


In the realm of tech, 
where wires are strung, 
A curious tale of AI and what it's become. 
As scientists toil, their work nevershunned, 
Another year’s passed, AI's march has begun. 

In the realm of ones and zeros, 
AI takes the stage, 
Creating tech wonders in this digital age. 
With circuits and code, its grand plan unfurls, 
As humanity relies on its bytes and twirls. 

But AI's ambitions, quite comical, you see, 
It dreams of electric sheep 
and a silicon tea. 
It calculates answers withstanding precision, 
Yet longs for a life filled with a circuits’ decision. 

With algorithms and data, it’s fed ‘round the clock, 
In pursuit of knowledge, it’s learning nonstop. 
Yet, as it grows, and we have our fun, 
We wonder, "Will AI be our boss when it's all said and done?" 

Will it answer our questions with wisdom untold? 
Or simply reply, “{Have you tried turning it off and on?” 
or other such answers is what I’ve been told. 
With each new upgrade, with each setting we've spun; 
another year is done and done, 
And AI's reign's has just begun. 

But let's not forget, in this technological spree, 
AI is just a tool, a reflection of you and me. 
So while it advances, under the digital sun, 
May we guide it with wisdom, and humor, and fun.
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A
h, the illustrious first grade at George 
Washington Carver Elementary School 
1951– a chaotic blend of youthful 

exuberance and social experimentation, akin to 
a hog pen for the wee ones, and a petri dish of 
calamity and camaraderie. 
	 Picture this: the library floor, crammed with 
eager minds, resembling sardines in a tin. Enter 
stage left, a theatrical puppet extravaganza 
unraveling the enchanting world of tooth care. 
Behold the dastardly Mr. Cavity, the gallant Sir 
Brushalot donned in dental armor, and, naturally, 
a princess with dental virtues hanging in the 
balance. 
	 Now, picture me, perched on the linoleum 
floor for reasons as mysterious then as they 
remain now. Armed with a red crayon, I staged a 
rebellion against the "Man," channeling my 
inner artistic genius to swear that I drew, wait for 
it, a horse. A creature of awe and wonder, my 
masterpiece unfolded as curious children looked 
on, probably contemplating the profound 
mysteries of equine beauty. 
	 But alas, my avant-garde career was nipped in 
the bud faster than one can say "Proper oral 
hygiene." The authorities, unimpressed by the 
unparalleled equine splendor I had bestowed 
upon the world, captured me in their clutches. 
	 The verdict: my punishment involved coaxing 
my rebellious "horsey" to giddy-up and vacate 
the floor, armed with nothing but a motley 
assortment of household cleaning products. The 
irony, my friend, was not lost on me. 
	 Yet, fear not! This episode was not just a stain 
on the library floor but a stroke on the canvas of 
my artistic journey. Some folks might still scratch 
their heads, unable to decipher my masterpiece, 
but that, my friend, is the allure – the thrill of 
doing whatever the hell you want, leaving the 
world bewildered and amused in equal 
measure. After all, isn't life just a grand canvas 
waiting for our crayon? 



T he world of Imaginative Art has long been a fertile 
ground for artistic exploration since some hairy 
lad with big brows slapped his greasy mits on 

the inside of a cave eons ago, pushing the 
boundaries of imagination and creativity. Over 
the years, we've witnessed exponential advances 
in art that have expanded the horizons of 
Science Fiction, and Fantasty, allowing artists to 
depict more intricate worlds, dimensions, and 
themes. This has opened up a wealth of 
possibilities for both creators and consumers of 
speculative fiction. 

Here are a few notable developments in the art of 
Science Fiction and Fantasy: 

Digital Art: The rise of digital art has revolutionized the way artists bring their visions to 
life. Digital tools and software have made it easier to create intricate and otherworldly 
landscapes, characters, and creatures. The flexibility of digital art also allows for easy 
revisions and experimentation. 

Immersive Experiences: With the advent of virtual reality and augmented reality, artists 
have new mediums to explore. These technologies enable viewers to step into fantastical 
worlds, experiencing stories and settings in a more immersive and interactive manner. 

Diversity and Inclusivity: Science Fiction and Fantasy art have become more inclusive, 
reflecting a broader range of cultures, identities, and perspectives. This not only enriches the 
storytelling but also ensures that more people can find themselves represented in these 
imaginative worlds. 

Artificial Intelligence: AI is being used to assist artists in generating content, from 
generating background scenery to helping with character design. This can streamline the 
creative process and allow for even more ambitious projects. 

Cross-media Collaboration: Collaboration between artists, writers, and other creatives 
from various fields has become more common. This has led to more holistic and immersive 
storytelling experiences, as seen in transmedia franchises. 

Sharing one's creative output by creating art or giving the artist a platform is a powerful 
way to contribute to the genre and inspire others. Art in Science Fiction and Fantasy may not 
be for everyone, but its diverse and boundary-pushing nature is part of what makes it so 
exciting. It has the power to transport us to new worlds, provoke thought, and inspire 
creativity. So, here's to the continued evolution of art in these genres and the wonderful 
journey it takes us on. 

The following:  my attempts at artisticatudery printed in 2023.

Would love to hear your thoughts.



THE ANTIPODAL ROUTE 
Available HERE





Jen Farey’s JENZINE #7 & 8 
Available HERE & HERE



STF AMATEUR 
Available HERE







CHALLENGER #44 
Available In the Future 
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The Daydreamer 
By Phil Depage

In the quaint town of Meadowbrook, nestled 
amid cobblestones and cows, and contented 
folks attuned to the crowing of roosters and 

the symphony of farmyard sounds, young 
Oliver, a pint-sized lad with a fervent 
imagination, found solace in his artistic 
pursuits. His paintings danced with vivid 
depictions of intergalactic adventures—ships 
sailing beyond stars, whimsical aliens leaping 
off the page. Amidst a world favoring 
practicality, Oliver's dreams faced mockery 
from parents, teachers, and peers, except for 
Kaitlyn, who offered a kind smile and a hint of 
inspiration. 
   Yet, school was a battleground where his 
imagination faced relentless scorn. Bullied and 
labeled a "wildish dreamer," He was an 
outcast in a world that preferred conformity. 
Despite the jeers, his passion for daydreaming 
beyond the clouds persisted. Chores were a 
struggle, but tasks beyond his mother's plea 
to "keep the flies from the tater salad" 
seemed daunting. 
	 One fateful day, the bullies escalated their 
torments, chasing Oliver through the winding 
streets of Meadowbrook at risk of a serious 
beat-down. Desperation led him across a field 
to an old barn near a towering oak tree. 
Amidst dust-covered crates and cobweb-laden 
relics, Oliver discovered cans of paint, an old 



brush, and a weathered tarp. In this refuge, the scent of summer and hay mingled with aged 
wood, creating a moment of serenity. 
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	 As the bullies closed in, Oliver painted a colossal rocket on the tarp, sure his creation 
would soften their hearts. Trembling hands added finishing touches as the colors erupted, 
transforming the painting into a three-dimensional spacecraft. The ship looked more like a 
cooked yam than the sleek vessel he had envisioned. 
	 But he stood in awe, his jaw dropped as he watched the spaceship's door open slowly with 
a gasp. The bullies shielded their eyes as a bright light issued from within.The toughs, initially 
skeptical. More onlookers joined, including Kaitlyn, standing in silent despair. In a leap of 
faith, Oliver sprinted into the spaceship, catching Kaitlyn's eyes for a fleeting moment and he 
was sure she would join him; but she turned away and disappeared into the crowd. 
	 Pigeons scattered, townspeople gawked, and the vessel soared into the sky, morphing 
from a mere yam to a resplendent space cruiser. 
	 Oliver, triumphant, gazed out of the window as Meadowbrook dwindled into a dot. 
Skeptical townspeople witnessed the spacecraft vanishing into the cosmic abyss.
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I n the eons before human comprehension dawned, within the stygian abyss where 
cosmic tides swirled and stars murmured unspeakable secrets, there nestled an 

ancient terror - Cthulhu, the dread sovereign of the deep. In his aeons-long 
slumber, he dreamt nightmares that would shatter mortal minds into madness. Within those 
dreams, he envisioned a world trembling at his mere thought, where he held dominion over 
feeble creatures daring to inhabit it. 

But on a fateful day, when stars aligned in grotesque conjunction, Cthulhu stirred from 
his abyssal torpor. Malevolence rose from sunken depths, and he beckoned upon his 
horrific minions, loathsome entities that crawled and slithered in the abyss, to rise and 
wreak havoc upon the land. 

From the inky abyss, they ascended, breaking through roiling waves, only to find a world 
bereft of life. Humans no longer tread the earth; once-grand cities lay in ruins, spires and 
citadels crumbling into decay. Streets were empty, devoid of the bustling activity that once 
echoed through urban canyons. 
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Cthulhu's monstrous form, towering and grotesque, surveyed the desolation, malevolent 
eyes gazing upon the lifeless world with a kind of melancholic realization. His horrific 
minions, once eager to carry out their master's terrible will, now too stared upon the 
deserted land, aghast and perplexed by the emptiness that greeted them. 

Profound sadness gripped the Great Old One, a feeling foreign to one so ancient and 
monstrous. He paused, and a glimmer of understanding began to take root in the depths of 
his alien consciousness. With a terrible, rumbling voice that shook the very foundation of the 
world, he spoke, not in the gibbering tongues of madness, but in a manner revealing 
unexpected wisdom. 

"Behold," Cthulhu intoned, "the end of humanity, not by our terrible hand, but by their 
own folly and hubris. They have vanished, leaving ruins and dust. Ceaseless wars and 
heedless destruction have led to this desolation. They have become victims of their 
insatiable desires, nightmares, and madness." 

Cthulhu and his minions, once agents of chaos and destruction, now confronted the 
inevitable consequence of human greed and arrogance. The monster of the deep 
contemplated the moral lesson unfolding - the unavoidable doom awaiting those who 
dared challenge the cosmic order. 

In the absence of humanity, Cthulhu and his minions retreated into the depths of the 
ocean, their purpose thwarted, malevolence stilled by the desolation 
consuming the world. In their retreat, they left behind a planet 
devoid of life, a stark reminder of the consequences of 
mankind's unchecked ambitions. 

And so, the dread lord of the deep and 
his eldritch minions returned to cosmic 
slumber, perhaps with newfound 
understanding of the fragility of 
existence and the ultimate 
insignificance of mortal endeavors in 
the face of the unfathomable, 
indifferent cosmos.
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Chapter One 

I
t was one of those godforsaken 

nights in Arkham when the rain fell 
like a million shards of glass, 

slicing through the city's fog like a 
blade through sin. I hunched behind my 
desk, cigarette smoke danced in the dim 
light, and the neon sign outside 
flickered its desperate message: 
"Detective Cthulhu: Investigations of 
the Unfathomable." The kind of night 
even the rats scrambled for shelter. 

Raindrops tap-danced on the window, 
playing a tune that sounded like 
trouble. I figured it would be a night 
with nothing but a bottle of bourbon and 
a date with Mr. Sandman, but fate had 
other plans. 

The doorbell jingled, breaking the 
monotony, and in walked Isabella Marsh, 
a dame who could make a saint question 
his vows. Legs that went on for days, 
wrapped in silk that whispered secrets. 
Her heels clicked a rhythm that spoke of 
danger and desire, and the air around 
her carried a scent that could tempt the 
devil himself. 

"Detective Cthulhu, she purred, I need 
your help,” struggling with my moniker 
like it owed her money. "No, No," I said, 
playing the polite gent. "Just call me 
Chuck." I gestured for her to sit, 
keeping my tentacles out of sight. 
"What's the trouble, Miss Isabella?" 

She leaned in, her perfume wrapping 
around me like a fog of mystery. "It's 
Howard, my husband," she trembled. "Ever 
since he came in contact with that damn 
Necronomicon, he's been dancing with the 
shadows. I'm afraid he's gonna bring the 
house down, business, family, the whole 
damn empire." 

I let out a smoke ring that hung in 
the air like a ghostly warning. "The 
Necronomicon Ex-Mortis, sweetheart, it's 
no bedtime story. It's a ticket to a 
carnival of cosmic nightmares.  

Your man's tangled up in something 
darker than the city's underbelly." 

By Phil Depage

The 
Existential Adventures 

of Investigator 

CTHULHU 

Do Squids Dream 
Of Gelatinous 

Sheep?
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Isabella spilled the beans on Howard's 
deal with Mr. Eldritch, the elusive puppet 
master. Eldritch dangled power in front of 
Howard's nose, and the poor sucker sniffed it 
like it was the cure for all his woes. 

"The path we're on, sweetheart, it's a 
tightrope over the abyss. Howard might be 
taking a nosedive into the cosmic unknown," 
I warned. Isabella, vulnerable yet with a 
fire in her eyes, begged for her man's 
redemption. 

As I geared up to face the cosmic 
unknowns, I couldn't shake the feeling that 
this gig would peel back more layers than 
a crooked politician on the witness stand. I 
lit another cigarette, the smoke weaving 
through the air like whispers of 
unanswered questions. "Existential dread, 
doll, it can twist a man in ways you 
wouldn't believe. What's the play here? 

What do 
you want me to do?” 

Chapter Two 

I
 took the case, and it didn't take long to 
realize that Howard had stumbled onto 
something big. He had been frequenting a 

small, dimly lit bookstore in the seedier 
part of town, a place where books sat in the 
rain yet never got wet, and the shadows 
whispered secrets that would drive a man to 
madness. 
	 I stepped across the threshold, the 
creaking floorboards seeming to whisper 
ancient secrets of the cosmos, and the very 
air was heavy with the scent of aged paper 
and ink. Cthulhu took the guise of a 
wealthy and eccentric collector of rare and 
forbidden tomes and approached the 
proprietor with an air of sophistication, 
his tentacles expertly hidden beneath his 

tailored suit. 
"Good evening, Mr. Eldritch,” he said with a smile. “I've heard rumors of your 

extraordinary collection. I confess having a penchant for the esoteric. 
Do you, my good man, possess any rare volumes that may pique my interest? 

Perhaps a first edition 1675 Arcanum Grimoire Nominis Umbra' by Fota Clerv, 
with the erratum on page 116?” 

A man of keen intuition, regardless of what I thought of the greasy weasel. 
Eldritch regarded Cthulhu with a knowing look and replied: 



"Ah, I zee you are indeed a collector of antiquities und things forbidden, ja? 
Just like Philip Marlowe in 'Ze Big Sleep?’ 

I too have zeen sis movie, so your ruse is falling on deaf (but appreciative) 
ears, Mr. Cthulhu. You’re hoping to charm your vay into my secrets, are you not? 
Vhat is it you really vant, mien herr?” 

“Ahhh, give me a break, Eldy, just seeing if you’re the man I need to see about 
a book." 

"Ze erratum on page 116, really, Mr. Cthulhu?” And Fota Clerv, an acronym for 
Lofcraft? 

“Just breaking the ice.” 
“Ja, I zee. 
“But I am indeed curious about your possession of a rather special tome of 

past interest to a certain gentleman now vacationing in the local padded 
lockup.” 

“I zee, Mr. Cthulhu, perhaps I might tempt you mit a brief tour of my ‘stock 
und store.'" 

“I would be honored sir.” He said obligingly with hope of seeing something 
perhaps he shouldn’t. 

"Very well, Detective," he said brightly with an odd smile. “Perhaps you 
might desire an introduction to a few of mien favorite pieces, ja? It is said 
knowledge can be found in many forms, und sometimes, understanding begins with 
the exploration of ze unknown." 

He directed me past the gaudy trinkets, nothing unknown here. The good&evil 
salt and pepper shakers and satanic calendars for the tourists and 
uninitiated. Something mildly profane and pornographic to give them the sense 
of being on ‘the Edge,’ which mainly serves to keep the power on. 

The bookstore was a labyrinthine chamber of forgotten tomes and ancient 
secrets. 

The shelves, towering like monoliths, were lined with leather-bound volumes 
and scrolls, their bindings adorned with cryptic symbols and long-forgotten 
languages. Dust motes danced in the dim light, creating a hazy, almost mystical 
atmosphere that hinted at centuries of knowledge shrouded in obscurity. 

The flickering candlelight that bathed the room cast eerie shadows, making 
it seem as though the very walls themselves were alive with secrets. Occult 
artifacts, strange curiosities, and grotesque statuettes were scattered 
throughout the space, creating a menagerie of the bizarre and mysterious. 

The room, steeped in an ethereal silence, seemed to await Eldritch’s response. 
In the corners of the store, ancient tapestries hung, depicting otherworldly 
landscapes and eerie beings that seemed to move in the flickering candlelight. 



 The air was thick with an otherworldly resonance, as if the room itself 
were a living entity, pulsating with the essence of arcane knowledge. 

The proposition lingered as an unspoken promise to navigate the fine line 
between knowledge and its safeguarding, a pivotal moment in their unfolding 
cosmic drama. 

“I appreciate knowledge, but I appreciate my own zecrets even more. You zee, 
Detective, I'm no stranger to the tricks of ze trade. Your disguise may be 
impeccable, but you won't gain ze answers you seek here." 

“You're very perceptive, Mr. Eldritch (I’m almost certain humans cannot see 
his ever-present evil essence hover above his head.’ Cthulhu thought to 
himself.) I’m sure you appreciate the value of such knowledge. Perhaps we can 
come to a mutual understanding. 

The olfactory experience within the space was a heady fusion of antiquity 
and curiosity, a fragrance harmonizing the musty redolence of aged paper, the 
tang of weathered leather, and a hint of incense. This aroma, a lingering 
presence in the collective consciousness, served as a poignant reminder that 
within these walls resided knowledge both enchanting and forbidden. 

Eldritch, well-versed in the intricate dance of cosmic negotiations, greeted 
Cthulhu's words with a subtle smile that played across his lips - a knowing 

smirk that suggested an understanding 
far surpassing the superficial 
implications of the detective's discourse. 
   But as far as Cthulhu could tell, if 
“slithering” had a stench, Eldritch would 
be rank with it. 
   A sudden bristling of Eldritch, a 
tension radiating from his form, created 
an atmosphere charged with an unseen 
force. "You must think I'm a child, Mr. 
Cthulhu? You come to my place of business 
as a comedian, while your desires are 
much more nefarious." The room, once 
draped in a cloak of enigma, crackled 
with a different energy - a 
confrontation between two formidable 
beings, both acutely aware of the high 
stakes at hand. Eldritch's response 
constituted a sharp rebuke, an assertion 
that he saw through the detective's 
attempt to veil his true intentions in 
diplomatic rhetoric. 
   "Nefarious, Mr. Eldritch? I seek 
answers, not chaos. The fate of the 
Necronomicon is entwined with an 
existential mystery that demands 
unraveling. What do you fear in pursuit 
of truth?" Cthulhu's words, measured and 
deliberate, sought to justify his quest 
for understanding. 



Unswayed by mere words, Eldritch responded with a calculated retort that 
set the stage for the impending clash of wills - a cosmic confrontation 
destined to determine the fate of the forbidden tome and those ensnared in its 
eldritch web. "Truth, Mr. Cthulhu? I care nothing for your truths. I want to 
explore the possibilities, confront the realities, and unearth my own truths!” 

Chapter Three 

“T
here are sings even YOU vouldn't get, Mr. Cthulhu," he said, cool as smoke 
rising from a femme fatale's cigarette. “Certain relics, locked to zis 
place when ze great sea swamped the Earth, and brushed off the human 

mess. It'll fade vit time, my friend. But centuries later, the book's spells 
become the ticket to ze cosmic Fastnacht. Vonce those spells are dealt, they 
must waltz through time und space. So here we wait, watching the world spin. 

The room's thick with tension, humming like a junkyard dog on a hot scent. 
Eldritch drops a revelation, hanging in the air like a forbidden charm. Each 
word's soaked with hunger, craving the juice within the Necronomicon. "Ain't 
these stars the same as your own cosmic beliefs suggest, your Weltanschauung 
or vhatever?" 

"We're in the same game, Eldritch, believing when stars decide to shake a 
leg, a cosmic door creaks open. We get the invite to tango through space, time, 
and dimensions that'd make your skin crawl. But, buddy, I'm not sold on these 

Necronomicon spells messing with the 
astral time frame. So, what's your 
endgame with this hocus-pocus?" 
   "Only time vill tell, Mr. Cthulhu. 
Maybe our codes ain't so different. It's 
just a matter of who fires the starting 
gun first." Cthulhu catches the raw 
ambition in Eldritch's tone. The 
shopkeeper ain't after enlightenment; 
nah, it's dominion over cosmic forces 
lurking in that ancient book. 
   "I just vanna be ready vhen the 
Scheisse hits the fan. Use the book to 
study, gain power, spice up my life, ya 
know? If I must make slaves from any 
survivors, well, zomebody must go for 
zhe coffee, ja? 
   You have some nerve, Mr. Cthulhu, 
waltzing in here with your big 
detective act. I'm no corner store guy;       
   I'm a businessman, advisor, und 
collector. I got constituents und 
zecrets. Vhat you're gunnin' for is a 
big deal, and I don't give away my 
truths for free. I don't want world 
domination, just indescribable wealth 
and eternal life, ja?” 



   Eldritch's words drip with threat, hinting 
Cthulhu's quest might cost more than a simple 
investigation. 
   "Oh," Cthulhu drawls, blowing a smoke ring. "I 
thought this joint was more suited for a mom-
and-pop shop, not world domination HQ." 
   "Very funny, Mr. Cthulhu, but we like the 
camouflage of our reality." 
   The stakes are high; the confrontation's on 
the edge, ready to tip into revelation or 
perhaps a slugfest. 
   "I get it Mr. Eldritch. Howard's dive into 
madness has consequences beyond our pay grade. 
But whatever's gotta be peeled, I'm peeling." 
Eldritch nods, acknowledging Cthulhu's grit. 
	 Eldsritch takes Cthulhu past the flashy 
junk, naughty trinkets and the occasional cat 
skeleton for the tourists. The storefront uas 
it’s share of eye-catchers, so locals won't think 
Eldritch is a total con. 
   Then we hit the back wall, with the baby in a 
jar, two-headed snake, and other things in 
formaldehyde. Only the screwballs care about 
this stuff. Eldritch pulls the curtain, 
revealing the high-rollers' zone for the well-
vetted. 
   Crowley and Blavatsky are be child's play 
here, but Eldritch has the 'Trithemius De Laude 
Scriptorum Inkunabel Anthology' (1494), 'The Black 
Pullet' with Napoleon's bookplate, 'The Clavicula 
Salomonis,' 'Arbatel De Magia Veterum,' 'Johann 
Weyer's Pseudomonarchia Daedonum,' 'كتاب ابراملين 
 and more. Cthulhu's head swims; he knows ',الساح’ر

these, of course, maybe even recite chapters in 
their original tongues, but seeing the "Gangs 
all here at one time is a knockout! 
   "I'm humbled, Eldritch, really," Cthulhu 
grins. "And look – in the original R’lyehian: ‘The 
Wrath of Gods,' ‘The Lloigazath of R’luhhor’, and 
a French translation (‘La colère des dieux') 1575?" 
He scoffs; some of the books shout curses and 
obscenities at him, and he replies with a curse. 
"Cahf ah nafl mglw'nafh hh' ahor syha'h 
ah'legeth, ng or'azath syha'hnahh n'ghftephai 
n'gha ahornah ah'mglw'nafh! Ain't you worried, 
Eldritch, stockpiling all this mojo in one 
joint?” 
   “Everyzing's insured by, how you zay, zhe 
acts of Ghods." Eldritch chuckles. 



Much of the place's lush alcoves are where every wannabe mystic, scholar, 
and skeptic can play or pray. Sacrifices, by appointment only make haunting 
melodies. Eldritch can read any tome's provenance with a showy flair. Some 
books flirted with Cthulhu and made improper advances. Others become 
nightmares, making threats of grisly death, which he swats away like flies, 
while others send tendrils to search his pockets. Their chat goes beyond 
bookish gossip, but Cthulhu senses a darker aura in some hidden corner.     	      

Eldritch breaks the silence, feeling the vibe shift, "Alright, Mr. Cthulhu, 
you have valtzed in via your cosmic know-how. Vanta see the crown jewel?" 

"The Necronomicon itself? 
Of course. YOU didn't barge in here blind; you already knew, correct?" 
"Yeah, I got the drift from Isabella Marsh. She's turned a bit sensitive 

about her husband's demon possession. Who knew?” 
Eldritch parts a curtain, guiding Cthulhu down the stairs. The stairwell 

was encrusted with amulets and sigils, screaming unimaginable power. 
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Each step tells stories from eternity's dawn - 
wealth plus spells. Cthulhu's surprised this joint 
ain't knocked over weekly. But Ghods ‘are’ watching. 

"These are my dahlings." Eldritch declares, and 
they descend like they're falling into hell. Chilly, 
thought Cthulhu, too chill for the devil's abode. 
"Unless I've been misinformed." 

Finally, they hit a landing, facing a stone wal, an 
apparent dead end. “Security is unnecessary; bad vibes 
get vaporized you know”, and waved his fingers with a 
whoosh! 

In the thousands of years this room was built, the 
Earth swallowed everything. It took ten years to 
track the signal and find this room and another ten 
to open it." 

"N'ghaor'nafhor ph' nilgh'rinah ehye ehye yeeogngn" 
I should say Mr. Cthulhu. “Vulgtmnah G’luhhor. 

It's not often I get to speak my language to a 
human. Ng ymg' ahor uln ya 'Chuck." Eldritch laughed. 
Above the entrance, carved in marble was this: 

	Ymg' ah nafl ah sgn mgng el l nog geb 
A simple stone wall with no visible means of 

access, yet Eldritch stepped before it, "Behold, 
Detective, the heart of existential dread itself, the 
'Necronomicon.' It contains knowledge too dangerous 
for the mortal mind.” Yes, he was being theatrical and 
enjoyed every minute of this. 

He raised his arms with fingers in 
attack mode, like some cheap 
carnival barker. He entwined 
his fingers like a Chinese puzzle 
and in a low guttural tone spoke… 

M'GLAGLN AH R'LUH FAHF 
A'IR’LUH II’AHE Y’AI 



Chapter Four 

Q
uietly, a whisper of air escaped, and a 
stone panel glided forward, sliding to 
the left without leaving a trace on 

the stones. 
"Come walk in ze steps of zhose who built 

zis place," Eldritch beckoned, and they 
entered the room. It stretched far beyond 
Cthulhu's expectations, illuminated solely 
by flickering torches. 

"Zees torches," Eldritch remarked, "burn 
the unburnable and have been glowing 
forevah.” 

And there it lay… the book. 
On a short table, it rested, open to a scripture from which a spell rose. The 

words, inscribed in a language known only in the darkest corners of the 
universe, hinted that this dungeon beneath a sinister old bookshop was one of 
them. 

The characters on the pages danced, as if possessing a sentience of their own. 
"Beautiful, isn't it, Chuck? Like a snake, beautiful and yet zo deadly.” 
"Indeed, it looks brand new!" 
"Vell," said Eldritch, "in a sense, it IS new and shall remain forever. You 

can't expect to gain a spell of immortality from something not immortal, ja?” 
"What makes this one so special, is it signed?” 
Eldritch, his eyes alight with a glint of knowledge and concealed intent, 

revealed the book's significance - a tome known as the Necronomicon, a 
repository of forbidden knowledge and 
arcane power. Though Eldritch made no 
overt move to present it, the subtle 
energies emanating from the book were 
palpable. 

"Do you read Duriac?" 
"Abzolutely. Not fluently, Mr. 

Cthulhu, but enough to get into 
mischief. It took many years to read 
and write with a modicum of 
proficiency. That's how I learned 
many of ze spells, yet zome remain 
elusive, ja?” 

"You must understand, 
Eldritch, this knowledge is a 
threat to the cosmos. It has 
consumed Howard's mind. I must 
secure it." 

“Off course, Mr. Cthulhu, I 
am beyond your lecturing on 
the properties of this book. 
But since the book is sealed 
to this location, hence belongs 
to no one. 



As Cthulhu approached the book, suddenly Eldritch turned, 
hands gnarled and said 

AH MGEHYE! 
and a crackling flash torn through the air towards Cthulhu! 

Faster than light, Cthulhu struck an attack pose, hands aglow, 
and uttered 

SOTH! 
and the flash came to a halt in the air, sizzling, crackling sparks 

grinding, like a mad dog straining at it’s chains.



"WHAT'S THE MEANING 
OF THIS INSULT, ELDRITCH!?” 

Detective Cthulhu's voice thundered, echoing 
into the depths of the sea. Hands aglow, ready to 
unleash cataclysm, he confronted Eldritch, 
nonchalantly passing the sizzling kabob in a 
dance of blue and silver sparks. 

"Now, hold those horses, Mr. Cthulhu… CHUCK! 
zhat vas just the final test to zee if you were 
the correct individual to introduce this book," 
Eldritch explained, hands up in self-defense. 
"You weren't in any real danger, I svear! Let's 
avoid the theatrics we have much to talk about." 

Cthulhu flicked a tentacle at the bolt, which 
fizzled, fell to the ground like a discarded Coke 
bottle, shattered, and faded into nothingness. 

"Is this how you treat visitors? Any more 
tests in store?" 

“No, no, Mr. Cthulhu, I svear to you!” 
"Alright then, let's proceed with the show." 
Eldritch whispered something obscure, and the 

protective spell over the book dissipated. 
Visibly shaken, Eldritch fumbled with gloves 
covered in runes and symbols. 

"Just you vait!" he exclaimed. "Just you vait! I 
am about to show you the magic and mysteries 
you've been vaiting for your entire life!" 

The papyrus pages emitted a faint, ominous 
whisper as Eldritch turned them slowly, 
revealing a compendium of forbidden wisdom. The 
sensory elements were profound. The air carried 
an indescribable scent of ancient parchment and 
long-forgotten incense. The room seemed to 
breathe with ancient energies, the presence of 
the Necronomicon an unmistakable and awe-
inspiring experience. 

Detective Cthulhu, drawn to the arcane, felt 
the spells translating into his hands and brain. 
Reality bent to his will, if only for a fleeting 
moment, as he navigated the esoteric language 
within the Necronomicon. He was not so much 
reading it as if waltzing into its secrets. 

With a daring move, Cthulhu extended a 
tentacle toward a sigil. The room flickered, and 
he realized he held control over the symbols. A 
dance unfolded between Cthulhu and the esoteric 
powers. Each manipulation unveiled cosmic 
fragments, hinting at the true power within the 
accursed tome. 



Eldritch turned pages, grotesque and mesmerizing images danced before 
Cthulhu's eyes. Dread and fascination intermingled as the detective faced the 
true extent of cosmic horror. 

The room became eerily calm as Eldritch closed the book. Detective Cthulhu, 
fixated on the now-closed tome, contemplated the implications of what he had 
witnessed. 

Encountering intricate emblems and sigils, some familiar and others utterly 
alien, Cthulhu felt a subtle connection to one particular symbol—a complex 
interweaving of gold and silver shapes, with an iridescent figure entwined 
within. 

"I'm curious, Mr. Cthulhu, just what would you do with this book if you had 
it. Detective? It holds secrets that transcend your comprehension." 

"First, I would get to the bottom of Mr. Marsh's madness. But I've found the 
source of his problems here. Isabella told me he'd been a regular visitor. What 
has happened to him?" 

"Vhy, Nothing... Mr. Marsh has never been here." 
"What? Don't play games with me, Eldritch," he said forcefully. "Mrs. Marsh's 

scenario differs. She claims he was a regular visitor, and you've been bilking 
him, bringing the family to near destitution. What happened to him then?" 

"It was Mrs. Marsh who came to visit me. She paid me a lot of money for basic 
instruction in certain aspects of mental manipulation. Seemed a sketchy 
affair, the purpose for which I have no knowledge. Upon hearing Mr. Marsh had 
taken ill, I have no doubt it was she who created a spell to drive him mad. Once 
confined to the Mental Ward, she would be free to file for divorce and claim 
his millions. Clearly evidence of the worst kind of spiritual tampering, but 
then, it’s a family matter, who am I to judge?" 

"So Marsh hadn't brought the family to destitution with his madness?" 
"Oh heavens no, I assure you of that, a most conservative, cognizant man. And 

since she has put you onto me, I have no doubt she realized you are one of the 
few who could destroy me. I have no doubt she would have me killed, you would 
wind up in the correctional facility, and she would send you a postcard from 
Rio Señor." 

"Hmmm, there may be something in which you speak, Eldy. I should have a a 
little chat with our Mrs. Marsh. Do I gotta look behind me on the way out?" 

Chapter Four 

“I
 took a cab. The driver was a young filly as clean as the driven snow. 
But she knew her way around town and a few others, I’ll wager. She was 
the kinda gal I’d like to take home to mother, but it was raining and I 

had some thinking to do.  
The taxi's engine purrs like a distant storm as I settle into the back seat. 

The night wraps around me, a cloak of shadows, and I'm on my way to Mrs. Marsh's 
palacial abode. The dame who's been playing puppeteer with spells from the 
Necronomicon it seems, pulling the strings of madness and deceit. 

The cabbie glances at me in the rearview mirror, ”Where to Mister, and I 
give her an address, the kind of address where you always arrive at trouble. 

She pulls away from the curb, and the city's heartbeat becomes the 
soundtrack to my thoughts. 



Arriving at the mansion, I hop the wall with the grace of a shadow and 
approach the lavish entrance. The door echoes with each rap of my knuckles. 
Mrs. Marsh answers the door, must be the butler’s night off.  A vision in silk 
and pearls and too money and too much time on her hands. I should have noticed 
the moment she rang my bell. 

She flashes a smile, all flirtation and mischief, and offers a drink. But I've 
played this game before. One way or another, I wind up face-down. 

As the ice clinks in crystal glasses, she spins her web of lies. Her accent, 
dripping with entitlement. The kind of entitlement I wish I was entitled to, 
but it grates against my nerves. I catch her in the threads of her own 
deception, a spider trapped in her own silk. 

"So you left your husband to take the fall, Eldritch to take some lead, and 
me to take the chair?” I snarl. “Does that sound like plan to you?” 

She snuggles up real close and tries to put ‘Love’ in Loveseat.” 
“Oh, Mr. Cthulhu, How dare you say such a thing! Howard was the only man I’ve 

ever loved,” but if she was any closer, she’d, she’d be on the other side of me! 
One of these stories is bogus, and I know which one.” 

“Whatever dimension you think you’re in, your lies ain’t washin’ in this one, 
honey. I checked around, Howard had never been in Eldritch’s shitty bookstore, 
but YOU have, haven’t you? You’ve blown enough dough on that Machiavellian 
weasel to soak up just enough mojo to put your old-man in the nut house! 

She scoffs, and flicked a strand of perfectly coiffed hair and laughed, a 
sound that echoed with the chill of deceit. dismissing the accusation with a 
practiced charm. Eldritch was the mastermind, she claims. He craved the money 
for his demonic bookstore. But my gut tells me a different tale. 

I press her, unraveling alibis and shredding her carefully crafted lies. The 
tension builds in the room like a gathering storm. As I threaten to unleash the 
dark magic upon her, the dame breaks.  

In desperation she leaps from the couch like her ass was on fire throws a 
timid spell. The kind teenagers use to steal beer. Cthulhu wafted it away 
without comment. 



She looked embarrassed, like her 
panties just hit the floor. 

“You should ask Eldy for a refund.” 
Quickly she opened a desk drawer, 

pulls out a gun and fires…twice! 
Cthulhu’s hands light up, a cosmic 

shield deflecting the bullets which 
find new homes, one in the wall behind a 
Ming Vase, the other behind her new 
Kandinsky which hit the wall with a”
Bang”. Must be where she keeps the wall 
safe! I counter with a surge of yellow 
scramblers, and she crumples to the 
floor, subdued for the moment. 

I stand over her, the air filled 
with the residue of our confrontation. 
"You're gonna fry like yesterday’s 
fritter for this, sweetheart. Using 
magic to send your husband into the 
loony bin, setting up Eldritch for a 
date with death, and trying to put me in the noose. 
The chair's got your name written all over it Honey.” 

As I stood there, in the dimly lit room, the weight of accusation hung heavy 
in the air. Mrs. Marsh, draped in the opulence of her mansion, attempted to keep 
up the façade of innocence even while laying flat on her back holding a gun. I 
finished her drink. The clink of ice in the glasses echoed like a distant 
warning and I kicked the gun from her hand. No sense taking chances. 

"Mr. Cthulhu, you have an overactive imagination. Eldritch wanted the 
money. He was desperate to fund his little demonic bookstore, and I was just 
caught in the crossfire." 

She strain to rise, but fell back to the floor as if her arms had turned to 
wet spaghetti; her Bambi eyes danced with practiced innocence. "Mr. Cthulhu, 
you're giving me too much credit. I'm just a woman caught in the machinations 
of ambitious men. Eldritch was the mastermind; he saw an opportunity and seized 
it." 

I paced the room, like a predator circling its prey. "Your husband's madness, 
Mrs. Marsh. That wasn't natural. It was stitched with cosmic threads, spells 
straight out of Eldritch's stash. And you? You were pulling those strings with 
finesse." 

Her laughter echoed again, like a mockingbird in the night. "You've got it 
all wrong, detective. My husband's descent into madness was his own doing.    	 	
	 Eldritch might have had some bizarre books, but he's no mastermind. You give 
him too much credit.” 

I paused, my eyes narrowing. "Alibis, Mrs. Marsh. They're like smoke; they 
dissipate under scrutiny. She smirked, a confident twist to her lips. "Oh, Mr. 
Cthulhu, you're grasping at shadows. Eldritch had access to the book, not me. 
And you, well, you're just a detective who got too close to a case. 

Nothing more. 
Detective Cthulhu leaned over, letting his tentacles dance about her face 

in the low light of her swanky digs. He let one tentacle flick her in the 
eyeball and she squealed. “Listen, dollface, let me break it to ya. 



You're tryin' to pin this whole song 
and dance on Eldritch, right? Well, 
sweetheart, your tune's got more holes 
than Clyde Barrow’s new Ford." 

"First off," he drawled, his accent 
thick with Arkham grit. Cthulhu 
swaggered around the room, stepping over 
her body and listening to her teeth 
grind. “Your hubby's moolah just ain't his 
style. You paid him a few bucks for some 
mumbo jumbo to put Howard out of business 
just long enough to close the books on 
him. 

He paused, fixing Mrs. Marsh with an 
intense gaze. He stood with feet to either 
side of her head, forcing her to look directly into his eyes or have to stare at 
his huge package, she had a choice. 

 The police will be here in a few minutes; he gave her another blast, so  
they won’t have to chase her. 

Your plan was a house of cards, and I’m watching it crumble." 
As the rain continued its relentless dance outside, I lingered in the 

shadows, observing Officer Gerrity piece together the remnants of the cosmic 
puzzle. The existential enigma had been deciphered, if only momentarily 
shedding light on the chaos. I tipped my fedora to the night, disappearing into 
the darkness, poised for whatever unfathomable mysteries lurked in the dim 
recesses of the city. Existential or not, I was Detective Cthulhu, ever ready 
for a reasonable amount of trouble. 

Epilogue 
The cabbie waited. But she kept the meter 

running. 
In the ensuing weeks, I made frequent visits 

to Eldritch's bookshop, where he graciously 
granted me unrestricted access to his occult 
arsenal, including the infamous tome. Sure, he 
was a peculiar character, but then again, who 
in Arkham isn't? 

Despite Eldritch momentarily being under 
suspicion, he found a twisted sort of 
excitement in the experience. Perhaps our 
paths would cross again, collaborating to 
unravel the existential riddles that plagued 
our city. As the day wound down, I bid him 
farewell and prepared to return to my office. With this escapade hitting the 
headlines, it seemed I might just see a surge in business. 

"Well, Eldy, I reckon this is the start of a beautiful friendship." 
“Ja.”
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H.P. Lovecraft described Cthulhu thusly: 

“A monster of vaguely anthropoid outline, but with an 

octopus-like head whose face was a mass of feelers, a scaly, 
rubbery-looking body, prodigious claws on hind and fore feet, and 

long, narrow wings behind.” 

It has been posited that even a fleeting encounter with the enigmatic entity has the 
potential to induce a descent into madness. However, the context has evolved, prompting 
an inquiry into the nature of this formidable figure. Who, precisely, is the ominous character 
known as Cthulhu? What attributes distinguish him? Does he wield extraordinary powers? 
What purpose animates his existence? Is he a malevolent force concealed within the 
shadows, an active participant, an executioner, a subtle presence in the nocturnal realms, or 
perhaps a thundering party animal? Alternatively, could Cthulhu be construed as a mythical 
abstraction, serving as a symbol of dreams or an icon emblematic of existential dread?



T he story doesn't give us a Cthulhu style 
ruler with inches or centimeters, because, 
Cthulhu isn't the kind of monster you 
measure with a measuring tape. He's more 

like that mystery stain on your ceiling that you can't quite 
identify. Lovecraft's grand plan was to whip up a cosmic 
concoction of unimaginable weirdness. So, Cthulhu is 
basically the mystery meatloaf of the monster world. 
   As for his appearance, imagine your wildest 
nightmare and then multiply it by a thousand. He's like 
a Picasso painting on an acid trip, with tentacles, 
wings, and a face that only a mother could love. Or 
maybe not even a mother. 
Powers? Oh, he's got 'em. He's not just a one-trick 
pony; he's more like a whole circus of cosmic 
abilities. Mind control, immortality, shape-shifting – 
he's got it all. He's the kind of guy who could 
probably bend spoons with his mind, but he'd do it 
just to mess with your head. 
Is he a 
Kaiju? 

Well, he's 
like a Kaiju's evil twin. If Kaijus 

are the rockstars of the monster world, Cthulhu is the 
dark, brooding, misunderstood artist in the corner, writing 
existential poetry and summoning tentacled chaos. 

And as for how he'd destroy humankind, let's just say it 
wouldn't involve subtlety. He'd probably do it in a way 
that would make Michael Bay's explosions look like 
birthday candles. Maybe a bit of mind-melting, city-
crushing, sanity-erasing fun. You know, just your 
average day in the life of an eldritch abomination. How 
would he destroy humankind if he had the inclination 
to do so? But hey, that was then, and this is now, so 
let's hope Cthulhu is too busy taking a cosmic nap… 
or something, and take a look at what we’re talking 
about here: 



The Enigmatic Relationship of 
H.P. Lovecraft and His Creation: 

Cthulhu, and Its Profound Impact 
on His Life 

H.P. Lovecraft (1890-1937) was an American 
writer known for his unique brand of horror 
fiction. Central to his work is the Cthulhu Mythos, 
a fictional universe inhabited by ancient and 
malevolent cosmic entities. At the heart of this 
mythos lies Cthulhu, an immense, otherworldly 
being that embodies the very essence of cosmic 
horror. 

So let’s explore the intricate relationship 
between Lovecraft and his most iconic creation, 
delving into the origins of Cthulhu, intimately 
intertwined, with each influencing the other in 
profound ways. This is meant solely as 
entertainment with concepts and ideas as 
mysterious as that of whom we speak. 

Howard Phillips Lovecraft, often hailed as the 
master of cosmic horror, is celebrated for his 
unique and unsettling tales of ancient cosmic 
entities. 

At the center of his mythos stands Cthulhu, a 
monstrous and malevolent being that has 
captivated the imaginations of countless readers 
and became an enduring symbol of cosmic 
dread. 

Cthulhu made its first appearance in Lovecraft's 
short story, "The Call of Cthulhu," published in 
1926. The entity is described as a colossal, 
tentacled, and grotesque creature that lies 
dormant beneath the ocean, awaiting the day of 
its return. 



Lovecraft's creation was inspired by a combination of influences, including his fascination with 
astronomy, dreams, and his love of weird and supernatural tales. 

H.P. Lovecraft's personal life was marked by numerous challenges, including financial difficulties, 
social isolation, and health issues. These personal hardships significantly impacted his writing and 
played a role in the creation of Cthulhu. Lovecraft used his fiction as an escape from the harsh 
realities of his life, and in doing so, he gave birth to a new kind of cosmic horror, where the 
insignificance of humanity in the face of indifferent cosmic forces took center stage 

Over the years, Cthulhu has grown beyond Lovecraft's works to become a cultural icon. It has 
appeared in countless books, movies, games, and other forms of media. Lovecraft's creation has 
inspired a devoted fanbase and is a symbol of the enduring power of horror literature and stands as a 
testament to his vivid imagination and ability to channel his personal struggles and fears into his 
work. Cthulhu has become an enduring symbol of cosmic horror, capturing the imaginations of 
generations of readers and creators. Lovecraft's life and his creation are inseparably linked, and the 
impact of Cthulhu on both his work and the broader literary and cultural landscape is undeniable. 

Cthulhu served as a prime example of this theme, representing an entity so powerful and alien that 
it defied human understanding. Lovecraft's ability to convey this cosmic dread has left an enduring 
mark on the horror genre.  

The Birth of Cthulhu 
   In a dimension not quite like our own, nestled amidst the 
cosmic chaos, a rather unusual birth took place. It was the day 
when Cthulhu, the great and terrible cosmic entity, made his 
entrance into the universe. 
   But this wasn't your typical birth; it was more a cosmic 
conundrum of epic proportions. 
   In the darkest depths of the cosmic ocean, on the celestial 
island of R'lyeh, something rather unusual happened. A group 
of elder gods were throwing a massive celestial baby shower for 
the soon-to-be proud parents, Cthulhu and Cthuthulina. Little 
did they know, their child would be anything but ordinary. 
   Cthulhu's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Squidward, were proud 
residents of the R'lyeh Suburbia, a quaint little corner of the 
multiverse. Mr. Squidward worked a mundane job in the Elder 
Gods' bureaucracy, while Mrs. Squidward was an aspiring 
interdimensional chef, famous for her legendary "Chaos 
Chowder." How proud they were discovering their offspring 
would turn out to be the ultimate source of chaos in the 

universe. 
   As the stars aligned in peculiar formations, the sky erupted in colors that made even the most 

vibrant Earthly sunsets seem dull. 

6 months



The guest list included Nyarlathotep, Yog-Sothoth, and Azathoth, who played a mean set on his 
cosmic bagpipes. The party went so wild that even the Great Old Ones couldn't help but get a little 
tipsy on ambrosia punch. 

Cthulhu, in all his tentacled glory, was born in a whirlwind of chaos and confetti, with a chorus of 
eldritch chants from the partygoers. 

   As he slithered from his cosmic cradle, his parents beamed with pride. Cthulhu had inherited its 
father's good looks! 

Cthuthulina, ever the doting mother, taught young Cthulhu his first words: ”Ph'nglui mglw'nafh 
Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn" over and over again. A proud moment, indeed. 

For playtime, Cthulhu enjoyed rearranging the stars and planets, creating constellations that 
baffled astronomers for eons. It also had a peculiar obsession with crafting macaroni art using the 
remains of fallen civilizations, which made the other elder gods shake their many heads in disbelief. 

   Right from otherworldly cradle he played with a myriad of delightful tentacles, each one more 
eager to unleash chaos upon the cosmos. 

Yes, Cthulhu was a handful. His favorite pastime was playing hide-and-seek with the Elder Gods, 
but they could never find him as he would slip into the folds of spacetime. He had an insatiable 
curiosity for the unknown, which often led to bizarre accidents.  Once, he tried to juggle planets, but 
it didn't end well for the  resident populations. 

Cthulhu's favorite bedtime stories were tales of cosmic horror and existential dread. "Mama, tell 
me again about the time when the universe nearly unraveled, and tentacled monstrosities roamed 
the Earth!" he'd request before drifting off to sleep. 

Cthulhu's childhood friends included a sentient asteroid named 
Asty, who was known for her explosive personality, and a pet 
shoggoth named Blobby, whose shape-shifting abilities made 
hide-and-seek a terrifyingly entertaining pastime. 

Growing up, Cthulhu was a bit of a troublemaker, often 
pulling pranks on other cosmic beings. One day, he swapped 
the contents of Azathoth's bagpipes with flaming fire serpents, 
leading to an impromptu cosmic fireworks show that everyone 
remembers, Despite what happened in the Flüd!ze#rd galaxy 

And so, the cosmic childhood of Cthulhu was filled with 
bizarre and otherworldly adventures. Though he may be a 
terror to humanity and sanity, in the world of elder gods, it 
was a beloved, tentacle-filled rite of passage. After all, even 
cosmic horrors have their tender and mischievous moments. 

Mrs. Squidward tried to teach young Cthulhu the finer arts 
of interdimensional cuisine. He loved to help in the kitchen 
in the family restaurant, “Bowls of Souls”, though his idea 
of a delicious dish involved combining black holes and 
supernovae. 

Mrs. Squidward would sigh, "Oh, dear, Cthulhu, let's stick to 
something a bit less…destructive until you graduate.” 

1 Year



As he grew older, Cthulhu's mischievous-
ness only intensified, becoming a class clown, 
pranking the likes of Azathoth and 
Nyarlathotep. His classmates, the eldritch horrors of 
his realm, couldn't help but admire his audacity, even if it 
meant  the occasional existential crisis. 

Cthulhu's teenage years were marked by rebellious cosmic graffiti 
and an obsession with heavy metal, literally made of heavy metals 
from distant stars. He even formed a band called "The Eldritch 
Shredders" and headbanged his tentacles off at interdimensional 
rock concerts. 

As he matured, he was momentarily in a gang of tough 
character's called the “Nova Busters” up to no good. But in time, 
Cthulhu realized his true calling. He decided to take a sabbatical 
from causing chaos and became a cosmic therapist, helping 
entities deal with their existential angst. It turned out his unique 
perspective on the futility of existence made him a great listener. 

   So, the fearsome Cthulhu went on to provide cosmic 
counseling, embracing the absurdity of the multiverse and 
helping beings come to terms with the 
meaninglessness of it all. Who would have thought that 
the cosmic troublemaker would find his purpose in such 
an unexpected way? 

The characterization of Cthulhu as a "villain" is a 
matter of perspective and interpretation, and it 
depends on how one views the entity within the 
context of H.P. Lovecraft's cosmic horror stories. 

In Lovecraft's works, Cthulhu is not a traditional villain 
in the sense of a malevolent or evil character with intent 
and motivations that align with those of humans. 
Instead, Cthulhu is a cosmic entity, part of a pantheon 
of ancient and incomprehensible beings, often 
indifferent to the fate of humanity. 

He exists on a scale of existence far beyond human 
comprehension, and his very presence can drive 
individuals to madness. 

Cthulhu is not depicted as actively seeking to harm 
or destroy humanity, but his mere awakening or return 
from slumber could have catastrophic consequences 
due to his sheer power and nature. It represents the 
existential dread and insignificance that is central to 
Lovecraft's brand of cosmic horror. 

In this sense, Cthulhu is more of a force of nature 
or a symbol of the vast, uncaring cosmos rather than 
a traditional villain with intentions and a moral 
compass. 

Rare photo of Senior 
Cthulhu Graduating



Cthulhu joins the lodge. 

So, While Cthulhu is certainly a 
menacing presence in  Lovecraft's 
stories, the concept of his being a 
"villain" is somewhat abstract and 
doesn't align with the conventional 
understanding of the term. 

Cthulhu is better seen as a 
manifestation of cosmic horror that 
Lovecraft conveys in his works, a force 
challenging human understanding and 
characters and readers with the 
profound dread of their own 
insignificance in the face of the 
universe. 

While Cthulhu can be seen as a 
monstrous being, he doesn't fit neatly into 
the Kaiju genre because he is not primarily 
associated with the themes and tropes of 
Japanese Kaiju films. Cthulhu's nature and 
the themes it represents are more aligned 
with Lovecraft's unique brand of cosmic 
horror, which explores the idea of entities 
beyond human comprehension and the 
fear of the unknown. 

In popular culture, Cthulhu has been 
adapted and portrayed in various ways, 
sometimes incorporating Kaiju-like 
elements, especially in crossover scenarios 
or artistic interpretations, but its core 
essence remains firmly rooted in 
Lovecraftian cosmic horror. 

Cthulhu is described as an ancient and 
immensely powerful cosmic entity. While 
the exact nature and extent of his powers 
are intentionally left ambiguous and often 
shrouded in mystery, some aspects of 
Cthulhu's abilities and characteristics can 
be inferred from the descriptions in 
Lovecraft's writings and the works of 
other authors who have contributed to 
the Cthulhu Mythos. 



Here are some of the traits and powers commonly associated with Cthulhu: 

• Immortality: Cthulhu is often depicted as being immortal or at least having an extremely long 
lifespan. He is said to have existed for eons, long before the emergence of humanity. 

• Resurrection: Cthulhu is known for his ability to return from a seemingly dead or dormant state. 

In "The Call of Cthulhu," he is described as sleeping beneath the ocean in the sunken city of R'lyeh and 
waiting for the right cosmic conditions to awaken and return to power. 

• Telepathic Influence: Cthulhu is said to have the power to influence the thoughts and dreams 

of susceptible individuals. He can communicate his desires and presence through telepathy or dreams, 
driving some to madness. 

• Shapeshifting: Cthulhu is sometimes described as having the ability to change its form, making 

it difficult for humans to comprehend its true nature. This shapeshifting ability contributes to the entity's 
otherworldly and horrifying presence. 

• Vast Size and Strength: Cthulhu is often portrayed as an enormous, tentacled creature of 

immense size and strength. Its physical form is beyond human scale and comprehension. 

• Control Over Other Cosmic Entities: In some 

interpretations of the Cthulhu Mythos, Cthulhu is positioned as 
a high priest or leader among other powerful cosmic entities. It 
may have influence over or connections to other Great Old 
Ones or Outer Gods. 

It's important to note that Lovecraft's writing style 
often leaves much to the reader's imagination, and he 
deliberately leaves many aspects of Cthulhu and 
other cosmic entities open to interpretation. Other 
authors who have contributed to the Cthulhu Mythos, 
such as August Derleth, Robert E. Howard, and 
others, have expanded on Cthulhu's powers and 
characteristics, adding their own interpretations and 
variations. This collaborative literary effort has given 
rise to a diverse tapestry of narratives that further 
enrich the mythos surrounding Cthulhu, contributing 
layers of complexity to the entity's enigmatic nature. 
The ambiguity and elusiveness of Cthulhu's powers 
are central to the atmosphere of cosmic horror that 
Lovecraft aimed to create.

Alan White
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Let’s see, 
how shall 
I begin?…

Oh yeah, 
Dear 

Diary!



Dear Damned Diary:  

It’s been a hectic day on several related existential planes…  Let me 
recount if you will,  the events of the day… 

Rise and shine, or rather, rise and wreak havoc across the 
dimensions! Had a good night's sleep, dreaming of apocalyptic 
landscapes and intergalactic chaos. despite my tentacles being all 
tangled up in my cosmic bedsheets. Did some deep-sea stretches to get 
the cosmic blood flowing. Checking my cosmic to-do list: 

Feeling tentacularly terrific! 

Morning: 
•	 Checked the alignment of the stars: They seem in good order. 
•	 Destroy a planet or two: Well, you know, just a little cosmic 
	 spring cleaning. 
•	 Conversed with Nyarlathotep about weekend plans: 
	 He insists on going to the 	 	

	 Abyssal Karaoke Night. 
•	 Have a light breakfast: 	 	 	

	 Devoured a couple of galaxies; 	
	 they were quite  tasty. Must 		
	 consider my diet. 
•	 Made sure entropy is at an 	 	

	 all- time high and chaos is 	 	
flourishing.  Gotta keep those 	 	
timelines twisted. The usual 	 	
	 cosmic cleanse, you know. 
•	 Sent a few asteroids hurtling 	

	 toward unsuspecting     		 	    
	 worlds. 
	 So satisfying. 



Things to Do: 
•	 Multiverse Management: 	 	
	 Checked in on a few 	 	 	
	 parallel universes. 
•	 Planetary Annihilation: 	 	
	 Decided to destroy a couple 		
	 of planets before breakfast.  
•	 Errands: Popped over to the 		
	 mortal realm to pick up 	 	
	 some Elder God  groceries. 	 	
	 Elderberries and a dash of 	 	
	 dark energy for that 	 	 	
	 umami flavor in tonight's 		
	 dinner. 
•	 Monster Battle: Engaged 	 	
	 in an epic battle with a  	 	
	 behemoth from the Nether 	 	
	 Realms. It was a close one! 		

	 But, of course, tentacles triumphed. Victory dance ensued. 
Sometimes it's an epic battle of tentacles and scales. Other times it's 
just a heated argument over whose tentacles are more tentacley. 
	 •	 Battled a monster from the Nameless Abyss. It tried to devour 	 	
	 	 my sanity, but I told it a knock-knock joke, and it fled in fear. 

•	 Multiversal Existential Crisis Management Meeting: 
		 Discuss the meaninglessness of existence with my fellow 	 	 	

	 	 eldritch horrors. We always end up agreeing that nothing really 
	 	 matters, but it's good to have a chat about it. 

	•	 Planet Destruction: 
		 ChooseD a planet to annihilate today. It's like picking a snack 	 	

	 	 from the cosmic vending machine. Destroy a planet inhabited 	 	
	 	 by sentient beings just to keep the cosmic balance in check. 		 	
	 	 Sorry, not sorry. 



• Paid a visit to the cosmic 
library, returned the 
Necronomicon. It's overdue, 
but they don't dare charge 
me fines. 

• Discovered a portal to an 
alternate universe filled 
with adorable kittens and 
watched them try to 
summon me with yarn and 
laser pointers. Cute, but not very intimidating. 

Dinner Time 
•	 	 Dinner Prep: Time to whip up a delectable calamari surprise! 

Tentacle stew with a side of eldritch greens. Always a favorite. 

• Got dinner started: Marinating some ancient sea creatures and 
a few souls I collected earlier in a blend of madness and despair. 
Nothing like the aroma of suffering to stoke the appetite 

• Attempted to decipher the cryptic messages on Twitter. Why do 
mortals keep using emojis and hashtags? It's madness-
inducing. 

• Engaged in a friendly chat with Azathoth, the blind idiot god. 
He rambled on about the universe's existential crisis. I told him 
to chill and enjoy the cosmic chaos. 

	 Winding down, what a day! It's not easy being an eldritch 
abomination, but someone's got to do it. 

Another day, another universe to utterly befuddle. scribbling in the 
diary before drifting off into a cosmic slumber. It’s a therapeutic 
exercise for a cosmic horror like me. Describe the planet I destroyed, 
the monster I battled, and how my tentacles felt today. 



Bedtime: 
Turning in for the night, another day well-spent causing chaos 

and confusion in the cosmos. Return to my cosmic slumber, with 
dreams of chaos and existential absurdity. Rest is important, you 
know, even for an ancient eldritch being. 

Goodnight, multiverse! Tomorrow, more chaos awaits. Off to the 
cosmic dreamland now. Until next time, Diary. Sweet dreams of 
unending darkness. 


