Society

Bienvenue au Cirque !
Greenfield – L’Olaf Brothers Circus plante la tente à Greenfield ce week-end. Ce cirque bien connu pour ses exhibitions de foires ainsi que pour ses traditionnels acrobates et dresseurs accueillera nos concitoyens samedi et dimanche moyennant 25c par adukte et 10c par enfant. Certaines attractions demandent un supplément, mais – pour citer Georges Olfa lui-même – « Venez voir notre dernière découverte, l’Homme Loup de Nouvelle Angleterre, peut-être le seul spécimen de son espèce répertorié par la science ». D’après M. Olaf, l’Homme Loup a été abattu par des chasseurs dans – croyez-le ou non – notre beau Comté de Franklin et sa dépouille sera offerte pour la première fois ce week-end à la curiosité du public.
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dislikes, and indeed almost fears at evening when unseen whippoorwills chatter and the fireflies come out in abnormal profusion to dance to the raucous, creepily insistent rhythms of stridently piping bull-frogs. The thin, shining line of the Miskatonic's upper reaches has an oddly serpent-like suggestion as it winds close to the feet of the domed hills among which it rises. 


As the hills draw nearer, one heeds their wooded sides more than their stone-crowned tops. Those sides loom up so darkly and precipitously that one wishes they would keep their distance, but there is no road by which to escape them. Across a covered bridge one sees a small village huddled between the stream and the vertical slope of Round Mountain, and wonders at the cluster of rotting gambrel roofs bespeaking an earlier architectural period than that of the neighbouring region. It is not reassuring to see, on a closer glance, that most of the houses are deserted and falling to ruin, and that the broken-steepled church now harbours the one slovenly mercantile establishment of the hamlet. One dreads to trust the tenebrous tunnel of the bridge, yet there is no way to avoid it. Once across, it is hard to prevent the impression of a faint, malign odour about the village street, as of the massed mould and decay of centuries. It is always a relief to get clear of the place, and to follow the narrow road around the base of the hills and across the level country beyond till it rejoins the Aylesbury pike. Afterwards one sometimes learns that one has been through Dunwich. 



































