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chapter one

In a vast room hung with strangely figured arras and carpeted wi th Bonkhata rugs
of inpressive age and wor kmanship, four nmen were sitting around a docunent -
strewn table. Fromthe far corners, where odd tripods of wought iron were now
and then replenished by an incredibly aged Negro in sonber |ivery, canme the
hypnotic funmes of olibanum while in a deep niche on one side there ticked a
curious, coffin-shaped clock whose dial bore baffling hieroglyphs and whose four
hands did not nove in consonance with any tine system known on this planet. It
was a singular and disturbing room but well fitted to the business then at
hand. For there, in the New Ol eans hone of this continent's greatest nystic,
mat hemati ci an and orientalist, there was being settled at |ast the estate of a
scarcely |l ess great nystic, scholar, author and dreanmer who had vani shed from
the face of the earth four years before.

Randol ph Carter, who had all his life sought to escape fromthe tedi um and
limtations of waking reality in the beckoning vistas of dreans and fabl ed
avenues of other dimensions, disappeared fromthe sight of man on the seventh of
October, 1928, at the age of fifty-four. H s career had been a strange and

| onely one, and there were those who inferred fromhis curious novels many

epi sodes nore bizarre than any in his recorded history. Hi s association with
Harl ey Warren, the South Carolina nystic whose studies in the prinmal Naaca

| anguage; of the Himal ayan priests had | ed to such outrageous conclusions, had
been close. Indeed, it was he who -- one mst-nmad, terrible night in an ancient
graveyard had seen Warren descend into a dank and nitrous vault, never to
energe. Carter lived in Boston, but it was fromthe wild, haunted hills behind
hoary and witch-accursed Arkhamthat all his forebears had cone. And it was am d
these ancient, cryptically brooding hills that he had ultimtely vani shed.

His old servant, Parks -- who died early in 1930 -- had spoken of the strangely
aromatic and hi deously craven box he had found in the attic, and of the

i ndeci pherabl e parchments and queerly figured silver key which that box had
contained: matters of which Carter had also witten to others. Carter, he said,
had told himthat this key had come down from his ancestors, and that it would
help himto unlock the gates to his |ost boyhood, and to strange di nensi ons and
fantastic realns which he had hitherto visited only in vague, brief, and el usive
dreans. Then one day Carter took the box and its contents and rode away in his
car, never to return.

Later on, people found the car at the side of an old, grass-grown road in the
hills behind crunmbling Arkharm-- the hills where Carter's forebears had once
dwelt, and where the ruined cellar of the great Carter honestead still gaped to
the sky. It was in a grove of tall elns near by that another of the Carter's had
nmysteriously vanished in 1781, and not far away was the half-rotted cottage
where Goody Fowl er, the witch, had brewed her oninous potions still earlier. The
regi on had been settled in 1692 by fugitives fromthe witchcraft trials in
Salem and even now it bore a nanme for vaguely om nous things scarcely to be
envi saged. Edmund Carter had fled fromthe shadow of Gallows Hill just in tinme,
and the tales of his sorceries were many. Now, it seened, his |one descendant
had gone somewhere to join him



In the car they found the hideously carved box of fragrant wood, and the
parchnment which no man could read. The silver key was gone -- presumably with
Carter. Further than that there was no certain clue. Detectives from Boston said
that the fallen tinbers of the old Carter place seened oddly disturbed, and
sonmebody found a handkerchi ef on the rock-ridged, sinisterly wooded sl ope behind
the ruins near the dreaded cave called the Snake Den.

It was then that the country | egends about the Snake Den gained a new vitality.
Farmers whi spered of the bl asphenpbus uses to which old Ednund Carter the w zard
had put that horrible grotto, and added | ater tales about the fondness which
Randol ph Carter hinmself hid had for it when a boy. In Carter's boyhood the
vener abl e ganbrel -roof ed honmestead was still standing and tenanted by his great-
uncle Christopher. He had visited there often, and had tal ked singul arly about
the Snake Den. People renenbered what he had said about a deep fissure and an
unknown i nner cave beyond, and specul ated on the change he had shown after
spendi ng one whol e nmenorabl e day in the cavern when he was nine. That was in
October, too -- and ever after that he had seened to have a uncanny knack at
prophesyi ng future events.

It had rained late in the night that Carter vani shed, and no one was quite able
to trace his footprints fromthe car. Inside the Snake Den all was anorphous
liquid nud, owing to the copious seepage. Only the ignorant rustics whi spered
about the prints they thought they spied where the great el nms overhang the road,
and on the sinister hillside near the Snake Den, where the handkerchief was
found. Who could pay attention to whispers that spoke of stubby little tracks
i ke those which Randol ph Carter's square-toed boots nade when he was a snal
boy? It was as crazy a notion as that other whisper -- that the tracks of old
Beni jah Corey's peculiar heelless boots had net the stubby little tracks in the
road. A d Benijah had been the Carters' hired man when Randol ph was young; but
he had died thirty years ago.

It nmust have been these whispers plus Carter's own statenment to Parks and others
that the queerly arabesqued silver key would help himunlock the gates of his

| ost boyhood-whi ch caused a nunber of nystical students to declare that the

m ssing man had actually doubl ed back on the trail of tinme and returned through
forty-five years to that other October day in 1883 when he had stayed in the
Snake Den as a small boy. Wen he canme out that night, they argued, he had
somehow made the whole trip to 1928 and back; for did he not thereafter know of
t hi ngs which were to happen later? And yet he had never spoken of anything to
happen after 1928.

One student -- an elderly eccentric of Providence, Rhode Island, who had enjoyed
a long and cl ose correspondence with Carter -- had a still nore el aborate
theory, and believed that Carter had not only returned to boyhood, but achieved
a further liberation, roving at will through the prismatic vistas of boyhood

dream After a strange vision this man published a tale of Carter's vanishing in
whi ch he hinted that the | ost one now reigned as king on the opal throne of

Il ek-Vad, that fabulous town of turrets atop the hollow cliffs of gl ass

overl ooking the twilight sea wherein the bearded and finny Gliorri build their

si ngul ar | abyrinths.

It was this old man, Ward Phillips, who pl eaded nost |oudly against the
apportionnent of Carter's estate to his heirs-all distant cousins -- on the
ground that he was still alive in another tinme-dinension and might well return

some day. Against himwas arrayed the |legal talent of one of the cousins, Ernest
K. Aspinwall of Chicago, a man ten years Carter's senior, but keen as a youth in
forensic battles. For four years the contest had raged, but now the time for



apportionnent had cone, and this vast, strange roomin New Ol eans was to be the
scene of the arrangenent

It was the honme of Carter's literary and financial executor the distinguished
Creol e student of nysteries and Eastern antiquities, Etienne-Laurent de Marigny.
Carter had net de Marigny during the war, when they both served in the French
Forei gn Legion, and had at once cleaved to himbecause of their simlar tastes
and ontl ook. When, on a nenorable joint furlough, the |earned young Creol e had
taken the wi stful Boston dreaner to Bayonne, in the south of France, and had
shown himcertain terrible secrets in the nighted and i menorial crypts that
burrow beneath that broodi ng, eon-weighted city, the friendship was forever
sealed. Carrer's will had named de Marigny as executor, and now that avid
schol ar was reluctantly presiding over the settlenment of the estate. It was sad
work for him for like the old Rhode |Islander he did not believe that Carter was
dead. But what wei ght had the dreans of mystics against the harsh wi sdom of the
wor | d?

Around the table in that strange roomin the old French Quarter sat the nmen who
claimed an interest in the proceedings. There had been the usual |ega
advertisenents of the conference in papers wherever Carter's heirs were thought
to live;, yet only four now sat listening to the abnormal ticking of that coffin-
shaped cl ock which told no earthly time, and to the bubbling of the courtyard
fountain beyond hal f-curtained, fan-lighted wi ndows. As the hours wore on, the
faces of the four were half shrouded in the curling funes fromthe tri pods,
which, piled recklessly with fuel, seened to need | ess and | ess attention from
the silently gliding and increasingly nervous ol d Negro.

There was Etienne de Marigny hinself slim dark, handsonme, nustached, and stil

young. Aspinwall, representing the heirs, was white-haired, apoplectic-faced,

si de-whi skered, and portly. Phillips, the Providence mystic, was |ean, gray,

| ong- nosed, cl ean-shaven, and stoop-shoul dered. The fourth man was non-committa
in age -- lean, with a dark, bearded, singularly i mobile face of very regular

contour, bound with the turban of a high-caste Brahman and havi ng ni ght-bl ack
burning, alnost irisless eyes which seenmed to gaze out froma vast distance
behi nd the features. He had announced hinself as the Swam Chandraputra, an
adept from Benares, with inportant information to give; and both de Marigny and
Phillips -- who had corresponded with him-- had been quick to recognize the
genui neness of his mystical pretensions. Hi s speech had an oddly forced, holl ow,
metallic quality, as if the use of English taxed his vocal apparatus; yet his

| anguage was as easy, correct and idiomatic as any native Angl o-Saxon's. In
general attire he was the nornmal European civilian, but his |oose clothes sat
peculiarly badly on him while his bushy black beard, Eastern turban, and | arge,
white nmittens gave himan air of exotic eccentricity.

De Marigny, fingering the parchment found in Carter's car, was speaking.

"No, | have not been able to make anything of the parchment. M. Phillips, here,
al so gives it up. Colonel Churchward declares it is not Naacal, and it | ooks
nothing at all like the hieroglyphics on that Easter I|sland war-club. The

carvings on that box, though, do strangely suggest Easter I|sland i mages. The
nearest thing | can recall to these parchnent characters --notice how all the
letters seemto hang down from horizontal word-bar -- is the witing in a book
poor Harley War-ren once had. It came fromliIndia while Carter and | were
visiting himin 1919, and he never would tell us anything about it --said it
woul d be better if we didn't know, and hinted that it might have come originally
fromsome place other than the Earth. He took it with himin Decenber, when he
went down into the vault in that old graveyard -- but neither he nor the book



ever cane to the surface again. Sonme tinme ago | sent our friend here-the Swam
Chandraputra -- a nenory-sketch of sonme of those letters, and also a photostatic
copy of the Carter parchnent. He believes he may be able to shed Iight on them
after certain references and consul tations.

"But the key -- Carter sent ne a photograph of that. Its curious arabesques were
not letters, but seemto have belonged to the sane culture-tradition as the
parch-ment Carter always spoke of being on the point of solving the nystery,

t hough he never gave details. Once he grew al nbost poetic about the whole

busi ness. That antique silver key, he said, would unlock the successive doors
that bar our free march down the mghty cor-ridors of space and tinme to the very
Bor der which no man has crossed since Shaddad with his terrific genius built and
concealed in the sands of Arabia Pettraea the prodi gi ous dones and uncount ed

m narets of thousand-pillared Irem Half-starved dervishes -- wote Carter-- and
thirst-crazed nonads have returned to tell of that nonunental portal, and of the
hand that is scul ptured above the keystone of the arch, but no man has passed
and retraced his steps to say that his footprints on the garnet-strewn sands

Wi thin bear witness to his visit. The key, he surm sed, was that for which the
cycl opean scul ptured hand vainly grasps.

"Why Carter didn't take the parchnent as well as the key, we can not say.
Perhaps he forgot it -- or perhaps he forbore to take it through recollection of
one who had taken a book of |ike characters into a vault and newer returned O
perhaps it was really inmmterial to what he wi shed to do."

As de Marigny paused, old M. Phillips spoke a harsh, shrill voice.

"We can know of Randol ph Carter's wandering only what we dream | have been to
many strange places in dreams, and have heard many strange and significant
things in Uthar, beyond the River Skai. It does not appear that the parchment
was needed, for certainly Carter reentered the world of his boyhood dreans, and
is nowa king in Ilek-Vad."

M. Aspinwal |l grew doubly apopl ectic-1ooking as he sputtered: "Can't sonebody
shut the old fool up? W've had enough of these noonings. The problemis to
di vide the property, and it's about tine we got to it."

For the first time Swam Chandraputra spoke in his queerly alien voice.

"Gentlenen, there is nore to this matter than you think. M. Aspinwall does not
do well to laugh at the evidence of dreans. M. Phillips has taken an i ncom

pl ete vi ew per haps because he has not dreaned enough. |, nyself, have done nmuch
dreaming. W in India have always done that, just as all the Carters seemto
have done it. You, M. Aspinwall, as a maternal cousin, are naturally not a
Carter. My own dreans, and certain other sources of information, have told nme a
great deal which you still find obscure. For exanple, Randol ph Carter forgot

t hat parchnment which he couldn't decipher-yet it would have been well for him
had he renenbered to take it. You see, | have really learned pretty much what
happened to Carter after he left his car with the silver key at sunset on that
seventh of October, four years ago."

Aspi nwal | audi bly sneered, but the others sat up with heightened interest, The
smoke fromthe tripods increased, and the crazy ticking of that coffin-shaped
clock seened to fall into bizarre patterns |ike the dots and dashes of sone
alien and insoluble tel egraph nessage from outer space. The Hi ndoo | eaned back
hal f cl osed his eyes, and continued in that oddly | abored yet idiomatic speech



whil e before his audience there began to float a picture of what had happened to
Randol ph Carter.

chapter two

The hills beyond Arkham are full of a strange magi c-sonething, perhaps, which
the old wi zard Edmund Carter called down fromthe stars and up fromthe crypts
of nether earth when he fled there from Salemin 1692. As soon as Randol ph
Carter was back anong them he knew that he was close to one of the gates which a
few audaci ous, abhorred and alien-soul ed men have bl asted through titan walls
betwi xt the world and the outside absolute. Here, he felt, and on this day of
the year, he could carry out with success the nmessage he had deci phered nonths
before fromthe arabesques of that tarnished and incredi bly ancient silver key.
He knew now how it nust be rotated, and how it nust be held up to the setting
sun, and what syllables of cerenpny nust be intoned into the void at the ninth
and last turning. In a spot as close to a dark polarity and i nduced gate as
this, it could not fail inits primary functions Certainly, he would rest that
night in the |ost boyhood for which he had never ceased to nourn.

He got out of the car with the key in his pocket, wal king up-hill deeper and
deeper into the shadow core of that brooding, haunted countryside of w nding
road, vine-grown stone wall, black woodl and, gnarled, neglected orchard, gaping-

wi ndowed, deserted farm house, and nanel ess nun. At the sunset hour, when the

di stant spires of Kingsport gleaned in the ruddy bl aze, he took out the key and
made the needed turnings and intonations. Only later did he realize how soon the
ritual had taken effect.

Then in the deepening twilight he had heard a voice out of the past: O d Benijah
Corey, his great-uncle's hired man. Had not ol d Benijah been dead for thirty
years? Thirty years before when. What was ti ne? Where had he been? Wiy was it
strange that Benijah should be calling himon this seventh of October 1883? \Was
he not out later than Aunt Martha had told himto stay? What was this key in his
bl ouse pocket, where his little telescope -- given himby his father on his
ninth birthday, two nonths before -- ought to be? Had he found it in the attic
at hone? Wuld it unlock the nystic pylon which his sharp eye had traced am dst
the jagged rocks at the back of that inner cave behind the Snake Den on the
hill? That was the place they always coupled with old Edmund Carter the w zard.
Peopl e woul dn't go there, and nobody but hi mhad ever noticed or squirned
through the root-choked fissure to that great black inner chanber with the

pyl on. Whose hands had carved that hint of a pylon out of the living rock? Ad
W zard Edrmund's -- or others that he had conjured up and commanded?

That evening little Randol ph ate supper with Uncle Chris and Aunt Martha in the
ol d ganbrel -roofed farm house.

Next morning he was up early and out through the tw sted-boughed apple orchard
to the upper tinber | ot where the nmouth of the Snake Den | urked black and

forbi ddi ng anongst grotesque, overnourished oaks. A nanel ess expectancy was upon
him and he did not even notice the |loss of his handkerchief as he funbled in
hi s bl ouse pocket to see if the queer silver key was safe. He craw ed through
the dark orifice with tense, adventurous assurance, lighting his way with

mat ches taken fromthe sitting-room |n another nonment he had wiggled through

t he root-choked fissure at the farther end, and was in the vast, unknown inner
grotto whose ultimate rock wall seenmed half |ike a nonstrous and consciously
shapen pyl on. Before that dank, dripping wall he stood silent and awestruck



lighting one match after another as he gazed. Was that stony bul ge above the
keystone of the inmagined arch really a gigantic scul ptured hand? Then he drew
forth the silver key, and nade notions and intonati ons whose source he could
only dimy renmenber. WAs anything forgotten? He knew only that he wi shed to
cross the barrier to the untranmeled | and of his dreans and the gulfs where al
di nensi ons di ssolved in the absol ute.

chapter three

VWhat happened then is scarcely to be described in words. It is full of those
par adoxes, contradictions and an anonalies which have no place in waking |ife,
but which fill our nore fantastic dreans and are taken as matters of course til
we return to our narrow, rigid, objective world of limted causation and tri-
di rensional logic. As the Hindoo continued his tale, he had difficul-ty in
avoi di ng what seemed -- even nore than the notion of a man transferred through
the years to boyhood -- an air of trivial, puerile extravagance. M. Aspi nwal l
in disgust, gave an apoplectic snort and virtually stopped |istening.

For the rite of the silver key, as practiced by Randol ph Carter in that black
haunted cave within a cave, did not prove unavailing. Fromthe first gesture and
syl |l abl e an aura of strange, awesome mutati on was apparent -- a sense of

i ncal cul abl e di sturbance and confusion in tine and space, yet one which held no
hi nt of what we recognize as notion and duration. |nperceptibly, such things as
age and |l ocation ceased to have any significance whatever. The day before,
Randol ph Carter had mracul ously | eaped a gulf of years. Now there was no

di stinction between boy and nan. There was only the entity Randol ph Carter, with
a certain store of images which had | ost all connection with terrestrial scenes
and circunstances of acquisition. A nonment before, there had been an inner cave
wi t h vague suggestions of a nonstrous arch and gi gantic scul ptured hand on the
farther wall. Now there was neither cave nor absence of cave; neither wall nor
absence of wall. There was only a flux of inpressions not so nuch visual as
cerebral, am dst which the entity that was Randol ph Carter experienced
perceptions or registrations of all that his mnd revolved on, yet without any
cl ear consciousness OF the way in which he received them

By the tine the rite was over, Carter knew that he was in no regi on whose pl ace
could he told by Earth's geographers, and in no age whose date history could
fix; for the nature of what was happening was not wholly unfam liar to him
There were hints of it in the cryptical Pnakotic fragnents, and a whol e chapter
in the forbi dden Necronom con of the mad Arab, Abdul Al hazred, had taken on
signi fi cance when he had deci phered the designs graven on the silver key. A gate
had been unl ocked -- not, indeed, the Utinmte Gate, but one l|eading fromEarth
and time to that extension of Earth which is outside time, and fromwhich in
turn the Utimte Gate | eads fearsonely and perilously to the last Void which is
outside all earths, all universes, and all matter

There would he a Guide -- and a very terrible one; a Guide who had been an
entity of Earth mllions of years before, when man was undreanmed of, and when
forgotten shapes noved on a steaning planet building strange cities anmpbng whose
last, crunbling ruins the first mammls were to play. Carter renenbered what the
nonst rous Necrononi con had vaguely and di sconcertingly adunbrated concerning

t hat CGui de:

"And while there are those," the nmad Arab had witten, "who have dared to seek
gl i npses beyond the Veil, and to accept H M as guide, they would have been nore
prudent had they avoided commerce with HHM for it is witten in the Book of



Thoth how terrific is the price of a single glinpse. Nor may those who pass ever
return, for in the vastnesses transcendi ng our world are shapes of darkness that
sei ze and bind. The Affair that shanbleth about in the night, the evil that
defieth the Elder Sign, the Herd that stand watch at the secret portal each tonb
is known to have and that thrive on that which groweth out of the tenants
thereof: -- all these Blacknesses are | esser than HE WHO guardeth t he Gateway:
HE WHO wi | | gui de the rash one beyond all the worlds into the Abyss of unnamabl e
devourers. For He is 'UVR AT-TAWL, the Mst Ancient One, which the scribe
rendereth as THE PRO- LONGED OF LIFE."

Menory and i magi nati on shaped dimhal f-pictures with uncertain outlines am dst
t he seething chaos, but Carter knew that they were of menory and inagination
only. Yet he felt that it was not chance which built these things in his

consci ousness, but rather sone vast reality, ineffable and undi nensi oned, which
surrounded himand strove to translate itself into the only synbols he was
capabl e of grasping. For no mind of Earth may grasp the extensions of shape

whi ch interweave in the oblique gulfs outside tine and the di nensions we know.

There fl oated before Carter a cloudy pageantry of shapes and scenes which he
somehow linked with Earth's prinmal, eon-forgotten past. Mnstrous |iving things
nmoved deliberately through vistas of fantastic handi work that no sane dream ever
hel d, and | andscapes bore incredi ble vegetation and cliffs and nountai ns and
masonry of no hunman pattern. There were cities under the sea, and deni zens
thereof; and towers in great deserts where globes and cylinders and nanel ess

wi nged entities shot off into space, or hurtled down out of space. Al this
Carter grasped, though the inages bore no fixed relation to one another or to
him He hinself had no stable formor position, but only such shifting hints of
formand position as his whirling fancy suppli ed.

He had wi shed to find the enchanted regi ons of his boyhood dreans, where galleys
Sail up the river Qukranos past the gilded spires of Thran, and el ephant
caravans tranmp through perfuned jungles in Kied, beyond forgotten palaces with
veined ivory colums that sleep |lovely and unbroken under the nopon. Now,

i ntoxicated with wi der visions, he scarcely knew what he sought Thoughts of
infinite and bl asphenous daring rose in his mnd, and he knew he would face the
dreaded Cuide without fear, asking nonstrous and terrible things of him

All at once the pageant of inpressions seened to achieve a vague ki nd of
stabilization. There were great masses of towering stone, carven into alien and
i nconpr ehensi bl e desi gns and di sposed according to the | aws of: sone unknown,

i nverse geonetry. Light filtered froma sky of no assignable colour in baffling,
contradictory directions, and played al nost sentiently over what seened to be a
curved line of gigantic hieroglyphed pedestals nore hexagonal than otherw se,
and surnounted by cl oaked, ill-defined shapes.

There was anot her shape, too, which occupied no pedestal, but which seened to
glide or float over the cloudy, floor-like |ower level. It was not exactly
permanent in outline, but held transient suggestions of something renotely
precedi ng or paralleling the human form though half as |large again as an
ordinary man. It seened to be heavily cloaked, |ike the shapes on the pedestals,
with some neutral -coloured fabric; and Carter could not detect any eye-holes
through which it mght gaze. Probably it did not need to gaze, for it seened to
bel ong to an order of beings far outside the nmerely physical in organization and
facul ties.



A nonent later Carter knew that this was so, for the Shape had spoken to his
m nd wi thout sound or |anguage. And though the nanme it uttered was a dreaded and
terrible one, Randol ph Carter did not flinch in fear

I nstead, he spoke back, equally w thout sound or |anguage, and made those

obei sances whi ch the hideous Necronom con had taught himto make. For this shape
was nothing less than that which all the world has feared since Lomar rose out
of the sea, and the Children of the Fire Mst came to Earth to teach the Elder
Lore to man. It was indeed the frightful Guide and Guardian of the Gate -- 'UMR
AT-TAW L, the ancient one, which the scribe rendereth the PROLONGED OF LI FE

The Guide knew, as he knew all things, of Carter's quest and com ng, and that
this seeker of dreans and secrets stood before himunafraid. There was no horror
or malignity in what he radiated, and Carter wondered for a nonent whether the
mad Arab's terrific blasphenous hints cane fromenvy and a baffled wish to do
what was now about to be done. Or perhaps the Guide reserved his horror and

mal ignity for those who feared. As the radiations continued, Carter eventually
inter-preted themin the form of words.

"I amindeed that Mpst Ancient One," said the Guide, "of whomyou know. W have

awai ted you -- the Ancient Ones and |I. You are wel cone, even though | ong
del ayed. You have the key, and have unl ocked the First Gate. Now the U tinmate
Gate is ready for your trial. If you fear, you need not advance. You may stil

go back unharmed, the way you canme, But if you chose to advance ---"

The pause was om nous, but the radiations continued to be friendly. Carter
hesitated not a nonment, for a burning curiosity drove himon

"I will advance," he radiated back, "and | accept you as ny Cuide."

At this reply the Guide seened to make a sign by certain notions of his robe
which may or may not have involved the lifting of an arm or some honol ogous
menber. A second sign followed, and fromhis well-learned |lore Carter knew that
he was at | ast very close to the Utimte Gate. The |ight now changed to anot her
i nexplicable colour, and the shapes on the quasi-hexagonal pedestals becanme nore
clearly defined. As they sat note erect, their outlines becane nore |ike those
of nen, though Carter knew that they could not be nmen. Upon their cloaked heads
there now seened to rest tall, uncertainly coloured mters, strangely suggestive
of those on certain naneless figures chiseled by a forgotten scul ptor along the
living cliffs of a high, forbidden nmountain in Tartary; while grasped in certain
folds of their swathings were | ong sceptres whose carven heads bodied forth a
grot esque and archaic nystery.

Carter guessed what they were and whence they canme, and Whom they served; and
guessed, too, the price of their service. But he was still content, for at one
m ghty venture he was to learn all. Dammation, he reflected, is but a word
bandi ed about by those whose blindness | eads themto condemm all who can see,
even with a single eye. He wondered at the vast conceit of those who had babbl ed
of the malignant Ancient Ones, as if They could pause fromtheir everlasting
dreans to weack a wath on mankind. As well, he m ght a nanmoth pause to visit
franti c vengeance on an angl eworm Now the whol e assenbl age on the vaguely
hexagonal ' pillars was greeting himwith a gesture of those oddly carven
sceptres and radiating a nmessage which he understood:

"We salute you, Mpst Ancient One, and you, Ran-dol ph Carter, whose daring has
made you one of us."



Carter saw now that one of the pedestals was vacant, and a gesture of the Most
Ancient One told himit was reserved for him He saw al so anot her pedest al
taller than the rest, and at the center of the oddly curved line -- neither
semcircle nor ellipse, parabola nor hyperbola -- which they formed, This, he
guessed, was the Guide's own throne. Moving and rising in a manner hardly
definable, Carter took his seat; and as he did so he saw that the Gui de had
seated hinsel f.

Gradually and mstily it becanme apparent that the Mst Ancient One was hol di ng
sonmething -- sonme object clutched in the outflung folds of his robe as if for
the sight, or what answered for sight, of the cloaked Conpanions. It was a | arge
sphere, or apparent sphere, of some obscurely iridescent nmetal, and as the Guide
put it forward a |ow, pervasive half-inpression of sound be-gan to rise and fal
in intervals which seemed to be rhythm c even though they followed no rhythm of
Earth. There was a suggestion of chanting or what human i magi nati on m ght
interpret as chanting. Presently the quasi-sphere began to grow | um nous, and as
it gleaned up into a cold, pulsating |light of unassignable colour, Carter saw
that its flickerings conforned to the alien rhythmof the chant. Then all the
mtered, scepter-bearing Shapes on the pedestals comrenced a slight, curious
swaying in the same inexplicable rhythm while ninbuses of unclassifiable Iight
-- resenbling that of the quiasi-sphere -- played around their shrouded heads.

The Hi ndoo paused in his tale and | ooked curiously at the tall, coffin-shaped
clock with the four hands and hierogl yphed dial, whose crazy ticking followed no
known rhyt hm of Earth.

"You, M. de Marigny," he suddenly said to his |earned host, "do not need to be
told the particularly alien rhythmto which those cow ed Shapes on the hexagona
pillars chanted and nodded. You are the only one else -- in America -- who has
had a taste of the Quter Extension. That clock -- | suppose it was sent to you
by the Yogi poor Harley Warren used to talk about --- the seer who said that he
al one of living nmen had been to Yian-Ho, the hidden |egacy of eon-old Leng, and
had borne certain things away fromthat dreadful and forbidden city. | wonder
how many of its subtler properties you know? |f nmy dreans and readi ngs be
correct, it was made by those who knew much of the First Gateway. But |let ne go
on with ny tale.”

At last, continued the Swam , the swaying and the suggestion of chanting ceased,
t he | anbent ni nbuses around the now droopi ng and noti onl ess heads faded, while
the cl oaked shapes slunped curiously on their pedestals. The quasi-sphere,
however, continued to pulsate with inexplicable Iight. Carter felt that the

Anci ent Ones were sl eeping as they had been when he first saw them and he
wondered out of what cosmic dreanms his coming had aroused them Slowy there
filtered into his mind the truth that this strange chanting ritual had been one
of instruction, and that the Conpani ons had been chanted by the Mst Ancient One
into a new and peculiar kind of sleep in order that their dreans m ght open the
Utimte Gate to which the silver key was a passport. He knew that in the
profundity of this deep sleep they were contenpl ating unplunbed vast nesses of
utter and absol ute oursideness, and that they were to acconplish that which his
presence had demanded.

The Guide did not share this sleep, but seened still to be giving instructions
in sonme subtle, soundless way. Evidently he was inplanting i mages of those

t hi ngs whi ch he wi shed the Conpanions to dream and Carter knew that as each of
the Ancient Ones pictured the prescribed thought, there would be born the

nucl eus of a manifestation visible to his earthly eyes. When the dreans of al

t he Shapes had achi eved a oneness, that nanifestation would occur, and



everything he required be materialized, through concentration. He had seen such
things on Earth -- in India, where the conbined, projected will of a circle of
adepts can make a thought take tangi bl e substance, and in hoary Atlaanat, of

whi ch few even dare speak.

Just what the Utinmte Gate was, and how it was to be passed, Carter could not
be certain; but a feeling of tense expectancy surged over him He was consci ous
of having a kind of body, and of holding the fateful silver key in his hand. The
masses of towering stone opposite him seened to possess the evenness of a wall
toward the centre of which his eyes were irresistibly drawm. And then suddenly
he felt the nmental currents of the Mdst Ancient One cease to flow forth,

For the first time Carter realized how terrific utter silence, nental and
physical, may be. The earlier nonents had never failed to contain sone
perceptible rhythm if only the faint, cryptical pulse of the Earth's

di rensi onal extension, but now the hush of the abyss seened to fall upon
everything. Despite his intinmations of body, he had no audi ble breath, and the
glow of "Um at-Tawil's quasi-sphere had grown petrifiedly fixed and

unpul sating. A potent nimnbus, brighter than those which had played round the
heads of the Shapes, blazed frozenly over the shrouded skull of the terrible
Gui de.

A dizziness assailed Carter, and his sense of |ost orientation waxed a

t housandfol d. The strange |ights seened to hold the quality of the nost

i mpenetrabl e bl acknesses heaped upon bl acknesses whil e about the Ancient Ones,
so cl ose on their pseudo-hexagonal thrones, there hovered an air of the npst
stupefying renoteness. Then he felt hinself wafted into i measurabl e depths,

wi th waves of perfunmed warnth | apping against his face. It was as if he floated
in atorrid, rose-tinctured sea; a sea of drugged wi ne whose waves broke foam ng
agai nst shores of brazen fire. A great fear clutched himas he half saw that
vast expanse of surg-ing sea | apping against its far off coast. But the noment
of silence was broken -- the surgings were speaking to himin a | anguage that
was not of physical sound or articul ate words.

"The Man of Truth is beyond good and evil," in-toned voice that was not a voice.
'The Man of Truth has ridden to All-1s-One. The Man of Truth has | earned that
I[llusion is the One Reality, and that Substance is the Great |npostor."

And now, in that rise of masonry to which his eyes had been so irresistibly
drawn, there appeared the outline of a titanic arch not unlike that which he

t hought he had glinpsed so long ago in that cave within a cave, on the far
unreal surface of the three-dinensioned Earth. He realized that he had been
using the silver key -- nmoving it in accord with an unlearned and instinctive
ritual closely akin to that which had opened the Inner Gate. That rose-drunken
sea which | apped his cheeks was, he realized, no nore or |less than the

adamanti ne mass of the solid wall yielding before his spell, and the vortex of
t hought with which the Ancient Ones had aided his spell. Still guided by
instinct and blind deter-mnation, he floated forward -- and through the

Utimte Gate.

chapter four

Randol ph Carter's advance through the cycl opean bul k of masonry was like a dizzy
precipitation through the nmeasurel ess gulfs between the stars. From a great

di stance he felt triunmphant, godlike surges of deadly sweetness, and after that
the rustling of great w ngs, and inpressions of sound |ike the chirpings and



mur muri ngs of objects unknown on Earth or in the solar system d ancing
backward, he saw not one gate alone but a nultiplicity of gates, at some of
whi ch cl amoured Forns he strove not to remember.

And t hen, suddenly, he felt a greater terror than that which any of the Forns
could give -- a terror fromwhich he could not flee because it was connected
with hinmself. Even the First Gateway had taken sonething of stability from him
| eavi ng hi muncertain about his bodily formand about his relationship to the
mstily defined objects around him but it had not disturbed his sense of unity
He had still been Randol ph Carter, a fixed point in the dinmensional seething.
Now, beyond the U timte Gateway, he realized in a monment of consuming fright
that he was not one person, but many persons.

He was in many places at the same tinme. On Earth, on COctober 7, 1883, a little
boy named Randol ph Carter was | eaving the Snake Den in the hushed evening |ight
and running down the rocky slope, and through the tw sted-boughed orchard toward
his Uncle Christopher's house in the hills beyond Arkham vyet at that sane
monment, which was al so sonehow in the earthly year of 1928, a vague shadow not

| ess Randol ph Carter was sitting on a pedestal anmong the Ancient Ones mEarth's
transdi mensi onal extension, Here, too, was a third Randol ph Carter, in the
unknown and form ess cosm c abyss beyond the U timte Gate. And el sewhere, in a
chaos of scenes whose infinite multiplicity and nonstrous diversity brought him
close to the brink of madness, were a limtless confusion of beings which he
knew were as nuch hinmself as the |ocal manifestati on now beyond the U timte

Gat e.

There were Carters in settings belonging to every known and suspected age of
Earth's history, and to renoter ages of earthly entity transcendi ng know edge,
suspi cion, and credibility; Carters of forms both human and non- human,
vertebrate and invertebrate, conscious and m ndl ess, ani mal and vegetable. And
nore, there were Carters having nothing in common with earthly life, but noving
outrageously am dst backgrounds of other planets and systens and gal axi es and

cosm c con-tinua; spores of eternal life drifting fromworld to world, universe
to universe, yet all equally hinself. Sonme of the glinpses recalled dreans --
both faint and vivid, single and persistent -- which he had had through the | ong

years since he first began to dream and a few possessed a haunting, fascinating
and al nost horrible familiarity which no earthly logic could explain

Faced with this realization, Randol ph Carter reeled in the clutch of suprene
horror -- horror such as had not been hinted even at the clinmax of that hideous
ni ght when two had ventured into an ancient and abhorred necropolis under a
wani ng nmoon and only one had energed. No death, no doom no angui sh can arouse
t he surpassing despair which flows froma loss of identity. Merging with

not hi ngness i s peaceful oblivion; but to be aware of existence and yet to know
that one is no longer a definite being distinguished fromother beings -- that
one no longer has a self -- that is the nanmeless sunmit of agony and dread.

He knew that there had been a Randol ph Carter of Boston, yet could not be sure
whet her he -- the fragnment or facet of an entity beyond the Utimte Gate -- had
been that one or sone other. H's self had been annihilated; and yet he -- if

i ndeed there could, in view of that utter nullity of individual existence, be
such a thing as he-was equally aware of being in some inconceivable way a | egion
of selves. It was as though his body had been suddenly transformed i nto one of
those many-1inmbed and many- headed effigies sculptured in Indian tenples, and he
contenpl ated the aggregation in a bewildered attenpt to discern which was the
original and which the additions -- if indeed (suprenmely nonstrous thought!)
there were any original as distin-guished from other enbodi nents.



Then, in the mdst of these devastating reflections, Carter's beyond-the-gate
fragnent was hurled from what had seemed the nadir of horror to black, clutching
pits of a horror still nore profound. This tine it was largely external -- a
force of personality which at once confronted and surrounded and pervaded hi m
and which in addition to its local presence, seened also to be a part of

hinself, and |ikewise to be co-existent with all time and conterm nous with al
space. There was no visual inmage, yet the sense of entity and the awful concept
of conbined localismand identity and infinity lent a paralyzing terror beyond
anyt hi ng which any Carter-fragnent had hitherto deened capabl e of existing.

In the face of that awful wonder, the quasi-Carter forgot the horror of

destroyed individuality. It was an All-in-One and One-An-All of limtless being
and self-not nerely a thing of one space-tune continuum but allied to the
ultimate ani mati ng essence of existence's whol e unbounded sweep -- the |ast,

utter sweep which has no confines and which outreaches fancy and nat hematics
alike. It was perhaps that which certain secret cults of Earth had whi spered of
as Yog- Sot hoth, and which has been a deity under other names; that which the
crustaceans of Yuggoth worship as the Beyond-One, and which the vaporous brains
of the spiral nebul ae know by an untranslatable sign -- yet in a flash the
Carter-facet realized how slight and fractional all these conceptions are.

And now t he Being was addressing the Carter-facet in prodigious waves that snote
and burned and thundered -- a concentration of energy that blasted its recipient
with well-nigh unendurable violence, and that paralleled in an unearthly rhythm
the curious swaying of the Ancient Ones, and the flickering of the nonstrous
lights, in that baffling region beyond the First Gate. It was as though suns and
wor |l ds and uni verses had converged upon one point whose very position in space
they had conspired - to annihilate with an inpact of resistless fury. But am dst
the greater terror one lesser terror was di mnished; for the searing waves
appeared sonehow to isolate the Beyond-the-Gate Carter fromhis infinity of
duplicates -- to restore, as it were, a certain anount of the illusion of
identity. After a tinme the hearer began to translate the waves into speech-forms
known to him and his sense of. horror and oppression waned. Fright becane pure
awe, and what had seened bl asphenpusly abnornmal seened now only ineffably

maj esti c.

"Randol ph Carter,"” it seemed to say, "my manifestations on your planet's
extension, the Anci ent Ones, have sent you as one who would |l ately have returned
to small | ands of dream which he had | ost, yet who with greater freedom has

risen to greater and nobler desires and curiosities. You wished to sail up

gol den Qukranos, to search out forgotten ivory cities in orchid-heavy Kied, and
to reign on the opal. throne of Il ek-Vad, whose fabul ous towers and. nunberl ess
donmes rise mghty toward a single red star in a firmanent alien to your Earth
and to all matter. Now, with the passing of two Gates, you w sh |oftier things.
You would not flee like a child froma scene disliked to a dream bel oved, but
woul d plunge like a man into that |last and i nmost of secrets which |lies behind
all scenes and dreans.

"What you wi sh, | have found good; and | amready to grant that which | have
granted eleven tinmes only to beings of your planet -- five tinmes only to those
you call men, or those resenbling them | amready to show you the Utinate
Mystery, to look on which is to blast a feeble spirit. Yet before you gaze ful
at that last and first of secrets you may still wield a free choice, and return
if you will. through the two Gates with the Veil still unrent before your eyes.



chapter five

A sudden shutting-off of the waves left Carter in a chilling and awesone silence
full of the spirit of desolation. On every hand pressed the illimtable vastness
of the void; yet the seeker knew that the Being was still there. After a nonent
he thought of words whose nental substance he flung into the abyss: "I accept.
will not retreat”

The waves surged forth again, and Carter knew that the Being had heard. And now
there poured fromthat lintless Mnd a flood of know edge and expl anati on which
opened new vistas to the seeker, and prepared himfor such a grasp of the cosnos
as he had never hoped to possess. He was told how childish and Iimted is the
notion of a tri-dinmensional world, and what an infinity of directions there are
besi des the known direc-tions of up-down, forward-backward, right-left. He was
shown the snmll ness and tinsel enptiness of the little Earth gods, with their
petty, human interests and con-nections-their hatreds, rages, |oves and
vanities; their craving for praise and sacrifice, and their demands for faiths
contrary to reason and nature.

Wil e npost of the inpressions translated thenselves to Carter as words there
were others to which other senses gave interpretation. Perhaps with eyes and
per-haps with imagi nati on he perceived that he was in a region of dinmensions
beyond those conceivable to the eye and brain of man. He saw now, in the
broodi ng shadows of that which had been first a vortex of power and then an
illimtable void, a sweep of creation that dizzied his senses. From sone

i nconcei vabl e vantage -point he | ooked upon prodigi ous fornms whose nultiple
extensions transcended any conception of being, size and boundaries which his
m nd had hitherto been able to hold, despite a lifetinme of cryptical study. He
began to understand dimy why there could exist at the sane tinme the little boy
Randol ph Carter in the Arkham farm house in 1883, the mi sty formon the vaguely
hexagon. al pillar beyond the First Gate, the fragnment now facing the Presence
inthe limtless abyss, and all the other Carters his fancy or perception

envi saged.

Then the waves increased in strength and sought to i nprove his understanding,
reconciling himto the mul-tiformentity of which his present fragnment was an
infinitesimal part. They told himthat every figure of space is but the result
of the intersection by a plane of some corresponding figure of one nore

di mension -- as a square is cut froma cube, or a circle froma sphere. The cube
and sphere, of three dinensions, are thus cut from corresponding forns of four

di nensi ons, which nen know only through guesses and dreans; and these in turn
are cut fromforns of five dinmensions, and so on up to the dizzy and reachl ess
hei ghts of archetypal infinity. The world of men and of the gods of nmen is

merely an infinitesiml phase of an infinitesimal thing -- the three-di nensi ona
phase of that snmall whol eness reached by the First Gate, where 'Unr at-Taw |
dictates dreams to the Ancient Ones. Though nen hail it as reality, and band

t houghts of its many-di mensioned original as unreality, it is in truth the very
opposite. That which we call substance and reality is shadow and illusion, and
that which we call shadow and illusion is substance and reality.

Time, the waves went on, is notionless, and wi thout beginning or end. That it

has notion and is the cause of change is an illusion. Indeed, it is itself
really an illusion, for except to the narrow sight of beings in limted

di mrensions there are no such things as past, present and future. Men think of
time only because of what they call change, yet that to is illusion. Al that

was, and is, and is to be, exists sinultaneously.



These revel ations cane with a god like solemity which |left Carter unable to
doubt. Even though they |ay al nbst beyond his conprehension, he felt that they
must be true in the light of that final cosmic reality which belies all |oca
perspectives and narrow partial views; and he was fam liar enough wi th profound
specul ations to be free fromthe bondage of |ocal and partial conceptions. Had
hi s whol e quest not been based upon a faith in the unreality of the local and
partial ?

After an inpressive pause the waves continued, saying that what the deni zens of
f ew- di nensi oned zones call change is nmerely a function of their consciousness,
which views the external world fromvarious cosmc angles. As the Shapes
produced by the cutting of a cone seemto vary with the angles of cutting --
being circle, ellipse, parabola or hyperbola according to that angle, yet

wi t hout any change in the cone itself -- so do the |ocal aspects of an unchanged
-- and endless reality seemto change with the cosmic angle of regarding. To
this variety of angles OF consciousness the feeble beings of the inner worlds
are slaves, since with rare exceptions they can not learn to control them Only
a few students of forbidden things have gai ned inklings of this control, and
have thereby conquered tinme and change. But the entities outside the Gates
command all angles, and view the nyriad parts of the cosnobs in terns of
fragnmentary change-invol ving perspective, or of the changeless totality beyond
perspective, in accordance with their will.

As the waves paused again, Carter began to conprehend, vaguely and terrifiedly,
the ulti mte background of that riddle of lost individuality which had at first
so horrified him His intuition pieced together the fragnents of revel ation, and
brought him closer and closer to a grasp of the secret. He understood that much
of the frightful revelation would have cone upon him-- splitting up his ego
anongst nyriads of earthly counterparts inside the First Gate, had not the magic
of "Unr at-Tawil kept it fromhimin order that he m ght use the silver key with
precision for the Utimte Gate's opening. Anxious for clearer know edge, he
sent out waves of thought, asking nore of the exact relationship between his
various facets -- the fragnent now beyond the U timte Gate, the fragnent stil
on the quasi-hexagonal pedestal beyond the First Gate, the boy of 1883, the man
of 1928, the various ancestral beings who had forned his heritage and the

bul wark of his ego, arid the nanel ess deni zens of the other eons and ot her
wor |l ds which that first hideous flash ultimte perception had identified with
him Slowy the waves of the Being surged out in reply, trying to make plain
what was al nost beyond the reach of an earthly m nd

Al |l descended |ines of beings of the finite di nensions, continued the waves, and
all stages of growh in each one of these beings, are nerely manifestations of
one archetypal and eternal being in the space outside dinensions. Each |oca
being -- son, father, grandfather, and so on -- and each stage of individua
being -- infant, child, boy, man -- is nmerely one of the infinite phases of that
same archetypal and eternal being, caused by a variation in the angle of the
consci ousness-pl ane which cuts it. Randol ph Carter at all ages; Randol ph Carter
and all his ancestors, both human and pre-human, terrestrial and pre-
terrestrial; all these were only phases of one ultimte, eternal "Carter"”
outsi de space and tine -- phantom projections differentiated only by the angle
at which the plane of consciousness happened to cut the eternal archetype in
each case

A slight change of angle could turn the student of today into the child of
yesterday; could turn Randol ph Carter into that wi zard, Ednund Carter who fled
fromSalemto the hills behind Arkhamin 1692, or that Pickman Carter who in the
year 2169 woul d use strange neans in repelling the Mongol hordes from Australi a;



could turn a human Carter into one of those earlier entities which had dwelt in
pri mal Hyperborea and worshi pped bl ack, plastic Tsathoggua after flying down
from Kydi ami |, the double planet that once revolved around Arcturus; could turn
a terrestrial Carter to a renptely ancestral and doubtfully shaped dwell er on
Kytham | itself, or a still renoter creature of trans-galactic Stronti, or a
four-di mensi oned gaseous consci ousness in an ol der space-time continuum or a
veget abl e brain of the future on a dark, radioactive conet of inconceivable
orbit -- so on, in endless cosnic cycle.

The archetype, throbbed the waves, are the people of the Utinmte Abyss --

form ess, ineffable, and guessed at only by rate dreamers on the | ow di nensi oned
wor | ds. Chi ef anong such was this informng Being itself... which indeed was
Carter's own archetype. The gutless zeal of Carter and all his forebears for
forbi dden cosmic secrets was a natural result of derivation fromthe Suprene
Archetype. On every world all great wi zards, all great thinkers, all great
artists, are facets of It.

Al nost stunned with awe, and with a kind of terrifying delight, Randol ph
Carter's consciousness did homage to that transcendent Entity fromwhich it was
derived. As the waves paused again he pondered in the m ghty silence, thinking
of strange tributes, stranger questions, and still stranger requests. Curious
concepts flowed conflictingly through a brain dazed with unaccustoned vistas and
unf oreseen di sclosures. It occurred to himthat, if these disclosures were
literally true, he might bodily visit all those infinitely distant ages and
parts of the universe which he had hitherto known only in dreans, could he but
command the magi ¢ to change the angle of his consciousness-plane. And did not
the silver key supply that magic? Had it not first changed himfroma man in
1928 to a boy in 1883, and then to sonmething quite outside tinme? Oddly, despite
hi s present apparent absence of body; he knew that the key was still with him

While the silence still |asted, Randol ph Carter radiated forth the thoughts and
guestions which assailed him He knew that in this ultimte abyss he was
equi di stant fromevery facet of his archetype -- human or non-human, terrestria
or ertra-terrestrial, galactic or tran-galactic; and his curiosity regarding the
ot her phases of his being -- especially those phases which were farthest from an
earthly 1928 in tine and space, or which had nost persistently haunted his
dreans throughout life -- was at fever beat He felt that his archetypal Entity
could at will send himbodily to any of these phases of bygone and distant life
by changi ng his consci ousness-pl ane and despite the marvel s he had undergone he
burned for the further marvel of walking in the flesh through those grotesque
and incredi ble scenes which visions of the night had fragmentarily brought him

Wt hout definite intention be was asking the Presence for access to a dim
fantastic world whose five nmulti-coloured suns, alien constellations, dizzily

bl ack crags, clawed, tapir-snouted denizens, bizarre netal towers, unexplained
tunnels, and cryptical floating cylinders had intruded again and again upon his
slunmbers. That world, he felt vaguely, was in all the conceivable cosnps the one
nost freely in touch with others; and he longed to explore the vistas whose

begi nni ngs he had glinpsed, and to enbark through space to those still renoter
worl ds with which the clamed, snouted denizens trafficked. There was no time for
fear. As at all crises of his strange life, sheer cosmic curiosity triunphed
over everything el se.

When the waves resuned their awesone pul sing, Carter knew that his terrible
request was granted. The Being was telling himof the nighted gulfs through
whi ch he woul d have to pass of the unknown quintuple star in an unsuspected
gal axy around which the alien world revol ved, and of the burrowi ng inner horrors



agai nst which the clawed, snouted race of that world perpetually fought. It told
him too, of how the angle of his personal consciousness-plane, and the angle of
hi s consci ousness-pl ane regardi ng the space-tinme el ements of the sought-for
wor |l d, would have to be tilted sinultaneously in order to restore to that world
the Carter-facet which had dwelt there.

The Presence wanted himto be sure of his synbols if he wished ever to return
fromthe renote and alien world he had chosen, and he radi ated back an inpatient
affirmation; confident that the silver key, which he felt was with himand which
he knew had tilted both world and personal planes in throwi ng himback to 1883,
cont ai ned those symbols which were nmeant. And now the Being, grasping his

i npatience signified its readiness to acconplish the nonstrous precipitation

The waves abruptly ceased, and there supervened a nonentary stillness tense with
nanel ess and dreadful expectancy.

Then, without warning, came a whirring and drumring that swelled to a terrific
t hunderi ng. Once again Carter felt hinself the focal point of an intense
concentration of energy which snmote and hammered and seared unbearably in the
now familiar rhythm of outer space, and which he could not classify as either
the bl asting heat of a blazing star, or the all-petrifying cold of the ultimte
abyss. Bands and rays of colour utterly foreign to any spectrum of our universe
pl ayed and wove and interlaced before him and he was conscious of a frightfu
velocity of notion. He caught one fleeting glinpse of a figure sitting al one
upon a cloudy throne nore hexagonal than otherw se...

chapter six

As the Hi ndoo paused in his story he saw that de Marigny and Phillips were

wat chi ng hi m absorbedly. Aspinwall pretended to ignore the narrative and kept
his eyes ostentatiously on the papers before him The alien-rhythmed ticking of
the cof fin-shaped clock took on a new and portentous nmeani ng, while the funes
fromthe choked, neglected tripods wove thenselves into fantastic and

i nexpl i cabl e shapes, and forned di sturbing conmbinations with the grotesque
figures of the draft-swayed tapestries. The old Negro who had tended them was
gone -- perhaps sone growi ng tension had frightened himout of the house. An

al nost apol ogeti c hesitancy hanpered the speaker as he resuned in his oddly

| abored yet idiomatic voice.

"You have found these things of the abyss hard to believe," he said, "but you

will find the tangible and naterial things ahead still barer. That is the way of
our mnds. Marvels are doubly incredible when brought into three di mensions from
the vague regi ons of possible dream | shall not try to tell you nmuch -- that
woul d be another and very different story. | will tell only what you absolutely

have to know. "

Carter, after that final vortex of alien and polychromatic rhythm had found
hinself in what for a noment he thought was his old insistent dream He was, as
many a ni ght before, wal king ami dst throngs of clawed, snouted beings through
the streets of a labyrinth of inexplicably fashioned metal under a plate of

di verse solar colour; and as he | ooked down he saw that his body was |ike those

of the others -- rugose, partly squanous, and curiously articulated in a fashion
mai nly insect-1ike yet not without a caricaturish resenblance to the human
outline. The silver key was still in his grasp, though held by a noxious-Iooking

cl aw.



I n anot her nmonment the dream sense vani shed, and he felt rather as one just
awakened froma dream The ultimate abyss - the Being - the entity of absurd,
out -l andi sh race cal | ed Randol ph Carter on a world of the future not yet born -
sone of these things were parts of the persistent recurrent dreans of the w zard
Zkauba on the planet Yaddith. They were too persistent -- they interfered with
his duties in weaving spells to keep the frightful Dholes in their burrows, and
became m xed up with his recollections of the nyriad real worlds he had visited
in light-beam envel opes. And now they had beconme quasi-real as never before.
This heavy, material silver key in his right upper claw, exact inmage of one he
had dreant about rneant no. He nust rest and reflect, and consult the tablets of
Nhi ng for advice on what to do. Clinmbing a nmetal wall in a |ane off the main
concourse, he entered his apartnment and approached the rack of tablets.

Seven day-fractions | ater Zkauba squatted on his prismin awe and hal f despair
for the truth had opened up a new and conflicting set of nmenories. Nevernore
coul d he know the peace of being one entity. For all tine and space he was two:
Zkauba the wi zard of Yaddith, disgusted with the thought of the repellent earth-
manmmal Carter that he was to be and had been, and Randol ph Carter, of Boston on
die Earth, shivering with fright at the clawed, mantel thing which he had once
been, and had becone again

The tinme units spent on Yaddith, croaked the Swam -- whose | aboured voice was
begi nning to show signs of fatigue -- nade a tale in thensel ves which could not
be related in brief conpass. There were trips to Stronti and Mhura and Kath,
and other worlds in the twenty-eight gal axi es accessible to the |ight-beam
envel opes of the creatures of Yaddith, and trips back and forth through eons of
time with the aid of the silver key and various other synbols known to Yaddith's
wi zards. There were hideous struggles with the bl eached vi scous Dholes in the
primal tunnels that honeyconbed the planet. There were awed sessions in
l'ibraries anmongst the nassed |ore of ten thousand worlds |iving and dead. There
were tense conferences with other m nds of Yaddith, including that of the Arch-
Anci ent Buo. Zkauba told no one of what had befallen his personality, but when
t he Randol ph Carter facet was uppernost he would study furiously every possible
means of returning to the Earth and to human form and woul d desperately
practice human speech with the alien throat-organs so ill adapted to it.

The Carter-facet had soon | earned with horror that the silver key was unable to
effect his return to human form It was, as he deduced too |ate fromthings he
remenber ed, things he dreaned, and things he inferred fromthe |ore of Yaddith,
a product of Hyperborea on Earth; with power over the personal consci ousness-

angl es of human beings alone. It could, however, change the planetary angle and

send the user at will through tinme in an unchanged body. There had been an added
spell which gave it limtless powers it otherw se | acked; but this, too, was a
human di scovery -- peculiar to a spatially unreachabl e region, and not to be

duplicated by the wi zards of Yaddith. It had been witten on the undeci pherable
parchnent in the hideously craven box with the silver key, and Carter bitterly

| amented that he had left it behind. The now i naccessi bl e Bei ng of the abyss had
warned himto be sure of his synmbols, and had doubtl ess thought he | acked
not hi ng.

As time wore on he strove harder and harder to utilize the nonstrous |ore of
Yaddith in finding a way back to the abyss arid die omipotent Entity. Wth his
new knowl edge be coul d have done much toward reading the cryptic parchnent; but
t hat power, under present conditions, was nerely ironic. There were tines,
however, when the Zkauba-facet was uppernpst and when he strove to erase the
conflicting Carter-menories which troubled him



Thus | ong spaces OF tine wore on -- ages |longer than the brain of man could
grasp, since the beings of Yaddith die only after prolonged cycles. After many
hun-dreds of revolutions the Carter-facet seenmed to gain on the Zkauba-facet,
and woul d spend vast periods calculating the distance of Yaddith in space and
time fromthe human Earth that was to be. The figures were staggering eons of
light-years beyond counting but the i menorial lore of Yaddith fitted Carter to
grasp such things. He cultivated the power of dream ng hinself nonentarily

Eart hward, and | earned many things about our planet that he had never known
before. But he could not dreamthe needed forrmula on the m ssing parchment.

Then at | ast he conceived a wild plan of escape from Yaddith -- which began when
be found a drug that woul d keep his Zkrauba-facet always dormant, yet wi th out

di ssol ution of the know edge and nmenori es of Zkauba. He thought that his
calculations would let himperforma voyage with a |ight-wave envel ope such as
no being of Yaddidi had ever perfornmed -- a bodily voyage through nanel ess eons
and across incredible galactic teaches to the solar systemand the Earth itself.

Once on Earth, though in the body of a clawed, snouted thing, he m ght be able
somehow to find and finish deciphering-the strangely hieroglyphed parchnent he
had left in the car at Arkham and with its aid -- and the key's -- resune his
normal terrestrial senbl ance.

He was not blind; to the perils of the attenpt. He knew that when he had brought
the planet-angle to the right eon (a thing inpossible to do while hurtling

t hrough space), Yaddith would be a dead world dom nated by triunphant Dhol es,
and that his escape in the |light-wave envel ope would be a matter of grave doubt.
Li kewi se was he aware of how he nust achi eve suspended ani mation, in the manner
of an adept, to endure the eon long flight through fathom ess abysses. He knew,
too, that -- assuming his voyage succeeded -- he must immunize hinmself to the
bacterial and other earthly conditions hostile to a body from Yaddith.

Furt hernore, he nust provide a way of feigning human shape on Earth until he

m ght recover and deci pher die parchnent and resunme that shape in truth.

Ot herwi se he woul d probably be discovered and destroyed by the people in horror
as a thing that should not be. And there nust be sone gold -- luckily obtainable
on Yaddid -- to tide himover that period of quest

Slowly Carter's plans went forward. He prepared a |ight-wave envel ope of

abnormal toughness, able to stand both the prodigious tinme-transition and the
unex-ampl ed flight through space. He tested all his cal culations, and sent forth
his Earthward dreans again and again, bringing themas close as possible to
1928. He practiced suspended ani mati on with marvel ous success. He discovered
just the bacterial agent he needed, and worked out the varying gravity-stress to
whi ch he nmust beconme used. He artfully fashioned a waxen mask and | oose costune
enabling himto pass anpbng nen as a human being of a sort, and devised a doubly
potent spell with which to bold back the Dholes at the nonent of his starting
fromthe dead, black Yaddith of the inconceivable future. He took care, too, to
assenble a large supply of the drugs -- unobtainable on Earth -- which would
keep his Zkauba-facet in abeyance till he mght shed the Yaddith body, nor did
he neglect a small store of gold for earthly use.

The starting-day was a tinme of doubt and apprehension. Carter clinbed up to his
envel ope-platform on the pretext of sailing for the triple star Nython, and
crawled into the sheath of shining nmetal. He had just roomto performthe ritua
of the silver key, and as he did so he slowy started the levitation of his
envel ope. There was an appal |l ing seething and darkening of the day, and hi deous
racki ng of pain. The cosnpbs seemed to reel irresponsibly, and the other
constel | ati ons danced in a black sky.



All at once Carter felt a new equilibrium The cold of interstellar gulfs gnawed
at the outside of his envel ope, and he could see that he floated free in space -
- the nmetal building fromwhich he had started having decayed years befor. Bel ow
himthe ground was festering with gigantic Dholes; and even as he | ooked, one
reared up several hundred feet and | eveled a bl eached, viscous end at him But
his spells were effective, and in another nonment he was falling away from
Yaddi t h, unhar ned.

chapter seven

In that bizarre roomin New Ol eans, fromwhich the old black servant had
instinctively fled, the odd voice of Swami Chandraputta grew hoarser still.

"Gentlenen," he continued, "I will not ask you to believe these things until |
have shown you special proof. Accept it, then, as a myth, when | tell you of the
t housands of light-years -- thousands of years of tine, and uncounted billions

of miles that Randol ph Carter hurtled through space as a naneless, alien entity
in a thin envel ope of electron-activated nmetal. He tinmed his period of suspended
animation with utnost care, planning to have it end only a few years before the
time of landing on the Earth in or near 1928."

"He will never forget that awakeni ng. Renmenber, gentlenen, that before that eon
I ong sl eep he had lived consciously for thousands of terrestrial years am dst
the alien and horrible wonders of Yaddith. There was a hi deous gnaw ng of cold,
a cessation of nmenacing dreans, and a gl ance through the eye-plates of the
envel ope. Stars, clusters, nebulae, on every hand -- and at last their outline
bore sone kinship to the constellations of Earth that he knew. "

"Some day his descent into the solar system my be told. He saw Kynath and
Yuggoth on the rim passed close to Neptune and glinpsed the hellish white fung
that spot it, learned an untellable secret fromthe close glinpsed msts of
Jupiter, and saw the horror on one of the satellites, and gazed at the cycl opean
ruins that sprawl over Mars' ruddy disc. When the Earth drew near he saw it as a
thin crescent which swelled alarmingly in size. He slackened speed, though his

sensations of honeconing made himw sh to lose not a monment. | will not try to
tell you of these sensations as | |learned themfrom Carter

"Well, toward the |last Carter hovered about in the Earth's upper air waiting
till daylight cane over the Western Hem sphere. He wanted to | and where he had
| eft -- near the Snake Den in the hills behind Arkham If any of you have been
away from home long -- and | know one of you has -- | leave it to you how the

sight of New England's rolling hills and great el nms and gnarled orchards and
anci ent stone walls nust have affected him"

"He canme down at dawn in the | ower nmeadow of the old Carter place, and was

t hankful for the silence and solitude. It was autum, as when he had |eft, and
the snell of the hills was balmto his soul. He managed to drag the netal

envel ope up the slope of the tinber ot into the Snake Den, though it would not
go through the weed-choked fissure to the inner cave. It was there also that he
covered his alien body with the human cl ot hi ng and waxen mask whi ch woul d be
necessary. He kept the envel ope here for over a year, till certain circunstances
made a new hi di ng- pl ace necessary."

"He wal ked to Arkham -- incidentally practicing the managenent of his body in
human posture and against terrestrial gravity -- and his gold changed to noney



at a bank. He al so made sone inquiries -- posing as a foreigner ignorant of nuch
English -- and found that the year was 1930, only two years after the goal he
had ai med at."

"Of course, his position was horrible, Unable to assert his identity, forced to
live on guard every nmonment, with certain difficulties regarding food, and with a
need to conserve the alien drug which kept his Zkauba-facet dornmant, he felt

that he nust act as quickly as possible. Going to Boston and taking a roomin
the decayi ng West End, where he could live cheaply and i nconspicuously, he at
once established inquiries concerning Randol ph Carter's estate and effects. It
was then that he | earned how anxious M. Aspinwall, here, was to have the estate
di vided, and how valiantly M. de Marigny and M. Phillips strove to keep it

i ntact."”

The Hi ndoo bowed, though no expression crossed his dark, tranquil, and thickly
bear ded face.
“Indirectly," he continued, "Carter secured a good copy of the m ssing parchnent
and began working on its deciphering. | amglad to say that | was able to help
inall this -- for he appealed to ne quite early, and through me cane in touch
with other nystics throughout the world. | went to live with himin Boston --

wr et ched: place in Chanbers Street. As for the parchment -- | am pleased to help
M. de Marigny in his perplexity. To himlet me say that the | anguage of those
hi erogl yphics is not Naacal, but R |yehian, which was brought to Earth by the

spawn of Cthul hu countless ages ago. It is, of coarse, a translation -- there
was an Hyperborean original mllions of years earlier in the prinmal tongue of
Tsat h-yo."

"There was nore to deci pher than Carter had | ooked for, but at no tine did he
gi ve up hope. Early this year he nade great strides through a book he inported
from Nepal, and there is no question but that he will win before |ong.
Unfortunately, however, one handi cap has devel oped -- the exhaustion of the
alien drug which keeps the Zkauba-facet dormant. This is not, however, as great
a calamty as was feared. Carter's personality is gaining in the body, and when
Zkauba comes upper nost-for shorter and shorter periods, and now only when
evoked by some unusual excitenent -- he is generally too dazed to undo any of
Carter's work. He can not find the nmetal envel ope that would take himhack to
Yaddi th, for although he al nost did, once, Carter hid it anew at a tinme when the
Zkanba-facet was wholly latent. Al the harm he has done is to frighten a few
peopl e and create certain nightmare runors anong the Pol es and Lithuani ans of
Boston's West End. So far, he had never injured the careful disguise prepared by
the Carter-facet, though he sonmetinmes throws it off so that parts have to be
repl aced. | have seen what |ies beneath -- and it is not good to see."

"A nonth ago Carter saw the advertisenent of this neeting, and knew that he nust
act quickly to save his estate. He could not wait to deci pher the parchment and
resunme his human form Consequently he deputed nme to act for him™"

"Gentlenen, | say to you that Randol ph Carter is not dead; that he is
tenporarily in an anomal ous condition, but that within two or three nonths at
the outside he will be able to appear in proper form and dermand the custody of
his estate. | am prepared to offer proof if necessary. Therefore | beg that you
will adjourn this nmeeting for an indefinite period."

chapter eight



De Marigny and Phillips stared at the Hindoo as if hypnotized, while Aspinwal
emitted a series of snorts and bellows. The old attorney's disgust had by now
surged into open rage and he pounded the table with an apoplectically veined fit
When he spoke, it was in a kind of bark.

"How long is this foolery to be borne? I've listened an hour to this nmadman --
this faker -- and now he has the dammed effrontery to say Randol ph Carter is
really to ask us to postpone the settlenent for no good reason! Wiy don't you
throw the scoundrel out, de Marigny? Do you nean to nmake us all the butts of a
charl atan or idiot?"

De Marigny quietly raised his hand and spoke softly.

"Let us think slowy and dearly. This has been a very singular tale, and there
are things init which |, as a nystic not altogether ignorant, recognize as far
frominpossible. Furthernore -- since 1930 1 have received letters fromthe
Swanmi which tally with his account."”

As he paused, old M. Phillips ventured a word.

"Swam Chandraputra spoke of proofs. |, too, recognize nuch that is significant
inthis story, and | have nyself had many oddly corroborative letters fromthe
Swam during die |last two years; but sone of these statements are very extrene.
Is there not sonething tangible which can be shown?"

At last the inpassive-faced Swani replied, slowy and hoarsely, and drawi ng an
object fromthe pocket of his |oose coat as he spoke.

"Whil e none of you here has ever seen the silver key itself, Messrs. de Mrigny
and Phillips have seen photographs of it. Does this look famliar to you?"

He funblingly laid on the table, with his large, white-nmttened hand, a heavy
key of tarnished silver -- nearly five inches Iong, of unknown and utterly
exotic workmanshi p, and covered fromend to end with hierogl yphs of the npst

bi zarre description. De Marigny and Phillips gasped.

"That's it!" cried de Marigny. "The camera doesn't lie | couldn't be m staken!"
But Aspinwal | had al ready | aunched a reply.

"Fool s! What does it prove? If that's really the key that bel onged to ny cousin,

it's up to this foreigner -- this dammed nigger -- to explain how he got it!
Randol ph Carter vanished with the key four years ago. How do we know he wasn't
robbed and nurdered? He was half crazy hinself, and in touch with still crazier
people."

"Look here, you nigger -- where did you get that key? Did you kill Randol ph
Carter?"

The Swami's features, abnornmally placid, did not change; but the renmpote,
irisless black eyes behind them bl azed dangerously. He spoke with great
difficulty.

"Pl ease control yourself, M. Aspinwall. There is another form of poof that |
could give, but its effect upon everybody woul d not be pleasant. Let us be
reasonabl e. Here are sone papers obviously witten since 1930, and in the
unm st akabl e style of Randol ph Carter."



He clumsily drew a | ong envel ope frominside his |oose coat and handed it to the
sputtering attorney as de Marigny and Phillips watched with chaotic thoughts and
a dawni ng feeling of supernal wonder

"OfF course the handwiting is alnost illegible -- but remenber that Randol ph
Carter now has no hands well adapted to form ng human script."

Aspi nwal | | ooked threw the papers hurriedly, and was visibly perpl exed, but he
did not change his denmeanor. The room was tense with excitenment and nanel ess
dread and the alien rhythm of the coffin-shaped clock had an utterly diabolic
sound to de Marigny and Phillips, though the | awer seemed affected not at all

Aspi nwal | spoke again. "These look like clever forgeries. If they aren't, they
may nean that Randol ph Carter has been brought under the control of people with
no good purpose. There's only one thing to do -- have this faker arrested. De
Marigny, will you tel ephone for the police?"

"Let us wait," answered their host. "I do not think this case calls for the
police. | have a certain idea. M. Aspinwall, this gentleman is a mystic of rea
attainments. He says he is in the confidence of Randol ph Carter. WIIl it satisfy
you if he can answer certain questions which could be answered only by one in
such confidence? | know Carter, and can ask such questions. Let ne get a book
which I think will nake a good test."

He turned toward the door to the library, Phillips dazedly following in a kind
of automatic way. Aspinwall renmi ned where he was, studying closely the Hi ndoo
who confronted himw th abnormally inpassive face. Suddenly, as Chandraputra
clunsily restored the silver key to his pocket the |awer emtted a guttura
shout .

"Hey, by Heaven |I’ve got it! This rascal is disguise. | don't believe he's an
East Indian at all. That face-it isn't a face, but a mask! | guess his story put
that into ny head, but it's true. It never noves, and that turban and beard hide
the edges. This fellow s a commn crook! He isn't even a foreigner -- |'ve been
wat chi ng his | anguage. He's a Yankee of sone sort. And | ook at those nmittens --
he knows his fingerprints could be spotted. Damm you, I'Il pull that thing off -

"Stop!" The hoarse, oddly alien voice of the Swam held a tone beyond all nere

earthly fight "I told you there was another form of proof which | could give if
necessary, and | warned you not to provoke ne to it. This red-faced old nmeddl er
isright —I'"mnot really an East Indian. This face is a mask, and what it
covers is not human. You others have guessed -- | felt that mnutes ago. It
woul dn't be pleasant if | took that mask off -- let it alone, Ernest | nay as

well tell you that | am Randol ph Carter."

No one noved. Aspinwall snorted and nade vague notions. De Marigny and Phillips,
across the room watched the workings of the red face and studi ed the back of
the turbaned figure that confronted him The clock's abnormal ticking was

hi di ous and the tripod fumes and swayi ng aras danced a dance of death. The half-
choki ng | awyer broke the silence.

“No you don't, you crook -- you can't scare nme! You've reasons of your own for
not wanting that nask off. Maybe we'd know who you ate. OFf with it -- "



As he reached forward, the Swam seized his hand with one of his own clunsily

m ttned nenbers, evoking a curious cry of nixed pain and surprise. De Marigny
started toward the two, but paused confused as the pseudo-H ndoo's shout of
protest changed to a wholly inexplicable rattling and buzzing sound. Aspinwall"'s
red face was furious, and with his free hand he nade another |unge at his
opponent's bushy beard. This tinme he succeeded in getting a hold, and at his
frantic tug the whol e waxen vi sage cane | oose fromthe turban and clung to the

| awyer's apoplectic fist.

As it did so, Aspinwall uttered a frightful gurgling cry, and Phillips and de
Mai gny saw his face convul sed with a wilder, deep and nmore hi deous epil epsy of
stark panic than ever they had seen on human countenance before. The pseudo-
Swam had neanwhil e rel eased his other hand and was standing as if dazed, nmaking
buzzi ng noi ses of a npbst abnormal quality. Then the turbaned figure sl unped
oddly into a posture scarcely human, and began a curious, fascinated sort of
shuffle toward the coffin-shaped clock that ticked out its cosn c and abnor nal

rhythm Hi s now uncovered face was turned away, and de Marigny and Phillips
could not see what the |awer's act had disclosure. Then their attention was
turned to Aspinwall, who was sinking ponderously to the floor. The spell was

br oken when they reached the old man he was dead.

Turning quickly to the shuffling Swam 's recedi ng back, de Marigny saw one of
the great white mittens drop listlessly off a dangling aarm The fumes of the

ol i banum were thick, and all that could be glinpsed of the reveal ed hand was
sonmet hing |l ong and black.. Be fore the Creole could reach the retreating figure,
old M. Phillips laid a hand on his shoul der

"Don't!" he whispered, "W don't know what we're up against. That other facet,
you know -- Zkauba, the wi zard of Yaddith . . . "

The turbaned figure had now reached the abnormal clock, and the watchers saw

t hough the dense fumes a blurred black claw funbling with the tall, hieroglyphed
door. The funbling made a queer, clicking sound. Then the figure entered the

cof fi n-shaped case and pul |l ed the door shut after it.

De Marigny could no |onger be restrai ned, but when he reached and opened the
clock it was enpty. The abnormal ticking went on, beating out the dark, cosnic
rhyt hm whi ch underlies all mnystical gate-openings. On the floor the great white
mtten, and the dead man with a bearded mask clutched in his hand, had nothing
further to reveal

* x * % %

A year passed, and nothing has been heard of Randol ph Carter. H's estate is
still unsettled. The Boston address from which one "Swam Chandraputra" sent
inquiries to various nystics in 1930-31-32 was indeed tenanted by a strange

Hi ndoo, but he left shortly before the date of the New Ol eans conference and
has never been seen since. He was said to be dark, expressionless, and bearded,
and his landlord thinks the swarthy mask -- which was duly exhibited -- |ooked
very nmuch like him He was never, however, suspected of any connection with the
ni ght mare apparitions whi spered of by local Slavs. The hills behind Arkham were
searched for the "netal envel ope," but nothing of the sort was ever found.
However, a clerk in Arkham s First National Bank does recall a queer turbaned
man who cashed an odd bit of gold bullion in Cctober, 1930.

De Marigny and Phillips scarcely know what to make of the business. After all
what was proved?



There was a story. There was a key which night have been forged from one of the
pictures Carter had freely distributed in 1928. There were papers -- all

i ndeci sive. There was a masked stranger, but who now living saw behi nd the mask?
Ami dst the strain and the olibanum fumes that act of vanishing in the clock

m ght easily have been a dual hallucination. H ndoos know nuch of hypnotism
Reason proclains the "Swam " a crimnal with designs on Randol ph Carter's
estate. But the autopsy said that Aspinwall had died of shock. Was it rage al one
whi ch caused it? And sone things in that story...

In a vast room hung with strangely figured arras and filled with olibanum funes,
Eti enne Laurent de Marigny often sits listening with vague sensations to the
abnormal rhythm of that hieroglyphed, coffin-shaped cl ock.



