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The Outsider
(1921)

“That night the Baron dreamt of many  
	 a woe; 
And all his warrior-guests, with shade  
	 and form 
Of witch, and demon, and large  
	 coffin-worm, 
Were long be-nightmared.”

—Keats.Unhappy is he to whom the memories of childhood 
bring only fear and sadness. Wretched is he who looks back 
upon lone hours in vast and dismal chambers with brown 
hangings and maddening rows of antique books, or upon 
awed watches in twilight groves of grotesque, gigantic, and 
vine-encumbered trees that silently wave twisted branches 
far aloft. Such a lot the gods gave to me—to me, the dazed, the 
disappointed; the barren, the broken. And yet I am strangely 
content, and cling desperately to those sere memories, when 
my mind momentarily threatens to reach beyond to the other.

I know not where I was born, save that the castle was 
infinitely old and infinitely horrible; full of dark passages and 
having high ceilings where the eye could find only cobwebs 
and shadows. The stones in the crumbling corridors seemed 
always hideously damp, and there was an accursed smell 
everywhere, as of the piled-up corpses of dead generations. 
It was never light, so that I used sometimes to light candles 
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and gaze steadily at them for relief; nor was there any sun 
outdoors, since the terrible trees grew high above the 
topmost accessible tower. There was one black tower which 
reached above the trees into the unknown outer sky, but 
that was partly ruined and could not be ascended save by 
a well-nigh impossible climb up the sheer wall, stone by 
stone.

I must have lived years in this place, but I cannot measure 
the time. Beings must have cared for my needs, yet I cannot 
recall any person except myself; or anything alive but the 
noiseless rats and bats and spiders. I think that whoever 
nursed me must have been shockingly aged, since my first 
conception of a living person was that of something mockingly 
like myself, yet distorted, shrivelled, and decaying like the 
castle. To me there was nothing grotesque in the bones and 
skeletons that strowed some of the stone crypts deep down 
among the foundations. I  fantastically associated these 
things with every-day events, and thought them more natural 
than the coloured pictures of living beings which I found in 
many of the mouldy books. From such books I learned all 
that I know. No teacher urged or guided me, and I do not 
recall hearing any human voice in all those years—not even 
my own; for although I had read of speech, I had never 
thought to try to speak aloud. My aspect was a matter equally 
unthought of, for there were no mirrors in the castle, and 
I merely regarded myself by instinct as akin to the youthful 
figures I saw drawn and painted in the books. I felt conscious 
of youth because I remembered so little.

Outside, across the putrid moat and under the dark mute 
trees, I would often lie and dream for hours about what 
I read in the books; and would longingly picture myself 
amidst Joyful crowds in the sunny world beyond the endless 
forest. Once I tried to escape from the forest, but as I went 
farther from the castle the shade grew denser and the air 
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The Call of Cthulhu
(1926)

(Found Among the Papers of the Late  
Francis Wayland Thurston, of Boston)

“Of such great powers or beings there 
may be conceivably a survival ... a survival 
of a  hugely remote period when ... 
consciousness was manifested, perhaps, 
in shapes and forms long since withdrawn 
before the tide of advancing humanity ... 
forms of which poetry and legend alone 
have caught a flying memory and called 
them gods, monsters, mythical beings 
of all sorts and kinds...“

—Algernon Blackwood.

I. The Horror in ClayThe most merciful thing in the world, I think, is the 
inability of the human mind to correlate all its contents. 
We live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black 
seas of infinity, and it was not meant that we should voyage 
far. The sciences, each straining in its own direction, have 
hitherto harmed us little; but some day the piecing together 
of dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas 
of reality, and of our frightful position therein, that we shall 
either go mad from the revelation or flee from the deadly 
light into the peace and safety of a new dark age.

Theosophists have guessed at the awesome grandeur of 
the cosmic cycle wherein our world and human race form 
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The Shadow Over Innsmouth
(1931)

IDuring the winter of 1927–28 officials of the Federal 
government made a strange and secret investigation of 
certain conditions in the ancient Massachusetts seaport 
of Innsmouth. The public first learned of it in February, 
when a vast series of raids and arrests occurred, followed 
by the deliberate burning and dynamiting—under suitable 
precautions—of an enormous number of crumbling, worm-
eaten, and supposedly empty houses along the abandoned 
waterfront. Uninquiring souls let this occurrence pass as one 
of the major clashes in a spasmodic war on liquor.

Keener news-followers, however, wondered at the 
prodigious number of arrests, the abnormally large force of 
men used in making them, and the secrecy surrounding the 
disposal of the prisoners. No trials, or even definite charges, 
were reported; nor were any of the captives seen thereafter 
in the regular gaols of the nation. There were vague statements 
about disease and concentration camps, and later about 
dispersal in various naval and military prisons, but nothing 
positive ever developed. Innsmouth itself was left almost 
depopulated, and is even now only beginning to show signs 
of a sluggishly revived existence.

Complaints from many liberal organisations were met 
with long confidential discussions, and representatives were 
taken on trips to certain camps and prisons. As a result, these 
societies became surprisingly passive and reticent. Newspaper 
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The Haunter of the Dark
(1935)

(Dedicated to Robert Bloch)

“I have seen the dark universe yawning 
Where the black planets roll  
	 without aim— 
Where they roll in their horror  
	 unheeded, 
Without knowledge or lustre or name.”

—Nemesis.Cautious investigators will hesitate to challenge the 
common belief that Robert Blake was killed by lightning, or 
by some profound nervous shock derived from an electrical 
discharge. It is true that the window he faced was unbroken, 
but Nature has shown herself capable of many freakish 
performances. The expression on his face may easily have 
arisen from some obscure muscular source unrelated to 
anything he saw, while the entries in his diary are clearly 
the result of a fantastic imagination aroused by certain local 
superstitions and by certain old matters he had uncovered. 
As for the anomalous conditions at the deserted church on 
Federal Hill—the shrewd analyst is not slow in attributing 
them to some charlatanry, conscious or unconscious, with 
at least some of which Blake was secretly connected.

For after all, the victim was a writer and painter wholly 
devoted to the field of myth, dream, terror, and superstition, 
and avid in his quest for scenes and effects of a bizarre, 
spectral sort.
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