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Wednesday, the 15th of March





Today I begin the thirteenth book of the diary that I have kept all my life. As with all my other books, I use the first entry here to tell those that would read my diary to keep away. By reading this diary you will be privy to my most private thoughts, and that I cannot condone. Unless you have been asked to read this volume then stop reading it now or face my wrath. 


	Today I wish to write of the dreams that have been plaguing me of late. It seems that I cannot sleep without being woken from my dreams by some night spectre which haunts me. I dream of signs and portents, of people and beings that I am sure no sane man can dream of. My wife Marie seems unaware of my plight. Indeed, her nocturnal walks continue - I doubt that she even knows of my nightmares. I shall consult J. soon as to their meaning, for it seems to me that they have a message for me.








Thursday, the 16th of March





	Wrote to J. today, asking him if the dreams I am having have any significance in our mutual interest. I hope and pray that he can help me. The dreams grow worse, and I fear that I may have been sleepwalking a few nights ago. For one such as I to be in the fierce grip of the ephemeral power of dreams would have seemed impossible to me some scant months ago. Now I know truths that terrify me, and I fear that these months are to be my last.


	I walked in the village today - The people there seem to detect the changes that have been wrought in me, and fear me almost more than usual. I scorn them, and indeed I almost killed one urchin that tried to pickpocket me. It seemed that all the rage of the last five years flowed from me and into my cane as I hit the boy. As his cries of pain grew thinner and higher I suddenly seemed to come to myself and realise what it was that I was doing. I compelled myself to stop hitting him, but I am glad to recount that the bruises will stay as a reminder to the wretch that Horace Beauregarde is not a man to be trifled with.








Friday, the 17th of March





	Today the Reverend P. visited the house. As usual, Marie acted in such a friendly manner to him that were I not convinced of her stupidity I might think that she flirted with him. He was not, for a change, interested in talking of idiotic matters with her, and instead wanted to speak to me. It seems the mother of the boy I beat yesterday has spoken to the police about my behaviour. The Reverend has been dispatched to make me pay the price of my deeds. I must admit to some humour regarding the event. All the woman wants is a share of my money.


	I showed the Reverend some degree of my new-found power over the common man. He practically fled the house, and I think I even saw a tear gather in one of his eyes. It surprises me to see  a man of power break down so easily. I informed Marie of my distaste for her behaviour, but I don’t know if she really heard me. Perhaps she should be the first victim for the experiment J. and I have been planning…








Sunday, the 19th of March





	I spent most of the day reading from one of the volumes B. has let me take from his personal library. The words seem to dance around the pages, as if they do not want to be read, or as if I should not be reading them. I try nevertheless, but it seems very tiring to me. One of the rituals in particular interests me - A binding ritual for the ‘personal angel’ of which Abra-Melin wrote. As the dreary existence I am forced to endure carries on, I grow more and more fearful that my own angel has fled me. I am considering acting out the ritual so given, in the hope that it may return this part of me. All of the necessary items are within my grasp now, and the drawing room seems the right size. I must meditate on the correct choice to make.


Monday, the 20th of March





	A visitation from J! He arrived at the house today in the late afternoon. I fear Marie is unhappy about the unexpected arrival, but she is just a woman, and a woman unaware of the true nature of things, at that. J. and I talked into the late hours, of my research, and of J’s interpretation of my dreams. He says that the time is right for our experiment to begin. He will stay here for the next couple of days so that we can prepare. I will try to send Marie away - This sort of thing will unduly worry her. Heaven forbid that she might get caught up in our preparations! J. and I laughed aloud at the thought of Marie discovering what we were contemplating.


	In a way, I find myself wishing that one of my sons were here to see our work - To know the power that their father was soon to wield. There are times when I find myself regretting some of the things I have said and done in the past. However, I know I am too proud to make the wrong things right now. Perhaps when J. and I are as powerful as we will be they will realise. Perhaps then Marie will love me like she used to.








Tuesday, the 21st of March





	And so it begins. Marie has left the house, I care not where, and the servants have been given a week off. We have time to work together, J. and I. We have started working on our separate parts of the job at hand, I on my meditations and he on the bizarre paintings that he decorates his work with. I find myself remembering when we met - The work that he was doing for the Graftons. Marie and I now own what is probably J.’s most impressive piece of work - That which he calls ‘The Master.’ Marie hates it, of course, but the woman has no appreciation of the arts.


	I have sent word to B. that the Great Work will begin on the Friday; he will be with us to see the culmination of the experiment, and we shall all be rich and powerful men.








Thursday, the 23rd of March





	The Work continues apace, and I barely have time to write this journal. J. is a hard task master, and my works are finished in the same way that his painting now covers the most part of the drawing room. He has hung canvasses from the walls, and the effect is that of walking into the den of some cyclopean creature. Paintings of people adorn the walls, and the backgrounds are those of a cave of some sort. I fancy that I can sometimes see the faces of the paintings move, so good are the colours and shapes. Against the back wall of the drawing room he has hung a tapestry which he brought with him. The tapestry, which J. tells me is of Arabian origin disturbs even me. The relief is of some sort of geometric sculpture . However, the angles are somehow wrong, and after watching it for some time I admit to a sense of vertigo. Up to this point I have been putting the effect down to the excitement of the impending ritual.








Friday, the 24th of March





	I cannot tell you the disappointment we all feel. The day began well, with B. arriving as our witness early in the morning. We finished preparing, I learned my lines for the last time, and J. put the finishing touches onto the canvas that he was working on. This work took us until late evening to complete. We had a ceremonial meal before the ritual itself was to begin. B. cooked for us, and, I suppose once again due to the excitement, the meat was unlike anything I had ever tasted.


	The ritual began at dusk. As the designated speaker for the ritual I entered the drawing room last, swinging a censure before me. The smoke made my eyes bleary, and as I walked into the drawing room it seemed as though I was in the cave it had been made to represent. The echoes in the room were more pronounced, the smell of dank, rotting moss was present, and it seemed that in moments of silence one could hear water dripping from high vaulted ceilings and the sound of crickets, amplified through a system of caves. The geometrical tapestry was hidden behind our altar, and it was there that we spoke aloud the words of our ritual, which I have reproduced here :





Nema Rohda, Rodha Rodhe


Ah Me-Ah Ekkme-ah


Ranta Pohl Nema Nema.








In the words of our ancestors we summon thee,


Azathoth, rohda, rohda.


In the ancients’ tongue we summon thee, 


Azathoth rohda rohde.


Let our minds and hearts tremble under thy presence,


Azathoth, Ah Me-Ah, Ekkme-ah





	Were we wrong to think that something might happen? We stood, expectantly looking at each other. The ritual was said to bring about a change in the casters. It was said to confer immense power upon mortal men. It did no such thing, and we were the ones that had been fooled. J. and I stood beside our altar, crushed.








Sunday, the 26th of March





	Somehow I must have slept for the past day… I have awoken feeling lethargic and out of sorts, like a man who was drunk too much, yet I am not under the influence of alcohol. From my window I can look out over the night sky. There are no sounds in the house, so I presume B. and J. are similarly afflicted. I will wake them, and see if they require anything. Marie will be home soon, and it would not do to have her see what we have been doing. I know she would not approve. As I think of her I feel a rage rising within me - Why should I hide my practices behind a veil when it is really she that is sensitive? I will have the matter out with her on her return.





	I have just returned from my foray to wake the others. For no reason I seem to be seized with nameless dread. The lights on the landing see dim; the wind in the spires on the top of the house seem like the wailing of some ethereal banshee. I was unable to make it to the others; so shaken was I by the prosaic experience of walking down the hall. Am I losing my mind? I will sleep, and see what the house is like in the daylight.








Monday, the 27th of March





	As I look at the words which were penned last night I find myself as chilled as I purported to be then. I cannot recall penning those lines, and yet they are written here in my hand. Over breakfast we all agreed to having had a marvellous night’s sleep. I fear that perhaps my nightmares have become realities and I have become a sleepwalker.








