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The

hunned House
By H. P. LOVECRAFT

4 postbamons story o immense potves, writen by 4 mater of werd fetion—
& tale of a revolting horror in the cellar of an ol
ouse in New England

ROM cven the greatest of horrors
F seldom absent. Sometimes
it enters directly into the composi-

tion of the events, while sometimes it
sltes only to theic fortiocs position
places. The fatter

iy splendidly cxempliid by s cie
in the ancient Providence, where
in the late forties Edgar Allan Poe used
to sojourn often during his unsuccessful
woving of the gifted poetess, Mes. Whit-
an. Poe generally stopped at the Man-
sion House in Benefit Street—the re-
named Golden Ball Ion whose toof has
i anc

i
billside churchyard of St. John's, whose

® Howard Phillips Lovecraft died
ight of his co-

ably the greatest omtomporary mas-
tor of weird fiction. His ability ¥o
create and sustain a mood of brood-
ing dread and usnamable horror is
nowhere better shown than in the

presented here:

hidden expanse of Eighteenth Century
gravestones had for him a peculiar fas-
cination.

Now the irony is this. In this walk, so
many times repeated, the world's great-
est master of the terrible and the bizarre
was obliged to pass a pasticular house
on the eastera side of the street; a dingy,
antiquated structure perched on  the
abruptly risiog side hill, with a great
unkempt yard dating from a time when
the region was party open. county. It
does not appear that he cver wrote of
spoke of it, nor is there any evidence
that he even noticed it. And yet that
house, to the two in possession
of certain information, equals or out-
sanks in horror the wildest fantasy of the
genius who 5o often passed it unknow-
ingly, and stands starkly leering as a
symbol of all that is unutterably hideous,

The house was—and for that matter
still is—of a kind to attract the attention

 curious. Originally a farm or semi-
farm buildi the average
New England colonial lines of the middie
Eighteenth  Century e prosperous
aked-roof sort, with two stories and
dormerless attic, and with the Georgian
doorway and interior panelling dictated
by the progress of taste at that time. It
faced south, with one gable end buried
to the lower windows in the
rising hill, and the other exposed to the
foundations toward the street. Its con-
struction, over a century and ha.u ago,
had followed the grading and -
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ing of the road in that especial vicinity;
for Benehit Street—at first called Back
Strect—was laid out as a lane winding
amongst the graveyards of the first set-
tlers, and_straightened only when the
removal of the bodies to the North Burial
Ground made it decently possible to cut
through the old family plots.

At the start, the western wall had lain
some twenty fect up a precipitous lawn
from the roadway; but a widening of the

419

basement wall had to be made, giving
the deep cellar a strect fmnhge with doot
and one window sbove ground, dlose to
pEjeap e falicf e
the sidewalk was laid out 2 century ago
the Jast of the. intervening space was
removed; and Poe in his walks must
have scen only a sheer ascent of dull gray
brick flush with the sidewalk and ‘sur-
mounted at a height of ten feet by the
antique  shingled bulk of the house

proper.
‘The farm-like ground extended back
very decply up the hill, almost to

"That awlul door in Benefit Sireet which I had leit ajar™
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Wheaton Street. The space south of the
house, abutting on Benefit Street, was of
course greatly above the existing side-
walk level, forming a terrace bounded by
a high bank wall of damp, mossy stone
‘pierced by a steep Aight of narrow steps
Which led inward between canyon-like
surfaces to the upper region of mangy
Jawn, rheumy brick walks, and neglected

ardéns whose dismantled cement urns,
Tusted kettles fallen from tripods of
knotty sticks, and similar paraphernalia
sct off the weather-beaten front door with
ts broken fanlight, rotting Lonic pilasters,
and wormy triangular pediment,

wat 1 heard in my youth about

the shunned house was merely that
people died there in alarmingly great
numbers. That, I was told, was why the
otiginal owners had moved out some
tweaty years after building the place. It
was plainly unhealthy, perhaps because
of the dampness and fungous growths in
the cellar, the gencral sickish smell, the
drafts of the hallways, or the quality of
the well and pump water. These things
were bad enough, and these were all that
gained belicf among the persons whom
1 knew. Only the notebooks of my anti-
quarian uncle, Doctor Elibu Whipple, re-
vealed to me at length the darker, vaguer
surmises which formed an undercurrent
of folklore among old-time servants and
humble folk; surmises which never trav-
clled far, and which were largely for-
gotten when Providence grew to be a
metropolis with a shifting modern popu-
Iation.

The general fact is, that the house was
never regarded by the solid part of the
community as in any real sense “haunted.”
There were no widespread tales of rattling
chains, cold currents of air, extinguish
lights, or faces at the window. Extrem-
ists sometimes said the house was "un-
Lucky, at is as far as even they
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went. What was really beyond. dispute
is that a frightful proportion of persons
died there; or more accurately, had died
there, since after some peculiar happen-
ings over sixty years ago the building
had become descrted through the sheer
impossibility of renting it. These persons
were not all cut off suddenly by any one
cause; rather did it scem that their vitality
was insidiously sapped, so that cach one
died the sooner from whatever tendency
to weakness he may have naturally had.
And those who did not die displayed in
varying degree a type of anemia ot con-
sumption, and sometimes a decline of the
mental faculties, which spoke ill for the
salubriousness of the building. Neigh-
boring houses, it must be added, scemed
entirely free from the noxious quality.
This much T knew before my insistent
questioning led my uncle to show me the
notes which finally embarked us both on
our hideous investigation. In my child-
hood the shunned house was vacant, with
barren, gnarled and terrible old trees,
long, queerly pale grass and nightmar-
ishly misshapen weeds in the high terraced
yard where bitds never lingered. We
boys used to overrun the place, and I can
still recall my youthful teror not only at
the morbid strangeness of this sinister
vegetation, but at the eldritch atmosphere
and odor of the dilapidated house, whose
unlocked front door was often entered in
quest of shudders. The small-paned win-
dows were largely broken, and a name-
less air of desolation hung round the
precarious panclling, shaky interior shut-
ters, peclitg wallpiper, faling plaster,
rickety staircases, and such fragments of
battered furniture as still remained. The
dust and cobwebs added their touch of
the feasful; and brave indeed was the
boy who would voluntarily ascend the
Ladder to the attic, a vast raftered length
lighted only by small blinking windows
in the gable ends, and filled with a
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w of chais, and
spinning-wheels which infinite years of

it had shrouded and festooned into
monstrous and hellish shapes.

But ater all, the attic was not the
most terrible part of the house. It was
the dank, humid cellar which somehow
exerted the strongest repulsion on us,
even though it was wholly sbove ground
on the strcet side, with only a thin door
and window-pierced brick wall to sep-
arate it from the busy sidewalk. We
sarcely knew whether to haunt it in
spectral fascination, or to shun it for
the sake of our souls and our sanity. For

thing, we did not like the white fungous
grovis which ocasonally spang up in
riny summer weather from the hard
easth floor. Those fungi, gmltsqnely like
the vegetation in the yard outside, were
truly horrible in their outlines; detestable
parodies of toadstools and Indian-pipes,
‘whose like we had never sccn in any other
situation. ‘They rotted quickly, and at one
stage became shgmly phosphorecent; <0
that nocturnal times spoke
of witch-fires g]owmg Lehind e bken
panes of the fetor-spreading wind
We never—eve in our wildet Hl-
loween moods — visited this cellar by
mght but in some of our daytime visits
detect the phosphorescence, espe-
(nlly when the day was dark and wet.
was also a subtler thing we often
thought we detected — a very strange
thing which was, however, merely sug-
gestive at most, T efer to a sort of
‘cloudy whitish pattern on the dist floor—
2 vague, shifting deposit of mold ot niter
which we sometimes thought we could
trace amidst the sparse fungous growths
nea the uge fiplcs of the buement
Kitchen, whxle it struck us
that this patch bo resem-
Blance o doubled-up b Sgere
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though generally no such kinship existed,

o Tt e vl deposic
whatever.

Onacmunramyalknwonwmdm

usion scemed phenomenally strong, and

when, i addiion, T had fancied T

simpsed 3 ki oftin, yellowist,shim-

ering exhalation rising from

m:
but it seemed that his smile was tinged
with reminiscence. Later I heard that 2
similar notion entered into some of the
wild ancient tales of the common folk
—a notion likewise alluding to ghoulish,
wolfish shapes taken by smoke from the
et chimeey, and queer contours ¢
sumed by certain of the sinuous. trec-
roots that thrust their way into the cellar
through the loose foundation-stones.

2

NJ o tll my sdut ess id my unce
set before me the notes and data
which he had collected conceming the
shunned house. Doctor Whipple was 2
sane, conservative physician of the old
school, and for all his interest in the
place was not eager to encourage young
thoughts toward the abnormal. His own
yiew, potalating simply & bulding and
location of markedly unsanitary quali-
tio had nothing t do with abnormality;
but he realized that the very picturesque-
ness which aroused his own interest would
in 2 boy's fanciful mind take on all man-
ner of gruesome imaginative associations.
& bachelor; a white-

haired, clean-shaven, old-fashioned gen-
teman, and a local historian of note, who
had often broken 2 lance with such con-
troversial guardians of tradition as Sidney
S. Rider and Thomas W. Bicknell, He
lived with one man-servant in 2 Georgian
homestead with knocker and iron-railed
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steps, balanced eerily on the steep ascent
of North Court Street beside the ancient
brick court and colony house where his
grandfather—a cousin of tht celebrated
privteesman,  Capsin. Whigple, who
bumt His Majesty's armed
Gaspee in 1772—had voted in lhe e
lature on May 4, 1776, for the inde-
pendence of the Rhode Island Colony.
Around him in the damp, low-ceiled li-
brary with the musty white panelling,
heavy carved overmantel and small-paned,
vine-shaded windows, were the elics and
records of his ancient family, among
‘which were many dubious allusions to the
shunned house in Benefit Strect. That
pest spot lies not far distant—for Ben-
eit runs ledgewise just above the court
house along the precipitous hill up which
the first settlement cli

When, in the end, my insistent pester-
ing and maturing years evoked from my
uncle the hoarded lore I sought, there lay
before me a strange enough chronicle.
Long-winded, statistical, and drearily
gencalogical s some of the matter was,
there ran through it a continuous thread
of brooding, tenacious horror and pre-
tematural malevolence which impressed

gether uncannily, and scemingly  irrel-
evant details held mines of hideous possi-
bilities. A new and burning curiosity
grew in me, compared to which my boy-
Bl curiosty was feble nd inchoate

The fist revelation led to an exhaustive
rescarch, and finally to that shuddering
quest which proved so disastrous to my-
self and mine. For at the last my undle
insisted on joining the search 1 had
commenced, and after a certain nigh
that house he did not come away with
me. T am lonely without that gentle soul
whose long years were filled only with
honor, virtue, good taste, benevolence,
and learning. T have reared a marble um
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to his memory in St. John's churdhyard—

e place that Poe loved—the hidden
grove of giant willows on the hill, where
tombs and headstones huddle quietly be-
tween the hoary bulk of the church and
the houses and bank walls of Bencfit
Street

The history of the house, opening
amidst a maze of dates, revealed no trace
of the sinister cither about ts construction
or about the prosperous and honorable
family who built it. Yet from the first
a taint of calamity, soon increased to
boding significance, was apparent. My
uncle’s carefully compiled record
with the building of the structure in
1763, and followed the theme with an
el ot of detail. The shunned
Rouse, it scems, was Gt inhabited by
William Harris and his wife Rhoby Dex-
ter, with their children, Elkanah, born
in 1755, Abigail, born in 1757, William,
Jr., bom in 1759, and Ruth, bom in
1761, Harris was 4 substantial merchant
and seaman in the West India trade, con:
nected with the firm of Obadish Brown
and his nephews. After Brown's death
in 1761, the new firm of Nicholas Brown
& Company made him master of the brig
Pradence, Providence-built, of 120 tons,
thus ensbling him to erect the new home-
stead he had desired ever since his mar-

ge.
The site he had choscn—a_recently
straightened part of the new and fashion-

Side—was all that could be wished, and
the building did justice to the location.
It was the best that moderate means
could afford, and Harris hastened to
move in before the birth of a fifth child
which the family expected. That child
a boy, came in December; but was
born. Nor was any child to be born alive
in that house for 2 century and a half.
The next April, sickness ocourred
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among the children, and Abigail and
Ruth died before the month was over.
Doctor Job Ives diagnosed the trouble as
some infantile fever, though others de-
dlared it was more of 2 mere wasting-
away or declinc. It scemed, in any evet,
to be contagious; for Hannah Bowen, one
of the two servants, died of it in the fol-
lowing June. Eli Lideason, the other serv-
ant, constantly complained of weakness;
and would have returned to his father's
farm in Rehoboth but for a sudden at-
tachment for Mehitabel Pierce, who was
biced to sucesd Honcah, Ho disd e
next year. indeed, since it
sked the deah of Willam Fares b
self, enfeebled as he was by the climate
of Martinique, where his occupation had
kept him for considerable periods during
the preceding decade.

‘The widowed Rhoby Hartis never re-
covered from the shock of her husband's
death, and the passing of her first-bom
Elkanzh two years later was the final
blow to her reason. In 1768 she fell vic-
tim to a mild form of insanity, and was
thereafter confined to the upper part of
the house; her elder maiden sister, Mercy

, having moved in to take charge
of the family. Mercy was a plain, raw-
boned woman of great strength; but her
health visibly declined from the time of
her advent, She was greatly devoted to
her unfortunate sister, and had an especial
Aliecton for het only surviving oephe

William, who from a sturdy infant had
become . sickly, spindling lad. In this
year the servant Mehitabel died, and the
other servant, Preserved Smith, left with-
out coherent cxplanation—or at least,
with only some wild tales and a com-
plaint that he disliked the smell of the
place. For a time Mercy could secure no
more help, since the seven deaths and
case of madness, all within five
years' space, had begun to set in motion
the body of fireside rumor which later be-
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came o bizare, Ulimately, bowerer, she
obtained new servants from out of town;
Ann White, 2 morose woman from that
part of North Kingstown now set off as
the township of Exeter, aid a capable
Boston man o as Low.

't was Ann White who first gave def-

inite shape to the sinister idle talk.
Mercy should have known better than to
hire anyone from the Nooseneck Hill
country, for that remote bit of backwoods
was then, as now, a seat of the most ua-
comfortable superstitions. As lately as
1892 an Exeter community exhumed a
dead body and ceremoniously burnt its
heart in order to prevent certain alleged
visittions injurious to the publi heaith
and peace, and one may imagine the
point of view of fhe same section, in
1768. Ann’s tongue was pemiciously ac-
tive, and within a few months Mercy
discharged her, filing her place with &
faithful and amiable Amazon from New-
port, Maria Robbins.

Meanwhile poor Rhoby Harris, in b«
madness, gave voice to dreams
imaginings of the o h h.a.m =
times her screams became insupportable,
and for long periods e woud uter
shrieking hortors which necessitated her
o0’ temporuy eidenc withhiscousin

eleg Harris, in Py Lane near
the new college building. The boy would
seem to improve after these visits, and had
Mercy been as wise as she was well-mean-
ing, she would have let him Live perma-
nently with Peleg. Just what Mrs. Harris
cried out in her fits of violence, tradition
hesitates to say; or rather, presents
extravagant accounts that they nullify
themselves through sheer absurdity. Cer-
tainly it sounds absurd to hear that a
woman educated only in the rudiments
of French often shouted for hours in &
coarse and idiomatic form of that lan-
guage, o that the same person, alone and



a2

guarded, complained wildly of a staring
thing which bit and chewed at her. In
1772 the servant Zenas died, and when
Mas. Harris heard of it she laughed with
a shocking delight utterly foreign to her.
The next year she herself died, and was
laid to rest in the North Burial Ground
beside her husband.

Upon the outbreak of trouble with
Geeat Britain in 1775. William Harris,
despite his scant sixteen years and feeble
constitution, managed to enlist in the
Amy of Observation under General
Greene; and from that time on enjoyed
steady rise in health and prestige. In
1780, 3 & Gaptain in the Rhode Island

and changed in name from Back Street
to Benefit Strect. But Mercy Dexter's
once robust frame had undergone a sad
and curious decay, so that she was now 2
stwoped and pathetic figre with hollow
voice and dxsmncemng ‘pallor—qualities
shared to 2 singular degree by the one
remaining servant Maria. In the autumn
of 1782 Phebe Haris gave birth to &
stillborn daughter, and on the fifteenth
of the next May Mercy Dexter took leave
of a useful, austere, and virtuous life.
William Haris, at last thoroughly con-
vinced of the radically unhealthful nature
of his abode, now took steps toward
quitting it and closing it for ever. Secur-
ing temporary quarters for himself and
his wife at the newly opened Golden Ball
I, be atanged for the bulding of a
ew and finer house in Westminster
the growing part of the tosin
across the Great Bridge. There, in 1785,
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his son Dutee was born; and there the
family dwelt till the encroachments of
commerce em back across the
siver and over the hill to Angell Street,
in the newer East Side residence district,
where the late Archer Harris built his
sumptuous but _hideous French-roofed
mansion in 1876. William and Phebe
both succumbed to the yellow fever epi-
demic of 1797, but Dutee was brought up
by his cousin’ Rathbone Harris, Pelegs
son.

Rathbone was a practical man, and
reated the Benefit Street house despite
William's wish to keep it vacant. He
consxdued it an obligation to his ward to

st of all the boy's property,
noc did he concem himslf with. the
deaths and illnesses which caused so
many changes of tenants, or the steadily
growing aversion with which the house
was generally regarded. It islikely that he
felt only vexation when, in 1804, the
town council ordered him to fumigate the
place with sulfus, tar, and gum camphor
En account of the much disusecd deaths
of four persons, presumably caused by
the then diminishing fever epidemic.
They said the place had 1 febrile smell.

Dutee himself thought e of the
house, for he grew up to be a pnvat:ﬂs-
man, ‘and served with distinction on
Vigilens under Glptam Caboone in the
War of 1812, He returned unharmed,
married in 1814, and became a father on
that memorable night of September 23,
1815, when a great gale drove the waters
of the bay over half the town, and foated
a tall sloop well up Westminster Street
50 that its masts almost tapped the Harris
windows in symbolic affizmation that the
new bog, Welcome, was a seaman’s son.

Welcome did not survive his father,
but lived to perish gloriously at Fred:
ericksburg in 1862. Neither he nor his
son Archer kaew of the shunned house
as other than a nuisance almost impos-
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sible to rent—perhaps on account of the
mustiness and sickly odor of unkempt
old age. Indecd, it never was rented after
2 series of deaths culminating in 1861,
which the excitement of the war tended
to throw into obscurity. Carrington Har-
o e ‘of the male line, knew it only as

and somewhat picturesque
center of legend until 1 told him my ex-
pericace. He had meant to tear it down
and build an apartment house on the site,
but after my account decided to let it
stand, install plumbing, and rent it. Nor
has he yet had any difficulty in obtaining
tenants. The horror has gone.

3

T 2, well be imagined how pover
il 1 vaa et by the sl of

Huries In this continuons secord
oo Tplod v persistent
evil beyond anything in nature as I had
known it; an evil clearly connected with
the house and not with the family. This
impression was confirmed by my uncle’s
Jessyemtic sy of miscelaneos dta
—legends transcribed from servant gos-
Sip, eutings from e paper, copics of
death certificates by fellow-physicians,
and the like. Al of this material I cannot
hope to give, for my uncle was a tireless
antiquarian snd very decply intercsted in
the shunned house; but 1 may refer to
several dominant points which earn notice

premacy in evil influence. There had been

n White especially—who
would not use the cellar kitchen, and at
least three well-defined legends bore
Upon the e b or diabolic
outlines an,
patches of PR N region. These

2
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Iatter narratives interested me profoundly,
on account of what 1 had seen in my boy-
hood, but I felt that most of the sigaifi
cnce had in each case been largely ob-
scured by additions from the common
stock of local ghost lore.

Ann White, with her Exeter supersti
tion, had promulgated the most extrava-
gant and at the same time most consistent
tale; alleging that there must lie buried

eath the house one of those vampires
—the dead who retain their bodily form
and live on the blood or breath of the
living—whose hideous legions send their
preying shaps ot spcs abrosd by aight
To destroy a vampire one must, the
grandmhers sy, cxbume it and b is
heart, or at least drive a stake through
that organ; and Ann's dogged insistence
on a search under the cellar had been
prominent in bringing about her dis-

charge.
Her tales, however, commanded a wide
audience, and were the more readily ac-
cepted because the house indeed stood on
land once used for burial purposes. To
me their interest depended less on this
circumstance than on the peculiarly
propriste way in which they doveviled
with certain other things—the complaint
of the departing servant Preserved Smith,
who had preceded Ann and never heard
of her, that something “sucked his
breath” at night; the death-certificates of
the fever victims of 1804, issued by
Doctor Chad Hopkins, and showing the
four deceased persons all unaccountably
lacking in blood; and the obscurc pas-
sages of poor Rhoby Harris's ravings,
where she complained of the sharp teeth
of a glassy-eyed, half-visible presence.
Free from unwaranted supersi
though 1 am, these things produced in
me an odd sensation, which was intensi-
fied by a pair of widely separated news-
paper cuttings relating to deaths in the
Thimned hovse—one from the Providente

ion
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Gaette and Country-Journal of April
12, 1815, and the other from the Daily
Transcript and Chronicle of October 27,
1845—cach of which detailed an ap-
pallingly grisly circumstance whose dupli-
cation was rematkable. It scems that in
both instances the dying person, in 1815
a gentle old lady named Stafford and in
1845 a_schoolteacher of middle age
named Eleazar Durfee, became trans-
figured in a horrible way, glaring glassily
and attempting to bite the throat of the
attending physician. Even more puzzling,
though, was the final case which put an
end to the renting of the house—a series
of anemia deaths preceded by progressive
madnesses wherein the patient would
craftily attempt the lives of his relatives
by indisions in the neck or wrist.

This was in 1860 and 1861, when my
uacle had just begun his medical prac-
tise; and before leaving for the front he
heard much of it from his elder profes-
sional coll ‘The ceally inexplicable
thing was the way in which the victims—
ignorant people, for the ill-smelling and

idely shunn

language they
could not possibly have udied 10 any
extent. It made one think of poor Rhoby
Harris nearly a century before, and so
‘moved my unde that he commenced col-
lecting historical data on the house after
Listening, some time subsequent to his
return from the war, to the first-hand ac-
count of Doctors Chase and Whitmarsh.
Indeed, I could see that my undle had
thought deeply on the subject, and that
be was glad of my own interest—an
open-minded and ic interest
which enabled him to discuss with me
matters at which others would merely
have laughed. His fancy had not gone so
far as mine, but he felt that the place was
rare in its imaginatjve poteatialities, and
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worthy of note as an inspiration in the
field of the grotesque and macabre.

, 1 was disposed to take the
whole subject with profound seriousaess,

more as 1 could. I talked with the elderly
Ascher Harris, then owner of the house,
many times before his death in 1916; and
obtained from him and his still survi

maiden sister Alice an authentic corro-
boration of all the family data my unde
had wllected. When, however, T asked
them what connection with France ot its
language the house could have, they con-
fessed themselves as frankly baffied and

an old allusion her grandfather, Dutee
Harris, had heard of migit have shed 2
little light. The old seaman, who had
survived his son Welcome's death in bat-
tle by €wo years, had not himself known
the legend, but recalled that his easliest
nurse, the ancient Maria Robbins, scemed
darkly aware of something that might
have lent a weird significance to the
French raving of Rhoby Harris, which
she had 5o often heard dunngthe =
days of that hapless woman.

bem ot thesheined hove fom 176 1769 il
the removal of the family in 1783, and
had seen Mercy Dexter die. Once she
hinted to the child Dutee of a somewhat
peculiar circumstance in Mercy's last
‘moments, but he had soon forgotten all
about it save that it was something pe-
aliar. The granddaughter, morcover, re-
alled even this much with diffculty. She
and her. brother were not so much in-
terested in the house as was Archer's
son Carrington, the present owner, with
whom I talked after my experience.

AVING exhausted the Harris family
of all the information it could fur-
nish, I turned my attention to early town
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‘records and deeds with 2 zeal more pene-
trating than that which my uncle had oc-
casionally shown in the same work. What
T wished was a comprehensive history of
the site from its very settlement in 1636
—or even before, if an
Indian legend could be unearthed to sup-
Bl the dm e found, at the start, that
of the long strip
oi h\xm,- ¥ gnnted originally to John
; one of many similar strips
begmnmg at the Town Street beside the
river and extending up over the hill to a
line roughly corresponding with the
rton.

divided; and I became very assiduous in
tracing that section through which Back
or Benefit Street was later run. It had, as
rumor indeed said, been the Throck-
‘morton graveyard; but as I examined the
recoeds o arefolly, 1 found that the
graves had all sfereed at an
early date to the North Burial Ground an
the Pawtucket W
“Then suddenly T came—by a race piece
of chance, since it was not in the main
body of records and might easily have
mis

ceen
as it did with several of the queerest
phases of the affair. It was the record of
a lease, in 1697, of a small tract of
to an Etienne Roolet and wife.

At last the French clement had appeared
—that, and another decper element of
horror which the name conjured up from
the darkest recesses of my weird and
heterogencous reading—and 1 feverishly
sodied the plating of the loaliy s i
before the cutting through an

pmul straightening of Back Street be-
fween 1747 and 1758. 1 found what I
had half expeded, that where the
shunned house now stood the Roulets had
out their graveyard behind 2 one-
story and attic cottage, and that no record
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of any transfer of graves

document, indeed, cnded in mach oo

fusion; and 1 was forced to ransack both

the Rhode Island Historical Society and

Shepley Library before 1 could find a
which the name of

Bml!ct would ualock. In the end 1 did

bove. faf with 4 new a0 exded
minuteness.

‘The Roulets, it seemed, had come in
1696 from East Greenwich, down the
E= shore of Narragansett Ba

Huguenots from Caaude, and had
cocountored much oppositon before m
Providence selectmen allowed them
settle in the town. Unpopularity (]
dogged them in East Greeawich, whither
they had come in 1686, after the revoca-
tion of the Edict of Nantes, and rumor

said that the cause of dislike extended
beyond mere racial and national
prejudice, or the land disputes which in-
volved other French scitlers with the
English in rivalries which not even Gov-
emor Andros could quell.
ardent Protestantism—too ardent, some
whispered — and their cvident distress
when virtually driven from the village
down the bay, had moved the sympathy
of the town fathers. Here the strangers
had been granted a haven; and the
swasthy Etienne Roulet, less apt at agri-
culture than at reading queer books and
draving quesr
erical post in the warchouse at Pardon
Txllmglus(s wharf, far south in Town
Strect. There had, however, been a riot
of some sort later on—perhaps forty
years later, after old Roulet's death—
and 0o one to bear of the family
after that.

For a century and more, it nppmed
the Roulets had been well remembered
and frequently discussed as vivid inci-
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dents in the quiet life of a New England
seaport. Etiennc’s son Paul, a surly fel-
low whose erratic conduct had probably
provoked the riot which wiped out the
Family, was particularly a source of specu-
Iation; and though Providence never
shared the witchcraft panics of her Puri-
an neighbors, it was Freely intimated by
old wives that his prayers were ncither
uttered at the proper time nor di
toward the proper object. All this had
undoubtedly formed the bass of the leg-
end known by old Maria Robbins. What
relation it had to the French ravings of
Rhoby Harris and other inhabitants of
the shunned house, imagination or fu-
ture discovery alone could determine. 1
wondered how many of those who had
known the legends. realized that addi-
tional link with the terrible which my
wider reading had given me; that om-
inous i  annals of morbid horror
whiich tells of the creature Jacques
Roulet, of Caude, who in 1598 was con-
demned to death 25 a demoniac but after-
ward saved from the stake by the Paris
parliament and shut in a madhouse. He
had been found covered with blood and
shreds of flesh in 2 wood, shortly after
the killing and rending of a boy by a
pair of wolves. One wolf was seen to
Jope away unhurt. Surely a pretty hearth-
side tale, with a queer significance as to
same dphcrb\ntldeudedduktbe
s could not have gener-
ally e S they known, the
coincidence of names would have brought
some drastic and frightened action—is
deed, might not s limited whispering
have precipitated the final riot which
erased the Roulets from the town?
J 1o vised the scaursed place with
increased frequency; studying the un-
‘wholesome vegetation of the , ex-

amining all the walls of the building,
and poring over every inch of the
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Fioally, with Car-
rington Harris's permission, I fitted a
key to the disused door opening from the
cellar directly upon Benefit Street, pre-
ferting to have a more immediate’access
to the outside world than the dark staits,
ground-flooe hall, and front door could
give. There, where morbidity lurked most
thickly, 1 searched and poked during
long aftemoons when the sunlight filtered.
in through the cobwebbed above-ground
windows, and a sense of security glowed
locked door which placed
me only a few feet from the placid side-
walk outside. Nothing new rewarded my
efforts—only the same depressing musti-
ness and faint suggestions of noxious
odors and nitrous outlines on the floor—
and 1 fancy that many pedestrians must
have watched me curiously through the
broken panes.

At length, upon a suggestion of my
uncle’s, T decided to try the spot noctur-
nally; and one stormy midnight ran the
bnmofmelmmd.wummu,
flooe with its uncanny shapes and dis-
torted, half pho;phommt fungi. The

pirited me curiously that
evtmng, znd [ was almost prepared whea
T saw—or thought I saw—amidst the
whitish deposits a particularly sharp defi-
nition of the “huddled form” I had sus-
pected from boyhood. Its clearness was
asmmshmg and unprecedented—and as
1 seemed to see again the thin,
yellowish, shimmering exhalation which
had startled me on u.n rainy afteracon
50 many years befor

Above the mmmpqmrpmc patch of
mold by the fireplace it rose; a subtle,
sickish, almost luminous vapor which as
it bung trembling in the dampness
seemed to develop vague and shocking
suggestions of form, gndually trailing off
into nebulous decay and passing up into

the blackness of the great chimney with
a(ewnnmm.ke It was truly horeible;

earthen cellar floor.
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ad the more 50 to me becase of ohat I
knew of the spot. Refusing to flee,
watched it fade—and as I Eed § fele
that it was in turn watching me

with eyes more imaginable than visible.
When I told my uncle about it he was
greatly aroused; and after a tense hour
of reflection, arrived at a definite and
drastic decision, Weighing in his mind
the importance of the matter, and the
sigaificance of our relation to it, he in-
sisted that we both test—and if possible
destroy—the horror of the house by a
joint night or nights of aggressive vigil
in that musty and fungus-cursed cellar.

4

N WEDNESDAY, June 25, 1919,
after a proper notification of Car-
rington Harris which did not include
surmises as to what we expected to find,
my uncle and T conveyed to the shunned
house two camp chairs and a folding
caump cot, together with some scientific
ism of greater weight and intri-
cay. These we placed in the cellar dur-
ing the day, screening the windows with
paper and planning to return in the eve-
ning for our first vigil. We had locked
the door from the cellar to the ground
floor; and having a key to the outside
cellar door, were prepared to leave our
expensive and delicate apparatus—which
we had obtained secretly and at great
cosl—ls many days as our vigils might
1t was our design to sit
up togc(her till very late, and then watch
singly till dawn in two-hour stretches,
and then my companioo; the
inactive member resting on the cot.

‘The natural lﬂdmh‘p with which my
e p the instruments from the
Iaboratorics of Brown UnAvemly a0d the
Cranston Street Armory, and instinctively
assumed direction of our venture, was a

marvelous commentary on the
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ity and resilience of a man of eighty-
one. Elihu Whipple had lived according
to the hygienic laws he had preached 15
a physician, and but for what happened
later would be here in full Vigor today.
Only two persons suspected what did
happen—Carrington Harris and myself.
I had to tell Harris because he owneds
the house 2nd deserved to know what
hzd gone out of it. Then too, we had

poken to him in advance of our quest;
AT fel after my undle’s going that he
would understand and assist me in some
vitally necessary public explanations. He
turned very pale, but agreed to help me,
and decided that it would now be
to reat the house.

To declare that we were not nervous
on that rainy night of watching would be
an exaggeration both gross and ridicu-
lous. We were not, as I have said, in
any sense childishly superstitious, but sci-
entific study and reflection had taught us
that the known universe of three dimen-
sions embraces the merest fraction of the
‘whole cosmos of substance and energy. In
this case an overwhelming preponderance
of evidence
sources pointed to the tenacious existeace
of certain forces of great power and, 50
far as the human point of view is coa-
cermed, exceptional malignancy. To say
that we actually believed in vampires o¢
‘werewolves would be a carelessly inclusive
statement. Rather must it be said that
wewelenotprepandmdmydupom
bxl:ly of certain unfamiliar and unclassi-

fied modifications of vital force and at-
tenuated matter; existing very mmqu
Iy in three-dimensional space because
its more intimate connection with o«m
spatial units, yet close enough to the

boundary of our own to fumish us oc-
asional manifestations which we, for
lack of a proper vantage-point, may never
hope to understand.

In short, it scemed to my undle and
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me that an incontrovertible array of facts
‘pointed to some lingering influence in the
shunned house; traceable to one or an-
other of the ill-favored French settlers of
turies before, and still operative

through rare and unknown laws of
atomic and electronic motion. That the
family of Roulet had possessed an ab-
normal affnity for outer circles of entity
—dark spheres which for normal folk
hold only repulsion and terror—their re-
corded history scemed to prove. Had not,
then, the riots of those bygone seventeen-
thirties sct moving certain kinctic patterns
in the morbid brain of one or more of
them—notably the sinister Paul Roulet—
‘which obscurely survived the bodies mur-
dered and buried by the mob, and con-
tinued to function in some multiple-
dimensioned space along the original
lines of force determined by 2 frantic
hatred of the encroaching community?

uch 2 thing was surely not a physical
o biochemical impossibility in the light
of a newer sdience which includes the
theories of relativity and intra-atomic
scton One might il imsgine tnalien
‘nucleus of substance or ener
or ofharwise, kept alive by imperceptble
or immaterial subtractions from the life-
force or bodily tissue and fuids of other
and more palpably living things into
which it penetrates and with whose fabric
it sometimes completely merges itself. It
might be actvely hostile, or it might be
dictated merely by blind motives of self-

whose extirpation forms a primary duty
with every man not an enemy to the
world's life, health, and sanity.

affled s was our ulter igao-
gance of the spct n which we might e
counter the thing. No sane person hay
ever scen it, and few had ever felt it
definitely. It might be pure cnergy—
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form cthereal and outside the realm of
substance—or it might be partly material;
some unknown and equi s
plasticit, capable of changing at will to
nebulous approximations Of the solid,
liquid, gaseous, or tenuously unparticled
states. The anthropomorphic patch of
mold on the fioor, the form of the yel-
lowish vapor, and the curvature of the
tree-roots in some of the old tales, all
argued at least a remote and reminiscent
connection with the human shape; but

W representative o permanent  that
similarity might be, none could say with
any kind of certainty.

WV i devised two weapons 10
fight it; a large and specially fitted
Crookes tube operated by powerful stor-
age batteries and provided with pecubiar
screens and reflectors, in case it proved
intangible and opposable only by vigor-
ously destructive ether radiations, and a
pair of military flame throwers of the sort
used in the World War, in case it proved
puctly matere 4nd suceptibe of me-
ical destruction—for Like the super-
muom Exeter rustics, we were prepared
to bum the thing's heart out if heart
existed to bun. All this aggressive mech-
anism we set in the cellar in positions
(mfully aranged with refecence to the
and chairs, and to the spot before the
fmplm where the mold had taken
strange shapes. That suggestive patch, by
the way, was only faintly visible when we
placed our furniture and instruments, and
when we returned that evening for the
actual vigil. For a moment I half doubted
that I had ever seen it in the more defi-
nitely limned form—but then I thought
of the legends.

Our cellar vigil began at ten p.
daylight saving time, and as it e
we found no promise of pertinent devel-
opments. A weak, filtered glow from the
nain-harassed street-lamps outside, and a
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from the detest-

feid o il trined hard carth floor
with its obscene fungi; the rotting re-

‘mains of what had been stools, chairs, and
tables, and other more shapeless furni-
ture; the heavy planks and massive beams
of the ground flor overbeads.the de.
crepit plank door leading to bins and
chambers beneath mher parts of the

house; the crumbling stone staircase with
inaed woctes hargboant and crde

tere cot and camp chairs, and the heavy
and intricate destructive
had brought.

We had, as in my own former explor-
atons, et the doot to the trt un-
locked; 5o that a direct and practical path
of escape might lie open in cise of
‘manifestations beyond our powes to dal
with, 1t was our idea that
socturnal presnce would cal £ ot i wlm.
ever mlhgn entity lurked there; and that
being prepared, we could dispose of the
thing with one or the other of our pro-
vided means as soon as we had recogni:
and observed it sufficiently. How long it
might require to evoke and extinguish
the thing, we had no notion. It oc-

to us, too, that our venture was
far from safe; for in what strength the

bazard, and m\barked on it alone and
unhesifatingly; conscious that the secking
of outside aid would only expose us to
ridicule and perhaps defeat our entire
purpose. Such was our frame of mind as
e o o e aigh, 6l my
undle’s growing

3t
mind him to lie down for his two-hour

sleep.
Something like fear chilled me as 1

sat there in the small hours alone—1 say
Hone, for one who sits by & slecpet
indeed alone; perbaps more alone. thaa

he cn realize, My uncle breathed heav.
iy, i deep inhalutions and exhalstons
scompanied by the rin cusde, 23
racking

pu g
Eomnif dione dnppmg water within—
for the house was repulsively damp even
in dry weather, and in this storm posi-
vy swamp ke, 1 studied the loose
antique masonry of the walls in the
fungus-light and the fecble rays which
stole in from the street through the
screened window; and once, when the
noisome atmosphere of the place seemed

amiliar sights and
oy ol oo i Sl o
ing occurted to reward my watching; and

1 yawned r:pulndly, fatigue getting the
better of apprehension.

Then the stirring of my undle in his
sleep attracted my notice. He had turned
restlessly on the cot several times during
the latter half of the first hour, but now
he was breathing with unusual irregu-
Lasity, occasionally heaving a sigh which
held more than a few of the quaities of
choking mozn.

T tumed my electric lashlight on him
and found his face averted; so rising and
crossing o the other side of the cot, F
again flashed the light to see if he seemed
in any pain. What I saw unnerved me
most suprisingly, eusideing s resive

mission, for surely the circumstance was
not in itself frightful or unnatural, It
s merly tha my unce's facll expes
sion, disturbed no doubt by the strange



seemed not

His abiual expresion o1 on o kindly
and well-bred calm, whereas now 2 vari-
ety of emotions scemed straggling within

this variety which chiefly disturbed me.
My uacle, as he gasped and tossed in
increasing perturbation and with eyes that
tad oo sated open, somed ot ane
but many men, and suggested a curious
quality of alienage from himself.

LL at once he commenced to mutter,
and 1 did not ke the look of his
‘mouth and teeth as he spoke. ‘The words
e o st indigiogokiutle, aod the

the Rerme ot Dexs Monder.

venerable Elihu Whipple was muttering

..r'm/, mdrhefzwphnu:lwuld
ish_seemed

connected with the

darkest myths he had ever adapted from
the fumous Puis magesic

denly 2 perspiration broke out on

the sleelx{s forehead, and he leaped

abruptly up, half awake. The jumble of

Ercach changed to 8 i Englid, and

of facial expression to the normal state
my uncle seized my hand and began to
Tehte 3 dram whase nucles of sigaif
cance 1 could only surmise with a kind
of awe.
He had, he said, floated off from a very
ordinary serics of dream-pictures into

scene whose strangens
Tothing he had ever read. 1t was of this
world, and yet not of it—a shadowy

geometrical confusion in which could be
seen clements of familiar things in most
unfamiliar and perturbing combinations.
There was a suggestion of queerly dis-

illogical fashion. In this h.ludmmpxc
vortex of al images were oca-
Sonal snaphot, i one. might e the
term, of singular clearess but unaccount-
able heterogencity.

Once my unde thought he lay in a
arelessly dug open pit, with 2 crowd of

faces frame i

and theee-comered
on him.
m:nnxoiahmm—moldhwst.apw~
eatly—but the detsils and inhabitants
wete constantly changing, and he could
never be certain of the faces or the furni-

that of the strange faces many had un-

mistakably bome the features of the
ily. And all the while there

personal sensation of choking, a5

if some pervasive presence had

it through his body and. sought to

possess itself of his vital processes.

T shuddered at the thought of those
vital processes, wom as they were by
cighty-one years of contiauous function-

ing, in conflict with unluwwn forces of
which the youngest and strongest system
might well be afraid; but in another
moment reflected that dreams are only
dreams, and that these uncomfortable
vuwmm\lldbe at most, no more than
‘my undle’s reaction to the mvuusaxm
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dnd expectations which had lately filled
ous minds to the exclusion of all else.
Conversation, also, soon tended to dis-
pel my scose of strangeness; and in time
1 yielded to my yawns and took my turn
¢ sumber. My uacl seemed cow very
wakeful, and welcomed his period of
watching even though the nightmare had
aroused him far ahcad of his alotted two
hours.
Sleep scized me quickly, and I was at
ed with dreams of the most
disturbing kind. I felt, in my visions, a
cosmic and abysmal loneness; with hos-
tilty surging from all sides upon some
re 1 lay confined. 1 scemed
Found and gagacd, and faunted by the
echoing yells of distant multitudes who
thirsted for my blood. My uade’s face
came to me with less pleasant association
than i aking b, s 1 el sy
futile struggles and attempts to scream,
It was not a pleasant sleep, and for a
second T was not sorry for the echoing
shrick which clove through the barriers
and

object before my eyes stood out with
more than natural clearness and reality.

5

T o b ing with ay fue ey
from my uncle’s chair, s0

sudden flash of awakening L
only the door to the strect, the win-
dow, and the wall and fioor and ceil-
ing toward the north of the room,
photographed with morbid vividuess on
my brain in a light brighter than the
glow of the fungi or the rays from the
street outside. It was not a strong or
even a fairly strong light; certainly not
nearly strong enough to read an average
book by. But it cast a shadow of myself
and the cot on the floor, and had a
yellowish, penetrating force that hinted

W.T—4
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at things more potent than lominosity.
This 1 perceived with unhealthy sharp-
ness despite the fact that two of my other
senses were violently assailed. For on my
cars rang the reverberations of that
shocking scream, while my nostrils re-
volted at the stench which filled the
place. My mind, as alert as my senses,
recognized the gravely unusual; and al-
‘most automatically I lcaped up and turned
about to grasp the destructive instru-
ments which we had left trained on the
moldy spot before the fireplace. As T
tumed, T dreaded what I was to see; for
the scream had been in my uncle's voice,
and 1 knew not against what menace I
should have to defend him and myself.
Yet after all, the sight was worse than
T had dreaded.” There are horrors beyond
horrors, and this was one of those nuclei
of all drearnable hideousness which the
cosmos saves to blast an accursed and un-
happy few. Out of the fungus-ridden
carth steamed up a vaporous corpse-light,
yellow and discased, which bubbled and
Iapped to a gigantic height in vague out-
lines half human and half
through which I could see the chimney
and freplace beyond.
wolfish_an

about and finally vanished up the chim-
ney. I say that I saw this thing, but it is
only in conscious retrospection that I ever
defnitely traced its damnable approach to
form. At the time, it was to me only a

dissolving to an abhorrent plasticty the
one object on which all my attention was
focussed. That objéct was my undle—
the venerable Elihu Whipple—who with
blackening and decaying features lecced
and gibbered 2t me, and reached out
dripping claws to rend me in the fury
which this hoeror had brought.
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It was a sense of routine which kept
me from going mad. 1 had drilled my-
self in preparation for the crucial mo-
meat, and blind training saved me. Rec-
ognizing the bubbling evil 2s no sub-
stance sreachable by matter or material

dtherefore ignoring the
flame-thrower which loomed on my left,
T threw on the current of the Crookes
tube apparatus, and focussed toward that
scenc of immortal blasphemousness the
steongest ether radiations which man's
art can arouse from the spaces and fuids
of nature. There was a bluish haze and
a frentied sputtering, and the yellowish
phosphorescence grew dimmer to my eyes.
But ¥ saw the dnnces was oaly hat of
contrast, and that the waves from the
machine had no effect whatever,

‘Then, in the midst.of that demoniac
spectacle, 1 saw a fresh horror which
brought cries to my lips and seat me
fumbling and staggering toward that un-
locked door to the quiet strect, carcless
of what abnormal terrors I loosed upon
the world, or what thoughts or judg-
‘ments of men I brought down upon my
head. In that dim blend of blue and
yellow the form of my undle had com:

a nauscous liquefaction whose
essence cludes all description, and in
which there played across his vanishing
face such changes of identity as only
madness can conceive, He was at once
 deil and  ultude, » chamel-house
and a pageant. mixed and un-
certain beams, e gelatinous face as-
sumed 2 dozen—a score—a hundred—
spocs riamiog, s t sank 0 the ground
on & body that melted like tallow, in the
sl Hmets of legians srnge
and yet not strange.

| e st of the Harris line,
‘masculine and feminine, adult and infan’
tile, and other features old and young,
carse and refined, familiar and unfa-
miliar. For a second there fashed a
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degraded counterfeit of a miniature of
poor mad Rhoby Harris that 1 had seen
in the School of Design muscum, and
another time I thought I caught the raw-
ed image of Mercy Dexter as I re-
alled her from a painting in Carring-
Hartis's house. It was frightful be-
youd conception; toward the last, when
3 curious blend of servant and
visages flickered close to the fungous floor

ing festures fought against themselves
and strove to form contours like those
of my undle’s kindly face. 1 like to think
that he existed at that moment, and that
he tried to bid me farewell. It scems to
me 1 hiccupped a farewell from my own
parched throat as I lurched out into the
street; a thin stream of grease followmg
me through the door to
drenched sidewalk.

TP et s shadowy and monstrous.
was
st and in all the morld thee was
one I dared tell. T walked aimlessly south
past College Hill and the Athenzum,
‘down Hopkins Street, and over the bridge
to the business section where tall build-
ings scemed to guard me as modem
material things guard the world from
ancient and unwholesome wonder. Thea
gray dawn unfolded wetly from the cast,
silhouetting the archaic hill and its vener-
able steeples, and me to the
place where my terrible work was still
unfinished. e end I went, wet,
butles, and dazed in the morning light,

entered that awful door in Benefit
S wih ¥ hag left ajar, and i
still swung cryptically in full'sight of the
sty bouseholders 9 whom ' daed oot

‘The grease was gone, for the moldy
floor was porous. And in front of the
fireplace was no vestige of the giant dou-
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bled-up form traced in niter. 1 looked
at the cot, the chairs, the instruments, m
neglected hat, and the yellowed steaw hat
of my uncle. Dazedness was uppermost,
and 1 could scarcely recall what was
dream and what was reality.

thought trickled back, and T knew it 1
had witnessed things more horrible than
T had dreamed.

Sitting down, T tried to conjecture as
nearly as sanity would let me just what
had happened, and how I might end the
horor, if indeed it had been real. Matter
it seemed not to be, nor cther, nor any-
thin = sl by mortal mind.

ut some exotic emanation;
s "vampirish vapor such s Excter
rustics tell of as lurking over certain

had taken strange forms.
In ten minutes my mind was made up,
and taking my hat 1 set out for home,
Where 1 bathed, ate, and gave by tle.
phone an order for 4 pickax, a spade, 2
military gas-mask, and six carboys of
sulfuric acid, all to be delivered the next
morning at the cellar door of the shunned
house in Benefit Street. After that I tried
to sleep; and failing, passed the hous in
reading and in the composition of inane
verses to counteract my moo
At eleven a. m. the next day T com-
menced digging. It was sunny weather,
and I was glad of that. I was still alone,
for as much as T
horror 1 sought, there was more fear in
the thought of telling anybody. Later I
told Harris only through sheer necessity,
and because he had heard odd tales from
old people which disposed him ever so
litle. loward belief. As I turned up the
ack e i St o o Ihe e
phce, my spade causing a
ooz from the white lnngx e
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it severcd, I trembled at the dubious
thoughts of what T might uncover. Some
secrets of inner carth are not good for
mankind, and this seemed to me one of
them.

My hand shook pempnbly, but still 1
delved; after a while stan
large hole I had made. Wih the decp-
ening of the hole, which was about six
fect square, the evil smell increased; and
1 lost all doubt of my imminent contact
with the hellish thing whose emanations
had cursed the house for oyer a ceatury
and a half. T wondered what it would
Took like—what its form and substance
would be, and how big it might have
waxed through long ages of life-sucking.
At length 1 climbed out of the hole and
dispersed the heaped-up ditt, then arrang-
ing the great carboys of acid around and
near two sides, so that when necessary
T might empty them all down the aperture
in quick succession. After that T dumped
carth only along the other two sides;
working more slowly and donning my
gas-mask as the smell grew, I was nearly
unnerved at my proximity to a nameless
thing at the bottom of 2 pit.

Suddenly my spade struck something
softer than earth. 1 shuddered, and made
2 motion 4 if to climb out of the hole,
which was now as decp as my neck, Then
courage retumed, and 1 scraped away
more dict in the light of the electric
torch I had provided. The surface I un-
covered was fishy and glassy—a kind of
semi-putrid congealed jelly with sugges-
tions of translucency. I scraped further,
and saw that it had form. There was a
£ift where 2 part of the. e was
folded ver, The cxpoted ares was huge
and roughly cylindrical; like a mammoth
soft bluewit stovepipe doubled i 0
largest part some £wo feet in diameter,
Still more I scraped, and then abruptly I
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leaped out of the hole and away from the
filthy thing; frantically unstopping and
tilting the heavy casboys, and precipitat-
ing their corrosive contents one after an-
other down that charnel gulf and upon
the unthinkable abnormality whose titan
elbow 1 had seen.

o, blnding macktrom o reeniche
yellow vapor which surged tempestu-
ously up from that hole as the floods of
acid descended, will never leave my
memory. All along the hill people tell of
the yellow day, when virulent and hor-
sible fumes arose from the factory waste
dumped in the Providence River, but I
know how mistaken they are as to the
source. 'They tell, too, of the hideous
roar which at the same time came from
some disordered water-pipe o gas main
underground—but again 1 could correct
them if 1 dared. It was unspeakably
shocking, and 1 do not see how I lived
through it. I did faint after emptying
the fourth carboy, which T had to handle
after the fumes had began to penctrate
my mask; but when I recovered 1 saw
that the hole was emitting 0o fresh
vapors.

'WEIRD TALES

‘The two remaining carboys I emptied
down without particular result, and after
a time 1 felt it safe to shovel the earth
back into the pit. It was twilight before
T was done, but fear had gone out of the
place. The dampness was less fetid, and
all the strange fungi had withered to a
kind of harmless grayish powder which
blew ash-like along the floor. One of
earth’s nethermost terrors had perished
for ever; and if there be a hell, it had
received at last the demon soul of an
unhallowed thing. And as I patied down
the last spadeful of mold, I shed the
first of the many tears with which I have
paid unaffected tribute to my beloved
undle’s memory.

‘The next spring no more pale grass
and strange weeds came up in the shunned
house’s terraced garden, and shortly after-
ward Carrington Harris rented the place.
It is stll spectral, but its strangeness
fascinates me, and T shall find mixed with
my relief a queer regret when it s torn
down to make way for a tawdsy shop or
vulgar apartment building. The barren
old trees in the yard have begun to bear
small, sweet apples, and last year the
birds nested in their gaarled boughs.




