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Nathan Montague Porter’s Journal 


Tuesday 16 August 1938
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Much has happened since I attempted the ritual, not least the sensation that something is watching me at night. I really should write things down more regularly. 

Last week I paid a visit to the bookshop in St James’s, hoping to find something that might help me banish whatever I glimpsed in the mirror that night. I still can’t describe it - it was only a fragment of a reflection, a distortion, something misshapen and fleeting in the tinted glass. Yet I did see something, and I think it saw me, too. Twice I awoke in the night convinced there was something in the room with me, but I could see nothing in the darkness except the shifting shadows playing tricks on my eyes. Then it was every night after that, and I covered over every reflective surface but still got that terrible sensation of being stared at, inspected, as if I have drawn the attention of someone - or something - observing me through a microscope. It was getting so bad I was seriously contemplating going to church. However: my trip to St James’s bore fruit, and I did find another rite that was helpful. I believe I have a handle on the situation now. 

While I was there, the proprietor told me about a ‘gentleman customer’ of his who has expressed curiosity about ‘who else’ is interested in copies of certain rare texts. The bookseller is a tight-lipped and secretive sort, which made his comment all the more surprising. He seemed to look at me shrewdly as he said it, and, I fancy, there was some calculation in his eyes. He reminds me of a mole, short and round with grasping paws of hands hardly suited to the careful handling of rare tomes. 

I am not given to paranoia, but something about the way he said it, and the circumstances - so soon after I’ve come into money, and via such tragic means, makes me uneasy. What is his interest in such books? How might I discover his identity? I had misgivings about passing on my card, especially given the nature of the books we seem to be vying over... But I had to know. I thought I was the only person in London sufficiently advanced in such arcane matters to know these books even exist, and the idea of someone else engaged in similar studies intrigued me.

I asked the seller to pass on my card, and waited to see what would happen. 

Well, two days ago I had a telephone call, and today, the bookseller’s ‘gentleman customer’ came to see me! His name is Sir John Douglas Sauvant, although he insists upon Sir Jack, and he is a baronet or lord of some sort, with a modest ancestral pile on the Sussex coast. The house is more a small manor than stately home, and is called Fairwood. I was invited to go down on Saturday - but I’m getting ahead of myself. 

Sir Jack is a striking man, imposing, even, and well dressed. I imagine he is a great favourite with the ladies, and my first thought was of my dear Adora. I made up my mind she should never be left alone with this rogue - he has a way of smiling I do not trust - and I recalled her death with a strange pang of relief. (The inquest’s verdict came back as ‘Accidental’ or ‘Death by Misadventure’ in the end, I forget which... Thank goodness.) 

Sir Jack asked me outright how I could afford such tomes as the ones I had pipped him to the post for. He kept his hands behind his back, inspecting the leather bindings in a hawkish way, and I feared he might snatch them up and disappear with them into the aether. 

“I have savings,” I said, although obviously I don’t any more, but it’s really none of his business. When Adora discovered I had spent more on books than our wedding would have cost, we had the most almighty row. I regret frightening her but I had to make her see sense. She tried to hold out over making her will, too, when her elderly aunt took a tumble down some stairs. As Adora was the only person who could stand the old bat, she was the sole beneficiary aside from some animal sanctuary in Devon, and accidents are so frequent these days. Luckily I wore her down over this too, or I would not have such a vast sum coming to me now. (I say ‘luckily’, but not, of course, for poor Adora.) 

I could tell Sir Jack was unimpressed and somewhat surprised to find me in such a modest apartment, but when I receive my inheritance I will find somewhere better. He mainly wanted to see my books, but he also seemed to be fishing for my reasons behind the collection. We talked about John Dee at length, and our conversation naturally turned to summoning angels and Dee’s De Heptarchia Mystica. 

“But what if Dee’s rituals did not summon angels?” asked Sir Jack with a crooked smile, sending a chill down my back. ”I mean - what if they were not angels?”

I was unsure how much to reveal of the strange worlds I have glimpsed beyond the Veil. Could he know something? Is he being watched too? 

“Do you believe summoning them is possible?” I asked, attempting to sound him out. “Have you attempted it yourself?” 

Sir Jack’s smile twisted up his whole face in a ghastly way. I noticed then something unwholesome and unhealthy about him, a certain pallor to his face and taint to the whites of his eyes, that I hadn’t noticed before. 

“I lack the capability.” 

“I’m not quite sure what you mean,” I said. “Dee was a scientist, or engaged in what the Elizabethans considered science - he was concerned with repeatable experiments. Surely anyone can follow the instructions.”

Sir Jack gave a queer snort and shook his head, but he didn’t elaborate and began talking about the cost of living in London, how he wanted to return to the country, and a number of other trivialities, as if asking about Dee was only so much small talk, one collector to another. I wasn’t certain of how to proceed, but before he left he gave me his card in return and along with it, an invitation to his Sussex manor on Saturday. Well, of course I accepted, and set about looking up the trains after he had gone. 
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Yesterday found me on the train to a quaint seaside town, its station only thirty years old or so but looking much older. The iron railings were corroded and blistered, as though no one had given them a lick of paint since the death of Queen Victoria, never mind King Edward. The town may have had a heyday when seaside retreats were all the rage, but from the little I saw, I’d say it had not seen prosperity for some considerable time. 

I was met at the station by an older gentleman, about Sir Jack’s height although stockier, but otherwise somewhat nondescript in appearance and temperament, who introduced himself as Sam Danson. 
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