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  For Mandy,

  who gave me the time and encouragement to do this,

  and deserves more credit than I can possibly say.


  


  “Who amongst us carries the seed to transcend the mundane? Which of us has the potential to transform into something wondrous or terrible? What price to learn the mysterious forces that change men into gods and monsters?”


  —Robert Harrison Blake


  Prologue


  That I was arrested on four counts of murder is well known. That I was responsible for the deaths of four men, I have confessed to the authorities. So I am sure that it came as a shock to many when on the advice of my doctors, the district attorney chose not to press charges, satisfied revoking my license to practice medicine. Some say that the Commonwealth of Massachusetts has suffered enough of late, the city of Arkham, indeed the whole of the Miskatonic Valley is tired of tragedy and scandal. The federal government has cast a long dark shadow over Innsmouth, and a strange catastrophe has plunged the Dunwich area into a horror unmatched in our history.


  I am grateful for such events, for they served to draw the faculty and students of the university away, leaving the grounds nearly empty. Had the campus not been all but deserted, the malignancy that had festered amongst the citizenry of Arkham might never have been contained. Even now if the events of that night were publicly known, the residents of this city would likely rise up to form a mob intent on slaughtering fully a tenth of their neighbors, and I would likely be the first victim. I know this because while the terror came to light in October of 1929, it began long before then. I was there in 1905 when it was born, and it is I who have nurtured and directed its cancerous growth for the last two and a half decades!


  Chapter 1.


  THE ARKHAM TERROR


  For the record, my name is Stuart Asa Hartwell. I reside and work at Number Twenty-Nine Crane Street. The expansive three-story house with its basement and sub-basement has served the Hartwell family as both home and storefront for generations, though not always in a medical capacity. My father, like my grandfather and his father before him, were butchers and it was through his hard work that I was able to attend nearby Miskatonic University from which I obtained a degree in medicine and became a doctor. Given the heinous acts of which I am accused, it is perhaps better that my parents were lost in the summer of 1905, victims of the madness and typhoid fever that had enveloped Arkham. Shortly before that dreaded year my sister married a man named Kramer and moved to Boston. I have not heard from her or her family in more than fifteen years. Once again, perhaps it is better this way.


  My involvement with the creeping horror would begin in that dread summer when even the lowliest of medical students were pressed into public service. The typhoid fever that had come to the city had grown to such an epidemic that both physicians and morticians were overwhelmed. The practice of embalming was forgone and services for the deceased were held en masse. In some cases, a single oversized grave and a hastily erected stone were the only niceties that could be mustered to mark the passing of entire families. Miskatonic University itself had shut its doors. Every member of the medical faculty was in service battling the plague, while non-medical faculty and staff were likewise pressed into carrying out the most menial but necessary tasks. It was not uncommon to see freshly graduated medical students or even nurses directing seasoned professors of literature in the fine sciences of sterilizing medical instruments or changing linens. It is my understanding that in a precedent-setting coup, the entirety of the Miskatonic’s science faculty commandeered the kitchen facilities of the student cafeteria and through the careful rationing of stores and application of modern manufacturing was able to supply not only the university but both the staff and patients of St. Mary’s Hospital for more than a month on a supply that was estimated to meet the needs of less than two weeks. Of all the acts of sacrifice that occurred during those sick days, those of Dr. Allan Halsey, the dean of medicine, were particularly distinquished. A skilled physician, Halsey walked where others feared to tread, taking on cases that appeared hopeless or that had overwhelmed lesser men. Driven to near physical and mental exhaustion, Dr. Halsey recruited me apparently at random, to serve as his driver and assistant. For the whole of July and the beginning of August the two of us crisscrossed the city to treat victims of all stations from the lowest of dockworkers to the daughter of the mayor. Dr. Halsey refused no one, and no act, whether administering injections or cleaning bed pans, was beneath him. That summer I am proud to say I learned much about being a doctor, and I am even prouder to have learned it from Dr. Halsey.


  It was on the twelfth of August that Halsey, complaining of exhaustion and a migraine, promptly collapsed into the passenger seat of our commandeered Pierce Arrow automobile. We had spent the last sixteen hours administering to the thirty or so occupants of a rundown tenement on the south side of town, so the fact that he quickly fell into a deep sleep was to be expected. At his home on Derby Street, I could not rouse him from his slumber, and was forced to carry him from the Arrow to his bed. After a brief repast of water and bread, I took up my usual position on the couch in the parlor and quickly fell into a dreamless state of exhausted sleep. It was only the next morning, when I found Dr. Halsey unmoved from the position in which I had left him, that my concern was raised. Unresponsive to my verbal or physical attempts to rouse him, I quickly discovered his breath to be shallow and his heart rate dangerously low. I sent his houseboy, a young lad named Soames, to fetch help, but Doctor Waldron could do nothing but confirm my own diagnosis. Dr. Halsey had suffered a cerebral hemorrhage, apparently brought on from the stress of the last several weeks. He lay silent and immobile for the whole of the day, and in the wee hours of the fourteenth his body succumbed to the injury and the great Dr. Allan Halsey passed away.


  A funeral service was hastily assembled for the next morning and the entirety of the medical school faculty and remaining students attended. Flower wreaths and other tributes were sent by a number of Arkham’s elite as well as by the city administration. Following the service, the body was allowed to rest within the receiving vault, while the attendees tromped morosely through the streets to the Commercial House and held an impromptu wake that lasted through the afternoon and well into the evening. It was a somber, respectful affair punctuated by bouts of drunken melancholy that served only to drive our mood deeper into depression.


  Most vociferous was the newly graduated Herbert West. Over the last two years, as the young West carried out the final phase of his education, years in which the student determines his own course of independent study, research and specialization, he and Halsey had clashed vehemently. West had become an adherent of certain theories, gleaned from the writings of certain European researchers, most notably Gruber and Muñoz, but not widely credited beyond a small circle of eccentrics. Halsey had attempted to counsel West on the futility of such radical theories, and when such warnings went unheeded, had banned West from carrying out experiments involving the administration of various reagents into the bodies of recently deceased animals. At the time West had called Halsey overly sentimental, but the entire campus understood that Halsey was by no means an anti-vivisectionist, but had prohibited West’s experiments on the grounds that his voracious use of subjects as outlined in his experimental design would have quickly devoured the entirety of available subjects, leaving none for use by other students.


  West was a charismatic figure and had attracted a small cohort of similarly minded researchers including the weak-willed Daniel Cain, the flamboyant and adventurous Canadian Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, and the diminutive Geoffrey Darrow, who despite his tendency to spend his days sketching anatomical details revealed during autopsies, was considered by many to be one of school’s most eligible bachelors, being the sole heir to the prestigious Darrow Chemical Company. Also present were Paul Rigas, Henryk Savaard, Richard Cardigan and Maurice Xavier. Like West, this band of miscreants had all come into conflict with Halsey or with Arthur Hillstrom, the president of the Miskatonic Valley Medical Society, but in a series of magnanimous gestures, all proposed toasts to the good doctor, and none denigrated his good name. Even West took time to praise the man, though in the same breath he espoused a course of action which hinted at blasphemy and spawned a low and uneasy murmur throughout the room. It was then that I and my sometimes companion Chester Armwright, finding the atmosphere of the room suddenly unsavory, bade our farewells and departed for the evening. Given events to come, our departure was perhaps the most prudent of actions.


  The next morning I slept in, the last several days having apparently taken their toll on me, and it was only the smell of my mother’s hash brown casserole that stirred my weary mind and body into action. Over breakfast my father and I listened as the radio announcer reported on two tragic events that had transpired in the night. The first detailed a gruesome discovery. Sometime after midnight the watchman of Christchurch Cemetery had been viciously assaulted and dismembered; a trail of blood led from the body to the gate of the receiving vault where it formed a small pool. A fainter trail led away from the tomb and into the woods where neither man nor dog could follow it. Police had questioned the proprietor of a traveling circus currently in Bolton, but all of the exhibits were quickly accounted for.


  The second news report, while not as ominous, struck closer to home. At approximately three in the morning, the police had been summoned to a disturbance at a Water Street boarding house. After forcing a door, the police discovered Herbert West and Daniel Cain unconscious, the victims of a brutal attack from an unidentified stranger that the two claimed to have met in a downtown bar. After an hour, the stranger had suddenly turned violent and began pummeling, clawing and biting his two hosts before vandalizing the contents of the room. While West and Cain had sustained minor injuries, the police wondered how their assailant had fared after leaping from the second-story window to the lawn below.


  This then was the beginning of the horror that would come to eclipse that of the typhoid plague. For while neither the police or the newsmen had drawn the connection, it was obvious to me that the stranger that had so brutally assaulted my colleagues was the same person that had so mercilessly slaughtered the cemetery night watchman. That night the streets of Arkham were filled with a preternatural howling, and something monstrous leapt from rooftop to rooftop shattering windows and breaking down doors. That night the beast invaded eight houses, butchering fourteen, and gnawing at the already deceased bodies of three plague victims. Those who had seen the killer, those who had lived, swore that while the thing stood on two legs it was not a man but some sort of hairless and malformed simian with sickly pale flesh and blazing red eyes.


  The human mind can tolerate only so many traumas, and the creature that actively hunted through the streets of our fair city had overshadowed the massive but equally passive horrors of the typhoid plague. And so they were pushed aside, ignored, forgotten to make way for this new terror. In the light of day the able-bodied men of the city made plans. A net of volunteer telephone stations were established throughout the city and search parties were organized, armed, and in the evening deployed. Each search party was comprised of a single police officer and four men from the neighborhood in which they were stationed. Thus the searchers were not unfamiliar with the streets that they were patrolling, and I as one of those searchers was not far from my family home.


  I remember that night. I remember the hot dry breeze rolling down the streets carrying with it the stench of humanity, and the stink of death. It was low tide and even in the college district I could smell the river. Insects, mostly mosquitoes, gnats and moths with the occasional beetle, were thick that night. They swarmed about the street lights, at windows, and around our heads like clouds of dust, drifting purposefully into our ears, our noses and our eyes. The howling that had filled the night before was gone, replaced by a thin drone that worked its way into my teeth, through my jaw and finally drilling down to the deep recesses of my brain. As time progressed the denizens of the night revealed themselves: a pack of thin feral dogs marched down the street as if it belonged to them; cats, black cats, fat cats, thin cats, calico and tortoiseshells that stalked unseen prey in front yards and along the sidewalks; and then came the rats, lean grey things that skittered and skulked along the curbs and sewers, seemingly unapologetic as they rummaged through the refuse that had accumulated there. Watching these creatures go through their nightly routines, wandering amongst our streets, our yards, and between our homes, made me wonder how much more went unseen in the streets at night, and how much of it impacted our lives during the day. Given time and effort, how much of the plague could be traced to the actions of these unseen and ignored residents of Arkham?


  The alarm was raised just before midnight. Something large had scratched incessantly at the second-story windows of a house just a block from our patrol, methodically testing each of the windows, sending the residents of the home to seek shelter in the fruit cellar. The windows had been shuttered and so the beast had not only been deterred but had remained unseen as well, but it had whined in frustration, and slate had tumbled to the street below as the thing dashed across the roof.


  By the time I and my fellow hunters arrived, the thing had moved on, but it had not traveled far, for we could hear the faint distant sound of wood splintering and a woman screaming. We ran down the street in the general direction of the disturbance. While my companions paused to gain a sense of direction, I sped on, fully cognizant of where we should be going. The screaming, which I recognized, and which drove me to new heights of frenzy, grew pitched and then suddenly ceased. Reaching the house which was the source of such terrified vocalizations, I cleared the front porch in a single leap and dashed through what remained of the shattered door and frame. Those brave men who followed me stumbled in the dark, tripped up by the furniture and lost in the dark inner rooms of the house. I had no such problems and weaved my way through with practiced grace.


  It was in the kitchen that the final tableau was to play out. The gaslight sputtered, giving me only brief glimpses of the scene. On the floor, an older man, the owner of the house, lay in a bloody pulp. His head lolled horribly to one side, and though any semblance of life had long left that body, arterial blood still sprayed rhythmically from the place in which his left arm, the hand of which still held a large cleaver, had been ripped from its socket.


  I screamed in outraged denial and was greeted by the sudden movement of another shape in the room, which as the lamp flickered back on was revealed as two figures, one clasped by the other. That the woman was dead was not in doubt, for she was held so tightly about her neck that if she had not died from asphyxiation, she surely had died from trauma to her spine or those fragile arteries that supply blood to the brain. The claws that clamped about her tender throat were pale monstrous things with broken nails caked with blood and filth. As I watched, the face of the beast rose up from behind the dead woman. There was a horrid ripping sound and the woman’s head fell forward as the monster’s own head jerked backwards, tendrils of bloody flesh and chunks of bone clenched between its teeth. It saw me then and I saw it for what it truly was. It dropped that poor woman, casting her aside as one would casually dispose of an apple core, and crouched back. It leapt through the air and I fired my revolver, hitting it squarely in the chest, all the time screaming and cursing the name of the man who had so obviously unleashed this monstrosity.


  Though it took a bullet to the chest, the beast, the Arkham Terror, did not die that night. In truth I think it may not be capable of death, nor can it ever be truly alive, not as we know it. It was not until the next day, when nurses and guards at the asylum hosed the thing down, that they learned what I already knew, though they have tried to keep it a secret. Some, the bolder of our city officials, have called for an investigation; have gone so far to suggest a disinterment, to prove the matter once and for all. Most however are content to confine the Terror to the asylum and let the events of that summer become just another part of Arkham’s strange witch-haunted past. But I know the truth, for even in the flickering lamplight I recognized the face of the Arkham Terror; after spending so much time with its owner, how could I not? I do not blame the Terror itself; I curse Herbert West for what he did that summer, for regardless of his intentions, the results were a brutal uncontrollable beast that killed without need or mercy. It was a bestial thing that was once human which broke into my family home and killed my parents. A monster which, as it chewed hungrily on my mother’s cracked skull, I recognized as the late great Dr. Allan Halsey, reanimated by the mad and inept experiments of the deranged Dr. Herbert West!


  Chapter 2.


  A REBIRTH IN ICE


  My quest for vengeance festered like an infection, tolerable at first—the wound need only be scratched to bring relief—but as time wore on, it was inevitable that more drastic responses were required to bring comfort. It is not often that a doctor must conceal the motivations which guide his decisions on how to manage his life and career, yet that was the position I found myself in. My medical degree obtained and the plague burned out, I found myself courted by the most prestigious of hospitals throughout the country, including Boston, New York, and Philadelphia. I was even offered a partnership in a practice located in the distant and exotic locale of Key West. To the chagrin of my colleagues and mentors I eschewed all of these offers, and instead set up a small general practice in the family home, renovating what was once a butcher shop into receiving and examination rooms and even a small surgery. As I was something of an accomplished carpenter, most of the renovations were made by my own hand, and thus in a matter of weeks I was easily able to conceal the presence of both the basement and sub-basement, the existence of which was my primary reason for staying in my horror-haunted family home.


  For all public appearances, I was a simple town doctor, but in the secret chambers beneath my offices, I plotted against the man who had murdered my parents. It was true that the Arkham Terror, the plague-demon that had brought death to Arkham, was locked away in Sefton Asylum, but towards this malformed creature I felt no malice, for my vitriol was directed at the man who had created that poor beast. Though none but I had made the connection, I knew without doubt that it had been Herbert West and his companion Daniel Cain that had stolen the body of Dr. Halsey from the receiving vault of Christchurch Cemetery, and it was these two that had so shockingly murdered the night watchman who had must have disturbed them in their foul exploits. West and Cain had formed queer ideas about the nature of life, and of death, and their theories had allowed them to develop some biochemical process by which they could reanimate the recently dead. The reanimated and demented Halsey was obviously the horrid result of one of their gruesome experiments. That the two madmen had been attacked by the creature was justly deserved, for their creation had gone forth and terrorized the city, over two nights slaughtering and partially devouring sixteen innocent victims, including my own parents in the very house I called home. In the basement of my family home I plotted vengeance, maintaining a sort of covert surveillance of West and his sycophantic companion, all the while constructing a laboratory in which I could understand the process that West had invented.


  The first task I undertook was to isolate and then reproduce the process by which reanimation was achieved. I initiated my investigation by first examining samples I had ready access to, namely the blood and tissue samples I had gathered from the walls and floor of my kitchen, the remnants of my shooting of the reanimated Halsey. I had collected and stored these samples, not with any forethought, but rather in accord with the cold methodical processes used by trained medical researchers. The skills I had learned at Miskatonic University had developed into reflexes that automatically recognized the value of such samples regardless of the horror with which they were associated. Thus I had an adequate supply of samples to at least begin my studies of the strange compounds that coursed through the blood and tissues of Dr. Halsey.


  Being cautious and rationing my supply, I was able to discover that the samples all contained high concentrations of a compound that I was able to identify quite easily. Derived from a byproduct of the Leblanc process for the manufacture of alkali salts, the chemical whose name and formula I shall, for obvious reasons, not reveal, was relatively easy to synthesize. Chemical experimentation showed remarkable properties, similar to some qualities of both dimethyl sulfoxide and hemocyanin, the principal component found in the blood of mollusks and arthropods. Readily bonding, transferring and becoming saturated with oxygen, the compound revealed itself to be chemiluminescent, producing a strong blue-green glow visible even in daylight.


  It was not until early December of 1905 that I began to experiment on animals. Initially I had thought to breed and use rabbits, but while their procreation rates were sufficient, their size and dietary needs quickly eliminated them as test subjects. After much consideration I settled on the ubiquitous laboratory rat which I could breed quickly, feed kitchen waste, and if need be handle with a single hand. In the sub-basement I built separate cages for both experimental animals and breeding stock. My breeders consisted of ten females and three males, which I routinely culled and replaced with their own progeny. In this manner I made sure that my animals were as homogenous as possible.


  As I expected, my first few experiments were qualified disasters. The discovery of what dosage was required to elicit a response was a matter of trial and error. Too little reagent and there would be no reaction, or the reaction would be limited to the tissues immediately surrounding the injection site. Too much reagent and the subject would suffer uncontrollable seizures as all the nerves in the body seemed to react simultaneously. These reanimated rats were inherently violent and voracious, and refused to eat anything but live prey, and the cannibalism of live rats was carried out without pause. Strangely, these monsters would not ever attack one of their own reanimated kin, even when all other sources of sustenance were denied.


  Yet through all this hardship, through tedious nights of failure and limited success, not to mention numerous rat bites, I slowly discovered the secrets of the reagent and soon had developed a procedure by which the bodies of recently dead rats could be effectively reanimated. Moreover, I was able to incorporate certain steps that prevented the animals from turning violent. However, as these were simply animals, I had no manner in which to discern whether or not any higher functions were retained. Thus I was forced to begin studies on the social behavior of both normal and reanimated rats. In this I discovered a marked variation, for out of every twenty rats that I successfully reanimated only one seemed capable of being reabsorbed by the general population. The others would cluster together with their own kind, and eventually develop a sort of malaise. Their food and water intake would decrease and eventually cease, and they would simply expire from a combination of starvation and dehydration.


  It was on the basis of their behavior that I began to classify the various states of the rats in my basement. Those that had returned as violent uncontrollable monsters I called revenants, while those that returned but slowly lost the will to live earned the title morbids. Those rats that reanimated and successfully reintegrated into the warren, I called the risen. From all three classes I learned much. While morbids would die from starvation within weeks, revenants could linger for months before their systems would collapse. Similarly, morbids suffered from death like any normal rat, while revenants would only cease functioning if a significant portion of the brain or upper spinal column were destroyed; this however was not without complication, for on occasion the body of the monstrous little beasts would continue to function even after the head was severed from the body. Such revelations propelled my studies forward and as my knowledge grew so did my desire for revenge.


  While my skills at using the reagent grew, an ability to reproduce West’s reagent and his results was not the only course of action in my vengeful plot. At least once a week I would take the morning train for the short trip from Arkham to the nearby mill town of Bolton where West and Cain had established their practice. I would spend the day in the potter’s field that was so conveniently located next to their residence and offices. From a concealed position I would observe the comings and goings of both my quarry and their patients. When it came to securing their home and laboratory, Cain and West were careless, and often failed to lock their front door. This presented an opportunity I could not resist, and one November evening I hit upon the most brilliant of strategies. I waited for West and Cain to make their usual error and then cautiously entered through the unlocked door. I made my way to the kitchen and carefully searched through the drawers until I found a ring of spare keys. It took only moments to locate one that fit the back door, and even less time to slip it off the ring and into my pocket. Then with great care I made my way into their secret basement laboratory, where careful not to disturb anything, I proceeded to carry out several tasks. First, I took minute samples of any new versions of the reagent that West had developed; this was relatively easy as he would methodically label each minor modification with a letter, while major advancements warranted a new Roman numeral. After securing sufficient samples, I would then systematically contaminate the remainder, assuring that any results obtained from its usage would be wholly irreproducible. Finally, I would scour the contents of West’s experimental journal, learning what I could from his successes and failures.


  With the key in hand, I gained the ability to enter the home of my dreaded enemy, and to learn the most marvelous of things about him. In this way I discovered West’s weakness, for despite his genius, he had made a fatal miscalculation when he decided to forego experiments on animals to work exclusively on men. For where I could easily carry out thirty or forty experiments a week, West could only use those bodies which readily availed themselves. Thus, while West had more experience with how humans responded to the reagent, I had achieved greater success with my rats; West had only succeeded in using his reagent to create the human equivalent of my revenants, yet he had never produced a human risen, nor even the equivalent of a morbid. At this revelation my mind snapped, all pretense of caution was cast aside as my head whipped back and my cackling laughter filled the air. As I made my way through the woods towards Bolton I continued to chuckle and my laughter only grew louder as I walked down the long road toward Arkham.


  In February of 1906 I came to the realization that I had learned all I could from the rats. I resigned myself to the fact that if I were to continue my march towards vengeance, my experiments needed to progress from animals to men. It was a realization that shook me to the core, for it bore with it the implication that I must become involved in an event that would serendipitously bring a recently deceased body into my possession, or manufacture some such event. Thankfully, I was spared the need to engineer any macabre accidents, for I soon found myself surrounded by the dead and the dying.


  February was bitterly cold, with sleet falling from the sky in sheets for three days straight, leaving the sidewalks and roads nearly impassable, covered in thick glittering sheets of ice. Arkham came to a near standstill, with even the postal service foregoing their daily rounds. The only people foolhardy enough to brave the frigid air and the frozen landscape were those with no worries or fears. Thus the winter streets of Arkham became filled with children: children on skates, children with sleds, children building snow men and snow forts. In retrospect the accident was inevitable, for while children filled the streets, the public servants, policemen and the like had shunned the temperatures and stayed close to their warming fires. So when the municipal trucks and their loads of salt left the garage, there was no one there to tell the children. When municipal truck number seven reached the top of the hill, there was no one there to clear the children. When municipal truck number seven, driven by Virgil Potter, began to roll down the hill, there was no one to warn the children. And when municipal truck number seven began to slip on the ice, and Virgil Potter turned the wheel, municipal truck seven lurched sideways first to the left, and then to right, no one on the street below was there to hear it and alert the children. Potter swore as the front left tire clipped the sidewalk, but no one heard that either. It was only when municipal truck number seven turned on its side, tossing Virgil Potter into the street, and dumping its load of salt onto the road in a crashing wave of glittering rock, only then did anyone, meaning the children, react.


  Virgil Potter rode the wave of salt down the street screaming in fear and pain. The salt swallowed up the road in front of it like a wave on the beach. Before it children scattered like seagulls, jumping to the sidewalk or into yards and even up trees or light poles. It was young Sally Moore who they say stumbled on her scarf and then tripped, taking down with her three others, including one of my neighbors, the eldest Peaslee boy. They were swallowed by the salt, devoured, chewed and smothered by it.


  I was on the street in seconds, for I and everyone else on the block had heard the truck overturn. Moreover, there was the screaming, that high-pitched mournful sound that was coming from Virgil Potter as he clutched his severed leg in his arms. I yelled for one of the unscathed children to run to St. Mary’s for an ambulance and I saw three boys take flight like the devil himself was after them. Reaching Potter, I ripped the scarf from around his neck and tied the wool garment tight around his leg to stay the flow of blood. His screaming was unbearable and as he turned towards me to beg for help I cold-cocked him across the chin, sending him instantly into unconsciousness. It was as I began to drag Potter that I saw little Sally’s boot sticking up out of the salt. I grabbed that tiny foot with two hands and in a supreme effort pulled the tiny girl out of her pebbly tomb. Crystals caked her face and packed her nose. Clearing her mouth, I immediately determined that the young child was not breathing. Cradling the girl’s head I carefully carried her from the street and into my offices. Laying her on an exam table, I began application of the Silvester Method, alternatively lifting her arms above her head and then compressing them against the chest. Sadly, several minutes of this activity produced no results, and I collapsed in a combination of exhaustion, frustration and despair.


  As I sat there listening to the siren of the approaching ambulance, I was suddenly conscious of the opportunity that had presented itself. Rising with a jolt, I dashed down to the basement and quickly prepared a syringe of reagent, basing the dosage on an estimate of the girl’s weight. Climbing the stairs, I carried the syringe before me as if it were the fabled philosopher’s stone itself. Pulling back the girl’s hair and sweater, I adeptly inserted the needle into the base of the skull and penetrated the deeper tissue. In a second action I depressed the plunger and injected the glowing green fluid into her brain.


  I fell back into a chair and rolled backwards into the wall. Through the window I could see the events transpiring outside. The first ambulance crew was loading Virgil Potter and his severed leg into the back of their vehicle, while a second crew was busy excavating poor Sally Moore’s lost companions from the salt that was still slowly spreading down the street. Tears welled up in my eyes as I watched the rescuers drag body after small body out of the debris. Even from a distance I could see that only a handful of the other children had survived the accident, and once more I collapsed back into my chair.


  It was then that I noticed that changes had taken place in the formerly cold dead body of Sally Moore. As I watched, her eyelids snapped open and her eyes darted back and forth. I watched her pupils dilate, and then her back arched and her mouth opened, and from it issued forth a soul-shattering scream that rivaled that of Virgil Potter. She convulsed wildly, thrashing her arms and legs about and knocking me to the floor, shattering cabinets and raining glass down upon both of us. As she sat up her mouth opened wide, wider than I thought possible, and then the air was filled with acidic fluid and partially digested food as she vomited forth the contents of her stomach. The stench of bile and other bodily fluids permeated the room and I retreated backwards across the floor.


  She spun herself sideways, finding the edge of the table which she grasped firmly with both hands. Her eyes continued their frantic motions, but I somehow felt that they were no longer uncontrolled, but rather purposeful, for the look that had taken over her face was not one of madness but rather of fear and confusion. Before I could act, young Sally Moore bolted from the room and out the front door, leaving me stunned in silence. It was nearly twenty minutes before I rose up from the floor and methodically began cleaning up the shattered glass and other evidence of Sally Moore’s violent reanimation. In the middle of sweeping up, the events of the last hour suddenly caught up with me and I let loose a resounding exclamation of joyful accomplishment.


  Over the course of the next week I kept tabs on the girl, making sure I caught sight of her at least once each day. Her mother and father doted on the child as well as her two siblings, an older brother and a younger sister, and all seemed unaware of any change in their Sally. The only family member that seemed disturbed by the risen child was the family cat, which hissed incessantly at the girl. Besides this one problem I quickly came to believe that my first attempt at human reanimation had been a resounding success.


  Eight days later my joy turned to dread as a representative of the city’s police department disturbed my evening repast. Earlier that evening, the officer related, a child had gone missing; now normally the police would not involve themselves so early, but given that temperatures were expected to drop well below freezing the local constable was convinced that immediate action was required. I had not been out of the house all day, and consequently had seen no children, which I readily told the officer. He thanked me for my time and bade me a good evening. I retired shortly after that, but my sleep was restless, for endless worrying possibilities nagged at my mind. I woke with the dawn and dressed quickly, determined to check on young Sally’s welfare.


  I had not even left my own yard before all doubts were removed. The missing child sat on the sidewalk in front of my house. She must have arrived sometime after the police officer had left. She was frozen there; crystals had formed in her hair and a small icicle hung from her nose. She was obviously frozen to the ground and there was no doubt in my mind that she was dead. I had made a critical error; I had let an experiment begin and end in uncontrolled conditions, and as a consequence had leapt to a tragically incorrect conclusion. It was true that I had successfully reanimated Sally Moore, but I had no reference data with which to understand her life prior to her death; thus when I saw her with her family, I assumed that she had successfully reintegrated, that she was the human equivalent of a risen. Now I knew better, for the frozen child who sat before me was indeed Sally Moore who had returned from the dead not as a risen but as a morbid. Like all morbids, Sally had succumbed to an organic malaise, and in the end she did the only thing that made any sense to her melancholy mind. Unable to function with her family she returned to the last place that seemed to matter to her, the place where she had died. The place she now sat frozen, staring accusingly at my home and laboratory, the place where I had robbed her of that death, and dragged her back into a perverse imitation of that life.


  Chapter 3.


  A DEATH IN BOLTON


  It had been just over six months since the death of both my parents at the hands of what had once been Dr. Allan Halsey, who had been brought back to a semblance of life through the reckless actions and research of Herbert West. I swore then in those horrid days that I would wreak vengeance on West, and I spent my nights studying, experimenting, understanding and then finally even surpassing West’s research into reanimation. As West had limited his experiments to men alone, his progress had been horrendously slow, hampered in part by my own not-infrequent sabotage of his work. In contrast, I had begun my work with rats, and such experiments, so many experiments, had moved my knowledge of reanimation beyond even West’s understanding, so much so that in my first attempt to use the reagent on a human I succeeded beyond anything West could have hoped for. Sadly, the subject, a child of just eight years, fell victim to a terminal malaise that seemed a common affliction of my rodent subjects, an affliction I had not yet been able to avoid.


  As February had been bitterly cold, March was unseasonably warm, and I seized the opportunity such mild weather presented to make the trip from Arkham to Bolton to spy on West and, if possible, tamper with his laboratory and reagent. For the most part, the train trip was uneventful and the only thing worth noting was the presence on the train of a most curious individual. According to a helpful steward, the Negro was “Buck” Robinson, an amateur pugilist, and a magnificent specimen of a man, standing nearly seven feet tall and weighing in at over three hundred pounds. The train was crowded, and while many of the passengers were obviously afraid of the fighter, I held no such prejudices. When I asked if I could join him, he graciously adjusted his not inconsiderable frame to accommodate me.


  He was a congenial fellow, and he had a way of speaking that was warm and inviting. His name was James Buchanan Robinson, named by his grandfather who had been an admirer of the president who had worked so hard to balance his desire to abolish slavery and maintain his Federalist views on the Constitution. Robinson, however, was not overly fond of his namesake; he had studied law and politics at Lincoln University in Pennsylvania, and greatly disagreed with how Buchanan had administered his presidency. The current Republican administration was, he felt, much more progressive, making great strides in curbing the power of corporations, while supporting unions and workers.


  After nearly twenty minutes of conversation I suddenly smiled and let loose a little chuckle. I apologized, and explained that I was surprised that such a well-spoken and educated man would be involved in fisticuffs. Robinson nodded. In college he had run into money problems, and turned to fighting to pay the bills. After a half dozen fights, it became apparent that he had some aptitude. A promoter recruited him, dubbed him “The Harlem Smoke”—despite the fact that he was from Atlantic City—and when he was between semesters or on college breaks, he would schedule a few fights to earn some extra cash. It had been years since he had finished law school, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get out of the habit of picking up a fight every now or then. Not for the money, but for the thrill.


  I shook my head and expressed my concerns, as a doctor, over the dangers of such a risky hobby, but Robinson just laughed. It was a hearty, belly-busting laugh that was loud and infectious. “Dr. Hartwell, by my estimates I’ve had over a hundred fights, and broken a dozen bones, including my jaw and cheek. A man named Towers brought his heel down on my left foot and broke all my toes. I’ve been hurt, I won’t deny it, but look at me; I’m big, with a reach and speed other men can’t match, and a punch like a sack full of bricks. Do not misunderstand me, sir, I’m just as human as the next man, but in the ring, when I go up against another fighter, I’m damn near invincible, immortal even.”


  In Bolton, both I and Robinson disembarked the train and bade each other farewell. I trailed behind him, his massive stride quickly putting distance between the two of us. Outside Robinson was greeted by several well-dressed men who hustled him into a waiting car, while I continued by foot. Bolton is a lovely little town, and I spent the rest of the morning and early afternoon browsing several shops and having a fine lunch of fresh fish and winter vegetables. From a local delicatessen I bought a selection of meats and cheeses, and by the early evening I had secreted myself and my supplies in the woods on the far side of the cemetery across from the house where West and Cain resided and worked.


  As the night deepened, I moved from the woods through the crumbling monuments and neglected graves to my favorite vantage point beside a statue of a weeping angel. No sooner had I settled in when two burly figures walked somberly up to the house and sheepishly rapped on the front door. After a brief conversation between the occupants and the visitors, both West and Cain donned heavy coats and followed the two visitors down the road. Delighted at my good fortune, in moments I was at the back door, into the house and down the stairs to their secret laboratory.


  After liberally contaminating the most recent batch of reagent, alternatively diluting some components while increasing the concentrations of others, I casually settled in to reading and copying portions of West’s journal and notes on his experiments. Thrilled was I to discover a number of facts, most notably that West was growing increasingly frustrated with his lack of consistent progress, for he wrote extensively on the failure to be able to obtain reproducible results. Indeed, West went so far as to speculate that Cain, despite his training, might be wholly incompetent, and the failure of the reagent to produce consistent results might be wholly attributable to Cain’s inability to properly prepare the mixture. At this I chuckled, knowing full well that his failures were the result not of Cain’s incompetence, but rather a product of my own deliberate interferences.


  Furthermore, West confessed that he had lately become victim of a growing sense of preternatural dread, as if someone or something was following him, shadowing his every movement. It was, he wrote, as if a dark entity had begun plotting against him, aligning events and forces so that when the time came the strike would be swift, fatal and unstoppable. West traced such feelings back to his earliest experiments, prior to the fall of 1905, well before I began secretly hounding him. Still, I couldn’t help but wonder if the dark entity that West felt was rallying against him was not in fact my own self.


  After finishing with my amused investigation of West’s lamentations, I proceeded to copy his notes on new directions and changes to the reagent formula. While such misappropriations added little to my own knowledge, they were instructive in their own way, insuring that I would not repeat such errors. Similarly, when West had succeeded in some minor breakthrough, I was able to quickly envision how such a modification could be integrated into my own reanimation process, sometimes making vast prescient leaps beyond the current procedures either one of us were currently using. Indeed, had I not been so hell-bent for revenge, I might have considered revealing myself and collaborating with West, for such an arrangement would surely propel the progress of discovery to new rates of achievement.


  Suddenly, my acts of scientific espionage were interrupted by the most disturbing of events. Though muffled by the walls and distance, I distinctly heard the sound of footsteps tramping through the gravel walkway. I had spent too much time reveling in my success and transcribing notes. West and Cain had returned and I was still inside the house! I made for the cellar door, intent on making my way to the nearby safety of the cemetery, but as soon as I mounted the stairs, I knew it was too late. Desperate, I plunged for the darkness underneath the stairs that led to the first floor of the house. There, crouching behind a blind of crates and tarps, I observed as West and his mealy assistant Cain came down into the laboratory with yet a third man between them.


  As they came into the light I recognized the third man as the man on the train, the boxer James Buchanan Robinson. Apparently despite his assurances to the contrary, he had not been invincible. Listening to West and Cain talk, I learned that the referee was unable to maintain control of either fighter, and the unsanctioned match had degenerated into a bloody slugfest. Robinson had suffered massive head trauma from multiple blows delivered by his opponent long after he had collapsed onto the floor. Being an illegal fight, there was no doctor standing by, and Robinson had been motionless for more than an hour before West and Cain had arrived. That he was already dead was a stroke of luck for the two ghouls, and what was more, the owner of the seedy warehouse at which the fight had taken place, a man named Durden, had paid West fifty dollars to take care of the matter.


  The thing that was once James Robinson was poured onto the exam table, which given his great size he immediately overflowed. The great man’s hands fell limply, his fingertips brushing back and forth across the cold concrete floor. I had never seen West work before, never seen how he treated his patients, his subjects, and the sight of it now was a revelation. Watching the man now, watching him move, prepare syringes, sterilize instruments and prepare for his experiment, I realized something about the man I had never known before. For all his knowledge, all his skill, all his mad genius, Herbert West was a horrible doctor. He was clumsy and unorganized, his technique was laughable and his methods crude. If it had not been for the tidy and meticulous ways of his assistant, nothing would have been done properly. Daniel Cain may have been a sniveling, sycophantic toady, but he was a competent doctor and understood the rules and limits of experimental design. West may have been a genius, but it was Cain that transformed that genius into brilliance and kept it on track. My analysis, my need for vengeance that had so focused on West, suddenly seemed so wrong. West was not to blame, at least not alone, and once more I swore vengeance against Herbert West and the unassuming Daniel Cain.


  With all the skill of a butcher’s apprentice West went to work on his specimen. He and Cain were earnest in their work and watched with rapt attention for the first response from their subject, not knowing that my tampering had irrevocably destroyed any chance of Robinson reacting to their reagent. It took hours for the two to accept that Robinson was not going to respond. When they finally conceded and dragged their failure up the stairs and into the woods, I made my way cautiously up and out of the cellar. My first reaction was to flee down the road and into town, but something made me stop, and soon I was stalking through the woods watching as West and Cain buried Robinson in a shallow, leaf-covered grave.


  I cannot remember how long I sat there in the woods staring at the place where Robinson was buried, but the sun rose and the birds were singing when I finally took action. I used my hands to clear away the leaves and loose dirt to reveal the cold still form of James Robinson. In death, the blood drained from him, his face destroyed by the fight, he was terrifying, almost inhuman. Grabbing him underneath the arms, I pulled with all my might and dragged the body out of the dank earth. As the light of the sun slowly filled the forest, I knew that the instrument of my vengeance was at hand.


  From my coat pocket I pulled out the small leather kit that I carried for emergencies and removed the small, glowing vial that was secreted in the bottom. I carefully estimated my subject’s weight and then wracked my memory for the amount of contaminated reagent that West had already injected. Ultimately I filled the syringe with a volume that was as much guess work as it was science, and in a purposeful and direct act injected the dead body with my own superior reagent.


  Afterwards, I fell back and watched as Robinson’s body rapidly responded to the reagent coursing through his body. Like my previous human subject, Robinson’s mouth opened wide and his screams filled the quiet forest. His body arched backwards, driving his head and heels into the frozen ground. Suddenly he was flapping about like a fish out of water. I winced as his hands beat against the frozen earth, and I heard the distinct crack of bones breaking. Then, as suddenly as they had begun, the convulsions ceased and the giant of a man slowly rose and, although unsteady, stood upright, staggering as he walked a few cautious steps.


  I called out to him, called him by name, and he jerked his head and torso around to face me. His eyes were wild and filled with blood. Drool mixed with bile spilled uncontrollably from his mouth. His arms reached out and he lunged towards me, but only succeeded in falling pathetically to the ground. I knew then that I had failed, that my estimates of how much reagent to use in combination with the contaminated reagent had been woefully wrong. Watching what was once a man crawl about on the forest floor, I did what any man would do. I picked up a convenient branch and, raising it above my head, I prepared to put the poor thing out of its misery.


  Tragically, I acted too slowly. For suddenly we were no longer alone, and I had no choice but to flee through the woods in terror. I did not stop running until I was safely at the station and onboard the train back to Arkham. In the car I hid in the lavatory, shattered, begging forgiveness for what I had done. Once again my desire for vengeance, my lack of caution and proper care, had ended horribly. The memory was more than I could bear, and try as I might, I could not stop the scene from being replayed over and over again.


  The reanimation of James Buchanan Robinson had gone wrong, terribly wrong, and I stood above the poor man with a makeshift club ready to rectify my mistake and send him back into the oblivion he deserved. Yet as I readied the killing blow, a terrified voice broke the silence, a voice that was not Buck Robinson’s. Standing there at the edge of the clearing was a small child who couldn’t be more than five years of age. The boy was terrified and yelling, begging me not to do it, not to kill that man. He begged me, he begged me in the name of God not to kill that poor black man. I dropped the branch, and as I did the thing beneath me sprang forward, moving on all fours like a monstrous bear. The revenant, for surely that is what I had created, tore into the boy who released such a torrent of agonized vocalizations, that I clamped my hands about my ears and ran as fast as I could. I do not know what happened to the thing that had once been Robinson, but I know what happened to that little boy, for as I ran I turned back, and my last fleeting glimpse was of that giant of a man beating the bloody child with his own ersatz club; a club that was thin and pale and terminated in five delicate fingers.


  Chapter 4.


  THE SHADOW FALLS


  After my disastrous experience in Bolton, I found myself in the most desperate of states. My mind was shattered and my spirit broken. My quest for revenge had not only faltered but had led me to take risks and commit acts that had ended in the murder of an innocent child, a murder I held myself responsible for. In my rash attempts to revenge myself on Herbert West for the accidental death of my parents, I had followed in his footsteps and descended to the same depths of depravity. The irony was not lost on me. In the week immediately after the horrid day in which I reanimated the amateur pugilist James Robinson, and he tore a small child to pieces before my eyes, I shut myself away, canceling all my appointments and seeing no one.


  My only solace in those days was the evidence of my previous successes in the field of reanimation, the dozens of rats that occupied the cages hidden in my sub-basement laboratory. I had long ago slaughtered any revenants, and likewise the morbids had all since expired from their terminal malaise, leaving only untreated specimens and those rats that I called the risen, individuals that had been exposed to the reagent and showed no negative side effects. Attending to this community of normal and risen rats was the only thing that gave me any modicum of peace, and I devoted hours to the care and feeding of my charges.


  April came, and though I had once more begun seeing patients, my melancholy showed no signs of waning. Such was my state that even my neighbors had noticed and apparently decided to take action, for early one evening there came to my door Wingate Peaslee, the young son of my neighbor. My presence, he informed me, was required, and his mother had told him not to return home without me in tow. Assuming the worst, I grabbed my medical bag and quickly followed the child home. Mrs. Alice Keezar Peaslee, a lovely woman with flowing locks and a shapely figure, greeted me as I came through the kitchen door, and immediately handed me a large knife and fork. On the kitchen table was a large roasted chicken, and she kindly asked me to carve the bird. For the moment I was dumbstruck, but I quickly conceded to her request. Within a few minutes I had filled the serving plate and with the help of the three Peaslee children the table was set just as their father came through the door.


  Nathaniel Wingate Peaslee was a professor at Miskatonic University, primarily teaching economics and some business courses, of which I had been fortunate to benefit from. A decade or so my senior, his family and mine had been friendly since they first occupied the neighboring house in 1897. A serious but amiable man, Nathaniel Peaslee was a pillar of the community and was well loved by those who knew him.


  Dinner was a casual affair, with idle chatter about the children’s lessons as well as local and current events. It was only after the children had been dismissed, and Mrs. Peaslee had served coffee and then retired to the kitchen, that I learned the real reason that I had been summoned to the Peaslee home. Peaslee had learned that his personal physician, Dr. Arthur Hillstrom, was planning on retiring, and had yet to establish a successor to his practice, which consisted primarily of several dozen faculty members and their families. Similarly, Peaslee had also learned that many of his colleagues were significantly unhappy with the fees being asked by my old classmate Chester Armwright. All in all, suggested Peaslee, there were more than forty faculty members and their families that Peaslee believed he could deliver to an enterprising young doctor. That doctor, Peaslee believed, was myself.


  Slightly stunned, I had to admit that Peaslee’s proposal was intriguing, but frankly I was already serving a client base that was nearing my capacity; to take on another hundred or so patients would strain both my own sensibilities and the quality of care I could maintain. Peaslee took this in stride, and suggested that with minor changes, the addition of a second but not yet established physician, as well as a full-time nurse receptionist, for example, would result in a practice that could increase its client load, while maintaining quality. I agreed that such an arrangement could work, but that I knew of no such prospective candidates. Peaslee nodded politely, and inquired if I was free the next evening. As I was, he quickly invited me back for dinner the next night.


  That next evening, after an excellently prepared ham, Nathaniel and Alice Peaslee formally introduced me to their other dinner guests, Francis Paul Wilson and his new bride Mary, Alice’s younger sister. Francis had just finished his residency at St. Mary’s Hospital where he had met Mary, a junior ward nurse. Nathaniel proposed a trial partnership. Wilson and I would work together for the next month; if we were compatible, I would give my existing part-time assistant notice and Mary would become our receptionist and assistant. During the trial period, the two would live in the Peaslees’ carriage house apartment so both would be readily available.


  I gladly agreed to the arrangement, with but one reservation. I have always had a keen memory, and as a student in Peaslee’s class I had learned that it is a rare person indeed who does something for nothing. What, I asked, was Pr. Peaslee getting out of this arrangement? Peaslee congratulated me on my astuteness and confirmed that there was a charge for his services. In return for directing patients towards our practice, Pr. Peaslee and his wife would never be charged for any services provided by either Wilson or myself. This arrangement would extend to the three children as well, but only to the age of their majority. I quickly weighed the financial factors and, finding the arrangement mutually beneficial, I agreed to Peaslee’s terms.
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