


























































































































































FAN ROOM 

l. Fon 2. Block 

HA: As a matter of fact, just two weeks ago I assisted with a new·ologicaJ pro­
cedure conducted on another patient of mine. 
WB: Brain surgery? Really? Perhaps I underestimated you, Helena. Was it an 
open-skull procedure? 
HA: Yes. 
WB: And did you do the knife-work yourseli? 
HA: No, I assisted. 
WB: The saw then? Did you open hin1 up? 
HA: I think that's quite enough questions about that paiticular incident, 
Willian1. Let's move on. 
WB: Just give me a few of the signifiCat1t details. How'd the patient get 
through it? 
HA: He's doing fine. But I'm not going to describe the procedure to you any 
further. We have other things to do with our time. 
WB: Please, Helena? Just a couple of minutes? What about professional cour­
tesy? 
HA: You know why we don't wai1t you obsessing about surgery, Willian1. 
WB: I'm not obsessing! I'm a scientist. I'm interested in professional proce­
dures. 
HA: The subject is closed. Have you had any dreains lately? 
WB: No. Yes. I had a dreain about you, Helena. 
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RA: Is this a real dream, William, or are you just going to try to provoke me? 
WB: Oh, it's a real dream, all right. But it is quite ... intimate. Think you can 
take it? 
RA: This isn't a contest. Erotic dreams about casual acquaintances are quite 
normal, even more so in a doctor/patient relationship. You can tell me about 
the drean1 if you want to. 
WB: It was quite pleasant really. Very romantic. We were in your high-rise 
apartment overlooking the city, sipping excellent champagne. Do you live in a 
high 1ise, Helena? 
RA: That doesn't matter. This isn't really me we're discussing, it's just a clrean1 
image. 
WB: Of course. Well, you ... that is, the dream you .. . were wearing a back­
less gown of deep crimson , with a single strand of perfect pearls around your 
neck. I was wearing a white tie and tails. We were looking down on the lights 
of the city. 
RA: That does sound like a pleasant dream. 
WB: And then we kissed, and you took my hand and led me into the other 
room. An1 I embarrassing you? 
HA: Not at all. Erotic drean1s are nothing to be ashamed of or embarrassed by. 
WB: I have some young friends who might not agree with that, but be that as 
it may ... you took my hand, and you lead me into the bedroom, and you lay 
down on the table ... 



A~UADUCT 

l. Overhanging pipe 

HA: Table? 
WB: What? 

2. Doorway 

HA: You said I . .. that is, the woman in your dream ... lay down on a table. 
Don't you mean the bed? 
WB: No, it was a table. An operating table. The whole room was an operating 
theater. You lay down and I strapped you in. Really, Helena, you know about 
my little preferences. 
HA: All right. Go ahead. 
WB: I took up the instruments and cut off your gown with the scalpel. When 
you were naked, you looked up at me and said, "Keep going," so I made the 
incision and began to peel back the skin. You were in ecstasy. 
HA: There was no pain? 
WB: Of course there was pain! Exquisite pain! That's the glory of it. Th 

blood, the screams, ah, Helena, the bliss of it all. I could look into your eyes 
and see that it was the transcendent moment of your life! The moment when 
agony and ecstasy come together to produce ultimate sensation! Ah, my dar­
ling, you have such a beautiful scream! 
HA: I think that's quite enough. I see the session is almost over, anyway. 
WB: What's the matter? Get too hot for you? Should I have bowdie1ized my 
little fantasy before sharing it with you, my dear? 



BALL ROOM 
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HA: No, not at all. I appreciate your candor. However, I'm concerned that you 
may be overstimulating yourself. 
WB: Am I the one getting overstimulated here, or is it you, Helena? Did I 
touch something in you you don't want to face? 
HA: No, that's not it at all. 
WB: I think you really would love it, Helena, and I think deep down inside you 
know you want it. 
HA: That's quite enough! 
WB: Some day I will have you under my knife, Helena. Then we'll see Lf you're 
really as cool and proper as you pretend. 
HA: Your session is over, William. Please return to your room. 
WB: I can't wait to hear that beautiful scream in real lLfe. 
HA: I'm calling the orderly, William. Leave now or I'll have you medicated. 
WB: Don't try to hide from me, you stupid slut! You know you want me, and 
you know I'm going to have you. You're going to scream for my knife some­
day, bitch! I'll make you screan1 for it! 
(At this point the patient's remarks became incoherent. Orderlies arrived, 
sedated the patient and returned him to his quarters.) 
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From the Noctropolis News, 
3/13/51, p. 1 

The deformed and probably to1tured 
corpse of an as-yet-unidentified woman 
was found last night in northern down­
town Noctropolis, according to city 
police. 

Police reports state that the woman 
appears to have died about 5:30 am., 
from ir\jwies sustained in a fall or colli­
sion sometime before midnight. The 
body was discovered and reported at 7:45 
am. by an unidentified Noctropolis sani­
tation engineer. 

According to coroner's reports, the 
marks on the victim's body indicated that 
she had suffered severe internal iajury in 
a collision with a car or other large 
object, or, more probably, a fall of no less 
than 25 feet. There were no open win­
dows or exposed roofs in the immediate 
vicinity where the body was f0tmd, lead­
ing the police to theorize that she had 
lived for several hours after the accident, 
probably dragging herself several blocks 
before her final collapse. 

Although the marks from the fall or 
accident were the victim's only fresh 
ir\juries, the body was fow1d with nwner­
ous severe mutilations in a healed or 
partially healed state, indicating a possi­
ble pattern of systemic torture over 
several weeks or months. The corpse 
appeared to have had all her teeth 
extracted, her right eye removed, several 
fingers ainputated, and many scars that 
were apparently fire or acid bums, in 
addition to ntU11erous other mutilations. 
The body was also unwashed, and in a 
state of severe malnutlition. 

The woman appears to have been 
Caucasian, about 35, brunette, 5'1" tall, 
and about 96 pounds at tl1e time of death. 
She was wearing a soiled and tattered 
linen hospital gown. Police sources say 
they ai·e conducting an ongoing investi­
gation into the identity of the victim and 
the individual or individuals who may 
have been responsible for her mutilation. 
Anyone who believes they may have 
information pertinent to tl1ese questions 
should contact the Noctropolis Police 
Department's Violent Crin1es unit. 



VALVE RDDM 

l. Valve 2. Ball room 

GARBAGE MAN FINDS 
FREAKISH TORTURE-CORPSE 

SADISTIC MONSTER STILL 
ON THE LOOSE 

From the Twilight Tattler, 3115151, p. 1 

When garbage man Lance 
Kapowski reported to work last 
Wednesday, the last thing he expected 
to find behind a dumpster was the 
almost naked corpse of a hideously 
tortured, once-beautiful woman. 

"It was just horrible," Kapowski 
told the Tattler. "She didn't have hard­
ly no fingers left, like they'd all been 
cut off or something. And her eye had 
been gouged out, and it was all 
scabbed over. There were flies and 
bugs and stuff all over her. I fought 
overseas, and I've seen dead guys 
before, some of them pretty messed 

up. But I don't mind telling you, I 
almost lost my lunch. 

"She looked like she was maybe in 
her 30s," Kapowski described his find , 
"and I guess she'd probably been a 
real looker before she got all messed 
up. She had real nice hair, even 
though it was all dirty, and she proba­
bly had a nice figure once, but she 
looked awful skinny and starved." 

Kapowski promptly notified the 
police of his discovery, and was 
rewarded for his trouble with several 
hours of intense interrogation. "At 
first the officers kinda thought I might 
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have done it, like she was my girl­
friend or something and I killed her,'' 
the happily married Kapowski told the 
Tattler, "But then the doctor's report 
came and said that she'd been lying 
there for like three or four hours 
before I even went to work, so why 
would I kill her the night before, go 
out and dump her on my route, then 
pretend to find her in the morning? 
That didn't make any sense, so they 
let me go." 

In fact, the victim's death may have 
been a tragic accident. Police doctors 
say she suffered fatal injuries in a fall 
from as high as 50 feet. She may have 
been deliberately thrown or pushed 
from a great height, or she may have 
been bravely trying to escape her tor­
turer. Either way, after her fall she 
managed to painfully drag herself for at 
least several blocks before finally dying 
of her injuries. That's why police don't 

know exactly where she came from. 
"l think it's just a real shame," said 

Augusta Blowzanne, an inhabitant of 
the apartment building behind which 
the body was found. "If you ask me, 
the cops should just go search every 
building in the city until they finally 
find out where they did that to that 
poor woman. To think that somebody 
did that to somebody else on purpose, 
and that they're still out there at 
large, it's just scary." 

Local experts offer several differ­
ent theories to explain the horrible 
crime. According to Reverend Robert 
Rakkas of the Hallelujah Gospel 
Mission, she may have been the cap­
tive of a group of devil worshippers. 
"Satanic cults often hold captives for 
several months, torturing them and 
using them in their unholy rituals 
until they finally murder them. This 
woman may have escaped because she 
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l . Empty slot 

knew she was going to be used as a 
human sacrifice." Reverend Robert 
says that Satanists may kidnap and 
murder as many as 75,000 citizens 
every year. 

UFO expert Larry Darver has a dif­
ferent theory. "Some of the saucer 
people, for unknown reasons, will kid­
nap humans and conduct bizarre 
experiments on them. They also muti­
late cattle, much as this woman was 
mutilated. The reports say she fell 
from a great height, which to me sug­
gests that she might have been 
dropped out of a low-flying saucer, 
perhaps while the occupants were on 
their way to pick a new abductee for 
their experiments." 

But psychic Sarai DeFrente, who's 
assisted the NPD with several major 
cases, says she's seen the torturer, in 
her ESP visions. "I get a strong 

1·: 

impression of a lean man about 50 
years old, with cold, piercing eyes. He 
has a tremendous need to hurt inno­
cent people. He gets an obscene 
pleasure from their pain. This woman 
was in horrible terror and pain just 
before she died. She definitely 
escaped, she wasn't murdered. I sense 
it was tremendously difficult for her to 
escape, but she went on through sheer 
desperation. I feel she was at peace 
when she died, knowing that she was 
out of the clutches of the man who 
hurt her." 

Whatever explanation proves to 
be the correct one, one thing is for 
sure. Noctropolis citizens will not 
sleep peacefully until the inhuman, 
torturing monster that lurks among 
them is at last hunted down and 
brought to justice. 
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What I see when I dream 
By Billy Dawson, age 11 

Dr. Wyatt tole me to right about what it is that I see when I 
dreams so here it is. 

I always remember every thing in my dreams. I remembers that 
better than the stuff that I see when Im up. 

Lost of my dreams are other peoples dreams. I can tell when Im 
dreaming somebody elses dream when its about boreing or stupid 
stuff. Other peoples dreams dont look cool like my dreams do and 
there arent so many colors. Other peoples dreams are about nakad 
peoples a lot. Those dreams are boreing, even the ones with pretty 
ladys . 

Even thow they are boreing there is a cool thing about other peo­
ples dreams and that is that I find out secret things about them.Like 
I know that Miss Compton the nerse really likes Jerry the orderly, 
but Jerry dont like miss Compton becus he already has a girlfriend 
and he thinks shes ugly. I have had miss comptons dreams and also 
Jerrys dreams. I do not think Miss Compton is ugly, because she is 
the nicest one and lets me watch cartoons. 

But lots of times other peoples dreams is from peoples I dont 
know and I dont understand whats going on and thats just boreing. 
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I like other kids dreams best, because sometimes they are cool and 
we can play together. (Note: an interesting ramification, not previ­
ously mentioned. Wish fulfillment? Follow up in session. GW) 

I had one of dr. Wyatt's dreams once. It was a naked people 
dream, only the peoples was all kids and he was making them hurt. 
I don't like dr Wyatt. (Note: This fabrication appears to be a retali­
ation by the patient for behavioral modification measures that I was 
forced to take a few days before this session. GW) 

some of my dreams is special dreams. my special dreams are the 
dreams that I have that I share with other peoples. most of my spe­
cial dreams are very scarry, but I dont do it on purpose!! (Note: 
there is growing evidence that the patient is able to project bis 
dream images consciously and purposefully, at least some of the 
time. GW) People who are in my special dreams had better watch 
out, or bad things will happen! like sometimes peoples in my 
dreamns get stabbed or squished, or squeezed by frankenstine or 
eat by a bear! Bad things dont happen to me in my special dreams, 
just to the other peoples, but I still don't like it when they gets hurt­
ed. 

sometimes I try to help the peoples in my special dreams, like to 
make frankenstine put them down or tel the bear to go away, but 
it's real hard and makes my head hurt. (Note: The patient here 
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implies a certain degree of control over his dream-reality. GW) 
I think that when bad things happens to peoples in my special 

dreams, they really happen to . I ust to have a friend named Eric, 
who had the bed next to me, and we ust to talk and play shoots and 
ladders and cards during free period. But this one night Eric got 
into my dream and he got accidentally stabbed by this big piece of 
broken glass (Note the patient 's emphasis on the "accidental" 
nature of Eric 's mishap. Avoidance? GW) and when I woked up he 
was yelling and his sheets was all bloody and they took him away 
and they said he was getting better but I think hes DEAD because 
they havent brung him back even thogh he was my friend. (Note: 
Eric Lawson wa.s Billy's roommate for 9 weeks la.st summer. On 
August 11 he woke up with severe internal and external abdominal 
hemorrhaging. After a. nine-hour operation his condition wa.s stabi­
lized, although he remained in a coma. for the next 6 days. At the 
request of the Lawsons, Eric has had no contact with Billy since this 
incident, nor has Billy been assigned any other roommates. GW) 

Not all my dreams are special dreams, some times I just have 
ordinary dreams . most of the time my ordinary dreams are nice , 
like I am at home and momand dad like me and my head is not big 
and I am big and there are pretty girls who like me and wont to be 
my friend but who don't try to kiss me or be naked or nothing 
gross . Some of my ordinry dreams are kindof scarry, like with 
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monsters and stuff, but their not scarry like my special dreams. 
Sometimes I have bad dreams like I'm all alone and feel real sad, 
and those are the worst ordinary dreams, only their still beter than 
my special dreams. 

Dr Wyatt wants to know if anybody in my dreams ever tells me 
what to do. Theere are things in my dream. sometimes and they 
watch me and they tell me things, but I dont never do what they 
sayt because theyr just durnrn dream. things and they cant hurt me. 

The dream things is scared of me, because sometimes I can hurt 
them.. It is way easier to hurt a dream. thing then to hurt a real 
people, but it is still hard to hurt a dream. thing and make them. stop 
hurting an other people. when their hurting somebody and I hurt 
them it dont make them. stop it just makes them. madder. 

When I get bigger I will be able to make the dream things do what 
I tell them. to, and they wont hurt nobody unless I say so. (Note: the 
air of calm certainty with which this prediction is made is extreme­
ly intriguing. Observe, also, how the patient reserves the right to 
hurt people when it suits him to do so. GW) 

When I am. in other peoples dreams I try sometimes to make 
things happen but it hardly never works and it makes my head 
hurt. I cant never make nothing happen in my ordinary dreams, 
but that's OK except in the lonely ones. 

Dr. Wyatt says to say if theres anything in my dreams that hap-
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pens over and over again. There is lots of stuff like that. 
There is lots of clowns in my dreams, and they are usually bad 

monsters . I dont know why all the clowns in my dreams is bad 
because I know that real clows are nice like Bippo the Big Top Clown 
on the cartoon show on tv. Doctor Wyatt says lots of little kids are 
scared of clowns, but I am not scared of real clowns even when I 
used to be a little kid. 

Bad dream clowns either wont to do something bad like to hurt 
somebody, or something bad is happening to them, like their in a 
fish tank and drownding or something. 

Sometimes I see cats in my dreams, and cats is nicer than 
clowns. I like cats becus they talk to me and tell me things. The cats 
dont come out and talk to me when they are other peoples in my 
dreams, but only when Im alone, and that is also why I like cats, 
becus I know that if there is cats then im all alone and nobody will 
come into my dream and get hurt. 

I have dreams about spiders and I do not like them becus spiders 
are scarry especially when they tie people up and suck out their 
innerds . Spiders got eggs and they put the eggs in people and then baby 
spiders come out and eat them up. That is real gross and scarry. 

I see the devil some time, but he is not real scarry like spiders 
or even like the clowns. The scarryst one of all is frankenstine. Dr . 

..... • 
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Wyatt wants me to right more about frankenstine but I wont. 
Not all the scarry stuff in my special dreams is monsters. Like 

theres this car that follows me around some times and nobody is 
driving and the door opens like it wants me to get inside, only its 
dark in there and I am scared to do it. Sometimes in my normal 
dreams I dream about cars to, only those are cool fast race cars and 
I'm driving them and I can go wherever I want. Those cars are cool 
and not scarry like the one in the other dream. 

There is music in my dreams and it is the same music but I dont 
know how to right it. There arent no words. I can sing it. Sometimes 
the music changes when something scarry is going to happen, just 
like on TV, but sometimes something really bad happens and the 
music just keeps going the same, and that is even more scarry. 

Most of the times I have dreams when I am asleep, but some­
times I have dreams when I am awake to. The dreams I have when 
I am awake are usually other peoples dreams. Sometimes when I 
am really bored I try to make myself have a dream when I am 
awake just for something to do, but most of the time when I'm 
awake the dream just lasts a little bit and its hard to figgure out 
whats going on. 

It is super time now and I am not going to right any more stuff. 
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Excerpt from "Concise Encyclopedia of Mystical Symbolism" 
by Richard G. Cantrell 

The Swan 
The swan symbolizes beauty, grace, majesty, wisdom, courage and 

illumination in both the Western and Oriental traditions. 
The most conspicuous occurrence of swan-symbolism in Western 

mythology is the myth of Zeus and Leda, where the god seduced the 
queen while wearing the form of a swan. The product of this union was 
the woman Helen of Troy, who would become the most beautiful woman 
who ever lived. As a fitting form for Zeus, the swan-symbol is evocative 
of the beauty, majesty and potency of the chief god. 

In certain oriental traditions, the swan is even more ubiquitous. Non­
western swans are often oracular beasts, giving wise counsel to those in 
need and pronouncing prophetic judgment against the ignoble. 

The swan is most central to the Elementalist cults of Japan and cen­
tral China. More than any other single animal, the swan stands as the 
symbol for the quasi-divine elementals themselves, and particular for the 
Luminarchs, the champions, heralds and avengers of the elemental hier­
archy. One of the more explicit functions of the swan-symbol in 
Elementalist myth is as a representation of righteous vengeance. 
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Swan images are pervasive in Elementalist art and architecture. 
Traditional Elementalist temples and chools often have swans painted 
or carved on doors, shutters, stairwells and other apertures or 
entrances. These swans are believed to bar evil entities and malign influ­
ences from the structure. 

The association of the swan with the constellation Cygnus (AKA the 
Northern Cross) is ancient and trans-cultural. The Elementalists believe 
that Cygnus is the birthplace and stronghold of the Elemental race, 
where they still preserve a kingdom of perfect natural harmony, and 
from which they coordinate the natural balance of the entire universe 
(or, ta.king into account the complex and peculiar cosmography of the 
Elementalists, universes). 

Cygnus is also viewed by the Elementalists as the source of quintes­
sence, the primal archetypal forces that permeate the universe, 
combining and recombining in various admixtures to produce all change 
and all the myriad realities. Certain interesting, if highly speculative, 
modern theories have attempted to draw parallels between the mythical 
quintessential source, and Cygnus A, the most powerful radio source in 
the known cosmos. The implication of these theories is that the ancient 
Elementalists may have, through some lost technology, known about 
Cygnus A as a powerful node of cosmic forces, and therefore identified 
it as the quintessential emitter. 
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Darksheer's Farewell Address to the People of Noctropolis, 7/4/51 

Thank you Mr. Mayor, my fellow Noctropolans. 

It is with gratitude and profound humility that I stand before you today. l have heard 

the day's events described as a celebration of my exploits, and as a farewell , addressed to 

me by the citizens of this great city. 

Today is, indeed, a day of celebration, but I cannot consider it a celebration of my 

exploits. Rather, today we celebrate the cleansing from Noctropolis of those perverse and 

bizarre predators on our society. Although I have been privileged to have a part in this 

victory, the victory is not mine alone, but ours all together. I have proudly fought these 

many years, but I have never fought alone. Nor has my brave companion, Stiletto, been 

my only ally. Throughout this long struggle I have done my part side by side with the 

police, the mayor, the selectmen, the Wards, and most importantly with you, the free and 

lawful citizens of this great city. This battle is one which we all fought together, this vic­

tory is one which we all share. 

Though we have won a great victory over evil, the war against evil is never-ending. 

Noctropolis continues, as every great city must, to struggle against those human vermin 

who savagely prey on their innocent fellow citizens. This is an honorable battle, and I 

pray that God will be with you in it, but I cannot share it with you. 
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Years ago, when I saw the city begin to spawn strange creatures of evil intent, I took 

it upon myself to become a strange creature in turn, a beneficent monster, if you will , to 

stand between the malevolent monsters and the ordinary citizen. 

Today, the malevolent monsters have all been dispelled, and so it i time for the 

beneficent monster to recede as well , for our great city is not a city of monsters, but a 

city of people. So then, it is to the people that I commend the ongoing struggle, to the 

wise men of the government, the valiant men of the police, and to you, the honorable citi­

zens of Noctropolis. 

This city is my home, and you its people are all my family and my comrades. It pains 

me deeply to leave both it and you. Yet I know that if I remain, I shall remain always a 

monster among you. They say that Noctropolis is the City of Night, because it is masked 

from the rays of the sun. Yet I say that octropolis is a city of light, and that radiance 

emits from you, the good people of this city. 

For too many years, I have turned my face away from that bright spiritual light, so 

that I might oppose the creatures of the darkness. That darkness entered me, and 

became a part of me. In many ways the darkness strengthened me, but it also threatened 

always to consume me. 

Now I find that having turned away from the light within Noctropolis for so long, I can 

no longer turn towards it. The habit of darkness pulls too strongly. Therefore I must leave 
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the warm glow of Noctropolis, and seek a new light, one which I can embrace and call 

my own. 

And that is why, my friends, we must say good bye. I am sated with the darkness and 

hunger for the light. My soul yearns to bask in the warmth of illumination. I leave 

Noctropolis, not because there is no light in the spirit of this magnificent city, but 

because there is here no light in it for me, for I have made the darkness too firmly my 

own. It is now time for me to seek a new light, and to let it burn the darkness from my 

weary and benighted soul. 

My night is past, a new day dawns. Think of me fondly, my friends, but do not regret 

my leaving. I go to face the dawn in a new place, and you remain to create a dawn here. 

You are, each and every honorable citizen of Noctropolis, the sun and the soul of this city. 

You are the light that illuminates the city of night. I must vanish one last time into the 

darkness, there to seek my own light. When I have found it, then we shall be reunited, 

and our lights shall shine together. I look forward, dear friends, to the bright morning 

when our lights shall combine. On that day we shall together drive the clouds of darkness 

forever from our skies, and we shall walk hand in hand into a new dawn of eternal and 

glorious illumination. 








