: A Tale of Cosmic Horror
-Of Black HorizonsAn endless darkness envelops the cosmos. Beyond that darkness abides an ageless appetite veiled by
the limits of knowledge. Those who have felt its cold touch are driven to madness. Those strong enough
to resist the pull of insanity ultimately serve as heralds to that appetite’s omniscience, subtle pinpricks
in the fabric of space and time. These heralds work their siren’s song on the curious, sharing with them
the ultimate knowledge: only darkness abides.
No radiant heaven, no effulgent morning star--just the cold embrace of an endless void. A tenebrous
abyss, not a rapture or a better world to come, awaits us all.

-VESSELJoseph Alexander Winston was born in Charleston, South Carolina, in the fall of 1886. His family was
not wealthy, but they never struggled. His father owned a shipping and import company that brought
goods from Europe, and he was very active in the local community. Joseph was a bright boy with a keen
interest in history and the arts. As a child, his father would often take him to the company warehouse to
play. Most of the imports were luxury foods, fabrics, and the occasional artwork or expensive furniture.
Joseph was always fascinated by the intricate craftsmanship of these extravagant items. He felt a strong,
though as yet inchoate, connection with the Old World through even the newest of the European
artisans’ creations. After recognizing Joseph’s interest early on, his father built a small studio for him
in the warehouse where he could explore his artistic endeavors.
When Joseph turned eighteen, his skills as a talented craftsman and artist had earned him some
notoriety in Charleston. His social status led him to join the Freemasons. The Masonic brotherhood was
a good social club and networking tool that led him to study at Harvard University, where he majored in
History. At Harvard he first learned of the old European secret societies. These groups seemed to mix
the Christian heritage he knew with ancient Gnosticism and even older repositories of forgotten lore.
No such groups could be found in his native New England, so he created a club at Harvard for
like-minded art and history students. As time went on, he tried to direct the group towards the occult.
Some thought these arcane disciplines to be nonsense and eventually left the group. Others, however,
shared Joseph’s growing fascination for these hidden springs of forgotten knowledge. They would spend
every waking moment trying to track down the modern-day descendants of the great esoteric masters.
In his spare time, Joseph also attempted to track down relics that allegedly came to the American
colonies in their infancy. His searches netted him a series of medallions, books, personal letters,
and various tools of occult practice. With some of these relics, he and a few classmates attempted
several rituals that lead to nothing more than some spooky sensations. One Saturday morning during
the first semester of his junior year, Joseph continued his hunt for new artifacts at an estate in Boston.
He had seen in the newspaper that a very wealthy aristocrat passed away, and that his wife was selling
relics from his personal collection.
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Upon his arrival at the old mansion, Joseph met the deceased’s widow. She was a skeleton of a woman,
draped in the black mourning raiment popular before the outbreak of the Civil War. She was friendly
and accommodating, welcoming us in a thick Eastern European accent that Joseph could not quite
place. As he shook her hand, he noticed a ring on her finger with a curiously wrought symbol heretofore
unknown to him. She gave him a proper tour of the estate, offering him concise histories of the many
exquisite paintings found throughout the estate. She was remarkably perspicacious for a woman of her
age and apparent state of physical decrepitude. Joseph desired greatly to have obtained the entire
collection, but much of it was well beyond what he could afford. These were not common-folk items.
As they entered her late husband’s study, Joseph perused several volumes of ancient mythology, early
colonial ledgers belonging to notable figures of the Salem Witch Trials, and a few books on pagan
mysticism. The documents were nothing special, but he felt he could make a reasonable offer on
them so as to not leave empty-handed.
As he was preparing to leave, Joseph found himself ineluctably drawn to a large bronze urn. It looked
ancient and weathered, with a verdigris that brought into high relief the unusual writing that covered
it. The mouth of the urn was sealed with a leaden lid. Around the lid was writing from several different
languages and even different eras. On the top of the lid was a sigil that Joseph immediately recognized
as the seal of King Solomon. If this urn was a later reproduction of an obscure original artifact, it was
an astonishingly one, he thought. Joseph asked about the urn, at which the wraithlike old widow
scowled and replied in her almost impenetrable accent, “Just a damn pot.” She then added that, in her
opinion, the urn had brought nothing but bad luck to their house. She gave him the vessel for free, and
took two hundred dollars for the books that he found of most compelling interest out of the myriad
volumes contained in the aristocrat’s collection. As he left the estate, the frail woman stretched her
wan lips in what seemed to him to be an utterly disturbing grin.
That night, Joseph could not sleep. He’d noted that the urn, while heavy, felt as though it was empty.
Yet he swore he could hear an almost imperceptible scratching sound coming from it, almost as if some
small creature was trapped inside. His insomniac eyes played tricks on him as he kept seeing what
looked like the shadows of hooded figures in the dark. Every time he seemed on the verge of drifting
off to slumber, subtle whispers would jar him awake, leaving a lump in his parched throat. Outside his
bedroom window, he discerned an owl--an anomaly in New England, for the bird was snowy-white with
solid ebony eyes, quite unlike the barred owls and screech owls known to the area. This winged interloper neither called nor looked away, but instead perched on the old oak bough outside his window
and stared at him all night with its unfathomable black eyes. When he finally did fall asleep, he was
beset with nightmares of hooded figures, human sacrifice, children consumed in flames, and other
unspeakable monstrosities that even his worst fever dreams could not induce.
After weeks of sleep deprivation and nightmares, Joseph tried a multitude of methods to achieve the
slightest bit of rest. He found that sleeping through the day helped some, though he was still left with
hideous dreams that often woke him in a cold sweat. He began drinking heavily, but his inebriated spirits
could scarcely squelch the ever-present dread. Every night, the snowy-white owl kept its ominous vigil
outside his window. Joseph perceived scratching, whispers, and shadows that became more intense.
He lost track of how many times he collapsed from drunkenness or exhaustion. In fact, he believed that
one of his collapses was caused by a cloaked figure that lunged at him and left him a sniveling wretch
curled up on the floor. Finally, in one exceptionally pronounced fit of intoxicated rage, he threw his
bottle of Scotch across the room, striking the urn and knocking it off of the small oval table where it had
rested since the day that Joseph had brought it home from the old mansion. The vessel hit the ground
with a heavy clang like the toll of a church bell. The leaden lid broke off, and a fine blue-gray dust
billowed out. From the moment the dust fell upon the floor, everything went silent--the room, the

II

environs beyond Joseph’s home. Everything. The only sounds Joseph perceived were the knockings of his
frightened heart and the rasping of quick breaths taken into his lungs. The silence lasted for a moment
before a rush of air swept Joseph off his feet and hurled him to the ground, knocking him unconscious.
For the first time in weeks, Joseph enjoyed a full night of sleep. When he awoke the next morning, the
noises and visions had stopped. Joseph still felt the uncanny presence of the vessel, but now he felt it was
a part of him.
In the following months, Joseph became so enthralled with his occult studies that he stopped attending
classes. His appetite for esoteric knowledge grew to a ravenous obsession. He became nocturnal; friends
and family rarely saw him. He had his provisions delivered at home, and once or twice a week he could
be seen sitting alone at the Green Dragon Tavern. Most people kept their distance from him on account
of the dark queerness about him. The few times someone attempted small talk with him, he babbled
about unspeakable horrors: babies burning in the red-hot hands of an iron idol, and a demon-king
draped in yellow linen. Joseph was usually able to end these tense conversations by claiming insomnia
and mild delirium. He never hurt anyone, so the owners of the Green Dragon Tavern would point the
finger at others for starting conversations with a man who just wanted to drink in peace.

- THE HIEROPHANTS After months of his obsessive routine, Joseph had yet to receive any revelation from his fervent studies.
His increasing frustration was temporarily abated when he unexpectedly received a letter. The missive
looked as if it had been traveling for weeks through many unknown places. Its parchment smelled of
toasted almonds, and its penmanship was as exquisite as the old-world antiques in his father’s warehouse.
When Joseph opened the letter, he read that it was from a man called Tulane. He claimed to be a scholar
of the occult who had learned of his recent acquisition. With mounting excitement, Joseph read further
that Tulane was requesting an audience with him, and that Tulane’s ship would be arriving from
England in the first week of September. Eager to learn from an adept, Joseph made arrangements to
meet Tulane as soon as his ship arrived. When the day came he arrived at the port to see an old galley.
It was an old high-prowed galley that had been renovated to comfortably house passengers. Joseph
paused for a moment to feel the warmth of the setting sun as it bathed the harbor in an ethereal orange
glow. After a moment, he heard his name spoken with a thick Cockney accent. Joseph turned to see
a short, elderly man with stringy gray hair. After Joseph confirmed his identity, the man introduced
himself as Master Tulane’s personal assistant, Gordon Brisby. Joseph and Brisby went to meet Tulane,
who was overseeing a dozen young men in black suits as they unloaded the ship.
Mr. Brisby gave Joseph a formal introduction to his master. The man known as Tulane turned to greet
Joseph. He was of a greater stature than expected; he stood at least a full head taller than Joseph.
His black hair was pulled tightly into a braid, in a manner which had gone out of fashion nearly a
hundred years ago. The streaks of gray in his antiquarian coif gave him up for older than he looked.
He had a finely groomed black beard and pale green eyes that would suggest Mediterranean heritage,
perhaps Roman or Greek. He was dressed in a dignified black suit with a dark green riding cape.
He gave a welcoming smile and shook Joseph’s hand. He couldn’t help but notice that the ring on his
hand bore the same runelike signet that he had observed on the old widow’s ring that day that he had
acquired the old bronze urn.
That evening, Joseph had dinner at the suite where Tulane was staying. The meal began with subtle
pleasantries: Tulane inquired about Joseph’s family history, his education, and his acquisition of the
vessel. Joseph refrained from sharing how he had opened the vessel, but he did tell him how the relic
seemed to call to him with a nearly obsessive interest. Tulane listened intently with the faintest smirk
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stretching the corners of his beard. The pleasantries concluded at the same time as their meal. Tulane
dusted off an old bottle of wine that had no label on it. He poured a glass for both of them, and then he
began to speak.
Tulane revealed to Joseph that he represented a specific order called the Legion of the Six.
He explained further that the vessel he had come into possession of was once a highly regarded artifact
within the order. He told him of an ancient myth of King Solomon who, during his rule, used the vessel
to trap and house a number of otherworldly entities. These entities could alter the world around their
master in such aspects as arcane wisdom, wealth, military might, influence, and various wonders from
the mundane to the unimaginable. It was said that later in King Solomon’s life, he imprisoned these entities in the vessel, sealing it shut, so that they would never grace this world again. A prophecy was uttered
in forbidding tones that these beings, so long held captive in that strangely wrought urn, would one day
choose a mortal as a vector for their will. This vector would set them free, thus ushering in the advent of
more of their kind into this present world.
According to Tulane, the Legion of the Six had kept watch over the urn without a stir for centuries.
He said that a century ago, they began a campaign of touring it around the world. It would reside among
the personal possessions of their higher ranks for a number of years before being willed to other members after each possessor died. The thought behind this line of inheritance was for the urn to change
hands, experience life, and new surroundings, hoping that the change would excite interest from those
dwelling within it. These efforts yielded nothing, however, and so the practice was deemed fruitless.
For the last forty years, the vessel had remained in the estate of one of their elders in Boston. That is,
until it called out to Joseph. Tulane said that the vessel was slated to return to their order in Switzerland
after the passing of the elder’s widow. It was she who had written to him with the information that the
vessel had changed hands prematurely, and seemingly by its own will.
When Joseph questioned Tulane’s intentions, he replied with a comforting promise to encourage
Joseph’s own growth and understanding in the ancient arts. Joseph then asked about the Six.
Tulane claimed that the Six were heirophants and the progenitors of all knowledge and mysticism
throughout the world. Every god ever worshipped, every miracle ever performed, every revolution of
thought, came about through their intervention. It was said that they were heralds to the Elder Gods,
charged with creating a passageway for their arrival. Tulane said that the Legion of the Six sought their
wisdom in order to welcome the Elder Gods and to usher in a golden age of enlightenment.
After thus revealing to him the origins of the Six, Tulane inquired if Joseph had witnessed any hooded figures, whether in the waking state or in dreams. Joseph confirmed that he had indeed seen these
mysterious entities, and detailed having seen one lunge at him. He elaborated further regarding the
one dream he had in which he saw six hooded figures overseeing a ritual. He noted that although the
participants in the ritual seemed oblivious to the figures’ presence, one of the hooded figures stared
directly at him in spite of a blindfold drawn tightly across the entity’s eyes. He explained in hushed, yet
agitated tones about the blood pouring from the blindfold where the figure’s eyes would be, and that the
blindfolded entity seemed to speak to him, yet Joseph could not hear any words. Tulane explained that
this blindfolded figure was the Sightless One, the Speaker, or Voice of the Six. Each of these beings, he
explained, was capable of speech, yet their collective will was often communicated through the Sightless
One. At this juncture, Joseph confided to Tulane that ever since he had inadvertently opened the vessel
during that fateful drunken fit, he felt as though he was being guided where to go, what to do, what to
say. Tulane seemed elated at the news of the vessel being opened. He said that people had attempted for
centuries to open the vessel through both ritual and brute force, but to no avail. The night ended late
with Tulane proclaiming Joseph as the chosen vector of the Six.
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The next day Tulane told Joseph that he had invited other members of the Legion of the Six to join in
the coming weeks. In that time, he would advise Joseph and teach him how to perform certain rituals
to prepare for the advent of The Six. In the weeks that followed, Tulane taught him several small rituals
for acquiring insight and to prepare Joseph for greater summoning. One such ritual involved taking the
head of a fresh cadaver, placing several black beans at specific locations inside of it, and watering it with
fine brandy for several days. The result was a severed head that spoke for an entire minute after having
been dead for over a week. What it spoke, neither Joseph nor Tulane could determine, but its utterance
strengthened Joseph’s resolve to continue. If something so miraculous could occur so easily, what more
might he discover?

- APOSTASY Joseph was instructed to maintain his normal life while he studied the occult by night. As such,
Tulane encouraged him to return to his schooling to maintain appearances. Many months were needed
for every member of the Legion of the Six to arrive, but arrive they did from all corners of the world.
They brought with them new areas of expertise from their respective countries of origin. One man from
the high mountains of Tibet guided Joseph in meditation to prepare his mind for the trials that they
would endure. Another, a giant of a man who claimed to be from Romania, but who spoke with a thick
Russian accent, taught him alchemy. Tulane himself instructed Joseph in the arts of necromancy, occult
rituals intended to gather information from the dead. Joseph was both most intrigued and most profoundly disturbed by this practice. He became unsettled by his newfound capabilities. The idea of
resurrecting the dead and forcing them to divulge their secrets seemed morally questionable. Tulane
assured him that this practice was not only ethical, but indeed vital to the evolution of our species.
His qualms reached their zenith on the day that Joseph visited Tulane, only to find his companion and
mentor in his parlor keeping company with the fresh corpse of a local politician. The body was too fresh
and too familiar--Joseph recognized the man from speeches and photos he had seen in the papers.
There had been no news of the man’s death. but there lay the politician’s still-warm body on the table
in front of him. Joseph feared that Tulane may have caused the man’s death, but he dared not question
it aloud. For if murder was not outside Tulane’s scope, it would be wise not to express his growing
reservations about such practices.
That winter, Joseph met a young woman named Marriane Bagwell. Her family was part of the Board
of Regents at Harvard, and who owned a very successful law practice in Boston. She was educated and
beautiful; she was also the scion of New England old money. Joseph’s knowledge of history and art
garnered her fascination, and before long, they were courting at the behest of her father. Marriane’s
presence brought a kind release from the dark practices that were beginning to take their toll on Joseph’s
psyche. Tulane also encouraged the courtship, claiming that as Joseph became a more powerful man,
settling into a life with the influential and powerful was a move both prudent and profitable. Joseph and
Marriane were married that following autumn. They settled into a large house outside of Boston.
Upon Joseph’s graduation from Harvard, Marrianes’ father gave him a job as a researcher at his practice.
The work did not intrigue him, but his natural knack for digging up information, and the occasional
unnatural method of obtaining knowledge beyond the ken of anyone living, earned him quick praise.
Before long, Marriane was with child.
A full twenty months had passed since first meeting Tulane. Joseph had become an adept pupil of
the occult, and finally the time had come. The last member of the Legion of the Six was due to arrive.
Tulane explained that their members were scattered to many uncharted regions and, as such, reaching
them and inducing them to travel were processes that were neither simple nor quick. The Legion had
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been preparing for a grand ritual that was said to open a path of direct contact with the Six. Joseph’s
dreams had become more vivid, and he’d taken to writing down his dreamtime encounters with the Six.
Tulane used this dream journal to help tailor his teachings to Joseph.
In the weeks following, stories began running in the news of an alarming number of people reported
missing. Many of these victims were of lesser social status; consequently, the local authorities did not
concern themselves too excessively with the burden of finding these persons. The stories would pop up
for a day or two, then fade away to the forgotten like so many other news stories. One reporter, however,
seemed to make more noise than the others. Seamus O’Leary was an Irish immigrant with a penchant
for the contrived stories of superstition. Many found his reports to be heavily slanted from the Catholic
superstition of his upbringing. Yet it wasn’t until a chance run-in with Seamus at a local pub that Joseph
learned just how infatuated with the disappearances this newsman was, and how his initial investigations
pointed directly to Tulane.
The night before the grand ritual was to take place, Joseph was eating dinner at The Ram’s Head Pub
when he noticed a disheveled man sitting in the corner to himself and writing frantically in an old
careworn leatherbound journal. A wave of nostalgia overcame Joseph, remembering how he himself
must have appeared not so long ago. He approached the man to inquire about his apparent state of
unease. The man introduced himself as Seamus, and exclaimed that he was anything but all right. When
Joseph inquired what had him so vexed, Seamus said he’d been following the cases of missing persons
over the last several months, and he had come to the preliminary conclusion that a cult was to blame.
Joseph sneered at the thought, a gesture which prompted an agitated reaction from Seamus. He claimed
that Joseph was like all the rest in thinking he was insane. Seamus went on to explain that when the
disappearances started, the victims were mostly drifters and women of ill repute, but that lately it was
pregnant women who were missing. Seamus leaned in toward Joseph as he revealed that, over the past
month alone, eleven expectant, unwed mothers had gone missing.
Joseph failed to see the correlation between the disappearances and some nefarious cult, asserting to
his interlocutor that people go missing all the time. Undeterred by this apparent objection, Seamus went
on to detail that the sixth disappearance occurred on a dirt road after a rain. He stated that there must
have been a struggle, and as the woman attempted to fend off her attacker, both she and her assailant
must have fallen in the mud. He then produced a photograph from his journal that showed a handprint
in the mud. On that hand was a familiar outline of a signet ring with a runic inscription on it.
Seamus went on to explain that the more he dug into the significance of that runed circle, the more
deeply he had become immersed in the reputed activities of a shadowy group responsible for countless
killings back in the Old World. His sources reported that this cabal was eventually forced out of civilized society to reside in seclusion. This news was entirely unimaginable to Joseph, but what disturbed
him most was when Seamus confided that he had had dreams in which he had conversed with a hooded
man, his eyes covered by a blindfold.
The evening’s revelations left Joseph unable to sleep. He tossed and turned in discomfort over what had
transpired at the Ram’s Head. One especially unsettling recollection of Seamus’s was of a dream in which
he sat at a table in a dimly-lit room. Across from him was the blindfolded man in a dark, hooded cloak.
Five others in similar raiment were behind him in the shadows. The blindfolded figure allowed Seamus
to ask all manner of questions, every one of which he answered with mild amusement in a raspy, whispering voice. The mysterious being asked if Seamus was willing to pay the price for the knowledge he
sought. Seamus, thirsty for knowledge, ignored the implied threat and responded vigorously that he
was indeed so willing. At that, the hooded figure rasped out a terrifying laugh, then explained that he
and his companions were heralds of the Elder Gods. The first beings evolved from the first universe
created. As they grew in knowledge and power, their universe died. Unwilling to go quietly into the void,
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they pierced into another realm and survived. As they became something more, they also became less
of their previous selves. Eventually, their only purpose became to survive entropy. Thus they began
consuming the universes they encountered in their travels, then slipping to new ones once all had been
consumed. Incredulous at such monstrous admissions, Seamus had the temerity to ask the blindfolded
figure how he would know that this entire encounter was not simply an eerie dream. With this, the
ominous being pulled out a dagger and slowly pressed it deeply into Seamus’s forearm. The figure hissed
that this wounding would serve to remind Seamus of the truth, though none would believe his tale and
would simply dismiss his account as the ravings of a lunatic. Such is the price of knowledge, Seamus had
told him, his eyes welling with tears. The beings that he encountered in the realm of dreams, he admonished Joseph, bring only death, and our world is next, as he rolled up his shirtsleeve to reveal to Joseph
a putrid wound on his arm.
The night after his insomniac recollections of what Seamus had disclosed to him, Joseph arrived at a
dinner with all the members of the Legion of the Six. There were now twenty seven of them, with the
most recent addition being a frail old man with long white hair and grizzled beard. His eyes were clouded with cataracts. He was guided by a young, well-dressed man who didn’t speak a word of English.
Before the meal, Tulane gave a cheery speech and a toast in Joseph’s honor. The meal consisted almost
entirely of meat, though Joseph could not discern what kind of meat it was. When the repast was over,
Tulane announced that the time for the summoning was upon them, at which point two dozen young
men walked into the dining room to provide long, dark green robes to everyone. These attendants assisted in putting the robes on each member of the order, and then departed wordlessly from the chamber.
Each member began also to exit the room, and headed to a stairwell that led towards a basement.
Tulane placed a hand on Joseph’s shoulder and ushered him along with them. As he exited the room,
he noticed what appeared to be a ring mixed in with some uneaten meat on one of the plates. Not one
of curiously-wrought rings as worn by the Legion, but one that any woman in Joseph’s day might wear.
They arrived in an open basement area with several tunnels extending outward from the main chamber.
The room’s subterranean fastness led Joseph to conclude that this cellar must have been used to facilitate
colonial business transactions when the British occupied the city during the Revolutionary War.
At the far end of the room was a large wooden cross with the ends broken off. Tulane gave the command
to desecrate it before two of the young men pushed it over onto the ground. Tulane gave another command to purify it. With that, a woman’s screams were heard down one of the tunnels. The screaming
and pleading became louder and louder as two more men dragged in a young woman. She was completely nude and heavy with child. As she cried, she was tied onto the cross that now laid on the floor.
Once she was strapped to it, Tulane gave a gesture with his left hand as if saying to raise it back up.
A series of ropes, previously unseen, were pulled to hoist the cross and the woman to a sacrilegious
inversion. Her tears no longer ran down her cheeks, but watered her hair. Tulane turned to Joseph and
presented him with a dagger similar to the one Seamus had described from his dream.
The congregants began chanting in a vile tongue unknown to Joseph. Tulane forcefully pushed
him forward towards the woman. He approached the poor woman, dagger in hand. The closer he approached, the wilder his emotions ran. His eyes began streaming tears. The woman was begging him
to spare her. Joseph hesitated to react in any way. Tulane shouted in a sinister tone that Joseph hadn’t
known him capable of. He commanded Joseph to plunge the blade into her womb. On the verge of
hyperventilating in his anguish, he quickly raised the blade. Joseph paused once again, looking directly
into the woman’s tear-filled eyes. Joseph cried out the word “No!” With that, Tulane nodded his head
to the young man standing to Joseph’s right side. He snatched Joseph’s wrist and forced the dagger into
the woman’s abdomen. The woman let out a shattering scream as did Joseph as he collapsed to his knees
with the woman’s blood-covered face just inches from his own.
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At that precise moment, a large black arm erupted from the woman’s womb. Its large, clawed hand
completely encompassed the head of the man who forced Joseph’s hand. The man’s painful scream, muffled by the palm of the enormous hand, changed to a disgusting gurgle as his skull bones cracked loudly
under the crushing pressure. The man’s body collapsed next to Joseph. Where once was a handsome
face, only a mangled mound of meat, teeth, and brown hair now remained. Joseph scurried backwards
to see a large horned beast forcefully pull itself out of the woman’s corpse. It slid out like her intestines
had spilled out with a heavy thud on the cold stone floor. For what seemed like a lifetime to Joseph, the
bestial form lay like a giant, bloodied fetus. The slow breathing of the creature was punctuated with the
deep reverberation of a large predator. The hole it had clawed its way out of left no signs of the woman’s
interior, just a black void that seemed to go on forever. The creature slowly began to unfold itself and
position its body as if to stand up. As it slowly did so, it unfurled its blood-drenched, fleshy wings. Its
horizontally-slit, yellow eyes stared at Joseph and sent a rush of panic to his spine. Two of the Legion
of the Six approached it from either side, wrapping it in a yellow shroud. When fully stood, the beast’s
horns scratched the ceiling of the room. It stood tall and horrifically proud.
“The King in Yellow stands before us!” Tulane exclaimed. He announced that the way is open, and
commanded that the next sacrifice be brought into the chamber. With this, Joseph began screaming in
protest. The beast remained motionless, staring at Joseph with utter indifference. Joseph could now see
that surrounding the beast were the Six. The others still did not witness them, but they were all focused
on Joseph. The paralysis that gripped him finally released as he swiftly made a run back towards the
stairs from which the group had first entered the basement. Tulane attempted to block his exit, but Joseph ran straight into him, taking him to the ground. Tulane’s head hit the lower step with a loud crack.
Joseph didn’t bother to check if Tulane was alive or not. He frantically pulled himself up and ran up the
stairs. As he reached the front door, Joseph heard a raspy, whispered voice say to him, “Flee or stay, it
matters not. Your blood is bound to us.” Joseph ran out the door and down the street. He turned to see if
he was being pursued, but upon returning his sight forward, he ran into a police officer. They both fell to
the ground. The officer, with a flurry of obscenities, demanded to know what was going on. Joseph was
in a frenzy and still covered in blood. The only words he could muster was that he had “killed her.” The
officer, hearing this ostensible confession, and taking note of all the blood, responded with a quick slap
of his nightstick aside Joseph’s head. Joseph collapsed on the street as the officer began sounding off with
a whistle.

- CHAOS VECTOR Joseph awoke as daylight crept in through an unfamiliar window. His head was pounding, and he was
unable to open his left eye from the swelling and dried blood that caked it shut. With his vision still blurry, he gazed around at his surroundings, a prison cell. He sat up quickly and fought the urge to vomit.
His clothes were still stained with the blood of that poor girl. In the distance a voice called out his full
name. Once he acknowledged his identity, he was told he had a visitor. Marianne stepped out before his
cell. Upon seeing him, she covered her mouth to muffle the sound of her crying. The other hand grasped
the underside of her own pregnant belly. Joseph tried to explain what had happened but it led to Marianne crying further. Unwilling to vex her any more than he had already, he asked her to return home
and ask her father for legal help. Before leaving, Joseph had a vision of the blindfolded figure standing
behind Marianne, slowly reaching an arm over her shoulder and down to her unborn child and grasping
with malevolent intent. Joseph gasped, yet after a blink of his eyes, the apparition was gone. Marianne
left frightened by the completely unfamiliar state of her husband.
Over the next twenty four hours, Joseph told and retold the story to various law authorities and de-
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tectives. The following morning he was told that they had gone to the residence he’d described, but had
found no evidence of foul play or that anyone had been staying there at all. Joseph thought they must
have used the tunnels to escape, but he was informed that they also found no system of tunnels in the
basement. They even attempted to take Joseph to the residence in shackles. It was as they said--empty,
unlived in, with no signs of activity for what had to have been a number of years. The basement yielded
no evidence of a crime. The large open space he had visited was simply not there. All that remained was
a dusty cellar no larger than a small bedroom. The only inhabitants were the rats scurrying in and out of
the dilapidated walls.
Joseph never faltered from his narrative of events. In time, no amount of legal assistance could prevent
the authorities from calling in the alienists. By this time, Marianne’s father had heard the tale and fully
supported the opinions of the alienists. Joseph was found to be paranoid-delusional, and likely dangerous given the bloody state in which he was found. He was transferred to Berkshire Hills Sanitarium to
undergo psychiatric evaluation and therapy. During his time there, he became more tormented than
ever. His dreams became more amplified in the horrors they depicted. He grew prone to fits of rage,
insisting that he was not insane. He would shout for hours on end of a coming apocalypse by demonic
forces. Eventually, the alienists attempted shock therapy to rid him of his delusions. These treatments left
Joseph stuck in his own tattered thoughts for days at a time. Sedatives were administered to calm him.
Though the medications did nothing to silence his psychosis, they silenced him, and he became fearful
to sleep at night. Thus he endured long, silent nights spent staring out the window, with no one but himself and the snowy owl from his old apartment, that ominous bird ever present and always watching.
Joseph was not present for the birth of his son, and at the time the news was delivered to him, he
regretted that he and Marianne had ever conceived a child, given the things he now knew. He was not
allowed anything to write with for fear of harming self or others with a pencil or pen. The doctors’ suspicions of self-harm proved well-founded. He began to mutilate himself, using his teeth and fingernails to
break the skin, and using his own blood to scribble incomprehensible warnings of doom. Joseph described himself as a vector of chaos, a host for an outbreak that would consume all life. The alienists increased his sedatives and moved him to a padded cell. When Joseph had bloodied and soiled the room,
they used a straightjacket to minimize his movements at night. Somehow, even without windows, Joseph
still found himself in the company of the snowy owl, solemnly staring at him in one corner of the room.
He had once attempted to charge this avian menace, but he succeeded only in slamming into the padded
wall. The owl then appeared at the opposite corner without having actually flown there.
By the winter, Joseph barely resembled his former self. The physical damage he’d performed on himself, along with the ravages of psychosis, had aged him tremendously. The alienists had deemed him unfit for release. Marianne no longer visited, following an incident in which he’d advised smothering their
son as an act of mercy. The shock therapy had left him with slurred speech and an involuntary twitch.
He had no hope of ever conducting a normal life. And so things stood until the night of March 1st, 1910.
That night, he was sitting in the corner of his cell when he heard a terribly familiar voice. It was a raspy,
whispering voice that seemed to emanate from the eternally vigilant owl. Although the voice seemed to
belong to the owl, Joseph knew it belonged to one of the Six. The Sightless One, to be exact. That awful
voice told him that Joseph’s very blood was now a ravenous plague, and that his miseries would end if
he ended his own bloodline. Joseph protested that he would never kill for them again, and that even if
he could carry out their wishes, he could not escape the sanitarium. The voice whispered to follow it as
the owl, for the first time, averted its gaze from Joseph and toward the darkest corner of the cell, then
spread its wings and flew into that corner. The bird of ill omen vanished without a trace. Joseph stood
and slowly approached the darkness. As he drew closer to it, he saw the faint outlines of his own house.
He stepped further towards the corner, and immediately felt cold as ice. Observing his surroundings, he
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discovered that he was no longer in his cell. He was not even at Berkshire Hills. His straightjacket was
gone, and his bare feet felt the cold of nearly a foot of snow. The house was completely dark, as was every
house on the street. His street. His house. He shivered as he began walking towards his home, unsure of
what he would do next.

- TERMINUS EGRESS It was early in the morning, hours before the dawn, when Joseph entered the darkened house he once
called home. . . . The grandfather clock by the staircase ticked on at nearly ten minutes till three. He
walked to his left into the study in which he had spent countless hours studying and contemplating. The
room was just as he’d left it--almost as if Marianne had been hoping against hope that he would endure
a miraculous recovery and return home some day. He approached a painting on the wall. The painting
depicted an American wharf at night with a large ship illuminated by the light of the full moon. He
removed the painting to access a safe hidden in the wall behind it. The safe bore evidence of an attempt
at forcible entry. The job was clearly not done by authorities, or else they would have succeeded in their
attempt. No, the culprit was likely Marianne herself in a search for answers to justify Joseph’s descent
into madness. He turned the dial to the familiar combination, and with a subtle scraping of metal, the
safe opened to reveal his dream journal, a series of notes on the more horrific occult practices he had
encountered, three volumes of the Oculi Deorum, an unholy text of ancient rituals meant to summon
the most powerful and malevolent deities. Its origin was unknown, but it was said to have originated in
ancient Sumeria and then was subsequently translated into Latin by a medieval monk who had fallen
from grace with the church. Tulane had gifted him his personal volumes as a study reference. Underneath a small stack of loose notes, Joseph found an old pistol.
The pistol was a coming-of-age gift from his father when Joseph left for college. It was previously his
grandfather’s, who used it during the Civil War. Joseph checked the revolver to find the bullets still
housed within. He was then startled as the snowy owl landed at the window sill outside his study. It
scratched at the glass as if to pull his attention towards something else--the cabinet that sat below the
window. Joseph approached and opened the top drawer. His eyes widened as he gazed into the open
drawer, and he began to sob silently to himself. Inside the drawer was a single object that he’d seen only
once before on that terrible night of his arrest. It was the very dagger used to end the life of that poor
woman and her child. Dried blood still encrusted the cursed blade. Joseph tucked the pistol into his
waistline and picked up the blade. The owl stared at him intently with unspeakable malice. He brought
the blade down to his waist and gripped it tightly. Breathing heavily to choke back the urge to cry out, he
exited the study, turning once more to traverse up the stairs. The owl, ever watchful, never lost sight of
him.
At the top of the stairs was a short hallway. To the right was the nursery. Joseph peered in, but he
found the room empty. He continued on to the master bedroom. The door was left slightly ajar. He quietly crept in to find that Marianne had moved the baby’s crib into their bedroom. In the bed, Marianne
lay sound asleep. Joseph approached the crib to find his sleeping son. He was much smaller than Joseph
had expected. Upon laying eyes on him for the first time, Joseph began to weep. He covered his mouth to
stifle the sound. He felt for the first time a paternal sense of responsibility to the child. He stepped back
from the crib as the floor creaked below his foot. Marianne stirred, but remained asleep. When Joseph
was certain he’d not awakened her, he turned his attention back to the crib, only to find the disgusting
silhouettes of six hooded beings now in the room with him. Their faces were dimly lit by the pale window light. He saw the sightless one, the Voice of the six, and surrounding him, the other five, their faces
pale and marked by a single black stripe across their eyes, as if to mimic the blindfold of the sightless
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one. Their gaze, blank and pitiless, was like the eyes that stared out from old and long-forgotten photographs.
The blind one whispered his terrible orders to Joseph. Marianne did not wake. It was as if he was
speaking directly to Joseph’s soul, a beckoning inaudible to the rest of the world. Joseph whispered a
sobbing response that he could not do it. The blind one demanded he sacrifice his own child. He claimed
that the deed of killing his own son would open a gateway that could never be closed, and out of which
the Gods spill forth, without number and without end. Joseph protested again, louder this time. The
commotion rattled Marianne awake. With dreary eyes, she gasped in horror to find Joseph, dagger in
hand, standing before the crib of their son. She began to plead that he put the dagger down and step
away from the crib. Joseph, however, seemed fixed on the empty space surrounding the crib. She dared
not make a hasty move, as he could have easily hurt their son before she ever reached him. Joseph continued to beg of some invisible entity to do them no harm and to leave from whence they came. Marianne’s terror grew as the grisly scene unfolded.
The blind one told Joseph that his bloodline was bound to the fate of the Gods. He promised that it
would all end, if only he offered his own son as a sacrifice. Failure to do so would ensure his lineage
would be cursed to complete what he could not. Joseph struggled over the choice he had to make. Remain a madman and condemn the child to follow in his footsteps, or condemn him to be nothing more
than a fleshly portal that would let loose unspeakable horrors upon the world. By then, Marianne was
shouting at Joseph to look at her. He slowly turned his head towards her, and she saw the tears streaming down his face. He struggled to make any words to her, but the look of regret was one that Marianne
would never forget for the rest of her days. He muttered, “I’m sorry,” as he dropped the dagger with loud
clang that echoed through the room. The sound frightened their son awake, and he began to cry. Joseph
turned back to his son, still surrounded by the Six. A looming shadow began to fill the room as some
sort of retaliation was imminent for Josephs’ insubordination and apostasy from the Legion. Joseph
swiftly reached for the pistol tucked in his waistline, pointed it to his right temple, and squeezed the trigger.
With a flash and thunder of the pistol, blood sprayed across the bed to cover Marianne in gore. For the
briefest of moments before he expired, Joseph’s collapse to the ground played out in slow motion, and he
witnessed a mass of black, oily tentacles erupt from the hoods of the Six where their faces had once been.
Those tentacles reached out to his son and entered into him through his mouth. Joseph saw the hooded
robes fall away to empty space as the black masses fled them completely and disappeared into the child.
Joseph’s limp body fell to the ground. Marianne’s screams faded into the distance further and further
away. The last thing Joseph experienced was that same raspy, whispering voice telling him that the deed
was already done, and that his blood will complete the way. The child would birth the arrival of the Elder
Gods. Then nothing remained. All faded to black as Joseph was consumed by the void of death.
Marianne was then hit by a wave of bitterly cold air so forceful that it knocked her back into the bed.
The house shook, and a terrible scream was heard like nothing she had ever heard before or since that
night. Marianne, covered in Josephs’ blood, raced to pick up her screaming son, not noticing the subtle,
black, oil-like substance around his mouth. She attempted to check on Joseph, but the hole left by the
old bullet couldn’t be survived. Blood flowed so profusely that it permeated the floorboards and dripped
from a newly installed electric light in the ceiling of the kitchen. The strange earthquake and piercing
scream were mentioned in the newspaper the following day, but when its source failed to be discovered,
the story quickly faded into the realm of tabloid speculation. Lost in the back pages of the paper was a
story about an escaped mental patient, Joseph Alexander Winston, who managed to escape the Berkshire Hills Sanitarium without any signs of how his flight from the facility had occurred. He was later
found dead of self-inflicted gunshot to the head, as reported by his widow. The mystery and circum-
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stances surrounding his escape and death eventually dwindled to a sort of urban legend before being
relegated to the realm of complete obscurity.

- CHRYSALIS Time passed as it always does. The legacy of Joseph Alexander Winston died with him, yet his bloodline
carried on. It became a myth within the family that they were cursed, as depression, psychopathy, and
suicide struck family members with uncommon regularity. Despite these torturous afflictions, the blood
continued to pass from one generation to the next. On rare occasions, the horrific symptoms would
leave following the arrival of the firstborn child. Other times, growing up with such struggles was too
great, and the wretched descendents of Joseph would take their own lives after having a family. These
anomalies within the family led to a relatively small tree in which the lineage of Joseph could be mapped
on a rather narrow line. Many times they would be single-child families. Others who had more than one
child would commonly see only a single child grow up to produce an heir. The siblings would frequently die of disease, accidents, suicide, or the occasional murder. The ones who survived never bore any
offspring, either because their life simply dictated a childless existence, or because of some deeply-rooted
desire to end the bloodline. Yet the bloodline persisted until the year 2391, when the last descendant of
Joseph Winston disappeared.

- THE BEYOND Even long after the rising oceans had consumed the original facilities in New Jersey, Princeton University had long held prominence in the study of astrophysics. Princeton South, as the new institution was
called, was tucked away in the Appalachian Mountains of Tennessee. This is where Ambrose Dexter had
received his doctorate in astrophysics in 2383. In a time where downloading knowledge directly to a person’s brain made education an archaic pursuit, receiving degrees was more about using the knowledge
of the past and expanding it in practical applications. Ambrose had certainly done this with a theory
that explained how generating a wormhole in close proximity to the event horizon of a black hole could
provide both the unique power requirements, as well as the warping of space time, to create a predetermined out point for the wormhole in any location in the universe. Both math and multiple simulations
had confirmed Dexter’s theory, and construction of the Deep Gate was already nearing completion at the
HR 6819 black hole.
Creating wormholes was not the latest technology, yet it was costly and energy-intensive. All focus
was in wormhole technology because unlike with traditional space travel, wormhole travel had no time
dilation, thus making it a preferred choice of space travel. Ambrose’s breakthrough would reduce energy cost and expand the range of the wormhole all the way to the edge of the expanding universe. And
that cosmic frontier was precisely where the newly-titled “Doctor Ambrose Dexter” had his sights set.
It was the farthest distance ever traveled by humans, and Dr. Dexter intended to study the particle event
horizon at the remotest edge. Dexter would leave Earth on April 18th, 2385, to oversee the completion
of the Deep Gate Wormhole at HR 6819. The wormhole system was like a galactic railway reserved only
for scientific endeavors and those who could afford the steep cost of travel. It was limited to a reach of
two hundred light years, requiring Ambrose to take five different wormholes to reach HR 6819. When
construction was finished, and probe testing had assured the team of the Deep Gate Wormhole’s stability
and safety, Ambrose would be among the first humans to travel farther than any human in history. The
Grand Central Station to the entire universe was now in operation.
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September 13th, 2391, was the day that Doctor Ambrose Dexter boarded a craft with four other scientists and entered the Deep Gate Wormhole. Upon exiting the other side, he and his team were blinded
by an impossibly bright light. They adjusted their shaders to filter down to a viewable level. What lay
before them were the fiery reaches of the Big Bang, the explosion that created all. The tail end of the
cosmic background radiation still burned with a vibrant orange glow that flowed like an electric ocean
of fire and plasma. As his team marveled at the sight, one member claimed to feel pressure on his side.
Suddenly, a bright light ripped into the pool of plasma before them and seemed to crack it asunder like
hands splitting open a ripe fruit. Inside the chasm was an absolute dark void from which black tendrils
erupted. As they reached out and encompassed the craft, it shattered like a glass bottle. The explosion of
pressure caused the team to launch out with the debris of the ship in all directions. One member shot
back into the wormhole while the others were incinerated by the immense heat of the cosmic radiation.
Ambrose, however, was protected as the black tentacles grabbed him and pulled him into the black fissure with an unnatural swiftness. Before he could gain his bearings, Ambrose was surrounded by darkness with the only light coming from behind.
Ambrose turned to see a wall of light behind him and a shapeless black mass closing the fissure from
which he had been so recently pulled. He had been ripped through the fiery edge of the universe. At this
point, the light should have been blue as it was expanding towards him, but it was yellow, and acquiring
an increasingly reddish hue. He was speeding up, moving faster and faster away from his own universe.
Only empty darkness lay in front him. He thought this would be the end for him. Either he would freeze
to death without any source of heat energy, or his life support would simply cease functioning, and he
would suffocate without his recycled oxygen. Neither would occur. He kept falling deeper into the void.
When the life support did run out, Ambrose found that he still could breathe. When the heat from the
universe dissipated, he froze, but not to death. He was tormented by hunger and thirst, and yet his body
would not wither. Days became months, then years. The laws of physics made no sense; he should have
been dead. His home universe was now but a dim, red speck behind him. In time it would cease to be
visible at all. Ambrose wanted to open his suit and allow himself to die, but he could not move to do so.
The suit had locked into place, leaving him in the dark, immobile, and endlessly tortured by the bodily
needs that he could not sate.
Ambrose had no idea how long he had been lost to the void. With its last bit of power, his suit’s onboard chronometer calculated a time lapse of 168 years, but this was a lifetime ago. He must have experienced that duration a thousand times over. It was like being preserved in a never-ending state of torture.
He occasionally recited the volumes of books downloaded to his memory bank, but after so long, there
was no fleeing the timelessness to which he was now thoroughly bound. When he would attempt to escape to the memories recorded in those memory banks, it was as if they would be attacked by shapeless
darkness. He could not tell if madness had taken him, as there was nothing to attract his senses outside
the pain of thirst and hunger, and the cold that ran through his body like ice in his veins. He longed for
death that remained so close, and yet was just out of his reach. Such thoughts persisted until, at some
time in the eternity of the darkness, he awoke from fitful slumber to behold a faint blue light.
The time continued as the light grew brighter and closer. It was another universe. As he traveled closer,
he saw streams of light erupting out of it. This universe was in the process of imploding, rather than
expanding outward. The heat allowed him to once again move his extremities. He braced for impact with
the wall of fire, only to have the same familiar black tendrils open an all too- familiar chasm for him to
fall into. As he breached the outermost extremities of this alien universe, a deafening bang ruptured his
eardrums. He opened his eyes to no sound, but to sights both familiar and foreign to him. He saw galaxies, but they were distorted and elongated as if something was pulling them to a central point. He passed
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by stars that were more oblong, all pointing towards the same central point. The closer he descended
to that point, the more the stars began to trail into streaks of light down to the finest of points. At the
center of this collapsing universe was a faint, pale, green nebula illuminated by the living universe being
consumed at its epicenter. Ambrose would eventually fall into this cloud, miraculously unaffected by the
intense gravitational forces that pulled everything towards it. Inside the cloud he saw beams of light that
had once been stars, stretched to the thickness of a thread of silk. Entire planets crumbled to strands of
dust following the same course as their former stars. One such planet was covered in lights that suddenly
went dark as it crumbled like all the others. The inhabitants of this world were extinguished in an instant. This universe was being eaten alive.
Ambrose watched in horror as so many worlds met their end in this fashion. He then entered another
thick layer of nebulous clouds. Despite his ruined auditory senses, he was somehow able to hear what
sounded like a million trumpets. It was as if the sound bypassed his destroyed ears and pierced directly
into his soul. It pulsed like an attempt at language. When Ambrose fell out of the clouds, he witnessed
the source of what was devouring the space around him. An amorphous mass was before him, galactic
in size and its shape in a constant state of flux. It had thousands of massive black tentacles that reached
out into the green clouds, some of which split off into smaller tentacles that vanished into rips in space
similar to the ones he had seen upon being ripped from his home and projected into this dead universe.
Millions of these smaller rips were visible as he fell closer and closer to the terrible mass. He felt himself slowing in his descent towards the thing. Hundreds of eyes then opened and fixed their gaze upon
Ambrose, and before he could touch the great beast, it split open to form a massive cavern that somewhat resembled the inside of a rib cage. Many more eyes opened from within as the titan bellowed. The
sound shook Ambrose and petrified him with fear. In his mind he could understand it. It called to him
to become one with “us,” and to return home.
Ambrose was unable to respond as his suit evaporated from his body. His limbs, black with frostbite, were seized by black tendrils, and still more tentacles reached for his face. He gave a sigh of relief
and closed his eyes as the cavernous carapace closed in around him. Another great bellow sounded, its
meaning understood. The bloodline has ended. The way is open. When he had been completely consumed, the beast began to withdraw its many tentacles as new ones sprouted close to where Ambrose
had been. With these, it began to open a new fissure in space, and all focus was directed to it. The titanic
being began to collapse in on itself until it was the size and shape of a human, black as the shadows. It
then walked through the fissure and grabbed the pale hand of a hooded figure. Once the figure stepped
on to Terra Firma, the fissure immediately closed behind it with a thunderous crack. The night-dark
being resembled Ambrose Dexter in every way except that its skin, hair, and eyes were a shiny black as
if covered in oil. Before it stood the Six hierophants. It looked around at its surroundings--a wooded
mountaintop with a craggy overlook. A rune-filled circle was drawn upon the ground, and in the center
of this circle lay two bodies, one of a woman whose throat had been cut, and one of a man whose eyes
had been gouged out. The Blind one ushered the dark visage of Ambrose Dexter forward, and with his
raspy, whispering voice proclaimed, “Let the Summoning begin!”
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