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Welcome to Beyond Worlds 
 
Welcome to the first issue of Beyond Words, an initiation into the outside. For readers with 
a preoccupation with the weird, the speculative, the archaic, the unheimlich and the fantastic, 
please permit this short magazine to enter your systems. We can be a shadow out of time, a 
haunter in this darkness, if only you’ll let us. 
 
This is the first issue. It has taken time to acclimatise. But we can ultimately say: here we 
stand. And we can finally entreat you - writers of prose, poetry and comics - to “give us what 
you got”, as they say. Submissions are open all year round. We do not yet know the 
frequency with which Beyond Worlds will bloom, but look out for us in the corners of your 
eyes. Pay attention to patterns of dust by the sides of your streets. Watch the skies. 
 
But wait, there’s more. We’ve sliced the net wide open with a website and a tweeting 
platform, so you’ll have us there if you don’t necessarily want us here. 
 
Until next time. 
 
beyondworldsmagazine.wordpress.com  @beyondworldsmag 
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SERVANT OF THE BLIND GOD 
 
 

by Lillian Phillips 
 
 

 
our grandfather tells you about the men in the ancient woodland near his house. He tells you about 
the figures he glimpses crossing the pathways by night. You look back and see the gate, the rusted 
spikes where you climb over. The sun is almost setting and its wide face blinds you; your students 

shield their eyes as you lay out the plan. You watch the trees as you talk. 
You are taken to your grandfather’s house when he falls ill and he tells you about the men. His gaze never 

leaves the ceiling as he speaks and your mother cleans downstairs. His features are palest white as he takes 
your hand. He recites words you do not understand until much later into your research. You recite some of 
them now and your students are eager to set off. Some of them take notes. It is time for the sun to go down; 
its edge meets the horizon and its rays split across the fields like lines of fire. 

Your grandfather describes the One and its place in the centre. He gestures to the drawings pinned to the 
wall above his bureau. They are hideous and you stand staring at them until your mother takes you home. He 
draws them on the heath, he tells you, in the centre of the woods where the ground climbs to a peak and the 
heather grows wild. It is dark beneath the trees; your students whisper and their footsteps spread out around 
you. 

Georgina Wilkes is your grandfather’s housekeeper for a while; you remember the phone call you make 
and the crying voice at the end of the line. Your grandfather would come back from walks at night, she tells 
you, all shook up but with a horrible look in his eyes. She says he would go to his room and she would catch 
his conversations through the door. Though he has gone she has never forgotten the names he hisses: names 
of demons from the Good Book and others she has never heard of. Abaddon and Yidhra, Ipos and 
Nyarlathotep. She remembers the way his body is hunched in the corner of his bedroom as he speaks to 
them. You do not ever tell your students about me, says Ms Wilkes. Your grandfather tells you that the heath 
is the centre. Follow the men in the woods and look for the light, he says. You make efforts to follow the men. 
With your students you take the paths in the gloom and walk behind the pale shapes that lope and call out to 
each other. Their forms are tall and emit the faintest of light. In time they slip away and you are left alone.  

Your grandfather is dying and he tells you about the men for the final time. It is bitter black by the time 
you reach the heath. You feel the air as it throbs and changes; it does not feel like the wind. You whisper to 
those of your students who still remain. You see a dark flash and you are writhing in the night, in the cold air 
on the heath. You see the white hands of your grandfather for only an instant.  

You get to your feet. You tilt your head to catch the music; there is piping in the distance and you see two 
students lying nearby on the grass. They are screaming in silence. The others have fled the heath. 

Y 



 
 

 --2-- 

 
You sense a throne out there in the night. The sitter fills time. The sitter fills the void. He is there at the 

gates and over the rusted spikes; he is behind the curve of the setting sun; he is the master of the men in the 
woods; he is there with you at your grandfather’s side, at the centre of his infinite years. You chant the sitter’s 
name and the sitter grows.  

The One is at the centre and joins with the dark air. You see its tendrils, you hear its blasphemous piping. 
The One is at the centre as you walk up onto the heath. You see your grandfather and he tells you about the 
men in the woods. You are broken up and you are with the One. The trees around the heath move without 
wind. Your grandfather dies and is buried when you are still a child. Your mother takes you home from the 
heath and as you walk you watch for the men in the woods. 
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MY NAME IS FATIMA 

 
 

By Ailya Hasnain 
 
 
 
Scene 1:  
 

 Allah, save our society from this hate. Guide these people on the path of love.  
I fear for the world You Created. 

 
 
Scene 2: 
 
I replay the very scene in my head at night, 
As I remember how to pray in the toilet stall, 
Stand up- Bend down- Prostrate- 
I try and focus on the steps, 
But it is always during prostration where my mind wanders. 
 
The way they barged through double locked doors, 
The Action Police rushing through the hallway, 
Slightly surprised to find me praying, 
But seeing an opportunity to impress their superiors, 
One of them tore my scarf off and torched it alight, 
‘You won’t be needing this anymore’…. He laughed. 
I watched the scarf go up in flames, the fire engorging it, 
Falling to the carpeted floor and spreading, destroying, erasing. 
I closed my eyes, God is great. God is great. 
 
That was the night I stopped being Fatima, 
That was the night I became Q506. 
 
 
Scene 3:  
 
I live for the nights where I can sit on this toilet and pray to You, My Creator. 
In the daytime I am dead. P506, and only that, 
A pawn, a puppet, the E’s pulling at my strings, making me forget about the time before. 
The time before… when I had the freedom to be Fatima and walk the streets, 
My silk scarf covering my head, because I wanted it to be. 

O 



 
 

 --4-- 

‘Where you off to?’  
‘Just the mosque, you?’ 
‘Really, that’s funny I’m just off to the temple.’ 
Such freedom now seems unbearable to remember. 
But I need to remember. I need to remember the old world, 
A world in which the temples, gurdwaras, mosques stood proud, untouched,  
Welcoming people with open arms. 
‘I am free in Gilead’. ‘Gilead is freedom’. 
They couldn’t erase that word ‘free’  
So they changed the meaning of the word. 
Freedom means being saved from sin. 
Freedom means being saved from temptation. 
But NO. That’s not what freedom means. 
I remember, that’s not what freedom is! 
In the day, I chant along with the other P’s and E’s, 
‘Give me children or else I die.’ 
Slightly nervous, and plastering a big smile, 
A line of sweat gathering at the top of my forehead. 
The action Police standing around us in a massive circle, 
Scouting the sea of women for silent actions of defiance. 
Even the slight snigger or being out of sync  
Can register as a Rebellious Act that needs to be prosecuted. 
It’s not thoughts they fear. 
Thoughts can be suppressed, bound tightly by a fear of death; 
Bad thoughts means exercising of restraint. 
They encourage restraint. 
Its actions that are dangerous, especially the small ones, 
Like leaving a bit of leftover dinner, meaning not all of the fertility hormones 
Will reach the body. Or not being in sync with the chanting. 
Actions means that death is meaningless; there is no fear. 
 
I know I am freer in the confines of this toilet stall, 
Offering my prayer to you as your humble servant, 
Toilet paper wrapped around my head, 
Whispering to you out loud, because at night I do not fear death. 
I am Fatima. Allah is great. 
 
 
Scene 4: 
 
I know they pray to you, 
Just as I do every night. 
I can imagine they have their own toilet stalls, 
All twelve of them: boys or girls or both? 
The gender is never told. 
Knowing that about your child 
Makes it a little easier to picture them, 
To find them. 
To love them. 
 
But little do they know, I send them messages in my sleep, 
Prayers in the night. I kiss the air in the morning, twelve bizarre 
Air kisses. 
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I know they hear me, 
Leaving me signs here and there, like a wet cheek in the morning 
From a child’s sloppy kiss, or little puddle of warmth on my mattress 
Where a baby could have slept.  
They are waiting to rise soon, 
To start a revolution. I can see it now, all my little messages I send in prayer, 
Reach them and they hold onto me the way I hold onto them. 
 
 
Scene 5: 
 
Is it bend down- prostate and then stand up? 
Or is it prostrate- stand up- then bend down? 
I’m having one of those nights again, 
Where the old routine is unclear. 
Forgive me, My Creator, for my imperfections. 
I cannot concentrate on my love and devotion for you. 
 
Why was the ceremony more unsettling today? 
 
It is normal every week to stand hand-in-hand with other Q’s and P’s, 
Facing the beautiful children, five hundred, in matching white suits, twelve of them mine, 
Naked torsos, heavy breasts, wrinkled nipples, wearing our caesarean scars with pride. 
Mine were multiple, deep, ugly invasive lines across my mid-section, 
But I often touched them with affection, tracing each line from one end to the other. 
I was proud to have them. 
 
‘Remember, these are yours. This is what we live for,’ E109 proudly says. 
I watched them all chant ‘2+2=5, 2+2=5’ joyously,  
Scanning each innocent little face, hoping to identify a spark behind the eyes. 
Twelve of them.  
Any hint would be enough. A snigger, a silence, a purposeful out-of-sync chant. 
An action. I need an action. 
 
Stand up, my beautiful children.  
Stand up, daughters of Fatima, sons of Muhammad, 
Servants of Islam. 
With Muslim blood running in your veins, 
That dates back centuries, 
Come and greet your mother, 
Touch my stomach that carried you for nine months, 
Touch my breasts that were defied of giving you milk. 
Break the chain of hands and free me…  
Show me an action. 
 
E109 pointed to a holographic screen. 
This was a new practice. 
This had never been done before. 
The Action Police’s latest catch flickered on the screen, 
An elder man with sunken eyes, 
Bruised cheekbones and broken teeth, 
Blood. The amount of blood stained on his face. 
I looked away, I couldn’t bear the sight. 
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The children stared on. 
‘Do you like this man, children?’ 
Silence. 
Then they all roared: 
‘We hate him!’ 
‘Why?’ 
‘He tried to take away our freedom!’ 
IN GILEAD, WE ARE FREE. IN GILEAD, WE ARE FREE. 
They all said it. Every single one of them; 
I felt myself being slowly strangulated.  
Somewhere, deep in that pool of hatred, 
Were my own flesh and blood, 
The saviors of my world, 
The sliver of hope that made me smile some mornings, 
Knowing that they were alive, somewhere near, 
Waiting to reclaim their mother.  
‘2+2=5. 2+2=5.’ 
-------- cry-------- 
 
 
Scene 6: 
 
I can no longer remember the steps of prayer. 
Sitting here on the toilet seat, toilet paper wrapped around 
Black hair, you are far away from me Allah, so very far. 
The world is on a standstill. It stopped spinning a while ago; 
I just never noticed. 
Babies hacked out of wombs of sleeping mothers. 
Baby-less mothers walking around with trembling smiles. 
The E’s standing over toddlers, whispering words like 
‘freedom’ and ‘hate’ into their little innocent ears. 
‘2+2=5. 2+2=5.’ 
 
O Allah, the most beneficial, the most merciful, 
I have failed you as your faithful servant; 
My children have failed you and I both; 
I have loved twelve little ghosts. 
They will get sucked into Gilead. 
My girls will aspire to be the top E’s, 
The ones that are experienced child bearers, 
Controlling the trembling Q and P’s. 
My boys will be the action police. 
 
The sun is rising and I do not fear death anymore. 
Death means I can come to you Allah, 
I would rather die in this present moment 
With my heart full of love for you, 
Than live in a world where freedom  
Is a lie. 
 
My name is Fatima. Allah is great. 
Hear me. 
My name is Fatima. I am not free in Gilead. 
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Allah is great. 
My name is Fatima and I am not free in Gilead. 
Allah is great. 
 
Hey? What do you think you’re doing? 
Shut up and stand down, 
In the name of Gilead, 
SHUT UP.  
GET DOWN. GET DOWN. 
  

B
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An audio performance of this piece is available online at beyondworldsmagazine.wordpress.com. 
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HAPPY HOUR 
 

By John Stuart Clark 
 
 
 

he room is spartan, warmed and lit by the medallion beams of a waning sun streaming through the 
void in the wall that serves as the only window. The smooth adobe walls appear to be sliding south at 
a glacial pace, forming a lip over the spotless spear-stone floor. There is no cooking range or 

fireplace, and the only stick of furniture is a long olivewood bench, chunky and polished by centuries of use. 
In one corner, a roll of rush matting suggests a bed. In another is propped a hazel broom, and on the walls are 
just a single row of pegs attached to a slice of oak. A sickle precariously rests there, to the left of the warped 
cross-buck door. 

At one end of the bench sits an old woman whose countless years are not reflected in her ample body 
and erect posture. She is clothed in a coarse woollen habit of myrtle green, but wears no religious regalia. Her 
feet are bare with soles like pigskin. Stubby but nimble fingers work a needle and thread.  

At the other end sits an old man, scantily clad in a ripped chiton, patiently sharpening the blade of a 
meadow scythe. The hollow in his stone and discolouring of the snath indicate how often he has sat 
performing the same meditative task. He is scrawny and shaggy bearded, but muscle and bone have shaped a 
powerful figure, belied by a face that makes the bark of a willow look smooth. Between strokes down the 
blade, he watches her. 

‘Erm… what are you doing, Mother?’ he finally asks. 
‘Sewing.’ 
‘I can see that, dear, but you seem to be sewing my timepiece.’ 
‘Indeed, my son.’ 
Draped over the old woman’s lap is a clock, about the size of one that might be employed on a civic 

building, the type with Roman numerals and filigree hands. Despite the folds in its face, the clock ticks away 
silently, the second hand flowing up and down as it travels over the plications of the material. More from 
curiosity than anger, the old man scowls. 

‘That’s my master timepiece, right?’ 
‘Uh-hu,’ the woman grunts. 
‘That controls all of Time, Night and Day, Life and Death, the passing of the Seasons, the ebb and flow 

of Oceans, the juxtapositions of the Planets.…’ 
‘And how runny your egg is,’ she cuts in. ‘There’s no need to get precious about it, dear, I realise it’s a 

handy tool.’ 
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’Handy…!?’ This hurts, but he has long suspected she holds a much 
lower regard for his work than her own. ‘Wouldn’t you say the essence 
of my being is somewhat in doubt without it, my dear?’ 

‘Oh, don’t be so melodramatic. What’s wrong with a stick?’ 
He stops mid-stroke and gawps at her disbelievingly.  
‘Brilliant! So when a billion revellers want to synchronise watches 

for the countdown to the New Year, I’m like, “Hang on a tick, I’ll just 
thrust my stick in the ground.”’ He puts down his sharpening stone, 
leans the scythe against the wall and rises to his feet. Thrusting his hand 
into his tunic, he mimes, ‘Whipping out my spirit level, I check that it’s 
perpendicular.’ Now on his hands and knees, ‘I rummage round for my 
compass and ruler, find North, measure the length of the shadow cast by 
the stick and go searching for my slide-rule.’ He sits back on the bench, 
extends one hand and stares at it while the other starts bowing the 
imaginary slide-rule cradled in the palm of the first. ‘If I can remember 
how to use the bloody thing, within a couple of minutes I should be able 
to announce to the world and her husband that ten minutes ago it was 
five minutes to midnight!’  

He thrusts his arms in the air to accept the applause of the billion 
and freezes. Without looking up from her work, the old woman sighs, 
‘Dear me, Chronos, you are such a drama queen.’ 

‘Why?’ 
She shrugs. ‘You tell me.’ 
He drops his arms and folds them, raising one eyebrow that sends 

ripples up the skin of his temple. ‘Why are you sewing my timepiece? Is 
the fabric of the space-time continuum so moth-eaten it needs darning?’ 

Biting off the thread and securing the needle in her cuff, the old 
woman gets to her feet and drops the clock into the man’s lap. ‘Now 
you’re being silly,’ she declares, ‘See, it’s only a little stitch.’ 

‘Oh.’  
He lifts the clock to inspect it, scanning the surface while his mother 

shuffles towards the door and out to stretch her back. She plants her fists 
in her kidneys, leans back and draws in a deep breath. The sun is sat on 
the horizon, bobbling in the heat escaping the desert. 

‘Hey, nice work,’ he calls after her, ‘Invisible mending.’ 
She smiles and releases her breath. ‘Look again.’ 
The old man squints and runs the material through his fingers, 

hoping to feel out the stitch. As the second hand slips round, he runs his 
little finger along its length, then along the minute hand. On the hour 
hand, he suddenly stops, lifts the clock to his nose, squints and utters, 
‘What the…?’ 

‘GAIA!’ he screams, ‘By the Titans of Uranus, what have you 
done? You’ve stopped Time!’ 

Standing wide-legged in the doorway, hands now on hips, Mother 
Earth tuts and declaims, ‘Excuse me, but aren’t the second and minute 
hands still rotating?’ 
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‘To no bloody effect,’ Father Time snaps, ‘You’ve stitched the hour hand to six of the clock!’ 
‘True.’ 
‘Like, why?’ 
Gaia leans her back against the doorjamb and turns to catch a last glimpse of the sinking sun. The orange 

glow inflaming the sky silhouettes a herd of cumulus sauntering towards a thunderous nimbus building up in 
the northwest. ‘I like six. It’s when I rise in the morning and collapse into exhausted contentment in the 
evening.’ She looks back at her son, sat in a deepening gloom. ‘The seasons will continue to follow one 
another, the oceans will rise and fall, the planets rotate. All of Nature will carry on carrying on, regardless what 
hour it is by your clock.’  

With a hand to his forehead and the clock slung over one arm, Chronos takes four purposeful strides to 
stand by Mother Earth. He leers over her. ‘But it will only ever be something after six or something before,’ 
he exasperates. Releasing his head, he gestures to the floor. ‘Civilisation as they know it will crumble!’ 

‘Is that so bad?’ Gaia swishes away from him, back into the room and over to the bedroll. From behind 
the woven rushes she retrieves something wrapped in an oilcloth, revealed to be an orb of fidgeting glow-
worms. She sets it on the floor before the bench, sits and interlocks her fingers in her lap, contented but tired. 
‘So a handful of mortals miss out on Elevenses.’ 

‘Seven point three billion at the last count,’ he spits back. 
‘They’ve got their Happy Hour, over and over ad nauseam. What more do they need?’ 
‘By the God of the gods, I shudder to think what damage you’ve already wrought on their nanosecond 

trading! The whole financial system of the world is likely in meltdown by now.’ 
‘Oh, come on. There’s only a finite amount of money,’ she declares, aware she knows nothing about 

economics except that it’s the cause of eons of mortal misery. ‘Somebody will have it, and probably still those 
who least need it.’ 

Oblivious to the drama evolving in the firmament, the old man strides back to the bench and flops down, 
disconsolate. ‘You don’t get it, do you? Everything humanity has built over the millennia is founded on clock-
watching. When to eat, meet and cogitate, when to put up and pull down, when to expand and contract….’ 

‘And has it made them happy?’ 
‘Well, no, but….’ 
‘Okay, so now they will be, every hour of the Happy Hour day.’ She shuffles her bottom on the bench 

and bounces her hands in her lap, pleased with herself. 
‘But, but… how will their lives progress? How will they know whether they’re early or late for a meeting or 

rendezvous with Destiny? They’ll miss trains, deadlines, their favourite trash TV….’ 
‘Does it really matter?’ Gaia shrugs. ‘Maybe they could take a leaf out of Nature’s book and simply focus 

on the here and now, ignore what’s behind and before them?’ She knows this won’t wash with him. A single 
hour doesn’t offer much scope for the Keeper of Time, but maybe thinking it through will stall the outrage 
she knows is looming. 

‘It’s something I’ve done, isn’t it?’ This she didn’t see coming. ‘It’s that business over Mnemosyne’s 
wedding, right? I’ve never liked the woman and as for her marrying Zeus….’ 

‘No,’ she says calmly, ‘It has nothing to do with anything you’ve done, dear.’ She takes her son’s hand and 
gives it a reassuring squeeze. ‘As far as I’m aware, we’re good.’ 

‘So why in the name of Oceanus have you stitched Time down?’ 
‘Why, to save nine, of course.’ 
‘What?’ 
‘You haven’t heard of this?’ He shakes his head. ‘It’s something your beloved mortals are wont to say.  A 

stitch in time saves…?’ 
‘Never heard of it. Nine what?’ 
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Mother Earth raises a finger and admits, ‘That did pose me a conundrum. What nine is it mortals so 
greatly desire they’re prepared to sacrifice Time for it?’ 

‘And?’ 
Gaia rises slowly, hands pushing up off her knees to ease her arthritis. ‘Bear with me, my son, for this 

took many hours of research.’ She stands staring at the globe of glow-worms, collecting her thoughts.  
‘And?’ Chronos repeats. The atmosphere in the room has become brittle. Accumulating rage is seeping 

from his being, beating back the forces of calm, securing a bridgehead of hostile static. Mother Earth begins 
pacing, chin on chest. 

‘So… I went looking for the nine that makes mortals happiest and discovered your subjects have a strange 
belief in some mystical relationship between numbers, events and themselves.’ As she shuffles, she 
emphasises key words with a flick of her right hand. ‘They have “life path numbers,” each of them, 
determined by when they were born, and nines apparently care more about spiritual comforts, feeding the 
soul, than material goods. They’re Soul Children who struggle with reality’s abject failure to shape up to their 
idealised view of the world. Given the dog’s dinner mortals have made of that world, I decided Niners are the 
people to study because they’ll be the most proactive about searching out soul food and happiness fuel.’ 

With eyebrows furrowed and jaw propped on clenched fist, Father Time lets ‘Okaaay…’ dribble from the 
side of his mouth. ‘Not to mention it’s Uranus’s favourite number,’ he adds with a slur. 

‘Really? I didn’t know that.’ The bridgehead recedes a meter or two. ‘Anyway, there are all manner of 
nines Niners could search out. Nine Fruits of the Spirit, Nine Worthies, even a fun game called Nine Men’s 
Morris, but what I found was that the vast majority of Niners plant themselves in front of a screen and explore 
what they call virtual reality in their quest for spiritual comfort.’ 

‘Which gets us where? Mortals have been glued to screens for so long they’ve lost the ability to distinguish 
virtual from actual reality. That part of their brain has shrivelled and expired. It is only Time that anchors 
them in the real world, which is why you can’t fuck with it, Mother!’ 

Shocked, she pauses, ‘Chronos, please!’ then continues her shuffle. ‘The one thing that gobbles up Time 
and appears to be an abiding obsession among Niners is watching bundles of fur roll about the place doing 
silly things, bundles of fur that mortals have endowed with magical powers.’ 

‘Bears?’ 
‘Cats, or as they call them ‘puddy-tats’, which they believe have nine lives, among other ludicrous things.’ 
‘Really? I’ll have to ask my apprentices. They deal with the dispatching of quadrupeds, but I can see 

where you’re going with this.’ 
He didn’t seem particularly upset. Maybe she had underestimated her son’s powers of empathy. Maybe 

the old bugger wasn’t the emotional retard she thought she had spawned. It wasn’t a big conceptual leap to 
understand that, putting a stitch in Time, she had prevented the expenditure of lives of the one creature on 
Planet Earth that seems to bring mortals unbridled joy. Cats would no longer die. They would become what 
the Egyptians believed at the very beginning of civilisation, immortal. 

Outside, in the blue-black sky of night, sprites flash and slash their way across the heavens like demented 
Amphisaenas. In the northwest, the nimbus column has grown a garrulous crown, rumbling and thundering 
with the pain of being constrained from expanding by the stratosphere. An epileptic fit of lightening sudden 
breaks free, hammering into the ground, rapidly followed by an ear-piercing metallic explosion. More shoot 
up from the desert and down from the thunderhead, splayed like fiery winter witch hazels. The noise is 
deafening, the atmosphere leaden. 

As hailstones rain down and the landscape turns white, Father Time can just be heard exclaiming, ‘And 
finally, I’m a dog man, right. I bloody hate cats. Can’t think of anything more satisfying than a road full of 
splattered mogs, so bloody well unpick it, Mother!’ 

‘I was just trying to bring a little ray of happiness to their miserable lives,’ Gaia mutters, fishing in her 
pocket for scissors.
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THE PLACE OF A SONG-DREAM 
 

By Felix Taylor 
 
 
 

e watched himself sample the surface, drifting on currents of low air as he went from one haunt to 
another. He relished childhood moments in the light of a white sun. At one time in his life the Mole 
had been timid and fat, but these days he was lean and savoured the sting of gorse bushes, especially 

now that the time for going above ground had arrived. He waved a sad farewell to his books, large things 
haphazardly slotted into shelves of soil: Old Wormius and Spenser and Doctor John. It would be a wrench 
leaving them, but the scent of the spring season was too strong to stay put. The scent of flowering bluebells 
and warm air that had managed to seep itself into the meadow earth like an enchantment: it was too much for 
Mole’s heightened senses and he had felt the unfamiliar cloy of claustrophobia. He must begin digging 
upwards without delay. 

Mole ascended, shovelling earth from the ceiling onto the bare floorboards. He thought of birth and of 
tubes and shuddered at the chill of wet peat on his claws. His technique had by now been honed to an art: 
with his right front foot he braced the earth above, and with his left he repositioned himself and began to 
scoop the soil past his body, his back legs kicking it behind. Then, almost a metre from the surface he began 
the almighty push, shunting the remaining clods into the air. And then he was out above ground and finding 
his feet. 

He stumbled one way and almost dropped to the grass. The new born world blinded him and every 
glance up at the fishbone sky, every flash of light that rippled off the hart-tongue, left him dazed and quite 
nauseated. Looking back to the furrows of damp earth he saw the plume of soil that he had excavated and 
nodded at its size: a worthy tump. A gunshot cracked overhead and faded. Poachers. 

Brushing himself clean he took to the copse and meandered down an animal trail. It was still early. The 
smell of clean rainfall and bunkers of nettles rolled over and into him, and a quiet smile touched his lips. 
Mole was an inhabiter; he wrapped the wood around him like a quilt. 

‘Trees,’ he said. ‘Trees, trees and more of them. Bless them all. Berries to hand and small prayers to 
whisper. And no doubt I’ll meet others who will ask me what I’m doing out. And what shall I say? I shall say I 
was shuffling dirt and was so caught up in the task that I broke the surface without knowing how high I had 
been digging.’ 

Mole skirted a nasty bush of thorns and trotted on, passing borders of spring lavender and meadowsweet. 
For a stretch, thatches of twig and frond grew on either side to form curving walls. The shaded way took him 
further along the edge of the copse and he watched for daylight to the south. He hummed in a contented sort 
of fashion. He fingered trinkets in his waistcoat pocket with his claws, small heirlooms of the Mole family 
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passed down to him by his father, dainty pieces 
dropped and churned into the soil by the 
ploughman. The air was pleasant to breathe and he 
savoured it. He was looking for a riverbank.  

‘Mole!’  
Mole turned his head to the voice, slow and 

unconcerned. It took him a minute of scanning the 
bracken before he caught sight of Gently. She was 
perched on a low stone, her neck swelling and 
deflating. Her wet back matched the dirty yellow of 
the stalks. 

‘Well why didn’t you say where you were?’ said 
Mole. ‘And me peering into the plants like that.’ 

‘So sorry, Mole,’ said Gently, her moist eyes 
flicking to take Mole in.  

‘I’m so sorry.’ 
‘It’s no matter.’ 
‘I had to tell you something. I just had to tell 

you, and I had heard you were above ground 
today.’ 

‘First day of spring and all that,’ said Mole, 
lifting his nose and sniffing the air. He had forgotten 
his prepared answer. ‘I fancied a walk on this delicious morning.’ 

‘I thought so. I did think so. I have to-’ 
‘Just delicious,’ he said again, cutting her off. ‘Well, is anything bothering you?’ 
‘Soldiers in the wood,’ said Gently. She rose onto her hind legs and gestured with her webbed hands. 

‘There are soldiers here.’ 
Mole watched her, considering the information. He sucked on his canines. Soldiers in the wood after so 

many years. He thought back to the gunshot over the field. Back in his hole he was still coming across shells in 
the earth: rusty gold armour piercers bent into talons. He was in the habit of leaning them against his 
mantelpiece like a line of ugly coal scuttles. 

A low wind rustled the bracken and Gently shuffled her feet. 
‘But on all accounts,’ said Mole after a while, ‘the war is over. You weren’t alive for it – not yet, but it’s 

surely over.’ 
‘I don’t know about it being over, Mole,’ said Gently. ‘I don’t know about that. Mother’s saying it’s a new 

one. A second one. They’ve come to the wood with guns.’ 
‘Only guns?’ 
‘Maybe much worse. Much, much worse.’ 
‘I think,’ said Mole, ‘that I shall have to take this to Badger.’ 
‘Oh, yes!’ 
‘If I can remember the passwords. And you shall have to accompany me.’ 
‘Quite right,’ said Gently. ‘I shall. Quite right.’ 
‘Though it will depend upon you saying the right things,’ said Mole. 
‘So very true,’ she said. 
‘Because to disturb Badger without reason is to disturb the peace of the wood. Your mother must have 

taught you the same.’ 
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‘The exact same, Mole.’ 
They remained by the yellow stalks for several minutes as Mole questioned Gently further. He postulated 

and kicked the ground, cursed and sighed, and finally he stuffed his claws back into his pockets and started on 
down the path again, the small toad hurrying to catch up. They came to a fork and took the path heading 
north. It sloped and looped, and the birches grew thicker. Sprays of midges gathered at eye-level, scattering 
and reforming as the small animals walked on. The path circled a crater: the site of an old chalk mine, 
evidence of a fire pit in its centre. 

‘Squirrel was there,’ said Gently. ‘Some days ago, but not since.’ 
‘If the military are involved then he would be the first to know,’ said Mole. 
‘Squirrel shows off to strangers.’ 
They skirted the mine, taking care not to slip by crouching slightly as they went.  
‘I once broke ground for the equinox,’ said Mole, dusting off his hands. ‘That fur-tail was cracking a 

twostep under a hedgerow: a spell of his, I think. Ritual magic. I hope it worked: very dangerous to get wrong. 
What other news in the wood?’ 

Very quiet these days, Mole,’ she said, hurrying to match his stride. ‘Except for the trees, I’ve noticed. 
Maybe they’re growing faster, too. Maybe they’re preparing for something. By the vinegar pond – where my 
mother gave birth to me – that’s where I can hear branches moving out of their joints. As though they 
whisper.’ 

‘I hear them too,’ said Mole. ‘When the earth is still.’ 
Years ago when Mole was a child he and his parents would take excursions in the summer. They would 

pack a hamper full of meat and insects and his father would pick the point of exit, usually in a low-lying field 
out of the way, and then they would all pile out, utterly impressed with the blue skies and beautiful 
temperatures. In his adolescence Mole had had an affinity for the trees and used to rub his dark fur against 
their bark, coating himself in lichen mites. He would always choose the shade of an oak for their picnics and 
gaze up at its branches as he ate. Now he was older, much larger, but the fascination still held; the snaking 
roots were his only point of contact as he burrowed and hunted, but up in the outside world his quiet 
reverence was magnified. His respect for the arboreal gods grew with every step down the winding trail.  

This was one reason that the idea of going to see Badger was such a thrill for Mole. Badger was the sage 
of the wood, the Merlin of the sett; he knew trees and plants as though they were branches of an extended 
family: the ashes his aunts, the pink dog roses his 
cousins twice-removed. He was an identifier and a 
cultivator. A phytomancer. The house was a 
sanctum and a place to plan. The entrance was 
hidden away, but Mole knew the routes. 

‘Now,’ said Mole as they hit on ruts of sandy 
earth, raked by woodwose. Patterns of rain-mist 
showed near their feet. ‘I have visited the Badger 
only once before. Under cover of darkness. So I say 
that the door should be much easier to find.’ 

‘We’ll wake him up,’ said Gently, and she 
trembled. ‘We’ll wake him up, won’t we?’ 

‘It is the first day of spring. No doubt he’s been 
awake and eating for hours.’ 

Mole froze and began to sniff the air again. 
Gently looked back in alarm. 

‘What is it?’ she asked. ‘Are we close?’ 
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‘Quiet.’ 
A tin pan helmet burst out of the ferns. It was a man with a boyish face. He gleamed with a skin of sweat 

and his raw cheeks swelled in concentration as he raised a rifle to tuck under his arm. 
Mole took a step back and almost knelt. He signed with four claws against his chest. Gently leapt behind 

him and her legs flexed to their full stretch. 
‘Ia Setha, get back from the wild,’ said Mole. ‘The wood is ours alone, ia Sethan!’ 
The soldier paused as if noticing the two animals for the first time and made to lower his weapon. Then 

he blinked and pressed on, unnerved but resolute. Mole could sense Gently shivering behind him. 
‘Get back!’ he shouted, maintaining the sign. ‘Ia den setha!’ 
The soldier continued, raising the rifle’s sight to his eye. Emitting a high croak Gently threw herself into 

the space between the soldier and Mole, unravelling her tongue and swinging it forward. The soldier cried out, 
stumbling. Gently became a trapeze act as she grabbed an overhanging branch and gripped it with her feet, 
and as her tongue shot out a second time the man fired a shot into the trees and turned tail, trampling through 
the undergrowth like a wounded animal. She dropped to the ground and dusted off her hands. 

They made for Badger’s now with increased fervour. The light beyond the canopy penetrated only when 
the leaves allowed it, and so the companions were without sun for long stretches. The pathways this far into 
the wood had fallen into disuse, and they crossed and faded in illogical lines like worm casts. Mole led the way 
and kept to the main thread, hurrying deeper into the trees. 

They paused for breath, and Mole was about to speak when a blast cut the earth like the surge from a 
storm. It resounded and fell, the noise of a rock ricocheting against the brick wall of a well. A faint pattering 
like rainfall.  

‘That was a mine, Mole,’ whispered Gently. She was crouched low to the ground and looked ready to 
spring again. 

‘Yes,’ he said, rattling his family heirlooms distractedly. ‘And not too far away by the sounds of it.’  
‘I feel trapped here. There’s no way through.’ 

‘I was about to announce,’ said Mole, ‘that we have reached our destination. Badger is below. And that 
oak is his entrance.’ 

He raised an arm and gestured with a claw to the base of a wide oak, slanted and thrusting its wrinkled 
limbs into the ground like a beached sea giant. The earth around it was deep with foxgloves and long grass. 

‘How can you tell, Mole?’ asked Gently. ‘It looks like an oak and no particular oak.’ 
‘This mark,’ Mole stepped up to the trunk and pointed to a series of scratches. They intersected the grain 

of the bark like high crosses. ‘And here as well, can you see?’  
‘Badger’s mark,’ said Gently. 
‘What else?’ 
‘My brothers would point at lines like these by the pond,’ she said, ‘and say the Badger had been past. 

Once it was scratched onto a rock by the reeds and I left the water alone for days.’ 
‘Tadpole tricks,’ Mole said, lowering himself to part the foxgloves. ‘His marks are as hard to find as a 

sand flea; he doesn’t leave them out for the world to stumble on.’ 
A door appeared, nestled in an arch of ribbed antler wood and set back from the grass like a porch. The 

door was plain and painted a Prussian blue. There was no handle. Mole could recall the frost it had held 
when he had first banged on its panelling, and the shimmer of snow as he and the Rat had stood waiting in the 
gloom. Now, however, he gave a single, sharp knock.  

Gently shuffled on her feet and patted the sides of her thighs as they waited for a response. The sun was 
warming the small clearing and nearby a wren hustled for worms. ‘Won’t find any there,’ Mole muttered. He 
was as nervous as Gently, but could never admit to it. The Moles and the Badger clan had been family 
friends. They had sat around each other’s fires telling stories of European ancestors and their narrow escapes 
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from The Hunt. The adults had exchanged missives discussing the structure of tunnelling extra bedrooms. 
Then Mole’s parents had been savaged by foxhounds and the rest of the family had drowned after a drainage 
system collapsed and flooded. The Badgers had all been baited over the course of one terrible month, and 
Badger, the eldest of seven sons, had since isolated himself, avoiding society as though it were a disease of the 
mind. 

Mole turned as he heard the scrape of a lock and watch the door as it was pulled inwards, shaking earth 
from the roof of the porch. A snout emerged at ground-level, snuffling and snorting until it withdrew and door 
was thrown wide, revealing the Badger. He stood tall on his hind legs and wore a robe that brushed his feet; 
he was smiling and his eyes were screwed up, barely visible amongst the streaks of black fur. 

‘Mr. Mole!’ he shouted, ‘and a Toad! A delight!’ 
‘No interrogation?’ asked Mole, looking flustered at Badger’s delight. ‘I had the passwords at the ready; 

or some of them at least.’ 
‘Your scent is your door key,’ said Badger, standing to the side and ushering them in. ‘Such pungency in 

spring. And you’re just in time: I’ve been stewing the tea since early this morning.’ 
‘Have you heard the rumours?’ asked Mole, giving his own arm a quick sniff. ‘Another war, they say, and 

soldiers returning to the wood.’ 
‘Aye,’ nodded Badger as he closed the door behind them. ‘I was out picking last night and a few of them 

had made camp nearby. I followed their voices. It’s only training, same as last time. But the war is back on, 
there’s no doubt about it.’ 

They were in the sett’s hallway now and walking downwards. The tunnel kept its shape as they passed 
below the surface, the arch of the door following them overhead as Badger unhooked a torch from its bracket. 
Gently hopped ahead, but never further than the firelight.  
‘We came across one of them,’ called Mole from behind. ‘Looked like a child.’ 

‘They’re certainly not as old as I remember them,’ Badger said, and his voice carried. ‘I expect you gave 
him some of that stance magic you moles go in for.’ 

‘I kicked him!’ Gently danced in the flicker. Her eyes were bulbs. ‘I sent him away with a quick kick-
about from the tree.’ 

‘She did,’ said Mole, gravely.  
‘Well, I’m impressed,’ Badger said. ‘I thought the Toad spirit had long left these parts. But why aren’t 

you with your mother, Gently? At times like these.’ 
‘She sent me for news,’ she said. ‘She’s so busy these days that she doesn’t have time anymore.’ 
They turned a corner and the tunnel sloped down, ending at a green velvet curtain that had been hung 

from wall to wall. Badger held the brand back as he drew the fabric across and let Gently and Mole pass. A 
curtain, thought Mole, purveys quality; the caress of expensive cloth is by far the best welcome to a home. 
And this was truly a home: wood furnished and full of butter-yellow warmth. A thick dining table dominated 
the sett, stacked with papers, books, tattered sygils and stripped elm wands. A fireplace had been dug into the 
far wall and on either side of the grate were padded benches. The mantelpiece was a comfort: into its wooden 
columns were carved wild lilies, images of rowing boats and reeds. Even the patterned saucers that lined the 
dresser dragged a yawn from Mole and he ached for a bed, though it couldn’t have been past midday.  

‘We won’t be hearing gunfire at this level,’ he said. 
‘Not a sound,’ said Badger. 
‘What do you suggest we do?’ asked Gently. ‘We must do something. About this, I mean. Get something 

done.’ 
‘All of us are to drink this mushroom tea,’ said Badger, making his way over to the stove where a 

saucepan lay steaming. He shifted the hood of his robe as he stirred the contents. ‘My mother’s honey recipe. 
We’ll make it through this alright.’  
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Badger ladled out three cups of the stuff and handed them round. It looked a darker shade of tea than 
the brew Mole was used to, but he balanced the cup in both claws and sniffed, felt its heat. A bitter rush of 
earth reached his nose. He sipped and nodded. 

‘I can never find good mushrooms these days,’ he said. ‘But I prefer them fried and peppered.’  
‘These are not the kind you are likely to find on a stroll around your meadow,’ said Badger. ‘For these 

you must go deeper; darker. It’s not called the Wild Wood for a bit of local colour you know.’ 
‘Are they truffles?’ asked Gently, who had gulped down half of her tea already. 
‘Ascomycete? No, not even close,’ said Badger as he led them towards the fireplace. ‘Although Plutarch 

thought them the product of lightning storms, did you know? But no, what I have stewed here is Psilocybe 
semilanceata, one of the more potent.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Mole, and peered closer into his cup. ‘I’ve heard they’re hard to find.’ 
‘Suppose they are. I used to have several spots: now there’s only one.’ 
Badger handled his own cup as delicately as if were an injured bird. His claws, smaller and sharper than 

Mole’s, clicked and sang against the porcelain as he lifted it to his snout. The fire was a thatch of twigs and 
thicker logs that kept the flames at bay, though they burned at a steady speed and the glow pushed the 
shadows of the three animals against the brick. Mole looked up as he drank, watching sparks float into the 
obscurity of the chimney, winking out like eyes in the darkness. He flexed his shovelling feet as he pictured 
the pipe set into the soil and followed its climb through the clay, finding an exit in the hollow knot of a beech. 
He watched the dark air shimmer and curl and he traced patterns in their ascent. 

Mole blinked and brought his gaze slowly down to rest on Badger and Gently, who had begun a 
conversation.  

‘This happened several years ago,’ Badger was saying. ‘Before you had even grown back legs. A group of 
them set up camp to the west of the wood and we heard blasts for weeks. Artillery they called the weapons. 
Military they were themselves. In training for wars being waged overseas.’ 

‘And then they just up and left?’ asked Gently. ‘Just like that?’ 
‘They did eventually. But they cut down a fair few trees on that side for firewood. Wiped out the rabbits 

who played on the lanes.’ 
Badger fell quiet.  
‘All along the backwater,’ Mole sang under his breath. ‘Through the rushes tall.’ 
‘What’s that?’ asked Badger, watching the fire. 
‘Oh, it’s nothing. A song I used to know. Ducks with their tails up.’ 
‘It seems familiar to me. Some of the water vole’s doggerel, I’d guess.’ 
‘Ducks are a-dabbling,’ muttered Mole. ‘That’s it. You know he once thought of being a sea rat?’ 
‘I don’t doubt it.’ 
‘And always calling me a sensible Mole, though I never was one at all.’ 
Mole could hear his heartbeat and felt the heirlooms in his pocket. He began the process of transferring 

them all from one pocket to the other, turning them in his short claws and watching them move in the 
firelight. A splinter of canary-coloured wood, patterned with red printed roses. A set of his father’s cufflinks. A 
pocket watch portrait of his grandmother, her withering fish egg eyes looking down a greying snout. A key to a 
cottage that had since fallen down. Once he was sure that each object was accounted for he pressed his claws 
together in contemplation and turned to Gently, whom he realised had been trying to get his attention. 

‘What’s beyond the wood, Mole?’ 
‘You can’t ask that,’ said Mole. ‘It doesn’t matter.’ 
‘But it’s possible to come out at the other end, isn’t it? My father says it is. He’s seen the whole wood 

from an aeroplane, he says.’ 
‘We can’t speak about that.’ 
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Again Mole turned away, this time to nestle into the corner of the fireplace, one eye still on the fire. The 
visuals were getting stronger. The white flames at the core were bending, snaking out and into the stonework. 
Mole shut his eyes. The same day that Rat had drowned was the day that Toad had barricaded himself in 
Toad Hall and taken to such black writings of the vilest kind. His children he saw only infrequently; the 
mother not at all. She lived in a house by the vinegar pond and that was how Toad preferred it. The day that 
Rat had drowned. Rat-a-tat, the sounds of gunfire were burrowing themselves into Mole’s head. Barking 
commands. There were pan pipes in the distance as Mole saw men bursting out of bushes and dodging 
between the hawthorns and the beeches. He watched them shout, rifles jolting at their sides with every step, 
and finally they crashed out onto the riverbank and through the water, clouding it with churned silt. 

Mole was folding himself into the corner. The flames were now ripping away from the body of the fire, 
oscillating between cones and worms. The worms held his attention, sliding across his field of vision; their 
central bands were writhing bandages in the rippling air. The cones were larger things, beetle-like in their 
outer shells, but he gave them no interest. He looked beyond these and saw Badger in his robes, arms folded 
over crossed legs. He was watching Gently, who was kicking out to the side. Her butterfly pin legs flipped out 
and in as she balanced on the seat. Badger said something to her and after several minutes she was calm again. 

Mole sat slumped in position for a while longer.  
Badger had taken something out of a front 

pocket. It looked like a palmful of sugar, but Mole 
only caught a glimpse of it before Badger thrust his 
meline paw forward. The bright powder cascaded 
onto the fire. The glowing worms, the beetle cones, 
they dissolved and the fire shrank to a soft sputter.  

‘Ia setha,’ Mole whispered. ‘Faunus.’ 
‘Toward the wild heart of the wood,’ said 

Badger, nodding through the darkness.  
Mole felt the trees sighing and found he was 

striding on dry leaves. A labyrinth, like the system 
of tunnels that encased his home; he chose one 
way and then another. A panic surged in his side, 
his heart thrumming like a mayfly, but like a mayfly 
it died down and Mole felt calm again. He noted 
the paths tracked into the grasses and smelt the 
wood so far from the riverbank. He was hoping for 
the greatest Awe. 

And there it was again: a trill of distant piping 
that filled his ears and made his mushroom mouth 
open in an unconscious ‘O’. Sunlight carved its 
way into the clearing in geometric bands; the light 

penetrated and held rigid like a blade from old legend. Mole could only stand and breathe. He took in the 
piping that was now fading birdsong, blown on the wind by the reeds that danced at the feet of an oak. He 
could almost make out a hooved figure in the leaves. 

Rat-a-tat. Gunshots again to the right. Rat-a-tat: shouts and movement from the bushes. Rat-a. Mole 
pictured the water rat and his rolled-up shirt sleeves. His graceful dive from a scuttled rowing boat into a silver 
slide of river water. Wet fur. Rat-a. Bullets hit the trunk. He was drawn out of the trance and looked wildly 
around for the source of the shooting. The piping had disappeared. He whipped around and stared into the 
woods. Soundlessly a man began to emerge: it was the soldier that Mole and Gently had seen earlier, but here 
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he was a shadow of himself and twice as tall, moving in a slow charge towards where Mole stood. Others were 
joining him, bursting out of black trunks and earth banks as if the wood itself were generating a battalion. Rat-
a-tat. Raindrops sailed past Mole and exploded in the grove, spattering his shoulders with a shower of soil. He 
fingered his heirlooms and puffed himself up. He signed with his claws and met them at a run, shouting all the way.  

It seemed as though years had passed before Mole finally broke into open air. Sunlight was falling, 
spreading itself over flowing water like a crowd of winking eyes. The river wound its way from a bend of 
leaning trunks and followed the line of trees away to the right like silver lace. Mole sighed at the trickle of 
small waves that lapped against themselves, jostling for position in their eternal race. On the other side lay a 
narrow grass plain bordered by a further strip of woodland. Mole had found his riverbank.  

Like an Enochian revelation Mole was fed whispers from the light on the water; they grew louder until a 
figure eclipsed the reflection and the calls became distinguishable as words. 

‘Moley! I’ve got the boat waiting!’ 
The figure held two oars together in one hand like a spear. ‘Come along!’ 
It was the water rat. The water rat in cricket whites, a rowing boat moored just in front of the rushes. 
‘Goodness, Rat,’ said Mole. ‘I can’t keep this all in my head.’ 
‘You’re on a trip,’ said Rat, and bent down to slot the oars into the crutches. ‘Just loosen that painter for 

me, there’s a good chap.’ 
‘I wonder if you’ve seen Badger or Gently anywhere,’ said Mole, slipping a claw into the water and noting 

its temperature. He pulled on the sodden rope and went about unravelling its loops. ‘We were together by the 
fire, you see. And then I’m placed in the Wild Wood like a knight errant.’ 

‘Errant?’ said the water rat, taking the painter from his friend. ‘On a quest you mean? Well, you may 
have found your what-ho, what’s it called? Your beast or boar, your damsel in her tower.’ 

‘What-ho, what goes: I certainly might have. Are we getting in?’ 
‘Certainly we are getting in; clamber aboard Mr. Mole!’ 
‘Should really say a prayer before casting off,’ Mole muttered, edging in backwards. 
‘Have you found God while I’ve been gone, Mole?’ the water rat cocked an eye. 
‘No,’ said Mole, the boat tilting with his weight as he settled in at the stern. ‘It’s just what I call my spells.’ 
‘I never went in for that nature magic: much too much like Wild Wood superstition. Belongs with the 

stoats and their ceremonies and ermine coats.’ 
‘I won’t then, Ratty,’ said Mole. ‘If you like. It’s a war zone in there now.’ 
‘Well we needn’t worry about that anymore.’ 
Craning his head to navigate the bull rushes the water rat sculled into the river proper. Then, dipping 

both oars into the current, he began to row, gaining a slow speed with every stroke. Mole lay back and 
watched the trees drift silently by: lines of craggy oaks packed like an infantry of bark and bough. The boat 
turned with the flow and the water rat rowed them out of sight. The riverbank remained, flaring in the light 
from the sun in quiet oranges and reds, and the wood stood sentinel, muffling gunfire and shouts from inside 
its bowels.  
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MARGINALIA 
 

By Alex Page 
 
 

 
nce when I was a boy I rode out in the general direction of the Twiceborn King, with some fantasy 
of burying my stolen sword up to the hilt in undead flesh. I had only a vague idea of where I was 
going, and no idea of what I’d do once I got there. I made my way from village to hamlet, but before 

I got to see any battles or castles or magic – before I’d even crossed the river – my father caught up with me 
and wrestled me home. I’m glad he did. Farm work had made me more than strong enough to swing the 
sword around, but in my hands it was just a club. I had no coin. No plan. I’d just have been another rotting 
body in the Twiceborn army by the time the Protagonist arrived to destroy it.  

At the time I was furious. I stomped around the forest for a week, returning to the farm for fitful sleep 
and meals seasoned with bitter silence. My rage softened as I resigned myself a little – you can’t just ride out 
on a quest, you need a nudge from the Writer’s quill to do something like that and succeed – a resignation 
like thick drizzle, putting out the bulk of my hope without doing a thing to quench my daydreams. I kept on 
dreaming, and whenever the Writer appeared my hope would flare briefly, before collapsing back into 
embers as he rode away. 

Once in a while the Writer rides through the town, his horse’s hoof prints welling up with ink as it clops 
down the road. For a moment, I let myself think that I might have a part to play in his narrative. Perhaps a 
new Protagonist, a major character, even a villain – or a dashing anti-hero. On his rare visits the Writer pulls a 
thick tome and a quill from his saddlebags, dips the quill in his horses’ mouth, lets a few excess drops fall 
from the nib, surveys his creation, sometimes makes a minor edit – and rides away. 

Everything central to the narrative happens on the other side of the Kingdom. Long after the event, 
traders arrive in town bringing news along with their silk and spices - news of the Protagonist’s battles with 
dragons and necromancers, political intrigue, romance, danger, tragedy, lofty purpose. I hoped that I wasn’t 
written into the world just so that the Protagonist could eat one of my turnips, or so I could start an unlikely 
chain of events by spilling my drink on his shirt. I hoped our town wasn’t here to fill in blank space on the 
map.  

Everything about me was written to be a farmer in the middle of nowhere: the eyes peering balefully from 
under bushy eyebrows; the muscles shaped by long years eking turnip and cabbage from unforgiving soil; the 
literacy just enough to grasp my position as a background character. Like all boys I dreamt of being swept up 
by that quill into a life of daring. But unlike most men I kept right on dreaming as season after season passed 
its course; I kept dreaming when I discovered beer; I kept dreaming when my father went into the very 
ground that we had tilled together. I never married, because I had been holding out for a princess or an elf or 
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a witch. I held out for a romance of the ages, bringing with it the hallowed status of major character, and this 
holding-out tripped up any relations I stumbled into with the women here. 

I threw myself into the farm. It seemed as though all the stones I removed crept back into the soil when 
my back was turned, a never-ending task on top of the normal difficulties of farming. The plough got as 
chipped in that soil as a sword struck edge-on with a hammer. But in the end I could make a living on the 
tough gristle of the land. I like farming. I like seeing barren fields grow green as the seasons turn. I told myself 
that I had a useful purpose providing for the community, and I was right, though I still felt troubled by my 
insignificance whenever I wasn’t too busy ploughing or sowing or harvesting to think about it. Whenever I had 
rest the old dreams came rising up, the agitation. 

Beer goes into that restless hole in the belly. Pour in enough, the froth rises up through your head, 
colours your eyes and drives out the demons for a while. Long enough to light up the inn with carousing, then 
turn in with a pleasantly thick head, and be up in the morning to drive the demons out with work instead. Get 
good at this cycle and there’s only a few small points in the day when that itch comes back. 

That itch was well at bay last night as I rode back from the inn, with a fair buzz, letting my horse pick a 
winding route nibbling on grass along the path while I swayed in the saddle. I was turning back towards the 
house from the stable when I saw what looked like two big red fireflies coming towards the farm in the 
distance. I stood and watched as the two lights drew closer, and they became two pearls of fire. And 
ultimately, unmistakably, the two burning eyes of the Protagonist’s horse. A creature with the body of a mare, 
and the soul of a fire spirit. On its back rode the Protagonist. 

He dismounted, reaching out a hand to me. I burst into laughter, slapping my thighs, struggling to breathe 
from the spasms as tears ran down my face. He was soon in his own fit of giggles – yes, giggles, high-pitched 
giggles – and I realized that we were both drunk. When we were able to speak again, he reached out his hand 
and this time I shook it. 

‘Augustus Silver,’ he said. ‘Pleased to meet you.’ 
‘Tom Walters, likewise. What the hell brings you out here?’ 
‘I’m just… just riding, Tom!’ He burst into giggles again. ‘All out of wine!’ he said, shaking the last drop 

from his wineskin. 
‘Wine? Huh, I’ve got some proper beer inside.’ 
So we both carried on drinking in the house. If I’d met him sober, it would have felt dramatic, significant, 

released a complex mix of emotions, and also I’d have been tongue-tied. As it was, it was just hilarious and 
bizarre - hullo Mr Silver old buddy, what a time for you to show up! When we got through to a more 
thoughtful type of drunkenness, we sat on the porch looking at the twin moons for a while.  

‘So,’ I said finally, wiping beer from my moustache. ‘Why are you…. What’s going on here?’ 
Augustus sighed. ‘I suppose you could say that I lost the plot… or rather, I threw it away.’  
I waited a long time for more explanation.  
‘Lady Goldwyn died,’ he went on. ‘Killed by the latest blasted Antagonist.’ 
‘Shit.’ 
‘Aye. Aye.’  
We watched the moons. 
‘It was beginning to wear on me anyway. The Writer keeps making new Antagonists, and I have to fight 

them. I can’t just let them win. I always have an edge in the end, or a deus ex machina comes along. But it’s 
not easy along the way, it’s a struggle with innocent people dying too often, and I never know – is this one the 
time I lose? Well, I haven’t lost yet – but she did. I guess the narrative needed a shot of drama. And I’m 
done. I’m done. Sod the Writer.’ 

‘I always wanted to be a major character,’ I said. ‘To matter, do the big things, see magic and… just more 
than this.’ 
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‘When the Writer takes an in interest in you, you see incredible things,’ said Augustus. ‘But also awful 
things. And eventually, you realize that you’re being played with. For the narrative. It gets hard to tell whether 
you’re doing something that the Writer didn’t plan, or he’s dictating it with his quill. And even if you’re just 
doing something insignificant, nothing to do with him-’ 

‘He wrote you so you’d be the kind of person who would do that,’ I said. ‘Yes.’  
‘So, sod the Writer. I rode towards the other side of the kingdom, drunk half the way. I took being the 

Protagonist and shoved it right up – well, guess he’ll need to find a new one.’ 
‘Indeed.’ 
‘Hey!’ Augustus slammed his glass down. ‘Why don’t you take my things?’ 
‘What?’ 
‘Take my sword, my armour, my gold, my horse. They’re all from him, I don’t want ’em. Find something 

you want to do. Do it because you want to, and if you have the slightest suspicion he’s pulling your strings, just 
do what I’ve done. Ha!’ 

‘What?’ 
‘Right now he’s watching this write itself down – two characters doing something unexpected - probably 

thinking up some way to get his narrative back on track. Why not give the Writer a plot twist to stumble over, 
a farmer gone rogue, try to trip the bastard up a little? You want to see the Kingdom anyway, right? 

‘More than anything,’ I nodded. 
‘Well, then. And I suppose I could learn to farm,’ he said, bursting into giggles again. 
 
I wake up just before dawn: a farmer’s habit. Augustus is snoring on the table as I gulp some water, then 

take what he’s left for me and step outside. I whistle like he’d instructed, and the mare with flaming eyes 
gallops towards me. She allows me to put a saddle along with gold-packed saddlebags on her, and mount her. 

I ride up the hill behind the farm. From here I can see the town to the south, the forest to the north and 
west, and to the east, open country with the sun rising, inviting me onwards to the rest of the Kingdom. The 
mare pats the ground with her front hooves, impatient to be riding onwards. We can go anywhere, do 
anything. Holding a sword forged in dragon fire, riding a steed of legend, I pause here, paralysed by my 
freedom. 

I don’t know what story I want to write with the blank pages of my remaining years, in the space outside 
the plan prepared for me. For the first time there’s no path under my feet, with nobody else to choose my 
direction, and only myself to blame or to thank for where my steps might lead me. If I am now penning my 
own role in this saga, it feels like I have writer’s block. I look around, half expecting to see that ink-drenched 
horse with its rider watching me. But I am alone. I don’t know how to begin this new tale, but I suppose I’ll 
just have to get on with it. I flick the reins, and we ride east. 
 
  

B
W 
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PROGRAM 2050 
 

By Wilhelm Bloch 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
       

3 April, 21:15 
 

For God’s sake, Tasha, Miskatonic has moved on and so should you. Your loss of another promising 
researcher is hardly a surprise and unless we increase our research income and fast Miskatonic will have 
far more pressing concerns than your imaginary apocalypse. 
 
P.S. Next time you have a problem with me, at least have the balls to complain to my face. 
 

?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!?!!??!?!?! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
================================== 
From: mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: PRPI Submission 
Date: 3 April 2017 at 21:13:45 EDT 
To: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu  
CC. mhrsjb@miskatonic.edu; mmswd@miskatonic.edu  
 
Dear Natasha, 
 
My PA has forwarded your latest email to me directly. As he has stated repeatedly, I am unable to offer 
further comment either on the PRPI submission nor on your upcoming PPR. I can assure you that all 
personal information was redacted from the review prior to dissemination to other panel members. Following 
advice from our IT Security Provider, we routinely circulate documents in hard copy and the redaction was 
made directly on the paper copies. 
 

William 
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Your repeated emails demonstrate a lack of respect for my position and I kindly request that you desist from 
contacting either myself or any other member of staff on the PRPI panel. Following your previous email, I 
have been in contact with Ms. Bishop who has advised that further correspondence of this kind may constitute 
harassment as defined by Miskatonic’s Misconduct Procedure. I have copied Ms. Bishop into this message as 
well as my immediate line manager for info. 
 
I trust that we can now put this matter to rest. 
 
Kind Regards, 
 
Elspeth 
 
Professor Elspeth Browne 
Associate Vice Dean of Applied Mathematics 
Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
Miskatonic University 
jam-prīdem fŭtūrum 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: Re: PRPI Submission 
Date: 29 March 2017 at 
To:  mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
CC. mhrsjb@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Professor Browne, 
 
I am writing to request a follow up meeting to discuss the decision not to fund my PRPI project as well as 
several concerns I have concerning the selection process. Though I am reluctant to suggest any 
impropriety, I was surprised to find that both my gender and name were clearly revealed to the research 
panel. This is in direct contravention of the University’s own Dignity and Equality policy. 
 
I am copying our HR Faculty Liaison into this message because I have recently learned that the same 
reviewer will oversee my upcoming PPR and am concerned that this may disadvantage me. With respect to 
my previous message, I omitted to note that the reviewer and myself have a personal history that I believe 
compromises his ability to act without bias in these matters. 
 
Yours Sincerely, 
 
Natasha 
 
CC. Jacky Bishop, HR Liaison, Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
 
Professor Natasha Peaslee 
Osborn and Potter’s Chair in Applied Research 
Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
Miskatonic University 
jam-prīdem fŭtūrum 
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------------------------------------------------------------------ 
From: mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: PRPI Submission 
Date: 30 March 2017 at 
To: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Professor Peaslee, 
 
With regard to your request for further feedback in relation to your unsuccessful application, please be 
advised that, as indicated in the scheme’s guidelines, it is not possible to provide further details 
regarding individual applications. I am re-attaching the reviewer’s comments for your information and 
will circulate general comments on all applications submitted this year, along with the list of successful 
projects, in due course.  
 
With relation to the upcoming PPR, I respectfully note that this is beyond the profile of my role and so 
am unable to offer comment. 
 
Kind regards, 
 
Sent on behalf of  
Professor Elspeth Browne 
Associate Vice Dean of Applied Mathematics 
Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
Miskatonic University 
jam-prīdem fŭtūrum 
<Peaslee_Review.docx> 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: PRPI Submission 
Date: 29 March 2017 
To:  mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Professor Browne, 
 
I have carefully considered the review of my application and am unclear as to why it was deemed 
outside the remit of the P2050 Pioneer Scheme. As outlined in the P2050 Research Charter, the 
Program seeks specifically to foster new mutli-disciplinary research and to enable research centered 
on issues of pressing local, national and international concern. I believe that my proposal meets these 
criteria and, as neither of these feature in the reviewer’s report, I would be grateful for further 
specifics on how my proposal falls short of the aims of P2050.  
 
Given that the intention is for P2050 to be embedded in all aspects of teaching and research, I find 
the suggestion that my work fails to fit with this agenda personally distressing. As the mid-term 
Professional Progress Review is scheduled for all staff in two week’s time, there is considerable 
urgency in this matter. I would therefore be grateful for a response at your earliest convenience. 
 
Yours sincerely, 
 
Professor Natasha Peaslee 
Osborn and Potter’s Chair in Applied Research 
Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
Miskatonic University 
jam-prīdem fŭtūrum 
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------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From: mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: PRPI Submission 
Date: 27 March 2017 at 17:16:10 EDT 
To: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu  
 
Dear Professor {insert name}, 
 
Thank you for submitting your application for the consideration of the Program 2050 Research 
Pioneer Initiative. As you know, the scheme is highly competitive and this year the panel received 
a large number of submissions from outstanding candidates. Unfortunately, although the panel 
received your application with interest, it has not been possible to support your project, {insert 
name} at this time. 
 
For your information, I attach the reviewer’s report but note that the decision of the panel is final. 
No further feedback will be provided and it is your responsibility to undertake any required 
improvements should you wish to re-apply in future. 
 
Kind regards,  
 
Sent on behalf of  
Professor Elspeth Browne 
Associate Vice Dean of Applied Mathematics 
Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
Miskatonic University 
jam-prīdem fŭtūrum 
 
<Peaslee_Review.docx>  
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================================== 
From:  mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Urgent Request 
Date: 7 April 2017 at 10:03:23 EDT 
To: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu  
 
Tasha,  
 
We’re due to meet for your PPR next week so I don’t see any need to pre-empt those discussions with 
another tete-a-tete, especially not anything after hours. What happened in the library was deeply disturbing, 
yes, but it further underscores my sense that we both need to steer clear of persons and places likely to trigger 
anymore mental pyrotechnics. What you see as a calling, I believe is nothing other than a susceptibility to 
mental breakdown. We might be talking biology here, but I think the contagion is social.  
 
I’ve done everything I can to liberate myself — and this department — from the clutches of that slavering idiocy 
that you treat as some sort of divine legacy. Neither you, nor Jack, will be calling me back. 
 
Your PPR will be on Tuesday and my PA will be in touch to arrange the time. 
 
Make sure the AAAM paper is ready. 
 
Bill 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From:  mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Urgent Request 
Date: 7 April 2017 at 06:15:24 EDT 
To: mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Bill,  
 
Please believe me when I say that this is not about funding. Under the circumstances, grant capture is the 
least of our concerns, despite what you think. You know as well as I do that this thing is real. The more we 
carry on with business as usual, the stronger it becomes. Miskatonic has always been distinct from other 
universities and we need to hold onto that sense of our uniqueness. If we can’t use our heritage as a 
strength, it will instead be our undoing. 
 
We are not talking about mouldy old books here. 
 
Can we meet again? 
 
T 

 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From:  mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Urgent Request 
Date: 7 April 2017 at 03:28:36 EDT 
To: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu  
 
Dear Tasha,  
 
I don’t know what you think we saw but it was a mistake going down there. Those archives have been a 
distraction ever since my grand-daddy and your great-grand-daddy started this foolishness. The only 
danger here is wasting valuable time and money chasing white rabbits through pages best left unturned. 
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As your mentor and your line manager, I am advising you to turn your attentions to more profitable 
endeavours. 
 
Have you finished that journal article for AAAM yet? 
 
Best wishes, 
 
Bill 

 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From:  mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Date: 6 April 2017 at 23:39:45 EDT 
Subject: Re: Re: Urgent Request 
To: mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear William, 
 
Thank you for agreeing to accompany me down into the archives. While we didn’t make it into the 
server vault itself, I’m guessing that having seen what the repair men called the “operational 
problems” with the door you understand why I cannot simply let this go. That metal should have 
withstood anything short of a full-scale military assault. I still haven’t heard from Jack, but my guess is 
that he witnessed the assault on the door which, I don’t know if you noticed, came from within.  
 
I understand the institutional pressure to meet the publication targets outlined in P2050 and want 
you to know that I am making headway on the paper we discussed at our last research management 
meeting. As you suggested, I plan to submit this to the American Association of Applied 
Mathematics Quarterly Review. 
 
I am really, really concerned though that we are missing the bigger picture here. If Jack was right 
about what he found down there, this will make Antarctica look like a daycare field trip. 
 
Some things are more important than league tables. 
 
Best wishes, 
 
Tasha 

 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From:  mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
Date: 4 April 2017 at 08:50:45 EDT 
Subject: Re: Urgent Request 
To: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Natasha, 
 
It is clear that you have found the application process upsetting, but I think we can relax a little 
with the formalities — Professor Dyer indeed! That said, before we get the political correctness 
police involved, I’ll apologise unconditionally for the tone of my text message if that has upset you 
(though let’s not forget that we have entered into, shall we say, more provocative exchanges 
previously). In any case, I’d be grateful if you could come to me directly in future rather than 
griping about me behind my back. If there is one thing I can’t stand, it’s a back-biter. 
 
Let me assure you that the review was written in a spirit of friendship and collegiality. Irrespective 
of the “personal history”, to which you felt compelled to draw the attention of HR and Elspeth 
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(thanks for that), both the tone and the content of that review were intended to help you. Given 
your reluctance to follow my guidance and, in some cases, my direct instructions as your line 
manager, I needed to underscore the importance of shifting your focus. If I had thought that you 
would misconstrue my intentions, I would have taken greater care to preserve my anonymity as a 
reviewer.  
 
Jack’s report is clearly a hoax and I for one am not falling for it. I don’t know what you two were 
playing at — perhaps you’ll have the courtesy to let me know the truth at some point — but in one 
respect at least he was clearly leading you on. The report itself is increasingly vague as it goes on, 
containing all sorts of obscure hints but nothing of any substance. His comments to you (did you 
mean for me to see these?) are even worse — absurd implicature designed to lure you in. How 
much did you tell him about your family? Too much by the look of things. Anyway, I trust you’ve 
not given all our secrets away. 
 
That said, I appreciate that you are trying to do the right thing and I think we do really need to put 
this thing to bed (for good this time). I will accede to your request and accompany you to the 
archives following the staff seminar tomorrow evening. Jack will, I’m sure, turn up in due course, 
rattling his begging bowl once more. 
 
William 
 
P.S. I’ve agreed to go with you in a personal rather than a professional capacity and I must insist 
that you refrain from sharing the fact of this little field trip — and anything that we may or may not 
encounter down there — with anyone else. Neither of us is qualified to undertake the sort of 
investigation you are proposing, even if it were plausible as a project.  

 
------------------------------------------------------ 

From:  mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Urgent Request 
Date: 4 April 2017 at 07:00:25 EDT 
To: mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Professor Dyer, 
 
Following on from your text message, which I assume was sent in response to my 
correspondence with Professor Browne, I am — as you suggested — coming to you directly, not 
to request further details relating to my Pioneer Scheme bid (at this stage there appears little 
point), but to register my extreme concern regarding recent shifts in the research culture here at 
Miskatonic, changes which correspond with your appointment as Dean of Arts and Sciences. 
 
In view of our family histories, I know that you are aware of the risks involved in ignoring 
phenomena such as those that Jack recorded before his disappearance and I would ask you to 
set aside whatever feelings you may have toward me to consider the future not only of 
Miskatonic, but also Arkham and, beyond that, the ‘new world’ which you regard so highly. 
You and I both know the legacy of this institution and the impact of the twenty-first century 
world has been seriously detrimental upon it.  
 
The services Miskatoic U has provided far exceed anything that can be captured in research 
targets/frameworks. The research on which this University was founded has never been 
popular and much of what we do must of necessity be undertaken beyond the scrutiny of 
government officials and funding bodies. When Osborn and Potter founded the Chair in 
Applied Research, the intention was to ensure that it would stand as a bastion amidst the rise 
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and fall of intellectual fads and fashions, a position beyond the short-sighted purview of politics 
and worldly power.  
 
Perhaps you are right that there is no longer a place for this sort of research within the field, 
but given what’s at stake I need some time to work out exactly what we are dealing with here. 
When I was appointed, the rich heritage and — let’s call them — extracurricular duties attendant 
upon my position were made very clear to me. I take these responsibilities very seriously. The 
P2050 bid was an attempt to buy myself some time for further investigations but maybe we can 
find another way to facilitate this research. Perhaps an informal approach to Osborn and 
Potter’s might yield results. It’s been a long time but I believe old Edna Potter still holds 
sufficient sway over the board.  
 
Please let me assure you that I appreciate the awkwardness of honoring the obligations placed 
on us by our family histories in the context of our professional commitments. I can only 
imagine how vulnerable you feel in your current position and, while many of our colleagues 
believe your success in climbing the University’s management hierarchy is due to worldly 
concerns, I believe in my heart that you continue to keep one eye on the higher plane. I hope 
that I don’t flatter myself in thinking that I know you better than the rest.  
 
Are we not still friends? Your review reads as if written by a stranger unfamiliar with all that we 
have seen, all that we’ve done. OK, maybe we can’t take Jack’s report at face value. Certainly 
his behaviour had become increasingly erratic in those final few weeks. But can we at least go 
over to the library together and take a look? 
 
I am forwarding Jack’s preliminary report (and accompanying email) for your information. I 
trust these will convey both the integrity of his character and the gravity of the situation. 
 
Yours, 
Natasha 
 
P.S. Please excuse the forwardness of this email. I have tried to keep it professional but under 
the circumstances that’s not always easy to do. Given the tone of your text, I’m sure you 
understand. 
 
P.P.S. The above notwithstanding, please keep my cell number for EMERGENCIES only 
(and even then, I’d be grateful if you could think twice before using it). 
 
Professor Natasha Peaslee 
Osborn and Potter’s Chair in Applied Research 
Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
Miskatonic University 
jam-prīdem fŭtūrum 
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------------------------------------------------------------------ 

Begin Forwarded Message 
From: mmstujw@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Preliminary Report 
Date: 24 March 2017 at 23:46:32 EDT 
To: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Natasha, 
 
I really don’t think that we should carry on as you propose. I appreciate the need to account 
for the money spent on the project but nobody will believe what actually happened and, in 
any case, writing it down for others to read is likely to cause a recurrence with even more 
damaging results.  
 
When we spoke, you assured me that you believed my story and asked that I appreciate the 
need to balance our ethical obligations with the institutional pressures you are under. This 
really surprised me and I’m starting to doubt whether you really do place any credit in what 
I’ve confided thus far.  
 
I’m fairly certain that you didn’t believe me when I said I’d made a start on the report, so in 
an attempt to reclaim that much of my reputation at least here is the initial draft. It is 
deliberately incomplete and while you’ll see that I started out actually persuaded that we 
could submit it, I think you’ll agree by the time you get to the end that such a move would 
be both dangerous and counterproductive. 
 
<pilotreport_1.pdf> 
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================================== 
From:  mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject:Email from Jack 
Date: 10 April 2017 at 11:56:21 EDT 
To: mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
 
Bill,  
 
I really wish you had agreed to meet again. I just tried your number and got your PA — does he answer your 
mobile now too? Needless to say, he was less than helpful. 
 
I can’t do this on my own and you have an institutional as well as a moral responsibility to support me so that I 
can accomplish the work I was appointed to do. You know full well that there is no way I can work on the 
AAAM paper now…. 
 
Look, I’ve received another email from Jack. This one confirms what I thought about the door, but things are 
far, far worse than I’d feared. His earlier email really played things down, despite what from an outside 
perspective looked like over-dramatization. 
 
I still haven’t seen him in person, but he mentioned something about a fair-skinned international student who 
witnessed a second event down there. I’m going to try his apartment tonight, but if we can’t find him, then 
we’ll need to start looking for the girl. 
 
If I don’t hear from you by 5pm, I’ll try your number again. 
 
Please help, 
 
Tash. 
 
================================== 
From:  mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Where are you 
Date: 10 April 2017 at 19:53:21 EDT 
To: mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
 
I just got back from the Library where I THOUGHT we had agreed to meet. Was that really you in the 
apartment or just wishful thinking? The librarian at the desk seemed unsure about whether or not he had seen 
you but thought you might have already gone down to the archive. I tried the door but it was locked. Are you 
deliberately trying to avoid me? 
 
I still don’t know what you were doing at Jack’s, but I hope this means you’ve started to take this seriously and 
at least you got security to let you in. I can’t say the apartment was much help though and it certainly wasn’t 
very reassuring. I can’t believe what a state the place was in and, Bill, I’m really worried about what’s 
happened to him.  
 
Look, I’ll attend the PPR meeting tomorrow but only because I know that you won’t try to sneak your way out 
of that. 
 
Tash 
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================================== 
From:  mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
Date: 11 April 2017 at 08:55:17 EDT 
Subject: PPR Cancellation 
To: AllStaff 
 
Dear {insert name} 
 
I regret to inform you that due to circumstances beyond our control, Professor Dyer will be unable to attend 
to his duties for the rest of this week. As a result, we will need to reschedule all PPR sessions scheduled for 
today and tomorrow. These will be reorganised at the earliest opportunity. 
 
Kind regards, 
 
Sent on behalf of  
Professor Elspeth Browne 
Associate Vice Dean of Applied Mathematics 
Faculty of Arts and Sciences 
Miskatonic University 
jam-prīdem fŭtūrum 
 

================================== 
 
 
 
 
 

11 April, 08:56 
 

Well, Bill, this really does take the cake. We need to meet TODAY. At least now you’ll have plenty of time 
to discuss something other than all that PPR crap. Call me. T 

 
11 April, 09:45 

 
OK. I’m getting concerned/pissed. I’ve emailed Elspeth and have just been to your office. No sign of you 
and no word from her. You could at least answer your phone. I think this is more than your usual 
aloofness and am getting really worried. 
I am heading over to your place now. If you are there, please wait for me. 
T  
 
 

================================== 
From: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Further Information Requested 
Date: 12 April 2017 at 17:10:27 EDT 
To:  mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
CC. mhrsjb@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Elspeth, 
 
You’re not in your office or replying to emails. I appreciate that you have a busy schedule, but the PPR is just 
the tip of the iceberg here. I’m copying HR in again and would very much appreciate a response from 
someone, if not today then tomorrow morning. 
 

Natasha 

William 
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------------------------------------------------------------------ 
From: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Re: Further Information Requested 
Date: 12 April 2017 at 15:13:48 EDT 
To:  mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
CC. mhrsjb@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Elspeth, 
 
I’ve just tried calling you but with no luck. This really is an urgent matter. 
 
Natasha 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Re: Further Information Requested 
Date: 12 April 2017 at 11:45:12 EDT 
To:  mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
CC. mhrsjb@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Elspeth, 
 
Following my previous message, I would be very grateful if you could contact me today, either via email 
or by phone (508-114-1208). 
 
Many thanks, 
 
Natasha 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 

From: mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Further Information Requested 
Date: 12 April 2017 at 09:01:46 EDT 
To:  mmseb2@miskatonic.edu 
CC. mhrsjb@miskatonic.edu 
 
Dear Elspeth, 
 
I received the notification regarding the cancellation of today’s PPR meetings with considerable 
surprise. As you know, these events require considerable preparation on the part of each member of 
staff and are often the occasion of additional anxiety. As the recent mental health campaign launched 
by HR (copied in) has emphasised, workplace stress and anxiety remains the largest cause of 
sickness-related absence by a considerable margin and I am personally aware of several instances 
where excellent colleagues have felt forced to resign by the pressures of our workplace.  
 
Under the circumstances, I feel that it is not satisfactory to have these meetings cancelled at such 
short notice without a reasonable explanation for the delay. It would be very helpful, therefore, if you 
could provide further details regarding Professor Dyer’s absence together with an approximate 
indication of when you expect the reviews to be carried out. 
 
Many thanks, 
 
Natasha 
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================================== 
From:  mmsnp@miskatonic.edu 
Subject: Still Looking For YOU! 
Date: 14 April 2017 at 12:55:32 EDT 
To: mmswd@miskatonic.edu 
 
Bill, where are you? After trying your cell and your home number again, I’ve just spoken to Elspeth, who no 
longer deigns to reply to my emails, and it’s clear she hasn’t seen or heard from you either. She did her usual 
thing of trying to cover up her ignorance with a lot of bluster and insinuation, but I don’t think there’s anyone 
who can’t see through that shtick now.  
 
This seems an awful lot of effort just to avoid me, so I’m guessing that either you are really unwell or — and 
I’m not sure this would be better — you are actually getting on with what we both know is the real work of the 
institution. 
 
Tash 
 
================================== 
 
 
 
 
 
 

15 April 2017 at 22:54 
 
I’ve just heard from Armitage who must have heard from one of his friends in the library. They’ve found a 
body over there. And something else. Armitage either didn’t have any more details or wasn’t willing to 
discuss these over the phone. Campus Security are not admitting anything. 
 
Armitage and I have arranged to meet at my office in the next hour or so. If you get this, please meet us 
there or at least give me a call.  
Tash 
P.S. I’ve left more details on your cell’s answer service. The University servers are not safe so stay off the 
email. 

 
16 April 2017 at 04:44 

 
Armitage’s pal confirmed it was Jack. It seems the fellow was too cut up to be coherent about anything 
beyond that. 
I’m on my own now and could really do with some support. In the morning I’ll go to the police and report 
you missing if I’ve not heard from you by then. 
 
Leave the police out of it. I’ll meet you at 8 tomorrow morning in the Starbucks on  
Main St. Stay away from the library. 
 
The morning will be too late. I’m inside the Library NOW.  
 
Bill, I’m sorry — I haven’t been entirely straight with you.  
 
  
 

William 
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