
The sun was blazing down from a sky which seemed to me almost black in its
cloudless cruelty; as though reflecting the inky marsh beneath my feet. As I crawled
into the stranded boat I realised that only one theory could explain my position. Through
some unprecedented volcanic upheaval, a portion of the ocean floor must have been
thrown to the surface, exposing regions which for innumerable millions of years had
lain hidden under unfathomable watery depths. So great was the extent of the new land
which had risen beneath me, that I could not detect the faintest noise of the surging
ocean, strain my ears as I might. Nor were there any sea-fowl to prey upon the dead
things.

For several hours I sat thinking or brooding in the boat, which lay upon its side and
afforded a slight shade as the sun moved across the heavens. As the day progressed, the
ground lost some of its stickiness, and seemed likely to dry sufficiently for travelling
purposes in a short time. That night I slept but little, and the next day I made for myself
a pack containing food and water, preparatory to an overland journey in search of the
vanished sea and possible rescue.

On the third morning I found the soil dry enough to walk upon with ease. The odour
of the fish was maddening; but I was too much concerned with graver things to mind so
slight an evil, and set out boldly for an unknown goal. All day I forged steadily westward,
guided by a far-away hummock which rose higher than any other elevation on the rolling
desert. That night I encamped, and on the following day still travelled toward the
hummock, though that object seemed scarcely nearer than when I had first espied it. By
the fourth evening I attained the base of the mound, which turned out to be much higher
than it had appeared from a distance; an intervening valley setting it out in sharper relief
from the general surface. Too weary to ascend, I slept in the shadow of the hill.

I know not why my dreams were so wild that night; but ere the waning and
fantastically gibbous moon had risen far above the eastern plain, I was awake in a cold
perspiration, determined to sleep no more. Such visions as I had experienced were too
much for me to endure again. And in the glow of the moon I saw how unwise I had been
to travel by day. Without the glare of the parching sun, my journey would have cost me
less energy; indeed, I now felt quite able to perform the ascent which had deterred me at
sunset. Picking up my pack, I started for the crest of the eminence.

I have said that the unbroken monotony of the rolling plain was a source of vague
horror to me; but I think my horror was greater when I gained the summit of the mound
and looked down the other side into an immeasurable pit or canyon, whose black
recesses the moon had not yet soared high enough to illumine. I felt myself on the edge
of the world; peering over the rim into a fathomless chaos of eternal night. Through my
terror ran curious reminiscences of Paradise Lost, and of Satan’s hideous climb
through the unfashioned realms of darkness.

As the moon climbed higher in the sky, I began to see that the slopes of the valley
were not quite so perpendicular as I had imagined. Ledges and outcroppings of rock
afforded fairly easy foot-holds for a descent, whilst after a drop of a few hundred feet,



the declivity became very gradual. Urged on by an impulse which I cannot definitely
analyse, I scrambled with difficulty down the rocks and stood on the gentler slope
beneath, gazing into the Stygian deeps where no light had yet penetrated.

All at once my attention was captured by a vast and singular object on the opposite
slope, which rose steeply about an hundred yards ahead of me; an object that gleamed
whitely in the newly bestowed rays of the ascending moon. That it was merely a gigantic
piece of stone, I soon assured myself; but I was conscious of a distinct impression that
its contour and position were not altogether the work of Nature. A closer scrutiny filled
me with sensations I cannot express; for despite its enormous magnitude, and its
position in an abyss which had yawned at the bottom of the sea since the world was
young, I perceived beyond a doubt that the strange object was a well-shaped monolith
whose massive bulk had known the workmanship and perhaps the worship of living and
thinking creatures.

Dazed and frightened, yet not without a certain thrill of the scientist’s or
archaeologist’s delight, I examined my surroundings more closely. The moon, now near
the zenith, shone weirdly and vividly above the towering steeps that hemmed in the
chasm, and revealed the fact that a far-flung body of water flowed at the bottom, winding
out of sight in both directions, and almost lapping my feet as I stood on the slope.
Across the chasm, the wavelets washed the base of the Cyclopean monolith; on whose
surface I could now trace both inscriptions and crude sculptures. The writing was in a
system of hieroglyphics unknown to me, and unlike anything I had ever seen in books;
consisting for the most part of conventionalised aquatic symbols such as fishes, eels,
octopi, crustaceans, molluscs, whales, and the like. Several characters obviously
represented marine things which are unknown to the modern world, but whose
decomposing forms I had observed on the ocean-risen plain.

It was the pictorial carving, however, that did most to hold me spellbound. Plainly
visible across the intervening water on account of their enormous size, were an array of
bas-reliefs whose subjects would have excited the envy of a Doré. I think that these
things were supposed to depict men—at least, a certain sort of men; though the
creatures were shewn disporting like fishes in the waters of some marine grotto, or
paying homage at some monolithic shrine which appeared to be under the waves as well.
Of their faces and forms I dare not speak in detail; for the mere remembrance makes me
grow faint. Grotesque beyond the imagination of a Poe or a Bulwer, they were damnably
human in general outline despite webbed hands and feet, shockingly wide and flabby
lips, glassy, bulging eyes, and other features less pleasant to recall. Curiously enough,
they seemed to have been chiselled badly out of proportion with their scenic
background; for one of the creatures was shewn in the act of killing a whale represented
as but little larger than himself. I remarked, as I say, their grotesqueness and strange
size; but in a moment decided that they were merely the imaginary gods of some
primitive fishing or seafaring tribe; some tribe whose last descendant had perished eras
before the first ancestor of the Piltdown or Neanderthal Man was born. Awestruck at



this unexpected glimpse into a past beyond the conception of the most daring
anthropologist, I stood musing whilst the moon cast queer reflections on the silent
channel before me.

Then suddenly I saw it. With only a slight churning to mark its rise to the surface,
the thing slid into view above the dark waters. Vast, Polyphemus-like, and loathsome, it
darted like a stupendous monster of nightmares to the monolith, about which it flung its
gigantic scaly arms, the while it bowed its hideous head and gave vent to certain
measured sounds. I think I went mad then.

Of my frantic ascent of the slope and cliff, and of my delirious journey back to the
stranded boat, I remember little. I believe I sang a great deal, and laughed oddly when I
was unable to sing. I have indistinct recollections of a great storm some time after I
reached the boat; at any rate, I know that I heard peals of thunder and other tones which
Nature utters only in her wildest moods.

When I came out of the shadows I was in a San Francisco hospital; brought thither by
the captain of the American ship which had picked up my boat in mid-ocean. In my
delirium I had said much, but found that my words had been given scant attention. Of any
land upheaval in the Pacific, my rescuers knew nothing; nor did I deem it necessary to
insist upon a thing which I knew they could not believe. Once I sought out a celebrated
ethnologist, and amused him with peculiar questions regarding the ancient Philistine
legend of Dagon, the Fish-God; but soon perceiving that he was hopelessly
conventional, I did not press my inquiries.

It is at night, especially when the moon is gibbous and waning, that I see the thing. I
tried morphine; but the drug has given only transient surcease, and has drawn me into its
clutches as a hopeless slave. So now I am to end it all, having written a full account for
the information or the contemptuous amusement of my fellow-men. Often I ask myself
if it could not all have been a pure phantasm—a mere freak of fever as I lay sun-stricken
and raving in the open boat after my escape from the German man-of-war. This I ask
myself, but ever does there come before me a hideously vivid vision in reply. I cannot
think of the deep sea without shuddering at the nameless things that may at this very
moment be crawling and floundering on its slimy bed, worshipping their ancient stone
idols and carving their own detestable likenesses on submarine obelisks of water-
soaked granite. I dream of a day when they may rise above the billows to drag down in
their reeking talons the remnants of puny, war-exhausted mankind—of a day when the
land shall sink, and the dark ocean floor shall ascend amidst universal pandemonium.

The end is near. I hear a noise at the door, as of some immense slippery body
lumbering against it. It shall not find me. God, that hand! The window! The window!
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The Privilege of Reminiscence, however rambling or tiresome, is one generally allow’d
to the very aged; indeed, ’tis frequently by means of such Recollections that the obscure
occurrences of History, and the lesser Anecdotes of the Great, are transmitted to
Posterity.

Tho’ many of my readers have at times observ’d and remark’d a Sort of antique Flow
in my Stile of Writing, it hath pleased me to pass amongst the Members of this
Generation as a young Man, giving out the Fiction that I was born in 1890, in America. I
am now, however, resolv’d to unburthen myself of a Secret which I have hitherto kept
thro’ Dread of Incredulity; and to impart to the Publick a true knowledge of my long
years, in order to gratifie their taste for authentick Information of an Age with whose
famous Personages I was on familiar Terms. Be it then known that I was born on the
family Estate in Devonshire, of the 10th day of August, 1690 (or in the new Gregorian
Stile of Reckoning, the 20th of August), being therefore now in my 228th year. Coming
early to London, I saw as a Child many of the celebrated Men of King William’s Reign,
including the lamented Mr. Dryden, who sat much at the Tables of Will’s Coffee-House.
With Mr. Addison and Dr. Swift I later became very well acquainted, and was an even
more familiar Friend to Mr. Pope, whom I knew and respected till the Day of his Death.
But since it is of my more recent Associate, the late Dr. Johnson, that I am at this time
desir’d to write; I will pass over my Youth for the present.

I had first Knowledge of the Doctor in May of the year 1738, tho’ I did not at that
Time meet him. Mr. Pope had just compleated his Epilogue to his Satires (the Piece
beginning: “Not twice a Twelvemonth you appear in Print.”), and had arrang’d for its
Publication. On the very Day it appear’d, there was also publish’d a Satire in Imitation
of Juvenal, intitul’d “London”, by the then unknown Johnson; and this so struck the
Town, that many Gentlemen of Taste declared, it was the Work of a greater Poet than
Mr. Pope. Notwithstanding what some Detractors have said of Mr. Pope’s petty
Jealousy, he gave the Verses of his new Rival no small Praise; and having learnt thro’
Mr. Richardson who the Poet was, told me ‘that Mr. Johnson wou’d soon be deterré.’

I had no personal Acquaintance with the Doctor till 1763, when I was presented to
him at the Mitre Tavern by Mr. James Boswell, a young Scotchman of excellent Family
and great Learning, but small Wit, whose metrical Effusions I had sometimes revis’d.

Dr. Johnson, as I beheld him, was a full, pursy Man, very ill drest, and of slovenly
Aspect. I recall him to have worn a bushy Bob-Wig, untyed and without Powder, and
much too small for his Head. His cloaths were of rusty brown, much wrinkled, and with
more than one Button missing. His Face, too full to be handsom, was likewise marred
by the Effects of some scrofulous Disorder; and his Head was continually rolling about



in a sort of convulsive way. Of this Infirmity, indeed, I had known before; having heard
of it from Mr. Pope, who took the Trouble to make particular Inquiries.

Being nearly seventy-three, full nineteen Years older than Dr. Johnson (I say
Doctor, tho’ his Degree came not till two Years afterward), I naturally expected him to
have some Regard for my Age; and was therefore not in that Fear of him, which others
confess’d. On my asking him what he thought of my favourable Notice of his Dictionary
in The Londoner, my periodical Paper, he said: “Sir, I possess no Recollection of having
perus’d your Paper, and have not a great Interest in the Opinions of the less thoughtful
Part of Mankind.” Being more than a little piqued at the Incivility of one whose
Celebrity made me solicitous of his Approbation, I ventur’d to retaliate in kind, and told
him, I was surpris’d that a Man of Sense shou’d judge the Thoughtfulness of one whose
Productions he admitted never having read. “Why, Sir,” reply’d Johnson, “I do not
require to become familiar with a Man’s Writings in order to estimate the Superficiality
of his Attainments, when he plainly shews it by his Eagerness to mention his own
Productions in the first Question he puts to me.” Having thus become Friends, we
convers’d on many Matters. When, to agree with him, I said I was distrustful of the
Authenticity of Ossian’s Poems, Mr. Johnson said: “That, Sir, does not do your
Understanding particular Credit; for what all the Town is sensible of, is no great
Discovery for a Grub-Street Critick to make. You might as well say, you have a strong
Suspicion that Milton wrote Paradise Lost!”

I thereafter saw Johnson very frequently, most often at Meetings of THE
LITERARY CLUB, which was founded the next Year by the Doctor, together with Mr.
Burke, the parliamentary Orator, Mr. Beauclerk, a Gentleman of Fashion, Mr. Langton,
a pious Man and Captain of Militia, Sir J. Reynolds, the widely known Painter, Dr.
Goldsmith, the prose and poetick Writer, Dr. Nugent, father-in-law to Mr. Burke, Sir
John Hawkins, Mr. Anthony Chamier, and my self. We assembled generally at seven
o’clock of an Evening, once a Week, at the Turk’s-Head, in Gerrard-Street, Soho, till
that Tavern was sold and made into a private Dwelling; after which Event we mov’d our
Gatherings successively to Prince’s in Sackville-Street, Le Tellier’s in Dover-Street,
and Parsloe’s and The Thatched House in St. James’s-Street. In these Meetings we
preserv’d a remarkable Degree of Amity and Tranquillity, which contrasts very
favourably with some of the Dissensions and Disruptions I observe in the literary and
amateur Press Associations of today. This Tranquillity was the more remarkable,
because we had amongst us Gentlemen of very opposed Opinions. Dr. Johnson and I, as
well as many others, were high Tories; whilst Mr. Burke was a Whig, and against the
American War, many of his Speeches on that Subject having been widely publish’d. The
least congenial Member was one of the Founders, Sir John Hawkins, who hath since
written many misrepresentations of our Society. Sir John, an eccentrick Fellow, once
declin’d to pay his part of the Reckoning for Supper, because ’twas his Custom at Home
to eat no Supper. Later he insulted Mr. Burke in so intolerable a Manner, that we all
took Pains to shew our Disapproval; after which Incident he came no more to our


