Cemetery
by H.P. Lovecraftt

The place was an ancient cemetery; so ancient that I trembled at the manifold signs of
immemorial years. It was in a deep, damp hollow, overgrown with rank grass, moss, and curious
creeping weeds, and filled with a vague stench which my idle fancy associated absurdly with
rotting stone. On every hand were the signs of neglect and decrepitude, and I seemed haunted by
the notion that Warren and I were the first living creatures to invade a lethal silence of centuries.
Over the valley’s rim a wan, waning crescent moon peered through the noisome vapours that
seemed to emanate from unheard-of catacombs, and by its feeble, wavering beams I could
distinguish a repellent array of antique slabs, urns, cenotaphs, and mausolean facades; all
crumbling, moss-grown, and moisture-stained, and partly concealed by the gross luxuriance of
the unhealthy vegetation.
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