There Are More Things

To the memory of H. P. Lovecraft

Just as [ was about to take my last examination at the University of Texas, in
Austin, I learned that my uncle Edwin Arnett had died of an aneurysm on
the remote frontier of South America. I felt what we always feel when some-
one dies—the sad awareness, now futile, of how little it would have cost us
o have been more loving. One forgets that one is a dead man conversing
with dead men. The subject I was studying was philosophy; I recalled that
there in the Red House near Lomas, my uncle, without employing a single
proper noun, had revealed to me the lovely perplexities of the discipline.
One of the dessert oranges was the tool he employed for initiating me into
Berkeleyan idealism; he used the chessboard to explain the Eleatic para-
doxfs. Years later, he lent me Hinton’s treatises, which attempt to prove the
r“.l“y of a fourth dimension in space, a dimension the reader is encouraged
'0intuit by means of complicated exercises with colored cubes. I shall never
forget the prisms and pyramids we erected on the floor of his study.

My uncle was an engineer. Before retiring from his job at the railway, he
Made the decision to move to Turdera,* which offered him the combined
:"r:’%es of a virtual wilderness of solitude and the proximity of Buenos

- there was nothing more natural than that the architect of his home

| ::R ‘fmuld be his close friend Alexander Muir. This strict man ptofclnd |
ffict doctrine of Knox; my uncle, in the manner of almottal the W

.:?;:“hisﬁ.me,wasafrecﬂﬁnker—oranagnosﬁc, ather—y!
ton's h"‘m interested in theology, the way he was inf
u&mm‘” cubes and the well-thought-out nightmares
Bemory o1y 85 he had a big sheepdog he called Samucl
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those incompatible things that only by reason of thei steng
“the universe.” X

had been auctioned off; it had been bought by a foreigner, a man M f
Max Preetorius, who paid double the amount bid by the next highest bid-
der. After the bill of sale was signed, he arrived one evening with two assis-
tants and they threw all the furniture, all the books, and all the household
goods in the house into a dump not far from the Military Highway. (I recall
with sadness the diagrams in the volumes of Hinton and the great terraque-
ous globe.) The next day, he went to Muir and suggested certain changes to
the house, which Muir indignantly refused to carry out. Subsequently, a
firm from Buenos Aires undertook the work. The carpenters from the vil-
lage refused to refurnish the house; a certain Mariani, from Glew,* at last
accepted the conditions that Preetorius laid down. For a fortnight, he was to
work at night, behind closed doors. And it was by night that the new resi-
dent of Red House took up his habitation. The windows were never opened
anymore, but through the darkness one could make out cracks of light. One
morning the milkman came upon the body of the sheepdog, decapitated
and mutilated, on the walk. That winter the Norfolk pines were cut down.
No one ever saw Preetorius again; he apparently left the country soon after.

Such reports, as the reader may imagine, disturbed me. I know that |
am notorious for my curiosity, which has, variously, led me into marriage
with a woman utterly unlike myself (solely so that I might discover who she
was and what she was really like), into trying laudanum (with no apprecia-
ble result), into an exploration of transfinite numbers, and into the terrify- &
ing adventure whose story I am about to tell. Inevitably, lmw-m, £
into this matter.




was an mmfomble silence, and then Muir himself spoke. am;mg
“Young man,” he said, “you have not taken such trouble to come |
wlk 10 me about Edwin or the United States, a country that holds little
wrest for me. What keeps you from slecpmgatmghtuﬂ!ﬂhﬂh“
House, and that curious individual that's bought it. Well, it keeps me from

deeping. 100, Frankly, 1 find the whole affair most disagreeable, but I'll tell
you what | can. It shan’t be much.”

In a moment, he went on, without haste.

“Betore Edwin died, the mayor called me into his office. The pll‘hll
prest was there. They wanted me to draw up the plans for a Catholic chapel.
They would pay me well. | gave them my answer on the spot. No, I told
Sem Lam aservant of the Lord, and | cannot commit the abomination of
erecting altars for the worship of idols.”

Here he stopped.

“That's all?” | hazarded.

“No That Jewish whelp Preetorius wanted me to destroy my work, the
house I'd built, and put up a monstrosity in luplaa.w“
many forms.” '

"“Mmedtimwordsmdlpwm then he stood up. guf«'f

As | turned the corner, Daniel Iberra approached me. We knew
""prpkmmumdalka“n - back togethe
" never bheld any brief for hellions and that lot, and 1 could foresee a sor
% of morc or less violent and more or less apocryphal bar sta
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along that alleyway there, I might not
mw;:ﬁ s(:vwnwas 8 .§Hc shook his head. Then: angrily, he

That night I couldn’t sleep. Toward sunrise I dream
in the style of Piranesi, one I'd never seen .before or perhap: ad
forgotten—an engraving of a kind of labyrinth. It was a stone a
with a border of cypresses, but its walls stood taller than the tog .
trees. There were no doors or windows, but it was pierced by an i
ries of narrow vertical slits. I was using a magnifying glass to try
Minotaur. At last I saw it. It was the monster of a monster; it loolul_‘
a bull than like a buffalo, and its human body was lying on the gre
seemed to be asleep, and dreaming—but dreaming of what, or of wh

That evening I passed by the Red House. The gate in the fer
locked, and some iron bars had been twisted around it. What had b
garden was now weeds. Off to the right there was a shallow ditch,
banks were trampled. gk

I had one card still up my sleeve, but I put off playing it for several
not only because I sensed how utterly useless it would be but also becat
would drag me to the inevitable, the ultimate.

Finally, with no great hopes, I went to Glew. Mariani, the carpe
now getting on in years, was a fat, rosy Italian—a very friendly, unpre
tious fellow. The minute I saw him I discarded the stratagems dnt
seemed so promising the day before. I gave him my card, which he /
out to himself aloud with some ceremony, and with a slight enti
hitch when he came to the Ph.D. I told him I was interested in the furnis
ings he had made for the house that had belonged to my uncle, in Turde
The man talked on and on. I will not attempt to transcribe his m: :
expressively gesticulated) words, but he assured me that his
u.mm the client’s demands, no matter how outrageous,” and told m
lived up 10 it. After rummaging around in several boxes, he . g
*ome papers I couldn’t read, signed by the elusive Preetorius. No d
::k:;;eu:)r a hWyﬂ) When we were sayu)g our SOOd- :

money in the world couldn’t persuade him to set fc
: house. He added that the custome
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Over and over I told myself that time—that infinite web of yesterday,
today, the future, forever, never—is the only true enigma. Such profound
thoughts availed me nothing; after dedicating my evening to the study of
Schopenhauer or Royce I would still wander, night after night, along the
dirt roads bordering the Red House. At times I would make out a very white
light up on the hill; at others I would think I could hear moaning. This went
on until the nineteenth of January.

It was one of those days in Buenos Aires when one feels not only in-
sulted and abused by the summer, but actually degraded. It was about
cleven that night when the storm clouds burst. First came the south wind,
and then sheets, waves, torrents of water. I scurried about in the darkness,
trying to find a tree to take shelter under. In the sudden sharp light from a
bolt of lightning, I found that I was but steps from the fence. I am not cer-
tain whether it was with fear or hopefulness that I tried the gate. Unexpect-
edly, it opened. Buffeted by the storm, I made my way in; sky and earth alike
impelled me. The front door of the house was also ajar. A gust of rain lashed
my face, and | went in.

Inside, the floor tiles had been taken up; my feet trod grass in clumps
and patches. A sweetish, nauseating odor filled the house. To the left or
right, I am not sure which, I stumbled onto a stone ramp. I scrambled up it.
Almost unthinkingly my hand sought the light switch.

The dining room and library of my recollections were now (the divid-
ing wall having been torn out) one large ruinous room, with pieces of fur-
miture scattered here and there. I will not attempt to describe them, because
n spite of the pitiless white light I am not certain I actually saw them. Let
me explain: In order truly to see a thing, one must first understand it. An
armchair implies the human body, its joints and members; scissors, the act
of cutting. What can be told from a lamp, or an automobile? The savage
cannot really perceive the missionary’s Bible; the passenger does not see the
same ship’s rigging as the crew. If we truly saw the universe, perhaps we
would understand it.

None of the insensate forms I saw that night corresponded to the hu-
man figure or any conceivable use. They inspired horror and revulsion. In
one corner 1 discovered a vertical ladder that rose to the floor above. The
wide iron rungs, no more than ten in all, were spaced irregularly; t
der, which implied hands and feet, was comprehensible, and someh
ieved me. I turned off the light and waited for a while in the
"‘h&hpwmnmxmmy Cis
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Upstairs, my trembling hand once again M :
switch. The nightmare prefigured by the downstairs roc
flowered in the upper story. There were many ob;ects, i {
ones. I now recall a long, U-shaped piece of furniture like an
ble, very high, with circular openings at the extremes. It occurred to,
this might be the bed used by the residen.t of 'the house, whose mons
anatomy was revealed obliquely by this object in much t!le way the an .
of an animal, or a god, may be known by the shadow it casts. From
page of Lucan, read years ago and then forgotten, there came to my lips the
word amphisbena, which suggested (though by no means fully captured)
what my eyes would later see. I also recall a V of mirrors that faded into
shadows above. f

What must the inhabitant of this house be like? What must it be seek-
ing here, on this planet, which must have been no less horrible to it than it
to us? From what secret regions of astronomy or time, from what ancient
and now incalculable twilight, had it reached this South American suburb
and this precise night?

I felt that I had intruded, uninvited, into chaos. Outside, the rain had
stopped. I looked at my watch and saw with astonishment that it was almost
two A.M. [ left the light on and began cautiously to climb back down the
ladder. Climbing down what I had once climbed up was not impossible—
climbing down before the inhabitant came back. I conjectured that it hadn’t
locked the front door and the gate because it hadn’t known how.

My feet were just touching the next to last rung when I heard some-

thing coming up the famp—something heavy and slow and plural. Curi-
osity got the better of fear, and I did not close my eyes.




