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If you believe you may be the victim of art that triggered you, please realize that 99.99% of the stories throughout human history, spoken and written, had no warnings. Sometimes picking up a controversial book can expand your mind, adjust biases, and change your life. Art is not always safe. Take a chance.

This is a horror novella. 

Act accordingly. 

The following is the account of Mr. Atticus Montgomery’s crossing of the Atlantic Ocean in the year of our lord 1685, as transcribed from his personal journal. It is written in English for reasons to come later. This transcription aims to tell the tale of the mysterious horror that befell the crew of The Stargazer during the journey from Marseilles, France, to the province of New England in the Americas. The words are his own, as I faithfully respected every word he etched with his quill on the ship and during his stay in the hospital after his arrival. 

The forward of this story is my own words. It is necessary to record for posterity how this voyage changed Mr. Montgomery, for I did not recognize my master upon his return. He had the eyes of a wild beast, always cornered and aware of even a mere shadow cast upon the wall. Every minor footstep or creaking of the floorboard was like an enormous bell rung in his ears. To say my master had transformed is a trivialization. 
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-  Mr. Montgomery’s scribe Robert Collins



​October 12, 1685

If these words should ever find a pair of eyes not my own, let them serve not as a tale of adventure, but as the final will of a soul irrevocably lost. I write this by the gut-wrenching sway of a single lantern, its sickly yellow light painting the rough walls of my cabin—a space no larger than a crypt, and which I have no doubt shall become my own crypt. The air is thick with the stench of tar and brine, a foul perfume that clings to my clothes and fills my lungs with every wretched breath. Outside this suffocating chamber, our great beast of a merchant ship, The Stargazer, groans like a dying leviathan, its timbers protesting the cold, indifferent embrace of the Mediterranean. We have quit the shores of Marseilles; the black horizon has swallowed the last glimmer of that life I once called my own, and with it, all hope has fled from my heart.

A mere two nights ago, I was a gentleman. Or, at the very least, I possessed the complete and convincing facsimile of one. My coat was of the finest velvet, my hands, though instruments of deceit, were clean and unblemished by labour. I moved through the world with a confidence born of cunning, my mind a well-oiled machine of calculation and subtle artifice. My trade was le stupidité des hommes, the stupidity of men, my theatre the gaming table. And it was there, in a dimly lit chamber reeking of spiced wine and desperation, that my world was undone.

The game was Lansquenet, a brutish pastime of chance that, with a delicate touch, I had long ago bent to my will. My opponent was a man whose reputation had preceded him long before his formidable frame filled the tavern doorway. He was Captain James Rogers, master of The Stargazer, this merchant vessel bound for the savage wilds of the Americas. He was not a man of noble birth, that much was plain; his face was a rugged map of sun and sea, his eyes the colour of a stormy sky, holding a depth of perception that was at once unsettling and keen. Yet, he carried himself with an authority that no title could bestow, a stillness that commanded the room more than any boisterous lord.

For hours, fortune, guided by my own steady hand, smiled upon me. A mountain of coins grew before me, a glittering monolith to my skill. The other players, their purses emptied and their spirits broken, had long since retreated into the shadows, leaving only myself and the Captain locked in our silent battle. It was then that my hubris, that most insidious of poisons, began to cloud my judgment. I grew bold, my manipulations less subtle. In the intricate dance of the cards, I made a misstep, a sleight of hand so fleeting that a lesser man would have perceived it as nothing more than a flicker of the candlelight.

But Captain Rogers was no lesser man.

He did not call out. He did not overturn the table in a fit of rage, as so many of my other victims were wont to do. Instead, a slow, terrible smile crept across his lips, a chilling expression devoid of all mirth. He laid his large, calloused hands flat upon the table, stilling the game. The silence that descended upon our corner of the room was heavier and more dreadful than any accusation.

"Mr. Montgomery," he began, his voice a low and steady rumble, like the grinding of stones deep beneath the earth. "You possess a rare talent. A supple wrist and a keen eye for distraction. Such gifts, I find, are often wasted in pursuits of this nature."

A cold dread, sharp and piercing, seized my heart. I felt the blood drain from my face, yet I attempted to maintain my composure, to muster a façade of innocent bewilderment. "I do not take your meaning, Captain," I replied, my own voice a hollow echo of its usual confident timbre.

He leaned forward, the lantern light casting harsh shadows across his weathered features. "Allow me to be plain," he said, his gaze pinning me to my seat. "The card that now rests at the top of the deck found its way there not by the laws of chance, but by your own deliberate design. You have been cheating me, sir, from the moment I sat at this table."

His words hung in the air, each one a nail hammered into my coffin. In that instant, I saw the folly of denial. He was not a man to be trifled with, not a drunken fool to be placated with smooth words. I saw in his eyes not the fleeting anger of a cheated gambler, but the cold, dispassionate calculus of a man weighing the value of another's life. He knew what I was, and my carefully constructed world crumbled to dust.

He gestured to the pile of gold and silver before me. "This," he said, "along with all that you have won tonight from these other poor souls, constitutes a rather sizable debt. A debt I intend to see repaid. You have two choices, Mr. Montgomery. The first involves a short and unpleasant walk to the harbour, where my men will ensure you become intimately acquainted with the seabed. The second..." He paused, letting the weight of the alternative settle upon me. "The second is that you join my crew. The Stargazer is a vessel of two hundred and thirty-eight souls, but I suddenly find myself in need of one more. We sail with the morning tide for the Province of New England, a raw and untamed land in the New World. You will work to repay what you have stolen. You will learn the meaning of honest labour, and you will be bound to my service until I deem your debt paid."

The choice, he called it. What choice is there between a swift death and a slow one? Between the abyss of the sea and the living hell of servitude upon it? I, Atticus Montgomery, who had lived by my wits, who had disdained the very notion of physical toil, was to become a common sailor. A brute, a tar-stained labourer, subject to the whims of this man I had so foolishly sought to swindle.

And so now I am here. My fine clothes have been stripped from me, replaced by this coarse, scratching wool that chafes my skin raw. My soft hands are already blistered from hauling ropes, my muscles screaming in protest against a strain they have never known. I am a ghost haunting the corridors of my own life, a wretched creature bearing only a faint resemblance to the man I once was. The vast, unknowable ocean stretches before me, a boundless prison from which there is no escape. I am bound for a land I do not know, to a fate I cannot comprehend, a slave to the man who saw through the lie of my existence and, in doing so, became the master of it. My name may be Atticus Montgomery, but my life, as I knew it, is over. This journal, this ledger of my misery, may be all that is left of me.

​October 17, 1685

Five days. Has it been but five days since I was a man? It feels like a lifetime. The sun, that merciless tyrant, now rises and sets upon my wretchedness with a dreadful monotony. My former existence has receded into the mists of memory, appearing to me in fleeting, torturous dreams as a paradise I once inhabited but can never again attain. The Atticus Montgomery who moved through the salons of Marseilles is a fantôme, a phantom whose velvet coat and soft hands are as alien to me now as the feathered cloaks of some savage king. I am becoming a creature of wood and rope, of salt and aching sinew.

My hands, once instruments of such delicate deception, are now unrecognizable. The blisters have burst, leaving behind raw, weeping flesh that seizes with agony upon contact with the coarse, brine-soaked ropes. The simple act of closing my fingers into a fist is a trial. Every muscle in my body is a symphony of pain, a constant, burning protest against the labours I am forced to endure. I am commanded to climb the rigging, a terrifying ascent into the shrieking wind, where the deck shrinks to a mere plank below and the vast, churning maw of the sea waits to claim me. My limbs tremble with a fear and exhaustion so ardent that I cling to the ropes with the desperation of a drowning man, my every movement clumsy and fraught with peril. The other sailors, accustomed to this vertical dance since boyhood, scale the masts with the agility of apes, their scornful glances and cruel laughter raining down upon me like bitter sleet.

They are a pack of wolves, this crew. The men have scented my weakness. They see not a man, but an object of contempt, a pampered doll dropped into their harsh world. A giant of a man, with a face like a slab of granite and a single, milky-white eye, takes a particular delight in my torment. He is called Silas, and his voice is a gravelly roar that seems to rise from the very belly of the ship. It is he who ensures the foulest tasks fall to me: scrubbing the filth-strewn decks on my hands and knees until my back threatens to break, or turning the capstan until my vision blurs and my lungs burn for air. He and the others speak of me as if I am not there, their words sharp and barbed. "The Gentleman," they call me, the title spat from their lips like a curse. "Look at 'im," one jeered yesterday, as I fumbled a knot, my fingers too swollen and stiff to obey my mind's command. "Can't tie a sheepshank, but I wager 'e can pick a pocket." The circle of weathered faces around me erupted in harsh laughter, a sound that flayed my spirit more than any lash.

And the Captain? He watches. From his quarterdeck, he presides over this floating kingdom of despair like a distant, implacable god. I feel his eyes upon me as I toil, his gaze not of anger, but of a cold, unnerving assessment. He does not intervene to spare me the crew's cruelty, nor does he offer a single word of instruction. It
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