Handouts from the Armitage Files by Pelgrane Press.
Art: Sarah Wroot
Layout: Jerome Huguenin
Writing: Robin D Laws

(c)2010 Pelgrane Press Ltd.



|

k_ mez/&m,u %DMZH’ e ortbs - @W AES-
. Gléq i W

i IMMST MMM! .
' —MSD_. M i / m\. ‘ N[

= Il-!:ﬁJ.E <] {_ U 2
Jb ﬂ\"tﬁ_ .bi !J.:'.fh_p ==

 Svivef< upu Foam TS Wmmm Ane ; '
. N%T;mummukwluw My DLb@ﬂ' gD —
I _ DoNSTAlSumz _

T N e 11

Document |

R T




A,T— -'“_::;-dN TPEPW? CWE*TD Feeca T

WN Tﬂ‘ﬁ =, '*(
R AW
T'Ml&ﬁra'mw Dkl

NO- e &Mbrwwz o B oy
I s Ifd _ YIM’}«’(m§

B | ‘

Document |



v R T : — Y
4 ‘w -"‘“#:# il -5 -

' :.."/u'l '@Mvmﬁ\' lM'ﬂ\‘%&@/

mmumm THAT K
__MWN T BT

b _lr: yM&ELTdEJQED&D& m&m;wmm PE&mT VM 4
PRUNTHEND: HiSTHEFJéDwX TFWMLM\S

- _W%

WRITE HZ12 iy ke A

P

: o

_DNWHM!M% HE 1E 1
Py, mem_ﬁ@w&mmpj S

Document 1



lowZ KIND TR (S MWDA:H%E kSrlﬁEISlétEmD_E 3
*mfnr ZO8ULD NS QMITE cmpegranl. DUINERZ gpeDipe.. SeenweoTo 1
S TeUIH ME. MND TO RECOWIE. PLG1E Wiy IMAZE. asm\ms TRl iy
WA IT it | WBNRVED TAE - PDAR2{AvOV a2 ONNEBCTiaN? 54 £329
INHEBLSWVIOIN Witeels ] YES “IT WAS TN WE ceieml &SMD A 3

vl wwmd‘f&#bﬁ« . b IR COME To 0 SPECT ’Hmﬂzmw
Wﬁm M%%&Wquﬂrmmw;r (48 ﬁmmm_@ ;UL IvRe
YA ChnM6] DESTRA T Boske My &
withaqh IEYA 22N P610E_tn] mw Ts DEgley T w svnwn Rk emaaln g sl
RUT THAT it aeaoun |

T&thm M Tug Ve &
AN ASMUNG KWL m" X

BAT ITemubBeE TR VY BSTmate
MALBOPNATLIVA SPEUMEN -

PO I (T N AN Tﬁawtmm%m_mm Ay MO 15
AN PoeTHE BRON UANDTE NYARUATHOTER To Be P2 ANmY. IT THE. o
PN | AD SeledED 1T MOVEMeNT W&:_Jﬂ._ :

| W’ﬂ@wsras NIWFWQ&.MTWSOW Yo mmNcu%ﬁﬁMz WFA?LED i
I BUT Rikltg Focse sNEW ONE THRDUSH AL TIMITHESE. DISIARATE VBT CNNBTRDs

SINISTEZ M POINTS - [T 8V LBAJE & BBz Slask
RS DUy NOECM A MEWN S \—c\{ Dk ] T‘wm‘ﬂ’ﬂi o :

Document |



Document |



P

..T ESDh AE! Til Loy o “ 2 - Fan

UNSIST To TME SMESS TidT -TTHS DMVME 15&3 sk e
LM -FLAmMMBLY, A Nowi- EXISTENT THING - A FE
GLEED/ HEALTS 0= CELTAIN Lonoon | : Aﬂ“,ﬂ_f_ WHSPER.

AoniZr “THE mosT mn@mv;wMT DILETTANTES. DF THE ncmq- g2

" A (oG COMPOSED DE M) UNKASAA] ﬁusnmiz, :rh:"—luu{ AnD YET -

TWEPLLBILITL OF putend O 77 THE. MBSMERNSING- BNSIGN TN

THEWS/EL ? SUCEW 1T Is A FICTIONAL IMAGINING FOND IN “THE. PAGES
OF DUNSAN DL WMACHEN , REAUCHTATED A HAE-LEMEMEELED. LEASND.

-

-Tm'mm-

_ MAY pE- ONE OF VERAL TeavELIWr CARNWALS “TBNELIMNG UR AND

boan THE BASTEEN SEABDMED - .

NOT  TECHNICAUS A gcusS, | SUPPOSE, mTHDUT A H.{E-TUP Adp Fw;uq.
EUEPHANTS , YET SoMiEHBA THE mfmam.ﬂnﬂﬁ_m AT
My LATE. \HME PLACED DPUCEEET CAMAL TO (AW ENFOCLEMBNST.

DFE (CAKLS : THERE. Vil DB AUSUCH ENTELTANMENTS 1S A BIM TNE . g
CoLpks my MTEMPT -To NAleon] THEM MoidN FEOM THE MEZELY DISSOMATE.
Ao THE. -TRuUy OCLULLTIC:

| HAWE Teo NAMES Fol. St2ond £MEN Eu; TH!T”H‘EMAL?J &Lﬁﬁfﬂrﬁfé
SEPMEATE. ACCouNTS OF -Tho ITiN T SHns .

ViaDimiR, KRoTkeln] A SEE éﬁﬂmuu

FIEST_NAME MAY Lhve Been &Mﬂ.ﬂa WITNBSS commands oF Mm«l
NAMES PERRS  SUAKY - | BACH INCTANCE  0F THE STo2y THi

STond gMAN WAS AN INTIMIDATING- FOECE., VIDBMENT Y/ PEEVENTING
EnTér To THE Fepar Ska TENT wegee. TUE ' TeUE SEceeT L wmus To

o

TR o TN M2 TH

IP,SM cﬁ MAbC BbsaTL

A AITE

Document 2




* New  Edgtandd LCM.WM&'E&_M_W,'

[NELAA , PeorlbuUNCED ‘Neela! A8 [ & woma's NwE .
SCAMB PR STARGAZELS | IEMBEL.S DLAWN THEUAUOUT Grestee
MRIA  MIckAToNIC EIVERZ RASIN. MEETS MOATHIY 2. FuLl mEmBeLHhr,

L Anxiirey - No DBUBT To MES. PCEMANG CUAGEIN | SHSWED THE

INQWY'S UTMOST LARGESSE. ., PAING Fuus §2.

—FIELD TL1Pe INCLUDE. VISITE To I50LATED AlD CEA Gy HUTBAS 4
“SO AS REFIEC To SEE THE STARS ' HEARED A NZACEE. THESE OF A
ConCERT OF "LIGUT PollidTion " wHELERY THE LAMINESCENCE oF GATIES

WOULD Geon EVEC. BRIAMTEL. , So THAT FUTUELE. GENELATTONG Winuld BE

MRLE o SEE THE HEAVENS PlofEly oMUY FeDvA TUE DEESEST WoaohS e

HERMITIC MBUNTAMNTORS - THE. OnLY PLACES oM BACTH WiEel.
PULEST BLACKNESS wolld STILL PULE-

TISSUE A NEWSLETTEC. (WWVE So B2 READY |6 ISSUES, AUOE THEM
3n¢unF1m#&1¢ch£4aﬂhnF-E@mmwuc.nwﬁnEﬂ}
= CHASTIAS SOUUBL AUWAYS HELD o DECEMBEL. 245t Questiones
OCCALT SIGNIFICANCE. b THS (0BUQUELY) T OR4ANIZaATIoN
BeesiesT THomas ONGINE - HE LAUAUED AND PoyNTED CUT
~DBJIDUS APPEAL OF SOLSTICE ~To AYIZoNOMELS .
D AwAYS DACKEST BEFaliz THE DANN'. BT OF A HAYSEED, PLAS
TEADITioNAL MUSIC 6N oLD  AUTAe - IAYL BAD TimBs LEAVE PEcvLE
—UTILE MPPEUTE. o 4AZE. AT THE- " SAleges celpsTial .

= ALT Bl TRt s WocATion), CATE . pock . Fhiha ! .{f.-“?-'-';z:.r_;.
Eieeg

e VI3

Document 2



. 3
1 ;I;jdfw Ihgidnt the M@dwwywﬁﬂm«mw
! . Sansple Al clipveds'x - Vewy VBt PRS- LatiZy,

- ﬁﬁ&éffdﬂ:%z_cmf@ mef;wﬁ oA ﬁjjﬁgr. As Y Le A seen foro

Ll already. But noy it glnpse @i biao all smiled a0 ke slapihly
leoked at M) Fuged U?m’c:r‘ and ppe and W{Wﬂ’ﬂh{ Aermeant A realrzad
that | hald nd be a comdidate b @2 Ms fme ?jmfmfﬂfﬁﬂmmf
Aunisd - [wito abntt_plllely disours hiie whonthe hoisebapecsopfied e /e oy,
ndled his J':rh(y thirth Na-that- Aamnaable, Wﬁaﬁm F fso, Aandin s Asm

I

oL

inde the Eifehin The lemmadd! PR waa M nase — o peiheps WS lodFnane 4
W00 PHILLPS: ThL hawekeeptn” divtws b mt o peascenal naahito —hie_mamage,
children. - Seemed Lager o tharge Ahe slbject - He Lea iy bosleshalisa husginly
The: mam fumed ot to_be quite fhu_ suto Aidact —THECE 1S NO Adio pras

pe e Lottt ly wiassome Tothe podfstimal han f-Leteso: INSENSIBLE
niy athnpts 4o Aot ana deflice hom,, his rembling Ascanrse guirkly incoupassect
suanfepres 4 Aty cugeniag, and (it ged wilhad Stying ) Roostvettl xcict
Soviakst Laningt - | Walled Foi, W fumblly oo o reah theii Inenable. cmclucich—
thae youed ﬁffmj: g n’r’mgﬁw ageuinot e ebraw 1race- Instean (s blrirgs
s anbavet 5 thi selondmost likaly <shahia: ¢hetheat rapresented by
FREENMMASONEY

A8 | subtly uwokad him TBumret the devr; b aceut ation) fecke. an odA fum:
He. clouted thad most masonic giops vt itingiy and haim g, bot-that o vagt vevy
Lol had been fakent ovew by Flowe .:.;[ SHPN. HE e tnad e HELPING HANDS
Service group (whidn wnlike. CIRCLE ETE LODGE K &l infeet aodoclated udh.
e masonC maowamert)- M- Laack 2, pevhags 3 v chaptedc had glven-tRametvs:
ocew’ TO mwder and ﬁ;t%ﬁ'ff-jfﬁe. i uible Saleawan claingsl t hawe peered
MMM@ 1tz .ﬂhm'h.-f held i abam, Wheve he Smu 4 hsbo fcd-rr:t; ks,

bleed g ~Her van awghét;ﬁu he wia Aeen., bt wad vute Thal ooy wiedeh,
wio deitthed fioi tha ahyje . Snatay Wy Alshelief, the Salayman boance [ntignat -
o headd an inhuman chant”, ke claimed, that he cotda Mk get it - b Kied -
“Trewy o sy bxand Sturtle mant, b gchogd. The f&ﬂi_—fbr{.*?émdmr Sumaand
7 fhe black goat § fx wos MBS Nl A S it

gy Wy
e r
el e i ....-"C--..._...
=y 7 " i
=

e e o R i i (| S— ——

Document 2




B ySrg notn Scemall fo ke my Shock. o guithy kiudatge : gasomg *hat

L wan "ok g Lhem” aud that he had been led into g.ﬂﬁ:ﬂ.ﬁ..-- .

Dinepping s Lapty Lmnade. glasd o the flosv, be b for ke AN, Mpand nacl
bochuws -‘{"Lu-fkfm AL wale. _

—THagu [T Ml BE PoSIBUE T CONTACT thid THAUAY. S ComPANY)
WE nadsT FIEST DEVISE A MEANS DE APPEARCH To OVELLME . Hife
SATTSUNESS . (g W LINUTED RESOMECES | A INCUNED T acen/
TS 0Dh INCASENT To LIE WMomMENTAEILY FALLS - THECE Wi Somenni-
AR OVT TR sl THAT DI NOT SIT Rig- | CanedsT DEZAPE WHERIES
HE  WAS GINCEEE SINCELE BAT DELMDEN o PLAING A Caly QUL reme
e SEMAE SSRT ,MEANT To Luls WiE bown A bhlle pULEL.

C A WITRIESS 22PDET Savs BT ThiD  AxTomGsl LEl LEFT-Fal- L1
KESEEMENTIONED HoSPEAL O Tie NI N BRESTIoh ) ol A BLAte.
RoanSTed, THE OMEL A BATIEEED mgﬁ&m - TTHEY WERE. |AXT SEEN
PaAnlDinlg- CELaAN HLL - 1K THE. A £ b WEPE L MERE

UNLIDENTIFIED DAIECT CVECED WTH A ME:&:T; P 1B, D= BUELAP.
TWE InPelomantT UMMM INDICATED THIRT SSIAETIING WIe(THED BENSATH
TWE. BLANKET, B WHEN F Ol NSt e OUT THE PSSty
U THE IND Blawirng UPON (T maQE [T oo AS IF POUMATEDS

Feat  BELEN - b (ia pke T AR o I

s EmPoRAy DPELATIVE DIEoN IS O SITRIAT T AEmy RASE.
2zpoelt MO ONERTLY UNTowdlh setvwicy. ¥

o el MK PLATE.. Boin’ s ¥ L
pewees 7 ol ) .

Document 2



__'@_ﬁ:'s'_p;; _:"‘_3-.{&__26'1'_1:*.'-__. __l_s__cgisn_w CONTINUES WP~ | Al S/ m,ﬁm é

[ Tyﬁwu.,mﬂ QI YUY T+ (VS A4 %
'____.d-—-__—.____.-—T-__#'——__';" F
| pepdontd MR LEANNGT NEW _EXPEBSS At WEEDS O PAPER" g

e

K E A MMICALTONE A THEAGHT TINGUNG IN THE. BAck 3E THE PEIMAT
_r___&fr_my RRTECTR P AP | MR L S Bl
| TsT T DD EsT THAT T DoE k(ST NoNE DEUS AN EECAUTHE. ]

AL LEEELEAICE — AND TS DAMNABLY ANNDYINGE:

e

| TUE. SENSATION THAT A _meEmBed 1 TANTALAZING LY CLOSE, YET Wit NST_2
SWEFACE- FROA THE TUEA D wnTEdl IF THE UNCDNTCLTOUS - RICE. BULETS

1 DUT THAT A PRPECENCE- T T AppEsas N THE]] NECZONOMICON it.m_-_ gv
<

1 SuODEALY (EIND MVSELE I AGEEEMBNT AT i
1 ver iy erfunic OVEe TinT DEEAD VoLUME. o Shuddes thus hao aronsed .

Pas., The INCLLAONT. AnBrEOLS (Hle pasiemn (] meement in tie pebAnc

L AN by GNEIDENCE- TUAT PEFECENCE To THE TEAES WeULD BE

 EmuND N THE PELOZATIONN OF THE WAD ACAT , | ENTECED INTO A
_GENTLEMANLY. WAGEL— WiTH WILMAETH; WiTH A CASE DF SHECEY M

T A PERE . HE WAS CELTAN_ THAT (T WOALD BE FouND IN AcadE Hle—
E  SPECARICALAY, THE INTEEVIEN 2 ANSLIPT WITH THE. LATE. FOCTUNE=TELEC.

_+_ D Emeg2oEe. INOLE —DIETEACH cﬁmbz.f.AHMr___tsElm*E.E’—ﬂt;-.m WiABE
pogced o REPLENKH THE SEPACTMENTS ININE CELLAL. . o2 THReE.

L WS N eEFEENCE- T T AWELE, EITHEVE - ASHUEY. TWINES HE HEA€D IT |
 pSunlD THE. cAMPREE BUEING THE. |AESTEEN. AUSTELAA EXVEDITION, |

 RAT CANNST LECAL Wrio MENTIONED (e ERLAY L1 7 R SR
4_ pypl S48 T ToLb sum ABMT T INL A28 BUT LH#IE.NO CECOLAECTION.
 oe bt HAVIN G- DONE SO= fron SlogmMIA I R by

e A INCEEASSSING SENSE TuaT AULDE THE TueeATAl] AcE
CoMMECTED. N SOME WAY - AN _TDD THOUAHT OCCiZRED TO WE WHILE
= -_Pwma:mf_wmm:ﬁ-“wgﬂ: CRG IS TS | SEUEL S —

T o ST (T PepLs LiceTo Be CAUaHT NTHE ioekinbd 3 A

_QQTMDESHHE s SIAE TS SR ) sl gl B tine) S -
T pepelE. KULTWE plecEs JNE- MVED N PLACE. -2 BUAT WEAT IF
 THE. PlECES STMIED BAT _IN PLACE. AMND WE ALE  LIVIN G 1IN

B swres dued  REVESSSE  THENUAH THE PROUESS O

Document 3



Ay ENTDP(C DF_VDMATLO\J THAT \T BEGINS IN HoCRDE AND ENDI
INL HOZZOR. AND THAT ONWLY Feom BUL_ ANTAAE.. POINT.

NO - 1 HAVE LOST THE THREMD -
| BACKIW AL MM.M_:EE&T&M = IT IS A ONTINUUMN...
< M_\zar_ Tﬂﬁﬂﬂ IS SOUETHNG- To 1T THAT HAVE. YET T GRASYP . fr_

=l

 —HEN pSHEy ASLED F2. THE HlUB ON THE- AMBLICAN PrESELVATION |
E LEAGUE , IT WAS hUSSINGr - ST NN JoT NGBS To LELNSTEUNCT

AMELCAN  PLESELVNTION LEAGZUE -
~ POUTICAL PAelY, PIUL MEMBELSHE C- 20 ; SUBSCEAREEA Ta 1T
_MMM IN_ HUNDZEDS
— LED BY PDUNDEES. FRED JAHRAUS. (N aensz?)
 —FINANCED B SUBSCARER- DONOTIONN -
| — |DEOLGY PRAMALIUS 1SOLATIONIST — Mot PLAlFcem PLANISS
TYOCAL OF THUAT CAUSE . AVDID ENTANGLEMENT N WMA)AFHM& i
— SUZOP AN, LAMITS ON WA GEATION, , £4P- By NoN M@M_F
_nn’\_ﬂgﬂifk@hl BULOPEAN . |
— BCENTRAC BEUERS PRE |
ORLAN [ZATINS D SinuLAL 2P E: [ndudly CAL P cullenc |
 DEUMAMATION AND A CoMPUEX FoemiulLA: v (vanl4es To ELECTRAT
_CQMMM&M D INCREAME. CLOAT OF SIATES WiTH 2AAuY/

pugk ! PoPul ATIONS - |
— JAdRAUS PALT e LaeHE HOUSEUBLD  CoNSIETING OF SEUF ] MSTHEZ.

AND MANY Feeel polled- CALDLEN OF S MOTHBL - AL L |
 PReVENT A¥L Sufroeleed -

—cAME To_sue ATTeNTN A8 INconCAU Ve AVENUE OF INVESTGATon)
DWein G THE RED HOUDA) (ME . (T udd PEASLEE WD BeUSHED
we Mmuﬂmmmﬁzmm__&m&rﬂ@
| CHRZATBUSTIC. OF  PSMCH\LO gk DSceDEL.., WTH PECULLKE. B
SPEECH [WAEAMMENIY DELAA PeMisSCEnT OF , BAT NOTIPENTIAL

A

+

—

Mo, INKNS WAUTH 284 (DENTS = ON ACTLoUNT T H’LS BUUBE EXVDSULE— B

Document 3



HE POMIBIUTY THAT THEY 4=
_ CDEPEL.. WHWATEVEL. THE CASE, THE. FEMEDE
 JUTSIDEES THAT AWM ATES THEWE. POUTICAL TRACIL MALE THEM
DiFrFicu] SUMEBE Fol NElAoN-

o “THEM , PEASLEE. CANNGT e Ut
ASHHEE A mudrlbANE. D

_PEE. SOME EEASal THE NEED “THOMARITES ¢ o “THOWMSZ Y COMBS To MAINE - —
SEnT T3S _—  TRGAZ, A2k - L A WECDEL
DS4€5. Hb iz 190D
S = L) : _ L L) ~_ull L JEt - ] _BM ﬂﬂwmffﬁ@g, .
AP RaEsSIONS. o THE. 'I‘L-Hnlq-ﬁﬁm.IH'II-ELJE!EHE,‘:’j,._%-mlMW:’IE?}‘JE_ﬁ L
- — A A SR =
Ll COVECED, THE. CLESTED TP U (T HEAD BEAMED o (oP SHELE OF
AP SECTIDN  TUELEFORE- ATESXK. 7FEET IN BEGHT  —— — —
— SCAAES Do (AE\OAS FOUA (ULAE. PATIBEN VISIALE. WHEZE e SPALSE DL

| peaTe PATTERNS OF dARLESS SNBSS NET CONSISTENT S UGAGESTING-
puEpee (MANGE?Z) D8 Weke- > ol ————
DU GENT AP SMELL MIXED A, R
A TH S TAETH G- LIKE VANILLA | S e _BMT‘_JEM&&..;@&{.LFZ THE.
 BACke. A THE THEDAT — Plorokc il SUBSTANTIAL IWELANG D TEAES — |
| SUBAEGUENT To BNCOUNTEL, KICE- AND | WELE LEFT (SUddInG UP T
| po 48 0Ll MUAAS WS VELLD-GeEEn] AND UBWED UNDSL
MLcensipE. wWihd SEBN T coriTaiNy LONG STEANDS o RLAMBNT b AN
UL RENTFED _INCRGAN 1C RS, Blace IN CoLB2. - THESE HWE SINCE
 DUED AND RESOWED INTD A FINE POMDELZ R S
—WollT Imeesionds LEFT IN LG NEml CHED SETA £ S
N i 17N =

o §LeBe D T THE APPRRTIONS < A ) -
_E_  BwmeTd Bysd | wad ANABE TR Strdis I N THE. UNBIDDER

! q_ | MPLESS (ol THAT THE. TeliNG{ WAS LOSCA
_-[: KT umd SOAEHMI NET ACCEATURE. (BUT A- )
! omEr] v BB A SYWTOM, _Z Ay

._l_ ..MM.SDHQJW;DE. la!ﬁ'ffﬁ‘[ = 4?, " ':'J':"'r"":i;?
11 JLLMESS  INFECHING THE WHeLD * &g MR O N\ — —
| e Press A KALLUGNATION GIVEN AN =47 suspen SouWD
| Phem. A RIP UAD ARBACED It THE (ERy Eree(d OF (onyBNTIONAC TIME
i AN SPACE | MANIFEST NG TR AMNG —ps THE MEDIUMS o A GENEZATION

PAR( SummonNED BcloPuAdm e THE BOUNDESS AETEE™

Document 3



D DEAD ompAabe»/ BLOOW. —

. Véﬂr&&‘dﬁé m#,z; hine nghydpr .
L~ COUBAGUEY SURRISED TO FIND MM THEZ=. Facr_u&/_uagzue.
Wit Mocan INDICATED To POUCE TUaT hiME was SEEN oN Tve

CONDITION R ColFSE -

HEAD NEATLY SEVELED FRoM BoDY: BLDOD PRESENT BSTH IN HEAD #
TS0 BUT DID NoT SPIU FRIW BITHEL WOUND REMAINING IN THE. BoDY,
IE EBOT THBLE. BY WNENODWN FoRCE.

b MW WHBN BoDY  WMOVED By MEDICAL EXAMINGES DD THE Lemand!
— BEqiN To BEXSANGUINKTE. A

|

Lo Pt 3™,

BOEY TN EATI

| __ Too ed bk _r\.‘f _._L"I
( AN HACBANA B b

Document 3



NOERCD M&SN‘L_!
28. WILMEL. (KUKIAN, &éﬂaﬁf@iﬁiﬂ@———

= 5 _mz_mgﬂ'f

s

Document 3



Tli_|i__1|._._;_r__.L_[L_L_|i_.l_.!._1.l_+._.L*_l.-l—ri-fl-a_lll-|-1'rffl‘f"

bin UBLHEy CRLECToN A4S LATE AS (4oB_ HAVE INSTITH
g (T N THE 2e2E BpU< CoWECTION AND e Eepme T

STovenl A< WAS Tt NECZoNOMEoN, By W. MitwTELEY/?

e rﬂma&»fy 7 athengtivg “Jreneic ezt by The
- . ~Tnénd 1C L Mtlis
Jﬁf [ thote mupdiss - 7 |

PEASLEE. GonE  HEAD AU FULPED B METH POLE: [EEEX »
Wl Pldemand gONE Too— nASSVE STENCE-" PEAY SHE IN FACT
NEWMED NATUWEAL CAIAIES .
AT CArNCE. ~THAT Hied HEES WLl CONTINUE. INQUIEY FUNDIALT
A TEMPTING- To FIND  AUTBENATIE. PATEDNS, BUT THE. EXECASE My BE mao]:

HAE. AnIT RUTHENTIATY BASED TN QNG w2 OUTLANDISH  CONTENT BF
EVENTC DEPLCTED IN CODRX, AS GSMPEEED TR0 ACCEPTED ANALO & LIES PES (Dl
N DLELEN 4 MATEAD - BaSEL SHIWS WEILD GLEATISN My T DE NON

KLV AL ON | DEPICTING BEINGS CYUNDRICATL, TenTaciEL . BOEBD:
FPEL INTO SLAVE. EACE SHAVE CACE PEBELS | BECOUES HUMANITY - i SAEE.
(18521895, MUBLELED IN BAEL A5/ ) DICUEEFD CODEX. | CLATIAS NN
beoPHECA] Ob PUTURE CECLRLRNCE - JEPENDING on TANSLATION Sy STE LASEL &

JOMETIME. N THE NEXT TWENTY ERES -

Dyl Hus Emund> A EECEEENGE 0 THE. —TEa@s OE AZAZUF

—EL v

;#EE@&MAJ DE# (N ZAALCH aN, SLAPDSELLY POTINE EEEAND Fﬂ‘f—.
UBeHEY - HFEmPTING T SEE fudednsE OF SELLCDEY.

——

QULE. book DEMFE— OTo VoSS kUEHLEE. . ACRUSITION WS BZ_ FLNOED
By miS . Poeman - ISScuger. AS0 WU ING ; FOSSIBLE. AHNENECBE
LU ENT 1N SHOSTAG (A ON AN KO- 0F Qe I YOSSUEH -
gl BSSESED T = _

Cotky BATREE. AN MATHENTIC AN PICTOAEHANC TEXT (11200 [ FOLDEL PAFES.
HAND~SCeBED N ElG-TEEE. brek.) BE NOToCISUS FOEaty - =

sER. NEUE McHADLOGE SUING | 89| Fol & FATSINKE AEEL .

=
)

LN\ T £
Fuig pe—_- ‘__;,’f}i.;.

I i

CUANCED, THE. CYLUNDUCHC CHCE is PEECIOTED o

g

o v

Document 4



 ATH LLANERC AD | kﬂffﬂﬁ A TﬂtﬁLﬁy &cﬂ?m, ) &#ME_EHE._
LT orD CLACS #ND FofS SIEE UNE. IMOLE. THAN Uludt . o2 {EmlcansnTic.
oL THE colel ACLEnT wad sujo. wvfgum 02 GEeman
—(WMSS LESLIE MAS (peimAn COMSING AND Comians SHE hould EELRNGE A TRUE.

KELAENT) VOLCE WD 4N 0D, HATING ULT; ML Poetiiugity T catgep
A - S P e ! f SO T2y, BT THE

SPEAEL- CONTINUED T INTE: 4 ING-To NN E
THE VAKSING PAAES WRALE. TiHE..
IT CoNCLUDED MTH THE wids |

1

Document 4



—

P —

DRSUEES DEATH OHWE T WERLS AFIER HE ATTATNED YEMEEAP OF
Ml OnnPTE2. o SOCAETY CF SYNCEETIC INSARY .

— 8\ (s quind 05 SUENTISTS, ACADEMICE AND INTERESTED Uy D EDICHTED o)

N PLOMETING CESEARCH ACEOSS DISCIRANARY BOUNDAZAE] fos =

ot r 02k - 191 Lomipo VIENNA- 1313, NEW o2k (18147 ) ieeiirm
CopTEL. ¢ 924 TS SAENTIAC BEDY , ComPISED INAINUY U TENUEED
ALADEMICS, PESETRY LESEARCH ACLOSt DISCPLINAILY LINES -

Ly gnie hiiied o abnd by Fropan CHAPTES HEAD WILFRED WALELING )
NOw THEEE. Yietdl DEAD - LEmEmbhie. Wich PIPESMBCE ATND INVIGDEATING-
SPELMLLTITN - NAEUNG ENEW THE IMYTHOS AND OCCASIONALLY ACCEIED
e SPEC oD COLECTLON - HHD TRE- IMPLESSION [ S BENG: SONCED
OUT_RBOAT SYABTHING— WE CIRCUED UIKE. WY TiGE, NEITHRE. M ELDING
1y SECEETT - SENT PRASUEE. In APTEL NEW Cithlf, EDWIN OIS DALE, Torke.
VB PACE. Tl e EoaniT Wilee DF BAASTONE. T4 Hit

W paDAGHT | MO PEAURE . SCMETHING AT Him REWNDED WIE-TE
TUE. Uhily PHANTRSIM RACE AND [ BEGELD [N TUE UB2ALY.

ke ArD Noal PE4SLEE 1§ ATNE.

| SENT Hhmt -t HIS END -

1

Document 4



AU T A PHSE SEAVE T EDIAN CAESDALE., 4 CULIOAS CONNECTLON
SNAAS INTe PLACE. L L™ falnir.l AT, v
__mlt e Lode IN VIS qu.s________
| (10 7D TUHE NEWSPAVERE. AEONVE - TifEe k., Eeoll THEEE NERYL AZD ,-rm-.
FlvdUd PISToGewPH CF Banlk EDRKIGE. BUSSE L FUSCHAK. UWIED Ord-Hh.0
WENTED! Portedd - Neimnee N LESENBLES THE OTHER., BUT IN ESENCE—
TRE. INCEFINIBUE CaNTINUITY IS (N THE DEAD creant DE THEIE EFES.
_ Flaloile Tl K HEAD AL DoBd CAESDEALE - SR o
- THE SINSTES . HArEwé: :
= o AM&&AEE_MM%AE %mwﬁaﬂm BN

e ——

o

|
|
|
|
T

B

e W PP 4
2 fic f:’wz@liw MBS 2650 DINUAND ELE. VILLED
1 EE . ACLEMPUAGES LT AUgaST DIED N A Wi oFBguueri |
NESZ. EMeANT ) MONANR ATAE. (SNTACTED FRENMILY |

pEmanl DALy mggg _ S8 BUMBE. ATTIEARUTES -

¥ ELEMENT ! To Tt @@w FANG]

_ L OB o e p BB T WM CoNCULTED Pollank. UL
m o Brdle_Jad [ IMp T pVE Edier] (T WITH HEe BY pEEUl N

B SR KT A PHETICULPOZ. AN £ HER, DAEMTNS St IOED . Site
THEn LEAD THE Tnlo] Fe i —Ands Saw/ thd DPEATEE. LOCAL LE4E~D 4 |

T THAT KBS fuplE LED To  HI Brtae. BACMNTEIRL WATH j—MEN 4 WEEK LA, |

 —

W UTded, MASRE. PRACTICAL. £l THAT THE. FeTunNE. Tellled.,
[NFOLIMED Tl i ,@_Im: EA| -:ﬂwq- A Cand (DERABLE.  REw D . {
_r._ﬁ__' . }-.. 4 _._,._ = — = = -

Document 4



— INTERZUPTED JusT NOon By A VST seomn EDwn Al SAces Sk
ME = JoIN THE Sosl. QUITE. BREdEN UP du=k- AT HAPL
 PESLeE. #HE CLANED - damED IT ol Ariec Tt/
 WMenTioned THE. PEASUEE. STUATION. A3 -’F_*Hl‘r’mmmm LR
[DEDLOGUES. 0E ML STRIPES  JougHT £ neeus bube BACEMT NOT ONEY
b ENOANLEDGE., BUT O CoNCUUGINELS - ALY IMEN G=
 lEkeniNG S Aocbid Coud Srem THE TTIDE. G MADNESS

TN HE SAw THE PUSCHRC ~DONLANDS NENSPAPEL. CUAPRNG DN iy
LBSle. AND VISIRLY BLANCHED: SEEMED To WITHD AW THE. oFFRL.
e WEMB2SHIP  AND ALL BUT TRAPP N = WM}”,

e bl
 TEumpTEL To Foloal HIN  BUT OUZ ZANKS ARE THINKING. -

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

I

| NOT SAEE. 10 STy HERE: = 1
VoA Cay onl NO ONE BUE : {
|

|

!

|

|

|

!

| MAIST 4D OUT, AL IE | Weer A YOUNZEE MAN, AND BECOME.
A Al OPERKTINE: =

§ ywitL &ET To THE /BOTTONA OF TS 4 ﬁ
—_—=n / -

Document 4



3 EL;&# FUALE 19 _\..‘:z WW.
et s |

Document b



EsSAy Ommﬁd_fpgyﬁg,_

T L ACEPPD (sTumet) |
FEUEY 1830

Document b



|
4 ecnguu lumve BEEN AVEN DELS IT A N2ACLE S48
L TR ME. ﬁmm?w
MAYALZLO W HEAUSE. LG
1 M_mmmnz-mgamw
- EAT B&fiﬁﬂffﬁz
gmmkr ME. ENDU N 4
5 A ? Mmmuﬁfmu: AT AR 5

“‘19‘5‘51"4 '*=~;-.r*-s. 06 KCTEL. BT CRERsE A L ARICEAT (WY

- P AN Fee e Oy .- d J'H-f N ' i

- AT 3 -ﬂ‘?ui 4?1‘"?‘%51‘, 4] Jﬁ'*"ln!l" £ ﬂ?
lwmuw- ﬁr&m b THLS Hxﬂﬂ% DV

_4 mmwﬂﬁqﬁzaﬂmrnﬁ_w 4 b s

M;mn{m M BLAC. HAND, {P'I'IL* hep

-. i Z .-_-.l ‘I L
A _ﬁv} T NO poUcE INRLTEATION pr 1 v

BUN G- DERT Bl el Do EANIoN O T

Document b



/] 4 :
25 T I OS2
(AL ATH

ITTCCESSERD
A LS

) ) NO LoNG?_ REmunI(s
—& b d MMNLMM@MJ’%@_

. Pt ANIMATAT, G0 REAIND Tiee. |
s ' b:ﬁf% s TFoMm-NMMM

—

), THE_NABS OF s AND

MT RN N 8
e : L (IN WY DSTINT FEUOF BRG] |
—ENBW T T B INS K (T THE NEWLN D bl PLEPIGMED D BLUAED tS- |
UM ae T DAY « THE. 2aons PACE: NowTHAT (uerie ke o8 1T rge |
. OE S ow : (8

MMMM&WMMMMM};_L

-_—

—

L.

Document b




T e o s

AND THE. Wit LANE 7 THEDOU ANDTHE. BLOED THERZE, THEWAATHING (2

e AAMMETCIC. CPEATUWES BeiuaH T P IN

THE WeTHIAY

QoD HELP ME. |SEE THE fUTUEZE
AP [T I8 1h pasT-

Document b




AN SEE THE beoadpe s |
T —EDMRIAL LAND epvispngg mmm%@magm_%ﬂtz__q

———EvBe. 2eViSINGe AR R s e . n e

| _MMM% EnED o
CESEN

| _.__PM&MMMMM_@iML.%@ 1

= ﬂtﬁ;&m&mﬂmﬁ‘ﬂwﬂt&wim Tﬁgm&aﬁl&kl__ﬂbﬁ?__: |

-_—
-_— T —

Document 6



: .——_T\
s | oAIEL THE INNEZ SANCTUM O THE INTEZNATIONA 1
[ 1M CopeonTED By THE UNMISTAKABLE. oD82 OF PRUNE \WUNE- BEanpel

e 00 g ¢
| perenlioN GREETs WE, pRSTE ik THE CRAPNZATIONIS LKTE FOUNDE, THE. !

TRUEAREL, PNy ROLOSOREL- S LR » T LADHBAC WO P2NKTES.

THES0 N G Ut Wo2a: 52 SUOES TYE. Peenslion TERW Wo2ied! Wk Wi s

b o sece Lotes THOSKATHE AgE PN ITh CKEONRALNG
éff:aqpf&%&.‘i"p PEAD My Book. LOGOS THEOAS T™ME AAES F

g, OF Oukriene. L§TS- UNVZAE. MO sE SELE Wb TRUlr O&

. ) AR g T AE M
LN K BRGNS KD PXOSAER KT ABAARM 1 (P TLPES RO (e

L TNl TR SR NP IN BYSVASRY NV 72 Mmmw&fwmﬁm%wk\v -
L IS Ao, S KRKLRSPA KD ke smmg\@mm? i o W bR
PRI Z 8\ 2 LoPYA— K TeEme OF- e ATwes]  LIVIRN, it DSFM o - &W@ 2L

I (T 2SS NNPLEALE- A TR SVENET N bS ke MW% %:ngwb —

L oA 97 DesTRd ey eTHE w]..mw@ i

+- | e
B ——
I _ ____ __ =
—‘i’_- - —

1 ———
1 o
1T e
- E .
j N —
47_ ¥ e, ——
| B 3 Py

—t
|

D_ocument b



_PeTesn\ce  BeACEL ME, Lotk! ME 1N i STEEW BYs. / SNIFES MTH SUSPIcionl |
- | sl U pROMT T NOBRUA-KA PanBL: vie perligC AUl kN ECsE o7 1T L

A UNKIST THAT H kNONS § GBnpzal S TUTHALT SAL THET Yz KNS~ TAT He #aD 17,
‘ Pricripl,  SQUMRREAED s (N IS ATTIC: 4
| Tde Nevrpu— Ka PANELC. UNSIST: EVER MGLE. (NSISTENTUY INSIST. 134 41
Seftel A PHTRAARY OB T AT THE SILYEZ BAU- RN |
_ _ INp/el so To SwWiNky NIGHTCUES: HE SaYS: | 24010 Wi Ty
i L& YoA e Nevee. REEN 7o TWE SILVER Ba , Hoad POYOL KNMWITISA
L Swibelid NEARTAMR NS |
i Wz Peeeres  CecAfaT WEE & WMM%M@MMQF w8
i oo 8- T e -
"Jﬂhﬁem_ﬁ&i&ﬁzz YeA SWANE. | oM. STAUNGHin By THE <
LIMESTONE P, PAVE Lr&@ g&; mjg@m .‘Z‘EME?%\HNA——O#A P&F&”

S SUKALA s D ¢ FUA U e, |
Joumm 200 AENIE. K0 A - AAASSANDD:

wa“kﬁmm e

,,m, 0 M M&Mﬂgﬁﬁlﬁmw \zm/\&vww,@d;

MMMM[%WMM mm@__

UE NP I |5 DTS PEonenD- YOty Aol Dt Sudmangs

O 22K gRe>. DA LINCEACPZ- W g, — =

0% W%&ME@M@LMMM,TW} g
QRN ) » PRI | o2 )R *

______ U DO o AR 000 SR {NEMED o Rebp G - PoLtovees

PLED T GlpenNg: o ' v |
2ol \ N WE (T N ke @%‘V@Waﬂﬁ”
PE LA NP W A0 i WrCliNk % "

pnSEat N gl U NoNELE - Nigi- TNENSTN G

Document 6



Document 6



b/

P

s

AGORPEAC WA, :
Ko MK TE 18 “APPED (P) DECEOTION  RE.2M M)t T2y TRELJRS Pbn o T ..

.r.

TEala (Esnod By G AL OF WS frotl- S ARCEET | HEAVE s YEADOTO THE
S COEIELIF S NAOAAYY DB~ Vi (ot ShOLOEES S, RRDNEL SSIEMING. 40/
RS PEOTA ECO T EIDE TOCIPCRNS Fdisd DRAARBAS L0 AR TR 1o LX)
Vg Bk LAY D208 10 ¢ WalEARES T 508 1L o RPRD T
L RNAREBE BAE OUTEE s BB - : "
| Trsongd vk STelis KSEneUiE R TIRESEE INKES NDVETGAMA UM I BE. CRADATS
o T gasel L Fesledh - | Tk : S i

| ALSH T PTH B PRIEL B AR LndrlaThebilty Pomalart et A Aol fsTo
N N PR U121 Ty — al: _ AT
Lt 1S DEr O TIHINK: TR Doz 0Pa M THE SO D FRE. S TTUPATING: &
| e R ST, PR INTEM TIINE SPTVE CHarelindd- TUDUARES P04 SURRDING!
e T Ao A NBEEMICAE LB, $USTk SRS KRS RBl. SIC BAMNEE. Tt UK VB CUAT.

1, PR g B LAV ol bE SR T WEATSHGIER - Logs A |
L D0z st ORpSEL Lonil To 1R YO SLOLBHENE o HE I fEr0uNTE . MRiE2. 30 L
L KD 2AVR SR W (oY TRRPIN G- SRNE

ke SEROLPOKCTIG R EL T TR piecES . THES B WDEC INTD o JERIBL oF ST AGE: L

LB D HOUSE-THELa TENT SOENTA KU - INE- Teunll BUATE VB HES TN
#Niﬂﬁﬂ— L TRE, RESEQEL SRy PO 0l AND 5D Ok o HETOMIY KD TV Berliku g

MBI W WD PR RN AUELOMARIE- 10 T THE A AATHTRTEL PERA OF
]:.","Sﬁz*:ﬁbaadk U, Ty -\l B2 LONAUED MD DITRRELD -

T——

-

Wi Mol S22 BUT EMEIt Toeuad YN
VECTHIoNS ON 2 AT FLEUWRE/

Document 6




e To LI AHEARSCES BT VB LOASrrRAD UrDN R @ISLLY TREEN TR panED 4 e STV N
PRI AN ool

.I‘.
&2
-
-
_+
pgeunde W T T nansn L TR sl
+§-‘-u-|.,5 weNy w%é‘«'a ,r“’gwa Seagi 531 2 :
_mhmﬂwtumﬁuﬁ‘!mw w’&ﬁiﬁ%@ "'*’ﬁ-.""’ 0 Hf&l’r mwa 1;&“
B “ﬂ”a,;,‘w,m,\.;,ﬁwev Foad \BOH SEEREEE. Dt ';mmhiﬂb 2= W oeisan
;H'-. et e ol POFES * s R ‘Mr‘-i:u 4 s | adin | P40 A, ac;’ 3 -
hﬁ.,mr,,“,m T BRI R WEW B A HEN '31-'- AT %W

ur B PIELE 4 TorVE EATINT RUEARE mmrm.

F.od * :
S R WAL ok WBE w”"*miw mﬁa. ety “%‘
QYRATP £
J ‘I\.*

Ao ST kxagpliol % SOACATE Mparct s,
) A gy BRI {sﬂm’fﬂﬂ”

L L T i‘-’J‘;‘-Z.J

L

_J,,_ s == -~ -
-y
_,'Eu..tp T o b SRNNT oW Eriondbl MUDEM [lo-DE u..nm.m;mu.u:.-r.vu«_t
T mmm umwnu TR [ e waE AL -ae- L Fa W NOWMRLE. - th".- 1
| fmen vE S ToE TLMEL. 4 \ 30, B TT LB e (WbotLoh T4 S0 RALEC) el 156 T. Bod Wit oA T 5-ud-S, o e Lt
- Hﬂbﬂf-‘lﬂfﬂ'ﬂidu AL o B HLELE, £ LD ¢ T B VBN i-twﬂ,,uu-lnﬂ o4 Ll TR TRARL 130 W WD --nsm.,mt-mqwﬂa-#
LA U TS RS S B LS T T P e et B T Pt o —T AR VEL, THE L .00 i TP N
hﬂ-—l‘.»‘lWﬂmr\tﬂ'pthﬂﬂﬂtihﬁliﬁu-rmwﬂ-mﬂlm « il BnIEE BT THE B BT L LA M W B YT

T}-ﬂ(sm Pdriard WD e TE@ -F 2oL T3 S o penh sig 0 - pA-ET - LA AR

Mwmmtiww MMMMM mwrmuwmm
Fiatha I, M4 \NIGHSELE How 1T Tomdic LR KT AL IT TTEEE-

i

Document 7/



Document 7

¥l

R

TP

9 #Bx®



..... e —
mMames ol 1l
AR T
- AmmEes Borl Rigel
- MeDENA colAPRE
& V] ik GO i prece s LA CARLAES Tl voumed P B )

DIBEL RO, o TR C AL N B FE DTG HED ONC
- 1 Tubtpdia | A-CUBE LR 15 LET OF RSPLEE < | St S POy E TR

o5
it

 torial Department,

O — : et

b

Document 7



T pAITES [ THE SUBNGE HIU- ANDITS umc,amm
SIS AUAGE THE LZISEY BULLPNZ OMUY T ASECE
PO TS LAST meLly ONE WAL CEROIT T ELoEL Sk .
\ ErpuE- B8 — NORINELEA S THE-AHELLA (M IHA
Tty (<TEnD 7o DELVERTHEM, (CANNSE
(AN THE ATTIC, A TELD S PSTAS
T TewP D [ ) Foe- i

e < T
_CaanE FALES 15 MPREAE.— | DANIT

..wﬂzrm epp eagrstt A g -5 TR
§£ - ﬁﬁ:t;iﬁlm F s T

. SRy .
O el snive ugs ATVuy Uke# |
L BLANLET - THE a0 PeES 02 |

7yl uBw yagK A0 nLADBURI A

Document 8



f

¥

>

mmfmnum ;mm INACEEMTBLE | DiE_
‘ F Ay N Lecoed b S LATIELED. T

— "—-ﬁf-ﬂTr’T-,_I__ = =
- f_"'{ '

| HGAETHE Grin (8 SvipeLing, BEL-THEY ACE TPUTrd) WiE, | RELBE: Atbtnart ME Tt
To STew dVEHe. PAST PMRTALER . [ oNANG £k 1CAN FIKIEONA §F RIE. AEANEONED LADS | THE CLUEY
UNPXADED . | A S FERELS pNE. MAHELY , INE-CNACALY T, HADIA PLUMBEC T, MU
HINE. PEEVENTED THE MLV TOF Ll N AETH -
-ONE_ SiZalD NTHE 68 mrMTmMMMMMMWH

Hmﬁﬂ‘fﬂmmﬁm v
WA crmﬂmmzmﬂi?' TN CommpreT JOMS emmnm W e tdbliee

BWAZE.. JM O AN HE LET ON.- EIE TAIWIHT Hits SYMPATHEIIC, 84T [ F-Jo
LG T LS aMPOSELAY BIKES LTS PATES ONHE LU sIn i) MATEL (- —
7 o 10 BE. BELIBAAD — ABYEE P NN m 70 BR ALELON ADA T—
4 WJMM Bar o WE 44D sAEN
e Mﬂyﬂf%mﬂ B4 A7

(F PAAC NG THE STACKS , LINGEE. WITH
;4 mfm&-mf VL A P O THE NI inides’ 7 RS

PILAS MeLeuy THE CAUME. ILUATIATRIN DN IS MIMEDGEARED CIVEE: (
0, i APPEALED To B A EAYEN Ald 4 BULY TE. SIHLL IMAGE. SomPLyf

IRMIM&MHLIH - YET TS ALl P, o i IN U TN R A {
PEASTN — [THNENTOMS EICE., SENRS (T ol > ATD FOUNIO T (NBLESTING - BUTWAY? CEN J
 WEZOS AND PHOASES WED IN THEPSETEY YES - Bull THECE IS MARE T < . THE—PUALIHEE, !

HE TEGHERED S

| Ty NE

Document 8



IMAT ESE SHOULD (" HAVE SEENK “TRISE. PAUMECE THE QATION ALY - WAL WECRE. Ty
LOCATED > NEAL PEACCE (#1e? T ] ST . CENTECACORER THELE WS HPHFECENGE o1
PSUDELiNG- CHUCE Hy 1 EEMENBERTHPT CH] - IS4 THonHT -THEmM CoCEMPTINESN eSS B
T2 U ONEA - £ICE R2nd XD THRRA I SIS, | MBELALES - MTH. ESULCES LmATen,
WE-PEEMED THEM Muﬁ*ﬂﬂﬂ‘/ PANAECRUS D SITHEL Wit ST AT THE PoL4oTIEN

COLNEA TF THE. hﬁ%'ﬁl‘r M.‘. m ;

s, AS(ATICTZaVELS. MANY ALE. ClN/RRAD Lo AE D00 _ﬁfE_Pﬂ.-ﬂ’mﬂ ﬁFM’
YEILE s mrm%maamt “BEPREME- v
CEULERY PR SidT. j A

A oKL —mzaemprﬁﬁ SM_

AT oF DAGON'C PHN THE BRI ELINE DE

AL o 1 codIBELinda 580 To AT

BN | AR PLLE0 A m?ﬂ: e

M S NELE =L

Iﬁﬁrﬁﬂ EMMNELMF?M K VEM! g
UE- WS GUT THAT NGt 1 AN BAY Ly

T DETECT VE-
cUee MO gl HE nAS NOT
"‘E,T-H’i- 10 HU‘UHHA-QM
o LoD UKW, BT HE BID
 EAGEl DL TeuUcT PALSUT OF THE-
&u&: LEBAENED WHD HIS QAT VRS
e LD &N A, mumw&mwm—;w e._uﬁf

Ko [ FLED To TS (8WERBED EATM, | whS LEET WITH *‘ﬁmr_.abﬁur A
SOUTERH PREATAS VEOLUWE PRM THE (BUELTIIN - | ANCONED .
AHOUA THE- NEROIMICN, ToE Vo SJUNCT T4E TrrumA D (4 ~

L2 ;

AS CAPADIA THE GryPiy W:ﬂﬂm M.:m THE. TEAES (R My AP =
gl | LATRE. MY w&fﬁww@
S THE SPEULAM EEEM_M
[ ﬁﬂ—l—ﬁl

\ .fﬁp&mma&f

@mn it
Teg TundE. .S QPPAM: ﬁwuww?

Document 8



THE GHOLS LEACED FEEN ME In Sl e | WAS THEIZ KNG :

THAT | IS THE FresT TheEE wmman THE TP Loo2- TRMBLED THEM.
NOT. Suskt WAS iy RAGHT AS sovelBuaN - TTHey . ME THRBUAH THE Sieeel

OF ACHDM | INGr MY NAYAE ALDNG Totp] 87 WEEDIGEAAN | THE CHAENE 00>

AL (ORPSE FRAGAENTS UTTELED THE-
STLEETS: JEUMPISH THINAS THE SKIES - TYRMESCBNDBO 6N BUENING
A HISUSES | LARPIN & _HUNGRILY K . THE GHu BRSSED AND SEACED AT
Bt No HEED - SN i

9 U GIAL TUAT HEUD My RINEA
SHHALDEL. SEEMED PAMLIAZ. DAATE
S R CANKE. DIMENSINS OF HIS PEIETED

) e | e e S

: N\l JAZZAED SUAC ACEDSS. T
0 W 57 ZBWINCED IME INCEUBLY T THE.
‘r“ (INPOCTUNOTE- Azt ofLAIST |

gy AL [ECAULED CUSSELAS |
Bl s 0 1 THE RLMITWE- TABES HED |
D E0 DEER M T BENIGH 0 CAn_
: | - z EPE[S TP Buema AND THE Amazor© Hf:‘ﬂe_i
OF TR Wik e IR (2T WHEN | COALD NI WELP SHAUDIDER N
X1 TRk, BEAENGRAUES, HEAT o WD CiPnqED THE. SUBVECE. | WAED FEPERSRN To |
| STuND HIM 5T Pl By TrEn LUSSELLHAD LERT BN ANSHEL EXPEDITICN - AND NOW l

AMPOS E HLS EEATULES DUEL- THLS DPBUY ~(oNElaUeED UL-THE

S RN Fe— R

L oo msT AP BUT S

i & T GAAEY AND. (RED N B HRTIN G TNGUE, AS \ETHE: AT
I 2 W ceaout pamiun 1 Teeelo0r:, AT ol | COUBNS VALE. DXL - WolD;
. LEPEATELD  UNTIL- LUNDEEL B " SANSUE .E’A &

i | s B0, Bl b PLLICULOAS WPT To CONUBAL Iy WDRRS Ped THELEST

. 8 NmexerE G S \OCE THeuad
JATELED, WIS THE TNE |¢BID HEALD Y N TE. FATUAL LK UM EL,
ik val! ineeson" THud Ceodm AP, T LANDSH | Totle

TR s Yo, SN T (T2 MBLOSD
%.,Mﬁ K5 A i “THE. APREMETIVE _
VT P 7o "ol DID Yod Teatspoem?” > . ,
il il A= Tuml. " g conskBO. | skl A Junl(UE-PAGE A i:

P Aol
L]
N A L GHTVESS TuniNEL  PRUT AGAIN THE.TATE. 5 BLEED AND

|

Document 9



.= !
fOLUNINS TSPPLED * STi |
pND DN A SETOE STERS | 1
> 4 Zaull PP ind DEBAMNL ] AMEL . i) _..L

VUSCONSTRUES  [TSE
W’ 9f
| PNEY BN THEZ INTD TAE
LA e SuLpacs

HAD HAPFENE :

i Ge e
@_Eb NET_‘[QM ME DO OF BECoD
M%M_TEE

4 SFEAMEN

Document 9



bt KU TAKT > HAPPENED . ot
_lmumml Tou M THAT  BACH HXO PLAED A eot.g IN THE. DESIZUCTION OF e il
L THE Kot _ _ !
THKT IF T Wt%mwmwwmm
 PATH OF A SINGUE. ONE DF THEM, TWAT 1HK WOULDNOT BE FAPPENING "

M_chumzm P&MM%MSLL@M&N‘I@@L AL

nx

[R\RY

=

=

YW

MlMMJh&MM S &mmymm
_WWMMEM_M&IMMM 4#[

WMLGM;_WM

Document 9



ﬁmfm@wﬁ &IELE_-#— oAy A

B _M%Nér%/ o o e

e ,

Wl ﬂm\lmﬁ@
%ﬂwg

rg g ne&ruq'rm CMFS
M-4DMND O WATE:

~inatoes are sp
- @@ w1or flavour and grown on selected
s in the Puglia region of southern Italy

3 % A = == e - - - r ’(
S Document 10



V7 a® ."’

| KHE TS IOCUMBNTAS A PELAYNG!




%5 a : N .-ai'.r- .;.’.- T A
_M_MM' ._‘_".' T “ EvmalOWING NDESE
| MINISTZAT| R QUSTENANCE. Nok! DEPEN

~r i

Document 10



 back. BERPCE ME WoglD ENDED - MENTICNS §

A— e —— - - ———

NATULA, BOALEEAL S MVTHES — ANALE..

[2MESTHE FOSSIBILITY & S REING A HEMEN
OF Becomingg AN IMAAINADY ALY SO SNIVELING

HE NamES AS AN INTIMATE. TUAT FroR. KRETCUED DO

TeuA _cb_.k__m_urmm
TS MeDEAMOTT APPAEBNTLY  LEIMBMBERS ME_ W/ 7
Ao THAT OLD SAMLEZ. FELLOW] , LB wmgn W
: swmpgm M;ms& KWOFTHEE. PELSINS

.l!.- AP0 WK 0 HANE

V.. s b NN o

] 1 Tl
--"""S'---—-_x-._-uw; . o A nd i T, T
\ yTg
3 DA 2\ MANTTTLS /
w e 1 e
\ \
——— 1.5 = R L 1Y

7T T Y. AT AR 3
. . 2 L ; 1 —

L N WA ML A ARG g i TLA L

LA .¥ VB e : A A
B Pa gl R e At e L o s
= T - B Y, PO = . P L W W 7. ! DAL LA
o —
g A = -

L &
NI W \T  gou " s A} bt AT
1 ] | v
I g
a4 00Y, oW 4 L7
. LA . L  § l 3
a A " 4 . 1

Document 10



T W

D BSFECIALLN

i T APEN | ‘ - |
TR NARRUTE To SR, |

1 IOWING  RHAT HAPPENS TOYOU- kNGO CHowl AN DD
L OTMBASE BUT To CEACH BACL Anips STopit $F ezl ol
4 Bdlgeal sMs T KL ME T R

1\ N MOVE. ANYMOZE. |
L T Tusee \S NoTiing &

I MUST T€Y To MOVE.- ‘

AR i

Document 10



- TRAIL OF CTHULHU L

Document |

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
athers. But if you are not reading
this, then you are not reading this,
so what can I do but assume that
you are? €ormurmdrumts; paradoxes—

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 T have written something,
the less store you can place in it,
as the disturbance of my mind
increases. I believe, hope, pray that
the Mébius hornets have been fully
expundged from my comsequences
consciousness. That they no longer
colonize my
memories. (Warning: [ am no longer
sure whether they are metaphorical

reason, adjust my

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 yoursclf. For you

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. T 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

45

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 IWRITE 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 OFTHE RED BOX,
IT IS NOT A BOX AT ALL. ITISA
BOOK. THAT IS, I CONFUSE THE
BOX AND THE BOOK. THE BOX
ISA HAZARD, YES, BUT IT ISTHE
BOOK THAT TRULY
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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
ITISTANTAMOUNTTO OPENING
THE RED BOX.

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. T do not
believe he occurs in the notes. At
the very least, quite dangerous in
the mundane sense, a gangster and a
smiling killer. T 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
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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
LEAVEABOXBOOK CLOSED BUT
IN THE NAME THAT ALL THAT IS
DECENT, IN PROTECTION OF
YOUR OWN SANITY —

DO NOT DRINK THE TEARS OF
AZAZOTH!
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Tears Of Azazoth: I insist to the
others that this dread
is so much flim-flammery, a

volume

nonexistent thing. A feverish rumor
in the greedy hearts of certain
booksellers. A
whisper among the most corruptly

London risible
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,

showed the
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

Inquiry’s  utmost

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 21+
— 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
there
volume of home encyclopedia. Very

standing carrying sample
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

4]

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

discourse quickly encompassed such

rambling

topics as Atlantis, cugenics, and (it
goes without saying) Roosevelt’s
secret socialist leanings. 1 waited
for his tumbling words to reach
their
the wusual litany of vituperations

inevitable conclusion—
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
Helping Hands
service group (which, unlike Circle
Rite Lodge is not in fact affiliated

with the masonic movement.) At

mentioned the

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: “Ia! 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
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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.

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

\/
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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.
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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 s darnnably 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 T find
rnysclf 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 toThe Tears would be found
in the crazed perorations of the mad
Arab, T 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 |
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,

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
stripe:

include call for currency devaluation,

organizations of similar
and a complex formula of changes
to Electoral College engineered to
increase clout of states with racially
pure populations — Jahraus part of
large houschold 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 fear of outsiders
that animates their political tracts
makes them difficult subjects for
interaction. Yet Jahrauis also seemed

the case,

49

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 —

welling of tears — subsequent to

provoked  substantial
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 T 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 ather.

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

Witnesses said he was asking
questions about the contents of
a factory warchouse. 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 warchouse 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

\/
7\
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landlord, a Mrs. Wilmer Callahan,
reported seeing several “swarthy,
(unusually?)
enter Moran’s room. Said she would

short, foreign” men

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.
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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
in shooting/kidnapping. No sign
if Vosskuehler
Codex
authentic Mayan pictogr aphic text
(112 p. folded paper, hand scribed

on fig tree bark) or notorious

Ahnenerbe involvement

of codex, ever

possessed  it. either an

forgery. See Spring 1891 Neue
Archiologie for 6 facsimile pages.
Case against authenticity mainly
outlandish

depicted in

concerns content of

events 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

(1852-1895,
Basel asylum) claims codex ended

Saxer murdered in
in a prophecy of future recurrence.
Depending on which translation
system one chooses to render the

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 Vosskuchler 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—mnot 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. Tt
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 19147

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

8]

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, T 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
three
years ago, the famous photograph
of bank robber Russell Fuschack,

used in his wanted posters. Neither

collection. There—from

man resembles the other, but in
essence—the indefinable continuity
is in the dead gleam of their eyes.
Fuschack tilts his head as
Carsdale. The sinister hauteur. A

does

smirking knowledge of coming

chaos.

Fuschack and his
James Ross Donland were killed

companion

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
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

daemons commanded. She

the fortune teller informed on him
to the FBI, collecting considerable
reward.

Interrupted just now by a visit from
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Edwin Carsdale. Said he wanted me
to join the S.0.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-

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.

\/
7\
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If T acknowledge that I am being
watched, T 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 omto 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 defenestratiomr arrival

there is a fat bartendress smracking
} o ] : h
leering at me knowing how out of

place I am here. A rummy defecates

om sits down at the player piano
pumps its pedals out squalls the

ists“Brother Can
You Spare A Dime.” Was Faberberg
having me on? Luring me here,

wire—with no intention of coming
himself?

I ask if the Marcuzzos own this

place and am throwmdowm o the

rums out Ty ears greeted with stony

silence. I am hardly the streetwise
type for these circumstances. But

is dead now, reduced—to—apowder
bt rhrabed— o bro—tch
flagettarts- pumped full of cyanide.

No sign of Fabergerg after amight’s

iro'trrs—o'Fwaiting for hours in this
stinking dive.

What is known Abhotos—about the

Marcuzzos: runs Aphoom=Ziah
Little Italy — #Azazotifather Elio,

gang founder — €thugha—Black
Hand, pre-€thuthm—Volstead act
— €yacgha—rapid expansion and
enrichment Pagomas beer barons
during Br—6Grave—Gravenhurst
Bust prohibition — since repeal,

gambling, Dracula Ghatarothoa
prostitution — Hastur some
rumors say narcotics, Ttiaqua

other deny as contrary to Elio
Marcuzzo’s Romanist pieties

Motterhydra—— absurd that his
religiosity ~ Nyartathotep—would
permit white Nyogtha—slavery yet
not dope traffick Shrub=Niggurath—

lieutenants Domenico & Libero
(younger  brothers)
Vittorio Marchese & Max Bragannia

(both Fsathoggua—brothers-in-law)
— tight-knit family, Yog=Sothoth
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Marcuzzo

no police infiltration possible —

i 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=Ommmoyg

Separation epithelial tissue between
skull brain roasting smell inside
perineum thought cancer burrowing
burning inner

lashing slashing

betrayal hungry again already

My own notes betray me. Filled with
madness. Unsure why I am writing
these
them out returns the sentences to
accuracy and coherence. Theyare
] br—t—ts—] brich—

: bt bd g

Mébius wasps buzz buzz

absurd  things.

Crossing

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
clderly 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 ecarnest
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
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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

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

N/
7\
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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
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Ollie Olson appears to be an
ordinary storckeeper but is a
Livonian knight. He keeps an
ancient sword in his storeroom,

marking his ancestral heritage as a
battler against Cthulhoid evil.

Ollie

ordinary storekeeper but keeps a

Olson appears to be an

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

storekeeper.

Olson is an ordinary

I have been split into parts, living
simultancously in three alternaties.
They

canccling

interweave, admixing,

cach other. Everyone
does this. But they cannot see it.
For ordinary minds, reality erases
its old tracks when it rewrites
itself. T 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

Jukka  Lavi. The

Logospheric Union promotes the

philosopher

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

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
philosophyisnow 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
world.

industrialized

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 [ 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 forchead.
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
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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
righteously demand. 14% Dynasty

panel, I so

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 strange
assemblage of impossible angles and

object is a
metallurgically impossible mineral
residues. It glows and festers. I

smash it with a paper weight.

Rifling through Petrovich’s desk, I
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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.

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

X 2/
#7 N\
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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.
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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 wusual 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.
Butitis not asif 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

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’ wunless finding
Invocation Time chronologically
claim

cannot  complacent Meanwhile

opportunity Mrs. family William
Ernest Ellie Initial accomplished
Fushack
Amazing primal same running veins

shotgun Ernest tire
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¥cktk*n,  f*nd
chr¥n*l*g#c*]  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 wks 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**]l**me B*llen* *ppe*rs fr¥*m
n*where *n 1763, *n M%*den*,
tells *ff*c**1ls 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 I*ght *nd
*ne d*rk. *n f*rst he*r*ng th*s, *
*sk myself, c**1d * be B*llen*? B*t
my tr¥nsf*rm*t**n *cckrs I*ter
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th*n 1930. *n 1930 * *m st*ll
*gn¥r¥ntly v¥rtkkks,  bel*eving
th*t the w#*rld’s s*rv¥v*] *s st*ll
wikrth f*ght¥*ng f*r. B*t the p**nt
*s—t*me tr¥vel. Then g* b*ck *nd
wh*t? W*rn mysclf? K*11 mysclf?
Dev**r myself, tr¥gger*ng p*r#d*x
th*t *w*kens Gre*t Cth*lh* fr*m
the dcpths *nd br*ngs *b**t the
frex] C*t*clysrn f*r wh*ch * ye*rn?
F*¥rget Emrys Wynn *nd the Te*rs
*f kz¥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, T 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
anddcgcncratc Mcditerrancantypcs.
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 lon
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Maimed Eon Rigor
Modena Grimoire
It is an old joke in anthropological

circles that human flesh probably

tastes like chicken. It is closer,

in fact, to pork. Dyer’s brain, on
the other hand, could not easily

properly
prepared, from that of a calf. I think

distinguished, once

I will cure what is left of Ashley, in
an effort to achieve the flavor and
consistency of Virginia ham.

X 2=
#7 DN\
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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, 1 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

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 Stsyphus
syphilis but if only we had given him
credence! Now that the spacecraft
fromYuggoth 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
Briefly
glimpsed, it appeared to be a raven

its mimeographed cover.
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, T recall that much. Morgan
thought them corrupt, worshippers
of the Old Ones. Rice pronounced

them mere backwoods imbeciles.
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With resources limited, we deemed
them insufficiently dangerous to
bother with. But it is in the forgotten
of the world that dark

excrescences crawl. ..

corners

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 ecasily 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, CIliff 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 1 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?
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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

charnel god. Armitage! Armitage! A
choking cloud of flies obscured the

Mordiggian, 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. 1
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. T 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 T could not make
out its words, which it repeated,
until I understood them as “Savior
risen!”

“Russell?” T 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!
chosen apparently at random, I

Inversion!” Though

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
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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.
Frozeninarictus 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
chorus of barks and yelps, the

increasingly insistent
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,
Hands
trembling, I reached into the box

I reluctantly complied.

and wore the face of my esteemed
colleague, Dr. William Moore.
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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 [ 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 T am
insane again. [ 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 T 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
Alien
analytical tools seep into my mind.

set of facts before me.
The resulting text will be inhuman,
abstract, informative. When read,
subjective and malleable. I write

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
arole 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.)
alphabet.

the entire Templar mess in their

Cyrillic Connected to
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.

in the old
observatory outside Arkham. The
one half-built by Ephraim Callan
before he
cancer. Remember when we went
back there, having heard of the cat
mutilations? That’s when we saw

There was the time

succumbed to brain

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.
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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
about his criminal connections.
Talks about his Cuban cane fields.
Yet when pressed retreats from his

baseless  canards

assertions. A true fabulist, he has
lost the ability to distinguish his
entertaining embellishments from
their underlying truths.
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Document 10

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 T be preyed upon in
unsavory fashion.

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



