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I

t was languid curiosity, which first brought
I Stephen Jones to Rogers’ Museum. Someone had

told him about the queer underground place in
Southwark Street across the river, where waxen
things so much more horrible than the worst effigies
at Madame Tussaud’s were shown, and he had
strolled in one April day to see how disappointing he
would find it. 0ddly, he was not disappointed. There
was something different and distinctive here, after
all. Of course, the usual gory commonplaces were
present—Landru, Dr. Crippen, Madame Demers,
Rizzio, Lady Jane Grey, endless maimed victims
of war and revolution, and monsters like Gilles de
Rais and Marquis de Sade—Dbut there were other
things, which had made him breathe faster and
stay till the ringing of the closing bell. The man who
had fashioned this collection could be no ordinary
mountebank. There was imagination—even a kind
of diseased genius—in some of this stuff.

Later he had learned about George Rogers.
The man had been on the Tussaud staff, but some
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trouble had developed, which led to his discharge.
There were aspersions on his sanity and tales of
his crazy forms of secret worship—though latterly
his success with his own basement museum had
dulled the edge of some criticisms while sharpening
the insidious point of others. Teratology and
the iconography of nightmare were his hobbies, and
even he had had the prudence to screen off some
of his worst effigies in a special alcove for adults
only. It was this alcove, which had fascinated Jones
so much. There were lumpish hybrid things, which
only fantasy could spawn, molded with devilish
skill, and colored in a horribly life-like fashion.
Some were the figures of well-known myth—
gorgons, chimaeras, dragons, cyclops, and all their
shudder some congeners. Others were drawn from
darker and more furtively whispered cycles of
subterranean legend—black, formless Tsathoggua,
many-tentacled Cthulhu, proboscidean Chaugnar
Faugn, and other rumored blasphemies from
forbidden books like the Necronomicon, the Book
of Eibon, or the Unaussprechlichen Kulten of von
Junzt. However, the worst were wholly original with
Rogers, and represented shapes, which no tale of
antiquity had ever dared to suggest. Several were
hideous parodies on forms of organic life we know,
while others seemed taken from feverish dreams
of other planets and other galaxies. The wilder
paintings of Clark Ashton Smith might suggest
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a few—but nothing could suggest the effect of
poignant, loathsome terror created by their great
size and fiendishly cunning workmanship, and by
the diabolically clever lighting conditions, under
which they were exhibited.

Stephen Jones, as a leisurely connoisseur of
the bizarre in art, had sought out Rogers himself in
the dingy office and workroom behind the vaulted
museum chamber—an evil-looking crypt lighted
dimly by dusty windows set slit-like and horizontal
in the brick wall on a level with the ancient
cobblestones of a hidden courtyard. It was here
that the images were repaired—here, too, where
some of them had been made. Waxen arms, legs,
heads, and torsos lay in grotesque array on various
benches, while on high tiers of shelves matted wigs,
ravenous-looking teeth, and glassy, staring eyes
were indiscriminately scattered. Costumes of all
sorts hung from hooks, and in one alcove were great
piles of flesh-colored wax cakes and shelves filled
with paint cans and brushes of every description. In
the center of the room was a large melting furnace
used to prepare the wax for molding, its firebox
topped by a huge iron container on hinges, with
a spout, which permitted the pouring of melted wax
with the merest touch of a finger.

Other things in the dismal crypt were less
describable—isolated parts of problematical
entities whose assembled forms were the phantoms
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of delirium. At one end was a door of heavy plank,
fastened by an unusually large padlock and with
a very peculiar symbol painted over it. Jones, who
had once had access to the dreaded Necronomicon,
shivered involuntarily as he recognized that
symbol. This showman, he reflected, must indeed
be a person of disconcertingly wide scholarship in
dark and dubious fields.

Nor did the conversation of Rogers disappoint
him. The man was tall, lean, and rather unkempt,
with large black eyes, which gazed combustively
from a pallid and usually stubble-covered face.
He did not resent Jones’s intrusion, but seemed to
welcome the chance of unburdening himself to an
interested person. His voice was of singular depth
and resonance, and harbored a sort of repressed
intensity bordering on the feverish. Jones did not
wonder that many had thought him mad.

With every successive call—and such calls
became a habit as the weeks went by—Jones had
found Rogers more communicative and confidential.
From the first there had been hints of strange faiths
and practices on the showman’s part, and later on
these hints expanded into tales—despite a few odd
corroborative photographs—whose extravagance
was almost comic. It was sometime in June, on
a night when Jones had brought a bottle of good
whiskey and plied his host somewhat freely, that
the really demented talk first appeared. Before that
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there had been wild enough stories—accounts of
mysterious trips to Tibet, the African interior,
the Arabian desert, the Amazon valley, Alaska, and
certain little-known islands of the South Pacific,
plus claims of having read such monstrous and
half-fabulous books as the prehistoric Pnakotic
fragments and the Dhol chants attributed to malign
and non-human Leng—but nothing in all this had
been so unmistakably insane as what had cropped
out that June evening under the spell of the whiskey.

To be plain, Rogers began making vague boasts
of having found certain things in Nature that no
one had found before, and of having brought back
tangible evidences of such discoveries. According
to his bibulous harangue, he had gone farther than
anyone else in interpreting the obscure and primal
books he studied, and had been directed by them
to certain remote places where strange survivals
are hidden—survivals of eons and life cycles earlier
than mankind, and in some cases connected with
other dimensions and other worlds, communication
with which was frequent in the forgotten pre-
human days. Jones marveled at the fancy, which
could conjure up such notions, and wondered just
what Rogers’ mental history had been. Had his
work amidst the morbid grotesqueries of Madame
Tussaud’s been the start of his imaginative flights,
or was the tendency innate, so that his choice of
occupation was merely one of its manifestations?
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At any rate, the man’s work was very closely linked
with his notions. Even now, there was no mistaking
the trend of his blackest hints about the nightmare
monstrosities in the screened-off “Adults only”
alcove. Heedless of ridicule, he was trying to imply
that not all of these demoniac abnormalities were
artificial.

It was Jones’s frank skepticism and amusement
at these irresponsible claims, which broke up
the growing cordiality. Rogers, it was clear, took
himself very seriously; for he now became morose
and resentful, continuing to tolerate Jones only
through a dogged urge to break down his wall of
urbane and complacent incredulity. Wild tales and
suggestions of rites and sacrifices to nameless elder
gods continued, and now and then Rogers would
lead his guest to one of the hideous blasphemies
in the screened-off alcove and point out features
difficult to reconcile with even the finest human
craftsmanship. Jones continued his visits through
sheer fascination, though he knew he had forfeited
his host’s regard. At times, he would try to humor
Rogers with pretended assent to some mad hint or
assertion, but the gaunt showman was seldom to be
deceived by such tactics.

The tension came to a head later in September.
Jones had casually dropped into the museum one
afternoon, and was wandering through the dim
corridors whose horrors were now so familiar,
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when he heard a very peculiar sound from
the general direction of Rogers’ workroom. Others
heard it, too, and started nervously as the echoes
reverberated through the great vaulted basement.
The three attendants exchanged odd glances;
and one of them, a dark, taciturn, foreign-looking
fellow who always served Rogers as a repairer
and assistant designer, smiled in a way which
seemed to puzzle his colleagues and which grated
very harshly on some facet of Jones’s sensibilities.
It was the yelp or scream of a dog, and was such
a sound as could be made only under conditions
of the utmost fright and agony combined. Its stark,
anguished frenzy was appalling to hear, and in this
setting of grotesque abnormality, it held a double
hideousness. Jones remembered that no dogs were
allowed in the museum.

He was about to go to the door leading into
the workroom, when the dark attendant stopped
him with a word and a gesture. Mr. Rogers, the man
said in a soft, somewhat accented voice at once
apologetic and vaguely sardonic, was out, and
there were standing orders to admit no one to
the workroom during his absence. As for that yelp,
it was undoubtedly something out in the courtyard
behind the museum. This neighborhood was full of
stray mongrels, and their fights were sometimes
shockingly noisy. There were no dogs in any part
of the museum. However, if Mr. Jones wished to see
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