THE BURROWERS BENEATH BY BRI AN LUMLEY

The Net her nost Caverns

(Fromthe Files of Titus Crow)

Bl owne House

Leonard' s-Wal k Heath

London

18th May 196-

Ref: - 53/196-G K Lapham & Co. Head Ofice, GKL Cuttings 117 Martin Hudd St
Not ti ngham Notts.

Dear M Lapham

Pl ease alter ny order as it stands to cover only the nost outstandi ng cases,
on whi ch your continued cooperati on woul d be appreciated as ever. This action
not to be m sconstrued as being all but a cancellation of ny custom on the
contrary, but for the time being | would rather you concentrate your efforts
on nmy behalf to full coverage of one special line. | require all cuttings, one
copy of each, fromall forty-three dailies normally covered, of current
occurrences involving earthquakes, trenors, subsidences, and |ike phenonena
(and backdated to cover the last three years where at all possible), to
continue until further notice. Thank you for your pronpt attention

Yrs faithfully, T. Crow

Bl owne House 19t h May

Ref: - 55/196-

Edgar Harvey, Esq

Harvey, Johnson & Harvey, Solicitors

164-7 Myl or Rd

Radcar, Yorks.

Dear M Harvey,

I amgiven to understand that you are the literary agent of Paul Wendy-Smth,
the young witer of tales of romantic and/or macabre fiction, and that
follow ng his nysterious disappearance in 1933 you becane executor to the

estate. | was only a very young man at that tinme, but | seemto renenber that
because of certain special circunstances publication of the witer's | ast
story (showing, | believe, strange connections with the di sappearance of both

the author and his uncle, the explorer-archaeol ogist Sir Amery Wendy- Smith)
was held in abeyance. My query is sinmply this: has the work since seen
publication, and if so where may | obtain a copy?

| am sir, hopefully

expectant of an early

answer, Yrs sincerely,

T. Cow

Bl owne House

Harvey, Johnson & Harvey Myl or Rd Radcar, Yorks. 22nd My

Dear M Crow, Regarding your inquiry (your reference 55/196- of 19th

May), you are correct, | was executor to the estate of Paul Wendy-Smith - and
yes, there was a tale held in abeyance for a nunmber of years until the
Wendy-Smiths were both officially pronounced 'missing or dead' in 1937. The
story, despite being a very slight piece, has seen publication nore recently

in an excellently presented and maj or macabre collection. | enclose proofs of
the story, and, should you require the book itself, the publisher's card.
Hopi ng that this covers your inquiry to your conplete satisfaction, I am Sir,

Yours sincerely, Edgar Harvey

Bl owne House 25t h May

Ref: - 58/196- Features Reporter Coalville Recorder 11 Leatham St Coal vill e,
Lei cs.

My dear M Pl ant,

Having all ny life been interested in seisnol ogi cal phenonena, | was
profoundly interested in your article in the issue of the Recorder for 18th
May. | know your coverage was as conplete as any nman-in-the-street could
possi bly wi sh, but wonder if perhaps you could help me in ny own rather nore



speci alized inquiry? Trenmors of the type you described so well are
particularly interesting to me, but there are further details for which, if it
is at all possible you can supply them | would be extrenely grateful

Cal cul ati ons | have made suggest (however

i naccurately) that the Coalville shocks were of a linear rather than a genera
nature; that is, that they occurred on a line alnost directly south to north
and in that chronol ogi cal order - the nost southerly occurring first. This, at
| east, is ny guess, and | would be grateful if you could corroborate, or (as
no doubt the case will be) deny ny suspicion; to which end | enclose a

st anped, addressed envel ope.

Sincerely and appreciatively

Yrs, | am sir,

Titus Crow

Bl owne House 25t h May

Ref: - 57/196- Raynond Bent ham Esq. 3 Easton Crescent Al ston, Cunberl and

My dear sir,

Having read a cutting froma copy of the Northern Daily Miil for 18th My, |
would Iike to say how vastly interested | was in that article which contained
certain parts of your report on the condition of the west sections of Harden
Mne's old workings, and feel it a great pity that Sir David Betteridge,
scientific adviser to the Northeast Coal -Board, has chosen to | ook at your
report in so unenlightened and frivol ous a nanner

To ne, while admttedly knowing little of yourself or your job, it would seem
rather irresponsible on the part of so large and well-founded an industri al
board to enploy for twenty years an |Inspector of Mnes without, during that
time, discovering that his 'faculties are not all that they should be!’

Now, | am not a young man nyself, indeed at sixty-three years of age | amfar
and away your senior, but | have conplete faith in ny faculties - and, since
readi ng certain of the things in your report which I can (in a rather peculiar

way) corroborate, | amalso sure that you were quite correct in the
observations you made in the conplex of the discontinued Harden workings. Just
how | can be so sure nust, unfortunately, remain nmy secret - |ike nost men |
am averse to derision, a point | amsure you will appreciate - but | hope to

of fer you at | east sonme proof of nmy sincerity in witing this letter

Thus, to reassure you beyond any doubt that I amnot sinply 'pulling your

leg', or in any way trying to add ny own sarcastic conmrent to what has al ready
been nade of your report, | return your attention to the foll ow ng:

O her than nmentioning briefly certain outlines which you say you found etched
in the walls of those new and i nexplicable tunnels which you di scovered down
there cut (or rather 'burned', as you had it) through the rock a mle bel ow
the surface, you seemreluctant to describe in detail the content or actua
fornms of those outlines. Mght | suggest that this is because you did not w sh
to be further ridiculed, which you feared m ght well be the case should you
actual ly describe the etchings? And mght | further tell you what you saw on

t hose unknown tunnel walls; that those oddly di nensi oned desi gns depicted

living creatures of sorts - like elongated octopuses or squids but w thout
recogni zabl e heads or eyes - tentacled worns in fact but of gigantic size?
Dare | lay ny cards on the table yet nmore fully and nmention the noi ses you say

you heard down there in the depths of the Earth; sounds which were not in any
way the normal stress noises of a pit, even given that the mne in question
had not been worked for five years and was in poor repair? You said chanting,
M Bent ham but quickly

retracted your statement when a certain reporter becane unnecessarily

facetious. Nonetheless, | take you at your original word: you said chanting,
and | am sure you neant what you said! How do | know? Again, | am not at
liberty to disclose nmy sources; however, | would be obliged for your reaction

to the follow ng:

Ce' haiie ep-ngh fl'hur G harne fhtagn
Ce' haiie fhtagn ngh Shudde-M el l

Hai G harne orr'e ep fl' hur



Shudde-M ell ican-icanicas fl' hur orr'e G harne.

Restricted as | amat this time regarding further illum nating my interest in
the case, or even explaining the origin of my knowl edge of it, but still in

t he hope of an early answer and perhaps a nore detailed account of what you
encount ered underground, | am Sir,

Yrs sincerely, Titus Crow

Coal vill e Recorder Coalville, Leics. 28th My

Bl owne House

Dear M Crow,

In answer to your 58/ 1%, of the 25th:

The trenors that shook Coalville, Leics., on the afternoon of the 17th, were,
as you correctly deduced, of a linear nature. (And yes, they did occur south
headi ng north; have in fact continued, or so | believe, farther up-country.)
As you are no doubt aware, Coalville is central in an area of expandi ng m ning
operations, and doubtless the coll apse of old diggings was responsible, in
this area

at least, for the peculiar shocks. They lasted from4:30 until 8:00 p.m, but
were not particularly severe - though, | amtold, they had a very bad effect
on certain inmates of the |ocal Thornel ee Sanatorium

There were, too, other slight surface subsidences, not nearly so bad, alnost a
year ago. At about that time also, five mners were lost in the collapse of a
very narrow and unproductive seam whi ch they were working. The twi n brother of
one of these men was in a different part of the mne at the time, and nuch
sensational publicity was given his subsequent condition. | did not cover his
case, though it was done up pretty distastefully in a hack contenporary of the
Recorder under the heading: 'Sianese Mning Horror!' Apparently the living
twin went stark staring mad at the very instant his brother and the other four
men were Killed!

You should be interested in a series of articles which I amat present

pl anning for the Recorder, 'A History of the Mdlands Pits', to be published
later this year, and | would be pleased to send you the various chapters as
they appear if you so desire.

Yours faithfully, WIIliam Pl ant

Al ston, Cunberl and 28th My

Bl owmne House Dear M Crow,

| got your letter yesterday afternoon, and not being rmuch of a witing man,
I"mnot sure howto answer it, or even if | can find the right words.

First off, let me say you are quite right about the pictures on the tunne
wal s - and al so about the chanting. How you coul d know about these things I
can't possibly

i mgine! So far as | know, I'mthe only one to have been down that shaft since
they closed the pit, and |I'mdamed if | can think of any other spot on or
under the earth where you m ght have heard sounds |ike those | heard, or seen
drawi ngs the like of themon the tunnel walls. But you obviously have! Those
crazy words you wote down were just |ike what | heard

O course, | should have gone down there with a mate, but ny No. 2 was off
sick at the tine and | thought it was going to be just another routine job.
Well, as you know, it wasn't!

The reason they asked ne to go down and check the old pit out was twofold -
I'd worked the seans, all of them as a youngster and knew ny way about, and
of course (to hell with what Betteridge says) | am an Experienced inspector -
but mainly soneone had to do the job to see if the enpty seans could be

propped up or filled in. | imagine that the many subsi dences and cave-ins
round |1 den and Bl ackhill have been giving the Coal -Board a bit of a headache
of |ate.

Anyhow, you asked for a nore detailed account of what | came up against
underground, and I'Il try to tell it as it happened. But can | take it that
everything | say will be in confidence? See, | have a good pension coning from

the Coal -Board in a few years' tine, and naturally they don't nuch care for
adverse stuff in the press, particularly stuff to worry | ocal |andowners and



buil ders. People don't buy property that's not safe, or ground that's liable
to subsidence! And since |I've already had one ticking off as it is, well, |
don't want to jeopardize ny pension, that's all..

I think what really annoyed the bosses was when | went on about those tunnels
I found down there - not old, tinbered seans, nind you, but tunnels - round
and pretty snoothly finished and certainly artificial. And not just

one, as they said in the Mail, but half a dozen! A proper naze, it was. Yes, |
sai d those tunnel walls were burned rather than cut, and so they were. At

| east, that's how they | ooked, as though they'd somehow been coated on the
inside with lava and then all owed to cool

But there | go running ahead of nyself. Better start at the beginning

I went down the main shaft at Harden, using the old emergency lift-cage which
they hadn't yet dismantled. There was a gang of lads at the top just in case
the old machi nery should go on the blink. I wasn't a bit worried, you
understand; it's been nmy job for a long tine now and | know all the dangers
and what to | ook for.

| took a budgie down with me in a little cage. | could hang the cage up to the
roof tinbers while |I | ooked about. There are sone of the ol d-fashi oned net hods
you still can't beat, | reckon. The old-tinmers used canaries - | took a

budgi e. That was so I'd know if there was any firedanp down there (nethane to
you). A heavy gas knocks a bird out in a wink, which lets you knowit's tine
to get out! | wore protective gear and high boots in case of water -Harden's
not all that far fromthe sea, and it's one of the deepest pits in the
country. Funny thing, but | expected water, yet as it happened | was quite
wong; it was dry as a bone down there. | had a nodern lanp on my helnmet with
a good, powerful beam and | carried a map of the galleries and seans -
standard procedure but hardly necessary in ny case.

Vel |, anyway, | got down the shaft all right and gave the ol d handset at the
bottoma twirl to let the boys on top know that everything was well, and then
| set out along the horizontal connecting-shaft to the west-side galleries and
coal -seanms. Now, you have to understand, M Crow, that the main passages are
often pretty big things. Some of themare alnost as' large as any single

tube-tunnel in London. | nmention this to show that |I wasn't shut in, like, or
suffering from cl austrophobia or anything like that, and it wasn't as if |
hadn't been down a pit before - but there was, well, sonething!

It's hard for ne to explain on paper like this, but - oh, I don't know - | had
this feeling that - it was as if - well, did you ever play hide-and-seek as a

child and go into a room where soneone was hiding? You can't see him it's
dark, and he's quiet as a nouse, but you know he's in there all the sane!
That's what it was |like down there in that deserted nine. And yet it was truly
deserted - at that tine anyway .

Wll, | shook this feeling off and went on until | reached the west-side
network. This is alnmpst two horizontal miles fromthe main shaft. Al ong the
way | had seen evidence of deterioration in the tinmbers, but not enough to
expl ain away the subsidences on the surface. So far as | could see, there had

been no actual cave-ins. The place did stink, though, like nothing I'd ever
snell ed before, but it wasn't any sort of gas to affect the budgie or ne. Just
a very unpleasant snell. Right at the end of the connecting-shaft, at a spot

al nrost directly under Blackhill, | came across the first of the new tunnels.

It entered into the shaft fromthe side away fromthe sea, and frankly it
stopped nme dead! | mean, what would you have made of it?

It was a hole, horizontal and with hard, regular walls, but it was cut through
solid rock and not coal! Now, | like to keep slap-up-to-date on mning

nmet hods, but | was pretty sure right fromthe start that this tunnel wasn't
dug using any systemor machinery | knew of. And yet it seemed | nust have

nm ssed sonet hi ng somewhere. The thing wasn't shown on my map, though, so in
the end | told myself that some new machi nery nust have been tested down there
before they'd closed the nine. | was

dammed annoyed, 1'Il tell you - nobody had told nme to expect this!

The nouth of the tunnel was about eight feet in diameter, and although the



roof wasn't propped up or tinmbered in any way the bore | ooked safe-as-houses,
solid somehow. | decided to go on down it to see how far it went. It was al

of half a mle long, that shaft, M Crow, none of it tinbered, straight as a
die, and the neatest bit of tunnelling work |I've seen underground in
twenty-five years. Every two hundred yards or so simlar tunnels would cone in
fromthe sides at right angles, and at three of these junctions there had been
heavy falls of rock. This warned me to be careful. Obviously these hol es
weren't as solid as they | ooked!

I don't know where the thought came from but suddenly | found mysel f thinking
of giant noles! | once saw one of these sensational filmthings about just
such animals. Possibly that's where the idea sprang fromin ny nmind. Anyway,
I'd no sooner had this thought than | cane to a spot where yet another tunne
joined the main one - but this one cane down at an angle from above!

There was a hol e opening into the ceiling, with the edges rounded off and
snoot hed in sone way | don't understand, as if by heat like | said before.
Vell, | went dead slow fromthen on, but soon | canme out of the tunnel into a
big cave. At least, | took it to be a cave, but when | |ooked closer at the
walls | saw that it wasn't! It was sinply a junction of a dozen or so of the
tunnels. Pillars like stalagnites held up the ceiling. This was where | saw
the carvings, those pictures of octopus-things etched in the walls, and

don't think I need add how nmuch that put the wind up ne!

| didn't hang about there much |onger (apart from anything el se the stench was
terrible), but |Iong enough to check that the place was all of fifty feet
across and that

the walls were coated or snoothed over with that sane sort of |ava-stuff. The
floor was flat enough but crumbly, alnost earthy, and right in the mddle of
the place | found four great cave-pearls. At least, | think they're
cave-pearls. They're about four inches across, these things, very hard, heavy,
and gl ossy. Don't ask me how they got down there, | don't know, and | can't
see how they mi ght have been formed naturally, |ike other cave-pearls I
renenber seeing when | was a kid. Anyway, | put theminto a bag | carried and
then went back the way 1'd come to the term nal of the west-side workings. By
then I'd been down there about an hour and a hal f.

| didn't get far into the actual coal -seans. The first half dozen were down.
They had col | apsed. But | soon enough found out what had brought them down! In
and out of the old workings, lacing themlike holes in Gorgonzol a, those

dammed snoot h-1ined tunnels came and went, literally honeyconbing the coal and
rock alike! Then, in one of the few remaining old seans that still stood and
where sone poor-grade coal still remained, | canme across yet another funny

thing. A tunnel, one of the new ones, had been cut right along the origina
seam and | noticed that here the walls weren't of that |ava substance but a
pitchy, hard tar, exactly the kind of deposit you find bubbllng out of hot
coal in the coke-ovens, only set as hard as rock .

That was it. |I'd had enough, and | set off back towards the main shaft and the
lift-cage. It was then |I thought | heard the chanting. Thought? - like hell |
thought - | did hear it; and it was just as you wote it down! It was distant,
seeming to come froma very long way away, like listening to the sea in a
shell or hearing a tune you renenber in your head . . . But | knew | should
never have been hearing things |like that down there at all, and | took off for
the Iift-cage as fast as | could go.

Vell, I'lIl keep the rest of it short, M Crow. |'ve probably said too nmuch
already as it is, and | just hope to God that you're not one of those reporter
fellows. Still, | wanted to get it off my chest, so what the hell care 1?

| finally arrived at the shaft bottom by which time the chanting had died
away, and | gave the lads on top a tinkle on the old handset to haul ne up. At
the top | made out ny report, but not as fully as |I've done here, and then

went home ... | kept the cave-pearls, as nenentos if you like, and said
not hi ng about themin nmy report. | don't see what good they'd be to anyone,
anyway. Still, it does seema bit like stealing. | mean, whatever the things

really are - well, they're not mine, are they? | mght just send them off



anonymously to the nmuseum at Sunderl and or Radcar. | suppose the nmuseum peopl e
will know what they are ..

The next norning the reporters cane around fromthe Daily Miil. They'd heard
had a bit of a story to tell and punmped nme for all | was worth. | had the idea
they were laughing at ne, though, so | didn't tell thema deal. They nust have
gone to see old Betteridge when finally they left nme - and, well, you know the
rest.

And that's it, M Crow. If there's something else you' d like to know just drop
me another line. Myself, 1'd be interested to | earn how you come to know so
much about it all, and why you want to know nore

Yrs sincerely, R Bentham

PS

Maybe you heard how they were planning to send two nore inspectors down to do
the job I'd "messed up'? Well, they couldn't. Just a few days ago the whol e
ot fell in! The road between Harden and Bl ackhill sank ten feet in places,
and a couple of brick barns were brought down

at Castle-Ilden. There's had to be work done on the walls of the Red Cow Inn
in Harden, too, and there have been slight trenmors all over the area ever

since. Like | said, the mine was rotten with those tunnels down there. |I'm
only surprised (and thankful!) it held up so long. Ch, and one other thing. |
think that the smell | mentioned nust, after all, have been produced by a gas

of some sort. Certainly my head's been fuzzy ever since. Wak as a kitten
|'ve been, and dammed if | don't keep hearing that awful, droning, chanting
sound! All ny imagination, of course, for you can take it fromne that old
Betteridge wasn't even partly right in what he said about nme ..

R B.

Bl owne House 30t h May

To: Raynond Bent ham Esq.

Dear M Bent ham

| thank you for your pronpt reply to ny queries of the 25th, and woul d be
obliged if you would give simlar keen attention to this further letter. |
nmust of necessity make nmy note brief (I have many inportant things to do), but
| beg you to have the utnost faith in ny directions, strange as they may seem
to you, and to carry them out without del ay!

You have seen, M Bentham how accurately | described the pictures on the
wal I s of that great unnatural cave in the earth, and how | was able to
duplicate on paper the weird chant you heard underground. My dearest wi sh now
is that you remenber these previous deductions of mne, and believe nme when
tell you that you have placed yourself in extreme and hi deous danger in
renovi ng the cave-pearls fromthe Harden tunnel - conpl ex!

In fact, it is nmy sincere belief that you are constantly increasing the peri
every nmoment you keep those things! | ask you to send themto me; | mght know
what to do with them 1| repeat, M Bentham do not delay but send nme the
cave-pearls at once; or, should you decide against it, then for God's sake at
| east renmpve them from your house and person! A good suggestion would be for
you to drop them back into the shaft at the mne, if that is at all possible;
but whi chever met hod you choose in getting rid of them do it with dispatch
They may rightly be regarded as being infinitely nore dangerous than ten times
their own weight in nitroglycerin!

Yrs v. truly, Titus Crow

To: M Henri-Laurent de Marigny

Bl owne House 5 p.m, 30th My

Dear Henri,

I've tried to get you on the tel ephone twi ce today, only to discover at this
|ate hour that you're in Paris at a sale of antiques! Your housekeeper tells
me she doesn't know when you'll be back. | hope it's soon. | nmay very well
need your help! This note will be waiting for you when you get back. Waste no
time, de Marigny, but get round here as soon as you're abl e!

Ti tus

Marvel s Strange and Terrific



(From the Notebooks of Henri-Laurent de Marigny)

I had known this strange and inexplicable feeling for weeks - a deep-rooted
nment al apprehensi on, an uneasi ness of psyche - and the cumnul ative effect of
thi s near-indefinabl e at mosphere of hovering hysteria upon nmy system the
sheer tautness of ny usually sound nerves, was horrible and soul -destroying. |
could not for ny life fathom whence these brooding fears of things unknown
sprang, or even guess at the source of the hideous oppressiveness of air which
seened to hang in tangi bl e heavi ness over all ny waking and sl eepi ng nonents
ali ke, but the conbination of the two had been nore than sufficient to drive
me from London to seek refuge on the Continent.

OGstensibly | had gone to Paris to seek out certain Eastern antiques at the
House du Fouche, but when | discovered that my flight to that ancestral city
had gai ned me no respite from my sickening, doomfraught nood of depression
then | was at a conplete loss as to what to do with nyself.

In the end, after a stay of only four days, having nade one or two small
purchases - sinmply, | suppose, to justify ny journey - | determned to return
to Engl and.

From t he nmonent ny pl ane touched down in London | felt sonehow that | had been
drawn back from France, and | considered this peculiar prescience proven when
upon arriving at ny home, | found Titus Crow s sumons waiting for nme. His
letter had lain on a table in my study, placed there by ny housekeeper, for
two days; and yet, cryptic as that note was, its nessage lifted nmy spirit
instantly fromthe constant gloomit had known for so many weeks, and sent ne
flying to Bl owne House.

It was mi dafternoon when | reached Crow s spraw i ng bungal ow retreat on the
outskirts of the city, and when the | eonine occultist opened his door to nme |
was frankly astoni shed at the alterations which had taken place in his

count enance over the three nonths since last | had seen him He was nore than
tired, that was plain, and his face was drawn and grey. Lines of concentration
and worry had etched thensel ves deep in his high forehead; his broad shoul ders
were slunped atop his tall, usually energetic franme; his whol e aspect betrayed
t he extensive and sl eepl ess studies to which he must needs have | ent hinself,
maki ng his first words al nost unnecessary:

"De Marigny, you got my note! Thank goodness for that! If ever a second head

was needed it's now |'ve just about knocked nyself out with the thing, driven
nmysel f to distraction. A clear mnd, a fresh approach - By God, it's good to
see you!'

Crow ushered me inside, led the way to his study, and there indicated that I
shoul d take a seat. Instead | sinply stood gazing unbelievingly about the
room My host poured ne a customary wel conming gl ass of brandy before fl opping
wearily into a chair behind his great desk

Now, | have said that | gazed unbelievingly about the study: well, let it be
understood that Titus Crow s study (incorporating as it does his magnificent
occult library), while yet being the apple of his eye, is nore often than not
the scene of at least a minimal activity, when ny friend involves hinself

wi thin those strange spheres of research which are his speciality; and let it
be further understood that | was quite used to seeing the place in less than
conpletely tidy order - but never before had | seen anything |ike the apparent
chaos which reigned in that roomon this occasion

Maps, charts, and atlases lay open and in places overlapping, littering the
floor wall to shelved wall, so that | had to step on certain of themto reach
a chair; various files, many of them fastened open at marked or paper-clipped
pl aces, stood at one end of the cluttered desk and al so upon a snall

occasi onal table; nunbered newspaper cuttings were everywhere, nmany of them
di scol oured and plainly faded with age, others very recent; a great notebook
its pages covered top to bottomw th careless or hurried scrawlings, |ay open
at ny feet, and rare and comonpl ace tones ali ke on various obscure or little
known seni -yt hol ogi cal , ant hropol ogi cal, and archaeol ogi cal thenes were
stacked willy-nilly in one corner of the roomat the foot of Crow s great
four- handed grandfather clock. The whole was a scene of total disorder, and



one that whetted ny curiosity to a point where ny first astoni shed out burst
sprang as naturally to my lips as mght any commonpl ace inquiry in |ess

bi zarre surroundi ngs:

"Titus! What on earth . . . ? You |l ook as though you haven't had a w nk of
sleep in a week - and the state of this place!' Again | stared about the room
at the apparent disruption of all previous normality.

"Ch, 1've been getting ny sleep, de Marigny,' Crow answered unconvi ncingly,
"though adnmittedly not so nuch as ordinarily. No, this tiredness of mne is as
much a nmental as a physical fatigue, | fear. But for heaven's sake, what a

puzzl e, and one that nust be solved!' He swirled his brandy in its glass, the
tired action belying his nomentarily energetic and forceful node of
expr essi on.

"You know," | said, satisfied for the noment to let Crow enlighten me in his
own time and way, 'I| rather fancied sonmeone could use a bit of help, even
before I got your note, | nean. | don't know what's been going on, | haven't

the faintest inkling what this "puzzle" of yours is, but do you know? Wy,
this is the first time in weeks that

I've felt at all like tackling anything! |'ve been under sone sort of black
cloud, a peculiar nmobod of despair and strange ennui, and then al ong canme your
note.'

Crow | ooked at ne with his head on one side and ruefully snmiled. 'Ch? Then |I'm
sorry, de Marigny, for unless I'mvery nmuch mi staken your "peculiar nood of
despair" is due to repeat itself in very short order!' H's smle disappeared
al nrost i mediately. 'But this is nothing frivolous |I've got nyself into,
Henri, no indeed.’

H s knuckl es whitened as he gripped the arms of his tall chair and | eaned
forward over the desk. 'De Marigny, if I'mcorrect in what | suspect, then at
this very monment the world is faced with an unthi nkabl e, an unbelievabl e

horror. But | believe init ... and there were others before ne who believed!'
'"Were others, Titus? | caught sonething of the extra weight he had placed on
the word. 'Are you alone, then, in this belief of yours?

"Yes, at least | think | am Those others | nentioned are ... no nore! 1'1]I

try to explain.'

My gaunt -1 ooking friend sat back then and visibly relaxed. He closed his eyes
for a second and | knew that he pondered the best way to tell his story. After
a few nmoments, in a quiet and controlled tone of voice, he comenced:

"De Marigny, I'mglad we're two of a kind; I'mdamed if | know whom | m ght
confide in if we weren't so close. There are others who share this |ove of
ours, this fascination for forbidden things, to be sure, but none I know so
wel | as you, and no one with whom|'ve shared experiences such as we have
known and trenbl ed at together. There's been this thread between us ever since
you first arrived in London as a boy, straight off the boat from America. Wy!
We're even tied by that clock there, once owned by your father!' He indicated
the weird, four-

handed, strangely ticking nonstrosity in the corner. 'Yes, it's as well we're
two of a kind, for how could | explain to a stranger the fantastic things |
nmust sonehow explain? And even if | could do so wi thout finding nyself put

away in a padded cell, who would give the thing credit? Even you, ny friend
may find it beyond belief.’
"Ch, cone now, Titus,' |I felt obliged to cut in. 'You couldn't wi sh for any

nore inexplicable a thing than that case of the Viking' s Stone you dragged ne
in on! And how about the Mrror of Nitocris, which I've told you of before?
What a threat and a horror there! No, it's unfair to doubt a man's loyalty in
t hese things before you' ve tried it, my friend.'

"I don't doubt your loyalty, Henri - on the contrary -but even so, this thing
I've come up against is ... fantastic! There's nore than sinply the occult

i nvolved -if the occult is involved at all - there's nyth and | egend, dream
and fancy, hideous fear and terrifying, well, survivals!'

' Survival s?'
"Yes, | think so; but you'll have to let me tell it in ny owm way. No nore



i nterruptions, now. You can question ne all you want when |'m done. Agreed?

| grudgi ngly nodded ny head.

"Survivals, | said, yes,' he then continued. 'Residua of dark and nanel ess
epochs and uncounted cycles of tinme and existence. Look here; you see this
fossil?" He reached into a drawer in his desk and held up an anmmonite fromthe
beaches of the Northeast.

"The living creature that this once was dwelt in a warm sea side by side with
man's earliest forebears. It was here even before the nost antedil uvian Adam
wal ked, or crawl ed, on dry land! But mllions of years before that, possibly a
forebear of this very fossil itself, Mienstero-ceras, an early amonite,

exi sted in the seas of the | ower

Car boni ferous. Now to get back to survivals, Mienstero-ceras had a nore nobile
and nuch nore highly devel oped contenporary in those predawn oceans, a fish
call ed Coel acanthus - and yet a live coelacanth, its species thought to have
been extinct since early Triassic times, was netted off Madagascar in 1938!
Then again, though |I don't refer specifically to these sorts of things, we
have the Loch Ness nonster and the all eged giant saurians of Lake Tasek Bera
in Mal aya - though why such creatures shouldn't exist in a world capabl e of
supporting the very real Konodo dragons is beyond nme, even if they are thought
by many to be pure nmyth - and even the Yeti and the West Gernman

Wal d- Schrecken. And there are | esser, absolutely genuine forns, too, plenty of
them come down the ages unaltered by evolution to the present day.

'"Now, such as these, real and unreal, are what you might call "survivals", de
Mari gny, and yet Coel acanthus, "Nessie", and all the others are geol ogic
infants in conparison with the things | envisage!'

Here Crow nmade a pause, getting up to wearily cross the book- and
paper-littered floor to pour ne another drink, before returning to his desk
and continuing his narrative:

'l becane aware of these survivals, initially at |east, through the nedi um of
dreans; and now | consider that those dreans of nine have been given
substance. |'ve known for a good nmany years that |I'ma highly psychic man; you
are of course aware of this as you yourself have simlar, though |esser
powers.' (This, fromTitus Crow, a statenent of high praise!) '"It's only
recently, however, that 1've come to recognize the fact that these wal ki ng

"senses" of mne are still at work - nore efficiently, in fact - when |I'm

asl eep. Now, de Marigny, unlike that |ong-vanished friend of your late
father's, Randol ph Carter, | have never been a great dreaner; and usually

my dreans, irregular as they are, are very vague, fragnmentary, and the result
of late meals and even later hours. Some, though, have been . . . different!
"Well, although this recognition of the extension of ny psychic powers even
into dreans has cone late, | do have a good nenory, and fortunately - or

per haps unfortunately, depending how it works out - my menory i s suppl emented
by the fact that as long as | can renmenber | have faithfully recorded all the
dreans |'ve known of any unusual or vivid content; don't ask me why! Recording
things is a trait of occultists, I"'mtold. But whatever the reason | seemto
have written down al nost everything of any inportance that ever happened to
me. And dreans have al ways fascinated me.' He waved his hand, indicating the
clutter on the floor.

' Beneath some of those nmaps there, you'll find books by Freud, Schrach, Jung,
and half a dozen others. Now, the thing that has lately inpressed ne is this:
that all ny nore outre dreans, over a period of some thirty years or nore

have occurred sinmultaneous in tine with nore serious and far-reachi ng

happeni ngs in the waki ng worl d!

'Let me give you sone exanples.' He sorted out an old, slimdiary froma dozen
or so at one end of his desktop, opening it to a well-turned page.

"I'n Novermber and Decenber, 1935, | had a recurrent nightmare centring about
any nurber of hideous things. There were w nged, facel ess bat-things that
carried me nightly over fantastic needl e-ti pped peaks on unending trips
towar ds some strange di mension which | never quite reached. There were weird,
et hereal chantings which |I've since recognized in the Cthaat Aquadi ngen and



which | believe to be part of the Necronom con; terribly deadly stuff, de
Marigny! There was a hellish place beyond an alien jungle, a great scabrous

circle of rotting earth, in the centre of which a ... a Thing turned endl essly
in a bilious

green cloak, a cloak alive with a nonstrous life all its own. There was
madness, utter insanity in the very air! | still haven't deci phered many of

t he coded sections in the Cthaat Aquadingen - and by God | don't intend to! -
but those chants | heard in nmy dreans are delineated there, and heaven knows
what they m ght have been designed to call up!’

"And in the waking world?" | felt bound to ask it, even renenbering that | was
supposed to bide ny tine. 'What was going on in the real world throughout this
peri od of strange dreans?

"Well,' he slowy answered, 'it culminated in certain nonstrous occurrences on
New Year's Eve at Oakdeene Sanatorium near d asgow. In fact, five of the
inmates died that night in their cells; and a male nurse, too, on a |lonely
road quite near the sanatorium The latter was apparently attacked by a beast

of some sort. . . torn and horribly chewed! Apart fromthese deaths, all of
them qui te inexplicable, one other nurse went mad; and, perhaps nost amazi ng
of all, yet five nore inmates, previously "hopel ess" cases, were |ater

rel eased as perfectly responsible citizens! You can read up on the case from
my cuttings-file for that period if you w sh

"Now, I'Il agree that fromwhat |1've told you these occurrences seemto have
damm all to do with ny dreans; neverthel ess, after New Year's Eve, | wasn't
bot hered again by those dreans!

"And that's not all, for I've checked, and runmour has it that prior to the
hel i sh happeni ngs that night the worst inmates of Oakdeene gave thensel ves
over to sone formof mad chanting. And |I think I can hazard a guess as to what
that chanting was, if not what it was for

"Anyhow, let's get on.

"Over the next thirty years or so,' Crow continued after closing the first
book and taking up a nore recent diary,

"I had ny share of |lesser nightnares - no nore than two dozen in all, all of
t hem of course recorded - one of which especially stays in ny mnd;, we'll get
ontoit in detail in a mnute. But in late 1963, conmenci ng on the tenth of

Novenber, ny sleep was once nmore savagely invaded, this time by dreans of a
vast underwater fortress peopled by things the |like of which | never want to
see again, in or out of dreans!

"Well, these creatures in their citadel at the bottom of the sea, they were -

| don't know - ropy horrors out of the nost terrible nmyths of pre-antiquity,
bei ngs wi thout parallel except in the Cthul hu and Yog- Sot hoth Cycle. Mst of

t hem were preoccupi ed with some obscure magical - or rather scientific -
preparations, assisted in their submarine industry by indescribable

bl asphem es nore heaps of nobile sludge than organic creatures . . . hideously
rem ni scent of the Shoggoths in the Necrononicon, again fromthe C hul hu Cycle
of nyth.

' These Shoggoth-things - | cane to think of them as "Sea- Shoggoths" - were
obvi ously subservient to their ropy masters, and yet a nunber of them stood
guard over one certain nenber of the former beings. | had the mad inpression
that this . . . this Qdd-Thing-Qut, as it were -which was, even in its

absol ute alienage, obviously denented - consisted in fact of a human nind
trapped in the body of one of these sea-dwellers!

" Again, during the period through which | experienced these dreamnms, there were
occurrences of peculiarly hideous aspect in the real, waking world. There were
awful uprisings in lunatic asylums all over the country, cult gatherings in
the Mdl ands and Northeast, terrible suicides anong nany nenbers of the "arty
set", all conming to a head in the end when Surtsey rose fromthe sea off the
Vest mann | sl ands on the Atlantic Ridge.

"You know, of course, de Marigny, the basic thenme of

the Cthul hu Cycle of nyth; that at a tinme yet to come Lord Cthulhu will rise
fromhis sliny seat at Deep Rlyeh in the sea to reclaimhis dry-Iand



dom ni ons? Well, the whole thing was horribly frightening, and for a long tine
| morbidly collected cuttings and articles dealing with Surtsey's rising.
Not hi ng further occurred, however, and Surtsey eventually cooled fromits

vol canic state into a new island, barren of life but still strangely
enigmatic. | have a feeling, Henri, that Surtsey was only the first step, that
those ropy things of ny dreans are in fact real and that they had planned to
raise to the surface whol e chains of islands and oddl y-di mensioned cities -

| ands drowned back in the dimmsts of Earth's antiquity - in the commencenent
of a concerted attack on universal sanity ... an attack led by loathly Lord
Cthul hu, his "brothers", and their mnions, which once reigned here where nen
reign now.'

As ny friend talked, fromhis very first nmention of the Chul hu Cycle of nyth,
| had put to use an odd ability of mne: the power of sinmultaneous
concentration in many directions. One part of my mind | had turned to the
absorption of all that Crow was telling me; another followed different tracks.
For | knew far nore of the Cthul hu Cycle than ny gaunt and work-weary friend
suspected. I ndeed, since suffering certain experiences when, for a brief tineg,
| had owned the accursed Mrror of Queen Nitocris, |I had spent much of my tine
in correlating the | egends and pre-hunman nyt hs surroundi ng Cthul hu and his
contenmporaries in the i menorially handed-down records.

Among such ' forbidden' books, | had read the unsup-pressed sections of the
Briti sh Museum s photostat Pna-kotic Manuscript, allegedly a fragnentary
record of a lost 'Geat Race', prehistoric even in prehistory; simlarly
reproduced pages fromthe R |yeh Text, supposedly wit-

ten by certain mnions of Great Cthul hu hinself; the Unaussprechlichen Kulten
of Von Junzt and ny own copy of Ludwig Prinn's De Vernmis Mysteriis, both in
vastly expurgated editions; the Conmte d Erlette's Cultes des Goul es and
Feery's often fanciful Notes on the Necron-om con; the hideously revealing and
yet disquietingly vague Revel ati ons of  aaki; and those uncoded sections of
Titus Crow s pricel ess copy of the Cthaat Aquadi ngen

| had | earned, somewhat sceptically, of the forces or deities of the

unt hi nkably anci ent mnyt hol ogy; of the benign El der Gods, peacefully palaced in
Oion but ever aware of the struggle between the races of Earth and the Forces
of Evil; of those evil deities thenselves, the Geat Od Ones, rul ed over by
(created by, originating fron?) the blind idiot god Azathoth, 'the Bubbler at
the Hub', an anorphous blight of nethermpbst, nuclear confusion from which al
infinity radi ates; of Yog-Sothoth, 'the all-in-one and one-in-all', coexistent
with all tine and conterm nous in all space; of Nyarlathotep the Messenger; of
Great Cthulhu, "dweller in the Depths' in his House at R |yeh; of Hastur the
Unspeakabl e, a prine elenental of interstellar space and air, half-brother to
Ct hul hu; and of Shub-N ggurath, 'the black goat of the woods with a thousand
young', fertility synmbol in the cycle.

There were, too, other creatures and beings - such as Dagon, fish-god of the
Phil i stines and Phoenicians, ruler over the Deep Ones, ally and servant to
Cthul hu; the Tind' losi Hounds; Yibb-Tstll, Nyogtha, and Tsat hoggua; LI oi gor
Zhar, and Ithaqua; Shudde-Mell, d aaki, and Daoloth - many, many of them O
some of these beings nmuch was made in the mythos, and they were given anple
space in the books. Others were nore obscure, rarely mentioned, and then only
in a vague and indeci sive manner

Basically the I egend was this: that in an epoch so renote

in the past as to nake Crow s 'geologic infants' statement perfectly
acceptabl e, the El der Gods had punished a rebellion of the Geat dd Ones by
bani shing themto their various prisoning environs - Hastur to the Lake of
Hali in Carcosa; Cthulhu to R Iyeh beneath the Pacific Ccean; Ithaqua to dwell
above the ice-wastes of the Arctic; Azathoth, Yog-Sothoth, and Yibb-Tstll to
chaotic continua outside the geometric design of which the known infinite
fornms but one surface; Tsathoggua to cthoni an Hyperborean burrows, and
simlarly Shudde-Mell to other lost |abyrinths beneath the earth - so that
only Nyarl athotep the Messenger was |left free and unprisoned. For in their
infinite wisdomand nmercy the Elder Gods had | eft Nyarl athotep al one that he



m ght yet ply the currents between the spheres and carry, one to the other in
the | oneliness of their banishnent, the words of all the evicted forces of
evil.

Various magical sigils, signs, and barriers kept the Geat Ad Ones

i mpri soned, had done so since tine i menorial (again an inadequate cliche),
and the books, particularly the Necrmom con of the mad Arab, Abdul Al hazred,
war ned agai nst the renoval of such signs and of possible attenpts by del uded
or 'possessed' nortals to reinstate the G eat Od Ones as lords of their
former domains. The legend in its entirety was a fascinating thing; but as
with all the world's other, greater primal fantasies, it could only be
regarded as pure nyth, with nothing in it to inpress any but the nost naive
soul s of the possible actuality of its surm ses and suggestions. So | stil

t hought, despite certain things Crow had told me in the past and others | had
stunbl ed across nysel f.

Al'l these thoughts passed in very short order through ny head, but thanks to
my ability to give many things ny full, sinultaneous concentration, | mssed
none of Titus Crow s narrative regarding his dreans of over thirty years

and their inplications as applied to actual occurrences in the real, waking
wor |l d. He had covered certain nonstrous dreans of a tine sone years gone, when
hi s ni ght mares had been paralleled in Iife by any nunber of disastrous |osses
of oceangoing gas- and oil-drilling rigs, and was now about to relate the
details of yet nore hideous nightmares he had known at a time only sone few
weeks ago.

"But first we'll go back to those dreans | skipped over earlier,' he said, as
| banished all other pictures fromny nmnd. 'The reason | did that was because
| didn't want to bore you with duplication. You see, they first came to ne as
| ong ago as August, 1933, and though they were not so detailed they were nore
or less the same as ny nost recent, recurrent nightmares. Yes, those dreans,
until recently, have been coming nightly, and if | describe one of them then
| shall have described nost of them A few have been different!

"To nmake it short, Henri, | have been dreani ng of subterranean beings,

oct opus-things apparently w thout heads or eyes, creatures capable of organic
tunnel li ng through the deepest buried rocks with as little effort as hot
knives slicing butter! | don't know for sure yet just what they are, these
burrowers beneath; though I'mpretty certain they're of an hitherto unguessed
speci es as opposed to creatures of the so-called "supernatural", survivors of
atine before time rather than beings of occult dinensions. No, | can only
guess, but ny guess is that they represent an unholy horror! And if I'm
correct, then, as |I've already said, the whole world is in hellish danger!’
Crow cl osed his eyes, |eaned back in his chair, and put his fingertips up to
his furrowed forehead. Plainly he had said as much as he was going to w thout
prompting. And yet | found nyself no |longer truly eager to question him

This was, wi thout a doubt, a nuch different Titus Crow fromthe nan |I had
known previously. | full knew the extent of his probing into various strange
matters, and that his research over the years in the nore obscure corners of
various sciences had been prodigious, but had his work finally proved too much
for hin®

| was still worriedly staring at himin synpathetic apprehensi on when he
opened his eyes. Before | could hide it, he saw the expression on ny face and
smled as | tried to cover ny enbarrassnent.

"I... I'msorry, Titus, | -'

"What was it you said, de Marigny?' He stopped ne short. ' Something about
doubting a man before trying hin? | told you it was going to be hard to

swal l ow, but | don't really blanme you for whatever doubts you have. | do have
proof, though, of sorts . '

"Titus, please forgive ne,' | answered dejectedly. '"It's just that you | ook
so, well, tired and washed out. But cone on - proof, you said! Wat sort of

proof do you mean?
He opened his desk drawer again, this tine to take out a folder of letters, a
manuscri pt, and a square cardboard box. 'First the letters,' he said, handing



me the slimfolder, 'then the manuscript. Read them de Marigny, while | doze,
and then you'll be able to judge for yourself when | show you what's in the
box. Then, too, you'll be better able to understand. Agreed?

| nodded, took a long sip at nmy brandy, and began to read. The letters |
managed pretty quickly; they drew few conclusions in thenselves. Then cane the
manuscri pt.

Cenent Surroundi ngs

(Bei ng the Manuscript of Paul Wendy- Smith)

1

It will never fail to amaze me how certain allegedly Christian people take a
perverse delight in the nmisfortunes of others. Just howtrue this is was
brought forcibly home to me by the totally unnecessary whi spers and runours
whi ch were put about follow ng the disastrous decline of nmy closest living

rel ative.

There were those who concluded that just as the noon is responsible for the
tides, and in part the slow novenment of the Earth's upper crust, so was it

al so responsible for Sir Anery Wendy-Snith's behaviour on his return from
Africa. As proof they pointed out nmy uncle's sudden fascination for

sei snography - the study of earthquakes -a subject which so took his fancy
that he built his own instrunent, a nodel which does not incorporate the
conventional concrete base, to such an exactitude that it measures even the
nmost mnute of the deep trenmors which are constantly shaking this world. It is
that same instrument which sits before ne now, rescued fromthe ruins of the
cottage, at which I amgiven to casting, with increasing frequency, sharp and
fearful glances.

Bef ore hi s di sappearance nmy uncl e spent hours, seemngly w thout purpose,
studying the fractional novenents of the stylus over the graph

For my own part | found it nore than odd the way in which, while Sir Anery was
staying in London after his

return, he shunned the underground and woul d pay extortive taxi fares rather
than go down into what he termed 'those black tunnels'. Odd, certainly, but I
never considered it a sign of insanity.

Yet even his fewreally close friends seenmed convinced of his madness, bl aning
it upon his living too close to those dead and ni ghted ni gh-forgotten
civilizations which so fascinated him But how could it have been otherw se?
My uncle was both antiquarian and archaeol ogi st. H's strange wanderings to
foreign lands were not the result of any longing for personal gain or acclaim
Rat her were they undertaken out of a love of the life; for any fame which
resulted - as frequently occurred - was nore often than not shrugged off on to
the ever-willing personages of his colleagues.

They envied him those so-called contenporaries of his, and would have

enmul ated his successes had they possessed the foresight and inquisitiveness

wi th which he was so singularly gifted - or, as | have now conme to believe,

wi th which he was cursed. My bitterness towards themis directed by the way in
whi ch they cut himafter the dreadful culnmnation of that |ast, fatal
expedition. In earlier years many of them had been 'nade by his discoveries,
but on that last trip those hangers-on had been the uninvited, the ones out of
favour, to whom he would not offer the opportunity of fresh, stolen glory. |
believe that for the greater part their assurances of his insanity were
not hi ng nore than a spiteful neans of belittling his genius.

Certainly that last safari was his physical end. He who before had been
straight and strong, for a man his age, with jet hair and a constant smle

was now seen to walk with a pronounced stoop and had lost a lot of weight. H's
hair had greyed and his smile had becone rare and

nervous while a distinct tic jerked the flesh at the corner of his nouth.
Before these awful deteriorations made it possible for his erstwhile 'friends
to ridicule him before the expedition, Sir Amery had deci phered or transl ated
(I know little of these things) a handful of decaying, centuried shards known
i n archaeol ogical circles as the G harne Fragnents. Though he woul d never
fully discuss his findings I knew it was that which he | earned which sent him



ill-fated, into Africa.

He and a handful of personal friends, all equally |earned gentlenen, ventured
into the interior seeking a |legendary city which Sir Arery believed had

exi sted centuries before the foundations were cut for the pyram ds. |ndeed,
according to his calculations, Man's primal ancestors were not yet conceived
when G harne's towering ranparts first reared their monolithic sculptings to
predawn skies. Nor with regard to the age of the place, if it existed at all
could my uncle's clainms be disproved; new tests on the G harne Fragnments had
shown themto be pre-Triassic, and their very existence, in any formother
than centuried dust, was inpossible to explain.

It was Sir Amery, alone and in a terrible condition, who staggered upon an
encanprent of savages five weeks after setting out fromthe native village
where the expedition had | ast had contact with civilization. No doubt the
feroci ous men who found hi mwoul d have done away with himthere and t hen but
for their superstitions. Hs wld appearance and the strange tongue in which
he screaned, plus the fact that he had energed froman area which was taboo in
their tribal |egends, stayed their hands. Eventually they nursed himback to a
senbl ance of health and conveyed himto a nore civilized regi on whence he was
slowy able to make his way back to the outside world. O the expedition's

ot her menbers not hing has since been

seen or heard. Only | know the story, having read it in the letter ny uncle
left me, but nore of that later

Fol l owi ng his lone return to England, Sir Anery devel oped those eccentricities
al ready mentioned, and the nmerest hint or speculation on the part of outsiders
with reference to the di sappearance of his colleagues was sufficient to start
himraving horribly of such inexplicable things as '"a buried | and where
Shudde-M el | broods and bubbles, plotting the destruction of the human race
and the release fromhis watery prison of Geat Chul hu When he was asked
officially to account for his mssing conpanions, he said that they had died
in an earthquake; and though, reputedly, he was asked to clarify his answer,
he woul d say no nore.

Thus, being uncertain as to how he would react to questions about his
expedition, | was loath to ask himof it. However, on those rare occasions
when he saw fit to talk of it without pronpting, | listened avidly; for I, as
much if not nore so than others, was eager to have the nystery cleared up

He had been back only a few nmonths when he suddenly |l eft London and invited ne
up to his cottage, isolated here on the Yorkshire Mors, to keep hi m conpany.
This invitation was a thing strange in itself, as he was one who had spent
nmont hs in absolute solitude in various far-flung desol ate places and liked to
think of hinself as sonething of a hermt. | accepted, for | saw the perfect
chance to get a little of that peaceful quiet which I find particularly
beneficial to ny writing.

One day, shortly after | had settled in, Sir Arery showed ne a pair of
strangely beautiful pearly spheres. They neasured about four inches in

di ameter, and, though he had been unable to positively identify the materi al
fromwhi ch they were nmade, he was able to say that it appeared to be sone
unknown conbi nation of calcium chrysolite, and di anond-dust. How the things
had been made was, as he put it, 'anybody's guess'. The spheres, he told ne,
had been found at the site of the dead G harne - the first intimation he had
of fered that he had actually found the place - buried beneath the earth in a
lidl ess stone box which had borne upon its queerly angled sides certain
utterly alien engravings. Sir Amery was anything but explicit with regard to

t hose designs, nerely stating that they were so | oathsone in what they
suggested that it would not do to describe themtoo closely. Finally, in
answer to ny probing questions, he told nme that they depicted nonstrous
sacrifices to some unthinkable cthon-ian deity. Mre he refused to say but
directed ne, since | seenmed 'so dammably eager', to the works of Comodus and
t he hag-ridden Caracall a.

He nentioned that al so upon the box, along with the pictures, were nany |lines
of sharply cut characters nuch simlar to the cuneiform and dot-group etchings



of the G harne Fragnments and, in certain aspects, having a disturbing |ikeness
to the al nost unfathomabl e Pnakotic Manuscript. Quite possibly, he went on,

t he contai ner had been a toy-box of sorts and the spheres, in all probability,
were once the baubles of a child of the ancient city; certainly children, or
young ones, were nentioned in

what he had managed to deci pher of the odd witing on the box.

It was during this stage of his narrative that | noticed Sir Anery's eyes were
begi nning to gl aze over and his speech was starting to falter, alnost as

t hough sone strange psychic block were affecting his nmenmory. Wthout warning,
li ke a man suddenly gone into an hypnotic trance, he began nuttering of

Shudde-M el | and C hul hu, Yog-Sothoth and Yi bb-Tstll - "alien Gods defying
description' - and of mythol ogical places with equally fantastic names:
Sarnath and Hyperborea, R |yeh and Ephiroth, and many nore.

Eager though | was to learn nore of that tragic expedition, | fear it was |
who stopped Sir Arery fromstaying on. Try as | might, on hearing hi mbabbling
so, | could not keep a | ook of pity and concern from showi ng on nmy face which
when he saw it, caused himto hurriedly excuse hinself and flee to the privacy
of his room Later, when |I |ooked in at his door, he was engrossed with his
sei snogr aph and appeared to be relating the markings on its graph to an atl as
of the world which he had taken fromhis shelves. | was concerned to note that

he was quietly arguing with hinself.

Natural Iy, being what he was and having such a great interest in peculiar

et hni c problems, ny uncle had al ways possessed, along with his historical and
ar chaeol ogi cal source books, a smattering of works concerning elder-lore and
primtive, doubtful religions. | mean such works as The Gol den Bough and M ss
Miurray's Wtch Cult. But what was | to make of those other books which | found
in his library within a few days of ny arrival? On his shelves were at |east

ni ne works which | knew were so outrageous in what they suggest that they have
been nentioned by widely differing authorities over a period of nmany years

as bei ng damabl e, bl asphenpus, abhorrent, unspeakable, literary |lunacy. These
i ncl uded the Cthaat Aquadi n-gen by an unknown author, Feery's Notes on the
Necronomi con, the Liber Mraculorem Eliphas Levi's History of Magic, and a
faded, |eather-bound copy of the hideous Cultes des Goul es. Perhaps the worst
thing I saw was a slimvolunme by Comobdus which that 'Bl ood Mani ac' had
witten in 183 a.d. and which was protected by |anination fromfurther
fragnent ati on.

And noreover, as if these books were not puzzling and di sturbing enough, there
was that other thing .

What of the indescribable droning chant which I often heard issuing fromSir
Amery's roomin the dead of night? This first occurred on the sixth night |
spent with him when | was roused fromny own uneasy slunbers by the norbid
accents of a | anguage it seened inpossible for the vocal cords of nman to

enmul ate. Yet my uncle was weirdly fluent with it, and | scribbled down an

of t-repeat ed sentence-sequence in what | considered the nearest witten
approxi mati on of the spoken words | could find. These words - or at |east
sounds - were:

Ce' haai e ep-ngh fl'hur G harne fhtagn

Ce' haai e fhtagn ngh Shudde-M el l

Hai G harne orr'e ep fl' hur

Shudde-M el | ican-icanicas fl'hur orr'e G harne.

Though at the time |I found the thing inpossible to pronounce as | heard it, |
have since found that with each passing day, oddly, the pronunciation of those
i nes becones easier - as if with the approach of some obscene horror | grow
nore capabl e of expressing nmyself in that horror's terms. Perhaps it is just
that lately in my dreans, | have found occasion to mouth those very words,

and, as all things are far sinmpler in dreanms, ny fluency has passed over into
nmy waki ng hours.

But that does not explain the trenmors - the sane inexplicable trenors which so
terrorized ny uncle. Are the shocks which cause the ever-present quiverings of
t he sei smograph stylus nerely the traces of sone vast, subter-rene cataclysma



t housand nil es deep and five thousand nmiles away - or are they caused by
somet hi ng el se? Sonething so outri and fearsone that nmy mnd freezes when | am
tenmpted to study the problemtoo closely.

There canme a time, after | had been with himfor a nunber of weeks, when it
seened plain that Sir Arery was rapidly recovering. True, he still retained
his stoop, though to ne it seemed no | onger so pronounced, and his so-called
"eccentricities', but he was nore his old self in other ways. The nervous tic
had left his face conpletely and his cheeks had regai ned something of their
former colour. H's inprovenment, | conjectured, had much to do with his
never-endi ng studi es of the seisnograph; for | had established by that tine
that there was a definite connection between the nmeasurenents of that machine
and ny uncle's illness. Nevertheless, | was at a |l oss to understand why the

i nternal nmovements of the Earth should so determine the state of his nerves.

It was after a trip to his room to |ook at that instrument, that he told ne
nore of dead G harne. It was a subject | should have attenpted to steer him
away from

'The fragnents,' he said, '"told the location of a city the nanme of which

G harne, is known only in [ egend and which has in the past been spoken of on a
par with Atlantis, Miu, and R lyeh. A nyth and nothing nore. But if you give a
| egend a concrete |location you strengthen it

somewhat - and if that |ocation yields up sonething of the past, centuried
relics of a civilization |lost for aeons, then the | egend becones history.
You' d be surprised how nuch of the world's history has in fact been built up

t hat way.

"It was my hope, a hunch you might call it, that G harne had been real; and

wi th the deci phering of the fragnents | found it within nmy power to prove, one
way or the other, G harne's elder existence. | have been in sone strange

pl aces, Paul, and have |listened to even stranger stories. | once lived with an
African tribe whose peopl e declared they knew the secrets of the lost city,
and their storytellers told ne of a | and where the sun never shines; where
Shudde-M el |, hiding deep in the honeyconbed ground, plots the di ssem nation
of evil and nmadness throughout the world and plans the resurrection of other
even wor se abomi nati ons!

'"He hides there in the ground and awaits the tine when the stars will be
right, when his horrible hordes will be sufficient in nunber, and when he can
infest the entire world with his | oathsoneness and bring about the return of

t hose others nore | oat hsonme yet!

"I was told stories of fabulous star-born creatures who inhabited the Earth

mllions of years before Man appeared, who were still here, in certain dark
pl aces, when he eventually evolved. | tell you, Paul' - his voice rose - 'that
they are here even now - in places undreanedof! | was told of sacrifices to

Yog- Sot hot h and Yi bb-Tstl| that woul d make your blood run cold, and of weird
rites practised beneath prehistoric skies before O d Khemwas born. These
things |1've heard make the works of Al bertus Magnus and Grobert seemtane; De
Sade hinself woul d have paled at the hearing.'

My uncle's voi ce had been speedi ng up progressively with each sentence, but
now he paused for breath and in

a nore normal tone and at a reduced rate he continued:

"My first thought on deci phering the fragments was of an expedition. | may
tell you | had | earned of certain things |I could have dug for here in Engl and
- you' d be surprised what |[urks beneath the surface of some of those peaceful
Cotswold hills - but that would have alerted a host of so-called "experts" and
amateurs alike, and so | decided upon G harne. Wen | first nentioned an
expedition to Kyle and Gordon and the others | nust surely have produced quite
a convincing argunment, for they all insisted upon com ng al ong. Sone of them

t hough, |I'm sure, mnust have considered thensel ves upon a wi |l d-goose chase. As
I've explained, G harne lies in the sane realmas M or Ephiroth - or at | east
it did - and they nust have seen thensel ves as questing after a veritable Lanp
of Al addi n; but despite all that they came. They could hardly afford not to
cone, for if G harne was real . . . why! Think of the lost glory! They would



never have forgiven thenselves. And that's why | can't forgive nyself. But for
my meddling with the G harne Fragnments they'd all be here now, God help them.

Again Sir Anery's voice had becone full of some dread excitenment, and
feverishly he continued:

' Heavens, but this place sickens ne! | can't stand it much longer. It's al
this grass and soil. Makes me shudder! Cenent surroundi ngs are what | need -
and the thicker the cenent the better! Yet even the cities have their
drawbacks . . . undergrounds and things. Did you ever see Pickman's Subway
Acci dent, Paul? By God, what a picture! And that night. . . that night!

"If you could have seen them - coming up out of the diggings! If you could
have felt the trenors - The very ground rocked and danced as they rose! W'd
di sturbed them do you see? They may have even thought they were under attack
and up they came. My God! Wat could

have been the reason for such ferocity? Only a few hours before I had been
congratul ating nyself on finding the spheres, and then . . . and then -'

Now he was panting and his eyes, as before, had partly gl azed over; his voice,
too, had undergone a strange change of tinbre and his accents were slurred and
alien.

'"Ce' haiie, ce'haiie - the city may be buried but whoever nanmed the place dead
G harne didn't know the half of it. They were alive! They' ve been alive for

mllions of years; perhaps they can't die . . . ! And why shouldn't that be?

They're gods, aren't they, of a sort? Up they come in the night -'

"Uncle, please!' | interrupted.

"You needn't | ook at me so, Paul,' he snapped, 'or think what you're thinking
either. There's stranger things happened, believe ne. Wl marth of M skatonic

could crack a few yarns, I'll be bound! You haven't read what Johansen wote

Dear Lord, read the Johansen narrati ve!

"Hai, ep fl'hur . . . Wlmarth ... the old babbler . . . What is it he knows

that he won't tell? Why was that which was found at those Muntains of Madness
so hushed up, eh? What did Pabodi e's equi prent draw up out of the earth? Tel
me those things, if you can! Ha, ha, ha! Ce'haiie, ce' haiie - G harne icanicas

Shri eki ng now and gl assy-eyed he stood, with his hands gesticulating wildly in
the air. | do not think he saw me at all, or anything - except, in his nnd s
eye, a horrible recurrence of what he inagi ned had been. | took hold of his
armto cal mhimbut he brushed ny hand away, seemi ngly w thout knowi ng what he
was doi ng.

"Up they come, the rubbery things . . . Good-bye, Gordon . . . Don't scream so
- the shrieking turns my mind - but it's only a dream A nightmare |like al

the others |I've been having lately. It is a dream isn't it? Good-bye Scott,
Kyle, Leslie . '

Suddenl y, eyes bul ging, he spun wildly around. 'The ground is breaking up! So

many of them. . . I'mfalling!
"It's not a dream - dear God! It's not a drean
'No! Keep off, do you hear? Aghhh! The slime ... got to run! Run! Away from

those - voices? - away fromthe sucking sounds and the chanting . . .
Wt hout warning he suddenly broke into a chant hinself, and the awful sound of
it, no longer distorted by distance or the thickness of a stout door, would
have sent a nore timd listener into a faint. It was simlar to what | had
heard before in the night and the words do not seemso evil on paper, al nopst
ludicrous in fact, but to hear themissuing fromthe nouth of my own flesh and
bl ood -and wi th such unnatural fluency:

"Ep, ep-eeth, fl'hur G harne

G harne fhtagn Shudde-M ell hyas Negg' h.'

Whil e chanting these incredible mouthings Sir Arery's feet had started to punp
up and down in a grotesque parody of running. Suddenly he screanmed anew and
with startling abruptness | eaped past ne and ran full tilt into the wall. The
shock knocked himoff his feet and he collapsed in a heap on the floor

| was worried that ny neagre mnistrations m ght not be adequate, but to ny



i mense relief he regai ned consciousness a few mnutes later. Shakily he
assured me that he was 'all right, just shook up a bit', and, supported by ny
arm he retired to his room

That night | found it inpossible to close nmy eyes. | wapped nyself in a

bl anket instead, and sat outside my uncle's roomto be on hand if he were

di sturbed in his sleep. He passed a quiet night, however, and paradoxically
enough, in the norning, he seemed to have got the thing out of his system and
was positively inproved.

Modern doctors have known for a long tinme that in certain mental conditions a
cure may be obtained by inciting the patient to relive the events which caused

his illness. Perhaps ny uncle's outburst of the previous night had served the
same purpose - or at least, so | thought, for by that time |I had worked out
new i deas regardi ng his abnornmal behaviour. | reasoned that if he had been

havi ng recurrent nightmares and had been in the niddle of one on that fateful
ni ght of the earthquake, when his friends and col | eagues were killed, it was
only natural that his mnd should beconme tenporarily - even permanently -

unhi nged upon awakeni ng and di scovering the carnage. And if my theory were
correct, it also explained his seisnmc obsessions

A week | ater canme another grimreninder of Sir Arery's condition. He had
seened so much inproved, though he still occasionally ranbled in his sleep

and had gone out into the garden 'to do a bit of trinmring' . It was well into
Septenber and quite chilly, but the sun was shining and he spent the entire
nmorni ng working with a rake and hedge-clippers. W were doing for ourselves
and | was just thinking about preparing the m dday nmeal when a singul ar thing
happened. | distinctly felt the ground nove fractionally under ny feet and
heard a | ow runbl e

| was sitting in-the living roomwhen it happened, and the next nonent the
door to the garden burst open and ny uncle rushed in. H s face was deathly
white and his eyes bulged horribly as he fled past ne to his room | was so
stunned by his wild appearance that | had barely noved fromny chair by the
time he shakily cane back

into the room Hi s hands trenbled as he Iowered hinself into an easy chair.

"It was the ground ... | thought for a minute that the ground . . .'He was
munbl i ng, nore to hinmself than to ne, and visibly trenbling fromhead to toe
as the aftereffect of the shock hit him Then he saw the concern on ny face
and tried to calmhinself.

' The ground, Paul, | was sure | felt a trenor - but | was nistaken. It nust be
this place. Al this open space. The noors. | fear I'll really have to make an
effort and get away from here. There's altogether too rmuch soil and not enough
cenent! Cenent surroundings are the thing . '

I had had it on the tip of ny tongue to say that | too had felt the shock, but
upon | earning that he now believed hinself nistaken | kept quiet. | did not

wi sh to needlessly add to his already considerabl e disorders.

That night, after Sir Arery had retired, | went through into his study - a
room whi ch, though he had never said so, | knew he considered inviolate - to
have a | ook at the seisnograph. Before |I |ooked at the machi ne, however, | saw
the notes spread out upon the table beside it. A glance was sufficient to tel
me that the sheets of white fool scap were covered with fragnentary jottings in
nmy uncle's heavy handwiting, and when | |ooked closer | was sickened to

di scover that they were a ranbling junble of seem ngly di sassociated - yet
apparently linked -occurrences connected in some way with his weird del usions.
These notes have since been delivered permanently into ny possession and are
as reproduced here:

HADRI AN S WALL.

122-128 a.d. Linmestone Bank. (Gn'yah of the G harne Fragnents?) Earth trenors
interrupted the diggings, which is why cut basalt blocks were left in the
unconpl eted ditch with wedge-hol es ready for splitting.

W nyal Shash. (M THRAS?)

The Ronmans had their own deities - but it wasn't Mthras that the disciples of
Commodus, the Bl ood Maniac, sacrificed to at Linmestone Bank! And that was the



same spot where, fifty years earlier, a great block of stone was unearthed and
di scovered to be covered with inscriptions and engraven pictures! Silvanus the
Centurion defaced it and buried it again. A skeleton, positively identified as
Silvanus' by the signet ring on one of its fingers, has been lately found
beneat h the ground (deep) where once stood a Vicus Tavern at Homesteads Fort -
but we don't know how he vani shed! Nor were Comodus' followers any too
careful . According to Atullus and Caracalla they al so vani shed overni ght -
during an earthquake! AVEBURY.

(Neolithic A byy of the G harne Fragnments and Pnakotic Manuscri pt ???)

Ref erence Stukeley's book, A Tenmple to the British Druids - incrediblel

Drui ds, indeed! But Stukeley was pretty close when he said snake worship
Wrns, nmore like it! COUNCIL OF NANTES. (9th Century.) The Council didn't know
what it was doing when it ordered: 'Let the stones al so which, deceived by the
derision of the denons, they worship anmid ruins and i n wooded pl aces, where
they both make their vows and bestow their offerings, be dug up fromthe very
foundations, and |l et them be cast into such places as never will their
devotees be able to find them again . " I've read that paragraph so many
times that it's beconme inmprinted upon ny nmind! God only knows what happened to
t he poor devils who tried to carry out the Council's orders . . . !
DESTRUCTI ON OF GREAT STONES. In the 13th and 14th Centuries the Church al so
attenpted the renmoval of certain stones from Avebury, because of |oca
superstitions which caused the country folk to take part in heathen worship
and witchcraft around them In fact some of the stones were destroyed - by
fire and douching - 'because of the devices upon them . | NCl DENT.

1320-25. Why was a big effort made to bury one of the great stones at Avebury?
An earth trenor caused the stone to slip, trapping a workman. No effort
appears to have been made to free him. . . | The 'accident' happened at dusk
and two other nmen died of fright! Why? And why did other diggers flee the
scene? And what was the titanic Thing which one of them saw

wriggling away into the ground? Allegedly there was a snell. . . By their
SMELL shall ye know them. . . Was it a menber of another nest of the tineless
ghoul s? THE OBELI SK

Why was the so-called Stukel ey Obelisk broken up? The pieces were buried in
the early 18th Century but in 1833 Henry Browne found burned sacrifices at the

site . . . and nearby, at Silbury HIl . . . M God! That devil-nmound! There
are some things, even anid these horrors, which don't bear thinking of - and
while I've still got ny sanity Silbury H Il had better remain one of then

AMERI CA: | NNSMOUTH

1928. What actual ly happened and why did the Federal Governnent drop

dept h-charges off Devil Reef in the Atlantic coast just out of Innsnouth? Wy
were half Innsmouth's citizens banished - and where to? Wat was the
connection with Polynesia and what also lies buried in the |ands beneath the
sea? WND WALKER.

(Deat h- Wal ker, Ithaqua, Wendigo, etc.) Yet another horror -though of a
different type! And such evidence! Alleged human sacrifices in Mnitoba.
Unbel i evabl e circunstances surroundi ng Norris Case! Spencer of Quebec
University literally affirmed the validity of the case ... and at..

But that is as far as the notes go, and when first | read them| was glad that
such was the case. It was quickly becom ng all too apparent that ny uncle was
far fromwell and still not quite right in his nmind. O course, there was

al ways the chance that he had witten those notes before his seening

i mprovenent, in which case his plight was not necessarily as bad as it

appear ed.

Havi ng put the notes back exactly as | found them | turned my attention to

t he sei smograph. The line on the graph was straight and true, and when

di smantl ed the spool and checked the chart | saw that it had foll owed that

al nost unnatural ly unbroken snmpbothness fpr the |ast twel ve days. As | have
said, that machine and my uncle's condition were directly related, and this
proof of the quietness of the Earth was undoubtedly the reason for his
conparative well-being of l[ate. But here was yet another oddity: Frankly | was



astoni shed at ny findings, for | was certain | had felt a trenor - indeed

had heard a low runble - and it seened inpossible that both Sir Arery and
nmysel f shoul d suffer the sane, simultaneous sensory illusion

I rewound the spool and then, as | turned to |l eave the room | noticed that
whi ch nmy uncle had missed. It was a small brass screw lying on the floor. Once
nmore | unwound the spool to find the countersunk hole which | had noticed

bef ore but which had not nmade an inpression of any inmportance upon ny m nd.
Now | guessed that it was nmeant to house that screw. | am nothing where
nmechani cs are concerned and could not tell what part that small conponent

pl ayed in the workings of the machine; nevertheless | replaced it and again
set the instrunent in order. | stood then, for a nmonent, to ensure that
everything was working correctly and for a few seconds noticed not hing
abnormal . It was ny ears which first warned of the change. There had been a

| ow, cl ockwork hum and a steady, sharp scraping noi se before. The hum was
still attendant, but in place of the scraping sound was a jerky scratching

whi ch drew ny fascinated eyes to the stylus.

That small screw had evidently nmade all the difference in the world. No wonder
the shock we had felt in the afternoon, which had so disturbed ny uncle, had
gone unrecorded. The instrument had not been working correctly then - but now
it was!

Now it could plainly be seen that every few minutes the ground was being
shaken by trenors which, though they were not so severe as to be felt, were
certainly strong enough to cause the stylus to wildly zigzag over the surface
of the revol ving graph paper

| felt in a far nore shaken state than the ground when | finally retired that
night. Yet | could not readily decide

t he cause of ny nervousness. Just why should | feel so apprehensive about ny
di scovery? True, | knew that the effect of the now - correctly? - working
machi ne upon-ny uncl e woul d probably be unpl easant, m ght even cause anot her
of his 'outbursts'; but was that know edge al one sufficient to unsettle me? On
reflection | could see no reason whatever why any particul ar area of the
country should receive nore than its usual quota of earth tremors. Eventually
1 concluded that the nachine was either totally at fault or sinply far too
sensitive - perhaps the brass screw needed adjustnent - and so finally | went
to sleep assuring nmyself that the strong shock we had felt had been nerely
coincidental to my uncle's condition. Still, | noticed before | dozed off that
the very air itself seemed charged with a strange tension, and that the slight
breeze which had wafted the late | eaves during the day had gone conpletely,
leaving in its passing an absolute quiet in which, during ny slunbers,

fancied all night that the ground trenbl ed beneath nmy bed

The next norning | was up early. | was short of witing materials and had
decided to catch the I one norning bus into Radcar. | left the cottage before
Sir Arery was awake, and during the journey | thought back on the events of
the previous day and decided to do a little research while | was in town. In
Radcar | had a bite to eat before calling at the offices of the Radcar Mrror
where a M MKinnen, a sub-editor, was particularly hel pful. He spent sone
time on the office tel ephones maki ng extensive inquiries on ny behal f.
Eventually | was told that for the better part of a year there had been

no trenmors of any inportance in England, a point | nust obviously have
chal | enged had not further information been forthcomng. | |learned that there
had been some mi nor shocks and that these had occurred at places as close as
Goole, a fewmles away (that one within the last forty-eight hours), and as
far as Tenterden near Dover. There had al so been a very minor trenor at Ransey
i n Hunti ngdonshire. | thanked M MKi nnen profusely for his help and woul d
have left then but, as an afterthought, he asked nme if | would be interested

i n checking through the paper's international files. |I gratefully accepted and
was left on my own to study a great pile of interesting translations. O
course, as | expected, nost of the information was useless to me, but it did
not take nme long to sort out what | was after

At first | had difficulty in believing the evidence of nmy own eyes. | read



that in August there had been quakes in Aisne of such severity that one or two
houses had col | apsed and a nunber of people had been injured. These shocks had
been likened to those of a few weeks earlier at Agen in that they seened to be
caused nore by sonme settling of the ground than by actual trenors. In early
July there had al so been shocks in Cal ahorra, Chinchon, and Ronda in Spain.
The trail went as straight as the flight of an arrow and | ay across - or
rather under -the straits of Gbraltar to Xauen in Spani sh Mdrocco, where an

entire nei ghbourhood of houses had col |l apsed. Farther yet, to ... But | had
had enough; | dared look no nore; | did not wish to know - not even renptely
-the whereabouts of dead G harne

Oh! | had seen nore than sufficient to nake nme forget about mny origina

errand. My book could wait, for now there were nore inportant things to do. My
next port of "call was the town library, where | took down Nicheljohn's Wrld
Atlas and turned to that page with a large, folding
map of the British Isles. My geography and know edge of England's counties are
passabl e, and | had noticed what | considered to be an oddity in the seeningly
unconnect ed pl aces where Engl and had suffered those 'm nor quakes'. | was not
m st aken. Using a second book as a straight edge | lined up Goole in Yorkshire
and Tenterden on the south coast and saw, with a tingle of nonstrous
foreboding, that the line passed very close to, if not directly through
Ramsey in Huntingdonshire. Wth dread curiosity |I followed the Iine north and,
t hrough suddenly fevered eyes, saw that it passed within only a mle or so of
the cottage on the noors!
Wth unfeeling, rubbery fingers | turned nore pages, until | found the |eaf
showi ng France. For a long nonment | paused - then | funblingly found Spain and
finally Africa. For a long while |I just sat there in nunbed silence,
occasionally turning the pages, automatically checking names and localities.
My thoughts were in a terrible turnmoil when | eventually left the library, and
I could feel upon ny spine the chill, hopping feet of some abysmal dread from
t he beginning of tinme. My previously whol esone nervous system had al ready
started to crunble.
During the journey back across the noors in the evening bus, the drone of the
engine lulled me into a kind of half-sleep in which | heard agai n sonet hi ng
Sir Amery had mentioned - sonething he had rmurrmured al oud whil e sl eeping and
presunmably dream ng. He had said: 'They don't like water . . . England is safe
have to go too deep . '
The nmenory of those words shocked me back to wakeful ness and filled ne with a
further icy chill which got into the very marrow of ny bones. Nor were these
feelings of horrid foreboding m sleading, for awaiting ne
at the cottage was that which went far to conpleting the destruction of ny
entire nervous system
As the bus cane around the final wooded bend which hid the cottage from si ght

- | sawit! The place had collapsed! | sinply could not take it in. Even
knowing all | did - with all ny slowy accunul ating evidence - it was too nuch
for my tortured mind to conprehend. | left the bus and waited until it had

threaded its way through the parked police cars and others of curious

travell ers before crossing the road. The fence to the cottage had been knocked
down to allow an anbul ance to park in the now queerly tilted garden

Spot |l i ghts had been set up, for it was al nost dark, and a team of rescuers
toiled frantically at the incredible ruins. As | stood there, aghast, | was
approached by a police officer. Having stunblingly identified nyself, | was
told the follow ng story.

A passing nmotorist had actually seen the Coll apse; the trenors attendant had
been felt in nearby Marske. The notorist, realizing there was little he could
do on his own, had driven on at speed into Marske to report the thing and
bring help. Allegedly the house had gone down |ike a pack of cards. The police
and the anbul ance had been on the scene within m nutes and rescue operations
had begun imrediately. Up to now it appeared that ny uncle had been out when
the col |l apse occurred, for as of yet there had been no trace of him There had
been a strange, poi sonous odour about the place but this had vani shed soon



after the rescue work had started. The floors of all the rooms except the
study had now been cleared, and during the time it took the officer to bring
me up-to-date even nore debris was being frantically haul ed awnay.

Suddenly there was a lull in the excited babble of voices. | saw that the
sweating rescue workers were standing amd the ruins in a gang | ooki ng down at
somet hing. My heart gave a wild leap and | scranbl ed over the debris to see
what they had found.

There, where the floor of the study had been, was that which | had feared and
nore than half expected. It was sinply a hole. A gaping hole in the floor -

but fromthe angles at which the floorboards |lay, and the manner in which they
were scattered about, it | ooked as though the ground, rather than sinking, had
been pushed up from bel ow.

Not hi ng has since been seen or heard of Sir Amrery Wendy-Snith, and though he
is listed as being mssing, | knowthat in fact he is dead. He is gone to
wor | ds of ancient wonder and ny only prayer is that his soul wanders on our
side of the threshold. For in our ignorance we did Sir Arery a great injustice
- |1 and all the others who thought he was out of his mnd - all of us. Each of
his queer ways, | understand themall now, but the understanding has conme hard
and will cost nme dear. No, he was not nmad. He did the things he did out of

sel f-preservation, and though his precautions came to nothing in the end, it
was fear of a naneless evil and not madness which pronpted them

But the worst is still to come. | nyself have yet to face a sinilar end. |
know it, for no matter what | do the trenors haunt ne. O is it only in ny

m nd? No, there is little wong with ny mind. My nerves nay be gone but ny
mnd is intact. | know too much! They have visited ne in dreans, as | believe
t hey rmust have visited my uncle, and what they have read in ny m nd has warned
them of their danger. They dare not allow nme further to investi-

gate, for it is just such neddling which may one day fully reveal themto nen
- before they are ready!

God! Way hasn't that fol klorist fool Wlmarth at M s-katonic answered ny

tel egrams? There nust be a way out! Even now they dig - those dwellers in

dar kness .

But no - this is no good! | must get a grip on myself and finish this
narrative. | have not had tine to tell the authorities the truth, but even if

I had I know what the result would have been. 'There's sonething wong wth
all the Wendy-Snith bl ood," they would say. But this manuscript will tell the

story for me and will also stand as a warning to others. Perhaps when it is
seen how ny passing so closely parallels that of Sir Amery, people will be
curious; with this manuscript to guide them perhaps men will seek out and
destroy Earth's el der madness before it destroys them.

A few days after the collapse of the cottage on the moors, | settled here in

this house on the outskirts of Marske to be close at hand if - though |I could
see little hope of it - my uncle should turn up again. But now sone dread

power keeps me here. | cannot flee ... At first their power was not so strong,
but now ... | amno longer able even to | eave this desk, and | know that the
end nust be coming fast. | amrooted to this chair as if grown here and it is
as much as | can do to type

But | must ... | must . . . And the ground novenents are much stronger now.
That hel li sh, damabl e, nocking stylus - |eaping so crazily over the paper

| had been here only two days when the police delivered to ne a dirty,

soi | -stai ned envelope. It had been found in the ruins of the cottage - near
the Iip of that curious hole - and was addressed to ne. It contained those
notes | have already copied and a letter fromSir Arery which, if its awf ul
ending is anything to go on, he must have just finished witing when the
horror cane for him Wen

consider, it is not surprising that the envel ope survived the collapse; they
woul d not have known what it was, and so would have had no interest init.
Not hing in the cottage seens to have been deliberately danaged - nothing
inanimate, that is - and so far as | have been able to discover the only
mssing itens are those terrible spheres, or what remai ned of themn



But | must hurry. | cannot escape and all the tinme the trenors are increasing

in strength and frequency. No! | will not have tinme. No tine to wite all |

i ntended to say. The shocks are too heavy ... to o heav y. Int erfer in g with
my t ypi ng. | will finis hthisi ntheonly way remain ing to me and
staple Sir Amer y's lett er tothis man use ript no w

Dear Paul,

In the event of this letter ever getting to you, there are certain things I
nmust ask you to do for the safety and sanity of the world. It is absolutely
necessary that these things be explored and dealt with - though how that may
be done | amat a loss to say. It was nmy intention, for the sake of my own
sanity, to forget what happened at G harne. | was wong to try to hide it. At
this very monent there are men digging in strange, forbidden places, and who
knows what they may unearth? Certainly all these horrors nmust be tracked down
and rooted out - but not by bunbling amateurs. It nust be done by nen who are
ready for the ultimate in. hideous, cosmic horror. Men with weapons. Perhaps

flamethrowers would do the trick . . . Certainly a scientific know edge of war
woul d be a necessity . . . Devices could be made to track the eneny ... | nmean
speci al i zed sei smol ogi cal instruments. If | had the tine | would prepare a
dossier, detailed and explicit, but it appears that this letter will have to

suffice as a guide to tonorrow s horror-hunters.
You see, / now know for sure that they are after me - and there's nothing

can do about it! It's too late! At first even |, just like so many ot hers,
beli eved nyself to be just a little bit nmad. | refused to adnmit to nyself that
what | had seen happen had ever happened at all! To admit that was to admt
conplete lunacy - but it was real, all right, it did happen - and will again!

Heaven only knows what's been wrong with my seisnograph, but the damm thing's
let me down in the worst possible way! Ch, they would have got me eventually,
but I might at |least have had tine to prepare a proper warning.
| ask you to think, Paul . . . Think of what has happened at the cottage ... |
can wite of it as though it had al ready happened - because | know it rmust! It
will! It is Shudde-Mell, come for his spheres
Paul, [ ook at the manner of my death, for if you are reading this then | am
ei ther dead or di sappeared - which means the sane thing. Read the encl osed
notes carefully, | beg you. I haven't the tinme to be nore explicit, but these
notes of mne should be of sone help. If you are only half so inquiring as |
beli eve you to be, you will surely soon cone to recogni ze a fantastic horror
which, | repeat, the whole world must be made to believe in ... The ground is
really shaki ng now but, knowing that it is the end, | amsteady in my horror
Not that | expect ny present calmstate of mind to last. | think that by
the tine they actually cone for me ny mind will have snapped completely. | can
imagine it now The floor splintering, erupting, to adnmt them Why! Even
thinking of it my senses recoil at the terror of the thought. There will be a
hi deous snell, a slime, a chanting and gigantic withing and . . . and then -
Unable to escape | await the thing. | amtrapped by the sane hypnotic power
that clainmed the others at G harne. Wat nonstrous nmenories! How | awoke to
see ny friends and conpani ons sucked dry of their life's bl ood by worny,
vampirish things fromthe cesspools of time! Gods of alien dinensions! | was
hypnoti zed then by this sane terrible force, unable to nove to the aid of ny
friends or even to save mysel f!
M racul ously, with the passing of the noon behind some w sps of cloud, the
hynotic effect was broken. Then, scream ng and sobbing, utterly broken
temporarily out of nmy mind, | fled, hearing behind me the droning, denoniac
chanting of Shudde-Mell and his hordes.
Not knowing that | did it, in ny mndl essness | carried with nme those
hel | -spheres . . . Last night | dreamed of them And in ny dreams | saw again
the inscriptions on that stone box. Mreover, | could read them
All the fears and anbitions of those hellish things were there to be read as
clearly as the headlines in a daily newspaper! 'Gods' they may or may not be
but one thing is sure: the greatest
setback to their plans for the conquest of Earth is their terribly long and



conplicated reproductory cycle! Only a handful of young are born every

t housand years; but, considering how | ong they have been here, the tinme nust
be draw ng ever nearer when their nunbers will be sufficient! Naturally, this
t edi ous buil dup of their numbers nakes themloath to | ose even a single nmenber
of their hideous spawn - and that is why they have tunnelled these many

t housands of niles, even under deep oceans, to retrieve the spheres!

| had wondered why they should be following me - and now | know. | also know
how Can you not guess how they know where | am Paul, or why they are comni ng?
Those spheres are |like a beacon to them a siren voice calling. And just as

any other parent - though nore out of awful anmbition, | fear, than any type of
enotion we could understand - they are nerely answering the call of their
young!

But they are too | ate!

A few m nutes ago, just before | began this letter, the things hatched! Who
woul d have guessed that they were eggs - or that the container | found themin
was an incubator? | can't blane nyself for not knowing it; | even tried to
have the spheres X-rayed once, damm them but they reflected the rays! And the
shells were so thick! Yet at the time of hatching those same shells just
splintered into tiny fragnents. The creatures inside were no bigger than

wal nuts. Taking into account the sheer size of an adult they nust have a

fantastic gromh rate. Not that those two will ever grow | shrivelled them
with a cigar . . . and you should have heard the nmental screams fromthose
beneat h!

If only I could have known earlier, definitely, that it was not madness, then
there m ght have been a way to escape this horror. But no use now M notes -
| ook into them Paul, and do what | ought to have done. Conplete a detailed
dossier and present it to the authorities. Wlmarth may hel p, and perhaps
Spencer of Quebec University. Haven't rnuch tinme now Cracks in ceiling.

That |ast shock - ceiling com ng away in chunks - the floor -com ng up! Heaven
help ne, they're conming up. | can feel themgroping inside ny nind as they
cone -

Sir, Reference this manuscript found in the ruins of 17 Anwi ck

Street, Marske, Yorkshire, followng the earth trenors of Septenber this year
and believed to be a 'fantasy' which the witer, Paul Wendy-Snith, had
conpleted for publication. It is nore than possible that the so-called

di sappearance of both Sir Amery Wendy-Snith and his nephew, the witer, were
not hi ng nore than pronotion stunts for this story: it is well-known that Sir
Amery is/was interested in seisnography and perhaps sone prior intimtion of
the two quakes supplied the inspiration for his nephew s tale. Investigations
conti nui ng.

Sgt J. Wllians

Yor ks County Constabul ary

2nd Cctober 1933

Cursed the G ound

(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)

It soon became obvious that the occultist, despite his denials, was far nore
tired than he admitted, for he did in fact doze, closing his eyes and
drowsi ng, breathing deep and rhythnmically where he sat in his chair, while
read the letters and the - fantasy? - of Paul Wendy-Smth.

| admit quite frankly that when I was finished with that docunment ny mnd was
in sonething of a whirl! There had been so many factual references in the
supposed 'fiction', and why had the author deliberately chosen to give his
characters his own, his uncle's, and many anot her once-living person's nanmes?
Considering the letters | had read prior to this disturbing docunent, the
conviction was rapidly growing in ne that Crow s assertions - so far at | east
- stood proven. For while ny friend had not directly said so, neverthel ess |
coul d guess that he believed the Wendy-Smith manuscript to be nothing |ess
than a statement of fantastic fact!

When | had properly done with ny reading, and while | checked over again the
contents of certain of the letters, Crow still nodded in his chair. | rustled



t he papers noisily as |I put them down on his desk and coughed politely. These
sudden sounds brought ny friend back in an instant to full consci ousness.
There were many things for which I would have |iked expl anati ons; however, |
made no i medi ate coment but remained intently alert and thoughtful as Crow
stirred himself to pass nme the box containing . . . what?

| believed |I already knew.

| carefully renoved the cardboard lid, noting that ny guess had been correct,
and lifted out one of the four beautifully lustrous spheres the box contai ned.
' The spawn of Shudde-Mell," | quietly comented, placing the box back on the
desk and exam ning the sphere in ny hand. 'The eggs of one of the | esser known
deities of the Cthul hu Cycle of myth. Benthamdid send themto you, then, as
you requested?

He nodded an affirmative. 'But there was no letter with the box, and it seened

pretty hastily or clunsily wapped to nme. | believe | nust have frightened
Bent ham pretty badly ... or at |east, something did!"

Frowni ng, | shook ny head, doubt suddenly inundating my mnd once nore. 'But
it's all so difficult to believe, Titus, and for a nunber of reasons.’
"Good!' he instantly replied. 'In resolving your own incredulity, which I
intend to do, | nmight also allay the few remaini ng doubts which I nyself yet
entertain. It is a difficult thing to believe, Henri - 1've admitted that -

but we certainly can't afford to ignore it. Anyhow, what reasons were you
speaki ng of just now, when you voiced your reluctance to accept the thing as
it stands?

"Well for one thing' - | sat back in my chair - 'couldn't the whole rignarole
really be a hoax of some sort? Wendy-Smith hinself hints of just such a
subterfuge in that |ast paragraph of his, the "police report".’

"Ah!' he exclained. 'A good point, that - but |I've already checked, Henri, and
that |ast paragraph was nor part of the original manuscript! It was added by
the author's publisher, a clever extract froman actual police report on the
di sappear ances.'

' Then what about this Bentham chap?' | persisted. 'Couldn't he have read the
story somewhere? M ght he not sinply be adding his own fancies to what he
considers an intriguing mystery? He has, after all, admtted to a

certain interest in weird and science-fiction cinema. Perhaps his taste al so
runs to macabre literature!l It's possible, Titus. The Wendy-Snmith story nay,
as you seemto suspect, be based on fact - may indeed have been drawn from
life, a veritable diary, as the continuing absence of Sir Arery and his nephew
after all these years might seemto demand - but it has seen print as a
fiction!'

I could see that he considered my argunent for a nonent, but then he said: 'Do
you know the story of "The Boy Wwo Cried WIf", Henri? O course you do. Wll,
I've a feeling that Paul Wendy-Smith's |last manuscript was dealt with on a
simlar principle. He had witten a fair number of macabre stories, you see,
and |'mafraid his agent and executor - despite sone prelimnary doubts, as

wi tness the delay in publishing - finally saw this |ast work as just another
fiction. It puts ne disturbingly in nmind of the Anbrose Bierce case. You know
the circunstances to which | refer, don't you?

"Hrm?' | murmured, frowning as | wondered what he was getting at. 'Bierce?
Yes. He was an Anmerican master of the nmacabre, wasn't he? Died in 1914 . . .72
"Not "died", Henri,' he quickly corrected ne. 'He sinply disappeared, and his
di sappearance was quite as nysterious as anything in his stories - quite as
final as the vani shment of the Wendy-Smiths!'

He got down on his hands and knees on the floor and began to collect up sone
of the books and maps. 'But in any case, ny friend, you' ve either not been

listening to ne as well as you might, or' - he smled up at me - 'you have
very little faith in what I've sworn to be the truth. |I'mtal king about ny
dreans, Henri - think about ny dreans!’

He gave ne tinme to consider this, then said, 'But there, just supposing that
by sone freak those nightmares of mne were purely coincidental; and suppose
further that



M Benthamis, as you suggest, "a hoaxer". How do you explain away these eggs?
You think perhaps that Bentham who appears to be a reasonably down-to-earth
Nort heasterner, went down to his workshop and sinply put themtogether, out of

a bucket or two of common-or-garden chrysolite and di anond-dust? No, Henri, it
won't wash. Besides' - he stood up and took one of the things fromthe box,
weighing it carefully in his hand - 'I've checked themout. So far as | can
determine they're the real thing, all right. In fact I know they are! |'ve had

l[ittle time to test themas fully as | would like to, true, but one thing is
sure - they do defy X-rays! Very strange when you consider that while they're
undeni ably heavy there doesn't appear to be any lead in their makeup. And
somet hing el se, something far nore definite ...'

He put down the egg, neatly stacked the books and papers earlier picked up
fromthe floor, and returned to his chair. Fromthe centre drawer in his desk
he took a certain surgical instrument. "This was lent to me by a nei ghbour
friend of mine, that same friend who tried to radiograph the eggs for ne. Care
to eavesdrop, de Marigny?

"A stethoscope? | took the thing wonderingly fromhim 'You nean - ?'
"This was sonething Sir Arery missed," Crow cut nme off. 'He had the right idea
wi th his earthquake-detector -1've decided, by the way, to obtain a

sei snograph as soon as possible - but he might have tried listening for snall
things as well as big ones! But no, that's being unfair, for of course he
didn't know until the end just what his pearly spheres were. In trying the
stethoscope test | was really only following his | ead, on a smaller scale.
VWll, go on,' he demanded again as | hesitated. 'Listen to them'

| fitted the receivers to ny ears and gingerly touched the sensor to one of
the eggs, then held it there nore

firmy. | imgine the rapid change in ny expression was that which made Crow
grin in that grimfashion of his. Certainly, in any situation |ess serious, |
m ght have expected himto laugh. | was first astounded, then horrified!

"My God!" | said after a nonment, a shudder hurrying down ny spine. 'There are
-funbl i ngs!'

"Yes,' he answered as | sat there, shaken to nmy roots, 'there are. The first
stirrings of life, Henri, a |ife undreaned-of - except, perhaps, by an
unfortunate few -from beyond the dimmsts of tine and frombehind nillennia
of myth. A race of creatures unparalleled in zool ogy or zool ogical literature,
i ndeed entirely unknown, except in the nost doubtful and obscure tones. But
they're real, as real as this conversation of ours.'

| felt an abrupt nausea and put the egg quickly back into its box, hurriedly
wi pi ng my hands on a kerchief fromny pocket. Then | shakily passed the

st et hoscope back across the desk to ny friend.

' They have to be destroyed.' My voice cracked a little as | spoke. 'And

wi t hout del ay!"’

' Ch? And how do you think Shudde-Mell, his brothers and sisters - if indeed

they are bisexual - would react to that?' Crow quietly asked.
"What ?' | gasped, as the inplications behind his words hit me. 'You nean that
already - '

'"Ch, yes.' He anticipated ny question. 'The parent creatures know where their
eggs are, all right. They have a system of communicati on better than anything
we' ve got, Henri. Telepathy | imagine. That was how those other, earlier eggs
were traced to Sir Amery's cottage on the noors; that was how they were able
to foll ow hi mhome through sonmething like four thousand miles of subterrene
burrows! Think of it, de Marigny. Wat a task they set thenselves - to regain
possessi on of the stolen

eggs - and by CGod, they alnost carried it off, too! No, | daren't destroy
them Sir Anmery tried that, renenber? And what happened to hin®

After a slight pause, Crow continued: 'But, having given Sir Anery's portion
of the Wendy-Smith papers a lot of thought, |'ve decided that he could only
have been partly right in his calculations. Look at it this way: certainly, if
as Wendy- Snith deduced the reproductive system of Shudde-Mell and his kind is
so long and tedious, the creatures couldn't allow the |loss of two future



menbers of their race. But |'msure there was nore than nerely that in their
com ng to England. Perhaps they'd had it planned for a long time - for
centuries maybe, even aeons! The way | see it, the larceny of the eggs from
G harne finally prodded the burrowers into early activity. Now, we know t hey
cane out of Africa - to recover their eggs, for revenge, whatever - but we
have no proof at all that they ever went back!'

'"OfF course,' | whispered, leaning forward to put nmy el bows on the desk, ny
eyes w dening in dawni ng understanding. 'In fact, at the nmoment, all the
evidence lies in favour of the very reverse!'

'Exactly,' Crow agreed. 'These things are on the nmove, Henri, and who knows
how many of their nests there may be, or where those nests are? W know
there's a burrowin the Mdlands, at least | greatly suspect it, and another
at Harden in the Northeast - but there could be dozens of others! Don't forget
Sir Arery's words: ". . . he waits for the tinme when he can infest the entire
world with his | oathsoneness ..." And for all we know this invasion of 1933
may not have been the first! Wat of Sir Anery's notes, those references to
Hadrian's Wall and Avebury? Yet nore nests, Henri?'

He paused, nonmentarily lost for words, | suspected.

By then I was on ny feet, pacing to and fro across that

part of the floor Crow had cleared. And yet ... Once nore | found nyself

puzzl ed. Something Crow had said ... My mind had not had tine yet to adjust to
the afternoon's revel ati ons.

"Titus,' | finally said, 'what do you nmean by "a Mdlands nest"? | nean, | can

see that there is sone sort of horror at Harden, but what makes you think
there may be one in the Mdl ands?

"Ah! | see that there's a point you' ve mssed,' he told ne. 'But that's
under st andabl e for you haven't yet had all the facts. Now |listen: Benthamtook
the eggs on the seventeenth of May, Henri, and |l ater that sane day, Coalville,
two hundred niles away, suffered those |inear shocks heading in a direction
fromsouth to north. | see it like this: a nunber of menbers of the M dl ands
nest had come up close to the surface - where the earth, not being so closely
packed, is naturally easier for themto navigate

- and had set off to investigate this disturbance of the nest at Harden. If
you line up Harden and Coalville on a map

- as | have done, again taking ny lead fromthe Wendy-Sm th document - you'l
find that they lie alnost directly north and south! But all this inits turn
tells us sonething else' - he grew excited - 'sonmething |I mnyself had mi ssed
until just now - there are no adults of the species "in residence", as it
were, at Harden! These four Harden eggs were to formthe nucl eus of a new
concl ave!"

He et this last sink in, then continued: 'Anyhow, this Coalville .
expedition, if you like, arrived beneath Harden on or about the twenty-sixth
of the nonth, causing that collapse of the m ne which Bentham commented upon
There, discovering the eggs to be m ssing, "abducted", | suppose you could
say, the creatures picked up the nental trail towards Bentham s place at

Al ston.'

He paused here to sort out a newspaper cutting froma small pile on his desk
and passed it across for ny

i nspection. 'As you can see, Henri, there were trenors at Stenhope, County
Durham on the twenty-eighth. Need | point out that Stenhope lies directly

bet ween Harden and Al ston?

| flopped down again in ny chair and hel ped nmyself liberally to Crow s brandy.
"Titus, it's plain you can't keep the eggs here!' | told him 'Heavens, why
even now - unseen, unheard, except perhaps as deep trenors on sone

nmet eorol ogi st's machi nery - these underground octopuses, these subterranean
vanmpires mght be on their way here, burning their way through the bowels of
the earth! You' ve put yourself in as nmuch danger as Bent ham before he sent you
t he eggs!'

Then, suddenly, | had an idea. | |leaned forward to thunp the table. 'The sea!’
| cried.



Crow appeared startled by ny outburst. 'Eh?' he asked. 'Wat do you nean, "the
sea", de Marigny?'

"Way, that's it!' | slapped a clenched fist into the pal mof nmy hand. ' No need
to destroy the eggs and risk the revenge of the adult creatures - sinply take
themout to sea and drop them overboard! Didn't Sir Amery say that they fear
wat er ?'

"It's an idea,' Crow slowy answered, 'and yet -

Vel ?

"Wll, | had it inmy mnd to use the eggs differently, Henri. To use them
nore constructively, | mean.'

" Use t hen?

"W have to put a stop to Shudde-Mell once and for all, ny friend, and we

have the key right here in our hands!' He tapped the box with a fingernail.
"If only I could conceive a plan, a systemthat mght work, discover a way to
put paid to the things for good. But for that | need time, which means hangi ng
on to the eggs, and that in turn means -' ' 'Titus, wait,' | rudely

i nterrupted, holding up nmy hands.

There was sonething in the back of ny m nd, sonething demandi ng concentrati on.
Abruptly it came to me and | snapped ny fingers. 'O course! | knew there was
somet hing bothering me. Now, correct nme if | go wong, but surely we've
decided that this Shudde-Mell creature and his kind feature in the Chul hu

Cycl e?
"Yes.' My friend nodded, obviously at a loss to decide what 1 was getting at.
"It's sinmply this," | said. 'How conme these creatures aren't prisoned, as

t heir hi deous brothers and cousins were in the nythol ogy by the El der CGods
untold mllions of years ago?'

I had a point. Crow frowned, quickly nmoving out fromhis desk and crossing the
roomto take froma bookshelf his copy of Feery's Notes on the Necronomn con.

"This will do for now,' he said, 'at least until | can get it fixed for you to
check through the Necronomcon itself at the British Museum And this tine
we'll have to fix it for you to read the whol e book! It's a dangerous task,

t hough, Henri. 1've read it nyself, sone tine ago, and was obliged to forget
nost of what | learned - it was that or madness! In fact, | think we'd better
limt your research to selected sections from Henrietta Mntague's
translation. Are you willing to help me in this?

"OF course, Titus,' | answered. 'Just pass on your orders. |I'll carry them out

as best | can, you know that."

'Good, then that's to be your special task in this," he told ne. 'You can save
me a lot of time by correlating and summi ng up the whole Cthul hu Cycle, with
special reference to Shudde-Mell in the nythology. I'lIl list certain other
books which | think mght be helpful later. R ght now, though, let's see what
Feery has to say on it.'

W were hardly to know it at that tine, but things were not to be in any way
as Crow pl anned, for events yet to conme would surely have confounded any pl ans
he m ght

have nade. As it was, we could not know this, and so ny haggard friend flipped
the | eaves of Feery's often fanciful reconstruction of Al hazred' s dreadful
book until he found the page he was | ooking for.

'"Here we are,' he eventually declared, 'the passage entitled: "Ye Power in ye
Five-Pointed Star".' He settled hinself in his chair and began to read:
""Arnour against Wtches & Daenons, Against ye Deep Ones, ye Dools, ye

Voor mai s, ye Tacho- Tacho, ye M-CGo, ye Shog-gaoths, ye Ghasts, ye Valusians, &
all such Peoples & Beings that serve ye G eat Ode Ones & ye Spawn of Them
lies within ye Five-Pointed Star carven of grey Stone from ancient Miar; which
is less strong against ye G eat O de Ones Thensel ves. Ye Possessor of ye Stone
shall find hinself able to command all Beings which creep, swim craw, walk,
or fly even to ye Source fromwhich there is no returning. In Yhe as in G eat
R lyeh, in Y ha-nthlei as in Yoth, in Yuggoth as in Zothique, in N kai as in
Naa-Hk & K n-yan, in Carcosa as in G harne, in ye twin Cities of Ib and
Lh-yib, in Kadath in ye Cold Waste as at ye Lake of Hali, it shall have Power;



yet even as Stars wane & grow cold, even as Suns die & ye Spaces between Stars
grow more wi de, so wanes ye Power of all things - of ye Five-Pointed
Star-Stone as of ye Spells put upon ye Geat A de Ones by ye benign El der
Gods, & that Tine shall conme as once was a Tinme when it shall be known:

That is not dead which can eternal lie,
And with strange Aeons even Death may die.'
"In Carcosa as in G harne," | repeated when Crow had done. 'Well, there we

seemto have it!'
"Yes,' he answered drily, frowning at the open book, "but |I'mpretty sure that
this is a different version fromthe one in the Miseum copy of the

Necronomicon. | wish to God Feery was still alive! I've often pondered his
know edge regardi ng the Necronomcon - to say nothing of many another rare
book. Still' - he tapped with his

fingernail on the page with the rel evant passage - 'there's part of your
answer at |east.’

"So it appears that Shudde-Mell was prisoned at G harne.' | frowned. 'Which

nmeans that sonehow he managed to escape! But how?
'That's sonething we may never know. Henri, unless -
his face went grey.

"Yes, what is it, Titus?

"Wll,' he slowy answered, '|I have a lot of faith in A hazred, even in
Feery's version. It's a nonstrous thought, | know, but nevertheless it's just
possi ble that the answer lies in what |'ve just read out: " SO wanes ye
Power of all things - of ye Five-Pointed Star-Stone as of ye Spells put "

Crow s eyes wi dened and

"Titus!" | cut himoff. 'What you're saying is that the spells of the El der
Cods, the power of the pentacle is past - and if that's true . '

"I know,' he said. 'I know It also neans that Cthul hu and all the others nust
i kewi se be free to roamand kill and . '

He shook hinself, as if breaking free from some nonstrous spider's web, and
managed a weak snmile. 'But no, that can't be - no, we'd know about it if

Ct hul hu, Yog-Sothoth, Yibb-Tstll, and all the others were free. W'd have
known | ong ago. The whole world . . .'

' Then how do you explain -'

"I make no attenpt to explain anything, Henri,' he brusquely replied. 'l can
only hazard guesses. It | ooks to me as though sonme years ago, anything up to a
century ago, the spells or star-stones - whichever applies in Shudde-Mell"'s
case - were renmoved from G harne by some neans or other. Perhaps by accident,

or there again, perhaps purposely ... by persons in the power of the Geat Ad
Ones!!

"Maliciously or inadvertently - by "persons in the power

of the Gceat O d Ones" - these | can understand,' | said, 'but accidentally?

How do you nean, Titus?'

"Why! There are all kinds of natural accidents, Henri. Landslips, floods,

vol cani ¢ eruptions, earthquakes - natural quakes, | nmean - and any single one
of them occurring in the right place, could conceivably carry away the
star-stones keeping one or nore of these diverse horrors prisoned. This al
provi ded, of course, that in Shudde-Mell's case star-stones were the only
prisoni ng devices!'

Li stening to the occultist ny mnd suddenly whirled. For a noment | actually
felt sick. "Titus, wait! It's ... too fast for ne ... too fast!' | nade a
conscious effort to cal mmyself.

"Look, Titus. My whol e concept of things, everything, has turned upside down
for me in one afternoon. | nean, |1've always had this interest in the occult,
the weird, the macabre, anything out of the ordinary, and at times it has been
dangerous. Both of us, over the years, have experienced hi deous dangers - but

this! If | admt the existence of Shudde-Mell - a lesser deity in a nythol ogy
whi ch | believed could never exercise over ne anything nore than a passing
interest - which now - | glanced in |oathing fascination at the box on the
desk - "it seenms | nust admit, then | nust also believe in the existence of

all the other related horrors! Titus, until today the Chul hu Cycle of nyth,



granted that |'ve |ooked pretty deeply at it, was quite sinply nyth;
fascinating and even, yes, dangerous -but only in the way that all occult
studi es are dangerous! Now'

"Henri,' Crow cut in. "Henri, if you feel that this is sonmething you can't
accept, the door is open. You're not involved yet, and there's nothing to stop
you from keeping out of it. If you do decide, however, that you want to be in
on this thing, then you' re welconme - but you should

know now that it may well be nore dangerous than anything you ever cane up
agai nst before!'’

"It's not that I'"'mafraid, Titus; don't m sunderstand,' | told him it's
simply the size of the concept! | know that there are extranmundane
occurrences, and |I've had ny share of experiences that can only be described
as "supernatural", but they have al ways been the exception. You are asking ne

to believe that the Cthul hu Cycle of myth is nothing | ess than prehistoric
fact -which neans in effect that the very foundation of our entire sphere of
exi stence is built on alien magic! If such is the case then "occult" is normal

and Good grew out of Evil, as opposed to the doctrines of the Christian
nyt hos!"
"I refuse to be drawn into a theol ogical argunment, Henri,' he answered. 'But

that is nmy basic concept of things, yes. However, let's get one or two points
quite clear, my friend. In the first place, for "Magic" read "Science".

"I don't follow'

' Brai nwashi ng, Henri! The El der Gods knew that they could never hope to

i mprison beings as powerful as the deities of the Chul hu Cycle behind nmerely
physi cal bars. They made their prisons the ninds of the Geat O d Ones

t hensel ves - perhaps even their bodi es! They inplanted nental and genetic

bl ocks into the psyches and beings of the forces of evil and all their

m ni ons, that at the sight of - or upon sensing the presence of - certain
symbol s, or upon hearing those synbols reproduced as sound, those forces of
evil are held back, inmpotent! This explains why conparatively sinple devices
such as the Miaran star-stones are effective, and why, in the event of such
stones being removed fromtheir prisoning |ocations, certain chants or witten
synmbols may still cause the escaped powers to retreat.’

For a nonent this explanation nazed nme even nore than before, but then |

suspi ciously asked: 'Titus, did you

know all of this earlier, or is it just sonething you' ve freshly dreanmed up?'

' The theory has been my own personal opinion for quite a long while, Henri

and it explains so many hitherto "inexplicable" things. | believe, too, that
it is alluded to in a certain sonewhat |ess than cryptic passage in the Ct haat
Aquadi ngen. As you know, the book has a short chapter dedicated to "Contacting
Cthulhu in Dreans"! Mercifully the actual devices required to performthis
nonstrously dangerous feat are given only in code - in practically inpossible
ci phers - and concern thensel ves in some unknown way with Nyarlathotep. Still,
in the same chapter, the author nmakes a statenent very rel evant towards
proving nmy own beliefs regarding the El der Gods as scientists. | have a note
here somewhere that | copied for easy reference.' He searched atop his
littered desk.

"Ah! Here it is. It has quite definite parallels with rmuch that's rather
better known in the Cthul hu Cycle, and certainly seenms to lend itself well to
the nost recent Christian nythos. Anyway, |isten

"Ye Science as practised by a Majority of ye Prime Ones was & is & al ways
will be that of ye Path of Light, infinitely recognized throughout Tinme, Space
& all ye Angels as beneficent to ye Geat All's Continuation. Certain of ye
CGods, however, of a rebellious Nature, chose to disregard ye Dictuns of ye
Majority, & in ye constant G oom of ye Dark Path renounced their imorta
Freedomin Infinity & were banished to suitable Places in Space & Tine. But
even in Bani shment ye Dark CGods rail ed against ye Prine Ones, so that those
Fol  owers of ye Light Path nust needs shut them Qutside of all Know edge,

i mposi ng upon their Mnds certain Strictures & ye Fear of ye Light Path's
Ways, & inpressing into their Bodies a Stigma defying CGeneration; that ye Sins



of ye Fathers might be carried down through Eternity & visited upon ye
Children & ye Children's children for ever; or until a Time should cone as was
once, when all Barriers crunble, & ye Stars & Dwellers therein, & ye Spaces
between ye Stars & Dnellers therein, & all Tinme &

Angels & Dwellers therein be falsely guided into ye ultimte N ght of ye Dark
Path - until ye Geat All close in & becone One. & Azathoth cone in Hi s gol den
GQory, &Infinity begin again . "

Crow paused at the end of his reading before saying, 'There's quite a bit
that's obviously not relevant, of course, but in the main | believe - '

"Way didn't you tell me all this when | first arrived today? | cut himoff.
"You weren't ready for it, nmy friend.' He grinned nmirthlessly. 'You' re hardly
ready now '

| gave the matter some nore thought. 'Then what you're really saying is that
there is no such thing as the supernatural ?'

"Correct!’

"But you've so often used the word, and recently, in its recognized context.'
"Purely out of habit, Henri, and because your concept of existence stil

admts its use - will do for sone tinme, as will my own - until we get used to
the idea.’

| mulled the matter over. 'The magic of the Elder Gods was a sort of
psychiatric science,' | nused. 'You know, Titus, | can far easier face an
alien concept than a supernatural one. Wy! It all breaks down quite sinply to
this: that the conbined forces of evil, the Geat O d Ones, are nothing nore
than alien beings or forces against which it will be necessary to enploy alien
weapons. '

"Well, yes, basically. W shall have to fight these things with the weapons
left us by the Elder Gods. Wth chants and incantations - scientifically

i npl anted nental and genetic blocks - with the power of the pentacle, but
mainly with the know edge that they are not supernatural but sinply outside
forces.'

"But wait,' | still countered. 'Wat of the, well, "super-

natural " occurrences, in all their various forms, which we've encountered in
the past? Did they, too, spring from- '

"Yes, Henri, | have to believe they did. Al such occurrences have their roots
in the olden science of the Elder Gods, in a time before tine. Now, how do you
say, de Marigny - are you with ne or - ?'

"Yes,' | answered without further hesitation; and | stood up to firmy grasp
his outstretched hand across his great desk

Evil the Mnd

(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)

| did not get away from Bl owne House until very late that night, but at |east

| had an idea (for sone reason still nore than somewhat vague) of the task
before nme. Crow had not gone lightly on ne, on the contrary, he had al ways
been a hard taskmaster, but | knew that on this occasion he had taken by far
the majority of the work upon his own shoul ders. As it happened, | was never
to commence work on that portion of the overall task appointed to nme; it would
be pointless therefore to set it down in detail

This aside, then, we had worked out a system apparently foolproof inits
simplicity, whereby Shudde-Mell (or whichever of his brood | ed the English
nests) would be given nore than a hard tinme, indeed an inpossible ting,
retrieving the four Harden eggs. Crow had witten three letters to trusted
friends of his. One to an ancient and extremely eccentric recluse living in
Stornoway in the Hebrides; another to an old American correspondent wi th whom
over the years he had exchanged many letters on matters of folklore, nmyth, and
simlarly obscure anthropol ogi cal subjects, a man his senior by a nunber of
years, the extrenely erudite Wngate Peaslee, until recently Professor of
Psychol ogy at M skatonic University in Massachusetts; and finally the third to
an old charlatan of a medium known and endeared to himof old, one Mt her
Quarry of Marshfield near Bristol

The plot was this: without waiting for answers to the letters, we would send



the eggs first to Professor Peaslee in Arerica. Peaslee would of course
receive his airmai

letter fractionally earlier than the air-parcel containing the eggs. Titus had
nmore than enough faith in his friend to be satisfied that his instructions
woul d be followed to the letter. Those instructions were sinply to send the
eggs on within twenty-four hours to Rossiter McDonald in Stornoway. Simlarly
McDonal d was instructed to send them on without too great a delay to Mther

Quarry, and fromthat 'talented , lady they would eventually cone back to ne.

| say 'back to nme', because | took the box with nme, neatly parcelled and ready
to be posted, when | left Blowne House. | was to be instrumental in forging
the first link in the postal chain. | also posted the letters on ny way hone.

| had agreed conpletely with ny know edgeable friend that the eggs nust be out
of Bl owne House that night -indeed | had insisted upon it - for they had been
there | ong enough al ready, and Crow had obviously started to feel the strain
of their presence. He had admtted to nervously starting at every slightest
creak of the floorboards, and for the first time since noving into his

si ngul ar and oddl y- at nrosphered bungal ow dwel ling he had started to junp at the
groans of certain vociferous trees in his garden

But knowi ng what he knew, and believing what he -no, what we - now believed,
hi s nervousness was nothing if not natural. In fact, the presence of those
eggs in his house above all else, quite apart fromthe fact that he had lately
been grossly overworking, was responsible for the rapid deterioration of his

general well-being since | last saw him It would, | believed, not have taken
very much nore to start himon that sane degenerative path taken by Sir Anery
Vendy- Smi t h!

It may readily be understood why | hardly slept a wink that night, but lay in
bed in ny grey-stone house tossing and turning and chewing over in ny mnd the
bul k of the

new concept | had been asked to accept. In fact | had accepted it, but its
details still needed thinking on, if only to clarify the overall picture and
renove any remaining fuzz fromits edges. Truth to tell, though, ny mnd did
seemnore than slightly foggy, as if | were suffering fromsonme sort of
hangover. But of course there was another, nore i mmedi ate reason for ny
insomia - the box with the lustrous spheres lay on a small table beside ny
bed!

Restl essly pumelling ny pillow (which | found nyself doing every half hour or
so), | turned things over in my mnd a dozen tines, |ooking for |oophol es and
finding none - neither in Crow s imrediate plot to stop the burrowers beneath
from regai ni ng possession of their eggs, nor in the prem ses of his incredible
fears thenselves - and yet | knew that there was sonething basically wong! |
knew it. The fault was there, submerged at the back of my mnd, but would not
rise to the surface.

If only this brain-fog would lift. My nobod of crushing depression had

vani shed, true, but now | had this godawful nmental snpbg to wade through

O course, | did not know Crow s correspondents, his friends of old
personal ly; but he had trenendous faith in them and especially in Peaslee. In
his letter to the professor Crow had outlined his entire perception of the
fantastic threat against Earth - hypothetically and yet strongly enough to
hint of his personal involverment - and in ny own opinion, putting nyself in
the position of a vastly intelligent man on recei pt of such a letter, Crow had

endangered his whole case. | had bluntly pointed out to him after listening
to a reading of the hastily scraw ed letter, that Peaslee nmight see it as the
ravi ngs of a deranged nentality. As Crow hinmself had said: 'I'mdamed if |
know whom | might confide in . . .' But he had only chuckled at the
suggestion, saying that he thought it unlikely, and that in any case, if only
for past

friendship's sake, Peaslee would conply with his requirenments regarding the

box of eggs.

He had reckoned on a maxi mum period of three weeks for the round trip of the
eggs, but had taken the trouble to request in addition confirmatory letters



with regard to their safe dispatch. | thought on this, and -

There it was agai n!

Now what was this twinge | kept getting at the back of nmy mnd whenever |

t hought of the journey the eggs would commence in the norning?

But no, whenever | tried to nail the thing down it faded away, back into the
msts of my mind. | had known this frustrating sensation before, and

recogni zed the unsatisfactory solution: sinply to ignore it and let the thing
resolve itself inits own time. It was, neverthel ess, annoying - and nore than
worrying in the circunstances.

Then, turning in ny bed, ny eyes would light on the box with its enigmatic
contents, and | could picture those contents in my mnd s eye, faintly

[ um nous with that pearly sheen of theirs in the darkness of their cardboard
coffin. That would set ne off tangentially on yet another nental tack

| had asked Crow about that other box, the 'incubator', discovered by
Wendy-Smith at the site of dead G harne. Wiy, | had wanted to know, had there
been no simlar receptacle in the tunnel-cave at Harden? But the tired
occultist (should I call him'occultist' or 'scientist'?) had been al npst
equally at a loss. He had finally hazarded, after giving the matter sone

t hought, that possibly conditions in that deep dark place had been nore nearly
perfect for the incubation of the eggs than in the shallow hatchery at

G har ne.

But what of the pictures on that box, | had further probed? - at which ny

| earned friend had sinply shuddered, saying that he might only direct ne, as
Sir Anery

had once directed his nephew, to the works of Conmpdus and the hag-ri dden
Caracalla. The pictures in his dreams had been nore than enough w thout
dwelling on the horrors others had known; for there had been nore than sinply
bl i nd, cephal opod obscenity to those nightmares of his. Likew se he believed
that Bent ham s cave-pictures had contained far nore than the man had cared to
mention - and perhaps understandably! This had whetted ny curiosity all the
nore, so that | had pressed Crow until finally he had given in to me and
described, all too clearly, some of those pictures of his dreans.

In sone of them he had told me, there had been an al nost symbolic reaching
towards the surface, a group-stretching of hideous tentacles; and in others,
plainly surface scenes as opposed to subterrene - in those there had been
sheer horror!

Vividly | remenbered Crow s node of expression, the cracked hol |l owness of his
voi ce as he had said: "There were four of themin one dreamfragnment, de
Marigny, rearing like caterpillars on their haunches, nouths agape - and they
had a woman between them pulling her to pieces and sl obbering while the bl ood
gushed and sl opped . '

"But how,' | had norbidly demanded, ny voice a whisper, 'could creatures

wi t hout heads have . . . mouths?' Even asking ny question | had known that |
woul d not |ike the answer.

"Try thinking in less routine terms, Henri,' Crow had quietly advised. 'But
what ever you do don't think on it too long, or with too great an attention to

detail. They're so very - alien - these things.'
The nmenory of Crow s words and the way he had said them saw ne reaching from
nmy bed in one convulsive instant to switch on the light. | could not help it

but a line fromlbn Schacabao's ancient and cryptic Reflections had

sprung unbidden to ny mind, a line | knew had been repeated by Al hazred in the
Necronom con: 'Evil the mind that is held by no head!' Ye gods! M nds and
nout hs wi t hout heads!

| amnot normally a nervous man - God knows that if such were the case
shoul d | ong ago have given up certain of ny nore outre interests - but with
those eggs in their box beside my bed, and with the know edge that sonewhere,
far away or perhaps not so far, deep down in the earth, nonstrous burrowers
even now burned and bubbled in the ground - well, who could say that nerely
illumnating ny bedroomwas an act of cowardice?

But in any case, even with the light on, | found nyself no | ess apprehensive.



There were shadows now where none had been before - thrown by nmy wardrobe, ny
dressi ng gown hangi ng on the door - so that before | knewit | found mnyself
calculating how long it would take me to get out of bed and through the w ndow
in the event of-

| reached out again to switch off the light, purposely turning my back on the
cardboard box in an attenpt to put its contents fromnmny mnd . .

Perhaps | did sleep then for a little while, for | remenber a nerging of ny
own drowsi ng thoughts with Crow s descriptions of some of his dreans as |
recalled their telling; and when this brought ne sweatingly back to

wakeful ness | al so renmenbered his explanati on of how he had first been alerted
to the existence of the cthonian nenace.

It had been those chants heard in his latter dreans of the burrowers; those
chants containing the tell-tale nane of a | egendary city - G harnel!l
Remenbering Wendy-Snith's expedition in search of that place, and sonething of
the disastrous results, and then tying in certain of the newer contents of his
vol um nous cuttings-file and the

detail s of his underground nightmares thensel ves, Crow had been led on to the
Wendy- Smith docurment. That document, along with the letter of explanation
obt ai ned from Raynond Bentham had clinched the thing in his nmind. The

remai nder had been nmerely his normal followthrough of intelligently applied,
if weirdly-inspired, |ogic.

W had al so tal ked on the spread of Shudde-Mell and his kin, and had given
nore thought to the horror's release fromthe prison of the Elder Gods. Crow
was inclined to the belief that some natural cataclysmhad freed the
horror-deity, and I could see no better explanation, but how |l ong ago had this
convul sion of the Earth occurred - and how far had the cancer spread since

t hen? Wendy-Snmith had seened concerned with the same problem but Crow had
seen Sir Amery's suggestions regarding a neans of conbating the creatures as

[ udi crous.

"Think of it, de Marigny, ' he had told nme. 'Just think of trying to destroy
the Iikes of Shudde-Mell with flamethrowers! Wy, these beings thensel ves are
al nost vol cani c. They nmust be! Think of the tenperatures and pressures
required to fuse carbon and chrysolite and whatever el se into the dianond-dust
conposition of those eggshells! And their ability to burn their way through
solid rock. Flamethrowers? Hah! They'd delight in the very flames! It truly
amazes ne, though, the changes these beings must go through between infancy
and adul thood. And yet, is it really so surprising? Human beings, | suppose,
go through equally fantastic alterations -infancy, puberty, nenopause,
senility - and what about the amphi bians, frogs, and toads . . . and the

| epi dopter-ous cycle? Yes, | can quite believe that Sir Amery killed off those
two "babies" of his with a cigar - but by God it will take something nore than
that for an adult!’

And on the secret, subterranean spread of the horrors since that trenendous
bl under of nature which he

beli eved had freed them Crow had |ikew se had his own ideas:

'Disasters, Henri! Look at the list of disasters caused by so-called "natural"
sei sm c shocks, particularly in the last hundred years. Ch, | know we can't

bl ame every trenor on Shudde-Mell - if he, or it, still survives as godhead
toits race - but, by heaven, we can certainly tag himw th some of them W
al ready have the list put together by Paul Wendy-Snith; not big stuff, but
costing lives neverthel ess. Chinchon, Cal ahorra, Agen, Aisne, and so on. But
what about Agadir? My God, but wasn't that a horror? And Agadir is not far off
the route they took to England back in 1933. Look at the size of Africa,

Henri. Why! In the other direction the things could have spread thensel ves al
over that great continent by now -the entire Mddl e East even! It all depends
on how many they were originally. And yet, there couldn't have been too many,
despite Wendy-Snmith's "hordes". No, | don't think that the El der Gods woul d
ever have allowed that. But who knows how nany eggs have hatched since then

or how many others are still waiting to hatch in unsuspected depths of rock?
The nore | think of it, the nore hideous the threat grows in nmy mnd.'



Finally, before I had left him Crow had tiredly scribbled for me a Iist of
books he believed | should research. The Necronomi con of course headed the
list, for the connection of that book with the Chul hu Cycle of nyth was

| egendary. My friend had reconmended the expurgated manuscript translation (in
a strictly limted edition for scholarly study only), by Henrietta Mntague
fromthe British Muiseums bl ack-letter. He had known M ss Montague personally,
had been by her side when she died of some unknown wasting di sease only a few
weeks after conpleting her work on the Necrononicon for the Museum
authorities. | knew that ny friend bl amed t hat

wor k for her death; which was one of the reasons why he had warned ne tinme and
time again regarding too conprehensive a study of the book's contents. It was
t heref ore understood that | should nmerely extract those sections directly
concer ni ng Shudde-M ell and beings |ike himbut keep, as far as possible, from
becom ng too involved with the book as a whole. Crow hinmself would arrange for
a copy of Mss Mntague's scholarly work to be put at my di sposal

Next on the list had been Ibn Schacabao's Reflections, also at the British
Museum but under gl ass because of its short |ife expectancy. Although the
museum had taken the usual precautions - chemnmical treatment had been appli ed,
phot ost at copi es made (one of which | would have to read, and nore thoroughly
than at that time sone years previously) - still the venerable tone was
gradual ly rotting away.

The list continued with two little known books by Conmpbdus and Caracal l a
respectively, sinply for the sake of their authors having been given nention
by Wendy-Smith, and directly after these there followed the translated
sections of the al nost unfathomabl e Pnakotic Manuscript for the same reason
Simlarly was Eliphas Levi's History of Magic listed, and finally, this tine
fromCrow s own shelves (he had carefully wapped it for ne), his copy of the
i nfanobus Cultes des Goul es. He had scanned the |atter book so often hinself
that he was fearful of mssing sonething inportant in a further persona
perusal. On ny inquiring, he told ne he did, however, intend to give speci al
personal attention to the Cthaat Aquadi ngen; there was much in that hideously
bound book - particularly in the two m ddle chapters, which Crow | ong ago had
had separately bound - that might very well apply. Mdst of these witings, as

| have previously stated, | had read before, but without a definite
pur pose other than occult and macabre curiosity.
It could, | suppose, be reasoned that ny itinerary should al so include the

G harne Fragnents, and of course it would have, if that mass of crunbling,
centuried shards had been in any one of the four |anguages with which | am
famliar! As it was, there had been only two supposed authorities on the
fragnments: Sir Arery Wendy-Snmith, who | eft nothing of his decipherings behind,
and Prof essor CGordon Wl nsl ey of Gool e, whose *spoof notes' contained what
purported to be whol e chapters of translations fromthe G harne Fragnents'
cryptic ciphers, but which had been nocked as absurd fakery by any nunber of
reliable authorities. For these reasons Crow had onmtted the fragnments from
his |ist.

Al'l these and other thoughts flew around in my strangely misty mnd, unti
eventual ly | nust have drowsed of f again.

My next remenbered thought was that of hearing, seem ngly close at hand, the
dreadful droning and buzzing of monstrously alien voices - but it was not

until | found mnysel f awake and | eaping fromny bed on wildly trenbling Iegs,
nmy hair standing up straight on ny head, that | realized | had only been
dream ng. The sun was already up, filling the day outside with |ight.

And yet even then there echoed in ny ears those | oathsome, nonotonously
buzzing tones of horror. And they were in ny mnd exactly as they had been in
Wendy- Snith' s docunent:

Ce' haiie ep-ngh fl'hur G harne fhtagn

Ce' haiie fhtagn ngh Shudde-M el l

Hai G harne orr'e ep fl' hur

Shudde-M el | ican-icanicas fl'hur orr'e G harne.

As the thing finally faded away and di sappeared, | shook ny head and nunbly



nmoved back over to my bedside table to pick up the cardboard box and feel its
wei ght. | exam ned the box minutely, still nore than half asleep. | honestly
do not know what | expected to find, but I found nothing. All was as it had
been the ni ght before.

| washed, shaved, and dressed, and had hardly returned frommailing the parce
of eggs to Professor Peaslee froma |ocal post office - all done very
lethargically - when the tel ephone rang. It was quite insistent, clanouring
like mad, but for some reason | hesitated before picking it up to put the
receiver tinorously to ny ear

"De Marigny? It's Crow here.' My friend' s voice was urgent, electrical

'Li sten. Have you sent off the eggs yet?

"Why, yes - | just managed to catch the norning post.'
'Ch, no!' he groaned; then: 'Henri, do you still have that houseboat at
Henl ey?

"Way, yes. In fact, it's been in use until recently. Sone friends of nine.
told themthey could have it for a week just before | went to France. They're
of f the boat now, though; | got the key back in a little parcel in |ast
night's mail. But why?' Despite ny question | felt oddly listless, grow ng
nore disinterested by the second.

' Pack yourself sonme things, Henri, enough to live with decently for a

fortnight or so. I'll pick you up within the hour in the Mercedes. |'mjust

| oadi ng ny stuff now.'

"Eh?' | asked, conpletely unconprehending, not really wanting to know.
"Stuff?" The mists were thick in nmy mnd. '"Titus' - | heard nyself as if from
a hundred niles away - 'what's wong?

'Everything is wong, Henri, and in particular ny reasoning! Haven't you heard
the norning news or read the newspapers?

"No,' | answered through a wall of thickening fog. 'I'mjust up. Slept badly."'
'Benthamis dead, de Marigny! The poor devil - a "subsidence" at Alston. W're
going to have to drastically revise our thinking. The houseboat is a godsend.'
' Eh? What ?'

' The houseboat, Henri! It's a godsend! Like Sir Anery said: "They don't I|ike

water." I'll see you within the hour.'

"Titus,' | gropingly answered, barely managi ng to catch hi mbefore he could
break the connection, 'not today, for CGod's sake! I ... | really don't feel up
toit. I mean . . . it's a damed nui sance - '

"Henri, | -' He faltered, anmazenent in his voice; then, in a tone full of sone
strange understandi ng: 'So, they' ve been at you, have they?" Now he was
deliberate and calm "Well, not to worry. Be seeing you." And with that the

line went dead.

| don't know how much later it was when the infernal banging came at ny door
and the ringing at ny doorbell, but for quite a long tine | sinply ignored it.
Then, despite an urge to close ny eyes and go back to sleep where | sat in ny
chair, | managed to get up and go to the door. Yawningly | opened it - and was
al nrost bow ed over as a frenzied figure in black rushed in.

It was of course Titus Crow - but his eyes were blazing in a strange and
savage passion conpletely alien to his character as | had previously known it!
That is Not Dead

(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)

'De Marigny!' Crow exploded as soon as he was inside and had the door shut
behind him 'Henri, you' ve been got at!'

"Eh? CGot at?" | sleepily replied. "No such thing, Titus -I"'mtired, that's
all.' Yet despite ny odd lethargy | was still slightly curious. 'How do you
mean, "Cot at"? By whon?'

Quickly taking ny armand | eading ne, half dragging me to ny own study, he
answered: "Wy, the burrowers beneath, of course! Your place isn't protected
as Bl owne House is. | might have expected as nuch. To | eave you with those
things all night. Even my place hasn't got full protection - far fromit.
"Protection?” My brief interest was already on the wane, $o that when

fl opped down again in ny easy chair | was hardly bothered whether he answered



me or not. 'Really, you do make a fuss, old man!' (I had never before in ny

life called Titus Crow 'old man'; | probably, never will again.) | felt ny
eyes closing, listening to my own voice al nbst abstractedly as it ranbled
slowy, falteringly on

'Look. 1've had a bad night, got up too early. I'"'mvery tired - very tired

'Yes, that's right, you have yourself a nap, Henri,' he told me in a soothing
voi ce. '| can nanage what needs to be done on ny own.'

' Manage?' | nunbl ed. ' Sonet hi ng needs to be done?'

Peering through half closed lids |I saw that Crow had already started - but
what was he doing? Hs eyes were wide, blazing fanatically as he stood in the
centre of ny

roomw th his arns and hands held open and up in a typically sorcerous stance.
This time, however, Titus Crow was not conjuring anything, but rather putting
somet hing down - or at |east, holding sonething back, if only tenporarily.

| have since recognized the alien syllables he used then, in Feery's Notes on
t he Necronom con (I still have not read any other copy of the work, in any
form, where they appear as foll ows:

Ya na kadi shtu nilgh'ri stell'bsna Nyogtha, K yarnak phl egethor |'ebuma
syha' h n'ghft, Ya hai kadishtu ep r'luh-eeh Nyogtha eeh, S uhn-ngh athg li'hee
orr'e syha' h.

When he had done with the Vach-Viraj Incantation, for his fantastic utterances
had consisted of nothing | ess, Crow proceeded to take fromhis pocket a small
vial of clear liquid which he sparingly splashed about the room Stil

spl ashing, he went out into the other roons to continue this cryptic
occupation until ny entire house had been cl eansed; | knew, of course, that ny
friend s activities were exorcisnal.

Nor were his thaumaturgies pointless or to no effect, for, already feeling
nmore ny old self, |I knew that Crow had been right - | had been under the

i nfl uence of Shudde-Mell, his brothers or mninions.

As soon as he reentered ny study Crow saw that | was back to normal and
grinned in a self-satisfied if nervous manner. By that time, shaken though
naturally was, | was already packi ng books and papers into a | arge case. My
mazed mind, as if vacuum cl eaned, had been enptied of all enfeebling thoughts
and ideas by nmy friend's 'Wite Magic'; or rather, by the 'Science' of the

El der Cods!

It took ne only the matter of a further half hour or so to conplete ny packing
(I made certain to include a

favourite fetish of mne, a rather old and ornate pistol, once the property of
the witch-hunting Baron Kant), |ock the house up, and acconpany Titus out to
his Mercedes with ny cases. Monments later we were on our way.

W made three stops on our way out to Henley, the first of which was to all ow
us to get off hurried telegrans to Mother Quarry, MDonal d, and Professor

Peasl ee, warning themin no uncertain manner to send off the parcel of eggs as
soon as it arrived without first opening it, and hinting strongly of grave
dangers shoul d they delay even in the slightest. This of course had been made
necessary by the death of Benthanm an explanation may be in order and | will
give it later. The second stop was for |lunch at Beaconsfield, where we found a
friendly pub and sat out in a small sunny garden to enjoy cold beer with

chi cken sandwi ches. The third call was at an adequate library in Marlow, where
Crow was obliged to become a nenber in order to borrow a nunber of

ant hr opol ogi cal wor ks supplenentary to those we already had with us.

By 3:30 p.m we were aboard Seafree, ny four-berth houseboat, and getting
oursel ves settled in. Where | had her noored, at a spot sone di stance out of
Henley itself, the Thanes is quite deep and Crow seened satisfied that we were
safe there for the monment from any physical nanifestations of the burrowers.
After we had made the place i mediately livable and packed our stuff away, we
were ab}e to sit down and talk seriously of the fresh devel opments. The drive
down to Henley, apart fromour stops, had in the main been quiet; Crow



di slikes being distracted while driving, and I had had time to sort out fresh
points to raise and questions to ask during the journey.

Now | could learn the hows and whys of my friend' s earlier obscure exorcismnal
activities on ny behalf at ny

house. Crow told nme of the Black-Letter Text Necron-om con - notably the
Kester Library copy in Salem Massachusetts - which contains the foll ow ng
passage, inconplete in Feery's notes but known to Titus Crow of old:

Men know himas the Dweller in Darkness, that brother of the O d Ones called
Nyogha, the Thing that should not be. He can be sumopned to Earth's surface

t hrough certain secret caverns and fissures, and sorcerers have seen himin
Syria and bel ow the Bl ack Tower of Leng; fromthe Thang Grotto of Tartary he
has come ravening to bring terror and destructi on anong the pavilions of the
great Khan. Only by the Looped Cross, by the Vach-Viraj Incantation and by the
Ti kkoun Eli xir may he be driven back to the nighted caverns of hidden foul ness
where he dwel | et h.

Thus, as a protection against this Nyogtha, | could well understand the use of
the Vach-Viraj Incantation - but against the burrowers . . .? Crow expl ai ned
that he had used the chant at ny house because he believed all the Chul hu
Cycle Earth deities to be related, either physically or mentally, and that any
charm havi ng definite power against any one of them nmust be capable of at

| east sone influence over the others. Indeed, the i mediate effect of his -
occult? - renedies had been to clear my place (not to mention nmy mnd) of the
i nfl uences exerted through dreanms of Shudde-Mell or his deputies; which was
nore really than Crow had expected. However, he al so expl ained that he
bel i eved the chant and elixir to have no lasting strength, except against
Nyogt ha - who or whatever he may be! - but he has never explained to nme just
what further 'protections' there are about Bl owne House. | suspect, though
that these are far superior to any signs, sigils, runes, or cantrips of which
| amever likely to beconme aware.

The next four days passed quickly at Henley, and were taken up mainly in
maki ng Seafree nore livable and in | ong think-tank sessions between Crow and
nmysel f on our various problenms. Had | not been around at that tine to supply

t he obvi ous words of exoneration, | believe Crow mi ght well have started to

bl ame hinself for Benthamis death. | pointed out that knowing as little of the
burrowers as we knew, which had been even less at the tine Crow | ast wote to
the Northerner, his advice to Benthamin the matter had been expert. In fact,

| ooki ng back on it, | was now surprised at the anount of tinme it had taken the
Cthoni ans (the name Crow eventually settled on for the subterranean spawn) to
seek Bentham out and deal with him Harden is not all that far from Al ston

Crow had insisted, however, that there had been a direct parallel - one which
he had m ssed in what, according to him had been tantamunt to crimna
negl ect .

He referred of course to Paul Wendy-Smith's di sappearance - that vani shnment
whi ch we now knew nust be laid at the door, or burrow, of the Cthonians -
follow ng that of his uncle, and which had occurred after the discovery of
their cigar-nmurdered infants by the Cthonians. It was all too apparent now
that one did not need to be in actual possession of those crystal spheres to
attract adults of the species. Having been in possession - even in close
contact - seemed reason enough to provoke hideous retaliation; which
expl ai ned, naturally, Crow s haste in getting hinmself out of Bl owne House and
both of us out of London in the first place! Too (I had realized i mediately),
this had been the el usive sonething flickering at the back of my mnd that

ni ght before the Cthonians first 'invaded ne; by token of which | knew that,
if blame existed at all, | must hold nyself equally to blane al ongsi de Crow.
The sinple fact that Paul Wendy-Sm th had never actually possessed the eggs,
but the C honians

had neverthel ess taken him should have nade itself apparent to both of us
sooner.

And yet, even in nmy houseboat on the Thanmes, which Crow had at first
procl ai med safe, over the last few days ny erudite friend had grown ever the



nore nervous and far from happy regardi ng our continued well-being. The
Cthoni ans could still find us, or so he seened to believe, through dreans. In
this, as in so many things, Crow proved to be absolutely correct.

Because of the possibility of our eventual discovery, we had early decided
that our first task would be to see if we could find any positive
counterspells (Crow referred to themas 'devices' - | preferred to think in
the old 'magic' terms) against an attack. We could not, after all, remain on
t he houseboat indefinitely; in fact we had already taken to relaxing for an
hour or so each evening in the bar of a pub not one hundred yards away down
the river bank, well within sprinting distance of Seafree! In the furtherance
of this project | had given over nost of nmy time to correlating all the
witten know edge at ny disposal on the pentacle, the five-pointed Star of
Power, whose design had been originated by the Great Elder Gods in the
construction of their evil-inprisoning star-stones.

Now, to ny mind it is not surprising that nmuch is made of the pentacle or
pentagramin so-called 'cabalistic' works - the paperback junk which clutters
so many nodern bookstalls, supposedly culled fromthe great forbidden books -
but quite apart from such references |I found nmany disturbing tangenti al
allusions in fairly contenporary verse, in literature, even in art.

Adm ttedly, such works as contai ned these oblique or obscure references were
general ly by persons deeply attracted to things mysterious or nmacabre -
nmystics, mages, and usually (broadly speaking) persons gifted with rare

i magi nati ons and paradoxically outre insight - but neverthel ess the

'pentacl e theme' seened, at one tinme or another, to have captured the

i magi nati ons of an inordinately |arge nunber of these artistic people.

Ger hardt Schrach, the Westphalian phil osopher, has said: 'It fascinates nme ..
that such a perfect figure can be drawn with only five straight lines

five triangles, joined at their bases, where they form a pentagon .

perfectly pentameral . . . powerful . . . and fascinating!' It was Schrach
too, in his Thinkers Ancient and Mbdern, who pointed out for me the Httite
practice of spreading the fingers of one hand before the face of an eneny or
evil person and saying: 'The Star upon thee, Dark One!'’

- which was recogni zed as a certain protection against the evil intentions of
any person so confronted.

O her than Schrach and nany other contenporary witers and phil osophers, there
were al so a nunber of painters whose works, | knew, had fromtinme to tine
featured the star nmotif: noticeably Chandl er Davies in many of his designs for
Grotesque before that magazi ne fol ded; particularly his full-page bl ack and
white 'Stars and Faces', so strangely disturbing and horrific that it was now
initself a valuable collector's item WIIliamBlake too, the painter, poet,
and nystic, had not neglected the theme, and had used it strikingly in his
"Portrait of a Flea

- in which the central horror is actually prisoned by five-pointed stars! And
while | knew the point could be argued, still, remenbering Bl ake's stars,
found them disturbingly akin to my own nental picture of the star-stones of
anci ent Mar.

On the other hand, in Edmund Pickman Derby's book of nightmare lyrics,

Azat hoth and Qther Horrors, there was one clearly blatant reference to the
five-pointed star as a weapon against 'Geater Gods by far', whatever gods he
al l uded to; and such were the other many references to be discovered that |
soon found nyself interested in

nmy task al nost beyond the present requirenent.

It was on the fourth night, while | was making notes of this sort and trying
to find in themsone sort of order or clue, that Titus dozed off. He had been
wor ki ng hard all that day - not physical work but intense nmental concentration
- and had actually fallen asleep over his copy of the Cthaat Aquadi ngen. |
noticed the fact and snmiled. It was good that he should get some rest: | was
al ready fatigued nyself, both physically and nentally, and Crow had been
famliar with the problemfar |onger than I.

Shortly before midnight | too nmust have dozed off, for the first thing I knew



was that soneone was shouti ng.

It was Crow.

| came awake inmedi ately from nonstrous dreams (mercifully unremenbered
consi deri ng what was soon to cone), to find ny friend still asleep but |ocked
in the throes of nightnare.

He was sitting in his chair, his head forward on his fol ded arns where they
rested on the open Cthaat Aquad-ingen atop the snall table at which he had
been working. H's whole body was jerking and tw tching spasnodically and he
was shouting snatches of inconprehensible occult jargon. | hastened from ny
chair to waken him

"Eh? What ?' he gasped as | shook him 'Look out, de Marigny - they're here!’
He junped to his feet, shaking visibly, cold sweat glistening upon his face.

"They . . . they're . . . here?

He sat down again, still trenmbling, and poured hinself a glass of brandy. 'MW
God! What a nightmare, Henri! They've managed to get through to me this tine,
all right - picked ny brains clean, | inmagine. They'll know where we are now,
for sure.'

'The Cthonians? It was . . . then?' | breathl essly asked.

"Ch, yes! Definitely. And they nade no pretext, didn't bother to hide their
identity. | had the inpression they

were trying to tell me sonmething - attenpting to, well, bargain with me. Hah
That woul d be |like making a pact with all the devils of hell! And yet there
were tones of desperation, too, in the nmessages | received. Dammed if | know
what they could be frightened of. | sinply had the feeling that we're not
alone in all this, that reinforcements are being rushed up to the front, as it
were! Damed peculiar.’

"I don't follow you, Titus,' | said, shaking ny head. 'You' re being a bit
vague, you know.'
"Then |I'd best tell you all ny dream contained, Henri, and then we'll see what

you make of it," he replied.
"First off, there were no pictures, no visual hallucinations - which, it could

be argued, are what dreans are really made of - but nmerely . . . inpressions!
| was floating in a greyness, the col ourl ess substance of the subconscious
psyche, if you like, and these . . . inpressions . . . kept coming to nme. |

knew it was the Ct honians

- their thoughts, their mental sendings, are so very alien

- but I couldn't shut themout of ny mnd. They were telling me to stop
interfering, to let sleeping dogs lie. What do you nmake of that?

Before | could answer, even if | had an answer, he hurriedly continued:

"Then | got these fear-inpressions | nentioned, a nanel ess dread of sone
obscure, ill-defined possibility with which I was sonehow i nvol ved. | don't
know for sure, but | don't think it was intended that | should read these
fear-inpressions. I'ma fraction nore psychic than these horrors are used to,
| suspect - a fact well in our favour. But overall it was, | don't know, as if
they were trying to bribe nme! "Get out while you can, Titus Crow, and we'll

| eave you alone," sort of thing. "You don't have our eggs any nore and so
we're willing to lose interest in

you - provided you'll |eave us alone and not go neddling where you're not
want ed! "'

'"Then we're on the right track, Titus,' | broke in. 'W've got themworried!’
He | ooked at ne, nore under control now, and slowy grinned. 'It certainly
seens so, de Marigny, but | wish to God | knew what it is they're so worried
about! Still, as you say, we must be on the right track. It's good to know
that, at least. 1'd love to know, though, where Peaslee and the others fit in

"What's that, Titus? | asked. Again he had |ost ne.

"I"'msorry, Henri, of course you can't follow ne,' he quickly apol ogi zed. ' You
see, there were in these inpressions references - don't ask ne to clarify - to
Peasl ee and certain others; |ike Bernard Jordan, the skipper of one of those
seagoing drilling-rigs | was telling you about. He was a very |ucky nan,



according to my cuttings. The |lone survivor when his rig, Sea-Maid, went to
the bottom off Hunterby Head. And there was nention of soneone el se, soneone
I've never even heard of before. Hm' he nused, frowning. 'Now who on earth
is David Wnters? Anyway, | had the feeling that the Cthonians were far nore
afraid of these other chaps than they could ever be of ne! | was warned, in
effect, to keep away fromthese other people. Rather astonishing, really.
After all, |I've never nmet Professor Peaslee in the flesh, and I couldn't even
guess at where to begin | ooking for this Jordan chap. And as for David
Wnters, well. '

'"You were screanming, Titus,' | told him holding his shoulder. 'You were
shouting sonething or other which | couldn't quite make out. Now what was al
t hat about ?'

" Ah! That woul d have been ny denial, Henri. O course, | refused their
ultimatum | tried to throw spells at them particularly the Vach-Viraj
Incantation, to get themout of ny mind. But it didn't work. En masse, their
m nds were too strong for such sinple devices. They overcane themeasily.'

"Utimatun?' | questioned. 'There were . . . threats?
"Yes, and horrible threats,' he grimy answered. 'They told me - that they
woul d "show me their powers", in sone sort of way or other, which was when you

woke nme up. Anyway, they're not rid of me yet, not by a long shot, but we may
have to nove on fromhere. Three or four nore days is about as much tinme as we

can afford to stay, | should think, before moving on.'

"Yes,' | answered. 'Well, frankly, | couldn't nmove tonight at gunpoint. |'m
dead on nmy feet. Let's get sone sleep, if they'll let us, and make fresh pl ans
t onmorrow. '

For myself, | did get to sleep all right - | was quite 'dead on ny feet' - but
| can't speak for Titus Crow. | know that | seened in ny slunbers to hear his

voice, low and nmuttering, and that it seened a very long tinme before the
echoes of the Vach-Viraj Incantation and certain other runes of elder spheres
faded in the caves of ny subconscious.

Strangely, by noon the next day we were better settled in our mnds, as if the
know edge that the C honians had found something to fear in us had lifted
nmonentarily the bleak veil of strange dread, nervous tension and nental
fatigue that had been hangi ng over us.

It had not been difficult to reason out just why it had taken Shudde-Mell's
ni ght mare brothers so long to discover our hideaway. Up until the previous

ni ght, Crow had been using the Vach-Viraj Incantation and the Ti k-koun Elixir
nightly, when, at last, he had run out of the latter. Evidently the liquid

whi ch conpounded that strange and potent brew (I was later to | earn just what
it was) had had nmuch to do with keeping the Cthoni an dream sendi ngs and
-searchings at bay, Plainly, this late

deficiency in our defences had been sufficient to allow themto find our
subconsci ous minds and thus di scover our |ocation

Later it was to beconme plain why the know edge that our whereabouts was known
to the Cthonians did not panic us; why Crow s dream rather than startling us
into headlong flight, had served instead - after the initial shock - to calm
us down.

As it was, we reasoned that if the burrowers did indeed intend to nake an
attack, well, they still had the water of the river to conbat, and in any case
they were unlikely to attenpt anything in the daylight hours. The obvi ous
trick, if the Cthonians could manage it, would be to lure us from Seafree of
an evening after dark, an eventuality agai nst which we nade precautionary
plans. At last |light each evening, until we left the houseboat for good, we
woul d sinply |lock the cabin-cum sl eeper door (equipped with a stout padl ock on
the inside), and, since | seemed nore susceptible to the dream sendi ngs of the
Ct honi ans, Crow woul d keep the key. It now seens amazing to ne that once again
we both failed to see a parallel which, obvious as it should have been, proved
us both totally at fault in our reasoning; sinply that Paul \Wendy-Snmith had
been taken in daylight, or dusk at the very |latest! However, our plan, faulty
as it was, nmeant that we would have to deny oursel ves the occasional evening



triptothe dd MII Inn

Now, | don't want to give the inpression that we two were al coholics - though
we m ght have had very good reasons to becone such - but Crow did like his
brandy of a night, and | am not averse to a noggin nyself. W had al ready
stocked up with provisions for a fortnight, and so deci ded we had best do the
same regarding liquid refreshments. Wth this in mnd we decided on | unch at
the dd MIIl Inn, when we woul d al so purchase a bottle or two.

Qur timng was perfect, for we had no sooner seated ourselves in the
snoke-room when t he ex- Guardsman proprietor cane over to our table. W had of
course net him before, but on this occasion he introduced hinself properly and
Crow reci procated on our behal f.

"Ah! So you are M Crow Well, that saves ne a wal k down to the houseboat."
"Ch?' Crow s interest picked up. 'Did you want to see me, then? Do sit down,
M Selby. WIIl you join us in a drink?

The huge proprietor thanked us, went over to the bar and poured hinself a

hal f-pint froma bottle, then returned with his glass and sat down. 'Yes,' he

began, 'l had a tel ephone call for you this norning - very garbled and hard to
understand - from someone who was checki ng on your being here. Told nme you'd
be using the houseboat Seafree. | said | wasn't sure of your nanmes, but that

there were two gentl emen on the houseboat.'
'Did he say who he was?' Puzzled as to who m ght know of our whereabouts,

got the question in before Crow. | could see that ny friend was equally at a
| oss.

"Yes, sir,' he answered nme. 'l wote his name down on a scrap of paper. Here
we are.' He dug into his waistcoat pocket. 'Said he'd drop in on you this
evening - if you were still here. The conversation was a bit confused, but I

gat hered he was calling froma booth sonewhere nearby. Anything wong, sir?
Titus had taken the slip of paper and read it. His already tired face, at a
stroke, had gone deathly white. H s hands shook violently as he passed ne the
slip. I took it fromhimand snoothed it down on the tabletop

| took a sip at ny drink - and then choked on it as the meani ng of what was
scrawl ed on the paper finally drove hone!

It was, as Sel by had said, sinply a nane:

Amery Wendy- Sni t h!

Not from H s Charnel C ay

(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)

Al'l afternoon and until 10:30 that night - earlier on deck, later in the Iight
of a paraffin-lamp in the cabin - Crow and | talked in awed whi spers on the
fantastic vistas opened by the totally unpredictable 'nessage’ we had received
at the inn.

It nmade no difference that all day |long the sun had

bl azed roastingly down on the river fromthe glorious

June sky, or that small river-craft had been purring

upstream and down by the dozen while | overs wal ked on

t he green banks and waved to us at our nooring. For us

t he physical warnmth of the sun had been chilled by the

fearful know edge of that horror which |urked deep

beneat h Engl and' s uni que green; and though the songs of

the birds and the | aughter of the couples had been | oud

enough, we had tal ked, as | have said, in hushed whi spers.

For Crow had nade no bones of his firmbelief that Sir

Amery was indeed dead, and that therefore this |atest

. mani festation . . . was nothing | ess than anot her

ganbit of the Cthonians. Had there been a third player in

our game - that is, someone who |Iike Crow and nysel f

knew of the dreadful activities of the burrowers beneath

- then we night have been able to lay the blane for this

| at est shock at that person's feet; but there was no one.

In any case, the tel ephone call would have been a pretty

gruesone | eg-pull.



And of course Crow was absolutely right in his assertion. He had to be. The
unknown cal l er could not possibly be Sir Anery Wendy-Smith; | knew that as
soon as | was able to give the matter a little reasonabl e thought. Wy,

Sir Arery had been anything but a young man back in 1937. Now? He woul d be
well on his way towards his centenary! Few nen live so |long, and fewer stil
manage to |live and hide thensel ves away, for no apparent reason, for over a
third of their century!

No, | was as sure as Titus Crow that this was sinply another ruse of the

Ct honi ans. How they had pulled it off was another matter. Crow had pondered
the possibility (very briefly), that his cl osest nei ghbour, an ecclesiastica
doctor who lived a hundred yards or so from Bl owne House, m ght have been
responsi ble for the stunning 'nmessage'; for apparently he had given the good
reverend our forwardi ng address prior to |eaving Bl owne House. He had al so
asked this same gentleman to accept transferred tel ephone calls for him which
had been agreed, but had warned himto divul ge our whereabouts only to bona
fida persons. It seened that the doctor had assisted himon a nunber of
ticklish occasions before. But this tine not even that worthy had known of
Crow s reason for rushing off to Henley, and he had probably never even heard
of Sir Amery Wendy-Smith. In fact, no one knew of our reason for being at
Henl ey - except, since last night, the Cthonians thensel ves!

And yet, what could the burrowers possibly hope to gain fromso transparent a
pl oy? This was a question | had put to ny friend, to which he had answered:

"Well, Henri, | think we'd better ask "how' before we ask "why" - | like to
see the whol e picture whenever it's possible. |'ve been giving it sone

t hought, though, and it seems to ne that our phantomtel ephone caller rnust be
a person "under the influence" of the Cthonians. | inmagine they must have such

- assistants, a point we'd best | ook out for in the future. W' ve been
thinking in terms of horror and hideous death at the hands - the tentacles -
of nonstrous subterranean bei ngs, but we can just as easily

di e from gunshot wounds! Now then, taking all that into account, we can ask
oursel ves why did the Cthonians use so transparent a ploy, as you had it, and
| believe I know

the answer.' For once | foresaw his conclusion: 'l think | see what
you're getting at.'
1 O,]?I

'Yes. W've both stated over the |last few days that we think we're pretty safe
here on the houseboat, though you have had your doubts. Now, just suppose that
They think so too; that They can't touch us physically while we're here. Wy,
t he obvi ous solution would be to get us out of here, scare us into abandoning
the boat and taking to dry

[ and!"

"Right," he answered. 'And this inpossible telephone call serves as a second
persuasion, to follow up the warning dreamthe Chonians sent me |ast night.
Go on, de Marigny.'

"Well, that's it!" | cried. 'That's all there is to it. Follow ng your dream
this message - which we know nmust have its origin with the Cthonians - was
sinmply to give their warning substance; to let us know that we're far from
safe here, and that our best bet is to -' 'To get the hell out of it?" 'Yes.'
'So what do you suggest?

'That we stay right where we are!’

"Yes,' he answered, 'and that's exactly what we're going

to do! It begins to | ook nore and nore to ne as though

we're as safe here as we can be. As you say, this makes

the second Cthonian attenpt to get us away fromthe

river - which is, | agree, a damm good reason for us to

stay put! So, for the time being at |least, we'll stay. W

have at |east two weapons against them the river and the

Vach-Viraj Incantation.' He frowned thoughtfully. 'W

shoul d have nore of the Tikkoun Elixir shortly, by the way, if the Reverend
Harry Townl ey keeps his prom se. Townl ey's the neighbour | told you about. He



said he'd send nme on a supply; and he's never let ne down before.’

' The Reverend Townl ey?' | frowned. "The Ti kkoun Elixir . . . ?'

The answer slotted itself neatly into place in ny mnd. 'You nmean that the
elixir is -'

'Yes, of course,' he answered, nodding his head, surprise showing on his face.
"Hadn't | nmentioned it before? He tossed ne the enpty vial, the contents of

whi ch had been used so well. 'Ch, yes! Holy Water, what el se? W know al ready
of Shudde-Mell's hatred of water, so naturally water which carries in
addition a blessing - well, it's potent against many a horror besides the
Cthoni ans, believe ne!l’

" And how about the Looped Cross?' | asked, renenbering the three forces potent

agai nst Nyoghtha as delineated in the Necronom con. 'Does the Crux Ansata

i ndeed have sinilar powers?

"I believe so, yes, to a degree. | had neant to nmention it to you earlier

| ast ni ght when you were working on the star-stone theme. Wat do you have,
Henri, if you break the loop at the top of the Crux Ansata?

| pictured the inmage his words conjured in ny nmind -then snapped ny fingers.
"Way! A synbol with five extremties, a crude representation of the El der
Sign, the prisoning star of the Cthul hu Cycle of nyth!'

"I ndeed, and the | ooped Tau Cross in O den Khemwas al so a synbol of power -
and a great synbol of generation! It was the Ankh, Henri! The very word neans
"soul" or "life" - a protection of life and soul. Ch, yes, | should certainly
believe that the Crux Ansata has power.' He grinned wanly, i rather think

t hough, from your ques-

tion, that your powers of observation can't be all that they

used to be.' 'Eh? How do you nean?' | asked suspiciously, a trifle
daunt ed.
"Way, if you | ook, you'll see!' he replied. 'On our first day here | nailed a

tiny silver Crux Ansata to the door!"’

For a nonent, despite our situation and the seriousness of our conversation, |
bel i eved Crow was having nme on. | had noticed no such thing. |I got up quickly
and crossed to the cabin door, opening it to peer at its contours in the gl ow
of the deck- and cabin-lights. Sure enough, Crow s Looped Cross was there, at
the very top of the door.

| had just turned back into the cabin, an exclamation of admration on ny
lips, when the snell hit me. | say "hit' me, and in all truth the cliche is
quite void of exaggeration, for a positively vile stench was issuing from
somewher e behind ne on the m dni ght-black bank of the river. There cane
footfalls .

Crow must have snelled it, too, and perhaps he heard the soft sounds fromthe

qui et river bank. | saw himout of the corner of nmy eye as he jerked to his
feet, his face pale in the flaring light, and then |I concentrated on the
dar kness outside. | crouched there in the door, peering with bul ging, fearful

eyes into the shadows beyond the

rail ed gangway.

Sonet hi ng noved there, a shape; and a low, clotted cough sounded - which was
followed by a guttural, barely

hurman voi ce!

"Ah, | see you'renot . . . glug . . . expecting me, ny friend! Didn't you get
nmy nmessage, then?

| fell back as this reeking, awfully shadowed figure swayed up the gangpl ank
'Please turn down the light, sir,' the clotted voice continued, '"and for CGod's
sake ... glug . . . have no fear of ne. Al will be explained."’

"Who - ?' | gulped, ny voice barely audible. 'Wat - ?'

"Sir Arery Wendy-Snith - or at least his mind - at your service, sir. And
woul d you be Titus Crow, or are you . . . glug . . . Henri-Laurent de

Mari gny?'

| fell back even nore as the man-shaped, stinking bl ack shadow stepped slowy
closer; and then Crow s arm swept ne aside and back into the cabin as he took
nmy place at the door. In his hand he held ny pistol, which had once bel onged



to Baron Kant.
"Stop right there!" he called out harshly, brokenly, to the black figure, now
nore than hal fway up the gangpl ank. 'You can't be Wendy-Smith - he's dead!’

"My body, sir - the body | used to have - is dead, yes . . . glug . . . but ny
mnd |ives on; at least for a little while longer! | sense that you are Titus
Crow. Now, please turn down the deck-light . . . glug. . . and the lanmp in
the cabin, and let nme talk to you.'

"This gun,' Crow countered, his voice shaking, 'fires silver bullets. | don't
know what you are, but | believe | can destroy you!'

"My dear . . . glug . . . sir, | have prayed for destruction!' The figure took
anot her lurching step forward. 'But before you . . . glug . . . attenpt to
grant me any such nmerciful release, at least let me tell you what | was sent
to tell - let ne deliver Their warning! And in any case, neither your gun, nor
the Crux Ansata there on the door, not even your elixirs or ... glug

chants can inmmbilize this body. It is the stuff of which Chulhu hinself is
made, or very close to it! Now. . .' The clotted, al nbst sl opping voice grew
nmore articul ate, speeding up in sone sort of hideous hysteria: 'For God's
sake, will you let me deliver the message | was sent to deliver?

"Crow,' | nervously blurted, ny hand trenmbling on his shoulder, "what is it?

Wiat in hell is it?

I nstead of answering me, he | eaned out of the door to

turn down the wick of the Ianp we had hung near the head of the gangpl ank. He
left the very smallest flane glowing there in the dark. The shadow becanme an
i nky nanel essness swayi ng al nost rhythm cal ly on t he

gangpl ank. 'Titus!' | gasped, almpst rigid with dread. 'By all that's
holy - are you trying to get us Trilled?
"Not a bit of it, Henri,' he whispered, his shaky voice belying its nessage,

"but I want to hear what this - thing - has to say. Do as you're bid. Turn
down the | anp!’

"What ?' | backed away fromhis figure framed in the doorway, alnost willing to
believe that the strain of the |last few days had been too much for him
'"Please!'" the guttural voice of the vile-snelling thing on the gangpl ank cane
again as its owner took another lurching step forward. 'Please, there is
little enough tinme as it is. They won't let ... glug . . . this body hold

t oget her nmuch | onger!"’

At that Crow turned, thrusting me aside and hurrying to the paraffin-lanmp to
dimits hissing glare. This done, he placed a chair near the door and stepped
back as the stars in the night sky were blotted out by the bulk of the

nanel ess speaker when it appeared in the doorway. Stunblingly it half sat,
half fell into the chair. There was a quite audi bl e squel ching sound as its
contours noul ded to the wooden frane.

By this time | had backed up to the bunks. Crow had perched hinself on the
smal | desk, feet firmy on the floor. He | ooked very brave in the dim
flickering light, but I preferred to believe he sat there because his |egs
were no | onger capable of holding himup! Not a bad idea. | sat down abruptly
on a | ower bunk.

"Here,' my friend whispered, 'you' d better have this if you're so nervous. But
don't use it - not unless you have to!' He tossed Kant's pistol over to ne.
'"Please listen.' The noddi ng bl ackness on the chair spoke again, its stench
wafting all about the cabin in thick gusts, blown by the warm breeze fromthe

open door. '|I have been sent by Them by the horrors beneath, to deliver a
message . . . glug . . . and to let you see what hell is |ikel They have sent
me to - '

'"Do you mean Shudde-Mell?" Crow cut in, his voice a trifle stronger
"Indeed.' The horror nodded. 'At least, by his brothers, his children.’

"What are you?' | found nysel f asking, hypnotized. 'You're not a ... man!'
"I was a man.' The shape in the chair seened to sob, its |lunpy outline noving
in the flickering shadows. 'l was Sir Arery Wendy-Snith. Now | amonly his

mnd, his brain. But you nmust listenl It is only Their power that holds ne
together - and even They . . . glug . . . cannot keep this shape solid nuch



| onger!"
'"Go on,' Crow said quietly, and I was astonished to discover a strange -

conpassion? - in his voice.
"This, then, is Their message. | am Their nessenger and | bear witness to the
truth of what They have to say. It is this: If you |l eave well enough al one, as
of now, They will let you go in peace. They will bother you no nore, neither
in dreans nor in your waking nonents. They will [ift all ... enchantnents

glug . . . fromyour nminds. If you persist - then in the end They will take
you, and will do with you what They have done with ne!’
"And what was that?' | asked in awed tones, still trenmbling violently, peering

at the horror in the chair.

For while the voice of - Wendy-Smith? - had been speaking, | had all owed
nmysel f the luxury of sinultaneous concentration, taking in all that was said
but thinking equally clearly on other matters, and now | found nyself
straining to see the thing in the chair nore clearly.

It | ooked as though our visitor was clad in a large black overcoat, turned up
about his neck, and it | ooked, too, as if he nmust have something covering his
head - which perhaps accounted for the clotted, distorted quality of his voice
- for I had caught not a glinpse of any whiteness to suggest a face there atop
the oddly lunpy body. My mind, | discovered, allowed freely to ponder ot her
things, had trenmbled on the verge of a nental chasm the mad observations of

Abdul Al hazred in his Necronom con as reported by JoachimFeery: '. . . Til
out of corruption horrid life springs, and the dull scavengers of Earth wax
crafty to vex it and swell nonstrous to plague it. . .' | hastily brought ny
wandering m nd back under

control.

The thing in the chair - which had allegedly been a nman - was answering ny
guestion, telling what it was that the Cthonians had done to him what they
would do to Crow and me if we refused to do as they ordered.

'"They . . . glug . ' the clotted voi ce gobbled, 'They destroyed ny body -
but kept nmy brain alive! They housed ny nmind in a living envel ope of Their
manuf acture; a shapel ess, immobile mass of filth; but with veins and

glug . . . capillaries, and a heart of sorts - with all the nachi nery needed
to keep a human mind alive! Don't ask ne how They . . . glug-glug . . . did
it. But They've had practice, over the centuries.'

"Go on,' Crow pronpted when the horror that housed Wendy-Snith's m nd paused
"Way did they keep your

brain alive?

"So that They could . . . glug . . . mlk it, drain off its knowl edge bit by
bit. I was known as a |l earned man, gentlenmen. |... glug-glug . . . had
know edge of all sorts of things. Know edge which They wanted. And ny
know edge was i medi ately to hand. They didn't have to ... glug . . . enploy

dreans to get what They wanted.'
' Knowl edge?' | pronpted, steadier now 'Wat sort of know edge? What did they
want to know?'

' GQug . . . locations. The locations of mnes -especially inoperative
mnes - like those at Harden and Greetham Drilling operations, |like the

Yor kshire Moors Project and the North-Sea search for gas and oil. Details of
city and town populations . . . glug ... of scientific progress in atomcs,
and - '

"Atom cs?' Crow again cut in. "Wy atom cs? And another thing - Harden has
only becone inoperative since your . . . transition. And in your day there was

no North-Sea search in progress; nor was there a Yorkshire Mors Project.
You're |lying!'

"No, no ... glug ... | nention these things because they are the nodern
counterparts of details They wanted at that time. | have only | earned of these
| ater devel opnents through Their minds. They are in constant contact. Even now
"And atomi cs?' Crow repeated, apparently satisfied for the monent with the
initial answer.



"I can't answer that. | only . . . glug . . . know what They are interested

in, not why. Over the years They have drained it all fromny mnd. Al | know,
everything. Now | have nothing . . . glug . . . that They are interested in
glug . . . and this is the end. | thank God!' The horror in the chair

paused. Its swayi ng and noddi ng becane wilder in the flickering light.
"Now | nust be ... going.'
' Going? But where?' | babbled. 'Back to - Then?'

"No . . . glug, glug, glug . . . not back to Them That is all ... glug
over. | feel it. And They are angry. | have said too much. A few mnutes nore
and I'lIl be ... glug . . . free!' The pitiful horror clinbed slowmy to its

feet, sloping somehow to one side, stunbling and barely managing to keep its
bal ance.
Titus Crow, too, started to his feet. 'Wait, you can help us! You must know
what they fear. W need to know. We need weapons agai nst thenl'
"dug, glug, glug - no time - They have rel eased Their control over this
glug . . . body! The protoplasmis

glug, glug, ggglug . . . falling apart! I'msorry, Crow
. gluggg, aghhh ... I'msorry."'
Now the thing was collapsing in upon itself and waves of nobnstrous, venonous
fetor were issuing fromit. It was swaying fromside to side and stunbling to
and fro, visibly spreading at its base and thinning at its top, nmelting |like
an icicle beneath the blast of a bl owt orch.

"Atom cs, yes! dugggg, urghhh, achhh-achhh! You may be ... gl uggg

right! Ludwig Prinn, on ... gluggg-ughhh ... on Azathoth!'

The stench was now intol erable. Fumes of bl ack vapour were actually pouring
fromthe staggering, nelting figure by the open door. |I followed Crow s | ead,

hastily cramm ng a handkerchief to ny nose and nmouth. The horror's | ast words
- a gurgled shriek - before it collapsed in upon itself and sl oped across the
pl anki ng of the floor, were these:

"Yes, Crow . . . glarghhh, arghhh, urghhh . . . look to Prinn's De Verms
Mysteriis!'

In a mtter of seconds then, there was nmerely a spreading stain on the floor -
but, God help me, within the pattern of that stain was a hideously suggestive

[ unp!

A human brain in an alien, protoplasnc body!

| was paralysed, | don't mind admtting it, but Crow had | eaped into action
Al ready the paraffin-lanmp was back to full power, filling the cabin wth

[ight, and suddenly ny friend s commands were echoing in nmy ears:

"Qut, de Marigny. Qut on to the gangplank. The stench is positively

poi sonous!' He half pushed nme, half dragged nme out through the door and into
the clean night air. | sat

down on the gangpl ank and was sick, horribly sick, into the obscenely
chuckling river.

Crow, though, however affected he was or had been by the occurrences of the

| ast hal f hour, had quickly regained control of hinself. | heard the latticed
cabin wi ndows being thrown open, heard Crow s strangl ed coughi ng as he noved
about in the noisone interior, heard his footsteps and | aboured breathing as
he cane out on deck and crossed to the other side to fling sonething -

somet hi ng whi ch splashed loudly - into the flow ng river.
Too, as ny sickness abated, | heard himdrawi ng water and the sounds of his
swilling down the cabin floor. | thanked ny lucky stars | had not, as had once

been ny intention, had the cabin carpeted! A fresh breeze had sprung up to
assist greatly in renoving fromthe Seafree the poisonous taint of our
visitor, and by the tine | was able to get back on ny feet it was plain that

t he houseboat woul d soon be back to nornal.

It was then, just before mdnight, as Crow came back on deck in his shirt

sl eeves, that a taxi pulled up on the river path level with the gangpl ank
Crow and | watched as the passenger alighted with a |large briefcase and as, in
the glow fromthe rear lights, a suitcase was taken fromthe boot. Plainly I



heard the newconer's voice as he paid his fare:

"I thank you very much. They're in, | see, so there'll be no need to wait.'
There was the nerest trace of cultured, North American accent to that
dignified voice, and I saw the puzzled | ook on Crow s face deepen as the
second visitor of that fateful night nmade his way carefully to the foot of the
gangpl ank. The taxi pulled away into the night.

"Hello, there,' the newconer called as he stepped up the sloping wal kway
towards us. 'M Titus Crow, | believe - and M Henri-Laurent de Marigny?

As he cane into the light | saw an elderly gentleman whose grey hair went well
with his intelligent, broad-browed head and wi de, searching eyes. His clothes,
| saw, were cut in the npst conservative American style.

'You have us at a disadvantage, sir,' said Crow, carefully holding out his
hand in greeting.

" Ah, of course.' The stranger smled. 'Please forgive nme. W've never net, you
and I, but we've found a nunmber of occasions in the past on which to
correspond!’

For a nonent ny friend' s frown deepened even further, but then the |ight of
recognition suddenly lit in his eyes and he gasped as he gripped the other's
hand nore firmy. 'Then you'll be -'

' Peasl ee,' the newconer said. 'Wngate Peaslee of Mskatonic, and I'm
delighted to nake your acquai ntance.'

8 Peasl ee of M skatonic

(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)

Never before in ny life had | experienced a night of such revelation

Peasl ee had flown in from Anerica as soon as he got Ctow s first letter
setting out fromthe university in Arkham even before the arrival of the eggs,
whi ch woul d now be put to certain as yet unspecified uses in Anerica. Upon his
arrival in London, he had tried to get in touch with Crow by tel ephone,
eventual ly contacting the Reverend Harry Townl ey. But even then he had had to
present hinself at the reverend' s residence, with such credentials as he had
with him before he could [earn of Crow s whereabouts. Qur ecclesiastica
doctor friend was not one to neglect a trust!

"Solid as a rock,' Crow said when he heard this. 'Good old Harry!

Once the reverend had cl eared Peasl ee, then he had told the professor of ny
own involvenment in Crow s 'mysterious' activities. Though one of his prine
objectives in journeying to England was to see Crow, he was not displ eased at
nmy presence or at ny participation in nmy friend' s adventures. He had heard
much of ny father -the Great New Ol eans nystic, Etienne-Laurent de Mar-igny -
and assumed correctly fromthe beginning that much of the paterna

personality, particularly the | ove of obscure and macabre nysteries, had
rubbed of f on ne.

He had come, he told us, anong other things to wel come us into the nenbership
of an organization, or rather, a 'Foundation', the Wl marth Foundati on. The
direction of this unofficial institute was under Peaslee's own control - his
and that of an adm nistrative board forned by certain of M skatonic's ol der
nore experienced professors - and the Foundation's formati on proper had been
initiated after the untinely death of the sage for whomit was nanmed. Its
prime aimwas to carry out the work that old Wl nmarth, before his death, had
stated he wi shed to commence.

Peasl ee recogni zed i medi ately and was amazed at Crow s erudition regarding
the Cthul hu Cycle of nyth (mne to a | esser degree); and, once Titus had
nmentioned themin conversation, pressed himfor details of his prophetic
dreans. It appeared he knew of other men with Crow s strange brand of
'vision'; a sommanbul ant psyche, as it were! But the professor's own

revel ations were by far the night's nost astounding, and his fascinating
conversation was to carry us well into the early hours of the next day.

Bef ore he woul d even begin to explain in detail, however, his unforeseeable
arrival at the houseboat, seeing our obvious state of distress, he demanded to
know all that had passed since the Harden eggs canme into Crow s hands. In the
earlier occurrences of the night in particular, Peaslee was interested - not



in any norbid sense or out of grotesque curiosity, but because this was a
facet of the Cthonians of which he knew nothing: their ability to preserve the
identity of their victimby prisoning the brain in living tissues of their own
construction. He carefully nmade notes as we told himof our awful, pitiful
visitor, and only when he knew the nost mnute of the horrific details was he
sati sfied.

Then, and with considerable attention to detail - if occasionally prodded by
our eager questions - he told us of the Wlmarth Foundation; of its inception
at the deat hbed of his one-tine conpanion in dark and | egend-

ary arcana; of its resultant recruitnent of scores of dedicated nmen - the
"horror-hunters' as foreseen by Sir Arery Wendy-Smith - and of their now

al nrost worl dwi de organi zation aimed at the ultimte destruction of all the
extant Cthul hu Cycle deities.

But before | go into Peaslee's fantastic disclosures too deeply, | feel |
shoul d make plain the truly astonishing sensations of relief enjoyed both by
Titus Crow and nysel f fromthe nonent the professor set foot aboard Seafree.

If | had thought before that Crow had 'freed” me with his chantings and

spl ashings on that norning when the Cthonians had held ne in their nental
grasp - well, what was | to nake of this new and fuller feeling of nmental and
physi cal freeness? The harsh lines on the face of Titus Crow lifted in |ess
than half an hour, his unaccustomed nervousness gave way to an al nost euphoric
gayness quite out of character even in his lightest noments; and as for nyself
- why, | had not known such sheer joie de vivre for years, for |onger than |
could remenber, and this despite ny surroundings and the horror they had known
only a few short hours earlier. Wthout Peaslee's explanation for this nental
uplifting - which did not come, except as a hint, until later - it was far
from obvi ous whence these sensations sprang. He did eventually clear up the
matter for us (after ny friend and I had remarked once or tw ce upon this
remar kabl e and sudden exhilaration) with an expl anation both enlightening and
gratifying. At last, it seemed, Crow and | were to have the penultimate
protecti on agai nst the Chonians, and agai nst their mnd- and dream sendi ngs.
For alt hough we had not known it, even with Crow s expert use of the
Vach-Viraj Incantation and the Ti kkoun Elixir, the Chonian nmastery of dreans
and subconscious mnd and nental telepathy had still held over us at |east the
echoes of their evil influence. Only the El der Gods thensel ves had ultimte
power - and, even if it were known how, what nan woul d dare conjure then?
Wul d they even permit such a conjuring? Everyone, Peaslee had it, was subject
to the influence of the forces of evil to one degree or another, but there was
a solution to such noods and states of psychic depression. W were, as | have
said, later to learn what that sol ution was.

The professor's reason for comng to England, as he had already hal f stated,
was not wholly to invite Titus Crow into the conmpany of the Wlmarth
Foundation; but on receipt of Crows letter he had realized at once that its
aut hor desperately needed his help - his imediate help, if it was not to be
Wendy-Snith and Wlmarth all over again!

He expl ai ned how Professor Albert NN Wlmarth, long interested in and an
authority on Fortian and macabre occurrences, especially those connected with
the Cthul hu Cycle of nyth, had died quietly following a long illness many
years ago. At the height of this illness Wendy-Smth was sending Wl marth
inmploring telegrans - telegrans which, because of his comatose condition at
the tine, the ailing professor was never able to answer! On his parti al
recovery and not |long before his relapse, slow decline, and eventual death, he
had bl anmed his English coll eague's nonstrous dem se on hinmself. Then, while he
was able, WIlmarth had gathered to himall references available in literature
to the subterranean beings of the Cthul hu Cycle. Upon receipt of a copy of the
Wendy- Smith manuscript (before its first publication in alleged 'fiction'
form, he had taken it upon hinself to formthe nucleus of that Foundation

whi ch now secretly spanned the greater part of the Earth. Shortly thereafter
he di ed.

Peasl ee told us of the Foundation's early years, of the scepticismw th which



Wl mrth's posthunous report was at first met, of the subsequent explorations,
scientific

experiments, and researchi ng which had gone to prove the elder 'eccentric's'
theories, and of the gradual buildup of a dedicated arny. Now there were

al nrost five hundred of them- men in every walk of life, who, having chanced
upon nmani festations of subterranean horror or other signs of alien presences,
were nenbers of the Wl marth Foundation - a body sworn to protect its

i ndi vi dual menbers, to secretly seek out and destroy all the elder evils of
Avernus, to renove for ever fromthe Earth the ancient taint of Cthulhu
Yog- Sot hot h, Shudde-M ell, Nyogtha, Yibb-Tstll, and all the others of the
deities, their mnions, and spawn.

The great occult books had early been researched, studied endlessly by sincere
and single-mnded nmen until each clue, every pointer, all references and

al l usi ons were known to the horror-hunters by heart - and then the hunt had
begun in earnest.

But before all this had got under way those Denbgor-gons of the nythol ogy, the
Ct honi ans, had spread into many areas (although Africa was still their true
stronghol d), until the spawn of Shudde-Mell was seeded far and w de,

t hroughout all Asia, Europe, Russia, even China and Tibet. Finally, as lately
as 1964, and against all the efforts of the Wl narth Foundation, the Americas
t hemsel ves had been invaded. Not that this invasion constituted the first
deal i ngs of these beings of elder nyth and their mnions with the Americas. On
the contrary; the United States particularly - and especially the New Engl and
seaboard - had known diverse fornms of the horrors many tinmes, and Their
presence in the doned hills and wooded vall eys of that area was i menorially
recorded and predated the very Indians and their forebears. This was the first
time, however, that Shudde-Mell's kind had gained a foothold upon (or rather
within) the North Anerican | andnass!

Crow had found this invasion just a fraction too hard to understand, unti
Peasl ee rem nded himof the Cthonian ability to get into the mnds of nen.
There were, beyond a doubt, people tenporarily and even permanently in the
enpl oy of the burrowers beneath - usually nen of weak character or |ow
breedi ng and nental characteristics -and such persons had transported eggs to
the United States for the further propagation of the horrors! These nental

sl aves of the Cthonians had, on a nunber of occasions, attenpted to infiltrate
t he Foundation - had even tried to get inside Mskatonic University itself.

But again the as yet unspecified 'protections' of Foundation nmenbers had been
sufficient to ward off such deluded men. After all, their mnds were in effect
the m nds of the Cthonians, and therefore that sane power which worked agai nst
all Cthulhu Cycle deities worked agai nst them

The main trouble in dealing with Shudde-Mell's sort (Peaslee was quite
matter-of-fact in his treatnent of the thene) was that any nethod used agai nst
them coul d nore often than not only be used once. Their telepathic contact

wi th one another - and, indeed, with others of the nythol ogy - was of course

i nst ant aneous. This nmeant that should a neans be enployed to destroy one nest
of the creatures, then it was nore than likely that the other nests knew of it
i medi ately and woul d avoid any such simlar treatnent. Thanks to M skatonic's
techni cal theorists, researchers, and experinentalists, however, an as yet
untried plan had been formulated to destroy certain of the earth-dwelling
types of the CCD (Peasl ee's abbreviation for Cthul hu Cycle deities) w thout
alerting other of the horrors. This plan was now schedul ed for use both in
Engl and as well as Anmerica. Preparations had al ready been made for the initial
Ameri can experinment, which would now have to be delayed until arrangenents
could be made for a simultaneous attack upon the Cthonian

nests of Britain. Crow and |, as nenbers of the WImarth Foundation, would see
the results of this project.

Whil e the professor was sketching in the details of these facts for us, |
could see Crow growing nore restl ess and eager to speak by the second. Sure
enough, as soon as Peasl ee paused for a breath, he put in: 'Then there are
known ways of killing these things?



"Certainly, ny friends' - the professor |ooked at us both

- "and if your minds hadn't been so fogged over these |ast few weeks |I'm sure
you woul d have di scovered some of themfor yourselves. Mst of the

earth-dwel ling types -such as Shudde-Mell and his lot - can be done away with
simply by the use of water. They corrode, rot, and evaporate in water. Their

i nternal organs break down and their pressure-mechani sims cease to
function. Their nmakeup is nore alien than you can possibly imgine. A
sustained jet of water, or inmersion for any appreciable length of tinme, is
quite fatal; and there's damm little left to | ook at afterwards! It's strange,
| know, that Shudde-Mell's ultimate striving is towards freeing Geat Chul hu
- which the Foundation, in Wendy-Smith's footsteps, believes - for Cthul hu
woul d appear essentially to be the greatest of the water-elementals. The fact
of the matter is, though, that R 1yeh once stood on dry |and, possibly has on
a nunber of occasions, and that the ocean now forms the very walls of

Cthul hu's prison. It is the water, thank God, that keeps down his nobnstrous
dream send-ings to a bearable level. Even so, you' d be surprised how nany
inmates of the world's lunatic asylunms owe their confinenent to the nmad cal

of Cthul hu. O course, dreaming as he is in Deep R Iyeh - wherever that
hel i sh submarine city of distant aeons hides - he is served in his slunbers
by Dragons and the Deep Ones; but these in the main are creatures nore truly
of the great waters. Water is their el enent.

"Cthulhu in fact lives, then?" Crow asked

' Mbst assuredly. There are some occultists who believe himto be dead, | am
told, but -’
"That is not dead which can eternal lie . "' Crow finished for him quoting

the first line of Al hazred' s much di scussed coupl et.

'Exactly,' Peasl ee agreed.

"I know a different version of it," | said.

' Ch?' The professor cocked his head at ne.

""That which is alive hath known death, and that which is dead yet can never
die, for inthe Crcle of the Spirit life is naught and death is naught. Yea,
all things live for ever, though at times they sleep and are forgotten."

Crow raised his eyebrows in question, but before he could speak | said: 'From
the ninth chapter of H Rider Haggard's She, fromthe |lips of a hideous
phoenix in a dream'

"Ah, but you'll find many allusions and parallels in fiction, Henri,' Peaslee
told me. 'Particularly in that type of fiction so marvellously typified in
Haggard. | suppose you could say that Ayesha was a fire-elenental .’
' Tal king of elenentals' - Crow entered the conversation

"you say that many of the earth-types rot in water. Now, you say it as if
you'd actually seen such a ... a dissolution

- but how can you be so sure?

' Di ssol ution, you say. Hmm ' Peaslee nmused. 'No, nore an incredibly rapid
catabolism | would say. And yes, | have seen such a thing. Three years ago we
hat ched an egg at M skat pni c'

"What?' Crow cried. 'Wasn't that a very dangerous thing to do?'

"Not at all,' Peaslee answered, unflustered. 'And it was quite necessary. W
had to study the things, Crow - as much as Earthly know edge woul d all ow. W
still are studying them I1t's all very well to theorize and conjecture, but
practice is the only way. So we hatched an egg.

W' ve done it often since then, | assure you! But this first one: we had it in
a large boxlike room a pentagonal roomw th an inprisoning device set in the
centre of each of the five walls. Ch, the thing was well and truly prisoned,
both physically and nmentally; it could neither nmove fromits room nor

conmuni cate with others of its kind! W fed it mainly on soil and basaltic
gravel. On, yes, we tried it on the flesh of dead animals, too, which produced
a hideous blood-lust in it - and so it was obviously safer to feed the thing
on minerals. At only six nonths old the creature was as fat as two nmen around
and nine feet long; like a great grey ugly squid. It wasn't full-grown by any
means, but neverthel ess we were satisfied that it was at |east big enough to



acconmmodat e our experinments. We had a good idea that water might do the trick.

Even ol d Wendy-Snmith' - he paused nomentarily to peer with horror-shrouded
eyes, nonet hel ess wonderingly, even calculat-ingly, at the now faint stains on
the floorboards - 'knew that nuch, and so we left the water-test until the

last. Acids didn't seemto worry it in the slightest, or any but the nost
extreme degrees of heat - and we used a laser! Nor, as we'd expected, did
pressure, shock, or blast affect it; even powerful explosives set off in
contact with the thing didn't bother it unnecessarily, other than forcing it

to fill in the gaps blown in its protoplasm Wter, though, did the trick
beautifully. But before that there was one other thing we tried, and it worked
so well that we had to stop the treatnment or sinply kill the thing out of
hand. "'

'Ch?' Crow questioned. 'Mght | hazard a guess before you tell us?
"Certainly.’

"Radiation,' my friend said with certainty. 'The thing did not |ike

radi ation!’

Peasl ee seened surprised. 'Quite correct. But how did you know?'

"There are two clues,' Crow answered. 'One, the eggs of these creatures are
shi el ded agai nst radiation; and two, there was that which Sir Arery - or
rather his brain in that nonstrous body - told us before he ... if... died.'
"Eh?' | cast my mind swiftly back. 'Yes,' said Crow. 'He said that we m ght
"try Ludwig Prinn on Azathoth." And of course Azathoth is the "Nucl ear Chaos"
of the Chul hu Cycle.'

' Good,' said Peasl ee, obviously appreciative of nmy friend' s grasp of the
matter, 'and do you know the passage in De Verms Mysteriis to which
Wendy-Smith referred?” 'No, but |I'maware that there's a so-called
"invocation" in the book for raising Azathoth temporarily."'

'There is indeed" - Peaslee nodded his head grinmly -'one which bears out your
theory - and that of the Wl nmarth Foundation, incidentally - that the "nagic"
of the Elder Gods was in fact super-science. It is a spell involving the use

of an unspecified netal, one which, to use Prinn's own words, "may be found
only by the nost powerful use of extreme and dangerous thaumaturgies." He even
gave the required anmount of this nmetal, but in cryptic terns. W sorted out
his synmbol s, though, using the university conmputer, and di scovered his

princi pal neasurenments. The rest was easy. Prinn had in fact specified a
critical mass of highly fissionable material!' 'An atom c explosion!' Crow
gasped. 'O course,' Peaslee agreed.

"But there are many such "invocations" in the great Black Books - the

Necr onomi con and others of its kind," Crow protested.

'Yes, and sone of them are vocal neutralizers of the mnd-prisons of the Elder
Cods. I n nost cases, thank God, their pronunciation is a veritable

i mpossibility. Yes, we can count ourselves as dammed |ucky that the ancients,
particularly Al hazred, didn't have a systemof getting the

pronunci ati on of many of these things down on paper -or papyrus, or stone, or
what ever. Also, it's fortunate that man's vocal cords are not naturally given
to the use of such alien syllables!'

"But wait,' Crow cried in apparent exasperation. 'Here we have deci ded that
Azat hoth is nothing nore than a nucl ear expl osion, a destructive device

agai nst the CCD. But surely he was the original |eader of the G eat dd Ones,
including Cthul hu, in their rebellion against the El der Gods? | don't follow'
"Don't take the old witings too nuch at their face value, Titus,' the
professor told him 'For instance: think of Azathoth as he/it is described -
"an amnor phous blight of nethernost confusion which bl asphenes and bubbl es at
the centre of all infinity"; that is, central in time and space. Now, given
that time and space support each other's existence, they therefore comenced
initially simultaneously; and because Azathoth is coexistent with all tine and
contermnous in all space he was there at the beginning! This is in effect how
he becane the first rebel - he altered the perfect negative-structure of a

ti mel ess spacel essness into the chaotic continuum which we have today.

Consi der his nature, Titus: a "nuclear chaos". Wy, he was - he is - nothing



less than the Big Bang itself, and to hell with your Steady-State theorists!’
'The Big Bang,' Crow repeated, patently in awe of the vision Peaslee had
conj ur ed.

"OF course.' The professor nodded. 'Azathoth, who "created this Earth", and
who, it is foretold in books predating nere man, "shall destroy it when the
seal s are broken." Ch, yes, Titus - and this isn't the only nythos that has us
going in flanes next tine!' He paused to let this last sink in, then

conti nued:

"But if you insist on looking at the Cthul hu Cycle literally, wthout
admtting this sort of cryptic reference,

then consider this: following the failure of their rebellion, the Geat AQd
Ones were served puni shnents. Azathoth was blinded and bereft of mind and
will. Now, a madman is unpredictable, Titus. He rarely recognizes either
friend or foe. And a blind madman has even | ess recognition. How

unpredi ctabl e, then, a blind, mad chaos of nucl ear

reactions?

Whi | e Peasl ee had been talking, it had grown plain to me that sonething el se
was bothering Crow. He let the professor finish, then said:

"But listen here, Wngate. | accept all you say, gladly; | thank our [ ucky
stars that you're here to help us out of a hole - but surely all we've done up
to nowis alert the CCD of your presence! Al this talking, particularly
what's been said about water and atom cs as weapons - surely we've been giving
t he whol e show away?

"Not at all.' The erudite Peaslee smiled. 'True, in the beginning, when the
Foundation first got started, we did give lots of information away in this
manner -'

"What manner?' | cut in, having been | ost by the conversation. 'Do you nean
that the Cthonians can listen in on our discussions?
'"OfF course, Henri,' Crow answered. '| thought that was understood. They're

good at "receiving" as well as "sending", you know'

" Then why didn't they know where we were without first having to find you in
that dream | ast night? Wiy didn't they pick your plans to cone down here to
Henl ey right out of your m nd?

Crow sighed patiently and said: 'Don't forget that we have had the use of
certain protections, Henri - the Tikkoun Elixir, the Vach-Viraj Incantation
Nevert hel ess,' he continued, frowning, 'that's just exactly what | was getting
at!' He turned to Peaslee. 'Wll, how about it, Wngate?

Here in the houseboat, while admittedly |I've been using the Vach-Viraj
Incantation pretty regularly, well, we've lately run out of the Tikkoun
Elixir. So what's to have stopped the Cthonians fromlistening in on us?

' These devices you nmention are poor protections, ny friend,' the professor
answered. 'Perhaps they helped a little, but obviously the burrowers were
still getting through to you - both of you - at least partially. It's ny guess
that they've known where you were all along. They are not getting through now,
however, as witness your alert mnds and, despite |ack of sleep, your newfound
feelings of psychic and physical freedom Now listen

"As | was saying, when first the Foundation got under way, we did give away
lots of information in this manner, and with the passage of time the woul d- be
hunters al nost becane the hunted!

"I'n 1958 no fewer than seven recruits of the Wl marth Foundation met untinely,
unnatural deaths, and the remai ning menbers inmedi ately sought protection. O
course, it had |l ong been known that the star-stones of ancient Mar forned the
perfect barrier - certainly against their mnions, to a | esser degree agai nst
the CCD thensel ves - but these stones were so few and far between, and usually
only accidentally acquired. A definite source and supply becane inperative.
"In '59 Mskatonic's kilns actually commenced manufacturing the stones - or
rat her, soapstone-porcelain duplicates - a process perfected by our young

Prof essor Sandys, and by 1960 all menbers of the Foundati on were equi pped with
them The very first man-nade stones were usel ess, by the way, but it was soon
di scovered that by incorporating fragments of a few damaged original stars in



t he conposition of the manufactured ones, as many as a hundred new star-stones
- each as effective as the originals - could be made fromone of the old!"’
Peasl ee paused here to dig into his great briefcase. 'Here, by the way, are

t he reasons you no | onger have anything to fear fromthe Cthonians, neither
physically nor nmentally ... so long as you're careful, that is! A ways
renenber - they never stop trying! You nmust carry these things wherever you go
fromnow on, but even so you nmust try not to venture anywhere bel ow t he

surroundi ng ground-level. | nean that you're to keep out of valleys, gulleys,
quarries, mnes, subways, and so on. As |'ve said, you needn't fear a direct
attack, but they can still get at you indirectly. A sudden earthquake, a fal
of rock - I"msure you follow my meaning.'

He produced two small packages which he carefully unw apped, passing the
contents of one to Crow and the other to ne. 'l have many nore of them These

two, however, are yours personally fromnow on. They should keep you out of
trouble.’

| examined the thing in ny hand. It was of course a star-stone, featureless,
grey-green; the thing mght easily have been a small, fossil starfish. Crow,
too, gave his stone a thoughtful exanination, then said: 'So these are the
star-stones of ancient Mar.'

'Yes,' Peaslee agreed. 'Except you couldn't call these stones exactly ancient.
They are sanples from M skaton-ic's kilns - but for all that, they're just as
powerful as the real things.'

Crow carefully placed his stone in the inside pocket of his jacket, hangi ng by
hi s bunk, then turned to thank Peaslee for what could only be called a
priceless gift. He followed this up with: 'You were tal king about the

Wl -marth Foundation and its work. | was very interested.’

'"OF course,' the professor agreed. 'Yes, we'd better get through as nuch as we
can of basic explanations and details for tonight' - he glanced at his watch -
"or rather,

this nmorning! W'll have to be on our way | ater today. Now where was |? Ah,
yes!

"Well, 1959 was a nonentous year for the Foundation, for as well as our

di scovery of a neans of manufacturing these protective devices, we al so sent
out our first real expeditions since the 30s. The new expeditions were,

t hough, less well advertised - alnpst secretive, in fact, and necessarily so -
and fronted with fictitious objectives. W were particularly interested in
Africa, where it was known that at |east one Chonian species - nanely the
kith and kin of Shudde-Mell - were free and roam ng | oose. There, on the
borders of that region explored by the ill-fated Wendy-Snith Expedition, our
horror-hunters discovered two tri bes whose nenbers wore about their necks
exhuned star-stones, protections against "evil spirits". Their witch doctors,
the only nenbers of the tribes allowed into the taboo territories, had been
digging up the stones inmenorially, and the Mgjanga with the greatest nunber of
stars to his credit was reckoned a very powerful witch doctor indeed. Wtch
doctors, it may be added, did not have a great |ife expectancy in that area.
Inevitably they would di g where they ought not!

"Incidentally, this ritual collecting of the star-stones explains

Shudde-M el |l 's original escape fromthose prisoning environs, and how his
brethren were liberated to pursue their aeon-old policy of regeneration
infiltration, and their efforts to free even worse horrors throughout the
worl d. The throne-nest had remained in G harne for sone time after the genera
exodus, it seenmed, but it was nmembers of the nest that foll owed Wendy-Smith
back to Engl and. Now, of course, as you are only too well aware, England has
its own | oat hsome conpl enent of the Cthonians.

"Wendy-Smith was a bit confused as to their propaga-tive rate, though. He
speaks of "hordes", then of

"extremely slow procreative processes". In fact, the creatures are slow in
producing - but not all that slow W can reckon on a cycle of thirty years,
with a female laying two to four eggs at a tinme. The trouble is that once
they've reached this thirty-year stage of maturity they can lay every ten



years. By the tine a fermal e has reached her century she may very well have
littered thirty-two pups! Fortunately, so far as we've been able to ascertain,
only one in every eight of these nmonstrous "children" is female. | rather
fancy that one of the G harne eggs which Wendy-Smith unknow ngly took was just
such a fenmale!' The professor let this om nous thought sink in, then added:
"Overall, | should think we can take it that sone hundreds of the beings are
now al i ve and spreading.'

"This is fascinating,' Crow nurnured. 'How do you track them down, Peaslee -
what system do you enploy to detect the beasts?

"Initially, as your English professor suggested, we tried specialized

sei snol ogi cal equi prment, but the systemwasn't accurate enough. For exanpl e:
how m ght one tell a "natural" froman "unnatural"” tremor? OF course, we al so
have a worl| dwi de news service, and our headquarters at Mskatonic is ever on

t he | ookout for inexplicable disappearances or anything el se suggesting the

i nvol venent of the CCD. For the last few years, though, we've been using
peopl e gifted as you yourself, Crow, are gifted."'

"Eh?' My friend was taken aback. 'Gfted like ne? | fail to see what you're
getting at, Peaslee.’

"Why, your dreans, ny friend! Even though you were not then "on the books", as
it were, of the CCD, still you picked up inpressions fromtheir nonstrous

m nds. To a degree - certainly on the Cthonian thought-levels - you're
telepathic, Crow And, as |'ve said, you' re not alone in your ability.

'"OF course,' | cried, snapping ny fingers. 'But that explains why | canme back
fromFrance, Titus! | could sense that sonething was wong; | knew t hat

somehow | was being called back to England. Furthernmore, it explains nmy noods
of depression in the weeks prior to your inviting ne in on this thing - | was

pi cki ng up the echoes of your own gl oom’

Peasl ee was i medi ately interested, and made nme relate to himall of ny

doom fraught sensations throughout the period leading up to nmy return from
Paris, 'as though drawn back', to London.

When | was done, he said, 'Then it seens we nust acknow edge you, too, de
Mari gny, as being sonmething of a telepath. You may not be able to project your
t hought s and enotions, as Crow here obviously can, but you can certainly
recei ve such sendings! Good - it seens that the Foundation has recruited two
nore extrenely val uabl e nenbers.’

'"Do you mean to say,' Crow pressed, 'that you're using telepaths to track

t hese creatures down?

"Yes, we are. It is easily the nost successful phase of all our operations,'
t he professor answered.

"And yet' - Crow seened puzzled - 'you haven't discovered the whereabouts of
R lyeh, Cthulhu's seat at the bottom of the sea?

"What ? You surprise ne!' Peaslee seened shocked. 'Do you really think we'd

risk men by asking themto contact C hul hu? He frowned. 'And yet, in fact
there was one of our tel epaths who took it upon hinmself to do just that. He

was a "dreaner", just like you, and he was on a nonaddictive drug we've

devel oped to i nduce deep sleep. But on one occasion, well, he didn't foll ow

orders. Left a note explaining what he was trying to do. AH very | audable -

and very stupid! He's in a Boston asylum now, hopel ess case.'

"Good God ... of course!' Crow gasped as the inplications hit him 'He would

be!"’

"Yes,' Peaslee grinmy agreed. 'Anyhow, this nethod of ours of using tel epaths

didn't evolve properly until two years ago, but now we've developed it fully.

| flew over here yesterday in the company of one of our telepaths, and |ater

today he'll be off to look up a British colleague - a pilot, ostensibly in

"Ordnance Survey". They'll hire a small aeroplane, and tonorrow or the day

after they'll start quartering England, Scotland, and Wl es.'

"Quartering? | asked.

"It's our termfor dividing into a series of squares an area to be

"prospected",' Peaslee explained. 'David Wnters - that's the tel epath's nane



- can detect a CCD up to a distance of twenty-five miles; he can pinpoint them
fromfive mles away! In a matter of a week or two we'll know the | ocation of
every nest and each individual horror in all three countries - if all goes
according to plan.'

"And Ireland?" | asked.

"W have no reason to believe that the Enerald Isle has yet been invaded,' the
prof essor answered. 'Ireland will, though, be checked over at a | ater date.'
"But they can nmove!' Crow protested. 'By the tine your telepath has done with
his job, his early, er - sightings? -could be a hundred niles away from where
he first plotted them

"That's true,' Peasl ee agreed, unperturbed, 'but we're after nunbers, mainly,

and | arge concentrations. W have to know the best spots to start drilling,
you see?'

Crow and |, both equally baffled by this new phase of the professor's
revel ati ons, | ooked at one another in consternation. 'No,' | eventually
answered. 'l don't think we do see.’

"Let me explain,' Peaslee offered. 'W have nen with the big conpanies; wth
Seagasso, Lescoil, the NCB, 1C

Norgas, even in governental circles. Now a few of these nen are Anericans,
trained at Mskatonic and slotted in over here when opportunities presented

t hemsel ves, but nost are of course natives of Great Britain contacted and
recruited over the years through the nachinery of the Wl marth Foundati on. W
have, too, interested parties in certain mnistries: such as the Mnistry of
Land and Devel opnent, Agriculture and Fisheries, National Resources, etc.
"The "Great Britain Operation", as we call it, has been planned for sonme years
now, but when this opportunity came along - that is, the opportunity to do a
bit of incidental, valuable recruiting, as well as to intervene in what m ght

wel | have turned out to be a very nasty affair - well, it seemed to ne that
this was the perfect tine to put the plan into operation

"I will in fact supervise and coordinate the project in its entirety. You two
gentlemen will no doubt be able to help me trenmendously in this, and learn a

| ot about the Foundation's workings at the sane time. For instance, though
these may seemrelatively mnor points to you, | don't like the idea of
driving on the left, I'"'mnot at all sure of your British road signs, and I'm
damed if I'Il be driven around for the next few nonths in a cab! The latter's
out of the question, anyway, for we'll be seeing some pretty strange things

before we're through, and the presence of a cabdriver is just not acceptable.
Qovi ously, the public rmust be kept in the dark about all this. W'll need a

| arge autonobile -'

"I have a Mercedes garaged at Henley,' Crow hastily put in.

"And of course I'll need sonmeone with a good know edge of British geography,

t opography, and so on. Al of which is where you gentlenmen should conme in very
ni cely,' Peaslee finished.

"But wait,' | dazedly protested, one part of ny mnd follow ng the
conversation, another groping at what had gone before. 'You were talking about
drilling!"

"Ah, yes! So | was. I'"'moften guilty of alittle mental wandering when I'm a
bit weary. You'll excuse nme, de Marigny, but I've a lot on nmy mnd and these
details are just routine to ne. Drilling, yes - well, the plan is this: once
we' ve ascertained where the nests are, we'll choose two or three centrally
situated drilling sites as far out of the way of the general public as we can
manage, and then we'll comence the drilling of our star-wells - '
"Star-wells?" this, again, was fromne. 'Yes, that's what we call them Deep
shafts to accommodate star-stones. W drill five equally spaced star-wells in

a great circle sone hundreds of yards across, and one central hole to take the
eggs. The idea is that once we let the eggs down the central shaft - unti
which tine, incidentally, they'll be kept "prisoned" by the proximty of
star-stones so that local adults will not know of their whereabouts - we can
expect the adults to cone burrowing to the rescue. O course, their rescue
attenpt will fail! As soon as our telepaths and instruments tell us of the



arrival of a sufficiently [arge nunber of the adult creatures . . . then we'll
et down the star-stones into the perinmeter wells. Al the Cthonians within
the circle will be trapped.' 'But these creatures can nove in three

di mensi ons, you know, Wngate,' Crow pointed out. 'Surely your star-stones
will be lying on a strictly two-dinmensional plane? Wat's to stop the adult
Cthoni ans from sinply burrow ng strai ght dowmn - or worse still . . . up?

"No, the circle ought to be sufficient, Titus. W' ve experimented, as |'ve
said - you remenber what | told you of the eggs we hatched? - and we're pretty
sure that our plan is sound. Wiat we might do, if we're lucky enough to be
able to get our hands on themat the right

time, is this: instead of using eggs we'll use young femal e creatures! They'l
provide a sure draw. And then, well, even if the adults do try to make an
escape after we lower the star-stones, it will be far too late!"’

Crow hel d up his hands and shook his head. 'Hold on a minute, Peaslee! First
of f, where will you get your young femal es; and secondly, why will any

attracted adults be "too late" to get away?' Doubt was showing on ny friend's

face again.

"As to your first question,' the professor answered, 'we have a regul ar

hat chery at M skatonic. W took two dozen eggs from G harne, and we've

coll ected others since then. That's where your four eggs are destined for, by

the way. Your second question? Well, as soon as the adults appear on the scene
and after we've set the star-stones in place - then we fl ood the whol e

under ground area by punping water down the shafts under high pressure!’

For a nonent there was silence, then Crow said: 'And you say there'll be a
nunber of these sites?

"Yes, and the timngs for the operations will of course be perfectly
synchroni zed - sinply to ensure that if the C honians do nanage to get

"di stress signals" out past the star-stones, well, at least we'll have cl eaned
out a large number of themat one swipe. In that event, it would nmean
searching for a new plan of attack for later projects, but. . .' Peaslee
frowned thoughtfully for a moment, then added: 'But anyway, after we've had
this initial bash at the burrowers - then we'll be able to turn our attentions
to the other British CCD.'

'Qthers? | exploded. 'Wat others? | noticed that Crow seened | ess

surpri sed.

"Well, we know that there are a nunber of different types of these beings,

Henri, these dwellers in the deep earth,' the professor patiently explained.
"And therefore

it's a fair bet that Great Britain has her share. Sone, though, are apparently
far nore vul nerable to orthodox weapons. One of our nen - an Englishnman, by
the way -has had a certain anpbunt of personal experience with just such a
being. This same chap is a drilling expert; a fellow known as "Pongo" Jordan
who used to be with Seagasso's oceangoing rigs. Now he's a nenber of the
Foundation -but it took a | ot of persuasion. Ostensibly, he works for Land

Devel oprment. He'll be supervising the positioning of the star-wells once David
Wnters' report is in.'

"*Jordan . . . ?' Crow nused, then |ooked startled. He frowned. 'Not the sane
Jordan who . . . And your telepath, David Wnters! Well, I'll be - '

'"Go on,' Peaslee said. 'Do you know Jordan and Wnters?

"I know that the Cthonians fear them desperately, as they fear you,' Crow
answered. Then ny friend proceeded to tell the professor of his dreans during
t he period when the seagoing rigs were stricken with that series of puzzling
di sasters, following this up with his |atest nightnmare wherein the C honi ans
had tried to 'buy himoff'.

When Crow had done, Peaslee excitedly dug into his great briefcase. 'You know,
you two,' he said, 'when | first decided to fly over here, | had no idea it
woul d be so easy to convert you to the Foundation's cause. Because of ny
uncertainty | gathered together certain testinonials which |I hoped would help
to convince you. One of these is a letter Jordan wote to one of his superiors
shortly after he lost his rig, Sea-Maid. Ah! Here it is. I"'msure you'll be



interested to read it.'

The Ni ght Sea-Mai d Went Down

(Fromthe Files of the WImarth Foundati on)
Queen of the Wlds Inn diffside
Bridlington, E. Yorks. 29th Nov.

J. H Gier (Drector)

Gier & Anderson

Seagasso

Sunder | and, Co. Dur ham

Dear Johnny,

By now | suppose you'll have read ny 'official' report, sent off to you from
this address on the fourteenth of the nonth, three days after the old Sea- Mid
went down. How | managed that report |'Il never know - but anyway, |'ve been
laid up ever since, so if you' ve been worried about me or wondering why I
haven't let on further about ny whereabouts till now, well, it hasn't really
been ny fault. | just haven't been up to doing much witing since the ..

di saster. Haven't been up to much of anything for that matter. God, but | hate
the idea of facing a Board of |nquiry!

Anyhow, as you'll have seen fromnmny report, |I've made up ny mnd to quit, and
| suppose it's only right | give you what | can of an explanation for ny
decision. After all, you' ve been paying me good noney to manage your rigs
these | ast four years, and no conplaints there. In fact, |'ve no conplaints
peri od, nothing Seagasso could sort out at any rate, but I'mdamed if [|'I]
sink sea-wells again.

In fact, I'mfinished with all prospecting! Sea, land ... it makes no rea

di fference now. Wiy, when | think of what night have happened at any tine
during the last four years! And now it has happened.

But there | go, stalling again. I'lIl admit right nowthat |I've torn up three
versions of this letter, pondering the results of themreaching you; but now,
havi ng thought it all out, frankly, | don't give a damm what you do w th what
I"mgoing to tell you. You can send an arny of head-shrinkers after me if you
l[ike. One thing I'msure of, though, and that's this - whatever | say won't
make you suspend the North-Sea operations. 'The Country's Econony', and al

t hat .

At | east my story ought to give old Anderson a |augh; the hard, stoic,

uni magi nati ve ol d bastard! And no doubt about it, the story | have to tell is
fantastic enough. | suppose it could be argued that | was 'in ny cups' that
night (and it's true enough, 1'd had a few), but | can hold ny drink, as you
wel |l know. Still, the facts - as 1 know them - drunk or sober, remain sinply
fantastic.

Now, you'll renmenber that right fromthe start there was sonething funny about

the site off Hunterby Head. The divers had trouble; the geologists, too, with
their instruments; it was the very devil of a job to float Sea-Miid down from
Sunder | and and get her anchored there; and all that was only the start of the
trouble. Nevertheless, the prelimnaries were all conpleted by early in
October. W hadn't drilled nore than six hundred feet into the seabed when we
brought up that first star-shaped thing. Now, Johnny, you know sormet hi ng?
woul dn't have given two dams for the thing, except |I'd seen one before. Ad
Chal ky Gray (who used to be with the Lescoil rig, Ccean-Gem out of Liverpool)
had sent me one only a few weeks before his platformand all the crew,

i ncl udi ng Chal ky hinmsel f, went down twelve niles out fromWth-

nersea. Sonehow, when | saw what came up in the big core - that sane
star-shape - | couldn't help but think of Chalky and see some sort of nasty
parall el . The one he'd sent me canme up in a core too, you see? And COcean- Gem
wasn't the only rig lost that year in so-called 'freak storns'!

Now regardi ng those star-shaped stones, sonmething nore: | wasn't the only one
to escape with nmy life the night Sea-Maid went down. No, that's not strictly
true, I was the only one to live through that night -but there was a certain

menber of the team who saw what was com ng and got out before it happened. And
it was because of the star-thing that he went!



Joe Borszowski was the man - superstitious as hell, panicky, spooked at the
sight of a mst on the sea - and when he saw the star-thing . . . !

It happened like this:

W'd drilled a difficult bore through some very hard stuff when, as |'ve said,
a core-sanple produced the first of those stars. Now, Chal ky had reckoned the
one he sent me to be a fossilized starfish of sorts, froma time when the

Nort h-Sea used to be warm a very ancient thing. And | rnust adnit that with
its five-pointed shape, and being the size of a small starfish, |I believed him
to be correct. Anyway, when | showed this second star to ol d Borszowski he
nearly went crackers! He swore we were in for trouble, demanded we all stop

drilling right away and head for land, insisted that our |ocation was
"accursed', and generally carried on like a mad thing w thout explaining why.
Wll, | couldn't just leave it at that; if one of the |ads was around the

twi st, you know (neani ng Borszowski), he could well affect the whole
operation, jeopardize the whole thing; especially if his madness took him at
an inportant tine. My inmedi ate reaction was to want him

off the rig, but the radio had been giving us a bit of bother so that I
couldn't call in Ws Atlee, the chopper pilot. Yes, I'd seriously thought of
having the Pole lifted off by chopper. The gangs can be dammed superstitious,
as you well know, and | didn't want Joe infecting the other lads with his wld
fancies. As it turned out, that sort of action wasn't necessary, for in no
time at all old Borszowski was around apol ogi zing for his outburst and trying
to show how sorry he was about all the fuss he'd nade. Sonething told ne,

t hough, that he'd been quite serious about his fears - whatever they were.

And so, to put the Pole's mind at rest (if | possibly could), | decided to
have the rig's geol ogist, Carson, take the star to bits, have a cl oser |ook at
it, and then let nme know what the thing actually was. O course, he'd tell ne
it was sinply a fossilized starfish; 1'd report the fact to Borszowski; things
woul d be back to normal. So naturally, when Carson told me that it wasn't a
fossil, that he didn't know exactly what it was - well, | kept that bit of
information to nyself and told Carson to do the sane. | was sure that whatever
the trouble was with Borszowski, well, it wouldn't be hel ped any by telling
himthat the star-thing was not a perfectly ordinary, conpletely explicable
obj ect .

The drilling brought up two or three nore of the stars down to about a

t housand feet, but nothing after that, so for a period | forgot all about
them As it happened, | should have listened a bit nmore willingly to the Pole
- and I would have, too, if I'd followed ny intuition

You see, |'ve got to adnit that |1'd been spooky mnyself right fromthe start.
The mists were too heavy, the sea too quiet. . . things were altogether too
queer all the way down the line. O course, | didn't experience any of the
troubl es the divers or geologists had known - | didn't join the rig until she

was in position, ready to chew - but | was

certainly inon it fromthen on. It had really started with the sea-phones,
even before the advent of the stars.

Now, you know |I' m not knocki ng your phones, Johnny; they've been a damm good
thi ng ever since Seagasso devel oped them giving readings right down to the
inch, alnpbst, so's we could tell just exactly when the drill was going through
into gas or oil. And they didn't let us down this time, either ... we sinply
failed to recognize or heed their warnings, that's all

In fact, there were lots of warnings, but, as |I've said, it started with the
sea- phones. We'd put a phone down inside each leg of the rig, right on to the
seabed where they sat 'listening’ to the drill as it cut its way through the
rocks, picking up the echoes as the steel worked its way down and the sounds
of the cutting rebounded fromthe strata bel ow. And, of course, everything
they 'heard' was duplicated electronically and fed out to us through our
conput er. Wiich was why we believed initially that either the computer was on
the blink or one of the phones was shaky. You see, even when we weren't
drilling - when we were changing bits or lining the hole - we were stil
getting readings fromthe conputer



Ch, the trouble was there all right, whatever it was, but it was showi ng up so
regularly that we were fooled into believing the fault to be nechanical. On
t he seisnmograph, it showed as a regular blip in an otherw se perfectly normal
line; a blip that came up bang on time once every five seconds or so - blip
blip. . . blip - very odd! But, seeing that in every other respect the
i nformati on com ng out of the conputer was spot on, no one worried overmch
about this inexplicable deviation. The blips were there right to the end, and
it was only then that | found a reason for them but in between there cane
other difficulties - not the | east of thembeing the trouble with the fish.
Now, if that sounds a bit funny, well, it was a funny business. The | ads had
rigged up a small platform slung twenty feet or so bel ow the main platform
and about the same hei ght above the water, and in their off-duty hours when
they weren't resting or knocking back a pint in the ness, you could usually
see one or two of them down there fishing.
First tine we found anything odd in the habits of the fish around the rig was
one norni ng when Ni ck Adans hooked a beauty. Al of three feet long, the fish
was, wiggling and yellow in the cold Novenber sunlight. Nick just about had
the fish docked when the hook came out of its nouth so that it fell back anong
some support-girders down near where | eg nunber four was bei ng washed by a
slight swell. It just lay there, flopping about a bit, in the girders. Nick
scranbl ed down after it with a rope around his waist while his brother Dave
hung on to the other end. And what do you think? Wien he got down to it,
dammed if the fish didn't go for him It actually nmade to bite him fl opping
after himon the girders, and snhapping its jaws until he had to yell for Dave
to haul
hi m up.
Later he told us about it; how the damed thing hadn't even tried to get back
into the sea, seenming nore interested in setting its teeth in himthan
preserving its own life! Now, you'd expect that sort of reaction froma great
eel, Johnny, wouldn't you? But hardly froma cod - not froma North-Sea cod!
From then on, Spellnman, the diver, couldn't go down-not wouldn't, mnd you,
couldn't - the fish sinmply wouldn't let him They'd chew on his suit, his
air-hose ... he got to be so frightened of themthat he becane quite usel ess
tous. | can't see as | blame him though, especially when | think of what
| at er happened to Robertson
But of course, before Robertson's accident, there was that further trouble
with Borszowski. It was in the sixth week, when we were expecting to break
through at any tine, that Joe failed to come back off shore | eave. Instead, he
sent me a long, ranbling explanatory letter; and to be truthful, when first |
read it, | figured we were better off without him The man had quite obviously
been cracking up for a long time. He went on about nonsters, sleeping in great
caverns underground and especially under the seas, waiting for a chance to
take over the surface world. He said that those star-shaped stones were seals
to keep these nonster beings ('gods', he called them inprisoned; that the
gods could control the weather to a degree; that they were capabl e of
i nfluencing the actions of |esser creatures - such as fish, or, occasionally,
men - and that he believed one of themnmust be lying there, |ocked in the
ground beneath the sea, pretty close to where we were drilling. He was
frightened we were going to set it loose! The only thing that had stopped him
frompressing the matter earlier was that then, as now, he'd believed we'd al
thi nk he was mad! Finally, though, he'd had to "warn' nme, knowing that if
anyt hi ng di d happen, he'd never forgive hinself if he hadn't at |east tried.
Wll, like | say, Borszowski's letter was ranbling and disjointed - and yet,
despite my first conclusion, the Pole had witten the thing in a rather
convi nci ng manner. Hardly what you'd expect froma real madman. He quoted
references fromthe Bible, particularly Exodus 20:4, and again and again
enphasi zed his belief that the star-shaped things were nothing nore or |ess
than prehistoric pentacles laid down by sonme great race of alien sorcerers
many millions of years ago. He rem nded ne of the heavy, unusual msts we'd
had and of the queer way the cod had gone for N ck Adams. He even brought up



again the question of the shaky sea-phones and conputer; making, in toto, an
al t oget her di sturbing assessnent of Sea-Maid' s late history as applicable to
hi s own odd

fanci es.

In fact, | becanme so disturbed by that letter that | was still thinking about
it later that evening, and about the man hinself, the superstitious Pole.

| did alittle checking on Joe's background, discovering that he'd travelled
far in his early days to beconme somet hing of a scholar in obscure mythol ogi ca
matters. Also, it had been noticed on occasion - whenever the mists were
heavi er than usual, particularly since the appearance of the first star-stone
- that he crossed hinself with a strange sign over his breast. A nunber of the
| ads had seen himdo it. They all told the sane tale about that sign; that it
was poi nted, one point straight up, two nore down and wide, two still [ower
but closer together. Yes, the Pole's sign was a five-pointed star! And again |
read his

letter.

By then we'd shut down for the day and | was out on the main platform having a
qui et pipeful - | can concentrate, you know, with a bit of 'baccy. Dusk was
only a few minutes away when the . . . accident. . . happened

Robertson, the steel-rigger, was up aloft tightening a few | oose bolts hal fway
up the rig. Don't ask me where the mist cane from | don't know, but suddenly
it was there. It swamup fromthe sea, a thick grey blanket that cut
visibility down to no nore than a few feet. 1'd just shouted up to Robertson

telling himthat he'd better pack it in for the night, when |I heard his yel
and saw his lantern (he nmust have lit it as soon as the mist rolled in) cone
bl azi ng down out of the greyness. The | antern di sappeared through an open
hatch, and a second | ater Robertson followed it. He went straight through the
hat chway, m ssing the sides by inches, and then there

cane the splashes as first the lantern, then the man hit the sea. In two
shakes of a dog's tail Robertson was spl ashing about down there in the m st
and yelling fit to ruin his lungs, proving to me and the others who' d rushed
out fromthe mess at my call that his fall had done himlittle harm W
lowered a raft immediately, getting two of the men down to the water in | ess
than two minutes, and no one gave it a second thought that Robertson woul dn't
be picked up. He was, after all, an excellent swimer. In fact, the lads on
the raft thought the whole episode was a big laugh . . . that is unti
Robertson started to screamn

| mean, there are screans and there are screans, Johnny! Robertson wasn't
drowni ng - he wasn't nmaking noises |ike a drowni ng nan!

He wasn't picked up, either. No less quickly than it had settled, the m st
lifted, so that by the tinme the raft touched water visibility was normal for a
Novenmber evening . . . but there was no sign of the steel-rigger. There was
somet hi ng, though, sonmething we'd all forgotten - for the whole surface of the
sea was silver with fish

Fish! Big and little, alnopst every indigenous species you could imagi ne. The
way they were acting, apparently trying to throw thensel ves aboard the raft, |
had the | ads haul thenselves back up to the platformas soon as it becane

evi dent that Robertson was gone for good. Johnny - | swear |'Il never eat fish
agai n.

That night | didn't sleep very well at all. Now, you know |I'm not being
callous. | mean, aboard an oceangoing rig after a hard day's work, no matter
what has happened during the day, a man usually manages to sleep. Yet that
night | just couldn't drop off. | kept going over in ny mind all the

well, the things - the odd occurrences, the trouble with the instrunents and
the fish, Borszowski's letter again, and finally, of course, the

awful way we | ost Robertson - until | thought nmy head nust burst with the

burden of wild notions and imagi ni ngs going round and round inside it.

Next afternoon the chopper came in again (with Wes Atl ee conpl ai ni ng about
havi ng had to make two runs in two days) and delivered all the booze and
goodies for the party the next day. As you know, we always have a bl ast aboard



when we strike it rich - and this time the geol ogi cal sanples had nore or |ess
assured us of a good one. We'd been out of beer a few days by that time - poor

weat her had stopped Wes frombringing in anything but mail -and so | was
running pretty high and dry. Now you know ne, Johnny. | got in the back of the
mess with all that booze and cracked a few bottles. | could see the gear

turning fromthe wi ndow, and, over the edge of the platform the sea all grey
and eerie-looking, and sonehow the idea of getting a | oad of booze inside ne
seemed a damm good one.

I'd been in there topping-up for over half an hour when Jeffries, nmy 21C, got
through to ne on the tel ephone. He was in the instrunent cabin and said he
reckoned the drill would go through to 'nmuck’ within a few nore ninutes. He
sounded worried, though, sort of shaky, and when |I asked himwhy this was, he
didn't rightly seemable to answer - nunbl ed sonet hi ng about the instrunents
mappi ng those strange blips again, regular as ever but sonmehow stronger

cl oser.

About that tinme | first noticed the mst swirling up fromthe sea, a rea

pea- souper, billowing in to snother the rig and turn the men on the platform
to grey ghosts. It nuffled the sound of the gear, too, altering the netallic
clank and rattle of pulleys and chains to distant, dull noises such as | m ght
have expected to hear fromthe rig if 1'd been in a suit deep down under the
sea. It was warm enough in the back room of the ness

there, yet unaccountably | found nyself shivering as | | ooked out over the rig
and listened to the ghost sounds of machinery and nen.

That was when the wind cane up. First the mst, then the wind - but I'd never
before seen a mist that a good strong wind couldn't blow away! Ch, |'ve seen
freak storms before, Johnny, but believe ne this stormwas the freak! Wth a
capital 'F'.

She came up out of nowhere - not breaking the blanket of grey but driving it
round and round like a great nmad ghost - blasting the already choppy sea
against the dd Grl's legs, flinging up spray to the platforms guard-rails,
and generally creating havoc. |'d no sooner recovered frommy initial
amazement when the tel ephone rang again. | came away fromthe w ndow, picked
up the receiver to hear Jimy Jeffries' somewhat distorted yell of triunph
conming over the wires.

"We're through, Pongo!' he yelled. 'W're through and there's juice on the way
up the bore right now' Then his voice took the shakes again, going fromwld
excitement to terror in a second as the whole rig wobbled on its four great

| egs!

'"Holy heaven - !'" His voice screaned in nmy ear. 'What was that, Pongo? The rig
wait - ' | heard the clatter as the tel ephone at the other end banged
down, but a noment later Jimy was back. 'It's not the rig,' he told nme; 'the
| egs are steady as rocks - it's the whol e seabed! Pongo, what's goi ng on? Holy

heaven—'
This time the tel ephone went conpletely dead as the rig noved again, jerking
up and down three or four times in rapid succession, shaking everything | oose

i nside the mess storeroom | was just able to keep nmy feet. | still had the
tel ephone in ny hand, and just for a second or two it came back to life. Jimy
was scream ng sonething incoherently into his end. | remenber that | yelled
for

himto get into alife jacket, that there was sonething awmfully wong and we
were in for big trouble, but I'Il never know if he heard ne.

The rig rocked yet again, throwing me down on the floorboards anong a debris
of bottles, crates, cans, and packets; and there, skidding wildly about the
tilting floor, | collided with a life jacket. God only knows what the thing
was doing there in the storeroom- there were normally two or three on the

pl atform and others were kept in the equipnent shed, only taken out follow ng
storm war ni ngs, which it goes without saying we hadn't had. But sonehow
managed to struggle into it and make ny way into the ness proper before the
next upheaval

By that time, over the roar of the wind and waves outside and the slap of



wave-crests against the outer walls of the ness, | could hear a whipping of
free-running pulleys and a high-pitched screani ng of revving, uncontrolled
gears - and there were other screans, too.

| admit that | was in a blind panic, crashing ny way through the tunble of
chairs and tables in the ness towards the door |eading out on to the platform
when the greatest shock so far tilted the floor to what nmust have been thirty
degrees and saved ne any further effort. In that moment - as | flew against
the door, bursting it open, and floundering out into the storm- | knew for
sure that the old Sea- Maid was going down. Before, it had only been a
possibility, a mad, inprobable possibility; but now | knew for sure. Half

stunned fromny collision with the door, |I was thrown roughly against the
platformrails, to cling there for dear life in the howing, tearing w nd and
chill, rushing m st and spray. And that was when | saw it!

| sawit ... and in my utter disbelief | relaxed ny hold on the rails and slid

under theminto the throat of that

banshee, demon stormthat how ed and tore at the trenbling girders of the old
Sea- Mai d.

Even as | fell a colossal wave snashed into the rig, breaking two of the Iegs
as though they were nothing stronger than matchsticks. The next instant | was
in the sea, picked up, and swept away on the crest of that sane wave. Even in
the dizzy, sickening rush as the great wave hurled ne aloft, | tried to spot
Sea-Maid in the mael strom of wind, mst, and ocean. It was futile and | gave
it up in order to save all my effort for nmy own battle for survival.

| don't remenmber much after that - at least, not until | was picked up, and
even that's not too clear. | do renenber, though, while fighting the icy
water, a dreadful fear of being eaten alive by fish; but so far as | know
there were none about. | renenber, too, being haul ed aboard the |ifeboat from
a sea that was flat as a pancake and calmas a mll pond.

The next really lucid noment cane when | woke up to find nyself between cl ean
sheets in a Bridlington hospital

But there, 1've held off fromtelling the inportant part, and for the sane
reason Joe Borszowski held off: | don't want to be thought a madman. Well, 1'm
not mad, Johnny, but | don't suppose for a single noment that you'll take ny
story seriously - nor, for that matter, wll Seagasso suspend any of its

Nort h-Sea commitnents - but at least |I'Il have had the satisfaction of know ng
that | tried to warn you

Now, remenber if you will what Borszowski told me about great, alien beings
lying asleep and inprisoned beneath the bed of the sea - evil 'gods' capable

of controlling the weather and the actions of |esser creatures - and then
explain the sight I saw before I found nyself floundering in that nad ocean as
the old Sea-Maid went down.

It was sinmply a gusher, Johnny, a gusher - but one such

as |'d never seen before in ny whole Iife and hope never to see again! For

i nstead of reaching the heavens in one solid black colum, it pulsed upward,
punping up in short, strong jets at a rate of about one spurt in every five
seconds - and it wasn't oil, Johnny! Ch, God, it wasn't oil! Booze or none,
swear | wasn't drunk; not so drunk as to nake ne colour-blind, at any rate.
For ol d Borszowski was right, there was one of those great god-things down
there deep in the bed of the ocean, and our drill had chopped right into it!
VWhatever it was, it had blood pretty rmuch like ours -good and thick and red -
and a great heart strong enough to punp that blood up the bore-hole right to
the surface! Think of it, that nmonstrous giant of a thing down there in the
rocks beneath the sea! How could we possibly have known? How coul d we have
guessed that right fromthe beginning our instrunments had been working at
maxi mum ef fi ci ency, that those odd, regular blips recorded on the sei snograph
had been nothing nore than the beating of a great submarine heart?

Al'l of which explains, | hope, ny resignation

Bernard ' Pongo' Jordan Bridlington, Yorks.

10 The Third Visitor

(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)



The early nmorning was quite close, unconfortable alnmost, so that by the tine
Titus Crow and | had finished with the astonishing Jordan docunent Peasl ee had
taken off his coat. He had adopted a very businesslike | ook, donning
smal | -1 ensed spectacles, rolling up his shirt sleeves and busying hinself wth
a nunber of files, notebooks, and various other papers fromhis briefcase. He
was past his tired peak, he told us, and having slept on the plane com ng
over, he had al so now just about managed to adjust his body-clock. He | ooked
forward, though, to a short nap in the Mercedes on the way back to London and
the British Miuseuni a nap en route, he assured us, should put himconpletely
to rights.

'London and the British Museum ; the normal world seened |ight-years away. And
yet, through the latticed wi ndows, dawn was spreadi ng her pale fingers over
the distant capital in what seemed a very nornmal fashion, and the new day was
well on its way. Crow and | were now very tired, but such were those feelings
of general well-being engendered by the protective proxinity of the
star-stones, that neither of us minded the heaviness of our bodies - at |east
we were conpl etely clear-headed; our mnds were free of nmorbid C honian

undert ones.

It was as | went into the galley to cook bacon and eggs for an early
breakfast, as | passed down the short joining corridor between the bunkhouse
and the galley proper, that | was thrown agai nst the galley door when the
houseboat suddenly rocked violently. Fromthe bunkroom

cane the clatter of falling glasses, the thud of books, and Crow s startled
query: 'Wat on earth . . . ?

| opened the galley w ndow and | ooked out on deck and across the river. The
sun's edge was just show ng above the horizon of trees and distant roofs.
There was a very slight breeze up, but the river was white with mst.

Mentally echoing Titus Crow, | wondered: 'What on earth . . . ?' Had sone
lunatic gone up the river in a |arge notorboat at speed? But no, that could
hardly be, | had heard no engine. In any case, it would have taken an ocean

liner to create a wake like that! Even as these thoughts passed through ny
head Seafree keeled again, this tinme to an angle of about twenty degrees.

I mredi ately, | found nyself thinking of the Jordan document.
'De Marigny!' Crow s shout canme fromthe open wi ndow even as | heard him
ski ddi ng about on the nonmentarily sloping deck. "Henri.' Hys feet clattered

'CGet that dammed pistol of yours, quickly!' There was urgency in his voice
unnatural strain - and horror

"No, no!' cane the professor's shouted denial as the boat di pped and swayed.
"That's not the way, Crow. Silver bullets are no use against this thing!' Wat
t hi ng?

1 scranbl ed back through the galley door and down the corridor, across the
bunkhouse fl oor, and up the three steps to the deck. There, clinging to the
rail, their faces drawn and white, stood the two nen. As the boat steadied
itself, | joined them 'Wat is it, Titus? Wat's wong?

' There's sonmething out there, Henri, in the water. Sonething big! It just now
made a rush at the boat -stopped about fifty feet short and sank down again
into the water - a Sea- Shoggoth, | think, exactly like those dreamthings I
told you about.’

'Yes, a Sea- Shoggot h,' Peasl ee breathed. 'One of the Deep Ones. All the way
fromDeep GIIl-ho to the north,

| imagine. It can't harmus -' He sounded sure enough of his facts, but
nevertheless | noticed that his hushed voice trenbl ed.

The mist was thick on the river, its mlky tendrils and eddi es com ng al nost
up to the deck of the houseboat, making it seem as though we stood aboard a

nmere raft. | could hear the chop as the disturbed waters slapped the hull, but
| could see nothing. |I felt my pulse start to race and the short hairs
prickling at the back of my neck. "I'll get nmy pistol,' | said, intending to

go back down into the boat.
As | turned fromthe rail Peaslee grabbed ny arm °'Useless, de Marigny,' he
snapped. 'Pistols, no matter what kind of amrunition they take, are useless



agai nst this type of creature!’

"But where is the thing?' | asked, peering again at the msted waters.

As if in answer to ny nervous question, indeed, as the last word left ny I|ips,
an iridescent, blackly shining colum of what |ooked |Iike nud or tar enbedded
with fragments of broken, multicol oured gl ass rose up out of the swirling
river mst. Eight feet wide and all of twenty feet tall, dripping water and
bobbi ng i ke sone great sentient cork, the thing towered above the water

and the sun glinted fromits surface and fromits nyriad eyes!

The creature - stank! There is sinply no other way of expressing the
nauseati ng stench that issued fromit. Lines from A hazred again |l eaped into
my mind: 'By their snell shall ye know them' and | knew exactly what the
so-called 'mad' Arab had neant! It was the very snell of evil. Twice in a
matter of hours ny senses had been thus assaulted, and this time the worst!
Thank the Lord that the houseboat was upwi nd, what little wind there was, of
the horror; we received only a mnimm but even then too much, of that

m asmal , deep-sea effl uvium

It had nmouths, too, many of them but | caught only a glinpse. As the thing
made a frantic, nodding rush at the boat | threw nyself down the steps after
Kant's pistol. No matter what Peaslee said, | refused to stand undefended

agai nst that! Any weapon seened better than none at all. In nmy panic | had
conpletely forgotten the fact that we were not at all weaponless, that in fact
we had the best possible protection! In any case, | couldn't find the pistol
Where had | put the thing?

The houseboat rocked again, yet nore violently, and | scranbl ed back up the
steps to the deck enpty-handed. Fighting to keep his bal ance whil e hangi ng on
to the rail with one hand, Peaslee was holding up a star-stone and shouting at
the horror in the water. The thing was already rushing back in yet another
nonst rous, bobbi ng charge. My concentration divided itself equally between the
prof essor and the creature bearing down upon the boat. Peaslee was rapidly
chanting: 'Away, sline of the sea, back to your dark and pressured seat. Wth
the authority of the Elder Gods thenselves | command you. Away and | eave us in
peace!' The trenmor had left his voice and his old, slimfrane seenmed sonmehow
tall and powerful against the backdrop of iridescent horror sprouting beyond
himfromthe river mst.

Bef ore Peasl ee's chanting and his showi ng of the star-stone there had been no
sound fromthe Deep One other than the natural noise of the water rushing past
its nightrmare shape as it charged. Now -

It was scream ng, apparently in rage and frustration, certainly in a manner
suggesting some sort of alien nental agony. Its - voice? - had been just too
far up the sonic scale before; there had been a high, alnost inaudible whine
in the air. Now, though, the professor's chanted words, repeated over and over
again, were alnost drowned out and | had to grit ny teeth and slamny

hands to ny ears as the creature lowered its hidepus cries. Never before in ny

life had | heard so unbelievabl e a cacophony of incredible sounds all in one,
and it was ny fervent prayer that | never hear such sounds again!
The screaming was still in the main high-pitched, |ike a steam engine's

whi stle, but there were grunted undertones, throbbing gasps or em ssions such
as the reptiles and great frogs meke, inpossible to put down on paper. Two
nor e bobbi ng, water-spraying, abortive attenpts it made to breach the
invisible barrier between its awful body and the houseboat - and then it
turned, sank, and finally left a thrashing, thinning wake in the rapidly
clearing mst as it headed for London and the open sea beyond.

For a long tinme there was an awkward hush, wherein only the subsiding slap of
wavel ets against the hull, our erratic and harsh breathing, and the outraged
cheepi ng of nomentarily quieted birds disturbed the silence. Peaslee's voice,
alittle less steady now that it was all over, finally got through to nme after
a second asking of his question

' How about breakfast, Henri? Wn't it be spoiling?

Crow | aughed harshly as | explained that | had not yet nanaged to get
breakfast started. He said: 'Breakfast? By God, Peaslee, but you won't catch



me eating on this boat! | won't be here | ong enough - not now'

"Perhaps you're right,' the professor hurriedly agreed. 'Yes, the sooner we
get on our way, the better. W were perfectly safe, | assure you, but such
t hi ngs are al ways unnerving.'

"Unnerving!' Ye Gods!

It took us half an hour to get packed up; by 9:45 we were on our way in Crow s
Mer cedes.

W breakfasted at 10:30 in a pub on the approaches to the city proper

Qui nness and ham sandwi ches. W all were very hungry. As we finished off a
second bottle each

(Peasl ee's surprise at the black brew s pick-ne-up quality was apparent) we
al so saw an end to our conversation regarding the norning's nonstrous visitor
M skatonic and the Wl narth Foundation, the professor

decl ared, had | ong suspected a deep-sea citadel north of

the British Isles, peopled by such creatures as only the

Ct hul hu Cycle of nmyth m ght spawn. They had good

reasons for such suspicions; apparently GIlIl-ho was given

mention in a fair nunmber of the great works of named and

anonymous occult authors. ('Cccult' is a natural part of

nmy vocabulary; | doubt if I shall ever learn howto |eave

it out of ny life or thoughts, witten or spoken.) Abdu

Al hazred, in the Necronom con, had nanmed the place as

' Sunken G lohee, in the Isles of Mst', and he had hinted

that its denizens were the spawn of Cthul hu hinself! Mre

recently, Gordon Wl nmsl ey of Goole had recorded simlar

allusions in his alleged 'spoof death-notes. Titus Crow,

too, considering his dreans of a vast underwater fortress

somewhere of f the Vestmann |slands, where Surtsey

bel ched forth in the agony of volcanic birth in 1963,

concurred with the possibility of just such a submarine

seat of suppurating evil

Assuredly, the professor had it, the creature we had seen that norning had

originated in GIll-ho. It had been sent, no doubt, on the telepathic
i nstructions of Shudde-Mell or his kind, to deliver the death-blowto two
dangerous nen. |f Peaslee had not presented hinself when he did ... it did not

bear thinking about.

Wil e the professor's explanation regarding our visitor's origin seened
reasonably satisfactory to me, Crow was far from easy about it. Wy then, he
wanted to know, had sinilar beasts not been sent to deal w th Sea-Mi d when
that rig had been drilling its inadvertently destructive bore off Hunterby
Head? Agai n Peasl ee had the answer to hand. Sone of these horrors, he rem nded
us,

were in direct opposition to one another - such as Cthul hu and Hastur. The
type of creature as called up those cyclonic forces which sent Sea-Maid to the
bottom while it was not necessarily an enemnmy of the Lord of R 1lyeh, was
certainly inferior in the nythos; it was sinply too lowy for C hul hu, or any
other of the greater powers of the CCD, to bother with. True, it had had the
capacity to partly control the el enents, and | esser creatures such as fishes,
but the experience of the Wlnmarth Foundation (which had dealt with such

bei ngs before) was that these were the least harnful of all the inmates of the
El der Gods' prisons.

The theory was, in fact, that such creatures were nothing nore than | ow order
m ni ons of the Great Ones proper, but that they had been inprisoned separately
because of their huge size - in nuch the sanme way as |large animals are kept in
separate cages in zoos while smaller creatures are housed together. Certainly
Shudde-M el | had not been prisoned al one, as witness the G harne eggs and the
nmonstrous spread of the Cthonians throughout the world. Peaslee quite
expected, before we were through with the Great Britain Project, that we
shoul d see an end put to any nunber of such beings. (Eventually, we were, in
fact, witness to many such '"kills', and one which sticks in ny mind quite



vividly still, though | have at times tried to forget it. But | nust keep that
horror for later.)

The Deep Ones, though, quite apart fromthese appalling subterrene giants,
cane in a nunber of sorts and sizes. Their name, in fact, was a group heading,
under which fell all nmanner of fishlike, protoplasmc, batrachian, and
sem - human beings, united together in the worship of Dagon and the anti ci pated
resurrection of Great Cthul hu. Neither Crow nor | was totally ignorant of
these Deep Ones; we had both heard, over a period of tinme and from

di verse sources, mad whi spers echoing down the years of frightful occurrences
at I nnsnout h, a decaying seaport on the New Engl and coast of America. |ndeed,
such was the macabre nat ure of the stories t hat | eaked out of
Innsmouth in the late 20s that certain of them alnost a decade later, were
fictionalized in a nunber of popul ar fantastic nagazines. The thene of these
runours (no longer runours, for Peaslee assured us of their established fact;
he positively asserted that Federal files were extant, copies of which had

| ong been '"acquired' by the WImarth Foundati on, whi ch detailed the

al nost unbel i evabl e occurrences of 1928) was that in the early 1800s certain
traders of the old East-Indian and Pacific routes had had unsavoury dealings
wi th degenerate Pol ynesian islanders. These natives had had their own 'gods',
nanely Chul hu and Dagon (the | atter having seen earlier worship by the

Phi | i stines and Phoenicians), and worshi pped themin disgusting and barbaric
ways. Eventually the New Engl and sailors were inveigled into taking part in
just such practices, apparently against the better judgenent of many of them
and yet it seenmed that the ways of the heat hen Kanakas were not w thout their
own doubt ful rewards!

I nnsmout h prospered, grew fat and rich as trade picked up, and soon strange
gol d changed hands in the streets of that dooned town. Esoteric churches
opened - or rather tenples - for purposes of even darker worship (the many
seafarers had brought back strangely ichthyic Polynesian brides), and who
could say how far things mght have gone if, in 1927, the Federal Government
had not been alerted to the grow ng nmenace?

In the winter of 1927-28, Federal agents nmoved in, and the end result was that
hal f I nnsnmouth's inhabitants were bani shed (Peaslee had it that they had been
sent off to scattered naval and military prisons and out-of -the-way

asyl unms) and dept h-charges were dropped off Devil's Reef in the Atlantic
coast. There, in the untold depths of a natural rift, existed a weed-shrouded
city of alien proportions and dimensions - Y ha-nthlei - peopled by the Deep
Ones, into which 'select' order many of the New England traders and their

hi deousl y bl asphenous of fspring had been admitted since contact was first
established with the Pol ynesians a century earlier. For those islanders of one
hundred years gone had known far nmore than a close liaison with the Deep Ones
of Polynesia -and therefore so eventually did the New Engl anders.

The seafaring traders paid dearly for their adoption of the Kanaka 'faith'

and for |less nmentionable things - for by the tine the Federal agents took
control of Innsnouth hardly a single fanmily existed in the town untainted by

t he shocking disfigurations of a stigma known locally as 'the Innsnmouth Look'.
The I nnsmout h Look! Frightful degenerations of mind and tissue . . . scaly
skin, webbed fingers and toes . . . bulging fishlike eyes . . . gills!

And it was the Innsnouth Look that heral ded the change fromland-dweller to
anphi bi an, from human to Deep One! Many of the town's inhabitants who escaped
the horrified governnent agents did so by swinmmng out to Devil's Reef and
diving down to Y' ha-nthlei, there to dwell with the Deep Ones proper, 'in
wonder and glory forever'.

These, then, were menbers of that seething submarine sect - but there were

ot hers.

There were others, nore truly alien (Crow s 'survivors'), leftovers froman
abyss of time and aeons before their aquatic phase, when the Earth knew t he
sem proto-plasmc tread of themand their masters and none other. It was one
of these latter beings that had attenpted the

attack upon Seafree - which only Peaslee's star-stones and chantings had held



at bay.

Wth all talk over, our nmeal done, and feeling the better for it, we left the
pub and continued on our way. The journey was uneventful and quiet, with Crow
driving while | relaxed in the back of the car. Beside ne, Peaslee nodded and
drowsed, no doubt making final subconscious adjustnents to his body-clock
That night, after the professor had paid a long, |one afternoon call to the
British Museum we all three congregated to sleep at Bl owne House. For the
first time in what seened |ike years | slept peacefully, dream essly; so that
not even certain vociferous trees in the garden, creaking through the dark
hours, could disturb ny slunbers in any other than a tiny degree.

Horrors of Earth

(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)

Many & multiformare ye dimhorrors of Earth, infesting her ways fromye very
prime. They sl eep beneath ye unturned stone; they rise with ye tree fromits
root; they nmove beneath ye sea, & in subterranean places they dwell in ye

i nnost adyta. Sone there are |ong known to man, & others as yet unknown,
abiding ye terrible latter days of their revealing. Those which are ye nopst
dreadful & ye loathliest of all are haply still to be decl ared.

Abdul Al hazred: Feery's - Notes on the Necronom con

Sonme mont hs have passed; they seemlike years. Certainly | have aged years.
Many of the things | have seen have proved al nost too nuch to believe - too
fantastic even to retain - and, indeed, | actually find the pictures fading
fromny menmory. As the days go by, | have nore and nore troubl e focusing ny

m nd upon any set instance, any individual incident; and yet, paradoxically,
it is undeni able that certain things have left livid scars upon the surface of
ny m nd.

Perhaps this reluctance of mine to remenber is sinply a healing process, and
who can say but that when | have 'heal ed" conpletely the entire episode m ght
wel | have vani shed for ever from ny nenory?

It is because of this - because there is a very real chance of my 'forgetting
all that has gone since the advent of Professor Wngate Peaslee of M skatonic
- that now, wi thout any conscious attenpt to stress the horror in any way, in
an earnest effort to get the thing down as unenotionally as possible, | make
the following entries in nmy notebook

Possibly my rejection began before Peaslee and the subsequent horrors, for |
find that those nonstrous occurrences aboard Seafree before his com ng are
also dinming in nmy mind s eye, and to recall themin any sort of detail | find
it necessary to resort to a reading of nmy earlier notebooks. Yet this, surely,
is anercy. Wi was it said that the nost nerciful thing in the world is the
inability of the human mind to correlate all its contents? And yet, if only to
retain the foll owing as an account as opposed to a nenory, | find that | nust
now correlate at l[east certain occurrences

It was |late August. The three of us, nyself, Crow, and Peasl ee, were | ooking

down froma | ow branble- and gprse-girt hill across an area of wild open
nmoorl and. OF course, it is not nmy intention to divul ge our exact whereabouts
as they were, but we were well 'out-of-the-way'. Three weed-grown and

negl ect - obscured tracks led out of the area, and each of them froma distance
some four mles out fromthe hub of the operation, carried warning notices
such as: Danger, Unexpl oded Bonbs, and Government Property, Keep Qut, or Tank
Range, Firing in Progress! Such notices had had Crow somewhat perturbed for a
time, until Peaslee renmi nded himof the Wl nmarth Foundation's influence in
hi gh places - even in certain governmental circles! To reinforce the posted
war ni ngs a nunber of Foundation nen with guard dogs prow ed the perineter of
the area. It would be disastrous to allow the |eak of any untoward tales into
t he nmundane worl d outside.

No nore than a nile away, and in a central, strangely barren area, the
superstructure of a great drilling-rig towered up to clear but grey skies.
Beneath that threatening pylon of girders and gears, fourteen hundred feet
down in the bedrock, one of those nonsters net before



by Pongo Jordan and his ill-fated rig Sea-Miid slunmbered in its ancient

prison. That the Cthonian was in fact prisoned had | ong been ascertained; the
tel epath who first tracked the thing down had recognized wel | - known

m nd- patterns and had picked up nental inpressions inplying great size. It was
i ndeed one of those outsize, |oworder minions of the Ad Ones which, in

Peasl ee's own words, 'were the least harnful of all the inmates of the Elder
Cods' prisons.'

Despite a warm sun the afternoon breeze, seemng to spring from somewhere down
in the direction of the drilling-rig, was surprisingly chill. W had the
collars of our coats turned up against it. Peaslee was in wal kie-talkie
contact with a British telepath, Gordon Finch, whose nmental images - rel ayed
to us as he received themand as the climax drew to a close - cane over the
air loud and clear. The huge C honian (possibly undisturbed for mllennia) had
started to energe fromits comalike slunbers sonme hours before and was now
becom ng nore alert, its nonstrous mnd form ng rather clearer pictures for
Finch to "tune in" on. Crow, powerful binoculars about his neck, peered
intently into |l enses sighted on the matchstick people and Di nky-Toy vehicl es
novi ng about down in the distant spider web of paths and tracks cut through
the greyly withered gorse and heat her.

A Land Rover, churning sand and browned gorse flowers, issued blue exhaust
snoke as it powered through dry, scanty foliage at the foot of our hill. The
bri ght yell ow bandanna of the driver identified himas Bernard ' Pongo' Jordan
hi nsel f. He was on his way up to our vantage point, from which he hoped to
phot ograph the kill. This in no way reflected a norbid 'thing" of Pongo's, on
the contrary, for any and all information on the CCD was of the utnpst

i nportance to the Wlnarth Foundation. After death nmpst of the C honians
rotted so fast that

identification of their matter was literally inmpossible - and very few of the
various speci es had anything even remptely approaching sinmlarities of makeup
Even the count of the heartbeat - or the beat of whatever organ the creature
possessed which nmight stand for a heart - would prove of value; and it was
that chiefly, the gory spurt of alien juices, that Pongo intended to film

In a mtter of minutes the Rover had bunped its way up to the crest upon which
we stood. Pongo sl ewed the vehicle about and parked it none too carefully
beside Crow s big black Mercedes. Before the notor coughed itself out the huge
Yor kshi reman had joined us. He pulled a hip-flask fromthe pocket of his denim
jacket and took a deep draught before offering the whisky to Crow, who
declined with a smle.

'No thanks, Pongo - | prefer brandy. W have a flask

in the car.'

'You, de Marigny?' The big man's voice, despite its roughness, was tense,

ner vous.

' Thanks, yes.' | took the flask fromhim | hardly needed the drink really,
but Jordan's junpiness was infectious. And little wonder, for there was
something . . . wong . . . sonewhere. W could all sense it, a disturbing
feeling of inpending, well, sonething in the air. The lull before a storm

Gordon Finch's voice cane | ouder now, clearer over the wal kie-tal kie, which
Peasl ee had turned up full volume for our benefit.

"The thing's not quite fully aware yet, it's still half asleep, but it knows
something's up. I'mgoing to go deeper into its mnd, see what | can see.'
"Careful, Finch,' Peaslee said quickly into his handset. 'Don't alert the
creature whatever you do. W can never be certain - we don't know what it's
capabl e of.' For perhaps half a mnute there was an al nost audi bl e

silence fromthe wal ki e-tal ki e. Then, sinultaneous with Jordan's rem nder that
there were only six mnutes left to penetration, Finch's voice, ethereal now
as his mnd entered deeper into the Cthonian's masmal nentality, sounded
agai n from Peasl ee' s handset:

"It's. . . strange! Strangest sensations |'ve ever known. There's pressure,

t he wei ght of countless tons of ... rock.' The voice trailed off.

Peasl ee waited a second, then snapped: 'Finch, get a grip on yourself, man!



What's wrong?'

"Eh?' | could al nost see the tel epath shaking hinself. Now his voice was
eager: 'Nothing's wong, Professor, but I want to go deeper. | believe | can
get right inside this one!’

"I forbid it -' Peaslee railed

"Never forbid an Englishman anything.' Finch's voice hardened. 'A few nore
m nutes and the thing' Il be finished, gone for ever - and it's mllions of
years old. | want... | want to know'

Again the silence fromthe handset, while Peaslee grew nore agitated by the
second. Then -
"Pressure .

. wei ght .
"Where is he down there?" Crow asked sharply, never for a second taking the
bi nocul ars from his eyes.

"In the control shack by the rig,' Jordan answered, his canera starting to
whir in his hands. "The others should be clearing out now, noving back —al
bar the lads on the rig itself - and Finch should get out too. He'll get
drenched i n nuck when she goes through; and when they shoot off the bonmb -
He | eft his thoughts unspoken

By 'the bomb' | knew he neant the expl osive harpoon set in the head of the
great drill. As soon as the bit went through into the softer stuff of the
Ct honi an, the bonmb would automatically fire, shooting itself deep into the
guts

of the nonster before expl oding. Finch was supposed to break contact with the
creature's thoughts before then

" Four minutes,' Pongo said.

The voice was fainter, trancelike. 'Tons and tons of crushing

' Trapped? cane Finch's voice again. "Trapped down . . . HERE! Nothi ng has
changed - but why do | wake? | have only to flex the muscles of my body, arch
nmy back to break out, to be free to go- as | went free so long ago - in search
of the little creatures - to slake this great thirst with

their red -

" Ahhh! | can see the little ones in ny mind as | remenber them when once
before, following the great roaring and crushing and shifting of the earth,
went free! Wth their little arnms, hairy bodies, and futile clubs. | remenber

their screanms as | absorbed theminto nyself.

"But | dare not, CANNOI, break free! Despite ny strength, a greater power

hol ds me, the mind-chains of THEM and their barriers - the Geat El der Gods

who prisoned ne so long, |long ago - who returned to prison ne again after but

a brief freedomwhen the earth tore itself and their sigils were scattered.

7 am STILL prisoned, and nore, there is ... danger!’

"Finch, cone out of there!' Peaslee yelled frantically into his handset. 'Let

the thing be, man, and get out!’

" DANGER? Finch's now alien voice continued, coarse and slurred. '|I can sense.
little ones! Many of them .. above nme ... and somethi ng approaches?

"Just over two minutes!' Jordan blurted, his voice

cracki ng.

Now t here was only a harsh gasping fromthe wal ki e-tal kie, and above it Crow s

sudden, anmazed exclamation: "Wy, | can feel the thing, too! It's sending out

m nd-feelers. It knows what we're up to. It's nore intelligent than we

t hought, Peasl ee, superior to any of the others we've so far done away wth.'

He | et his binoculars dangle and put his hands up to his ears, as if to shut

out sone

dreadful sound. H's eyes closed and his face screwed up in pain. 'The thing's

frightened - no, angry! My God!'

"I am not defenceless, little ones? Finch's horribly altered voice screaned

fromthe handset. 'Trapped, true, but NOT defencel ess. You have | earned nuch

in the passage of time - but I, too, have powers! | can't stop that which you

send burrow ng down towards ne, but | have . . . powers?

Crow screaned harshly and fell to his knees, rocking to and fro and cl utching

madly at his head. At that nmonent | was very glad that nmy own psychic or



telepathic talents were as yet undevel oped

' The sky!' Peasl ee gasped, turning nmy attention fromthe now prostrate Titus
Crow. 'Look at the sky!'

Bl ack cl ouds boil ed and tossed where only grey skies had opened scant nonents
before, and lightning played high in the caul dron of suddenly rushing air. In
anot her second a great wi nd sprang up, whipping our coats about us and
snatching at Jordan's yell ow bandanna. Down in the depression gorse bushes
cane | oose fromthe sandy earth to swirl into the air as if at the nmercy of a
whol e nest of dust devils.

'CGet down!' Jordan yelled, his voice barely audible over the wild rush of

wi nd, flying sand and bits of gorse, heather and bracken. 'There's little over
a mnute to go -down for your lives!'

W all fell to the ground i mediately. Crow now lay there quite still.

grabbed at thick heather roots and flung an arm about ny friend s notionless
body. The wind was icy now, seeming to rush up at us fromthe rig, and angry

t hunder booned while flashes of lightning lit up the sky, etching in outlines
of jet the rig's distant structure upon the gaunt backdrop of noor and | ow

bl eak hills.

Screans had begun to echo up fromthe declivity, barely heard over the mad,
pandenoni ac roar of tortured air

and sky, causing nme to reach through suddenly slashing rain for Crow s

bi noculars. | freed themfromhis neck and held themto ny face, draw ng the
structures in the declivity closer with quick, jerky novenents of my trenbling
hands.

"The thing in the ground comes closer,' screaned Finch's voice (or was it
Finch's voice?) fromPeaslee's handset. 'And | sense its nature. So be it! |
die - but first feel the mght of (. . . ?) and his wath, and let ny arns
reach out for the surface that ny nouths might drink one last tinme! Now know
the LUST of (. . . ?), little ones, and his power over the very el ements!
Remenmber and trenble when the stars are right and Great Lord Cthul hu cones
agai n!'

| had finally managed to focus the binoculars on the rig and the small shacks
surrounding it. In one of those buildings the telepath Finch sat, his mnd
still in contact with that of the great beast down in the bowels of the earth.
| shuddered uncontrollably as |I pictured the man

down there.

Lorries and small er vehicles were now noving away fromthe perinmeter of the
work area, and running figures, fighting the buffeting wind and squalling rain
on foot. Then cane horror

Even as | watched, the lightning began to flash with nore purpose, great bolts
striking down accurately at the rig and its appurtenances. Running figures
burst into electric flame and crunpled while lorries and Land Rovers,
careeni ng madly about, roared up in gouting fire and ruin. Grders nelted and
fell fromthe now blazing rig, and great patches of the scant vegetation
surroundi ng that structure hissed and steamed before crackling into red and
orange deat h.

"Time's up,' yelled Jordan in ny ear; 'the bonb should fire any second now.
That ought to put a stop to the bastard's gane!’

Even as the Yorkshireman yelled the voice of the thing that had been Gordon
Finch screaned from Peasl ee' s handset:

"I am STRICKEN! - Na-ngh . . . ngh . . . ngh-ya -Geat Ubbo-sathla, your child
dies - but give me now strength for a final drinking - let nme stretch nyself
this one last time - DEFY the sigils of the Elder Gods - na-argh . . . ngh .

ngh! - Arghhh-k-k-k! - Hyuh, yuh, h-yuh-yuh!'
As these monstrous, utterly abhuman exhortations and syllables crackled in
hi deously di storted cacophony fromthe wal kie-talkie, so | witnessed the fina
abomi nati on.
Dmy | was aware of Peaslee's incoherent cry as the very ground beneath us
jounced and slipped; in the corner of my consciousness | knew that Jordan had
attenpted to get to his feet, only to be thrown down again by the dancing



ground - but mainly ny eyes and mnd were riveted on the nightmare scene

af forded ne by Crow s accursed binocul ars, those glasses that ny nervel ess
fingers could not put down!

For down in the valley depression great rifts had appeared in the earth - and

fromthese seismc chasns terrible tendrils of grey, living matter spewed
forth in awful animation!
Flailing spastically - like great, nortally wounded snakes across the

battered, blistered terrain - the tendrils noved, and soon sone of them
encountered the fleeing men! Geat crimson maws opened in grey tendril ends,
and-

Finally I managed to hurl the binoculars away. | closed ny eyes and pressed ny
face down into the wet grass and sand. In that sane instant there cane a
tremendous crack of lightning, the incredible flickering brightness of which
could sense even with nmy eyes closed and covered, and inmrediately there

foll omed such an expl osion and a

rushi ng, reeking stench as to make nmy very senses tenporarily depart.

I do not know how long it was before | felt Jordan's hand upon my shoul der or
heard his voice inquiring as to ny condition, but when next | lifted ny head
the sky was cl ear once again and a freshening breeze bl ew over the bl asted
hill. Peaslee was sitting up, silently shaking his head fromside to side and
gazing down at the scene below | followed his gaze.

Fires still raged down there, emtting colums of blue snoke anong the
shrivell ed gorse bushes and brittle heather. The rig was a tw sted mass of

bl ackened netal, fallen on its side. One or two scorched trucks still noved,
maki ng their way tiredly towards our hill, and a handful of tattered figures
stunbl ed dazedly about. Mans and cries for help drifted up to us. Gey, vile
i chor steaned and bubbled in liquid catabolism filling the newy opened
cracks in the earth like pus in hellish sores.

"W have to help them' Jordan said sinply. | nodded and clinbed weakly to ny
feet. Peaslee, too, stood up. Then, renenbering, | got down on one knee and
gently shook Titus Crow s shoulder. He came to a noment |ater, but was

i ncapabl e of aiding us in the work we now had to do; his mental encounter

t hough brief, had been too shattering.

As the three of us wal ked towards Jordan's Rover, | picked up the

wal ki e-tal kie from where Peaslee had left it. In a nonent of thoughtlessness
turned up the volunme - and understood why the professor had left the handset
behi nd. There were . . . noises: |ow, incoherent mnou-things, snatches of
chil di sh song, giggles of inbecile |aughter

W | ost six dead, five mssing - and one, poor Finch, hopel essly insane. There
were injuries, but in the main these were minor: burns, cuts, and bruises. The
fact that another Cthonian - one of the 'least harnful of all' the subterrene
species - was dead seened hardly ample justification for such losses. Still
these were the first casualties the Foundation had suffered in the whole G eat
Britain Project to date.

The newspapers the next day were full of the earth trenors that had rocked the
entire Northeast seaboard -to a | esser degree the titanic blast of ignited
gases 'inadvertently rel eased from beneath the surface of the earth by nenbers
of a scientific drilling project'. Too, ground runblings had been heard and
felt in the Gotswolds, and Surtsey had flared briefly forth again to send up
cl ouds of volcanic steam Freak storns vied for space with these itens in the
press: hail stones as big as golf balls in the South; freak Iightning over many
parts of England, particularly Durham and Northunberland; | ashing, incessant
rain the whole afternoon in the West. Lunatic asyluns had al so been affected,
alarm ngly so, by the Wl marth Foundation's nachi neries that day. Reports of
upri sings, mass rebellions, and escapes were |egion. 'Mon, tide, and weather
cycles', alienists and psychol ogi sts vaguely had it... .

O the form type and characteristics of the Cthonian we destroyed that day
little yet is known. That it was 'a child of Ubbo-sathla' seens as nmuch as we
are ever likely to learn. Wthin hours of the final explosion of its

body- gases (gases whi ch nust have been closely related to nethane, and under



pressure at that), its tendril-substances - indeed, so far as is known, its
entire body -had rotted and di sappeared. Subsequent soundi ngs of the space it
had occupi ed under ground have shown that the
thing was al nbst a quarter of a mle long and a third that distance across!
W do not even positively know what the creature's name was. We heard it
spoken, certainly, by Finch in his telepathic trance, but such was its sound
and the arrangenents of its consonants that human vocal cords cannot emrul ate
them Only a man in actual mnd-contact with such a being, as poor CGordon
Finch was, mght be able to approximate such intricacies. The nearest we can
get to it in witten English is: Cgfthgnm o'th.
Regardi ng that forebear nentioned by the Cthonian in its death agonies: it
woul d appear that Ubbo-sathla (Ubho-Shatla, Hboshat, Bothshash, etc.) was here
even before Cthul hu and his spawn first seeped down fromthe stars; that (if
we can take Finch's mind-interpretations as a true translation), Ubbo-sathla
was drawn into kinship with Cthulhu after the latter's doni nation of
pre-Earth. These concl usions, such as they are, seem borne out by the
followi ng fragnent fromthe disturbing Book of Eibon
. For Ubbo-sathla is the source and the end. Before the coining of
Zhot haquah or Yok-Zothoth or Kthul hut fromthe stars, Ubbo-sathla dwelt in the
steani ng fens of the newnade Earth: a mass without head or nenbers, spawning
the grey, formess efts of the prime and the grisly prototypes of terrene life
And all earthy life, it is told, shall go back at |ast through the great
cycle of time to Ubbo-sathla
It took a fortnight to clear up the mess, physical and adninistrational, and
to cover our tracks - not to nmention another week of fast talking in high
pl aces by Peasl ee and ot her senior American nenbers - before the operations of
the Wlmarth Foundation in the British Isles could continue. In the end,
t hough, the long-laid plans went ahead.
12 Fam liarity Breeds
(From de Marigny's Not ebooks)
On this occasion, sone weeks gone, Crow and | were travelling in the Mercedes
down fromthe Northwest. A few days earlier, in the Scottish Southern Upl ands,
the Wlmarth Foundation had forced a Cthonian - one of the last of the static
or prisoned forns 'indigenous' to Geat Britain and her waters - fromits
burrow deep beneath a nmountain cleft. The being, a small one of its kind, had
t hen been hosed down (literally hosed down to nothing!) with powerful jets of
water. This had been at a place central in the Uplands; a sparse, very
under popul ated area between Lanark and Dunfriesshire. The sight of the
creature's violent thrashing as it nmelted beneath the sustained jets of |etha
water, until finally it lay inert, a pool of awful, sem organic putrescence
bubbling off in vile evaporation, was one which had seared itself upon the
retina of ny very being. | was in fact still seeing the awful thing in ny
mnd' s eye as Crow drove the car south away fromthe scene of the "kill".
Fol lowing this |atest offensive, Peaslee had flown from d asgow to London to
nmeet friends and col |l eagues coming in from America. These Anericans were
bringing freshly devi sed sei snol ogi cal equi prent with which they hoped to
follow the tracks of Shudde-Mell's mobile Cthonian 'hordes' if the remainder
of that species in Britain should nmake a dash for it, as certain of the
Foundation's tel epaths seemed to suspect they might. O late the latter
subterrene group, nests and individual menbers alike, had apparently devel oped
a neans of shielding their mnds (and therefore their presence or
wher eabouts) fromall but the nbost powerful of the telepaths. Crow s linted
tel epathic power, follow ng the horror of the noor, had seermed to | eave him
He was, though, he had assured nme privately, otherw se as 'physically aware'
as ever.
It was about noon. W were, | renenber, passing through a lonely region sone
mles to the east of Penrith. For quite some tinme Titus Crow had driven in
what | had taken to be silent thoughtful ness. At the very edge of ny
consci ousness, | had been taking in something of the terrain through which the
big car passed. Automatically, as is sonetinmes its wont, nmy mind had partly



separated its attentions - between nonstrous nmenories of the dissolving horror
inthe hills and, as | have said, the country through which we passed - when
suddenly, for no apparent reason, | found nyself filled with an as yet obscure
i nner concern.

The area was bl eak. A steep and rocky hillside tilted jaggedly to the right of
the road, fell abruptly away to the left. The road itself was narrow and
poorly surfaced, faintly msted in front and behind, and the m st was
thickening as it rolled down off the hills marchi ng away

sout hwar d

| had just noticed the peculiarly om nous aspect of the place when it dawned
on nme that | had a headache, sonething | had not known for months, since first
Peasl ee joined us from Anerica. The recognition of this fact came hand in hand
with the abrupt, shocking menmory of the professor’'s warning: 'Al ways remenber
- they never stop trying! You nmust carry these things wherever you go from now
on, but even so you nust try not to venture anywhere bel ow the surroundi ng
ground-level. | mean that you're to keep out of valleys, gullies, quarries,

m nes, subways, and so on. They can get at you indirectly - a sudden

eart hquake, a fall of rock . '

"Titus!' | gasped out loud. 'Titus, where the hell are you going? W're not on
the route we intended to take. W ought to have turned across country mles
back, following the A-Sixty-Nine to the Northeast coast as we pl anned!'’

gazed fearfully out of ny window at the steep declivity falling away, and on
the other side of the car, the now al nost vertical wall of rock reaching up
into m sty heights.

Crow had j unped nervously as | comenced ny outburst, and now he applied the
brakes and brought the car to a halt. He shook his head, dazedly rubbing at
his eyes. 'O course we should have followed the A-Sixty-N ne,' he eventually

agreed, frowning in concern. Then: 'What on earth . . . ?° Hs eyes lit
feverishly, strange understanding, horrible recognition showing in them

"De Marigny - | think | understand why the Foundation has recently been

pl agued with an inordinately high percentage of freak "accidents", suicides,
and deaths. | think | understand, and | think that we're the next on the
list!'

No sooner had he spoken when, with a suddenness that caused the hair of ny
head to stand up straight and the shorter hairs of ny neck to bristle and
prickle, the ground beneath our stationary vehicle trenbled; the runble was
audi bl e even over the noise of the idling engine!

The next instant, | admt it, | screanmed al oud; but Crow was already in
action, releasing the handbrake, revving the engine, throwing the car into
reverse gear. Nor were his instantaneous reactions any too soon. Even as the
car lurched backwards on spinning wheels a great boul der, followed by snaller
rocks, pebbles, and tons of earth, smashed down from above on to the road
where the Mercedes had been but a nonment earlier. At the sane tinme, too, we
heard (with our mnds if not actually

with our ears) the norbid, alien dronings of an all too recognizable chant:
Ce' haiie ep-ngh fl'hur G harne fhtagn, Ce' haiie fhtagn ngh Shudde-M el l

"Nowhere to turn,' Crow gasped, still reversing, 'but if | can back her up far
enough -'

Shattering his hopes and the unspoken prayers of both of us, the mst, as if
answering sone hellish call (which | can readily believe it was), fell in
opaque and undul ating density all about us.

"My God!'" | gasped, as again Crow brought the car to a halt.

"Can't see a thing,' my friend shouted, his face grey now as the surroundi ng
wal | of ghostly gloomw thout. 'You'll have to get out, de Marigny, and

qui ckly! The wi ndows have ni sted over conpletely. Put your hand in the centre
of the rear wi ndow, and wal k down the mddle of the road until you find a spot
where | can turn the car around. Can you do it?

"Il damed well try,' | croaked, nmy nouth dry with nanel ess fear

"You'll need do nore than try,' he grimy told ne as | opened the door. 'If
not. . . we're done for!'



| slamed the door behind me, ran around to the back of the car, and pressed
my right palmto the danmp glass of the rear wi ndow. The engi ne roared and
Crow s shout cane to nme fromhis open wi ndow 'Good, Henri - now wal k up the
road, or better still sit on the boot, and guide me by noving your hand | eft
or right as the road bends. Good, that's it, we're off!’
| continued as | had been instructed, sitting on the boot and noving nmy hand
behi nd me over the glass of the window, directing Crow as he reversed the big
car care-
fully along the mst-shrouded, narrow road. On three or four separate
occasi ons rocks tunbl ed down from above, dislodged fromthe unseen hei ghts by
continued subterranean trenblings; and all the while | could sense, at the
back of ny mind, Their awful, droning chanting!
After what seened like several ages the mist seened to |lift alittle, the road
wi dened, and there appeared a shallow, weed-choked reentry in the cliff-face
just wi de enough to accommodate the car. Wth a warning cry to Crow, | slid
fromthe boot, ran around to the front, and directed himas he began to swi ng
the rear end of the Mercedes off the road and into the cleft.
At this point | canme very close to disaster. For suddenly, wi thout any sort of
war ni ng, there came a low runble fromdeep in the ground and the whol e section
of road where | stood jerked and shook violently. | was pitched backwards, off
bal ance, over the edge of the road and head-over-heels down the steep decline
beyond. Fortunately | did not fall far, no nore than twelve feet or so, but I
| anded jarringly on nmy shoulder. Dazedly | struggled to ny feet. I was on a
wi de natural |edge, beyond which the ground fell away and down to the unseen
val l ey bel ow. Again the m st had thickened and now there was a perceptible and
rapi dly increasing aura of dread and hi deous expectancy in the danmp air.
"Crow' | yelled, trying vainly to scranble up the steep incline to the road.
"Titus, where are you?
The next instant | was faced with sonething so nonstrously terrifying that for
a nonent | thought ny heart nust stop. To ny left, at a distance of no nore
than fifteen feet, the very imt of nmy vision in the mst, the face of the
pebbly incline burst outward in a shower of stones and earth - and then -
- Horror!
| backed away, unashanmedly babbling, screaning
Crow s nane repeatedly as the - Thing - cane after me. It was octopoid, this
dweller in the earth . . . flowing tentacles and a pul py grey-bl ack, el ongated
sack of a body . . . rubbery . . . exuding a vilely stinking whitish slinme .
eyeless . . . headless, too . . . Indeed, | could see no distinguishing
features at all other than the reaching, groping tentacles. O was there -
yes! - a lunp in the upper body of the thing ... a container of sorts for the
brain, or ganglia, or whichever diseased organ governed this horror's
| oat hsone lifel
But it was closer, this spawn of Shudde-Mell, it was al nost upon ne! | felt
somehow rooted to the spot - fixed inmobile, as if nmy feet were stuck in
ment al nol asses, a fly in the ointnent of the Cthonian group-mnd - hearing
t he dreadful droning chant, ny eyes w de open and poppi ng and ny nouth sl ack
nmy hair standing straight up on ny head . . . My star-stone!l
Automatically, through all the shattering terror of my fear, | found nyself
reaching for that talisman of the Elder Gods - but ny jacket, with the
star-stone safe in the inside pocket, was still in the Mercedes where | had
left it. I was conscious of the ground beneath the pul py horror before ne
flowing like water, flowi ng and steanming in the heat that the hellish Cthonian
generated, and of those areas of the creature's body that touched the ground
gl owi ng and changi ng col our constantly. My God! It was upon ne! Tentacles
reached .
"De Marigny!' It was Crow s voice, and even as | heard his cry through the
hypnoti c chanting and the hi gh-pitched scream ng (which | hardly recogni zed as
my own), even as his shout cane to ne, a star-stone - ny own or CGow s, |
didn't care - fell fromabove directly in the path of the | ooni ng star-spawn .
The effect was i medi ate and definite. The huge, alien



slug of a being before nme reared back and al nost toppled fromthe | edge; the
m nd-chants turned instantaneously to nmental new ings and gi bberings with
overtones of the utnost fear, and with incredible agility the thing finally
turned in its sliny tracks to slither and flop away fromne al ong the | edge.
At what it nust have taken to be a safe distance, with its tentacles whipping
in a fearsome rage, the Cthonian turned in towards the cliff-face and noved
forward, passing into the wall of earth and rock. For a few nonents |iquid
earth and stone flowed |ike water fromthe hole the being left, then that part
of the steep incline collapsed and | was left with only the abom nable snell
of the thing.

It was then | realized that | was still down on ny knees with ny hands held
out before me; | had frozen in that position when it seemed certain that the
Ct honi an nust take nme. At the same tinme, too, | heard Crow s voi ce again,
calling me from above. | glanced up. My friend was flat on the road, his face
white and staring, his arnms outstretched with ny jacket dangling fromhis
hands.

"Quickly, Henri, for God's sake! Quickly, before they have tine to

reorgani ze!'

| got to my feet, snatched up the precious star-stone, and put it in ny
trouser pocket, then caught hold of the dangling jacket and scranbl ed
frantically, with Crow s assistance, to the tarmac surface of the road above.
| saw that Crow had managed to get the car turned about, and breathed a sigh
of relief as | slipped into the front passenger seat.

The ground trenbled again as Titus put the car into gear, but a second later
we were away, tyres screaming and lights cutting the curtain of mst like a
knife. 'A close one, de Marigny,' ny friend offered.

"Close! By God - | never want it any closer!' | told him

Half a nmile later there was no trace of the mst, and

wherever it had gone ny headache had gone with it. Once nore under control,
asked Crow what he had neant earlier when he nentioned the Foundation's recent
pl ague of accidents, suicides, and deaths

"Yes,' he answered. 'Well, you renmenber how of |ate our tel epaths have been
having difficulty contacting the Cthonians; | think |I can guess what those
nonsters have been up to. It dawned on ne back there when first we realized
somet hing was wong. | think that the burrowers have been concentrating their
powers, massing their mnds, overcom ng the protective powers of the
star-stones to a degree and getting through to Foundation menbers - just as
today they got through to us. They've been dealing with us one at a tine,

whi ch woul d explain our recent |losses. It's no coincidence, de Marigny, that

t hose | osses have been such as defy any sort of accounting, and it's this new
ability of theirs to get through to us that's deadened the Foundation's

awar eness of what's been going on! The sooner we | et Peaslee and the others
know, the better.' He put his foot down on the accel erator and the car sped us
safely on our way.

13 The Very Worm That Gnaws

(From de Marigny's Diary)

8th Cct.

The threat posed by the Cthonian ability to get at us in nass nental -sendi ngs
is at an end; a special delivery of a great nunber of star-stones fromthe
United States has seen to that. Also (and as our tel epaths have suspected for
some time), the remmi ning Cthonians are attenpting a sort of exodus back to
Africa; indeed, they have already commenced the nove. It was a nest of them
on their way down- and across-country to the coast, that waylaid Crow and ne
in that hill pass. They had obviously massed their mnds against the two of us
- perhaps hel ped by others of their shuddersone species, possibly even
Shudde-M el | hinsel f, wherever he night be - and unbeknown to us, having
overcome the shielding powers of our star-stones, they had thus |earned of our
plans to drive south to Dover. After that, it had only remained for themto
make a special nental effort to lead us away fromthe route we had intended to
take, and then intercept and anbush our car at a favourable spot. W had been



meant to die in that initial aval anche of dislodged earth and boul ders. The
pl an had gone astray and they had been forced to try other nethods. Overcom ng
the power of the star-stones in a direct confrontation, however, had proved a
far different kettle of fish to doing it en masse and at a distance; and there
they failed, when, as it has been seen, the sigil of the El der Gods had the
final say. They had doubtl ess been nmenbers of the sane nest (the barest

nucl eus of a nest, thank God, and conparatively young ones at that) that
Wllians the telepath reported when

first he quartered Scotland fromhis plane; the nest that subsequently seened
to disappear into thin air - or earth, as the case is. W have two tel epaths
tracki ng them even now as they burrow in the deep earth.

10th Cct.

Peasl ee caught a man last night trying to break into his hotel roomin London,
where he has set up his HQ He threatened the intruder with a pistol

wher eupon the fellow started to froth at the mouth and threw hinmself over the

bal cony rail. Peaslee's quarters are on the fifth floor! The professor escaped
i nvol verent in the subsequent police investigations.
11th Cct.

Jordan has quickly set up his wells in the now faniliar pattern at a spot not
far out of Nottingham He hopes to catch the nest of nightmares Crow and | had
dealings with in the hills up north. We are lucky in that the site is an old
ext ensi ve arny barracks conplex - 'CGovernnent Property' - and that the whole
area for half a mile around is Qut-of-Bounds to the general public, as it is
bei ng denol i shed. The place is schedul ed for redevel opnent; possibly the
construction of a power-station. | have a feeling it's just as well the place
is comng down -particularly if what has happened at some of the other
star-well sites should happen there.

13th Cct.

Regar di ng the exodus of the Cthonians: the British Isles are obviously too
restricting for the horrors. What with Peaslee and the Wl marth Foundation -
why, the beings are no |l ess prisoned now than were their prime forebears
mllennia ago in Dead G harne; for here they are being slowy but surely
tracked down and destroyed! If those of

themthat remain - damm few now - can nake it back to Africa they stand a good
chance of | osing thenselves conpletely in that vast continent, later to begin
the insidious threat el sewhere. Many of them have al ready made the crossing
beneat h t he Channel, but that hardly neans that they' ve escaped. The Frenchies
are doing their bit. The Foundation has men in France, and Peasl ee has very

big friends in power over there. He gets a lot of confidenti al letters

with t he Bi bl i ot heque Nat i onal e

post mar k.

There are still a nunber of the burrowers here in England, though, and during

the | ast few days there have been trenors and m nor subsidences all down the
country, converging into three definite tracks towards Tenterden. Looking back
| see that it was a week ago, on the sixth, that the Foundation trapped and
exterm nated no |l ess than a dozen of the horrors on Salisbury Plain; and

al ready, of the prisoned, 'harmess' species, these islands have just about
been cl eansed.

16th Cct.

The | ast few weeks have seen a nunber of arrests by Foundation nenbers of
so-cal | ed 'suspi cious persons'. Usually these arrests have been nmade in areas
directly occupi ed by the nenbers concerned, often on actual star-well sites or
in other planned |locations. There was that one Peaslee got on the tenth, and
two others were picked up in the barracks conplex in Notts. Invariably persons
thus arrested try to escape, but just as surely if they fail or if they are
caught a second tinme they beconme instantly bereft of mind and will: the
burrowers beneath have no time for failures! For these people are of course
under the influence of the CCD - unsound nmen and wonen, usually of frai

bodi es and even frailer mnds - but these |ast few

days the nunbers of such incidents have seen a sharp decline.



20th Cct.

The insidious, crawing inundation of the British Isles by Shudde-Mell's kin
is at an end. Jordan's wells in their Nottinghanshire | ocations are being

di smantl ed. That |ast nest nust have got wind of our plans. It nade no

di fference, however, and the end result was the sane. They were picked up by a
tel epath as they nade a pani c-dash out from Bridlington under the North- Sea.
They coul d hardly have chosen a worse route fromtheir own point of view
There is a deep rift, a fault in the submarine strata, fifteen mles out from
Bridlington. Qur guess was that the horrors would not be too deep in the rocks
when they passed beneath the fault. Wth the Royal Navy's assistance -

ostensi bly the command ship and its two submari ne subordi nates were on
'manoeuvres' - the place was quickly rigged with very powerful depth-charges;
on this occasion there was no trouble fromthe Deep Ones in any form At 3:30
this nmorning, on the instructions of Hank Silberhutte (one of the best of the
Anmerican tel epaths), the bonbs were set off by radio signal froma fishing

vessel out of Hull. Silberhutte reports conplete success! The Admiralty, as a
cover agai nst any |eakage of the facts, will put out a press itemtonorrow on
t he supposed di scovery of a sunken German World War Il warship and the

destruction of its huge and dangerously expl osive cargo by depth-charge. It
woul d appear that the arns of the Wl marth Foundation continue to be
far-reachi ng!

23rd Cct.

So far as is known not a single menber of any of the diverse C honian species
remai ns as a potential horror

within Great Britain or her territorial waters. They have all been either
destroyed or chased out. Fromthe begi nning there have been confusion reports
froma nunber of our tel epaths on inpressions they seened to be getting froma
certain area deep beneath the Yorkshire Mwors; but these 'reflections', as the
tel epaths term such fal se i npressions, have now been di scounted. Certainly
there is nothing down there of the Cthonians as we have come to know them
Here, however, a note of unique interest - 'Nessie' is a plesiosaur! Scotland
has the world's last prehistoric nonsters; five of themin fact, two adults
and three young ones. A final telepathic check of the entire | andmass, from
John o' Groats to Land's End, brought this information to |ight. Nothing
mal i gnant in Loch Ness, on the contrary, but nevertheless the telepaths did
pi ck up the weak, placidly watery thoughts of Earth's |ast dinosaurs. God!

What wouldn't | give to be able to break the news to the press . . . ?
28th Cct.
Vive la France! |'mproud to be called de Marigny! Three underground atomc

tests in the Algerian Desert in the last twenty-four hours! A few nore of the
dammed horrors that won't be naking it hone.

30t h Nov.

Wrd has just come in from Peasl ee, now back at M ska-tonic, that those phases
of the American Project which were carried out sinultaneous with certain of
the major operations in Great Britain were nore than noderately successful. It
nmust be adm tted, though, that in the United States and South America the task
is far greater and the horrors apparently far nore diverse and not confined
alone to subterranean planes of existence. Certain

wooded and nount ai nous regions (chiefly the Catskills, the Adirondacks, and
the Rockies), the Great Lakes and other, nore renote or obscure stretches of
wat er; vast areas in and about New Engl and, W sconsin, Vernont, Cklahona, and
the @ul f of Mexico; and a dozen other places along the Andes in South Anerica
(there'll be trouble there), are all scheduled for the nost mnute nental and
physi cal investigation and eventual 'pest control', to put it in the

prof essor’'s own words.

And yet Peaslee's report is encouraging, for it appears that the incidence of
free, nobile agencies is less in proportion to what it was here in Engl and.
The Americas do have a big problem though, in the nunbers of humans (and in
some cases, particularly in New England, sem -humans) 'in Their enploy!'
Again, as in 1928, special agents are infiltrating certain of the backwater



seaports on the New Engl and coast.

6th Dec.

Ct hul hu strikes back! Angered beyond endurance (Peas-lee has it), Cthul hu has
finally lashed out, proving once and for all his definite continued existence
and potency here and now on Earth. How the Foundation and its many worl dw de
departments have managed to cover it all up - what chains they' ve put on the
free world's presses - | don't suppose | shall ever |earn

Alerted by powerful telepathic currents emanating from sonewhere in the
Pacific, five Foundation tel epaths -receptive where others nercifully are not,
it appears -tuned in on the fringe of the nost terrifying nental waveband of
all. Geat Cthul hu, dream ng but not dead, has for the past six days been
sendi ng out the nost hellish mental nightmares fromhis House in R lyeh. He
has turned his wath on all and everything. The weat her, even for this time of
the year, has never been quite so freakish

t he sudden virul ent outbreaks of esoteric cult activities never nore horrible,
the troubles in insane asyluns the world over never nore numerous, and the
sui ci de rate never so high. Sunspot activity has for the last two days been so
bad that radio and tel evision reception is worse than usel ess; meteorol ogists
and other scientists in general have no answer for it. Last night top

vul canol ogists in four different countries issued warnings that at |east seven
vol canoes, four of them thought to have been |ong extinct and nost of them
many t housands of mles apart, are on the point of sinultaneous eruption -
'Krakatoa will have been as a firecracker,' they warn. | admit to being
terrified.

7th Dec.

Amazingly, this norning - after a night of tossing and turning, nonstrous
dreans, and norbid fear for the whole world' s safety and sanity - all seemns
back to nor mal

Later.

Crow has been around after receiving a trans-Atlantic tel ephone call from
Peasl ee explaining all. It was the buildup of Cthulhu's fury that decided

M skatonic's telepathic quintet - the sanme five which di scovered the source of
the trouble on its initiation a week ago - in their final course. Deliberately

they set thensel ves against the Lord of R Iyeh, cutting in on his

dream sendi ngs and matching their nental powers with his; and though

(God-onl y-knows how) they seemto have done the trick, they've paid for their
idiotic bravery in no uncertain fashion. They left a note for Peaslee, 'In
case anything should go wong!' Pityingly, but with no nean respect, the
professor |ikens themto cabbages - alive, but only just, utterly mndl ess
veget abl e entities.

3rd Jan.

Following a lull in operations the Foundation seens to be back in full sw ng
again. Crow and | have been offered status positions with Gl & Mnerals
International, an obscure but apparently well-financed mning and drilling
concern - with headquarters in Arkham Mssachusetts! W have both declined
these positions; Crow has his interests, | have nmy witing and ny antique

business to attend to; and besi des, we know that Peasl ee has many nore irons
inthe fire, he in no way depends upon us. Specifically we were to have joi ned
with other 'executives' of O& M in Ankara, to organi ze what has been | oosely
termed ' The Turkey Operation'. We have agreed, however, to head G eat
Britain's Chapter of the Foundation here in England. Peaslee in turn has

prom sed to keep us up-to-date on the state of things in Turkey. It should be
nost interesting; the frequency of severe Turkish earthquakes would seemto
determne - quite apart from any dissertations on continuing continental drift
or the widening of basic subterranean faults - that Turkey is literally
crawing with Cthonians. In Titus Crow s own words: 'Well, it's a very nice

of fer, de Marigny, but discretion tells me that for the tine being at |east,
we have done enough.’

5th Jan.



The last of the present series of French and Anerican underground atomic tests
have now been carried out, with nore than nerely military success |I'm sure.
2nd Feb.

Peaslee, in a recent letter fromDenizli, Turkey, informs us of the loss of a
Foundation plane, its pilot, two crew nenbers, and Hank Silberhutte. They were
| ast heard of ten days ago sonewhere in the Mackenzi e Muntai ns,

only a hundred nmiles or so south of the Arctic Circle. Silberhutte, it seens,
has had a 'thing' about Ithaqua (The Snow Thing', 'The Thing that Wal ks on the
Wnd', The Wendigo', etc.) of the Cthulhu Cycle, ever since a cousin of his
vani shed under nysterious circunstances in Mnitoba sone years back. |In poor
Wendy-Smith's time, too (during his normal lifetine, | nmean), as witness his
docunent and ot her credible contenporary papers, Spencer of Quebec University
produced anpl e evidence of human sacrifice to Ithaqua by degenerate

wor shi ppers in Manitoba. Silberhutte was working on a | ong-term personal
project of his, with the Foundation's blessing, to track this powerful

air-el enental down. Peaslee believes that the tel epath m ght have strayed - or
been drawn -too far north, into the Wnd Wal ker's domain; for it was to the
Arctic regions that |Ithaqua was bani shed for his part in the uprising of the
Great A d Ones against the Elder Gods. Personally, | thank the Lord that |
nmyself amnot 'gifted" with any extraordinary degree of telepathic power.

11t h Feb.

Crow has an interesting theory, one that can't be proved as yet but which
certainly seens sound enough. Nyarl ath-otep, the Great Messenger of the Ad
Ones, the only prinme nmenber of the CCD | eft unchained by the El der Gods at the
unt hi nkably distant time of the prisoning, is not a being or deity as such at
all but nmore truly a 'power'. Nyarlathotep is in fact Tel epathy (Crow points
out that the two words conme quite close to being anagranmmati cal, but this nust
be purely coincidental), truly a 'Geat Messenger', and certainly we know t hat
the CCD do in fact comunicate in this fashion. O certain reported physical
mani f estati ons of Nyarl at hotep, Crow says that he has little doubt that given
the right type of mind to work upon the Geat dd Ones could produce by tele-
pathic nmeans a very real tridinmensional inmage - that such an image night even
be in the formof a man!

15t h Feb.

Following the initial success of the Turkey Project, Ol & Mnerals
International has secured contracts in Rhodesia and Bot swana. Three of Pongo
Jordan's nost trusted and highly skilled engineering |lieutenants, along with
two of Peaslee's nore experienced telepaths (in great demand now), are going
out to Africa to organize the first stages of the operation.

28t h Feb.

Wth the continuing success of the Apollo nmoon-shots cones disturbing news
fromM skatonic. Along with all the other equi pnent deposited on the nmoon by
America's epic adventurers were certain seisnmological instruments -and it now
appears that M skatonic's science |aboratories had nore than a small hand in

t he design of two-of themi Quite apart from what NASA has | earned of the
noon's interior construction fromsuch instrunents, M skatonic too has been
"listening in" - but for nothing so comonpl ace as noonquakes! The report has
it that eventually it will be discovered that there is life in the noon; but
by then (it is to be hoped) we will know just what that life is and how to
deal with it. Could this be, | cannot help but conjecture, the source of those
hel i sh radi ati ons which, in their season, turn nen's mnds to those hideously
aberrant acts that we classify as |unacy?

27t h March.

In support of a letter from Peasl ee received over a nonth ago - regarding the
strengthening of the African force in an attenpt to track down and extirpate
Shudde-M el |l hinself in his as yet undi scovered stronghold (G harne is

now deserted) - cones the following item copied direct fromyesterday's Daily
Mai | :

THE | NNER- SPACE RACE!

Prior to the commencenent of an Ethiopian ' Mbhol e' project, planned for a tine



some years in the future, the United States of America's M skatonic University
has junped the gun on the British-led team at present carrying out survey work
from Addi s Ababa. There, below the trenendously hostil e Danakil Desert where

t enper at ures have been known to exceed nore than 138° Fahrenheit in the shade,
the three greatest rifts or natural faults in the Earth's crust neet, and it
is there that the British scientists hope to bore a hole right through the
crust to the never before pierced mantle.

This is not the first time that such a titanic feat has been attenpted - the
Ameri cans have al ready known one failure in the Pacific Ocean near Hawaii in
1966. On that occasion the project was abandoned because of escal ating costs.
Simlarly the Russians were defeated in the Arctic Crcle' s Koda Peninsul a.

But quite apart from depleted funds both projects nmet, too, with i mense
technical difficulties.

Prof essor Norman Ward, however, head of the Geol ogy Departnment of Medham

Uni versity and chief adviser to the British project's sponsoring authorities,
seens unconcerned by the advent of the American group on the scene. 'They are

way out in their calculations,' he says, 'if they believe that they have found
the ideal spot in or near the area where they are at present encanped. The
Af ar Depression,' he goes on to explain, '"is far nore suitable as a site for

the project, but for some reason the Anericans have chosen a spot well out of
the way; and fromwhat | have seen of their equipnent - unless they intend to
use previously untried nethods - then | give themlittle chance of success.
They are, though, a closenputhed lot, and | am given to suspicions that they
have far nore in mnd than they let on.'

"Far more in mind than they let on,' indeed! O course they have! They're
after one of the biggest horrors the world has ever known - an incal cul able
evil which only

Great Cthul hu hinmself mght surpass. | w sh themluck, but I'msurely glad |I'm
out of it.

10th April.

Crow has been round about a communication fromthe WImarth Foundation. The

Et hi opian thing is well under way and the three Foundation tel epaths out there
beli eve that they' ve found what they were | ooking for - Shudde-Mell hinself!
They have, too, devised a 'lure' for that suprenme burrower - a nunber of
fresh-hatched and presumably very precious (ugh!) females - and with his awful
tribe so depleted over this last year or so it's believed the horror nust make

a bid for the rel ease of these woul d-be nest-nothers. There is one well, a
shaft three-quarters of a mle deep, and down this shaft in four days' tine
the fenmales will be lowered - along with an expl osive device set to

di ssem nate a mass of one of the nost deadly radioactive materials known to
sci ence. Experiments at M skatonic have al ready shown that materials of only
one-tenth of the radioactive potency of the stuff will kill a normal (normal?)
Cthoni an. This could well nean the end of one of the greatest CCD

15th April.

Di saster! Horror! The newspapers are full of it; but as of yet, no officia
word from Peasl ee or the Foundation. Severe earthquake near Addis Ababa and
trenors in the surrounding towns and villages - Mskatonic's entire Ethiopian
team all bar one man who managed to get away in a blazing vehicle - w ped
out! The man who got away (no particulars yet) is on the danger list in an
Addi s Ababa hospital. Severe burns and shock. The story of what really
happened hi nges on whet her or not he survives.

Later.

| have read Professor Ward's appraisal in the Mail; he appears to be of the
amazed opinion that the Anericans succeeded in their attenpt to break through
the Earth's crust, and that in so doing they sonmehow rel eased the | ava-stream
whi ch so far has obstructed all attenpts by observers to get into the

i Mmediate vicinity of the site. He says that fromthe air the site is now a
great nolten crater a mle across - a crater with a slightly raised rim

t hrough gaps in which a lot of |ava has escaped. Al 'volcanic' activity has
now st opped, apparently, but the place is still too hot to approach on foot or



by surface vehicle. There is not the slightest sign or trace of the men who

i nhabited the place only a few short hours ago, and of the machinery they used
only a netal spar fromthe great derrick itself has been found - hundreds of
yards outside the northern rimof the crater, where it was presumably thrown
by the force of the short-lived 'eruption'. Ward considers that he was correct
in his initial theory - that the Anericans were trying out new, quick-drilling
met hods - for this would seemthe only satisfactory explanation for so rapid
and di sastrous a penetration of the Earth's crust. My God, if he only knew the
truth! 1 imagine Mskatonic will soon put out a cover story.

2nd Aug.

My collection and correlation, over the last quarter or so, of my own notes
and some of Crow s papers and docunents into a record of sorts (as suggested
by Peasl ee sone tine ago) regarding our experiences with the burrowers
beneath, has left ne precious little time to spare; but | have managed to keep
in-touch with Crow hinself, and with the Wl marth Foundati on. The receipt of
occasi onal communi ques from Anerica has hel ped to keep ne fairly

wel | up-to-date, despite the fact that | amno |onger personally involved - or
at best only partly involved, and then only in the now linited

adm ni strational duties of the organization's British Chapter. | cannot help
but wonder, though, how long this anonymty of mne can last. Crow is at
present in Oklahoma, and his letters hint of suspected subterranean wonders
the lure of which | cannot hope to resist for long. He tal ks about 'enbarKking
upon the greatest spel eological expedition in history', but as yet has not
expl ai ned hinself. Now what in heaven . . . ? Pot-holing - ?

In the nmeantinme the menbers of M skatonic's august, inspired, and dedi cated
body abroad are making great strides in their concentrated efforts to track
down and exterminate the remaining | esser agents and minions of the CCD. It
seens generally recogni zed now that the greater of these horrors - such as the

space- spawn of Cthul hu, Yibb-Tstll, Yog-Sothoth, Ithaqua, Hastur, and somne
hal f dozen others; notably the LIoigor, whose di senbodi ed subterranean
race-mind is still apparently exercised and felt nost strongly in Wales - are

here to stay; at least until our grow ng know edge of thempermts us a safe
attenpt at their expul sion. Their destruction, an actual end to them now
seens out of the question; if they were ever capable of being destroyed, then
why were such nerciful executions not undertaken by the El der Gods thensel ves
aeons ago? This, at any rate, is a question which M skatonic's theorists have
now started to chew over.

13t h Aug.
In relation to ny last entry regarding the CCD: whether or not all the greater
beings are imortal may never be known - but Shudde-Mell, at |east, has shown

hinself to be al nbst indestructible! This has cone out follow ng the

recovery of Edward Ellis, the sole survivor of the Ethiopian horror
Fortunately Ellis is - or was - a telepath, the nost acconplished of the
ill-fated trio sent out from America to Addis Ababa, and now that his

ext ensi ve skin-graft operations and general therapy (nental as well as
physical) are over and he is back on his feet, he has finally managed to tel
what happened when the Prime Burrower went to the rescue of his dooned little
femal es. He has confirned beyond any reasonabl e doubt that those female
creatures died in the incredibly destructive blast of hard radiation rel eased
by the present explosive device -but their lord . . . ?

Through the lull left by the instant shutting off of infant Cthonian thoughts,
the tel epath had picked up - had been al nost blasted by - the nost fearful
waves of angered and agoni zed tel epat hic sendi ngs as Shudde-Mell reacted to
the hard radiati on. Wunded that great abom nation may wel|l have been, indeed
Ellis' continued evidence guarantees it, but at the last - as witness the
conpl ete destruction of the well-shaft trap and of the nen who set and baited
it - he was very nuch alive

| say that Ellis has told what happened when Shudde-Mell surfaced, but I
realize now that | may have given the wong inpression. As a tel epath Edward
Ellis is finished (it is a wonder they managed to save his sanity, |let alone



his tel epathic powers), but he gave up what he knew of the thing under the

i nducement of certain special drugs taken voluntarily.

| have listened to copies of tape recordings made while Ellis was under the

i nfluence of those drugs. He babbles pitifully of "a great grey thing a nile

| ong chanting and exudi ng strange acids . . . charging through the depths of
the earth at a fantastic speed, in a dreadful fury . . . nelting basaltic
rocks like butter under a blowtorch!' He gibbers of the explosion which

rel eased what ought to

have been radiations ultimately inimcal, indeed deadly to all known forns of
life - particularly Cthonian life - and of the instantaneous blotting out of
the mi nd-patterns of the young fenal e creatures. He gabbl es al nost
inarticulately of the injured, partly dissolved nonstrosity which yet lived to
bore its way to the surface, to turn its massive storehouse of heat and alien
energy loose in a frenzy of nolten destruction! Finally he sobs weakly of the
honor's retreat, of its crash dive straight down into the bowels of the earth,
until it achieved that which man still has not acconplished. For Ellis' nind
was with Shudde-Mell when, in blind agony and i ndescribable rage, the Prine
Burrower broke through the crust of the Earth - broke through to swi m away
deeper yet, into the inner magma, against strange tides of nolten-rock oceans,
t hose oceans which hold these lily pads we call continents afl oat!

There it was that Ellis lost the horror's trail, and there too he | ost

consci ousness, but not before he managed to throw hinself from his careening,
bl azing vehicle into the lifesaving waters of an oasis pool

24t h Aug.

Crow i s conming home again to Engl and!

It will be good to see himagain - it will be good to talk to him He has
witten to ne of things al nost beyond inmagi nati on: subterranean horrors
totally outside man's sphere of know edge, even beyond the conbi ned ken of the
Wl marth Foundation, existing in the bowels of the earth beneath Ckl ahoma. His
writing includes nmention of the 'blue-litten world of K n-yan', of the 'Vaults
of Zin', of nonstrous ruins of eldritch civilizations in a still deeper
‘red-litten world of Yoth', and of undisclosed but apparently indisputable
evidence in respect of his theories (and the Foundation's) regarding the
unbel i evabl e antiquity of the Cthul hu, Yog, and Tsat hogguan Cycl es of myth,

| egend, and cult. Finally he has hinted awesonely of the deepest abyss of all
"Bl ack N kai, whose singular stone troughs and burrows are sufficient in their
very ancientness to turn the mnds of nen away shrieking!'

| gather that no spel eol ogi cal expedition has actually been undertaken as was
originally planned, and that all these allusions have their origin in
telepathically inspired dreans; but know ng sonething of the workings of the
telepathic mind I now find nyself asking a terrifying question: if these

pl aces are so fearfully deep underground - through what nental eye have such
vi sions been relayed to the surface. . . ?

But at any rate, the whole thing has been seen as far too dangerous for
earnest investigation - certain Indian | egends of unguessed |ineage have cone
down through tine; nore recently, other serious investigators have nmet with
strange di sappearances and weird di spl acenents of tine and matter - and so
massi ve charges of dynamite have been used to seal off these buried places for
ever from our sane upper world. The horrors of K n-yan, Yoth, N kai, and
kindred vaults are not truly of the magnitude of those we within the

Foundation are pledged to fight - but they are still far too terrible to
contenmplate or correlate within a so-called rationally ordered universe.
29t h Aug.

A letter from Peaslee: he asks if | would care to join himin co-I|eadership of
an Australian 'expedition'. There are, he says, certain things in the Geat
Sandy Desert in which he has a very special interest. | know that he once
acconpani ed his father out there back in 1935, and | believe he later
published a very limted edition regardi ng sone odd discoveries; but in any
case | have had to turn himdown. My antique business demands | take a hand
here in England, and |I still have certain administrational duties in respect



of the Foundation's British Chapter.

3rd Sept.

Crow gets into London airport some tine this evening. His last letter

recei ved yesterday, is full of excitenent; sonething to do with his discovery
at M skatonic University of a book containing fragnents in an ancient glyph
wi th correspondi ng paragraphs in Latin. He nentions his great old clock (that
wei rd, four-handed, chronol ogically inmpossible nonstrosity which once bel onged
to ny father), relating the fantastic configurations on its dial to this

| atest 'Rosetta Stone' discovery of his. It's plain he believes that he can
now deci pher the | egend of the clock, perhaps even discover the thing' s
purpose, for I've known for some tinme that he thinks the clock is in fact a
space-time machine - a device come down from predawn days of extra-dinmensiona
"magic' - literally a toy of the El der Gods thensel ves, or of others I|ike

t hem

Crow s excitement, his prescience in this matter, is hardly unfounded.

recall something he told me some years ago, or rather sonething at which he
hi nt ed, about a pair of burglars who broke into Bl owne House one night - and
who stayed! Apparently one of these gentlenen-of-the-night found a way to open
t he cl ock, something Crow had never nanaged to do on his own, but thereafter
my friend' s story was vague indeed. | recall him saying something about
frightening dinensions, 'a gateway to hideous tinmes and spaces', and his
mention of 'a |ake of elder horror, where nightmare entities splash by a

cl oud-wave shore as twin suns sink in distant msts . . ." | nust renmenber to
have himrelate the story in full. I'msure he mentioned sonething about his
'visitors' vanishing into the clock! But there again, as | recall it, he was
very

reti cent about the whole thing. In those days, though, we hadn't shared so
many horrors.
There are other reasons, too, whereby Crow m ght just prove hinself correct

regardi ng the clock's purpose and origin. | can still renenmber - though I was
just a lad at the time, living away fromny father - a curious affair
i nvol ving an East Indian nystic; one Swani Chandrapu-tra, | believe his nane

was, who al so di sappeared in strange circunstances connected with the cl ock
Titus Crow has researched all this and knows far nore of such matters than ne.
It will be interesting to see just what he has dug up

14 W nds of Darkness

H L. de M 11 The Cottages Seaton Carew, Co. Durham 28th Septenber

Bl owne House

Dear Titus,

Just a note to explain nmy absence should you try to contact ne at hone. |'ve
been up here three days now, staying with friends, trying to recover froma
rather severe attack of 'The Morbids'. It was quite sudden - | sinply decided

one norning (Tuesday last) to get out of London for a bit. The fog and al
depresses ne. Not that it's nuch better up here; the nist conmes rolling off a

sullen, dirty sea and ... | don't know ... | seemto be nore depressed than
ever. |'ve had sone funny thoughts about this nood of mine, | don't mnd
telling you, though Britain is surely safe now - but in any case, | have ny
star-stone with me. | tried to talk to you before | left, but your tel ephone
was out of order. | also tried calling you fromup here, but - same story.

| got your note before | left, though, and I'mdelighted you' re finally
cracking the code on that old clock of yours. | expect that by now you' ve just
about got it beaten . . . ?

Damed annoyi ng thing, but Sunday night before | cane up north | had a

burgl ar! God-onl y-knows what he was after, but he gets full marks for stealth;
quiet as a

mouse! Took a few pounds, but | couldn't discover anything else to be m ssing.
I think I shall probably stay here for a fortnight; perhaps I'll take a run up
to Newcastl e next week and see how ol d Chatham s antique shop is going. Last |
heard he was doing quite well for hinself.

Al for now, do drop me a |line when you get the chance -



Henri

Bl owne House 1st Cct ober

Henri - Laurent de Marigny, Esq. 11 The Cottages Seaton Carew
Dear Henri,

Your note is in; I'mpleased we're in touch again. Yes, ny phone is on the
blink - dammed destructive hooligans, | should think! No sooner do | get the
thing repaired than it's kaput again!

Strange that you should nmention this depression of yours - |, too, have been

feeling a bit under the weather - and what a coincidence, for | have al so had
a burglar! Same night as yours, too. There seens to be a glut of crimnals in
the city nowadays.

Regarding that old 'clock' of your father's: | have, as you say, 'cracked it",
I've got it beaten. It's tremendously exciting! N ght before last | actually
opened the thing on ny own for the first time. The whole front of the frane
swi ngs open on sone principle of notion previously outside nmy know edge,
beyond human technol ogy. There are no hinges, no pivots, and when it's cl osed
there's not even a crack to show where a door m ght be! But that

aside: if I'mcorrect, the clock will prove to be literally a door on
fantastic worlds of wonder - whole worlds! -past, present, and future, to the
very corners of space and time. The problemw || be, of course, in controlling
the thing. | amin the position of a Neanderthal studying the operationa

handbook of a passenger-carrying aircraft -except |I have no handbook! Well,
per haps not so extrene, but it's difficult enough by any standard.
Had a letter from Mther Quarry - apparently she's had one of her 'visions';

says we're both in terrible danger, you and |I. 1'd say she's just a bit late,
woul dn't you? But she's a dear really, and | often put a lot of faith in what
she says.

On your proposed trip up to Newcastle: there's always the chance (renote |'|
adm t) that Chatham has man-gaged to find sone stuff | asked himto | ook out
for Iong ago, especially certain very old textbooks that \Wal nsley nentions in
hi s Notes on Deci phering Codes, Cryptograns, and Ancient Inscriptions. |'d be
obliged if you'd check this out for ne.

Yes, a trip sounds a good idea - |I find |I've a bit of a wanderlust on nyself.
I think I mght take the car over to have a | ook at Stonehenge or Silbury
HI1l; I always find the contenplation of such nonolithic relics cal mng

somehow - though just why | shouldn't be calmis hard to say. Neverthel ess, as
| said before, it's true that | haven't been feeling nmy best of late.

Al for now, best, as always, T.C. PS URGENT!

Henri: drop everything and get back down to London as quickly as you can

We're both either blind or daft - or both! WE VE BEEN GOT AT, the two of us,

and it's a race against tine now | haven't the tine to wite nore,

and tel ephoning now will be no use for there are powers ranged agai nst us.
must catch the post and then I'lIl have to be at the renewal of mnmy protections.
Oh, and you can throw away that dammed 'star-stone' of yours! |I'Il explain all
when | see you, but WASTE NO TI ME | N RETURNI NG TO LONDON!

T.C

ADDENDUM

The foregoing fourteen chapters of this work (the I ast of which, Chapter 14,
have constructed nyself fromletters discovered in the ruins of Bl owne House
followi ng London's 'freak storm of 4th COctober) were penned and put together
in their present order by M Henri-Laurent de Marigny, who introduces hinself
anply in the body of the work as the son of a great American nystic, as a
coll ector and dealer in antiques, and lately as a nenber of the Wlmarth
Foundati on. The manuscript - conplete apart fromthe preface, chapter titles,
and headi ngs, which |I have appended for their obvious rel evance - acconpani ed
the letters in a | ocked nmetal box which Titus Crow had | abel | ed and addressed
to ne.

The manuscript in its entirety should stand as an admirable if in parts
sketchy record - to say nothing of a warning to present menbers of the
Foundation - of de Marigny's and Crow s involvenment prior to and foll owi ng ny



first neeting with them (so anply chronicled), and their subsequent nenbership
wi thin the Foundati on.

Strangely, | feel little concern over the apparent end of the affair; | have a
feeling that for Crow and de Marigny it is not the end. As corroborative
evidence in support of this feeling of mine, |I offer the final note which Crow

left for me in the metal box - a note which | found atop the other docunents
and manuscripts when the British police delivered the box to ne earlier this
year:
Peasl ee, the storm gathers.
This note, | feel, will be brief - and I think I know which of the CCD has
been given the final honour, that of renoving de Marigny and nyself fromthe
surface of the Earth.
God, but Henri and | have been fools! You'll see fromthe two letters here
that we had anple warning: the first feelings of increasing depression
foll owi ng those staged break-ins, 'burglaries' which served one and only one
pur pose, the renoval of our protective star-stones and their replacenment wth
usel ess duplicates; the unreasonable urgings to visit places which even
Wendy- Smith had warned of as bei ng dangerous since a tinme God-only-knows how
long ago in the past - Stonehenge, Silbury Hll, Hadrian's Wall at Newcastle
(you'll need to have another | ook at Britain, Peasleel); the plan to split us
up and deal with us separately, de Marigny up north and ne in London. OCh,
there's been enough of warni ngs!
| don't know how | tunmbled it, really. | think it rmust have been Mt her
Quarry's letter of warning - and she was so right! How by all that's holy have
they managed it, eh, Peaslee? How did they contrive to steal our star-stones?
De Marigny thinks he has the answer, and possibly he's right. He reasons that
our 'burglars' were not truly dupes of the CCD (or the C honians
specifically), as we have cone to understand such; that they were in fact
genui ne burglars, but that the CCD had inplanted in each of their mnds the
nmerest germof a notion to rob us - to steal the star-stones! The rest, of
course, would be easy: typically weak-willed noronic types, such as we've
already had to deal with, would have been used to deliver false, duplicate
stones into the hands of the rather nore clever crimnals, possibly with sone
story or other to reinforce the previously inplanted belief in the val ue of
the real things. A further nmental jab at the minds of these crimnals and

and the rest would be up to them
But whi chever way it was done, Peaslee, the stormgathers now and | haven't
much nore time. | have renewed ny protections around Bl owne House - the
Ti kkoun Elixir, the chant against the Cthonians (the V. V. Incant.) and
certain other 'occult' devices, but |I know of no positive charm agai nst this\
De Marigny is with ne and we are facing the thing together. The stormrages
out si de; strange winds tear at the house and lightning flashes ever brighter
A few nonents ago the radio
mentioned the 'local stormi on the outskirts of London. Good Gief, but they
don't know the half of it!
It is Ithaqua, of course. Not the Wnd Wl ker himsel f but his m nions,
elementals of the air, ranged against us fromall corners of the sky. They
mean to have us, Peaslee, make no mistake -and yet... there is a chance. It's
a pretty slimchance, but one we may be forced to -
Not much tinme now, Wngate. Three times the house has been struck. | have seen
trees ripped up by their roots fromthe garden. The how ing is indescribably
feroci ous. The wi ndows are being blown in one after the other. | hope to God
old Harry Townl ey is saying one for us now He should be able to jwe Bl owne
House from his pl ace.
| tried to get around to the British Museumearlier; if | remenber right you
left a nunber of your star-stones there .. . ? But in any case, ny car has
been sabotaged - it's patent They still have their followers here in Engl and,
Wngate - and of course the phone is out of order again.
That |ast blast of |ightning!
Shapes form beyond the broken windows . . . they are fighting to be in ... de



Marigny is solid as a rock . . . the clock stands open and greenly illumn ned

fromwithin . . . this is our way out, but God-only-knows where it may |ead .
Randol ph Carter, grant | have the fornulas right. . . don't despair,

W ngate, and keep up the fight.

The roof -

My hopes for the two conrades are further bolstered by the fact that, despite
the incredible extent of the damage to Bl owne House, the bodies of the two
were nowhere to be found in the ruins - which to ne is hardly surprising. It
only remains for ne to say that during that 'freak stormi Crow s ancient clock
seens |ikew se to have vani shed; for no single trace of that - conveyance? -
could be found, neither a splinter nor even the tiniest fragnent; and | think
I know what Crow nmeant when he wote: ' this is our way out, but

CGod- onl y-knows where it may |ead .
W ngat e Peaslee M skatonic University 4th March 19-



