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        It is the human in us—that great weight we must lift before we can be free.

        SPENCER BLACK
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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      For the last ten years, the Philadelphia Museum of Medical Antiquities has endeavored to perform historical journalism, revisiting some of history’s lesser-known stories. There are many who have influenced society and culture, and many who have threatened society yet remain largely unknown. The museum sees the importance of bringing these histories to the surface for the benefit of all.

      Born in 1851, Dr. Spencer Edward Black was an eccentric scientist whose belief that human beings evolved from mythological creatures led to madness. The once prestigious surgeon fell from grace and succumbed to the passions of his imagination.

      In 1908 Dr. Black disappeared from public scrutiny, and many believed he had either abandoned his work or died. Investigations into his life were few and limited. Thanks to the efforts of the Philadelphia Museum of Medical Antiquities, a history of the doctor and his work was published in 2013. The publication of The Resurrectionist: The Lost Work of Dr. Spencer Black kindled new interest in the life of Dr. Black, attracting the attention of private collectors, researchers, and even the curious public from around the world.

      Newspaper clippings, audio recordings, testimonials, unpublished anatomy illustrations, and evidence of peculiar, previously unknown anatomical research were found in attics, private estates, and rare book and art collections. This new evidence is presented here in an effort to improve understanding of the complex and nuanced life of Dr. Black, for this is a story that should not be repeated.

      Now we can see how Dr. Black managed to hide in plain sight. We can examine the elements of his past that shaped the fates of Dr. Black and his son, Alphonse. Despite his failures, Spencer Black did not fall away into obscurity. He did not abandon his science or his convictions but continued his work. His resolve and his ability to adapt were, if nothing else, persistent.

      
        
        
        We are all God’s creatures, yet not all creatures are God’s.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1966

          

          A WARNING

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Something will call to them from a faraway place.

      

      

      Broadcasting from the San Luis Valley in southern Colorado, a small radio program called The Curious received a great deal of attention in the fall of 1966, when it played two hours of prerecorded tape from Alphonse Black, the infamous son of Dr. Spencer Black. The Curious was hosted by a self-described connoisseur of the macabre. His midnight show was a quirky call-in program about cryptozoology, monsters, and paranormal sightings.⁠1 The release of the recording was peculiar because it was the first time anyone in the Black family had been recorded speaking about Spencer Black and his work.

      

      Excerpt from the transcript of a recording of Alphonse Black, August 7, 1966:

      
        
        I am certain most people don’t know who my father was. Sadly, the time will come when his name will be in your mouth. His work will be the words on your lips and the fear in your heart.

        What he has done will threaten all of us, not only the few who wander too far from home.

        I have not made this recording simply to frighten. It’s difficult to say what needs to be said. A secret is best kept deep within; however, sometimes it grows teeth and chews its way out. There are some who will believe me—madmen clawing at the sky. Many will say nothing, see and do nothing. Many believe in nothing. I am speaking to you.

        This story begins in a small town near Philadelphia. Before I was born, my father had pursued an ambitious career in the medical arts. He healed the poor, the wealthy, the laymen, as any surgeon might do. I am obliged to offer small details about him. These details may be placed near the beginning or the end of his life—the chronology matters little. What’s important is that you see the blood on his hands.

        While Dr. Spencer Black performed medical miracles, he also created monsters. It sounds like a fiction or a cheap horror novel, doesn’t it? Who could believe me? One must laugh rather than believe this kind of story; although, when I explain the small details, something will change.

        When I set the stage and show you the past, you will start to see—you will begin to believe. The truth lies over you, a soft and gentle thing, a cold and lonely thing that separates you from the world. It is the thing you need to fear the most.

        My mother suffered forty-two weeks of surgery, just under a year. She wept from open wounds and broken bones. Innocent humans and other living things were disassembled and broken into smaller pieces and used in her surgeries.

        There was Penny, the barber’s sister, and her collection of whittling knives—she had nine. Her favorite was from a Frenchman who had given it to her brother for what he said was the finest hair trim he’d ever received. My father invited Penny to our home because her neck bones looked like the right fit.

        Julia Anne was the daughter of a wealthy landowner and lumber distributor. Julia was carefree and thought the only thing a man would want from her, apart from the obvious, was her estate, but my father cared little for either.

        There were twelve in all. Twelve sacrifices.

        I remind you: I have not made this recording simply to frighten or tell stories of terror. I have made this recording to warn. Something is coming.

        My father has created a future that will be born into this world just as a child is born. They will grow like children, eat and laugh like children, but they will not stay that way. A transformation will happen.

        They won’t know what is happening. Something will call to them from a faraway place. It will call them by a new name, and they will know it as though they have always known it, from the dawn of time. It will call them home, and no one will understand why, and nothing will ever be the same.

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 The Curious became well known after an episode titled “Glowing Grizzlies,” about mysterious radioactive bears that were alleged to roam the San Juan Forest of southwestern Colorado. The hoax episode included live interviews, performances by actors, and sound effects. The play was modeled after “The War of the Worlds” but did not have a similar effect on listeners.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1908

          

          BERNARD BLACK

        

      

    

    
      
        
        As though wild animals had torn through it.

        Can one man die in this way?

      

      

      In 1908 Dr. Spencer Black vanished from public view. He wrote a letter to his brother, Bernard, in New York before he disappeared—a plea for help. In the letter, he seemed disoriented, manic, and anguished, rambling and lamenting about his scientific achievements while declaring he was in imminent danger.

      
        
        
        I cannot be certain if you will ever receive this letter . . . I have taken her, as a worm, an opium-addicted wretch writhing in a scorched body . . . She now pounds the air with her wings and bellows hell’s song in hunger. I have hidden my notes for you to retrieve. Please, Brother . . . come quickly.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Bernard immediately got on a train for Philadelphia to see to his brother’s well-being. He never returned to his family.

      

      From the journal of Bernard Black:

      
        
        The train is leaving now. I haven’t seen him in years. I thought that he’d have buried himself by now, disappeared like a garden left unattended.

        He sent the occasional letter to inquire about Sam.⁠1 I believe he had some guilt—like fathers do.

      
        I know what people have called him. The “Dark Doctor,” the “madman with his traveling carnival of mythical creatures.” Word travels swiftly to New York; it swirls and dances along every street, into every window, to mock our family name.

        BERNARD BLACK

      

      

      

      Before Bernard left New York, he wired the local police department in Philadelphia, alerting them that something had happened to Spencer. The police never investigated. When Bernard arrived, Spencer’s home was empty. Bernard described entering the house for the first time:

      
        
        No one was home when I arrived. It was destruction and chaos—as though wild animals had torn through the building. Blood painted the kitchen and pantry, the parlor and stairs. I could not determine where it began or ended, only that it was everywhere. On top of his desk, in plain view, was a hastily written note to me. His son betrayed him? Alphonse?

        In the basement, I discovered where he worked—tables, equipment, and two beds. One was fashioned from steel and bolted into the stone floor; chain shackles dangled where hands and feet would lie. Pulleys and lifting devices hung from the ceiling. On a worktable, I discovered records for all manner of strange goods: minerals, oils, specimens of fauna and flora, shipping receipts from museums and private collectors from all over the world.

      
        Logbooks contained inventories of embalmed embryos, organs, and various bone fragments, both human and animal. What work was my brother doing?

        BERNARD BLACK

      

      

      

      
        
        
        My father’s carnival was a gallery of the macabre and a home for the damned. He was a brilliant man, a bright star placed on the earth. So bright you couldn’t see him for what he was.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Samuel Black was Spencer’s youngest child. Bernard took custody of him in 1887, when Samuel was three years old.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1872 –1911

          

          ENDURING DEATH

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This is how I came to learn his craft.

      
        There can be no progress in the absence of truth—regardless of what loathsome and terrible discovery that may yield.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      For the price of an expensive ticket, patrons would have been dazzled by showmanship, amused by theatrics, and promised miracles. Dr. Black claimed to be able to heal any injury or malady, to make people live longer and render them impervious to death, a feat he called Knotting the Thread.⁠1 The promise of longevity attracted many wealthy patrons to his shows, which funded his more elaborate and undoubtedly expensive work.

      Alphonse had learned the carnival business from his father. He became a skilled taxidermist and illusionist and was well-versed in all manner of con artistry and deception. A highlight of the show was Enduring Death, performed by Alphonse and Spencer, which supposedly demonstrated the effectiveness of the immortality treatment and led to Alphonse being known as the Sleepless Man. He would stand onstage while Spencer thrust a sword through his chest.⁠2

      
        
        My father would tell the audience that I could indeed die, which was received with playful hissing and booing, as you might expect in any performance of that kind. He would explain that though I could die, I was unique in that it was significantly more difficult to kill me. The audience would cheer. Then he would produce the sword, and they would go wild.

        The blade was inspected by many people; he’d wriggle it about and cut a tomato and a melon. While the crowd was still clapping and cheering, with a quick and purposeful thrust, he’d stab me through the chest. The audience would always let out an exuberant gasp and fall silent. They would wonder, “Was this an act after all?”

      
        It was just a performance, like the circus or any other traveling act you might have seen. The kind that arrives in town with torn curtains and tired men, tortured animals and a promise of excitement and wonder. It was a performance; however, the sword was real, as is the lash that strikes the tiger.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      
        
        
        An enthusiastic entertainer; a tidal force on the brink of a primal scream. Dark, powerful, ghastly, and terrific.

        JONAS TORE, ATLAS REVIEW

      

      

      

      
        
        
        A satanic festival into the depths of insanity. A gratuitous frenzy of nihilism and blasphemy.

        LOUIS VOLTOUR, THE AUTOMATION OF PUBLIC MANIA

      

      

      

      As Spencer’s protégé in the family business, Alphonse was a talented student; however, his mental and emotional state caused a rift to develop between father and son. Despite his own convictions about what he was doing, Spencer grew concerned about his son’s motivations and capacity to support his ongoing work. As his father’s student, with access to his medical research, surgeries, and experiments, Alphonse was enduring more than death; he was enduring the tutelage of his father’s madness.

      

      Excerpt from the transcript of a recording of Alphonse Black, August 7, 1966:

      
        
        He feared that I was dangerous. I overheard him saying this to others. I was never sure whether he meant I was a danger to myself or to other people. I think he meant I was a danger to him—to his work. I was an apt pupil for many years. For many years, I didn’t question him, nor did I want to.

        In time, I learned to see he was teaching more than science—a science more advanced than I’d ever known, but it wasn’t just science. There was something else. There was a tactile, visceral element. It was as though he’d conquered madness and could wield the power to move through worlds.

        He never sent me away. He needed a successor; he needed to pass the torch. I didn’t leave . . . I’m not completely certain why. Maybe I knew I could help the ones who really needed help. Maybe I thought I could change something.

        After the fire, my uncle wanted to take me to New York, but I could not leave my mother.

      

      

      Spencer was aware of Alphonse’s suffering later in life. A journal entry reflects briefly about Alphonse.

      
        
        
        I did not know what pain I caused. My broken boy, the only doll I could not repair.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Dr. Black’s performances are widely considered the birthplace of modern stage Gothic and are often compared to something ritualistically occult rather than a carnival or anything entertaining. With its traditional theatrical setting and modern lighting and sound effects, coupled with the theme of raising the dead and creating monsters, his shows would have certainly been shocking and horrifying to late nineteenth-century sensibilities.

      Interest in the horror genre grew over time, and a few artists and producers who had become aware of Dr. Black’s history incorporated elements from his story into their works. Though the material was unique, it was not well received, with the exception of one production, a one-act play titled Mother. The narrative takes abundant creative license but is considered fundamentally accurate. Mother was possibly the only presentation of the Black family legacy that was critically acclaimed. It was widely considered thoughtful, introspective, and heartbreaking.

      

      An excerpt from a monologue in Mother:

      
        
        It began when I was a young child, no more than six. He had taken us to a carnival. In a tent near the back, an embalmed corpse was on display. The world saw a freak, but he saw a flower, a satyr. My father saw this as clearly as you or I can see the sun. The animal’s lifeless body spoke its most precious secret. The following evening, at our home, two men labored to move a large crate into his laboratory.

        I waited until the house was empty. The floor creaked underfoot as I entered the place that my father had forbidden me. Small bits of disturbed dust stirred and swelled in the air over the table where the remains were laid. Teeth were placed on a small desk beside loosely scattered notes and diagrams. Only one eye remained in the skull; the other had been cut into pieces and its parts pinned in place on a small piece of wood.

        The animal had been born into this world by mistake. It held a secret in life, only to be robbed of this in death. I named him Marsyas, after the satyr in Greek mythology who challenged Apollo to a music contest.⁠3

        The next morning my father smiled at me. He knew I had investigated his work and disobeyed him. He placed his hand on my shoulder and said, “There is much to do.”

        This is how I came to learn his craft.

      

      

      

    






      
        
          [image: Playbill from the play Mother, Philadelphia Theater House, 1937.]
        

      

      
        
        Playbill from the play Mother, Philadelphia Theater House, 1937.

        Dr. Black’s complicated history has engendered a modest yet noteworthy loyalty among fans and Gothic enthusiasts through the decades. A wonderful example of this can be seen in a young-adult horror magazine, Mysteries of the Macabre.⁠4 A short comic titled “Dr. Black’s Cabinet of Curiosity” offers a unique cultural perspective on the early myths of Dr. Black.

      

      

      

    






      
        
        This comic, from October 1954, depicts Dr. Black interacting with two strangers: a father and his son.

      

      

      
        
          [image: Title Panel:           A human skeleton peers out from a dark cabinet beside the title. Text reads: “A man, desperate to help his sick son, finds Dr. Spencer Black and his traveling anatomy show. But the man discovers that some things cost more than money when he encounters... Doctor Black’s Cabinet of Curiosity.”           Panel 1:           A father and his frail son walk across a snowy wilderness toward a lone wagon under a full moon. A caption reads, “Somewhere in the wilderness.” The father says, “We won’t be disappointed.” The boy replies, “Almost there.”           Panel 2:           The father supports his exhausted son, who clutches his side in pain. The son cries, “It hurts too much!” The father reassures him, “He will help you, I swear it.”           Panel 3:           The pair arrive at a camp where two figures stand near a small fire. The brim of Dr. Black’s tall hat is visible in the foreground, indicating he is watching them. The desperate father calls out, “Please help! My son is very ill. We have money... Will you help us, Dr. Black?” The boy, bent over and barely able to stand, gasps, “Papa, I... can’t!”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Panel 1:           A stern-looking man in a tall top hat, Dr. Spencer Black, raises one hand as he addresses unseen visitors. He says, “I can do much more than help you poor souls... Come closer, let’s have a look. And see if we can’t find the cure to what’s ailing you.”           Panel 2:           Dr. Black gently examines a pale, exhausted boy while his father watches anxiously. Dr. Black asks, “What’s your name, son?” The boy quietly replies, “James.” After examining him, Dr. Black says, “Ahh... I see, very good, good indeed. You are not ill, James. No, your body is merely in conflict with itself, you see.”           Panel 3:           Dr. Black reaches inside his coat, preparing to retrieve an instrument, and says, “Though your son looks ill...”           Panel 4:           Close-up of Dr. Black's hand holding a delicate surgical tool. He continues, “He is more pure than many of us. Beautiful. Delicate. Arteries rich with lost blood.” The tone suggests admiration that is increasingly unsettling rather than reassuring.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Panel 1:           Close-up of Dr. Spencer Black's face and hand holding a scalpel. His eyes are wide with excitement as he says, “Like the phoenix...”           Panel 2:           The boy's father reaches forward in alarm, shouting, “No! Stop!” His face is filled with panic as he tries to intervene.           Panel 3:           The father cradles his limp son, James, whose mouth is stained with blood. The father cries, “No, no, James! James?” In the background, Dr. Black stands calmly beside his medical bag and declares, “He must be born again!” Then, more emphatically, “He must be born anew!”           Panel 4:           Another man restrains the grieving father as he lunges toward Dr. Black. The father shouts, “Murderer! You killed my son!” A close-up of Dr. Black's stern face fills the right side of the panel as he replies, “I have done no such thing. He lives... beneath all that death... he lives.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Panel 1:           James' father kneels on the ground, cradling his son in grief. Dr. Spencer Black stands nearby with his assistant, who lifts James' body. Dr. Black says, “My associate will prepare him for surgery.” The father mourns, “My son... what have I done?” Dr. Black calmly reassures him, “You needn't worry. I shall restore him by morning and return him to you... as nature intended.”           Panel 2:           A quiet landscape at sunrise shows the caravan parked among pine trees beside a lake. A caption reads, “James' father slept on the ground outside the caravan...”           Panel 3:           The father lies asleep on the ground, waking as Dr. Black's assistant stands over him. Captions read, “In the morning he was reunited with his son...” The assistant announces, “Good morning, sir. Congratulations, it was a tremendous success. Your son is well... he is waiting.” The father, beginning to rise, responds, “James?”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Panel 1:           Dr. Spencer Black gestures toward his caravan while speaking to James' hopeful father. The father asks, “He's alive?” Dr. Black replies, “Yes, certainly. It was an elaborate procedure, fortunately I was well prepared. Now, go and see your son. Go see nature's pure face.”           Panel 2:           The father runs eagerly toward the caravan, calling out, “James!” Dr. Black stands behind him with a calm expression and says simply, “Go to him.”           Panel 3:           The father reaches the caravan door and throws it open, calling, “James, I'm here.”           Panel 4:           Standing in the open doorway, the father peers inside with growing uncertainty. His hand rests on the doorframe as he quietly calls again, “James?”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Panel 1:           Standing at the open caravan door, the father looks inside with growing horror and asks, “What? What has happened to you?”           Panel 2:           The father recoils in terror, his eyes wide and one hand raised defensively. He cries, “No! It can't be. It's impossible!”           Panel 3:           The father collapses to his knees outside the caravan, overwhelmed with grief, as the word “Nooooo…” stretches across the panel in large letters, accompanied by repeated “No, no, no…” In a small speech bubble from inside the caravan, a voice softly calls, “Papa?” The caravan bearing the sign Dr. Black's Cabinet of Curiosities stands in the background.           Panel 4:           A dark view into the open caravan doorway fills the final panel. From within the shadows, a quiet voice pleads, “Help me.” The speaker is not visible, leaving the source of the voice hidden and unsettling.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Knotting the Thread is a reference to tying a knot in the thread of the three fates, rendering their duty of cutting the thread of life difficult. Its efficacy ranged from patient to patient, and Dr. Black alluded to giving some recipients more resistance to death than others. There are no specific details explaining exactly what that might mean.

          

          2 The use of a collapsible sword in theatrical productions has been around for quite some time, and most spectators were not convinced Alphonse was actually impaled. This skepticism changed when a tragedy made the act infamous. After Alphonse was run through with the sword, a disgruntled audience member who was intent on exposing the illusion rushed the stage. He withdrew the sword from Alphonse and plunged the blade into another spectator, killing him. The terrible incident convinced many that the sword was real, and therefore Alphonse was in fact the Sleepless Man. The tragedy galvanized many to believe that Dr. Black could do what he claimed.

          

          3 The competition was judged by the Muses, and Marsyas lost. Apollo flayed him alive to punish him for his arrogance in challenging a god.

          

          4 Mysteries of the Macabre, a small pulp magazine from the early 1950s, featured different artists and writers in every issue. All the stories were about some kind of Gothic horror. Many collectors say that Mysteries of the Macabre was the definitive magazine of early Gothic horror; the publication is highly regarded among collectors due to its uniqueness and rarity.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1872–1898

          

          THE DOLLHOUSE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A rabbit in a field of wolves.

      

      

      In 1887 Spencer’s wife, Elise, set fire to his laboratory, destroying all his early work and research. Tragically, she was caught in the flames and suffered terrible injuries. She was left unable to walk, mostly blind, and barely capable of breathing.

      After the accident, she spent the next seventeen years as a prisoner and her husband’s patient. Safely hidden away in his caravan, she was his secret masterpiece. He waited for years until he was ready to operate on her—to change her into what he thought she should evolve into: a harpy.⁠1

      Spencer Black’s madness lay not in his theories of mythological evolution but in his hubris. For as abominable as Elise’s surgical transformation was, it was not the first time he had performed the operation. His first full-body surgery was on a young girl named Miriam Helmer.

      In 1888 Spencer was working in a small apartment in Chicago when a nine-year-old girl who had been born with very short legs and without arms—though she had hands—was abandoned at his door.⁠2 Dr. Black took her in, and she became a part of the carnival family—a little sister to the crew, loved by everyone.

      Miriam managed to get around the camp in a wheeled cart that Spencer had made for her. She enjoyed being outside and giving advice to the performers about their routines. After a time, Spencer improved upon the cart and made a simple set of prosthetic arms and legs for her—iron struts and leather straps tied to a body harness. Encouraged by the success of these rudimentary limbs, Spencer continued to advance his designs and improved Miriam’s life tremendously.

      
        
        Miriam was like a child’s toy—a beautiful friend, a magical thing. She became my father’s main event for the World’s Fair in Chicago. He changed her, turned her into a creature.

      
        She was a rabbit in a field of wolves. What my father can make with his hands is difficult to believe—until the thing speaks your name.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      Miriam shared a caravan with Ruth and Judith⁠3 and quickly became everyone’s beloved little sister. The crew spent much of their free time playing games, performing plays, and singing songs. To this, they added education, teaching the child history, reading, and arithmetic. Miriam became the center of the community.

      Tension and worry overwhelmed the camp when Spencer began conducting tests on Miriam. He needed to determine how effective certain procedures would be before operating on his wife. During the years that he attempted to perfect his science, he operated on nearly a dozen other people and animals.⁠4

      
        
        
        Art made in haste forfeits all.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      When Spencer finally began work on Miriam, around 1892, she was only fourteen years of age. He made room in his caravan, fitting a small bed next to Elise’s. Though Elise was relatively incapacitated—not only from the extent of her injuries but also from excessive opium use—she likely would have been aware of Spencer Black’s actions. Witnessing Miriam’s surgery, knowing this would eventually be her own fate, must have been a harrowing experience for Elise.

      The procedures were done in secret; none of the crew, with the exception of Alphonse, were permitted to see what the doctor was doing. The camp was in conflict over the surgery. Some welcomed Spencer’s work and eagerly awaited the results of Miriam’s transformation, while others feared Miriam was too young. Spencer was diligent in allaying concerns and calming the disquiet among the crew. It helped that few dared to question him directly. His authority had been well established by his charisma, remarkable scientific achievements, and the means of survival that he had granted to the members of the carnival.

      
        
        
        We are here not only because there is nowhere else to be, but because this is our calling. It is our fate. The doctor opened the doors to a life that never existed before . . . anywhere on earth. His work is more than anyone could imagine or dream.

        RUTH, “THE SERPENT QUEEN”

      

      

      

      Over the course of several months and many surgeries, Spencer grafted bird wings and legs onto Miriam. He talked at length about his vision of the world, about the tragedy of the losses of human ancestry and how Miriam would herald a new era of creation. This was all done, no doubt, to ease her fear and help her embrace the inevitable fate that he had chosen for her. The surgery was extensive and included deep-tissue muscle, tendon, and organ work.

      Alphonse was Miriam’s caretaker and nurse during the ordeal, bringing her food, reading to her at night, administering opium as needed, and generally taking care of her needs. He also assisted in the operations, but it is believed that much of his role was to ease her pain and discomfort.

      Spencer gave Miriam the stage name of the Winged Woman⁠5 and made her the centerpiece of his Living Evidence display. When the fifteen-year-old Miriam walked onto the stage at the World’s Fair in Chicago in 1893, the reception was nothing less than horror and disbelief. The crowd exploded into an angry mob. Dr. Black’s tent was torn down and set on fire. Spencer and company were driven out of town.

      
        
          [image: Illustration of Miriam at the World’s Fair, Jules Cohen, 1901.]
        

        Illustration of Miriam at the World’s Fair, Jules Cohen, 1901.

      

      Illustration of Miriam at the World’s Fair, Jules Cohen, 1901.

      Spencer never performed publicly again. Instead, he discreetly continued private surgeries for the wealthy and toured with the carnival.

      The performances were not publicized. The group would simply appear in a small town, set up their tents, perform for only one night, and vanish before morning. This sporadic and random schedule helped the carnival build its reputation as a truly unique and dark experience. Public hate and contempt for the group only helped fuel their underground appeal.

      Remaining out of the public eye suited Spencer. Secrecy and anonymity allowed him the freedom to travel, research, study, and ultimately plant the seeds of his more elaborate aspirations. Spencer had destroyed every meaningful relationship in his life yet remained determined to continue his work.

      

    






      These two short comics, which appeared in a small weekly pulp magazine, The Adventure Chronicles, depict Dr. Black transforming Miriam and Elise.

      
        
          [image: Title Panel:           The opening page is titled "The Adventure Chronicles: The Legend of Dr. Black, Chapter 1: The Doll House." An owl perches on a tree branch beside narration that reads: “Deep in the woods, the Doctor worked. They called him a madman... a taxidermist who made monstrous dolls. The only difference was that his dolls were... alive!”           Panel 1:           A small skeleton lies on a worktable beside surgical tools, scissors, and an ink bottle. A handwritten note is visible on the desk. A caption below reads, “Poor Miriam, what good are only arms and legs?”           Panel 2:           Close-up of a pair of hands sewing or stitching fabric around a figure. A large narration box reads: “So you may run and play with the other children? Yet that is all you can do with ordinary arms and legs, child. Wouldn't you prefer to dance on rolling waves made of clouds? Or soar above the mountains, away from harm? You can live your dreams... you will be the first one to fly.”           Panel 3:           Against a dark background, a single white feather floats downward. A caption at the top reads, “How lucky you are.” At the bottom, a teaser announces, “Next week: Miriam wows the audience.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Title Panel:           The page is titled "The Legend of Dr. Black, Chapter 7: A Little Family Time." An illustration of a large Victorian-style house accompanies narration: “A beautiful home, designed with care, rests quietly in a luxurious field somewhere near Philadelphia. It isn't the stained glass windows or the intricate ironwork that are of interest. No, what is most curious about this home is what happens inside... in the basement.”           Panel 1:           Dr. Black and his son and apprentice, Alphonse, perform surgery on Dr. Black's wife, who lies strapped to an operating table. One of her arms ends in a metal restraint. A narration box explains: “Dr. Black works tirelessly with his apprentice, his son Alphonse, operating on his beloved wife. They intend to change her into a different kind of creature.”           Panel 2:           A close-up shows a human hand attached to an arm by a chain as surgical work is underway. The narration reads: “Is this a story about Frankenstein, you ask? Well, no. Frankenstein was merely fiction.”           Panel 3:           Large, layered feathers fill most of the frame while Dr. Black peers upward from below, admiring the result of his work. A caption states, “What Dr. Black created was far stranger.” At the bottom, a teaser reads, “Next week: The Boy Under His Mother's Wing.”]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 A mythological creature: a winged woman with a human head and torso but the wings, feet, and claws of a bird.

          

          2 It’s possible Miriam had a condition known as Roberts syndrome.

          

          3 Ruth was the Serpent Queen, a woman with a snake for an arm. In Dr. Black’s records, Judith was identified simply as “the acrobat,” with no known unique features.

          

          4 His records include designs for creatures that he presumably made. It is likely that these creations are the same monsters that permeate contemporary folklore, such as the Wendigo, the Jersey Devil, or the Mothman of West Virginia. They bear a striking resemblance to some of Spencer’s designs. Even creature sightings like the Northwest’s Bigfoot, South Carolina’s Lizardman, and Missouri’s dragons could be related to his experiments.

          

          5 Though the duration of these operations is difficult to ascertain, some accounts have said the complete process took as long as one year.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1898–1908

          

          THE APPRENTICE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        How long did Abraham hold the knife?

      

      

      The world learned of Spencer Black’s work at the World’s Fair in Chicago, but even so, little was then known of the details of his experiments. Alphonse’s journals have proven to be enlightening, as he continued to act as his father’s apprentice. He wrote about his experiences assisting in some of the most horrific surgeries one could imagine.

      

      From the journal of Alphonse Black:

      
        
        August 1901

      

      

      The man’s lower body, including the pelvis, has been removed. He is now unconscious, overcome with pain. This has been his condition for three days—with good fortune, he’ll soon die. We are preparing to join his lumbar vertebrae, above the coccyx, to the horse.

      The animal has been prepared already, but before decapitation of the horse is complete, we must be certain there is a proper transference of fluid.

      After many hours, both hearts are beating. The one absorbed into the other, a silent acquiescence.

      The birth of a centaur, the destruction of a man and a horse. I cannot imagine a more inglorious thing.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        March 1904

      

      

      Three anacondas have arrived. Only two are required to replace her legs. She will become the naga: half woman, half serpent. She vows revenge in a thousand tongues. She thinks she is held in this little cage in the shadows of a dark basement to service the immoral pleasures of two men. She has little idea who my father is or how her fate is crueler than she can imagine. We will begin shortly. I long to kill this woman—to save her from what I know will happen.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        October 1905

      

      

      We have just completed the Minotaur. My father insisted it was not just a simple transfer of one head to another body. He said the creature must be as if it had been born. Months of moving tissue and muscle, sewing and reattaching. Any ordinary man would die rather quickly from the procedure. But these are not ordinary people. My father has adjusted them, as he has me. Death is now a step or two further away—a cruel gift indeed.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        June 1907

      

      

      We are now preparing my mother. She lies on the table, strapped at the wrists and feet. Her breath is low. She sees the bodies of large birds packed in ice, the tools and instruments laid on the table, the diagrams of bird anatomy mounted on the wall, the bag of opium powder and a glass pipe resting on a silver tray.

      My father unwraps a small cloth bundle to reveal a dozen or so large bird bones. He places one on her chest and studies it, as if to decide. There is a faint hesitation when he sets the glass to her lips, but she knows she cannot endure without. A short breath and a long exhale and my mother goes to a faraway place.

      My father ordered specimens from around the world—harvesting parts for what he believed was going to be the greatest achievement of humankind. During the surgeries, my father abandoned all other responsibilities, including looking after his old crew. He was only focused on his work. Nothing less than perfection was acceptable—the light, the replacement tissue, the equipment and tools. He was writing a symphony while waging a war against heaven.

      
        
        Mother,

        One hand open and the other closed.

        One hand used to gather flowers, lift the weight from your children. The other remains closed.

        One hand to prepare, press smooth the linen. It carries water to your skin at dawn and dusk.

        One hand to carry your vows and the other hand closed. One hand to hold your lover while the other remains closed.

        In the colored palette of a dream, when the other hand opens, you will fall away from this world.

      

      

      When I was a child, I stepped on a butterfly. With the ball of my naked foot, I pressed it into the earth. A flutter, a twitch, and then nothing.

      When I see a butterfly, I am reminded of that. Countless insects color the landscape and dot the sky, yet I cannot forgive what I’ve done.

      There was a great danger in the room. I knew there was something to be afraid of. That is when I learned how little courage I had. The only person I had ever known with the courage to fight him was helpless on his table, nearly dead.

      I bathed her; I made certain she was medicated. I tried to ease her pain as much as I could. I was his apprentice. I was expected to do as he asked and perform ably. I’ve often wondered if I could have helped her more, stopped the operation . . . But what then of my mother? There was no other doctor who could have kept her alive. There was little I could do but wait.

      As the procedure progressed, she got stronger—so much so that she broke through her restraints many times. We eventually needed to shackle her with chain instead of leather.

      
        
        —Alphonse Black

      

      

      

      Alphonse wrote numerous letters to his mother, perhaps as a form of penance. Writing to his mother may have helped him cope with the trauma and guilt. Despite the harrowing nature of their relationship, Alphonse still sought his mother’s love and support. He admired her courage and strength and referred to her as an elevated and extraordinary person. He sometimes talked about her in an abstract manner. She had become sacred to him. His letters sound more like hymns or prayers than a child’s missives to a parent.

      Their complicated relationship would be the foundation of his character, morals, ideals, and ambitions. The first letter is a cryptic description of his father operating on her:

      
        
        Mother,

        Iron poison laps the spine. He took your skin and placed flowers over you, and you grew lighter. He took away your dying heart, placed fresh earth into your bosom, and you grew strong. He placed branches in your hips and they bloomed leaves, alive with the new spring.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Mother,

        I see disease woven into his eyes. He keeps his secrets hidden—keys that can unlock a world that does not exist. How long did Abraham hold the knife in silence, in the darkness, in that swirling chaos of madness? How long did he wait before he decided to move against his son?

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        February 1908

      

      

      
        
        I had to wait until the transformation was complete. When the opportunity arose, I removed her restraints, and a bolt of lightning raced through her. She rose as though she was violently thrown from the table. A fury ravaged the room—absolute—a panicked hawk in a child’s dollhouse. My father trained his rifle, but he wasn’t fast enough. She cut open his stomach, arms, and legs. Blood escaped his body in every direction. He locked himself in his study and fired through the door. My mother broke the basement window and escaped. I saw the shadows of enormous wings and heard air forced against the earth as she rose into the sky. The darkness of night swallowed her whole, like a mother drawing her newborn close.

      

      

      
        
        —Alphonse Black

      

      

      

      While Spencer was locked away, he took the opportunity to write a note to his brother, Bernard, identifying his son Alphonse as his murderer. This accusation, coupled with the scene Bernard found in Spencer’s home when he arrived, surely left Bernard with little choice but to handle the situation with extreme caution.

      Despite his aspirations and original goal to heal the deformed, crippled, and mutated, Spencer Black had created a nightmare. He had removed his wife and replaced her with a force of destruction.

      
        
        Dear Bernard,

        My son has betrayed me—left me for dead. I have taught him too many secrets. Too many dangerous things. Please, Brother, avenge my death.

      

      

      
        
        —Spencer Black

      

      

      Alphonse left Philadelphia to seek Miriam. It was believed she was dead, but recent findings show this was not true; it was only a deception to help protect her from an unrelenting, curious public and the dangerous hands of Dr. Black. When she first vanished, Miriam took refuge with Spencer’s crew and stayed with them until 1899. When Spencer left the country in 1900, Miriam ran away, along with a few other members of the carnival. The rumor of her death was likely started by Alphonse. The two had maintained secret correspondence, and their relationship had grown into a romantic affection over the years.

      

      Excerpt from the transcript of a recording of Alphonse Black, August 7, 1966:

      
        
        I knew she was living in a well-hidden cabin near Dunlap, Pennsylvania. Once reunited, I was at peace. We were happy for a while.

        My Uncle Bernard believed I had murdered my father. He must have found my letters to Miriam and deduced my location. Our cabin was concealed, about a half mile into the woods; however, Dunlap is a small town. Someone probably knew something.

        He approached our property at dusk, brandishing a pistol. I don’t believe my uncle intended to harm me, but I feared what he might do when he saw Miriam.

        He didn’t know she was in the trees. It happened quickly. He shot three times into thin air, and then he was dead.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      On a beautiful estate just outside Dunlap, Pennsylvania, is an old Victorian bed-and-breakfast, with details of its nineteenth-century construction well preserved. Behind the check-in desk hangs a glass box with a neatly displayed cicada shell. Beneath it is a caption that reads: “Born from the old—the children of the future.” It is listed as a tourist attraction in haunted-house travel guides, so visitors to the bed-and-breakfast frequently arrive looking for the ghost of Bernard Black.

      The locals in town are familiar with the story: how he once stayed there and wrote letters to his wife while trying to determine where Alphonse was hiding. When a mutilated body was discovered near the inn, locals were certain it was Bernard’s.

      
        
        
        Found near a gully about three hundred yards from County Road 43, the body of a man, mangled and twisted. The result of a large animal attack.

        AN ITEM PRINTED IN THE DUNLAP HERALD, 1908

      

      

      

      In the room where Bernard Black stayed is a bed. A colorful quilted duvet covers a wood-frame bed with small details carved on the headboard. On either side are electric lamps styled after the oil lamps of the nineteenth century.⁠1 Beside the window is a small writing desk. Guests have reported hearing the sound of scratching—letters being furiously written late at night.

      

      In 1910 Miriam and Alphonse were married in a small grove deep in the wilderness, with a few friends in attendance. The estranged son of a mad scientist and a woman with wings, dressed in a gown, certainly evokes a powerful image. Alphonse framed a nice image of what the wedding meant to him in a short poem:

      
        
        Rose-patterned batik, cut silk dipped down her back. Feathers and fingers touch, chaos, harmony, bloom, and thorn. Wind hides from wing, hunger hides from meat. Silence hides from song, shadow hides from light. I am well if she is well.

      
        I imagine setting that terrible thing free so she can fall into my heart, where she has always been.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Even though electricity was in use at this time, a small town like Dunlap would have used oil or gas.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1908–1911

          

          THE NOUMENON

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The world is a tapestry of pain and glory. Should we not celebrate its flowers and flaws?

      

      

      During the years Spencer worked on Elise’s transformation, he completely abandoned his old carnival, the Human Renaissance. It had become a defunct campground, the old carnival signs and banners destroyed, surrounded by trees and wilderness. For years, the carnies had survived by any means necessary, and despite hardship, they remained a relatively stable community. They resorted to crime when necessary but otherwise kept to themselves. Some had jobs in town working construction, while others farmed or hunted. The wilderness was vast, and it was not difficult for the band of outcasts to remain lost.

      Spencer did not succumb to the injuries he received from his transformed wife. Dislocated from his life yet again, he had nowhere else to go but back to his carnival crew. He wrote about the tension upon his reunion:

      
        
        
        Their daggered eyes read the first stanza of their tale. Their cautious faces and lowered heads near mossy earth reveal the plot of this play. The animals, once human, were lost in a world where they did not belong. I know they may one day devour me, their father, but they are hungry for something else, and they know I can feed them.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      The people on whom Spencer had experimented were very sick. He immediately began to help by treating their injuries and infections. He set up a makeshift lab so he could begin emergency surgery. He sent a few people on errands to fetch supplies, and after only a few days, he was performing operations.

      
        
        
        Madelene the Gorgon’s serpent arms had become infected. I eventually had to remove them. As was the case with Gwyneth, the mermaid; Henry, the satyr; and all the others who had lost limbs and body parts.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      He removed necrotic flesh and infected bones, arms, and legs. He operated on more than fifteen people in four days. Rather than try to maintain their bizarre human-animal hybrid conditions, Spencer designed prosthetics: mechanical arms and legs, inspired by the work he had developed for Miriam.

      Spencer was welcomed back as their leader. His recent failures and the loss of his wife and children would have driven any other man to stop. Yet not only did Dr. Black seem to have regarded his circumstances as mere misfortune; he was inspired to reimagine his original idea with a larger and grander vision.

      
        
        
        We will do as so many have promised yet failed to do. We will take in the hungry and meek, the tired and sick. We have a future to build, and there is much work to be done. We are unknown to the world, and we will embrace that. We will be the unknown. We will be the Noumenon.⁠1

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer had decided to name the group the Noumenon and decreed that the enclave would became a safe haven for the wayward and outcast. Over the years, they would welcome people who needed salvation: runaways, the homeless, criminals, and anyone who didn’t have a place in society.

      
        
        
        We will move together, as the birds do in the sky. When it rains, we will sway. When one laughs, we all smile. When one of us is struck, we all rise to defend. The world is a tapestry of pain and glory. Should we not celebrate its flowers and flaws? Is not the sky full of stars?

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Dr. Spencer Black had an incredible change of heart. He realized he was not going to be able to continue his work alone. This was a milestone in his career. He wanted to achieve something much grander in scale than he had ever considered before.

      Members of the Noumenon started taking short trips away from the camp.

      They sought out people who had been exploited by other carnivals and circus acts and adopted the wayward as their own. As the organization started to recruit more members, the community began to stabilize and grow. Soon their wilderness camp became a small town. The Noumenon had always been outcasts, and under Dr. Black’s direction, their anger and frustration began coalescing into a philosophy, a group ideology that gave them a sense of purpose.

      In only a few months, their devotion to protecting the weak and wayward and their passionate stance against the culture of the freak show had escalated into something more than a philosophy: It was a war of ethics and morals. They garnered loyalty among the downtrodden and less fortunate, and in doing so, they became powerful.

      It began with two basic guidelines that Spencer called the Gateways of the Noumenon:

      The human has evolved into weakness.

      The human must evolve back to what it once was.

      Early days in the Noumenon were described as a healthy and enthusiastic experience. Many accounts support the idea that it was a festive and even uplifting environment. Word spread quickly that there was hope. It was the kind of hope that only a man like Spencer Black could offer. It was also the kind of hope you might expect from Dr. Spencer Black.

      

    






      Sketches of Spencer’s surgeries from Alphonse’s journal.

      
        
          [image: A detailed pencil illustration depicts a dim laboratory filled with electrical wires, switches, shelves of bottles, and scientific equipment. At the center, two covered figures lie strapped to adjacent operating tables. Beneath one sheet, a clawed, birdlike foot protrudes; beneath the other, a feathered wing extends from under the covering, hinting at surgical transformation. Overhead, pulleys and electrical apparatus hang from the ceiling, reinforcing the unsettling atmosphere of an experimental workshop.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A detailed pencil illustration shows a young woman lying face down on an operating table, her head resting on folded arms. From her back extend a pair of enormous feathered wings, suspended overhead by chains and pulleys as though being fitted or supported during surgery. Long, exposed support structures connect the wings to her body, emphasizing the unnatural transformation. A draped cloth covers her lower body, while loose feathers lie scattered on the floor below. The dim, shadowy background heightens the eerie atmosphere of the laboratory.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 The name Noumenon originates from an idea popularized by Immanuel Kant. In Kantian philosophy, the noumenon is the unknowable “thing-in-itself ” (ding an sich). A noumenon is something that is known without the use of the senses. It is contrasted to a phenomenon, something known by use of the senses. The noumenal world would be one that exists in concept or the philosophical mind. Kant said that such a world could exist, but it would be completely unknowable to humans.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      In 1908 Spencer Black published his first book of anatomical illustrations, Codex Extinct Animalia, images of mythological creatures from whom humans had presumably evolved. Only six copies were printed before he withdrew the publication.

      

      Dr. Black worked on a second volume that was never completed. Presented here is the surviving work from that second book.

      
        
          [image: THE CODEX EXTINCT ANIMALIA Vol. II           FURTHER STUDY OF THE LESSER-           KNOWN SPECIES OF THE ANIMAL KINGDOM           DESIGNED AS A REFERENCE FOR            ALL PRACTITIONERS IN SCIENCE,            MEDICINE, AND PHILOSOPHY           BY Spencer Edward Black, M.D. WITH comprehensive illustrations and explanatory texts regarding the musculature and skeletal systems: additional viscera of select animals]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GRYPHON

          

        

      

    

    
      Used in heraldry, family crests, and seals, gryphons are a symbol of majesty and power. The gryphon has certainly gained a reputation for being the king of wild beasts. Though many doubt such a creature had ever roamed this planet, nature has not given us any reason to think otherwise. As the lion rules the African savanna and the eagle rules the sky, so too would the gryphon rule its habitat.

      It is an adept creature that is perfectly evolved to overcome the challenges that an eagle or a lion would face alone. Where the common fowl would be vexed with the inability to overtake large prey, the gryphon would have thrived as a dominant hunter. While the lion was dominant in single combat, well equipped with powerful jaws and a kill bite, the feline is required to stay in groups to avoid being outnumbered. Again, the gryphon would not suffer this fate and would be able to migrate and propagate a larger territory.

      The gryphon was likely a slow flier; however, if it did migrate, much of the journey could have been done on land. Additionally, it would not have needed to hunt while airborne unless opportunity presented itself. When the gryphon hunted, it could have utilized its flight to gain a real advantage by falling or diving onto its prey.

      Though a gryphon might be slowed by its weight, few animals would have been able to challenge the creature. It was not free from predation, however. I suspect the gryphon contributed to its own demise, as it was probably a violent and isolated species. Conflicts of territory and dominance could have led to low populations and then eventual extinction—an unfortunate peripeteia.⁠1

      
        
          [image: A detailed scientific-style illustration depicts a griffin in profile, combining the head, wings, and talons of an eagle with the muscular body and tail of a lion. Its large feathered wings are partially raised, showing layered plumage rendered with fine pencil detail. The page is labeled “GRYPHON – PLATE 1” and includes a mock taxonomic classification listing the creature's kingdom through species, presented as though it were an entry in a natural history field guide.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “GRYPHON – PLATE 2” depicts the complete skeleton of a gryphon in side profile. The skeleton features an eagle's skull, beak, wings, and talons, combined with the spine, hind legs, and tail of a large feline. Thirty-four numbered callouts identify individual bones throughout the skeleton, with a key at the bottom naming structures including the radial carpal, carpometacarpus, humerus, radius, ulna, scapula, ribs, vertebrae, pelvis, femur, tibia, fibula, sternum, skull bones, and phalanges. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “GRYPHON – PLATE 3” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a gryphon in side profile. The creature has the head, neck, wings, and forelegs of a bird of prey combined with the muscular hindquarters and tail of a large feline. One wing is raised to reveal the underlying muscles of the shoulder and wing, while numbered callouts identify forty individual muscles throughout the head, neck, wings, torso, legs, and tail. A key at the bottom lists each muscle by name, including the adductor alulae, biceps brachii, latissimus dorsi, pectoralis major, gluteus maximus, gastrocnemius, tibialis cranialis, flexor digitorum profundus, longus colli ventralis, and complexus. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Peripeteia: a sudden or unexpected reversal of circumstances or situation, especially in a literary work (Merriam-Webster’s Collegiate Dictionary, “peripeteia,” accessed February 3, 2026, https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/peripeteia).

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MANTICORE

          

        

      

    

    
      The manticore is traditionally from Persia; however, much like the sphinx in its heraldry and habitat, it was possibly dominant throughout a much larger geography. The specific subspecies I chose to study was the flighted variation. The wingless manticore was quite popular in folklore and had been written about often by travelers and naturalists. But despite this, I found the flighted manticore to be of more interest.

      Described in an exaggerated fashion, as one might expect, the manticore has captured the fears and imaginations of any who studies it. As in all things, there is truth buried within the layers of legend. The stingers on the end of its tail, though menacing indeed, were not likely to project or shoot needles, as was colorfully described in Indica of Ctesias of Cnidus.⁠1 Instead, the manticore’s tail was more like the scorpion’s, since the animal was a predator and not prone to defensive attributes. Hence its name, meaning “man-eater.” The manticore—winged or flightless—was a hunter, and an adept one at that.

      It is described as red-colored, with a human face. Though I do not dispute the coloring—an attribute that could help it blend in with desert surroundings—I do question the human face. I believe this creature may have enchanted people with its trumpet song and that it might have possessed an emotive quality and could perhaps even mimic human expression, as a domestic cat mimics a child’s cry. With these compounded qualities, it is easy to understand how the legend evolved to give it a human and therefore familiar appearance.

      
        
          [image: A scientific illustration labeled “MANTICORE ALATUS – PLATE 1” depicts a winged manticore in side profile. The creature has the muscular body and mane of a lion, a pair of large, leathery bat-like wings folded over its back, two forward-curving horns rising from its head, and a long, armored tail covered in overlapping scales and sharp spines. The tail ends in a slender, claw-like appendage with multiple hooked prongs. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper left, listing the creature's kingdom through species, presented in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “MANTICORE ALATUS – PLATE 2” depicts the complete skeleton of a winged manticore in side profile. The skeleton combines a lion-like skull and body with a pair of large bat-like wings supported by elongated finger bones. Two horns rise from the skull, while long bony spines extend along the neck, back, and the length of the tail. The tail tapers into a flexible, whip-like tip ending in a clawed appendage. Thirty-seven numbered callouts identify individual bones throughout the skeleton, with a key at the bottom naming structures including the humerus, radius, ulna, carpus, ribs, vertebrae, pelvis, femur, tibia, fibula, sternum, scapula, skull bones, horns, and phalanges. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “MANTICORE ALATUS – PLATE 3” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a winged manticore in side profile. The creature has the head and body of a lion, a pair of large membranous wings, two curved horns, and a long, muscular tail lined with prominent spines and ending in a clawed, whip-like tip. One wing is raised to expose the muscles of the shoulder and wing, while the rest of the body displays the layered musculature of the neck, torso, forelegs, hind legs, and tail. Thirty-six numbered callouts identify individual muscles throughout the body, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the trapezius, latissimus dorsi, pectoralis major, gluteus maximus, biceps femoris, gastrocnemius, masseter, temporalis, triceps brachii, and flexor and extensor muscles of the limbs. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 The manticore has been described as both winged and wingless. The scorpion-like tail also varies from a typical scorpion’s stinger to a blunter yet spiked tail tip that possibly dispensed venom.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NAGA

          

        

      

    

    
      The nagas are creatures believed by many to be spirit gods or shape-shifters, possessing the ability to emerge from underground palaces and wreak havoc upon the wicked. I contend that the mere sight of one of these creatures would force any rational mind to concoct a vivid narrative such as this to justify the terror they witnessed.

      The naga lies within the Gorgon family. While it shared many of the traits of its famous Greek sisters—Medusa, Stheno, and Euryale—the naga likely preceded the Gorgons. It is difficult to discern whence the serpent origins began, due to so many origin stories from so many cultures; however, we can be certain that the species and subspecies varied greatly throughout their known territories. The naga’s evolutionary path has crossed many rivers and has found itself embedded in the hearts, minds, and fears of many cultures.

      The lower portions of their bodies are reptilian, most commonly that of a serpent, with either one or two serpent bodies in the place of legs. Some nagas have additional serpentine features throughout their torso and head—for example, scaled skin, an elongated torso, and occasionally a hooded neck and head resembling that of the cobra.⁠1

      A versatile and highly mobile creature, it would have shared many of the habits of common reptiles in terms of preferred climate and weather. I suspect it would nest in cool, dark places and prefer a quiet and solitary existence.

      
        
          [image: A scientific illustration labeled “GORGON NAGA – PLATE 1” depicts a gorgon naga in a graceful, upright pose. The creature has the upper body of a woman with long hair intertwined with living snakes that coil around her shoulders and neck. From the waist down, her body transitions into the long, muscular, scaled tail of a serpent, which loops beneath her in broad curves before tapering to a pointed tip. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper left, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “GORGON NAGA – PLATE 2” depicts the complete skeleton of a gorgon naga in a graceful, upright pose. The skeleton has a human skull, rib cage, arms, and hands, which transition at the pelvis into a long, serpentine spine with numerous ribs extending along the length of the tail. The tail coils in broad loops before tapering into a thin, whip-like tip. Twenty-two numbered callouts identify individual bones throughout the skeleton, with a key at the bottom naming structures including the frontal bone, zygomatic bone, mandible, clavicle, scapula, humerus, radius, ulna, carpus, phalanges, pelvis, sacrum, sternum, lumbar vertebrae, caudal vertebrae, caudal ribs, and caudal whip. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “GORGON NAGA – PLATE 3” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a gorgon naga in an upright pose. The figure has the upper body of a woman with long, flowing hair, while the lower body forms a long, muscular serpent tail that coils beneath her in broad loops before tapering to a pointed tip. The illustration exposes the musculature of the neck, shoulders, chest, arms, abdomen, hands, and the layered muscles that power the serpentine body and tail. Twenty-one numbered callouts identify individual muscles, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the sternomastoid, trapezius, deltoideus, pectoralis major, biceps, serratus, obliquus externus, brachioradialis, rectus abdominis, pronator teres, flexor carpi ulnaris, thenar muscles, iliocostalis, intertransversarii of the tail, levator of the tail, and the scutali-intertescutali complex. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 The naga is usually depicted in works of art as being completely zoomorphic, which lends to the continued belief that it is a spiritual, shape-shifting deity.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BAPHOMET

          

        

      

    

    
      Baphomet is a relatively modern term for a creature that would have gone extinct more than ten million years ago. It was worshiped by many cultures and religions, possibly since the beginning of man’s need to worship.

      Often associated with evil and misdeeds—due to its ability to intimidate potential predators and to compete for food or territory—the Baphomet, which lacked predatory claws and teeth, would have relied on intelligence and the aerial advantages granted by its wings. Though certainly aggressive enough to hunt smaller prey, it would have not fared well against an attacker that was not afraid of its impressive appearance.

      While the Baphomet is often described as an androgynous creature imbued with love, the Baphomet was certainly not hermaphroditic. It courted, mated, and birthed young, as most species are wont to do.⁠1

      The Baphomet would have likely been keen to nest on high cliffs, deep in mountainous terrain, due to its probable difficulty with initiating flight. Similar to bats, the Baphomet were likely omnivorous and nocturnal, although I doubt they would have entirely lost their ability to see. It is possible they had diminished sight due to their sonic location having evolved as they adapted to night flight. I can imagine dozens of these large creatures falling from their roosts down into deep ravines and gliding along the river below, looking for an easy meal, before they set out for the evening.

      I believe the Baphomet was driven to extinction through predation. Though early humans would have feared it, other, less timid creatures would not have. Creatures such as the sphinx or manticore would have preyed on it with regularity, as the lion today preys on the impala. Despite this, the creature still commands the attention and respect owed to one of nature’s more magnificent manifestations.

      
        
          [image: A scientific illustration labeled “BAPHOMET – PLATE 1” depicts a baphomet standing upright with its enormous bat-like wings fully spread. The creature has a lean humanoid body, cloven hooves, a long, slender tail ending in a pointed tip, and a goat-like head with a beard and two large, spiraling ram's horns. A sparse strip of hair runs down the center of its chest and abdomen. A taxonomic classification appears in the lower left, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BAPHOMET – PLATE 2” depicts the complete skeleton of a baphomet from the front. The skeleton has a humanoid frame with a goat-like skull, large spiral horns, elongated wing bones extending upward from the shoulders, cloven hooves, and a long segmented tail. Twenty-five numbered callouts identify individual bones throughout the skeleton, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the frontal bone, horns, humerus, radius, ulna, scapula, clavicle, sternum, pelvis, femur, tibia, fibula, metatarsus, phalanges, caudal vertebrae, and mandible. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BAPHOMET – PLATE 3” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a baphomet from the front. The creature has a humanoid body with a goat-like head, spiral ram's horns, raised bat-like wings, cloven hooves, and a long tail. The musculature of the face, neck, shoulders, chest, abdomen, arms, legs, and tail is exposed, with twenty-nine numbered callouts identifying individual muscles. A key at the bottom lists structures including the epicranius, masseter, sternomastoid, deltoid, pectoralis, biceps brachii, triceps brachii, brachioradialis, iliocostalis, rectus femoris, sartorius, vastus lateralis, flexor digitorum longus, and the scutali-intertescutali complex. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BAPHOMET – PLATE 4” depicts the complete skeleton of a baphomet from the rear. The skeleton has a goat-like skull with large spiral horns, wing bones extending upward from the shoulders, a humanoid torso and limbs, cloven hooves, and a long segmented tail. Twenty-eight numbered callouts identify bones throughout the body, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the temporal bone, occipital bone, atlas, axis, humerus, scapula, clavicle, ribs, pelvis, femur, tibia, fibula, tarsus, metatarsus, caudal vertebrae, phalanges, and horns. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BAPHOMET – Plate 5” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a baphomet from the rear. The creature has a goat-like head with spiral horns, raised bat-like wings, a muscular humanoid body, cloven hooves, and a long tail. The illustration exposes the musculature of the back, shoulders, arms, hips, legs, and tail, with thirty-one numbered callouts identifying individual muscles. A key at the bottom lists structures including the trapezius, latissimus dorsi, deltoid, teres major, teres minor, triceps brachii, biceps brachii, gluteus medius, semitendinosus, semimembranosus, gastrocnemius, tibialis cranialis, peroneus longus, sternomastoid, occipitalis, and the scutali-intertescutali complex. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BAPHOMET – PLATE 6” presents two detailed views of a baphomet skull. The upper illustration shows the skull in left side profile, highlighting its large spiral horn, elongated facial bones, pronounced canine teeth, and broad jaw. The lower illustration shows the skull from the front, emphasizing the symmetrical horns, deep eye sockets, nasal opening, and heavy brow. Numbered callouts identify nine skeletal features, with a key listing the horn, frontal bone, zygomatic process, nasal bone, maxilla, canine, mandible, zygomatic arch, and occipital bone. The illustrations are presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Baphomet was particularly significant as a symbol and god to the Knights Templar and ancient pagans. Not until more recent years was Baphomet associated with satanic symbology. Baphomet is meant to represent universal harmony.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LACERTA (LIZARDMAN)

          

        

      

    

    
      This race of ancients, who not only walked the earth but dominated it, is written about in the scrolls and tablets of nearly every culture in the world—yet we do not believe they existed. Are these creatures mere myth? As the dinosaur evolved into the delicate songbirds in the birch tree, so has man. The human being is the product of majestic creatures of all shapes and sizes.

      The Lacerta, or reptilian humanoid, is often described as an alien creature from another world, here to either harm or help the human race. I do not believe this is the case; instead, like the naga, it has simply evolved from the line of the Gorgon.⁠1

      The Lacerta may possibly have taken many shapes and could have easily had amphibious cousins that evolved near lakes, seas, or oceans. I chose to study what might be considered one of the more humble and less dramatic species because of the likelihood that it would have successfully sustained its existence, just as the common lizard in the wilderness is wildly more abundant in population than a larger and perhaps more impressive-seeming creature.

      
        
          [image: A scientific illustration labeled “LACERTA INCENDIUM – PLATE 1” depicts a lacerta incendium in a low, stalking posture. The creature has a lean, muscular, reptilian body with elongated forelimbs ending in clawed hands, powerful hind legs, and a long tapering tail. Sharp spines run from the crown of its head down the length of its back and continue along the tail. Its face is broad and humanlike, with deep-set eyes and a fierce expression. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper left, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “LACERTA INCENDIUM – PLATE 2” depicts the complete skeleton of a lacerta incendium in side profile. The skeleton has a large rounded skull, elongated spine, long forelimbs ending in clawed hands, powerful hind limbs, and a long segmented tail. Bony spines project along the vertebral column from the neck to the tail. Twenty-five numbered callouts identify individual bones throughout the skeleton, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the temporal bone, frontal bone, zygomatic bone, mandible, quadrate, scapula, humerus, radius, ulna, pelvis, sacrum, femur, tibia, fibula, calcaneus, metatarsus, carpus, phalanges, ribs, caudal vertebrae, and caudal tail. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “LACERTA INCENDIUM – PLATE 3” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a lacerta incendium in a low, stalking pose. The illustration exposes the musculature of the head, neck, shoulders, torso, forelimbs, hind limbs, and the long muscular tail. Prominent muscles are shown beneath the row of dorsal spines that extends from the head to the tip of the tail. Twenty-six numbered callouts identify individual muscles, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the dorsal trapezius, latissimus, serratus, obliquus abdominis, tensor fasciae latae, gluteus medius, gluteus maximus, iliocostalis, long levator of the tail, gastrocnemius, soleus, rectus femoris, brachialis, triceps, deltoid, trapezius, masseter, pronator teres, biceps, nasalis, temporalis, and dorsal interosseous I. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 A creature described as a seven-foot-tall “Lizard Man” was first sighted at the Scape Ore Swamp in South Carolina in 1988. There have been many sightings since then, and many people still believe there is a creature lurking around the area. Similar lizardman sightings have been reported in other areas, ranging from the Amazonian river—seen before 1941—to the Thetis Lake Monster spotted in 1972.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HYDRA

          

        

      

    

    
      Often considered a beast, the Hydra was a smaller creature than was believed by the timid imaginations of its few voyeurs; however, it is possible that a larger subspecies may have existed. The focus of this particular study is on what I would have called a common representative of the species. Akin to the dragons, a creature that, not unlike birds, varies widely within its respective geographical locality, the Hydra would have varied in size, the number of heads it possessed, and whether or not it was aquatic.⁠1

      Much like the Chimaera and Cerberus, the Hydra would have required one central brain to command the body. Though any of the three brains could have immediate access to the functions of the limbs, the primary head—the center head—would have total control. In this way, all three sensory systems could be independent from each other and yet still maintain cohesion. A carnivorous predator, the Hydra would have similar traits to its reptile cousins but differ in its aggression.

      I speculate that the creature was invasive and nocturnal—an egg thief. The Hydra was well adapted for fighting off many attackers. It would have been a solitary creature, as much as a polyheaded animal can be.

      
        
          [image: A scientific illustration labeled “HYDRA – PLATE 1” depicts a hydra in side profile. The creature has the muscular body of a large reptile supported by four clawed legs and a long, flexible tail that curls behind it. Three long serpentine necks rise from the shoulders, each ending in a horned dragon-like head with open jaws lined with sharp teeth. A row of tall dorsal spines extends from the neck across the back and continues along the tail, with fin-like membranes connecting many of the spines. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper right, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “HYDRA – PLATE 2” depicts the complete skeleton of a hydra in side profile. Three elongated necks support horned dragon skulls, while the body is built on a four-legged reptilian frame with a long segmented tail. Tall bony spines project from the vertebral column along the neck, back, and tail. Twenty-eight numbered callouts identify individual bones throughout the skeleton, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the horns, parietal bone, frontal bone, nasal bone, mandible, vertebrae, pelvis, sacrum, femur, tibia, fibula, humerus, radius, ulna, sternum, scapula, metatarsus, phalanges, hallux, and caudal tail. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “HYDRA – PLATE 3” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a hydra in side profile. The creature has three muscular necks ending in horned dragon heads, a powerful reptilian torso supported by four clawed legs, and a long muscular tail. The illustration exposes the layered musculature of the heads, necks, shoulders, torso, limbs, and tail beneath the dorsal spines. Twenty-six numbered callouts identify individual muscles, with a key at the bottom listing structures including the masseter, temporalis, trapezius, latissimus dorsi, longissimus dorsi, iliocostalis, obliquus abdominis, gluteus medius, gluteus maximus, adductors of the tail, gastrocnemius, extensor tarsi radialis, flexor digitorum profundus, extensor digitorum lateralis, pterygoideus, levator nasolabialis, orbicularis oculi, and the scutali-intertescutali complex. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 The Hydra exists in many stories and legends with varying descriptions. It’s likely that Dr. Black chose a modest version with only three heads and a small body in order to facilitate his ease in making one. His ambition would have been tempered by having to use living animals that were available to him, such as the anaconda.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BA’AL, CERNUNNOS, UNICORN, VAMPIRE, AND MEDUSA

          

        

      

    

    
      Ba’al

      Meaning “lord” in Northwest Semitic languages in antiquity, ba’al is a name that represents a larger heraldry of spiritual creatures. Many animals have been worshiped throughout the ages, and this practice continues today, even though ba’al does not nor has it ever been proven to have divinity in its nature.

      In truth, ba’al was simply a horned creature in the family of the satyr or Minotaur.

      It may have arisen from a unique ancient culture, where it gained its contemporary reputation; however, from the strict perspective of taxonomy, there is little I can glean from the creatures aside from bones and their respective markings.

      Cernunnos

      Cernunnos is a name commonly associated with a Celtic horned god of fertility and animals. This is not a surprising attribution, considering that similar horned animals are social and often populate large herds. This animal would have been very similar to its cousin the stag. It would have lived a quiet life and preferred seclusion, much like many human tribes of old.

      Unicorn

      The re’em, or unicorn, is a compelling animal for many reasons; however, its history and how it was relegated to nothing more than mythology is astounding. Often when creatures are hunted to extinction, the greatest loss to humanity is the absence of that animal and the wonders it may have had to offer. Though we may forget about it in time, we rarely go through so many efforts to convince ourselves that the animal never existed.

      This lends suspicion as to why the unicorn was so threatening. Why was mankind compelled to destroy it?

      Vampire

      Of the various fanged creatures that have stalked the earth, nocturnal hunters have capitalized on our fears with great efficacy. The vampire is a succinct example of this—the most notable creature with retractable fangs. Though typically vampires were thought to have teeth that develop vertically from within the maxilla, the teeth retracted from the sides of the upper mouth, as do those of a venomous serpent.

      Medusa

      In mythology, Medusa is chief among the Gorgons. Her legendary status is due to the image she evokes in our imagination, not so much the danger she posed to others.

      Thriving in isolation in a cool and dark environment, and only attacking when she herself was threatened, it is clear that there was more serpent than human in her. Though she captured the imagination, she would have been one of many within a healthy population of species. The others likely remained undetected because their habitat was inaccessible to most humans, as is true with other serpent species.

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BA'AL ARIES – PLATE 1” depicts the skull of a Ba'al Aries in three-quarter view. The skull is human in overall shape but bears a massive pair of tightly curled ram's horns emerging from the frontal bone, along with a smaller forward-curving horn projecting from the left cheek. The lower jaw is attached to several cervical vertebrae. Eleven numbered callouts identify skeletal features, with a key listing the frontal bone, horn, ridge of horn, temporal bone, occipital bone, mandible, cervical vertebra, maxilla, zygomatic bone, orbit, and nasal bone. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper left, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “CERNUNNOS – PLATE 1” depicts the skull of a Cernunnos in frontal view. The skull is human in form and crowned with a large pair of branching deer antlers that extend widely to either side. Ten numbered callouts identify anatomical features, with a key listing the pedicle, eyebrow branch, antler stem, frontal bone, parietal bone, temporal bone, orbit, zygomatic bone, maxilla, and mandible. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper left, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “UNICORN – PLATE 1” presents two views of a unicorn skull. Figure 1 shows the skull from above, highlighting the long nasal bones and the spiral horn projecting from the forehead. Figure 2 shows the skull in left side profile with the horn attached and several cervical vertebrae extending behind it. Numbered callouts identify anatomical features in both views, with keys listing the incisival bone, nasal bone, maxilla, horn, zygomatic arch, frontal bone, infraorbital hole, ridges of the horn, mandible, occipital bone, cervical vertebra, and zygomatic bone. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper left, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “VAMPIRE DAEMON – PLATE 1” presents two anatomical views of a vampire daemon skull and jaw. Figure 1 shows the skull in left side profile with the mouth open, revealing elongated upper fangs and the muscles that operate them. Figure 2 provides a close-up side view of the upper and lower jaws, emphasizing the arrangement of the fang and its associated musculature. Numbered callouts identify anatomical structures, with keys listing the frontal bone, nasal bone, zygomatic bone, abductor maxillus, fang, head of the fang, extensor maxillus brevis, extensor maxillus longus, and extensor maxillus lateralis. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper right, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific illustration labeled “MEDUSA GORGONIS – PLATE 1” depicts the head of a Medusa gorgon in frontal view. A calm, expressionless human face is framed by numerous living snakes that replace her hair. The serpents coil outward in all directions, some with mouths open to reveal fangs while others raise their heads alertly. A taxonomic classification appears in the upper left, listing the creature's kingdom through species in the style of a natural history reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “MEDUSA GORGONIS – PLATE 2” depicts the skeletal anatomy of a Medusa gorgon's head in frontal view. A human skull forms the center of the illustration, while each serpent "hair" is shown as a complete articulated skeleton radiating outward from the scalp. Thirteen numbered callouts identify anatomical structures throughout the skulls and vertebral columns, with a key listing the rib, vertebrae, prefrontal bone, parietal bone, frontal bone, zygomatic bone, mandible, maxilla, mental protuberance, quadrate bone, temporal bone, and fang. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “MEDUSA GORGONIS – PLATE 3” presents an oblique view of the skeletal anatomy of a Medusa gorgon's head. The human skull is shown in three-quarter profile while the numerous serpent necks and skulls radiate outward, revealing the overlapping vertebrae and skull structure from multiple angles. Nine numbered callouts identify key anatomical features, with a key listing the mandible, prefrontal bone, parietal bone, quadrate bone, temporal bone, vertebrae, zygomatic bone, and nasal bone. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1911–1917

          

          THE FIRE AND THE PHOENIX

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I will love the lamb and hate the lion.

      

      

      The turn of the century fostered an increase in spiritual interest within the United States. Different religions from around the world became more accessible. Foreign ideas and beliefs were better understood as international travel became more available to the public; voyagers returned with the secrets of other countries and cultures. Spiritual organizations, religious movements, and cults rapidly sprang up in wild variety.

      Many believed science and technology were approaching the peak of human achievement as electricity, cars, and flight were conquered. The resurgence of spiritualism was in part a reaction to this perceived limitation. Young seekers of spiritual freedom and power formed groups of hungry disciples even as spiritual mediums, psychics, and alchemists established growing practices and lucrative businesses.

      The early 1900s were a difficult time for the United States. Among the country’s many problems, ethnic purity was emerging as a fledgling notion of self-improvement. The willingness to blame specific groups of people for social and economic problems was spreading. Some within the scientific community were beginning to support the notion of a controlled race of humans—supposedly a superior race. Eugenics was born.⁠1

      Eugenicists began developing a plan to proactively control population growth and eventually eliminate the unfit.⁠2 In parts of the country, sheriff’s departments and other government offices began rounding up the unfit for sterilization: sometimes at hospitals, other times in buildings that had been retrofitted to accommodate a large number of “patients.” Thousands were sterilized, often without their knowledge or against their will.

      Their hatred of eugenics and its ignorance drove many people to the Noumenon, contributing to the cult’s rapid growth. The Noumenon were adept at avoiding trouble. They offered asylum to anyone who needed to escape society and their problems. At that time in history, there was no better vanishing act available than the Noumenon.

      The eugenics movement gained momentum. Many organizations were well funded and spoke more publicly about their plans to do away with society’s undesirables. Spencer Black sympathized with the victims, being an outcast himself. He had long believed that the less perfect a person was, the closer they were to nature’s true intention.

      He hated beauty. He hated what many would have considered perfection. He believed that all of humanity had evolved off course, and only the imperfect could be salvaged.

      
        
        
        Before, they would merely throw stones and shout vulgarities. Now they want their stones to kill more than us; they want to kill our lineage. I will take the weak over the strong, the good over the wicked. I will love the lamb and hate the lion.⁠3

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      The early years of the American eugenics movement drove many people toward the Noumenon. If they didn’t physically join, then they supported the organization however they could.

      Joining the Noumenon came to be known as taking “the last train out”—a metaphor for abandoning society. This term later became somewhat literal, as the Noumenon would help people flee by purchasing train tickets and/or supplying vehicles to transport them. Meeting places were arranged where refugees would gather late at night before boarding a train or a truck. This was their last chance to say goodbye to friends and family before vanishing from society.

      
        
        The aristocrat believes the world ought to be rid of human imperfection. A peculiar observation from the most imperfect of us all.

        The bee flies from flower to flower. Do they choose which is softer, or which scent is most pleasant? Does their honey ever taste less sweet?

      
        A person’s worth does not show on their face but instead on the face of whom they influence. Beauty is the eventual extinction of our species.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      The Noumenon had become a movement. Spencer founded more small encampments, which he called gatherings. There was no new construction; rather, the communities occupied abandoned dwellings. The Noumenon needed to remain mobile and hidden from society. The towns were designed to serve the needs of new members who fled persecution; they would get assistance with new identification, names, jobs, titles, and responsibilities. The organization’s size and influence remain unclear. There is some evidence, based on letters to and from members, that suggests the Noumenon’s network reached north and east to New York, south to South Carolina, and as far west as Illinois.

      
        
        
        A gathering of hungry animals craving love.

        ANONYMOUS

      

      

      

      Much like the poem below the Statue of Liberty—“Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to breathe free”—the Noumenon welcomed the lost and the hopeless at a time when the government was abandoning them. This was a partnership that members would later regret.

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Eugenics was a movement that began decades before World War II. Ideas such as the superhuman or Übermensch (over-human, or above-human), a concept first set forth by Friedrich Nietzsche in 1883 in his book Thus Spoke Zarathustra, were increasingly being taken seriously by some American scientists.

          

          2 Terms such as unfit or pure race were used in propaganda. National tests that would later become the IQ and SAT were invented to help separate the unfit from society. These “unfit” people were defined loosely as social undesirables—criminals, the poor, the “feeble-minded,” prostitutes, and others—and included both white and nonwhite citizens.

          

          3 This is a reference to his own early work. “Love the lamb and hate the lion” means that the weak, or “deformed or flawed,” are uniquely suited to surgical alteration. Dr. Black believed they were closer to being their true selves—meaning some creature that is vastly different from human.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1917

          

          CALDWELL ASYLUM

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A well-kept home isn’t complete without a pantry and a shed for storage.

      

      

      Over the years, Alphonse developed exceptional skill as a surgeon and a healer.

      Unfortunately, he learned his limitations with medicine when his wife became ill. Miriam, like most patients of Dr. Black, developed serious medical problems. The work done on her was advanced, but it was not without its flaws. Alphonse began supplementing her diet with raw meat and organs, but this wasn’t helping. He knew from experience with his father that it wasn’t as simple as consuming a liver or heart; she needed certain biles and complex compounds.

      He went out at night to kill the animals required to help her. During one trip, Alphonse was caught by a local farmer and subsequently arrested and sent to the Caldwell Asylum.

      On the night of February 8, 1917, during a snowstorm, Alphonse Black was taken into custody for criminal mischief. The light charge was seen as laughable at the time and later viewed as highly controversial, considering what he had done.

      On a small farm about fifty miles north of Philadelphia, uncommon animal sounds were heard coming from the barn of the Slone family. Bess Slone called to her husband, Jack, to investigate. Jack took a rifle from the closet and went outside into the blizzard.

      

      Testimony of Jack Slone, February 8, 1917:

      
        
        I heard them noises and first thought one of my sows was giving birth, but I didn’t have any pregnant. I opened the door and saw him off in a corner. I didn’t see his face or even what he was doing. I called out something—I can’t recall what—but he didn’t mind me anyhow. I would’ve called out again, figuring he was hard of hearing, but then I seen two of my steers dead on the ground all torn up . . . really torn up. Then I seen clearly what he was doing. He was cutting at them animals like a butcher. He was sitting on one of my pigs with a knife in his hand . . . That’s when I shot him, right through the heart, I swear it. I know that’s where I hit him too. I walked up to him and seen the hole I put in that boy’s back. Then I left and got the police here.

      

      

      Alphonse was found in a nearby toolshed on the Slone’s property. He had a bullet hole in his coat, bloodied garments, and a wound in his chest and back—all consistent with Jack Slone’s testimony, with the exception that he was alive and well.

      Alphonse was deemed criminally insane and committed to the Caldwell Asylum. He was described by the psychiatrist as being “poorly developed and ill-suited for society. Alphonse Black is unable to discern a reasonable difference between reality and fantasy, moral and immoral.” He was forty-five years old at the time but was described as youthful.

      
        
        There have been many events that stand out in the chronicle of my life. One that persists in the minds of those who choose to remember me is my unfortunate time at the Caldwell Asylum. Despite the events that transpired while I was confined, it was the actions I took that led to my arrest that have persistently captured the public imagination.

        It is true that I was caught taking organs and tissue from animals belonging to a farmer. I did kill his livestock, which is regretful; however, they were required if there was any chance for Miriam’s survival. The necessary kind of medical attention could not have been provided by a doctor in a hospital, not then and not now. I did not expect them to understand, just as I would not ask a toad to read a book.

      
        I fear for my Miriam. I know she is not alone, but she is not well. I can only hope she finds the help she needs. I entertain the wish that she and my mother reunite.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      News of Alphonse’s committal to the asylum spread quickly. Regardless of any official report, as soon as word spread that a patient at Caldwell was Spencer Black’s son, local newspapers jumped at the opportunity to print headlines featuring the phrase “The Son of Dr. Black.”

      Built in a secluded area near New Hope, Pennsylvania, the Caldwell Asylum was a tragic destination for anyone afflicted with mental illness. American psychiatry was a booming business, and massive institutions like the Caldwell Asylum couldn’t be built fast enough.⁠1

      
        
        
        A tidy place for the noncontributors, the loafers, and the less desirable citizens. A well-kept home isn’t complete without a pantry and a shed for storage.

        THE MIDWEST REPORTER, 1914

      

      

      

      Many books have been written about the insane-asylum experience during this period in American history. Written accounts have documented the lives of patients, staff, and family members. One such book, The Hand That Feeds, gives an intimate look at Alphonse Black, his life, his feelings, and his experience in the asylum. The book was written by Ms. Alice Ross, who was only in her twenties when she worked at Caldwell, where she was assigned as Alphonse’s primary nurse and caretaker. Her writing offers valuable insight into Alphonse’s life in the asylum.

      

      From The Hand That Feeds: Conversations with the Sleepless Man, by Alice Ross (Lorell Press, 1948):⁠2

      
        
        He’s like a preacher, the kind we had in Wichita. When he talks, I am reminded of church—of the dry air in the chapel. He’s not a God-fearing boy. I know he’s not well in spirit. Mrs. Angus tells me not to listen to him, but I like to listen.

      
        I have heard the doctors talking about his case and the many things they can learn from a boy like him. There aren’t many people like him.

        ALICE ROSS

      

      

      

      The warden at Caldwell received a telegram on the first day of Alphonse’s sentence. The warden shared the telegram with Alphonse:

      
        
        APRIL 21, 1917

      

      

      
        
        CALDWELL ASYLUM—PHILADELPHIA, PA

        ATTN: WARDEN

        THE MAN IN YOUR CUSTODY—MR. ALPHONSE BLACK—MUST NOT NOW NOR EVER BE RELEASED. NEITHER SHOULD HE BE ALLOTTED THE FREEDOM TO EXERCISE HIS CURIOSITIES AS MIGHT BE AFFORDED TO ANOTHER. HIS SANITY IS NOT IN QUESTION. IT IS HIS LOYALTY THAT CAUSES GREAT WORRY—A DEFICIENCY FOR WHICH THERE IS NO CURE.

      

      

      
        
        —S. BLACK

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Developers in this field were positioned nicely to earn tremendous profits off the fears and general ignorance of society regarding what was then deemed mental illness. There were new practices, medicines, philosophies, and theories put forth for the treatment of the mentally ill that all led to profit.

          

          2 Alice Ross was a part of Alphonse’s life for more than a decade. While she was his nurse, they became close friends. He relied on her for help and support. She kept her journal all during his pain-therapy treatment; it offers a valuable perspective on Alphonse’s state of mind at that time.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1917–1922

          

          NEAR AND FAR

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The fates have stopped their weaving. They have laid down my thread and forgotten my name.

      

      

      In the years that followed his reunion with his carnival, Spencer found time to travel to Europe, Africa, parts of Asia, South America, and Northern Canada. Despite his many failures and the loss of his wife and children, his travels and experiences, especially during World War I, inspired him. He reimagined his original idea with a more ambitious vision. Spencer was determined to advance his work and what he saw as the future of humanity.

      
        
        There is such destruction wrought at the hands of man. The fathers of nations sending their boys to die to settle their disputes. I have seen man wield machine to destroy man.

        I have been traveling at night to avoid the fighting. Strangers have given me refuge on their farm. I know that only a few miles from here there is war, bombs, and death in fields such as this.

        As I witness the vast and open potential of earth in the midst of war, I am imbued with a peculiar confidence. The weakness of man is a poison that begins in the heart.

        This farm feels protected. There were once hidden wonders here, long before mankind arrived: the ancient ones . . . the rulers.

        The fates have stopped their weaving. They have laid down my thread and forgotten my name. I have been spared death—for a time.

      
        I have much to do.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer studied insects, birds, and animals from many different places. What he witnessed and experienced, especially during World War I, galvanized his disdain for humanity. He made note of the influenza outbreak of 1918 as additional evidence of the human body’s integral weakness. These experiences reaffirmed his conviction about the flaws of human design, and he once again set out to correct them.

      
        
        Many different species evolved to become human, not only the primate.⁠1 The evolution of humanity was flawed, and the path of least resistance resulted in weakness—we are to our ancestors as small dogs are to wolves.

      
        The final design of the human being results in self-destruction. Perhaps nature is more clever than I thought.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer returned to Philadelphia as a demon with a gentleman’s smile. He didn’t return to his old home; instead, he rented a small apartment, accommodations he had grown accustomed to while living abroad.⁠2

      At this time, Dr. Black tapped into his experience as a snake-oil salesman and welcomed the public with open arms.⁠3 With his charisma and former contacts, he quickly surrounded himself with advocates, allies, and financiers.

      His years of research had resulted in the development of dozens of unique medicines and chemical compounds.⁠4 Spencer realized that with slight modifications, these chemicals could be added to a cream, powder, or perfume and attractively bottled and sold.

      Spencer Black had decided to enter the business of medicine and wellness. He was going to take his work deeper into both the human body and the American home.

      As for the carnival crew, their employment status changed dramatically. They no longer needed to steal and forage to survive; instead, they were learning about packaging and distribution. Veterans who returned home from the war could easily find work with Spencer’s crew.

      
        
        
        I remember there was a book he was writing, the so-called Codex Animus. It was about the nature of all things—the alchemy of the lycanthrope, the vampire, the power of the immortals, and the secrets of the giants. He sat in shadow and drifted away with the green muse, talking about his book as though it were a child of whom he would someday be very proud.⁠5

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer never visited Alphonse at Caldwell. He wrote his son letters and the occasional telegram, which were often poetic, abstract thoughts.

      
        
        JUNE 1, 1918

      

      

      
        
        SENT FROM—PHILADELPHIA, PA

        CALDWELL ASYLUM—PHILADELPHIA, PA

        ATTN: ALPHONSE:

        I AGE IN THE SAME MANNER THAT I SOJOURN. I WAKE IN THE MORNING, WALK THROUGH THE MEADOW OVER THE HILLS AND ACROSS THE OCEAN. I CLIMB MOUNTAINS AND GLACIERS AND IN THE HEART OF THAT DESOLATE LAND I SEE A TREE. IT IS OLD AND DRY AND STANDS ALONE. I LIE IN ITS SHADE AND REST. THE TREE IS ALL THAT REMAINS IN THE END. IT IS ALL ONE COULD EVER NEED.

      

      

      
        
        —S. BLACK

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 The contemporary Darwinian theory of evolution does have some unique curiosities that may lend some credence to Spencer’s theory. Some land animals evolved back into the water—the whale has pelvic bones, for example. There are animals that started out small, got larger, and then grew smaller again. Over millions of years, evolution appears to be quite flexible.

          

          2 Spencer sold the family home before leaving the country. From 1925 to 1930, the building was operating as a museum, showcasing the doctor’s curious life.

          

          3 The destruction of his previous career had occurred in 1893; thirty years had passed, and he was no longer in Chicago. Though some remembered him for macabre vivisection and bizarre theories about evolution, most only remembered his name as a well-known, eccentric scientist. He was essentially forgotten.

          

          4 For example, Spencer’s wife, Elise, had been using opium for her pain for many years. Opium was a good pain reliever, but it was no longer completely effective for her. Elise’s pain was a great concern for Spencer. His notes indicate he had been developing different recipes and drugs to alleviate her pain. Spencer was adept at chemistry; he discovered complex compounds and new approaches to the science that were advanced for his time.

          

          5 The infamous Codex Animus is usually translated as The Book of Breath, but animus could also mean the mind or soul. The Codex allegedly contains the secret to resurrecting the dead. There is no known copy of The Book of Breath, but it is believed the book’s secret does not include magic, sorcery, or any form of divination. Some believe it’s an advanced medical book that contains instructions that will aid the user in creating, prolonging, and restoring life.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1923–1924

          

          THE NECTAR AND THE POTION

        

      

    

    
      
        
        It is the calm of the storm, yet I am not sure what the storm will bring.

      

      

      Spencer’s products attracted a wide variety of curious patrons. In addition to the traditional wellness markets, he was also able to reach a different kind of audience—a spiritually receptive one.

      He published several promotional newsletters about his miracle medicines. He sold tonics, creams, elixirs, and cure-alls at local farmers markets and public fairs. He sold from mobile carts and the backs of horse-drawn wagons. He named his new business Adonis Nouveau.

      His first successful product was a women’s perfume. The formula was originally invented to cover the smell of death; Spencer called it the Salts of the Siren. This and other perfumes were very popular and sold out quickly. He introduced a larger line of products, most of which were also intended for women—creams and tonics that claimed to restore youth and vitality.

      One of Adonis Nouveau’s more popular product lines was the Medea Collection,⁠1 in which each product had a female name. Two in particular were very successful and generated significant interest in the company: Lilith and Elizabeth. Lilith was an eye drop in a small crystal bottle; the drops gave clarity of sight, enabling users “to be able to see through deception.” Elizabeth was a skin cream that promised to restore health, even in terminally ill patients.

      
        
          [image: An Art Nouveau–style vintage advertisement features a winged woman identified as Lilith, floating with her eyes closed as two serpents coil around her body. Large white wings spread behind her, while the background is filled with repeated words including “Health,” “Wellness,” “Beauty,” and “Vitality.” Ornate floral borders and a crescent moon with an eight-pointed star frame the design. At the bottom, the product name “Lilith” appears above the slogan “See through deception.” Advertising text below promotes “specially designed eye drops to restore vision and clarity to see through deception,” claiming they are “recommended by doctors everywhere.” The ad is attributed to Adonis Nouveau Druggists, established in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, in 1917. Along the right border, a warning reads: “WARNING: PERMANENT AND IRREPARABLE HARM—THAT WHICH IS SEEN, CANNOT BE UNSEEN.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An Art Nouveau–style vintage advertisement features a winged woman named Elizabeth floating serenely before a radiant circular halo. She has four large butterfly-like wings, long flowing hair rising above her head, and closed eyes. Across her lap she cradles a small human skeleton, holding it gently in both arms. Ornate decorative flourishes frame her name, “Elizabeth,” beneath the illustration. Advertising text below promotes a product “specially designed to alleviate illness and restore vitality,” claiming “life-prolonging properties” that are “proven to be safe and effective” and “recommended by doctors everywhere.” The advertisement is attributed to Adonis Nouveau Druggists, established in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, in 1917.]
        

      

      Street vendors peddling magic-in-a-bottle were a common sight in the 1920s. Spencer was no exception, rapidly producing hundreds of new and innovative products. The popularity of Adonis Nouveau products soared. When Alphonse learned about the rapid growth of his father’s business, he knew there was something wrong.

      
        
        
        People are in danger—I know what he is capable of. Evil has returned to Philadelphia. It is the calm before the storm, yet I am not sure what the storm will bring.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      Alphonse wrote to relatives of people who had been victims of Spencer’s, to warn them that the man they feared most was still alive. He wrote to friends of people who had disappeared. He wrote to people who would never forget about his crimes.

      He received a response from one of the sons of the Serpent Queen.⁠2

      
        
        
        My aunt told me about your letter. I know who your father is—there is no God that will not seek revenge on him . . . We are coming.

        J. FLYNN

      

      

      

      Soon after, two of Spencer’s mobile carts were set on fire. The attacks first occurred in short bursts, then slowly became a steady routine.

      Born and raised in Philadelphia, Jake and Simon Flynn grew up homeless. Though they looked very different from each other, the brothers were identical in purpose. Stealing and fighting to survive, they knew all the city’s secrets; by some accounts, they owned the city. Everyone knew who the brothers were; when there was an unexpected knock on the door, there was no one to dread more than the Flynn Brothers.

      In the early morning of August 17, 1924, the Flynn Brothers Gang drove a truck into Dr. Black’s wagon. Four men rushed out with Thompson submachine guns and opened fire. Several statements were published in the local newspaper the following day:

      
        
        
        The truck came squealing ’round the corner, and these men started shooting. I heard them fire hundreds of times. After they left, we went to see what had happened. The man was there on the street, Mr. Black. There was bloody gore all over, but I’ll be damned if he wasn’t still alive. I don’t know how, but he was alive.

        MICKEY LEONNE, WITNESS

      

      

      

      After this incident and the press coverage, Spencer’s notoriety increased. He organized a special guard, recruited from members of the Noumenon cult, as his private security force. They assisted in his business and supplied security for his vendors. Spencer was determined to shore up his territory and secure himself from the Flynn Brothers Gang and any potential competitors. A small war had just begun on the streets of Philadelphia. Interestingly, to most people, it appeared to be a turf war over perfume.

      

    






      A comic depicting the Flynn Brothers, from Incredible Tales of the World, 1922.

      
        
          [image: Title:           The page is titled “The Flynn Brothers: A Package Delivered to the Wrong Person.” Credits beneath the title read: “Written by: Guy Grearson, Illustrated by: Alex Walters.”           Panel 1:           A dimly lit city street stretches into the distance before dawn as two men walk toward a neighborhood bar. Narration reads: “The Lucky Susan was always open, it was that kind of joint. One of the only places left where a man could do business... the kind of business that was handled at 4 in the morning anyway.”           Panel 2:           Two men stand outside under the night sky. One wears a fedora and trench coat while the other is bald and looks toward the viewer. Narration explains: “Jake and Simon were headed there—not to play cards or drink, but to get a package. It was the kind of package that a lot of men died to deliver. Only problem was, it wasn't delivered to the Flynn Brothers.”           Panel 3:           A decorative hanging sign reads “The Lucky Susan.” Beside it, narration continues: “Henry, the owner of the Lucky Susan, was going to deny knowing anything about it. He was going to say something foolish like, ‘What package?’ Jake would ask if he remembered what happened the last time they came around to visit.”           Panel 4:           Jake and Simon stand beneath a streetlamp outside the entrance to the Lucky Susan. A large narration box reveals Henry's fearful thoughts: “He knew that Jake and Simon were going to walk past him and go up the stairs to the second door on the right. He knew that they were going to go into that room, take the package and then they were going to shoot Mr. James, Scotty and whoever else was in that room. Then they were going to leave, smile at him on the way out, and then disappear. Henry knew that was what the Flynn Brothers were going to do because he did remember what happened the last time the Flynn Brothers came around.”]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 In classical mythology, Medea was the wife of the hero Jason. Out of revenge for his betrayal, she lit his new bride on fire before killing her children, whom Jason had fathered.

          

          2 The Serpent Queen was one of the performers in Spencer’s traveling carnival. She died onstage from complications after her arms were replaced with snakes.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1924–1926

          

          THE PERFUMER’S APOTHECARY

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Respect Mother Nature, but give your trust to Adonis Nouveau.

      
        To those who seek a remedy for death in the old books and sage wisdom. To those who dream of the Holy Grail and the Fountain of Youth. To those clutching the reaper’s cloak, begging for more. Seek no further than the carnival man, the doctor with a thousand knives.

        ANONYMOUS

      

      

      

      By this time, Spencer had established friendships with some of the world’s most powerful families. These affluent people wanted to continue to receive his unique services and would pay a high premium for them.⁠1 Among them was an old client, his largest benefactor, Prescott Graidy.⁠2

      
        
        Dr. Black,

      

      
        I pray this letter finds you well—the father of the great revolution.

        Sadly, after the world has gone, how many of us will remain?

        You have granted certain gifts; however, this was not without cost, and I am in need of maintenance. I can assure you, if you have not surmised for yourself, that these concerns are of the utmost importance to me and my colleagues. We would like to discuss a business arrangement—one that I am certain will please you.

      

      
        
        Kindest regards,

        Prescott Graidy

      

      

      

      Graidy felt indebted to Spencer. He believed that Spencer had granted him immortality. He financed all of Spencer’s ambitions to expand his research. In exchange, Spencer saw to the health of Graidy and his friends. Graidy appropriated property to help Adonis Nouveau grow, purchasing a small, beautiful three-story building in Philadelphia—a beaux arts structure tucked away on a quiet side street.

      The first two floors were selling floors, dedicated to Dr. Black’s wellness products. The third floor was a large atrium with a vaulted glass roof. Flowers, vines, and even trees filled the atrium. Adonis Nouveau boasted that it was the only building that lived, breathed, and loved.

      The atrium was an elegantly appointed space that attracted luxury parties and weddings. Filigree ironwork, ornamental stone, metal inlay, colored marble, and decorative terra-cotta tile, along with carved wood and stone features throughout, gave the eye a lot to enjoy.

      Among the diverse fauna and flora could be found poisonous flowers from around the world. A small enclosure housed many of the world’s most poisonous animals and insects. A small hand-painted sign celebrated The Beauty of Life and Death.⁠3

      In the back of Adonis Nouveau, Spencer opened a medical clinic, a modest space with room for some desks and two operating tables. He hired two doctors to perform illegal medical procedures. The clinic was hidden from view—to preserve secrecy and avoid upsetting his many unsuspecting clients. During Prohibition, concealed speakeasies and hideouts were the kind of thing that many people expected—a secret operating room inside a pharmacy was not.

      
        
        
        Nature allows for death without discrimination. Nothing is saved by the grace of mercy alone. Respect Mother Nature, but give your trust to Adonis Nouveau.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      While horrors occurred in the clinic, the front of the store was vibrant and lively.

      Fresh flowers adorned the windows, and the store was imbued with aromas from exotic blossoms, herbs, spices, and perfumes.

      Adonis Nouveau quickly grew from a small wagon to a modestly sized boutique with international clients. It was a pharmacy and doctor’s office combined, where customers purchased products and received medical advice. One of the interesting services offered was a personal perfumer and medicinal chemist. Similar to a personal shopper, the chemist would conduct a brief interview and then custom-make a perfume, tea, or medicine. This unique service earned Adonis Nouveau the nickname the Perfumer’s Apothecary.

      Spencer created formulas that could do much more than ease an upset stomach. Adonis Nouveau developed a reputation as the most diverse, useful, and effective pharmacy available, producing medicines that actually worked. There were drinks and pills for nearly every ailment, including fear.

      Spencer recruited young medical students who were talented but unable to find legitimate work. It was a well-known fact among surgeons that black-market employment was available in Philadelphia—should they lose their job or reputation, they could always find work at Dr. Black’s clinic.

      When a patient entered the clinic, they would be asked a series of questions: Do you have family? Have you committed any crimes? Are you in debt? If the patient qualified—that is, if they wouldn’t be missed—then they were transferred to a different facility, which housed more people, where Spencer conducted more complex and dangerous work. With the use of a large abandoned brass foundry near the river, Spencer was able to kidnap large numbers of people during an era of fear and hatred.

      
        
        
        Poisonous flowers in nature play a game of attrition. The clever survive while the giants fall.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer worked in the foundry with former colleagues and other scientists who believed in his research regardless of its ethical implications. During this era in medical science, some believed human experimentation was a means to an end, unpleasant work that the visionary few had to do for the greater good. Now Spencer formally began the next phase of his work, embarking on a project that exceeded any of his previous ambitions. Though he still continued to oversee the operations at Adonis Nouveau, his visits there were less frequent. As his operations expanded, so too did the number of his employees.

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Spencer called these services Gifts of the Circle. He would allegedly cure a disease, repair an injury, replace a missing limb, or even raise the dead—all for a generous donation, of course.

          

          2 Graidy was president of his family-owned bank, Wilcott Bros. Inc. In 1883 he purchased the bankrupt rail line Sloax Coal & Steel, which would later be known as Graidy Coal & Steel.

          

          3 Though the atrium was primarily a botanical garden, it also housed exotic birds, lizards, monkeys, and other small animals in integrated environments. Occasionally, more exotic animals would be on temporary display during special events. These events varied in theme, as did the variety of animals that were showcased. Over the years, the atrium displayed virtually every animal one could imagine and, according to the atrium’s history, even animals one couldn’t imagine. It has been said that over a dozen extinct animals were displayed at the atrium during private parties.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1925–1926

          

          DR. MUIR

        

      

    

    
      
        
        He’s just a lost boy, a wounded animal, sick and hungry and not trusting of anyone.

      

      

      Beginning in 1925, the Caldwell Asylum’s most infamous resident was frequently visited by the controversial psychiatrist Dr. Roland Muir.

      Muir was well known for his accomplishments in medicine and mental health. He had devoted his career largely to the study of pain and stress. He played a crucial part in heralding in a new approach to treating the mentally ill, using a process he called Healing from Within.⁠1 The idea was that everyone possessed the power to heal themselves and that a patient only needed guidance. This sounded acceptable and even humane in trade journals, but the truth was something more sinister, something that Muir’s detractors called pain therapy.⁠2

      The pain therapist was uniquely trained to interpret the body’s physiological response to pain, such as anxiety, sweat, nerves, and fear. These pain responses were believed to be manifestations of latent diseases or imbalance. The way a patient reacted to pain could tell the therapist if they had bowel disease, hysteria, or just evil intentions.

      The patient was considered cured when they stopped showing symptoms during treatment. In essence, there was no way to escape the nightmare.

      
        
        
        Heavy is a man’s heart with the riches of his shame.

        ROLAND MUIR

      

      

      

      The course of treatment was usually one year—twelve sessions, once a month. Treatments were extreme and left to the discretion of the therapist. After the torture, Dr. Muir would begin counseling, teaching the patient how to become sane. A common problem at that time was the belief that mental illness was curable instead of treatable.

      
        
        
        When the body is resistant, so too is the mind. When the body is weak, so too is the mind. When the body heals, so too does the mind.

        ROLAND MUIR

      

      

      

      Muir worked with Spencer at his factory, where they studied Healing from Within together.⁠3 The first discovery they made was the existence of a state of suspended delusion they called the Drift. During extreme torture, the pain administrator could guide the patient into a state of mind similar to a lucid dream; patients would describe a sulfurous and hot climate, a place inhabited by monsters and bizarre plants.

      What made the Drift a significant discovery was that the experience was the same for each patient, as though they were all going to the same place.

      Spencer called this phenomenon the map of ancestry. He believed that part of the brain keeps a record of ancient memories, and these could be recalled once in the Drift.

      

    






      Dr. Muir wrote many papers for psychiatric journals and magazines. He discussed the principles of Healing from Within in one of his more controversial papers, “Pain, Madness, and the Treatment of the Spirit: An Analysis of Reactivity to Stress and Stimulus” (The Harris Journal of Health, 1912):

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Pain, Madness, and the Treatment of the Spirit

      
        
        An Analysis of Reactivity to Stress and Stimulus

      

      

      
        
        Dr. Roland Muir

      

      

      Over the course of many years of study and research, I have come to learn, through careful and astute observation, that there are certain things in the universe that are not true, some that are true, and some that require the scrutiny of scientists, like myself, to chase out the answers from obscurity. Oftentimes, these answers hide in the shadows and shallows of the murky swamps of our culture and heritage.

      That which I know to be untrue: destiny, whether it be manifest or by divination of our future. This creation of hope is only the manifestation of our disdain for the unfortunate condition of consciousness and the pain and suffering that follow close behind.

      I conducted a study consisting of twenty-one patients. The patients were divided into three groups of seven.

      Groups A and B: Subjected to varying degrees of pain and/or discomfort.

      Group A: Discomfort scheduled to end within ten hours, unless they could complete five puzzles within two hours.

      —Six of the seven attempted the puzzles. Two successfully completed them.

      Group B: Discomfort was not scheduled to end unless they could complete the puzzles within two hours.

      —All seven completed the puzzles.

      Group C (control): No discomfort. They were asked to complete the puzzles without incentive.

      —One person completed the puzzles.

      I have repeated this experiment with women, men, primates, and even mice, and found strikingly similar results. Hope is a poison. It allows us to trade what is needed for what is wanted and gives room to fatalism. Hope is the ruin of our determination to define our own destiny. With the introduction of pain, destiny becomes a cruel practitioner, whom we would gladly defy if given an opportunity.

      Pain is an interesting element of the animal—an instinctual mechanism that is capable of seizing control of the mind and all its functions. The nervous response to pain trumps the will of God. When triggered, the animal—human or otherwise—resorts to a primal state of survival. Not only on a psychological level but a physiological one as well. The spleen and adrenal glands become hyperactive; the heart rate increases; vision, smell, and all the senses are heightened, allowing the animal to perform in such a manner that allows its immediate escape from harm. Surely, this is meant to evade predators; however, I have found something else. There is another function that occurs, another aspect to the physiology that is active only under conditions of extreme pain. The mind enters a dream state, an altered sense of awareness, a condition I call the Drift. This altered perception occurs when the pain experience is too great and the subject’s mind has no other recourse than to transfer its awareness to the unconscious mind. Whatever the impetus, many fascinating things occur during the Drift, about which I hope we will soon learn more.

      I posit that the condition of mental illness can be cured by understanding and utilizing the Drift in patients. It is a wonderful and unique opportunity to allow a patient to freely enter their own unconscious mind and extrapolate the very cause of their pain and unrest. With the use of these therapies, the body itself will attempt to heal the sickness of the mind.

      During the Drift, I take the opportunity to talk openly with the patient. It is during this time, when they are lucid yet in a different state of awareness, when I can guide them to discover for themselves the genesis of their conflict—similar to hypnosis in its analysis, dissimilar in its execution and efficacy.

      Healing from Within calls the body’s own visceral self-defense mechanism into action. Oftentimes, traumas or illness are far too great for the patient to manage even if they are aware of it. The purpose of guiding the patient through the Drift is so that they can show their body what the malady is. During treatment, the body can address the issue as a natural and necessary action, taken in order to ensure survival.

      That which I have come to learn is true: The human being has been created to survive. It is created to resist and persevere. Like all things, the body has limits. Those limits are clear and undeniable, when tested. The human being is fragile when it is not tested. When conditions are pleasant and desirable, the human is weak and wandering. Only when threatened with death or pain does the eminent glory shine from within. It is then when all things can be healed and all questions answered.

      Pain is like a musical chord being struck, a note singing to the other side of existence. Our bodies are like instruments. Pain and pleasure are compositions, and the doctor is the composer.

      The tenuous and delicate process of transferring to the Drift can only commence when the following prerequisites are met in specific order. The patient must feel

      —difficulty breathing;

      —physical discomfort;

      —nausea, hunger, and thirst;

      —physical pain induced through cuts or abrasions;

      —breaks of the bones or joints to encourage instability and vulnerability;

      —disorientation, confusion, and fear—especially fear of death;

      —isolation, helplessness, accountability, and culpability;

      —nerve pain, both subtle and intense, never-ending—the immediate consequence of danger; and

      —loss of love, the awareness that nurturing is absent, and the acceptance of death.

      If you bring the patient to a plateau of understanding, then you learn that, when faced with the elements of our mortality, we choose to live. Does a man fret about his shoes or what he ate for supper when he is chased by a lion? The animal mind must remind us what it means to be sane.

      
        
        —Dr. Muir

      

      

      
        
          [image: An infographic titled “A Map of the Basic Paradigm of the Human System of Pain and Discomfort” shows a simplified outline of a human figure marked with circular reference points connected by lines to categories of physical and emotional distress. The labels identify areas associated with:           Health: illness, cough, respiratory problems, fatigue           Body: ache, discomfort, chills, fever, soreness           Fluid: infection, nausea, poisoning, vomiting           Flesh: cuts, tears, bruising           Bone: broken bones, fractures, age           Mind: anxiety, stress, madness           Spirit: melancholy, despair, helplessness, loneliness           Nerves: pain, burning sensation           Heart: love           The title appears in a decorative boxed panel on the right, while the labeled figure occupies the left side of the page.]
        

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Through this new discovery, they were able to develop a breakthrough drug Spencer called Acheron.⁠4 It was a chemical that could be extracted from a patient’s brain after they entered the Drift. Spencer believed a primordial force took control of the body during times of extreme duress and that this transfer of control from the conscious mind to the body itself was where ancient memories could be found.⁠5

      Extracted, the drug held a map to millions of years of evolutionary memory. According to Drs. Black and Muir, these memories would trace back to the dawn of life itself, much as all branches of a tree can be traced back to the trunk. The chemical would play a key role in Spencer Black’s insidious plan to change humanity forever.

      
        
        
        The human body has two survival mechanisms. The primary makes us eat, avoid fire, and mate—everything needed to perpetuate our species. The second is used to evade the immediate threat of death. Not simply trouble, risk, or pain, but instead the unique fortitude to chew through our own limbs or kill loved ones—whatever means necessary to escape death. This secondary instinct can override all other impulses and desires.

        SPENCER BLACK, LETTER TO DR. ROLAND MUIR

      

      

      

      The purpose of Acheron was to capture a pure state of mind. Once stimulated, Acheron was excreted onto the surface of the brain. It could then be extracted and refined into a usable drug. The finished product was a thick liquid that could be swallowed, smoked, or used intravenously. Patients usually died or fell into a coma during the extraction process, so Spencer was not able to obtain very much of the chemical.

      
        
        
        He first learned that there was something peculiar going on when he worked on my mother. He didn’t know what it was at the time though. He called the chemical fairy’s flame.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      Alphonse, the Flynn Brothers, and the few who had joined their small resistance were no match for the Noumenon, but their small size worked to their advantage. They continued their raids against Spencer’s organization and even went after Dr. Muir at his hotel; however, that attack was not successful. Alphonse’s luck would change as soon as they got a tip about the foundry.

      

      Excerpt from the transcript of a recording of Alphonse Black, August 7, 1966:

      
        
        This work progressed for years undetected. We knew about the work that Spencer was doing with chemistry and elixirs, but we didn’t know what else he was working on until we discovered the foundry. Creatures, experiments, aberrations—he was making them to incite fear and dread. They were manifestations of his overall contempt for humanity.

      

      

      At the behest of Dr. Black, Dr. Muir began visiting Alphonse at the Caldwell Asylum and subjecting him to the Healing from Within treatment program. He performed his work at the Caldwell Asylum.

      
        
        Dear Son,

      

      
        I understand your abhorrence of my work; you are not alone in this opinion. However, you possess a unique perspective that no one else has. You witnessed it with your own eyes. There is still much for you to learn.

      

      
        
        —Spencer Black

      

      

      
        My father sent Dr. Muir to me. This was when I was introduced to my father’s hatred.

      

      
        
        —Alphonse Black

      

      

      

      

    






      The Pain Therapy Sessions of Alphonse Black, 1925–1926

      

      Notes of Dr. Roland Muir

      

      
        
        November 3, 1925

      

        

      
        PATIENT: ALPHONSE BLACK

      

        

      
        The patient shows peculiar readiness to participate in my healing program. Yesterday we initiated the first course—an introduction to what will surely be a thorough and exhaustive exploration into the young man’s causality. A mild treatment was given. The patient was unaffected.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        High tolerance of pain.

        Little to no fear manifest at the suggestion of the introduction of pain.

        Noncommunicative; however, he was cooperative and maintained composure.

      

      

      —————————————————————

      

      From the journal of Alice Ross:

      
        
        
        He wept today, a quiet tremble. It was rhythmic and steady, as if he were humming a private song. I didn’t say anything. His body hurts; the doctor has been giving him that awful treatment.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      

    






      
        
        November 10, 1925

      

        

      
        The second coursework was more extensive than that performed last week.

      

        

      
        The treatment still appears wholly ineffective. The patient has a tolerance for pain and discomfort that is unquestionably rare. Olfactory and nervous system functions appear to be healthy. Clearly, it will be necessary to administer more rigorous treatment in our next session.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        Extremely high tolerance of pain.

        More communicative. He discussed his father briefly, as was expected.

      

      

      

      ——————————————

      
        
        
        He spoke to me today. He said, “There are worse things.” He smiled faintly when I gave him lunch. He spends a lot of his time drawing in his notebook. He asked if I could help him get out of Caldwell. He said he was in danger.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      

    






      
        
        November 17, 1925

      

        

      
        The third session was unique and encouraging. I utilized resources not yet administered in the program. Electricity and heat were applied until a pain threshold was achieved. The patient demonstrated the fundamental response to pain that is required before progressing to the next stage. He has not yet entered the Drift; however, we are making progress.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        Alphonse talked at length about his father. He talked about his mother as well but only briefly. He said she had been killed and then brought back to life. He apologized numerous times.

      

        

      
        Alphonse is showing signs of progress. Heart rate and respiration are remarkably stable for the healing program.

      

      

      

      —————————————

      
        
        
        He lay outstretched on his back in the courtyard. I hope he’s getting well. I take good care to mind the rules here—I am not allowed to get attached to the patients. I can’t help it if I care a little; I can’t stop that. I worry the treatment will kill him. He laughs and says it can’t. That’s why he was chosen.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      

    






      
        
        November 25, 1925

      

        

      
        Today we hit a milestone. The patient has entered the Drift. Only thirty minutes into the program and his eyes turned upward as he entered lucid consciousness. I conducted the verbal examination with great success. Alphonse described a beautiful world with vibrant colors, sharp and crisp sounds. He said he smelled plants and that there were stars close to the ground. He described mythical animals and people who roamed wild. He said a large animal with six legs and two heads spoke to him.

        We concluded our session with a discussion regarding his experience with the Drift.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        Alphonse has a positive opinion of the process, which is highly uncommon.

        He is more responsive to treatment.

        He entered and exited the Drift without incident.

        His experience appears to be more tangible than that of other patients.

      

      

      

      ————————————

      
        
        
        Yesterday I brought him toast with butter in the morning, but he didn’t eat. He rarely eats. He told me that he saw his father last night—during his treatment. He said there’s something in his brain that his father wants to take. I feel sorry for him. He’s just a lost boy, a wounded animal, sick and hungry and not trusting of anyone.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      

    






      
        
        December 1, 1925

      

        

      
        The patient reluctantly entered the Drift today. One full hour of therapy was required. Once he was in the Drift, he described more of what he saw during our last session.

        He mentioned two creatures that resembled Echidna and Typhon.⁠6 He said they both had six serpent legs and serpents all around them.

        Echidna was pregnant. The father had eight serpentlike tentacles and four wings and was engulfed in flame. Alphonse said his father was present.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        Alphonse showed a lot of emotion during this session. We made wonderful progress.

        He entered the Drift with difficulty.

      

      

      ——————————————

      
        
        
        I want to be there to help him, or just be near. His mind was somewhere else, like when a person is concentrating on a problem and tries to shut out the world. It was as though he was caught inside a riddle.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      

    






      
        
        December 7, 1925

      

        

      
        Alphonse entered the Drift quickly today—only ten minutes of therapy was required. He described nine perfect creatures who once controlled everything. He called them the Ennea. He said there were two by air, two by sea, two by land, two by earth, and one by human, neither woman nor man.

        He said they were in a garden of flowing clouds with flowers and plants. There was a beautiful sea all around him.

        The Ennea warned of a coming war.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        He left the Drift without assistance. Alphonse is demonstrating remarkable adeptness to the therapy. Tremendous progress.

      

      

      

      ————————————

      
        
        
        He doesn’t seem to have any pain. He is stronger somehow. How can this be? The orderly told me that the doctor’s treatments for Alphonse have been the worst he has ever seen and that a man should die from it. I can’t imagine what Dr. Muir has done to Alphonse, and yet that boy is undisturbed.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      

    






      
        
        December 14, 1925

      

        

      
        When I entered the patient’s room, I discovered he had entered the Drift of his own accord—this has never been done before. He was speaking unintelligibly. I was unable to discern what he said. He spoke in a rhythm, as though he were chanting or humming along to a strange melody.

        The patient was unresponsive. Therapy had no effect on him.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        Something terribly wrong has occurred.

      

      

      

      —————————————————————

      
        
        In his room, written on the wall in coal, was the word “Queen.” When I went to clean the word from the wall, I saw more words: “I am the son of the queen,” and again, “I am the son of the queen.” I stood back to look at the entire wall, and these words were repeated hundreds of times—over and over he wrote it.

      
        He said there’s poison in his brain and that his father has taken it so he can kill God. I am afraid Alphonse is not getting well.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      

    






      
        
        December 24, 1925

      

        

      
        Today the patient appeared to be in complete control of his faculties—calm, lucid, and responsive. We had a placid conversation regarding his condition. The patient claims to be able to enter and exit the Drift at will.

      

        

      
        He asked me to tell his father that the future is not known and that the human being will not be defeated so easily.

      

        

      
        Notes:

        I will review his condition more thoroughly at a later date.

      

      

      —————————————

      
        
        
        He said his father knows how to erase evolution. He said his father will be able to do it as easily as writing a prescription.

        ALICE

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        My nurse, Alice, was with me, standing beside that great precipice.

      
        I didn’t need to describe what I saw when I looked over the edge; somehow she seemed to see it too. I leaped and landed with earth underfoot. I saw the animal. I saw my mother. I saw myself. My eyes have opened and will remain so, even in my grave.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      

    






      During treatment, Alphonse Black experienced a series of hallucinations, or visions—primarily of an ancient civilization of creatures he called the Ennea. He described seeing a future war between humanity and the Ennea.⁠7

      
        
          [image: A pencil illustration shows a seated human figure viewed from the front with the head tilted back and facial features left unfinished. Parts of the torso and upper leg are rendered as exposed anatomy, revealing the rib cage, spine, pelvis, and muscles of the thigh beneath the skin. To the left stands a detailed flowering poppy plant with a bloom, seed pod, and serrated leaves. In the lower right corner is a circular emblem containing an eight-pointed star surrounding a central circle. The composition juxtaposes botanical illustration with human anatomy in a study-like format.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A dramatic charcoal-style illustration shows a lone figure standing behind a simple lectern in a narrow beam of light. The person's head is bowed and hands rest on either side of the podium, while the surrounding space is dominated by deep black shadows and bold angular strokes that frame the speaker. The stark contrast between light and darkness creates a solemn, isolated atmosphere, emphasizing the figure as if addressing an unseen audience.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A pencil illustration shows a small skeleton lying curled on its side atop a draped stone pedestal, with its skull tilted backward and one arm hanging over the edge. Across the upper left is a short poem that reads: “Children children born fore man / Forged by dirt, ash and sand / In the gloaming we are free / In the place where none can see.” Along the right side, a series of sweeping arcs is marked with planetary and astronomical symbols, resembling a celestial chart. The stark composition combines anatomy, poetry, and symbolic astronomy in a contemplative, allegorical scene.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A pencil illustration shows several rockets launching from Earth into space, trailing thick clouds of smoke. The curved surface of the planet fills the lower half of the composition, with continents outlined and small compass-like symbols scattered across the globe. Strong diagonal lines radiate across the sky, emphasizing the rockets' upward trajectory as they leave the atmosphere.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A surreal pencil illustration depicts a winged female figure with the scaled tail and curling tentacles of a sea creature. Her long hair streams behind her, and a single large eye is centered on her face while smaller eyes appear on several tentacles. Vast dark wings spread behind her beneath a radiant eight-pointed star overhead, with small stars scattered across the background. She rises from a curved surface at the bottom of the composition, giving the impression of ascending into a cosmic sky.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A charcoal-style illustration shows a well-dressed man in a suit standing beside a humanlike skeleton against a dark background. The man looks downward with a solemn expression, one hand in his pocket, while the skeleton stands upright with one arm bent as if posed for comparison. Unlike a human skeleton, it has a long, segmented tail extending behind it and cloven hooves instead of feet. The composition places the living figure and the skeletal figure side by side, emphasizing their contrasting forms.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A charcoal-style illustration compares two infants floating against a dark background. On the left is a human baby with arms and legs drawn close to the body. On the right is an infant with a similar upper body but a fish-like lower body ending in a broad tail with flowing fins, resembling a merchild. Both figures have closed or downcast eyes and similar poses, inviting comparison between the human infant and its aquatic counterpart.]
        

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 “Healing from Within” was a popular theory from 1913 to 1929. It garnered support from the international mental and medical arts community. Two books were published bearing the same name.

          

          2 Muir never denied using controlled pain induction as a form of therapy.

          

          3 Muir also joined the Noumenon and was considered one of Spencer’s chief scientists.

          

          4 One of the rivers of Hades, known as the river of pain.

          

          5 Modern science has not successfully replicated Black and Muir’s work; Acheron has not been rediscovered in the twenty-first century. Mistakenly associated with adrenaline, Acheron in fact did not exist in any gland. Instead, it was purported to be a combination of different chemicals that only mixed together on the outer layer of the brain when the body needed it most—specifically upon the threat of death. This would explain why the chemical cannot be found; it technically only exists when someone is running for their life.

          

          6 Echidna and Typhon were the parents of many monsters in Greek mythology.

          

          7 Whether or not the event occurred in reality, it is important to note that Alphonse believed it did.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1926

          

          THE NOUMENON

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Our strength will collide with wrath, and we will have our revenge.

      

      

      Spencer applied what he learned from Alphonse’s pain therapy to the doctrines of the Noumenon cult, including information about what Alphonse saw. Members were expected to slough off the constraints of conventional humanity and aspire to something greater.

      Much of what we know about the Noumenon has come from the book The Advantage, written by James Walsh (Iris Press, 1939), who was an advocate for the Noumenon.

      In the book, Walsh explains the dogma of the cult, including their ideas about improving the human condition and taking control of human evolution. The Noumenon believed the only way for the human race to improve was to change.

      

      Excerpt from The Advantage:

      
        
        In order to understand this better, we need to go back millions of years. Back to a time when, according to the Noumenon, humans were mythical animals: mermaids, harpies, Minotaurs, and so on. They called this stage in evolution the “plurality of the human form,” implying that many different species, through convergent evolution, had become human, not only the primate. The wide range of human emotion and personality type does not indicate the variety of our advanced brains; instead, it is evidence that we are many different species gathered together in cohabitation.

      

      

      The Noumenon believed the evolution of humanity was flawed, and the path of least resistance had resulted in weakness—that we are to our ancestors as small dogs are to wolves.

      In order to take control of their future, a cult member needed to know their ancient past. This knowledge was sacred to them; the method of individual discovery included injections of Acheron.

      Fears and desires were then quantified and measured in order to determine an individual’s evolutionary past. Though they still felt pain, people who underwent this therapy were lost in a hallucination of a different world, where monsters were real.

      

  






      Spencer Black created an internal manual for members of the Noumenon, The Book of Progression. It was an abstract study into his perspective, laying out what inductees needed to understand about the world they lived in and the world he was promising. It is unknown how many copies were produced, but they can still be found at flea markets, antique stores, and even estate sales.

      
        
          [image: The title page of a book reads “The Book of Progression” with the subtitle “Commentary and insights into the condition of Humankind.” Centered on the page is an illuminated manuscript–style illustration of a winged child holding a book while seated among curling vines and a serpent. The image is framed by an ornate red and gold border with decorative flourishes. At the bottom of the page, the author is credited as Dr. Spencer Edward Black.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: DESTINY & The mechanical advantage           The Nature of Construction & The Right To Sentient Dominance]
        

      

      
        
        The blood carries a memory of its creation—A delicate and exquisite recipe.

      

        

      
        On the study and practice of science when applied to the human body: power, strength, potential, matters concerning advanced extremities and the physical restoration of ancestral traits.

      

      

      
        
        Man born five hundred thousand years ago was no man we would recognize today—that man may still swim in the depths of our oceans or roam the peaks of our mountains; we would know them as giants or monsters, but we should know them as kin. The natural man grows toward death—forever regressing—born only to have the glorious opportunity of life disappear. There is another way to grow to our future and not toward death, to grow ever closer to birth until you need never die but only live.

      

        

      
        The proportion of nature’s quantitative properties are all relative to their function and purpose. Greater ability in one aspect correlates to a depleted ability in another e.g. a larger foot is more desirable for stability and strength but less apt in matters of speed and agility.

      

        

      
        This balance is necessary and its subtle nuances are ubiquitous. They are not imperative neither are they immutable. It is only the course by which nature has allowed for evolution; however it is not the only conclusion that can be derived. There are exceptions, there are opportunities to improve on nature’s design.

      

      

      

  






      
        
          [image: The Elements of Our Origin]
        

      

      
        
        Do not bother yourself with simple questions such as: Why are we here? What is the meaning of life? When you mistakenly enter the wrong room, do you stand idle and ask, Why am I here? What does it all mean? When you are lost you must look for the exit.

      

        

      
        Human races are not separate. You are all mixed up. Children are born with their own distinct personality, different from their parents. This soul was born from our ancient parents. You are all orphans looking for home—your million year old pedigree. Memories are passed on little by little and they never truly fade—they cannot. Who you are cannot die unless you die with it.

      

        

      
        You have evolved to this state. Your body is the prison that binds you. When you learn this, you will know how trapped you are.

      

      

      

  






      
        
        The seed seems insignificant, derisive and helpless. It isn’t grand like the army of heaven’s fury or the wrath of Hell’s revenge. The seed, faint and light, is at the mercy of the wind. It yields to the command of the stream and obeys the will of the sun. Yet the earth, the iron and fire, cannot stop the seed. It reaches to the surface of the soil, defying all that lay in it’s path—this is progress, this is how we must grow.

      

      

      
        
          [image: A symbolic diagram combines a human figure, a tree, astrology, and sacred geometry. At the center stands a simplified human silhouette with arms extended horizontally and feet rooted into the ground like the roots of a tree. A dark tree trunk aligns with the figure's spine, branching upward through the torso and head into a network of bare limbs. Along the trunk and branches are ten evenly spaced circles connected by branching pathways, forming a structured pattern reminiscent of the Tree of Life. Two additional circles surround the figure's outstretched hands, and a small circle sits above the head. Encircling the entire figure is a large ring divided into twelve sections, each marked with a zodiac symbol. The composition is rendered in muted gray and reddish-brown linework on a cream-colored background, emphasizing the geometric relationships between the human body, the tree, and the celestial symbols.]
        

      

      
        
        Our flesh dies slowly—Wilted leaves falling away from the tree of life. Until nothing remains. We are not ill. We are weary and longing to go home.

      

        

      
        When you set out to kill an animal it knows what you intend to do. It doesn’t question if you are evil or angry or insane. They aren’t concerned if you have a condition that can be cured or sated or fixed in some fashion; an animal doesn’t bother with this nonsense.

      

      

      

  






      
        
          [image: A vertically arranged page presents two celestial illustrations connected by symbolic text, all rendered in graphite on a cream-colored background with red annotations.           The upper half features a dragon-like creature identified as Draco, curled into a near-complete circle against a detailed astronomical star chart. The creature has a long serpentine body, four clawed limbs, and a tapering tail that loops overhead toward a radiant starburst. Its head is thrown back with its mouth open as if roaring or calling skyward. Small star-shaped markings appear across its body, visually linking it to the surrounding constellation map of intersecting celestial lines, stars, and geometric guides. Along the right margin, red vertical text reads: “Draco was a son of the Ennea. The protector of the secrets of eden. Together, they can bring forth the progeny.”           Between the two illustrations is a vertical column of red text listing a series of declarations:           We are not new           We are not forgotten           We are not a myth           We are not broken           We do not serve           We do not fail           Our Mother is all           Our Father is one           Our breath is calm           Our eyes see beyond           Our feet are worn           Our hands are not bound           Our purpose is pure           Our thoughts are ancient           Our hearts are steady           We are the Noumenon           The lower half depicts a winged female figure identified with Libra, floating diagonally across another astronomical chart. She is shown in profile with large feathered wings spread behind her, long hair streaming outward, and one arm extended while the other rests closer to her body. The background is filled with constellation names, stars, celestial grid lines, and map markings, making the figure appear integrated into the night sky itself. Along the right margin, red vertical text reads: “One of the traditional constellations, Libra, is in fact a daughter of the Ennea. Endowed with power and grace, she can bring forth the children of tomorrow.” The composition presents Draco and Libra as complementary celestial beings linked by shared mythology, cosmic symbolism, and the manifesto-like declarations that separate them.]
        

      

      

  






      You are only a visitor in your mind. When you awake from your dream, your other self continues, like a mischievous child that runs off to play with someone else; someone you do not know.

      You hear the other self sing, you see some of their adventures, though you don’t understand. When you suddenly get an idea or recognize the true personality in a lover or foe, even if for only a second, these are the moments when the other self temporarily crosses over; They have revealed to you something secret, something hidden. When you are inspired to ask sinful or daring questions. When you are imbued with colorful expressions and profound understanding—a serene love found only in the palm of the mother herself—these are moments when the other self is calling to you—wondering. Where have you gone?

      
        
          [image: A concept design sheet presents four simplified line drawings of a humanoid winged being on a cream-colored background. The figures are rendered as clean anatomical sketches without facial features or clothing, emphasizing proportions, posture, and wing placement.           In the upper left, the figure is shown in side profile standing upright. A single enormous feathered wing extends backward from the shoulder, its long upper section sweeping horizontally while the lower feathers curve downward. A fan-shaped tail of feathers extends behind the legs, and the feet end in bird-like talons.           Across the top center are two front-view proportion studies placed side by side against faint horizontal measurement lines. The left figure depicts the basic humanoid proportions without wings. The right figure shows the same body with one large folded wing extending from the right shoulder and a fan-shaped tail behind the legs, illustrating how the added anatomy aligns with the body's height.           Centered near the bottom is a larger frontal concept drawing. The humanoid stands upright with arms relaxed at its sides. A single enormous wing grows from the right shoulder, extending far to the right and spanning several times the body's width. The wing tapers to long primary feathers at its tip, while a broad layer of shorter feathers hangs beneath the arm. A fan-like tail of feathers spreads behind the legs, and the feet terminate in bird-like talons. Together, the four sketches function as anatomical and proportional studies exploring the placement and scale of wings and tail feathers on a human-like figure.]
        

      

      The sacred image of humanity is only what we deem acceptable. The corpus humanus, the image of God is created not by God but instead by nature herself. There is no boundary to which creation is held. Nature has no judgments, no assignments of hierarchy or importance in its causality. If a man kills another, that man may live whereas the other may not.

      

      There can be no scientific progress in the absence of truth or in the most diligent pursuit of wealth. No matter how difficult it may be, it is imperative that the source, the seed of the human body and its relatives be sought out- disregarding what loathsome and terrible discovery that search may yield.

      
        
        The creator’s intention and genius must be discovered and mastered; it is our charge to do this. We will power the machine necessary to restore all that was once bestowed to man and animal alike.

      

      

      

  






      
        
          [image: A concept design sheet presents four simplified anatomical diagrams illustrating the progressive replacement of a human body's limbs with prosthetic components. Each figure is drawn in profile on a cream-colored background using thin black linework, with the figures arranged vertically from top to bottom. The label "BRUGMANSIA" appears vertically along the lower right margin.           The top figure depicts a complete human body lying horizontally in profile with both natural arms and legs intact. Simplified outlines of the spine and portions of the nervous system are visible beneath the skin. Mechanical attachment hardware is shown at the lower abdomen and pelvis, suggesting internal implant points beneath otherwise intact limbs.           The second figure shows the same body after both legs have been removed at the upper thighs. The lower body ends in paired cylindrical prosthetic mounting sockets beneath the pelvis, while the internal spinal structures and abdominal attachment hardware remain visible.           The third figure presents the body standing upright. Both natural legs have been replaced with complete prosthetic lower limbs attached at the thigh sockets. The arms remain biological. A small mechanical interface is visible at the abdomen, and a narrow opening on the chest exposes a simplified internal component beneath the ribs.           The fourth figure depicts a further stage of modification. The prosthetic legs remain attached, while the natural forearms and hands have also been removed, leaving cylindrical attachment sockets at both wrists. The figure stands upright with arms relaxed at its sides, illustrating a body prepared for replacement of all four limbs. Together, the four diagrams document successive stages of anatomical transformation from a fully biological human form to one increasingly adapted for prosthetic augmentation.]
        

      

      

  






      
        
          [image: The left page shows the left portion of a larger two-page illustration. Most of the page is occupied by the outstretched wing of a large feathered being. The wing extends diagonally from the upper right toward the lower left, filling the composition with layered primary and secondary feathers rendered in soft graphite shading. Only a small, darkly shaded portion of the figure's body is visible at the upper right edge where the wing attaches, with the remainder extending onto the facing page.           Centered near the top, two lines of red text read:           “Children children who were fore man”           “By grace where forged with hallowed hand”           The rest of the page remains open, allowing the wing to dominate the composition and emphasizing the scale of the unseen figure.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: The right page continues the two-page illustration. A young child stands near the center of the page in profile, facing left with head bowed and eyes lowered. The child wears a simple knee-length garment and soft boots, with both arms folded gently across the chest in a quiet, contemplative pose.           Behind the child, the enormous feathered wing from the adjoining page continues across the composition, curving protectively behind the child's back. A small portion of the winged figure's body is visible along the far left edge of the page, indicating that the child stands close beside the much larger being. The layered feathers extend outward to the right, filling much of the background.           Centered near the top, two lines of red text read:           “Of simple clay the beasts of earth”           “From nature’s womb a sacred birth”           Together with the facing page, the illustration depicts a child sheltered beneath the protective wing of a much larger feathered figure, though this page focuses primarily on the child and the continuation of the wing.]
        

      

      

  






      
        
          [image: A graphite illustration on a cream-colored page depicts the upper body of a child whose human face is paired with an exposed skeletal torso. The child faces forward with a solemn, serious expression, looking directly toward the viewer. Their hair is cut in a straight bowl style with blunt bangs framing the forehead.           From the shoulders downward, the chest is shown as an anatomical study. The skin has been removed to reveal the rib cage, clavicles, sternum, upper spine, and upper arm bones. The rib cage is carefully shaded, with the sternum extending downward into the exposed vertebral column. Portions of the pelvis begin to emerge below the spine before fading into the blank page, leaving the lower body unfinished. The upper arms appear skeletal while the shoulders retain small areas of soft tissue. Behind the child's shoulders, faint outlines of feathered wings extend outward on either side, only partially visible as they disappear beyond the edges of the composition.           The lower half of the page contains two centered lines of red text:           “Then man was made and darkness shone”           “Now all lament the Golems born”           The illustration combines the innocence of a child with anatomical imagery, presenting the face intact while the torso is rendered as an exposed skeletal structure against an otherwise empty background.]
        

      

      

  






      
        
          [image: DISCIPLINE OF THE MIND AND THE GATEWAY TO NOUMENA]
        

      

      
        
        An opinion is merely a collection of information that is not yet determined to be true or false.

      

        

      
        Herein is written neither the opinion nor the beliefs of any one person. Instead we offer the truth.

      

      

      We cannot nor do we attempt to ask you to prove the existence of what cannot be known: however, it is an error to assert that the truth is an unknowable thing. Do you contemplate the vastness of the cosmos and marvel that there are more questions than answers?

      When the complacency of being a human causes spiritual unrest—you must seek a path to freedom. Do you wake in the morning to find that you are in the same familiar place- but it is not you who is there? Are you tired of the sophists, the philosophers, the bowing diplomat, the dying vole, and the liars with their ungoverned words falling from their mouths?

      How stark and barren the world might have been had it been populated with one person’s heart, one person’s soul. One cannot be diverse enough in one’s own mind to amply supply the world with the appropriate measure of art, culture, and invention… What a terrible nightmare to live in only your own dreams—only your answers to your questions.

      The musician gives life a song. The artist writes a story without words. The author spreads color over an empty world. These are not reality and yet—in the painting, within the song, and on the page—we live and breathe. We fall from one world and awaken in the next.

      When you dream, take comfort in the warmth of your quilt and the softness of your bed. Take comfort in the day’s end; let the worries and burdens trickle out of your body and drip down into the earth to be absorbed so that you can be absolved so you may cross over.

      

  






      
        
        So many beautiful flowers. From the dust is where the children come. From their quilts of earth, curious fingertips hunt for sun.

      

        

      
        In time, with grace—they will return. Their blooms bright their petals strong.

      

      

      
        
        A child that loses its way must not be scorned or hated but should be nurtured, fed, and kept warm. The child must be restored and granted the rights that have been denied it. Children were once the extension of their mother and father—their joy and delight. They were raised and taught with the ideals and good nature of their parents. It is no longer this way. In time, the young children will all have a secret. They will all have a legacy. They will birth the children of the future, they will birth the progeny.

      

        

      
        Accept this work if you like. Turn away and find your own path through the gamut of life if you choose. Our work has begun.

      

      

      
        
        A new forest grows in the ash of the old.

      

      

      
        
          [image: A minimalist geometric emblem is centered on a cream-colored, lightly textured background. The symbol is composed of alternating concentric circles and squares nested inside one another, creating the effect of a tunnel receding toward a single central point.           The outermost shape is a large circle outlined in reddish-brown. Inside it sits a large square filled with fine diagonal crosshatching. Within that square is a slightly smaller gray circle, followed by another reddish-brown square, another pale gray circle, and progressively smaller alternating squares and circles. Each successive shape decreases evenly in size while remaining perfectly centered, producing a symmetrical pattern of concentric geometry.           The innermost shapes culminate in a tiny square and circle at the exact center of the design, reinforcing the illusion of infinite depth or recursion. The illustration contains no text, figures, or decorative elements beyond the nested geometric forms, relying entirely on precise linework and alternating warm red and cool gray tones to create balance and visual rhythm.]
        

      

      
        
        There shall come a time when we will no longer beg to enter the

        kingdom of heaven—we will simply open the gates and walk inside.

      

      

      

  






      
        
        Long ago, A perfect order of creatures held dominion over all—The Ennea. Then the great giants of old; the beasts of the sea, the dinosaurs, and the Nephilim, turned on one another in a terrible war. They destroyed each other as only they could have done. The surviving Ennea were lost in a desolate world. They evolved into weakness and despair. They evolved into humans.

      

        

      
        Stripped of their natural weapons; claws, teeth, strength and fire. The Ennea are now clothed, groomed, and socialized… we are now only human. This is your ancient memory, this is your history, this is that place of wonder were your unrestrained heart goes. Now, the human is an orphan species. Lost without guidance or purpose in nature’s grand plan.

      

      

      
        
          [image: A cream-colored page presents a symbolic diagram titled "Dominion of the Ennea" in large black serif lettering centered across the top.           The central illustration depicts a standing human figure enclosed within a square and overlaid by nine intersecting circles arranged in a symmetrical geometric pattern. The circles overlap across the head, torso, arms, and legs, creating a design reminiscent of sacred geometry. The figure stands upright with arms extended horizontally and legs together, while faint guide lines and construction marks reinforce the appearance of a scientific or philosophical diagram.           Along the left margin, a vertical list of names appears in red serif text:           Mercury           Mars           Earth           Neptune           Uranus           Saturn           Jupiter           Venus           Pluto           Along the right margin, a vertical paragraph in red text reads:           "The nine circles represent the symmetry of the order of the Ennea. The balance of the human form is a result of our heraldry, our confinement, our prison."           Centered beneath the illustration are two lines of red text:           "Know your Hatred—Know your Anger—Know your Virtue—Know your Poison           Know your Cruelty—Know your Purpose—Know your Love—Let the waters be still."           Near the bottom of the page, another centered passage reads:           "War is not the beginning of our conflict, nor will it be the end.           There is no audience for the silent."           The page combines geometric symbolism, anatomical proportion, and philosophical text in the style of an instructional or doctrinal plate, with the human figure serving as the focal point of the intersecting circles and geometric framework.]
        

      

      

  






      
        
        We truly hurt the ones we love and betray the ones we need. We are self destructive souls, we will always try to undo ourselves. We will never respect ourselves until we become who we really are.

      

        

      
        Hatred like a flower grows. I know what it will bring with its blooms and sweet scent; It was I who sowed the seed. It was I who cultivated the garden.

      

      

      You fear that you can’t, you believe that you couldn’t. You know where your freedom is. You know where you could go, what you could become and achieve. It’s so familiar to you, somehow this foreign world knows and remembers you. It loves you. Our hand can gently guide you back to this place, back where you belong.

      There is no boundary to creation. Only the flesh listens to destiny—the wretched crooning of the fates—the lost cries of blind rats. When the train drowns their voices and crushes their words beneath its wheels the only sound you will hear is the gentle hum of the universe and all its glory. There is a place you can go—the cradle of your beginning.

      
        
          [image: A symbolic diagram titled "The Ennea of Harmony" is centered on a cream-colored page. The illustration combines sacred geometry, celestial symbolism, and a winged human figure into a symmetrical circular composition.           At the center stands a solid black silhouette of a human figure with arms extended horizontally and legs together. Behind the figure, large feathered wings spread outward, their white forms extending nearly to the edges of the surrounding geometric design. Radiating behind the figure is a layered arrangement of circles, intersecting triangles, and fan-shaped segments that resemble unfolding rays or petals.           Encircling the central figure are eight numbered celestial bodies arranged evenly around the circumference of a large circle. At the top is a completely black circle labeled 1, representing the sun. Surrounding it clockwise are seven moon phases labeled 2 through 7, alternating between dark, light, and partially shadowed disks. Within the inner ring, the fan-shaped halo behind the figure is labeled 8, while the central human figure is labeled 9.           Centered beneath the illustration is a paragraph in red serif text that reads:           "The Ennea of Harmony—An ancient depiction of the Ennea with her nine stages of existence. There are seven moon cycles, one sun, and the central figure being the ninth stage."           Below that appears a numbered list identifying the nine stages:           1. Seraphim.           2. Cherubim.           3. Thrones.           4. Dominations.           5. Virtues.           6. Powers.           7. Principalities.           8. Archangels.           9. Angels.           The page presents the Ennea as a symbolic cosmological diagram, using concentric geometry, the phases of the moon, a central sun, and a winged human figure to represent nine interconnected stages of existence.]
        

      

      

  






      
        
        
        Our flesh dies slowly⁠—

        Wilted leaves falling away from the tree of life.

        Until nothing remains.

        We are weary and longing to go home.

      

      

      

      The songbird sings a beloved melody. The breeze carries the tune with a freed heart and divine purpose for all to hear.

      

      
        
        To see through the veil

        To pass over the firmament

        To breathe beneath the waters

        To stand upon the wind

        To eat the fire and sleep in the void

      

        

      
        This is our way

      

      

      

  






      
        
        The one must perish for the good of all. From tatters, pieced together again

      

      

      Torn into pieces to make one whole. The many fallen for the sake of the one. Now we are taking the whole, to build the few. From tatters, pieced together again we will rebuild the army, the empire that was once us. From ashes to life. From dust to form. The circle will be complete.

      
        
          [image: A cream-colored page features a detailed symbolic diagram centered around a standing nude human figure surrounded by concentric circles representing the elements, the human condition, and the zodiac.           The central figure is a bald adult male standing upright with one foot crossing slightly in front of the other. His arms extend outward at waist height with open hands turned upward, as though presenting or balancing the surrounding concepts. Behind him is an eight-pointed star, its alternating dark and light triangular rays radiating from the center of the diagram.           Encircling the figure are multiple concentric rings. The innermost ring is divided into labeled sections corresponding to aspects of the human experience. Beginning at the top and moving clockwise, the labels read:           Mind           Nerves           Heart           Spirit           Fluid           Bone           Body           Flesh           Health           A second ring associates several of these regions with the classical elements:           Air appears beside Health.           Fire appears beside Nerves.           Water appears beside Spirit and Fluid.           Earth appears beside Body and Bone.           An outer circular band displays the symbols of the zodiac arranged around the perimeter, separated by evenly spaced radial divisions and degree markings, giving the appearance of an astrological wheel.           Below the main illustration is a horizontal sequence of seven increasingly complex geometric symbols. Each consists of a cube enclosed within progressively denser layers of intersecting circles and polygons. The symbols are labeled:           3rd           4th           5th           6th           7th           8th           9th           Centered beneath these symbols is the caption in red serif text:           "The Realms or dimensions of existence—the Noumonical Sphere."           The page combines anatomy, sacred geometry, astrology, elemental symbolism, and metaphysical concepts into a single instructional diagram illustrating interconnected levels of human existence and higher-dimensional progression.]
        

      

      
        
        Torn into pieces to make one whole. The many fallen for the sake of the one. Now we are taking the whole, to build the few.

        we will rebuild the army, the empire that was once us. From ashes to life. From dust to form. The circle will be complete.

      

      

      

  






      
        
        The human being still possesses much of our ancient tools and wisdom. In our dreams, in our thoughts and in our fears. There are faint trails we can find that will lead us to salvation… if we look for them.

      

      

      
        
          [image: A cream-colored page presents a symbolic illustration titled "The Ennea of Balance", centered in red serif text at the bottom. The composition combines sacred geometry, a winged human figure, and zodiac symbolism into a vertically symmetrical diagram.           At the center stands a nude human figure with arms extended horizontally and legs together, reminiscent of a Vitruvian pose. Behind the figure are large feathered wings that spread outward, filling much of the central design. The figure is enclosed within overlapping circles that create a layered geometric pattern.           Surrounding the central circles are two large, vertically stacked oval forms rendered with dense radiating black lines that resemble halos or fields of energy. These dark, textured ovals intersect through the center of the composition, framing the winged figure. A square construction frame and additional intersecting circles reinforce the appearance of a carefully measured geometric diagram.           Around the outer edge of the design are handwritten-style zodiac names arranged in sequence around the perimeter. Visible signs include Cancer, Gemini, Taurus, Aries, Pisces, Aquarius, Capricornus, Sagittarius, Scorpio, Libra, Virgo, and Leo, forming a complete astrological wheel around the central figure.           Along the left side of the page is a vertical column of red serif text that reads:           We are not lost           We are not hidden           We are not dead           We are not here           We are not slaves           We are not defeated           Our mother is dead           Our father is dead           Our kin live           Our eyes are not blind           Our ears are not deaf           Our hands are not bound           Our voices are not mute           Our minds are not melancholy           Our hearts are not cold           We are not human           We are the Noumenon           Centered beneath the illustration, the title "THE ENNEA OF BALANCE" appears in red serif lettering.           The page resembles a metaphysical or doctrinal chart, combining anatomical proportion, angelic imagery, sacred geometry, radiating celestial forms, and the zodiac into a symbolic representation of balance and transcendence.]
        

      

      

  






      
        
          [image: A cream-colored page presents a symbolic anatomical illustration centered on a large cross-section of a human eye, accompanied by philosophical text in red serif type.           At the top of the page are three circular symbols arranged horizontally. The first resembles a detailed human iris and pupil. The second is a darker, stylized iris with radiating lines surrounding a pale center. The third is an intricate geometric emblem consisting of an eight-pointed star enclosed within concentric circles, with a blank circular center.           Beneath these symbols, centered in red text, are the lines:           "To bind to the universe           To see beyond what is known"           The main illustration is a large side view of a human eyeball cut in half to reveal its interior. The outer shell of the eye is shown in cross-section, while the iris and pupil remain visible on the right side. The exposed interior of the eye is filled not with anatomical structures but with a dense collection of mythological and fantastical creatures. Visible figures include winged beings, horned quadrupeds, serpentine creatures, unicorn-like animals, dragons, gryphon-like forms, and other hybrid creatures layered together within the hollow interior. The creatures appear suspended in the darkness of the eye's interior, suggesting memories, visions, or hidden knowledge rather than physical anatomy.           Centered below the illustration is a longer passage in red serif text that reads:           "To know the names of the ancients           To see into the cosmos           To speak with the animals           To be knotted to the stars           To hear the wind           To be the fear of our prey           To be the source of the spring           To be steadfast and true in our work           This is our way"           The page combines anatomical illustration with symbolic imagery, presenting the human eye as a vessel containing mythological knowledge, cosmic vision, and ancient wisdom rather than ordinary biological structures.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A cream-colored page presents a symbolic illustration centered on a human skull shown in cross-section, surrounded by an orbital diagram of planetary phases and accompanied by nine philosophical statements printed in red serif text.           The central image depicts a human skull in profile, sliced open to reveal the interior of the cranium. Rather than a brain, the hollow interior contains a dense collection of mythological creatures, including serpentine forms, dragons, winged creatures, and other fantastical beings intertwined in the darkness of the skull cavity. The eye socket, nasal opening, and teeth remain anatomically visible, while the cut edge of the cranium frames the hidden contents.           Encircling the skull is a large elliptical ring marked with zodiac symbols and astrological glyphs. Fine connecting lines extend from points on the ring to nine circular celestial bodies positioned around the perimeter. Each circle depicts a different lunar phase, ranging from full moon to crescent and dark moon, creating the appearance of an astronomical diagram orbiting the skull.           Distributed around the page are nine numbered statements printed in red serif text:           All things trapped can be released, let go like doves from your hands.           Only the trapped may escape. The only way to grow is to gain control.           The world is bigger than you. Your pain and joy does not matter.           Everything matters. You are bigger than the world. Nothing is insignificant, including your pain and joy.           Do not think every step you take is your last.           Do not fear banishment from this world.           Do not fear your liberation.           Do not fear your final and eventual return to your home.           Do not fear death. For that is the same as fearing life itself.           The composition combines anatomical illustration, astrology, lunar symbolism, and mythology into a contemplative diagram that presents the human mind as a vessel containing hidden worlds while surrounding it with celestial cycles and philosophical teachings about fear, perspective, and transformation.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1922–1929

          

          MECHANICAL DESTINY

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        It’s the believer who carries the sword. We must all confront our fears. The future is only a distant memory that we will someday have.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer’s science of creating living creatures had proven to be unsuccessful, with the notable exceptions of Miriam and Elise. His other creations all suffered from some kind of complication, illness, or death. He knew he could not continue on the same course. Even though he had overcome great obstacles in the practice of vivisection, more than any other surgeon in the field, his efforts were not going to yield the results he wanted.

      
        
        
        My organic alterations cannot fuse structures as naturally as if they were inborn; however, hair, nail, and horn are not living tissue. Is not steel or brass dead also? Can it not replace these? If I am to reassemble the parts, then can I not make improvements?

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Dr. Black dramatically changed his designs and thrust nature into the future. He began working on prosthetics inspired by his earlier work. He embraced the new technology of the era and believed this could be incorporated into the fulfillment of his vision. Knowing that the use of prosthetics and artificial body parts was even further from natural than his original concept, Spencer was no longer simply trying to prove a theory. He was going to move mountains and separate the waters from the firmament. To do so, he needed soldiers. He began designing a diverse selection of hybrids: perfect survivors, adept killers. He needed warriors to herald the extinction of the human race so he could start it over.

      
        
        
        There are many things that man does. There is little that man can do. Why have we evolved with bare skin and soft nails? Why so weak and vulnerable, if we were not meant to be food? How a hunter might inspire and motivate them to remember whence they came or die where they don’t belong. We will take our future by claiming our past.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Steel, brass, and aluminum alloys were used to fashion unique legs and arms. Unlike a traditional prosthesis, the idea wasn’t to simulate the original function of the human body or occupy a void, but to improve on the original appendage. To Spencer, that improvement was steeped in mythology. The new humans would be empowered with the same longevity of life he had given to Prescott Graidy, Alexander Goethe, Alphonse, and, of course, himself, meaning they could not be killed easily.

      The life-lengthening treatment does not bestow immortality; instead, it seemed to provide an increase in vitality and a robust resistance to disease, injury, or damage. It has been speculated that this treatment perhaps provoked a hyperimmune response of some kind.

      
        
        
        My time is not long for this world. I know that as the farmer can rest once his fields are sown, so too can I when my time arrives and my thread is cut.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Only the most loyal and deserving members of the Noumenon were selected to participate in this new and extreme surgery. Altering a person was a sacred rite and revered as the ultimate devotion to the cause. They weren’t just weaponizing themselves; they were cultivating a new kind of human—they were fighting a war against nature.

      The participants were named Exiles, and the science was called Deus Ex Natura. Each Exile had to complete an extensive awareness course. This involved massive drug use, pain therapy, and surgery. The purpose of the course was to determine from what species the Exile had originally evolved. The original species were separated into four categories: Earth, Wind, Water, and Fire. After the awareness course, the graduated Exile was fitted with a unique set of prosthetic parts, including hooves, claws, and even wings. This mechanical evolution created the new human. The Exile would undergo a series of extensive surgeries that were intended to reproduce their supposed original “physical” features. For example, if a member evolved from a sphinx, then the surgeries would create that appearance. Tattoos or body scarring were common representative markings while an Exile was in transition.

      The Exile was promised an exalted life and the ability to see the past and the future. They were told they would walk in the same dimension as God and the angels and that their purpose was to fulfill a dream of restoring humanity to a pure state. Once the Exile experienced Acheron for the first time, they would believe.

      Spencer was pioneering a science that could accomplish things that cannot be done even today, creating a true hybrid of human and machine. The Exile was the final gateway of the Noumenon’s advancement. After surgery, the member would be considered complete and evolved, one of the essential protectors for the new beginning of humanity.

      Spencer knew it would take time to perfect Deus Ex Natura. The transformation of an Exile often took more than a year to complete. The initial human trials were ambitious: There were multiple operating rooms in the foundry. Spencer employed dozens of surgeons, nurses, engineers, and fabricators to accommodate the large-scale operation. He developed a sophisticated medical facility that could operate twenty-four hours a day. Within the first six months, dozens of members of the Noumenon underwent operations.

      Spencer recruited employees from around the world. His infamy was widespread among the medical community, and it seems he didn’t have trouble attracting talented staff who—at least at the start—held similar attitudes toward bending one’s conscience for the sake of medical advancement.

      
        
        
        When I first met Dr. Spencer Black, there were two others like me: a man and a woman. The doctor introduced himself and called us interns. He gave us new names and said we were going to be a part of something special, a part of the future. The bastard said we were lucky. I was inspected like a stray dog. They drew blood and performed tests; that’s how it all started. They took me to a room where there were all kinds of instruments and machines. There were a lot of other people there. Some of them looked like they’d been there for a long time. Some of them looked dead. They were all in cages, like dogs—it was too late to change my mind.

        A SURVIVOR FROM THE FOUNDRY

      

      

      

      As his organization gained access to more resources and advanced facilities—to expert surgeons, scientists, and engineers—the process improved. Experiments with amputation, mutilation, and organ removal and/or replacement became common. The prosthetics were electrically controlled through the body’s own systems.⁠1 The mechanical equipment was attached to flesh and bone. Muscles and tendons were married with artificial limbs, metal gears, levers, and pumps. All these efforts were for the purpose of becoming less human.⁠2

      When the surgery was completed, the Exile was controlled through the use of Acheron. The chemical induced a powerful conception of an altered reality—of a world filled with creatures and monsters, where war was the only path to survival.

      It would appear that Spencer Black had created the perfect killer.

      
        
        
        It’s not the doctrine of a religion that we should fear; it’s the devotion of the believer—it is the believer who carries the sword.

        JEFF WRIGHT, CULTS, RELIGION, AND THE POWER OF HATE IN AMERICA (NEW WORLD BOOKS, 1981)

      

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 All the major systems of the body—circulatory, skeletal, lymphatic, etc.—were enhanced with proprietary technology. There has yet to be any third-party research investigating what exactly was used or how effective the mechanical systems were.

          

          2 Exiling is without question one of the most bizarre rituals any religion or cult has ever performed. The fact that there were willing participants in the practice is an indication of exactly how effective the indoctrination of the Noumenon cult was.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1928

          

          THE FATHER AND THE SON

        

      

    

    
      
        
        It is not the destination; it is the distance they are willing to travel.

      

      

      Alphonse and the Flynn Brothers continued to be a thorn in Spencer’s side, vandalizing and destroying property, disrupting deliveries, destroying stored supplies, and even sending personal threats to the employees of Adonis Nouveau. In August 1928, Spencer tried to end the feud with his son. He sent one of his prototypes to “visit” Alphonse.

      
        
        It was during the night. I heard the soft footsteps approach. There was a strange canter in the rhythm of the intruder’s movement. It was steady, unwavering.

      
        Then the iron door of my room was pulled free from its hinges, and a figure came upon me. I felt several blades tear into my abdomen. The night attendants rushed in with tremendous courage and syringes of opium. They injected it, and as they wrestled it from me, the thing relented. It was taken to the basement and strapped to a cot.

        ALPHONSE

      

      

      

      Asylum security and Caldwell’s warden then asked Alphonse to tend to his attacker, who had proven to be a man with large metal prosthetic claws on one hand and two lionlike prosthetic legs. They did not have a name for him, so he was simply called the Intruder.

      
        
        
        The warden told me that the asylum staff were keeping the Intruder’s existence a secret. He had never seen anything like it before and thought that I would know what was going on, given my history and the fact that it had come straight for me.

        ALPHONSE

      

      

      

      Alphonse, knowing the power of his father’s creations, requested that the Intruder be chained and shackled. He had known that his father was working again, but not that he was making industrial weapons: metal, animal-inspired prosthetics that would be stronger and more devastating than anything he had made before.

      The Intruder was in a trance, which Alphonse immediately recognized as an Acheron-induced hallucination.

      
        
        
        The man’s face had such little emotion it was as though he had no face. Oh, he had eyes and a nose and mouth, but there was no feeling, no expression. For the first time in ten years, the warden believed my story. It wasn’t easy for him, as one might imagine. To my relief, he understood that I needed help, and he offered it.

        ALPHONSE

      

      

      

      Due to the risk to his safety and the extenuating circumstances, Alphonse was no longer a patient remanded to a locked room. He was granted freedom to leave the grounds whenever he wanted; however, both Alphonse and the warden felt it was safer for him to stay at the asylum.

      The warden understood there was a crisis at hand, a danger to the public—and victims who needed help. The warden organized a rehabilitation wing of the asylum, which came to be known as the Nursery. It was a special place dedicated to treating the victims of Dr. Spencer Black. The warden of Caldwell was an ideological man who believed in healing and caring for the less fortunate.

      
        
        
        I sent letters out to anyone who might be in hiding and who needed help. I knew about sanctuaries that were formed to house escapees of my father. I had heard the stories, but I didn’t know if word would reach them.

        ALPHONSE

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Alphonse and the warden agreed to attempt to rehabilitate the Intruder. It was clear that removing the metal prosthetics would require special attention. They were sophisticated and fully functional. The metal was fused to the bone; gears and levers interacted seamlessly with natural tendon and muscle tissue. It was not as simple as an amputation. The warden contacted two engineers—Max Feldman and Elaine Bishop—to assist Alphonse. In addition to nurses and staff, the warden also recruited Caldwell’s chief medical doctor, Dr. Clarence Werstone.⁠1 Finally, Alphonse requested the assistance of one of his father’s former colleagues, Professor Scott Denkel.

      Denkel had been one of Spencer Black’s mentors and possibly his only friend. He was responsible for starting Spencer’s career and encouraging his research in human mutations when they were at the Academy of Medicine. They researched what Spencer called “Source Material,”⁠2 human tissue taken from a fetus. He and Denkel had many professional arguments about Spencer’s desire to find a cure for death. Spencer’s insistence on finding a way to create life from death was difficult for Denkel to accept, and though he understood Spencer’s scientific reasoning and respected him as a brilliant man, he could not agree with him on the ethics of their research, which ultimately ended both their friendship and professional relationship.

      
        
        Dear Alphonse,

      

      
        It has been many years indeed. So you, too, have decided to become a healer. I am saddened to learn of your father’s recent work. What makes a man thus? It is not the destination; it is the distance they are willing to travel. I will help you as much as I am able.

      

      
        
        —Scott Denkel

      

      

      

      

      Excerpt from the transcript of a recording of Alphonse Black, August 7, 1966:

      
        
        Professor Denkel was stalwart. He was often described as “a stiff-nosed curmudgeon of a man who paid little heed to criticism.” He was the kind of man that is no longer made in this world, only remembered. Professor Denkel was instrumental in decoding my father’s science. Even though he was advanced in years, his mind was spry. He would sit comfortably in his chair, calling out instructions or giving advice.

      

      

      Over the next few months, Alphonse and Denkel worked together. Although Alphonse was not a formally trained surgeon, he had developed strong skills and knowledge because of his tenure as Spencer’s apprentice. Additionally, because Alphonse had the unique ability to enter the Drift, it didn’t take long for Professor Denkel to invent a cure for Acheron, which they eventually used to undo some of Spencer’s work.

      The first patient Alphonse and his team administered this cure to was the Intruder.

      The serum was injected into the base of the skull. The patient convulsed temporarily before falling asleep. When he woke up, the delusion of his altered state of mind was gone.

      Alphonse then learned that the Intruder was not aware of the surgery that had been performed on him; he had no memory of the event. After his mental condition stabilized, they had to remove the mechanical prosthetic. Alphonse’s newly organized team began work on designing replacement prosthetics.

      
        
        
        It was difficult to witness the expression of shame that flooded the poor man’s face when he saw what had replaced his hand and legs and realized what they were meant to do. This sturdy and powerful man was reduced to a small child, weeping and hiding his face from me.

        DR. CLARENCE WERSTONE

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Letters started coming to Caldwell from all around the country—from former patients of Dr. Black’s or their relatives. The patients had been hiding from the public because of their strange and often horrifying appearances. The Nursery began sending out couriers to escort them back discreetly. When they arrived at Caldwell, Dr. Werstone and the other Nursery staff were often dumbfounded by what they saw: strange monsters—sore, sick, and dying from infection and disease.

      
        
        A woman had her arms removed and a quarter section of a serpent attached to each shoulder. A young man had large wings grafted onto his back, sewn into the flesh.

        I do not understand how either the human or animal tissues remain living. The animal extremities are responsive and have been surgically attached to human bone and tissue. Despite the successes of the surgeries, the patients are sick and are most likely in mortal danger, unless we can reverse these horrors. It remains a miracle they are alive at all.

      
        Dr. Black meddled with their lives in the worst way imaginable, and when he was finished, he simply left them to die.

        DR. CLARENCE WERSTONE

      

      

      

      The Nursery at Caldwell welcomed both victims and escapees of Dr. Black. Records are incomplete, but it is hoped that most of those who survived his treatments found their way to a sanctuary or the Nursery, though it is likely that many died or became lost in the world.

      Dr. Black’s wickedness was clear to the staff at Caldwell. They understood that he was diabolical and knew that, to some degree, he was working on this new mechanical incarnation. But no one there truly understood Dr. Black’s unrelenting madness and depravity—no one save Alphonse, who knew that in the future, they were going to have to fight. Everyone was going to have to fight.

      The Intruder who attacked Alphonse would later join that fight. Once he reclaimed his mind from Acheron, he wanted revenge, as did nearly all who found themselves at the mercy of Dr. Black.

      Faced with the most advanced and gruesome mutilations any surgeon had ever seen, there was little choice but to be afraid. Alphonse was forced to organize a hunting party. This group would be tasked with the unique challenge of capturing or destroying monsters.

      There was little time to prepare. For weeks they gathered information and the weapons they needed. The Intruder knew the location of Spencer’s factory. Alphonse’s hunting party numbered only twelve people, but they were highly motivated.

      
        
        After we learned exactly what kind of science my father was working on, we organized a raid on his compound. We went at night, when he was away at one of his parties. There weren’t many of us, but our army emerged from hidden places, eager for revenge.

        His security force guarded the perimeter and began firing at us immediately, but we, too, had weapons and were able to overcome them. Inside the foundry were beds and operating tables, large glass cylinders filled with bubbling liquid, and electrical devices. His laboratory was advanced and difficult to understand.

        Cages held animallike humans who were also partly machine.

        Many of them were dead, slumped and contorted strangely in their small enclosures. The ones who were alive were chained and sedated.

        We had trucks so we could take the anesthetized survivors with us. More guards arrived as we were leaving, but we managed to steal many documents and set fire to his laboratory. I watched it burn totally and completely as we drove away.

        We brought the Exiles back to the Nursery for treatment; however, helping them proved difficult. The work performed on them was more extensive than that done to the Intruder. The mechanics were woven into their bodies. Tissue and flesh grew around wires and gears. We couldn’t remove everything.

        They were all on Acheron. After treatment, we were able to bring them back. It was a difficult time for them and us.

        Most did not survive our attempts at restorative surgery. We healed as many as we were able; we gave them new prosthetics—humanlike arms and legs so they could lead more normal lives.

        Our raid on my father’s foundry was mostly successful. His ability to continue his mechanical work was significantly hampered, if not completely halted. We rescued all the patients and destroyed everything else. We stole notes, diagrams, and documents.

        Later, we learned there was a key element we missed—a machine called the Aegis.

      
        We did not know what he was planning. We didn’t know how small our puzzle piece was.

        ALPHONSE

      

      

      

      One of Spencer’s journals contained some of his drawings and a collection of newspaper clippings about strange events and animal attacks across the country. It appears that he collected articles about attacks and sightings that he felt were related either to his experiments, to his wife, Elise, or to both—a peculiar scrapbook.

      Spencer’s initial human-machine hybrids were cared for in a special auxiliary building adjacent to his foundry. Despite Spencer’s expertise and the support of a world-class team of scientists, most of his patients died quickly.

      During his raid, Alphonse managed to steal some of Spencer’s laboratory notes and images of these experiments. The informal log illustrates Spencer’s overall frustration and total lack of empathy or connection of any kind with his patients. He records the amount of time that the patients lived in hours and days, like a new parent keeping track of the age of an infant.

      

    






      
        
          [image: A cream-colored page features a symbolic illustration of a child riding in a small goat-drawn cart beneath a stylized emblem labeled “SEB.” The composition is sparse, with the figures isolated against a blank background.           Centered near the top of the page is a vertical rectangular emblem outlined in red. Inside the rectangle, a radiant sun with a circular center fills the upper portion, while four small white circles are arranged below it in a horizontal arc. The lower section contains the word “SEB” in large, shaded capital letters. Curving outward from each side of the emblem is a semicircle of small black dots, suggesting planetary bodies or an orbital path surrounding the symbol.           In the lower half of the page, a shaggy white goat with long hair, curved horns, and a beard pulls a simple wooden cart. The goat faces left and is harnessed to the cart by two long wooden shafts. Seated in the cart is a young child wearing a brimmed hat, a buttoned coat, shorts, and stockings. The child sits upright, holding a curved stick or switch across their lap, while gazing thoughtfully toward the left side of the page with a calm, serious expression.           The wooden cart has four spoked wheels and a small storage compartment behind the seat, giving it the appearance of a simple farm wagon or hand-built carriage.           The page combines symbolic and pastoral imagery, placing the celestial SEB emblem above the quiet scene of the child and goat, creating a visual relationship between the mystical symbol and the humble journey below.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A cream-colored notebook page displays a chronological log of experimental patients arranged in a two-column format. The left column lists patient numbers (#1–#9) with brief notes documenting survival time, percentage of completion, elemental classification (land, fire, air, or water), and cause of death or termination. Most entries describe failed experiments ending in brain failure, heart failure, unresponsiveness, rage, or termination after surviving between twenty hours and two days. Several patients are marked simply "n/a."           Three aged newspaper clippings are affixed to the right side of the page. The largest, titled "Hikers Gone Missing," recounts five cryptozoologists who vanished while searching for evidence of a harpy, referencing local folklore surrounding a winged creature. Below it, a smaller article titled "Preacher in court" describes a woman arrested after publicly preaching about medical experiments allegedly performed on her. Near the bottom right, another clipping titled "Missing Swimmers" reports that two boys drowned while witnesses claimed a mysterious third figure had been present in the water but no body was ever recovered.           The page resembles research notes combining experimental records with newspaper evidence, suggesting investigators are cataloging unexplained disappearances alongside failed human trials.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A dark charcoal illustration depicts Patient #52, identified by a small label in the upper left reading: "Patient #52 – water – 82 days – Brain failure."           Suspended by four heavy chains descending from above, the subject hangs limply in a dimly lit chamber. The upper body remains human, that of an adult woman with closed eyes and an exhausted, lifeless expression. Her arms hang loosely at her sides while the chains appear attached around the shoulders and upper torso.           Below the waist, the body has transformed into a massive segmented aquatic tail covered in armored plates rather than human legs. Thin membranous fins extend from each side of the tail near the lower body, suggesting an aquatic adaptation. The tail curves downward onto the floor before extending behind the figure.           The surrounding space is nearly black, illuminated only by a soft pool of light centered on the restrained body, emphasizing isolation, confinement, and the tragic outcome of the prolonged experiment.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Another cream-colored notebook page continues the experimental patient records, documenting Patients #10 through #19. Each entry records survival duration, completion percentage, elemental affinity, and final outcome. Survival times range from six to twenty days, with completion rates increasing from ten to twenty percent.           Recorded outcomes include suicide, attempted escape followed by termination, brain failure, unknown causes, abnormal mutation, unresponsiveness, and termination. Several patients are listed as unavailable or "n/a."           Three newspaper clippings accompany the records. One headline, "Wild Angel Woman," reports hunters claiming to have encountered a winged young woman in the woods who leapt over treetops before disappearing. A torn newspaper fragment references authorities investigating disappearances. Near the bottom, another clipping titled "Mystery Animal Hunted" describes reports of a beast with lion-like legs and the head of a bull terrorizing livestock.           Together the page presents increasingly successful experimental milestones alongside growing reports of mythical creatures appearing in the outside world.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A lined notebook page lists Patients #16 through #27, documenting survival periods ranging from twenty-two to forty-one days with completion percentages increasing from twenty to thirty-five percent.           Each entry records an elemental designation—fire, water, air, or land—and outcomes including rage, nervous system failure, insanity, uncontrollable behavior, attempted escape, organ failure, suicide, heart failure, and termination.           A large newspaper obituary dominates the center-right of the page. Titled "Miss Anderson Called by Death," it reports the death of poet Gwendolyn Anderson while describing her growing obsession with shapeshifting and claims that she was "not a human being." The article concludes by mentioning an investigation into possible ties between her death and the mysterious Noumenon cult.           A smaller clipping near the bottom reports a local man murdering his family after believing his newborn possessed the foot of a goat.           The juxtaposition of clinical records and increasingly disturbing newspaper accounts implies the experimental program is affecting events far beyond the laboratory.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: This notebook page catalogs Patients #28 through #44, continuing the progression of experimental trials. Survival durations extend from thirty-eight to seventy-three days while completion percentages rise steadily from thirty to sixty percent.           Numerous patients remain unrecorded or marked "n/a," while documented cases list outcomes such as attempted escape, suicide, brain failure, nervous system failure, noncompliance followed by termination, seizures, and successful completion milestones.           Two detailed anatomical illustrations of a mechanical human eye appear along the right side of the page. One shows the exterior housing with exposed optic cables extending from the rear, while the second presents a cutaway revealing the artificial lens, iris mechanism, wiring, and internal sensor assemblies.           Two newspaper clippings appear near the bottom. One reports a three-headed dog attacking ducks in a public park, while another recounts several girls hospitalized after claiming they had been attacked by a winged woman.           The page suggests that increasingly advanced biological modifications are occurring alongside public sightings of impossible creatures.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A dark charcoal illustration portrays Patient #56, identified by a label reading: "Patient #56 – 84 days – unresponsive—terminated."           The subject sits slumped in a simple chair suspended by heavy chains attached above. The body combines human and animal features. A muscular humanoid torso supports a horned head with long curled ram horns extending sideways. The arms remain largely human but end in relaxed hands hanging beside the chair.           Below the waist, the anatomy has transformed into digitigrade mechanical-animal legs with exposed joints and hoof-like feet. The knees bend backward, emphasizing the hybrid construction. The figure's head hangs forward in apparent lifelessness, suggesting complete physical collapse.           The dim spotlight isolates the restrained body within an otherwise black chamber, conveying the grim final state of another failed experiment.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: This notebook page documents Patients #45 through #60, recording survival durations from seventy-six to one hundred days with completion percentages advancing from sixty to ninety percent.           Entries describe increasingly prolonged survival while noting outcomes including suicide, brain failure, infection, nervous system failure, noncompliance followed by termination, and several patients marked unavailable.           Along the right margin, the cropped torso of a human subject is visible. The figure's forearm has been replaced by an elaborate bronze-colored mechanical prosthetic ending in articulated clawed fingers, partially extending into the page from off-screen.           The combination of clinical data and visible prosthetic anatomy reinforces the impression that subjects are progressively integrating mechanical enhancements as completion percentages increase.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: The final notebook page records Patients #61 through #68, documenting survival times between one hundred and one hundred twenty days with completion percentages ranging from eighty-five to one hundred percent.           Several entries end in escape rather than termination. Patients #62, #63, #65, #66, and #67 are all recorded as having escaped after surviving between one hundred and one hundred twenty days. Patient #68 reached full completion before an attempted escape resulted in termination.           A newspaper clipping titled "C. Champlain Passes Away Then Disappears" reports the mysterious disappearance of financier C. B. E. Champlain's body following an unexplained operation, while mentioning suspected connections to Dr. Spencer Black and the Noumenon cult.           The page concludes the patient log by revealing that the later experimental subjects increasingly survived long enough to escape containment.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A charcoal illustration depicts Patient #62, identified by a label reading: "Patient #62 – 83 days – Alive."           Unlike previous restrained subjects, this figure stands upright while suspended by heavy chains attached above the shoulders. The upper torso remains recognizably human, with a bald head tilted upward and an alert facial expression suggesting awareness rather than unconsciousness.           Below the chest, the body transitions into an elongated segmented spine replacing the lower torso. The pelvis has been replaced by exposed skeletal structures leading into extremely thin digitigrade legs with elongated feet ending in sharp claws. Long skeletal forearms terminate in delicate clawed hands. Extending behind the figure is a lengthy segmented tail curling across the floor.           Unlike the previous patient illustrations labeled as terminated, this subject remains upright and visibly animated, emphasizing the note that Patient #62 is still alive despite the extensive transformation. The spotlight isolates the figure against a dark background, lending the scene an eerie sense of both survival and containment.]
        

      

      After the raid, Alphonse’s team was kept busy, repairing and restoring the patients they could help. When patients were stable, they were sent to safe houses—hidden homes they called sanctuaries. There the patients could heal until they could receive any additional necessary surgeries or be given “normal” prosthetics in the hope that they could lead a regular life and perhaps be reunited with their families.

      The safe houses were a highly guarded secret because Spencer didn’t believe in letting any of his creations go. He had a team dedicated to ensuring escapees didn’t survive.

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Dr. Werstone and the others involved with the rehabilitation at Caldwell had to keep their involvement secret. Many hospitals and doctors were on the wrong side of eugenics, and if word got out that Caldwell was granting sanctuary to the victims of that philosophy, Werstone would likely lose control of Caldwell, and all its patients would meet an unfortunate fate.

          

          2 A hundred years before our current technology, Denkel and Black had discovered stem cells and were studying their use. Professor Denkel remains a relatively unknown researcher, whose most notable achievements arose from his work on cellular growth.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1929

          

          AEGIS—THE PROTECTOR

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The candle and flame.

      

      

      At the foundry, Spencer created mechanical hybrids meant to menace, invoke fear, and wage war. He had spent a great deal of his time working on one in particular he called Aegis, or simply—the Protector.

      
        
        
        A primal central design—the core of our ancestry, the true origin of man.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      After the raid and fire at the foundry, most of Spencer’s work was destroyed, and he never rebuilt; however, some of the Exiles survived, and he still had what many believe was his greatest mechanical achievement, the Aegis.⁠1 It was the crown jewel of the Deus Ex Natura.

      Spencer approached the military with a proposition to deploy the Aegis in combat; he wanted to test and train it. He was contracted to use the Aegis in a live-fire combat field test. The exact location is unknown; however, it is believed to have been somewhere near Port-au-Prince, Haiti, as part of an ongoing operation during the Banana Wars. Operation Forest Bell was reported to be an absolute failure:

      
        
        When we first saw that devil creature, we were silent. We had heard that the Americans had a secret weapon, but we never believed it. This thing was some kind of demon. Its head was covered with a hood, and it was tied and chained to the deck of a trailer that we off-loaded from the truck. There was a man who was in charge of it, an American colonel.

        I was ordered to unchain the thing when the sun went down—they said it was sensitive to light. So when the sky was good and dark, we got to work.

        I began to untie the leather straps first; then, at the American’s command, I pulled off the hood. I almost fainted, I was so frightened. It had a man’s face. A goddamned man. It didn’t move. It was asleep or something. We continued untying, and then we unlocked the chains—long, heavy chains. Its skin was black, and there were metal parts all over, like armor. It had black machinelike wings and a massive tail.

        When the restraints were removed, it didn’t move. The colonel told us to stand back, and then he gave a whistle and the thing rose as though there was a thundercloud that shook it awake. It made a terrible and unnatural sound. It rushed past the colonel and vanished in the darkness. I didn’t realize what had happened until the colonel fell to the ground in two separate pieces.

      
        Before we knew how to react, the thing came back. In one movement, three of us fell. I jumped into some rocks and bushes and covered my head. Everyone was killed. There were twenty-three of us. I didn’t move for hours, until I knew it was gone. It wasn’t until the morning when I saw what the thing had done . . . and how my team died.

        ANONYMOUS SOLDIER

      

      

      

      Operation Forest Bell was the only known time any of Spencer’s experiments were used in a sanctioned military exercise. It was determined unstable and not ready for combat.

      Dr. Black was not discouraged by the performance of the Aegis; he believed it did its work well. What became of the Aegis is not known. Most people believe it returned to the Noumenon, a loyal soldier.

      
        
        My Son,

      

      
        You do not command the sword of Damocles. The days of capitulation have passed.

      

      
        
        —S.

      

      

      

      Although it was never proven, it is widely believed that Spencer burned down the Caldwell Asylum in 1929 in retaliation for the raid on his foundry. It was clear that he tried to kill his son and his accomplices. The attack on Alphonse was unsuccessful, as he escaped. Police investigators launched a brief manhunt for all the patients who went missing, but after only two days of searching, they declared Alphonse Black to have died or fled the area.

      Most of the asylum was destroyed in the fire and never rebuilt. The insane-asylum culture faded in time, and many of the buildings were abandoned, repurposed, or destroyed. Some of the Caldwell Asylum’s structure remained intact until 1973, when it was razed to make room for a new development. There are architectural tombs like Caldwell all over the United States; now many of these ruins of America’s past have become attractions for tour groups, ghost hunters, or anyone with an interest in the macabre.

      Alphonse and his team resumed their practice of assisting the victims of Spencer Black. It is likely that Alphonse sought refuge in one of the sanctuaries with other survivors of the Caldwell fire, including his nurse, Alice Ross. There have been reports that he established a private zoo that was not open to the public. Instead of a traditional zoo, the brick buildings, overgrown with lush exotic plants, were home to more than just interesting animals.

      
        
        My father made one last effort to kill me in a conflagration—the culmination of his love. I suppose he should be glad I am alive. Isn’t that a testimony to his success? Am I not the Sleepless Man?

      
        I have a new home. A place where the lost are truly welcome, not fodder for the beast. My zoo is a home for those who find life unbearable elsewhere.

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Aegis has many meanings. Typically interpreted to mean “protection” or “shield,” it has interesting roots in mythology, where Spencer derived many of his references. It was a thundercloud where Zeus kept his lightning; it was also a protective cloak made from goatskin. The Aegis of Athena is referred to in several places in the Iliad: “It produced a sound as from a myriad roaring dragons.”

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1933–1946

          

          THE NEW BEGINNING

        

      

    

    
      
        
        It shall be a sudden hailstorm upon the earth, sweeping through the valleys and soaring through the sky.

      

      

      With the destruction of the foundry, Spencer had to relocate the production of Adonis Nouveau’s products. He rented or bought small storehouses, unused carriage houses, any space that was available and discreet.

      He completed a compound that had permanent mutagenic properties—something that could change someone organically. Deus Ex Natura was only the first stage of Spencer’s plan. He had finally found a way to change the form of a human before it was born, but he needed the Noumenon and the Deus Ex Natura program to protect his work, to protect his garden. Though most of the Exiles created through Deus Ex Natura either failed or were destroyed, it is believed that some survived and were used for this purpose.

      
        
        
        My store is the flower, my products are the pollen, and my customers are the bees who float from meadow to meadow. The seeds will flourish; the flowers will bloom. They will be watched over and protected until that great day arrives.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer devoted all his efforts toward a new drug. He hosted extravagant black-tie events for affluent leaders and scientists at the atrium. He promised that his new drug could alter a person’s offspring and remove undesirable traits. If Spencer’s tonic worked, then women could simply drink it and dream about grandchildren with strong bones and beautiful skin. No one knew what Spencer was actually doing.

      The drug was released in the spring of 1937 with the additional promise of a relaxed and pleasant pregnancy, in addition to healthy children. The expectant parents had no idea the drug was the key component of the most advanced and disturbing medicinal tonic ever created. Spencer called it Evelyn.

      
        
          [image: An Art Nouveau–style vintage advertisement features Evelyn, a glamorous winged woman seated on a stone pedestal. She has long flowing hair, large black bat-like wings spread behind her, and holds a stemmed glass filled with a red drink. The headline at the top reads, “Go where you have always belonged.” Her name, “Evelyn,” appears prominently above her, framed by flowers and an ornamental emblem. Decorative scrollwork borders the illustration. Advertising text at the bottom promotes a product “specially designed to calm and relax the nerves,” claiming it helps users “take control of your future, pleasure, and quality of life” and is “recommended by doctors everywhere.” The advertisement is attributed to Adonis Nouveau Druggists.]
        

      

      
        
        
        Evelyn is as though time and thought were suspended in equal measure in a lake of clear water. One can swim in and around it, unencumbered, unfettered, and without care.

        ALISA MALEY, THE HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN PHARMACY (THORTON HOUSE PRESS, 1955)

      

      

      

      Evelyn was a thick, orange-colored tonic sold in a small translucent bottle. Its reputation for making the user relaxed and clear in thought spread quickly. Though there has not been any chemical analysis of the drug, users of Evelyn claimed it made you see yourself for what you really were.

      Dr. Black sold it to the public with every intention of exposing the entire world to it and ending the traditional human design.

      Chemically, Evelyn was a mutagen.⁠1 It was designed to lie dormant for a hundred years. During that sleeper time, Evelyn would pass to all the offspring of each generation. When Evelyn activated, the host would change into some kind of creature. Spencer called the process Incubated Evolution.

      When Evelyn fully manifested, each host would experience a radical transformation into their respective creature, gaining heightened animallike abilities, hollow bones, increased lung capacity, altered skin texture, fur, feathers, claws, the ability to breathe underwater, and other unique developments.

      These changes would continue until the host was no longer human.

      According to Alphonse, the transformations would begin simultaneously all over the world.⁠2 Hosts would be overcome with an irresistible urge to migrate. Exactly where they would go, or why, is not understood. Spencer wanted the new generation—“his progeny”—to inherit the world as a pure-born species. Though these were not his biological children, Spencer thought of himself as the godfather of these future generations.

      
        
        As the caterpillar changes into a butterfly, so will the progeny. Like the monarch who migrates to a home it has never seen or the sea turtle who knows its birthplace from the other side of the ocean, the progeny won’t know where they are going, but they will know the way.

        They will emerge as the cicada emerges from the ground, shed their skin, and claim what is theirs. It shall be a sudden hailstorm upon the earth, sweeping through the valleys and soaring through the sky. It will pound the ground and swell in the ocean, and all will marvel.

      
        God does not intend man to fly; man alone intends it. The truth is a weapon held by the timid yet forged by the bold.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Spencer had been selling Evelyn for several years to the public before he disappeared around 1946. However unexpected, his vanishing act was clearly intentional. Like the prophet of nature’s evolution that Spencer was, he fulfilled his role in the cycle—the parent reproduced.⁠3 It is difficult to know exactly why he vanished. World War II negatively affected the business, as many of the raw materials needed were dedicated to the war effort, and the ability to ship product both domestically and abroad decreased significantly. As a result, Adonis Nouveau closed its doors in 1944.

      Alphonse didn’t learn about how sinister Evelyn was until it was too late—Spencer was gone. Even if Alphonse had found his father, that would not undo the fact that thousands of women had taken Evelyn, and countless bottles had been shipped all over the world.

      
        
        
        When we found out about Evelyn, it was as though God had said with his own mouth, “There is no hope.”

        ALPHONSE BLACK

      

      

      

      After the war, wild stories about Adonis Nouveau quickly spread through Philadelphia, then through Pennsylvania, and eventually throughout the United States. Officials tried to dispel these rumors, but they were too powerful. Urban myths about ghosts, lost children hiding in the shadows, and, of course, the clinic carry on.

      People still believe the Noumenon live in abandoned buildings or tunnels under the city and creep out at night. Some say they run carnivals that tour the country. People believe that mechanical creatures from Deus Ex Natura are still around and that Spencer never halted the program. Their mission, with or without Spencer, was always to see his vision of Evelyn fulfilled.

      It’s rumored that the Noumenon train whistle still blows, and if you need it, if you’re in the right town at the right time, you might get a chance to escape the world.

      
        
        
        In the end, there is no salvation for the innocent, for there are no innocent. Hold tight and give praise to death when she arrives. Pray that she takes you from the devil’s door.

        SPENCER BLACK

      

      

      

      Excerpt from the transcript of a recording of Alphonse Black, August 7, 1966:

      
        
        When the progeny are born, we will be ready. I hope that my voice is carried through this recording. Into your secret world—your faraway place.

      

      

      
        
        The End

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Years before the discovery of DNA, Spencer was working in a field that would have required extensive knowledge of it and its manipulation.

          

          2 Simultaneous emergence was an attempt to emulate the cicada as a way to increase survival. Spencer wrote often about his admiration for the cicada and other morphological species. When cicadas emerge, every thirteen or seventeen years depending on the species, they overpower the skies with numbers. They have no self-defense mechanisms; their only protection is that birds can’t eat all of them before they mate. It is believed Spencer used a circadian rhythm as a survival strategy because the progeny would be unable to defend themselves for the first week or two of their transformation.

          

          3 There are claims that Adonis Nouveau is still active and continues to supply pharmaceutical drugs to the public. There have been investigations into this: In 1973 the FBI raided a warehouse, searching for what the newspapers called “an illegal apothecary.” There were no arrests.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      Presented here is the book Deus Ex Natura. It is a collection of the intended Exile designs in their final stage of completion. The illustration plates are organized by four primary elements: Earth, Wind, Water, and Fire. The designs are ambitious, and yet this was not the final stage of Dr. Black’s ultimate goal.

      
        
          [image: A title page titled “Deus Ex Natura” bears the subtitle “On the study and practice of science when applied to the human body concerning advanced extremities:” Centered below is a diagram of a standing human figure overlaid with a series of intersecting geometric circles, reminiscent of a Vitruvian study of anatomy and proportion. Beneath the illustration is a vertical hierarchy reading “Order of the Guard,” “Fledgling,” “Disciple of Epoch,” and “Exile.” At the bottom of the page, a final line reads: “The silent have no audience.”]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: A decorative page titled “Earth” is headed by the verse: “Committed from Clay—Born of the Firmament / A gift to the Sky—Friend to Water / Mentor to Wind—Mother of Fire.” At the center, a horned, satyr-like figure emerges from and is entwined within curling vines and branches that fill an ornate rectangular frame. Along the right margin, a quotation reads, “There is a kind of sadness that can only exist between human beings.” At the bottom, five numbered aphorisms encourage acceptance of change, the world, mortality, and death, ending with “Do not fear death. It is life that shows its teeth.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BELLATOR – PLATE 1” depicts a humanoid body fitted with mechanical augmentations. Copper-colored armored components replace portions of the skull, neck, forearms, hands, knees, lower legs, and feet, while additional implanted plates appear across the chest and torso. Eleven numbered callouts identify major prosthetic components, with a key listing parts such as the cranial case plate, clavicle transfer arm, sternum transfer, lateral forearm plate, outer rotary access, femur animalia, cruciate plate, knee rotary hub, dorsal leg plate, forearm ridge, and temporal receptor plate. Several stamps mark the page “DECEASED” and “FAILURE,” with a dated notation suggesting the subject was unsuccessful.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BELLATOR – PLATE 2” illustrates the skeletal structure and mechanical framework of a Bellator. A human skeleton is integrated with numerous engineered transfer arms, rotary hubs, support plates, and receptor housings throughout the skull, spine, shoulders, pelvis, limbs, hands, and feet. Forty numbered callouts identify the skeletal and mechanical components, with a key listing structures such as the cranial ridge, clavicle transfer arm, sternum radial case, humeral transfer arm, iliac support, femur transfer cases, condyle connection hub, tibialis plate, thoracic transfer case, furculum hub, temporal receptor plate, and temporal receptor leads. A handwritten number appears near the lower right margin, while a vertical quotation along the page edge reads: “Know your Hatred—Know your Anger—Know your Virtue—Know your Poison—Know your Cruelty—Know your Purpose—Let waters be still.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BELLATOR – PLATE 3” illustrates the muscular anatomy of a Bellator with integrated mechanical implants. The exposed musculature of the face, neck, chest, abdomen, arms, and thighs is shown surrounding implanted structural plates and transfer mechanisms at the skull, shoulders, wrists, hips, knees, and lower legs. Thirty-seven numbered callouts identify muscles and engineered components, with the key listing structures including the frontalis, temporalis, trapezius, pectoralis major, deltoid, brachialis, biceps, brachioradialis, rectus abdominis, sartorius, rectus femoris, vastus medialis, pronator teres, thoracic radial sensor, pectoralis radial sensor, clavicle transfer arm, cranial case plate, temporal receptor plate, cruciate plate, and digitorum transfer receptor. A handwritten catalog number appears near the lower left corner.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BELLATOR – PLATE 4” presents the rear view of a Bellator's skeletal and mechanical framework. The skull, spine, shoulders, pelvis, arms, and legs are reinforced by transfer arms, induction chambers, support housings, rotary hubs, and receptor leads. Thirty-three numbered callouts identify the anatomical and mechanical structures, with the key listing components such as the cranial spine ridge, occipital spine plate, clavicle transfer arm, induction chambers, humeral transfer lever, iliac support, thoracic transfer, scapula transfer, auditory receptor, temporal receptor leads, calcanei rotary hub, metatarsal ground plate, and condyle connection hub. Along the right margin, a quotation reads: “We are self destructive souls. We will never respect ourselves until we become who we really are.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BELLATOR – PLATE 5” illustrates the posterior muscular anatomy of a Bellator with integrated mechanical components. The musculature of the neck, shoulders, back, arms, hips, and legs is exposed while mechanical housings, transfer receptors, induction cases, and sensor assemblies remain embedded throughout the body. Twenty-eight numbered callouts identify muscles and engineered structures, with the key listing the trapezius, deltoid, teres major, latissimus dorsi, triceps, biceps, gluteus medius, gluteus maximus, semitendinosus, semimembranosus, gracilis, iliotibial band, lumbar aponeurosis, sternomastoid, auditory receptor, temporal receptor leads, trapezial induction housing, primary induction case, and secondary induction case. The illustration is presented in the style of a detailed anatomical reference plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “CAULOPHYLLUM – PLATE 1” depicts a human upper body joined at the waist to a mechanical, dinosaur-like lower body with digitigrade legs and a long segmented tail ending in a sharp spine. Copper-colored articulated plates and rotary joints connect the human torso to the mechanical pelvis and tail. Nine numbered callouts identify major mechanical components, with a key listing the sacral apex joining transfer, lumbar articulator plate, caudal articulator plate, caudal spike, tarsometatarsus case, phalanx claw, carpus rotary, condyle connection hub, and glenoid rotary drive. Handwritten notes at the top describe the outcomes of eighteen subjects, and the page is stamped “DECEASED.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “NERIUM – PLATE 1” depicts a hybrid creature with the head and upper torso of a young child emerging from the front of a heavily armored quadrupedal body. Large overlapping armor plates cover the back and continue into a long segmented tail. The mechanical forelimbs and hind limbs end in sharp articulated claws. Nine numbered callouts identify the major structural components, with a key listing the lumbar armor plate, levator plate, scutali plate, tarsometatarsus case, phalanx claw, metacarpal armored plate, carpus rotary hub, outer rotary support, and cranial plate. The page bears a red “DECEASED” stamp and is subtitled “NERIUM OLEANDER.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “GENEVIUM – PLATE 1” presents front and rear views of a reinforced human skeleton fitted with large ram-like horns and mechanical support structures across the shoulders, clavicles, sternum, and upper spine. Eleven numbered callouts identify the horn plates, cervical support plate, ribs, transverse thoracic span, costal support span, scapula transfer relay lead, posterior clavicle anchor, sternum transfer case, and clavicle support arm. At the right, three comparison figures show the progression from an unmodified human to an intermediate horned form with mechanical legs and tail, and finally to a fully transformed horned figure standing on elongated digitigrade mechanical limbs. A handwritten note in the margin reads, “There is a calm and quiet wind in the small things.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A study illustration depicts the upper body of a nude human figure whose head is cropped above the mouth. The left forearm ends in an elaborate copper-colored mechanical gauntlet with articulated fingers tipped in claw-like points. At the upper left are two cutaway diagrams of a mechanical eyeball showing its internal lenses, wiring, and optical components. Along the left side of the page is a manifesto reading: “We are not lost. We are not hidden. We are not dead. We are not slaves. We are not defeated. Our eyes are not blind. Our ears are not deaf. Our hands are not bound. Our voices are not mute. Our minds are not melancholy. Our hearts are not cold. We are Human.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “BRUGMANSIA – PLATE 8” illustrates the progressive replacement of a human forearm and hand with an articulated mechanical limb ending in long retractable claws. Across the top, eight sequential figures show the transformation from a natural arm to increasingly mechanical forms. A large cross-sectional illustration at the right reveals the muscles, tendons, blood vessels, wrist mechanism, and extended claw assembly. Two smaller diagrams at the bottom demonstrate the mechanism by which the claws extend and retract from the fingertips. Eighteen numbered callouts identify anatomical and mechanical structures, including muscles, tendons, carpal housings, rotary flanges, phalanges, receptor links, and the retractable claw mechanism.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A page presents two anatomical studies of a bald human figure with portions of the skin removed to reveal mechanical structures integrated into the body. The upper figure shows the chest opened to expose ribs surrounding a mechanical heart connected to blood vessels and engineered components. The lower study reveals the side of the head and neck, exposing layered musculature, wiring, structural supports, and mechanical assemblies beneath the skin. At upper left, a quotation reads: “Our skin lay over our bones aged, dried, and melancholy. We live not for our body but instead for our passion.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “SANGUINARIA CANADENSIS – PLATE 9” depicts a human figure extensively integrated with mechanical prosthetic systems. Copper-colored structural plates reinforce the skull, neck, chest, spine, pelvis, forearms, hands, hips, knees, and lower legs, while the fingers end in long articulated claws. Portions of the musculature remain visible on one side of the body, contrasting with the mechanical framework on the other. Twenty-eight numbered callouts identify major implants and transfer systems, including cranial plates, receptor leads, clavicular and sternal supports, lumbar stabilizers, iliac rotary components, brachial mechanisms, and digit transfer assemblies. A “DECEASED” stamp appears across the upper portion of the page.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “TELLUM – PLATE 1” depicts a human body transformed into a quadrupedal creature. The subject crawls on elongated mechanical forelimbs and hind limbs ending in clawed feet, while a long segmented tail extends from the back of the skull. Mechanical harnesses reinforce the shoulders, pelvis, wrists, knees, and spine. Nine numbered callouts identify components including the cranial whip, whip levator harness, phalanges, digitorum transfer case, posterior radius, metatarsal armor plate, plantar tarsal control arm, caudal whip, and primary induction chamber. A large diagonal stamp reads “FAILURE,” and a handwritten note at the lower right states: “Science only allows us to see the smallest of nature’s dust—like catching the light of an extinguished fire.” Across the top margin, a quotation reads: “Hatred like a flower grows. I know what it will bring with its blooms and sweet scent; It was I who sowed the seed. It was I who cultivated the garden.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “TELLUM – PLATE 2” illustrates the skeletal anatomy of a Tellum. A modified human skeleton is fitted with a segmented cranial whip extending from the skull, elongated digitigrade legs, clawed feet, extended forearms, and numerous mechanical transfer brackets, rotary hubs, and control plates integrated into the limbs and pelvis. Forty-five numbered callouts identify both skeletal elements and engineered mechanisms, including the temporal receptor module, occipital spike levator, posterior humerus, digitorum transfer case, femur-iliac control plate, condyle rotator, tibia transfer, metacarpals, clavicle, sternum transfer case, cranial whip, and frontal plate. The page is stamped “DECEASED.”]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “TELLUM – PLATE 3” presents the muscular anatomy of a Tellum. The exposed musculature of the face, neck, shoulders, torso, arms, and thighs surrounds integrated mechanical transfer cases, receptors, and actuator housings. A segmented whip extends from the back of the skull, continuing down the spine into a long tail. Thirty-six numbered callouts identify muscles and prosthetic structures, including the temporalis, sternomastoid, trapezius, pectoralis major, deltoid, triceps, serratus, brachialis, rectus abdominis, sartorius, biceps, masseter, temporal receptor module, temporal receptor lead, whip actuator, tibia transfer, calcanei rotary hub, and caudal whip.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “TELLUM – PLATE 4” shows the posterior skeletal and mechanical anatomy of a Tellum. The skull, spine, ribs, pelvis, arms, and legs are reinforced by articulated transfer arms, induction chambers, support plates, rotary hubs, and control mechanisms, while a segmented cranial whip curves outward from the back of the skull and continues as a long tail. Forty-one numbered callouts identify the skeletal elements and prosthetic systems, including the whip actuator case, temporal receptor module, posterior humerus rotary, scapula control arm, iliac support, tibia transfer case, femur control rod, lumbar armor plate, posterior scapula tensioner, primary induction chamber, mandibula, and parietal stabiliser plate.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A scientific anatomical plate labeled “TELLUM – PLATE 5” illustrates the posterior muscular anatomy of a Tellum. Muscles of the head, neck, shoulders, back, arms, hips, and legs are shown surrounding integrated mechanical housings, induction chambers, receptor leads, and transfer systems. A segmented cranial whip descends from the skull and continues along the spine into the tail. Thirty-four numbered callouts identify muscles and mechanical components including the temporalis, masseter, trapezius, deltoid, biceps, latissimus dorsi, brachioradialis, gluteus medius, gluteus maximus, iliotibial band, semitendinosus, lumbar aponeurosis, triceps, sternomastoid, occipital lead relay, actuator casing, and primary induction chamber. A handwritten signature appears near the lower left margin.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: A cream-colored page titled "Water" presents a symbolic illustration representing the water element. Beneath a short poetic passage describing water as the giver of life, sanctuary of the ancients, mirror of the stars, servant to earth, balance of fire, and benefactor to wind, a grayscale drawing depicts a nude feminine figure curled into a fetal position within a rectangular frame. Her body blends seamlessly into long, flowing strands resembling underwater kelp, river grasses, or hair drifting in a current. These ribbon-like tendrils wrap around her torso and trail outward, filling the frame with graceful movement. The composition evokes both a human form and an aquatic spirit suspended in water. A final line of text at the bottom speaks of a careful listener hearing "the chill from the dying—the call of death, the passage to freedom."]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical plate labeled "Leviathan – Majalis – Plate 1" depicts a hybrid aquatic humanoid viewed in three-quarter profile. The figure has the upper body of an adult woman with pale skin and a bald head sprouting several short dorsal spines from the scalp. Bronze-colored mechanical plates and harnesses reinforce the shoulders, forearms, hips, and torso. Her forearms end in elongated clawed hands.           Below the waist, the body transitions into two long, intertwined serpentine tails covered in segmented orange and green scales. Membranous fins extend from the hips and lower tail, while sharp dorsal fins protrude from the back and tail. A numbered legend identifies the anatomical and mechanical components, including cranial ferrum, auditory enhancer, pelvic fins, dorsal armor plates, caudal fins, and branchia regulator. Handwritten notes and identification markings appear along the page margins, reinforcing the appearance of a scientific field illustration documenting a fictional marine species.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: This anatomical study shows the skeletal structure of the Leviathan Majalis. The hybrid skeleton retains a humanoid skull, rib cage, spine, arms, and pelvis, but the lower body has transformed into two extremely long segmented tails rather than legs. Thin fin supports project from the shoulders, hips, forearms, and tails. Numerous numbered labels identify bones, mechanical housings, neural cables, transfer controls, fin spines, and articulated skeletal components. The illustration resembles a nineteenth-century anatomical plate documenting the internal skeletal framework of an imagined aquatic humanoid species.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A muscular anatomical study presents the Leviathan Majalis with its musculature exposed. The humanoid upper body displays carefully rendered muscle groups across the face, neck, shoulders, chest, abdomen, and arms. Mechanical joints and control mechanisms remain visible around the hips and elbows, while the lower body becomes two heavily segmented muscular tails that coil downward. Long fin rays extend from the shoulders and tails like delicate skeletal wings. A numbered legend identifies muscles, receptors, actuator housings, neural cables, gluteal muscles, abdominal muscles, and transfer mechanisms, giving the page the appearance of a detailed biological and mechanical dissection.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Labeled "Leviathan – Majalis – Plate 4 (sans digitorum transfer)," this illustration depicts a completed aquatic hybrid from the side. The figure retains a human female upper torso with pale skin, while rows of bony dorsal spines extend from the skull and down the spine. Large membranous fins project from the forearms, hips, and tail. Below the waist, the body becomes two long armored tails covered in overlapping scales that twist around one another before ending in broad fin blades. A small legend identifies components such as cranial ferrum, pelvic fins, dorsal armor, caudal fins, temporal receptor plates, and fin rotors. The sparse composition emphasizes the elegant, streamlined profile of the fully realized creature.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical plate titled "Leviathan – Sempervirens – Plate 1" illustrates a more extreme marine hybrid. The upper body remains largely human, although bronze mechanical housings reinforce the ribs, pelvis, and torso. From the waist emerges a mass of thick octopus-like tentacles instead of legs. The tentacles vary in color from orange to green and purple, each covered in segmented armored plates and lined with suction cups or vent-like structures. Several tentacles coil outward in different directions, filling the lower half of the page. A numbered legend labels branchia regulators, rotor housings, hectocotylus actuators, suction vents, abdominal inductors, and related mechanical adaptations. A faded red stamp and handwritten marginal note further reinforce the appearance of a scientific archive documenting experimental marine evolution.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: This plate presents two views of Leviathan Maculatum, one from the front and one from the back. Both figures possess a human female upper body that transitions into a long, armored fish-like tail covered in broad overlapping scales. Thin membranous fins extend from the hips, spine, and tail, supported by delicate skeletal rays. Bronze mechanical plates reinforce the skull, neck, shoulders, hips, and spine, while additional numbered labels identify cranial plates, branchia regulators, pelvic fins, dorsal armor, fin actuators, and thoracic armor. A faded "DECEASED" stamp overlays the lower left of the page, suggesting this particular specimen did not survive.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A comparative anatomical plate shows two side-view skeletal studies of a heavily modified humanoid. The left figure consists primarily of a human skull and elongated vertebral column reinforced with numerous bronze mechanical braces. Long blade-like dorsal spines project outward along the back, creating the appearance of fins or defensive armor. The right figure shows a more complete upper skeleton, including ribs, clavicles, pelvis, and partial wings supported by long fin rays. Mechanical components reinforce the skull, jaw, spine, pelvis, and thoracic cage. Small inset diagrams at the bottom illustrate vertebral joints and spinal mechanisms in greater detail. A numbered legend identifies cranial receptors, sonic amplifiers, vertebral supports, armor plates, cervical ferrums, and other fictional biomechanical components.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical cutaway of a human head illustrates an elaborate fictional biomechanical nervous system. The left side of the skull has been removed to expose the brain, where numerous bronze-colored mechanical devices are embedded into different regions and connected by colored cables resembling nerves. One large circular device sits near the center of the brain while smaller triangular modules attach to surrounding tissue. Additional mechanisms reinforce the jaw, cheekbones, temporal region, and throat, including a hinged mechanical mandible fitted with sharp artificial teeth. Two smaller diagrams at the bottom demonstrate the opening and closing range of the modified jaw. A numbered legend identifies components such as spectral distributors, sonar amplifiers, osmotic stress inhibitors, motion controls, temporal receptors, sonic processors, and mandibular levers, presenting the page as a detailed study of an imagined neurological enhancement system.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: A decorative illustration titled "Wind" presents the element as a graceful mythical figure emerging from swirling currents of air. Centered on the page is a framed panel containing a winged humanoid with the lower body of a bird of prey. The figure has a human torso and arms, a stern, focused face, broad feathered wings raised in motion, powerful taloned legs, and layered tail feathers. Long ribbon-like streams curl around the body and wings, forming flowing spirals that evoke wind currents or drifting clouds. The ribbons extend beyond the figure, filling the upper half of the framed composition with sweeping organic movement while the lower portion trails into loose curls.           Above the illustration, the heading reads "Wind" followed by the inscription: "The Invincible—The Ever Present—Guardian of the Stars—Paramour of Water—Ally of Fire—Servant of Earth." Beneath the illustration is another passage that reads: "Memories are passed on little by little, they never disappear—they cannot. Who you are cannot die unless you die with it." The overall composition resembles an illuminated manuscript or mythological field guide, combining delicate graphite-style artwork with ornamental typography on an aged parchment background.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical concept sheet titled "Aos Sí – Plate 1" presents front and rear views of a fairy-like humanoid. The pale, nude figure stands upright with delicate mechanical enhancements at the shoulders, chest, hips, knees, and wrists. Four large insect-like wings extend symmetrically from the back, each composed of thin articulated frames supporting translucent membranes that resemble butterfly or dragonfly wings. The lower illustration shows the same figure from behind, revealing the wing mounting structure and exposed biomechanical framework along the spine. Small poetic passages appear across the page, including the line, "So many beautiful flowers. From the dust is where we come. From the quilts of Earth, curious fingers hunting for sun."]
        

      

      
        
          [image: This anatomical plate depicts a female humanoid standing in profile with extensive biomechanical augmentations replacing portions of her skeleton and limbs. Bronze-colored mechanical plates reinforce the skull, shoulders, sternum, forearms, hips, knees, lower legs, and feet. Her elongated feet end in powerful clawed digits resembling those of a large bird of prey. Cable-like control rods run from the shoulders down the back of the legs, suggesting external actuation systems. Twenty-one numbered labels identify fictional anatomical components such as cranial plates, humeral transfers, iliac rotary hubs, metatarsal armor plates, tibial transfers, and digitorum transfer cases. Handwritten notes appear in the page margin, giving the illustration the appearance of an annotated laboratory specimen.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A skeletal anatomical study of the Wolfsbane hybrid shows the internal framework of the modified humanoid. The skull, rib cage, spine, pelvis, arms, and legs are carefully rendered while numerous mechanical joints, transfer housings, stabilizers, and armored vertebral components are integrated throughout the skeleton. The feet terminate in long grasping talons. Forty-one numbered labels identify fictional biomechanical structures including cervical spine armor, humeral transfers, iliac supports, calcanei actuators, furculum actuators, mandibular anchors, and temporal receptors. The page resembles a nineteenth-century scientific anatomical plate documenting an experimental species.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: This muscular anatomical study reveals the exposed musculature of the Wolfsbane specimen while retaining the same biomechanical framework shown in previous plates. Detailed muscles of the face, neck, chest, abdomen, shoulders, arms, and thighs are labeled alongside mechanical transfer hubs and actuator cables. The figure stands in profile with bird-like lower legs and clawed feet. Thirty-nine numbered callouts identify muscles and fictional prosthetic components including brachialis, deltoids, quadriceps transfer receptors, tibial transfers, pectoral sensors, clavicular lever arms, and temporal sensor leads. A vertical quotation printed along the left margin references quiet revolt and victory in the corporeal battlefield.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A completed Wolfsbane hybrid is shown from behind with large bat-like wings fully extended. The pale humanoid female has mechanical joints mounted at the shoulders that support four long articulated wing spars covered by thin translucent membranes. Bronze mechanical reinforcements line the spine, hips, forearms, knees, and ankles, while clawed feet provide an avian appearance. A numbered legend identifies twenty-one anatomical and mechanical features such as wing fasciae, retrice spines, wing anchor hubs, occipital plates, calcanei rods, and furculum arms. The expansive wings dominate the composition, stretching nearly the full width of the page.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: This skeletal profile study illustrates the internal framework supporting the Wolfsbane's flight apparatus. The figure is shown in side view with exposed skull, ribs, pelvis, and mechanical shoulder assemblies that anchor partially constructed wing spars extending behind the body. Numerous transfer housings, armor plates, actuator vents, digitorum receptors, and skeletal reinforcements are identified by thirty-seven numbered labels. The illustration emphasizes how the wing mechanism integrates into the vertebral column and shoulder girdle.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A muscular rear three-quarter view of the Wolfsbane hybrid displays the musculature supporting the shoulder-mounted wing mechanism. The back, shoulders, arms, and gluteal muscles are carefully rendered while exposed mechanical wing joints remain attached to the upper spine. The lower legs retain elongated avian proportions ending in clawed feet. Thirty-one numbered labels identify muscles including trapezius, latissimus dorsi, deltoids, gluteus maximus, semimembranosus, brachioradialis, temporalis, and several fictional prosthetic components. A quotation printed along the left margin references maintaining understanding despite humanity's ignorance.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: Viewed from behind, this anatomical plate focuses on the intricate mechanical architecture embedded within the upper torso. The spine is flanked by large gear assemblies, reduction drives, actuator housings, and transmission mechanisms mounted between the shoulder blades. The rib cage, pelvis, and upper limbs remain skeletal while the mechanical systems dominate the back. Twenty-eight numbered labels identify drive regulators, transfer levers, torque gears, reduction housings, radial transfer arms, thoracic lead systems, furculum arms, occipital receptors, and cranial plates. The illustration resembles an engineering blueprint combined with a skeletal dissection.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A muscular posterior anatomical study complements the previous engineering plate by showing how the biomechanical systems integrate beneath the muscles. The upper back, shoulders, neck, arms, and hips display realistic musculature wrapped around large gearboxes and articulated shoulder joints that connect to incomplete wing spars. Twenty-eight numbered labels identify muscles including sternomastoid, trapezius, teres major, latissimus dorsi, intercostals, adductor longus, and occipital receptors, alongside fictional mechanisms such as stabilizing inlet controls, equilibrium control units, and transfer leads.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A side-view skeletal reconstruction demonstrates an advanced winged humanoid designated "Alatus – Plate 1." The figure's skeleton includes reinforced shoulder mechanisms that support a massive feathered wing extending far beyond the body. The articulated wing framework consists of multiple hinged spars supporting dozens of long layered feathers, closely resembling the anatomy of a giant bird's wing. Mechanical joints connect the wing to the shoulder girdle and thoracic skeleton, while the lower body remains digitigrade with bird-like feet ending in talons. The page is largely uncluttered, allowing the enormous wing to dominate the composition.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A developmental study illustrates the gradual replacement of a human lower leg with progressively more advanced biomechanical prostheses. Six standing figures appear in sequence from left to right. The first depicts an unmodified human woman. Each successive figure shows additional mechanical replacement below the knee, beginning with simple prosthetic feet and advancing to increasingly digitigrade limbs with articulated joints and clawed toes. At the far right, a large cutaway illustration of the prosthetic lower leg reveals muscles, tendons, mechanical pivots, and internal actuator components integrated within the limb, emphasizing the progression from natural anatomy to complete biomechanical reconstruction.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: A decorative illustration titled "Fire" depicts the element as a dynamic mythical creature composed of flowing ribbons and intertwined animal forms. Within a rectangular frame, long flame-like tendrils twist around two griffin-like beasts with feathered wings, hooked beaks, and taloned feet. One creature curls downward while the other arches upward, their bodies entwined in a continuous spiral suggesting movement, transformation, and combustion. Above the illustration is the heading "Fire" with the inscription: "The Foundation of Life—God of Change—Messenger of the Stars—Servant to Water—Ally to Wind—Protector of Earth." A paragraph below speaks of rebuilding from destruction, beginning: "Torn into pieces to make one whole..." The artwork appears as an illuminated manuscript rendered in graphite tones on an aged parchment background.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical study titled "Aegis – Plate 1" depicts a nude humanoid hybrid standing front-facing with enormous bat-like wings fully extended behind the body. The figure has small horns, clawed hands and feet, a long segmented reptilian tail, and orange mechanical implants at the forearms, knees, ankles, and shoulders. Thin leader lines identify numbered anatomical features of the wing structure and skeletal modifications. A handwritten signature, a stamped "SURVIVED" mark, and catalog numbers reinforce the appearance of a scientific specimen plate printed on aged parchment.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical plate titled "Aegis – Plate 2" shows the skeletal structure of the Aegis creature in left profile. The skeleton includes a horned skull, elongated fingers ending in claws, a long segmented tail, digitigrade legs, and the internal framework supporting four expansive bat-like wings extending across most of the page. Dozens of numbered labels identify bones and mechanical components, accompanied by a detailed parts list in the lower right, giving the illustration the appearance of a technical anatomical blueprint.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical illustration titled "Aegis – Plate 3" presents the muscular anatomy of the Aegis creature in left profile. The figure displays exposed musculature over the torso, arms, and legs while the extended wing membranes and skeletal supports remain visible behind the body. Horns crown the head, a segmented tail trails behind, and claws replace the hands and feet. Numerous numbered callouts correspond to muscles and anatomical structures listed in a reference key, resembling a detailed medical illustration.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: A technical anatomical plate titled "Aegis – Plate 4" illustrates the Aegis skeletal system from the front. The horned skull, rib cage, elongated limbs, clawed hands and feet, and heavily segmented tail are shown in detail, with mounting points for wing structures visible behind the shoulders. More than thirty numbered labels identify skeletal and mechanical components, with a comprehensive reference list printed along the right side of the page. The drawing resembles a scientific catalog illustration on aged paper.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical study titled "Aegis – Plate 5" depicts the muscular anatomy of the horned Aegis creature from the front. Detailed musculature covers the torso and limbs while wing attachment mechanisms extend from the upper back. The figure has clawed hands and feet, a segmented reptilian tail, and exposed mechanical connection points integrated into the shoulders and hips. Numbered labels identify muscles and anatomical features, while handwritten notes in the margin reinforce the appearance of a research specimen.]
        

      

      
        
          [image: An anatomical plate titled "Aegis – Plate 6" presents the Aegis skeleton from the rear. The illustration emphasizes the complex skeletal supports anchoring the wings to the spine and shoulders, along with the segmented tail, clawed limbs, horned skull, and mechanical attachment points throughout the body. Thirty-six numbered labels identify bones and structural components listed in a detailed reference key along the left side. The image resembles an archival scientific illustration printed on parchment.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SHORT STORIES

          

        

      

    

    
      Spencer Black has inspired generations of artists, writers, and poets. Here are some samples of those works.

      
        
        
        Everything must end before it can begin again.

        S. BLACK
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            THE IMMORTAL ONES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Allen Wright

        Illustration by Sheila Halsey

      

      

      Alexander Goethe was accustomed to getting what he wanted. He had the determination required to win the hearts of his lovers or rally the passions of his friends. He was clear and vigilant, and that day he knew what he wanted. His task was simple: He needed to ask a doctor for treatment. He had the money. Born into a wealthy family, money was plentiful. He had all that he wanted—nearly all that anyone could have wanted. A collector of weapons, taxidermy, furniture, art, and anything beautiful or exquisite, Alexander Goethe was considered an arrived man.

      Aged fifty-four, unmarried and without children, Goethe was dying. Isolation, melancholy, anger, and pain were not enough to frighten him, and yet for the first time, the stalwart gentleman was frightened; death whispered to him. Every night he thought of it—what it might feel like, where his soul might go. There was no elixir, no doctor who could silence the voice of death in his mind. He had witnessed many of his colleagues and friends die, even those who drank the teas and listened to the counsel of witch doctors and sages. They spent fortunes only to be led by their doomed hand to the grave.

      Goethe had given up. He lost hope and strength. What else to do but fall into the soft grace of the Lord? Die at his feet and beg that he touch you; beg that he see who you could have been and, by his mercy, save you. It was in God’s church that Goethe learned about Dr. Spencer Black, “the Devil’s Surgeon.” The preacher warned about the doctor meddling in God’s world. He told the congregation that there are men who deal in the works of demons and perform the devil’s miracles; they raise the unholy from the grave and give them power and dominion over the earth. The God-fearing souls in the pews nodded and acknowledged this firm warning. They prayed and read from their books and sang hymns and praised God. Alexander Goethe rose from his bench and walked out of the house of the Lord in search of this doctor—the left hand of God.

      Dr. Black was a carnival man, a master of ceremonies, and a liar. He effortlessly controlled his raucous and uneven audience; he sold miracles to the dying.

      Alexander Goethe felt something for Dr. Black, something that he had not felt for another person in many years—admiration. He followed the doctor’s carnival for months. Show after show, he saw what he had wanted for himself, displayed onstage for everyone to see, evidence, compelling and undeniable: a man who was stabbed through the heart . . . and lived.

      After the doctor’s greatest show in Chicago, Goethe had seen all he needed to see. The final empirical proof—that which he had needed to witness—was an affront to the audience, and they rioted. They destroyed and burned everything they could because they did not understand. Goethe understood; he knew what he saw—beauty.

      Goethe found the traveling carnival in the wilderness after they fled the commotion in Chicago. Single-minded in his desire, he waited for the opportune time to approach Dr. Black. Like a soldier surrendering to an army, leaving his horse out of sight, he arrived on foot. He approached the camp while everyone was eating near the fire.

      “Good evening, sir,” he said to the man he had seen so often onstage. “I hope I am not intruding. I simply must say to you, Doctor, that I am quite impressed.”

      Spencer said nothing. Everyone looked suspiciously at the newcomer.

      “I am Alexander Goethe. I am a naturalist, much like yourself. I am a man of some standing, and I would like to retain your services.”

      Spencer smiled, a quick twitch of the face. He was stern and cold. “I am afraid my fee is too great,” he answered.

      Goethe was unconcerned. “Yes, naturally I understand. In my business, I sell products the public wants: soaps, clothing—common items. I do not do anything special. There is a difference between what someone wants and what they need.” He walked a few steps closer to Spencer and lowered his voice. “I will pay what one might expect a miracle to cost.”

      Spencer lowered his plate of food to the ground. “I do not offer immortality.” He looked over the fat, wealthy man carefully. “It isn’t that you cannot die or will never get old. It’s that I have made these experiences exceedingly difficult to achieve.” He smiled, thinking of his work. “Enduring Death.”

      “So there is a way?” Goethe’s eyes widened.

      Spencer continued his explanation. “The potential to rejuvenate necrotic tissue on a living form is not a mere matter of fiction; it is already a matter of science, and with my efforts, it is now a matter of course.”

      “It works, then?”

      Annoyed, Spencer said nothing. Goethe smiled. Spencer agreed to do the procedure. He waved his son, Alphonse, over to escort Goethe into their tent, then addressed the rest of the crew. “We’ll camp here another night; gather wood, hunt, and prepare for travel on the morrow.” The crew split up to gather provisions and prepare for the night. Spencer and Alphonse went into the tent to begin work.

      Spencer organized his instruments while Goethe inhaled large puffs from an opium pipe. Alphonse had been his father’s assistant for a few years and was familiar with the procedure. Similar work had been done to him, but it was more extensive and yielded greater results.

      When the work was complete, Alexander Goethe was sewn up and left to sleep. Early in the morning, when he woke, the camp was damp and cool. The light from the sun was just beginning to etch a little blue along the edges of the trees. Goethe walked from his tent to the dead fire, hoping there was some extra meat or soup to eat. He heard a slight groan from Dr. Black’s caravan. He moved a little closer and heard the groan again, a familiar sound of agony; it was immediately followed by a loud thump.

      The door was unlatched, so he pulled it open and whispered, “Ho there. Is all well?” He could scarcely make out the silhouette of a woman, moving a little, on the floor. The tragic figure must have fallen from her bed. She saw him at the door and tried to speak but managed only a low groan. Goethe lifted her up and placed her back on the bed.

      “You fell out of bed. Are you hurt? Can you talk?”

      She moaned in response.

      “Well, I apologize for the disturbance. Sleep well.” Before he could leave, she extended a weak arm and grabbed his hand. He stopped. In the darkness, she placed a piece of paper against his fingers. “All right, I’ll take this, then?” She closed his hand around the paper, making sure he left the caravan with it.

      Outside the sun had made progress, returning color to the landscape. Different shades of blue, green, purple, and orange were starting to appear. Goethe sat on the rocks by the firepit and examined what the woman had given him. It was an envelope that was wrinkled and aged. It looked like she had held on to it for a long time. There was no address or addressee. He opened the envelope and began to read.

      The brief note was addressed to any who might read it. It was a plea for help and mercy. A description of what had been done to her. Her organs being operated on dozens of times, her skin being cut and sewn and cut and sewn. The letter described surgeries on another girl, who had been transformed into a harpy. The words begged anyone who read them to end her misery and stop Dr. Black from harming anyone else.

      Goethe was immediately sick to his stomach. Stricken with both fear and the energy of a heroic man, he ran back to the caravan. The light had only slightly penetrated the darkness inside, but he was able to see slightly better. Opium ashes, jars with body parts, drawings and sketches hung on the walls. His voice warbled as he tried to speak.

      “Madam? Is it true? The letter you wrote?”

      She raised her hand to silence him. He spoke too loudly, too emphatically not to rouse alarm or concern those sleeping nearby. Goethe was overcome; he wasn’t able to think calmly. He was bearing witness to a terrible crime, and every nerve in him was shaking. He had long known that the doctor was neither moral nor decent. He forgave Spencer Black’s cruelty in exchange for his science. These crimes, however, were not forgivable. Goethe could see the burned woman more clearly now; the unrecognizable features of a human were starting to emerge in the dawn’s light. The abstracted horror that had reached him from the short note was now real and tangible—a woman who was reaching out to him.

      Suddenly, Goethe was grabbed from behind and pulled from the caravan. It was Dr. Black, furious and protective. “How dare you, man! How dare you enter my home!” Spencer screamed without restraint. He didn’t need to be discreet; they were in his wilderness, and there was none other to fear than him.

      Goethe was confused. “What have you done? What have you done to her?” Goethe had gained some courage. He held the letter up for Spencer to see as though he were showing him his future indictment before a court. “You’re a lunatic! Oh, God! What have you done to me?”

      Spencer quickly removed a hunting knife from his belt. He shoved Goethe against the caravan with his left arm, and with the right he plunged the blade deep into the center of Goethe’s chest, penetrating his heart. Goethe fell to the ground, writhing like an unearthed worm, clutching madly at the blade.

      Spencer watched him struggle. “When you wake in the morning, you will find that you are not dead. Then you will know what I have done to you.”

      Goethe’s eyes drifted back and up into his head, and he stopped moving. Spencer pulled the knife from his chest and the letter out of his hand. A soft whine whistled from inside the caravan. The woman knew what had transpired. A sad and defeated breath passed through her lips.
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      The rain was coming down hard that night, too hard for Grant to see clearly, too hard to think about anything but the treacherous road ahead. The tires were light on the road, and it was getting harder for him to keep control. The two teenagers had fallen in love during their junior year of high school. They would graduate this spring and would be married if they could stop arguing long enough to choose a date. Jane hadn’t spoken to Grant for nearly an hour. They had been arguing—again—but driving in the storm made her tense, and she closed up like a clam in a fisherman’s net. The way Grant drove, pitching the car, swerving around felled branches, accelerating around turns, made her nervous. She wouldn’t stay mad forever, but she had enough anger to last her until morning. Grant was too stubborn and too concerned about getting out of that godforsaken forest to pay her any mind.

      He repeated her accusation in his head: “You never listen!” What about the time you said we should leave the concert early, take a nice evening drive—didn’t I listen then? He looked over at Jane; her eyes were fixed on the outside—sheeting rain, lightning. She had stopped crying, but he knew she’d be damned if she looked at him—not yet. And I’m the stubborn one.

      He jerked the car to the left to avoid a branch—a dangerous maneuver in this kind of storm, but there were trees in the road and rocks that had slipped loose from the embankment. Keep cool, Grant. Jane acted calm, as though she didn’t notice. He drove faster. Jane wanted to say something. She made a little wordless sound at every wild turn. She knew she would be angry with herself if she was the first one to make amends, even though she wanted to. She wanted it to be over, but she couldn’t apologize—not again, not like she always did.

      Grant’s fingers were tight around the wheel. He always drove fast when he was mad—I never listen? The car raced over a hill, and they both saw a tree in the road. Grant hit the brakes, tried to steer; the wheels locked up, the tires lost hold. Momentum and gravity were the only things that had any say over their fate.

      “Grant!” Jane screamed, too late. He turned the wheel back and forth, but the car went where it wanted. They slammed into the fallen tree and were thrown off the road. The 1955 Buick LeSabre thrashed through the brush, rocketing down the side of the hill. In seconds, it lost two tires, one torn from its rim. The windshield and the two side windows were smashed when the Buick hit a tree.

      Then it was quiet.

      Steam emerged from every piece of metal, mixing evenly with the fog that was already crawling on the forest floor. Grant was awake. He was bruised and cut, but nothing was broken; Jane had been knocked unconscious. “Grant! Hit harder than they hit you! If you’re not in pain, you’re not in the game!” his football coach chanted and barked at them all day, like he was General MacArthur. Grant had pride in his strength. He got out of the car and stumbled around to Jane’s side in the pouring rain. He pulled her from the car and inspected her for injuries.

      “Jane! Dear God, wake up!” He didn’t know what to do; he couldn’t see the road. He saw a light from a building through the trees. He picked Jane up, tucked her face under his chin to keep the rain off, and started toward the light.

      He walked in the rugged terrain for twenty minutes. Rain poured down steadily. Jane’s eyes fluttered open, and she whispered his name. Still dizzy, she managed to stand. She tested her legs and smiled. “I can walk,” she said. She turned to him and placed her hand lightly against his chest; they kissed. Their argument was over.

      “I guess you farm-raised gals don’t get hurt too easy,” Grant said.

      “Grant, where are we?” she asked.

      Grant shrugged and pointed to the building. It looked farther away than when he’d first seen it.

      They walked for nearly an hour in the persistent storm. The pain in Jane’s leg worsened, and Grant helped her through the wet and rocky terrain. The storm was like a supernatural event; neither of them had ever seen anything quite like it. The building was an old colonial garrison. The grounds were unkempt, and had it not been for the porch light, they would have thought it was empty. There was a faded sign near the front entrance: “Delivered from the Devil’s Hand—All Are Welcome.”

      “Ain’t that something?” Grant smiled, unsure what the sign meant. Under the porch light, they could see Jane’s knee injury—her wound was still bleeding, and her dress was red with blood despite the rain. Grant knocked loudly on the door. Nothing. He hit it again with the base of his fist, so hard that the wood cracked. A light came on in a window upstairs. It moved silently through the home—someone was coming. An old, thin woman greeted them. Her hands were aged well beyond her face. Her voice was clear and youthful.

      “Oh dear. What are you doing out in this?” the woman said. Her voice was calm and soft.

      “Hello,” Grant said. “We crashed our car off the road, and we’re⁠—”

      “Please help!” Jane interrupted impatiently. She was shivering from the cold and could barely get the words out. The woman opened the door and ushered them inside.

      “Take off your wet things. I’ll go an’ fetch you something dry.” She left, taking the light with her. The two stood in the foyer, removing their jackets and sweaters in the dark.

      Distant lightning flickered outside. During the intermittent flashes, they saw a large painting—a family portrait—above the fireplace. Animal heads were mounted on the wall, and the silhouette of a strangely shaped figure appeared at the top of the stairs. Grant quickly grasped Jane’s arm. When he looked up again, it was gone. They saw the glow of the woman’s candle growing brighter—she was coming back. Grant looked back at the top of the stairs, where several silhouettes now stood behind the balustrade. They didn’t look normal, but he couldn’t be sure. It was too dark. The woman came in from the kitchen.

      “Here we are.” The people on the stairs retreated into the shadows at the sound of her voice. She carried towels and clothes under her arm.

      “Now, I can’t say if they’ll be a good fit or not. I never was too good at that sort of thing. But they should do till the morning.” She left her candle on a side table by the door and excused herself to give them privacy.

      They were alone. Grant used the candle to light others in the main room. The glow slowly revealed the room’s strange decorations.

      “These people sure have some strange interests,” he whispered. There were taxidermy animal statues unlike any he had seen before—a bull’s head mounted on a man’s torso, a wolf with ram’s horns. The painting wasn’t just a family portrait; it showed dozens of people, all of whom looked like they belonged in some kind of weird science-fiction story.

      “Welcome, travelers.” A booming voice came from behind them. They turned to see a stout old gentleman in a silk evening robe. His thinning hair was neatly combed back, and he held an ivory pipe loosely in his hand. He hesitated to speak while he prepared his pipe, smiling warmly. “We hadn’t planned on visitors; however, something tells me that you did not plan on visiting.”

      Jane smiled weakly. “Thank you for having us. We were in an accident. Is there a phone or a telegraph that we might use?”

      The man lit his pipe. “An accident indeed. I’m afraid there is no phone. We are a little ways away from the world, as I’m certain you have surmised.” He raised his arm to gesture at one of the people in the shadows, then pointed to Jane’s leg. The shadow disappeared into a hallway.

      “What about a car or something?” Grant asked, trying to take control.

      “We have one, but I’m afraid it’s away for a few days. One of my staff went to get supplies.” The man waited for more questions, but Jane and Grant were silent. “Let us retire to the main room. You can see the whole of my souvenirs while we wait for a late-night meal.” They followed the man down a narrow and dark corridor. It ended at a large hand-carved wooden door. The man turned around and said in a reverent voice, “This place is very special to me.” He placed his hand on the handle, then turned back to Grant, adding, “Do not be alarmed.” He then opened the door and led them into a vast, open room. He walked around lighting candles and lamps.

      A woman entered the room, saying nothing, carrying a small bag and a pitcher of water. She hurried over to Jane and gestured for her to lie down on the sofa. She began to clean Jane’s injury and prepare her leg for a dressing.

      The man waited until Jane looked comfortable. “You will see here that there are many things you do not understand. Most of the artifacts here you have neither seen nor even heard of, I am sure.” One of the lamps cast its light on the mummified corpse of a man with giant brass antlers and large metal plates protruding from his body like armor. Jane stared, transfixed, at the figure. The man walked around the room. He went over to the fireplace and lit some of the logs. A small flame began to grow, revealing a stuffed fox whose tail was like a scorpion’s. In a case, the light illuminated an intricate brass-and-steel human arm the size of an elephant’s leg.

      “Forgive me. I haven’t introduced myself. I am Alexander Goethe. I am the owner and caretaker of this fine property.” He opened a liquor cabinet. “Can I interest you in a drink?” The storm outside was getting worse. Lightning crashed in the hills nearby, and the wind made the walls creak and moan.

      “Yes, sir, that would be fine.” Whenever Grant tried to be cordial, he thought of his grandfather, a rugged salesman who was always the first to offer a firm handshake; however, this evening, he wasn’t feeling confident. His nerves squirmed and his palms were sweating.

      “We rarely have visitors. I am afraid I don’t have a wide assortment of refreshments. I do have absinthe, if you like, of course.”

      “Wonderful.” Grant knew at least enough to respond politely, but he didn’t know what absinthe was. He watched as Goethe poured the green liquid gently over a sugar cube nestled in an ornate, perforated spoon.

      “In my home, you’ll see a display of artifacts—an enclave of lost science, a mystery unveiled, if you will. An impressive sum of collected medical mysteries: the skull of a Sumatran princess, a four-tusked elephant head, and thousands of other curiosities, most of which are here in this room. I have spent years scouring the streets, hospitals, universities, and private collections, trying to discover the remaining specimens. Specimens that the doctor thought were so extraordinary no one else would believe.”

      “The doctor? Who is that?” Jane asked.

      “He was a brilliant scientist. Dr. Spencer Black.”

      Jane laughed. “You can’t be serious. Dr. Black is just a story.”

      Grant looked at Jane, confused.

      She continued, “He’s like Frankenstein. My dad told me about him.”

      Grant nodded, still unsure what it meant. He took a seat beside Jane on the sofa. Her mysterious nurse had finished wrapping her knee.

      Goethe smiled. “Yes, he is only a story now. Dr. Black believed in something . . . something that was, well . . . unfortunately, very real. I had been an avid collector of peculiar things myself, which is how I came to know him.” Goethe walked closer to Grant to give him his drink. Grant’s mind raced, and he scanned the room, looking for the doors. This guy’s a lunatic. I have to get Jane out of here.

      “I couldn’t publicly admit to having this collection,” Goethe continued, “so I have it displayed here for no one to see—except you, of course. This is a museum for the doctor, really.” Goethe rested his hand on a glass case that housed a human hand with retractable claws. “Here you’ll see the necessary evidence,” he said, tapping his hand on the case. “More than what you thought was possible. Here, in this home, you can witness all of God’s children.” He turned and smiled at the scared teenagers. Thunder crashed, and Jane jumped a little closer to Grant. “In another room, there is a siren in a rather large aquarium. She’s kept company by a young man with tentacles for arms and legs.” He smiled again and paused. Neither Grant nor Jane said anything. “Relax—the night is long.”

      There were luxurious leather sofas in the room. “It’s ridiculous, isn’t it? The idea that we could do this or that.” Goethe casually sat down and gently pulled one leg over the other, as any elderly man might do. “You see, here on my wall”—he gestured without looking at the display of antique weapons behind him—“it reminds me a great deal of people, the inner conflict. They are beautiful—the weapons, not the people. People are vulgar and foolish.” He paused while he prepared a cigar. “The great world war, the Civil War, and even older conflicts.”

      The glow from the fireplace lit the sides of his face while his eyes remained in shadow. “I have swords and knives that are thousands of years old. From a time when skill was more involved, when training was needed as a prerequisite to taking a life.” Goethe laughed. “You, son, how do you feel about it? Are you enlisted in your community’s athletic regime?”

      Grant was confused, then proudly nodded.

      “I play football for our high school,” Grant said.

      Goethe softly clapped his hands together and smiled brightly.

      Grant felt proud and suddenly more at ease. “Jane is a cheerleader.”

      “Wonderful, so you understand that rewards from work are earned, are they not?” Goethe said, lighting his cigar. Grant agreed, uneasy about getting involved in a long discussion. “Why should combat be any different? And yet it is. With a firearm, when your enemy is in the field, you can simply take aim and shoot. Your bullet closes the gap swiftly and decisively. The shortest distance between two points. It’s logical, mathematical, and effective. There can’t be room for mistakes, because if there are mistakes, your team loses, isn’t that so?” Goethe had a large smile, eager to hear Grant’s answer.

      “Yes. Coach says no losers on the field. You play to win,” Grant said, sure of himself.

      Goethe raised his hands as though he’d heard the perfect answer. “No losers on the field; however, murder isn’t always that way. It can’t be, can it, Grant?” Grant nodded again, though he didn’t really understand. Goethe stood up and gathered his thoughts for a more concise presentation. “I’ve never killed a man with a rifle. I have never killed a man with a gun. Some say there is no sport using a rifle—no true skill. They say that if you are perched up high, proud, camouflaged, you aren’t engaged. You can’t see if your victim has children, friends, parents, lovers, pain, or joy.

      “No, you see none of this, and you still believe you are mightier than they. But it isn’t the rifle that does the killing. Do you know what really happens?” Goethe walked slowly around the sofa and back to his seat. Grant was waiting for an opportunity to interrupt him—some excuse he could find so he and Jane could leave. “What really occurs is, the second you squeeze the trigger, your hand carefully and deliberately reaches through the barrel of that gun and holds the hot, searing metal in your fingers. Then, like the hand of Apollo, you deliver the bullet. Your own hand plunges deep into someone’s flesh, and it’s your hand that gets covered in bile and blood and spit. It’s your hand they grasp; it’s you who has to ignore the desperate cry for mercy.

      “When you see the body fall to the ground through your rifle sight, you don’t see it. All you see is the silent collapse of a person’s shape. You can’t hear the bushes and twigs crack; you can’t hear the clank of their weapon as it hits the ground. It takes time for the sound to travel. It can take hours or days or even years for some, but the sound will travel . . . It will reach you. Late one night, when your mind is quiet, you will hear them. You will hear them cry to you, a voice calling out to you from a place you can never reach. It will call you by name, and it will never stop. This is the ugliness of murder. The truth is, it matters little which weapon you choose.”

      Lightning crashed close to the inn, illuminating the whole room in a bright blue flash of light. Jane jumped and Grant held her shoulders tight and pressed her against him. Goethe was delighted. He watched quietly as Grant and Jane sat closer.

      “I do humbly say, my estate is an exquisite example of opulence and the bizarre collections of some of the cabinets of curiosities held by the aristocracy of years past. I even have a separate building for some of the larger items. As you may notice, all these are authentic, many of which I have collected myself. The dried skins of the Visigoth warriors, Mayan weapons, embalmed priests from Egypt, and the torso of a sphinx, right there.” He gestured to a cabinet directly behind Jane. Grant looked back, but Jane’s eyes were fixed in fear on Goethe. “They say the sphinx was found dead on the shore of the Nile two hundred years ago. Beasts had torn him to pieces, leaving only those tattered remains.”

      Jane was listening to every detail. “A sphinx?”

      Goethe didn’t appreciate the interruption. “There is the arm of a mermaid, beside the window. It was fished out of the Indian Ocean. The fisherman said that it fought with a ferocity that made him believe he had hooked a Spartan soldier. She was a wretched thing.” He walked to the case that housed the specimen and moved his hand gently over the glass, touching only the air. “Dr. Black had helped me greatly at one time, with his . . . how should I say . . . specialty.” He firmly massaged the muscle between his thumb and index finger. “But . . . there is a problem with his gift.”

      He rolled up his shirt cuff to reveal his forearm. “After many years, I had nearly forgotten him and the gift he gave me. I was helping a friend during the fall harvest. We were having trouble with the gears in his tractor. The wind took my hat. I reached out to grab it, and my glove got caught in the rotating machinery. I was not an experienced farmer, and before my friend could stop me, my hand was gone.” He stopped massaging his hand and smiled a little at the teenagers. He wiggled his fingers, demonstrating his was a perfectly normal hand. “We never did find the limb.”

      Grant and Jane were silent.

      “You see, the doctor understood the harmony of the body. It was like a symphony to him, and he was the conductor. I paid quite a lot of money for the work—the gift. I chose to have the operation, but there were many who did not. The doctor did a lot of strange things to other people—strange things indeed.” Goethe leaned against his desk. “I wanted to help them. What he started to do was not natural. I couldn’t help them all; there were too many. We tried . . .” He removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes. After a few moments, he composed himself. “I apologize; my memories, I am afraid, are not yet mended.” He sat down and rested.

      “What happened to Dr. Black?” Jane asked.

      “Quite a lot happened to him, my dear, quite a lot. You see, I started this inn because of Spencer. I offer safe haven to those who need it.”

      “This doesn’t look like an inn,” Jane said, looking around again at all the strange artifacts.

      “Well, it is to those who need it.” Goethe grinned slightly at a joke meant for himself.

      Grant was waiting for an opening in the conversation that would let him ask to leave. He tried signaling Jane with his eyes, but she was mesmerized by Goethe’s story.

      “My guests wait here about a year or so until our friends and a very special doctor arrive to give them the proper care and treatment they deserve.”

      Those must be the people I saw on the stairs, Grant thought.

      “There are other places like this one, other sanctuaries.” Grant shifted his weight and pointed to where he thought the foyer was. Goethe nodded, knowing who Grant must have seen. “Yes, those are my guests. They are shy, most of them. It is best that their reluctance to meet you is respected.” He put his glasses back on and gave a pensive look, wondering if his advice would be heeded. “Shall we rest? The evening is long and I’m tired, as I am sure you are as well.”

      “I’m sorry, Mister,” Grant said, seeing his opportunity. “We can’t stay here. Is there somewhere else nearby?” Grant was nervous and frightened. He tried to conduct himself in the manner he thought his father might adopt in this situation—intolerant, impatient . . . masculine.

      “Nearby? No. There are accommodations twenty miles north, but the storm has not let up. No, my inn is a perfectly comfortable place to stay,” Goethe said.

      “We do appreciate the hospitality, sir, but we have to get home. Have to get to a phone, at least.” Grant stood up, making his urgency more apparent.

      “I do ask that you reconsider. It’s late and wet outside.” Goethe opened the curtain. Rain dripped over the window glass. “Please forgive my candor . . . but I don’t believe you’ll survive the hike, I’m afraid.”

      “We’ll be all right. Jane and I have done our fair share of hiking,” Grant said.

      “I’m sure you have.” Goethe looked at him over the rim of his glasses. “There are no bears or wolves, but there are other things to be wary of. We can only leave when our friends arrive. Only they can manage it. If you leave now, you won’t get far.”

      “So you’re saying we’re trapped here?” Grant was upset, his voice cracking a little with anger.

      “I’m afraid so. We are trapped here for a few weeks yet.” Goethe was calm and serene.

      The rain continued to rap against the window. Lightning flashed in the distance—the storm was moving away. What a kook, Grant thought.

      He whispered to Jane, “We gotta get out of here. This is crazy.”

      Jane was hesitant, but she understood that staying wasn’t a great idea. Grant helped her to her feet; Jane winced a little at the pain in her knee, which was now swollen.

      “I’m fine. I can manage,” she said in an unsteady tone as Grant helped her to the front door.

      Goethe followed them to the foyer. “Spencer has created the most frightening collection of flesh and machine this earth shall ever witness. They want to take back what we have inside our walls. I pray they have no interest in you.”

      Grant opened the front door. He didn’t turn around; he knew the silhouettes at the top of the stairs were watching. What if it was all true? Was there really something out there? He hesitated, then stepped outside, firmly holding Jane against his body. As they moved into the storm, Jane changed her mind, but it was too late. A child’s quiet whimper slipped from her lips as the cold air circled her body and pulled her into the darkness.
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      Harvey and Anne had been silent for most of the trip. About them was the ordinary clatter and commotion of the train, yet the space between them remained calm, Harvey with his newspaper and Anne with her thoughts. The two had been married for more than forty years. Harvey had begun as a helper in a steel machine shop. He worked hard and diligently in that company until he managed the entire facility. He met Anne at a formal luncheon; he didn’t have any reason not to court her, and she didn’t have an excuse to refuse. That’s how the two became a union—convenience and proximity. After their third child was born, Harvey opened his own company. He offered the same services as the machine shop but also agreed to pick up and deliver the products for his clients; it was a great success. After only three years, he had three stores, eight carriages, and twenty fine horses. He bought a livery stable, plus two thousand acres of land, cattle, and crops. Harvey quickly became well known and respected for his many business talents.

      The train arrived in Philadelphia while it was still early enough for a quick lunch before shopping. Anne had wanted to visit the famous store Adonis Nouveau ever since it opened. It was only recently that Harvey had agreed to visit so she could pick out an early birthday gift for herself and perhaps something for her niece.

      “Dear, help me with this, will you?” Anne had asked him that morning. She couldn’t get her prosthetic leg to fit properly. “I don’t know why, but today the straps don’t reach.”

      “How are you to manage anything if you don’t manage it yourself?” Harvey answered her without taking his eyes off his reflection in the mirror as he shaved. Her wooden leg disgusted him. It reminded him of the old wooden dolls children would drag through the streets, dirty and covered in manure. Anne’s leg was an expensive, finely crafted piece of mahogany, but its artistic beauty was lost on Harvey; he saw a dead leg on his crippled wife. He washed his face and said proudly, before leaving the room, “You’ll manage it if you have no choice but to do so.”

      Anne had had a terrible fall only a few days after their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. She broke her leg, and in the hospital, infection took over. There was little that could be done; her leg was amputated just below the knee. It took years for Anne to grow accustomed to life without her leg, and though she mastered many daily routines and tasks, she would never have a normal life—and Harvey was certain to remind her of that.

      After a brief lunch at a well-known French restaurant in downtown Philadelphia, the couple took a carriage to Adonis Nouveau. Sitting beside Harvey, her prosthetic peeked out from under her dress. Harvey looked away and pretended to be interested in the view out the window. A small smile curled Anne’s lips as she repositioned her dress to make her leg even more noticeable.

      Adonis Nouveau was a beautiful stone building, with wood-carved features neatly appointed over the door. Harvey climbed out of the carriage, then stood near enough to it to grant the appearance of chivalry—though he never stood close enough to assist his wife. She had to rely on her own power in order to balance herself. He spoke quietly in response to her disapproving look. “You mustn’t allow the pitfalls of life to set you back. I’ve had my own share, and look how it has slowed me.” Anne had heard similar pompous declarations for many years. “Come, darling, let’s not dawdle. I know this is a particularly important occasion for you.” Harvey left his wife at the carriage and went inside.

      The first floor of Adonis Nouveau was dedicated to wellness and health items—things that Harvey had little interest in. There were books on medicine, herbs, and alchemy. Harvey flipped through the pages and audibly scoffed occasionally at what he deemed impish pleasure. Then he noticed that in the back of the store was a gentleman’s lounge, where men enjoyed whiskey and cigars while their partners shopped.

      Adonis Nouveau was a new store and had quickly won the attention and loyalty of locals in addition to people like Anne, who traveled long distances to shop there. Harvey had challenged her: “Why do you need to go all the way to Philadelphia anyway? Can’t you go somewhere in Manhattan?”

      But Anne knew there was something Adonis Nouveau offered that existed nowhere else in the world. A friend had told her about a special department, the Perfumer’s Apothecary. Anne had tried elixirs and tonics for her pain; she had tried opiates and strong drink, and though all of it did do something, it was never enough.

      Two years ago, she and her friend had stopped in a restaurant to avoid a terrible storm. Anne’s pain was great. Much to her embarrassment, she had spent most of the time in the restroom to avoid revealing any display of anguish. That’s when her friend urged her to go to Adonis Nouveau, saying that she had visited herself and could personally attest to the efficacy of their medicine.

      Harvey would have never taken Anne to Philadelphia had her cousin Joe not agreed to send him a false invitation to an important business meeting. The meeting was scheduled for the next morning, but it was going to be canceled. Anne would have to listen to Harvey complain about it all the way home to New York—a small price to pay to ease the pain in her leg.

      The shelves and cabinets of Adonis Nouveau held thousands of bottles, packets, boxes, and bags; tonics, powders, creams, and jellies. Anne had little idea where to begin. She spent nearly fifteen minutes walking slowly along the shelves, trying to find the product that might suit her needs.

      She picked up a small blue bottle of eye drops. The glass was beveled and ornate—a little crystal jewel. “Lilith—The Vision of Truth” was written vertically along the side in a delicate script. A small inscription, below a scrolling flower design on the label, read: “Warning: permanent and irreparable harm—that which is seen cannot be unseen.” Anne smiled at this and set the bottle down, realizing this was no ordinary pharmacy indeed. She took a closer look at the products and walked a little slower, with more reverence.

      “Aphrodite” was plainly written in large letters on a small black box. Beneath was the description: “A cream for your skin, so your skin won’t need cream.” All the products promised something peculiar. One bottle’s label depicted a woman in some state of euphoria: “Evelyn.” On the back of the bottle was a small inscription: “Go where you have always belonged.”

      Anne was startled and snapped out of her trance by a soft voice from behind her. “Hello. Welcome to the Perfumer’s Apothecary. Is there something in particular you need?”

      She turned to see a shop attendant, an older man, smiling as though he might gently laugh at any moment. “I suppose I could use some help. I know what I need, but I don’t seem to see anything here that suits me.”

      The chemist looked at the bottle of Evelyn and smiled again. “Perhaps this isn’t what you’re looking for? It is daunting, I know. There are so many choices, aren’t there?” he said, stepping closer to her. He took the bottle from her hands and returned it to the shelf. Anne suddenly felt shy, though the chemist was polite.

      Now he whispered to her. “Come with me, Madam. I have just the thing.” He walked away, and she followed as though she were being pulled. There was something rather odd about his smile, his calm and relaxed nature, like a peculiar but well-behaved child.

      The chemist led Anne to the southern side of the main room, to a small pharmacy recessed in an alcove. A narrow counter separated the pharmacy from the main selling floor, much like a proper druggist’s counter. He went through a plain door and greeted Anne from the other side of the counter. Behind him was a large floor-to-ceiling shelf with hundreds of small compartments, each of which held a jar, box, or bag. A glance showed Anne powders, seeds, whole flowers, as well as leaves and petals, herbs, and minerals. At one end of the counter was a tall, wooden birdcage. Two passenger pigeons cooed inside; one perched on a post, the other stood on the cage’s floor.

      Anne recognized the birds immediately. A friend of hers kept pigeons as a hobby and had many pictures of the different kinds of birds on her wall. “Aren’t these passenger pigeons?” she asked. The chemist nodded while he looked through his logbook. “I thought they all died.” He looked at the birds, smiled at Anne, and continued his work. “I am certain the last one died at the Cincinnati Zoo, ten years ago,” she said.

      “We received these birds from a private collector.”

      Anne said nothing more. She was confident that her memory served her well, yet there were two of the birds. On the opposite end of the counter was a large aquarium, where strange little octopi swam about. Their skin was oddly furry, colorful, and vibrant. One of them was a deep purple, with golden flecks along the ends of its tentacles. The other had dark orange at the top of its head, the bright color fading and changing to a silvery black over the rest of its body. At the tips of their tentacles were small black barbs, like hooks or claws.

      “What on earth have you here?” Anne was even more impressed with the strange sea life than the extinct birds.

      “Ah, they look like spiders, don’t they? These, too, were also gifts; they are wholly unique, not another like them in the world.”

      “I’ve never seen anything like them.” Her lips quivered, and she couldn’t resist the urge to smile. She felt like a child witnessing magic.

      “Now,” he said, having found a clean page in his book, “what is it that is troubling you, Madam?”

      “It’s mostly my leg,” she said, reaching down to rub it.

      “Mostly?” he asked. She told him how she had come to be without it. His expression changed very little as she described the accident, her recovery, and even the difficulties dealing with Harvey and his dramatic change of character. When she was finished, he smiled again.

      “Well, I can help you with that. Are you distressed? Do you have nightmares, Madam?”

      “No, certainly not.” Anne took a step back. “My mind is sound.” Her voice was stern and clear.

      “I am sorry, Madam. I’m sure of that. May I ask, what is the nature of your dreams? I assure you—this is part of how this medicine works.”

      “I dreamed of a rhinoceros not too long ago. I have never seen one, though, only drawings and⁠—”

      “Was the animal friendly?” the chemist asked, interrupting politely.

      “Why, yes, it was protecting me from . . . Well, I don’t know, really. It was protecting me from something, I think.”

      “I understand. That’s wonderful. The rhino is a wonderful creature.” After writing some notes, the man turned around to collect different jars and bags from the shelf behind him. He placed them on the counter and began measuring and weighing out small amounts of their contents. “Animals do many things in our dreams; some attack us, some protect us, some show us something of import or hide something from us. There are many things we can learn from this by understanding the animal and how it relates to us in the dream.” He finished weighing a coarse red powder, then sifted it into a narrow glass tube. He began to measure a dark yellow paste. It was thick and smelled unpleasant. “You’ll come to learn, Madam, that these dreams aren’t as innocuous as you think.”

      He ground the ingredients together, making a dark green compound. He placed a teaspoon of the mixture into a glass cylinder, added an oil, and lit a small flame beneath the cylinder. “I believe this remedy will help you see things in a new light—a clear and more vibrant perspective, and certainly a more pleasant one.”

      A loud, hoarse voice bellowed from across the room.

      “Anne! We’ve been here long enough. Let’s go.” She turned to see Harvey marching toward her. His lips were pursed tight as he tried to contain his anger. “You don’t need any of this! Drugs and teas, for heaven’s sake!”

      “I want it, Harvey,” Anne protested.

      Harvey’s hand slammed down on the counter, making her flinch. His eyes narrowed, and his body quivered with violence. Anne took a breath of courage and said, “I will meet you outside, Harvey.”

      He peered at what the chemist was preparing and grunted. “Might as well be witchcraft. There’s no science in any of this nonsense. What ever happened to a brisk walk or a cold bath to rejuvenate the senses? You mustn’t allow the pitfalls in life to set you back. I’ve had my share, and it hasn’t slowed me. Anne, you don’t need it!”

      Anne felt a tinge of desperation come over her as though this was her last chance, her last hope. It had taken her over a year to get here, to overcome her doubts. The chemist was nearly finished with her own personalized prescription. She couldn’t leave now—she wouldn’t. “No, Harvey. You go and I’ll meet you.”

      His eyes flushed red. He held himself still, though his rage was apparent; Anne hoped he would not make a scene. A low hiss came from between his clenched teeth as he spoke with loosely contained anger. “This is a matter we will discuss later.” He glared at the chemist briefly before leaving.

      After Harvey was gone, Anne said nothing. Years of ridicule and berating—years of humiliation and belittling—it all flushed to the surface of her heart. Her eyes softened, and tears came.

      The mixture finished cooking. Carefully avoiding Anne’s eyes, the chemist poured the warm liquid into a bottle and wrote some instructions on a bit of paper. He put the medicine into a bag and said, “This is for your pain.” He then reached under the counter and removed a small bottle that looked like the kind that only rare and expensive perfumes are sold in. “And this, my dear, is for your husband.”
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      Glowing and flickering, the new lights entered the homes. One home at a time, golden light pressed against the darkness. Electric power was brighter and more penetrating than gas or candlelight. It cut through the shadows. It revealed deep cracks, long alleys, and hidden corners. When the large plaza lamps were first installed, they illuminated the edges of trees and fences; neighboring windows shimmered, and the town suddenly felt vibrant and more meaningful, mature and somehow wiser and peaceful.

      We, too, were promised electric light; everyone was. Promised that it would come into our homes and improve our lives, but that wasn’t true, not for everyone. When the light first arrived here in Murrow, it was in the center of town, on Main Street, where there was a small courtyard, an island surrounded by roads. A handful of trees and some benches for the ladies from the Ninth Street church to gather and talk on Sunday evenings. I would sometimes sit on the benches for hours; it was a nice place to rest my leg. The doctor said there was nothing to be done—one was shorter, that’s all. It was more than that though; he never did want to look at all of it. He said it wasn’t necessary and that he’d seen this sort of thing before.

      I was born with more problems than my leg. My mother said, “Everything God makes is perfect, even if it ain’t perfect.” That was just how my mother was—everything that happened was all right somehow, like it was meant to be.

      I got lost in my thoughts while sitting under the lamp’s electric light; relaxed on the bench, I could surrender to my memories. “June, your father died,” my mother said. “He left one day and died.” This wasn’t true. He left us and started another family while I was still a little girl. My grandmother told me all about it. It was easier for my mother to say that he was dead. Sometimes I felt the same way; sometimes he was dead. I spent my childhood looking for my own face in some man who walked down the street or was sitting in a restaurant; I looked for another family that looked like me, always wondering.

      After the sun would set, I’d watch the insects flying in their swarms, in and out of the light. Four lamps were erected around the square. People gathered for weeks just to admire the new light. It did feel like our lives were enhanced; it felt like our city had what only a metropolis had, like a little line had been drawn on a map that connected us to places that someone might want to visit or even live. We were proud—we were very proud of it. Every night there were conversations about where the other lamps might go or what the city would look like when it was full of lights. Then one night everyone was talking about something else, something that eclipsed the bright electric light.

      It wasn’t Sheriff Ramsey at first. At first it was one of his deputies—that’s how these kinds of stories always start off. This deputy had arrested some kids and taken them to a dry goods store at night. They said he had a doctor with him, and they told the youngsters that they had to get the operation or go to jail. The doctor said it was a simple thing, and it would be over before supper. That’s how it started. That’s how it always starts—clumsy and nervous, secret and strange. Like a newborn calf just trying to take its first couple of steps—before you know it, the calf has become a bull.

      After a few days, people started saying it was Sheriff Ramsey and all his deputies, and it wasn’t just a couple of teenagers—it was a lot of people. Criminals, homeless or poor people and their families, cripples, colored people, Jews, and anyone else they didn’t like having around. Sheriff Ramsey took them off to different places, and doctors would do what they said were minor procedures. Some said they were losing their ability to bear children, part of some government plan—cleaning up the people.

      The church ladies talked about it with ease; they had been reading about it for months. “We do it for the blessings,” one woman said, confident, smiling at no one.

      Another added, “The Lord blesses us for doing the right thing, you know.” The women spoke with conviction and defiance.

      “Oh, my uncle too. So clear was heaven’s plan for him, just a deer in the meadow; grass to eat and the good sense to avoid danger. Winter never comes without warning, you know. The leaves always fall first—everything in its proper place.”

      “Its proper place indeed—order and balance.” They nodded and hummed in agreement.

      I knew something like this was happening in other cities. I didn’t understand what it meant, not at the beginning. Something seemed wrong, but I wasn’t sure what. Later that night, after everyone finally left the square to go home, I was alone. I decided to go home as well, and as I walked farther from the streetlamps, I felt afraid of the dark. My leg was hurting more than usual. I turned to look back at the glow of the lights, the constant and steady illumination, and for the first time since I was child, I didn’t want anyone to see my limp. Everything was different now, just a little, but different.

      

      In the morning, news of what Sheriff Ramsey and his deputies had done spread all through town. A lot of the folks thought it was good. “It’s for the best, the best for everyone.” Other folks had gone home to their kids and supper, sat around the fire and talked, and some of them had put it all together. We knew what the sheriff was doing, what he was going to do.

      I walked to the square before going to the shops. I thought I might have another look at the lamps. I knew they would be off, but I wanted to see them. I wanted to see if there was anything interesting about them that I had missed. In a clearing, near the old mill, there were a dozen crows squawking and hopping around. They had circled in on a small field mouse. It was strange; I had never seen birds attack an animal like that before. It was vulnerable, exposed in the meadow, but it didn’t run. The birds first watched for a while, perhaps deciding what to do with it. Eventually, one crow got close enough—impatient and cruel, then a timid and weak peck. There was no consequence. There was no desperate defensive attack; the mouse lay still. Why didn’t it run? I know how quick those little mice are, but it just lay there, frozen. The other crows crowded upon it, and it was done. This is how it is. This is how life for people like us has always been.

      

      The center square was empty. The lamps were proud; they stood like pillars, stone guards waiting for dusk, when they would come to life.

      Sheriff Ramsey and his deputies went out again that night. They took the Lang sisters and their little brother, Roc. They got the two men who lived down by the river, and they took the queer kids from Harper’s lounge.

      That upset some folks, but I didn’t hear a lot of complaints about it. A week later, the sheriff went out again. Some folks were taken right out of their homes; others were just walking home—after curfew, they said.

      “We can’t stay here, June. You know that better than me, I guess.” I knew it—I knew it from the first night I heard about the sheriff and his deputy. I just hadn’t had a chance to think of the details. I didn’t think about Mary until I saw her. The small curls on the side of her face, the same ones I was always jealous of. Her smile was gone as she talked. All she had left was that look I’d seen when Joe’s dog fell off the barn and broke a leg.

      “Where am I going to go, Mary?” I asked.

      She finally smiled. She had been waiting to tell me the good part of her news. She knew well enough that she first had to tell me the bad part and then wait for me to ask, and I did.

      “Uncle said that there’s a truck coming, with people who can help. He says they’re called the Noumenon. They’re coming for folks just like you. He said they’re coming at night down by the train station, and no one knows about it, especially the sheriff, and all you have to do is go.” She was afraid for me. She knew about my leg. Her uncle told her about the cripples in Ramsey’s truck, and she came running to my house, telling me to leave. Her uncle didn’t hear about the illiterates they put in the truck, too, or maybe he did but didn’t say anything to Mary. If I left, I’d have to take Mary with me. Our town was going to swallow us up, as though the dirt and trees themselves conspired against us.

      Mary said that the Noumenon used to be in a carnival show. Nothing like that had ever come through Murrow, but I’d heard about them—twins who were born connected, grown adults smaller than children. If that were true, then maybe they would understand what was going on. Maybe they had sheriffs like Ramsey where they came from, and rather than just hiding in the woods, they wanted to help other folks like us.

      If a hunter shoots a turkey out of a tree, they all fly away, but they only leave for a few seconds. Then they fly back to the tree, and the hunter can shoot another one.

      I tried to tell her that she had to come, but she didn’t understand what I meant. She didn’t understand that even though everyone loved her, everyone thought she was sweet and kind and a good spirit, Ramsey was going to come for her anyway. She couldn’t read. She couldn’t do much of anything; she just didn’t have the mind for it. She didn’t ever need to; everyone helped her—you always help out the kind spirits; that’s just how small towns are. Mary agreed to go with me to the train station, but she said she was staying in town; she was going to stay in the tree.
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      I didn’t tell anyone where I was going. I just went when Mary’s uncle said to go. I was expecting an empty train station. I was expecting to be the only one, foolish and alone. I was not expecting to see people from all around. Some folks came from Alta, nearly fifty miles away. Peculiar how we all knew where to meet. No one told the police or anyone who might stop us from leaving; even the kids kept it quiet. That’s how it is for people like us. This wasn’t the first time we’d been routed; the cow with the bad hoof knows what the others think of her. I didn’t see this coming, but I knew what to look for when it did. I think we all knew what to look out for. We knew how to warn each other; we knew how to organize—we have our own language, in a way, our own codes and symbols. The only thing we didn’t expect was that there would be someone there to help us leave. No one had ever come to help us before. No one had ever been brave enough.

      

      Murrow was a small town in western Pennsylvania with mostly farmers and steelmen who worked in the factory a few miles outside town. Not much came in and out of Murrow. There were two roads. One looped around town and down into the valley, where it disappeared into smaller, impassable roads that led to nowhere. The other road, the only road anyone was interested in, left Murrow.

      The station was built in 1911 as a loading station for factory goods. It took workers to Philadelphia, but it didn’t offer services to passengers, only freight. The truck was supposed to arrive at 2:00 a.m. Everyone gathered to wait near the station at a small pub called Mateo’s. It opened in the evening, but no one ever went there until much later. When Murrow’s ambient evening noise settled, when the kids were home and the businesses closed, Mateo’s would wake up.

      Mary and I found a table and sat quietly. When the waitress came by to ask if we wanted anything, I said no. She smiled and looked down at my leg and then studied Mary for a moment; then she looked back at me and smiled again. “Honey, if you’re here for the truck, it don’t cost you anything. How about a juice?”

      People circled around the few tables that were outside, just getting to know each other. Some were jovial and without care, but most of us were not. I was tense, and anxiety had risen up from deep below and had gone into my chest and throat. It had been there since last night. Every thought and feeling I had seemed wrong; it made me want to fall back behind the shadows. I don’t know why. Maybe I was braver as a little girl. I wasn’t so afraid of the world then; I guess it never came after me before. I remember I used to feel a calm inside, silent. Now the world swirled and roared around me.
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      All this mess started a long while ago, I’m sure. People want everything tidy. They start with the parlor—that’s what you start with when you keep a home. Then the washrooms and the bedrooms are last. There’s got to be somewhere you can keep a secret or two. The trouble is when you straighten the bedroom, then what is left? I remember my grandfather talked about his time out West. He talked an awful lot about killing savages. He told stories about his travels to the Plains. He went out there with a few other men from the city; they all thought they’d get some gold, along with every other drunk he knew. He said they would just wait for the savages to come after his horse and then, “If they was foolhearted enough to try, I’d kill ’em.” He said this with a crass gesture and grin.

      I don’t think he ever did anything like that though. If he had, he probably wouldn’t have said anything—my grandfather was born timid, and every story he ever told was a lie. I asked him a lot of questions about the Indians; he never had anything to say about them other than what he would do if they ever made the mistake of crossing him.

      There’s a lot of folks who have been invisible like us. A lot them started out that way just because of how they were born. I didn’t start that way. I glowed like the sun when I was born. My mother was so proud of me. I became invisible slowly; little by little, the light that everyone loved so much just faded away.

      They were calling it eugenics. It all started slow at first; it’s usually that way. Unless it’s one of the stories from the Bible, it takes time—you have to clean the parlor first. They said it was a way of making a better, healthier future for humans—for our future. Sheriff Ramsey driving around collecting people, runaways and vagrants, criminals, kids out past curfew, and then sterilizing them. The government had finally cleaned up the bedroom and needed something else to clean.

      The Noumenon were offering safe haven for any who needed it. A home for the lost. They were coming to Murrow that night to pick up anyone who wanted to escape. They didn’t advertise it; they didn’t put up signs, but somehow everyone who needed to know just knew.

      Around one in the morning, Mateo’s was overrun with travelers and people hidden from the world, people who needed to get on that truck. That night, the lost, the dejected, and the outcasts all found each other—we were all going home.

      There was a small apartment building across from the train station. It was the only five-story building in Murrow. Everyone knew it as the lookout. Most of the buildings were small, simple shops and homes for the factory workers.

      Despite the hour, a woman was at her window on the third floor. I had seen her around before, usually at the market picking through piles of fruits and vegetables that all looked the same. Her name was Anna. Everyone in town knew who she was, but I don’t think anyone knew a lot about her; she kept to herself mostly.

      She leaned out of her window and just stared at us. On the sill beside her thick arms were two glasses; one glass looked like water, and the other looked like iced tea. She had a notepad in one hand and a cigarette in the other.

      “She’s always doing that, watching everyone,” the waitress said as she set our juice down. “It’s kind of odd at first, but you get used to it, I guess.”

      “Why does she do it?” I asked, still looking at Anna.

      “I don’t know—bored, loose in the head maybe. She’s older than this town is, and she’s not all there. It’s part of her daily routine. She’s usually hollering at us—stuff about God or morals or community. You know, she thinks we’re gonna go to hell.”

      Women like Anna were common in Murrow. Women and men. They had a lot of ideas about God and heaven and hell. They acted like they had a list in their pockets, and if they didn’t like what you did or said, they could just take out the piece of paper and write your name down on their list and that was the end of it—you were going to hell. I think a lot of folks are on that list.

      I guess Anna was getting on in age, and her mind was going; her memories were getting harder to sort out. It happened to my grandfather. He wasn’t more than seventy when it happened. His life was choked out somewhere in his private, dying mind—parts of his memories had cracked, faded, and fallen apart. They were more like hauntings than memories. He died a hateful man with stones in his heart.

      That night Anna was quiet. She wasn’t yelling down at us like the waitress said she might do. Maybe she could tell that night was different. There was a change in the usual crowd, the normal routine. People were meeting at Mateo’s—gathering for something. They had run out of tables to accommodate all the extra people. People gathered around nearby benches, sidewalks, and neighboring stoops—no one was being turned away. Anna was silent, still. She just stared down at us. Maybe she knew just what was happening and was waiting to see us all on the truck, then gone for good.

      Some people were arriving from miles away. They had luggage and bags and were wearing nice clothing, like you might if you were going on a trip. Everyone was very happy. They were excited about something, waiting anxiously for something to happen; the anxiety of everything had transformed to gaiety. A strange sense of joy and weightlessness came over me. I heard booming laughter and proud speeches.

      A man called out over the crowd to the waitress, “I’ll have two glasses of one of your fine beers.” When she delivered the drinks to the table, he acted as though he couldn’t stop talking, not while he was in the middle of regaling his friends with a grand story of heroism. I watched him carefully as he pantomimed what looked like a fistfight. His thick flannel jacket, buttoned to his neck, disappeared into his beard. He had stout shoulders and a sturdy chest. His waist slim and his legs slimmer still. I noticed they didn’t move when he did, not very much anyhow. The cane beside him told the rest of his story. We were all here for something.

      

      Sitting alone in the back of Mateo’s was a young man I knew from grammar school, Samuel. He left town when he was still just a teenager; he had gotten his girlfriend pregnant, and her father went after him with a pocketknife. No one thought they’d ever see him again. I heard he worked odd jobs here and there, stealing when he needed to. Mary said that in the summer months he worked on a small farm near Newthorn. He’d been gone for nearly ten years, but some of the girls kept track of him. Even I thought of him now and then.

      Samuel emptied his glass and swallowed hard. He went to the bar to get another. He looked angry, sullen, and sad all wrapped together. I wondered if he ever thought about his child. He must have heard it was a girl. News from Murrow must have traveled to him the same way it traveled to us. Sarah was her name; she was ten years old and had a new father. I guess everything worked out all right. Being in Murrow again must have made him think about it a great deal. Maybe that’s what was bothering him—he had to think about his child. He came to Mateo’s that night for the same reason that everyone had gathered there—to get on a truck at 2:00 a.m. and never return. The government’s road to a superior race was a road that only some people could travel. A petty criminal and drifter like Samuel was never going to get on that road.

      “Samuel! The devil is in your heart!” were the last words his mother said to him before he left. She told everyone in town what she thought of him. People brought their families with them that evening. Samuel watched them closely, their children especially. The kids cried, played, laughed, and complained of boredom and hunger. I thought I could see something in his face, like I knew him. The way his smile was slight, the way he looked down at his glass after each swallow, inspecting it, judging himself for drinking it.

      He closed his eyes, and I believed I could see what he saw, remember what he remembered. The cries at night he heard from his little girl, hundreds of miles away, though she never cried for him. The feeling of teaching his child new things, a child who never heard his voice. His entire life, the way he had always hoped it would be—himself the way he never was. He had spent so many years trying to forget who he was; he could only remember who he wanted to be.

      For the first time, there at Mateo’s, he found a family. After so many years, he had finally belonged somewhere—a place where no one belonged.

      Slowly, one at a time, people stopped talking. They stopped laughing and telling their stories. They stopped drinking and eating. They stopped everything and listened. We could hear the low, distant rumble of a diesel engine, the groan of a heavy weight trudging toward us. It was coming. Mary got up from the table, and we hugged. She said there was no way she could leave her mother alone. She turned and walked home.

      I begged her; I cried. I told her that if Ramsey didn’t get her on the way home for curfew, he’d get her for something else. She didn’t listen. I think she wanted to, but she didn’t. For as weak as that girl’s mind was, she seemed to understand what I said. She understood what was happening. Sometimes the mice just don’t run from the crows.
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      It is a great event when a child is no longer afraid of what’s in the trees or hiding behind the crack of a door. When the thunder of their heart slows and they are soothed by the calm of night. It is a wonderful occurrence when the blizzard of a child’s thoughts stops, and they learn that the shadows are not watching them. We are waiting instead, waiting for them to grow strong and immovable, waiting for them to harden their hearts and open their eyes.
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      Through the heat of the desert night, a young child was carried by her family to salvation, destined by birth to die but doomed to live. Miriam Helmer was only a child. The family treasure—born with hands for arms and very short legs, helpless to the world and hopeless to all. She was given up, by a broken heart, to the great Dr. Black and his mercy—delicately placed in a small basket, offered like a jewel on the king’s doorstep. Miriam’s condition and the importance of her life were described in simple terms on a small note attached to the tightly woven wicker.

      In the morning, the sun rose over the eastern hills, and its orange light filled the valley, painting the landscape minute by minute. When the famous showman found her, it was as though she had only left for a walk hours before and simply returned home. He took the basket inside and absorbed the child into his life.

      Dr. Black had been traveling for years, a professional barker and entertainer with a carnival. With ease, he could draw a crowd to the many curiosities of the Human Renaissance. Enticing patrons with the inquiry, “Are you a wicked man among the righteous or righteous among the wicked?” Sincere questions and meaningful challenges, his tent was difficult to resist. He was a philosopher, a surgeon, and a nihilist. He questioned the nature of humanity’s origin. He promised a renaissance of the human being. He promised cures of all illness and injury.
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      He made room in his caravan for Miriam, giving her a small bed and a cabinet. Opposite to Miriam’s living quarters lay Mrs. Elise Black, the doctor’s beloved wife. Two years earlier, Dr. Black had made a significant breakthrough in the grafting of animal parts. He was on the verge of creating a new species when Elise set fire to his laboratory. She fell into the flames. Her injuries took her motility and voice. Her salvation was the smoke of the opium pipe, the thread of her bedding, and the rocking motion of the caravan as it listed from town to town, a ship at sea, lost forever.

      Miriam looked over at the frail form that lay beneath the worn sheet. Dr. Black breathed a whisper onto the woman’s ear. “My wife, an angel has fallen. Don’t worry, child. You will both rise to the heavens—the cherubim shall welcome you as one of their own.” Miriam couldn’t understand the words, but she knew the promise of comfort.

      Dr. Black left. The faint sound of breathing lofted in the air, barely breaking the silence. Elise was still; her body and face covered by a shroud. Miriam turned on her side and prepared to sleep, watching the woman’s chest rise and fall. Miriam closed her eyes.

      Her mother used to say that everyone needed to learn something in their life before the Lord took them—they needed to be prepared. She told Miriam that her life was something special, that the Lord had a plan for her. Miriam closed her eyes and thought of her two older brothers. They were not like her.

      She had grown accustomed to lying in bed while Martin and Michael played during the day. In the evening, she would tell them stories. She made up hundreds of tales, and her talent for escaping and taking her brothers on an imaginative adventure was beloved. She was young and simple enough to find comfort in her life. She didn’t understand what she was expected to prepare for. She opened her eyes again; the broken woman hadn’t moved.

      Miriam wasn’t educated—no one in her family was. The summer that she was ten, a woman used to come to pick some of the wild raspberries that grew along the fence. When her mother set Miriam outside for sun and air, the woman would sit and talk with her. Mrs. Rola—or Madam Ro, as Miriam called her—told Miriam about some of the places she had seen. They talked about animals and machines that could do amazing things. Once Madam Ro read Tom Sawyer to Miriam. At the end of summer, she left. Then fall came and then winter. In the spring, Madam Ro didn’t come back.

      Sleep had taken over Miriam’s body, but not yet her mind. Miriam’s eyes slid open, and she saw that Elise was looking at her. Still, calm, and awake, the woman’s blue glass eyes reflected small glimmers of light. Miriam saw the burned, wrinkled skin on her face and hairless head. The skin was pulled away from her jaw and cheeks, and some of her teeth showed. Frightened, the girl looked away.
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      Everyone in the carnival took to Miriam like a younger sister who had always belonged. She amused and delighted them. Sometimes the entire company would crowd into the caravan or stand outside near the open windows and sing for hours. They read her stories. She was well cared for; everyone looked out for her, eager to take trips into town for food or clothing, to prepare soup or tea during the cold season. Their love for her was genuine—the heiress, the adopted daughter of Dr. Spencer Black.

      “This child has it, you know,” he said with confidence, looking at his son, Alphonse.

      “Has what?”

      Dr. Black finished lacing his boots. He stood up, thrusting out his chest, and exhaled with disappointment. “She has pure blood, son. Get your things together, boy. We’re ready.” The doctor was impatient. They were going to hunt.

      “Remember: When the bush moves, it isn’t enough—you must wait until you see the creature, identify it, and confirm you can achieve a kill before you fire.” Alphonse was trying to adjust his wool clothing into a comfortable resting position. He hated everything about these trips: nature, the mossy earth, the bright sun, the sap and milk from various plants that coated his fingers with a sticky residue. He hated the dust and pollen floating in the air; he hated wearing the skins of the animals he killed. His father whispered to him every few minutes, pontificating about the life and spirit of animals, the importance of life and death and the balance of nature in an unending lecture and sermon.

      Alphonse waited, carefully balancing his rifle on his arm. He was nervous. The gummy residue on his fingers felt a little tacky against the rifle. The wind was cool on his face; beads of sweat tickled as they moved along his skin. Wind passed through the leaves. There was a loud, sudden crack—his father shot a turkey. Anger gathered in the veins of the doctor’s temple. The turkey was closer to Alphonse, and he knew he had been expected to kill it.

      His father said, “Come along. We need to dress the bird.” Dr. Black grabbed the turkey by the wing and tossed it without care at the boy’s feet. “We’ll eat that tonight. Careful with the gizzard and the eyes. I have use for them.”

      At the camp, Alphonse sat on the rocks near the fire and dressed the bird, pulling the feathers around the wound first. He was no longer concerned with disappointing his father; that ambition had not burned in him for years. There was little left in this world that concerned Alphonse.
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      He spent a lot of time with Miriam. Over the next year, he taught her proper English and helped her manipulate the crude contraptions that were her prosthetic legs and arms. Spencer had made the devices with some help from one of his workers, Carl. Carl had been the first employee of Dr. Black’s traveling carnival. He was a strong and accomplished carpenter and blacksmith who had lost both legs to a Civil War surgeon’s amputation after the Battle of Gettysburg. Later, he had been thrown from his horse and found wounded in the wilderness. Dr. Black had successfully grafted the legs of other men onto Carl.

      In time, Miriam became accustomed to the routine of the carnival and crew. She could walk on her own with Spencer’s prosthetics and took every opportunity to make herself useful. She had many close friends in the company: Judith the acrobat, Hermes the magician, and Ruth the Serpent Queen. Carl was like an uncle to her and Alphonse her own brother. They were her family, and she was at peace. Alphonse adored her, always watching over and caring for her. He took her for walks, and when she was tired from her prosthetics, he wheeled her around in a little cart. All of this was soon to change. The doctor was advancing his science—it was an inevitable storm arriving from a distant world.
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      The Columbian Exposition in Chicago was going to open to the public in just over a year. The crew began preparations for their largest event yet. They camped in the wilderness near Chicago while they built props, stages, and two additional caravans. Weeks passed while they waited for supplies to arrive from Belgium via New York. Dr. Black had ordered a number of standard medical instruments and supplies, but when he returned one afternoon, Alphonse knew he had ordered something unique. Four large boxes, each about the size of a child’s coffin, were loaded into a caravan. Dr. Black went inside to open the crates—alone.

      In the first were piles of bones, individually wrapped and labeled. He inspected them carefully. He held them up to capture the proper light as though they were precious jewels. His smile grew with each new specimen. He clapped his hands together and dutifully opened another crate. It held a few books and papers bound with string; he sifted hastily through them, his hand slowing only when his fingers found the object wrapped in burlap. The artifact was old and required great care. Dr. Black held it with reverence and even love; it was the forearm of a deceased human. The flesh had dried but had been well preserved. The skin was peeled back across the knuckles and wrist, revealing the tissues beneath. At the tips of the hand were elongated fingernails that arched around and came to a point, resembling an animal’s claws.

      The doctor was satisfied. He quickly wrapped the limb up and returned everything to the box. He leaped to his feet, secured the lock of the caravan, and strolled into the woods. Lost in his thoughts, oblivious to the suspicions of his crew, he contemplated his work and devoured the future.

      Later that night, he sat in dim light and lovingly arranged hundreds of pieces of bone according to size and use, admiring the potential of each piece. After hours of this artistic construction, he set aside a few bones and bits of embalmed flesh before returning everything else to the crates. He placed a small, twisted bone near the sleeping Miriam’s neck to determine where it might go. Too small, he exchanged it for another piece. Unsatisfied with either, he tried another one. He laid a long, narrow bone on her breast, studied it, and pursed his lips with frustration—they were all too small. Miriam slept quietly.
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      It was six days since anyone spoke to Dr. Black. He was distracted and worried himself with work. It was a poor time to disturb a man with limited patience. He would leave the caravan, eyes down, gather what he needed from camp, and then return inside. Alphonse feared he was doing another surgery on his mother—another skin graft perhaps, another reconstruction? Everything was terrible when that happened; everything was wrong when the doctor meddled with his mother. When a thunderhead forms over the horizon, it carries a storm with it. It could be lightning, rain, or hail. Sometimes it carries twisters or snow—it could be all of it. It isn’t wise to prepare for one event and not the other. There is no way to know what the storm brings until it’s upon you. This time, it was Miriam who was the focus of his father’s curiosity.
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      The sun had set, and the small daytime fire was fed fuel for the evening. Dr. Black emerged quietly from the caravan. Alphonse watched his father reach into a pail of water; the man rinsed blood from his hands and wiped what remained with an old piece of cloth. Then he sat opposite to Alphonse and sighed heavily—a reprieve from the day’s labor.

      The light from the fire danced along the outline of his face but didn’t illuminate his features. Occasionally, his eyes would flicker as they reflected light. The doctor sighed again, saying, “She’ll be fine. The surgery is going quite well.”

      “What surgery?”

      “There are many that are needed. This was only the first one. Don’t worry, son. The procedure is less complicated than it appears.”

      “When will it be over?” Alphonse asked.

      “It will take a year or so, I suspect. Just in time for the fair in Chicago.”

      “An entire year?” Alphonse asked in disbelief.

      “It’s little compared to a lifetime, son.”

      “Mother’s surgery will require a year?”

      “Your mother? No, son. I’m not operating on your mother. I’m not ready for that.”

      Alphonse stood and looked toward the caravan. “Miriam?” She was only a child; she couldn’t endure the pain. Alphonse wanted to do something, rescue her . . . something.

      “You mustn’t go in there, son. She cannot be disturbed.” Dr. Black knew how much the two cared for each other.

      “What surgery are you doing?”

      “Sit, son. Calm yourself.”

      “Father, what surgery?”

      “It’s her calling, boy. I am doing what must be done for her sake. You needn’t worry anymore. Now go to your tent.” His voice fell low as he spoke. His words were chosen carefully, as a father coaxing a child. His meaning, however, was threatening. “I expect there will be ample opportunity for you to assist me in the coming months. There is a great deal to learn, son.”

      In the morning, Alphonse crept inside to visit young Miriam. She was swaddled in cloth like a newborn baby. Blood soaked a little through the bandage around her shoulders. She slept. Surely she is drugged, he thought. He pitied her, this girl, fallen into the mouth of a lion but not to be eaten—only tasted.
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      A year passed, the final procedure was finished, and she was now healing. “Reborn, she shall emerge as the cicada from the earth,” Dr. Black said, placing his hand on his son’s shoulder. Alphonse was tense every time his father touched him, though he tried to remain relaxed. If there was any man who could sense feelings and thoughts through the sensitivity of his fingertips, it was his father. Despite this, despite the years of practice, he was tense. When his father left, Alphonse went inside the caravan. Miriam was awake, still wrapped in bandages.

      “What did he do to me?” she asked, too afraid to ask the doctor himself.

      “Something that I do not fully understand,” Alphonse said.

      “What is beneath the bandages? I can’t . . .” She gestured to her abdomen. He reached over and lifted a few layers of the gauze to reveal she had wrists. She had arms and hands, new and fashioned from the contents of his father’s mysterious crates.

      Miriam remained wrapped in bandages while she healed. In the evening, Spencer would sit beside her and explain the surgery she received. You are an angel now, a true and honest being like none other.

      Miriam rested and healed for the next few months leading up to the Chicago exposition, and Dr. Black remained busy with preparations. Alphonse and the crew visited Miriam daily. She was silent most of the time, heavily sedated with opium. They brought flowers and read to her. Her bandages were always wrapped around her—a butterfly in a chrysalis.
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      The World’s Columbian Exposition was alive and bustling with the exhibits and inventions of the future. Promises of aviation, energy, and domestic convenience were abundant; then the promise that everyone truly longed for finally arrived—the promise of life, given by none other than Dr. Black. The crew poured out of the four caravans that made up the Human Renaissance and deftly got to work. The construction and assembly had been executed many times before, so the work was routine. There were two main tents. The larger of them was forty feet in diameter and fifteen feet in height—small compared to a larger circus but adequate for their performance.

      On the following evening, Dr. Black started to attract an audience. Barking at the crowds just before sunset, he stood on a wooden box behind a pulpit that had a small, worn banner draped over the front: “The Human Renaissance: To Live Is to Die, to Die Is to Live Forever.”

      “Good evening, ladies and gents. Tonight I want to share a mystery with you. Your mind can’t understand it, but your body will. So, please, do not trust your thoughts. Your mind will challenge what I am going to show you.”

      Groans of disbelief and boredom sprang from people.

      “Your mind will want you to stay fast to what you already have, what you already know, but your body will remember the truth.”

      Carl and Alphonse came out from behind a curtain and stood quietly behind Dr. Black. He continued, “The Homo sapiens—the human—is not well. The design is sick, like a child with fever. We have been taking the incorrect remedy for what ails us. The medicine is not working. I can tell you that I have found the cure, and with the proper dose and treatment . . .”

      The doctor walked over to Carl and placed an affectionate hand on his shoulder. “Anything is possible. This man was a fallen hero of the war. I found him in the wilderness, abandoned by his horse, alone and helpless. Why did he stay there, you ask? Because he had no legs.” The crowd groaned more, for they could see Carl standing with two legs. “Transversal double amputation.” Dr. Black pointed to the upper thigh, where Carl had had his legs cut off. “With too many fallen soldiers to tend to, a field surgeon’s haste and urgency were a dreadful reality for many men like Carl.” Dr. Black laughed, trying to rouse the crowd’s interest and spirits.

      “I, however, was not pressed for time and had only Carl as my patient. Also, I am not a war doctor, now am I?” He gestured, and Carl removed his trousers. When the watchers saw that one leg was from a white man and the other from a Black man, there were shouts of disbelief. Dr. Black smiled brightly—he enjoyed that part of the presentation very much. “Now you can see and judge for yourself. Is this not progress? Anyone who thinks this is unnatural can tell that to my courageous friend Carl, who now walks and stands before you.”

      The audience clapped, uneasy, unsure how to respond. Alphonse escorted Carl off the stage and brought out Madam Ruth, the Serpent Queen. Madam Ruth had lost her right arm in a machine accident, and Dr. Black had reconstructed her limb with parts of a large snake; for a hand, she had a snake’s head. She was a natural performer—happy, energetic, sexual, and enticing. The audience was always excited and terrified to see her.
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      When Alphonse was a young boy, he had taken one of the horses out for a ride. It wasn’t very often he did that. That day in particular it was hotter than usual. He rode down by an old creek bed, where large boulders had been worn flat over time by the water. When he approached the edge of the creek, his horse, Delaneau, slipped. As he tried to regain his balance, Delaneau’s front right hoof got wedged in a crack in the rock. Alphonse quickly jumped off, but the horse fell and his leg broke. This was the first experience that Alphonse had with an animal’s suffering. He tried to help; he tried to free the horse, but the animal was too heavy. Alphonse ran home, hours of running through the woods. His father explained what he had to do.

      When he returned, Delaneau had died. The boy sat beside the horse and laid down the knife he had been instructed to use to cut the horse’s throat. He cupped the underside of Delaneau’s chin gently and cried. Though only a boy, he knew about life and death. He knew enough to fear death and pity those who have been touched by it.

      Dr. Black explained to his bereaved boy how an animal can die in a short amount of time when they are trapped. Alphonse held the knife while his father spoke. The blade felt heavy and unbreakable, meant to destroy objects at the command of its owner. Delaneau could not have escaped his fate. Be it the sun or the boy, the animal was selected to die as soon as it had broken its leg. Nothing could be done about it.
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      Madam Ruth, the Serpent Queen, walked back and forth along the edge of the stage displaying her snake arm. The audience enjoyed it a great deal; most of them were convinced it was a trick. She smiled brightly and even flirted with a few of the rambunctious gentlemen. She curtsied, as a countess would, and left the stage. The crowd was hot with excitement. Some patrons were exuberant, others were hostile, but the whole of the audience was tense. This is how Dr. Black wanted them. He placed the weight of anxiety against their hearts so they had no choice but to have a visceral experience once his crowning achievement was revealed. The doctor personally escorted young Miriam Helmer onto the stage. She was wheeled out in a large wicker basket, wrapped in clean gauze.

      “Moses was delivered to his parents in a basket—a babe set adrift. A terrible fate; a terrible mother? We don’t know, because Moses was found well. He entered into a family, and I don’t need to tell you the rest. Like Moses, this young girl was abandoned in a basket a few years ago. She came into my family with nothing but a note. Bearing the same name as Moses’s sister, Miriam was born with hands for arms and very short legs—the poor dear.

      “Now, I know you are expecting me to show you a girl with arms and legs and then take my historical account of Miriam’s condition on my word alone. But you need not worry about that. I restored her, that is true, but not only with the arms of one person or the legs of another girl. No, I restored her true self. You see, Carl’s legs were taken from him. It was only right that I repair what was once whole.

      “This girl was never whole from the beginning. Why was she born this way? Why did nature do this? Mankind has meddled too much into nature’s science, and I intend to meddle back.”

      At that, the doctor helped Miriam out of the basket. She lowered one foot onto the ground; four long toes slipped out from underneath the gauze, revealing the foot of a bird. The crowd took a breath and fell silent. Dr. Black began unwrapping the gauze from around the girl. Her movements were natural, both human and bird. Audience members held their hands over their mouths; they shifted position to gain a better view, and they drifted closer to the stage.

      Dr. Black’s crew watched closely from behind the curtain. None of them had seen their Miriam without her wrappings—no one knew what the doctor had done.

      Alphonse felt his eyes droop with fatigue as he watched his dad reveal his work, one thin layer of gauze at a time. Miriam faced the crowd; candles and torches illuminated her gown and reflected beautifully off her black hair. Frozen, she waited, hopeful for someone to help her before the last pieces of gauze were removed. It was soon clear what Dr. Black had done. Alphonse felt weak and cold. His heart sank with shame, and he began to tremble. Love and despair both surfaced from deep inside. Horror overtook the crowd with the kind of terror one feels in a nightmare—a deep and suffocating sleep that one cannot escape.

      Miriam’s head hung low; she tried to keep her face hidden in what shadow was available, which was little. She wore an ill-fitting canary-yellow dress. The dress revealed her legs to above the knee, the specially crafted limbs, the powerful legs of a bird of prey. Her ankles and knees were jointed, like those of a bird. Behind her shoulders were large, elongated tufts of feathers. He had sewn wings over her shoulder blades, a surgery that had been extensive and exhaustive.

      Miriam’s new wings opened slightly. The audience froze like visitors at Medusa’s court. The doctor nudged Miriam, coaxing her to move a little and demonstrate the functionality of her body. She took a few steps on the stage, and her talons clicked on the wooden deck. The undeniably real locomotion of her body and the sound of her nails clicking on the wood broke the spell of silence in the tent. A wave of horror rippled through the audience; terror motivated many to run, while anger and sorrow drove others to attack. The audience erupted. Miriam felt her body move in a way that it never had before. She felt muscles and tendons pull and twitch, but she didn’t know what was happening.

      She turned to get away from the crowd, but her new muscle reflexes kicked in, and her wings opened to regain balance. The massive wings moved and flapped, mesmerizing the audience with the sight of her fully opened wings. Miriam screamed with all the fear that her primal mind could gather while her wings flapped violently. The power and energy terrified her—she had a different body, and she couldn’t control it.

      Alphonse rushed onto the stage to help her, but he was not strong enough to overcome her. Her new body commanded power that he did not know his father could grant. When Miriam saw Alphonse, her wings folded and she fell onto the stage. The entire audience had turned into a frenzied mob. He grabbed Miriam, wrapped his arms around her, and carried her out of the tent, running through the chaos.
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      Outside the world was spinning. A torrent of uncontrolled feelings spilled from him. He couldn’t return her to his father. He couldn’t take this child back to the caravan. The doctor was caught up inside the tent and the riot that ensued.

      Carl ran to Alphonse, crying and sobbing. “Miriam, kitten! I didn’t know. I didn’t know.”

      Alphonse quickly wiped the tears from his own eyes, and with a cracked and weakened voice, he hoarsely yelled at Carl, “Take her!” It was the only thing he could think to do. He didn’t know how that would haunt him in the years to come. He didn’t think about how much he would miss her. “Take her, Carl. Take her far away from here!”

      Carl didn’t question him. He reached over with his large arms and cradled Miriam like a new mother holds a baby—a warm flame made of glass. He ran into the woods as though he knew the way.

      Dr. Black came out of the tent, running toward the caravan. Alphonse followed him helplessly as though a chord or a leash drew him wherever his father went. The caravan began moving before he was inside. The angry crowd swarmed the tent, and Alphonse watched as they set it on fire. People were searching for his father, but it was too late. The good doctor had escaped. Cool in the eyes, he looked calmly down at Alphonse. His face was swollen and bleeding from where he had been beaten. Dr. Black knew immediately that Miriam was gone. Alphonse watched his father’s eyes as he searched the void in front of him for his next course of action.

      Powerless against his father’s will, like a leaf floating downstream, the caravan rode on through the night. He felt trapped with a broken leg—stuck in the rocks, waiting to die in the sun, waiting for the boy with the knife to save him.
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The Flynn Brothers: A package delivered to the wrong person.

written by: Guy Grearson, llustrated by: Alex Walters

THE LUCKY SUSAN WAS ALWAYS OPEN, IT WAS

LEFT WHERE R MAN COULD DO BUSINESS.

KIND OF BUSINESS THAT WAS HANDLED AT 4 IN

THE MORNING ANTWAY.

HE KNEW THAT TAKE AND SIMON
WeRE GOING To WALK PAST HIM
AND GO UP THE STRIRS TO THE
SECOND DOOR ON THE RIGHT. HE
KNEW THAT THEY WERE GOING TO
60 INTO THAT ROOM, TAKE THE
PACKAGE AND THEN ‘THEY WeRe
3

GOING TOo SHOOT MR, TAMES,
SCOTTY AND WHOEVER ELSE WAS
iN THAT QOOM. THEN THEY WeRe
GOING TO LEAVE, SMILE AT HIth ON
THE  WRY o0, AND  THEN
DISAPPEAR . HENRY KNEW THAT WAS
WHAT THE FLYNN BROTHERS WERE
GOING 10 DO BECAUSE HE DID
REMEMBER WHAT HAPPENED THE
LAST TIME THE FLINN BROTHERS
CAME AROUND.

IMKE AND SIMON  WERE HEADED

W] tHere-NOT To  PLAT  CARDS OR
DRINK, BUT TO GET A PACKAGE. IT
WAS THE KIND OF PRCKAGE THAT A
LOT OF MeN DIED TO DELIVER. ONLY
PROBLEM WAS, IT WASN'T DELIVERED
0 THE FUINN BROTHERS.

3
THEe

HENRY, THe OWNER OF THE LUCKY SUSAN,
WAS GOING 10 DENY KNOWING ANYTHING
ABOUT IT. HE WAS GOING TO SAY SOMETHING
FOOLISH LIKE, “WHAT PRCKRGEP”

TAKE WOULD BSK IF HE REMEMBERED WHAT
HAPPENED THe LAST TIMe THeY CAMe
AROUND To VISIT.
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1. All things can be released, let them go like doves from your hands.
2. The world is greater than you~your pain and joy.

3. Do not fear banishment from this world.

4. Do not fear your final and eventual return to your home.

5. Do not fear death. It islife that shows its teeth.
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Survived 38 days—30% complete.
air
attempted escape—terminated.

nfa

n/a

Survived 40 days—35% complete.
‘water

suicide.

Survived 44 days—25% complete.
air
brain failure.

n/a

n/a

n/a

Survived 52 days—50% complete.
fire

nervous system failure.

n/a

n/a

Survived 54 days—50% complete.
fire

noncompliant—terminated.

Survived 56 days—50% complete.
land

noncompliant—terminated.

n/a

Survived 72 days—60%
complete.

‘water

seizures—terminated.

Survived 73 days—60% complete.
fire
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Dog attack — Amber Duck
Ppond, West Cloven Park.
Police responded to a report
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loose and attacking ducks at

was not located by
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closed until further
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air
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‘water
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land
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#67 Survived 120 days—100% complete.

fire
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C. CHAMPLAIN
PASSES AWAY
THEN DISAPPEARS.

November, 17 1906

C. B. E. Champlain, prominent finan-
cier and inventor died at the Holt Hos-
pital Sunday at 2:45 p.m. He submitted
to an operation several weeks ago
from which he failed to rally.

The surgery was conducted by an
unknown physician and Mr. Cham-
plain refused to explain the operation,
the need or the intended result. His
body was discovered missing before
an autopsy could be performed.

There are suspicions that he had
associated with Dr. Spencer Black
months preceding his death. There is
no evidence at this time to connect
the Infamous doctor with Mr. Cham-
plain’s death or his missing corpse.
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Survived 22 days—20% complete.
fire
rage—terminated.

Survived 22 days—20% complete.
water
nervous system failure—terminated.

Survived 24 days—20% complete.
fire
insanity—suicide.

Survived 32 days—25% complete.
water
uncontrollable—terminated.

Survived 32 days—25% complete.
air
organ failure.
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land

attempted escape—terminated.
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fire
swallowed tongue—suicide.
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heart failure.

Pennsylania, 1957

MISS ANDERSON
CALLED BY
DEATH

Prominent poet and activist
passes away at St Agnew’s
Hospital Sunday Evening

Gwendolyn . Anderson, 46, & promi-
nentpoet and activit, died at 1:30
‘Sunday afternoon at St. Agnew's hospital
in Philadelphia. Funeral services will be
held at 8:30 Wednesday morning at St.

Agnew's Church with a Requiem High
Mass. Burial will be in Highpoint Geme-
tery.

Miss Anderson was born in London
and came to Pennsylvania as @ young
woman. Her talents went unrecognized
uniil she began o write for Philadelphia
Life. The first of her three books of
poctry, The Wild Air, was published by
The Herald Press Mis Anderson
became well and favorably known, espe-
cialy in this locality

She purchased a smll farm just utside
the ci on South Bank Road, where she
spent most of her time writing her last
book, The Cal of Death. Her friends
and relatives say that she had recently
become obsessed with shapeshifiing—in
her words, “the ancient belief in the abil-
ity (0 change from human (o animal
forms.” She often claimed that she was
“not & human being” and that she was
“going 10 change,” said her sister, Agnes.

Miss Anderson was found dead on her
farm last Wednesday
Due (o her unusual belies and the condi-
tion of her body, which was unspeakably
mutilaed, the police arc investigating
connections between her death and the
infamous cult, the Noumenon.

LOCAL  MAN -
discovers  what  he
claimed to be
foot on his newborn
son. He suffocated his

wife and then burned
the home with his wife
and child still inside.
On the lawa, he cut his
own throat.
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