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THE CALL
OF CTHULHU
by
Howard Phillips
Lovecraft






I. The Horror in Clay

The most merciful thing in the
world, I think, is the inability of the
human mind to correlate all its con-
tents. We live on a placid island of
ignorance in the midst of black seas
of infinity, and it was not meant' that
we should voyage far. The sciences
have harmed us little; but some day
the piecing together®? of dissociated
knowledge will open up such terrify-
ing views of reality, that we’ll either go
mad from the revelation or flee from

1 it was not meant — He mpeamoaa-
raJioch

2 piecing together — coenuHeHue
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the light into the peace and safety of
a new dark age'.

Theosophists? have guessed at
the awesome grandeur of the cosmic
cycle where our world and human
race form transient incidents. Their
strange suggestions freeze the blood.
Forbidden ages chill me when I think
of them and madden me when I dream
of them. That glimpse, like all dread
glimpses of truth, appeared from an
accidental piecing together of separated
things: in this case, an old newspaper
and the notes of a dead professor. I
hope that no one else will make this
piecing; certainly, if I live, I shall never
add a link in that terrible chain. I
think that the professor, too, intended
to keep silent, and that he was going
to destroy his notes but sudden death
stopped him.

My first experience began in the
winter of 1926-27 with the death of

! dark age — cpeaHEBEKOBBbE

2 theosophists — Teocodbr, CTOPOHHUKN
MUCTHUYECKOI0 GOTOI03HAHUA
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my great-uncle!, George Gammell An-
gell?>, Professor Emeritus of Semitic
Languages® in Brown University,
Providence, Rhode Island®. Profes-
sor Angell was widely known as an
authority on ancient inscriptions, and
the heads of prominent museums had
frequently asked him for help; so his
death at the age of ninety-two was
talked about. Moreover, interest was
intensified by the obscurity of the
cause of death. The professor had
been stricken while he was return-
ing from the Newport boat>. He fell
suddenly; as witnesses said, after he
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! great-uncle — [IBOIOPOIHEBIN Aef

2 George Gammell Angell — [[xopmx
DoMmMen OHIKET

3 Professor Emeritus of Semitic Lan-
guages — 3aciIy:KeHHBII Ipodeccop B OT-
CTaBKe, CIIE[UAINCT IO CEMUTCKUM S3bIKaM

4+ Brown University, Providence, Rhode
Island — DBpayHOBCKUI YHUBEPCUTET B
[IpoBunence, Pox-Aiinens (oOun u3 Haubo-
Nlee NPecmuiCHbIX UACMHbLX YHUBepcume-
mos CIIIA, ocHosaHHbll 8 1764 2.)

5 Newport boat — HBIOIIOPTCKUIT TAPOXO/T
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had been jostled by a nautical-looking
negro' who had come from one of the
queer dark courts on the precipitous
hillside which formed a short way
from the waterfront to the professor’s
home in Williams Street®. Physicians
were unable to find any visible dis-
order, but concluded after perplexed
debate that some obscure lesion of the
heart, induced by the brisk ascent of
a steep hill by so elderly a man, was
responsible for the end. At the time
I saw no reason to dissent from this
dictum, but latterly I began to doubt.

As my great-uncle’s heir and ex-
ecutor, for he died a childless widower,
I had to study his papers; and for that
purpose I moved his files and boxes
to my quarters in Boston. Much of
the material will be later published
by the American Archaeological So-

! nautical-looking negro — Herp, mo-
XOKHM Ha MOpPSKa

2 Williams Street — Yunbamc-cTpur
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ciety!, but there was one box which
I found very puzzling, and which I
did not want to show to other eyes.
It had been locked and I did not find
the key till I examined the personal
ring which the professor carried in
his pocket. Then, indeed, I opened
it, but when I did so I confronted a
greater barrier What was the mean-
ing of the queer clay bas-relief> and
the disjointed jottings, ramblings, and
cuttings which I found? Had my uncle
in his latter years become supersti-
tious? I decided to find the eccentric
sculptor responsible for this apparent
disturbance of an old man’s mind.
The bas-relief was a rough rec-
tangle less than an inch thick® and
about five by six inches in area; ob-
viously of modern origin. Its designs,
however, were far from modern in
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! American Archaeological Society —
AMepHKaHCKOE apxeojorudecKoe oO6IIecTBO

2 clay bas-relief — mmHAHBI Gapenbed

3less than an inch thick — TomHoOMI
MeHee gobima (1 grovim = 25,4 Mm)
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atmosphere and suggestion. And there
was writing of some kind; but my
memory could not identify it.

Above hieroglyphics was a figure,
an impressionistic picture. It was a
sort of monster, or symbol represent-
ing a monster, of a form which only
a diseased fancy could conceive. If I
say that my extravagant imagination
offered simultaneous pictures of an
octopus, a dragon, and a human cari-
cature, I can present the spirit of it.
A pulpy, tentacled head' surmounted
a grotesque and scaly body with
rudimentary wings; and the general
outline of the whole monster made
it most shockingly frightful. Behind
the figure was a vague Cyclopean
architectural background?.

The writing was made by Professor
Angell’'s most recent hand; and made
no pretense to literary style. The main

! tentacled head — rosoBa, cHaG:xKEH-
Had IIynaablaMHA

2 Cyclopean architectural background —
(GOHOBEBIE IUKJIONNYECKUE CTPOCHUSA



KAPMAHHOE YTEHME HA AHITIUACKOM S3bIKE @

document was headed “CTHULHU
CULT” in characters painstaking-
ly printed' to avoid the erroneous
reading of an unknown word. This
manuscript was divided into two sec-
tions, the first of which was headed
“1925 Dream and Dream Work of
H.A. Wilcox?, 7 Thomas St., Provi-
dence, R. I.”, and the second, “Nar-
rative of Inspector John R. Legrasse?,
121 Bienville St., New Orleans, La.,
at 1908 A. A. S. Mtg.—Notes on
Same, & Prof. Webb’s Acct.*” The
other manuscript papers were brief
notes, some of them were the queer
dreams of different persons, some of
them were citations from theosophi-
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! characters painstakingly printed —
TIAQATEJIBPHO BBIIIMCAaHHBIEC 6yRBbI

2H. A. Wilcox — I 9. YuIkokc
3John R. Legrasse — J[xxoH P. Jlerpacc

4121 Bienville St., New Orleans, La.,
at 1908 A. A. S. Mtg. — Notes on Same,

& Prof. Webb’'s Acct. — 121 BpeHBUIb-
ctput, HoBwiii Opiiean, Ha co6paHUH
A. A. O. — 3aMeTKHd O TOM :Ke + COooOIIe-

HUe npod. Ya66a
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cal books and magazines (notably W.
Scott-Elliot’s Atlantis and the Lost
Lemuria'), and the rest comments on
long-surviving secret societies and hid-
den cults, with references to passages
in such mythological and anthropologi-
cal source-books as Frazer’s Golden
Bough? and Miss Murray’s Witch-Cult
in Western Europe®. The articles were
mainly about mental illness and out-
breaks of group folly or mania in the
spring of 1925.

The first half of the principal manu-
script told a very interesting tale. On
March 1st, 1925, a thin, dark young
man of neurotic and excited aspect
came to Professor Angell bearing the
singular clay bas-relief, which was
then exceedingly damp and fresh. His

! W. Scott-Elliot’s Atlantis and the
Lost Lemuria — xuura Y. CKoTT-d/UmOTa
«“ATIIaHTHJa U HCYe3HyBLIad Jlemypus»

2 Frazer's Golden Bough — EkHura
®pazepa «3010Tasg BETBb»

3 Miss Murray’s Witch-Cult in Western
Europe — kHHUra Mucc Mopped «Kyabr
BeabM B 3aragHoui EBpomne»
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card bore the name of Henry Anthony
Wilcox!, and my uncle had recognized
him as the youngest son of an excel-
lent family slightly known to him, who
was studying sculpture at the Rhode
Island School of Design® and living
alone at the Fleur-de-Lys Building®
near that institution. Wilcox was a
precocious young genius with great
eccentricity, and had from childhood
excited attention through the strange
stories and odd dreams. He had the
habit of relating them. He called himself
“psychically hypersensitive*”, but the
people of the ancient commercial city
treated him as merely “queer” He had
dropped gradually from social visibility,
and was now known only to a small
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! Henry Anthony Wilcox — TeHpu
OHTOHU YUIKOKC

2 Rhode Island School of Design —
XyooMKecTBeHHasA IIKoaa Popx-AtineHza

3 Fleur-de-Lys Building — ocoGHAK
Ddnép-pga-Jluc

4 psychically hypersensitive — ncuxu-
YEeCKH CBEPXYyBCTBUTEIBHBIN
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group of esthetes from other towns.
Even the Providence Art Club', which
was trying to preserve its conservatism,
had found him quite hopeless.

So, as the professor's manuscript
told, the sculptor abruptly asked to
help him identify the hieroglyphics of
the bas-relief. He spoke in a dreamy;,
stilted manner which suggested pose
and alienated sympathy; and my uncle
showed some sharpness in replying,
for the conspicuous freshness of the
tablet did not show any relation to
archaeology. Young Wilcox’s rejoinder,
which impressed my uncle, was of a
fantastically poetic nature. He said,
“It is new, indeed, for I made it last
night in a dream of strange cities; and
dreams are older than brooding Tyre?,

! Providence Art Club — Kiay6 mo6u-
Tejed HuckyccTBa B IIpoBuieHce

2 brooding Tyre — meuTaTeabHBIN Tip
(puHuKutickuil eopod, oduH u3 dpesHetiwux
KPYNHBLLX MOP208blX UEHMPOs)
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or the contemplative Sphinx, or garden-
girdled Babylon'.”

Then he began his rambling tale
which suddenly won the fevered in-
terest of my uncle. There had been
a slight earthquake tremor the night
before, the most considerable felt in

11YI0INYILNI-41ddN

New England for some years; and
Wilcox’s imagination had been greatly
affected. He had an unprecedented
dream of great Cyclopean cities of
Titan blocks? and sky-flung monoliths,
all dripping with green ooze and sin-
ister with latent horror. Hieroglyphics
had covered the walls and pillars, and
from some undetermined point below
had come a voice that was not a
voice; a chaotic sensation which only
fancy could transmute into sound, but
which he attempted to render by the

! garden-girdled Babylon — oOkpy:k€H-
HBIM cajlamMu BasuioH

2 Cyclopean cities of Titan blocks —
IIUKJIOIITYECKUE TOpoJia M3 KaMEHHBIX IUIUT



