
Many are the great emotions of mankind, and though poets may 
claim love as the highest and most noble, they do so with 

sunlight warming their skin and the comfort of their fellows close 
at hand. But as night falls and the dread of vanished shadows creeps 
into parlor, slum, and palace, even the most romantic must at last 
admit to the greater power of fear.

Such an emotion comes in many guises and plentiful hues. All 
men fear the dark, a primal memory of when beasts of fang and claw 
hunted in the night. Many fear crawling things, the loathsome touch 
of wriggling worms and hideous spiders. Others fear blood and in-
jury, or the lingering agony of prolonged infirmity.

Yet of all these fears, greater still is the fear of the unknown, 
and no realm on this globe is more mysterious than the depths of 
the ocean, with its secret lore and unexplored depths, where things 
undreamed of since before mankind rose to dominance still hold 
sway. In its blackest chasms and unknown deeps, secrets thought 
lost and terrors buried long ago remain, dreaming of the day when 
the stars will be right and their dripping bulk will rise to the surface 
once again.

Only in fantasy has man explored these depths, and all too often 
those fantasies turn to nightmares of drowning, of isolation and the 
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unimaginable vastness of the aquatic domain. Only the bravest souls 
dare venture into this dreaming realm on their flimsy ships of wood 
and iron, and those mortals who willingly sail from terra firma to 
mare incognitum, do so in the knowledge that they are unwelcome 
travelers in a hostile land.

The timeless ocean has inspired dreamers and artists from the 
pillared halls of Irem to the white cliffs of Albion’s green and 
pleasant land, but nowhere does the subtle body lift from the 
sleeper with such ease as those places where the realm of dreams 
and the domain of men intersect in fateful geometries that no 
map dare record.

The Plateau of Leng is such a place, as is the lightless depths 
of N’kai beneath ruined Yoth, where once dwelt a race of serpent 
people, but such places are shunned and few are the travelers that 
would dare visit such abhorred latitudes. But in such places where 
the artist, the poet, and the feckless wanderer gather, the boundary 
between things misnamed may be crossed without undue risk to 
the physical body. The modern world’s rush to embrace the assur-
ances of science denies the existence of such slumbering places, and 
with bittersweet irony, seals them up as men accept the Euclidian 
certitudes of the physicist, the astronomer, and the chemist.

But there are yet places on earth that resist the cold assault of 
reason and cling to the ways of old, where sleepers can wander the 
arbors of the Enchanted Wood, explore the basalt avenues of Dy-
lath-Leen, and where a life lived in dreams is no less real than one 
lived in the waking world.

Arkham is such a place, a town that slumbers uneasily beneath 
the gaze of the rounded hills that surround it, and from which un-
known fires burn in the night. Salem is another, and its evil, witch-
haunted reputation is known far and wide.

But there is another town close by, where dreams pass freely be-
tween worlds to those whose minds are receptive to such things. It 
is a township nestled at the foot of a titanic crag that thrusts for the 
sky as though seeking to link heaven and earth by some enormous 
causeway of rock.

It is the city in the mists.
It is the town of Kingsport.

* * *
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One man who knew better than anyone the power of dreams 
and the folly of men who follow them stood upon the narrow 
walkway of a tall tower that shone with dazzling brightness over 
the fog-wreathed ocean. October’s chill was in the air and cold 
winds whistled around the lighthouse as breakers foamed white on 
the rocks far below.

Built three miles offshore, his lighthouse rested on a rocky 
island of jagged stone, and save for a small structure at its base 
where he slept, there was little to suggest that anyone lived here. 
Only those of solitary mien would choose an existence of such 
isolation, but Basil Elton had been destined for this life even 
before his birth.

Despite the winds, he lit his clay pipe with practiced ease, draw-
ing the heady flavor of the tobacco deep into his lungs. The cold 
troubled him not at all, and he cast his gaze to the south, seeking the 
glint of white on the horizon. The mists looked back, ghostly and 
inconstant, but guarding their secrets jealously.

The light from the kerosene lamp pulsed once again, sweep-
ing around the limits of Basil’s world, the top of the North Point 
Lighthouse, and dimming as the buzzing hum of the electric mo-
tor that drove the lamp in its circuit faded like a forgotten dream. 
The sea was restless tonight; he could sense it as easily as a mother 
senses the mood of her child. The waters of Kingsport were al-
ways restless, churning the bay as though eager to impart some 
secret lore to those who dwelled on the shores, but Basil sensed 
something more.

A soft mist hugged the choppy grey water, like a blanket of trans-
lucent white clouds torn from the skies and deposited far below. 
Like the ocean, the mists of Kingsport were laden with secrets and 
phantoms, but they were not for the ordinary man to know. They 
too kept their counsel, and only occasionally parted the veil for those 
with the will to see what they concealed.

Once, Basil had counted himself among that select group, for 
he had dreamed of faraway lands unknown to any cartographer, of 
fabulous cities and exotic beasts. As keeper of the lighthouse, Basil 
had continued the tradition of his family, for he was not the first of 
his line to man this post. His father and his father before him had 
kept the beacon of Kingsport lit and made safe the treacherous New 
England coastline.
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His grandfather and father had spoken of wondrous things, the 
tales of old men intended to thrill a youngster, and they had fueled 
Basil’s dreaming when he had taken his rightful place as keeper of 
the lighthouse. Alone on the edge of the waking world, Basil had 
dreamed of great things, of ancient peoples, of fantastical wonders, 
and of strange birds of vivid blue. In time, the dreams of his forefa-
thers had come to him, but that was a time long passed, and Basil 
no longer dreamed.

Basil blew out a long breath of smoke, turning his gaze back to 
shore. The glow of firelight from Kingsport’s windows was faint 
and shimmered through the curtain of mist creeping in from the 
sea. The lights of the Congregational Hospital shone from Cen-
tral Hill, and Basil shivered as the light on its tallest tower seemed 
to wink at him like a conspirator. Little else of the town was 
visible, though a point of light shone from the farthest edge of 
South Shore.

Nightly the mists rolled in and sealed the coastline from prying 
eyes. The town’s fishing fleet was long since tied up against the quay-
side, for only a fool would take his shallop out to sea in the dark. 
Kingsport sailors would be drinking in the Harborside taverns or 
wrapped in blankets at their hearths, grateful to have returned with 
a catch to be processed at Pickering’s fish packinghouses. Grateful to 
have returned at all.

The waters around Kingsport suffered no fools to sail them, and 
the seabed beyond Jersey Reef was littered with the wreckage of ves-
sels whose captains had risked too much or not shown the ocean its 
proper respect. Rumors abounded of sunken treasure lying in the 
holds of privateers or merchantmen sent to the bottom of the ocean 
by the British during the Revolutionary War, but no one dared ven-
ture into the inky blackness to claim it.

Basil rubbed a hand over his stubbled chin and tapped his pipe on 
the iron railing that encircled the upper walkway of the lighthouse. 
The wind eagerly snatched the ash and billowed it into the air. Ba-
sil watched a glowing ember as it spun like a dying firefly, his eyes 
drawn, against his will, to the vast, rearing crag of rock that domi-
nated the northern skyline of Kingsport like some great monolith 
from ancient times.

Men called it Kingsport Head, the result of a freakish accident 
of geology that had crafted a tapering wedge of rock jutting out to 
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sea like the prow of an impossibly vast ocean liner. It dwarfed the 
town below, its cliffs of dark and rust-colored stone virtually sheer 
and impossible to climb. A man would have to travel a long way 
west along the turnpike that led to Arkham before he could reach a 
point where it would become practical to climb back east to the top 
of the monstrous outcrop. Bitter family experience had taught Basil 
that it was dangerous to venture onto Kingsport Head, but he shied 
away from that train of thought, unwilling to relive the memory of 
his father’s death.

Why any man should wish to climb that accursed headland was 
beyond Basil, and the last fellow to make that journey in the summer 
of ’25 now wished he had not. A solitary light gleamed at the very 
tip of the outcrop, a single candlelit window that glowed unwaver-
ingly from a strange house built in the mists. The house had been 
there for as long as anyone in Kingsport could remember, and even 
the old-timers in the Rope and Anchor told how their grandfathers 
had known of it.

Basil’s eyes were drawn to the haunting glow of the light, and he 
felt a momentary pang of jealousy, for the one who dwelt in that 
strange high house was a man who lived where dreams and real-
ity met, a liminal space between worlds. Basil had once thought to 
climb Kingsport Head to speak to the man who lived there, but his 
nerve had failed him. One Elton meeting his end on that towering 
rock was enough.

He tore his eyes from the house and looked out to sea as he heard 
the creak of wood, the rasp of hemp, and the snap of sails. None 
of Kingsport’s boats would be out in the dark, and Basil felt his 
heart pound in his chest as he saw a pellucid light bobbing in the 
depths of the mist. Fear touched him, but greater than his fear was 
the hope that the White Ship had returned, that he had at last been 
forgiven. Basil searched for a bird of wondrous blue plumage, but 
the sky was empty, even the gulls content to keep to their cliff-side 
nests in the dark.

A dolorous pealing echoed softly in the mist, a distant bell rung 
to mark the passing of a lost soul at sea, and Basil gave a solemn nod 
of respect. He knew he should retreat within the solid stone of the 
lighthouse until this ocean revenant had passed, but his hope that 
this was something more kept him immobile.

Another pulse of the lighthouse beacon illuminated the world, 
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but of the mysterious vessel in the mist, there was nothing to be 
seen save a faint silhouette of a tall ship of the sort that had sailed 
these waters in the time of Eben Hall. Basil heard the water slap-
ping its splintered hull and the wind bellying its tattered sails, but 
he could see nothing of this phantom ship save the corpse light of 
its flickering lamps.

Great sadness welled within his heart, and tears ran down his 
cheeks as the bell of lost souls rang on and on. Basil bowed his head, 
counting himself among those lost souls.

“May the four winds fare thee on thy way,” he said as lanterns 
swaying from rotten spars faded from sight and the ocean once again 
claimed its prize. The mists closed in once more, and the tantalizing 
glimpse of the beyond vanished into the night.

Basil let out a pent-up breath and silently implored the ocean to 
forgive his hubris and reckless yearnings for the splendid shores of 
Cathuria, as he had every night for the last two decades. Basil wept 
mournful tears of regret as his hopes of forgiveness were met with 
empty silences and the soft swell and dip of the sea.

For the ocean has a long memory, and does not easily pardon 
those whose hubris offends it.

* * *

Pennsylvania Station, the gateway to Manhattan.
Oliver Grayson felt dwarfed by the magnificence of the struc-

ture, its towering majesty of steel and glass, and its boastful display 
of man’s ingenuity. Stepping down from the electric train that had 
carried him under the North River from Boston, Oliver took a mo-
ment to savor the thrill that all inhabitants of small towns feel upon 
arriving in such a vibrant metropolis.

The crowded mass of debarking passengers surged from the train 
and made their way along the wide concourse to the stairs that led 
up to the main waiting hall. Oliver was carried along with them like 
a leaf flowing in the gutter toward a storm drain. Uniformed con-
ductors waved flags and blew whistles, directing the flow of people 
like conductors of an orchestra.

Hot fumes billowed from the tracks, though none of the 
trains were driven by steam. Only electric-powered trains were 
allowed within New York, but the effect was akin to images 
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Oliver had seen of coal-hungry trains pulling into the frontier 
towns of the Klondike during the gold rush. There the passen-
gers had been migrant workers in dungarees and rough cotton 
shirts, desperate men and women looking to find their fortune 
in the hills and rivers of the west. But in New York, the men 
were dressed in Brooks Brothers suits, the women in dresses 
from Lord and Taylor.

Oliver looked around for Morley, hoping to see his old mentor 
from Brown University in the crowd of faces on the concourse above. 
He’d telegrammed Morley the train number and the time of his ar-
rival in New York, but had received no reply before he’d boarded the 
train at Arkham’s Northside Station. Three hundred miles and many 
hours of travel later, there was no sign of Morley, but Oliver had 
half-expected that to be the case.

Trains squealed and horns blared, filling the air with mechanical 
noise as well as human as newspapermen yelled the latest headlines, 
shoeshine boys yelled for customers, and Pennsylvania Railroad em-
ployees yelled destinations and track numbers over the barrage of 
sounds. Oliver let himself get carried along with the crowd, feel-
ing utterly insignificant amid this throng. Even Baltimore seemed 
quaint and homely compared to this.

He felt a tugging at his valise and looked down to see a young girl 
in short pants and a flatcap that was much to big for her, beneath 
which an untidy mop of dark hair spilled. Her face was serious and 
pale, her nimble fingers wrapped around the handles of Oliver’s case 
as she attempted to lift it from his grip.

“Carry your case, mister?” asked the girl. “For two bits I’ll carry it 
to the taxi stand outside.”

“No, thank you,” said Oliver.
“Please, mister,” insisted the girl, pulling at the case as 

though sheer effort and determination would get Oliver to 
change his mind.

“I said no thank you,” said Oliver, more sternly than he’d in-
tended. He knew the contents of the valise, and wasn’t about to let a 
young girl bear such a damnable burden.

“I won’t steal it or nothin’,” promised the girl, her eyes widening 
in a display of innocence that would have shamed a saint.

“Let go,” said Oliver. “Trust me, you don’t want to take this case.”
The girl looked into Oliver’s eyes, and her young eyes changed 
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from pantomime innocence to wariness. Then from wariness to 
sly avarice.

“Why, what ya got in there? Booze? Dope? Something you don’t 
want no one to see?”

Oliver was genuinely shocked. “What? No, of course not,” he 
said, though in truth he didn’t want the contents of his valise to be 
examined. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Yeah? Gimme a buck or I’ll tell the railroad bulls that you’re a 
dope runner from Boston.”

“Are you trying to blackmail me?” asked Oliver, increasing his 
pace. The girl kept up with him, refusing to release her grip on the 
worn leather handles of the valise. Oliver fished in his pocket for 
some loose change, hoping that would get rid of this urchin.

“Nope,” said the girl, and despite himself, Oliver believed her. “I 
just need enough to get a ticket to Arkham.”

That stopped Oliver in his tracks, earning him a stern New York 
rebuke from the people pressing in behind. Oliver looked at the 
young girl, seeing the fierce determination in her eyes, and the glitter 
of something silver around her neck. She saw his gaze and pulled her 
frayed collar tighter.

“What’s your name, little girl?”
“Wendy,” said the girl. “Wendy Adams.”
“Why do you want to go to Arkham, Wendy?” asked Oliver.
The girl hesitated before answering. “I want to find my pa,” she 

said at last.
“Does he live there?”
“Dunno, maybe. He went missing, but I know he’s up there.”
Oliver felt a surge of sympathy for this little girl, for he knew only 

too well how easily people could go missing in Arkham.
“What’s your father’s name?”
“Eugene Adams, you know him?”
Oliver shook his head. “No, I’m afraid I don’t.”
He saw her disappointment and handed her a crumpled dollar 

bill from his pocket. It wasn’t much, but it would have to do. Oliver 
didn’t know if Wendy would even be allowed to buy a ticket, she 
couldn’t be more than ten or eleven years old, but this was New 
York, and her money was as good as anyone’s.

“Thanks, mister,” said Wendy, finally releasing her grip on his 
valise. The dollar disappeared into her threadbare coat, and she gave 
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Oliver a smile that was warm and genuine.
“I really wouldn’t have run off with your bag, mister,” she said.
“I believe you, but there are some things little girls shouldn’t have 

to carry,” said Oliver. “No matter how brave they are.”
“I carried heavier,” said Wendy with a shrug, and Oliver saw 

a core of determination and strength that saddened him that it 
should be found in one so young. Wendy turned and vanished into 
the crowd. Oliver silently wished her well as she hunted for new 
arrivals to relieve of their loose change. He joined a flow of people 
heading for the stairs and climbed to the concourse, knowing he 
was looking like a rube as he stared up at the high ceiling of glit-
tering glass panels supported by the slender latticework columns 
of steel.

An even grander sight awaited him as the passengers emerged 
into the grand waiting hall of the station—a cathedral-like space of 
polished pink granite and gold leaf that echoed with the sounds of 
thousands of voices and blaring announcements of times and plat-
forms. Pennsylvania Station was a great Doric temple to transporta-
tion; vast Roman arches soared overhead, and the serried ranks of 
fluted columns brought the ruins of the Parthenon to mind. The 
architects had borrowed liberally from the ancient traditions of the 
Greeks and Romans, but the grand structure was, in reality, plaster-
work moldings over steel.

Like many things in this modern world, reflected Oliver, the sta-
tion’s painted-on grandeur hid a more prosaic truth. The thought 
strayed uncomfortably close to the revelations contained in the 
books within his valise, and he put such gloomy thoughts from 
his mind as he admired the splendid appearance of Pennsylvania 
Station. Oliver had never seen so many people gathered together, a 
swarming mass of humanity that jostled and barged and swore as it 
flowed, merged, and broke apart in a graceless ballet that somehow 
seemed to work.

Oliver pushed through the crowds and noise toward a great por-
tico that a sign assured him was the exit. Hawkers and street vendors 
gathered at the entrance—more shoeshine boys, fruit sellers, news-
paper stands, and touts for Broadway shows.

A fire and brimstone preacher swayed on an empty fruit crate and 
promised the godless heathens who partook of the devil’s brew that 
they would drown in the whiskey-soaked fires of damnation. That 
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the man reeked of cheap rotgut didn’t speak volumes for his sincer-
ity, but Oliver couldn’t fault his conviction as he jabbed the air and 
spittle flew from his mouth in the fury of his oration.

A burly man with a heavy sandwich board suspended from his 
shoulders barged past Oliver; as the man bumped his shoulder, he 
heard the clink of glass. The man turned and glared at him.

“You want a drop o’ the real stuff?” said the man, and Oliver rec-
ognized a thick Irish brogue similar to that of his erstwhile comrade-
in-arms, Finn Edwards. The man turned to the side and Oliver saw 
numerous bottles of whiskey slung beneath the sandwich board.

“No, thank you,” said Oliver.
“Best o’ gear,” said the man, nodding to the preacher. “Just ask 

Father William there.”
Oliver shook his head and pressed on toward the exit. The Irish-

man shrugged and moved deeper into the crowd.
“Is every Irishman involved in liquor?” he wondered aloud.
Oliver put the man from his mind and walked through the grand 

archway that led out into the streets of New York.

* * *

Evening light shone down Seventh Avenue. A barrage of sensa-
tions assaulted Oliver as he stepped from Pennsylvania Station onto 
the sidewalk. In Arkham, the streets would be nearly empty, the 
God-fearing citizens of that upstanding Massachusetts town settling 
down to dinner and an evening beside the wireless or immersed in 
a good book.

New York City ran to a different beat.
The streets were filled with people. Men in fashionable Oxford 

bags strutted like peacocks as they smoked and laughed with their 
friends. Women in scandalously short dresses and fringed shawls 
walked arm in arm. The streets were filled with automobiles. Mr. 
Ford’s reach extended to Arkham, but only a few of its wealthier 
and more forward-thinking inhabitants owned an automobile. 
Oliver counted himself among the latter, but where driving in 
Arkham was a leisurely affair, New York traffic was something to 
be feared.

Scores of cars jostled for space on the road, weaving between 
the slower horse-drawn carts that clung to the curbside; a lively ex-
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change of insults in a variety of languages zipped back and forth. 
Coal smoke smudged the air, and the reek of humanity was almost 
overpowering. Pushboys roamed the streets, dragging long carts 
hanging with suits and dresses for sale, and cigarette vendors with 
heavy boxes hung from their necks hustled the sidewalks. Tall build-
ings of stone and glass reared up on the street to either side of him, 
and wide billboards advertised Chesterfields and the latest model of 
electric vacuum cleaner.

A church steeple protruded over the glass roof of the station, 
but the scale of the buildings around it overshadowed the holy 
building without effort. Looking down the street, Oliver saw edi-
fices of even greater stature taking shape, vast skeletons of steel 
reaching impossibly high and dominating the skyline for miles 
around. Hundreds of feet above the sidewalk, men walked along 
naked steel beams like tightrope artists, and Oliver’s spine tingled 
with sympathetic vertigo at the hellish risks they were taking. New 
York was home to the Woolworth Building, the world’s tallest sky-
scraper, but he suspected the city’s architects had even grander 
designs in mind for their city’s skyline.

Oliver looked for any sign of Morley, but was again disappointed, 
though he reckoned it would be nigh impossible to spot anyone in 
such a thronged environment. Music spilled from a nearby doorway, 
together with the smell of cheap tobacco and even cheaper booze. 
Prohibition had been in effect for seven years, but judging by the 
state of intoxication of the men Oliver saw emerging from the door-
way, no one in New York seemed to care.

He saw a taxi stand farther down the street and made his way 
toward it, digging out the address Morley had wired him. It was 
a Midtown address, on the edge of an area known locally as Hell’s 
Kitchen, a name that didn’t exactly inspire confidence. Morley had 
told him that his apartment was within walking distance of the sta-
tion, but Oliver didn’t fancy making his way on foot somewhere 
with such a foreboding name.

Oliver joined the line at the taxi stand, listening to the dis-
tinctly sharp accent of the people around him. New York was a 
polyglot city of a hundred nationalities, yet it had still found a 
way to cultivate its own unique sound. The talk was of the latest 
jazz clubs in Harlem, the best speakeasies of Uptown, and the 
best dance halls. The prevailing opinion seemed to suggest that 
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Connie’s Inn of Harlem was the “swingingest” joint in town, and 
that the rumor of Louis Armstrong’s return to the Big Apple was 
just that.

Much of the language passed over Oliver as though the New 
Yorkers were speaking a different language. They used words like 
palooka, hotsy-totsy, and jive, which Oliver presumed were Eng-
lish, but which might as well have been ancient Egyptian for 
all the sense they made to him. Language was a living thing, an 
organism like any other, and it evolved and developed over the 
years. As a professor of anthropology, this evolution fascinated 
Oliver, and though many of the words made no sense to him, 
he could fathom their meaning from context and their likely 
etymological roots.

He wondered how the language of the land would change into the 
next century. Would it be recognizably English? Might so many lan-
guages have been blended into the melting pot that should a scientist 
of the future—like Wells’s time traveler—return to 1926, would he 
and Oliver be able to communicate, or would their contemporary 
patois and argot render them as aliens to one another?

Such abstract thoughts vanished as Oliver saw a headline on the 
facing page of the newspaper the man in front of him in the line was 
reading. His heart chilled and he felt the blood drain from his face.

“Good lord,” he said.
The man turned and gave him a scathing look.
“Hey, I’m readin’ here!” he said, before holding the paper out. 

“You wanna read the news, buddy?”
“If you don’t mind, sir,” said Oliver, reaching for the paper.
The man folded the paper and wedged it under his arm. “Then 

get your own.”
“My apologies, sir,” began Oliver, remembering the warning 

Alexander had given him regarding the brusqueness of the typical 
New Yorker.

The man ignored him and Oliver tried not to jump to conclusions 
as he turned the words he had read over and over in his mind. Was 
it possible something of the horror they had faced in Arkham had 
escaped and come south, or had Henry Cartwright’s mad scheme of 
transforming healthy young men into slavering cannibals been more 
far-reaching than anyone had imagined?

Despite the evidence against his old friend, Oliver still found it 

Graham mCneill20



almost impossible to believe Henry had been so utterly insane as to 
attempt the creation of an army of ghoulish beasts. With the end 
of the monstrous affair in Arkham, Henry had fallen deep into a 
catatonic state from which no modern pharmaceutical infusion or 
technique of therapy could rouse him. Dr. Hardstrom had assured 
Oliver that Henry would receive the very best of care, but having 
dealt with the orderlies that worked at Arkham Asylum, Oliver 
wasn’t so sure, and he had vowed to find a way to bring Henry back 
from whatever abyss his madness had dragged him into.

At last the line moved onward, and the man before Oliver board-
ed a taxi. Before he closed the door, the man looked back at Oliver 
and waved his newspaper.

“Hey, buddy! Catch!”
The man threw his paper like a cycling paperboy and Oliver 

caught it only with the greatest of luck.
“Thank you,” he said, fumbling with his valise and the crumpled 

paper as another taxi pulled up behind the first.
“All’s it is is bad news anyway,” said the man.

* * *

With his valise beside him on the back seat, Oliver flipped 
through the pages of the New-York Evening Post as the taxi lurched 
and sped through the crowded streets of New York. He skimmed 
over the society pages, reports of local sports fixtures, and celebrity 
gossip until he reached the page he had glimpsed over the man’s 
shoulder. At first he thought he had imagined the words, but sure 
enough, buried amid reports on the hurricane that had hit Cuba 
recently, Oliver found what he was looking for.

The headline was particularly grotesque, but with every paper vy-
ing to outdo its competitors, that was only to be expected.

HARLEM HORROR: CANNIBAL KILLER!

Another Body Discovered in Harlem.
Victim Beaten to Death and Eaten!

Local Residents Demand Justice from Police.

BOnes Of the YOpasi 21



Oliver read the rest of the story with careful attention to detail, 
making sure he assimilated every word as opposed to skimming it. 
He read it as it was written, and then read it again, making his own 
inferences and assumptions based on what the writer of the article 
had said. Gabriel Stone had once told him that you could learn as 
much from what was missed out of an account as what was actually 
included. The story as written was simple.

A young girl had been beaten do death after leaving a Harlem 
rent party. No mention was made of drugs or alcohol, but the writer 
of the piece implied that the girl might have been ejected from the 
party for being too drunk. Alone, she had left to walk the three 
blocks to her own apartment, which she shared with her mother and 
five brothers, but had never arrived home. Delivery boys for a local 
grocery store had found her the next day inside a dumpster, her body 
pummeled black and blue with enough force to break every bone in 
her skull and those of her forearms.

Worse, the story gleefully imparted, portions of her fingers 
had been bitten down to the bone and stripped of flesh. Whereas 
the police were quick to blame rats and stray dogs, the writer of 
the story showed no such discretion and speculated about what 
manner of monster could eat the flesh of another human being. 
Oliver knew full well what manner of creature could do such a 
thing, but they had all perished in the fire that had consumed the 
frat house.

The idea that such a creature could travel so far south with-
out detection was clearly ludicrous, but Oliver couldn’t suppress a 
shiver as he imagined the poor girl’s terror at facing so diabolical 
an attacker. The police were at a loss to find the killer, who had 
apparently struck several times before in different parts of Harlem, 
and many local Justice Committees had organized protests outside 
City Hall.

Though Oliver was certain the events in Harlem were uncon-
nected with the bloodshed in Arkham, it was a sobering reminder 
that the horrors of this world were not confined to his adoptive 
home. Alexander’s books had opened Oliver’s eyes to a stark new 
reality, one in which the comfortingly mundane veil of the world 
was stripped aside and the true darkness of the universe could be 
glimpsed. In his quieter moments, as the noonday sun shone down 
on the pleasing vista of a green field or park, Oliver found comfort 
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in knowing that the greater mass of humanity suspected nothing 
of such things, for what manner of species could live with such 
awful knowledge.

The poet John Keats had once accused scientists of destroy-
ing the poetry of nature with their desire to “unweave the rain-
bow,” and until recently Oliver had always found that sentiment 
infuriating. Perhaps there were some things that should be left 
unexplored by science, but Oliver knew that scientists and phi-
losophers would never stop seeking to expand the frontiers of 
knowledge and understanding.

Men were driven to explore, and as each of the scientific disci-
plines pushed further and further in unravelling the secrets of the 
world, it would only be a matter of time until something too awful 
to contemplate was discovered.

Pushing such gloomy thoughts from his mind, Oliver watched 
the city streets speed past as the cab driver swerved and jinked to 
avoid horse-drawn carts or pedestrians who seemed heedless of auto-
mobiles on the cobbled streets. Three times Oliver gripped the back 
of the driver’s seat in panic as they roared around a corner at speed 
or swerved to avoid another car. Horns blared and profanities that 
would have made an Innsmouth fishwife blush were yelled from car 
to car. Strangely, it seemed as though this was the norm, and none of 
the drivers appeared to take any real offense at the barrage of famil-
ial, gynecological, or scatological insults.

“Crazy,” said Oliver as the cab pulled up to the curb and the 
driver twisted around in his seat. The man, a heavy-set fellow with 
European features tapped the meter.

“You pay two dollar,” said the driver, and Oliver reached into 
his coat for his wallet. A mounting sense of irritation gripped him 
as he checked every pocket in his coat and trousers, but came up 
empty. The wallet, which had been in the inside left pocket of his 
coat when he had disembarked from the train, was now missing. 
Oliver thought back to his arrival in New York. Had young Wendy 
Adams relieved him of his wallet, or had the burly Irishman with the 
bootleg whiskey lifted it when they had bumped into one another? 
He supposed it didn’t matter, but the fact of the matter was that he 
had no money with which to pay the cab driver.

“Ah, I’m terribly sorry, but I think I’ve had my wallet stolen,” 
said Oliver.
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“You pay two dollar,” repeated the driver, and Oliver had a feeling 
that fares and street names were the extent of the man’s grasp of Eng-
lish. Oliver looked out of the window to see where Morley’s address 
had taken him, and immediately saw a tenement building with the 
correct number across the sidewalk.

“My friend’s house is just there,” said Oliver, indicating the front 
door to the tenement block. “If you don’t mind waiting, I’ll fetch 
him. I’m sure he’ll lend me the cash to pay your fare.”

Oliver reached for the door handle, but stopped when the man 
lifted a baseball bat from the front seat. The man nodded at Oliver’s 
valise and said, “Go get friend, but leave case.”

“Leave my case?”
“Make sure you come back.”
Oliver was loath to leave the valise unattended. He had nothing 

of conventional value within, simply a fresh shirt, some undergar-
ments, and a copy of Journey to the Center of the Earth. But the 
other books he had brought, those taken from Miskatonic Univer-
sity’s Orne library, were of a different stripe altogether. Such books 
were of incalculable worth and would be incredibly dangerous in 
the wrong hands.

Nestled beside his Verne lay Celaeno Fragments, a book question-
ably translated as Nameless Cults, and Laban Shrewsbury’s book on 
the cults of the slumbering Old One whose name Oliver would not 
willingly speak aloud. It had taken Oliver and Alexander’s combined 
charm to compel Daisy Walker to release the books from Armit-
age’s restricted collection. As he had signed the loan slip for Celaeno 
Fragments, Oliver had seen the book had been signed out numerous 
times by Daisy herself, and fervently hoped her interest was purely 
academic. Nothing good could come of close acquaintance with 
such damnable writings, and Oliver had charged Alexander to keep 
an eye on the pretty librarian for any signs that she was delving too 
deeply into forbidden lore.

“Isn’t there something else I could leave?” asked Oliver.
A creak of a callused palm against hickory convinced Oliver that 

negotiating would be a fruitless exercise. Reluctantly, he released the 
handle of his valise, but before he could exit the cab, a man’s face ap-
peared at the window, energized with manic vitality and alive with 
febrile ticks. The man’s eyes were intense and the ghosts of past hor-
rors and ongoing nightmares haunted his expression.
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He reached inside the cab and took hold of the valise.
“You’re not actually thinking of leaving that case, are you?” asked 

Morley Dean.
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