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Life is a hideous thing, and from the background behind what we know of it peer demoniacal hints of truth which make it sometimes a thousandfold more hideous.

—H.P. Lovecraft

––––––––
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WIRES. 

They snake everywhere, running through the air and under the ground, entangling above our heads, beneath our feet, insinuating themselves into the very walls and floors of our homes. They creep around our beds at night like worms of discord, the eerie power that runs through them eating away at our minds as we sleep. Each instant the wires serve as a pathway, a bridge, an opening to a world which none of us who value our sanity should ever wish to broach.

I am an old man now and the local children here in Innsmouth laugh at me when I take my oil lamps out onto the porch to fill them. They gather on the edge of my ragged yard and titter behind their dirty hands as I measure out the fuel and pour it into the battered lamp bases. And each child stands there with grimy hands busy stroking one of the electronic games which have replaced the toys of my youth. One eye on the game, the other on me as raucous laughter fills the air.

Their mirth saddens me; indeed, it consumes me with horror at times, for they do not know what it is that they mock, what it is that they scorn with such abandon.

But once I was as them. I filled my heart and mind with technology, with knowledge, worshiping all the benefits that they can bring to humanity. Science became my god. 

But I found that there are other gods, darker gods.

Stronger gods.

I had no knowledge then, no idea that science also has its dark side. And that even technology, bright and glowing with the energy of the electron, could yet be interconnected with the ancient and powerful gods of Man’s prehistory.

Death is near me now. I hear the power as it grows ever stronger in the wires surrounding me, the wires that multiply and proliferate as I myself grow increasingly weaker. But I must leave some record of this knowledge that has blighted my life. I pray that I might live long enough to do so.

For the pathways grow ever stronger, ever more distinct from dark realms to our own defenseless world.

* * 
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WHEN I GRADUATED FROM Miskatonic University with a degree in psychiatry, I was ready to begin a long lifetime of research and discovery, ready to broach the very limits of the human consciousness, the human psyche. I had the notion that perhaps I would be able to help overcome the obstacles that held Man back from reaching his fullest potential.

In other words, I was the typical young doctor.

But those years were a challenging time, even for doctors. The only position I could find was as resident physician in the State Hospital. The Arkham State Hospital for the Criminally Insane.

Still, it was my first opportunity. It was exciting, exhilarating.

I remember my interview as if it were yesterday...

“You do realize, Doctor Gilman,” said Doctor Paget-Lowe as he scribbled his initials on successive members of a towering stack of official-looking forms; he yanked and scribbled, yanked and scribbled without ceasing. “You do realize, do you not, that this position is no sinecure? We are audited by the state each quarter and our rate of cure is of primary importance.”

I nodded eagerly. It had been difficult to obtain an interview, let alone a job offer, and I was determined not to allow this opportunity to slip through my fingers.

“I am fully aware of my responsibilities, Doctor,” I began. “And I can assure you that I will fulfill them in—”

“Yes, yes, I’m sure you will do just fine,” he interrupted in a brusque tone, “but please remember that we receive all our funding directly from the state and the only reason you are even considered for this position is the fact that we are currently so short-handed. Our normal procedure is to interview only those of vastly more experience, as I’m certain you must realize. But we have of late lost several of our more prominent doctors due to...unforeseen circumstances.”

“Of course,” I nodded again; I was beginning to feel a bit like one of those toys with a spring in its neck, nodding in ridiculous agreement at the slightest jar. “I am greatly appreciative of the opportunity, I assure you, doctor. I am more than aware of my good fortune.”

He reached the bottom of his stack at last. I suppressed a sigh of relief. 

“As I said,” he continued, “normally we seek a more proven psychiatrist, one with some years of experience. But just now, with all the problems I mentioned, and with all the new equipment we’ve acquired, we thought that perhaps we’d take a chance on, well, not to put too fine a point on it—on you.” Dr. Paget-Lowe jerked to his feet, snowy lab coat tight across his bulky body, avid smile on his face. “Come, let me show you some of our patients and—” he paused for dramatic effect, which I considered quite unprofessional. “—and some of our new equipment.”

We left his office; he closed and locked the door with meticulous concern.

All the doors in the hospital, I had noticed, were of uncommon strength and thickness. Not surprising, I’m sure you’re thinking, for a sanitarium. But I had been in many other similar asylums and I could not recall quite such impressive doors...

I shook the thought away as we proceeded along a hallway, took a series of stairs downward, entered more hallways and crosswalks, then more stairs. I was certain we must be some ways below ground level before we finally reached a short hallway containing four doors even more massive than those in the rest of the hospital.

“This,” said Doctor Paget-Lowe, speaking for the first time as he paused before the second door on our right, “is the ward for our most violent patients. And this is an example of the sort of patient in whose treatment you will be called upon to assist.”

He opened a hatch set in the sturdy door. Behind it was a sheet of wire-reinforced glass pierced through with small holes. I peered through the tempered glass.

For a moment I though the room empty. I examined every part of it and, as the room was hardly more than eight feet square, it would have been impossible for anyone to hide from an observer.

Then I saw him. 

He was huddled in a corner, draped with fragments of the coarse material which covered the walls and floor, fragments that he must have torn loose with his teeth and bare hands. He was still, so still that I could not even see his chest lifting to breathe. His eyes were closed and sunk into an ashen face—the same color as his scanty hair.

“The man is dead!” I exclaimed in concern. I seized the handle of the door and rattled it.

The resulting change was one of the most remarkable I had ever seen. From total stillness, absolute quiet, this small fragile-appearing man erupted into a violent cacophony of screams and yells, interspersed with moans and shouts. He flung himself about the room, all the fragments of cloth falling from him, so that he was quite naked. He clawed at his face and body with his ragged nails, bit at his hands and dashed himself against the padded walls. Blood speckled the glass between us.

“Ia! Ia! Hastur, Hastur!” These and other nonsense sounds he uttered in high, piercing shrieks as he hurled himself about. 

Anxious to impress my colleague, I took out a small notebook to jot down some of the more outlandish syllables. 

“Shub-niggurath, a’llwern qu’notall! Ia! Nyarlathotep!”

Then, as suddenly as the fit had taken him, it was gone. 

He paused at the end of one final leap, quite near the center of the room. Still, nearly as still as he had been on our arrival, he stood there staring at us through the glass.

Then he gave a polite nod, as if he had received us as guests in his drawing room.

“Good afternoon, Doctor Paget-Lowe,” he said in the calmest and most delightful of tones; we could hear him quite well through the perforations in the glass. “Have you brought me a visitor? I must say, that is most kind of you.”

Doctor Paget-Lowe looked at me with an air of quiet triumph. “Haven’t seen anyone like him in your classes at the university, I’ll warrant,” he whispered, beaming at me as if he had just given me a priceless gift.

“No, indeed,” I agreed. “Schizophrenic, with manic stages?” I continued, feeling rather proud of my snap diagnosis. “An on-going case, I imagine, lasting for some considerable time?”

Doctor Paget-Lowe said nothing for a moment as he gazed at the man, who seemed totally oblivious to his nude state and continued to offer a delighted smile.

“Actually, he was one of our most adept psychiatrists, up until about six months ago. This is Doctor Augustus Van Buren Mainwaring, who taught at Miskatonic University—your own alma mater, I believe—some years ago and helped to develop the Mainwaring-Kurtsfield Electro-cranio—” 

“Resonating Integrator,” I finished, unable to conceal my amazement. “Yes, I had the good fortune to attend one of Doctor Mainwaring’s lectures some three years ago, wherein he discussed his hopes for the uses of his device in the alleviation of certain mental afflictions.”

“Precisely,” said Dr. Paget-Lowe. Oddly, he seemed a bit put out that I had had already heard of Doctor Mainwaring’s achievements. “Were you aware that we have the only completed cranio-resonator in the world?”

“I was not,” I replied, the excitement building in me. “But if that is so, doctor, then why has it not been used to treat Dr. Mainwaring?”

Dr. Paget-Lowe, oddly, seemed unable to meet my eyes. “Actually,” he said at last, “he was found in this state that you see before you, in the room containing the cranio-resonator, just after he had used it for its first test.” 

A cold chill passed through me. “On whom did he use it?” I asked.

“On his partner, Dr. Whipple Kurtsfield,” he replied. “They wished to ascertain that the device was perfectly safe before using it on others. If you recall, their premise was that the normal brain would not be affected by its energies, while the abnormal would be shocked into a state of sanity.”

“And what was Kurtsfield’s reaction to the machine?” I asked.

“We don’t know,” said Dr. Paget-Lowe. “He was dead when we managed to break down the door.” 

* * 
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MY DUTIES BEGAN THE next day. I was to live on the premises for the first six months, on call twenty-four hours a day. As it turned out, however, those peers more senior to me covered the daylight and evening hours, leaving me the darkest reaches of the night for my own duties.

I found these hours by far the best time to be in the wards. The patients, most of them poor pitiful creatures lost in their own worlds, were given drugs to help them sleep. Only in the tiny, locked cells of those dangerous inmates on whom drugs had negligible effect, were there ever any problems.

For some reason that I could not at first determine, I found myself visiting and revisiting Dr. Mainwaring’s cell on my rounds. In the middle of the night, he was his most coherent.

Mainwaring’s most coherent, however, was not by any means always decipherable. Often, those nonsense phrases he had uttered when first I had visited him were repeated ad infinitum, with the addition of others as time proceeded. I had left off trying
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