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PREFACE

AT THE beginning of the period, 1925 through 1929, Foyered by this
second volume of Lovecraft’s selected letters, Ho.ward Phillips Lovecraft
(1890-1937) was living with his wife Sonia in Brooklyr}. But 1923
proved to be a disastrous year for both of them——.the marriage suffere
intolerable stress from the illness and hospitalization of. Mrs. Lovecraft,
from his inability to find either a regular market er hlS. macabre tales,
or a regular job, and by the loss of personal belongmg§ ina .burglary of
their apartment. The impact of these misfortunes was intensified by the
depressing effect of his environment, the alien, rootless, and amorp‘k‘x.ous
society of a polyglot machine civilization. New York, he wrote, “is a
dead city.” '

Financial difficulties of Weird Tales, his principal source of income,
tesulted in a reorganization, but the new editor, Farnsworth Wright, re-
Jected most of his new stories. Lovecraft tried in vain to find steady em-
Ployment by answering want advertisements and applying at job agen-
cies. He began to do revision work and ghost-writing for other authors.

His friends in the metropolitan area happening to have names that
began with the letters K, L, and M—George Kitk, Arthur Leeds, Frank
Belknap Long, Samuel Loveman, Everett McNeil, James F. Morton—
they formed the “Kalem Club’—the nucleus of the New York “gang”’
of his letters—and met weekly, meetings often followed by hours of
falk and many miles of hiking trips exploring the old sections of the
City by night.

When Mrs. Lovecraft's health improved, an out-of-town position for
her seemed not only desirable but essential, even though it meant a sep-
aration and the surrender of the Brooklyn lodgings. Sonia accepted em-
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ployment away from the city, and Lovecraft returned to his native Prov-
idence in April, 1926.

The return of an exile has seldom been recorded in such poignant
and rapturous detail as Lovecraft's account of his journey home. He
awoke, as it were, from a long sleep, one that was a nightmare to him,
and resumed his real life in the New England of his ancestors. *I am
Providence,” he wrote to his correspondents, “and Providence is my-
self.” It remained his home for the rest of his life except for excursions
and a period in May, 1928, when he rejoined his wife in Brooklyn. It
was then mutually agreed that the differences in their careers, goals, and
needs must inevitably dissolve the marriage. Divorce was granted in
Rhode Island in the winter of 1928-1929.

A marked change became evident in Lovecraft and was reflected in
his letters after his return to Providence in 1926. His style became more
flexible, touches of humor more frequent, and his range of interests
wider. Slowly, too, he became broader in outlook and more tolerant.

He began to explore colonial survivals in old Providence, extended
his outings to ancestral regions of western Rhode Island, and carried his
antiquarian tours of pre-Revolutionary America from Vermont to the old
fishing ports of Massachusetts and as far south as Williamsburg, Vir-
ginia. These detailed, first-hand observations furnished the authentic
background of his tales. Just as his residence in Brooklyn gave him the
realism of setting for The Horror at Red Hook, so his familiarity with
Marblehead gave him the locale for The Shadow Over Innsmoutb,
Providence for Pickman’s Model, and Salem for his fiction about
Arkham.

He completed his survey, Supernatural Horror in Literature, which he
had begun in Brooklyn. He wrote The Shunned House and his novels,
The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath and The Case of Charles Dexter
Ward. In addition to such short tales as He and I the Vault, he pro-
duced The Colour out of Space and The Call of Cthulhu, the first story
in his Cthulhu mythology which he developed more fully in subsequent
narratives.

While his literary output continued at irregular intervals, a greater
amount of time was given to revision work that brought him a more
dependable income. He went to Boston to confer with the escape artist,
Harry Houdini, for whom he had previously ghost-written material in
New York. Another of his clients was Mrs. Zealia Brown Reed, later
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Mrs. D. W. Bishop, some of whose stories published in Weird Tales
owed most of their atmosphere to Lovecraft. .

The heaviest demands on his time, however, came from the growing
tide of his correspondence which steadily mounted to ten, t.hen fifteen,
and even twenty or more letters a day. Part of this voll.ml‘lnous.corre-
spondence was routine and stemmed from his long a.ssocxatlon‘thh the
amateur journalism movement of the 19105 and 1920s, from his profes-
sional work in literary revision, and from his submission of stories to
editors. But the bulk of his letters was with author protegés like Frank
Belknap Long, old friends like the scholarly James Ferdinand Morton
of the Paterson Museum and Maurice W. Moe of the Milwaukee Public
Schools, or newer admirers and protegés like Clark Ashton Smith, Don-
ald Wandrei, August Derleth, Bernard Austin Dwyer, Elizabeth Tol-
dridge, and others.

For years he answered mail promptly, in long-hand, in letters that
sometimes covered thirty, fifty, or seventy typewriter-size pages closely
written. An occasional extended letter required a week or more to
finish. He wrote as fluently and rapidly as he talked, and those who
knew him have testified that there was no difference between the charac-
ter of his speech and that of his epistles. They were, in fact, a substitute
for the discussions and dialogues he had enjoyed with congenial friends
in New York. But kindred souls were few in Providence, and letters
became his conversation, delivered in script instead of speech.

His correspondence expanded until it became so great a burden as to
preclude any other work or activity. Of necessity he took steps to curtail
it by delayed answers, briefer replies, and tactful explanations. Yet the
8reat range of topics in the epistolary flood had expanded his own inter-
ests and insights, and broadened his views, and he could not contem-
plate abandoning his correspondence altogether.

His strong feeling of identification with eighteenth century England
and with ancient Rome remained constant. “The eighteenth century is
my illusion,” he wrote; and he lived it in his antiquarian explorations
of c.olonial America. And in his extraordinary nightmare of Roman-oc-
Cupied Spain, he lived his dream of the conquering legions.

But he also became increasingly aware of the social and technological
C_hanges taking place in the post-war era of the 1920s, the mechaniza-
:?;e and urbanization of civilization, the passing of the old agrarian

t. He scorned these developments, their apologists and interpreters,
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the machine culture represented by the intellectual avant-garde of mod-
ern art, whom he regarded as symbols of the decadence of western cul-
ture, similar to the decadence of Rome after the Augustan age.

Lovecraft's view of the decline of western civilization, while in many
respects similar to that of Oswald Spengler, had one basis on his own
philosophy that was unique. In his frequent discussions of imagination,
aesthetics, and art, of the life of the mind and the life of dream, he
coined various phrases to describe his special outlook, but in letters of
later years he constantly used the term “cosmic-mindedness”. The
growth of this perspective can be seen throughout the letters in this vol-
ume. He looked at the pinpoint of the world, the ephemeral motes of
people, as from an utmost abyss of space far outside the universe, and
from a remote suspension beyond the beginning or end of time.

This supreme vision, this quality of cosmic-mindedness, this search-
ing scrutiny of the world around him in detail but in the long perspec-
tive of all time and the total universe gives to his letters an overtone not
previously known in epistolary records. By his own statements he was a
mechanistic materialist, an atheist, a seeker of truth always, a hater of
superstition, pretense, falsehood, and error. He was a rationalist, a hu-
manist, a realist in his daily living; he was a myth-maker, and visionary
in the life of the mind and the capacity to dream.

Probably it was the spontaneous recognition by his many correspon-
dents of his unique matrix that caused them to preserve their letters from
H. P. Lovecraft, and to make this selective publication possible, It is
unlikely that the thought ever occurred to Lovecraft himself that his let-
ters would even be preserved, let alone published. Yet they may ulti-
mately prove to be as enduring a monument as the best of his tales of
supernatural horror.

AUGUST DERLETH
DoONALD WANDREI

July 17, 1967
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179. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Via Clintonia
Feby. 16, 1925

To His Serene High Mightiness, Ferdinand II, Commander of the An-
tique, Curious, and Exotick, Sire:—

And now, Sire, if you have not wholly put behind you your antient
custom of sometimes journeying incognito among commoners, may we
of this wretched abode—Sir George Willard Kirke, Bt., and Lewis, 23d
Viscount Theobald—not look forward to the felicity of a Royal visit on
the evening of Wednesday next—18th February—when at this castle
will assemble the regular conclave of feudal baronage, including Lord
Francis de Long, of Belknap Manor, Sir Arthur Leeds, K. C. B., Cardi-
nal Samuel Loveman, Bishop St. John of Bushwick, and your miserable
hosts? Suitable verses will be compos'd in your honour, singing the
praises of vested rank both vertically and horizontally.

And so it goes! Here, Sir, is our esteem the most profound, (collog.
Late XVIII cent.) which in all humility do we proffer, soliciting that,
unworthy tho’ it be, you do for some brief space preserve it in the Mu-
saeum of your heart!

Shantih, Shantih, Shantih!
Council of Peers,
per. L. Theobald,
Exalted Secretary

I80. TO JAMES F, MORTON

Friday, March 1926
Tacobe Maxime:—

.......... One of the price statements—21.50—Ilured me on in and
UP—and before I reeled out I had fallen for the aforementioned scenery.

3
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Since then I've been fussing about alterations, and when I finally get the
thing—today—I expect to sport the most acceptable false facade that
I've sported for some little while, And if any thief
touches #his outfit; why, by — __, I'll smash his _______
for him with one fist whilst I pulverise his
with the other, meanwhile kicking him
posteriorly with both feet in their most pointed shoes and manner!
I. E, if I catch him.

Well—back to the envelope addressing! A patri-
arch’s new-suited blessing on thy head! Pax vobiscum!

Theobaldus

I8I. TO MRS, F, C. CLARK

169 Clinton St.
Brooklyn, N.Y.

April 21, 1925
My dear Daughter:—

Being at last possess'd of a spare moment, I take my pen in hand to
acquaint you with the particulars of my late delightful visit to the Fed-
eral City of Washington, and the adjacent parts of Virginia. Tho’ my
time of observation was short, I endeavourd to employ it to the best
advantage; so that I feel certain of having procur’d a very fair notion of
the antient region I travers’d. The eve of my departure was markt with
exceeding great bustle; Messrs. Kleiner and Loveman supping with the
departing travellers—George Kirk, Esq., and myself—at the Italian or-
dinary in Downing-Street, and later accompanying us not only home,
where we completed our final preparations, but to the station as well ;
bidding us adieu at midnight as we stood in line outside the gate, await-
ing the readiness of the coach.

Being admitted to our seats, we found the company less promiscuous
than the publick nature of the vehicle had led us to expect; and finding
a pleasing bench on the left-hand side, we proceeded to make ourselves
comfortable—my companion insisting that I take the seat next the win-

dow, since the route was new to me, whilst he had been over it
before. ... ...
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Of Baltimore itself—founded in 1729 and doubtless possessing many
engrossing antiquities—we saw but little; since thfz route thro mos? of
it lay in a pair of tunnels, the space between which ho.lds. the statxc.)n.
What I did behold was quite promising—rows of red brick hf)uses w_lfh
marble steps and window lintels—and I hope some day to mdu’lge in
further exploration of the place. At present, however, we hurry’d on;
penetrating a country of no great attractiveness and stud)tmig our guide-
books of Washington, to keep fresh in our minds the desired sights of a
goal so swiftly drawing near. The actual arrival was abmpt'and undra-
matick. Quite of a sudden, and whilst we were still in a region so fres’h
and countrified as to suggest no sign of a large town, the guard c.all d
out “‘Washington!”, and everyone seized garments to prepare for alight-
ing. No buildings of great size or frequency were vxsxble', and I ‘hefd
quite begun to doubt the word of the postilion when .Gec.Jrgxus sustain d
his contention by pointing out a misty skyward obelisk in the dim dis-
tance, which I cou’d not but recognise from pictures as the fam'd Wasb-
ington Monument. Another second, and the coach was still, safe within
the commodious trainshed. ...... .

And so I emerg’'d from under the Roman arch and behelc.l the city.
The morning sun was high and brilliant, and the summerish air tolcfl me
at once that I had at last set foot in that gentle Old South of which I
have so often dream’d. Green and white were omnipresent—springtime
leaves and grass, and delectable expanses of aethereal cherry-blo.ssox.ns;
which latter, indeed, were past their greatest profusion, and beginning
to be replac’'d by the gay and multi-colour’d flowers of the many gar-
dens. The town, brooding quietly in the Sabbath radiance despite the
herds of sightseers unloos’d upon it, does not at first impress one. The
Monument is so distant, the sky so vacant of tall buildings, and the
ground so devoted to parks, malls, and wide spaces, tha; one car_mot
gather the sense of compact and active life which one usually associates
with large cities. Then, too, near the station are certain te.mporanl_y un-
developed tracts, and a plenitude of large, low buildings which—
though having an elderly and colonial aspect—are really only the tem-
porary lath-and-cement structures put up in war-time to house. the.excess
of special government workers. I saw the capitol dome looming impor-
tantly through the delicate verdure of young foliage, and was on every
hand conscious of a note of leisure and reposefulness at once bespeak-
ing the austral milieu. Now came stamps—bought at a post office next
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the station where a grandly cloistral air animated an interior of vast size
and drowsily ornate dimness—and a matutinal meal, snatched at a mod-
est refectory but little suggestive of background and glamour. Supplies
on board, we set out with buoyant step for the Capitol ; observing as we
went the temporary war buildings, which on closer inspection display’d
some highly attractive Georgian characteristicks. The general landskip
was still unimpressive, tho’ a peculiar atmospherick quality induc'd a
sense of mild exaltation—perhaps thro’ aesthetick channels, since the
sky was bluer, the foliage greener, the flowers gayer, and the marble
structures whiter, than such things seem in the North. We did not omit
noticing the Library of Congress, which fail'd to captivate us, or the
House and Senate buildings; and once in a while a vista wou'd open up
and enhance our impression of semi-rural spaciousness and freshness,
whilst the charm of the low skyline grew on us each moment. At last,
after traversing a delectable bit of patk, we reacht the Capitol on its
commanding elevation, and began to circumnavigate it till we attain’d
that central and original portion whose corner-stone was laid by Genl.
Washington, with Masonick ceremonies, in 1793, whose north wing
was first occupy’d in 1800, and whose south wing was completed in
1811, under the architectural superintendence of Latrobe, designer of
the United States Bank at Philadelphia and of the Popish cathedral at
Baltimore. The central or connecting part, as all know, was erected after
the burning of the city in 1814 during the war, and modell'd from the
Plans of the mighty Boston architect Charles Bulfinch, who to his native
city was a veritable Christopher Wren, and whose crowning work is the
golden-domed Boston State House on Beacon Hill, put up in 1795. The
original Capitol building—central portion with dome, and the two
wings—was finisht in 1827; the two extensions being added during the
'fifties, The present dome, as most are aware, is not the first one; but a
replacement, of a stranger material, completed in 1865. As I gaz'd upon
this gigantick construction, I cou’d not but compare it with other simi-
lar buildings I have seen; and I will confess that some of its rivals did
not suffer by the estimate. For perfect artistry of form, delicacy of de-
tail, and purity of material, it cannot compete with our own modern
Rhode-Island State House; and I am certain no true Providence man can
help feeling pride when he reflects that its superior constantly looms
majestick and marmoreal over his native place, giving background and
dignity to Exchange-Place and Market-Square, and forming a magnifi-
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cent focus for the upper end of Narragansett Bay. God Save His
Majesty’'s ~ Province  of  Rhode-Island  and  Providence-

Plantations! . ................

Yr. aff: Parent & Obt: Servt:
H.P. L.

182. TO EDGAR J. DAVIS
May 12, 1925

My Child:—

Up to last October, your description of hospital life would have ex-
cited no visual mnemonic imagery in my consciousness, for I had never
seen the interior of such an institution at any great length. In that
month, however, my wife was ill for some time at the Brooklyn Hospi-
tal, and from visiting her each day I acquired no little familiarity with
the sights, sounds, and atmospheric touches peculiar to the temples of
Hygeia. I trust that your emergence from pamper’d solitude to the rela-
tive publicity of a limited ward is not attended by any serious regrets.
Your soul and personality are still your own, and if the burthen of the
herd mind presses too seriously upon you, you can always retire haughtily
within their impregnable recesses. . .. ... ...

Your most obt great-grandfather and humble Servnt
H. P. Lovecraft

183. TO MRS, F. C. CLARK
Wednesday Morning
May 20, 1925
My dear Daughter Lillian:—
................................ Here I'll have to admit a fall
from grace so far as non-purchasing is concern’d, for a great volume of

Bulwer-Lytton, with most of the weird novels complete—Zanoni, A
Strange Story, and The Howuse and the Brain—for only ften cents,
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proved a fatal bait; and I departed from the Schulte Emporium with less
in my pocket and more in my hand. But only a dime,
remember! ............ You may smilingly doubt the genuineness
of Old Theobald’s retirement from the world—but look sharp! The
hour was two p. m., and Kirk was ready for an afternoon of empty
dawdling around bookstalls and cafeterias—already he had proposed
some coffee at the Sheridan Square place, (where you got the breaded
veal you didn’t like) since the Downing Street joint is weak on that
beverage—but what do you suppose Grandpa did ? I'll tell you! The old
gentleman made exceedingly polite excuses, bowed low, and took the
underground stage-coach home—straight home, James!—where he sat
tight reading and writing all the rest of the day, retired at night, and
arose on the morrow to tuck his books under his arm and start for a
solitary open-air day in nearby Fort Greene Park. There, on a bench
against a secluded verdant slope, I read continuously all day; stopping
only at twilight, when I wended my homeward way, pausing at John's
Spaghetti place for my usual Sunday dinner of meat balls and spaghetti,
vanilla ice cream, and coffee. Incidentally—not many doors away, on the
other side of Willoughby St., I found a restaurant which specialises in
home-baked beans. It was closed on Sunday, but I shall try it some time
soon. Beans, fifteen cents, with pork, twenty cents. With Frankfort sau-
sages, twenty-five cents. Yes—here is a place which will repay investiga-
tion!

After dinner I laid in some supplies at the cheapest place open on
Sunday, thence proceeding home—where I took one of our 454 dining-
room chairs and went “‘out” for the evening—to my alcove with a pile
of books! A knock came at the door—but I was not there. Windows
and door-cracks show’d no light. Whose business whither I had gone?
And so till bedtime, when I quietly turned in, awaking Monday noon
and resuming my reading and writing. Having supplies, I didn’t go out
or dress, but when evening came I decided it wouldn’t be politic to be
“out” again. Two nights in succession would seem odd a# first, though
that will come very soon when the gang’s habit is weakened a trifle
more. Thus I let the light show—and surely enough Loveman called.
Now grasp the subtle work! I was cordial—but in slippers and dress-
ing-gown, and with room not picked up. I apologised, but introduced
no new or personal topics. With the sight of my writing all heaped
about me, and with the burthen of conversation all thrown on him, my
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ouest did not loll in the morris-chair by the hour as usual; but shortly
:djourned to Kirk’s den—though not without a promise to call on his
way down. Another half-hour passes, and still I write. Now come Kirk’s
three familiar taps on the radiator pipe—to which I have to respond,
since he knows I'm home. But my response is slow, and when I arrive I
am cordial but not inventive of conversation. Another half-hour and
Loveman leaves—with perfect cordiality—whilst Kirk puts himself in
line for a favour—a thing I am particularly glad to grant him, since he
has virtually forced so many substantial courtesies upon me. He, it ap-
pears, had also been loafing about—or working about—in his dressing-
gown, and was greatly in want of a meal yet reluctant to bother to
dress. Now I too was about to dine, so with the utmost hospitality I
invited him down, treated him to A & P spaghetti, cheese, bread, and
vanilla wafers off my best blue china, and bade him a courtly adieu al-
most immediately afterward—for he too felt the inadvisability of lin-
gering in view of the obvious air of preoccupation about the place. All
this while I had been lightly and banteringly alluding to my literary re-
form, both to Kirk and to Loveman; and speaking of the solid work
ahead of me. Thus it was easy to capture the morrow by taking the ini-
tiative about when I would meet them again—saying that I would see
them at the regular Boys' meeting Wednesday, and thus virtually ex-
empting Tuesday. By this step, I could be sure of a quiet Tuesday night
WITHOUT retiring to the alcove.

And so it was, I rested, was up again Tuesday afternoon, wrote let-
ters undisturbed well into the night, rested again, and am now on deck
once more, without having looked on a human face in the interim.
Today I must do some shopping—perhaps I'll take in that grey suit and
see how much it will come to, and maybe I'll be bold enough to gradu-
ate to a straw hat and let my felt be cleaned—and in the evening I shall
have to be host at a Boys' Meeting. This is a McNeil meeting, and will
probably be dull since Morton doubts if he can come whilst Sonny is by
N0 means certain. These formal meetings I won'’t try to dodge just yet
.-the big thing is to get rid of the daily dropping-in and cafeteria loaf-
ing, which is death to any personal intellectual life or creative accom-
plishment. 11l be hard to shelve the gang, but with tact I am certainly
doing it. Just now my prime difficulty is how to not to offend Loveman
by refusing his proposition for a Philadelphia excursion some Sunday
soon. He wants to see the colonial prrt of the town, and wishes my ser-
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vices as a guide—being eager to pay my fare at the special excursion
rate of three dollars. Now if I had the money, I'd be glad enough of
the trip—Heaven knows I want to see a real white man’s town badly
enough—but unless I pay my own fare, there will be an inescapable at-
mosphere of obligation which will lessen my sense of independence in
breaking free. It is such dubious taste to let a fellow treat one to a trip
on Sunday, and refuse to open the door to him Monday evening! So I'll
have to squirm out—though how to do it without offence, in view of
the pressing cordiality, will certainly require allopathic doses of the sub-
tlety I've been detailing in the past few pages! Saturday night is the
Blue Pencil meeting at the Simonton studio, but I rather think I'll cut it
despite the oratorical reproofs which Mortonius will heap upon my
head. I may, though, take in their New Jersey picnic and “hike” Memo-
rial Day. And in June Sechrist is coming to New York again for a day
or so, bringing two of his children—an occasion on which I'll feel it a
duty to repay the consideration he show'd me in Washington.

Yr. most aff: nephew and obt. Servt: H. P. L.

184. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK
Monday Evening
May 25, 1925
My dear Daughter Lillian:—

The bad news is this—that while I slept, (for it couldn’t have been
while I was in the alcove, on account of the sounds I'd have instantly
heard) my dressing-alcove was entered, either through the door to the
next room or through my door by someone having a key; and 4// my
suits except the thin blue, my Flatbush overcoat, a wicker suitcase of
S. H.’s, Loveman’s radio material, and I know not what else, have been
Stolen. v wiims o It must have happened whilst I slept—roughly, be-
tween six a. m. and eight-thirty p. m. Sunday, eight a. m. and three-
thirty p. m. Monday, or nine p. m. and one-thirty a. m. (just now)
Monday-Tuesday. ............

II
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I can’t yet accustom myself to the shock.—to the grim truth that I
haven’t a suit of clothes to my back save the thin, blue summer one. What
I shall ever do if the property isn't recovered, Heaven alone

1 o
kﬂOWS I could curse the atmosphere blue!! Just as I had decided to
try to look more respectable by keeping my clothes in good order, here
comes this blasted, infernal thunderbolt to deprive me q‘f .the battery of
four suits and one really decent overcoat needed as a minimum of neat
appearance. To Hades with everything!

Yr. aff: Nephew and obt. Servt.
H. P L

. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK ‘
g’ Thursday Night

May 28, 1925
My dear daughter Lillian:—

Thanks prodigiously for the sympathy on the recent disast'er——'but
don’t let it worry you! Never waste emotion on the othe; fellow’s plight
—if any expressiveness is needed, I can furnish enough cuss-words to
fill the suppressed pat of a censored dictionaty of synonyms! Ya’.h! IfI
were writing 2 primer at this moment I'd cut out the A B C’s alto-
gether, and start in with a really vital and graphic letter—in dogble-
size, heavy-faced, capitalised italic form! Yes—it takes regl rhetonc. to
expound the sensations of one suddenly stripped of raiment which
formed not only a tasteful adornment of the present, but a relique of
former youth and a legacy of past ages amounting—the case.of the
older garments—to the virtual sentimental equivalent of an heirloom!
Alas for the robes of my infancy, perennial in their bloom, and now cut
off—or snatched offi—in the finest flowering of their first few decades!
They knew the slender youth of old, and expanded to accommodate the
portly citizen of middle life—aye, and condensed again to shroud the
wizened shanks of old age! And now they are gone—gone—and th.e
grey, bent wearer still lives to bemoan his nudity; gathering around his
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lean sides as best he may the strands of his long white beard to serve
him in the office of a garment!

YES, WE HAVE NO OTHER BUT WE DO HAVE
new Flatbush overcoat 1924. ABSTRACTIONS 1918 thin blue suit

old 1915 thick suit S. H.'s wicker 1909 light overcoat

newer 1921 thick suit suitcase 1917 light overcoat

newest 1923 thin grey suit Loveman’s radio 1918 winter overcoat
TODAY set moth-eaten old flannel

trousers—grey
odd grey skeleton coat—
shapeless
straw hat—clean and
shapely
newly renovated felt hat
old brown felt hat for
rainy days
all gloves, ties, and linen
all shoes and rubbers and
slippers
STILL

........... By seven it was over; and bidding the Longs farewell
at the 96th St. station I proceeded forthwith to the Public Library in
42nd St—where we saw the manuscripts—to read a new Arthur
Machen tale, The Shining Pyramid, obtainable there but not removable
from the building. Belknap had told me about it. In this calling my ev-
enings my own, to read in or do what I please in, I am achieving a
sense of balance, freedom, and regained individual personality which I
have long lacked. I had been asked to spend that evening around the
Fourth Avenue and Downing Street slums with the gang, and would
have felt myself compelled by courtesy to do so a couple of months ago.
Now, however, I am severely and relentlessly my own master; and po-
litely countered the well-meant invitation with the statement that my
own affairs might make it impossible, great as would be my regret, and
so on. What I wanted to do I did—read The Shining Pyramid and
found it fair though not Machen’s best, took the subway home to a
peaceful hearth, gave Kirk and Loveman a civil welcome (though with
such indications of early retiring—opened couch, etc—as did not en-
courage long mooning and staring over nothing) when they called
about midnight, and settled down to finish my Conrad book before
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finally seeking my couch. Neat? I'm getting the world in training! The
old vacuously gregarious spirit is shrinking without any decrease in cor-
diality, and in my recaptured peace and quiet I am laying the founda-
tions of a concentrative power which may yet enable me to do some-
thing—financially as well as artistically—and win back the more active
mind and sense of humour which once upon a time I enjoyed; a power
which not even the sickening shock of sudden robbery and lack of ade-
quate wardrobe can impair. ‘

The next day was up at noon, surveyed the odds and ends discovered
in the freebooters’ nest, and did considerable writing and reading be-
fore it was time to go up to Sonny’s for the meeting. .......... Leeds
and I had talked very seriously about the Yesley writing venture; and
when I rode down town with Leeds I continued the conversation, get-
ting more and more workable details from his kindly and willing lips.
So keen on the trail of industrial facts did I become, indeed, that I
broke my anti-loafing rule and had coffee with him at a restaurant near
his hotel; absorbing the general “hang” of his proposition and learning
exactly what I would and wouldn’t be expected to do if I definitely de-
cided to go in for it and “play the market” for real money with some of
my new and hard-won time, energy, and independence. He agreed to
show me the ropes thoroughly, and see that my articles (which need not
be signed) received proper sales treatment; and predicted that I ought
to stand as good a chance at making money as himself or anybody else
who has proved he can do it. And I told him I would tackle the thing
—and he means to send me my first assignment in a week or two, when
he can get together the leads best suited to me (real estate, largely) and
find the right models for imitation among his old magazines. Of course,
I am no longer moved or excited over any outlook of this sort. I know
all-these business vistas turn very swiftly to mirages before one’s eyes,
and make one kick oneself for any naive enthusiasm one may have
shown in advance. But it is at least no crime to indulge in frankly fan-
tastic speculation, and I can see myself—in an imaginatively fictional
Way—with an actual income and possible future for the first time in my
life. My first act on achieving any really regular stipend would be to
feturn to New England;—for location is immaterial to the venture—the
Boston district (out Salem—Marblehead way) at first, till I could really
acquire some solidity; and finally, after a proper Hub apprenticeship,
the sacred soil of Providence, re-won through pain and labour, and nev-
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er-more to be quitted by a sedate old gentleman who sampled the world
and found that its dearest jewel was the hearthstone he left
behingd] ooy« oovon iwon sniomnna

More bulletins later. For the present I will subscribe myself Yr. most
aff: Nephew and obt. Servt.: H. P. L.

186. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK
Friday Afternoon

June 5, 1925
My dear Daughter Lillian:—

- As to clothing—since I am keeping clear of people as much as
possible, I shan’t get anything quite yet. Mostly I am here in my night-
shirt, (thanks for those coming—1I have on the other newly mended one
at this moment!) and on my solitary tramps to the park I shall
(weather permitting) wear the old limp skeleton coat and flannel trou-
sers. When making an ordinary trip in company, I shall wear the blue
coat (for truly, the other is quite absurd!) with the light flannel trou-
sers, (a permissible combination, though not greatly to my taste) saving
the blue trousers well pressed for nicer occasions—as when I 8o up to
Sonny’s house for lunch. Otherwise, the blue trousers will soon be
gone; for they are grievously thin, threadbare, and shiny in the seat, and
the cloth is worn off round the edges of the pockets, showing bits of a
yellowish lining beneath. Like you, I wouldn't believe that one could
buy a decent suit for twenty-five dollars nowadays—especially a two-
trousers suit—yet here is Little Belknap with the actual, irrefutable
proof. He paid just that—yet I can see how well the suit becomes him,
and how finely it wears. Come to think of it, yox saw him in a twenty-
five dollar grey which he put on for the first time about the period of
your call there. I have thought of trying for still cheaper bargains—old
models or out-of-season goods, to which Leeds might tip me off. A win-
ter suit now might be very cheap, or a summer suit next September or
October—the latter bargain being the more likely, since winter goods
have a tendency to be regarded as year-round staples, whilst summer
materials occasionally go at ridiculous reductions as autumn advances.
What a devil of a predicament! One can never be really at ease with
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Jess than four suits—two of each weight, so that one of the right sort
can always be ready in good condition for whatever occasion may re-

quire it.
With renewed assurances of my high consideration, I am, Madam,
Yr. most affec: Nephew and obt: Servt.
H.P.L.

187. TO MAURICE W. MOE ;
169 Clinton Street

Brooklyn, N. Y.
June 15, 1925
Mocrates, My Son:—

But to return to chronological order—in October, not long after my
aunt's departure for Providence, the indifferent health of my wif.e cul-
minated in a double breakdown, nervous and gastric. Being without
servants in the apartment, my wife did not wish to eke along with any
home treatment—especially since an operation for removal of the gall-
bladder was threatened—so she took up her quarters on the fourth floor
of the Brooklyn Hospital, in a sunny room whose windows opened on a
spacious balcony and overlooked both the verdant hills of Fort Grefine
Park and the picturesque steeples of eastern Brooklyn. Expert medical
advice from three leaders of the profession—Dr. Westbrook, a general
practitioner descended in direct line from my architect-hero Sir Chris-
topher Wren, Dr. Kingman, a nerve specialist, and Dr. Cra.ne,.a nasal
specialist who thought some of the nerve trouble came from a misplaced
septum—did much to mitigate the acuteness of the trouble; and afFer
three weeks of dieting and reclining the patient was discharged with in-
structions to rest at least six weeks in the country. Westbrook wanted to
operate on the gall-bladder, but layman that I am, I urged my spouse
not to let him without the concurrent opinion of several first-rate physi-
cians. Such an operation was the immediate cause of my mother’s
death, and I had heard of other methods of dealing with obstinate liver
complaints. Later I was very glad I thus held out—for a subsequent
physician, a woman graduate of the Sorbonne with a high Paris reputa-
tion, has done wonders with milder dietetic methods, and advises




16 SELECTED LETTERS

against surgery. During this hospital period I had my first experience in
lone housekeeping. Aided by the written instructions of my wife I made
coffee that I could actually drink, and cooked spaghetti that I could ac-
tually eat—and as a matter of personal pride I kept the house swept and
dusted. I may have said that after my advent the furnishing was changed;
the dining-room which you saw becoming my study, with all my own
things from Providence, and the living-room becoming a combination
dining-living room after a plan first adopted by Frank B. Long's
mother. I visited the hospital each day; bringing books, papers, and
such edibles as were permitted, and meanwhile gained a practice in soli-
tary food preparation which was later to serve me in good stead. On
Hallowe’en I welcomed back the mistress of the manse, having pre-
viously decorated the living-room with appropriate black and orange
streamers, and paper witches at strategic points. As soon as possible
after this, we located what seemed to be a good rustic retreat for an
invalid or convalescent; and one evening in early November set out for
the agrestic acres of one Mrs. R. A. Craig in South Somerville, N. J.,
something over half way to Philadelphia. Reaching the farmhouse by
motor from the station, we found it quite tolerable though somewhat
lonely; and to my mind vastly enhanced by the lively presence of a large
family of irresistible gray kittens. The next day we explored the sur-
rounding country, which proved rather flattish as compared with New
England, yet which was by no means unattractive. The nearest village
—Somerville—possessed considerable quaintness and charm. Now as
just mentioned, this region is more than half way from N. Y. to Phila-
delphia—so that I thought the opportunity for further antiquarian ex-
ploration in the Quaker metropolis too good to miss. Accordingly it was
not for N. Y. but for Dr. Franklin’s thriving town that I set out when I
finally took my leave of Somerville, where the superior nine-tenths
seemed comfortably settled. .............. Meanwhile my wife was
improving so much that she began to take notice of professional things;
and when, in December, she received a sudden offer of an important
and highly salaried post in the largest department-store of Cincinnati
she determined to try it for a while—I to engage a room until some
permanent system could be devised. Looking about for quarters with the
assistance of my aunt, we finally hit upon this old place in the Brooklyn
Heights region of brick and brown-stone, within sight of the sea, and
with an old-world air of musty stateliness which to many suggests parts
of London. Since my wife was, as part of her new wortk, to be in N. Y.
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frequently for a week at a time, we had to secure arrangements large
enough for two. This we did by taking a spacious corner foom with two
alcoves, one for dressing materials and the other with washing
paraphernalia. ....... Shortly after my advent here I persuaded
George Kirk to take the room above me; anc.l when LoYemaq dwel_t only
a few squares off, we certainly had the makings of quite a little literary
colony. On Dec. 31st the last load left Parkside Ave._-——.some_ goods here,
some in storage,—and my wife took the train for Cincinnati, v_vhere' she
had found an excellent boarding place—an almost family-like circle
where her two principal associates were a pair of high-school teachers
from Maine, the Misses Parington and Curtis. I began the new year at
169 Clinton St., exceedingly active in the affairs of our local gang—
Morton, Kleiner, Loveman, Leeds, McNeil, Long, Kirk, etc.—and fre-
quently serving as host to them in the quarters whose furnishings they
complimented so generously. They do me the honour to say that my place
looks exceptionally classic and restful, and that its rnellovs{ sedateness sug-
gests continuous occupancy for years if not for generations. When my
wife visited, she acted as hostess with the most extreme graciousness;
and all agreed that we did remarkably well with the limited space at our
command.

But the exact state of things was not for long. The strain of the new
position told on my wife’s health; so that she was twice in a priva.te
hospital—a well known establishment conducted by a Dr. Beyer—‘ﬂ'n
Cincinnati, and finally thought it advisable to relinquish the responsibil-
ities of her arduous post. From the middle of February to the middle of
March she rested here, then taking belatedly the advice of last October
and seeking prolonged rural retirement; this time under ideal conditions
in the household of a woman physician at Saratoga Springs. There she
remained till a week ago, when she returned hither for an indefinite
period. She now seems fairly well, though easily fatigued. The turmoil
and throngs of N. Y. depress her, as they have begun to do me, and
eventually we hope to clear out of this Babylonish burg for good. I fmd
it a bore after the novelty of the museums, skyline and bolder architec-
tural effects has worn off, and hope to get back to New England for the
rest of my life—the Boston district at first, and later Providence, if -I
ever get the money to live there as befits a member of my family. As it
is, my principal pastime these days is getting away from the atmosphere
of New York. Last summer and this spring I have spent much time ex-
ploring the colonial reaches of Staten Island and the adjacent New Jer-
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sey shore—especially ancient Elizabeth-town, a pure Georgian city
which T haunt continually, and where my wife and I spent the afternoon
only two days ago.

But my most spectacular feat of the season is reducing. You know
how fat I was in 1923, and how bitterly I resented the circumstance, In
1924 I grew even worse, till finally I had to adopt a #16 collar! Dur-
ing the combined period of my wife's hospital sojourn and my Philadel-
phia trip, I had the opportunity of regulating my own diet for the first
time in my entire career—eating just as much as I wanted, rather than
as much as someone else thought I ought to have. Upon the close of this
period I had thinned perceptibly, returning to a 153/ collar ... .. I
don’t know how much I lost, for after passing the one hundred ninety-
three mark on the upward course a year before, I had refused to mount
a pair of scales! During the winter I kept a sterner guard of my diet,
and managed not to regain the tonnage I had lost—and then, when in
January I became absolute autocrat of my breakfast, dinner, and supper
table, I flung my hat in the air—or ring—and started reducing in ear-
nest!! And I didn’t even need to be fat at all! It was all the result of
acquiescing spinelessly in the dicta of one’s solicitous family! How the
pounds flew! I helped the course along by exercise and outdoor walks,
and every time my friends saw me they were either pleased or fright-
ened at the startling shrinkage. Fortunately I had not been fat for so
many years that the skin must needs suffer radical distension. Instead, it
shrunk neatly along with the tissue beneath, leaving a firm surface and
simply restoring the lost outlines of 1915 and before. And what a story
the scales and my clothing told! The latter had to be thoroughly re-tai-
lored, whilst every week I bought smaller and smaller collars. It was
dramatic—breathless—sensational—this reclamation of a decade-lost
statue from the vile mud which had so long encrusted it. As you may
imagine, my wife protested fearfully at what secemed an alarming de-
cline. I received long scolding letters from my aunts, and was lectured
severely by Mrs. Long every time I went up to see Little Belknap. But I
knew what I was doing, and kept on like grim death. I had simply
changed my dietetic standard to the normal, and—as I hope—perma-
nently broken the fat-accumulating tendency. When I had condensed to
my old pre-war figure, I ceased to apply the extremes of my method—
yet not only did I escape a subsequent increase, but have even lost nine
additional pounds—this last year without even trying. I now publickly
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ty of my diet, and do not permit my wife to
2;"0(‘1” r:;yirlla :i::silo??ts.t eIfy you w};re to meet me on the street tomorrow
f:; would not know me except from the very earliest pictures you ever
zaw——the story is told by figures like these: weight, one b{z;zdi'ed forty-
six pounds; waist with shirt and underclothing on, thirty inches; collar
(and a loose fit at that) 14%. And I mean to stay that way a long, long
while! Here is a snapshot of Little Belknap and me, t.aken a rn?nth iﬁo
when my weight was one hundred fifty-four. Some difference r(l)énh Z
old porpoise you saw a couplf o‘f years ago, eh? And as Fate would hav
i is beginning to get fat! ,
5 ISOtIII\I:ZI: I rr?entiorid tie Great Robbery on my card of t'other di);;
Yes—on Sunday, May 24, thieves operating from t1.1e next‘ room .(Whl
they had hired) cleaned out my dressing alcove, w1t}'1 which their krooncll
has a perpetually locked door in common. They picked the loc ar;d
made a thorough job—Ileaving me not a rag to my name save thz ze
blue suit which you saw me in in Providence—bt}t which I changed be-
fore we went to Boston because I didn’t think it was good enough to
wear there! I had hung that carelessly on a chair in the zoom\ proper,
which they did not enter—noble argument for carelessnf?ss, since 1f.I d
hung it up where it belonged, in the alcove, I'd be parading aroum(ii mba
barrel these days! It was a fearful financial blow~.—my whole wzu'ﬁ robe
wiped out, and just after everything had been tallc?red over to fit my
reduced figure. Nothing has turned up from the pohce—t.he whqle loss
included a blanket, a suit case of my wife's, and an expensive radio set I
was storing for Loveman.

And meanwhile pray consider me
Yr. most obt. Servt.
Lo.

188. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
Sunday, Aug. 2, 1925

Hello, Sonny!
I like a tale to be told as directly and impersonally as possible, from

an angle of utter and absolute detachment. Which reminds me that I
have just finished a new attempt at fiction—the story I told you I would
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write, with Brooklyn as a setting. The title is The Horror at Red Hook,
and it deals with hideous cult-practices behind the gangs of noisy young
loafers whose essential mystery has impressed me so much. The tale is
rather long and rambling, and I don’t think it is very good; but it rep-
resents at least an attempt to extract horror from an atmosphere to
which you deny any qualities save vulgar commonplaceness. . ... .

Morton is all excited about this museum business—wants me to go to
Paterson at the next trustee meeting and talk with the Men Higher Up.
I haven't much hope of being accepted, for it's clear to me that what
they want is a person with a naturalist's inclinations. Of course I can
read up, and all that sort of thing, but they wouldn’t be likely to take a
man who had to cram at the eleventh hour when the woods are full of
people who already possess ample interest and preparation in the de-
siderate line. . ...

The last gang meeting was at my place; and duly warned by you, I
imported coffee for Friend Henry Everett in a nice new aluminum pail
or milk-can which I bought for 40¢ for that especial purpose. I gave
him all he could drink, and stuffed him also with cake and apple tarts;
so that if in future he ever impugns his Grandpa Theobald’s hospitality,
he will not be the conscientious Presbyterian I take him to be! Only he
and Kleiner were present, but we had a good time for all that—discuss-
ing the Greek art tradition (McNeil thinks modern monument design-
ers ought to be original, and not to copy such old-fashioned foreign
things) and the late William Jennings Bryan. The next meeting will be
a Leeds one—also at my place. Kleiner and I mean to discharge our
responsibilities as hosts during your absence, since when you are here

we want to meet in places where you can be more certain of
attending

Yr. obt. ancestor
HP
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189. TO (UNKNOWN)
1 : Aug. 8, 1925

It so happens that I am unable to take pleasure or interest in anything
but a mental re-creation of other & better days—for in sooth, I see no
possibility of ever encountering a really congenial rr}ilieu or lmr?g
among civilised people with old Yankee historic memories again—so in
order to avoid the madness which leads to violence & suicide I must
cling to the few shreds of old days & old ways which are -left.to me.
Therefore no one need expect me to discard the ponderous furniture &
paintings & clocks & books which help to keep 454 alwatys in my
dreams. When they go, I shall go, for they are all that make it possible
for me to open my eyes in the morning or look forward to another day
of consciousness without screaming in sheer desperation & pounding the
walls in a frenzied clamour to be waked up out of the nightmare of
“reality” to my own room in Providence. Yes—such sensitivenesses .o'f
temperament are very inconvenient when one has no money‘—but it's
easier to criticise than to cure them. When a poor fool possessing them
allows himself to get exiled & sidetracked through temporarily fc.tlse pet-
spective & ignorance of the world, the only thing to do is to lt'et him ch.ng
to his pathetic scraps as long as he can hold them. They are life for him.

H. P. Lovecraft

I90. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
Castle Theobald
Monday Afternoon
August 10, 1925
Thou poor Lambkin !

First aid! Here is something to criticise! It's the literary part of the
new United Amatenr, which Cook ought to have mailed long ago, but
Wwhich has for some reason or other been held up, so that I have only
one advance copy besides this manuscript. Keep the manuscript—I'm
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through with it—the non-literary part has already gone in the waste bas-
ket! Write what you like about anything you like. If you feel too mod-
est to do justice to your own contributions, you have plenty of latitude
with the Lovemanick prose-poem, the Galpinian review of Smith, and
the verses by Smith, Goodenough, Van Dusen, Kuntz, and Whitaker.
Send the stuff back through Grandpa, if you like—the Old Gentleman
will supply any dictionarial niceties which isolation may deny you. By
the way, though—Grandpa 4id tell you that you were to be Critick. I
recall most distinctly the occasion on which I sought this boon from you
—and the Wildean, Verlainish sigh of resignation with which you re-
luctantly breathed your disillusioned acquiescence . ... or at least, your
absence of active rebellion. So I thought you were all ready, if not avidly
eager, for your share in sustaining the great United tradition! I should
say Bacon might use about 2 couple of pages to good advantage—that’s
four double-spaced typewriter sheets. The Amateur will be an eight-pag-
er, printed by Harry R. Marlow for the really notable cut rate of
$20.00.

Well—we’re all expecting Sonny back on the 15th! Samuelus has se-
cured a room at his old hangout—78 Columbia Heights—and has be-
come so readjusted that it's hard to realise he was ever away. He is
doing provisional work in Martin’s Book Shop for $12.00 a week
(Martinus offered him fifteen, but he wouldn't take it, saying that his
benevolent employer couldn’t afford it!)

I think his health and nerves have much improved. He is awaiting
word from Brentano’s in September about a position, and his kindly old
landlady is meanwhile letting him have his room at greatly reduced
rates. I helped him get his room and move last Wednesday, and helped
him migrate upstairs Saturday evening. The preceding Tuesday I had
dinner with him and accompanied him to his temporary quarters at the
Kamin flat—an occasion on which he displayed many of his rare literary
treasures, including the completed Sphinx. The Hermaphrodite he
has again declared unfinished—being dissatisfied with the ending he has
given it.

The Wednesday meeting was very good—with Mortonius, Love-
manus, Kleinerus, and Arturus present besides the lowly and ignoble
host. The returned prodigal exhibited some of his autographs and liter-
ary relicks, and enough general discussion arose to spice the proceedings
agreeably. I had laid in a vast supply of refreshments—including the
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inevitable Kleinerian crumb-cake— (the left-overs nourished me all the
pext day!) and at eleven o'clock went out for hot coffee with my new
aluminum pail. . .

Well—so it goes. Don’t let the critical assignment scare you, write
your prettiest, and be an unimpeachably good boy.

Y'r. most obt.
Grandpa

191. TO (UNKNOWN)
Aug. 13, 1925

... At a small shop I bought a dime composition book; & having a
pencil & pencil sharpener (in a case, which SH gave me) in my pocket,
proceeded to select a site for literary creation. Scott. Park . .. was the
place I chose; & there, pleasantly intoxicated by the wealth of delicate
un-metropolitan greenery & the yellow & white Colonialism of the
gambrel-roofed Scott house, I settled myself for work. Ideas welled up
unbidden, as never before for years, & the sunny actual scene soon
blended into the purple & red of a hellish midnight tale—a tale.of
cryptical horrors among tangles of antediluvian alleys in Green.w.xch
Village—wherein I wrote not a little poetick description, & the abiding
terror of him who comes to New-York as to a faery flower of stone &
marble, yet finds only a verminous corpse—a dead city of sqlfinting
alienage with nothing in common either with its own past or with the
background of America in general. I named it He, & had it neatly d.one
by three, when . ... my engagement called me back to Babylon. Finish-
ing the tale en route . . . .

H. P. Lovecraft
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I92. TO MRS. ALFRED GALPIN

169 Clinton Street
Brooklyn, New York

August 16, 1925
Dear Mzts. Galpin:—

Your gifted young husband having informed our local circle of aes-
thetic dilettanti of your impending arrival on the S, §, Majestic, and
having delegated to us the agreeable responsibility of shewing you such
sights and salient points of interest as you may care to inspect here, I
herewith take it upon myself to facilitate your location and identifica-
tion of the circle in question. . . .

-+ . I herewith enclose the rudiments of 2 portrait gallery in which
the physiognomies of the two representatives likeliest to be on hand are
tather explicitly treated. You will not, I think, find it hard to pick out
either one or both of these individuals—Mr. Samuel Loveman and my-
self when you observe them at any designated point in attitudes of
€xpectancy. . .,

And may I not add, as an individual, that my wife and I are both
Vvery anxious to meet the bride of our young prodigy-friend? Since my
wife will be called imperatively West on business by Wednesday at the
latest, she bids me ask you if you will not favour us with your company
at dinner on Tuesday evening—at a restaurant, perforce, since we are
this year existing in a rented room instead of housekeeping. . . .

I have the honour to remain, Madam,:
Yr. most obt. humble Servt.:
H. P. Lovecraft.
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SHTON SMITH .
U 169 Clinton St.,

Brooklyn, N. Y.
(c. Sept. 1, 1925)
My dear Smith:—

.... Most certainly, the abysses of inter.stellar space foréndyoz;
p:(;vince par excellence, & 1 hope ygu will in tlm; a?d; I;rii :Irzady
cosmic literature—both in verse &. in prose—to tha yf SR
evolved in this field. Your PCI‘SP}TCHVC & minne:ll Zri,ezzivzrthe attentior;

unique; & I only wish your work co .
?tbsc(l)::etil'Zs fr((J]m critics &};iterary hist'orians. I shfxll mention yg;l v;(r));
prominently in the article on weird literature which I am writing

’s coming magazine. : :

Wi I:i)lzlllC::ek that DegCassgeres—via Lovema'n—gets an ea.rly :;fw <t)£
your drawings, & hope he may have enough mﬂuence. to bn;g | i:ow
the attention of some art authority of adequate star%dmg. I. on1 P
how exhibitions are managed, but fear it's ?x'ceedmgly dlﬁia; t c;r :
new artist to get a hearing. ........ Recognition seems to bek arg;: y
matter of chance, & the wise artist is he who permits his wor t.oh czim;
its own reward—the joy of creation, & the sense of beauty nouris ;ti,e
hope that you can some day arrange to come to N Y5 kot alrtthoxsfere ‘
streets are not paved with either gold or recognition passpyo S5 fere s
certainly less active hostility to art than in other sections, & a ml; .
ter chance of meeting those who are able to help through contacts w
the reigning aesthetic powers. .............

Yr most oblig’d & obt. Servt.
HPL

7. C. CLARK
194. TO MRs. F ST

As I have always said, missionaries are infernal nuisances who ouf.ht
! e o
to be kept at home—dull, solemn asses without scientific acumen or his

A—
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torical perspective; & cursed with an eternal blindness to the obvious
fact that different lands, races, & conditions naturally develop & de-
mand different cultural standards & usages & different ethical & social
codes.

H. P. Lovecraft

195. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK
Sept. 15, 1925

Yesterday I answered the enclosed Times advertisement for commer-
cial writers, which Sonny-child sent me after having answered it him-
self. Here's hoping for an early fortune, which I shall spend on buying
454 & the barn, tearing down Angell Court & putting back the stone
wall, & rebuilding my “Engine House” ..... I shall place an early
order for brown paint.

H. P. Lovecraft

196. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
169 Clinton St.,
Brooklyn, N. Y.
Septr. 20, 1925
My dear Smith:—

I enclose the newest of my tales, which (as oddity would have it)
I've typed before the other three previously written. If I have the energy
T'll type another & insert it before sealing this envelope, but the others
are too damned long! The enclosed was written up from an idea given
me by an interesting old fellow in Massachusetts—the idea of an under-
taker imprisoned in a village vault where he was removing winter cof-
fins for spring burial, & his escape by enlarging a transom reached by
the piling-up of the coffins. This is all my venerable friend suggested
—the motivation & denouement, together with the actual writing, were
all my own. I tried to employ a homely, prosaic style more or less in
harmony with the theme. Your remarks on my fiction naturally elate me
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considerably, & I only hope you will not find my recent pieces a fall-
mg.o& from the ancient standard. There are many things I wish to
write, but every now & then I have the feeling of the aging workman
that perhaps my hand has lost what little cunning it ever possessed.
When my stuff is done it always disappoints me—never quite present-
ing the fulness of the picture I have in mind—but since a crude fixation
of the image is better than nothing, I plug along & do the feeble best I

can.

Yr most obt Servt
HPL

197. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
169 Clinton St.
Brooklyn, N. Y.
Octr. 9, 1925
Dear C A S:—

..... No—TI've never read any of the jargon of formal “occultism”,
since I have always thought that weird writing is more effective if it
avoids the hackneyed superstitions & popular cult formulae. I am, in-
deed, an absolute materialist so far as actual belief goes; with not a
shred of credence in any form of supernaturalism—religion, spiritual-
ism, transcendentalism, metempsychosis, or immortality. It may be,
though, that I could get the germs of some good ideas from the current
patter of the psychic lunatic fringe; & I have frequently thought of get-
ting some of the junk sold at an occultists book shop in 46th St. The
trouble is, that it costs too damned much for me in my present state.
How much is the brochure you have just been reading? If any of these
crack-brained cults have free booklets & “literature” with suggestive de-
scriptive matter, I wouldn't mind having my name on their “sucker
lists”. The idea that black magic exist in secret today, or that hellish an-
tique rites still survive in obscurity, is one that I have used & shall use
again. When you see my new tale The Horror at Red Hook, you will
See what use I make of the idea in connexion with the gangs of young

loafers & herds of evil-looking foreigners that one sees everywhere in
New York.
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I have a nest of devil-worshippers & devotees of Lilith in one of the
squalid Brooklyn neighbourhoods, & describe the marvels & horrors
that ensued when these ignorant inheritors of hideous ceremonies found
a learned & initiated man to lead them. I bedeck my tale with incanta.
tions copied from the “Magic” article in the gth edition of the Britan-
nica, but I'd like to draw on less obvious sources if I knew of the right
reservoirs to tap. Do you know of any good works on magic & dark
mysteries which might furnish fitting ideas & formulae? For example
—are there any good translations of any mediaeval necromancers with
directions for raising spirits, invoking Lucifer, & all that sort of thing?
One hears of lots of names—Albertus Magnus, Eliphas Levi, Nicholas
Flamel—&c., but most of us are appallingly ignorant of them. I know I
am—but fancy you must be better informed. Don’t go to any trouble,
but some time I'd be infinitely grateful for a more or less brief list of
magical books—ancient & mediaeval preferred—in English or English
translations. Meanwhile let me urge you, as I did over a year ago, to
read The Witch Cult in Western Europe, by Margaret A. Murray. It
ought to be full of inspiration for you.

Most cordially & sincerely yrs,
HPL

198. TO (UNKNOWN)
Octr. 24-27, 1925

I think I have developed an eye for the difference between the cloth-
ing a gentleman wears & that which a gentleman doesn’t. What has
sharpened this sense is the constant sight of these accursed & filthy rab-
bles that infest the N. Y. streets, and whose clothing presents such sys-
tematic differences from the normal clothing of real people along An-
gell St. & in Butler Ave. or Elmgrove Ave. cars that the eye comes to
feel a tremendous homesickness & to pounce avidly on any gentleman
whose clothes are proper & tasteful. ... And so pining for the sight of
a Swan Point car full of regular men, I have resolved to dress like But-
ler Ave. or not at all. Confound it, I'll be either in good Providence
taste or in a bally bathrobe!! Certain lapel cuts, textures & fits tell the
story. It amuses me to see how some of these flashy young “boobs” &
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foreigners spend fortunes on va.rious kinds of expens%ve c'lothes .which
they regard as evidence of meritorious taste, bgt wl?xch in reality are
their absolute social & aesthetick damnation—being little short of plac-
ards shrieking in bold letters: I am an ignorzzn't Peam;zt”, “I am a
mongrel gutter-rat”, or “I am a tasteless & lmwpl.mtzmted yokel.” And
yet perhaps these creatures are not, after all, seekmg. to c'onfo‘rrn tq the
absolute artistic standard of gentle-folk. Possibly their object is entxrel‘y
different; involving a recognition of their non-membership in the culti-
vated part of the community, & a desire simply to dress in accordance
with the frankly different standard of their own candidly acknowledged
type & class—as a Breton or Catalan peasant affects the grote.sque finery
of his kind, regardless of the attire of general European society. Sonny
& I have frequently discussed the possible rise of a definite American
plebeian costume, & we think we can already see evidences of it. Its
present visible signs are tight, waist-fitting coats, with narrow lapels &
buttons near together; extremely low-cut waistcoasts, approximating eve-
ning waistcoasts & probably derived from the rabble’s ignorant admira-
tion of the dress-suited heroes of their favourite cinemas; & exotick &
effeminate “pastel” tones of colour—purple, lavender, & the like. The
whole general trend of this growing peasant garb is toward the conspic-
uous & the feminine—infallible marks of a decadent slave-stock as op-
posed to the classically subdued & loosely but finely hung garments
characteristic of a genuinely refined & wholesomely masculine ruling or
conquering class or race-stock. The phenomenon . .. is a perfect parallel
of the degradation of the Roman toga into the fussy gaudiness of the
Byzantine mob. Eventually, as the whole civilisation decays, this artistic
corruption will spread to the upper classes as well as the herd; but for
the present it is possible to divide clothing pretty clearly into what gen-
tlemen wear & what they don’t. Better far to wear the frayed & tattered
fags of something with taste, than to sport the newest & freshest suit
Whose cut & texture bear the ineffaceable stigmata of plebeianism & de-
cadence.

H. P. Lovecraft
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199. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Saturday-Sunday Midnight
November, 1925

O Sage:—

Peste! Sacrebleu! Nom d’'um Cochon vert! O Saint Dieu et Notre
Dame de Montreal! THIS GAWD-DAMN COLD!!!! I can’t navi-
gate a pen, although my present attire consists of the following strata:

(a) Suit
(b) Winter Overcoat

(c) Heavy Blanket
(d) Waves from the electrick heater one foot away.

But maybe I'll survive through the night, since I see a fire has just been
started in the furnace.

..I can’t form a bally letter more—hands simply paralysed unless I
hold’ em over the heater and thaw’ em out afresh for every beastly
word. Gawd help your hike de luxe if the weather doesn’t turn!!

Yr. most obt.
Theobaldus

200. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Sunday Novr. 22, 1925
Sire:—

Incidentally, Belknap has three questions to ask you about his coming
book and its contents—questions to which he’d profoundly appreciate
an early written answer if you can’t get to see him at the Kirk birthday
orgy. They are these!

(x) Is the following phrase grammatically permissible ?

“The golden roofs were throng'd with heads of ev'ry lad
alive”
Does this imply hydra-like qualities in Everylad, or is the expression
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ev'ry lad sufficiently plural in significance to justify its coupling with
the plural noun heads?

(2) Is the following phrase too rococo, and too suggestive of the ex-
pletives that their feeble aid do join, to be permissible?

BDY. SORS o o o v s s - did praise thee

This is in a stately sonnet to the city of Florence.

(3) Is it good form to add to the signature of the writer of the in-
troduction of a book (in this case Loveman) a list of his literary achieve-
ments? (As—Editor of 21 Letters of Ambrose Bierce. A Round Table
in Poictesme, etc.) Sonny thinks it will add to the prestige of his work
if it is introduced by a man who has edited items connected with Bierce
and Cabell. Bierce—Cabell—Long—a logical triad ........ The ti-
tlepage would read thus.

A
MAN FROM GENOA,
and other poems;

by
Frank Belknap Long, Jr.

introduction
by
Samuel Loveman,
Editor, Twenty-One Letters of
Ambrose Bierce, A Round Table
in Poictesme, Etc.

New York
1926

Is this disproportionate, topheavy, steatopygous, or otherwise gibbous
and malform’d? Let the Child know and he’ll be your debtor aeternally.

Theobaldus
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201. TO (UNKNOWN)
Dec. 22-23, 1925

... As for the matter of permanent locations—bless my soul! but
SH would only too gladly codperate in establishing me wherever my
mind would be most tranquil & effective! What I meant by “a threat of
having to return to N. Y.” was the matter of industrial opportunity, as
exemplified in the Paterson possibility; for in my lean financial state al-
most any remunerative opening would constitute something which I
could not with any degree of good sense or propriety
refuse. . .. .. SH’s attitude on all such matters is so kindly & magnani-
mous that any design of permanent isolation on my part would seem
little short of barbaric, & wholly contrary to the principles of taste
which impel one to recognise & revere a devotion of the most unselfish
quality & uncommon intensity. I have never beheld a more admirable
attitude of disinterested & solicitous regard; in which each financial
shortcoming of mine is accepted & condoned as soon as it is proved in-
evitable, & in which acquiescence is extended even to my statements (as
determined by my observation of the effect of varying conditions on my
nerves) that the one essential ingredient of my life is a certain amount
of quiet & freedom for literary composition—to be snatched whether or
not I am otherwise employed, & whether or not it conflicts with that
schedule of early hours & regularity which a more simply industrial re-
gime stamps as normal. A devotion which can accept this combination
of incompetence & aesthetick selfishness without a murmur, contrary
tho’ it must be to all expectations originally entertained, is assuredly a
phenomenon so rare, & so akin to the historic quality of saintliness, that
no one with the least sense of artistic proportion could possibly meet it
with other than the keenest reciprocal esteem, admiration, & affection
—as indeed it was met at first, when manifested under less trying cir-
cumstances & with far less comprehension of the chronicle of failure
stretching ahead. It is one of the marks of an old-fashion'd gentleman,
as distinguished from the herd of crude & careless moderns, that he rec-
ognises his harmonious relation to the pattern in which Fate has set
him, & never ceases to live up as fully as he may to such aesthetic re-
sponsibilities as may arise from his previous decisions. Ineffective & in-
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judicious I may be, but I trust I may never be inartistfc f)r ill-bred .in my
course of conduct. Harsh or sudden revolts & repudlatlon.s are alien to
an Englishman of taste; & when one’s profoundest admlratxor?, .defet-
ence, & regard are elicited by the conditions one encounters, it is not
difficult to follow that conservative course which all the canons of art
& all the precepts of gentle breeding map out as the only proper one.
But to turn from abstractions to the concrete—SH fully endorses my de-
sign of an ultimate return to New England, & herself intends to seck
industrial openings in the Boston district after a time—tho’ for the
present this second Cleveland position seems to present great advantages
& to offer conditions which are unusually congenial for a thing of the
sort. The remuneration is not great, but the prospects of advance are
considerable. . .. And so you may be assured that the Paterson possibil-
ity holds me in New York. The slightest chance of a position in New'v
England would bring me home at any minute with a haste almost comi-
cal to a spectator; & indeed, the definite disappearance of the Paterson
possibility would cause me to migrate anyhow—to secure quarters near
Boston & begin a systematic hunt for work through Transcript adver-
tisements much (tho’ I hope not as vainly!) as I hunted in New York
through Times advertisements during the first year. In Boston, indeed, I
might be able to put more inward heart (tho’ I certainly could put no
more patience & diligence!) into the quest; for there would be around
me a world to which I bear at least some semblance of relation, instead
of the alien desert that is the Gotham of today.

H. P. Lovecraft

202. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
Brooklyn, N. Y.

December 27, 1925
Dear CAS:—

Yes—Loveman said that De Casseres (whom I haven’t met) was get-
ting into pretty close & interested correspondence with you, & I under-
stand that De Casseres & George Sterling have been exchanging affir-
mative opinions as to the genuine genius of your work. I'm further told
—if I may repeat gossip in the approved small-town fashion—that they

o

}
|




34 SELECTED LETTERg

agree in preferring your weird, cosmic, Saturn’s-ring attitude & mood to
your more mundane phases of expression—an opinion in which I con.
cur, notwithstanding the high merit & unfailing charm of your amatory
verses. What they mean, I take it, is exactly what I have contended—
that your supreme gift of vision, the gift which towers above all others
& carves out for you an unique place in literature, is that which reveals
to you strange shapes beyond the Milky Way, & portentous patterns in
the dark stars about undreamt-of spiral nebulae. This gift involves an
outlook & attitude which no one has ever had before, (for others can’t
help linking up their allegedly cosmic vistas with petty terrestrial con-
siderations) & which probably no one will ever have again. It is admit-
tedly caviar to the herd—but no less great on that account, & no less to
be fostered & developed to its maximum for the benefit of the few who
can give it their awed & breathless appreciation. ...........

Most faithfully & sincerely yrs—
HPL

203. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Decr. 27, 1925

Welcome back from Paradise, O Commander of the Faithful!

... We had a great time up at Belknap’s Christmas, and I came
home absolutely bulging with gifts. To start with, the Child gave
Grandpa a nice conservative dark blue cravat and a piece of rock from
Spitzbergen. Then we all had silk handkerchiefs from the pack of the
Santa-Claus on the dining table. Then—having trooped back to the par-
lour—we were treated to a grab-bag session—a huge red stocking being
passed around among the five recipients—Loveman, McNeil, Pa Long,
Sonny Belknap, and Grandpa—until its bounteous store of Woolworth

utilities was exhausted. It made nine trips, and I lugged off the follow-
ing items—

1 stick shaving soap 1 reel tape measure

1 tin talcum powder 1 penholder

1 toothbrush 1 pair sleeve garters

1 ivory-handled nail file 1 pkg. large envelopes—in one of which
I

card shirt studs I enclose this epistle and its precious

enclosures.
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'elp us, this wa'nt all! There was a game of identifying ad-
" ‘Szwc;icilfres ;n which—despite a bland ignorance of all contempo-
- m;o:gazines and their posterior pages which caused me to tag only
rz}rYOUt of twenty-five—1 won because the others were even worse thélf'l
J;msonny could only spot three, and Loveman and honxes.t old McNfle
f;ye apiece. Thus I walked off with still more me.rcha.ndlse—the pr;(z;
__consisting of a fine circular tin of chocolate§ w1t}‘1 a golder} peac
and crescent moon on the cover. After a collective trip to the ansma we
all returned to supper and found at each. place a “lollypop C(;n a
wooden base and enclosed in 2 Janus-bodied cardboard Sar‘lta a;s.
This further added to my load, and when I got home I certainly had a

festive little dump to heap around my submarine tower—which, by the

i in sicht, mounted on a miniature cedar
way, I keep on my desk in plain sight, :
chzst labelled “Providence, R. 1.”, which formed part of my home
Christmas Box. . ...

Theobaldus

:S F. MORTON
204. TO JAMES F Tuesday the s5th

Jan. 5, 1926
O Caelestial Omnipotence:—

I am drowned in the fountains of my weeping,.and sunk into the
caverns of my sorrow! Counting the golden dinars in my sha.bby purse
after the latest extortions of the launderer, I abase rnys.elf at discovering
that my stomach and intellectuals are at war, so that if I starve not the
one T must needs starve the other! In other words—'a survey of my unt
wontedly depleted coffers reveals the embarrassing cuc.umstance tkllat 162
attempt the scholarly Paterson pilgrimage tomorrow night (.62 pl us . :
equals $1.24) I shan't have pence enough 1eft to finance my mea fs (a;xd
very narrowly computed feasts, at that!) till the next Fa.rgo :)Tﬁf) 1,
ivory, apes and peacocks ambles along from Flown Ophir wap!l Tins is
tragedy indeed, and I touch my forehead thrice to th_e dust in recogni-
tion thereof! Of course, if any miracle comes to my .aud at th'e final mo-
ment, I'll be with you to belie this Jugubrious bulletin—but if not, then
I must lachrymosely solicit a vigintillion pardons, and ask you to trans-
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mit my most melancholy regrets to all such sages as may add to the illy-
mination of your already genius-illumined palace on this joyous occa-
sion. Misery is mine, and I grovel appropriately!

But for the Blessed Vargin’s sake, repay me not in evil kind by get.
ting too broke to shew up here at the McNeiler on Jany. 13th! My fe-
licity depends upon the adornment of my wretched feast with the most
refulgent of gems! Possess, O Flambeau of Patersonic Tenebrosity, a
cardiac organ; and heap upon my valueless cranium the carbonaceous
symbols of Eblis’ aeternal conflagrations! Be here as much before VIII
as fancy and circumstance determine to allow, and rest assured that—
salutorily warned by the horrible example of this week’s fiasco—I shall
have parked enough jack aside to make certain (I add, absolutely cer-
tain!) of the refreshments!

I herewith enclose a supply of the drug to date, and shall have an-
other for you to claim here on Wednesday the 13th. My own favourite
pastime lately has been writing that weird-tale article for Cook, and
doing the incidental reading essential thereto,

With my rotten memory I lose the details of half the stuff I read in
six months’ or a year's time, so that in order to give any kind of intelli-
gent comment on the high spots I selected, I had to give said spots a
thorough re-reading. Thus I'd get as far as Otranto, and then have to
rake the damn thing out and see what the plot really was. Ditto the 0ld
English Baron. And when I came to Melmoth 1 carefully went over the
two anthology fragments which constitute all T can get of it—it’s a joke
to consider the rhapsodies I've indulged in without having ever perused
the opus as a whole! Vathet and the Episodes came in for another
once-over, and night before last I did W uthering Heights again from
kiver to kiver. Ere long—as soon as I can get a fresh batch of corre-
spondence out of the way—I'm going to give your Bulwer-Lytton fa-
vourites another chance to amuse and instruct me. Yes—all told, Grand-
pa’s a pretty busy old gentleman—though at that I'm only on page
twenty of the bally manuscript. It'll be a young book when I'm through
with it—and Culinarius will greatly lament that sentence of his—"there
is absolutely no limit as to length.”

But to return to our mourning—it’s a damn shame that fracture thus
overtakes my financial essence at this inapropos hour—but the allot-
ments of the Immortal Ones are not to be questioned. One must be a
philosopher, and be surprised or dismay’d at nothing. So slip my most
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i - —I say fellow-guests be-
ial compliments to all my fellow-guests ‘ ‘
coiﬂl shalEl) be present in spirit—and don’t fail to be at the McNeil
ca
meeting here on Wednesday the 13th'. = .
With recrudescent saline rivers blinding my so.ulful gaze, and sp
ing musically on the sheets before me, I remain, Sir,

Your high mightness’s most despicable Servant
S Theobaldus the Tearful

. C. CLARK
e Jan. 11, 1926

This course of reading & writing I am going through for tht? Col:;
article is excellent mental discipline, & a fine gesture of dem;lrcatlon ed—
twixt my aimless, lost existence of the past year or two & the resuinl
Providence-like hermitage amidst which I‘ hope to grm.d out some afes
worth writing. In the first place, it furnishes an admuablfe excuse ort
my absenting myself from engagements—breaking the social ties, as {t
were, that chained me too closely to the gang. In thfe second. placle, i
exercises my literary inventiveness & prose style. ‘And in tbe third p e;ce,
it restores my mind to its natural ﬁeld’of bookish se.clusu?n &thac.ce elrd
ates my speed & retentiveness in reading to sor.nethm{g like elrho
Providence standard. This article done—as it will be in two or three
weeks—I shall devote myself to the composition of more stoers to su.b-
mit to Weird Tales—that magazine now having but four of mine await-
ing publication.

H. P. Lovecraft

206. TO JAMES F., MORTON
Jany. 12, 1926

Sire:—
As for me—my current diversion is still the writing of that Culinary

article on the weird tale, and the reading and re-reading a}ppertaining
thereto. I want to know, to a slight extent, what I'm talking about—
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though I shall doubtless mention scores of things I never even glanceq
at. I wonder if William Harrison Ainsworth is worth reading?

Well—such is which. Again the ocean of my tears drowns the flow
of my rhetorick. Yr. sorrowful and obt. Servt.

Theobaldus

207. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
169 Clinton St.,
Brooklyn, N. Y,
Feby. 9, 1926
Dear CA S:—

But if psychological encouragement have any physical effect, your pic-
tures ought to make you rebound on the spot by virtue of the wildly
favourable reception they have had from everyone who has seen them.
My own reaction has been duplicated almost perfectly by all our local
group—Loveman & Long prominent among them—& best of all, from
the standpoint of your advancement in public recognition, Loveman
tells me that De Casseres is utterly ecstatic & eloquent in his responsive
appreciation & spontaneous praise. He is absolutely charmed & carried
away, as indeed those who knew him were sure he would be. Here’s
hoping he may be able to do something practical in the way of promot-
ing your fame—certainly, he will be overjoyed to do anything within
his power. Long’s ardent admiration takes the form of an acute desire
for possession; & though his purse will not admit of lavish payments,
he is anxious to know whether you would consider five dollars each an
insultingly low figure for the two magic landscapes—A Lemurian Land-
scape & [ungle Phantasy. These two, together with the Witch's Tower
& certain of the faces & beasts, were what appealed most violently to
me; & I was glad to see my taste confirmed by as sound & sincere an
aesthete as Little Belknap. Your own collection must be a marvellous
sight, & I wish that I might some day view it in its entirety. I treasure
each of the specimens which come my way; & believe, all in all, that my
own collection is nothing to be sneered at so far as smaller pieces

Yr most obt
HPL
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8. 70 (UNKNOWN)
g Febr. 12, 1926

Incidentally—it was this very day of 1903—Feb’y x2th— (which fell,
however, on Thursday) that I bought the very first #zew book on astron-
omy that I ever owned. It was Young's Lessons in Astronomy, & 1 got
it at the R. I. News Co., for $1.25. Previously I had had only Qrmd-
ma’s copy of Burritt's Geography of the Heavens. As I returned in the
evening darkness on the rear platform of an Elmgrove Ave. car—415, I
think it was; one of the graceful J. M. Jones cars—1I looked over the
pictures & chapter headings with perhaps the most delightful sense of
breathless anticipation I have ever known. Most literally, a strange cos-
mos of new worlds lay before me!

H. P. Lovecraft

209. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Friday, March 1926

Lux Mundi:—
And here’s your dollar back! Nothing any good for so little at the

But gawdamighty! The sale as a whole is an infinite tantalisation!
Piles of stuff if a guy can cough up anywhere from five bucks toward
the sky. Little terra-cotta beads of excellent Graeco-Roman design, but
even the worst of "em sets yuh back four berries. However—get this—
the sale is a semi-permanent affair; since there’s enough truck to last
years at the present buying rate, and they mean to clean it all out if it
takes till Mexico freezes over! I certainly expect to rake in an item or
two during its course—preferably a Roman head of fairly decent grade.
During the summer, with rigid acconomy, I might feel justified in tak-
Ing even a ten or fifteen fish plunge, if I knew I could get a really good
Piece of Roman workmanship to stare at me for the rest of my
R ...

Insignificantly thine—
®cofailog
Theobaldus

. =
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2I0. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK
March 4, 1926
Dear Aunt Lillian:—

This is a sort of farewell to the world for a period of perhaps severa]
weeks—the result of a modest but feasible & welcome money-making
scheme. It seems that Loveman’s firm need the temporary services of an
envelope-addresser to help in mailing their catalogues; & since I was
able to do such rapid & effective work in connection with Kirk’s cata-
logues, I am resolved to try my hand at the present venture, It will be
very confining, involving regular hours at the establishment each day
beginning at 9 a.m., but it will #of be mentally exacting—having a
purely mechanical cast & leaving my faculties free for whatever creative
work they may accomplish. There are about 10,000 catalogues to be sent
out, so that the work may last several weeks at (Loveman thinks)
$17.50 per week. I shall use this matter as an excuse to abandon much
correspondence; for if I thus sacrifice the major portion of each day, I
certainly intend to have the leisure residue purely & simply for myself
—my own personal reading & literary composition. I shall, too, indulge
in at least two & pethaps three wholly recreational extravagances which
I shall deem justified in view of the inconvenience with which I pur-
chase them.—(a) a $3.00 Philadelphia excursion, (b), a $5.00 Wash-
ington excursion, & (c) possibly a Roman terracotta head from that
marvellous sale at the Metropolitan Museum. The addressing would
seem to begin Monday at 9 a.m., but I shall of course reap no financial
rewards till the following Saturday. I'll let you know how it turns out
—& whether anything arises at the last moment to nullify the entire de-

sign.
H. P. Lovecraft




Sonia Greene Lovecraft
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g11. TO WALTER J. COATES
169 Clinton Street

Brooklyn, New York
March 30, 1926

My dear Mt. Coates:—

... In my younger days I was fond of these philosophical specula-
tions, but finally reached so complete a degree of scepticism that the
very process of philosophising ceased to interest me. I am an absolute
sceptic and materialist, and regard the universe as a wholly purposeless
and essentially temporary incident in the ceaseless and boundless rear-
rangements of electrons, atoms, and molecules which constitute the
blind but regular mechanical patterns of cosmic activity. Nothing really
matters, and the only thing for a person to do is to take the artificial
and traditional values he finds around him and pretend they are real; in
order to retain that illusion of significance in life which gives to human
events their apparent motivation and semblance of interest. I'm through
with intellectualism now—my tastes are wholly those of an antiquarian,
and of one who is amused by certain special trifles in literature and the
arts. An epicurean and dilettante, in short.

H. P. Lovecraft

2I2, TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
Brooklyn, N. Y.

Wednesday; April, 1926

Dear WBT:—

Chetwode Arms is splendid—far and away your best

-+ . If any suggestions or recommendations are in order, I suppose
the thing to urge would be a more bizarre, cosmically external, and ut-
tetly nonhuman set of motives and phenomena—in order to achieve
that effect of the unknown outside clawing at the rim of the known
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which forms spectral horror in its acutest form. But heaven knows the
tale has enough dark necromancy as it is—the suggestion is merely 5
general one, that there are things more terrible to the imagination thag
any phenomena connected with the nature, passions, and aspirations of
mankind.

If this note is incoherent, lay it to the truly cacodaemoniacal fo01).
ache which is at this moment convulsing me! I have a triad of denty]
appointments just ahead—beginning next Monday—but now phone the

former occupant of 258 Benefit St. for an emergency sitting this after.
noon!

Yr. obt. servt.
HPL

2I3. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK

April 8, 1926
Dear Aunt Lillian:—

I really won’t need to bother about the mattress, for I'm not at all
particular about sleeping arrangements at all. Half the time I don’t go
to bed at all but sleep in my clothes on top of the couch. . ...

No—TI don’t think I shall miss such social activities as I have had
here—the Longs excepted. And I can discuss things as well by post as
by word of mouth with Sonny, What I want are rest & oblivion—or at
least, a seclusion amidst ancient scenes wherein I may cast off the actual
modern world in a quiet round of reading, writing, & pilgrimages to
quaint & historick places. I want to dream in an atmosphere of my

childhood—to sit on Prospect Terrace with an old book or a pad & pen-
cil in my hands. . .,

H. P. Lovecraft

3
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WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN .
. Providence

April 23, 1926
Dear WBT:—

I trust the Kalem outfit still functions harmoniously, and thatf you
still get around to most of the meetings. I have begun to ergerge iocn)l
hibernation, and took 2 long scenic ramble. (both .urban an agrefs 1}, ]
night before last, during the course of which I d1scox.'ered one o A
most hellish slums ever imagined by mankind. It was in a place whose
existence I had not before realised—the et?cl of Chalkstone A:;. near
Randall Sq. and the railway—and its dark hilly courts approach the very
ultimates of blasphemous horror.

Yrs. for ghouls, afreets, and undertakers— e

21I5. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG .
i Providence

April 23, 1926
Young Man:—

I took a sunset-and-evening walk Thursday—a Machenesque Slum-
and-Suburb pilgrimage in quest of mystery and horror.—and 'fz]u.nd
many things of striking and even of terrible novelty. It is a:st:‘oms ing
what a wealth of hidden and tangled lanes and obscure, surprising quat-
ters Providence possesses. A good three-quarters of my recent trip took
place over territory my feet had never before trodden, am':l I found one
monstrous and blasphemous neighbourhood whose existence I_had
never suspected—a region actually inhabited by degraded and quasi-hu-
man forms of life where I had always fancied there were mFrely facto-
ties and railway yards. God, that frightful and cz{codaemomacal valley
of grey tottering houses and black earth and choking sm.okfe and name-
less labyrinthine courts straggling up steep coal-dusty hillsides without
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pavement, plan, or purpose! The houses are very tall and ancient and
grey, with shaky clapboards and shingles, and windows theumy with
unmentionable elder morbidities. Oozing out of various apertures and
dragging themselves along the narrow lanes are shapeless forms of or-
ganic entity whose dead faces hint fiendishly of the rites and orgies and
incantations in the hideous leaning synagogue whose wormy, unpainted
boards hold strange Eastern signs and unholy marks taken from the cab-
bala and the Necronomicon. Awful things have been evoked in the pits
under that accursed temple—one can read it in the puffy, malformed
faces of the slug-like beings (half Jew and half Negro, apparently)
which crawl about and wheeze in the acrid smoke which pours from
passing trains . ... or from secret nether altars. Ngrrshh . ..., I shall
weave all this into a tale some day! Later phases of the walk gave me
my first glimpse of the new local university of the Papists—Providence
College, (a fine Gothick pile in a superb landscape setting) and intro-
duced me to a tangle of horrible and infinitely alluring alleys of black-
ness in the Federal Hill Italian quarter—which the lateness of the hour
prevented me from exploring. Truly, I have not yet examined so much
as an eighth of my native town!

Yrs. for wholesome and uplifting Nordick influences—
Grandpa

216. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG

10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. I.

May 1, 1926
Eminent and Middle-Aged Bard:—

Grandpa was delighted to receive your graceful and news-filled epis-
tle of the 28th, and wishes to extend his belated congratulations upon
your 24th birthday (my! what a big, grown-up man!) last Tuesday.
The old gentleman meant to drop you a line, but was so inundated with
miscellaneous tasks that his aged memory failed until such procedure
was too late. ... ..

Your preamble is delightfully flattering, and it tickles one's vanity
agreeably to be nourished with the urbane illusion that one is missed
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from the circle in which one has moved. The grain of sand .loves to
think that it is missed by the illimitable shore w}'lence the tide hath
borne it! T can assure you—individually and collectively—that I lament
my inability to attend the meetings, and wish that some aero_plane. ﬁer‘-
ice might enable me to be present on Wednesday mghfs wh1ls't still re-
siding in a civilised white man’s country. Or better still, I wish youse

ys would come to your senses, realise once for all that New York is a
dead city without connexion with American life, and emigrate en masse
to the States, where the heartiest and most grandfatherly of welcomes

itsyou! .....
awgnchsed are some Smithiana, and very shortly I shall senfl you by
express a collection of XX Ashtonsmithick paintings which will utt‘erly
and absolutely knock you out! GAWD! THOSE COLOURS!! Opium
madness unleashed . ... but wait till you see them! When you have
glutted your own eyes, display them to the gang, and ask Samuelus to
see that they reach Benjamin De Casseres. Then make sure tl‘lat they get
safely back to Clericus Ashtonius—who would die if anything ad'v’e’rse
were to happen to them. Oh, boy! “Twlight”—"Sunset in Lemuria”—
“The Witch’s Wood’—and The Dunsany design! Sancta Pegana, but I
don’t know that it’s right to loose such diabolic provocation upon a
young person already addicted to rhapsodick extravagances f)f diction!

And now Grandpa will tell you—all of you boys—about his return to
normalcy and his awakening from the queer dream about being away
from home. As supplementary material I send three items in care of
Belknap, but design’d for the equal attention of all—a folder of mod-
ern Providence, a set of cards of historick Providence, and a newspaper
extract describing and illustrating our splendid new art museum—
whose opening was deferr’d till last week, as if to allow the Old Gen-
tleman to get home in ample time to be in at the start.

Well—to begin with—back in the dream period Grandpa has some
notion of having boarded a train somewhere. A blur of stations follow’d,
and all at once there came a sight which presaged a return to the world
of reality—an old-fashion’d wall of tumbled stone betwixt rolling mead-
Ows! Memory! Broken threads! But see! A little white farmhouse
amidst green hills! A village steeple beyond a distant crest! A square
wooden Georgian building on an eminence! Who am 1? What am I?
Where am 1? I—a corpse—once lived, and here are the signs of a res-
urrection! The year? It must be 1923-24 . .. . and the place . .. . look!
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The old familiar billboards! Packer’s Tar Soap! Gorton’s Codfish!
GOD, I AM ALIVE! And this is Home! Novanglia Zterna! Novang.-
lia Caput Mundi! His Majesty’s Province of Connecticut, which on the
East adjoins the Centre of Civilisation! A sense of rushing through
chartless corridors seized me, and I saw dates dancing in aether—r1923
—1924—1925—1926—1925—1924—1923—crash! Two years to the
bad, but who the hell gives a damn? 1923 ends 1926 begins! Even
the spring had delay’d so that I might see it break over Novanglia’s an-
tient hills! What does a blind spot or two in one’s existence matter?
America has lost New York to the mongrels, but the sun shines just as
brightly over Providence and Portsmouth and Salem and Marblehead—I
have lost 1924 and 1925, but the dawn of vernal 1926 is just as lovely
as I view it from Rhodinsular windows! After all, a fantaisiste ought to
like a little shaking-up or abnormality in chronology and geography—
New York was a nightmare, and I have already form’d a most delight-
ful picture of the gang as meeting in various Colonial Providence
homes! As time passes, my selective imagination will form an idealised
picture of those things in N. Y. which were really beautiful—the sky-
line, the sunsets over Central Park, the Pantheon model in the museum,
the Japanese garden in the Bklyn. Museum Grounds, etc.—and they
will stand out apart from the Babylonish squalor and parvenu garish-
ness of a dead city, as delectable bits seen through an old-fashion’d ster-
eoscope in some beautifully Victorian but fascinatingly familiar old
high-ceiled parlour with Rogers groups and bearskin rugs, in the heart
of a real Providence home. Now that I am learning to write 1926 in-
stead of 1923 all will go on very much as usual—I, an essential Provi-
dentian, will die as I was born—and Brooklyn will take its place beside
Cleveland, Washington, Philadelphia, and other distant towns which I
have briefly visited. Well—the train sped on, and I experienced silent
convulsions of joy in returning step by step to a waking and tri-dimen-
sional life. New Haven—New London—and then quaint Mystic, with
its colonial hillside and landlocked cove. Then at last a still subtler
magick fill'd the air—nobler roofs and steeples, with the train rushing
airily above them on its lofty viaduct—W esterly—in His Majesty's
Providence of RHODE-ISLAND & PROVIDENCE-PLANTATIONS!
GOD SAVE THE KING!! Intoxication follow'd—Kingston—East
Greenwich with its steep Georgian alleys climbing up from the railway
—Apponaug and its ancient roofs—Auburn—just outside the city limits
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—1I fumble with bags and wraps in a despearate effort to appear calm
_THEN—a delirious marble dome outside the window-—a hissing of
air brakes—a slackening of speed—susges of ecstasy and dropping of
clouds from my eyes and mind—HOME—UNION STATION—
PROVIDENCE!!!! Something snapped—and everything unreal fell
away. There was no more excitement; no sense of strangeness, and no
perception of the lapse of time since last I stood on that holy ground.
Of disillusion, or of disparity betwixt expectation and fulfilment, there
was not the faintest microscopic suggestion, because the wildly improba-
ble notion of ever having been away had utterly receded into the gulfs
of fantasy and dream. What I had seen in sleep every night since I left
it, now stood before me in prosaic reality—precisely the same, line for
line, detail for detail, proportion for proportion. Simply, I was horr{e—
and home was just as it had always been since I was born there thirty-
six years ago. There is no other place for me. My world is Providence.
We now took a taxicab for the house in Barnes Street—an ancient colo-
nial neighbourhood I had always known—and were soon greeting my
aunts and the faithful negress Delilah, whom they had hired to
straighten things out. Then followed a resumption of real life as I hzfd
dropped it two years ago—the life of a settled American gentleman in
his ancestral environment. We went out to an exhibition of paintings at
the Art Club, (the colonial house in hilly Thomas Street, in front .of
which I snap-shotted Mortonius last fall—I mean the fall of "23) (c'u'-
cular enclosed) and had dinner downtown at Shepard’s (neo-) Colonial
Restaurant. In the evening a cinema show at the good old Strand in
Washington Street completed a memorable and well-rounded

........ I am fairly settled now so far as furniture is concern’d,
tho' I have not yet attempted the arrangement of my books. That tafsk
will .occupy next week—having been postponed whilst I wrestled with
the mountains of unanswered mail accumulating during the excited Res-
toration period.

As for the place—I have a fine large ground-floor room (a former
dining-room with fireplace) and kitchenette alcove in a spacious brown
Victorian wooden house at the 1880 period—a house, curiously enough,
built by some friends of my own family, now long dead. My furniture
fits in quite as neatly as in the Clinton Street place. . ...

The house is immaculately clean, and inhabited only be select persons
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of the good old families—a miniature painter of some fame, an official
of the School of Design Museum, etc. etc. The neighbourhood is perfect
—all old Yankee Providence homes, with a good percentage of the
houses colonial. There is a little white Colonial cottage, just renovated
for an artist, only three doors away at the corner of Prospect Street, and
from the upper windows one may see the great brick Halsey Mansion,
built in 1801 and reputed to be haunted. The vista from my pseudo-ar-
iel desk corner is delectable—bits of antique houses, stately trees, urn-
topp’d white Georgian fence, and an ecstatic old-fashion’d garden
which will be breathlessly transporting in a couple of months. West-
ward, from the brow of the hill, the view is awesome and prodigious—
all the roofs, spires, and domes of the lower town, and beyond them the
violet expanse of the far rolling rural meadows. The walk down town
can be varied to suit one’s mood, but it is always colonial. One may
choose shady, stately Prospect Street, past the mansions of the Sharpes
and Metcalfs, (Kleinerus will recall the neo-Queen Anne brick manor-
house in whose courtyard I photograph’'d him) or select the narrow,
crooked downhill lanes whose quaint doorways are so suggestive of
Marblehead. In any case one has to the west the whole panorama of the
lower town, with marble state house and exquisite First Baptist Steeple,
(1775) and to the East (only a few blocks from my house) the colossal
Roman bulk of the new Christian Science church, whose proud copper
dome is the dominating feature of the Providence skyline. The view
from this dome is said to be absolutely unparalleled—countless steepled
towns, league on league of undulating countryside, and the beautiful
blue bay to the south, gemmed with emerald islets. One can, the genial
sexton says, see as far as Newport on good days; and he has promised
to let me up there with a spy glass whenever I feel like making the
climb.

Contented ? Why, gentlemen, I am Aome! Up and down this colonial
hill T have walk'd ever since I could walk at all—and it has always ex-
erted upon me the greatest possible fascination, even though my native
part of Angell Street is somewhat farther East, in a decidedly newer
(middle and later Victorian) district. Let no one tell me that Provi-
dence is not the most beautiful city in the world! Line for line, atmo-
spheric touch for atmospheric touch, it positively and absolutely 7s/ Col-
our, shade, contour, diversity, quaintness, impressiveness—all are there;
and nothing save an aesthetick blind spot could possibly prevent any
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cultivated observer of Yankee tastes from recognising and reversing this
supremacy at once. God knows I want no literature to feed my sense.of
peauty and variety when I live in the midst of t'hlS focus of sce.mck
charm and historick richness! I must write about it—all other subjects
seem flat and tame! :

My aunt Mzts. Clark will probably move into a great surmy.' upper room
here within a month, and my wife will be here either steadily or off a..nd
on, according to business arrangements now in progress. Many trips
will engross me during the month to corne——both. pedes.tnan excursions
to quaint or rural scenes close by, and ’bus or railway journeys to sufh
places as Boston, Salem, Marblehead, Plymouth, (never seen t.>y me:)
New Bedford, (not seen by me since 1912) Newport, and the like. Vis-
its from all of you gentlemen will be superlatively welcome, and each
and any of you is promised the most enthusiastick if not t%le most expe.rt
antiquarian guidance. Mortonius, of course, must have his D.ur.fee Hill
__for which stiffish jaunt I purpose to keep faithfully in training.

And so it goes. The world is right side up again, and I can once
more view the terrestiral scene from my normal angle as a placid and
provincial Providentian. Be good boys, all of you, and wri.te the,Old
Gentleman—and as for you, Chi—I mean Elderly Sir Francis, don't let
your new fame get you conceited. Regards to all—including Felis.

Yr. obt. Grandfather
HP

217. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
10 Barnes St.

May 14, 1926
Dear C A S:—

I was very glad to hear from you, & agree that poetry & p.ainting are
complementary rather than interchangeable. Great accomppshment in
both is certainly very rare, & I think you have reason to pride yourself
greatly on the dual gift which you so abundantly possess. I am interest-
edly awaiting word from “the gang’” about their reception of your latest
paintings—though I know of course that it must have been wildly en-
thusiastic. Loveman will undoubtedly shew them to De Casseres as be-
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fore; & if the latter has any influence at all in the art world, they ought
to get a hearing somewhere. ............ As to Long’s notion that
your work systematically contains phallic symbolism—he picked that up
at second-hand from Loveman, who seems to have done enough delving
in that line to see phalli in most things from church steeples to mush-
rooms. For my part, I have neither studied such things nor do I enter-
tain any belief in the expansive phallic interpretations of modern pseu-
do-psychologists. Steeples, for instance, are so cleatly natural outgrowths
of the school of pointed architecture—which itself is infinitely compos-
ite & innocuous in origin—that it is nothing short of sheer asininity to
give them a Priapean significance. I have no use for transient fads, & sit
unmoved whilst many get excited over novelties of speech, thought, or
aesthetic method. These things come & go—each pethaps leaving a
slight residuum in the background of general knowledge or culture, yet
never having the revolutionary significance attributed to it in its heyday
of freshness. It's a pretty old world, after all, & we shall never learn
much about the inner nature of things. ............

Most cordially & sincerely yrs,
HPL

218, TO JAMES F. MORTON

10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. I.

May 16, 1926
O Illimitable Potency:—

....... T kept Hobhouse out to read on the train during my journey
home; but was so engrossed by the emotions of reawakening life at
sight of New England, that I could not, after all, do aught but gaze out
the window at stone walls, rolling pastures, and white church steeples
—imagining them when none were in sight. ........

... It is astonishing how much better the old head works since its
restoration to those native scenes amidst which it belongs. As my exile
progressed, even reading and writing became relatively slow and formi-
dable processes; so that my epistles were exceedingly brief and labour’d
efforts. Now I find something of my antique Providence fluency return-
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ing by degrees, and have been able to keep my correspondencse in man-
ageable shape without more than a fraction of the effort which I was
forcd to expend when ingulph’d in the nightmare of Brooklyn’s mon-
grel slums. That experience has already become the merest vague dream
__and it is with difficulty that I can make myself realise, in any really
convincing or subjective way—that I have ever been away for any
length of time. I am Providence, and Providence is myself—together,
indissolubly as one, we stand thro’ the ages; a fixt monument set acter-
nally in the shadow of Durfee’s ice-clad peak!

With every distinguisht consideration, I am, Sir,
ever yr. most obt. etc.
BcoBdAdog
Theobaldus

219, TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
10 Barnes Street
Providence, R. 1.
May 20, 1926
My Lord:—

It wou'd surprize you to behold in how useful a capacity I am en-
gag'd, as I give my self the pleasure of perusing your lively epistle. My
aunt Mrs. Clark was last Sunday seiz'd with a sharp attack of intercos-
tal neuralgia, from which distemper she is confin’d abed, quite unable
to move in any fashion save with exceeding great pain. As is but natu-
1al, she requires the constant attendance of some person to dose her
with medicaments and fetch materials from the chymist's; and there
being no one so available as my self, I have assum’d that function, and
am thus turn’d a nurse by day and night—drowzing in an easie-chair
when needful, but at no time removing my clothes, or retiring in the
complete sense of the word. My other aunt Mrs. Gamwell comes in
when she can, and the occasional visits of a real nurse assist in the ad-
justment of the domestick aeconomy. For some time in the evening the
faithful old negress Delilah comes in to supply my place as I go home
to collect my mail and eat my dinner. Otherwise I am staying wholly
with the patient in Waterman Street, accompany’d by a stock of books
and writing materials to divert my leisure moments. There is in my
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aunt’s case, the doctor says, no particle of danger of any sort; anq
within a week she is expected to be well along on the road to recovery,
‘But whilst the worst state persists, she is none the less held helpless; so
that the presence of a nurse, official or unofficial, remains a prime neces.
sity. As I pen these lines the patient sends you and your family her best
regards; a commodity likewise entrusted to me for shipment to the same
destination by Mrs. Gamwell upon the occasion of her last visit this
morning. . ...

I am honour’d beyond my deserts by the attention pay’d to my late
communications, and astonisht to hear that so meagre a subject cou’d
furnish grounds for so exhaustive an autopsy as your chronicle. It
grieves me to hear of so much sterling wisdom and spicy discussion
wasted upon a being of such insignificance; or to reflect that you took
the trouble to collect and reassemble the disjecta membra of the corpus
delicti; after the process of shredding and microscopical analysis was
complete. As to the opinions exprest concerning my parts, I wou'd say
that, aside from the general error of attributing any genius whatsoever
to a mere whimsical and crotchety old country-gentleman, Mortonius
and Samuelus are most profoundly astray when they saddle me with a
mythical burthen of intellectual excellence. The truth is, that I am really
most emphatically non-intellectual, if not almost positively anti-intellec-
tual. T abhor mathematics, take no interest in feats of mental sprightli-
ness, have no especial quickness of apprehension, and am certainly not
at all distinguisht for holding in my head the many simultaneous
threads of a complex matter. What liking I have for logick and analysis
is purely an aesthetick one—a wish to arrange and classify things in pat-
terns whose configuration shall possess, in the realm of ideas, that dec-
orative beanty of form possesst by tangible objects of art and nature in
the realm of matter. It is true that I admire and respect intellect most
tremendously, but not true that I possess it. All my profound and in-
stinctive wishes have to do with forms and patterns—that is, effects of
line and colour in scenery and architecture, or of dramatick contrast and
association in the phaenomena of time and space, etc.—instead of with
quantities and causation; and my very love of scientifick clearness is an
essentially qualitative or impressionistick one, rather than any sincere
and philosophick passion for the truth. For such vague abstractions as
“truth”, or such local and relative opinions as “right”, I have no enthu-
siasm whatsoever. All that captures my interest and desires is a certain
artistic congruity with the fixed backgrounds which heredity, environ-
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ment, and individual bias have made mine—a co.ngruity which'I de-
mand for myself on aesthetick grounfis alone, without any ifut1'le ;‘1t-
tempts to rationalise it or to invest it w1.th any absolute or cosmic signif-
icance. But god’s death! What a surfmt.o.f useless speculation a'tbout a
simPle old man whose only salient qualities ar'e a love.of oh.i txme.s, a
enchant for ghosts, and a healthy appreciation of his rfatwe soil—
things to be found in three-quarters of the rural squires of Old
England! ... ..

The sketch of Mr. De la Mare reminded me that I have not yet.r?ad
his prose lucubrations: a thing which I really ought to do before giving
my article a final form. I had been of opinion that Mr. D. shfued the
somewhat insipid whimsicality of Mr. Barrie, but 'tis easily possible that
his fantasies have the sombre suggestiveness of Mr. Blackwood as well.
In any event, it will not do for one professing an interest in the weird
not to have read them. As I remarkt on a former occasion, the chief
advantage of my writing this article, is that the process compels me to
read those things which, tho’ I always intend to come to them, ate
usually put off indefinitely. By the way—the irresponsible Henneberger
is now belabouring me with requests for authority to submit some of
my tales to book publishers. I have let him have some to keep him
quiet; tho’ warning him that I can assume no financial responsibility,
and that I extend no power for him to bind me to any agreement.
Wright is an enthusiastick abettor, and has generously waived all book
rights on such material as has appear’d in Weird Tales. Henneberger
thinks he can ‘land’ the tales not on their own merits, but through guar-
antecing soo purchasers for the book (W. T. readers—the great ‘liter-
ary’ publick!) and offering free advertising in the magazine. Well—he
can’t say that I didn’t warn him—but I have so little faith or interest
that T declined to re-type such unpublished tales as needed it; sending
Henny the batch as it stood, and letting him copy the stuff (a process he
claims to enjoy!) as best he can. As for Weird Tales—1I did let Wright
have The Terrible Old Man, and he intends to use it. He will appear (I
think) in the issue out Aug. 1st, and The Horror at Red Hook later.
Honest Farnie, with the naive confidence of mid-Western unsophistica-
tion, asks me ‘not to include in my book’ any material accepted but not
published by Weird Tales. 1 assured him that I would not!

I continue to enjoy my return to life in full measure, and take as
many walks and exploring tours as conditions permit. .......

Yesterday afternoon—whilst Delilah presided at 115 Waterman
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Street—Mrs. Gamwell and I took a walk thro’ a section of the town i,
which I had never set foot before—an antient and now seedy district
east of the river and just south of the good residential area. Colonig]
houses abounded, and I was astonisht at some of the gorgeously antique
effects obtainable here and there. One little lane in particular captivated
my fancy, and made me think above all else of Marblehead. It is call’q
Dove Street, and has neither pavement nor sidewalk, but consists of ir-
regular rows of simple Colonial cottages with rough stone doorsteps,
and here and there a flagstone or two. ... ..

After bidding my aunt adieu, I took the car for Roger Williams Park
to search out that new classick marble temple which I had never seen
but of which I sent you a postcard—the Benedict Monument to Musick,
I knew I shou’d have difficulty in finding it, since 'tis on the shoar of a
lake in a new part of the park, not previously develop’d; but a good
geographical sense gave me confidence in an early discovery. So, indeed,
did it turn out—and lo! what chaste Hellenick splendour burst sud-
denly upon my gaze as I topt a low wooded hill and saw the velvet
plain and azure water beyond! There, flusht in the sunset to a pink that
spoke of the quarries of Pentelicus, rose a cloudlike dream of Ionick
purity and magnificence. The postcard does not even begin to portray
the charm of the spectacle as I beheld it. All visible objects—the hushed
and tenantless greensward, the piercing blue of sky and water, the
gleaming and half-erubescent whiteness of the classick marble, and the
faultless austerity of the towering temple itself—combin’d with the
background of trans-lacustrine forest and the warmth and magick of
mid-spring to create an atmosphere of induplicable fascination, and
even of a kind of pagan holiness. One might pray here, in truth, to that
Euterpe whose governance of musick was own’d by the Grecians in
their prime. Truly, I have had no such classick thrill before save twice:
when seeing the Pantheon model in your local museum and when be-
holding the marble amphitheatre at Arlington, Va., across the river
from Washington.

Yr. obt. Grandfather—
HP
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0 FRANK BELKNAP LONG
g " 10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. L
May 25, 1926
My Lord:—

It is my intention to collect—or at least to read—as muf_h R.I. work
as I can possibly find. Our library has a vast amount, whxc}.l has been
placed together in a special corner of the reference room since I wa.s|
away. This corner shall henceforward be one of my principal 'haun.ts.
1'd like some time to compile data on R. L. literature, as FZoates is doing
for the literature of Vermont. Incidentally, I'm enclosing some more
local cards. Try to get around some time and let Grandpa shew you
what a real town is like! Had my hair cut yesterday by the same old
batber who removed my flowing curls in 1894. He's a good old R. L.
Yankee of the 7th generation of North Scituate settlers. God Save the
King! . . h

My aunt is decidedly better, but still unable to move. Last night was
my last on duty, for we ‘ave a nufse reg'lar now, a nice gld Cockn’ey
lydy ’oose nyme is Mrs. Arrison. She stys bowth d'y and mght, but 'as
three h'hours hoff in the harfternoon, so that I "ave to come in then and
"old the fort.

Yr. obt. Ancestor
HP

22I, TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
Saturday, June 1926

Providence
At least Moderately Youngish Man:—
As for your advancing age—lud, boy! but you can’t expect an old

man to consider you anything more than fairly grown up! 'Zounds, Sir,
but do you know that honest Tryout is exactly three times as old as you
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are, and that gracious Mr. Hoag is foxr times your age? As for being
forty—to be sure you'll be that in fifteen years, at which time you may
pethaps look all of twenty and have all the poetick fire of twenty-five,
You poets can’t age—split me, Sir, if Samuelus isn’t a flaming youth
still for all his barren pole and uncertain equator! And you'll never get
rid of that—er—iron-grey mop of yours, (although I hope you'll keep
it shorter and smoother, like a sober citizen, when you mature) and you
needn’t even get stout if you follow your Grandpa’s precept and keep
your diet in hand. Why, Sir, I expect to be as lean at forty—and that’s
only three years off, Sit—as I was at sixteen when I got my growth. It's
never too late to mend—three years ago I was as fat as a hog, and look
at me now—spare, wiry, hard as nails, and as typical a lank, dried-up
old Yankee as C. W. Smith himself! This hankering after youth is
something I never could grasp. I was a settled, sedate old man before
you were born, and when I was your age I wore starched bosom shirts,
derby hats, and black string ties. Yes—and round cuffs with great
onyx-and-mosaic cuff-buttons that my grandfather brought from Italy in
1878. I'd do the same still if it weren’t conspicuous—but as a sober el-
derly person I do not wish to attract attention. The way to lead a con-
tented life, young man, is to put away childish things at the start and be
an old fellow early and long. Mr. Hoag and I got used to our venerable
stations in good season, and soon became so accustom’d to them that
anything else would have seem’d quite absurd. Thus we have no change
ahead to fear, but are free to devote all our energy to the service of the
Muse. And here you are dreading thirty—when even that sad young
dog Orton is all of that and more—a mere boy so young I can’t even
remember when I was like him! No, Sir, that youthful mania will pass,
and you'll come in time to thank gawd that you've arrived at years of
balance and discretion! I'm sure I don’t wish to be a day younger than
my thirty-seven years on Aug. 20th next, and shall hail with equal satis-
faction the dawn of FORTY-SEVEN if I survive that long. As I wrote
before you were born—"Draw me against the tide of Time’s rough sea,
and let my spirit rest amidst the past!”

I am saving cash deperately for a series of New England tours in the
summer, and it would double the plasure if I could make one of them
coincide with your own presence in the affected regions.

As for N. Y.—I have some doubt of my ability to include that re-
mote and widely advertised region in my summer’s wanderings, since
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fare is atrociously piratical, and I need every fa;thing for New-En-
th;nd trips. I shall see nearly everyone worth seeing here—since you
g .

i ledged for visits—and
s, Mortonius, and Samuelus are all p
ar:,:;dyi‘:ows there’s nothing in the Manhattan landscape to allure my
&

SELE

Yr. obt. Grandpa
HP

NK BELKNAP LONG
i 10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. L
June 11, 1926

Your Ld. Ship:—

De la Mare can be exceedingly powerful when he chooses, anfl I ontly
wish he'd choose oftener. Don’t miss the volume of short stories en bl
tled, The Return—especially Seaton’s Aunt, Tl?e Tree, and Out of td(e)
Depths. I'm making space for Walter in my article. As for Po:.;——h—'youlast
well to keep refreshed in him. You may recall that I.re:rt?ah dmIl_I '
January, and that I found his charm anc? potency ur.ldlmmxs ed. He is
the only author to whom I am allotting an entire chapter in my

article. . ..
Yr. obt. Grandfather—
HP

LARK ASHTON SMITH
e 10 Barnes St

June 17, 1926

Dear CA S:—

I have not been writing fiction latel
nition means anything to m
affairs have consumed every

y—not because the lack of recog-
e one way or the other, but because other
ounce of my time & energy. 1 have added
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paragraphs here & there to my history of the weird tale, but have mostly
been busy with reading—amending many literary deficiencies of which I

have been ashamed for years. . . ... ... I've also been digesting some.

thing of vast interest as background or source material—which has he.
latedly introduced me to a cycle of myth with which I have reason to
believe you are particularly familiar—i. e., the Atlantis-Lemuria tales, ag
developed by modern occultists & the sophical charlatans. Really, some
of these hints about the lost “City of the Golden Gates” & the shapeless
monsters of archaic Lemuria are ineffably pregnant with fantastic
suggestion; & I only wish I could get hold of more of the stuff. What |

have read is The Story of Atlantis & the Lost Lemuria, by W. Scott
Elliott.

Most cordially & fantastically yrs—
HPL

224. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN

10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I.

June 25, 1926
My dear Talman:—

Such, then, is the tale as I'd advise simplifying it. Of course, you may
feel that I've taken all the “meat” out—in which case pray remember
that you're by no means bound to swallow all the advice you get! Cer-
tainly, in any possible shape, it's a rousing good plot, and very strong in
potent “creeps” of the most convincing sort. I should think it ought to
80 in 3500 or 4000 words as amended, and believe that Weird Tales
would be very glad to accept it for publication. By the way—I've just
received advance sheets of my He, to appear in the issue after The Ter-
tible Old Man. The “artist” has perpetrated a discouragingly stiff and
wooden-looking pictorial heading, ...

Glad you liked the postcards—here are some more recent finds. I can
get you a whole set of splendid Pawtuxet cards if you want them—for
Chase’s Drug Store at the bridge handles all the best and quaintest

scenes. My pedestrian explorations have been quite extensive lately; in-
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SELE
volviﬁg n
long stretc
ant, Davis
ian Churche

ot only many scenes previously unvisiteduby Sne, butts;\;zz%
hes of familiar ground. Last Saturday 'I did I\;l[oun Fle-
Park, and Federal Hill—and was astonished by the gr}c:a =
s. Sunday I hiked to Warren and t.ode back oln t ZNar:

day 1 visited Ft. Independence at Field’s Pf)mt, and followe -
- Boulevard to Pawtuxet. And last night I ascen'ded to the
o to see the Colonial Duncan Mansion across Smith Street—.
. I—'IOf‘:)Suend only the gaping cellar wher it had been. Confound this

. f progress!! Something ought to be

criminal vandalism in the name o

t it! . .
dofbizczi‘;nlt thanks for that tip about the Dyer Street Stationer. Neilan

in Weybosset Street always charges me fiendish rate; for my éaap;:nd;;
e i f him back in 1906 W
ite the fact that I bought my machine o
5P1tea oung clerk in the Remington Co. I'll need some new 81/2 Xt. rIl I
v;a:ets );oon and you can wager that I won't be backward in mspe'illd,(g)
;riend Har;lmond’s stock! The kind you got at $1.25 per IO(C;O v;} ot
—li d postage-saving, and pe
for the Mss. I send away—Ilight and p
fcrll:lylyla;rwhen one only types on one side. Of course, fo.r letters, I nee.d
a C(?ated stock able to take pen script on both sxd;s. This }ﬁng pzlpseéoi
i Kirk—whom you'll mee
some which our fellow-amateur George [l meet soo
i ivi d to have a commercial use 4
—insisted on giving me when he cease « : .
If my correspondence weren't so devastatmgl.y xr'nme'nse, I'd say that my
present stock was enough to last an ordinary lifetime!

Yr. most obt. hble. Servt.
HPL

ON
225. TO JAMES F. MORT 10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. L
June 28, 1926
Clarissime:—

Oscar—et tu! Gawd, but what is left to me in life!‘That’s thtfetdax:;:
trouble of growing old—all one’s old pals start croa'ku?g Z?e a eerte
other, till the only place a bimbo can feel at hf)me is in the c;meavre):i
This very second I'm dropping a black-border’s card to the ber
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neighbour; asking for the SL and RK Elegies, and adding a less ambj.
tious but equally sincere tribute worded thus:

Damn’d be this harsh mechanick age
That whirls us fast and faster,

And swallows with Sabazian rage
Nine lives in one disaster.

I take my quill with sadden’d thought,
Tho’ falt'ringly I do it;

And, having curst the Juggernaut,
Inscribe: OSCARVS FVIT'!

Yr. oblig’d obt. Servt.
®coBdA3og
Theobaldus

226, TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG

Friday, July 1926
Providence
Aging Sir:—

Four grey hairs! What are they—the entire moustache, or part of the
cranial mop? Well, well, it certainly makes an old gentleman feel his
years when his grandchildren begin to shew wrinkles and silver threads!
You have beaten your Grandpa Theobald by about a year—my first visi-
ble grey hairs coming at twenty-six. ......,

The final major—if you call it major—item in this shipment is a
typed copy of that weird tale history which you saw your Grandpa so
industriously writing a year ago. The sixty pages of text came to seven-
ty-two of “typescript”, (to use an abominable neologism) and the job
nearly killed me. Now I know I shall never type my rro-pages and

147-page novelettes! I only did this because Cook hustled me up—he
wants to use it in The Recluse by the first of next month. . . . . . . .

Yr. obt.
Grandpa
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FRED BLANCH TALMAN
e 10 Barnes Street
Providence, R. L.
July 21, 1926.
My dear Talman:—

Two Black Bottles begins very promisingly, and I still think it ;vg:
be all right to let Hoffman tell the story. The amount .of mattferbw i :
he has to transmit rather than tell is of course co?sxderable, ut n
more, I think, than occurs in many tales of similar kind by the F)est :gu-
thors. However—you can use your own judgment about choosing be-
tween first and third persons. The really importiant part of my sugge:
tion was merely that the central scene and chmafx' develop tl.mrosg
Hoffman alone rather than through the three later visitors as outlined in
your rough synopsis. This simplification and concentration of teven;
upon one central figure in whose place the reader can Pltlt himse
would seem to me the most essential step in the strengthening of the
Pl(:s for what I've done to the Ms.—I am sure you’l! ﬁn'd nothing to
interfere with your sense of creation. My chan:ges are in virtually ever)I'
case merely verbal, and all in the interest of ﬁfu§h and fluency of style.
have not been very lavish with elaborately sinister words, beca:use my
maturer judgment tells me that these things must be used sParmeg in
order to retain their potency. Only in a definitely prose-poetic composi-
tion can they be scattered about at all freely—and your style is straight-
forward narration rather than atmospheric impressionism. Save your ex-
treme words for the climax—jyou'll need them then, unvitiated by pre-
vious employment. Begin to lay on the colour when Hoffman ap-
proaches the church at sunset and sees the graves of SItht ‘a.nd Vandef-
hoof—making this approach something like the be.gl.nmng.of Poe’s
Usher in repressed menace. Work in a sort of subsidiary clu'nax—.or
rather, an exceptionally tense moment, when Foster—fu_ddled Vf’lth drink
and terror—begins his confession by saying in a terrible wh.lsper that
the cross over Vanderhoof’s grave keeps falling down in the night. That
confession calls for adroit work—homely diction—semi-dialect——?ut
Decessarily chilling to the core. Use great care when Slott’s connexion
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with the deviltry begins to appear, and let the collapse and pulverisatiop
of Foster have a very marked “punch”. From that point on, you can
safely increase the “colour” content of your style. The crash outside—
the fallen cross in the moonlight—the sliding earth—the terrified flight
—and then, Ok, Boy! the big sight! The gigantic corpse clambering out
of its grave, silhouetted against the moon, and floundering toward the
church! After this the sense of a pause must occur, and the aftermath
should be told in a lowered key—and as briefly as possible. Again econ.
omise on the colour words, and rely on dark and skillful suggestion to
convey the requisite impression of lurking terror. Make all final expla-
nations as brief as possible—and as inconspicuous. Begrudge every
word you have to use after the climax. I'll be glad to see the finished
story, and hope that my suggestions may prove a help—at least so far as
details of diction are concerned—rather than a hindrance,

I am ever Yr. most obt, Servt.
HPL

228. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

10 Barnes St.
Aug. 9, 1926
Dear CA S:—

I haven't read The Silver Stallion yet, but may in time. Irony used to
interest me when I was younger & more impressed by the hollowness of
the things it castigates, but nowadays the current hypocrisies do not
seem important enough to me to warrant the expenditure of artistic ef-
fort against them. Nothing in the universe matters very much, & to laugh
habitually at any one set of things seems almost to imply that they are
worth laughing at. I infinitely prefer Dunsany to Cabell—he was a gen-

uine magic & freshness which the weary sophisticate seems to
lack

Most cordially & sincerely,
HPL
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ST DERLETH
229. TO gey 10 Barnes Street

Aug‘ 13, 1:926
Dear Mr. Derleth:—

. You are right in according The Hill.of Dreams first plfaclt; al;n(;ng
M;ci]en’s works—for I think that it is w.lthout doubt the fu e; x:l

t expression of his ethereal genius. It is the least touched with co
tlrl‘ms artifice of all his longer productions, and forms an almost .charac-
::;(i)sliic record of the life of the dreamer’s soul. Lucfzm's dream-h;e ;s‘a
Roman in old Isca Silurum is something reélly quite unapproa; eeaxdn.
literature. The Three Impostors, though, is very much worth r

ing.......
Most cordially and sincerely yrs—
H. P. Lovecraft

ES F. MORTON
230. TO JAM <5 Btk east

Providence, R. L
August 18, 1926
Sapientissime :—

.. . Firstly—that house in Newport was Solomon Southwi.ck’s! I g(:lt
it from a book whose recency and authenticity are nqt to be impugned.
What is more, there are strange legends about it—in connexion with
the hidden gold of Captain Kidd, notwithstan‘ding the fact tha‘t 1t"wz
not built till 35 years after the bozo in question perforr.ned his aéri
minuet. Antient houses on the water's edge are ever subject to the in-
ventions of a pleasing legendry. ... ...

Yr. oblig'd and obt. Servt.,

BeoBdAdog
Theobaldus
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231. TO JAMES F. MORTON

Theobald Manor

Friday, Aug. 20, 1926
Magister:—

Well—it'll be dawn soon, so that I can tell whether or not I'm going
to Newport. This'll be a birthday trip—for it was at nine a. m. of Aug,
20, 1890 that I swooped down like a curse upon this already accursed
world. Thirty-six today! My gawd, how the years fly. Stolidly middle.
aged—when only yesterday I was young and eager and awed by the
mystery of an unfolding world—in the midst of the golden 'nineties,
with free silver and Cuba libre and the new state house and the new
station and the electrification of the cable-cars stirring up the atmo-
sphere. "Rah for McKinley and Hobart, (even if the latter has balled up
your museum!) and the full dinner-pail! How I recall the old newspa-
per headlines, and the magazines and comick weeklies! Things aren’t so
piquant now. 1926! I can't believe it!

Yr. hble. and obt. Servt,
BeoBdA30g
Theobaldus

232. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
The Day After my 36th Birthday
Providence
Aug. 21, 1926

................. Whilst I am well aware that a large amount of
the race-stock included within the nominal bounds of Jewry is excellent
and quite assimilable by a Nordic majority if the proportion be not ex-
cessive, I am no# prepared to admit that the essentially exotic and Ori-
ental culture-stream of the Hebraic tradition has any legitimate place in a
Western and Aryan civilisation. We can gradually absorb such Jewish

6
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ts as are dominantly Nordic or even Mediterranean in their b.1o
eleq:lexl1 composition—keen, gray-eyed, white-skinned German Jews like
p Ci;,.tst August Belmont, or ascetic Portugese-Jewish types like those
the

hose blood has already tinctured to a great extent the body of the
Wi

gpanish people. But this absorption aboslutely postulates a complete cul-
P

ural surrender on their part—an acceptance of our own Aryan point of
tu

view, loyalties, religion, and h.eritage. In other worc}s, th:y;h rn'Lss(t) ;}:Ir?z
themselves wholly into the main stream and utterly forge ent e
dividual past; else they will engender unpleasant cross-currents o
d feeling which will continue to make them socmll.y distasteful. e
:ln't feel at ease—we couldn’t if we wanted to—wth persons moti-
vated by a series of emotions founded on an u_tterly antipathetic Eﬁld (to
us) positively contemptible race-history. Nordic and ]e?.w, cultura y}; can
never meet on common ground because each one cordially hates w zft is
sacred to the other. The Jew, to start with, is a -hurnourless and e.motlonci
ally overdeveloped ethical fanatic; with a leanx?g to the grand{ose apth
an absolute indifference to that pride and physxc.al courage which wi
us is really the measure of a man. You can imagine the natural .reactxon
of this alien-minded stock to our essentially playful, power-low./mg, and
indomitably proud fabric of unconquerable freemen. And‘tha.t is not t'he
worst. Added to this essential cultural alineage of the Jew is hx's ignomin-
ious history for the past two thousand years. Unable to resxst.his con-
querors, he has never made a courageous stand except when his ethical
mania prompts the individual to resist spiritual encroac'hme.nt, but l?as
been content to cringe and fawn and scheme a‘long with smk%y sm.xrk
and greasily rubbed palms as everybody's public door-mat. Kick hl.m,
and he whines an excuse for having been in your way! Now to 'bmz,
this means nothing: because his own tradition has pim?ed its emotional
approval to other things—mostly ethical and spiri?ual 1.11u51ons. He can
placidly dodge our boot-tips and tin cans with unimpaired se?f-respect,
because his life is modelled upon a pattern which has nothing to do
with our standards of value and ideals of manhood. It is the eternal
EaSt—you can see it in the Hindoo fakir and Chinese coolie as well. But
all this, however satisfying to him, means nothing to us. We are our-
selves, and inherit our own Western standards, and cannot in any way
help entertaining feelings of the utmost aversion, repugnance, an.d
contempt toward a culture or stock which fails to fulfil our most basic
ideal of what men ought to be. We can’t help how wise or shrewd some
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Rabbi Isaachar ben Levi may be—if he grins when we pull his entomo.
logically populous whiskers, we are moved by a basic impulse to a pro.
found and insuperable disgust. It was thus that the Romans felt toward
the cringing philosophers of the fallen Hellenistic world. Nothing js
more foolish than the smug platitude of the idealistic social worker who
tells us that we ought to excuse the Jew's repulsive psychology because
we, by persecuting him, are in a measure responsible for it. This is
damned piffle that utterly evades the real issue. We despise the Jew not
only because of the stigmata which our persecution has produced, but
because of the deficient stamina (from our point of view) on his part
which permitted us to persecute him at all! Does anybody fancy for a
moment that a Nordic race could be knocked about for two millennia
by its neighbours? God! They’'d either die fighting to the last man, or
rise up and wipe their would-be persecutors off the earth!! It's because
the Jews have allowed themselves to fill a football’s role that we instinc-
tively hate them. Note how much greater is our respect for their fellow-
Semites, the Arabs, who Aave the high heart—shewn in courage and a
laughing sense of beauty—which we emotionally understand and approve.
Now with this doxble barrier—alienage of primitive impulse, and
contempt arising from the historic consequences of this alienage—is it to
be supposed for a moment that any communal rapport can exist betwixt
elements symbolising or representing the opposed Aryan and Hebraic
types? Only a cloud-gazing ass of an idealist could possibly envisage
such a circumstance. Aryans, as Aryans, will always feel a deep-seated
and uneasy dislike toward Jews, as Jews; and the introduction of a large
Jewish element into the social, intellectual, and aesthetic life of a com-
munity can only result in the maintenance of two separate streams with-
out contact. People who have heard different songs crooned over their
cradles will sing different songs when their time of singing comes. And
this, we must note very carefully, applies to the best type of Jews as
well as to their hopeless riff-raff. Fine learning—even fine race-stock—
there may be; but as long as a cultural group looks back to sources ut-
terly loathsome to our own aesthetic scheme, we will always detest
them. So I say that, whilst it is eminently desirable to salvage good Jew-
ish race-stock by very gradual absorption into the Aryan and dominating
body; it is absolutely necessary that this salvaging be accompanied by a
total effacement of the newcomers’ traditions. They must suffer a com-
plete intellectual and aesthetic amnesia, and join us as Aryans when
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joi for the Semitic culture—it is not for us to say one
theydd;tézn.foésor against it in an absolute sense. We do not feel its
'w % Ises, and can never know its essence. Certainly, it has produced a
“npurfui set of ideas and standards, and who are we to say that Fhese
ow:,n less important, intrinsically, than our own? As with Chinese
aﬂitu;ey whose absolute greatness we freely acknowledge, we may say
:ﬁat ]e’wish culture is doubtless highly excellent iz zlt: proper place. Bu}t
that place is not among us, for those points of vx.ewt Whld; are emlt-
nently harmonious when working with other Hebraic 1d'eas, ecoxtne ?th
terly discordant, hostile, and injuriou§ when brought.lr? conta; w "
points of view whose source and direction are wholly distinct an dopp
site. Semitism has never done anything save ham? us when f.o‘rce ;lp;n
us or adopted by accident. It gave us the puling hypoc.n.sws 0 1.ke
Christian doctrine—us, who by every law of Natflre are virile, wa;: i le(i
and beauty-loving pagans and Northern polythe'lsts! We, whc.) s out
shout our laughter to Odin and Thor, are con.stramed to ben'd like Ea;1 !
ern slaves over sickly twilight altars to 2 crucified consumptlve..Fiaug !
It sickens my blond Teuton soul!! And our last wave of Hebraic imita-
tion—the Puritan movement—produced such uglmesse.s as a New-En-
gland chronicler blushes to record. Good gawd! To thm.k t'hat rnyf own
maternal great-grandfather’s Christian name was ]erc'errfx?.h. But cl:rtu-
nately, Christian ritual and practise among the most cxvxh‘sed types have
been gradually purged, by sheer racial influence, of their more xncocrll-
gruous and objectionable Eastern features. What, then, sk.lall w; o
with our Jews? Absorb 2 few as Aryans—well and good—it has eetl
done to some slight extent without ill effect. But anyone knows thlls ﬂ:s
posible only to a drop-in-the-bucket extent; for most Jews hf)ld e
mules to their beliefs, and most are racially unfit for amalgamation any-
how. What of this alien majority? Well—as with the negro, there is
only one thing we can do as an immediate exped.ient to save ourselve;,
Keep them out of our national and racial lzfe Wﬂ.:h the negro the ﬁ%h t
is wholly biological, whilst with the Jew it is mainly spiritual; bultf e
principle is the same. We are Aryans, a.nd'our .only future as a seli-re-
specting stock lies in our resistance to anythm.g like an Al.exanc.lrlan vx;lez;-
tal hybridisation. Let us preserve and glory in our own inherited West-
ern life and impulses and standards, and let us resist to the.death any
attempt at fastening to our body of national custom any feeling or fea-
ture aside from that which we legitimately derive from the tall, fair Ary-
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ans who begat us and who founded our English civilisation and Ap.
glo-Ametican nation. If a certain number of outlanders desire to dwe]]
separately among us, it may be politic to let them—at least, for a time,
But let us swear by the living God, as we respect ourselves.as free
Northern white men, that they shall lay not a hand on our institutions,
and inject not an ideal of theirs into the massed inheritance which js
ours. To the Jew we must say, “live your own life, here or elsewhere;
but remember that you live among Aryans, who are not to be dis.
turbed”. When the interloper seeks a voice in our councils, and subtly
endeavours to mould the national feeling in accordance with his own
standards—among which latter is a cynical disregard of our sentiments
and cherished loyalties, visible in bolshevistic Trotzkys and iconoclastic
Ben Hechts—there is only one possible answer from the unemasculated
sons of the honest roast-beef Englishmen and rawboned Yankees who
made this nation; and that answer is just this—"You go to
Hell:2 o
And of course the New York Mongoloid problem is beyond calm
mention. The city is befouled and accursed—I come away from it with
a sense of having been tainted by contact, and long for some solvent of
oblivion to wash it out! ...... How in Heaven's name sensitive and
self-respecting white men can continue to live in the stew of Asiatic filth
which the region has become—with marks and reminders of the locust-
plague on every hand—is absolutely beyond me. In fact, I'm jolly well
certain that they won’t continue. New York will become a vast trading-
mart for long-distance white commuters—and for the nameless spawn.
When, at length, the power of the latter rises to dangerous heights of
rivalry, I can see nothing short of war or separation from the union.
There is here a grave and mighty problem beside which the negro prob-
lem is a jest—for in this case we have to deal not with childlike half-
gorillas, but with yellow, soulless enemies whose repulsive carcasses
house dangerous mental machines warped culturelessly in the single di-
rection of material gain by stealth at any cost. I hope the end wi/l be
warfare—but not till such a time as our own minds are fully freed of
the humanitarian hindrances of the Syrian superstition imposed upon us
by Costantinus. Then let us shew our physical power as men and Ary-
ans, and conduct a scientific wholesale deportation from which there
will be neither flinching nor retreating.
So that is that. There are two Jew problems in America—one na-
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{ and cultural, and to be met by a firm resistance to all those \;matci
as which parasitic subject-races engender; and another Izc;.m ans
:ological—the New York Mongoloid problem, to be m‘et God know
b Ogb ¢ with force rather than with intellect. The dommantly.Aryan-
how,d :il Jew of high type is better assimilated. The powerfully intellec-

Z:f feunda.mental Hebrew is better socially segregated. ... .

And such a lecture to be started by a mere account of a mornen(tlary
tff! Well—that's what having lived in New York,for two years ';,::
to one! I couldn’t have felt it that way (even thf) my abst;a;fi' v; "
were the same) in 1923 Of before, and even now it will pro ah y "
off in a year or SO more—especially since in New England we : ave czh ‘
own local curses (tho’ they don’t clutter up all the landsca'pe so!) Sn' b-
form of Simian Portugese, unspeakabl? Southern Ita{mm, e iaas
bering French-Canadians. Broadly spea‘km_g, ’our cusse is Latz::t Lusr -
gours is Semitic-Mon goloid, the Mississippian's Aff.'zczm,_ th,e 12}] sbu i -
er's Slavonic, the Arizonian’s Mexican, and. the Caleorfllan s zfnclzi i-
anese. And so, to quote from 2 discouragingly Hebraic work of liter

ture—Amen!!

SE

tiona
ing ide

Yr. obt. grandfather
HP

ED BLANCH TALMAN
i 10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. I.
August 24, 1926
My dear Talman:—

...... As to what is meant by “weird’—and of course
weir'd.n.e‘ss‘ 15 by no means confined to horror—I sbould say th;ltl the
real criterion is @ strong impression of the suspension of natura daw,;
or the presence of unseen worlds or for-celx .close at baf;fafd. Ivflm tsooa
differing perspective or degrees of sensitivity react di ex;;r.l y B
given tale, To me, The Pit and the Pendulum contains no ing aTh
of true weirdness except in the introductory atmospheric t01'1c1.1es.P -
hotrors are too patently physical, and of m.erely human onﬁm. oe’s
supreme tale—and perhaps the supreme weird tale of all the ages—
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is to me The Fall of the House of Usher. Second comes Ligein
course Facts in the Case of M. Valdemar is full of breathlcfss ;
ltloﬂ up to the last hideous cataclysm. Ms. Found in a Bottle and th
ater parts of Arthur Gordon Pym have a strange and potent aura "
mystery and expectancy, and there are touches in Metzengerstein whi?}i

and of
nticipa.

few besid.es Poe could achieve. In the realm of sheer, sombre Pprose-po-
etry, uniting hprror and beauty, nothing could excel The Masque of f/;
Red Death, Silence, a Fable, and Shadow, a Parable ‘

.............. Glad you got some :

: . good sepulchral paper-
weights—I vsfxsh the slate off New England churchyards wouldpbfezc
up as conveniently as the sandstone of N. Y. and N. J.! My Elizabeth
ttown f;agment reads thus: /N You were lucky to get a curveci
op and star. What I've % alwa i

: ys wanted is one of th
winged cherub faces or skulls so common on the earlier slabs :

Yr. most oblig’d and obt. Servt.
HPL

234. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN

10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I.

My dear Talman:— Septr. 8, 1926

- But reall.y, that Dutch cottage of yours is a genuine triumph! Besides
¢ aesthetic, you have managed to work in the practical—which is al
ways a se.aled mystery to me. I have not seen any Dutch dormers S 2‘-
rpent?d like yours; but the use of the cyma curve suggested by th e If-
Imfé is certainly congruous enough, and in my lowly opini)(,)n ‘;foo
quite a stroke of genius. I have, by the way, a very strong notionotrhn:;i
t];e use of the.cyma curve in bold architectural features is originally a
utch conception. It appears in British architecture toward the e dy f
the seven.teenth century and culminates in Queen Anne’s time ancrl1 .
very possxbl?f be among the Dutch ideas brought across by \W,illiarnntllélly
Tl.nrd. A highly interesting example of its belated use in Provid :
will be found in the Joseph Brown house (1774) in South Main Setnf
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f the house of the old Providence Bank until a few months ago. This, as

you possibly recall, has been copied in the new building of the Gas Co.
in Weybosset St. Brown was an amateur architect of great ability, and is
responsible for the choice of our 1st Baptist Steeple from among three
designs by Gibbs. As to those quadrant windows in the attic beside the
chimney—I would not be in the least surprised if they were Dutch.
They are almost never found outside the New Netherland area, yet
abound in the colonial houses of that region. Whilst those I have ac-
tually seeen have been in English houses—both town houses in New
York and country houses in various suburbs—it is only natural to as-
sume that an English feature flourishing on/y where Dutch influence is
strong, must owe something to the Holland tradition. It is so with the
gambrel roofs of English New York—they all have the short upper and
Jong lower pitch characteristic of Dutch design, (though they never
adopt the curve) whereas the gambrel roofs of New England have
nearly equal pitches. . ............

Yr. most oblig'd and obt. Servt.
HPL

235, TO JAMES F. MORTON
10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. L
Septr. 27, 1926
O Unsurpassable:—

... Really, the great question in any immigration policy is not so
much the effect on the remote future as the maintenance of enough con-
geniality of population to save the legitimate natives of a place from
feeling like strangers on their own hereditary sod. Only 2 damn fool
can expect the people of one tradition to feel at ease when their country
is flooded with hordes of foreigners who—whether equal, superior, or
inferior biologically—are so antipodal in physical, emotional, and intel-
lectual makeup that harmonious coalescence is virtually impossible. Such
an immigration is death to all endurable existence, and pollution and
decay to all art and culture. To permit or encourage it is suicide—as you
can clearly see in that hell called New York, where a chaos of scum has
raised a stench intolerable to any self-respecting white man. Biologi-
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cally, the Nordic is probably not superior to the best Mediterranean
stock, or the unbroken and now almost extinct Semitic white stock; but
just as the Chinese culture ought to be preserved where it is once en.
trenched, where the Nordic culture is once entrenched, it must be pre-
served.

Yours for blond Aryanism—
BcoBdA3og
Theobaldus

236. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
Sunday, October, 1926
Dear WBT:—

As to your hesitancy about following revisory suggestions—I can ap-
preciate fully how you must feel in the case of anything intended purely
as a piece of original and personal artistic expression, and will be care-
ful not to make disconcerting alterations in later Mss. of yours. This
one tale, however, as I said upon first seeing the synopsis last summer;
may well be taken as a wholly academic proposition—a typical exercise
and object lesson illustrating certain principles of composition which
could not be conveniently demonstrated in any other way than this ac-
tual, visible and concrete alteration of the outline and text as prepared.
But even in this instance I don’t think my share is enough to gain me
notice as co-author, hence urge you to publish the tale under your name
only. If accepted by Weird Tales, it will prove a good entering wedge
for other work of yours.

Yr. obt. Servt.
HPL




Frank Belknap Long
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237. 10 The Providence Sunday Journal
Providence, R. I

October 5, 1926
To the Editor of the Sunday Journal:—

The interesting responses in the Evening Bulletin’s Why I Like Prov-
idence column, the recent publication of such popular or juvenile vol-
umes as Miss Gleeson's Colonial Rhode Island, the increasing array of
historical pamphlets prepared by Dr. Caroll for the State department of
education, the illustrated series on “0Odd Phases of Rhode Island His-
tory” by Mr. Chapin in the Sunday Journal, the attention given by the
Journal and Bulletin to neglected historic sites, and the widespread fol-
lowing of colonial models in contemporary building operation, would
all seem to indicate a wholesome and spontaneous awakening of this
city to its unique wealth of antiquarian background.

It is refreshing to watch the emergence of the community at large
from an almost un-New Englandish absorption in material gain and
quantitative expansion to a mature appreciation of the more thoroughly
grounded ancestral values in which other old towns like Philadelphia,
Annapolis, Salem and Portsmouth have long taken so just and keen 2
pride.

In virtually no American city of equal size may one find such vivid
and dramatic linkages with sources and developments as here; where the
ancient hill still bears its graceful Georgian steeples and pilastered doot-
ways, while bits of walled garden and steep green lane even now keep
alive the memory of old home lots stretching back from the Towne
Street.

With the 1773 Market House, the 1761 Colony House, the 1770 Col-
lege Edifice, the intact home of the old Providence Gazette, the 1783
Golden Ball Inn, the 1769 schoolhouse in Meeting strect, four Geor-
gian churches, the incomparable colorful row of 1816 warehouses in
South Water street, and the notable variety of Colonial mansions and
unchanged streets to be found for nearly a dozen squares east of the
Great Bridge, Providence has a heritage of cumulative life-deposits and
a fountain of deeply genuine beauty, interest, fascination and pictur-
esqueness which most metropolitan districts must envy in vain, and which
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can be paralleled only by the mellower corners of such lovely old world
towns as travelers haunt.

These things, the very vital spark and soul of a place from any aes-
thetic or really enlightened standpoint, are gifts not freely granted in
our age and nation; and form so rare and so absolutely irreplaceable an
endowment that we ought to live up to them by the exercise of a con-
stant and diligent alertness lest they be impaired or swept away through
coarser-grained conceptions of progress and urban splendor.

These remarks are impelled by the tidal wave of building replace-
ment in which our city is just now immersed; and which, though in the
main undoubtedly a healthy process, might easily reach the proportions
of vandalism if encouraged without a due regard for traditional land-
marks. No one, it is true, can be sorry to witness or anticipate the end
of such Victorian pests as Butler Exchange, Infantry Hall and the un-
speakable Superior Court House; but when a well-balanced Georgian
structure like the old Butler mansion next the Arcade is removed, it
would seem to be time to inquire whether the change be a real civic
necessity or a mere expression of crude, restless commercial adventur-
ing.

The Butler mansion is, of course, relatively a minor case; but its pass-
ing tends to renew one’s apprehensions regarding the future of such
really important scenic, historic, artistic or atmospheric relics as the As-
cade, the exquisite Joseph Brown mansion recently vacated by the Provi-
dence National Bank, the quaint warehouses in South Water street, and
the characteristic Colonial homes—austere wooden affairs with finely
carved doorways—on the glamorous lanes that climb the hill.

Treasures like these are too precious to lose without a struggle, and
deserve all the effort and finance which can be brought to their aid
against the encroachments of boom-town “Babbittry.” Any mushroom
oil centre can have bright lights, skyscrapers and apartment blocks, but
only a well-loved seat of centuries of pure taste and gracious living can
have the urn-topped, ivied walls, the gabled and steepled vistas, the un-
expected twists of cobbled court and alley, and all the manifold touches
of elder landscape which mean Providence to those real natives who
have grown up in it and cherish its every mood and aspect, summer and
winter, sun and rain.

Organized protest saved the Old South Church in Boston and timely
organization might do much toward preserving those buildings and
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S
landscape effects which contribute most to the gnatchless .charm of our

.. We shall be fortunate if the rising interest in local history and tra:
:lli?‘:;,n can reach this stage of effectiveness before “modern progress
shall have wrought any further damage. .

One might speculate pleasantly on the later evc.)lutlon of sgch a move-
ment if once successfully established—an evolution proademng it from
antiquarian to general artistic aims, and supplefl?enpng a purely da;felxll-
sive programme with one involving the rehab111tat10r1. (as success ully
practiced in Boston and New York) of venerable nelghborhc?ods like
northern Benefit street, whose appealing old houses and .romantxc topog-
raphy merit 2 better fate than the slumdom flow overtaking them.. '

This critical vigilance might ultimately be extended‘ to the- buildings
and skyline of the city as 2 whole, old and new, with a view to the
promotion of one harmonious architectural plan, an.d thfe discourage-
ment of incongruous or excessively tall structures, which violate thfa tra-
ditional atmosphere of an old Georgian town. Boston has long enjoyed
such intelligent zoning laws. ' .

Whether all suggestions of this sort belong to the real.xn of 1_mpract1ca-
ble visions, only time can tell. But if anyone need an incentive for ac-
tive efforts in behalf of Old Providence, let him stand in Market Square
some late afternoon when the slanting sunlight touches the Market
House and the ancient hill roofs and belfries with gold, z.md throws
magic around the dreaming wharves where Providence Indiamen used
to ride at anchor. Then let him scale the slope in the dusk past the: old
white church and up the precipitous ways where yell'ow gleams ‘begm to
appear in small-paned windows and through fanh:gl.lts set h1gk.1 over
double flights of steps with curious wrought-iron rmlfng.s. That is Old
Providence—and any civilized spirit must agree that it is amply worth
saving!

H. P. Lovecraft

(Published in The Providence Sunday Journal,
October 10, 1926.)
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238. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN

10 Barnes Street
Providence, R. I,

October 11, 1926
Dear WBT:—

....... This present season I'm as busy as hell with some special
revisory work which I've been doing for the well-known conjuror Hou-
dini. I've done stuff for him before; but last week he performed in
Providence, and took the opportunity to have me go over a lot of stuff
which required constant consultation. It was the raw material for a cam-
paign against astrology; and being somewhat in my line, (I had a cam-
paign of my own on this subject in 1914) I rather enjoyed the digging
up of data—though it was beastly laborious, and forced me to work
continuously till night before last with very little sleep. If it doesn’t
knock out all the star-gazing charlatans in the country, I shall feel
deeply disappointed! My next job for the sprightly wizard is an article
on witcheraft which makes me lament with redoubled intensity the lack
of a peek at the Waite book.

Yr. obt. Servt.
HPL

239. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

Octbr. 12, 1926

10 Barnes St.
Dear C A S:—

I was very glad to hear from you, & to receive the critique I have so
long been anxious to see. The latter is really very just & acute in its
analysis of your work, but as you say may meet editorial opposition be-
cause of its tone of youthful effervescence & colourful thapsody. I imag-
ine that Wandrei must be rather a young chap—though possessed of a
fund of imagery & command of language which will serve him well
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n he has learnt the lessons of restraint & austerity of fOfm whi.ch
Whee with later life. I certainly wish he could get the review into print
cozeWhere, though I know the process is none too easy. What is Wan-
Ziei, anyway? That is, what does he write, & what‘ are his ge‘:rferal liter-
ary bearings? I am interested in anyone as genuinely sensitive to the

ic as he.

fm\:;;tifhasreminds me that I have just discovered .a.boy of §cventeen
who promises to develop into something of a fantaisiste. He is August
W. Derleth, whose name you may have seen as author of some rather
immature stories in Weird Tales. Finding my address through the_: ma-
gazine, he began corresponding with me; & turns out to be a \.'e.ntable
Jittle prodigy; devoted to Dunsany & Arthur Macher?, & .atmbmous to
excel in their chosen field. He is entering the U. of Wis. this fall, & has
a room only a few doors from where Galpin roomed' where }}e first cor-
responded with you—823 West Johnson St., Madxson, Wxs.'l knf)w
he'd be glad to hear from you if ever you have time to drop him a line
or send him a few of your current poems.

# ok ok ok 3k

I'm sorry the pictures in N. Y. haven't sold better—yet think it is
perhaps better that they should not sell at all, than that they should. sell
at blasphemously inadequate prices. Glad that three have fo_und Califor-
nia homes—though sorry that the rates were so disproportionae. I sha%l
be eager to learn the results of your black sateen experiment, & know. it
must be gorgeously effective. Black & gold has always been a favourite
colour combination of mine. ... ..

EE R

I've delayed typing my now finished sketch of weird fiction becaus‘e
of some new source material discovered at the Providence Public Li-
brary. When I do prepare the final copy I want it as inclusive as I can
make it. Meanwhile I've written two new tales, one of which is the
sunken-land thing I described in advance last year. I'm sending these
under separate cover, & will ask that they be returned at your leisure—
though there is not the least hurry. I don’t know when I shall write any
more, since just now I am virtually driven to death by some extra revi-
S0ty work (for the well-known conjuror Houdini) which I don’t feel
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financially justified in rejecting. As to a history of weird art—I only
wish someone woxld prepare something of the kind! I myself have not
enough knowledge of painting to attempt it, but to one properly
equipped, it would offer a splendid opportunity. Why not try it your-
self? Of the artists you mention the work of Redon & Ryder is still
unfamiliar to me—as is the Japanese work.

Most cordially & sincerely yrs—
H P L

240. TO AUGUST DERLETH

10 Barnes Street
Providence, R. I.

Octr. 19, 1926
My dear Mr. Derleth:—

I am not surprised that your prefer Sauk City to Madison, for I am
also fond of the quiet atmosphere of smaller places; in fact, I can’t pic-
ture anything more delightful in America than one of the quaint colo-
nial seaports on the New England coast, which have been sleeping al-
most unchanged for a century and more. If I weren't attached to Provi-

dence by nativity and lifelong residence, I'd like to live in ancient Mas-
blehead, Mass. - . . .

.+« . With every good wish—most cordially and sincerely yrs.—
H. P. Lovecraft

24I. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
10 Barnes Street
Providence, R. I.

Oct. 26, 1926
Young Man:—

These occasional outings are, I assure you, most amply earn’d; for I
am just now coping with the most hectick reincarnation of David V.
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Bushism imaginable. My neo-Bush is our slippery friend Hc.)udini, wh.o
was here early in the month, and rushed me to hell preparing an anti-
astrological article to be finished before his depa.rture—a matter (?f five
days; for which I received the not wholly desl?llcable remuneration of
seventy-five actual dollars. He says he has a dev111§h lot more for‘ me to
do, and has been trying to get me to meet him in Detroit at his own
expense to talk things over—but I have maintained that I can do busi-
ness best within sight of my native town’s Georgian steeples. Just now I
note in the paper that Houdini has had a breakdown—which must have
occurred just after the last letter he sent me—so I fancy there will be a
lull in the negotiations. I'll send him a line of sympathy to jolly him
along. Poor Eddy, who with my aid has been doing some revision for
the nimble wizard, is quite worried about this unexpected intervention
of the gods.

............ Speaking of cuttings—here’s last year's Christmas
lines, as they will appear in Br'er Wright's Family Story Paper .. At
25¢ per line, this mess ought to come to $3.75—a sum I shall by no
means despise. Congratulations on the acceptance of your new tale—
tho’ I'm sotry Ghost Stories didn’t print it at double the remuneration.
Little Farnie rejected Grandpa’s Cthulbu story on the ground that it was
too slow and obscure for his zippy morons—but I guess I'll send along
his note and let you see for yourself. If I could get plenty of good revi-
sion to do, I'd never write another tale for these cheap commercial ca-
terers, It ruins one’s style to have a publick of tame-souled half-wits
hanging over one’s head as one writes. A more congenial thing I have
lately been doing is classifying my Rhode Island and other architectural
and antiquarian cuttings. You may recall the hopeless mess at the end of
my table in Clinton Street. Well, all that, together with what has accu-
mulated since, is now neatly disposed of—either in appropriate portfo-
lios or in a scrap-book. I can now find what I want, and no longer have
the fearsome task of assortment looming ahead of me.

About that copy of Ghost Stories—I am properly asham’d of my neg-
ligence! I have been meaning to send it every day—but never got quite
to the point. On receipt of your letter, however, I despatched it at once;
S0 that it ought to reach you in a day or two. You will find it quite
hopeless—even worse than Weird Tales. Indeed, its chief merit is to me

the proof it affords that a magazine can be worse than Brother
Farnies,
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...... There isn't anything antagonistic to the utterance of the soy]
in a decently furnished room or a clean bathtub, and anybody who says
there is merely shews himself so unfamiliar with decent rooms anq
bathtubs that they appear intrusive and extraordinary to him. A well-or.
der'd home can be taken as a matter of course by anyone who has never
lived in anything else, and it's utter bunk to claim that it could possibly
have any deleterious influence on one’s thought and work. Good God,
from my own experience it's just the other way around—I couldn’t
form a single well-defined thought in that damnable Clinton Street pig-
sty, whereas now that I am at home again in the surroundings befitting
a civilised man I can at least do as well as I did before I left them.

..... I can't get interested in it—it doesn’t even bore me enough to
take my mind off other boredoms. . ................

As to Dreiser—I read two of his things as a matter of duty last year
when Kirk happened to have them about, and can agree that he is cer-
tainly a great artist of a sort. He does understand the undercurrents of
certain heavy, mediocre characters; and since such characters are very
numerous in life, one may say that he has an eminently sound and
workable perspective of life itself. He is a genuine realist who can man-
age to give a certain dramatic (it is trite reviewers’' jargon to say
“epic”’) march to the melange of sordidness in average existence; and
such being the case, it is useless to deny him the title of artist even
though his use of language is the very nadir of clumsiness.

At the same time, I cannot summon up any real interest in his pain-
ful photographs. We know that such things are—we recognise the
touch of the comprehending analyst and delineator—but after all, we
soon come to ask ourselves, what the hell of it? The amount of real
interest in the draggled flounderings of a muddled lower-middle-class
mind in the toils of social inhibition would seem to me to be definitely
limited. For a while it may symbolise the writhings of man in the clutch
of the infinite, but after the novelty of the analogy has worn off one
loses patience with the spectacle of sheer, stupid, ox-like misery. The
sodden and restricted perspective of the sort of people Dreiser knows
and understands, comes to pall on a mind of more extended contacts, to
whom the universe has a subtler perspective, and for whom it presents a
vastly different and infinitely more etherealised set of problems and sit-
uations. This simple peasant sympathy and universal pity stuff will do
for adolescents and Slavs—but it simply can’t mean a tremendous lot to
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Celt or Teuton who has looked into enchanted forests or heard strange
:nusic on the raths in the dark of the moon. .....

Yr. reminiscent and agricultural Servt—
Grandpa

5. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
F: Octr. 26, 1926

Young Man:—

In replying to your keenly appreciated con?municatiorn, I must begin
in something of my old-time travelogical vein; for t‘he past week has
witnessed in a pilgraimage on my part, more.impresswe that any I can
recall taking in years. This excussion, on which I was accompany’d by
my youngest daughter Mrs. Gamwell, was to these rural reacth of
Rhode-Island from whence our stock is immediately sprung; a‘nd is de-
sign’d to be the first of several antiquarian and genealogical tn‘ps cover-
ing the Phillips-Place-Tyler-Rathbone-Howarc_l country, and including
inspection of as many of the original colonial hom'esteads as are yet
standing. This devotional survey is naturally a recreation of t‘he keenest
interest; covering as it does those forms of landscape whose images are
permanently burnt into my pastoral soul, and those.af:tual scenes from
which my personality was moulded—scenes whose spirit and atmosphere
ate ineffaceably stamped on the quintessential germ-plasm‘bequeathed to
me down a long line of rustick progenitors. I had previously been in
that region but twice in my life; in 1896, when I spent two weeks at the
colonia] farmhouse of my great uncle James Phillips, and in_ 1908, when
I took a very casual single day’s jaunt with my mother; tbxs infrequent
visiting being due to difficulties of transportation only just solved by
means of one of those new-fangled motor stage-coach lines.

On this occasion we started at 9 a.m. from the Eddy Street coach
terminal over the antient Plainfield Pike, noting in due time the histor-
ick Fenner farmhouse (1677)—homestead of one of Rhode-Island’s
greatest old families—and later on the region devastated to create the
new Scituate reservoir. In less than an hour we reach’d the general sec-
tion associated with our lineage, and were delighted with some of the
late Georgian doorways around Clayville. At length we disembarked at
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the quaint hilltop village (with a gorgeous view!) oddly known
“Rice City”, and struck northward along a back road across the town
line from Coventry into Foster, and toward the bookside hamlet of
Moosup Valley, “metropolis” of our hereditary rural region.

As we followed the antique highway past copse and mead, cottage
and stream, gentle slope and shady bend, I was destin’d to be surpris’d
by the loveliness of the countryside. I had known before that it was
pretty, but having seen it only twice—once thirty and once eighteen
years ago—I had never properly appreciated it. Now, in my old age, I
was forcibly struck with its incomparable graceful lines of rolling hill
and stone-walled meadow, distant vale and hanging woodland, curving
roadway and nestling farmstead, and all along the route the crystal con.
volutions of the upper Moosup River, cross’d here and there by some
pleasing rustick bridge. At one bend in the stream I paus’d with proper
pensiveness; for there in 1848 my great-grandfather Capt. Jeremiah
Phillips met an untimely end in his own mill, (now demolish’d) being
dragg'd into the machinery by the skirts of his voluminous frock coat as
a malign wind blew tham against some wheel or belt. Whenever we en-
quir'd the way we found that our names were well known to the inhabi-
tants, and I doubt if any person we saw was not related to us in some
more or less distant fashion—such being the universal consanguinity of
an antient pastoral community. Finally we beheld across the meadows at
our left the distant roofs and white church belfry of Moosup Valley,
and were soon descending it to past the idyllick farmhouse at the bend
of the road—once the seat of “Aunt ‘Rushy”—]Jerusha Foster—who
used to give candy to my mother and aunt when they came to see her
back in the early ’sixties—but now occupy’d by a fashionable Provi-
dence man who has married into the old local stock—A rthur Dexter’s
daughter, who lived a piece up the hill,

Crossing the rushing Moosup by another of those deliciously Arca-
dian bridges, we were soon in the pine-shaded village cemetery, where
for some time the colonial slate slabs kept us busy. There were scores of
our kindred there—Tylers, Howards, Fryes, Hopkinses, Rathbones, and
Places—although our closest relatives all rest in private burying grounds
near their respective homesteads. We now walkt through the “civick
centre” of the village, noting the church, schoolhouse, grange, and pub-
lick library—all of which is family ‘property’ through association. A
distant relative—the Rev. George Kennedy—built the church and was
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its first pastor, whilst my grandmother’s cousin Casey B. Tyler (a local
writer and historian, also notary publick, town clerk, and State Senator
1850-51) left his private library to the village to fo_rm the present Tylgr
Free Library—which has some 5000 volumes .and is annually aided by
the state. The village formerly contain’d a smx’thy, two shops, a slaugh-
ter-house, and a tannery; but commerce declin’d when the old stage
route left, and the omnipresent Ford has driven ou.t all that co.uld sup-
port a blacksmith. Beyond the “civick centre” we climbed the hill to the
old Casey Tyler house where my aunt Mrs. Clark was born, and here we
were literally enchanted with the beauty of the landscape. Acros§ the
road a wooded valley dips magnificently to the lower meadows, whxle: to
the east and north are incredibly lovely vistas of stone-walled follmg
pastures, clumps of forest, bits of stream, and purple ranges ?f hills be-
yond hills. The house itself, a large three-story structure,. is of early
19th century origin; but beside it is the still intact (though inhabited by
a newcomer named Dunbar who has only lived there twe.nty-ﬁve or
thirty years) colonial homestead of a story 'and a half which housed
James Tyler (Casey’s father) before he built it. The house of Casey was
establish’d in the patriarchal Narragansett Country, where large slave-
holding was the rule, and was connected with the great Newport house
of Wanton, which gave the Province three Royal Governors and some
spectacular privateer captains. The marriage of Jame's Tyler to a Casey
gives us an interesting link with the Newport Torxes——Go.d Save the
King! I told my aunt upon reaching home that she had certainly chosen
an ideal spot to be born in! o .
From there we retraced our steps to the village, this time stopping to
see a cousin, Mrs. Nabby (Abigail) Tyler Kennedy, whom Mrs. Clark
asked us to look up, and who lives in the oldest homestead of all—(‘ac-
cording to some, 1728) when William Tyler, Gent., made the region
his family seat, and took up most of the land in sight. That .land, call. d
the “Tyler Purchase”, was later divided amongst other colonial proprie-
tors; and a hearteningly large part of it still remains in the hands of
blood descendants. The region is the most truly American and whole-
somely colonial I have ever seen; for there seems to be no break or .al-
teration in the steady stream of hereditary habits and traditions which
dates back to the times when Col. Thomas Parker married ’Squire Tyler's
daughter and knocked the local raw recruits for the French and Indian
Wars into shape on the training-field back of the old Tavern. The
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reigning Tyler of Revolutionary times was a magistrate, and in his day ,
formidably businesslike whipping-post stood in front of the house,
Much of the Tavern, by the way, was blown down in the great gale of
1815 so that the house at which we stopt is really a composite, with itg
final form dating from 1816. The room in which we sat, however, was
part of the original house; and had the immense floor-boards, exposed
corner-posts, and panelled overmantel which told authentically of the
early Georgian period. Our cousin, tho’ only 72 years of age, is now the
oldest inhabitant; and I was astonish’d at the amount of family lore
she has preserv’d. She has much better genealogical records than ours,
and will be a mine of information if ever I start the close research I
have long plann’d. She reaches the time of William the Conqueror di-
rect through two lines, Tyler and Foster; and believes she could do so
through others with a little additional compiling. Her mother was my
grandmother’s closest confidante and associate in the 1840’s, so that she
knows as much about my particular branch as about her own. All in all,
I was very glad to run across this manorial family Sibyl, with whom my
immediate kindred had been wholly out of touch since the ’seventies,
when she attended a seminary with my elder aunt. She was, indeed, able
to unlock the present as well as the past; being custodian by right of
seniority and ancestral position of all the keys in the village. Kindly
enough, she took us through the old church—where her husband’s fa-
ther had preach’d sulphureous damnation—the grange in which she is
an active worker, and the Tyler Free Library, which her kinsman
founded and of which her daughter (who now lives in my grand-uncle
James Phillips’ homestead where I visited in 1896) is the present librar-
ian. The latter building is simple, but the collection is astonishingly
good. I have a new respect for the taste of my bygone cousin, whose old
desk occupies a place of honour at the end of the main room. He used
to have historical and antiquarian articles in the papers, “cutely” signed
“K.C.” Many specimens repose in our old family scrapbooks, but I can’t
truthfully say that the Gibbonesque style impressed me overpoweringly.
The recent library accessions are as well chosen as Casey Tyler's original
private stock, and if the natives read many of them, they will be in no
danger of retrograding toward a state of yokelry.

Now leaving Moosup Valley, we climb'd another hill past “Aunt
‘Rushy’s” homestead (which them city folks a-stayin’ thar dew keep up
in right peart shape!) and enter'd the especial territory of the Places—
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encountering on our right the well-beloved homestead whose crayon
:cture by my mother you may have noticed on my wall. I had given it
ttie appreciation it deserves. Now, in my §m§et yeats, I can accord
reater credit to that vanish’d Place who built it—or its predecessor—
fgor truly, I never saw an house so intelligently adjusted to make the most
of all the aesthetick features of the landscape. In front, acros§ the road,
one sees on the right the ascent of rocky meadow extendmg.to t}'fe
James Phillips house and later to the Job Place estate atop the hill; th.lS
slope balanced by a breathlessly lovely vallf?y panorama on the left,' in
which the stone-wall'd meadows descend in terraces to the. gleammg
bends of the river, whilst the white village belfry peeps alluringly thro
embowering verdure (now turn’d to the riotous red z{nd gold of au-
tumn) and sets off the endless undulations of purple hills beyond. I?e-
hind the house and its attendant orchard a sparsely wooded ravine
winds gently down to lower pastures, and forrgs a bafkground ‘.;vorthy
of any artist's brush. Altogether, I was prodigiously imprest with the
beauty of the whole picture; and wisht ardently that I might buy back
the place, which pass'd from the family some half-century ago. ’Ijhe
Vale of Tempe here finds its reincarnation, and the very birds pipe
Theocritus and the Eclogues and Georgicks of Maro. The house, in
which my own mother and her mother and mother’s father before her
were born, is of the prettiest New-England farm type; and dates from a
late colonial period when the larger Georgian homestead on the same
site was burn’d down. It is now tenanted by the parvenu newcomers
who took it fifty years ago, (anyone around Moosup Valley is a stranger
and newcomer unless his family has a good two centuries of settlement
there!) and has quite sadly deteriorated since our forbears had it. I can
even see a marked falling-off since 1908, when I was last there. We
paus'd at length in the family burying-ground, separated by a bank wall
and iron gate from the roadside, and admir'd several comely skulls ar.ld
cheerful cherubs—to say nothing of urns, fountains, and weeping wil-
lows—on the many slabs of slate and marble. No fragments, unfortu-
nately, were conveniently loose; (1 do want a paperweight of New-En-
gland slate instead of New-Jersey red sandstone!) tho’ I was strongly
tempted by an entire slab of the 1840 period, remov’'d from the grave
of Stephen Place Jr. in 1903, when a Western relative erected a ﬁncir
stone, and now lying against the wall at the rear of the enclosure. Epi-
taphs were abundant, but I found nothing really quaint or grotesque.
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The rural "squires of that region were too much in town, and too wel]
train’d in taste at the village academies, to blossom forth with the en-
gaging illiteracy found in other parts of New-England. Time has not
been kind to the antient slate, and moss has play'd its obscuring part; so
that the earliest epitaph I could read was that of my great-great-grandfa.
ther Stephen Place, (there were endless Stephens!) who died in 1817,
His stone (topt by a willow weeping over an urn) reads thus:

"“The dust must to the dust return,
And dearest friends must part and mourn;
The gospel faith alone can give
A cheering hope, the dead shall live.”

Inane, but hardly guaint in the truest sense. His wife Martha, who de-
parted this life in 1822, revels in equal inanity:

“Hail, sweet repose, now shall I rest,
No more with sickness be distress’d;
Here from all sorrows find release,
My soul shall dwell in endless peace.”

We now proceeded to the old James Phillips place, scene of my 1896
visit, and here again I was astonisht by the beauty of the landskip. The
antient white house nestles against a side hill whose picturesque rocks
and greenery almost overhang the north gable end, while across the
road is a delicious combination of hill and vale—hill to the left, with
the Job Place estate and its burying ground at the top, (James Phillips,
having married Job Place’s daughter Jane, lies there) and to the right
the exquisite “lower meadow” with its musical winding brook. The
only flaw in the picture is a recent social-ethnic one—for FINNS, eter-
nally confound 'em, have bought the old Job Place house! This Finnish
plague has afflicted North Foster for a decade, but has hardly secured a
real foothold in Moosup Valley, only two families marring the other-
wise solid colonialism. They are seldom seen or heard—but it does
make me crawl to think of those bovine peasants in the house where my
great-uncle’s wife was born—and tramping about an antient Place
graveyard! Maybe a hand will reach up thro’ the rocky mould some
day . ... Well—after this I fancy people will be careful about how they
dispose of their real estate! Entering the James Phillips house—which
has not alter'd since 1896—we were welcom’d by its present inhabitants
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__a distant kinsman (whose mother was Christopher Place’s daughter)
named Bennis, and his wife, daughter of a Nabby Tyler Kcnnedy a.nd
Jibrarian of the Tyler Free Library. News of our presence in the rchor;
had travelled ahead of us; and I was greeted with two bygone lett’ers Td
my mother’s, which Mrs. Bennis had found. among Unc}'e Jame's o
papers in the attick! This pastoral “grapevine telegraph™ (or r.athec;,
Bell Telephone) is really quite amusing——for.we were heralded in lz; -
vance wherever we went. Even our first casual inquiry at Moosup Va ;y
caused us to be overtaken at the Tyler Tavern b)’r an .honest hOL'ISCWlhe
bearing a newspaper cutting of my grandfather’s ob1'tuary, which the
village thought might be of interest! At Uncle James s place 'I contm(;
ued some observations on the feline part of the population which I. ha
begun in Moosup Valley, and decided that tl'{e .prevalence of tallles.s
Manx Cats was mark’d enough to constitute a dlstm.ct local f'eature. Evi-
dently the breed—about which you must tell Felis—secur'd a strong
foothold at an early date; diffusing its bl?od throughout .the cont;)n-
uously settled territory adjacent, but stopping when the distances be-
came extream. These uncaudal creatures are lively and graceful, and .one
soon forgets the handicap impos’d upon them by Nature—'an handxc,al::
indeed, which we poor featherless bipeds are not afham d to> share!
(Yet how would Felis look without that glorious vulpxr’xe brush?). The
house pleas'd me as much as it did in 1896, and I envy'd afresh the rag
carpets and the wealth of colonial furniture. The Dyckman cottage in
New York will illustrate the atmosphere of the place.better than any-
thing else in your benighted metropolitan reach—allc?wmg of course fgr
the difference betwixt Dutch and New-England designs. I was permit-
ted to revisit the corner room where I slept thirty years ago, and. where
I used to see the green side hill thro’ the archaick small-paned windows
as I awoke in the dewy dawn. Certainly, I was drawn back to the ances-
tral sources more vividly than at any other time I can recal!; and hz.we
since thought about little else! I am infus’'d and saturated with the vital
forces of my inherited being, and rebaptis’d in the mood, atmosphere,
and personality of sturdy New-England forbears. A pox on thy taowns
and decadent modern notions—one sight of the mossy walls an,d whxtci
gables of true agrestick America, and pure heredity can flout em all!
An health to His Majesty’s Province of Rhode-Island and Providence-
Plantations! GOD SAVE THE KING! 9.8
Late in the afternoon my good 333d cousin Bennis took us in his car




88 SELECTED LETTERS

to another scene of our family history—the village of Greene, across the
town line in Coventry, where my grandfather establish’d himself and
his enterprises in early manhood, and where his last two children (in.
cluding Mrs. Gamwell) were born. He found the place a tiny cross-
roads hamlet call'd “Coffin’s Corner”, but at once proceeded to build a
mill, a house, an assembly hall, and several cottages for employees—fi.
nally renaming the village after Rhode Island’s arch-rebel, Genl. Natha-
nael Greene. All his edifices are still standing, tho’ some of them are
diverted from their original uses. The house—a capacious Victorian af-
fair of 16 rooms—remains in the hands of those distant kinsfolk (the
Tillinghasts, descendants of old Pardon Tillinghast who founded the
Providence sea-trade in 1681) to whom it pass’d when my grandfather
came to Providence for good in the "seventies; whilst the mill is broken
up into shops and tenements. The hall retains its pristine impressive-
ness; its lofty rooms forming the present home of Ionick Lodge, the
Masonick branch founded by my grandfather, and of which he was the
first Grand Master. It did me good to see his picture there, enshrin’d in
proper state. All the population speak of him with affection, and I was
especially pleas’d to talk with those who knew him in person—the old
folks like 'Squire Gardner Wood, and Col. Brown the local G.A.R.
leader, and the antient cracker-box senate in the gen’ral store, many of
whose bearded or stubbly patriarchs worked for him some sixty years
ago. One old boy named George Scott shed actual tears of sentimental
reminiscence at being confronted with Whipple Phillips’ darter an’
gran’son!

Well, by that time it was night, and we had to take the 6:12 stage-
coach home. We had had a great day, but even so had hardly scratched
the surface of what we wish to see. The territory cover'd was more
Place and Tyler than Phillips or Rathbone country, and a first sight of
the antient Phillips burying ground (near the old Asaph Phillips
homestead—1750—which my aunt has just learned by telephone was
burned down some five years ago) still lies ahead of me. Asaph Phillips
the younger, by marrying Esther Whipple of Providence, brought us the
blood of that damn'd prophane ruffian Capt. Abraham Wipple, ring-
leader in the lawless burning of His Majesty’s arm’d schooner Gaspee
on Nanquit Point in 1772. I hope to take this Phillips pilgrimage be-
fore winter—but if I don't, I shall have something to live till next sum-
mer for. Anyway, I have definitely adopted the bucolick squirearchical
ideal—or confirm’d myself in its adoption—and am already acquiring a
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distinctly provincial accent—such as Foster folks ought to use, although
t;e don’t seem to. Had I not renounc’d literature, I shou'd compose a
Pas)t’oral poem in the heroick couplet, intitul'd, Moosup-Valley; an Ec-

Jogue.
Well—be a reasonably good young man.

Yr. obt. Grandpa Theobald

. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
i 10 Barnes St.

Octr. 29, 1926
Dear C A S:—

.. This Wandrei must certainly be an interesting character, hav-
iné .the tastes he does; & I'm greatly interested to learn that iF was my
reference in the Weird Tale Eyrie which set him on your trail. S}uel.y
he's welcome to see the two latest, & I shall be glad to hear from him if
he returns them directly to me. His share in Sandalwood sm}rely attests
the depth & sincerity of his appreciation, & I know he v.v111 ‘be more
than satisfied with the exotic type of currency chosen for his rel.mbufse-
ment! I hope exceedingly that Sterling’s influence can “'land” his artl.cle
with the Overland Monthly, for that publication has a fame.& standing
—obvious enough even in the East—which command considerable re-
spect for its contents & dicta. . ........

Most cordially yrs—
HPL

244. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
10 Barnes St.

Providence, R. I
Octr. 31, 1926
Dear WBT:—

........ At present you're laying more stress on plot than on
those intangible subtleties of mood and colouring which come from the
studied choice (really, a poetic choice) of cadenced words and phrases,
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and from a minute selective attention to the thousand-and-one almost
invisible details which add up collectively into a living background,
This primary attention to plot is probably a wise choice on your part,
because to the weird writer plot is so much more difficult to achieve
than atmosphere. I, for instance, have an absolute minimum of plot in
the formal, academic sense, and depend almost entirely upon atmos-
phere. But in the end, atmosphere repays cultivation; because it is the
final criterion of convincingness or unconvincingness in any tale whose
major appeal is to the imagination.

Yr. obt. hble. Servt.
HPL

245. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

10 Barnes St.

Novr. 16, 1926
Dear C A S:—

As to romanticism & fantasy—I myself dislike the former except in
the latter form. To me there is really something “non-vital” about the
overcoloured representation of what purports to be real life—the senti-
mentality of Dickens, the heroic bombast of Dumas, or the mawkishness
of Victor Hugo. There is to me something puerile in devising a sort of
conventionalised variant of life, with spurious & artificial thoughts &
feelings, & then getting maudlin & excited & effusive over it. But fan-
tasy is something altogether different. Here we have an art based on the
imaginative life of the human mind, frankly recognised as such; & in its
way as natural & scientific—as truly related to natural (even if uncom-
mon & delicate) psychological processes as the starkest of photographic
realism. Dunsany writes—& you both write & paint—the authentic epic
of an ethereal region as well-founded & well-defined as the world of
actual being; & because you do not pretend that it is the real world, but
recognise it as a world of fantasy, your art has a truth & dignity & a

major place in aesthetics which (in my opinion) sentimental terrestrial
romance has not.

Yr. most obt.
HPL
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AMES F. MORTON
B0 Novr. 17, 1926
Empyrean Apotheosis:—

.. The Herm book is all right—but god damn James Joseph Molo-
ney; of the Culinary type force for wor'kir}g his ancentral broglfe intnzh thF
wotd blasphemies on page 23. Get this, ’bo—Bow pale:check d t? cir
plashphemies’ Sink me, Sir, does he want me to get a light che'ck d suit
to perform my genuflections in, or does he refer to th'e anaemic nature
of the remittances secured by my toil? And to think I read .them
proofs five . times!
That line was O.K. in the last set except that the c.ompoun'd epithet was
given in the good old-fashion’d way——witl:.l Ehsmn‘——whlch Sarr%uelus
went back on at the last moment. I mark’d this one thing for alterz'xtlon—
and see what they done to the whole : hne. !

As to eyeshades and reversed caps—you can’t convince me that either
or both is or are (a) worth getting indignant or critical about, or (b')
any more foolish than dozens of other accepted customs. Evegthmg in
the world outside primitive needs is the chance result of mes§entlal
causes and random associations, and there’s no real or solid criterion by
which one can condemn any particular manifestation of human res‘tl.ess-
ness. Only a hyper-rational or hyper-aesthetick standard of cIaSS{c1sm
could demand a direct and absolute use for everything—architects
frown on needless ornament, yet the triglyphs of the very simplest order
are merely fake representations of the ends of beams no longer. use.d.
None of this damn detail is worth bothering about—the only thing in
the cosmos approaching a value is pleasant traditional association. .Asso-
ciation is the real test—the degree of a thing’s absorption into the imag-
inative life of a given race-stock or cultural stream. But of course there
are mildly amusing differences in degree in the extravagance or :far-
fetchedness of sundry associative innovations. Taste is the sole criterion,
and gentlemen don’t bother with extreme crudities like the skel.eton or
feversed caps. However—the rabble may all go to hell uniformly
crowned in such regalia for all it matters to anybody who is anybody!

Yrs. with purrs—
Theobaldvs Thomafelis
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247. TO JAMES F. MORTON

Novr. 23, 1926
O Uneclipsed Right Eye on Mina-Yood-Sushai:—

- .. Speaking of household woik and turl—I cleaned the brass of my
telescope yesterday for the first time in twenty years. Gehenna, what a
green mess! And I couldn’t get it very brilliant even in the end. That's
what neglect does!

Well—toodle-oo! Yr. feline and obt. Servt,
PeoBdaidog
Theobaldus

248. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Sunday Night

Nov. 26, 1926
Incomparabilissime:—

- It's the good old Wissahickon, and I'll give yuh a shiny penny
(when I get one) if you can pull a scenic stunt in New Jersey to beat
it! Spoofing aside, I've never seen its equal during all the weary years
of a long and dissillusioned life. It's gorgeous—stupefying—hypnotis-
ing—but why attempt description? You'll have to see it for yourself. I
did the whole thing—devoted a whole day to it—and don’t think a mo-
ment wasted. What precipices—what primaeval forest—what giant
monarchs of the grove—what limpid waters, singing cascades, and bub-
bling tributaries—what rocks and eaves—what ledges and bridges—!!!!
In the more southerly portions the very earth sparkles with some shin-
ing powder that the fanciful would call star dust—but which I, as a
veteran mineralogist, know must come from the oxydising up of the
neighbouring rocks—which have mica or something. Being exceedingly
charitable where expense is not involved, I herewith enclose a very
modest specimen as a nucleus of the Theobald Collection of American
Rocks, for which I shall expect a special wing to be built at the museum.

Yr. obt.
®cofdAdog
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TO JAMES F. MORTON
i 4 Saturday, December 1926

0 Voice Omniscient of Pegana’s Central Fountain:—

As to the remarks of Mr. O'Higgins de catis canibusque, I may rejoin
that they are no more or less beside the point thax.1 most r'emarks based
upon such false arts as phrenology, psycho-analy.ﬁs, palmistry, and the
like. As a matter of fact, most attempts to classxfx cat and dog love?rs
exactly according to social and philosophick standing must necessarily
fail because of the essential complexity of the human mind.. All we may
say is, that the more purely an aesthete a man is, the more likely he is to
prefer cats; since the superior grace, beauty, manners and neatness of
the cat cannot but conquer the fancy of any impartial observer emanci-
pated from mundane and ethical illusions. In reality the purely aesthet-
ick factors far outweigh the philosophick; so that although a gentleman
respects a cat for its independence, aloofness, sufficiency, and coolness,
he really /ikes the cat principally because of its peerless beautx and the
superior gentleness and cleanness of its habits as compared with those
of the noisy, smelly, pawing, slobbering, messy dog. It has a charm and
a poise and a classic restraint which dogs totally lack, and its appeal' to
the imagination is tremendous—all this wholly apart from any question
of affection, devotion, dependence, aloofness, superiority or inferiority.
Really, no cat-lover of sound sense need appeal at all to the treacherous
catch words of psychology. All that is required is to establish a stanc‘laJ:'d
of pure beauty without subsidiary encumbrances, and the cats have it in
a walk! We love kitties, gawd bless their little whiskers, and we don’t
give a damn whether they or we are superior or inferior! They're con-
founded pretty, and that's all we know and all we need to know! ...

®coPdAdog
Theobaldus
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250. TO AUGUST DERLETH
Friday (Early December 1926)
My dear Mr. Derleth:—

I was delighted to hear that you like the Strange High House, for
that is by all odds my own favourite among my recent yarns. The two
elements in all existence which are most fascinating to me are strange-
ness and antiquity; and when I can combine the two in one tale I always
feel that the result is better than as though I had only one of them. It
remains to be seen how successful this bizarrerie can be when extended
to novel length. T am now on page 72 of my dreamland fantasy, and am
very fearful that Randolph Carter’s adventures may have reached the
point of palling on the reader; or that the very plethora of weird im-
agery may have destroyed the power of any one image to produce the
desired impression of strangeness. This tale is one of picaresque adven-
ture—a quest for the gods through varied and incredible scenes and
perils—and is written continuously like Vathek without any subdivision
into chapters, though it really contains several well-defined episodes. It
will probably make about 100 pages—a small book—in all, and has
very small likelihood of ever seeing the light of day in print., I dread
the task of typing it so badly that I shall not attempt it till I have read
it aloud to two or three good judges and obtained a verdict as to
whether or not it is worth preserving.

... With every good wish, Most cordially and sincerely yrs.—
H. P. Lovecraft

25I. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
10 Barnes St.

Decr. 11, 1926
Dear C A S:—

Sterling’s death was indeed an unfortunate thing for the arts, though
I presume he was himself the best judge of what time his life ceased to
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a boon & an opportunity, & became a burden & an anach-

Yr most hble & obt
HPL

252. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
10 Barnes St.

Providence, R. 1.
Dec. 19, 1926

Dear WBT:—

......... As for my novel .. .. it is a picaresque chroniFle c?f im-
possible adventures in dreamland, and is composed under no illusion of
professional acceptance. There is certainly nothing of .popular or bes.t-
seller psychology in it—although, in consonance wxqm the mood in
which it was conceived, it contains more of the naive fairy-tale "vonder-
spitit than of actual Baudelairian decadence. Actually, it isn't mutfh
good ; but forms useful practice for later and more authentic attempts in
the novel form.

Most sincerely yrs.
HPL

253. TO AUGUST DERLETH
10 Barnes Street

Providence, R. L
Decr. 25, 1926

My dear Mr. Derleth:—

. .. Polaris was written in 1918, before I knew anything about Dun-
sany, and is interesting as a case of unconscious parallelism of manner.
Celephais dates from after my introduction to Dunsany, and I will leave
to the critic the question of just how much of the style is due to Dun-
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sany’s influence, and how much to my own independently similar cast of
imagination.

... With all good holiday wishes, I remaijp
Most cordially and sincerely yrs.\,
H. P. LOVCCraft

254. TO AUGUST DERLETH
10 Barnes Street
Providence, R, I.
Jany. 2, 1927
My dear Mr. Derleth:—

... You can get a fairly good bird’s-eye view of literary modernism
by reading Ben Hecht's Erik Dorn for prose, and T. S. Eliot's The
Waste Land for what purports to be verse. The keynote of the modern
doctrine is the dissociation of ideas and the resolving of our cerebral
contents into its actual chaotic components, as distinguished from the
conventional patterns visible on the outside. This is supposed to form a
closer approach to reality, but I cannot see that it forms any sort of art
at all. It may be good science—but art deals with beauty rather than
fact, and must have the liberty to select and arrange according to the
traditional patterns which generations of belief and reverence have
marked with the seal of empirical loveliness. Beyond or behind this
seeming beauty lies only chaos and weariness, so that art must preserve
illusions and artificialities rather than try to sweep them away.

.. Hoping you will have an enjoyable programme of studies ahead of
you during the coming college session, I remain Most cordially and sin-
cerely yrs—H. P. Lovecraft
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AUGUST DERLETH
" 10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I.

Jany. 11, 1927
My dear Mt. Derleth:—

"1 read Anna Karenina years ago, but can’t say I czjm.ed greatl?r f(l)r
that or for anything of Tolstoi’s. To my mmd,. Tolst01lls sxckfznmg);
mawkish and sentimental, with an amusmgly.dlspr.opor.tlonate mtcfzres11
in things social and ethical. Of course, that is typical in a wlay of a
Slav literature, but other Russian autbOfs sho'w far less of thnsf s oppmers;
in proportion to their genius and insight mt‘o character. I you wa
Russia at its best, try Dostoievsky, whose Crz;yf‘e and Pam.rbm;r;t is a
truly epic achievement. . .. Most cordially and sincerely yrs.—H

256. TO AUGUST DERLETH
3 10 Barnes St.

Providence, R. L
Jany. 20, 1927
My dear Mr. Derleth:—

... About Oscar Wilde—it seems to me that he forms a prominent
point in the history of literature without having been suprefrlely great
himself. He embodied with peculiar thoroughness and assertivensss the
general easthetic tendencies of his period.—the reaction of the Ialtecr1
XIXth century against Victorian pompousness and tastelessness—an
has come to be its symbol ; but when one analyses what he actually wrote
one finds more of cleverness than of real genius, and more‘of accom-
plished mannerism than of truly comprehensive.and penetrating vision.
The type of paradox of which he was master is rez?lly more of a me-
chanical trick than an artistic form, and even his weirdest and most ex-
otic effects are not without a touch of that mechanical element—?he
mere calculated cataloguing of things with glamorous names—which
must always be distinguished from the genuine wonder and strangeness
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of those whose eyes really catch the overtones of marvellous individyg)
wortlds of colour and fantasy. He was always too conscious of himself t,
be really great, though he undeniably did succeed in producing a vy
amount of a/most great material. His comedies rank with the best come.
dies of manners in our language—he was the last lineal heir of Sherj.
dan—whilst his fairy tales are assuredly most exquisite bits of prismatic
marvel and musical prose. I think I like The Fisherman and His Soy)
best of all. Dorian Gray, too, is a notable tour de force, though it has
about it a studied smartness which detracts from its power as a tale of
the unreal. ......... It is an ironic circumstance that he who suc.
ceeded for a time in being the Prince of Dandies, was never in any
basic sense what one likes to call a gentleman. Of course, Wilde's im-
prisonment was a mistake, for no good is ever accomplished by arousing
dramatic publicity over mere degradation and degeneracy which calls
for the alienist rather than the policeman

With every good wish, and most cordially and sincerely yrs.—
H. P. Lovecraft

257. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
10 Barnes St.
Jany. 21, 1927
Dear C.AS.:—

Your letter arrived yesterday—& meanwhile you no doubt have my
postal commenting on Wandrei’s work. I was really immensely taken
with it, & believe that he has a more fruly cosmic & fantastic vision
than anyone else I know, with the solitary exception of yourself. There
is a quality of genuine bizarrerie in his perspective which I miss in most
attemptedly weird writing, & I believe that if he keeps on in his devel-
opment he will certainly create some remarkable pieces of literature. I
noticed the tense & convincing atmosphere of nightmare in The Door
of the Room, but as you say, the Fragment of a Dream is a finer perfor-
mance—as it necessarily is, since it has a broader scene & gives oppor-
tunities for varied landscape & other effects which the compressed locale
of the other forbids. That piece more than any other made me think of
your landscapes. The Messengers is indeed very like your Envoys, & il-
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Justrates the essential paralellism of the fanta.stic imagir.lation mfdxﬁ:i
ent individuals—a circumstance strongly arguing the existence d:) a zm_
aral & definite (though rare) mental world.of the weird with a ¢ :

background & fixed laws, out of which there m}15t necessafily
;‘;?ng a literature as authentic in its way as the realistic literature which

i undane experience.
SPI;.II!)% Snf)r\?;ettn:: or semi-n[;vel is m“.arin;?7 its conclu'sion—t.he cnflrrent last‘
page being 106. I don’t think much of' it, & haven’t yet g1v<j:‘1 1tIalna1r<neit,:
& 1 certainly dread the job of retyping it. ........... s hoob .
over, I am impressed anew with the truth that the short tale is t.e e ;
form for fantasy—but I am not sorry to have .had the pr.actxcle in ;atro
rying plot threads for a considerable dlsta.nce, since s?menme ;v: -
write a novel of more naturalistic setting, in wl?lch some hide
threads of witchcraft trail down the centuries against the sombre &
memory-haunted background of ancient Salem.
Ever yr most obt—
HPL

P.S. Later 3 Ay ‘
Have finished the novel in 110 pages. Am giving it (at least provi-
sionally) the title of The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath. (Jan. 22.)

258. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG

Wednesday
Feb. 1927
Young Man:—
9] 6}

Y’Al 'NG’NGAH, OG THROD ;AI’F
YOG-SOTHOTH GEBR/L—EF’H
H/EE——L'GEB YOG-SOTHOTH
F’Al THRODOG 'NGAH/NG Al'Y

UAAAH ZHRO

You don’t know what these twin formulae mean? Ah, you are fortu-
nate! Dr. Willett would give every hair of his well-trimmed whxtelbeard
if he could only say the same—but God! He kr.zows.’ He has seen. It ali
comes out on page 112 of the tale now drawing toward its close, an
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which I shall call either The Case of Charles Dexter Ward or The Mag.
ness out of Time. Like Midas of old, curs’d by the turning to gold of
everything he touch’d, I am this year curs'd by the turning into a young
novel of every story I begin. You will in all likelihood see neither this
nor The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath till you come hither in your
new shiny Essex, for the typing of manuscripts of this length is utterly
beyond the powers of a feeble old gentleman who loses interest in a tale
the moment he completes it. . .. ...

Yr. obt. Servt.
HPL

259. TO DONALD WANDREI
Providence
Feby. 10, 1927
Dear Mr. Wandrei:—

..... I think an author strongly reflects his surroundings, & that he
does best in founding his elements of incident & colour on a life &
background to which he has a real & deep-seated relation. This may or
may not be his native & childhood environment, but I think it is gener-
ally better so unless that setting be more than ordinarily devoid of viv-
idness or dramatic possibilities. If the latter be the case, then I think
the author would do well to choose a new setting with great care; keep-
ing in mind both his own psychological tastes & requirements, & the
general truth that life has more available literary values in such places as
possess a visible & continuous linkage with their own sources & devel-
opment, & a well-defined relation to some dominant stream of civilisa-
tion. This would really exclude any such cosmopolitan chaos as New
York—which has no central identity or meaning, & no clean-cut rela-
tionship either to its own past or to anything else in particular—but of
course I realise that different minds have different requirements, & that
there are those who find in the intense surge of artificial life a certain
stimulation which brings out what is already in them. But one ought to
be warned in advance that all life in New York is purely artificial &
affected—values are forced & atbitrary, mental fashions are capricious,
pathological, or commercial rather than authentic, & literary activity &
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conversation are motivated by a shallow pose, a sophistical co.ncealmernt
of ignorance, & a morbidly charlatanic egotism & cheap assertiveness far
removed from the solid aesthetic intensity which ought to undfzrhe a
life of art & letters. New York has, by force of sheer wealth & glitter &
advertising, captured the reputation of a literary capital, but it is not a
true one in the sense that Boston once was. The “aesthetes” of Nev.v
Vork are less interested in art & beauty than in themselves; & their
smart badinage & discussion savour much more of psychological exhibi-
tionism & social gesture than of actual artistic insight, vision, & devo-
tion. It is a case of inferior people trying to be conspicuous somehow, &
choosing art as a form of ballyhoo more convenient & inexpensive th:m.
business or evangelism or sword-swallowing. Of the genuine flow of
life, or the sincere recording of life & dreams which is literature, I can
discern scarcely a trace. Whatever of value is produced there is merely
the outcropping of things elsewhere nourished—except of course in the
case of those few real native New Yorkers who survive in sadness from
the dead & lovely old city that was; the gracious, glamorous elder New
York of dignity & poise, which lies stark & horrible & ghoul-gnawed
today beneath the foul claws of the mongrel & misshapen foreign colos-
sus that gibbers & howls vulgarly & dreamlessly on its site. If you want
to know what I think of New York, read He. I was living there when I
wrote it—& I had to get out of town to the quiet colonial shades of a
New Jersey village in order to put it into coherent words. No—New
York is dead, & the brilliancy which so impresses one from outside is
the phosphoresence of a maggoty corpse. There can be no normal
American life or thought in a town full of twisted ratlike vermin from
the ghetto & steerage of yesterday—a town where for block on‘block
one can walk without seeing a single face which has any relation =%he
life & growth of the Notdic, Anglo-American stream of civilisation. It
is not America—it is not even Europe—it is Asia & chaos & hell—the
sort of stinking, amorphous hybridism which Juvenal noted in Rome
when he wrote Syrus Orontes in Tiberium defluxit. . .. ... As for me
—1 have found from experience that Providence is the only place where
I can be content. Here I was born, & here one-half of my ancestry has
had its roots for nearly three centuries. The soil & the air are in my
blood & cell-structure, & I have come to recognise myself as of the type
that cannot live apart from its sources & background & historic reliquiae
—in a word, the essential provincial as opposed to the cosmopolitan. In
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Providence are all the elements which appeal most poignantly to my
spirit, with its joint love of beauty & antiquity. The old town dreams on
seven green hills at the head of its lovely blue bay, crowned by great
domes & venerable steeples, & preserving unchanged a vast portion of
the narrow, winding hill streets, the peaked colonial gables & gambye]
roofs, the exquisitely carved classic doorways with double flights of
iron-railed steps, & the stately Georgian mansions in their archaic
walled gardens, which made it splendid & colourful at the time of the
Revolution. Something of the stately old life lingers, too—for the res;.
dence section is on a precipitous hill which shoots up just east of the
many-bridged river, & which has stemmed the creeping tide of cosmo.
politan decadence. The old families & the old ideals still dominate, &
there are little ways & customs on every hand which attest an unbroken
evolution from colonial times, & an absolute, vital identity with the
Gothic town of Roger Williams & the Georgian town of Stephen Hop-
kins. Every night at nine, for example, the curfew still rings from the
ancient steeple (1775—the finest classic steeple in the United States) of
the First Baptist Church, which all my maternal ancestors attended. One
comes to love all the old lanes & the old buildings—& what a wealth
are still standing! The 1761 Colony House, the 1770 College Edifice,
the 1773 Market House, the four old churches dating from betwixt
1775 & 1816, the exquisite private homes with dates between 1770 &
1825, the smaller wooden houses in quaint hilly or labyrinthine rows
dating from 1740 onward, & the vivid, glamorous waterfront with its
rotting wharves & colonial warehouses & archaic lines of gambre] roofs
& dark alleys with romantic names (Doubloon, Sovereign, Guilder,
Bullion, etc.) & wondrous ship-chandleries & mysterious marine board-
ing-houses in ancient, lamplit, cobblestoned courts—that is Old Provi-
dence, the town that gave me birth & in which I have lived all but two
of my thirty-six years. I am it, & it is I—separation or disentanglement
is impossible. . . ...

-«.. I suppose that my own reactions are largely determined by the
fact that I am more sensitive to places than to people. If 1 depended
extensively on congenial discourse my problem would be complicated.
Moreover, I am not really Jiterary in the purest sense of the word.
Books & authors, as such, do not interest me; since I want only what
they transmit. It is beauty—the beauty of wonder, of antiquity, of land-
scape, of architecture, of horror, of light & shadow, line & contour, of
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mystic memory & hallowed tradition—that I worship, & I ne.ver think
of talking about books when I can talk of the stars or the hills or t:e
abbey towers of dim, far lands or the steep roofs that clluster '0111 t ci
slopes of archaic towns. That is why I have.read sq rela.tw?ly little, &
why science with its breathless mysteries & inconceivable ‘\letaS has so
often crowded mere letters from my sphere of paramount interest. . ..

Most cordially & sincerely yours,
H. P. Lowecraft

260. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
10 Barnes St.

Feby. 18, 1927
Dear C A S:—

.......... New York is too far removed from the main stream 9f
any one civilisation to be the home of any genuine art-. It is a hybrid
place, with garishness & squalor in monotonous altem.at.xon. Such places
—like all cosmopolitanism—may breed the critical spirit, but never art.
Art grows out of solitude & communion with one’s own past & baclf-
ground, & at bottom is exceedingly nativistic & nationalistic. One’s
dream-country, be it in Cocaigne or on Canopus, is always a vague pro-
jection & etherealisation of one’s own childhood land ; & the f.arther
one’s life gets from these authentic sources, the weaker his art will bF-
come. New York belongs to no well-defined fabric & has no place in
anyone’s heriditary or continuous life—wherefore it is a nursery of pose
& pretence rather than of depth & sincerity in art. It is dehghtful.to
visit on account of its faery pinnacles & wealth of museums & the like
—but as a place for a white man to live it simply doesn’t exist. The (?Id
New York is dead—this one is only a kennel of feverish
gongrels. ......... .

........ Sterling was a real poet, & the fact of his not fitting the
age is purely the age’s fault. It is my belief—& was so long ?efore
Spengler put his seal of scholarly proof on it—that our mechanical &
industrial age is one of frank decadence; so far removed from nor.mzfl
life & ancestral conditions as to make impossible its expression in artistic
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media. Last night I was supported in this belief by a lecture given here
by the Irish poet Padraic Colum on Contemporary Poetry. Colum started
by denying that such a thing as contemporary poetry exists, & shewed
very clearly that the ideas & life of the present period are as yet artisti.
cally unformulated. We live on memories—& I think that is all we can
ever live on now, since mechanical invention has so appallingly di-
vorced us from the soil & from those conditions of our forefathers
around which the aesthetic feelings of the race are entwined.

Most cordially & sincerely yrs—
HPL

26I. TO AUGUST DERLETH
10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. 1.
Feby. 20, 1927
My dear Mr. Derleth:—

.............. It seems to me—an atheist of Protestant ancestry
that Catholicism is really an admirable faith for those artists whose taste
is wholly gothic and mystical without any mixture of the classic or the
intellectual. It is the inheritory of ancient and beautiful rhythms of
thought, cadence, and gesture which thousands of years of human feel-
ing have woven symbolically and expressively around the various signifi-
cant points of mortal experience; and as such it cannot help having a
profound and genuine artistic importance and satisfyingness. It is the
oldest continuously surviving poem of life that the races of Western Eu-
rope possess, and as such has an authority—which no other one system
of symbolic expression can claim. It seems to me that if one is to have
anything so extra-rational as religion of any sort the Catholic and Epis-
copal systems are the only two sects with enough roots and anchors in
the past to make them worthy of the affiliation of an artist. The life
which they express is the natural, simple life of elder times, before the
spread of industrialism and scientific discovery began its present trans-
formation and destruction of society. No religion could express more,
because all religion is a traditional art form dependent on a simple and
continuous heritage. The future civilisation of mechanical invention,
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arban concentration, and scientific standardisation of life and thought is
a monstrous and artificial thing which can never find embodiment either
in art or in religion. Even now we find art and religion completely di-
vorced from life and subsisting on retrospection and reminiscence as
its vital material. There is no really contemporary art which expresses
the scene and deeds and feelings of today as the art of other periods
expressed the scene and deeds and feelings of those periods. We have
entered a definite decadence, and must live our imaginative lives in
the past. Life as flowing today has not enough links of gradual devel-
opment from the simpler life that moulded our race to inherit anythng
of true aesthetic potentiality. .......... Most cordially and sincerely
yrs.—H. P. Lovecraft

262. TO BERNARD AUSTIN DWYER
10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. L
March 3, 1927
Dear Mr. Dwyer:—

I enjoyed your letter and enclosures very much, and was especially
pleased with the glimpse of Pickman’s Model with its frightful compan-
ions at its nefarious feast by the black barn in the accursed wood. I
duly note all the details of the terrible scene, including the arachnid
horror on the sanguineous stone altar. This thing—which I will duly
shield from all the sensitive and impressionable eyes of the household
—shall repose broodingly in a wallet of skin taken from a wizard's
corpse cut down from the gallows in 1692, in a locked secret cabinet in
the vaulted crypt beneath my shunned abode. At Roodmas and All-Hal-
lows’ shall I view it, and the Objects squatting on nearby coffins or
peering monstrously over my shoulder shall shudder as they gaze upon
its forbidden revelations. . .. . Apropos of your unholy feast by the tarn
of black blood—I am reminded of what Baudelaire once asked an aspir-
ing decadent poet who copied—and even exceeded his colourful Sa-
tanism without reflecting to any dangerous extent his genius. A trifle ex-
asperated by the ostentatious “shockingness” of the young man, Baudel-
aire “went him one better” by asking very gravely—"Have you ever
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tasted young children’s brains? They're quite delightful, and taste ex-
actly like walnuts!”

........ Long is one of the star members of an informal “gang”
which meets at the houses of the various components to discuss litera.
ture, the arts, and kindred topics, and which comprises Samuel Love.
man, the poet, James F. Morton, Curator of the Paterson (N.J.) Munic.
ipal Museum, Everett McNeil, author of boys’ historical novels, George
Kirk, bibliophite and dealer in rare editions, Rheinhart Kleiner, an ur-
bane town bard and contributor to the various newspaper “colyums’ of
the F. P. A. type, Wilfred B. Talman, a young writer and genealogical
expert still in college (postgraduate journalistic work at Columbia) and
Vrest Orton, an amateur aesthete connected with the American Mercury,
Leaving this congenial circle was the only thing I regretted when I came
home—but it could not make up for the quiet atmosphere, visible antiq-
uities, and ancestral associations which only Providence can give me.
The gang delights to entertain visitors who have been in touch with any
of its members or former members. . . . . .

««+. The White Ship is the only one of my frankly fantastic things
that Weird Tales ever accepted. It appeared in last month’s issue, and if
the readers favour it I presume Wright will be in the mood to take more
or perhaps reconsider his rejection of some of the old ones. I have just
finished my second young novel of the year—The Case of Charles Dex-
ter Ward, in 147 pages. Now—gawd ’elp me—for the typing of it!
Meanwhile I must hasten to type a Go-page history of weird fiction
which I wrote last year, and which a friend of mine—W. Paul Cook of
Athol, who published Belknap’s book—wishes for the first issue of an
amateur magazine he is founding. . . .. I'll see that you get Cook’s mag-
azine when it's out. Meanwhile Cook has a vague and as yet unformed
idea of publishing my longish short story The Shunned House as a thin
book uniform with Long’s poems and Loveman’s Hermaphrodite and
coming Sphinx. If that happens, it will constitute my first book; and
will inflate me with a pride of authorship likely to lead to unbelievable
heights of arrogance! I'm enclosing some more miscellaneous stuff of
mine, about whose return there is no hutry at all. The best, perhaps, of
these things is The Statement of Randolph Carter, which is in essence
an actual dream experienced by me in December TOTQ:ie «vuis

Your account of your methods of artistic creation, with the uncon-
scious mind used to the fullest extent of its potentialities, is indeed in-
teresting; and the methods in question seem quite amply sustained by
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the results you are achieving. In my own humble .and carfalfess eﬂfusioni,

e sees the convergence of two separate tendenaes.—a liking for well-
1 delled expression in the traditional manner for its own sake, and a
m'Oh to get on paper some of the images and impressions constantly
Wlsning through my mind. I never dealt much in philosop%xic .abstrac-
21;,5; but had the idea that if I hammered away at the perfection of 211
ood technical medium, the ability of that medium to convey what
iished to say would be one of its intrinsic attributes. As a. child I Vsa;
intensely fond of faery lore, and early graduatd from Grlr.nrn (whx}c]
formed at the age of 4 my introduction to the art of reading) to the
Arabian Nights, which I read at 5 with such effect that I at onge as-
sumed the pseudonym of Abdul Alhazred and made.my mother xhup
an Oriental corner with hangings and incense-vessel§ in my room. T eg
in another year I had got hold of the Grec?k myths in simple form an
was discarding Bagdad in favour of Arcadia and Ionia. About that time
I started to want to write—in rhyme rather than prose, f'or I had de-
claimed doggerel ever since I was 234, and had always admired the famj
of the late poetess Louise Imogen Guiney, whom my parents knew, an
at whose home we stayed during the winter of 1892-?3, when my fa-
ther’s affairs kept him in Boston. My G-year-old “‘verse” was pretty bad,
and I had recited enough poetry to know that it was; so I set about to
improve matters. I was a nervous half-invalid and coulfi not attend
school, but the resources of the family library were at my chsp-osal, and I
proceeded to search and browse with an inclusive avidity which not'all
the tender discouragement of a solicitous far%lil).r could check. ‘Beuicgl
highly imaginative, and sensitive to the archaic mﬁuen.ces of this o
town with its narrow hill streets and glamorous Colonial doox"ways, I
conceived the childish freak of transporting myself altogether 1r.1to the
past; so began to choose only such books as were very old—th'h the
“long s”"—(which I found mainly in the banished portion of .tl'.le library
in a great dark storeroom upstairs) and to date all mY.wntm;.gs 200
years back—1697 instead of 1897 and so on. For my gu1dfince in cor-
rect composition I chose a deliciously quaint and compepdxous 'volume
which my great-grandfather had used at school, and which I still trea-
sure sacredly minus its covers:

THE READER:
Containing the Art of Delivery—Articulation, Accent, Prom.mciation, Em-
phasis, Pauses, Key or Pitch of the Voice, and Tones; Selection o.f Lessons
in the Various Kinds of Prose; Poetick Numbers, Structure of English Verse,
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Feet and Pauses, Measure and Movement, Melody, Harmony, and Expres.

sion, Rules for Reading Verse, Selections of Lessons in the Various Kinds
of Verse.

By
Abner Alden, A. M.

Boston
Printed by J. T. Buckingham for Thomas and Andrews,
No. 45, Newbury-Street
1802.

This was so utterly and absolutely the very thing I had been looking
for, that I attacked it with almost savage violence. It was in the “long
s”, and reflected in all its completeness the Georgian rhetorical tradition
of Addison, Pope, and Johnson, which had survived unimpaired in
America even after the Romantic Movement had begun to modify it in
England. This, I felt by instinct, was the key to the speech and manners
and mental world of that old periwigged, knee-breeched Providence
whose ancient lanes still climbed the hill, and whose old brick and
wooden buildings (Colony House 1767, College Edifice 1770, Brick
Schoolhouse 1769, Market House 1773, 1st Baptist Church with finest
classic spire in America 1775, innumerable private houses and mansions
from 1750 onward, St. John'’s and Round-Top Churches circa 1810,
Golden Ball Inn 1783, old warehouses along the Great Salt River 1816,
etc., etc, etc.) still survived (and still do survive, thank Heaven ! ) in
such large numbers and in such striking topographical situations. Little
by little I hammered every rule and precept and example into my recep-
tive system, till in a month or so I was beginning to write coherent
verse in the ancient style—of which the following (from The Poem of
Ulysses, or the New Odyssey) is a verbatim specimen:

The night was dark, O reader Hark, and see Ulysses’ fleet;

All homeward bound, with Vict'ty crown’'d, he hopes his spouse
to greet;

Long hath he fought, put Troy to naught, and levell'd down

its walls,
But Neptune’s wrath obstructs his path, while into snares he falls.

At the same time I was reading the 17th and 18th century poetical
translations of the classics and the old Queen Anne essayists as fast as I
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d, so that periwigged Georgianism was absor.bing me as utterly as if
1 had been actually born in its midst. For some time I conﬁr‘led my ht.er-

effusions to verses wherein I tried to express the fanciful Greaa;x
peauty which altogether engrossed me. In the mythology of Gr.eece I al-
most believed, and would actually look for fauns and fﬂryads in certain
oaken groves at twilight—for the city was not then built up thlc!d.y be-
ond my home, and the woods and fields were as close and fam%har to
me as if I had been born in the heart of Arcadia. I am predominantly
qural in tastes, and would write pastorals if I wrote any poetry at all.
Then I struck EDGAR ALLAN POE!! It was my dov\{n.falll, and at the age
of eight I saw the blue firmament of Argos and Sicily darkened by the
miasmal exhalations of the tomb! In 1898 I began my prose career, (no
__the first was still in 1897, though it was pre-Poe) grinding out s-uch
specimens as The Mysterious Ship and The Se:'ret of the Grave in a
Johnsonese that only a pedant of the 1810 period could equal. Can-
didly, they were awful, and I saw that what I had learnt of verse woul'd
not serve me in prose. I had a new medium to learn, and must set about it
systematically. Then science stepped in to sidetr.ack me. Although I am
basically an aesthete with a non-mathematical mind, I k.>ecame utte.rly in-
fatuated with the pages of illustrations of “Philosophical and Scientific
Instruments” in the back of a Webster's Unabridged of 1864. After
that I would give my mother and grandfather (my father beir.lg no
more) no peace till they had fitted me up a chemical laboratory‘ in the
basement of our home, and there I dabbled in reagents and precipitates
from March 1899 onwards, ploughing feverishly through such chemical
ptimers as The Young Chemist, by Prof. John Howard App.leton, (of
Providence) which I still consider the best general introduction to the
subject, though it is now virtually forgotten. Literature I spumfed alto-
gether as unworthy of a “serious scientist”, but my prose practice con-
tinued through my repeated attempts to write a chem1ca} treatise. A?xt
this period I also made abortive stabs at art and music, failing wholly‘ in
the first, and dropping the second in boredom and nervous revulsion
after two years of quite successful violin lessons. (I'mla little al?ead on
dates, though. Those lessons were from '97 to "99) Today I Yamly re-
gret my ineptitude in art, but have no taste or desi.re to excel in music.
Is 1902 geography displaced chemistry in my aﬁect:ongt, and Fhe lure of
far places was upon me. The Antarctic was my favourite region—won-
der and the unknown being my ideal. The next year the world had be-




R —"

110 SELECTED LETTERS

come too small for me, and I took up astronomy, using first an old book
my grandmother had studied at the seminary in the 1840's and late,
some new books and a small telescope which I acquired. The sky moveq
me to verse gain, and I wrote copiously and pointlessly on the wonders
of infinite space. I had by this time had little snatches of private tutoy.
ing and school, and in 1904 was considered able to enter high schog],
There I was shunted back to literature and begin writing horror-ta]eg
again. But Latin now captivated my fancy, and I became a haughty
Roman with scant use for the barbaric darkness of the modern world,
The impress of this phase is still upon me, and I still thrill at the
Roman name and the fasces and the figure of the Wolf of the
Capitol. . .. Then in the later years of high-school science “came back”,
and I renewed my devotion to astronomy, chemistry, and physics. In
1906 a new local daily was established, and I got a chance to write its
monthly astronomical article, a pursuit which I kept up for twelve years,
when a change of management produced a demand for a changed style
to which I refused to accede. This astronomical stuff was my debut in
print. But after all, high-school was a mistake. I liked it, but the strain
was too keen for my health, and I suffered a nervous collapse in 1908
immediately after graduating, which prevented altogether my attending
college. Just about then I became impressed with the inferiority of my
work and my ignorance of the technique of the short story; so that I
destroyed the whole mass of my fiction with two exceptions.

Chemical writing—plus a little historical and antiquarian research—
filled my years of feebleness till about 1911, when I had a reaction to-
ward literature. I then gave my prose style the greatest overhauling it
has ever had; purging it at once of some vile journalese and some ab-
surd Johnsonism. Little by little I felt that I was forging the instrument
I ought to have forged a decade before—a decent style capable of ex-
pressing what I wished to say. But I still wrote verse and persisted in
the delusion that I was a poet. In 1914 I joined the United Amateur
Press Association, and in 1917 W. Paul Cook (who saw one of my two
saved tales) urged me to try weird fiction again. I did—The Tomb and
Dagon being my first fresh attempts. Cook spoke so highly of these that
I kept on—and I've still been keeping ever since. Meanwhile I put my
laboriously gained technique to work in revision on a professional basis
—a thing still more lucrative to me than original fiction. As I have
aged, my scattered interests have more or less coalesced and codrdinated

IIX

EELECTED LETTERS

elves, submitting to the modifications of observation and philos,o-
hy. By this time I see pretty well what I'm driving at and how I.m
Joing it—that I'm a rather one-sided person whose only really burning
- terests are the past and the unknown or the _rtrm7ge, and whose aestheF-
l-zism in general is more negative than positive—i.e., a hatred of ugli-
;ess rather than an active love of beauty. I see tbat Iam fx-mflame'ntally
a gynic, 2 sceptic, and an Epicurean—a cogs.enratlve al:ld qu.l.etlst thhc;?t
any great breadth of taste or depth of 'abxhty, and ?wtb a literary am ti
tion confined altogether to the recording of certain images connecte
with bizarrerie and antiquarianism. With the general a.tr.nosphere‘ of
books and literature I am bored to death. I had rather visit an ancient
and beautiful town or see a marvellous landscape than atte‘nj:l any lec-
ture or bookish discussion in the world. For fame or recog.n.ltmn I have
not the smallest wish or expectation, since to my cynic_al spirit the W9rld
is an absolutely negligible and purposeless affair. All m.tensxty or serious
purpose rather amuses me, and I regard art not as a fetish or a duty, but
as one of many pleasant and elegant diversions proper to a gent}en?at?. I
am not satisfied with the stuff I write, but would lose interest in it if I
tried to take it seriously enough to improve it. For me it is best to tak.e
my prose style as it is—decently correct, at least_, tl"lrough early rheto'rx-
cal training—and let it tell what I have to say in its own way. I write
slowly, correct so extensively that my rough draughts are leglbl'e to no
one but myself, (and sometimes not to me!) and never hesxtat.e to
change the early part of a work when later developments call for dxf.fer-
ent antecedents. Usually, though, I know what is going to happen in a
tale—for that is why I write it. I never write except when in the m.ood,
for I have no intrinsic desire to produce written material. Authorsh_xp to
me is no end in itself, for I respect a gentlemen of leisure and an intel-
ligent pagan in pursuit of rational pleasure far more than any Gr}lb-
Street hack. To me authorship is only a mechanical means .of getting
formulated and preserved certain fugitive images whicb I wish formu-
lated and preserved. If anyone else has presented an idea exactly as I
feel it, I let his work serve me. Indeed, if I could find tale.s or books or
Poems expressing everything I wish to say, I would not write at all; anjd
would be highly grateful for the relief from a labour which to my cyni-
cal soul holds nothing of glamour or merit. Just now my greatest wish
is to capture the beauty and mystery of Old Providence more fully than
I have hitherto succeeded in doing. I have tried it in the 147-page novel-
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ette finished Tuesday morning, but feel that I have failed. Let us hope
that somebody else will do it soon and save me the trouble!

But pardon the autobiography, which I didn’t premeditate! What |
really set out to say was simply this—that to me the only sensible way to
compose seems to be to master one’s technical medium thoroughly he.
forehand—before one thinks about the expressive part at all—and then
to forget all about the rules, using the polished instrument as freely and
unconsciously as a child lisps its pristine rattle. If this method can’t be
worked, then one isn’t an artist by Nature, for as you truly observe, the
essence of aesthetic accomplishment lies in the subconscious. You may
wonder how I reconcile this precept with my statement that I correct a
MS. repeatedly. Well—for one thing, the revision is about as uncon.
scious as the first writing; being largely an automatic response to some-
thing in my head which rebels at something my hand has recorded. Sec-
ondly, I don’t claim to be much of an artist! I merely recognise a prin-
ciple which better craftsmen would more spectacularly exemplify. The
big thing is to avoid conscious mannerism—to shun calculated literary
effects as one shuns the plague. That is why I detest romantic writers
with their artificial, geometrical glamour. The Stevenson and Kipling
traditions—to say nothing of the Dickens cult—make me nauseatedly
weary with their theatrical and mathematical artificiality. Pater and
Wilde I can tolerate because the element of music and poetic rhythm
enters into their jewelled prose, but as a general thing I balk at any man
who writes for the sake of writing or for the ingenious twists he can
give our poor old language. The only literary man I respect is one who
says a thing straightforwardly for no other reason than that he wants
that thing said in the most effective possible way. That is what I call art
in the practice of literature, and that is why I am of course wholly out
of touch with those modernists who make their disjointed ravings noth-
ing more than pretentious experiments in aesthetic theory.

Your Old Back Trail delighted me exceedingly, for it truly captures 2
mood which is almost constantly mine. I abhor broad prosaic highways
with their implications of change, modernity, and decadence, and make
for the calm, untainted inner countryside whenever I possibly can. I
love great stretches of rolling hills and distant steeples and farmhouse
roofs in the sunset, and little winding roads that skirt ancient woods
and ramble on between stone walls to some marvellous meeting-place of
the fauns or some cryptic gate to another world which lies beyond that
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crest where pines stand hieratically against a blank, mysterious sky of
unknown portent. My ancestry is rural, and last October I visited the
western Rhode Island countryside where my immediate forbears dwelt.
So gloriously did I enjoy it, that I wrote it up in a travelogue for young
Long and kept a carbon to lend others, and I can't resist enclosing a
copy for you, although you'll probably find large sections of it dull.
Skip the latter, and merely get the general landscape effects—which
form the rustic New England that bred me. I rather wish I had been
born and reared rurally myself—although the ancient gables and steep
winding ways of Old Providence charm me poignantly in another direc-
tion. In reading this travelogue, pardon the occasional intentional
quaintnesses and archaisms and whimsicalities to which my old corre-
spondents long ago became hardened. The “daughter” I mention is
really my aunt—for I am blessed with no descendants of my own.

Sincerely yours,
H. P. Lovecraft

263. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
10 Barnes St.
March 15, 1927
Dear C A S:—

.......... Weird Tales has just accepted his Twilight of Time,
(which Wright wants to rename The Red Brain) which it had once be-
fore rejected, & I am almost flattering myself that a letter of mine in
praise of Wandrei may have had something to do with the change of
EEnde. " ..o 000 ia s

Most sincerely yrs—
H.P. L
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264. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

March 24, 192
Dear CA S:—

I've just written a new tale—or atmospheric study—which I'll shew
you when I get it typed. It's called The Colour Out of Space, & it tells
of something that came down into the hills west of Arkham. Cook, by
the way, means to publish my Shunned House sooner than he thought.

He has asked Long to write a preface, though I tell him that a preface
to a short story is absurd.

Yr most obt
HPL

265. TO BERNARD AUSTIN DWYER

10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I

March 26, 1927
My dear Mr. Dwyer:—

...... And I do mean to write of one phase of it—weaving a sort of
epic of horror about the mouldering brownstone mansion in which I
had my rooms. I was utterly inexperienced in room-seeking, and knew
nothing of the precise social geography of Old Brooklyn. All my possi-
ble informants were old-Brooklynites living in dreams of a Brooklyn
that has gone for ever, and their notion of the recent changes was so
vague as to argue a sort of merciful blindness to what is going on. Clin-
ton St. was (in 1880 psychology!) thought good, and several old fami-
lies were still hanging on there. ... .. ...

Naturally I would have shunned a lodging which seemed to savour of
coarseness, but here again unusual conditions conspired to deceive me. I
still think that none but a seer and prophet could have escaped error,
and that the house 444 until almost that precise time been of the quality
I thought I had found. My guess is that its decay had just set in, owing
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to the spread of the Syrian fringe (all unsuspected by me) beyond At-
tic Avenue. The man having my room before me was a N. Y. U. pro-

}:sor, and there was still in the house a splendid young chap wl:lo

new people that I knew in Providence. The landlady was a reﬁne' .

Jooking woman with two prepossessing youths as sons, and with a Brlt‘-

ish accent of such absolutely authentic caste that ther}e can have been no

mistake about her tale of better days—the u.sual tl'.lmg.—and her claim

of being the daughter of a cultivated Anglican vicar 1n Ir!ela.nd, edu-

cated in a private school in England. Poor old Mrs. Burns! Onl.y later

was I to learn of her shrewish tongue, desperate householfl negligence,

miserly watchfulness of lights and unwatchfulne:‘ss of repairs, and reck-

fess indifference to the class of lodger she admitted! I think her deca-
dence must have been a gradual one—probably she we%n.ted goo§ lodg-
ers, for she seemed naively impressed with the traditions which my
books and furniture and effects seemed to imply, and vo?ved tha.t they
gave her wistful memories of her childhood home at the vicarage in Ire-
Jand; but she must have stopped asking references when the s‘mkmg of
the neighbourhood made the house harder and harder to fill with people;
of the right sort. I was soon disillusioned—and with what a thud!
Voices came from the next room—and what voices! Of course poor
Mss. Burns apologised for these particular roomers, of whom she said
she was very anxious to get rid—but when I beg‘ar.l to see some of the
other anthropological types in the hallway my cynicism began to mount.
Friends who came to see me—better versed in Brooklyn ways tltlan I,
for my metropolitan residence had been confined to the quiet section of
Flatbush—were quicker than I to see and tell me what a “’retchéd hole
I had crawled into; but by that time I was all settled, anfi with my
desperate finances the idea of a removal was quite impossible. I had
only moved twice before in all my life, and was encamped amongst .all
my effects—for such is my ingrained domesticity that I could not.hve
anywhere without my own household objects around me——the_ furniture
my childhood knew, the books my ancestors read, and the pictures my
mother and grandmother and aunt painted. The presence of all these
things at the edge of Red Hook was really almost humorous, (aljthough
Dr, Love across the street was no doubt equally surrounded by his cher-
ished hereditary things) and visitors not infrequently commentf:d on the
virtual transition from one world to another implied in the simple act
of stepping within my door. Outside—Red Hook. Inside—Providence,
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R. 1! For it has always been Providence wherever I have been, and
must always remain so. That is the valuable lesson I extracted from my
asinine metropolitan experiment—a lesson which will teach me not tq
separate the spiritual from the geogtaphical Providence again. But at the
outset I was deluded. Comically enough, I even persuaded a friend—
George Kirk, formerly of Cleveland—to take the room above mine,
and for several months we had the mild amusement of telegraphing oq
the steam-pipes—for one quickly falls into boorish ways in a boorish
milieu. . .. Kirk held out uncomplainingly till May; when, having fey.
er non-portable chattels than I, he betook himself to 82y Manhattan,
But laden as I was, I stuck; hence came to know that squalid world as
few white men have ever known it. The sounds in the hall! The faces
glimpsed on the stairs! The mice in the pattitions! The fleeting touches
of intangible horror from spheres and cycles outside time . ... once a
Syrian had the room next to mine and played eldritch and whining
monotones on a strange bagpipe which made me dream ghoulish and
incredible things of crypts under Bagdad and limitless corridors of Eblis
beneath the moon-cursed ruins of Istakhar. I never saw this man, and
my privilege to imagine him in any shape I chose lent glamour to his
weird pneumatic cacophonies. In my vision he always wore a turban and
long robe of pale figured silk, and had a right eye plucked
out ... because it had looked upon something in a tomb at night which
no eye may look upon and live. In truth, I never saw with actual sight
the majority of my fellow-lodgers. I only heard them loathesomely—
and sometimes glimpsed faces of sinister decadence in the hall. Thete
was an old Turk under me, who used to get letters with outré stamps
from the Levant. Alexander D. Messayeh—Messayeh—what a name
from the Arabian Nights! 1 suppose the praenomen implied a Greek
strain—those Near-East spawn are hopelessly mongrelised, and belong
for the most part to the Orthodox Greek Church. And what scraps of
old papers with Arabic lettering did one find about the house! Some-
times, going out at sunset, I would vow to myself that gold minarets
glistened against the flaming skyline where the church-towers were!
“We take the Golden Road to Samarcand!” My tailor was a Syrian
named Habib, and around the corner in Atlantic Ave. were Sytian shops
with strange goods and delicacies. Once Kirk and I visited the Cairo
Garden, where subtle incense evoked mirages of clustered bulbous
domes and city-gates of alabaster, and fat, swarthy minstrels plucked
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meaninglessly at Eastern lutes whilst tenebrous 'and unpotable “‘coffee”
(1 use the nomenclature of faith, not of analysis ot proof) was ser.ved
in small curious cups without handles. It was a queer enough setting,
and one which no person of my acquaintance can yet p,ar;allel—though
out venerable fellow-gangster McNeil (autho’r of.boys books) was at
that time living in the roaring slums of Hell’s K1tchen, (W. 40th St.
Manhattan—a wild but rather colourless slum without mystery or the
memories of fallen grandeur) and Vrest Orton is evef1 now exp'enment-
ing with life at a Settlement-Workers’ headquarters in the Italian (but
far from Florentinely resplendent) turmoil of East rosth St. The key-
note of the whole setting—house, neighbourhood, and shop, was that of
Joathsome and insidious decay; masked just enough by the rehques' of
former splendour and beauty to add terror and mystery and thez fascm?-
tion of crawling motion to a deadness and dinginess otherwise static
and prosaic. I conceived the idea that the great browns.tone house was a
malignly sentient thing—a dead, vampire creature which sucked some-
thing out of those within it and implanted in them the seeds of some
horrible and immaterial psychic growth. Every closed door see@ed to
hide some brooding crime—or blasphemy too deep to fqrm a crime in
the crude and superficial calendar of earth. I never quite learned the
exact topography of that rambling and enormous house. How to get t’o
my room, and to Kirk’s room when he was there, an§1 to the landlady.s
quarters to pay my rent or ask in vain for heat until I"bought an Ofl
stove of my own—these things I knew, but there were wings and. corri-
dors I never traversed; doors to rear and abutting halls and stairways
that I never saw opened. I know there were rooms above ground with-
out windows, and was at liberty to guess what might lie below groun.d.
There lay a pall of darkness and secrecy upon that house—it subtl)r.dxs-
couraged from first to last one’s inclination to speak aloud, 'and at times
one felt a faint miasmal tangibility in the circumambient a1r.'The great
high rooms had something of the mausolean in their crumbling state'h-
ness, and in the halls at night one always had to be sure the great, white
flamboyant Corinthian pilasters never moved just the least .bit. Some-
thing unwholesome—something furtive—something vast ly}ﬂg subter-
renely in obnoxious slumber—that was the soul of 160 Clinton St. at
the edge of Red Hook, and in my great northwest corner room Tla.e
Horror at Red Hook was written, It is nearly a full year ago that I left it
without a pang to come home to my own—to the clean, white, and an-
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cient New England that bred me, and whose hills and woods and stee.
ples are the food and essence of my soul—and as the year has passeq
the squalid old Brooklyn setting has become less and less of an active
outrage and hotror and more and more a grotesque and even fascinating
legend. The ruffled dignity of thinking I have dwelt in such a place
gives ground to a dreamy doubt of my ever having been actually there
—the episode becomes a tale told in the third person, and the realities
are decked in a glittering mantle of myth. At this distance I am almost
glad the mishap occurred—for it gave a touch of colour to a life other-
wise tame, conventional, and uneventful, and made me better able to
appreciate the slum chapters in many vital works of literature—high
among them Machen’s autobiographical volumes, wherein are told that
dreamer’s struggles with squalor and poverty in late-Victorian London.
I shall certainly write about 169 Clinton St. some day—and the tale will
be one to chill the reader’s blood. And if somewhere in the wide world
there light upon it the sinful eyes of the two young men who stole my
clothing from the alcove, they will so thank Mercurius (who presides
over the craft of thieves) for their timely deliverance from such a peril
that they may, as a votive offering, make restitution of what they took
—in which case I trust they will add a cash balance to compensate for
wear and tear on the apparel since May 1925! ..............

Have I read Fitzhugh Ludlow’s Hasheesh-Eater? Why, Sir, I possess
it upon mine own shelves; and wou’d not part with it for any induce-
ment whatever! I first read a reprint in 1922, but was later honour'd by
a gift of the original edition (without author’s name) of 1857, and
have frequently reread those phantasmagoria of exotic colour, which
proved more of a stimulant to my own fancy than any vegetable alka-
loid ever grown and distilled. I agree with you in conceding its style a
greater freshness than De Quincey’s, (a sage young friend of mine once
summed up De Q. by saying laconically—"Poor old boy! he knew too
much.”) and find a positive delight in its very faults of naiveté and ear-
ly-American floridness. The reeling panoramas out of space and time
have an unmistakable tinge of authenticity, and even the metaphysical
speculations were far from arid. I seem to know comparatively little of
Ludlow’s later life, though I have come across scattered references to a
short journalistic career terminated by an early death abroad—perhaps
due to his collegiate indulgence in the noxious cannabis indica. . . .

I'm glad you found pleasure in The Hermaphrodite—which of course
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must be read wholly for imagery and not for i.deas, as must every other
work of art. Great Scott—if Loveman and I judged e?.Ch other by our
ideas, we'd have long ago suffered the f.ate of the Kilkenny cats. AF-
cording to my social and political theories he ngl?t tol be shc?t or in
ol, whilst according to his, I ought to be guxllotmed. But smc.el.w’e
deal in art and not in ideas, we get along wnt'h the thost cordiality.
Didacticism can never be more, in art, than an inconspicuous excuse f(?r
displaying 2 processional wealth of colour and atfnos%herlc
splendour. ....... We know well, after only a moment.of 5c1e.nt1 c re-
flection, that any attempt at enforcing the actual fantastic and idealistic
precepts of Christ would lead at once to utter anarchy, collapse, and cul-
tural extinction. However—I'm as well aware as anyone elset of .th'e
enormous extent to which the Christian tradition—whlatcver be its origi-
nal lack of appropriateness—is now woven into our lives, art, and‘ liter-
ature after thirteen-hundred and more years of continuous profession by
our main stream of civilisation. Like it or not, the general forms are
fixed upon us, so that only a thoughtless radical or cultural parvenu
could for a moment think of doing away with its atmosphere and exter-
nals as a social and aesthetic force amongst us. No one loves Fhe mem-
oty of old moss-covered abbeys and the sweet chimes of Gothic belfnles
at evening more than I. No one exceeds me in reverence for the 'qu:%mt
and sonorous rituals of antique devotion—the organised symbolisation
of our lives and the formulated expression of our emotions—and the
pure strain of poetry that runs alike through the e'xotic Old Testament,
the classically dramatic Christ-mythus, and the quaint legends and beau-
tiful traditions of the church. And nothing pleases me more than a
lovely old New-England church with tapering Georgiar.x spire and ram-
bling churchyard of archaic slate or sandstone slabs—hieroglyph of the
elder time, and anchor of stability in an age of change, sadness, and
decadence. Far be it from me to discourage the naive faith of any be-
liever—so that although I am intellectually a complete and abso'lut.ely
cynical scientific materialist, I leave the futile b'usiness of athtElSthI.ll
propaganda (as futile as all other human effort in an fetemal.ly cychcf:
and purposeless cosmos) to such busy and well-meaning friends o
mankind as Percy Ward, Clarence Darrow, H. G. Wells, and other di-
dactic emulators of the honest and messianic Mr. Ingersoll.‘ o
As to my style—no danger! I shan’t give up thOSE. occasmnal‘ flings in
the dreamy and poetic vein! In fact, The Strange High House is a prod-
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uct of last autumn, long after all my “stick-to-prose” advisers had shot
their last bolt in discouragement. When you see my long Randolph Cay.
ter novelette you will realise that this fantastic and oneiroscopic mood is
a darned hard thing to pry me out of! I am glad, however, to have an.
other specific assurance that the style truly fits me; and shall no doubt
grind out a few specimens on the strength of that encouragement the
next spare time I get. As it is, I have just finished one new tale which
I'll send you in my next. This one has little flashes of the quasi-poetic,
but is for the most part realistic; with 2 homely country setting “‘west of
Arkham”. Something falls from the sky, and terror broods. The thing is
told by an old man forty years after, and the title is The Colour Out of
Space. 1t is a long-short affair—exactly as long as Cthulhu. Enclosed are
two more of my old ones—just returned by Wandrei which you have
not previously seen. Polaris is rather interesting in that I wrote it in
1918, BEFORE I had ever read a word of Lord Dunsany’s. Some find it
hard to believe this, but I can give not only assurance but absolute proof
that it is so. It is simply a case of similar types of vision facing the
unknown, and harbouring similar stores of mythic and historical lore.
Hence the parallelism in atmosphere, artificial nomenclature, treatment
of the dream theme, etc. In the Vault was written in 1925, and rather
inexplicably rejected by Weird Tales as too horrible for the censors!

I remain Yr. most obt.,
H. P. Lovecraft

266. TO AUGUST DERLETH

10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. 1.

March 26, 1927
My dear Mr. Derleth:—

........ Have you read Oswald Spengler's now celebrated work,
The Decline of the West, whose first volume was lately translated into
English? You will find there much sound and bitter sense regarding
the slackening of the cultural fibre of the dominant Aryan race dur-
ing the last century or less. The normal evolution of a human stock pre-
supposes a certain amount of struggle with nature and with enemies in
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which the weak and inferior will be unable to survive, and w.ill disap-

¢ in sufficient quantities to prevent exhaustiog of food supplies at'ld to
ensure the perpetuation of the species through its abler and more vigor-
ous specimens. Modern civilisation, however, has Qevelopcd a.senn.men-
al protection of the weak which ensures the'survxval of the.m.ferlor as
well as the superior; so that unless something equally artificial (and
remember that birth control is no more artiﬁcia'l and contrary to nature
than the peace-policies and sentimental coddhflg of the weak wh1;h
overpopulates the world and makes it necess:%ry.) is done to counteract the
tendency, we shall be overrrun with the unlimited spawn of the blologcxl-
cally defective and incompetent. For the competent, on t?le other .han ;
birth control has become a grim and absolute necessity; since the indus-
trialisation of the social order has made it absolutely 1mposs‘1b1e to rear
a large family in a comfortable and enlightened manner without a far
greater fortune than the majority of moderately competex}t, decen‘tly-
born, and well-bred people possess. There is no qu:'at all in expecting
the tastefully-living but non-wealthy middle-class citizen not to pr.actlce
birth control. As long as he knows he never can bring up ten children
decently, he is going to stick to one or two or three and see that they

are brought up decently. .. ...

i ood wish Most sincerely yrs.
7 H. P. Lovecraft

267. TO DONALD WANDREI .
Providence

March 27, 1927
Dear Mr. Wandrei:—

..... It certainly is hard work finding anyone interested in the
weird. I never encountered one till 1917, when I stumbled simulta-
neously on Cook & Loveman. Then, through Loveman, I got in touch
with Smith; & had meanwhile come across Long. Through Weird Tales
I encountered young August W. Derleth of Wisconsin (a U. of WIS
freshman, 17 years old) & Bernard Dwyer of New York S.tate—thls
being the complete list of my Gothic circle to date . ... I write for my
own edification exclusively, since it improves & crystallises my dreams
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to get them down on paper; & although I appreciate the kindly com.
ment of the few who like the stuff, am not at all perturbed or disap.
pointed because the majority are indifferent. By what standard coulq
they be expected to be otherwise? It is the frank & cynical recognition
of the inevitable limitations of people in general which makes me abso.
lutely indifferent instead of actively hostile toward mankind. It can go
to hell for all T care—but I'm not even interested enough to give it 4
push. Tt doesn’t need me & I don’t need it—its only use is to build
quaint cities for me to enjoy a century or two later!

Most Cordially & Sincerely Yours,
H. P. Lovecraft

268. TO JAMES F. MORTON
All-Fool’'s Day
April 1, 1927
Fabiane Maxime:—

- As to my susceptibility to the Arctic influence—I went to an as-
tronomical lecture last December on an evening that was merely moder-
ate, but whilst I was within, the weather began doing things. I emerged
under the full psychological impression that it was 7ot cold, but before
I'd walked five blocks I was g. d. near knockt out—breath choak’d off,
eyes and nose running like Nurmi, headache and nausea, and a sense of
obstruction impeding all my muscular motions and neural cobrdinations.
I staggered like honest old Mac before he took the pledge, (no—I
hadn’t been consuming any colonial rum made from Martineco molasses
at Mr. Abbot’s distil-house over against the Great Bridge) and had to
plunge against some intangible opposing barrier as if it had been a
physical wind—and only affer these symptoms had for some time
plagu’d me, did my slow old head realise what the actual trouble was. . .
It took me about an hour to get my balance again after I reeled into the
house. . ..

About this weird tale article—I have a sort of vague and nebulous
idea of expanding the thing for some mythical second edition—and in
preparation for that fabulous event I'm laying by all such hints, tips,
and suggestions as conveniently come in this direction without effort on
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my part. So shew your stuff, Kid—in 1926 I followed up .the reading
suggestions you gave me in 1921, hence you may expect action by 1932
or so on anything you may condescend to.}Tand out now. It may mt.er-
est you to know that in an XIth hour codicil I amplified my F. Mation
Crawford paragraph by including some tolerant comments on ij the
Blood Is the Life (which Leeds used to praise) and T/:w Dead Smile as
well as The Upper Berth; this enlarged horizon resulting from the pe-
rusal of a collection called Wandering Ghosts, lent me by. my newest
rodigy great-grandchild, Donald Wandrei of S.t. Paul, Minn. . ...
A But at that the Elizabethan period wasn’t so bad. Fact
is, ‘I freely concede that it represents the absolute high-t?de f)f our race
and culture. It hurts like hell to say it, but it seems §c1ent1f.ic.ally true
beyond dispute. The amount of vital energy—aesthetic, Pohtlcal, arfd
military, intellectual and physical—liberated by the }?nghsh people. in
the latter half of the sixteenth century is surely a thing of overawing
magnitude—our truest Renaissance—and I doubt if any later increase in
diffusive refinement—of decorative taste in the eighteenth century and
of life and manners in the middle ninetenth—can make up for the de-
cline in sheer daemonic force of racial and national genius. God 'Sa.ve
the Queen! My own Georgian period lacked in poetry and subl@lty
what it gained in clearer reason and finer sense of form, anc.i the chtc?-
rian age lacked in force, sincerity, and decorative perception what it
gained in manners and conceptions of life as a fine art. If I could create
an ideal world, it would be an England with the fire of the Elizabe-
thans, the correct taste of the Georgians, and the refinement and pure
ideals of the Victorians. For the post-Victorian age I see little hope.
There is indeed a return to Georgian decorative conceptions, but it is an
imitative one based upon a mere pedantick appreciation. The human soul
is sterile—we are weary, bored, impatient, and well on the
tobaggan. . . .

Yours for the testimony of the rocks and the fruit of the twining
legume. ’ ,
@coBahdog-n Eyodive
Theobaldus
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269. TO VINCENT STARRETT
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. I,
April 11, 1927
My dear Mr. Starrett:—

... I certainly agree that the lack of a market for spectral material
above the penny-dreadful grade is a very unfortunate circumstance. Yet
I fear it is an irremediable one, since the actual number of persons to
whom such things appeal is apparently small indeed. I have had a fair
assortment of stories published in the crowd-cultivating Weird Tales,
but believe this market is gradually closing to me on account of the edi-
tor’s deference to a clientele demanding simple, understandable ghostli-
ness with plenty of ‘human interest’ & a brisk, concrete, cheerful, &
non-atmospheric style. I have never had a volume published, & am not
at all sure that the merit of my nightmares & fantasies warrants one.
When I compare my results with Dunsany, De la Mare, Machen,
Bierce, Blackwood, (at his best, as in The Willows) M. R. James, ot
any other recognised master of the macabre, I lose at once whatever ten-
dency toward egotism or complacency I might otherwise acquire. . . .

Most cordially & appreciatively yours,
H. P. Lovecraft

270, TO DONALD WANDREI

Providence

April 21, 1927
Dear Mr. Wandrei:—

..... I still have the most profound respect for pure intellect—& am
an absolute materialist & mechanist, believing the cosmos to be a pur-
poseless & meaningless affair of endless cycles of alternate electronic
condensation & dispersal—a thing without beginning, permanent direc-
tion, or ending, & consisting wholly of blind force operating according

GELECTED LETTERS 125

to fixed & eternal patterns inherent in entity. It i§.because Iam a com-
lete sceptic & cynic, recognising no such quahtltes. as good or.ev.xl,
peauty or ugliness, in the ultimate structure of tffe universe, that I insist
on the artificial & traditional values of each particular cultural stream—
roximate values which grew out of the special instincts, associations,
environment, & experiences of the race in question, & which are the sole
available criteria for the members of that race & culture, thougb'of
course having no validity outside it. These backgrognds of tradition
against which to scale the objects & events of experience are all th:?.t
lend such objects & events the illusion of meaning, value, or drama.txc
interest in an ultimately purposeless cosmos—hence I preach & practice
an extreme conservatism in art forms, society, & politics, as the only
means of averting the ennui, despair, & confusion of a guideless & stan-
datdless struggle with unveiled chaos. . .. .

I have gradually absorbed considerable data on American color.ual de-
sign, & can pick out the high spots in classic & Renaissaflce architecture
—though I am still damnably weak on Gothic. My desu:? to know the
principal forms is enhanced by a wish to visualise dramatically the var-
ious stages of history—when I think 1725 1 want to be ‘abl.e to see
1725; & to do that, I must know clearly what types of building were
then surviving, & what types were then being built. Once I r'ou.ghly
block out my scene—knowing just what to include & what to e_hmmate
—1I can drape it in as much mist & mysticism as I choc?se! As time goes
on, my taste for urban panoramic effects increases; till at the present
time I am really more sensitive to architecture than to any other at, save
only the weird wing of prose literature. The vistas I relish most are
those in which the sunset plays a transfiguring & glorifying part. Some-
times I stumble accidentally on rare combinations of slope, curved
street-line, roofs & gables & chimneys, & accessory details of verflure &
background, which in the magic of late afternoon assume a mystic maj-
esty & exotic significance beyond the power of words to describe. Abso-
lutely nothing else in life now has the power to move me so m1.1ch; for
in these momentary vistas there seem to open before me bewildering
avenues to all the wonders & lovelinesses I have ever sought, & to all
those gardens of eld whose memory trembles just beyond the rim of
conscious recollection, yet close enough to lend to life all the signifi-

" cance it possesses. All that I live for is to capture some fragment of this

hidden & just unreachable beauty; this beauty which is all of dream, yet
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which I feel I have known closely & revelled in through long aeons be.
fore my birth or the birth of this or any world. There is somewhere, my
fancy fabulises, a marvellous city of ancient streets & hills & gardens &
marble terraces, wherein I once lived happy eternities, & to which I
must return if ever I am to have content. Its name & place I know not—
save as reason tells me it has neither name nor place nor any existence
at all—but every now & then there flashes out some intimation of it in
the travelled paths of men. Of this cryptic & glorious city—this primal
& archaic place of splendour in Atlantis or Cockaigne or the Hesperides
—many towns of earth hold vague & elusive symbols that peep furtively
out at certain moments, only to disappear again. . .. It is so perfectly &
utterly a life of dream that it leads to an almost Oriental inaction
wherein vision is substituted for deed. Spring comes, & I resolve to go
out & drench my soul in hyacinthine fields & waking woods & far in-
credible cities. I resolve—I call up those fields & woods & cities in my
fancy—& lo! I have seen & experienced them! So I do not go out in
bodily reality after all! It is the same with writing in many instances—
though of course the sway of insubstantial dream is by no means so ab-
solute as to keep me from taking many actual trips & penning many
actual tales. I know that these trips & tales will never take me to the
marvellous city of pre-cosmic memory, & I am probably rather glad of
that knowledge, in that it secures for me an eternity of never-tarnished
vision & never-sated quest through all the years of my consciousness. As
in your case, the skies exert the utmost fascination upon me; nor is the
weaving of wild dreams about their unplumbed deeps & suns & worlds
in the least hampered by the precise astronomical data which my scien-
tific side demands. Indeed, there is nothing in the baldest truth about the
sky which does not enhance rather than enfeeble one’s awe at its fathom-
less & indescribable immensities. . ..

Most Cordially & Sincerely Yrs.,
H. P. Lovecraft
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271. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
May 12, 1927
Dear C A S:—

Enclosed is The Colour Out of Space, which you can return at your
convenience. It lacks compactness & climax, perhaps, but must be taken
as an atmospheric study rather than as a tale. Cook has put all of my
weird tale history into type for his magazine, so that you will perhaps
see the printed version of at least the first part before you see the typed
copy which the gang in N. Y. are about to forward to you. I'm not sure
about how he means to arrange the instalments. I made some eleventh-
hour inserts in the proofs which you won't find in the carbon—mainly
regarding the forgotten early work of Robert W. Chambers (can you
believe it?) who turned out some powerful bizarre stuff between 1895

BRLOOA. - oo v vavonnnns

Yr most obt
H. P L

272, TO DONALD WANDREI
Providence
May 19, 1927
My Dear Mr. Wandrei ;—

..... I have often wished that I had the literary power to call up
visions of some vast & remote realm of entity beyond the universes of
matter & energy; where vivid interplays of unknown & inconceivable
influences give vast & fabulous activity to dimensional areas that are not
shapes, & to nuclei of complex rearrangement that are not minds. ...

Sincerely Yis.,
H. P. Lovecraft
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273. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Thursday
May 19, 1927
O Titan Anatomist of Our Planet’s Skeleton:—

... One item was amusing to me—directing us as it did to some.
thing which is almost my own real estate—the Violet Hill, Manton
Ave. quarry, on the land of the Providence Crushed Stone and Sand Co,
Well, said Co. is a dago named Mariano de Magistris, on whose land
I've had a pathetic drop-in-the-bucket mortgage for the past twenty
years! Every Feb. and Aug. the guy sends a small cheque, but never
pays up—so I've come to regard him as something of an institution, and
feel a very proprietary interest in his rocky freehold. ... I'd stand a
good chance of losing my modest thou. if I ever had to foreclose. But
it's good whilst it lasts, and I'm glad that Fate’s whirling has enabled
the region to be of value to a reg’lar white man and scientist! When I
lead the party thither I shall have the assured air of an old squire mak-
ing the rounds of the tenantry—I've never been near the damn place as
yet, and haven’t the remotest idea of what it's like except that I know
all that region has gone Guinea.

..... I might live just as long in Labrador as in Brazil—but hell!
what would I get out of it? Give me the mild equator’s zone, where
ice-fiends ne’er may harrow; better fifty hours of Tampa than a cycle of
Point Barrow! ... And just as a sidelight on Aot weather conditions—
don’t lay it onto mere external architecture, 'bo! Where’s your memory?
But three short years ago I was very emphatically of your build—yet I
didn’t miss any of my customary July airiness of spirit, for all the un-
aérial beef and suet on my bones! Moreover—that eclipse morning oc-
curred whilst I was still a problem for Sheraton chair-makers, yet scant
comfort did my proteid integuments afford me! No, 'bo, I've seen the
world from every avoirdupois angle, but fat or lean, it’s about the same.
January doesn’t make a hit with my cellular tissue—be it abundant or
infrequent—and July does. That’s simply that, without sequel, residue,
or refutation. ... ..

Yours till I get further data—
Pupmp-0cofdAog
Theobaldus
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. TO JAMES F. MORTON
274 J May 23, 1927

Fabiane Maxime:—

.. Expect a bowed and broken man to do the honours as municipal
claviger—for that damned dentist's BILL has come, and a far less wel-
come Bill than Bryant it is. 36 BUCKS! O GORD! .

And the light diversion wherewith I'm paying it off is the most deo-
damnate piece of unending Bushwork T've ever tackled since the apogfe
of the immortal Davidius himself—the sappy, half-baked Womm? s
Home Companion stuff of a female whose pencil has hopelessly ‘outdls-
tanc'd her imagination. Gawd bless the money-orders, but Pete sink the
manusctipts !

Ah—but here’s the real news. In a burst of unaccustomed sportman-
ship (before I got that 36-fish knockout from Lewis Howe. Kalloch,
D.D.S.) I put a shilling into a can of Friend's Yaller-Eyes wztbout' any
peliminary assurances from curato-fabal headquarters; the concomitant
pork being thus raised to the dignity of a pigina polkfa. I took‘, as I say,
this doubtful and delicious hazard, laying down my shilling with almost
Brodeian unconcern. And O, BABY! Kid, 'M SOLD! I hereby adopt
Friend’s Yaller 1 as my FAVOURITE, my officially favourite bean!
Man, they knock to hell anything else short of Peary and Byrd and Scott
and Amundsen that ever climbed a pole! . .. o

Well—we're all set for Chewsdy. I shan’t be in physical training be-
cause this Abaddou-stricken revision keeps me tied desperately to my

desk, but the very force of bounding away from' the dargn juka will
supply whatever motive enthusiasm my lack of hiking-practice will have
tended to subtract. Now, rocks and weather, do you stuff!

Yours for better minerals and shorter manuscripts,

®copahdos
Theobaldus
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275. TO JAMES F. MORTON
May 24, 192y
Sage Soldan of the Sev’'n and Seventy Strata:—

De rebus fabalibus—I have lately been conducting an exhaustive
three-corner’d test of Friend, Bean Hole, and Hatchet, and believe I
shall have, after all, to award the palm to your Malrose staple. The
Hatchet—which I had before sampled only in conjunction with its
proper (and indisputably superior) brownbread—prov'd a disappoint-
ment when consum’d independently, whilst the Van Camp product
lacked a certain precision in traditional flavour. This left the field clear
for Friend’s, a final sampling of which confirm’d the verdict at which I
had so conscientiously been arriving. Certainly, no other stannically cir-
cumscribed bean so faithfully approximates the hereditary delicacy of
these colonies in all its nuances of palatal tone. I am converted. And
now—my research having hitherto extended through only the standard
variety—I must experiment with the Yellow Eye and Kidney modifica-
tions. What are they like? Are they baked in the ordinary fashion like
their less voluminous compeers? Behold the depth of my ignorance,
which seeks light from the lamp of experienced sophistication before
sinking 48¢ in a can apiece of the two eiba incognita. . . .

Yours for a populous safari fo Rhodinoular erudition—

@cofaidos
Theobaldus

276. TO BERNARD AUSTIN DWYER

June 1927
My dear Dwyer:—

..... Yes—my New England is a dream New England—the familiar
scene with certain lights and shadows heightened (or meant to be
heightened) just enough to merge it with things beyond the world.
That, I fancy, is the problem of everyone working in an artistic medium
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__to take a known setting and restore to it in vivid ffes}-mess all the
accumulated wonder and beauty which it has produced in 1ts. long co.n-
tinuous history. All genuine art, I think, is local and rooted in the soil;
for even when one sings of far incredible twilight ’lands he is @erel‘y
singing of his homeland in some gorgeous and exotic mantle. It is this
oint which I seek to emphasise in my I110-page effort The Dream
Quest of Unknown Kadath. Take a man away from tbe fields and
groves which bred him—or which moulded the hve.s of his forefathers
—and you cut off his sources of power altogether. Lfke Antaeus of old,
he needs the touch of his mother earth to preserve his strength. Cultl?re
as a whole—sophisticated, critical culture—may be gosr.nopohtan fmd in-
ternational; but creative artistic force is always provmc.@ and natxonah_s-
tic. That is why I see nothing but unmitigated artistic decadence in
modern “civilisation” with its polyglot urban concentration. New York
would no more produce art than Carthage ot Alexandn:a.. Just as Alex-
andrian art was affected, superficial, and pedantic, so is that of New
York today. The old N. Y. is dead, and this hybrid mass of parvenu
and traditionless glitter has no relation whatever to the lives and drem%s
and aspirations of any one people or stream of culture. Out of this
flashy, synthetic spawn of mongrelism nothing but pose and pretence
can come. He who would create must return to some scene which is
truly his, and which truly possesses roots reaching into the past. But
more and more the drift is townward, and more and more the progress
of mechanical invention removes life from the natural routine sanctified
by the acts and thoughts of uncounted generations of our forbears. Fa-
miliar forces and symbols—the hills, the woods, and the seasons—be-
come less and less intertwined with our daily lives as brick and stone
horizons and snow-shovelled streets and artificial heating replact.e 'them,
and the quaintly loveable little ways of small places die of inanition as
easy transportation fuses all the surface of a great Fountry into one stan-
dardised mould. Craftsmanship and local production are dead—no one
man completely makes anything, and no one region subsists to any greas
extent on its own products either material or intellectual. Quantxt)" an
distribution are the watchwords in an age where factories and syndicates
reign supreme; and all sectional manners and modes of thought are ob-
literated in the universal exchange of workers and teachers, luxuries and
utilities, books and magazines, which complete indusAtriallism and un-
impeded access produce. The result—although an inevitable conse-
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quence of the advance of knowledge, which must be lamented imper.
sonally rather than condemned hysterically—is an almost unmitigateq
loss to artistic life, for beauty comes only when life is closely attuned to
its scene, and cannot endure when the spread of standardisation imposes
one monotonous set of mores upon large and differentiated geographic
areas, each of which once fostered and still ought to foster a separate set
of manners and institutions as determined by its own especial race
and heritage and landscape and climate. The social and political damage
of urban industrial life is equally clear. Factory labour and the widespread
dissemination of rudimentary knowledge produced an unstable emo-
tional equilibtium wholly destructive of traditional forces of life. The
herd becomes unmanageable, and sinks either into the unstimulating
and unromantic humdrum of democracy, or into the still deeper slough
of socialism and anarchy. Everything gorgeous and golden is dragged in
the mud or painted dull grey, and intellectual speculation becomes
merely an arena of wild and baseless schemes of life, none of which
have any anchors in the past to give them dignity or loveliness. Now in
an age like this can art survive? Personally I do not think it can, so far
as its original function of the emotional and imaginative expression or
its own time is concerned; for the life and thought of this period are
wholly without the legacies and overtones which gave artistic possibili-
ties to the life and thought of former periods. They are too ill-founded
in tradition, or in the natural conditions and past experiences of the
race, to have any deep hold on the vital hereditary memories out of
which our sincere aesthetic perceptions and feelings spring. We cannot,
then, have a really contemporary art of any appreciable depth so long as
we have no materials to build it with save big business, structural steel,
universal suffrage, aeroplanes, The League of Nations, Greenwich Vil-
lage, the radio, Henry Ford, the Rotary club, McCormick harvesters, so-
viets, the American Mercury, H. G. Wells, Dadaism, the A. F. of L.,
Jules Laforgue, Bruce Barton, the pornographic renaissance, Ben Hecht,
real estate, Los Angeles, the farm bloc, etc., etc., etc., etc. ad infinitum.
But there does still remain the possibility of a reminiscent individual art
for those who voluntarily remain outside the theatre of change and
decay and cling tenaciously to the land and ways of their ancestors. This
clinging can be either material and spiritual both, as in the case of one
who still lives bodily amidst the ancient hills and woods and farm-
steads; or it can be spiritual alone, as in the case of an urban dweller
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who remains true to the lore and memories of tbe old, simple, rural
things, and saturates himself with their spirit .anc! images even when he
cannot spend all his days among them. This individual art will not re-
fect its own age, but it will sometimes reflect former ages almost as
well as the artist of those ages once reflected them—deglendmg on the
extent to which the artist is able to merge himst?lf and his soul into the
packground of bygone life. Or else it will sometimes take on the autum-
nal, sunset colours of a purely decadent art—the melancholy art o.f a
Hardy or a Housman or the glitteringly malevolent art of a Baudelalre%
a Rops, a Beardsley, or a Eugene O'Neill. And a third b.ranc.h, 0
course, will be the fantastic art and literature of esca-})e-fwhxch is the
descendant of a type which has always existed either isolated or mixed
with other types. This has found utterance in Blackwood, Duns?.ny, Ste-
phens, de la Mare, Machen, Montague Rhodes James, Cabell, Sime, and
so on. But this art will, of course, in all its phases depe.nd upop'the
past; and will grow weaker and weaker as that past and its condltxc?ns
recede into the background. It will last longest in such regions as cling
most tenaciously to old things and old conditions, or sc.)mehovv' keep
more than the average share of the old, fresh, unspoiled point of
Miew. ... . . The Southern part of the United States has many healthy
qualities which may blossom out in art if the universal Babbitry of self-
conscious “‘progress” and expansive standardisation does not produce
that cultural rottenness-before-ripeness which has ruined the nort.h and
will ruin the west. The South, of course, had a frightful blow in th.e
Civil War; when the established civilisation was dethroned by the domi-
nance of a more upstart element; but the parvenus thems.elves are not by
any means bad material, and they cling to a conservatism (amusu?gly
naive and crude at times, as expressed in Baptist revivals, Daytox? trlal§,
freak laws, and the like) which ought to protect them mightily in their
coming clash with the decadence of the outside world. So, a.ltogeth‘er, I
think we’ll have to admit that the sound art of the future will be either
regional or individual, and that it is likely to diminish with the genera-
tions unless some unforeseen mental revolution intervenes to cheFk the
growth of an artificial and abnormally proportioned life. The un}\'ersal
“art”, such as it will be, will consist both of mediocre and meaningless
decorative banalities of ultra-sophisticated design and mannered and
overemphasised technique, and of morbid and hectic attempts at express-
ing whatever of nature is left in life—perforce the barest and most




134 SELECTED LETTERg

primitive instincts in a culture where all the natural overtones of tradi-
tional life and memory are swept away. This new hectic art will em.
brace both extravagant theory—as in cubism and its analogues—and so.
phisticatedly self-conscious selection and treatment, as in the use of ana.
lytical and scientific method, purely physiological or pathologica]
themes, philosophical direction of thought with its attendant confusion,
and an attempted directness leading to imitations of savage or primitive
art traditions—archaic Minoan and Greek, Polynesian, Congo negro,
American Indian, etc. The tone of the people of a mechanical age being
intellectual rather than imaginative, we shall see the domain of art in-
vaded by the methods and subject-matter of science and philosophy
until virtually nothing of the true art impulse is left. . ..

............ The only trouble with New England is that it ac-
quired a premature old age before attaining true maturity. The founda-
tions were magnificent—a lovely land of woods and hills and river val-
leys and sea coasts, and a population of sturdy yeomen and gentry
whose natural and simple life and temperamental stability promised
well for continuous growth and permanent achievement. For over two
centuries all went well. The age of pioneer crudity and theological
obsession was safely outlived, and the 18th century produced an exqui-
site growth of decorative taste which the Revolution somewhat injured
but by no means destroyed. This was the age of the large landowner
and prosperous merchant—an age of growing refinement and fastidious-
ness in life, and of correctness in taste, yet of continued simplicity in
personal habits. During the earlier 18th century standards of education
gradually rose, until by the Golden Age of Lowell, Holmes,
Hawthorne, Emerson, Longfellow, Thoreau, and their fellows, we had a
perfectly mature set of literary and artistic forms to watch our preco-
cious decorative development of the century before—a development, by
the way, which had itself fallen into decay along with the decorative art
of all the rest of the world in the 19th century. At that marvellous peri-
od—say the age of 1850 to 1880, when its leading figures were in their
prime—New England’s culture had attained its full stature in conven-
tional intellectual sophistication and technique, so that no Bostonian or
Providence man need feel like a clown or a country squire in London,
Paris, or Rome; but it had not acquired the philosophic maturity of an
old and mellow civilisation. It was on the road to it. Nothing was
amiss, any more than anything is amiss in a bright youngster not yet
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able to think quite like a middle-aged man. What it lacked was the
preadth and depth and tolerant disillusion of agf:—the profqund, half-
secret realisation that nothing ultimately matters in 2?.11 the universe save
peauty, and that the greatest goal of 2 human mind is to think beautiful
things beautifully, for the sake of that beauty a.lone. There clung to
New England art a trace of the schoolroom, as clings to any young fel-
Jow just escaped from his tutor—a trace o.f gawe self-cc?nsc1ousnes§; oif
adolescent pride in the new set of good artlstic. ma'rmers it had .a(:‘q.mr?d,
of complacency at the even flow of life to ‘Vth.h 1Fs ordered c1v1hsat10'n
had given birth. There were still present th.e chddh.ke z}cceptance of rfeh-
gion which kept alive an artificial perspective and.]u§t1ﬁ.ed tl'Te retention
of some grotesque illusions, disproportions, and 11m1tatxorTs in thought;
and the intellectual novice’s adoration of form for form’s sake which
led to a growth of aesthetic manner at the expense 9f matter, and re-
pressed the vigorous exuberance of untrammelled art in fear lest thé ex-
quisite balance of classic moderation be destroyed. It was a tame, didac-
tic, handicapped art, as we all admit; but »of 1171!)941.1/91./)" so. It was
merely trying its wings—trying them in spite of the primitive theology
which dictated 2 moralistic and optimistic philosophy, and t}7e cultural
inexperience which dictated a safe-and-sure insipidity of subject-matter
and style—and all told, was not trying them ignobly. Its hour for per-
fect self-realisation and utterance had not yet come, but foundations
were being laid which would have made that future hou.r a mighty one
when it did finally arrive. The prospects were bright 1ndc:ed—scen¢.3,
people, and history all working harmoniously t(?ward a glor}ous culmi-
nation—when suddenly the blight of modernity stepped in and cut
short the process. :
It was industrialism and modern thought, of course. Factories
brought unassimilable population, the old stock concentfated in the
towns, and the orderly and continuous growth of the old life was sha.t-
tered for ever save for isolated regions and individuals. The old st(?ck in
the towns, engulfed by different-minded newcomers, were tbrown }nto a
posture of resistance and defense, and totally altered in their rcl:qtlon to
the entire scene. And what sociological change had not done, intellec-
tual change finished. The old innocent naiveté (which of course was 2
distinctly reckonable reality despite the natural undercurrents of reaction

" and furtive corruption which so conveniently motivate some of my hor-

ror-tales) was not allowed to mellow gradually into a delicate and intel-
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ligent recognition of philosophic truths amidst which the old standards
of life might survive for reasons of artistic harmony even after the theo.
logical compulsion had melted away. Instead, the weary unmorality ang
fantastic morbidity of a genuinely decadent Europe were veritably
forced down our cerebral gullets, whilst the externals of life—costume,
housing, manners, art, reading, scholastic curricula, etc.—were im-
ported wholesale to match. Life and thought lost simplicity—"plain li-
ing and high thinking” were dead amongst the majority—and gained
glitter and cosmopolitanism instead. Everything native was decried, and
all New England seemed devoted to the unholy task of concealing its
own ancestral features beneath the powder of Paris, the rouge of Rome,
the lipstickery of London. To be an honest Yankee was out of fashion
—one must have the airs and vices of the Great World about one. Some
people began to cultivate the London drawl, and others the San Fran-
cisco rrolled rrer ... No poet or painter thought of handling homely
local themes any more than of displaying the honest yellow cover of the
Old Farmer's Almanack in his chimney-corner. In act, word, and dream
New England was trying to get rid of the very foundations which
would have made her great—trying to de-provincialise and merge her-
self into that stream of world-culture which Nietzsche would have con-
sidered typical of a “good European”. Today we can see the grimly bit-
ter humour of that frantic scramble of the ’nineties and the nineteen-
hundreds—a scramble which other parts of simple, ancestral America
parallelled with equal folly. It makes one think of a man in a staunch
small boat leaping desperately to a vast palatial ship which he deems
swift and advantageous—but which is already scuttled and close to
foundering. This is irony at its keenest! For the local culture of old
New England was sound though young, whilst the modern world’s gen-
eral culture is a thing as feverishly decadent as the culture of Aurelian’s
Rome. Few were immune from the contagion in some form or other,
and in a decade or two New England had indeed achieved the position
it so blindly sought—that of a small part of a great and crumbling
world-fabric. Its sons were and are scattering rapidly, retaining only
vestigial traces of their ancestral milieu; and are producing only the
most pitiful fragments of authentic and distinctive art, as compared
with a time when fully three-quarters of the nation’s intellectual activity
centered here—when (1891 according to Henry Cabot Lodge) in Mas-
sachusetts one man out of every 84 was a person of recognised ability
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and eminence, and in Rhode Island one out of every 118. Ne?v En-

Jand did indeed become sophisticated and urbane .and cosmopolitan—
put at what a fearful cost! Like Edinburgh when it bega{i to look to-
ward London, it carried its mania for metropolitan maturity to the ex-
treme of cultural and intellectual suicide.

But the land is still here—and despite much replavceme'nt the old
blood is still here, entrenched amidst its memories in. a dying world.
And no matter what disasters come, the old combination of land and
race is a hard one to extirpate utterly, Fads come and fads go. Men
commit mistakes and recognise them. But the sight.of an ar'1c1enF Iax.ld
by the eyes its soil had bred is a fact—a geographic and bxolog}c cir-
cumstance—from which there is no escape. New Englanders still in-
habit New England; and in this final period of acknowledged deca..-
dence, when post-war ennui and a close reading of Spengler and.hls
school unite to shatter the tinsel hopes and quench the cosmopolitan
will-o-the-wisps of 1914, we are beginning to behold 11’the dawn of an
era of sober retrospection. Robert Frost, New England’s last authentic
poet, is gaining a wider audience than he used .to ha've‘; and New En-
gland is certainly in the van of the present craving (in many cases fol-
lowed to grotesque lengths and by grotesquely inapprop.nate persons)
for “‘early Americana”. Out of this there is bound to arise a new and
appreciative survey of the old rock-ribbed hills by the rel.aentant.sons f’f
the old rock-ribbed Puritans—and this is the sort of thing which will
probably give rise to what I call an “individual and re.miniscsnt”'art on
the part of many New Englanders, whereby the ancient soil will live
and glow again, though with the remoteness and melanc'holy of ac-
knowledged retrospection. In time—since New England still possesses
solid cultural centres like the residential part of Providence and Beacon
Hill in Boston, where the old social life flows on among the same an-
cient families—this individual art may consolidate and unify into a true
regional art; thus giving the lovely old realm at least a faint adum}?ra-
tion of the cultural and artistic maturity which it missed. We certainly
have the beauty—the exquisite stretches of hill and countryside, and th'e
archaic magic of quaint seaports and mossy gambrel roofs.—z?nd ?here is
no doubt about the quantity of creative intellect present, if it will only
devote itself to native themes, and not leave such things to second-and-

' third-raters. I only wish I were sufficiently endowed the the artistic fac-

ulty to assist in a real New England renaissance like the Irish renais-
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sance of Yeats and A. E. and Synge and Padraic Colum and James Ste.
phens and Lady Gregory and Dunsany. It will take strong leaders, but
I do not altogether despair of their appearance. I myself lean more and
more strongly to the past and the old native things as I grow older. I
always adored them and regarded them with fascination, being moved
almost beyond expression by the ancient hill streets and knockered door-
ways and Georgian walled gardens of Providence, where all my life has
been spent; but in youth I was not wholly unaffected by the same desire
for wider horizons which I now deplore so bitterly. I cultivated an uni-
versal outlook, and sought the general, the metropolitan, the cosmic in
manner and theme; delighting to echo Continental iconoclasm and to
experiment in the literary sophistication, ennui, and decadent symbolism
which those around me exalted and practiced. This phase, though, was
exceedingly brief with me; for the old urge toward antiquarianism was
a natural thing which no artificial veneer could long obliterate. And
even in its midst my writings constantly betrayed the old New England-
ism which I sought to expand into a Baudelairian Continentalism. Then
at last the inevitable full reaction came, and I snapped back into my
complete and complacent Yankee provincialism with a loud report
whose echoes are yet resounding. Today I am a New England antiquar-
ian “and nothing else but”—and my chief interest in life is exploring
old towns and hunting out steep archaic lanes and carved colonial door-
ways. 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 col-
ourful eighteenth century—Philadelphia and Alexandria, Va. being fa-
vourite “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. My present abode—although in a Victorian
house—is on the creast of Providence’s ancient hill, where the steep
lanes of the elder town wind picturesquely up to a noble brow from
which the westward view of outspread spires and domes and distant
countryside is magnificent. Only three doors away is a little white farm-
house two centuries old—long overtaken by the growing city and now
inhabited by an artist who still preserves a tiny patch of farmyard—and
just around the corner is the old Halsey mansion with its stately Geor-
gian porch and double-bayed facade—built in 1801 and now said to be
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paunted. Could a more fitting milieu be asked for a retrospective and
archaistic fantaisiste?

About The Unnamable—you are right in assuming that a very darkly
fantastic basis indeed underlies it, although the editor of W’ eird Tales
would probably have convulsions if he realised the fact! This worthy
editor has been amusingly timid about very bizarre tales ever since had
had some trouble with state censors and parent-teacher associations over
a story he printed three years ago—a story, as coincidence would have
it, by an acquaintance of mine in Providence. The paragraph in Math-
er’s Magnalia (of which I possess an ancestral copy) on which the tale is
based is a bona-fide one, and represents the extremes of credulity to
which this strange character went in considering vague popular ru-
mours. There was such a fantastic horror in the thing he suggested that
I felt it simply demanded a story—hence The Unnamable, which traced
IT to lengths of which the learned divine never dreamed! One thing,
though, in your conjecture is wrong. You will see on close reading that
a young man (according to my text, “a screaming, drunken wretch’”)
was hanged for having eyes like IT. Well, that young man was the old
man’s son—and it was bis grave whose blank slab the giant tree had
partly engulfed. (There is actually an ancient slab half engulfed by a
giant willow in the middle of the Charles St. Burying Ground in
Salem.) The old man was innocent of all evil—but he felt the responsi-
bility of a Biblical patriarch for all persons—and all THINGS, even
when #nnamable—that bore any trace of his blood. He was ITS grand-
father, and could not forget it even when the memory of his hapless son
had been systematically obliterated from the community. In supplying
details I've worked in one or two genuine old New England supersti-
tions—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—1I 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 hor-

" rible, dirt-caked, and matted-bearded face he had ever conceived possible

to exist! Certainly, there is a rich element of stark, grotesque terror in
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backwoods New England, where the houses are very far apart and peo-
ple of undeveloped mind and emotions have too many opportunities for
brooding alone month in and month out. Mere grotesqueness is very
common; sly, malign madness sometimes lurks around the corner; and
berserk, revolting murder under peculiarly messy and clumsy conditions
is a matter of not infrequent record. It is easy to see how the critic Paul
Elmer More traces the horror-element in American literature to the re-
mote New England countryside with its solitude-warped religious fanat-
icism. The best exponents of New England I can think of are
Hawthorne and Mary E. Wilkins. The latter gets the undercurrent of
horror remarkably well in The Shadows on the Wall. ............

Sincerely yours,
H. P. Lovecraft

277. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

June 3, 1927
Dear CA S:—

Pardon the paper—but I'm writing in the open air, in a park-like em-
bankment overlooking the outspread roofs & antient spires of the town,
& am equipped with only such paraphernalia as will fit into my pock-
ets. I am utterly crushed & engulfed by a monster job of professinoal
prose revision—which I can’t financially afford to refuse—& have gone
so mentally stale at my desk that I'm taking all the non-typing part of
the work outdoors when weather permits—thus drawing some modicum
of stimulus from the green loveliness of spring & the winding, archaic
lanes of old Providence. ... ..

Most cordially & sincerely yrs
HPL
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278. TO ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)
10 Barnes Street
Providence, R. I.
June 5, 1927
My dear Mrs. Reed:—

.... Now there are many motives for literary creation, but to my
mind only one—and that the one least admitted by commercial-minded
people—is of enough validity to warrant a person’s going ahead with
systematic writing. We may, then, dispose at once of the people who
wish merely a source of income. These may succeed if they have a large
endowment of natural technical proficiency, but they will always be es-
sentially mechanical. They will never produce anything which—to em-
ploy your own words—is “worth while” or “has any depth”, and could
probably realise their ambitions sooner and more pleasantly in some
other field of enterprise. We may likewise dispose of those merely rest-
Jess souls who write as a relief from boredom or from unsatisfactory
living conditions. These people merely want something which they
haven't, and think that the easiest way to get it is to make up a simple
play-world on paper; in which they, in the person of their heroes, can
enjoy all the things that real life doesn’t furnish. They care nothing for
literature or craftsmanship for its own sake, nor does the world possess
for them any golden wonder or glamour which they feel they must re-
cord. Their thoughts are limited, commonplace, and twisted in the di-
rection of their own particular sousce of mundane discontent; and there
is little prospect that their writings can have any real power, beauty,
grace, or universal symbolism and appeal. They would be far better off
if they could find something else to interest or satisfy them—as they
occasionally do after authorship has begun to bore them. A third class
to be eliminated is the mere pastime scribbler—the languid and unorigi-
nal recreation-seeker who finds amusement and gratified vanity in more
or less laboured imitations of books and stories he has read and ad-
mired. He takes a childish pleasure in achieving a certain resemblance

, to his idols—or in accomplishing a certain reflection of their false, sim-

ple world (or their true, complex world, in the rare event that his tastes
are classic)—which may be compared to the pleasure of the successful
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crossword-puzzle solver of 1925, or the high-score questionnaire-
answerer of the present year of grace. This sort of person may now and
then attain a level which is not half bad—but there is no vital motive
force behind his work, and he will eventually veer off to something
else. What literature is to him now, baseball or politics or foreign mis-
sions may be next year. Another unlikely set is the stern-faced, vocifer-
ous legion of People With A Purpose. These good folk write because
they want to make others do or believe in something which they believe
in, and of course their main purpose is propaganda and persuasion—
and not that reflection of real life or exaltation of sheer beauty which is
authentic literature. Of course, if these people are by any chance gifted
with culture and natural eloquence—as, for example, Plato, Lucretius,
and Ralph Waldo Emerson were—they may really produce literature
through sheer accident; but this blending is not a common phenome-
non, and we may quite safely advise the Burning Band of Idealists and
Serious Thinkers to confine their writing to essays and tracts on their
own respective subjects. They won’t get much of anywhere in any other
literary direction—for the very excellent primary reason that they aren’t
particularly anxious to!

Well, the significance of all this is that any beginner who can iden-
tify his motive force with any of the foregoing types ought to think
twice before wasting further time and energy on literature.

Now, what is the one real aesthetic impulse which does justify an ar-
duous and devoted pursuit of letters—the impulse which every serious
author ought to be able to discover in himself? It is monstrously hard to
define, for its very essence is vagueness, elusiveness, and intangibility;
but I think it has enough definite earmarks to make it distinctly recog-
nisable, even if not accurately describable or neatly classifiable in the
businesslike filing-cabinet of modern psychology.

The impulse which justifies authorship—the quality which lends dig-
nity and reasonableness to a human being’s insatiate wish to spread him-
self out on paper—is @ kind of heightened vision which lends strange
colours to the universe, and which invests the pageant of life with a
mystic glamour and veiled significance so poignant and potent that no
eye may behold it without a resistless wish to capture and preserve its
essence; to hold it for future hours, and to share it with those who can
be made to see it with kindred perspective. No person without this
tense feeling of wonder and pageantry as connected with the world of

SELECTED LETTERS 143

reality or the world of dreams can ever hope to create real literature. If
the events of life—or the fantasies of thought—appear in no mystic col-
ours; if they remain mere earthly effects and illusions without ecstatic
and unplaceable suggestions of vast cosmic patterns and boundless gulfs
of breathless mystery, then one may as well turn to something more
wholesome and normal and practical than hen-tracking good dollar-a-
ream paper. One can test oneself in the late afternoon, when the slant-
ing sunlight throws strange mantles of golden enchantment on roofs and
spires, groves and gardens, fields and terraces, shaven lawns and the rip-
ples of lilied meres. If such a scene does not produce a quick tighten-
ing of the throat—a wild certainty that some strangeness lies just be-
yond the blazing west, or a singing sureness that some marvel lovely
and incredible is about to blossom—then one ought not to feel obliged
to write down such thoughts and impressions as may chance to inhabit
his cranium. All the common, unadorned things have been thought and
said and repeated a thousand times before. The dull, prosaic world of
usual feelings and events is so well “written up” that nothing vital re-
mains to be added. The time to begin writing is when the events of the
world seem to suggest things larger than the world—strangenesses and
patterns and rhythms and uniquities of combination which no one ever
saw or heard of before, but which are so vast and marvellous and beau-
tiful that they absolutely demand proclamation with a fanfare of silver
trumpets. Space and time become vitalised with literary significance when
they begin to make us subtly homesick for something ‘out of space, out
of time.” There is no real author who has not stood in awe and expec-
tancy before some fragment of earthly scene—some gap in quiet hills at
dawn, some bit of city pavement glistening with rain and reflecting eve-
ning’s lamps and lighted windows, some line of distant roofs or balus-
traded garden terrace—whose glorified contours bring up with sweetly
maddening poignancy a haunting, ineluctable sense of cosmic memory;
of having known that scene and others akin to it in other lives, other
worlds, and other dreamlands. To find those other lives, other worlds,
and other dreamlands, is the true authoy’s task. That is what literature
is; and if any piece of writing is motivated by anything apart from this
mystic and never-finished quest, it is a base and unjustified imitation.

Well, so much for motive. Motive alone will never make an author; for
thousands of restless souls share these dreams and mystic longings with-
out ever being able to communicate them. The second essential—the
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element which, joined to the proper vision, makes literary competence a
certainty—is a keen sense of beauty as applied to language. A natura]
author thinks of words solely in their aesthetic relations—in their power
to grasp delicately and exquisitely his every shade of meaning and emo-
tion, and to sing forth his dreams in music of surpassing loveliness. To
him language is no haphazard, utilitarian thing, but the conjoined mar-
ble and chisel of a sculptor, wherewith perfect things may be bodied
forth afresh in perfect beauty. No one need try authorship unless he
feels himself able and inclined to treat language as a fine art—as a
thing of complex and delicate laws, of hidden meanings, and of a thou-
sand potent subtleties of sound, rhythm, force, vividness, tone-colout,
and associative values. He must be willing and eager to bind himself in
a long and toilsome apprenticeship to the gods of speech—and must
never be impatient or rebellious. He must come to love language so
much that it will form almost an end in itself—he must love it till the
mere handling of beautiful words and rhythms becomes an exquisite
pleasureitii i, i ds i

Sincerely yrs.,
HPLovecraft

279. TO ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)
10 Barnes Street
Providence, R. I.
June 12, 1927
My dear Mrs. Reed:—

.... Since art is at bottom a treatment of life rather than life itself,
we cannot justly take factual reality as an absolute criterion of fictional
availability. Paradoxical as it may sound, many real happenings are far
too improbable for a story. What fiction demands is a fragment of real-
ity typical and universal enough to arouse myriad associations in the
reader and suggest the hovering nearness of things even outside and
above reality. ... ..

.... What is an aesthetically significant situation, character, or emo-
tion? A hard thing to answer positively, though one may venture a few
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proadly inclusive suggestions. We may, for example, say that very sim-

le and obvious things are hard to use effectively; since they are so
well-worn, and so destitute of the subtle lights and shades necessary for
a richly developed art. The sort of character and emotion one must pot-
tray is one in which overtones, confusions, mixtures, and contradictions
exist—just as they exist in real life. Actually, human feelings are never
straightforward—we are never so fond of a person that we don’t some-
times wish he were in hades or Nicaragua, and never so interested in a
subject or purpose that we aren’t occasionally bored to death by the very
mention of it. Single passions that influence whole lives are exceedingly
rare—and when these seem to exist, it will often be found on analysis
that the permanence is in the effect—as produced through subsidiary
causes set in motion by the initial emotion—rather than in the pristine
motivating force itself. Now it is the writer's business to untangle all
these complexities, divine the element of drama (almost always based
on conflict) in them, and set forth this bit of cosmic symmetry in perfect
language. The conflict may be physical in the lower forms of fiction—
the “action’ story—but in the higher forms it is mostly mental and
emotional. Tales of character rather than of plot are what all the better
grade of magazines demand. The romantic writer must take extreme
care lest superficial glamour distort for him the actual relative potency
of various motive forces as operating in various types of human charac-
ter—also, lest he acquiesce in the false valuations and partialities af-
fected by older writers of the same type. The most common of these
illusions, of course, is that of the paramount importance of “love” (a
complex synthesis of dissimilar forces perversely regarded as single and
homogeneous) as a permanent factor in life, and of the culpability of
allowing any other consideration to outweigh it. The best example of
this, of course, is the stale situation of stern parents and daughter about
to contract a mesalliance with an honest shepherd lad. All cheap novelists
write in condemning the “worldly” and “calculating” parents and exalt-
ing the silly, transient infatuation of two young fools so fundamentally
dissimilar that a lasting union would lead either to joint infidelity or
mutual murder; whereas the real artist looks closer and recognises that
there are environmental and temperamental considerations far more im-
portant than romantic attraction in the adjustment of any sensitive and

* well-balanced person to the universe. One could make long lists of com-

plex human conditions—social, intellectual, imaginative, geographical,
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aesthetic, national, and so on—far more potent and influential than
“love” in the life and happiness of any normal person of culture and
evolved mentality. And of course, the transience and mutability—the
capriciousness and dividedness—of “love” itself do much to subtract
from its importance as a unified driving force. Therefore, unless a
writer wishes to appear very naive, or to cater wholly to an unsophisti-
cated public, he will beware of the exaltation and apotheosis of the
thin, unimaginative, falsified Romeo-Juliet theme. Instead of gullibly
assuming an artificial state of things and monotonously rehashing the
milk-and-water triumphs (inevitable triumphs!) of a mythically omnip-
otent “love” over all obstacles, any solid writer of real love-stories will
tell of conflicts and compromises betwixt various phases of love in var-
ious stages of completeness or intensity, and other environing condi-
tions of equal, greater, or lesser importance, as the case may be, or with
decreases or contradictions in the fabric of the love itself. He will tell
of defeats, hard-headed adjustments, absurdities, disasters, peterings-
out, and boredoms, as well as of victories; and he will not try to take
sides in a play of cosmic forces which matters but little either way. It is
this drama of /ife—not of the cinema imitation—which is the proper
groundwork of literature. The romanticist must learn to distinguish,
then, between what is vital and significant and what is merely wooden
and conventional and meaningless. There is absolutely no art in a tale
of how two simple souls conquered all the Fates and lived happily to-
gether ever after; but there would be art in a graphic portrayal of how
two souls started out with the illusion of perpetual romance, sickened
of it eventually, (on one or both sides) and spent the residue of their
lives in preserving the outward forms of the passion in order to satisfy
their sense of dignity and fitness. Art, too, could enter into a tale of
environmental adjustment—a straightforward, Ella-Brent sort of person
marrying (for example) a New York “colyumist” of the sophisticated
literary set, and having a wearisome conflict betwixt a genuine affection
for her husband on the one hand, and on the other hand an absolute
inability to endure, comprehend, or participate in his falsetto-keyed
world of learned pretence, dramatic pose, and worship of nimble para-
dox and epigrammatic smartness as supreme values. In moulding such a
story the pendulum could swing naturally and uncertainly in either di-
rection—the final victory, compromise, or defeat depending upon the
exact conditions and upon the exact balance of feelings in each of the
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characters concerned. And one may add, that 1.:he t?irth of a dear l'lttleY
chee-ild would 7o? solve all problems in zg‘hb nickleodeon fasl?uon.
Rather, it would be a complication provocative o'f even more misery.
One of the first essentials of real literary training is the etfemal de.stru.c-
tion of the puerile illusion that Life (that so.rt of conce.ptxon carries its
own redundant capitals!) is neatly divide€l into the' Big, Wholesom;,
Vital Things, and the false, superficial, fr{volous thmgs: Actually, lt e
importance and significance of everything is purely r.elatlve—all vla'uels
being matters of transient circumstance and perspective, and nearly al-

ways occurring in a state of ridiculous and incongruous

mixture. ... ...
I am very truly yours,
HPLovecraft
280. TO FARNSWORTH WRIGHT
Saturday
June 15, 1927

My dear Wright:—

Well—here are your 10 hand-picked Fungi—and may they adorn
with appropriate morbidity the unhallowed gardens which bloom be-
twixt your covers! Trust I've copied them correctly, and hope the typo-
thatae Corneliarnm will do likewise.

Best wishes—
Yr. most obt. Servt.

H.P.L.

; AMES F, MORTON
v’ June XVIII, 1927

O Cerebral Culmination:—

.. I've been meaning to plead for mercy regarding my non-transmis-
sion of the minerals (them trustees will begin to suspect you went on a
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lark if. you can’t produce the goods soon!). ... Whyfore? Work

dam it! Labour! Exertion! Toil! Travail! Applicatio;l' Grir;gor.
Chores! And then some! It all sums itself up in one succinc‘"t and d mg!
cable wordfret'ifion.’ .. So. Sire, you can appreciate how I h;SPl.-
had much time to hunt up wooden boxes and express offices and all tehnt
anl't‘of rot! I shall get to all that next week—and meanwhile your N
silicic posies are decaying, rusting, or evaporating. . . . i T

Yr. obt.
®eolaiog
Theobaldus

282, TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

Dear C A §:— Fone i 1527
Chambers is like Rupert Hugh

: ; . ghes & a few other fallen Titans—
cqmp.ped with the right brains & education, but wholly out of the h;bit
of using them. So far as I know, Carcosa is purely a creation of Am-
brose .Bxerce—as are Hastur & certain other details. Chambers must have
bee.n impressed with An Inhabitant of Carcosa & Haita the Shepherd
w'hxch were ﬁrs.t published during his youth. But he even improves or;
Bu:'rc-e in creating a shuddering background of horror—a vague, dis
quieting memory which makes one reluctant t ik
i S o use the faculty of recol-

Yr most obt Servt
HPL

283. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG

Wednesday
Young Horizontal:— July 1, 1927

Alas, that this idyllic village, dreaming above its deserted wharves. is
not to have the honour of your presence for more than two days! I’But
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surely the Long family itinerary ought to be adapted to the wishes of
him who needs the vacation most—hence no sentiment beyond a philo-
sophic sigh at Fate is truly appropriate to the occasion. 1 hereby heave
that sigh—for myself, since I am sensible that your taste for the Geor-
gian is not so acute as to make the limited exploration-period the Great
Sorrow of your middle years!

............. Oh, by the way, Amazing Stories lived up to its
pame by amazing me almost into unconsciousness. What the hell d'ya
think—they took The Colour Out of Space! No spoofing—I enclose
their card to prove it. If they pay respectably, I ought to get a decent
little cheque out of this, for the manuscript ran to thirty-two pages; but
perhaps they’'re so used to free reprints that they haven't formed the

paying habit.
Yr. obt. Servt.
The PostMaster

284. TO FARNSWORTH WRIGHT
10 Barnes St.

Providence, R. 1.
July 5, 1927
My dear Mr. Wright:—

In accordance with your suggestion I am re-submitting The Call of
Cthulbu, though possibly you will still think it trifle too bizarre for a
clientele who demand their weirdness in name only, and who like to
keep both feet pretty solidly on the ground of the known and the fa-
miliar. As I said some time ago, I doubt if my work—and especially my
later products—would “go” very well with the sort of readers whose
reactions are represented in the Eyrie. The general trend of the yarns
which seem to suit the public is that of essential normality of outlook
and simplicity of point of view—with thoroughly conventional human
values and motives predominating, and with brisk action of the best-
seller type as an indispensable attribute. The weird element in such
material does not extend far into the fabric—it is the artificial weirdness
of the fireside tale and the Victorian ghost story, and remains external
camouflage even in the seemingly wildest of the ““interplanetary” con-
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coctions. You can see this sort of thing at its best in Seabury Quing
and at its worst in the general run of contributors. It is exactly what the)
majority want—for if they were to see a really weird tale they wouldn's
know what it’s all about. This is quite obvious from the way they object
to the reprints, which in many cases have brought them the genuine a;.
ticle.

Now all my tales are based on the fundamental premise that common
human laws and interests and emotions have no validity or significance
in the vast cosmos-at-large. To me there is nothing but puerility in 5
tale in which the human form—and the local human passions and con-
ditions and standards—are depicted as native to other worlds or other
universes. To achieve the essence of real externality, whether of time or
space or dimension, one must forget that such things as organic life,
good and evil, love and hate, and all such local attributes of a negligible
and temporary race called mankind, have any existence at all. Only the
human scenes and characters must have human qualities. These must be
handled with unsparing realism, (not catch-penny romanticism) but
when we cross the line to the boundless and hideous unknown—the
shadow-haunted Outside—we must remember to leave our humanity—
and terrestrialism at the threshold.

So much for theory. In practice, I presume that few commonplace
readers would have any use for a story written on these psychological
principles. They want their conventional best-seller values and motives
kept paramount throughout the abysses of apocalyptic vision and extra-
Einsteinian chaos, and would not deem an “interplanetary” tale in the
least interesting if it did not have its Martian (or Jovian or Venerian or
Saturnian) heroine fall in love with the young voyager from Earth, and
thereby incur the jealousy of the inevitable Prince Kongros (or Zeelar
or Hoshgosh or Norkog) who at once proceeds to usurp the throne etc.;
or if it did not have its Martian (or etc.) nomenclature follow a closely

terrestrial pattern, with an indo-Germanic ‘—«’ name for the Princess,
and something disagreeable and Semitic for the villain, Now I couldn’t
grind out that sort of junk if my life depended on it. If I were writing
an “interplanetary” tale it would deal with beings organised very differ-
ently from mundane mammalia, and obeying motives wholly alien to
anything we know upon Earth—the exact degree of alienage depending,
of course, on the scene of the tale; whether laid in the solar system, the
visible galactic universe outside the solar system, or the wtterly un-

151
SELECTED LETTERS

Jumbed gulfs still farther out—the nameless Yortices of nevyer-
dreamed-of strangeness, where form and sym'metry, light and hﬁat, Z\ en
matter and energy themselves, may be unthmkabl)f r.netamoqz oseh or
totally wanting. I have merely got at the ed'ge of this in Ctb.ul‘ #, v:{ ere
I have been careful to avoid terrestrialisn} in the few linquistic an ;o-
menclatural specimens from Outside which I Brese.nt. All ver); we —;
put will the readers stand for it? That's all t}?ey re likely to get from md
in the future—except when I deal with deﬁmtely. terrestrial scenes—an
I am the last one to urge the acceptance of material of doubtful value to
the magazine’s particular purpose. Even when I deal with the nf;un1
danely weird, moreover, I shan’t be likely to stress the popular artificia

i eap fiction.

valli?v:;'i:f;:sn;sfbcel:t jlzldge this matter from some recent samples
of my scribbling; wherefore I'll enclose, purelx for your per.sonal p;ruds-
al, (although gawd knows you can prinF ‘em if you lnké, smcebno t0 y
else is likely to do so!) two characteristic neo-I'.ovecraftn.an outbursts—
The Silver Key and The Strange High House in the Mist. I fancy you
won't find much of professional interest in "em—so that. you may be
sure your readers aren’t missing much! %en I do write any mgret
things with a fairly earthly “slant”, I'll certainly send them along, bu
my winter fiction crop consisted only of two novelettes too long for ar‘1y
but serial use, (and I haven’t had the energy to type them' yet, e1ther'.)
whilst this spring and summer I've been too busy with revisory and kin-
dred activities to write more than one tale—which, oddly en.ough, was
accepted at once by Amazing Stories despite its full possession of the

non-terrestrial qualities so characteristic of my recent work. Tow?rd aué

tumn I hope to arrange for some writing leis'ure, and shall tl.ien get o

my chest’ several plots which have been insmter}tly clamouring for ex-

pression lately. Among these are at least two whxv.:h I shall try on you—
though they won't seem much like the recent Weird Tales type. . ...

I remain—most sincerely yrs.—
H. P. Lovecraft.
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285. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG

July 6, 1927
Sir Harbour-Master:—

Well, young man, it is with considerable elation that your Grandpa
takes his pen in hand to present the first—and no doubt the final—hous.
ing bulletin of the promised series. Good luck is not altogether a van-
ished attribute of better days, nor are unexpected developments wholly
an attribute of cheap fiction. Listen, therefore, to the following:

I have ground-floor quarters for you all—large adjoining rooms
which were once double-parlours, with a double couch for your parents
and a single couch (or a double one if you like plenty of space for
nightmare writhing!) for yourself.

The total cost for both rooms will be only $2.00 per day.

And they are at #10 Barnes Street!

Yes—the unexpected did take a turn in our favour! In conversing
with Old Lady Reynolds it developed that she was petfectly willing to
devote her own study and reception-room to visitorial accommodation,
and she indeed displayed a most commendable zeal in furthering my
plans for aestival hospitality. Not only will she accord to the House of
Long a pair of rooms whose size, location, and decorative taste leave no
ground for objection, but she will likewise provide a third-floor retreat
for our 75-inch neo-Galpinius, so that all possible delegations for our
festive conclave (except Mortonius, who loves his Crown Tavern) can

be assembled under one lowly Victorian rooftree! Your rooms are just
across the hall from my silent and shadow-haunted cell, and are delight-
fully spacious and sunny. They front on a quiet bye-street—good old
Barnes—and reveal exquisite glimpses of fresh village scenery: an old,
decaying mansion with wooded yard in picturesque wildness, a trim lit-
tle yellow cottage, and a well-kept Georgian garden with white fence
and urn-topped posts. There is no running water in the rooms, but an
excellent washbowl and mirror will be found in an alcove on the same
floor—and one has only to light the gas-heater in the kitchen to get hot
water in five minutes from the faucet. An excellent bathroom exists on
the second floor—reached by a very casy flight of stairs and kept in
faultless condition. In quiet and social tone nothing could be superior.
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Every lodger without exception is descended from the best Rhode-Is-
Jand colonial stock, and one—aged Miss Fowler on .the 2nd floor—is a
cetired art-museum curator. Miss Reynolds herself is from England—
solid, precise, fastidiously conscientious yeoma}n'stock—.—a faded, gentle-
mannered soul whose chief interest is Christian Scxeflce and whqse
quaint, innately well-bred ways cause her to be greatly liked a_nd admit-
ted to equal conversation by all her tenants. Oz?ly an fnfrequent
dropped “h” reveals her as born to less than armone.zl dxgmtyfan.d I
must say that even this plebeianism from one so ag:uable and. instinc-
tively refined is vastly more acceptable than the chmcest‘ Ma).vfalr accent
of that enigmatical ogress of yesterday—the tart and 1mm1tab'le Mrs.
Burns! I may add, that Miss Reynolds’ sisters have all married into
good old Providence families; so that her position amongst gentlefolk is
really on the firmest possible basis. Yes—on .the whole I feel certa1,n
that #10 is in every way suited to the reception of a Lorc.i 'B.elknap s
family! The region of garages and eating-places is not pl.:ohxb1t1ve1y far
off, and there is a bare possibility of securing accommodations for the re-
painted Essex in a private garage not many doors away (No orange
cars, however, are allowed!) In any event, your housel'lold may feel per-
fectly safe in steaming right up to the door and leaving the rest to the
host. I am ineffably glad that this good luck has occurred, for it is s0
much more festive to have everybody under one roof. Even Wandrei
will be domiciled here if I can persuade him to stay that long. . ....

Oh, by the way—returning to the almost forgotten @d c?etestably
tradesmanlike world of scribbling—pipe the accompanying line from
Little Farny! Wandrei sure did wake him u‘p! .I’m senc'img Cthulbu
again—gord give it good luck—and am slipping in the Silver Key and
Strange High House just for his personal perusal. That dope about the
rates sounds comforting!

Hoping for good weather and favourable aspects of the planets, I am,
Sir, ever yr. hble, and obt. Grandsire.

Theobaldus Senex
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286. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

10 Barnes St
July 15, 1924
Dear C A S:—
Wandrei is a great boy, & you will certainly be glad when he makes
that future trip to California which he has in mind, I hope I'm not bor-
ing him by giving him heroic doses of the old New England world—
for lovely as this region is, it must seem a bit tame to one habituated to
the prismatic forests of Yog-Sothoth & the daemon-kindled auroras of
the interstellar spaces. I shewed him archaic Newport with its centuried
gambrel roofs & titan sea-cliffs the first day, & these hoary groves &
Pan-haunted green hills the second & third days. Later we are going to
Boston & digest all the scenic & historic sites & sights of the region, &
on Tuesday we shall be back to welcome another of our merry crew—
that divine old Falstaff among savants, James Ferdinand Morton, who is
coming to Providence for five days. Then, on the 21st, the company will
be increased by the advent of young Long & both his parents! We've
tried to persuade Loveman, but he doesn’t think he can make it.
Enormously sincere, even though necessarily trite, is our wish that
you could be here for some such conclave as this! Tty it some time—
Wandrei can tell you all there is to be told about the art of hitch-hik-

ing, whereby the expense of railway fare becomes as obsolete & quaint a
memory as the era of good taste in literature!

HPL

287. TO FARNSWORTH WRIGHT
10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I.
July 16, 1927
My dear Wright:—

I am very glad to hear that you have found Cthulhu available for use,
and assure you that $165.00 is entirely adequate remuneration. I hope

J
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that Price will like The Strange High House, an.d would c:c?rtafnlyl bz
rised and pleased if it found its way to ultimate publication!
su.rPd leasure is given me by the news of Red Hook’s anthological re-
th:i;titl;)g; and I'd like to see the book if you can get me a copy later on.
: most emphatically and advantageously use any royalties, be they
ivi:nso humble, which may chance to trickle in from Mr. Lovell. . ..

With all good wishes,
Sincerely yrs.—
H.P. L

AURICE W. MOE
- TO M 10 Barnes St.

Providence, R. L
July 30, 1927
Rhetor Clarissime:—

Young Wandering Wandrei was the first to come a.nd the. lastdto
leave. He blew in on July 12; and at once est.abhshed himself 11n ah.e-
lightful poet's garret in this very house, whxt.h the land}:lf}i\] et H?
have for $3.50 per week. The next day I took him to arc_hax e ewRo; ;
where he wander'd through the living past and revel'led in .hlS rst sig
of the wine-dark sea from titan cliffs—his only previous glimpse havxilg
been the week before, from the detestably squalid _st.rand o'f Cf)t;(cy 5-
land. The next couple of days we spent in the exquisite ansmfde;:l'rel;
gion north of Providence—you know my pastorals on that idy T;]ct
realm—and on Saturday the sixteenth we ‘started out for. Boston. ha
afternoon was spent in the Museum of Fine Arts, and in thedeverutr;]ge
we explored the colonial byways of the town. We s.toppe : at o
Y. M. C. A., (and Wandrei complained the next day.of invertebrate i
habitants of his humble couch, although I found neither themlnor roci
dentia in my monastic cubicle) and the nf:xt day set out for Sa err]: a.nk
Marblehead. Oh, Boy—but maybe I wasn’t glad to larnp’ those arc I?ik
realms again! Hadn't seen "em for a year, when I s}‘mw d'Geot;lgeE ;e\(
around. We did Salem with extreme thoroughness, including the sf >
Institute and House of the Seven Gables; and therefor? hopped a' .c;r c;i
Marblehead. They have some fine new trolleys on that line now, with so
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leather seats like those of motor coaches. Counter-competition, as it
were! Marblehead was . .. ... Marblehead! What the hell more could
be ask’d? We did most of the old town, and took the ferry across to the
Neck, where Wandrei communed with his beloved and newly-discov-
er'd sea from the rugged cliffs. You didn’t visit the Neck, for there’s
nothing colonial there—it having been an open space us'd for fish-
drying in the old days. At dusk we returned to Boston via Lynn, and
made it a through trip to Providence while we were about it. The next
day was spent in writing, but Tuesday the big delegation came. Little
Frank Belknap with his papa and mamma in their new Essex horseless
carriage, and good old James Ferdinand—needing a haircut, and with
a yellowed straw hat two sizes too small for him. They came from oppo-
site directions, Morton having been previously in Green Acre, Me.,
whilst the Longs motored directly from neo-Babylon. Morton stopped at
his favourite local hostelry, the Crown, but Sonny’s party had a couple
of rooms at #10 Barnes, right across the hall from me—the landlady’s
study and reception-room, obligingly vacated for the occasion and
rented for the astonishing pittance of a dollar a night each. The next
day was spent in local sight-secing, and that evening we had a regular
old-time gang meeting—even hunting up the local scribbler C. M.
Eddy, Jun. to pad out the personnel. On Thursday all hands took a trip
to Newport—the Longs remaining on the cliffs and at the beach whilst
Morton, Wandrei, and I took a hike into the Bishop Berkely country
(cf. a former travelogue of mine) and wrote verses on the Hanging
Rocks. Through all this sightseeing poor philistine Dr. Long was atro-
ciously bored, and I was at my wits’ end devising means to palliate his
patient misery. At length, in the evening, the Fates intervened in my
favour—in the form of an electric-appliance shop from whose broad
doorway the Dempsey-Sharkey returns were in process of broadcasting.
Doc was happy at last, and I felt that the day had not fallen wholly
short of the elements of social success! The next morning the Longs
departed on another leg of that protracted motor trip which is not to
end till the last of August. They are having all their household mail
forwarded in my care, and I am reforwarding whenever they telegraph
me a temporary address. They've now done Cape Cod, Salem, Marble-
head, Gloucester, Portland, and Belgrade Lakes, and are on their way to
the White Mountains. It's a gay life—but they deserve the outing; for
Dr. Long works like a slave when he works, whilst both Belknap and
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his mamma are in such poor health—cardiac trouble—that t%ley can
never take walks or outings in the ordinary way. Transportation is a
prime essential. Well—after the Long Essex chugged off, Morton‘ led
Wandrei and me on one of his characteristick mineralogical expeditions.
(I think I told you of the one last month, when the local curator took
us in his car.) This time, through a singular coincidence, the designated
territory was a quarry on which I hold a mortgage; so that we were re-
ceived with ceremonious hospitality by the Dago owner. The good old
Roman set all his men to work hunting specimens, and his sportily
Americanised son took us all home in his snappy new roadster—to say
nothing of chugging back and fetching the geologist's hammer ?vhxch
Mortonius forgot. That's what I call real Latin courtesy! .Later in the
day we made another expedition to the exquisite scenic region north of
Providence—securing no specimens, but getting a swell eye-full of
landscape. Saturday morning all three of us went to Colonial .Warren—
down the east shore of the bay—and staged an ice-cream eating contest
at the celebrated emporium of Mrs. Julia A. Maxfield—an aged matron
of antient Warren lineage who has won fame by serving more flavours
of ice cream than any other purveyor either living or dead. There are
twenty-eight varieties this season, and we sampled them all wyithin the
course of an hour. Each would order a double portion—two kinds—and
by dividing equally would ensure six flavours each round. Fiv'e rounds
took us all through the twenty-eight and two to carry. Mortonius and I
each consumed two and one-half quarts, but Wandrei fell down toward
the last. Now James Ferdinand and I will have to stage an elimination
match to determine the champion! Well—that same afternoon the next
delegation arrived: good old W. Paul Cook and his weird-literary pro-
tege H. Warner Munn from Athol. They came in Munn’s car, gnd
stopped at #1o0 in the rooms the Longs had so lately vacated..Munn isa
splendid young chap—blond and burly, and just now sporting a gold
medal awarded him for saving a man from drowning in the Hudson a
couple of months ago. That night we all sat till two-thirty a. m. on a
flat-topped tomb in St. John's hidden hillside churchyard which Poe
used to love, and the next day we lounged about the Blackstone Park
woods beside the Seekouk—agrestick haunt of my earliest infancy, and
true genesis of my pastoral soul. Cook brought with him the book of

" Goodenough's poems which he has just printed, as well as an unfinished

copy of his coming Rec/use—containing my history of weird literature.
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In the evening the Atholites had to return home—Cook leaving his
raincoat behind, and Munn carrying off the garage key. My guests are
apparently very forgetful—for even Little Belknap carried off the house
key! Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday Wandrei and I rested and
wrote letters and scoured bookshops. Thursday we explored the Athe-
naeum and art museum, and witnessed a marvellous sunset from Pros-
pect Terrace. Friday morning I saw Wandrei off toward Athol—set-
ting him on the right turnpike for Worcester-ward lifts, since he was to
meet Cook in the latter town at two p. m. The balance of that day I
spent in the Quinsnicket woods—whither I now take all such work, on
pleasant days, as does not require typing. Saturday I repeated the wood-
land programme, and am now back at my desk as a rainy Sunday sets

Yrs. for better English tests—
Lo.

289. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG

Wednesday
August 1927
Young Man:—

I was certainly glad in the extreme to meet Goodenough. The town
of Brattleboro—once distinguished by the temporary residence of Rud-
yard Kipling—is a very attractive and hilly place which has just lost its
street-car system; and I noted with melancholy interest the solitary car
left standing on a residual bit of track just outside the decaying car-barn
as a memorial of the days that were. It will be kept in perpetual repair, I
am told.

Goodenough’s country, west of the city, is the most colourful and un-
spoiled bit of the elder American which I have ever seen. It is truly our
own ancestral land, without the least intrusion of any blood, customs, or
devices alien to primal New England. The hills are high and green, the
roads narrow and rutted, and the foliage rich and untainted. Everything
modern and decadent is left behind as one enters this Arcadian and
time-defying elder world, and it is almost possible to imagine a special
magical quality in the air, and a deeper, purer blue in the sky. Farm-

' 0
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steads are few, but now and then they peep out slantingly and pictur-
esquely amidst the boskage of the steep slopes. Most of the houses are
peaked and unpainted, but all possess the natural grace and .beauty in-
herent in perfect simplicity, honest construction, and unconscious adap-
tation to the landscape and the civilisation. It is, in truth, a complete
realisation of everything I have ever sought in idyllic life and scenery.

Yr. obt.
Grandpa

290. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
10 Barnes St.
August 2, 1927
Dear C A S:—

I was exceedingly pleased to hear of your vivid vacation, & can pic-
ture something of the strangeness & fantastic wonder in the scenety you
so tantalisingly describe. I would certainly like to behold a landscape of
so imaginatively provocative a character, since my experience has s0 far
included nothing of the actually grand or sublime. At the same time I
doubt if any scenery could affect me quite as poignantly & permanently
as the mild, rich, traditional topography of my native New England.
There are really two distinct personalities in me—the cosmic & fantastic
on the one hand, & the historical, domestic, & antiquarian on the other
hand. In my contacts with written literature the fantastic is paramount,
but in all contacts with real life or the visible world the old-fashioned,
soil-loving, conservative Yankee has full sway. Few persons have ever
been as closely knit to New England’s rock-ribbed hills as I. Nothing
else on earth has power to thrill me as poignantly as an old Rhode-I's-
land upland at sunset, with straggling lines of stone wall, cool woods in
the background, & dappled kine with tinkling bells strolling homewa}'d
through the green of the grass & the grey of the out-cropping granite
ledges. And the little white gables of archaic farmhouses, vs'rmdows
lighting up one by one to match the twilight fireflies by the still mea-
dow pool, are things without which I could not live very long. ... ..

Ever yr most hble & obt Servt
HPL
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29I. TO ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)

Providence, R, I,
Aug. 28, 192
My dear Mrs. Reed:— R

. When I was seven I encountered Poe—which fixed my taste for al]
time, so far as the subject-matter and approximate mood of fiction are
concerned. Somehow I cannot become truly interested in anything which
does not suggest incredible marvels just around the corner—glorious
and ethereal cities of golden roofs and masble terraces beyond the sun-
set, or vague, dim cosmic presences clawing ominously at the thin rim
where the known universe meets the outer and fathomless abyss. The
world and all its inhabitants impress me as immeasurably insigniécant
so that I always crave intimations of larger and subtler symmetries than’
these which concern mankind. Al this, however, is purely aesthetic, and
not at all intellectual. I have a parallel nature or phase devoted tc; sci-
ence and logic, and do not believe in the supernatural at all—my philo-
;oph%cal pols;tion being that of a mechanistic materialist of the line of

eucippus, Democritus, Epi ius— i i
NietzE}I:e T picurus, and Lucretius—and in modern times,

........ When 1 was very small, I was all for fantasy—as I am
now. Then came a period of science—chemistry, astronomy, biology
anthropology, etc.—during which I despised all literature and aesthetics’
althougl? continuing to write tales. Then at eighteen I turned to poet .
and cntlc{Stn, not returning to weird fiction for nine more years. Anrc}l]
now, at thirty-seven, I am gradually headed for pure antiquarianism and
architecture, and away from literature altogether! Heaven knows where
T'll end up—but it's a safe bet that I'll never be at the top of anything!
Nor do I particularly care to be. Thus you may see that I am to ge
counted out in any calculation of time and concerted effort in litera
progress. . ... A youth who began writing only three or four years arc}::
in High school has just placed at least three fantastic yarns with Weifd
Tales, while a friend has recently told me of a boy s#ll in High School
who has struck sudden success through a novel of High School life, It is
all a gamble—depending on a vast number of separate factors su.ch as
native ability, natural sense of words and style, ambition, energy, right-

HKJ By 2B
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ness of direction, leisure time, state of public taste, coincidence of sub-
ject-matter with popular demand, opportunities and influence, and so
on. It is virtually impossible to predict the future course of anyone,
since only experience tests the real proportion of the various factors.
The boy for whom I predicted the quickest success of all—averitable
infant marvel whose cerebral gymnastics left me beaten and amazed—
has dropped literature altogether and is desperately studying music in
an effort to be come a composer; meanwhile teaching French in North-
western University as a bread-and-butter side-line! The vitually impor-
tant thing is not fo care about progress as such, but merely to assimilate
and express for the pure pleasure of assimilating and expressing. A
watched pot, says the old adage, never boils—and the best way to cover
ground is not to think about the goal, but to tackle each step for the
sheer joy of the immediate process. Spomtaneity is the greatest of all
qualities not only in art but in learning as well. It is to some extent the
secret of all aesthetic life.

As for the use of pseudonyms—I don’t see either any good or any
harm in the practice. It's all a matter of taste. Commercially, of course,
one must expect to stick to whatever he adopts—he must do all his de-
ciding beforehand; for when one name gets known, it is folly to use
any other. Editors generally insist that a popular contributor continue to
use the name under which he gained his recognition—although they
don’t care whether the name is genuine or assumed. The only objection
to a pseudonym is the possibility that one may after a long time regret
that he did not bring his own name to celebrity. It is possible for an
author to become jealous of the fictitious personality he has built up—
resenting the homage which critics accord to “Fitz-John Neville Rock-
ingham,” whilst plain Wilbur J. Brown is unknown to fame’s eternal
beadroll. Perhaps an eighth of the recognized American writers of today
—none, however, of the very topmost rank since “Mark Twain"—use
pseudonyms or contractions. “Anthony Hope” is Anthony H. Hawkins.
“Fulton Oursler” has dropped the praenomen of Charles. “Murray
Leinster” ’s real name is Jenkins, and Ernest Seton Thompson is now
sporting the curiously transposed designation of Ernest Thompson Seton.
Theodore Dreiser has always stuck to his real family name, but his elder
brother Paul—the song-writing idol of the ’nineties—affected the var-
iant form of Dresser.

No one can advise another regarding the choice of a nom de guerre,
since only one’s self can fully grasp all the sentimentally associative fac-
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. ician and text-book wri

: : i writer C. L. Dod

u;t:,l;jg;:[ ac;]zvlsable to become “Lewis Carrol]” when writing Aﬁ:‘i“;;

7 implyana .SIZII); onfly gcle?eral objection to pseudonyms is that they tend
: Of self-consciousness or self- isati

user's part, which is somewhat forej e o e

With every good wish, I remain
most cordially and sincerely yrs.,

HPLovecraft,
292. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
Home Again
Young Man:— Sept. 6, 1927

Well, the orgy is over at last a
' . ove , and the Old Gentleman ;
Ing amidst the prodigious welter of work which piled 1181;/ Zaﬁx};lga;fs

absence. Shall I ever see daylight again ? Only Mana-Yood-Sushaj can
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tell! I burrow—I wallow—and still there press spectrally upon me the
sinister shadows of imperative agenda. Where did I mislay that cyanide?
No matter, a revolver will do. But first I must get those Bullen proofs
out of the way!

I think I shall adopt a frock coat .. ... it would accord magnificently
with my increasingly provincial and Sabbatarian personality. And of
course I shall wear a top hat. Dwyer appears to be a very untrammelled
and aesthetic soul—whilst good Dr. Kuntz fits in well with the lofty
mountains whereof he hath sang so often and so tunefully. I also send
recent Clericashtonick material, (please return) Wandrei’s rhapsody
anent the new Smith pictures which you’'ll see in due course of time,
(please return) the cover design prepared by Orton for The Recluse,
(please return) and a pathetic little note (needn’t return) from an hon-
est old friend whom you must visit and cheer up at the very first oppor-
tunity.

I think that travelling laurels may be very evenly divided amongst
yourself, Melmoth the Wandrei, and your antient Grandpa. The Old
Gentleman certainly did cover considerably ground, as sundry cards
have doubtless apprised you; and the best part of it was, that all the
territory was equally rich in just the sort of antiquities and scenic effects
desired. Portland is unmistakably American, and therein lies its charm
—Victorianism or no Victorianism. Many districts—especially around
Danforth, Spring, High, and Park Streets—are still predominantly late-
Georgian; and I have discovered a special kind of Portland facade and
doorway. I wish I could have seen the place in 1921, with its towering
poles and lusty lumberjacks; but even now it is fascinating to one from
the more decadent southerly regions. There may be too many people,
but at least they are not of the repulsive type found in 2 modern me-
tropolis. The whole town has a cleaner atmosphere than I have found in
any other sizeable city—there is an easy wholesomeness which reminds
one of what Providence probably was in 1870, or Boston in
1820. . ..... The only trouble with Portland is the climate. God! They
say it gets down to 16 below in midwinter!

Gloucester surely has all the colour you attribute to it, and I spent
two full days there—exploring with the aid of an excellent guide book,
and studying the interiors of the Ellery (1704) and Sargent-Murray-
Gilman (1763) houses. The life and colour of maritime New England
have surely made their last stand here, and the waterfront is a thing of
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memory, the business section seems discouragingly mongrel and deca-
dent—Latin and out of place. But the old hill is all right, thank god,
and probably will be as long as I live. Even Portland can’t beat that—
solid Yankee blood that grew up with the colony! God Save the

... As to a decorative scheme for your future room—well, tastes dif-
fer, but I never liked any other colour combination so well as black-
and-gold. To my naive and undeveloped aesthetick sense that represents
about the apex of dignified beauty—perhaps because that was the
scheme in the front hall of my birthplace, 454 Angell Street. I myself
would probably choose something more traditionally colonial—pale
woodwork and mahogany furniture and hangings of appropriately var-
ied colours—but that would be a decision influenced by historical as
well as artistick considerations. Ebony and gold is the aesthetick mixture
—although old gold and rose is a great scheme, as the front parlour of
my birthplace amply proved. There was an almost Oriental richness in
that room, as in the palace of a caliph—I used to read the Arabian
Nights there with an especial zest.

... One may easily sympathise for a time with the rebellious artists
who point out the insignificance of human inhibitions, but they begin to
fatigue one when they persist in denying equal insignificance to the
freakishly extravagant instincts which they so consistently exalt. Where
so little sense of proportion exists, it is impossible to feel any sense of
serious power—and as art material, this conventional perversity is be-
coming woefully hackneyed since Huysmans. Anti-humanism, in its ex-
treme phases, becomes exceedingly ridiculous; since it assumes as many
values of purely arbitrary unreality as does pro-humanism. Both atti-
tudes are essentially silly and unscientific, since mankind is merely one
type of matter among many, and no more to be loved and respected, or
hated and repudiated, than any other type of matter. Crystals, colloids,
metals, protozoa, men, molecules, ether-waves, baboons—they are all
the same, so far as their significance in infinity is concerned, and there
'is no more reason for men to ‘break the mould of humanity’ than for

starfish to break the mould of starfishery. Let each species amble along
from nothing to nothing as it must inevitably do.... that’s
Nature . .. why get exicited? It amuses me to see a kid like Wandrei
nursing such extremes of misanthropy. Why men are any more essen-
tially offensive—apart from one’s personal taste—than trees, is some-
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thing I can’t possibly see. Of course, so far as personal taste goes, I'm
no lover of humanity. To me cats are in every way more graceful and
worthy of respect—but I don’t try to raise my personal bias to the spy.
rious dignity of a dogmatic generality. . ..

Yr. obt,
Grandpa

293. TO ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)

10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I,

Sept. 8, 1927
My dear Mrs. Reed:—

- - . From Newburyport—aster a side-trip to see a friend in Haverhill
—I proceeded through ancient Ipswich to Gloucester, the last of the
really unchanged New England fishing ports. Here—despite a growing
Portuguese and Italian invasion—one may actually get a lingering taste
of old New England’s maritime past, along a waterfront filled with sail-
lofts, ship-chandleries, and seamen’s missions, and with an old-fash-
ioned tangle of spars and rigging rising above the blue harbour beyond.
The old houses, too, are numerous and fine—I went through two of
them, one built in 1704 and the other in 1768. After “doing” Glouces-
ter I visited some of the still quainter suburbs—such as Rockport—and
obtained a bit of natural grandeur on the cliffs at Magnolia, where the
ocean pounds in supreme splendour at the historic rock of Norman'’s
Woe. Subsequently I worked down the coast through Manchester to
Salem and Marblehead—these last two the absolute nuclei and quintes-
sences of the American colonial tradition. Salem—the town of
Hawthorne holds many a relic of the 1692 witchcraft; whilst Marblehead
is the most unchanged colonial town in the United States—narrow,
curving, hilly streets, unpaved and sidewalkless, and brown, crumbling
lines of quaint houses which have stood unaltered since the early
1700’s. After Marblehead anything else would have been anticlimax, so
I hastened unobservantly home through prosaic Lynn and hackneyed
Boston—reaching here Friday midnight and subsequently reaping the
whirlwind of massed labour caused by previous neglect. But the trip
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was worth it. I gathered enough impressions to.mak‘e anoth.er year eln-

durable, whether or not they come out as crystallised images in any tales

E’ W“t‘i . As for fumiferous indulgence on my part——IeF me express
a v'e.r)'f .k.e.en appreciation of your kindness in proffering a mc;teruc tr;:;.
ute ere I remark that the odour on that carbon copy must a\e1 'c?r e
from the desk which my genial Athol host.placed at my d1sl?os.a ! "
fact is, that I've never smoked since donnmg lons trousers,hsmcle e
fragrant weed is to me no more than a choking nuisance. z(/fenb'dgen
small, I smoked because it was the grown-up, masculine, and forbi i
thing to do; but as soon as I could presegt a reasonably grown-uphe;;-
pearance without it, I relievedly suffered it to become a norx.e:tocT-c :
jshed memory. I naturally have to tolerate clouds of rr.leph_xtnc vapou

from most of my friends, and I flatter myself that I do it thhoutt) com-
plaint. But at least I don’t have to thicken t%xe cloud of tear-gas }; anz
voluntary exhalations of my own! But again let me thank yo; . ore

kindness which I appreciate none the less because of my un-chimney
like predilections.

I remain Yrs. very sincerely,
HPLovecraft

. TON
204. TO JAMES F. MOR S T sl
Focus and Pivot of the Ultimate Cosmos:—

I'll ask little Farnie what other Weird Tales hacks em’iure the ﬁf?ls
and miasma of the neo-Babylonish area, though I don’t fancy he :
answer me any more readily than he would Sonny. Grandpa d;e;x;
stand in very thick with that outfit now thfit The Dark Lore and The
Bride of Osiris are the kind of stuff they cultivate. ... ..

Yrs. for civick uplift—
®coBdhdog
Theobaldus
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295. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
Providence-Plantation

Septr. 17, 1927
My dear Grandchild:—

I was yesterday much pleas'd to receive your note, & to learn that
you are finding agreeable diversion in the archaick & elegantly cul-
tivated town of Newport. ... ... I trust you are not missing any op-
portunity to bask in the vivid atmosphere of antiquity, & hope that
it forms a pleasing prolongation of influences dominant during your
Truman Beckwich sojourn. It is indeed unfortunate that so many of
the ancient places are in a state of decay, but one may be thankful
that they are there at all. At least, they are better than the colourless
abodes of unimaginative luxury, in whose mechanical perfections there
is little or nothing to stimulate & satisfy the aesthetic conscious-
ness. .....

Another outland pilgrimage is to the Bishop Berkeley country, some
four miles beyond Newport beach on the road to Middletown. For this
also a carriage is needful to such as are not hardy & accomplisht pedes-
trians. Proceed by any route—Bath Road is the main one—to the
beach, continuing up the hill beyond to where the neo-colonial belfry &
Gothick church tower of St. George’s School peep picturesquely out
from the hill-crowning verdure. At the crest of the hill, where the road
sweeps down to the left to Second Beach, turn in along the sand road
that goes to the right, & get across to the edge of the great rock cliffs on
foot. Here will be found the celebrated chasm or tide-washed rift
known as “Purgatory”—a majestick formation which compares very fa-
vourably with its analogues at Magnolia (Rafe’s Chasm) & Marblehead.
(The chasm on M’head Neck.) Proceeding onward—down to Second
Beach—we see silhouetted above the shore to the north the bold crags
known both as “Paradise” & as the “Hanging Rocks”. On the first
ledge three-quarters of the way up, with the topmost sections overhang-
ing as a canopy, was the favourite afternoon seat of the good Bishop
(then Dean of Derry) who adorned this region with the cultivating in-
fluence of his presence from 1729 to 1732. It was on this ledge that he
composed the greater part of Alciphron: or, the Minute Philosopher,
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the fifth book of which opens with a very pretty description of the
Newport countryside, & of the fox-hunting of the local "squires. The
whole scene here is exquisitely delightful—blue of sea & sky, white of
gleaming beach & fleecy cloud, grey of noble crag & ledge, & deep,
restful green of kine-dotted pasture & hillock. Over all, on the inland
side, towers the grey Gothick church of St. George’s School; giving in
that setting a perfect & poignantly lovely facsimile of a gentle English
landscape, with hedge, croft, & distant abbey. One cannot resist the in-
clination to burst into numbers at such a sight:

Where the bright Blue assaults the chaulk-white Strand,
The beetling, ledge-lin’d Cliffs titanick stand;

Here verdant Fields in sunny Calm extend,

Whilst the low waves agreeable Echoes lend.

On yonder Knoll an Abbey Tow'r is spy'd,

And pastur’d Kine survey the rising Tide;

O’er all the Hush of rustick Virtue glows,

And antient Mem’ry grants the Soul repose.

Where now the Idler scales the craggy Ground,
Philosophy in Triumph once was found;

For each grey Rock above the Blue upthrown

A Berkeley's Feet and Berkeley’s Thoughts hath known!
Beneath yon hanging Peak’s petrifick Shade

An Alciphron in all its Parts was made,

And ev'ry Path some ling'ring Trace contains

Of the great Clerick’s wise melodious Strains:

Wou'd that my sterile Muse might here ignite

With some residual Spark of that vast Light!

Hoping you'll fully appreciate Newport's antiquities—I remain

Yr. aff. Nephew & obt Servt.
H. P L.
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296. TO ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)

10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I,

Sept. 22, 1927
My dear Mrs. Reed:—

............ No story can be truly potent unless it mirrors or sug-
gests larger segments of entity than its mere characters. There is nothing
new or interesting in the pitiful fretting and mating and quarreling and
killing and parting of a few commonplace human beings. Cheap news-
papers and dime novels have so fed the public up on this sort of thing
that nothing of freshness or novelty is left—everything is known or ex-
pected, for it has been told a thousand times before in one guise or an-
other. A story becomes arresting and significant only when its elements
stand out as well-linked components or symbols of some larger cosmos,
either by artistic treatment of the events or by a faithful and scientifi-
cally individualised depiction of the various characters, Ordinary charac-
ters ordinarily treated do not make a story. If the characters are to pos-
sess only the commonplace, unimaginative emotions and motives, then
the events must be handled in so poetic a fashion that the very common-
placeness of the folk will form a brilliant symbol of their helplessness
in the toils of fate. ..........

I thought you'd realise, after reading Pickman’s Model, (one of my
very tamest and mildest effusions) that not much of my own style gets
into my revisions. Incidentally, the setting of that tale was very close to
fact up to this year, and I was tremendously mortified last July when I
tried to show the district to one of my guests (the Donald Wandrei
whose Red Brain appears in the current Weird Tales) and found the
whole scene torn down for two blocks around! I imagine the building
inspectors must have found those ancient houses as sinister as I did, al-
beit with a different sort of perception. That is the perennial grief of an
architectural antiquarian—in a city as large as Providence or Boston

something quaint is always being demolished in the interest of alleged
PLORIESS; \'vieivii v

I remain yrs. very sincerely,
HPLovecraft.
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. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
4 Theobald Manor

24 September, 1727

............ When I get other genealogical tables from my aunt I
shall look up all the arms at the library—if my enthusias.m for the sub-
ject lasts that long. It is an admirably gentlemanly p.astlme—fbgt takes
too much research, I fear, for a feeble and increasingly chlld‘xsh old
man. As soon as my visitor is gone I shall probably lajtps'e back.mto my
customary state of incurious quiescence. But Talman is 1.ndefat1gab¥e in
this species of quest. Whilst I was digging up my various hered1tar¥
shields and paraphernalia, he was beside me and exhummg_ about ten o
his ancestral escutcheons to every one of mine. Sancta Pega.na, but w‘hat
a memory and what energy the child has! I ma'd_e one amazmg!y gratify-
ing discovery, and that is that the present British representative of my
Phillips branch (who spells his name Philipps. Our common ancestors
used Philips, but each sub-branch made a different modlﬁc'auc:n in later
years) is a Baronet—Sir James Philipps! God Save the King! . ...

Yes—there is something of yours in The Recluse—the St. Anthony
poem—tho’ I wish there were more. Too bad you recalleq the story you
had contributed! It’s quite a gang affair on the whole, with you, Wan-
drei, Clericashtonius, Loveman, Cook himself, (editorials) Orton, and

ndpa all implicated.

yo‘;:ﬁ:ﬁ pfesently fend you The Worm Ourobor:o;, wh'ich like you I
passed up at the Chelsea—on the strength of a review whx.ch I now per-
ceive to have been illiterately unintelligent, and which hailed the booly:
(of all things!!) as a ‘clever piece of social satire!’ O
O Ottawa! As a matter of fact the story is conceived and ex§cuted
in the spirit of mediaeval romance, and the language is sheer music and
poetry. Not a trace of satire, humour, or allegory—and I?egana, what
descriptions! 1 must read the author’s other book as mentioned on the
jacket—Styrbion the Strong. Never shall I cease to th;ank Cook er r;orc-
ing me to read this book despite my hasty preconceived pr’ejudlce.

As for your new novelette—look here, young man, you d better be'
mighty careful how you treat your aged and dignified Grandpa as here!
You mustn’t make me do anything cheerful or wholesome, and remem-

. S .
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ber that only the direst of damnations can befit so inveterate a daemon
of the cosmick abysses. And, young man, don’t forget that I am prodi.
giously lean. 1 am lean—LEAN, I tell you! Lean! And if you're afraid
that my leanness will make the horror get you instead, why just reduce
like your Grandpa and escape as well! And be sure to depict me in my
new Puritan frock coat. I think I shall adopt an umbrella also—as a con-
stant companion like your urbanely sophisticated walking stick. Nothing
like dressing the part, as Esry said while adjusting his nose-ring so as
not to get tangled in his pink whiskers.

Your map certainly shews a marvellous trip and I must confess my-
self quite eclipsed as a neo-Manderville. But look here, young man—
what did you tear that map from? Hasn’t your Grandpa told you not to
deface all your nice books? For shame, Sir! To think that a grandchild
of mine shou'd so little appreciate literature! In Moslem countries peo-
ple move out of their path to avoid treading on a printed page. That’s
the sort of reverence one ought to have . ... better imbibe a little of it
from that Algerian vista which seems to have moved you so much! I
herewith return the chart—now paste it right back where you found it

I note your household removal with a certain species of gentle melan-
choly, for to me good old 823 was the one oasis in all the metropolitan
desert which really seemed like home. The old West End and 1ooth
corner, with its characteristic topography and distant glimpses of blue
river and green hills beyond, still holds a certain touch of the familiar
and the pleasant; and I shall hate to think of The Hanover as suffering
beneath the wrecker’s hands. And how can I ever learn to write another
address than the accustomed 823 of eight years’ habit? It is no light
matter to a settled and patrician feline to have a virtually lifelong set of
environmental conditions thus summarily uprooted! Ah, me—but one
may still dream of old scenes and the days that were.

Theobaldus Senex.
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298. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
10 Barnes St.

Oct. 1, 1927
Dear C A S:—

Your letter arrived very opportunely, amidst the carnival of fantastic
enjoyment caused by the paintings which Wandrm‘ forwarded‘ to me.
How can I do these marvels justice in mere words, without running into
the unclassical realms of the effusive & the ecstatic? Truly, I have never
before seen such profoundly soul-moving glimpses of alien wgrlds with
haunted skies & jungles of prismatic madness! It is such a series of for-
bidden revelations as one might spy through some magic window of the
sort described in Dunsany’s Book of Wonder . .. ... & h‘ow one sh1v?rs
with apprehension on approaching that broodi'ng. Saturman.coast—du?‘l
& grey & pink with one knows not what petrxfy{ng myster‘les? At this
early stage of appreciative contemplation I can’t pick favourites. The Saj-
turnine triumph in oil may be the most ambitious, but tbe fine & deli-
cate water-colours hold insidious implications of cosmic strangeness
which grow upon one as one looks. The cloth panels are magniﬁcentf
there is a half-Japanese exoticism about the black ones. Altogether, this
is 2 marvellous riot of wonder & half-concealed terror, & 1 shall be re-
luctant to pass the collection on. I shall faithfully do so, howevef,—ex-
ther to Long or to Dwyer, so that all may ultimately have a ghmps.e.
Needless to say, I shall caution the gang in N.Y. to be very careful in
handling these precious articles. I am enclosing Wandrei's rhapsqdy on
the paintings—which may or may not be identical with that whlcb he
penned to you. I agree with you that the capacity for such ecstasy 1s an
attribute of youth which those of maturer years may well

....... Your own ability to produce creative work in the face of .ob-
stacles is really much greater than mine—I haven’t done a thing since
last spring, whilst you always have a sizeable array of poems or paint-
ings to your credit. I haven’t very much energy or perseverance—the
uselessness of everything, including even aesthetic effort, oversh.adows
my consciousness & codperates with my native indolence in defeating all
progressive or constructive developments.
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As to my recent reading—above all else I'd recommend The Wornm
Ouroboros, by E. R. Eddison, which combines some gloriously imagina-
tive phantasy with an exquisitely lyrical prose style. Next to that in lit-
erary worth I'd place the new drama Goat Song, by Franz Werfel, in
which the element of brooding & imminent terror is magnificently han-
dled. Atlantideer, by Pierre Benoit, has excellent style but is more ad-
venturous than fantastic. In The Three Eyes Maurice Leblanc ruins a
splendid interplanetary theme by puerile popular treatment. Robert W.
Chambers’ Slayer of Souls was a vast disappointment—he can’t get back
to the King in Yellow mood after a quarter-century of best-sellerism! I
also skimmed over Charles Fort's New Lands, but didn’t find it as inter-
esting as The Book of the Damned. Now—if 1 can get the leisure—1I
mean to read The World's Desire, by Haggard & Long. I gave Long a
birthday present of de Gourmont's Virgin Heart two years ago, but
didn’t read it myself. I haven't written any stories since The Colour Out
of Space, but hope to get around to a hell-raiser or two in the later au-
tumn.

With all best wishes—

Y'r most obt
HPL

299. TO JAMES F. MORTON
Lud’s Day

October 1927
Minaret of Magnificence:—

Why you aren’t interested in old almanacks is more than I can
fathom. They are fascinating symbols of national continuity, and deli-
cious bits of informal rural folklore. I suppose you know that Prof.
Kittredge of Harvard has written a book of old New England lore
based on the Farmer's Almanack—its contents and history. I have this
volume—you really ought to read it! It's as much a part of a New En-
gland education as Friends’ Beans! It sure did give me a kick to find
Dudley Leavitt's Farmer's Almanack still going after all these years.
The last previous copy I had seen was of the Civil War period. But of
course my main standby is Robt. B. Thomas's old reliable.
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Well—I suppose you got the card from hereabouts proclaiming the
sojourn of that supreme artist and heraldick authority, Wilfred Blanch
Talman of Spring Valley, New-Netherlands. He blew in Friday morn-
ing, and has since been engaged in the noble task of getting Grandpa
interested in heraldry. Never before was I so conscious of my humiliat-
ing ignorance of a subject of which every armigerous gentleman ought
to possess at least a smattering; and I have now resolved to make a
study of the subject, employing the famous and standard treatise of
Fox-Davies. Friday afternoon Talman took me to the genealogical de-
partment of the publick library and shewed me how to look up the arms
of various lines which converge in me; and he also was kind enough to
draw several different coats of which I have possessed verbal descrip-
ROHBIONNY. o 50 o6 06 vs 65 0510 0

Yr. obt.
®EOBAAAOZ
Theobaldus

300. TO WALTER J. COATES
October 13, 1927
My dear Coates:—

........ I am collecting all the ancient New England almanacks I
can find—having st<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>