
A Tour Around the Dreamlands 
 
 The Dreamlands were created by H.P. Lovecraft. Lovecraft was obviously 
enthralled with the writings of Lord Dansany, but he also held a fascination for 
dreams. Numerous stories and ideas for stories were recorded by Lovecraft in his 
published work, personal notes, and correspondence. 
 Lovecraft had an amazing ability to weave his core mythos ideas throughout 
most of his stories. Besides his staple of horror stories, he also wrote many stories 
about the Dreamlands. These stories, now collectively known as “the Dream Cycle”, 
include the following stories as the core source material for this tour around the 
Dreamlands. 
 

• Polaris 
• The White Ship 
• The Doom that Came to Sarnath 
• The Cats of Ulthar 
• Celephais 
• Ex Oblivione 
• The Quest of Iranon 
• The Other Gods 
• What the Moon Brings 
• The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
• The Silver Key 
• The Strange High House in the Mist 
• Through the Gates of the Silver Key 

 
The story that most defines the Dreamlands is Lovecraft’s novella The Dream Quest of Unknown 
Kadath. Strangely enough, Lovecraft never published the story and thought it was a bit too much 
for most readers to swallow; however, it is the Dream Quest that provides so many rich details 
about the Dreamlands. 
 This Gazetteer corresponds to the amazing map of the Dreamlands created by comic artist 
Jason B. Thompson. Thompson has worked in Manga and comics. As of this writing, he does 
artwork for Wizards of the Coast. He also draws maps and dungeons that are superbly drawn. The 
map he created of the Dreamlands can be ordered in a 24” x 36” poster that is a great gaming aid 
to use for your adventures. 
 Using the map, the Gazetteer will begin at the top, 12 o’clock position and proceed 
clockwise around the map. Rather than regurgitating information from the Dream Cycle in my 
own words, I’ve complied all entries from all the stories that mention a specific location or 
creature. It is far more fun to explore areas using the descriptions from Lovecraft’s own hand as 
fuel for your adventuring imagination. 
  
 
 
 
 



 For further information on the Dreamlands and the Dreamlands map, see the following 
links:  
 
 http://www.the-dreamlands.com/about/the-dream-cycle/ 
 
 http://mockman.com/2012/02/13/color-map-of-h-p-lovecrafts-dreamlands/ 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Entering the Dreamlands 
 
Via the Seventy Steps of Light Slumber and Seven Hundred Steps to the Gate of Deeper 
Slumber 
 

 “In light slumber he descended the seventy steps to the cavern of flame and talked 
of this design to the bearded priests Nasht and Kaman-Thah. And the priests shook their 
pshent-bearing heads and vowed it would be the death of his soul. They pointed out that 
the Great Ones had shewn already their wish, and that it is not agreeable to them to be 
harassed by insistent pleas. They reminded him, too, that not only had no man ever been to 
unknown Kadath, but no man had ever suspected in what part of space it may lie; whether 
it be in the dreamlands around our world, or in those surrounding some unguessed 
companion of Fomalhaut or Aldebaran. If in our dreamland, it might conceivably be 
reached; but only three fully human souls since time began had ever crossed and recrossed 
the black impious gulfs to other dreamlands, and of that three two had come back quite 
mad.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 “So asking a farewell blessing of the priests and thinking shrewdly on his course, 
he boldly descended the seven hundred steps to the Gate of Deeper Slumber and set out 
through the enchanted wood.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 “In the tunnels of that twisted wood, whose low prodigious oaks twine groping 
boughs and shine dim with the phosphorescence of strange fungi, dwell the furtive and 
secretive zoogs; who know many obscure secrets of the dream-world and a few of the 
waking world, since the wood at two places touches the lands of men, though it would be 
disastrous to say where.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Via the Guide 
 

 “A moment later Carter knew that this was so, for the Shape had spoken to his mind 
without sound or language. And though the name it uttered was a dreaded and terrible one, 
Randolph Carter did not flinch in fear. Instead, he spoke back, equally without sound or 
language, and made those obeisances which the hideous Necronomicon had taught him to 
make. For this Shape was nothing less than that which all the world has feared since Lomar 
rose out of the sea and the Winged Ones came to earth to teach the Elder Lore to man. It 
was indeed the frightful Guide and Guardian of the Gate—’Umr at-Tawil, the ancient one, 
which the scribe rendereth the Prolonged of Life.” ~ Through the Gate of the Silver Key 

 
 “The Guide did not share this sleep, but seemed still to be giving instructions in 
some subtle, soundless way. Evidently he was implanting images of those things which he 
wished the Companions to dream; and Carter knew that as each of the Ancient Ones 
pictured the prescribed thought, there would be born the nucleus of a manifestation visible 
to his own earthly eyes. When the dreams of all the Shapes had achieved a oneness, that 
manifestation would occur, and everything he required be materialised, through 
concentration. He had seen such things on earth—in India, where the combined, projected 
will of a circle of adepts can make a thought take tangible substance, and in hoary Atlaanât, 



of which few men dare speak. 
 “Just what the Ultimate Gate was, and how it was to be passed, Carter could not be 
certain; but a feeling of tense expectancy surged over him. He was conscious of having a 
kind of body, and of holding the fateful Silver Key in his hand. The masses of towering 
stone opposite him seemed to possess the evenness of a wall, toward the centre of which 
his eyes were irresistibly drawn. And then suddenly he felt the mental currents of the Most 
Ancient One cease to flow forth. 
 “For the first time Carter realised how terrific utter silence, mental and physical, 
may be. The earlier moments had never failed to contain some perceptible rhythm, if only 
the faint, cryptical pulse of the earth’s dimensional extension, but now the hush of the abyss 
seemed to fall upon everything. Despite his intimations of body, he had no audible breath; 
and the glow of ’Umr at-Tawil’s quasi-sphere had grown petrifiedly fixed and unpulsating. 
A potent nimbus, brighter than those which had played round the heads of the Shapes, 
blazed frozenly over the shrouded skull of the terrible Guide. 
 “A dizziness assailed Carter, and his sense of lost orientation waxed a thousandfold. 
The strange lights seemed to hold the quality of the most impenetrable blacknesses heaped 
upon blacknesses, while about the Ancient Ones, so close on their pseudo-hexagonal 
thrones, there hovered an air of the most stupefying remoteness. Then he felt himself 
wafted into immeasurable depths, with waves of perfumed warmth lapping against his face. 
It was as if he floated in a torrid, rose-tinctured sea; a sea of drugged wine whose waves 
broke foaming against shores of brazen fire. A great fear clutched him as he half saw that 
vast expanse of surging sea lapping against its far-off coast. But the moment of silence was 
broken—the surgings were speaking to him in a language that was not of physical sound 
or articulate words. 
 “The man of Truth is beyond good and evil,” intoned a voice that was not a voice. 
“The man of Truth has ridden to All-Is-One. The man of Truth has learnt that Illusion is 
the only reality, and that substance is an impostor. 
 “And now, in that rise of masonry to which his eyes had been so irresistibly drawn, 
there appeared the outline of a titanic arch not unlike that which he thought he had glimpsed 
so long ago in that cave within a cave, on the far, unreal surface of the three-dimensioned 
earth. He realised that he had been using the Silver Key—moving it in accord with an 
unlearnt and instinctive ritual closely akin to that which had opened the Inner Gate. That 
rose-drunken sea which lapped his cheeks was, he realised, no more or less than the 
adamantine mass of the solid wall yielding before his spell, and the vortex of thought with 
which the Ancient Ones had aided his spell. Still guided by instinct and blind 
determination, he floated forward—and through the Ultimate Gate. 
 “Randolph Carter’s advance through that Cyclopean bulk of abnormal masonry was 
like a dizzy precipitation through the measureless gulfs between the stars. From a great 
distance he felt triumphant, godlike surges of deadly sweetness, and after that the rustling 
of great wings, and impressions of sound like the chirpings and murmurings of objects 
unknown on earth or in the solar system. Glancing backward, he saw not one gate alone, 
but a multiplicity of gates, at some of which clamoured Forms he strove not to remember. 
 “And then, suddenly, he felt a greater terror than that which any of the Forms could 
give—a terror from which he could not flee because it was connected with himself. Even 
the First Gateway had taken something of stability from him, leaving him uncertain about 
his bodily form and about his relationship to the mistily defined objects around him, but it 



had not disturbed his sense of unity. He had still been Randolph Carter, a fixed point in the 
dimensional seething. Now, beyond the Ultimate Gateway, he realised in a moment of 
consuming fright that he was not one person, but many persons. 
 “And now the BEING was addressing the Carter-facet in prodigious waves that 
smote and burned and thundered—a concentration of energy that blasted its recipient with 
well-nigh unendurable violence, and that followed, with certain definite variations, the 
singular unearthly rhythm which had marked the chanting and swaying of the Ancient 
Ones, and the flickering of the monstrous lights, in that baffling region beyond the First 
Gate. It was as though suns and worlds and universes had converged upon one point whose 
very position in space they had conspired to annihilate with an impact of resistless fury. 
But amidst the greater terror one lesser terror was diminished; for the searing waves 
appeared somehow to isolate the beyond-the-gate Carter from his infinity of duplicates—
to restore, as it were, a certain amount of the illusion of identity. After a time the hearer 
began to translate the waves into speech-forms known to him, and his sense of horror and 
oppression waned. Fright became pure awe, and what had seemed blasphemously abnormal 
seemed now only ineffably majestic. 
 “Randolph Carter,” IT seemed to say, “MY manifestations on your planet’s 
extension, the Ancient Ones, have sent you as one who would lately have returned to small 
lands of dream which he had lost, yet who with greater freedom has risen to greater and 
nobler desires and curiosities. You wished to sail up golden Oukranos, to search out 
forgotten ivory cities in orchid-heavy Kled, and to reign on the opal throne of Ilek-Vad, 
whose fabulous towers and numberless domes rise mighty toward a single red star in a 
firmament alien to your earth and to all matter. Now, with the passing of two Gates, you 
wish loftier things. You would not flee like a child from a scene disliked to a dream 
beloved, but would plunge like a man into that last and inmost of secrets which lies behind 
all scenes and dreams. 
 “What you wish, I have found good; and I am ready to grant that which I have 
granted eleven times only to beings of your planet—five times only to those you call men, 
or those resembling them. I am ready to shew you the Ultimate Mystery, to look on which 
is to blast a feeble spirit. Yet before you gaze full at that last and first of secrets you may 
still wield a free choice, and return if you will through the two Gates with the Veil still 
unrent before your eyes.” ~ Through the Gate of the Silver Key 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Plateau of Leng (North) 
 
Leng 
 

 “So Kuranes sought fruitlessly for the marvellous city of Celephaïs and its galleys 
that sail to Serannian in the sky, meanwhile seeing many wonders and once barely escaping 
from the high-priest not to be described, which wears a yellow silken mask over its face 
and dwells all alone in a prehistoric stone monastery on the cold desert plateau of Leng.” 
~ Celephais 

 
 “This man was reputed to trade with the horrible stone villages on the icy desert 
plateau of Leng, which no healthy folk visit and whose evil fires are seen at night from 
afar. He was even rumoured to have dealt with that high-priest not to be described, which 
wears a yellow silken mask over its face and dwells all alone in a prehistoric stone 
monastery.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Remote Monastery of Leng 
 

 “There, all alone in the hush and the dusk and the cold, rose the uncouth stones of 
a squat windowless building, around which a circle of crude monoliths stood. In all this 
arrangement there was nothing human, and Carter surmised from old tales that he was 
indeed come to that most dreadful and legendary of all places, the remote and prehistoric 
monastery wherein dwells uncompanioned the high-priest not to be described, which wears 
a yellow silken mask over its face and prays to the Other Gods and their crawling chaos 
Nyarlathotep.” ~ The Dream Queest of Unknown Kadath 

  
 “At the farther end was a high stone dais reached by five steps; and there on a 
golden throne sat a lumpish figure robed in yellow silk figured with red and having a yellow 
silken mask over its face. To this being the slant-eyed man made certain signs with his 
hands, and the lurker in the dark replied by raising a disgustingly carven flute of ivory in 
silk-covered paws and blowing certain loathsome sounds from beneath its flowing yellow 
mask. This colloquy went on for some time, and to Carter there was something sickeningly 
familiar in the sound of that flute and the stench of the malodorous place. It made him think 
of a frightful red-litten city and of the revolting procession that once filed through it; of 
that, and of an awful climb through lunar countryside beyond, before the rescuing rush of 
earth’s friendly cats. He knew that the creature on the dais was without doubt the high-
priest not to be described, of which legend whispers such fiendish and abnormal 
possibilities, but he feared to think just what that abhorred high-priest might be. 
 “Then the figured silk slipped a trifle from one of the greyish-white paws, and 
Carter knew what the noisome high-priest was. And in that hideous second stark fear drove 
him to something his reason would never have dared to attempt, for in all his shaken 
consciousness there was room only for one frantic will to escape from what squatted on 
that golden throne. He knew that hopeless labyrinths of stone lay betwixt him and the cold 
table-land outside, and that even on that table-land the noxious shantak still waited; yet in 
spite of all this there was in his mind only the instant need to get away from that wriggling, 
silk-robed monstrosity.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 



 
The Garden of Yin (Northeast) 
 
The Golden Valley 
 

 “And once I walked through a golden valley that led to shadowy groves and ruins, 
and ended in a mighty wall green with antique vines, and pierced by a little gate of bronze. 
 “Many times I walked through that valley, and longer and longer would I pause in 
the spectral half-light where the giant trees squirmed and twisted grotesquely, and the grey 
ground stretched damply from trunk to trunk, sometimes disclosing the mould-stained 
stones of buried temples. And always the goal of my fancies was the mighty vine-grown 
wall with the little gate of bronze therein.” ~ Ex Oblivione 

 
The Twilight Sea 
 

 “I shall ask him when I see him, for I expect to meet him shortly in a certain dream-
city we both used to haunt. It is rumoured in Ulthar, beyond the river Skai, that a new king 
reigns on the opal throne in Ilek-Vad, that fabulous town of turrets atop the hollow cliffs 
of glass overlooking the twilight sea wherein the bearded and finny Gnorri build their 
singular labyrinths, and I believe I know how to interpret this rumour.” ~ The Silver Key 

 
 “Randolph Carter,” IT seemed to say, “MY manifestations on your planet’s 
extension, the Ancient Ones, have sent you as one who would lately have returned to small 
lands of dream which he had lost, yet who with greater freedom has risen to greater and 
nobler desires and curiosities. You wished to sail up golden Oukranos, to search out 
forgotten ivory cities in orchid-heavy Kled, and to reign on the opal throne of Ilek-Vad, 
whose fabulous towers and numberless domes rise mighty toward a single red star in a 
firmament alien to your earth and to all matter. Now, with the passing of two Gates, you 
wish loftier things. You would not flee like a child from a scene disliked to a dream 
beloved, but would plunge like a man into that last and inmost of secrets which lies behind 
all scenes and dreams.” ~ Throught the Gate of the Silver Key 

 
Mnar (East) 
 
Sarnath 
 

 “There is in the land of Mnar a vast still lake that is fed by no stream and out of 
which no stream flows. Ten thousand years ago there stood by its shore the mighty city of 
Sarnath, but Sarnath stands there no more.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “It is told that in the immemorial years when the world was young, before ever the 
men of Sarnath came to the land of Mnar, another city stood beside the lake; the grey stone 
city of Ib, which was old as the lake itself, and peopled with beings not pleasing to behold. 
Very odd and ugly were these beings, as indeed are most beings of a world yet inchoate 
and rudely fashioned. It is written on the brick cylinders of Kadatheron that the beings of 



Ib were in hue as green as the lake and the mists that rise above it; that they had bulging 
eyes, pouting, flabby lips, and curious ears, and were without voice. It is also written that 
they descended one night from the moon in a mist; they and the vast still lake and grey 
stone city Ib. However this may be, it is certain that they worshipped a sea-green stone idol 
chiselled in the likeness of Bokrug, the great water-lizard; before which they danced 
horribly when the moon was gibbous. And it is written in the papyrus of Ilarnek, that they 
one day discovered fire, and thereafter kindled flames on many ceremonial occasions. But 
not much is written of these beings, because they lived in very ancient times, and man is 
young, and knows little of the very ancient living things.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “Not far from the grey city of Ib did the wandering tribes lay the first stones of 
Sarnath, and at the beings of Ib they marvelled greatly. But with their marvelling was mixed 
hate, for they thought it not meet that beings of such aspect should walk about the world 
of men at dusk. Nor did they like the strange sculptures upon the grey monoliths of Ib, for 
those sculptures were terrible with great antiquity. Why the beings and the sculptures 
lingered so late in the world, even until the coming of men, none can tell; unless it was 
because the land of Mnar is very still, and remote from most other lands both of waking 
and of dream.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “Thus of the very ancient city of Ib was nothing spared save the sea-green stone 
idol chiselled in the likeness of Bokrug, the water-lizard. This the young warriors took back 
with them to Sarnath as a symbol of conquest over the old gods and beings of Ib, and a sign 
of leadership in Mnar. But on the night after it was set up in the temple a terrible thing must 
have happened, for weird lights were seen over the lake, and in the morning the people 
found the idol gone, and the high-priest Taran-Ish lying dead, as from some fear 
unspeakable. And before he died, Taran-Ish had scrawled upon the altar of chrysolite with 
coarse shaky strokes the sign of DOOM.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “The wonder of the world and the pride of all mankind was Sarnath the magnificent. 
Of polished desert-quarried marble were its walls, in height 300 cubits and in breadth 75, 
so that chariots might pass each other as men drave them along the top. For full 500 stadia 
did they run, being open only on the side toward the lake; where a green stone sea-wall 
kept back the waves that rose oddly once a year at the festival of the destroying of Ib. In 
Sarnath were fifty streets from the lake to the gates of the caravans, and fifty more 
intersecting them. With onyx were they paved, save those whereon the horses and camels 
and elephants trod, which were paved with granite. And the gates of Sarnath were as many 
as the landward ends of the streets, each of bronze, and flanked by the figures of lions and 
elephants carven from some stone no longer known among men. The houses of Sarnath 
were of glazed brick and chalcedony, each having its walled garden and crystal lakelet. 
With strange art were they builded, for no other city had houses like them; and travellers 
from Thraa and Ilarnek and Kadatheron marvelled at the shining domes wherewith they 
were surmounted. 
 “But more marvellous still were the palaces and the temples, and the gardens made 
by Zokkar the olden king. There were many palaces, the least of which were mightier than 
any in Thraa or Ilarnek or Kadatheron. So high were they that one within might sometimes 
fancy himself beneath only the sky; yet when lighted with torches dipt in the oil of Dothur 



their walls shewed vast paintings of kings and armies, of a splendour at once inspiring and 
stupefying to the beholder. Many were the pillars of the palaces, all of tinted marble, and 
carven into designs of surpassing beauty. And in most of the palaces the floors were 
mosaics of beryl and lapis-lazuli and sardonyx and carbuncle and other choice materials, 
so disposed that the beholder might fancy himself walking over beds of the rarest flowers. 
And there were likewise fountains, which cast scented waters about in pleasing jets 
arranged with cunning art. Outshining all others was the palace of the kings of Mnar and 
of the lands adjacent. On a pair of golden crouching lions rested the throne, many steps 
above the gleaming floor. And it was wrought of one piece of ivory, though no man lives 
who knows whence so vast a piece could have come. In that palace there were also many 
galleries, and many amphitheatres where lions and men and elephants battled at the 
pleasure of the kings. Sometimes the amphitheatres were flooded with water conveyed 
from the lake in mighty aqueducts, and then were enacted stirring sea-fights, or combats 
betwixt swimmers and deadly marine things. 
 “Lofty and amazing were the seventeen tower-like temples of Sarnath, fashioned 
of a bright multi-coloured stone not known elsewhere. A full thousand cubits high stood 
the greatest among them, wherein the high-priests dwelt with a magnificence scarce less 
than that of the kings. On the ground were halls as vast and splendid as those of the palaces; 
where gathered throngs in worship of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and Lobon, the chief gods of 
Sarnath, whose incense-enveloped shrines were as the thrones of monarchs. Not like the 
eikons of other gods were those of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and Lobon, for so close to life 
were they that one might swear the graceful bearded gods themselves sate on the ivory 
thrones. And up unending steps of shining zircon was the tower-chamber, wherefrom the 
high-priests looked out over the city and the plains and the lake by day; and at the cryptic 
moon and significant stars and planets, and their reflections in the lake, by night. Here was 
done the very secret and ancient rite in detestation of Bokrug, the water-lizard, and here 
rested the altar of chrysolite which bore the DOOM-scrawl of Taran-Ish. 
 “Wonderful likewise were the gardens made by Zokkar the olden king. In the centre 
of Sarnath they lay, covering a great space and encircled by a high wall. And they were 
surmounted by a mighty dome of glass, through which shone the sun and moon and stars 
and planets when it was clear, and from which were hung fulgent images of the sun and 
moon and stars and planets when it was not clear. In summer the gardens were cooled with 
fresh odorous breezes skilfully wafted by fans, and in winter they were heated with 
concealed fires, so that in those gardens it was always spring. There ran little streams over 
bright pebbles, dividing meads of green and gardens of many hues, and spanned by a 
multitude of bridges. Many were the waterfalls in their courses, and many were the lilied 
lakelets into which they expanded. Over the streams and lakelets rode white swans, whilst 
the music of rare birds chimed in with the melody of the waters. In ordered terraces rose 
the green banks, adorned here and there with bowers of vines and sweet blossoms, and 
seats and benches of marble and porphyry. And there were many small shrines and temples 
where one might rest or pray to small gods.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “Within his banquet-hall reclined Nargis-Hei, the king, drunken with ancient wine 
from the vaults of conquered Pnath, and surrounded by feasting nobles and hurrying slaves. 
There were eaten many strange delicacies at that feast; peacocks from the isles of Nariel in 
the Middle Ocean, young goats from the distant hills of Implan, heels of camels from the 



Bnazic desert, nuts and spices from Cydathrian groves, and pearls from wave-washed Mtal 
dissolved in the vinegar of Thraa.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “And it was the high-priest Gnai-Kah who first saw the shadows that descended 
from the gibbous moon into the lake, and the damnable green mists that arose from the lake 
to meet the moon and to shroud in a sinister haze the towers and the domes of fated Sarnath. 
Thereafter those in the towers and without the walls beheld strange lights on the water, and 
saw that the grey rock Akurion, which was wont to rear high above it near the shore, was 
almost submerged.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “It was long ere any traveller went thither, and even then only the brave and 
adventurous young men of distant Falona dared make the journey; adventurous young men 
of yellow hair and blue eyes, who are no kin to the men of Mnar. These men indeed went 
to the lake to view Sarnath; but though they found the vast still lake itself, and the grey 
rock Akurion which rears high above it near the shore, they beheld not the wonder of the 
world and pride of all mankind. Where once had risen walls of 300 cubits and towers yet 
higher, now stretched only the marshy shore, and where once had dwelt fifty millions of 
men now crawled only the detestable green water-lizard. Not even the mines of precious 
metal remained, for DOOM had come to Sarnath. 

 
 “But half buried in the rushes was spied a curious green idol of stone; an 
exceedingly ancient idol coated with seaweed and chiselled in the likeness of 
Bokrug, the great water-lizard. That idol, enshrined in the high temple at Ilarnek, 
was subsequently worshipped beneath the gibbous moon throughout the land of 
Mnar.” ~ Tha Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 
Thraa, Kadatheron, Ilnarek, and Rinar 
 

 “After many aeons men came to the land of Mnar; dark shepherd folk with their 
fleecy flocks, who built Thraa, Ilarnek, and Kadatheron on the winding river Ai. And 
certain tribes, more hardy than the rest, pushed on to the border of the lake and built Sarnath 
at a spot where precious metals were found in the earth.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “Betwixt Sarnath and the city of Ilarnek arose a caravan route, and the precious 
metals from the earth were exchanged for other metals and rare cloths and jewels and books 
and tools for artificers and all things of luxury that are known to the people who dwell 
along the winding river Ai and beyond.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 “On later days they talked of the quarries in which Carter said he was going to 
work. There were many of them, for all the city of Inganok was builded of onyx, whilst 
great polished blocks of it were traded in Rinar, Ogrothan, and Celephaïs, and at home with 
the merchants of Thraa, Ilarnek, and Kadatheron, for the beautiful wares of those fabulous 
ports. And far to the north, almost in that cold desert whose existence the men of Inganok 
did not care to admit, there was an unused quarry greater than all the rest; from which had 
been hewn in forgotten times such prodigious lumps and blocks that the sight of their 



chiselled vacancies struck terror to all who beheld. Who had mined those incredible blocks, 
and whither they had been transported, no man might say; but it was thought best not to 
trouble that quarry, around which such inhuman memories might conceivably cling. So it 
was left all alone in the twilight, with only the raven and the rumoured shantak-bird to 
brood on its immensities. When Carter heard of this quarry he was moved to deep thought, 
for he knew from old tales that the Great Ones’ castle atop unknown Kadath is of onyx.” ~ 
The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 
Oriab (South Central) 
 
Mt. Ngranek 
 

 “Atop the tallest of earth’s peaks dwell the gods of earth, and suffer no man to tell 
that he hath looked upon them. Lesser peaks they once inhabited; but ever the men from 
the plains would scale the slopes of rock and snow, driving the gods to higher and higher 
mountains till now only the last remains. When they left their older peaks they took with 
them all signs of themselves; save once, it is said, when they left a carven image on the 
face of the mountain which they called Ngranek.” ~ The Other Gods 

 
 “Robbed of his reserve, poor Atal babbled freely of forbidden things; telling of a 
great image reported by travellers as carved on the solid rock of the mountain Ngranek, on 
the isle of Oriab in the Southern Sea, and hinting that it may be a likeness which earth’s 
gods once wrought of their own features in the days when they danced by moonlight on 
that mountain. And he hiccoughed likewise that the features of that image are very strange, 
so that one might easily recognise them, and that they are sure signs of the authentic race 
of the gods.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 “Carter questioned the oddly robed men of that city about the peak of Ngranek on 
the isle of Oriab, and found that they knew of it well. Ships came from Baharna on that 
island, one being due to return thither in only a month, and Ngranek is but two days’ zebra-
ride from that port. But few had seen the stone face of the god, because it is on a very 
difficult side of Ngranek, which overlooks only sheer crags and a valley of sinister lava. 
Once the gods were angered with men on that side, and spoke of the matter to the Other 
Gods.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 “Stern and terrible shone that face that the sunset lit with fire. How vast it was no 
mind can ever measure, but Carter knew at once that man could never have fashioned it. It 
was a god chiselled by the hands of the gods, and it looked down haughty and majestic 
upon the seeker. Rumour had said it was strange and not to be mistaken, and Carter saw 
that it was indeed so; for those long narrow eyes and long-lobed ears, and that thin nose 
and pointed chin, all spoke of a race that is not of men but of gods. He clung overawed in 
that lofty and perilous eyrie, even though it was this which he had expected and come to 
find; for there is in a god’s face more of marvel than prediction can tell, and when that face 
is vaster than a great temple and seen looking down at sunset in the cryptic silences of that 



upper world from whose dark lava it was divinely hewn of old, the marvel is so strong that 
none may escape it.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 
Baharna 
 

 “And on the evening of the eleventh day they came in sight of the isle of Oriab, 
with Ngranek rising jagged and snow-crowned in the distance. Oriab is a very great isle, 
and its port of Baharna a mighty city. The wharves of Baharna are of porphyry, and the 
city rises in great stone terraces behind them, having streets of steps that are frequently 
arched over by buildings and the bridges between buildings. There is a great canal which 
goes under the whole city in a tunnel with granite gates and leads to the inland lake of Yath, 
on whose farther shore are the vast clay-brick ruins of a primal city whose name is not 
remembered. As the ship drew into the harbour at evening the twin beacons Thon and Thal 
gleamed a welcome, and in all the million windows of Baharna’s terraces mellow lights 
peeped out quietly and gradually as the stars peep out overhead in the dusk, till that steep 
and climbing seaport became a glittering constellation hung between the stars of heaven 
and the reflections of those stars in the still harbour.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown 
Kadath 

 
Khem (Southwest) 
 
Oonai 
 

 “Then one night when the moon was full the travellers came to a mountain crest 
and looked down upon the myriad lights of Oonai. Peasants had told them they were near, 
and Iranon knew that this was not his native city of Aira. The lights of Oonai were not like 
those of Aira; for they were harsh and glaring, while the lights of Aira shine as softly and 
magically as shone the moonlight on the floor by the window where Iranon’s mother once 
rocked him to sleep with song. But Oonai was a city of lutes and dancing, so Iranon and 
Romnod went down the steep slope that they might find men to whom songs and dreams 
would bring pleasure. And when they were come into the town they found rose-wreathed 
revellers bound from house to house and leaning from windows and balconies, who 
listened to the songs of Iranon and tossed him flowers and applauded when he was done. 
Then for a moment did Iranon believe he had found those who thought and felt even as he, 
though the town was not an hundredth as fair as Aira.” ~ The Quest of Iranon 

 
 “When dawn came Iranon looked about with dismay, for the domes of Oonai were 
not golden in the sun, but grey and dismal. And the men of Oonai were pale with revelling 
and dull with wine, and unlike the radiant men of Aira. But because the people had thrown 
him blossoms and acclaimed his songs Iranon stayed on, and with him Romnod, who liked 
the revelry of the town and wore in his dark hair roses and myrtle. Often at night Iranon 
sang to the revellers, but he was always as before, crowned only with the vine of the 
mountains and remembering the marble streets of Aira and the hyaline Nithra. In the 
frescoed halls of the Monarch did he sing, upon a crystal dais raised over a floor that was 
a mirror, and as he sang he brought pictures to his hearers till the floor seemed to reflect 



old, beautiful, and half-remembered things instead of the wine-reddened feasters who 
pelted him with roses. And the King bade him put away his tattered purple, and clothed 
him in satin and cloth-of-gold, with rings of green jade and bracelets of tinted ivory, and 
lodged him in a gilded and tapestried chamber on a bed of sweet carven wood with canopies 
and coverlets of flower-embroidered silk. Thus dwelt Iranon in Oonai, the city of lutes and 
dancing.” ~ The Quest of Iranon 

 
Zar (Southwest) 
 

 “And when the day dawned, rosy and effulgent, I beheld the green shore of far 
lands, bright and beautiful, and to me unknown. Up from the sea rose lordly terraces of 
verdure, tree-studded, and shewing here and there the gleaming white roofs and colonnades 
of strange temples. As we drew nearer the green shore the bearded man told me of that 
land, the Land of Zar, where dwell all the dreams and thoughts of beauty that come to men 
once and then are forgotten. And when I looked upon the terraces again I saw that what he 
said was true, for among the sights before me were many things I had once seen through 
the mists beyond the horizon and in the phosphorescent depths of ocean. There too were 
forms and fantasies more splendid than any I had ever known; the visions of young poets 
who died in want before the world could learn of what they had seen and dreamed. But we 
did not set foot upon the sloping meadows of Zar, for it is told that he who treads them may 
nevermore return to his native shore.” ~ The White Ship 

 
Thalarion 
 

 “This is Thalarion, the City of a Thousand Wonders, wherein reside all those 
mysteries that man has striven in vain to fathom.” And I looked again, at closer range, and 
saw that the city was greater than any city I had known or dreamed of before. Into the sky 
the spires of its temples reached, so that no man might behold their peaks; and far back 
beyond the horizon stretched the grim, grey walls, over which one might spy only a few 
roofs, weird and ominous, yet adorned with rich friezes and alluring sculptures. I yearned 
mightily to enter this fascinating yet repellent city, and besought the bearded man to land 
me at the stone pier by the huge carven gate Akariel; but he gently denied my wish, saying: 
“Into Thalarion, the City of a Thousand Wonders, many have passed but none returned. 
Therein walk only daemons and mad things that are no longer men, and the streets are 
white with the unburied bones of those who have looked upon the eidolon Lathi, that reigns 
over the city.” ~ The White Ship 

 
Xura 
 

 “Then came we to a pleasant coast gay with blossoms of every hue, where as far 
inland as we could see basked lovely groves and radiant arbours beneath a meridian sun. 
From bowers beyond our view came bursts of song and snatches of lyric harmony, 
interspersed with faint laughter so delicious that I urged the rowers onward in my eagerness 
to reach the scene. And the bearded man spoke no word, but watched me as we approached 
the lily-lined shore. Suddenly a wind blowing from over the flowery meadows and leafy 
woods brought a scent at which I trembled. The wind grew stronger, and the air was filled 



with the lethal, charnel odour of plague-stricken towns and uncovered cemeteries. And as 
we sailed madly away from that damnable coast the bearded man spoke at last, saying: 
“This is Xura, the Land of Pleasures Unattained.” ~ The White Ship 

 
Sona-Nyl 
 

 “So once more the White Ship followed the bird of heaven, over warm blessed seas 
fanned by caressing, aromatic breezes. Day after day and night after night did we sail, and 
when the moon was full we would listen to soft songs of the oarsmen, sweet as on that 
distant night when we sailed away from my far native land. And it was by moonlight that 
we anchored at last in the harbour of Sona-Nyl, which is guarded by twin headlands of 
crystal that rise from the sea and meet in a resplendent arch. This is the Land of Fancy, and 
we walked to the verdant shore upon a golden bridge of moonbeams.” ~ The White Ship 

 
 “In the Land of Sona-Nyl there is neither time nor space, neither suffering nor 
death; and there I dwelt for many aeons. Green are the groves and pastures, bright and 
fragrant the flowers, blue and musical the streams, clear and cool the fountains, and stately 
and gorgeous the temples, castles, and cities of Sona-Nyl. Of that land there is no bound, 
for beyond each vista of beauty rises another more beautiful. Over the countryside and 
amidst the splendour of cities rove at will the happy folk, of whom all are gifted with 
unmarred grace and unalloyed happiness.” ~ The White Ship 

 
 
Sarrub (West) 
 
Ulthar 
 

 “It is said that in Ulthar, which lies beyond the river Skai, no man may kill a cat.” 
~ The Cats of Ulthar 

 
 “One day a caravan of strange wanderers from the South entered the narrow 
cobbled streets of Ulthar. Dark wanderers they were, and unlike the other roving folk who 
passed through the village twice every year. In the market-place they told fortunes for 
silver, and bought gay beads from the merchants. What was the land of these wanderers 
none could tell; but it was seen that they were given to strange prayers, and that they had 
painted on the sides of their wagons strange figures with human bodies and the heads of 
cats, hawks, rams, and lions. And the leader of the caravan wore a head-dress with two 
horns and a curious disc betwixt the horns. 
 “There was in this singular caravan a little boy with no father or mother, but only a 
tiny black kitten to cherish. The plague had not been kind to him, yet had left him this small 
furry thing to mitigate his sorrow; and when one is very young, one can find great relief in 
the lively antics of a black kitten. So the boy whom the dark people called Menes smiled 
more often than he wept as he sate playing with his graceful kitten on the steps of an oddly 
painted wagon.” ~ The Cats of Ulthar 

 



 “Old Kranon, the burgomaster, swore that the dark folk had taken the cats away in 
revenge for the killing of Menes’ kitten; and cursed the caravan and the little boy. But Nith, 
the lean notary, declared that the old cotter and his wife were more likely persons to 
suspect; for their hatred of cats was notorious and increasingly bold. Still, no one durst 
complain to the sinister couple; even when little Atal, the innkeeper’s son, vowed that he 
had at twilight seen all the cats of Ulthar in that accursed yard under the trees, pacing very 
slowly and solemnly in a circle around the cottage, two abreast, as if in performance of 
some unheard-of rite of beasts.” ~ The Cats of Ulthar 

 
 “Then the lean Nith remarked that no one had seen the old man or his wife since 
the night the cats were away. In another week the burgomaster decided to overcome his 
fears and call at the strangely silent dwelling as a matter of duty, though in so doing he was 
careful to take with him Shang the blacksmith and Thul the cutter of stone as witnesses. 
And when they had broken down the frail door they found only this: two cleanly picked 
human skeletons on the earthen floor, and a number of singular beetles crawling in the 
shadowy corners.” ~ The Cats of Ulthar 
 
 “In Ulthar, which lies beyond the river Skai, once dwelt an old man avid to behold 
the gods of earth; a man deeply learned in the seven cryptical books of Hsan, and familiar 
with the Pnakotic Manuscripts of distant and frozen Lomar. His name was Barzai the Wise, 
and the villagers tell of how he went up a mountain on the night of the strange eclipse.” ~ 
The Other Gods 
 
 “Barzai knew so much of the gods that he could tell of their comings and goings, 
and guessed so many of their secrets that he was deemed half a god himself. It was he who 
wisely advised the burgesses of Ulthar when they passed their remarkable law against the 
slaying of cats, and who first told the young priest Atal where it is that black cats go at 
midnight on St. John’s Eve. Barzai was learned in the lore of earth’s gods, and had gained 
a desire to look upon their faces. He believed that his great secret knowledge of gods could 
shield him from their wrath, so resolved to go up to the summit of high and rocky Hatheg-
Kla on a night when he knew the gods would be there.” ~ The Other Gods 
 
 “And the day wore on, and still Olney listened to rumours of old times and far 
places, and heard how the Kings of Atlantis fought with the slippery blasphemies that 
wriggled out of rifts in ocean’s floor, and how the pillared and weedy temple of Poseidonis 
is still glimpsed at midnight by lost ships, who know by its sight that they are lost. Years 
of the Titans were recalled, but the host grew timid when he spoke of the dim first age of 
chaos before the gods or even the Elder Ones were born, and when only the other 
gods came to dance on the peak of Hatheg-Kla in the stony desert near Ulthar, beyond the 
river Skai.” ~ The Strange High House in the Mist 
 
 “Between Nir and Ulthar he came to the great stone bridge across the Skai, into 
whose central pier the masons had sealed a living human sacrifice when they built it 
thirteen-hundred years before.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 



The Enchanted Wood 
 

 “In the tunnels of that twisted wood, whose low prodigious oaks twine groping 
boughs and shine dim with the phosphorescence of strange fungi, dwell the furtive and 
secretive zoogs; who know many obscure secrets of the dream-world and a few of the 
waking world, since the wood at two places touches the lands of men, though it would be 
disastrous to say where.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “He remembered one particular village of the creatures near the centre of the wood, 
where a circle of great mossy stones in what was once a clearing tells of older and more 
terrible dwellers long forgotten, and toward this spot he hastened.” ~ The Dream Quest of 
Unknown Kadath 
 
 “The vast oaks grew thicker as he pushed on beyond the village, and he looked 
sharply for a certain spot where they would thin somewhat, standing quite dead or dying 
among the unnaturally dense fungi and the rotting mould and mushy logs of their fallen 
brothers. There he would turn sharply aside, for at that spot a mighty slab of stone rests on 
the forest floor; and those who have dared approach it say that it bears an iron ring three 
feet wide. Remembering the archaic circle of great mossy rocks, and what it was possibly 
set up for, the zoogs do not pause near that expansive slab with its huge ring; for they 
realise that all which is forgotten need not necessarily be dead, and they would not like to 
see the slab rise slowly and deliberately.” The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 
Teloth 
 

 “Into the granite city of Teloth wandered the youth, vine-crowned, his yellow hair 
glistening with myrrh and his purple robe torn with briers of the mountain Sidrak that lies 
across the antique bridge of stone. The men of Teloth are dark and stern, and dwell in 
square houses, and with frowns they asked the stranger whence he had come and what were 
his name and fortune. So the youth answered: 
 
 “I am Iranon, and come from Aira, a far city that I recall only dimly but seek to find 
again. I am a singer of songs that I learned in the far city, and my calling is to make beauty 
with the things remembered of childhood. My wealth is in little memories and dreams, and 
in hopes that I sing in gardens when the moon is tender and the west wind stirs the lotos-
buds.” ~ The Quest of Iranon 
 
 “When the men of Teloth heard these things they whispered to one another; for 
though in the granite city there is no laughter or song, the stern men sometimes look to the 
Karthian hills in the spring and think of the lutes of distant Oonai whereof travellers have 
told. And thinking thus, they bade the stranger stay and sing in the square before the Tower 
of Mlin, though they liked not the colour of his tattered robe, nor the myrrh in his hair, nor 
his chaplet of vine-leaves, nor the youth in his golden voice.” ~ The Quest of Iranon 
 



 “All in Teloth must toil,” replied the archon, “for that is the law.” ~ The Quest of 
Iranon 
 
“But in Teloth was nothing green, for all was of stone. On the faces of men were frowns, 
but by the stone embankment along the sluggish river Zuro sate a young boy with sad eyes 
gazing into the waters to spy green budding branches washed down from the hills by the 
freshets.” ~ The Quest of Iranon 

 
Jaren and Sinara 
 

 “Behold, when I was small like thee I dwelt in the valley of Narthos by the frigid 
Xari, where none would listen to my dreams; and I told myself that when older I would go 
to Sinara on the southern slope, and sing to smiling dromedary-men in the market-place. 
But when I went to Sinara I found the dromedary-men all drunken and ribald, and saw that 
their songs were not as mine, so I travelled in a barge down the Xari to onyx-walled Jaren. 
And the soldiers at Jaren laughed at me and drave me out, so that I wandered to many other 
cities.” ~ The Quest of Iranon 

 
Oonai 
 

 “I am Romnod, and born of the blood of Teloth, but am not old in the ways of the 
granite city, and yearn daily for the warm groves and the distant lands of beauty and song. 
Beyond the Karthian hills lieth Oonai, the city of lutes and dancing, which men whisper of 
and say is both lovely and terrible.” The Quest of Iranon 

 
Thran 
 

 “When Randolph Carter was thirty he lost the key of the gate of dreams. Prior to 
that time he had made up for the prosiness of life by nightly excursions to strange and 
ancient cities beyond space, and lovely, unbelievable garden lands across ethereal seas; but 
as middle age hardened upon him he felt these liberties slipping away little by little, until 
at last he was cut off altogether. No more could his galleys sail up the river Oukranos past 
the gilded spires of Thran, or his elephant caravans tramp through perfumed jungles in 
Kled, where forgotten palaces with veined ivory columns sleep lovely and unbroken under 
the moon.” ~ The Silver Key 
 
 “He had wished to find the enchanted regions of his boyhood dreams, where galleys 
sail up the river Oukranos past the gilded spires of Thran, and elephant caravans tramp 
through perfumed jungles in Kled beyond forgotten palaces with veined ivory columns that 
sleep lovely and unbroken under the moon. Now, intoxicated with wider visions, he 
scarcely knew what he sought. Thoughts of infinite and blasphemous daring rose in his 
mind, and he knew he would face the dreaded Guide without fear, asking monstrous and 
terrible things of him.” ~ Through the Gates of the Silver Key 
 
 “Randolph Carter,” IT seemed to say, “MY manifestations on your planet’s 
extension, the Ancient Ones, have sent you as one who would lately have returned to small 



lands of dream which he had lost, yet who with greater freedom has risen to greater and 
nobler desires and curiosities. You wished to sail up golden Oukranos, to search out 
forgotten ivory cities in orchid-heavy Kled, and to reign on the opal throne of Ilek-Vad, 
whose fabulous towers and numberless domes rise mighty toward a single red star in a 
firmament alien to your earth and to all matter. Now, with the passing of two Gates, you 
wish loftier things. You would not flee like a child from a scene disliked to a dream 
beloved, but would plunge like a man into that last and inmost of secrets which lies behind 
all scenes and dreams.” ~ Through the Gates of the Silver Key 
 
 “Toward evening he mounted a low grassy rise and saw before him flaming in the 
sunset the thousand gilded spires of Thran. Lofty beyond belief are the alabaster walls of 
that incredible city, sloping inward toward the top and wrought in one solid piece by what 
means no man knows, for they are more ancient than memory. Yet lofty as they are with 
their hundred gates and two hundred turrets, the clustered towers within, all white beneath 
their golden spires, are loftier still; so that men on the plain around see them soaring into 
the sky, sometimes shining clear, sometimes caught at the top in tangles of cloud and mist, 
and sometimes clouded lower down with their utmost pinnacles blazing free above the 
vapours. And where Thran’s gates open on the river are great wharves of marble, with 
ornate galleons of fragrant cedar and calamander riding gently at anchor, and strange 
bearded sailors sitting on casks and bales with the hieroglyphs of far places. Landward 
beyond the walls lies the farm country, where small white cottages dream between little 
hills, and narrow roads with many stone bridges wind gracefully among streams and 
gardens. 
 “Down through this verdant land Carter walked at evening, and saw twilight float 
up from the river to the marvellous golden spires of Thran. And just at the hour of dusk he 
came to the southern gate, and was stopped by a red-robed sentry till he had told three 
dreams beyond belief, and proved himself a dreamer worthy to walk up Thran’s steep 
mysterious streets and linger in bazaars where the wares of the ornate galleons were sold. 
Then into that incredible city he walked; through a wall so thick that the gate was a tunnel, 
and thereafter amidst curved and undulant ways winding deep and narrow between the 
heavenward towers. Lights shone through grated and balconied windows, and the sound of 
lutes and pipes stole timid from inner courts where marble fountains bubbled. Carter knew 
his way, and edged down through darker streets to the river, where at an old sea-tavern he 
found the captains and seamen he had known in myriad other dreams. There he bought his 
passage to Celephaïs on a great green galleon, and there he stopped for the night after 
speaking gravely to the venerable cat of that inn, who blinked dozing before an enormous 
hearth and dreamed of old wars and forgotten gods.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown 
Kadath 
 

Jungles of Kled 
 

 “Late in the day the galleon reached those bends of the river which traverse the 
perfumed jungles of Kled. Here Carter wished he might disembark, for in those tropic 
tangles sleep wondrous palaces of ivory, lone and unbroken, where once dwelt fabulous 
monarchs of a land whose name is forgotten. Spells of the Elder Ones keep those places 
unharmed and undecayed, for it is written that there may one day be need of them again; 



and elephant caravans have glimpsed them from afar by moonlight, though none dares 
approach them closely because of the guardians to which their wholeness is due. But the 
ship swept on, and dusk hushed the hum of the day, and the first stars above blinked 
answers to the early fireflies on the banks as that jungle fell far behind, leaving only its 
fragrance as a memory that it had been. And all through the night that galleon floated on 
past mysteries unseen and unsuspected. Once a lookout reported fires on the hills to the 
east, but the sleepy captain said they had better not be looked at too much, since it was 
highly uncertain just who or what had lit them.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Hlanith 
 

 “In the morning the river had broadened out greatly, and Carter saw by the houses 
along the banks that they were close to the vast trading city of Hlanith on the Cerenerian 
Sea. Here the walls are of rugged granite, and the houses peakedly fantastic with beamed 
and plastered gables. The men of Hlanith are more like those of the waking world than any 
others in dreamland; so that the city is not sought except for barter, but is prized for the 
solid work of its artisans. The wharves of Hlanith are of oak, and there the galleon made 
fast while the captain traded in the taverns. Carter also went ashore, and looked curiously 
upon the rutted streets where wooden ox-carts lumbered and feverish merchants cried their 
wares vacuously in the bazaars. The sea-taverns were all close to the wharves on cobbled 
lanes salt with the spray of high tides, and seemed exceedingly ancient with their low black-
beamed ceilings and casements of greenish bull’s-eye panes. Ancient sailors in those 
taverns talked much of distant ports, and told many stories of the curious men from twilight 
Inganok, but had little to add to what the seamen of the galleon had told. Then, at last, after 
much unloading and loading, the ship set sail once more over the sunset sea, and the high 
walls and gables of Hlanith grew less as the last golden light of day lent them a wonder 
and beauty beyond any that men had given them.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Dylath-Leen 
 

 “There is a great city there, Dylath-Leen, but in Ulthar its reputation is bad because 
of the black three-banked galleys that sail to it with rubies from no clearly named shore. 
The traders that come from those galleys to deal with the jewellers are human, or nearly 
so, but the rowers are never beheld; and it is not thought wholesome in Ulthar that 
merchants should trade with black ships from unknown places whose rowers cannot be 
exhibited.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “On the seventh day a blur of smoke arose on the horizon ahead, and then the tall 
black towers of Dylath-Leen, which is built mostly of basalt. Dylath-Leen with its thin 
angular towers looks in the distance like a bit of the Giants’ Causeway, and its streets are 
dark and uninviting. There are many dismal sea-taverns near the myriad wharves, and all 
the town is thronged with the strange seamen of every land on earth and of a few which are 
said to be not on earth.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 
 



Parg 
 

 “The merchants took only gold and stout black slaves from Parg across the river. 
That was all they ever took, those unpleasantly featured merchants and their unseen rowers; 
never anything from the butchers and grocers, but only gold and the fat black men of Parg 
whom they bought by the pound.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
The Sunken City 
 

 “That night the moon was very bright, and one could see a great way down in the 
water. There was so little wind that the ship could not move much, and the ocean was very 
calm. Looking over the rail Carter saw many fathoms deep the dome of a great temple, and 
in front of it an avenue of unnatural sphinxes leading to what was once a public square. 
Dolphins sported merrily in and out of the ruins, and porpoises revelled clumsily here and 
there, sometimes coming to the surface and leaping clear out of the sea. As the ship drifted 
on a little the floor of the ocean rose in hills, and one could clearly mark the lines of ancient 
climbing streets and the washed-down walls of myriad little houses. 
 “Then the suburbs appeared, and finally a great lone building on a hill, of simpler 
architecture than the other structures, and in much better repair. It was dark and low and 
covered four sides of a square, with a tower at each corner, a paved court in the centre, and 
small curious round windows all over it. Probably it was of basalt, though weeds draped 
the greater part; and such was its lonely and impressive place on that far hill that it may 
have been a temple or monastery. Some phosphorescent fish inside it gave the small round 
windows an aspect of shining, and Carter did not blame the sailors much for their fears. 
Then by the watery moonlight he noticed an odd high monolith in the middle of that central 
court, and saw that something was tied to it. And when after getting a telescope from the 
captain’s cabin he saw that that bound thing was a sailor in the silk robes of Oriab, head 
downward and without any eyes, he was glad that a rising breeze soon took the ship ahead 
to more healthy parts of the sea.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Kiran 
 

 “By noon Carter reached the jasper terraces of Kiran which slope down to the 
river’s edge and bear that temple of loveliness wherein the King of Ilek-Vad comes from 
his far realm on the twilight sea once a year in a golden palanquin to pray to the god of 
Oukranos, who sang to him in youth when he dwelt in a cottage by its banks. All of jasper 
is that temple, and covering an acre of ground with its walls and courts, its seven pinnacled 
towers, and its inner shrine where the river enters through hidden channels and the god 
sings softly in the night. Many times the moon hears strange music as it shines on those 
courts and terraces and pinnacles, but whether that music be the song of the god or the 
chant of the cryptical priests, none but the King of Ilek-Vad may say; for only he has 
entered the temple or seen the priests. Now, in the drowsiness of day, that carven and 
delicate fane was silent, and Carter heard only the murmur of the great stream and the hum 
of the birds and bees as he walked onward under an enchanted sun.” ~ The Dream Quest 
of Unknown Kadath 

 



 
 
Mountains near Ulthar 
 

 “Sometimes when earth’s gods are homesick they visit in the still night the peaks 
where once they dwelt, and weep softly as they try to play in the olden way on remembered 
slopes. Men have felt the tears of the gods on white-capped Thurai, though they have 
thought it rain; and have heard the sighs of the gods in the plaintive dawn-winds of Lerion. 
In cloud-ships the gods are wont to travel, and wise cotters have legends that keep them 
from certain high peaks at night when it is cloudy, for the gods are not lenient as of old.” 
~ The Other Gods 
 
 “Hatheg-Kla is far in the stony desert beyond Hatheg, for which it is named, and 
rises like a rock statue in a silent temple. Around its peak the mists play always mournfully, 
for mists are the memories of the gods, and the gods loved Hatheg-Kla when they dwelt 
upon it in the old days.” ~ The Other Gods 
 
 “And when the moon came out at last Atal was safe on the lower snows of the 
mountain without sight of earth’s gods, or of the other gods. 
 “Now it is told in the mouldy Pnakotic Manuscripts that Sansu found naught but 
wordless ice and rock when he climbed Hatheg-Kla in the youth of the world. Yet when 
the men of Ulthar and Nir and Hatheg crushed their fears and scaled that haunted steep by 
day in search of Barzai the Wise, they found graven in the naked stone of the summit a 
curious and Cyclopean symbol fifty cubits wide, as if the rock had been riven by some 
titanic chisel. And the symbol was like to one that learned men have discerned in those 
frightful parts of the Pnakotic Manuscripts which are too ancient to be read. This they 
found.” ~ The Other Gods 

 
Lomar (Northwest) 
 
Folona 
 

 “It was long ere any traveller went thither, and even then only the brave and 
adventurous young men of distant Falona dared make the journey; adventurous young men 
of yellow hair and blue eyes, who are no kin to the men of Mnar. These men indeed went 
to the lake to view Sarnath; but though they found the vast still lake itself, and the grey 
rock Akurion which rears high above it near the shore, they beheld not the wonder of the 
world and pride of all mankind. Where once had risen walls of 300 cubits and towers yet 
higher, now stretched only the marshy shore, and where once had dwelt fifty millions of 
men now crawled only the detestable green water-lizard. Not even the mines of precious 
metal remained, for DOOM had come to Sarnath.” ~ The Doom that came to Sarnath 

 
 
 
 



Olathoe 
 

 “And it was under a horned waning moon that I saw the city for the first time. Still 
and somnolent did it lie, on a strange plateau in a hollow betwixt strange peaks. Of ghastly 
marble were its walls and its towers, its columns, domes, and pavements. In the marble 
streets were marble pillars, the upper parts of which were carven into the images of grave 
bearded men. The air was warm and stirred not. And overhead, scarce ten degrees from the 
zenith, glowed that watching Pole Star. Long did I gaze on the city, but the day came not. 
When the red Aldebaran, which blinked low in the sky but never set, had crawled a quarter 
of the way around the horizon, I saw light and motion in the houses and the streets. Forms 
strangely robed, but at once noble and familiar, walked abroad, and under the horned 
waning moon men talked wisdom in a tongue which I understood, though it was unlike any 
language I had ever known. And when the red Aldebaran had crawled more than half way 
around the horizon, there were again darkness and silence.” ~ Polaris 
 
 “One night as I listened to the discourse in the large square containing many statues, 
I felt a change; and perceived that I had at last a bodily form. Nor was I a stranger in the 
streets of Olathoë, which lies on the plateau of Sarkis, betwixt the peaks Noton and 
Kadiphonek. It was my friend Alos who spoke, and his speech was one that pleased my 
soul, for it was the speech of a true man and patriot. That night had the news come of 
Daikos’ fall, and of the advance of the Inutos; squat, hellish, yellow fiends who five years 
ago had appeared out of the unknown west to ravage the confines of our kingdom, and 
finally to besiege our towns.” ~ Polaris 
 
 “Alos, my friend, was commander of all the forces on the plateau, and in him lay 
the last hope of our country. On this occasion he spoke of the perils to be faced, and 
exhorted the men of Olathoë, bravest of the Lomarians, to sustain the traditions of their 
ancestors, who when forced to move southward from Zobna before the advance of the great 
ice-sheet (even as our descendants must some day flee from the land of Lomar), valiantly 
and victoriously swept aside the hairy, long-armed, cannibal Gnophkehs that stood in their 
way. To me Alos denied a warrior’s part, for I was feeble and given to strange faintings 
when subjected to stress and hardships. But my eyes were the keenest in the city, despite 
the long hours I gave each day to the study of the Pnakotic manuscripts and the wisdom of 
the Zobnarian Fathers; so my friend, desiring not to doom me to inaction, rewarded me 
with that duty which was second to nothing in importance. To the watch-tower of Thapnen 
he sent me, there to serve as the eyes of our army.” ~ Polaris 

 
Kaar (Northwest) 
 
Inganok 
 

 “Their land, very far away, was called Inganok, and not many people cared to go 
thither because it was a cold twilight land, and said to be close to unpleasant Leng; although 
high impassable mountains towered on the side where Leng was thought to lie, so that none 
might say whether this evil plateau with its horrible stone villages and unmentionable 
monastery were really there, or whether the rumour were only a fear that timid people felt 



in the night when those formidable barrier peaks loomed black against a rising moon. 
Certainly, men reached Leng from very different oceans. Of other boundaries of Inganok 
those sailors had no notion, nor had they heard of the cold waste and unknown Kadath save 
from vague unplaced report. And of the marvellous sunset city which Carter sought they 
knew nothing at all. So the traveller asked no more of far things, but bided his time till he 
might talk with those strange men from cold and twilight Inganok who are the seed of such 
gods as carved their features on Ngranek.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “Two mornings after that there loomed far ahead and to the east a line of great grey 
peaks whose tops were lost in the changeless clouds of that twilight world. And at the sight 
of them the sailors sang glad songs, and some knelt down on the deck to pray; so that Carter 
knew they were come to the land of Inganok and would soon be moored to the basalt quays 
of the great town bearing that land’s name. Toward noon a dark coast-line appeared, and 
before three o’clock there stood out against the north the bulbous domes and fantastic spires 
of the onyx city. Rare and curious did that archaic city rise above its walls and quays, all 
of delicate black with scrolls, flutings, and arabesques of inlaid gold. Tall and many-
windowed were the houses, and carved on every side with flowers and patterns whose dark 
symmetries dazzled the eye with a beauty more poignant than light. Some ended in swelling 
domes that tapered to a point, others in terraced pyramids whereon rose clustered minarets 
displaying every phase of strangeness and imagination. The walls were low, and pierced 
by frequent gates, each under a great arch rising high above the general level and capped 
by the head of a god chiselled with that same skill displayed in the monstrous face on 
distant Ngranek. On a hill in the centre rose a sixteen-angled tower greater than all the rest 
and bearing a high pinnacled belfry resting on a flattened dome. This, the seamen said, was 
the Temple of the Elder Ones, and was ruled by an old high-priest sad with inner secrets.” 
~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Urg and Selarn 
 

 “That night Carter camped in a roadside meadow beneath a great lygath-tree to 
which he tied his yak, and in the morning resumed his northward pilgrimage. At about ten 
o’clock he reached the small-domed village of Urg, where traders rest and miners tell their 
tales, and paused in its taverns till noon. It is here that the great caravan road turns west 
toward Selarn, but Carter kept on north by the quarry road.” ~ The Dream Quest of 
Unknown Kadath 

 
The Giant Quary 
 

 “The path indeed led straight ahead and slightly down, with the same lines of high 
natural walls as before; but on the left hand there opened out a monstrous space, vast acres 
in extent, where some archaic power had riven and rent the native cliffs of onyx in the form 
of a giants’ quarry. Far back into the solid precipice ran that Cyclopean gouge, and deep 
down within earth’s bowels its lower delvings yawned. It was no quarry of man, and the 
concave sides were scarred with great squares yards wide which told of the size of the 
blocks once hewn by nameless hands and chisels. High over its jagged rim huge ravens 
flapped and croaked, and vague whirrings in the unseen depths told of bats or urhags or 



less mentionable presences haunting the endless blackness. There Carter stood in the 
narrow way amidst the twilight with the rocky path sloping down before him; tall onyx 
cliffs on his right that led on as far as he could see, and tall cliffs on the left chopped off 
just ahead to make that terrible and unearthly quarry.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown 
Kadath 

 
Giant Statues Guarding the North 
 

 “There they squatted, in a hellish half-circle, their legs on the desert sand and their 
mitres piercing the luminous clouds; sinister, wolf-like, and double-headed, with faces of 
fury and right hands raised, dully and malignly watching the rim of man’s world and 
guarding with horror the reaches of a cold northern world that is not man’s. From their 
hideous laps rose evil shantaks of elephantine bulk, but these all fled with insane titters as 
the vanguard of night-gaunts was sighted in the misty sky.” ~ The Dream Quest of 
Unknown Kadath 
 
 “Gradually the huge thing above the peaks neared the gap, slightly slackening its 
speed as if conscious of having outdistanced the ghoulish army. For another minute 
suspense was keen, and then the brief instant of full silhouette and revelation came; 
bringing to the lips of the ghouls an awed and half-choked meep of cosmic fear, and to the 
soul of the traveller a chill that has never wholly left it. For the mammoth bobbing shape 
that overtopped the ridge was only a head—a mitred double head—and below it in terrible 
vastness loped the frightful swollen body that bore it; the mountain-high monstrosity that 
walked in stealth and silence; the hyaena-like distortion of a giant anthropoid shape that 
trotted blackly against the sky, its repulsive pair of cone-capped heads reaching half way 
to the zenith. 
 “Carter did not lose consciousness or even scream aloud, for he was an old dreamer; 
but he looked behind him in horror and shuddered when he saw that there were other 
monstrous heads silhouetted above the level of the peaks, bobbing along stealthily after the 
first one. And straight in the rear were three of the mighty mountain shapes seen full against 
the southern stars, tiptoeing wolf-like and lumberingly, their tall mitres nodding thousands 
of feet in the air. The carven mountains, then, had not stayed squatting in that rigid 
semicircle north of Inganok with right hands uplifted. They had duties to perform, and were 
not remiss. But it was horrible that they never spoke, and never even made a sound in 
walking.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Sarkomand 
 

 “So the ghoul that was Pickman advised Carter either to leave the abyss at 
Sarkomand, that deserted city in the valley below Leng where black nitrous stairways 
guarded by winged diorite lions lead down from dreamland to the lower gulfs.” ~ The 
Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 
 
 



The Rock 
 

 “On the twentieth day a great jagged rock in the sea was sighted from afar, the first 
land glimpsed since Aran’s snowy peak had dwindled behind the ship. Carter asked the 
captain the name of that rock, but was told that it had no name and had never been sought 
by any vessel because of the sounds that came from it at night. And when, after dark, a dull 
and ceaseless howling arose from that jagged granite place, the traveller was glad that no 
stop had been made, and that the rock had no name. The seamen prayed and chanted till 
the noise was out of earshot, and Carter dreamed terrible dreams within dreams in the small 
hours.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “When the light was ample and the howlings still the rowers resumed their strokes, 
and the galley drew closer and closer to that jagged rock whose granite pinnacles clawed 
fantastically at the dull sky. The sides of the rock were very steep; but on ledges here and 
there could be seen the bulging walls of queer windowless dwellings, and the low railings 
guarding travelled high roads. No ship of men had ever come so near the place, or at least, 
had never come so near and departed again; but Carter and the ghouls were void of fear 
and kept inflexibly on, rounding the eastern face of the rock and seeking the wharves which 
the rescued trio described as being on the southern side within a harbour formed of steep 
headlands. The headlands were prolongations of the island proper, and came so closely 
together that only one ship at a time might pass between them. There seemed to be no 
watchers on the outside, so the galley was steered boldly through the flume-like strait and 
into the stagnant foetid harbour beyond.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Ooth-Nargai (North Central) 
 
Celephais 
 

 “In a dream Kuranes saw the city in the valley, and the sea-coast beyond, and the 
snowy peak overlooking the sea, and the gaily painted galleys that sail out of the harbour 
toward the distant regions where the sea meets the sky.” ~ Celephais 
 
 “Kuranes had awaked the very moment he beheld the city, yet he knew from his 
brief glance that it was none other than Celephaïs, in the Valley of Ooth-Nargai beyond the 
Tanarian Hills.” ~ Celephais 
 
 “As before, he dreamed first of the village that was asleep or dead, and of the abyss 
down which one must float silently; then the rift appeared again, and he beheld the 
glittering minarets of the city, and saw the graceful galleys riding at anchor in the blue 
harbour, and watched the gingko trees of Mount Aran swaying in the sea-breeze.” ~ 
Celephais 
 
 “Down the hill amid scented grasses and brilliant flowers walked Kuranes, over the 
bubbling Naraxa on the small wooden bridge where he had carved his name so many years 
ago, and through the whispering grove to the great stone bridge by the city gate. All was 
as of old, nor were the marble walls discoloured, nor the polished bronze statues upon them 



tarnished. And Kuranes saw that he need not tremble lest the things he knew be vanished; 
for even the sentries on the ramparts were the same, and still as young as he remembered 
them. When he entered the city, past the bronze gates and over the onyx pavements, the 
merchants and camel-drivers greeted him as if he had never been away; and it was the same 
at the turquoise temple of Nath-Horthath, where the orchid-wreathed priests told him that 
there is no time in Ooth-Nargai, but only perpetual youth. Then Kuranes walked through 
the Street of Pillars to the seaward wall, where gathered the traders and sailors, and strange 
men from the regions where the sea meets the sky. There he stayed long, gazing out over 
the bright harbour where the ripples sparkled beneath an unknown sun, and where rode 
lightly the galleys from far places over the water. And he gazed also upon Mount Aran 
rising regally from the shore, its lower slopes green with swaying trees and its white summit 
touching the sky.” ~ Celephais 
 
 “And Kuranes reigned thereafter over Ooth-Nargai and all the neighbouring regions 
of dream, and held his court alternately in Celephaïs and in the cloud-fashioned Serannian. 
He reigns there still, and will reign happily forever, though below the cliffs at Innsmouth 
the channel tides played mockingly with the body of a tramp who had stumbled through 
the half-deserted village at dawn; played mockingly, and cast it upon the rocks by ivy-
covered Trevor Towers, where a notably fat and especially offensive millionaire brewer 
enjoys the purchased atmosphere of extinct nobility.” ~ Celephais 
 
 “Ever new seemed this deathless city of vision, for here time has no power to tarnish 
or destroy. As it has always been is still the turquoise of Nath-Horthath, and the eighty 
orchid-wreathed priests are the same who builded it ten thousand years ago. Shining still 
is the bronze of the great gates, nor are the onyx pavements ever worn or broken. And the 
great bronze statues on the walls look down on merchants and camel drivers older than 
fable, yet without one grey hair in their forked beards.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown 
Kadath 
 

 
Serannian 
 

 “More than ever Kuranes wished to sail in a galley to the far places of which he had 
heard so many strange tales, and he sought again the captain who had agreed to carry him 
so long ago. He found the man, Athib, sitting on the same chest of spices he had sat upon 
before, and Athib seemed not to realise that any time had passed. Then the two rowed to a 
galley in the harbour, and giving orders to the oarsmen, commenced to sail out into the 
billowy Cerenerian Sea that leads to the sky. For several days they glided undulatingly over 
the water, till finally they came to the horizon, where the sea meets the sky. Here the galley 
paused not at all, but floated easily in the blue of the sky among fleecy clouds tinted with 
rose. And far beneath the keel Kuranes could see strange lands and rivers and cities of 
surpassing beauty, spread indolently in the sunshine which seemed never to lessen or 
disappear. At length Athib told him that their journey was near its end, and that they would 
soon enter the harbour of Serannian, the pink marble city of the clouds, which is built on 
that ethereal coast where the west wind flows into the sky; but as the highest of the city’s 



carven towers came into sight there was a sound somewhere in space, and Kuranes awaked 
in his London garret.” ~ Celephais 

 
Cornwall 
 

 “The old chief of the cats also told him where to find his friend King Kuranes, who 
in Carter’s latter dreams had reigned alternately in the rose-crystal Palace of the Seventy 
Delights at Celephaïs and in the turreted cloud-castle of sky-floating Serannian. It seems 
that he could no more find content in those places, but had formed a mighty longing for the 
English cliffs and downlands of his boyhood; where in little dreaming villages England’s 
old songs hover at evening behind lattice windows, and where grey church towers peep 
lovely through the verdure of distant valleys. He could not go back to these things in the 
waking world because his body was dead; but he had done the next best thing and dreamed 
a small tract of such countryside in the region east of the city, where meadows roll 
gracefully up from the sea-cliffs to the foot of the Tanarian Hills. There he dwelt in a grey 
Gothic manor-house of stone looking on the sea, and tried to think it was ancient Trevor 
Towers, where he was born and where thirteen generations of his forefathers had first seen 
the light. And on the coast nearby he had built a little Cornish fishing village with steep 
cobbled ways, settling therein such people as had the most English faces, and seeking ever 
to teach them the dear remembered accents of old Cornwall fishers. And in a valley not far 
off he had reared a great Norman Abbey whose tower he could see from his window, 
placing around it in the churchyard grey stones with the names of his ancestors carved 
thereon, and with a moss somewhat like Old England’s moss. For though Kuranes was a 
monarch in the land of dream, with all imagined pomps and marvels, splendours and 
beauties, ecstacies and delights, novelties and excitements at his command, he would 
gladly have resigned forever the whole of his power and luxury and freedom for one 
blessed day as a simple boy in that pure and quiet England, that ancient, beloved England 
which had moulded his being and of which he must always be immutably a part.” ~ The 
Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Ogrothan 
 

 “On later days they talked of the quarries in which Carter said he was going to 
work. There were many of them, for all the city of Inganok was builded of onyx, whilst 
great polished blocks of it were traded in Rinar, Ogrothan, and Celephaïs.” The Dream 
Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 
Areas in Other Realms or Off the Main Map 
 
Kaddath 
 

 “Three times Randolph Carter dreamed of the marvellous city, and three times was 
he snatched away while still he paused on the high terrace above it. All golden and lovely 
it blazed in the sunset, with walls, temples, colonnades, and arched bridges of veined 
marble, silver-basined fountains of prismatic spray in broad squares and perfumed gardens, 



and wide streets marching between delicate trees and blossom-laden urns and ivory statues 
in gleaming rows; while on steep northward slopes climbed tiers of red roofs and old 
peaked gables harbouring little lanes of grassy cobbles. It was a fever of the gods; a fanfare 
of supernal trumpets and a clash of immortal cymbals. Mystery hung about it as clouds 
about a fabulous unvisited mountain; and as Carter stood breathless and expectant on that 
balustraded parapet there swept up to him the poignancy and suspense of almost-vanished 
memory, the pain of lost things, and the maddening need to place again what once had an 
awesome and momentous place.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “Vaster and vaster loomed the tenebrous towers of the nighted castle above, and 
Carter could see that it was well-nigh blasphemous in its immensity. Well might its stones 
have been quarried by nameless workmen in that horrible gulf rent out of the rock in the 
hill pass north of Inganok, for such was its size that a man on its threshold stood even as 
an ant on the steps of earth’s loftiest fortress. The pshent of unknown stars above the myriad 
domed turrets glowed with a sallow, sickly flare, so that a kind of twilight hung about the 
murky walls of slippery onyx. The pallid beacon was now seen to be a single shining 
window high up in one of the loftiest towers, and as the helpless army neared the top of the 
mountain Carter thought he detected unpleasant shadows flitting across the feebly 
luminous expanse. It was a strangely arched window, of a design wholly alien to earth. 
 “The solid rock now gave place to the giant foundations of the monstrous castle, 
and it seemed that the speed of the party was somewhat abated. Vast walls shot up, and 
there was a glimpse of a great gate through which the voyagers were swept. All was night 
in the titan courtyard, and then came the deeper blackness of inmost things as a huge arched 
portal engulfed the column. Vortices of cold wind surged dankly through sightless 
labyrinths of onyx, and Carter could never tell what Cyclopean stairs and corridors lay 
silent along the route of his endless aërial twisting. Always upward led the terrible plunge 
in darkness, and never a sound, touch, or glimpse broke the dense pall of mystery. Large 
as the army of ghouls and night-gaunts was, it was lost in the prodigious voids of that more 
than earthly castle. And when at last there suddenly dawned around him the lurid light of 
that single tower room whose lofty window had served as a beacon, it took Carter long to 
discern the far walls and high, distant ceiling, and to realise that he was indeed not again 
in the boundless air outside.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Stethelos 
 

 “I have seen Stethelos that is below the great cataract.” ~ The Quest of Iranon 
 
Cathuria 
 

 “Then I spoke with the bearded man, and told him of my new yearnings to depart 
for remote Cathuria, which no man hath seen, but which all believe to lie beyond the basalt 
pillars of the West. It is the Land of Hope, and in it shine the perfect ideals of all that we 
know elsewhere; or at least so men relate.” ~ The White Ship 
 
 “In my mind I would often picture the unknown Land of Cathuria with its splendid 
groves and palaces, and would wonder what new delights there awaited me. “Cathuria,” I 



would say to myself, “is the abode of gods and the land of unnumbered cities of gold. Its 
forests are of aloe and sandalwood, even as the fragrant groves of Camorin, and among the 
trees flutter gay birds sweet with song. On the green and flowery mountains of Cathuria 
stand temples of pink marble, rich with carven and painted glories, and having in their 
courtyards cool fountains of silver, where purl with ravishing music the scented waters that 
come from the grotto-born river Narg. And the cities of Cathuria are cinctured with golden 
walls, and their pavements also are of gold. In the gardens of these cities are strange 
orchids, and perfumed lakes whose beds are of coral and amber. At night the streets and 
the gardens are lit with gay lanthorns fashioned from the three-coloured shell of the 
tortoise, and here resound the soft notes of the singer and the lutanist. And the houses of 
the cities of Cathuria are all palaces, each built over a fragrant canal bearing the waters of 
the sacred Narg. Of marble and porphyry are the houses, and roofed with glittering gold 
that reflects the rays of the sun and enhances the splendour of the cities as blissful gods 
view them from the distant peaks. Fairest of all is the palace of the great monarch Dorieb, 
whom some say to be a demigod and others a god. High is the palace of Dorieb, and many 
are the turrets of marble upon its walls. In its wide halls many multitudes assemble, and 
here hang the trophies of the ages. And the roof is of pure gold, set upon tall pillars of ruby 
and azure, and having such carven figures of gods and heroes that he who looks up to those 
heights seems to gaze upon the living Olympus. And the floor of the palace is of glass, 
under which flow the cunningly lighted waters of the Narg, gay with gaudy fish not known 
beyond the bounds of lovely Cathuria.” ~ The White Ship 

 
Yaddith 
 

 “In another moment the dream-sense vanished, and he felt rather as one just awaked 
from a dream. The ultimate abyss—the BEING—an entity of absurd, outlandish race called 
“Randolph Carter” on a world of the future not yet born—some of these things were parts 
of the persistent, recurrent dreams of the wizard Zkauba on the planet Yaddith. They were 
too persistent—they interfered with his duties in weaving spells to keep the frightful bholes 
in their burrows, and became mixed up with his recollections of the myriad real worlds he 
had visited in his light-beam envelope. And now they had become quasi-real as never 
before. This heavy, material Silver Key in his right upper claw, exact image of one he had 
dreamt about, meant no good. He must rest and reflect, and consult the Tablets of Nhing 
for advice on what to do. Climbing a metal wall in a lane off the main concourse, he entered 
his apartment and approached the rack of tablets.” ~ Through the Gate of the Silver Key 
 
 “The time-units spent on Yaddith, croaked the Swami—whose laboured voice was 
beginning to shew signs of fatigue—made a tale in themselves which could not be related 
in brief compass. There were trips to Shonhi and Mthura and Kath, and other worlds in the 
twenty-eight galaxies accessible to the light-beam envelopes of the creatures of Yaddith, 
and trips back and forth through aeons of time with the aid of the Silver Key and various 
other symbols known to Yaddith’s wizards.” ~ Through the Gate of the Silver Key 

 
 
 
 



Nython 
 

 “The starting-day was a time of doubt and apprehension. Carter climbed up to his 
envelope-platform, on the pretext of sailing for the triple star Nython, and crawled into the 
sheath of shining metal. He had just room to perform the ritual of the Silver Key, and as he 
did so he slowly started the levitation of his envelope. There was an appalling seething and 
darkening of the day, and a hideous racking of pain. The cosmos seemed to reel 
irresponsibly, and the other constellations danced in a black sky.” ~ Through the Gate of 
the Silver Key 

 
Yoggoth 
 

 “Some day his descent into the solar system may be told. He saw Kynarth and 
Yuggoth on the rim, passed close to Neptune and glimpsed the hellish white fungi that spot 
it, learned an untellable secret from the close-glimpsed mists of Jupiter and saw the horror 
on one of the satellites, and gazed at the Cyclopean ruins that sprawl over Mars’ ruddy 
disc.” ~ Through the Gate of the Silver Key 

 
The Moon 
 

 “But that offensive galley did not aim as far as Carter had feared, for he soon saw 
that the helmsman was steering a course directly for the moon. The moon was a crescent, 
shining larger and larger as they approached it, and shewing its singular craters and peaks 
uncomfortably. The ship made for the edge, and it soon became clear that its destination 
was that secret and mysterious side which is always turned away from the earth, and which 
no fully human person, save perhaps the dreamer Snireth-Ko, has ever beheld. The close 
aspect of the moon as the galley drew near proved very disturbing to Carter, and he did not 
like the size and shape of the ruins which crumbled here and there. The dead temples on 
the mountains were so placed that they could have glorified no wholesome or suitable gods, 
and in the symmetries of the broken columns there seemed to lurk some dark and inner 
meaning which did not invite solution. And what the structure and proportions of the olden 
worshippers could have been, Carter steadily refused to conjecture. 
 “When the ship rounded the edge, and sailed over those lands unseen by man, there 
appeared in the queer landscape certain signs of life, and Carter saw many low, broad, 
round cottages in fields of grotesque whitish fungi. He noticed that these cottages had no 
windows, and thought that their shape suggested the huts of Esquimaux. Then he glimpsed 
the oily waves of a sluggish sea, and knew that the voyage was once more to be by water—
or at least through some liquid. The galley struck the surface with a peculiar sound, and the 
odd elastic way the waves received it was very perplexing to Carter. They now slid along 
at great speed, once passing and hailing another galley of kindred form, but generally 
seeing nothing but that curious sea and a sky that was black and star-strown even though 
the sun shone scorchingly in it. 
 “There presently rose ahead the jagged hills of a leprous-looking coast, and Carter 
saw the thick unpleasant grey towers of a city. The way they leaned and bent, the manner 
in which they were clustered, and the fact that they had no windows at all, was very 
disturbing to the prisoner; and he bitterly mourned the folly which had made him sip the 



curious wine of that merchant with the humped turban. As the coast drew nearer, and the 
hideous stench of that city grew stronger, he saw upon the jagged hills many forests, some 
of whose trees he recognised as akin to that solitary moon-tree in the enchanted wood of 
earth, from whose sap the small brown zoogs ferment their peculiar wine.” ~ The Dream 
Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “In a detestable square a sort of procession was formed; ten of the toad-things and 
twenty-four almost-human torch-bearers, eleven on either side, and one each before and 
behind. Carter was placed in the middle of the line; five toad-things ahead and five behind, 
and one almost-human torch-bearer on each side of him. Certain of the toad-things 
produced disgustingly carven flutes of ivory and made loathsome sounds. To that hellish 
piping the column advanced out of the tiled streets and into nighted plains of obscene fungi, 
soon commencing to climb one of the lower and more gradual hills that lay behind the city. 
That on some frightful slope or blasphemous plateau the crawling chaos waited, Carter 
could not doubt; and he wished that the suspense might soon be over. The whining of those 
impious flutes was shocking, and he would have given worlds for some even half-normal 
sound; but these toad-things had no voices, and the slaves did not talk.” ~ The Dream Quest 
of Unknown Kadath 

 
The Underworld 
 

 “Soon they were plunging hideously downward through inconceivable abysses in 
a whirling, giddying, sickening rush of dank, tomb-like air; and Carter felt they were 
shooting into the ultimate vortex of shrieking and daemonic madness. He screamed again 
and again, but whenever he did so the black paws tickled him with greater subtlety. Then 
he saw a sort of grey phosphorescence about, and guessed they were coming even to that 
inner world of subterrene horror of which dim legends tell, and which is litten only by the 
pale death-fire wherewith reeks the ghoulish air and the primal mists of the pits at earth’s 
core.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
The Peaks of Thok 
 

 “At last far below him he saw faint lines of grey and ominous pinnacles which he 
knew must be the fabled Peaks of Thok. Awful and sinister they stand in the haunted dusk 
of sunless and eternal depths; higher than man may reckon, and guarding terrible valleys 
where the bholes crawl and burrow nastily.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “As the band flew lower the Peaks of Thok rose grey and towering on all sides, and 
one saw clearly that nothing lived on that austere and impassive granite of the endless 
twilight. At still lower levels the death-fires in the air gave out, and one met only the primal 
blackness of the void save aloft where the thin peaks stood out goblin-like. Soon the peaks 
were very far away, and nothing about but great rushing winds with the dankness of 
nethermost grottoes in them. Then in the end the night-gaunts landed on a floor of unseen 
things which felt like layers of bones, and left Carter all alone in that black valley.” ~ The 
Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 



Pnath 
 

 “Now Carter knew from a certain source that he was in the vale of Pnath, where 
crawl and burrow the enormous bholes; but he did not know what to expect, because no 
one has ever seen a bhole or even guessed what such a thing may be like. Bholes are known 
only by dim rumour, from the rustling they make amongst mountains of bones and the 
slimy touch they have when they wriggle past one. They cannot be seen because they creep 
only in the dark. Carter did not wish to meet a bhole, so listened intently for any sound in 
the unknown depths of bones about him. Even in this fearsome place he had a plan and an 
objective, for whispers of Pnath and its approaches were not unknown to one with whom 
he had talked much in the old days. In brief, it seemed fairly likely that this was the spot 
into which all the ghouls of the waking world cast the refuse of their feastings; and that if 
he but had good luck he might stumble upon that mighty crag taller even than Thok’s peaks 
which marks the edge of their domain. Showers of bones would tell him where to look, and 
once found he could call to a ghoul to let down a ladder; for strange to say, he had a very 
singular link with these terrible creatures.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Vaults of Zin 
 

 “That a mortal dreamer could traverse their cavern realm and leave by that door is 
inconceivable; for mortal dreamers were their former food, and they have legends of the 
toothsomeness of such dreamers even though banishment has restricted their diet to the 
ghasts, those repulsive beings which die in the light, and which live in the vaults of Zin and 
leap on long hind legs like kangaroos.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
The City of the Gugs 
 

 “They would reach the city of the gugs—which is coterminous with the whole 
kingdom—through the proper burrows, emerging in a cemetery not far from the stair-
containing Tower of Koth. They must beware, however, of a large cave near the cemetery; 
for this is the mouth of the vaults of Zin, and the vindictive ghasts are always on watch 
there murderously for those denizens of the upper abyss who hunt and prey on them. The 
ghasts try to come out when the gugs sleep, and they attack ghouls as readily as gugs, for 
they cannot discriminate.” The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Bestiary 
 
Bholes 
 

 “There were hideous struggles with the bleached, viscous bholes in the primal 
tunnels that honeycombed the planet. There were awed sessions in libraries amongst the 
massed lore of ten thousand worlds living and dead. There were tense conferences with 
other minds of Yaddith, including that of the Arch-Ancient Buo. Zkauba told no one of 
what had befallen his personality, but when the Randolph Carter facet was uppermost he 
would study furiously every possible means of returning to the earth and to human form, 
and would desperately practice human speech with the buzzing, alien throat-organs so ill 
adapted to it.” ~ Through the Gate of the Silver Key 
 
 “Now Carter knew from a certain source that he was in the vale of Pnath, where 
crawl and burrow the enormous bholes; but he did not know what to expect, because no 
one has ever seen a bhole or even guessed what such a thing may be like. Bholes are known 
only by dim rumour, from the rustling they make amongst mountains of bones and the 
slimy touch they have when they wriggle past one. They cannot be seen because they creep 
only in the dark. Carter did not wish to meet a bhole, so listened intently for any sound in 
the unknown depths of bones about him.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 

Ghasts 
 

 “That a mortal dreamer could traverse their cavern realm and leave by that door is 
inconceivable; for mortal dreamers were their former food, and they have legends of the 
toothsomeness of such dreamers even though banishment has restricted their diet to the 
ghasts, those repulsive beings which die in the light, and which live in the vaults of Zin and 
leap on long hind legs like kangaroos.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “They must beware, however, of a large cave near the cemetery; for this is the 
mouth of the vaults of Zin, and the vindictive ghasts are always on watch there murderously 
for those denizens of the upper abyss who hunt and prey on them. The ghasts try to come 
out when the gugs sleep, and they attack ghouls as readily as gugs, for they cannot 
discriminate.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “After a moment something about the size of a small horse hopped out into the grey 
twilight, and Carter turned sick at the aspect of that scabrous and unwholesome beast, 
whose face is so curiously human despite the absence of a nose, a forehead, and other 
important particulars. 
 “Presently three other ghasts hopped out to join their fellow, and a ghoul glibbered 
softly at Carter that their absence of battle-scars was a bad sign. It proved that they had not 
fought the gug sentry at all, but merely slipped past him as he slept, so that their strength 
and savagery were still unimpaired and would remain so till they had found and disposed 
of a victim. It was very unpleasant to see those filthy and disproportioned animals, which 
soon numbered about fifteen, grubbing about and making their kangaroo leaps in the grey 
twilight where titan towers and monoliths arose, but it was still more unpleasant when they 



spoke among themselves in the coughing gutturals of ghasts. And yet, horrible as they 
were, they were not so horrible as what presently came out of the cave after them with 
disconcerting suddenness.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Ghouls 
 

 “Even in this fearsome place he had a plan and an objective, for whispers of Pnath 
and its approaches were not unknown to one with whom he had talked much in the old 
days. In brief, it seemed fairly likely that this was the spot into which all the ghouls of the 
waking world cast the refuse of their feastings; and that if he but had good luck he might 
stumble upon that mighty crag taller even than Thok’s peaks which marks the edge of their 
domain. Showers of bones would tell him where to look, and once found he could call to a 
ghoul to let down a ladder; for strange to say, he had a very singular link with these terrible 
creatures.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “This almost made him lose his hold through faintness, but a moment later he was 
himself again; for his vanished friend Richard Pickman had once introduced him to a ghoul, 
and he knew well their canine faces and slumping forms and unmentionable idiosyncrasies. 
So he had himself well under control when that hideous thing pulled him out of the dizzy 
emptiness over the edge of the crag, and did not scream at the partly consumed refuse 
heaped at one side or at the squatting circles of ghouls who gnawed and watched curiously.” 
~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Gugs 
 

 “The gugs, hairy and gigantic, once reared stone circles in that wood and made 
strange sacrifices to the Other Gods and the crawling chaos Nyarlathotep, until one night 
an abomination of theirs reached the ears of earth’s gods and they were banished to caverns 
below. Only a great trap-door of stone with an iron ring connects the abyss of the earth-
ghouls with the enchanted wood, and this the gugs are afraid to open because of a curse. 
That a mortal dreamer could traverse their cavern realm and leave by that door is 
inconceivable; for mortal dreamers were their former food, and they have legends of the 
toothsomeness of such dreamers even though banishment has restricted their diet to the 
ghasts, those repulsive beings which die in the light, and which live in the vaults of Zin and 
leap on long hind legs like kangaroos.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “On the right of the hole out of which they wriggled, and seen through aisles of 
monoliths, was a stupendous vista of Cyclopean round towers mounting up illimitable into 
the grey air of inner earth. This was the great city of the gugs, whose doorways are thirty 
feet high. Ghouls come here often, for a buried gug will feed a community for almost a 
year, and even with the added peril it is better to burrow for gugs than to bother with the 
graves of men. Carter now understood the occasional titan bones he had felt beneath him 
in the vale of Pnath.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “It was a paw, fully two feet and a half across, and equipped with formidable talons. 
After it came another paw, and after that a great black-furred arm to which both of the paws 



were attached by short forearms. Then two pink eyes shone, and the head of the awakened 
gug sentry, large as a barrel, wobbled into view. The eyes jutted two inches from each side, 
shaded by bony protuberances overgrown with coarse hairs. But the head was chiefly 
terrible because of the mouth. That mouth had great yellow fangs and ran from the top to 
the bottom of the head, opening vertically instead of horizontally. 
 “But before that unfortunate gug could emerge from the cave and rise to his full 
twenty feet, the vindictive ghasts were upon him. Carter feared for a moment that he would 
give an alarm and arouse all his kin, till a ghoul softly glibbered that gugs have no voice, 
but talk by means of facial expression.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Moon Beasts 
 

 “Carter could now distinguish moving figures on the noisome wharves ahead, and 
the better he saw them the worse he began to fear and detest them. For they were not men 
at all, or even approximately men, but great greyish-white slippery things which could 
expand and contract at will, and whose principal shape—though it often changed—was 
that of a sort of toad without any eyes, but with a curiously vibrating mass of short pink 
tentacles on the end of its blunt, vague snout. These objects were waddling busily about 
the wharves, moving bales and crates and boxes with preternatural strength, and now and 
then hopping on or off some anchored galley with long oars in their fore paws. And now 
and then one would appear driving a herd of clumping slaves, which indeed were 
approximate human beings with wide mouths like those merchants who traded in Dylath-
Leen; only these herds, being without turbans or shoes or clothing, did not seem so very 
human after all. Some of these slaves—the fatter ones, whom a sort of overseer would 
pinch experimentally—were unloaded from ships and nailed in crates which workers 
pushed into low warehouses or loaded on great lumbering vans.” ~ The Dream Quest of 
Unknown Kadath 

 
The Nameless Larvae of the Outer Gods 
 

 “Never before had he known what shapeless black things lurk and caper and 
flounder all through the aether, leering and grinning at such voyagers as may pass, and 
sometimes feeling about with slimy paws when some moving object excites their curiosity. 
These are the nameless larvae of the Other Gods, and like them are blind and without mind, 
and possessed of singular hungers and thirsts.” ~ The Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Night Gaunts 
 

 “The captain was not even sure that any person now living had beheld that carven 
face, for the wrong side of Ngranek is very difficult and barren and sinister, and there are 
rumours of caves near the peak wherein dwell the night-gaunts. But the captain did not 
wish to say just what a night-gaunt might be like, since such cattle are known to haunt most 
persistently the dreams of those who think too often of them.” ~ The Dream Quest of 
Unknown Kadath 
 



 “And between him and the Milky Way he thought he saw a very terrible outline of 
something noxiously thin and horned and tailed and bat-winged.” ~ The Dream Quest of 
Unknown Kadath 
 
 “But Carter preferred to look at them than at his captors, which were indeed 
shocking and uncouth black beings with smooth, oily, whale-like surfaces, unpleasant 
horns that curved inward toward each other, bat-wings whose beating made no sound, ugly 
prehensile paws, and barbed tails that lashed needlessly and disquietingly. And worst of 
all, they never spoke or laughed, and never smiled because they had no faces at all to smile 
with, but only a suggestive blankness where a face ought to be. All they ever did was clutch 
and fly and tickle; that was the way of night-gaunts.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown 
Kadath 

 
Purple Spiders of Leng 
 

 “Through those archaic frescoes Leng’s annals stalked; and the horned, hooved, 
and wide-mouthed almost-humans danced evilly amidst forgotten cities. There were scenes 
of old wars, wherein Leng’s almost-humans fought with the bloated purple spiders of the 
neighbouring vales; and there were scenes also of the coming of the black galleys from the 
moon, and of the submission of Leng’s people to the polypous and amorphous blasphemies 
that hopped and floundered and wriggled out of them.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown 
Kadath 

 
The Sailors of the Black Galleys 
 

 “It was hard to get this information from the traders and sailors in Dylath-Leen’s 
sea-taverns, because they mostly preferred to whisper of the black galleys. One of them 
was due in a week with rubies from its unknown shore, and the townsfolk dreaded to see it 
dock. The mouths of the men who came from it to trade were too wide, and the way their 
turbans were humped up in two points above their foreheads was in especially bad taste. 
And their shoes were the shortest and queerest ever seen in the Six Kingdoms. But worst 
of all was the matter of the unseen rowers. Those three banks of oars moved too briskly 
and accurately and vigorously to be comfortable, and it was not right for a ship to stay in 
port for weeks while the merchants traded, yet to give no glimpse of its crew. It was not 
fair to the tavern-keepers of Dylath-Leen, or to the grocers and butchers, either; for not a 
scrap of provisions was ever sent aboard. The merchants took only gold and stout black 
slaves from Parg across the river. That was all they ever took, those unpleasantly featured 
merchants and their unseen rowers; never anything from the butchers and grocers, but only 
gold and the fat black men of Parg whom they bought by the pound. And the odours from 
those galleys which the south wind blew in from the wharves are not to be described. Only 
by constantly smoking strong thagweed could even the hardiest denizen of the old sea-
taverns bear them. Dylath-Leen would never have tolerated the black galleys had such 
rubies been obtainable elsewhere, but no mine in all earth’s dreamland was known to 
produce their like.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 



Shantak-Bird 
 

 “And far to the north, almost in that cold desert whose existence the men of Inganok 
did not care to admit, there was an unused quarry greater than all the rest; from which had 
been hewn in forgotten times such prodigious lumps and blocks that the sight of their 
chiselled vacancies struck terror to all who beheld. Who had mined those incredible blocks, 
and whither they had been transported, no man might say; but it was thought best not to 
trouble that quarry, around which such inhuman memories might conceivably cling. So it 
was left all alone in the twilight, with only the raven and the rumoured shantak-bird to 
brood on its immensities. When Carter heard of this quarry he was moved to deep thought, 
for he knew from old tales that the Great Ones’ castle atop unknown Kadath is of onyx.” ~ 
The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “Then dim and misty in the darkling north before him he glimpsed a terrible thing. 
He had thought it for some moments a range of black mountains, but now he saw it was 
something more. The phosphorescence of the brooding clouds shewed it plainly, and even 
silhouetted parts of it as low vapours glowed behind. How distant it was he could not tell, 
but it must have been very far. It was thousands of feet high, stretching in a great concave 
arc from the grey impassable peaks to the unimagined westward spaces, and had once 
indeed been a ridge of mighty onyx hills. But now those hills were hills no more, for some 
hand greater than man’s had touched them. Silent they squatted there atop the world like 
wolves or ghouls, crowned with clouds and mists and guarding the secrets of the north 
forever. All in a great half circle they squatted, those dog-like mountains carven into 
monstrous watching statues, and their right hands were raised in menace against mankind. 
 “It was only the flickering light of the clouds that made their mitred double heads 
seem to move, but as Carter stumbled on he saw arise from their shadowy laps great forms 
whose motions were no delusion. Winged and whirring, those forms grew larger each 
moment, and the traveller knew his stumbling was at an end. They were not any birds or 
bats known elsewhere on earth or in dreamland, for they were larger than elephants and 
had heads like a horse’s. Carter knew that they must be the shantak-birds of ill rumour, and 
wondered no more what evil guardians and nameless sentinels made men avoid the boreal 
rock desert. And as he stopped in final resignation he dared at last to look behind him; 
where indeed was trotting the squat slant-eyed trader of evil legend, grinning astride a lean 
yak and leading on a noxious horde of leering shantaks to whose wings still clung the rime 
and nitre of the nether pits.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Urhags 
 

 “Far back into the solid precipice ran that Cyclopean gouge, and deep down within 
earth’s bowels its lower delvings yawned. It was no quarry of man, and the concave sides 
were scarred with great squares yards wide which told of the size of the blocks once hewn 
by nameless hands and chisels. High over its jagged rim huge ravens flapped and croaked, 
and vague whirrings in the unseen depths told of bats or urhags or less mentionable 
presences haunting the endless blackness” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
 



The Violet Gas S’ngac 
 

 “He had learned much of the Other Gods in distant parts of space, especially in that 
region where form does not exist, and coloured gases study the innermost secrets. The 
violet gas S’ngac had told him terrible things of the crawling chaos Nyarlathotep, and had 
warned him never to approach the central void where the daemon-sultan Azathoth gnaws 
hungrily in the dark. Altogether, it was not well to meddle with the Elder Ones; and if they 
persistently denied all access to the marvellous sunset city, it were better not to seek that 
city.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Wamps 
 

 “For these ghouls of the waking world do no business in the graveyards of upper 
dreamland (leaving that to the web-footed wamps that are spawned in dead cities), and 
many things intervene betwixt their gulf and the enchanted wood, including the terrible 
kingdom of the gugs.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Winged Diorite Lions 
 

 “So the ghoul that was Pickman advised Carter either to leave the abyss at 
Sarkomand, that deserted city in the valley below Leng where black nitrous stairways 
guarded by winged diorite lions lead down from dreamland to the lower gulfs, or to return 
through a churchyard to the waking world and begin the quest anew down the seventy steps 
of light slumber to the cavern of flame and the seven hundred steps to the Gate of Deeper 
Slumber and the enchanted wood.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “And in those frescoes was shewn the great seaport and capital of the almost-
humans; proud and pillared betwixt the cliffs and the basalt wharves, and wondrous with 
high fanes and carven places. Great gardens and columned streets led from the cliffs and 
from each of the six sphinx-crowned gates to a vast central plaza, and in that plaza was a 
pair of winged colossal lions guarding the top of a subterrene staircase. Again and again 
were those huge winged lions shewn, their mighty flanks of diorite glistening in the grey 
twilight of the day and the cloudy phosphorescence of the night. And as Carter stumbled 
past their frequent and repeated pictures it came to him at last what indeed they were, and 
what city it was that the almost-humans had ruled so anciently before the coming of the 
black galleys. There could be no mistake, for the legends of dreamland are generous and 
profuse. Indubitably that primal city was no less a place than storied Sarkomand, whose 
ruins had bleached for a million years before the first true human saw the light, and whose 
twin titan lions guard eternally the steps that lead down from dreamland to the Great 
Abyss.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “Behind him a basalt cliff rose topless and perpendicular; its dark side sculptured 
into repellent scenes, and pierced by an arched and carven entrance to the inner blacknesses 
out of which he had come. Ahead stretched double rows of pillars, and the fragments and 
pedestals of pillars, that spoke of a broad and bygone street; and from the urns and basins 
along the way he knew it had been a great street of gardens. Far off at its end the pillars 



spread to mark a vast round plaza, and in that open circle there loomed gigantic under the 
lurid night clouds a pair of monstrous things. Huge winged lions of diorite they were, with 
blackness and shadow between them. Full twenty feet they reared their grotesque and 
unbroken heads, and snarled derisive on the ruins around them. And Carter knew right well 
what they must be, for legend tells of only one such twain. They were the changeless 
guardians of the Great Abyss, and these dark ruins were in truth primordial Sarkomand.” 
~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 
Zoogs 
 

 “In the tunnels of that twisted wood, whose low prodigious oaks twine groping 
boughs and shine dim with the phosphorescence of strange fungi, dwell the furtive and 
secretive zoogs; who know many obscure secrets of the dream-world and a few of the 
waking world, since the wood at two places touches the lands of men, though it would be 
disastrous to say where. Certain unexplained rumours, events, and vanishments occur 
among men where the zoogs have access, and it is well that they cannot travel far outside 
the world of dream. But over the nearer parts of the dream-world they pass freely, flitting 
small and brown and unseen and bearing back piquant tales to beguile the hours around 
their hearths in the forest they love. Most of them live in burrows, but some inhabit the 
trunks of the great trees; and although they live mostly on fungi it is muttered that they 
have also a slight taste for meat, either physical or spiritual, for certainly many dreamers 
have entered that wood who have not come out. Carter, however, had no fear; for he was 
an old dreamer and had learnt their fluttering language and made many a treaty with them; 
having found through their help the splendid city of Celephaïs in Ooth-Nargai beyond the 
Tanarian Hills, where reigns half the year the great King Kuranes, a man he had known by 
another name in life. Kuranes was the one soul who had been to the star-gulfs and returned 
free from madness.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 
 
 “It was the zoogs, for one sees their weird eyes long before one can discern their 
small, slippery brown outlines.” ~ The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath 

 


