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Julia Brown loved to dip into the occult. She never missed a 
chance to pick up an article on one of the ancient pagan re-
ligions, or to have a quick look through one of her grandfa-

ther’s ancient tomes. She didn’t really believe in the occult image 
with which she clothed herself, but she appreciated how it kept 
the mundane people of her day-to-day life at bay.

Julia was an attractive, quiet woman who had survived a rough 
childhood with no help from her parents. Scarred by her past, 
she did not trust those around her, and while there was many a 
would-be suitor who would gladly offer his arm in an attempt to 
save her, salvation was the last thing Julia Brown was seeking. As 
unbelievable as it may sound to those who prefer the proximity of 
friends and the comforts of communi-
ty, Julia was perfectly content to spend 
the bulk of her free time in the close 
confines of her drab, single-bedroom 
apartment. There she spent her time 
bowing her grandfather’s violin to the 
strange notes of the syncopated, atonal 
music that only she could hear.

Julia worked as a seamstress in a 
government factory, and found her job 
neither pleasant nor rewarding. Each 
day she would sleep-walk through the 
repetitive tasks of her work, dreaming 
up mysterious new compositions. After 
work, she would rush home to play 
them on the ancient violin. She often 
played the entire night, not even bothering to stop for dinner, car-
rying on into the wee hours of the morning. Sleeping was never 
a high priority; she felt that the night was her most inspired time. 
She simply played better the later it got.

Not too long ago, however, her “preference” for the magic 
hours of the night changed to something a little more ominous. It 
was not that strange dreams or nightmares troubled Julia Brown, 
nothing that childish. Instead, what frightened her about going to 
sleep was the anticipation of what she would find when she woke 
up.

The first time it happened, after shaking off the grip of sleep, 
she woke in a cold sweat to find the sink in her bathroom run-
ning. Looking down at the empty drinking glass on the counter, 
Julia reasoned that she must have played herself to a state of both 
physical and mental delirium, gotten a drink of water, and simply 
forgotten to turn off the faucet. That theory was dashed when she 
went to the kitchen and found the faucet there running as well.

“I must have been further gone than I thought,” she muttered to 
herself as she turned off the water, staring suspiciously over her 
shoulder at the violin. She tried to recall the last moments before 
going to sleep. However, she could only remember the final 
composition of the night, a haunting, memory driven ensemble of 
the music of Eric Zann, music that she had heard once, years ago, 
as a child. Only a large droplet of sweat, rolling from her brow, 
down her cheek, and into her mouth was able to stir her from the 
daydream. “I need to get to work.”

That day she was, as usual, unable to focus on her work, but it 
was not the music of the violin that held her attention. Rather, she 
could not escape from the recollection of waking up to find the 
sinks in her bathroom and kitchen running. Try as she might she 
could not remember turning them on.

When the workday finally came to an end, Julia hurried home 
with a desire to lose herself in the haunting music of her violin. 
As she played, though, she was continuously distracted by the 
faucet on her sink. She could not keep her gaze away from the 
innocent device, and she was spending more time staring at the 
sink than playing the instrument. “This can’t be happening,” she 
thought as she got up to take a closer look at the faucet, and she 
laughed to herself at that thought, not even knowing what “this” 
was. With the understanding that she wasn’t going to be able to 
focus on her music that night, Julia made certain that both of the 
faucets were off, and went to bed.

The next morning, she woke with a start. She could hear the 
water, and knew that it, whatever “it” 
was, had gotten worse. Not only were 
the faucets on the two sinks running, 
but someone had turned on the bath-
tub as well. Further, all of the drains 
were haphazardly stuffed with an 
article of her clothing. A slow build-
up of water had crept above the rims 
and trickled out onto the floor of her 
apartment. Julia called off work that 
day, and went out to buy new towels.

The next few nights she stayed 
awake later and later. She tried to 
prevent herself from sleepwalking by 
dozing off in her chair with the lights 
on. Alas, every morning she would 

wake to find the faucets running full valve and the drains stuffed 
with clothing, rags, or anything else she was able to find in the 
dead of the night. To make matters worse, the water running into 
her house was no longer the clear sanitized solution one would 
expect; it had become a dirty, sludgy brown.

Julia kept the experience to herself. She resolved to try sleep-
ing pills, hoping to kick the problem once and for all. “I just have 
a weird case of sleepwalking,” she rationalized. “If I can knock 
myself out with pills, I won’t be able to turn on the water.”

After returning from the drugstore, Julia picked up her violin 
for the first time in a week. She played into the darkest hours of 
the night, and then swallowed a number of sleeping pills, dry. She 
was not about to get a glass of water. She went to bed with the 
feeling that she had out-thought the problem, and that things were 
about to get back to normal.

The following morning, Julia Brown woke to find herself na-
ked, in the cold, muddy water of an overflowing tub.

To be continued in the second The Summons of the Deep  
Asylum Pack: The Horror Beneath the Surface.
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Julia Brown screamed.
It was a loud scream, fierce and primal, and it rose up 

from the core of her body, submerged as it was in the cold 
brown filth of the tub. It was a sharp scream, one that she could 
feel in the muscles of her throat. It would have been a long 
scream, dreadful and terrible, if she did not, through conscious 
effort, cut the scream short.

The faucet was running. Julia shud-
dered, and scrambled from the tub, 
splashing water throughout the room. 
She lunged for the white towel hang-
ing on the door, leaving a wet, murky 
trail in her wake. Julia smeared the 
towel with dark muddy stains, wrap-
ping it around her body. The cold. 
How was she able to sleep? The faucet 
continued to run; its harsh, relentless 
rush sounded like a waterfall. She 
stepped back across the room, and shut 
the valves on the tub, desperate for 
silence, but the roar of the waterfall 
crept up behind her. Spinning, Julia 
saw that the sink was also plugged and pouring, overflowing onto 
the floor with its own oozing offering of brown, turbid water.

The rest of the day was a blur. She turned off the sink in the 
bathroom, as well as the one in the kitchen. She soaked up water, 
and washed the floor. She wanted to take a shower, to wash away 
the mud, but shuddered at the thought. Instead, she did her best 
with a dry cloth, wrapped herself in the same black slip she wore 
the day before, and washed towels.

Days passed. No morning was as bad as the morning she woke 
in the tub, but only, she felt, because she was now facilitating the 
nightly running of the water. Instead of trying to fight whatever 
it was that was causing her to flood her apartment, she made sure 
the drains were blocked and the faucets flowing before retiring to 
bed. She realized she was starting to lose it, but she did not care. 
She didn’t want to wake naked in a cold muddy tub.

Days became weeks. Julia could not bring herself to bathe, and 
she wore the same soiled clothes day after day. She stopped going 
to work. She lost her appetite for food, but she was always thirsty. 
The phone would occasionally ring, but she refused to answer. 
Her sole friend, an older, jaded police officer named Marshall 
Greene, came to the door, knocking urgently, calling out to her, 
worried if she was all right. Hunched behind the chained door in 
her tattered, soggy black dress, Julia ordered the man to leave her 
alone, to go away, to never come back. She did not recognize her 
own voice.

Isolation, hunger, and filth took their toll. Julia Brown had al-
ways taken pride in the fact that she could handle this world and 
her life therein on her own. She had never asked for help before, 
and she could hardly believe she was about to. But all humans, no 
matter how strong, have a breaking point, and Julia was begin-
ning to wonder if she was losing not only her mind, but her very 
claim to humanity.

On the afternoon of the day she finally gave in and made the 
call, she gritted her teeth and forced herself into the shower. 
Remarkably, the water was clear, and it felt good on her skin. 
Weeks of grime and sweat and tears washed away, and Julia felt 
her heart break as she sat before the mirror and brushed her fresh, 
damp hair. She no longer recognized her own reflection.

After cleaning herself, Julia did her best to make the apartment 
presentable. Some of the carpeting was damp, but she was able to 
transform the place back into the messy home of a young, busy 
woman. With a final look around, she picked up the phone and 
dialed the local police station.

“Fifth precinct, can I help you?” the 
voice on the phone said.

“Is Marshall Greene in the office? 
This is Julia Brown. Tell him... tell 
him I need his help.”

“One second,” the voice said, and 
then, “ Marshall...”

When he came to the phone, Julia 
cut off his shocked hello. “Marshall, 
just shut up and listen! I’m sorry about 
the other day. Week. Whatever. I’m in 
trouble and I need your help. Come 
over as soon as you get off work. This 
is serious.”

“Wha... what’s going-” She hung up.
Marshall was at her door 15 minutes later, 240 pounds of tall, 

powerful, reassuring, male presence. Julia let him in, and im-
mediately bolted and chained the door behind him. “Don’t say 
anything, just listen,” Julia said, and then she let it all out. The 
long, sleep deprived nights, the running water and blocked drains 
every morning. The single attempt to fight the disease, if that’s 
what it was, with sleeping pills, and the following day when she 
woke up in the tub. The gradual decline towards madness, and the 
sudden, jolting realization that she needed help.

“Sure, I can help. But whaddya want me to do?” Marshall said 
as he reached down to feel  at a damp spot on the carpet. He 
sniffed his hand, and scratched his head.

“I think it might all be tied in to my insomnia,” Julia said. “You 
know how I used to stay up all night, playing the violin? Well, I 
think my mind is rebelling. Now it’s not letting me get enough 
rest. If I could just get one night’s sleep, without having to worry 
about sleepwalking or turning on the water or waking up in the 
tub, everything would be OK. Could you sit up tonight, and let 
me sleep, and if I get out of bed to turn on the water or get in the 
tub, wake me up and make me go back to bed?”

“Sure, sounds like a piece of cake.” Marshall paused, and 
glanced towards the kitchen. “Speaking of which... Do you have 
anything to eat? And can I make some coffee? You know...to help 
me stay awake?”

“Have whatever you want. I’m going to bed.”

To be continued in the third The Summons of the Deep Asylum 
Pack: The Antediluvian Dreams.
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The cake was good, but it was also gone. Julia sure could 
bake, when she wasn’t too busy with that creepy violin, 
and Marshall Greene missed her. He took a sip of his 

coffee, black, and grimaced at its hot, bitter taste. How could a 
person run out of sugar and not buy more?

He knew from the start that she was an odd girl, and the 
more he got to know her the odder she seemed. He should have 
dropped her a long time ago, but he couldn’t help himself. He 
needed someone to make him feel like a large, primitive beast, 
and Julia did so better than most. Besides, she hardly ever let him 
speak, and for a fellow who rarely had anything to say, a girl like 
that was a blessing in disguise.

Of course, Marshall had to wonder if this was all an elaborate 
joke. She was always playing jokes on him, trying to pull the wool 
over his eyes, and calling him... what was that word? Gullible. 
Then again, it wasn’t all that unbelievable that she really had lost 
it. She did seem to be the type to go and do something like that...

Marshall yawned, and sipped at his coffee. It really was bitter, 
nearly undrinkable. His eyes grew heavy, and he yawned again. 
Time passed, and Marshall stared out the window, counting stars. 
On the verge of dozing off, he jerked himself awake, energized 
by a sound from the back of the apartment. The opening of the 
bedroom door.

Julia appeared in the doorway, and paused, as if something 

were wrong. “Who’s there?” she whispered.
“Julia...are you awake? It’s me...Marshall.” He saw that her 

eyes were closed, but her lips were curled in a smile. “Is this one 
of your jokes? Are you riding me again?”

“Who are you?” she whispered again, and moved towards the 
sink.

Marshall stood up and interposed himself in front of her, “Julia, 
wake up...I think you’re sleepwalking. You want to turn on the 
water, like you said. You need to go back to bed.” He grabbed at 
her shoulders, stopping her progress.

“Move.” She twisted out of his grasp, like a serpent. He could 
smell a foul, marshy scent on her breath.

“Is this another one of your jokes?” He grabbed at her arm 
again, but she pushed his hand away. “If it is, it’s not very 
funny.” Julia took another step towards the faucet, and turned 
on the water. A dark brown stream began to pour into the sink. 
“Julia! Wake up...you know I’m getting too old for this crap.” He 
reached for the faucet to turn it off, for the strange water pour-
ing into the room had a heavy, offensive, swamp-like smell that 
was making it difficult to breathe. She reared up in the corner of 
his eye. He hardly recognized her. “Hey!” he yelled. “What are 
you... stop it! Wake up! JUL-”

*        *        *
Julia Brown woke to the sound of birds, and the bright light of 

the sun shining through her window. The fragments of a strange 
dream were flitting away in her mind. Something about Marshall, 
and sugar, and cake. She couldn’t remember. She felt more re-
laxed and peaceful than she had in weeks. She rolled over in bed, 
luxuriating in the feeling, thinking about going back to sleep.

The sound of running water brought her fully awake. That’s 
odd, she thought. Did Marshall doze off, giving her a chance to 
turn on the water? That wouldn’t surprise her. Just something else 
to hold over his head. How could you let me turn on the water?! 
She laughed, imagining herself giving him a hard time. The 
whole watery mess didn’t seem quite so ominous with another 
person sleeping in the next room.

Julia pulled herself out of bed, made her way to the kitchen, and 
turned off the sink. In the other room, the only signs of Marshall 
were his coat and boots, on the floor near the couch. Looking up, 
she saw that the door to the bathroom was closed. She could hear 
the muffled sound of the tub. Was he taking a bath? She moved 
towards the door.

“Marshall? You there? I’m making breakfast, you want any-
thing?” She knew he would; the man was always hungry. “Bacon 
and eggs?”

No answer, but the water continued to run. She had a sudden 
sense that Marshall was not in the bathroom, that he had left in 
the night, that the running water in the tub was just the next verse 
of whatever was wrong with her mind. 

With a deep breath, Julia Brown pushed open the bathroom 
door. The body of Marshall Greene was lying face down in the 
dark, muddy waters of the tub.

To be continued in the fourth The Summons of the Deep 
 Asylum Pack: The Terror of the Tides.
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Julia Brown screamed. And screamed again.
The body in the tub. The water, overflowing. Muddy 

stains on the wall, the towels, the rug. Muddy stains 
smeared with blood.

The body of her friend, her former lover, the only man she had 
ever asked for help. Bite marks. Human bite marks, all over his 
arms, his neck, his back. Roach-like insects crawling across the 
wet floor, crawling across the dirty walls and the soiled ledge of 
the tub, crawling across the body, feeding on the wounds. Where 
did they all come from?

Something was wrong.
I need to hide the body, she thought. They’ll come for me. 

They’ll know. I did this. Don’t let them find out.
But where would she hide it? Come to think of it, how was she 

even going to move the body? Marshall was 6’5” and weighed 
almost 250 pounds. How did she get the body to the tub in the 
first place? Maybe you didn’t.

Something was wrong.
Even if she could move the body, even if she could hide it, the 

body, this problem—whatever it was—did she want to? Yes! No, 
of course not. Would that make the problem go away? What prob-
lem? Would she still turn the water on every night? Why wouldn’t 
she?

Something was wrong.
Turning away from the body, the roaches, and the mess of wa-

ter, blood, and mud that was slowly trickling onto the floor of her 
bathroom, Julia left the room and the water running behind her. 
In a daze, she stumbled towards her phone, knocking the mouth-
piece off the receiver. Picking it up, she started dialing the police 
station, but stopped halfway, and hung up.

What am I going to do? Her mind was racing. She took a deep 
breath, and looked across the room at her violin, resting peace-
fully in its stand. It mocked her with its serenity. You’re losing it. 
She took another deep breath, and pulled herself together. It was 
only an instrument.

She flipped through her directory, which she kept near the 
phone. What was the name of that counsellor... that psych guy? 
He had only examined her once, a couple years ago when she 
first started experiencing sleepless nights. Dr. Carson, that was 
his name. She was not impressed with his diagnosis, and never 
returned for the follow-up. “Looks good to me,” he had said, but 
she couldn’t tell if he was referring to her mind or her body.

She dialed the number. There was nowhere else to turn. The 
phone rang in her ear.

“Dr. Carson, can I help you?” His voice was loud and reassur-
ing, and he spoke with practiced control.

“Doctor.... I... I think I’m in trouble.” She could barely get the 
words out. “I don’t know... I don’t know what to do. I-”

He cut her off. “You need to pull yourself together. Everything 
is going to be OK. Explain to me, as calmly as possible, what is 
going on.” The doctor was someone she could trust. He had to be.

“I think I k-k-killed my friend last night, he was over here and I 
wanted him to watch me while I slept, so I didn’t-”

“Does this have anything to do with the fact that your tub is 
running in the background?” he asked.

“What? How did you know that?” Julia asked.
But the line was already dead.

To be continued in the fifth The Summons of the Deep Asylum 
Pack: The Thing from the Shore.
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Strapped to a bed in an asylum, Julia Brown did not feel 
insane. She had a lot of time to think, and her thinking 
was clear. Clear...clear...clear... like water.

They had come for her quickly, Dr. Carson and the two heavily 
armed police officers. They pinned her to the floor and shackled 
her wrists behind her back with a nasty pair of hand restraints that 
cut into her skin. It hurt, but she refused to cry out. Dr. Carson 
stared at her in the back seat of the police car, but said nothing. 
He seemed to be enjoying himself, and Julia wondered if she was 
imagining the lecherous tint in his stare. She wondered if she was 
too far gone to really care.

She felt a little better once she was admitted to the asylum. 
Once she was back among...her own kind. She spent most of 
the day strapped to a bed, under the strict observation of a silent 
nurse. They would shine lights in her eyes, take samples of her 
saliva, and prick at her with needles. She was numb to it all. 
There were other patients like her in the beds across the room 
and in the rooms across the hall, dreaming the same dreams and 
dreading the same nightmares, enduring the same treatments with 
the same hopes for freedom. A silent, unspoken empathy emerged 
among these patients, and there were many of them throughout 
the asylum. From this empathy she was able to draw...strength. 
In the eyes of the doctors and nurses, her condition seemed to 
improve.

Initially, life at the asylum followed a simple pattern. Each day 
around noon she would be led to the cafeteria, where she would 
feed with a handful of patients on whatever foul dish the cooks 
prepared. Other than the daily meal, her schedule consisted of 
trips to the showers for “sanitation” purposes five times a day. 
The pattern developed a rhythm, and that rhythm became her 
world.

It seemed that she ate with a different group every day. Or 
maybe it was the same group, with a different set of stories. Ev-
eryone looked the same; she recognized none of them from one 
day to the next. Maybe that was the point.

Most of the mealtime conversation was about the doctors. Com-
plaints about their condescending nature, vented frustrations over 
their stubborn insistence that the shared condition of the patients 
was just a disease, a mental disorder, and that they were work-
ing benevolently towards some kind of cure. As if she wanted to 
be cured. Thoughts like that were the scariest. Thoughts like that 
made her think maybe the doctors were right.

Sometimes, when they were feeling particularly lonely, the 
patients would spend the meal hour discussing the events that 
brought them to the asylum. Through these sessions, Julia quickly 
learned that her experiences were in no way unique. She heard 
tell of husbands kicked out of their homes because their wives 
couldn’t live with the nightly flood. Others spoke of the morn-
ing discovery of a beloved pet, stuffed face first into a clogged 
drain. Occasionally a glassy-eyed patient would speak of a child, 
drowned and mutilated in a bathtub or a swimming pool. The 
tales were different, but they all shared a common theme: murky, 
un-sanitized water.

Sometimes, these stories left Julia feeling ashamed of what 
she had become, but more often they had a cathartic effect. The 
same could not be said of the showers. Yes, they were refreshing, 
and yes, she did feel at her strongest only when the cool water 
splashed across her skin. For that feeling, she was grateful that 
the inmates were showered five times a day. Sometimes she felt 
that it was the only thing keeping her alive. At the same time, the 
showers were damning, shameful, and terrifying. Julia Brown 
was always a private person, and being naked in front of others 
was always a disconcerting experience for her. In the asylum, that 
shower experience became a nightmare when she, and everyone 
around her, began to develop scales.

To be concluded in the sixth The Summons of the Deep  
Asylum Pack: The Path to Y’ha-nthlei.
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The transformation is nearly complete.
Most of the inmates, Julia Brown included, are almost 

completely covered with scales. Their fingers and toes 
have shortened, but their hands and feet have grown long. Un-
naturally thickened lips and bulbous, fishlike eyes now grace 
their faces. Their skin is soft, heavily veined, and grey. Gill-like 
creases have developed in the sides of their necks.

They spend most of their time in the showers; some of them 
never leave the chamber at all. The faculty have begun to turn 
as well, and those who were not becoming amphibious are long 
dead, killed by those who are. 

We feast upon their flesh. 
The asylum, no longer a prison, has become something of a 

fortress, a bastion, a haven for the scaled race.
More and more of us are drawn here, in flocks, every day.
At night, Julia Brown sometimes dreams of her past life, of 

what it was like to be a human. She dreams of Marshall Green, 
and remembers love. She dreams of her childhood, and remem-
bers hope. She dreams of sleepless nights with her violin, and 
remembers joy. That life is hers no more.

 Now, all that seems to matter to her is the hunger for human 
flesh, the desire for water, and the longing to return to the sea. 
She knows that this is only the beginning. She remembers, from 
her days as a human, the tales she has read. She knows that 
great  Cthulhu stirs at the bottom of the sea, and his dreams call 
out to the delicate minds of humanity. She understands that this 
entire tale—the sleepless nights at the violin, the running of the 
water, her eventual transformation—are but foreshadowings of 

Cthulhu’s awakening. A deeply buried part of her tells her that 
this should be disturbing. A more primal, vital part suggests that 
everything is as it should be.

My gaze turns towards the sea. The underwater city of Y’ha-
nthlei calls out to me. I long to return...

Julia Brown is still with us, in her dreams, but that is all. 
Always a stubborn girl, always a fighter, she dreams of a caution-
ary tale, a log for the rest of humanity that details the path of her 
transformation. She hopes that someone, somewhere, will find 
it, and use it to save someone else from her fate. Or, at the very 
least, it will help them to understand. A noble dream, but futile 
in the end. There is no salvation along the path to Y’ha-nthlei, no 
need to understand the journey.

It is only for the memory of Julia Brown that I record these 
thoughts. Her dreams are my dreams, her past is mine. I have no 
hope for the future, for hope is a human emotion, and I am no 
longer human. Julia Brown hopes to hold on to the memories of 
her human past, and so I remember her journey while I still can. 
The future is relentless, inevitable, and holds for us only a return 
to the sea. I was a human woman, once, and she was me, but that 
connection grows fleeting with each cycle of the tides. I write of 
Julia Brown with the increasing sensation that I write of an alien 
presence in my mind. It is one that will never let go, a presence 
that constantly reminds me of the nightmare of my transforma-
tion. I hope that by telling her tale I can exorcise her spirit from 
my mind, complete the transformation, and answer the summons 
of the deep. But there I go, hoping, once again, and demonstrat-
ing that my humanity is not as far gone as I had...heh...hoped. 
She was always a stubborn girl, a clever girl, a girl that would 
never give up without a fight. Life will be so much simpler when 
she’s gone.
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