


Whence I returned I hunted for one to unheave my dishevelled woes upon. Against my 

word he took my findings and fled. To where? I shan’t know, but I understand that in the 

following months word was spread of my expedition. And the secret? Unveiled.  

 

I had tried to warn my family of what was coming. I struggled to inform them. They paid no 

attention. They just looked at me with their sorry faces and tired expressions and saw my 

words as ramblings of a dishevelled, foolish man. My family betrayed me. Sent me to the 

asylum that saw most of my wasted youth. Despite all my attempts to cover up and stop the 

growing truth of the anomalies that I encountered; it was inadequate. They are ignorantly 

discovering what shouldn’t be. 

 

Now the last option for me 95 842uto warit 


