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Searchers after horror haunt strange, far places. For them are the cataconbs of
Pt ol emai s, and the carven nausol ea of the nightnmare countries. They clinb to the
moonlit towers of ruined Rhine castles, and falter down bl ack cobwebbed steps
beneath the scattered stones of forgotten cities in Asia. The haunted wood and
the desol ate nmountain are their shrines, and they |inger around the sinister
nonol i ths on uninhabited islands. But the true epicure in the terrible, to whom
a new thrill of unutterable ghastliness is the chief end and justification of

exi stence, esteens nost of all the ancient, |onely farmhouses of backwoods New
Engl and; for there the dark el enments of strength, solitude, grotesqueness and

i gnorance conmbine to formthe perfection of the hideous.

Most horrible of all sights are the little unpainted wooden houses renote from
travel l ed ways, usually squatted upon sonme danp grassy slope or |eaning against
some gigantic outcropping of rock. Two hundred years and nore they have | eaned
or squatted there, while the vines have crawl ed and the trees have swell ed and
spread. They are al nost hidden now in | aw ess |uxuriances of green and guardi an
shrouds of shadow;, but the small-paned wi ndows still stare shockingly, as if

bl i nki ng through a | ethal stupor which wards off madness by dulling the nmenory
of unutterabl e things.

In such houses have dwelt generations of strange people, whose |ike the world
has never seen. Seized with a gl oony and fanatical belief which exiled them from
their kind, their ancestors sought the w | derness for freedom There the scions
of a conquering race indeed flourished free fromthe restrictions of their
fellows, but cowered in an appalling slavery to the dismal phantasns of their
own mnds. Divorced fromthe enlightenment of civilization, the strength of
these Puritans turned into singular channels; and in their isolation, norbid

sel f-repression, and struggle for life with relentless Nature, there canme to
them dark furtive traits fromthe prehistoric depths of their cold Northern
heritage. By necessity practical and by phil osophy stern, these fol ks were not
beautiful in their sins. Erring as all nortals nust, they were forced by their
rigid code to seek conceal nent above all else; so that they came to use |less and
| ess taste in what they concealed. Only the silent, sleepy, staring houses in

t he backwoods can tell all that has | ain hidden since the early days, and they
are not comunicative, being loath to shake off the drowsiness which hel ps them
forget. Sonetines one feels that it would be nerciful to tear down these houses,
for they nmust often dream

It was to a tine-battered edifice of this description that | was driven one
afternoon in Novenber, 1896, by a rain of such chilling copiousness that any
shelter was preferable to exposure. | had been travelling for sone tinme anopngst
the people of the Mskatonic Valley in quest of certain geneal ogical data; and
fromthe renote, devious, and problematical nature of ny course, had deemed it
convenient to enploy a bicycle despite the | ateness of the season. Now I found
nysel f upon an apparently abandoned road which | had chosen as the shortest cut
to Arkham overtaken by the stormat a point far fromany town, and confronted
with no refuge save the antique and repell ent wooden buil ding which blinked with
bl eared wi ndows from between two huge | eafl ess el nms near the foot of a rocky
hill. Distant though it is fromthe remant of a road, this house none the |ess
i npressed me unfavorably the very nonent | espied it. Honest, whol esone
structures do not stare at travellers so slyly and hauntingly, and in mny
geneal ogi cal researches | had encountered | egends of a century before which

bi ased ne agai nst places of this kind. Yet the force of the elenents was such as



to overcome ny scruples, and | did not hesitate to wheel my nachine up the weedy
rise to the closed door which seemed at once so suggestive and secretive.

I had sonehow taken it for granted that the house was abandoned, yet as |
approached it I was not so sure, for though the wal ks were i ndeed overgrown with
weeds, they seened to retain their nature a little tco well to argue conplete
desertion. Therefore instead of trying the dcor | knocked, feeling as | did so a
trepidation | could scarcely explain. As | waited on the rough, npssy rock which

served as a dcor-step, | glanced at the neighboring wi ndows and the panes of the
transom above ne, and noticed that although old, rattling, and al nost opaque
with dirt, they were not broken. The building, then, mnmust still be inhabited,

despite its isolation and general neglect. However, ny rapping evoked no
response, so after repeating the summons | tried the rusty latch and found the
door unfastened. Inside was a little vestibule with walls fromwhich the plaster
was falling, and through the doorway came a faint but peculiarly hateful odor. |
entered, carrying ny bicycle, and closed the door behind nme. Ahead rose a narrow
staircase, flanked by a small door probably leading to the cellar, while to the
left and right were closed doors |leading to roons on the ground fl oor

Leaning my cycle against the wall | opened the door at the left, and crossed
into a small |owceiled chanber but dimy lighted by its two dusty w ndows and
furnished in the barest and nmost primtive possible way. It appeared to be a
kind of sitting-room for it had a table and several chairs, and an i mense
fireplace above which ticked an antique clock on a mantel. Books and papers were
very few, and in the prevailing gloom| could not readily discern the titles.
What interested me was the uniformair of archaismas displayed in every visible
detail. Mst of the houses in this region | had found rich in relics of the
past, but here the antiquity was curiously conplete; for in all the room| could
not di scover a single article of definitely post-revolutionary date. Had the
furni shings been |l ess hunble, the place woul d have been a collector's paradise.
As | surveyed this quaint apartnment, | felt an increase in that aversion first
excited by the bleak exterior of the house. Just what it was that | feared or

| oathed, | could by no neans define; but sonething in the whol e at nosphere
seened redol ent of unhall owed age, of unpl easant crudeness, and of secrets which
shoul d be forgotten. | felt disinclined to sit down, and wandered about

exam ning the various articles which | had noticed. The first object of ny
curiosity was a book of nedium size |ying upon the table and presenting such an
antedil uvi an aspect that | marvelled at beholding it outside a nmuseum or

library. It was bound in leather with metal fittings, and was in an excellent
state of preservation; being altogether an unusual sort of volume to encounter
in an abode so lowly. When | opened it to the title page ny wonder grew even
greater, for it proved to be nothing less rare than Pigafetta's account of the
Congo region, witten in Latin fromthe notes of the sailor Lopex and printed at
Frankfurt in 1598. | had often heard of this work, with its curious
illustrations by the brothers De Bry, hence for a noment forgot mnmy uneasiness in
my desire to turn the pages before nme. The engravings were indeed interesting,
drawn wholly fromimagi nati on and carel ess descriptions, and represented negroes
with white skins and Caucasi an features; nor would | soon have cl osed the book
had not an exceedingly trivial circunstance upset nmy tired nerves and revived ny
sensation of disquiet. What annoyed me was nerely the persistent way in which
the volune tended to fall open of itself at Plate XIl, which represented in
gruesone detail a butcher's shop of the canni bal Anziques. | experienced sone
shame at my susceptibility to so slight a thing, but the drawi ng neverthel ess

di sturbed nme, especially in connection with sone adjacent passages descriptive
of Anzi que gastronomny.

I had turned to a neighboring shelf and was examining its neagre literary
contents - an eighteenth century Bible, a "Pilgrims Progress" of |ike period,
illustrated with grotesque woodcuts and printed by the al manack-maker | sai ah
Thomas, the rotting bulk of Cotton Mather's "Magnalia Christi Anericana,” and a



few ot her books of evidently equal age - when ny attention was aroused by the
unm st akabl e sound of wal king in the roomoverhead. At first astonished and
startled, considering the lack of response to ny recent knocking at the door, |
i medi ately afterward concl uded that the wal ker had just awakened from a sound
sl eep, and listened with less surprise as the footsteps sounded on the creaking
stairs. The tread was heavy, yet seened to contain a curious quality of
cautiousness; a quality which |I disliked the nore because the tread was heavy.
When | had entered the room| had shut the door behind ne. Now, after a nmonent
of silence during which the wal ker may have been inspecting nmy bicycle in the
hall, | heard a funbling at the latch and saw t he panel ed portal sw ng open

agai n.

In the doorway stood a person of such singul ar appearance that | should have
excl ai med al oud but for the restraints of good breeding. Od, white-bearded, and
ragged, my host possessed a countenance and physi que which inspired equal wonder
and respect. Hi s height could not have been |less than six feet, and despite a
general air of age and poverty he was stout and powerful in proportion. Hs
face, al npbst hidden by a |ong beard which grew high on the cheeks, seened
abnormal ly ruddy and | ess wrinkled than one mnight expect; while over a high
forehead fell a shock of white hair little thinned by the years. Hi s blue eyes,
though a trifle bloodshot, seened inexplicably keen and burning. But for his
horri bl e unkenpt ness the man woul d have been as di stingui shed-1ooking as he was
i npressive. This unkenptness, however, nmade hi m of fensive despite his face and
figure. OF what his clothing consisted | could hardly tell, for it seemed to ne
no nore than a nass of tatters surnounting a pair of high, heavy boots; and his
| ack of cleanliness surpassed description.

The appearance of this man, and the instinctive fear he inspired, prepared ne
for sonething |ike enmity; so that | alnpst shuddered through surprise and a
sense of uncanny incongruity when he notioned me to a chair and addressed ne in
a thin, weak voice full of fawning respect and ingratiating hospitality. His
speech was very curious, an extreme form of Yankee dialect | had thought |ong
extinct; and | studied it closely as he sat down opposite nme for conversation
"Ketched in the rain, be ye?" he greeted. "d ad ye was ni gh the haouse en' hed
the sense ta cone right in. | calc'late | was al seep, else |I'd a heerd ye-|
ain't as young as | uster be, an' | need a paowerful sight o' naps naowadays.
Trav'lin fur? | hain't seed many fol ks 'long this rud sence they tuk off the

Ar kham st age. "

| replied that | was going to Arkham and apol ogi zed for nmy rude entry into his
domi cil e, whereupon he conti nued.

"G ad ta see ye, young Sir - new faces is scurce arount here, an' | hain't got
much ta cheer nme up these days. Guess yew hail from Bosting, don't ye? | never
ben thar, but | kin tell a taown man when | see 'im- we hed one fer deestrick
school master in 'eighty-four, but he quit suddent an' no one never heerd on 'im
sence - " here the old man | apsed into a kind of chuckle, and nade no

expl anation when | questioned him He seened to be in an aboundi ngly good hunor,
yet to possess those eccentricities which one m ght guess fromhis groom ng. For
sonme time he ranbled on with an al nost feverish geniality, when it struck nme to
ask him how he came by so rare a book as Pigafetta' s "Regnum Congo." The effect
of this volume had not left ne, and | felt a certain hesitancy in speaking of
it, but curiosity overmastered all the vague fears which had steadily

accunul ated since ny first glinpse of the house. To ny relief, the question did
not seem an awkward one, for the old man answered freely and vol ubly.

"Ch, that Afriky book? Cap'n Ebenezer Holt traded ne thet in 'sixty-eight - him
as was kilt in the war." Sonmething about the nane of Ebenezer Holt caused ne to
| ook up sharply. | had encountered it in my geneal ogi cal work, but not in any
record since the Revolution. | wondered if nmy host could help ne in the task at
which | was |aboring, and resolved to ask himabout it |ater on. He continued.
"Ebenezer was on a Sal em merchantman for years, an' picked up a sight o' queer



stuff in every port. He got this in London, | guess - he uster like ter buy
things at the shops. | was up ta his haouse onct, on the hill, tradin" hosses,
when | see this book. | relished the picters, so he give it in on a swap. 'Tis a
queer book - here, leave ne git on ny spectacles-" The old man funbl ed anong his
rags, producing a pair of dirty and ammzingly antique gl asses with snal

octagonal |enses and steel bows. Donning these, he reached for the volune on the
tabl e and turned the pages |ovingly.

"Ebenezer cud read a leetle o' this-'tis Latin - but | can't. | had two er three
school masters read me a bit, and Passon Clark, himthey say got draownded in the
pond - kin yew nake anything outen it?" | told himthat | could, and translated

for his benefit a paragraph near the beginning. If | erred, he was not schol ar
enough to correct me; for he seened childishly pleased at nmy English version

Hi s proximty was becom ng rather obnoxious, yet | saw no way to escape w thout
offending him | was anused at the childish fondness of this ignorant old man
for the pictures in a book he could not read, and wondered how nuch better he
could read the few books in English which adorned the room This revelation of
sinmplicity renmoved nmuch of the ill-defined apprehension | had felt, and | smled
as ny host ranbl ed on:

"Queer haow picters kin set a body thinkin'. Take this un here near the front.
Hey yew ever seed trees like thet, with big | eaves a fl oppin' over an' daown?

And them men - themcan't be niggers - they dew beat all. Kinder |ike Injuns,
guess, even ef they be in Afriky. Some o' these here critters | ooks |ike
nonkeys, or half nonkeys an' half nen, but | never heerd o' nothin' like this

un." Here he pointed to a fabulous creature of the artist, which one m ght
describe as a sort of dragon with the head of an alligator

"But naow |'Il show ye the best un - over here nigh the mddle - "The old man's
speech grew a trifle thicker and his eyes assuned a brighter glow, but his
funmbl i ng hands, though seemingly clumsier than before, were entirely adequate to
their m ssion. The book fell open, alnpst of its own accord and as if from
frequent consultation at this place, to the repellent twelfth plate showing a
butcher's shop anobngst the Anzi que cannibals. My sense of restlessness returned,
though | did not exhibit it. The especially bizarre thing was that the arti st
had made his Africans |look Iike white nen - the Iinbs and quarters hangi ng about
the walls of the shop were ghastly, while the butcher with his axe was hideously
i ncongruous. But ny host seened to relish the view as nmuch as | disliked it.
"What d'ye think o' this - ain't never see the |ike hereabouts, eh? Wwen | see
this | telled Eb Holt, 'That's suthin' ta stir ye up an' nmeke yer blood tickle.'

VWhen | read in Scripter about slayin' - like them Mdianites was slew - | kinder
think things, but | ain't got no picter of it. Here a body kin see all they is
toit - | s'pose 'tis sinful, but ain"t we all born an' livin" in sin? - Thet
feller bein' chopped up gives me a tickle every time | look at "im- | hey ta

keep lookin' at '"im- see whar the butcher cut off his feet? Thar's his head on
t het bench, with one armside of it, an' t'other arnmis on the other side o' the
nmeat bl ock."

As the man munbl ed on in his shocking ecstasy the expression on his hairy,
spectacl ed face becanme indescribable, but his voice sank rather than nounted. My
own sensations can scarcely be recorded. Al the terror | had dimy felt before
rushed upon me actively and vividly, and | knew that | |oathed the ancient and
abhorrent creature so near me with an infinite intensity. H's nadness, or at

| east his partial perversion, seened beyond di spute. He was al nbst whi spering
now, with a huskiness nore terrible than a scream and | trenbled as | |istened.

"As | says, 'tis queer haow picters sets ye thinkin'. D ye know, young Sir, |'m
right sot on this un here. Arter | got the book off Eb I uster look at it a |ot,
especi al when |I'd heerd Passon Clark rant o' Sundays in his big wig. Onct |
tried suthin' funny - here, young Sir, don't git skeert - all | done was ter

| ook at the picter afore | kilt the sheep for market - killin' sheep was ki nder



nore fun arter lookin' at it - The tone of the old man now sank very | ow,
sonmeti mes beconming so faint that his words were hardly audible. | listened to
the rain, and to the rattling of the bleared, snmall-paned wi ndows, and narked a
runmbl i ng of approachi ng thunder quite unusual for the season. Once a terrific
flash and peal shook the frail house to its foundations, but the whisperer
seenmed not to notice it.

"Killin'" sheep was kinder nore fun - but d'ye know, 'twan't quite satisfyin'.
Queer haow a cravin' gits a holt on ye - As ye love the Al m ghty, young nan,
don't tell nobody, but | swar ter Gawd thet picter begun to make nme hungry fer
victuals | couldn't raise nor buy - here, set still, what's ailin' ye? -

didn't do nothin', only I wondered haow 'twud be ef | did - They say neat nmkes
bl ood an' flesh, an' gives ye newlife, so | wondered ef 'twudn't make a man
live longer an' longer ef '"twas nore the sane - " But the whisperer never
continued. The interruption was not produced by my fright, nor by the rapidly

i ncreasi ng storm am dst whose fury | was presently to open ny eyes on a snoky
sol i tude of blackened ruins. It was produced by a very sinple though somewhat
unusual happeni ng.

The open book lay flat between us, with the picture staring repul sively upward.
As the old man whi spered the words "nore the sanme" a tiny splattering inpact was
heard, and sonethi ng showed on the yel |l owed paper of the upturned volune. |

t hought of the rain and of a |eaky roof, but rain is not red. On the butcher's
shop of the Anzique cannibals a small red spattering glistened picturesquely,

| endi ng vividness to the horror of the engraving. The old man saw it, and

st opped whi spering even before ny expression of horror nmade it necessary; saw it
and gl anced quickly toward the floor of the roomhe had |left an hour before.
foll owed his glance, and beheld just above us on the |oose plaster of the
ancient ceiling a large irregular spot of wet crinson which seemed to spread
even as | viewed it. | did not shriek or nove, but nerely shut my eyes. A nonent
| ater came the titanic thunderbolt of thunderbolts; blasting that accursed house
of unutterable secrets and bringing the oblivion which al one saved nmy m nd.
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