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Chapter 1 : Lovecraft's Library: A Catalogue
Lovecraft's personal library included many obscure masterpieces readily available in the present day. Published in
conjunction with S. T. Joshi's monumental Lovecraft's Library: A Catalogue, this series offers to the modern reader a
selection of works that Lovecraft himself read and admired, and that he commented upon in his letters or elsewhere.

Early life â€” Lovecraft c. His death certificate listed the cause of death as general paresis , a term
synonymous with late-stage syphilis. In , Sonia Greene ventured that Susie was a "touch-me-not" wife and that
Winfield, being a traveling salesmen, "took his sexual pleasures wherever he could find them". According to
the accounts of family friends, Susie doted over the young Lovecraft to a fault, pampering him and never
letting him out of her sight. When home Whipple would share weird tales of his own invention and show
Lovecraft objects of art he had acquired in his European travels. Lovecraft also credits Whipple with being
instrumental in overcoming his fear of the dark when Whipple forced Lovecraft, at five years old, to walk
through several darkened rooms in the family home. By his own account, it sent his family into "a gloom from
which it never fully recovered. He recalls, at five years old, being told Santa Claus did not exist and retorting
by asking why "God is not equally a myth". He also examined the anatomy books available to him in the
family library, learning the specifics of human reproduction that had yet to be explained to him, and found that
it "virtually killed my interest in the subject. He began producing the periodical Rhode Island Journal of
Astronomy, of which 69 issues survive, using the hectograph printing method. The written recollections of his
peers described him as both withdrawn yet openly welcoming to anyone who shared his current fascination
with astronomy, inviting anyone to look through the telescope he prized. Within months he died due to a
stroke at age Later that year she was forced to move herself and her son to a small duplex. Much like his
earlier school years, Lovecraft was at times removed from school for long periods for what he termed "near
breakdowns". He did say, though, that while having some conflicts with teachers, he enjoyed high school,
becoming close with a small circle of friends. The exact circumstances and causes remain unknown. In
another letter concerning the events of he notes, "I was and am prey to intense headaches, insomnia, and
general nervous weakness which prevents my continuous application to any thing. Whether Lovecraft suffered
from a physical ailment, a mental one, or some combination thereof has never been determined. Accounts
differ on how reclusive Susie and Lovecraft were during this time. A friend of Susie, Clara Hess, recalled a
visit during which Susie spoke continuously about Lovecraft being "so hideous that he hid from everyone and
did not like to walk upon the streets where people could gaze on him. Called "Providence in A. Daas invited
Russell and Lovecraft to the organization and both accepted, Lovecraft in April For the first time I could
imagine that my clumsy gropings after art were a little more than faint cries lost in the unlistening void. He
contrasted this with his view of "professional publication", which he termed as writing for journals and
publishers he considered respectable. He thought of amateur journalism as training and practice for a
professional career. Emblematic of the Anglophile opinions he maintained throughout his life, he openly
criticized other UAPA contributors for their "Americanisms" and "slang". Often these criticisms were couched
in xenophobic and racist arguments bemoaning the "bastardization" of the "national language" by immigrants.
Due in no small part to the encouragement of W. Kleiner mentioned that "at every hour or so his mother
appeared in the doorway with a glass of milk, and Lovecraft forthwith drank it. Though he passed the physical
exam, [60] he told Kleiner that his mother "has threatened to go to any lengths, legal or otherwise, if I do not
reveal all the ills which unfit me for the army. It is unclear what Susie may have been suffering from. Clara
Hess, interviewed decades later, recalled instances of Susie describing "weird and fantastic creatures that
rushed out from behind buildings and from corners at dark. Her medical records were lost in a fire, and the
only Lovecraft researcher to have seen them prior was Winfield Townley Scott. No matter their symptoms or
situations, women were predominately diagnosed as Susie was with hysteria , a concept that women are
inherently mentally frail due to having "thinner blood" as a result of menstruation and having a uterus. After a
period of isolation, he began joining friends in trips to writer gatherings, the first being a talk in Boston
presented by Lord Dunsany , whom Lovecraft recently discovered and idolized. In early followed "Celephais"
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and "The Cats of Ulthar". It was at one such convention in July that Lovecraft met Sonia Greene. Lovecraft
and Greene married on March 3, , and relocated to her Brooklyn apartment at Flatbush Avenue; [75] she
thought he needed to get out of Providence in order to flourish and was willing to support him financially.
Conversely, it has been suggested that Lovecraft, who disliked mention of sexual matters, was unaware that
Loveman and some of his other friends were homosexual. Lovecraft made efforts to support his wife through
regular jobs, but his lack of previous work experience meant he lacked proven marketable skills. After a few
unsuccessful spells as a low-level clerk, his job-seeking became desultory. The publisher of Weird Tales
attempted to put the loss-making magazine on a business footing and offered the job of editor to Lovecraft,
who declined, citing his reluctance to relocate to Chicago; "think of the tragedy of such a move for an aged
antiquarian," the year-old writer declared. Baird was replaced with Farnsworth Wright , whose writing
Lovecraft had criticized. In August he wrote " The Horror at Red Hook " and " He ", in the latter of which the
narrator says "My coming to New York had been a mistake; for whereas I had looked for poignant wonder and
inspiration â€¦ I had found instead only a sense of horror and oppression which threatened to master, paralyze,
and annihilate me". It was at around this time he wrote the outline for " The Call of Cthulhu ", with its theme
of the insignificance of all humanity. In the bibliographical study H. He frequently revised work for other
authors and did a large amount of ghost-writing , including " The Mound ", "Winged Death", and "The Diary
of Alonzo Typer". Client Harry Houdini was laudatory, and attempted to help Lovecraft by introducing him to
the head of a newspaper syndicate. Affecting a calm indifference to the reception of his works, Lovecraft was
in reality extremely sensitive to criticism and easily precipitated into withdrawal. He was known to give up
trying to sell a story after it had been once rejected. Sometimes, as with The Shadow over Innsmouth which
included a rousing chase that supplied action he wrote a story that might have been commercially viable, but
did not try to sell it. Lovecraft even ignored interested publishers. He failed to reply when one inquired about
any novel Lovecraft might have ready: Greene moved to California in and remarried in , unaware that
Lovecraft, despite his assurances to the contrary, had never officially signed the final decree. He lived
frugally, subsisting on an inheritance that was nearly depleted by the time he died. He sometimes went without
food to be able to pay the cost of mailing letters. He was also deeply affected by the suicide of his
correspondent Robert E. In early , he was diagnosed with cancer of the small intestine [87] and suffered from
malnutrition as a result. He lived in constant pain until his death on March 15, in Providence. In accordance
with his lifelong scientific curiosity, he kept a diary of his illness until close to the moment of his death. Gale
of Galaxy Science Fiction said that "like R. Howard , Lovecraft seemingly goes on forever; the two decades
since their death are as nothing. In any event, they appear more prolific than ever. What with de Camp,
Nyberg and Derleth avidly rooting out every scrap of their writings and expanding them into novels, there may
never be an end to their posthumous careers". Wells , Aldous Huxley , Tolkien and others as one of the
builders of mythicised realities over against the failing project of literary realism. Subsequently, Lovecraft
began to acquire the status of a cult writer in the counterculture of the s, and reprints of his work proliferated.
In the status of classic American writer conferred by a Library of America edition was accorded to Lovecraft
with the publication of Tales, a collection of his weird fiction stories. According to scholar S. Relevant
discussion may be found on the talk page. Now all my tales are based on the fundamental premise that
common human laws and interests and emotions have no validity or significance in the vast cosmos-at-large.
To me there is nothing but puerility in a tale in which the human formâ€”and the local human passions and
conditions and standardsâ€”are depicted as native to other worlds or other universes. To achieve the essence of
real externality, whether of time or space or dimension, one must forget that such things as organic life, good
and evil, love and hate, and all such local attributes of a negligible and temporary race called mankind, have
any existence at all. Only the human scenes and characters must have human qualities. These must be handled
with unsparing realism, not catch-penny romanticism but when we cross the line to the boundless and hideous
unknownâ€”the shadow-haunted Outsideâ€”we must remember to leave our humanity and terrestrialism at the
threshold. These worshippers served a useful narrative purpose for Lovecraft. Many beings of the Mythos
were too powerful to be defeated by human opponents, and so horrific that direct knowledge of them meant
insanity for the victim. When dealing with such beings, Lovecraft needed a way to provide exposition and
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build tension without bringing the story to a premature end. Human followers gave him a way to reveal
information about their "gods" in a diluted form, and also made it possible for his protagonists to win paltry
victories. Lovecraft, like his contemporaries, envisioned "savages" as closer to supernatural knowledge
unknown to civilized man. Descendants may be very far removed, both in place and in time and, indeed, in
culpability , from the act itself, and yet, they may be haunted by the revenant past, e. Many of his characters
would be free from danger if they simply managed to run away; however, this possibility either never arises or
is somehow curtailed by some outside force, such as in " The Colour Out of Space " and " The Dreams in the
Witch House ". Often his characters are subject to a compulsive influence from powerful malevolent or
indifferent beings. In some cases, this doom is manifest in the entirety of humanity, and no escape is possible
The Shadow Out of Time. Spenglerian imagery of cyclical decay is present in particular in At the Mountains
of Madness. In some stories this struggle is at an individual level; many of his protagonists are cultured, highly
educated men who are gradually corrupted by some obscure and feared influence. In such stories, the curse is
often a hereditary one, either because of interbreeding with non-humans e. In other tales, an entire society is
threatened by barbarism. Sometimes the barbarism comes as an external threat, with a civilized race destroyed
in war e. Sometimes, an isolated pocket of humanity falls into decadence and atavism of its own accord e. But
most often, such stories involve a civilized culture being gradually undermined by a malevolent underclass
influenced by inhuman forces. It is likely that the " Roaring Twenties " left Lovecraft disillusioned as he was
still obscure and struggling with the basic necessities of daily life, combined with seeing non-Western
European immigrants in New York City. As he grew older, his original Anglo-Saxon racial worldview
softened into a classism or elitism which regarded the superior race to include all those self-ennobled through
high culture. From the start, Lovecraft did not hold all white people in uniform high regard, but rather
esteemed the English people and those of English descent. In his early published essays, private letters and
personal utterances, he argued for a strong color line to preserve race and culture. Lovecraft showed sympathy
to those who adopted Western culture, even to the extent of marrying a Jewish woman whom he viewed as
"well assimilated". In a letter to James F. Indeed, at a time when men viewed science as limitless and
powerful, Lovecraft imagined alternative potential and fearful outcomes. Protagonist characters in Lovecraft
are usually educated men, citing scientific and rational evidence to support their non-faith. Herbert
Westâ€”Reanimator reflects on the atheism common in academic circles.
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Chapter 2 : Necronomicon: Book of Dead () - IMDb
The following list of titles are the books H. P. Lovecraft listed as being the titles he owned on the weird in his August 27,
letter to Clark Ashton Smith, a letter now held in the Northern Illinois University Library. The headings and listings follow
those of the original. An earlier.

Plot[ edit ] The film is broken into four separate features: The Library[ edit ] In the wrap-around story of the
film, H. Lovecraft Jeffrey Combs learns of a monastery where a copy of the Necronomicon is held. Having
been a regular there for his research, he sets up an appointment, his cab driver told to wait outside. Taking
insult when the head monk calls his work "fiction", Lovecraft insists that all his writings are true. Requesting
to read the Alchemical Encyclopedia Vol. III, Lovecraft steals a key from another monk and flees to the cellar
where the Necronomicon is being held. Unknown to him, a monk has seen him. Unlocking the vault where the
book is held, the door closes behind Lovecraft unexpectedly, making him drop the key down a grating and into
the water below. As that happens, one of the seals is opened. Lovecraft sits to read and record what he is
reading. Distraught, Jethro picked up a copy of the Holy Bible in front of several funeral mourners, tossed it
into the fireplace and announced that any god who would take from him is not welcome in his home. That
night, an odd fishman arrives and tells him he is "not alone", then leaves behind an English translation of the
Necronomicon. Using the book, Jethro brings his family back to life. However, they are revived as unholy
monsters with green glowing eyes and tentacles in their mouths. Feeling guilty, he chooses to commit suicide
by casting himself off an upper floor balcony. Edward, distraught over a car accident years before which killed
his wife, Clara, finds the Necronomicon and performs the ritual to revive her. That night, Clara arrives and
asks to be invited in. Edward apologizes for the accident. Clara begins to regurgitate tentacles from her mouth,
and in a panic, Edward pushes her away. Clara angrily attacks, but Edward, with a sword taken from a nearby
wall, cuts her. She turns into a tentacle leading underneath the floor. Drawn underground from the injury, the
creature below destroys the main floor and rises, a gigantic monster with tentacles, one eye and a large mouth.
Edward cuts a rope holding the chandelier, jumps to it and climbs to the ceiling. Edward pushes the chandelier
rope free from the pulley, the pointed bottom piercing the monster in the eye, presumably killing it. Now on
the roof, Edward has avoided the same fate that Jethro had years before, and decides to live. The Cold[ edit ]
Reporter Dale Porkel is suspicious of a string of strange murders in Boston over the past several decades.
Confronting a woman at a local apartment building, he is invited in only to find the entire place is very cold.
The woman he has confronted claims to suffer a rare skin condition which has left her sensitive to heat and
light. Emily had supposedly taken residence in the apartment building, and told by Lena, the owner, not to
disturb the other tenant, Dr. Richard Madden, a scientist. Her first night, she is attacked by her sexually
abusive stepfather, Sam, who has tracked her down. Running away, the two struggle on the steps leading to
the apartment next door. He fall down from the stairs and dies. Emily is bandaged up and given medication.
Heading upstairs, she finds Dr. Madden and Lena mutilating Sam. She passes out, to awaken later in her bed
with a clean ceiling. Madden assures her that it was all a bad dream. The next day while job hunting, Emily
sees two cops with flyers asking for information about the murder of Sam. Madden, and he comes clean:
Though Sam was already dead from the fall, Dr. Madden claims he would have killed Sam regardless for what
he had done to Emily. In the greenhouse, Dr. Madden proves this by injecting a wilted rose with a compound
to revive it, claiming that as long as it is kept out of the sun, it will never die. The two have sex, with a
distraught and angry Lena spying on them. Madden, a feeling that has never been returned. Emily flees, only
to return months later. Upon arrival, Emily finds her boss from the diner in Dr. Lena stabs the man in the back,
killing him. Lena insists on killing Emily, but Dr. Madden will not allow it, the two struggled destroying lab
equipment in the process. The resulting fire injures Dr. Madden severely, and without his fresh injection of
pure spinal fluid, feels no pain as his body disintegrates before he dies. Lena shoots Emily with a shotgun in
revenge. Emily announces her pregnancy, and Lena, feeling a loyalty to Dr. Emily reveals he is right, and that
she is still pregnant, hoping one day that her baby may be born. She also reveals that she has continued
murdering for spinal fluid, and chooses to keep a supply stockpiled. Dale realizes his coffee has been drugged
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as an aged Lena approaches him, brandishing a syringe. Whispers[ edit ] During a pursuit of a suspect known
as "the Butcher", two police officers, Paul and Sarah of the Philadelphia Police Department, are arguing over
their failed relationship and the coming baby. The argument leads to a crash, flipping the cruiser upside down.
Paul, having unbuckled his seat belt in the argument, is knocked out and dragged off by an unseen person.
Sarah unbuckles herself, breaks the window and exits the vehicle. Unable to call for backup, she follows a
blood trail alone. Inside the old warehouse, Sarah follows as Paul is taken down a service elevator. Sarah trips
on a rope and falls through to the floor, saved from impact by the rope around her ankle. The rope breaks a
second after. As she gets up, she finds a man in glasses, Harold Benedict. Insisting he is merely the landlord of
the warehouse and the Butcher is a tenant, he offers to lead her to him. Downstairs, the two are shot at by Mrs.
Benedict, a blind old woman. Sarah, sick of getting a run-around, takes the shotgun and orders the two to lead
her to the Butcher. She also claims the Butcher is an alien. While searching for the Butcher, Sarah makes her
way to an underground cavern filled with bat-like creatures and other monstrosities, but the Benedicts pull the
ladder from the hole, leaving Sarah trapped. As Sarah ventures through the cavern, she starts to become
scared, even promising to keep her unborn child. She later sees Paul, but he has already been eaten by the
bat-like creatures that inhabit the cavern. His brains are needed by the bats to reproduce. The bats then begin
to corner her. She later wakes up on a table where Mr. Benedict are seemingly trying to feed Sarah to the alien
bats. Sarah suddenly wakes up in a hospital. Her mother and a doctor who resemble the Benedicts rush into
her room. Sarah was forced to have an abortion as a result of the car accident earlier, but her mother insists
that she will be forgiven if she forgives herself. Sarah wants to see Paul, but Paul is brain dead and turns out to
be in the very same state that he was found back in the caverns. Sarah does not understand what her mother is
talking about, as she thought the baby had to be aborted. Her mother opens her blouse and reveals that the
baby is inside the womb of the alien-bat creatures. Sarah is even more scared especially after removing her
bed sheets and finding out she has lost half of one of her arms. Suddenly, the hospital setting changes back
into the cavern. Sarah is still on the table, about to become a meal for the alien bats. Harold wants to leave but
Sarah still has the keys. The Library[ edit ] With the conclusion of the third tale, Lovecraft is confronted by
the head monk, who assures him that all will be fine if he opens the door. Lovecraft admits he dropped the
key. Furious, the monk warns Lovecraft to replace the book, but the author is attacked by a monster in the
water beneath him, and the last of the seals opens up. The head monk reveals himself to not be human at all, as
he begins stretching his body through the bars to enter the room, and Lovecraft uses a sword in his cane to
defeat the monster in the water. Gathering his things and grabbing the book, Lovecraft begins to depart, being
caught by one of the monks who warns him of the foolishness of his actions, telling him he will pay for his
misdeeds. Lovecraft then escapes to the taxi and orders it to leave, and it leaves unpursued.
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Chapter 3 : H.P. Lovecraft Library of Weird Fiction
Josiah records for books from Lovecraft's library in the John Hay Library's Lovecraft Collection may be found using
search for author "lovecraft collection brown university lovecrafts library"; all of them have a call number beginning
PSO82 Z

For more photographs, take a look at Andrew M. Lovecraft loved this building and hoped to someday have
enough personal wealth to acquire it. It was, unfortunately, torn down in I entered the highest grade of
primary school, but soon found the instruction quite useless, since I had picked up most of the material before.
However, I do not regret the venture, since it was in dear old Slater Avenue alasâ€”to be abandoned next year!
She died there on 24 May â€”as the result of a possibly bungled gall bladder operation. Ladd Observatory Map
The late Prof. Ladd Observatory tops a considerable eminence about a mile from the house. I used to walk up
Doyle Avenue with my wheel, but when returning would have a glorious coast down it. The Stephen Harris
House, Benefit Street Map The house wasâ€”and for that matter still isâ€”of a kind to attract the attention of
the curious. Originally a farm or semi-farm building, it followed the average New England colonial lines of
the middle eighteenth centuryâ€”the prosperous peaked-roof sort, with two stories and dormerless attic, and
with the Georgian doorway and interior panelling dictated by the progress of taste at that time. It faced south,
with one gable and buried to the lower windows in the eastward rising hill, and the other exposed to the
foundations toward the street. Its constuction, over a century and a half ago, had followed the grading and
streightening of the road in that especial vicinity; for Benefit Streetâ€”at first called Back Streetâ€”was laid
out as a lane winding amongst the graveyards of the first settlers, and straightened only when the removal of
the bodies to the North Burial Ground made it decently possible to cut through the old family plots. Whipple
was a sane, conservative physician of the old school He lived with one man-servant in a Georgian homestead
with knocker and iron-railed steps, balanced eerily on a steep ascent of North Court Street beside the ancient
brick court and colony house where his grandfatherâ€”a cousin of that celebrated privateersman, Capt.
Hamilton House, Angell Street Map William Harris, at last thoroughly convinced of the radically unhealthy
nature of his abode, now took steps toward quitting it and closing it forever. Securing temporary quarters for
himself and his wife at the newly opened Golden Ball Inn, he arranged for the building of a new and finer
house in Westminster Street, in the growing part of the town across the Great Bridge. There, in , his son Dutee
was born; and there the family dwelt till the encroachments of commerce drove them back across the river and
over the hill to Angell Street, in the newer East Side residence district, where the late Archer Harris built his
sumptuous but hideous French-roofed mansion in Munn was there with W. How superstitious some people
are! Letter to Helen V. The church was designed by John Holden Greene and was dedicated in During the
American Revolution the name was changed to St. It seemed to be a sort of monster, or symbol representing a
monster, of a form which only a diseased fancy could conceive. If I say that my somewhat extravagant
imagination yielded simultaneous pictures of an octopus, a dragon, and a human caricature, I shall not be
unfaithful to the spirit of the thing. A pulpy, tentacled head surmounted a grotesque and scaly body with
rudimentary wings; but it was the general outline of the whole which made it most shockingly frightful. The
Halsey House, Prospect Street Map A taxicab whilred him through Post Office Square with its glimpse of the
river, the old Market House, and the head of the bay, and up the steep curved slope of Waterman Street to
Prospect, where the vast gleaming dome and sunset-flushed Ionic columns of the Christian Science Church
beckoned northward. Then eight squares past the fine old estates his childish eyes had known, and the quaint
brick sidewalks so often trodden by his youthful feet. And at last the litte white overtaken farmhouse on the
right, on the left the classic Adam porch and stately bayed facade of the great brick house where he was born.
It was twilight, and Charles Dexter Ward had come home. Letter to Frank Belknap Long, 1 May Only three
doors away is a little white farmhouse two centuries oldâ€”long overtaken by the growing city and now
inhabited by an artist who still preserves a tiny patch of farmyard Letter to James F. Letter to Frank Belknap
Long, February This library was founded in , built in , and opened on July 11, We found this fane as pleasing
within as without, the panelling and the carving above the doors being especially notable as specimens of

Page 6

DOWNLOAD PDF LOVECRAFTS LIBRARY
Georgian workmanship. Letter to Samuel Loveman, 5 January
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Chapter 4 : Miskatonic University library - H.P. Lovecraft in the Comics
By S.T. Joshi with David E. Schultz Back Cover Text. H. P. Lovecraft was one of the most well-read authors of his time,
and his personal library constitutes an intimate glimpse into his mind and imagination.

Published February in Weird Tales, Vol. In my tortured ears there sounds unceasingly a nightmare whirring
and flapping, and a faint distant baying as of some gigantic hound. It is not dream - it is not, I fear, even
madness - for too much has already happened to give me these merciful doubts. St John is a mangled corpse; I
alone know why, and such is my knowledge that I am about to blow out my brains for fear I shall be mangled
in the same way. Down unlit and illimitable corridors of eldrith phantasy sweeps the black, shapeless Nemesis
that drives me to self-annihilation. May heaven forgive the folly and morbidity which led us both to so
monstrous a fate! Wearied with the commonplaces of a prosaic world; where even the joys of romance and
adventure soon grow stale, St John and I had followed enthusiastically every aesthetic and intellectual
movement which promised respite from our devastating ennui. The enigmas of the symbolists and the
ecstasies of the pre-Raphaelites all were ours in their time, but each new mood was drained too soon, of its
diverting novelty and appeal. Only the somber philosophy of the decadents could help us, and this we found
potent only by increasing gradually the depth and diabolism of our penetrations. Baudelaire and Huysmans
were soon exhausted of thrills, till finally there remained for us only the more direct stimuli of unnatural
personal experiences and adventures. It was this frightful emotional need which led us eventually to that
detestable course which even in my present fear I mention with shame and timidity - that hideous extremity of
human outrage, the abhorred practice of grave-robbing. I cannot reveal the details of our shocking expeditions,
or catalogue even partly the worst of the trophies adorning the nameless museum we prepared in the great
stone house where we jointly dwelt, alone and servantless. Our museum was a blasphemous, unthinkable
place, where with the satanic taste of neurotic virtuosi we had assembled an universe of terror and decay to
excite our jaded sensibilities. It was a secret room, far, far, underground; where huge winged daemons carven
of basalt and onyx vomited from wide grinning mouths weird green and orange light, and hidden pneumatic
pipes ruffled into kaleidoscopic dances of death the lines of red charnel things hand in hand woven in
voluminous black hangings. Through these pipes came at will the odors our moods most craved; sometimes
the scent of pale funeral lilies; sometimes the narcotic incense of imagined Eastern shrines of the kingly dead,
and sometimes - how I shudder to recall it! Niches here and there contained skulls of all shapes, and heads
preserved in various stages of dissolution. There one might find the rotting, bald pates of famous noblemen,
and the fresh and radiantly golden heads of new-buried children. Statues and paintings there were, all of
fiendish subjects and some executed by St John and myself. A locked portfolio, bound in tanned human skin,
held certain unknown and unnameable drawings which it was rumored Goya had perpetrated but dared not
acknowledge. There were nauseous musical instruments, stringed, brass, and wood-wind, on which St John
and I sometimes produced dissonances of exquisite morbidity and cacodaemoniacal ghastliness; whilst in a
multitude of inlaid ebony cabinets reposed the most incredible and unimaginable variety of tomb-loot ever
assembled by human madness and perversity. It is of this loot in particular that I must not speak - thank God I
had the courage to destroy it long before I thought of destroying myself! The predatory excursions on which
we collected our unmentionable treasures were always artistically memorable events. We were no vulgar
ghouls, but worked only under certain conditions of mood, landscape, environment, weather, season, and
moonlight. These pastimes were to us the most exquisite form of aesthetic expression, and we gave their
details a fastidious technical care. An inappropriate hour, a jarring lighting effect, or a clumsy manipulation of
the damp sod, would almost totally destroy for us that ecstatic titillation which followed the exhumation of
some ominous, grinning secret of the earth. Our quest for novel scenes and piquant conditions was feverish
and insatiate - St John was always the leader, and he it was who led the way at last to that mocking, accursed
spot which brought us our hideous and inevitable doom. By what malign fatality were we lured to that terrible
Holland churchyard? I think it was the dark rumor and legendry, the tales of one buried for five centuries, who
had himself been a ghoul in his time and had stolen a potent thing from a mighty sepulchre. I can recall the
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scene in these final moments - the pale autumnal moon over the graves, casting long horrible shadows; the
grotesque trees, drooping sullenly to meet the neglected grass and the crumbling slabs; the vast legions of
strangely colossal bats that flew against the moon; the antique ivied church pointing a huge spectral finger at
the livid sky; the phosphorescent insects that danced like death-fires under the yews in a distant corner; the
odors of mould, vegetation, and less explicable things that mingled feebly with the night-wind from over far
swamps and seas; and, worst of all, the faint deep-toned baying of some gigantic hound which we could
neither see nor definitely place. As we heard this suggestion of baying we shuddered, remembering the tales of
the peasantry; for he whom we sought had centuries before been found in this self same spot, torn and
mangled by the claws and teeth of some unspeakable beast. Then we struck a substance harder than the damp
mould, and beheld a rotting oblong box crusted with mineral deposits from the long undisturbed ground. It
was incredibly tough and thick, but so old that we finally pried it open and feasted our eyes on what it held.
Much - amazingly much - was left of the object despite the lapse of five hundred years. The skeleton, though
crushed in places by the jaws of the thing that had killed it, held together with surprising firmness, and we
gloated over the clean white skull and its long, firm teeth and its eyeless sockets that once had glowed with a
charnel fever like our own. It was the oddly conventionalised figure of a crouching winged hound, or sphinx
with a semi-canine face, and was exquisitely carved in antique Oriental fashion from a small piece of green
jade. The expression of its features was repellent in the extreme, savoring at once of death, bestiality and
malevolence. Immediately upon beholding this amulet we knew that we must possess it; that this treasure
alone was our logical pelf from the centuried grave. Even had its outlines been unfamiliar we would have
desired it, but as we looked more closely we saw that it was not wholly unfamiliar. Alien it indeed was to all
art and literature which sane and balanced readers know, but we recognized it as the thing hinted of in the
forbidden Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul Alhazred; the ghastly soul-symbol of the corpse-eating cult
of inaccessible Leng, in Central Asia. All too well did we trace the sinister lineaments described by the old
Arab daemonologist; lineaments, he wrote, drawn from some obscure supernatural manifestation of the souls
of those who vexed and gnawed at the dead. Seizing the green jade object, we gave a last glance at the
bleached and cavern-eyed face of its owner and closed up the grave as we found it. But the autumn moon
shone weak and pale, and we could not be sure. So, too, as we sailed the next day away from Holland to our
home, we thought we heard the faint distant baying of some gigantic hound in the background. But the autumn
wind moaned sad and wan, and we could not be sure. Less than a week after our return to England, strange
things began to happen. We lived as recluses; devoid of friends, alone, and without servants in a few rooms of
an ancient manor-house on a bleak and unfrequented moor; so that our doors were seldom disturbed by the
knock of the visitor. Now, however, we were troubled by what seemed to be a frequent fumbling in the night,
not only around the doors but around the windows also, upper as well as lower. Once we fancied that a large,
opaque body darkened the library window when the moon was shining against it, and another time we thought
we heard a whirring or flapping sound not far off. On each occasion investigation revealed nothing, and we
began to ascribe the occurrences to imagination which still prolonged in our ears the faint far baying we
thought we had heard in the Holland churchyard. The jade amulet now reposed in a niche in our museum, and
sometimes we burned a strangely scented candle before it. On the night of September 24, , I heard a knock at
my chamber door. There was no one in the corridor. When I aroused St John from his sleep, he professed
entire ignorance of the event, and became as worried as I. It was the night that the faint, distant baying over
the moor became to us a certain and dreaded reality. Four days later, whilst we were both in the hidden
museum, there came a low, cautious scratching at the single door which led to the secret library staircase. Our
alarm was now divided, for, besides our fear of the unknown, we had always entertained a dread that our
grisly collection might be discovered. Extinguishing all lights, we proceeded to the door and threw it suddenly
open; whereupon we felt an unaccountable rush of air, and heard, as if receding far away, a queer combination
of rustling, tittering, and articulate chatter. Whether we were mad, dreaming, or in our senses, we did not try to
determine. We only realized, with the blackest of apprehensions, that the apparently disembodied chatter was
beyond a doubt in the Dutch language. After that we lived in growing horror and fascination. Mostly we held
to the theory that we were jointly going mad from our life of unnatural excitements, but sometimes it pleased
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us more to dramatize ourselves as the victims of some creeping and appalling doom. Bizarre manifestations
were now too frequent to count. Our lonely house was seemingly alive with the presence of some malign
being whose nature we could not guess, and every night that daemoniac baying rolled over the wind-swept
moor, always louder and louder. On October 29 we found in the soft earth underneath the library window a
series of footprints utterly impossible to describe. They were as baffling as the hordes of great bats which
haunted the old manor-house in unprecedented and increasing numbers. The horror reached a culmination on
November 18, when St John, walking home after dark from the dismal railway station, was seized by some
frightful carnivorous thing and torn to ribbons. His screams had reached the house, and I had hastened to the
terrible scene in time to hear a whir of wings and see a vague black cloudy thing silhouetted against the rising
moon. My friend was dying when I spoke to him, and he could not answer coherently. All he could do was to
whisper, "The amulet - that damned thing -" Then he collapsed, an inert mass of mangled flesh. I buried him
the next midnight in one of our neglected gardens, and mumbled over his body one of the devilish rituals he
had loved in life. And as I pronounced the last daemoniac sentence I heard afar on the moor the faint baying of
some gigantic hound. The moon was up, but I dared not look at it. And when I saw on the dim-lighted moor a
wide-nebulous shadow sweeping from mound to mound, I shut my eyes and threw myself face down upon the
ground. When I arose, trembling, I know not how much later, I staggered into the house and made shocking
obeisances before the enshrined amulet of green jade. Being now afraid to live alone in the ancient house on
the moor, I departed on the following day for London, taking with me the amulet after destroying by fire and
burial the rest of the impious collection in the museum. But after three nights I heard the baying again, and
before a week was over felt strange eyes upon me whenever it was dark. One evening as I strolled on Victoria
Embankment for some needed air, I saw a black shape obscure one of the reflections of the lamps in the water.
A wind, stronger than the night-wind, rushed by, and I knew that what had befallen St John must soon befall
me. The next day I carefully wrapped the green jade amulet and sailed for Holland. What mercy I might gain
by returning the thing to its silent, sleeping owner I knew not; but I felt that I must try any step conceivably
logical. Accordingly I sank into the nethermost abysses of despair when, at an inn in Rotterdam, I discovered
that thieves had despoiled me of this sole means of salvation. The baying was loud that evening, and in the
morning I read of a nameless deed in the vilest quarter of the city. The rabble were in terror, for upon an evil
tenement had fallen a red death beyond the foulest previous crime of the neighborhood. So at last I stood again
in the unwholesome churchyard where a pale winter moon cast hideous shadows and leafless trees drooped
sullenly to meet the withered, frosty grass and cracking slabs, and the ivied church pointed a jeering finger at
the unfriendly sky, and the night-wind howled maniacally from over frozen swamps and frigid seas. The
baying was very faint now, and it ceased altogether as I approached the ancient grave I had once violated, and
frightened away an abnormally large horde of bats which had been hovering curiously around it. I know not
why I went thither unless to pray, or gibber out insane pleas and apologies to the calm white thing that lay
within; but, whatever my reason, I attacked the half frozen sod with a desperation partly mine and partly that
of a dominating will outside myself. Excavation was much easier than I expected, though at one point I
encountered a queer interruption; when a lean vulture darted down out of the cold sky and pecked frantically
at the grave-earth until I killed him with a blow of my spade. Finally I reached the rotting oblong box and
removed the damp nitrous cover. This is the last rational act I ever performed. For crouched within that
centuried coffin, embraced by a closepacked nightmare retinue of huge, sinewy, sleeping bats, was the bony
thing my friend and I had robbed; not clean and placid as we had seen it then, but covered with caked blood
and shreds of alien flesh and hair, and leering sentiently at me with phosphorescent sockets and sharp
ensanguined fangs yawning twistedly in mockery of my inevitable doom. And when it gave from those
grinning jaws a deep, sardonic bay as of some gigantic hound, and I saw that it held in its gory filthy claw the
lost and fateful amulet of green jade, I merely screamed and ran away idiotically, my screams soon dissolving
into peals of hysterical laughter. Madness rides the star-wind Now, as the baying of that dead fleshless
monstrosity grows louder and louder, and the stealthy whirring and flapping of those accursed web-wings
closer and closer, I shall seek with my revolver the oblivion which is my only refuge from the unnamed and
unnameable.
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