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Ah, what exquisite specimens we have catalogued in our vaults of visceral delights. Each tale a
perfect portrait of humanity's most delicious vulnerabilities, from Loggers who discovered trees that
harvest thew, to children who excavate their own magnificent metamorphosis from. the bone-drunk
earth. Wwe've witnessed wmothers made of architecture, seamstresses who thread souls through silk,
and cholrs that sing beneath drowning waters while phantom towns feast on forgotten loentities.

Fittlng that in our relentless pursuit of progress, cutting forests, building cities, conquering
nature, we've created the very conditions for our most poetic destructions. We tervaform our
nightmares with such tndustrious devotion, dow't we, my dear moths drawn to darker flames?

tn our desperate attewmpt to leave permanent marks upon this world, we discover that the world has
beew carving its signature into us all along, with such artistic patience, such maternal cave.

Sleep well, my devoted disciples. The earth is always listening.

- Soetor .
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In the deepest chamber, |1 found them. Bodies, suspended
in the water like pale flowers in some grotesque bouquet.
Their skin had taken on the translucent quality of deep-sea
creatures, and their eyes... their eyes had been replaced
by hollow sockets that seemed to watch me nonetheless.
But it was their mouths that made me flee, gaping wide
in a silent chorus, as if they were singing songs only the
water could hear.

1 surfaced gasping, but when | told the others what I'd

seen, they laughed. Said the nitrogen narcosis was playing

tricks. But | know what |1 saw. And | know why | can’t stop
thinking about going back.

Day Two - June 24th
The dreams started last night. ’'m underwater again, but
this time ’'m not alone. There’s something pale moving
just beyond my vision, something that calls to me in a
voice like drowning. When | wake, my sheets are soaked
with lake water, though my windows were closed and the
night was dry.



—

1 went back to the quarry today, alone. The water seemed
clearer somehow, as if it were inviting inspection. 1 could
see farther down than ever before, past the sunken
machinery and debris to where the tunnels waited. From
the surface, I could swear | saw movement in those depths,
a slow, undulating dance of forms that might have been
seaweed but felt like something far more intentional.

The lifeguard’s chair was empty. It’s been empty since old

Pete retired last spring, but today it felt different. Today it

felt like someone had been watching from there, someone

with eyes like empty caves and skin like waterlogged silk.
1 need to go back down.

Day Three - June 25th
The thing about drowning is that it’s quiet. People
think it’s dramatic, full of splashing and screaming,
but real drowning is just... absence. The victim slips
beneath the surface like they’re accepting an invitation
to somewhere better. 1 know this because I've been
drowning for two days now.






The phosphorescent slime grows thicker as you go deeper,

coating the tunnel walls like the interior of some vast

digestive tract. It tastes of copper and forgotten rain when

the water finds its way past your mouthpiece. The patterns

carved into the stone become more complex the further

you penetrate, spiraling inward toward meanings that
dance just beyond comprehension.

In the seventh chamber, |1 found the choir. They hang
suspended in perfect formation, a congregation of the
changed. Their skin has become transparent, revealing the
slow circulation of fluids that no longer qualify as blood.
Their hair moves in the current like sea grass, and their
mouths... God, their mouths never stop moving, shaping
words in a language that predates human speech.

But it was the one in the center that made me understand.

It looked like Danny, or like Danny might look after months

in the water. Its eyes had been replaced by clusters of

luminous polyps that tracked my movement with alien

intelligence. When it saw me, it smiled, and I realized it had
been waiting. They all had.
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