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Jude Massey re-read the article in the local gazette, aware 
the gun oil on his fingers had smudged some of the badly 
bonded ink. His gaze briefly touched the other documents 
laid out on the badly scarred table, charts of celestial 
movements and lists of hitherto unknown stars, but his 
focus remained on the article. 
 In October of 1880, a man calling himself Winford 
Dabney walked into the office of the Konstantinos Stone 
Company with a steamer trunk full of cash and carrying a 
letter of introduction from a bank in London, England.  The 
office was situated on the main street of the small town of 
Tarben that represented an outpost of civilisation in an 
otherwise vast area of wilderness.  This was eight months 
ago.  And Tarben was now Massey’s current residence, 
temporary as always when working on an assignment for 
the PD Foundation. 
 Winford Dabney had said he represented a small group 
of astronomers who wished to commemorate the passing of 
a rare comet by constructing a large monument of polished 
stone.  Winford Dabney did not exist – Jude had dug deep 
to confirm this.  Neither did the small group of astronomers, 
he suspected.   
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 But Konstantinos Stone Company had taken the man’s 
money and assisted with the purchase of a large parcel of 
land to erect the monument.  Many people originally 
assumed the company had been commissioned to craft the 
stones but it transpired they already existed.  Their true age 
was beyond all comprehension.  The letter of introduction 
was genuine, but the source of the funds remained 
unknown, along with the motivations behind the 
construction, although Massey had his suspicions.  
Working for the Foundation he had got to know certain 
things, about star alignments and particular symbols that 
cropped up from time to time.  
 All that was actually known was that the stones were 
intended to mark the passing of a comet considered 
mysterious by even the most hard-nosed of astronomers.  
There were claims from some employees that Dabney had 
said the stones were a "witness to the winter of humanity" 
but this had never been substantiated.  The statement did 
make some sense if held within the context of what Massey 
had uncovered.    
 The stones, also known as the Tarben Totems, formed a 
large monument that stood approximately 2 metres tall and 
was made up of five cut stone slabs weighing more than 
30,000 KG. At the centre of the superstructure existed a 
separate stone, known as the Altar; its surfaces polished 
black and engraved with unusual cuneiform glyphs, just as 
the others, but unlike the others, which were upright and 
triangular in cross-section, the Altar was low and wide, with 
five sides, and the five slabs neatly surrounding it.  
 The five outer stones were oriented to mark the limits of 
the 18.6 lunar declination cycle and combined to mirror 
some of the astrological "clockwork" found in the Great 
Pyramid of Giza.  Massey had calculated that the stones 
were pointing back in time to a period known as the Lost 
Chapter of the 3rd Dynasty (of Egypt), when Nephren-Ka, 
also known as the Black Pharoah, ruled with such 
monstrous tyranny that his named was almost written out 
of history. Other scholars and occultists had made similar 
deductions leading to a boiling over of the theory pot.  
 It was all seen as harmless fun, an almost theatrical fog 
of mystery that was encouraged by the Councillors who ran 
Tarben.  The monument brought curious tourists into an 
otherwise isolated and unvisited neck of the country.  
 But then came people who didn't leave and who were 
not there merely to visit. A small camp of worshippers 
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gradually began to form, a weird settlement of displaced 
lunatics. 
 Cultists. 
 Massey hated cultists. 
 The townspeople began to react, but too late. And the 
police were powerless because the settlement was forming 
on private land. Land owned by Winford Dabney.  And he 
was not responding to any of the locals’ complaints.  
 Then came the Guidance Stone.  A set of statements 
engraved into a granite menhir that seemed like a cheap 
addition to the ensemble. Interestingly, it was placed well 
away from the monument and was obviously intended as a 
point of focus for the itinerants arriving in a steady trickle 
from distant lands.  
 These statements were written in numerous modern 
languages, including Romanian, Chinese, and a slightly 
archaic form of Arabic. They were also written in Latin, 
Babylonian, Classical Greek, Sanskrit, and Egyptian 
hieroglyphs. They read as follows: 
 

The dark star will consume the unwilling 
 

The unwilling will succumb to the unwise 
 

Humanity is not faith or reason but is blind 
 

Nations will fear the sign of the amber dawn 
 

The dark star comes before the sunrise 
 

All religions point away from true gods 
 

Those who are wise will embrace the finality 
 

Wisdom is not just but cold as death 
 

Even death at certain angles may not die 
 

 The theory pot had plenty to say about this but Massey 
wasn't interested in the speculations of the ignorant. To 
some degree, the literal meaning of the statements was true.  
People were blissfully unaware of the Great Truth leering at 
them from the corners of every room. It was Massey's 
unfortunate blessing that he knew about such things and 
was why he needed to self-medicate to sleep, when anxiety 
of dreams were overcome by exhaustion.  He didn't have 
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much money.  The Foundation provided a stipend but most 
of his living costs were paid for through crime or playing 
detective.   
 Massey pushed away the cheap pulp pages of the 
gazette and walked to the curtained window.  The gun was 
clenched in his left hand ready to respond at the slightest 
whisper of something entering his space.  The abrupt 
appearance of a portal to some other dimensions, with a 
servitor lurking at the threshold to drag him screaming from 
existence was always a risk in this line of work.  But this 
was the least of his worries at this moment.  
 There was a portent of some terrible event to come.  The 
comet was not an ordinary object traversing physical space 
but the arrival point of a conjunction where the 
Quantisphere would be at its weakest.  The Quantisphere, 
the very boundary between reality and the Outer Chaos.  
 It was the very prophecy inscribed into the secret 
sanctum of the Black Pharaoh in the Bent Pyramid at 
Dahshur.  And the same prophecy hinted at in rites 
performed throughout time immemorial by worshippers of 
all Its many masks: the Crawling Chaos from Unknown 
Kadath;  the Black Wind of Kenya's death cult; the Bloated 
Woman behind the alluring fan in Shanghai; the Dweller 
and Haunter of the Dark places; the Black Man pursued by 
Witch Hunters in Salem; the godhead of the Starry Wisdom 
sect. These, just a few of the many forms that the cruel, 
mad and faceless god Nyarlathotep projected as its message 
seeped ever deeper into the fabric of sentient awareness.  
Nyarlathotep, a name uttered in reverent and inhuman 
syllables by the Mi-Go at the crumbling temples of Yuggoth.  
 The end of everything to stop an apocalypse.  That was 
Nyarlathotep’s plan – if such things can have plans when 
they exist outside of Space and Time, beyond the 
intersections and infinite streams of the multiverse. 
 Annihilation, the response of a god recoiling in disgust 
at its own diabolical spawn: Him Who Is Not to be Named. 
Even gods experience fear, not so much a human emotion 
but one we inherited from the seeds of our creation.  
 Massey’s problem.  How to stop it from happening. 
 Massey was a man with a gun of steel and a will of iron. 
Pressed so hard into the folds of insanity, his mind had 
fused into the protective state of a diamond.    
 Winford Dabney was in Tarben today. Visiting the office 
of the Konstantinos Stone Company.  A matter of 
administrative necessity: legal documents that required 
signing to satisfy a minor query around the ongoing 
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maintenance of the structure by "trusted" parties. 
Interestingly, the arrangements made no provisions beyond 
174 years.   
 Glancing at the timepiece he kept in his vest pocket, 
Massey saw it was nearly the moment to make his move.  A 
dramatic action that would cause a minor issue to become a 
critical stop.  A deal-breaker.  He glanced down at the 
weapon in his hand as if only seeing it for the very first 
time.  The object was so familiar to his grip it was an 
extension of his physical form.  If Massey was successful, 
the stones could be torn down with two years.  Without 
Winford Dabney to sign any arrangement to the contrary, 
the Councillors of Tarben would make sure of that.   
 He cleared away the papers. Double-checked he had 
packed all belongings into the battered leather valise, threw 
on his crumpled sack coat and headed out the door, never 
once letting go of the Colt SAA but instead keeping it 
confidently concealed, pressed against the side of his thigh.   
 The afternoon was chilly despite the season; dense 
clouds hung low above the town, dark blues, purples and 
grey, with touches of gold where the sun was fighting 
through.  A bruised sky.  The kind of weather fit for a 
murder.  
 Nobody paid him much attention. He was well dressed 
despite his poverty, a vital technique for blending in.  Note 
the narrow lapel on the coat, worn buttoned only at the top 
to display his vest and watch chain; the high button and the 
curved front of the jacket; trousers tailored to a slim style. 
He fitted the place and the era. 
 Massey trudged along the small road until he came out 
onto the main road, then headed towards the office where 
Dabney was now being entertained by the company director 
and legal representative.  Any dealings were to be delayed 
until the County Hall official delivered the finalised 
paperwork – and Massey had taken steps to ensure this 
official was going to be late. 
 All of this Massey had determined through subtle 
inquiry.  He was good at what he did. His survival depended 
on it.  And the Foundation depended on his survival.  
 The office was a typical colonial building with a full 
width front porch, set away from the road. Massey pushed 
through the small white painted gate and strode up the 
short path. He climbed the steps to the porch and strode 
through the door, not bothering to knock.  The receptionist 
was a young white man called Billy Scott; an immaculate 
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three-piece suit; glossy locks of carefully coiffured hair.  
Billy was stunned into silence by Massey’s bold entrance.   
 Massey held up the Colt SAA and put a finger to his 
lips, breathing out the words: “Stay quiet and you and your 
boss won’t get hurt.” 
 He didn’t give Billy time to consider or respond but 
continued moving, turning left, his momentum building, 
shoes treading floorboards softened by expensive carpet 
runners.  His mind reviewed the scene he’d left behind and 
noted the coat, hat and gloves resting where Billy would 
have taken them from the expected visitor.  The door to the 
private office of the director of Konstantinos Stone Company 
loomed towards him as if he was gliding, rather than 
striding.  He pushed through and found himself in a small 
room overcrowded with Victorian bric-à-brac and dominated 
by a large desk of dressed stone streaked with iron ore.  
Three white men.  The director, Dabney’s lawyer and 
Dabney himself: short, slim, with a thick mop of black hair 
and careful dark eyes.  Their initial reaction was of 
anticipation and dismay.  They had been expecting the 
County Hall official.  Not a man with a gun.  
 The gun grabbed their attention.  Dabney began to rise. 
 Massey pointed the gun at him and pulled the trigger 
three times. Nobody expected that. Everyone expected 
words. People always did.  But killing was an unpredictable 
business and the quicker you got it done the less chance 
there was for people to foul things up. 
 The bullets struck Dabney centre mass. They were .45 
Long Colt’s assembled and pressed by his own hand: 40 
gains of black powder and a 255-grain roundnose forged 
from the metal of a meteorite that had exploded over the 
Yucatán Peninsula fifty years ago.  The Foundation held a 
reserve of such metal.  
 Dabney staggered backwards but his legs didn’t buckle 
like a dead animal. The other two men were throwing 
themselves to the floor. Cries of fear and alarm. But 
Massey’s ears were ringing from the three shots. 
 He pulled the trigger again but only clipped Dabney in 
the arm as the man began to stumble, part falling, part 
turning to run.  
 Damn.  
 Massey locked down on his fear, paused for a 
microsecond to aim, arm extended and pulled the trigger for 
a fourth time.  Headshot.  Back of the skull.  Gore spraying 
out the front, ahead of the now falling body.  
 Dabney hit the floor and didn’t move.  
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 Massey stepped back, glanced through the door behind 
him. Billy Scott down the short hall, staring at him with 
that look he’d seen a hundred times.  Massey waved the 
gun and Billy darted out of sight.  Good kid. 
 Looking back at the room, the director and the lawyer 
were bundled up on the floor as if their arms could hide 
them.  Massey was ready to leave. He glanced at the body of 
Dabney… and froze. 
 The head was swelling. Or rather, something coming 
out of the head was swelling. Like a giant bubble of slime, 
smeared with blood and tendrils of shredded tissue. A weird 
hissing sound started to punch through the ringing in his 
ears.  
 Dabney was a…  
 Massey never had time to finish the realisation. It all 
happened too quick. Something left Dabney, swept upwards 
and out, a glaring orb of energy, pulsing and flickering with 
fury… fingers of purple light leapt across the room like 
lightning.  The two remaining bullets in the gun exploded, 
shredding Massey’s left hand into pulp as he tried to fling 
himself through the doorway.  The orb darted after him.   
 Later, witnesses recalled a bluish flash flood the street 
outside the building a moment before a concussive blast 
blew out the windows and shattered everything inside.  
 Some said a freak storm caused a bolt of lightning to 
seek out the director’s desk. 
 Billy Scott was the only one who survived but 
something had got inside his brain, making him talk in 
strange tongues and his eyes roll around like they were 
constantly looking for something.  The worshippers of the 
stones took him in, and then took him away when the 
stones got pulled down a few months later.  
 They found Jude Massey, minus a left hand, his head a 
mass of burned gristle and hair, flesh charred right down to 
the skull.  The director and the lawyer were just plain dead.   
 Not much was found of Winford Dabney.  A tangle of 
twisted bones and stretched flesh that no pathologist at the 
nearest city could make sense of; he’d been dead for much 
longer than he should, according to their scientific ways – 
but all of that was quietly kept out of the official report. 
 The stones were purchased and removed by a private 
buyer. A Mr Exley of Monohak House, New York State.  The 
Councillors were glad to be rid of them. But rumours 
percolated into Tarben’s townsfolk that the shipment got 
side-tracked somewhere  en route, presumed lost. 
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 Mr Exley aggressively pursued a formal complaint but 
the matter never really touched Tarben again.   
 The stones were gone.  Fallen through the cracks 
somewhere.  But the PD Foundation knew about the 174 
year stipulation, and knew they could not relax or rely on 
good luck or fate.  They turned their senses to the stars and 
waited, and planned, and prayed to whatever elder god may 
have cared to hear… because one day, the Stones would 
bear witness to the Winter of Humanity.        
  
 
 
  
   
 
 
 
  
 
 
   
  
 
 
   
      
 
  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

The End 
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