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Introduction From The AA Nyth Team

We hope this edition finds you well, our family of the void!

We hope you, as we, have enjoyed your celebrations of Nog 
Chtenff and with the coming of this new yearly cycle, are 
proud to present to you this, our seventh edition of your 
Arkham Advertiser.

We’d like to thank you all for your contributions, and 
wonderful artistic contributions to this edition. By 
participating with us, and by virtue of being a part of our many 
platforms, you, dear Cultists have made this labour of love 
possible.

Whilst traveling the fast expanse of any desert, be it in the 
roaring sun, blistering cold or an urban wastescape, we in the 
Cult, are never truly alone.

You have heard the Call, as have we all in our own way, and 
returned home to our cosmic family.

From every facet on this pale blue sphere we reach out, and are 
connected together in our praise of the Old Ones.

Thank you, dear Cultist, for taking this time to read over these 
following pages, and see the brilliant work of you and your 
siblings.

We are humbled by your love, dedication and creativity.

May They Rise!

-  The AA Nyth Team 



Many studies over the years have 
concluded that there are benefits to 
keeping your sleeping chambers at a 
particular temperature for various 
quality and health benefits. This can 
affect your ability to enter R.E.M (rapid 
eye movement) or also known as the 
Dream state.

If your Bed chambers are too hot or 
cold this can and will stress your brain, 
redirecting its attention to warming or 
cooling your body to maintain 
homeostasis (a normal operating 
condition of your body) instead of 
putting that energy into the Dream state .

The Ambient temperature we are 
looking for is 65°F or 18.3°C temperatures 
at or around this point will keep your 
body cool but not to cool creating an 
ideal environment to sleep and remain 
asleep throughout the night .

The science

There are scientific reasons why a 
room temperature of around 65°F (18.3°C) 
is optimal for good nighttime sleep. 
This relates to your body’s internal 
temperature regulation.

Your body’s internal temperature 
shifts during a 24-hour period. This is 
known as a circadian rhythm. Your 
body begins to shed warmth right 
about the time you go to bed and 
continues to cool down until 
reaching its low point near daybreak, 
at around 5 a.m.

Your body cools by expanding the 
blood vessels in your skin. When your 
temperature starts to drop at night, 
you may notice that your hands and 
feet get warmer initially. This is because 
your body is letting heat escape 
through them to reduce your core 
temperature.

If the temperature in your 
sleeping environment is too hot or 
cold, it may affect the drop in your 
body’s internal temperature and cause 
you to have disrupted sleep.

How to improve 
Your dream land experience
With ambient temperature 
-  Phlegethotep



One way I like to regulate my 
environment is to program my thermostat 
to lower the temperature around the time 
I begin my bedtime routine. This allows for 
the temperature to gradually drop as my 
body adjusts to the the change and i lull 
myself in to a restful slumber 

One 2012 study* found that the 
temperature of the room where you sleep 
is one of the most important factors in 
achieving quality sleep.

Another study** looked at data from 
765,000 survey respondents and found that 
most people experience abnormal sleeping 
patterns during the hotter summer 
months when it may be more difficult to 
keep sleeping quarters at an optimal 
temperature. This can impact the body’s 
ability to cool itself at night.

Couple this information with the 
enter the dreamlands ritual and you are 
well on the way to providing yourself 
with healthier, better, more refreshing 
sleeping habits  

In summation it has scientifically 
been proven that a specific temperature 
range has the ability to help you sleep 
more soundly. This will also impact your 
ability to reach and maintain R.E.M. sleep 
and ultimately the DReamlands 

                         -  Phlegethotep

GET a copy of the dreamlands journal and 
document your journey ***

References 

*https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/P
MC3427038/
**https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/P
MC5446217/
***https://www.theofficialcultofcthulhu.com
/product-page/the-dreamlands-journal

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3427038/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3427038/
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https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC5446217/
https://www.theofficialcultofcthulhu.com/product-page/the-dreamlands-journal
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We all have at some point read the 
classic H.P. Lovecraft novel “At the 
Mountains of Madness”. It is a staple in 
cosmic horror and one of Lovecraft’s 
finest creations. The story revolves 
around a group of prestigious scientists 
who decide to explore the cold 
mountains of Antarctica in the hopes of 
finding what they believe is an ancient 
city buried within the icy peaks, lost to 
time. As they progress further they begin 
to seriously question their life choices, 
for what they’ve seen would drive mad 
even the sanest person. 

Conarium serves as a continuation 
to such story, where you play as Frank 
Gilman, a scholar of Miskatonic 
University, proficient in the studies of 
the Human brain (Frank… Gilman? Hmm 
I’ve heard those names before…). Gilman is 
invited to join a follow-up expedition by 
Dr Faust, a curious mind anxious to 
learn more about these ruins and study 
the boundaries of nature itself. Perhaps 
even transcend them. Our character 
wakes up within the expedition facility 
with his memory failing and no one in 
sight. 

We soon learn that Faust 
discovered a blueprint for a strange 
device during his expeditions in Egypt, to 
which he calls a Conarium. The devices 
were supposedly created by The Elder 
Things, used in ancient times to connect 
minds between realities. We venture 
through the Elder ruins, learning about 
its history and solving the alien puzzles 
to further advance. The game is known 
to have two endings. 

Conarium is filled with a 
mysterious and chilling ambience from 
beginning to end. The imagery does a 
fine job capturing Lovecraft’s eldritch 
vistas with its mix of cyclopean 
architecture, dim lighting and natural 
formations. Although the developers 
used some creative liberty to expand 
upon the world of At the Mountains of 
Madness, Conarium’s story is engaging 
and filled with suspense in and of itself.

 It is not a horror game in the 
sense of having jumpscares and 
grotesque imagery, but it is a dark and 
mysterious puzzle-based adventure that 
tries its best to be dreadful, despite not 
quite being successful at it. Dread is a 
very difficult feeling to induce! One 
could argue that we can feel the 
despair of Gilman’s attempts to 
remember his previous endeavours. 
However, it would’ve been more 
interesting to see madness caused by his 
current experience than from 
remembering ordinary past events, most 
of them, recollections of Dr Faust’s 
discoveries. After all Frank, you’re in 
the presence of the Old Ones, forget 
what you know man! 

Developer: Stormling Studios
Publisher: Iceberg Interactive



The setting is gorgeous, and as you 
progress, each location feels more 
wondrous and compelling than the last 
one, making you stop and take time to 
admire the scenery. Also, the puzzles feel 
clever and engaging, reminiscent of 
ancient technology, and it's your job to 
solve them with the assistance of your 
journal, which has lots of valuable 
information. 

The creative liberty taken 
additionally introduced Serpent people 
as inhabitants of this city, who 
apparently worshipped the Elder Things, 
which I found… odd from a lore 
perspective, but you can draw your own 
conclusions. There are many mysteries 
and secrets to uncover within this cold 
and unforgiving world, which 
completionists may find enticing. 

While we’re on the topic of 
transmitting emotion, an aspect of 
digital media I’m always on the watch for 
is Voice Acting. In this regard, Jonathan 
M. Cooke did a decent effort at 
capturing Gilman’s descent into 
madness, as his physical pain and 
psychological deterioration take over. 
It is, yet to my disappointment, not a 
consistent performance, as Gilman’s 
monologue becomes flat and weirdly 
out of place at times, totally ruining the 
supposed dreadful situation the 
character is in. 

Throughout the game, I’m sure 
you’ll laugh whenever Gilman 
experiences something unworldly and 
then proceeds to casually say “Hmm it’s 
locked” as he tries to open a door for 
the hundredth time. At least I did. As for 
Matthew Hallstean’s Dr Faust, the acting 
is intriguingly good. His exponential 
craving for knowledge is delivered to us 
in each word, and by the end, with his 
world views completely shattered, his 
body weak and spirit wrecked, his voice 
seems broken and desolate.

Altogether, Conarium is a good 
example of an attempt to honour 
Lovecraft’s work while also having a 
creative twist mixed in. It is a game with 
a good premise, and fine execution, 
that tries its best to deliver the same 
feeling of dread and uneasiness the 
original story does, even if such 
consists an understandably difficult 
task to accomplish. 

Nonetheless, a great game for 
those wintery nights when you want a 
sip of suspense and mystery.

- R’htaurhai



Back in late 2021, Brother Nyguctha (aka Wampyrion Markhor Necrowolf of 
Funeral Storm) gave an interview to the “Zine Death Metal” fanzine. 

Said interview, in which he makes mention of the Cult and its beliefs, was 
printed in the ‘zine’s August issue #44, and reproduced here.







Warning: Here Be Spoilers

We start the film in typical 
Lovecraft fashion: a man interviewed 
about events that transpired, claiming 
he’s not crazy. Gradually, his story 
unfolds: he was part of an 
international research group, backed 
by the University of Helsinki, in search 
of natural resources in parts of the 
Arctic Ocean where the ice has 
recently melted.

After a long time without results 
and just before they turn back, they 
pick up a strange sound. Thinking it 
might be natural gas, they follow its 
source further north. Along the way, 
they find something strange floating 
in the sea: the carcass of a strange sea 
creature, somewhat hexagonal in its 
shape, with signs of having been 
recently thawed from the ice. Then, the 
visions start: an underwater city 
inhabited by those creatures.

As the arctic night falls, tensions 
begin to rise and sanities begin to slip 
away. Pleas to abort the mission and go 
back are to no avail. Eventually, the 
source of the Sound is discovered: it 
comes from the (as it turns out real) 
underwater city.

Then, all hell breaks loose: the 
Professor in charge of the mission 
(that previously hinted that he knew 
more than he let on) blows the gate 
open, releasing an ancient entity, that 
makes short work of everyone on the 
ship, except the protagonist and a 
fellow researcher that makes the 
mistake of looking back as they’re 
fleeing…

Sound from the Deep (2017)

Written and directed by 
Joonas Allonen & Antti Laakso

Starring: Eero Ojala, Lasse Fagerström, 
Anastasia Trizna, Mikael Andersson, 
Fabian Silén



Sound from the Deep is a Finnish 
short horror film that, as you probably 
gathered from the description, can be 
best summarized as a mix of “At the 
Mountains of Madness” and “The 
Madness from the Sea” (the third 
chapter of “The Call of Cthulhu”) set in 
the Arctic.

All things considered, I found 
this a great movie. Despite the 
above-mentioned mix, the story 
manages to stand on its own, while 
simultaneously honouring those tales 
with carefully-placed references. I 
believe I don’t have to mention what 
the hexagonal creatures are, while the 
name Captain Johanssen might ring a 
bell or two. It also makes great use of 
its low budget using that old cinema 
magic for an immersing effect. The 
muted palette used throughout 
enhances the sense of isolation and 
bleakness of the setting. The entity 
that appears towards the end 
(identified as Ubbo-Sathla), while 
clearly CGI, is the best rendition of a 
shoggoth I’ve seen on screen (I’m 
looking at you Certain-Series that only 
got attention by using a certain name 
in its title). 

Also, I have to admit to my 
-somewhat- shame, that it was only after 
watching this film that I realized how 
similar Ubbo-Sathla and the shoggoths 
are in their descriptions.

My only critique would be that 
towards the end, the characters are 
running in the exterior of the ship 
without wearing a coat (during Arctic 
Night, remember), but even that can be 
chalked up to the urgency of the 
situation (and in any case, one of them 
doesn’t last long, while the other is 
rescued relatively soon after that).

It has won multiple awards in SciFi 
and Horror Festivals, including for Best 
Short Film in the 2017 HPL Film Festival. 
Falling just short of the 29 minutes mark, 
you can watch it at

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ti231U
vSvfQ

or simply type the title in YouTube’s 
search box.

              -   Llo’pa’gh

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ti231UvSvfQ
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ti231UvSvfQ
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by Sheilyath



Yog-Sothoth is the Gate

Submitted on Facebook
by Barry Sullivan
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Submitted on Discord 
by Autumn Harris

Instagram Page: @Autective

Clay Cthulhu IdolSubmitted on Discord by Skum_Lurk

Cthulhu Idol

Submitted on Discord 

by Shorty



Nightgaunts before Christmas
'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; 
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 
In hopes that Santa Claus soon would be there; 

The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of presents danced in their heads;
after everything settled and through the house not a peep
 I went off to bed for a well deserved sleep, 

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
 I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter.
 Away to my rifle, now loaded and cocked, 
for I was unsure if the front door was locked. 

The full moon along with the new-fallen snow 
Gave visions of things that the lanterns don't show. 
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,
 But a miniature Devil, with eight others near,

 And then, in a heartbeat, I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.
 As I drew my gun, and was turning around,
 Down the chimney they came with an unnatural sound. 

Their eyes -- non-existent, the faces are blank!
 At such horrid expression, my own heart had sank. 
Would my weapon protect me? Their bulk seemed to grow... 
The bullet was chambered, but how could I know? 

They were jet-black and thin, such a hellish looking elf, 
And I screamed when I saw them, in spite of myself; 
the twitch of their tails and the horns on their heads,
 Soon filled my soul with nothing with the utmost of dread; 

They had no lips to speak of, and spoke not a word. 
Of one shot, cock, two, then I reached for a third. 
Such beasts noticed not I had unleashed my best, 
this horror released stopped the beat in my chest 

Upon me they descended, I was dinner, a treat. 
Although I resisted, I was pulled from my feet,
 Out the window we flew, and I screamed whilst in flight
 'IT WAS CHRISTMAS, I THOUGHT! SUCH A DAMNED GODLESS NIGHT!'

With festive cheer from Gai-Saur-Rath and Ulnbumna’ainyth



To commemorate the passing of H.P. Lovecraft, 

Funeral Storm present 

"The Void" 

from their upcoming album

 "Chthonic Invocations"

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k8BOsLZhRvA&ab_channel=hellsheadbangers666

 

Inspired by these hard times 
the world is going through, 

this album came out a lot 
darker and aggressive 

than its predecessor 
"Arcane Mysteries".

Lyrics inspired by "The Viridian Verses" from "The Bible Of Cthulhu"

This song is dedicated to a 
very special someone who, 

under the gaze of the Gods, 
entered the Void.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k8BOsLZhRvA&ab_channel=hellsheadbangers666


An invocation to azathoth

Oh daemon lord of ultimate chaos

Who sits atop the Black Throne

I call to you that I may receive an audience

Fill this space with your fathomless knowledge

Bring me now to the court where your reside beyond 

time and space, so that I may hear the Blasphemous 

sounds of your endless servant’s

Lord of all that ever was and will be

Fill me with your might Lord of chaos and Dreams 

unending

Fill me with your sight

You who are the Nucleus of Chaos

Fill me with your viridian light

Submitted on Discord 
by Az mnahn’oriv



With a blade an old man walks

He was very wise but never talks.

Born upon the holiest day,

He was connected to the gods some would say.

He started an order so big and grand,

His word was spread across the land.

His order grew day by day,

And worshipped at the bay.

This strange old man knew of the key

The key that was hidden deep in a tree.

The tree was grown by the elder gods with fear,

Upon the day it falls reality shall tear.

He searches for the tree with a unified order

He shall search till hes at deaths border.

Submitted on Discord 
by Al’Koran





The crafts of an illustrator are 
precious and unique. They must capture 
the art’s essence and the creator’s soul 
and carry it away to the viewers. The key is 
interpretation and it is the illustrator’s 
job to transmit his view to the public.  
They may then consume it at will, 
transforming it into whatever.

but before that, there’s an intention, 
a dream. And that’s the dearest and most 
dreadful step for any artist.

Lucid Dreaming has always been a 
part of me. It has always grown with me. 
And as my mind decayed, so did the 
dreaming. I felt no control within all the 
chaos. Tough to focus and dive in deeper. 
My dream journal felt empty as I often 
couldn’t remember what I’d seen.

It was on the gloomy 19th of November 
that everything changed.

A strange black envelope got 
delivered to my door.
Inside it, a curious artefact. A small silver 
coin with The Great Dreamer engraved. 
The last of its kind. It was sent to me as a 
gift for my previous contributions to The 
Cult. I was caught by surprise for I received 
no warning. Holding it felt different. An 
energy I had never felt before. It filled me 
with excitement.

That same night I carried the silver 
coin to bed and fell asleep with it in my 
right hand.

I wake up in a strange place.
All around me, an Unworldly environment. 
And as I gather my thoughts, I begin to 
recognize a shape that incessantly rotates. 
its light is blinding, its faces hide secrets. A 
strange icosahedron that feels as it’s 
watching me. I’ve seen it before. My sleep is 
haunted by it. It often shows as I wander 
through the lands. Almost calling me to 
enter.

in front of it, A tall and grim figure 
becomes clear. It is gazing at the shape, as if 
it is to step in.

then, it notices me, and its head turns 
slender. They know me. I believe I know them.  
Since forever.



Oh, but to follow them would be my 
demise. Yet i crave what I could possibly find 
beyond this mundane prison i call a body.

It feels so wrong to question the ways 
of the universe, for i believe i’ll never find an 
answer. Even to question my own existence is 
a maddening task. And there are so many 
demons that chain me and deprive me of 
ascending. Unexplored and unanswered.

Oh, but my curiosity will be my doom!! 
My fascination for the unknown and the 
wonders that await my presence tell me to 
push through and follow this path until the 
end.

This is when i begin to feel the weight 
of the silver coin in my hand. 
I realise that we travel together though This 
forbidden path of enlightenment which I 
now seek for.

And I step in into the unknown.
I travel through the most wondrous vistas. 
Wandering through the path that was open 
to me by chaos itself.

And I know very well that what LIES BEYOND 
requires a sacrifice. 

I strive for improvement. I work to 
construct a better version of myself each 
and every single day of my life. But I cannot 
face my demons outside of these lands. 
Only here i am capable of perceiving them 
for what they really are. 

A reflexion of me.

Either i must banish them, or accept 
them. And to banish them would be denying 
who i am.

As I venture through the lands i 
stumble upon some dark ruins of 
non-euclidean architecture. And 
descending from a set of stairs, i 
recognize…  myself.

I’ve never had a concrete sense of 
self. But as i face it, I fear i could lose it 
nonetheless. I fear To be engulfed in cosmic 
darkness with no return. But i cannot stop, 
my questions need answers.



And from where I descended.
I must Ascend too.

And pursuit these melancholic 
hollows that inhabit my mind..

These stairs seem to be endless. I feel 
trapped in a loop that confuses me as i take 
each step. So many trails. Which one could 
be the right one?
Is there even a right one?

I begin to feel lost.

And as i hear my conscious fade and 
chaos take over, i am driven to the light 
where the trail widens.

Before me, a tower reaches for the 
dark skies, enveloped in thick fog that 
dares not move. And the city feels old and 
forgotten, overtaken by time, 

The grim walls surround me as I 
slowly press forward. And the immense 
agitation within me cannot wander where 
the trail leads. 

Where have I been driven to?

It feels useless to question, as i might 
get my answer if i search for it within 
these glorious grounds. I once knew i was 
dreaming. I could feel my mind was loose 
from my body. That my senses were vague 
and fear was unknown. I was free within 
my ignorance.

Now i am not so sure. Have i been 
here before? Am i supposed to be here in the 
first place?

The stairway does not yield, it 
doesn't cease neither vanishes. It’s 
stationary and determined to lead me 
inside. And I accept, my will is worthless.

As I get closer, a great light within 
the fog begins to gradually take over. It 
blinds me as I gaze but I cannot stop 
staring. It reveals an entrance from where 
the fog emerges, and as i feared, the stairs 
guid me into it.

While Approaching, it gets harder to 
breath. The fog is dense and invasive, as it 
gets inside my lungs with ease. I feel weak 
and desperate.

I stumble through the great hall, 
and the merciless fog tortures my insides. I 
feel my body, mind and spirit get loose. But 
I refuse to stop here. Even if my body 
decays, if my mind goes insane or even if 
my soul detaches from them.

The fog clears. And reveals the 
interior of the monument. And the halls 
and chambers feel ancient and infinite.

And then, a mysterious and 
unsettling  voice speaks to me.





&

“They all do” the hooded figure tells me.

“And It’s just a matter of time until they 
get consumed by it.”

The figure’s heavy presence suffices 
to drive me mad. But to hear them speak, 
makes every part of me tremble in dread.

Staring into its bright triangular 
feature might pull me back from the 
dreamlands. The connection loses and 
I’m awake again. I must not face it.

Although I have always considered 
myself a wanderer, others might disagree 
on such term. I wander through my own 
mind and through the ancient times. 
through the ages of Egypt and before, 
Trying to make sense of its beauty and 
mystery. 

But this is different. 

These are Forgotten lands, places 
out of time, with entities out of my 
world. Are they a product of me, or am I a 
product of them?

Nonetheless, I search for 
knowledge above all. Through it I’ll 
explore untouched grounds and begin 
to make sense of my irrelevant existence 
within the vast cosmos. Perhaps learn 
with it and perfect myself at the eyes of 
evolution and all things living.

“Such task is not so forthright” it said. 
And proceeded to instruct me further.

And so…  My journey as yet begun, and I 
worry i may not find what I seek. But I 
know for certain that it calls to me. 

And I must press forward.

Lucid Dreaming and Illustrations by Crowwood; 

Article and narrative by R’htaurhai.
Dedicated To The Official Cult Of Cthulhu and its family

May They Rise





maddening products 
to complement 

your maddening experience.

Visit the cult shop and be delighted

The Cult of Cthulhu is non-profit.
This means that 100% of earnings go directly back  into The Cult.



Once more, we would like to offer our 
gratitude to not only all the cultists that made 

this possible, but for those of you who have 
taken the time to reach this, the final page.

 If you have an idea for an article, would like to 
contribute some artwork, feedback and 

suggestions, or any other considerations you 
have for this publication, you can reach us at 

TheArkhamAdvertiser@gmail.com 

We'd love to hear from you, and it is our sincere 
hope you enjoyed this Work made by The Cult, for 

The Cult 

May They Rise


