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They worshipped, so they said, the Great Old Ones who lived ages before there were any men, and who came to the young world out of the sky. Those Old Ones were gone now, inside the earth and under the sea; but their dead bodies had told their secrets in dreams to the first men, who formed a cult which had never died. This was that cult, and the prisoners said it had always existed and always would exist, hidden in distant wastes and dark places all over the world until the time when the great priest Cthulhu, from his dark house in the mighty city of R’lyeh under the waters, should rise and bring the earth again beneath his sway. Some day he would call, when the stars were ready, and the secret cult would always be waiting to liberate him.

—H. P. Lovecraft
“The Call of Cthulhu” (1926)






The Story So Far . . .

Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.

(In his house at R’lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.)

GROWING UP WITHOUT A father, young Howard Phillips Lovecraft learns from Ward Kindred, his enigmatic new tutor, not only the secrets of his strange heritage but also what the future might hold . . .

Years later, following the FBI’s raid on the ichthyic denizens of the Massachusetts seaport of Innsmouth, gruff bureau Director J. Edgar Hoover discovers that Lovecraft, now an impoverished pulp author, has fictionalized those events and others from his dreams. As a result, Hoover forms a secret organization known as the Human Protection League to combat these otherworldly threats, and appoints Special Agent Nathan Brady to head up this new group, which reports directly to him.

Although Lovecraft’s unexpected death prevents him from joining the League, Brady begins to recruit the brightest and most talented agents available, including the oddly deformed Randolph Carter, who is in charge of the Dream Division.

Over the years, the dedicated members of the HPL battle supernatural threats all across the world and even from out beyond the stars and, in time, this group of unusual secret agents comes to be colloquially known as “The Lovecraft Squad.”

But now the Armies of the Night are rising. Such clandestine cults as the Olde Fellowes and the Esoteric Order of Dagon, who worship a group of eldritch deities called the Great Old Ones, are harnessing occult powers to open the doorways to the Dreamscape and other dimensions beyond space and time. Something big is coming—something that is already sowing the seeds of madness and chaos into the psyche of the world—and only the agents of the Human Protection League stand between this rising tide of evil and the enslavement and eventual destruction of the human race itself . . .






PROLOGUE

The Black Ship

Far out at sea was a retreating sail

White as hard years of ancient winds could bleach

But evil with some portent beyond speech

So that I did not wave my hand or hail.

—“The Port” by H. P. Lovecraft

Some papers and notes collected by the late George Vilier, Consulting Professor of Ontography, Miskatonic University, Massachusetts.

“MAGOTIE HEADED” WAS HOW Anthony à Wood described his friend John Aubrey (1626–1697), and with some justification; all the same, we owe him a great deal. Aubrey was a collector of esoteric learning, and his Brief Lives is a treasure house of anecdotal detail about figures from the 16th and 17th centuries. He hardly published anything in his lifetime, and at his death in 1697 Aubrey’s papers were found to be in a fantastic state of confusion—hence “magotie headed,” I suppose. Manuscripts of his are still being rediscovered, and I was the lucky—or unlucky?—discoverer of one such cache.

In 1957, the National Trust took over an ancient 16th-century manor house called Old Pierce Hall in the English county of Morsetshire. Aubrey had inherited the Hall in the 1650s and lived there for a while before he was forced to sell it, being no man of business and constantly short of money.

It was bought by Aubrey’s brother-in-law, one Trismegistus Moreby, in whose family the house remained until the Moreby line apparently died out sometime after the last war, since when the property was maintained by a private management company. However, by that time, the place was in a state of near-ruin—there were great holes in the roof, it was overrun with rats, and a thick layer of dust carpeted most of the rooms.

The last Moreby inhabitant had been a recluse of strange and unpleasant habits, and when the National Trust was unexpectedly offered the Hall in lieu of unpaid taxes, they were at first reluctant to take it on. Various experts were summoned to look at furniture, fabrics, pictures, and so on, to see if the place was worth rescuing. I was called in to examine the documents and papers, which were gathered in boxes in a “muniment room.” My academic specialization is in personal manuscript records (diaries, letters, and the like) from the 17th and 18th centuries.

The papers were mostly routine stuff that you find in nearly all old country houses—account ledgers, legal documents, game books, letters, interesting enough in their way; but the contents of one box made my time at Old Pierce Hall worthwhile, or memorable at least. The box itself is rather a handsome thing: Wooden, studded with round-headed brass nails, and covered in what had once been scarlet velvet, now faded to a sort of mildewed greenish pink. On the top of the box had been pasted a vellum label on which in sepia ink, faded almost to illegibility, was inscribed the words:


Olde Fellowes

I had no idea what this could possibly mean, but I was excited because I thought I recognized on that label the strange, crabbed hand of John Aubrey himself.

The box was locked, with the key nowhere to be found, and it took some time to get the Trust’s permission to force it open by means of a chisel and a hacksaw. I, and my assistant, Helen—a girl from the United States, and the brightest of my graduate research students—took some trouble in our efforts to break open the box without damaging it too much.

When we eventually succeeded, we found it filled with documents neatly tied with ribbon into packages. They were written in a number of hands, one of which was Aubrey’s, and it was his handwriting that inscribed a sheet of paper on top of all the others. It read:


Concerning the Olde Fellowes, their wayes, darke customes and origins:—some remarkes and testimonies, together with a narrative of the Black Ship.

Johannes Aubrey, anno 1696.

And then a verse quatrain:

Lette no one read that doth not knowe,

And those who knowe, lette them be ware

For shadowed Feare doth stalke in woe

And meets you sudden on the staire.



I had no idea what this might mean. Helen gazed at the inscription and then shook her head.

“Well,” she said with a show of cheeriness. “Sooner you than me. I’ll leave you to it.” And she did. It was odd, because I had put Helen down as one of life’s enthusiasts, but not this time. Is it some kind of retrospective imagination which makes me recall that, as she left the muniment room, a sudden breath of damp, cold air invaded it?

The neat packaging of the manuscripts was misleading. It took me some time before I was able to make any sense of them, and now I am not at all sure that I should have done.

It begins with a packet of notes which seem to be a supplement to Aubrey’s life of Dr. John Dee, the famous Elizabethan occultist and astrologer to Queen Elizabeth I. It consists of a detailed record of a conversation in the 1650s with an old lady called Goodwife Faldo, who knew Dee in his last years in Mortlake. As Aubrey’s spelling is erratic and Faldo’s narration, though comprehensive, is rambling and repetitive, I will summarize, quoting directly where necessary.
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By 1608, Dee’s glory days were long over and he was living in an impoverished state, at his house in Mortlake, then a village outside London on the south bank of the River Thames. He was just about subsisting by drawing up horoscopes for money, and occasionally accepting handouts from rich aristocratic friends. His young wife, Jane, had died of the plague two years previously and Dee himself, now aged eighty, was not long for this world.

The one thing that remained to him was his great library, consisting of some seven hundred volumes, many of them in manuscript, an extraordinary number for those days. But, with creditors pressing, even that was under threat. Goodwife Faldo, who kept house for him after a fashion, would often see him slip out of the building at night with several books under his arm, only to return much later without them. She could not think what he was doing, but later it was discovered that he had buried them in a field next to his home.

Faldo, being a shrewd and observant woman, though illiterate, noticed that there were certain volumes that Dee kept close by him, and he would often move them from room to room in his house, “as if they were his verie companiouns.” There was one in particular—“about the size of the greate churche Bible at Mortlak and all bounde in black with a claspe and a lock on it”—from which he was inseparable. It was such a weight that she would often offer to carry it for him, but he would never allow her to do so.

One night in October, a great storm blew up and battered Dee’s house at Mortlake. Goodwife Faldo insisted on laying a fire in the parlor, and though Dee at first opposed it on the grounds of expense, he finally agreed. Fuel was costly, and the old man had little to money to spare. As soon as it was lit, Faldo saw Dee seat himself near the fire and stare into it, crouched and withered, but his eyes blazing with some inscrutable flame of their own.

Beside him on a stool was the great book, whose smooth binding of black leather he occasionally stroked but did not open. “For it was locked with a claspe,” said Faldo, “and he had the key to it ever about his neck upon a silver chaine.”

Suddenly there was a knocking at the door. “Such a knocking as never I heard,” said Faldo, “and never hope to againe, as Christe is my Saviour.” Before Dee had time to prevent her, Faldo had unbarred the door and let in a stranger wearing a black cloak and steepled Puritan hat, who stood wet and dripping from the rain.

He was, according to Faldo, “an exceeding tall black man” (by which I think she means dark-complexioned, not actually of African descent) “and verie gaunt withal.”

When Dee turned and saw the stranger, he seemed fearful. There then ensued a conversation which Faldo only partly heard because she was very soon dismissed from the room. The dark man gave her such a threatening look that she was glad to go, but she listened behind the door.

From this she gathered that the man had come from Edward Kelley. At this Dee expressed both astonishment and dismay. Kelley had been his one-time assistant and medium in a series of séances, during which Kelley would stare at a stone of polished black obsidian called a “scrying stone” and then announce what he heard or saw while Dee wrote it down. These were the famous “angelic conversations” later published by Meric Casaubon, though some of the words spoken were far from angelic.

Kelley and Dee moved to Prague where, after the famous wife-swapping incident (apparently encouraged by the “angels”), Dee abandoned his medium and returned to England. Kelley prospered for a while in Prague and then, apparently, died in mysterious circumstances. Accounts of his death had been vague and conflicting, but, according to the dark man, Kelley was not dead at all, but was now a powerful figure in a society calling itself the “Odd Fellowes” or the “Olde Fellowes,” Faldo could not say which. At this, her old master Dr. Dee was “much affrighted.”

The man, who introduced himself as “Master Moreby,” seemed to be demanding the return of a book from Dr. Dee, a book called “The Necropicon” according to Faldo, though she could not be sure. Apparently, while they were in Prague in the 1590s, Kelley and Dee had discovered and acquired this volume which contained “much curious and very ancient knowledge.” Kelley was now claiming it as his because it had been his “scrying” (i.e., Mediumistic clairvoyance) that had pointed Dee to where the book could be found.

Dee refused emphatically to release the volume, at which point voices were raised and the dark man began snarling “like unto a wilde beaste.” At this point Faldo felt it her duty to intervene and, grasping her “good besom” (a broom), she entered the room, upon which Master Moreby glared at the two with malignant eyes and strode out of the house.

Dr. Dee seemed utterly cowed by the meeting with Moreby. “He prayed me barre the door and permit no one in until I was sure they were no enemy.” For about a week after this encounter, Dee rarely left the house and became more secretive than ever.

Then there came a night when Faldo had to be away to tend to a sick relative in the village. Dee had begged her to stay, but Faldo insisted. She told him that if he barred and locked all the windows he could come to no harm. Reluctantly, Dee let her go.

When she returned the next morning she found the door still barred, but her knocking would not rouse the doctor. Then she saw that one of the windows at the front had been smashed in. Being at the time an active young woman, Faldo climbed in through the shattered casement. The house was in disarray. She found Dee lying on the floor of the parlor incapable of moving, but still alive and moaning slightly.

When she had got him into a chair and made him a posset, Dee was able to tell her what had happened. Thieves had broken in during the night and had terrorized Dee. They had not stolen much, but what they had taken had greatly distressed him. They had taken, said Faldo, “his black polish’d stone for scrying and ‘the booke,’ and when I asked what booke he would not say, but asked for pen and paper and on it he wrote a worde which I, being unlettered, could not tell, but I have the paper still.”

Then, writes Aubrey, this good old woman did fetch the paper and did give it me and on it was written but one word which I here sett down:




NEKRONOMIKON

But yet I cannot tell what this may signifye, yet others who come after might.

Dee went on to tell that the thieves had set on him brutally, and threatened him. He showed her the scars on his neck where the key on the silver chain had been brutally wrenched from his ancient body. After that, Faldo told Aubrey, Dee had entered into a decline and died “of a seizure” a few months later.

“He spoke but once thereafter of that night,” said Faldo, “and that was to say that if they had but let him to finish the translation of the booke, he would have died content, but it was not to be. And woe be to them, sayd hee, who look into the book without understanding, for they would see forms and portents which they cannot containe and which will bring destructioun.”

Aubrey writes that: On hearing this most marvellous relation from Goodwife Faldo, I took much paines to discover who were these “olde fellowes” and what this Nekronomikon was, for I had heard tell of these “olde fellowes” from another source. [His own family connection with the Morebys?] And though I found little concerning the latter, yet what I found of the former, is here contained. Yet let them be ware who read.

The other relevant documents come mainly from two sources: The journal of one Martha Edwards and the log of Captain Reynolds, Master of the ship Speedwell, which was intended to accompany the Mayflower on its voyage to the New World. How Aubrey acquired these records is a mystery I have yet to uncover. Again, I will paraphrase and summarize somewhat.
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In the cold upper room of a house in the Dutch city of Leiden, on an evening in July 1620, the curtains are drawn. One candle lights the scene. The emaciated figure of Hopewell Edwards lies in bed, while his wife, Martha, and daughter, Mercy, look on. Hopewell stretches out a hand to Martha. It is like a skeleton, with a thin covering of pale skin and veins.

“You must go,” he says. “Your passage is paid for. There is nothing for you here, and I am not long for this world.”

“I cannot leave you.”

“You must. It is the Promised Land. I am sick unto death and cannot join you, but I shall be with you in spirit. Promise me you will go.”

Martha did so and made her oath, at her husband’s urging, on the Bible. A few days later she and Mercy took their berth on the Speedwell, which left the port of Delfshaven on July 22nd. Her account of the voyage to Southampton and then on to Plymouth in the company of fellow Pilgrims is perfunctory, but she makes one remark: “My fellow voyagers did ask why I went alone with my daughter. I told them that my husband was lately deceased, and it was he who had enjoined me to seek out a new life in the Promised Land, if he did not live, for he was sick unto death. But methinks few did believe me, wherefore I was contemned most unjustly by these good people.”

When the ship reached Plymouth, most of the families aboard the Speedwell transferred to the Mayflower, a larger ship and more suited to the voyage across the Atlantic. It was made clear to Martha that she and her daughter would not be welcome aboard the Mayflower, “on account of some malicious and wagging tongues which sayd that I had deserted my husband, or even that I had made away with him by some wicked device, and nothing could persuade them to the contrary. Wherefore I did despaire and thought to return to Leiden with my daughter, but for the sacred promise I gave to my husband on his deathbed. But Captain Reynolds, the master of the Speedwell, took pity on me and sayd that his vessell was to followe the Mayflower, taking aboard more company, and that I might stay aboard and fulfil my vow. He sayd, moreover, that though his vessell was smaller than Mayflower, yet it was handier and a well-found craft and might yet touch the shores of the New World before the greater ship.

“With this I was mightily consoled, but I asked him who might be my companions on this voyage, for the far greater part of my fellow colonists from Leiden were gone into the Mayflower. To which Master Reynolds replyed that he did not know, but was assured of a goodly company.”

This account is confirmed by Captain Reynolds’s briefer account in the ship’s log. However, his version is more circumstantial about later events. On September 4th, 1620, two days before Mayflower set sail for the New World after two aborted attempts to begin the voyage, Speedwell was at anchor alongside it in Plymouth harbor. Reynolds was in the aft cabin at six in the evening when the ship’s boy announced the arrival of a man on board carrying documents from the ship’s sponsor. Reynolds writes:


I commanded him to be brought to me, and when he came in to my quarters I beheld a dark man so tall that he stooped beneath the roof beams of the cabin. This indignity seemed to put him in an ill-humour, so I requested him to be seated and to tell me his business. When he had sat, he told me that he was now the true holder of this vessell and showed me letters patent establishing this title. At this I was much dismayed, for I had not been informed of such a change, but he paid no heed to my distress, saying that I must bustle about and prepare with all speed for our voyage to the New World. When I asked him who was to be the passengers on this voyage, for now all but two of those who had come from Leiden were gone into Mayflower, he sayd he would attend to that, and he asked to see those two that remained aboard.



Martha’s narrative now takes up the story:


Having little money to pay for an inn at Plymouth, my daughter Mercy and I had remained aboard, and shifted as best we might in the ’tween decks. It was a most noisome and damp situation, even in port, and the old beams did creak. Moreover we were much plagued with rats who contrived to come aboard in harbour. I had arranged our effects and some curtains so that we had some solace of privacy. At that time no one was aboard but us and some sailors, coarse, idle fellows to my eyes, and much given to strong drink and bawdry.

But two days after our coming into harbour and at about ten in the forenoon, there was some commotion, and Captain Reynolds did come down to the ’tween decks accompanied by a man, a certain Master Moreby. He was of middling age and very tall and thin. Though soberly dressed with all neatness, I and my daughter Mercy thought him most ill-favoured. He spoke to us insolently, as if we had no right to be there. I showed him my documents, which ensured my passage to the New World, either in Speedwell or Mayflower. But he sayd he had bought the vessell at auction, and he was the Master of Speedwell now and I had no rights. Yet, sayd he, with a strange kind of a smile which I did not like, he would suffer me to remain, and he assured me that there would be company for me on the voyage. When I asked him the nature of that company, whether like myself and Mercy, they were Pilgrims in quest of the Promised Land, he smiled again but made no answer.



Over the next two days the ship was fitted out for its long voyage. Speedwell had been a leaky vessel, and Moreby had ordered its sides to be painted with pitch, “So that,” remarked Captain Reynolds, “the ship became very black in its outward aspect, and some sayd they would not know it to be in very truth the Speedwell, but called it ‘The Black Ship.’” Martha complained much of the smell while this procedure was going forward, but even more of the company that was coming aboard to take up residence with them in the ’tween decks.

She wrote: They seem a most ill-assorted and ungodly crowd, for when I asked them if there was a Pastor or Elder among them who might conduct prayers or read to us from Holy Scripture, they did look upon us with amazement. Then one, a toothless old crone who went by the name of Mother Demdyke, let out such a cackle of hideous mirth, I thought the very Devill Himself had come to mock us in our travail. Finally, on September 8th, Moreby came aboard and they slipped out of Plymouth on the tide the following morning.

The first few weeks of the voyage would appear to be relatively uneventful, but one can gather that the journey was not an easy or a comfortable one from the start, even in relatively fine weather. In spite of its coating of pitch, the Speedwell was still very leaky and conditions on the ’tween decks were (as they had been on Mayflower) extremely damp and uncomfortable. Martha and her daughter, Mercy, kept themselves aloof from the other passengers, whom they did not like. There was in their attitude no doubt a certain element of puritan self-righteousness, but one can also sympathize when Martha writes:


They were forever restless and unquiet, and did utter strange cries or chaunts at all hours of day and night. Oft times they did seem to talk in a strange tongue that I knew not of, and I heard certain words repeated which filled me with great uncertainty and dread, such as “Ctholhoo fertagen” [sic] and other such strange locutions. When I did ask them what language it was they spoke, they did say naught; but one, Mother Demdyke, did say it was the tongue of the “Olde Ones.” Then several of the others did look upon her very sharply at this and she spoke no more.

Though we subsisted on the ship’s food and drink as we were entitled—and very ill it was—we had brought some supplies of our own for the journey, such as some barrels of dried fruit and pease, which one night we offered to share with the other passengers, but they did refuse, eying us with much suspicion.

That same evening as we were preparing to settle to our sleep, behind the curtain we had erected, of a sudden the curtains parted and we beheld a face grinning at us. It was only one of the boys—a strange lad of a familie called Curwen, as we discovered—but so filthy and malignant was his aspect that we were much affrighted. He drew the curtains round him so that we saw naught but his head, which continued to grin and leer until my Mercy took her besom and knocked him o’er the mazzard with it.

This is to be a most black and lonely voyage in the midst of this ungodly rabble, but we put our trust in the Lord that by His Good Grace, we shall make landfall and find rest and companionship once more in His Saints.



Four weeks into the voyage, the Speedwell was hit by storms. Martha’s account becomes scanty and all but illegible at times because of the rolling of the ship. One can gather, however, that conditions were peculiarly horrible. The Speedwell, a smaller ship even than Mayflower, was thrown about like a leaf on the waves, and the ’tween decks where Martha and Mercy spent most of their time was often swilling and slippery with sea water which had come in through a thousand tiny leaks in the ship’s sides. Martha and Mercy often took a hand at the pumps to prevent the ship from sinking altogether.

Captain Reynolds’s log during this period is terse: Heavy seas . . . The seamen discontented and anxious to make landfall . . . We are short of victuals and are like to starve if relief does not come soon.

Then comes a more detailed series of entries, and it appears as if Reynolds is beginning to use his log more as a confessional than a record:


October 3rd. High seas and contrary winds continue. Moreby comes to me and commands that I turn south. I reply that it would take us out of our way, and that our provisions and drinking water will last us but a few days longer, so that we cannot alter course on pain of starvation and sickness. But Master Moreby tells me that this is his ship by right, and I must obey. Besides, he says, by turning south I must escape the tempest. I ask him how he knows this, for assuredly I do not, and I have been at sea many years longer than he, and he tells me that he knows and it is written in the stars, and he commands me to turn south. I must perforce obey, but all is not well about my heart.

There have been murmurings from my men about some of the guests he has aboard, for they are very ill-favoured and speak often in strange tongues. But I must endure all this.

October 4th. We had been travelling south for nigh on twenty hours, Master Moreby ever at my side when I am at the wheel, the weather never abating. Then, at about eleven in the forenoon, suddenly all is calm. The wind is hushed, the billows abate as if by some miracle, and a light mist descends. Barely a breeze stirs our sails, and yet we seem to be borne forward as if by a current. Moreby instructs me minutely where I must turn my ship. I ask him where we are—for I know not—and if we shall see land soon, but he says only that I must follow his instruction precisely, for he has guidance from the stars. I take this to be mere whim wham, for we have seen little of the stars for many days, but I may not reason with him. On each occasion that I raise some complaint or objection, he gives me such a look that I dare not venture further.

He carries about him a great old book, about the size of a church Bible, which he consults most reverently and studiously, and yet methinks it is no Holy Book, for once, when I chanced to see into it, I beheld the image of a most blasphemous shape, a demon most like, with a heavy head and a most venemous hair and beard, like to a Medusa I have seen in an old carving, all serpents and writhing coils. And when Master Moreby espyed that I had seen it, he did shutt the book and commanded me on pain of Death never to look into his book againe.

October 5th. The mist clears a little, the sea staying calm and almost glassy, when shortly after two in the afternoon, Bates, one of my seamen, spies land from the crow’s nest in the main mast. Master Moreby takes out a length of leather like a staff and puts it to his eye in the direction to which Bates pointed. I, greatly wondering, asked him what this signifyed, and he passed me the object and bade me look through it. At first I could make nothing of it, then I saw. This must be the new spying glass of which I heard tell in Holland last summer.

It was land of a sort that I saw, and, I guessed, an island, yet a very strange land indeed the like of which I had never yet beheld. It stood up out of the sea in great rocks and pillars of a green stone, yet with scarce any vegetation upon it, and all at angles as if shaped by a giant, or Cyclops. It mounted in steps and causeways up to a great summit, level at the top yet with one black stone upon it. It seemed to me—fanciful though it may sound—that I beheld not so much an island as the topmost excrescences of some great palace or monument, much of which must be sunk in the depths of the sea. The sight of it filled me with much amazement and terrour, but Moreby told me to steer towards it. There, he sayd, we would find sweet water and a safe haven in which to repair our battered vessell. I could scarce gainsay him for we were sorely in need of both, yet I had great misgivings.

I asked him if there might not be savage men and beasts dwelling on the isle who might do us harm, but he merely gave me the spying glass againe and bade me look to discern if there was any man or beast to be seen. I looked and there was not, and yet this very emptiness giveth me cause to fear. Who made these vast rocks to stand thus? For assuredly it is no work of Nature, so exact and sharp are the angles of their turrets, spires, terraces, and cloud-mantled pinnacles. And yet no men did neither, but only some race of giant and monstrous Daemons, Anthropophagi, Cyclopes, or some fell Ogre.



It must be from about this time that the last of Martha’s account derives, though she gives no exact dates:


We are entered into calm waters, for which Christ in His mercy be thanked. Master Moreby came down to speak with the assembled company in the ’tween deck. He spoke of our being “very near our deliverance,” and sayd that we should make land shortly. Then I asked what part of the New World we were coming to and when could I meet again my brothers and sisters in Christ. But he looked upon me with a strange smile and sayd that we were not there yet, and that it was not a New World but a very ancient one indeed. That talk of New Worlds was mere foolishness, for all worlds were indeed older than God Himself, which I took to be blasphemy, but I held my tongue and restrained my daughter Mercy from crying out in righteous objection. The others in the company kept silent, but methought they understood more than I, for I heard much murmuring among them about “The Olde Ones” and of “Chtholhoo” [sic] which troubled me greatly. I am now most grievously assured that we are fallen among the Ungodly and may not escape the snares of the Evil One.

That night, my Mercy had a dream which she told me of the following morning. For she dreamed she was on a high place surrounded by the sea, and she lay upon a bed of stone open to the heavens, and above her stood a great black pillar or monument, highly polish’d and carved with many curious figures and characters. On that pillar was crouched a beast, or demon, but like no demon she had ever seen in any cut or engraving in a book; for it had no horns, but only short leathern wings and its mouth parts were a mass of serpents. For the rest she would not tell me because it had so affrighted her. And all around her were gathered those who worshipped the beast upon the stone with great cries and wailings. And she looked for me in her terror but could not find me, and then she besought Christ of His great mercy to deliver her, but the company round about laughed her prayers to scorn. And looking up she saw a light from Heaven and Jesus in his infinite pity looking down upon her from a cloud all lit up from within by the glorious rays of the sun. Yet he was very far off and could not reach her, and as she pleaded for him to descend and rescue her she woke in fear and trembling, and with such a piteous cry that those who were about us in the ’tween decks did scold us for waking them from their slumbers.

That morning, it being calm and bright, we came on deck and beheld the Island where we were to make landfall. We gazed in wonder at its strangeness, for in the milky sunlight with which it was bathed we could see that it was all made of great green rocks, sharp and cut askew as if by some giant hand.

Then I asked Master Moreby if he knew the name of this place that we were coming to, and he replyed that he knew the name, but it was one that might not be spoken in common company, for it was a very holy place. So I asked if it was some shrine or temple where the Papists in their folly worshipped the bones of the Virgin or some such vanity. Then he sayd it was not like that at all, but that we should presently see its wonders when we came ashore with him. I sayd that neither I nor my daughter Mercy would care to set foot in this heathen and ungodly place, but Master Moreby sayd there was no choice in the matter, for all must go ashore. Then was I much affrighted, but of what I know not.



Here the testament of Martha Edwards ends abruptly. For the rest we must rely on the account of Captain Reynolds in his log book:


October 6th. On this day we made landfall at the Island which has no name and is not marked on any map. We found an inlet where we could drop anchor and enjoy shelter from the winds. There was but a small beach of grey-green stones where our boats could land, and from there I saw an ancient stepped causeway which wound upwards through the rocks into the centre of the Island. I was for going ashore, but Master Moreby prevented it. He sayd that I and my crew should remain aboard to conduct repairs, but that he would lead a party ashore from among the passengers who would presently bring back to the ship casks filled with fresh water, meat, provisions, and other necessary things for the completion of our voyage. I was much amazed at this, but knew better than to raise objection, for Master Moreby hath a way of looking at one that quells all protest. Among those who went ashore were Martha and Mercy Edwards, and I thought they went with an ill-grace, but I had little reason or power to prevent them.

October 7th. The party is returned from the Island, bringing with them our barrels filled with fresh water, and other provisions, including some herbs and roots, many great crabs gathered from the shore, and two carcasses of fresh meat. When I did ask from what animal came the carcasses, they replyed that they were piggs with which the isle abounded. On my remarking that I had never seen piggs of such length and leanness, Master Moreby sayd that these creatures were native to the Island and nowhere else to be found. Then I and all my men came ashore and made a fire on the beach, where we roasted the piggs on spits and made merry, for it was a long time since we had been able to feast with such abundance. The meat was very good and, especially that from the smaller of the two carcases, most tender, sweet and flavoursome.

But I noticed that Master Moreby held aloof and would eat nothing but a few pot herbs and dried fruit, and when I asked him the cause, he sayd that his needs were simple and that he made a practice at all times to live on little. Then I saw that Martha and Mercy Edwards were not of the company, and he told me that they were weary of the sea and had resolved to stay on the Island and convert the natives—if such there be—to the true religion of Christ and make it their home. But I did not altogether believe him, though I sayd naught, and was very troubled in my conscience at it.

October 7th (later). This day I thought we might set sail, but Master Moreby came to me and sayd there was one thing most necessary to be done, and for this he required the strength and skills of myself and my men. He told me that at the top of the Island was a black stone which he wished to be removed and placed in the ship to take to the Americas. He sayd that it required the strength and skill of my men to transport this object by means of ropes and other devices. I protested most strongly that neither I nor my men were contracted to service the random desires of anyone aboard and that, besides, I knew not if my vessell would sustain the weight of such an object. Then Moreby stared at me and sayd that any disobedience to his commands would go very ill with me. He sayd, moreover, that if it were known widely that my men and I had tasted of forbidden flesh, I should suffer the hatred of all the world. Angrily I asked him what he meant, but he, remaining silent, eyed me as before, and I knew, to my everlasting shame, what he meant. I therefore gave instructions to my men, who were much astonished by my commands, but made no murmur of complaint. And so, with six of my crew, a quantity of rope, and other necessary accoutrement, I stepped ashore once again, accompanied by Master Moreby and a few of the more able-bodied passengers.

I had had occasion to remark the strangeness of the Island, even on slight acquaintance; now, on venturing further in, I was struck most forcibly by the alien and unnatural quality of its features. The rocks of which it was chiefly composed were of a greenish hue, but not from moss or vegetation, but like the verdant marbles, so highly prized by the men of Italy. Yet I have never seen such stone in such abundance before, and it seemed to have been shaped by cunning hands. We followed a path of smooth flat stones, like the pavement of some great palace or temple, which led ever upwards between great clefts in the rock.

I noted but few plants growing there, and saw no creatures, not even so much as a sea bird, but nevertheless the isle was full of voices. Strange cries echoed among the surrounding stones, and yet not like the voice of any man or beast that I have heard before. It filled me and my men with a great dread, so that I asked Master Moreby what they might be. He replyed that they were not the cries of man or beast but were caused by the exhalation of air through holes and clefts in the rock, and that these exhalations came from very deep caverns beneath the Island. I could scarce credit his observation, but held my peace.

As we wound upwards, I began to see many curious signs and figures carved into the surrounding rocks. Again, in wonderment, I asked Moreby what these might be, and he told me that these were marks left by a very ancient people, but would not say aught further.

At length we arrived at the summit of the isle, where upon a kind of platform of stone stood a black rock, smooth and polish’d, carved into a conical pillar with its topmost part level and with many strange devices inscribed upon it. Upon the topmost part of this black stone was a carven figure which struck me with much confusion and terror, for it was very like the image that I had glanced in Master Moreby’s great book. It was crouched upon a seat of alabaster, though it was composed of smooth stone of a dark green like the deep shade of a cypress tree. Its eyes were made of milk-white moon stones, and all manner of writhing serpents flowed from its hideous visage as if they were limbs. The skill and art of the limner had truly been put to the service of Hell itself on making that image.

Master Moreby commanded that this monstrous object be taken down from its pinnacle and transported most reverently to the ship. My men professed the greatest reluctance to have anything to do with the removal of this Hellish and Heathen idol, but Moreby was insistent and I promised goodly measures of strong drink to those who would aid us in this endeavour. My men obeyed, but with a very ill grace.

As the idol (as I may call it) was being taken down from its exalted post, I heard many murmurs and strange cries among those on our passage who had come up with us to this place. One of them, known to all as Mother Demdyke, a most pestilential ancient, lifted up her skirts and began to dance, cackling and keening as she did so. Few fouler spectacles have I ever beheld than that toothless crone capering on the summit of such a barren and accursed isle, but her other companions paid no heed.

The idol was lowered into a kind of wooden chariot our carpenter had devised for transporting it to the ship. When this was done, we must perforce handle the black stone itself and this, being heavier and greater in size than the idol, excited more complaint, yet we succeeded. One thing I noted as it was being removed was that, at its base, the stones round about it were darkened by a reddish substance, as it might be blood. I remarked on this to Master Moreby, but he told me in a very sharp voice to attend to my appointed task.

And so the thing was done, and those two stones were safely stowed aboard, but with much ado so that when it was done it was dawn of October 8th. At once Moreby commanded me to set a course, and gave me instructions as to which. I had no choice but to submit to his demands.

October 8th. As the sun rose over the Island, we left our anchorage. It was a bright day with a fair wind and, as we came out into the open sea, I heard again those sounds that the Island gave out, like unto a mournful hollowing from its depths.

Then a most strange and astounding event happened. We were about a league from the Island when I looked back upon it and it appeared to me to be smaller than was just. I kept my eye upon it and saw that the whole Island was sinking beneath the waves. The beach where we had feasted but one day previous was gone completely under the waves, but this was no mere tide, for the isle was sinking fast. The sea began to close over cliffs and crags whither but yesterday we had climbed with much labour. As the land sank a mist was borne upwards, like a steam from the clefts in the rocks, and it was coloured grey and green. Presently, we could see only the topmost spire of that mysterious congery of rocks; then with a final exhalation of green smoke and what sounded like a melancholy sigh, the whole sank beneath the waves, which bubbled a while and then were still. All that was left of it was a wreath of greenish fog which hung, like some foul garland, above the place where the Island had been, before it was dissolved by the winds.

So astonished was I at this spectacle that for a full hour I could not speak, and issued commands to my men by gesture only. Yet I dared not ask Master Moreby what manner of place it was we had visited. I read once in an old book that there be certain mouths of Hell on this Earth such as at Hecla in Iceland, where the ghosts of dead men are familiarly seen, and sometimes talk with the living, and where lamentable screeches and howlings are continually heard, which strike a terror to the auditors; moreover, fiery chariots are commonly seen to bring in the souls of men in the likeness of crows, and devills ordinarily go in and out. This I truly believe was such a place. Yet, more like, it was not a mouth of Hell, but Hell itself that we had visited.

October 20th. I am once more aboard the Speedwell and must depart for England on the next tide. We made land but three days after we had left the Island, our progress being free and swift, as if by a miracle. We dropped anchor some sixty miles south west of Cape Cod to which we were destined in Narragansett Bay. I was for sailing for Cape Cod to join the Mayflower, but Master Moreby prevented it, saying we had a safe anchorage above Rhode Island.

It would appear that he knows the land, for after we had spent our first night in terra firma on Rhode Island, Master Moreby directed all those aboard that they should go across to make a settlement on the Providence River and sayd he would instruct them where to go. Moreover, he required myself and a party of my men to go with them, carrying the black stone into the country of the Pokanokets.

I did protest most strenuously at this, saying I was not contracted for such a task, but he overbore me, for he had complete mastery over the people he had brought with him on the voyage and they outnumbered us, though they were a foul and filthy congregation of persons.

Keeping the Providence River to our left, we moved upstream through dense woodland, my men carrying the black stone and Master Moreby’s people the fearful idol of the strange Island in a cabinet which my carpenter, Bates, had made. At every moment I expected that the savages of those lands should set upon us, so that our men carried swords and muskets in addition to the stone monolith. Presently, we came to a clearing. Moreby pointed through the trees to a hill-top and declared that this was where the black stone was to be laid. My men, exhausted, set down their burden, upon which Master Moreby most peremptorily commanded the men to take it up again, for, sayd he, ’twas but a short league to the summit. I told Master Moreby that we must rest and he turned upon me, his eyes ablaze with anger, when from the trees came men, such as I had never seen before. They were naked, savage, and painted all over with patterns and devices all in red and black, and their faces were marked with black and white to look like the skulls of the dead. These were the Pokanokets of whom I had heard tell. All but one, who seemed their king or commander, carried bows and arrows, and he, the king, wore a great cloak of feathers and carried a staff whose head was the head of a fish. His name, as I discovered, was Massakoit, a man with a fearful reputation. We prepared to defend ourselves, though we had little hope among so many.

Striding forward, this Massakoit spake harsh words in his barbarous tongue, and his men made ready with their bows so as to kill us all. But Moreby seemed undaunted. He made a sign to Old Demdyke who, with others of her brood, uncovered the cabinet and brought out the idol. This they held aloft, uttering strange and hideous cries like to those of the Savage King.

All at once Massakoit drew back in amazement, and all his men put down their weapons and abased themselves before the idol which was an object of reverence and fear to them. And they seemed to call it “Koothoolu” or some such, in their barbarous tongue. Then King Massakoit also abased himself, and Master Moreby spake to him in his own language.

By nightfall, the Pokanokets had carried the black stone to the hill-top and set the idol upon it. Moreover, they had supplied all our folk with tents and bedding (of a sort) and plentiful supplies of food, so that that night, by the light of many fires, we feasted.

As these celebrations were concluding, Master Moreby came to me. He told me that my task here was completed and that I and my men might return to my ship, unless I wanted to join him in his venture in the New World. “For,” sayd he, “from all you have seen and tasted, you are become, perforce, one of my Olde Fellowes.”

I asked Moreby what were these “Olde Fellowes” of which he spake, and why were they so-called, to which he replyed that they were thus named for they were fellowes of the Olde Ones, and were their servants and ministers here on Earth, taking great powers thereby. Then I asked who were these “Olde Ones,” and he answered that they were Great Beings who came from the Starrie Vault of Heaven. To which I sayd that assuredly these Olde Ones were nothing but Demons and Boggarts, enemies of Almighty God, and I would have none of them. At this Master Moreby looked at me with much fury and amazement, but he spake not a word, and presently he went away into his tent. Some time later he came to ask me what I and my men intended to do. I told him that I intended, once I was assured of my just recompense, to make sail with all speed for England.

Moreby then gave me a package of parchment, sealed with a great seal on which was the image of that accursed idol that they carried about. He instructed me that I was to deliver this budget to his cousin, Trismegistus Moreby, at his house near Bartonstone in the county of Morsetshire, and there I would receive full reward and remuneration for all that I and my men had done. But I sayd that this should not be, for I was to be payd in gold on completion of the voyage to the Americas. At this Moreby smiled and sayd that silver and gold had he none, but that what he had he gave me. He sayd that all my needs would be satisfied once I had delivered the parchment, which I was on no account to open, for it was sealed with a most mighty seal.

Seeing that his people outnumbered mine and there was no help for it, I agreed with much reluctance, and the following morning I and my men left the encampment of these “Olde Fellowes.” But at our parting, Master Moreby stood before me, and, making a strange sign with his left hand, spake these words:

“May the Olde Ones go with you.”

To which I, in my great distemper, replyed: “A fart of my arse for your Old Ones!”

Then I and my men departed and saw him no more. We followed our path down the Providence River and reached the ship in two days, and have furnished ourselves as far as we can with fresh water and provision for the voyage home.

October 21st. We set sail on the morning tide for England. Winds are favourable, and we are like to make a rapid crossing.

October 25th. Our voyage continues fair. This morning I found I could not contain my curiosity further. I went to my cabin and, by heating my poignard in a candle flame and putting it under the seal, endeavoured to open Master Moreby’s parchment package without breaking the sayd seal. In this I partly succeeded. When I opened up the parchment a thin fragment of linen fell out, so light that it caught the breeze, for my cabin window was open. It seemed to have some strange writing on it, and I sought to seize hold of it, but it flew out of the window and was lost in the waves beyond.

The documents within the parcel were written either in some cypher or a strange and barbarous tongue, and there were many signs and sigils upon them which I did not know. One paper only was written in plain English and read as followes:

My Deare Cousin,

The bearer of this budget is one Captain Reynolds, a most pernicious knave, a shit breeches, and a filthy fellowe. See to it that he doth not leave your house alive.

In Nomine Veterum Magnorum
[in the name of the Great Old Ones]

Your most humble and obdt kinsman

T. Moreby, esq.

This put me in so great a rage that my men feared for my sanity. I tore or burned all documents that were in the budget and cast them over the side. The last of these to sink was the parchment on which was set the great seal in red wax. It settled on the water and seemed for a while to grow, sending out great sprays or tendrils of red from its centre so that it incarnadined the foam on which it rested before being enfolded by the billows.

It was a sight which filled all those who saw it with great amazement and terror.

October 26th. Contrary winds. A strange fogg.



After that, the log book of Captain Reynolds contains nothing but vague scratches and random, meaningless words. Only one last coherent sentence comes at the end of this document:


What hope have we? We are lost.



Attached to the log and the manuscript of Martha Edwards is a scrap of parchment on which the following has been written:


Memorandum for Amos Motherby, Secretary to their Lordships of the Admiralty by Jas Hooke, Captain of His Majesty’s Ship, Centaur, December 20th 1620.

At about eleven of the forenoon on December 14th in this Year of Grace 1620, we were sailing in an Easterly direction some ten miles SSW of the Isles of Scilly when we saw a black vessell about fifty feet in length, lying low in the water and seemingly adrift, its sails all flindered and awry. Coming within hailing distance, we bade the ship declare herself, but there being no replye, we came alongside her to board said vessell, which proved to be the Speedwell, last seen leaving Plymouth for the Americas some four months since.

We boarded her to find the decks strewn with dead or dying men. These latter, being only three in number, we tried most earnestly to revive, but received little for our pains but outlandish babblings. They appeared, insofar as their feeble bodies could permit them to shew, to be in a state of mortall terror. Of what, I could not tell for sure, but they spoke of great monsters from the deep, of vanishing islands, and other such foolishness. Surely hunger and thirst had robbed them of their wits, for there was no sign of provision, nor any drop to drink.

The ship itself was very low in the water, its hull leaking most grievously, and like to sink upon the instant. Nonetheless, I ventured below to enter the Captain’s cabin in the stern of the ship. There I found Captain Reynolds (as I later discovered his name to be) hanging from the central beam of the cabin, having most impiously taken his own life. I guessed that he had been dead some time, for the stink from his corpse was prodigious. Upon his table were some charts and documents, in addition to the ship’s log, which I took up before leaving that awful place of Death.

I judged that the vessell was beyond redemption, so having removed those left alive, we fired our cannon into the side of the Black Ship (as I may call it), whereupon it sank rapidly beneath the waves. The three still living whom we had taken aboard the Centaur and tended with much care, notwithstanding our ministrations, all perished before we had made landfall.

I beg your Lordships of the Admiralty to receive the documents herewith appended and to judge for yourselves—for I have not read them—what manner of fate befell the Speedwell. Or you may dispose of these documents in whatever manner pleases your Lordships.

Jas Hooke, esq.



[image: images]

The papers contained in this file are strictly confidential and have been deposited in the League’s “Restricted Access” section of the Library. They form part of the collection the late George Vilier, Consulting Professor of Ontography, which he bequeathed to the Miskatonic University on certain strict conditions. He died on the December 10th, 1959, in mysterious circumstances. The words “Olde Fellowes” are inscribed on the cover of this file, which I have not read or opened. It will be noted that shortly before his death, Professor Vilier had some dealings, not altogether cordial, with a group of men and women claiming to be members of the “Olde Fellowes.” This file is not to be opened or studied except by express permission of the Chief Librarian, in consultation with the bureau Director. Under no circumstances may they be handled by any person or persons without prior authorization. Any breach of this directive will be subject to the maximum penalties under the law.

—Helen Peaslee, PhD

Chief Librarian

Human Protection League

Washington, D.C.
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