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Bear in mnd closely that | did not see any actual visual horror at the end. To

say that a nental shock was the cause of what | inferred - that |ast straw which
sent nme racing out of the lonely Akel ey farnmhouse and through the wild doned
hills of Vermont in a commandeered notor at night - is to ignore the plainest

facts of my final experience. Notw thstanding the deep things | saw and heard,
and the adm tted vividness the inpression produced on ne by these things, |
cannot prove even now whether | was right or wong in my hideous inference. For
after all Akeley's disappearance establishes nothing. People found nothing am ss
in his house despite the bullet-marks on the outside and inside. It was just as
t hough he had wal ked out casually for a ramble in the hills and failed to
return. There was not even a sign that a guest had been there, or that those
horri bl e cylinders and nmachi nes had been stored in the study. That he had
mortally feared the crowded green hills and endl ess trickle of brooks anong

whi ch he had been born and reared, nmeans nothing at all, either; for thousands
are subject to just such norbid fears. Eccentricity, noreover, could easily
account for his strange acts and apprehensions toward the | ast.

The whol e matter began, so far as | amconcerned, with the historic and
unprecedent ed Vernont floods of Novenber 3, 1927. | was then, as now, an
instructor of literature at M skatonic University in Arkham Mssachusetts, and
an ent husi astic amateur student of New England fol klore. Shortly after the

fl ood, am dst the varied reports of hardship, suffering, and organi zed reli ef
which filled the press, there appeared certain odd stories of things found
floating in some of the swollen rivers; so that many of my friends enbarked on
curious discussions and appealed to nme to shed what light | could on the
subject. | felt flattered at having nmy fol klore study taken so seriously, and
did what | could to belittle the wild, vague tales which seenmed so clearly an
outgrowth of old rustic superstitions. It anused nme to find several persons of
education who insisted that sone stratum of obscure, distorted fact m ght
underlie the runors.

The tal es thus brought to ny notice canme nostly through newspaper cuttings;

t hough one yarn had an oral source and was repeated to a friend of nmine in a
letter fromhis nother in Hardw ck, Vernont. The type of thing described was
essentially the same in all cases, though there seened to be three separate

i nstances involved - one connected with the Wnooski River near Mntpelier,

anot her attached to the Wst River in Wndham County beyond Newfane, and a third
centering in the Passunpsic in Cal edonia County above Lyndonville. O course
many of the stray itens mentioned other instances, but on analysis they al
seenmed to boil down to these three. In each case country folk reported seeing
one or nore very bizarre and disturbing objects in the surging waters that
poured down fromthe unfrequented hills, and there was a w despread tendency to
connect these sights with a prinmtive, half-forgotten cycle of whispered | egend
whi ch ol d people resurrected for the occasion

What peopl e thought they saw were organi c shapes not quite |like any they had
ever seen before. Naturally, there were many human bodi es washed al ong by the
streans in that tragic period; but those who described these strange shapes felt
quite sure that they were not hunman, despite sone superficial resenblances in
size and general outline. Nor, said the wtnesses, could they have been any kind
of animal known to Vernont. They were pinkish things about five feet long; with
crust aceous bodi es bearing vast pairs of dorsal fins or nenbranous w ngs and
several sets of articulated linbs, and with a sort of convoluted ellipsoid,
covered with multitudes of very short antennae, where a head would ordinarily
be. It was really remarkabl e how cl osely the reports fromdifferent sources
tended to coincide; though the wonder was | essened by the fact that the old

| egends, shared at one tine throughout the hill country, furnished a norbidly
vivid picture which might well have col oured the imaginations of all the
Wi t nesses concerned. It was nmy conclusion that such witnesses - in every case
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nai ve and sinple backwoods folk - had glinpsed the battered and bl oated bodies
of human beings or farmanimals in the whirling currents; and had all owed the
hal f-renmenbered folklore to invest these pitiful objects with fantastic
attributes

The ancient folklore, while cloudy, evasive, and |largely forgotten by the
present generation, was of a highly singular character, and obviously reflected
the influence of still earlier Indian tales. | knewit well, though |I had never
been in Vernont, through the exceedingly rare nonograph of Eli Davenport, which
enbraces naterial orally obtained prior to 1839 anpong the ol dest people of the
state. This material, noreover, closely coincided with tales which | had
personally heard fromelderly rustics in the nmountains of New Hanpshire. Briefly
sunmari zed, it hinted at a hidden race of nonstrous bei ngs which |urked
somewhere anong the renoter hills - in the deep woods of the highest peaks, and
the dark valleys where streans trickle fromunknown sources. These bei ngs were
sel dom gl i npsed, but evidences of their presence were reported by those who had
ventured farther than usual up the slopes of certain nountains or into certain
deep, steep-sided gorges that even the wol ves shunned.

There were queer footprints or clawprints in the nud of brook-margi ns and
barren patches, and curious circles of stones, with the grass around them worn
away, which did not seemto have been placed or entirely shaped by Nature. There
were, too, certain caves of problematical depth in the sides of the hills; with
mout hs cl osed by boulders in a manner scarcely accidental, and with nore than an
average quota of the queer prints |eading both toward and away fromthem- if

i ndeed the direction of these prints could be justly estinmated. And worst of

all, there were the things which adventurous people had seen very rarely in the
twilight of the renptest valleys and the dense perpendi cul ar woods above the
limts of normal hill-clinbing.

It woul d have been | ess unconfortable if the stray accounts of these things had
not agreed so well. As it was, nearly all the runors had several points in
common; averring that the creatures were a sort of huge, light-red crab with

many pairs of legs and with two great batlike wings in the mddle of the back
They sonetines wal ked on all their |egs, and sonetines on the hindnost pair
only, using the others to convey | arge objects of indeternminate nature. On one
occasion they were spied in considerable nunbers, a detachnent of them wading

al ong a shal | ow woodl and wat ercourse three abreast in evidently disciplined
formati on. Once a specinmen was seen flying - launching itself fromthe top of a
bald, lonely hill at night and vanishing in the sky after its great flapping

wi ngs had been sil houetted an instant against the full noon

These things seened content, on the whole, to | et mankind al one; though they
were at tinmes held responsible for the disappearance of venturesone individuals
- especially persons who built houses too close to certain valleys or too high
up on certain nmountains. Many localities cane to be known as inadvisable to
settle in, the feeling persisting long after the cause was forgotten. People
woul d | ook up at sone of the nei ghbouring nountain-precipices with a shudder,
even when not recalling how many settlers had been | ost, and how many far mhouses
burnt to ashes, on the | ower slopes of those grim green sentinels.

But while according to the earliest |egends the creatures woul d appear to have
harmed only those trespassing on their privacy; there were |ater accounts of
their curiosity respecting nen, and of their attenpts to establish secret
outposts in the human world. There were tales of the queer clawprints seen
around farnmhouse wi ndows in the norning, and of occasional di sappearances in
regi ons outside the obviously haunted areas. Tales, besides, of buzzing voices
in imtation of human speech which made surprising offers to |lone travel ers on
roads and cart-paths in the deep woods, and of children frightened out of their
wits by things seen or heard where the primal forest pressed close upon their
door-yards. In the final layer of |legends - the |ayer just preceding the decline
of superstition and the abandonnent of close contact with the dreaded pl aces -
there are shocked references to hermts and renpte farners who at sone period of
|ife appeared to have undergone a repellent nmental change, and who were shunned
and whi spered about as nortals who had sold thenselves to the strange beings. In
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one of the northeastern counties it seemed to be a fashion about 1800 to accuse
eccentric and unpopul ar recluses of being allies or representatives of the
abhorred things.

As to what the things were - explanations naturally varied. The conmon nane
applied to themwas "those ones," or "the old ones," though other terns had a

| ocal and transient use. Perhaps the bulk of the Puritan settlers set them down
bluntly as faniliars of the devil, and nade them a basis of awed theol ogi ca
specul ation. Those with Celtic legendry in their heritage - mainly the
Scotch-Irish el ement of New Hanpshire, and their kindred who had settled in

Vernont on Governor Wentworth's col onial grants - |inked themvaguely with the
malign fairies and "little people" of the bogs and raths, and protected
thensel ves with scraps of incantation handed down through many generations. But
the Indians had the nost fantastic theories of all. Wiile different triba

| egends differed, there was a nmarked consensus of belief in certain vita
particulars; it being unani mously agreed that the creatures were not native to
this earth.

The Pennacook nyths, which were the nost consistent and picturesque, taught that
the Wnged Ones came fromthe Geat Bear in the sky, and had mines in our
earthly hills whence they took a kind of stone they could not get on any other
worl d. They did not live here, said the nyths, but nerely naintai ned outposts
and flew back with vast cargoes of stone to their own stars in the north. They
harmed only those earth-people who got too near themor spied upon them Aninals
shunned them through instinctive hatred, not because of being hunted. They coul d
not eat the things and aninals of earth, but brought their own food fromthe
stars. It was bad to get near them and sonetinmes young hunters who went into
their hills never canme back. It was not good, either, to listen to what they

whi spered at night in the forest with voices like a bee's that tried to be |like
the voices of men. They knew the speech of all kinds of men - Pennacooks,

Hurons, nen of the Five Nations - but did not seemto have or need any speech of
their own. They talked with their heads, which changed colour in different ways
to nmean different things.

Al'l the |l egendry, of course, white and Indian alike, died down during the

ni neteenth century, except for occasional atavistical flareups. The ways of the
Vernont ers becane settled; and once their habitual paths and dwellings were
established according to a certain fixed plan, they remenbered | ess and | ess
what fears and avoi dances had deternined that plan, and even that there had been
any fears or avoi dances. Myst people sinply knew that certain hilly regions were
consi dered as highly unhealthy, unprofitable, and generally unlucky to live in,
and that the farther one kept fromthemthe better off one usually was. In tine
the ruts of custom and econonic interest becane so deeply cut in approved pl aces
that there was no | onger any reason for going outside them and the haunted
hills were | eft deserted by accident rather than by design. Save during

i nfrequent |ocal scares, only wonder-1|oving grandnothers and retrospective
nonagenari ans ever whi spered of beings dwelling in those hills; and even such
whi spers adnitted that there was not nuch to fear fromthose things now that
they were used to the presence of houses and settlenents, and now that hunman
beings let their chosen territory severely al one.

Al this | had long known fromny reading, and fromcertain folk tales picked up
i n New Hanpshire; hence when the flood-tine runours began to appear, | could
easily guess what inmmginative background had evolved them | took great pains to
explain this to ny friends, and was correspondi ngly anused when severa
contentious souls continued to insist on a possible elenent of truth in the
reports. Such persons tried to point out that the early | egends had a
significant persistence and uniformty, and that the virtually unexplored nature
of the Vernont hills made it unwi se to be dognmatic about what night or m ght not
dwel I ampong them nor could they be silenced by ny assurance that all the nyths
were of a well-known pattern common to nost of mankind and deternmined by early
phases of inmagi native experience which always produced the sanme type of

del usi on.

It was of no use to denonstrate to such opponents that the Vernont nyths
differed but little in essence fromthose universal |egends of natura
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personification which filled the ancient world with fauns and dryads and satyrs,
suggested the kal li kanzarai of nodern Greece, and gave to wild Wales and Irel and
their dark hints of strange, small, and terrible hidden races of trogl odytes and
burrowers. No use, either, to point out the even nore startlingly simlar belief
of the Nepalese hill tribes in the dreaded M-Go or "Aboni nabl e Snow Men" who
lurk hideously amidst the ice and rock pinnacles of the H mal ayan summts. Wen
I brought up this evidence, ny opponents turned it against nme by claimng that
it must inply sone actual historicity for the ancient tales; that it nust argue
the real existence of sone queer elder earth-race, driven to hiding after the
advent and dom nance of manki nd, which might very conceivably have survived in
reduced nunbers to relatively recent tinmes - or even to the present.

The nore | |aughed at such theories, the nore these stubborn friends asseverated
them adding that even without the heritage of |egend the recent reports were
too clear, consistent, detailed, and sanely prosaic in manner of telling, to be
completely ignored. Two or three fanatical extrem sts went so far as to hint at
possi bl e neanings in the ancient Indian tales which gave the hidden beings a
nonterrestrial origin; citing the extravagant books of Charles Fort with their
clains that voyagers fromother worlds and outer space have often visited the
earth. Most of ny foes, however, were nerely romanticists who insisted on trying
to transfer to real life the fantastic lore of lurking "little people" nade
popul ar by the nagnificent horror-fiction of Arthur Machen

Il

As was only natural under the circunstances, this piquant debating finally got
into print inthe formof letters to the Arkham Advertiser; sone of which were
copied in the press of those Vernont regi ons whence the fl ood-stories cane. The
Rutl and Heral d gave half a page of extracts fromthe letters on both sides,
while the Brattleboro Reformer reprinted one of nmy long historical and

myt hol ogi cal sunmaries in full, with some acconpanying conments in "The
Pendrifter's" thoughtful columm which supported and appl auded ny skeptica
conclusions. By the spring of 1928 | was al nbst a well-known figure in Vernont,
notw thstanding the fact that | had never set foot in the state. Then cane the
challenging letters fromHenry Akel ey which inpressed nme so profoundly, and
which took ne for the first and last tine to that fascinating real mof crowded
green precipices and nmuttering forest streans.

Most of what | know of Henry Wentworth Akel ey was gat hered by correspondence
with his neighbours, and with his only son in California, after my experience in
his |lonely farnmhouse. He was, | discovered, the |last representative on his hone
soil of a long, locally distinguished Iine of jurists, admnistrators, and
gentlenen-agriculturists. In him however, the famly nmentally had veered away
frompractical affairs to pure scholarship; so that he had been a notable
student of mathematics, astronony, biology, anthropology, and folklore at the
University of Vernmont. | had never previously heard of him and he did not give
many aut obi ogr aphical details in his comrunications; but fromthe first | saw he
was a nman of character, education, and intelligence, albeit a recluse with very
little worldly sophistication.

Despite the incredible nature of what he clainmed, | could not help at once
taking Akel ey nore seriously than | had taken any of the other challengers of ny
views. For one thing, he was really close to the actual phenonena - visible and
tangi ble - that he specul ated so grotesquely about; and for another thing, he
was amazingly willing to |l eave his conclusions in a tenative state like a true
man of science. He had no personal preferences to advance, and was al ways gui ded
by what he took to be solid evidence. O course | began by considering him

m st aken, but gave himcredit for being intelligently m staken; and at no tine
did | emulate sonme of his friends in attributing his ideas, and his fear of the
lonely green hills, to insanity. | could see that there was a great deal to the
man, and knew that what he reported nust surely cone from strange circunstance
deserving investigation, however little it m ght have to do with the fantastic
causes he assigned. Later on | received fromhimcertain material proofs which
pl aced the matter on a sonewhat different and bewi lderingly bizarre basis.

I cannot do better than transcribe in full, so far as is possible, the |ong
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letter in which Akeley introduced himself, and which formed such an inportant
landmark in ny own intellectual history. It is no longer in ny possession, but
my menory hol ds al nost every word of its portentous nessage; and again | affirm
my confidence in the sanity of the man who wote it. Here is the text - a text
whi ch reached ne in the cranped, archaic-1ooking scrawl of one who had obviously
not mngled much with the world during his sedate, scholarly life.

R F.D. #2,

Townshend, W ndham Co., Vernont.

May 5, 1928

Al bert N. Wlnmarth, Esq.,

118 Saltonstall St.,

Arkham Mass.

My Dear Sir:

I have read with great interest the Brattleboro Reformer's reprint (Apr. 23,

'28) of your letter on the recent stories of strange bodies seen floating in

our flooded streans last fall, and on the curious folklore they so well agree

with. It is easy to see why an outl ander woul d take the position you take, and

even why "Pendrifter" agrees with you. That is the attitude generally taken by

educat ed persons both in and out of Vernont, and was ny own attitude as a

young nman (I am now 57) before ny studies, both general and in Davenport's

book, led ne to do sonme exploring in parts of the hills hereabouts not usually

vi si t ed.

I was directed toward such studies by the queer old tales | used to hear from

elderly farners of the nore ignorant sort, but now |l wish | had | et the whole

matter alone. | might say, with all proper nodesty, that the subject of

ant hr opol ogy and fol klore is by no means strange to nme. | took a good deal of

it at college, and amfanmiliar with nmost of the standard authorities such as

Tyl or, Lubbock, Frazer, Quatrefages, Miurray, Osborn, Keith, Boule, G Elliott

Smith, and so on. It is no news to ne that tales of hidden races are as old as

all mankind. | have seen the reprints of letters fromyou, and those agreeing

with you, in the Rutland Herald, and guess | know about where your controversy

stands at the present tine.

What | desire to say nowis, that | amafraid your adversaries are nearer

right than yourself, even though all reason seens to be on your side. They are

nearer right than they realise thenselves - for of course they go only by

theory, and cannot know what | know. If | knew as little of the matter as

they, | would feel justified in believing as they do. | would be wholly on

your side

You can see that | amhaving a hard tine getting to the point, probably

because | really dread getting to the point; but the upshot of the nmatter is

that | have certain evidence that nonstrous things do indeed live in the woods

on the high hills which nobody visits. | have not seen any of the things
floating in the rivers, as reported, but | have seen things |ike them under
circunstances | dread to repeat. | have seen footprints, and of |ate have seen
them nearer nmy own hone (I live in the old Akel ey place south of Townshend

Village, on the side of Dark Mountain) than | dare tell you now. And | have
overheard voices in the woods at certain points that | will not even begin to
descri be on paper.

At one place | heard them so nuch that | took a phonograph therewith a

di ct aphone attachnent and wax blank - and | shall try to arrange to have you
hear the record | got. | have run it on the nmachine for sone of the old people
up here, and one of the voices had nearly scared them paral ysed by reason of
its likeness to a certain voice (that buzzing voice in the woods which
Davenport nentions) that their grandnothers have told about and m nicked for
them | know what nost people think of a nan who tells about "hearing voices"”
- but before you draw conclusions just listen to this record and ask sone of
the ol der backwoods people what they think of it. If you can account for it
normal Iy, very well; but there nust be sonething behind it. Ex nihilo nihi
fit, you know.

Now nmy object in witing you is not to start an argunent but to give you
informati on which | think a nman of your tastes will find deeply interesting.
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This is private. Publicly I amon your side, for certain things show ne that
it does not do for people to know too nmuch about these nmatters. My own studies
are now wholly private, and I would not think of saying anything to attract
people's attention and cause themto visit the places | have explored. It is
true - terribly true - that there are non-human creatures watching us all the
time; with spies anong us gathering information. It is froma wetched nman
who, if he was sane (as | think he was) was one of those spies, that | got a
|arge part of nmy clues to the matter. He later killed hinmself, but |I have
reason to think there are others now.

The things cone from another planet, being able to live in interstellar space
and fly through it on clunsy, powerful w ngs which have a way of resisting the
aether but which are too poor at steering to be of much use in hel ping them
about on earth. | will tell you about this later if you do not dismss ne at
once as a nadman. They cone here to get netals frommnes that go deep under
the hills, and | think | know where they come from They will not hurt us if
we | et them al one, but no one can say what will happen if we get too curious
about them O course a good arny of nmen could wi pe out their mning col ony.
That is what they are afraid of. But if that happened, nore would cone from
outside - any nunber of them They could easily conquer the earth, but have
not tried so far because they have not needed to. They woul d rather |eave
things as they are to save bother

I think they nean to get rid of nme because of what | have di scovered. There is
a great black stone with unknown hieroglyphics half worn away which | found in
the woods on Round Hill, east of here; and after | took it hone everything
becane different. If they think | suspect too nmuch they will either kill me or
take nme off the earth to where they cone from They like to take away nen of

|l earning once in a while, to keep informed on the state of things in the human
wor | d.

This leads ne to ny secondary purpose in addressing you - nanely, to urge you
to hush up the present debate rather than give it nore publicity. People nust
be kept away fromthese hills, and in order to effect this, their curiosity
ought not to be aroused any further. Heaven knows there is peril enough
anyway, with pronoters and real estate nmen flooding Vernont with herds of
sunmer people to overrun the wild places and cover the hills with cheap

bungal ows.

I shall welcone further conmunication with you, and shall try to send you that
phonograph record and bl ack stone (which is so worn that photographs don't
show nmuch) by express if you are willing. | say "try" because | think those
creatures have a way of tanpering with things around here. There is a sullen
furtive fellow named Brown, on a farmnear the village, who | think is their
spy. Little by little they are trying to cut ne off fromour world because
know t oo nuch about their world.

They have the npbst amazi ng way of finding out what | do. You may not even get
this letter. | think I shall have to | eave this part of the country and go
live with ny son in San Diego, Cal., if things get any worse, but it is not
easy to give up the place you were born in, and where your famly has lived
for six generations. Also, | would hardly dare sell this house to anybody now
that the creatures have taken notice of it. They seemto be trying to get the
bl ack stone back and destroy the phonograph record, but | shall not let them
if | can help it. My great police dogs always hold them back, for there are
very few here as yet, and they are clunsy in getting about. As | have said,

their wings are not nuch use for short flights on earth. | amon the very
brink of deciphering that stone - in a very terrible way - and with your

know edge of fol klore you may be able to supply the m ssing |inks enough to
help ne. | suppose you know all about the fearful nyths antedating the com ng
of man to the earth - the Yog-Sothoth and Cthul hu cycles - which are hinted at
in the Necronomcon. | had access to a copy of that once, and hear that you
have one in your college library under |ock and key.

To conclude, M. Wlmarth, | think that with our respective studies we can be
very useful to each other. | don't wish to put you in any peril, and suppose
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ought to warn you that possession of the stone and the record won't be very
safe; but | think you will find any risks worth running for the sake of

knowl edge. | will drive down to Newfane or Brattleboro to send whatever you
authorize me to send, for the express offices there are nore to be trusted. |
mght say that | live quite alone now, since | can't keep hired hel p any nore.
They won't stay because of the things that try to get near the house at night,
and that keep the dogs barking continually. | amglad | didn't get as deep as
this into the business while ny wife was alive, for it would have driven her
mad.

Hopi ng that | am not bothering you unduly, and that you will decide to get in
touch with me rather than throw this letter into the waste basket as a
madman' s raving, | am

Yrs. very truly,

Henry W Akel ey

P.S. | amneking sone extra prints of certain photographs taken by ne, which |
think will help to prove a nunber of the points |I have touched on. The old
people think they are nonstrously true. | shall send you these very soon if
you are interested.
H W A
It would be difficult to describe ny sentinments upon reading this strange
docunent for the first time. By all ordinary rules, | ought to have |aughed nore

| oudly at these extravagances than at the far nmilder theories which had
previously noved ne to nirth; yet sonething in the tone of the letter nade ne
take it with paradoxical seriousness. Not that | believed for a nonment in the

hi dden race fromthe stars which ny correspondent spoke of; but that, after sone
grave prelimnary doubts, | grewto feel oddly sure of his sanity and sincerity,
and of his confrontation by sone genui ne though singular and abnormal phenonenon
whi ch he could not explain except in this inmaginative way. It could not be as he
thought it, | reflected, yet on the other hand, it could not be otherw se than
worthy of investigation. The nman seened unduly excited and al arned about

sonet hing, but it was hard to think that all cause was |acking. He was so
specific and logical in certain ways - and after all, his yarn did fit in so
perplexingly well with sone of the old myths - even the wildest Indian | egends.
That he had really overheard disturbing voices in the hills, and had really
found the black stone he spoke about, was wholly possible despite the crazy

i nferences he had nmade - inferences probably suggested by the nman who had
clained to be a spy of the outer beings and had later killed hinmself. It was
easy to deduce that this man nust have been whol ly insane, but that he probably
had a streak of perverse outward | ogic which nmade the naive Akeley - already
prepared for such things by his folklore studies - believe his tale. As for the
| at est devel opnents - it appeared fromhis inability to keep hired help that

Akel ey' s hunbl er rustic nei ghbours were as convinced as he that his house was
besi eged by uncanny things at night. The dogs really barked, too.

And then the matter of that phonograph record, which | could not but believe he
had obtained in the way he said. It nust mean sonething; whether aninmal noises
deceptively Iike human speech, or the speech of sone hi dden, night-haunting
human bei ng decayed to a state not nuch above that of |lower animals. Fromthis
my thoughts went back to the black hieroglyphed stone, and to specul ati ons upon
what it m ght nean. Then, too, what of the photographs which Akel ey said he was
about to send, and which the old people had found so convincingly terrible?

As | re-read the cranped handwiting | felt as never before that ny credul ous
opponents mnight have nore on their side than | had conceded. After all, there

m ght be sonme queer and perhaps hereditarily m sshapen outcasts in those shunned
hills, even though no such race of star-born nmonsters as folklore clainmed. And
if there were, then the presence of strange bodies in the flooded streanms woul d
not be wholly beyond belief. Was it too presunptuous to suppose that both the
ol d I egends and the recent reports had this nmuch of reality behind thenf? But
even as | harboured these doubts | felt ashanmed that so fantastic a piece of

bi zarrerie as Henry Akeley's wild letter had brought them up

In the end | answered Akeley's letter, adopting a tone of friendly interest and
soliciting further particulars. H s reply came al nost by return nail; and
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contained, true to prom se, a nunber of Kodak views of scenes and objects
illustrating what he had to tell. @ ancing at these pictures as | took themfrom
the envelope, | felt a curious sense of fright and nearness to forbidden things;
for in spite of the vagueness of nost of them they had a dammably suggestive
power which was intensified by the fact of their being genuine photographs -

actual optical links with what they portrayed, and the product of an inpersona
transmitting process without prejudice, fallibility, or mendacity.
The nore | | ooked at them the nore | saw that ny senous estimate of Akeley and

his story had not been unjustified. Certainly, these pictures carried conclusive
evi dence of sonething in the Vernont hills which was at | east vastly outside the
radi us of our common know edge and belief. The worst thing of all was the
footprint - a view taken where the sun shone on a nud patch sonmewhere in a
deserted upland. This was no cheaply counterfeited thing, | could see at a

gl ance; for the sharply defined pebbles and grassblades in the field of vision
gave a clear index of scale and left no possibility of a tricky double exposure.
I have called the thing a "footprint,"” but "clawprint" would be a better term
Even now | can scarcely describe it save to say that it was hideously crablike,
and that there seened to be sone anbiguity about its direction. It was not a
very deep or fresh print, but seened to be about the size of an average nman's
foot. Froma central pad, pairs of sawtoothed nippers projected in opposite
directions - quite baffling as to function, if indeed the whol e object were

excl usively an organ of |oconotion.

Anot her photograph - evidently a time-exposure taken in deep shadow - was of the
mout h of a woodl and cave, with a boul der of, rounded regularity choking the
aperture. On the bare ground in front of, it one could just discern a dense
network of curious tracks, and when | studied the picture with a magnifier |

felt uneasily sure that the tracks were like the one in the other view. Athird
pi ctured showed a druid-like circle of standing stones on the sumit of a wild
hill. Around the cryptic circle the grass was very nmuch beaten down and worn
away, though | could not detect any footprints even with the glass. The extrene
renot eness of the place was apparent fromthe veritable sea of tenantless:
nmount ai ns which fornmed the background and stretched away toward a. msty

hori zon.

But if the nost disturbing of all the views was that of the footprint, the' nobst
curiously suggestive was that of the great black stone found in the Round Hill
woods. Akel ey had photographed it on what was evidently his study table, for |
could see rows of books and a bust of MIton in the background. The thing, as
nearly as one mght guess, had faced the canera vertically with a sonewhat
irregularly curved surface of one by two feet; but to say anything definite
about that surface, or about the general shape of the whole mass, al nost defies
the power of |anguage. What outl andi sh geonetrical principles had guided its
cutting - for artificially cut it surely was - | could not even begin to guess;
and never before had | seen anything which struck me as so strangely and

unnm stakably alien to this world. O the hieroglyphics on the surface | could
discern very few, but one or two that | did see gave rather a shock. O course
they might be fraudulent, for others besides nyself had read the nonstrous and
abhorred Necrononicon of the mad Arab Abdul Al hazred; but it neverthel ess nade
me shiver to recognise certain ideographs which study had taught me to link with
the nost bl ood-curdling and bl asphenpbus whi spers of things that had had a kind
of mad hal f-exi stence before the earth and the other inner worlds of the solar
system were nmade

O the five remaining pictures, three were of swanp and hill scenes which seened
to bear traces of hidden and unwhol esone tenancy. Another was of a queer mark in
the ground very near Akel ey's house, which he said he had phot ographed the
nmorning after a night on which the dogs had barked nore violently than usual. It
was very blurred, and one could really draw no certain conclusions fromit; but
it did seemfiendishly Iike that other mark or claw print photographed on the
deserted upland. The final picture was of the Akeley place itself; a trimwhite
house of two stories and attic, about a century and a quarter old, and with a
wel | -kept lawn and stone-bordered path leading up to a tastefully carved
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Geor gi an doorway. There were several huge police dogs on the |lawn, squatting
near a pleasant-faced man with a cl ose-cropped grey beard whom | took to be
Akel ey hinself - his own photographer, one night infer fromthe tube-connected
bulb in his right hand.

Fromthe pictures | turned to the bulky, closely-witten letter itself; and for
the next three hours was imrersed in a gulf of unutterable horror. Were Akel ey
had gi ven only outlines before, he now entered into nmnute details; presenting
long transcripts of words overheard in the woods at night, |ong accounts of
monstrous pinkish fornms spied in thickets at twilight on the hills, and a
terrible cosnmic narrative derived fromthe application of profound and varied
schol arship to the endl ess bygone di scourses of the nmad sel f-styled spy who had
killed hinmself. | found nyself faced by nanes and terns that | had heard

el sewhere in the nost hideous of connections - Yuggoth, G eat Chul hu

Tsat hoggua, YogSot hoth, R lyeh, Nyarl at hotep, Azathoth, Hastur, Yian, Leng, the
Lake of Hali, Bethnoora, the Yellow Sign, L' nur-Kathulos, Bran, and the Magnum
I nnom nandum - and was drawn back through nanel ess aeons and i nconceivabl e

di mensions to worlds of elder, outer entity at which the crazed author of the
Necr onom con had only guessed in the vaguest way. | was told of the pits of
primal life, and of the streans that had trickled down therefrom and finally,
of the tiny rivulets fromone of those streans which had beconme entangled with
the destinies of our own earth.

My brain whirled; and where before | had attenpted to explain things away, | now
began to believe in the nost abnormal and incredi ble wonders. The array of vita
evi dence was dammably vast and overwhel mi ng; and the cool, scientific attitude
of Akeley - an attitude renoved as far as imaginable fromthe denented, the
fanatical, the hysterical, or even the. extravagantly speculative - had a
trenendous effect on ny thought and judgnent. By the tine | laid the frightful
letter aside | could understand the fears he had cone to entertain, and was
ready to do anything in nmy power to keep people away fromthose wild, haunted
hills. Even now, when time has dulled the inpression and nade ne hal f-question
my own experience and horrible doubts, there are things in that letter of

Akel ey's which | would not quote, or even forminto words on paper. | am al nost
glad that the letter and record and photographs are gone now - and | wi sh, for
reasons | shall soon nmake clear, that the new planet beyond Neptune had not been
di scover ed.

Wth the reading of that letter ny public debating about the Vernont horror
permanently ended. Argunents from opponents renai ned unanswered or put off with
promi ses, and eventually the controversy petered out into oblivion. During |ate
May and June | was in constant correspondence with Akel ey; though once in a
while a letter would be lost, so that we would have to retrace our ground and
perform consi derabl e | abori ous copyi ng. Wat we were trying to do, as a whol e,
was to conpare notes in natters of obscure mythol ogi cal schol arship and arrive
at a clearer correlation of the Vermont horrors with the general body of
primtive world | egend.

For one thing, we virtually decided that these norbidities and the hellish

H rmal ayan M -Go were one and the sane order of incarnated nightnmare. There was
al so absorbi ng zool ogi cal conjectures, which | would have referred to Professor
Dexter in ny own college but for Akeley's inperative command to tell no one of
the matter before us. If | seemto disobey that conmand now, it is only because
I think that at this stage a warni ng about those farther Vernont hills - and
about those Hi nmal ayan peaks which bold explorers are nore and nore deternined to
ascend - is nore conducive to public safety than silence would be. One specific
thing we were leading up to was a deci phering of the hieroglyphics on that

i nfanous bl ack stone - a deci phering which mght well place us in possession of
secrets deeper and nore dizzying than any fornerly known to man.

(N

Toward the end of June the phonograph record cane - shipped fromBrattl eboro,
since Akeley was unwilling to trust conditions on the branch |ine north of
there. He had begun to feel an increased sense of espionage, aggravated by the
| oss of some of our letters; and said much about the insidious deeds of certain
men whom he consi dered tools and agents of the hidden beings. Myst of all he
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suspected the surly farnmer Walter Brown, who |lived alone on a run-down hill side
pl ace near the deep woods, and who was often seen |oafing around corners in
Brattl eboro, Bellows Falls, Newfane, and South Londonderry in the nost
i nexplicable and seem ngly unnotivated way. Brown's voice, he felt convinced,
was one of those he had overheard on a certain occasion in a very terrible
conversation; and he had once found a footprint or clawprint near Brown's house
whi ch mi ght possess the nbst om nous significance. It had been curiously near
some of Brown's own footprints - footprints that faced toward it.
So the record was shipped fromBrattl eboro, whither Akeley drove in his Ford car
al ong the lonely Vernont back roads. He confessed in an acconpanyi ng note that
he was beginning to be afraid of those roads, and that he would not even go into
Townshend for supplies now except in broad daylight. It did not pay, he repeated
again and again, to know too much unl ess one were very renpte fromthose silent
and problematical hills. He would be going to California pretty soon to |live
with his son, though it was hard to | eave a place where all one's nenories and
ancestral feelings centered.
Before trying the record on the commercial nmachine which I borrowed fromthe
coll ege adnministration building | carefully went over all the explanatory matter
in Akeley's various letters. This record, he had said, was obtained about 1 A M
on the 1st of My, 1915, near the closed nouth of a cave where the wooded west
sl ope of Dark Mountain rises out of Lee's swanp. The pl ace had al ways been
unusual | y plagued with strange voices, this being the reason he had brought the
phonogr aph, dictaphone, and bl ank in expectation of results. Forner experience
had told himthat May Eve - the hideous Sabbat-ni ght of underground European
| egend - woul d probably be nore fruitful than any other date, and he was not
di sappointed. It was noteworthy, though, that he never again heard voices at
that particul ar spot.
Unli ke nost of the overheard forest voices, the substance of the record was
quasi-ritualistic, and included one pal pably human voi ce which Akel ey had never
been able to place. It was not Brown's, but seened to be that of a nan of
greater cultivation. The second voice, however, was the real crux of the thing -
for this was the accursed buzzing which had no |ikeness to humanity despite the
human words which it uttered in good English grammar and a scholarly accent.
The recordi ng phonograph and di ctaphone had not worked uniformy well, and had
of course been at a great disadvantage because of the renpte and nuffled nature
of the overheard ritual; so that the actual speech secured was very fragnentary.
Akel ey had given nme a transcript of what he believed the spoken words to be, and
I glanced through this again as | prepared the nachine for action. The text was
darkly mysterious rather than openly horrible, though a know edge of its origin
and manner of gathering gave it all the associative horror which any words coul d
wel | possess. | will present it here in full as | renenber it - and | amfairly
confident that | know it correctly by heart, not only fromreading the
transcript, but fromplaying the record itself over and over again. It is not a
thing which one mght readily forget!

(I ndi stingui shabl e Sounds)

(A Cultivated Mal e Human Voi ce)

...is the Lord of the Wod, even to... and the gifts of the nen of Leng... so

fromthe wells of night to the gulfs of space, and fromthe gulfs of space to

the wells of night, ever the praises of Geat Cthul hu, of Tsathoggua, and of

H mWo is not to be Naned. Ever Their praises, and abundance to the Bl ack

Goat of the Whods. la! Shub-Ni ggurath! The Goat with a Thousand Young!

(A Buzzing Imtation of Human Speech)

lal Shub- N ggurath! The Bl ack Goat of the Wods with a Thousand Young!

(Human Voi ce)

And it has cone to pass that the Lord of the Wods, being... seven and nine,
down the onyx steps . . . (tri)butes to Hmin the @ulf, Azathoth, He of Wom
Thou has taught us marv(els). . . on the wings of night out beyond space, out

beyond th... to That whereof Yuggoth is the youngest child, rolling alone in
bl ack aether at the rim..
(Buzzi ng Voice)
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...go out anmong nen and find the ways thereof, that He in the Gulf nay know.
To Nyarl at hotep, M ghty Messenger, nust all things be told. And He shall put
on the senbl ance of nmen, the waxen mask and the robe that hides, and come down
fromthe world of Seven Suns to nock...
(Hurman Voi ce)
(Nyarl)athotep, Great Messenger, bringer of strange joy to Yuggoth through the
voi d, Father of the MIlion Favoured Ones, Stal ker anong. ..
(Speech Cut Of by End of Record)
Such were the words for which | was to listen when | started the phonograph. It
was with a trace of genuine dread and reluctance that | pressed the | ever and
heard the prelimnary scratching of the sapphire point, and I was glad that the
first faint, fragnentary words were in a human voice - a nellow, educated voice
whi ch seened vaguely Bostonian in accent, and which was certainly not that of

any native of the Vernmont hills. As | listened to the tantalisingly feeble
rendering, | seemed to find the speech identical with Akeley's carefully
prepared transcript. On it chanted, in that nell ow Bostonian voice. . . "lal!

Shub- Ni ggurat h! The Goat with a Thousand Young!..."

And then | heard the other voice. To this hour |I shudder retrospectively when
think of howit struck nme, prepared though | was by Akel ey's accounts. Those to
whom | have since described the record profess to find nothing but cheap

i mposture or madness in it; but could they have the accursed thing itself, or
read the bul k of Akeley's correspondence, (especially that terrible and

encycl opaedi ¢ second letter), | know they would think differently. It is, after
all, a tremendous pity that | did not disobey Akeley and play the record for
others - a trenendous pity, too, that all of his letters were lost. To nme, with
my first-hand inpression of the actual sounds, and with my know edge of the
background and surroundi ng circunstances, the voice was a nonstrous thing. It
swiftly followed the human voice in ritualistic response, but in my inagination
it was a norbid echo winging its way across uni magi nabl e abysses from

uni magi nabl e outer hells. It is more than two years now since | last ran off

t hat bl asphenpus waxen cylinder; but at this nonent, and at all other nonents, |
can still hear that feeble, fiendish buzzing as it reached nme for the first
tinme.

"la!l Shub- N ggurath! The Bl ack Goat of the Wods with a Thousand Young!"

But though the voice is always in ny ears, | have not even yet been able to
analyse it well enough for a graphic description. It was |like the drone of sone
| oat hsone, gigantic insect ponderously shaped into the articul ate speech of an
alien species, and | amperfectly certain that the organs producing it can have
no resenbl ance to the vocal organs of nman, or indeed to those of any of the
manmel i a. There were singularities in tinbre, range, and overtones which pl aced
thi s phenomenon wholly outside the sphere of humanity and earth-life. Its sudden
advent that first tinme alnost stunned ne, and | heard the rest of the record
through in a sort of abstracted daze. Wen the | onger passage of buzzi ng cane,
there was a sharp intensification of that feeling of blasphenous infinity which
had struck me during the shorter and earlier passage. At |ast the record ended
abruptly, during an unusually clear speech of the human and Bostoni an voice; but
| sat stupidly staring long after the machi ne had automatically stopped.

I hardly need say that | gave that shocking record many another playing, and
that | nmade exhaustive attenpts at analysis and conmment in conparing notes with
Akel ey. It would be both useless and disturbing to repeat here all that we
concluded; but | nmay hint that we agreed in believing we had secured a clue to
the source of sone of the nobst repul sive prinordial custonms in the cryptic el der
religions of mankind. It seemed plain to us, also, that there were ancient and
el aborate alliance; between the hidden outer creatures and certain menbers of
the human race. How extensive these alliances were, and how their state today

m ght conpare with their state in earlier ages, we had no neans of’ guessi ng;
yet at best there was roomfor a linitless anmount of horrified specul ation
There seened to be an awful, inmenorial |inkage in several definite stages
betwi xt man and nanel ess infinity. The bl asphem es which appeared on earth, it
was hinted, cane fromthe dark planet Yuggoth, at the rimof the solar system
but this was itself nerely the popul ous outpost of a frightful interstellar race
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whose ultimate source nust lie far outside even the Einsteinian space-tine
continuum or greatest known cosnos.

Meanwhi |l e we continued to discuss the black stone and the best way of getting it
to Arkham - Akeley deem ng it inadvisable to have ne visit himat the scene of
his nightmare studies. For some reason or other, Akeley was afraid to trust the
thing to any ordinary or expected transportation route. His final idea was to
take it across country to Bellows Falls and ship it on the Boston and Mi ne
system t hrough Keene and W nchendon and Fitchburg, even though this would
necessitate his driving along somewhat |onelier and nore forest-traversing hil
roads than the main highway to Brattleboro. He said he had noticed a man around
the express office at Brattleboro when he had sent the phonograph record, whose
actions and expression had been far fromreassuring. This man had seened too
anxious to talk with the clerks, and had taken the train on which the record was
shi pped. Akel ey confessed that he had not felt strictly at ease about that
record until he heard fromnme of its safe receipt.

About this tine - the second week in July - another letter of mne went astray,
as | learned through an anxi ous comunication from Akel ey. After that he told ne
to address himno nore at Townshend, but to send all nmail in care of the Genera
Delivery at Brattleboro; whither he would nake frequent trips either in his car
or on the notor-coach line which had lately replaced passenger service on the

| aggi ng branch railway. | could see that he was getting nore and nore anxious,
for he went into nmuch detail about the increased barking of the dogs on noonl ess
ni ghts, and about the fresh clawprints he sonetines found in the road and in
the nud at the back of his farmyard when norning cane. Once he told about a
veritable arnmy of prints drawn up in a line facing an equally thick and resol ute
line of dog-tracks, and sent a | oathsonely disturbing Kodak picture to prove it.
That was after a night on which the dogs had outdone thenselves in barking and
how i ng.

On the norning of Wednesday, July 18, | received a telegramfromBell ows Falls,
in which Akel ey said he was expressing the black stone over the B. & M on Train
No. 5508, |leaving Bellows Falls at 12:15 P.M, standard tinme, and due at the
North Station in Boston at 4:12 P.M It ought, | calculated, to get up to Arkham
at | east by the next noon; and accordingly | stayed in all Thursday norning to
receive it. But noon cane and went without its advent, and when | tel ephoned
down to the express office | was inforned that no shipnment for nme had arrived

My next act, perfornmed am dst a growing alarm was to give a |long-di stance cal
to the express agent at the Boston North Station; and | was scarcely surprised
to learn that ny consignnent had not appeared. Train No. 5508 had pulled in only
35 minutes late on the day before, but had contained no box addressed to ne. The
agent prom sed, however, to institute a searching inquiry; and | ended the day
by sending Akeley a night-letter outlining the situation

Wth commendabl e pronptness a report cane fromthe Boston office on the

foll owi ng afternoon, the agent tel ephoning as soon as he learned the facts. It
seened that the railway express clerk on No. 5508 had been able to recall an

i nci dent which m ght have much bearing on ny loss - an argunent with a very
curious-voi ced man, |ean, sandy, and rustic-looking, when the train was waiting
at Keene, N. H., shortly after one o' clock standard tinme. The nman, he said, was
greatly excited about a heavy box which he clainmed to expect, but which was
neither on the train nor entered on the conpany’s books. He had given the nane
of Stanl ey Adans, and had had such a queerly thick droning voice, that it nade
the clerk abnormally dizzy and sleepy to listen to him The clerk could not
renenber quite how the conversation had ended, but recalled starting into a
full er awakeness when the train began to nove. The Boston agent added that this
clerk was a young man of wholly unquestioned veracity and reliability, of known
ant ecedents and long with the conpany.

That evening | went to Boston to interview the clerk in person, having obtained
his nanme and address fromthe office. He was a frank, prepossessing fellow, but

| saw that he could add nothing to his original account. Oddly, he was scarcely
sure that he could even recognise the strange inquirer again. Realising that he
had no nore to tell, | returned to Arkhamand sat up till nmorning witing
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letters to Akeley, to the express conpany and to the police departnment and
station agent in Keene. | felt that the strange-voiced man who had so queerly

af fected the clerk nust have a pivotal place in the om nous business, and hoped
that Keene station enpl oyees and tel egraph-office records night tell sonething
about hi m and about how he happened to make his inquiry when and where he did.

I nust adnmit, however, that all my investigations cane to nothing. The

gueer -voi ced man had i ndeed been noticed around the Keene station in the early
afternoon of July 18, and one |ounger seened to couple himvaguely with a heavy
box; but he was altogether unknown, and had not been seen before or since. He
had not visited the telegraph office or received any nessage so far as could be
| earned, nor had any nessage which might justly be considered a notice of the

bl ack stone’s presence on No. 5508 cone through the office for anyone. Naturally
Akel ey joined with ne in conducting these inquiries, and even nmade a persona
trip to Keene to question the people around the station; but his attitude toward
the matter was nore fatalistic than nmine. He seened to find the | oss of the box
a portentous and nenacing fulfillnment of inevitable tendencies, and had no rea
hope at all of its recovery. He spoke of the undoubted tel epathic and hypnotic
powers of the hill creatures and their agents, and in one letter hinted that he
did not believe the stone was on this earth any longer. For ny part, | was duly
enraged, for | had felt there was at |east a chance of |earning profound and
astoni shing things fromthe old, blurred hieroglyphs. The matter would have
rankled bitterly in ny nmnd had not Akeley's imredi ately subsequent letters
brought up a new phase of the whole horrible hill problemwhich at once seized
all ny attention.

1V

The unknown things, Akeley wote in a script grown pitifully tremnul ous, had
begun to close in on himwith a wholly new degree of determination. The
nocturnal barking of the dogs whenever the nobon. was di mor absent was hi deous
now, and there had been attenpts to nolest himon the |onely roads he had to
traverse by day. On the second of August, while bound for the village in his
car, he had found a tree-trunk laid in his path at a point where the highway ran
through a deep patch of woods; while the savage barking of the two great dogs he
had with himtold all too well of the things which nust have been | urking near.
What woul d have happened had the dogs not been there, he did not dare guess -
but he never went out now without at |east two of his faithful and powerful

pack. O her road experiences had occurred on August fifth and sixth; a shot
grazing his car on one occasion, and the barking of the dogs telling of unholy
woodl and presences on the other

On August fifteenth | received a frantic letter which disturbed me greatly, and
whi ch nade ne wi sh Akel ey could put aside his lonely reticence and call in the
aid of the law. There had been frightful happening on the night of the 12-13th,
bullets flying outside the farmhouse, and three of the twelve great dogs being
found shot dead in the norning. There were myriads of clawprints in the road,
with the human prints of Walter Brown anong them Akeley had started to

tel ephone to Brattleboro for nore dogs, but the wire had gone dead before he had
a chance to say nmuch. Later he went to Brattleboro in his car, and | earned there
that linemen had found the nmain cable neatly cut at a point where it ran through
the deserted hills north of Newfane. But he was about to start hone with four
fine new dogs, and several cases of anmunition for his big-gane repeating rifle.
The letter was witten at the post office in Brattleboro, and canme through to ne
wi t hout del ay.

My attitude toward the matter was by this tine quickly slipping froma

scientific to an alarnmedly personal one. | was afraid for Akeley in his renvote,
| onely farnmhouse, and half afraid for nyself because of ny now definite
connection with the strange hill problem The thing was reaching out so. Wuld
it suck me in and engulf ne? In replying to his letter | urged himto seek help,
and hinted that | mght take action nyself if he did not. | spoke of visiting
Vernont in person in spite of his w shes, and of hel ping himexplain the
situation to the proper authorities. In return, however, | received only a

telegram from Bel l ows Falls which read thus:
APPRECI ATE YOUR PCSI TI ON BUT CAN DO NOTHI NG TAKE NO ACTI ON YOURSELF FOR I T
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COULD ONLY HARM BOTH WAI T FOR EXPLANATI ON

HENRY AKELY
But the affair was steadily deepening. Upon ny replying to the tel egram |l
received a shaky note from Akel ey with the astoni shing news that he had not only
never sent the wire, but had not received the letter fromnme to which it was an
obvious reply. Hasty inquiries by himat Bellows Falls had brought out that the
message was deposited by a strange sandy-haired man with a curiously thick,
droni ng voi ce, though nore than this he could not learn. The clerk showed him
the original text as scrawed in pencil by the sender, but the handwiting was
wholly unfamiliar. It was noticeable that the signature was m sspelled -
A-K-E-L-Y, without the second "E." Certain conjectures were inevitable, but
am dst the obvious crisis he did not stop to el aborate upon them
He spoke of the death of nore dogs and the purchase of still others, and of the
exchange of gunfire which had becone a settled feature each noonl ess ni ght.
Brown’s prints, and the prints of at |east one or two nore shod human fi gures,
were now found regularly anong the clawprints in the road, and at the back of
the farnyard. It was, Akeley admitted, a pretty bad business; and before |ong he
woul d probably have to go to live with his California son whether or not he
could sell the old place. But it was not easy to | eave the only spot one could
really think of as honme. He nust try to hang on a little | onger; perhaps he
could scare off the intruders - especially if he openly gave up all further
attenpts to penetrate their secrets.

Witing Akeley at once, | renewed ny offers of aid, and spoke again of visiting
hi m and hel pi ng hi m convince the authorities of his dire peril. In his reply he
seened | ess set against that plan than his past attitude would have |l ed one to
predict, but said he would like to hold off a little while |onger - |ong enough

to get his things in order and reconcile hinself to the idea of |eaving an

al rost norbidly cherished birthplace. People | ooked askance at his studi es and
specul ations and it would be better to get quietly off wi thout setting the
countryside in a turnmoil and creating w despread doubts of his own sanity. He
had had enough, he admtted, but he. wanted to nake a dignified exit if he
coul d.

This letter reached me on the 28th of August, and | prepared and nmiled as
encouraging a reply as | could. Apparently the encouragenent had effect, for
Akel ey had fewer terrors to report when he acknow edged nmy note. He was not very
optimstic, though, and expressed the belief that it was only the full noon
season which was holding the creatures off. He hoped there woul d not be many
densely cloudy nights, and tal ked vaguely of boarding in Brattl eboro when the
nmoon waned. Again | wote himencouragingly but on Septenber 5th there cane a
fresh comruni cati on whi ch had obviously crossed ny letter in the mals; and to
this | could not give any such hopeful response. In view of its inportance

believe | had better give it in full - as best | can do fromnenory of the shaky
script. It ran substantially as foll ows:
Monday

Dear Wl marth

A rather discouraging P. S. to ny last. Last night was thickly cloudy - though
no rain - and not a bit of moonlight got through. Things were pretty bad, and
I think the end is getting near, in spite of all we have hoped. After m dni ght
sonet hing | anded on the roof of the house, and the dogs all rushed up to see
what it was. | could hear them snapping and tearing around, and then one
managed to get on the roof by junmping fromthe lowell. There was a terrible
fight up there, and | heard a frightful buzzing which I'Il never forget. And
then there was a shocking snmell. About the sanme tine bullets cane through the
wi ndow and nearly grazed ne. | think the main line of the hill creatures had
got close to the house when the dogs divided because of the roof business.

What was up there | don’t know yet, but I'mafraid the creatures are | earning
to steer better with their space wings. | put out the light and used the

wi ndows for | oopholes, and raked all around the house with rifle fire ai nmed
just high enough not to hit the dogs. That seened to end the business, but in
the norning | found great pools of blood in the yard, besides pools of a green
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sticky stuff that had the worst odour | have ever smelled. | clinbed up on the
roof and found nore of the sticky stuff there. Five of the dogs were killed -
I"'mafraid | hit one nmyself by aimng too | ow, for he was shot in the back
Now | am setting the panes the shots broke, and amgoing to Brattleboro for
nmore dogs. | guess the nen at the kennels think | amcrazy. WI| drop another
note later. Suppose |I'll be ready for noving in a week or two, though it
nearly kills me to think of it.

Hastily - Akel ey

But this was not the only letter fromAkeley to cross mne. On the next norning

- Septenmber 6th - still another cane; this time a frantic scrawl which utterly
unnerved ne and put ne at a | oss what to say or do next. Again | cannot do
better than quote the text as faithfully as nenory will let ne.

Tuesday

Clouds didn't break, so no noon again - and going into the wane anyhow. 1’d
have the house wired for electricity and put in a searchlight if |I didn't know
they'd cut the cables as fast as they could be nended.

I think | amgoing crazy. It may be that all | have ever witten you is a
dream or madness. It was bad enough before, but this time it is too nuch. They
talked to me last night - talked in that cursed buzzing voice and told ne

things that | dare not repeat to you. | heard them plainly above the barking
of the dogs, and once when they were drowned out a human voi ce hel ped them
Keep out of this, Wlnmarth - it is worse than either you or | ever suspected.

They don’t nean to let nme get to California now - they want to take nme off
alive, or what theoretically and nentally anpbunts to alive - not only to
Yuggot h, but beyond that - away outside the gal axy and possibly beyond the

| ast curved rimof space. | told them| wouldn’t go where they wish, or in the
terrible way they propose to take ne, but I'mafraid it will be no use. My
place is so far out that they may cone by day as well as by night before I ong.
Six nore dogs killed, and | felt presences all along the wooded parts of the
road when | drove to Brattleboro today. It was a mistake for me to try to send
you that phonograph record and bl ack stone. Better smash the record before
it's too late. WII drop you another line tonorrowif I'mstill here. Wsh |
could arrange to get nmy books and things to Brattl eboro and board there.

woul d run off without anything if | could but sonething inside nmy mnd holds
me back. | can slip out to Brattleboro, where | ought to be safe, but | fee
just as much a prisoner there as at the house. And | seemto know that |
couldn’t get nmuch farther even if | dropped everything and tried. It is
horrible - don't get nmixed up in this.

Yrs - Akel ey

did not sleep at all the night after receiving this terrible thing, and was

utterly baffled as to Akel ey’s renai ni ng degree of sanity. The substance of the
note was wholly insane, yet the manner of expression - in view of all that had
gone before - had a grimy potent quality of convincingness. | nmade no attenpt
to answer it, thinking it better to wait until Akeley might have tinme to reply
to ny latest comunication. Such a reply indeed cane on the follow ng day,
though the fresh material in it quite overshadowed any of the points brought up
by the letter nonminally answered. Here is what | recall of the text, scraw ed
and blotted as it was in the course of a plainly frantic and hurried

comnposi tion.

Wednesday

W -

Your letter cane, but it’s no use to discuss anything any nore. | amfully
resigned. Wonder that | have even enough will power left to fight them off.
Can’t escape even if | were willing to give up everything and run. They'll get
ne

Had a letter fromthemyesterday - R F.D. man brought it while | was at

Brattl eboro. Typed and postmarked Bellows Falls. Tells what they want to do
with ne - | can’'t repeat it. Look out for yourself, too! Smash that record.

Cl oudy ni ghts keep up, and nmoon waning all the tine. Wsh | dared to get help
- it might brace up ny will power - but everyone who would dare to cone at al
woul d call ne crazy unless there happened to be sone proof. Couldn't ask
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people to cone for no reason at all - amall out of touch with everybody and
have been for years
But | haven't told you the worst, Wlmarth. Brace up to read this, for it wll

give you a shock. | amtelling the truth, though. It is this - | have seen and
touched one of the things, or part of one of the things. God, man, but it’'s
awful! It was dead, of course. One of the dogs had it, and | found it near the
kennel this norning. | tried to save it in the woodshed to convi nce peopl e of

the whole thing, but it all evaporated in a few hours. Nothing left. You know,
all those things in the rivers were seen only on the first norning after the

flood. And here’'s the worst. | tried to photograph it for you, but when
devel oped the filmthere wasn’t anything visible except the woodshed. What can
the thing have been nade of? | saw it and felt it, and they all |eave

footprints. It was surely nmade of matter - but what kind of matter? The shape
can’t be described. It was a great crab with a | ot of pyramded fleshy rings
or knots of thick, ropy stuff covered with feelers where a man’'s head woul d
be. That green sticky stuff is its blood or juice. And there are nore of them
due on earth any minute.

Walter Brown is mssing - hasn't been seen |oafing around any of his usua
corners in the villages hereabouts. | nust have got himw th one of ny shots,
though the creatures always seemto try to take their dead and wounded away.
Got into town this afternoon without any trouble, but amafraid they' re
beginning to hold off because they're sure of ne. Amwiting this in

Brattl eboro P. 0. This may be goodbye - if it is, wite nmy son George
Goodenough Akel ey, 176 Pleasant St., San Diego, Cal., but don't cone up here.
Wite the boy if you don’t hear fromne in a week, and watch the papers for
news.

I"mgoing to play ny last two cards now - if | have the will power left. First
to try poison gas on the things (lI’'ve got the right chem cals and have fixed
up nmasks for nyself and the dogs) and then if that doesn’t work, tell the
sheriff. They can lock me in a nmadhouse if they want to - it'||l be better than
what the other creatures would do. Perhaps | can get themto pay attention to
the prints around the house - they are faint, but | can find themevery
nmor ni ng. Suppose, though, police would say | faked them sonehow;, for they al
think 1'"ma queer character

Must try to have a state policeman spend a night here and see for hinself -
though it would be just like the creatures to learn about it and hold off that
night. They cut nmy wires whenever | try to telephone in the night - the
linemen think it is very queer, and nmay testify for me if they don't go and
imgine | cut themnyself. | haven't tried to keep themrepaired for over a
week now.

I could get sone of the ignorant people to testify for me about the reality of
the horrors, but everybody | aughs at what they say, and anyway, they have
shunned ny place for so long that they don’t know any of the new events. You
couldn’t get one of those rundown farmers to cone within a nile of ny house
for I ove or noney. The mail-carrier hears what they say and jokes ne about it
- God! If | only dared tell himhowreal it is! I think I"ll try to get himto
notice the prints, but he cones in the afternoon and they’'re usually about
gone by that time. If | kept one by setting a box or pan over it, he d think
surely it was a fake or joke.

Wsh | hadn’t gotten to be such a hernit, so folks don't drop around as they
used to. |I’'ve never dared show the black stone or the Kodak pictures, or play
that record, to anybody but the ignorant people. The others would say | faked
t he whol e busi ness and do nothing but |laugh. But | may yet try showing the
pictures. They give those clawprints clearly, even if the things that made
them can’t be phot ographed. What a shanme nobody el se saw that thing this
nmorning before it went to nothing!

But | don't know as | care. After what |’'ve been through, a nadhouse is as
good a place as any. The doctors can help me nake up ny nind to get away from
this house, and that is all that will save ne.

Wite ny son George if you don't hear soon. Goodbye, smash that record, and
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don't mx up in this.
Yrs - Akel ey

This letter frankly plunged nme into the blackest of terror. | did not know what
to say in answer, but scratched off some incoherent words of advice and
encour agenment and sent them by registered mail. | recall urging Akeley to nove

to Brattleboro at once, and place hinself under the protection of the
authorities; adding that | would come to that town with the phonograph record
and hel p convince the courts of his sanity. It was tine, too, | think | wote,
to alarmthe people generally against this thing in their mdst. It will be
observed that at this nonment of stress my own belief in all Akeley had told and
clainmed was virtually conplete, though | did think his failure to get a picture
of the dead nonster was due not to any freak of Nature but to sonme excited slip
of his own.
V
Then, apparently crossing nmy incoherent note and reaching nme Saturday afternoon,
Septenber 8th, canme that curiously different and calnming letter neatly typed on
a new nmachi ne; that strange letter of reassurance and invitation which nust have
mar ked so prodigious a transition in the whole nightmare drama of the |onely
hills. Again | will quote fromnenory - seeking for special reasons to preserve
as nmuch of the flavour of the style as | can. It was postmarked Bell ows Falls,
and the signature as well as the body of the letter was typed - as is frequent
with beginners in typing. The text, though, was narvellously accurate for a
tyro's work; and | concluded that Akel ey nust have used a nachi ne at sone
previous period - perhaps in college. To say that the letter relieved ne woul d
be only fair, yet beneath my relief lay a substratum of uneasiness. |If Akeley
had been sane in his terror, was he now sane in his deliverance? And the sort of
"inmproved rapport" nentioned . . . what was it? The entire thing inplied such a
diametrical reversal of Akeley's previous attitude! But here is the substance of
the text, carefully transcribed froma nmenory in which | take some pride.
Townshend, Vernont,
Thur sday, Sept. 6, 1928.
My dear Wl marth: -
It gives nme great pleasure to be able to set you at rest regarding all the
silly things |’ve been witing you. | say "silly," although by that | nean ny
frightened attitude rather than ny descriptions of certain phenonmena. Those
phenonmena are real and inportant enough; ny nistake had been in establishing
an anonal ous attitude toward them
I think I nentioned that nmy strange visitors were beginning to conmunicate
with ne, and to attenpt such conmunication. Last night this exchange of speech
becane actual. In response to certain signals | adnmitted to the house a
messenger fromthose outside - a fell owhuman, let ne hasten to say. He told
me rmuch that neither you nor | had even begun to guess, and showed clearly how
totally we had m sjudged and m sinterpreted the purpose of the Quter Ones in
mai ntai ning their secret colony on this planet.
It seenms that the evil |egends about what they have offered to nen, and what
they wi sh in connection with the earth, are wholly the result of an ignorant
m sconception of allegorical speech - speech, of course, noulded by cultura
backgrounds and thought-habits vastly different from anything we dreamof. M
own conjectures, | freely own, shot as w dely past the mark as any of the
guesses of illiterate farnmers and savage |ndians. What | had thought norbid
and shameful and ignominious is in reality awesone and ni nd-expandi ng and even
glorious - ny previous estinmate being nerely a phase of nan’'s eternal tendency
to hate and fear and shrink fromthe utterly different.
Now | regret the harm| have inflicted upon these alien and incredible beings
in the course of our nightly skirmshes. If only | had consented to talk
peacefully and reasonably with themin the first place! But they bear nme no
grudge, their enmptions being organised very differently fromours. It is their
nm sfortune to have had as their human agents in Vernont some very inferior
specinmens - the late Walter Brown, for exanple. He prejudiced me vastly
agai nst them Actually, they have never knowi ngly harned nmen, but have often
been cruelly wonged and spi ed upon by our species. There is a whole secret
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cult of evil nmen (a man of your nystical erudition will understand ne when
link themw th Hastur and the Yellow Sign) devoted to the purpose of tracking
them down and injuring themon behalf of nonstrous powers from other
dimensions. It is against these aggressors - not agai nst nornmal humanity -
that the drastic precautions of the Quter Ones are directed. Incidentally,

| earned that many of our lost letters were stolen not by the Quter Ones but by
the em ssaries of this malign cult.

Al that the Quter Ones wish of man is peace and non-nol estati on and an
increasing intellectual rapport. This latter is absolutely necessary now that
our inventions and devices are expandi ng our know edge and notions, and naking
it nore and nore inpossible for the Quter Ones’ necessary outposts to exi st
secretly on this planet. The alien beings desire to know mankind nore fully,
and to have a few of mankind s philosophic and scientific | eaders know nore
about them Wth such an exchange of know edge all perils will pass, and a
sati sfactory nodus vivendi be established. The very idea of any attenpt to
ensl ave or degrade mankind is ridicul ous.

As a beginning of this inproved rapport, the Quter Ones have naturally chosen
me - whose know edge of themis already so considerable - as their primary
interpreter on earth. Mich was told ne last night - facts of the nobst

st upendous and vi sta-opening nature - and nore will be subsequently

conmuni cated to nme both orally and in witing. | shall not be called upon to
make any trip outside just yet, though | shall probably wish to do so |ater on
- enpl oying special nmeans and transcendi ng everything which we have hitherto
been accustoned to regard as human experience. My house will be besieged no

| onger. Everything has reverted to normal, and the dogs will have no further
occupation. In place of terror | have been given a rich boon of know edge and
intellectual adventure which few other nortals have ever shared.

The Quter Beings are perhaps the nobst marvell ous organic things in or beyond
all space and tinme-nenbers of a cosnpbs-w de race of which all other life-forns
are nerely degenerate variants. They are nore vegetable than animal, if these
terns can be applied to the sort of matter conposing them and have a sonewhat
fungoid structure; though the presence of a chlorophyll-like substance and a
very singular nutritive systemdifferentiate them altogether fromtrue
cormophytic fungi. Indeed, the type is conposed of a formof natter totally
alien to our part of space - with electrons having a wholly different
vibration-rate. That is why the beings cannot be photographed on the ordinary
canera filnms and plates of our known universe, even though our eyes can see
them Wth proper know edge, however, any good chenist could nmake a
phot ogr aphi ¢ emul si on which woul d record their inmges.

The genus is unique in its ability to traverse the heatless and airless
interstellar void in full corporeal form and sone of its variants cannot do
this without nechanical aid or curious surgical transpositions. Only a few
speci es have the ether-resisting wings characteristic of the Vernont variety.
Those inhabiting certain renote peaks in the Od Wrld were brought in other

ways. Their external resenblance to animal life, and to the sort of structure
we understand as material, is a matter of parallel evolution rather than of

cl ose kinship. Their brain-capacity exceeds that of any other surviving
life-form although the winged types of our hill country are by no neans the

nmost hi ghly devel oped. Telepathy is their usual nmeans of discourse, though we
have rudi nentary vocal organs which, after a slight operation (for surgery is
an incredibly expert and everyday thing anmong them), can roughly duplicate the
speech of such types of organismas still use speech

Their main i medi ate abode is a still undiscovered and al nost |ightless planet
at the very edge of our solar system- beyond Neptune, and the ninth in
distance fromthe sun. It is, as we have inferred, the object nystically
hinted at as "Yuggoth" in certain ancient and forbidden witings; and it wll
soon be the scene of a strange focussing of thought upon our world in an
effort to facilitate nmental rapport. | would not be surprised if astrononers
becone sufficiently sensitive to these thought-currents to di scover Yuggoth
when the Quter Ones wish themto do so. But Yuggoth, of course, is only the
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st eppi ng- stone. The main body of the beings inhabits strangely organized
abysses whol |y beyond the utnobst reach of any human i magi nati on. The
space-tinme gl obule which we recognize as the totality of all cosnmic entity is
only an atomin the genuine infinity which is theirs. And as nuch of this
infinity as any human brain can hold is eventually to be opened up to ne, as
it has been to not nore than fifty other nen since the hunan race has exi sted.

You will probably call this raving at first, Wlnmarth, but in tinme you wll
appreciate the titanic opportunity | have stunbled upon. | want you to share
as much of it as is possible, and to that end nust tell you thousands of
things that won’t go on paper. In the past | have warned you not to come to
see ne. Now that all is safe, | take pleasure in rescinding that warning and
inviting you.

Can't you make a trip up here before your college termopens? It wuld be
marvel ously delightful if you could. Bring al ong the phonograph record and all
my letters to you as consultative data - we shall need themin piecing

toget her the whol e trenmendous story. You might bring the Kodak prints, too,
since | seemto have mislaid the negatives and nmy own prints in all this
recent excitenment. But what a wealth of facts | have to add to all this

groping and tentative material - and what a stupendous device | have to
suppl enent ny additions!
Don't hesitate - | amfree from espi onage now, and you will not meet anything

unnatural or disturbing. Just conme along and let ny car neet you at the

Brattl eboro station - prepare to stay as long as you can, and expect many an
eveni ng of discussion of things beyond all human conjecture. Don't tell anyone
about it, of course - for this matter nust not get to the prom scuous public.
The train service to Brattleboro is not bad - you can get a tinmetable in
Boston. Take the B. & M to Geenfield, and then change for the brief

remai nder of the way. | suggest your taking the convenient 4:10 P.M -
standard-from Boston. This gets into Geenfield at 7:35, and at 9:19 a train

| eaves there which reaches Brattleboro at 10:01. That is weekdays. Let me know

the date and I’'Il have ny car on hand at the station

Pardon this typed letter, but nmy handwiting has grown shaky of late, as you
know, and | don’t feel equal to long stretches of script. | got this new
Corona in Brattleboro yesterday - it seems to work very well

Awai ting word, and hoping to see you shortly with the phonograph record and

all ny letters - and the Kodak prints -

I am

Yours in anticipation,

Henry W Akel ey

TO ALBERT N. W LMARTH, ESQ,

M SKATONI C UNI VERSI TY,

ARKHAM IVASS.
The conplexity of nmy enotions upon reading, re-reading, and pondering over this
strange and unl ooked-for letter is past adequate description. | have said that I
was at once relieved and made uneasy, but this expresses only crudely the
overtones of diverse and | argely subconscious feelings which conprised both the
relief and the uneasiness. To begin with, the thing was so antipodally at
variance with the whole chain of horrors preceding it - the change of nood from
stark terror to cool complacency and even exultation was so unheral ded,
lightning-like, and conplete! | could scarcely believe that a single day could
so alter the psychol ogi cal perspective of one who had witten that fina
frenzied bulletin of Wednesday, no matter what relieving disclosures that day
m ght have brought. At certain nonents a sense of conflicting unrealities made
me wonder whether this whole distantly reported drama of fantastic forces were
not a kind of half-illusory dreamcreated largely within ny own m nd. Then I
t hought of the phonograph record and gave way to still greater bew | dernent.
The letter seened so unlike anything which coul d have been expected! As |
anal ysed ny inpression, | sawthat it consisted of two distinct phases. First,
granting that Akeley had been sane before and was still sane, the indicated
change in the situation itself was so sw ft and unt hi nkabl e. And secondly, the
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change in Akeley’s own manner, attitude, and | anguage was so vastly beyond the
normal or the predictable. The nman’'s whol e personality seened to have undergone
an insidious mutation - a nmutation so deep that one could scarcely reconcile his
two aspects with the supposition that both represented equal sanity.

Word-choice, spelling - all were subtly different. And with ny academ c
sensitiveness to prose style, | could trace profound divergences in his
commonest reactions and rhythmresponses. Certainly, the enotional cataclysm or
revel ati on whi ch could produce so radical an overturn nust be an extrene one

i ndeed! Yet in another way the letter seened quite characteristic of Akeley. The
sane old passion for infinity - the sane old scholarly inquisitiveness. | could
not a nmoment - or nore than a noment - credit the idea of spuriousness or nalign
substitution. Did not the invitation - the willingness to have me test the truth
of the letter in person - prove its genui neness?

I did not retire Saturday ni ght, but sat up thinking of the shadows and marvel s
behind the letter | had received. My nmind, aching fromthe quick succession of
nmonstrous conceptions it had been forced to confront during the last four

mont hs, worked upon this startling new material in a cycle of doubt and
acceptance which repeated nost of the steps experienced in facing the earlier
wonders; till long before dawn a burning interest and curiosity had begun to
replace the original stormof perplexity and uneasi ness. Mad or sane,

met anor phosed or nerely relieved, the chances were that Akeley had actually
encount ered sone stupendous change of perspective in his hazardous research;
sone change at once dim nishing his danger - real or fancied - and opening dizzy
new vi stas of cosm ¢ and superhuman know edge. My own zeal for the unknown
flared up to neet his, and | felt nyself touched by the contagion of the norbid
barri er-breaking. To shake off the naddening and wearying linitations of tine
and space and natural law - to be linked with the vast outside - to cone close
to the nighted and abysmal secrets of the infinite and the ultinate - surely
such a thing was worth the risk of one’s life, soul, and sanity! And Akel ey had
said there was no |longer any peril - he had invited nme to visit himinstead of
warning ne away as before. | tingled at the thought of what he m ght now have to
tell me - there was an al nost paral ysing fascination in the thought of sitting
in that lonely and | ately-bel eaguered farnmhouse with a man who had tal ked with
actual emissaries fromouter space; sitting there with the terrible record and
the pile of letters in which Akeley had sunmarised his earlier conclusions.

So late Sunday norning | tel egraphed Akeley that | would neet himin Brattleboro

on the foll owing Wednesday - Septenber 12th - if that date were convenient for
him In only one respect did | depart from his suggestions, and that concerned
the choice of a train. Frankly, | did not feel like arriving in that haunted

Vernont region late at night; so instead of accepting the train he chose

tel ephoned the station and devi sed another arrangement. By rising early and
taking the 8:07 A M (standard) into Boston, | could catch the 9:25 for
Geenfield; arriving there at 12:22 noon. This connected exactly with a train
reaching Brattleboro at 1:08 p.m - a nuch nore confortable hour than 10:01 for
meeting Akeley and riding with himinto the cl ose-packed, secret-guarding hills.

I nmentioned this choice in my telegram and was glad to learn in the reply which
came toward evening that it had net with my prospective host’s endorsenment. His
wire ran thus:
ARRANGEMENT SATI SFACTORY W LL MEET ONE El GHT TRAI N VWEDNESDAY DONT FORGET
RECORD AND LETTERS AND PRI NTS KEEP DESTI NATI ON QUI ET EXPECT GREAT REVELATI ONS
AKELEY
Recei pt of this nessage in direct response to one sent to Akeley - and
necessarily delivered to his house fromthe Townshend station either by officia
messenger or by a restored tel ephone service - renoved any |ingering
subconsci ous doubts | nmay have had about the authorship of the perplexing
letter. My relief was marked - indeed, it was greater than |I could account for
at the tine; since all such doubts had been rather deeply buried. But | slept
soundly and long that night, and was eagerly busy with preparations during the
ensui ng two days.
Vi
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On Wednesday | started as agreed,. taking with me a valise full of sinple
necessities and scientific data, including the hideous phonograph record, the
Kodak prints, and the entire file of Akeley' s correspondence. As requested, |
had told no one where | was going; for |I could see that the natter denmanded

ut nost privacy, even allowing for its nost favourable turns. The thought of
actual mental contact with alien, outside entities was stupefying enough to ny
trai ned and sonmewhat prepared mnd; and this being so, what m ght one think of
its effect on the vast nmasses of uninfornmed | aynen? | do not know whether dread
or advent urous expectancy was uppernost in ne as | changed trains at Boston and
began the I ong westward run out of familiar regions into those | knew | ess

t horoughly. Waltham - Concord - Ayer - Fitchburg - Gardner - Athol -

My train reached Geenfield seven ninutes |late, but the northbound connecting

express had been held. Transferring in haste, | felt a curious breathl essness as
the cars runbled on through the early afternoon sunlight into territories | had
al ways read of but had never before visited. | knew | was entering an altogether

ol der-fashioned and nore prinitive New Engl and than the mechani sed, urbani sed
coastal and southern areas where all ny life had been spent; an unspoil ed,
ancestral New Engl and without the foreigners and factory-snoke, bill-boards and
concrete roads, of the sections which nodernity has touched. There woul d be odd
survival s of that continuous native |ife whose deep roots nmake it the one
authentic outgrowt h of the | andscape - the continuous native |ife which keeps
alive strange ancient nenories, and fertilises the soil for shadowy, narvell ous,
and sel dom menti oned beliefs.

Now and then | saw the bl ue Connecticut River gleanming in the sun, and after

| eaving Northfield we crossed it. Ahead | ooned green and cryptical hills, and
when the conductor cane around | learned that | was at last in Vermont. He told
me to set ny watch back an hour, since the northern hill country will have no
dealings with newfangled daylight tine schenes. As | did so it seened to ne
that | was |ikew se turning the cal endar back a century.

The train kept close to the river, and across in New Hampshire | could see the
approachi ng sl ope of steep Wantastiquet, about which singular old | egends
cluster. Then streets appeared on ny left, and a green island showed in the
streamon mny right. People rose and filed to the door, and | followed them The
car stopped, and | alighted beneath the long train-shed of the Brattleboro
station.

Looki ng over the line of waiting motors | hesitated a nonent to see which one
m ght turn out to be the Akeley Ford, but ny identity was divined before | could
take the initiative. And yet it was clearly not Akeley hinmself who advanced to
meet me with an outstretched hand and a mellowy phrased query as to whether
was indeed M. Albert N Wlmarth of Arkham This man bore no resenbl ance to the
bearded, grizzled Akel ey of the snapshot; but was a younger and nore urbane
person, fashionably dressed, and wearing only a snall, dark moustache. His
cultivated voice held an odd and al nbst disturbing hint of vague famliarity,
though | could not definitely place it in my nenory.

As | surveyed him| heard himexplaining that he was a friend of ny prospective
host’ s who had conme down from Townshend in his stead. Akel ey, he declared, had
suffered a sudden attack of sone asthmatic trouble, and did not feel equal to
making a trip in the outdoor air. It was not serious, however, and there was to
be no change in plans regarding nmy visit. | could not nake out just how nuch
this M. Noyes - as he announced hinself - knew of Akeley’'s researches and

di scoveries, though it seenmed to nme that his casual manner stanped himas a
conparative outsider. Renenbering what a hernit Akeley had been, | was a trifle
surprised at the ready availability of such a friend; but did not let mny

puzzl errent deter ne fromentering the notor to which he gestured nme. It was not
the small ancient car | had expected from Akel ey’ s descriptions, but a | arge and
i mmacul ate speci men of recent pattern - apparently Noyes’'s own, and bearing
Massachusetts license plates with the anusing "sacred codfish" device of that
year. My guide, | concluded, nust be a sumer transient in the Townshend region

Noyes clinbed into the car beside ne and started it at once. | was glad that he
did not overflow with conversation, for some peculiar atnospheric tensity nade
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me feel disinclined to talk. The town seened very attractive in the afternoon
sunlight as we swept up an incline and turned to the right into the main street.
It drowsed |ike the ol der New England cities which one renenbers from boyhood,
and sonething in the collocation of roofs and steeples and chi meys and brick
wal | s formed contours touching deep viol-strings of ancestral enotion. | could
tell that | was at the gateway of a region half-bew tched through the piling-up
of unbroken tine-accumrul ations; a region where old, strange things have had a
chance to grow and |inger because they have never been stirred up

As we passed out of Brattleboro ny sense of constraint and foreboding increased,
for a vague quality in the hill-crowded countryside with its towering,
threatening, close-pressing green and granite slopes hinted at obscure secrets
and i menorial survivals which might or mght not be hostile to nmankind. For a
time our course followed a broad, shallow river which flowed down from unknown
hills in the north, and | shivered when my conpanion told ne it was the West
River. It was in this stream | recalled fromnewspaper itens, that one of the
nmor bi d crablike beings had been seen floating after the floods.

Gradual |y the country around us grew w | der and nore deserted. Archaic covered
bridges lingered fearsonely out of the past in pockets of the hills, and the

hal f - abandoned railway track paralleling the river seened to exhal e a nebul ously
visible air of desolation. There were awesone sweeps of vivid valley where great
cliffs rose, New England’s virgin granite showi ng grey and austere through the
verdure that scaled the crests. There were gorges where untaned streans | eaped,
bearing down toward the river the uninmagi ned secrets of a thousand pathl ess
peaks. Branching away now and then were narrow, half-conceal ed roads that bored
their way through solid, luxuriant nmasses of forest anbng whose prinmal trees
whol e arm es of elenental spirits mght well lurk. As | saw these | thought of
how Akel ey had been nol ested by unseen agencies on his drives along this very
route, and did not wonder that such things could be.

The quaint, sightly village of Newfane, reached in | ess than an hour, was our
last link with that world which man can definitely call his own by virtue of
conquest and conpl ete occupancy. After that we cast off all allegiance to

i medi ate, tangible, and tinme-touched things, and entered a fantastic world of
hushed unreality in which the narrow, ribbon-like road rose and fell and curved
with an al nost sentient and purposeful caprice anidst the tenantless green peaks
and hal f-deserted valleys. Except for the sound of the notor, and the faint stir
of the fewlonely farms we passed at infrequent intervals, the only thing that
reached nmy ears was the gurgling, insidious trickle of strange waters from
nunber| ess hidden fountains in the shadow woods.

The nearness and intimcy of the dwarfed, donmed hills now becane veritably

breat h-taki ng. Their steepness and abruptness were even greater than | had

i magi ned from hearsay, and suggested nothing in commopn with the prosaic
objective world we know. The dense, unvisited woods on those inaccessible slopes
seemed to harbour alien and incredible things, and | felt that the very outline
of the hills thenmsel ves held sone strange and aeon-forgotten neaning, as if they
were vast hieroglyphs left by a runpbured titan race whose glories live only in
rare, deep dreans. Al the | egends of the past, and all the stupefying

i mputations of Henry Akeley's letters and exhibits, welled up in nmy nmenory to
hei ghten the atnosphere of tension and grow ng nenace. The purpose of ny visit,
and the frightful abnormalities it postulated struck at me all at once with a
chill sensation that nearly over-bal anced nmy ardour for strange del vi ngs.

My gui de nust have noticed ny disturbed attitude; for as the road grew wil der
and nore irregular, and our nmotion slower and nore jolting, his occasiona

pl easant comments expanded into a steadier flow of discourse. He spoke of the
beauty and weirdness of the country, and reveal ed sonme acquai ntance with the
fol kl ore studies of nmy prospective host. Fromhis polite questions it was

obvi ous that he knew | had cone for a scientific purpose, and that | was
bringi ng data of sone inportance; but he gave no sign of appreciating the depth
and awf ul ness of the know edge which Akel ey had finally reached.

H s manner was so cheerful, nornmal, and urbane that his remarks ought to have
cal med and reassured ne; but oddly enough. | felt only the nore disturbed as we
bunped and veered onward into the unknown wi | derness of hills and woods. At
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times it seened as if he were punping ne to see what | knew of the nonstrous
secrets of the place, and with every fresh utterance that vague, teasing,
baffling famliarity in his voice increased. It was not an ordinary or healthy
famliarity despite the thoroughly whol esone and cultivated nature of the voice.
I sonmehow linked it with forgotten nightnmares, and felt that | mght go mad if |
recognised it. If any good excuse had existed, | think | would have turned back
fromny visit. As it was, | could not well do so - and it occurred to ne that a
cool, scientific conversation with Akeley hinself after ny arrival would help
greatly to pull ne together.

Besi des, there was a strangely cal mng el enent of cosmic beauty in the hypnotic
| andscape t hrough which we clinbed and plunged fantastically. Tine had | ost
itself in the labyrinths behind, and around us stretched only the flowering
waves of faery and the recaptured | oveliness of vanished centuries - the hoary
groves, the untainted pastures edged with gay autumal bl ossons, and at vast
intervals the snmall brown farnsteads nestling am dst huge trees beneath vertica
preci pices of fragrant brier and neadow grass. Even the sunlight assuned a
supernal glanmour, as if sone special atnosphere or exhal ation mantled the whol e
region. | had seen nothing like it before save in the magic vistas that
sonetimes formthe backgrounds of Italian primtives. Sodoma and Leonardo

concei ved such expanses, but only in the distance, and through the vaultings of
Renai ssance arcades. W were now burrow ng bodily through the mdst of the
picture, and | seenmed to find in its necromancy a thing | had innately known or
inherited and for which | had al ways been vai nly searchi ng.

Suddenl y, after rounding an obtuse angle at the top of a sharp ascent, the car
came to a standstill. On ny left, across a well-kept |awn which stretched to the
road and flaunted a border of whitewashed stones, rose a wite,

t wo- and- a- hal f-story house of unusual size and el egance for the region, with a
congenes of contiguous or arcade-linked barns, sheds, and windm || behind and to
the right. | recognised it at once fromthe snapshot | had received, and was not
surprised to see the nane of Henry Akeley on the gal vani sed-iron mail box near
the road. For sone distance back of the house a | evel stretch of marshy and
spar sel y-wooded | and ext ended, beyond which soared a steep, thickly-forested
hillside ending in a jagged leafy crest. This latter, | knew, was the sumit of
Dark Mountain, half way up which we nust have clinbed al ready.

Alighting fromthe car and taking ny valise, Noyes asked nme to wait while he
went in and notified Akeley of ny advent. He hinself, he added, had inportant
busi ness el sewhere, and could not stop for nore than a nonent. As he briskly

wal ked up the path to the house | clinbed out of the car nyself, wishing to
stretch nmy legs a little before settling down to a sedentary conversation. My
feeling of nervousness and tension had risen to a maxi rum again now that | was
on the actual scene of the norbid bel eaguering described so hauntingly in

Akel ey’'s letters, and | honestly dreaded the com ng di scussions which were to
link me with such alien and forbi dden worl ds.

Close contact with the utterly bizarre is often nore terrifying than inspiring,
and it did not cheer me to think that this very bit of dusty road was the pl ace
where those nonstrous tracks and that foetid green ichor had been found after
nmoonl ess nights of fear and death. Idly | noticed that none of Akeley' s dogs
seened to be about. Had he sold themall as soon as the Quter Ones nmde peace

with hin? Try as | might, | could not have the sanme confidence in the depth and
sincerity of that peace which appeared in Akeley's final and queerly different
letter. After all, he was a nan of nuch sinplicity and with little worldly

experience. Was there not, perhaps, sone deep and sinister undercurrent beneath
the surface of the new alliance?

Led by ny thoughts, ny eyes turned downward to the powdery road surface which
had hel d such hideous testinonies. The |ast few days had been dry, and tracks of
all sorts cluttered the rutted, irregular highway despite the unfrequented
nature of the district. Wth a vague curiosity | began to trace the outline of
sonme of the heterogeneous inpressions, trying neanwhile to curb the flights of
macabre fancy which the place and its nenories suggested. There was sonet hi ng
menaci ng and unconfortable in the funereal stillness, in the nuffled, subtle
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trickle of distant brooks, and in the crowdi ng green peaks and bl ack- wooded
preci pi ces that choked the narrow horizon

And then an i mage shot into nmy consci ousness which nmade those vague nenaces and
flights of fancy seemnild and insignificant indeed. | have said that | was
scanning the mscellaneous prints in the road with a kind of idle curiosity -
but all at once that curiosity was shockingly snuffed out by a sudden and

par al ysi ng gust of active terror. For though the dust tracks were in genera
confused and overlapping, and unlikely to arrest any casual gaze, ny restless

vi sion had caught certain details near the spot where the path to the house
joined the highway; and had recogni sed beyond doubt or hope the frightful
significance of those details. It was not for nothing, alas, that | had pored
for hours over the Kodak views of the Quter Ones’ claw prints which Akel ey had
sent. Too well did | know the marks of those |oathsonme nippers, and that hint of
anbi guous direction which stanped the horrors as no creatures of this planet. No
chance had been left me for merciful mistake. Here, indeed, in objective form
before ny own eyes, and surely made not many hours ago, were at |east three

mar ks whi ch stood out bl asphenously anong the surprising plethora of blurred
footprints leading to and fromthe Akel ey farnmhouse. They were the hellish
tracks of the living fungi from Yuggot h.

| pulled nmyself together in tinme to stifle a scream After all, what nore was
there than | mght have expected, assunming that | had really believed Akeley's
|l etters? He had spoken of mmking peace with the things. Wy, then, was it
strange that some of them had visited his house? But the terror was stronger
than the reassurance. Could any nan be expected to | ook unnoved for the first
time upon the claw narks of ani mate bei ngs from outer depths of space? Just then
I saw Noyes energe fromthe door and approach with a brisk step. | nust, |

refl ected, keep command of nyself, for the chances were that this genial friend
knew not hi ng of Akel ey’ s profoundest and nost stupendous probings into the

f or bi dden.

Akel ey, Noyes hastened to informnme, was glad and ready to see ne; although his
sudden attack of asthma would prevent himfrombeing a very conpetent host for a
day or two. These spells hit himhard when they cane, and were al ways
acconpani ed by a debilitating fever and general weakness. He never was good for
much while they lasted - had to talk in a whisper, and was very clunsy and
feeble in getting about. H s feet and ankles swelled, too, so that he had to
bandage them|like a gouty old beef-eater. Today he was in rather bad shape, so
that | would have to attend very largely to ny own needs; but he was none the

| ess eager for conversation. | would find himin the study at the left of the
front hall - the roomwhere the blinds were shut. He had to keep the sunlight
out when he was ill, for his eyes were very sensitive.

As Noyes bade me adi eu and rode off northward in his car | began to walk slowy
toward the house. The door had been left ajar for nme; but before approaching and
entering | cast a searching glance around the whole place, trying to deci de what
had struck me as so intangibly queer about it. The barns and sheds | ooked trimy
prosai ¢ enough, and | noticed Akeley's battered Ford in its capaci ous, unguarded
shelter. Then the secret of the queerness reached nme. It was the total silence.
Odinarily a farmis at |least noderately nmurnurous fromits various kinds of
livestock, but here all signs of life were missing. What of the hens and the
dogs? The cows, of which Akel ey had said he possessed several, mght conceivably
be out to pasture, and the dogs m ght possibly have been sold; but the absence
of any trace of cackling or grunting was truly singular.

I did not pause long on the path, but resolutely entered the open house door and
closed it behind ne. It had cost me a distinct psychol ogical effort to do so,
and now that | was shut inside | had a nmomentary longing for precipitate
retreat. Not that the place was in the |east sinister in visual suggestion; on
the contrary, | thought the graceful |ate-colonial hallway very tasteful and
whol esone, and adnired the evident breeding of the man who had furnished it.

What made nme wish to flee was sonething very attenuated and indefinable. Perhaps
it was a certain odd odour which | thought | noticed - though |I well knew how
common musty odours are in even the best of ancient farmhouses.

VI |
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Refusing to l et these cloudy qual ns overnaster nme, | recalled Noyes's
instructions and pushed open the six-panelled, brass-|atched white door on ny

| eft. The room beyond was darkened as | had known before; and as | entered it |
noticed that the queer odour was stronger there. There |ikew se appeared to be
sone faint, half-imaginary rhythmor vibration in the air. For a nonent the
closed blinds allowed ne to see very little, but then a kind of apol ogetic
hacki ng or whispering sound drew ny attention to a great easy-chair in the
farther, darker corner of the room Wthin its shadow depths | saw the white
blur of a man's face and hands; and in a nonent | had crossed to greet the
figure who had tried to speak. Dimthough the light was, | perceived that this
was i ndeed ny host. | had studied the Kodak picture repeatedly, and there could
be no mi stake about this firm weather-beaten face with the cropped, grizzled
beard

But as | | ooked again nmy recognition was m xed with sadness and anxiety; for
certainly, his face was that of a very sick man. | felt that there nust be
sonet hing nore than asthma behind that strained, rigid, inmpbile expression and
unwi nking gl assy stare; and realised howterribly the strain of his frightful
experiences nust have told on him Was it not enough to break any human being -
even a younger man than this intrepid delver into the forbidden? The strange and
sudden relief, | feared, had cone too late to save himfromsonmething like a
general breakdown. There was a touch of the pitiful inthe linp, lifeless way
his |l ean hands rested in his lap. He had on a | oose dressing-gown, and was

swat hed around the head and hi gh around the neck with a vivid yellow scarf or
hood.

And then | saw that he was trying to talk in the same hacki ng whi sper with which
he had greeted ne. It was a hard whisper to catch at first, since the grey
nmoust ache conceal ed all novenents of the lips, and sonething in its tinbre

di sturbed ne greatly; but by concentrating ny attention | could soon nake out

its purport surprisingly well. The accent was by no neans a rustic one, and the
| anguage was even nore polished than correspondence had |l ed ne to expect.
"M. Wlmarth, | presune? You nust pardon ny not rising. | amquite ill, as M.

Noyes nust have told you; but | could not resist having you cone just the sane.
You know what | wote in ny last letter - there is so much to tell you tonorrow

when | shall feel better. | can’t say howglad | amto see you in person after
all our many letters. You have the file with you, of course? And the Kodak
prints and records? Noyes put your valise in the hall - | suppose you saw it.
For tonight | fear you' |l have to wait on yourself to a great extent. Your room
is upstairs - the one over this - and you'll see the bathroom door open at the
head of the staircase. There’'s a neal spread for you in the dining-room- right
through this door at your right - which you can take whenever you feel like it.

1"l be a better host tonmorrow - but just now weakness | eaves ne hel pl ess.

"Make yourself at home - you might take out the letters and pictures and records
and put themon the table here before you go upstairs with your bag. It is here
that we shall discuss them- you can see ny phonograph on that corner stand.

"No, thanks - there’'s nothing you can do for ne. | know these spells of old.

Just come back for a little quiet visiting before night, and then go to bed when
you please. |I'Il rest right here - perhaps sleep here all night as | often do.
In the norning I'lIl be far better able to go into the things we nust go into.
You realise, of course, the utterly stupendous nature of the matter before us.
To us, as to only a few nen on this earth, there will be opened up gulfs of tine
and space and know edge beyond anything within the conception of human science
or phil osophy.

"Do you know that Einstein is wong, and that certain objects and forces can
nmove with a velocity greater than that of light? Wth proper aid | expect to go
backward and forward in time, and actually see and feel the earth of renote past
and future epochs. You can't inmagine the degree to which those bei ngs have
carried science. There is nothing they can't do with the m nd and body of |iving
organi sns. | expect to visit other planets, and even other stars and gal axi es.
The first trip will be to Yuggoth, the nearest world fully peopled by the
beings. It is a strange dark orb at the very rimof our solar system- unknown
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to earthly astrononers as yet. But | nust have witten you about this. At the
proper tinme, you know, the beings there will direct thought-currents toward us
and cause it to be discovered - or perhaps let one of their human allies give
the scientists a hint.

"There are mghty cities on Yuggoth - great tiers of terraced towers built of

bl ack stone like the specimen | tried to send you. That canme from Yuggoth. The
sun shines there no brighter than a star, but the beings need no |ight. They
have ot her subtler senses, and put no windows in their great houses and tenples.
Li ght even hurts and hanpers and confuses them for it does not exist at all in
the bl ack cosnps outside time and space where they cane fromoriginally. To
visit Yuggoth would drive any weak man mad - yet | am going there. The bl ack
rivers of pitch that flow under those nysterious cycl opean bridges - things
built by sonme elder race extinct and forgotten before the beings cane to Yuggoth
fromthe ultimte voids - ought to be enough to nmake any man a Dante or Poe if
he can keep sane | ong enough to tell what he has seen

"But remenber - that dark world of fungoid gardens and wi ndow ess cities isn't
really terrible. It is only to us that it would seem so. Probably this world
seened just as terrible to the beings when they first explored it in the prinal
age. You know they were here long before the fabul ous epoch of Ct hul hu was over,
and renenber all about sunken R lyeh when it was above the waters. They’' ve been
inside the earth, too - there are openings whi ch human bei ngs know not hi ng of -
sone of themin these very Vernont hills - and great worlds of unknown |ife down
there; blue-litten Kn-yan, red-litten Yoth, and black, lightless Nkai. It’s
fromN kai that frightful Tsathoggua cane - you know, the anorphous, toad-I|ike
god-creature nentioned in the Pnakotic Manuscripts and the Necronom con and the
Conmori om nyt h-cycl e preserved by the Atlantean high-priest Klarkash-Ton

"But we will talk of all this later on. It nust be four or five o' clock by this
time. Better bring the stuff fromyour bag, take a bite, and then cone back for
a confortable chat."

Very slowy | turned and began to obey ny host; fetching ny valise, extracting
and depositing the desired articles, and finally ascending to the room
designated as mne. Wth the nenmory of that roadside clawprint fresh in ny

m nd, Akel ey’s whi spered paragraphs had affected ne queerly; and the hints of
famliarity with this unknown world of fungous life - forbidden Yuggoth - made
my flesh creep nore than | cared to own. | was trenendously sorry about Akeley’s
illness, but had to confess that his hoarse whisper had a hateful as well as
pitiful quality. If only he wouldn’t gl oat so about Yuggoth and its bl ack
secrets!

My room proved a very pleasant and wel | -furnished one, devoid alike of the nusty
odour and di sturbing sense of vibration; and after |eaving nmy valise there |
descended again to greet Akeley and take the lunch he had set out for nme. The

di ni ng-room was just beyond the study, and | saw that a kitchen ell extended
still farther in the sanme direction. On the dining-table an anple array of
sandwi ches, cake, and cheese awaited nme, and a Thernps-bottle beside a cup and
saucer testified that hot coffee had not been forgotten. After a well-relished
meal | poured nyself a liberal cup of coffee, but found that the culinary
standard had suffered a lapse in this one detail. My first spoonful revealed a
faintly unpleasant acrid taste, so that | did not take nmore. Throughout the
lunch | thought of Akeley sitting silently in the great chair in the darkened
next room

Once | went in to beg himto share the repast, but he whispered that he could
eat nothing as yet. Later on, just before he slept, he would take sone nalted
mlk - all he ought to have that day.

After lunch | insisted on clearing the dishes away and washing themin the
kitchen sink - incidentally enptying the coffee which | had not been able to
appreciate. Then returning to the darkened study | drew up a chair near ny
host’ s corner and prepared for such conversation as he night feel inclined to
conduct. The letters, pictures, and record were still on the |arge centre-tabl e,
but for the nonce we did not have to draw upon them Before long | forgot even
the bi zarre odour and curious suggestions of vibration.

I have said that there were things in sonme of Akeley's letters - especially the
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second and nost vol um nous one - which | would not dare to quote or even form
into words on paper. This hesitancy applies with still greater force to the
things | heard whi spered that evening in the darkened room anong the |onely
hills. O the extent of the cosmic horrors unfolded by that raucous voice
cannot even hint. He had known hi deous things before, but what he had | earned
since making his pact with the Qutside Things was al nost too nmuch for sanity to
bear. Even now | absolutely refused to believe what he inplied about the
constitution of ultimate infinity, the juxtaposition of dinmensions, and the
frightful position of our known cosnpbs of space and tine in the unending chain
of linked cosnps-atons which makes up the i nmedi ate super-cosnbs of curves,

angl es, and material and sem -naterial electronic organisation.

Never was a sane man nore dangerously close to the arcana of basic entity -
never was an organic brain nearer to utter annihilation in the chaos that
transcends formand force and synmetry. | |earned whence Cthul hu first cane, and
why half the great tenporary stars of history had flared forth. | guessed - from
hi nts which made even ny informant pause timdly - the secret behind the
Magel | ani ¢ Cl ouds and gl obul ar nebul ae, and the black truth veiled by the
imenorial allegory of Tao. The nature of the Doels was plainly reveal ed, and
was told the essence (though not the source) of the Hounds of Tindal os. The

| egend of Yig, Father of Serpents, remmined figurative no longer, and | started
with |l oathing when told of the nonstrous nucl ear chaos beyond angl ed space which
the Necrononicon had nercifully cloaked under the nane of Azathoth. It was
shocking to have the foul est nightmares of secret nyth cleared up in concrete
ternms whose stark, norbid hateful ness exceeded the boldest hints of ancient and
medi aeval nystics. Ineluctably I was led to believe that the first whisperers of
these accursed tal es nust have had di scourse with Akeley’'s Quter Ones, and

per haps have visited outer cosmic realns as Akel ey now proposed visiting them

I was told of the Black Stone and what it inplied, and was glad that it had not
reached nme. My guesses about those hieroglyphics had been all too correct! And
yet Akel ey now seened reconciled to the whol e fiendi sh system he had stunbl ed
upon; reconciled and eager to probe farther into the nonstrous abyss. | wondered
what beings he had talked with since his last letter to me, and whether many of
them had been as hunan as that first emissary he had nentioned. The tension in
my head grew insufferable, and | built up all sorts of wild theories about that
queer, persistent odour and those insidious hints of vibration in the darkened
room

Ni ght was falling now, and as | recall ed what Akeley had witten ne about those
earlier nights | shuddered to think there would be no nmoon. Nor did | like the
way the farnmhouse nestled in the lee of that col ossal forested sl ope | eading up
to Dark Mountain’s unvisited crest. Wth Akeley's pernission | |lighted a snall
oil lanp, turned it low, and set it on a distant bookcase beside the ghostly
bust of MIton; but afterward | was sorry | had done so, for it nade ny host’s
strained, imobile face and |istless hands | ook damably abnornmal and
corpseli ke. He seened hal f-incapable of notion, though | saw himnod stiffly
once in awhile.

After what he had told, | could scarcely inmagi ne what profounder secrets he was
saving for the norrow, but at last it developed that his trip to Yuggoth and
beyond - and nmy own possible participation init - was to be the next day’'s
topic. He nmust have been anused by the start of horror | gave at hearing a
cosm c voyage on ny part proposed, for his head wabbl ed violently when | showed
my fear. Subsequently he spoke very gently of how human bei ngs m ght acconplish
- and several tinmes had acconplished - the seenmngly inpossible flight across
the interstellar void. It seened that conpl ete human bodi es did not indeed make
the trip, but that the prodigious surgical, biological, chem cal, and nechanica
skill of the Quter Ones had found a way to convey human brains w thout their
concomitant physical structure.

There was a harm ess way to extract a brain, and a way to keep the organic
residue alive during its absence. The bare, conpact cerebral matter was then
imersed in an occasionally replenished fluid within an ether-tight cylinder of
a nmetal mned in Yuggoth, certain el ectrodes reaching through and connecting at
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will with elaborate instruments capable of duplicating the three vital faculties
of sight, hearing, and speech. For the w nged fungus-beings to carry the

brai n-cylinders intact through space was an easy natter. Then, on every pl anet
covered by their civilisation, they would find plenty of adjustable

facul ty-instrunments capabl e of being connected with the encased brains; so that
after a little fitting these travelling intelligences could be given a ful
sensory and articulate life - albeit a bodiless and nmechanical one - at each
stage of their journeying through and beyond the space-tine continuum It was as
sinmple as carrying a phonograph record about and playing it wherever a
phonograph of correspondi ng make exists. O its success there could be no
question. Akeley was not afraid. Had it not been brilliantly acconplished again
and agai n?

For the first time one of the inert, wasted hands raised itself and pointed
stiffly to a high shelf on the farther side of the room There, in a neat row,
stood nore than a dozen cylinders of a nmetal | had never seen before - cylinders
about a foot high and sonmewhat less in dianmeter, with three curious sockets set
in an isosceles triangle over the front convex surface of each. One of them was
linked at two of the sockets to a pair of singular-1looking nachi nes that stood
in the background. O their purport | did not need to be told, and | shivered as
with ague. Then | saw the hand point to a nmuch nearer corner where sone
intricate instruments with attached cords and plugs, several of themnmuch like
the two devices on the shelf behind the cylinders, were huddl ed together

"There are four kinds of instruments here, Wlnmarth," whispered the voice. "Four
kinds - three faculties each - nmakes twelve pieces in all. You see there are
four different sorts of beings represented in those cylinders up there. Three
humans, six fungoid beings who can’'t navi gate space corporeally, two beings from
Neptune (God! if you could see the body this type has on its own planet!), and
the rest entities fromthe central caverns of an especially interesting dark
star beyond the galaxy. In the principal outpost inside Round Hill you' |l now
and then find nore cylinders and nmachines - cylinders of extra-cosm c brains
with different senses fromany we know - allies and explorers fromthe utternost
Qut side - and special machines for giving theminpressions and expression in the
several ways suited at once to themand to the conprehensions of different types
of listeners. Round Hill, like nost of the beings’ nain outposts all through the
various universes, is a very cosnopolitan place. O course, only the nore common
types have been lent to ne for experinent.

"Here - take the three nmachines | point to and set themon the table. That tal
one with the two glass lenses in front - then the box with the vacuum tubes and
soundi ng- board - and now the one with the netal disc on top. Now for the
cylinder with the label ‘B-67" pasted on it. Just stand in that Wndsor chair to
reach the shelf. Heavy? Never mnd! Be sure of the nunber - B-67. Don’t bother
that fresh, shiny cylinder joined to the two testing instrunments - the one with
my name on it. Set B-67 on the table near where you've put the machines - and
see that the dial switch on all three nmachines is jamed over to the extrene
left.

"Now connect the cord of the lens machine with the upper socket on the cylinder
- there! Join the tube machine to the |ower |eft-hand socket, and the disc
apparatus to the outer socket. Now nove all the dial switches on the nachine
over to the extrene right - first the I ens one, then the disc one, and then the

tube one. That's right. | might as well tell you that this is a human being -
just like any of us. I'll give you a taste of sone of the others tonorrow "

To this day | do not know why | obeyed those whi spers so slavishly, or whether

t hought Akel ey was mad or sane. After what had gone before, | ought to have been

prepared for anything; but this nmechanical mumery seened so |like the typica
vagaries of crazed inventors and scientists that it struck a chord of doubt

whi ch even the preceding di scourse had not excited. What the whisperer inplied
was beyond all human belief - yet were not the other things still farther
beyond, and | ess preposterous only because of their renoteness fromtangible
concrete proof?

As ny mind reeled anidst this chaos, | becane conscious of a m xed grating and
whirring fromall three of the machines lately linked to the cylinder - a
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grating and whirring which soon subsided into a virtual noisel essness. Wat was
about to happen? Was | to hear a voice? And if so, what proof would | have that
it was not some cleverly concocted radio device talked into by a conceal ed but

cl osely watched speaker? Even now | amunwilling to swear just what | heard, or
j ust what phenonenon really took place before nme. But sonething certainly seened
to take pl ace.

To be brief and plain, the machine with the tubes and sound-box began to speak,
and with a point and intelligence which | eft no doubt that the speaker was
actual |y present and observing us. The voice was |loud, netallic, lifeless, and
plainly nmechanical in every detail of its production. It was incapable of
inflection or expressiveness, but scraped and rattled on with a deadly precision
and del i berati on.

"M. Wlmrth," it said, "I hope | do not startle you. | ama human being |ike
yoursel f, though my body is now resting safely under proper vitalising treatnent
inside Round HiIl, about a mle and a half east of here. | nyself amhere with

you - ny brainis in that cylinder and | see, hear, and speak through these
electronic vibrators. In a week | am going across the void as | have been nmany

times before, and | expect to have the pleasure of M. Akeley’'s conpany. | w sh
I mght have yours as well; for | know you by sight and reputation, and have
kept close track of your correspondence with our friend. I am of course, one of

the men who have becone allied with the outside beings visiting our planet. |
met themfirst in the H nmal ayas, and have hel ped themin various ways. In return
they have given ne experiences such as few nmen have ever had.

"Do you realise what it neans when | say | have been on thirty-seven different
cel estial bodies - planets, dark stars, and | ess definable objects - including
ei ght outside our gal axy and two outside the curved cosnps of space and tine?
Al this has not harned ne in the |least. My brain has been renoved from ny body
by fissions so adroit that it would be crude to call the operation surgery. The
vi siting beings have nethods which nmake these extractions easy and al nost nor nal
- and one’s body never ages when the brain is out of it. The brain, | nmay add,
is virtually imortal with its nmechanical faculties and a |limted nourishnent
suppl i ed by occasional changes of the preserving fluid.

"Al together, | hope nost heartily that you will decide to cone with M. Akel ey
and ne. The visitors are eager to know nen of know edge |ike yourself, and to
show them the great abysses that nobst of us have had to dream about in fancifu
ignorance. It may seem strange at first to neet them but | know you will be
above minding that. | think M. Noyes will go along, too - the man who doubtl ess
brought you up here in his car. He has been one of us for years - | suppose you
recogni sed his voice as one of those on the record M. Akeley sent you."

At ny violent start the speaker paused a nonment before concluding. "So M.
Wlimarth, | will |leave the matter to you; nerely adding that a man with your

| ove of strangeness and fol kl ore ought never to miss such a chance as this.
There is nothing to fear. Al transitions are painless; and there is nuch to
enjoy in a wholly nechani sed state of sensation. Wien the el ectrodes are

di sconnected, one nerely drops off into a sleep of especially vivid and
fantastic dreans.

"And now, if you don’'t mind, we mght adjourn our session till tonorrow. Good
night - just turn all the switches back to the left; never mnd the exact order,
though you nmight let the I ens machine be last. Good night, M. Akeley - treat
our guest well! Ready now with those sw tches?"

That was all. | obeyed nechanically and shut off all three switches, though
dazed with doubt of everything that had occurred. My head was still reeling as

heard Akel ey’s whispering voice telling ne that | mght |leave all the apparatus
on the table just as it was. He did not essay any comment on what had happened,
and i ndeed no coment coul d have conveyed much to ny burdened faculties. | heard
himtelling me | could take the lanp to use in ny room and deduced that he

wi shed to rest alone in the dark. It was surely tine he rested, for his

di scourse of the afternoon and eveni ng had been such as to exhaust even a
vigorous man. Still dazed, | bade ny host good night and went upstairs with the
| anp, although | had an excellent pocket flashlight with me.

file:/lIG|/rah/H.%20P.%20Lovecraft%20-%20The%20Whisperer%20in%20Darkness.txt (29 of 35) [2/17/2004 10:01:33 AM]



file:/lIG|/rah/H.%20P.%20L ovecraft%20-%20The%20W hi sperer%20in%20Darkness.txt

I was glad to be out of that downstairs study with the queer odour and vague
suggestions of vibration, yet could not of course escape a hi deous sense of
dread and peril and cosmic abnormality as | thought of the place | was in and
the forces | was neeting. The wild, lonely region, the black, nysteriously
forested slope towering so close behind the house; the footprint in the road,
the sick, motionless whisperer in the dark, the hellish cylinders and machi nes,
and above all the invitations to strange surgery and stranger voyagi ngs - these
things, all so new and in such sudden succession, rushed in on me with a
cumul ati ve force which sapped ny will and al nost underni ned nmy physica

strengt h.

To discover that ny guide Noyes was the human cel ebrant in that nonstrous bygone
Sabbat -ritual on the phonograph record was a particul ar shock, though I had
previously sensed a dim repellent famliarity in his voice. Another specia
shock canme fromny own attitude toward nmy host whenever | paused to analyse it;
for much as | had instinctively |iked Akeley as revealed in his correspondence,

I now found that he filled me with a distinct repulsion. H s illness ought to
have excited ny pity; but instead, it gave nme a kind of shudder. He was so rigid
and inert and corpselike - and that incessant whispering was so hateful and
unhunman!

It occurred to me that this whispering was different fromanything el se of the
kind I had ever heard; that, despite the curious notionl essness of the speaker’s
moust ache-screened lips, it had a | atent strength and carryi ng-power remnarkable
for the wheezing of an asthmatic. | had been able to understand the speaker when
whol |y across the room and once or twice it had seened to nme that the faint but
penetrant sounds represented not so nuch weakness as deliberate repression - for
what reason | could not guess. Fromthe first | had felt a disturbing quality in
their tinbre. Now, when | tried to weigh the natter, | thought | could trace
this inmpression to a kind of subconscious fanmliarity |ike that which had nmade
Noyes’ s voice so hazily om nous. But when or where | had encountered the thing
it hinted at, was nore than | could tell

One thing was certain - | would not spend another night here. My scientific zea
had vani shed ani dst fear and |loathing, and | felt nothing now but a wish to
escape fromthis net of norbidity and unnatural revelation. | knew enough now.

It must indeed be true that strange cosnmic |inkages do exist - but such things
are surely not nmeant for normal human beings to neddl e with.

Bl asphenmous i nfluences seened to surround ne and press chokingly upon ny senses.
Sl eep, | decided, would be out of the question; so | nmerely extinguished the
lamp and threw nyself on the bed fully dressed. No doubt it was absurd, but I
kept ready for some unknown energency; gripping in ny right hand the revol ver
had brought al ong, and hol di ng the pocket flashlight in my left. Not a sound
came frombelow, and | could inagi ne how nmy host was sitting there with
cadaverous stiffness in the dark

Sonewhere | heard a clock ticking, and was vaguely grateful for the normality of
the sound. It reminded nme, though, of another thing about the region which

di sturbed ne - the total absence of animal life. There were certainly no farm
beasts about, and now | realised that even the accustomed ni ght-noises of wld
living things were absent. Except for the sinister trickle of distant unseen
waters, that stillness was anomal ous - interplanetary - and | wondered what
star-spawned, intangible blight coul d be hanging over the region. | recalled
fromold | egends that dogs and ot her beasts had al ways hated the Quter Ones, and
t hought of what those tracks in the road night mean.

VI

Do not ask me how | ong ny unexpected | apse into slunber |asted, or how nmuch of
what ensued was sheer dream If | tell you that | awakened at a certain tineg,
and heard and saw certain things, you will nerely answer that | did not wake
then; and that everything was a dreamuntil the nmonent when | rushed out of the
house, stunbled to the shed where | had seen the old Ford, and seized that

anci ent vehicle for a nad, ainless race over the haunted hills which at |ast

| anded ne - after hours of jolting and w nding through forest-threatened

| abyrinths - in a village which turned out to be Townshend.

You will also, of course, discount everything else in nmy report; and declare
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that all the pictures, record-sounds, cylinder-and-nmachine sounds, and ki ndred
evi dences were bits of pure deception practiced on me by the nmissing Henry

Akel ey. You will even hint that he conspired with other eccentrics to carry out
a silly and el aborate hoax - that he had the express shipnent renpbved at Keene,
and that he had Noyes nake that terrifying wax record. It is odd, though, that
Noyes has not ever yet’ been identified; that he was unknown at any of the

vill ages near Akel ey’s place, though he nust have been frequently in the region
I wish | had stopped to nmenorize the |icense-nunber of his car - or perhaps it
is better after all that |I did not. For |, despite all you can say, and despite
all | sonmetinmes try to say to nyself, know that | oathsonme outside influences
must be lurking there in the half-unknown hills - and that, those influences
have spies and em ssaries in the world of men. To keep as far as possible from
such influences and such em ssaries is all that | ask of life in future.

When ny frantic story sent a sheriff’'s posse out to the farnmhouse, Akel ey was
gone without leaving a trace. H s | oose dressing gown, yellow scarf, and

f oot - bandages | ay on the study floor near his corner. easy-chair, and it could
not be deci ded whether any of his other apparel had vani shed with him The dogs
and |ivestock were indeed mssing, and there were sone curious bullet-holes both
on the house’s exterior and on sone of the walls within; but beyond this nothing
unusual could be detected. No cylinders or nmachi nes, none of the evidences | had
brought in ny valise, no queer odour or vibration-sense, no foot-prints in the
road, and none of the problematical things | glinpsed at the very |ast.

| stayed a week in Brattleboro after my escape, nmking inquiries anong peopl e of
every kind who had known Akel ey; and the results convince ne that the matter is
no figment of dream or delusion.’” Akeley' s queer purchase of dogs and amunition
and chem cals, and the cutting of his tel ephone wires, are matters of record;
while all who knew him- including his son in California - concede that his
occasi onal remarks on strange studies had a certain consistency. Solid citizens
bel i eve he was nad, and unhesitatingly pronounce all reported evidences nere
hoaxes devi sed with insane cunning and perhaps abetted by eccentric associ ates;
but the lowier country folk sustain his statenents in every detail. He had
showed sone of these rustics his photographs and bl ack stone, and had pl ayed the
hi deous record for them and they all said the footprints and buzzi ng voice were
i ke those described in ancestral |egends.

They said, too, that suspicious sights and sounds had been noticed increasingly
around Akel ey’ s house after he found the black stone, and that the place was now
avoi ded by everybody except the mail man and ot her casual, tough-m nded people.
Dark Muntain and Round Hill were both notoriously haunted spots, and | could
find no one who had ever closely explored either. Cccasional di sappearances of
natives throughout the district’s history were well attested, and these now

i ncluded the seni -vagabond Walter Brown, whom Akeley’'s |letters had nentioned.
even came upon one farnmer who thought he had personally glinpsed one of the
queer bodies at flood-tinme in the swllen Wst R ver, but his tale was too
confused to be really val uabl e.

When | left Brattleboro | resolved never to go back to Vernont, and | feel quite
certain | shall keep nmy resolution. Those wild hills are surely the outpost of a
frightful cosmic race - as | doubt all the | ess since reading that a new ninth
pl anet has been glinpsed beyond Neptune, just as those influences had said it
woul d be glinpsed. Astrononers, with a hideous appropriateness they little
suspect, have naned this thing "Pluto." | feel, beyond question, that it is

not hing | ess than nighted Yuggoth - and | shiver when | try to figure out the
real reason why its nonstrous denizens wish it to be known in this way at this
especial tinme. | vainly try to assure nyself that these daenobniac creatures are
not gradually leading up to sone new policy hurtful to the earth and its nornal

i nhabitants.

But | have still to tell of the ending of that terrible night in the farmouse.
As | have said, | did finally drop into a troubled doze; a doze filled with bits
of dream whi ch invol ved nonstrous | andscape-glinpses. Just what awaked ne |
cannot yet say, but that | did indeed awake at this given point | feel very
certain. My first confused i npression was of stealthily creaking floor-boards in
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the hall outside my door, and of a clunmsy, muffled funbling at the latch. This,
however, ceased al nost at once; so that ny really clear inpressions begin with
the voices heard fromthe study bel ow There seened to be several speakers, and
| judged that they were controversially engaged.

By the time | had listened a few seconds | was broad awake, for the nature of
the voices was such as to nake all thought of sleep ridiculous. The tones were
curiously varied, and no one who had listened to that accursed phonograph record
coul d harbour any doubts about the nature of at |east two of them Hi deous
though the idea was, | knew that | was under the sanme roof w th namel ess things
from abysmal space; for those two voices were unm stakably the bl asphenous

buzzi ngs which the Qutside Beings used in their comunication with nen. The two
were individually different - different in pitch, accent, and tenpo - but they
were both of the same dammabl e general ki nd.

A third voice was indubitably that of a nmechani cal utterance-nachi ne connected
with one of the detached brains in the cylinders. There was as little doubt
about that as about the buzzings; for the loud, netallic, lifeless voice of the
previous evening, with its inflectionless, expressionless scraping and rattling,
and its inpersonal precision and deliberation, had been utterly unforgettable.
For a time | did not pause to question whether the intelligence behind the
scraping was the identical one which had fornerly talked to nme; but shortly
afterward | reflected that any brain would enmit vocal sounds of the same quality
if linked to the sanme nechani cal speech-producer; the only possible differences
being in | anguage, rhythm speed, and pronunciation. To conplete the eldritch
colloquy there were two actually hunman voi ces - one the crude speech of an
unknown and evidently rustic nman, and the other the suave Bostonian tones of ny
erstwhil e gui de Noyes

As | tried to catch the words which the stoutly-fashioned floor so bafflingly
intercepted, | was also conscious of a great deal of stirring and scratching and
shuffling in the roombelow, so that | could not escape the inpression that it
was full of living beings - many nore than the few whose speech | could single
out. The exact nature of this stirring is extrenely hard to describe, for very
few good bases of conparison exist. Cbjects seened now and then to nove across
the roomli ke conscious entities; the sound of their footfalls having sonething
about it like a loose, hard-surfaced clattering - as of the contact of
ill-coordinated surfaces of horn or hard rubber. It was, to use a nore concrete
but | ess accurate conparison, as if people with |oose, splintery wooden shoes
were shanbling and rattling about on the polished board floor. OF the nature and

appear ance of those responsible for the sounds, | did not care to specul ate.
Before long | saw that it would be inpossible to distinguish any connected
di scourse. Isolated words - including the nanmes of Akeley and nyself - now and

then floated up, especially when uttered by the nmechani cal speech-producer; but
their true significance was |ost for want of continuous context. Today | refuse
to formany definite deductions fromthem and even their frightful effect on me
was one of suggestion rather than of revelation. A terrible and abnornal
conclave, | felt certain, was assenbl ed bel ow ne; but for what shocking
deliberations |I could not tell. It was curious how this unquestioned sense of
the malign and the bl asphenbus pervaded nme despite Akel ey’s assurances of the
Qutsider’'s friendliness.
Wth patient listening | began to distinguish clearly between voi ces, even
though | could not grasp nuch of what any of the voices said. | seemed to catch
certain typical enotions behind sone of the speakers. One of the buzzing voices,
for exanple, held an unm stakable note of authority; whilst the mechanica
voi ce, notwithstanding its artificial |oudness and regularity, seenmed to be in a
position of subordination and pl eadi ng. Noyes's tones exuded a ki nd of
conciliatory atnmosphere. The others | could nmake no attenpt to interpret. | did
not hear the famliar whisper of Akeley, but well knew that such a sound could
never penetrate the solid flooring of ny room
I will try to set down sonme of the few disjointed words and ot her sounds
caught, labelling the speakers of the words as best | know how. It was fromthe
speech-machine that | first picked up a few recogni sabl e phrases.

(The Speech- Machi ne)
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"...brought it on nyself... sent back the letters and the record... end on
it... taken in... seeing and hearing... dam you... inpersonal force, after
all... fresh, shiny cylinder... great God..."

(First Buzzing Voice)

"...time we stopped... small and hunman... Akeley... brain... saying..."
(Second Buzzi ng Voi ce)

"Nyarlathotep... Wlmarth... records and letters... cheap inposture..."
(Noyes)

"...(an unpronounceabl e word or nane, possibly N gah-Kthun) harm ess..
peace... couple of weeks... theatrical... told you that before..."

(First Buzzing Voice)

"...no reason... original plan... effects... Noyes can watch Round Hill..
fresh cylinder... Noyes's car..."

(Noyes)

"...well... all yours... down here... rest... place..."

(Several Voices at Once in Indistinguishable Speech)

(Many Foot steps, Including the Peculiar Loose Stirring or Cattering)
(A Curious Sort of Flapping Sound)

(The Sound of an Autonpbile Starting and Recedi ng)

(Silence)
That is the substance of what ny ears brought me as | lay rigid upon that
strange upstairs bed in the haunted farnhouse anong the daenpniac hills - |ay
there fully dressed, with a revolver clenched in ny right hand and a pocket
flashlight gripped in nmy left. | becane, as | have said, broad awake; but a kind
of obscure paralysis nevertheless kept nme inert till long after the | ast echoes
of the sounds had died away. | heard the wooden, deliberate ticking of the

anci ent Connecticut clock somewhere far below, and at |ast made out the
irregular snoring of a sleeper. Akeley nmust have dozed off after the strange
session, and | could well believe that he needed to do so.

Just what to think or what to do was nore than | could decide After all, what
had | heard beyond things which previous information mght have led nme to
expect? Had | not known that the naneless Qutsiders were now freely adnmtted to
the farnmhouse? No doubt Akel ey had been surprised by an unexpected visit from
them Yet sonething in that fragnentary di scourse had chilled nme i measurably,
rai sed the nost grotesque and horrible doubts, and nade ne wi sh fervently that |
m ght wake up and prove everything a dream | think ny subconsci ous m nd nust
have caught sonet hing whi ch ny consci ousness has not yet recogni sed. But what of
Akel ey? Was he not ny friend, and woul d he not have protested if any harm were
meant me? The peaceful snoring bel ow seened to cast ridicule on all ny suddenly
intensified fears.

Was it possible that Akel ey had been inposed upon and used as a lure to draw ne
into the hills with the letters and pictures and phonograph record? Did those
bei ngs nean to engulf us both in a commobn destruction because we had cone to
know t oo nuch? Again | thought of the abruptness and unnatural ness of that
change in the situation which nust have occurred between Akeley’'s penultimte
and final letters. Sonmething, ny instinct told ne, was terribly wong. Al was
not as it seened. That acrid coffee which | refused - had there not been an
attenpt by sone hidden, unknown entity to drug it? | nust talk to Akeley at
once, and restore his sense of proportion. They had hypnotised himwth their
prom ses of cosmic revelations, but now he nust listen to reason. W. nust get
out of this before it would be too late. If he lacked the will power to nake the

break for liberty. | would supply it. O if | could not persuade himto go, |
could at least go nyself. Surely he would let me take his Ford and leave it in a
garage in Brattleboro. | had noticed it in the shed - the door being left

unl ocked and open now that peril was deened past - and | believed there was a
good chance of its being ready for instant use. That nonentary dislike of Akeley
which | had felt during and after the evening' s conversation was all gone now.
He was in a position nuch |ike ny owm, and we nust stick together. Know ng his

i ndi sposed condition, | hated to wake himat this juncture, but | knew that |
must. | could not stay in this place till norning as matters stood.
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At last | felt able to act, and stretched nyself vigorously to regain command of
my nuscles. Arising with a caution nore inpulsive than deliberate, | found and
donned my hat, took my valise, and started downstairs with the flashlight’'s aid.
In my nervousness | kept the revolver clutched in ny right hand, being able to
take care of both valise and flashlight with ny left. Wiy | exerted these
precautions | do not really know, since | was even then on ny way to awaken the
only other occupant of the house.

As | half-tiptoed down the creaking stairs to the lower hall | could hear the

sl eeper nore plainly, and noticed that he nust be in the roomon ny left - the
living-room| had not entered. On ny right was the gapi ng bl ackness of the study
in which | had heard the voices. Pushing open the unlatched door of the
living-room| traced a path with the flashlight toward the source of the
snoring, and finally turned the beams on the sleeper’s face. But in the next
second | hastily turned them away and comrenced a catlike retreat to the hall

my caution this time springing fromreason as well as frominstinct. For the

sl eeper on the couch was not Akeley at all, but ny quondam gui de Noyes.

Just what the real situation was, | could not guess; but common sense told ne
that the safest thing was to find out as nmuch as possi bl e before arousing
anybody. Regaining the hall, | silently closed and | atched the Iiving-room door
after ne; thereby | essening the chances of awakeni ng Noyes. | now cautiously
entered the dark study, where | expected to find Akel ey, whether asleep or
awake, in the great corner chair which was evidently his favorite resting-place.
As | advanced, the beanms of ny flashlight caught the great centre-table,
revealing one of the hellish cylinders with sight and hearing nachi nes attached,
and with a speech machi ne standi ng cl ose by, ready to be connected at any
moment. This, | reflected, nust be the encased brain | had heard tal king during
the frightful conference; and for a second | had a perverse inpulse to attach

t he speech machine and see what it woul d say.

It must, | thought, be conscious of ny presence even now, since the sight and
hearing attachnments could not fail to disclose the rays of ny flashlight and the
faint creaking of the floor beneath ny feet. But in the end I did not dare

meddle with the thing. | idly sawthat it was the fresh shiny cylinder with
Akel ey’ s nanme on it, which | had noticed on the shelf earlier in the evening and
whi ch ny host had told me not to bother. Looking back at that noment, | can only

regret ny timdity and wish that | had boldly caused the apparatus to speak. God
knows what nysteries and horrible doubts and questions of identity it m ght have
cleared up! But then, it may be nerciful that | let it alone.

Fromthe table |I turned ny flashlight to the corner where | thought Akel ey was,
but found to my perplexity that the great easy-chair was enpty of any hunman
occupant asleep or awake. Fromthe seat to the floor there trailed vol um nously
the familiar old dressing-gown, and near it on the floor lay the yellow scarf
and t he huge foot-bandages | had thought so odd. As | hesitated, striving to
conj ecture where Akel ey m ght be, and why he had so suddenly di scarded his
necessary sick-roomgarnents, | observed that the queer odour and sense of

vi bration were no longer in the room Wat had been their cause? Curiously it
occurred to nme that | had noticed themonly in Akeley’'s vicinity. They had been
strongest where he sat, and wholly absent except in the roomw th himor just
outside the doors of that room | paused, letting the flashlight wander about
the dark study and racking nmy brain for explanations of the turn affairs had

t aken.

Wuld to Heaven | had quietly left the place before allowing that light to rest

again on the vacant chair. As it turned out, | did not |eave quietly; but with a
muf fl ed shriek which nmust have di sturbed, though it did not quite awake, the
sl eeping sentinel across the hall. That shriek, and Noyes's still-unbroken

snore, are the last sounds | ever heard in that norbidity-choked farmhouse
beneath the bl ack-wooded crest of haunted nountain - that focus of transcosnic
horror anidst the lonely green hills and curse-nuttering brooks of a spectra
rustic | and.

It is a wonder that | did not drop flashlight, valise, and revolver in ny wild
scranbl e, but sonehow | failed to | ose any of these. | actually nanaged to get
out of that room and that house w thout making any further noise, to drag nyself
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and ny belongings safely into the old Ford in the shed, and to set that archaic
vehicle in notion toward some unknown point of safety in the black, noonless
night. The ride that followed was a piece of deliriumout of Poe or R nbaud or

the drawi ngs of Dore, but finally | reached Townshend. That is all. If ny sanity
is still unshaken, | amlucky. Sonetinmes | fear what the years will bring,
especially since that new planet Pluto has been so curiously discovered.

As | have inplied, | let nmy flashlight return to the vacant easy-chair after its

circuit of the room then noticing for the first tine the presence of certain
objects in the seat, made inconspicuous by the adjacent |oose folds of the enpty
dressi ng-gown. These are the objects, three in nunber, which the investigators
did not find when they cane later on. As | said at the outset, there was nothing
of actual visual horror about them The trouble was in what they led one to
infer. Even now | have ny nonents of half-doubt - noments in which | hal f-accept
the scepticismof those who attribute nmy whol e experience to dream and nerves
and del usi on.
The three things were damably cl ever constructions of their kind, and were
furnished with ingenious netallic clanps to attach themto organi c devel opnents
of which | dare not formany conjecture. | hope - devoutly hope-that they were
the waxen products of a naster artist, despite what ny innost fears tell ne.
Great God! That whisperer in darkness with its norbid odour and vibrations
Sorcerer, em ssary, changeling, outsider.. . that hideous repressed buzzing.
and all the tine in that fresh, shiny cylinder on the shelf. . . poor devil
"Prodi gi ous surgical, biological, chemcal, and nechanical skill..
For the things in the chair, perfect to the |ast, subtle detail of mcroscopic
resenbl ance - or identity - were the face and hands of Henry Wentworth Akel ey.
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