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I was distracted by my fruitless 
attempt to find men who had been at 
the circus that October night. That 
is a dead end, I am sure, or at the 
very least a counter-productive one. 
The circus may figure into it, but 
October is a blind alley. Or rather 
a trap. It is your minds you must 
preserve above all.

IF YOU SEE THE RED BOX, DO 
NOT OPEN IT. The contents will 
permit you a brief advantage, but 
you will pay in the end. IT IS THE 
RED BOX THAT ALLOWS THE 
HORNETS IN.

I am sorry. They are at me, making 
me think of them, preventing me 
from writing what I must write.

EVERYTHING I WRITE HERE MAY 
BE A DECEPTION. RELY ON THE 
NOTES TO COME LATER. THIS 
DOCUMENT IS TAINTED BY THE 
MIND WASPS. IT CANNOT BE 
TRUST’D EXCEPT FOR GENERAL 
CONTESXT. CONTEXT.

The sanatorium. The sanatorium. 
The sanatorium.

It is not the staff, like I thought. It 
is one of the patients. One of the 
patients knows more than he thinks 
he knows. Or she. Look for the 
telltale signs. The beads of sweat. 
The eyes behind the eyes.

Also there was the trip to the 
Kingsport Yacht Club. Definitely 
they were lying to me there. But 
by that time I had already opened 
the red box. They may have been of 
our kind, viewing me correctly as a 
liability. Or of the other side.

WHEN I SPEAK OF THE RED BOX, 
IT IS NOT A BOX AT ALL. IT IS A 
BOOK. THAT IS, I CONFUSE THE 
BOX AND THE BOOK. THE BOX 
IS A HAZARD, YES, BUT IT IS THE 
BOOK THAT TRULY

have failed, my friend. Failed to take 
the right road, when there were so 
many others to travel. I cannot go 
back and retrace my steps, but you 
can send others, who will inevitably 
choose to tread variant paths, see 
other patterns in the puzzle, come 
to different conclusions... Looking 
back there are so many decision 
points... If but a single one is taken 
differently, the towers of New York 
might not sink and melt, restless 
shapes will not blacken the land, 
the canyons will not quake and be 
upthrust--

Hubris! It is hubris you must avoid! 
Also, do not place your trust in 
Austin Kittrell. I believe this was 
my first mistake. Whether he misled 
intentionally, was a dupe, or acted in 
utter ignorance of the consequences 
his advice would put into motion, 
I still cannot determine. I tried to 
track him, because if I gazed upon 
his face I would know—the fact 
that he has a face—but Kittrell: act 
warily around him. Perhaps do not 
approach at all. Maybe that is the 
first fork. If only I had not engaged 
him in conversation that chilly night, 
as he smoked those thin cigarettes 
on the portico...

Again, the other pages will only be 
notes. You will have to make of them 
what you will.

There is a thumping downstairs. 
I should have feared to enter this 
building, as it stands out among all 
others, intact among an architectural 
graveyard. The basement I thought 
secured. I should have occupied it, 
not the attic, but since the—

No, there is no time to be writing 
this. Here are other better possible 
places to start:

The new sanatorium on the outskirts 
of town. When I was there, I sensed 
that something had gone awry. Yet 

This one I will send before the 
others. Then the earlier ones. It 
cannot be guaranteed, given the 
means of transmission, that they 
will arrive in order sent. Or at all. 
In fact, it is highly likely, given the 
vagaries of the invocation, that some 
will be consumed in the howling 
æthers. But if you are not reading 
this, then you are not reading this, 
so what can I do but assume that 
you are? Conundrums, paradoxes... 
(Conundri? Paradoxisms?)

You will know who to entrust it 
with. At first I merely thought to 
send it later, appending a warning, 
but now — the nature of it... but 
no. The simpler the better. This will 
be the only set of instructions. The 
others will be excerpts from the 
notes, already written. There are 
limitations on how much I can send 
at once. Also, I am now continually 
on the move, as the ones who have 
stolen my face hunt and track me. 
There are so few shelters now, so 
infrequent the moments of rest... 
I must marshal my resources each 
time.

Also there is the warning that the 
later I have written something, 
the less store you can place in it, 
as the disturbance of my mind 
increases. I believe, hope, pray that 
the Möbius hornets have been fully 
expundged from my consequences 
consciousness. That they no longer 
colonize my reason, adjust my 
memories. (Warning: I am no longer 
sure whether they are metaphorical 
or literal. Either is possible.) I 
look now and the notes are spider-
scratchy, curving in on themselves. 
But beware, nonetheless, for if there 
is a thing that is in short supply from 
this vantage point, it is hope. So just 
because this is in a familiar hand, my 
oldest friend, do not assume you can 
trust it. Vigilance above all as you 
proceed. Or, to put it more precisely, 
do not proceed yourself. For you 
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are too many for the ebon hand of 
Nyarlathotep to be far away. It holds 
the levers... if only I had detected its 
movements earlier, it all could have 
been forestalled.

I think the notes will appear out of 
order, so that you will not replicate 
my failed path, but rather forge a new 
one through all of these disparate yet 
connected and sinister stars points.

I KNOW IT IS VERY HARD TO 
LEAVE A BOX BOOK CLOSED BUT 
IN THE NAME THAT ALL THAT IS 
DECENT, IN PROTECTION OF 
YOUR OWN SANITY —

DO NOT DRINK THE TEARS OF 
AZAZOTH!

An approach to Gardiner that does 
not reference the occult, the Old 
Ones, the forces of authority—in 
other words, as legitimate members 
of a boating association...

Or perhaps better to tackle it all 
through Diamond Walsh. I do not 
believe he occurs in the notes. At 
the very least, quite dangerous in 
the mundane sense, a gangster and a 
smiling killer. I thought to approach 
with caution, and Gardiner more 
my metier, but it could be that my 
estimation was better reversed, and 
that Gardiner was by far the more 
dangerous specimen...

What are you looking for? The 
grinding wheels of time, ours and 
theirs, colliding, collapsing into 
one another. The intersections 
between human and inhuman desires 

If of our kind, there is an agenda 
there, a short-sighted one, that I 
could not quite comprehend. Oliver 
Gardiner seemed to see through me 
and to become progressively more 
distant as I talked. Was it when I 
mentioned in passing the J. Edgar 
Hoover connection? Wheels within 
wheels. Yes, it was then he grew 
cold.

I WILL NOT NAME THE BOOK, 
BECAUSE I HAVE COME TO 
SUSPECT THAT THE BOOK ONLY 
EXISTS IN THE MINDS OF THOSE 
THAT NAME IT. ITS SECRETS 
ARE NOT TO BE PLUMBED. YOU 
CANNOT DESTROY IT—though if 
you can figure out how to destroy it 
you should—BUT THAT ENTAILS 
HANDLING IT, AND HANDLING 
IT IS TANTAMOUNT TO OPENING 
THE RED BOX.
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to change the subject. He eyed 
my bookshelves hungrily. The man 
turned out to be quite the auto-
didact. There is no personality 
type more consistently wearisome 
to the professional man of letters. 
Insensible to my attempts to deflect 
and deflate him, his rambling 
discourse quickly encompassed such 
topics as Atlantis, eugenics, and (it 
goes without saying) Roosevelt’s 
secret socialist leanings. I waited 
for his tumbling words to reach 
their inevitable conclusion—
the usual litany of vituperations 
against the Hebrew race. Instead 
his blurtings disembarked at the 
second most likely station: the 
threat represented by Freemasonry. 
As I subtly ushered him toward the 
door, his accusations took an odd 
turn. He claimed that most masonic 
groups were ordinary and harmless, 
but that a very few had been taken 
over by followers of Satan. He 
mentioned the Helping Hands 
service group (which, unlike Circle 
Rite Lodge is not in fact affiliated 
with the masonic movement.) At 
least two, perhaps three, local 
chapters had given themselves 
over to murder and sacrifice. The 
voluble salesman claimed to have 
peered accidentally into a meeting 
held in a barn, where he saw a 
hobo led in, shackled and bleeding. 
He ran away before he was seen, 
but was sure that the poor wretch 
was destined for the knife. Sensing 
my disbelief, the salesman became 
indignant. He heard an “inhuman 
chant”, he claimed, that he could 
not get out of his head. Then, to 
my evident startlement, he echoed 
the all-too-familiar summons to the 
black goat of the woods: “Iä! Shub-
Niggurath!” At this point the young 
man seemed to take my shock for 
guilty knowledge, gasping that I 
was “One of them,” and that he had 
been “led into a trap.” Dropping the 
empty lemonade glass to the floor, 
he bolted for the door. Abandoned 

showed the Inquiry’s utmost 
largess, paying full $2 — field 
trips include visits to isolated and 
craggy hilltops “so as better to see 
the stars” — heard a bizarre theory 
of a concept of “light pollution”, 
whereas the luminescences of cities 
would grow ever brighter, so that 
future generations would be able 
to see the heavens properly only 
from the deepest woods or hermitic 
mountaintops, the only places on 
earth where purest blackness would 
still rule — issue a newsletter 
(have so far read sixteen issues, 
all of them stultifying and devoid 
of esoteric import) — Christmas 
social held always on December 21st 
— questioned occult significance 
of this (obliquely) to organization 
president Thomas Ongine. Laughed 
and pointed out obvious appeal of 
solstice to astronomers. “Always 
darkest before the dawn.” Bit of a 
hayseed. Plays traditional music 
on old guitar. Says bad times leave 
people little appetite to gaze at the 
spheres celestial.

Peculiar incident the other day at 
home. Doorbell rang to find a man 
standing there carrying sample 
volume of home encyclopedia. Very 
young for the job. Late twenties, 
freckled. Yet something hard about 
him, around the eyes. As if he’d 
seen too much already. But my first 
glimpse of him was all smiles, as he 
sheepishly looked at my tweed jacket 
and pipe and general professorial 
demeanor and realized that I would 
not be a candidate to purchase his 
line of general interest educational 
volumes. I was about to politely 
dismiss him when the housekeeper 
spotted the fellow, noted his likely 
thirst in that damnable maternal 
manner of hers, and invited him into 
the kitchen for lemonade. Philip was 
his name, or perhaps his last name 
was Philips. The housekeeper drew 
him out on personal matters—his 
marriage, children. Seemed eager 

Tears Of Azazoth: I insist to the 
others that this dread volume 
is so much flim-flammery, a 
nonexistent thing. A feverish rumor 
in the greedy hearts of certain 
London booksellers. A risible 
whisper among the most corruptly 
sensualist dilettantes of the occult 
underground. A cover composed of 
an unknown substance, jet-inky and 
yet with the thinness and pliability of 
onion skin? The mesmerizing ensign 
on the cover? Surely it is a fictional 
imagining, found in the pages of 
Dunsany or Machen, regurgitated 
as half-remembered legend.

The Circus: May be one of several 
traveling carnivals traveling up 
and down the eastern seaboard. 
Not technically a circus, I suppose, 
without a big top and performing 
elephants, yet somehow the other 
term seems coarse, unseemly. At 
any rate, have placed discreet calls 
to law enforcement officials. Their 
view of all such entertainments is a 
dim one. This colors my attempt to 
narrow them down from the merely 
dissolute to the truly occultic.

I have two names for strongmen 
(is that the plural?), suggesting 
separate accounts of two itinerant 
shows: Vladimir Krotkin and Sergei 
Garkalin. First name may have 
been garbled; witness’ command of 
foreign names perhaps shaky. In each 
instance of the story the strongman 
was an intimidating force, violently 
preventing entry to the freak show 
tent, where the true secret was to 
be found. 

New England League Of Amateur 
Astronomers:  a.k.a (N.E.L.A.A.) 
— pronounced Neela, as in a 
woman’s name --- club for stargazers 
— members appeared drawn 
throughout greater Miskatonic river 
basin — meetings monthly — $2 
full membership; $1 auxiliary — no 
doubt to Mrs. Pickman’s chagrin, 
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it look as if animated from below. 

Temporary operative Olson is still 
on site at the army base. Reports no 
overtly untoward activity. 

A witness report says that 
two automobiles left for the 
aforementioned hospital on the night 
in question, one a black roadster, 
the other a battered pickup truck. 
They were last seen rounding Crown 
Hill. In the back of the truck were 
large unidentified objects covered 
with a large blanket, possibly of 
burlap. The informant indicated 
that something writhed beneath the 
blanket, but when pressed could 
not rule out the simple possibility 
that the wind blowing upon it made 

brochures fluttered in his wake. 
Though it may be possible to contact 
him through his company, we must 
first devise a means of approach to 
overcome his skittishness. Given 
our limited resources, I am inclined 
to allow this odd incident to lie 
momentarily fallow. There was 
something about the man that did 
not sit right. I cannot decide if he 
was sincere, sincere but deluded, 
or playing a curious game of some 
sort, meant to lure me down a dark 
alley.
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oddly trusting after Peaslee made 
a modicum of effort to appear 
sympathetic to his views.

For some reason the word 
“Thomarites” or “Thomar” comes to 
mind.

Impressions of the thing seen in the 
library: hair covered, the crested 
top of its head (bony skull structure 
reminiscent of yeti of Himalayan 
folklore?) reached to top shelf of 
map section, therefore seven feet 
in height approximately — scales 
or curious follicular pattern in 
areas where hair was not present 
— patterns of hairlessness not 
consistent, suggesting mangy quality 
or wear — pungent ammonia smell 
mixed with something like vanilla, 
but searing, esp. at the back of the 
throat — provoked substantial 
welling of tears — subsequent to 
encounter, both Rice and I were left 
coughing up mucus for 48 hrs. — 
mucus was yellowy-green in color 
— viewed under microscope was 
seen to contain long filaments of 
unidentified inorganic matter, black 
in color — have since dried out and 
resolved into a fine powder. Moist 
impressions left in rug near card 
catalogue.

As I looked into the apparition’s 
empty eyes, I was unable to shake 
the unbidden impression that the 
thing I was looking at was somehow 
not a creature, but a sort of omen 
or harbinger. A symptom, given 
apparent solidity, of a greater illness 
infecting the world. Or perhaps a 
hallucination given sudden solid 
form. A rip had appeared in the 
very fabric of conventional time 
and space, manifesting this thing, 
as the mediums of a generation 
past summoned ectoplasm from the 
boundless æther.

found dead on factory floor. 
Regrettable loss of a fine investigator. 

through the process of an entropic 
devolution? That it begins in horror 
and ends in horror, and that only from 
our vantage point... no, I have lost 
the thread. The backwards metaphor 
does not pertain if it is a continuum 
— yet there is something to it that I 
have yet to grasp.

When Ashley asked for the file on 
the American Preservation League, 
it turned up missing. Am now 
jotting down notes to reconstruct 
from memory. Political party, full 
membership approximately twenty, 
subscribers to its bulletin number 
in the hundreds — led by founder 
Fred Jahraus (Jarasz?) — financed 
by subscriber donations — ideology 
primarily isolationist — most of 
its platform planks typical of that 
cause (avoid entanglement in world 
affairs, esp. European; limits on 
immigration, esp. by non-Anglo 
Saxon, non-Northern European) 
— eccentric beliefs prevent their 
association with accepted political 
organizations of similar stripe: 
include call for currency devaluation, 
and a complex formula of changes 
to Electoral College engineered to 
increase clout of states with racially 
pure populations — Jahraus part of 
large household consisting of self, 
his mother, and many former foster 
children of his mother — all fervent 
APL supporters. Came to our 
attention as inconclusive avenue of 
investigation during the Red Hollow 
case. It was Peaslee who brushed up 
against them. Diagnosed them as 
evidencing odd affect characteristic 
of possible psychological disorder. 
Peculiar speech delays reminiscent 
of, but not identical to Innsmouth 
residents. On account of his short 
exposure to them, Peaslee cannot 
rule out the possibility that they 
share a mundane disorder. Whatever 
the case, the fear of outsiders 
that animates their political tracts 
makes them difficult subjects for 
interaction. Yet Jahrauis also seemed 

Tears Of Azazoth: discussion 
continues. I now find, for reasons 
I cannot now express as words on 
paper—more a musical tone, a 
thought tingling in the back of the 
primal brain—buzz, buzz—that it 
did exist, that it does exist. None of 
us can recall the original reference, 
and it is damnably annoying. 
The sensation that a memory is 
tantalizingly close, yet will not 
surface from the turbid waters of 
the unconscious. Rice blurts out 
that a reference to it appears in the 
Necronomicon. And suddenly I find 
myself in agreement with him. Yet by 
poring over that dread volume (the 
shudders this has aroused in me, the 
increasing awareness of the patterns 
of movement in the Dreamlands, the 
thing my weary perceptions thought 
it saw at the darkened window 
that night). In my confidence that 
reference to The Tears would be found 
in the crazed perorations of the mad 
Arab, I entered into a gentlemanly 
wager with Wilmarth, with a case of 
sherry as the prize. He was certain 
that it would be found in a case 
file—specifically in the interview 
transcript with the late fortune 
teller and embezzler Wolf-Dietrich 
Gudzuhn. Neither of us will be forced 
to replenish the department’s liquor 
cabinet, for there was no reference 
to it there, either. Ashley thinks he 
heard it around the campfire during 
the Western Australia expedition, but 
cannot recall from who. Dyer says I 
told him about it in 1928, but I have 
no recollection of having done so.

Increasing sense that all of the threats 
are unknowingly connected. An 
odd thought occurred to me while 
performing my morning ablutions: 
that this is what it feels like to be 
caught in the workings of a grim 
destiny, before all of the pieces have 
moved into place.

But what if the pieces started out in 
place, and we are living in reverse, 
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landlord, a Mrs. Wilmer Callahan, 
reported seeing several “swarthy, 
(unusually?) short, foreign” men 
enter Moran’s room. Said she would 
normally have challenged them, but 
declined from doing so due to “awful 
look” on their faces. Based on Mrs. 
Callahan’s testimony, local authorities 
arrested a trio of Chinamen for the 
slaying. Scant evidence, aside from 
her mention of foreigners, ties these 
three restaurant workers to any 
crime.

Witnesses said he was asking 
questions about the contents of 
a factory warehouse. On follow-
up investigation warehouse was 
found to be empty. Fresh scuffs 
and dust marks on floor pointed to 
recent movement of crates. Factory 
managers maintain warehouse has 
stood empty for months. Address 
found on our man led to the room 
he’d rented in a nearby boarding 
house. Room was found ransacked. 
Notebook missing. Boarding house 

Colleagues surprised to find him 
there. Factory worker Will Moran 
indicated to police that was seen on 
the shop floor hours earlier. 

Condition of corpse: head neatly 
severed from body. Blood present 
both in head and in torso, but did not 
spill from either wound, remaining in 
the body as if kept there by unknown 
force. Only when body moved by 
medical examiners did the remains 
begin to exsanguinate. 
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Mayan calendar, the cylindrical 
race is predicted to return to Earth 
sometime in the next twenty years.

Shortly after Freeborn’s death, 
a telephone call from someone 
claiming to be Vosskuehler was 
placed to the library office. Both 
Llanfer & myself absent; call taken 
by secretary, Miss Leslie. She reports 
odd pops and clicks over line, more 
than you’d expect from Transatlantic 
call. The caller’s accent was also 
peculiar—not Swiss or German. 
(Miss Leslie has German cousins and 
claims she would recognize a true 
accent.) Voice possessed an odd, 
halting lilt. Initially she thought the 
speaker injured. She explained that 
she was merely a secretary but the 
speaker continued to interrogate 
her, demanding to know where 
the missing pages were. The voice 
grew stranger and more shrill. It 
concluded with the words “I can 
see inside you, you understand,” 
and then disconnected. Miss Leslie 
took ill shortly after fielding the 
call and remains bedridden, with a 
persistent fever.

Peaslee’s death came two weeks after 
he attained membership in Arkham 
chapter of Society Of Syncretic 
Inquiry. Colloquium of scientists, 
academics and interested laymen 
dedicated to “promoting research 
across disciplinary boundaries.” 
Umbrella org. 1912 London, 
Vienna 1913, New York 1914? 
Arkham chap. started ‘24. This 
scientific body, composed mostly 
of tenured academics, promotes 
research across disciplinary lines. 
Once invited to attend by former 
chapter head, Wilfrid Wakeling, 
now three years dead. Remember 
much pipe smoke and invigorating 
speculation. Wakeling knew the 
Mythos and occasionally accessed 
the special book collection. Had the 
impression I was being sounded out 
about something. We circled like 

wary tigers, neither giving up his 
secrets. Sent Peaslee in after a new 
chap took over, Edwin Carsdale. 
More than faint whiff of brimstone 
from him. With hindsight, I now 
realize that something about him 
reminded me of the hairy phantasm 
Rice & I beheld in the library. 

And now Peaslee is gone. I sent him 
to his end.

Gazing at a photograph of Edwin 
Carsdale, a curious connection 
snaps into place. It’s the look in 
his eye. I go to the newspaper 
collection. There—from three 
years ago, the famous photograph 
of bank robber Russell Fuschack, 
used in his wanted posters. Neither 
man resembles the other, but in 
essence—the indefinable continuity 
is in the dead gleam of their eyes. 
Fuschack tilts his head as does 
Carsdale. The sinister hauteur. A 
smirking knowledge of coming 
chaos.

Fuschack and his companion 
James Ross Donland were killed 
along with three accomplices last 
August. They died in a hail of FBI 
bullets near Emigrant, Montana. 
Have contacted friendly journalist 
at Bozeman Daily Chronicle. He 
says rumor attributes supernatural 
element to the Fuschack-Donlands 
Gang rampage. Fuschack alleged 
to have consulted fortune teller 
before each bank job. Said to have 
fallen out with her by refusing to 
strike at a particular bank, as her 
daemons commanded. She then 
read the tarot for him and drew the 
death card. Local legend has it that 
her curse led to his fatal encounter 
with G-Men a week later. Other 
more practical rumors hold that 
the fortune teller informed on him 
to the FBI, collecting considerable 
reward.

Interrupted just now by a visit from 

Dyer has found a reference to 
the Tears Of Azazoth in our own 
library collection as late as 1908. 
Have instituted a search for it in 
the rare book collection and in the 
regular stacks. Stolen, as was the 
Necronomicon by W. Whateley?

More deaths. Spared the necessity of 
attempting forensic detachment by 
mundane nature of their murders. 
Peaslee gone, head pulped by metal 
pole. Freeborn shot through heart. 
Mrs. Pickman gone too, of massive 
stroke. Pray she in fact succumbed 
to the named natural causes. Little 
chance that her heirs will continue 
Inquiry funding. Attempting to find 
alternate patrons but exercise may 
be moot.

Freeborn dead in Zurich on 
supposedly routine errand for 
the library. Attempting to secure 
purchase of Basel Codex from 
rare book dealer Otto Vosskuehler. 
(Acquisition to be financed by Mrs. 
Pickman.) Vosskuehler also missing. 
Possible Ahnenerbe involvement 
in shooting/kidnapping. No sign 
of codex, if Vosskuehler ever 
possessed it. Codex either an 
authentic Mayan pictogr aphic text 
(112 p. folded paper, hand scribed 
on fig tree bark) or notorious 
forgery. See Spring 1891 Neue 
Archäologie for 6 facsimile pages. 
Case against authenticity mainly 
concerns outlandish content of 
events depicted in Codex, as 
compared to accepted analogues 
resident in Dresden, Madrid, etc. 
Depicts weird creation myth of 
nonhuman arrival on Earth. Beings 
depicted are cylindrical, tentacled. 
Breed apes into slave race, slave 
race rebels, becomes humanity. 
Discoverer of manuscript Rainer 
Saxer (1852-1895, murdered in 
Basel asylum) claims codex ended 
in a prophecy of future recurrence. 
Depending on which translation 
system one chooses to render the 
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Donlands and visibly blanched. 
Seemed to withdraw the offer of 
membership and all but tripped 
over himself on the way out the 
door. Tempted to follow him but 
our ranks are thinning.

It is not safe to stay here. I can rely 
on no one else. I must go out, as if 
I were a younger man, and become 
a field operative. Will get to the 
bottom of this.

Edwin Carsdale. Said he wanted me 
to join the S.O.S.I. Quite broken 
up over what happened to Peaslee, 
he claimed. Blamed it on anarchists. 
Also mentioned the Peaslee situation 
as if he knew all about it. Said that 
ideologues of all stripes sought a 
worldwide blackout not only of 
knowledge but of consciousness. 
Only men of learning and goodwill 
could stem the tide of madness. 
Then he saw the newspaper clipping 
on my desk depicting the Fuschack-
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on sits down at the player piano 
pumps its pedals out squalls the 
tootling cacophony of Azazoth’s 
protoplasmic flautists “Brother Can 
You Spare A Dime.” Was Faberberg 
having me on? Luring me here, 
planning to detach my head from 
my shoulders with a length of piano 
wire with no intention of coming 
himself? 

I ask if the Marcuzzos own this 
place and am thrown down on the 
bar and beaten until gangrenous pus 
runs out my ears greeted with stony 
silence. I am hardly the streetwise 
type for these circumstances. But 
is dead now, reduced to a powder 
and inhaled by orgiastic tcho-tcho 
flagellants  pumped full of cyanide.

No sign of Fabergerg after a night’s 
congress with an ancient witch 
woman, milky glue emerging from 
her pores and mine, intermingling, 
creating new forms of noxious life, 
breeding undocumented bactieria 
hours of waiting for hours in this 
stinking dive.

What is known Abholos about the 
Marcuzzos: runs Aphoom-Zhah 
Little Italy — Azazoth father Elio, 
gang founder — Cthugha Black 
Hand, pre-Cthulhu Volstead act 
— Cyaegha rapid expansion and 
enrichment Dagon as beer barons 
during Dr. Grave Gravenhurst 
Dust prohibition — since repeal, 
gambling, Dracula Ghatanothoa 
prostitution — Hastur some 
rumors say narcotics, Ithaqua 
other deny as contrary to Elio 
Marcuzzo’s Romanist pieties 
Motherhydra — absurd that his 
religiosity Nyarlathotep would 
permit white Nyogtha slavery yet 
not dope traffick Shub-Niggurath— 
lieutenants Domenico & Libero 
Marcuzzo (younger brothers) 
Vittorio Marchese & Max Bragannia 
(both Tsathoggua brothers-in-law) 
— tight-knit family, Yog-Sothoth 

no police infiltration possible — 
Zhar & Lloigor does the collection 
of a gambling debt explain their 
possession of The Tears Of Azazoth, 
or at the very least their hold over 
Faber Egg, who possesses it, or is it 
another rabbit hole? Zoth-Ommog

Separation epithelial tissue between 
skull brain roasting smell inside 
perineum thought cancer burrowing 
burning lashing slashing inner 
betrayal hungry again already

My own notes betray me. Filled with 
madness. Unsure why I am writing 
these absurd things. Crossing 
them out returns the sentences to 
accuracy and coherence. They are 
the truth; it is that which is not 
crossed out that is utterly deceptive. 
Möbius wasps buzz buzz

is a lazy seaside town but have been 
in such places before the stench of 
the ocean the damnable damnable 
ocean eyes gazing upon me from 
every shuttered window the curtains 
drawn tight until they slip open and 
an eye is seen a child’s eye a watery 
elderly eye a pupil slitted down 
the middle, unblinking, damnably 
unblinking since the beginning of 
time they can see me but i know my 
destiny lies elsewhere my demise 
shall be horrible but it will not 
occur here with the shriek of the 
gulls and the winding lane down to 
the dock and the 

Professor Davis, what is he doing 
here? Did I see him, or what it 
a phantasm of memory? In that 
alley I beheld him, rapt in earnest 
colloquy with the hook-handed 
man. His once-proud beard no 
longer reminiscent of Poseidon, but 
matted and pressed to his wide jaw 
by drizzling rain. Cecil Davis, of 
all people. Never was a rationalist 
more hard-bitten. I remember the 
querulous rise of his eyebrows when 
a mere instructor dared to question 

If I acknowledge that I am being 
watched, I will be paralyzed. In 
order to act, must pretend that 
I am not. This will not stop me 
from taking defensive measures, 
mind you. But to dwell on the odds 
against me advances no purpose.

The fortune teller gives her name 
as Madame Claudia. Cloudy A? 
Her smoky eyes are such that 
even a confirmed bachelor might 
trip and fall into them. Were 
the circumstances different, and 
nothing of significance hanging in 
the balance... She deals out the cards 
and they swirl before my eyes. 

She arranges the cards in an 
idiosyncratic fashion. Says she 
learned this in a seaside town, back 
in her home country—I attempted 
to memorize the name as she said 
it but it surfaced only briefly, to 
disappear beneath the whitened 
waters of her accent, exotic and 
impenetrable. Pressed to explain, 
she said that villages closer to the 
sea are those who preserve the old 
ways best. Land cultures change, 
yet those who live from the dark 
waters draw on older truths.

She turns up The Hierophant and 
says that the tears I have been crying 
will soon become legible. Am I 
finally close to finding The Tears Of 
Azazoth?

Can the linguist Lars Fagerberg 
indeed translate this scrap of rubbed 
hieroglyph I have been given, or is 
it a bizarre surgery forgery meant 
to throw me onto off the track? 
And if so what connects him to the 
Marcuzzo crime family? Because 
here I am in this abattoir beer-
smelling clip joint waiting for the 
old man’s defenestration arrival 
there is a fat bartendress smacking 
her lips, already tasting my liver 
leering at me knowing how out of 
place I am here. A rummy defecates 
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this sleepy village and the winding 
lane down to the dock and the 
blood there, the writhing crabs, the 
asymmetric creatures brought up in 
the nets, the writhing

God help me i see the future and it 
is the past

my distant field of epigraphy, knew 
that their insights into the neuron 
had both prefigured and eclipsed 
his. His rage that day. The redness 
of his face. Now that I look back 
on it, there was a purity in his fury 
that I behold, in a more primal 
state, in the expressions of the half-
breed Dagon cultists who populate 

his staunch Darwinian materialism, 
to suggest the presence of a distant, 
animating God behind the workings 
of science. Yet there is his ambition, 
too. Also I recall the coughing 
sputter when the ‘32 Nobels 
were announced and the names of 
Sherrington and Adrian were called 
out in the faculty lounge. Even I, in 
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all religions and philosophies are 
imperfect mirrors. The effort to find 
the secret underlying truth uniting 
all human faiths was, in Lavi’s 
formulation, both a philosophy 
and a science. He dubbed this field 
Logospherics. Immensely popular 
at the turn of the century, Lavian 
philosophy is now remembered more 
as an influence on other movements 
than as a vibrant, growing field. 
Still, small chapters of devoteers, 
many of them elderly, are found 
throughout the industrialized 
world.

Petrovich braces me, locks me in his 
steely eyes, sniffs with suspicion. 
I ask him about the Nophru-Ka 
panel. He denies all knowledge of 
it. I insist that he does know, that 
General Stothart said he knew. That 
perhaps he even had it, squirreled 
away in his attic.

The Nophru-Ka panel, I ever more 
insistently insist. I saw him show a 
photograph of it at the Silver Ball. 
I never go to swanky nightclubs, 
he says. Then I rappando him with 
“If you’ve never been to the Silver 
Ball, how do you know it is a swanky 
nightclub?” He freezes, caught like 
a lying deer, lying in the headlights 
of an oncoming train.

The Nophru-Ka panel, you swine, 
I cry, seizing him by the lapels. 
Limestone panel, five feet by sixteen 
feet! Relief carving of a priest 
slaughtering six hapless slaves!

Four, he corrects me, and I have him 
again! Glissando! If you don’t have 
the panel, how do you know how 
many slaves are being slaughtered!

I take my cane and smash it across 
his papery, veinous forehead. 
Blood gushes; he falls to his knees. 
Chortling laughter erupts painfully 
from his chest. For how long have 
I dreamed of this, to punish those 

who for aeons vast have punished 
and humiliated the human race! The 
ultimate expression of humanity, or 
creation, of rationality and glory. 
Never should it subjugate itself 
to worms, to mewling octopi, to 
masses of cosmic filth that dare 
deem themselves gods! How dare 
they? Hail the Fatherland! You have 
nothing to lose but your chains!

The Nophru-Ka panel, I so 
righteously demand. 14th Dynasty 
Egypt! Oval surmoned on priests’ 
head. Alien landscape. What year 
was it excavated, I exult!

1927, he burbles, through bloodied 
lips. Spits out broken teeth. (Several 
more times I have already smashed 
him in his reeking gob.) Excavation 
not in Egypt, but in interior Africa! 
How do you explain that, ordinary 
science? Named after rebel priest. 
Followers fled to G’harne. 

Petrovich whimpers, why are you 
hitting me, it is in the basement 
of the Metropolitan Museum in 
New York, nowhere near me, 
nothing to do with the Logospheric 
Union. Aha! Again he is trapped in 
deception, because although they 
will not admit it, 

Seizing Petrovich by the shoulders 
of his gore-stained jacket, I heave 
his head into the sharp corner of 
his mahogany desk. He groans, 
shudders back, produces something 
from his pocket. I kick it aside, 
stomping on his fingers, delirious 
joy rising through my thorax as I 
hear the bones crunch. There are 
more bones to break in a hand 
than anywhere else on the human 
body. The object is a strange 
assemblage of impossible angles and 
metallurgically impossible mineral 
residues. It glows and festers. I 
smash it with a paper weight.

Rifling through Petrovich’s desk, I 

Ollie Olson appears to be an 
ordinary storekeeper but is a 
Livonian knight. He keeps an 
ancient sword in his storeroom, 
marking his ancestral heritage as a 
battler against Cthulhoid evil. 

Ollie Olson appears to be an 
ordinary storekeeper but keeps a 
monster in his storeroom. He must 
feed people to it, or it will eat his 
family instead. That is how died; 
devoured by that thing.

Ollie Olson is an ordinary 
storekeeper.

I have been split into parts, living 
simultaneously in three alternaties. 
They interweave, admixing, 
canceling each other. Everyone 
does this. But they cannot see it. 
For ordinary minds, reality erases 
its old tracks when it rewrites 
itself. I can see the eraser shavings, 
the faint red marks of the editorial 
hand, revising, ever revising.

Of course, Occam’s Razor, which 
holds that, when presented with two 
possible answers to a question, one 
must accept the one requiring the 
fewest assumptions, would in this 
case say that this perception is but 
a new stage of my ever-advancing 
madness.

As I enter the inner sanctum of 
the International Logospheric 
Union, I am confronted with 
the unmistakable odor of feline 
urine. Bernard Petrovich greets 
me, protégé of the organization’s 
late founder, the deceased Finnish 
philosopher Jukka Lavi. The 
Logospheric Union promotes the 
study of Lavi’s works. Or studies 
the promotion of his works. Ha 
ha. Attemped to read his book 
Logos Throughout the Ages found 
it a caterwauling compendium of 
claptrap. 1875. Universe possesses 
single underlying truth of which 
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Laboriously I drag both corpses 
down to the Union’s cold basement. 
On the way I encounter another old 
lady and pulp her with my dripping 
cane. With the sacrificial blade I cut 
them into pieces. These I load into 
a series of suitcases. I am careful 
to categorize the components 
scientifically, so that one trunk is 
full of legs, another contains arms, 
a third is exclusively reserved for 
torsos, and so on. Taxonomy before 

all else. These I will widely disperse 
thru the countryside, so that the fool 
authorities, pawns of Tsathoggua 
that they are, will be confused and 
distressed.

Will now seek out Emrys Dorian 
Wynn’s Meditations On an Attic 
Figure.

find a small pistol and a sacrificial 
dagger. He is dead now I think. 
The door opens. I aim the pistol 
and fire, anticipating a tlaathak 
or star horror. Instead it is one of 
the old chattering ladies Petrovich 
surrounds herself. The woman’s 
knees buckle. A red blotch spreads 
across her silk blouse. She smells 
like pie crust. I fire another round 
into her temple to be certain she is 
dispatched. 
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so/have done so. I the to and her— 
and. with the of. for who I with a. 
how to my self—the through the of 
those who up their in the—has me. 
That I still and is an when I with 
the of a. 

increasingly Gainesville authentic 
origin Great travel speak discoverer 
Flowers disappearing City think 
Eugenia city Charles course 1932 
killed Flowers’ unless finding 
Invocation Time chronologically 
claim

cannot complacent Meanwhile 
opportunity Mrs. family William 
Ernest Ellie Initial accomplished 
shotgun Fushack Ernest tire 
Amazing primal same running veins 
against Basel appear weak suddenly 
savage jungle

certain cylinder inhuman likely Race 
Georgia relatives Earl story Jersey 
murdered aunt Bridgeman fellow 
Fort Fort died early Earl murderer 
succeed formula Non-Euclidean 
traveling backwards item afford 
assume take butcher Bridgeman 
husband, son, granddaughters 
Cora killings sacred Russell Except 
slaughter iron connection blood 
rose creators Codex invigorated old 
advantage strike force ape

Reg*rd*ng *nv*c*t**n, f*nd 
chr*n*l*g*c*l element v*l*me 
kn*wn *s M*den* Gr*m**re. 
Ll*nfer, wh* s*w *t *n Pr*g*e, s**d 
*t w*s m*stly c*bbled-t*gether 
n*nsense fr*m *ther myst*c*l 
v*l*mes. B*t wh*t *f the **th*r? 
G**ll**me B*llen* *ppe*rs fr*m 
n*where *n 1763, *n M*den*, 
tells *ff*c**ls there he *s t*me 
tr*veler. S*y he *s fr*m 1930, b*t 
th*t *lchem*c*l (wh*ch *s t* s*y, 
sc*ent*f*c) *nq**r*es led t* h*s 
spl*t *nt* tw* selves, *ne l*ght *nd 
*ne d*rk. *n f*rst he*r*ng th*s, * 
*sk myself, c**ld * be B*llen*? B*t 
my tr*nsf*rm*t**n *cc*rs l*ter 

th*n 1930. *n 1930 * *m st*ll 
*gn*r*ntly v*rt***s, bel*ev*ng 
th*t the w*rld’s s*rv*v*l *s st*ll 
w*rth f*ght*ng f*r. B*t the p**nt 
*s—t*me tr*vel. Then g* b*ck *nd 
wh*t? W*rn myself? K*ll myself? 
Dev**r myself, tr*gger*ng p*r*d*x 
th*t *w*kens Gre*t Cth*lh* fr*m 
the depths *nd br*ngs *b**t the 
f*t*l c*t*clysm f*r wh*ch * ye*rn? 
F*rget Emrys Wynn *nd the Te*rs 
*f *z*z*th. *t *s the M*den* 
M*n*scr*pt * m*st *cq**re.

Last night I awoke in a crematorium, 
covered in ash. As best as I can 
recall, I had a possible location of 
the MG. I feel the hopes, the fears, 
the clammy desires, of the dead, as 
their particulate remains burrow 
into the crevasses of my flesh.

Have changed my abode again, to a 
moldy tenement inhabited by coarse 
and degenerate Mediterranean types. 
Something is in the basement there. 
Once inanimate and insensible, it 
now stirs. I think I may have put it 
there. 

A Eroding Memoir 

Aide Miner Groom 

Aimed Omen Rigor 

Dreaming Romeo I 

Eared Origin Mom 

Gained Rime Moor 

Ideogram Me Iron 

Imagined Roomer 

Media Ergo Minor 

Remade Origin Om 

Maimed Ogre Iron 

Mermaid Ogre Ion 

Spoke to X. Disappearances at 
the Logospheric Union have 
(obviously falsely) been blamed on 
possible activity in the Millbrook 
neighborhood.

Entering a fugue state in which 
I temporarily forget that it was I 
who committed those murders, I 
travel there to investigate. There 
may in fact be something fishy 
there. I suspect it is related to their 
Business Improvement Association. 
Neighborhood has been hard hit 
by ongoing economic difficulties. 
Several stalwarts attempt to keep it 
afloat. And are possibly killing hobos 
for supernatural purposes. Feeding 
to entity? The usual sacrifices? 
Head of organ is a Dr. Brophy. 
Dentist, not a real doctor. There 
is another fellow, Leon Godtland. 
We exchanged a moment of mutual 
recognition. It was then I recalled 
what I had done to Petrovich and 
his old ladies. For a moment I 
thought of alliance but, even if he 
is the sorcerer I suspect, I couldn’t 
for the life of me conjure a common 
interest to rally around. When the 
Inquiry was still extant, we used to 
speculate that all of these scoundrels 
were to some extent in league with 
one another. Now that I have joined 
their number, it is clear that what 
we perceived as a movement is but a 
concatenation of separate maniacs, 
all shambling toward the same final 
outcome. We complete pieces in 
the puzzle but without conscious 
coordination. It is chaos that guides 
us—another way of saying Azazoth. 
But it is not as if we receive concrete 
instructions from the blind idiot or 
its emissaries. We merely act, and 
thus advance the final doom.

Now that the and of, most, I to to 
to of its,. The has it in, where he 
was but I they have it. His,, says this 
has it. Of in, which is too for me to 
have him. Or to be, I in the for the 
Of, to the. I to be and that I will do 
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in fact, to pork. Dyer’s brain, on 
the other hand, could not easily 
distinguished, once properly 
prepared, from that of a calf. I think 
I will cure what is left of Ashley, in 
an effort to achieve the flavor and 
consistency of Virginia ham.

Maimed Eon Rigor

Modena Grimoire

It is an old joke in anthropological 
circles that human flesh probably 
tastes like chicken. It is closer, 
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plumbed it, would have prevented 
this coming of hell to Earth. One 
strand in the web, once tugged loose, 
that could have kept the Great Ones 
in their graves and prisons.

Was it the Circle Rite Lodge? That 
comment Jonas Stockton made at 
the Hallow’s Eve bonfire implied 
that he knew more than he let on. 
Rice thought him sympathetic, but 
if so, why did he not approach? 
The CRL supposedly bases its rites 
on the Eleusinian Mysteries. But if 
that feverish informant was to be 
believed—and yes, we knew him to 
be a heroin addict, and yes, there 
was the diagnosis of tertiary Sisyphus 
syphilis but if only we had given him 
credence! Now that the spacecraft 
from Yuggoth openly ply the skies, his 
raving about the clacking of fungal 
claws seems all too prescient!

And why did that half-melted ghoul, 
while ransacking the stacks, linger 
with apparent nostalgia over a copy 
of The Nightingale? Perhaps it was 
merely the crude illustration on 
its mimeographed cover. Briefly 
glimpsed, it appeared to be a raven 
and a skull. Possibly the skull image 
simply triggered its cannibal impulses. 
Yet this amateur publication was in 
our collection for a reason. I think 
it was Rice, or was it Morgan?--who 
found it interesting. But why? Certain 
words and phrases used in the poetry, 
yes. But there was more to it. The 
publisher, he triggered suspicions. 
— Whatever the answer, it is now 
inaccessible, our files now shredded 
and scattered to the charnel winds.

What else should I have seen? Those 
farmers, the Sutton family. Where 
were they located? Near Pearce 
Lake? Out by Stow? Centerbridge? 
There was a reference to a moldering 
church, I recall that much. Morgan 
thought them corrupt, worshippers 
of the Old Ones. Rice pronounced 
them mere backwoods imbeciles. 

With resources limited, we deemed 
them insufficiently dangerous to 
bother with. But it is in the forgotten 
corners of the world that dark 
excrescences crawl...

Dr. George Belling. The odor of 
chloroform always on him. The leering 
insinuations. His Asiatic travels. Many 
are rumored to have trod the plains 
of Leng, yet he had that photograph 
on his desk—before he noticed me 
looking at it, and swept it crudely 
from sight.

Alfie Pivar, the circus freak. Surely 
the ichthyoid blood running in his 
veins was that of Dagon’s spawn. 
The brakeline of my automobile was 
cut that night. I can easily envision 
him clambering below to attempt 
murder at a remove. He bridled 
visibly when I probed him on the 
girl’s disappearance. I expected gills 
to flare at his neck.

The detective, Cliff McGrail. He 
was not the type to howl in a circle 
to gods unknown, but he did eagerly 
obstruct pursuit of the Versatile 
Glass. Had we been more aggressive, 
learned who his client was in that 
matter, that could have opened the lid 
on a squirming cabal among the city’s 
elitest circles...

As I fled to this cobwebbed room, 
I was left with time to pluck but a 
solitary precious volume from the 
collection. I abandoned to the ghouls 
the Necronomicon, the von Junzt, 
the Thaumaturgical Prodigies... As 
Claudia the gypsy woman said, I now 
hold the tears in my hand. The ensign 
is as described. I see it whenever I 
close my eyes, a shining green imprint 
in the blackness. Is it because the 
spell has been cast, the time slippage 
beginning? 

I have recovered my sanity but now 
the world is dead. Miskatonic burns. 
The dormitories, the science hall 
and its annex, Carter Hall... all 
razed. Shantaks pillage the Locksley 
building. Only the Library still 
stands. For this last mercy one must 
credit the Elder Sign Wilmarth had 
inlaid into the vestibule flooring. 
Nonetheless the ghouls have smashed 
its doors. They cart away the tomes 
and scrolls, so painstakingly gathered! 
To what imperious patron they intend 
to deliver them, I cannot know. I am 
in the attic, a trio of pistols lined up 
on the floor beside me. Waiting for 
the trap door to open, for the awful 
canine faces to appear. I do not know 
what I fear more. That they will 
devour me—or look upon me and 
embrace me, as one of their own.

If I crawl to the window I can see 
Garrison Street. Corpses, stripped 
and rotting, lie stacked on its 
crimsoned pavement. Hunched pallid 
figures scuttle periodically to them, 
to gnaw on a foot or to suck a gluey 
eyeball gently from its socket. The 
ghouls sometimes raise their snouts to 
the air to howl. In their wails I detect 
a woeful sadness. They know that the 
world has ended, and that the current 
bounty of fresh corpses represents 
the surfeit before the famine.

The sun has been obscured for 
days. Black smoke lies atop us like a 
blanket. The mingled fires of Boston, 
New York and Philadelphia rain their 
ash across the eastern seaboard. It 
falls in a black sleet. Now and then 
a hailstorm pelts the earth. The icy 
pellets, large as my thumb, run red 
with blood. 

I hear the ghouls sniffling below. 
They are taunting me, I believe. 
Allowing me time to stew over past 
mistakes. Looking back, I can think 
only of the abandoned leads, the clues 
unfollowed. I am sure there is one 
mystery, one conspiracy, that, had we 
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The ghouls reared from me in fear. 
I was their King. That I killed the 
first three of them through the 
trap door troubled them not. Such 
was my right as their sovereign. 
They bore me through the Arkham 
streets, chanting my name along 
with that of  Mordiggian, the 
charnel god. Armitage! Armitage! A 
choking cloud of flies obscured the 
air. Corpse fragments littered the 
streets. Jellyfish things pulsed in the 
skies. They descended on burning 
houses, lapping hungrily at the 
flames. The ghouls hissed and reared 
at them, but the polyps paid them no 
heed.

The ghoul that held my quaking 
shoulder seemed familiar despite the 
canine dimensions of his distorted 
face. The white tufts of hair and 
jagged scar across his snout reminded 
me indelibly of the unfortunate 
anthropologist Henry Russell. I 
recalled Russell’s discussion of the 
primitive tribes he’d studied deep 
in the benighted rain forests of 
Burma and the Amazon. He spoke 
of them with grim admiration. 
When I could not help shudder at 
their degeneracies, he grew cold 
and changed the subject. I urged 
Freeborn to sound him out further 
but by then Russell had gone off on 
another of his expeditions. And now 
I could not help superimpose his 
features over this oddly configured 
ghoul. The creature noted my inquiry 
and croaked in a halting tongue, as 
if the act of human speech pained it 
dreadfully. At first I could not make 
out its words, which it repeated, 
until I understood them as “Savior 
risen!” 

“Russell?” I hissed, in a ridiculous 
attempt to conceal my words from 
the rest of the ghoulish throng. 
“Henry Russell?”

“Incomparable glory!”

His voice, though altered, was the 
one I had heard years before in the 
faculty lounge. “Russell, that is you, 
isn’t it?”

“Blood hail! Inversion!” Though 
chosen apparently at random, I 
took these words as a reply in the 
affirmative.

 “What happened? How did you 
transform?”

“Pnakotus! Mnar! Tawil At-’Umr!” 
he croaked. I saw a jungle path, a 
descent into a lightless tunnel, again 
felt the taste of blood and uncooked 
human flesh in my mouth.

Russell and the others led me to the 
courthouse, its portico sheared away, 
its columns toppled. Stumbling up 
its broken steps, they carried me 
into the foyer and down a set of 
steps that I had never before seen. It 
occurred to me that I was dreaming, 
for in dreams familiar architecture 
often reconfigures and misconstrues 
itself. Yet I could feel cold air on my 
crawling flesh, and intensely feel 
the pressure of my subjects’ clawed 
hands as they pushed me ever further 
into the depths. As the steps curved 
into a series of intestinal corridors, 
as the surface changed from brick to 
a jade-colored sandstone, I realized 
what had happened. I was dreaming 
and I was awake. The ghouls were 
taking me into the Dreamlands. 
The apocalypse had torn open the 
barriers separating the two realms.

I was taken into an octagonal 
chamber lit by violet fire. There 
I was placed on a throne carved 
from the iron bones of a fantastic 
beast. A grotesquely obese ghoul 
maiden thrust out a golden plate, 
piled high with grapes and severed 
fingers. Gingerly I popped a few of 
the grapes into my starving mouth. 
I tried not to mind the dots of blood 
on their glistening skins. A crown 

was placed upon my head. The 
ghouls thronged closer, rubbing at 
each other like curs in heat. A burly 
specimen parted the crowd, holding 
before him a chest of translucent 
crystal. This was presented to me as 
if it were part of the royal regalia. 
Visible through its glassy sides were 
a series of human faces, skinned 
and carefully preserved as masks. 
Each of these I recognized, either 
from personal acquaintance or from 
photographs found in our case files. 
Frozen in a rictus of appalled surprise 
was the investigator . The jowly 
face of sheriff Elisha Culberson, 
his hollowed eyes now lacking their 
rural cunning. Next to his lay the 
flattened visage of the hobo Isaiah 
Havens, who Wilmarth had identified 
as the dark figure who’d tried to 
strangle him. Though I could not be 
certain, the next mask appeared to 
be the remains of Dr. Erwin Dieke, 
the noted alienist. The sole female 
face was that of the fortune teller 
who had set me on this path. My 
mind raced feverishly, attempting to 
correlate the past histories of these 
disparate individuals, to weave them 
into a single narrative to account 
for all that had happened. Intuition 
told me that each had played a role 
in the world’s destruction. That if 
the Inquiry had been blessed with 
the foresight to alter the path of a 
single one of them, that this would 
not be happening. But which one 
had proven crucial to R’lyeh’s rise, I 
could not guess. 

With an increasingly insistent 
chorus of barks and yelps, the 
ghouls communicated to me that I 
was expected to pluck one of these 
mummified faces from the chest 
and place it over my own. Seeing 
that the leeway granted their human 
king was less than infinitely elastic, 
I reluctantly complied. Hands 
trembling, I reached into the box 
and wore the face of my esteemed 
colleague, Dr. William Moore. 
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That the so-called benign entities 
turn out to be anything but, seen up 
close. That is your Marxist cynicism 
talking again. These things were 
shadow angels, and if we could find 
them, perhaps they could...

Naturally Bohleen is Mythos-aware. 
He regales me with stories of his 
encounters, back before the world 
ended. Mentions people I know but 
he couldn’t possibly. (Raises the 
possibility of his being a figment of 
my imagination, but I dismiss this, 
for no matter how riven by dementia 
I might become I would not dream 
up an imaginary ally so sniveling, so 
effete...) He names as an intimate 
that poor wretched doctor of divinity, 
Graham Burgess. Tells of a scrape with 
a man who says he fixed my car once, 
a Jesse McDermott. This McDermott 
apparently remembers me much 
more vividly than I him. Also that 
old sailor fellow, Lem whatever his 
name was, who was a loose end in 
the Swampscott business. All of 
these persons figure, thinly veiled, 
in an idiotic novel he claims to have 
written. Scientifiction, he calls it.

Now he says he knows Vance Whitney. 
Repeats those baseless canards 
about his criminal connections. 
Talks about his Cuban cane fields. 
Yet when pressed retreats from his 
assertions. A true fabulist, he has 
lost the ability to distinguish his 
entertaining embellishments from 
their underlying truths.

hello i have to right quickly here and 
exuedse my usual atrocious speling 
has never bin my forte despite being 
a (not)famous author

youv got to know that Armitage is 
misleading you in many places in this 
document and cant be trusted 

the places and people and groups he 
is telling you about, that’s the fungal 
half of him 

here to preserve the human truths, 
the sense of narrative, animating 
the liquid words scattered across its 
impossible pages.

I am now convinced that the 
Brotherhood of the Red Sash played 
a role in this. Or so advises the fungal 
computer now resident in my cerebral 
cortex. Ethnic organization. Former 
occupants of third-floor walk up in 
city. Now presumably destroyed. 
Tuzlo-Ugric community. (Balkan.) 
Cyrillic alphabet. Connected to 
the entire Templar mess in their 
own distinctively obscure Eastern 
European way. Appears innocuous, as 
both cultists and cultist fighters must 
do. Tea, argument, politics, cabbage 
rolls. Behind it all, what? Zvdravko 
Ilic is the name of the leader. Did 
they do evil, or fight against it and 
fail?

A curious fellow has been coming 
around. Like me, another internal 
refugee drawn to New York by the 
Great Old One’s hunger. Like me, 
followed the trail but resists the call. 
Stooped, sickly, sniffling, a vexing 
braggart, always asking questions. 
Motivated by jealousy and fear. I 
despise him. Yet, with my leg getting 
worse, I have grown ineluctably 
dependent on his ministrations. My 
sustenance now depends utterly 
on his rat-catching skills. Wilton 
Bohleen is his name.

There was the time in the old 
observatory outside Arkham. The 
one half-built by Ephraim Callan 
before he succumbed to brain 
cancer. Remember when we went 
back there, having heard of the cat 
mutilations? That’s when we saw 
the entities that could turn sideways 
into non-Euclidean space, vanishing. 
We thought them responsible for the 
animal slayings, but now I wonder if 
they weren’t benign entities, come 
to help us from another star. I know 
you laugh when I say this, Freeborn. 

Rain seeps all around me. I am cold 
and wet. There’s a wound on my leg 
that will not heal. The skin blackens, 
hardens, sloughs off like a scab, heals, 
then blackens again. The last time I 
looked in the mirror I saw the nascent 
signs of transformation. The skull 
transfiguring itself, altering my face 
from within. Whether I stand to grow 
a ghoulish snout or become another 
entity entirely I can only surmise. 
I am in a Brooklyn basement, the 
house above it sheared off. Remnants 
of its floor provide a modicum of 
shelter. Though entirely lucid I am 
insane again. I remain in control 
of my thoughts at all times but am 
impelled to suicidal action. Drawn to 
this slaughterhouse of a city, to the 
heart of the catastrophe. By night in 
particular my actions are not mine 
to control. This is when I travel. Last 
night I saw the elder god himself 
feasting on the hordes of the still-
living. His obscene belly lay bulging 
and gurgling across the scorched 
expanse of central park. Hypnotized 
men and women, few clad in anything 
other than rags, shuddered toward 
him as moths to a flame. It is the 
same impulse, I am sure, that brought 
me here from Arkham. Yet something 
growing in me, something dank and 
shameful, allowed me to turn back, 
where others pressed numbly on to 
be devoured. A benefit of my recent 
cannibal past, perhaps. Or the destiny 
that causes me to take the implement 
and writing media given to me by the 
Mi-Go, and to write.

I write this document as a delaying 
measure, so I do not have to complete 
my magnum opus, The Tears Of 
Azazoth. I am its author. These are 
the rough notes for this masterpiece.

Frantically I correlate the churning 
set of facts before me. Alien 
analytical tools seep into my mind. 
The resulting text will be inhuman, 
abstract, informative. When read, 
subjective and malleable. I write 
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Invocation of Non-Euclidean Time. 
Knowing what happens to you—
knowing what I do to many of you—
how can I do otherwise but to reach 
back and stop it? Bohleen aims to kill 
me, I am sure of it. I can’t move any 
more, yet he shouts and curses at 
me, tells me I must try to move. That 
there’s nothing wrong with my leg. 
Can you imagine that? I will squeeze 
pus from it and let it seep into this 
page, so that you can verify the truth. 
Trust me, and not him. I considered 
cutting his addition to this page from 
the manuscript but now include it 
so that you can taste his perfidy. As 
to the deception about my leg being 
uninjured: the purpose of that is clear. 
He merely wants to lure me outside, 
where one of his star vampire friends 
will suck me dry. I will trap and kill 
him as I have been forced to do with 
so many others. He is simply a larger 
species of rat. And in my eating habits 
I have long since grown adaptable .

don’t read The Tears Of Azazoth

if you have it already, destroy it

don’t trust Armitage

don’t trust him now, don’t trust him 
then

I caught Bohleen scrawling the above 
nonsense in my journal. A childish 
prank. He hates the journal and 
especially the time I spend working 
on The Tears Of Azazoth. I dare 
say the dependence he has upon 
me has grown unwholesome. It is 
inappropriate to say more but I have 
taken to barricading shut my door 
at night, lest I be preyed upon in 
unsavory fashion.

He says my communications cause 
this, all because I have spontaneously 
developed the proper formulae to 
send them back in time to you. The 

and it goes back way sooner than you 
thig

you think he’s bin teling you how to 
prevent this from happening, giving 
you hints to go find them all and see 
how they intraconnect

but rilly he’s making it happen by 
telling you to connect the groups and 
places and people

it’s u who does it

u who ends the world

don’t trust him

undo everything you’ve done

don’t go any futher

the real truth is in my book The 
Short History Of the Future, by me, 
Wilton Bohleen

find my book and trust in it


