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The essential literary collection of H. P. Lovecraft’s ten finest short stories, from the celebrated
editor of the two-volume New Annotated H. P. Lovecraft.An indispensable collection of the best
of one of literature’s “most critically fascinating and yet enigmatic figures” (Alan Moore), featuring
H. P. Lovecraft’s most bone-chilling tales, including: “Dagon”, “The Outsider”, “The Music of Erich
Zann”, “The Rats in the Walls”, “The Call of Cthulhu", “The Colour Out of Space”, “The Dunwich
Horror”, “The Shadow over Innsmouth”, “The Shadow Out of Time” and “The Haunter of the
Dark”.Though he died an unknown, dejected pulp-magazine writer in 1937, Howard Phillips
Lovecraft is now considered the first great “genius of weird fiction” (Peter Straub). There is no
better guide through the peculiarities of his universe than Leslie S. Klinger, whose work as
annotator of the “exciting and definitive” (Danielle Trussoni, New York Times Book Review) New
Annotated H. P. Lovecraft has proven him a leading Lovecraft scholar. Keenly aware of the
author’s inspiration of “dozens—hundreds—of stories written by others playing in [his] galactic
sandbox,” Klinger now presents this essential reader’s edition for both fanatics and newcomers
to the canon. Equipped with explanatory annotations and sharp historical insight, this highly
accessible?collection features Lovecraft’s ten most profound and unnerving short stories. From
the early tale “Dagon” to the mature and sprawling “The Haunter of the Dark,” these expertly
curated stories built a Lovecraftian sense of dread that has reverberated in the world of horror
literature for generations: that all of us are “outsiders” in the universe.

"Lovecraft's stories remain as harrowing and strange as they ever were, and their enduring
influence makes them essential reads for horror fans. Klinger's annotations provide valuable
context about Lovecraft's influences and the time in which he wrote, but they are perhaps most
fascinating in their focus on the recurring themes found in his work . . . Klinger's annotations help
to identify and track these thoughts, sometimes referencing Lovecraft's own notes and letters in
helping readers unravel the author's complicated web of preoccupations. What emerges,
alongside 10 excellent short stories, is a fuller understanding of Lovecraft's disturbing belief that
humanity is an insignificant species when measured against the ancient, malign universe."―
Hank Stephenson, Shelf Awareness --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From
the Back CoverPraise for The New Annotated H. P. Lovecraft“Annotator Les Klinger is the man
you want to have by your side, as you explore the Lovecraftian Darkness.” ?Neil Gaiman“I am
utterly gobsmacked. . . . [A]n Olympian landmark of modern gothic literature.” ?Harlan Ellison--
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorH. P. Lovecraft is one of the
seminal horror authors of the twentieth century. He wrote more than one hundred stories, and
achieved popular acclaim in such publications as Astounding Stories and Weird Tales. Though
he died in 1937, the small press publisher Arkham House was established in 1939 to preserve



Lovecraft’s works for future generations. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.Read more
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IntroductionThat is not dead which can eternal lie,And with strange æons even death may
die.WHAT IN THE WORLD DOES THAT MEAN? HOWARD PHILLIPS Lovecraft wrote that
couplet in 1921 and liked it so much that he reused it five years later.1 Its mystery epitomizes
much of the author’s life and fiction. Lovecraft, who was born in 1890 in Providence, Rhode
Island, and died there at the age of forty-seven, lived in literary obscurity, his work unknown to all
but a small group of pulp-magazine readers. Some have painted him as a recluse, but this is an
exaggeration. He lived in New York for an unhappy two years, from 1924 to 1926, in deference to
the wishes of his wife, Sonia Green, before their marriage failed. And though he then spent the
rest of his days back in Providence, he traveled widely along the East Coast and had a large—
even vast—circle of correspondents. Lovecraft wrote tens of thousands of letters to his friends
and colleagues and was an active participant in the amateur press world. He published thirteen
issues of his own journal, The Conservative, between 1915 and 1923, and frequently
contributed stories, without compensation, to many other amateur magazines.Up till the
mid-1920s, Lovecraft wrote dozens of stories but sold nothing. Eventually his work began to
appear in the pulps, cheap publictions aimed at niche audiences that paid little to the writers. He
found a home in Weird Tales—indeed, he was its readers’ favorite writer—but he was forced to
eke out a meager income serving as an editor for hire, revising the work of other, less talented
writers and occasionally ghostwriting a story. Though he had several stories chosen for
anthologies, he published just one book, The Shadow over Innsmouth, in 1936, a poorly printed
and little-distributed volume consisting of only the title story. By 1933, he offered this self-
assessment:It is now clear to me that any actual literary merit I have is confined to tales of
dream-life, strange shadow, and cosmic “outsideness,” notwithstanding a keen interest in many
other departments of life and a professional practice of general prose and verse revision. Why
this is so, I have not the least idea. I have no illusions concerning the precarious status of my
tales, and do not expect to become a serious competitor of my favourite weird
authors . . .2Lovecraft was clearly wrong about his work’s literary merit. But what happened to
draw him from obscurity? The answer lies in the devotion of his friends and colleagues. After his
death, his two young protégés August Derleth and Donald Wandrei began to collect and publish
his work. They pushed for serious attention from reviewers, and the results were immediate:
critics began to take notice. Not everyone loved his writing. The hugely influential critic Edmund



Wilson, among others, deplored Lovecraft’s extensive use of adjectives and thought the stories
“hack work” that should have been left in the pulps. Others, however, saw the work’s power, and
by the 1970s, much of Lovecraft’s fiction had been published in book form and had reached a
wide audience.Lovecraft had a tremendous impact on generations of writers and readers. His
circle of friends included pulp writers like Clark Ashton Smith, Robert E. Howard, and Fritz
Leiber, whose own works were clearly influenced by Lovecraft’s writing. Among the later
generation of writers deeply affected by early reading of his work are Stephen King, Neil
Gaiman, Robert Bloch, Peter Straub, Joyce Carol Oates, Ramsey Campbell, Thomas Ligotti,
and Harlan Ellison. Hollywood, too, eventually discovered him, producing films like Color Out of
Space, the Re-Animator series, and the Lovecraftian The Thing. His monstrous creations have
pervaded popular culture, from music to bumper stickers to plush dolls and Christmas
ornaments.As you’ll discover as you journey through this collection, Lovecraft didn’t write a
single kind of story. Early on, he was definitely imitative of the tales of Edgar Allan Poe, with
grisly subjects and twist endings. He wrote many dreamlike tales, which he later called
“Dunsanian,” referring to the fantastic fiction of the Anglo-Irish writer Lord Dunsany.3 Lovecraft
also experimented with science fiction at a time when that genre was in its infancy. Eventually he
found a unifying theme, what he called “cosmic horror.”As a young man, Lovecraft was an avid
student of astronomy. He came to believe that science would open up vistas that would show us
how insignificant humanity is in the grand scheme of things—and how indifferent the universe is
to human life. We would and should be truly terrified by our discoveries. Though probably not
meant seriously, he adopted the idea that we were not the first to live on earth. He constructed
ancient civilizations and gods that long predated history, and this construct became immensely
popular. Today this is known as the Cthulhu Mythos, named after his most famous monster, and
there are dozens—hundreds—of stories written by others playing in this galactic sandbox.
Lovecraftian fiction is an entire industry, so much so that recently, George R. R. Martin, the
author of the Song of Ice and Fire books behind the television series Game of Thrones, offered a
scholarship for budding writers producing this kind of material. Howard Lovecraft was probably
not a happy man. Both of his parents died in Butler Hospital for the Insane, the local Providence
asylum. His father, Winfield Scott Lovecraft, was admitted when Howard was only three and died
five years later; his mother, Sarah Susan Phillips Lovecraft, moved into her parents’ house
(where her sisters also lived) but was institutionalized when Howard was twenty-nine and died
two years later. From then on, with the exception of his two-year stint in New York, Lovecraft lived
in Providence. In 1933, he moved in with the last survivor of his family, his mother’s younger
sister Annie Gamwell, with whom he had grown up—joyful that he could at last live in a colonial
house, made possible by sharing the cost with his aunt.4One can infer from his writing that
Lovecraft must have been deeply afraid that he too would suffer mental illness. His fascination
with madness is evident in stories like “The Outsider,” “The Rats in the Walls” and “The Thing on
the Doorstep,” and in The Case of Charles Dexter Ward. Also clear is that he developed an
aversion to anyone who wasn’t a white person from Providence. Lovecraft certainly didn’t come



from New England aristocracy—“shabby genteel” would probably be the best description for his
upbringing—but he loathed and was repulsed by immigrants. He hated the crowds of New York,
and he hated that people of color whom he met had achieved success while he had failed. Later
in his life, he embraced eugenics, and while he never advocated for extermination of non-whites,
he supported Hitler’s policies of segregation of races. Unfortunately, this racism comes across in
some of his stories, and so it is impossible to separate the work from the man.Deploring his
beliefs, however, doesn’t mean that we shouldn’t read Lovecraft’s stories. His fiction conveys
powerfully the sense that all of us are “outsiders” in the universe. In “The Outsider,” his narrator
describes himself as “a stranger in this century.” This overwhelming feeling is central to
Lovecraft’s best work and was probably representative of his own sense of self. Over and over
again, his narrators discover that their place in the world, their relationship to their situation, is
not what they believed it to be. This shock—this glimpse behind the curtain of reality—is the true
horror that stuns both narrator and reader.Choosing what to present as the best of Lovecraft’s
work is a challenging task, in no small part because of the variety of his fiction. I immediately
eliminated two of his very best works, The Case of Charles Dexter Ward and At the Mountains of
Madness, by reason of length. Among his shorter fiction, I chose those stories that seemed most
original and influential and have presented them in the probable order in which they were
written.5 These are my personal selections—you can form your own conclusions about me from
those choices—and inevitably some readers will complain that their favorites were omitted. To
them I commend my New Annotated H. P. Lovecraft volumes, which include fifty-seven
stories.Certain works, the most popular, were obvious, but “Dagon,” one of Lovecraft’s earliest
tales, while not nearly as well known as “The Call of Cthulhu,” was his first effort at a tale of an
unknown godlike being hiding on the bottom of the ocean. Both have become embedded in the
mythos that grew up around Lovecraft’s work, and the names of the creatures have become
iconic. “The Dunwich Horror” is another popular “monster story,” an adventure pitting the
scientists of Lovecraft’s invented Miskatonic University against an invisible creature from another
dimension. More in the science-fictional vein than horror, “The Shadow Out of Time” and “The
Haunter of the Dark” are mature stories of rational men unexpectedly discovering the vastness
of the universe, with life-changing consequences. “The Shadow over Innsmouth” is the best of
his stories warning of the risks of finding out about things best left undiscovered.Two of the
stories, “The Color Out of Space”—filmed in 2019—and “The Music of Erich Zann,” were
Lovecraft’s personal favorites. The former is an early classic of science fiction, about an alien
encounter; the latter is a haunting, dreamlike story of the power of melody. Finally, also included
are two of Lovecraft’s most iconic tales, “The Outsider” and “The Rats in the Walls,” which seem
to depict his own personal demons. A significant component of the horror induced by the stories
is their deliberate ambiguity: Are the events depicted real or merely figments of the narrator’s
imagination?Lovecraft’s stories have been embraced, reviled, studied, annotated, and enshrined
in American literature. They reveal glimpses of the universe never before imagined. If you
experience a thrill while reading them, O fortunate reader, there are more! If your heart can’t take



the shock—you can always close the cover . . . Leslie S. KlingerApril 20211. The couplet
appeared in “The Nameless City” (1921) and again in “The Call of Cthulhu” (1926). Though it is
attributed in both stories to the fictional “mad poet” Abdul Alhazred, only the second story
explicitly places it in Lovecraft’s mystical book the Necronomicon. See “The Dunwich Horror,”
note 2, below, for more about the Necronomicon.2. Lovecraft’s “Some Notes on a Nonentity,” a
900-word biographical essay written for an anthology but not used. It was not published until
after his death, when it was included in the Arkham House volume Beyond the Wall of Sleep
(1943), the second collection of his fiction published by August Derleth and Donald Wandrei.3.
This was a typically self-deprecating remark, for although Dunsany’s fictional pantheon was
similar to his work, Lovecraft had created his “Dunsanian” stories well before reading the writer.4.
Letter to James F. Morton, May 14, 1933, in Selected Letters, 1932–1934, ed. August Derleth
and James Turner (Sauk City, WI: Arkham House, 1976), 186–88; hereinafter Selected Letters,
IV.5. The dates are largely based on the meticulous scholarship of S. T. Joshi and on his two-
volume biography of Lovecraft, I Am Providence. Dates of publication are noted below, but many
of Lovecraft’s stories did not see print until well after his death.

THE CALL OF CTHULHU

“. . . I finally found myself adrift and free . . .”Weird Tales 2, no. 3 (October 1923)ARTIST:
WILLIAM F. HEITMAN

DAGON1The following, the earliest of Lovecraft’s successful tales, includes core elements of
what eventually became known as the Cthulhu Mythos: truly ancient beings, hints of civilizations
preceding humankind, an atmosphere of impending doom, recounted by a narrator who has
experienced sensations that are almost indescribable. Lovecraft later described events such as
those recounted here as an encounter with the “Unnamable,” which in this story he gives the
name Dagon.    I AM WRITING THIS UNDER AN APPRECIABLE MENTAL STRAIN, since
by tonight I shall be no more. Penniless, and at the end of my supply of the drug which alone
makes life endurable, I can bear the torture no longer; and shall cast myself from this garret
window into the squalid street below. Do not think from my slavery to morphine that I am a
weakling or a degenerate. When you have read these hastily scrawled pages you may guess,
though never fully realise, why it is that I must have forgetfulness or death.It was in one of the
most open and least frequented parts of the broad Pacific that the packet of which I was
supercargo fell a victim to the German sea-raider. The great war2 was then at its very beginning,
and the ocean forces of the Hun3 had not completely sunk to their later degradation;4 so that
our vessel was made legitimate prize, whilst we of her crew were treated with all the fairness and
consideration due us as naval prisoners. So liberal, indeed, was the discipline of our captors,
that five days after we were taken I managed to escape alone in a small boat with water and
provisions for a good length of time.When I finally found myself adrift and free, I had but little



idea of my surroundings. Never a competent navigator, I could only guess vaguely by the sun
and stars that I was somewhat south of the equator. Of the longitude I knew nothing, and no
island or coast-line was in sight. The weather kept fair, and for uncounted days I drifted aimlessly
beneath the scorching sun; waiting either for some passing ship, or to be cast on the shores of
some habitable land. But neither ship nor land appeared, and I began to despair in my solitude
upon the heaving vastnesses of unbroken blue.The change happened whilst I slept. Its details I
shall never know; for my slumber, though troubled and dream-infested, was continuous. When at
last I awaked, it was to discover myself half sucked into a slimy expanse of hellish black mire
which extended about me in monotonous undulations as far as I could see, and in which my
boat lay grounded some distance away.Though one might well imagine that my first sensation
would be of wonder at so prodigious and unexpected a transformation of scenery, I was in reality
more horrified than astonished; for there was in the air and in the rotting soil a sinister quality
which chilled me to the very core. The region was putrid with the carcasses of decaying fish, and
of other less describable things which I saw protruding from the nasty mud of the unending plain.
Perhaps I should not hope to convey in mere words the unutterable hideousness that can dwell
in absolute silence and barren immensity. There was nothing within hearing, and nothing in sight
save a vast reach of black slime; yet the very completeness of the stillness and homogeneity of
the landscape oppressed me with a nauseating fear.The sun was blazing down from a sky which
seemed to me almost black in its cloudless cruelty; as though reflecting the inky marsh beneath
my feet. As I crawled into the stranded boat I realised that only one theory could explain my
position. Through some unprecedented volcanic upheaval,5 a portion of the ocean floor must
have been thrown to the surface, exposing regions which for innumerable millions of years had
lain hidden under unfathomable watery depths. So great was the extent of the new land which
had risen beneath me, that I could not detect the faintest noise of the surging ocean, strain my
ears as I might. Nor were there any sea-fowl to prey upon the dead things.For several hours I sat
thinking or brooding in the boat, which lay upon its side and afforded a slight shade as the sun
moved across the heavens. As the day progressed, the ground lost some of its stickiness, and
seemed likely to dry sufficiently for travelling purposes in a short time. That night I slept but little,
and the next day I made for myself a pack containing food and water, preparatory to an overland
journey in search of the vanished sea and possible rescue.On the third morning I found the soil
dry enough to walk upon with ease. The odour of the fish was maddening; but I was too much
concerned with graver things to mind so slight an evil, and set out boldly for an unknown goal. All
day I forged steadily westward, guided by a far-away hummock which rose higher than any other
elevation on the rolling desert. That night I encamped, and on the following day still travelled
toward the hummock, though that object seemed scarcely nearer than when I had first espied it.
By the fourth evening I attained the base of the mound, which turned out to be much higher than
it had appeared from a distance; an intervening valley setting it out in sharper relief from the
general surface. Too weary to ascend, I slept in the shadow of the hill.I know not why my dreams
were so wild that night; but ere the waning and fantastically gibbous6 moon had risen far above



the eastern plain, I was awake in a cold perspiration, determined to sleep no more. Such visions
as I had experienced were too much for me to endure again. And in the glow of the moon I saw
how unwise I had been to travel by day. Without the glare of the parching sun, my journey would
have cost me less energy; indeed, I now felt quite able to perform the ascent which had deterred
me at sunset. Picking up my pack, I started for the crest of the eminence.I have said that the
unbroken monotony of the rolling plain was a source of vague horror to me; but I think my horror
was greater when I gained the summit of the mound and looked down the other side into an
immeasurable pit or canyon, whose black recesses the moon had not yet soared high enough to
illuminate. I felt myself on the edge of the world; peering over the rim into a fathomless chaos of
eternal night. Through my terror ran curious reminiscences of Paradise Lost, and of Satan’s
hideous climb through the unfashioned realms of darkness.7As the moon climbed higher in the
sky, I began to see that the slopes of the valley were not quite so perpendicular as I had
imagined. Ledges and outcroppings of rock afforded fairly easy foot-holds for a descent, whilst
after a drop of a few hundred feet, the declivity became very gradual. Urged on by an impulse
which I cannot definitely analyse, I scrambled with difficulty down the rocks and stood on the
gentler slope beneath, gazing into the Stygian deeps8 where no light had yet penetrated.All at
once my attention was captured by a vast and singular object on the opposite slope, which rose
steeply about an hundred yards ahead of me; an object that gleamed whitely in the newly
bestowed rays of the ascending moon. That it was merely a gigantic piece of stone, I soon
assured myself; but I was conscious of a distinct impression that its contour and position were
not altogether the work of Nature. A closer scrutiny filled me with sensations I cannot express;
for despite its enormous magnitude, and its position in an abyss which had yawned at the
bottom of the sea since the world was young, I perceived beyond a doubt that the strange object
was a well-shaped monolith whose massive bulk had known the workmanship and perhaps the
worship of living and thinking creatures.9Dazed and frightened, yet not without a certain thrill of
the scientist’s10 or archæologist’s delight, I examined my surroundings more closely. The moon,
now near the zenith, shone weirdly and vividly above the towering steeps that hemmed in the
chasm, and revealed the fact that a far-flung body of water flowed at the bottom, winding out of
sight in both directions, and almost lapping my feet as I stood on the slope. Across the chasm,
the wavelets washed the base of the Cyclopean monolith;11 on whose surface I could now trace
both inscriptions and crude sculptures. The writing was in a system of hieroglyphics unknown to
me, and unlike anything I had ever seen in books; consisting for the most part of
conventionalised aquatic symbols such as fishes, eels, octopi, crustaceans, molluscs, whales,
and the like. Several characters obviously represented marine things which are unknown to the
modern world, but whose decomposing forms I had observed on the ocean-risen plain.12It was
the pictorial carving, however, that did most to hold me spellbound. Plainly visible across the
intervening water on account of their enormous size, were an array of bas-reliefs whose subjects
would have excited the envy of a Doré.13 I think that these things were supposed to depict men
—at least, a certain sort of men; though the creatures were shewn disporting like fishes in the



waters of some marine grotto, or paying homage at some monolithic shrine which appeared to
be under the waves as well. Of their faces and forms I dare not speak in detail; for the mere
remembrance makes me grow faint. Grotesque beyond the imagination of a Poe or a Bulwer,14
they were damnably human in general outline despite webbed hands and feet, shockingly wide
and flabby lips, glassy, bulging eyes, and other features less pleasant to recall. Curiously
enough, they seemed to have been chiselled badly out of proportion with their scenic
background; for one of the creatures was shewn in the act of killing a whale represented as but
little larger than himself. I remarked, as I say, their grotesqueness and strange size, but in a
moment decided that they were merely the imaginary gods of some primitive fishing or seafaring
tribe; some tribe whose last descendant had perished eras before the first ancestor of the
Piltdown15 or Neanderthal Man16 was born. Awestruck at this unexpected glimpse into a past
beyond the conception of the most daring anthropologist, I stood musing whilst the moon cast
queer reflections on the silent channel before me.Then suddenly I saw it. With only a slight
churning to mark its rise to the surface, the thing slid into view above the dark waters. Vast,
Polyphemus-like,17 and loathsome, it darted like a stupendous monster of nightmares to the
monolith, about which it flung its gigantic scaly arms, the while it bowed its hideous head and
gave vent to certain measured sounds.18 I think I went mad then.Of my frantic ascent of the
slope and cliff, and of my delirious journey back to the stranded boat, I remember little. I believe I
sang a great deal, and laughed oddly when I was unable to sing. I have indistinct recollections of
a great storm some time after I reached the boat; at any rate, I know that I heard peals of thunder
and other tones which Nature utters only in her wildest moods.When I came out of the shadows I
was in a San Francisco hospital; brought thither by the captain of the American ship which had
picked up my boat in mid-ocean. In my delirium I had said much, but found that my words had
been given scant attention. Of any land upheaval in the Pacific, my rescuers knew nothing; nor
did I deem it necessary to insist upon a thing which I knew they could not believe. Once I sought
out a celebrated ethnologist, and amused him with peculiar questions regarding the ancient
Philistine legend of Dagon, the Fish-God;19 but soon perceiving that he was hopelessly
conventional, I did not press my inquiries.It is at night, especially when the moon is gibbous and
waning, that I see the thing. I tried morphine; but the drug has given only transient surcease, and
has drawn me into its clutches as a hopeless slave. So now I am to end it all, having written a full
account for the information or the contemptuous amusement of my fellow-men. Often I ask
myself if it could not all have been a pure phantasm—a mere freak of fever as I lay sun-stricken
and raving in the open boat after my escape from the German man-of-war. This I ask myself, but
ever does there come before me a hideously vivid vision in reply. I cannot think of the deep sea
without shuddering at the nameless things that may at this very moment be crawling and
floundering on its slimy bed, worshipping their ancient stone idols and carving their own
detestable likenesses on submarine obelisks of water-soaked granite. I dream of a day when
they may rise above the billows to drag down in their reeking talons the remnants of puny, war-
exhausted mankind—of a day when the land shall sink, and the dark ocean floor shall ascend



amidst universal pandemonium.The end is near. I hear a noise at the door, as of some immense
slippery body lumbering against it. It shall not find me. God, that hand! The window! The window!
201. Written in the summer of 1917, this story appeared first in The Vagrant 11 (November
1919), 23–29, and then in Weird Tales 2, no. 3 (October 1923), 23–25.2. World War I, the so-
called Great War, began on June 28, 1914. Lovecraft unsuccessfully tried to enlist, first in the
army and then in the Rhode Island National Guard, but his various ailments (and his mother’s
determined intervention) kept him at home.3. In the version published in The Vagrant, the
narrator refers to the force of the “Kaiser,” not the Hun. The term “Huns,” with a push from Allied
propaganda, came to be applied broadly to the militant Germans in the Great War.4. The
narrator here refers to the shift in German policy regarding attacks by submarine, or
Unterseeboot (U-boat). Initially, German commanders observed the historical “prize rules”
governing the capture of enemy civilian ships and their crew and passengers, internationally
agreed-upon protocol dating from the previous century. However, on October 20, 1914, the
German U-17 sank the SS Glitra, a merchant ship, off Norway, and on February 4, 1915, the
kaiser declared the waters surrounding England and Ireland to be a war zone. Thereafter, U-boat
captains were permitted to sink merchant ships, even potentially neutral ones, without warning.5.
No land-based volcanic eruption was recorded in 1914 or 1915 in the Pacific. Records of
submarine volcanic activity are poor to nonexistent.6. More than half full. T. R. Livesey, in
“Dispatches from the Providence Observatory: Astronomical Motifs and Sources in the Writings
of H. P. Lovecraft,” points out that full moons rise at sunset and quarter moons rise at noon or
midnight; so only a gibbous moon could rise after sunset and be “near the zenith.” That is, this
and other data in the story regarding the moon are accurate.7. In John Milton’s epic poem
Paradise Lost (1667), a treatment of the biblical Fall of Man, Satan rebels against God and
climbs from Tartarus, to which he has fallen, to the material world. In Greek mythology, Tartarus
is both a primordial deity and a place situated in the bowels of the underworld.8. “Stygian” refers
to the river Styx in a dark and gloomy region of the underworld.9. The scene compares to the
discovery of the monolith, first by apes and then by human visitors to the earth’s moon, in
Stanley Kubrick’s epic film 2001: A Space Odyssey (1968).10. “Scientist” was a relatively new
term, first used in 1840, according to the Oxford English Dictionary.11. “Huge, massive, like the
Cyclops of classic mythology” (E. Cobham Brewer, Dictionary of Phrase and Fable), 322;
hereinafter Brewer. Whatever else may be said definitely about the creatures who created these
structures and their followers, they liked large buildings. Those beings are referred to by
Lovecraft in “The Call of Cthulhu” as “elder gods,” but as the Lovecraftian pantheon grew post-
Lovecraft, this description was formalized: the “Elder Gods.”12. It has long been speculated that
forms of sea life unknown to contemporary science exist at great depths. See, for example, Jules
Verne’s Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea (1869), in which giant cuttlefish attack.13.
Paul Gustave Doré (1832–1883) was a French artist, engraver, and sculptor best remembered
for his nightmarish London: A Pilgrimage (1872), a collection of 180 engravings depicting some
of the worst slums of London.14. Edward George Earle Lytton Bulwer-Lytton, 1st Baron Lytton



(1803–1873), was an immensely popular writer of his day. Bulwer-Lytton coined many phrases
but will always be remembered for his purple prose that opens his 1830 novel Paul Clifford: “It
was a dark and stormy night; the rain fell in torrents—except at occasional intervals, when it was
checked by a violent gust of wind which swept up the streets (for it is in London that our scene
lies), rattling along the housetops, and fiercely agitating the scanty flame of the lamps that
struggled against the darkness.” Bulwer-Lytton wrote many horror/science-fiction stories,
including “The Haunted and the Haunters; or, the House and the Brain” (1859).15. In 1912,
amateur archaeologist Charles Dawson claimed to have reconstructed from fragments
discovered at Piltdown (in East Sussex, England) a skull of a prehistoric man predating the then-
earliest known specimens. The “Piltdown Man,” as the discovery became known, was
immediately challenged. However, it was not until 1953 that the discovery was exposed as a
forgery, made by an unknown hoaxer.16. Neanderthals—Homo neanderthalensis or Homo
sapiens neanderthalensis—were identified in 1829 by Philippe-Charles Schmerling. They are
generally believed to have roamed the earth about 130,000 years ago.17. Polypheme, a son of
Poseidon, the sea god, was a Cyclops, a giant with one eye in the middle of his forehead.18. S.
T. Joshi, in The Rise and Fall of the Cthulhu Mythos (27), points out that the creature is
worshipping at the monolith, as are the creatures depicted on it. Note that the beings depicted
on the monolith are also quite large, and so we may conclude that the creature is one of that
race of beings.19. Dagon was the name of an “idol of the Philistines; half woman and half
fish” (Brewer, 325). Milton’s Paradise Lost (Book I, lines 462–65) refers to this god as well:Dagon
his name; sea-monster, upward manAnd downward fish; yet had his temple high;Rear’d in
Azotus, dreaded through the coastOf Palestine, in Gath and Ascalon,And Accaron and Gaza’s
frontier bounds.The Bible also speaks of the worship of Dagon (Hebrew for “little fish”) in the
temple of Azotus, an ancient Philistine city now identified with modern Gaza or Ashdod in
southern Israel (1 Samuel 5:1–7). Later, Dagon was conflated with an agricultural god and
worshipped as a national god by the Philistines. However, the Encyclopædia Britannica (9th ed.)
suggests that the notion of the half-human part of the idol is mistaken and that “only his fish part
was left to him.”20. Is the narrator hallucinating? Or did Dagon (or whatever the creature is that
the narrator saw) follow him to San Francisco? The “hand” witnessed by the narrator must have
been webbed or else grotesquely large to evoke such a reaction.

“To my horror I saw in its eaten-away and bone-revealing outlines a leering, abhorrent travesty
on the human shape; and in its moldy, disintegrating apparel an unspeakable quality that chilled
me even more.”Weird Tales 7, no. 4 (April 1926)ARTIST: BELLE GOLDSCHLAGER

THE OUTSIDER1“The Outsider” is perhaps the single most analyzed story of any of Lovecraft’s
vast output. It has been considered from biographical and psychoanalytic angles, as an
antireligion polemic, an expression of philosophy, a criticism of progress, and a depiction of
“homosexual panic.”2 Yet none of these interpretations is wholly satisfying, and Lovecraft was



vague about his intentions, as perhaps is fitting with a story that is so self-revelatory. Ten years
after the story’s creation, Lovecraft dismissed it as nothing more than an imitation of Poe. Yet
possibly because of its very plasticity, many regard it as his finest work of short fiction, and
shortly after his death, August Derleth and Donald Wandrei chose it to headline the first
published collection of his work, The Outsider and Other Stories (1937).    That night the
Baron dreamt of many a woe;And all his warrior-guests, with shade and formOf witch, and
demon, and large coffin-worm,Were long be-nightmared.3—KeatsUNHAPPY 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.4
It was never light, so that I used sometimes to light candles 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.5 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 gay 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 more
filled with brooding fear; so that I ran frantically back lest I lose my way in a labyrinth of nighted



silence.So through endless twilights I dreamed and waited, though I knew not what I waited for.
Then in the shadowy solitude my longing for light grew so frantic that I could rest no more, and I
lifted entreating hands to the single black ruined tower that reached above the forest into the
unknown outer sky. And at last I resolved to scale that tower, fall though I might; since it were
better to glimpse the sky and perish, than to live without ever beholding day.In the dank twilight I
climbed the worn and aged stone stairs till I reached the level where they ceased, and thereafter
clung perilously to small footholds leading upward. Ghastly and terrible was that dead, stairless
cylinder of rock; black, ruined, and deserted, and sinister with startled bats whose wings made
no noise. But more ghastly and terrible still was the slowness of my progress; for climb as I
might, the darkness overhead grew no thinner, and a new chill as of haunted and venerable
mould assailed me. I shivered as I wondered why I did not reach the light, and would have
looked down had I dared. I fancied that night had come suddenly upon me, and vainly groped
with one free hand for a window embrasure, that I might peer out and above, and try to judge the
height I had attained.All at once, after an infinity of awesome, sightless crawling up that concave
and desperate precipice, I felt my head touch a solid thing, and I knew I must have gained the
roof, or at least some kind of floor. In the darkness I raised my free hand and tested the barrier,
finding it stone and immovable. Then came a deadly circuit of the tower, clinging to whatever
holds the slimy wall could give; till finally my testing hand found the barrier yielding, and I turned
upward again, pushing the slab or door with my head as I used both hands in my fearful ascent.
There was no light revealed above, and as my hands went higher I knew that my climb was for
the nonce ended; since the slab was the trap-door of an aperture leading to a level stone surface
of greater circumference than the lower tower, no doubt the floor of some lofty and capacious
observation chamber. I crawled through carefully, and tried to prevent the heavy slab from falling
back into place; but failed in the latter attempt. As I lay exhausted on the stone floor I heard the
eerie echoes of its fall, but hoped when necessary to pry it open again.Believing I was now at a
prodigious height, far above the accursed branches of the wood, I dragged myself up from the
floor and fumbled about for windows, that I might look for the first time upon the sky, and the
moon and stars of which I had read. But on every hand I was disappointed; since all that I found
were vast shelves of marble, bearing odious oblong boxes of disturbing size. More and more I
reflected, and wondered what hoary secrets might abide in this high apartment so many eons
cut off from the castle below. Then unexpectedly my hands came upon a doorway, where hung a
portal of stone, rough with strange chiselling. Trying it, I found it locked; but with a supreme burst
of strength I overcame all obstacles and dragged it open inward. As I did so there came to me
the purest ecstasy I have ever known; for shining tranquilly through an ornate grating of iron, and
down a short stone passageway of steps that ascended from the newly found doorway, was the
radiant full moon, which I had never before seen save in dreams and in vague visions I dared not
call memories.Fancying now that I had attained the very pinnacle of the castle, I commenced to
rush up the few steps beyond the door; but the sudden veiling of the moon by a cloud caused
me to stumble, and I felt my way more slowly in the dark. It was still very dark when I reached the



grating—which I tried carefully and found unlocked, but which I did not open for fear of falling
from the amazing height to which I had climbed. Then the moon came out.Most daemoniacal of
all shocks is that of the abysmally unexpected and grotesquely unbelievable. Nothing I had
before undergone could compare in terror with what I now saw; with the bizarre marvels that
sight implied. The sight itself was as simple as it was stupefying, for it was merely this: instead of
a dizzying prospect of treetops seen from a lofty eminence, there stretched around me on a level
through the grating nothing less than the solid ground, decked and diversified by marble slabs
and columns, and overshadowed by an ancient stone church, whose ruined spire gleamed
spectrally in the moonlight.Half unconscious, I opened the grating and staggered out upon the
white gravel path that stretched away in two directions. My mind, stunned and chaotic as it was,
still held the frantic craving for light; and not even the fantastic wonder which had happened
could stay my course. I neither knew nor cared whether my experience was insanity, dreaming,
or magic; but was determined to gaze on brilliance and gaiety at any cost. I knew not who I was
or what I was, or what my surroundings might be; though as I continued to stumble along I
became conscious of a kind of fearsome latent memory that made my progress not wholly
fortuitous. I passed under an arch out of that region of slabs and columns, and wandered
through the open country; sometimes following the visible road, but sometimes leaving it
curiously to tread across meadows where only occasional ruins bespoke the ancient presence
of a forgotten road. Once I swam across a swift river where crumbling, mossy masonry told of a
bridge long vanished.Over two hours must have passed before I reached what seemed to be my
goal, a venerable ivied castle in a thickly wooded park; maddeningly familiar, yet full of
perplexing strangeness to me. I saw that the moat was filled in, and that some of the well-known
towers were demolished; whilst new wings existed to confuse the beholder. But what I observed
with chief interest and delight were the open windows—gorgeously ablaze with light and
sending forth sound of the gayest revelry. Advancing to one of these I looked in and saw an
oddly dressed company, indeed; making merry, and speaking brightly to one another. I had
never, seemingly, heard human speech before; and could guess only vaguely what was said.
Some of the faces seemed to hold expressions that brought up incredibly remote recollections;6
others were utterly alien.I now stepped through the low window into the brilliantly lighted room,
stepping as I did so from my single bright moment of hope to my blackest convulsion of despair
and realisation. The nightmare was quick to come; for as I entered, there occurred immediately
one of the most terrifying demonstrations I had ever conceived. Scarcely had I crossed the sill
when there descended upon the whole company a sudden and unheralded fear of hideous
intensity, distorting every face and evoking the most horrible screams from nearly every throat.
Flight was universal, and in the clamour and panic several fell in a swoon and were dragged
away by their madly fleeing companions. Many covered their eyes with their hands, and plunged
blindly and awkwardly in their race to escape; overturning furniture and stumbling against the
walls before they managed to reach one of the many doors.The cries were shocking; and as I
stood in the brilliant apartment alone and dazed, listening to their vanishing echoes, I trembled



at the thought of what might be lurking near me unseen. At a casual inspection the room seemed
deserted, but when I moved toward one of the alcoves I thought I detected a presence there—a
hint of motion beyond the golden-arched doorway leading to another and somewhat similar
room. As I approached the arch I began to perceive the presence more clearly; and then, with
the first and last sound I ever uttered—a ghastly ululation that revolted me almost as poignantly
as its noxious cause—I beheld in full, frightful vividness the inconceivable, indescribable, and
unmentionable monstrosity which had by its simple appearance changed a merry company to a
herd of delirious fugitives.I cannot even hint what it was like, for it was a compound of all that is
unclean, uncanny, unwelcome, abnormal, and detestable. It was the ghoulish shade of decay,
antiquity, and desolation; the putrid, dripping eidolon7 of unwholesome revelation; the awful
baring of that which the merciful earth should always hide. God knows it was not of this world—
or no longer of this world—yet to my horror I saw in its eaten-away and bone-revealing outlines a
leering, abhorrent travesty on the human shape; and in its mouldy, disintegrating apparel an
unspeakable quality that chilled me even more.I was almost paralysed, but not too much so to
make a feeble effort toward flight; a backward stumble which failed to break the spell in which
the nameless, voiceless monster held me. My eyes, bewitched by the glassy orbs which stared
loathsomely into them, refused to close; though they were mercifully blurred, and shewed the
terrible object but indistinctly after the first shock. I tried to raise my hand to shut out the sight,
yet so stunned were my nerves that my arm could not fully obey my will. The attempt, however,
was enough to disturb my balance; so that I had to stagger forward several steps to avoid falling.
As I did so I became suddenly and agonisingly aware of the nearness of the carrion thing,
whose hideous hollow breathing I half fancied I could hear. Nearly mad, I found myself yet able
to throw out a hand to ward off the foetid apparition which pressed so close; when in one
cataclysmic second of cosmic nightmarishness and hellish accident my fingers touched the
rotting outstretched paw of the monster beneath the golden arch.8I did not shriek, but all the
fiendish ghouls9 that ride the night-wind shrieked for me as in that same second there crashed
down upon my mind a single and fleeting avalanche of soul-annihilating memory. I knew in that
second all that had been; I remembered beyond the frightful castle and the trees, and
recognised the altered edifice in which I now stood; I recognised, most terrible of all, the unholy
abomination that stood leering before me as I withdrew my sullied fingers from its own.But in the
cosmos there is balm as well as bitterness, and that balm is nepenthe.10 In the supreme horror
of that second I forgot what had horrified me, and the burst of black memory vanished in a chaos
of echoing images. In a dream I fled from that haunted and accursed pile, and ran swiftly and
silently in the moonlight. When I returned to the churchyard place of marble and went down the
steps I found the stone trap-door immovable; but I was not sorry, for I had hated the antique
castle and the trees. Now I ride with the mocking and friendly ghouls on the night-wind, and play
by day amongst the catacombs of Nephren-Ka11 in the sealed and unknown valley of Hadoth12
by the Nile. I know that light is not for me, save that of the moon over the rock tombs of Neb, nor
any gaiety save the unnamed feasts of Nitokris13 beneath the Great Pyramid; yet in my new



wildness and freedom I almost welcome the bitterness of alienage.For although nepenthe has
calmed me, I know always that I am an outsider; a stranger in this century and among those who
are still men. This I have known ever since I stretched out my fingers to the abomination within
that great gilded frame; stretched out my fingers and touched a cold and unyielding surface of
polished glass.141. Written in the summer of 1921, “The Outsider” was first published in Weird
Tales 7, no. 4 (April 1926), 449–53.2. See, for example, Dirk W. Mosig’s groundbreaking “An
Analytical Interpretation: The Outsider, Allegory of the Psyche.” Mosig championed a Jungian
interpretation of Lovecraft’s work.3. The quotation is from the last stanza of “The Eve of St.
Agnes,” lines 372–75, by John Keats, first published in Lamia, Isabella, The Eve of St. Agnes,
and Other Poems (1820). William Fulwiler, in “Reflections on ‘The Outsider,’ ” Lovecraft Studies
1, no. 2 (Spring 1980), 3–4, argues that the point of the epigraph is to tell the reader that the
following is a dream. How else to explain the inconsistencies?4. Mollie Burleson finds these
comments “typical of both a Gothic and a modern woman,” concluding that the narrator is “the
Outsider, Woman, an outsider in a world dominated by men” (“The Outsider: A Woman?,”
Lovecraft Studies 22/23 [Fall 1990], 22–23).5. Who taught the narrator to read? Similarly, the
creature in Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein attains the skill without a teacher.6. These, suggests S.
T. Joshi, in H. P. Lovecraft: Decline of the West (Berkeley Heights, NJ: Wildside Press, 1990),
120, are the actual descendants of the narrator.7. A phantom or specter.8. There can be little
doubt, argues Paul Monteleone, in “The Inner Significance of ‘The Outsider,’ ” Lovecraft Studies
35 (Fall 1996), 9–21, that the figure that greets the narrator here is a corpse. In that revelation,
then, the Outsider, who seeks a restoration to life and the passage of time, realizes that behind
all life is “a mere corpse, a sprawling heap of dust that dreams the endless and suffering world.
This is his inner significance: he is the inner significance of all” (21).9. It was in 1921 that HPL
first referred to “ghouls” in his fiction (they are also mentioned in “The Nameless City”).10. A
legendary drug of forgetfulness; “heart’s-ease,” in Robert Fagles’s translation of The Odyssey
(New York: Penguin, 1999)—see Book 4: The King and Queen of Sparta, 131.11. Nephren-Ka is
also mentioned in Lovecraft’s novel The Case of Charles Dexter Ward, written in January–March
1927, and is identified as a pharaoh in “The Haunter of the Dark,” written in November 1935 (see
pp. 359–88, below).12. Hadoth appears in The Case of Charles Dexter Ward as well.13. Nitokris,
reportedly the last ruler of the Sixth Dynasty of Egypt (2345–2180 BCE), is remembered for
having invited all of her enemies to a feast at a temple below the Nile and arranging to drown
them all.14. The discovery of the reflected image recalls Edgar Allan Poe’s “William
Wilson” (1839), with which HPL was certainly familiar, and Alfred de Musset’s 1835 “December
Night.” It also broadly echoes, in certain respects, the central themes of Robert Louis
Stevenson’s The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde (1886) and Oscar Wilde’s The Picture
of Dorian Gray (1891), both of which were in HPL’s library.Forrest Jackson, in “The Reflection of
Narcissus: And How It Applies to Shelley’s Frankenstein and Lovecraft’s ‘The Outsider,’ ” Crypt
of Cthulhu 13, no. 3 (Lammas 1994), 9–13, observes that like the creature in Mary Shelley’s
Frankenstein, who learns from his reflection in a pool of water that he is a monster, the narrator



of “The Outsider” is destroyed by seeing his reflection. Both visions result from being in the
company of normal humans. “In the end,” writes Jackson, “once monstrosity is established by
the process of socialization, only suicide or nepenthe can kill the image of the double and the
madness it brings” (12).

 “The Music of Erich Zann,” Weird Tales 5, no. 5 (May 1925)ARTIST: ANDREW BROSNATCH

THE MUSIC OF ERICH ZANN1Like “The Outsider,” “The Music of Erich Zann” has been studied
and debated extensively. Lovecraft liked its ambiguity and simplicity, and it was one of the few for
which he was to receive critical acclaim during his lifetime. Partially based on a dream, it has
been interpreted as plumbing the depths of Lovecraft’s own mind, as the narrator leads the
reader across the boundary of a shadowy river into the strange unknown interior of a city. Is the
narrator fleeing something? Why can he not even identify his location? Nearly madness-
inducing in its nightmarish qualities, the story will not be soon forgotten by the reader.    I
HAVE EXAMINED MAPS OF THE CITY WITH THE GREATEST CARE, yet have never again
found the Rue d’Auseil.2 These maps have not been modern maps alone, for I know that names
change. I have, on the contrary, delved deeply into all the antiquities of the place; and have
personally explored every region, of whatever name, which could possibly answer to the street I
knew as the Rue d’Auseil. But despite all I have done it remains an humiliating fact that I cannot
find the house, the street, or even the locality, where, during the last months of my impoverished
life as a student of metaphysics at the University, I heard the music of Erich Zann.That my
memory is broken, I do not wonder; for my health, physical and mental, was gravely disturbed
throughout the period of my residence in the Rue d’Auseil, and I recall that I took none of my few
acquaintances there. But that I cannot find the place again is both singular and perplexing; for it
was within a half-hour’s walk of the University and was distinguished by peculiarities which could
hardly be forgotten by anyone who had been there. I have never met a person who has seen the
Rue d’Auseil.The Rue d’Auseil lay across a dark river bordered by precipitous brick blear-
windowed warehouses and spanned by a ponderous bridge of dark stone. It was always
shadowy along that river, as if the smoke of neighbouring factories shut out the sun perpetually.
The river was also odorous with evil stenches which I have never smelled elsewhere, and which
may some day help me to find it, since I should recognise them at once. Beyond the bridge were
narrow cobbled streets with rails; and then came the ascent, at first gradual, but incredibly steep
as the Rue d’Auseil was reached.I have never seen another street as narrow and steep as the
Rue d’Auseil. It was almost a cliff, closed to all vehicles, consisting in several places of flights of
steps, and ending at the top in a lofty ivied wall. Its paving was irregular, sometimes stone slabs,
sometimes cobblestones, and sometimes bare earth with struggling greenish-grey vegetation.3
The houses were tall, peaked-roofed, incredibly old, and crazily leaning backward, forward, and
sidewise. Occasionally an opposite pair, both leaning forward, almost met across the street like
an arch; and certainly they kept most of the light from the ground below. There were a few



overhead bridges from house to house across the street.The inhabitants of that street impressed
me peculiarly. At first I thought it was because they were all silent and reticent; but later decided
it was because they were all very old. I do not know how I came to live on such a street, but I was
not myself when I moved there. I had been living in many poor places, always evicted for want of
money; until at last I came upon that tottering house in the Rue d’Auseil, kept by the paralytic
Blandot. It was the third house from the top of the street, and by far the tallest of them all.My
room was on the fifth story; the only inhabited room there, since the house was almost empty. On
the night I arrived I heard strange music from the peaked garret overhead, and the next day
asked old Blandot about it. He told me it was an old German viol-player,4 a strange dumb man
who signed his name as Erich Zann,5 and who played evenings in a cheap theatre orchestra;
adding that Zann’s desire to play in the night after his return from the theatre was the reason he
had chosen this lofty and isolated garret room, whose single gable window was the only point on
the street from which one could look over the terminating wall at the declivity and panorama
beyond.Thereafter I heard Zann every night, and although he kept me awake, I was haunted by
the weirdness of his music. Knowing little of the art myself, I was yet certain that none of his
harmonies had any relation to music I had heard before; and concluded that he was a composer
of highly original genius. The longer I listened, the more I was fascinated, until after a week I
resolved to make the old man’s acquaintance.One night, as he was returning from his work, I
intercepted Zann in the hallway and told him that I would like to know him and be with him when
he played. He was a small, lean, bent person, with shabby clothes, blue eyes, grotesque, satyr-
like face, and nearly bald head; and at my first words seemed both angered and frightened. My
obvious friendliness, however, finally melted him; and he grudgingly motioned to me to follow
him up the dark, creaking, and rickety attic stairs. His room, one of only two in the steeply
pitched garret, was on the west side, toward the high wall that formed the upper end of the
street. Its size was very great, and seemed the greater because of its extraordinary bareness
and neglect. Of furniture there was only a narrow iron bedstead, a dingy washstand, a small
table, a large bookcase, an iron music-rack, and three old-fashioned chairs. Sheets of music
were piled in disorder about the floor. The walls were of bare boards, and had probably never
known plaster; whilst the abundance of dust and cobwebs made the place seem more deserted
than inhabited. Evidently Erich Zann’s world of beauty lay in some far cosmos of the
imagination.Motioning me to sit down, the dumb man closed the door, turned the large wooden
bolt, and lighted a candle to augment the one he had brought with him. He now removed his viol
from its moth-eaten covering, and taking it, seated himself in the least uncomfortable of the
chairs. He did not employ the music-rack, but offering no choice and playing from memory,
enchanted me for over an hour with strains I had never heard before; strains which must have
been of his own devising. To describe their exact nature is impossible for one unversed in music.
They were a kind of fugue, with recurrent passages of the most captivating quality, but to me
were notable for the absence of any of the weird notes I had overheard from my room below on
other occasions.Those haunting notes I had remembered, and had often hummed and whistled



inaccurately to myself; so when the player at length laid down his bow I asked him if he would
render some of them. As I began my request the wrinkled satyr-like face lost the bored placidity
it had possessed during the playing, and seemed to shew the same curious mixture of anger
and fright which I had noticed when first I accosted the old man. For a moment I was inclined to
use persuasion, regarding rather lightly the whims of senility; and even tried to awaken my host’s
weirder mood by whistling a few of the strains to which I had listened the night before. But I did
not pursue this course for more than a moment; for when the dumb musician recognised the
whistled air his face grew suddenly distorted with an expression wholly beyond analysis, and his
long, cold, bony right hand reached out to stop my mouth and silence the crude imitation. As he
did this he further demonstrated his eccentricity by casting a startled glance toward the lone
curtained window, as if fearful of some intruder; a glance doubly absurd, since the garret stood
high and inaccessible above all the adjacent roofs, this window being the only point on the steep
street, as the concierge had told me, from which one could see over the wall at the summit.The
old man’s glance brought Blandot’s remark to my mind, and with a certain capriciousness I felt a
wish to look out over the wide and dizzying panorama of moonlit roofs and city lights beyond the
hilltop, which of all the dwellers in the Rue d’Auseil only this crabbed musician could see. I
moved toward the window and would have drawn aside the nondescript curtains, when with a
frightened rage even greater than before the dumb lodger was upon me again; this time
motioning with his head toward the door as he nervously strove to drag me thither with both
hands. Now thoroughly disgusted with my host, I ordered him to release me, and told him I
would go at once. His clutch relaxed, and as he saw my disgust and offence his own anger
seemed to subside. He tightened his relaxing grip, but this time in a friendly manner; forcing me
into a chair, then with an appearance of wistfulness crossing to the littered table where he wrote
many words with a pencil in the laboured French of a foreigner.The note which he finally handed
me was an appeal for tolerance and forgiveness. Zann said that he was old, lonely, and afflicted
with strange fears and nervous disorders connected with his music and with other things. He
had enjoyed my listening to his music, and wished I would come again and not mind his
eccentricities. But he could not play to another his weird harmonies, and could not bear hearing
them from another; nor could he bear having anything in his room touched by another. He had
not known until our hallway conversation that I could overhear his playing in my room, and now
asked me if I would arrange with Blandot to take a lower room where I could not hear him in the
night. He would, he wrote, defray the difference in rent.As I sat deciphering the execrable French
I felt more lenient toward the old man. He was a victim of physical and nervous suffering, as was
I; and my metaphysical studies had taught me kindness. In the silence there came a slight sound
from the window—the shutter must have rattled in the night-wind—and for some reason I started
almost as violently as did Erich Zann. So when I had finished reading I shook my host by the
hand, and departed as a friend. The next day Blandot gave me a more expensive room on the
third floor, between the apartments of an aged money-lender and the room of a respectable
upholsterer. There was no one on the fourth floor.It was not long before I found that Zann’s



eagerness for my company was not as great as it had seemed while he was persuading me to
move down from the fifth story. He did not ask me to call on him, and when I did call he appeared
uneasy and played listlessly. This was always at night—in the day he slept and would admit no
one. My liking for him did not grow, though the attic room and the weird music seemed to hold an
odd fascination for me. I had a curious desire to look out of that window, over the wall and down
the unseen slope at the glittering roofs and spires which must lie outspread there. Once I went
up to the garret during theatre hours, when Zann was away, but the door was locked.What I did
succeed in doing was to overhear the nocturnal playing of the dumb old man. At first I would
tiptoe up to my old fifth floor, then I grew bold enough to climb the last creaking staircase to the
peaked garret. There in the narrow hall, outside the bolted door with the covered keyhole, I often
heard sounds which filled me with an indefinable dread—the dread of vague wonder and
brooding mystery. It was not that the sounds were hideous, for they were not; but that they held
vibrations suggesting nothing on this globe of earth, and that at certain intervals they assumed a
symphonic quality which I could hardly conceive as produced by one player. Certainly, Erich
Zann was a genius of wild power. As the weeks passed, the playing grew wilder, whilst the old
musician acquired an increasing haggardness and furtiveness pitiful to behold. He now refused
to admit me at any time, and shunned me whenever we met on the stairs.Then one night as I
listened at the door I heard the shrieking viol swell into a chaotic babel of sound; a
pandemonium which would have led me to doubt my own shaking sanity had there not come
from behind that barred portal a piteous proof that the horror was real—the awful, inarticulate cry
which only a mute can utter, and which rises only in moments of the most terrible fear or
anguish. I knocked repeatedly at the door, but received no response. Afterward I waited in the
black hallway, shivering with cold and fear, till I heard the poor musician’s feeble effort to rise
from the floor by the aid of a chair. Believing him just conscious after a fainting fit, I renewed my
rapping, at the same time calling out my name reassuringly. I heard Zann stumble to the window
and close both shutter and sash, then stumble to the door, which he falteringly unfastened to
admit me. This time his delight at having me present was real; for his distorted face gleamed with
relief, while he clutched at my coat as a child clutches at its mother’s skirts.Shaking pathetically,
the old man forced me into a chair whilst he sank into another, beside which his viol and bow lay
carelessly on the floor. He sat for some time inactive, nodding oddly, but having a paradoxical
suggestion of intense and frightened listening. Subsequently he seemed to be satisfied, and
crossing to a chair by the table wrote a brief note, handed it to me, and returned to the table,
where he began to write rapidly and incessantly. The note implored me in the name of mercy,
and for the sake of my own curiosity, to wait where I was while he prepared a full account in
German of all the marvels and terrors which beset him. I waited, and the dumb man’s pencil
flew.It was perhaps an hour later, while I still waited and while the old musician’s feverishly
written sheets still continued to pile up, that I saw Zann start as from the hint of a horrible shock.
Unmistakably he was looking at the curtained window and listening shudderingly. Then I half
fancied I heard a sound myself; though it was not a horrible sound, but rather an exquisitely low



and infinitely distant musical note, suggesting a player in one of the neighbouring houses, or in
some abode beyond the lofty wall over which I had never been able to look. Upon Zann the
effect was terrible, for dropping his pencil suddenly he rose, seized his viol, and commenced to
rend the night with the wildest playing I had ever heard from his bow save when listening at the
barred door.It would be useless to describe the playing of Erich Zann on that dreadful night. It
was more horrible than anything I had ever overheard, because I could now see the expression
of his face, and could realise that this time the motive was stark fear. He was trying to make a
noise; to ward something off or drown something out—what, I could not imagine, awesome
though I felt it must be. The playing grew fantastic, delirious, and hysterical, yet kept to the last
the qualities of supreme genius which I knew this strange old man possessed. I recognised the
air—it was a wild Hungarian dance popular in the theatres, and I reflected for a moment that this
was the first time I had ever heard Zann play the work of another composer.Louder and louder,
wilder and wilder, mounted the shrieking and whining of that desperate viol. The player was
dripping with an uncanny perspiration and twisted like a monkey; always looking frantically at the
curtained window. In his frenzied strains I could almost see shadowy satyrs and Bacchanals
dancing and whirling insanely through seething abysses of clouds and smoke and lightning. And
then I thought I heard a shriller, steadier note that was not from the viol; a calm, deliberate,
purposeful, mocking note from far away in the west.At this juncture the shutter began to rattle in
a howling night-wind which had sprung up outside as if in answer to the mad playing within.
Zann’s screaming viol now outdid itself, emitting sounds I had never thought a viol could emit.
The shutter rattled more loudly, unfastened, and commenced slamming against the window.
Then the glass broke shiveringly under the persistent impacts, and the chill wind rushed in,
making the candles sputter and rustling the sheets of paper on the table where Zann had begun
to write out his horrible secret. I looked at Zann, and saw that he was past conscious
observation. His blue eyes were bulging, glassy, and sightless, and the frantic playing had
become a blind, mechanical, unrecognisable orgy that no pen could even suggest.A sudden
gust, stronger than the others, caught up the manuscript and bore it toward the window. I
followed the flying sheets in desperation, but they were gone before I reached the demolished
panes.6 Then I remembered my old wish to gaze from this window, the only window in the Rue
d’Auseil from which one might see the slope beyond the wall, and the city outspread beneath. It
was very dark, but the city’s lights always burned, and I expected to see them there amidst the
rain and wind. Yet when I looked from that highest of all gable windows, looked while the candles
sputtered and the insane viol howled with the night-wind, I saw no city spread below, and no
friendly lights gleaming from remembered streets, but only the blackness of space illimitable;
unimagined space alive with motion and music, and having no semblance to anything on earth.
And as I stood there looking in terror, the wind blew out both the candles in that ancient peaked
garret, leaving me in savage and impenetrable darkness with chaos and pandemonium before
me, and the daemon madness of that night-baying viol behind me.I staggered back in the dark,
without the means of striking a light, crashing against the table, overturning a chair, and finally



groping my way to the place where the blackness screamed with shocking music. To save
myself and Erich Zann I could at least try, whatever the powers opposed to me. Once I thought
some chill thing brushed me, and I screamed, but my scream could not be heard above that
hideous viol. Suddenly out of the blackness the madly sawing bow struck me, and I knew I was
close to the player. I felt ahead, touched the back of Zann’s chair, and then found and shook his
shoulder in an effort to bring him to his senses.He did not respond, and still the viol shrieked on
without slackening. I moved my hand to his head, whose mechanical nodding I was able to stop,
and shouted in his ear that we must both flee from the unknown things of the night. But he
neither answered me nor abated the frenzy of his unutterable music, while all through the garret
strange currents of wind seemed to dance in the darkness and babel. When my hand touched
his ear I shuddered, though I knew not why—knew not why till I felt of the still face; the ice-cold,
stiffened, unbreathing face whose glassy eyes bulged uselessly into the void. And then, by some
miracle finding the door and the large wooden bolt, I plunged wildly away from that glassy-eyed
thing in the dark, and from the ghoulish howling of that accursed viol whose fury increased even
as I plunged.Leaping, floating, flying down those endless stairs through the dark house; racing
mindlessly out into the narrow, steep, and ancient street of steps and tottering houses; clattering
down steps and over cobbles to the lower streets and the putrid canyon-walled river; panting
across the great dark bridge to the broader, healthier streets and boulevards we know; all these
are terrible impressions that linger with me.7 And I recall that there was no wind, and that the
moon was out, and that all the lights of the city twinkled.Despite my most careful searches and
investigations, I have never since been able to find the Rue d’Auseil. But I am not wholly sorry;
either for this or for the loss in undreamable abysses of the closely written sheets which alone
could have explained the music of Erich Zann.1. Probably written in December 1921, the story
first appeared in National Amateur 44, no. 4 (March 1922), 38–40. It was reprinted in Weird Tales
5, no. 5 (May 1925), 219–24, and again in Weird Tales 24, no. 5 (November 1934), 644–48, 655–
56. In 1936, Lovecraft called it his second favorite story (first place going to “The Colour Out of
Space,” pp. 109–44, below), but he reached this verdict “because it isn’t as bad as most of the
rest. I like it for what it hasn’t more than for what it has” (Letter to Wilfred Blanch Talman,
November 10, 1936, in Selected Letters, 1934–1937, ed. August Derleth and James Turner
[Sauk City, WI: Arkham House Publishers, 1976], 348; hereinafter Selected Letters, V).2. A
distinctly French-sounding street name, but not one found on any map. Donald R. Burleson, in H.
P. Lovecraft: A Critical Study, suggests that it may be translated as “of being on the threshold,” as
in “on the threshold of immense and terrific revelations” (94, note 26). Robert M. Price prefers the
word “sill” to “threshold,” with reference especially to Zann’s window (“Erich Zann and the Rue
d’Auseil,” Lovecraft Studies 22/23 [Fall 1990], 13).3. Thus, suggests Price, in “Erich Zann and the
Rue d’Auseil,” “It is as if the road carries its traveler through time (backward) as well as space.”4.
The viol, also known as the viola de gamba (the “leg viol”), although similar to a cello, has a flat
back, sloped shoulders, C-shaped sound holes, and five to seven strings, and sounds deeper
than a violin. The instrument became popular in the Renaissance and Baroque periods and



hence was an unlikely instrument for a musician in a “cheap theatre orchestra” (though he may
have played the violin or cello in that orchestra and merely kept the viol for his personal
amusement).5. Does this statement—“who signed his name as Erich Zann”—imply that that is
not in fact his name but rather a stage name? Carl Buchanan, in his Freudian interpretation of
the tale, points out that “Erich” means king (from its Scandinavian roots) and that “Zand” is Dutch
for sand—thus the name denotes that the man’s true identity is the King of Sleep. See “ ‘The
Music of Erich Zann’: A Psychological Interpretation (or Two),” in A Century Less a Dream:
Selected Criticism on H. P. Lovecraft, ed. Scott Connors, 224–29 (Holicong, PA: Wildside Press,
2002), 225.6. “Zann cannot express himself in terms of our world,” observes Price (see note 2,
above). His written French is “execrable” and his attempt to communicate in German is sucked
out of the window by the uncanny wind.7. “This is plainly a dream-like, poetic line,” writes Robert
E. Pierson; “where else do we float and fly but in our dreams? Lovecraft is forcing us into a state
of confusion—a state in which dream and reality clash and then strangely coalesce.” See “High
House, Shunned House and a Silver Key,” Nyctalops 3, no. 2 (March 1981), 6.
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Don J. Gagnon, “65 years before The X-Files . . .. H. P. Lovecraft (1890-1937) published "The Call 
of Cthulhu" (February 1928) in the pulp magazine Weird Tales. Surely, the Lovecraftian Mythos
at the center of this horror story, narrated by Francis Wayland Thurston, was an inspiration for
the mytharc of the television series featuring paranormal investigators Mulder and Scully.
Whereas “The Color Out of Space” (September 1927) had the feel of an X-Files monster-of-the
week episode, "The Call of Cthulhu," offered a more cosmic perspective, with the now proverbial
return of ancient extraterrestrial colonists, or a representative thereof, threatening to bring about
the annihilation of humanity, facilitated by a secret society of misguided conspirators who viewed
the apocalypse as an opportunity for the chosen few.”

Sean Zanella, “hes dead. another collection of lovecraft stories bundled together.spoiler alert,
lovecraft has been dead for quite some time now. that not withstanding, new books with the
same stories in different orders keep being released, and as a huge fan of lovecraft, i buy them
all.”

Lavender, “Great. Great book good condition. Creepy book tho, had a vivid dream about the
place the giants sleep after I got 1/2 way through it. Only reading it because i'm into metal and
it's commonly referred to in those circles, but it's creepy! only read if you're prepared to be
intrigued and disgusted.”

Raul, “true classic horror/mystery. The book that truly started it all. This literary masterpiece
proves multiple things. Firstly, the notion that a book must be lengthy to be worthwhile, at only
three chapters and forty-nine pages, this book still offers a haunting account of horrors that man
could ever conceive.Secondly, its journal format makes the reader feel so immersed, as if you
were truly reading an actual document or journal entry. This format adds a level of fright that
could not be achieved in a third-person perspective.This book is a true example of minimalistic
horror that is not seen too often in modern horror novels. Even with a short length and minimal
amounts of speech, this book still instills chills into the reader. I highly recommend this book.”

DEE. REY, “Looking forward to this!. Have been meaning to delve into Lovecraft for a while and
have finally started my journey! No issues with ordering and the book arrived on time and brand
new. It's only a thin book but Lovecraft only wrote short stories... Will definitely use this company
again when ordering more books.”

Meera, “Dark, twisted and mind bending. If I am honest I do not know how to start this review.
The eloquence of the writing mixed with the horrific imagery that wholly contradicts the current
modern presentations of Cthulu and what he stands for has me at odds. A tale of dark
proportions that bring to light tales of the cult of Cthulu that has roamed our planet for it is ours



now even if before our time as this book suggests it was not. It is a story that you need to give
time for it will grow on you as will the need to find out the truth.One that I am not sure I will read
again and yet want to know more about, despite the twisted depravity but that is the sign of a
truly gifted author.(p.s old English may need a dictionary/ google for some of the words. I did.)”

Louise, “Great short story. It took a couple of pages to get into the writing style, but a great story.
I was hooked in by the Metallica song (of course) and see inspiration for others (spot the
reference to the premise of Stranger Things, plus another of his stories shares its name with a
Black Sabbath song); I’ll read more from Lovecraft.”

The book by H.P. Lovecraft has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 1,178 people have provided feedback.
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