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Of Herbert West, who was ny friend in college and in after life, | can speak
only with extrene terror. This terror is not due altogether to the sinister
manner of his recent disappearance, but was engendered by the whol e nature of
his life-work, and first gained its acute formnore than seventeen years ago,
when we were in the third year of our course at the M skatonic University

Medi cal School in Arkham While he was with ne, the wonder and di abolismof his
experinments fascinated nme utterly, and | was his closest conpanion. Now that he
is gone and the spell is broken, the actual fear is greater. Menories and
possibilities are ever nore hideous than realities.

The first horrible incident of our acquaintance was the greatest shock | ever
experienced, and it is only with reluctance that | repeat it. As | have said, it
happened when we were in the medical schooll where West had al ready made hi nmsel f
notorious through his wild theories on the nature of death and the possibility
of overcoming it artificially. Hs views, which were widely ridiculed by the
faculty and by his fell ow students, hinged on the essentially nmechanistic nature
of life; and concerned neans for operating the organic machinery of mankind by
cal cul ated chem cal action after the failure of natural processes. In his
experinments with various aninmating solutions, he had killed and treated i mense
nunbers of rabbits, guinea-pigs, cats, dogs, and nonkeys, till he had becone the
prime nui sance of the college. Several tinmes he had actually obtained signs of
life in. animals supposedly dead; in many cases violent sign5; but he soon saw
that the perfection of his process, if indeed possible, would necessarily
involve a lifetime of research. It |ikewi se became clear that, since the sane
sol uti on never worked alike on different organic species, he would require human
subj ects for further and nore specialised progress. It was here that he first
came into conflict with the college authorities, and was debarred fromfuture
experiments by no less a dignitary than the dean of the nmedical school hinself
-- the learned and benevolent Dr. Allan Hal sey, whose work in behalf of the
stricken is recalled by every old resident of Arkham

| had al ways been exceptionally tolerant of West’'s pursuits, and we frequently
di scussed his theories, whose ranifications and corollaries were al nost

infinite. Holding with Haeckel that all life is a chem cal and physical process,
and that the so-called "soul" is a myth, ny friend believed that artificia

reani mati on of the dead can depend only on the condition of the tissues; and
that unl ess actual deconposition has set in, a corpse fully equi pped with organs
may with suitable nmeasures be set going again in the peculiar fashion known as
life. That the psychic or intellectual life nmight be inpaired by the slight
deterioration of sensitive brain-cells which even a short period of death would
be apt to cause, West fully realised. It had at first been his hope to find a
reagent which would restore vitality before the actual advent of death, and only
repeated failures on animals had shewn himthat the natural and artificia
life-notions were inconpatible. He then sought extreme freshness in his

speci mens, injecting his solutions into the blood inmediately after the
extinction of life. It was this circunstance which nade the professors so
carelessly sceptical, for they felt that true death had not occurred in any
case. They did not stop to view the matter closely and reasoningly.

It was not long after the faculty had interdicted his work that West confided to
me his resolution to get fresh human bodies in some manner, and continue in
secret the experinents he could no | onger performopenly. To hear him di scussing



ways and nmeans was rather ghastly, for at the college we had never procured
anat onmi cal speci nens oursel ves. Wenever the norgue proved inadequate, two |oca
negroes attended to this matter, and they were sel dom questi oned. West was then
a small, slender, spectacled youth with delicate features, yellow hair, pale

bl ue eyes, and a soft voice, and it was uncanny to hear himdwelling on the
relative nerits of Christchurch Cenetery and the potter’s field. W finally

deci ded on the potter’'s field, because practically every body in Christchurch
was enbal med; a thing of course ruinous to West's researches.

I was by this time his active and enthralled assistant, and hel ped hi m nake al
hi s deci sions, not only concerning the source of bodies but concerning a

sui tabl e place for our |oathsone work. It was | who thought of the deserted
Chapman farnmhouse beyond Meadow Hill, where we fitted up on the ground floor an
operating roomand a | aboratory, each with dark curtains to conceal our m dnight
doi ngs. The place was far fromany road, and in sight of no other house, yet
precauti ons were none the | ess necessary; since runours of strange |ights,
started by chance nocturnal roaners, would soon bring disaster on our
enterprise. It was agreed to call the whole thing a chem cal |aboratory if

di scovery should occur. Gradually we equi pped our sinister haunt of science with
mat eri al s either purchased in Boston or quietly borrowed fromthe coll ege --

mat eri al s carefully made unrecogni sabl e save to expert eyes -- and provided
spades and picks for the many burials we should have to make in the cellar. At
the coll ege we used an incinerator, but the apparatus was too costly for our
unaut hori sed | aboratory. Bodi es were always a nui sance -- even the snal

gui nea-pi g bodies fromthe slight clandestine experinents in West’s room at the
boar di ng- house.

We followed the | ocal death-notices |ike ghouls, for our speci nens denanded
particular qualities. What we wanted were corpses interred soon after death and
wi thout artificial preservation; preferably free frommalform ng di sease, and
certainly with all organs present. Accident victins were our best hope. Not for
many weeks did we hear of anything suitable; though we talked with norgue and
hospital authorities, ostensibly in the college’s interest, as often as we could
Wi t hout exciting suspicion. We found that the college had first choice in every
case, so that it mght be necessary to remain in Arkham during the summer, when
only the Iimted summer-school classes were held. In the end, though, |uck
favoured us; for one day we heard of an al nost ideal case in the potter’s field;
a brawny young wor kman drowned only the nmorning before in Sumrer’s Pond, and
buried at the town’s expense w thout delay or enbal mi ng. That afternoon we found
the new grave, and determined to begin work soon after m dnight.

It was a repul sive task that we undertook in the black small hours, even though
we | acked at that time the special horror of graveyards which | ater experiences
brought to us. We carried spades and oil dark lanterns, for although electric
torches were then nmanufactured, they were not as satisfactory as the tungsten
contrivances of today. The process of unearthing was slow and sordid -- it m ght
have been gruesonely poetical if we had been artists instead of scientists --
and we were gl ad when our spades struck wood. When the pine box was fully
uncover ed, West scranbled down and renoved the |id, dragging out and propping up
the contents. | reached down and haul ed the contents out of the grave, and then
both toiled hard to restore the spot to its former appearance. The affair made
us rather nervous, especially the stiff formand vacant face of our first
trophy, but we nmanaged to renove all traces of our visit. When we had patted
down the | ast shovel ful of earth, we- put the specinen in a canvas sack and set
out for the old Chapman pl ace beyoiid Meadow Hill.

On an inprovised dissecting-table in the old farmhouse, by the Iight of a

power ful acetylene | anp, the speci nen was not very spectral |ooking. It had been
a sturdy and apparently uni magi native youth of whol esone pl ebei an type --

| arge-franed, grey-eyed, and brown-haired -- a sound ani mal wi thout
psychol ogi cal subtleties, and probably having vital processes of the sinplest



and healthiest sort. Now, with the eyes closed, it | ooked nore asleep than dead;
t hough the expert test of nmy friend soon | eft no doubt on that score. W had at

| ast what West had al ways | onged for -- a real dead man of the ideal kind, ready
for the solution as prepared according to the nost careful calculations and
theories for human use. The tension on our part becane very great. W knew that
there was scarcely a chance for anything |ike conplete success, and could not
avoi d hideous fears at possible grotesque results of partial aninmation.
Especially were we apprehensi ve concerning the m nd and i npul ses of the
creature, since in the space follow ng death sone of the nore delicate cerebra

cells mght well have suffered deterioration. |, nyself, still held sonme curious
noti ons about the traditional "soul"” of man, and felt an awe at the secrets that
m ght be told by one returning fromthe dead. | wondered what sights this placid

yout h mi ght have seen in inaccessible spheres, and what he could relate if fully
restored to life. But my wonder was not overwhel ming, since for the nost part |
shared the materialismof nmy friend. He was calner than | as he forced a | arge
quantity of his fluid into a vein of the body’'s arm immedi ately binding the

i nci sion securely.

The waiting was gruesone, but West never faltered. Every now and then he applied
his stethoscope to the specinmen, and bore the negative results philosophically.
After about three-quarters of an hour w thout the [east sign of life he

di sappoi ntedly pronounced the solution inadequate, but determ ned to make the
nmost of his opportunity and try one change in the fornmula before disposing of
his ghastly prize. W had that afternoon dug a grave in the cellar, and would
have to fill it by dawn -- for although we had fixed a | ock on the house, we

wi shed to shun even the renptest risk of a ghoulish discovery. Besides, the body
woul d not be even approximately fresh the next night. So taking the solitary
acetylene lanp into the adjacent |aboratory, we left our silent guest on the
slab in the dark, and bent every energy to the nixing of a new solution; the

wei ghi ng and neasuring supervised by West with an al nost fanatical care.

The awful event was very sudden, and wholly unexpected. | was pouring sonething
fromone test-tube to another, and West was busy over the al cohol blast-Ilanp
which had to answer for a Bunsen burner in this gasless edifice, when fromthe
pitch-black roomwe had |left there burst the nost appalling and daenoni ac
succession of cries that either of us had ever heard. Not nmore unutterable could
have been the chaos of hellish sound if the pit itself had opened to rel ease the
agony of the dammed, for in one inconceivable cacophony was centered all the
supernal terror and unnatural despair of animate nature. Human it could not have
been -- it is not in man to make such sounds -- and wi thout a thought of our

| ate enmpl oyment or its possible discovery, both West and | |eaped to the nearest
wi ndow | i ke stricken aninmals; overturning tubes, lanp, and retorts, and vaulting
madly into the starred abyss of the rural night. | think we screaned oursel ves
as we stunbled frantically toward the town, though as we reached the outskirts
we put on a senblance of restraint -- just enough to seemlike belated revellers
st aggeri ng home from a debauch

We did not separate, but nanaged to get to West's room where we whispered with
the gas up until dawn. By then we had cal ned ourselves a little with rationa
theories and plans for investigation, so that we could sleep through the day --
cl asses being disregarded. But that evening two itens in the paper, wholly

unrel ated, nmade it again inpossible for us to sleep. The ol d deserted Chaprman
house had i nexplicably burned to an anorphous heap of ashes; that we could
under st and because of the upset |anp. Also, an attenpt had been nade to disturb
a new grave in the potter's field, as if by futile and spadel ess clawi ng at the
earth. That we could not understand, for we had patted down the nould very
careful ly.

And for seventeen years after that West would | ook frequently over his shoul der
and conplain of fancied footsteps behind him Now he has di sappear ed.

I1. The Pl ague- Daenpn
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I shall never forget that hideous sumrer sixteen years ago, when |ike a noxious
afrite fromthe halls of Eblis typhoid stalked leeringly through Arkham It is
by that satanic scourge that nost recall the year, for truly terror brooded with
bat -wi ngs over the piles of coffins in the tonbs of Christchurch Cenetery; yet
for me there is a greater horror in that tine -- a horror known to nme al one now
that Herbert West has di sappeared.

West and | were doi ng post-graduate work in sunmer classes at the nedical schoo
of M skatonic University, and ny friend had attained a wide notoriety because of
his experinents | eading toward the revivification of the dead. After the
scientific slaughter of uncounted small animals the freaki sh work had ostensibly
stopped by order of our sceptical dean, Dr. Allan Hal sey; though West had
continued to performcertain secret tests in his dingy boarding-house room and
had on one terrible and unforgettabl e occasion taken a human body fromits grave
in the potter’'s field to a deserted farmhouse beyond Meadow Hill.

I was with himon that odious occasion, and saw himinject into the still veins
the elixir which he thought would to sone extent restore life's chem cal and
physi cal processes. It had ended horribly -- in a deliriumof fear which we
gradually came to attribute to our own overw ought nerves -- and West had never
afterward been able to shake off a maddeni ng sensation of being haunted and
hunted. The body had not been quite fresh enough; it is obvious that to restore
normal nmental attributes a body nust be very fresh indeed; and the burning of
the ol d house had prevented us fromburying the thing. It would have been better
if we could have known it was underground.

After that experience West had dropped his researches for some tine; but as the
zeal of the born scientist slowy returned, he again becanme inportunate with the
col l ege faculty, pleading for the use of the dissecting-roomand of fresh human
speci mens for the work he regarded as so overwhel mingly inmportant. Hi s pleas,
however, were wholly in vain; for the decision of Dr. Halsey was inflexible, and
t he other professors all endorsed the verdict of their leader. In the radica
theory of reanimtion they saw nothing but the i mmture vagaries of a youthfu
ent husi ast whose slight form yellow hair, spectacled blue eyes, and soft voice
gave no hint of the supernormal -- alnost diabolical -- power of the cold brain
within. | can see himnow as he was then -- and |I shiver. He grew sterner of
face, but never elderly. And now Sefton Asylum has had the m shap and West has
vani shed.

West cl ashed di sagreeably with Dr. Hal sey near the end of our |ast undergraduate
termin a wordy dispute that did less credit to himthan to the kindiy dean in
poi nt of courtesy. He felt that he was needlessly and irrationally retarded in a
suprenely great work; a work which he could of course conduct to suit hinself in
| ater years, but which he wished to begin while still possessed of the
exceptional facilities of the university. That the tradition-bound el ders should
ignore his singular results on aninmals, and persist in their denial of the
possibility of reanimation, was inexpressibly disgusting and al npst

i nconprehensible to a youth of West’'s |ogical tenperanent. Only greater maturity
could help himunderstand the chronic nmental |imtations of the
"professor-doctor” type -- the product of generations of pathetic Puritani sm

ki ndly, conscientious, and someti mes gentle and am abl e, yet always narrow,

i ntol erant, customridden, and | acking in perspective. Age has nore charity for
these inconpl ete yet high-soul ed characters, whose worst real vice is timdity,
and who are ultimtely punished by general ridicule for their intellectual sins
-- sins like Ptolemaism Calvinism anti-Darwi nism anti-N etzscheism and every
sort of Sabbatarianismand sunptuary |egislation. West, young despite his
marvel | ous scientific acquirements, had scant patience with good Dr. Hal sey and
his erudite coll eagues; and nursed an increasing resentnent, coupled with a
desire to prove his theories to these obtuse worthies in sone striking and
dramatic fashion. Like nmost youths, he indul ged in el aborate daydreans of



revenge, triunph, and final nagnani nous forgiveness.

And then had cone the scourge, grinning and lethal, fromthe nightmare caverns
of Tartarus. West and | had graduated about the time of its begi nning, but had
remai ned for additional work at the sunmer school, so that we were in Arkham
when it broke with full daenoniac fury upon the town. Though not as yet licenced
physi ci ans, we now had our degrees, and were pressed frantically into public
service as the nunbers of the stricken grew. The situation was al nost past
managenent, and deat hs ensued too frequently for the local undertakers fully to
handl e. Burials w thout enbal mi ng were made in rapid succession, and even the
Christchurch Cenetery receiving tomb was cramed with coffins of the unenbal nmed
dead. This circunmstance was not w thout effect on West, who thought often of the
irony of the situation -- so many fresh specinens, yet none for his persecuted
researches! W were frightfully overworked, and the terrific nmental and nervous
strain made ny friend brood norbidly.

But West's gentle enenies were no | ess harassed with prostrating duties. College
had all but closed, and every doctor of the nedical faculty was helping to fight
the typhoid plague. Dr. Halsey in particular had distinguished hinmself in
sacrificing service, applying his extrene skill with whol e-hearted energy to
cases which many ot hers shunned because of danger or apparent hopel essness.
Before a nonth was over the fearless dean had become a popul ar hero, though he
seenmed unconscious of his fame as he struggled to keep fromcollapsing with
physi cal fatigue and nervous exhaustion. West could not withhold adm ration for
the fortitude of his foe, but because of this was even nore determ ned to prove
to himthe truth of his amazi ng doctrines. Taking advantage of the

di sorgani sation of both college work and nuni ci pal health regul ati ons, he
managed to get a recently deceased body snmuggled into the university

di ssecting-room one night, and in ny presence injected a new nodification of his
solution. The thing actually opened its eyes, but only stared at the ceiling
with a | ook of soul-petrifying horror before collapsing into an inertness from
whi ch nothing could rouse it. West said it was not fresh enough -- the hot
summer air does not favour corpses. That tinme we were al nost caught before we
incinerated the thing, and West doubted the advisability of repeating his daring
m suse of the college |aboratory.

The peak of the epidem c was reached in August. West and | were al nost dead, and
Dr. Halsey did die on the 14th. The students all attended the hasty funeral on
the 15th, and bought an inpressive weath, though the latter was quite
overshadowed by the tributes sent by wealthy Arkhamcitizens and by the
municipality itself. It was alnost a public affair, for the dean had surely been
a public benefactor. After the entombnment we were all sonmewhat depressed, and
spent the afternoon at the bar of the Commrerci al House; where West, though
shaken by the death of his chief opponent, chilled the rest of us with
references to his notorious theories. Mst of the students went home, or to
various duties, as the evening advanced; but West persuaded ne to aid himin
"maki ng a night of it" West’'s |andlady saw us arrive at his roomabout two in
the norning, with a third man between us; and told her husband that we had al
evidently dined and wi ned rather well

Apparently this acidulous matron was right; for about 3 a.m the whol e house was
aroused by cries coming fromWst’'s room where when they broke down the door
they found the two of us unconscious on the bl ood-stained carpet, beaten
scratched, and maul ed, and with the broken remants of West's bottles and

i nstruments around us. Only an open wi ndow told what had becone of our

assail ant, and many wondered how he hinself had fared after the terrific leap
fromthe second story to the | awn which he nust have nmade. There were sone
strange garnments in the room but West upon regaining consci ousness said they
did not belong to the stranger, but were specinmens collected for bacteriol ogica
analysis in the course of investigations on the transm ssion of germ di seases.
He ordered them burnt as soon as possible in the capacious fireplace. To the



police we both declared ignorance of our late conpanion’s identity. He was, West
nervously said, a congenial stranger whom we had net at some downt own bar of
uncertain |ocation. W had all been rather jovial, and West and | did not w sh
to have our pugnaci ous conpani on hunted down.

That same ni ght saw the begi nning of the second Arkham horror -- the horror that
to me eclipsed the plague itself. Christ-church Cenetery was the scene of a
terrible killing; a watchman having been clawed to death in a nmanner not only
too hideous for description, but raising a doubt as to the human agency of the
deed. The victimhad been seen alive considerably after m dnight -- the dawn
reveal ed the unutterable thing. The manager of a circus at the neighbouring town
of Bolton was questioned, but he swore that no beast had at any tine escaped
fromits cage. Those who found the body noted a trail of blood |leading to the
recei ving tonmb, where a small pool of red lay on the concrete just outside the
gate. A fainter trail |led away toward the woods, but it soon gave out.

The next night devils danced on the roofs of Arkham and unnatural madness

how ed in the wi nd. Through the fevered town had crept a curse which sone said
was greater than the plague, and which sonme whi spered was the enbodi ed
daenon-soul of the plague itself. Eight houses were entered by a nanel ess thing
which strewed red death in its wake -- in all, seventeen mai ned and shapel ess
remmants of bodies were left behind by the voicel ess, sadistic nonster that
crept abroad. A few persons had half seen it in the dark, and said it was white
and like a mal formed ape or anthroponorphic fiend. It had not |eft behind quite
all that it had attacked, for sonetines it had been hungry. The nunber it had
killed was fourteen; three of the bodies had been in stricken honmes and had not
been alive.

On the third night frantic bands of searchers, |led by the police, captured it in
a house on Crane Street near the M skatonic canpus. They had organi sed the quest
with care, keeping in touch by neans of volunteer tel ephone stations, and when
sonmeone in the college district had reported hearing a scratching at a shuttered
wi ndow, the net was quickly spread. On account of the general alarm and
precautions, there were only two nore victins, and the capture was effected

wi t hout major casualties. The thing was finally stopped by a bullet, though not
a fatal one, and was rushed to the | ocal hospital am dst universal excitenent
and | oat hi ng.

For it had been a man. This nmuch was cl ear despite the nauseous eyes, the

voi cel ess sim anism and the daenoni ac savagery. They dressed its wound and
carted it to the asylumat Sefton, where it beat its head against the walls of a
padded cell for sixteen years -- until the recent m shap, when it escaped under
circunstances that few like to nmention. What had nost disgusted the searchers of

Arkham was the thing they noticed when the nonster’s face was cl eaned -- the
nocki ng, unbelievable resenblance to a |learned and self-sacrificing martyr who
had been entonbed but three days before -- the late Dr. Allan Hal sey, public
benefactor and dean of the nmedical school of M skatonic University.

To the vani shed Herbert West and to nme the di sgust and horror were supreme. |
shudder tonight as |I think of it; shudder even nore than | did that norning when
West nuttered through his bandages, "Dam it, it wasn't quite fresh enough!"”

[11. Six Shots by Moonlight
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It is unconmon to fire all six shots of a revolver with great suddenness when
one woul d probably be sufficient, but many things in the Iife of Herbert West
were uncomon. It is, for instance, not often that a young physician | eaving
college is obliged to conceal the principles which guide his selection of a hone
and office, yet that was the case with Herbert Wst. Wen he and | obtained our
degrees at the nmedical school of M skatonic University, and sought to relieve
our poverty by setting up as general practitioners, we took great care not to
say that we chose our house because it was fairly well isolated, and as near as



possible to the potter’s field.

Reticence such as this is seldomwi thout a cause, nor indeed was ours; for our
requi rements were those resulting froma life-work distinctly unpopul ar
Qutwardly we were doctors only, but beneath the surface were ains of far greater
and nore terrible nmonent -- for the essence of Herbert West’'s existence was a
quest ami d black and forbidden real ns of the unknown, in which he hoped to
uncover the secret of life and restore to perpetual animation the graveyard's
cold clay. Such a quest denmands strange materials, anong them fresh human

bodi es; and in order to keep supplied with these indi spensabl e things one nust
live quietly and not far froma place of informal interment.

West and | had net in college, and | had been the only one to synpathise with
hi s hi deous experinments. Gradually | had conme to be his inseparable assistant,
and now that we were out of college we had to keep together. It was not easy to
find a good opening for two doctors in conpany, but finally the influence of the
uni versity secured us a practice in Bolton -- a factory town near Arkham the
seat of the college. The Bolton Worsted MIIls are the largest in the M skatonic
Val l ey, and their polyglot enployees are never popular as patients with the

| ocal physicians. W chose our house with the greatest care, seizing at |ast on
a rather run-down cottage near the end of Pond Street; five nunbers fromthe

cl osest nei ghbour, and separated fromthe | ocal potter’s field by only a stretch
of meadow | and, bisected by a narrow neck of the rather dense forest which lies
to the north. The di stance was greater than we w shed, but we could get no
nearer house wi thout going on the other side of the field, wholly out of the
factory district. We were not much di spl eased, however, since there were no
peopl e between us and our sinister source of supplies. The walk was a trifle

| ong, but we could haul our silent specinens undi sturbed.

Qur practice was surprisingly large fromthe very first -- large enough to
pl ease nost young doctors, and | arge enough to prove a bore and a burden to
students whose real interest |lay el sewhere. The m |l -hands were of sonmewhat

turbul ent inclinations; and besides their many natural needs, their frequent

cl ashes and stabbing affrays gave us plenty to do. But what actually absorbed
our mnds was the secret |aboratory we had fitted up in the cellar -- the

| aboratory with the long table under the electric lights, where in the small
hours of the norning we often injected West’'s various solutions into the veins
of the things we dragged fromthe potter’'s field. Wst was experinmenting rmadly
to find sonething which would start man’s vital notions anew after they had been
st opped by the thing we call death, but had encountered the nobst ghastly
obstacles. The solution had to be differently conmpounded for different types --
what woul d serve for guinea-pigs would not serve for human beings, and different
human speci mens required | arge nodifications.

The bodi es had to be exceedingly fresh, or the slight deconposition of brain

ti ssue woul d render perfect reani mati on inpossible. Indeed, the greatest problem
was to get them fresh enough -- West had had horrible experiences during his
secret college researches with corpses of doubtful vintage. The results of
partial or inperfect animation were nuch nore hideous than were the tota
failures, and we both held fearsone recollections of such things. Ever since our
first daenoniac session in the deserted farnmhouse on Meadow Hill in Arkham we
had felt a broodi ng nenace; and West, though a calm blond, blue-eyed scientific
automaton in nost respects, often confessed to a shuddering sensation of
stealthy pursuit. He half felt that he was followed -- a psychol ogi cal del usion
of shaken nerves, enhanced by the undeni ably disturbing fact that at |east one
of our reani mated speci nens was still alive -- a frightful carnivorous thing in
a padded cell at Sefton. Then there was another -- our first -- whose exact fate
we had never | earned.

We had fair luck with specinens in Bolton -- much better than in Arkham W had
not been settled a week before we got an accident victimon the very night of
burial, and made it open its eyes with an amazingly rational expression before



the solution failed. It had lost an arm-- if it had been a perfect body we

m ght have succeeded better. Between then and the next January we secured three
nore; one total failure, one case of marked nuscul ar notion, and one rather
shivery thing -- it rose of itself and uttered a sound. Then cane a period when
| uck was poor; internents fell off, and those that did occur were of specinmens
either too diseased or too nmained for use. W kept track of all the deaths and
their circunstances with systematic care.

One March night, however, we unexpectedly obtained a specinmen which did not cone
fromthe potter’'s field. In Bolton the prevailing spirit of Puritani sm had

outl awed the sport of boxing -- with the usual result. Surreptitious and
ill-conducted bouts anong the m |l -workers were common, and occasionally

prof essional talent of |ow grade was inported. This late wi nter night there had
been such a match; evidently with disastrous results, since two tinorous Pol es
had come to us with incoherently whispered entreaties to attend to a very secret
and desperate case. W followed themto an abandoned barn, where the remants of
a crowd of frightened foreigners were watching a silent black formon the floor

The match had been between Kid O Brien -- a lubberly and now quaki ng youth with
a nost un-Hi berni an hooked nose -- and Buck Robi nson, "The Harl em Snoke." The
negro had been knocked out, and a nonent’s exam nation shewed us that he would
permanently remain so. He was a | oathsone, gorilla-like thing, with abnormally
long arns which I could not help calling fore | egs, and a face that conjured up
t hought s of unspeakabl e Congo secrets and tomtom poundi ngs under an eerie noon.
The body must have | ooked even worse in life -- but the world holds nmany ugly
things. Fear was upon the whole pitiful crowd, for they did not know what the

| aw woul d exact of themif the affair were not hushed up; and they were gratefu
when West, in spite of ny involuntary shudders, offered to get rid of the thing
quietly -- for a purpose | knew too well

There was bright noonlight over the snow ess | andscape, but we dressed the thing
and carried it home between us through the deserted streets and neadows, as we
had carried a simlar thing one horrible night in Arkham W approached the
house fromthe field in the rear, took the specinmen in the back door and down
the cellar stairs, and prepared it for the usual experiment. Qur fear of the
police was absurdly great, though we had timed our trip to avoid the solitary
patrol man of that section.

The result was wearily anticlimactic. CGhastly as our prize appeared, it was

whol Iy unresponsive to every solution we injected in its black arm solutions
prepared from experience with white specinmens only. So as the hour grew
dangerously near to dawn, we did as we had done with the others -- dragged the
thing across the neadows to the neck of the woods near the potter’s field, and
buried it there in the best sort of grave the frozen ground would furnish. The
grave was not very deep, but fully as good as that of the previous specinen --
the thing which had risen of itself and uttered a sound. In the |ight of our
dark lanterns we carefully covered it with | eaves and dead vines, fairly certain
that the police would never find it in a forest so di mand dense.

The next day | was increasingly apprehensive about the police, for a patient
brought rumours of a suspected fight and death. West had still another source of
worry, for he had been called in the afternoon to a case which ended very
threateningly. An Italian woman had beconme hysterical over her mssing child --
a lad of five who had strayed off early in the norning and failed to appear for
di nner -- and had devel oped synptons highly alarmng in view of an al ways weak
heart. It was a very foolish hysteria, for the boy had often run away before;
but Italian peasants are exceedingly superstitious, and this wonan seened as
much harassed by onens as by facts. About seven o’ clock in the evening she had
di ed, and her frantic husband had made a frightful scene in his efforts to kil
West, whom he wildly blaned for not saving her life. Friends had held hi mwhen
he drew a stiletto, but West departed am dst his inhuman shrieks, curses and



oat hs of vengeance. In his latest affliction the fell ow seened to have forgotten
his child, who was still mssing as the night advanced. There was sone tal k of
searching the woods, but nost of the family's friends were busy with the dead
woman and the scream ng nan. Altogether, the nervous strain upon West nust have
been tremendous. Thoughts of the police and of the mad Italian both wei ghed
heavi l y.

We retired about eleven, but | did not sleep well. Bolton had a surprisingly
good police force for so snall a town, and | could not help fearing the ness

whi ch woul d ensue if the affair of the night before were ever tracked down. It

m ght mean the end of all our local work -- and perhaps prison for both Wst and
me. | did not like those rumours of a fight which were floating about. After the
cl ock had struck three the nmoon shone in ny eyes, but | turned over w thout
rising to pull down the shade. Then canme the steady rattling at the back door

I lay still and somewhat dazed, but before |ong heard West’s rap on ny door. He
was clad in dressing-gown and slippers, and had in his hands a revol ver and an
electric flashlight. Fromthe revolver | knew that he was thinking nore of the
crazed Italian than of the police.

"We'd better both go," he whispered. "It wouldn’t do not to answer it anyway,
and it may be a patient -- it would be |ike one of those fools to try the back
door. "

So we both went down the stairs on tiptoe, with a fear partly justified and
partly that which conmes only fromthe soul of the weird small hours. The
rattling continued, grow ng sonewhat |ouder. \Wen we reached the door

cautiously unbolted it and threw it open, and as the noon streamed revealingly
down on the formsil houetted there, West did a peculiar thing. Despite the

obvi ous danger of attracting notice and bringi ng down on our heads the dreaded
police investigation -- a thing which after all was mercifully averted by the
relative isolation of our cottage -- my friend suddenly, excitedly, and
unnecessarily enptied all six chambers of his revolver into the nocturna
visitor.

For that visitor was neither Italian nor policeman. Loom ng hi deously agai nst
the spectral npon was a gigantic m sshapen thing not to be inmagined save in
nightmares -- a gl assy-eyed, ink-black apparition nearly on all fours, covered
with bits of nmould, |eaves, and vines, foul with caked bl ood, and havi ng between
its glistening teeth a snow-white, terrible, cylindrical object termnating in a
tiny hand.

V. The Scream of the Dead

Publ i shed May 1922 in Home Brew Vol. 1, No. 4, p. 53-58.

The scream of a dead man gave to ne that acute and added horror of Dr. Herbert
West which harassed the |atter years of our conpanionship. It is natural that
such a thing as a dead man’s scream should give horror, for it is obviously, not
a pleasing or ordinary occurrence; but | was used to sinilar experiences, hence
suffered on this occasion only because of a particular circunstance. And, as |
have inmplied, it was not of the dead man hinself that | becane afraid.

Her bert West, whose associate and assistant | was, possessed scientific
interests far beyond the usual routine of a village physician. That was why,
when establishing his practice in Bolton, he had chosen an isol ated house near
the potter’s field. Briefly and brutally stated, West’s sol e absorbing interest
was a secret study of the phenonena of |life and its cessation, |eading toward
the reani mati on of the dead through injections of an excitant solution. For this
ghastly experinmenting it was necessary to have a constant supply of very fresh
human bodi es; very fresh because even the | east decay hopel essly damaged the
brain structure, and human because we found that the solution had to be
conmpounded di fferently for different types of organisns. Scores of rabbits and
gui nea-pi gs had been killed and treated, but their trail was a blind one. West
had never fully succeeded because he had never been able to secure a corpse
sufficiently fresh. What he wanted were bodies fromwhich vitality had only just



departed; bodies with every cell intact and capabl e of receiving again the
i mpul se toward that node of notion called Iife. There was hope that this second

and artificial [ife m ght be nmade perpetual by repetitions of the injection, but
we had | earned that an ordinary natural |life would not respond to the action. To
establish the artificial notion, natural |ife nust be extinct -- the specinens

nust be very fresh, but genuinely dead.

The awesone quest had begun when West and | were students at the M skatonic

Uni versity Medical School in Arkham vividly conscious for the first time of the
t horoughly nmechanical nature of life. That was seven years before, but West

| ooked scarcely a day ol der now -- he was small, blond, clean-shaven,

soft-voi ced, and spectacled, with only an occasional flash of a cold blue eye to
tell of the hardening and growi ng fanaticismof his character under the pressure
of his terrible investigations. Qur experiences had often been hideous in the
extrenme; the results of defective reanimtion, when |unps of graveyard clay had
been gal vani sed into norbid, unnatural, and brainless notion by various

nodi fications of the vital solution

One thing had uttered a nerve-shattering scream another had risen violently,
beaten us both to unconsci ousness, and run anmuck in a shocking way before it
coul d be placed behind asylum bars; still another, a |oathsome African
nonstrosity, had clawed out of its shallow grave and done a deed -- West had had
to shoot that object. W could not get bodies fresh enough to shew any trace of
reason when reani mated, so had perforce created nanel ess horrors. It was

di sturbing to think that one, perhaps two, of our nonsters still lived -- that

t hought haunted us shadowingly, till finally West di sappeared under frightfu
circunstances. But at the tine of the screamin the cellar |aboratory of the

i sol ated Bolton cottage, our fears were subordinate to our anxiety for extrenely
fresh speci nens. West was nore avid than |, so that it al nost seenmed to ne that
he | ooked hal f-covetously at any very healthy |iving physique.

It was in July, 1910, that the bad | uck regardi ng speci nens began to turn. | had
been on a long visit to nmy parents in Illinois, and upon ny return found West in
a state of singular elation. He had, he told nme excitedly, in all likelihood

sol ved the problem of freshness through an approach froman entirely new angle
-- that of artificial preservation. | had known that he was working on a new and
hi ghly unusual enbal mi ng conpound, and was not surprised that it had turned Qut
well; but until he explained the details | was rather puzzled as to how such a
compound could help in our work, since the objectionable stal eness of the

speci mens was |argely due to delay occurring before we secured them This, | now
saw, West had clearly recognised; creatuig his enbal m ng compound for future
rather than inmedi ate use, and trusting to fate to supply again some very recent
and unburied corpse, as it had years before when we obtained the negro killed in
the Bolton prize-fight. At last fate had been kind, so that on this occasion
there lay in the secret cellar |aboratory a corpse whose decay could not by any
possi bility have begun. What woul d happen on reani mati on, and whet her we coul d
hope for a revival of mnd and reason, West did not venture to predict. The
experiment would be a | andnmark in our studies, and he had saved the new body for
my return, so that both m ght share the spectacle in accustonmed fashion

West told nme how he had obtained the specinen. It had been a vigorous man; a

wel | -dressed stranger just off the train on his way to transact sone business
with the Bolton Wirsted MIIls. The wal k through the town had been | ong, and by
the tine the traveller paused at our cottage to ask the way to the factories,
his heart had becone greatly overtaxed. He had refused a stinulant, and had
suddenly dropped dead only a nonent |ater. The body, as m ght be expected,
seenmed to West a heaven-sent gift. In his brief conversation the stranger had
made it clear that he was unknown in Bolton, and a search of his pockets
subsequently revealed himto be one Robert Leavitt of St. Louis, apparently
without a family to nmake instant inquiries about his disappearance. If this man
could not be restored to life, no one would know of our experinment. W buried



our materials in a dense strip of woods between the house and the potter’s
field. If, on the other hand, he could be restored, our fane would be
brilliantly and perpetually established. So wi thout delay West had injected into
the body’s wrist the conpound which would hold it fresh for use after ny
arrival. The matter of the presunably weak heart, which to ny mnd inperilled
the success of our experinent, did not appear to trouble West extensively. He
hoped at | ast to obtain what he had never obtained before -- a rekindled spark
of reason and perhaps a normal, living creature.

So on the night of July 18, 1910, Herbert West and | stood in the cellar

| aboratory and gazed at a white, silent figure beneath the dazzling arc-1ight.
The enbal mi ng conmpound had worked uncannily well, for as | stared fascinatedly
at the sturdy franme which had lain two weeks w thout stiffening, | was noved to
seek West’'s assurance that the thing was really dead. This assurance he gave
readily enough; rem nding me that the reanimating solution was never used

Wit hout careful tests as to life, since it could have, no effect if any of the
original vitality were present. As West proceeded to take prelimnary steps,
was i npressed by the vast intricacy of the new experinment; an intricacy so vast
that he could trust no hand | ess delicate than his own. Forbidding nme to touch
the body, he first injected a drug in the wist just beside the place his needle
had punctured when injecting the enbal mi ng conpound. This, he said, was to
neutralise the conpound and rel ease the systemto a normal relaxation so that
the reani mating solution mght freely work when injected. Slightly later, when a
change and a gentle trenor seened to affect the dead |inbs; Wst stuffed a
pillow1like object violently over the twitching face, not withdrawing it unti
the corpse appeared quiet and ready for our attenpt at reanimation. The pale
ent husi ast now applied sone |ast perfunctory tests for absolute |ifel essness,

wi thdrew satisfied, and finally injected into the |left arman accurately
measured amount of the vital elixir, prepared during the afternoon with a
greater care than we had used since coll ege days, when our feats were new and
groping. | cannot express the wild, breathless suspense with which we waited for
results on this first really fresh specinen -- the first we could reasonably
expect to open its lips in rational speech, perhaps to tell of what it had seen
beyond the unfat homabl e abyss.

West was a materialist, believing in no soul and attributing all the working of
consci ousness to bodily phenonena; consequently he | ooked for no revel ation of
hi deous secrets fromgulfs and caverns beyond death’s barrier. | did not wholly
di sagree with himtheoretically, yet held vague instinctive remants of the
primtive faith of ny forefathers; so that | could not hel p eyeing the corpse
with a certain amount of awe and terrible expectation. Besides -- | could not
extract frommy nmenory that hideous, inhuman shriek we heard on the night we
tried our first experinent in the deserted farmhouse at Arkham

Very little time had el apsed before | saw the attenpt was not to be a tota
failure. A touch of colour cane to cheeks hitherto chal k-white, and spread out
under the curiously anple stubble of sandy beard. West, who had his hand on the
pul se of the left wist, suddenly nodded significantly; and al nost

simul taneously a m st appeared on the mrror inclined above the body’s nouth.
There foll owed a few spasnodi ¢ nuscul ar notions, and then an audi bl e breathing

and visible notion of the chest. | |ooked at the closed eyelids, and thought I
detected a quivering. Then the |ids opened, shewi ng eyes which were grey, calm
and alive, but still unintelligent and not even curious.

In a nonent of fantastic whim|l whispered questions to the reddening ears;
questions of other worlds of which the nenory might still be present. Subsequent
terror drove themfromnmy mnd, but | think the |ast one, which | repeated, was:
"Where have you been?" | do not yet know whether | was answered or not, for no

sound cane fromthe well-shaped nmouth; but | do know that at that nonent |
firmy thought the thin lips noved silently, form ng syllables which I would
have vocalised as "only now' if that phrase had possessed any sense or



rel evancy. At that nmonent, as | say, | was elated with the conviction that the
one great goal had been attained; and that for the first tine a reani mated
corpse had uttered distinct words inpelled by actual reason. In the next nmoment
there was no doubt about the triunph; no doubt that the solution had truly
acconpl i shed, at |east tenporarily, its full mssion of restoring rational and
articulate life to the dead. But in that triunph there cane to me the greatest
of all horrors -- not horror of the thing that spoke, but of the deed that | had
wi t nessed and of the man with whom nmy professional fortunes were joined.

For that very fresh body, at last withing into full and terrifying
consciousness with eyes dilated at the nmenory of its |ast scene on earth, threw
out its frantic hands in a life and death struggle with the air, and suddenly
collapsing into a second and final dissolution fromwhich there could be no
return, screaned out the cry that will ring eternally in ny aching brain:

"Hel p! Keep off, you cursed little towhead fiend -- keep that dammed needl e
away from ne!"

V. The Horror Fromthe Shadows

Publ i shed June 1922 in Home Brew Vol. 1, No. 5, p. 45-50.

Many nmen have rel ated hideous things, not nentioned in print, which happened on
the battlefields of the Geat War. Sone of these things have nade ne faint,

ot hers have convul sed ne with devastating nausea, while still others have nade
me trenble and | ook behind nme in the dark; yet despite the worst of them|
believe | can nyself relate the nost hideous thing of all -- the shocking, the

unnatural, the unbelievable horror fromthe shadows.

In 1915 | was a physician with the rank of First Lieutenant in a Canadian
regiment in Flanders, one of many Anericans to precede the governnent itself
into the gigantic struggle. | had not entered the army on my own initiative, but
rather as a natural result of the enlistnent of the man whose i ndi spensabl e
assistant | was -- the celebrated Boston surgical specialist, Dr. Herbert West.
Dr. West had been avid for a chance to serve as surgeon in a great war, and when
the chance had conme, he carried me with him al nost against my will. There were
reasons why | could have been glad to |let the war separate us; reasons why |
found the practice of nedicine and the conpani onship of Wst nore and nore
irritating; but when he had gone to Otawa and through a colleague’s influence

secured a nedical conmi ssion as Major, | could not resist the inperious
per suasi on of one determned that | should acconpany himin nmy usual capacity.
When | say that Dr. West was avid to serve in battle, | do not nmean to inply

that he was either naturally warlike or anxious for the safety of civilisation
Al ways an ice-cold intellectual machine; slight, blond, blue-eyed, and
spectacled; | think he secretly sneered at ny occasional martial enthusiasnms and
censures of supine neutrality. There was, however, sonething he wanted in
enbattled Flanders; and in order to secure it had had to assunme a military
exterior. What he wanted was not a thing which many persons want, but sonething
connected with the peculiar branch of nedical science which he had chosen quite
clandestinely to follow, and in which he had achi eved anmazi ng and occasionally
hi deous results. It was, in fact, nothing nore or |ess than an abundant supply
of freshly killed nen in every stage of di snenbernent.

Her bert West needed fresh bodi es because his |life-work was the reani mati on of
the dead. This work was not known to the fashionable clientele who had so
swiftly built up his fane after his arrival in Boston; but was only too wel
known to nme, who had been his closest friend and sole assistant since the old
days in M skatonic University Medical School at Arkham It was in those college
days that he had begun his terrible experinments, first on small aninmals and then
on human bodi es shocki ngly obtained. There was a solution which he injected into
the veins of dead things, and if they were fresh enough they responded in
strange ways. He had had much trouble in discovering the proper forrmula, for
each type of organismwas found to need a stinulus especially adapted to it.
Terror stal ked hi mwhen he reflected on his partial failures; nanel ess things



resulting frominperfect solutions or frombodies insufficiently fresh. A
certain nunber of these failures had remained alive -- one was in an asylum
whil e others had vani shed -- and as he thought of conceivable yet virtually

i npossi bl e eventualities he often shivered beneath his usual stolidity.

West had soon | earned that absolute freshness was the prinme requisite for usefu
speci mens, and had accordingly resorted to frightful and unnatural expedients in
body-snatching. In college, and during our early practice together in the
factory town of Bolton, nmy attitude toward him had been | argely one of

fascinated admiration; but as his boldness in nmethods grew, | began to develop a
gnawi ng fear. | did not like the way he | ooked at healthy living bodies; and
then there canme a nightmarish session in the cellar |aboratory when | |earned

that a certain specinen had been a |iving body when he secured it. That was the
first tinme he had ever been able to revive the quality of rational thought in a
corpse; and his success, obtained at such a | oathsone cost, had conpletely

har dened hi m

Of his nethods in the intervening five years | dare not speak. | was held to him
by sheer force of fear, and witnessed sights that no human tongue coul d repeat.
Gradually | canme to find Herbert West hinself nore horrible than anything he did
-- that was when it dawned on ne that his once normal scientific zeal for
prolonging |life had subtly degenerated into a nere norbid and ghoulish curiosity
and secret sense of charnel picturesqueness. His interest becane a hellish and
perverse addiction to the repellently and fiendi shly abnormal; he gloated calmy
over artificial nonstrosities which would make nost healthy nmen drop dead from
fright and disgust; he becane, behind his pallid intellectuality, a fastidious

Baudel ai re of physical experiment -- a |languid El agabal us of the tonbs.
Dangers he net unflinchingly; crimes he conmitted unnmoved. | think the clinmx
came when he had proved his point that rational life can be restored, and had

sought new worlds to conquer by experinmenting on the reaninmati on of detached
parts of bodies. He had wild and original ideas on the independent vita
properties of organic cells and nerve-tissue separated from natura

physi ol ogi cal systens; and achi eved some hideous prelinmnary results in the form
of neverdying, artificially nourished tissue obtained fromthe nearly hatched
eggs of an indescribably tropical reptile. Two biol ogical points he was

exceedingly anxious to settle -- first, whether any anobunt of consci ousness and
rati onal action be possible without the brain, proceeding fromthe spinal cord
and various nerve-centres; and second, whether any kind of ethereal, intangible

relation distinct fromthe material cells may exist to link the surgically
separated parts of what has previously been a single living organism All this
research work required a prodigi ous supply of freshly slaughtered human flesh --
and that was why Herbert West had entered the Great War.

The phantasnml, unnentionable thing occurred one mdnight late in March, 1915,
in a field hospital behind the lines of St. Eloi. | wonder even nowif it could
have been other than a daenoni ac dream of delirium West had a private

| aboratory in an east room of the barn-like tenporary edifice, assigned himon
his plea that he was devising new and radi cal nmethods for the treatnent of
hitherto hopel ess cases of mmimng. There he worked |ike a butcher in the mdst
of his gory wares -- | could never get used to the levity with which he handl ed
and classified certain things. At tinmes he actually did perform nmarvel s of
surgery for the soldiers; but his chief delights were of a I ess public and
phil ant hropic kind, requiring many explanations of sounds whi ch seened peculiar
even am dst that babel of the dammed. Anmpng these sounds were frequent

revol ver-shots -- surely not uncommon on a battlefield, but distinctly uncommon
in an hospital. Dr. West’'s reani mated speci mens were not neant for |ong

exi stence or a | arge audi ence. Besides human tissue, West enpl oyed nmuch of the
reptile enbryo tissue which he had cultivated with such singular results. It was
better than human material for maintaining life in organless fragnents, and that
was now ny friend s chief activity. In a dark corner of the |aboratory, over a



gueer incubating burner, he kept a large covered vat full of this reptilian
cell-matter; which nmultiplied and grew puffily and hi deously.

On the night of which I speak we had a splendid new specinen -- a nman at once
physi cal |y powerful and of such high nentality that a sensitive nervous system
was assured. It was rather ironic, for he was the officer who had hel ped Wst to
hi s comm ssion, and who was now to have been our associate. Mreover, he had in
the past secretly studied the theory of reaninmation to some extent under West.
Major Sir Eric Mreland Cl apham Lee, D.S. O, was the greatest surgeon in our

di vi sion, and had been hastily assigned to the St. Eloi sector when news of the
heavy fighting reached headquarters. He had cone in an aeropl ane piloted by the
intrepid Lieut. Ronald Hill, only to be shot down when directly over his
destination. The fall had been spectacular and awful; Hill was unrecognisabl e
afterward, but the weck yielded up the great surgeon in a nearly decapitated
but otherwi se intact condition. West had greedily seized the |lifeless thing

whi ch had once been his friend and fell owscholar; and | shuddered when he
finished severing the head, placed it in his hellish vat of pulpy reptile-tissue
to preserve it for future experinents, and proceeded to treat the decapitated
body .on the operating table. He injected new blood, joined certain veins,
arteries, and nerves at the headl ess neck, and closed the ghastly aperture with
engrafted skin from an unidentified speci nen which had borne an officer’s
uniform | knew what he wanted -- to see if this highly organised body could
exhibit, without its head, any of the signs of nental |ife which had

di stinguished Sir Eric Mreland C apham Lee. Once a student of reanimation, this
silent trunk was now gruesonely called upon to exenplify it.

I can still see Herbert West under the sinister electric light as he injected
his reanimting solution into the armof the headl ess body. The scene | cannot
describe -- | should faint if I tried it, for there is madness in a roomfull of

classified charnel things, with blood and | esser human debris al nost ankl e-deep
on the sliny floor, and with hideous reptilian abnormalities sprouting,

bubbl i ng, and baki ng over a w nking bl uish-green spectre of dimflame in a far
corner of black shadows.

The speci nen, as West repeatedly observed, had a splendid nervous system Mich
was expected of it; and as a few twitching notions began to appear, | could see
the feverish interest on West’'s face. He was ready, | think, to see proof of his
i ncreasingly strong opinion that consci ousness, reason, and personality can
exi st independently of the brain -- that man has no central connective spirit,
but is merely a machi ne of nervous matter, each section nore or |less conplete in
itself. In one triunphant denonstration West was about to rel egate the nystery
of life to the category of nyth. The body now tw tched nore vigorously, and
beneath our avid eyes commenced to heave in a frightful way. The arns stirred
disquietingly, the I egs drew up, and various nuscles contracted in a repul sive
kind of withing. Then the headless thing threw out its arns in a gesture which
was unni stakably one of desperation -- an intelligent desperation apparently
sufficient to prove every theory of Herbert West. Certainly, the nerves were
recalling the man’s last act in life; the struggle to get free of the falling
aeropl ane.

VWhat followed, | shall never positively know. It nmay have been wholly an
hal | uci nati on fromthe shock caused at that instant by the sudden and conpl ete
destruction of the building in a cataclysm of German shell-fire -- who can

gainsay it, since West and | were the only proved survivors? West |iked to think
that before his recent disappearance, but there were tinmes when he coul d not;
for it was queer that we both had the same hall uci nati on. The hi deous occurrence
itself was very sinple, notable only for what it inplied.

The body on the table had risen with a blind and terrible groping, and we had
heard a sound. | should not call that sound a voice, for it was too awful. And
yet its tinbre was not the nost awful thing about it. Neither was its message --
it had nerely screaned, "Jump, Ronald, for God’ s sake, junp!" The awful thing



was its source

For it had cone fromthe |arge covered vat in that ghoulish corner of crawing
bl ack shadows.

VI. The Tonb-Legi ons

Publ i shed July 1922 in Honme Brew Vol. 1, No. 6, p. 57-62.

When Dr. Herbert West di sappeared a year ago, the Boston police questioned ne
closely. They suspected that | was hol di ng sonet hing back, and perhaps suspected
graver things; but | could not tell themthe truth because they woul d not have
believed it. They knew, indeed, that West had been connected with activities
beyond the credence of ordinary nen; for his hideous experinents in the

reani mati on of dead bodi es had | ong been too extensive to admt of perfect
secrecy; but the final soul-shattering catastrophe held el ements of daenoniac
phant asy whi ch nmake even ne doubt the reality of what | saw.

I was West’'s closest friend and only confidential assistant. W had net years
before, in medical school, and fromthe first | had shared his terrible
researches. He had slowy tried to perfect a solution which, injected into the
veins of the newy deceased, would restore life; a |abour demandi ng an abundance
of fresh corpses and therefore involving the nost unnatural actions. Still nore
shocki ng were the products of some of the experinments -- grisly nasses of flesh
that had been dead, but that West waked to a blind, brainless, nauseous
ammati on. These were the usual results, for in order to reawaken the mnd it was
necessary to have speci nens so absolutely fresh that no decay coul d possibly
affect the delicate brain-cells.

This need for very fresh corpses had been West’'s noral undoing. They were hard
to get, and one awful day he had secured his specinmen while it was still alive
and vigorous. A struggle, a needle, and a powerful alkaloid had transforned it
to a very fresh corpse, and the experinment had succeeded for a brief and

menor abl e monment; but West had energed with a soul calloused and seared, and a
har dened eye which sonetinmes glanced with a kind of hideous and cal cul ati ng
apprai sal at men of especially sensitive brain and especially vigorous physique.
Toward the |ast | became acutely afraid of West, for he began to | ook at me that
way. People did not seemto notice his glances, but they noticed ny fear; and
after his disappearance used that as a basis for sone absurd suspici ons.

West, in reality, was nore afraid than |I; for his abom nable pursuits entailed a
life of furtiveness and dread of every shadow. Partly it was the police he
feared; but sonetines his nervousness was deeper and nore nebul ous, touching on
certain indescribable things into which he had injected a norbid Iife, and from
whi ch he had not seen that |ife depart. He usually finished his experinments with
a revolver, but a few tinmes he had not been quick enough. There was that first
speci nen on whose rifled grave marks of clawi ng were |ater seen. There was al so
that Arkham professor’s body which had done canni bal things before it had been
captured and thrust unidentified into a madhouse cell at Sefton, where it beat
the walls for sixteen years. Myst of the other possibly surviving results were

things | ess easy to speak of -- for in later years West’'s scientific zeal had
degenerated to an unhealthy and fantastic mania, and he had spent his chief
skill in vitalising not entire human bodi es but isolated parts of bodies, or

parts joined to organic matter other -than human. It had becone fiendishly

di sgusting by the tinme he di sappeared; many of the experinments could not even be
hinted at in print. The Great War, through which both of us served as surgeons,
had intensified this side of West.

In saying that West’'s fear of his speci nens was nebul ous, | have in nind
particularly its conplex nature. Part of it cane nmerely from knowi ng of the

exi stence of such nanel ess nonsters, while another part arose from apprehension
of the bodily harmthey m ght under certain circunstances do him Their

di sappearance added horror to the situation -- of themall, Wst knew the

wher eabouts of only one, the pitiful asylumthing. Then there was a- nore subtle
fear -- a very fantastic sensation resulting froma curious experinent in the



Canadi an arny in 1915. West, in the nidst of a severe battle, had reaninmated
Major Sir Eric Mreland Cl apham Lee, D.S.O., a fell ow physician who knew about
his experinents and could have duplicated them The head had been renoved, so
that the possibilities of quasi-intelligent |ife in the trunk m ght be

i nvestigated. Just as the building was wi ped out by a Gernman shell, there had
been a success. The trunk had noved intelligently; and, unbelievable to relate,
we were both sickeningly sure that articul ate sounds had come fromthe detached
head as it lay in a shadowy corner of the |aboratory. The shell had been
merciful, in a way -- but West could never feel as certain as he wi shed, that we
two were the only survivors. He used to make shuddering conjectures about the
possi bl e actions of a headl ess physician with the power of reanimting the dead.

West’s last quarters were in a venerable house of much el egance, overl ooki ng one
of the ol dest burying-grounds in Boston. He had chosen the place for purely
synmbolic and fantastically aesthetic reasons, since nost of the interments were
of the colonial period and therefore of little use to a scientist seeking very
fresh bodi es. The |aboratory was in a sub-cellar secretly constructed by

i mported worknen, and contai ned a huge incinerator for the quiet and conplete

di sposal of such bodies, or fragnents and synthetic nockeries of bodies, as

m ght remain fromthe norbid experinments and unhal | owed anusenents of the owner.
During the excavation of this cellar the workmen had struck some exceedingly
anci ent masonry; undoubtedly connected with the old burying-ground, yet far too
deep to correspond with any known sepul chre therein. After a nunber of

cal cul ations West decided that it represented sone secret chanber beneath the

tomb of the Averills, where the last interment had been nade in 1768. | was with
hi m when he studied the nitrous, dripping walls laid bare by the spades and
matt ocks of the nmen, and was prepared for the gruesonme thrill which would attend

t he uncovering of centuried grave-secrets; but for the first time West’'s new
timdity conquered his natural curiosity, and he betrayed his degenerating fibre
by ordering the masonry left intact and plastered over. Thus it remained til

that final hellish night; part of the walls of the secret |aboratory. | speak of
West’' s decadence, but nust add that it was a purely nental and intangible thing.
Qutwardly he was the sane to the last -- calm cold, slight, and yell ow haired,

with spectacl ed blue eyes and a general aspect of youth which years and fears
seened never to change. He seened cal m even when he thought of that clawed grave
and | ooked over his shoul der; even when he thought of the carnivorous thing that
gnawed and pawed at Sefton bars.

The end of Herbert West began one evening in our joint study when he was

di viding his curious glance between the newspaper and nme. A strange headline
item had struck at himfromthe crunpl ed pages, and a naneless titan claw had
seenmed to reach down through sixteen years. Sonething fearsone and incredible
had happened at Sefton Asylumfifty mles away, stunning the nei ghbourhood and
baffling the police. In the small hours of the norning a body of silent nen had
entered the grounds, and their |eader had aroused the attendants. He was a
menacing mlitary figure who tal ked without noving his |ips and whose voice
seened al nost ventriloquially connected with an i nmense bl ack case he carri ed.
Hi s expressionless face was handsone to the point of radiant beauty, but had
shocked the superintendent when the hall light fell onit -- for it was a wax
face with eyes of painted glass. Sone nanel ess acci dent had befallen this man. A
| arger man guided his steps; a repellent hul k whose bl uish face seened half
eaten away by sonme unknown nml ady. The speaker had asked for the custody of the
canni bal nonster comm tted from Arkham si xteen years before; and upon being
refused, gave a signal which precipitated a shocking riot. The fiends had
beaten, tranpled, and bitten every attendant who did not flee; killing four and
finally succeeding in the liberation of the nonster. Those victins who could
recall the event without hysteria swore that the creatures had acted less |ike
men than |i ke unthinkabl e automata gui ded by the wax-faced | eader. By the tine



hel p coul d be sumoned, every trace of the nmen and of their mad charge had

vani shed.

From the hour of reading this itemuntil mdnght, West sat al nost paral ysed. At
m dni ght the doorbell rang, startling himfearfully. Al the servants were
asleep in the attic, so | answered the bell. As | have told the police, there
was no wagon in the street, but only a group of strange-Ilooking figures bearing
a large square box which they deposited in the hallway after one of them had
grunted in a highly unnatural voice, "Express -- prepaid." They filed out of the
house with a jerky tread, and as | watched themgo | had an odd idea that they
were turning toward the ancient cenmetery on which the back of the house abutted.
VWhen | slamed the door after them West cane downstairs and | ooked at the box.
It was about two feet square, and bore West’s correct nane and present address.
It also bore the inscription, "From Eric Mreland C apham Lee, St. El oi

Fl anders." Six years before, in Flanders, a shelled hospital had fallen upon the
headl ess reani mated trunk of Dr. Cl apham Lee, and upon the detached head which
-- perhaps -- had uttered articul ate sounds.

West was not even excited now His condition was nore ghastly. Quickly he said,
"It’s the finish -- but let’'s incinerate -- this." W carried the thing down to
the | aboratory -- listening. | do not renmenber many particulars -- you can

i mgine ny state of mind -- but it is a vicious lie to say it was Herbert West’'s

body which I put into the incinerator. W both inserted the whol e unopened
wooden box, closed the door, and started the electricity. Nor did any sound cone
fromthe box, after all

It was West who first noticed the falling plaster on that part of the wall where
the ancient tonb masonry had been covered up. | was going to run, but he stopped
me. Then | saw a small black aperture, felt a ghoulish wind of ice, and snelled
the charnel bowels of a putrescent earth. There was no sound, but just then the
electric lights went out and | saw outlined agai nst some phosphorescence of the
nether world a horde of silent toiling things which only insanity -- or worse --
could create. Their outlines were human, sem -human, fractionally human, and not
human at all -- the horde was grotesquely heterogeneous. They were renoving the
stones quietly, one by one, fromthe centuried wall. And then, as the breach
became | arge enough, they cane out into the laboratory in single file; led by a
talking thing with a beautiful head nmade of wax. A sort of nmd-eyed nonstrosity
behi nd the | eader seized on Herbert West. West did not resist or utter a sound.
Then they all sprang at himand tore himto pieces before ny eyes, bearing the
fragnents away into that subterranean vault of fabul ous aboninations. West’'s
head was carried off by the wax-headed | eader, who wore a Canadian officer’s
uniform As it disappeared | saw that the blue eyes behind the spectacles were
hi deously blazing with their first touch of frantic, visible enotion.

Servants found nme unconscious in the nmorning. West was gone. The incinerator
contai ned only unidentifiable ashes. Detectives have questioned ne, but what can
| say? The Sef ton tragedy they will not connect with West; not that, nor the
men with the box, whose existence they deny. | told them of the vault, and they
pointed to the unbroken plaster wall and | aughed. So | told them no nore. They
inmply that | ameither a madman or a nurderer -- probably I amnmad. But | m ght
not be mad if those accursed tonb-1egi ons had not been so silent.
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