mad voice shriek out, 'Help,

oh, ny Gawd! ...' and sone thought a crashing sound foll owed the breaking off of
the exclamation. There was nothing nore. No one dared do anything, and no one
knew till morning whence the call came. Then those who had heard it called

everyone on the line, and found that only the Fryes did not reply. The truth
appeared an hour |ater, when a hastily assenbl ed group of arnmed nen trudged out
to the Frye place at the head of the glen. It was horrible, yet hardly a
surprise. There were nore swat hs and nonstrous prints, but there was no | onger
any house. It had caved in |ike an egg-shell, and anpbngst the ruins nothing
living or dead could be discovered. Only a stench and a tarry stickiness. The

El mer Fryes had been erased from Dunwi ch.

VI,

In the neantine a quieter yet even nore spiritually poignant phase of the horror
had been bl ackly unw nding itself behind the cl osed door of a shelf-Ilined room
in Arkham The curious nmanuscript record or diary o W bur Watel ey, delivered
to Mskatonic University for translation had caused much worry and baf fl enent
anong the experts in |anguage both ancient and nodern; its very al phabet,
notwi t hstandi ng a general resenblance to the heavily-shaded Arabic used in
Mesopot ani a, bei ng absol utely unknown to any avail able authority. The fina
conclusion of the linguists was that the text represented an artificial

al phabet, giving the effect of a cipher; though none of the usual nethods of
cryptographi c solution seened to furnish any clue, even when applied on the
basis of every tongue the witer m ght conceivably have used. The anci ent books
taken from Whatel ey's quarters, while absorbingly interesting and in severa
cases pronising to open up new and terrible lines of research anong phil osophers
and nmen of science, were of no assistance whatever in this matter. One of them
a heavy tonme with an iron clasp, was in another unknown al phabet - this one of a
very different cast, and resenbling Sanskrit nore than anything el se. The old

| edger was at length given wholly into the charge of Dr Armitage, both because
of his peculiar interest in the Wiateley matter, and because of his w de
linguistic learning and skill in the nystical fornulae of antiquity and the

m ddl e ages.

Armtage had an idea that the al phabet m ght be sonething esoterically used by
certain forbidden cults which have come down fromold tines, and which have
inherited many forms and traditions fromthe w zards of the Saracenic world.
That question, however, he did not deemvital; since it woul d be unnecessary to
know the origin of the synbols if, as he suspected, they were used as a ci pher
in a nodern | anguage. It was his belief that, considering the great anount of
text involved, the witer would scarcely have wi shed the troubl e of using

anot her speech than his own, save perhaps in certain special fornulae and

i ncantations. Accordingly he attacked the manuscript with the prelininary
assunption that the bulk of it was in English

Dr Armitage knew, fromthe repeated failures of his colleagues, that the riddle
was a deep and conpl ex one; and that no sinple node of solution could nerit even
atrial. Al through late August he fortified hinself with the mass |lore of
crypt ography; drawi ng upon the fullest resources of his own library, and wadi ng
night after night am dst the arcane of Trithenius' Poligraphia, G anbattista
Porta's De Furtivis Literarum Notis, De Vigenere's Traite des Chores, Falconer's
Cryptonenysis Patefacta, Davys' and Thi cknesse's ei ghteenth-century treati ses,
and such fairly nodern authorities as Blair, van Marten and Kl uber's script
itself, and in time became convinced that he had to deal with one of those

subtl est and nost ingeni ous of cryptograns, in which nany separate |lists of
corresponding letters are arranged |like the nmultiplication table, and the
message built up with arbitrary key-words known only to the initiated. The ol der
authorities seenmed rather nore hel pful than the newer ones, and Arnmtage

concl uded that the code of the manuscript was one of great antiquity, no doubt
handed down through a long line of nystical experinmenters. Several tinmes he
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seened near daylight, only to be set back by sonme unforeseen obstacle. Then, as
Sept enber approached, the clouds began to clear. Certain letters, as used in
certain parts of the manuscript, energed definitely and unm stakably; and it
becane obvious that the text was indeed in English
On the evening of Septenber second the |ast najor barrier gave way, and Dr
Armtage read for the first tinme a continuous passage of Wl bur Wateley's
annals. It was in truth a diary, as all had thought; and it was couched in a
style clearly showing the m xed occult erudition and general illiteracy of the
strange being who wote it. Alnpost the first |ong passage that Arnmitage
deci phered, an entry dated Novenber 26, 1916, proved highly startling and
disquieting. It was witten, he remenbered,by a child of three and a half who
| ooked like a lad of twelve or thirteen
Today | earned the Aklo for the Sabaoth (it ran), which did not like, it being
answerable fromthe hill and not fromthe air. That upstairs nore ahead of ne
than | had thought it would be, and is not |like to have nmuch earth brain. Shot
El am Hutchins's collie Jack when he went to bite ne, and El am says he woul d
kill me if he dast. | guess he won't. G andfather kept nme saying the Dho
formula last night, and | think | saw the inner city at the 2 magnetic pol es.
I shall go to those poles when the earth is cleared off, if | can't break
through with the Dho-Hna fornmula when | conmmt it. They fromthe air told ne
at Sabbat that it will be years before | can clear off the earth, and | guess
grandfather will be dead then, so | shall have to learn all the angles of the
pl anes and all the fornulas between the Yr and the Nhhngr. They from outside
will help, but they cannot take body wi thout human bl ood. That upstairs | ooks
it will have the right cast. | can see it alittle when | nmake the Voorish
sign or blow the powder of Ibn Ghazi at it, and it is near |ike themat My
Eve on the HIl. The other face may wear off sone. | wonder how | shall | ook
when the earth is cleared and there are no earth beings on it. He that cane
with the Akl o Sabaoth said | may be transfigured there being nuch of outside
to work on.
Morning found Dr Armitage in a cold sweat of terror and a frenzy of wakeful
concentration. He had not |left the nmanuscript all night, but sat at his table
under the electric light turning page after page w th shaking hands as fast as
he coul d deci pher the cryptic text. He had nervously tel ephoned his wife he
woul d not be hone, and when she brought hima breakfast fromthe house he could
scarcely di spose of a nouthful. Al that day he read on, now and then halted
maddeni ngly as a reapplication of the conpl ex key becane necessary. Lunch and
di nner were brought him but he ate only the snmallest fraction of either. Toward
the mddle of the next night he drowsed off in his chair, but soon woke out of a
tangl e of nightrmares al nost as hideous as the truths and nenaces to man's
exi stence that he had uncovered.
On the norning of Septenber fourth Professor Rice and Dr Morgan insisted on
seeing himfor a while, and departed trenbling and ashen-grey. That evening he
went to bed, but slept only fitfully. Wednesday - the next day - he was back at
the manuscript, and began to take copious notes both fromthe current sections
and fromthose he had already deci phered. In the small hours of that night he
slept alittle in a easy chair in his office, but was at the nmanuscript again
before dawn. Sone tine before noon his physician, Dr Hartwell, called to see him
and insisted that he cease work. He refused; intimating that it was of the nobst
vital inmportance for himto conplete the reading of the diary and prom sing an
expl anation in due course of tinme. That evening, just as twilight fell, he
finished his terrible perusal and sank back exhausted. His wife, bringing his
dinner, found himin a half-conatose state; but he was consci ous enough to warn
her off with a sharp cry when he saw her eyes wander toward the notes he had
taken. Weakly rising, he gathered up the scribbled papers and sealed themall in
a great envel ope, which he imediately placed in his inside coat pocket. He had
sufficient strength to get honme, but was so clearly in need of nedical aid that
Dr Hartwell was summoned at once. As the doctor put himto bed he could only
mutter over and over again, 'But what, in God' s nane, can we do?
Dr Armitage slept, but was partly delirious the next day. He nade no

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...%20Lovecraft%20-%20The%20Dunwich%20Horror.txt (16 of 23) [2/24/2004 10:45:13 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/H.%20P.%20L ovecraft%20-%20The%20Dunwi ch%20Horror .txt

expl anations to Hartwell, but in his calner nonents spoke of the inperative need
of a long conference with Rice and Morgan. His wilder wanderings were very
startling indeed, including frantic appeals that sonething in a boarded-up
farnmhouse be destroyed, and fantastic references to sone plan for the
extirpation of the entire human race and all aninmal and vegetable Iife fromthe
earth by sone terrible elder race of beings from another dinension. He woul d
shout that the world was in danger, since the Elder Things wished to strip it
and drag it away fromthe solar systemand cosnbs of matter into sone other

pl ane or phase of entity fromwhich it had once fallen, vigintillions of aeons
ago. At other tinmes he would call for the dreaded Necrononicon and the

Daenonol atreia of Rem gius, in which he seened hopeful of finding sone fornula
to check the peril he conjured up

"Stop them stop them' he would shout. 'Those Whatel eys neant to let themin,
and the worst of all is left! Tell Rice and Mdirgan we nmust do sonething - it's a
bl i nd business, but | know how to nmake the powder... It hasn't been fed since
the second of August, when W/ bur canme here to his death, and at that rate...
But Armitage had a sound physique despite his seventy-three years, and slept off
his disorder that night wthout devel oping any real fever. He woke |ate Friday,
cl ear of head, though sober with a gnawing fear and trenendous sense of
responsibility. Saturday afternoon he felt able to go over to the library and
sumon Rice and Morgan for a conference, and the rest of that day and evening
the three nmen tortured their brains in the wildest specul ation and the nost
desperate debate. Strange and terrible books were drawn vol um nously fromthe
stack shelves and from secure places of storage; and diagrans and fornul ae were
copied with feverish haste and in bew | dering abundance. O scepticismthere was
none. All three had seen the body of WIbur Wateley as it lay on the floor in a
room of that very building, and after that not one of themcould feel even
slightly inclined to treat the diary as a madman's ravi ng.

pi nions were divided as to notifying the Massachusetts State Police, and the
negative finally won. There were things involved which sinply could not be
bel i eved by those who had not seen a sanple, as indeed was nade dear during
certain subsequent investigations. Late at night the conference di shanded

wi t hout havi ng devel oped a definite plan, but all day Sunday Arm tage was busy
conparing formul ae and m xi ng chenical s obtained fromthe coll ege | aboratory.
The nore he reflected on the hellish diary, the nore he was inclined to doubt
the efficacy of any material agent in stanping out the entity which WI bur
Whatel ey had left behind him- the earth threatening entity which, unknown to
him was to burst forth in a few hours and becone the nmenorabl e Dunwi ch horror
Monday was a repetition of Sunday with Dr Armitage, for the task in hand
required an infinity of research and experinent. Further consultations of the
monstrous di ary brought about various changes of plan, and he knew that even in
the end a |l arge ampunt of uncertainty nust remain. By Tuesday he had a definite
line of action napped out, and believed he would try a trip to Dunwich within a
week. Then, on Wednesday, the great shock came. Tucked obscurely away in a
corner of the Arkham Advertiser was a facetious little itemfromthe Associated
Press, telling what a record-breaking nonster the bootl eg whisky of Dunw ch had
rai sed up. Armitage, half stunned, could only tel ephone for Rice and Mrgan. Far
into the night they discussed, and the next day was a whirlw nd of preparation
on the part of themall. Armtage knew he would be neddling with terrible
powers, yet saw that there was no other way to annul the deeper and nore malign
meddl i ng whi ch others had done before him

I X.

Friday nmorning Armitage, Rice, and Mdrgan set out by notor for Dunw ch, arriving
at the village about one in the afternoon. The day was pl easant, but even in the
brightest sunlight a kind of quiet dread and portent seemed to hover about the
strangely doned hills and the deep, shadowy ravines of the stricken regi on. Now
and then on sone nountain top a gaunt circle of stones could be glinpsed agai nst
the sky. Fromthe air of hushed fright at Gsborn's store they knew sonething

hi deous had happened, and soon | earned of the annihilation of the El ner Frye
house and family. Throughout that afternoon they rode around Dunw ch,
questioning the natives concerning all that had occurred, and seeing for
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thenselves with rising pangs of horror the drear Frye ruins with their |ingering
traces of the tarry stickiness, the bl asphenmous tracks in the Frye yard, the
wounded Seth Bishop cattle, and the enornous swaths of disturbed vegetation in
various places. The trail up and down Sentinel H Il seened to Arm tage of al nost
cataclysmc significance, and he | ooked long at the sinister altar-like stone on
the summt.

At length the visitors, apprised of a party of State Police which had cone from
Ayl esbury that nmorning in response to the first tel ephone reports of the Frye
tragedy, decided to seek out the officers and conpare notes as far as
practicable. This, however, they found nore easily planned than perforned; since
no sign of the party could be found in any direction. There had been five of
themin a car, but now the car stood enpty near the ruins in the Frye yard. The
natives, all of whomhad talked with the policenen, seened at first as perpl exed
as Armitage and his conpanions. Then old Sam Hut chi ns t hought of sonmething and
turned pale, nudging Fred Farr and pointing to the dank, deep hollow that yawned
cl ose by.

"Gawd,' he gasped, 'l telled "emnot ter go daown into the glen, an' | never

t hought nobody'd dew it with themtracks an' that snell an' the whippoorwlls
a-screechin' daown thar in the dark o' noonday...

A col d shudder ran through natives and visitors alike, and every ear seened
strained in a kind of instinctive, unconscious listening. Armtage, now that he
had actually cone upon the horror and its nonstrous work, trenbled with the

responsibility he felt to be his. Night would soon fall, and it was then that
t he nmount ai nous bl aspheny | unbered upon its eldritch course. Negotium
peranbui ans in tenebris... The old librarian rehearsed the fornul ae he had

menori zed, and clutched the paper containing the alternative one he had not
menori zed. He saw that his electric flashlight was in working order. Rice,
beside him took froma valise a netal sprayer of the sort used in conbating

i nsects; whilst Morgan uncased the big-gane rifle on which he relied despite his
col l eague's warnings that no materi al weapon woul d be of help.

Arm tage, having read the hideous diary, knew painfully well what kind of a

mani festation to expect; but he did not add to the fright of the Dunw ch people
by giving any hints or clues. He hoped that it m ght be conquered w thout any
revelation to the world of the nonstrous thing it had escaped. As the shadows
gathered, the natives comenced to di sperse homeward, anxious to bar thensel ves
i ndoors despite the present evidence that all human | ocks and bolts were usel ess
before a force that could bend trees and crush houses when it chose. They shook
their heads at the visitors' plan to stand guard at the Frye ruins near the
glen; and, as they left, had little expectancy of ever seeing the watchers

agai n.

There were runblings under the hills that night, and the whi ppoorw |Ils piped
threateningly. Once in a while a wind, sweeping up out of Cold Spring den,
woul d bring a touch of ineffable foetor to the heavy night air; such a foetor as
all three of the watchers had snelled once before, when they stood above a dying
thing that had passed for fifteen years and a half as a human being. But the

| ooked-for terror did not appear. Whatever was down there in the glen was biding
its time, and Armitage told his colleagues it would be suicidal to try to attack
it in the dark.

Morni ng canme wanly, and the night-sounds ceased. It was a grey, bleak day, with
now and then a drizzle of rain; and heavier and heavier clouds seened to be
piling thensel ves up beyond the hills to the north-west. The nmen from Arkham
wer e undeci ded what to do. Seeking shelter fromthe increasing rainfall beneath
one of the few undestroyed Frye outbuil dings, they debated the w sdom of

wai ting, or of taking the aggressive and going down into the glen in quest of
their nanel ess, nonstrous quarry. The downpour waxed in heavi ness, and distant
peal s of thunder sounded fromfar horizons. Sheet |ightning shimered, and then
a forky bolt flashed near at hand, as if descending into the accursed gl en
itself. The sky grew very dark, and the watchers hoped that the storm woul d
prove a short, sharp one followed by cl ear weather

It was still gruesonely dark when, not nuch over an hour |ater, a confused babe
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of voi ces sounded down the road. Another noment brought to view a frightened
group of nore than a dozen men, running, shouting, and even whinpering
hysterically. Soneone in the | ead began sobbing out words, and the Arkham nen
started violently when those words devel oped a coherent form

"Ch, nmy Gawd, ny Gawd,' the voice choked out. 'It's a-goin' agin, an' this tine
by day! It's aout - it's aout an' a-novin' this very nminute, an' only the Lord
knows when it'll be on us all !'

The speaker panted into silence, but another took up his nmessage.

"Ni gh on a haour ago Zeb Watel ey here heered the 'phone a-ringin', an' it was
Ms' Corey, Ceorge's wife, that |ives daown by the junction. She says the hired
boy Luther was aout drivin' in the caows fromthe stormarter the big bolt, when
he see all the trees a-bendin' at the nmaouth o' the glen - opposite side ter
this - an' snelt the same awmful snell like he snelt when he faound the big
tracks las' Mnday nornin'. An' she says he says they was a swishin' [appin
saound, nore nor what the bendin' trees an' bushes could make, an' all on a
suddent the trees along the rod begun ter git pushed one side, an' they was a
awful stonpin' an' splashin' in the nud. But mind ye, Luther he didn't see
nothin' at all, only just the bendin' trees en' underbrush

' Then fur ahead where Bishop's Brook goes under the rud he heerd a awfu

creakin' an' strainin' on the bridge, an' says he could tell the saound o' wood
a-startin' to crack an' split. An' all the whiles he never see a thing, only
themtrees an' bushes a-bendin'. An' when the sw shin' saound got very fur off -
on the rud towards Wzard Whateley's an' Sentinel H Il - Luther he had the guts
ter step up whar he'd heerd it fust an' look at the graound. It was all nud an
water, an' the sky was dark, an' the rain was wipin' aout all tracks abaout as
fast as could be; but beginnin' at the glen maouth, whar the trees hed noved,
they was still some o' themawful prints big as bar'ls |ike he seen Mnday.'

At this point the first excited speaker interrupted.

"But that ain't the trouble naow - that was only the start. Zeb here was callin’
fol ks up an' everybody was a-listenin' in when a call from Seth Bishop's cut in.

H s haousekeeper Sally was carryin' on fit to kill - she'd jest seed the trees
a-bendin' beside the rud, an' says they was a kind o' mushy saound, like a

el ephant puffin' an' treadin', a-headin' fer the haouse. Then she up an' spoke
suddent of a fearful snell, an' says her boy Cha' ncey was a-screamn' as haow it

was jest |ike what he snelt up to the Whatel ey rewi ns Monday nornin'. An' the
dogs was barkin' en' whinin' awful

"An 'then she let aout a turrible yell, an' says the shed daown the red had jest
caved in like the stormbed browed it over, only he wind wan't strong enough to
dew that. Everybody was a-listenin', an' we could hear lots o' folks on the wire
a-gaspin'. Al to onct Sally she yelled again, an' says the front yard picket
fence bed just crunbled up, though they wa'n't no sign o' what done it. Then
everybody on the line could hear Cha' ncey an' old Seth Bishop a-yellin' few, an
Sally was shriekin' aout that suthin' heavy hed struck the haouse - not

lightnin' nor nothin', but suthin' heavy again the front, that kep' a-launchin
itself agin an' agin, though ye couldn't see nothin' aout the front w nders. An'
then... an' then...'

Li nes of fright deepened on every face; and Arnitage, shaken as he was, had
barely poi se enough to pronpt the speaker.

"An' then.... Sally she yelled aout, "O help, the haouse is a-cavin' in... an
on the wire we could hear a turrible crashin' an' a hull flock o' screan ng..
jes like when El nmer Frye's place was took, only wuss...

The man paused, and another of the crowd spoke.

"That's all - not a saound nor squeak over the 'phone arter that. Jest
still-like. We that heerd it got aout Fords an' wagons an' rounded up as many
abl e-bodi ed nen-fol ks as we could git, at Corey's place, an' cone up here ter
see what yew thought best ter dew. Not but what | think it's the Lord' s jedgnent
fer our iniquities, that no nortal kin ever set aside.

Armtage saw that the tine for positive action had cone, and spoke decisively to
the faltering group of frightened rustics.

"W nmust followit, boys.' He made his voice as reassuring as possible. '
believe there's a chance of putting it out of business. You nmen know that those
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What el eys were wizards - well, this thing is a thing of wi zardry, and nust be
put down by the same neans. |'ve seen Wl bur Wiateley's diary and read sone of
the strange ol d books he used to read; and | think I know the right kind of
spell to recite to nake the thing fade away. O course, one can't be sure, but
we can always take a chance. It's invisible - | knewit would be - but there's
powder in this |ong-distance sprayer that m ght make it show up for a second.
Later on we'll try it. It's a frightful thing to have alive, but it isn't as bad
as what W/l bur would have let in if he'd lived longer. You'll never know what
the world escaped. Now we've only this one thing to fight, and it can't
multiply. It can, though, do a ot of harm so we nustn't hesitate to rid the
community of it.

"W nust followit - and the way to begin is to go to the place that has just
been wrecked. Let sonebody lead the way - | don't know your roads very well, but
I"ve an idea there mght be a shorter cut across |ots. How about it?"

The nen shuffled about a nonent, and then Earl Sawyer spoke softly, pointing
with a grinmy finger through the steadily | essening rain.

"I guess ye kin git to Seth Bishop's quickest by cuttin' across the | ower nedder
here, wadin' the brook at the |low place, an' clinbin'" through Carrier's nmow n'
an' the tinber-lot beyont. That cones aout on the upper rud mighty nigh Seth's -
a leetle t'other side.'

Armtage, with Rice and Mdorgan, started to walk in the direction indicated; and
nmost of the natives followed slowy. The sky was growing lighter, and there were
signs that the stormhad worn itself away. Wien Armitage inadvertently took a
wong direction, Joe Gsbom warned hi mand wal ked ahead to show the right one.
Cour age and confidence were nounting, though the twlight of the al nost

per pendi cul ar wooded hill which lay towards the end of their short cut, and
anong whose fantastic ancient trees they had to scranble as if up a | adder, put
these qualities to a severe test.

At length they energed on a nuddy road to find the sun comng out. They were a
little beyond the Seth Bishop place, but bent trees and hideously unm stakabl e
tracks showed what had passed by. Only a few nonents were consuned in surveying
the ruins just round the bend. It was the Frye incident all over again, and

not hing dead or living was found in either of the collapsed shells which had
been the Bi shop house and team No one cared to remmin there am dst the stench
and tarry stickiness, but all funed instinctively to the line of horrible prints
| eadi ng on towards the wrecked What el ey farnmhouse and the altar-crowned sl opes
of Sentinel HIl.

As the nmen passed the site of WIbur Watel ey's abode they shuddered visibly,

and seenmed again to mx hesitancy with their zeal. It was no joke tracki ng down
sonet hing as big as a house that one could not see, but that had all the vicious
mal evol ence of a daenon. Qpposite the base of Sentinel H Il the tracks left the

road, and there was a fresh bending and matting visible along the broad swath
mar ki ng the nonster's forner route to and fromthe summ t

Arm tage produced a pocket tel escope of considerable power and scanned the steep
green side of the hill. Then he handed the instrunent to Morgan, whose sight was
keener. After a noment of gazing Mdrgan cried out sharply, passing the glass to
Earl Sawyer and indicating a certain spot on the slope with his finger. Sawer,
as clunsy as nost non-users of optical devices are, funbled a while; but
eventual ly focused the lenses with Armitage's aid. Wien he did so his cry was

| ess restrained than Morgan's had been

"Gawd al mi ghty, the grass an' bushes is a'nmovin'! It's a-goin' up - slowlike -
creepin' - up ter the top this mnute, heaven only knows what fur!'

Then the germ of panic seened to spread anpong the seekers. It was one thing to
chase the nanel ess entity, but quite another to find it. Spells night be al

right - but suppose they weren't? Voices began questioning Armtage about what
he knew of the thing, and no reply seened quite to satisfy. Everyone seened to
feel hinself in close proximty to phases of Nature and of being utterly

forbi dden and whol |y outside the sane experience of manki nd.

X.

In the end the three nen from Arkham - ol d, white-bearded Dr Arnitage, stocky,
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iron-grey Professor Rice, and | ean, youngish Dr Mrgan, ascended the nmountain

al one. After nuch patient instruction regarding its focusing and use, they left
the telescope with the frightened group that renmained in the road; and as they
clinmbed they were watched cl osely by those anong whomthe gl ass was passed
round. It was hard going, and Armitage had to be hel ped nore than once. High
above the toiling group the great swath trenbled as its hellish naker repassed
with snail-like deliberateness Then it was obvious that the pursuers were
gai ni ng

Curtis Whateley - of the undecayed branch - was hol ding the tel escope when the
Arkham party detoured radically fromthe swath. He told the crowmd that the nen
were evidently trying to get to a subordinate peak which overl ooked the swath at
a poi nt considerably ahead of where the shrubbery was now bendi ng. This, indeed,
proved to be true; and the party were seen to gain the nminor elevation only a
short time after the invisible blaspheny had passed it.

Then Wesl ey Corey, who had taken the glass, cried out that Armitage was
adjusting the sprayer which Rice held, and that sonething nust be about to
happen. The crowd stirred uneasily, recalling that his sprayer was expected to
gi ve the unseen horror a nonent of visibility. Two or three nmen shut their eyes,
but Curtis Whatel ey snatched back the tel escope and strained his vision to the
utnost. He saw that Rice, fromthe party's point of advantage above and behind
the entity, had an excellent chance of spreading the potent powder with
mar vel | ous ef fect.

Those without the tel escope saw only an instant's flash of grey cloud - a cloud
about the size of a noderately large building - near the top of the nountain.
Curtis, who held the instrunent, dropped it with a piercing shriek into the

ankl e-deep nmud of the road. He reeled, and would have crunbled to the ground had
not two or three others seized and steadied him Al he could do was noan

hal f -i naudi bl y.

'Ch, oh, great Gawd... that... that...

There was a pandenoni um of questioning, and only Henry Weel er thought to rescue
the fallen tel escope and wipe it clean of nud. Curtis was past all coherence,
and even isolated replies were alnobst too nmuch for him

"Bigger'n a barn... all nmade o' squirnmin' ropes... hull thing sort o' shaped
like a hen's egg bigger'n anything with dozens o' |egs |ike hogs-heads that haff
shut up when they step... nothin' solid abaout it - all like jelly, an' nmade o
sep'rit wigglin' ropes pushed cost together... great bulgin' eyes all over
it... ten or twenty maouths or trunks a-stickin' aout all along the sides, big
as stove-pipes an ad a-tossin' an openin' an' shuttin'... all grey, with kinder
blue or purple rings... an Gawmd nit Heaven - that haff face on top...

This final nenory, whatever it was, proved too nuch for poor Curtis; and he
col | apsed conpl etely before he could say nore. Fred Farr and WII Hutchins
carried himto the roadside and laid himon the danp grass. Henry Wheel er,
trenbling, turned the rescued tel escope on the nountain to see what he night.
Through the |l enses were discernible three tiny figures, apparently running
towards the summit as fast as the steep incline allowed. Only these - nothing
nmore. Then everyone noticed a strangely unseasonabl e noise in the deep valley
behind, and even in the underbrush of Sentinel H Il itself. It was the piping of
unnunber ed whi ppoorwills, and in their shrill chorus there seened to lurk a note
of tense and evil expectancy.

Earl Sawyer now took the tel escope and reported the three figures as standing on
the topnost ridge, virtually level with the altar-stone but at a considerable
distance fromit. One figure, he said, seened to be raising its hands above its
head at rhythmic intervals; and as Sawer nentioned the circunstance the crowd
seemed to hear a faint, half-nusical sound fromthe distance, as if a |oud chant
wer e acconpanyi ng the gestures. The weird sil houette on that renote peak nust
have been a spectacle of infinite grotesqueness and i npressiveness, but no
observer was in a nood for aesthetic appreciation. 'l guess he's sayin' the
spel | ,' whi spered Weel er as he snatched back the tel escope. The whi ppoorwills
were piping wildly, and in a singularly curious irregular rhythmquite unlike
that of the visible ritual

Suddenly the sunshine seenmed to | essen without the intervention of any

file:///ID]|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...%20Lovecraft%20-%20The%20Dunwich%20Horror.txt (21 of 23) [2/24/2004 10:45:13 PM]



file:///ID}J/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/New%20Fol der/H.%20P.%20L ovecraft%20-%20The%20Dunwi ch%20Horror .txt

discernible cloud. It was a very peculiar phenonenon, and was plainly marked by
all. A runbling sound seened brew ng beneath the hills, m xed strangely with a
concordant runbling which dearly cane fromthe sky. Lightning flashed al oft, and
the wondering crowd | ooked in vain for the portents of storm The chanting of
the nmen from Arkham now becane unni st akabl e, and Weel er saw t hrough the gl ass
that they were all raising their arns in the rhythmc incantation. From sone
farnmhouse far away cane the frantic barking of dogs.

The change in the quality of the daylight increased, and the crowd gazed about
the horizon in wonder. A purplish darkness, born of nothing nore than a spectra
deepeni ng of the sky's blue, pressed down upon the runbling hills. Then the
lightning flashed again, somewhat brighter than before, and the crowd fancied
that it had showed a certain mstiness around the altar-stone on the distant

hei ght. No one, however, had been using the tel escope at that instant. The

whi ppoorwi | I s continued their irregular pulsation, and the nmen of Dunw ch braced
t hensel ves tensely agai nst sone inponderabl e nenace with which the atnosphere
seened surchar ged

Wt hout warning cane those deep, cracked, raucous vocal sounds which will never
| eave the nmenory of the stricken group who heard them Not from any human throat
were they born, for the organs of man can yield no such acoustic perversions.
Rat her woul d one have said they cane fromthe pit itself, had not their source
been so unm stakably the altar-stone on the peak. It is al nost erroneous to cal
them sounds at all, since so nmuch of their ghastly, infra-bass tinbre spoke to
di m seats of consciousness and terror far subtler than the ear; yet one nust do
so, since their formwas indisputably though vaguely that of half-articul ate
words. They were loud - loud as the runblings and the thunder above which they
echoed - yet did they conme fromno visible being. And because imagi nati on m ght
suggest a conjectural source in the world of non-visible beings, the huddl ed

crowd at the nountain's base huddled still closer, and winced as if in
expectation of a bl ow
"Ygnailh... ygnaiih... thflthkh' ngha.... Yog-Sothoth ...' rang the hideous

croaki ng out of space. 'Y bthnk... h'ehye - n'grkdl 'l h...'

The speaking inpul se seened to falter here, as if sonme frightful psychic
struggl e were going on. Henry \Weeler strained his eye at the tel escope, but saw
only the three grotesquely sil houetted human figures on the peak, all noving
their arns furiously in strange gestures as their incantation drew near its

cul mination. Fromwhat black wells of Acherontic fear or feeling, from what

unpl unbed gul fs of extra-cosm c consci ousness or obscure, long-latent heredity,
were those hal f-articul ate thunder-croakings drawn? Presently they began to
gather renewed force and coherence as they grewin stark, utter, ultimte frenzy

' Eh-y-ya-ya-yahaah - e'yayayaaaa... ngh'aaaaa... ngh'aaa... h'yuh... h'yuh..
HELP! HELP!' ...ff - ff - ff - FATHER FATHER YOG SOTHOTH ...'

But that was all. The pallid group in the road, still reeling at the

i ndi sputably English syllables that had poured thickly and thunderously down
fromthe frantic vacancy beside that shocking altar-stone, were never to hear
such syl lables again. Instead, they junped violently at the terrific report
which seenmed to rend the hills; the deafening, cataclysm c peal whose source, be
it inner earth or sky, no hearer was ever able to place. A single lightning bolt
shot fromthe purple zenith to the altar-stone, and a great tidal wave of

vi ewl ess force and indescribabl e stench swept down fromthe hill to all the
countryside. Trees, grass, and under-brush were whipped into a fury; and the
frightened crowd at the nountain's base, weakened by the lethal foetor that
seenmed about to asphyxiate them were alnost hurled off their feet. Dogs how ed
fromthe distance, green grass and foliage wilted to a curious, sickly

yel l ow-grey, and over field and forest were scattered the bodies of dead

whi ppoorwi | | s.

The stench |l eft quickly, but the vegetation never canme right again. To this day
there is sonething queer and unholy about the growhs on and around that
fearsone hilt Curtis Whatel ey was only just regai ning consci ousness when the
Arkham nmen cane slowy down the nmountain in the beans of a sunlight once nore
brilliant and untainted. They were grave and qui et, and seened shaken by
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menories and reflections even nore terrible than those which had reduced the
group of natives to a state of cowed quivering. In reply to a junble of
questions they only shook their heads and reaffirned one vital fact.

"The thing has gone for ever,' Armtage said. 'It has been split up into what it
was originally made of, and can never exist again. It was an inpossibility in a
normal world. Only the least fraction was really matter in any sense we know. It
was like its father - and nost of it has gone back to himin sone vague real mor
di mensi on outside our nmaterial universe; sone vague abyss out of which only the
nmost accursed rites of human bl aspheny coul d ever have called himfor a nonent
on the hills.'

There was a brief silence, and in that pause the scattered senses of poor Curtis
What el ey began to knit back into a sort of continuity; so that he put his hands
to his head with a nban. Menory seened to pick itself up where it had left off,
and the horror of the sight that had prostrated himburst in upon himagain.

"Ch, oh, ny Gawd, that haff face - that haff face on top of it... that face with
the red eyes an' crinkly albino hair, an' no chin, like the Whateleys... It was
a octopus, centipede, spider kind o' thin, but they was a haff-shaped man's face
on top of it, an' it looked |like Wzard Wateley's, only it was yards an' yards
acrost....'

He paused exhausted, as the whol e group of natives stared in a bew | dernment not
quite crystallized into fresh terror. Only ol d Zebul on Wat el ey, who wanderingly
renenbered anci ent things but who had been silent heretofore, spoke al oud.

"Fifteen year' gone,' he ranbled, '|l heered A' Whatel ey say as haow sone day
we'd hear a child o' Lavinny's a-callin' its father's name on the top o
Sentinel HII...

But Joe Gsborn interrupted himto question the Arkham nen anew.

"What was it, anyhaow, en' haowever did young Wzard Whateley call it aout o

the air it cone front

Arm tage chose his words very carefully.

"It was - well, it was nostly a kind of force that doesn't belong in our part of
space; a kind of force that acts and grows and shapes itself by other |aws than
those of our sort of Nature. W have no business calling in such things from
outside, and only very w cked people and very wi cked cults ever try to. There
was sone of it in WIlbur Whatel ey hinself - enough to nake a devil and a

precoci ous nonster of him and to nmake his passing out a pretty terrible sight.
I"mgoing to burn his accursed diary, and if you nen are wise you'll dynamte
that altar-stone up there, and pull down all the rings of standing stones on the
other hills. Things |ike that brought down the bei ngs those Watel eys were so
fond of - the beings they were going to let in tangibly to wi pe out the human
race and drag the earth off to sone nanel ess place for sone nanel ess purpose.
"But as to this thing we've just sent back - the Wateleys raised it for a
terrible part in the doings that were to conme. It grew fast and big fromthe
same reason that W/l bur grew fast and big - but it beat himbecause it had a
greater share of the outsideness in it. You needn't ask how Wlbur called it out
of the air. He didn't call it out. It was his twin brother, but it |ooked nore
like the father than he did.

The Lovecraft Library wishes to extend its gratitude to Eul ogio Garcia Recal de
for transcribing this text.
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