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for days after that hideous experience in the forest- 
swathed mansion I lay nervously exhausted in my hotel room at 
Lefferts Corners. I do not remember exactly how I managed to reach 
the motor-car, start it, and slip unobserved back to the village; for  
I retain no distinct impression save of wild-armed titan trees, dae-
moniac mutterings of thunder, and Charonian shadows athwart the 
low mounds that dotted and streaked the region.

As I shivered and brooded on the casting of that brain-blasting 
shadow, I knew that I had at last pried out one of earth’s supreme 
horrors—one of those nameless blights of outer voids whose faint 
daemon scratchings we sometimes hear on the farthest rim of space,  
yet from which our own finite vision has given us a merciful im- 
munity. The shadow I had seen, I hardly dared to analyse or identify. 
Something had lain between me and the window that night, but 
I shuddered whenever I could not cast off the instinct to classify 
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it. If it had only snarled, or bayed, or laughed titteringly—even 
that would have relieved the abysmal hideousness. But it was so  
silent. It had rested a heavy arm or fore leg on my chest. . . . Obvi-
ously it was organic, or had once been organic. . . . Jan Martense, 
whose room I had invaded, was buried in the graveyard near the  
mansion. . . . I must find Bennett and Tobey, if they lived . . . why 
had it picked them, and left me for the last? . . . Drowsiness is so 
stifling, and dreams are so horrible. . . .

In a short time I realised that I must tell my story to someone or 
break down completely. I had already decided not to abandon the  
quest for the lurking fear, for in my rash ignorance it seemed to me 
that uncertainty was worse than enlightenment, however terrible 
the latter might prove to be. Accordingly I resolved in my mind the 
best course to pursue; whom to select for my confidences, and how 
to track down the thing which had obliterated two men and cast a 
nightmare shadow.

My chief acquaintances at Lefferts Corners had been the affable 
reporters, of whom several still remained to collect final echoes 
of the tragedy. It was from these that I determined to choose a 
colleague, and the more I reflected the more my preference inclined 
toward one Arthur Munroe, a dark, lean man of about thirty-five, 
whose education, taste, intelligence, and temperament all seemed to 
mark him as one not bound to conventional ideas and experiences.

On an afternoon in early September Arthur Munroe listened 
to my story. I saw from the beginning that he was both interested  
and sympathetic, and when I had finished he analysed and dis-
cussed the thing with the greatest shrewdness and judgment. His 
advice, moreover, was eminently practical; for he recommended 
a postponement of operations at the Martense mansion until we  
might become fortified with more detailed historical and geog- 
raphical data. On his initiative we combed the countryside for 
 information regarding the terrible Martense family, and discov-
ered a man who possessed a marvellously illuminating ancestral 
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diary. We also talked at length with such of the mountain mongrels 
as had not fled from the terror and confusion to remoter slopes,  
and arranged to precede our culminating task—the exhaustive and 
definitive examination of the mansion in the light of its detailed 
history—with an equally exhaustive and definitive examination of  
spots associated with the various tragedies of squatter legend.

The results of this examination were not at first very enlightening, 
though our tabulation of them seemed to reveal a fairly significant 
trend; namely, that the number of reported horrors was by far the  
greatest in areas either comparatively near the avoided house or 
connected with it by stretches of the morbidly overnourished forest. 
There were, it is true, exceptions; indeed, the horror which had caught 
the world’s ear had happened in a treeless space remote alike from 
the mansion and from any connecting woods.

As to the nature and appearance of the lurking fear, nothing could  
be gained from the scared and witless shanty-dwellers. In the same  
breath they called it a snake and a giant, a thunder-devil and a bat, 
a vulture and a walking tree. We did, however, deem ourselves 
justified in assuming that it was a living organism highly susceptible 
to electrical storms; and although certain of the stories suggested 
wings, we believed that its aversion for open spaces made land loco-
motion a more probable theory. The only thing really incompatible 
with the latter view was the rapidity with which the creature must 
have travelled in order to perform all the deeds attributed to it.

When we came to know the squatters better, we found them 
curiously likeable in many ways. Simple animals they were, gently de- 
scending the evolutionary scale because of their unfortunate ancestry 
and stultifying isolation. They feared outsiders, but slowly grew 
accustomed to us; finally helping vastly when we beat down all the 
thickets and tore out all the partitions of the mansion in our search 
for the lurking fear. When we asked them to help us find Bennett 
and Tobey they were truly distressed; for they wanted to help us, 
yet knew that these victims had gone as wholly out of the world as 


