The Lurki ng Fear

by H P. Lovecraft

Witten Novenber 1922

Publ i shed 1923 in Honme Brew, 2, No. 6 (January 1923): 4-10; 3, No. 1 (February
1923): 18-23; 3, No. 2 (March 1923): 31-37, 44, 48; 3, No. 3 (April 1923):
35-42.

| . THE SHADOW ON THE CHI MNEY

There was thunder in the air on the night | went to the deserted nansion atop
Tenpest Mountain to find the lurking fear. | was not alone, for fool hardi ness
was not then mxed with that | ove of the grotesque and the terrible which has
made ny career a series of quests for strange horrors in literature and in life.
Wth me were two faithful and muscular men for whom | had sent when the tine
came; nmen long associated with me in ny ghastly explorations because of their
peculiar fitness.

We had started quietly fromthe village because of the reporters who stil
lingered about after the eldritch panic of a nonth before - the nightmare
creeping death. Later, | thought, they mght aid ne; but | did not want them
then. Would to God | had |l et them share the search, that | night not have had to
bear the secret alone so long; to bear it alone for fear the world would call ne
mad or go mad itself at the denon inplications of the thing. Now that | am

telling it anyway, |est the brooding nake ne a maniac, | wish | had never
concealed it. For I, and | only, know what manner of fear |urked on that
spectral and desol ate nountai n.

In a snmall nmotor-car we covered the mles of prineval forest and hill until the

wooded ascent checked it. The country bore an aspect nmore than usually sinister
as we viewed it by night and wi thout the accustomed crowds of investigators, so
that we were often tenpted to use the acetyl ene headlight despite the attention
it mght attract. It was not a whol esone | andscape after dark, and | believe |
woul d have noticed its norbidity even had | been ignorant of the terror that

stal ked there. OF wild creatures there were none-they are wi se when death |eers
cl ose. The ancient lightning-scarred trees seenmed unnaturally |arge and twi sted,
and the other vegetation unnaturally thick and feverish, while curious nmounds
and humocks in the weedy, fulgurite-pitted earth rem nded nme of snakes and dead
men's skulls swelled to gigantic proportions.

Fear had |urked on Tenpest Mountain for nore than a century. This | |earned at
once from newspaper accounts of the catastrophe which first brought the region
to the world's notice. The place is a renpte, lonely elevation in that part of
the Catskills where Dutch civiisation once feebly and transiently penetrated,

| eavi ng behind as it receded only a few nined mansi ons and a degenerate squatter
popul ation inhabiting pitiful ham ets on isolated slopes. Normal beings sel dom
visited the locality till the state police were formed, and even now only

i nfrequent troopers patrol it. The fear, however, is an old tradition throughout
t he neighboring villages; since it is a prine topic in the sinple discourse of

t he poor nongrels who sonetimes |eave their valleys to trade handwoven baskets
for such primtive necessities as they, cannot shoot, raise, or make.

The lurking fear dwelt in the shunned and deserted Martense mansion, which
crowned the high but gradual eni nence whose liability to frequent thunderstornms
gave it the name of Tenpest Muntain. For over a hundred years the antique,
grove-circled stone house had been the subject of stories incredibly wild and
nonstrously hi deous; stories of a silent colossal creeping death which stal ked
abroad in sumrer. Wth whinpering insistence the squatters told tales of a denon
whi ch seized | one wayfarers after dark, either carrying themoff or |eaving them
ina frightful state of gnawed di snmenbernment; while sonetimes they whispered of
bl ood trails toward the distant mansion. Sonme said the thunder called the



lurking fear out of its habitation, while others said the thunder was its voice.

No one outside the backwoods had believed these varying and conflicting stories,
with their incoherent, extravagant descriptions of the hall-glinpsed fiend; yet
not a farnmer or villager doubted that the Martense mansi on was ghoulishly

haunt ed. Local history forbade such a doubt, although no ghostly evidence was
ever found by such investigators as had visited the building after sone
especially vivid tale of the squatters. Grandnothers told strange nyths of the
Mart ense spectre; mnmyths ooncenming the Martense famly itself, its queer
hereditary dissimlarity of eyes, its long, unnatural annals, and the nurder

whi ch had cursed it

The terror which brought nme to the scene was a sudden and portentous
confirmati on of the nountai neers' w | dest |egends. One sumer night, after a

t hunder st orm of unprecedented viol ence, the countryside was aroused by a
squatter stanpede which no nere delusion could create. The pitiful throngs of
natives shrieked and whi ned of the unnanmabl e horror which had descended upon
them and they were not doubted. They had not seen it, but had heard such cries
fromone of their hanlets that they knew a creeping death had cone.

In the norning citizens and state troopers followed the shuddering nountai neers
to the place where they said the death had cone. Death was indeed there. The
ground under one of the squatter's villages had caved in after a |ightning
stroke, destroying several of the mal odorous shanties; but upon this property
damage was superinposed an organi c devastation which paled it to insignificance.
O a possible seventy-five natives who had inhabited this spot, not one |iving
speci men was visible. The disordered earth was covered with bl ood and human
debris bespeaking too vividly the ravages of denon teeth and tal ons; yet no
visible trail led away fromthe carnage. That sone hi deous ani mal nust be the
cause, everyone qui ckly agreed; nor did any tongue now revive the charge that
such cryptic deaths formed nerely the sordid nmurders comon in decadent

conmuni ties. That charge was revived only when about twenty-five of the

esti mated popul ati on were found m ssing fromthe dead; and even then it was hard
to explain the nurder of fifty by half that nunber. But the fact remained that
on a sunmer night a bolt had come out of the heavens and | eft a dead village
whose corpses were horribly mangl ed, chewed, and cl awed.

The excited oountryside i medi ately connected the horror with the haunted

Mart ense mansi on, though the localities were over three mles apart. The
troopers were nore skeptical; including the mansion only casually in their

i nvestigations, and dropping it altogether when they found it thoroughly
deserted. Country and vrnage people, however | canvassed the place with infinite
care; overturning everything in the house, sounding ponds and brooks, beating
down bushes, and ransacking the nearby forests. Al was in vain; the death that
had come had left no trace save destruction itself.

By the second day of the search the affair was fully treated by the newspapers,
whose reporters overran Tenpest Muntain. They described it in nuch detail, and
with many interviews to elucidate the horror's history as told by |oca
grandans. | followed the accounts languidly at first, for | ama connoi sseur in
horrors; but after a week | detected an atnosphere which stirred ne oddly, sQ

t hat on August 5th, 1921, | registered anong the reporters who crowded the hote
at Lefferts Corners, nearest village to Tenpest Muntain and acknow edged
headquarters of the searchers. Three weeks nore, and the dispersal of the
reporters left ne free-to begin a terrible exploration based on the m nute

i nquiries and surveying with which | had nmeanwhil e busied mysel f.

So on this sumrer night, while distant thunder runbled, | left a silent

not or-car and tranped with two armed conpani ons up the | ast nound-covered
reaches of Tenpest Mountain, casting the beans of an electric torch on the
spectral grey walls that began to appear through gi ant oaks ahead. In this

nor bid ni ght solitude and feeble shifting illumnation, the vast boxlike pile



di spl ayed obscure hints of terror which day could not uncover; yet | did not
hesitate, since | had come with fierce resolution to test an idea. | believed
that the thunder called the death-denon out of some fearsone secret place; and
be that denon solid entity or vaporous pestilence, | nmeant to see it

I had thoroughly searched the ruin before, hence knew ny plan well; choosing as
the seat of ny vigil the old roomof Jan Martense, whose nurder | oons so great
in the rural legends. | felt subtly that the apartment of this ancient victim
was best for ny purposes. The chanber, nmeasuring about twenty feet square,
contained Iike the other roons sone rubbish which had once been furniture. It
lay on the second story, on the southeast corner of the house, and had an

i mense east wi ndow and narrow south wi ndow, both devoid of panes or shutters.
Opposite the | arge wi ndow was 'an enornmous Dutch fireplace with scriptural tiles
representing the prodigal son, and opposite the narrow wi ndow was a spaci ous bed
built into the wall

As the tree-nmuffled thunder grew | ouder, | arranged ny plan's details. First |
fastened side by side to the | edge of the large wi ndow three rope | adders which
| had'" brought with me. | knew they reached a suitable spot on the grass

outside, for | had tested them Then the three of us dragged from another room a
wi de four-poster bedstead, crowding it laterally against the wi ndow. Having
strewn it with fir boughs, all now rested on it with drawn automatics, two

rel axing while the third watched. From whatever direction the demon m ght cone,
our potential escape was provided. If it came fromw thin the house, we had the
wi ndow | adders; if fromoutside the door and the stairs. W did not think
judging from precedent, that it would pursue us far even at worst.

I watched from m dnight to one o' clock, when in spite of the sinister house, the
unprotected w ndow, and the approaching thunder and lightning, | felt singularly
drowsy. | was between ny two conpani ons, George Bennett being toward the w ndow
and WIliam Tobey toward the fireplace. Bennett was asleep, having apparently
felt the same anomal ous drowsi ness which affected ne, so | designated Tobey for
t he next watch although even he was nodding. It is curious howintently | had
been watching the fireplace.

The increasing thunder nmust have affected ny dreans, for in the brief time |

sl ept there cane to ne apocal yptic visions. Once | partly awaked, probably
because the sl eeper toward the wi ndow had restlessly flung an arm across ny
chest. | was not sufficiently awake to see whether Tobey was attending to his
duties as sentinel, but felt a distinct anxiety on that score. Never before had
the presence of evil so poignantly oppressed ne. Later | must have dropped

asl eep again, for it was out of a phantasmal chaos that nmy mind | eaped when the
ni ght grew hi deous with shrieks beyond anything in nmy fornmer experience or

i magi nati on.

In that shrieking the innpbst soul of human fear and agony cl awed hopel essly and
i nsanely at the ebony gates of oblivion. | awoke to red nmadness and the nockery
of diabolism as farther and farther down i nconceivable vistas that phobic and
crystalline anguish retreated and reverberated. There was, no light, but | knew
fromthe enpty space at ny right that Tobey was gone, God al one knew whither
Across ny chest still lay the heavy arm of the sleeper at ny left.

Then came the devastating stroke of |ightning which shook the whol e mountain

it the darkest crypts of the hoary grove, and splintered the patriarch of the
twisted trees. In the denon flash of a nonstrous fireball the sleeper started up
suddenly while the glare from beyond the wi ndow threw his shadow vividly upon
the chi mey above the fireplace fromwhich ny eyes had never strayed. That | am
still alive and sane, is a marvel | cannot fathom | cannot fathomit, for the
shadow on that chimmey was not that of George Bennett or of any other human
creature, but a bl asphenmous abnorrmality fromhell's nethernost craters; a

nanel ess, shapel ess abom nati on which no mnd could fully grasp and no pen even
partly describe. In another second | was alone in the accursed mansi on

shivering and gi bbering. George Bennett and WIIliam Tobey had |left no trace, not



even of a struggle. They were never heard of again

I1. A PASSER IN THE STORM

For days after that hideous experience in the forest-swathed mansion | |ay
nervously exhausted in nmy hotel roomat Lefferts Corners. | do not renenber
exactly how | managed to reach the motor-car, start it, and slip unobserved back
to the village; for | retain no distinct inpression save of wild-arned titan
trees, denoniac nutterings of thunder, and Charoni an shadows athwart the | ow
nmounds that dotted and streaked the region.

As | shivered and brooded on the casting of that brain-blasting shadow, | knew
that I had at |ast pried out one of earth's suprenme horors-one of those nanel ess
bl i ghts of outer voids whose faint denon scratchings we sometimes hear on the
farthest rimof space, yet fromwhich our own finite vision has given us a
merciful immunity. The shadow | had seen, | hardly dared to analyse or identify.
Sonet hing had |l ain between ne and the w ndow that night, but | shuddered
whenever | could not cast off the instinct to classify it. If it had only

snarl ed, or bayed, or laughed titteringly-even that woul d have relieved the
abysnmal hi deousness. But it was so silent. It had rested a heavy armor foreleg

on ny chest...

Qbviously it was organic, or had once been organic... Jan Martense, whose room |
had i nvaded, was buried in the grave-yard near the mansion... | nust find
Bennett and Tobey, if they lived... why had it picked them and left nme for the
last?... Drowsiness is so stifling, and dreans are so horrible..

In a short time | realised that | nust tell ny storyto soneone or break down
conpletely. | had already decided not to abandon the quest for the |lurking fear

for in my rash ignorance it seened to nme that uncertainty was worse than

enl i ghtennent, however terrible the latter m ght prove to be. Accordingly I
resolved in my mnd the best course to pursue; whomto select for ny
confidences, and how to track down the thing which had obliterated two nmen and
cast a nightmare shadow.

My chi ef acquai ntances at Lefferts Corners had been the affable reporters, of
whom several had still remained to collect final echoes of the tragedy. It was
fromthese that | determ ned to choose a colleague, and the nore | reflected the
nore ny preference inclined toward one Arthur Munroe, a 'dark, |ean man of about
thirty-five, whose education, taste, intelligence, and tenperanent all seened to
mar k hi mas one not bound to conventional ideas and experiences.

On an afternoon in early Septenber, Arthur Minroe listened to nmy story. | saw
from the beginning that he was both interested and synpathetic, and when | had
fini shed he anal ysed and di scussed the thing with the greatest shrewdness and
judgenent. His advice, noreover, was enmnently practical; for he recormmended a
post ponenent of operations at the Martense mansion until we m ght becone
fortified with nore detailed historical and geographical data. On his initiative
we conbed the countryside for information regarding the terrible Martense
famly, and di scovered a man who possessed a marvel lously illuninating ancestra
diary. W also talked at length with such of the nountain nongrels as had not
fled fromthe terror and confusion to renoter slopes, and sl ope again scanned
for dens and caves, but all without result. And yet, as | have said, vague new
fears hovered nenacingly over, us; as if giant bat-w nged gryphons | ooked on
transcosm c gul fs.

As the afternoon advanced, it becanme increasingly difficult to see; and we heard
the runbl e of a thunderstorm gathering over Tenpest Muntain. This sound in such
a locality naturally stirred us, though Iess than it would have done at night.
As it was, we hoped desperately that the stormwould last until well after dark;
and with that hope turned fromour aimess hillside searching toward the nearest
i nhabited ham et to gather a body of squatters as helpers in the investigation
Timd as they were, a few of the younger nen were sufficiently inspired by our
protective | eadership to prom se such help

We had hardly nore than turned, however, when there descended such a blinding



sheet of torrential rain that shelter becane inperative. The extrene, al npst
nocturnal darkness of the sky caused us to stunble badly, but guided by the
frequent flashes of lightning and by our mnute knowl edge of the haml et we soon
reached the | east porous cabin of the lot; an heterogeneous conbi nati on of | ogs
and boards whose still existing door and single tiny wi ndow both faced Mapl e
Hill. Barring the door after us against the fury of the wind and rain, we put in
pl ace the crude wi ndow shutter which our frequent searches had taught us where
to find. It was dismal sitting there on rickety boxes in the pitchy darkness,

but we snmoked pi pes and occasionally flashed our pocket |anps about. Now and
then we could see the |ightning through cracks in the wall; the afternoon was so
incredibly dark that each flash was extrenely vivid.

The storny vigil rem nded nme shudderingly of nmy ghastly night on Tenpest
Mountain. My mind turned to that odd question which had kept recurring ever
since the nightrmare thing had happened; and again | wondered why the denon,
approaching the three watchers either fromthe wi ndow or the interior, had begun
with the men on each side and left the mddle man till the last, when the titan
fireball had scared it away. Wiy had it not taken its victins in natural order
with nyself second, from whichever direction it had approached? Wth what manner
of far-reaching tentacles did it prey? Or did it know that | was the |eader, and
saved ne for a fate worse than that of my conpani ons?

In the midst of these reflections, as if dramatically arranged to intensify
them there fell nearby a terrific bolt of lightning foll owed by the sound of
sliding earth. At the sanme tine the wolfish wind rose to denoni ac crescendos of
ululation. W were sure that the one tree on Maple Hi Il had been struck again,
and Munroe rose fromhis box and went to the tiny windowto ascertain the
damage. When he took down the shutter the wind, and rain how ed deafeningly in,
so that | could not hear what he said; but | waited while he | eaned out and
tried to fathom Nature's pandenoni um

Gradually a calmng of the wind and di spersal of the unusual darkness told of
the storm s passing. | had hoped it would last into the night to help our quest,
but a furtive sunbeam from a knot hol e behind me removed the likelihood of such a
thing. Suggesting to Munroe that we had better get some |light even if nore
showers cane, | unbarred and opened the crude door. The ground outside was a

si ngul ar mass of nmud and pools, with fresh heaps of earth fromthe slight

| andsl i de; but | saw nothing to justify the interest which kept my conpanion

silently | eaning out the wi ndow. Crossing to where he | eaned, | touched his
shoul der; but he did not nove. Then, as | playfully shook him and turned him
around, | felt the strangling tendrils of a cancerous horror whose roots reached
into illimtable pasts and fathom ess abysns of the night that broods beyond
time.

For Arthur Munroe was dead. And on what renmined of his chewed and gouged head
there was no | onger a face.

[11. WHAT THE RED GLARE MEANT

On the tenpest-racked night of Novenmber 8, 1921, with a | antern which cast
charnel shadows, | stood digging alone and idiotically in the grave of Jan
Martense. | had begun to dig in the afternoon, because a thunderstorm was

brewi ng, and now that it was dark and the storm had burst above the maniacally
thick foliage | was gl ad.

| believe that ny mind was partly unhinged by events since August 5th; the denpn
shadow i n the mansion the general strain and di sappoi ntnment, and the thing that
occurred at the ham et in an COctober storm After that thing | had dug a grave
for one whose death | could not understand. | knew that others could not
understand either, so let themthink Arthur Munroe had wandered away. They

sear ched, but found nothing. The squatters nmight have understood, hut | dared
not frighten themnore. | nyself seened strangely callous. That shock at the
mansi on had done something to nmy brain, and I could think only of the quest for
a horror now grown to cataclysmc stature in ny inmagination; a quest which the



fate of Arthur Munroe nade ne vow to keep silent and solitary.

The scene of mny excavati ons woul d al one have been enough to unnerve any ordinary
man. Bal eful primal trees of unholy size, age, and grotesqueness |eered above ne
like the pillars of sone hellish Druidic tenple; nuffling the thunder, hushing
the clawing wind, and admtting but little rain. Beyond the scarred trunks in

t he background, illum ned by faint flashes of filtered |lightning, rose the danp
i vied stones of the deserted mansion, while somewhat nearer was the abandoned
Dut ch garden whose wal ks and beds were polluted by a white, fungous, foetid,
over-nourished vegetation that never saw full daylight. And nearest of all was
the graveyard, where defornmed trees tossed i nsane branches as their roots

di spl aced unhal | owed sl abs and sucked venom from what |ay bel ow. Now and then
beneath the brown pall of |eaves that rotted and festered in the antedil uvian

forest darkness, | could trace the sinister outlines of sone of those | ow nmounds
whi ch characterized the |ightning-pierced region.

Hi story had led ne to this archaic grave. History, indeed, was all | had after
everything el se ended in nocking Satanism. | now believed that the lurking fear

was no material being, but a wolf-fanged ghost that rode the m dni ght |ightning.
And | believed, because of the masses of local tradition | had unearthed in
search with Arthur Minroe, that the ghost was that of Jan Martense, who died in
1762. This is why | was digging idiotically in his grave.

The Martense nmansion was built in 1670 by Gent Martense, a weal thy New Ansterdam
mer chant who disliked the changi ng order under British rule, and had constructed
this magnificent domicile on a renote woodl and sunmit whose untrodden solitude
and unusual scenery pleased him The only substantial disappointnent encountered
inthis site was that which concerned the preval ence of violent thunderstorns in
sumrer. \Wen selecting the hill and building his mansi on, Mynheer Martense had
lai d these frequent natural outbursts to some peculiarity of the year; but in
time he perceived that the locality was especially liable to such phenonena. At
 engt h, having found these storns injurious to his head, he fitted up a cellar
into which he could retreat fromtheir w | dest pandenoni um

O CGerrit Martense's descendants less is known than of hinmself; since they were
all reared in hatred of the English civilisation, and trained to shun such of
the colonists as accepted it. Their life was exceedi ngly secluded, and peopl e
declared that their isolation had nade them heavy of speech and conprehension

In appearance all were marked by a peculiar inherited dissimlarity of eyes; one
generally being blue and the other brown. Their social contacts grew fewer and
fewer, till at last they took to intermarrying with the nunerous nenial class
about the estate. Many of the crowded fam |y degenerated, noved across the
val l ey, and nerged with the nongrel popul ation which was |ater to produce the
pitiful squatters. The rest had stuck sullenly to their ancestral nmansion,
becom ng nore and nore clannish and taciturn, yet devel opi ng a nervous

responsi veness to the frequent thunderstorns.

Most of this information reached the outside world through young Jan Martense,
who from some kind of restlessness joined the colonial army when news of the

Al bany Convention reached Tenpest Mwuntain. He was the first of Gerrit's
descendants to see nuch of the world; and when he returned in 1760 after six
years of canpai gning, he was hated as an outsider by his father, uncles, and
brothers, in spite of his dissinmlar Martense eyes. No | onger could he share the
peculiarities and prejudices of the Martenses, while the very nountain
thunderstorns failed to intoxicate himas they had before. Instead, his
surroundi ngs depressed him and he frequently wote to a friend in Al bany of
plans to | eave the paternal roof.

In the spring of 1763 Jonathan G fford, the Al bany friend of Jan Martense,
became worried by his correspondent's silence; especially in view of the
conditions and quarrels at the Martense mansion. Determined to visit Jan in
person, he went into the nmountains on horseback. His diary states that he
reached Tenpest Mountain on Septenber 20, finding the mansion in great



decrepitude. The sullen, odd-eyed Martenses, whose uncl ean ani mal aspect shocked
him told himin broken gutterals that Jan was dead. He had, they insisted, been
struck by lightning the autum before; and now | ay buried behind the negl ected
sunken gardens. They showed the visitor the grave, barren and devoid of markers.
Sonething in the Martenses' nanner gave G fford a feeling of repulsion and

suspi cion, and a week later he returned" with spade and mattock to explore the
sepul chral spot. He found what he expected - a skull crushed cruelly as if by
savage bl ows-so returning to Al bany he openly charged the Martenses with the

mur der of their kinsman.

Legal evidence was | acking, but the story spread rapidly round the countryside;
and fromthat tinme the Martenses were ostraci sed by the world. No one would dea
with them and their distant manor was shunned as an accursed place. Sone how
they managed to |ive on independently by the product of their estate, for
occasional lights glinpsed fromfar-away hills attested their continued
presence. These lights were seen as |ate as 1810, but toward the | ast they
became very infrequent.

Meanwhi | e there grew up about the nmansion and the mountain a body of diabolic

| egendry. The place was avoi ded with doubl ed assi duousness, and invested with
every whi spered nyth tradition could supply. It remained unvisited till 1816,
when the continued absence of lights was noticed by the squatters. At that tinme
a party made investigations, finding the house deserted and partly m ruins.
There were no skel etons about, so that departure rather than death was inferred.
The clan seened to have | eft several years before, and inprovi sed penthouses
showed how nunerous it had grown prior to its mgration. Its cultural |evel had
fallen very |low, as proved by decaying furniture and scattered silverware which
nmust have been | ong abandoned when its owners left. But though the dreaded

Mart enses were gone, the fear of the haunted house continued; and grew very
acute when new and strange stories arose anmong the nountain decadents. There it
stood; deserted, feared, and linked with the vengeful ghost of Jan Martense.
There it still stood on the night | dug in Jan Martense's grave.

I have described my protracted digging as idiotic, and such It indeed was in

obj ect and nethod. The coffin of Jan Martense had soon been unearthed-it now
hel d only dust and nitre-but in ny fury to exhune his ghost | delved
irrationally and clunsily down beneath where he had lain. God knows what |
expected to find-1 only felt that | was digging in the grave of a man whose
ghost stal ked by night.

It is inmpossible to say what nonstrous depth | had attai ned when ny spade, and
soon my feet, broke through the ground beneath. The event, under the

ci rcunst ances, was trenendous; for in the existence of a subterranean space
here, my mad theories had terrible confirmation. My slight fall had extinguished
the lantern, but | produced an electric pocket |anmp and viewed the snmal

hori zontal tunnel which led away indefinitely in both directions. It was anply

| arge enough for a nman to wiggle through; and though no sane person would have
tried at that tine, | forgot danger, reason, and cleanliness in ny single-nnded
fever to unearth the lurking fear. Choosing the direction toward the house, |
scranbl ed recklessly into the narrow burrow, squirm ng ahead blindly and
rapidly, and flashing but seldomthe lanp | kept before ne.

What | anguage can describe the spectacle of a man lost in infinitely abysnal
earth; paw ng, tw sting, wheezing; scranbling madly through sunken -convol utions
of imenorial blackness without an idea of tine, safety, direction, or definite
object? There is something hideous in it, but that is what | did. | did it for
so long that life faded to a far nenory, and | becane one with the noles and
grubs of nighted depths. hdeed, it was only by accident that after interm nable
writhings | jarred ny forgotten electric lanp alight, so that it shone eerily

al ong the burrow of caked | oamthat stretched and curved ahead.

| had been scranbling in this way for sonme time, so that ny battery had burned
very |l ow, when the passage suddenly inclined sharply upward, altering nmy node of



progress. And as | raised nmy glance it was without preparation that | saw
glistening in the distance two denoniac reflections of my expiring |lanp; two
reflections glowing with a baneful and unm stakabl e ef ful gence, and provoki ng
maddeni ngly nebul ous nenories. | stopped automatically, though Iacking the brain
to retreat. The eyes approached, yet of the thing that bore them | could

di stinguish only a claw. But what a clawl Then far overhead | heard a faint
crashing which | recognized. It was the wild thunder of the mountain, raised to
hysteric fury - | nust have been crawling upward for sone tinme, so that the
surface was now quite near. And as the nuffled thunder clattered, those eyes
still stared with vacuous viciousness.

Thank God | did not then know what it was, else | should have died. But | was
saved by the very thunder that had summoned it, for after a hideous wait there
burst fromthe unseen outside sky one of those frequent nountainward bolts whose
aftermath | had noticed here and there as gashes of disturbed earth and
fulgurites of various sizes. Wth Cyclopean rage it tore through the soil above
that dammabl e pit, blinding and deafening ne, yet not wholly reducing ne to a
coma. In the chaos of sliding, shifting earth | clawed and fl oundered hel pl essly

till the rain on ny head steadied nme and | saw that | had cone to the surface in
a famliar spot; a steep unforested place on the southwest slope of the
mount ai n. Recurrent sheet lightuings illumed the tunbled ground and the remains

of the curious | ow humock which had stretched down fromthe wooded hi gher

sl ope, but there was nothing in the chaos to show ny place of egress fromthe

| ethal cataconmb. My brain was as great a chaos as the earth, and as a distant
red glare burst on the | andscape fromthe south | hardly realised the horror

had been through

But when two days later the squatters told nme what the red glare neant, | felt
nore horror than that which the noul d-burrow and the claw and eyes had given;
nore horror because of the overwhelming inplications. In a hamet twenty niles
away an orgy of fear had followed the bolt which brought nme above ground, and a
nanmel ess thing had dropped from an overhanging tree into a weak-roofed cabin. It
had done a deed, but the squatters had fired the cabin in frenzy before it could
escape. It had been doing that deed at the very nonent the earth caved in on the
thing with the claw and eyes.

V. THE HORROR I N THE EYES

There can be nothing normal in the m nd of one who, know ng what | knew of the
horrors of Tenpest Muntain, would seek alone for the fear that lurked there.
That at |least two of the fear's enbodi nents were destroyed, formed but a slight
guarantee of mental and physical safety in this Acheron of multiform diabolism
yet | continued ny quest with even greater zeal as events and revel ati ons becane
nmore nonstrous. \Wen, two days after ny frightful craw through that crypt of
the eyes and claw, | learned that a thing had malignaly hovered twenty mles
away at the sanme instant the eyes were glaring at nme, | experienced virtua
convul sions of fright. But that fright was so m xed with wonder and alluring
grot esqueness, that it was al nost a pleasant sensation. Sonetinmes, in the throes
of a nightmare when unseen powers whirl one over the roofs of strange dead
cities toward the grinning chasmof Nis, it is arelief and even a delight to
shriek wildly and throw oneself voluntarily along with the hideous vortex of
dream doom i nto whatever bottom ess gulf may yawn. And so it was with the
wal ki ng ni ght mare of Tenpest Mountain; the discovery that two nonsters had
haunted the spot gave nme ultimately a nad craving to plunge into the very earth
of the accursed region, and with bare hands dig out the death that |eered from
every inch of the poisonous soil

As soon as possible | visited the grave of Jan Martense and dug vai nly where

had dug before. Some extensive cave-in had obliterated all trace of the

under ground passage, while the rain had washed so much earth back into the
excavation that | could not tell how deeply | had dug that other day. | |ikew se
made a difficult trip to the distant haml et where the death-creature had been



burnt, and was little repaid for my trouble. In the ashes of the fateful cabin
found several bones, but apparently none of the nonster's. The squatters said
the thing had had only one victinm but in this | judged theminaccurate, since
besi des the conplete skull of a human bei ng, there was anot her bony fragnment
whi ch seenmed certainly to have belonged to a human skull at some tinme. Though
the rapid drop of the nonster had been seen, no one could say just what the

creature was |like; those who had glinpsed it called it sinply a devil. Exam ning
the great tree where it had lurked, | could discern no distinctive marks.
tried to find some trail into the black forest, but on this occasion could not

stand the sight of those norbidly |arge boles, or of those vast serpent-Iike
roots that twi sted so malevolently before they sank into the earth.

My next step was to reexamine with mcroscopic care the deserted haml et where
death had conme nobst abundantly, and where Arthur -Minroe had seen sonething he
never lived to describe. Though ny vain previous searches had been exceedingly
m nute, | now had new data to test; for ny horrible grave-crawl convinced ne
that at | east one of the phases of the nonstrosity had been an underground
creature. This time, on the 14th of Novenmber, ny quest concerned itself nostly
with the sl opes of Cone Mountain and Maple Hi Il where they overl ook the
unfortunate ham et, and | gave particular attention to the |oose earth of the

| andsl i de region on the |atter em nence.

The afternoon of ny search brought nothing to Iight, and dusk cane as | stood on
Maple Hi Il | ooking down at the hanml et and across the valley to Tenpest Mountain.
There had been a gorgeous sunset, and now the nmoon came up, nearly full and
shedding a silver flood over the plain, the distant tant nountainside, and the
curious |low munds that rose here and there. It was a peaceful Arcadi an scene,
but knowi ng what it hid | hated it. | hated the nocki ng noon, the hypocritica
plain, the festering nountain, and those sinister nmounds. Everything seened to
me tainted with a | oathsonme contagion, and inspired by a noxious alliance with
di storted hi dden powers.

Presently, as | gazed abstractedly at the noonlit panorama, my eye becane
attracted by something singular in the nature and arrangenent of a certain

t opogr aphi cal elenent. Wthout having any exact know edge of geology, | had from
the first been interested in the odd nounds and hummocks of the region. | had
noticed that they were pretty widely distributed around Tenpest Mountain, though
| ess nunerous on the plain than near the hilltop itself, where prehistoric

gl aci ati on had doubtl| ess found feebler opposition to its striking and fantastic
caprices. Now, in the light of that | ow moon which cast |ong weird shadows, it
struck me forcibly that the various points and lines of the nound system had a
peculiar relation to the summt of Tenpest Muntain. That sumit was undeni ably
a centre fromwhich the lines or rows of points radiated indefinitely and
irregularly, as if the unwhol esone Martense nansion had thrown visible tentacles
of terror. The idea of such tentacles gave ne an unexplained thrill, and I

st opped to anal yse ny reason for believing these nmounds gl aci al phenonena.

The nore | analysed the less | believed, and against my newly opened mnd there
began to beat grotesque and horribl e anal ogi es based on superficial aspects and
upon ny experience beneath the earth. Before | knew it |I was uttering frenzied

and disjointed words to nyself; "My God!... Mdlehills... the damed pl ace nust
be honeyconbed... how many... that night at the mansion... they took Bennett and
Tobey first... on each side of us..." Then | was digging frantically into the

nmound whi ch had stretched nearest ne; digging desperately, shiveringly, but

al nost jubilantly; digging and at | ast shrieking aloud with sone unpl aced
enotion as | canme upon a tunnel or burrow just |ike the one through which I had
crawl ed on the other denoniac night.

After that | recall running, spade in hand; a hideous run across noon-litten
mound- mar ked neadows and through di seased, precipitous abysses of haunted
hillside forest; |eaping scream ng, panting, bounding toward the terrible
Martense mansion. | recall digging unreasonably in all parts of the brier-choked



cellar; digging to find the core and centre of that malignant universe of
mounds. And then | recall how I | aughed when | stumbl ed on the passageway; the
hol e at the base of the old chi mey, where the thick weeds grew and cast queer
shadows in the light of the |Ione candle | had happened to have with ne. What
still remained down in that hell-hive, lurking and waiting for the thunder to
arouse it, | did not know. Two had been killed; perhaps that had finished it.
But still there renmmined that burning determnation to reach the innernost
secret of the fear, which | had once nore come to deemdefinite, material, and
or gani c.

My indecisive specul ati on whether to explore the passage al one and i medi ately
with nmy pocket-light or to try to assenble a band of squatters for the quest,
was interrupted after a time by a sudden rush of wind fromthe outside which

bl ew out the candle and left me in stark bl ackness. The noon no | onger shone

t hrough the chinks and apertures above ne, and with a sense of fateful alarm
heard the sinister and significant runble of approaching thunder. A confusion of
associ ated i deas possessed ny brain, leading ne to grope back toward the
farthest corner of the cellar. My eyes, however, never turned away fromthe
horri bl e opening at the base of the chimey; and | began to get glinpses of the
crumbling bricks and unheal thy weeds as faint glows of |ightning penetrated the
weeds outside and illum ned the chinks in the upper wall. Every second | was
consumed with a mxture of fear and curiosity. What would the storm cal

forth-or was there anything left for it to call? Guided by a lightning flash
settl ed nyself down behind a dense clunp of vegetation, through which I could
see the opening wthout being seen.

If heaven is merciful, it will sone day efface from ny consci ousness the sight
that | saw, and let ne live nmy |last years in peace. | cannot sleep at night now,
and have to take opiates when it thunders. The thing cane abruptly and
unannounced; a denon, ratlike scurrying frompits renote and uni magi nable, a
hellish panting and stifled grunting, and then fromthat opening beneath the

chi mey a burst of nultitudinous and leprous life - a |oathsonme night-spawned

fl ood of organic corruption nore devastatingly hideous than the bl ackest
conjurations of nortal nmdness and norbidity. Seething, stew ng, surging,
bubbling |i ke serpents' slime it rolled up and out of that yawning hol e,
spreading |i ke a septic contagion and streaning fromthe cellar at every point
of egress - streaming out to scatter through the accursed m dni ght forests and
strew fear, madness, and death.

God knows how many there were - there nust have been thousands. To see the
stream of themin that faint intermttent |ightning was shocking. \Wen they had
t hi nned out enough to be glinpsed as separate organisms, | saw that they were
dwar f ed, defornmed hairy devils or apes-nobnstrous and diabolic caricatures of the
nonkey tribe. They were so hideously silent; there was hardly a squeal when one
of the last stragglers turned with the skill of long practice to nmake a neal in
accust oned fashion on a weaker conpani on. Others snapped up what it left and ate
with slavering relish. Then, in spite of my daze of fright and di sgust, ny
norbid curiosity triunphed; and as the |ast of the nonstrosities oozed up al one
fromthat nether world of unknown nightmare, | drew ny automatic pistol and shot
it under cover of the thunder.

Shrieking, slithering, torrential shadows of red viscous madness chasing one
anot her through endl ess, ensangui ned condors of purple ful gurous sky... forml ess
phant asns and kal ei doscopi c nmutations of a ghoulish, renenbered scene; forests
of nonstrous over-nourished oaks with serpent roots tw sting and sucking
unnamabl e juices froman earth verm nous with nillions of cannibal devils;
mound- | i ke tentacl es groping from underground nucl ei of polypous perversion..

i nsane |ightning over malignant ivied walls and denon arcades choked with
fungous vegetation... Heaven be thanked for the instinct which led nme
unconsci ous to places where nen dwell; to the peaceful village that slept under
the cal mstars of clearing skies.



I had recovered enough in a week to send to Al bany for a gang of nen to bl ow up
the Martense mansion and the entire top of Tenpest Mountain with dynamite, stop
up all the discoverabl e nound-burrows, and destroy certain over-nourished trees

whose very existence seened an insult to sanity. | could sleep a little after
they had done this, but true rest will never cone as long as | renenber that
nanel ess secret of the lurking fear. The thing will haunt ne, for who can say

the extermination is conplete, and that anal ogous phenonena do not exist al

over the world? Wio can, with ny know edge, think of the earth's unknown caverns
wi t hout a nightmare dread of future possibilities? | cannot see a well or a
subway entrance without shuddering... why cannot the doctors give nme sonething
to make ne sleep, or truly calmmy brain when it thunders?

VWhat | saw in the glow of flashlight after | shot the unspeakable straggling

obj ect was so sinple that alnpbst a mnute el apsed before | understood and went
delirious. The object was nauseous; a filthy whitish gorilla thing with sharp
yell ow fangs and matted fur. It was the ultimte product of manmalian
degeneration; the frightful outconme of isolated spawning, multiplication, and
canni bal nutrition above and bel ow the ground; the enbodi nent of all the
snarling and chaos and grinning fear that lurk behind life. It had | ooked at ne
as it died, and its eyes had the same odd quality that nmarked those other eyes
whi ch had stared at me underground and excited cloudy recollections. One eye was
bl ue, the other brown. They were the dissinmlar Martense eyes of the old

| egends, and | knew in one inundating cataclysm of voiceless horror what had
become of that vanished famly; the terrible and thunder-crazed house of

Mart ense.
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