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“Welcome to this special Samhain
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eternal gratitude to those who
have participated in
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gone before... The
Steampunkery Webzine
would not exist
without you!”
- Atticus Oldman
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A McGonagall Halloween Horror
When the Boogyman came down the chimney,
He danced around the house,
Eating Grim Pie with Maggot o' Fly,
And a wee side order o' Louse!

Happy Ullaween!
A fantastic spooky wee gem from Ullalele!
Ullalele is a progressive ukulele rock quartet, they are
purveyors of the finest Steamplunk since the last years of the
nineteenth century. The band came second in the Ukulele
Society of Great Britain's 2019 Band of the Year competition.
They take scientific romances and re-imagine them as ukulele
operas. Their first collaboration has been to arrange Jeff
Wayne’s War of the Worlds for four ukuleles, vocals and
narration.
The War of the Worlds performance takes the audience on an
emotional experience through intricate instrumental
sections, thrilling narration, exciting ballads and love songs
and an ending that brings the story right up to modern day.

The Hound was asleep in the Parlor,
The Parlor? Yes ... The Parlor!
The Hound was asleep in the Parlor,
When the Boogyman snuck into the house!
When the Boogyman came down the chimney,
The Hound he howled such a howl,
He bit the beast with his best white teeth,
Then was Boogeyman’s turn for a howl!

From McGonagall's Halloween Horrors
- Steampunk McGonagall

Click Here To View On YouTube
Contents Guide
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Halloween Treat - The New Jacobin Club
For four years, Magic Lantern Theatres Canada has held an
extremely popular Halloween event – the Silent Classics
Series, where modern Canadian bands are commissioned to
compose new scores for silent era horror films and perform
them live at Halloween screenings. As live performances are
not possible this fall, Magic Lantern Theatres has
announced they will be presenting an encore screening of
four films, including the incredibly successful “Dr Jekyll &
Mr Hyde” (1920) featuring a new soundtrack by theatrical
gothic-steampunk veterans New Jacobin Club. It is a fitting
celebration for the film itself, which turns 100 years old in
2020.
The original live premier of the newly composed score was
recorded in October of 2018, and a highlights album was
released on CD and digital format in time for Halloween
2019. The music itself is “a culmination of everything we as
musicians and songwriters have been working toward since
our last album... there are parts where half the band
members are all playing drums and percussion instruments,
playing along with layers of electric cello loops, or reacting
carefully to the actions of the characters on the screen,”
according to guitarist Xerxes Horde, “It was easily our most
triumphant and creative moment.”
The encore showing at the beautiful and restored Roxy
Theatre in Saskatoon happened on Thursday, Oct 29. Of the
four films to receive encore showings, “Dr Jekyll & Mr Hyde”
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along with “Nosferatu” (with a soundtrack by psychedelic
doom-metal rockers Shooting Guns) are also slated to show
in Peace River (Alberta) Meadow Lake (Saskatchewan),
Cobourg (Ontario), and a handful of other locations across
Canada.
If you are outside Canada – never fear! Plans to offer a
showing of the film online are still in place, but due to the
encore screenings happening this October, you will just have
to wait for further announcements. The best way to stay
informed is by joining the New Jacobin Club’s fan
community by signing up at www.newjacobinclubmusic.com
The CD and digital album “Music from Dr Jekyll & Mr Hyde”
is not available anywhere online except directly from the
band: www.newjacobinclubmusic.com/dr-jekyll-and-mrhyde
Lee Cumberland

Contents Guide

Page: 19

www.newjacobinclub.com
Photographs by Kathryn Trembach
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The Raven
By Edgar Allan Poe

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered,
weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of
forgotten lore,
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there
came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my
chamber door.
"'Tis some visitor," I muttered, "tapping at my
chamber doorOnly this, and nothing more."
Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak
December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its
ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had
sought to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for
the lost LenoreFor the rare and radiant maiden whom the
angels name LenoreNameless here for evermore.
And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each
purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors
never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I
stood repeating,
"'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my
chamber doorSome late visitor entreating entrance at my
chamber door;This it is, and nothing more."

then no longer,
"Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness
I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently
you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at
my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you"—here I
opened wide the door;Darkness there, and nothing more.
Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood
there wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever
dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the
stillness gave no token,
And the only word there spoken was the
whispered word, "Lenore!"
This I whispered, and an echo murmured
back the word, "Lenore!"Merely this, and nothing more.

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating
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Back into the chamber turning, all my soul
within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder
than before.
"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my
window lattice:
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this
mystery exploreLet my heart be still a moment and this
mystery explore;'Tis the wind and nothing more."
Open here I flung the shutter, when, with
many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly
days of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute
stopped or stayed he;
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above
my chamber doorPerched upon a bust of Pallas just above my
chamber doorPerched, and sat, and nothing more.
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Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy
into smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the
countenance it wore.
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven,
thou," I said, "art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering
from the Nightly shoreTell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's
Plutonian shore!"
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear
discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little
relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living
human being
Ever yet was blest with seeing bird above his
chamber doorBird or beast upon the sculptured bust above
his chamber door,
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With such name as "Nevermore."
But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust,
spoke only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word
he did outpour.
Nothing further then he uttered—not a feather
then he flutteredTill I scarcely more than muttered, "other
friends have flown beforeOn the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes
have flown before."
Then the bird said, "Nevermore."
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so
aptly spoken,
"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only
stock and store,
Caught from some unhappy master whom
unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs
one burden boreTill the dirges of his Hope that melancholy
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burden bore
Of 'Never—nevermore'."
But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into
smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front
of bird, and bust and door;
Then upon the velvet sinking, I betook
myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous
bird of yoreWhat this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and
ominous bird of yore
Meant in croaking "Nevermore."
This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable
expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into
my bosom's core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at
ease reclining
On the cushion's velvet lining that the
lamplight gloated o'er,
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But whose velvet violet lining with the
lamplight gloating o'er,
She shall press, ah, nevermore!
Then methought the air grew denser,
perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by Seraphim whose footfalls tinkled on
the tufted floor.
"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee—by
these angels he hath sent thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe, from thy
memories of Lenore!
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget
this lost Lenore!"
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!—prophet still,
if bird or devil!Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest
tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land
enchantedOn this home by horror haunted—tell me
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truly, I imploreIs there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—
tell me, I implore!"
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil—prophet still,
if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that
God we both adoreTell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the
distant Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the
angels name LenoreClasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the
angels name Lenore."
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
"Be that word our sign in parting, bird or
fiend," I shrieked, upstarting"Get thee back into the tempest and the
Night's Plutonian shore!
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie
thy soul hath spoken!
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Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the
bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take
thy form from off my door!"
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting,
still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my
chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a
demon's that is dreaming,
And the lamplight o'er him streaming throws
his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies
floating on the floor
Shall be lifted—nevermore!
THE END.
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THE WORLD
BENEATH THE ICE

A short story of terrible horror
By Andrew Jamieson

Thursday 30th November 1899

Our bill for services rendered is also enclosed.

To Sir Gedney Donoghue,
I write to you, sir, to confirm and collate the information
pertaining to the ill fortune that has befallen the quest of the
vessel, Homewinter Flame, and its crew. As you will now be
aware, your funded expedition to the north-eastern coast of
Greenland, under the command of Major Winstanley, has ended
in failure. I do not know what endeavour you had hoped this
expedition would achieve, sir, and I am content in my
ignorance.

With sincerest regards,
Mr Adrian Pendlebaum
Of the reputable law firm Pendlebaum and Waxler
Wednesday 15th November 1899

You will find enclosed with this letter the report of Captain
Kenilworth, whose crew were responsible for rescuing the
survivors of the expedition. I must also direct your attention to
the diary fragments of Mr Solomon Hogg, one of the specialists
you handpicked for the expedition, and whom I met briefly in
London prior to the expedition. I trust you will find some peace
in his detailed diary extracts. My partner and I can make little
to no sense of the man’s peculiar observations and indeed it
resembles prose more than fact. Make of that what you will.
You will also no doubt find interesting the contents of the case,
as described in Captain Kenilworth’s report. I hope this odd
trinket is recompense for the calamity of the expedition.
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To whom it may concern,
I, Captain Montgomery Kenilworth, of Her Majesty’s Royal
Navy, in command of the vessel HMS Tribune Star, write to
comment upon the search and rescue of survivors aboard the
expeditionary vessel, Homewinter Flame. This report will be
brief and is accompanied by documents salvaged from the
vessel’s cabins and offices, and also from what little was
available from the accompanying basecamp. There is also one
item, contained in a case for protection against the elements.
We came upon the drifting lifeboat with two survivors aboard,
three days out of Reykjavík port. The lifeboat’s passengers have
been identified as a Mr Solomon Hogg, and an Inuit native man;
Mr Hogg has taken to calling him Icehawk. The two men were
in a serious state of malnutrition, a plethora of hides and furs
had at least saved them from any frostbite. Delirious, they could
not initially illuminate us on their story. Any questioning in the
days since their rescue has resulted in imaginative ramblings,

Page: 37

best surmised by Mr Hogg’s partial diary extracts, enclosed
here.
We did however ascertain from Mr Hogg of the expedition of
the Homewinter Flame, and made course to investigate, our
hope being to find more survivors.
Before the week was out we came upon the vessel, drifting
silently. It had not got far - all but a day’s sail out of a small
archipelago at the mid north-eastern tip of Greenland’s
coastline, barely noteworthy were it not for a small, abandoned
Inuit village.
The Homewinter Flame resembled a ghost ship, silent due to its
engines having been scuttled in an act of vandalism. Some
survivors were found on board the Flame, although none could
communicate as to what had transpired. Sadly, all but one died
of their wounds within hours of their rescue. The sole survivor
is Lady Miranda Tideborne, a Medium of some repute, I am
told. She has not spoken a word since her rescue but is prone to
screaming in the dead of night, which has had an unsettling
effect on the crew.
We found copious amounts of blood smeared throughout the
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ship, a route that delivered us unto a scene of barbarism I have
not seen in my days as a sailor and hope to never witness again.
Corpses hung from the beams, strung up like butchered sides of
cattle.
The decking was crusty with dried gore.
A pattern, if you can call it that, was visible amongst the
entrails, geometric shapes carved furiously into the deck, darkly
ritualistic in their nature. I pray that you do not have to witness
such pagan atrocities at any point in your remaining years.
At the centre of the pagan patterns was a small stone statue,
very crude in its bearing, carved from a stone material neither I
nor my men were able to identify; a mix of granite, perhaps?
Maybe mercury? I am no geologist, sir. The surface of the object
appeared to writhe before my eyes. I know that will read as
ludicrous, damn my eyes. The statue depicted a most bizarre
creature, a fusion of machine and tentacles. A vision dragged
from a bewitched mind, I am certain. We sealed the item in a
lead case, more so that we did not have to look on it again
rather than for its own preservation, if I am honest.
Our party investigated inland. The native village was not in
ruins but was abandoned. There were some signs that camp had
been made here recently, ahead of the expedition moving inland,
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I suspect. We forged on and after a few miles of arduous
navigation through snowfall and across treacherous ice we
discovered the location of the expedition’s base camp, in the
shadow of a cliff face. Again, it was a scene of destruction.
Drawing our main attention was a blocked cave entrance,
seemingly leading deep within the icy bedrock. The camp was a
ruin, littered with shredded tents and destroyed equipment.
Dark patches of blood were sprayed randomly about. We found
the corpses of two polar bears and nearby two lengthy mounds
of snow that, upon inspection, were revealed to be buried
corpses of two human males, unidentifiable due to their
injuries.
Whatever happened here will remain conjecture and mystery,
until Mr Hogg wishes to divulge his proper account of the
expedition of the Homewinter Flame. He has since disembarked
at Reykjavík, along with the Inuit, and I could not in good
conscience detain him.
Yours sincerely
Captain Montgomery Kenilworth
A note on the contents:
These pages are the only salvageable segments from the 1899
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diary of Mr Solomon Hogg, taken from amongst his drenched
belongings, upon his rescue.
Wednesday 27th September
Despite being glad of the rest, my soul yearns for a return to
adventuring. My body is fully healed from the tumultuous
encounters of my last expedition. And so it is with no small
amount of interest that I have made arrangements to meet
with Mr Adrian Pendlebaum of the law firm Pendlebaum &
Waxler. In his own words, he has for me “an offer of adventure
that I cannot refuse.”
Thursday 28th September
And so today I met with Mr Pendlebaum of the law firm
Pendlebaum & Waxler, for tea at the club. I admit I was not
familiar with his firm prior to the meeting, and would not
normally entertain an appointment with such a man; I am
inherently suspicious of one who spends their profession
bathing in the word of the law. However, I am currently
between expeditions, and am keen for something to occupy my
time, such as another furrow into the unknown. It is there that
I feel most alive.
Mr Pendlebaum presented me with a curious proposition, one
I am inclined to seriously consider. He represents none other
than Sir Gedney Donoghue, the wealthy Scottish-born
American industrialist. I was not overly familiar with his name,
for he is a private sort. I had come to hear of him a year or two
back due to his patronage of the arts and sciences. He is a
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reclusive fellow, as far from the glare of publicity as the wealthy
can be.
Sir Gedney is funding an expedition to the Arctic Circle to
investigate some ruins recently discovered by Inuit hunters,
inland off the north-eastern coast of Greenland. Subsequently,
the crew of a Danish fishing vessel, trading with the natives,
made some cursory investigations, which were ultimately
brought to the attentions of Sir Gedney. He has set his sights
on having these ruins thoroughly investigated, and has
obtained permission from the Danish government to proceed.
The ruins are believed to be very old, possibly even
‘paleolithic’, a term coined by my father’s friend Baron
Lubbock all those years ago.
Mr Pendlebaum informs me that Sir Gedney is fascinated by
ancient civilisations, and has funded many expeditions in
recent years for his own collection and for donation to
museums.
Pendlebaum stated that time is crucial in this matter and Sir
Gedney would see this expedition in motion within mere
weeks. As such, Pendlebaum offered me a substantial contract
to take part in this expedition and although the amount is a
figure I most certainly will not turn down, I told him I would
sleep on it. After all, it is not a gentlemanly act to be so
obviously impressed by a financial incentive. It seems my
reputation as an explorer and keen enthusiast of the ‘Old
World’ has a long reach, alongside my appreciated
cartographic skills.
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Friday 29th September
I have formally accepted the contract and I now await further
instruction as to when and where the expedition will assemble.
I will settle my affairs over the next few days and have already
tasked my household staff to prepare my cases for travel. I shall
resolutely be ready for any trial that this expedition presents
before me.
Tuesday 3rd October
I have received word from Mr Pendlebaum that the expedition
is to assemble in Edinburgh then sail for Iceland. There we
shall gather supplies for the expedition, then sail once more,
this time to north-eastern Greenland. There is much to do
between now and then.
Friday 13th October
A most strange day.
I have convened with the expedition party at the docks in
Leith, Edinburgh. My train journey north to ‘Auld Reekie’ was
pleasant and uneventful. I finally finished reading that novel
by Arthur Machen, entitled The Three Impostors. I wonder if
Sir Gedney has read it.
Pendlebaum was there to greet us all at Waverley Station. He
discreetly handed us each a dossier with information
pertaining to our role within the expedition team. We were
decanted down to Leith Docks where we duly boarded our
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vessel, the Homewinter Flame, in preparation for an early
dawn departure. Our party exchanged brief pleasantries over a
simple dinner in the ship’s galley. They are a characterful
assortment, and I will no doubt become more familiar with
them as our journey progresses.
On returning to my cabin I read for a short while before
preparing to work on my journal. It was then that a small
envelope was pushed under my cabin door. When I looked out
into the hallway there was no one there. Inside the envelope
was a short note simply stating
‘Beware the ambitions of dying men.’
I am at a loss as to what this means. Until I have learned more
about my companions on this journey, I will keep this note and
its contents to my own counsel. I am no expert on handwriting
but it seems written by a female.
There is an air of clandestine secrecy surrounding this
expedition thus far and I for one am wondering what exactly I
have signed up for. Alas, it seems I am attracted to mystery, as
the impertinent moth to the comely flame.

mission to the Arctic Circle, to investigate the discovery of
ancient ruins in north-eastern Greenland. The expedition’s
pedigree is high, littered with accomplished specialists in their
respective fields. Professor Kingston Mallory, a renowned
anthropologist, formerly of Oxbridge College. Dr Gerhart
Rudiger, linguist, of the Swedish Institute. Our lead
archaeologist is none other Dr Beckett Haythorpe, a maverick
by any mark, whose field of interest is the Ancient World. We
also have amongst us a celebrity, the famous Medium, Lady
Miranda Tideborne (did she write the note?). Why Sir Gedney
deems it necessary to send a Medium with us, I can but
wonder. But I am familiar with her work and she is a most
fascinating woman
Information has thus far been scarce save for the dossier from
Pendlebaum. I have begun reading through its contents but in
truth it is a boring sheath of paper, full of disclaimers and the
sort, and certainly scant on details of our destination. My
primary role is to create a map. Of where, I know not. What a
tease this expedition is.
I made sure to pick up a select number of whisky bottles
during my brief stopover in Edinburgh, and one is beckoning
me to open it now.

Saturday 14th October
We are now in open waters, on our way to the trading port of
Reykjavík. Ours is an expedition quite unlike any I have hence
been a part of. Certainly, it is the most lavishly funded
expedition I have known.
I travel with a cadre of companions on an archaeological
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Sunday 15th October
I have mustered what patience I could assemble and have
concluded reading the dossier. I have plenty of questions but
for now one stands out from the crowd; Sir Gedney’s motives.
Pendlebaum’s notes assure me that Sir Gedney’s motives are
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purely philanthropic, and that any and all discoveries will be
toured across the civilised world for all people of hungry mind
to witness. Yet I am not entirely convinced.
Pendlebaum has hired Major Hyram Winstanley as the
expedition lead. A recently decommissioned U.S cavalry
officer, with great experience, I am told, of exploring the wild
frontiers of this world. He will meet us in Iceland.
Our company of travellers is a select crew, and over the course
of our journey I expect I will come to know them better.
Monday 16th October
The captain of our seafaring vessel, the Homewinter Flame, is
formerly of the United States navy. A man named Archibald
Draper, he seems to be an old acquaintance of Major
Winstanley. The ship’s crew are all his men, from my cursory
observations. A more scarred assortment of humans I have not
seen outside of Her Majesty’s Prison Service. Being American,
they are uncouth but forward, and friendly enough.
The ship’s medic, Dr Elias Chepstowe, I have met briefly, over
dinner this evening. He seems a similar sort as I, an
adventurous spirit, and a learned man. An earnest type,
hailing from Bristol. Aside from the captain and his crew, our
expeditionary party numbers nine individuals, including
myself. I am not overly familiar with all the members of our
party but truly hope that before we reach our destination, I
have at least had the pleasure of a convivial conversation with
each of them – particularly Lady Tideborne. I am keen to
discover if they are robust personalities who may be relied on
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if the coming expedition proves itself to be challenging.
Tuesday 17th October
We arrived in Reykjavík this morning. We disembarked to
stretch our legs and peruse the local markets. Major
Winstanley greeted us and has wasted no time in procuring
supplies, chiefly sealskin clothing and other such Arctic
survival apparatus. He is a no nonsense American with a
penchant for precise efficiency. He has also, I noted with
interest, brought along a small crate of American Marlin 1894
carbine rifles. Putting my humble Enfield Mark 2 service
revolver to shame.
“To deal with any inquisitive Polar Bears,” smirked the major.
With the Homewinter Flame anchored in port, Dr Chepstowe
and I decided to explore the local flavour. By that, I mean their
public houses. The locals eyed us with a mixture of suspicion
and puzzlement, and I do not blame them.
I attempted to engage the barkeep in conversation but his
English was limited. However, Chepstowe knew some Danish
and they spoke for some time.
Afterwards, on our way back to the Flame, the doctor relayed
some of the highlights of his conversation. The barkeep had
heard about the discovery of the ruins in the north. He told of
an ages old myth of a city consumed by the ice thousands of
years ago, home to wonders and terrors.
I would rather more of the former than the latter.

Page: 47

We set sail once again in the morning.
Wednesday 18th October
We are north of Iceland now, on our way to Greenland.
I played chess with the good doctor. He has a keen, sharp mind
and took all my pieces in a concise and, dare I mention,
surgical manner. We have both noticed that Draper and his
men do their best to keep us at a distance. There is nothing
hostile there, my instincts tell me. However, I wonder if it is
perhaps a stranger’s distrust with which they regard us. Or is it
more?
Thursday 19th October
My second game of chess with Doctor Chepstowe went much
the way of the first. I will persevere. His victory was hard
fought and he seemed distracted throughout.
A largely uneventful day, despite the stunning views of the
south-easterly coastline of Greenland. Outcrops and glaciers
that look to be shaped by the hands of giants. Cold and
beautiful.
I attempted to engage Lady Miranda Tideborne, the famed
Medium of our party, in conversation this afternoon over
sandwiches and soup but was met with indifference. I am
familiar with her work as a much sought after Medium back in
London. Her companion, a doughty, bookish woman of
mature years, introduced herself as Miss Branforth, a
chaperone and minder for Lady Tideborne. She explained that
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Lady Tideborne is pledged to silence outside of her arena of
employment. The lady goes everywhere with a black veil
obscuring her face. I have not yet summoned the courage to
ask her if she is in mourning or if it is simply worn because she
is shy or scarred. These are not questions a gentleman asks out
loud.
Friday 20th October
My third game of chess with Chepstowe. I won by a narrow
margin, a piece if you will. I learn from my mistakes, it appears.
However, I believe the doctor was, once more, somewhat
distracted. After the game, and over a hot tin cup of coffee, he
spoke to me in hushed tones of some peculiar happenings on
board the vessel which we call our temporary home.
Chepstowe has noticed that every night (since the night before
we arrived in Reykjavík), at ten thirty, a select group of the
ship’s crew meet in the hold. The doctor has spotted them each
night, as they pass his cabin on the way down. The first two
nights he said he thought little of it. By the third, he was
curious and followed them at a distance, thinking perhaps they
were meeting to play cards, share stories and, hopefully, liquor.
He witnessed something quite different.
Chepstowe observed the eight crewmen, led by the captain’s
first mate – Johnson Goldrick – convening in a circle, chanting
the same string of unintelligible words over and over again, for
somewhere in the region of five minutes, then, in sequence
around the circle, each crewman would break their chanting
and make a sound, not dissimilar to the shrill squawk of a
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hunting bird. Once all eight had done this they fell silent.
Chepstowe watched them for a further ten minutes before
returning to his cabin, as they remained still, and silent.
When he observed this on the fourth night – last night – he
stayed a little longer, hoping to see them conclude their
meeting. He stayed for a further twenty minutes, without
event, before he decided to leave. He has invited me to come
with him tonight to witness this odd gathering. I am as yet
undecided.
Later.
I write now to report back on what I have just seen. I can
confirm Dr Chepstowe’s findings. Eight of the crew meeting in
what appears to be clandestine circumstances, chanting in a
language I am not familiar with, culminating in each man
emitting a shrill, clicking sound akin to a hunting bird.
Watching this display has unsettled me. I am unclear as to
what these eight are doing or indeed wish to achieve by their
actions. Chepstowe and I are unsure how to proceed.

Saturday 21st October
Chepstowe and I reconvened at breakfast. Who can we trust?
The captain? The major? Reasonable suggestions that we
agreed upon. Yet we also agreed that perhaps we need to carry
out our own observations first. These eight crewmen do not
appear to be a threat but an oddity. They are gruff by day but
polite enough.
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The doctor believes one of the other specialists on the team
may be able to advise us, Professor Kingston Mallory, an
anthropologist. The doctor is meeting him for some
intellectual convening over whisky and cigars later and has
invited me to join them.
Later.
Well, Mallory is curious old bird and no mistake. He hung on
the doctor’s every word, in the description of the scene of the
crewmen gathering and chanting. He was equally keen to hear
my version of events. Mallory’s initial assessment compared
our accounts to studies he had carried out on the ancient
druidic cultures of Iron Age Britain. The pseudo-avian cawing.
The repeated mantra. Mallory suggested that the gathering
was some form of ritual. For what, he would not speculate.
We have agreed that, for now, we will keep this to ourselves.

Sunday 22nd October
This morning we were informed over breakfast by the captain
that he is expecting us to reach our destination by day’s end.
The last few nights have put my nerves to the test. Perhaps
being on land will improve matters.
Later.
The Homewinter Flame has anchored off a small archipelago
of scattered islands cushioning the entrance to the mainland.
Snowfall has been light but steady and the vista is hauntingly
beautiful. We have made an initial incursion and have come
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across an abandoned Inuit village. There are no signs of life nor
disturbance, the combination of which I find… unsettling. This
will be our last night on the Flame before our expedition
begins proper.

complex. It is this part of the expedition that I was hired for.
My expeditionary skills. I have no fear of the dark places of this
Earth.

Tuesday 24th October
Monday 23rd October
The expedition has begun in full. We made good time through
the snow and ice, our small contingent of sleds and huskies
pulling our equipment and supplies. We made steady progress
for a matter of hours before reaching a sudden jutting rocky
outcrop, a cave entrance beneath it. I call it sudden as it is no
cliff face or mountain, but an enormous, random, jarring
splinter of rock bursting from the ice. The cave’s visage is of a
beast’s maw opening wide, the outcrop framing it like horns,
elevated to the heavens.
We have made camp in the shadow of this maw. Our tents are
robust, reinforced with layers of skins and hides. We have
dined on broth and biscuits, plain but hearty and filling. My
hipflask has been most welcome in this cold.
The huskies are restless, their whines an accompaniment to my
writing.
And we are not alone besides the cave. We have made some
new acquaintances. It seems that a tribe of Inuit have made a
home for themselves in the ruins within the cave. Rudiger, our
linguist, has established some friendly rapport and they have
agreed to act as our guides. We have traded some tobacco for
their services, and they seem willing to lead us within the cave
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It has been a strange day. One of our number has mysteriously
disappeared, seemingly in the night. Harold Brightwash, one
of Dr Haythorpe’s assistant archaeologists, has gone, silently
enough that he did not disturb his tent mates. Draper’s men
have scoured the perimeter but the snowfall will have hidden
any foot prints.
An update. The Inuit have reported to us that they saw
Brightwash enter the cave. Since that is where we are set to
head, our mission has taken on the flavour of rescue.
Wednesday 25th October
Where to begin. Today has been about everything. Distilling it
to the page will be challenging.
We found Brightwash. Poor fellow seems to have lost his senses
along with gaining some unwelcome frostbite around the
edges. Some broth and a nip of whisky seems to have lifted the
poor soul. He hasn’t said a word since he was found, deep
within the lost city.
Yes, a city.
We are far underground, in some facsimile of a lost civilisation,
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carved of a peculiar stone. Abandoned, of course. It seems the
party of Inuit have made the upper level of this empty city
their new home. There are perhaps twenty of them, mainly
men, and adolescents. They seem to be a small hunting party.
They spoke of planning to bring the rest of their tribe here to
live. I cannot blame them. It is comfortable here, surprisingly
mild, even warm in the lower places. There is a ready water
supply from a series of wells.
As our guides they are efficient, patient and informative. From
the surface we passed through the initial cave network where
the Inuit had set up camp. From there we descended, travelling
for hours through winding ice caverns and grottos, before
reaching a wide and open lower level. A regimented sequence
of elaborate pillars, the height of trees hundreds of years old,
held aloft the high ceiling, and at the end of this cavern was a
portal, the crumbled remains of a door beneath its arches. We
clambered past and found a main thoroughfare intersected by
a vast network of streets and plazas, spread over many levels,
up and down. A labyrinth of a lost world. It is truly a wonder to
behold. I have seen many ancient, forgotten places but
nothing like this before. Truly, this is a discovery unlike any
made before or likely to be made hence.
We wandered for hours between these eerily quiet boulevards.
No sign of life could we find, or of death; no corpses, no
skeletons or even fossils. There is no evidence of conflict. At
one of our many coffee breaks, Mallory and I conjectured that
whatever befell this civilisation must have been a gradual
demise rather than apocalyptic. The Inuit had some
observations on this. They spoke of tribal myths and legends.
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One of their number seemed to be unsettled by this place and
was involved in many heated discussions with the apparent
leader and spokesman for their party. Rudiger determined that
the leader was called Greybear, and the dissenter Icehawk.
Young Brightwash seems to have recovered his wits, and his
tongue, somewhat but could not remember a jot about
wandering off and was as amazed at our surroundings as those
who found him. Haythorpe has set him to work to distract his
addled mind. The archaeologists are taking a plethora of
photos, sketches and notes. There are no artifacts as yet.
Lady Tideborne has kept herself apart from our convivial
breaks. She has walked separate from us, following at a
distance, almost fearful. I have glimpsed her in moments
placing a gloved hand against the walls and recoiling it
suddenly. I asked her companion Branforth about it later and
all she offered was that the lady was ‘at work’.
Major Winstanley and Captain Draper have divided our team
to make better use of time so that we can cover more ground.
By the end of the day we had already travelled miles by my
estimation. We have left small markers along the way to record
our route for it seems our compasses do not function properly
down here. I have begun work on a map, part of my
commission.
We have set a camp in an empty square at the junction of
several wide lanes. Spirits appear high amongst the company,
and banter was free flowing. Apart from Lady Tideborne, ever
haughty on the sidelines. I wonder, does she know something,
or even sense something that the rest of us cannot? She seems
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skittish but perhaps that is her normal daily path.
A watch has been set, by some of Draper’s men.
Whilst I find comfort in the fire and the camaraderie my
instincts tell me to be on my guard. Before I settle for sleep I
will check my revolver.
Thursday 26th October
So much has changed. I fear for the success of this expedition.
We delved deeper today and found the lowest level of this
realm. A wide stairway down guided us to another open
cavern, containing an expansive frozen lake, a small island at
its centre. As we cautiously made our way around the lake’s
edge we saw corpses in the ice of its former waters. Hundreds,
if not thousands, were revealed as our torches illuminated
further. A mix of genders and ages. A similar race to the Inuit,
who were visibly disturbed by this sight.
There are beasts too in the ice. What they are, I cannot tell.
We all felt it, I realised later when we returned to our camp in
the square. Our senses were dulled by some invisible
bewitchment. An emanating power that seemed to pulse from
a curious statue at the peak of the island. In the gloom we
could not make it out. I along with some of the more intrepid
members of our party made our way across the ice, the Inuit
before us, flinging grit and salt as we went. As I stepped onto
the ice, Lady Tideborne suddenly gripped my arm and even
with her veil down I could see the fear in her eyes. Once I had
prised myself free, I continued.
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The island was stone with carven steps leading up to the
statue. What an ungodly spectacle. And the scale of it. The
masters of ancient Greece and Egypt did not display as much
fiendish imagination as I witnessed in that bestial creation. It
must have been twenty feet high and maybe fifteen in
diameter. A crouching demon of sorts, its limbs a blend of
tentacle and machine. Yes, machine. I know not else how to
describe its visage. Its face contorted in an animal’s rage, horns
sprouting from its brow. Mallory circled it and was quiet in his
awe. The Inuit too gazed in wonder. I heard them muttering
and holding the pendants around their necks.
Haythorpe and his colleagues began recording until
Brightwash vomited and collapsed and began contorting. We
hurriedly carried him to the shore but he was dead before we
left the ice.
Lady Tideborne pointed and screamed and had to be escorted
back up the stairway by Branforth.
Everything after was a haze of confusion and bewilderment
and I can but recall some incidents.
I do recall looking back out at the island and seeing Goldrick
meandering at the rear, some way behind the rest of us. He
seemed to be staggering, confused, and was carrying a small
stone object. As he neared I saw it was a smaller version of the
giant perched on the island top, a totem of sorts. By the time
he reached the shore it was like nothing had happened. He
flung the statue in his pack and continued on.
We returned to our camp in the square. The atmosphere was
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sullen, the death of Brightwash hanging over us ominously.
The Inuit are in furious debate as I write. Rudiger comments
that they are divided on what should be done about this place.
It has not been an easy day.
Friday 27th October
Major Winstanley has been consulting all day with Professor
Mallory and Dr Haythorpe to work out what to do next. The
major seems keen to wrap things up and return to our vessel
and be away. The professor and doctor want to stay longer and
study. I am as yet undecided.
I have done some minor explorations around and about,
continuing my work on the map. Coming to a cross section, I
thought I saw someone out of the corner of my eye. Of course,
there was no one there.
The Inuit have spent all day down in the lake cavern and we
have not seen them once.
Saturday 28th October
The air down here has turned foul and my once curious mind
now feels weary and clouded. I am keen to be away from this
place.
I wandered briefly in spells today, as I continued my work on
the map, attempting to show some interest in the ancient
wonder of this lost city but my taste for it has gone. I am met
with illogic as one street is much like the next, only for the
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former to disappear and appear as the latter. I do not know
what I mean and I can barely write it.
The Inuit have not yet returned. Rudiger and the other
archaeologist, Godfreys, went briefly down to the cavern and
reported back that the entire party of them – except for
Icehawk and a couple of others, who watched from the shore –
were on the island with the statue.
It has all become too much for Lady Tideborne and she has
returned to the Homewinter Flame with Miss Branforth.
Sunday 29th October
Our expedition has come to a bloody and tragic end and we are
back out onto open water.
The Inuit turned on us. The friendly one called Icehawk
warned us, so we were able to prepare ourselves.
With their leader Greybear at the fore they charged us,
possessed with a bloody fury that seemed far from their
natural state. Rudiger said that Icehawk kept repeating that
‘their minds had been taken’.
Winstanley’s rifles were invaluable and we were able to fend
them off, but not before they felled poor Godfreys. The
surviving Inuit scampered back to the lower levels, and we fled
to the surface.
Nature, it seems, was also keen to tussle with us and we were
assailed by two polar bears, frothing at the mouths, huge
lumbering land hulks, ferocious. They claimed Dr Haythorpe
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and, tragically, our leader, Major Winstanley, shredding them
like sackcloth before we were able to slaughter them.
Icehawk, translated by Rudiger, urged us to block the cave
entrance. Captain Draper had no objections and broke out his
supply of dynamite and then he and I placed it strategically
within the innermost cave pathways to cause a collapse.
As the unnatural howls and screams of the approaching Inuit
could be heard, Draper brought the cave down.
Icehawk has come with us, and despite our language barrier, I
believe we will become firm friends. He is clearly shaken by the
fate that claimed his tribesmen.
I overheard Captain Draper arguing with his first mate,
Goldrick. The man sounded drunk, slurring his words. I do not
trust him. He and his seven colleagues have thus far escaped
any perils and I am suspicious of their good fortune. There is a
malign look in their eyes. I will lock my cabin tonight.
Monday 30th October
I will be brief.
Goldrick and his men have butchered Captain Draper and
strung him up.
They speak now in clicks and shrills, having foregone speech
entirely. We have barricaded ourselves at one end of the boat.
Myself, Icehawk, Chepstowe, and Rudiger will attempt to
overthrow Goldrick and his men. Branforth is attempting to
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contain Lady Tideborne, to stop her from clawing her eyes out.
We cannot allow this madness to spread.
Friday 15th December 1899
A REMINDER OF PAYMENTS DUE
To Sir Gedney Donoghue,
I have been generous with you, sir, and have given you nigh on
a fortnight to settle your outstanding arrears with our firm.
Consider this a polite reminder.
All other services that our firm provides for you and your
estate, on both sides of the water, can now be considered on
hold until you have settled said arrears. Please find enclosed a
reminder of amounts due.
I will admit to some surprise at your lack of communication, as
you are usually so prompt with paying your bills.
With sincerest regards,
Mr Adrian Pendlebaum
Of the reputable law firm Pendlebaum and Waxler
The new diary of Solomon Hogg
Tuesday 26th December 1899
I have finally seen fit to start my new diary. I am still
disgruntled at my old one having been taken from my person.
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I have been holed up in my cousin’s home for the best part of
two weeks recovering the health of my body, and mind. After a
peaceful Christmas with my cousin and his family (who shall
remain nameless for their safety) I am now back travelling.

The Doll Sitter

Icehawk travels with me. He and I have sworn to seek out any
tendril of this odious malevolence we encountered in the lost
city and destroy it utterly. It turns out he is a shaman amongst
his kind, and has some experience battling the more esoteric
perils of this world.
I discovered this morning that Lady Tideborne has been
admitted to Bethlem Royal Hospital, consumed by the
madness that began in that cursed lost city. I shall pray for her
mind, body and soul.
Icehawk and I are due to set sail for America to track down Sir
Gedney Donoghue. I have ascertained his address in upstate
New York. I believe he is either in great danger, or is of great
danger to others, and the world. I know from Captain
Kenilworth that Donoghue has taken into his possession the
small statue that Goldrick took from the cave. I believe some
evil either attached itself to the statue or was already present
within it.
We will find that damn statue and destroy it.
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