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SYNOPSIS




“The Descendant” is a fragmentary tale about an aging, haunted man named Lord Northam who lives in London and shuns the past. A young scholar befriends him and learns that Northam’s family has ancient, terrible secrets linked to primal, prehuman horrors beneath their ancestral estate. Though incomplete, the story hints at cosmic dread and forbidden knowledge that drives Northam to madness.
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NOTICE




This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.




Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.
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In London there is

a man who screams when the church bells ring. He lives all alone with his streaked

cat in Gray’s Inn, and people call him harmlessly mad. His room is filled with books

of the tamest and most puerile kind, and hour after hour he tries to lose himself

in their feeble pages. All he seeks from life is not to think. For some reason thought

is very horrible to him, and anything which stirs the imagination he flees as a

plague. He is very thin and gray and wrinkled, but there are those who declare he

is not nearly so old as he looks. Fear has its grisly claws upon him, and a sound

will make him start with staring eyes and sweat-beaded forehead. Friends and companions

he shuns, for he wishes to answer no questions. Those who once knew him as scholar

and aesthete say it is very pitiful to see him now. He dropped them all years ago,

and no one feels sure whether he left the country or merely sank from sight in some

hidden byway. It is a decade now since he moved into Gray’s Inn, and of where he

had been he would say nothing till the night young Williams bought the Necronomicon.
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