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March 1, 1925 
A thin, dark young man of neurotic and excited aspect called upon me 
today. He presented his card, which identified him as Henry Anthony 
Wilcox. I of course recognized him as the youngest son of Arthur Wilcox, 
the distinguished owner of a manufactory in Providence. Young Henry has 
made a name for himself in the art world, though not a name one might 
care to have. My colleagues at the university had mentioned his bizarre, 
unhealthy focus on the macabre.  As I understand it, he attends the Rhode 
Island School of Design, and it seems his artwork has not been well 
received.  I only remembered his name due to a showing of paintings and 
sculpture that proved so scandalous that the school had no choice but to 
remove the works from view. Even the Providence Art Club has shunned 
his work, or so the club's curator has told me. So much for reputation. 
!
Wilcox's manner was off-putting when he arrived. He was by turns 
distracted, haughty, and shy. He brought with him a package wrapped in 
coarse cloth, and after a short time asked if I might give him my opinion as 
an archaeologist. He spoke at some length about hieroglyphics, and 
pictograms, and animistic symbolism. He also had ideas about the 
cuneiform of Sumer being borrowed, and that the ancient settlements of 
Mesopotamia were poor copies or semblances of earlier cities. His manner 
was often as one speaking to a sincere but deluded student, but always 
there was something in his expression that showed uncertainty, or doubt, or 
perhaps fear. I questioned his ideas, but received vague answers. When 
pressed, he confessed that he was unschooled in such matters, and was 
going off a hunch.  
!
Mr Wilcox then got to his point. He had in his possession something 
written in hieroglyphics that he hoped I might be able to decipher. When he 
removed the wrappings, I was surprised to find a clay tablet, still damp 



from workings.  It was a bas-relief of some beast or mythical creature. My 
response was sharp. I knew him by reputation, and felt ill-inclined to humor 
a callow youth. I told him that my time was valuable, and to peak my 
interest as a scientist, only to present me with a joke, was in poor taste.  
What he said at this has stuck with me, and I quote from memory: 
!
“It is new, indeed, for I made it last night in a dream of strange cities; and 
dreams are older than brooding Tyre, or the contemplative Sphinx, or 
garden-girdled Babylon.”  
!
Upon hearing this, I looked him in the eye, and he looked back at me with 
confidence. That, and perhaps something else. I therefore took a second 
look at the tablet, and I confess that it intrigued me. While the work was 
clearly new, the image and the writing suggested something old, even 
ancient, and somehow something unspeakable. The thing was less than an 
inch thick, and perhaps five by six inches square. The beast was suggestive 
of a man, perhaps a dragon, with the head of an octopus. Behind the 
creature was a city, and below the tableau was writing in an unknown 
script. I asked him to tell me how he came by the item. 
!
!
“Last night there was an earthquake. What does this have to do with my 
dream? Indeed I know not.  I dreamt of Cyclopean cities with Titan blocks, 
soaring monoliths, and dreadful sepulchres. Below me was a voice. I think it 
was a voice. Maybe it wasn’t below me. Nonetheless, when I awoke I had 
this. I thought if anyone might know what it says, it would be you, 
professor.” 
!
I had felt no earthquake the night prior, but confess I am in the habit of 
sound sleep.  Still, I pressed on. “And the monster?” I asked. He looked at 
me questioningly. “Did you draw this monster?”  
!



He looked at the tablet for some time before replying that he supposed he 
must have. “I awoke in my nightclothes, shivering. The clay tablet was 
before me, a stylus in my hands.” 
!
!
Words cannot explain the interest I felt. The youth gave every indication of 
speaking the truth, and seemed genuinely puzzled by the sculpture he 
presented to me. His own interest was with the unknown characters he'd 
written, and he seems to have ignored or forgotten the dragon, or squid, or 
dragon-with-squid’s head thing he'd sculpted into the clay.  The thing was 
hideous, with bloated humanoid features, scaly body, hint of wings, and 
tentacles dangling from its face.  
!
I, of course, had seen this image before.  
!
I asked Henry if he was a member of any secret societies, or cults, or pagan 
religious organizations. When he said no, I told him I would keep his 
counsel in the strictest of confidence. He seemed annoyed by my line of 
questioning. I suspected that young Mr Wilcox had immersed himself in 
the occult, but he seemed genuinely ignorant of such things. He readily 
agreed to leave his sculpture with me, that I might study it further. 
!
Regarding his dream, I suggested he come to my offices anytime he has 
something new to add, and he has agreed to that as well. I feel it will be 
fruitful to record his nocturnal visions, in hopes of explaining the origins of 
the tablet.  He has visited daily, and I record here some of the more salient 
images and impressions the youth conveyed. 
!
!
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March 4th: Wilcox relates a dream of a vast open sea. He is cast upon the 
sea, and tossed. It seems he is in a boat, and yet not in a boat. 
!
!
March 9th: Wilcox again dreams of the vast sea, then an island. The island 
is bare of any vegetation, bearing only huge rocks, or blocks. The sight 
makes him uneasy, yet somehow he is unable to look away. 
!
March 12th: Wilcox dreams of the island again. The island is also a city. He 
is repulsed and attracted by it. The city is built in gigantic proportions, and 
appears to be gated, with steps leading upward to the gate.  The steps are 
large, and must be surmounted rather than climbed. The gate is decorated 
exquisitely. Horribly, unspeakably decorated. 
!
!
March 15th: Each time Wilcox dreams of the city, he moves further into its 
monolithic interior. Titan blocks, unwholesome passages. Winding byways, 
whose walls seem to lean at dangerous angles.  Age – great age. 
Malodorous, green, dripping. Abandoned. 
!
!
March 16th: He is now certain the city once lay on the sea floor.  The city is 
named R'lyeh. Its vistas are horrible, and Wilcox is frightened. 
!
!
March 17th: Wilcox describes the blocks, pillars, and monoliths of R'lyeh as 
covered in hieroglyphics of unknown origin. He feels if he could only read 
these writings he could come to some conclusion, find the purpose of his 
nocturnal visions. This is the first day in which Wilcox mentioned the 
words “Cthulhu,” and “fthagn.” 



!
!
March 18th: Wilcox states he is dreaming nightly, and that he was 
mistaken, that there is no need to fear. It is perhaps a time of celebration.  
States that the city of R'lyeh isn't abandoned, that he can hear voices. Also 
a monotonous boom, which seems to come from deep within the city. 
!
March 20th: Wilcox visits again, and his demeanor is wholly distracted. He 
repeats the words Cthulhu and R'lyeh many times. At times his voice drops 
to a whisper, almost as though he isn't really talking, but perhaps 
channeling in the manner of the spiritualists and occultists currently 
popular. He finally made eye contact with me, and stated quite clearly, “In 
his house in R'lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.” His affect was calm, but 
his eyes held a sense of fear, or dread. I confess I find myself wholly drawn 
into his story, and I don’t know what to make of it. 
!
His demeanor over the next two days became frightening even to me.  
!
On the 23rd of March Wilcox failed to appear, therefore I determined to 
inquire at his lodgings at the Fleur-de-Lys Building near the school of 
design. It appears the lad had been stricken with a fever. During the 
previous night he had called out, crying and shouting, all of which aroused 
the ire and concern of his fellow lodgers. They found him unconscious and 
delirious, and I learned that he was eventually transported to his family's 
home in Waterson Street.   
!
I phoned the family and gained permission to visit. A Dr Tobey was now in 
charge of Henry's health; Dr Tobey keeps offices in Thayer Street. After a 
brief introduction, the elder Mr Wilcox stated that young Henry had been 
a precocious youth, exciting attention with the strange stories and odd 



dreams he would relate. Mr Wilcox said the boy is “psychically 
hypersensitive.” 
!
Dr Tobey attended to young Wilcox for several days. In and out of 
delirium, the youth spoke of a creature “miles high,” of R'lyeh, of “Great 
Cthulhu,” and of “Old Ones.” the doctor was at a loss to explain, and was at 
first inclined to diagnose a mental impairment, if it weren’t for the young 
man's febrile brain.   
!
On April 2nd Henry Wilcox awoke. No memory of dreams, no memory of 
his sculpture, and astonished to learn that nearly a month had passed. I 
pressed him for more information. I pursued  his accounts of a sunken city, 
and his mention of the words “Cthulhu,” and “fhtagn.” He knew nothing, 
and when it was clear I was frightening him, I ceased my pursuit. 
!
I instituted a discovery and learned that several people had night visions 
during this same period. Not the staid upper class, nor the “salt of the 
earth”, but the poets and the artists. These dreamers dreamed too, and 
confessed to an acute fear of a gigantic nameless thing, visible only toward 
the last.  Of particular note is the case of Jonathan S., the widely known 
architect with leanings toward theosophy and the occult. Through first 
hand accounts, corroborated with hospital records, I learned that Mr S. 
went violently insane on March 23rd, and was committed to Danvers 
Lunatic Asylum. He expired a week later, screaming to be saved from some 
escaped denizen of hell. 
!
I hired a cutting bureau, and found multiple articles from around the world 
that indicate several instances that seem to mirror my experiences with Mr. 
Wilcox. I also learned through hushed whispers of pandemonium and riot 
at the Arkham Sanitarium nearby. 
!



Thus concludes what I know of Henry Wilcox. I find the entire episode 
fascinating, perplexing, and disturbing. Above all, my thoughts return to 
Wilcox’s small clay sculpture. 
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Narrative of Inspector John R. Legrasse, 121Bienville St., New Orleans, La.,  

at 1908 A.A.S. Mtg. - Notes on Same 
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& Prof. Webb’s Acct. 
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In the year 1908 I attended the American Archaeological Society’s annual 
meeting in St Louis, Missouri. There were several topics discussed - The 
Valley of the Kings in Egypt, and whether there were any further tombs to 
be discovered; new Hittite monuments from the Cappodocian Taurus; 
recent discoveries in the high plateaus of the American Southwest; and 
others. Being prominent in the field, I was approached by several outsiders 
who took advantage of the convocation to offer questions and seek answers 
to problems that require expert solution. 
!
Chief of these outsiders was a commonplace-looking man of middle age. 
He had traveled from New Orleans, seeking special information 
unobtainable from local sources. His name was John Raymond Legrasse, 
and he was by profession an Inspector of Police. With him he bore the 
subject of his visit, a grotesque, repulsive and, above all, ancient stone 
statuette whose origin he was at a loss to determine. Inspector Legrasse 
explained that he held no real interest in archaeology. On the contrary, his 
wish for enlightenment was prompted by purely professional 
considerations. The statuette, fetish, whatever it was, had been captured 
some months before  in the wooded swamps south of New Orleans during a 
raid on a so-called voodoo meeting. So singular and hideous were the rites 
connected with this meeting, that the police proceeded much as they ever 
have, which was to break up the cult-like demonstration with a show of 
strength and firearms. 
!
Some prominent members of the A.A.S. gathered round the object for a 
closer look, and soon others began to crowd round with a sense of tense 
excitement. No school of sculpture had animated this terrible object, yet 
centuries, perhaps millennia, seemed recorded in the greenish surface of the 
stone.  It was between seven and eight inches in height, and of exquisite 
workmanship. It represented a monster of anthropoid outline, but with an 
octopus-like head whose face was a mass of feelers, a scaly, rubbery-
looking body, prodigious claws on hind and fore feet, and long, narrow 



wings behind. The thing was of a somewhat bloated corpulence, and 
squatted evilly on a rectangular pedestal covered in an undecipherable 
script. The wings touched the back edge of the block, while the curved 
claws of the crouching hind quarters gripped the front edge, reaching a 
quarter of the way down the base. The cephalopod head was bent forward, 
and its tentacled feelers just brushed the backs of the fore paws, which 
rested on the croucher’s elevated knees.  
!
My fellow scientists pronounced that a vast, incalculable age was 
unmistakable. A noted geologist was embarrassed to admit he was quite 
unable to name the greenish stone with iridescent striations from which the 
fetish had been fashioned. The script, or hieroglyphics, were unfamiliar and 
unrecognized, even though half of the world’s experts on the subject were 
present. A hubbub ensued, with an overwhelmed Inspector Legrasse at its 
center, when one of our fellows spoke up with bashful hesitation. 
!
This person was the late William Channing Webb, Professor of 
Anthropology at Princeton University, and an explorer of no small note. 
Professor Webb stated he had been engaged, 48 years before, in a tour of 
Greenland and Iceland in search of some Runic inscriptions which he failed 
to unearth. During this cold expedition he encountered a cult or tribe of 
degenerates along the west coast of Greenland whose religion, a curious 
form of devil-worship, chilled him with its deliberate bloodthirstiness. Dr 
Webb witnessed with his own eyes a ritual in which the brute Esquimaux 
cult had danced under the aurora borealis, and tossed a young man from 
the icy cliffs, but not before first removing his heart. He saw, too, a very 
crude bas-relief of stone, comprising a hideous picture and some cryptic 
writing, which the clan cherished, and round which they danced.  He was 
able to record in Roman letters a phonetic copy of the guttural chant of a 
wizard-priest, as best he knew how. It was a faith of which other local tribes 
knew little, of which they spoke of only with shudders, saying it was 
despicable, and old, and that such things were best not discussed.  And the 



bas-relief, Dr Webb said in closing, looked a rough parallel in all essential 
features to the bestial thing now lying before the Society.  
!
Inspector Legrasse’s detective skills sprang to the fore, and he excitedly 
pressed Dr Webb for more concerning the wizard chant. Having noted and 
copied an oral ritual among the swamp cult his men had arrested, he 
besought the professor to remember the syllables taken down amongst the 
diabolist northerners. I interrupted on Dr Webb’s behalf, saying it was long 
ago, but the old professor was stirred by the unwholesome similarities, and 
joined the inspector of police at a green-lit table for an exhaustive 
comparison of details and memories.  
!
A moment of awed silence followed. Both detective and anthropologist 
agreed on the phrase common to two hellish rituals so many worlds apart. 
What, in substance, both Greenlander wizards and Louisiana swamp-
priests had chanted to their kindred idols was something very like this: 
!
“Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.”  
  
On this point Inspector Legrasse had an advantage on Professor Webb, for 
several among his mongrel prisoners had repeated the phrase in English: 
!
“In his house at R’lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.” 
!
In response to a general and urgent demand, Inspector Legrasse related as 
fully as possible his experience with the swamp worshippers to the 
assembled scientists. What follows is my best recollection. 
!
!
!
!



“On November 1st, 1907, there came to the New Orleans police a frantic 
summons from the swamp and lagoon country to the south. The squatters 
there were in the grip of terror. It was voodoo, but voodoo of a more 
terrible sort than they had ever known, that had disturbed their quiet 
livelihoods. Some of the women and children had recently disappeared since 
a malevolent tom-tom had begun an incessant beating far back in the 
woods. There were shouts and screams, chants and fire; and, the frightened 
messenger added, the people could stand it no more. 
!
“So a body of twenty police set out, filling two carriages and an automobile, 
in the late afternoon with the shivering squatter as our guide. At the end of 
the passable road we alighted, and for miles splashed on in silence through 
the terrible cypress woods.   

!
“At length their settlement, a miserable huddle of huts, hove in sight; and 
hysterical dwellers ran out to cluster around our bobbing lanterns. The 
muffled beat of tom-toms was now faintly audible far, far ahead; and a 
shriek came at infrequent intervals when the wind shifted. A reddish glare, 
too, seemed to filter through the undergrowth beyond. Each of the cowed 
denizens refused point-blank to advance another inch toward the scene of 
unholy worship, so I and my men plunged on unguided. 

!
“The region we entered was one of traditionally evil repute, substantially 
unknown and untraversed by white men. There are legends of a hidden 
lake in which dwells a huge, formless polypy thing with luminous eyes. 
They say it was there before LaSalle, before the Indians, and before even 
the beasts and birds of the woods, and to see it is to die.  Our present 
location was, indeed, on the fringe of this abhorred area. 



“As we approached the red glare, the sounds became clearer. Only poetry 
or madness could do justice to the noises we heard. There are vocal qualities 
peculiar to men, and vocal qualities peculiar to beasts; and it is terrible to 
hear the one when the source should yield the other.  

!
“Now and then the less organized ululation would cease, and the chorus of 
hoarse voices would rise and chant the hideous phrase: 

!
“Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn.” 

!
“Having reached a spot where the trees were thinner, we came in sight of 
the spectacle itself. Four of my men reeled, one fainted, and two were 
shaken into a cry which the cacophony of the orgy fortunately deadened. I 
dashed swamp water on the face of the fainting man, and we all stood 
trembling and nearly hypnotised with horror. 

“In a natural glade of the swamp stood a grassy island of perhaps an acre's 
extent, clear of trees and tolerably dry. On this now leaped and twisted a 
horde of human abnormality; naked, braying, bellowing, and writhing 
about a monstrous ring-shaped bonfire, in the centre of which stood a great 
granite monolith some eight feet in height. On top rested this noxious 
carven statuette.  

“From a wide circle of scaffolds with the flame-lit monolith at its centre 
hung, head downward, the marred bodies of the squatters who had 
disappeared. It was inside this circle that the worshippers cavorted, anti-
clockwise, between the ring of bodies and the ring of fire. 

“The horrified pause of my men was short. Duty came first; and although 
the throng must have been a hundred strong, we readied our weapons and 



plunged into a nauseous rout. For five minutes bedlam and chaos reigned. 
In the end I was able to count some forty-seven sullen prisoners, whom I 
forced to dress and fall into line between two rows of policemen. Five of the 
worshippers lay dead, and two severely wounded ones were carried away 
on improvised stretchers by their fellow-prisoners. The rest escaped into 
those forbidden surroundings. We lay the sad victims on the dry ground for 
later retrieval, and the image on the monolith was carefully removed and 
carried back by myself. 

“The prisoners all proved to be men and women of deviant, disturbed, and 
mentally aberrant types. Sailors, Negroes, mulattoes, Cajuns, whites, and 
Caribbean Islanders made up the heterogeneous voodoo cult, and before 
many questions were asked, it became clear that something far deeper and 
older than African fetishism was involved. Ignorant as they were, the 
creatures consistently held to the central idea of their loathsome faith.” 

!
Inspector Legrasse paused, and asked if he could have some water.  Our Dr 
Skinner brought him a glass, and the flagging policeman finished telling his 
story to the hushed room. 

“They worshipped, they said, the Great Old Ones who lived ages before 
there were any men, and who came to our young world out of the sky. 
Those Old Ones were gone now, inside the earth and under the sea; but 
their dead bodies had told their secrets via dreams to the first men, who 
formed a cult which had never died. This was that cult, and the prisoners 
said it has always existed, hidden in distant and dark places all over the 
world until the time when the great Cthulhu, from his dark house in the city 
of R'lyeh, should rise from the waters and bring the earth again under his 
sway. Some day he would call, when the stars were right, and the secret 
cult will be ready to liberate him.”  

!



Inspector Legrasse concluded by saying the statuette was the carven image 
of Cthulhu, and the authorities at Tulane University could shed no light 
upon the cult or the image, and so he brought it to St Louis, and 
encountered Professor Webb’s Greenland tale. 

!
Legrasse for some time lent the sculpture to Professor Webb, but at the 
latter’s death it was returned to him and presumably remains in his 
possession. It is a terrible thing, and unmistakably akin to the dream-
sculpture of the young Henry Anthony Wilcox, and I know not what to 
make of this. 
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