| etters

Volume. |

H.P Lovecraft



BERSERKER

BOOKS

O




H. P. LOVECRAFT

SELECTED LETTERS
1925=1929

Edited by August Derleth and Donald Wandrei

ARKHAM NOUSE: Publishers
Sauk City, Wisconsin

1968




xx SELECTED LETTERS

England; he visits W. Paul Cook, H. Warner Munn,

and Arthur Goodenough; his return to Providence. 3R

356. WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN / JUNE 8, 1929

Of Talman’s book-plate design for Lovecraft. 349
357. JAMES F. MORTON / JUNE 9, 1929

On his use of condensed milk. 350
358. MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE / JUNE 10, 1920

His linkages with New Lngland genealogy; the origin

of his fictional character “"Randolph Carter”; the

house used as the setting for his The Shunned

House; the ruthless demolition of landmarks; the

fixed ways of the comos beyond our subjective

notions; tradition the only anchor of fixity in the

age; British socialism and the decline of the old

semi-feudal order; the anti-cultural commercialism

of American business 351
359. AUGUST DERLETH / JUNE 16, 1929

On writing outdoors in a favourite haunt. 359

Hlustrations

Four views of H. P. Lovecraft Frontispiece faces page iii
A self-portrait of Lovecraft 9
Sonia Greene Lovecraft 41
Frank Belknap Long 73
Reinhardt Kleiner 105
Clark Ashton Smith with some of his sculptures 169
Some sculptures of Clark Ashton Smith 201
August Derleth 233
Samuel Loveman 297
Donald Wandrei, H. P. Lovecraft, and Frank Belknap Long 320



SELECTED LETTERS II






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—i18th 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, (collogq.
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

180. 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.
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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 this outfit; why, by ______ | I'll smash his
for him with one fist whilst I pulverise his c
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

181. 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-
era] City of Washington, and the adjacent parts of Virginia. Tho' my
time of observation was short, I endeavour'd 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 the route thro’ most of
it lay in a pair of tunnels, the space between which holds the station.
What I did behold was quite promising—rows of red brick houses with
marble steps and window lintels—and I hope some day to indulge in
further exploration of the place. At present, however, we hurry'd on;
penetrating a country of no great attractiveness and studying 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 abrupt and undra-
matick. Quite of a sudden, and whilst we were still in a region so fresh
and countrified as to suggest no sign of a large town, the guard call'd
out "Washington!”, and everyone seized garments to prepare for alight-
ing. No buildings of great size or frequency were visible, and I had
quite begun to doubt the word of the postilion when Georgius 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 Wash-
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 beheld the city.
The morning sun was high and brilliant, and the summerish air told 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 acthereal cherry-blossoms;
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, that one cannot
gather the sense of compact and active life which one usually associates
with large cities. Then, too, near the station are certain temporarily 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
band 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 Jandskip
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 scmi-rural spaciousness and freshness,
whilst the charm of the low skyline grew on us each moment. At last,
after traversing a delectable bit of park, 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 ceremonics, 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 Beacoa 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 vour 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 House and the Brain—for only ten 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! . ... ... L. 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 sccluded 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 placc open on
Sunday, thence proceeding home—where I took one of our 454 dining-
room chairs and went “out” for the cvening—-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, mv
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guest 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. Anothcr half-hour passes, and still [ 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 gzrant him, since he
has virtually forced so many substantial courtesies upon me. He, it ap-
pears, had also becen 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, chcese, 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 spcaking of the solid work
ahead of me. Thus it was easy to capture the morrow by taking the ini-
tiative about when 1 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 cleancd—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 mectings I won't try to dodge just yet
N 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. It'll 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 sce 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'l] 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-
ria] 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 a// 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. .. .. ... 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. ............
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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
knows! ......... ..

..... 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 of 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

185. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK
Thursday Night
May 28, 1925
My dear daughter Lillian:—

Thanks prodigiously for the sympathy on the recent disaster—but
don’t let it worry you! Never waste emotion on the other fellow’s plight
—if any expressiveness is needed, I can furnish enough cuss-words to
fill the suppressed part of a censored dictionary of synonyms! Yah! If I
were writing a 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 double-
size, heavy-faced, capitalised italic form! Yes—it takes real rhetoric 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 off—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 the
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 lelt hat
old brown felt hat for
rainy days
all gloves, ties, and lincn
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 1 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



SELECTED LETTERS 13

finally seeking my couch. Neat? I'm getting the world in traininz! 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 yct 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 Ycsley writing venture: and
when 1 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) reccived proper sales trcatment; 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 modsls 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 oncself 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 1 can see myself—in an imaginatively fictional
Way-—with an actual income and possible {uture 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 Proridence, 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
behind! ........... .. ... ...

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

186. TO MRS. . C. CLARK
Friday Afternoon
June s, 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—TI 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 go 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—cspecially a two-
trousers suit—yct here is Little Belknap with the actual, irrefutable
proof. He paid just that—yet I can sec 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
vour call there. T 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 wife cul-
minated in a double breakdown, nervous and gastric. Being without
servants in the apartment, my wife did not wish to cke 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 Greene
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-hcro Sir Chris-
topher Wren, Dr. Kingman, a nerve specialist, and Dr. Crane, 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 after
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-
aans. 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 donec wonders with milder dietetic methods, and advises
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against surgery. During this hospital period I had my first experience in
lone housekeeping. Aided by the written instructions of my wife I made
coffce 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. T 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 1 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 T 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
scemed comfortably scttled. . ........ ... .. 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 wifc was, as part of her new work, 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 room 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; and when Lovernan dwelt 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, where 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 mellow sedateness sug-
gests continuous occupancy for years if not for generations. When my
wife visited, she acted as hostess with the most extrcme 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 private
hospital—a well known establishment conducted by a Dr. Beyer—in
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 find
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 I baunt 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 1 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 T 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 1534 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—scnsational—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 scemed 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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avow my personal mastery of my diet, and do not permit my wife to
feed me in excess of it. If you were to meet me on the street tomorrow
you would not know me cxcept from the very earliest pictures you ever
saw—the story is told by figures like these: weight, one hundred 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, taken a month ago
when my weight was one hundred fifty-four. Some difference from the
old porpoise you saw a couple of years ago, eh? And as Fate would have
it, Sonny is beginning to get fat!

I think I mentioned the Great Robbery on my card of t'other day.
Yes—on Sunday, May 24, thieves operating from the next room (which
they had hired) cleaned out my dressing alcove, with which their room
has a perpetually locked door in common. They picked the lock and
made a thorough job—leaving me not a rag to my name save the old
blue suit which you saw me in in Providence—but 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 room proper,
which they did not enter—noble argument for carelessness, since if I'd
hung it up where it belonged, in the alcove, I'd be parading around in a
barrel these days! It was a fearful financial blow—my whole wardrobe
wiped out, and just after everything had been tailored over to fit my
reduced figure. Nothing has turned up from the police—the whole 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



20 SELECTFED LETTERS

write, with Brooklyn as a setting. The title is The Horror at Red Hoo#,
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 4yoc 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. . ...

Y'r. obt. ancestor
H P
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189. TO (UNKNOWN)
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 milieu or living
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 arc left to me.
Therefore no one nced expect me to discard the ponderous furniture &
paintings & clocks & books which help to keep 454 always 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 of
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 false per-
spective & ignorance of the world, the only thing to do is to let him cling
to his pathetic scraps as long as he can hold them. They are life for him.

H. P. Lovecraft

I00. 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
which has for some reason or othcr 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 gonc 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 d:d 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 a 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 $r12.00 a week
(Martinus offered him fifteen, but he wouldn't take it, saying that his
benevolent cmployer 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 1 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 verv 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. 1 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
next 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. most obt.
Grandpa

19I1. TO (UNKNOWN)
Aug. 13, 1925

. At a small shop I bought a dime composition book; & having a
pendil & 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 Greenwich
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 squinting
alienage with nothing in common either with its own past or with the
background of America in general. I named it He, & had it ncarly done
by three, when . ... my engagement called me back to Babylon. Finish-
ing the tale en route . . ..

H. P. Lovecraft
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192. TO MRS. ALFRED GALPIN
169 Clinton Strect
Brooklyn, New York
August 16, 1925
Dear Mrs. Galpin:—

Your gifted young husband having informed our local circle of aes.
thetic dilettanti of your impending arrival on the S. 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 a portrait gallery in which
the physiognomies-of the two representatives likeliest to be on hand are
rather 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
expectancy. . ..

And may I not add, as an individual, that my wife and I are both
very 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 Tucsday 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.



TED LETTERS 25

193. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
169 Clinton St.,
Brooklyn, N. Y.
(c. Sept. 1, 1925)
My dear Smith:—

....... Most certainly, the abysses of interstellar space form your
province par excellence, & I hope you will in time add a large body of
cosmic literature—both in verse & in prose—to that you have already
evolved in this field. Your perspective & manner are, so far as I can see,
absolutely unique; & I only wish your work could receive the attention
it deserves from critics & literary historians. I shall mention you very
prominently in <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>