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The “Innsmouth” Trilogy


Shadows Over Innsmouth


Weird Shadows Over Innsmouth


Weirder Shadows Over Innsmouth


The “Eldritch War” Sequence


The Lovecraft Squad: Waiting


The Lovecraft Squad: Dreaming


The Lovecraft Squad: Rising


The Lovecraft Squad: All Hallows Horror


The “Zombie Apocalypse!” Series


Zombie Apocalypse!


Zombie Apocalypse! Horror Hospital


Zombie Apocalypse! Washington Deceased


Zombie Apocalypse! Acapulcalypse Now


Zombie Apocalypse! Fightback


Zombie Apocalypse! Endgame




In the elder time chosen men had talked with the entombed Old Ones in dreams, but then something had happened. The great stone city R’lyeh, with its monoliths and sepulchres, had sunk beneath the waves; and the deep waters, full of the one primal mystery through which not even thought can pass, had cut off the spectral intercourse. But memory never died, and high-priests said that the city would rise again when the stars were right. Then came out of the earth the black spirits of earth, mouldy and shadowy, and full of dim rumors picked up in caverns beneath forgotten sea-bottoms. But of them old Castro dared not speak much. He cut himself off hurriedly, and no amount of persuasion or subtlety could elicit more in this direction. The size of the Old Ones too, he curiously declined to mention. Of the cult, he said that he thought the center lay amid the pathless deserts of Arabia, where Irem, the City of Pillars, dreams hidden and untouched. It was not allied to the European witch-cult, and was virtually unknown beyond its members. No book had ever really hinted of it, though the deathless Chinamen said that there were double meanings in the Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul Alhazred which the initiated might read as they chose, especially the much-discussed couplet:


“That is not dead which can eternal lie,
 And with strange eons even death may die.”


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




The Story So Far . . .


“Of such great powers or beings there may be conceivably a survival . . . a survival of a hugely remote period when . . . consciousness was manifested, perhaps, in shapes and forms long since withdrawn before the tide of advancing humanity . . .
forms of which poetry and legend alone have caught a flying memory and called them gods, monsters, mythical beings of all sorts and kinds . . .”


—Algernon Blackwood


SOME YEARS AFTER THE FBI’s raid on the ichthyic denizens of the Massachusetts seaport of Innsmouth in February 1928, Bureau Director J. Edgar Hoover discovered that an impoverished pulp magazine author, Howard Phillips Lovecraft, had fictionalized those events and others from his dreams. As a result of the perceived threat to national security, Hoover founded a secret organization known as the Human Protection League (colloquially known as “The Lovecraft Squad”) to combat these otherworldly threats.


Hoover is now dead, and the man he handpicked to head up the agency, Special Agent Nathan Brady, has resigned after decades of service. His daughter, Miracle, is now in charge. But the Armies of the Night are preparing for a final confrontation between the powers of Good and Evil. The HPL’s secret headquarters below the Washington Monument sustained a devastating attack that left it in ruins and revealed that the presumed long-dead Lovecraft had been kept in a secret cryogenic chamber for decades.


From its new headquarters, the League must regroup against the rising tide of supernatural threats from such clandestine cults as the Olde Fellowes and the Esoteric Order of Dagon, who worship a group of ancient deities known as the Great Old Ones. As their unholy acolytes prepare to resurrect these multidimensional gods from their imprisonment beneath the Earth and beyond the stars, the universe hovers on the brink of an Eldritch War such as it has never known before. The only thing that may stand between victory or the enslavement and eventual destruction of the human race itself is a man out of his own time—a writer, a visionary, a dreamer on the night-side . . .




PROLOGUE





The Devil in the White City


“I was born with the ‘Evil One’ standing as my sponsor beside the bed where I was ushered into the world, and he has been with me since.”


—Herman Webster Mudgett, alias “H. H. Holmes”


“AND WHAT HAVE YOU been doing with yourself, my dear Moreby? I trust it has been nothing useful or profitable?”


“Oh, murdering people, you know, Oscar. Whether that is either useful or profitable rather depends upon one’s point of view. But I must confess I am getting rather tired of it.”


“Be very careful, Moreby! For the man who is tired of murder is tired of life.”


“I rather think it is death of which I am tiring.”


“Then, my dear fellow, you are indeed in a bad way. For it is the mystery of death that makes life worth living; just as it is the mystery of life that gives death its fearful charm. Do you know, I think I have said something rather profound! It is a deplorable habit of mine—I must try to avoid it in future.”


“That should not be too hard for you, Oscar.”


“Perhaps not. But then, it is only those who embrace and acknowledge shallowness who can truly plumb the depths.”


“Just as it is only those who wear a mask who truly reveal themselves.”


“My dear Moreby, you took the very words out of my mouth.”


“Then let me restore them to it for future use!”


The two men—Oscar Wilde and Sir Thomas Moreby—were sitting next to each other on a red satin banquette in the Café Royal in London’s Piccadilly. They were surrounded by a troupe of young male acolytes, who could hardly believe their luck that they were in the presence of the two wittiest men in London. They made quite a contrast, Moreby and Wilde: both were tall men wearing faultless evening attire, but while Wilde’s features were sensual, fleshy, already beginning to show signs of corpulence, Moreby was lean and saturnine, with deep-set eyes that seemed to interrogate remorselessly.


Despite the fact that in his notorious novel The Picture of Dorian Gray he had based aspects of the satanic Lord Henry Wotton on his association with Moreby, Wilde never knew how seriously to take the man’s talk of torture and murder. He chose to regard it as a mere pose—pour épater les bourgeois—but sometimes he was dreadfully afraid there was some truth behind it. He tried to ignore his fears for the pleasure of knowing a man whose wit matched his own. It was part of Wilde’s generous nature that he never resented a rival.


“As a matter of fact,” Moreby continued, “I am about to resume gainful employment. I have been asked to go over to America as architectural consultant to the British Pavilion at the Chicago World’s Fair.”


“How very utilitarian of you, my dear Moreby. Ah! America. I went there once and had a most delightful time; that is why I shall never visit it again.”


“One should try everything at least once, except, of course, suicide.”


“But my dear Moreby, that is the only thing one should try only once. So what designs have you on the British Pavilion?”


“None, but I shall interfere as much as possible. The only way to get noticed nowadays is to make oneself thoroughly disagreeable.”


“Alas, it is the one kind of morality that the lower orders seem to understand.”


“And now, gentlemen,” said Moreby rising, “if you will excuse me, I have an urgent engagement that I am obliged punctually to miss. My dear Oscar, I would be most grateful if you could accompany me to the door. There is something particular I would like you to do for me.”


“You intrigue me, my dear Moreby.”


They passed through the doors of the Café Royal and stood under the awning on Regent Street. To one side of the grand entrance stood the usual group of young male prostitutes, or “renters,” as they were called, neatly dressed in tight-fitting tweed suits and gray or brown bowler hats.


“Now,” said Moreby pointing to one of them. “You see that tall renter over there.”


“The one with the face of a spoiled seraph and the hyacinthine locks?”


“Just so. I want you to engage him in conversation for as long as possible while I take a cab and get away.”


“But why, my dear fellow?”


“Because he has been following me nearly all afternoon.”


“Dear heaven, you know it is more conventional for the opposite to occur. But, Moreby, I am not in the mood for a renter this evening.”


“Just do this for me, Oscar, and I will forget about that twenty guineas I lent you the other night at the Albermarle.”


“I had forgotten about it already, Moreby. . . . Oh, very well. I will assist you, but as a friend, not as a debtor.”


Wilde went over to talk to the renter. The others in the group looked on enviously, as they knew Wilde to be a generous client. The young person in question, however, seemed unenthusiastic, and Wilde noticed he kept looking anxiously over in Moreby’s direction.


Moreby, meanwhile, had hailed a hansom cab.


“Take me to Brooks’s in St. James’s.”


“Only just round the corner, guv’nor.”


“Never mind that, curse you!” Moreby snarled, as the driver encouraged his horse to join the evening flow of traffic. “Just take me there and don’t argue!”


“My dear young man,” Wilde was saying to the renter. “You seem remarkably uninterested in my eloquence or my solicitude. You might at least look at me.”


For the first time the renter turned to face him with a look of fury.


“Dear God! The wrath of Apollo!” Wilde had been shocked completely out of his usual suavity of manner and spoke almost without thought. Then, studying the face of the renter, he said in a more composed voice: “You know, there is something about you that strangely reminds me of my wife.”


“So there should be, Mr. Wilde,” said the renter in a low voice, almost a whisper. “If I have done one good thing today, it would be to remind you of your wife.” And with that the renter walked off, leaving Oscar Wilde, for once in his existence, speechless.


When the cab reached the gentleman’s club in St. James’s, Moreby got out, paid the fare, and immediately hailed another hansom to take him to an address in Park Lane.


The house he arrived at was a substantial mansion, with a gated entrance and a forecourt. The front portico was flanked by two flaming gas lamps and looked more like the home of an institution than a private residence, yet there was no sign that it was anything else until you got to the front door. There, on a small but highly polished brass plate just below the knocker, was inscribed:


OLDE FELLOWES


The knocker itself was curiously shaped like the head of a creature, with long malignant eyes on either side of its bulky cranium, the lower part of which consisted of a tangled mass of fibrous tentacles. It was a fine piece of workmanship, but not altogether a pleasant one. Moreby, having paid his cab, bounded up the steps and, before he had time to knock, the door was opened to him by a tall liveried African in a powdered wig.


“I have come to see Mr. Dagonis,” Moreby announced. The black man bowed with dignity and, uttering no word, ushered him into a hall, the floor of which was flagged like a chessboard in black and white marble.


Before him was a great gilded staircase on which a number of women and men were disporting like himself in full evening dress, except that they wore masks that covered the upper part of their features. The masks were feathered and gilded in the most lavish Venetian style, all representing birds or animals of prey, and, in some instances, creatures as yet unknown to science that might have come from the depths of the sea.


Somewhere, from a nearby room, came the sound of music, not exactly the kind that one could dance to, but strange, wandering, and dreamlike. Music to drown to, one might have said.


Another liveried flunky took Moreby’s hat, cloak, stick, and gloves while the first gestured him toward a door to his right. It was of dark wood with a heavy Georgian casing, surmounted by a broken pediment. Within the pediment was a gilded cartouche on which were carved the letters O.T.D., which Moreby knew to stand for Ordo Templi Dagonis—the Order of the Temple of Dagon, sometimes known as the Esoteric Order of Dagon. The door was opened from the inside, and Moreby passed through it.


Sir Thomas Moreby was not a man who had felt fear very often in his long life, but this occasion was one of those times. He had been summoned only once before into the sanctum of the O.T.D. in London, and though the event must have been a supremely important one in his life, he could remember worryingly little about it. He knew this place to be one of the most powerful places on Earth, because he had been an adept of the Esoteric Order for many years. It was a curious paradox that the higher he rose in the Order, the less he seemed to know. There were worlds within worlds, powers within powers, perhaps universes within universes.


All these thoughts went through his mind as he passed through the door, which was immediately shut behind him. He entered a space both confined and infinite because it was utterly black. Only one object shone, and that, though it generated light, barely seemed to illuminate anything but itself. And that light? Was it white or multicolored? It was both, encompassing a spectrum of colors, some of which Moreby had never seen before and which baffled his eyes. Only the shape of the brilliant object was certain: it was a tetrahedron—a four-sided crystal.


As if compelled by an unseen force, he moved forward, toward the object, which seemed to rise up and guide his steps. Suddenly the object vanished, he passed through a curtain of darkness, and there was another bright object—this time a hexahedron, or a cube, exuding its fascinating light. Then another curtain and an octahedron, dodecahedron, and icosahedron, all dazzling in their increasing complexity.


Now he remembered that these were the five eldritch talismans of the Great Old Ones. Mere men and women of Earth called them the Five Regular Platonic Solids, but they went far back beyond Plato. These were the talismans of power used to build the temples of Cthulhu, on which blood was spilled to raise the sleeping Old Ones to majesty once more. Moreby felt exultation to be a guiding instrument of such power, but the fear never left him either.


He passed through the final black veil to enter a vast chamber, intricately fan-vaulted and carved from black basalt. On all the pendant bosses of the vaults hung the crystal solids, all pouring out their weird multicolored light, while on a polished ebony throne in the center of the chamber sat a creature whose vastness alone made Moreby shudder. He could not see it at all distinctly and was thankful for that, but some of its features could be distinguished, because, though a greenish-black, its surface was shiny and wet, gleaming in parts with some oily and iridescent fluid that took fleeting colors from the luminous crystals in the roof.


Bow! commanded the creature in his mind, and Moreby was glad to do so before he could suffer the full glare of the thing’s yellow eyes.


You have failed! said the thing. The voice that invaded his thoughts did not sound exactly mechanical, but as if it had come through lungs of iron and vocal cords of adamantine stone. It groaned like a cathedral organ and shrieked like a silver dog whistle.


Look upon me! demanded the monster, as Moreby slowly raised his eyes to gaze upon the fearsome visage of his Lord and Master.


You have failed because you did not obey our instructions to work in secret and by stealth to open the Gateways of Blood, continued the voice, reverberating within his skull. You have preened yourself with your wit. You have become a figure in that disgusting thing that humans call “society.” As a result, you have attracted the attention of the so-called “authorities.” That is why you are returning to America once more, to resume and bring forward the work you began there so very long ago, according to your pitiable sense of time.


You shall assume a new identity; you will no longer be Sir Thomas. That will be your punishment for disobeying the infinite wisdom of the Old Ones. You will learn that true power lurks in secret . . . you will learn the clandestine power of the Armies of the Night. You will be nothing and all things. Do you understand . . . ? I did not hear that. Do you understand?


“Yes.”


Your preparations have been made?


“They have. I sail on the Majestic in three days’ time.”


Then go!


Moreby stumbled out of the presence, a wretched, abject figure. No one in the outside world would have recognized him as the same person who strutted the stage of London society; whose parties at his Belgrave Square residence were a byword for exotic decadence; and who rivaled James McNeill Whistler and Oscar Wilde himself for coruscating wit and conversational brilliance.


Nevertheless, by the time he had returned to the hallway, he had regained some of his composure, if not his swagger. With considerable hauteur he commanded the liveried attendant to bring him his hat, cloak, and other accoutrements of the night. The attendant bowed and smiled, but something about the look of the man alerted Moreby to the disconcerting possibility that he knew more than he should.


“And call me a cab,” said Moreby frostily.


“There is one already waiting for you outside,” said the attendant, this time showing a brilliant set of white teeth, a knowing rather than an impudent grin.


Moreby seriously considered striking “the black fellow,” as he thought of him, with his ebony cane, but something prevented him; something like fear, or perhaps even respect.


Outside, Moreby commanded the cabbie to drive him to his Belgrave Square residence, but the man had already whipped up his horse before the order was given. Settling back into the swaying cavern of the cab, which reeked of old leather and equine sweat, Moreby pondered ruefully that in a few days’ time he might be quitting the sumptuous glories of Belgravia forever.
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The following morning, a smart young lady who, but for her perfectly correct female walking attire, bore an astonishing resemblance to Mr. Wilde’s “renter” of the night before, pulled the bell of a discreet but dignified doorway in Whitehall. Presenting her card to the uniformed attendant who had opened the door, she uttered the words: “The Honorable Mabel Chiltern to see Mr. Mycroft Holmes.”


The attendant was only away for a moment before he returned with the message that “Mr. Mycroft” would see her now. She was ushered into a large paneled office where, behind a desk, sat a large, corpulent man, faultlessly dressed, with the most penetrating pair of gray-blue eyes she had ever seen. A small neat gesture indicated a seat before the desk.


“Ah, Miss Mabel, I have already read your report. Most promptly and expeditiously delivered, if I may say so.”


“I must apologize—”


Mycroft raised his hand to stop her. “Dear Miss Mabel, there is absolutely no need to apologize for losing Moreby, regrettable though it was. It is to be expected. This tells us one thing for certain: that Moreby knows we are on his track. And Miss Mabel, your disguise as a ‘renter’ was admirable. It shows the resource and inventiveness that I have come to expect from you. Well done! As it happens, all my best agents are women or, rather I should say, ‘ladies’.”


Mabel did not quite know what to make of this last remark, but she nodded her acknowledgment.


“May I ask, sir. Who is this Sir Thomas Moreby whom you have had me trailing for the last three weeks?”


“Well, you deserve to know something, but I cannot tell you all, largely because I do not know all myself, or anything like it. Briefly, and to use the deplorably melodramatic language of my younger brother—for once correctly—Sir Thomas Moreby is perhaps the most dangerous man in London. He has been directly responsible for at least a dozen murders, and indirectly for countless more.”


“Then why has he not been apprehended?”


“Two reasons. Firstly, there is no proof, at least proof that could stand up in an English court of law. And he has powerful allies. Secondly, we are convinced that he is part of a very secret and dangerous organization about which we are desperate to know more. We have seen the hidden hand of this cabal in a dozen or so incidents in the past months, but we are still nowhere near finding out what it is.


“Moreby is our one and only lead into this group. The organization employs dozens of petty criminals, who know scarcely anything of it and are usually killed before they can reveal what little they do know. But Sir Thomas is the first prominent figure that we can be quite sure is a part of it. He is a man of great intellect and cunning, as you have witnessed, but he has one besetting sin—vanity. That is how we found him out: he has sometimes been indiscreet in company. He likes to hint at what a great man he is in his atrocious way, and that is his Achilles’ heel.


“Now, I believe that if anybody can penetrate his secret, Miss Mabel, you can. Do not blush, dear lady. You have already proven your worth, and I have great faith in you. You have nothing to occupy you in the next few weeks?”


“Only the appallingly dreary round of dances and receptions to which women of my class and upbringing are subjected.”


“You have not become attached to any particular person? Marriage is, I understand, the goal of these social rituals?”


“One day, perhaps, long hence. Not now. What had you in mind, sir?”


“We have just received information that in three days’ time Sir Thomas sails on the Majestic from Liverpool to New York. Where he goes after that, we do not know for sure, but there is a possibility it might be Chicago. We want you to take the same steamship and track him to wherever he is going.”


“But surely, a young woman traveling alone might attract attention?”


“Precisely. And that is why you will be going as the companion of one of my best and most reliable agents, Lady Markby. She is a middle-aged lady who, like you, finds the usual activities of her class unutterably sterile and tedious. Her husband, Lord Markby, perished in a very commonplace hunting accident some years ago; her children are grown up and contentedly employed in the occupations of their class—hunting, shooting, and politics—so she is at liberty to work for me in a clandestine capacity. A task that, like you, she relishes.”


“I already know Lady Markby slightly and like her.”


“Excellent! In two days’ time you meet at midday on Platform 2 of St Pancras Station. A First Class compartment has been reserved for you both.”
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The RMS Majestic was the pride of the White Star Line and had only embarked upon its maiden voyage the year before. Mabel and Lady Markby had come aboard early and then waited impatiently, taking turns to watch for Moreby’s arrival up the gangway. At last he appeared, wearing a heavy Astrakhan coat and a homburg hat, looking more like a foreign theatrical impresario than an English gentleman.


During the short six-day passage that briefly won the Majestic the coveted Blue Riband for the speediest crossing of the Atlantic, Mabel and Lady Markby kept an eye on Moreby, but he very rarely seemed to emerge from his cabin. Both they and he were in First Class and, thanks to their titles, were seated at the captain’s table, although Moreby rarely put in an appearance.


On the few occasions that he did, he was taciturn. At first neither Lady Markby nor Mabel tried to engage him in conversation, thinking it best to draw as little attention to their interest in him as possible. In fact, Lady Markby was strenuous (and successful) in conveying the impression to all whom she met of extreme aristocratic idiocy. Few even in her own circle knew that she was one of the shrewdest women in London.


Only one strange incident occurred during the voyage. It was two days before they disembarked in New York, and Sir Thomas had paid one of his rare visits to the captain’s table for dinner. He was almost civil to his fellow guests, which included the millionaire financier J. Pierpont Morgan and his wife Fanny. At one point, during the fish course, Lady Markby fixed Moreby with her lorgnette and said: “Now, tell us all, Sir Thomas, what takes you to New York?”


“Oh, pleasure, pleasure, Lady Markby. Besides, I like the city air. It is so delightfully enervating, unlike these sea breezes we have been having. I am beginning to be most disappointed with the Atlantic. Nothing but waves and sky, and not an iceberg in sight.”


“We don’t allow the icebergs,” said Morgan, “they sound far too Jewish!” And everyone laughed, or pretended to. “I agree with Sir Thomas. We old fellows much prefer the city to raw nature.” At which point a look passed between Morgan and Moreby that both Mabel and Lady Markby observed.


“My dear,” said Lady Markby in a low voice to her companion, tapping her wrist gently with the lorgnette. “I think you should follow our friend tonight. See where he goes and to whom he talks.”


“And why, Lady Markby,” said Moreby, fixing her with his most penetrating gaze, “should you be interested in my activities?”


Lady Markby did not seem alarmed but merely assumed her most idiotic manner. “Oh, I am not interested at all, my dear Sir Thomas. I was taught that one should always express polite curiosity in an English gentleman’s activities is all, especially if they are quite pointless. It is so reassuring to find out that one’s fellows are up to no good.”


Moreby stared at her sharply, then finding Lady Markby staring back at him with a look of blithe and asinine innocence, turned with a snarl of contempt to address himself to Mr. J. P. Morgan.


After dinner, Lady Markby retired while Mabel lingered discretely in the smoking room as Morgan and Moreby puffed at huge cigars and seemed in earnest conversation. It was impossible for Mabel to get near enough to overhear them, especially as she was dressed as a lady. She considered donning the male attire that she had brought with her for such a purpose, but this would mean an absence of some length.


Presently, to her relief, Moreby quitted the lounge and stepped out on deck. Following at a distance, Mabel saw him walk purposefully toward the telegraph room and disappear into it. The door to the telegraph room was open and, as she passed it, Mabel heard Moreby say: “That’s O.T.D. Yes. Send it at once. And I will be waiting on deck on the port side for a reply. I want it brought to me immediately. Do you hear?”


“Yes, Sir Thomas.”


Moreby came out of the telegraph room so briskly that Mabel had barely enough time to conceal herself behind a lifeboat. From a safer vantage-point under a companionway ladder, she observed him as he paced up and down the deck, smoking a cigar and occasionally looking around suspiciously.


Then she saw a page boy emerge from the telegraph room and come toward Moreby, who was leaning over the side, staring morosely at the waves whose phosphorescent crests were gliding past him in the dark like armies of ghosts in chaotic retreat.


The page boy called out: “Sir Thomas Moreby?”


Moreby turned sharply and beckoned to the boy to approach. The boy was holding a flimsy scrap of paper that he extended toward Moreby, who was just about to grasp the thing when a sudden gust of wind blew it out of the boy’s hand. It fluttered for a moment in the air and then was lost over the side.


“So sorry, Sir Thomas! I . . . I beg your pardon . . . !”


Moreby’s face was contorted with rage. “Curse you, you damned moronic little monkey!” Then, with a sudden swift movement, Moreby lifted up the little page boy and flung him over the side of the steamship into the Atlantic Ocean.


Mabel, from her hiding place, began to breathe hard, and her heart knocked so fast and so loudly that she was absurdly afraid Moreby might hear it over the sound of the waves. The physical symptoms of horror had attacked her, it seemed, before her conscious mind had taken in the scene. She watched as Moreby, suddenly and horribly, became calm again, and smiled, eyes shining, at the roaring waves in which the boy was forever engulfed. Then he raised his hand in a strange hieratic gesture and uttered a cry in some foreign tongue that Mabel could barely hear, let alone understand. By this time, the awfulness of what had happened was overwhelming her and she could only do one thing: she fled.


She had to talk to Lady Markby, if only to relieve herself of the burden of guilt. She knew she should tell the ship’s authorities, but what would be the use? The boy was lost forever and could not have been recovered, even dead. Besides, there was still her mission to accomplish.


Lady Markby listened to Mabel, dried her tears, and consoled her.


“It must have been horrible,” she said. “You have had a terrible shock. Now you have the measure of the man we are dealing with.”


“I would have pushed him over the side if I could have. I wish I had.”


“No, my dear. Our mission is greater than that, and it will bring about his destruction. But I think in future you should have this.”


Lady Markby went to a drawer and took out a small Colt, pearl-handled revolver.


“I bought it on my last visit to the United States when I was investigating the strange business of the Grosvenor Square explosion.”


“But won’t you need it, dear Lady Markby?”


“My dear, the Bible tells us that there are only two kinds of people, the quick and the dead, and, though not quite dead, I am no longer quick enough. Do you know how to use this?”


“Oh, yes. I was brought up in the country with three brothers, so naturally I had to become a much better shot than they were.”


“And did you?”


“I could take the pips out of an ace of clubs at fifty paces.”


“I have never approved of cards, but it would seem they have their uses after all.”
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The rest of the voyage went without incident, and the disappearance of the page boy seemed to have gone unnoticed. Certainly none of the passengers were interrogated about it.


On arrival in New York, the two women managed to ascertain that Moreby had ordered a carriage to take him directly from the Majestic to Pennsylvania Station. They concluded that he was, as rumored, making for Chicago. They followed him.


Rooms for them had been reserved at the Hotel Randolph, Chicago, but persistent searches did not reveal the whereabouts of Moreby until Lady Markby made inquiries at the British Pavilion in the already fabled White City of the World’s Columbian Exposition.


There she found Moreby had been and had made himself highly unpopular by insisting on the erection of models of the Platonic Solids at various strategic points in the Pavilion. For these instructions, he had been able to produce authorities from the Prince of Wales and Lord Salisbury, the prime minister. The reasons behind these peculiar injunctions were not known, but Lady Markby was informed that Moreby would put in his appearance at the Pavilion regularly every day at four o’clock to ensure that his instructions were being carried out.


The following day, Mabel joined the crowds that thronged the great White City on Lake Michigan throughout that sweltering August of 1892. She dressed inconspicuously, but wore a veil to shield her face from the sun and the curious gaze of Moreby.


The crowds surrounded her. She could hear expressions of enthusiasm and excitement all around her, but to Mabel, as she drifted in the heat, the White City seemed to her a menace, a place of false hopes, a cardboard utopia. The buildings appeared grandiose rather than grand, and their whiteness glared in the shivering August heat. The artificial was everywhere, the artistic scarce. Mabel tried to examine her feelings to see if they were merely snobbish and English, but she came to no real conclusion. She decided that her mission had robbed her of trivial pleasures for the time being. At least, with the crowds, she felt herself to be anonymous and unnoticeable.


The British Pavilion was no better and no worse than the other attractions, except that it was full of a kind of Englishness made unreal by its surroundings; all beer and Beefeaters. Mabel wandered listlessly until she suddenly caught sight of Moreby talking to one of the officials. He was pointing to an icosahedron, manufactured from some crystalline substance, suspended above a stand evidently selling pork pies, and was giving peremptory instructions for its removal. Mabel suddenly relaxed. She had found her quarry.


The altercation seemed to her interminable. Eventually, Moreby appeared to prevail. The attendant stumped off, no doubt to attend to the necessary alteration, whatever it was. She saw that ugly little smile of triumph on Moreby’s lips, the same that had accompanied his throwing of the page boy into the sea as, swinging his cane, he strode out of the Pavilion.


The crowds seemed to part before him, his stride was so confident and the swing of his ebony cane so decisive. Some looked behind them when he had passed and muttered to themselves, but he looked neither to right nor left. He seemed confident of not being followed.


He made his way toward the west entrance and there waited for an electric tram at a stop in the street beyond the perimeter of the fair. Even here he asserted himself by managing to bustle to the head of the queue. He boarded a tram for the suburb of Englefield and Mabel made it onto the crowded vehicle not far behind him. She kept a covert eye upon her quarry behind a copy of the Chicago Enquirer she had picked up. To avoid conversation with her fellow passengers, she pretended to interest herself in an article about the number of women who seem to have come to Chicago for the World’s Fair and then disappeared, leaving not a trace behind.


At Englefield, Moreby got out, and Mabel followed suit. It was here that Moreby began to show a watchfulness that he had not displayed hitherto. Fortunately, Mabel had descended from the tram in a gaggle of ladies who had also been to the fair, and she was able to follow him at a distance. He turned a corner and began to walk rapidly up a side street.


The buildings in this suburb of Chicago were nearly all newly constructed, evidently with no regard for any kind of harmony with the edifices next to them. One building in particular, Mabel noted, a long four-story construction with several shops along the street level façade had been thrown up without any regard for uniformity between the various floors. Windows appeared at random along its length, and there were several entrances, two of them grandiose, the rest mean and narrow. It was a piece of architectural chaos that struck Mabel quite forcibly as being somehow menacing and wicked. It did not surprise her, therefore, to see Moreby enter by one of its grander portals.


There was a diner opposite, where Mabel settled herself in a window seat with a cup of execrable coffee and a doughnut to keep watch. She stayed until sundown, by which time she had satisfied herself that Moreby’s visit to the building was not casual. The waitress was not very forthcoming, but she was able to assure Mabel that the owner of the building opposite was a man named Holmes and that he was “one hell of a guy” and very rich but “kind of funny” and apparently related to English aristocracy. He rented out rooms to those visiting the fair and was doing “great business.” Guests came and went with startling rapidity.


Mabel thanked the waitress and left the diner, after noting opposite several lighted windows, some heavily curtained. In one of the lighted windows stood a man looking down intently into the street. Mabel waited until he had turned away before she quit the diner and took a tram back to the comforts of the Hotel Randolph. There she outlined her plans to Lady Markby to visit the Englefield building again while Moreby was at the fair. She would go this time dressed as a man in a blue serge suit with a derby hat.


“Very well, my dear,” said Lady Markby, “I will not prevent you, but I advise caution and the carrying of your Colt revolver.”


[image: image]


The following afternoon Mabel set out once again for Englefield by tram. She supposed she should have felt fear, but her rage and indignation about the drowned page boy was still so strong in her that it wiped out all other considerations. She was quite confident of her disguise, having received extensive training from a well-known male impersonator in the music halls, Miss Hilda West, whose famous number “Billy from Piccadilly” was being whistled by every paperboy and cab driver from Whitechapel to Finsbury Park.


The doorway by which Moreby had entered the building was the entrance to a pharmacy. Behind the counter stood a man in a white coat. He might have been a good-looking man, Mabel thought, if it had not been for a slightly over-luxuriant mustache. But that was prejudice, perhaps because Mabel did not care much for facial hair—too many whiskery uncles.


“I am looking for Mr. Holmes,” said Mabel. “Are you he?”


The man stared at her. He had large, slightly watery blue eyes that to some might have been attractive, but Mabel found their gaze uncomfortable. Had he penetrated her disguise?


“Why do you want to see him?”


“Oh. I was looking for a place to stay while seeing the World’s Fair. Someone recommended the rooms here were cheap and commodious. But perhaps I was mistaken.” Mabel turned as if to leave the shop.


“Hold on, young sir! I am not Mr. Holmes, but a colleague of his. My name is Mudgett. Dr. Herman Mudgett. I am a pharmacist and surgeon. I trained in Leiden. If you are looking for accommodation, I can show you round. I believe there are some rooms available. Flossie!”


A small, waiflike young woman emerged from the back of the store.


“Mind the shop, will you, while I show this gentleman, Mr.—?”


“Chiltern.”


“—Mr. Chiltern, around the premises.”


Dr. Mudgett opened the counter and ushered Mabel through into the back parts of the building. As Mabel followed him, Flossie gave her a quick but meaningful look that contained both fear and a warning.


“By your accent, sir, I would judge you to be an Englishman?” said Mudgett.


Mabel nodded.


“I too am English, by origin. Though I was born here in the States . . .” Dr. Mudgett went on to explain that he was the illegitimate son of an English peer. Mabel listened to the flow of talk as he showed her the house.


When she was a child, a fair had come to a nearby village and she was taken to it by her governess. (When her parents heard of it later, the governess was dismissed.) It was full of strange and wonderful things, but the item that attracted Mabel most was something called the Castle of Lunacy. One paid a penny and entered a wooden house that had been set up for the purpose. The floors sloped; doors and windows were set at crazed angles; staircases led nowhere or suddenly twisted and plunged so that one was not sure whether one was going up or down. The effect that it had on Mabel was profound, and she dreamed about it for years afterward. Always besetting her was a sense of wrongness. While a part of her always knew that it was only an absurd fairground attraction that she had seen, the mysterious evil of it in her mind continued to haunt her.


Now that sensation, for many years now dormant and forgotten, was evoked again in earnest. They walked along windowless passages, doors set into the walls at odd intervals on both sides. They were lit by gas lamps that hissed ominously, giving off a leprous and evil-smelling illumination. Mabel wondered about the dangers of fire, as most of the walls were paneled in wood. The floors, too, were uncarpeted wooden boards and at times sloped alarmingly; some bowed and creaked as she stepped on them. The passageways curved, but not regularly—the impression was of failed regularity. Dr. Mudgett, talking all the while about his aristocratic ancestry, his triumphs at medical school, his worldwide business interests, seemed quite unconscious of Mabel’s silent unease.


He unlocked one of the doors to show her a room. It was a considerable size, but its shape was crooked, and none of the walls appeared to be straight. There was a window at one end of the wall that had been set slightly askew: there were bare boards and no furniture.


“Not to worry about the furnishings,” said Mudgett. “I can hire some for you at a very reasonable rate. Very reasonable. And excellent furnishings. Yes . . .”


“What is that?” Mabel pointed to a strange object that occupied a small irregular alcove in the room. It appeared to be made out of white cardboard and looked at first like an architect’s model of a building, except that it was such a strange shape: pyramids and cubes jutted at crazy angles from it. It looked as if it had been constructed by a dedicated madman.


“That,” said Dr. Mudgett, his blue eyes suddenly becoming even more watery and vague. “That is . . . you must excuse me.” He abruptly ushered Mabel out of the room. “Take a look around by yourself. Talk to the fellows who live here, but no need to leave this floor. I will be back erelong.” And having locked the door of the empty room, he wandered off murmuring to himself, leaving Mabel alone in the hissing corridor.


It took a while before she could fully adjust herself to her surroundings. The sense of something being horribly wrong had taken hold of her again, and she needed several deep breaths of the stale air that pervaded the corridor before she could think straight. So who lived in this weird house? Perhaps the doctor’s tenants might provide her with information.


Mabel knocked on a door. It was opened by a small man in his shirtsleeves. Behind him was a large room, irregularly shaped, which seemed full of everything: a gas cooker, chairs, a table, two beds, washing hanging on a line from one crooked corner of the room to the other. Besides the man, there was a woman and two small, thin children of indeterminate sex.


Mabel explained that she was thinking of taking rooms here and the man invited her in, but she remained in the doorway. It was very hot in the room, despite the window being wide open and there was a smell—cooking, or perhaps something worse?—that Mabel did not care for.


Both the man and the woman spoke very highly of their landlord, “Dr. Holmes.” Mabel was puzzled because the man they appeared to be talking about was the one who had introduced himself to her as “Dr. Mudgett.” They said he was a most kindly man who often supplied them with potions from his pharmacy when they were sick “almost free of charge.” They admitted that the arrangements in their lodging house were “a little out of the ordinary” but that this was reflected in the rent that was “most reasonable.” Mabel could get no useful information from them about their landlord except for the impression that for all their warm words of praise, they were deeply scared of Holmes, or Mudgett, or whoever he was.


It was getting late, and Mudgett had not returned. Mabel said farewell to the family, who seemed reluctant to let her go, and began to walk down the corridor in search of an exit. But which way should she go? It was a puzzling place, and she had lost all sense of direction. She could not figure out how to get back. No part of the building was quite like another, and there were numerous passages leading off to the left and right. Some of them turned in a circle and led her back to where she had begun. There was a staircase that first took her down, then suddenly halted on a landing and led her up again.


It was while she was on the landing that she heard voices. One was the soft American tones of Mudgett, the other was Moreby. His harsh, clipped, aristocratic English voice was in marked contrast. Mabel flattened herself into a dark corner of the staircase.


“Fool!” Moreby was saying. “How many times have I told you not to call yourself Mudgett anymore. You are now, Mr. Holmes, or Dr. Holmes if you insist. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Mr. Holmes.”


“And don’t call me Holmes here. Sir will do.”


“Yes, sir, Mr. Holmes.”


“Chthulhu Phtagn! You really are a tedious little man. So where has this strange inquisitive person of yours got to?”


“He was here.”


“And you left him here?”


“I knew you were coming, sir.”


“Idiot! I am surrounded by idiots! And you say you were not sure if he or she was a man?”


“That’s right, sir!”


“My God! We must find the little vermin at once.”


“I have prepared the cellars again as you requested. The bones have been incinerated.”


“Never mind that now, you little fool!”


“But you promised payment, sir—”


“Listen, you little wretch, either we find this snooper or you pay for it. Do you understand, you arse-brained moron?”


“Yes, sir, Mr. Holmes!”


Then footsteps came toward her in the passage. Mabel left her hiding place to make her escape down the stairs, but she stepped on a creaking board. It sounded like a pistol shot to her.


“It’s on the stairs! After the little wretch!”


Mabel plunged down the stairs and into a labyrinth of corridors. The passages were unlit, save for the occasional hissing gaslight on the walls. She was now, as she reckoned, on ground level, but there seemed no way out. All the doors she tried were locked. Presently she came to another flight of stairs, but they led downward again into what looked like cellars. There being no other way but back in the direction of her pursuers, she took the stairs.


At their foot she found herself in another maze of passages, barrel-vaulted, brick-lined, and damp. There were no gas lamps here, but the walls and ceilings seemed to be lined with a kind of moss or fungus that gave off a greenish glow, just enough to provide her with an idea of her surroundings. Mabel heard the clatter of footsteps coming nearer from above.


There were two main passages at right angles to each other, one to the left, the other to the right. She could just about see that the right-hand passage led to an open door, so she took that. Mudgett and Moreby were now close behind her. She plunged down the passage and through the door only to realize, too late, that she was trapped. She had entered a brick chamber with a domed ceiling, but with no other exit to it. She turned back in time to have the door slammed in her face and to hear the ominous sound of bolts being slid into place. Through the door she could hear the sound of quiet, self-satisfied laughter.


Her heart pounding, but not giving way to despair, Mabel took in her surroundings. The same leprous light that had guided her to this place was on the walls. She was in a chamber about twelve feet square with a high vault. Against one wall stood a large stone tank about four feet wide and six long, filled with dark, oily water. Mabel could just about make out the iridescent swirls that patterned its surface like the marbled endpapers of a treasured book. Something pale floated just under its surface. It was hard to tell in the dim light what it was; mercifully hard perhaps, because it looked like the severed arm of a child.


On the walls hung various straps and harnesses of leather and metal, and a copper pipe about an inch in diameter emerged from the brick about six feet up on the left-hand side. Apart from damp, the prevailing odor was of fish, and rotting fish at that. It added considerably to the horror of her situation.


Mabel tried the door, but it was a solid iron-bound affair and would not yield an inch. She considered her options coolly, knowing that she was only a heartbeat away from madness and despair. It was only then that she remembered the pearl-handled Colt revolver that she had strapped in a leather holster under her left armpit. All six chambers were loaded and there was a further supply of ammunition in her belt.


Mabel took out the gun and cocked it. Why had she not used it before? How could she use it now? Had the door been locked with a key she might have tried to shoot out the lock, but it was bolted. There was only one possible solution: she would have to wait for Moreby and Mudgett to return and fire on them when they unbolted the door. That seemed like a slender chance at best, but she held onto it.


Her ears, becoming attuned to the piercing sepulchral silence of her prison, suddenly picked up a faint sound. The tank was bubbling; then something began to emerge from it, as smooth and black and oily as the water itself. Mabel retreated to one wall and watched transfixed as a round object, like a gigantic black bubble, started slithering its way out of the tank.


Mabel could just make out what looked like eyes glowing a dull, fiery red, and strangely mangled mouthparts. Then a long tentacular arm flopped over the side of the tank while another seized hold of the child’s severed arm, held it up for a moment as if in triumph, then dragged it back into the depths. Mabel held her gun firmly with two hands, took aim, and fired twice at the thing. A groan like the rumbling of a base-organ pipe filled the chamber, and the creature sank beneath the oily surface. A final plop as another tentacle slithered off the side of the tank and into the water, and then there was silence once more.


But not for long. Mabel, her back to the left-hand wall of the chamber and breathing hard, began to hear a hissing sound. Then there was a smell that began to prevail over the odor of rotting fish that had reached its zenith when the creature emerged from the tank. It was gas, ordinary coal gas, coming from the open copper pipe in the wall. Soon Mabel would be overwhelmed by it, unconscious, and there would be no chance of her shooting her way out.


But she did not give up hope. There was one chance, a very faint and desperate one perhaps, but a chance. She masked her nose and mouth with a handkerchief and waited until the odor of gas was so strong that she felt herself drifting into unconsciousness; then, rolling herself up into a ball and stretching out her right arm, pistol in hand, she pointed it directly at the gas pipe and fired. No result. She fired again, the gas ignited, and there was a mighty explosion that knocked her temporarily unconscious.


When she came to she was covered in debris, bruised and aching, but not seriously injured. She had been hurled against the door that was now hanging off its hinges but not open enough to let her through. Mabel felt sluggish and had an almost overwhelming urge to lapse into unconsciousness again, but that would not do. The gas was flaring out of the pipe in irregular jets. It was hot, and there might be another explosion at any moment.


Mabel roused herself and put her shoulder against the broken door. At first her efforts were so feeble that the door did not give an inch, but then she heard a bubbling sound behind her. With a supreme effort, as much out of fear as strength, she put her shoulder against the door and heaved again. It scraped open a few inches, then a little more, and Mabel squeezed through the gap. Now she was in the corridor and breathing reasonably clean air. It almost made her black out again. Her vision came and went. Agitated voices filtered from above: Moreby and Mudgett.


Calmly, Mabel reloaded her revolver and groped her way toward the stairs, at the top of which she could see the two men. She pointed the gun upward in their direction and fired off two shots. Moreby shouted: “Bitch! My leg!”


Filled with a frenzied exhilaration, Mabel dashed up the steps, firing one further warning shot as she went. Now she was back on the ground floor, she thought, but the two men were nowhere to be seen. She dashed along a passage, not knowing where she was going. A couple of tenants opened their doors to stare at her vacantly as she passed by. The rush of adrenaline was beginning to fade. She was slowing down and her eyesight was clouding over.


Then she saw a small, waiflike figure at the end of the passage beckoning to her. It was Flossie, Mudgett’s assistant in the pharmacy. Mabel rushed toward her and almost fell into her arms. Flossie held her for a moment then began to guide Mabel, half-blind, through a maze of passages. Suddenly they were out in the street. It was night and the air was cool. Mabel almost collapsed again, but Flossie guided her on until they were a safe distance from the house. They leaned against a couple of trashcans in a back alley and breathed the blessed air.


Mabel turned to Flossie and, with a gesture that seemed to her at the time both absurd and appropriate, she shook her hand.


“Thanks, Flossie,” said Mabel. “You know you can never go back there?”


Flossie nodded.


“Go to the police. Tell them all you know, except don’t tell them about me. It will only confuse them. Then come to me at the Hotel Randolph. Ask for Lady Markby. That’s not me, that’s my aunt.”


Flossie nodded, and a faint smile of amusement crossed her lips. At that moment Mabel could not for the life of her see what was so funny.


[image: image]


A few weeks later Mabel and Lady Markby were seated in the drawing room of their first class suite aboard the Majestic. The ship had just set sail from New York Harbor, and Lady Markby was studying a copy of the New York Sun.


“I see that Mr. Herman Webster Mudgett, alias H. H. Holmes, has been indicted and is to stand trial for a number of murders or, as some of the more sensational American newspapers have chosen to describe them, ‘sacrifices.’ All very satisfactory, I suppose, but no sign of Moreby, the real culprit.”


“The police investigated the house in Englefield,” said Mabel, “but one night during the search it mysteriously burned down, and with it much of the evidence.”


“Mudgett appears to be enjoying the publicity. He makes no mention of our friend.”


“He won’t. He’s too vain. But I don’t think we’ve seen the last of Sir Thomas.”


Just then there was a tap at the door.


“Come in, dear,” said Lady Markby. A small neat figure dressed in the smart black and white uniform of a superior lady’s maid entered. It was Flossie.


“Would you like me to help dress you for dinner, Lady Markby?”


“Yes, thank you, Flossie. I think I will wear my pearls for the captain’s table tonight. Pearls are so comforting, don’t you think? They have all the distinction of diamonds, but without their suggestion of vulgarity.”


Mabel noticed a faint smile come to Flossie’s lips as Lady Markby spoke. This time she understood.
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It was raining in Park Lane when, one evening in late September of that same year, Sir Thomas Moreby stepped out of a cab and, leaning on his silver-topped cane, limped up to the front entrance of the house with the brass plate on its door. It was some minutes before the door opened and he was let in. The hall was deserted, apart from the liveried African who ushered him without ceremony through the door to the right that bore the legend O.T.D.


Another few minutes, and he was once again in the presence of the creature who filled Moreby with such terror that he could barely speak. His damaged right leg began to tremble uncontrollably. Even when he gripped his knee firmly, the shake was still evident. Then the voice spoke inside his head.


Once again, you have failed us, Moreby. You failed us in Whitechapel, when your murders became the talk of London, and now in Chicago. You have denied us the Gateways of Blood we demanded, and all through your wretched vanity and arrogance. Be warned—your powers have always been ours to give . . . or take away.


“They still do not know it was me!”


You poor fool! The authorities may be boneheaded, but they are not complete idiots. Why did you come here? Do you really think you have not been followed?


“What must I do?”


You must do nothing. It is what is to be done to you that should concern you.


“Oh, god!”


I am no longer your god!


Then Moreby saw and heard what no man or woman should ever see or hear. The darkness swallowed everything—even his screams.


Outside in Park Lane it rained on. Pavements glistened in the gaslights’ glare. Some fifty yards down the road from the house with the brass plate stood a closed carriage. In it sat an elderly, rather corpulent man and a bright-eyed young woman.


“My congratulations, Miss Mabel,” said Mycroft. “Thanks to your efforts, we have finally tracked our quarry to the seat of power.”


“Who are these ‘Olde Fellowes,’ and what do they want?”


“I don’t know yet entirely, Miss Mabel. I only know that they are damnably dangerous, and I have my eye on them. I fear that we have not seen the last of them by any means. As the Bard says: ‘We have scotched the snake, not killed it.’ Whatever it was that they were trying to accomplish in Chicago, they failed. This time. But we must all remain watchful, because, snakelike, they will shed their skin and return in some new guise to continue whatever unholy thing it is they are trying to accomplish.”


Then, as the sound of police whistles filled the evening air and uniformed figures swarmed out of the shadows to surround the house in Park Lane, Mycroft Holmes tapped on the roof of the carriage with his stick and shouted to the coachman: “Drive on!”
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The Outsider and Others


(Letter of January 25, 1976, from HPL Director Nathan Brady to FBI Director Clarence M. Kelley)




Dear Clarence:


Please consider this the official notification of my resignation from the position of Director of the Human Protection League.


I am tremendously proud of my forty years of serving the Bureau and the League, but I’m also past retirement age. Please know that I will continue to make myself available for consultation. My commitment to the goals of the League won’t change with my retirement.


It’s been a great pleasure working with you, and I thank you again for the support you’ve shown to me and the League during your tenure.


Best regards,


Nathan Brady
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MIRACLE BRADY LOOKED UP from her father’s resignation letter, unable to suppress a small smile. The letter was so terse, so formal; it did not go into the real reason her father had decided to leave the HPL and the FBI: because he could not stand the idea of becoming the next Hoover, a dried-up, joyless old bureaucrat whose desperate power grabs continued long after they should have.


“Don’t worry,” her father had assured her over dinner at 1789, a restaurant Nathan liked because it was older than him, “nothing will change just because I’m gone.”


Except . . . everything had changed.


Nathan swore to his daughter that he had not pushed for her to take over as the HPL’s Director, that in fact he had not so much as suggested it. Miracle believed him; whatever her father’s faults, nepotism was not one of them.


When she had been called into the office of FBI Director Clarence M. Kelley, she had been expecting to be queried about current HPL cases, or maybe asked to stay on as Director of the Dream Division. She had been completely unprepared when Kelley had offered her the position of HPL director. She had naturally assumed—as had nearly everyone else, her father (she suspected) included—that the position would go to Deputy Director Herbert Jefferson.


She still was not sure why she had been awarded the job over Jefferson. Kelley had told her that he believed no one else was more intimately acquainted with the HPL’s history, methods, and objectives than her, and certainly that was true. She liked Kelley, who had worked hard since taking over the Bureau to clear out Hoover’s cobwebs, including ferreting out systematized embezzlement and opening relations with the other intelligence agencies again; but she had still wondered if the order to install her as director had come from someone else, someone even higher up than Kelley, someone so anxious to put the Nixon years behind them that they had given preference to a woman. Maybe Attorney General Edward Levi? Or even . . . President Ford?


She had spoken to her father about it, and he had assured her she could handle it. “The balance has shifted since we got Lovecraft back,” he had told her. “That’s one big reason I felt safe in retiring.”


Lovecraft.


Miracle pushed her father’s resignation letter into a stack of other papers to be filed and instead reached across her desk for a report on the HPL’s newest/oldest secret weapon.


Since he had been resurrected from his cryogenic suspension three months ago, she had seen little of Lovecraft. Part of that was because she had been busy overseeing the installation of the HPL into offices beneath the new J. Edgar Hoover Building, after their former headquarters under the Washington Monument had been invaded and largely destroyed.


Miracle knew about the series of underground bunkers built beneath the city, but even she had been surprised by the size and scope of the new complex. The original space had been designed by a man named Quentin Merritt in the early nineteenth century, but little was known about him, or why he had put so much money and effort into constructing the subterranean system. Of course, setting up a fresh brain-center for the HPL was not as simple as putting in desks and phone lines; it also involved working with occult experts on everything from shielding charms to feng shui.


But the main reason Lovecraft had not been around was that he preferred to reside in the Dreamlands. Like Randolph Carter before him, Lovecraft’s time in that other plane had altered him, but—unlike Carter, who had been transformed into a claw-limbed abomination—Lovecraft had been physically improved: the cancer that had beset him in 1937 and required placing him in suspended animation had been sent into full remission. Miracle knew that Howard Phillips Lovecraft was not born completely human, so it made sense that he responded differently to night-traveling.


He had also seemed, frankly, little interested in being a part of life in 1975. He had spent his first few days after his reanimation investigating the world—he had even flown in a jet—but had felt acutely uncomfortable with nearly everything he saw. From the way he had eyed her during their first meeting, with a mix of interest and repulsion, Miracle guessed that Lovecraft felt more at home among the unearthly and inhuman inhabitants of the Dreamlands than with women and nonwhite humans.


The report on Lovecraft was brief: he’d reported increased disturbances in the Dreamlands over the last few days, although he could not pinpoint exactly what the cause was.


Miracle was more concerned about a report that had come in from a geologic survey team in the South Pacific: a ring of islands, including the Easter and Pitcairn Islands, had reported tsunamis following seismic activity thought to have originated at about 47°9′S 126°43′W—the same location Lovecraft had charted for Cthulhu’s underwater resting place, the sunken city of R’lyeh. Classified images retrieved from one of America’s orbiting KH-8 satellites showed the area under a thick, strangely tinted fog, with unidentified shapes moving within it. The Navy had sent their new Spruance-class destroyer the Macklin into the region to investigate, but the last message from the ship had reported that they were entering the “thick greenish vapors.” That report had been twelve hours ago.


Miracle knew full well what this could mean; as a professor of Elder Gods Studies prior to working with the HPL, she had extensively researched the prophecies surrounding the Great Old Ones. While it was still possible this was simply an anomalous happening—a confluence of earthquakes and venting undersea volcanoes, a battle in the ancient war of tidal forces—all the signs pointed to something much more disturbing.


Great Cthulhu and the other gods were waking. Probably as a result of Lovecraft reentering the world. Over the decades, the activities of the Armies of the Night had weakened the barriers, but so long as Lovecraft had slumbered, so had the Great Old Ones. Somehow Lovecraft’s active, awake brain was connected to the eldritch forces.


And her father had been the one to set it all free when he had released Lovecraft from his frozen sleep.


Miracle’s hand was halfway to her desk phone when she hesitated. Of course she had been planning on calling her father. He was likely to be home now; she imagined him sprawled in his leather armchair near the hearth, his nose buried in a spy novel.
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