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Winding  down the  fog-shrouded  ancient 
roads  of  Massachusetts,  along  the  misty 
Manuxet,  that river whose weedy banks cut 
through  various  farms,  villages,  and  towns, 
drivers  of  motor  cars  sometimes  find 
themselves  inextricably  lost.  For  various 
reasons unknown and unexplained the roads 
of  Massachusetts  bewilder  the  curious,  the 
young,  and  the  out-of-towner.   These  roads 
are  appealing  during  daylight  hours,  when 
the various oak, maple, and birch trees burst 
forth  in  autumn  splendor,  bringing  tourists 
bent on seeing New England at its best.  At 
night, when the mist rises from the mud and 
ooze, it becomes somehow difficult to know if 
one has made a wrong turn, or indeed whether 



one hasn't gotten turned around and headed in 
the opposite direction unawares.

It was on such a night that I found myself in 
the small town of Innsmouth. My purpose in 
being there was to visit my estranged uncle.

A year earlier I had enrolled at Miskatonic 
University, with plans for reading philosophy 
and  mathematics.  My  father,  always  a 
difficult man, had railed at my choice, abusing 
me in no uncertain terms that I was wasting 
my time. Why, he cried, would I wish to attend 
university,  when  the  family  tradition  of 
cobbling  lay  before  me?  His  father,  and  his 
father  before  him,  had  been  cobblers.  Of 
course, his father before him had been a cook 
and  gourmand, but we shall speak no more of 
that.  How could I walk away from this noble 
vocation?  Where could my schooling take me, 
that shoemakers  hadn't  already been? Were 



not the clothes on my back,  the food on my 
table, the very shoes on my feet, attributable 
to cobbling? In the end, his arguments fell on 
deaf ears. I was resolved to stand my ground, 
therefore I left.

Three months at school and I found my mind 
wandering, my focus slipping.  My professors, 
usually kind, sometimes fierce, began to take 
me  aside  more  and  more,  and  soon  began  to 
question my dedication to the sciences I had 
proclaimed as my calling.  It was as if, they 
said,  I  found  philosophy  pointless,  and 
mathematics quite difficult.

As my studies faltered,  my resolve grew dim, 
and the words of my father echoed in my mind. 
I  began  to  miss  classes.  I  ignored  required 
work.  In  short,  after  many  more  months  of 
listless effort, I was on the verge of failing. 



It  was  at  this  time  that  correspondence 
arrived  from my estranged  uncle,  a  brooding 
man who kept newts. Looking at the familiar 
crab-like hand on the envelope, I remembered 
many years earlier,  when I  was still just a 
boy, seeing my uncle attending to those small 
salamandrines. I believe he felt there was a 
lesson  to  be  learned  from  observing  their 
ability  to  freely  move  between  an  aquatic 
world  and  terra  firma,  their  metamorphosis 
from  juvenile  to  adult.  My  father  and  he 
were  already  distant  at  that  point. 
Eventually  my uncle,  the  older  of  the  two 
brothers,  was cast out of my father's  house, 
forbidden to  return.  What the  quarrel  was 
about I never learned, as my father refused to 
speak of it, but I believe it had something to do 
with  those  “infernal  creatures,”  my  uncle's 
amphibians. 

It was only through the post that I was able 



to maintain a relationship with that amateur 
herpetologist. It was a Thursday when I found 
his  missive  in  my  letter  drop.  “Nephew,”  he 
wrote. “I've made an important discovery.  You 
mustn't tarry. Come at once!” Looking around 
at  my books,  my piles  of  paper,  my unkempt 
surroundings,  I  resolved  to  leave  on  the 
morrow.  Such  it  was  that  I  found  myself 
motoring  to  Innsmouth  to  visit  my  uncle's 
estate.

I drove all day, stopping only once for a meal. 
While we had corresponded for  years,  I  had 
never  been to  my uncle's  house.  I  knew the 
general lay of the land,  but found that,  as 
darkness fell,  my confidence at reaching my 
destiny dwindled. Coming near to the town, I 
found myself at a loss where to turn next. At 
last I spied a small, ill-lit service station. Its 
pumps stood like bygone sentinels. Being low 
on petrol I repaired to this haven, hoping to 



refuel and obtain directions.  

I drove across the old hose before coming to a 
stop.  Somewhere  within  a  bell  sounded.  I 
killed  the  engine  and  waited,  but  no 
attendant appeared.  Peering across the dark 
expanse, I could dimly perceive the outline of 
someone within.  I got out of my old Ford and 
took  a  few hesitant  steps.  Gravel  crunched 
beneath my bespoke wingtips. Seeing that no 
one would come out,  I  crossed the remaining 
distance and entered the small, grimy confines 
of  the  station.  There  sat  a  heavy-lidded 
youth, uncouth in appearance, with pomade in 
his  hair  and  a  well-thumbed  edition  of  The 
Compleat Angler on his lap.  

(Here,  in  the  local  non-rhotic  patois,  the 
youth bent my ear for an hour: “Innsmouth? 
Wal,  it's  a  queer  kinda  town  here  et  the 
mouth o' the Manuxet...”



“That refinery? Wal, them rumours 's ony the 
tip, heh heh...”

“...Devil's Reef they call it...”

“...Epidemic o' '46...”

“...Pepperidge Farm...” 

Etcetera,  etc.,  followed  by  beware.  Beware! 
Turn back! And so on, ad nauseum.)

Continue, reader.  Please.  Continue.

Having  learned  the  general  location  of  my 
uncle's estate, and gotten fuel for my vehicle 
from that loquatious youth, I continued with 
my journey. I passed the town square with its 
forgotten  statue.  Also  the  decrepit  church, 



whose  gravestones  jut  upward  like  broken 
teeth.  Finally, the headlamps of my vehicle 
fell upon my uncle's antiquated, many-gabled 
house.  Essex  Bay  could  be  seen  in  the 
distance.  Scant  moonlight  shimmered  on  its 
gloomy  surface,  and  a  sailing  vessel  was 
moored at a broken, rotting wharf. I walked 
onto my uncle's  porch.  Windows were placed 
on either side of an old, wooden door. No light 
emitted from within. I knocked upon the door, 
and to my surprise it swung open upon ancient 
hinges.

“Hello? Uncle?” 

No  answer.  The  musty  smells  of  cornmeal, 
ginger,  lemon,  and  three  kinds  of  rice 
permeated  the  squalid  apartment.  Also,  and 
mostly, there was the unmistakable smell of 
cod.



I entered the lonely house and turned on first 
one  lamp,  then  another.   A  wireless  stood 
next to a La-Z-Boy. I found unopened bills on 
the sideboard. Dishes littered the countertops, 
and more were piled in the sink. The remains 
of  a  meal  were  on  a  wooden  table;  they 
appeared to have been there for several days. 
Beyond this were scattered monographs, news 
clippings, photos, and recipes. It appeared from 
this  assemblage  that  my  uncle  had  of  late 
become obsessed with seafood. 

At  length  I  found  a  notepad  with  a  single 
phrase  written  on  the  uppermost  of  its 
yellowed pages:  Bounty of the Sea. “This is the 
unmistakable crab-like hand of my estranged 
uncle,” I thought to myself. The remainder of 
the  note  was  torn  from  the  pad.  On  the 
subsequent page was the faint impression of 
letters.  Next  to  the  pad  was  a  pencil.  I 
considered for some minutes what to do until 



finally,  and with some hesitation,  I  took up 
the  pencil.  “Ticonderoga  No.  2,”  was 
emblazoned  on  it  in  dark-stamped  letters. 
With  a  final  resolve  to  get  on  with  it,  I 
rubbed the page with this worthy marker, and 
the  hidden  words  slowly  came  into  view, 
revealing  themselves  like  fish  surfacing 
through murky waters: Cthulhu's Kitchen, 4th St  
and D.  I  tore the page from its  fellows and 
left.

Snug  between  a  Cantonese  establishment 
catering to those whose clothes must be dry 
cleaned,  and  the  Innsmouth  Town  Library, 
whose  doors  open  every  Monday  and 
Wednesday from 10:00 am to 5:00 pm, Thursdays 
from 11:00 am to 9:00 pm, I found the eldritch 
diner. Chipped paint on the sign above showed 
a poorly-drawn man holding a fish by the tail. 



A bell jangled as I entered. The incandescent 
bulbs overhead flickered their yellowish hue 
upon  the  room.  A  handful  of  tables  were 
scattered about,  and booths lined two of its 
paneled  walls.  A  whiff  of  grease,  fish,  and 
allspice  emanated  from  the  kitchen  beyond. 
The sole customer, a little man who, despite 
the  late  hour,  wore  darkened  glasses,  stood 
from a  booth when the bell  had chimed its 
last tinkle,  and quickly left.  The room was 
now empty.

I called out, and was frightened when a low, 
hoarse voice quite near replied, “One?” I spun 
around, and found myself face to face with a 
pale,  sickly-looking  woman  with  large, 
bulbous,  wide-set  eyes.  Her  lips  were  also 
large,  and  conspicuously  chapped.  Her  hair 
was kept in a tight bun, a pencil thrust in its 
middle.



“I'm sorry. What?”

“Table for one?”

Before  I  could  answer  she  showed  me  to  a 
crumb-ridden  table.  Rings,  the  ghosts  of 
glasses past, dotted its surface. An old coaster, 
decorated with the sign of the poorly drawn 
man, remained from the last patron's visit.  I 
sat  down,  and  she  gave  me  a  menu  before 
disappearing  into  the  dark  confines  beyond 
the counter.  A sticky film coated its pages, 
and the words  Cthulhu's Kitchen were rendered 
on the cover in an unknown font. I opened the 
gummy thing.

Fried Sole. Clear Turtle. Risotto in Squid Ink. 
Cod in Black Butter. 

“What'll  it  be?”  my  server  asked.  She  had 
reappeared  without  my  noticing,  and  her 



croaking voice had startled me once again.

“Actually,  I'm  looking  for  someone.  I  have 
reason to believe my estranged uncle-”

“Order  first,”  my  server  interrupted.  “Chef 
has  an engagement this  evening.  What'll  it 
be?” 

I looked again at the offerings. No prices were 
listed. I was beginning to doubt the meaning of 
my uncle's note.
“Do you have any specials?”

“There's  Bounty  of  the  Sea.  A  favorite  of 
chef's. It's not for everyone,” she added. “How 
about some nice fish & chips and we can all go 
home?”

“I'll take the Bounty of the Sea. And a bottle 
of chianti, please.” 



“It's spicy.”  

“Bounty of the Sea, if you please.” 

She  looked  at  me  once  more  with  her 
curiously  wide-set  eyes,  quickly  wrote 
something on a pad and left. I looked around, 
wondering  what  my  estranged  uncle  had 
found that was so urgent. The room was hung 
with  the  occasional  Chinese  lantern.  The 
tables had chromium legs, and touches of rust 
showed through in places. Paper napkins stood 
next to salt and pepper shakers. A faded spray 
of silk violets stood in a small, dirty vase. The 
smell  of  fish,  at  first  enticing,  began  to 
annoy. Some time passed. The smell of seafood 
grew  somehow  more  disagreeable.  I  tinkered 
with  the  coaster,  then  stood,  the  better  to 
look out the window. The darkened street was 
deserted,  and  a  smattering  of  raindrops  had 



appeared on the glass. The wind had picked up, 
causing the leafless trees to bend and sway a 
little. Whippoorwills could be heard calling 
from  the  dark.  I  turned  back  to  the  silent 
diner.  I  sensed  that  my  server  wasn't 
returning.

I walked to the counter and peered into the 
cook's  room.  I  could  see  no  one,  could  hear 
nothing.  I  called  out,  and  got  no  response. 
Looking about me once more, I stepped behind 
the counter and entered the kitchen beyond. 
An ancient calendar hung crookedly near the 
entry. A large cooker stood in one corner,  a 
soup pot stationed over one of its rings; the pot 
was empty and cold.  A cutting board was on 
the counter,  covered  in  fish scales.  Farther 
along a large sink jutted out from the wall; 
closer  inspection  showed  it  to  be  clogged.  I 
called  out  again,  and  was  again  met  with 
silence.  Sluggish  flies  buzzed  near  a  dirty 



bucket.  Peering  within,  I  saw  with  some 
horror the carcass of a fish, its head and tail 
still attached to the flesh-specked spine.

With  mounting  dread,  I  moved  further  into 
that  abominable  canteen.   Jars,  crocks,  and 
various other containers were placed here and 
there on the countertops, their labels old and 
difficult to read. Boxes were scattered along 
the walls. Set firmly into the back wall was 
the  imposing  door  of  a  walk-in  cooler  hung 
upon steel hinges. The handle, once shiny, was 
now blackened with disuse.

I  placed  my  hand  upon  the  cold  latch  and 
pulled.  With  some  effort,  the  door  swung 
open, revealing not a cooler, but a set of stone 
steps leading downward. Peering into the inky 
depths,  I  could  see  the steps  curving  slowly 
away to the left. Listening, I could hear the 
drip of water. I felt a dark terror gnawing at 



my vitals, and turned to leave, when I heard 
the beating of a drum.

“Uncle?”

The malevolent tom-tom continued. Listening 
more closely, I thought I also heard the sound 
of laughter. Searching nearby, I found a torch 
hanging  from  a  peg.  Testing  it,  I  found  its 
beam  to  be  steady  and  bright.  I  therefore 
returned  to  the  stairwell  and,  steeling  my 
resolve,  began  my  descent.  The  stone  steps, 
while not quite Cyclopean, were bigger than 
what is generally considered standard, making 
my  plunge  somewhat  difficult.  I  moved 
cautiously  down,  around  the  curve,  then 
another, then another, and came to a landing. 
The walls of this passage were hewn from the 
living rock, and a green muck covered portions 
of  the  floor  in  a  thin  slime.   The  passage 
ended  in  a  gargantuan  pair  of  stone  doors. 



Above this imposing gateway was an image in 
bas relief of a dragon, or a squid, or some sort 
of dragon-with-squid's-head thing, rendered in 
awful  proportions.  The  incessant  beating  of 
the drum continued just beyond the forbidding 
portal. A large iron ring was attached to each 
barrier. 
With herculean effort I managed to pull the 
dexter side ajar. A cold draft hit my face, and 
the  smell  of  bilge  and  chum  assaulted  my 
nose. The noise of the drum grew louder, and I 
could  now  hear  distinct  voices,  male  and 
female  alike,  from  within.  I  moved  through 
the doorway and onto a stone landing. A few 
feet  beyond  was  an  iron  balustrade,  and 
beyond  that  a  cavernous  room  of  truly 
Cyclopean  proportions.  I  approached  the 
balustrade and looked down.

A large gathering of people swarmed the floor 
of  the  commodious  chamber  below. 



Chandeliers  hung  from  the  high  ceiling. 
Candelabra  stood  in  various  locations 
throughout  the  room.  A  drum/flute  combo 
played a quiet set near the bottom of a grand, 
red-carpeted  stairway.  In  the  center  of  the 
room  was  a  dais  or  table,  decorated  with 
obscene ciphers and glyphs, and set about with 
oil lamps, candles, and other means of light. 
Upon its surface were piles of oysters, filets, 
crab  legs,  jellied  eels,  fried  clams,  bream, 
flounder,  mullet,  tilapia  and  tuna.  Also 
lobster,  cockles,  abalone,  caviar,  shrimps, 
prawns, periwinkles, cuttlefish, and scallops. 
At its center, on a tangled bed of seaweed, lay 
an  enormous  red  octopus.  Its  fearsome 
gleaming tentacles were grossly arranged, and 
an apple was thrust firmly in its beak. The 
entire  spread  was  hideously  prepared,  its 
presentation,  awful.  As  I  took  in  this 
unspeakable  bounty,  I  failed  to  notice  that 
the  party  sounds  had  died,  and  that  the 



inhabitants of this loathsome gathering had 
turned their heads upwards to look at me. 

I  looked  at  their  unblinking  faces.  All  the 
guests held little plates of food or glasses of 
wine  in  their  hands.  Some  attempted  to  do 
both, which is always a mistake. 

A man separated from the group. He had on a 
white  jacket,  and  wore  checked  pants.  He 
held  a  glass  of  wine  in  his  hands.  To  my 
horror I found myself looking down upon the 
face  of  my  estranged  uncle.  “Nephew!”  he 
cried, looking up at me. “Nephew! Welcome!” 

Attendants  escorted  me  to  the  ghastly 
flagstones below. A wine glass appeared in my 
hand. Stunned, I looked about. The walls were 
decorated in hideous images. A fire burned in a 
colossal  grate.  The  mantle  was  festooned 
with  unspeakable  garlands.  The  murmur  of 



voices  and  squishy  sounds  surrounded  me. 
Everywhere were people gathered in groups of 
two or three, their funereal clothes looking 
well-made  and  expensive.  They  silently 
assessed my attire,  looked back at my uncle, 
then resumed their hushed conversations. The 
party  sounds  grew once  more.  A  dark-suited 
man  stood  nearby,   blowing  large  invisible 
bubbles with his lips. A pale woman in evening 
dress  approached  my  uncle  and  exclaimed, 
“Howard!  You  didn't  tell  me  you  had  a 
nephew.”
“I told you not to call me Howard,” my uncle 
said coldly, and turned his back to the woman. 
She walked away, crestfallen and snubbed.

I looked upon my uncle. He was thinner than 
I remembered, and his hair was now a leonine 
white.  His  face  was  tanned,  weathered,  and 
cruelly handsome. His teeth were like ivory. 
His  white  jacket  had  a  sinister  show 



handkerchief  of  subdued  tones  tucked  into 
the pocket.  But his smile was bright, and his 
eyes  held  real  joy  at  seeing  me.  That,  and 
perhaps something else. 

“I'm  so  glad  you could  make it.  Come.  Come. 
Have something to eat.”

The  glittering  array  of  cutlery  and  foods 
made  me  dizzy.  The  guttering  candlelight 
dazzled my eyes. The hideous party bewildered 
me no end. I looked upon my uncle, and dreaded 
what I saw.

“How is this possible, Uncle?” I cried.  “Who 
are these people? What is this place? What 
loathsome  pursuit  of  hedonic  pleasures  has 
led you to this unctuous feast?”

My  uncle  looked  off  and  up,  assuming  an 
attitude of fond recollection. “The menu came 



to me in a dream,” he said.  The other guests 
stopped  what  they  were  doing  and  moved 
closer to listen. “I had of course met many of 
my  fellow  cultists  around  town,  at  various 
potlucks and other social functions.  I  found 
that my victual offerings were always well 
met,  and  that  I  had  a  curious  knack  for 
seafood. It started with my clam strips.” This 
caused a moist murmur of approval from the 
guests.  “But in the end,  it  was my  Calamari  
Endive that drew the attention of  The Old 
Ones. Served at the Fisherman's Ball, it was 
the hit of the season.”

“Murmur. Murmur!”

“Soon  after  the  dreams  began.  Night  after 
night, I dreamt of a great stone city, with its 
monoliths and sepulchres, sunk deep beneath 
the  waves.  I  wandered  its  alleys  and 
unwholesome byways, wondering aghast at all 



that  I  saw.  Always  the  city  was  silent, 
haunted,  abandoned.”  My  uncle  shifted  his 
gaze back at me.  “One fevered night I came 
upon a great stone tablet.  Its  alphabet was 
hideous, its font ghastly. The meaning of the 
words eluded me,  and in my dream I  shouted 
oaths at the watery sky, beseeching, begging 
to be told what was demanded of me. When I 
awoke, I knew what was required. I knew. A 
feast. Nay! A Feast! The Bounty of the Sea! A 
meal  to  awaken  The  Old  Ones  from  their 
eternal slumber! Iä! Iä! Cthulhu fhtagn! Ph’nglui  
mglw’nafh  Cthulhu  R’lyeh  wgah’nagl  fhtagn!  
Ph’nglui  mglw’nafh  Cthulhu  R’lyeh  wgah’nagl  
fhtagn!”

The  revelers  picked  up  the  chant. “Ph’nglui  
mglw’nafh  Cthulhu  R’lyeh  wgah’nagl  fhtagn!  
Ph’nglui  mglw’nafh  Cthulhu  R’lyeh  wgah’nagl  
fhtagn!” 



“What?”

“Ph’nglui  mglw’nafh  Cthulhu  R’lyeh  wgah’nagl  
fhtagn!”

“I'm sorry, I can't und-”

“Join us, nephew. Join us.” My uncle's face was 
somehow wider, his skin porous and damp. His 
nether lip drooped, and his pupils- 

“Become one of us.”

“One  of  us,”  repeated  the  flautist.  “One  of 
us,” repeated the crestfallen woman. I looked 
at  the  hideous  faces  that  beset  me.  All 
manner  of  merriment  had  disappeared  from 
their  countenances,  replaced  by  something 
feral and monstrous. The wicked drummer now 
had  both  eyes  on  one  side  of  his  glistening 
head.  I backed away until I hit the baleful 



banquet table.

The  throng  surrounded  me  with malevolent 
intent. My waitress, now attired in satin and 
pearls,  placed her hand upon my shoulder.  I 
shrugged off her sticky fingers.  She grasped 
my shoulder again,  more firmly.  I  tore  from 
her  suckered  grasp,  and,  seizing  a  slender-
bladed  knife,  spun  to  face  the  cult.  “Get 
back,”  I  said.  My  voice  sounded  weak  and 
frightened. “Get back.”

“Nephew!” intoned my muculent host, “is this 
any way to treat your estranged uncle?” He 
gave  the  throng  a  nictitating  wink.  Wine 
glasses and tiny plates shattered as they hit 
the floor, and the cult surged forward.

I  pushed  away  from  the  table  and  tried  to 
elude the tightening crowd. Hands and other 
appendages  grasped  my  arms,  clawed  at  my 



legs.  Kicking,  pushing,  and  swinging  my 
newfound  weapon,  I  made  for  the  stairway 
through  the  slouching  horde.  An  iron 
candleholder  crashed  to  the  floor.  My 
waitress tackled me,  leaving a noxious ichor 
smeared  upon my trousers.  Kicking  wildly,  I 
managed  to  free  myself  from  her  spatulate 
grasp, and ran for the steps. Shouts from the 
crazed cult, exhortations to behave, filled the 
air and assaulted my ears. The drum set had 
begun to burn. Making for the landing above, 
a frog doorman dressed in red livery blocked 
my egress.  I hit him hard with my shoulder, 
and  a  croaking  “oof”  issued  from  his  cold 
throat before he fell from the balustrade and 
plunged to the floor below. Without further 
glance I dove through the doorway and pushed 
the heavy stone portal shut. Panic and fear 
alone gave me the energy to continue. Slipping 
on  the  green  mould,  I  quickly  mounted  the 
near-Cyclopean steps.  Emerging through the 



freezer door, I slammed it back and threw the 
steel  bolt  home.  Across  the  darkened 
restaurant, I saw the door with the bell hung 
above.  Knocking  chairs  and  tables  aside,  I 
made for door, and at last exited that eldritch 
diner  into  rain,  wind  and  thunder.  My head 
pounding,  my  lungs  heaving,  my  vision 
whirling, I collapsed onto the wet pavement, 
and knew no more.

When I awoke, I found myself upon a couch in 
the youthful station attendant's lodgings. “I 
told you so,” he said.

Stumbling  to  the  bathroom,  I  looked  at  my 
reflection in the youth's speckled mirror. My 
face was bruised and scratched. Sauce was in 
my hair. My clothing was stained and torn. I 
filled the basin with cold water and splashed 
it upon my face, ran wet fingers through my 
hair.  At  last,  somewhat  recovered,  I  re-



entered  the  youth's  unkempt  parlor.  “You 
hungry?” he asked. “I got some fish sticks.”

“Oh, shut up.” 

“Suit yourself,” he replied, and went back to 
his reading.

I  emerged  from  his  flat  to  a  damp,  gray 
morning.  A  drizzle  of  rain  fell  from  the 
shadowed sky. Breathing in  the tainted air, I 
resolved to leave. 
I  walked  slowly  back  toward  4th St  and  D, 
shaking  my  head  at  the  horrid  memories  of 
the  previous  evening.  The  restaurant,  the 
subterranean banquet, the loathsome shapes. 
Most of all my mad, tortured, estranged uncle. 
A little man in dark glasses scurried past.

At last I spied my vehicle. It was with fear 



that I  approached,  but it  was with dawning 
horror  that  I  stopped.  The  restaurant  was 
gone.  Its  former  neighbors,  the  laundry  and 
the library, now stood side by side, my old Ford 
parked  in  front.  As  I  stared,  my  sanity 
crumbled.  The laundry and the library now 
shared a common wall between them. Cthulhu's  
Kitchen wasn't just gone,  it  was as if  it  had 
never been.

I  reside  now  at  Arkham  Sanitarium.  My 
father  visits  occasionally,  and  was  kind 
enough  to  bring  me  slippers.  The  doctors 
studying  my  case  say  that  my  story  is  the 
product of a fevered brain.  I ask you to explain,  
then, if it be the product of my imagination, how I  
came to possess this heinous, wretched, unspeakable  
coaster?




