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Chapter One

 


I was no longer a man who could run
quickly, move hastily, or maneuver with great dexterity. Despite
this, I was still good at my job—in fact, perhaps even better than
ever—but I rarely took up any cases anymore. Retirement was on my
mind, as my son was now a man and was off studying at a university.
However, life always had major surprises in store for me, and when
I was offered a particular case, something deep inside me began to
burn once again. My wife, Ida, opposed this, but the case drew me
to it in a powerful way.

I am Luc Nistage, and this is a
journal of my one final case—perhaps the most terrifying
yet.

One day as I had my morning coffee
with Ida and went out to grab the latest newspaper, a young man
came running. He was excited and relieved to see me. He had a big
forehead, small eyes, and large, horselike teeth. Bless his heart.
What an ugly creature.

“Mr. Nistage? I’ve been
looking all over for you!”

“Really? And why? Who may
you be?”

Luckily there was a small café with
outdoor tables near our townhome, and I sat down at one of them
with the young man.

“My name is Thompson
Larsson. Through my father’s investment in our case, I was able to
find a lead, which brought me to you. Someone who has experience in
such matters.”

“What matters?”

The boy’s brow furrowed. “Missing
people...strange occurrences, cults.”

A sigh escaped my lips. “I’m not sure
I’m up to a case like that, young lad.”

“Have you heard of the book
titled Agghtthg Isakolm?”

For some reason, this name sent chills
down my spine as an image of an old tentacled adversary from the
ocean flashed in my mind.

Still, “I don’t think so. What is
it?”

The boy drank from his water glass.
“From what I have learned, it means “Deep Symphony.” He stopped to
drink again. “It’s a book my sister Natalie heard about from a man
in her book club. He suggested it to the members. We thought
nothing of it, but that was before she went missing, along with
everyone else in the club. She left behind drawings, writings, a
journal—with many strange things.”

He took out a large package of papers
and a journal wrapped in paper and string and gave them to
me.

His eyes pleaded with me. “All I ask
is that you look over these and then tomorrow let me know if you’ll
help me. I will pray that you do.”

After getting my newspaper and parting
with the young man, I went back to our place. Ida had left a note
saying she had gone to the store. I set the package of papers and
the journal on my desk, opened them, and began to read and observe
the images.

The more I read the girl’s journal,
the more familiar the sinister atmosphere around it became. Then I
saw her drawings. They were of weird creatures of various shapes
and sizes, including a tall humanoid creature with six tentacles.
It said “Aggtthog,” but that was also written on all the other
drawings. What could it mean? More so, “Aggtthog” was referred to
in her strange writings in several places. The man who seemed to be
the person who had introduced her to these ideas was named Mijec.
Another man she mentioned was Tom Pritt, a friend, I supposed.
Those were the only leads. Of course, I was intrigued.

When Ida came back, I told her of the
proposition. She sank into her chair.

“Have you lost your mind?
You were going to finally retire. You haven’t taken a case like
this in decades!” Ida threw her hands up in the air.

“Actually, none since I met
you, and only one like it before that. But this poor young man and
his family are suffering.”

Ida looked stern. “Millions of people
suffer each day. Your place is here with your family.”

This was going to be a hard sell to my
wife. “I realize that, but please, let me look into it. I promise
I’ll be careful, nothing extreme!”

Ida got up and flounced out of the
room. Of course, she did not really want to listen; she was
frightened and angry with me, and she was right, it was a crazy
thing to do. Yet I called the young man and arranged a meeting with
him the following day.


Chapter Two

 


It was midday when I met this
unfortunate young man at a café called Calgun’s. I bought him a
beer and began our discussion.

“What can you tell me about
the man named Mije?”

The boy looked annoyed, pressing his
lips together over his large teeth. “She described him to me a few
times, but I never met him. She said he was bald, tall,
middle-aged.”

“What else do you know
about him?”

The boy’s look was earnest. “I asked
everyone she knew, but all the members of this club vanished, and
her other friends had no idea. They’d never met him.”

I sat back in my chair. “Did the club
always meet in the same place?”

“No.” Thompson shook his
head. “Although they met at some places more than once.”

“Such as?” I
prompted.

“The Double Trouble piano
café and the Shaman Alley night club.”

“Book readings and meetings
in such places?” This struck me as odd. Most book groups met in
libraries, bookstores, or coffee shops.

“My sister said they had
meeting rooms somewhere there.”

I decided to be direct. “What does
Aggtthog mean to you?”

His face grew pale, and his hands
noticeably shook, and he began to sweat a little. Thompson drew his
sleeve across his forehead and took a long pull on his bottle of
beer. “At first, I thought she was having mental issues, you know?
Talking about some awful creature. But then, one night, I started
to have strange dreams. He began to speak to me, calling out to
me.

“I had visions of dark
waters, waves, some sort of a large building and a lighthouse by
the cliffs....” He wiped his brow again. “I don’t understand it,
but I went to the doctor, and he prescribed me a strong medication
that helps me not to have any dreams. But sometimes, it still
breaks through, and I still see the visions and hear
him.

“In the visions, I see his
shape, just like she drew him. It’s almost a human, but with six
tentacles and scaly skin, and the eyes! I don’t know how to
describe them...no such color exists in our world.” Thompson was
clearly shaken, and I felt sorry for the boy.

“Okay,” I said as
soothingly as I could. “Calm down, young man. That’s enough
information. You can go home. I assume you know of my rates
already?”

“My father will pay
double.”

“That is not necessary, but
if he insists, I will put it away for my son’s future.” I stood up
and extended my hand to him. “I will take your case.”
(And Ida will have my
hide, I thought.)

“Thank you so much!” The
boy jumped up, took my hand, and pumped it up and down several
times.

The look of relief and happiness
greatly improved Thompson’s looks, and with a radiant smile, he
rushed out of the café and down the street. I took a more leisurely
pace.

This case must not get Ida or my son
Mark involved in any way. I knew I had to tread very carefully. At
the same time, I could feel a familiar old rush of excitement and
my brain began to work busily. My first target would be that Double
Trouble piano café.

I took the rest of the day to make
notes and do some research. I went to bed early. Ida elected to
stay up. She wasn’t speaking to me much in her
disapproval.

It had been many years since I’d had a
nightmare about creatures from the deep, but this night they came
back.

I was sitting on a bench overlooking a
large, beautiful, old-style resort, the kind with waiters in bow
ties, tennis courts, and beach cabanas. Next to it stood an old
white and red lighthouse. The waves were calm. Then in front of me
materialized an almost transparent figure, but I could see the
outlines of the tentacles in the air. It spoke in a deep
voice.

“You are now ready to
embrace the knowledge of the deep with the horrors of your past.
You misunderstood them. Your mind must open and expand now. We are
ready to welcome you.” I tried to cry out, but my throat seemed to
be closed, and I could not make a sound.

“Find the book!” the
creature went on. “You must kill our other servant and prove to us
you deserve to be part of our eternal rule over the deep waters.
Listen to our deep symphony!”

Then everything turned into a color I
could not describe; it was nothing that I had a word for. I felt my
pupils expand. Then a wild and powerful sound came from all around
me. It seemed to drill deep into my head. I fell to my knees and
began to scream in pain. My head felt like it was going to
explode.

“Transformation!
Transform!” yelled the voice.

I woke up with Ida shaking me. I sat
up quickly. I was sweating, and my body was trembling.

She shook her head at me. “You are too
old to take on such things, don’t you understand?”

Her eyes were filled with sorrow. Why
couldn’t I just decide to drop this case now? But I couldn’t. I
felt compelled to solve this mystery.

The next morning I sat at the table,
drinking a large cup of coffee and reading a newspaper. Sad,
soul-crushing things were happening around the world and in our
country. It seemed as though there were endless wars. I thought
about what wars could do to men. I had met a few of those. War was
a brutal business, where the young died while the old politicians
just got richer. I was glad I had kept my son away from it all. It
took a lot of convincing. Now he wanted to be a private
investigator after university. Well, as long as he had no cases
like my newest one, then that path was at least better than war. I
flipped through the pages and found some local news. Nothing was
cheerful. Why not? There were so many good things happening also,
but that was not the business these writers were in. Oh well. I
threw the newspaper aside and thought about my dream.

Ida was on the couch, reading a book
and sipping her tea. She was even more upset with me. I wished she
could see the situation as I did.

I finished my coffee and took out a
city map. I traced a route to the university where the girl Natalie
had attended and decided to pay a visit there first. Then I wanted
to see how convenient it would be to get from there to the Double
Trouble.

Travel was much easier these days. I
still remembered my older cases—getting around town required a lot
of walking, which had taken precious time. Today the cars were
fast, and there were taxicabs everywhere. I hailed one and got
inside. The middle-aged Slavic immigrant, Vova, was often our
driver since we did not own a car.

“Where to, Mister
Luc?”

“Smithon University,
please.”

“Got studying to catch up,
hahaha!”

I liked Vova’s attitude. He was always
upbeat and making jokes. Vova must have had to work nearly about
sixty hours a week to provide for his family. I always left a good
tip.

The city streets were quick to fill
up. People were rushing to their jobs or impatient to do some
shopping. The world had changed; things were so much more hectic.
Yet Ida and I had been able to find peace during all these years
together, to raise a son, and overcome all the obstacles we
faced.

The changes in the world had many
positives as well, although some days I found it hard to see many
of them. As I gazed out the cab’s window, lost in my thoughts, we
passed by the beautiful Church of St. Therese. I often went there
in the evening to pray. Seeing it brought a smile to my face. A
traffic jam slowed us down considerably, but not enough to bother
me.

“How are the kids,
Vova?”

“Very good, good. Growing
fast! Soon they can work too! Hahaha, at least one
will!”

“That is good. I’m glad to
hear that things seem to be going well for you.”

Vova grinned into the rear view
mirror, showing his gold front tooth. “Of course, my
friend!”

Finally, we arrived at the university.
I asked Vova to keep the meter running and wait for me and slipped
him some cash. He gladly agreed, and I was on my way. This campus
was large, but I had a good idea of where to start.

I went straight to the school’s
massive library building. It was built in an old Greek style with
lovely fluted marble columns at the entrance. Inside I
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