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SYNOPSIS




A scientist named Crawford Tillinghast invents a machine that stimulates unknown senses in humans, allowing people to perceive hidden dimensions and monstrous entities that coexist with our reality. However, these creatures are terrifying and deadly. The narrator, a former friend of Tillinghast, witnesses the horrifying consequences of the experiment, leading to a nightmarish confrontation with the unknown.
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NOTICE




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.
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Horrible beyond

conception was the change which had taken place in my best friend, Crawford

Tillinghast. I had not seen him since that day, two months and a half before,

when he had told me toward what goal his physical and metaphysical researches

were leading; when he had answered my awed and almost frightened remonstrances

by driving me from his laboratory and his house in a burst of fanatical rage. I

had known that he now remained mostly shut in the attic laboratory with that

accursed electrical machine, eating little and excluding even the servants, but

I had not thought that a brief period of ten weeks could so alter and disfigure

any human creature. It is not pleasant to see a stout man suddenly grown thin,

and it is even worse when the baggy skin becomes yellowed or greyed, the eyes

sunken, circled, and uncannily glowing, the forehead veined and corrugated, and

the hands tremulous and twitching. And if added to this there be a repellent

unkemptness; a wild disorder of dress, a bushiness of dark hair white at the

roots, and an unchecked growth of pure white beard on a face once clean-shaven,

the cumulative effect is quite shocking. But such was the aspect of Crawford

Tillinghast on the night his half-coherent message brought me to his door after

my weeks of exile; such the spectre that trembled as it admitted me, candle in

hand, and glanced furtively over its shoulder as if fearful of unseen things in

the ancient, lonely house set back from Benevolent Street.




That

Crawford Tillinghast should ever have studied science and philosophy was a

mistake. These things should be left to the frigid and impersonal investigator,

for they offer two equally tragic alternatives to the man of feeling and

action; despair if he fail in his quest, and terrors unutterable and

unimaginable if he succeed. Tillinghast had once been the prey of failure,

solitary and melancholy; but now I knew, with nauseating fears of my own, that

he was the prey of success. I had indeed warned him ten weeks before, when he

burst forth with his tale of what he felt himself about to discover. He had

been flushed and excited then, talking in a high and unnatural, though always

pedantic, voice.
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