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IURING the period covered by this third volume of selected letters—
July, 1929 through December, 1931—Howard Phillips Lovecraft
(1890-1937) continued to live in his native Providence, Rhode Island.
After the amicable separation in 1926, and divorce in 1929, from his
wife, Sonia, his closest kin were his two beloved aunts, Mrs. F. C.
Clark and Mrs. A. E. Phillips Gamwell, his mother’s sisters, who re-
sided in the same house at 1o Barnes Street, from which these letters
were for the most part written.

When weather permitted, Lovecraft took his writing materials to a
favorite haunt, the Quinsnicket woods park area, where he wrote scores
of his letters. He went on antiquarian walking tours of exploration
through sections of old Providence that he had never seen, and into ru-
ral areas like his ancestral country of Howard Hill. When his friends,
th.e-Longs of New York, visited him, he accompanied them on a motor
tip to Cape Cod. Occasionally he attended lectures. At rare intervals he
ll;:t:;:;(dj to New York and saw the members of his “old gang”"—Rhein-
G ;’if;;f, ::Ztthur B. I%eeds, Samuel Loveman, Frank Belknap Long,
S c’oloni a{ailf; k Morton., He exter‘lded his excursions, more
1 Yemca southwar_d to Richmond, Charleston, .and
o, th. ew York he met his fellow-author, Seabury Quinn;
o e author of many fine macabre tales with a West Indies

H.g’ ﬂ:‘e Reverend Henry S. Whitehead.

Worlljo&ans agree that 1929 marked the end of the post-war era after
Var 1. Years of global depression had begun, accompanied by

8reat social, €conomic, and polijti g. 3 P g y
noiogy et x po ttlca% uphe.avals. Rapid advances in tech-
ization further intensified the deep changes altering
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western civilization. These changes were reflected in Lovecraft's life and
letters.

The old family-owned stone quarty in East Providence became ex-
hausted and the income from it came to an end. Retrenchment at Weird
Tales, resulting in a more limited publication schedule, from monthly to
bi-monthly issue, restricted the principal market for Lovecraft's stories;
and the editor, Farnsworth Wright, while accepting his The Dunwich
Horror and several of his Fungi from Yuggoth sonnets, rejected both
his new long novelettes, The Shadow over Innsmouth and At the
Mountains of Madness. Revision work for clients furnished irregular
income, and occasionally a revision, largely his own work, like The
Curse of Yig, by Zealia Brown Reed, was published in Weird Tales. By
1931 he wrote to his correspondents that he could live on less than any-
one he knew—a mere $15.00 a week, for lodging, food, and clothing,
though he had, in fact, lived sparely—"close to the bone,” as Thoreau
had put it almost a century before, all his life.

He became increasingly dissatisfied with his past literary efforts. He
experimented with styles of writing, attempting four or five different
treatments of his Antaractic tale, toward his goal of raising fantasy fic-
tion to the status of genuine art and literature, by basing it on observed
reality and authentic life, and progressing from that basis to some viola-
tion of natural cosmic law by the defeat of time or space or corporeal
limitations. His Fungi from Yauggoth sonnets he regarded as essentially
the crystallization of ideas or themes to be developed at some later date
as tales of the macabre, _

But by far the bulk of his writing was in correspondence. He viewed
letters in the same way that the average person uses conversation for the
exchange of ideas or to debate opposing beliefs. Letters were, in fact,
his windows to the world; he wrote them swiftly and with ease, and in
precisely the same manner that he spoke when in the company of his
“old gang,” and drawing upon an impressive and broad fund of knowl-
edge equalled by no one within his circle of correspondents. Lacking
congenial friends in Providence, he used letters as a substitute to clarify
his own views, or to challenge a view he considered based on error or
false information.

His letters became more fluent and more learned as he wrote to his
older correspondents—such as Frank Belknap Long, James F. Morton,
Elizabeth Toldridge, Maurice W. Moe, Clark Ashton Smith, and Au-
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gust Derleth—and to such newcomers as Robert E. Howard, Woodburn
Harris, and J. Vernon Shea. His lifelong sense of placement in the 18th
century continued, as well as his identification with the ancient Roman
Republic. But new themes became recurrent and dominant, notably his
relentless search for truth and reality, the “is-or-isn’t” test of fact, his
challenge of inherited traditional beliefs, popular folklore, religious
myths, superstition, and supernaturalism.

Again and again he defined himself as a “truth-seeker,” a rational
materialist in his philosophy, an “indifferentist” in his view of human
history, a “cosmicist” in his overall conception of the known, observable
universe. “Cosmic-mindedness” was his coinage to identify his own per-

spective, as though he looked at the cosmos from some even remoter

point beyond known space and conjectured time.

Avucust DERLETH

DoNALD WANDREI
April 7, 1971




& | 360. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE

il 10 Barnes St.,
b Providence, R. I.
| July 1, 1929

il Dear Miss Toldridge:—

.................... Incidentally—there’s nothing about “anar-
chists” to be afraid of! Most aesthetic radicals are not anarchists but
advocates of some socialistic or communistic system—ryet in any case, be
they socialists, bolsheviks, or anarchists in truth, they are very harmless
folk. Such people are simply idealists without a balance-wheel—people
who see the crudity & absurdity of our present social-political order, but
who fail to see that any other order is certain to be equally crude &
absurd, & even more unsatisfactory because ungrounded in natural evo-
lution. They are as sincerely well-meaning as any other reformers, & like
all such are at once comic & pathetic because of their belief in human
perfectibility. Despite their bold talk they are timid & ineffectual crea-
tures, most of whom would not hurt a fly if they could. I know many of
them by correspondence-—delightful persons when kept off the subject
of their hobby. As a matter of fact, all benevolent persons have the in-
stincts of socialists & anarchists; whilst the Christian religion literally
interpreted, is communistic in every particular, Social & political con-
servatism are the products of hard common sense & stern experience—
of the practical & cynical side of mankind, whereby he recognises reali-
ties instead of chasing illusions. I myself am a conservative because I am
a cynic & a pagan. You may have heard the epigrammatic saying—"If a
man isn’t a socialist before he’s 25, he has no heart; & if he ir a socialist
after 25 he has no head!” The real trouble with Greenwich Village
“radicals” isn’t any real radicalism, but a slovenly insincerity & cheap
Posing habit which merely uses the guise of radicalism as an easy way of
attracting attention. Such radicals aren’t dangerous, but merely weari-
T0me—8& occasionally disgusting when their mannets too repeatedly
€ontravene the inconspicuous average. Once in a while real talent crops
‘ Out amongst them, so that they can’t be dismissed en masse; but in gen-

‘:
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eral they are charlatans who thump tubs & k_ettles because they can’t play
violins. Cheap & pitiful—but scarcely formxdabh?! e . .
The cave discovery in New Mexico is also highly 1ntere§tmgh& im.
portant, forming a new link in the chain of facts concerning the _oft
cultures of the western world. The last two or three years have ce.z:lalm y
upset a good many established anthropolog%cal hypothese:sﬁf:spela ytas
regards the remote primitive periods of Wthh- b'ones & flint imp e?en s,
embedded in rock & gravel, are the only surviving erlrcs. Recex?tal 1stcoxt:.
eries of fully developed human remains in very ancient geo%og;ih strata
push back the date of man’s evolution astomshmgl‘y——mak:r}g : e exxs;
tence of the race a matter of millions of years instead of the s,tcaq
500,000 assumed by consetvative biologists of the. last quarteri-icertl ury.
Also, the distribution of early man seems vastly wxder‘than.ai r_st con-
jectured—including Africa & America as V.vell as Asia. Bx(? ﬁ:ogls i ;fj
now beginning to think that before the glaaal ages severa:I d:ﬂ ere:; o
man species or genera (too distinct for {ntercrossu-l.g) e?uste ; {(l}ub e
among others; & that the hard economic competition impose yiva[
sudden ordeal of glacier-dodging brought about a struggle for S';q;ted
from which only our species & the Neanderthaloid species (angl i .
in Burope & Africa about 30,000 B. C.) succleef:{ed in .emergxtr:lg.su i
species seems to have been fully developc?d & d1s?mct in its mer;t dlga;
riority over a million years ago—so that its own infancy mustlrj1 inof r:
back into the age of the great mammals. We seem to be theo‘ es o
the biped stocks which sprang from the grquz?d-apes—haxi11;gfare .
start over our rivals which enabled us to annihilate ‘them al ke ﬁ i
dawn of recorded history. All the undeveloped semi-human s hu sraces
have been dug up are not those of our ance?to-rs, but of ot e; -
which existed when our species was much as it is now. Some}?’&eothcr
the bleak steppes of Mongolia, under vast layers of sand & eatt s
fossils, we shall probably find in the future the skels:tal vest1§esrs oy
immensely remoter dawn-men who really were our hne.eal for ea lOnly
account of the lineage of the children’s songs is very mterestm};g.of:hers
since the era of the great philologists—Max Miller & the 'rvenile
Grimm—have we realised the vast antiquity of our commonest' ju iy
folklore. Now we realise that the greater part of our popular }f!}i i
fairy-tales belongs to the very oldest fabric of Atryan myth,dso o be
prototypes of many a well-known rhyme or legend of today
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found in the most

primitive  Sanscrit literature

Yr obt hble Servt
HPLovecraft

361. TO MAURICE W. MOE

Visitation B, V. M, 1929 (July 2)
To Athenagoras Kosmokrates, All Hajl !

As for domesticity—I'm no dealer in dogmatisms and blanket gener-
alities. Some things suit some temperaments, others others. I haven't a
doubt but that matrimony can become a very helpful and pleasing pet-
manent acrangement when both parties happen to harbour the potential-
ities of parallel mental and imaginative lives—similar or at least mutu-
ally comprehensible reactions to the same salient points in environment,
reading, historic and philosophic reflection, and so on; and correspond-
ing needs and aspirations in geographic, social, and intellectual milieu
—but I must add that I don’t see how the hell any couple outside of
professional psychiatrists can ever tell whether or not they possess this
genuine parallelism until the actual test of two or three years of joint
family life has brushed aside al] the transient and superficial reactions
due to novelty and rashly assumed adaptability, and revealed the basic,
rock-bottom motivating mental and imaginative influences on each side

matter of chance—in greater or
degree as the parties have or lack g lifelong acquaintanceship, or are

natur-ally 800d or poor judges of human temperament—whether 4 given
Marriage wil] develop into a true and lasting domestic

Come an intolerable mental irritant until cancelle
fourt actign, Fortunat

Passes ang philosophic
state§ like Rhode Island
feadjustments when no

harmony, or be-

such as to allow rational
other solution is wholly adequate. If other
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kinds of states—such as New Yotk or South Carolina, with their me-
diaeval lack of liberal statutes—were equally intelligent in their solici-
tude for the half-moribund institution of monogamy, they would hasten
to follow suit in legislation; for certainly, the disillusioned future gener-
ations will never tolerate a blind trap which offers ten chances of disas-
ter to one of success. If the divorce laws of a region be not sufficiently
intelligent to provide for the necessary readjustment of lives misplaced
in good faith, then the result will be a gradual disuse of legal marriage
and an almost complete reign of that type of semi-clandestine extra-le-
gal relationship which has indeed already displaced the older system to
some extent, yet which is infinitely less desirable from a social, political,
economic, and zesthetic point of view. To my mind, any acceleration of
this “new morality” is an unwise thing, even though the new system
may be the normal rule in the remote future. Too quick a transition
tends to uproot some of the deepest emotional anchorages of the Anglo-
Saxon race—and the loss of the well-known values of domestic tran-
quillity seems very likely to outweigh the corresponding gain in erotic
normality to such an extent that the net result will be an impoverish-
ment rather than an enrichment of life as 2 whole. No—I am in favour
of the established order; old-fashioned marriage with its Roman regu-
larity of registration and its wholesome absence of the element of fur-
tiveness. But if it is to survive, it must clean house—must purge itself
of primitive superstition and Victorian hypocrisy, and reorganise itself
as a rational institution adapted to human needs rather than remain an
impossible Procrustean bed to which all human temperaments must be
fitted through crippling and torture. It must allow for the mistakes and
false starts which all but savants and clairvoyants are certain to make
now and then, and must not pose as a romantic ideal when in truth it is
at best merely a social compromise. The very intelligent and conscien-
tious Judge Lindsey has about the right idea. Marriage should aim at
permanence, but should not be bound to it—espedially in the case of the
young and the inexperienced—with superstitious rigidity. And if any
shudder at the possible abuses of such a liberalised system, let him re-
flect that an occasionally abused system is vastly better than a systet
contemptuously discarded in favour of no system at all. Nothing is
abuse-proof, and the true conservative would prefer to see an intelli-
gently historic background, possibilities of family harmony, and favour-
able conditions for offspring, even if it did lead to occasional cases of

SELECTED LETTERS
7

Premeditated consecutive polygamy; rather than witness the total col-
lapse and repudiation of lawful wedlock, and the adoption of an unreg-
ulated tyPe of companionship perilous to posterity and to the state Ui-
der a rational regime, a very fair number of persons would——acco;din
to the laws of chance—need only one plunge in order to hit the tar e%
of a passable permanent marriage. More, perhaps, would succeed at gghe
second plunge—having learned much of their orientation-possibilities
from t.he ﬁ.rst. Others, like Paul J. Campbell, would ring the bell onl
on their third shot. And anybody that tried more than three shots wcmlg
b_e the sort of person to experiment anyway—under any system, or out-
side all systems! A good way to cut down the percentages c;f abu
would be to make divorces for purely temperamental reasons (i, £ e
reasons other than those specific and acute ones already reco nilse‘:i l?r
the laws of most states) available only for couples married lorfg enou 1)1,
(say tv;_/ol e three years) to have truly demonstrated their essential 1%1
cc_)mpat:bdlty. The one kind of divorce which sometimes strikes m ;
bit ﬁ‘shy and premature is where the marriage date itself is only 2 car o
Iess in the past. Weed these out, and there is not the least mZdiCY:I‘?: (()J;
sefnse in flenymg divorce to any couple who mutually desite it—custod
oet?ﬁspnng to be clletermined by the court if not decided by the 'oini
fouirtéone;rs..dz}nd alimony .is a relique of obsolescent economics agni a
A :ozr nf iculous ext?ﬁton which ought to be laughed off the statutes
i othe; vzry restricted programme of financial responsibility to be
i easy to bc urt when called for in a few individual cases. Ho, hum
crete__]:'vy; P f: :Itlgyc;izrgus on pap'er! .Descending to the merely con-
o T u 10- nc'i ?wth _the institution, but think the chances of
s damns Srlzﬁﬁe}; ullgtwd}l.iahiled;l opinionated, and imaginative per-
L - It's a hundred to one shot that any four or fi
oPPre:it::tI;I;?ﬁiz Ilfueax:;gsut l1;1.1akfe EVDUM turn out to be ﬂi’vvers equa;;;
e o his fellow-victim, so if he’s a wise guy he
e ::: tt::t Icoli/lrapsF: of venture #1 ...... or if he’s very Zvise
o e - Matrimony may be more or less normal, and so-
s tial in the abstract, and all that—but nothing in heave
1 18 80 important to the man of spirit and imaginati s
late Integrity of his cerebral life—hi ’ o i fhe Jovio
o i — is sense of utter mt?gration and defi-
o TR , lone Ierntﬂ%y face to face with the illimitable
e 5 general temperament _that usually goes with
eup, he will not be apt to consider a haughty celibacy
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any great price to pay for this ethereal inviolateness. Independence, and
petfect seclusion from the futile herd, are things so necessary to a cer-
tain type of mind that all other issues become subordinate when brought
into comparison with them. Probably this is so with me. And yet I
didn't find matrimony such a bugbear as one might imagine. With a
wife of the same temperament as my mother and aunts, I would proba-
bly have been able to reconstruct a type of domestic life not unlike that
of Angell St. days, even though I would have had a different status in
the household hierarchy. But years brought out basic and essential diver-
sities in reactions to the various landmarks of the time-stream, and anti-
podal ambitions and conceptions of value in planning a fixed joint mi-
lieu, It was the clash of the abstract-traditional-individual-retrospective-
Apollonian aesthetic with the concrete—emotional—present-dwelling—
social—ethical—Dionysian aesthetic; and amidst this, the originally fan-
cied congeniality, based on a shared disillusion, philosophic bent, and
scnsitiveness to beauty, waged a losing struggle. It was a struggle unac-
companied by any lessening of mutual esteem or respect or appreciation,
but it nevertheless meant the constant attrition and ultimate impairment
of two personalities revealed by time to be antipodal in the minor over-
tones and deep hidden currents that count. I could not exist except in a
slow-moving and historically-grounded New England backwater—and
the hapless sharer of the voyage found such a prospect, complicated as it
was by economic stress, nothing short of asphyxiation! Trying to exist
in N. Y. drove me close to madness, and trying to think of living in
Rhode Island drove the late missus equally close to despair. Each, obvi-
ously, formed an integral and inextricable part of a radically different
scene and life-cycle—so the distaff side of the outfit, for whom the ini-
tiative in such matters is traditionally reserved, proffered increasingly
forcible arguments in favour of a rational and amicable dissolution.
Without wishing to retreat from any historic responsibility of an En-
glish gentleman, I could not for ever be deaf to such logic; hence last
winter agreed to do what I could to further a liberation and a fresh start
all around. Rhode Island, as a really civilised commonwealth, did its
duty—so oil returns to oil and water to water! And I would, despite my
profound theoretical regard for the custom of wedlock, be rather a Ni-
lotic saurian if I used peeled onions to register my emotions at getting
back to the comfortable old Rhode Island basis of contemplative inde-
pendence with congenial blood-kinsfolk hovering benignly by! After

——————
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all, when a guy has been a secluded and sot-in-his-ways bachelor for
thirty-three-and-one-half years, as I had been when I risked the plunge
in 1924, the chances are that he won’t take kindly to any radical domegs-
tic change. A bird as old as that js past the age of weaving new kinds of
nests, and had better not try it. Be a Benedick before twent -five or not
at all, is my grandpaternal advice to conservative youth. . .. ! .

Yr. obt. Servt.,
LO.

362. TO MAURICE W. MOE

Pantheon of Prosody:— ke
mﬂ.}. : th e What I am thankful for, is that it is in the Georgian
" tzr an in tl?e Victorian past that I am stranded. The nineteenth
; rﬂ never existed so far as I am concern’d—its smugness, affecta-
108, - decorum, purposefulness, preciosity, mock-medizevalism

mism, hypocrisy, progressivism, inhibitions,
bounded from me

, opti-
8 as an 1870 rubber ball mighatnfebi?mgnfrgg i: gI f:-'
mr;tci wall. My .spin't is. of the eighteenth century—my scientifick ingo:
Yawnsnaa:cc)iidphllosophwk perspective of the twentieth. Betwen them
ik "l.-—ba §u‘llph of nightmare symbolised by French roofs, side-
L l,m 1;111 s, gentlemen~c?ows,” “moral purpose,” bustles, “‘ele-
. , unre n‘,yT and pose. Of jts feelings and outlook I have less gen-

Y sympathetick knowledge than T have of the feeli
of Tyre and Persepolis, Bactria a
buctoo and The Solomon Islands

_ ngs and outlook
nd Sogdiana, Sabo and Palmyra, Tim-

Yrs. for 1900-04,
Lo.
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363, TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
July 30, 1929
Culminating Cog-Wheel of Chautauquan Conformity:—

... Our good ol’ pal Maurice W. Moe gave me the “perfesh” job of
rounding out his forthcoming text book on poetick appreciation . ... a
marvellous volume—even before I condescended to offer codperation.
Incidentally, I'm not going to take pay from Moe, even though he in-
sists. It goes against the grain for a gentleman to charge money for a
favour extended a friend. But the job does take time, confound it!

My aunt is better than at the time of my former bulletin; but has to
have the landlady help her dress, and can’t get downstairs. My services
are now narrow’d to the routine of toting up dinner things and carting
‘em down again some time in the late afternoon. When I go out for the
aft—as I occasionally do on warm and sunny days when the woods and
fields beckon to me and my writing-case—I shift responsibilities to one
or another of the kindly old souls inhabiting this shadowy Victorian
backwater.

About Brown rioting—yes, I did take a genuine pride in the virile
energy and healthy antinomianism displayed on Memorial Day. We're
not quite decay'd yet, when unbroken Nordick spirits can take a fling of
that sort at the stultifying oppressiveness of routine and deadening dis-
cipline! "Rah for the young Mohocks . .. . lineal heirs of the fashion-
able bloods who upset sedan-chairs and roll'd excessively serious folk
down hill in barrels in my day! It makes me sad to reflect that I've
grown too old and grey to mix into inspiring rough-and-tumbles like
this. T'd love to crack skulls in the name of free individualism, and
smash office-appliance-shop windows as a symbolic nose-thumbing at the
age of commerce, machines, time-tables, and a€roplane-speeded COSMicC
tail-chasing. Whoopee! I'll wager Dean Mason was damn’d sorry he
had to go through the gesture of expelling those virile young bucks as 2
sop to the curst tyrants of convention and uniformity! Here’s hoping the
boys do better next year—ploughing up the new airport, burning the
Rotary Club, and ducking a score of mill-owners and efficiency experts
in the most oil-polluted spot in the Providence river! Sing ho for sim-
plicity, strength, lusty freedom, gentlemen’s privilege, agriculture, lei-
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sure, and the square-rigg’d India trade! Narragansett cheese and pacers
Cumberland copper, Newport spermaceti, and Cranston iron. Rum nez
groes, and molasses! God Save the King! :

By the way—some recent heroicks of mine, on the departed gloties of
1904, are about to be seen by every member of the U. of Wis. class of
'o4! How come? This way. Moe told me he was going to prepare a
festive booklet to give each member of the ciass—commemorating the
twenty-fifty anniversary—and the idea of 'o4 memories mov'd me to
write him a reminiscent letter about old days and ways. It happen'd to
be composed entirely in heroicks, and Moe liked it—so he took all the
impersonal couplets and put 'em in his booklet! More anon—

Yr. obt. Servt.,
®EOBAAAOS
Theobaldus

364. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE

Dear Miss Toldridge:— oy 3 1929
As for the archaisms & inversions whose elimination I am advising—

I .really do not think you will miss them as much as you imagine. Ces-
t’funly straightforward verse will soon come to ‘feel like poetry to you;
S[;lstcea t(llle ploetic essence is not a superficial thing of outward trappings:
o gre:t?; 5;—seat.ed type of patt.em & symbolic vision whose force is all
o < 05 s(;mplle & unbedizened folr.mulation. So much more effec-
gL inzo;lt dn this sincere way of writing, that in time it is the artifi-
e Thz e iort o_f thmg_ w%m_:h you t.villl consider ineffective & un-
& 5.10W jrevo t against attificiality of diction began very far back, but
pseudo.dassirii gaining headway. Wordsworth violently attacked the
o sm of 18t!1 century verse, & made great headway against
ons. Indeed, despite the crop of new & still tawdrier affectations

wh

ich . . . .

b fvlc.tonams'm produced, we may still give the Victorian bards
- or improving on the Georgians in the one matter of inversions.
. fumerical count, it is clear that Tennyson, Browning, Arnold, Mot-

1S, Swinh
tne &c. assay far fewer inversions per 1oo lines than Addi-
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son, Pope, Young, Thomson, & Goldsmith. They undeniably came mea-
surably closer—though not very close, alas—to the living speech of cul-
tivated people. Another thing you will notice is that the sheer aesthetic
instinct of the greater Victorians saved them from the most excessive
affectations of their period. Even when artificialities were freely permit-
ted, some inward prompting of sensitive taste prevented bards of the
very first rank from overindulging in them beyond very moderate limits.
To use a paradox, Tennyson was not half so Tennysonian as his lesser
imitators! All that one needs to do to prove this point is to look over a
volume of the really great Victorians—& then compare it with the infe-
rior magazine verse of the same period. Beside the orgy of rococo affec-
tation in the minor material, even Rossetti or Kingsley or Whittier or
Longfellow sounds highly “modern” & straightforward. This really
proves that inversion & artificiality form a basic & intrinsic weakness—
since it shews that really capable poets naturally & unconsciously react
against such “licence” even when it is a popular & universally sanc-
tioned custom. Artificial “poetic diction” is a direct departure from that
spontaneous reflection of real life & feeling which constitutes true po-
etry. Essentially, it doesn’t mean anything.

The final revolt against artificiality seems to have begun in those cha-
otic & transitional 'nineties when all extremes met. Some of the bards—
like Wilde & Dawson—clung rather belatedly to the outworn languors
of the hothouse school, but Kipling was an immeasurably healthy influ-
ence in breaking the spell. Gradually we see that serious poets begin to
drop the affected archaisms & inversions almost instinctively—before
any formal critical precepts on the subject are formulated. Francis
Thompson & A. E. Housman have very few. As the 2oth century gains
headway, we find the practice of straightforward diction conscious &
triumphant, so that virtually no major work since 1910 has had any
dominant idiom other than that of natural & living conversation. Text-
books now begin to enunciate the precept, & teachers caution their
classes against the use of baroque phraseology—a very necessary caution,
since of course the final change is of such recency that the bulk of the
models in any curriculum must necessarily belong to the ages of artifi-
ciality. You can find an excellent summary of the whole thing in one of
those convenient little five-cent Haldeman-Julius Blue Books—No. 514
—_Clement Wood's Hints on Writing Poeiry. I think that booklet would
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interest you—as would other booklets of the series, You ought to send
to the Haldeman-Julius Co., Girard, Kansas, for a catalogue of their 5¢
ublications. Incidentally—the revision job I am doing now is on a
splendid poetical handbook—a treatise on the appreciation of poetry—
by a Wisconsin high-school teacher. You would undoubtedly enjoy it, &
I shall probably be able to send you a complimentary copy when it is
Published. I never saw a clearer & more graphic study of the essence of
poetty than this volume—which will be called Doorways to Poetry. The
author, M. W. Moe, is one of my old “amateur journalistic” circle.

I remain—
Yr most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

365. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE

Onset, Cape Cod,
Aug.
Dear Miss Toldridge:— e
Yg:r letter wi.th enclosures arrived just as I was leaving the house for
Il:ay pe (iod trip, hen-ce I am enabled to reply amidst the comparative
ﬂtils.ture of hookey-plalymg” from the piled-up revision work at home. I
thet yougg Long & his parents in ancient New Bedford, & we all did
':a - quaint ?ld port rat'her fully. The waterfront streets are still ineffably
g eﬂlln: despite the decline of the whaling industry, & the little Seaman’s
lutele on ]ohnnyc.ake Hill described in Melville’s Moby Dick is abso-
great}’“?l?aclf.mnged in every particular. Of chief interest, pethaps, is the
i 10g museum with its vast rotunda containing a perfect copy of

-ti
tme New Bedford whaler—an absolute facsimile in evety re-

SPeCt save re . & . vow
: duced size, & open for the inspection of visitors. Nothing

asasthei‘;,ez f;:znlme so perfect a glimpsc.j of old-Yankee maritime colour
e a dc?xhlbu-—though there is a real whaling ship open as a
i mem§ istance from New Bedford; a thing I must see some
g New Bedford we came north through the very picturesque

aport villages of Mattapoisett, Marion, & Wareham, & are now

stoppi
PpIng at Onset, at the base of Cape Cod. With this as a base we hope
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to explore most of the Cape’s scenic & antiquarian regions in the Long
motor. Then Providence—where I speed my hosts upon their New-
Yorkward way. It bids fair to be a phenomenally pleasant outing.

Aung. 16

My Cape Cod sojourn is turning out to be wholly delightful. Wed-
nesday we made a circuit of the lower arm of the cape; taking in Sand-
wich, Barnstable, Yarmouth, Orleans, Chatham, & Hyannis, & seeing
many ancient dwellings & windmills. Of all the towns, Sandwich is the
most fascinating—with its old white steeple, colonial houses, spreading
common, old mill & brook, & general air of well-preserved survival.
Yesterday we went to Woods' Hole & explored the U. 8. govt. marine
museum. Tomorrow we shall edge toward Providence—where, alas, the
Longs can stop but briefly. ............

I remain
Yr most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

366. TO MRS. ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)
1o Batnes St.
Providence, R. 1.
August 28, 1929
My dear Mrs, Reed:—

What you want is a reading-course in several parallel lines, mapped
out with care by some competent scholar and followed attentively and
conscientiously by yourself. I'd say, offhand, that about five parallel
streams would be about right—elementary science, to give you an idea
of man’s place in nature; psychology and philosophy, to shew you how
people think, why they do what they do, and what they do under given
conditions; history, to give you an intelligent perspective on possible
fictional backgrounds; Jiterary method, (critical essays, textbooks on writ-
ing and appreciation) to teach you how to translate thoughts, events,
pictures, and moods into language to the greatest possible advantage;
and literature itself—in its most standard form—to enlarge your an-
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thentic knowledge of life, and at the same time to accustom you uncon-
sciously to the most effective devices of linguistic expression. Of these
five streams, the last-named is by far the most important and necessaty.
Above everything else comes good literature. And of coutse, a concomi-
tant to all this would be a complete swearing-off of the cinema and of
cheap magazines. You can’t bury that stuff too deeply out of sight and
memory for your own artistic good!! I may add, that these reading
courses aren’t by any means difficult. They only soxnd so when de-
scribed in advance. There are pleasant popular manuals and outlines
covering all the needed subjects, which are a delight rather than a bur-
den to read. I could send you the printed reading-course leaflets issued
by Brown University library if you had any trouble about getting hints
nearer at hand.
This, then, is the writer’s fivefold problem:

1. To get the facts of life.

2. To think straight and tell the truth.

3. To cut out maudlin and extravagant emotion,

4. To cultivate an ear for strong, direct, harmonious, simple, and graphic

language.
5. To write what one really sees and feels.

Yr. most obt. Servt.,
H P LOVECRAFT

367. TO MAURICE W, MOE
September 1, 1929

v Melancholy harbinger of autumnal chill!
Magister:—

W'ell—~my ancestral pilgrimage of last Wednesday was a highly
fleasmg event, and one which I design to repeat in amplify'd form ere
s:lfllf- It was only three years ago that I decided to begin a systematick
bearz of the lovely rural realm of Foster whence all my maternal for-
o Cam(‘:,. and where they were predominant in the eighteenth century;

you will recall my travelogue of the expedition which my younger
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aunt and I took in October, 1926. I had at that time intended to revisit
the region soon, but chance caus'd the second ttip to be deferr'd till
now. My 1926 voyage was to territory largely connected with the Place,
Casey, and Tyler streams of my heritage. Now, to equalise matters, I
chose a region in which Phillipses and Howards were thickest—the
lovely slopes of Howard Hill, which on the N. W. merge into the Place
countty—Moosup Valley—cover'd by my earlier trip. This is not the
oldest Phillips region; for that terrain, containing the very ancient
homestead now falling to ruin, lies to the south, on the old abandon’d
section of the Plainfield Pike, and is being sav’d by me as a climax. In
the graveyard I shall find the early Georgian slab of James Phillips Jun.,
my great-great-great-grandfather, and probably that of my great-great-
great-great-grandfather James Phillips Senior; which I have never seen,
but of whose carven cherubs others have told me. For this trip I took a
region easier of access, (tho' never before seen by me) where between
1788 and 1790 my great-great grandfather Asaph Phillips settled, and
where his descendants are represented both by permanent residents and
by petsons who spend only their summers there for old heritage’s sake.
The day was ideal, and my aunt and I had an exquisite rural walk from
the stage-coach on the Plainfield Pike to the idyllick reaches of Howard
Hill. We alighted at the semi-abandon’d village of Mt. Vernon, whose
chief house has a splendid Georgian doorway with festoon'd fanlight,
and which still holds the crumbling cellar walls of the ruin’d bank
whereof my great-uncle Raymond Place was cashier in the 1830’s. Help-
ful rusticks—who remember’d my grandfather well—directed us to the
proper road, and we wete soon rambling northward along one of the
loveliest country lanes I have ever seen—a lane which now and then
dipped into oak copses, and now and then emerg'd to grassy heights
whence one might survey the countryside for miles around, spying dis-
tant farmhouse gables, lines of stone walls, winding brooks, and gnatl'd
hillside orchards whose combined glamour produc’d a picture finer than
anything in any eclogue I ever read. This lane at length debouch’d upon
the Howard Hill Road thro’ a picturesque farmyard with an old mill
and mill stream close by. Then came a walk along the hill crest, where
every lane ended in a noble prospect of distant horizons and where sen-
tinel elms and pines, swinging meadow gates, walls and bars, and a lit-
tle old white schoolhouse with small-pan’'d windows, help’d to promote
the pastoral beauty of the scene. At last the site of the Asaph Phillips
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homestead hove in sight, (recognis’d by my aunt, who had been there
pefore) and we knew we had arriv'd at the focal point of our journey.
The old house, built about 1790, was some time ago burn’d down; but
the present owner of the estate, William Henty, Esq., a civil-engineer of
Providence (who marry’d the great-granddaughter of Asaph Phillips)
who dwells there summers, hath erected a new house of antient design,
with interior woodwork taken from demolish’d colonial buildings of the
region. There are lovely orchards, picturesque old barns and byres, ram-
bling stone walls, noble groves, and magnificent prospects on every
hand; so that, recalling that my grandfather (Whipple V.) and great-
grandfather (Capt. Jeremiah) were both born here, and that the seat of
my Place ancestors down the slope toward Moosup Valley is equally
beautiful, (cf. travelogue of Oct. 26, 1926) I again assur'd myself that I
come naturally and honestly by my pastoral predilections and love of
fine bucolick landscapes. The old Phillips graveyard, which I have
long'd to see for years, is situated on the crest of a meadow hill which
drops abruptly to an exquisite wooded valley with a brook. It is girdled
by a low stone wall, and commands a splendid vista of meads and
groves—one particularly impressive cluster of trees lying shortly west-
watd. On its hillward side it drops to a lower terrace which juts boldly
out from the slope and ends in a high bank wall—a terrace devoted to
the newer interments, and maintain’d in as elegant and sophisticated a
state as the smartest urban cemetery; with close-shav'd lawn, trim beds
of gay flowers, tasteful urns, and polished granite monument and mark-
ets of the most metropolitan pattern. In this lower terrace area are in-
tert'd many Providence Phillipses who cherish a wish to lic on ancestral
soil despite their lifetime separation from the ancestral scene. It is very
lovely in its way, but forms a rather incongruous note in the agrestick
Fost?r landscape. Naturally, my chief interest lay in the upper and older
b_ur}'mg-ground with its Georgian slate slabs bearing weeping-willows,
aneraty utns, and neatly rhym'd epitaphs, and its white marble slabs of
the 1840’s with their brief, pious, and sentimental observations. This
PlaCE‘Was much like the old Place cemetery in Moosup Valley, which I
describ’d in my 1926 travelogue. I now copied with great pains several
ancestral epitaphs—in some cases having to clear away moss, earth, and
Cteepers in order to reach the bottom lines Tho’ the head of
:ZSihOusehold was absent in town, his visiting daughter (my third

n) from New Jersey and several grandsons extended pleasing hos-
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pitality. I had met none of them before, and was very favourably im-
prest by their kindliness and cultivation. They produc’d some genealogi-
cal books and charts which help’d me very materially in defining my
exact relationship to several collateral Phillips lines, and I in turn was
able to tell them much they did not know about the Whipples (whose
blood we get thro' Asaph’s wife) and their descent from the Whipleys
of Norfolk in Old England. I blazon’d the Whipple arms for them—a
thing they were very grateful for, insomuch as they had not previously
known the exact design. Here the heraldick knowledge taught me by my
young friend Talman stood me in good stead ................ tho’ I
must concede that his precepts in the art of actual heraldick delineation
were less successful, as the above bunglings attest! Being regal’'d with
cordiality, coffee, data, and pears from a tree planted by Asaph Phillips,
we departed over Howard Hill in quest of a short road to Moosup Val-
ley and the Place country, insomuch as I wish’d to behold again the an-
tient and sightly birthplace of my mother, grandmother, and Place
great-grandfather. At the top of the hill we paus'd at the newer Howard
homestead, where we made ourselves known to the gentleman of the
estate, Whipple Howard, Jun., son of Whipple son of Leonard son of
Judge Daniel Howard, whose wife was Asaph Phillips” daughter Anna
—my third cousin by that link, and a remoter cousin by an earlier link.
He prov'd a man of middle age, wide information, and much affability;
who remains on his ancestral soil in the manner of those who went be-
fore him. His house is of early nineteenth century date, and in fine re-
pair—one of the most attractive New England rural places I have ever
beheld. By his directions we found the Moosup-Valley short cut, and at
once plung’d into a deserted countryside of utterly dreamlike loveliness.
The lane we follow'd was formerly the main high-road to Moosup Val-
ley and the country westward, but was abandon’d about the time of the
revolution in favour of the present route. During its existence houses
had been built upon the Howard Hill half of it, so that the perpetuation
of that part as an accessible lane was necessary. The other half, in the
valley beyond the Lyon burying ground and toward the James Phillips
place, was suffer'd to fall into desuetude; so that today not a trace re-
mains of it. Entering the still-preserv’d part of the route from the top of
Howard Hill, we found ourselves in the most marvellous and magical
colonial territory it hath ever been my good-fortune to behold. Other
old roads have such signs of modern decadence as telegraph-poles and
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mail-boxes, but here nothing of the kind had intruded. Just the quaint,
narrow, stone-wall'd line of the antient road, now carpeted with soft,
delicate grass and mosses and rambling in curves and twists through an
incredibly exquisite variety of meadows, orchards, woods, valleys, and
sleepy Geotgian farmsteads. Birds sang, and the westering sun pour'd a
flood of almost unreal and theatrical glamour over the graceful verdure
and undulant pastures. The feeling that one walked in a sheer vision
became more and more intense as the chromatick pageantry of fresh
greenery, deep-blue sky, and fleecy cumulus clouds spread more and
more thoroughly within one’s consciousness. The grace of the antient
farms with their white-gabled houses, old-fashion’d gardens, stone
walls, sloping orchards, and picturesque lines of barns and sheds became
so overwhelmingly pervasive that one felt almost opprest for lack of
opportunities for instant lyrical utterance. Here, indeed, was a small and
glorious world of the past completely sever'd from the sullying tides of
time; a world exactly the same as before the revolution, with absolutely
nothing changed in the way of visual details, currents of folk-feeling,
identity of families, or social and economick order. Where Howards or
Lyons or Phillipses and Places settled in the first half of the eighteenth
century, there Howards and Lyons and Phillipses and Places live now—
tiI‘ling the same fields in the same way, living in the same houses and
thinking the same thoughts. Horse-drawn vehicles predominate still,
and ﬂ?e drowsy hum of summer is unvext by any discordant note of
urbanism or mechanism. A gentle, elusive fragrance unknown either to
3:;113 or to ord.inat:y countrysides pervades the whole scene, and so stim-
€s the imagination that even I, whose fancy is so pteponderantly vis-
u_al, found myself living with several senses rather than with one, The
lines of Milton came into my head, and I found myself muttering:

“As one who long in populous City pent,

Where Houses thick, and Sewers, annoy the Air,
Forth issuing on a Summer’s Morn, to breathe
Among the pleasant Villages, and Farms
Adjoyn’d, from each Thing met conceives delight:
The Smell of Grain, or tedded Grass, or Kine,

Or Dairy, each rural Sight, each rural Sound.”

Veri i
notr‘ll’y’ I told my aunt, there is no need to marvel at that circumstance
1¢'d by Horace, when he say’d:
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“Scriptorum Chorus omnis amat Nemus et fugit Urbes.”

I am sorry that my direct personal line did not stay on the
antient soil; for as it is, my affection and loyalty are divided betwixt
these pastoral meads of ancestral memory, and the ancient hill and
Georgian spires and roofs of that Old Providence to which my own in-
fant eyes were open’d. By birth urban, I am by every hereditary instinct
the complete rural squire. God Save the King!

Yr. obt. Servt.,
H. Phillips Lo.

368. TO MRS. ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE

September 3, 1929
Dear Mrs. Toldridge:—

About the nature of poetry—I surely did not mean to belittle it by
calling it “'simply an elegant amusement,” because I believe that nothing

in existence is more important than elegant amusement. What I wished
to recommend was that you beware against making a burden of the art;
for if you do that, you make it fail of its purpose, which is to amuse the
creator. I wished to make it clear that the fun and function of poetry are
all comprised within the process of creating it, and that it is needless
and unwise to worry about what happens to it once it is written. Its
importance resides in the pleasure it gives you during the writing—the
mental and emotional satisfaction of self-expression. Once it has given
you this, it has fully and adequately performed its function; and there is
no need to bother about who else sees it—although it is of course pleas-
ant to have others see one’s work, so that there can be criticism and
helpful discussion about it. And so I say, this does not imply any trivial-
ity on the part of the art; for is not emotional satisfaction the only su-
preme goal of any intellient life? The cosmos contains nothing of
greater importance for the negligible atoms called human beings than
the condition of being elegantly amused. It is the only mental laziness
and attificial convention which can lead us to measure
“accomplishment” by the approval of others. All these things mean
nothing. The very idea of “accomplishment” is basically an artificiality
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and an illusion. However, if we need a set of empirical working-stan-
dards—and protective illusions, as it were—we can very logically say
that the satisfaction of our own emotions is the one solid thing which
we can ever get out of life; the only thing we have any rational right to
call “success” or “accomplishment” in a quasi-absolute sense. Each
thinking person is really a solitaty entity facing the formless and illimit-
able cosmos. None of the other entities really count except as minor
decorative factors. Naturally “‘success” and “‘accomplishment”can not be
the same for any two petsons, since each individual has a distinctive set
of emotional needs wholly peculiar to himself. The only constant and
homogeneous element behind the verbal abstractions is that of emzo-
tional equilibrinm —a subjective state of satisfaction. If we can attain
this, we have “success” and “‘accomplishment”—but it doesn’t matter
how we do it so long as we attain it somehow, and each person’s partic-
ular “success” is a different objective entity or condition from any other
person’s “‘success.” Certainly, life can have no greater gift than emo-
tional contentment during the aimless years from nothingness to noth-
ingness again! However—this is not to imply that the business of ac-
quiring contentment is an easy or frivolous matter. Only the psychology
of Victorian illusion and hypocrisy tries to invest trivial and meaning-
less things with the insipid glamour of a pretended jollity and happi-
ness. In stern fact, the relentless demands prompted by our glandular
and nervous reactions are exceedingly complex, contradictory, and impe-
tious in their nature; and subject to rigid and intricate laws of psychol-
0gy, physiology, biochemistry, and physics which must be realistically
studied and familiarly known before they can be adequately dealt with.
So real and fixed is this state of things, that we may easily see how futile
it is to expect anything to produce emotional satisfaction—or to pretend
that it does—unless all the genuine laws of emotion and nerve-reaction
are recognised and complied with. False or insincere amusement is the
sort of activity which does not meet the real psychological demands of
the human glandular-nervous system, but merely affects to do so. Real
dmusement is the sort which is based on a knowledge of real needs, and
\.Which therefore hits the spot, This latter kind of amusement is what art
#—and there is nothin more important in the universe. You may
cle_arly see that there can be no frivolity in this element, because it im-
Plies a close knowledge of real psychological demands, and a strict ad-
herence o them. As soon as the artistic expression diverges from the
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sphere of natural demand it becomes trivial, insincere, and artificial—
ceasing in fact to be artistic at all. This means exactly the same thing
that you mean when, using the older conventional terminology, you
speak of art as “the very language of the soul.” What used to be called
the “soul” in the days of religious myth, is in fact simply the fixed sum
total of human instincts and emotions, as motivated and directed by
sense-impressions, gland-secretions, and nerve-reactions. Art is, surely
enough, the one authentic language of this sharply-patterned, exacting,
and complex congeries of natural processes; and as such is as serious as
anything else in life. But life itself is not very serious—not even worth
counting in a general survey of the cosmos—so we must not make our-
selves ridiculous by imputing too grave an importance to anything we
do or feel. And as I have said, the fact that art is the natural language of
the “soul” or sense-gland-nerve system, does not by any means imply
that it depends for its effectiveness upon an audience. It is a serious
matter as such things go—but its only true province is to satisfy the
producer's emotions. And when its producer takes it too seriously, he
defeats its purpose by annulling its possibly satisfying effect through a
fresh load of worry! As for art’s relation to “prophecy and truth”—not
much can be said for that. Truth is something which can't be got at
except by a slow piecing-together of data, little by little, through the
gradual, cautious operation of those rigid cognitive processes whereby
we know that two and four are different things, and that black and
white are not the same. Any other use of the word is elliptical, figura-
tive, relative, or emptily meaningless—though we often employ it to
express the real conformity of a work of art to the emotions it is de-
signed to satisfy. This “truth to the emotions” of a work of art of course
has nothing to do with actual, absolute #xth as a delineator of what is
or isn't so in the domain of reality. What it is “true” to is merely the
emotional demands of the average sense-gland-nerve system of average
people—and these demands have no relation to the absolute facts of the
universe. A work of art must be “true” to human feeling, but it need
not be at all true to actual objective fact. This sounds like ambiguity
until we stop to consider that we use the word “true” to express two
antipodially different things—a circumstance which leads me to con-
demn the use of the word except in its literal sense of objective, scien-
tific reality. “Prophecy” is the business of the scientist and philosophic
historian—not of the poet. All the poet can do is to guess, absorb other
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ple’s conclusions, and set forth his feelings in symbolic form. Natu-
rally he is quick to absorb impressions—the quality that makes him a
poet gives him this facility—and sensitive in his reaction to them; so that
when he sets them forth symbolically he is usually reflecting a section of
current opinion in a more than commonly graphic and poignant way.
This makes his voice more clearly audible than the average, and gains
him the reputation of “prophet” when he happens to touch upon the
territory generally covered by the conception of “prophecy.” But there is
no exactitude, authority, or close cerebration in what he “prophesies”—
and he is in truth more often wrong than right, since he is always led by
unreliable sympathies and caprices rather than by the coolly intelligent
analysis of the events concerned, and a calmly rational estimate of the
probable result of their interaction. It is never the glowing bard, but
always the steel-cold man of intelligence, who gets closest to the truth—
the question of what is and what isn't—and has the best chance of con-
structing a sound forecast of what will be. Poetry and art for beanty—
but science and philosophy for #rath. It was a glowing, misty-minded
young poet, and not a sober man of analytical intellect, who muddled
matters by fastening a false linkage of truth and beauty upon the popu-
lar consciousness! However—this isn’'t to say that poets and artists are
less important than men of science, for in hard fact we must admit that
trath is nothing of any intrinsic importance. It doesn't matter a hang
whether we know anything about anything or not, so long as we can be
contented. If we can happily do it, we might just as well believe in
Sal?ta-Claus, God, a green-cheese moon, fairies, witches, good and evil,
unicorns, ghosts, immortality, the Arabian Nights, a flat earth, etc., etc.,
as learn the real facts about the universe and its streams and patterns of
eternal and alternatingly evolving and devolving energy. Truth becomes
mportant only when it is necessary to establish our emotional satisfac-
#on. Emotional satisfaction is the one big thing; and the greatest person
is the one who can create the thing most emotionally satisfying, whether
Of not it has any relation to truth or prophecy. On the whole, I think
Fhat beauty is more often satisfying than truth; so that the poet and art-
Ist are really somewhat ahead of the scientist and philosopher in 2 sound
:-;gezleuiitet cullfu.re. It is ce'rtaifl that tl?e l.luman pc:rsona,lity never at-
5 etg a ;r eight of saltxsfymg realisation fhan in the age of Peri-
ishl Jet we know that I.Jer?clean Athens was in many respects child-

¥ natve and ignorant in its conception of the universe. The present
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age, though, has its natural emotional demand for truth very keenly de-
veloped; so that no classic parallel will work very exactly. Successful
emotional adjustment or equilibrium today undoubtedly requires a far
greater proportion of realistic fact-comprehension than an equally suc-
cessful adjustment in the Hellas of 400 B. C.—or even in our own mut-
able civilisation a generation or two ago. This does not imply any espe-
cial advance, but merely a change. We can’t regulate our emotional de-
mands, and there is no reason to prefer any one set to any other. All we
can do is to note their slow, automatic, deterministic change, and to
meet them as best we may in the art-forms and folk-ways of each new
generation. There is nothing more to life than that.

Art, then, is really very important—perhaps the most all-inclusive
and important single element in life—though it abrogates its function
and ceases to be art as soon as it becomes self-conscious, puffed with
illusions of cosmic significance, (as distinguished from local, human,
emotional significance) or burdened with ulterior considerations and
worries based on its possible reception by the world and its effect on the
creator’s position. There is an old epigram which defines a gentleman as
“a man who doesn’t give a damn whether he’s a gentleman or not”—
and I would extend its principle to other arts than that of living, by
averring that an artist is one who doesn't give a damn whether he is
creating art or not, but who succeeds through not trying to succeed; who
aims simply to express himself, and only incidentally finds himself cre-
ating real beauty. We may describe the successful aesthete in a very free
patraphrase of Waller—

“He sought content, and fill’d his arms with bays.”

Certainly, all true poetry comes out of experience and emotion; for
we cannot have an authentic urge for expression unless we have really
lived or felt what we want to say. This does not mean that every poem
must describe some specific objective incident in our history, but merely
that it must adhere to territory with which we are sufficiently familiar to
harbour really profound and poignant feelings concerning it.

H. P. Lovecraft
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569. TO AUGUST DERLETH

On a high wooded bluff above a broad
river a mile west of my house—a spot
unchanged since I haunted it in infancy.

Septr. 4, 1929
Dear A. W.:—

Last week I took an all-day trip into the idyllic countryside of
Western Rhode Island; covering a region endeared to me by hereditary
memory, insomuch as it is the place where most of my maternal ances-
tors dwelt in the 18th and early 19th centuries. I visited a number of
ancient family homesteads, and two family burying-grounds—at which
latter I continued a task begun three years ago, of copying all the epi-
taphs of my progenitors. Worked on Phillipses this time, getting back
to my great-great-grandfather Asaph, whose old slate slab bears a dole-
ful weeping willow, and the touching lines

The sweet remembrance of the just
Shall flourish when they sleep in dust.

Before winter I shall make another trip—to an older burying ground
far south of this one which I have never seen—and get the epitaphs of
Asaph’s father (d. 1807) and grandfather (d. 1746)—both named
James. Then later I shall renew my hitherto vain search in Newport for
the grave of Michael, the elder James's father, who died in 1686. After
that I shall tackle Mike’s old man—the Rev. George—whom the wind
colic bumped off at Watertown, Mass. in 1644. And then I'm out of
luck unless I can dig up a trans-oceanic ticket; for George’s pa Christo-
pher, and all of his predecessors, are planted in and around the ivied

patish church of Rainham St. Martin's, in the hundred (sic) of Gallow,
Norfolk, Old England. . .. ...

Yr. most Obt. Servt.—HPL
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370. TO AUGUST DERLETH
friday
September 1929
my dear €. €. cummings:—

... the scenery of new england has, for its keynote, a sort of settled
restfulness and quiet beauty; a great luxuriance of vegetation uniting
with a gently rolling terrain studded with rocks to achieve a high degree
of variety and loveliness without ever breaking into violence. it ap-
proaches the landscape of old england more closely than does any other
american scenery. added to this natural setting are the ancient white
farmhouses, gnarled orchard trees, narrow, winding roads, rough, low
stone walls, and embowered village steeples and belfries which the hand
of pastoral mankind brought in the first two centuries of colonisation,
and which have blended harmoniously and almost indistinguishably
with the landscape to form a highly characteristic and reposefully lovely
type of scene. on every hand calm, long-seated, and wisely adjusted life
is suggested—the net effect being more old-world and european than
anything else south of french canada on this continent. of course the
fringes of cities are now spoilt by cheap bungalows and tawdry mecha-
nisation, but the back woods sections of the state roads retain a marvel-
lous amount of the pristine colonial charm. these remarks apply mainly
to southern new england; in northern new england we see the same type
of landscape features on an enhanced scale—with a ruggedness which
now and then (as in the white mountains and some parts of vermont)
ascends into positive grandeur. northern new england is likewise much
less vitiated by modernism and mechanisation. ............

yr. obt. servt.—HPL (hpl)

‘r———i
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371. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. L.
Septr. 16, 1929
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

................... The cuttings you enclosed are all interesting.
That Roman coin in the Indian grave could be used fictionally to sustain
a notion on which I have been ruminating for years—a forgotten colony
of Rome on American soil, including a city of Roman architecture with
temple-crowned citadel, columned forum, & marble arenas & baths. I
would have it come in conflict with the representatives of some native
civilisation—Maya, Aztec, &c.—& perhaps suffer extirpation in a des-
perate battle, or sink amidst an earthquake, The Malaysian temple item
also has fictional possibilities—for a story could connect it with the un-
known & primordial Pacific-island culture whose cyclopean masonry &
colossi are found in places like Ponape, in the Carolines, or Easter Is-
land. T suppose you have seen the Easter Island images in the National
Museum of your city—the only specimens in the United States. They
formed a high spot of my last spring’s visit, for I had never seen them
before. Few objects are so imaginatively provocative.

'I-Iad a call from one of “the gang” week ago yesterday, when George
Kitk & his wife passed through Providence on the last lap of a long
New England motor tour. I took him to the ancient & unchanged fish-
ing village of Pawtuxet, down the bay. Very shortly I may have another
& longer-term visitor in the person of one of the “gang’s” youngest
members—Donald Wandrei of St. Paul, Minn., who turned 21 this
summer. He has been working for a year in the advertising dept. of
D.utton’s in New York—& receiving very good remuneration for one of
h‘ls 8¢ & inexperience—but the unimaginative cheapness of commer-
clalism so preyed on his nerves that he has just resigned in disgust, &
lfcesolved to turn back to his own natural field of weird poetry & pr}ose
c:ﬁzai};, ;ven though he starve in the process. He has just begun what he

A .Ovel of age-old horror’, & wants a quiet environment to de-
velop .It in—hence his idea of visiting Providence for a time, & taking
&1 attic room in this house, as he did during the summer of 1927. I

2yt
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shall be very glad indeed to have him here, if he so decides, for he is
one of the most pleasing & bright of all my “adopted grandsons™!

With best wishes—
Yr most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

372. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. I,
Octr. 1, 1929
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

The cuttings you enclosed are all of interest.
I am glad to know that Arlington will be restored, since it has always
been an object of my admiration. I went through it—or as much of it as
was publicly open—in 1925, but it was then totally unfurnished. Even
then, though, I could appreciate its architectural excellence. That item
about the 2500-year-old lily-seed goes at once into my weird files—al-
though I have my doubts about the actuality of the germination. Similar
tales used to be told about wheat-grains from Eyptian tombs, but scien-
tific opinion has shewn them all to be apocryphal. That Quincy House
item—which had appeared in my local paper—was indeed melancholy
news; for I had often stopped at the old tavern, & the amateur press
associations used often to hold conventions there. It was on the site of
the ancient Brattle St. church—which in early colonial times displayed
its Puritan zeal by refusing the gift of an organ—which it termed “an
ungodly chest of whistles.” The organ went to St. John'’s in Portsmouth,
N. H., where it still remains in good condition. The Quincy is the sec-
ond old Boston hotel to go this year—the old U. S. Hotel, built in 1826
(& whete Loveman & I stopped only last January) having closed down
about a month ago. Only one or two of the famous old hostelries are
left now. As for Dr. Hredlicka—he leaves the Indian origin question
about where it was before, Asiatic migration is a virtual certainty,
though details & technical confirmations are still to be secured. It is also
still an open question as to whether any non-Indian stocks had a foot-
hold in America in prehistoric times. That article on bell-ringing re-
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minds me of my frequent wish to master some of the quaint terminol-
ogy of the vanishing craft. The late John Ravenor Bullen knew it
fuently, & used it in one of his tales. It would be a pity if the nomen-
clature & the art were alike to die out, & I hope some Henry Fordlike

erson will intervene to save them—if only in a museum way. America
never had this bit of colour, for Puritan steeples generally boasted only
a single bell. Still—even those unvarying peals sound highly picturesque
& attractive across a rural valley through the haze of summer or over the
crisp Christmas snows. In the second lot of cuttings I note one item
which reveals a temperament enviably dissimilar to my own—namely,
the statement of Mr. Temple Thurston that writing is something which
can be done at any time. It may be so with him, but I must regretfully
say that it is not so with me. Of course, I can write straightforward
prose on any given subject at any time—plain essay prose, which simply
relates facts already formulated in my mind. But when it comes to fic-
tion, or anything calling upon the creative imagination, I find that my
mind is not always equally in shape. It pays to make the most of spells
of particular ability when they come, & to save the dull periods for hack
work. That autumn idyl by D.C. Puttie is exceedingly appealing. I am
very fond of gardens—in fact they are among the most potent of all
imaginative stimuli with me

I remain
Y'r most obt Servt
HPLovecraft

373. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

early Oct.,
Dear CA §.— d Ll

By the way—if you want to see a new story which is practically mine,
flead The Curse of Yig in the new Weird Tales, next your verses. The
authoress”, Mrs. Reed, is a client for whom Long & I have done lots
of work, & this specimen is well-nigh a piece of original composition on
0 patt, since all I had to go by was a synopsis of notes describing a
f:)ﬁneer. couple, the attack on the husband by snakes, the bursting of his
*Pse in the dark, & the subsequent madness of the wife. All the plot
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& motivation in the present tale are my own—I invented the snake-god,
the curse, the prologue & epilogue, the point about the identity of the
corpse, & the monstrously suggestive aftermath. To all intents & pur-
poses it's my story—though not my latest, for I wrote The Dunwich
Horror afterward.

Yr most obt Servt
HPL

374. TO AUGUST DERLETH
Octr. 6, 1929
Dear A. W.:—

... Home is one’s ideal setting if one is to develope one’s best attrib-
utes, and New York is no place for a white man to live. The metropolis
is a flurried, garish dissonance of aimless speed and magnitude, hybrid
and alien to the core, and without historic roots or traditions. It is an
emotional and aesthetic island—and a desert island in the long run. A
man belongs where he has roots—where the landscape and milieu have
some relation to his thoughts and feelings, by virtue of having formed
them. A real civilisation recognizes this fact—and the circumstance that
America is beginning to forget it, does far more than does the mere
matter of commonplace thought and bourgeois inhibitions to convince
me that the general American fabric is becoming less and less a true
civilisation and more and more a vast, mechanical, and emotionally im-
mature barbarism de luxe. But there’s a good deal of the elder atmo-
sphere left, and we may enjoy it while it lasts. ....... Yr. most obt.
HPL.
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375, TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Tuesday the 1gth, 1929
(October)

Parallel-less Paramount-point of Petrifica-Pierian Peripateticism:—

... I do like to have myself down on paper and know just where I
stand in relation to the stone-wall’d rolling meads-and white farmhouse
gables of the Arcadian realm of Western Rhode-Island. The visible
beauty and dignity of a settled, aesthetically integrated region take on a
fresh degree of poignancy and motivating stimulation when one can feel
one’s own hereditary blood-stream coursing through the scene as
through the veins of some vast and exquisite organism. One can say not
only, “I love these waving grasses and towering elms and brook-
threaded valleys and stone-wall’d farmsteads and white village
steeples,” but “these waving grasses and towering elms and brook-
threaded valleys and stone-wall'd farmsteads and white village steeples
are ME, MYSELF, I, THE CONSCIOUS EGO”! And what more can
any guy ask than that ? Isn’t all art an effort of the artist to identify him-
self with the burning beauty and strangeness he depicts? Why, then,
reject such identification as Nature provides?

The past is real—it is all there is. The present is only a trivial and
momentary boundary-line—whilst the future, though wholly determi-
nate, is too essentially unknown and landmarkless to possess any hold
upon our sense of concrete aesthetic imagery. It is, too, liable to involve
shifts and contrasts repugnant to our emotions and fancy; since we can-
Rot study it as a unified whole and become accustomed to its internal
Vanatic?ns as we can study and grow accustomed to the vary’d past.
There is nothing in the future to tie one’s loyalties and affections to—it
can mean nothing to us, because it involves none of those mnemonic
association-links upon which the illusion of meaning is based. So I, for
one, prefer Old New England and Old Virginia to the unknown mecha-
'tl(;sed barbarism that stretches out ahead of us—as meaningless and alien
nian;en of our heritage and memories as the cultures of China or Abyssi-
e, : a:csent (_jarthage or the planet §atum. There's no use pretending
monﬁ:n&ndardmed, tlme-tabiefl machme-cul?ure has any point in com-

y area of contact—with a culture involving human freedom,
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individualism, and personality; so that it seems to me all one can do at
present is to fight the future as best he can. Anybody who thinks that
men live by reason, or that they are able consciously to mould the effect
and influences of the devices they create, is behind the times psychologi-
cally. Men can use machines for a while, but after a while the psychol.
ogy of machine-habituation and machine-dependence becomes such
that the machines will be using the men—modelling them to their essen-
tially efficient and absolutely valueless precision of action and
thought perfect functioning, without any reason or reward for
functioning at all. One can’t dodge this issue in glittering generalities,
or through an habitual hopefulness of attitude which after all springs
merely from a certain type of gland-functioning. Certain causes produce
certain results, and a look ahead is not reassuring from what we know
of the laws of human action and reaction. Read The Modern Temper,
by Joseph Wood Krutch, and The Dance of the Machines, by Edward J.
O’Brien. One almost certain outcome of America’s accepted system of
plutocratic despotism and democracy of opportunity will be rather ironic
from the point of view of your own democratic wishes. That will be the
crystallisation of an absolutely unbreakable caste system based on fixed
mental and biological capacity, as democtacy opens the upward path to
competent individuals and leaves the menial places to the naturally in-
competent. With this system operating, a thousand years will see a
wholly new social-political-industrial order composed of a highly intelli-
gent ruling and administrative stratum on top, (descended from the in-
telligent elements of al/ classes of today) plus a vast residue of mentally
inferior material (drained steadily, through opportunity to rise, of all
the naturally capable material it has ever produced) wholly at the mercy
of the superior class—well-fed, well-housed, well-clothed, well-treated,
well-leisured, well-amused, and all that—but essentially brainless and
relegated to a position of virtual parity with the well-oiled and well-
treated machines with which it will share its burthen-bearing. The effect
of machine-standardisation on Jiterature is well shewn by O’'Brien in his
Dance of the Machines. Quantity-production devoid of individualities
and subtleties, or of genuine personal vision, is an inevitable result. The
Saturday Evening Post with its bland, superficial callousness and lack of
true appraisals or analyses, is a good symbol of future writing and pub-
lishing. The standards of uniformity, quantity, and monetary reward ov-
ershadow everything else. ........

SELECTED LETTERS 33

Make no mistake—this is what lies ahead of us! All the national stan-
dards are shifting toward it—in the fields of politics, science, and even
art. Values today are not humanistic—i. e., not based on the standard of
human personality and emotion, and of the rewards inherent in self-rea-
lisation—but mathematical and quantitative; based on measurement as
applied 1o malerial function, without regard for the significance of that
function in producing the emotional-imaginative state of adjustment
which philosophers call “the good life.” The modern standard of a man
is not his whole, rounded personality as expressed in his individual an-
gle of vision, balance of emotions, background-acquirements, and the
like; but merely the mechanical speed and precision of his calculative
intellect alone, as coolly measured and plotted out in “graphs” and ta-
bles by standardised wielders of the Binet-Simon intelligence test. In
other words, we no longer measure men as human beings, but as effec-
tive fractions of a vast mathematical machine which has no goal or put-
pose save to increase the precision and economy of its own useless and
rewardless motions. That is why the inevitable coming of the new ma-
chine-age aristocracy of mentally-superior rulers gives me no hope of a
renewed civilisation. This future aristocracy—whose pioneers are al-
ready among us in the persons of such industrialists as Ford, Firestone,
Rockefeller, Stinnes, Lever, etc., etc.—will be one of wealth, splendour,
power, speed, quantity and responsibility alone; for, having been
erected on the basis of acquisition and industry, it will naturally draw
all i?s streams of feeling from the empty ideal of size, measurement,
precision, and activity-for-its-own-sake . . . , the crude ideal of doing as
0pposed to the civilised ideal of being. Upon this foundation will arise
such art as it will possess—the hard, unsatisfying, geometrial aesthetic
whose pictorial manifestations you can ‘see in the massed planes and
cubes and angles of “modernistic” and expressionistic painting, Of
COur§e it will be a kind of “civilisation”, in the loosest sense of the term;
but it will be no civilisation of ours. We can’t look forward to it with
4y more sense of personal pride or pleasure than we could look for-
Ward to the triumph of any other alien civilisation on territory which has
l‘;:\;n &:)ur own. Wouldn't we fight an attempt of the Japanese—cul-
Virginiaoug'lilpthe'y a,re—to occupy and flourish on New England and
L soii ? Didn’t our forefathers fight the lfrenc-h to keep them
- preading over us fr?m Canada and the Ohio-Mississippi valley?

ades of Sir William Phipps, Governor Shirley, Sir Wm. Pepperrell,
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Gen. Wolfe and Capt. Daniel Fones of the Rhode-Island arm’d sloop
Tartar! For what did the bells in the Georgian steeples of Salem and
Boston and Providence ring out when Louisburg fell in 17457 God
Save the King! No, damn it! If we fought the menacing culture of the
French, which was undoubedly s#perior to our own, shall we not fight
this even more alien and immeasurably inferior barbarism of the
machine? . .. ..

I am desolated that you and Talman miss'd seeing good old Mac be-
cause of that date slip-up. It is possible that Mac's general shakiness
caused him to give Sonny the wrong figures—just as he wrote his future
address “South Dakoma’ instead of “South Tacoma.” .. ..

As for bookplates—I certainly don’t think that Talman would soak
you an hundred fish for a good pachydermatous torchbearer. He's no
organised professional, and is not the sort to be a Shylock amongst the
gang. He gave me my plate as a sort of recognition of the help I've
given him with his short stories—although I told him at the time that
he was more than welcome to whatever assistance I could extend. Ask
him about his rates some time, for I'm hang'd if his best work isn’t
good enough for anybody—be he “profesh” or not! The printing from
a plate like mine, on stock like that of the sample you have, is only
83.75 for 500 copies—at a firm in Montague St., Brooklyn. Of course,
if anybody wants something sweller and doggier—engraved plate, old
Japanese vellum, and all that—one must pay in proportion; but for a
plain, democratick guy like me, this ordinary kind of cut and stock is
plenty good. I've got five hundred copies—but I shan't plaster the more
tatter'd and less important items in my modest library.

Sorry a gang meeting can’t be rounded up, and hope you'll get
around to Little Belknap’s oftener. They enjoy your calls immensely—in
fact, they remarked last August that they wished your programme al-
lowed you to get around oftener. It certainly is a delightful household—
including my friend Felis, and even the usurping Canis! ... Haven't
had a word out of Samuelus since his transfer of commercial affiliations
—T'll bet he let somebody else get that pile of Farmer’s Almanacks that
he was saving for me until the owner quoted a price, and that he's
ashamed to write the Old Gentleman after such a lapse! But hell—he
needn’t worry about that! Grandpa is a cynical and moderately forgiv-
ing old goof, with too low an opinion of the human will and intelli-
gence to be disappointed or disillusion’d by small lapses. Glad Georgio-
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crcus still flourishes. He hasn’t written me since his passage thro’ Provi-
dentium, but I hope he saw and enjoy’d WICKFORD, as he meant to
do when I bade him adieu in East-Greenwich. Orton, as I think I saif.l,
is getting out a Dreiser bibliography—which you'll no doubt see in
time. But after all, it's a denatured sort of gang-skeleton with nice old
Mac off the scene!

Our friend Clark Ashton Smith—Klarkash-Ton, Emperor of Dreams,
whom you appreciate so keenly—has turned to short story writing of
Jate, and is producing a surprising quantity of good items—several of
which Wright has accepted. See what you think of them when they ap-
pear in Weird Tales—especially A Night in Malneant, and The End of
the Story. Still better ones are due to follow.

Very shortly the daily literary column of the Providence Journal—
The Sideshow—may feature a discussion bringing in the names of my-
self and of my small grandsons Belknap and August W. Detleth of
Wisconsin! A coupla weeks ago the literary editor—Bertrand K. Hart—
had some dope about what the best horror story in all literature is. I
couldn’t resist sending him a copy of my Recluse article, plus transcripts
of lists of “best weird tales” (with my own omitted in decent modesty)
which Sonny and Derleth had prepared—as a matter of pure coinci-
dence—not long before. Hart came back with a very pleasant letter; ex-
pressing his intention of discussing the subject futher in his “colyum”,
and asking permission to refer to my grandsons and myself by our real
names. Assuming that nobody was especially keen on secrecy, I extended
the desiderate imprimatur—hence expect to see the annals of the gang
perpetuated in the cultivated press of a real fown. If you have any ideal
list of best weird tales to send along, come ahead and send it! I'm sure
Hart would welcome any augmentations to the genial melee.

Yr. Oblig’'d obt. hble. Servt.,
®cobdAdog
Theobaldas
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376. TO AUGUST DERLETH
The Quinsnicket Country 6 miles north
of Providence

Octr. 21, 1929
My dear A. W.:—

Let me thank you with the utmost sincerity for the generous batch of
landscape photographs you so kindly lent—and which I shall return in
tomorrow’s mail. At this moment I am appreciating them in the least
invidious and most appropriate manner possible—namely, viewing their
transmitted beauty in the midst of the glowing, first-hand, autumnal
beauty of the finest landscape vista in New England! I am seated on a
hillside—on the browning turf beside a road which spirals down before
me to an eastward valley with a blue, glimmering mere at its bottom,
The descent is undulant and variegated, with picturesque granite out-
croppings, gay-foliaged trees, and rambling, old-fashioned stone walls
here and there. On my right is the edge of a forested ravine with a
brook at the bottom whose placid coursing I can just hear, In that ravine
—now out of sight, but to be visited by me later in the afternoon—are
the picturesque ivied ruins of an ancient mill which I knew in
youth . .. raw material for some future Evening in Spring study of my
own! On my left the ground sharply ascends in a series of graceful
slopes now dotted with the sheaves of harvest-time, whilst pecping
through the gnarled trees of red and gold hillside orchards are the time-
stained gables of two venerable farmhouses—the Richard Comstock
house, built in 1670, and the Benjamin Arnold house, built in 1732.
But the most fascinating of all is the panorama straight ahead, across the
pool-bottom’d valley. There the opposite slope arises in the distance,
rich with autumnal foliage, and shewing through the treetops the sun-
gilded roofs and steeples of far-off Saylesville—an old-world prospect
which carries the fancy back to old England and the peaceful meads and
vales along the Thames and Wye and Avon. Truly, I do not know of
any landscape on earth which more appeals to me than this, It satisfies
almost every major longing in my imagination. The charm could not
possibly be captured by photography—and I would give neatly every-
thing I possess for the power to draw or paint it

Yr. most obt. Servt. HP
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377, TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. L,
Octr. 25, 1929.
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

................. The cuttings proved exceedingly interesting—
especially the one about Fredericksburg, which I explored so thoroughly
last May. The town fascinated me tremendously—even more so than
Williamsburg, since its archaism is a natural survival rather than a self-
conscious restoration—& I'm sure I'd choose it as a residence if I were
ever to settle outside New-England. It has some fine old doorways—
with rectangular transoms more often than semicicular fanlights—whose
details are highly esteemed by architects ; & across the Rappahannock is
the still older & quainter hamlet of Falmouth, which retains much
charm despite its slum decadence. Fredericksburg contains the mansion
of Kenmore, long the home of Genl. Washington's sister, & the cottage
where his mother spent her last days. . ...................

Weather hereabouts has not been as genial as in Washington, so that
I have not had so many woodland writing sessions as I had last autumn.
At prevailing temperatures, one has to keep moving outdoors. I hope,
however, to get a few good walks before the foliage is all gone. It is in
the spring & fall, I imagine, that the difference in latitude between
R. I & D. C. becomes most manisfest. Last spring I found Washington
very cold at a time when the north was still uncomfortable. The best
days here have been Oct. 20-21, when I had glorious afternoons amidst
the gay leafage & rustic & village vistas of the Quinsnicket region. All
this makes me especially appreciative of the October landscape items in
the latest batch of cuttings. There is one place in Quinsnicket—on the
side of a hill—where I could sit for hours gazing at the landscape with-
out being bored. The road spirals down to an eastward valley with a
glassy mere at its bottom—beyond which rises another hill now gay
with autumn splendour—on which the idyllic gables & spires of the vil-
lage of Saylesville can be seen in the distance. On the right are rolling
meadows with quaint stone walls, & the forested edge of a deep, brook-
traversed ravine; whilst on the left are terraced uplands with frequent
outcropping of rock & at present dotted with the corn-sheaves of harvest

» s, e s

o

SR



38 SELECTED LETTERS

time. At the rim of these uplands the ancient roofs of two farmhouses—
one built in 1670 & the other in 1732—can be glimpsed through the
scarlet & gold of gnarled orchard-trees. A place like this makes me re-
gret, more than anything else, my inability to draw & paint. It looks
something like this:

I can appreciate, too, the editorial on W hite Moon's Wizardry, since the
Hunter's Moon last week was exceptionally fine. I took several walks to
get the benefit of the mystic moonbeams on particular bits of landscape
& architecture—river reflections, &c.—& could well appreciate the ex-
pression ‘“burning moonlight”—used by Flecker in the last act of his
Hassan.

Other cuttings of much interest are those connected with extinct cul-
tures. I had seen a short item about the Esquimau discovery before, but
this account is ampler. Lost Arctic & Antarctic civilisations form a fasci-
nating idea to me—T used it once in Polaris, & expect to use it again
more than once. The Maya question is absotbingly interesting, too. Le
Plongeon is hardly to be taken seriously, yet even without his chimerical
notions the history of the ancient culture, with its sudden shift from
Central America to Yucatan about 500 A. D., is dramatic & mysterious
enough. The origin of the Mayas is almost indisputably Asiatic, & their
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art will be found, on analysis, much closer to that of India & Indo-
China than to any art-stream of Africa or Western Asia. It is very
doubtful whether an inhabited Atlantis ever existed, although vast areas
in the Atlantic have undoubtedly sunk at one time or another. It seems
likely that the classic Atlantis of Plato was in North Africa, on the
shores of a lagoon now dried up. The fabled Poseidonis was in all prob-
ability somewhere near the later Tunis. But a sunken land is a great
theme for fiction, & I always like to read Atlantean tales. There is a new
one by A. Conan Doyle just out—The Maracot Deep—which I want to
read as soon as possible.
I have ye honour to subscribe myself,
Yr most obt hble Servt
HPLovecraft

378. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Harvest-Home Day
October 30, 1929
Apotheosis'd Aérial of Anthropological Aspiration:—

As for the future of Western Civilisation—and of any other
cultures which the planet may preserve or develop—far be it from me to
be dogmatick. All T deal in is probabilities. In the last analysis, nobody
don’t know nothin’ about nothin’. Contrary to what you may assume, 1
aM 70t a pessimist but an indifferentist—that is, I don’t make the mis-
take of-thinking that the resultant of the natural forces surrounding and
governing organic life will have any connexion with the wishes or tastes
of any part of that organic life-process. Pessimists are just as illogical as
Optimists; insomuch as both envisage the aims of mankind as unified,
and as having a direct relationship (either of frustration or of fulfil-
ment) to the inevitable flow of terrestrial motivation and events. That is
*—‘both schools retain in a vestigial way the primitive concept of a con-
:C;g;l: t}c;leologyv—of a cosmos which gives a damn one way or the other
e rtne especial wants and ultimate welfefre of mosquitoes, rats, lice,

io](; iceln, horses, pterodactyls, trees, .fu.ngit dodos, or other forms of
i i%lu:i energy. And 1 fea.r t}?e melz?nst is not altogether free from
on, either. But the indifferentist is. He alone of all thinkers is
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willing to view the future of the planet impartially—without assigning
(as indeed there is absolutely no ground for assigning) any preponder-
ance of evidential value to such factors as appear to argue a course pleas-
ant to himself. Not that he is especially looking for anti-human out-
comes, or that he has any pleasure in contemplating such. It is merely that,
in judging evidence, he does not regard the quality of favourableness to
man as any intrinsic mark of probability. Neither does he regard it as
any intrinsic mark of improbability—he simply knows that this quality
has nothing to do with the case; that the interplay of forces which gov-
ern climate, behaviour, biological growth and decay, and so on, is too
purely universal, cosmic, and eternal a phenomenon to have any rela-
tionship to the immediate wishing-phenomena of one minute organic
species on our transient and insignificant planet. At times parts of this
species may like the way things are going, and at times they may not—
but that has nothing to do with the cosmically fixed march of the events
themselves. Human liking or welfare is no probability-factor at all—and
no person has a right to express an opinion on the future of the world,
so long as he has the least tendency to consider a man-favouring course
as intrinsically more likely to be probable than any other course. If he
lets the quality of man-favouringness serve in lieu of real evidence to
predispose him toward belief in any direction, then his opinion is null
and void as a serious philosophic factor. The real philosopher knows
that, orher evidence being equal, favourableness or unfavourableness to
mankind means absolutely nothing as an index of likelihood—that is,
that a future hostile to man is precisely as probable as one favourable to
him. And of course this works the other way around as well—so that no
one is justified in thinking a theory probable merely becanse it opposes
man. The indifferentist laughs as much at irresponsible calamity-howlers
and temperamental melancholiacs as he does at smirking idealists and
unctuous woodrowilsonians, For example—nothing makes me more
amused than the hypersensitive people who consider life as essentially an
agony instead of merely a cursed bore, punctuated by occasional agony and
still rarer pleasure. Life is rather depressing because pain and ennui out-
weigh pleasure; but the pleasure exists, none the less, and can be en-
joyed now and then while it lasts. And too—many can build up a crus-
tacean insensitiveness against the subtler forms of pain, so that many
lucky individuals have their pain-quota measurably reduced. Uniform
melancholy is as illogical as uniform cheer. Another thing—it is quite
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absutd to think that the decline of civilisation means instant savagery
and suffering. On the contrary, (to use my favourite forensick phrase)
these letdowns are nearly always gradual and partial—so that it took
Rome fully four-hundred years to slip from the Antonine peak to the
utter cultural disintegration of—say—6oo A. D. And even then, of
course, there were rudimentary fragments of mental and aesthetic life left
—together with the prospects of another civilisation around the corner.
The only element of real calamitousness is for the member of the declining
divilisation as an individual—or for his generation as a group. He, and
his kind, know that the near future will not be such as to call forth so
much of man’s imaginative and emotional resources as the present and
immediate past have called forth—that life, while not necessarily a mat-
ter of complete misery and sterility, will be conducted on a lower poten-
tial, with less rich rewards for the ordeal of remaining conscious—and
that the resurgent civilisation of the remoter future, beyond the slack
period, will—while its height cannot be predetermined—be so com-
pletely alien to him, that—high or low—it will mean no more to him
than an hypothetical civilisation on Saturn’s third satellite, It'’s no civili-
sation of his—so that nothing connected with it can compensate for the
sense of loss inherent in the realisation that his own set of conditions
and values and secondary instincts is not going ahead unimpededly.
Naturally there are many unimaginative people whose emotional adjust-
ment depends so little on their orientation in time and space that mat-
ters like this mean relatively little to them so long as they can have their
chosen conditions during their own lifetimes. Indeed, there are even
people of greater sensitiveness who—while foreseeing the changes—
manage to dramatise themselves in such a way as to avoid pain at the
thought of their culture’s ending. There may be some—such as the xoth
century decadents in France—who can derive a sort of pleasurable tragic
exaltation from the picture of themselves as the crew of a sinking ship
—4 ship which is sinking, no matter how many other ships may later
put fo sea from other ports. To be a Psamattickus in a dying Egypt, a
Lucian in a fading Hellenistic world, a Boéthius or a Venantius Fortu-
fatus in a doomed Rome—there is quite a kick in the idea for those
Who like that kind of thing. In fact, we may say quite certainly that
anyone’s emotional attitude toward the future is essentially a matter of
chance and of taste. The only thing about which any representative array
of clear thinkers—an array involving the temperamental heterogeneities
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inevitable among individuals—can be expected to approximate similar-
ity, is the impersonal and objective matter of calculating what the future
is likely to be, whether one hates or relishes it. And even here the simi-
larity can be only approximate, since different emotions give different
individuals different habits of perception, appraisal, and reasoning—
habits which importantly affect all conclusions save those depending on
the very simplest, clearest, and most concrete data. One really ought to
think of the future apart from all likes, dislikes, and personal perspec-
tives. He would then see a transformation in process; likely to invalidate
most of our present standards, thought-habits, and pleasure-sources, and
to substitute another set of these things which—though no doubt satis-
fying to those born under its aegis—will call forth less of the varied
pleasure—and thought-potentialities of mankind than the systems of the
past and present have called forth. He needn’t call this a tragedy if he
doesn't wish to—for of course he will not live to reap its worst effects,
while his great-grandchildren will be too steeped in the newer order to
miss any other. But it would be hardly scientific of him to deny that a
decline in the intrinsic level of civilisation is involved. We know well
enough that different civilisations have different levels as judged by the
amount of mental and emotional energy they draw forth from their com-
ponent individuals—scale Greece against Persia, Egypt against Assyria,
Rome against Carthage, France against India, and so on—and we likewise
know that low-potential cultures often supplant cultures of higher po-
tential. Hellenism gave way to Romano-Alexandrianism, Mayan culture
to Nahvatlin-Aztec culture, and so on. The illusion of steady collective
“progress” toward any desirable end is of relatively recent origin, and
becomes absurd when we reflect that Periclean Greece lies some 2400
years behind our own essentially mediocre age. So far as we can see,
there lies ahead of the western world a period of great material com-
fort and ostentation; amidst which a real culture will come to exist as
a leisure class develops, but which will find its satisfactions on a less
complex and poignant plane than that of the dying Renaissance cul-
ture. Then will come a Dark Age—precipitated either through ennui-
collapse or external conquest—and after that an entirely different mon-
grel world beginning over again; though perhaps with intermediate
stages involving the decreasingly vital use of various elements of the
existing culture. And after the overthrow of all these fragments, there
will be another building up from the nomad-pastoral state—with
priest-king-war-chief, council of nobles, and all the other familiar
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anthropological forms which spring from the basic species—instincts
against the background of unartificialised Nature. Thes'e- people Wf—u
gape at the legends which their old women and medicine-men will
weave about the ruins of concrete bridges, subways, and building-foun-
dations—and about the Sphinx and the pyramids and the rock-temples
of Petra. How many times this patterned drama will be repeated, we
cannot tell. It does not really matter, since quantity is really a very insig-
nificant thing. Possibly the level of the highest previous civilisation will
be surpassed—especially if a return to the primitive ever sets biologi-
cally evolutionary factors into motion again, producing types superior to
any of the past and present. But all this means nothing to us—no more
than as if the events took place on another planet—and if evolution
does resume sway over us, the resultant beings will not be men in the
strictest sense, any more than we ate the apes who preceded us ances-
trally. More—if the sun gives heat long enough, there will certainly
come a time when the mammal will have to go down to subordination
as the reptilia went before him, We are not nearly so well equipped for
combating a varied environment as are the articulata; and some climatic
revulsion will almost certainly wipe us out some day as the dinosaurs
were wiped out—leaving the field free for the rise and dominance of
some hardy and persistent insect species—which will in time, no doubt,
develop a high specialisation of certain functions of instinct and percep-
tion, thus creating a kind of civilisation, albeit one of wholly different
perceptions, (when other species view a given object, their ocular image
of it differs—sometimes widely—from ours) emphases, feelings, and
goals. Probably the period of human supremacy is only the prologue to
the whole drama of life on this planet—though of course some cosmic
collision is always capable of smashing up the theatre before the pro-
logue is done. All this sort of thing has undoubtedly happened an infin-
ity of times in the past—planets being born and spawning a varied life;
evolution and culture ensuing; and death and oblivion eventually over-
taking all. Probably there are one or two other cases existent even at this
moment; for although the newer conceptions of the cosmos have de-
stroyed the old-time notion of “a plurality of worlds,” it is always likely
that the tidal accident which produced the solar system had counterparts
sufficiently near in time to make probable the survival of their living
results. If not in our galactic universe, these survivals may exist in re-
Moter units of the Einsteinian space-time continuum.

As for your aesthetic conception of the history of all human branches
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as a single pattern or continuous process in which you can take a citizen-
like pleasure and pride—of course, the picture is a pretty one, and was
much cited in the naive and non-analytical Victorian days when senti-
mental over-extensions of the evolutionary idea took the place of the
disinterested anthropology of the XXth century. It is, as an emotional
attitude, perfectly sound and historically interesting—and is even com-
prehensible to me, since it bears analogies with my own sense of the
whole cosmos rather than the earth as a working unit. But unfortunately
it deals too much in unrealities, and in subjective illusions based on
primitive and obsolete value-conceptions, to have a vital relationship to
the problem of environment for the individual in real life. The actual
individual—apart from a small group of theorists who specialise in this
kind of feeling and derive certain artificial emotional-imaginative satis-
factions from it as I do from my “infinite-cosmicism”—can form no
more of a satisfying conception of himself as a member of an hypotheti-
cal biology-stream than a hen-louse can form satisfying conceptions of
himself as a proud unit in the whole pedicular pageant of cat, dog, man,
goat, and sand parasites. It all may be theoretically so—all men certainly
have a vague common origin in one or two earlier primate species, while
a few isolated culture-ideas are occasionally passed along—or taken over
in a more or less garbled and fragmentary way—from one group to an-
other—but, from the point of view of the normal member of any exist-
ing human group, what the hell of it? It simply doesn’t mean anything.
All our feelings and loyalties are based on the special instincts and in-
herited values of our immediate racial and cultural group—take these
away, and absolutely nothing remains for any average person to anchor
his sense of direction, interest, or standards to. What do you care about
the mean annual temperature of Jupiter? Or I about the welfare of some
lousy Chinaman or god damn negro? Nothing but artificial sentiment,
of a thin, unreal sort insufficient to hold any but a few imaginative indi-
viduals like you or me, could make any normal terrestrial Aryan care a
hang about either Jupiter and Saturn’s Rings on the one hand, or China-
men and negroes on the other hand. Nothing means anything vitally to
us except something which we can interpret in the light of conditions
we know. Empty words and their similarities mean very little—and we
are very much mistaken if we think, upon reading the precepts of some
ancient and exotic sage, that these words mean the same to us that they
did to the people whose minds and feelings were fed from the same back-
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grouﬂd as the Sége's. Spengler points this out with tremendous force—
though it was highly apparent to me long before I ever heard of Bre'r
Oswald. We live, always, by two codes—the external and professed code
hased on an artificially cosmopolitan culture; and the inner, real, and mo-
tivating code, based on the true response of our instincts to their habitual
stimuli. It is all very well to theorise decoratively from the outer code—
put we must apply the inner code when we wish to calculate actual re-
sults. Stripping off the mask of nineteenth century euphemism and deco-
mum, we know damn well that the human race is divided into many
groups whose whole instinctive conceptions of what is desirable and
what is undesirable are so antipodally apart in half to three-quarters of
the affairs of life, that they cannot possibly be thought of as having any
goal or complete set of standards in common. And to prefend that such
a community can exist, is to complicate the matter all the worse. We
misunderstand all the more, when we feign to understand what we do
not understand. Half the tragedies of history are the result of expecting
one group to conform to the instinctive reactions of another, or to cher-
ish its values. One of the worst examples of this is the cringing Semitic
slave-cult of Christianity which became thrust upon our virile, ebullient
Western stock through a series of grotesque historic accidents. Obvi-
ously, we whose instinctive ideas of excellence centre in bravery, mas-
tery, and unbrokenness, and whose ultimate fury of contempt is for the
passive, non-resistent, sad-eyed cringer and schemer and haggler, are the
least fitted of all races for the harbourage of a Judaeo-Syriac faith and
standards—and so the whole course of history proved; with Christian-
ity always a burden, handicap, misfit, and unfulfilled mockery upon our
assertive, Thor-squared, Woden-driven shoulders. We have mouthed ly-
ing tributes to meekness and brotherhood under Gothic roofs whose
Vvery pinnacled audacity bespeaks our detestation of lowliness and our
love for power and strength and beauty, and have spouted hogsheadfuls
of hot ajr about “principle” and ethics, and restraint at the same time
that our hobnailed boots have kicked around in utter loathing the bro-
ken Jeyvs whose existence is based upon these principles. That is the
hYPofrl_sy of the altruistic and humanitarian tradition—talking and
theorising against Nature as she actually works within us. From our at-
tempt to assimilate Semitism we have gained nothing but misery—and
tl_le‘ attempt itself has not succeeded, because it was based upon impossi-
bility, Far more sensible is it to recognise that such an alien tradition has
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nothing for people of our blood and inheritance—that it presupposes
goals and instincts which we do not and cannot possess; exalting that
which we must always despise, and condemning that which we must
always cherish as the supreme criterion of respect—worthiness. It is
found by experience that Aryan and Semitic individuals and groups
cannot get on side by side until one of the two has thoroughly obliter-
ated its heritage and instincts and value-sense—and yet some idealists
still think that an Aryan culture can really feel the Semitic ethics it out.
wardly professes; or that, more absurd still, it can have understanding
and sympathy with still remoter racial and cultural streams. The ques-
tion of relative status among different cultures is of wholly minor im-
portance—it is the difference which makes cultural amalgamation a
joke. China of the old tradition was probably as great a civilisation as
ours—perhaps greater, as Bertrand Russell thinks—but to fancy that
more than a tenth of the emotional life of China has any meaning for
us, is as foolish as to think that more than a tenth of our emotional life
has any meaning for a Chinaman. Each can take over isolated points
from the culture of the other; but these are always subtly altered in the
process of naturalisation—never meaning the same thing in the adopt-
ing civilisation that they meant in the one which developed them. And
when such adoptions exceed a certain limit of safety, the result is always
culturally disastrous to the nation attempting them. More is bitten off
than can be chewed—and the outcome is a slackening or dispersal of the
feelings and creative imagination which can lead only to sterility, un-
rest, and dissatisfaction. China and Japan are in the midst of this danger
now—happy the one which knows how to beat a retreat! Even those
people who maintain the gesture of universalism and cosmopolitanism
would—ironically enough—suffer as much loss and bewilderment as the
rest if such a chaos were actually to exist. Every one of them is, un-
known to himself, a holder of an illusion fashioned wholly in the man-
ner of his own especial culture; so that when he talks with a cosmopoli-
tan from another culture he is only exchanging words, not deep feelings
and image-perceptions genuinely shared. If the especial culture of any
one of these idealists were to vanish, he would find himself just as lost
as anybody else—and would realise at last—too late—just how much
of his emotional life and sense of comfortable placement really was due
to the existence of his own background as a setting for his life and
thoughts; however much he may have verbally repudiated that back-
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round in favour of a theoretic, meaningless hash made up of fragments
of that and everybody else’s backgrounds. There is no more reality in
anybody’s primary attachmept to a mythical world-stream of all man-
kind, than there is in my primary loyalty to the whole cosmos as distin-
ished from our galaxy and solar system and planet. It sounds all right
as an abstract principle—but there is no ponderable and authentic in-
stinct to back it up so that it means nothing in the real alignment of
roups. The doctrine can be admirably interesting to the one who decora-
tively holds it, so long as he keeps it free from application to the real
world of events—just as a doctrine of cosmic feeling can be admirably
interesting though of comparatively slight terrestrial significance. But it
all belongs to aesthetics rather than to history or sociology. Its unreality
is always manifested in the retinue of sentimental illusions and bursts of
artistic expansiveness found around it. You can’t pick a case that isn’t
cluttered up with grandiose emotion and naive beliefs in such illusions
as good, evil, unified human nature and goal, justice, etc., etc. This de-
lusion is the nineteenth century’s expression of the same feelings that
the seventeenth expressed in the delusion of religious faith, the eigh-
teenth century in the delusion of ethical rights, and the twentieth in the
delusions of mysticism (on the part of aesthetes) and industrial democ-
racy. It is all part of an eternal comedy, at which the gods would laugh
uproariously if they existed. Meanwhile each of the old cultures flickers
along in its decadent way—each reacting in its individual and separate
fashion to the common experience of mechanisation and easy transporta-
tion so suddenly encountered by all. And may god save New England,
Virginia, and Old England from a total loss of their familiar motivat-
ing-springs and standard-moulding reference-points till Grandpa Theo-
bald is safely fed to the worms of Swan Point Cemetery!
an utter piece of hokum to apply half the dope of some simple-minded,
half-epileptic Oriental mystic or prince or fisherman or tent maker of
the agricultural, half-nomadic age, to the utterly antipodal life and
Problems of an increasingly mechanised western world. We forget that,
although human nature itself is unchanging, all codes and reaction-for-
mulae governing human beings involve not human nature alone, but
iman nature in relation to the immediate objective background of fa-
f:lhties and folkways, needs, occupations, previous fund of intellectual
lf*ﬁas and emotional habits, and prevailing customs of mental and emo-
Honal discipline. Half of what Buddha or Christus or Mahomet said is
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either simply idiocy or downright destructiveness, as applied to the
western world of the twentieth century; whilst virtually 4/l of the emo.
tional-imaginative background of assumptions from which they spoke, is
now proved to be sheer childish primitiveness. Most of their sonorous
blah was based on certain ideas of the “dignity” (whaddyamean, dig-
nity?) of human personality, and the *‘cosmic significance” of emotional
experience and objective conduct, which the psychology of today shews
to have been rooted altogether in illusion and unreality. None of this
truck has any value for us, except so far as the habit of listening to it
has become natural to us through personal and ancestral associations im-
mediate enough to form parts of our genuine heritage and motivating
and value-breeding environment. Thus Christ is worthless to us except
as his myth is mixed up in our childhood memories—infantile prayers,
Christmas-trees, shiny pennies at Sunday-School—and our elder aes-
thetic appreciations—Georgian steeples and Gothick apses, organ lita-
nies, incense, emotional mysticism, etc., etc. He is of value only as the
half-Italian, half-Flemish thin man whom we see in pictures, or the lit-
tle blond English boy on Christmas cards. This is the contribution of the
myth to our own vital heritage. Actually, we don’t know yet whether or
not any such one person really existed—and in his Coptic or Nestorian
or Byzantine form he is a total loss to us westerners. This, then, is the
only real value of the past beyond what a few remembered experiences
have taught—that it forms a set of emotional sugar-plums and land-
matks for us, by choosing a few special things out of infinity’s conflict-
ing chaos and setting them up for our immediate attention and prefer-
ence. But heaven knows that's value enoungh and to spare—since with-
out this subtle and unconscious guidance our emotional dilemma amidst
the rival claims of an ungtraspable bedlam of crowding, unrelated, and
opposite sense-impressions, perception-foci, emotional thrills, and lines
of logic would be desperate beyond description. In the blurred field of
aimless ideas, images, and feelings offered by the external world past
and present, there is no way of getting any kind of clear image save by
applying the clarifying diaphragm of traditional feeling—the especially
selected and coloured view of the past given us as a legacy by these who
have gone before us—people whose blood and milieu were like ours,
and whose choice of images and prejudices is more likely to fit us than
anybody else’s choice. Tradition can change and grow with time, of
course; and it must occasionally admit new elements or discard certain
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old elements when they are proved contrary to fact. But the mutation
and substitution must be gradual. It must not be so rapid or radical as to
ry the individual loose from everything which gives him a sense of
Jacement, interest, motivation, and direction—not so rapid or radical
as to destroy tradition instead of properly modifying it. Once destroy a
tradition, and what becomes of those who have held it? The only abso-
Jute value of any precept or belief is the part it plays in our emotional
life. In bald truth, there is not any goal or idol of mankind which can
be said to be intrinsically and collectively good—or bad, either—for the
species. Goals shift slowly—just now we have physical comfort and
safety as prime illusions; but it is almost certain that life would offer
more and richer gratifications to imaginatively developed men if we
could have a little less of these modern idols, and a little more of that
divine freedom, adventure, and vivifying sense of uncertainty and irreg-
#larity which the virile individual enjoyed in less plumbered and po-
liced days. What we have chosen as a goal is just as empty as what any
former age chose—we shall have another goal tomorrow, and still an-
other the next day—but meanwhile our good rotarians will think in
terms of bathrooms and bodyguards; tobacco, trials, and time-tables. I
refuse to be hood-winked by temporary fashions in belief and feeling
and aspiration—and see more healthy vitality in an outlaw who kicks
over the traces in the blind protest of personality against the herd, than
in the tame, social-minded conformer who bows to the will of the mass
and helps that mass put across its milk-toast ideal of regularity, safety,
comfort, justice, democracy, and big sales, and dividends. I spit upon
any man who cringes to the herd because of the herd’s will. The only
reason for a gentleman to do anything except what his fancy dictates, is
that_ he can best sustain his illusions of beauty and purpose in life by
falllmg harmoniously into the pattern of his ancestral feelings. The /ndi-
vidual—feudal, proud, aloof, unfetter’d, and dominant—that is all that
I::Ja‘rgserlsl,eanq s;lociet}.r is of: ;se to‘ him only so .far as it enlarges the plea:-
L Orfmfg t enjoy w1t. ouIt it. He owes it onl;ylr enough to m#e.1t
e thott‘n;_mg a }S,l:lcl;fll)-,e background for him—and to societies
2 i Z tom which he _has sprung, he. owes absolutely nothing.
. ay—don’t 'make thc? mistake of fancying that I recommend the
iy a‘,]igum age as a smglt:: period for alt men’s emulation. I never do so—
. ways try Fo r‘néke it cle?.r that my own mental-emotional kinship to
purely an individual accident, of significance to nobody but myself, T
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happen to belong to the eighteenth century—probably because of the
effect of colonial doorways and long-s'd books upon me during my ear.
liest and most impressionable years—but only the other day I caution’q
a would-be poet against Georgian mannerisms. The eighteenth century
is my illusion, as all mankind is yours—but I don't believe in mine any
more than I do in yours! I don’t believe in any! What the eighteenth
century really was, was the final phase of that perfectly unmechanised
aera which as a whole gave us our most satisfying life. It was not so
aesthetically great as the Elizabethan age, and in no way comparable to
Periclean Greece and Augustan Rome. Its hold upon moderns is due
mostly to its proximity, and to the presence in it of certain kinds of taste
which former and succeeding ages of modern history have lacked. Prox-
imity is its main lure—for it is the nearest to us of all the purely pre-
mechanical periods; the only one with which we have any semblance of
a personal contact, (surviving houses and household effects in large
quantity; association (for Americans) with high historic tension; fact
that we can still talk with old men who in their youth talked with living
survivors; vestigial customs and speech-forms in greater number than
from earlier periods, etc., etc.) and whose ways are in any manner fa-
miliar to us save through sheer archaeological reconstruction. Moreover
—it is brought still closer to us through the fact that the intervening
nineteenth century was largely a blank in general civilisation—be-
queathing us only a vast bulk of exact science and a few lone names in
some of the arts. To all intents and purposes, we are chucking out the
nineteenth century as an accidental grotesque; so that the eighteenth is a
hundred years culturally nearer to us than it would ordinarily be, It is
the eighteenth century, not the nineteenth, whose tradition we are now
continuing—whether toward destruction or amplification history will
later say. Naturally, in looking back over the Victorian desert of illu-
sions, pomposities, and hypocrisies, we are pretty damn glad to strike
the shores of a real culture—arny real and rational culture. And since the
eighteenth century (or very early nineteenth) is the first sound thing we
hit in this backward quest, we are naturally rather predisposed in its
favour! In cutting loose from 1890, we find 1790 the most convenient
thing to re-hitch to in order to make a fresh start—but of course, it is
really 1790 and 1690 and 1590 and 1490 and 1390 as well, that we are
continuing. We're merely cutting out a bad piece in the rope and mak-
ing a new splice. But all this is aside from my personal linkage. I, in-
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deed, have special affinities with Georgian times—but these affinities in
no way involve any claims of intrinsic superiority for those times. It is
merely that I am more at home then than at any other period. Probably
1'd be better off, aesthetically, if my natural inclinations were Elizabe-
than—but I'm as gawd (i.e., accident and temperament) made me,
Might as well let it go at that, for I'll be dead soon, and then it won’t
matter a damn what age I belong'd to! As for the really important
sources of our civilisation—I think we can spot most of ’em by includ-
ing Teutonic and Celto-Druidic cultures for deep blood impulses, and
Greece and Rome, relay’d by France, for intellectual and emotional sur-
faces. Syria gave us our mockery of a religion, and produced certain
types of character among us, especially in the seventeenth century; so
we'll have to count in the Hebraic stream as a spasmodic influence. Back
of Greece and Rome the streams get damn thin, and there isn't one
whose absence would change us much. Greece got more from the Mi-
noan or Cretan culture than from anywhere else, though fragments from
Egypt, Assyria, and Phoenicia are not absent. Rome got a damn lot from
Etruria but still more from its central Italic tribes, and picked up many
dubious acquirements—among them the conception of the non-racial
political empire upheld by mercenary troops—from that goddam bunch
of pawnbrokers and tradesmen call'd Carthage. Then in the Middle
Ages the Arabs kicked in with a couple of useful tricks—and that about
fixes us up. What China or India or the Aztecs gave us wouldn't keep
anybody up nights computing. And what is more, it is only as collocated
parts of our own English stream that the contributions of the earlier or
alien streams have any meaning for us. We owe seven-eighths of all our
civilisation to Greece—yet for all that we'd be fishes out of water in
Periclean Athens. What we cherish is not Hellenism but Anglo-Hellen-
ism. That natural culture-lines are based upon the soundest and most
profoundly essential elements in every civilisation, is well shewn by ana-
Iysing the types most prone and least prone to override them into the
nebula of cosmopolitanism. Who are the instinctive cosmopolitans?
Clearly, the artificially cultivated social elite and the specialty-engrossed
attistic-scientific class at one end of the scale, and the purely animal
Workman-peasant rabble at the other end—in every, case, persons wholly
femoved from the massed humanistic life of their group; by artificial
Manners and interests on the one hand, and by sheer lack of any mental-
IMaginative life on the other hand. And who are the instinctive provin-
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cials and nationalists? Always those who are most deeply absorbed in
the normal general activities and interests of their region, and in the
currents of thought and feeling engendered by real associations and tan.
gible objects—the devotees, that is, of reality and of real perception, as
opposed to those with artificialised or specialised perceptions, ot with
no perceptions at all. For my part, I'm no more ashamed to be a provin.
cial in time than to be one /n space—hence I hate and oppose the en-
croaching machine-barbarism as much as I'd hate and oppose any other
alien civilisation that tried to find a foothold on the English soil of
Rhode Island or Massachusetts or Maryland or Virginia. I don’t expect
to keep it off—but at least I don’t pretend to like it. T defy, abhor, and
repudiate it—as many a Frenchman in Alsace and Lorraine defied,
abhorred, and repudiated the new culture that the Prussians brought in
1870,

I'm not the only one to see a really serious problem ahead for the
sensitive aesthete who would keep alive amidst the ruins of the tradi-
tional civilisation. In fact, an attitude of alarm, pain, disgust, retreat,
and defensive strategy is so general among virtually all modern men of
creative interests, that I'm sometimes tempted to keep quiet for fear
my personal feeling may be mistaken for affected imitativeness! God,
man—Tlook at the list ... Ralph Adams Cram, Joseph Wood Krutch,
James Truslow Adams, John Crowe Ransom, T. S. Eliot, Aldous Hux-
ley, etc.; etc,, etc, etc. oo cvnivin s Each has a different plan of escape,
yet each concedes the same thing to be escaped from. Cram favours me-
diaevalism and the ivory tower, Krutch the grim and gritted bicuspids,
Adams the resigned superiority of contemplation, Ransom the return to
the older spirit where it can be saved, Eliot the wholesale readoption of
tradition—blindly, desperately undertaken in a mad escape from the
Waste Land he so terribly depicted, (he says he is now a classicist, roy-
alist, and Anglo-Catholic), Huxley in a kind of belatedly 1890-ish New
Hedonism or neo-Hellenism, and so on, and so on. And still more tragic
are the ostrich-heads who shut off their reason altogether at a certain point
—beyond which they prattle in the artificial twilight of a pretended
mental infancy . ... G. K. Chesterton with his synthetic popery, Prof.
Eddington with his observation-contradicting slush, Dr. Henri Bergson
with his popular metaphysical pap, and so on, and so on. And Woodi-
wilsonites . ... ye gawd! These fools, when a real man like old Georges
Clemenceau, who knew how to face the blank infinite unflinching, had
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to be snuffed out! About the only trained leaders of thought who pre-
tend to retain the “da-da-da—all’s right with the world” illusion with-
out some degree of ostrichry are the old boys like Wells and Shaw, whose
minds are petrified in the Utopian woods of the exploded XIX century
_though even G. Bernardus is waking up a bit, to judge from some of
his recent utterances. He no longer fancies that man’s only foes are
stupidity and capital deadwood of a temporary Fabian perfec-
tionism. No question—the vital contemporary thought of the twentieth
century’s third decade will be almost one hundred percent anti-future—
differing only in its prescriptions for circumventing or evading or an-
nihilating or denying that future as doped out by commercial and in-
dustrial determinism. And the damn funny thing is that this retreat will
probably breed a grotesque form of mental hypocrisy more offensive than
mechanicalism itself, and almost as bad a type of intellectual illusion as
Victorianism was of moral-aesthetic illusion. This hypocrisy, of course,
has to do with the new mysticism or neo-metaphysics bred of the ad-
vertised uncertainties of recent science—Einstein, the quantum theory,
and the resolution of matter into force. Although these new turns of
science don’t really mean a thing in relation to the myth of cosmic con-
sciousness and teleology, a new brood of despairing and horrified mod-
erns is seizing on the doubt of all positive knowledge which they imply;
and is deducing therefrom that, since nothing iy true, therefore any-
thing can be true whence one may invent or revive any sort of
mythology that fancy or nostalgia or desperation may dictate, and defy
anyone to prove that it isn't emofionally true—whatever that means.
This sickly, decadent neo-mysticism—a protest not only against ma-
chine materialism but against pure science with its destruction of the
mystery and dignity of human emotion and experience—will be the
dominant creed of middle twenticth century aesthetes, as the Eliot and
Huxley penumbra well prognosticate. Little Belknap is already falling
.for it. And it will exist only because life has become unbearable through
Its increasing traditionlessness. As for me—I won't indulge in silly
metaphysical “let's-pretend-ism”, but I'll take tradition at face value as a
purely emotional bulwark.

.+ . What will come, will come—and wishes and sentimental values
an‘d grandiose conceptions of a theoretical unity haven’t anything to do
With the likelihood or unlikelihood of any particular course. T don’t

Ofesee an instant age of anguish and barbarism—but neither do I fore-
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see anything sufficiently favourable to Anglo-Saxon culture to justify
any attitude but one of hostility in the real friends of high-potentia]
human life and expression in our civilisation. .. I simply draw the
hard, cold, inevitable conclusions from a visible world undergoing cer.
tain definite phenomena, and from a cosmos in which there is not the
slightest shred of probability that a governing consciousness, set of ah.
solute values, or “spiritual” side exists. Of course, I respect equally the
opinions of anyone who, from the same realistic data, builds up differ.
ent conclusions. I'm nothing much as an intellectual heavyweight, and
you've perhaps a rather better chance to be right than I have. But I
won't pretend to see what I don’t see—and the opinions I hold are the
honest ones which, be they right or wrong, I get directly from the facts,
My only boast is that I keep my line of reasoning free from certain
extraneons elements such as emotional predisposition. Of my acuteness
in reasoning I make no claims and hold no high notions. All T am
proud of is that I keep my facts straight a¢ the start. Now sail in and
give me hell—as you undoubtedly can! The only thing I insist on is that
separate elements be kept separate, and that man’s course be invested
with no mystical and mythical “larger drift” which only analogy and
wishfulness could conceive, and against rather than toward which all the
facts of observed reality point. We must not confuse the ceaseless course
of the cosmos, with its alternate building-up and breaking-down of
worlds and suns and galaxies, with the momentary individual course of
any of the transient manifestations which break out accidentally once in
an age upon the surface of one or two dust-grains. The natural course of
any one of these transient manifestations—such as organic life on the
earth—has about the same relationship to the course of the whole galac-
tic system that a pimple’s course has to the whole career of the man on
whose nose it breaks out.

I certainly hope that nice old Mac got to Tacoma all right, and that
he’s resting up profitably at present. Neither Belknap nor I has heard
from him yet—Belknap’s report to that effect being as recent as last
Monday. I dropped him a card regretting the mistake in dates. ... It is
provoking to reflect that he left wholly uncheered by calls, when at least
three were guaranteed him under the supposed date-arrangement. I hope
he doesn’t take this circumstance as a sign that the gang has deserted
him!

... If there’s anything that makes me see red, it’s inability to draw—
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for dozens of times a day I see dream-vistas of strange landscapes and
curious architectural effects that I'd give ten bucks to be able to pin
down on paper in good black and white line form. . .

_ Meanwhile some malign influence—prob’ly revising that Moe text
boc;k on poetick appreciation—has got me invadin’ one of Klarkash-
Ton's provinces—and relapsin’ back into my antient weakness of at-
tempted prosody. ........ Well—here’s one . ... typed all legible-
like and carefully enclos'd ... .. .. The title of this beautiful lil" bullet
is The Outpost, and the scene is the celebrated continent of Africa—in
the days when great cities dotted the eastern coast, and smart Arab and
Phoenician Kings reign’d within the walls of the great Zimbabwe—now
a mass of cryptic ruins overrun by apes and blacks and antelope—and
work'd the illimitable mines of Ophir. But far, far in the interior . .. ..
on the never-glimps’d plain beyond the serpent-shunn’d swamp ... ...
rumour hinted that a frightful and unmentionable outpost of THEM
brooded blasphemously—and so K'nath-Hothar the Great King, who
fear'd nothing, stole thither in secret one night .. ... though whether he
did so in body or in his dreams, not even he can certainly tell. N. B.—
K’nath-Hothar was nof oulothrix—and he had thin lips, a very large
aquiline nose, and a /ight complexion inherited from his Nordick stream.
And P. S.—his father’s hair was straight, and the paternal nose Jong and
the paternal lips #hin. This father, the late great King Zothar-Nin, was
born in Sidon of pure Phoenician stock. . .

I am, Sir, ever yr. mos. oblig’d, most obt. Servt.—
®cofa’Aog

379. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Saturday, 1929
(November)
Titanick Top of Terrestrial Tremendousness:—

Sire! Despotes! Master! Your slave grovels, cringes, implores, pleads,
begs, curries favour . .. .. Aié! Aié! Aié!

You may recall, Sir, that last July, when I told you of my desperate

RS T
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campaign to save the old brick warehouses in S. Water street, yoy
offer'd in a spirit of divine generosity to assist in the hopeless fight to
the extent of signing a letter of protest to the Sunday Journal, and thus
lending the weight of discriminating curatorialism to the cause so sorely
in need of succour. Now a salaaming helot weeps for the promis'd aid!

What hath started me up afresh is the renew’d report of the brick
row's doom——plus the enclos’d article in The Netopian, (house organ
of Providence’s most influential bank) which brings up the tears of
nostalgia and melancholy, and rubs salt in the wounds of bereavement,
Ai€! Aig! Aig!

To let this priceless heritage go without the most extreme resistive
measures, were almost as grave a vandalism as the active vandalism of
the nameless barbarians responsible for the impending outrage; hence at
last T am putting forth my final despairing wail, and calling upon the
most potent of my allies. Succour, Great King! Fail not a kneeling vas-
sal !

So here is the thing to sign! Pray put the official Jawn Hancock just
above the printed signature—that's the way highpower officials end up
their letters nowadays, so that they can both register their personality,
and have the reader know who's talking. And don’t fail to send it in a
printed, return-address envelope with the academick musaeum aroma
clinging about it. The more ponderously Savantish, the more
influential! ... .....

With renew’d obeisances—
Bcofa’Adog
Theobaldus

380. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

Novr. 8, 1929
Mountaintop of Mandevillian Mile-Munching:—

... Hell! T don't believe I am alive, at that! There’s certainly a de-
composed, charnel look about the claw that convulsively scrawls these
hideous last words. ..............

.. Old England’s heritage—God Save the King! And Virginia is
keeping it better than New England. We are about ready to sink for the
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third time, but the old Dominion has hardly begun to be waFerIogged. I
fear it's doomed, though, along with the rest of this continent. Even
now there’s altogether too much blather about progress a_nd money al-ld
industry in the South, and another generation or two w1!l do the mis-
chief—introduce a speed-quantity-cash standard and substitute madm}e-
age parbarism for one of the only two real civilisations Anglo-America
ever produced. It'll get at the parvenu south ﬁrst—.Geor_gi‘a_ anfi Ala-
pama, and then the Carolinas. Virginia, where American civilisation be-
gan, will be the last place to sink. God Save the King!

_. But I do envy you that aéroplane jaunt—for the redimentary $3.50
taste I got at Onset in August has given me quite a taste for super-nu-
bian soaring; a taste which I ain’t yet had the opportunity to reindulge.
I'd hate to see aéroplanes come into common commerical use, since they
merely add to the goddam useless speeding up of an already over-
speeded life; but as devices for the amusement of a gentleman, they're
oke!

I did, however manage to improve the warmer, summer days of Sep-
tember and October, and on many afternoons took my books and writ-
ing out to the pastoral meads and groves of Quinsnicket, or to the Arca-
dian slopes that tower above the antient Seekonk. In Quinsnicket I
chiefly haunted a region quite newly open’d up—a deep wooded ravine,
on whose banks one may spy the picturesque ivy’d ruin of a forgotten
mill. Ah, me! I well recall that mill when it was standing—but it hath
gone the way of all simple, beauteous things. I also haunted a roadside
terrace whence I obtain'd one of the finest landskip vistas in the world
—the steepled, sunset-gilded town of Saylesville in the distance, rising
above a lake-carpeted valley to which the road beside me spirall’d down.
On my right was the edge of the wooded ravine; on my left a rocky
upland with stone walls, rows of harvest-sheaves, and gnarled orchards
thro” which peep’d the trim gables of antient farmhouses. Hell, but I'd
have given anything for the skill to draw such a scene! And at evening
when the Hunter's Moon came out!!! Oh, baby! Now I know what Jim
Flecker meant when he pulled that one about “burning moonlight” in
the last act of Hassan!

Each distant mountain glows with faery grace,
The flame-lit lakelet laps the level strand;
Lur'd by dim vistas beck’ning out of space,
We take the Golden Road to Samarcand!
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And now the skies they are ashen and sober, and the leaves they are
crisped and sere. Eheu! Done are the outings, and Grandpa’s hiberna.
tion’s on! But I hope to gawd I can get this damn revision cleaned u
and start some stories pretty soon. That's the way to spend an hiberna.
tion-period! . .. ..

Yours for cheaper negroes—
Valentine Bolling Fitz-Randolph Byrd,
of Virginia

381. TO WOODBURN HARRIS
10 Barnes Street
November 9, 1929

W ARNING! Don't try to read this all at once! I've been gradully writ-
ing it for a week, & it comes to just 70 pages—being, so far as I recall,
the longest letter I have ever written in a lifetime now numbering 39
years, 2 months, & 26 days. Pax vobiscum!

My Dear Harris:—

The way it looks to me is that American civilisation is almost extinct,
but genuine so far as it does survive—in certain groups of people all
over the country, & in certain geographic areas, especially Eastern Vir-
ginia & parts of New England. What conservative people are deploring
& fighting is not our ancestral culture at all, but 2 new & offensive par-
venu-barbarism based on quantity, machinery, speed, commerce, indus-
try, wealth, & luxurious ostentation, which has sprung up among us like
a noxious weed since the rise of the tasteless multitude in the 1830's. It
has no more to do with our civilisation—the main stream of English &
classic thought & feeling established in these colonies by over two centu-
ries of continuous life, 1607—1820 + —than have the barbatisms of
Polynesia or the Sioux Indians. It is simply a plague to stamp out if we
can, & to flee from if we can’t. But it would be a libel on our ancestors
to call it “American civilisation.” It is *American” only in a geographic
sense, & is not a “civilisation” at all except according to the Spenglerian
definition of the word. It is a wholly alien & wholly puerile barbarism;
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pased on physical comfort instead of mental excellence, & having no
claim to the consideration of real colonial Americans. Of course, like
other barbarisms, it may some day give birth to a culture—but that cul-
ture will not be ours, & it is natural for us to fight its incusions over
territory which we wish to preserve for our own culture. We would
fight if the Japanese tried to spread their undoubtedly high culture over
the United States—& so do we fight when we see another alien system
trying to establish itself on the soil that has known New England &
Virginian influences. In the late 17th & early 18th centuries we fought
the French culture as it crept toward us from Canada & the Mississippi
Valley. Today we fight the machine “culture” as it creeps toward us
from the hives of artificially nursed industry & stunted taste. That we
are probably foredoomed to defeat, does not alter the essential aspect of
the case. The impending victory of the intruding order does not alter its
intrinsic status. What is to be, is to be, but we are not obligated to grin
& pretend we like it. Personally, we can do all in our power to stave off
the calamity, & then step aside with the resignation of a dying man, or
of a 6th century Roman confronted by the Dark Ages. We can still
choose as places of residence those parts of the country least affected by
decay, or we can return to England, the source of our culture, where its
death will be slower than in this colonial region.

ok deokosk kot ok sk ok ko sk

-... There is no question but that the classic Greek feeling toward
the universe differed from the naturalistic modern or post-Renaissance
feeling;; so that the highest artistic expression of that feeling must neces-
sarily differ greatly from ours. The Greeks envisaged a tight-woven
I‘h)'rthm & overshadowing conscious fatality in life which we do not so
poignantly feel. To them, the outcroppings of this universal pattern &
law were of greater emotional import than the varied play of surface
events about which the modern mind is chiefly concerned—hence in or-
der to be true to human feeling, Greek tragedy had to be more ponder-
Ous & patterned & artificial than modern (i. e., historically modern, &
mdu‘d.ing Elizabethan) tragedy. That these apparently conventional
EUBllhes were in truth vital reflections of the contemporary emotional
ife, & not mere sterile crystallisations of expression, can be seen from
ttfluet whole course & history of Greek tragedy. Tragedy was never static,

moulded itself unerringly to the changing feelings of its age. Begin-
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ning at a period of intense ceremonial devotion not far removed from
archaic naivete—& indeed originating in religious ritual—it is inevita.
ble that eatly tragedy should have been ponderous & artificial & naive,
Nothing else would have expressed the sincere feelings of the people
about the universe & its velation to them. Observation shows us that the
art was indeed adequate, & that the earliest generation of tragic writers
(as surviving in its chief figure AEschylus) captured with perfect & per-
haps matchless authenticity those feelings of awe & majesty & thunder-
ous grandeur which characterise a simple race’s response to the thought
of infinity. Any other sort of expression would, at that time, have been
bad art; because it would have belied the real feelings of the culture out
of which it grew. As Athenian civilisation broadened, tragedy altered to
match it—the change of tone from the thunderous to the merely stately
& from the stately to the pathetic being clearly observable as we look
through Sophocles and Euripides. Now it is very obvious that the main
difference between AEschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, & Shakespeare—or
if you wish, between the three Greeks on the one hand & the Elizabe-
than on the other*—is simply the fact that they worked from different
backgrounds of knowledge & feeling about the cosmos & about life.
You can’t say that any one was greater than any other—for each inter-
preted supremely well the reservoir of feeling within & around him. As
artists, the four men stand almost on a level; for it is clear that Shake-
speare’s greater significance for s is due merely to our greater closeness
to the world of thought & feeling which was his. The Greek culture is
not our own, but the Elizabethan culture is—that is, it represents the
opening phase of the era in which those of us who are forty or more are
still emotionally living. The reason that the Greeks never produced as
naturalistic a dramatist as Shakespeare is that, unfortunately, their art-
impulse began to fade before their general understanding of life was as
broad as that of Elizabethan England. It was the ill luck of the Greeks
to have their age of art come before the climax of their experience—&
our good luck to have our art-apex & experience-apex come closer to-
gether. Of course, even with us the coincidence is ot perfect—for obvi-
ously the Elizabethan age knew less about life than our own present
moment. But it is at least a better approach to a coincidence than the
Grecks had. If the Greek art-tide had run high a century or two later—

* For of course, the periods of the three Greeks overlapped and half-coin-
cided.
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thus coinciding with the disillusioned & natura.listic Alexandrian age—
thete might have been some approximate equivalent oflan H'eIlemstlc
Shakespeare. Likewise—if our own art-t1dt? were running high now,
amidst our exact knowledge of human motives & values, we cou_lfl get
an utterly unprecedented pitch of humanistic tragedy from any artist of
the calibre of AEschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, or Shakespeare. IlSut be-
fore leaving this topic, let me correct your diametrically wrong impres-
sion that Shakespeare was a “highbrow” in attitude or method. Great
God! Don't you realise that the fellow was the EXACT OPPOSITE of all
this—a careless, non-academic, spontaneous, hit-or-miss, uneducated
poet who thought he was following the popular fashions & who used
the commonest & most colloquial language of his period? Shakespeare,
as an immortal artist, was a pure accident of genius. He was gifted with
a natural combination of language-sense & insight into human motives
which few men have ever had—but he didn’t know it himself, & lived
all his life as a cheap ham actor & literary hack—taking the popular
tales he found around him (cheap ballads, catchpenny historic chroni-
cles, & popular translations of classic & foreign authors) & doctoring
them up in the racy idiom of the day for mass consumption. He was a
great artist in spite of himself, & without meaning to be. All his ambi-
tions were social, not aesthetic. He simply wanted to rise above the bur-
gher-yeoman class & found a country family with a coat-of-arms. It was
toward nobility & place, not toward art & scholarship, that he was look-
ing. It would have pained him to be taken for a serious scholar or aes-
thete—gentlemen never pursued learning or art beyond the dilettante
level in his time. Analyse any of his works & you'll find more absurd
mistakes per square inch than in any other accepted author in our lan-
guage. And compare his diction with Jonson’s or Webstet’s or Beau-
mont’s or Sidney’s to see how far he was from the literary or academic
in style. He was as free-&-easy & colloquial as Sherwood Anderson or
Ring W. Lardner—& the only reason we find him abstruse today is be-
cause the language has changed. In his day, he spoke the plain accents
he heard around him—allowing of course for the well-understood &
Popularly acknowledged difference between literal prose & metaphor-
coloured verse. He was, in truth, regarded as very slovenly & unscho-
larly by his precise contemporaries. Can’t you see the difference between
the racy carelessness of his Julius Caesar or Antony & Cleopatra & the
heavy exactitude of Jonson’s Sejanus & Catiline? Hell! If there’s any-
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thing poor old Bill wasn’t, it's a Aighbrow! Before quitting the Elizahe,
than age, let me remark in passing that we often do its general sophistic.
tion & intelligence an injustice because of an historic accident which
spoils our perspective—the intrusion of a duller & less balanced age
between it & ourselves. Undeniably, the flowerin g of the Protestant Refor.
mation & the reign of a Puritan culture in the middle 17th century pyt
a tremendous check on the culture-stream set in motion by the Renais.
sance; so that when we look back to 1650 or so we find a very dull state
of things in existence. But that was only a transient eclipse. Go back 4
little farther—to 1620 or 1600 or 1580—& you'll find the vigorous youth
of the same persistent enlightenment-stream which burst to the surface
again in the 18th century after its brief course underground. In a way, the
transient Puritan period was a fright-reaction against the disconcerting

new knowledge which the Renaissance had fished up to pit against the
set ideas of mediaevalism.

ekl ke sk kokok ok kokeok

Despite the vast mechanical progress of mankind, the amount of in-
telligence capable of being applied to non-immediate and non-concrete
problems is no greater today than in Caesar’s time. Thought is never the
motive-power of the herd—only feeling. There aren't enough intellec-
tually governed (as distinguished from intellectually informed or intel-
lectually endowed) people living in this or any other age, under this or
any other educational system, to produce so much as a dent in the blind
deterministic course of world-history, as shaped by the irrational feel-
ings of the vast emotional majority—both cultivated & uncultivated.
The kind of mental energy that plans dynamos & selling forces is not the
kind that can weigh imponderable values & make dissimilarly-emotioned
groups all want the same thing & work toward the same goal. To fancy
that all likelihood of war can be abolished merely because we know of
its disastrous results, is to be as naive as to fancy that a heavy gambler will
stop gambling merely by pondering on his previous losses. When a
group of people want something which another group—or the majority

—doesn’t want them to have, they will listen to pacific arbitration just
as long as they think (a) that they can get what they want by strategy,
without combat, or (b) that they haven’t any decent chance of winning
in a passage-at-arms. But if they want the thing badly enough—as un-
doubtedly they will from time to time—& feel that they can’t get it
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fight, they will certainly be on the lookou: for chances, & st'art
O ink they have a good likelihood of defeating
he moment they think they 8 - g
g fight are liable to oppose them. It is useles to fancy t}}at 1nd1l
she fo.rceS . dence will ever make such group-gred & cllarin,'g impossi-
. biects which no amount of individualism & de-
i arlf g;r(zs Ph-jnji & no amount of abstrac internationalism on
S Oga;; can ever ,really obscure. Once in ¢ while the objectives
. (_)thef t rc;ups will conflict—& then, hell to pry! The closer contact
il dlﬁﬁﬂfnlﬁé aggravate rather than palliate this tzndency, sinc::ls it will
4 mc‘? :Vl-te gssibilitics of friction as points of overlapping increase.
magn‘l zematif:nal traffic jam will grow more acite as the natlo.ns get
e & oftener in each other’s way through the irfcr.eased spatial ex-
Ofteffef fotheir activities. And there’s no use in hiding the fact that
g?‘;::(::zt (;ace & culture groups have ideals & staruiardsj & values & goals
s(l) fundamentally different that h;mogeneoil.:.coltil;e;;:zcnetc;v:aj;aﬁrgé
an never be more than a politica ‘
g;);]'eg;it; care & coolness, it seems distinctly possible :)0 fidz;;; g.f:z
number of wars considerably below ‘the for-mer everage—by sdx;e ar
ing causes of friction & adjusting rival §1a1ms. I‘iut therel:rz t(})nward
greater troubles once in a while, involving protoun_d atti 1; ‘e; i
life & momentous struggles for supremacy & s?rv[val, w 1; e
well be imagined as having any outcome but. physical corfabat; En -
combat, as the deadly devices of the machine age mul_hply. ac p
one, of course, will be worse—& it may wel% be_prcdlcted that reiz'e n
tior;s will not be likely to come during the life-time of the geneffi ,{0
which has suffered from one of them. But of course, as a war-surviv mgt
seneration dies off, there arises another group of leaders who haw.ve no
‘lb‘lad the personal experience to give them a reall?r acute & TOtl:atE‘ge
war-dread. This new & unscathed generation will again re egate ;
problem to the abstract, & hold warfare in reserve as a possible means o
tting what can’t be got otherwise. ................ -
geBy %his tifne it ougl%t to be clear to you that the force & fert\-ndng;stgi
my opposition to the machine age do 7ot arise from any question o
latter's relative merit as compared with our age. My flcelmgs are bas
primarily on its difference—& take fgr granted that it can @an;zg; ut;
possess some sort of a culture in an alien way. At tbe same time t
continue to insist—not necessarily as part of my anti-machine argument,
but as an academic probability of historic interest—that the coming era
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is likely to be as much inferior to existing western civilisation as the
Middle Ages were inferior to Graeco-Roman civilization. . ... .. I have
not said that 7o culture will exist, but simply that no culture comparable
fo ours is conceivable. You say, very sensibly that a certain fabric of ey
memory-mellowed folkways is likely to grow into existence; & I agree
that a certain number of such palliatives may quite reasonably be imag.
ined. But I tend to look deeper into the structure of a mechanical cul.
ture & to note its rate of change within itself. Then I ask if it is not
conceivable that the conditions of such a fabric (where all usage rests on
invention & is subject to revision with each fresh discovety) are so con-
stantly shifting that no permanent re-crystallisation & tradition-growth
can ever be effected until the culture collapses & gives way to a recur-
rence of animal simplicity. Say what we may, a rapidly mutable ma-
chine-culture is never likely to bring out so much of the human person-
ality—to utilise so many of man’s possible sources of pleasure & possible
points of removal from animal simplicity—as a slower-moving human-
istic culture. It is perfectly naive & absurd to fancy that the new culture
must be as good as the old—for how often do we ever see a culture
replaced by a precisely equal one? There are high cultures, which utilise
a great many possibilities of the human brain-structure, & low cultures,
which utilise relatively few. It isn’t hard to tell them apart when our
eyes aren’t blinded by modernistic theorising—we know that Greece &
China & France & Italy have built up marvellously fine edifices, & that
our own Anglo-Saxon edifice isn’t much below them in many ways—&
we also know that the Arabs, Hindoos, Mayans, Egyptians, Persians,
Babylonians, etc., built up edifices with greater crudities & limitations,
which left more or less extensive tracts of human thought & feeling un-
utilized & wasted. Life with the first group functioned on a high, full
plane; with the latter group, on a distinctly lower & incomplete level.
Well—it is the belief of most who coolly analyse the probabilities of the
coming machine age, that such a culture essentially belongs to the lower
group—the group which utilise only a fraction of man’s mental sensitive-
nesses, & let the rest go to waste. It will be a half-ration culture—a
culture which will let only part of a man live. ......... I'll sum up
my position by saying just what I've said dozens of times before—that I
think machine culture is inferior to ours because it exalts an absolute
meaningless group of qualities—speed, quantity, industry per se,
wealth, ostentation, etc.—to the position of primary virtues, because it
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ovs normal memory-relationships with environment & folkwa)_rs,
- s}; it emphasises uniformity in place of individuality, & because its
beca::ffect is a vicious circle of activity leading nowhere & sapping con-
n‘et ously at the normal ideals of quality, adventure, personahty,- & the
?:1111 expansion of the human spirit in poignant & complex realism re-

mote from animal simplicity.

... Evidently the Eastern Indian was of tlzlat well-deftmretd ai:lt;hrc;
logi | e whose physical eroticism is moderate to start with,

E,c;llc?il c:mc:tyil;nal life hEs j1::36:11 too preémpted with ther things to cher-
ish sex as a major value. We ought to understand. this type, becau‘se our
own Germanic & Celtic ancestors belonged to it. Classical .testmf]ony
from a vast body of hostile sources—testimony as full & as little habl‘e
to biased colouring as the Puritan testimony anent Ne.w England -Inch-
ans—pictures our savage blond forefathers as an erotically sluggish &
extremely chaste (not only naturally but by tribal taboo) race of hunters
& drinkers & warriors, whose emotional energies were almost' vfrhoIIy
expended in warfare, the chase, & the alternating hilarity & oblivion of
intoxication. Climate, customs, mode of life, & the absence of provoca-
tive beauty in either sex all joined to make eroticism a less 51-1ccessful
candidate for our daily thoughts than many another phase _of life. You
can trace this emotional proportioning in many of the earliest recorded
works of Teutonic literature, Glory—conquest—adventure—the spurt
of foeman’s blood or the lure of the unknown seas—the magic of black
oaken forests & the terrific realms of a long drunken slumber—the sense
of kinship to the gods & the hope of a long hereafte:_ of Va.lha}lan fight-
ing till the day of Ragnarok, when Bifrost the r&mbowt ‘bndge shall
break & the horn of Heindall shall sound the Twilight o.f the
Gods .. ... yes, indeed, our revered progenitors had a lot to think &
feel about besides the softer Paphian problems which held first place
south of the Rhine & Danube.

Now as to the ideal of “romantic love”—of course it was a thorough
illusion as envisaged by mediaevalists & Victorians, yet it would be hard
to say that the illusion didn’t have as many artistic & Jpleasurab}e p0.551b111~
ties as the parallel illusion of “god” & the current popular 1lIu31ons_ of
“justice” & ““democracy.” None of these things have any feal meaning
& all are essentially absurd; yet from each one of them it is possible to
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extract certain thrills (as long as we can believe the illusion) which are
not only sincere while they last, but which are often the basis of authen.
tic art-expression . ... an art, however, which unfortunately loses valye
& becomes absurd in the eyes of later & disillusioned generations. It
would be erroneous to say that a certain emotional value did not exist in
the year 1300, or (somewhat modified) in the year 1850, which was
unknown alike to the age of Horace, Tibullus, & Propertius, & to our
own modern age. That value, based on a series of fallacious associations
& assumptions, was of some mystic significance & promised happiness
of exalting nature in the emotional reaction of one person to another of
opposite sex; & is what we have termed romantic love. Its merit, if any,
lay in the sense of wondering & inspiring expectancy which it bred in
those who harboured it—the sense that life held something strangely
lovely & poignant just around the corner, awaiting him who should per-
severe long enough in seeking it. This sense of expectancy, like the illu-
sion of religion, helped to foster the comfortable delusion that life’s
boredom is really worth enduring, The fact that nobody ever found the
priceless boon of “perfect love” is quite immaterial—for as long as the
possibility of its achievement was conceded, it continued to furnish a
motivation for the really empty & wearisome existence-process, & it
really did heighten the attractiveness of the courtship process—investing
eroticism with a mystic & pathetic beauty which it never had before &
has never had since. It was an immense stimulus to the always shaky &
unsatisfying convention of monogamy, for some of its ramifications di-
rectly fostered the naive myth that certain “souls” are “destined” to
dwell together in “spiritual love” (cf. the maundering love-letters of
Poe & Mrs. Whitman). It was, perhaps, more vital & tangible than reli-
gion, because it had more apparent & accessible pseudo-proofs, chief
among which was the occasional accident of lasting wedded love—a
feeling which in reality arises from the real mental & emotional compat-
ibility of two persons plus the domestic associations productive of fam-
ily loyalty & the sentimental residue of the originally motivating eroti-

cism. Of course it led to many a bitter disappointment & disillusion-

ment, yet on the whole it probably contributed more to the zest of life
than it subtracted from it. The chief trouble with it was that it was so
contrary to fact as to be ridiculous to almost everyone not under its in-
fluence or hoping to be under its influence. It never could last very con-
tinuously, & we can trace many periods since its birth in the Middle
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Ages when it was not taken very seriously. It was more of a literary
S than a really believed thing among the Elizabethans, & the
e virtually put it out of business for a century & a quarter. It
Reswmtwnduring the Romantic Revival of the later 18th centuty, & at-
zenith of extravagant swallowing in the Vic.torian period. The
Jate roth century clipped ifs wings, & psycbo-analys;is & etl:} ::;r};::;
tury have put it out of business for good so far as the p; s e Western
Civilisation is concerned. Apparently‘ no other. culture than " &ry o
Western stream ever produced anything of quite the same so Tt P i
haps no other ever will. We may be parc‘lo.ned for gently re.gfgri ing ar
illusion which was undoubtedly very vivid & very beauti ud Ln c;.:
grandfather’s eyes—though our regret may well be tempere : yt_m:
thought that classical antiquity got along very well without it. nt-l ¢
it is likely that various non-erotic matters WI'H take up our emo 1}(111
attention to such an extent that we shall not miss the excrescences whose
removal has again lowered the value of the sex-element to
noxat).t-};e. 'Iimited value of eroticism when divested of its .romantxc
aura—certainly the process ceases to be anything w.mthy of primary ex-
ploitation in life & art, as we may easily see by noting ho‘w secondar?r 1:
was in the great human classics of antiquity. When sex is non-.rnystlca
& common, it ceases to be a matter of prime concern as in the literature
of romantic times; but steps down & takes its minor Pl.ace a.m(.)ng other
feelings, thoughts, & motives. Power, glcfry, pity, fata.hty, achnevemen.t,
death, struggle, failure—a thousand basu': human things sta-nd out (11n
equality to sex as motive-forces in life & literature, & the anc‘tent's made
full use of them. It seems to me that both you & Krutch err in different
ways—you in imagining that sex amounts to more thaz? it reall'y does, &
Krutch in fancying that its admitted subordinateness is ax:xythmg to re-
gret or worry about. We cannot yet predict what fo'rm its expression
will ultimately take—either in the machine-culture or in any real culture
which may survive in any part of the World—bt-xt we may safely say tf.lat
with the decline of mystery in connexion with it, it will not be the live
issue that it was in the 1oth century. Of course it will always amount tf)
a good deal, especially in relation to the appreciatior'l of beauty; but it
won't be any great motivating force capable of _makmg adults swallow
the delusion that life is worth living. Made familiar to youlth at an ear-
lier age than formerly, & expressed more freely at every period of life, it

crept back
tained it
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soon gets to be “old stuff”—just a little too hackneyed to fill its olde;
place, though of course as much of a diversion as it was to Greeks &
Romans. The “kick” of abridged feminine gatb will last only as long ag
that garb remains a novelty; for there is really no intrinsic erotic valye
in nudity. Among many savage tribes it is considered the common-place
thing to wear no clothes, & the alluring thing to wear any. Nor does jt
take a career of libertinism, as you seem to assume for granted, to make
the trifles of sex appear rather a stale subject for major exploitation,
Sheer repetition & non-mysteriousness are the great slayers of interested
emotion, & you'll see quite a let-up in the commercial publicising of
“sex-appeal” as soon as the older & youthfully-repressed generation has
died off. The sensible thing is not to depend so much upon this one
senescent motivation-element, but to cultivate a wider array of life-inter-
ests & emotional stimuli.

As to the future of erotic customs in the Western World—as I said
before, no person now living can venture a valid prediction. The pres-
ent age of transition is too unformed & too chaotic to furnish any relia-
ble guide; & fwo generations of biased thinkers (the old guard of Vic-
torians & Edwardians, & the first post-war generation of irresponsible
rebels) will have to die off before any signs of stable recrystallisation
can appear. Other commentators—especially Bertrand Russell—can
prophesy better about this than I can, since I am less interested in this
one trend than in the general collective trend of Western Civilisation.
My guess would be that society will experiment with a combination of
promiscuity & marriage, in which marriage will play a decreasing part
until eventually it disappears. Paternity, however, will always be regis-
tered; & the state will fix responsibility for the reating of such offspring
as are born—although there will be a disconcertingly small number of
the latter, perhaps necessitating a subsidy on births in those nations
where small population implies military disadvantages. Among the
lower orders promiscuity will in all probability be widespread & abso-
lute—as indeed it no doubt is already. In higher circles the element of
aestheticism will probably boil it down to a more or less rapid succes-
sion of liaisons—consecutive rather than simultaneous. In general, the

many & complex causes of change in erotic standards would seem to
include the following:

a) decline of illusions of religion & romantic love,
b) discovery of effective contraceptive methods
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ic independence of women. -
8 z:ti)?;nof apaprt;ent—dweﬂ%ng., with Prepaj}ecil fooc_l; :{t{inmecil:laria;
cal conveniences; which eliminates need o ome ¢ gmt i
hitherto understood sense, & renders the family a redun
Zt;:il[:]gﬁ.ity of automobile as means of popular.i:sing & fauhtatfng

% romiscuity during its early period of necessarily ffurtwe Er‘actlce.

£) 11110(1161.11 intellectual fashion of ig_noring & despismﬁ tradxtllloz.cal

) effect of democracy in substituting an ideal “o_f cheap pllyd a
comfort & sensual pleasure for one of aestheticism as applie

h) gf:r:‘hine-age dulling of sensitive emotional capacity & Efj:;)ﬂ}dﬁ
of a need for simpler, more primitive, & more stupid life-inc

i) ?:;5 'that homo sapiens is a naturally promiscuous rather than

ous primate. .

i) I'1Irlr(:;l§sgs?.1[3?1ity Ef inducing men to live eroticallth}th&w:Jl:fil:;
over forty except under compulsion of strong aest et:ic e& !
obligations which vanish withéthe ;cona(imm independence

inquished chastity of the modern female. ' .

k) 223111;2 in regardtsgor children as principle of l_nerec.htary tlrad:?orf
succumbs to machine barbarism; coupled with mcreas'u:jg en
dency of state to assume socialistic guidance of such children as

1) i?:ebgifnja sense of ennui & futility, in t‘he absence .of belief n;
cosmic values & life after death, which induces 2 w1sh_ to crow
life with as much violent & ecstatic sensaj.tion as posslibl.e.. N

m) increasing medical control of v}elner;al diseases, & diminishing

of promiscuity arising therefrom. o

n) cgl:ﬁ::f mac};ine—age ts.}::xitin'n:nt of. collectivism & p.att:}rpf}gs:}i in
social-political organisation; dulling tlzle sense of in 131 ; t}))(,

independence, & privacy on which fa@Lly hfn‘e is foundl;e‘ i.l :ute‘
stituting a quasi-publicised, communised life in which s : :
licensed promiscuity will be much more t?atu.ral than marri gt(;

0) almost certain reign of complete prom:scgn:y in y-Outh: owing

decline of belief in religious-ethical barriers against lnd}J.LgEI;.;E
of powerful precocious sexuality at ages below that at whic tore:
time marriage is economically possible—& the subsequen

crrag
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luctance of men to assume legal responsibilities toward females
whom others have enjoyed without such responsibilities.
unwillingness of the aesthetic-erotic male to feel himself de.
barred from company of young women as he grows older. Pres.
ent custom of infidelity to aging wife likely to be held clumsy &
needless by a generation devoted to candour & directness—
abandonment of the marriage custom likely to be held greatly
preferable.

acceptance of the Freudian doctrine with its implications of the
importance of sex, & consequent sense of unfairness at the erotic
restrictions & unrealisations of wedlock. Marriage without fidel-
ity-obligations will soon be followed by the death of the institu-
tion as a whole.

Personally, I don’t welcome the changing code; for I am a traditionalist
of the old order, with a high aesthetic regard for the ancient New En-
gland ideals of chastity & domestic affection. I wish to Heaven the social
& economic basis promised enough continuity with the past to ensure
the cherishing of these exquisite & delicate phases of art-in-life—but as
a realist I have no such illusions. The handwriting is on the wall, &
anyone who does not wish to make a naive fool of himself must prepare
to witness strange ethical metamorphoses & transvaluations. One may
dislike the trend, just as one may dislike the coming of the machine age
—but what the devil is one going to do about it?

Here I come upon your argument that a relative coolness on the fe- Frank Belknap Long, N
male’s part tends to regulate human eroticism—an extension of man- at the Poe cottage,
kind of your general (and zndonbiedly erroneons) theory of vertebrate
sexuality. Now I hate to be constantly dynamiting your beliefs, but I
really must say a word about this one. My god, man! but where is your
medical & sociological reading & classical knowledge? Do you mean to
tell me that you are, at your age, still taken in by the hackneyed femi-
nine pose (forced upon her, of course, by masculine taste in the Middle
Ages) of coldness, which she adopts in order to seem delicate & superior,

& to egg the male on to greater heat? Holy hades—read Havelock Ellis
or Bertrand Russell or Lindsey or Forel or Robie or somebody who
knows something about the question! Great guns—if you ever pulled
that naive theory of female coolness in public discussion, you'd never
hear the last of it!!! Of course, there may be two or three couples in
every dozen or so where the wife is cooler than the husband in fact as

H. P. Lovecraft, and James F. Morton
York. ca. 1920.
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well as pose, for considerable inequality exists in both directions—but
the opposite side! My god, the opposite side! Read, man, read! What a

cspective on the whole situation you must have! For Pete’s sake get an
intelligible slice of data by seeing what competent specialists—physi-
cians, sociologists, anthropologists, historians, psychologists, biologists,
etc—have to say from their wide, deep, careful, & accurate observa-
tions! That tendency to go only by what you can smell & touch in your
own farmyard will be the philosophic ruin of you if you don’t shake it
off pretty soon—take off the blinders, boy, & see what the world is
thinking & discovering—read, read. Pardon my vehemence, but I can't
help seeing in this one instance a tendency which will hamper your
grasp of truth in 4/l the various fields of investigation. You are blandly
assured & dogmatic . . . but from no adequate data at all! & in this case,
what a different story the real data tells!

First. Far from the female's desiring eroticism “for propagation only”, it is
absolutely certain that no animal except man above a certain siate of sav-
agery has any idea of the connexion betwixt sex-desive & reproduction.
None of the animals who mate in season have the least notion that their
excitements & pleasures are connected with the young which the females
later bring forth, no do they dream that the male is connected with the
young he breeds. This is true even of those monogamous birds whose males
guard the nest in the female’s absence. These males know that the young be-
long to their mate, but do not link them with the bygone mating. And the
same ignorance is true of mankind below a certain stage of savagery. Anthro-
pologists can deduce from many tribal customs that early man did not know,
until long after his conquest of fire, that the burgeoning of the females in
late winter & later summer had any connexion with the wholesale pleasure-
orgies to which nature moved the tribe each spring & fall. In very low races
like the miserable Tierra del Fuegians this ignorance still exists. No Fuegian
today knows why the females bring forth young. Pleasure & reproduction
have no linkage in their minds. Moreover, it is an almost certain fact that
even among civilised races the thought of offspring is always remote &
secondary in moments of pleasure—for the female just as much as for the
male, despite her transparent pose of reluctance & idealism. See Havelock
Ellis’s Little Essays in Love & Virtus, & also an article in a recent Harper's
exploding the myth of a continuous maternal instinct & an intrinsic female
desire for young. Don't be taken in by hokum. No living creature of either
Sex mates because it wants children. All creatures mate to please themselves
—this being the bait that nature sets to ensure propagation. But it is only
#ature, and not male or female, that wants young. As soon as the male &
female learn that their pleasure produces young, they at once begin to look
about for means of defeating nature,
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So much for that! Don’t think I'm handing out an
own—hell, no! I'm only telling you what is as mu
monly accepted scientific fact as the earth’s revoluti
the evolution of man from the amoeba !

Now as for hum
these & just these:

y arguments of my
ch a matter of com.
on around the sun o

an female desire—the plain facts are almost certainly

a) the desire is more slowly excited than in the male;

b) but, once excited, it is certainly just as strong, and according to
a large group of physiologists, much stronger.

c) eroticism is more of a motivating force in the female than in the
male—& there is a more persistent tendency to regard it sent.
mentally or cosmically.

d) females, in the absence of the male, experience desires & frustra-

tions just as intense as those of the isolated male—hence the

savage sourness of old maids, the looseness of n

nodern spinsters,
& the infidelity or tendency thereto of wives left alone by their

husbands for more than a week or two. (cf. Ellis, Fielding, Col-
lins, Overstreet, Forel, etc.)

e) but, due to traditional reasons arising in the Middle Ages &
culminating in the Victorian period, refined women of the older
generation have thought it necessary to pretend a coldness which
only an accidental few of them can really possess—a coldness
which they sometimes feign so well that they fool even them-
selves; sublimating their desire into the psychological field & thus
establishing a repression which soon produces a neurosis & in
some cases ends in insanity.

Now again—don’t think I'm launching
specialist, & I'm simply repeating the fi
ties as I've run across them in miscellan
ing & controversy. Look ’em up for yo
but you must know the real facts abou
intelligent opinions of your own, or a
tises involving the debated matters.

I should think that your colleg

any notions of my own. I'm no
ndings of the standard authori-
eous biological-sociological read-
urself—it may be disillusioning,
t these things if you are to form
pply intelligent criticism to trea-

e Latin studies would have dispelled
your illusions about female frigidity‘for of course you realise that,

prior to the Mediaeval birth of “romantic love” & the age of the trou-
veres & troubadours with their conventional stanzas about "my cold &
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cruel ladye
describe &

faire”, all poets & satirists & historians & essayists L}l:ét;dl 1;0
deplore the burning & savage lusts of v-vomen—t; ich im-
hem as being more lawless thgn their own s~
P o T The writers o-f anlnq;iy ; nro ° fﬁ.
. i i strong & assertive lusts™, !
- Womanfas # b:;;llgn:;tho:e;ir paf until the Christian-romath;
e a?ythe Dark Ages begins. There is no reason to thirl1
e tc:uall promiscuous than man—as the lives of the Renalst-
T 18_55 nla dies Y&: the Frenchwomen of the 18th centuq, well attesI, .
e Itahti:lei: god, & they worshipped him at many masa:me alttlf:ét en
e s ds were known—hence -
18tl} Gepety P-‘rinciéaig:}els-.c (;rritf?ll]illjl;:l‘;) Tartaty the institution of 'p,oly;
g f?mlm?mep female simultaneously marrying a whole farrulll) ;)
. cxi:;[s;eming herself ill-served if the number be tloo smal .thenr
brOthefSI erial times Messalina, Agrippina, the two F‘austmas, & IS o
Pt‘mflan o shew the natural bent of their sex w1th.the rnz'asf t-.
i m?ttircc::is the crude birth-control methods of abortion & 1n aj.nl 1;
3;:? iir):a;vhich certain Greek & Egylpti;n Eracti&t:olr:;::t izefoifpj:;? 8):
’ j nal, Perstus, W
3‘%ePt' YO: }Clénst]:ig(ff i;?r?gsﬁ::s. Christianity checked it prodigiously
w“'iecsiprfla tl:islsfaith has been the greatest of all historic curbs upon ::cl-
E;::ls:e—imt it did not prevent Theodora, wife ;flt}sl?nzyztiztlﬁiddle
e beingta_ezerti iilsli?s tl}ieyr;lo;ogamousness of
e tri :
Aﬁ:arclu 5;} ?a\i Ezi?;nts Tl;se ;er imagination temporarilyﬁess;:;:;i
o : i i i urity has hi
than man’s—especilally since her C]C_a,orlo?:; }fce rzc;c;z;e:c:he ttZUth e
depended upon strict monogamy. U D ot o
through, & as last as the 1740’ Pope wr

“Men some to business, some to pleas'ure take,
But ev'ry woman is at heart a rake,

. 111 i (8]
You'd understand the background with which he was f%r(fn;}laéleli }ie:
knew the 18th century through conterr}Porary memoi;;S, ildfst i
ters, etc, etc. Well—the present age is h%)en.il beyondbt ; :re so. And it
of ;.he 18th century, & the future age 1s likely to be m :

i i i f character as
bodied their conceptions o
e ths, where the Greeks em ik
fabl:sf~§§; Z:Jl(es;of Pasiphaé, Byblis, Myrrha, Phaedra_,_ thetMa:t:ads, ymp!
who l:avished the youth Hylas, Circe, Calypso, Salmacis, etc. etc.

i — —— ——
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won't be women who will check the tendency. I don’t suppose you are
ignorant of the fact that female freedom has now reached such a pitch,
that even 0/d women are trying to recapture youthful thrills as their hus.
bands do amongst the nymphs of the chorus. Hence the 20th centy
institution of the sleek muale prostitute, or gigolo, to whom elderly &
unattractive females are resorting in greater & greater numbers in the
larger cities. In Paris they are now licensed & medically
police surgeons like their professional sisters of more anci
No—TI can’t say that I have much hope for monogamy in a
non-aesthetic, practical, concrete, materialistic,
calised world. But the new system will fit the
considered inferior by those who 8row up un
mean the depression of sex to the position of a
the mystery & taboos gone, eroticism will signi
drinking. Another thing—the change won't a
we fancy; since all along there has been an e
licence practiced. Statisticians may some day try to compute the numeri.
cal extent of the resistance to monogamous standards in the various ages
preceding the present. Hell of a time they’ll have, with fragmentary &
evasive data, & ambiguous literature, on eve
And that’s about all I know of the
“sex question”—standby of standbys fo
Greenwich-Village basements & attics!

As for Walter Lippmann—1I must read that book of his! Of course I
am not so much interested in the question of what people do, as in that
of how the cosmos is constructed; but it is nevertheless always interest-

ing to get an intelligent sidelight on the question of relative values in a
purposeless & valueless world

inspected by
ent standing,
traditionless,
democratic, & mechanj.
new age, & it won't be
der it. Actually, it will
minor issue; for with all
fy no more than eating or
ctually be quite as great as
normous amount of furtive

ry hand!

poor, hackneyed, overdone old
t callowly modernistic debate in

Aok o st st ke ok ok ook e ok sk e o

Much as you may enjoy the pose of the soil-bound,
culture-jeering batbarian; the solid fact remains,
really contented—never feel really placed or at eas
you've brushed away the cobwebs & gotten down
of truth & beauty & motivation—the what's wh

nothing but the poor, despised processes of reading & general fact-gath-
ering & fact-sifting can help you to do. Ridiculous & affected as jt may
7#ow seem to you to be cautious about data & to require a lot of reading

pedant-baiting,
that youll never be
e in the world—until
to the vital eassentials
at life—in a way that
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: idea: tern, unpleasant
: accepting an idea; the s erm, i
& OPinion'come;g 1?efc});.rs;eolmltel)Ir] nogother way of getting the Stralgl.]t
ains, that there’s a ; he facts & values in
. thing. Either you've got to go ko e lising haze
dope about any |1 have to wander in a tantalising
11, clear, accurate way, or you & fid d outlines, & eternal
a full, L e & put up with mirages, blutred 0 ] o
f half-knowledg life. In the cultivation of perception,
. inty & bafflement all your li e A
uncertal in the cultivation of artistic s .
it's about the same ashln to take his choice between vegetating along
. ——a man has to ta : . e . se, &
spont Slvelnesas small fraction of his brain & pleasure-capacities ;?hl;hi &
w:th_ 5 to a fuller employment of the powers & senses fwdeliberate
walung}lllP rovided him. For one who hates the idea o o ol
S ’ . 4 i 1n i3
- i 'tawolt)lld pay to get busy & begin to hit on 311 51};: Cftuay ceally
i 1f erely one or two. And that’s all that reading & or pedan-
. ‘?ct:1 among men of sense. There's no pose of affectafaonthei;emon
amo_un.t heaven knows! It's merely a question of Squfllli?mgin sunlight
of llilze1 éry—of cracking the oyster fully Open?ftz;z :,rflieing lost in
1 stand 108
; fog—of knowing where you . T
g 0; i_ofgsteering by real vision instead of playing bhr}ic; e
o W’?‘;: se’s a lot more pose & affectation about the fv.':llﬂw.,ﬂ:JV abiidisd
£ a
buff. ten:atiously jaunty front & elaborately clowns alor;{g v:; s
an 0s P . "
. tricate wisecracks, .
lloquial flash words & in like
bli.tterythzfnfzn w('lho simply goes after the facts & fundamentals,r a.tC:Shim
;\i::;ilf & talks in the first plain words & phrases ilg;ciies aword
You ma: call the latter a “highbrow"” becau'se he nc.}w % T
hich sy neither common nor monosyllabic, but if you s pt' ation be-
;;‘;l:uelaf the longer & rarer word, you will see that the. mlae;%demy A
hind it is not one of ostentation, but one af]flm.'ldlhy Pmctz;‘a A
naturalness. If he uses a “five-dollar word”, it is m‘?regy & accurately
word expr;:sses something real & important more brze]; {he “highbrow
than it could otherwise be expressed. To avoid the u;& ob buncs Gl
jawbreaker”, it would be necessary to beat arO‘_"n(.i t- : }1115 the concise
:3: verbose v;ay involving far more pose & czv.'trkflitcmlrtjé t ;}l h feaSOl’:
_ Ctl‘]' right word.
- htforward use of the exa : > .
:lll‘:f tzlet,ifetizlgd espise & reject such precise words, is t;at t};eu _,]-Dh';jr;:i,—
. ress,
o itudes which these words expre
e v gmjp.f g o | facts & distinctions which these
don’t know anything about dthe rte ; ist in their limited radius of sight
—such things do not ext 5 : : .
wo;;lst;;):i;g imagine the accurate thinker is mventmﬁ no?gns&&silski
i ain =
Ing nonsense just for effect. .......... No—the really p
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ble & unaffected man is not the Iow-comedy lowbrow, but the fellow
who simply goes after real facts & values, & speaks of them in the clear.
est & easiest words that come to hand. It doesn’t argue any pose or in.
sincerity if these words sometimes include a few which aren't commop
in conversation—for how can a 8uy get the facts without reading the
books where they are stored, & how can he read many books withoyt
picking up a few of the precision-words which the authors have to use
in order to put across their facts in the fullest, shortest, easiest, & most
accurate way? Hell! a man would be artificially posing if he stopped to
think of his speech all the time, & elaborately pruned out every word
that hadn’t the 100% endorsement of corner-drug-store & cracker-barrel
lexicographers! There’s no use in pulling the old “highbrow” grin
about the plain words that a person unstudiedly & unconsciously uses to
get his message across in the quickest & best way, even if those words
happen to be drawn—through natural necessity—from printed sources
outside the radius of Broadway slang or crossroads gossip. It's the moti-
vation & attitude that count—& you can’t tell me
vated plain-speaker isn’t more of a he-
trick mucker-

that a decently culti-

man & regular guy than is the
poser who stands on his head & walks on his ear in order

to be a properly certified member of god's great common peepul. Not,
of course, that all decorative or metaphorical jocosity & colloquialism
are to be placed under the ban—for of course they have a substantial
graphic quality & art-value in their place. The only foolish thing is to
regard them quasi-pedantically (for there are pedants in ignorance &
frivolity, as well as pedants in primness & learning!) as sacred & exclu-
sive linguistic standards, any departure from which is to invite a general
jeering out of court as involving pose, pompousness, and heresy. Really
artificial & ridiculous pedantry & scholastic affectation do exist, of course
—but common-sense can soon distinguish this cheap stuff from straight-
forward realism. You can’t talk with—or correspond with—a man very
long without seeing whether he’s really interested in ideas & beauty, or
merely anxious to raise himself in his own & others’ eyes by a display of
the external & superficial paraphernalia of learning & taste. The fake
will show out in his language, mood, handling of subject, & so on, be-
fore many words are exchanged. ........... .. ... .. . . . What
is material prosperity, that its commonplace physical comforts are to be
compared to the vital & fundamental pleasures of a keener cosmic grip?
To resign the pleasures of full living for those of fat living is to resign
the substance for the shadow, & are you so sensitive to the opinion of
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d machine-age barbarians that you would be worni:l!:y thedr:y;
i ho might bray the old peasant standby—'he ma
e mgood worker, but got to reading & began to let
e Staft e t?\llasoi;ghe doesn't s’tmOunt to a damn.’” Truly, my own
o i itude involved in such a criticism is one of

. :on of the mental attitude 1 e
iy d contempt that I could not even be ruffled by .
i amui:e holder of such a view is 70/ a person—not a person 1n the
" ember of the civilised community. He is ju.st a mmdleﬁfs
. - r?he animal herd—monkey's chatter, ox’s lowing, peasa}ntls
o f'rom all the same. What, pray, could a good start be toward, if it
?‘:Iu:::: ign:olve the full life of the mind? And of w[}lﬁt g’a\}iueg:::; tE;
1 ide, 1 ison to those which he
things the reader Jef {ha-’e, in comp?rlvso;fe frusarduncto S
e ey B hu?}:;;i“: machine-age “life” of physical
e dﬁn ’e;::r?tt ;ii::;-:e of animal simplicity that can be s_a:d to
[epletlonto n Phing’ The truth is, that for natural clods_-the kind of
am(mlrlt ;oanike s‘;ch criticisms—a physical mechanicah.sm or state of
L f;_“’ allv is better than a state of humanistic realisation & con-
L " tr:ct zvith the sources of human stimulation. But wha:t the hell
ZC;::‘: salclotr;)at mean to yow, or any other person na’tu;alllly ref::a:tt:;z ;’c;:;
itive enough to be a real human being? It doesn’t follow , 'd g
jmything 01g1t of a purely peasant round,t m;;ellyvtl:})]e;a:s: :;i;j :al:-)ne. li;tpri:i
of the democratic fallacy! I'm not one to deny X s
as cats or oxen or monkeys or peasants or savages than ES,'ed. e e
—indeed, I think the lower orders are greatl?r to be emdlh : ol
i , ise to choose membership in them if o.n.e-coul ave -
renr;ilt:itoxbil: ::)Smatch. But given the emt.ntions of civilised jr;);r;r&oassc;;
tain percentage of every highly-organised rfacee—st_ock c;tjn e a};epwe >
ing such evolved emotions as a matter of biologic acci er;h 8
fools if we think we can get any peace or comfort from en bonmi ¥
gaws of physical repletion which f-orm the goal:: s:um;m;f e o
clods? Then why listen to thli ac[v:c;, otr :elje:tt; e; 23;;1; e, ooy
y hat they are talking about whe: o
(;?S:iiul:ir;:v:ov;ou? W};lat in hell do those swune. l'<1.10w z;]b.m}.l]i J_/Zf;agailsrég
& feelings, & the eternal restlessnes; of a se-1?51t1\e &i -li% ' sy s
personality whose only possible satisfaction in the peri U R
of humanism? Their heaven would be yoxr hell. In. tgymﬁ-c?] %ou 1121 ber
kind of happiness, you would be losing the only kllT :ml L conld ever
be real happiness to you, like the dog in AEsop, who dropp
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for its reflection in the water. Do you mean to say that you seriously fan,
the dull life of a successful, unimaginative worker or business-man holgs
any true reward for yox or for any other sensitive & civilised petson? If
you do, then I can’t explain the urge which makes you need to argue &
hold opinions about reality. But I don’t think you do, when it comeg
down to close analysis! So I advise you to start a library. You cant
imagine how much it will enrich your life—give you a sense of com.
mand over gates & doorways of escape from stifling physical limitations
into infinite avenues of imaginative freedom & magnificence. . . .

As for what you consider ‘fraudulent’ in my attitude—i.e., the fact
that T hold a few strong personal preferences despite my principle that
one’s view of the cosmos should be objective, uncoloured, & impartial—
hol’ yo' hawsses, man! Have I ever objected to personal bias so long a5
it does not colour one's perception of the external world? Haven't
confessed to strong prejudices & enthusiasms in a dozen odd directions
here & there? Didn’t I freely say that I think Anglo-Saxon culture is
worth fighting for, that I'm intensely fond of cats, that ancient Rome
arouses my enthusiasm, that India gives me a pain in the neck, & so on,
& so on? Hell! Everybody has his personal likes & dislikes—but the
point is, that a man of sense doesn’t let these things make him believe
what ain’t so, & disbelieve what is so! There's where I tey to be impar-
tial. For instance—I think the old culture with its idea of quality versus
size is worth fighting for—perhaps the only thing on earth worth fight-
ing for—but 1 don’t think if's going to win. I have as much belief that a
blighting batbarism of machinery & democracy is inevitably coming, as

has any imaginationless sausage-trust financier or ethics-drunken parlour
socialist. I hate it like poison, but I see it ahead. Here is a case of not
allowing the very strongest of feelings to sway my intellectual opinion in
the least. Another thing—I hate a jabbering Frenchman with his little
affectations & unctuous ways, & would defend the English culture &
tradition with my last drop of blood. But all the same I can see clearly
that the French have a profounder culture than we have—that their in-
tellectual perspective is infinitely clearer than ours, & that their tastes are
infinitely farther removed from animal simplicity. What Anglo-Saxon
could have written Balzac’s Comedie Humaine or Baudelaire's Fleurs du
Mal? 1t is only in poetic feeling of the main stream that we excel the
French, so that in point of civilisation it is only figures like Shakespeare
& Milton & Coleridge, Byron, Shelley, & Keats, that we can hold hon-
estly above them. They are the Greeks of the modern Western World,

A\l
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the Romans. But—for all that, my blood is eternally on th)e
i & my memory full of ancestral images of Old England s
1ds &Ywillowcd brooks, village steeples & abbey chxmfes.hl
Anglo-Saxon for the stout long-bowmen of the
B o é icti Agincourt. God Save
;h;l:k Prince, & for the glory of Crécy, P0-1ctlers, :;Sz : a{f;lic i
i supetior, go s
8 Kiﬂg!f:};eoifzzcﬁ;“;; EE;HSIF soil——got while Well%ngtons &
o PE' ses & Wolfes, hold the frontiers of our race in the old
b h lPran' . .. not while the Georgian stecples of Bostonl&
worlfi L te iing w.iti1 joy at the fall of Louisburg & Quebec !—not while
ProndeIn'i d breeds men & ships like Capt. Daniel Fones & the .sloop
RhOdeF ; anso it goes. Do you see any interference between emotl?n i‘k
Tiiﬁzct-?slt shoutgat every French prize that Capt. ﬁbrah;rr:i Yl:gptz
7 ] ings into Providence harbour eliv
(my coIlater,al ar:'lcestor) brings in e N al st
. MajEStY;eI:;l:: tﬁugr:rfc;dﬁ:ig‘re deeplypcivilised than ours.elves.
i fconccieemocracy-—l don’t really see much to add to vf.'hat I iald btla-
fo:ZS T(ljlfe whole thing is as much an illusion as ‘:r(;?;:gt;cf Itc:: I;thonﬂ
it ha he illusion of the 20th century in W o3t ’
ig };alinP:;‘: tlc:zilijiiattion of the ethical abstraction of ‘]ujl{ce, 1 fplmuzdteh:
crude modernistic devotiordl to qt}?ntitg a:ts éﬁg)izd;:i E;latig-_& T
i inciple, it can do nothing bu ;
;asrjilzll alie?:rl:liﬂz,o:’tclet my opinifn interfere with my estl_rﬁater ;)éatl;’t;;
situation. The evil is very definitely on the increase, 1& wil urgaable o
spread until it has lowered oEr culture to ateI:;L j:::; ty :)3;1 el
ivilised being—unless, by chance, a counter- ‘ : ‘
gthetic arist%cracy can somehow manage to coexist fWII:h ; rsl?tl:] c;i;;ce:as
cial-political democracy. The social-poh.txcal future o :] te Jnited Staves
is one of domination by vast economic interests de‘vote o i it
terial gain, aimless activity, & physical Comf?rt;l:;tiﬁ:; tc:d s
shrewd, insensitive, & not often w?l‘l-breci head B i e
standardised herd through a competition of hard wt e
ness—a struggle for place & power which will ehmmatr.; il
beautiful as goals, & substitute the strong, th.e huge, &bt E mechaniclly
effective. I'd hate to have descendants living in stuc}? a a;' ;q o
batism so tragically different from the t?ld c1v111sTa;1t1orll Cé e
& Virginia which rightly belFJngs tof this land. Than
e famnY—"egﬂZJ::;”:;:”di:‘;?-mm wish that an Anglo-Saxon cul-

&

as :
other side,

pedged fie

o g e

P R A T BNt e L Ml e e ek

e




8o SELECTED LETT}T_RS

Iure exist, that it be paramount in the world, & that it be 5o organised ,;
to rvetreat as far as possible from the primitive toward the faullest utilis,.
tion of the manifold & delicate cosmos-exploring & pleasure-

experien,.
ing capacities of the human Species. Compared to this, all my other
wishes are minor ones

........... If everybody in a nation could be given the mellow ¢y
ture that characterises the nation’s highest thought, there would of
course be no need for social classes. But it simply can’t be done. There's
no way of establishing a set of influences calcula
education, emotional refinement, & civilised liv
lions of people doing thousands of different thin
lisation is to exist, a certain number of individuals must be given 3
training & environment above the average, with more than the average
opportunities for freedom, influence, & self-expression. This is virtu
axiomatic except among utterl

IO W s, oo

- At present it cannot be said that the life of any civilised & sensi-
tive man in America is really worth living—except so far as he is able to
make an imaginative escape from the encroaching milieu, either into the
past of his culture-stream or into a fantastic & hypothetical future of his
own dreaming. Clods can stand the usurping barbarism v
quite expresses their utilitarian minds & stunted personalitie
evolved human beings will have to return to the old world unless some-
thing can be done toward restoring the civilisation of the new. Already
the exodus of sensitive men to France & England is becoming marked.
The quantity ideal of the overspeeded machine “civilisation” of this
continent is too utterly sterile to make the process of consciousness bear-
able to anyone of evolved imagination & delicately attuned emotions.
There is no reward for keeping alive—no food for the myriad spiritual
hungers of the civilised personality. It became that way in later Imperial
Rome, & sensitive men had to flee to the Hellenistic East—to Alexandria

& Athens, Pegamus & Antioch—in order to find an
Bresth. . o5 500 v 5

....... Actually, the humanistic I-exaltation of the individual is the
one deadly enemy of democracy as a permanent system, & would make
democracy even temporarily impossible if it were highly developed &
coupled with strength in many people. Each I tries to get all he can, &
sooner or later the strongest ones build up a system favouring them-
selves & those they choose to succeed them-—which lasts until another

ted to ensure the high
ing of uncounted mil.
gs. Obviously, if a civi.

ally
y irrational & ethics-mad communists &

ery well—it
s—but fully

air that they could
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s becomes strong enough to challenge it. Then the new group.
- i 1'5 il another group gets strong enough to depose & sup
i o j:: !ongg:u the humanistic I-element remains a mo-
; e, democracy cannot exist. WHAT IS NOW 1\‘-{AKIN.G DEN.IOCI;
N SADLY INEVITABLE IS THE DECLINE O
el Bm;\s THE GROWTH OF THE MACHINE AGE
L HUMANIi;;;:—iM;TTTS UP THE LIFE OF MEN INTO ROBOT ME-
. L & ANIMAL SIMPLICITY. HUMANISM & DEMOCRACY CA‘N-
CHANI;;;E? Democracy means decadence—the triumph of the machine
NOT C .
i ra . we agree, is inevitable in the early machine
........ ;{?':I:?ECENC?’H&& is the situation in a nutsh?ll—zloo 01:
L WH ¢ machine barbarism with incredible ph)lzsma.l luxury S;
e II'). ll;fs of highly intelligent men trained to think in terms 0
e ed, profit, & activity for its own sake. Technique & m‘:-
o SPF ct:eéj that, there are foo many intelligent men fw the
b ljie'r eiive jobs requiring them, a wealthy surplus? tr:unet.i to
m‘_”’b"" y m'::.ll t}iat aesthetic & intellectual traditions will l?e virtu-
f o ma':Cnh 4 A new aristocracy without the souls of ar:.stacm.fs.
- d'osed e i)rz; common-peepulism breaks down. This anstocracly
H_efe " When: yzt!lfbut who save its own members can mentally qual-
?“12 113: OP::be‘; that it was produced by the selection of all the {}rst;r'a;z
lbffa}ns e?rl;ver a great percentage) in the racfe. \?Vhatw %;t:: s;rfhx:; Ce__
i i old story of wine, » & ¢
Pletlzv:::k?ozegajrencl:ctt; ]11: etht:1 T:aaser elezents of the present' azs:x;a:}y}é
]Yu:m see, Iiistory has quite a repetitive tend-ency, & yo; ac;:rt hoowgmany
order of nature—which is essentially stl.‘at_:ﬁed——nlo e
ethical illusions you pile on! Of course it is concewi: portitmt i
machine age a new aristocratic culture rr-nght be wor ekl
sure class. That would bely both your wishes & my atr; oo e
tions, but it is possible. Given a few generatlonts 1oSt B s of
through lack of jobs, the wealthy surplllls mal); a 1_tzaof o st o
cultivation & try to recapture the art of life—t e 2 S Ty
doing, & of enjoying quality instead of quantity. lz el
ey bi?%:?:[i&Bt:lfmf :his administrative
i i any m i :
';e;::: nllzzdn:\l’;r;icl‘::snt;:; wi}11 n}aturally be a fairly l‘arge J”b-o:i;;:é;-
execmgve or manager class composed of m;derateéft};niZi;rgatlex;r;etarians
This may be an independent stratum made up

i
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belted by limited brains, or it may be a social appendage of the rulj,
class, recruited from the occasional inferior minds which the superioy
stock will breed. And below this, infinitely varied within itself accorq.
ing to occupation, but virtually brainless because it will be the residue of
a selective process, will be the vast industrial proletariat—well-fed,
well-housed, well-amused, well-clothed, well-medicated, well-treated, g
well-flattered; living its half-animal, half-vegetable round in perfect
physical comfort, & with ample leisure for as much diversion as its
brains will enable it to enjoy. It will have the privilege of rising as high
as it can, but its potentialities of ascent will have long been exhausteq.
It will be the utter & implicit property of its intelligent masters. Free in
law & tradition—but in fact completely &  benevolently
enslaved. ...............

Altogether, it is not likely that you & I could ever agree about the
structure of society; because the question is primarily one of preference
rather than of facz. What one thinks on a subject like this is conditioned
by his wishes—his individual set of emotions & imaginative leanings—
& not by any of those rules of reasor which are binding on all alike. In
other words, it isn't a plain is-or-isn's matter, but a matter of opinion
wherein we can say no more than “every man to his taste.”” All of our
natural standards, inclinations, emotions, sympathies, points of view,
habits of thought, instinctive enthusiasms, symbolic associations, & so
on, are so utterly antipodal & antithetical in every way—as revealed in
all our emotional reactions & habits of logic & language—that eye-to-
eye vision in fields like this may be regarded as definitely impossible
for all time. There are subtleties & overtones on my side that you can
never “get,” & subtleties & overtones on your side that I can never
“get”. Emotionally, neither of us is a good receiving set for the other’s
emotional & imaginative wave-lengths. The difference is basic & archi-
tectural & physiological—we’re simply not built the same way, & our
glands simply don’t function the same way. And because all mankind is
made up heterogeneously of individuals with just as great & greater dis-
similarities, there can never be any unified body of opinion about any-
thing, or any single collective goal or ideal for the entire race, Some

people will always be working & fighting heart & soul for the very
thing that other people are working & fighting heart & soul against.
That's life. Utopian harmony? Hell!!

........ Krutch, on the other hand, is absolutely fearless; & almost
alone among well-known philosophers has the guts to give a really
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Jook at my eternal question of “what is an ytbifz g_?” I’d_ hardly say
o - to bring about a reign of pessimism—it seems to
Krutch is trying to 8 2 : _ ; ke

o he's really only expressing his own reaction to things as they
e to be. Really, there ought not to be any such inclusive term

g i iversal val-
O im. “Pessimism’” argues the existence of fixed & unive
as pe::{mffm' a certain outlook to be intrinsically bad as judged from
i Whlc? :T;eview Actually, so dissimilar are the wishes of diﬂ’ereqt
i Pcr}l:ere is no I;ind of “pessimism” which is not somebody’s :‘optx-

i l’e',_-even the chaotic, purposeless, & standardless cosmos Whl(‘h 50
m-lsmb Krutch may mean for some people 2 happy uresponslblhty &
d.lswt-s n: whilst the coming machine age, a curse to thte highly evolved
mﬁ‘ai:oué doubt very welcome to the callous & insensitive man of prac-
m 4 i i i e wn
e n;;gzg;sn;::;-}r Ia‘ 1"1;3.1'1 living who hasn’t fwo di§-
tinct. plctures 'c;f. his own ego—the individual pictute, cor.nprising h;
single personal self, & the panoramiF pictt'lre, c'ompnsmg1 h1slfazces:z &
posterity either physical or cultural, in v.vh:ch his personal self figu e
one of a continuous series of manifestata-ons, all of whxlch pofsselsls ai fa_l gr
nantly-felt relationship, & which collectively fO@ a kind ; 11P }(sd o
cultural immortality very satisfying to the emotions & wholly indep -
dent of the myths of supernaturalism & 1ndr:r1dual 1;.>ost-rnortez?1'soui
survival. To minimise this feeling from the point of view of cyfltxcgstm : ;
perfectly useless—for it exists just the satne, whether or not f1 : .sﬂ
with our theories to admit it, & has exercised tl}e most powerfu mﬂn:-
ence possible on the history of every race & nation. 'It is, of ;f)ur.se‘,hecel
basis of all family feeling & patriotism; & has functioned un. m}]llms e
in many of the most materialistic & disillusmne:d of races—such as the
French, Chinese, & the Graeco-Romans even amidst their greatest scept;—
cism, There is hardly a materialistic philo§ophoer th has r’101:a7 dwelt
upon the gratifying nature of the idea of z@ﬁ.zortczlﬁy in one's exl:e;z-
dants or in one's national future. Whether, in '1ts most .acute fqrm, it be
in part a secondary instinct based on illusion, is a re%at:vely fnmo::fmat-
ter. It is strong & real, & has to be reckoned. thl:x in practical life no
matter how it came into being. Boyd minimises it, of course, fo%' the
sake of his own argument—but the real philosopher or man of science
must take it into account. If an illusion, it is at least a far more solid

illusion than those of democracy & romantic love, & probably more so

than the illusion of justice. When the humanistic man asks of life,
“what do I get out of it?", he instinctively includes in that “T"" whatever

T e e
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is, for him, associated with the idea of his personality; & in more cageg
than not, his family & his race come into this larger associative eg,
somehow. He cannot feel personally placed without reference to the
background which gives his thoughts & feelings the illusion of motiv,.
tion & significance. We may say that every man’s ego—the thing he
fights to exalt & preserve, is a sphere with his body at the centre, & with
its density rapidly diminishing as it extends outward. He cares intensely
for his individual self; a little less so for his immediate family; a little
less so for his social group; a little less so for his nation or race-stock; a
little less so for his major culture-unit; (i.e., Western World, Asiatic
World, &c., as the case may be) a little less so for mankind as a whole;
a little less so for animal life as a whole; a little less so for life (both
animal & vegetable) as opposed to the inorganic; a little less so for the
terrestrial as opposed to the non-terrestrial; a little less so for the solar-
systemic as opposed to the universal; a little less so for the galactic as
opposed to the Einsteinically cosmic; & a little less so for the Einstei-
nian as opposed to the hypothetically infinite, unplumbed, & unimag-
ined. Of course, the individual ego is at the base of it all—altruism as a
principle is a myth & a joke—but in the course of nature the ego cannot
avoid having symbolic associations with its environment; associations
less & less poignant as distance increascs, but all very vivid & real &
practically motivating to the man of highly evolved personality & sensi-
tive imagination. One can come to regard the total extirpation of one’s
individual part with comparative equanimity—that is, the present gener-
ation can—>but the idea of the extirpation of all that gives one place-
ment & significance is an altogether fresh pang; intrinsically much
greater, since it wipes out the Jast remaining moorings to the cosmic
stream, & requiring a whole new process of emotional readjustment
comparable to that which we & our parents experienced when con-
fronted with the death of the personal immortality idea. As we know, it
costs the older people many a bitter pang to lay aside the dream on
which they had based all their ideas of a desirable adjustment to infinity.
Many cannot accomplish this renunciation even now—as a question-
naire-census among even the most cultivated & intelligent people over
fifty or sixty would soon convince you. How, then, can oxr generation
be expected to accomplish the next step with utter suddenness, & survey
the idea of the death of all we cherish with perfect blandness? As a
matter of fact it would be absurd & unscientific to imagine that we can
do so. Because we are more used to scientific overtures & the scientific
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. of thought than our parents & gmndpa‘tcnts, we can of course ac:
o the intellectual transition more easily than they could accom
B sponding one. We can believe & realise that our civilisa-
PHSh tﬁ? ng’: 1::'nore readily than they could believe & realise that man
S osse’ss an immortal soul. But we can’t like the new idea any
- ﬂo}t]af’l they could Jike the new idea which was thrust upon them.
- + generation—the young fellows now in college—will get used
T gidea better than we; but i'll take still another generation to
- th; tn; :kers who accept a transient orientation & constantly shifting
i Izx,n absolute matter of course. They’'ll do it, no doubt, if} the end
ordertat;at doesn’t do x5 any good. And of course there really is a great
;j;ional & aesthetic loss. True or fa:i.re,. any given im’aginanve s.t1mttlll;;i
or form of beauty-feeling is @ thing in zf_;e!f; & therc': $ 00 d_et.'lymg that
we've actually lost large slices of the heritage of feeling & \flxsmnhw e
enriched the imaginative lives of our forefathers. Our emotm;.? ha\éows
function on a lower potential—the net amount of energy W 1fcth B
through them is less, & the net amount Qf p.leasure we get out 0 thex:m.i
less. The blasting of our Immortality-faith is a real loss, & so 1s the
of our belief in a racial future. .......coooemeeeres

With profoundest apologies—

Yr obt servt
HPL

382, TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
10 Barnes St.,

Providence, R. I,
Novr., 26, 1929.
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

.................. Israfel turned out to be 2 splendid piece of
biographical writing—the best study of Poe I have ever seen, &. the onily
one to include the new light shed on Poe (all favourable to him & ad-

* i e, end in a known & calculable way immediatrely' connected f\w}tlh.prf?ifi:;l;
trends, Philosophers have always looked ahead to an wltimate end of t eu; :1 o
sations, but it has always been in a vague, abstract way—so remote al m;\t doeath
volve personal pattiotism. Just as young men are vague & abstract abou :
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vetse to his penurious & hypocritical guardian Allan) through the dis.
covery of the Poe-Allan letters in the Valentine Museum at Richmopg
in 1925. The book not only presents Poe with marvellous vividness, by
gives a striking picture of his general period—that grotesque age of de.
cline when the Georgian culture of America was breaking down unde,
the impacts of the rich & ignorant parvenu element, & giving place to
the nightmare of sentimental barbarism known as the Victorian age
Even more than Mead Minnegerode’s well-known Fabulous Fom‘ej,
Israfel presents a devastating picture of the intellectual & aesthetjc
bankruptcy of the Andrew Jackson-Polk-Harrison-Tyler period. Of
all the prominent literati, Poe was the only one to glimpse the futile
absurdity of the pompous & finical cultural abyss into which the na.
tion was plunging. It was not for nothing that he had lived iy

Georgian Richmond & gone to school at Stoke-Newington in
London.

The Smithsonian quest for the universe’s “mother Stuff” promises to
be a merry chase—& yet how much nearer we are even than in 1807,
when Dalton discovered the atom! It seems very certain that the actual
“mother stuff” (or protyl, as Haeckel used to call the hypothetical basic
substance) will prove to be something wholly alien to our ideas of sub-
Stance, & closely allied to what we recognise as energy. Before its nature
can be grasped, our whole notions of entity will have to undergo a revi-
sion & clarification. The clearest picture we can devise of the cosmos is
that of reality that simply s, always has been, & always will be; some-
thing fundamental & boundless & static as a whole, & uttetly outside the
realm of such things as time, space, direction, purpose, or consciousness.
One of the fixed conditions of this infinite & eternal entity is pattern or
thythm—certain regular relationships of part to part within the fabric
of the unchanging whole; & specialised aspects of this thythm appear to
be the basis of our notions of time, space, motion, matter, & change. We
may say that these things—time, Space, &c.—are proximate realities, be-
cause they depend on a fixed & patticular cause as envisaged by a fixed
& particular perceptive apparatus—i.e., the senses of a certain sub-phase
of entity which is well defined though transient, insignificant, & acci-
dental; to wit, the animal organism called man. But we may not call
these proximate realities wltimate; since all their familiar aspects are due
wholly to our own accidental structure & position. Even the world of a
cat is highly different from ours, while the world of a beetle is abys-

sBLECTE

87

p LETTERS
i orld of an organism on a.nother
. ffOfrT:e ?t:h:;;tl’f;eg:l’axy—is so different flror.n any:thi'ng
et’—espec}auytl?at we would probably have difficulty in 1dcnt1fy1n§
gicin .Concc“"ri:utes beyond the simplest abstractions of tl.me, space, -
b s Hsnac'l:t;é is wholly conceivable that registering consCiousnesses ex

i ion, ener,
change¢- : ch the conceptions of time & space, matter & n.}?tl?r_l’ o i}i
. se & effect, are wholly or largely absent. Tru g, et
. Cal; realms of thought & imagination when we embark up
B

-l : ioned

e St‘fﬂﬂyg consider my own lifelong & sxmﬂarly-mtent:fme
e ROHJD; tq?sesa'.:r’lyot;ing?" Anybody with simpl§ or stereotﬂPednf;zs:
qﬂeq:mwuiiverse has a lot of disillusioning rezdgg befolreW;r?ld w
[ ; Knowledge of the Externa A

d Russell's Our Knowieage of ’ :
d:iys——]?:ertlr\?;are of the Physical World, Sir James ]edans Iin;af/egz
dington sU Krutch's The Modern Temper, &c. Nc? W(::.',l _er ox:he L
Ammlfkesj’to abridge my question “What is anything?” into
ﬁ:sni & sceptical question “Is fmything ”
With best wishes, & trusting your

confining & exhausting,

holiday work will not prove too

I remain
Yr most Obt Servt
HPLovecraft
383. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH Dec. 3, 1929

To Klarkash-Ton, High-Priest of Tsathoggua, Greetings:

I must not delay in expressing my well:nigh df:hr1ouse<1;3}£::;1;:1 :.tafc/:
Tale of Satampra Zeiros—which has veritably R s Sitnpel Giheilie
kick of 1929! Yug! n'gha k’gun Ptlhcigl sgcllzhfegelu; }:mel% the jungle
Z:(l){::d i-rx;rr;e?n}cﬁala%zrt;nn‘:;lrbioif which I am sure must lief b;l:iecci nt;dz};
in glacial ice near Plathoé, in the land of Lomar !AI;dISIOAlth;Szred was
elder horror, I am certain, that the mad_ Adi . 'd & signify'd
thinking when he—even he—left something 1.1lr:rne:ntxon‘:I g - i
by a row of stars in the surviving codex of his accurse

in i act Dun-
Necronomicon! You have achieved in its fullest glamour the ex
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sanian touch which I find it almost impossible to duplicate, & I am sure
that even the incomparable Nuth would have been glad to own Satam.
pra Zeiros as his master. Altogether, I think this comes close to bein
your high spot in prose fiction to date—for Zothar’s sake keep it
up . ... my anticipations assume fantastic proportions!

Congratulations on the Venns of Azombeii—& 1 hope Wright pub.
lishes it soon. Your description of The Monster of the Prophecy sounds
ineffably promising, & I am all agog to see the accomplished result. A
good interplanetary or interstellar tale has yet to adorn the pages of our
sorry old red-cover'd standby, & I fervently hope that Cap'n Farnsworth
will permit you to make the innovation! I shall sooner or later get
around to the interplanctary field myself—& you may depend upon it
that I shall not choose Edmond Hamilton, Ray Cummings, or Edgar
Rice Burroughs as my model! I doubt if I shall have any /iving race
upon the orb whereto I shall—either spiritually or corporeally—precipi-
tate my hero. But there will be Cyclopean r#ins—god! what ruins!—&
certain prresences that haunt the nether vaults,

Yes—I hope to get at some more sigred original fiction within a
month. T say “signed”, because the “'revision” job I'm doing now is the
composition of an original tale from a single paragraph of locale & sub-
ject orders—not even a plot germ. The only reason I do this kind of
thing is that the pay is absolutely certain, whereas on signed original
work one has to take one’s chances of acceptance or rejection. T'll point
out any tales which are unacknowledgedly mine, either wholly or in
part, when or if they appear in print. My present job is 2 Reed yarn to
be entitled The Mound—with the Oklahoma locale of “Yig,” but with
ramifications extending to blasphemously elder worlds, & a race of be-
ings that came down from the stars with Great Cthulhu. I also bring in
a Spaniard who deserted from Coronado’s party in 1541. This job—&
the two De Castro jobs preceding it—will tend to limber up my fic-
tional pen for the spontaneous effusions to follow! Meanwhile—by the

way—TI have for the first time in my life received a bit of literary notice
locally. The literary editor of the Journal—Bertrand H. Hart—stumbled
on my Cthulhu in the Harré anthology, (although I hadn’t mentioned
that I wrote fiction myself when I recently joined in some weird-tale
discussion in his daily Sideshow column) & was quite excited because
he used to live at 7 Thomas Street—the very house in the ancient Provi-
dence hill lane where I located the young sculptor Wilcox! That surely
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cord-breaking coincidence—or would have been, .h_ad not the
o tion been a special centre for all sorts & conditions of aes-
L quef:aised Cthulhu quite generously in the Journal but swore
EE Herpn e for my saddling a horror on his old quarter, .he would
b etl:i; local wraiths & ghouls & send a monstrous visitor to my
i i | This threat—made in last Friday's Journal—has

at 3 a.m. . ;
doofs‘tiegle to send him the following account of how his nameless mes
cause

senger was received:

THE MESSENGER

—To B. K. Hart, Esq—
The Thing, he said would come tha_t night at three
From the old churchyard* on the hill below;
But crouching by an oak fire’s wholesome glow,
I tried to tell myself it could not be.
Surely, I mused, it was a pleasantry
Devised by one who could not truly know
The Elder Sign, bequeathed from long ago,
That sets the fumbling forms of darkgess free.
He had 7of meant it—no—but still I lit
Another lamp as starry Leo climbed _
Out of the Seekonk**, & steeple chm.md
Three—& the firelight faded, bit bylb;t.
Then at the door that cautious rattling came—
And the mad truth devoured me like a flame!

/ine

% The ancient churchyard of St. John's, where t_he root; osftezld ]:irliezb?:l 4

amongst slabs & altar-stones dating bac}_c to 1723, lies onbjt_ e : eet}: o

blocks from 10 Barnes St. It is wholly hidden from all public str uz ool

rangle of the ancient church & dioceasan houses. No 1110r;p1(clulre}iqcarter foisee

necropolis exists in the U. S.—it is a true prototype of the .;n oion thetph e
#% The river forming the eastern boundary of Providence

changed wooded banks & bluffs I have been wont to ramble since infancy.

Congratulating you again on Salampra, I am

Ever yr most obt

HPL
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caught your system fo perfection—indeed, I really don’t think the Yarf-
kee destroyers leave the # out of glamour, any more than they leav‘e it
| 3 out of amonr. Look it up in some of your new-fangled alleged diction- !
i 384. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON aries and see! About aesthetic—help! belp! help! O Mina-Yood-Sushii i
o Freyr's Da in Pegana! Are yox one of those middle-Western diphthonfg—'choppers,

" Dec. 6 Y __you, James Ferdinand Plantagenet-Morton, of Novanglia’s noblest
Kuchinjunga of Knife-Keen Kultur:— " Thag line? O Dios! O Monterey! I knew that Farnsworth Wright and Mau-
I w0 rice Winter Moe did that sort of thing—Chicago-Milwaukee brashness
L e . __and that the country editors west of the Mississippi sometimes go in

By the way—of the doggerel I slipt i
} ¢ . )
accepted The Ancient Trfcg > Pt Into your last epistle, Wright has

# for eleven bucks, and Recapture for $3.50.

for thru, thot, altho, center, and all that damned nonsense. But east of
the Alleghenies—the erudite curator of a large city’s museum—O, take
me out and shoot me at sunrise! How in gawd’s name do you spell aes-
thetic—"esthetik”—"s-thet-yk” ??? Boy, this is a knockout! “Honor"”

1 le{:gtl?, h’ut I'm sure the real reason is because he woul
1 e O 2l s L ek and “labor” are bad enough, but all the provincials do that. One can
J‘ ., o K.Iarkash-Tsz has just writ a masterful tale call'd Satampra Zeiy en etk s cifur s Jorogref ... b yah! 1 goees wed
| gl T il cepsendis o) os. and esthetik and sulfur and fotografi . . ... .. blah, yah! I guess we'd

‘ ‘i i better take up Esperanto before the Keokuk and Dubuque school of pid-

e e Al b bt il

i Thine grovellingly— gin-English turns our mother-tongue into a chaos of demotic hiero- i

i ‘}ll Ocofa’ Ao glyphs that a gentleman can’t decipher! I have waded through it in i ‘.

o Theobaldus Weird Tales, and the Valparaiso, Ind., Unafraid Republican—but thou l
L PS. Th too, O Brutus! Once a set of idealists begin tampering with a lan- i
{0 .S, t Th ivi 00, tutus! . .. Onc g pering i

| H|f about knoc?:t meagis!g;‘z;lng frast Was a success, but the goddam cold guage, there’s no telling where they'll end. All standards and homo- il |

’ i foolishly went outdoog e I:;Xt cvening, not knowing how cold it was, I geneity of usage disappear for want of an anchor in tradition. Kat, dorg, g
l'l dinner (glad it "l"alsn’tst}fl N d ﬂezﬂy Pe:flsht on the return trip—Jost my haurse, kou, bool, howss, boi, skul, ........ and so on down the scale i

have felt kinda sore and ;na:{hr:ti;:a) and most of my balance, and to the utter nadir of shifting usage typical of certain Amazon-valley

8otta getta plantation in Jamaica!

38s5. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

Thor’s Day
Florescent Finial of Fonetik Filosofy:— -
My gord—so I didn’t hit
M your style even tho' I t
eliminate Theobaldian individualisms! A
the hell! After all m e youe e

orthography, leaving the # out of honour, and so forth! I thought I'd

tribes, whose language shifts so rapidly that the young men can scarcely
understand the conversation of their grandfathers. I take a reasonable
middle course—dropping (in publickly display’d manuscripts) the final
k on words like comick and musick, and writing shore, landscape,
smoke, etc., instead of shoar, landskip, smoak, etc., but not following
individual cliques or detached sections of the Anglo-Saxon world into
personal or local perversions of the widely accepted norm. There is no
use dragging up theoretical arguments about phonetics—the language is
far too full of traps and paradoxes to make any attempt at an Utopian
eye-sound scheme more than a joke or a nuisance. It is altogether a mat-
ter of arbitrary usage and aesthetic association—and sound conservatism,
for lack of any tangible value attached to any other course, sticks to the
normal forms we are used to—the forms which connect up with our
sense of inconspicuous rightness and easy, unconscious habituation.

L SRR ey o
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Doctrinaires and victims of the barbarian business-efficien
can write in any kind of Choctau they like. It doesn’t matter
sort of gibberish is employ’d by the decadent world of mec
time-tabled Babbittry. But, by gad, Sir, gentlemen will cont
whole, to spell as gentlemen! It isn’t so bad to write honor and colop__
for that vice has a full century of usage behind it in a region as reason.
ably civilised as the American Atlantick Coast. But when it comes ¢,

thru, tho, thoro, brot, Etna, Escualapius, etc., etc.—well, count me
out! ..

¢y compley
much why;
hanised ang
1nue, on the

Yits. in architectural rapport but orthographical rapping
—TIa'nmog @cole Aoc
Pappus Theobaldus

386. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

Wednesday

Dec. 18, 1929
Sky-Saluting Spire of Super-Sacramental Sagacity:—

Alas, that I should have to begin this epistle with an answer to your
Mac-question which is worse than merely ominous! I had fancied that I
would not have to break a piece of bad news which I gained from a
newspaper item—Associated Press—presumably read by everybody; but
both you and Little Belknap seem to have skimmed through last
Sunday’s papers with an all-too-merciful lightness—hence my melan-
choly task of becoming the gang’s informant in a matter where I wish
there were something less depressing to inform.

For our good old friend found his illness too formidable a foe to
resist, and passed away on Saturday, December 14, at his sister’s home
in Tacoma. It gave me a devilish jolt to read it, for I certainly thought
the rest and the Pacific climate would do him good; but it seems that he
suffered a relapse shortly after his arrival, and was somehow unable to
shake it off. ... It does seem accursedly strange and dismal to try to
realise that nice old Mac is no more—and to reflect that he had so short
a period of emergence from the utter squalor amidst which so many of
his days were spent. I had hoped tremendously that he might have a
long and restful evening of life to compensate for the trials he had en-
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i itten Sonny, it is at least something
dured‘-though, 'ai I hl?vcff }lal]estttej;iroundings toward the close, instead
- e f amidst the pandaemoniac filth of Hell's
. “riartm s d was sufficiently
2 .. I hope Mac received all our letters, and e
KltCh-e . ise the pood-will and unbroken solicitude which they
e J:eﬁ‘.ltls‘tahim t%vo letters and several cards at the Tacoma ad-
containei- Ila‘:tmcaid though, may not have found him living. I had a
i i ecarcl too ,all ready to mail in time to reach Tacoma before the
Ehii;:?a;t is ajlmo;t impossible to feel, even yet, that such a card now

0 : . . '
i ﬂ((Jl deSt;::lzoﬁaixgdl to imagine the gang without good old_ Mac som;-
}ft Oit: the background as a high spot of _it? general setting—for E;
i f the founders; and his naive, individual note formed one o
o Dharacteristic contributions to the entire symPhOfxy. .At any rate,
v n}?lsigve a kind of modest and affectionate immortality in our rErm—
ifs:;;t folklore—as well as in tgf n:imli)ryf 2; ethNe 2};02:?;:; ifithzii
his tales.I can hardly think o Yot ' :
;};oqil:?;t,r‘lfﬁiable figure somewhere about—ir.:deed, he 1sh an m:;tr;c;;
ble part of that earlier and more favourable image of the mde el;nui
ich 1 acquired before familiarity bred disgust an
i : the exotic, glamourous, expectant, fantastic, adv'ent.ur-
;)u's .in.lage of strangeness, magnitude, aind Tognfilzchir;lgs::;yg lsﬁgr;g:fﬁ
from a first sight of Dunsanian pinngc s, laby fangles of vt
eets, secthing alien-daemoniac vitality, surprising vistas —
]c(:y(;z: tsetrrraces and balﬁstrades, unlimited n:u-lseum-weaith, “jlij dl}.:;_
sity of landscape-impressions, glittering twilights thi tum]ew mgf o
tom-haunted nights when the dusk pressed down like ah o ot
aisles and halls of supernatural phosphorescence, and tdera ,med-
reaches of the old Dutch marsh country arou.nd Sheepsh.e}zt1 . ay,.nds -
ing with elder mystery in the autumn gloaming, and wit tke w; b
old Holland’s canals blowing the sedges tl}at waved and bec On;: - bacﬁ
strange, salty inlets. That vague, far-off imagery, already pushe iy
into a kind of dreamland by the lapje f;f 1\?0[’6 ;htztt;le s;;:gd;i:agri%gme ;
be a lot less glamourous if deprived of Mac’s It ingdigaie.
rec:ll the eﬁsrstg’cime I saw him—at Dench’s, by the old, cunousl lvahharvgz
of Sheepshead Bay. He used to like to go there. . x An'th re;a Chc;;:; e
shewed Sonny and me Hell's Kitchen—the first time either the .
I ever saw it, Chasms of Hogarthian nightmare and odorous abom
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tion—Baudelairian Satanism and cosmic terror—twisted, fantastic No,.
dic faces leering and grimacing beside night-lapping beacon-fires set ¢,
signal unholy planets—death brooding and gibbering in crypts and ooy
ing out of the windows and cracks of unending bulging brick walls—_
sinister pigeon-breeders on filth-choked roofs sending birds of space oyt
into black unknown gulfs with unrepeatable messages to the obscene,
amorphous  serpent-gods thereof—Forty-ninth St., Eleventh Ave.—
Forty-seventh St.—Tenth Ave—black eyes painted—police in pairs—
filth—odours—fantastic faces in bonﬁre-ﬂa.rﬁs—swarming and morbid
vitality—Ninth Ave. elevated—and through it all the little white-haired
guide plodding along with his simple, idyllic dreams of sunny Wiscon-
sin farm-worlds, and green, beckoning, boy-adventure worlds, and
wholesome, Utopian worlds of fixed values which never were and never
can be. No—that strange, Dunsanian, expansive, mysterious vision-me-
tropolis of 1922—that metropolis so unlike any that one may find
around N. Y..in 1929—wouldn’t be much without honest old Mac!
And because it is a vision-metropolis; “out of space, out of time”, and
without linkage to the mundane, the material, and the perishable; it in-
deed never need be without him. Through those fantastic streets, along
those fantastic terraces, and over those fantastic salt marshes with the
waving sedges and sparse Dutch gables, the quaint, likeable little figure
may continue to plod ... .. phantom among phantoms, though perhaps
not less real in a cosmic sense than the phantoms of electronic pattern-
ing which we call matter. Perhaps not less real, and surely more beauti-
ful and exalted, as all things of dream are more beautiful and exalted
than things of substance and waking.

- - Speaking of books—I told you of my new (cheap unpainted)
cases. .. The effect isn’t quite as bad and crowded as I feared it would
be—but damn it all, the new cases do no more than sop up the worst of
the pre-existing surplus! Not an inch of spare shelfage, and the two

glass-door'd cases s#ill as jammed as hell! It's damn lucky that I'm a
slow collector.

Yr. oblig’d and obt.,
®cofaAdog
Theobaldus

SBLECT
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TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

e 10 Barnes St.

Dece. 19, 1929

Dear C. A. 8.:— ”
By this time I trust that Belknap has safely returned Satampra Le r'ne.
: losutes preceding this letter will serve to tell you what a genui
T‘he ;ﬂc ot out of the tale. As for me—Tsathogguamn‘uadf: 51..1ch“an im-
- . gn my fancy that I am using him in the “revision (ie. gho.st-
rF-:S_SlOf’lr)O 'obYI am now doing—telling of some things connected with
;j;it:?cishi;a before he appeared on the ea;lth’s stzfrf.s'z:;.b?lz ;rro;xh:nnc::; :-&y
lievable antiqui .
% CO!:IZ“:{: ?ozdcf!'fertl":;oii;fﬂt;: escyuthwest, acrlld the visit therfto 1In
8:;’;:11:;5 by %ne of Coronado’s men—Panfilio de i_Za:;lacc;n; 3; ﬁ;n::t.i;
is a place litten by a blue rafdiance due htsmlensrt;cu gﬁicdown foactiv
L &blsgf:alzlgithzylht:e—sril:g::aglot]ire(:lt,odecadent race who cut themselves
f;r;rofn the upper world when Atlantis & Lemuria sank. Buzhtbere zfrn
a race of beings in the earth infinitely older tbc.z; tbey:tu :d:;lzath
quadrupeds of the red-litten caverns of Yoth which yaw ndemneath
the blue-litten caverns of K'n-yan. When the first men ;eltlmted e ‘ZS}
they found the archaeological reiic.lufs cclJf Yc()}lhr, f&rci :,f; T;; t; - thi
hem. At the point where I introduce ’
ggi:heexplorer hlzs entered K'n-yan, has er‘lcour}tered ;rténdarttg ﬂ?z
friendly natives led by one Gee'-Hthaa-Ynn, & is b:en'l'cg1 ess;c e o e
great city of Tsath—mounted on a monstrous horne

quadruped.

sk sk skokok sk sk ok ko

About that “interplanetary” idea o.f mine—it wfould obfeiréu :,rsenz:
dream-phenomenon creeping on the V{ctun in 'thre orm peaurrent
nightmares, as a result of his concentration of m.md on 1slomeleaVin >
galactic world. Eventually it would f:ncrlnhes;eh‘tvr;l1i Itstztflll : Sy;ind mimd

in a coma in some madho
:ﬁzl:fe ‘:Sigsial:tazd[icd for ever above the half-litten stones ofba?o ::Er]:
dead civilisation of alien Things on a world that was in decay be
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solar system evolved from its primal nebula. I doubt if I'd handle it as 5
phantasy so much as a stark, macabre bit of quasi-realism, I would try 4,
achieve what all other interplanetary writers blithely & deliberately r,.
ject—namely, the sense of awesome, utter, & almos

t rm'nd-ur:hinging
tremendousness implicit in the very notion of transportation to another

world either in body or in mind. Virtually all writers wholly miss thj
point to a degree I cannot but regard as ludicrous. In cold realistic fact,
any man with half an imagination would undergo a frightful menty)
shock at the mere idea of any contact with a planet other than this. This
feeling would be the central element of any interplanetary story of
mine; indeed, the whole thing would be more of a psychological study
than an adventurous narrative—more a Poe-effect than a H. G. Wells or
Jules Verne effect. As you see, this affords no possibility of infringe.
ment on any idea of yours—either the future’s “Planet of the Dead” or
the past’s “Crypts of Memory.” I admired the latter prodigiously in
Ebony & Crystal. There is one basic difference in our work which would
almost automatically eliminate the danger of parallelism, even when we
work on identical themes. It is this—that you are fundamentally a poer,
& think first of all in symbols, colour, & gorgeous imagery, whilst I am
fundamentally a prose realist whose prime dependence is on the build-
ing up of atmosphere through the slow, pedestrian method of multitudi-
nous suggestive detail & dark scientific verisimilitude. Whatever I pro-
duce must be the sombre result of a deadly, literal seriousness, & almost
pedantic approach. The “art” atmosphere is never in my best stuff—in-
stead, there is an impersonal, unsmiling, minutely reporting quality
somewhere. I have to see a thing or scene with clear-cut visual distinct-
ness before I can say anything whatever about it—then I describe it as
an entomologist might describe an insect. Prose realism is behind every-
thing of any importance that I write—a devilish odd quality, when one
stops to think about it, to exist in conjunction with fantastic taste &
vision! But I am a paradox anyway—for there have been periods when
astronomy, geography, physics, chemistry, & anthropology meant more
to me than any form of pure literature or aesthetics.

Yr most obt
HPL
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{ TOLDRIDGE
388. TO R ELIEASETH T Dec. 20 29

Miss Toldridge:— | |
- . Glad the astronomical works vaedkl-?]::e;;l?i
..... L an cle / ledge of the nature & worki
To' e m'md je[:.lile:;:::tlgl 1;2?:. of :’ny artist’s or thinljcer's backgr‘ounc%.
,;nxlvetf;z lgsr:atest zlariﬁer of perspective I know c(;f, &isa ::2: g{nz;glg
. ion in i the stupendous magni
- 'etdll-)li?rtl[;snu!; ;E)S: l:ttzictaiz: ](;it all tht}ej distances desc;ibedt}ilrltn:;e
b i mpared with the nearly unthinka-
I lflr\lftisic;; rf)yasr::;};zg:s(;roiomy. To get a hint of thesi
bllf c?acjr[::;ust read some very recent treatise—the sm;ilefst & gze;\foe;
e i i Jight, by rof.
of which, I think, s Starlig
Shﬁie;i; thanks for the cuttings—& pray don'’t apol,og}ise feonr atllgzng
ss. Never bother to look for items \'wf'hlch don’t happ g
mealgltenseelves—there are so many topics of interest that one coul :
obf tiner::J keep track of all of them. That St. Louis mound ftebmi;stge
c:kfecial interest to me just now, insoml}ch as my Cur’l]f:; ;ﬁeged =
weaving of a tale around a similar thmg in Oklaho;na.hauntEd e
thor intended to let the story go as 2 §1mp1e tale (_)d z Rt
with a couple of Indian ghosts around it; but I dec.t el a\I .
a thing would be insufferably tame & ﬂat.. Acco_rdmg fy e do
mound turn out to be the gateway of a pnm.ordlal & ogg. B
nean world—the home of a fearsomel): an_cwflt & dec; rin e
from the outer earth since the prehistoric sinking of fal }1]1 036 Adduntis &
Lemuria, In the course of the tale I i[lthd‘L‘,-lC.e a man who &sa ends into
the abyss—a Spaniard of Coronado’s expedition of 154_1—. y !
; s but very hastily returns to the
the present age, who begins a descent
upper air after seeing a certain thing.

Dec. 20

o 2 oo s
That revision job—which really amounts to ongnqal c‘omlpfosxt;o.mo X
proving to be rather an incubus, for the idea is spinning itself out 1

T

e g

TR
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veritable novelette. Nevertheless I have had to
something about the acute problem of excess
cured 4 new small cases (cheap unpainted affair
furniture in the absence of additional floor space. The work of featrang.
ing cases, & absorbing the surplus volumes which were scattered aroung
promiscuously, proved considerable—& even in the end I found the

congestion only partly alleviated. Not an inch of shelf space to spare, &
several of the older cases still crowded !

spare time enough to do
books—& have just se.
$) to set on top of othe,

I remain
Yr. most oblig’d obt Seryt
HPLovecraft
389. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Friday
Dec. 29, 1929
Era-Excelling Epitome of Erudition, Earthly and Ethereal :—
- Christmas, thank Pegana, was decently mild—and T succeeded in
dragging my elde

t aunt down town for the first time in 4 year and a half
—to partake of an old-time Christmas feast with plum pudding and all,
at the hospitable refectory of that staunch upholder of ancient English
tradition—Chin Lee, Esq., ( a very distant eastern connexion—phoneti-
cally at least—of the main Virginia line of Stratford and Arlington!)
who so liberally stocked you with chow mein at our little pre-Maxfield
supper last June. Downtown seemed rather changed to my aunt—
though the front side, at least, of the doomed brick row still stands.
May misfortune, leprosy, radium-poisoning, remorse, time-table slavery,
sudden death, and everything else pursue the criminals who are destroy-
ing this loveliest legacy of old days—pursue them, and all their poster-
ity even unto the time of the great Spenglerian collapse !

De re orthographica—I am the last to maintain the existence of an
inflexible standard, but I think the collective usage of the most civilised
part of the Anglo-Saxon world for the past hundred years is uniform,
homogeneous, and continuous enough to serve as a proximate standard
in the absence of any other logical basis for rule-making. I am not de-
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it is then that uniform usage

i th century—although it is & "

o i ﬂgdhte:; SO mrz;ch as the collective cvus.tom. of latfcl-1 e;;g i
e :l‘; anpc;—early twentieth centuries. Spelling is so wholly

: w W U. &dO t
. of custom, taste, and ocular appeal, that we cannot we P
Ccu ] H]

matter

: as determined
criterion other than that of barm?nfoz:ls ng:;r;izsﬁte s
& ractice of the most cultivate an B
B E arts of the civilisation. I don’t let ezymology ther me
e Cu'ltwate i thing to me that colour and neighbour have difter '
| . meaffi 1r.;;)e'.msgmuch that these forms are the spor.xtaneou; :zd
hiswr;fsc')ilslti; constant and uniform use in thedmo:: ei;gi;ewnzl and
“ o i culture-area. To my mind a bar oss
. Gf e i inati rtones of association that a dip
L t'he C}Ehcsat;tizzg;n;f;ih?;g traditionally belongs. No Ence;
o8 dc.)estl; P:t?ae an “Etna”, and no Promethcan‘ gra:?deur” Zas k;\:g
2ii9;;t}f:r Gsledcn-Age Athens by an "ﬁsiﬁzlifx:;’c.i;nxziiza; EH;]IJ e
imi i rs an :
o Subh'rilgllofn(jﬁlhlat&a:ojvgolian" harp plays arf?'thing ’I.au;: :;:?;
i Ymi! C';nPa.ris’s early girl-friend spell’d her name Er‘n'one”, L dont
e it her cold for a new Jane! It would take an “eon (0 cam
Won_def '}’le L “esophagus”, complex and all; nor would ;: o
L dowcr:llng “Lestrigonian” could chew me up! No, by !ga., r; A
that' e em;S - ars left to me, I'll spell as gentlemen spell | mti [f
d'umg i j;eknew that some Elizabethans used the-.or termina gd.
= Coif?; W. S.'s first Folio. But as I said, my crﬂtenon is good,
gjﬁias;; ‘;cit;hteenth, nineteenth, twentieth century usage:

Yis. for civilisation and conservatism—
@sofe Adog
Theobaldus

300, TO AUGUST DERLETH Jany. 1930 (or very late 1929)

Dear A. W.:—

ing i i ctions, I
i first saw the Evening in Spring se :
= sort myself some day—although the re

may try to do something of the

i idea of
sults I'd obtain would be antipodally different from yours. The i
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impetsonal pageantry and time-and-space-
quite literally from the very dawn of consciousness—been SO inextricy.
bly bound up with my inmost thought and feeling, that any searching
transcript of my moods would sound highly artificial, exotic, and flay.
oured with conventional images, no matter how utterly faithful it might
be in truth. What has haunted my dreams for nearly forty years is ,
Sirange sense of adventurous expectancy connected with landscape ang
architecture and sky-effects. 1 can see myself as a child of 214 on the
railway bridge at Auburndale, Mass., looking across and downward at
the business part of the town, and feeling the imminence of some won-
der which I could neither describe nor fully conceive—and there has
never been a subsequent hour of my life when kindred sensations have
been absent. I wish I could get the idea on paper—the sense of marvel
and liberation hiding in obscure dimensions and problematically reacha-
ble at rare instants through vistas of ancient streets, across
strange hill country, or up endless flights of marble
tiers of balustraded terraces. Odd stuff—and n
I for effective aesthetic utilisation.

defying phantasy has always—_

leagues of
steps culminating in

eeding a greater poet than
... Yr. obt. Servt. HP

39I. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

Wednesday
Jan. 3, 1930

Summation of Saxiscient Seigneury:—

As for orthography—I can’t see where logic enters a matter based
wholly on custom and emotional associations. The “millions of years of
potential civilisation” ahead don’t register very big with me, because
they have nothing to do with any civilisation which is owrs. Those mil-
lions of years will have many civilisations—but only the first two or
three will ever know that an English race and tongue ever existed, while
only the first ten or twelve will be likely to involve human or quasi-hu-
man creatures at all—you know damn well that the articulata will inevi-
tably supplant us mammalia even as we supplanted the reptilia. Thus
the whole planetary drama has nothing to do with this especial case.
English orthography is a limited matter connected only with the brief

I0I
D LETTERS
o i : i hy concerned only the
ife of our one civilisation, just as Lagmcorﬂ;zgipg c'(;oo As measured
e R L __eav—B. C. 700—-A. D. 700. _
ingle Romar [ htlon of i o ar-ie not near the dawn of things
. n of our cultural existence, we . I
b too cursedly well along to suit anybody
t damn el along-to 5 ly won't exist as a spoken
o and folkways. English probably w : ality
loves our race it has existed already. Our heyday of vitality
e for more years than it has _ e down and
et :sabethan age; and we have since been running
was the Elizabethan age; 1 have gained in finesse and
. o motive force even while we o and Landskip,
o I resign my Georgian claims to oeconomit a i
dehiC‘Yré .n.o. inclination to tolerate the neo-chaotlas; usagedvt; J10 X ti)ms[;ch
P dieval through thet and or
i erges from eons and me ! s 11p-
ceptlzlylllfi olerated (by that vulgar herd whose ]argor; later z&;il;‘t hel;p
alreacll)yabortions as nite and naborbood. ... Very likely Wz e
war lish much. But it is faintly amusing to a.dhere to a soun e
Engc;srd oneself whilst the masses wallow in chaos. Honoura o
startl Ian' form, though the # is dropped in honorary. '.The .ztlo p x;ijble
fmd0 MZd in z’fdporire. Of course I know that usage is fair 31'1 edo t;
. drsl'lxaalil enter no protest if the civilisation as a whole gradu.a t)}i: Wgﬂ_
a:nther modifications along the lines 6 prey g azeh "Ifhf}:l1;(:‘110{»r any
val evolution which nobody objects to. Bt;t Ihll be shotnlt st e
. i i the moment—
ovincials in their freaks o . P
arirzﬁzgt F;v;lcials who are doing their vilest to corrupt our cmélssatlez z
?n this Eontinent and substitute 2 daﬂ;n’d bas:lard rm}ilggi:;::hanpthe
; ith us and ou
hip which has no more to do wi : . 5
ZZZ:;Z philosophy of Angkok and Indo-China, BilCtﬂat andthseq(g)dlld
ana! I stick to the civilisation my blood and people be Or::lgVC;r_inia. T
English civilisation of Great Britain, New England, a;l't i gthe T
that, and to the language and manners characteristic of it : o
nese or French or Germans o machine mongrels o this ;;n [:Iien
and impose an alien culture on it, that means nothing to me. . iet e
culture may be better or worse—I don't give a (_lm_m’ b}}fc:luslslan 2 s
mine! Just as the French in Canada (and .th'efr k.m i Rdo ; safiise o
well!) refuse to adopt our encroaching Clwhiatli;n)hso n?erika 1 was
; 3 1vilisati re echana. .
adopt the encroaching clfqhsatmnl of ;nongd T oottt O
born a Rhode-Island Englishman, by gad, an hode-Island, then by
pox-rotted mongrels turn my civilisation out of Rhode- 51; : .
I m: o
St. Paul, I'll go home to England where my hr}e ,camle to MR
glishma;l no matter where he is, never ‘goes native’ unless sont g
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the matter with his self-respect! As for my regard for classic diphthongy
being based on old associations—why, Sit, what is anybody's regard fo,
anything based on, if not on just that? What the hell are values, any.
way? What is anything? (My old, perennial question!) Amidst the cos.
mic chaos the only things we have to cherish are the transient shapes of
illusion woven from the chance scraps our memories hold. Apart from
these, we are lost in the meaningless void! So I guess Grandpa’ll keep
on bungling along as usual, in the old way!

Yrs. for genial ease—
®eofa’\Sog
Theobaldus

392. TO MAURICE W. MOE
Thor’s Day

Jan'y 4, 1930
Apex of Academick Acuteness:—

I don’t get perspectives tangled and blurred by local and tran-
sient impressions as I used to—indeed, I often smile ruefully at some of
the emphatick dogmatisms and indignations of my early Kleicomolo pe-
riod. Indignation is a naive and absurd emotion at best—but then,
young philosophers were naive and absurd creatures in the dear old
1900's, when the fog of Victorian unrealities still hung over the scene
and blurred the hard, clear outlines of things and trends and standards
as they are. The baker’s dozen of years since 1916 have given Old Theo-
bald plenty of time for reading, reflection, and observation—and the
old boy’s eyes and faculties still hang on after a fashion.

The fact is, that before passing judgment on the taste of any work of
art, we must establish the validity of the standard by which we judge it
—establish that validity abstractly and impersonally, without the least
reference to what we ourselves may happen to like or dislike, or what
we may have been taught at our mothers’ knees or by the especial tran-
sient milieu surrounding our early and impressionable years. The
“good” of one era may be the “evil” of another, and we must not use
such expressions as “filth” and “smut” irresponsibly. Before adopting 2

Farnsworth Wright

and the illustrator, C. C. Senf
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npomenclature, we must see whether it has any reasonably universal

meaning Of not.
Now when we came to the question of that peculiar rage felt by per-

sons OVer forty (persons, that is, educated well before the wartime pe-
riod) concerning the free presentation of erotic matters in art and litera-
ture, there are two points visible at the very outset which make us feel
that there must be something erroneous and abnormal about it. First—
its very degree and venom, as contrasted with the comparatively mild
attitude of its possessors against such other doubtful trends as democ-
racy, machine-standardisation, futurism, general and violent lawlessness,
etc., excite our suspicion. Why all this abnormal, hair-trigger touchiness
and 7nterest in one particular subject out of many? And second—we are
so plainly aware that the people of the generation in question were edu-
cated under a system whose position regarding the given subject was
flagrantly and fundamentally erroneous. We don’t have to be told nowa-
days that the whole structure of Victorian art and thought and sexual
morality was based upon a tragic sham—a criminal denial of the facts
and relative values of Nature as they are, and a wholesale conspiracy to
represent mankind is being governed by thoughts, standards, wishes,
and motives essentially different from his real thoughts, standards,
wishes, and motives. Part of this, of course, was pre-Victorian; and hon-
estly inherited from the natural system of standards evolved from the
social needs of earlier ages—a system which indeed had genuine value
until the discovery of effective contraceptive methods removed its pri-
mary basis and made the formation of a revised system increasingly nec-
essary as the aesthetic influence of the original system wore thinner and
thinner—but the gravest exaggerations, distortions, and hypocrisies
were the fruit of that most despicable of centuries—the unreal, prurient,
nineteenth. It was this lousy, hollow period which made the whole sub-
ject of sex such an alluringly hidden mystery that its dupes acquired an
itching curiosity and abnormal interest in the subject—something which
it will take a quarter-century of open air and sanity to wash and aérate
and fumigate away.

Now what about standards? Clearly, the feelings of Victorian-born
people can’t be used as a guide. Their capacity for judgment has been
damaged by a very definite cause. Nor can old-time Geogrians and clas-
sicists like me be really valuable judges, either—for although we an-
cients have not the Victorian's preoccupation with sex, (I, for example,

"
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am much less annoyed by the rise of Ppromiscuity than by the rige of
democratic standardisation and the gospel of efficiency, although I heart.
ily dislike both) we do inherit a tradition of sexual ethics based on g,
cial, philosophic, economic, medical, biological, political, and aesthetic
foundations which modern phases of western civilisation have largely
overthrown; a primal Roman-Nordic and adoptively Hebraic tradition
which was real in its day, but which is now in
sation moves farther and farther from the conditions on which it resteq,
This old Roman-Teuton-English tradition—the pre-Victorian Anglo.
Saxon main stream as touched by the habits of elder New England—is
what 1 inherit, and what is likely to govern my own personal conduct
and feelings (so far as an analytical philosopher may have feelings as 5
vital psychological factor) during my few remaining years; but I am not
too blind to perceive that it i merely an attribute of an aera now in its
final phase—an aera whose knell was sounded a century and a half ago,
when scientific knowledge was first applied on a large scale to the daily
affairs and utilities of life, We are the Boethii and Claudiani and Sym-
machi and Cassiodori of 2 dying world. That old world still exists for

us, and will exist in patt for our children—hut will not exist for our

grandchildren. For them will be the rea] machine age, together with the
code of ethics

produced by its conditions. Thus as a man of sense I don’t
try to project my own personal aesthetic “reactions” out of their own
period into an hypothetical universal time-stream. I don’t like modernis-
tic geometrical art, imagistic poetry, erotic emphasis, or democratic so-
cial-political organisation—but what the hell of it? It would be infantile
in me to label all these things as intrinsically and universally “bad”
merely because they are out of place in the obsolescent world which
bred me and my prejudices. The modern age is none of my goddam
business—I am an old man lingering amongst the good old 1900’s
and the eighteenth century and the Ciceronian aera at Rome. And, as I
have said, the prurient reticences, hollow “idealism” and hypocritically
trashy sentimentalities of the Browning-Tennyson period simply don’t
count. The nineteenth century was a mistake—to my mind far more dis-
gusting (because more subversive of that straight thinking which is
man’s only real dignity and claim to respect) than the Restoration or the
age of Juvenal and Martial. I had much rather take up wenching or
potnography than spout the degrading pap of Victorian idealists and

creasingly unreal as civil;.
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5. Corporeal nudity in pictorial or sartorial art.
6. Erotic subject-matter operatin

g through the medium of wit and humoy;,
7. Free discussion of philosophi

¢ and scientific issues involving sex.
Of course, the boundaries of these groups frequently overlap, but the
distinctions are none the less clear, We can illustrate (1) by Theodore
Dreiser or Ernest Hemingway or James Joyce, (2) by Catullus or Wa)
Whitman, (3) by Cabell, Voltaire, Fielding, etc., (4) by Pierre Louys
or Marquis de Sade, (s5) by Giorgione or Praxiteles or modern bathing.
suite designers, (6) by the dramatists of the Restoration, and (7) by the
wotk of men like Havelock Ellis, Forel, Kraft-Ebing, Freud, etc., etc,
Now is any one of these things intrinsically bad in the light of the civi-
lisation of 19307 Certainly not #1—for no sane adult since 1910 could
possibly wish life to be depicted in serious art in other than its true
proportions. Any other sort of depiction would be as meaningless ag
Victorian literature. Since we now know that the habits of ordinary peo-
ple are so-and-so, and that the amount of mental and emotional and
motivating attention which they give to this-or-that subject is such-and-
such, we have come to realise as a matter of course that no artist can
give any real or valid interpretation of life without drawing conditions
as they are, and with the same relation to the whole life and motivation
of the race which each set, respectively, actually possesses as judged by
the most profound and serious evidence, What do people really think
and do? And why do they think and do thus? If we cannot seriously
and honestly touch upon these basic things, whether or not they lead us
into fields which our grandparents might have disliked, we might as
well relapse into savagery and not think about mankind at all. And the
most contemptible form of that thoughtless savagery is a blind, ostrich-
like retreat into the outmoded prejudice and residual seventeenth cen-
tury cosmic philosophy of the Victorian age. The only truly valid objec-
tion against an erotic theme or description in serious literature, is one
attacking its proportioned truth to life. . . .. It js not the hazily immac-
ulate teacher or antiquarian, but the hard-headed business-man with his
stenographers and “‘canaries”, and the stolid clerk or mechanic with his
“dates” and “girl-friends”, who must be said to constitute that society-
in-general from which the material of art is drawn. To this overwhelm-
ing majority must be conceded the function of representing the vast,
blind, deterministic trends of the race. And what they think and do,
must be spoken and written, if we are to have any sound realistic art or

107
FLECTED LETTERS
H

L. oy d
i fantaisiste and cosmicist, an
i f life. Personally I am a : : <
ﬂnderstaﬂdmgc; about realism—but I certainly loathe sentlm:nta;r?yfnd
don’t cz.ire r]I:I)I:ilckens and Trollope far more than honeﬁ go:nr;); e
& hket interpreters like Zola and Fielding and Smolle
intelligen
i o i one re-
& Hemmgv'\:’ty#z—erotic lyrism—one may regard it rnucl; as e X
. f0f‘ E)toilir So long as it rests on genuine human feeling,
ards point FI.

h SCIlslble to he ald ag inst it E.I!d a.l] our leglt[”late PIOfEStS
thin S a N

(o] (=}

1l g

the
: hether (cf. case of #1)
one of two questions—(a) W o Eiaeliif
T o b i, s 5) st ey b g
ﬂ.mtwall . ical of the culture-group from which ¢ :W}z-tman on sub-
Y gsed Only a fool talks against Catullus or Whi
tion 1S €V . o
dact- ds in 1930. is art and sanity in
ject sroun ; logous to Nos. 1 and 2. There is ‘ /
Pomlt #31131:111{;;25 : One of the most contcmptiblle 0:1:::2225
cal deflation. . ... o ] ’ :
PSYC;‘O flii’ﬂﬁl’l primate is 2 priggish dignity and. }?ﬁrtlfi‘u :(1; )(;n. o
ogsznfiais of form, custom, convention, reggla;;t}; eapnulsive beast called
G E i te €
i usillanimity which has createc th toward
dBe‘fj:itta:;nirSericanus, and which has paved tl::e jmm::ailrr:eg; iy
sthdardisation, time-table helotry, End glomf;eo J amnajOIt i e
: i ew ;
siour is more deserving of praise t an on itality, indi-
i 10llilllxzelscljlnfc:rrners into something like a sembl;nce onf Zilra :Et el
c?:l;ality and well-proportioned perspec.tl'vetw dO ic;le g anba
. ff n’d meaningless primness and precision, an ig ivity, and cosmic
;f:;lc{'l Zf that basic sense of humour, Porp;fgofﬂ’ i ;trl;tlezélue sawdust-
: i ces real men as distinguished fro o an
Irorflfy ;fl}lnch r;i‘iles All hats off to the lusty d]eﬁatEr! Our 'only_tJ;bsl C;lr -
st_u & £ Or:zzrk ofl deflation is whether or nof ':ts content 1‘5‘C slu!a " Z;eceS-
‘3‘5:.0 e::i to its theme, or whether its theme involves abvilahas -
n ] .
lsj:fryl;iece of bubeE-pUﬂCthiﬂg-_]udge;: ‘by tﬁ;i:les:;ldc i‘;mirabiq whilst
-and-half-status. Much of his work 15 s S
hall]f anir}::ﬁ(:l?t;bly Jurgen) slop over 1nto an extr?vagatm;e of innu
zlideor vshich amounts to no more than an in:ertefd‘?ei’f’lr?lzt agr(t)};nded in
ifici hrodisiac works of “ar -
Group #4—artificially aphog 4 ou and T meet. These things
i mal harmonics—is where you 2 - sasanid
namli O;{Iz:lrorigrBell Wright and Eddie Guest in other fields—pap
are like

i certainly not
hokum, and emotional short-circuits and fakes. They are y

j much waste
genuine art and may therefore be ranked as just so h
u >




108 SELECTED LETTERS
material. . .. If someone were to give me a sealed copy of Sacher-M,.
soch’s Venus in Furs for Christmas, 1 certainly wouldn't get het up ang
call in the repressed perverts of the Watch and Ward Society of Bostop,
Instead, I'd thank my liberal benefactor and sell th
original seals for a young fortune!
Point #s—the matter of nudity—is in truth wholly outside the pres.
ent question, because it is not, primarily, an erotic phenomenon at all,
No one but a ridiculous ignoramus or a warped Victorian sees anything
erotic in the healthy human body,

either as revealed in Nature, or a5
depicted in its normal proportions by painting and sculpture, It is, on

the other hand, a basic and powerful form of abstract beauty; to with.
hold which from appreciative contemplation would be an act of unprec-
edented clownishness. Only fools, jokers and perverts feel the urge to
put overalls on Discobulus or tie an apron around the Venus of the Me.
dici! A beautiful human body is just as necessary and non-eroti
of life’s aesthetic perspective as a beautiful feline, canine, equin
phantine body. Only old dogs over fifty—sly reliquiae of Victo
pression—get any real erotic kick out of a classical
beach. As for objections—here again we have the sol
and truth. Iconographic pornography in its true sen
tinsel tawdriness of such effects as depict nudity out of its normal set-
ting, or with its sexual aspects slyly exaggerated. For instance—I agree

perfectly with you that the covers as well as contents of rags like Snappy

Stories represent true pornography. The most repulsive forms of por-
nography are those which be

ar a veil or an excuse—"art,” double enten-

dre, “moral purpose”, “intellectual instruction”, and so on. But in such
cases it is not so much the pornographic content as the obvious sneaking
insincerity which alienates us, We are equally alienated by the obvious
insincerity of Victorianism.
Point #6—eroticism operating through wit and humour—is probably
the most genuinely debatable of all the seven I am listing. Absolutely, 1
don’t think we can make much of a case against it—but we have more
available objections than we have against serious erotic literature, since
here only the light overtones of the spirit are involved. Our v
bit of risque wit must always be provisional and tentati
wholly on the dominant aesthetic mood o
Clearly, there is bad taste in the overdoin
tated by the laws of truth-tellin 2,

e damn thing in j

¢ a part
e or ele-
rian sup-

gallery or bathing
e test of proportion
se is limited to the

erdict on a
ve—resting
f the place and moment.
g of any subject not necessi-
which may contravene the sensibilities
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i i the dyin
- roportion of the posmble audience. At pr;-sintr,nake stt OEE
gt # lar,gealz”e is not (in my opinion) quite dead. enough to
anﬂ-cmtl'(t: wholly acceptable to our older generation. . .H. s el
i Wl# on the other hand, is not debatable Ailjw : N o
e i h or the vestigial backwoods of ¢
i Popish church or backwo: :
g o :;h::?OulodP wish to limit the sober sc1entfﬁc mv}tlestlia;:;oi: r(;y
g Te?n::hatsoever, from the geology o.f Antarctica tfdtlsncit el
pny s.Ub]:f structure of the electron. A puritan ‘-vholwoutSide B o
. hase of biology is simply ou .
: B i ivilised men in
o t which can take place among ¢
__outside any argumen
1929 Of 1930
And so it goes. A e
that you'll “'see what I sce before many y

ifting opinion as fresh data has ap-
ey mucildth:;sgife? }f:liieoil;}::ly re%.'eaf;ed their holiownes-s, szl;);f;
peﬁfed e ft)iallJ localism in space and time. As for the relatl-vef bt
tiV‘l'f.Ys - esste . ation and recent literature—I think the recent is rAa -
. (')f . is franker, but that both are equally authentic. tliave
bcca:use - alfe t that “fra,nker” either, on second thought. ..... h e
- ?u known ‘“poems” of Dean Swift—esPecmlIY.tle g
ot se’en the‘ s (thymes with WITS) ? That was a typica glecl
mhml?l C""h"l deflation that even an Hemingway cou'd scarcelydlead n:?r
gnr::ftl:;:;“:;out frank writing—remember tl;at .the aﬁfhzrsli f:action
X d it all the time. It's fract
e iorl] t th)lfz:i: nﬁY:lzt,iyart:'l l-Iee::an't yet understand why VlcF;)'rlgr;st
cc)inttli]rc;u:, t(c)) seir?gle it out and make suchda cursedciluélz;zazgotz :\;; ; r.a bt
to wonder about any attitude connecte cration
Ith(:tlg:::ozztced cast-iron lawn deer, the Boston chctlﬁnl’\ta:;vtehz good gymn
Robert Browning, and sidewhiskers. A.s for rr:ie L
one way or the other. I own Boccaccio—and réd ;

Arthur Machen. What t' hell!

, 't be. And I predict
I'd like to be with you, but I can er. I've been

Yr. obt. Servt.,
Grandpa Lo.
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393. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

Jany. 14, 1934
Fulgurant Fujiyama of Fathomless Fluorescence:—

Cook is now feeling the strain of the au-
tumn and winter—the long illness and eventual loss—so keenly that he
says he must get away to a different milieu for a few days, and is plan-
ning a motor trip through the icy waste of Northern Vermont to visit
steady, consoling old Walter J. Coates. He has asked me to come to
Athol and accompany him, but I have had to refuse as a matter of sheer
physiological imperativeness. Another accidental experience with the
cold (+14°) on Nov. 30th last—when I lost breathing-power, dinner,
balance, and three-fourths of my consciousness in an attempt to walk
home from my younger aunt’s before I learned how the mercury had
dropped—has conclusively shewed me that I can never hope to buck up
against temperatures much under +20° so that a venture into the name-
less Arcticities of Vermont-in-January would be the sheerest foolhardi-
ness, and perhaps the cause of saddling Cook with the responsibility of
getting a sick man to an hospital or shipping a corpse back to
Providence

No—1I hardly fancied our orthographical views would chime to the
extent of either party’s changing his accustomed practice! It is amusing
to reflect how many apparently trivial habits are determined—among
people who think at all—by what one thinks about the constitution of
the universe! I'd damn well like to come out with a book some day,
even though I might never win a place beside Schopenhauer, Nietzsche,
or Bertrand Russell. I think I'd call it What I Anything?—in spite of
the popular catchpenny sound of such a title. I'd like to sce your book,
too—that’s the way to fight, with really heavy artillery! Letters are mere
BB shot beside whole books! . .

Yrs. for fewer and lighter rocks—

CH LRI
Theobaldus

BECiED LETTERS
$

TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
4.

39 10 Barnes St.

Jany. 17, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

Thanks for the Carlsbad Cavern cutting—it was of unusi‘al' 1nci
L b cause 1 have long known about the cave, & haf.’e urged a _nen&
FHCSE eMexica to visit it. What 1 did not know was its extreme stz:la
i 1‘%‘? & its overwhelming precedence over the supposedly peeil-esz
mnqmt)yt’h Cave. Truly, if any abyss be the logical gateway to fhe hellis
xﬁﬁen worlds of K’'n-yan, Yoth, & N'kai, this is it! ?‘ie h;lt oj pos;
i i i irdly provocative, whilst the 1dea o
i imordial human traces is weirdly |
s;_li{lii Pl.in a telephone outfit makes me think of my own (?Id yaj;n afl?ln;t
1]:R\and%)lph Carter. I am placing the item in my most precious 1 e;- ;“i
i s the nucleus of some unpreceden
& hope that some day it may serve a ) e
i ious to know how the actual cave-p 2
horror. Meanwhile I am anxious to " e
it that party fishing up u
tion comes out—ugh! I can picture ti
;:5231 ;:cr;ets & blasphemous palacogean artifacts from those monstrous

arcades & Cyclopean unlighted crypts.

ook e skeoke ek

As to the difference in our respective styles or m-ood.s—oneltt_hmg;ha;
influences mine is my extreme & lifelong geographic Jer:rr fveﬂe L.‘it_
have never been tremendously interested in people, but I aL e aox;em
ably feline interest in & devotion to places. The great.er number ' y
dreams & visions are fantastic syntheses, ethen.ealxsanor-)s, & rear ;g
ments of the landscape & architectural imEressmns Whlch. lmplrllegeS f:
me during waking hours; & during those waking .hours there is lr;otp W:Su&
which can compare with the experience of seeing strangg 0 tﬁ s &
houses & scenic vistas. These things afe, & always have eenl; es o
potent stimuli my imagination can possibly eflcour.xter; tlljence tt igye :iollmi);
form the points of departure for my excursions into the gut 5”_th0u ¢
gulfs. Like Gautier “I am one for whom the visible world exists g
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my chief use of the visible world, unlike his, is simply to provide a Sprin.
board for leaps into abysses & dimensions forever beyond visibility.

Yr most obt & hble
Hpp,

395. TO MAURICE W. MOE

January 18, 1934
Thor's Day Again
Salvator:—

One really sad announcement that you'll be pained to hear is that our
good old friend Everett McNeil—author of Tonty and so on—is no
more. ... Good old Mac! It is an infernal shame that he couldn’t have
had a longer period of emancipation from Hell’s-Kitchen squalor at the
close of his career. The N. Y. terrain will never seem the same to the
gang without him, for his naive, characteristic note was s0 inextricably
woven into our folklore, He forms a vital part of that first, fresh, fantas-
tically marvellous impression of the metropolis which I receiv’d before
familiarity bred disgust—that elusive, ecstatically mystical impression of
exotick giganticism and Dunsanian strangeness and seethingly mon-
strous vitality which I picked up in 1922, before I knew it too
well Cyclopean phantom-pinnacles flowering in violet mist,
surging vortices of alien life coursing from wonder-hidden springs in
Samarcand and Carthage and Babylon and AEgyptus, breathless sunset
vistas of weird architecture and unknown landscape glimpsed from bi-
zarrely balustraded plazas and tiers of titan terraces, glittering twilights
that thickened into cryptic ceilings of darkness pressing low over lanes
and vaults of uncarthly phosphorescence, and the vast, low-lying flat
lands and salt marshes of Southern Brooklyn; where old Dutch cottages
reared their curved gables, and old Dutch winds stirred the sedges along
sluggish inlets brooding gray and shadowy and out of reach of the long
red rays of hazy setting suns. And I remember when good old Mac dis-
play’d Hell’s Kitchen to Little Belknap and me—a first glimpse for both
of us. Morbid nightmare aisles of odorous Abaddon-labyrinths and
Phlegethontic shores—accutsed hashish-dreams of endless brick walls
bulging and bursting with viscous abominations and staring insanely

SE
wit A
mental: simiafn
evil flare of

ter P
pirds of space
the cosmic VOt

,_-49th S
through it al
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i atterns of windows—confused rivers o.f ele-
T?ffitvri;:c}?lhglf—Nordic faces twisted and grotesque usli :llse
bonfires set to signal the na.rfnelessi gods; ec(J)i; ﬁ;zk ianr;i—;g st

oofs of unclean !

bteed{?ili Obrllasthlfeiaguz messages for the black, elder- gods of
:l—death Pand menace behind furtive d?ors—fnghtenetd
i pairs—fumes of hellish brews concocted in obscene crypts
i Pih Ave.—47th St—r1oth Ave—oth Ave. eIevated—Aa.nd
Ilthe littL;: white-hair'd guide plodding naively along v;!;tlt;

in a simpler, older, lovelier, and not very poss
hazy world of Wisconsin farm-days and green
e ture and Utopian lands of fixt, un-com-
good old Mac! When will there ever

h bleaIEd, g

igeon-

his head

orld
:{mres of romantick boy-adven

plex standards and values

like him?
be another like Yr. obt. Loavus.

396. TO MRS. ZEALIA BROWN REED (BISHOP)

10 Barnes St
Providence, R. L
Jany. 26, 1930

My dear Mrs. Reed:—

Poor old McNeil's death last month was 2 deprels-smgrsj:iodcfnz
us all. The “gang’—or such of it as still retains metropo 1ta;{n e
—mei at Talman’s (the chap who design.ed my nel:v booeﬁr}: aldidn't
Brooklyn last Wednesday, and Sonny writes that the m: - iacter__
seem quite like the old-time ones. Goqd old Mau:hwa;ind1 e
naive, honest, lovable, plodding, and still full of t Z foz,no e
faiths of the 1oth century. His life was really a trage y—ther e
how hard he worked, he could never seem to scrape tog’el B B
keep him out of dire want ... that is, until the veryﬁ :SI; e
books showed better sales and he moved t_o a cosy ne?vda i aruite
the foot of Ditmars Blvd., where his .livmg-rfmm ;vm ox:sr i,
on the parklike shore of the East River, w1th, qule v:ira eloiing mé
boats passing, the green of Ward's and Ranc_lall s Is C;n s %Ver au, s
the great Roman-like span of Hell Gate Bridge arching .
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this only heightens the tragic irony of his careet—for no sooner had p,
reached this stage of relative peace and comfort, than he was stricke,
down. Having toiled in squalor all his life for 2 small reward, even thy
reward was denied him after the briefest of glimpses! Mac was a son of
rural Wisconsin who grew up as a natural story-teller and finally wep;
to New York in wide-eyed expectancy to seek his fortune, like boys in
the story-books—the fortune that never came. Too shy and simple ¢,
make his way against the push and competition of unctuous sophist;.
cates, he kept on writing his naive boy-tales without knowing how t,
exploit them among the shark-like publishing fraternity—and vegetateq
quietly in unknown backwaters—poorer and poorer ones as his fortunes
waned, and as the growth of the city made “shabby genteel” quarters
harder and harder to obtain, Always a shy, grown-up boy in manner and
psychology, his hair whitened and his step weakened with the years, til]
he looked like an old man before his time. He lived largely as a hermit,
fearful that people did not like his plain ways or that they would think
him odd and boresome—but he always had a few friends of varying
ages who appreciated and admired his qualities, and would not be re-
pelled by shyness. When Sonny and I first met him, in 1922, his affairs
were at their lowest ebb, and he dwelt in the frightful slum of Hell's
Kitchen—where Manhattan’s forties slope gradually down to the Hud-
son. This was and is the toughest slum in New York—toughest in an
active sense, being full of fighting Irish, whereas the East Side has gone
over to cowed, cringing Jews and affable—even if stiletto-toting—Ital-
ians. Policemen in Hell's Kitchen go in pairs, and report a high casualty
list. High in a squalid tenement house amidst this welter lived good old
Mac—his little flat an oasis of neatness and wholesomeness with its
quaint, homely pictures, rows of simple books, and curious mechanical
devices which his ingenuity concocted to aid his work—Iap boards, files,
etc., etc. He lived on meagre rations of canned soup and crackers, and
did not whimper at his lot. We all used to shudder at having to wade
through such a neighbourhood to get to his place, but when he enter-
tained a meeting his shy hospitality atoned for all. T can hardly realise
even now that, if I went down to 543 West 49th St. and rang the bell in
the dismal hall, I would not hear an answering click and find that little
grey figure in the doorway after climbing the five squalid flights of iron-
and-concrete stairs! Poor old Mac! He had suffered a lot in his day—
and at one time had nothing to eat but the sugar which he could pick up
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issolve in water for the sake of its nourish-

free atTl}:l;Cilr: Z(;H;rsia?rr:jtr(iitliin was what broke him <:Io:;rrll-1 an:i:{ iavfeli;}elz
L 22, even, his voice and hands tre

:lay b diztr}ilazfséz;z;n&;x?ny and I were genuinely s_hocked to find
e OCFO%;M that,he was only 60. We had thought him 75, at least.
g L now. too, as he was on the walks we all used to take—f
- hlﬂ; rter’wall’cs they had to be, for him. I shall always associ-
i and’ ; ‘:he reat g’rey glamorous stretches of sedgy flat lands in
o WElSt okl ri—salt marches with inlets, like the Holland coast,
Soztgertltled :?ith {onely Dutch cottages with curving roof-lines. All gone
an 0

i d
i —bui by cheap suburbs with flashy cottages an
ey Ye theirlimpse of better fortune—and the

SE

n
commonplace streets. Then cam

|
o Yr. obt. Servnt.,
H. P. Lovecraft

TOLDRIDGE
397. TO MISS ELIZABETH Jan, 1950

Dear Miss Toldridge:—

......... As for your own verse—I wouldn’t worzﬂifol-
ke ;(ou about the changes incident to a fead.’HSthnt tOnt:te ;:ncnd pon
rary scene. The essential quality of poetic v1s1.on .oes focusseIZl "+ the
period or perspective or theme; & after your view is re_—u e
values & proportions now recognised as sound, you w11 reacte)d oithe
reacting to them just as richly & natt_Jrally as you fodrrner YOt srvobee acy
values & proportions of the precedmg a.ge.. This does nThe bl
loss or impairment of pers}(l)nalitybf’: .md-lr:l;il;atlhziﬁlar:;ler in which one

uality is not a matter of theme, but 1s st ’ .
crlespotr{ ds to any theme that one does respond to. The hlst?rt}-’ Oini(i;tg ;
full of cases of writers who have lived ff"’f’ one ag; lrt1 . rote in the
changed their styles accordingly. Byron, for 1:nst-ance, rs ;:'i ok iy
Georgian manner & then wholly recast himself in the .motL}l‘ g
mantic revival—as did many another poet.who lived 1{1 ;{ ]?X cYentury
century. And in a later age, Amy Lowell discarded the late

e = et e Tl Sl o S
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tradition for the 'imagistic thought of the early XX century. In neijt
:ase was th_e poet’s essential personality changed. They merely conti1 -~

- . n
uo sxpriss in their own respective ways the impressions which impin%&
. pon t' em. The change was not in them, but in the impj ged
1mpressions. pneng
. I.{:]tutr.rtmg to the rflatter c.)f poetry—I am sure that your absence of th
L ry ohzxe, as mentioned in your second letter, is merely tempora :
ingp:g aps1 i" mlaturer observation & expanded perspective arc transm?t}
¢ relatively naive & illusory phenome joy i :

the ' non of joy into the equ

gratifying but more solid & intelligently enduring phenomenon gfz a,jflzy

A {1 e . "
. ” terest. I think, on the whole, that interest & appreciation, plus a sense of

jj;::t}tjlrouste:qpectancy which clearly recognises its phantasmal & un
il able nature, are perhaps more important th .

i : . an mer ing i
i ! in the poetic motivations of experienced & sophistic:’c::-lcl!jl feﬁsfszfr .
' tic motiva ; oets. How-
ever, the distinction is too slight to be worth bothering aboti The rig‘}:’t

shall Pmbably s

ED LETTERS T}

ake stories of them whenever I get that constantly-de-
portunity I am always waiting for. You will see some-
thing of My scenic ot landscape-architectural tendency in these verses—
ﬁpeciaﬂy suggestions of unplaceable or half-forgotten scenes. These
elusive pseudo-memories have haunted me ever since I was an
re quite a typical ingredient of my psychology & aesthetic

sELECT

ferred creative OP

Vﬂgue:
infant, & 2
atitude. - oo
Yrs in Tsathoggua's name,

Tomeron the Decayed

300. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Feb. 11, 1930

| |‘ | ?}L;ntude is simply to take what pleasure one can in the visible beauty of e
¢ moment, & let everything else in the cosmos go han i '
g. Dear Miss Toldridge:—

[ | i | v e I] Ci([e[]ta Y— I 1 !{P}g‘l IlaVe l!lsl come ba(k &
‘ 1l | ‘ R y / i
| :‘ !l i “ | | . . 3
| : I Il | am enCIOSng thEHl hCIE Wlth. I]lEfe are 33 hele, but I Shﬂ ]. [1 ()I)ﬂ ). y

\
i

il grind out a dozen or so more befor i
i | ‘ e I consider the sequence concluded.

Thanks for the second envelope with its interesting contents & flatter-
ing comment on Yuggoth. It pleases me to note the analytical reading
on which your opinion of the verses is based, & in most cases I think I
can agree with your preferences among them. There was no hurry at all
about their return—& of course it was entirely all right to copy those
which you did. Heaven knows I have no pose or affectations or palpita-
tions about such truck as 1 grind out—1I don’t give a hang who sees it or
what becomes of it. The fun is in the writing—& beyond that my only
interest is in showing it to a few tolerant & appreciative readers. Most
_ of these sonnets represent odd moods & images which have been flitting
|f i1 (1 around in my head for ages—& in several cases I intend to use the
! i themes over again in prose fiction. Oh, yes—aside from the introductory

(it three they are meant for independent publication. I am letting the Prov.
i 1l | 398. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH Journal have a first chance at them, & what they return I shall send to
i o Barnes St. Weird Tales. The residue after this will go to Driftwind (a Vermont
Feby. 2, 1930 magazine which comes close to the domain of the Circle & Carillon
class, & which uses the work of many of these groups) & what they

don’t want I shall dump on the amateur press.

It is interesting to know that your father was an early devotee of Poe
—a circumstance highly appropriate in a Baltimorean, in view of Poe’s
long residence & burial in the city. Possibly you know of the neighbout-

I stlllall 1J-:le:-r.mc a good many of the ideas in later short stories. You will
| Eo‘xi:e‘ t rogghqut. the series my effort to break away from tawdry & arti
| | cial “poetic diction” & write in the living language of normal utter-

ance. Probably I haven’t fully succeeded, but this impli
1 it b i y ed, but this junk at least implies a

e ey

HPLovecraft

|
'|E:: ! i Yr obt hble Servt
I

Dear C A S:-

- Oh—Il;erre are my Yuggothian Fungi, to be returned at leisure. Noth-
| g notable about them—but they at least embody certain moods & im-
ages. Some of the themes are really more adapted to fiction—so that I
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hoods (now declined, of course, & even then declining) where he liveg
with his aunt & cousins—first in Milk St. (now Eastern Ave.) near th,
S. W. corner of Patterson Park in the Falls’ Point district, & later j, N SMITH St
Amity St., west of Fremont Ave. He was in Baltimore for a time j, i 10 CLARK ASHTO 1o Barnes St. .
1829, prior to his entrance to West Point, & again from 1831 to 183 4 Feby. 27, 193
at which time he went to Richmond to take the editorship of The Sout}.
ern Literary Messenger. It was in Baltimore that he obtained his first Dear Klarkash-Ton:— 4y & eloquently in 2 Jvarics
literary recognition, as a result of the publication of his prize-winning d now let me thank you most ‘profoun y s being tentativ ely
tale—Mys. Found in a Bottle—in the Baltimore Saturday Visitor. 1 have and o bits of dinosaut bone which you mentl tes or more stifm-
not looked up the Poe houses or localities in Baltimore, but mean to do for those‘ 1\1{othing could be more appropriate to my t2* ctal remains—in
so some time. That city ought really to have more of a claim to him than en rf)ute- fancy! To think of having by me the ?0 t the primal Pa-
Fordham, (now absorbed in N Y City) where so much is made of his alative t0 mtz.venty-fOOt'high thing which lumb?“'-d ah?lil may have trod
cottage. Richmond, however, is really the authentic “home town”— f“t—_Of asse s 50,000,000 years ago -+ - a thing wtltche faI’{en ohelidhs
where all the formative influences of youth had their sway. My own cific m(-)r:olour'dlsands of Lemuria, & nosed amonci% Sback Great Cthulhu
taste for Poe preceded the wave of popularity beginning with the 1909 3 vm’Elder Ones ...+ a beast on who:r,e broa - blasphemous
centenary. I came upon him at the age of 7—back in 1897—& was imi- OF thelf may have ridden from his palace
tating his tales in 1898. Two of my products of that year—T'he Mysteri- hﬁ‘nsiﬂ £

il | ons Ship & The Secret of the Grave—are still knocking about the house R Ever yr oblig'd & obt Servt

i somewhere, Too bad your father's library was dispersed. It was lucky HPL

for me that my old home did not dissolve till I was 14, & able to exert
my will toward the preservation of such parts of the Lovecraft & Phil-
lips family libraries as I desired to keep. These units still form from a
third to a half of my books, for lack of wall space has made me perforce
a slow & cautious collector. Your grandmother must indeed have been

401. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH Catacombs of Ptolemides
interesting & delightful—I always liked courtly old people whose expe- Month of the Horn’d Ram
rience reached back to the pre-Victorian age before the Georgian tradi- Mazch, 1930
tion had quite expired—or at least, to periods still coloured by memo- ’

a, Greetings:

i Ider days. My paternal dmoth dead 1 f : oh-Priest of Tsathoggu
ries of those older days. My paternal grandmother was dead long before To Klarkash-Ton, High-Pri sl 1 aib thankFul

I was born, but I can well recall my maternal grandmother, who died

: : :an reliquiae duly arrived,

‘ when I was five. I often wished my line had a greater longevity, so that Yes, indeed, the dmosa;liiocative sz imaginative talisman! 1 can clos;:1

| iy o sy i s Jorakeritiops e oy 5;’ P:teaming fungoid morass in ].‘?murxa }:hfgtfa.

” One of my friends, now 33, has only just lost his maternal grandmother my eyes & behold dt e et that, & the strange cities on t ; ol

it —an inexhaustible repository of old Vermont lore with whom I con- which It once floun ereh S nglit basalt gates the serPEnt' ea !

| H ' versed interestedly when I visited him in Yonkers last spring. hathian shore frorizl v;oft; o hunt Its brothers with their k::ht:c::;z;

i Blaphnagidae ooz ome time—bu .

i T Seryt tlleS Sfme of this will have to g?t o PE‘P;I tf k to the mountain of

i HPL ft k- ; Southern trip unless I st

| s while I shan’t have any

i i diate!
revision whose returns are certain & 1mme
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Again thinki TP e
. ;L-m - nﬂg you fgr those aeon-curst remnant N
pse of the Manichaean in his crumbling p, o B:hemoth, & for
use of evil, I remy;
] In

v .,
f most oblig’d, mogt obt, most hble Servt
Omeron the Accurst

402, TO MIss ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE

Dear Miss Toldridge:—

n
Y Mumbered streg being ten obscure

_ e town. Qy inci
1s called Westminster §.- Y i bUSiness thoroughfare

! s that of next im orta
—the Indian name for “place of fording’l’:) Th:C'c weing Weybosse 5.

St., Si
de;ltS;f:zﬁr St., Doubloon St., Guilder S1,, Bullioy,
i Bmlf the Quaker influence s manifest by sych, v &G & on the ao-
tin.]es ldm: thf: most part old local family names nﬂme,.s 83 Betestolont
s Z Mx;:dn:;dual names. Thus we have 2 BroI:zdommﬂte-ﬁ& come
Stréet : -Imi rown .Sr. Our Broa’dwdy Wwas once , 5 8 'Cbad_ Brown
= ,idl mb1 ¢ long & lined with Mansions, but is splendid residential
. P fyth eing ?ngulfed by the vast Federal Hilj Itouf sunk to a stum &
¢¢ of the ancient families, howeye alian colony. Two or
© their old homes—

‘ : h t, still clin
N;ld cases amidst a desert of Sicilian squalor & Ng !
sisy19F hé eslants] “apolitan noisomeness!

street p
Beneit St.; Gaol.Lan names have disappeareq

will take man
. Y IOre genap,y: i
Providence, Incidentally r:z::tn S_-;;o dralilt_ﬁu
S — I0 cuttin
ning St. when I Moyeq here, but Strattof

n
ks for that Georgetown

amulsed me. I thought of D
St. is a new one! By the
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view. 1 have seen the house many times, & have ordinary postcard views
of it; but nothing catches the spirit so well as this etching. Swann seems
to have something of the sympathetic antiquarian feeling of
providence’s Henry J. Peck.

The second batch of cuttings is phenomenally rich in interesting ma-
terial. 1 shall file the Dunstanborough legend in a book of old family
Jegends which I have, & the Roman art item will go in a work on
Gracco-Roman art. That is one of the ways I keep track of cuttings—
though it is a woefully unsystematic one. When I consider my files as a
whole, I feel marked sympathy with DeQuincey’s method—as so oppor-
tunaly mentioned in one of the cuttings in this lot!

That crocus picture is alluring in the extreme! We have not yet
reached that stage of vernality up here, though the past week has indeed
given us a fair imitation of April in temperature. One day it was 68°
another day 64°—1I have made several walking expeditions, & on one
occasion induced my aunt to make a brief excursion to the outer world.
However, there is unfortunately much opportunity for frigid weather
between now & the real spring. The Peattie article brings out much of
the charm of winter, but I had much rather enjoy that charm on paper
from the safe distance of Charleston or St. Augustine or New Orleans!
The idea that Washington was once an Indian manufacturing centre is
highly interesting—indeed there is much material for absorbing specula-
tion in the whole pre-European ethnology of America. Rhode Island
undoubtedly had a long & colourful Indian history, for the artifacts &
ceremonial rocks of at least one unknown pre-Algonquin race are dis-
cernible in several localities. They call it the “red pottery race™ after its
characteristic product. ‘The false path in the Egyptian tomb is another
archaeological fact of great piquancy. And speaking of Egypt—the lit-
eral news of the day furnishes one item as good as any weird fictional

plot yet written. Have you seen the item of the suicide of Lord Westbury
last Friday? He was the father of one of the explorers of Tutankha-
men's tomb, & his rooms in London were full of strange Egyptian ob-
jects. On Friday he leapt from a 7th floor window, leaving a note in
Wwhich he said “T really cannot stand any more horrors.” This is no prod-
uct of imagination, but a literal bit of fact from the day's news! I wish I
could see that Viking house reconstruction in Iceland—indeed, I have
always wanted to see Iceland under appropriate summer conditions.
There is a provocative imaginative fascination about Ultima Thule
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which has affected me profoundly since childhood. I suppose Reykijay;,
has much modern architecture, but even so, I fancy there must be a greg
deal of the mediaeval left in it. The Georgetown article was also of iy,

terest. It pleases me to hear that the beauty of this section is beginnip

: j 4 8
to be appreciated, though I fear that, as in the case of Providence, ,
large amount of destruction as well as preservation will attend the ey.

ploitation & development.

tined” for each other—or something to that effect; a temporary decora.
tive idea so plainly contrary to all fact that in this honest age it has
implications of humour rather than of seriousness. There is an air of
unreality about 1gth century material of this sort which one can’t get
away from, & which becomes glaringly obvious the moment one gives
human influences & relationships a serious & open-minded study. It may
have had a poetic appeal during the brief period—say 1830-1890—
when people deliberately detached reason & observation from their aes-
thetic life, but it is too far out of the main stream of vital expression to
have a permanent significance. There is no such thing as “love” as Vic-
torians understood—or pretended to understand—it; & the too-ponder-
ous treatment of the mere congeniality which comprised the non-erotic
side of the nearest corresponding reality is an aesthetic mistake involv-
ing the fatal fault of emotional inappropriateness—i.e., the adoption of
a manner & medium not adapted to the given material. It is a pity that
so much violent “de-bunking’ has to be done today—but the chief fault
is with the Victorian concocters of the original “bunk’ rather than with

the modern truth-seekers who have the thankless task of exposing &
destroying it!

As for “evil” poets—don’t be deluded by the
myth that artistic merit has anything to do with the artificial & changea-
ble folkway-fashions which we naively call “good” & “evil”, Art—in-
cluding poetry—is simply the language of the imagination raised to the
highest degree of poignancy, & it makes no difference whether the
imagination contains what a particular age & race may consider *‘good”,
or whether it contains what that age & race happens to group as “evil”.
The greatest of all French poets was the thorough Satanist Baudelaire—

In the matter of the sentimental “epic’’—]
would advise caution in offering anything to the public which would
tend to suggest moods grounded in exploded fallacy. If I recall the
verses aright, they perpetuate the myth of two “souls” which are “des.
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, . Mal. Of all
+le of his principal collection be%ng' Les Fle’u: ;iz: unspeakablc
&7 tltlecx-:ts of the world, 2 full ma]onf;y hdavfr' eel'd b forhave

i mire,
the 8% P deed, most of the bards I chiefly admi : ; form
: i dice against any
oundrels—1° | Not that I have any cosmic preju He
i fiouse: 'O feels somewhat uncomforta

jnside ™Y L e but that one naturally fe T

of i C";L whose basic emotions & customs are to0 wftd;ez'e&ty 5

talking t0 P::otpone's s iy happen—-thfough accidents O

ent from W a ;

environment———to be. with best wishes,

Yr most obt hble Servt
HPLovecraft

RTON 3
403, TO JAMES FERDINAND MO The Ides of Martinus, 1930

(March 12, 1930)
Crudent Crown of Cerebro—Chronological Codrdination:—

. ) i+s own caffeine-
Well, I'll be damn’d! So Megalopolis doesn’t kr;ow lts;etoan‘)f unusual
li ;e’rs' No question, it's about. twice 83 t}afl_ t?i iurg. I suppose
1qu‘?t' e -m.aéerial in N’ Yawk as it is HEary o 1?-,6 only eat certain
nl::tn lv'dent fauna are so damn standardised that they merycialisrn may
i .
tth?nrgESS dictated by such fashions as caprice and com
i d
create! . .. . - schedule is beyon
t on a chain-gang ; d
he hell you manage to exis ol ight! Bond-
mH;:nt r:hensizn—ﬂit would drive me t0 suul:ldelry lm a i:,fzsgso ar as 1
agye to tﬁe known, the expected, and the Premdfuee lrsre Pic’luanc}’, and
% deeming va s » "
d, eve article of re f prolonging
:Tngg?:szzefrom ti\ye Pfatiguing and burthensome ordﬂ?all eoft f; e gxis-
. s
li?e and consciousness. With these things gone’b:he-rfi:nuli to make the
tence-process an insufficient array of PleasuraT; ie's no use in claim-
troublesome experience worth going_through_' teo enjoy more things”’
e il Wo‘ll;id"gi‘ve i'I;ept:rr;:lased on such soul-anni-
. H OY 1 :
= here is nothing I could €0} - i es me plea-
hifaifizsie;ns It is never any definite experience wi;zc/jdi:;; rf _f: i
: : ic adventurous expec i
rays the qualit of mystic - on that
;:’::ﬁbfff ahbjj;bicbqpem:’it: me to foster the momentary illust
efinitenes.
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almost any vista of wonder and beauty might open up, or almost 4,
law of time or space or matter or energy be marvellously defeateq o
reversed or modified or transcended. That is the central keynote of
character and personality, and of the character and personality of 4
men of the symbolic or poetic as distinguished from the intellectys)
type. It is a matter of what forms a basic life-value for me. Obviously,
nothing in objective life has any real “value” for anybody. Dty ang
empty physical-intellectual experience soon becomes an unmeaning repe.
tition of kindred and boresome sensations unless one’s imaginative hori.
zon be mercifully limited. What makes anything valuable or significant
in the life of any person is NOT any quality intrinsic in the thing itself.
It is simply what that thing has the power to symbolise for the person in
question—how keenly that thing is able to stir in the especial individual
that sense of expansion, freedom, adventure, power, expectancy, symme-
try, drama, beanty-absorption, surprise, and cosmic wonder (ie., the
illusory promise of a majestic revelation which shall gratify man's ever.
flaming, ever-tormenting curiosity about the outer voids and ultimate
gulfs of entity) WHICH ALONE MEANS PLEASURE TO HUMANITY, save
for the low-grade and soon-exhausted animal pleasures, and the too-
soon-monotonous and wearying pleasures of mental exertion as apart
from mental adventure. This complex expansion-freedom-adventure-
power-expectancy-drama-beauty-wonder-sense is all that makes any sen-
sitively organised man remain alive. What gratifies it is of value. What
fails to gratify it is valueless. True, the means to gratification for every
different man must necessarily be different; because the symbols evoking
this complex sense are in each individual dependent upon his personal
heredity, mental-physical organisation, individual history, general back-
ground, and education. It is a matter of more or less capricious associa-
tion. Some objective experiences evoke the right symbols for some men,
other experiences for others. Apart from this evocative power, no objec-
tive experience has any value for anyone. One man’s meat is another
man’s poison. That is why it is silly to call any person’s course of action
wise or foolish until we find out just what that person is aiming for,
anyway. Only a naively unphilosophic observer laughs at a given indi-
vidual for adopting a course which stints him on some specific thing
commonly regarded as a desideratum. How can such an observer know
whether the individual is really suffering any net loss, or whether the
“desideratum” would not be wholly worthless to the individual if dis-
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joined fr

om the special course which he refuses to abandon? That is,
tsider properly weigh the relative values, for another,. of
ey on t in objective thin
i fixed course on the one hand, and of a certain objec g
i on the other hand? May not the course easily be worth
- l:c.nd[ttll(i:_-1 man who follows it, than any other possible desideratum
m?]i; tboe? This gets us back to the fundamental truth t?‘nat nothing has
b srinsic valwe. The only human values are sensations—and what
. ”i?se man will seek are simply the objects and conditions which may
tfl;j zim serve as symbols to e‘.voke.the especial sensations-—t:e' corr;zrl:sc
exaltation of spaciousness, liberation, ﬂ.dVE.l’lt"L'erllS expecta ct), pem_:
drama, pageantry, symmetry, mystery, cur1os1ty-1ure, etc-., e é,f .Ese
whose function it is to make existence seemn WOl’tl?l prolonging. ' couan
the particular objects and conditions will be different for E\eg&men;
since each of us has a different nature a,.nd thc,refore aﬂ iffer o
symbolising apparatus. That is why_I don’t think you’re actltlm C{J miu:::'l _
in accepting a ruled, regimented life, although.l personally don e
derstand how such a life can give you the serllsatxons of expansion, reeI
dom, and wonder which you surely need in ordEf to keep go‘mg.bl
couldn’t get the needed sensations out of any predicted or predz-ctj €
course of events, because such events would lack the glamorous 772 efi-
niteness and uncertainty essential to the fostering of the drama-an_d-pal.g-
eantry-illusion ; the illusion of being poised on the edge of the mgt.'nte
amidst a vast cosmic unfolding which might reveal almost anything.
This illusion, I have discovered through long experiment anfi through :;
close analysis of every experience classifiable as pleasant or ]ayfz{.? that
have ever had, is absolutely necessary to an even tole_rablc happiness on
my part. It is the sole and complete Lkey to ‘th.at equswe and- evanescent
quality of INTEREST which I have such prodigious difficulty in summon-
ing up toward anything not involving the element.s of surprise, duc’o:{-
ery, strangeness, and the impingement of the cosmic, lawless, and IE'ZJJII-
cal upon the prosaic sphere of the known. Facts as su.ch mean nothing to
me, Not because I have the maniac’s or religious mystic's tendency to rmf-
fuse teality with unreality, but because I have the cynic’s and the analyst ;
inability to recognise any difference in value between the two types o
consciousness-impacts, resl and wnreal. 1 know which are which, l?ut
cannot have any prejudice in favour of either class. Even my seeming
Preference for the unreal is only a chance circumstance—atising from
the fact that the especial sensations I need are mainly supplied by that
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element. Actually, I am just as willing to welcome impressions from the
real (such as historic pageantry, astronomical mystery, archaeologicy)
darkness and terror) as from the unreal, if they will give me equally
poignant  expansion-freedom-adventure-beauty-drama-mystery  sens.
tions. But it is the sensations only which count. Reality or unreality ip
themselves—as such—are to me only academic and sterile terms. I g
too cynical and analytical to retain the illusion that their actually vast
physical difference gives them any difference in value as psychological
agents impinging on man’s consciousness. My one standard of value i
imaginative suggesting-power or symbolising-quality. Some people de-
rive pleasure from an empty intellectual operation—from the mere reg.
istering and recognition that such a thing is so or that such a thing isn't
so. This to me is the tamest and most easily exhausted of all the plea-
sures—except of course the sensuous pleasures of the primal clod. No
sooner does my feeble interest get half-aroused, than the flicker is
snuffed out by the query “what of it?” And so it goes. What do I get
out of travel? Why, simply a more intense and poignant sense of expan.
sion, surprise, and the imminence of unknown wonders, than I could
get without such a swift and varied pageantry of physical locale. It is not
the objective scenery or things which I encounter that please me, but
simply the mood and circumstances under which they strike my senses.
In themselves they are nothing. Carcassone or the Acropolis itself would
be deadwood to me if I knew weeks ahead just when I was going to see
it, just how I was going to see it, and just how long I was going to see
it. Only in connexion with the gesture of liberation and the aura of
quiveting mystery is beauty of any significance to me. There must be
uncestainty, suddenness, surprise God! Shall I ever forget my
first stupefying glimpse of MARBLEHEAD’S huddled and archaick
roofs under the snow in the delirious sunset glory of four p.m., Dec. 17,
1922!!! I did not know until an hour before that I should ever behold
such a place as Marblehead, and I did not know wntil that moment itself
the full extent of the wonder I was to behold. I account that instant—
about 4:05 to 4:10 p.m., Dec. 17, 1922—the most powerful single
emotional climax experienced during my nearly forty years of existence.
In a flash all the past of New England—all the past of Old England—
all the past of Anglo-Saxondom and the Western World—swept over
me and identified me with the stupendous totality of all things in such a
way as it never did before and never will again. That was the high tide
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i - i there has been
i life. I was thirty-two then—and since that hour ther

ly a recession to senile tameness; merely a striving to recapture the
mer

ders of revelation and intimation and cosmic identification which
won

that sight brought. . .. det there must always be thehauf:a of fsrizt;cfzi
d surprise and indefiniteness and wonder about the impres
7 hing process. I wouldn’t pay a half-dollar to see even London or
i;):fi; fr Rome on a Cook’s tour schedule! Tlhere must alw'agls I§?e i s:nse
of soaring outward from all temporal, spgtxal, and mate'rl }m:i a lOIIfl:S
along broad vistas of slanting yellow radiance fror.n ummagug:t gu i
beyond the chrysoberyl gates of sunseF - soaring outward oward
the discovery of stupendous, cosmic, inconceivable things, and towar
the envisagement and comprehension of awesome rhythms ar'1d patterns
and symmetries too Titanic, too unparticled, too trans-galactlcz( and tc‘nlo
overpowering for the relatively flat, tame, and _local name of “beauty”.
When a city or landscape or experience can give me this sense of un-
trammelled and starward soaring, 1 account it worth my while to go
after it. What doesn't give it, I don't consider worth. going after. En‘ergg
flags so damnably when such a reward is not in sn_ght. Why be alive?
What is anything? When I first saw strange anfi pinnacled Newl quk
rising mystic and violet out of its waters in April, 1922, I got this kick
to a stupendous degree—as you doubtless recall from the way I‘ rhapso-
dised around with you and Little Sonny and Loveman er.ld Kleme.:r ar%d
everybody darting up steps to strange sunward vistas, takmg. in
exotic contrasts and outspread seas of alien roofs and spires, hurtl.mg
through interstellar blackness in cryptic subways, never knowing on just
what planet or within just what universe I would next emerge to over-
whelming light beholding monstrous 1nvers'10ns of the
natural order—Ilovely white cottages and Georgian mansions of the
known, sane, world side by side with pouring tides of swarthy slave-
life from the obscene and unimaginable East and beyond the
squinting faces and jabbering tongues from Antioch, Alex-
andria, Palmyra, Petra, Hierosolyma, Nineveh, Tyre, Sidon, Ur, Mem-
phis, Thebes, Heliopolis . ... sinister hicrophants and mysteriarchs
from Babylon and Bactria, Sogdiana and Seythia . . . . fabulous
Samarcand, and the whisper'd-of Irem, City of Pillars, in the for-
bidden Red Desert of Araby where the daemons dwell and whe.reof
Abdul Alhazred dreamed when he writ his Necronomicon.
Persepolis, Parsagidae . . . . Ophir and Cambaluc
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Prester John ... Zimbabwe Bethmoora, Merimna . . . Sardathrig,
wherefor Pegina’s gods weep The mongrel sculptor in his du,
den.....the mystic bookstalls with their hellish beardeg
guardians monstrous books from nightmare lands for sale gt a
song if one might chance to pick the right one from mouldering, cej].
ing-high piles . ... rattle of the elevated through unknown labyrinths
of accursed life ... sweep of red-gold sun over a luring balustradeq
hill-crest—and the Home of Poe! Pressure of insane blackness on the
insane lights of Times Square at night—like a low, evil ceiling over 4
monstrously brazier'd and doom-hieroglyphed secret temple of inner
AEgyptus Musaeums with all the evocative symbols of
Greece, Rome, and nighted Khem . ... that Pantheon model! Alas! 8.
CONSUL ROMANUS ... brazen notes of the
tubicen . . . . tramp of the legions . . . . AVE - SCIPIO
TRIUMPHATOR . ... Gad, what a kick! What a sense of new, exotic
worlds opening up before a one-time (and, unknown to me, some-day-
to-be-again!) recluse as horizons take form from purple mystery, and
marching aeons deposit strange freight before unjaded eyes! That, boy,
was what I call a travel-experience! . . ... but as soon as the sights of
New York became well-known to me; as soon as the exotick strangeness
lost its distant mystery; then all was changed. The very cleavage from
the known, sane, world became hideous and ingulphing menace, and the
very glamour and lure turned to a sense of exile and of loneliness. What
gave the original scene its kick was its freshness, strangeness, and witer
remoteness. It was because I did not live there that I found it wonder-
ful. With familiarity, all became garishness and squalor and dead-sea
fruit. As the years go by, the sense of remoteness from such abnormal
exoticism of course returns; so that next month I shall probably feel a
few faint echoes of the glamour and exploration-sense of 1922. The
Palisades especially have a vague, cosmic, recapturable charm. But there
will be no such kick as I got before. To get such a kick again I shall
have to go to Quebec or London or Paris or Rome. Strangeness, light,
colour, motion, beauty, and a sense of the past hovering near. That is
what gives me the supreme urban kick. And even at that I believe that
now—with my older, less astonishable personality—I could never get
the kick from any large city that I could from a smaller, older, quainter
place where hereditary glamour is thicker. It was because I was not past
early middle age in 1922 that I got the Manhattan kick I did. Nowadays
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| stronger Marblehead kick that I am more likely to repetat

expectedly upon some ancient town of eclual beauty,

d relation to the Anglo-Saxon streanr:i o_f St?stt;)rf; et
i nds damned odd to you—and ju ‘

A“.' thlls Egdiiu?’:nw;oing to slip in some reﬁectionf of my inner
- };1'ch were squeezed out of me by the provocation of revising
moods WI:I 's poetry textbook last fall. T had sworn to cut ou‘t thym-
i thoi Sl‘:uiid got me doing jingles for metrically illustrative pur-
d £:lmv\r-—confouncl it—I can’t stop!.Of this seriesﬁof fzaf:gé
from Yuggoth I've sold fifteen—ten to Wea‘fr'd Talef andakve 1_no e

idence Journal—at $3.50 each; (25¢ 2 lu_ae) wh1cl'1 makes y
Pra;: cin 'em exactly $52.50 to date. . . . The items which illustrate m);
n:cc:ods and indicate why no mj{PPe;l out \I;I(J}%rlz;r;]mjzlsul}i \;;ﬁr i;;l ;{

udge) V, , ; , ;

anXXI;;luie(}?V;IIlIe, a}:{eXg, S;D; IX}](XigH). . . though 1illl'the ;t:;]e;sc ;o

doubt ’reﬂect vatious phases, rarrﬁﬁcatmn.s,,and coro arsesi oI i
- . Gawd knows I ain’t no poet—only ave

télai];f?risjem(lgiuz non-poet) to think and feel in terms of symbols and

sensations instead of facts, as poets generally do. . . .
Yrs. for rocks and gaffarel and the open road—

®zofa hdog
Theobaldus

ing—but
poses, an

04. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
. March 14, 1930

Begun—Freyr's Day
Finish’d—Sol's Day

YOung Man:_

... Speaking of Poe—I heard Krutch's lectute upon bum th}f‘ Stglogli
March, tho' the speaker did not say anything not contain’d mh s i
publish’d in 1926. Krutch, I discover, is 37 years of age; but eI_;s .
and well-preserv'd, and has the appearance of # .ym'mg mar; ef the
somewhat nervous person, and on this occasion gripp d th-e e gg of "
desk in front of him—swaying backward and foreward as if he design
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to vault over it! This, and a small moustache, are the only things aboy;
Joe that I object to.... except of course his over-emotional pangs
about the lost values he so honestly faces. I learn from my beloved Side.
show column (in which, by the way, I have receiv'd glancing mention
two or three times of late) that Krutch dined with B. K. H. on the
evening before the lecture; but the column's subsequent tone does not
indicate that the Modern Temperist succeeded in disillusioning any of
the sprightliness out of our local oracle! One might know that he
couldn’t—for if a man can still be cheerful after living all his life in
Fall River, (as B. K. H. has done) there is nothing in space-time which
cou’d shake his unreasoning optimism! Incidentally—it is barely possi-
ble that I may meet B. K. H. in the not remote future, since I have
indirectly discover'd that he has exprest a wish for such a meeting! This
discovery came through my aunt Mrs. Gamwell—who forms this fami-
ly’s sole remaining link with the outside world of gregarious humanity.
At a meeting of some club to which she belongs—not the Handicraft,
but one called the “Rushlight Club”, whatever it's all about—my aunt
was introduced to B. K. H.’s wife, and in the course of the subsequent
conversation mention'd that her nephew had exchang’d letters with B.
K. “And what is your nephew’s name?" politely inquired Mrs. Side-
show. “H. P. Lovecraft,” responded my aunt—whereupon Mrs. B. K.
H. exprest signs of distinct recognition! “Why,” she exclaim’d, (I
quote my aunt’s report verbatim) “Bert's crazy about him! He wants to
meet him awfully! But how can he be your nephew? We thought from
his Jetters that he must be an elderly man!” It seems that Hart himself is
37—just Joe Krutch's age.

I am still stall'd on p. 26 of my new Vermont horror, since
revision (which I can't refuse if I expect to make my trip!) has over-
whelm'd me. Our intelligent rustick friend Woodburn Harris has sud-
denly blossom’d into a prolifick professional client—being intent on
saving the country by division and publishing ways and means to repeal
the 18th amendment . ... (O why did I bring this up! It reminds me
that I must type about 12 pages of the damn stuff before nightfall!)—
whilst our old-time fellow-amateur Mtrs. Renshaw has reappear’d on the
horizon with a lot of overflow theme papers from her school to be criti-
cis'd and graded. All this means cash for coach-drivers, of course—but
it also means work—and nothing repels and discourages me more than
the latter. The primal curse of Adam! Oh, yes—I've let Coates pick
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four of my Yuggoth things for Driftwind, and Cook will use s.ix in his

ext Recluse. ... . Klarkash-Ton continues to pour fOEtI'-I fiction at a
lcllizzyirtg rate, one recent item—7The Devotee of Evil—being especially
fine. Did I tell you that he was sending me as a gift some fragments (,)f
Jdinosanr bone—actual parts of an entity twenty feet.hlgh that lumber’d
thro’ the fungoid morasses of California and Lemuria 50,000,000 years
ago? YSSshh . . bugg-shoggog .. n'ghah ..... ? Well—the StL'lff
has come . ... crumbling fragments of organick phosphate material
which once grew beneath the slimy hide of

A dark and monstrous lizard-shape that glides
Along the waters of the inland tides

W'ygh . ... what visions float up malignly from unplumb’d hereditary
regions of the subconscious! . .. .

As for contacts betwixt America and the Old World—it ap-
pears to me that these were chiefly across the Pacific rather than the {&t-
lantic, for it is the art of Southeastern Asia that Aztec-Mayan remains
most overwhelmingly resemble. That casual links with the Mediterra-
nean world did exist, it would be too much to deny; but the results of
this linkage certainly do not appear to be obvious on either side of the
ocean. . . . As for the race-stock of the Indians—this is clearly composite,
with Mongol as a base. ... It is notable that amongst the Indians the
beaked nose is not universal, but seems to predominate mainly in the
East—amongst the Algonquins and Iroquois, and cognate tribes. The
typical Western Indian of the plains, pueblos, or Pacific coast, is fat and
flat-nosed—typically Mongol except for certain strains allied to the
more easterly Indians. Altogether, the question of American Indian eth-
nology must still be reckoned an open one. One theory which I have
suggested—as an unscientifick layman—is that the hook nose of the At-
lantick coast Indian comes from the Phoenician mariners—typical Sem-
ites—whom it is natural to suppose must have been washed across the
ocean alive during the long centuries of Tyrian and Carthaginian voyag-
ing beyond the Pillars of Hercules. Or if such stray infusions be deemed
insufficient to account for the prevalence of the beaked physiognomy,
then it is by no means extravagant to presuppose to the existence of
some abortive and forgotten attempt at Punic colonisation. I think I
have sent you cuttings touching upon the recent reputed discovery of
Phoenician inscriptions and pottery-shards in Brazil, along the Cumina
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River in the state of Para. Men of sdence in Rio de Janeiro haye
thought these reliques worthy of study; and if their decoding seems tqo
justify further research, an expedition will be made to the Cumina re.
gion in search of more artifacts and the possible site of a town. Thig
matter interests me, because my own Phoenician speculations date back
years before it. . ...

Yrs. for Aryan civilisation—
PAPPUS THEOBALDOS

405. TO MAURICE W. MOE
Sunday the 23rd
(March 1930)
Hlustrious Doorkeeper:—

....... Still, it is absurdly easy to find the cause of that decay in
prose thythm of which Dr. Canby speaks—so easy, indeed, that I marvel
at his failure to dwell upon it himself. I allude to the wse of the type-
writer in the original composition of manuscripts; a practice which not
only discourages good workmanship through its undue speed, distract-
ing noise, (for not everyone hath a SiReen!) and division of the atten-
tion, but which insidiously tempts a writer to condone hasty crudities in
thythm on account of the extreme difficulty of making adequate inter-
lineations, corrections, and recastings in the sentences of the rough
draught. No writer ought ever to consider a rapidly written sentence as
a finished product. It may be that four or five verbal transportations will
be needed to produce the desired effect; or that wholesale substitutions
of words of diverse length—often demanding still further textural
changes for their perfect accommodation—will have to be effected. These
needs may be obvious at once, or not until some later passage brings out
the asymmetrical quality of the first-evolved version. In any case, an ar-
tistically conceived prose manuscript must be in a perpetual state of
flux; with unlimited opportunities for every kind of shifting, interpola-
tion, and minute remodelling, and with no sentence or paragraph ac-
cepted more than tentatively until the very last word is set down, Now
it is clearly impossible to adhere to this standard of #ltimate perfection
at any cost, unless the writer is able to correct and re-correct his manu-

GELECTED LETTERS 133

script with the utmost thoroughness and .intricacyéadding here, strik-
ing out there, substituting here, transposing there; and now and t.hen
transforming whole passages of varying length by recasting operations
which involve the sacrifice of all the original wording and the substitu-
tion of a differently-cast paraphrase. On a hand-written manuscript lthis
process is easily managed through finely-written interlineation, marginal
insertions, etc., etc.—but when one tries it with a typewriter a vast num-
ber of difficulties arise. Only a limited amount of the correction can be
done by the machine itself, even when triple-spacing is used; yet the
trouble of removing and reinserting the sheet acts as a deterrent to the
proper hand-correction—which of course must be made whilst the cre-
ative impulse is fresh, and not postponed till the completion of the
page. In other words, no decent prose—or rather, no prose of perma-
nent rhythmical value—can be produced except on a sheet which can
any moment be subjected to instant emendation, in any degree of exten-
siveness, in any of its parts whatsoever; a set of conditions which cannot
be met on the typewriter. Of course, it is possible that occasional typed
products—casual letters, and so on—of persons with an already-in-
planted rhythm-sense may accidentally achieve a fair grade of harmoni-
ousness; just as an accomplished musician's idle strumming of piano-
keys may produce a chance bar of fair quality. But in this case the merit
will be due to a long previous saturation with good melody and cadence,
such as can be obtained only through habits of deliberate, fastidious,
and constantly-amended longhand composition. Only the generation of
writers brought up on cautious pen and ink methods can have any
chance of clicking out passable thythm on a typewriter. This is indeed
already sadly obvious—for the newest crop of adults contains from fifty
to seventy-five percent of lifelong typewriter-addicts whose tempo and
mechanically imposed limitations can be readily traced in short, jerky
sentences, staccato near-rhythms, and an utter ignoring of periodic beats
and modulations in favour of ideas and images presented by direct intel-
lection and without the aid of sound-appeal. These people often show a
perfect natural sense of rhythm when they write /7 verse and are obliged
to keep the prosodick element paramount; but when they turn to prose,
the discouraging effect of their mechanical incubus grows too much for
them, and they soon succumb to the deadening staccato and careless
structure inevitable in not-easily-corrected and over-speeded writing.
This is my constant quartel with Belknap and Loveman—both splendid
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poets, yet each with characteristick limitations in prose which proceeq
from a one hundred percent and lifelong use of the machine. If I had ,
son I would not let him see a typewriter till he had formed a naturg]
and rhythmical prose style of such strength and persistence as to be be.
yond harm from any source. I myself would no more think of compos.
ing any original work on the typewriter, than I would think of compos.
ing it in a printing office with galley and type-case or linotype machine,
The only stuff I have ever clicked off in rough-draught has been the
casual Kleicomolo and travelogue material—not destined for print, and
requiring carbon copies. I'll wager you can see the inferiority in style of
this over my other writing—and you can well imagine how much worse
it would be if I had never formed and practiced any other habits of
composition. Here, then, is the great cause of the contemporary decline
in prose rhythm. It is not so much that the young writers spend their
nights amidst the bleat of jazzing saxophones and the jangle of synco-
pated cow-bells, as that they approach their tasks with a tool which
handicaps instead of serving them

Yr. obt. Servt. Lo.

406. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Apr. 1, 30
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

... As for When Souls Strike Fire—the only reason I suggest the
postponement for some later volume is that it might puzzle the reader
accustomed to contemporary conceptions of values, & impair the accep-
tance of the purely lyrical items in the book. This might not be true if it
were shorter in proportion, but its length would single it out for espe-
cial notice. As I believe I said when surveying it a year or so ago, it is
excellent as a poem, but rather obviously reflects a philosophy based on a
completely exploded conception of the universe & of the basic sources,
bearings, linkages, & operation of human emotions. Since the pioneer-
ing work of Freud & the still more analytical work of his successors—
Pavlov, Jung, Adler, Watson, &c. &c. &c. we have come to see that
there is no such thing as “love” in any unified, permanent, or important
sense; & recognize that the earlier notions of such matters were due to

H. P. Lovecraft in Brooklyn
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sheer lack of scientific knowledge & to certain well-defined poetic or
reﬁgio-mysticﬂl delusions. To speak of the “immortality” or cosmic
significance of anything as mythical & illusory as “love”, is Foday essen-
fially meaningless; so that serious poetry can no longer continue to echo
the mediaeval-Victorian way of handling such themes. It is notable that
the extremely sentimental treatment of “love” has been almost wholly
confined to ages of either great ignorance (such as the romantic &
squalid Middle Ages) or great affectation & self-delusion. (Such as the
Victorian age.) Even in the absence of technical psychological scholar-
ship, all the more rational ages of the past—Greece, Rome, the Elizabe-
than era, the 18th century—had a healthy instinctive perspective & sense
of solid reality which withheld them from the most attenuated & insipid
forms of romantic extravagance. Their treatment of amatory themes was
robust & lifelike & honest—with a saving sense of normality which al-
ways kept clear of spinning illusory cobwebs of cosmic significance
about the mating phenomena of mankind. Such is the main line of ma-
jor poetic tradition, to which the 2oth century has very healthily re-
turned. The moonstruck rhapsodisings of the mediaeval sentimentalists,
& the similar extravagances of Victorians who assiduously cultivated the
mediaeval mood, are distinct variants from the major stream. Most cer-
tainly, it would pay the poet to beware of weaving intense ecstasies
around things which do not exist—around artificial ideas & delusions
which have no counterparts in the world of normal phenomena. The
one exception, perhaps, concerns the myths & unrealities of religious
faith, whose profound inculcation into the now dying cultural cycle has
given them a sort of unity & coherence & spurious life. But even these
myths will have to be excised from the poetic field in a century or less,
when religion will have ceased to be believed by any people who think
at all. It is more than probable, too, that my own type of phantasy will
Cease to be aesthetically significant when the habit of normal perception
& appraisal becomes general & instinctive among the western races. I am
sure that the changes in your poem must all be in the right direction, &
believe that in any but an important first book it would be pleasantly
acceptable as an echo of older attitudes which we all recall, or have
heard of, even though we no longer share them.
7 The cuttings you enclosed are of extreme interest—that about the
Star jelly” being absorbingly & superlatively so. No idea has ever fasci-
fated me so much as that of the wafting of alien life across space, & I
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have enjoyed reading about these doubtful phenomena in books like
Charles Fort's eccentric Book of the Damned & New Lands. 1t is really
improbable that any matter in the condition we recognise as “organic”
could manage to get from one orb to another under the strenuous condj.
tions of meteoric flight, though these occasional reports certainly do
have their puzzling aspects. I have used the idea once—in The Coloyy
Out of Space—& may yet use it again in a different way. In fact, I am
suggesting it in the Vermont tale now half-completed. This cutting con.
tains a number of points I had not encountered before, & goes at once
into my choicest files. Incidentally—you have no doubt read reports of
the discovery of the new trans-Neptunian planet . ... a thing which ex-
cites me more than any other happening of recent times. Its existence is
no surprise, for observers have long known that one or more such
worlds probably exist beyond Neptune; yet its actual finding carries
hardly less glamour on that account. Keats (thinking no doubt of Her-
schel’s discovery of Uranus in 1781, or perhaps of the finding of the
earlier asteroids) caught the magic of planetary discovery in two lines of
his Chapman's Homer sonnet, & that magic is surely as keen today as
then. Asteroidal discovery does not mean much—but a major planet—a
vast unknown world—is quite another matter. I have always wished I
could live to see such a thing come to light—& here it is! The first real
planet to be discovered since 1846, & only the ¢hird in the history of the
human race! One wonders what it is like, & what dim-litten fungi may
sprout coldly on its frozen surface! I think I shall suggest its being named
Yuggoth! Reports make it smaller than Uranus & Neptune, but larger
than the earth. I shall await its ephemerides & elements with interest.
Probably it will receive a symbol & be treated of in the Nawtical Almanack
—I wonder whether it will get into the popular almanacks as well ? Prob-
ably the future 200-inch reflector to be set up in California will tell more
about it—& perhaps even help in locating still more distant planets.
There is still quite a bit of interest in the limited solar system despite
the diversion of astronomers’ chief notice to the larger problems of
the stellar universe. Another thing that pleases me is that the newcomer
came to light at the Lowell Observatory, & from Lowell's own calcula-
tions. Poor chap! His better known observations & speculations never
fared well in the scientific world ; but now, thirteen years after his death,
it is possible that his calculations may win him a major place among
astronomers.
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The lost city in Queretaro is another fascinating theme—& still more
<0 is the exploration of the Carlsbad Caverns. This tremendous under-
round world almost paralyses the imagination—there is no telling what

Ifs beyond gulfs the adventurers may not find as they penetrate farther
& farther toward the earth’s core. One is reminded of Jules Verne's tale
of a journey to the centre of the earth. The loss of “Abingdon™ is in-
deed a tragedy—& a warning to those who postpone historic restorations
till too late. From the picture, though, I judge that the old house had
peen badly malformed & modernised at some time during the barbarous
neo-gothic period—say 1830-1850. The Bridges material is interesting.
Without doubt The Testament of Beauty is a very tedious & Victorian
thing as a whole—full of arid sententiousness & tawdry artificialities—
yet equally without doubt it must rise at times to heights of genuine
vision & authentic beauty. ........

............ There is indeed a singular aesthetic & imaginative ap-
peal in painted windows, as most old-world travellers attest—though I
am myself not so sensitive to gothic & mediaeval arts as to things of the
Graeco-Roman tradition. Many of the older New England churches in-
serted stained glass during the Victorian age, but they are now removing
them very largely in the interest of architectural harmony—since small
plain panes are what go with Georgian architecture. Trinity in Newport
is the latest church to plan such colonial restoration. On account of your
interest in the subject I am reénclosing the item—for you may wish to
file it yourself. The Irish “history” is interesting, though Father Dwyer
has obviously allowed himself to get a bit ahead of the probable facts
amidst his laudable ancestral patriotism. The “Mitesians” are probably
pure myth—although of course many waves of prehistoric migration
brought various races of Mediterranean, Nordic, & Alpine source stock
over both of the British Isles. In the early historic period the peoples of
Britain & Ireland were very much alike—& very much like the Gauls
of the Continent. Ireland probably surpassed Britain in settled folkways

& arts, but the condition was hardly what one could call an actual civilisa-

tion. It probably parallelled the advanced barbarian-cultures of Gaul &

Spain—which of course included settled town-dwelling & considerable

attistic craftsmanship. The new-planet data, naturally, interested me

greatly; & I appreciated the references to Poe memorials in Baltimore.

The Peattie naure articles, too, are perennially full of charm. I could

4ppreciate that reference to the artificial spring & summer obtainable in
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florists” shops, because in childhood I used to haunt such places aboyt
February, when the strain of hated winter became unbearable. I liked t,
walk through the long greenhouses & imbibe the atmosphere of warg,
earth & plant-life, & see the vivid masses of green & floral colour. Ope
of my early doggerel attempts was a description of an hypothetical glass.
covered, furnace-heated wotld of groves & gardens in which one might

Rue & Ruin would be a good title for a poem. No need of worrying
about subject-matter—whatever exists in the surrounding world is ap-
propriate for poetic treatment, one thing as much as another. Don’t let
the explosion of Victorian myth & humbug disturb you. There was no
real value in the “da-da-da” namby-pamby pretences & fashions of that
amusing era. What fun or benefit could anybody get from swallowing a
whole scale of milk & water falsities & values—for the most part pitifully
sterile, thin, & unimaginative—when there is enough real, pagan, visual
beauty in the world to keep any poetic mind busy without them? I can't
see that the passing of such sickly lies as the “twin soul” bunk &c. leaves
existence especially barren. Not more than a third of the intelligent
population ever believed the old stuff anyway—I know I didn’t, & I was
born far back enough—1890—to catch its death-rattles—& there are too
many absorbing realities—colour, form, thythm, wonder—which nothing
can destroy to make one need to mourn a temporary bit of cheap “hokum.”
In my chosen 18th century people got on very well without the mawkish
insincerities & delusions of the age that followed. ..................

I remain
Yr most oblig’d obt Servt
HPLovecraft

407. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Tiw’s Day, 1930
All Fools (my patron Saints’ day)
(April 1, 1930)
Flowing Fountain of Factual Fulgence:—
.... Reality is all right enough so far as it goes—I'm not one of

those frantick bozoes who howl that everything is all wrong and poison-
ous and so on. The only trouble is that it doesn’t go far enough for 2
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with extreme sensitiveness. The faculty of interest is a goddam com-
lex thing. It is perfectly true that mild, conventional, and highly re-
spectable people like the average business or professional man can get
enough of a kick out of watching the meaningless rOutim? phaenomena
of this pimple on the cosmos to warrant their staying alive—but even
with them you can see it wears thin now and then, especially in this
atest age of standardisation and decreased variety and adventurousness.
'That's why more and more people kick over the traces and burst out in
wild, anti-social vagaries ..... which are just as meaningless as the
routine against which they are a protest. And when you leave the ami-
ably tespectable class and consider men with individualised imagina-
tions, you can't help seeing that objective phaenomena—endless and
predictable repetitions of the same old stuff over and over again—form
only the very beginning of what is needed to keep their sense of signifi-
cance, harmony, and personal adjustment to infinity satisfied. A/l sensi-
tive men have to call in unreality in some form or other or go mad from
ennui. That is why religion continues to hang on even when we know it
has no foundation in reality. That crazy old half-Tartar bolshevik Lenin
stumbled on one snappy mouthful of truth when he said, “Religion is
opium for the people.” It's just that—and the only reason vast numbers
of cultivated men stay cheerful is that they keep doped up on that same
obsolete mythology. But that stuff can't last for ever. We know too god-
dam much about Nature now to have it work, Reaction will try to keep
it alive for another generation—we shall see desperate and damn fool
movements like “Humanism"”, neopopery, Harry Emerson Fosdickism,
and so on—but all that will peter out with the dying off of the last
generations reared in genuinely subjective religious faith. Read Joseph
Wood Krutch's The Modern Temper if you want the authentick, expert
low-down on all this. Then will come the test of whether man can or
can’'t adequately nourish himself with objective reality alone. I, for one,
say he can’'t—and I'm not judging from personal experience alone when
I'say it. OI' Art Schopenhauer had the straight goods—however you
look at it, there’s so goddam much MORE pain than pleasure in any aver-
age human life, that it’s a losing game unless a guy can pep it up with
pure moonshine—either the literal 9s5-proof pink-snake-evoker, or the
churchly hootch of belief in immortality and a benign old gentleman
with long whiskers (ah, for the debates of yore!!) and a cosmick
Purpose . .. or else the Dunsanian conjuration of an illusion of fantas-
Uk and indefinite possibility as shadow’d forth in certain aesthetick in-
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terpretations of selected objective phaenomena, time-sequences, and cog.
mical and dimensional speculations. Now of these three rcfuges, I
prefer the third by a long shot—because the first is highly unaesthetic i
practice and degrading in symbolism, whilst the second is puerile ip
substance and insulting to the intellect in its outright denial of plaip
facts and objective probabilities. For—you will notice—I do #0# share
the real mystic's contempt for facts and objective conditions, even
though I fail to find them interesting and satisfying. On the contrary, 1
am forced to respect them highly, and allow for them in every system of
imaginative refuge I formulate. It gives me no kick at all to emulate the
idealist or religionist and invent false conditions and significances which
actually deny reality. Like Krutch, I had rather be a man and face reality
than be a child and hide my head in a gilded Gothick prie-dieu of abso-
lute pretence. For me, then, is the third course—the consciously artificial
manipulation of the theogonist's and myth-maker’s privilege in manner
of the eighteenth Baron Dunsany . . ... that is, the deliberate exercise
of the human instinct for space, reach, adventure, and cosmic identifica-
tion through the weaving of fantastick aesthetick impressions as szch, as
not as to supplement, rather than contradict, reality, I get no kick at all
from postulating what isn't so, as religionists and idealists do. That
leaves me cold—in fact, I have to stop dreaming about an unknown
realm (such as Antarctica or Arabia Deserta) as soon as the explorers
enter it and discover a set of real conditions which dreams would be
forced to contradict. My big kick comes from taking reality just as it is
—accepting all the limitations of the most orthodox science—and then
permitting my symbolising faculty to bwild ontward from the existing
facts; rearing a structure of indefinite promise and possibility whose
topless towers are in no cosmos or dimension penetrable by the contra-
dicting-power of the tyrannous and inexorable intellect. But the whole
secret of the kick is that I know damn well it isn’'t so. If 1 let the process
interfere with my intellectual perceptions and discriminations in the
theistic manner, I'd have no fun at all but merely feel like a damned ass.
I'm probably trying to have my cake and eat it at the same time—to get
the intoxication of a sense of cosmic contact and significance as the
theists do, and yet to avoid the ignorant and ignominious ostrich-act
whereby they cripple their vision and secure the desiderate result. But
this is wandering from the issue. My point is, that a highly organised
man can’t exist endurably without mental expansions beyond objective
reality. 1 said it before, and I say it still. You yourself get such expan-
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:ons though your lingering belief in the religious myths of cosmic pur-

¢ e values, and governance; myths which you can accept without igno-
miﬂ;f pecause an early theological environment.he..s enabled you actuc.dly
1o imagine that such things are real. 1, repudxlatmg the obr.,olete faiths
from the start, can have no such residual illusions—hence if I want to
think of the cosmos as a significant thing in which man has no impor-
tant and symmetrical part, I have to “roll my own”. .....

Yrs. indefinitely—
®EOBAAAOZ
Theobaldus

408. TO AUGUST DERLETH
April 9, 1930

Dear A. W.:—

Your novelette The Early Years* duly came, and I have read it with
the closest attention. Truly, it is a splendid piece of work, and I can
scarcely give an honest opinion of it without seeming to flatter. I knew
from your isolated fragments that you had the real stuff of literature at
your command; but now that I see some of these arranged in a proper
organic relationship, my opinion takes an additional upward soaring!
There is profound and subtle beauty, splendidly modulated, in this se-
quence of dream-glamourous pictures. You have a keen and sensitively
selective eye for details and sensations and images, as indeed I realised
before. Now I see that you are equally felicitous in arranging these
things in a significant, revelatory, and aesthetically satisfying form. It
seems to me that you are coming to handle words and sentences more
and more skilfully and adequately—you will recall my mentioning, in
years past, that carelessness in this field (repeated words, sentences of
doubtful trimness, symmetry, and compactness, &C) was one result of
your over-voluminous writing which ought to be corrected a bit. Time, I
Imagine, is supplying this correction—for this novelette has passages of
b‘cautiful and musical language as well as of poignant imagery and con-
vincing emotion. There is no mistaking the right of this piece to be

! * The Early Years, the initial draft of the novel which was to become Evening
" Spring (1941).
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considered as serious literary expression. I don’t know of anythiy,
turned out by any of our group which has a clearer claim to substance
and authenticity, Keep this up, and you'll be on the map of the tajor
writing world before many years are past!

Replying to your specific questions—yes, indeed, the sketches a]] have
the feel of genuine life and sincerity about them. They create a geene
and atmosphere with solid reality in every part—even though it be thy
ethereal reality which depends on mood and subjective vision for its
palpable outlines. You are obviously not trying to give a cross-section of
the entire lives of the characters in all their complex humanity, What
you are doing is to trace a certain line of emotional activity in them__
and in this you succeed with admirable completeness. Most certainly 1
find all the characters clearly outlined—visible and psychologically real.
isable. Though each one represents a temperament and emotional life
antipodally different from my own at their age, I can detect the ear.
marks of truthful portrayal throughout the story. There is an impression
of authentic life—a feeling that some sort of key is furnished to the
fumbling and ambivalent thoughts and motivations of a vast proportion
of actual adolescents whom one has observed. I really lack the power to
give any specific suggestions for improvement. To suggest that the char-
acters—or at least the boys—are not quite typical of the majority would
be quite irrelevant, for art is not concerned with the quantitative, It is
for each artist to furnish one stone for the general mosaic which is liter-
ature’s reflection of the universal. Certainly, this is a matvellously fine
piece of delving into the obscure associative imagery and emotional
overtones of a certain part of the stream of consciousness of a certain
type of introverted and somewhat hyperaesthetic youth. I can see the
differences in intention from the Proust and Joyce schools of fiction, and
think on the whole that your attitude is somewhat more conservative
than the latter’s. You preserve a certain coherence and integration, and
exercise a measurable degree of selectiveness despite your departure
from the superficial and the conventional. It flattered me to note your
reference to Randolph Carter—but let me remind you that at the conclu-
sion of that horror it is Warren—not the narrator—who is announced
as dead! You have the real stuff, and with the progress of time it seems
to me over-whelmingly probably that you will produce literature of a
major calibre. Keep it up, Son!....Yr. most obt. and Hble
servt,. HP
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409, TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Tyw's-Day, 1930
(April 16, 1930)

Pedulum of Peerless Precision:

Ave, Chronometros! “Friday, April 26th” would be oke for me ex-
cept for one trifling detail-—namely, that it came in 1929 instead of be-
ing due in 1930! Being sensible of the relativity of time as well as of
space, I've ransack’d my memory to see whether I so spent the day that I
might sandwich in a future Paterson trip thro’ non-Euclidean geometry
_ put alas! I find that all the afternoon was consum’d by the latter half
of a motor trip with my past and future hosts, so that I shall be—I mean
was—somewhere around Bedford, N. Y. at the time I ought to be
about to be in Paterson. No use—we’ll have to switch the session to
1930 and adhere to the commonplace tri-dimensional system—according
to which the 26th falls on Saturday. Is this the day of the castbrooding,
or is Friday the 25th the allotted season? It seems to me that for the
25th my hosts have planned a duplication of that selfsame Apr. 26,
1929 above mention'd, so I hope Saturday the 26th is the auspicious
point on the space-time continuum. But you and Little Belknap can dis-
cuss all these mathematical details before Grandpa blows in. It's all one
to the old gent so long as you boys suit yourselves!

... The whole truth is, that nobody could possibly bit on such a
ctazy notion as cosmic consciousness and purpose if governed solely by
the evidence available in 1930, The cosmos, as manifest to us, suggests
only rhythm and pattern and automatic vepetition. No conceivable link
or basis exists for trying to explain the whole unknowable outfit in terms
of the one local, transient, and insignificant accident which we call pur-
posive consciousness. Every attempt at reading this local jumble of
gland-and-tissue-reactions into the infinite cosmic mechanism is an obvi-
ous heritage from earlier times when men didn’t have the knowledge we
h_ave. The very fact that neo-theists, with all their scientific opportuni-
ties, still believe that the ignorant ancients could discover the truth
Which baffles even us, is a final knockout blow to their standing as phi-
losophers. Every detail of their psychology proves that their belief is
formed not from contemplation of the existing evidence, but from the
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ignorant heritage of primal days—pounded with crippling force into
their susceptible mind and emotions when they were too young to resist,
It is significant that all theists try to flatten their children’s intellectual
foreheads in extreme youth, rather than let them form their own ideas
when old enough to judge for themselves. No adult could possibly cook
up a delusion like religion today if uncrippled by tradition.

Yrs. for exacter clocks and more deities—
Tldnmog @eofardog

410. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
April 24, 1930

Dear Miss Toldridge:—

................... As for the arctic climate in past ages—de-
spite the recent Berry conclusions I think the question must still be con-
sidered an open one. The same problem exists in the Antarctic also, ge-
ologists of the Byrd expedition having found many fossils indicating a
tropical past. The study of the earth’s remote history must still be re-
garded as in its infancy. The architectural “'doo-dad” article interested
me—it really contains a vast amount of truth. That State, War, & Navy
building represents the lowest level to which human taste can sink—a
vicious taste that infested America like a plague from 1850 to 1900.
Providence has some hideous specimens left from that period—includ-
ing the City Hall & the old Superior Court House—but thank heaven
the latter is now in the hands of the wreckers. However—it is possible
to overdo the matter of objecting to ornamentation. Each of the really
fine traditional forms of architecture has its natural decorative elements,
naturally evolved through considerations of structural support or harmo-
nious balance of design. These elements, confined to their proper place,
are certainly not to be grouped in the “doo-dad” class—which answers
your query about Gothic columns so far as structures of true Gothic con-
ception & design are concerned. The Washington cathedral, I might re-
mark, is developing into a splendid work of art—which I think will
surpass New York’s rival cathedral of St. John the Divine in the end.
The trouble is that many builders—especially in the Victorian age—
have not confined their use of traditional design to its correct traditional
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functions & proportions. Even the modern packing-box architecture is
petter than ornament of a tawdry, out-of-place, excessive, or mispropor-
tioned sort. Washington, on the whole, has been very fortunate architec-
turally. Most of the northern cities have ten times as much structural
ugliness cluttering up their streets—downtown Boston being an espe-
cially depressing example. New York until about 1910-20 was a hideous
nightmare, but now the skyscrapers have saved it by giving it (at a dis-
tance) an exotic & fairylike appearance. The only really lovely places in
America—architectually speaking—are certain old villages which prog-
ress has left behind. Luckily Rhode Island has a goodly quota of these
—the drowsy little seaport of Wickford, on the west shore of Narragan-
sett Bay, being my nomination for first prize. The Harrow article greatly
interested me. It is my opinion that the liberal education of the old pub-
lic school ought certainly to be retained—to train high-grade minds in
the art of getting as much as possible out of the experiences of living—
despite the spread of industrial & mechanical interests amongst the ma-
jority. Even in a politically & economically socialistic state—the inevita-
ble state of tomorrow—it seems to me that it might be possible to main-
tain a tradition of genuine cultivation & aesthetic sensitiveness among a
more or less limited circle of appreciative & reflective persons. Still—the
moods & knowledge of today certainly demand a marked variation from
the over-conventionalised curriculum of the public school as hitherto
known.

............ Sincere & artistic expression of visible beauty, if
plainly & straightforwardly recorded without extravagances or tawdry
mannerisms, is always of genuine value, whether or not it is shaped in
the mould of any particular period. The best art is timeless—indepen-
dent of any one age, but reduced to such simplicity & plainness that it
belongs to all. Many of the typical mannerisms of our present moderns
are just as cheap & artificial in their way as the older Victorian manner-
1sms against which I constantly preach. It is the best policy to steer clean
of them all—to cling to the main stream of plain, vital language & rea-
sonable coherence, eschewing whatever savours of the local, the tran-
Slent, & the affected. This applies equally to the Victorian ob's & ab's &
haths & erewhiles, & to the ultra-modern jazz & chaoticist effects. Much
of the new stuff will be laughed at in 1980 as heartily as 1880 stuff is
laughed at now—e& will still be laughed at them. What will escape
laughter s the plain recording of images & moods genuinely experi-
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enced—whether in 1380, 1580, 1680, 1830, 1880, 1930, or any othey

As for philosophic matters—my remarks ought not to have much
novelty or shock-effect in 1930, since most of the idols I ridicule have
been virtually dead for a third of a century. I think you would find
your perspective greatly clarified by a coherent knowledge of the course
of human thought since the earliest times—a knowledge which would
shew you that the phase of delusion just overthrown has never been a
deeply seated or universal thing. Actually, the moderns think much as
Democritus did in 450 B. C., as Lucretius did in 65 or 70 B. C,, as
Spinoza did in the 17th century, & as LaMettrie, Diderot, Helostius,
Hume, & dozens of others did in the supremely rational 18th cen.
tury. You ought most emphatically to read T'he Story of Philosophy by
Dr. Will Durant, which has just been added to the list of Star Dollar
Books—obtainable at any bookshop or Liggett drugstore for a dollar.
This is 2 simple layman’s introduction to the subject, & reads as easily,
straightforwardly, & fascinatingly as a novel. I don’t know of anything
which gives a better idea & perspective of the way the various ages have
inquired into the nature of things. You can also get this work in sepa-
rate parts in the Haldeman-Julius Blue Books—a list of which I enclose.
These Blue Books include scores of items which you would find most
enlightening. If, after reading Durant, you want a fuller idea of the way
intelligent contemporaries regard the cosmos & its illusions of value,
you can’t do better than to read the works of the greatest living philoso-
pher (who is a poet as well)—George Santayana. Begin with his Scep#i-
cism & Animal Faith, & then proceed to the five-volume Life of Reason.
A shorter, harsher, & more typically American angle is afforded by Jo-
seph Wood Krutch’s The Modern Temper. This “love” business is
pretty well disposed of by the psycho-analysts—Freud, Jung, Adler,—&
the behaviourists of Dr. John B. Watson’s school. But the notion of
“immortality”” has been dead among serious thinkers for an even longer
time—no first-rate philosopher in the world’s history has ever had 2
great deal of use for it & for fully fifty years no high-grade thinker of
any sort has taken it as more than a poetic dream. Even the professed
Christian believers of today—save for a pathetic residue of yesterday's
age of orthodoxy—regard a “hereafter” as merely an allegorical crystal-
lisation of an ancient human wish. There is absolutely nothing in the
idea of personal immortality—it is the deadest notion in the whole ash-
heap of burned-out delusions. But nobody need mourn about it. Even an
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ordinary life-span gives most people all the boredom they can stand, &
if they had immortality they would eventually find it unendurable. It is
significant that the only living race who still really believe in future
Jives—the Hindoos—conceive as their highest final reward a "Nirvana”
which implies the ultimate extinction of consciousness after many rein-
carnations. I'm sure I don’t want anything more than non-existence
when I round out a few decades more. I had it before I was born—
through all the acons prior to Aug. 20, 1890—& I don't see why it will
suit me any less after I die—through all the aeons subsequent to 1960 or
1970 ot so. I've no complaint to enter about the way the cosmos treated
me in the pre-189o0 days when I didn’t exist, & the thought of other
such days to come doesn’t disturb me in the least. On again, off again!
And while I do exist—though it be but for a brief moment—I utilise
my mind & aesthetic sense in such a way as to gather in all the pleasure
& beauty I can. Eat, drink, & be merry—for tomorrow doesn’t exist!

By the way—I can’t agree that the habit of normal perception & ap-
praisal would cause imagination to wither away. The proper province of
imagination is wholly removed from the world of objective phenomena
which perception & appraisal cover, & I have found that the force of an
imaginative image is even heightened by juxtaposition with objective
images realistically treated. In a word, imagination does not need to
contradict truth, but preferably reaches out into the abyss of the un-
knowable & supplements truth. Romantic contradictions of known
truth are always ridiculous; but fantastic excarsions beyond truth or ex-
crescences upon truth are not necessarily so. Thus whilst T cultivate
phantasy, 1 laugh at & am sickened by mere romance. If one must weave
cobwebs of empty aether, let them not constitute puerile denials of
what we know to be fact, but rather let them supply a decorative ele-
ment to those cosmic spaces which would otherwise be an ambiguous &
tantalising void. Thus the best religions are toys or soporifics which do
not visibly clash with the recognised phenomena of life. Dumas & Wal-
ter Scott bore me, but Dunsany, the Bible, Grimm'’s Fairy Tales, & the
Arabian Nights interest & delight me. No—I shan't give up writing
Phantasy, although T think I shall have fewer & fewer readers as time

Passes. Fortunately I don’t give a hang whether or not anybody reads
what I write. . .

Yr obt hble Servt
HPLovecraft
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411. TO MAURICE W. MOE
Y. M. C. A. Tavern,
Charles-Town, his Maj'ty’s
Province of South-Carolina,
4th of May, 1730.
Sapientissime:—

... Never in my eighty or ninety years of existence have I beheld a
place which wou'd appeal to me so much if it were more like Provi-
dence! The climate is marvellous and summerlike—palmettos, live oaks,
creeping vines, wistria, jasmine, azaleas, etc, etc., everywhere, and the
thermometer up around seventy-five degrees and eighty degrees. Nearly
everyone is array’d in a straw hat, and it is possible to sit outdoors all
day and enjoy it. Right now I am in antient Battery Park looking out
across the harbour at Ft. Sumter of Civil War fame. The atmosphere
makes me feel twenty years younger and one hundred percent better—
and I really seem to have a surplus fund of energy for the first time
since last August. The sea breeze is always blowing, and I have become
as tanned as an Indian in less than a week—I say less than a week after
consulting the calendar; tho’ I have seen so many sights since arriving
on Monday last, that I feel as if I had been here a full decade.

But the climate, O Sage, is only the beginning of the miracle from my
antiquarian point of view. Indeed—there is nothing about the place so
wholly important and distinctive as the astoundingly eighteenth century
atmosphere—for in all verity I can say that Charleston is the best-pre-
serv’d colonial city of any size, without exception, that T have ever en-
counter'd. Virtually everything is just as it was in the reign of George
the Third—indeed, ’tis easier to count the houses which are nof colo-
nial, than to attempt to count those which are. ...........

Yr. obt. Lo.
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412. TO ALFRED GALPIN
Thursday
May 15, 1930
Son:—

Gad, Sir, I swoon! I swoon with the conscious contemplation of com-
lete and culminant beauty! I can’t begin to describe it—for I am with-
out breath and without words—but just look at this folder and at the
accompanying postcard. They may faintly suggest, though they can
never fully reveal. For Pegana’s sake chuck Peterborough and come
down here at once! This is something to see and dream about all the
rest of one’s life! I am sure I shall think of very little else during my
few remaining days! It is Poe’s Domain of Arnbeim and Island of the
Fay all rolled into one—with mine own Cathuria and gardens of Yin
added for good measure. It must be a dream, after all. I stumbled on it
yesterday afternoon, and have come out today to enjoy it from 11 A. M.
to the closing hour of six, bringing some revisory work with me. AEde-
pal! But it wholly eclipses the upheaved Wade Park of Birchdale days
—and my erstwhile favourite Japanese garden beside the Brooklyn Mu-
seum is as nothing to it!

You are perhaps sensible, from many olden observations of mine,
that to me the quality of wtter, perfect beauty assumes two supreme in-
carnations or administrations: one, a mass of mystical city towers and
roofs and spires outlined against a sunset and glimpsed from a fairly
distant balaustraded terrace; and the other, the experience of walking
(o1, as in most of my dreams, aérially floating) through aethereal and
enchanted gardens of exotick delicacy and opulence, with carved stone
bridges, labyrinthine paths, marble fountains, terraces, and staircases,
strange pagodas, hillside grottos, curious statues, termini, sundials,
b_EnChE:s, basins, and lanthorns, lily’d pools of swans and streams with
ters of waterfalls, spreading gingko-trees and drooping, feathery wil-
lows, and sun-touch’d flowers of a bizarre, Klarkash-Tonick pattern
never beheld on land or beneath the sea . . . . .

Well, Son, call your Grandpa an aged liar or not—I have at last actu-
"IIJ" found the garden of my earliest dreams—and in no other city than
ancient Richmond, home of my beloved Poe! How I wish it could have
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been here in his day! I doubt if there is another such realms of faery

Yr. Obt. Grandsire,

4I3. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
May 15, 1930
Thursday

Pattern of Predictable Precision:—

God, I swoon! I swoon with the consciousness of compleat and cul-
minant beauty! ii! Shub-Niggurath! YOG-SOTHOTH!!!! T HAVE

I have your last summer’s travelogue so mixt with mine own experi-
ences, that I recall not whether you spoke of visiting Maymont. If you
did not, then drop all your rocks this moment and come right down
here!! Zounds, Sir, what a world of delirious, unpredictable loveliness
and dreamlike enchantment!! Poe’s Domain of Arnheim and Island of
the Fay all rolled into one . ... with mine own Gardens of Yin added
for good measure! No—I simply cannot be awake! And to cap all cli-
maxes, IT WAS AN UTTER AND UNPREDICTED SURPRISE!!! I stumbled on
it yesterday afternoon, not knowing what 1 was getting into. Boy!!!
You can bet that today I've come out here to enjoy every minute from
eleven a. m. to the closing hour of six! I have my revisory work with
me.

Your are no doubt sensible, from many observations of mine, that to
me the quality of utter, perfect beanty assumes fwo supreme incarnations
or adumbrations: one, the sight of mystical city towers and roofs out-
lined against a sunset and glimps'd from a fairly distant balustraded
terrace; and the other, the experience of walking (or, as in most of my
dreams, aérially floating) thro’ aethereal and enchanted gardens of exo-
tick delicacy and opulence, with carved stone bridges, labyrinthine
walks, marble fountains, terraces and staircases, strange pagodas, hill-
side grottos, curious statues, termini, sundials, benches, basins, and lant-
horns, lily’d pools of swans and streams with tiers of waterfalls, spread-
ing gingko-trees and drooping, feathery willows, and sun-touched flow-
ers of a bizarre, Klarkash-Tonick pattern never beheld on sea or
fand: oo
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Well, by god, Sir, call me an aged liar or not—1I vow I have actually
found the garden of my earliest dreams—and in no other city than
Richmond, home of my beloved Poe! Maymont! I shall dream of little
else all the few remaining days of my long life!!—

Rapturously thine—
Ocofdidog
Theobaldus

414. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK
New York
May 24-25, 1930
My Dear Aunt Lillian:—

About 8 o’clock the bell rang, & there appeared that tragically drink-
riddled but now eminent friend of Loveman's whom I met in Cleveland
in 1922, & once or twice later in New York—the poet Hart Crane,
whose new book, The Bridge, has made him one of the most celebrated
& talked-of figures of contemporaty American letters. He had been
scheduled to speak over the radio during the evening; but a shipwreck
off the coast (demanding the use of the ether for important messages)
had cut off all local radio programmes & left him free. When he en-
tered, his discourse was of alcoholics in various phases—& of the correct
amount of whiskey one ought to drink in order to speak well in public
—~b1ft as soon as a bit of poetic & philosophic discussion sprang up, this
sordid side of his strange dual personality slipped off like a cloak, & left
him as a man of great scholarship, intelligence, & aesthetic taste, who
€an argue as interestingly & profoundly as anyone I have ever seen. Poor
devil—he has “arrived” at last as a standard American poet seriously
fegarded by all reviewers & critics; yet at the very crest of his fame he is
on the verge of psychological, physical, & financial disintegration, &
Wlﬂ'f no certainty of ever having the inspiration to write a major work
of literature again. After about three hours of acute & intelligent argu-
iﬂeﬁt poor Crane left—to hunt up a new supply of whiskey & banish

ca ty. for the rest of the night! He gets to be a nuisance now & then,
i:‘zggmg iﬂ' on Lovc;nan fgr _sympathy & encouragement, but Loveman
e conscious of his tragic importance & genuine genius as a2 man of
$ to be harsh or brusque toward him. His case is surely a sad one—

e I S _—




all the more so because of his great attainments & of the new fame
which he is so ill-fitted to carry for any considerable time. He looks
more weather-beaten & drink-puffed than he did in the past, though the

| : . . . : , TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
i shaving off of his moustache has somewhat improved him. He is only 415
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I l 33, yet his hair is nearly white. Altogether his case is almost like that of }Iin route— v
1 Baudelaire on a vastly smaller scale. The Bridge really is a thing of as- igstan, DY,
1 June s, 1930

tonishing merit. In connexion with this poem—which is on Brooklyn

1 1l (M 1 Bridge—a very surprising coincidence was brought to light. It seems I Toldridge—

... Concerning possible changes in public demand as applied to po-

|
I that the house in Columbia Heights where Crane lived in 1924 when

beginning the poem (& which I visited with Loveman at the time, my
first sight of the illuminated Manhattan skyline being from its roof!)
turned out—+though he did not know it when he lived there—to be the
old Roebling house, where the builder of the bridge dwelt when con-
struction was in progress; & furthermore, that Crane’s own room (a
shabby, $7.50 per week affair) was actually the room from which the
crippled Washington A. Roebling watched & superintended the work
with the aid of a telescope! And to heighten the coincidence, Crane
swears that he finished the poem (while in Jamaica, knowing nothing of
what was happening in the outside world) on the day that Roebling died
at his final New Jersey home in 1926 ... which also happened to be
Crane’s own birthday! Personally, I think the matter of finishing the
poem on that date is an imaginative exaggeration of Crane’s, although
his birthday is certainly the day on which Roebling died. The coinci-
dence of the howuse is certainly genuine—& it amuses me because my
own first glimpse of the bridge & skyline from a window, was from
Crane's window—undoubtedly the one which was Roebling’s! Crane, by
the way, was interested to hear of my liking for Charleston; &, though
he has never seen it, talked of going there himself as a refuge from 2
New York he has come to detest. But alas! I fear it would take more
than Charleston to bake the alcohol out of him!

Yr. aff. nephew and obt. Servt.—
H.P.L.

etry—I can hardly give an expert opinion, since I make no attempt to
follow verse seriously or keep track of contemporary trends. On a guess,
however, I would say that what is wanted is simply a sincere & straight-
forward symbolisation of actual human moods & feelings—taken from
real life & experience rather than reflecting literary backgrounds. This
principle ought not to militate against regular & traditional verse if it is
poignant & sincere, but I suppose in practice most judges tend to ques-
tion the subconscious first-handness of sentiments which too much re-
semble the artificial or frequently-exploited sentiments of familiar stan-
dard verse. It would take a really profound critic to glimpse the touch
of sincerity in poetry whose exterior is thoroughly conventional & seem-
ingly derived from orthodox literary sources. That is the inevitable
handicap of the traditionalist today. Don't try to write to order,
though. No verse is effective unless it is spontaneous. The thing to do is
to cultivate an independent outlook toward the external world; avoiding
all traces of artificiality, conventionality, & traditional sentimentality.
What then comes out naturally in the way of poetry is likely to be the
teal stuff. Certainly—I'll be glad to look over your book ms. when it is
complete, & surely hope it can get into type sooner or later.
R In New York I found cheques which gave a finan-
cial “second wind” for my wanderings; hence after a 2-weeks’ visit with
:rank B. Long & frequent meetings with others of the “old gang” I
ave ascended the Hudson to ancient Kingston—that town of old stone
E?::e:isi'l: tt:e ii‘yﬂic C.";'.tskin region which I think I des:cribed last year
= ope:l Coe gifted artist Berna-rd Dwyer. We are spending every day in
untry—weather having been kind to us—& Dwyer has just
Ereiented me with a splendid pencil sketch of our favourite landscape
rfl::ﬁin_a 1101:1er knoll with a great rock-, a giant elm, & a vista of distant
o g plains & purple mountains which could scarcely be duplicated—
Point of quiet pastoral beauty—anywhere on the globe. The north is
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surely lovely enough when summer does come—but the trouble is that
this elusive season arrives provokingly late & departs tantalisingly early,
From here I shall cross the Mohawk Trail to Athol, have a look at W,
Paul Cook, & then descend to Providence via Worcester. Another week
will probably see me at my own hearth after an absence of a month & 3
half.

Charleston not only equalled but surpassed my brightest expectations.
It is a marvellous 18th century survival, & probably preserves more of
the colonial architecture & spirit than any other place in the United
States. The climate is ideal—I would move there for good in a moment
if my attachment to Rhode Island was less strong. Houses date from
1730 to about 1810 in the old section below Broad St., & include many
types unknown to the north. Most of them are of stuccoed brick, with
steep tiled roofs which give them a sort of continental aspect. Piazzas on
all these stories, opening on walled gardens with magnificent wrought-
iron gates, (see enclosed card) testify to the outdoor mode of life
worked out by the colonists after they had become thoroughly assimi-
lated in this exotic geographic milieu. In cultural tone Charleston is not
excelled by any city on this continent. Its relative isolation, & the long
seasons spent in it by neighbouring planters whose estates became ma-
larial in summer, made it a peculiarly independent & vigorous centre of
taste & learning, & it is today a veritable last stronghold of our dying
elder civilisation. I arrived too late to see the gardens at their best, but
what T did see was ample enough for one trip!

In Richmond I looked up various sites & objects connected with Poe,
& did a good deal of writing in the exquisite Maymont Gardens of
which I enclose a descriptive folder, The Japanese section of this mar-
vellous place surpasses in exotic glamour anything I have ever seen be-
fore—I get almost maudlin whenever I try to describe it. It is a direct
embodiment of a type of dreamlike scene which I have always envisaged
as a sort of imaginative phantom—The Gardens of Yin, as it were—but
which 1 hardly expected ever to see objectively exemplified on this
planet. I hated to return north, & found New York detestably chilly &
depressing; but Kingston has given me some delectably warm weather,
& has served nobly in taking the taste of Manhattan out of my mouth.

With best wishes, & trusting you have been enjoying the mellow
late-spring weather, I remain

Yr most obt hble Servt
HPLovecraft
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416. TO MAURICE W. MOE
Mercury's Day
June 18, 1930
Ave, Jazzbo the Great!

And as for the phase of ugliness called “indecency”—I haven’t had
much chance to get shocked by the wholesale, because the direction of
my strongly fixed interests doesn’t often lead me up against such speci-
mens; but now and then I naturally find a passage or two which I con-
sider a bit thick. Parts of Huysman's A Rebonrs and La Bas could have
been modelled in a way more pleasing to Anglo-Saxons without any
subtraction from the substance or proportioning—yet do you find me
ringing the burglar alarm or summoning up the flames of
Savonarola? .. I don't consider either my own distaste, or Br'er Joris-
Karl’s possible carelessness or poor taste or difference of nationality, of
sufficient importance to read the riot act about! Neither do I throw away
the whole apple merely because one spot chances to be a trifle mellow. I
just let it go at that—conceding, so far as I stop to analyse my own
opinions at all, that I don’t like this or that point, and then going on
with the reading of the bulk of the work Undoubtedly the emo-
tional stresses of many great and little artists display traces of one-sided
education, warped mentality, ill-proportioned impulses, or such things
—but does this necessarily make them candidates for the stake or gaol
or waste-basket? On the contrary many of these definitely diseased
minds have produced much material of the highest artistic value, which
only requires the proper mental discounting and interpretation of the
teader in order to possess the highest importance as an expression of life
and a key to the riddle of human personality. Writers I'd call morbid
are D. H. Lawrence and James Joyce, Huysmans and Baudelaire. Yet
EVery one is an indispensable figure in the expression and interpretation
of Western Europe between 1850 and 1930. Writers I wouldn’t call
morbic_l are Theodore Dreiser and Floyd Dell and Ben Hecht. These
E?;lksg?plg try to ?eli s.traight‘forward[y what they see and what they
B i: &art:ail;gr;fae;.mﬁrelat:on /jto the ac.ts and motwt.:s of all people.
£ y ic figure—the nOVChS.t .o_f the Umt‘ed States. And

It goes. The only rational attitude of a civilized man is to let all the
evidence about life 8o on record impartially, and not to try to tamper
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with the books. We each have our own likes and dislikes, but they’re of
importance only to ourselves individually. Nor need we fear that the
free circulation of all the evidence is going to have any especial effect on
the direction of the civilisation, one way or the other. That's an ex-
ploded psychological fiction, although I believed it once myself. Trends
come from deeper sources than what is written on the surface of litera-
ture, and the average domestic adjustments of 1980 or 2030 will not
depend on the question of whether Ernest Hemingway is suppressed or
encouraged in 1930. Indignation, in the light of contemporary knowl-
edge, is a naive and juvenile emotion in any field. All that anyone of us
has to bother about is to obey such practical laws as are generally agreed
upon, to be true to the traditions of beauty as perceived through the
lenses of one’s own personality, and to leave others free to follow their
visions as one follows one’s own. There are not many absolute or basic
or intrinsic values, so that a critical or censorious attitude does not well
become a philosopher. Amidst the disillusion’d mellowness of my pres-
ent old age, I smile at some of the bigoted middle-aged carpings I used
to pull off in the old Kleicomolo days! I do and /ike the same things
now that I did and liked then—but with grey hairs has come a knowl-
edge that this is a very diverse world, in which many different systems
of action and preference have an equal right to existence.

But all this business is only a drop in the bucket as scaled against
other vital trends in civilisation. Here again is a case of old Grandpa
Theobald gradually getting adjusted to a new set of facts as unwelcome
horizons open up. The more I analyse the future of Western Civilisa-
tion, the less hope I see for the survival of any of the conditions and
values which for me invest life with what little zest and piquancy it has;
yet as my wrinkles accumulate and my shoulders increase their stoop I
see increasingly that there is no possible way to alter the chain of inevi-
table circumstances which arose from the accidental development of the
power machine. The natural adjustment of man to the earth, to the
landscape, to the conceptions of time and space and proportion, to the
social group, to the struggle for existence, to his fellows, to himself and
his own imaginative life—all this will inevitably be uprooted by the
changes accruing from a mechanised regime which destroys familiar de-
pendences and limitations and economic balances, and substitutes a new
set unlinked with that age-long conditions have crystallised, and wholly
dependent on a complex technological organisation that ennui or revolt
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or conquest or natural convulsions will sooner or later destroy. From
now until the next Spenglerian collapse of civilisation we shall have an
increasingly grotesque and unsatisfying type of life—a type without suf-
ficient points of contact with ingrainedly hereditary conditions to pro-
vide any first-class emotional satisfactions. But I no longer deem it pos-
sible to avert this, nor do I think there is any reason to waste breath in
whining over it. What must come, must come. New sensations will arise
to replace the old; and even if their pleasing poignancy is less, their
possessors will have no basis of comparison wherefrom to reckon their
inferiority. There will be a deadly stagnation punctuated by a few mor-
bid nervous revolts. Sovietism and capitalism and fascism will meet in a
curious triangular paradox to solve the enigma of a culture in which con-
stant machine overproduction will have destroyed the law of supply
and demand and made the individual’s relation to the economic fabric
an arbitrary, unstable, and difficulty determined problem. And sooner or
later some revolt, aided by modern mechanism, will play hell with the
whole mess. One of the troubles will be that goals and preferred lines
of action will have become exceedingly confused and obscure under the
strongly artificialised conditions and relations to nature and sensation.
Eventually the comedy will be over, as the comedies of Ur and Babylon,
Thebes and Memphis, Tyre and Sidon, Knossus and Carthage are now
over, and after that there will be another simple world with simple ways
and few facts and childlike beliefs. There will be shepherds on the hills,
and walled towns of homes on the rivers and seacoasts. Men will pray
again to the personified emptiness of space, and the smoke of the sacri-
fice will ascend. Armies will follow great-bearded priest-kings in de-
fffnce of primal rights and imagined dignities. Bards will chant to queer
Pipes and flutes and tympani, and the graver will carve his dreams upon
dolomite and chrysoberyl and chalcedony. And then the towns will
810w, and the inventions of man multiply. The bow will give way to the
bomb, and the skin-saddled horse to the wheeled chariot. Smoke will
atise from tall chimneys, and the forge of the smith give way to the
vault of the guild. And ways will grow devious, and knowledge great;
:}fllilwhag was once kn'own and forgotten will be known again. Steel
b 2::: :;r);y the bodied drefzms of men, and clangour az_ld ugliness
o ore. And there will again be speed and confusion, futility
a“e ;:;r;at(:?r;};&:i rx;.;i}n;t‘wa; the doom of the world we know, will be
y whom our world can scarce be remembered.
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Then anew there will be shepherds on the hills, and walled towns of
homes on the rivers and seacoasts . .. .....ovvririeueerenrnnn Now
for work, dammit!

Yr. obt. Servt,,
Lo.

417. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Home—

June 19, 1930
Highest Hierophant of Horological Helotry:—

Welcome to our city! Just blew in myself, dead broke, and am trying
to cope with the piles of accumulated papers and unforwarded mail in-
gulphing me on every hand. The old town looks pretty damn good—
and by an all-around reckoning beats anything I've seen since I left it on
the 24th of April. Wish to hell I could move it bodily down to the
climate of Chatleston—also taking along the meads and groves of the
Quinsnicket region, whither T repair each genial afternoon!

Well—as a result of the financial crisis (I had 1s5¢ in my pocket
when I arrived from Athol!) I shall have to make my immediately fu-
ture wanderings very modest indeed, hence fear desperately that I can’t
quite make the Westerly jaunt—at least, not if I expect to look in on
the Boston convention next month.

Too damn bad your time is so limited—but if you insist on half-liv-
ing seven or eight lives in one lifetime instead of really living one,
(with the ease, leisure, latitude of choice, adventurous uncertainty, and
reflective and assimilative enjoyment-pauses necessary to life in the full-
est sense) you have to pay the penalty. It may give you a bigger kick to
have a dozen irons in the fire than to grasp thoroughly the limited range
of impressions and sensations which one man can adequately grasp in the
hours and years allotted him. Many are so made, and mote are becoming
that way under the influence of this overcrowded and overspeeded ma-
chine age. But all I have to say is that I can’t see the fun of such fever-
ish clock-slavery. Since it is obviously impossible for one man to grasp
the absolute infinity of impressions in the external world which sur-
rounds him, he might as well give up the idea of omniscience at the
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very start, and settle down to whatever fraction is the most comfortable.
No possible reward exists to compensate for the loss of that freedom
and opportunity for full, leisurely assimilation which comes from a ra-
tional limitation of activities to such as may be pursued without haste or
worry ot confining calculation. When all mankind is finally crucified on
a rigid and relentless calendar, there will no longer be any reason fora
civilised person to remain in existence and suffer the burthen of con-
sciousness. Life will have been stripped of everything which constitutes
its legitimate returns. Indeed, I am confident that such future slavery
and oppression will produce a widespread group-hysteria and display of
abnormal and perverted instincts, finally culminating in a revolt against
the monotonising and chafing civilisation responsible for the evil. Com-
plex “civilisation” is asking too much of the human animal as he is
made, and is growing less and less worth the trouble of maintaining.
Society is growing so abnormal that we may almost consider an anti-so-
cial attitude the normal one under present conditions. Or rather—the
strictly normal attitude is one opposed to existing and future society,
though favourable toward the principle of social organisation so far as it
can really promote the freedom, pleasure, and interest-possibility of the
individual.

... Incidentally—1I've at last discovered a more hapless slave of the
feed-bag than yourself! It is the genial and fantastic Bernard Dwyer,
whom I visited in antient Dutch Wiltwyck, up the placid Hudson, and
who is now staggering about under a load of 232 pounds. His average
dinner is about one and one-half to two times larger than your average,
and forms from three to five normal or Theobaldian dinners. I tried to
equal him one night, just for the fun of it; but gave out before the
end. .. Some day I'll have to get you and Dwyer rounded up at Jake's—
for once we could call Jake's bluff and meet his outstanding challenge to
the world to consume in one sitting all the hamburg and onions he fur-
nishes for 25¢! Ah, me! How time flies! Upon reflection I've just re-
membered that I haven’t been to Jake's since September, 1927, when
Talman was here on a reminiscent trip. Hope Jake is still alive!

Yr. obt.
CHCEIETS
Theobaldus

e s e -
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418. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Boston—

July 3, 1930
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

Regarding the nature of contemporary poetry—the sincere & straight-
forward symbolisation of actual human moods & feelings—I think that
this really represents what must form the nucleus of all genuine or seri-
ous poetry. The element of music is a valuable addition, but it must not
contravene the facts & proportions of the actual life which forms its
subject-matter. Otherwise it becomes irrelevant & meaningless, as so
much 19th century writing is. Any notion that the worlds of “poetry”
& of “life” are separate or different is a false & artistically ruinous
one. The form—whether or not in accord with previous habits & tradi-
tions of writing—is largely immaterial. Certainly there is no more real
harm in being traditional in manner than in being radical in manner.
The only harm is in being conventional in ideas—this being harmful
because convention is often meaningless & unrelated to genuine life.
Excessive simplicity of outlook is of course an obstacle, but it is some-
thing which can generally be surmounted. It is not necessary to depend
wholly on one’s own moods for material, since observation & psycholog-
ical study tell much of the typical moods & emotional nuances of others,
& of the part these things play in the collective life of the existing civi-
lisation’s main stream,

I remain
Y'r most obt hble Servt
HPLovecraft
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419. TO ROBERT E. HOWARD
10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I.
July 20, 1930
Dear Mr. Howard:—

One of the best check-ups for legendry is archaeology—the intelli-
gent examination and correlation of prehistoric artifacts, considered in
relation to the artifacts of other known groups, and to the geological
and physiographical qualities of their site. In the British Isles, so far as I
know, the testimony of the earliest objects and deposits is such as to
indicate a so-called heliolithic culture both in Britain and Ireland—i.e.,
a culture of definite nature, known and identified elsewhere, and having
certain unique and unmistakable characteristics such as mummification,
the rearing of megalithic monuments in circles or otherwise, the wor-
ship and association of the sun and serpent, the use of the “swastika”
symbol, etc., etc. Nothing discoverable comes before this—until, of
course, we get back to ages definitely pre-human in the fullest sense; the
age of Challean, Foxhall, and Sub-red-crag artifacts, and of the Pilt-
down skull. Now the heliolithic culture, which extends all the way from
Ireland across Europe and North-Africa to Arabia, India, South China,
Melanesia, Polynesia, and even Mexico and Peru, is pretty definitely as-
sociated with the small, dark Mediterranean race, and is known to have
had nothing whatever to do with any branch of Nordics. It probably
arose in the Mediterranean region and spread in all available directions
—in many cases overriding previous primitive cultures and influencing
other races. But where its artifacts are the earliest, as in the British Isles,
we may reasonably conclude that it was the first culture of any perma-
nence on the given site, and that its users were of the Mediterranean
race that evolved it. I believe, therefore, that it will be difficult to prove
that the British Isles (possibly a part of the continent at the time of first
settlement) had any civilised, half-civilised, or even advancedly savage
inhabitants prior to the coming of the dark neolithic Mediterraneans.
The sub-human reliquiae represent stocks which could scarcely have
survived the glacial periods, and it is my guess that the incoming Medi-
terraneans found the terrain fairly well devoid of bipedal fauna. There
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may have been some of the squat Mongoloids now represented by the
Lapps, for it is known that they once reached down extensively intq
Western Europe; being probably the stock amongst whom the witch-cyl
(a fertility-religion arising in a pastoral and pre-agricultural age) and
rite of the witches’ sabbath took their source. But evidence seems to
have been against their having penetrated the British area to any ex-
tent. It is true that the Celts share most vigorously the myth-cycle of
fairies, gnomes, and little people, which anthropologists and all over
western Europe (in a distinctive form marking it off from the general
Aryan personification system which produced fauns, satyrs, dryads, etc.)
and attribute to vague memories of contact with the Mongoloids which
was wholly prior to their invasion of Britain. Since these fair Nordic
Celts found a smaller, darker race in Britain and Ireland, there is a ten-
dency on the part of some to be misled, and to assume that the “little
people” legends allude to contact with those dark aborigines. This, how-
ever, can clearly be disproved by analysis of the myths; for such myths
invariably share with the parallel Continental myths the specific features
(or traces of these features) of having the “little people” essentially re-
pulsive and monstrous, subterraneous in their habits of dwelling, and
given to a queer kind of hissing discourse. Now this kind of thing does
not apply to Mediterraneans—who are not abnormal or repulsive from
the Nordic standpoint, (being very similar in features) who did not live
underground, and whose language (possibly of a lost branch, but con-
ceivably proto-Hamitic, Hamitic, or even Semitic) could scarcely have
suggested hissing. The inevitable probability is that all the Nordics met
with this old Mongoloid stock at a very early date, when it shared the
continent with the northward-spreading Mediterraneans and with the
remnants of other palaeolithic and neolithic races now lost to history;
and that after the ensuing conquest the defeated Mongoloids took to
deep woods and caves, and survived for a long time as malignantly vin-
dictive foes of their huge blond conquerors—carrying on a guerilla ha-
rassing and sinking so low in the anthropological scale that they became
bywords of dread and repulsion, The memory of these beings could not
but be very strong among the Nordics, (as well as among such Mediter-
raneans and Alpines as may have encountered them) so that a fixed
body of legend was produced—to be carried about wherever Celtic or
Teutonic tribes might wander. But this is rather a digression . ...
especially since your theory does not deny an early dark race in the
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British Isles, but merely postulates that, among the Celtic-speaking' in-
vaders, the light-haired element was of earlier advent than the t.n_bes
who spoke Gaelic. Whether the Gaels were light or dark when arriving
in Ireland would still seem to be an open question; and not an alto-
cther vital one, since a very slight contact with a dark race is sufficient
to darken the pigmentation of a blond stock. Thus the Gaels might
bave had their dark hair before reaching Ireland, yet without hav-
ing undergone any Oriental wanderings. A very superficial wash of
Mediterranean or other brunet blood, obtained in Western Europe,
could have turned the trick. Of course the race would still produce many
blond specimens, just as the blond type still exists in Britain and Ireland
despite the dark races which have contributed their blood; but the pres-
ence of a substantial dark element would doubtless attract special notice
among the still unmixed Celts, (who had perhaps preceded the Gaels or
Milesians to Ireland, and had not so far fused with the aborigines to any
degree) causing the latter to regard them as a “dark people” and so
describe them in legendry. Dark hair, eyes, and skin pigmentation are
certainly the more basic type for homo sapiens, so that the few special-
ised types who have assumed other characteristics easily fall back to the
old pattern whenever the least predisposition occurs. That is, it is hard
to make brunets blonds, but easy to make blonds brunets. A few blonds
coming among a brunet people produce no alteration of the physical
type, whereas a few brunets coming along among a blond people will
soon cause that people to produce a very high percentage of brunet de-
scendants. There must have been a vast preponderance of blonds among
the total invading stock of Ireland, since so many blond types (even in
regions unaffected by later Teutonic blood) are produced there today.
Just how this blond blood was distributed among the several waves of
invaders we cannot now say—nor is it likely that we shall ever know.
The old legends, admittedly subject to change and interpolation, cannot
well be more than a general indication and source of suggestions. . . ..

Most sincerely yrs.,
H P Lovecraft
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420. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Providence

Aug. 7, 1930
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

Am beginning to get my revision under control, & hope to snatch
time for some tales of my own before long. The coming week-end I
shall take advantage of a cheap excursion to the quaint & ancient town
of Quebec—which I have wished to see all my life, & which after all s
not so very far from New England. This city, founded in 1608, is per-
haps the most traditional & old-world-like place on the American conti-
nent, & I look forward to a marvellous time there. It will mark my first
excursion outside the territorial limits of the U. 8., & my first treading
of the soil of that British Empire to which my spirit has never ceased to
be loyal despite the secession of the Rhode Island colony on May 4,
1776. Will continue this letter after my return, enclosing any good Que-
bec views I may happen to come across. Long has just been there, & says
it will surpass my fondest expectations—except that I'll find it too
French for my ingrainedly English soul.

Later

And it did surpass all my fondest expectations! Never have I seen
another place like it! All my former standards of urban beauty must be
abandoned after my sight of Quebec! It hardly belongs to the world of
prosaic reality at all—it is a dream of city walls, fortress-crowned cliffs,
silver spires, narrow, winding, perpendicular strects, magnificent vistas,
& the mellow, leisurely civilisation of an elder world. The enclosed
gives hardly more than a hint of the actuality. Horse vehicles still
abound, & the atmosphere is altogether of the past. It is a perfectly pre-
served bit of old royalist France, transplanted to the New World with
very little loss of atmosphere. My stay was perforce tragically brief, but
in 3 days (from early morning till pitch dark) I managed to see about
everything there was to see (aside from interiors) by keeping constantly
on the move, I feel as if I had lived there for years—though I must go
again & at greater length in order to absorb impressions to a really sat-
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isfying degree. The oldest house (view enc.) was built in 1674, but
most of the buildings date from the early or middle 18th century. All
architecture is French—mostly brick & stucco—& the buildings strongly
suggest those of Charleston, S. C.—perhaps because of the strong
French Huguenot influence in the latter town. The 4oo-foot perpendic-
alar cliff with its staircases & steep ascents, the massive & almost per-
fectly preserved city wall, the dominating citadel, & the strange, ancient
tangled streets, all combine to make Quebec an almost unearthly bit of
fairyland. Everything I have seen before seems tame in comparison. The
only side trip I took was to the great falls of the Montmorency river—
on the upper level of which stands the old house in which the Duke of
Kent (Queen Victoria's father) lived whilst in military service here in
the 1790’s. The countryside has some moderately quaint villages domi-
nated by curious French churches, but is too much modernised to be
really colourful. The real charm is all concentrated in Quebec city. I
imagine, though, that parts of Nova Scotia (as described in the cutting
you sent) must retain a quaintness which rural Quebec has lost. On my
return trip I stopped off at Boston for the all-day boat trip to Province-
town, at the tip of Cape Cod—which I did not reach during the Cape
Codding of the previous month. I found the town nothing notable, but
the water-journey (my first sail out of sight of land) was highly im-
pressive. Approaching Boston Harbour in the sunset from the open sea
was an utterly novel experience—to see the gray headlands & light-
houses & islands rise out of misty nothingness was to be brought close
to the gates of phantasy. I was so pleased that I did not stop to enquire,
like the young voyager in the cutting from John O’Ren, whether -this
sort of thing was really necessary. . . .
With best wishes

I remain
Yr obt Hble Servt
HPLovecraft
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42I. TO ROBERT E. HOWARD
10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I,

August 14, 1930
Dear Mr. Howard:—

.... Regarding the solemnly cited myth-cycle of Cthulhu, Yog-
Sothoth, R’lyeh, Nyarlathotep, Nug, Yeb, Shub-Nigguroth, etc., etc.—
let me confess that this is all a synthetic concoction of my own, like the
populous and varied pantheon of Lord Dunsany’s Pegana. The reason for
its echoes in Dr. de Castro’s work is that the latter gentleman is a revision-
client of mine—into whose tales I have stuck these glancing references
for sheer fun. If any other clients of mine get work placed in W. T, you
will perhaps find a still-wider spread of the cult of Azathoth, Cthulhu,
and the Great Old Ones! The Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul
Alhazred is likewise something which must yet be written in order to
possess objective reality. Abdul is a favourite dream-character of mine—
indeed that is what I used to call myself when I was five years old and a
transported devotee of Andrew Lang’s version of the Arabian Nights. A
few years ago I prepared a mock-erudite synopsis of Abdul’s life, and of
the posthumous vicissitudes and translations of his hideous and unmen-
tionable work Al Azif (called To Nexpovépixov by the Byzantine Monk
Theodoras Philetas, who translated it into late Greek in A. D. goo!)—a
synopsis which I shall follow in future references to the dark and accursed
thing. Long has alluded to the Necronomicon in some things of his—in
fact, I think it is rather good fun to have this artificial mythology given
an air of verisimilitude by wide citation. I ought, though, to write Mr.
O'Neail and disabuse him of the idea that there is a large blind spot in
his mythological erudition! Clark Ashton Smith is launching another
mock mythology revolving around the black, furry toad-god Tsathoggua,
whose name had variant forms amongst the Atlanteans, Lemurians, and
Hyperboreans who worshipped him after he emerged from inner Earth
(whither he came from Outer Space, with Saturn as a stepping-stone).
I am using Tsathoggua in several tales of my own and of revision-clients
—although Wright rejected the Smith tale in which he originally ap-
peared. It would be amusing to identify your Kathulos with my Cthulhu
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__indeed, I may so adopt him in some future black allusion. Incidentally
__Long and I often debate about the real folklore basis of Machen’s
nightmare witch-cult hints—"Aklo letters”, “Voorish domes”, “Dols”,
«Green and Scarlet Ceremonies”, etc., etc. I think they are M’s own
inventions, for I have never heard of them elsewhere; but Long can’t
get over the idea that they have an actual source in European myth. ...
With best wishes—Yr. most obt. and hble. svt.,
HPL

422. TO MAURICE W, MOE

Thursday

(Sept. 4, 1930)
Epitome of Erudition:—

....1 dont take the dysoptic world as seriously as I did in
1916. . .. I change my mind oftener, and accept the results of new sci-
entific discoveries with greater readiness. The unimportance of life and
effort, and the purposelessness of the whole cosmos, are closer realities
to me than they were then, even though I fully realised them and upheld
them in argument. I don’t get excited about things as readily as I did;
for I realise that every different individual has his own subjective world
of perspectives and values, and what is it to me whether or not other
people’s worlds resemble or coincide with mine? I am less attached to
mannerisms, and more attached to simplicity. Style I now conceive to be
a personal property of mind rather than an art to be learnt; and I deem
that man wisest, who writes most plainly in the exact language most
descriptive of his actual thoughts. My valuation of the element of sin-
cerity in works of art and literature has increas’d to such an extent that
L now esteem it a necessity to perfect expression. In taste I am coming to
value the local more than the universal, a sign no doubt of provincial
old age. My standard of literature has slightly risen; so that I impose
upon my serious writing a closer censorship than formerly, taking care
to delete that which is trite, commonplace, artificial, affected, ornate, or
thetorically involv’d. I demand a more cleanly-cut visual image than for-
metly, before I will commit any picture or conception to paper. . .. .

Yrs. for more classick readers—
Wash:Irving, Gent.
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423. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

Sept. 11, 1930

...... In my unfinished Whisperer in Darkness 1 have the idea of
transplanted brains kept in mutual cylinders for interplanetary transpor-
tation, & connected with sensory & speaking machines when atrived at
their destinations. Thus a person becomes like a phonograph record—
his intelligence easily transportable, & at once available for perception &
expression wherever apparatus of the standardised type exists. The race
of things employing this method come from Qutside, but they have an
outpost in this solar system on the new gth planet—called by them Yug-
goth—& a smaller & nearer outpost amidst the hills of Vermont. I must
whip this yarn into final shape soon. The effect of striking scenery on
one’s creative concentration is evidently a highly variable thing. I have
heard many refer to it—as you do—as a distraction, but in my case it
seems to be precisely the opposite. Outdoor settings & impressive pan-
oramas excite & awaken my faculties, so that I can do things twice as
well in the woods & fields as inmy study. ...........

Yr obt hble Servt
Ech-Pi-El

424. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
Woden's Day
Sept. 24, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

I am still full of my trip to Quebec—& wonder whether I can ever
get it out of my head long enough to think of anything else! Never
before have I seen such a place, & never do I expect to again! All my
former standards of urban beauty are superseded & obsolete. As I said
on my card, I can scarcely believe that Quebec belongs to the waking
world at all. A mighty headland rising out of a mile-broad river & top-
ped by a mediaeval fortress—rity walls of cyclopean masonry scaling

SELECTED LETTERS 169

vertical cliffs or towering above green table-lands—great arching bel-
fries & steeples—archaic lanes winding uphill or lurking in the beetling
shadow of colossal precipices—horse-drawn vehicles, & all the vestiges
of 2 mature, leisurely, elder civilisation—those things are only a fraction
of the marvellous totality that is Quebec. The city is in truth an exotic &
unique growth on this continent in this age. Properly it belongs to an-
cient Boutbon France—to Averoigne. I have not a doubt! I almost tried
to take a side-trip to the ruined chateau of Fauseflammes! In retrospect
the whole 3-day session seems like a fantastic dream covering enormous
petiods of time. I can correlate Quebec with nothing save those fleeting
sensations of former-life glimpses which come to one now & then as
subconscious manifestations of images absorbed from childhood reading
& picture-viewing. ........

On my reluctant way home I stopped off at Boston for an all-day boat
trip to Provincetown, at the tip of Cape Cod. This village I found to be
somewhat overrated, but the sail—my first experience on the open sea
out of sight of land—was well worth the price of the excursion. To be
on limitless water is to have the fantastic imagination stimulated in the
most powerful way. The uniformly blank horizon evokes all sorts of
speculations as to what may lie beyond, so that the sensations of Odys-
seus, Columbus, Madoc, Arthur Gordan Pym, the Ancient Mariner, & all
the other voyagers of song & story are rolled into one & sharpened to
expectant poignancy. Who knows what strange Lemurian or Saturnian
or Sfanomoéan port or weed-draped temple upheaved from the sea will
loom suddenly ahead? To approach Boston Hatbour at sunset from
open water is something one can never forget, Grey headlands—monol-
ith-like lighthouses—low-lying, cryptical islets—what vespertine realm
of mystery is this which rises mirage-like from vapour-shrouded va-
cancy? Avalon-Isles of the Blest—Tyre—Carthage—Calpe & Abyla
Atlantis—Alexandria—R’lyeh—the City of Never—Mandaroon—Per-
dondoris—

Ever yr most obt
E¢h-Pi-El




170 SELECTED LETTERg

425. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
Sept. 26, 1930
Memory-Mocking Marcher after Melioristick Mirages:—

But I do want to make a decent round of the caves. Yes—I noted that
mysterious and unexplored side-passage, and have thought of using it in
fiction. And as for bodies—trust me to bring in a whole raft of 'em,
extending back to 200,000 B. C. and before . ... even to the reign of
the pre-human Elder Ones . ... and with appropriate metal artifacts,
plus manuscripts in Atlantean and Lemurian cylinders.

Oh, say—before I forget it, take a look at this sample of polite insult,
which I have just handed to a dead beat in Chicago, who has owed me a
revision bill dating partly from Feb. 1929 and partly from Sept. 1929.
He has paid no attention whatever to courteous statements, and in the
following words I wash my hands of him and his'n. “Is Chicago a
Crime-Ridden City” is the title of an absurd defence of Chi which I
knocked in shape for him a year and a half ago.

10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. I,
Septr. 18, 1930.
Lee Alexander Stone, M. D.,
Chicago, Illinois
Sir:

In the matter of your persistently unpaid revision bill—concerning
which you so persistently withhold all explanations despite repeated in-
quiries—I have decided, at the risk of encouraging sharp practices, to
forego the use of a collecting agency and make you a present of the
amount involved.

This is my first encounter with such a hopelessly bad bill, and I believe
I may consider the sum ($7.50) as not ill spent in acquiring practical
experience. I needed to be taught caution in accepting unknown* clients

* He was Supt. of a branch of Chi. Pub. Health Service during the war!

SELECTED LETTERS 171

without ample** references—especially clients from a strident region
which cultivates ostentatious commercial expansion rather than the hon-
our customary among gentlemen.

Meanwhile I am grateful for so concrete an answer to the popular
question, “Is Chicago a Crime-Ridden City ?”

With such consideration as is appropriate to the situation, and trust-
ing that my small gift may prove of financial aid to you, Believe me, Sir,

Yr. most obedient hble, Servt.,
H. P. Lovecraft

Your fellow-trencherman Bernard Dwyer lately heard from the W,
T. author Henry S. Whitchead, who says that Wright uniformly rejects
his best stories. Vety like Wright—whose bland dumbness transcends
my utmost limits of comprehension.

And so it goes. Have hope and tolerance
before the ground freezes!

... them rocks will come

Yrs. for cats and Quebec and caves—
®czoBdhog
Theobaldus

426. TO AUGUST DERLETH
Open fields near the River
Octr. 1930

Dear A. W.:—

... I am sitting in the glow of a warm autumnal sunset amidst the
ancient and unchanging woods and fields which I have known and
loved and wandered through since infancy. I surely thank heaven for
the fortuitous circumstances which have preserved such a generous and
glamourous slice of the primal countryside so close to the thickest part
Of residential Providence. Beginning on the south is a long stretch of
Metropolitan park land. Then, contiguous with this (or just across a
feedy salt creek) is the parklike domain of a sanitarium which admits
the public except on Sunday. Then, piecing out still farther northward is

€ scenic expanse of Swan Point Cemetery—the borders of which are

** Farnsworth Wright was the guy who wished him onto me.
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sheer countryside without graves, kept thus for aesthetic embellishment,
Farther north still—over the city line in Pawtucket—is still anothe;
river-bank cemetery; but this is not so beautiful. The net result of a]]
this is the preservation of a splendidly rural series of river-bluffs,
wooded ravines, and meadows for a space of at least two miles along the
shore, and extending considerably inland. Its ownership and conditions
are fixed, hence it has been the same throughout my life and is always
likely to stay so. I can shed the years uncannily by getting into some of
my favourite childhood haunts here. In spots where nothing has
changed, there is little to remind me that the date is not still 1900 or
1901, and that I am not still a boy of 10 or 1. Images and ideas and
perspectives of that period flood up from subconsciousness with amaz.
ing vigour and volume, and do much to prove the relativity and subjec-
tivity of time. Sometimes I feel that if I went home to my birthplace
and up the steps, I would still find my mother and grandfather alive,
and my old room and things in accustomed 1900 order. At this moment
the setting sun is throwing the long shadows of great ancient elms
across a broad, level stretch of silent greensward. At the far side is an
old New England stone wall covered with ivy, and beyond it a line of
trees marks the course of a venerable curving road—half deserted now
that newer trunk roads have cut it off as a line of through traffic. In
suggestions of a magic annihilative of natural laws and material spatial

and temporal restrictions, this scene and hour would be hard to
beat. . ..

Yr. obt. & hble. Servt. HP

427. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN

October 1930

Castle Theobald
Jonckheer Arminius:—

I didn’t receive the Star till after completing my letter to you, but I
thought 1 added a very appreciative comment on the envelope. In case I
somehow failed to do so, let me here append the intended expressions
of approval. Most certainly, it is not a bit too commercial for its purpose
—and indeed, it seems to me a thoroughly admirable exponent of its
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e. In format, contents, illustrations, and general aspect it stands on a
high level; and I must certainly congratul'ate you smcere%y on the enter-
prise. I read many of its items with keen interest—especially th'e one on
Frio Canyon in Texas, which piece of scenery I certainly hope will escape
olefic desecration. . . ..

....... I fancy the Standard Co. Has so thoroughly developed the
tourist angle of gasoline-sales-promotion that the Texacoes would con-
sider it “old stuff”. I imagine that I had better hold off until the indi-
cated readjustments in your personnel take place—especially since I am
on the one hand a notoriously poor and unappealing self-salesman, and
on the other hand the very last person to handle commercial data from
an intelligent, sympathetic, and prepossessing angle.

.... Howard is the chap who can give you the colour—the sweep of
the oil camps across the primal Texas plains, and the pageantry and so-
cial developments connected with them. He does not welcome the com-
ing of the derricks and the slimy black ooze, but he is acutely sensitive
to their place in the long drama of the Lone Star country. Campbell and
Howard are the oiliest guys I know—if I come across any others, I'll
pass ’em on. Meanwhile, as you imply, the ultimate 2¢ per would be by
no means unwelcome to a fairly deserving case in Providence! I shall
have to try to stomach a prowl around the Texaco terminal—wherever it
is—and a cramming on Chamber of Commerce sawdust and bran. Also
—similar things abroad. But even so, I'd scarcely predict my own evolu-
tion into a leading trade-journal contributor. One has to be built a cer-
tain way to read a zestful story-element into the anfractuosities of a pro-
saic industry, and I have grave fears that my basic structural frame is not
of that profitable sort! Still—one may experiment ..... and I shall
carefully file your epistle, as well as diligently perusing the November
and December Stars upon their respective risings.

......... What an ass the boss editor was to raise that silly objec-
tion to the non-stenographer point! That shews how remote from real-
ity these stereotyped commercial robots get in the end. This fellow, used
to thinking only in terms of large business enterprises, (shall we have
Or 215 millions for postage stamps this morning?) has simply lost the
Power of envisaging the position of a struggling and uncommercial au-
fhor, or of realising the character of unworldly craftsmen in general. As
if it were illogical for a writer not to be able to hire a typist, or not to
Provide for stenographic preservation every time he opens his mouth in
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personal conversation, social discussion, or informal story-telling|
Hades, think of what our gang has lost in not having its meetings ta]{eg .
down in shorthand, and in not having its personal IEttEfS—afgumentan
tive and descriptive—copyrighted and sold! Bah! These big-windeci
office-hounds give me a pain in the neck! I'd have told the fool to got
hell before consenting to adopt his idiotic correction! . . . ’
Well—more anon. Don’t drop any matches into the petrol !

Yr. obt. Servt.,
Theobaldus O’Casey

428, TO ROBERT E. HOWARD

10 Barnes St.
Providence, R. I.

October 4,
Dear Mr, Howard :— e AR

..... I agree with what you say about suggestion as the highest form
of horror-presentation. The basis of all true cosmic horror is violation of
the order of nature, and the profoundest violations are always the least
concrete and describable, In Machen, the subtlest story—The White
People—is undoubtedly the greatest, even though it hasn't the tangible,
visible terrors of The Great God Pan or The White Powder. But the
mob—including Farnsworth Wright—can never be made to see this;
hence W. T. will always reject work of the finest and most delicate sort.
Of course, there is such a thing as excessive indefiniteness, especially
among novices who do not really understand how to handle cosmic sug-
gestion. Crude writers use the old trick of calling a hidden horror “too
monstrous to describe”, merely as an excuse for not forming any clear
picture of the alleged horror themselves. But the skilled author who
knows what he is doing can often hint a thing much better than it can
be told. Drawing the line between concrete description and trans-dimen-
sional suggestion is a very ticklish job. In the greatest horror-tale ever
written—Blackwood's Willows—absolutely nothing takes open and vis-
ible form. . ...

It is the night-black Massachusetts legendry which packs the really
macabre “kick”. Here is material for a really profound study in group-
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euroticism; for certainly, no one can deny the existence of a pro-

foundly morbid streak in the Puritan imagination. What you say of the
Jark Saxon-Scandinavian heritage as a possible source of the atavistic
jmpulses brought out by emotional repression, isolation, climatic rigour,
and the nearness of the vast unknown forest with its coppery savages, is
of vast interest to me; insomuch as I have often both said and written
exactly the same thing! Have you seen my old story The Picture in the
House? If not, T must send you a copy. The introductory paragraph vir-
tually sums up the idea you advance.

There is genuine grisliness, all apart from the supernatural legends,
in the inside chronicles of Massachusetts. It begins to appear as early as
1642, when the correspondence of Gov. Ballingham with Gov. Brad-
ford of Plymouth reveals a genuine alarm on the part of both executives
regarding the wave of utterly abhorrent and unnatural crime—very dif-
ferent from the ordinary offenses common in England, and today classi-
fable as extreme forms of sadism and other pathological perversions—
which had sprung up among the more ignorant orders of the people. "It
may bee demanded how it came to pass,” writes Bradford, "yt soe many
wikked persons and prophane people shou'd soe quickly come over into
this land, and mixe them selves amongst them? Seeing it was religious
men yt began ye work, and they came for religious sake.”

Well—although he doesn’t know it—Bradford really gives part of
the answer in his own question. The very preponderance of passionately
pious men in the colony was virtually an assurance of unnatural crime;
insomuch as psychology now proves the religious instinct to be a form of
transmuted eroticism precisely parallel to the transmutations in other di-
tections which respectively produce such things as sadism, hallucina-
tion, melancholia, and other mental morbidities. Bunch together a
group of people deliberately chosen for strong religious feelings, and
you have a practical guarantee of dark morbidities expressed in crime,
Petversion, and insanity, This was aggravated, of course, by the Puritan
POHC}* of rigorously suppressing all the natural outlets of exuberant feel-
INg—music, laughter, colour, pageantry, and so on. To observe Christ-
mas Day was once a prison offence, and no one permitted himself a
Spontaneous mirthful thought without afterward imputing it a “sin” of
his soul and working up a veritable hysteria of pathological self-analysis
4 regarded his possible chances of “salvation”. To read of the experi-
€0ces of the Rev. Cotton Mather, and of his precocious little brother
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Nathaniel (who virtually tormented himself to death with hystericy
emotional “'soul-questioning”) is to witness genuine tragedy—the trag.
edy of ignorance and superstition. Poor little Nat died at 19—1I hqy,
seen his gravestone in the old Charter St. Burying Ground at Salem, Hj,
fortunate escape from life came in 1688, and his epitaph (a tribute ¢,
his prodigious learning) reads with unconscious pathos—"An Ageq
Person who had seen but 19 Winters in the World”. Bradford—,
Plymouth Pilgrim outside the worst pest-zone of Massachusetts mania—
is not without some appreciation of the situation in this respect; and
remarks with unusual penetration for his age—"An other reason (for
the wave of morbid crime) may be, yt it may be in this case as it is with
waters when their streames are stopt or dam'd up, when they get passage
they flow with more violence and make more noys and disturbance, than
when they are suffered to rune quietly in their owne chanels. Soe wiked-
ness being here more stopt by strict lawes, and ye same more nerly lookt
unto, soe as it cannot rune in a commone road of liberty as it wou'd, and
is inclined, it serches every wher, and at last breaks out wher it gettes
vente.” Good old Bradford! But the real Puritans couldn’t see it his
way; hence (since they were forced to recognise the extent and unprece-
dented morbidity of the increasing crimes around them) there gradually
grew up the commonly-accepted doctrine that the devil was making 2
special war on Massachusetts because of the holy purpose to which that
saintly colony was dedicated by the Lord’s Brethren. The Bradford-Bell-
ingham correspondence was in 1642. Exactly fifty years later the Salem
witchcraft affair broke out. Can anyone doubt what prepared the masses
of the people to regard the matter seriously? As a sidelight on the
nearly-unendurable strain to which Massachusetts theocracy subjected
the nerves of its victims, we may note the vast numbers who with-
drew to Rhode Island soil. It is much less known that really consider-
able numbers went over to the Indians—"‘went native”, as modern slang
would put it. This condition was much more frequent in the Puritan
zone than anywhere else in Anglo-Saxon America. Authorities say that
100 times more whites were Indianised, than Indians were European-
ised. One Massachusetts man—the Rev. William Blackstone, who had
been the first settler on the Boston peninsula—became a hermit ; taking
his books and family and building a home in the wilderness in 1635, 08
territory later part of R. I. He said, “I came to Mass. to escape the
Lord’s Bishops, and now I leave it to escape the Lord’s Brethren.”
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‘Blackstone was really the first white settler in R. 1., but because he did
'got found 2 colony he is not considered a rival of Roger Williams as the

focal pioneer. After Providence was founded, he used to ride in on a
white bull and pay visits to Mr., Williams and other friends. It was he
who introduced the apple-tree to this colony. He was a great friend of
the Indians, and it is merciful that he died in 1674, before King Phil-
ip's War convulsed the colony. His house and books wete burnt by the
Indians two years after his death.

But there was still another reason for Massachusetts crime and abnor-
mality—a reason rather embarrassing to many upholders of the myth
that Mass. blood is a kind of unofficial patent of nobility. This was the
rapid importation, after 1635, of a vile class of degenerate London scum
as indentured servants. We escaped this in R. I, since at first we were
too poor to have many servants at all, and later used Indians and ne-
groes (we-imported the latter in small numbers from the West Indies
before our own “triangular trade” began) instead of low-grade whites.
But Mass. needed servants sooner, and did not have our penchant for
exotics; hence (in addition to enslaving some local Indians, and import-
ing a few negroes and Carib Indians from the West Indies) went in
on a large scale for “bound” English labour—paupers, convicts,
“floaters”’, and so on. They had not learned the lesson that more actually
anti-social perversion occurs amongst the decadent scum of a high race,
than amongst the mentally and physically sound types of an inferior
face, We can picture the result of bringing this warped, inhibition-
stunted, free and easy degenerate element under the domination of the
iron-clad Puritan theocracy and moral strait-jacket. Repression and ex-
plosion—just as intelligent old William Bradford of Plymouth saw.
‘Wikedness more stopt up by strict lawes ..... breaks out wher it
gettes vente.’ It is interesting to see how this same custom of importing
inferior Englishmen worked out in less repressive colonies. Virginia had
tried it prior to the beginning of the African trade in 1619, and the
Wietched mass of scum resulting therefrom was gradually settled on
Small farms. There was never any violence or well-defined clash with
alltpority, and not a trace of any epidemic of morbidity. The inferior
whites gradually retreated toward the backwoods, becoming in the
furse of time that “mean white” or “white trash” element so well-
k_’mWIl to sociologists. One may add that an analogous phenomenon ul-
fimately occurred in New England, small colonies of inferior or deca-
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dent stock springing up on the fringe of settled regions and receiviy g
such names as “Hardscrabble,” “Hell's Half Acre,” “Dogtown,” et
etc. In N. Y. and New Jersey too—where the mean whites mixed wiﬂ;
negroes and Indians and still survive as wretched semi-barbarians in the
Catskills and Ramapos. But this segregation did not occur in Massachy,.
setts till after the decadents had made many complications in the geners]
situation.

Another and highly important factor in accounting for Massachusetts
witch-belief and daemonology is the fact, now widely emphasised by
anthropologists, that the traditional features of witch-practice and Sab-
bat-orgies were by 1no means mythical. It was not from any empty system
of antique legendry that Western Europeans of the 17th century and
before got their significantly consistent idea of what witches were, how
they made their incantations, and what they did at their hideous convo-
cations on May-Eve and Hallowmass. Something actual was going on
under the surface, so that people really stumbled on concrete experi-
ences from time to time which confirmed all they had ever heard of the
witch species. In brief, scholars now recognise that all through history a
sectet cult of degenerate orgiastic nature-worshippers, furtively recruited
from the peasantry and sometimes from decadent characters of more se-
lect origin, has existed throughout northwestern Europe; practicing
fixed rites of immemorial antiquity for malign objects, having a govern-
ing system and hierarchy as well-defined and elaborate as that of any
established religion, and meeting secretly by night in deserted rustic
places. It has no inclusive name recognised by its own adherents, but is
customarily called simply “the witch-cult” by modern anthropologists.
Evidences of its persistent existence and unvarying practices are revealed
by multitudes or trials, legends, and historic incidents; and by piecing
these together we have today a very fair idea of its nature and workings.
Originally it seems almost conclusively to have been simply the normal
religion of the prehistoric Mongoloids who preceded the Nordics and
Mediterraneans in northwestern Europe. It is based on the idea of fer-
tility, as worshipped by a stock-raising race of pre-agricultural nomads,
and its salient features from the very first were semi-annual ritualistic
gatherings at the breeding seasons of the flocks and herds, at which
primitive erotic rites were practiced to encourage the fecundity of the
stock—much as certain savages practice such rites to this day. This reli-
gion was once dominant throughout Western Europe; but was naturally
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ushed to the wall when the Aryans conquered the land and brmllght in
their own infinitely more refined, evolved, and poetic Eolytheism. It
could not stand up against Druidism or the Northern religion of Asgard
and Valhalla, so sunk (like the Mongoloid “little people” to whom it
pelonged) to the position of a subordinate and despised cult. It was
probably never persecuted under the supremacy of the Celts and Teu-
tons, but on the other hand no doubt gained converts from among the
degenerate elements of these conquering races. The coming of the Ro-
mans—who generally disliked furtive, orgiastic religions, and had sup-
pressed certain Dionysiac and Cybele cults in Italy as early as the 3d
century B. C.—somewhat changed the complexion of the matter, and
tended to drive the vestigial religion to cover. Yet it seems to have ob-
tained degenerate Roman converts, and was probably carried into the
British Isles (where the Mongoloids never were) by the Romans rather
than by either Mediterraneans or Celts, It is possible that Sylvanus Coci-
dius, whose worship the Britanno-Romans discouraged, was connected
with this cult. The semi-annual orgies (April 30 and Nov. 30) were
what came later to be known as sabbats. In the main, they consisted of
dances and chants or worshippers—mostly female, but presided over by
a male hierophant in shaggy animal disguise, called simply “The Black
Man”. The conclusion of the ceremony was obscene to an extent which
makes even Juvenal's sixth satire seem milk. The cult as a whole was
subdivided into local units called covens, each with its “black man”, and
all joined by a common body of tradition and system of passwords and
nomenclature. Every member was given a new mystic name for use
within the cult, Originally, the distinctly malign features probably did
not exist; the religion being merely emotional and sensual. When, how-
ever, the dominant races began to oppose and persecute it, it began to
strike back and specialise in bringing evil to its enemies. This doubtless
caused an emphasis to be laid upon the supernatural powers conferred
on its devotees by their communion with the gods of Nature through
the ritual of the sabbat. Little by little the idea grew up—accepted both
by the half-crazed devotees and by the outside world—that the cult was
a device for giving people a supernatural means of working evil. When
C_hristianity made its appearance, the persecution of the cult became infi-
hitely strengthened; since this new faith had so fanatical a hatred of
Everything pertaining to eroticism. For the first time, in all likelihood,
the cult became wholly secret and subterranean—and correspondingly,
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the general fear and hatred of it, and the tendency to regard it as link
with nameless powers of darkness, no doubt vastly increased. Qpc,
driven to covet, it seems to have stayed put fairly well, and it probably
died out in many places—including Britain. Conquests by Gaels anq
Saxons finished any remnants of it which may have been left. From the
late Roman period to late in the Middle Ages there are only glanc_ing
evidences of it, although it certainly maintained a steady existence op
the continent of Europe, recruiting many degenerate and discontented
people since it promised them so many more simple, understandable,
and available boons than did Christianity. It was always waiting, ready
to catch anybody who grew tired of the ethics and aesthetics of the rul-
ing Buropean civilisation—just as the Indians were always waiting to
take in anybody who sickened of Puritan life in early Massachusetts.
The big recruiting came in the 14th and 15th centuries, during that pe-
riod of despair, degradation, and recklessness following the ravages of
the Black Death. This is the period, you know, when the sardonic con-
ception of the “Dance of Death”, as exploited by Albrecht Direr,
gained form. Dissatisfied with all that civilised life gave and promised,
thousands undoubtedly went over to the witch-cult (a gesture by this
time identified with the conception of “selling oneself to Satan™) and
extracted from its mummeries and its Sabbats what pleasure and excite-
ment they could get. Nor could this be kept wholly secret on so vast 2
scale. For the first time the cult began to be generally known and feared
and identified with the worship of Satan. (Its connexion with the Black
Mass would be a good subject for learned research.) Undoubtedly, it
would have virtually wrecked European civilisation if left unopposed,
for it fostered a spirit of seditious malignity aimed against all existing
institutions. Let us appreciate, therefore, that the first mediaeval oppo-
sers of witchcraft were 7ot mere fanatics fighting a shadow. They wer¢
deluded in that they thought themselves to be fighting something supe
natural, but they were most certainly right in believing that they wer
fighting a genuine menace. Of course, reports of witchcraft far exceeded
the actual number of instances of its practice; so that many individua
witch-condemnations were indeed unjust. Also, the legend of witch-cer
emonies undoubtedly spread far beyond the actual areas in which the
real cult had its activities. For some reason or other, Germany was the
scene of the most actual cult-doings, though covens undoubtedly ¥
tended into France and Scandinavia and perhaps as far south as Italy-
The cult does not seem to have crossed into Britain till late in the 15!
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Iy in the 16th century; and it there found its chief seat in Scotland.

or €arty N
It entered Wales, but never seems to have had any foothold in either
Eﬂglaﬂd or Ireland. From the time of Pope John XXII's bull against
itcheraft in the first half of the 14th century, the war of civilisation
against the cult gained headway. In 1484 Pope Innocent VIII launched
the most tremendous campaign of all—the one during which the Ger-
mans Sprenger and Kramer prepared their famous treatise on witchcraft
and witch-finding: “Malleus Maleficarum”. Nor was it any phantom
that Church and State alike were fighting, On the contrary, the degener-
ate cult gained strength, struck back, and increased in malignancy, until
it seemed to be almost beyond control. In southern Germany it attained
such magnitude that the wholesale collapse of civilisation seemed to be
threatened ; hence—amidst the impotence of all legal agencies—many
fearless noblemen organised a wholly extra-legal society for detecting
and punishing cult-adherents; a sort of mediaeval Ku Klux Klan called
the “Holy Vehm”, which seized miscreants, tried them at dead of night
in lonely forests, and saw that they never appeared again if judged
guilty. This very practical “malleus maleficarum” really worked, hence
after 1500 cult witchcraft was never a real menace. The scare, however,
continued; and prosecutions and executions by both Church and State
were exceedingly numerous until far into the 18th century. In Britain
the chief witch fright occurred during the reign of James I—early in the
17th century—and was undoubtedly based on actual cult activities in
Scotland. The last witch-trial in England occurred in 1712, though such
things lasted on the Continent till the beginning of the toth century.
The witch-cult jtself is probably now extinct, but no one can say just
When it perished—for of course the rumour and legend-form must have
persisted long afterward. It is the opinion of most, that no actual con-
Vef-meetings or sabbats occurred after the beginning of the 18th cen-
tﬂfy-—if indeed after the middle of the 17th. Interestingly enough, the
Sxistence of this cult was not suspected by moderns till late in the 19th
Century; the previous opinion of students being that all witchcraft scares
were pure hallucinations. Arthur Machen made splendid fictional use of
the dlsc?very before it became widely known or universally accepted.
i Ot until 1921, however, was the matter systematically presented—hon-
e for ‘th1s step being due to Prof. Margaret Alice Murray of London

AIVesity, author of The Witch-Cult in Western Europe.

OQ?:ﬁhno‘f‘—getting back to the main topic—where does all this hitch
€ hxstory of witch-belief in colonial New England? Well, we may
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see at once that all the colonists had minds well prepared by historj,
experience to believe in the possibility of diabolic manifestations. They
knew all about incantations and sabbats, and had had enough glimpses
of actual cult-practices to take such things pretty seriously. Naturally—
since the cult was always concealed, and never fully admitted by every-
body to exist—there were many sceptics about the whole matter; and of
course, there were also many well-balanced people who, although admit-
ting witchcraft to be possible, were nevertheless in no danger of imagin.
ing cases of it where no true ground for suspicion existed. This latter
type probably predominated among the American colonists as a whole,
Since they believed in orthodox religion, it was not extraordinary that
they should believe in other forms of the supernatural; but they were
hard-headed enough not to apply their theoretical speculations to the
actual world around them. Not so, however, with the Puritans. The
whole nature of their theology taught them to be on the watch for mani-
festations of the devil; whilst the epidemic of morbid crime and perver-
sion in their midst was to them unmistakable evidence of a Satanic
siege. Many believed the swart Indians of the black woods to be diabolic
allies of a sort—and of course the customary life of cheerless repression,
rustic solitude, wintry cold, and hysterical religious introspection and
espionage, all tended to make the population jumpy, and eager to seize
on any unusual symptom as an indication of unholy magic. Then, once
witchcraft was indicated, there was no choice about the course to follow.
Did not Jehovah thunder forth the inexorable command, “Thou shalt
not suffer a witch to live” ?

To me, this background seems to explain all the New England witch
trials (the first was in 1648) up to the time of the Salem scare. The
witch-cult was not here, but its echoes and traditions were. Trials were
by no means numerous, and executions vety few. Then came Salem with
its 50 trials and 19 executions, and with the strange parallelism of testi-
mony in many cases, which profoundly impressed some of the most
scholarly men in the Province. Cotton Mather—a learned man who was
no fool for all his extravagant Puritanism—heard and sifted the evi-
dence, and egged on the prosecutions with all his power and influence,
believing some new and definite Satanic attack to have been made upon
Massachusetts. What is behind all this? Merely a natural outburst and
culmination of the mood which produced the early sporadic trials—o0f
something new and systematic and tangible?

Well, we shall never know. Miss Murray, the anthropologist, believes
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that the witch-cult actually established a “coven™ (its only one in the
New World) in the Salem region about 1690, and that it included a
Jarge number of neurotic and degenerate whites, together “_rith Indians,
negroes, and West-Indian slaves. Of this coven, she maintains, the l-lev.
George Burroughs was probably the leader or “Black Man”; (detailed
Jegend, testimony, and anecdote certainly prove him by no means
saintly!) so that this hanging was perfectly well merited. Of the other
victims, some were probably guilty of cult-participation whilst others
were innocent and accused only through malice. Thus conjectures the
learned author of The Witch Cult in Western Europe—though of
course without definite proof. Others—Americans who have possibly
examined the Salem records more closely than she—think it improbable
that any formally organised cult-branch could have been concerned;
though all agree that the answers to trial questions shew a vast familiar-
ity with cult-institutions—more than could easily be accounted for by
common legend, or by any sort of leading questions. For my part—I
doubt if a compact coven existed, but certainly think that people had
come to Salem who had a direct personal knowledge of the cult, and
who were perhaps initiated members of it. I think that some of the rites
and formulae of the cult must have been talked about secretely among
certain elements, and perhaps furtively practiced by the few degenerates
involved. I would not be surprised if Burroughs were concerned—and
also the West-Indian slave woman Tituba, who started the scare in the
first place by telling tales to neurotic children. Most of the people
hanged were probably innocent, yet I do think there was a concrete, sor-
did background not present in any other New England witchcraft case.
Puritan witch-belief by no means ended with Salem, although there
were no more executions, Rumours and whispers directed against eccen-
tric characters were common all through the 18th and into the 1oth cen-
tury, and are hardly extinct today in decadent Western Massachusetts. I
know an old lady in Wilbraham whose grandmother, about a century
480, was said to be able to raise a wind by muttering at the sky. Nothing
of all this, however, reached Rhode-Island. With our colonists witch-
Craft was always a remote thing—at most, a whimsical thing to joke
about or scare children with. Whatever real belief existed here, was con-
fined to Indians and negroes. No witchcraft trial ever took place within
our boundaries
~ What you say of your ancestry is extremely interesting, and I think it
5 2 great asset from the standpoint of fantastic literature to have so pre-
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dominant a share of Celt. ....... Very early in life I had an opport,.
nity to see the Celtic poetic imagination at its very best, for my mothe,
was a friend of the late Louise Imogen Guiney, a poet of pure Iigy
blood who now ranks among the really major figures of American liter.
ature. When I was three years old we spent a whole winter at the Gy;.
ney home in Auburndale, Mass., and I can still recall how the poetess
used to teach me simple rhymes which I would recite standing on a ta.
ble! Another Celtic sidelight of my youth was still nearer home—my
next-door neighbours and best playmates being three brothers whose re.
lation to the Irish stream might be said to be your own, reversed—that
is, they were descended from a line of Irishmen given to marrying
Rhode Island Yankees, so that although they were about 80% Anglo.
Saxon, they considered themselves heirs to the Irish tradition through
descent in the male line and the possession of the name of Banigan.
Their family always made it a point to travel to Ireland as often as pos-
sible, and were great collectors of Celtic antiquities. Their grandfather
had a veritable museum of prehistoric Irish artifacts—indeed, I wish I
knew what has become of that collection now that the family has left
Providence and the brothers are all dispersed! Observing my admiration
for these reliques of unknown yesterdays, they gave me two little green-
ish figures of a sort quite numerously represented in the collection; fig-
ures which they held to be of vast antiquity, but concerning which they
admitted very little was known. Some seem to be metallic, whilst others
are clearly carved of some light sort of stone. Their average length or
height is only an inch and a half, and they are all overlaid with 2 green-
ish patina. They are grotesque human figures, sometimes in conventional
poses and with curious costume and headdress. Their vast age is held to
be indicated by the prodigious depth at which they are found in ancient
peat-bogs. My two—one stone and one metal—have always appealed
prodigiously to my imagination, and have formed high spots of my own
assortment of curiosities. ... .. What are they? Were they ancient and
buried and forgotten when Partholan first sighted I&rne’s strange green
shore? Did some Atlantean colonist, remembering strange secrets from
hoary Poseidonis, fashion them in the light of primordial dawns? . ..
Best wishes, and thanks for enclosures. Most cordially

and sincerely yrs.—
H P Lovecraft
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0 CLARK ASHTON SMITH )
&’ Tiw's-Daag

Oct. 7, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

N'ggah-kthn-y’hhu! Cthua t'lh gup r'Thob-g'th’gg Igh thok! G'llh-ya,
Tsathoggua! Y'kn’nh, Tsathoggua!

It hath come!

Homage, Lord Tsathoggua, Father of Night!
Glory, Elder One, First-Born of Outer Entity!
Hail, Thou Who wast Ancient beyond Memory
Ere the Stars Spawned Great Cthulhu!

Power, Hoary Crawler over Mu's fungoid places!
Ii! Ii! G'noth-ykagga-ha!

Ii, I4, Tsathoggua!!!

Sir, I am most profoundly your debtor, & know not h.ow I can make
you sensible of the extream degree of my pleasure & gratitude! Never, I
vow, have I beheld so primal & sinister an idol of the Old Ones; & I
can not doubt for a moment that this doth represent no less a being than
the Lord Tsathoggua himself; who it is well known came to the stone
desert of K’li-Phon-N'yah after the advent of Cthulhu to this planet, &
the building of the monstrous fortalice of R'lyeh. Most certainly, this
palacogean eidolon dates from a past anterior to the e::tistenFe of any
Iife-PrinciPIe native to this earth or to our three known .dlmenSIODS; & it
carties in every line & angle the spirit & mysteries of its extra-cosmick
attificer, It is the full brother of that Rinorida, carven by the gods,
which my L¢ Dunsany tells of as standing in the seventh Desart of Dc?-
sarts, beyond the camel routes going out of Bodrahdhn. I have sett tI.rus
eidolon most prominently on a shelf, fixt so as to adapt its non-galactick
geometry to the tri-dimensional laws of equilibrium; & design to make
obeisances before it each midnight—& most especially upon Beltane’s
Eve & Hallowmass. If from now on my work shall shew any sudden
improvement, you may know to whom credit belongs for the phaenom-
enon! Again, Sir, my most profound & unaffected thanks!

Yrs for additional trembling—
Ech-Pi-El
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430. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG

Temple of Azathoth,

Octr. 17, 1930
Flaming Youth:—

... . Of my general position, you are already fully sensible. I am nej.
ther a pessimist nor an optimist, but simply a rational indifferentist, |
value tradition as an indispensable adornment of life, though being of
course unable to take it seriously as an interpreter of contemporary hy.
man motives and acts, since it was evolved when the facts of psychology
were obscure, and when the conditions of life and knowledge were such
as to elicit from mankind a very differently proportioned set of emo.-
tions from those prevailing today.

As for Grandpa's Whisperer—it came to 69 pages, so I fancy the rate
of remuneration was precisely like that which brought you $275.00 for
Chaungar. The final version was changed, especially at the very end, but
not so much as I had expected to change it. The acceptance of this tale
encourages me to write more in the near future, though these will doubt-
less meet with uniform rejection. . . .

Your Horror from the Hills is announced as ‘coming soon’. But what
makes me maddest about this issue, damn it, is the dinosaur’s egg story
given first place and cover design. Rotten—cheap—puerile—yet win-
ning prime distinction because of the subject matter. Now didn't
Grandpa tell a bright young man just eight years ago this month to write
a story like that? Didn’t Grandpa go and ask at the American Museum
about dinosaur eggs (then known only hypothetically) to see whether
they were hard or soft, and didn’t he tell flaming youth to write a night-
mare of a yarn about what lumbered about in the museum basement at
night? And then didn’t a timid youth go and refuse to do it just because
he’d read H. G. Wells' AEpyornis Island? Fie, Sir! Somebody else
wasn't so afraid of the subject—and now a wretched mess of hash, just
on the strength of its theme, gets the place of honour that Young Genoa
might have had! Now, Sir, let this teach you not to be so scareful about
general similarities in future! You ought to know that the style is the
thing, and that subject-matter is relatively immaterial. It's the develop-
ment which makes a tale one’s own or not one’s own. Why, damn it,
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poy, 1've half a mind to write an egg story myself rig}qt nlow—though I
fancy my primal ovoid would hatch out sc':methmg infinitely more pa-
Jacogean and unrecognisable than the felat1vely commonplace dmlosaur.

Speaking of literature—as we occasionally do_yc')ur Grandpa.'xs get-
ting a real library at last! On returning from the wild domed hills last
Tuesday I found in my shadowy chamber a vast cardboard carton on
which my aunt inform’d me she had paid .$lI.I9’5 express. The Sauk City
jnscription told the tale, and I knew that Little A1..1gte Detleth had. act'ed
on his express’d intention of sending me a gratuxtou.s batch f)f 1:115 bib-
liothecal discards upon quitting home soil for the gilded editorial pa.}-
aces of Minneapolis. Opening the package, I found a rrllcfdest $1.19’s
worth of literary matter good, bad, and indifferent, comprising 18 books
and a 2-inch stack of short stories torn from maga;ines——?nd when I
began to survey the titles I saw that T was in luck indeed. Listen, young
man, to what your Grandpa now owns: Henry James's Turn of the
Screw, Blackwood’s John Silence, Chamber's In Search of the Ufzénown,
(God! The Harbour Master!!!) Marsh’s The Beetle, Toksvig's L:ajt
Devil, Busson's Man Who Was Born Again, (that picaresque thing
Cook lent us, which you liked) Buchan’s collection with Skxle Skerry,
etc., etc.,, etc. And Wakefield’s They Return at Evening as a duplicate—
since you'll recall my getting a copy in your decadent cosmopolis during
my late visit. Now, Sir, I don’t quite remember whether you got one or
not; but in case you haven't it, let me know and I'll be delighted to s'_end
you my duplicate. I recall that you like the tales—And He Shall Sn:zg,
Seventeenth Hole at Duncaster, etc., etc. If you have a copy, I'll give
this extra to Dwyer. Lots of this Derleth stuff is wholly unknown to me,
but one of the items is that mediocre F. Britten Austen collection which
we read five years agone, The whole thing is a full winter’s reading for
aslow old gentleman. ...

As for our young communist—I have just set Farmer Woodburn
Harris of Vermont on to him, and expect some brilliant fireworks. Har-
fis is a political conservative of the traditional Yankee mould—ft solid
Collidge man—and his keen wit and horse-sense will form a dehghtﬁ%l
foil to young Weiss's bolshevism. I shall now proceed to send Harr{s
the bulky letter you have just returned, so that he can take his
Opponent’s measure. Certainly Weiss is keenly intelligent and well-in-
fotmed, and an interesting character despite the bizarre opinions into
Wwhich his over-developed ethical emotionalism has led him. Like you, I
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think his epistolary tome is the least absurd defence of communis
have yet beheld. . ... As for capitalism—as you say, its toletance of the
arts and of a refined mode of living makes it an instant choice when
communism is the only alternative. It is probably destined to last in the
Western World, albeit with certain self-imposed socialistic (or paternal.
istic) modifications which will appear as the extent of technological un-
employment and revolutionary menace increases. The workman’s place
in this ultimate order will not be at all bad, and may conceivably be so
good—with so much leisure—that it will help to solve the problem of
the impecunious man of cultivation. There are simple industrial posi-
tions which a penniless artist or author could fill without distraction or
exhaustion, especially as the hours and conditions of labour are im-
proved.

As for the problem of the moneyless aesthete in general—it is admit-
tedly painful, yet I fear you give it a certain sentimental exaggeration.
In particular, you couple it in some vague way with blame of somebody
or something or other, when as a matter of fact it is merely an impet-
sonal and unavoidable incident common to all social organisms and re-
mediable in no way whatsoever. In feeling blame, or anger or rebellion
you are like the small boy who kicks and scratches the tree which resists
his climbing efforts, and pounds and crushes the piece of newspaper
which blows in his face when he is trying to read a story-book. . . . .

Under a bolshevik regime, of course, the aesthete would have a legiti-
mate grievance; but under the existing system he has none. He is free to
dream and create as he chooses so long as he is not a charge on the
community—and what more could anyone reasonably ask? Does he
want someone to support him free of charge? That is rather a large or-
der, and is seldom met with in any age, notwithstanding certain cases of
royal pensioning. If any man, aesthetic or not, is poor, that is his own
misfortune and nobody’s fault. Nobody has money except by the fortu-
nate accident of birth and inheritance, or by the performance of specific
services for which there is a demand. How else does anybody expect to
get money? When a creative artist inherits enough money to free him
from economic bondage, that is very fortunate. It happens in many
cases, and one may sincerely congratulate—without invidious jealousy—
the men who are thus blessed. But when an artist does not inherit
money, or loses what he has inherited, what does he expect? Does he
fancy anybody is going to feed and clothe him just for the honour of
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; ch a person in the world? That is not common sense. In 2 few
ha:;:]%ns(;vidufis are so prodigiously gifted that they form a national
¢ ¢ and receive a royal pension; but only exceptional aesthetes are as
”‘i&idy important as all that. Generally speaking, no man can reason-
ably expect to get cash, food, or clothes unless he pays for thegn 1.11 soxﬁe
commodity of genuine value to the ones who have therf; to give; so kt e

or artist might as well realise from the outset. th.at he’s got to .wor —
and personal creative art is not work, since it is s'elf-exprmsx?n.m?t
adapted to others’ specific needs—if he expects to live. And this 15;11:
anybody’s fault, either. It's simply nature and hoFse-sense. If he .as
money, all right. If he hasn’t, he must get some, 11k_e any'body else, in
the best way he can. Now there are many ways in which this can l?e very
nicely done. To begin with, one’s creative work may bafppen to suit mar-
ket needs; in which case one is as lucky as if one inherited money. Look
at Louis Bromfield, Theodore Dreiser, H. G. Wells, and so o.n. Score.s
of creative artists stumble into a good living without departing a bit
from the same artistic course they’d have followed if they hadn’t had to
earn money. This cuts down your quota of suffering aesthetes by a sub-
stantial amount. Then another class of artist is able to get 1?old o.f a
profitable commercial side-line which nets him a tolera}nle lwmg with-
out using up his creative leisure and energy. Look at Little Augie Der-
leth right now—the kid is going to coin money ha‘nd over fist, yet keep
enough time and energy for himself to write sincere @d unsalab.le
things like Evening in Spring, which form his artistic life a.nd Tmll
eventually fix his artistic status. If we can’t get hold of these paying jops
on the fringe of literature it simply shews our own lack of mental agil-
ity and adaptability and resilience. I can’t myself—bl?t I confess.that the
defect lies in my own psychology and not in the social or cosmic orde::.
If I am a slow, unadaptable, unprogressive paupet-recluse, the trouble is
all with me. Society isn't keeping me down—but I'm not natufally
buoyant and clever enough to swim, or lucky enough to float. Who's to
blame ? Nobody, since the all-wise Creator went out of fashion! Some
happen to be fortunate—others don’t! Then of course there are many
men clever enough to earn money wholly outside literature, and.yet have
the time and energy for creation. Samuel Rogers—who buneii poor
Dick Sheridan—was a rich banker. F. Hopkinson Smith was a civil en-
gineer, William McFee is a seaman. Do they write any the worse for
their outside labours? Not a bit of it. They are simply bright and fortu-
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nate. And I, who lack their cleverness or stamina or adaptability, heart.
ily congratulate them—nor deem myself a persecuted victim of society
because I have not their qualities. Of course, my position s an unforty.
nate one, and I sincerely sympathise with all others similarly engulfed;
but where does the lame come in? Who in particular is to blame when
a man stubs his toe on the curbing or falls down stairs on his nose?
Hell! We may be unfortunate, but why get maudlin or whiney? It isn't
Nordic to get hysterical about Fate. The blond-bearded warrior faces
pain and the Twilight of the Gods with a calm visage and a knowledge
that Thor and Odin will themselves perish some day.

But you are right about the artist's position under bolshevism. There
is something to protest about! Communism flatly opposes the natural
spirit of expression and creation, and endeavours to supplant beauty
with propaganda and mechanical efficiency. Betwixt the man of culture
and the bolshevik revolutionary there can be only war to the death—as I
am trying (probably in vain) to impress on the young commissar of the
Tucson soviet! ...

As for the problem of cottage cheese—this is a complex matter which
one cannot hope to adjudicate intelligently if one takes too artificially
simple a view of the subject. It is natural, of course, for the superficial
observer to class this commodity with other products bearing a cognate
designation, on the classic principle embodied in the axiom that ‘pigs is
pigs’, including even the guinea variety. But in all truth no sophisticated
gastronomer could for a moment countenance so gross a confusion.
Cheese proper—the normal Cheddar variety produced by a long process
of mellowing and bacterial action—is one thing; but so-call’d “cottage-
cheese”, the soft, slushy parvenu result of a little sour-milk curdling, is
a very different proposition! Correctly speaking, it is only an embryo of
real cheese—a rude, unform’d inchoate thing—the rudis indigestague
moles of the Ovidian cosmogony, as it were. It is a parody, a caricature,
a blasphemy—a parvenu thing like mankind as compared to the Elder
Ones of Cthulhu and Tsathoggua. Now my treatment of the cheese and
cottage-cheese question must depend entirely on the implied scope of
the matter. Accepting the cottage-cheese nomenclature at its face value, I
might be inclined to agree with you in believing that its merciful extir-
pation would prove a boon to the Nordick race; but when one considers
the broader implications in your comment, and reflects upon cheese as 2
whole—as an historic part of the main stream of western culture—one
must dissent from your ill-advised condemnation and maintain the dig-
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pity of a classical institution against the assaults of iconoclastick mod-
ernism. I am a caseist in diet, a cattist in zoSlogy, and an Anglo-Cathar-
tic in religion. Shantih! Shantih! Shantih! Cheese, young man,—real
cheese—is one of the foundation-stones of Indo-European tradition. It
is mention’d in the earliest writings of the Grecians, and was a staple of
the Mediterranean world. The virile Goth and Viking devour’d it till
their hair and beards assum’d its colour, and it is paramount in the bal-
Jadry of that 13th century which moustacheletted little Chestertons ex-
alt as the high-water-mark of art, reason, culture, and toleration. It laid
the foundations of that Dutch greatness which evolved a Talman, and
of the Swiss liberty embodied in the maxims of a Calvin. The painted
prose of a Machen is redolent of Caerphilly cheese, and in conjunction
with garlic and spaghetti the Ttalian Renaissance derives directly from
the cheese of Parma. The greatness of the New World was first manifest
in caseous refinement, and no Rhode-Islander fails to sniff with pride at
the Narragansett cheeses which, together with Narragansett Pacers,
made famous the quasi-Virginian plantations which drowsed on the
west shoar of the Bay before the revolution. One of the redeeming fea-
tures of the Province of New-York was the noted cheese industry of the
Catskill and Shawangunk regions, which brought the name of ‘“the
cheese of Hurley” into the popular nursery rhymes of Dutch and En-
glish alike, and gave rise to the still surviving trade name of “York
State Cheese”. Modern science, in studying the moon’s surface, con-
firms (according to the view of those sceptics who go beyond the ratio-
nalism of the roth century) the dignity of green cheese as the primal
nebular material of the electron; and antiquarians find curious and sig-
nificant linkages in such spontaneously evolved cheese names as Phoenix
and Kraft. The Phoenix—rising triumphant from the ashes—and Kraft,
s_igniﬁcant among Devonshire surnames as the source of the Love-Kraft
line; the golden crest of whose arms is very obviously a fine cylindrical
cheese, despite its conventional heraldick recognition as a “tower”. No,
young man—if you wish to defame real cheese, pray do so to somebody
else than your Grandpa! To speak against so traditional an institution is
the plainest bolshevism. The only way of destroying it that I favour, is
the way in which I manage to destroy from 114 to 2 Ibs. of York State
Medium per week! . . . .
Yr. obt.,
Grandpa
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43I. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
Temple of Azathoth,
That which gibbers mindlessly in Darkness at the
Centre of Ultimate Chaos.
Hour of the Thin Piping of the Daemon Flutes, in the
year of N'gah.
Oct. 17, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

I am glad that The W hite Ship does not seem too badly waterlogged
& unseaworthy after all these years. To me it has an undeniable touch of
the artificial & the namby-pamby—for the style is one requiring more
restraint & adroitness than I had eleven years ago. I did a whole young
novel—110 closely written pages—in that style during the winter of
1926-7, & fancy that that may have been my swan-song as a Dunsanoid
fantaisiste. I like to spin that kind of cob-web—Iletting my imagination
build cosmic Odysseys without restraint—but as soon as they are done
they begin to look a bit puetile to me. They need the glamorous pet-
spective of the creative process to conceal their flimsiness & enhance
their vitality. I have never had the fortitude to type that final piece of
Plunkettism. Wandrei read it in manuscript & didn’t think much of it.
Enclosed is The Hound, as requested, although I consider this one of
the poorest jumbles I have ever produced. It was written in 1922, before
I had begun to prune down the verbal extravagances of my earlier prose.
There is too much sonorous rhetoric & stock imagery, & not enough
substance, in this piece of junk. Meanwhile I shall be grateful for your
opinion of The Whisperer in Darkness. This represents my most recent
manner, although it is not an especially shining example of it. The more
I consider weird fiction, the more am I convinced that a solidly realistic
framework is needed in order to build up a preparation for the unreal
element. The one supreme defect of cheap weird fiction is an absurd
taking-for-granted of fantastic prodigies, & a sketchy delineation of
such things before any background of convincingness is laid down.
When a story fails to emphasise, by contrast with reality, the utter
strangeness & abnormality of the wonders it depicts, it likewise fails to
make those wonders seem like anything more than aimless puerility.

SELECTED LETTERS 193

Only normal things can be convincingly related in a casual way. What-
ever an abnormal thing may be, its foremost quality must always be that
of abnormality itself ; so that in delineating it one must put prime stress
on its departure from the natural order, & see that the characters of the
narrative react to it with adequate emotions. My own rule is that no
weird story can truly produce terror unless it is devised with all the care
& verisimilitude of an actual Aoax. The author must forget all about
“short story technique”, & build up a stark, simple account, full of
homely corroborative details, just as if he were actually trying to “put
across” a deception in real life—a deception clever enough to make
adults believe it. My own attitude in writing is always that of the hoax-
weaver, One part of my mind tries to concoct something realistic & co-
herent enough to fool the rest of my mind & make me swallow the mar-
vel as the late Camille Flammarion used to swallow the ghost & reve-
nant yarns unloaded on him by fakers & neurotics. For the time being I
try to forget formal literature, & simply devise a lie as carefully as a
crooked witness prepares a line of testimony with cross-examining law-
yers in his mind. I take the place of the lawyers now & then—finding
false spots in the original testimony, & thereupon rearranging details &
motivations with a greater cate for probability. Not that I succeed espe-
cially well, but that I think I have the basic method calculated to give
maximum results if expertly used. This ideal became a conscious one
with me about the “Cthulhu” period, & is perhaps best exemplified in
The Colour Out of Space. Its general principle would not have to be
suspended even in dream-like narrations of the Randolph Carter &
Erich Zann type—a type to which I may return now & then in future—
though it does of course vanish in phantasy of the Dunsanian or White
Ship order. 1 think I mentioned in a P. S. that Wright has just accepted
T'he W bisperer for $350.00, to use as a 2-part serial in the June & July
issues. This quick landing certainly pleases me mightily, & encourages
tne to cut down revision long enough to grind out a whole series of tales
as I used to do in 1919 &1920. Of such a batch, only about 14 would be
likely to land—yet the price of original work is so much higher than
that of revision, that I might even at worst make as much as revision
now brings. At any rate, an attempt will do no harm. I agree that very
short pieces seem to lack effect—indeed, I seem less & less able to find
anything which will go into a compact space. Every tale I tackle nowa-
days seems to spin itself out beyond all ordinary short story limits, nor
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can I find any way to make excisions without ruining the whole thing. I
think a novel must be much easier to write than a good short story,

s ofe st she sfe she e ok

As for Wright's policy—he has stated that his index to popular whim
is, almost exclusively, the flood of semi-illiterate Eyrie mail which pours
in upon him. Where he may err is in estimating the basic kinship of
some new tale to some supposedly analogous tale which the rabble have
praised. In the current issue your Uncharted Isle is the only tale of any
real merit The dinosaur’s egg story was simply a mi-
nus quantity—but it made me curse, because I thought of that same plot
just eight years ago (before any real dinosaurs’ eggs were discovered) &
urged kid Belknap to develop it in connexion with his beloved Ameri-
can Museum, within walking distance of which he’s lived all his young
life. I went so far as to make inquiries of a sub-curator as to whether
dinosaurs probably laid real eggs, or whether they were semi-viviparous
like some other reptilia. On being told that they were probably truly
oviparous, I renewed my urging that Belknap write the tale, but just
about that time he read Wells' AEpyornis Island, & thought that any
prehistoric-egg story would constitute a plagiarism, I told him that such
an idea was nonsense—& just then the news came of the finding of the
first actual dinosaur eggs by an expedition from Belknap’s own pet mu-
seum! Afterward I thought of writing the tale myself, though I always
shelved the idea in favour of others. And now comes the miserable hash
—s0 poor that nothing but its /dea could possibly have won it first place
& cover-design. If only Belknap or I had gone ahead & written a real
story on the theme! Heaven knows—1I may yet, for the idea is none the
less mine because of this independent use—-or abuse—of it. But if I do
use the primordial egg idea, I may introduce variants. Perhaps it won't
bring forth a dinosaur at all, but instead, a hellish half-man of the pre-
human Tsathogguan period! . .....

sfe ste ste sfe s sle s s

As for literary values in general—while my personal taste & interests
coincide precisely with your own, I am not disposed to make any gen-
eralisations therefrom. The basic essence of art is too subtle & elusive to
be defined hastily, & I have a strong objective conviction that realism
can be very great art. Not that the mere photographic reproduction of
unselected detail is real art. On the other hand, such a thing is pure
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seience—psychology or anthropology. But I think that there is a pro-
found aesthetic value in realism so developed as to give the reader a
sense of the underlying rhythms of things—a realism which hints at
longer streams of essence & vaster marches of pageantry than the span &
substance of the outward events, & in which detail serves either to indi-
cate basic trends or to enhance the convincing life-likeness of the fore-
ground. Such a realism must be accurate in its depiction of life & moti-
vyations, & must be detailed enough to give a sense of actual substance to
the outward events shewn, else it will not have enough contact with any
deep sense of truth to form the unifying or liberating influence desired.
No avenue can lead us away from the immediate to the remote or the
shadowy or the universal unless it really does begin at the immediate—
& not at any false, cheap, or conventional conception of the immediate.
Now I am not saying that all realists succeed in leading away from the
immediate toward anything else. There are futile exponents of every
schol of art. Nor do I claim to enjoy personally such master-realists as
concetn themselves wholly with the human scene & personality. Can-
didly, such masters (Dreiser, deMaupassant, Anderson, &c.) bore me
acutely after brief doses—but at this point I pause to question my own
authotity to form snap subjective judgments. Upon impersonal analysis,
I come to conclude that this realism is actually sound & sometimes great
art; & that my lack of fondness for it is due to a blind spot in my own
makeup—Ilike that which makes me a poor judge of music, or that
which made Hawthorne almost devoid of architectural appreciation. T'll
never be a Dreiser fan like Vrest Orton, but just the same I think
Dreiser is the greatest novelist America has yet produced. The ore form
of literary appeal which I consider absolutely unsound, charlatanic, &
valueless—frivolous, insincere, irrelevant, & meaningless—is that
mode of handling human events & values & motivations known as ro-
manticisz. Dumas, Scott, Stevenson—my gawd! Here is sheer puerility
—the concoction of false glamours & enthusiasms & events out of an
addled & distorted background which has no relation to anything in the
genuine thoughts, feelings, & experiences of evolved & adult mankind.
Its very essence is that one unforgivable disparity which forms the su-
Preme crux of all cheapness & commonness—the investing of things &
€vents with wholly disproportioned & inappropriate emotions. Heroic
t:ﬂES are not unsound so long as they adhere to the actual essentials of
life & the human spirit; but when some sentimental poseur adopts their
tone for artificial & trivial unrealities, the result is too nauseating &
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wearisome for words. As against romanticism I am solidly a realist—
even though realising the dangerously narrow margin separating roman.
ticism from certain acceptable forms of phantasy. My conception of
phantasy, as a genuine art-form, is an extension rather than a negation
of reality. Ordinary tales about a castle ghost or old-fashioned werewolf
are merely so much junk. The true function of phantasy is to give the
imagination a ground for limitless expansion, & to satisfy aesthetically
the sincere & burning curiosity & sense of awe which a sensitive minor-
ity of mankind feel toward the alluring & provocative abysses of un-
plumbed space & unguessed entity which press in upon the known
world from unknown infinities & in unknown relationships of time,
space, matter, force, dimensionality, & consciousness. This curiosity &
sense of awe, I believe, are quite basic amongst the sensitive minority in
question; & I see no reason to think that they will decline in the future
—for as you point out, the frontier of the unknown can never do more
than scratch the surface of eternally unknowable infinity. But the truly
sensitive will never be more than a minority, because most persons—even
those of the keenest possible intellect & aesthetic ability—simply have
not the psychological equipment or adjustment to feel that way. I have
taken some pains to sound various persons as to their capacity to feel
profoundly regarding the cosmos & the disturbing & fascinating quality
of the extra-terrestrial & perpetually unknown ; & my results reveal a sur-
prisingly small quota. In literature we can easily see the cosmic quality
in Poe, Maturin, Dunsany, de la Mare, & Blackwood, but I profoundly
suspect the cosmicism of Bierce, James, & even Machen. It is not every
macabre writer who feels poignantly & almost intolerably the pressure
of cryptic & unbounded outer space. Racially, moreover, it is almost ex-
clusively Nordic. Latins simply cannot understand it—not even Baude-
laire, who after all is purely human in his point of view .... an in-
verted saint. Among the individuals of my acquaintance, it is rarer than
hen’s teeth. You have it yourself to a supreme degree, & so have Wan-
drei & Bernard Dwyer; but I'm hanged if T can carry the list any far-
ther. Loveman’s sense of the unreal is a strictly human, classical, & tra-
ditional one—albeit exquisitely developed—& Long’s is precisely the
same at an earlier stage of development. Munn & Talman & Derleth
simply don’t know what it's all about. One fellow—named Cole—
whom I used to correspond with had it as keenly as anybody on the
globe, but unfortunately he took to “‘hearing voices” & finally “got reli-
gion”—being now a preacher of some crazy “Pentecostal” sect in Colo-
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rado. He was such a fantaisiste that he actually lost his hold on reality.
As for me, I think I have the actual cosmic feeling very strongly. In fact
I know that my most poignant emotional experiences are those which
concern the lure of unplumbed space, the terror of the encroaching
outer void, & the struggle of the ego to transcend the known & estab-
lished order of time, (time, indeed, above all else, & nearly always in a
packward direction) space, matter, force, geometry, & natural law in
general. My most vivid experiences are efforts to recapture fleeting &
tantalising mnemonic fragments expressed in unknown or half-known
architectural or landscape vistas, especially in connexion with a sunset.
Some instantaneous fragment of a picture will well up suddenly through
some chain of subconscious association—the immediate excitant being
usually half-irrelevant on the surface—& fill me with a sense of wistful
memory & bafflement; with the impression that the scene in question
represents something I have seen & visited before under circumstances
of superhuman liberation & adventurous expectancy, yet which I have
almost completely forgotten, & which is so bewilderingly uncorrelated
& unoriented as to be forever inaccessible in the future. The source of
these images, as tested by repeated analysis & associative tracing, is al-
ways a composite of places I have visited, pictures I have seen, & things
I have read—extending back in my experience to my very first memories
at the age of 13/, & having about 3/ of its extent in that period of life
antedating my 18th year, when I left the birthplace to which I was so
utterly attached. The more recent an experience is—be it objective, pic-
torial, or verbal—the more sharply vivid it has to be in order to gain a
place in this subconscious reservoir of vision-material

Yr oblig'd obt Servt
Ec'h-Pi-El, Priest of Azathoth

432. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

Oct. 24, 1930
Mortonius:—

- .. But cold or no cold, I'm #rying to devise a Quebeck travelogue
of some sort, which you shall behold upon its completion. It took more
Study than I thought to assemble the necessary historick background—so
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that right now I'm a rival of good old Mac in the matter of early French
settlements.

And did I tell you that W. T. took my Vermont hell-beater for 350
bucks?

Yr. obt. hble. Svt,
@eofaidog
Theobaldus

433. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Oct. 24 30
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

.... As for my spectrally affiliated New England correspondents—I
have not again heard from the grotesque Maine person, but hear fre-
quently from the old lady descended from Salem witches. She sent sev-
eral moderately gruesome legends lately, but in general I find it more
natural to invent cosmic horrors of my own than to utilise actual folk-
lore incidents. I use actual local colour in treating of geography & cus-
toms; but when it comes to actual incidents & types of unreal phenom-
ena, I have so far preferred to invent rather than adopt. I don’t see any
reason why you couldn’t write a weird tale. The magazine Weird Tales
(840 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, IIL.) is relatively easy to break into—
any writer being welcome if his ideas have a modicum of originality.
Indeed, a good part of the stuff it uses does not seem to have even that
modicum! The chief thing is to break away from the saccharine & the
conventional. From a commercial standpoint the worst drawback about
writing for W. T. is that if they reject a Ms., it is not likely to be place-
able anywhere else—since the magazine is alone in its field. Ghost Sto-
ries is hardly to be considered, since its especially low-grade appeal has
not yet been altered despite its change from Macfadden to Hersey own-
ership. If a story’s weirdness, however, be due to scientific imagination
(voyages to other planets by mechanical means, creation of metal men,
&c.) instead of downright supernaturalism, it has at least a half-chance
with the “scientifiction” magazines—Amazing, Astounding, & Wonder
Stories. Clark Ashton Smith is now “going over big” with Wonder Sto-
ries, & has been asked to write a whole series of tales (interplanetary

Cthulhu Mythos sculptures by Clark Ashton Smith
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yoyaging in an atomic-energy space-ship) for it. If anyone has a knack
at this kind of thing, there is really an excellent & increasing market
open to him. I fear I'm not much in this line myself, but nevertheless
pelieve I'll try a few specimens & see how they are regarded by editors.
I have just finished a 69-page novellete which W. T. has accepted for
$350.00—to use as a 2-part serial in the June & July issues. . ..

I remain
Yr most obt hble Servt
H.P.Lovecraft

434. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
October 28, 1930
Jonckheer Arminius:—

. . . By the way—if you're looking for travelogue material, I'm by no
means limited to my own town. Belknap can tell you what an inveterate
scribbler of descriptive travel-treatises I am! I could fix you up a whole
series of articles—On the Trail of the Past—dealing with Quebec, Port-
land, Me., Portsmouth, N. H., Newburyport, Salem, Marblehead, Bos-
ton, Concord, Lexington, Quincy, Plymouth, Cape Cod, New Bedford,
Newport, Kingston, N. Y., (with Hurley and New Paltz—old-time
Dutch and Huguenot stuff) anything in the N'Y metropolitan area from
Tarrytown and Hempstead on the N. and E. to Elizabethtown, N. J., on
the southwest—Philadelphia and Germantown, Baltimore, Annapolis,
Woashington, Alexandria, Fredericksburg, Va., Richmond, Petersburg,
and (above all) Charlesion, S. C., of which I prepared an exhaustive
study only last July for the guidance of our friend J. Ferdinand Morton,
Armiger. Just name your region, and grandpa can turn on the words.
But of course the commercial and special Texaco angles would in each
case have to be the product of special research, and I could not furnish
Pictures except through the loan of postcards in my collection. ... ..

Yr. oblig'd obt. Servt.,
Theobaldus O’Casey
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435. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

Oct. 31, 1930

The Hellish Sabbat-Eve
Forward-Facing Fancier of Futile Futurity:—

As to studyin’ mineralogy and beginnin’ a collection at the rock-mine
on my hillside seigniory—Sir, you makes me feel guilty that I ain’t ma-
triculated this fall so’s to get a cairn started in the middle of the parlous
floor! Hell knows I'd be just as ready to furnish such a little accommoda-
tion as you'd be if I ast ya to take a cam’ry and git me fotygraffs of all
the Dutch colonial houses in Rockland County, N. Y. which represent
the second phase of evolution from the original plain steep roof to the
familiar curv’d gambrel and porch roof type. That's oke—the only
trouble is in gettin’ the exact dope about what's wanted, so’s not to
fill up with all the outstandin’ material excep’ the right
stuff! ........ Interest! O quest rare, unstable, and unbidden; re-
sponding never to a summons, and tarrying never for a plea! What art
thou! Whence and wherefore comest thou? Whither and why goest
thou? Who hath defin'd and anatomis’d thee? Who explain’d or allo-
cated or predicted thee? Shake thy head, Father Sigmund, at that which
thy lore will not cover. Pass glibly, O Doc Jawnbee, over an aether too
perverse for thy condition’d reflexes, Do they know aught of its mys-
teries, who this hellish night burn cosmick beacons on the lonely hills?
Cthulhu fhtagn! Cthulhu fhtagn! Ii! Shub-Niggurath! The Goat with a
Thousand Young!

No, Sir, I am not insensible of the importance of mineralogy in sci-
ence; being well aware that the history of the planet and the details of
many of its most vivid catastrophes lye hid in the chemical constitution
and physical environment of its various sorts of rock. The science of
geology, that primary branch of learning of which mineralogy is a divi-
sion, is indeed something in which I might with ease become interested
under the proper set of chance conditions; insomuch as it is directly con-
cern’'d with that main stream' of cosmick pageantry which begins in
blank aether and free electrons and ends in the perfection of Nordick
man and Georgian architecture. Where mineralogy fails to get a grip on
me is in the fact that it is a secondary science ; an affair mainly of classi-
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fication, with relatively slight direct linkage to th-e dramatick stream of
pageantry of elemental conflict and mutation which appeals to the cos-
mic curiosity or interest-sense of the incurable layman. I am not alone in
this—for scores of persons have many times askt me how anyone can
possibly be interested in so dry a thing as mineralogy. Th(? fact is, I am
erhaps Jess anti-mineralogical than the rest of the h-erd; l‘nsomuch as I
realise that the trouble is with myself rather than with mineralogy. To
the student equipt with a first-rate mind, mineralogy is not dry; becax-lse
the secondariness of the relationship of its subject-matter to the major
stream of cosmic and terrestrial unfolding is lost amidst the easy recog-
nition of that relationship itself. That is, the steps of removal from di-
rect linkage are not emotionally significant to one whose brilliant intel-
Ject accepts complexities and tenuities for granted and without effort.
But with dreamy, dull-witted plodders like me all is different. We d}ll-
lards trip on difficulties not even visible to born statisticians and cl.as:n.ﬁ-
ers like you scientists. By the time we've traced the steps of kinship
which youse guys lamp Einsteinically from the start as a matter of
course, we're all in mentally and imaginatively, with no more pep left to
give us a sense of the dramatick pageant whereof the given fraction is
symmetrically adapted part. We're so goddam dizzy counting and ana-
lysing trees, that the wood becomes an invisible and unrealisable blur;
losing all the kick it would pack if we took an eye-shot at it without
stopping to examine tree-rings and classify types of foliation. No, bozo,
it takes a bigger brain than George D. Layman’s to find an epick in a
20ob of calcite (whatever that is) or a gate to the outer cosmos in some
especial form of silicon dioxide, The fault’s in us dubs, and not in the
CaCo, or SiO,—but the effect is just the same. It takes something sim-
pler—more vivid, direct, and immediately dramatic (i. e., allied to the
elements of impressive action, conflict human symbolism, or general cu-
riosity)—to knock a row of us mental lightweights into the aisle.
Where all you wise bimboes get puzzled, is in your unreadiness to per-
ceive that we poor simps do 7ot enjoy mental excerise for its own sake
as you convex-domed titans do. We don’t get even a shadow of a punch
from the mental sensation of mastering an intricate complexity per se,
Of coming upon an intricate hidden relationship or distinction in some
Province remote from daily life or from the foundations of things. All
We have wit enough to say or feel in the face of such a thing as that is a
lanquid, “Oh yeah?" ...... I can get interested in what Harlow
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Shapley has to say about the size and structure of the universe, or what
John Keats has to say about the intimations of hidden, tremulous
strangeness and beauty therein; but I'm damned if I have the brains to
register any emotional reaction a-tall over the difference betwixt one
kind of grey rock and another kind of grey rock. .. I gotta have the zip
and go of visible pageantry—the bistorick element—definite linkage ei-
ther to cosmick ultimates on the far end, or to Anglo-Saxon mankind on
the near end.... Take a concrete example. Crocodileite doesn’t raise
my temperature 0.0000001° Centigrade, but Quebeck knock'd me so
cold that I've been living in another world, imaginatively speaking, ever
SIfICE v

Just one thing can make me temporarily forget Charleston—and that
is La Vielle Quebec! Oh, boy! No—all spoofin’ aside, I don't believe I
can ever write a travelogue that anybody'll read; since the place is a veri-
table rocket-attachment to my imagination, and sends me off on long
historical voyagings every time my mind touches it

And now I have seen it, and found just the same beetling cliffs and
towering walls and silver spires and crooked streets that WOLFE
glimps'd from afar....and I have enter'd and trod these
streets . ... walk'd into the magic of the sunset, and found substance in
the gorgeousness of a dream and the pageantry of a fable ... Quebec!
Can anything else (except Charleston and Providence’s antient hill) ever
fill my mind? I started a travelogue last week, but after twenty-four
pages find myself still lingering on the historical background—no far-
ther along than 1689, and with nothing yet about the town as I found
it! Yet what would the town be without its back-ground ? Hell! T give it

The good point about the French in Quebec is that they have
dwelt immemorially on the same soil amidst the same conditions and
traditions. That is what makes a civilisation! I'm not at all sure but that
they will, in an ironick, deterministic mood of Fate, win by chance
much of that New World supremacy which they lost in battle. They
cohere and persist—you can’t de-gallicise them. Despite all the English
who have enter'd Quebec and settled in the southern patt, the province
is today more French than it was a century ago—almost as solidly
French as it was in 1760. And what's more—the French constantly
overflow into New England and Ontario; preserving their institutions
wherever they go, whilst we are gradually losing ours amidst the pro-
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miscuous floods of cheap vermin from the Old World. Just as the con-
quer’'d Greeks kept their language and manners longer than the all-con-
quering Romans, so will the French keep theirs long after we are sunk
into mongrelisan and mechanisation. They will never be slaves to the
melting-pot, the dynamo, and the time-table, and for that I respect
them, damn 'em! Would that we might learn coherence and conserva-
tism from them—so that we might preserve our triumph over them. No
__the French are not bad; and after seeing Quebec I can never again
think of Central Falls and Woonsocket and Fall River as wholly for-
eign. At least, these people have always been part of our history—ene-
mies, perhaps, yet close neighbours and sharers of the 300-year-old New
World adventure. . ...

Yrs. for easy shipping methods—
@eoldidog
Theobaldus

436. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
Oct. 31, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

Yes—it often amuses me to note how the sedate & established maga-
zines used to take horror-tales & phantasies without hesitation. Those
wete free & unstandardised days; & the prevailing view of the cosmos
was one of awe & wonder, amidst which a bit of weird fiction was not at
all incongruous. But all is changed now. The progress of science has
pushed the idea of a clear-cut universe of cause & effect to the fore, &
has cut down the area of mystery by unravelling many of the tangles of
the human mind. Older interpretations & values are seen to be superfi-
cial & empirical, & a radical shift in natural emotional stresses has oc-
cutred. Side by side with this has come a maturing of artistic taste which
calls for a more definite linkage of art with some stable background an-
sweting to reality—& between these forces phantasy has suffered vastly.
However, it is not an unmitigated evil that this ordeal has occutred, for
it has undoubtedly helped to clear away a lot of rubbish which had no
excuse for being. When we reflect on the impossible hokum which was
tolerated in the roth century, we cannot regret that some sort of purify-
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ing process has been set in motion. Such phantasy as has survived is
infinitely superior to all but the best phantasy of the old days—a fact
which impressed me strongly four years ago when I prepared my sketch
of weird literature. Nowadays the depiction of unreality must €Xpress
some actual type of human illusion—must have some relevance to feel.
ings & images actually pervading human experience—& with this com-
pulsion it acquires a force & significance it never had before except by
accident. The one drawback is that conventional critics, having once
come to distrust phantasy because of its past extravagances, are unwill-
ing to give serious consideration to the authentic residue which truly
expresses & symbolises natural mental processes. Whether this attitude
will persist indefinitely remains to be seen. It seems to be strongest in
the United States, & very conceivably it may become modified in the
course of time. Men like Blackwood, Dunsany, Machen, and de la Mare
are not wholly without a certain sort of grudging recognition, & the area
of tolerance may well spread during the next generation or two. But just
now it is certainly a very hard thing for a new fantastic writer to gain a
foothold—either in the popular money-making domain, or in the do-
main of actual aesthetic recognition.

Yr obt Servt
Ec’h-Pi-El

457. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
Moon’s-Day

Nov. 3, 1930
Young Man:—

..... None of our firm has had very good success in placing clients’
manuscripts—though I did accidentally land Yig, and three tales of Old
Dolph’s—but I am convinced that failures on the part of different mem-
bers have been for almost opposite reasons. My failures have been the
result of length, non-popular English style, and the absence of catchy
plot devices. . ... In general, we both have drawbacks as popular fiction
revisers, though yours are easily removable whereas mine are not. Mine
are basic and temperamental, but youts are merely the result of a too
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Jow estimate of the popular market’s demand for a rough, superficial
aPwa{mation to truth and consistency in a plot-outline. . .

Nobody ever fried to devise something “merely passa_ble" and suc-
ceeded in getting away with it. Tl‘uf.t, much that'appears. is me;ely lpassl-
able; but in such cases the author did not consciously aim at t 'at evel.
He aimed at what he considered higher, and wc?rked in a naiver an'd
more serious spirit—the effects of his attitude pemg subtle reflected in
the finished product. And it is this subtle reflection of s'ome sort of fum-
pling sincerity and crude truthfu.iness that spells the difference bﬁtween
Popular success and failure, It's just as _honest old Mac used to tell us—
“Ye wun't never make a success of writin’ ef ye stand off and Iook, down
on your readers, and dun’t enter into the spirit and do yer bes.t. Even
the trashiest fiction has to have some sort of coherence and seriousness
behind it. The motivation may be all haywire, but there must at least be
the air of consistent truth which comes from the author’s own accep-
tance of that motivation—good or bad—as authentick. . ..

As for Grandpa’s correspondence list—well, Sir, I concede it stax‘nds
badly in need of abridgment . .. .. yet where, after all, is one to begin?
A few figures of older years have indeed disappeared as frequent bom-
batders, but the increase seems to exceed the elimination a trifle. In the
last five years the permanent additions have been Derleth, Wand.rei,
Talman, Dwyer, Harris, Weiss, Howard, and (if permanent) White-
head; of whom Derleth is frequent but not voluminous, Wandrei sparse
of late, Talman medium, Dwyer ample but infrequent, Howard heavy
and moderate, Weiss encyclopaedic but very infrequent, and Harris vo-
luminous and frequent. Orton, Munn, and Coates are not heavy enough
to be counted in. As a palliative measure I can think of nothing at the
moment save cutting down Harris a bit. As for the value, or lack of
value, in correspondence, I am sensible that opinions may justly differ.
For a person in active life, meeting many men of wit and sense face to
face, and having frequent opportunities for the testing of his ideas and
perspectives in oral discourse and argument, I would say that too bulky a
correspondence is futile. On the other hand, an isolated person requites
cotrespondence as a means of seeing his ideas as others see them, and
thus guarding against the dogmatisms and extravagances of solitary and
uncorrected speculation. No man can learn to reason and appraise from
a mere perusal of the writing of others. If he live not in the world,
Where he can observe the publick at first-hand and be directed toward
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solid reality by the force of conversation and spoken debate, then pe
must sharpen his discrimination and regulate his perceptive balance
an equivalent exchange of ideas in epistolary form. It is true that we, 4
individuals, do not happen to be in personal correspondence with meq
of as great intelligence as those whose books we are privileg'd to reaq.
but this is merely a local misfortune in no way affecting the gcnerai
principle. Even so, brisk, acute argument with a man of sound if not
brilliant head is likely to add more to one’s mental life than the mere
passive perusal of a book by a vastly greater man. That is because the
book cannot answer back and test one’s reaction to it. Books make ope
credulous and extravagant and soft-headed if not temper'd by sound,
brisk, argument. They produce the type known as “highbrow”—well
defin’d as ‘a man educated beyond his intelligence’. It is such “high-
browism” which produces mysticism and neo-popery. Most men of let-
ters read 75% more books than make any real contribution to their intel-
lectual or imaginative lives. For the most part, book-reading is mere
repetition of the same general conventional impressions. These impres-
sions do nothing to promote one’s orientation to the universe, or to en-
hance one’s imaginative escape from the limitations of time, space, and
natural law. One needs to learn to develop his own resources of person-
ality—and only the interplay of argument can do that. But of course, 2
certain percentage of reading is imperative; and I wish I could increase
mine. I especially wish to do historical and scientific reading, which en-
larges one’s sense both of reality and of cosmic panorama and pag-
eantry. At present, excited by Quebec, I am going over the history of
New-France—Parkman, etc. How I wish nice old Mac were around to
discuss it with!

Well—be a good young bookworm and use your judgment about re-
vision.

Yrs. for Trimettes, gillettes, and the felidae
—Grandpa
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g. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
@ Reg'lar Dump
6 November, 1930

Egregious Essence of Explanatory Effulgence:—

Oh, yes—and as for quarry-scouring—T'll place your epistle
on file for consultation whenever I feel equal to an accumulating ses-
sion. I can always pretend I can’t find it if I want to do some stalling
when the collecting season opens. It's so easy for an envelope to fall
behind a desk or something And you can do the same if I ask
you to study up Dutch colonial architecture and snap me a choice gallery
of certain specifick types

... No one thinks or feels or appreciates or lives a mental-emotional-
imaginative life at all, except in terms of the artificial reference-points
supply’d him by the enveloping body of race-tradition and heritage into
which he is born. We form an emotionally realisable picture of the ex-
ternal world, and an emotionally endurable set of illusions as to values
and direction in existence, solely and exclusively through the arbitrary
concepts and folkways bequeathed to us through our traditional culture-
stream. Without this stream around us we are absolutely adrift in a
meaningless and irrelevant chaos which has not the least capacity to give
us any satisfaction apart from the trifling animal ones. Pleasure and
pain, time and space, relevance and non-relevance, good and evil, inter-
est and non-interest, direction and purpose, beauty and ugliness—all
these words, comprising virtually everything within the scope of normal
human life, are absolutely blank and without counterparts in the sphere
of actual entity save in connexion with the artificial set of reference
points provided by cultural heritage. Without our nationality—that is,
our culture-grouping—we are merely wretched nuclei of agony and be-
Wilderment in the midst of alien and directionless emptiness. Apart
from his race-stream, no human being exists, mentally, as such. He is
9nly one of the hominidae—the raw material of a human being. There-

OI€ a native culture-heritage is the most priceless and indispensable

& any person has—and he who weakens the grasp of a people upon
"heir inberitance is most nefariously a traitor to the buman species. Of
COurse, our heritage comes in layers of different intensity, each being
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more vital and potent as it comes closer to our immediate individualit},_
We have an Aryan heritage, a Western-European heritage, a Teutop.
Celtic heritage, an Anglo-Saxon or English heritage, an Anglo-Amey;.
can heritage, and so on—but we can’t detach one layer from another
without serious loss—Iloss of a sense of significance and orientation in
the world. America without England is absolutely meaningless to a ciy-
ilised man of any generation yet grown to maturity. The breaking of the
saving tie is leaving these colonies free to build up a repulsive new cul-
ture of money, speed, quantity, novelty, and industrial slavery, but that
future culture is not ours, and has no meaning for us. Its points of ref-
erence and illusions are not any points of reference and illusions which
were transmitted to us, and do not form any system of direction and
standards which can be emotionally realisable by us. It is as foreign to
us as the cultures of the Sumerians, Zimbabweans, and Mayans. Those
who will be authentick parts of it are the boys being born right now in
the larger and more decadent American cities—they, and those who will
be born after them. Possibly the youngest generation already born and
mentally active—boys of ten to fifteen—will tend to belong to it, as
indeed a widespread shift in their tastes and instincts and loyalties
would seem to indicate. But to say that all this has anything to do with
us is a joke! These boys are the Bedes and Almins of a new, encroach-
ing, and apparently inferior culture. We are the Boéthii and Symmachi
and Cassiodori of an older and perhaps dying culture. It is to our inter-
est to keep our own culture alive as long as we can—and if possible to
reserve and defend certain areas against the onslaughts of the enemy.
Any means will justify such an end; and since observing the effect of
the Catholick Church upon Quebeck, I am half become a Papist in sym-
pathies, tho’ not in intellectual belief.

Now as to how all this correlates with my intellectual view of a mean-
ingless cosmos—1I truly cannot see where you find inconsistency except
through the use of very conventional and non-analytical standards of
judgment. It is because the cosmos is meaningless that we must secure
our individual illusions of values, direction, and interest by upholding
the artificial streams which gave us such worlds of salutary illusion. That
is—since nothing means anything in itself, we must preserve the proxi-
mate and arbitrary background which makes things around us seem as if
they did mean something. In other words, we are either Englishmen or
nothing whatever. Apart from our inherited network of English ideas,
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memories, emotions, beliefs, points of view, etc., we are :%imPly b{ljncliles
of nerve-centres without materials for .cohferent functfomng. ntes;
there exists an English world for us to 1.1ve_m, out total. equipmen od
interests, Perspectiveness, standards, aSPIl'athflS, memories, tastes, an
so on—everything, in short, that we really live for—-?t once be':corrtljs
utterly valueless and meaningless and unForr_elatti:d; a mghtr.nar(? jumble
of unsatisfiable outreachings, without objective linkages ot JustlﬁFatlon,
and forming only a source of illimitable misery..Of supreme impor-
tance, then, is the secure preservatiOn of an English w.orld 'around us.
Conceivably, of course, an English world might well exist vs.qth‘out legal
connexion with the government of Great Britain, In Hellenic times, for
example, there was no one Greek nation; but merely 2 v_vorld of Greek
culture extending in separate city-states from Massilia in Gaul to the
coast of Asia Minor. This arrangement worked because there were no
environing influences calculated to break down the culture of any par’f—~
yet the disunion was a vast disadvantage, and was instmn?e.nta.l in layxrﬁlg
the Greek world open to an external conquest highly injurious to its
psychology and morale. Thus in the English world—America has suf-
fered, so far, in only a limited degree; because the forces of ancestral
culture have continued to function despite the severance of the political
link. But we now have deteriorative agencies—mechanisation, foreign-
ers, etc—more hostile to continuity than anything which the disunited
Hellenic world had to face; so that our ability to preserve a culture of
satisfying significance depends greatly on the exact degree of closeness
of our linkage to ancestral sources. Nowadays we need more than the
mere fact of being English in heritage and speech in order to keep so.
We need the added and positive factors of being consciously and sym-
bolically so, in order to offer the tangible resistance (a vigorous back
pull, and not mere inertia) necessary to check decadence. When we
fight the ideal of quantity and wealth, we must have the positive English
ideal of quality and refinement to pit against it. We must have a rallying
point of our emotional life in order to prevent the disorganising influ-
ences around us from recrystallising our milieu into definitely hostile
and repulsive shapes. It is useless to fight meaningless recrystallisation
unless we have a strong hold on the meaningful order behind us, and a
solid cosrdination with the other surviving parts—especially the recog-
nised centre and nucleus—of that order. What little of our past we
Merely passively harbour, we can lose with tragic ease. We must get a
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firm and virile grip on it—must recognise and cherish it, and seck soli-
darity with those parts of the world where it is most strongly e
trenched. Possibly you may admit this, yet say that political union is noy
necessaty in order to achieve it. To this one may not reply dogmatically
—though one may say that political separation is at least a very evil sort
of symbolism, and that in practice it has worked hellish tragedy with the
life and standards of the ill-fated, power-and-money-bloated, mongre]-
ised United States . ... that is, the life and standards of such social or
territorial parts as bave really departed from their inheritance. Of
course, vast sections are still English—Vermont, South Carolina, Vir.
ginia, the old hill in Providence, and so on. Indeed, I must confess that
your mention of Nova Scotia as a neighbour—that is, as anything except
a continuous and indistinguishable part of the fabric to which we now
belong—is almost incomprehensible to me; involving as it does a dis-
tinction which I find totally meaningless. I am a part of any region
where English people live in an English manner . . . be it R. 1., Charles-
ton, Devonshire, Australia, Nova Scotia, or any where else. My own
position in insisting on unpolluted Englishry is purely selfish and cyni-
cal. I want a good time—hence I work for the only environment which
can give me a good time. As for the intensity of my emotions about the
matter in a cosmos where nothing really counts—I will merely remind
you that emotion is not a matter connected with reason. I have the emo-
tions I do, simply because accident has given me a certain sort of glan-
dular system and filled my subconsious mind with a certain set of im-
ages and impressions. I hate the rebels of 1775 because they commenced
a wreckage which is making their tertitory unfit for their descendants to
live in. God Save the King!

Ys. for Sovereign and Parliament,
Theobaldus Anglissimus.

P. S. In connexion with the culture-and-nationality argument—of
course, you are not so naive as to suppose that by such symbols as King
and England 1 mean any more or less than the continuous stream of
English blood and thought and folkways as a whole—a stream includ-
ing Ontario as well as Yorkshire, Charleston as well as Melbourne,
Marblehead and East side Providence as well as Cape Town and Cal-
cutta and Jamaica. Just as we must zhink in objective terms, so must we
feel in symbols.

SELECTED LETTERS

9. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH : .
Ninth Vacuum of Negative Matter, in the Black
Nebula of YI'glhuh, beyond the Third Cluster
of Space-Time Continua
Nov. 7, 1930
Dear Klatkash-Ton:—

e

Your description of your library is very interesting. I also
have a fair array of English poetry, a sprinkling of the older standard
novels & essays, quite a shelf of 18th century memoirs, a good deal of
grammatical, thetorical, & reference material, a large s_ection c!cvr-)t_ed to
history—ancient, English, & New England—& Amerfcan antiquities, a
pretty ample scientific department—astronomy, chemistry, physics, an-
thropology—, & a full pair of bookcases sacred to Greece & Rome, &
the literature & antiquities thereof. I suppose I have about 1500 vol-
umes crowded into the room & alcove I occupy, with perhaps 200 more
in storage. I eliminated a lot when I broke up 598 Angell St., but have
made accumulations since then despite my repeated vows not to do so.
The really big libraries owned by our crowd—beside which mine sinks
into insignificance—are those of James F. Morton (general beiles-lfat-
tres, specialising in Elizabethan literature), Loveman, (pfnetry, rare b1b|-
liophilic items), Orton, (modern first editions—for which I Wouldflt
give a plugged nickel), Cook, (weird material), Munn, (popular weird
material), & young Derleth (everything under the sun—we.ird & mcgd-
ern fiction predominating). My collection makes no pretensions to bib-
liophilic merit, it being simply what I like, plus what I quasi-sentimen-
tally value from having inherited it . ...............

sk ofe she sk o ok ok o o ok e ok

I was greatly interested by your remarks on fictional rnethod,.& be-
lieve that both realistic detail & careful devices of language are impor-
tant clements in creating the necessary illusion. No good weird tale can
be wholly devoid of either; though different types of author will natu-
fally tend to incline toward one or the other, while different types of
story seem to demand different gradations of emphasis in this regard.

O narrative prose should ever be written in violation of certain laws of
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harmony & appropriateness; though on the other hand, the best proge
never attracts attention to itself through artificialities of structure, Coy.
versation, when used, should be absolutely realistic—violating all othe,
considerations in the interest of complete verisimilitude. The same ap.
plies to quoted letters & other extracts. These should harmonise with
their supposed authors, not with the main stream of the text. I think |
have two kinds of moods in writing weird tales—one when I feel the
need of scientific realism, & try to achieve a convincing air of objective
sobriety against which the marvel itself stands out by contrast, (Coloxs
Out of Space, Cthulbu, W hisperer, &c.) & the other when I feel myself
half involved in the nebulous uncertainty of the pictured dream, & try
to convey a hint of the febrile doubt & apprehension inherent in an
imperfectly glimpsed vista, (Randolph Carter, Erich Zann, &c.). Actu-
ally, I think one of these is just as sound as the other—choice being
dictated wholly by subject-matter. Of late the objective side has been
uppermost, but that is because I have recently been writing from actual
visual impressions gained in the New England countryside. When I get
to a period of more fecund composition, & begin developing some of
the odd items & subjective mood-jottings in my commonplace-book, I
fancy the Erich Zann method will be called upon now & then. What I
do 7ot think I shall use much in future is the Dunsanian pseudo-poetic
vein—not because I don't admire it, but because I don’t think it is natu-
ral to me. The fact that I used it only sparingly before reading Dunsany,
but immediately began to overwork it upon so doing, gives me a strong
suspicion of its artificiality so far as I am concerned. That kind of thing
takes a better poet than I. In my hands, the result tends to resemble The
Land of Lur more than it resembles the products of Edward John More-
ton Drax Plunkett! But no matter how prosaic the language of a weird
tale may seem, it must always be carefully managed with a view to atmo-
spheric effect. Effective weird-fictional language, through rhythm & as-
sociative word-values, must always have a certain undercurrent of men-
acing sensity—shadows, gathering clouds, & all that. Nothing kills a
hortot-tale so positively as a brisk, cheerful, casual, or otherwise colout-
less & incongruous style. Very, very few things in Weird Tales ever
achieve the desired degree of atmospheric menace—though A Rendez-
vous in Averoigne will form a shining example of it. As for the uncon-
scious element in composition—an element which Dwyer goes so far as
to set above all others in importance—I agree with you that it is really
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e considerable. In fact, I think it may fairly be said that no ﬁ.rst-rate

torfy can ever be written without the author’s actljlally experiencing th_e
:nOOdS & visions concerned in a sort of oneiroscopic way. UnIelss -therfe is
actual emotion & pseudo-memory behind a tale, something will inevita-
bly be lacking, no matter how deft, expert, & mature the clraftsmanshIP
may be. Emotion makes itself felt in the uncor_nscmus choice of wolrds,
management of rhythms, & disposal of stresses in the flow of r}arratmn;
whilst an image or idea of natural or spontaneo.us o_ccu.rrence is a thou-
sandfold more vivid than any which can be arbultranly mvent’ed or con-
sciously adopted from external sources. Like you, I t%un!c Poe's explana-
tion of his methods was a wholly superficial ratnona.hsatmn not even be-
ginning to touch his secret motivations & psychological processes.

The Canal certainly has atmosphere. The final dynam1t1qg—hke my
dynamiting of the house in Tempest Mountain in Tb‘e J.Lurlemg 1‘.7841‘—15
probably less subtly handled than it ought to be, yet is in a certa:m‘ —
necessary as a means of explaining why the whole world ha?nt “gone
yampire”, Whenever a fantastic tale introduces a horror which, if un-
checked, would shortly produce strikingly visible results throughout the
earth, it is necessary to explain why these results have not occurred—
necessaty, in short, to check the full action of the thing——un!ess .the tale
is laid in the future. There is really no way of escaping this dilemma.
We must either explain the present survival of the existing order, or

choose a remotely future period at which the existing order is assumed

to be destroyed. The only adumbration of a middle course open to us is
to have the original horror so subtle as to produce only imperceptible
effects for a very long period, or to have a partial checking in which the
action of the horror is vastly minimised or delayed. In Dagon I shewed
a hotror that may appear, but that has not yet made any effort to do so.
In Cthulbu 1 had a coming horror checked by the same convulsion of
Nature which produced it. (Earthquake—sinking of R'lyeh). In The
Colour Out of Space 1 had a partial checking. Just enough of the Out-
si¢ influence remains in the well to provide a slow, creeping blight.
And in Dunwich 1 had full artificial destruction, as in The Canal. When
one does have full artificial destruction, the important thing is not to
make the process too bold, crude, or incongruous with the atmosphere
Of action of the narrative as a whole. I agree that very few good vampire
tales exist, Dracula wouldn't be bad if it were all like the first or castle
Section, but unfortunately it doesn’t maintain this level. It is really very
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hard to work with a superstition as well-known & conventionalised a4
those of the vampire & werewolf. Some day I may idly try my hand, byt
so far I have found original synthetic horrors much more tractable.

In theory, your views on literature are doubtless not so far different
from mine as would appear on the surface. As I said, I have no persona]
taste for fiction dealing with actual existence—except, perhaps, that in
which the panoramic march of history is suggested or symbolised—yet
can appreciate the soundness of realism & the unsoundness of romanti-
cism. Daily experience has no enchantment for me except so far as it has
the occasional power to evoke associative chains of vision suggesting
trans-mundane expansions, the recapture of dream-impressions, & a de-
feat of the inexorable laws of time & space. Yet I do differ from you
radically in respect to familiar things & scenes; for I always demand close
correlation with the landscape & historic stream to which I belong, &
would feel completely lost in infinity without a system of reference-
points based on known & accustomed objects, I take complete relativity
so much for granted, that I cannot conceive of anything as existing in
itself in any recognisable form. What gives things an aspect & quasi-
significance to us is the fact that we view things consistently from a cet-
tain artificial & fortuitous angle. Without the preservation of that angle,
coherent consciousness & entity itself become inconceivable, Thus my
wish for freedom is not so much a wish to put all terrestrial things be-
hind me & plunge forever into abysses beyond light, matter, & energy.
That, indeed, would mean annihilation as a personality rather than lib-
eration. My wish is perhaps best defined as a wish for infinite visioning
& voyaging power, yet without loss of the familiar background which
gives all things significance. I want to know what stretches Outside, &
to be able to visit all the gulfs & dimensions beyond Space & Time. I
want, too, to juggle the calendar at will; bringing things from the im-
memorial past down into the present, & making long journeys into the
forgotten years. But I want the familiar Old Providence of my child-
hood as a perpetual base for these necromancies & excursions—& in 2
good part of these necronmancies & excursions I want certain trans-
muted features of Old Providence to form patts of the alien voids I
visit or conjure up. I am as geographic-minded as a cat—places are ev-
erything to me. Long observation has shewn me that no other objective
experience can give me even a quarter of the kick I can extract from the
sight of a fresh landscape or urban vista whose antiquity & historic link-
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ages are such as to correspond w_ith certain fixed childho-o-d dream_—pat-
terns of mine. Of course my twilight cosmos of half-familiar, fleetingly
remembered marvels is just as unattainable as your Ultimate Abysses—
this being the real secret of its fascination. Nothing really known.ca.n
continue to be acutely fascinating—the charm of many familiar things
being mainly resident in their power to symbolise or suggest unkown
extensions & overtones. This, then, is our main difference. You want to
venture forth into the infinite as a permanent colonist, losing yourself in
its exotic marvels as Lafcadio Hearn lost his European entity amidst the
exoticisms of Japan. I, on the other hand, am like the explorers & ad-
venturers of my ancestral county of Devon—eager to sail the uttermost
seas of mystery & avid to behold the nethermost arcana of the void, yet
always wishing to keep a calm, familiar, accustomed, old-fashioned En-
glish fireside to come back to. My zest for the iridescent gulfs beyond
the sunset is reduced by one-half if I cannot glimpse them above an
horizon of familiar antient spires & steep roofs—or more strictly, an
hotizon of strange spites & steep roofs, vaguely suggesting some lost
horizon which was once familiar to me. In some, this mixed antiquar-
janism & exoticism might produce a hopeless emotional conflict; but in
me the two elements have so far seemed complementary rather than an-
tagonistic. Anyway, it gives one something to be interested in—& the
hope of partly pinning down some of these fleeting dream-glimpses on
paper gives one at least a partial reason for remaining alive & conscious.
Your sense of totally alien worlds must be vastly more fascinating than
my own fragmentary & incomplete detachments, & you certainly make
effective use of them in tales like An Offering to the Moon. The place-
images are likewise highly alluring, & I hope to see many fictional re-
flections of them. The rarity of cosmic-mindedness in Western Civilisa-
tion is probably due in part to the prevailing educational tradition, & in
patt to the limited imaginative powers of the majority. A favourable
environment would probably do no more than increase the size of the
cosmic minority—for even among the naive & ignorant the mystic incli-
Nation is not widespread. It must not be thought that every peasant who
believes in ghosts & second-sight & such things is really a possessor of
cosmic yearnings. Most of these credulous clods hold their weird views
iﬂ a very non-weird fashion—merely as unquestioned bits of every-day
nformation handed down by simple elders. Their naive belief is wholly
HUnaccompanied by any of the sensations which cause a non-believing
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person of imaginative cast to revolt against natural law & reach out to.
ward ethereal gulfs of mystery & adventurous uncertainty.

As for your idea of shifted senses in an interstellar voyager, & the
painful strangeness of the earth on his return—really, it is a tremendoys
thing! It vividly shews up the whole matter of relativity & subjectivity
in our notions of the external world, & gives an opportunity for unlim-
ited phantasy in description, atmosphere, & plot-weaving. The specimen
details you cite seem to me admirable in every way—& if I were you I
would have the victim not recognise the earth at all until the very last,
Let him think he had landed, through a miscalculation, on the wrong
planet; & let the few approximations to familiarity be only of the
vaguest, most grotesque, & most disquieting sort. What the victim most
cherished in his original state is now merely a torturesome mass of
strangeness—whose one, lingering trace of familiarity is only an intoler-
able mockery & tantalisation. He longs wistfully & desperately for some
loved & remembered scene—when he is acinally there. The moment of
revelation could be made into a climax of the most cataclysmic sort. By
all means develop this idea in the near future. Any editor who doesn't
snap it up is below even the debased level of a Wright, a Goinsbeck, or
an Hersey !

Again thanking you in Tsathoggua's name for the recent shipment, &
hoping to see more items from your pen ere long, I append the Elder
Sign & the Seal of N'gah, given in the Datk Cycle of Yhu.

W 2

Ec’h-Pi-El

440. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
29th AEon—Cycle of the
Spawning of the Shoggoths
Valley of Pnath
Nov. 11, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

Your idea for a time-voyaging machine is ideal—for in spite of
Wells, no really satisfactory thing of the sort has ever been written, The

SELECTED LETTERS 217

weakness of most tales with this theme is that they do not provide for
the recording, in history, of those inexplicable events in the past which
were caused by the backward time-voyagings of persons of the present &
future. It must be remembered that if a man of 1930 travels back to B.
C. 400, the strange phenomenon of his appearance actually occurred in
B. C. 400, & must have excited notice wherever it took place. Of course,
the way to get around this is to have the voyager conceal himself when
he reaches the past, conscious of what an abnormality he must seem. Or
rather, he ought simply to conceal his identity—hiding the evidences of
his *‘futurity” & mingling with the ancients as best he can on their own
plane. It would be excellent to have him know to some extent of his
past appearance before making the voyage. Let him, for example, en-
counter some private document of the past in which a record of the ad-
vent of a mysterious stranger—unmistakably himself—is made. This
might be the provocation for his voyage—that is, the conscious provoca-
tion. One baffling thing that could be introduced is to have a modern
man discover, among documents exhumed from some prehistoric buried
city, a mouldering papyrus of parchment written in English, & in his
own handwriting, which tells a strange tale & awakes—amidst a general
haze of amazement, horror, & half-incredulity—a faint, far-off sense of
familiarity which becomes more & more beckoning & challenging as
the strings of semi-memory continue to vibrate. Re-reading awakes still
mote memories, till finally a definite course of action seems inevitable—
& so on & so on. This idea has lain dormant in my commonplace-book
for ages; & if you can find a use for it, you're certainly welcome to it. I
might never develop it in years. Of coutse, it creates an entirely new set
of conditions when one extends the time-traversing period—either back-
ward or forward—beyond the duration of the earth & solar system. You
might have the explorer reach a phase of entity where matter cannot
exist thus bringing about the destruction of his machine & of himself, &
making it necessary for him to send his communication through “The
Medium Bayrolles.” Or perhaps, after the destruction, the ether waves
tesulting therefrom might roll still farther out into some other realm of
entity, where they—or part of them—might curiously reintegrate. But
you can devise this kind of thing much better than I.

Yr obt Servt
Ec’h-Pi-El
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44I. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
From the Burrow of IT that stirs in the Dark deep
under the Nighted Palace of Antchar, & against
which the Nameless Guardians of Antchar sea]
the yawning Vault that was there before Antchar
& the Darkness thereof
Nov. 18, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

I'm glad my suggestions about a time-voyager seemed good, & think
your own suggestion about the mechanism is quite masterly! I shall be
glad to see this idea worked out. It would really, in view of the different
conditions reachable by voyages of different length in opposite direc-
tions, be material for a novel rather than a short story. You might have
the hero disappear in the end by losing control of the time mechanism,
& thus being precipitated into abysses of ultimate entity of which it is
better not to speak. Or if you envisage a curved time corresponding to
Einsteinian cxrved space, you might have the voyager make a complete
circuit of the chronological dimension—reaching the wltimate future by
going beyond the wltimate past, or vice versa
vanished Pacific world symbolised by Ponape & Easter Island has always
been of the greastest fascination to me, though I think the Antarctic
Continent is really paramount in my geographico-fantastic imagina-
tion. I know this has been done to death ever since Arthur Gordon Pym,
yet none the less I think I'll take a whack at it some day. I can imagine
an aé€roplane party landing on a peak far inland, & finding some glacier-
crevasse leading down, down, down to the roofs of a silent & cryptical
city of stone whose dimensions are not quite right—or I can imagine a
natural (or artificial) phenomenon causing a large-scale melting of the
i with revelations better hinted at then told! As for Item, the
City of Pillars—yes, I had heard of those modern glimpses occasionally
vouchsafed to over-zealous travellers. The mad Arab Abdul Alhazred is
said to have dwelt therein for a time in the 8th century A. D., prior to
the writing of the abhorred & unmentionable Necronomicon. Oh, yes
—Abdul mentioned your ghoul, & told of other adventures of his. But
some timid reader has torn out the pages where the Episode of the Vault
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ander the Mosque comes to a climax—the deletion bei_ng c?riously uni-
form in the copies at Harvard & at Miskatonic Un1vers1t){. When |
wrote to the University of Paris for information about the missing text,
a polite sub-librarian, M. Leon de Verchéres, wrote me .that he would
make me a photostatic copy as soon as he could comply with the fctrmal-
ities attendant upon access to the dreaded volume. Unfortunately it was
not long afterward that I learned of M. de Verchéres’” sudden insanity &
incarceration, & of his attempt to burn the hideous book which he. had
just secured & consulted. Thereafter my requests met with scant notice—
& I have not yet looked up any of the other few surviving copies of the
Necronomicon.

Your remarks on style & its importance are highly interesting, & in-
spire my complete agreement. What a pity that nine-tenths of the con-
tents of all weird magazines is utterly devoid of that quality in any well-
recognised sense! Yes—the tone of a story, as established at the outset,
is certainly all-important. It carries both the writer & the reader onward,
& sets the proper atmospheric keynote by presenting the outlines of a
certain mood. My principal fault with beginnings is to make them too
Poesque & sententious. Since Poe affected me most of all horror-writers,
I can never feel that a tale starts out right unless it has something of his
manner, I could never plunge into a thing abruptly, as the popular writ-
ers do. To my mind it is necessaty to establish a setting & avenue of
approach before the main show can adequately begin. And of course
different  kinds of  tales need  different  styles  all

s sk ol ok sk ok ok ol sk sk sk sk ok ok

Meanwhile It-Which-Came-Before-Man still broods sardonically &
disquietingly on Its shelf. Each morning one finds those same dubious
suggestions of subtle motion—& for the last fortnight it has seemed that
they are insidiously increasing. Then, too, there is that impression of
late, of baving heard a peculiar voice just as I start out of an especially
Profound sleep. It seems to be coupled with such dreams as take me out
beyond the gateway & pillar of flame guarded by Nasht & Kaman-Thah,
& s in a tone & language totally unknown to me. Such sounds, or suspi-
dons of sounds, certainly do not antedate the advent of It. As I strain
My ears upon becoming fully awake, my principal sensation is a gnaw-
Ing & poignant fear Jest I recognize & understand what has been uttered
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—or what I dream has been uttered. I feel that such recognition & cop.
prehension would unlock hideous doors of cosmic memory far behing
any life connected with this planet; doors whose opening would unlooge
horrors beyond the power of mortal brain to bear. Into my debate as to
whether It be Tsathoggua or the Ultimate Chaos Azathoth, has crept g
monstrous third possibility, Can it be that frightful & inscrutable YOG.
SOTHOTH, to pronounce whose name aloud is instant dammnation?

And may Pegafia shield me
from ever learning what is said in those rumbling, chanting tones I hear
—or dream I hear—as I climb up out of the wells of night.

Yours under the Elder Sign—
Ec’h-Pi-El

Aw

442. TO AUGUST DERLETH

Novt. 21, 1930
Dear A. W.:—

Time, space, and natural law hold for me suggestions of intol-
erable bondage, and I can form no picture of emotional satisfaction
which does not involve their defeat—especially the defeat of time, so
that one may merge oneself with the whole historic stream and be
wholly emancipated from the transient and the ephermeral. Yet I can
assure you that this point of view is joined to one of the plainest, naiv-
est, and most unobtrusively old-fashioned of personalities—a retiring old
hermit and ascetic who does not even know what your contemporary
round of activities and “parties” is like, and who duting the coming
winter will probably not address two consecutive sentences to any living
person—tradesmen apart—save a pair of elderly aunts! Some people—a
very few, perhaps—are naturally cosmic in outlook, just as others are
naturally ‘of and for the earth’. I am myself less exclusively cosmic than
Klarkash-Ton and Wandrei; in that I recognize the impossibility of any
correlation of the individual and the universal without the immediate
visible world as a background—or starting-place for a system of out-
ward-extending points of reference. I cannot think of any individual as
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existing except as part of a pattern—and the patte'rn’s most visible and
tangible areas are of course the individual’s immediate env?ronmcn.t; the
soil and culture-stream from which he springs, and the milieu of lxdeas,
impressions, traditions, landscapes, and archltect'ure thr0}1gh wh.Jch he
must necessarily peer in order to reach the “outside”. This explains the
difference betwixt my Danwich and Colour out of Space and Smith’s
Satampra Zeiros or Wandrei's Red Brain. I begin with the individual
and the soil and think outward—appreciating the sensation of spatial
and temporal liberation only when I can scale it against the known ter-
restrial scene. They, on the other hand, are able to think of wholly non-
human abysses of ultimate space—without reference-points—as realities
neither irrelevant nor less significant than immediate human life. With
me, the very quality of being cosmically sensitive breeds an exaggerated
attachment to the familiar and the immediate—Old Providence, the
woods and hills, the ancient ways and thoughts of New England—
whilst with them it seems to have the opposite effect of alienating them
from immediate anchorages. They despise the immediate as trivial; I
know that it is trivial, but cherish rather than despise it—because every-
thing, including infinity itself, is trivial. In reality I am the profoundest
cynic of them all, for I recognize no absolute values whatever
In matters of music, I would exasperate you—since I am absolutely
without the first rudiments of taste. It is simply a blind spot with me,
and I candidly recognize the fact. My aesthetic emotions seem to be
wholly unreachable except through visual channels. Whenever I seem to
appreciate a strain of music, it is purely through association—never in-
trinsically, To me, Tipperary or Rule, Britannia has infinitely more
emotional appeal than any creation of Liszt, Beethoven, or Wagner. But
at least I do not fall into the Philistine’s usual pitfall of expressing con-
tempt for an art which I cannot understand. I recognize and regret my
limitation in enjoyment-capacity, and profoundly congratulate those
more broadly favoured by Nature
Really, the question of what pleases me—what makes it worth while
for each individual to endure the burden of consciousness for an aver-
age lifetime—is something involving the vastest psychological profundi-
ties, It all gets back to my perpetual query, “What is anything?"”" Acci-
fieﬂt has caused a certain monentary energy-pattern to coagulate for an
fflstant in a negligible corner of limitless space. It calls itself
mankind”, and has a certain number of basic needs arising from the
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chance conditions of its formation. Some of these needs are definite ang
satisfiable. Others are ambiguous, hazily defined, unrecognised, or acty.
ally conflicting. Amidst this confusion and conflict, what is the least fy;.
tile and silly thing to do with oneself after the basic needs are attended
to? Don’t ask me—1I gave it up long ago . .. just as all realists have had
to give it up ever since consciousness sharpened itself to the point of
recognizing the dilemma. Each person lives in his own world of values,
and can obviously (except for a few generalities based on essential simi.
larities in human nature) speak only for himself when he calls this
thing “silly and irrelevant” and that thing *vital and significant”, as the
case may be. We are all meaningless atoms adrift in the void. ... Yr.
most obt. Servt. HP

443. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG
Feline Headquarters—
Novr. 22, 1730
Young Man:—

So, Sir, you are determin’d to live up to your Popish unreason and
call Derleth “Derluth”! What a generation! To think these boys are
descended from the rational gentry of Great-Britain!! Well, since delib-
erate error seems so well worth cultivating, I am resolv’d hence-forward
to call you Fred Bellevue Long, Sr—an appellation which you will no
doubt deem a vast compliment, and a tribute to the study’d obscurantism
of the coming generation—from whom a mechanical barbarism has
taken the power of independent thought and personal exactitude. You
boys have come to depend so wholly upon the standardised, automatick
processes of your commercial and collectivistick civilisation, that you no
longer take care to use your own heads or discriminate betwixt solid
truth and plausible error, Chain-store reasoners. .. .. typewriter

tabloid  thinkers cinema and radio copy-
convention-puppets hit-or-miss poseurs
bah! to think an old man shou’d live to see such an age!! Monocles,
fuzzy lips, Popish fairy-tales—well, just wait till your age of faddism
passes, and the realists of 1950 or 1960 tear your flimsy concoctions and
sloppy intentional mistakes to pieces! You'll be as much of a laughing-
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stock to the young men of those days as the Victorians were to my gen-
eration in its youth! Thus the cycle goes—ebb and flow—reason and
reaction—truth and myth—onward from the meaningless past to a
meaningless future through a meaningless present.

I perus'd the Jeans article, and your comment thereon, with very great
interest; and agree with you that only train’d mathematicians are able to
conduct original research into the question of “what is anything”. Nay,
more—these mathematicians are, in themselves, just as powerless as the
rankest Jayman to make any definitive pronouncement; insomuch as they
have no means of testing the operations of their own mental processes
in the steps whereby they reach their tentative conclusions. For this lat-
ter testing, the aid of the train’d psychologist, anthropologist, and biclo-
gist is absolutely essential; so that in truth the significant probing of the
unknown must necessarily consist of “team-work”, with both mathemati-
cians and psychologists working in concert upon the concrete data which
physicists, chemists, biologists, astronomers, and the like unearth. The
only thing the layman can do amidst this complex situation is to check
one expert's statements and conclusions against those of another—cor-
relating all the current data with a mind kept free of preconceived
myths, traditions, and other biasses, and subjecting his own tentative
conclusions to a round of searching criticisms from experts in the vari-
ous intellectual fields involved. In these criticisms many points of view
will be disclosed, and the comments of one expert critick upon the dif-
fering views of another critick in the same field will often prove ex-
tremely illuminating. In the end, whilst it cannot be promis’d that any
certainty is attainable, it wou'd be the sheerist pedantry and affectation
to claim that no probabilities are indicated. They may not be as strong
Probabilities as the experts themselves could obtain if freed of emotion,
but they are at least tangible provisional foundations for a temporary
wotking hypothesis. Something of the kind is accessible to every layman
Who carefully reads all sides of a general argument among experts. It
Wwould be absurd to declare that, despite his technical ignorance, he is
8Ot somewhat further advanc'd along the route of fallacy-elimination
than one who never gave any attention to the matter.

F[T?“s with the conclusions of Jeans—which we must correlate with

kan, Compton, Eddington, Shapley, Freud, Watson, Russell,
f;::ﬂ, Einstein, Eddington, Santayana, Keith, and dozens of others be-
they can have even the least definitive evidential value. Some of the
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issues at stake—such as the nature of the cosmic rays—must be held o5
wholly unsettled. Other assertions can, after a fashion, be appraised in
the light of parallel authorities. In passing, we must remark that virtually
all reviews of experts’ books, as printed in popular conventional news.
papers and magazines, contain a bias toward the traditional myths and
delusions of the race. We must see beyond this whenever we are unable
to get at an authority first-handedly.

Early 20th century opinion concerning man’s relation to
the cosmos represented a certain degree of outward-pushed observation,
Today observation has been pushed much farther outward—in some
cases overwhelmingly farther outward—hence it is inevitable that we
ask how greatly the added territory has affected our tentative picture of
conditions ; whether it has weakened, strengthen’d, confirm’d, modify'd,
or altogether superseded the conception of 1g9oo. Obviously we must
redraw our basic guess at what is and what isn't—refusing to be influ-
enced by our view of 1goo just as resolutely as we refuse to be influ-
enced by our views of 1880 or 1850 or 1800 or 1650 Of 1300 Of 500 or
B. C. 450. But we must be no more eager and predisposed to find a
difference, than we are eager and predisposed to find a similarity. We
must not seek to cater to any wish or loyalty or other emotional consid-
eration apart from the instinct of pure curiosity. Our only watchword
must be a resolve to seek nothing but the impartial probabilities in the
matter of what is versus what isn't.

Well—what do we find? First of all, a radical increase in that ele-
ment of unknowability which we always admitted. We are bidden to
accept, as the one paradoxical certainty of experience, the fact that we
can never have any other ultimate certainty. All conclusions for an infi-
nite time to come, barring wholly unexpected data, must be regarded as
no more than competitive probabilities. So far as actual knowledge is
concerned, the theistic myths of tradition are as absolutely and finally
dethroned from all pretension to authority as are any of the earlier con-
clusions of science. Ancient tradition and earlier science must alike re-
sign all former claims to truth which they may ever have put forward.
They, together with every other possible attempt to explain the cosmos,
now stand on a basis of complete and fundamental equality so far as
their original claims are concerned. The old game is over, and the cards
are shuffled again. Nothing whatever can 7ow be done toward reaching
probabilities in the matter of cosmic organisation, exceps by assembling
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4l the tentative data of 1930, and forming a fresh chain of partial indi-
cations based exclusively on that data and on no conceptions derived
from earlier arrays of data; meanwhile testing, by the psychological
knowledge of 1930, the workings and inclinations of our minds in ac-
cepting, correlating, and making deductions from data, and most partic-
wlarly weeding ont all tendencies to give more than equal consideration
fo conceptions which would never have occurred to us had we not for-
merly harboured ideas of the universe now conclusively known to be
false. Let this last point be supremely plain, for it is through @ deliber-
ate and dishonest ignoring of it that every contemporary claim of tradi-
tional theism is advanced. Nothing but shoddy emotionalism and irre-
sponsible irrationality can account for the pathetick and contemptible
asininity with which the Chestertons and Eliots, and even the Fosdicks
and Eddingtons and Osborns, try to brush it aside or cover it up in their
attempts to capitalise the new uncertainty of everything in the interest
of historical mythology. What this means—and it means it just as
plainly, for all the jaunty flippancy of touch-and-go epigrammatists who
dare not put their fallacies to the test of honest reason and original cer-
ebration—is simply this: that although each of the conflicting orthodox-
ies of the past, founded on known fallacies among primitive and igno-
rant races, certainly has an egwal theoretical chance with any other or-
thodoxy or with any theory of science of being true, it most positively
has no greater chance than has ANY RANDOM SYSTEM OF FIC-
TION, DEVISED CAPRICIOUSLY BY IGNORANCE, DISEASE,
WHIM, ACCIDENT, EMOTION, GREED, OR ANY OTHER
AGENCY INCLUDING CONSCIOUS MENDACITY, HALLUCI-
NATION, POLITICAL OR SOCIAL INTEREST, AND ULTERIOR
CONSIDERATIONS IN GENERAL. If we could shave off the mous-
tachelets of our Chestertons and rub their noses in this plain truth, we
Would have fewer spectacles of neo-obscurantism. It is this one crucial
Sircumstance which renders utterly valueless all half-baked attempts to
u_tlhse the admitted uncertainty of knowledge in bolstering up obsolete
he§ Whose natural origin and total emptiness ate obvious to all psychol-
98Ists, biologists, and anthropologists. Let us grant that in theory the
Octrine of Buddha, or of Mohammed, or of Lao-Tse, or of Christus, or
of Zoroaster, or of some Congo witch-doctor, or of T. S. Eliot, or of
Mary Baker Eddy, or of Dionysus, or of Plato, or of Ralph Waldo
Metson, has just as much or as little positive evidence for it as has any
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other attempted explanation of the cosmos. So far, so good. But this
concession cannot possibly be made without extending eqtml theoretical
authority to Chamber's Yellow Sign, Dunsany's Pegana, your Tindalos,
Klarkash-Ton's Tsathoggua, my Cthulbu, or any other fantastic concoc-
tion anybody may choose to invent. Who can disprove any such concoc-
tion, or say that it is not “‘esoterically true” even if its creator did think
he invented it in jest or fiction? What shall be our guide in deciding
which, out of an infinity of possible speculations, is the most likely to be
a correct explanation of surrounding entity? How shall we establish a
test of comparative validity or authority for the various conflicting
claims which present themselves? If the theism of Christus is “true”
because our ancestors believed it, why is not the devil-worship of the
Yezidis equally “true” because they and their ancestors have believed it?
What is anything? Can any one explanation be deemed more acceptable
than any other? If so, on what principle? At this point the mousta-
cheletted fat neo-papists begin to crack brilliant and irrelevant jokes and
spout emotional generalities designed to get the mind of the seeker off
the facts and confuse him into the acceptance of ready-made traditional
hokum. But men of sense pause a bit and try to see what really can be
done toward a tentative elimination leading in the direction of general
probabilities. The result, inevitably, is that conclusion stated a few para-
graphs back—that probabilities can now be reached only by assembling
all the data of 1930, and forming a fresh chain of partial indications
based exclusively on that data and on no conceptions derived from ear-
lier arrays of data; meanwhile testing, by the psychological knowledge
of 1930, the workings and inclinations of our minds in accepting, cor-
relating, and making deductions from data, and most particularly weed-
ing out all tendencies to give more than equal consideration to concep-
tions which would never have occurred to us had we not formerly
harboured ideas of the universe now conclusively known to be false.

Specifically (for no sane human being disputes the genmeral proposi-
tion just stated) our job is to test (a) the intrinsic probability, as
judged by our contemporary observations of what we see of the uni-
verse, of any system which enters a claim; and more particularly (b) to
investigate the sources of such a system, and the probable reason why
anybody believes or ever has believed in it; the latter point to be worked
at by the most thorough psychological analyses we can devise.

Get this straight—for there is no other road to probability.
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First, what is the likelihood of a theory as judged by the general ac-
tion of nature manifest in regular and predictable phenomena? (Day
and night, heat and cold, seasons, laws of mechanics, etc., etc.)

Second, if it squares less readily with observed reality than does some
other theory, then why was it proposed in the first place?

Third, if in answer to (2) it be said that certain persons at a certain
time found this theory more in accord with nature than any other, then
what relationship has the conception of nature af that time to our con-
ception of it today?

Fouyrth, on what mental principles are all these conceptions of nature,
and of the relation of this theory to any observed set of phenomena or
parallel theory based on such phenomena, formed? How does contem-
porary psychology interpret the processes causing the formation of these
conceptions ?

Going back to the general proposition—what does the natural evi-
dence of 1930 suggest, anyhow ? Well, uncertainty in the first place. A
definite limitation of our knowledge of what lies behind the visible as-
pects of the cosmos as seen by human beings from this planet. But how
far can we extend this uncertainty? Certainly, it has no place in our
immediate environment. Grandpa Theobald will never dodge a hateful
northern winter because time and space are relative in infinity, nor will
the planet Pluto ever revolve around the sun as swiftly as Mercury from
the point of view of this part of space. No person in Providence, with-
out circumnavigating the globe, will ever get to Charleston by starting
for Quebec; nor will any projectile in the solar system ever hit Saturn
by being aimed at the opposite part of its orbit. We live in a cosmos in
vfrhich a certain amount of regularity is an essential part; and in which
fime and space, far from being illusions, have definite and recognisable
flmfﬁons so far as the relationship of any small unit to its immediate
environment is concerned. Whatever be the relationship of our galactic
umverlse to any larger unit—whether or not the totality of entity and
extension—the relationship of our star-group to the galaxy, of our solar
System to its star group, of our earth to the solar system, and of organic
life to the earth, may and must still be regarded as roughly what it
SCEMms; or rather, as something with so limited a relativity-latitude that
zhﬁ underlyin.g “reality” rhythms cannot be out of all guantitative corre-
OI;fmdence with the phem?mena we observe. We see a certain interplay

Patterned forces not discernibly dissimilar in kind from the forma-
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tion of the smallest crystal to the shaping and kinetic balance of the
whole immediate galaxy. The evidence on hand points to a sort of gen-
eral rhythmic seething of force-streams along channels automatically pre-
determined in ultimate ends, though conceivably subject to slight varia-
tions in route (quantum theory) and with certain developments defi.
nitely unpredictable although not, in the opinion of conservative physi.
cists, forming actual violations of the basic principle of causation. What
most physicists take the quantum theory, at present, to mean, is not that
any cosmic uncertainty exists as to which of several courses a given reac-
tion will take; but that in certain instances no conceivable channel of
information can ever tell human beings which course will be taken, or
by what exact course a certain observed result came about. There is room
for much discussion on this point, and I can cite some very pertinent
articles on the subject if necessary. Organic life, of which consciousness
is an incidental process, and which rises and falls through vatying de-
grees of complexity, (mankind being at present its most intricate exam-
ple within our scope of vision) is a phenomenon of apparent rarity,
though of so well-defined a type that it would be rash to deem it con-
fined to this solar system alone in all the history of the cosmos. We
know, roughly, the relationship it bears to our solar system, and realise
that it must be a very transient phase in the history of such planets as
contain it. We can look back geologically, on this earth, to a relatively
recent time when it did not exist; (a time which is #o# an illusion in the
history of this system) and forward to a comparatively early moment
when it shall have ceased to be. In other words, we know it to be 2
matter of supreme indifference and impermanence so far as the immedi-
ate universe is concerned. In several trillion years it will be a matter of
absolute indifference whether or not this phenomenon has ever existed
on the planets in this part of space. If the laws governing this phenome-
non are basically different from those governing other immediate and
observed phenomena, we have yet to be shewn evidence based on any-
thing but assumptions and conceptions without sources in ascertainable
reality as recognised today. Proof—and even probability—is likewise re-
quired to justify the assumption that organic life, either as a whole or in
that department known as consciousness, has any special or significant
relationship to the pattern and motions of the cosmos as a whole; eve?
allowing for a radical and causation-disturbing interpretation of the
quantum theory (even proof of a cosmic “purpose” and “conscious-
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ness” would indicate nothing as to man’s place therein. All life might
well be a trifling pimple or disease). While it is perfectly true, in the-
ory, that we require a mathematician’s knowledge in order to test a
mathematician’s statement of a special resemblance between cosmic law
and the cerebral processes of terrestrial organisms; it is equally true that
common sense, after hearing the mathematician explain the basis of his
claim, and after comparing this claim with the views of other and
equally noted mathematicians, has a certain unofficial right to formulate
concepts of probability or the reverse. And when we learn that the sole
ground for the mind-and-cosmos-comparison is merely the possibility
(certainly not the probability) that occasional chance tempers the domi-
nant determinism of infinity, we are certainly justified in demanding
confirmatory data before so palpably strained and artificial (and so obvi-
ously myth-and-tradition-suggested) an analogy is accepted. Is anyone
so naive as to believe that the mind-cosmos comparison would have been
made solely from the present evidence of 1930, if unsuggested by an-
cient mythology ? Let us analyse the comparison in the exclusive light of
contemporary evidence and see how great a part of it consists of mere
words and artificially forced parallels. Let us not forget that Einstein
and others do not attempt such merely poetic analogies. Einstein has
much to say of “religion”—which to him means a human emotion of
ecstasy excited by the individual’'s correlation of himself with the cos-
mos—but he does not use the language of Jeans. And it would be super-
fluous to point out—except to purblind neo-obscurantists amongst
whom all distinctions are dead—that none of these modern cosmic
views has anything in common with any interpretation of the cosmos,
an(:l man's relation to it, which has traditionally gone under the name of
feligion. These cosmic philosophers are using ancient names to describe
2 cloudy pantheism utterly unlike anything those ancient names ever
itood for in their heyday. It is folly and hypocrisy to use the hack terms
G‘O.d” and “‘religion” to describe things having no relationship to the

Otiginal concepts back of those terms. Whilst certain of the valuecentric
::}ilotelfeological implicat.ions of th.ese f_ellows may be said to form a pale
i oh the o‘bsplet:a Fhelsm, especml.ly in some of its more mystical Hin-
" Phases, it is ridiculous to consider them as a prolongation of the
n:ilil!y] ?ogmétif: ax‘xd childishly specific set of delusions constituting the
fOllow?n Chnsuani-tyvof the‘ \‘West.err? Wor%d. According to any person
g the Christian religion in its basic essence, be he a Papist or
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Protestant, both Jeans and Einstein are definite atheists. Thus we see the
element of puerile fashion and irrational mob-psychology in any popu.
lar trend inclusive enough to favour at once, and allegedly on the same
grounds, the crazy archaism of a Chesterton and the indecisive word-
juggling of a Jeans or an Einstein.

Having now seen that the actual visual and mathematical evidence of
1930 does not suggest anything very strikingly different in its general
probabilities (probabilities, that is, regarding the absence of conscious
purpose and governance, and the absence of any significant special rela-
tionship betwixt man and the infinite. All this not at all affected by our
changed conceptions of space-time-matter-energy relationships.) from
the automatick and impersonal cosmos envisaged at an earlier period,
which was as a negligible, purposeless, accidental, and ephemeral atom
fortuitously occurring amidst the kaleidoscopic pattern-seething, let us
try to see why such a frantic series of attempts is being made to exhume
the old myths so definitely exploded since 1850. What is there in cur-
rent experience which makes certain people choose wholly gratuitous
and irrelevant myths and improbabilities as cosmic explanations; pro-
claiming them more probable than the really probable, and nominating
them for consideration under the plea that any old cock and bull story is
technically possible in a demonstrably uncertain universe? Well—in
general, we may say that the causes are manifold. Chief of all is the fact
that the generation of men now in the saddle is old enough to have been
mentally crippled by early pro-mythological bias in conventional homes.
Their emotions are permanently distorted—trained to think the unreal
real, and eager to grasp at any excuse for belief. They resent the cold
probabilities of the cosmos because they have been taught to expect
fairy-tale values and adjustments—hence as soon as any uncertainty ap-
pears in positive knowledge, they catch avidly at the loophole as an ex-
cuse to revive their comfortingly familiar superstitions. Second—many
persons attribute the present bewildering changes in the social and cul-
tural order to the decline of theistic belief, hence snatch at any chance to
bolster up a placid and stabilising mythology—whether or not they in-
wardly believe it. Third—some persons think habitually in terms of
vague, grandiose, and superficial emotions, hence find it difficult to en-
visage the impetsonal cosmos as it is. Any system seems actually improb-
able to them which does not satisfy their false sense of importance, their
artificial set of purpose-values, and their pseudo-wonder springing from
an arbitrary and unreal standard of norms and causations. This class is
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sincere, and often intelligent except where habitual bias is concerned.
Fourth—there is an element of witty and insincere posers who become
pored with plain fact and instinctively resent the non-sensational; react-
ing against every-day probability at the least excuse, and revelling in any
mythological extravagance. ... To these causes of myth-revival may be
added the mental inertia and fashion-following instinct of the thought-
Jess majority. All small minds belong wholly to their age and think only
in terms of ‘‘periods’ determined by noisy transient spokesmen. Origi-
nal and independent minds are timeless, and pay no attention to ages or
fashions, but simply face the universe with all the evidence in hand on
an ‘is-or-isn’t’ basis. Today the superficial herd, who merely absorb sec-
ond-hand opinions and never think for themselves, are naturally col-
outed by the voluble emanations of biased thinkers reflecting the listed
causes. They get this way simply because they are femininely receptive
rather than creative—sensitive to mass-feelings rather than vigorously
independent and masculine. They readopt theism as they readopt ping-
pong and backgammon—because “everybody”, as represented by the
most emotionally animated and flashy talkers, is doing it. But of course
this herd does not really count; for in twenty more years, after the theis-
tic reaction has passed, it will follow the mental bell-wethers into ratio-
nalism once more. The present partial reaction of the timid and senti-
mental and bewildered is in truth a very natural phenomenon, and might
even have occurred without the excuse of an extended scientific perspec-
tive. It was clear, once the impersonal nature of the cosmos became
manifest, that a certain group of the tender-minded would inevitably
start a frightened, traditional retreat from reality as soon as their rather
hazy comprehensions began to grasp the fuller implications of the actual
facts. These things usually move in cycles—after 18th century reason,
i?s f:}e:.ntic .artiﬁ.cial piety of the 1830’s and early-Victorianism; after
b s ’ t; 1:}tu;nal1ty of t‘he later 1gth Cent.ury; after l'ate-Victorian feason,
aftef ref; 1ct a]rDce of El_1ot-Chesterton—MtI.hkag-Eddmgtcn obscurantism;
- ;Eﬁo ne:l.to s;ur;nt-:sm,dthe future ‘rataonahty of 1?60 or 19705 after
o 201 y, the fatigued and meaningless relapse into superstition of
e too . d and so on s and. sO.00 ... ... We do not,
upor; i 0 wonder at the existing cond1t19ns; but only to ascertain
B pretsxtf,1 or bschleme of self-deceptm-n., .the present ob.scuran-
A% termsrw,?trh th e obsolete myths as prO.bfl[‘)IIltIES to be appraised on
B with the actua% contrary probabilities of Nature.
gin with—why did each of these self-cocksure but often con-
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flicting theistic theories or explanations of the cosmos arise in the first
place, far back in mankind’s days of ignorance? Here history, anthro.
pology, and psychology step in and supply an answer so complete, naty.
ral, instinctively satisfying to the reason, and supported by evidence on
every hand, that only warped emotion or imperfect perspective can pos-
sibly prick flaws and look for other and more “mystical” sources. We
know today that the sources of religion are fear, wonder at the un-
known, erotic perversion, and the inability to conceive of cosmic gov-
ernance and causation except in terms of human governance and cau-
sation. It was an utterly and inevitable phenomenon among any race of
dawning intelligence confronted by the varied phenomena of Nature;
and could not help occurring, whether or not any “spiritual” or “super-
natural” world existed to justify it. If there were any real “gods”, the
primitive men who invented gods of their own could not have known
anything about them. Thus the existence of religion as an objective fact
has not the slightest bearing upon the validity of the beliefs included in
religion. As a matter of fact, psychology and anthropology are con-
stantly supplying explanations for more and more of the curious details
of religious belief. The origin of such delusional types as “spitit”,
“soul”, “immortality”, “‘good”, “evil”, and so on is now so obvious,
and so universally recognised by psychologists as natural, that discussion
of them as supernatural indications has become frivolous, irrelevant, and
meaningless. Your friend Randall hit squarely on this point in the essay
you sent me. And again I must remind you that despite the transient
crop of praying physicists and Mariolatrous mathematicians, there are
no psychologists or anthropologists of any standing (poor Osborn!)
who have any belief in the supernatural.

But here is the important question. All these facts being known, upon
what grounds do the obscurantists base their act when they rake up these
exploded concoctions of primitive ages and offer them as competitive
probabilities under the theoretical rule that anything is possible in an uo-
certain cosmos? What justification do they advance for championing a set
of arbitrary extravagances now known to be the chance products of an-
cient misconceptions, and diametrically contradictory to all the probabil-
ities of normal experience and scientific observation? How, in the light
of 1930, can they (even allowing for the emotional crippling of a con-
ventionally theistic infancy) seriously claim for these wholly under-
mined museum curiosities any greater probability than can be claimed by
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Carcosa, Yian, Tindalos, Chaungar, and the Aklo and Voorish mystet-
ies? What is the whole principle of unreal judgment upon which the

mental and emotional attitude of the modern theist hinges? )
Well—people differ. Some, as I have said, give tremendous weight to
the cunningly doctored reports of “occult” phenomena popularised by
men like Lodge, Doyle, and Flammarion. Others refuse to think about
such things at all; but merely read and quote copiously, and take refuge
in diverting but irrelevant witticisms and vague sentimental and aes-
thetic claims which mean nothing and are really understood by no one,
least of all their authors. But the most considerable faction rely on meta-
physics, and gloss over the facts of psychology in an effort to prove that
mankind has informative powers independent of the normal sensory
and cerebral apparatus. With this attitude (which it is unlikely they
could form today, or hold at all except through the crippling influence
of obsolete tradition) they pretend to be informed, by their emotions or
imagination, of the “truth” of this or that ancient extravagance—
blandly ignoring the fact that different types of emotion and hallucina-
tion dictate different kinds of “truth”, each in conflict with the others,
and that in every department where testing is at all possible, the emo-
z:'z'om have been found absolutely without value as informants concern-
ing reality. The least openly ridiculous form of this attitude is the gen-
e.ralised and non-dogmatic one represented by honest thinkers like Mil-
likan and the Rev. Harry Emerson Fosdick. These men do not attempt,
as ‘.io the utterly negligible and buffoon-like neo-papists, to claim that
ﬂ.lﬂr inward emotional news-agencies’ confirm any specific set of an-
dent myths. Rather do they content themselves by thinking that their
Sfrong infancy-implanted bias toward certain general conventions—so-
c'xal considerateness, belief in a purposeful cosmic consciousness vaguely
%mk.ed with mankind, etc., etc—must have some shadow of reality and
Justification because it is so strong and persistent and universal. They do
10t realise that other and opposite emotions are equally strong and often
fuch stronger, and that the persistence and universality are simply natu-
fal results of the continuous hereditary tradition which, established
SV;:;Z fg‘}:}oci;l IelxgedjenCy.and. partly by accident, has pe.rsis.ted every-
i ug ha 1t-and inertia. .Re.pudlatmg these‘ realisations, they
e odagtac an fnformatwe SIgmﬁcanc.e to meaningless nerve-reac-
E \’S; y the d.ischarge of hormones into the blood from ductless
- Were any child to be reared in isolation, and surrounded from
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infancy with the religious precepts of Tsathoggua, YOG-SOTHOTH,
or the Doles, his inner emotions would all through life inform him pos-
itively of the truth of Tsathogguanism, Yog-Sothothery, ot Dolatry, as
the case might be. Ii! Shub-Niggurath! The Goat With a Thousand
Young! God! I wonder if there isn’# some truth in some of this? What
is this my emotions are telling me about Great Cthulhu? Ya-R'lyeh! Ya.
R’lyeh—Cthulhu fhgthagn ... .. n'ggah ... ggll..... Ii! Ja! And
so it goes. What more is there to say? We know nothing, of course,
about anything, and all possible speculations are technically equal in the
theoretical arena of uncertain cosmos’s competitive probabilities. But
what does ordinaty reason, as measured by the daily phenomena about
us and by the larger relationships reported by physicists, mathemati-
cians, astronomers, and psychologists, seem to suggest in the matter of
choosing a provisional working hypothesis? We see that one group of
old-school metaphysicians and sentimentalists, bred up in traditional ar-
tificial emotions, prefers to find an “inner” justification for choosing
certain hereditary myth-forms and conventions from among the number-
less theoretical possibilities which caprice and imagination might devise,
and investing these arbitrary choices with the dignity of sacred dogma.
But do we honestly believe that they would choose such arbitrary and
contradictory improbabilities upon the evidence of 1930 alone, if not
stuffed full of ancestral myths and prejudices and predispositions? And
can we honestly pretend to follow these vestigial superstitions which the
evidence of 1930, while of course not technically contradicting, cer-
tainly leaves wholly without foundation, probability, or raison d’etre?
All honour to men like George Santayana, Bertrand Russell, Sir Arthur
Keith, Joseph Wood Krutch, Hugh Elliott, and others with courage and
acumen enough to face the facts without flinching or without raising 2
smoke-screen of sentimentality, mysticism, and aesthetic hokum! And
thatis allec. b win

—Ytr. obt.,
Grandpa
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444. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Nov. 23, 1930
Dear Miss Toldridge:—

Yes—I was glad of the $350.00 sale, although it has really ceased to
be of any interest to me whether anybody reads my junk or not—that is,
outside of the discriminating minority to whom I can send the ms. if a
thing doesn’t make type. I want the fun of writing it, & the cash if I can
get it—but what other people read & like is no business of mine. I have
long ago graduated from the naive system of false, artificial values
which made 19th century people care about effect of their products on

Sino-Japanese poetry belongs in a tradition all its own, reflecting the
essentially contemplative & tranquil character of the high-grade Mongo-
lian mind. I saw an excellent article on it not long ago, though I can't
recall exactly where, It may possibly have been in one of those issues of
The Poelry Review—it would pay you to glance through the file & sce if
any such thing has appeared during the past year. A typical kind of Chi-
nese poetry is that of simple description—especially of landscape & at-
mospheric effects—in which the aspect of the scene presented generally
suggests some mood on the writer's past. Brevity is the keynote of all
such efforts; it being apparently thought that all impressions as fleeting
as those of poetic feeling ought to have an embodiment correspondingly
elusive & glancing, lest the effect be one of incongruous heaviness. The
’Cypical Japanese hokku is limited to 17 syllables, usually divided into 3
lines of s, 7, & 5 syllables each. The following specimen—taken from
an essay on the subject of Lafcadio Hearn—is quite typical:

Tswigané ni
Tomarité nemuru
Koché kana!

(Perched upon the temple-bell, the butterfly sleeps.) This is a complete
Poem. It presents a definite image which, to a cultivated mind charged
With the traditions of Japanese life & art, evokes a long train of imagi-
Rative associations in a sort of visual pageantry. Such brevity seems af-
fected among Anglo-Saxons, but in Japan it is perfectly adequate & ap-
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propriate. We can catch the beauty ourselves with a little reflection g
objective analysis. Occasionally the Japanese grow mote abstract & sen.
tentious, as in the following:

Owarété mo,
Lsoganu furi no
Choché kana!

(Ah, the butterfly! Even when chased, it never seems to be in a hurty.)

Ché wo odi
Kokoro-mochitashi
Itsumadémeo!

(Would that I might always have the spirit to chase butterflies!) The
prevalence of the butterfly in Sino-Japanese verse is an indication of the
delicate atmosphere of colour & scenic loveliness which pervades the
whole tradition, Many persons—especially Witter Bynner—have tried
to reproduce the spitit of far eastern verse in English; & although the
task is difficult, I do not think they have been entirely unsuccessful. But
if they emulate Oriental brevity, they must emulate the Oriental mood &
subject matter as well. It is certainly true that a single quatrain is too
short to give an English poet any proper leeway in the accustomed occi-
dental manner

The Nobel Prize award to Lewis is not as bad as it might be—
although I'd have picked Dreiser, while others would have chosen
O'Neill, Cabell, Cather, or even Wilder. Lewis is more a man of
ideas than aesthete; but his novels are sound in craftsmanship even
if possessed of an ulterior intellectual purpose. He has punctured the

pitiful shams & inanities of conventional American life as few others -

have; & certainly deserves a prize for social service, whether or not
he metits one for sheer artistic craftsmanship. Thnaks to him, no adult
will ever again take seriously the vacuous pretences & hypocrisies of the
Victorian-bred & commercial-minded middle class—a class whose stulti-
fying stupidity & mendacity once dominated American life & threatened
to engulf its literature & destroy its taste. ... ..

Yr obt Servt
HPLovecraft
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445. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Quinsnicket Woods—6 mi.
north of Providence
Nov. 24, 1930

Dear Miss Toldridge:—

You have no need of worrying about the quality of your verse. In
Jooking about for an improved perspective, the thing to do is not to try,
Positiveiy, to be unconventional; but to try, negatively, not to be con-
ventional—a distinction which, though perhaps subtle & confusing at
first sight, has great significance when closely examined. The idea is not
to avoid anything consciously, but merely to see that one accepts as im-
portant only what is genuine & spontaneous—nothing which gains its
prominence solely through previous literary use or popular belief, &
which has no actual basis in experience. Some sort of scientific under-
standing of the vastness & impersonality of the cosmos, & of the insig-
nificance & negligibility of the human atom therein, is a necessary pre-
liminary to the straight thinking & sincere feeling demanded of 2 con-
temporary poet. This enables one to envisage, roughly, a scale of emo-
tional values graded according to poignancy & sincerity—a scale which
gives the very primitive & directly instinct-based emotions a high place,
d?sely tivalled by the emotions of wonder & beauty, & by the feelings of
wistfulness & pathos bred from the disparity betwixt illusion-born
wishes & the inflexible actualities of the universe. The real poet writing
out of the knowledge of today is frequently impassioned, & occasionally
ecstatic; but always over real things & impressions, & never over imagi-
nary values, situations, & ideals. He never assumes more than really is—
fever gets worked up about nothing. If he expresses sorrow, it is over a
direct infraction of his personal adjustments, & never over some vague
world-evil which people pretend to lament but really don’t give a hang
about. If he rejoices at the presence of beauty, it is always some real
E:;::ﬂ, :; a sufaset, person, la‘fxdscape, ?,1' object of art, & never the pre-
e eoretxf:al beauty of goodness_ & other 'myths. In a word—he
o § what things really are, & hov.v IIFtle anything means, & tries not

. S0p over. More often we find him in a mood of wistful pathos or
lttetness—the natural result of contemplating a cosmic order which co-
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incides only occasionally with the illusions & volitional inclinations of
the species. The prevailing tendency is toward subjectiveness—towarq
the very minute analysis of the emotions themselves rather than of the
external objects with which these emotions are concerned; but whether
this tendency is a permanent one, or merely a transient phase of the
disillusioning process of this age, it is yet too early to say. My own junk
is neither traditional nor modern, but of a special type never very popu-
lar, & as close to the new as to the old psychology—namely, the record.
ing of the illusory phenomena of the mind, as such, & without any at-
tempt at correlation with reality. Probably it is, if anything, more funda-
mentally ancient than modern; though it often becomes modern in its
recognition of the unreality of aspirations & fulfilments.

With best wishes—
Yr most oblig’d obt Servt
HPLovecraft

446. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
Nov. 29, 1930
Monolith of the Shoggoths—
Vale of Pnath

Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

.... T am still obsessed by the notion that one of the most extremely
powerful of all tales would be an utterly realistic thing dealing with the

sensations of a man deposited without a great amount of warning on .

another world. The one fatal weakness of nearly all interplanetary tales
is that they almost completely ignore this factor of the situation. To my
mind, the stupendous wave of emotion—incredulity, lostness, wonder,
stark terror—incident to this supreme dislocation from man's immemo-
rially fixed background would be so colossal a thing as almost to dwarf
any events which might happen to a celestial traveller. I yet mean 0
write a tale whose one supreme climax shall be the hero’s discovery
after many torturing & ambiguous doubts, that he 7s on another world.

Yr obt
Ech-Pi-El
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447. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
Castle Theobald
Dec. 10, 1730

]oadcheer Arminius:—

I'm anxious to see this tale when you get it done, and it
seems to me that Wright would be a fool not to take it. Yes—he told
me about the W. T. retrenchment. Too bad—and I hope it isn’t merely
the prelude to failure, All serials will be cut out in view of the 6o-day
waits, and my Whisperer will appear in one issue as a complete no-
velette—about as long a thing as they've ever carried at once, I fancy,
since it came to 69 pages typed. I don’t know when the new policy be-
gins—not at once, probably, since Belknap’s 3-part serial has just
started. Have you seen this latter ? I could disembowel that brainless ass
Seuf for the hash he made of the illustration. Good God, can’t the idiot
tead? Look at the nice, pretty jumbo he has drawn on its pedestal, and
then note Belknap’s description of the loathsome and unutterable hy-
brid-thing that is dreaded Chaugar Faugn!!

I shall certainly be damn’d grateful sooner or later for
a sight of that Holland Society book—and you must let me shoulder the
transportation both ways. Whether I eventually shell out 15 fish for a
personal copy, will form a complex psychological study. Of late, I've
found that of all wild extravagances, antiguarian travel gives biggest
dividends in the way of permanent imaginative enrichment; hence have
become a miser in everything except 'bus fare and YMCA room rent
and guide books. Last spring, just as I hopped off for my Charleston
Jaunt, Loveman offered me a copy of the long-sought “Melmoth” for 10
bucks—but T resolutely passed it up, and really think the sacrifice was
Worth it in view of my 11 days in Charleston and 8 days in Richmond.
But who can say?
Glad that all your houschold enjoyed the Hudson River travelogue. I
4ve my doubts about the commercial availability of such material, since
My style—as well as my basic principles of selection in assembling mate-
f“ﬂ——would seem to me to be one to which the modern world of trade
B antipodally alien and even actively hostile. I have seen some of the
Publications of coach companies—which are stacked for distribution in
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waiting rooms—and have so far found their travel material altogethey
different in tone, atmosphere, and content from mine. Possibly I might
artifically turn out something to suit their needs if I studied those needs
more exactly—indeed, I think that on my next trip I will make a more
systematic collection of this sort of “literature”. Marketing, though, js
easier said than done. Various persons have thought my stuff might fit
the Christian Science Monitor, which has rather a bias toward travel; but
upon examination it appears that Monitor stuff always concerns more
exotic and unusual places than I visit. As a beginner in the art of travel,
I am woefully bound to beaten tracks. ......

Well—I must knock off writing, for my left eye is raising hell. Lately
the nerves or muscles give a kind of twitching or tugging when I focus
it too intently—hope I shan’t have to have an old-time oculistical siege
and take to constantly-worn specs again! But you never can tell about
aged eyes.

Sir, I have ye Honour to Subfcribe my/elf
Yr. most obt., most hble. Servt.,
Theobaldus

448. TO MISS ELIZABETH TOLDRIDGE
Dec. 20, 1930

Dear Miss Toldridge:—

Chesterton has just lectured here, but I did not attend his perfor-
mance. He is a likeable character, but not to be taken seriously in an
intellectual way. There is something almost pathetic in his attempt t0
defend obsolete values & conceptions of the universe—for much as one
may love tradition, it is silly to deny actually discovered facts. G K C 15
clever & entertaining—but the real brains of the modern world lie in
characters like George Santayana, Bertrand Russell, H G Wells, or men
of science like Einstein, Eddington, Jeans, Keith, Millikan, G. Elliott
Smith, & so on. Chesterton would be less out of place if he would stick
to aesthetics & literature & keep clear of philosophy—whose moders
developments he cannot grasp, & which he therefore treats in a spirit
rendered frivolous, irrelevant, & meaningless by the knowledge of to-
day.
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You would probably like Wilder's Bridge—which is clever though
overrated. I admire Sinclair Lewis intensely, for he has the artist’s capac-
ity to apply appropriate emotions to the objects he treats. To regard the
contemporary American scene & its childish ideas without satire would
be impossible for any keen & honest intellect. I agree with Lewis thor-
oughly, though am somewhat bored by his spirit of propaganda & by
the journalistic commonplaceness of his life. .. .. _

As for Einstein—there can be no doubt but that his fame is solidly
founded. Whatever future mathematicians & physicists may discover re-
garding the widest working out of his principles, it seems certain that
the general facts of relativity & curved space are unshakable realities,
without considering which it will be impossible to form any sort of true
conception of the cosmos. There is no point in the archaic attitude of
questioning how the ordered cosmos ‘was evolved out of nothingness’,
for we realise now that there never was or can be such a thing as noth-
ingness. The cosmos always existed & always will exist, its order being a
basic & inseparable function of the mathematical entity called Space-
Time. There is no sense in talking about the “creation” of something
which never needed to be “created”. Such things as “wonder”, “glory”,
&c. are merely subjective reactions of the nervous system of a particular
kind of organisation, & the newer psychology of Freud, Adler, Watson,
Pavlov, &c. has caused these reactons to be very well understood. It is
merely a vestige of primitive ignorance to supply the idea of conscious
petsonality & purpose to the eternal & impersonal congeries of regular
forces & motion-patterns which forms the totality of entity, No—I'm
the last person on earth to be a good astronomer, for I can’t compass the
absolutely necessary mathematics. Mathematics are the O.G. of modern
astronomy. I hoped to be an astronomer when a boy, but saw the fool-
ishness of the idea—in view of my mind & temperament—by the time I
Was well into the 'teens. But of course I still take an active interest in all
such astronomical developments as laymen can understand, & am very
€48er to see the completion of the 200-inch reflector. Nothing even ap-
Proaching that size in my day. Planets beyond Pluto may conceivably be
discovered. T am using Pluto in my new story. Yes—I shall probably use
a rocket voyage sooner or later!

With best holiday wishes—

Yr most oblig’d obt Servt
HPLovecraft
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449. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH

9876 r ‘JL th Pulse-Beat of the

Cosmic Fungus enveloping Yaddith, in the
AFtherless Gulf of Re-entrant Angeles beyond
the 8th Trans-Imaginational Ring of Finite

Continua. A o
WA, oo ®

Dec. 25, 1930
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

... IT still broods sardonically upon ITS pedestal, & each morning
my impression of having heard something in the night grows stronger.
The syllables remaining most strongly in my memory are SRR 7. S
g'wah ...."”, & it occurs to me that this may be part of a terrible cos-
mic name—that which the mildew'd palimpsets of Commoriom, con-
firmed by the unmentionable Pnakotic manuscripts, more or less liberally
render as Tsathoggua, or Sath-og-gwah. There are curious speculations
in the posthumous papers of the late Randolph Carter, regarding the
etymological relationship betwixt the Sath of Sath-og-gwab, & the
Soth of that hideous & indescribable Yog-Soth-oth which Alhazred
mentions with such manifest reluctance in the Necromicon. Truly,
the problems of the scholarly cosmic initiate are multiple, varied, &
complex! ...ocuvus

Yrs in Tsathoggua’s name .

—Ec’h-Pi-El

450. TO AUGUST DERLETH
Saturn’s Day

Decr. 25, 1939
Dear A. W.:—

I certainly do not disagree with you concerning the essential solitude
of the individual, for it seems to me the plainest of all truths that no
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highly organised and freely developed mind can possibly envisage an
external world having much in common with the external world envis-
aged by any other mind. The basic inclinations, yearnings, and ego-satis-
factions of each separate individual depend wholly upon a myriad asso-
ciations, hereditary predispositions, environmental accidents, and so on,
which cannot possibly be duplicated in any other individual; hence it is
merely foolish for anybody to expect himself to be “understood” more
than vaguely, approximately, and objectively by anybody else. For exam-
ple, T am perfectly confident that I could never adequately convey to any
other human being the precise reasons why I continue to refrain from
suicide—the reasons, that is, why I still find existence enough of a com-
pensation to atone for its dominantly burthernsome quality. These rea-
sons are strongly linked with architecture, scenery, and lighting and at-
mospheric effects, and take the form of vague impressions of adventus-
ous expectancy coupled with elusive memory—impressions that certain
vistas, particulary those associated with sunsets, are avenues of approach
to spheres or conditions of wholly undefined delights and freedoms
which I have known in the past and have a slender possibility of know-
ing again in the future. Just what those delights and freedoms are, or
even what they approximately resemble, I could not concretely imagine
t.:o save my life; save that they seem to concern some ethereal quality of
indefinite expansion and mobility, and of a heightened perception
wthich shall make all forms and combinations of beauty simultaneously
visible to me, and realisable by me. I might add, though, that they in-
variably imply a total defeat of the laws of time, space, matter, and en-
ergy—or rather, an individual independence of these laws on my part,
wzh.ereby I can sail through the varied universes of space-time as an in-
v.mPIe vapour might upsetting none of them, yet superior to their
?:;;;atufms an.d IoFal lforrns 9f {naterial organisation, The commonest
. of my 1m.agmat1ve aspx.ratlf)n—that is, the commonest definable
n—is 2 motion backward in time, or a discovery that time is merely
}axﬂ illusion and that the past is simply a lost mode of vision which I
bzze a chance of reco.vering. Now this all sounds damn foolish to any-
b y{m else—and very justly so. There is no reason why it should sound
. ng except damn foohs.h to anyone who has not happened to re-
pr_easely the same series of inclinations, impressions, and back-
gfo'_lnd-unages which the purely fortuitous circumstances of my own es-
Pecial life have chanced to give to me
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You require certain landmarks like your beloved hills and riy.
etbends—and it is only a step from this requirement to the need of 5
certain alignment with the natural traditions and folkways of the socia]
and geographical group to which one belongs. One does not have to
take these traditions and folkways seriously, in an intellectual way, and
one may even laugh at their points of naiveté and delusion—as indeed I
laugh at the piety, narrowness, and conventionality of the New England
background which I love so well and find so necessary to contentment,
But however we may regard such a pattern intellectually, the fact re-
mains that most of us need it more or less as a point of departure for
imaginative flights and a system of guideposts for the establishment of
the illusions of direction and significance. And experience seems to
shew that the only way one can effectively use such a pattern, is to re-
frain from repudiating it so far as the lesser symbolic conformities are
concerned. Of course exceptions exist, and you may very well be one of
them; but for the average person there is a need for personal anchorage
to some system of landmarks larger than the ego yet smaller than the
cosmos-at-large—a system of anchorage which can supply standards of
comparison in the fields of size, nature, distance, direction, and so on, as
demanded for the fulfillment of the normal sense of interest and dra-
matic action. Probably everybody has to have such a system—the differ-
ences being in the way vatious people envisage and express it. Religious
people seek a mystical identification with a system of hereditary myths;
whereas 1, who am non-religious, seek a corresponding mystical identifi-
cation with the only immediate tangible external reality which my per-
ceptions acknowledge—i.e., the continuous stream of a folkways around
me. I achieve this mystical identification simply by a symbolic acceptance

of the minor externals whose synthesis constitutes the surrounding -

stream. 1 follow this acceptance purely for my own personal pleasure—
because I would feel lost in a limitless and impersonal cosmos if I had
no way of thinking of myself but as a dissociated and independent
point. . ..

... It would be foolish to carry the theory of individuality so far as
to imply that certain sights and impressions have not a special group-
significance as well as a special individual significance. We know as 2
matter of common sense that if we confront four individuals—two
Americans and two Chinamen—with any given object or impression
apart from the barest of universals, we shall 7oz have four equally dif-
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ferent reactions. A grouping of reactions, as determined by community
of heritage, will most certainly take place; so that although there will
indeed be four separate responses, these responses will not be equidis-
tant from one another, but will tend to group themselves into American
and Chinese reactions. For example—if we place these four men before
a Gothic cathedral, emotional linkages will exist for both the Americans
which the Chinamen cannot possibly share. It is true that each of the
Americans will have qualities of vision which the other cannot share;
but it is also true that they will collectively have response-tendencies
wholly absent in the Chinamen It would therefore be silly of
me to deem myself simply an individual equidistant from all other indi-
viduals. Clearly, I am hitched on to the cosmos not as an isolated unit,
but as a Teuton-Celt—with large emotional areas which can be shared
with Teutons and Celts but not with others. This being admitted, it is
certainly natural that I should seek a sense of placement and stabilisa-
tion through conscious symbolic alignment with my own Northern peo-
ple. Summing up on this point—the fact is that our individual isolation,
while enormous, is certainly not absolute; its shadowy degree of external
linkage being such that we can neither call ourselves wholly free, nor
feel that we are in any way fully understood. . . .

Well—more later. Merty Christmas! Yr. obt. Grandsire—H.P,

45I. TO AUGUST DERLETH

Decr.
. €cr. 31, 1930

-« It is barely possible that my violin-lesson experience, in which
the nervous strain of enforced practicing became such a nightmare, de-
Yelope.d 2 definite hostility toward the whole idea of music in my child-
:Sh mind—an hostility which sank into the subconscious when the les-
t::1'15 were given up, but which nevertheless lurked as a latent influence

colour all my future feelings and build up a wall of resistance (inter-
E:letEd as indifference when no longer associated with compulsion) and
oniotuhs.ness against the aesthetic appeal of music. . .. It may be said, for
- ng, th.at I had t-he purely mechanical elements of petfect accuracy

thythm in connexion with the cheap tunes which I used to hum and
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whistle in my day. It is impossible for me to whistle out of tune, or ¢,
miss notes by sharping or flattening them. Whatever I do hum, I hyp,
with the mathematical precision of a well-tuned piano. Rhythm, also,
When, at the age of 11, I was a member of the Blackstone Milita

Band, (whose youthful members were all virtuosi on what was calleq
the “zobo”’—a brass horn with a membrane at one end, which would
transform humming to a delightfully brassy impressiveness!) my almost
unique ability to keep time was rewarded by my promotion to the post
of drummer. That was a difficult thing, insomuch as I was also a stap
zobo soloist; but the obstacle was surmounted by the discovery of a
small papier-mache zobo at the toy store, which I could grip with my
teeth without using my hands. Thus my hands were free for drumming
—whilst one foot worked a mechanical triangle-beater and the other
worked the cymbals—or rather, a wire (adapted from a second triangle-
beater) which crashed down on a single horizontal cymbal and made
exactly the right cacophony ... .. much as does the ordinary trap-drum-
mer’s single cymbal attached to the bass-drum. I was surely a versatile
and simultaneous musician in my day—and on my plane. Had jazz-
bands been known at that remote aera, I would certainly have qualified
as an ideal general-utility-man—capable of working rattles, cow-bells,
and everything that two hands, two feet, and one mouth could handle.
Ah, me—the days that are no more! Seriously, though, I do not think
that music could ever be a prime outlet for my imagination, no matter
how urbanely my taste might respond to development if freed from the
early violin-barrier. The fact is, that my imagination is almost wholly
visual, so that nothing very far removed from the potentially pictorial

could make a very big dent in me. I am what the psychologists call “‘eye-

minded”—I had rather write or read than talk or hear, and simply can-
not understand my aunt’s fondness for lectures. . . . .

Yr. Obt. Servt. HP
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452. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH
Jan. 1931
Shrine of Nng, in The Temple of Infra-
Red Vapour on The Doomed Nebula
Zlykariob, in the Hour of the Tor-
tuting of The Worm Bgnghaa-Ythu-
Yaddith
Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

Specialised fiction magazines are certainly multiplying & entering nar-
row fields to an extent almost unbelievable. I wouldn’t be in the least
surprised to see Undertaking Stories or True Plumber's Tales—to say
nothing of Garbage-Collecting Adventures & Real Newsboy Mysteries
—on the stands any day. How many of these things survive, I'm sure I
have no idea; for I make no attempt whatever to keep track of them. If
the geographic idea gains ground, we shall see such things as Norih-
western California Stories, True Southern Massachusetts Crimes, New-
foundland Fishing Tales, & so on. Far East Adventure Stories is a new
one on me! I've never had a close-up glimpse of a “tabloid”, either—
except in stacks on news stands or in the greasy paws of the New York
subway rabble. But I guess they represent just about the nadir of printed
material —if not quite the lowest & most exhaustively contemptible
form of human activity. Wouldn't say that writing for these & for the
Macfadden rags is an art, but I would call it an exact science—a very
genuine instance of the practical business application of complex & sub-
tle psychological principles in reaching a public the reverse of complex
or subtle,

Yours for the formula that is 70t in Olan’s Latin Text
—Ec’h-Pi-El
Guardian of the Black Flame of Nng & Yeb.
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453, TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
January 1931

To Selenkos Nikator Ptolemaios Philadelphos sends greetings:—

Thanks prodigiously for the illustrated extracts, both of which go in-
stantly into my files. And, let me remark, those files are now restored to
the semi-coherent state of 1927 by virtue of an exhausting cleaning and
sorting compaign from which I have only just emerged. You would not
call this state coherent at all—for it merely consists of the rough dump-
ing of certain basic classes (such as astronomy, archaeology, Providence,
etc., etc.) into some 20 or so boxes or envelopes—but it’s all the classifi-
cation I'll bother with. It’s a relief to have the circumambient cluttering
a bit abated. My room doesn't show any external change; but many a
corner heap is done away with, and I managed to throw away about a
ton of accumulated odds and ends.

Yr. obt.
Ptolemaeus

454. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON
3d Day before the Kalends of Iannarius

January, 1931
Daedalian Diamond of Dynamick Diversity:—

.. So that wa'nt graphite after all! Coal, eh? Fancy coal in a coal
mine—who cou'd have expected it? The old boys that started diggin’
wa'nt so wrong in theory after all—and who the hell cates for a sordid
trifle like utility? If the coal doesn’t burn, that'’s all the more aeconomi-
cal. You don’t have to replenish your bins each year, and can use the
jack to spend the October-April period in Jamaica or Barbadoes! . . .

How tell was you to know Arminius was Jonckheer van Talman?
Why, Sir, thro’ simple historick background-elements of association.
You behold the name Arminius, and as a theologically inclin'd
minister’s son at once think of that celebrated Dutch theologian of the
Reformation—James Arminius, whose unlatinis’d name was Hermann
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ot something of that sort. Rather famous gink—spawn'd 1560, croak’d
1609. Well—of all us gangsters, who'd be most likely to pick a Latin-
is'd Dutch name to match the sundry Latinisations unofficially repre-
sented by Mortonius, Theobaldus, Belnapius, Samuelus, and so on?
Why, naturally, our only Dautch member—Wilfredus van Talman, scion
of Talemas, Blanvelts, Bogard:, and all the other contemplative bur-
ghers, patroons, and jonckheers of the lower Hudson Valley
Speaking of His Majesty’s American Provinces—I am now on p. 65
of my history-travelogue of QUEBECK, yet have progress'd no further
than the defeat of the rebels under Arnold and Montgomery on Dec.
31, 1775, and their subsequent explusion from Canada! The theme so
ingulphs my imagination—filling it with historick panoramas and send-
ing it off on side-excursions contributory to the general background—
that rapid progress or concise compass is impossible. As it is, no one
save myself will ever have the patience to read the thing through—a
circumstance which does not vastly worty or even interest me. God Save
the King! Rule, Britannia! Certainly, it was like a rebirth—or a delay'd
first birth—to set foot on soil still loyal to our natural social-political-cul-
tural stream, and I wish to Heaven I might die with the old Union Jack
of my fathers floating over me. How I would envy you that Toronto
sojourn if it weren't at this time of year! I may yet end up in Bermuda,
British Honduras, Trinidad, Calcutta, or some place where a decent cli-
mate and Britannick supremacy are combin’d!
You need reading or conversation with your meals.
Why? What bartier shuts you off from the flood of pleasing and en-
grossing imaginative associations which the inner life brings up when
specific external impressions are withheld? What ultimate extreme of
extroversion makes necessary a choice betwixt imported ideas and a
mere chaos or blank? Under the same circumstances—i.e., a solitary
meal—the average person has a thousand things to busy him pleasantly.
He can be revolving and rearranging previous mental or imaginative
images—or, as is more common in a relaxation-period, he can be giving
his imagination free rein to weave fantastic associations around the cas-
ual objects impinging on his consciousness—the articles of food, the
table utensils, any distinctive decorations or personal types that may be
Present, and so on. The food and silver themselves are enough for an
active imagination. Endless chains of fantasy can form themselves
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around even a spoon. Spoon . ... silver .... pewter
vere ... . silver-mines buried silver plate
pirates shilling ... argentum .... ‘a'pyupos ... Pheidon of
AEgina . ... drachma . ... denarius . ... the Lydians . ... Bithynia .
TIKAAYAIOE KAIZSAPEEBAZTO TITPANHZ
silver goblets . ... silver censers and cressets
silver columns .... silver domes and spires .... the silver
spires and belfries of QUEBECK flash of sun on bayonets
WOLFE . ... God Save the King but this is only the tame, nar-
row start of a real train of associations. And the same with food—coffee
Arabia . ... Haroun al Raschid . ... the Golden Road to Samar-
cowsn Vathek Palace of Eblis Sinbad the Roc
the ghouls Java Malay Priests ... Angkor . ...
silence and mystery the carving that only the moon dares look
Brazil steaming jungle the hieroglyp'd
stone that none dares decipher Brasil Hy-Brasil
Isles of the Blest Stonehenge
waving cane Louisiana
La Salle Tonty of the Iron Hand good old
days that were gates that seemed to open to farther
mysteries of the west . .. Morro Castle John
Carter’s broadside of 1762, printed at Shakespear’s-Head: Morro-Castle
taken by Storm the Province Gazette and Country-Journal, Con-
taining the Freshest Advices, Both Foreign and Domestick .......
Antilles Martinecco . ... Obadiah Brown
groes, and molasses Lotd Timothy Dexter . ...

warming-pans
Vermont Barbadoes Antillia . ... Atlantis

Poseidonis Lemuria . ... R'lyeh the temples of orichalch
and the columns of chrysoberyl chrysoprase ..... crocodilite
Cumberlandite James Ferdinand Plantagenet
terson William Paterson of N. Jersey who killed Billy
Patterson down went McGinty After the Ball
Grover Cleveland the Yellow Book a long way from
sugar, but that's what association will do. If you don’t believe it, read
Ed Poe’s introduction to Murders in the Rue Morgue. Or take beef stew
—herds of cattle buffalo Sioux . . Troquois
“What do you hunt?” “We hunt men!” *“Ugh! you have found them!”
Count Frontenac sacred buffaloes
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steaming, shallow rivers in the sun South Africa
known Zimbabwe Crowns of Upper and Lower AEgyptus
Trivacria Oxen of Helios Apis ...... the imme-
the Cow-Chase Maj. John André
Neutral ground Sir Henry
Tappan . ...
the old man killed on his chest of gold “the low-
ing herd winds slowly o’er the lea” common pasturage
Weybosset Neck wharves keep the homecoming cows
from getting ashore on the Towne Streets Great Bridge 1711
Market House 773 Baptist Steeple 1775
“Confound their Politicks” Nichols’ Dairy Borden's
Challenge Milk hamburg and onions
Or take roast lamb Charles Lamb Kleiner
negroes 6uAGOpIE OVAORGPNTOG
“dark curling locks o’er fleecd his bending head, o’er
which a promontary shoulder spread” ...... Melanochraic Aryan
Thyssis . ... sheep on Sicilian slopes ... .. “Where were ye,
Nymphs, O where, while Daphnis pin’d? In fair Penéns or in Pindus’
glens? For great Anapus’ stream was not your haunt, nor AEtna’s cliff,
nor Aeis’ sacred rill” Tityre, tu patulae recubans sub tegmine
“Is wool thy care? let not thy cattle go where bushes are,
where burrs and thistles grow” J. Dryden, Esqr Astraea
God Save the King John Clarke and the Charter of
1663 ..... sheep on the hills behind Newport the Gothick
Jason .... Golden Fleece
Annaens Seneca Prosperum ac felix scelus virtus vocatur
“Frustrate their knavish Tricks” Mary had a little lamb
Sterling, in His Majty’s Province of the Massachusetts Bay
shepherd boy, he seeks no better name” “on airy downs the shep-
herd idling lies, and sees tomorrow in the marbled skies”
gather'd flocks are in the wattled pen innumerous prest”
Jt'mmy Thomson, Jemmy Thomson O! ...... “no line which, dying,
he cow’d wish to blot” “for we were nuts’d upon the self-same
hill, fed the same flock by fountain, shade, and «ill” “the jolly
Sh_epherd that was of yore is now nor jolly nor shepherd more”
Kimball's All-Wool Suits, $9.c0. Estab. 1857. Give the Boys Fits
fleece . ... clouds “sheep with moist wool, slain by
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the arrows of the sun Aries, the Ram
Traianus batter'd gates Amen-Ra
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“the master ram at last approach’d the gate, charg’'d with his
wool, and with Ulysses’ fate” cyclopean ma.
Pelasgi Paschal Lamb
Ram’s Horn AgnusDei ......... “abroad in the meadows to
see the young lambs run sporting about by the side of their dams with
fleeces so clean and so white” Epitaphium Viri Venerabilis
Dom. N. Mather, carmine lapidario conscriptum juter Nov-
Anglos theologiae tyrocinia fecit “the Lion Bold the Lamb doth
“the little Lamb doth skip and play, always merry, always
gay “I love to see the lambs at play, they hop so spry and seem
so gay; they nip the grass and then are seen to chase their playmates
round the green” the Wolf and the Lamb “then let him
bear away with him the imperishable coverlet, the fleece glittering with
tufts of gold” Hark! with fresh rage and undiminish’d fire the
sweet enthusiast smites the British lyre some to the thicket of
the forest flock, and some for shelter seek the hollow rock”
“my name is Norval; on the Grampian Hills my father feeds his flocks;
a frugal swain” “Harpalus and eke Carin were herdmen both
yfere” “and he shall set the sheep on the right hand”
“for they’d left their tails behind them” ...... “in that Countrie are
white Hens without Feathers, but they beare white Wools as Sheepe doe
heare” “1000 sheep jumping a stone wall” “nor iron
bars a sheep-pen” Sheepshead Bay ...... Emmons Ave.
stink of fish
Neck Road Stillwell House Milestone
834 miles to Brockland Ferry flat marshlands, creeks,
waving sedge, flutter of marsh birds curved cottage roofs . ...
east winds sighing of Old Holland mutton-chop whiskers
Victorian aera progress and optimism “grow old and on
the bum, the worst is yet to come” ... .. “High on the top the manly
corse they lay, and well-fed sheep and sable oxen slay”
O Gawd! who wants to tote a newspaper to Westermarck-
Sailahead’s when all this comes out of a sixty-five cent order of roast
lamb? Well, anyhow, you prob’ly get what I mean. The big idea is that

(1]

Gerritsen Tide-mill 1688 Avenue
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o constant, testless chase after new things prevents one from getting a
kick out of the correlation, rearrangement, juggling, and marshalling of
the stuff already inside the 1i'l' ol’ bean. .. After all, the purpose of
acquiring impressions is to build up a background of reference-points
which shall make one think one understands the cosmos in part, and
which does indeed orient one sufficiently to local phenomena to allow
for a very pleasurable ego-projection. But only certain types of impres-
sions contribute to this background—hence the wise guy tries to see
what is merely sterile and superficial (that is, what merely amuses for
the moment without deepening one’s inner imaginative resources) in
order to cut out such deadwood. Also, he guards against the accumula-
tion of any sort of material beyond the amount he can emotionally di-
gest—i.e., make part of a subjective pageantry which shall create for
him the desiderate sense of adventurous expectancy and ego-expansion.
A smattering of many things—or even a thorough knowledge of many
things if unaccompanied by the leisure to ruminate on these things and
utilise them emotionally—is far less gratifying than a deeply assimilated
knowledge of two or three things. For example—it is clear from all
evidence that the encyclopaedic Greek scholars, like Parson and Jowett,
do not even approach the degree of true Hellenism experienc’d by such
a single-track dreamer as John Keats. . .. Certainly, one needs a wide
general knowledge for correlative purposes; but this having been gain’'d
in outline, it is best to specialise in a few things, so that one may not
miss the supremely satisfying experience of following up avenues to
such a length as to reach opened doors and patticipate in the life of
previously unattained worlds of recaptured reality or imaginative expan-
sion. This is the secret of the poet as distinguished from the prosaicist—
the symbol-dreamer and image-singer as distinguish'd from the chroni-
dler and classifier.

Now the trickiest catch in the negro problem is
the fact that it is really twofold. The black is vastly inferior. There can
bf’-‘ 0o question of this among contemporary and unsentimental biolo-
gists—eminent Europeans for whom the prejudice-problem does not ex-
I5t. But, it is also a fact that there would be a very grave and very legiti-
f’?afe problem even if the negro were the white man's equal. For the
stmple fact is, that rwo widely dissimilar races, whether equal or not,
cannot peaceably coexist in the same territory until they are either uni-
formly mongrelised or cast in folkways of permanent and traditional
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personal aloofness. No normal being feels at ease amidst a populatiop
having vast elements radically different from himself in physical aspect
and emotional responses. A normal Yankee feels like a fish out of water
in a crowd of cultivated Japanese, even though they may be his menta]
and aesthetic superiors; and the normal Jap feels the same way in 5
crowd of Yankees. This, of course, implies permanent association. We
can all »isit exotic scenes and like it—and when we are young and unso.
phisticated we usually think we might continue to like it as a regular
thing. But as years pass, the need of old things and usual influences—
home faces and home voices—grows stronger and stronger; and we
come to see that mongrelism won't work. We require the environing
influence of a set of ways and physical types like our own, and will sac-
rifice anything to get them. Nothing means anything, in the end, except
with reference to that continuous immediate fabric of appearances and
experiences of which one was originally a part; and if we find ourselves
ingulphed by alien and clashing influences, we instinctively fight against
them in pursuit of the dominant freeman's average quota of legitimate
contentment. Naturally, if a race wants to submit to the fantastic martry-
dom of mongrelisation for an agonising period of centuries, there will
emerge a new composite race and culture whose members will have at-
tained a new homogeneity—and therefore a new and satisfying equilib-
rium. But who cares to sacrifice himself for the sake of this hypothetical
future race—a race as genuinely foreign and meaningless to him as the
Peruvians would have been to the Greeks, or as the Thibetans are to
ourselves? All that any living man normally wants—and all that any
man worth calling such will stand for—is as stable and pure a perpetua-
tion as possible of the set of forms and appearances to which his value-
perceptions are, from the circumstances of moulding, instinctively at-
tuned. That is all there is to life—the preservation of a framework
which will render the experience of the individual apparently relevant
and significant, and therefore reasonably satisfying, Here we have the
normal phenomenon of race-prejudice in a nutshell—the legitimate
fight of every virile personality to live in a world where life shall seem
to mean something Just how the black and his tan pe-
numbra can ultimately be adjusted to the American fabric, yet remains
to be seen. It is possible that the economic dictatorship of the future can
work out a diplomatic plan of separate allocation whereby the blacks
may follow a self-contained life of their own, avoiding the keenest hard-
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SE
ships of inferiority through a reduc_ed number of poin.ts of contact with
the whites. This, indeed, is grudgingly and pfagmatically seen by' th‘e
author of your negrophile extract. No one wishes them any mtrll'.lSlC
harm, and all would rejoice if a way were found to ameliorate such .dlﬂi-
culties as they have without imperilling the structure of the dominant
fabric. It is a fact, however, that sentimentalists exaggerate the woes of
the average negro. Millions of them would be perfectly content with a
servile status if good physical treatment and amusement could be as-
sured them, and they may yet form a well-managed agricultural peas-
antry. The real problem is the quadroon and octoroon—and still lighter
shades. Theirs is a sorry tragedy, but they will have to find a special
place. What we can do is to discourage the increase of their numbers.by
placing the heaviest possible penalties on miscegenation, and arousing
as much public sentiment as possible against lax customs and attitudes—
especially in the inland South—at present favouring the melancholy and
disgusting phenomenon. All told, T think the modern American is
pretty well on his guard, at last, against racial and cultural mongrelism.
There will be much deterioration, but the Nordic has a fighting chance
of coming out on top in the end. I wish we were equally on our guard
against the subtler decadence due to economic and mechanical overturns
—the shifting and cheapening of standards, and the reduction of life to
a crude and colourless quantitative basis, which has come from the im-
pact of science, invention, and organisation upon a group too widely
severed from its normal European heritage! Neo-America will probably
be Nordic, but it will not be our country in any real sense; since its
thread of emotional continuity with us is daily becoming thinner and
more merely nominal. The alienage, of course, will not be as great as if
the new institutions sprang from foreign blood-impulses and foreign
heritages; but it will be sufficiently great to outrage most of our stan-
dards and sensibilities, and preclude any feeling of ease or kinship be-
twixt us and the commercial-mechanical-collectivistic neo-Americans.
We shall have to cling to our few coastal strongholds as long as possible
—and it will be up to our grandsons to decide whether to go back to
England and resume the normal original allegiance, or to go over to the
€nemy and form part of a turbulent future folk-fabric incomprehensible
t0 us. T wish devoutly that New England could slip out of the mess by
8etting amicably transferred to the Dominion of Canada. The trade-
mad neo-Americans have no liking for us, and love to regard us as deca-
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dent and obsolete. Only a month ago a big-business leader urged Cqy.
necticut to cut loose from New England and join its social, fiscal, ang
commercial fortunes to the New-York area. The best thing we could 4,
would be to cede New-York a bit of southwestern Connecticut and put
the whole Federal farce of 1789 behind us. Culturally, geographically,
and economically we belong with the Dominion of Canada as an exten.
sion of the English-speaking maritime provinces. We need Canada as 5
buttress for our threatened and invaded institutions, and Canada needs
us for a thousand economic reasons. As it is, Canada has only one first.
class year-round Atlantic port—Halifax—and is forced to use New
London and Portland as termini for her transcontinental trunk lines,
Canada’s tragedy is a semi-uninhabitable climate; and if New England
were to join her, our towns would soon be the seat of the choicest En-
glish-Canadian life and culture. Boston, Providence, Worcester, Spring-
field, Hartford, and New Haven would leave Toronto, Winnipeg, and
Halifax far behind; and it might be possible to get rid of most of our
foreigners by subsidising their emigration to the more highly industrial-
ised area of neo-America. Of course we would be open to French-Cana-
dian invasion—as we are already—but it couldn’t be much worse than it
is. Tactful governmental measures could check any wholesale descent of
Quebec habitants—recognising the St. Lawrence valley as historically
and as logically theirs, just as Newfoundland, New-Brunswick, Nova-
Scotia, New-England, Ontatio, and the Canadian West arc historically
and logically ours. God! What wouldn’t T give to see the old flag go up
again over the white belfry of Providence’s 1761 Colony-House, whence
it was treasonably lower'd on the 4th of May, 1776! God Save the
King! An health to His Majty's Colony of Rhode-Island and Provi-
dence-Plantations! . ..

The Hergesheimer article is at once amusing and thought-provoking
—being as it is the complex product of a mind at once touched with
naive, superficial snobbery, and powerful in its attempt to grope for
some solution of the problem of values. ........

But the boy does shew a true and penetrant thoughtfulness when he
adumbrates the perpetual problem of immediate practical values—the
problem of how to get the most enjoyment and least suffering out of the
wearisome incident of conscious existence—the problem of what in hell
to do with oneself apart from the necessities of food, warmth, and lodg-
ing. This is really a tremendously deep and significant matter which has
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ot yet received sufficient attention of. a truly scI'mlarly solrt; a matter

ite apart from the objectively scientific and eplistemoiogmai problez_‘n
of “what is anything.” This separate problem might be summed up in
such a query as “What now?" “What of it?” or "Wh‘ere do we go fr.or.n
here?’'—a query asking for information on the relative sense and Sful-
ness, emotional profit and empty meaninglessness, of any one possTbIe
course of action and manners as compared with any other possible
course. What is pleasure? What is interest? What is the least damn
foolish thing to do with oneself? To what degree can any one person’s
pleasure be any other person’s—and conversely, to what degree can any
one person get pleasure apart from patterns including other persons’
ideas of pleasure? Where does the usefulness of convention, with its
mercifully devised reference-points and arbitrary illusions of value, be-
gin to be overbalanced by its restrictive and meaningless side? How far
can pomp and ceremony be carried in the promotion of one's feeling of
significance and adventurous expectancy, without setting up an ironic
reaction based on the essential meaningless of all human expression and
activity? To what extent can the gestures of superiority be stimulating,
when separated from the intellectual and aesthetic actualities on which
the concept of superiority is based? Where does elegance leave off being
a gateway to contentment and imaginative excitation, and become a mat-
ter of affectation, mockery, and even downright ennui and tyranny?
What is the boundary betwixt the well-ordered self-expression and
proudly non-encroaching reticence which form the natural life of a gen-
tleman, and the devotion to form for form'’s sake which marks the artifi-
cial and meaningless “society person”? What is the least silly and least
empty thing to do at any given moment or under any given set of cir-
cumstances when economic necessity is not present? To what extent can
actual pleasure be derived from a ceremonial assumption of pleasure?
To what extent is any pleasure possible without the existence of a cere-
Monial or at least conventional tradition of what constitutes pleasure?
V_Vhat is the real relationship of any given social form to the subtle fab-
Bic of race-continuity without which we would die or go mad from
homesickness? How genuine and satisfying is the ego-exaltation based
on artificial and backgroundless social standing; as distinguish’d from
the hereditary social standing involving the poetry of historic symbolism
and Pageantry, or the aesthetic social standing based on an appreciation
ot beaUty in objects, scenes, forms, relationships, and institutions? Con-
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versely, how far does actual aesthetic status, or ancestral position, satisfy
the ego when unsupported by arbitrary dicta? Likewise, how far cap
social position (real or arbitrary) satisfy one without concomitant eco.
nomic solidity and physical luxury? And how far can wealth and luxury
satisfy without good birth, aesthetic cultivation, or arbitrary social recog-
nition? And how far can any one answer to any of these questions be
taken as a general truth? Into what groups—or with what individua]
differences—can people be classified regarding their ego-reactions in
these matters? What is solid and what is flimsy for any one person—or
is any classification of experience and standards into solid and flimsy
categories valid? And does the same person feel the same set of emo.
tional criteria for any considerable period, or under any considerable
variety of conditions? To what extent are the standards and pleasure-
sources of the present generation more, or less, solidly rational and per-
manently markable than the standards and pleasure-sources of our—and
Hergesheimer's—generation? To what extent has the main stream of
Anglo-American culture and sodally approved folkways failed to create
an atmosphere mentally and emotionally satisfying to the majority of
normally brilliant and sensitive individuals? To what extent is any pos-
sible deficiency related to recently enlarged and rectified perspectives,
and recently changed conditions of travel and daily life? To what extent
were cultural forms ever satisfying? To what depth does dissatisfaction
go? What sort of graph might be plotted to depict our (a) satisfaction
and (b) average conformity in cultural matters from 1660 to 1931?
What is the real validity, from the standpoint of permanent emotional
satisfaction, of a retreat from the problem of personal pattern-placement
and a quest for ego-expansion through intellectual and aesthetic assimi-

lations and expressions not dependent on group-relationships? To what |

extent do people differ in their capacity for such non-social
satisfactions ? What is the real validity from the same emotional stand-
point, of social relationships involving individual criteria at variance
with the dominant instinctive standards of the group, or the standards
based on heredity or intrinsic quality? To what extent does insincere
and unsatisfying self-delusion animate such ostensible substitute-place-
ments? To what extent do people differ in their capacity for non-aristo-
cratic or otherwise aesthetically and intellectually inferior social satisfac-
tions? What is the real validity, from the same standpoint, of a retreat
from pattern-placement problems to simplicity and crudeness, and the
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erection of a scornful defence mechanism? To what extent can animal
satisfactions replace emotional and imaginative satisfactions? Effect of
age on replacement-capaaty? '-I'o what extent can acqulsxt}veness reglzi'ce
emotional and imaginative satisfactions? As compared with the validity
of these escapes and retreats in relation to pattern-placement problems,
what is their respective emotional validity in relation to the subtler
P:oblems of cosmic futility, unsatisfied mental curiosity, and the ungra-
tifisble yearning for perfect beauty and the fulfilment of adventurous
expectancy? How far is the old myth of religious and ethical values able
to provide satisfying illusions for intelligent and educated adults ? Effect
of age on illusion-capacity ? Effect of temperament—mental, emotional,
aesthetic, and imaginative—on illusion-capacity? What is the permanent
gratification-value of mental impression-crowding—hobbies, artificial
interests, constant and varied travel, perfunctory reading? Effect of
temperament on gratification-capacity? What is the permanent gratifica-
tion-value of emotional grouping and arranging—as when one links an
emotion toward a scene, person, idea, event, or pursuit to another scene,
person, idea, event or pursuit, in order to heighten the gusto of one’s
emotional enjoyment of either or both? Effect of temperament on grati-
fication-capacity ? God, what a mess! I guess cyanide’s the most sensible
thing after all! But the point is that Joe really gets the big idea that
there /s a problem, which is more than most poor simps do. It gives one
a pain in the neck to see how even the most studious and well-regarded
psychologists glide over this fundamental and perpetual problem of
making the boredom of consciousness bearable. Their various modes of
over-simplification seem so god damn naive that one wonders how they
ever came to make any significant researches at all. One wise old bird
teduces all pleasure to the erotic—but doesn’t do a curst thing to ex-
Plain the continued boredom and dissatisfaction of the rounder or po-
tentate who has all the diversified flapper experience he can collect. An-
?the: shrewd bimbo reduces the whole business to the sense of superior-
ity, and thinks that a high place (real or subjective) “in the group” is
the thing we're all scrambling after. But gawd—what a lot he dodges
Wl}eH he fails to define what group (out of an infinite number of con-
Ceivable group-images in the subject’s mind) he’s talking about! A third
*Matt Alec thinks work—expression—fulfilment through creation—is
the t?aing, Oh, yeah? Just define the quality and extent of work or ex-
Pression meant ? Not so good? And how about the abject misery of those
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who have succeeded best in creation and self-expression? It's a great life
—and I don’t blame Javabead Joe for collecting all the fun he can in ki
own way, even if that way does seem a bit artificial and superficial to 5
weary old cynick. At least he senses the complexity of human frustg,.
tion, bewilderment, and directionlessness, and doesn’t tty to achieve ap
optimistic and all-simplifying smirk by affirming a hash of goddam copy.
book crap that ain’t so! Good ol’ Joe—let's all drink ourselves happy
like Richd Bale, Gent. of Balisand!

As for the final enclosure—"emergent evolution”—I don’t think it
means very much—any more than the widely advertised suspension of
causation due to the quantum theory means much. As sober physicists
are shewing, the quantum dope doesn’t mean that any conceivable group
of specific causes can produce more than one inevitable effect; but
merely that we have no possible means of detecting the intra-atomic dif-
ferences in two or more sets of causes, each set producing one inevitable
effect, which are really different but which appear the same to all con-
ceivable analytical methods. The same causes always produce the same
one effect—but we can't tell certain types of almost-but-not-quite-identi-
cal causes apart, hence can’t tell which of several possible sets of ante-
cedents produced it; although (and popular expositors tend to forget
this) only one set could really have done so. Well—it's the same way
about this “emergent evolution” business, which I'll bet was suggested
by the quantum theory. We know damn well that atoms are such com-
plex systems that the union of dissimilar ones produces molecular at-
rangements whose properties are utterly unrelated to the properties of
the molecular arrangements which each kind of constituent atom forms
with its own kind. O, K.—but what of it? True, we can’t predict the
new sort of arrangement from considering the properties of each con-
stituent; but that arrangement is just as inevitable, and just as closely
linked to the latent properties of each constituent, as if we cox/d so pre-
dict it! Only an ostrich could consider causation suspended because we
can't see it working! And from wide chemical observation, we know
about what types of differences between compounds and constituents arc
customary—know, without finding anything especially new or revolu-
tionary in the knowledge. Who but a naive and sentimental ass bothers
about man’s crude, meaningless wishes in the matter of free-will and
significant purpose? Of course, the new and unpredictable constantly
appears—but it was all fixed beforehand, whether we knew it or not.
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UndoﬂthdlY= living protoplasm is such a “new” product ifl relation to
its inorganic antecedents—but what of it? We alwa}r? realis’d aslm}lch
with the Possible exception of a group of very literal materialists,
wholly dominated by Spencer, toward the close of the XIX century!

Yr. obt. Servt.,
®cofahdog
Theobaldus

455. TO AUGUST DERLETH
Jany. 16, 1931
Dear A. W.:—

....... Today I get along with a maximum expense of $15.00 per
week, not counting the reckless antiquarian trips to which I irresponsi-
bly blow myself about once a year. And this is not any squalid getting-
along, either—indeed, I'd feel damn lucky if I could always be sure of
the hebdomadal fifteen which makes the present standard possible. It is
a matter of caution and deliberation in the selection and preservation of
things, and in the judicious quest for lodgings at once cheap and in a
reasonably select neighbourhood. In the course of years, by a system of
trial and error, one learns what nourishing and palatable food is cheap-
est, and what system of clothes-choosing is likely to make replacements
as far apart as possible. One learns, too, how to make public libraries
serve instead of indiscriminate book-buying. $15.00 per week will float
any man of sense in a very tolerable way—lodging him in a cultivated
neighbourhood if he knows how to look for rooms (this one rule,
though, breaks down in really megalopolitan centres like New York—
but it will work in Providence, Richmond, or Charleston, and would
Probably work in most of the moderate-sized cities of the northwest)
keeping him dressed in soberly conservative neatness if he knows how
'_:0 choose quiet designs and durable fabrics among cheap suits, and feed-
g him amply and palatably if he is not an epicurean crank, and if he
does not attempt to depend upon restaurants. One must have a kitchen-
alcove and obtain provisions at grocery and delicatessen prices rather

AN pay cafes and cafeterias the additional price they demand for more
*€tvice. Of course, this applies only to the single man. My one venture
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into matrimony ended in the divorce-court for reasons 98% financiy]
But if one expects to be a man of letters one has to sacrifice something
—and for anybody of reasonably ascetic temperament the interests anq
freedoms of imaginative and creative life more than overbalance the 44.
vantages of domesticity. $8.00 to $10.00 a week will get a very good.
sized room in the best of neighbourhoods in the smaller cities, anq
$3.00 per week sees me fully fed. My dinners cost about 25¢ each, (5
typical one—1/ 1b. veal loaf at delicatessen, 11¢; 15 Ib. potato salad,
8¢; cake for dessert, 2¢; coffee—using condensed milk—averaging
215¢) and my breakfast-lunches perhaps ro¢—a couple of doughnuts,
cheese, and coffee. This is all I would eat even if wealthy, and it is just
as palatable as the average programme. I also use Campbell’s soups, 10¢
per can, and other inexpensive accessories. Then of course, now and
then one blows oneself to a good restaurant gorge. As for clothing—buy
plain designs, be careful of them, don’t wear them out around the house
when you can just as well be wearing any old spare rags, and you'll be
astonished at the length of time they’ll last. The important thing is to
choose suits and overcoats so plain that no changes of style will make
them conspicuous. I have an old topcoat (now relegated to rainy-day
use) which I bought early in 1909)—probably before you were born.
My regular winter overcoat was bought in 1915, and my present top-
coat in 1917—in April, just after National Guard doctors had denied
me the honour of olive-drab habiliments. Of my suits—I always have
four, a good heavy, a good light, and a second-best of each weight—
three were purchased in 1925, and the other (scarcely used as yet) in
1928. None cost above $25.00 (although the overcoats did, since they
date from the fringe of my “better days.”) If I hadn’t been robbed of

all my clothing in a Brooklyn burglary in 1925, I'd have some still more -

venerable costume reliques. Laundry is an item which perplexes the be-
ginner in economy, but one soon learns to have everything but shirts
and collars done at a cheap “rough dry” laundering rate—and morc,
one gradually picks up a facility in home laundering. The only way I
ever take my long trips with a single small valise is by doing a good
part of my own washing in YMCA lavatories and drying the results of
chair-backs and opened dresser drawers. Shoeleather wears fast, but the
wise man can make splendid $6.60 replacements at a Regal Store. I
don’t get shoes more than once in two years. And there are chain-stores
like Truly Warner's where $3.50 will get you as good a felt hat as you

SEL
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could wish for—one, too, that will last a couple of years. For straws, the
sagacious pauper waits till the end of a season before buying his next
ear’s specimen. One solitary dollar got me my 1931 straw (easily a

$3.00 one) last August. ....

Regards and best wishes—
HPL

456. TO MAURICE W. MOE
Jan. 18, 1931

Magister Sapientiae:—

.. The material of solid literature is life, and whatever is in life
must be in solid literature, This is an absolute necessity, because we can
never achieve authenticity in depiction unless we recognise genuine
rather than feigned motivations. When science tells us that this or that
cause produces this or that effect, or when mere observation reveals that
this or that element occupies this or that proportion in the thoughts and
acts of a given character, there is absolutely nothing for an author to do
but set the facts down. Otherwise he gives a false and confusing fake—
a phantom shadow without relation to life, art, or anything else—which
is far more harmful and reprehensible than any amount of unpleasant
truth could be. Victorian “literature” foisted on the reader a whole
faked world of impossible thoughts, values, motivations, and proportions
which did nobody any good and accomplished no result save that of
making life a thousandfold harder to understand than it ever was before
—not that the job was ever especially easy, at that! Evety person
brought up in the Victorian tradition has remained more or less of an
intellectual and emotional cripple unless he instinctively resisted the poi-
S0 in youth or cast if off by dint of vast travail in later life. If you want
2 damn good definition of a fotal loss, it is the Victorian's pretence at
Pottraying life through art! Actually, the sound brains of the Victorian
Period all went into pure science. It is there that we see the “lost age”
tedeemed—and redeemed damn well, too, for there’s no denying the
tremendous power of thought that went into the nineteenth century’s
8teat literal onslaught against the unknown. When we want to take off
S8E hats to somebody in side-whiskers and barrel pants we don’t have
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far to go—Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall, Faraday, Lecky, Lubbock, Kely;
Clark Maxwell, Tylor, Frazer, Haeckel, Freud, Mill, Buckle,’Herbm’
Spencer, Mendelejeff, Mendel, Inatrefages, Geoffroy St. Hilaire Geilfrt
Kirchhoff—hell! the woods are full of ’em—we’d be damn gl,ad of -
fine a bunch today! But the fact is, that all this profound truth-delvir?s
1?vas through the medium of literal intellection and not through a}'ﬁ;;ﬁ
interpretation. That is the whole key to the nineteenth century. Tt wag
profound and literal and esoteric in its approach to truth—keeping it
facts in the classroom and the laboratory, but sedulously excluding ther;
from the studio and the drawing-room. Life was regarded as somethin
to be analysed by scientists and historians, but hidden from everybodg
elf:e. Art and literature were left to fakers and sentimentalists and doc)-(
trinaires until the sanifying revolt of Swinburne and Samuel Butler (of
”Er-ewhon”) and Wilde—itself grotesque in many ways—let in a little
brains and fresh air and cleared the way for a fresh start. Ah, me! I
think the reason I have such a love for science is that I was bom’towa::d
the. tail end of an aesthetick tradition which no adult could take
lsenously ..... and which I certainly never took seriously, since T gave
it 2 nose-thumbing from the start and went back to the daylight of the
exghtt?cnth century! Anyhow—all that is past. Now we know again, as
we did in the sane days before Victoria, that no subject exists wb’icb
cannot be setiously treated in literature. There are no exceptions—in-
deed, there could be no exceptions according to any soundly imper-
sonal and universal view of the organic history of this
21 1) U Even now I have no use for a fellow who simply
sets out to.violate people’s inherited sensibilities for no adequate reason
~—Isuch swine as you'll see listed in book-catalogues under the euphe-
mism of “curiosa”—but in my intellectual maturity I refuse to commit
the blunder of confusing these leprous scavengers with honest men
whft)se affronts to convention are merely incidents in a sincere and
lpraxsev?orthy struggle to interpret or symbolise life as it is. Of course it
is possible to make mistakes in classification, for border-line and ambig-
uous cases always exist; but when we are considering figures of the stat-
ure of Voltaire and Rabelais, Lawrence and Fielding, we would be sim-
p!y foolish not to recognise the vigorously honest intent to see and de-
pict life as a balanced whole, which everywhere animates their produc-
tions. When they commit a blunder in technique or proportioning, it is
our place to excuse it—whether it concern a difficult or a common theme
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__and not to adopt a leering ot sanctimoniously horrified attitude if the
theme happens to be difficult. A case like that calls for more, rather than
Jess, of our sympathy. It no more hurts us to stumble on a brothel or
packhouse slopping-over in Remarque, than it does to stumble on a di-
dactic or sentimental slopping-over in Browning or Longfellow. Both
sorts of slopping-over may be pleasant—I like neither myself—but
we oughtn’t to get any more stirred up over the one than over the
other. . - . .. I'll endorse a censorship of the blunders of Boccaccio only
after the Watch and Word Society have disposed of the blunders of
Eddie Guest and of the designers of houses and public buildings of the
1860-1890 period. There is some ugliness that ought to be abolished by
law in the interest of the good life! Down with French roofs and imita-
tion Norman Gothic . .. .. keep the children from the degrading con-
tamination of scroll-saw porch trimmings and octagonal cupolas and
Richardsonian quasi-Romanesque . .. .. fie on the immortality of cast-
iron lawn deer! As for governmental censorship as distinguish’'d from
aesthetick reticence—one might be in favour of any system calculated to
diminish actual crimes of violence and perversity, but the best psycholo-
gists agree that censorship has little to do with these things. The crea-
tures who perpetrate aggressive crimes of abnormality are generally de-
fective from the start, and but little motivated by what they read. Con-
versely, normal persons are rarely moved to overt anti-social acts by any
amount of reading. Censorship as now administered is a joke and a
minor publick nuisance—touching as it does standard books which the
impressionable rabble never read, and wouldn't understand if they did. It
is not, however, anything to get wildly excited about—any more than
the frankness it opposes is. The liberals who waste time and wind-power
howling against the fools in Boston and elsewhete who interfere with
the sole of necessary classics are themselves fools in a lesser degree;
since anyone knows that a man of wit and resources can buy a book
sectetly or in another city even if he can’t do it openly or at home. No
censorship law ever kept any high-grade scholar from reading and own-
ing all the books he needs—Bostonians read Dreiser and Lawrence, and
Tennesseeans understand the principles of biology—and it does not
Matter whether the rabble read these things or not. As a matter of fact,
the current type of ignorant censorship by Victorian left-overs and Irish
C:atholic grafters is really a practical benefit despite its absurdity of prin-
Ciple and infantility of psychology—for what it does is to keep a lot of
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wholly unimportant and banal sewer-effluvium off the cheap news-stangs
whilst having very little effect on the purchases and perusals of mep of
taste. One may be highly grateful to be rid of the ugly and worthje
pornography which might otherwise clutter up the low-grade statione :
shops—and through a law which in practice does not make it impossip],
for scholars to own Ovid’s Ars Amatoria and the Decameron and the
Old Testament and Candide. The only real hardship ever worked, s iy
connection with the drama—as, for instance, when the primer-puzzleg
rosary-fingering nitwits of Providence and Boston officialdom banneci
Eugene O'Neill's Strange Interlude a few months ago. And even tha
wasn't so bad—for the play was put on in Quincey, Mass., whither re.
paited all the studious Providentians (myself not among them) and
Bostonians who cared to sit through its five or so hours of almost unre-
lieved taedium. Ho, hum! But life is a bore! And I don’t know but that
the frank expressers are about as damned a bore as the vacant-skull'd
suppressors! That's why I light out for the fifth dimension and the gal-
axies beyond the rim of Einsteinian space-time—to escape the concen-
trated ennui to which all phases of objective life, flexor-minded or ex-
tensor-minded, Apollonian or Dionysiac, ultimately boil down. To hell
with mammal primates—I'm sure the articulatae will do a damn sight
better when they inherit the aging planet and give us the air as we gave
it to the dinosaurs! The first intelligent civilisation on this planet will
probably be one of the formicarine, the coleoptera, the aphidae, the
muscidae, or the culicidae.

Yr. most oblig’d, obt. hble. Servt,
H. Paget-Lowe.

457. TO JAMES FERDINAND MORTON

18 Ianuarii, 193*
Pythagorean Pattern of Perspicuous Profundity:—

Well, Sir, I have the honour to state, that I last Wednesday com
pleated the following work, design'd solely for my own perusal a2
for the crystallisation of my recollections, in 136 pages of this crabbed
cacography:
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A
DESCRIPTION
of the
Town of
QUEBECK, in NEW-FRANCE,
Lately annext to His Britannick Majesty's
DOMINIONS.

seLECT

Tradition is virtually the only standard, or value, or criterion of inter-
est and direction-purpose illusion, that we have in the world of feeling,
action, and art. There it is supreme. But in the world of thought and
reality it is a perfectly meaningless thing; and has no effect except to
place obstacles in the way of the discovery of truth. When we wish to
obtain any actual knowledge of the cosmos and its properties, we must
at once put out of our heads all the accumulated notions concerning
such things which miscellaneous experience and slipshod inheritance
have blindly saddled upon us. “Good”, “evil”, “duty”, “direction”,
“purpose”, “'dignity”—applesauce! We must cease to be parts of any
system of preconceived bias—Christian, moral, humane, or anything
like that—and become simple free inquiring agents, each alone and
fearless, facing the varied phenomena of the external world with such
processes of cognition and such stores of correlative background-data as
tepeated former tests may have shewn to be authentick. If zhen we find
any of the old traditions verify'd, well and good. But we must not ac-
Cept anything on any authority save the actual present evidence of the
c0smos as judged by the tested information of contemporary science.
]_ieal probabilities about the structure and properties of the cosmos, and
Its relation to living organisms on this planet, can be reach’d only by
cortelating the findings of all who have competently investigated botb
the -‘:ﬂbject itself, and our mental equipment for approaching and inter-
Pfe_fmg i—astronomers, physicists, mathematicians, biologists, psychol-
Ogists, anthropologists, and so on. The only sensible method is that of
;ssembling all the objective scientifick data of 1931, and forming a
u':Sh chain of partial indications bas'd EXCLUSIVELY on that data and on

Conceptions derived from earlier and less ample arrays of data;
?;em“’hﬂe testing, by the psychological knowledge of 1931, the work-
88 and inclinations of our minds in accepting, connecting, and making
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deductions from data, AND MOST PARTICULARLY WEEDING OUT ALL
TENDENCIES TO GIVE MORE THAN EQUAL CONSIDERATION TO CONCEp.
TIONS WHICH WOULD NEVER HAVE OCCURRED TO US HAD WE NOT Fop.
MERLY HARBOURED PROVISIONAL AND CAPRICIOUS IDEAS OF THE Unj.
VERSE NOW CONCLUSIVELY KNOWN TO BE FALSE. It goes without say.
ing that this realistic principle fully allows for the examination of thoge
irrational feelings and wishes about the universe, upon which idealists
so amusingly base their various dogmatick speculations. Psychology han.
dles these glandular phenomena with the utmost exactitude, and traces
them with extreme clearness to natural reactions of the uninformed
mind when placed in contact with the mysteries, pains, tantalisations,
and frustrations of the existing universe. Such illusions of value, pur-
pose, “‘soul”, obligations, “brotherhood” and the like are to be expected
in a primitive milieu. Well—it is only this fandamentalism (to restorea
valuable word from the perverting barbarity of modern jargon) of out-
look that I insist upon in an opponent. If he honestly has this, I am
prepar’d to view with respect whatever conclusions he may derive from
his survey of Nature, no matter how much those conclusions may differ
from my own. All that I refuse to respect, is the arbitrary folly of the
mystick and the traditional dogmatist, who refuse altogether to employ
the outlook and methods of sane reality. I do not think it argues bigotry
in me to dismiss these pitiful vestiges of barbarism with only such atten-
tion as enables me to recognize their character and realise their remote-
ness from serious thought. Thus I say frankly that a man like Chesterton
is not worth listening to as a thinker, however amusing he may be as 2
jester; and that people like Bishop Manning are simply quaint intellec-
tual curiosities. But on the other hand, I am prepar'd to listen with the
utmost attention and respect to serious quasi-theists like Eddington and
Millikan; since, although I deem their teleological views wholly unjus-
tify’d by the phenomena which they cite as a basis, and obviously sug-
gested by the orthodox emotional crippling of their Victorian child:
hood, I recognise that they do not advance such speculations for any
other reason than that they honestly think them suggested by the exist:
ing universe. And the same thing goes for the Plantagenistical Melic-
rism of the Paterson School.

As for the matter of scatter'd interests—of course, each person Lknows
the course which gives him the most pleasure, and I do not doubt but
that your many side-lines all knit up somewhere as parts of a worl
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which is coherent and symmetrical in your consciousness—just as with
me Quebeck, Arthur Machen, astronomy, Joseph Wood Krutch, sunsets,
the Endless Caverns, the Spectator, dinosaurs’ eggs, single-truck street-
cars with red and green glass in their roofs, stone walls, Georgian doot-
ways, the new Philadelphia parkway and Museum, black cats, certain
qumbers like 33371, 156, 102, and 416, sonorous Roman names like Cu.
Ateins Capito, P. Senecius Herennio, C. Scribonius Libo, etc., etc., the
Royal Arms of old ENGLAND, great oaken forests with vast boles and
low twisted boughs, the Antarctic continent, the Magellanic clouds,
sunken temples, Charleston, Providence, whaling ships, streets and
soads that climb uphill and end against the sky, longs’s, narrow wind-
ing streets with old bookshops near a waterfront amidst which one can-
not be sure where one is, dark rivers with many bridges winding be-
twixt great walls of brick or stone, spires and domes catching the late-
afternoon sunlight, hushed hillside meadows at noon, sheep and goats,
Egyptian hieroglyphicks, flutes and pipes, cliffs on the sea, certain unde-
fined aromatick odours, certain unidentified strains of musick or kindred
sound, ruin'd castles cover’d with ivy, the moon, Orion, observatories,
nightmares, daemons, grey jagged mountain-peaks, unknown valleys,
Wickford, Marblehead, Fredericksburg, Newburyport, Kingston, rail-
way stations, gambrel roofs, equestrian statues, small farmhouses set
against steep rocky hillsides, Vermont, drums, cymbals, and trumpets,
the Roman Eagles, SPQR, the Iroquois, Atlantis, Easter Island, Tryout
Smithy, Bagdad and Cordova, the West Indies, Japanese gardens, the
golden road to Samarcand, the rocky desert of deserts beyond Bodra-
bain, unicorns, fires on lovely hills, the Milky Way, leagues of level
Marshland at twilight, Genl. Sir Guy Carleton, Ld Dorchester, Henry St.
Joh.ﬂ, Visct Bolingbroke, the Magnalia, Sit W. Phips, Kt Deerfield, the
Unitarian churchyard in Charleston, P. Cornelius Scipio, Caerleon-on-
Usk, Iceland, songs and strect-scenes of 1895-1900, Confederate uni-
forms, the Pleiades, meteorites, vast vaulted crypts, thunderstorms, the
Boston and Maine Railroad, Angkor, Zimbabwe, the House of Usher,
imexPected journeys, the sound of hidden brooks in deeply wooded val-
&S, the middle Hudson River region, the Missahickon, encyclopaedias,
wif;‘:oPeS, Fhemical laboratory apparatus, the year 1903, old rag-men
tells Spavined horses and rattling carts calling ‘“‘raygs, bar-
- maw-nee fer raygs” in a musical chant, the Dighton Rock,

&ven Golden Cities of Cibola, the Spanish War, Wedgewood pot-
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tery, dryads and fauns, high walls of unknown masonry, streets wig,
steps in them, wharves, ship-chandlers’ shops, bells heard from a djs.
tance and not identified, streets flooded with sunlight from the opposite
end, and so on, and so on, all represent facets, ramifications, and assoq.
ation-attributes of one basically coherent ideology and mental-emotiona]
cosmos which my own temperament has evolved in conjunction with the
impressions impinging on it; and whose cardinal keynote seems to be the
expansion of the ego through the imaginative breakingdown of the laws
of time, space, and matter, and the flight of the etherealised personality
through a limitless variety of dimensions and cycles. Now the only thing
which may justly be said against diffusiveness in general, is that it pre-
vents one from grasping any one thing with sufficient thoroughness to
be really master of it. Very few active, bustling, men-of-the-world, it is
observ’'d, have any philosophick opinions worth considering; insomuch
as their perpetual round of affairs has left them too little time to digest
any one point of thought with the concentrated leisure necessary for real
assimilation and conscious formulation. . .............. ...l A
man is an organic molecular phenomenon accidentally spawned by the
processes of Nature and no more distinctive or privileged than a skunk-
cabbage, a tree, a rock, or a glacier. There isn’t any ought about him—
he simply is ... just as any chance collocation of electrons, atoms, and
molecules is. What will happen to any particular specimen of the breed
is simply a matter of chance. Each one will reach out with all its
strength for all the gratification-sensations it can get—and the cosmos
isn't at all interested in the relative amounts each one secures. Specimens
which are strong and have lucky chance on their side will get a2 good

deal. Those which are weak or don't ‘get the breaks’ won't get very

much. What of it? The total amount of energy in the cosmos i
unchanged. ......... The pressure of the rabble is both individual
and collective—that is, isolated members try to climb out of their class,
whilst the class as a whole tries to overthrow the system which fixes its
position. Both of these factors are eminently normal, and the normal
reaction on the part of the superior class is graduated opposition—mild
and partial toward the individuals, who eventually succeed in their
climb (and without bad results to the culture) after a refining and pro-
bationary period, but very determined toward the massed herd—and
wisely so, since the welfare of the culture depends on the supremacy of
a highly developed class. Eventually, however, there may occur accidents
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(such as the invention of machinery) which materially shift the balance
of power and give the rabble a strength they never had before. It is then
natural for the rabble to increase its pressure on the upper class; so that,
for the sake of saving the whole culture from destruction, it becomes
necessaty to grant them certain concessions. This is especially true if
conditions so alter as to increase the disadvantages of the rabble, and
make their state intolerable enough to drive them to desperation. At this
int we behold the growth of a condition roughly describable as “so-
cialistic’'—but we must remember that it is a matter of natural forces,
and not any outgrowth of non-existent abstractions. The rabble have no
“right” to any privileges or even to food and existence—nor have the
upper classes themselves. Each simply has what strength and luck gave.
And when the rabble gets stronger it can seize more, whilst the upper
classes yield because they would be physically overthrown if they did
not. All this sounds very shocking and brutal to the nineteenth century
idealist—but he must remember that the twentieth century realist makes
the statement not because he especially dislikes poetic illusion, but
mesely because the facts are what they are, without any indications of
the lace-edged frills envisaged by Victorians. Conversely, it sounds
rather ghastly, hollow, mocking, and absurd to the twentieth century
realist, to hear the nineteenth century idealist tricking out the stark
conflicts of Nature in a pale-pink mythology of false conditions and mo-
tivations more suited to the nursery story hour than to serious adult dis-
cussion. To the realist there is something obscenely frivolous in ideal-
ism. Note, however, that the two systems are not so far apart. Ethical
idealism demands socialism on poetical cosmic grounds involving some
mythical linkage of individuals to one another and to the universe—
while hard-fact realism is gradually yielding to socialism because that is
the only mechanical adjustment of forces which will save our culture-
fostering stratified society in the face of a growing revolutionary pres-
Sure from increasingly desperate under-men whom mechanisation is
gradually forcing into unemployment and starvation. We shall have to
Pension these under-men by paying them good wages for short-hour
Wotk which is not needed at all (because it could easily be done with
Sparsely manned machinery at full time)—that is, we shall have to or-
&anise our governing financial groups in such a way that they will have
1 disgorge some of their surplus money, and carry on with less profit
they could secure under an unsupervised system. But this will not
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be done because anybody loves the rabble, or because anybody thinks the
rabble has any mystical “right” to things it is powerless to seize. It wi]|
be done because the rabble is no longer powerless, but strong and des.
perate enough to overturn society and set up a communistic barbarism
unless soothed with the sop of concessions. As it is, the concessions of
the upper classes will really make no great social difference. Money will
remain supreme, and the increasingly rapid upward filtering of all the
good brains will eventually leave the rabble a stolid, moronic group
likely to cause no trouble if well clothed, housed, fed, and amused. Ey-
erybody is for himself, and the resultant of all the opposite-pulling
forces is the social norm—which changes only as the balance of forces
changes. .....

And about international relations, too. Nothing but mischief can be
caused by the sentimentalists who try to pretend that different cultures
can understand and like one another, or that leaders in different nations
will ever coGperate through a common love of mystical (and mythical)
cosmic obligations. This is mischievous for two reasons—because it en-
courages false hopes, and because it tends to make all international arbi-
tration ridiculous in the eyes of men of sense. Woody Wilson's monu-
mental asininity was not so much a matter of what he advocated, as a
matter of why he advocated it and why he expected to be taken seri-
ously. Actually, as Spengler shews, cultures are profoundly rooted, prod-
igiously unique, and externally hostile things—whose differences are far
greater than is commonly suspected. We cannot judge cultures, and
their deep instinctive attitudes toward one another, by the unctuous
amenities of the few internationally-minded aristocrats, intellectuals,

and aesthetes who form a cosmopolitan and friendly group because of .

the common pull of surface manners or special interests. Of course these
exotic specimens get on well enough together—but the real peoples as a
whole are another matter! Therefore don't let the cause of international
equilibrium be made ridiculous by being mixed up with flatulent senti-
mentalities and pseudo-cosmic bombast. Obligations . ... human
brotherhood understanding ... ... broadmindedness ......
BANANA OIL! The tragic trouble with all this goddam crap isn't
that it doesn’t sound pleasant and poetic, but that it postulates forces
and conditions and trends in the universe which do not exist. Now
what are the realities? Well—the one big reality is simply that every
cultural group—that is, every group sufficiently homogeneous to have
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an unified psychology and diﬁfcrentiat.ed set of folkways—is going
to grab all it can for itself, exactly as in the past. That’s Nature. But
it doesn’t necessarily mean a literal duplication of all the events and
methods of the past—indeed, changed mechanical conditions affecting
transportation, commerce, and warfare, make such literal duplication
jmpossible. The primary object of every group, as before, will be to get
all it can; but under future conditions the means of getting such a
maximum may be different. It is excellent sense to suggest changes in
international method when such changes will operate for the benefit of
the nation concerned; but rank idiocy to ask a nation to relinquish ad-
vantages for the sake of a theoretical and all-inclusive world-civilisation
— most of the component nations of which the given nation either hates
like hell or regards with indifference. International students may well
point out profits to be derived from tariff liberalisations, reciprocal trad-
ing agreements, and so on, and may likewise perform real service
through efforts to avert needless recourses to arms. The cataclysmically
annihilative aspects of future warfare are recognised by all, and it is
wholly becoming for men of sense to stress the peril which any nation
will share with the rest of civilisation if the next general war is too ex-
tensive or too long. Pacificism as an ethical principle—the don’t-shoot-
mamma’s-boy sentimentality—is ridiculous, and is recognised as such by
the majority. But arguments proving the unprofitability of ultra-modern
combat, in view of the almost certain devastations—out of all propor-
tion with those for former wars—equally shared by all participants, are
very much in order; and may conceivably have the effect of deterring
many nations from precipitating conflicts which would otherwise have
occurred. There can never be a guarantee against a war launched by a
nation powerful enough to expect a quick victory over all probable op-
Ponents; but there almost certainly can be a vast lessening of major con-
flicts, and an increased disposition of statesmen to try all other means
T.Defore resorting to a warfare which may bring more loss than gain. The
Important thing to stress is the changing nature of warfare—whereby
among well-equipped nations it ceases to be genuine battle, in any his-
torically understood sense, and becomes merely a sanguinary nightmare
Of wholesale mechanical extirpation affecting both military and civilian
Populations. Once an heroick distinction, it is now an expansion pesti-
lence ang calamity like the cyclone or the earthquake. Only among the
Minor nations can we ever again hope to see wars of the kind that made
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our arms glorious on the fields of Poitiers, Crécy, and Agincourt—thy
made William Pepperrell a Baronet at Louisburg, and transferr'd Jameg
Wolfe to the Pantheon of Immortals on the Plain of Abraham. But i
presenting such an argument to a nation, good sense demands that it he
couch'd in terms of advantage to that nation itself. Only a fool expects
France to limit her army for the sake of an abstract “humanity” includ-
ing Germany, Italy, bolshevik Russia, and Abyssinia! Encourage among
nations the sensible and realistick relationship which must conduce to
mutual profit, but don't increase their dislikes by forcibly commanding
them to love one another. We may tolerate a Frenchman very well in
the abstract—but we begin to hate him as soon as anybody imposes
upon us the “obligation” to kiss his perfumed whiskers. Hindoos are
splendid in geography books, but not so good when they begin to set up
temples in Angell Street—as one “Swami Akilikumda” (or whatever
the name is) is doing right now with the aid of a rich, soft-headed wid-
ow’s money.

Well—that’s me, 'bo. If you think I am anti-social, or reluctant to do
all that a private citizen needs to do toward maintaining the Anglo-
Saxon civilisation, you get me wrong. I've never yet shewn a tendency to
break the laws, flout the ancestral folkways, or encourage social, cultural,
or political decadence. But I'm a realist, and refuse to let attitudes take
the place of actualities, or pretend to be what I'm not. My ideal is maxi-
mum pleasure, and I get it by maintaining my own individuality in 2
way that encroaches on none. My intellectual criterion is simply #ruth,
and my one and only guide in taking sides on questions is whether 4
thing is or isn’t s0. I repudiate idealism not because I despise idealists—
indeed, I think they tend to be personally likeable rather than the re-
verse—but because I see no sense in assuming sets of conditions in the
cosmos which have no existence. I have no axes to grind. I don’t dislike
the hypothetical conditions postulated by idealists, and would be glad to
subscribe to 2 good many of them if they were so. My only objection is
that they are not so, and that attempts to read them into the structure of
the universe are injurious to the welfare of the only real value in the
entire world of ideas—namely, the simple and basic quality of ##-
adorned truth—the honest is-or-isn’t criterion. I don’t believe in “right”
and “wrong” ; but I recognise that some courses are advisable in perpet-
uating a pleasure-giving milieu whilst some are not. I don’t believe in
“rights” or “justice”’; but I think it is more pleasant to observe the
amenities of old tradition, and the symmetries of well-proportion'd
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emotion, than to torture paupers, insult labourers, snatch candy away
from children, or poison urban water-supplies. There is a pleasurable
aesthetick value in classical moderation, and the avoidance of those
freskish excesses which bespeak the silliness of inadequate or disordered
motivation. One of the most pitiful and amusing things about idealism
is that it stages its farce of sentimentalities almost for nothing—since
after all, the actual line of conduct it enjoins is by no means remote
from the ordinary conduct of the civilised pagan and matetialist—the
man of taste whose only motive force is the Hellenic principle of en-
lighten'd selfishness. There are certain things that well-bred people nat-
urally do—simply as a matter of aesthetics and social determinism—and
it merely makes these things sound hollow and absurd when theorists at-
tempt to bolster up the already-adequate system by tacking on a wholly
irrelevant and irrational framework of pseudo-authority, pseudo-correla-
tions, and pseudo-explanations. And so it goes. In the last analysis, I
attack the ethical believer not because of what he does or recommends,
but because he has—in most cases—committed the logical error of build-
ing up a superstructure of cosmic theory without having taken the nec-
essary preliminary step of testing the theory’s essential foundation—the
existence or non-existence of such a thing as an objectively genuine 0b-
ligatory force in Nature. Whenever he starts out by honestly tackling
this vital and pivotal ontological point, I prepare myself to attend his
discourse with respect and receptiveness,

Oh, by the way—here’s something from old California—home of
Cosmic Brotherhood, Vedantick Mystick Circles, Surplus Mahatmas,
and all such ennobling influences! Our friend Clark Ashton Smith,
whose work you appreciate so poignantly, has just got a revision
job. ... He is frankly stumped this time—and I don’t blame him in
View of the opening line he quotes—""My soul has the arms of an Octo-
pus”. That's all he quotes—but I'm helping him out with a provisional
version, spun out of my sympathetick understanding of the Eastern
Spitit of Universal Oom. The way Grandpa would dope it out is this—

Unity

My soul has the arms of an octopus
To cuddle the whole world in;
O’er the cosmick sea, with emotion plus
I float on a fluttery fin.
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For Buddha has hidden my bosom burst
The collar that cramps us so—

And I sprinkle all space with the love that erst
Was lavish’d on Limo, O.

Om Mane Kidme On—Géota Nébah Nhands!

No anthropologist of standing insists on the uniformly ad-
vanced evolution of the Nordic as compared with that of other Cauca-
sian and Mongolian races. As a matter of fact, it is freely conceded that
the Mediterranean race turns out a higher percentage of the aesthetically
sensitive, and that the Semitic groups excel in sharp, precise intellection.
It may be, too, that the Mongolian excels in aesthetick capacity and nor-
mality of philosophical adjustment. What, then, is the secret of pro-
Nordicism amongst those who hold these views? Simply this—that ours
is a Nordic culture, and that the roots of that culture are so inextricably
tangled in the natural standards, perspectives, traditions, memories, in-
stincts, peculiarities, and physical aspects of the Nordic stream that no
other influences are fitted to mingle in oxr fabric. We don’t despise the
French in France or Quebeck, but we don’t want them grabbing our
territory and creating foreign islands like Woonsocket and Fall River.
The fact of this uniqueness of every separate culture-stream—this de-
pendence of instinctive likes and dislikes, natural methods, unconscious
appraisals, etc., etc., on the physical and historic attributes of a single
race—is too obvious to be ignored except by empty theorists. I dwelt on
that point in my preceding epistle. Now how about us? Well, our stock
had a hardy and adventurous history and under highly unfavourable
sub-arctic conditions, and in conflict with relentless natural enemies.
Survival depended on the exaggeration of those glandular reactions
tending toward dominance, freedom, boldness, assertiveness, and the re-
tention of a boyhood relentlessness in our attitude toward the external
wotld. Those of us who managed to survive at all, had these qualities in
more than the common degree; and of course they became for us the
supreme subconscious criterion of human character. It is too late in the
day to change this set of feelings, even if there were any reason for
change. They are as fixed as our white complexions, tall stature, and
other racial attributes. We must simply recognize the fact that, to be
congenial for us, a civilisation must be founded on the ideals of unbro-
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S
ken freedom, haughty dominance, execu?ive. compete'nce, (“‘ex'cmf’ent alii
;pimzttid mollis aem",_ etc.) person:ell dlgnu.:y, en.lotu).nal d1sc11'311ne and
economy, and the various other things which historick experience has
taught and forced us to cherish above all else. We don’t despise art and
intellect—indeed, we fecl the need for them very acutely and go after
them with Nordic determination; but the fact remains, deep down
within us, that we don't consider these things such utterly essential parts
of any tolerable conception of buman character as we consider our racial
unbrokenness. We can like a fool or a boor even when we laugh at
him. There is nothing loathsome or monstrous to us in weak thinking or
poor taste. But for the cringing, broken, unctuous, subtle type we have a
gonuine horror—a sense of outraged Nature—which excites our deepest
nerve-fibres of mental and physical repugnance. Upon this proportion-
ing of instinctive attitudes all our folkways—Ilaws, customs, art, litera-
ture, language, sports, working religion, manners, dreams—are exclu-
sively based; so that the inapplicability of these folkways to any group
or individual far removed from the Nordic standard is quite self-evi-
dent. What we mean by Nordic “superiority” is simply conformity to
those character-expectations which are natural and ineradicable among
us. We are not so naive as to confuse this relative “superiority” (we
ought to call it conformity or suitability instead) with the absolute bio-
logical superiority which we recognise in the higher races as a whole as
distinguished from the negro, australoid, neanderthal, rhodesian, and
other primitive human and humanoid types both living and extinct. We
know perfectly well that the Italians excel us in the capacity to savour
life and beauty—that their centres of taste are better developed than
ours—but they annoy us and fail to fit into our group because their
gland-functionings and nerve-reactions do not correspond to what our
OWn heritage has made us expect. We do not call them inferior, but
Simply admit that they are different beyond the limits of easy mutual
understanding and cultural compatibility. If we wisely kept vast masses
of such foreigners out, we could regard them with a more impersonal
appreciation. It would be wholly possible, too, to assimilate 4 few to our
Own fabric, But when we get so damn many of them that a wholesale
test of strength betwixt their ideals and ours starts up on our own soil—
Well, forget your idealism for a second, use your horse-sense, and guess
What wil] happen! It isn't that our unbrokenness and stamina are any
More valid a form of “superiority” than the Italians beauty-sense or the
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Jew’s mental sharpness; but simply that these masculine qualities hap.
pen—opurely by historic chance—to constitute oxr particular main stan.
dard in so deep-seated a way that we cannot help feeling a profound,
crawling, physical-emotional aversion toward individuals and groups
whose different scales of value-emphases may cause these qualities to be,
as we view them, underdeveloped. The plain, honest fact is, that no in.
dividuals and groups can live harmoniously together as long as some
members are moved by a scale of feelings, standards, and environmenta]
responses radically different from the natural scale of other members,
Living side by side with people whose natural impulses and criteria
differ widely from ours, gets in time to be an unendurable nightmare,
We may continue to respect them in the abstract, but what are we to do
when they continue to fail to fulfil our natural conception of personal-
ity, meanwhile placing all their own perferential stresses on matters and
ideals largely irrelevant and sometimes ever repugnant to us? And don't
forget that we affect alien groups just as they affect us. Chinamen think
our manners are bad, our voices raucous, our odour nauseous, and our
white skins and our long noses leprously repulsive. Spaniards think us
vulgar, brutal, and gauche. Jews titter and gesture at our mental simplic-
ity, and honestly think we are savage, sadistick, and childishly hypocriti-
cal. Well—we think Chinamen are slimy jabberers, Spaniards oily, sen-
timental, treacherous, backward, and Jews cringing. What's the an-
swer? Simply keep the bulk of all these approximately equal and highly
developed races as far apart as possible. Let them study one another as
deeply as possible, in the interest of that intellectual understanding
which makes for appreciation and toletance. But don’t let them mix 100
freely, lest the clash of deep and intellectually unreachable emotions up-

set all the appreciation and tolerance which mental understanding has

produced. And above all, don’t get led off on a false trail through ob-
serving the easy camaraderie of a few cosmopolitan intellectuals and
aristocrats in whom similar manners or special interests have temporat-
ily overriden the deep wells of natural feeling ineradicable from the
bulk of each of the divergent race or culture groups
represented. ........

Yeh—it's damn hard to stop arguing. But you get what I mean—TI
wanna get down to hard pan and not play around on the surface where
nobody knows what either he or the other guy is talking about becaus®
both are using conventional terms without investigating the relation of
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these terms to underlying realities. For instance—your talk about my
usolating myself from my fellows' implies a wholly conventional point
of view a5 10 what constitutes one's velationship with his fellows. 1 am a
complete hermit only by accident—because I don’t happen to run across
any guys in every-day contacts who have anything to talk about. If I
Jived where such guys are—as indeed I did live briefly in your general
metropolitan zone—I'd be seeing them fairly frequently, in fact, T was
constantly in touch with the gang in those days. And as for general so-
cial theory—well, by this time I ought to have made it god damn clear
how I stand on the question of my place in the Anglo-Saxon fabrick!
God Save the King! Rule, Britannia! You mistake my mere unhypocriti-
cal selfishness and individualism—a selfishness and individualism in-
volving no hostility toward others, and even including an egotistical sol-
itude for the aggrandisement of the race-and-culture group (what you
would, under a different interpretation, call a “civic” sentiment)—for
the active and positive misanthropy of a Wandrei or Clark Ashton
Smith. What you call my “isolation” is merely my insistence on the ab-
sence from cosmic reality of certain mythical conceptions of sentimental
obligatory linkage which originated solely in primitive tradition. I sim-
ply refuse to swallow meaningless emotional poses without adult an-
thropological connotations. I am no more isolated than anybody else—ex-
cept by the mere chance of not happening to run across congenial minds
in this particular locality. But I simply refuse to pretend an interest in
vague assumptions of mystical points of human kinship unrelated to the
realities of congenial personality—mystical linkages which have no exis-
tence except in the meaningless and sentimental ideology of primitive
ignorance and Victorian hypocrisy. I recognise myself as one of a vast
number of approximately similar organick entities on this planet, and
fealise that my mental contentment depends largely on my imaginative
adjustment to the pattern form'd by the history and folkways of my
8roup. Does that sound like eccentrick isolation? Rule, Britannia! God
S?-Ve the King! My only difference from yourself in this respect is that I
View the circumstance without traditional trappings, and do not allow
the conditions of my imaginative pattern-linkage to impose upon me a
Deedless harness of non-existent, quasi-ritualistic mental inhibitions—
the things you recognise as “obligations”. I own all genwuine obligations
~that is, I follow such a regimen as will most conduce to (or at least,
Bot detract from) the survival of the pattern promoting my pleasure.
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But I refuse to emulate the child who plays around with a tiny broop,
“helping mother sweep”—that is, I refuse to countenance the force of
imagining myself an active, conscious, and necessary factor in the drift
of our automatic and deterministic culture-unit. I cut out the fairy-tale
stuff and face the real facts of the individual's essential automatism and
volitional insignificance—being content to “play my part in the civilisa.
tion™ just as every one else really does—by living out my own personal.
ity in my own way. If my way happened to lie in the direction of public
administration, as many people’s way does, I'd go in for that sort of
thing. Each to his own. But I won’t pretend to be what I ain’t! Nor is
this in the least anti-human, anti-civic, or anti-social. It is merely “anti”
a certain hackneyed sentimental illusion about what humanity, civicism,
and sociality are. As for my belief that human and inanimate objects, as
background-factors, do not essentially differ in essence—what of it? In
all truth, many of the inanimate objects which fascinate me (old stee-
ples, Georgian doorways, mysterious ruins, etc.) do so because of sym-
bolick connexion with the stream and drama of human history. It isn't ]
who go in for sterile rocks and mountains! No—Grandpa’s only princi-
ple in human affairs is the casting-off of the fictitions and insincere.
Refusal to overvalue people, in the mass, is no indication whatever that
one hates or despises people. I'm sure I don’t.

Yr. obt. Servt,,
BcoBaidos
Theobaldus

458. TO WILFRED BLANCH TALMAN
Tenbarnes Manor
January 21, 1937
Jonckheer Arminius:—

And speaking of changes, how about a little typing from Grandpa’
Left eye a bit on the bum, and wrist shaky from overuse, hence this
damn machine wears, temporarily, the aspect of a lesser evil. A somé-
what unexpected mess of work early this month has queered my whole
programme, causing a pile of more than 20 unanswered letters to pile
up. Today, in a way, forms my first real conscious glimpse of 1931.
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........... Too bad W. T. has curtailed, but it’s not a bad market
even now. Actually, the change will affect very few of us—for we have
scarcely ever had things in except at long intervals. . ...

Yr. obt. servt.,
HPL

459- TO AUGUST DERLETH

Jany. 23, 1931
Dear A. W.:—

............. I have had thousands of impressions of unreal phe-
nomena—false memories, &c—and have given them the most careful
study—almost invariably tracking down the real sources of the impres-
sions, which often bear only a slight resemblance to the impressions
themselves. I have likewise accomplished similar tracings of the bizarre
impressions of others, There is no reason to suppose that any given hu-
man impression has any exact correspondence with any external reality.
All that creates a favourable presumption, is a high degree of correla-
tion with the impressions of others and the general body of repeatedly
demonstrated fact. Aberrant impressions can be accepted only on proba-
tion. As for “‘god”—there is of course no theoretical barrier to the exis-
tence of a “‘cosmic intelligence”, yet absolutely nothing indicates such a
thing. On the contrary the notion never arises except through traditional
suggestions based on the mythical perspectives of primitive
man, . .. Well—so it goes.

Best wishes—
HPL
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460. TO ROBERT E. HOWARD
10 Barnes St.,
Providence, R. I,
Jany. 30, 1931,
Dear Mr. Howard:—

....... Is it a fact that the corpse of a person repeatedly bitten by
snakes swells and bursts? A revision client of mine in Kansas City had a
plot-germ based on that idea, and I worked up a story from it—The
Curse of Yig, which you may recall in W. T, It made good fiction, but I
have always wondered just how much truth there was in the original
notion. . ...

It would be interesting to see whether bull fighting could trace any
subterranean folk-connexion with ancient Crete. Owing to the fact that
the very existence of the Cretan civilisation was forgotten in classical
times, the link must be very slender; yet it would be too much to claim
that the particular cult of the bull did not linger on somehow along the
North African littoral, cropping out later in a preference for bull-fight-
ing over other Roman arena sports. That the Apis bull of Egypt had
some Cretan connexion seems highly probable—and from this link 2
prolongation might well exist. Come to think of it, there’s another pos-
sible link, too—for bull-fighting seems to have had a vogue in Thessaly,
in northern Greece, quite independently of the Roman arena. This, of
coutse, is a long way from Crete, but that means nothing, since outposts
of Minoan culture existed all over Greece and the coast of Asia Minor.

Indeed—upon reflection, I'd venture to guess that this Thessalian link

stands more of a chance of being the real one than any in North Africa.
Certainly, the cult of the bull was tremendously grounded in the very
ancient world, so that the later ancient world had much to remember.
As for the modern attitude toward athletics—I agree wholly with you.
To de-specialise and de-commercialise sport and restore it to the major-
ity after a long period of showy exploitation is a task worthy of any
sociologist. . ...

It really astonishes me—as I think it would astonish any untravelled
Easterner—to hear how extensively Texas is foreignised. We still think
of the historic pioneer Texas here—or if we stop to realise its growth,
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we carelessly couple it wi.t_h the Qld South, of which it seems to us an
extension. The rural-foreign sections are probably much like our Slav-

pled Connecticut Valley, and such other New England areas as the
Fteﬂch.canadians have taken. Some Italians also seek the land. In west-
ern Rhode Island there is also a rural Finnish element. Well—you're
Jucky to have some areas and towns dominantly American. In Rhode
Island there is only one city really American, and that is Newport; but
a5 1 have said, the residential part of Providence, on the steep hill, is a
P“Iely American oasis in the midst of cosmopolitanism—so that this
letter is being written in an immediate milieu as Yankee and colonial as
it was in 1831 or 173I. As you say, the secret of foreign progress is
willingness to accept a low living standard; and that is assuredly a hard
enemy to beat. What the country will look like in 2031 is more than I
would care to picture! New Orleans must have undergone a painful
transition—and I don’t wonder at the disgust of the old inhabitants.
The French people would probably find Quebec a congenial haven, with
much that they miss still flourishing—if they could stand the climate in
winter, which is more