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EXCERPTS
of Lovecraft’s travel impressions

“On the towns of the lower coast the blight of mutation and 
modernity has descended. Weird metamorphoses and excres-
cences, architectural and topographical, mark a menacing 
tyranny of mechanism and viceroyalty of engineering which 
are fast hurrying the present scene out of all linkage with its 
historic antecedents and setting it adrift anchorless and all 
but traditionless in alien oceans. Swart foreign forms, heirs to 
moods and impulses antipodal to those which moulded our 
heritage, surge in endless streams along smoke-clouded and 
lamp-dazzled streets; moving to strange measures and incul-
cating strange customs. All through the nearer countryside 
the stigmata of change are spreading. Reservoirs, billboards, 
and concrete roads, power lines, garages, and flamboyant 
inns, squalid immigrant nests and grimy mill villages; these 
things and things like them have brought ugliness, tawdri-
ness, and commonplaceness to the urban penumbra. Only in 
the remoter backwoods can one find the pristine and ances-
tral beauty which was southern New-England’s[...]”
[...]With such a mood, softened perhaps by the beauty of the 
hills and river-bends which flank the gateway, the southern 
New-Englander enters Vermont. He has seen its hills for 
some time across the Connecticut, domed and undulant, and 
shining with a clear emerald light unmarred by vapour or 
defacement. Then comes a sweeping downward curve, and 
beyond limpid water the climbing terraces of an old town 
loom into sight, as a loved, remembered picture might appear 
when the leaves of a childhood volume are slowly turned. It 
is plain from the first that this town is not quite like those 
one has left behind. Roofs and steeples and chimneys, prosaic 
enough in the telling, here cluster together on the green river-
bluff in some magical collocation that stirs dim memories. 

The next selection of excerpts tries to evidence the       
devotion—and aversion—that Lovecraft had for some 
cities, towns and provincial villages. During his multiple 
travels over the region of Massachusetts (1920-1936) in 
search of ancient chapitels, architectural testimonies of 
the colonial times, he poured a lot of his impressions in 
letters, essays and travelogs. 
From these, an attentive reader will note how fascinating 
is the relation between the real landscapes and buildings 
with his imagined land along the Miskatonic River: 
Kingsport, Dunwich, Innsmouth and Arkham.               
A gloomy horizon connects them all. 
However, it is Providence, where he wrote and dreamt 
it all, what remains forever as an interregnum between 
reality and fiction. 
The following stories compiled in this volume are the 
ones that best evoke both urban and rural places that 
Lovecraft mapped as his weird New England. 

Altogether with the volume “T he Dunwich Horror” you can 
see the whole picture of the so called Lovecraft Country.

EDITOR’S NOTE
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Something in the contours, something in the setting, has 
power to touch deep viol-strings of feeling which are ancestral 
if one be young and personal if one be old. The whole scene 
vaguely brings us a fleeting quality we have known before. 
We have seen such towns long ago, climbing above deep 
river-valleys and rearing their old brick walls beside sloping, 
cobbled streets. Grandeur may be wanting, but the marvel 
of rekindled vision is there. Something is alive that is dead 
elsewhere; something that we, or the blood that is in us, can 
recognise as more closely akin to ourselves than anything 
in the busy cosmopolis to the southward. This, in fine, is a 
surviving fragment of the old America; it is what our other 
towns used to be in the days when they were most themselves, 
the days when they housed their own people and gave birth 
to all the little legends and bits of lore which make them 
glamorous and significant in the eyes of their children. By 
an ancient covered bridge we ride back through decades and 
enter the enchanted city of our fathers’ world.” 

from Vermont -A First Impression (1927)

“Regarding the settings for tales—I try to be as realistic as 
possible. The crumbling old towns with winding alleys & 
houses 100 to 250 or more years old are realities on the New 
England coast. Providence has iny number of houses dating 
back to 1750 & thereabouts—the one I live in was built 130 
years ago. Boston’s oldest house dates from 1676; Hliverhill 
has one built in 1640, & so on. My fabulous “Kingsport’’ is 
a sort of idealised version of Marblehead, Mass.—while my 
“Arkham” is more or less derived from Salem—though Salem 
has no college. “Innsmouth” is a considerably twisted version 
of Newburyport, Mass. I hope you can see some of these old 
towns some time—they are my principal hobby.”

from a letter to Emil Petaja (December 1934) 



“Home -- amongst the unnumber’d influences and sights and 
sounds which, operating through a full half of my heredity 
for three hundred years and through all my life from infant 
memories onward, has little by little moulded my germ-plasm 
and my spirit, and created out of formless protoplasm the 
individual entity that is I. For what is any man but the impress 
of his home and lineage? What is in us, that our pasts have not 
placed there? Truly, no man is himself save among the scenes 
that have shaped him and his fathers; nor cou’d I ever hope 
to find a lasting peace save close to the ancient monuments of 
green-leaved, hill-crowning Providence -- Providence, of the 
old brick sidewalks and the Georgian spires and the curving 
lanes of the hill, and the salt winds from over mouldering 
wharves where strange-cargoed ships of eld have swung at 
anchor. Providence is I, and I am Providence. One and in-
separable! So after all my wanderings I came back to a wonder 
and beauty greater and always stranger than any I sought in 
distant ports or found amidst the marvel of alien roofs and 
exotick mountains.“

from Observations on Several Parts of America (1928)

“I am perfectly confident that I could never adequately convey 
to any other human being the precise reasons why I continue 
to refrain from suicide—the reasons, that is, why I still find 
existence enough of a compensation to atone for its dominantly 
burthensome quality. These reasons are strongly linked with 
architecture, scenery, and lighting and atmospheric effects, and 
take the form of vague impressions of adventurous expectancy 
coupled with elusive memory—impressions that certain vistas, 
particularly those associated with sunsets, are avenues of 
approach to spheres or conditions of wholly undefined delights 
and freedoms which I have known in the past and have a 
slender possibility of knowing again in the future.”

from a letter to August Derleth (December 1930)

“Today I am a New England antiquarian “and nothing else 
but”—and my chief interest in life is exploring old towns and 
hunting out steep archaic lanes and carved colonial doorways. 
All my spare cash goes into trips to ancient towns like Newport, 
Concord, Salem, Marblehead, Portsmouth, Plymouth, Bristol, 
and the like, and whenever I go outside New England it is 
to some place where the surviving architecture and scenery 
enables me to revisualise the colourful eighteenth century—
Philadelphia and Alexandria, Va. being favourite “foreign” 
towns of mine. With this archaistic passion joined to a fantastic 
imagination, you can see how tales like The Festival or The Tomb 
come into being. 
[...] About The Unnamable —you are right in assuming that a 
very darkly fantastic basis indeed underlies it [...] In supplying 
details I’ve worked in one or two genuine old New England 
superstitions—that one about the faces of past generations 
becoming fixed on windows was told to me and believed by a 
highly intelligent old lady who has a successful novel and other 
important literary work to her credit. Living things—usually 
insane or idiotic members of the family—concealed in the 
garrets or secret rooms of old houses are or at least have been 
literal realities in rural New England—I was told by someone 
of how he stopped at a lone farmhouse on some errand years 
ago, and was nearly frightened out of his wits by the opening of 
a sliding panel in the kitchen wall, and the appearance at the 
aperture of the most horrible, dirt-caked, and matted-bearded 
face he had ever conceived possible to exist! Certainly, there 
is a rich element of stark, grotesque terror in backwoods New 
England, where the houses are very far apart and people of 
undeveloped mind and emotions have too many opportunities 
for brooding alone month in and month out.”

from a letter to Bernard Austin Dwyer  (June 1927)
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THE SHUNNED HOUSE

I  
FROM EVEN THE GREATEST OF HORRORS IRONY IS 
seldom absent. Sometimes it enters directly into the composition 
of the events, while sometimes it relates only to their fortuitous 
position among persons and places. The latter sort is splendidly 
exemplified by a case in the ancient city of Providence, where in 
the late forties Edgar Allan Poe used to sojourn often during his 
unsuccessful wooing of the gifted poetess, Mrs. Whitman. Poe 
generally stopped at the Mansion House in Benefit Street—the 
renamed Golden Ball Inn whose roof has sheltered Washington, 
Jefferson, and Lafayette—and his favourite walk led northward 
along the same street to Mrs. Whitman‘s home and the neighbouring 
hillside churchyard of St. John‘s, whose hidden expanse of 
eighteenth-century gravestones had for him a peculiar fascination. 

Now the irony is this. In this walk, so many times repeated, the 
world‘s greatest master of the terrible and the bizarre was obliged 
to pass a particular house on the eastern side of the street; a dingy, 
antiquated structure perched on the abruptly rising side-hill, 
with a great unkempt yard dating from a time when the region 
was partly open country. It does not appear that he ever wrote 
or spoke of it, nor is there any evidence that he even noticed it. 
And yet that house, to the two persons in possession of certain 
information, equals or outranks in horror the wildest phantasy of 
the genius who so often passed it unknowingly, and stands starkly 
leering as a symbol of all that is unutterably hideous. 

The house was—and for that matter still is—of a kind to 
attract the attention of the curious. Originally a farm or semi-
farm building, it followed the average New England colonial lines 
of the middle eighteenth century—the prosperous peaked-roof 
sort, with two stories and dormerless attic, and with the Georgian 
doorway and interior panelling dictated by the progress of taste at 
that time. It faced south, with one gable end buried to the lower 
windows in the eastward rising hill, and the other exposed to the 

P R O V I D E N C E
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The general fact is, that the house was never regarded by the solid 
part of the community as in any real sense “haunted”. There were no 
widespread tales of rattling chains, cold currents of air, extinguished 
lights, or faces at the window. Extremists sometimes said the house 
was “unlucky”, but that is as far as even they went. What was really 
beyond dispute is that a frightful proportion of persons died there; or 
more accurately, had died there, since after some peculiar happenings 
over sixty years ago the building had become deserted through the 
sheer impossibility of renting it. These persons were not all cut off 
suddenly by any one cause; rather did it seem that their vitality was 
insidiously sapped, so that each one died the sooner from whatever 
tendency to weakness he may have naturally had. And those 
who did not die displayed in varying degree a type of anaemia or 
consumption, and sometimes a decline of the mental faculties, which 
spoke ill for the salubriousness of the building. Neighbouring houses, 
it must be added, seemed entirely free from the noxious quality. 

This much I knew before my insistent questioning led my uncle 
to shew me the notes which finally embarked us both on our hideous 
investigation. In my childhood the shunned house was vacant, with 
barren, gnarled, and terrible old trees, long, queerly pale grass, and 
nightmarishly misshapen weeds in the high terraced yard where 
birds never lingered. We boys used to overrun the place, and I can 
still recall my youthful terror not only at the morbid strangeness of 
this sinister vegetation, but at the eldritch atmosphere and odour 
of the dilapidated house, whose unlocked front door was often 
entered in quest of shudders. The small-paned windows were largely 
broken, and a nameless air of desolation hung round the precarious 
panelling, shaky interior shutters, peeling wall-paper, falling plaster, 
rickety staircases, and such fragments of battered furniture as still 
remained. The dust and cobwebs added their touch of the fearful; and 
brave indeed was the boy who would voluntarily ascend the ladder 
to the attic, a vast raftered length lighted only by small blinking 
windows in the gable ends, and filled with a massed wreckage of 
chests, chairs, and spinning-wheels which infinite years of deposit 
had shrouded and festooned into monstrous and hellish shapes. 

But after all, the attic was not the most terrible part of the 
house. It was the dank, humid cellar which somehow exerted the 
strongest repulsion on us, even though it was wholly above ground 
on the street side, with only a thin door and window-pierced 
brick wall to separate it from the busy sidewalk. We scarcely 
knew whether to haunt it in spectral fascination, or to shun it for 
the sake of our souls and our sanity. For one thing, the bad odour 
of the house was strongest there; and for another thing, we did 

foundations toward the street. Its construction, over a century and 
a half ago, had followed the grading and straightening of the road 
in that especial vicinity; for Benefit Street—at first called Back 
Street—was laid out as a lane winding amongst the graveyards of 
the first settlers, and straightened only when the removal of the 
bodies to the North Burial Ground made it decently possible to 
cut through the old family plots. 

At the start, the western wall had lain some twenty feet up 
a precipitous lawn from the roadway; but a widening of the 
street at about the time of the Revolution sheared off most of 
the intervening space, exposing the foundations so that a brick 
basement wall had to be made, giving the deep cellar a street 
frontage with door and two windows above ground, close to 
the new line of public travel. When the sidewalk was laid out a 
century ago the last of the intervening space was removed; and 
Poe in his walks must have seen only a sheer ascent of dull grey 
brick flush with the sidewalk and surmounted at a height of ten 
feet by the antique shingled bulk of the house proper. 

The farm-like grounds extended back very deeply up the 
hill, almost to Wheaton Street. The space south of the house, 
abutting on Benefit Street, was of course greatly above the 
existing sidewalk level, forming a terrace bounded by a high bank 
wall of damp, mossy stone pierced by a steep flight of narrow 
steps which led inward between canyon-like surfaces to the upper 
region of mangy lawn, rheumy brick walls, and neglected gardens 
whose dismantled cement  urns, rusted kettles fallen from tripods 
of knotty sticks, and similar paraphernalia set off the weather-
beaten front door with its broken fanlight, rotting Ionic pilasters, 
and wormy triangular pediment. 

What I heard in my youth about the shunned house was merely 
that people died there in alarmingly great numbers. That, I was told, 
was why the original owners had moved out some twenty years after 
building the place. It was plainly unhealthy, perhaps because of the 
dampness and fungous growth in the cellar, the general sickish smell, 
the draughts of the hallways, or the quality of the well and pump water. 
These things were bad enough, and these were all that gained 
belief among the persons whom I knew. Only the notebooks of my 
antiquarian uncle, Dr. Elihu Whipple, revealed to me at length the 
darker, vaguer surmises which formed an undercurrent of folklore 
among old-time servants and humble folk; surmises which never 
travelled far, and which were largely forgotten when Providence 
grew to be a metropolis with a shifting modern population. 
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The doctor was a bachelor; a white-haired, clean-shaven, old-
fashioned gentleman, and a local historian of note, who had often 
broken a lance with such controversial guardians of tradition 
as Sidney S. Rider and Thomas W. Bicknell. He lived with one 
manservant in a Georgian homestead with knocker and iron-railed 
steps, balanced eerily on a steep ascent of North Court Street beside 
the ancient brick court and colony house where his grandfather—a 
cousin of that celebrated privateersman, Capt. Whipple, who burnt 
His Majesty‘s armed schooner Gaspee in 1772—had voted in the 
legislature on May 4, 1776, for the independence of the Rhode 
Island Colony. Around him in the damp, low-ceiled library with 
the musty white panelling, heavy carved overmantel, and small-
paned, vine-shaded windows, were the relics and records of his 
ancient family, among which were many dubious allusions to 
the shunned house in Benefit Street. That pest spot lies not far 
distant—for Benefit runs ledgewise just above the court-house 
along the precipitous hill up which the first settlement climbed. 

When, in the end, my insistent pestering and maturing years 
evoked from my uncle the hoarded lore I sought, there lay before me 
a strange enough chronicle. Long-winded, statistical, and drearily 
genealogical as some of the matter was, there ran through it a 
continuous thread of brooding, tenacious horror and preternatural 
malevolence which impressed me even more than it had impressed 
the good doctor. Separate events fitted together uncannily, and 
seemingly irrelevant details held mines of hideous possibilities. 
A new and burning curiosity grew in me, compared to which my 
boyish curiosity was feeble and  inchoate. The first revelation led 
to an exhaustive research, and finally to that shuddering quest 
which proved so disastrous to myself and mine. For at last my 
uncle insisted on joining the search I had commenced, and after 
a certain night in that house he did not come away with me. I am 
lonely without that gentle soul whose long years were filled only 
with honour, virtue, good taste, benevolence, and learning. I have 
reared a marble urn to his memory in St. John‘s churchyard—the 
place that Poe loved—the hidden grove of giant willows on the hill, 
where tombs and headstones huddle quietly between the hoary 
bulk of the church and the houses and bank walls of Benefit Street. 

The history of the house, opening amidst a maze of dates, 
revealed no trace of the sinister either about its construction or 
about the prosperous and honourable family who built it. Yet from 
the first a taint of calamity, soon increased to boding significance, 
was apparent. My uncle‘s carefully compiled record began with the 
building of the structure in 1763, and followed the theme with an 

not like the white fungous growths which occasionally sprang 
up in rainy summer weather from the hard earth floor. Those 
fungi, grotesquely like the vegetation in the yard outside, were 
truly horrible in their outlines;  detestable parodies of toadstools 
and Indian pipes, whose like we had never seen in any other 
situation. They rotted quickly, and at one stage became slightly 
phosphorescent; so that nocturnal passers-by sometimes spoke 
of witch-fires glowing behind the broken panes of the foetor-
spreading windows. 

We never—even in our wildest Hallowe‘en moods—visited 
this cellar by night, but in some of our daytime visits could detect 
the phosphorescence, especially when the day was dark and wet. 
There was also a subtler thing we often thought we detected—a 
very strange thing which was, however, merely suggestive at most. 
I refer to a sort of cloudy whitish pattern on the dirt floor—a 
vague, shifting deposit of mould or nitre which we sometimes 
thought we could trace amidst the sparse fungous growths near 
the huge fireplace of the basement kitchen. Once in a while 
it struck us that this patch bore an uncanny resemblance to a 
doubled-up human figure, though generally no such kinship 
existed, and often there was no whitish deposit whatever. On a 
certain rainy afternoon when this illusion seemed phenomenally 
strong, and when, in addition, I had fancied I glimpsed a kind of 
thin, yellowish, shimmering exhalation rising from the nitrous 
pattern toward the yawning fireplace, I spoke to my uncle about 
the matter. He smiled at this odd conceit, but it seemed that his 
smile was tinged with reminiscence. Later I heard that a similar 
notion entered into some of the wild ancient tales of the common 
folk—a notion likewise alluding to ghoulish, wolfish shapes taken 
by smoke from the great chimney, and queer contours assumed 
by certain of the sinuous tree-roots that thrust their way into the 
cellar through the loose foundation-stones. 

II
Not till my adult years did my uncle set before me the notes and 

data which he had collected concerning the shunned house. Dr. 
Whipple was a sane, conservative physician of the old school, and 
for all his interest in the place was not eager to encourage young 
thoughts toward the abnormal. His own view, postulating simply a 
building and location of markedly unsanitary qualities, had nothing 
to do with abnormality; but he realised that the very picturesqueness 
which aroused his own interest would in a boy‘s fanciful mind take 
on all manner of gruesome imaginative associations. 
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a complaint that he disliked the smell of the place. For a time 
Mercy could secure no more help, since the seven deaths and case 
of madness, all occurring within five years‘ space, had begun to 
set in motion the body of fireside rumour which later became so 
bizarre. Ultimately, however, she obtained new servants from out 
of town; Ann White, a morose woman from that part of North  
Kingstown now set off as the township of Exeter, and a capable 
Boston man named Zenas Low. 

It was Ann White who first gave definite shape to the 
sinister idle talk. Mercy should have known better than to hire 
anyone from the Nooseneck Hill country, for that remote bit of 
backwoods was then, as now, a seat of the most uncomfortable 
superstitions. As lately as 1892 an Exeter community exhumed a 
dead body and ceremoniously burnt its heart in order to prevent 
certain alleged visitations injurious to the public health and 
peace, and one may imagine the point of view of the same section 
in 1768. Ann‘s tongue was perniciously active, and within a few 
months Mercy discharged her, filling her place with a faithful and 
amiable Amazon from Newport, Maria Robbins. 

Meanwhile poor Rhoby Harris, in her madness, gave voice to 
dreams and imaginings of the most hideous sort. At times her 
screams became insupportable, and for long periods she would 
utter shrieking horrors which necessitated her son‘s temporary 
residence with his cousin, Peleg Harris, in Presbyterian-Lane 
near the new college building. The boy would seem to improve 
after these visits, and had Mercy been as wise as she was well-
meaning, she would have let him live permanently with Peleg. 
Just what Mrs. Harris cried out in her fits of violence, tradition 
hesitates to say; or rather, presents such extravagant accounts 
that they nullify themselves through sheer absurdity. Certainly 
it sounds absurd to hear that a woman educated only in the 
rudiments of French often shouted for hours in a coarse and 
idiomatic form of that language, or that the same person, alone 
and guarded, complained wildly of a staring thing which bit and 
chewed at her. In 1772 the servant Zenas died, and when Mrs. 
Harris heard of it she laughed with a shocking delight utterly 
foreign to her. The next year she herself died, and was laid to rest 
in the North Burial Ground beside her husband. 

Upon the outbreak of trouble with Great Britain in 1775, 
William Harris, despite his scant sixteen years and feeble 
constitution, managed to enlist in the Army of Observation 
under General Greene; and from that time on enjoyed a 
steady rise in health and prestige. In 1780, as a Captain in 

unusual amount of detail. The shunned house, it seems, was first 
inhabited by William Harris and his wife Rhoby Dexter, with their 
children, Elkanah, born in 1755, Abigail, born in 1757, William, 
Jr., born in 1759, and Ruth, born in 1761. Harris was a substantial 
merchant and seaman in the West India trade, connected with the 
firm of Obadiah Brown and his nephews. After Brown‘s death in 
1761, the new firm of Nicholas Brown & Co. made him master of 
the brig Prudence, Providence-built, of 120 tons, thus enabling him 
to erect the new homestead he had desired ever since his marriage. 

The site he had chosen—a recently straightened part of the 
new and fashionable Back Street, which ran along the side of 
the hill above crowded Cheapside—was all that could be wished, 
and the building did justice to the location. It was the best that 
moderate means could afford, and Harris hastened to move in 
before the birth of a fifth child which the family expected. That 
child, a boy, came in December; but was still-born. Nor was any 
child to be born alive in that house for a century and a half. 

The next April sickness occurred among the children, and 
Abigail and Ruth died before the month was over. Dr. Job Ives 
diagnosed the trouble as some infantile fever, though others 
declared it was more of a mere wasting-away or decline. It 
seemed, in any event, to be contagious; for Hannah Bowen, 
one of the two servants, died of it in the following June. Eli 
Liddeason, the other servant, constantly complained of weakness; 
and would have returned to his father‘s farm in Rehoboth but 
for a sudden attachment for Mehitabel Pierce, who was hired to 
succeed Hannah. He died the next year—a sad year indeed, since 
it marked the death of William Harris himself, enfeebled as he 
was by the climate of Martinique, where his occupation had kept 
him for considerable periods during the preceding decade. 

The widowed Rhoby Harris never recovered from the shock 
of her husband‘s death, and the passing of her first-born Elkanah 
two years later was the final blow to her reason. In 1768 she fell 
victim to a mild form of insanity, and was thereafter confined 
to the upper part of the house; her elder maiden sister, Mercy 
Dexter, having moved in to take charge of the family. Mercy was a 
plain, raw-boned woman of great strength; but her health visibly 
declined from the time of her advent. She was greatly devoted 
to her unfortunate sister, and had an especial affection for her 
only surviving nephew William, who from a sturdy infant had 
become a sickly, spindling lad. In this year the servant Mehitabel 
died, and the other servant, Preserved Smith, left without 
coherent explanation—or at least, with only some wild tales and 
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Rhode Island forces in New Jersey under Colonel Angell, he 
met and married Phebe Hetfield of Elizabethtown, whom he 
brought to Providence upon his honourable discharge in the 
following year. 

The young soldier‘s return was not a thing of unmitigated 
happiness. The house, it is true, was still in good condition; 
and the street had been widened and changed in name from 
Back Street to Benefit Street. But Mercy Dexter‘s once robust 
frame had undergone a sad and curious decay, so that she 
was now a stooped and pathetic figure with hollow voice and 
disconcerting pallor—qualities shared to a singular degree by 
the one remaining servant Maria. In the autumn of 1782 Phebe 
Harris gave birth to a still-born daughter, and on the fifteenth 
of the next May Mercy Dexter took leave of a useful, austere, 
and virtuous life. 

William Harris, at last thoroughly convinced of the radically 
unhealthful nature of his abode, now took steps toward 
quitting it and closing it forever. Securing temporary quarters 
for himself and his wife at the newly opened Golden Ball 
Inn, he arranged for the building of a new and finer house in 
Westminster Street, in the growing part of the town across the 
Great Bridge. There, in 1785, his son Dutee was born; and there 
the family dwelt till the encroachments of commerce drove 
them back across the river and over the hill to Angell Street, 
in the newer East Side residence district, where the late Archer 
Harris built his sumptuous but hideous French-roofed mansion 
in 1876. William and Phebe both succumbed to the yellow 
fever epidemic of 1797, but Dutee was brought up by his cousin 
Rathbone Harris, Peleg‘s son. 

Rathbone was a practical man, and rented the Benefit Street 
house despite William‘s wish to keep it vacant. He considered 
it an obligation to his ward to make the most of all the boy‘s 
property, nor did he concern himself with the deaths and 
illnesses which caused so many changes of tenants, or the 
steadily growing aversion with which the house was generally 
regarded. It is likely that he felt only vexation when, in 1804, the 
town council ordered him to fumigate the place with sulphur, 
tar, and gum camphor on account of the much-discussed deaths 
of four persons, presumably caused by the then diminishing 
fever epidemic. They said the place had a febrile smell. 

Dutee himself thought little of the house, for he grew 
up to be a privateersman, and served with distinction on 
the Vigilant under Capt. Cahoone in the War of 1812.                                                   

He returned unharmed, married in 1814, and became a father 
on that memorable night of September 23, 1815, when a great 
gale drove the waters of the bay over half the town, and floated 
a tall sloop well up Westminster Street so that its masts almost 
tapped the Harris windows in symbolic affirmation that the 
new boy, Welcome, was a seaman‘s son. 

Welcome did not survive his father, but lived to perish 
gloriously at Fredericksburg in 1862. Neither he nor his son 
Archer knew of the shunned house as other than a nuisance 
almost impossible to rent—perhaps on account of the 
mustiness and sickly odour of unkempt old age. Indeed, it 
never was rented after a series of deaths culminating in 1861, 
which the excitement of the war tended to throw into obscurity. 
Carrington Harris, last of the male line, knew it only as a 
deserted and somewhat picturesque centre of legend until I told 
him my experience. He had meant to tear it down and build an 
apartment house on the site, but after my account decided to let 
it stand, install plumbing, and rent it. Nor has he yet had any 
difficulty in obtaining tenants. The horror has gone. 

III
It may well be imagined how powerfully I was affected by the 

annals of the Harrises. In this continuous record there seemed 
to me to brood a persistent evil beyond anything in Nature as 
I had known it; an evil clearly connected with the house and 
not with the family. This impression was confirmed by my uncle‘s 
less systematic array of miscellaneous data— legends transcribed 
from servant gossip, cuttings from the papers, copies of death-
certificates by fellow-physicians, and the like. All of this material 
I cannot hope to give, for my uncle was a tireless antiquarian and 
very deeply interested in the shunned house; but I may refer to 
several dominant points which earn notice by their recurrence 
through many reports from diverse sources. For example, the 
servant gossip was practically unanimous in attributing to the 
fungous and malodorous cellar of the house a vast supremacy in 
evil influence. There had been servants—Ann White especially—
who would not use the cellar kitchen, and at least three well-
defined legends bore upon the queer quasi-human or diabolic 
outlines assumed by tree-roots and patches of mould in that 
region. These latter narratives interested me profoundly, on 
account of what I had seen in my boyhood, but I felt that most 
of the significance had in each case been largely obscured by 
additions from the common stock of local ghost lore. 
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be rented to no others—would babble maledictions in French, 
a language they could not possibly have studied to any extent. It 
made one think of poor Rhoby Harris nearly a century before, 
and so moved my uncle that he commenced collecting historical 
data on the house after listening, some time subsequent to his 
return from the war, to the first-hand account of Drs. Chase 
and Whitmarsh. Indeed, I could see that my uncle had thought 
deeply on the subject, and that he was glad of my own interest—
an openminded and sympathetic interest which enabled him 
to discuss with me matters at which others would merely have 
laughed. His fancy had not gone so far as mine, but he felt that 
the place was rare in its imaginative potentialities, and worthy of 
note as an inspiration in the field of the grotesque and macabre. 

For my part, I was disposed to take the whole subject with 
profound seriousness, and began at once not only to review the 
evidence, but to accumulate as much more as I could. I talked 
with the elderly Archer Harris, then owner of the house, many 
times before his death in 1916; and obtained from him and his 
still surviving maiden sister Alice an authentic corroboration 
of all the family data my uncle had collected. When, however, 
I asked them what connexion with France or its language the 
house could have, they confessed themselves as frankly baffled 
and ignorant as I. Archer knew nothing, and all that Miss Harris 
could say was that an old allusion her grandfather, Dutee Harris, 
had heard of might have shed a little light. The old seaman, who 
had survived his son Welcome‘s death in battle by two years, had 
not himself known the legend; but recalled that his earliest nurse, 
the ancient Maria Robbins, seemed darkly aware of something 
that might have lent a weird significance to the French ravings 
of Rhoby Harris, which she had so often heard during the last 
days of that hapless woman. Maria had been at the shunned 
house from 1769 till the removal of the family in 1783, and had 
seen Mercy Dexter die. Once she hinted to the child Dutee of a 
somewhat peculiar  circumstance in Mercy‘s last moments, but 
he had soon forgotten all about it save that it was something 
peculiar. The granddaughter, moreover, recalled even this much 
with difficulty. She and her brother were not so much interested 
in the house as was Archer‘s son Carrington, the present owner, 
with whom I talked after my experience. 

Having exhausted the Harris family of all the information 
it could furnish, I turned my attention to early town records and 
deeds with a zeal more penetrating than that which my uncle 
had occasionally shewn in the same work. What I wished was a 

Ann White, with her Exeter superstition, had promulgated 
the most extravagant and at the same time most consistent tale; 
alleging that there must lie buried beneath the house one of those 
vampires—the dead who retain their bodily form and live on the 
blood or breath of the living—whose hideous legions send their 
preying shapes or spirits abroad by night. To destroy a vampire one 
must, the grandmothers say, exhume it and burn its heart, or at 
least drive a stake through that organ; and Ann‘s dogged insistence 
on a search under the cellar had been prominent in bringing about 
her discharge. 

Her tales, however, commanded a wide audience, and were the 
more readily accepted because the house indeed stood on land 
once used for burial purposes. To me their interest depended less 
on this circumstance than on the peculiarly appropriate way in 
which they dovetailed with certain other things—the complaint 
of the departing servant Preserved Smith, who had preceded Ann 
and never heard of her, that something “sucked his breath” at night; 
the death-certificates of fever victims of 1804, issued by Dr. Chad 
Hopkins, and shewing the four deceased persons all unaccountably 
lacking in blood; and the obscure passages of poor Rhoby Harris‘s 
ravings, where she complained of the sharp teeth of a glassy-eyed, 
half-visible presence. 

Free from unwarranted superstition though I am, these things 
produced in me an odd sensation, which was intensified by a 
pair of widely separated newspaper cuttings relating to deaths 
in the shunned house—one from the Providence Gazette and 
Country-Journal of April 12, 1815, and the other from the Daily 
Transcript and Chronicle of October 27, 1845—each of which 
detailed an appallingly grisly circumstance whose duplication 
was remarkable. It seems that in both instances the dying 
person, in 1815 a gentle old lady named Stafford and in 1845 
a school-teacher of middle age named Eleazar Durfee, became 
transfigured in a horrible way; glaring glassily and attempting to 
bite the throat of the attending physician. Even more puzzling, 
though, was the final case which put an end to the renting of 
the house—a series of anaemia deaths preceded by progressive 
madnesses wherein the patient would craftily attempt the lives of 
his relatives by incisions in the neck or wrist. 

This was in 1860 and 1861, when my uncle had just begun 
his medical practice; and before leaving for the front he heard 
much of it from his elder professional colleagues. The really 
inexplicable thing was the way in which the victims—ignorant 
people, for the ill-smelling and widely shunned house could now 
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comprehensive history of the site from its very settlement in 1636—
or even before, if any Narragansett Indian legend could be unearthed 
to supply the data. I found, at the start, that the land had been part of 
the long strip of home lot granted originally to John Throckmorton; 
one of many similar strips beginning at the Town Street beside the 
river and extending up over the hill to a line roughly corresponding 
with the modern Hope Street. The Throckmorton lot had later, 
of course, been much subdivided; and I became very assiduous in 
tracing that section through which Back or Benefit Street was later 
run. It had, a rumour indeed said, been the Throckmorton graveyard; 
but as I examined the records more carefully, I found that the graves 
had all been transferred at an early date to the North Burial Ground 
on the Pawtucket West Road. 

Then suddenly I came—by a rare piece of chance, since it 
was not in the main body of records and might easily have been 
missed—upon something which aroused my keenest eagerness, 
fitting in as it did with several of the queerest phases of the affair. 
It was the record of a lease, in 1697, of a small tract of ground 
to an Etienne Roulet and wife. At last the French element had 
appeared—that, and another deeper element of horror which 
the name conjured up from the darkest recesses of my weird and 
heterogeneous reading—and I feverishly studied the platting of 
the locality as it had been before the cutting through and partial 
straightening of Back Street between 1747 and 1758. I found 
what I had half expected, that where the shunned house now 
stood the Roulets had laid out their graveyard behind a one-story 
and attic cottage, and that no record of any transfer of graves 
existed. The document, indeed, ended in much confusion; and I 
was forced to ransack both the Rhode Island Historical Society 
and Shepley Library before I could find a local door which 
the name Etienne Roulet would unlock. In the end I did find 
something; something of such vague but monstrous import that I 
set about at once to examine the cellar of the shunned house itself 
with a new and excited minuteness. 

The Roulets, it seemed, had come in 1696 from East 
Greenwich, down the west shore of Narragansett Bay. They were 
Huguenots from Caude, and had encountered much opposition 
before the Providence selectmen allowed them to settle in the 
town. Unpopularity had dogged them in East Greenwich, whither 
they had come in 1686, after the revocation of the Edict of Nantes, 
and rumour said that the cause of dislike extended beyond mere 
racial and national prejudice, or the land disputes which involved 
other French settlers with the English in rivalries which not even 
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This was to be my realm, too—I could not escape it. I would 
never die, but would live with those who had lived since before 
man ever walked the earth.

I met also that which had been her grandmother. For eighty 
thousand years Pth’thya-l’yi had lived in Y’ha-nthlei, and thither 
she had gone back after Obed Marsh was dead. Y’ha-nthlei was 
not destroyed when the upper-earth men shot death into the sea. 
It was hurt, but not destroyed. The Deep Ones could never be 
destroyed, even though the palaeogean magic of the forgotten 
Old Ones might sometimes check them. For the present they 
would rest; but some day, if they remembered, they would rise 
again for the tribute Great Cthulhu craved. It would be a city 
greater than Innsmouth next time. They had planned to spread, 
and had brought up that which would help them, but now they 
must wait once more. For bringing the upper-earth men’s death 
I must do a penance, but that would not be heavy. This was the 
dream in which I saw a shoggoth for the first time, and the sight 
set me awake in a frenzy of screaming. That morning the mirror 
definitely told me     I had acquired the Innsmouth look.

So far I have not shot myself as my uncle Douglas did. I 
bought an automatic and almost took the step, but certain dreams 
deterred me. The tense extremes of horror are lessening, and I feel 
queerly drawn toward the unknown sea-deeps instead of fearing 
them. I hear and do strange things in sleep, and awake with a 
kind of exaltation instead of terror. I do not believe I need to wait 
for the full change as most have waited. If I did, my father would 
probably shut me up in a sanitarium as my poor little cousin is 
shut up. Stupendous and unheard-of splendours await me below, 
and I shall seek them soon. Iä-R’lyeh! Cthulhu fhtagn! Iä! Iä! No,  
I shall not shoot myself—I cannot be made to shoot myself !

I shall plan my cousin’s escape from that Canton madhouse, 
and together we shall go to marvel-shadowed Innsmouth. We 
shall swim out to that brooding reef in the sea and dive down 
through black abysses to Cyclopean and many-columned Y’ha-
nthlei, and in that lair of the Deep Ones we shall dwell amidst 
wonder and glory for ever.
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