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Introduction From AA Nyth Team

Let us begin by saying how exciting it is for us to release our FIFTH edition! 
The number of Arkham Advertiser's contributors has been ever expanding. It 
goes without saying that none of this would be possible without the talent 
and support of everyone in the Nyth Teams, and the many devoted Cultists 

who share with us their Work.  Seeing the great work that has been done has 
already started to push us to continue learning, creating and ascending 

so we can make each issue better than the last.  
 

We’d also like to thank you, dear Cultist,  for reading this new edition.  if 
you have any feedback or suggestions on what you want to see or 

contribute, feel free to reach out to us with an email
 

we  have been fortunate enough to find each other through the Cult of 
Cthulhu. The Cult gives a place for people who have heard the call a unified 

family. Yet, there are many out there who in today's fast paced world who 
feel that perhaps they shouldn’t even be a part of it. So, for our readers who 
may be feeling like there's few options left or that nothing can be done we 

wanted to say this. 
 

Not every thought is final, there is a tomorrow and you can be here for it, 
to share with those you love and care for, or may yet come to. 

Times can get tough, but that doesn’t mean you have to resent this life you 
are currently living. YOU won the race to be able to dance in the light. 

Please take some time to think on your key points of your being. don’t 
hesitate to reach out for help if you feel you need it. You are loved, you are 

cared for, there can be a tomorrow. 
 

Thank you again for reading and we hope you enjoy the Fifth edition of the 
Arkham Advertiser. By the Cult, For the Cult 

 
 
 
 



Art Contest 
Winners

8



Contest Winner

Luis G. Abaddie
Honoring the Dark Man

There is a dark moon tonight.

As I walk into the grove, on this night of ache and longing, my black robe 
unresisting to the cool wind, I see my beloved Witch, clad in red with the Fire 

Woman’s attire, beautiful as ever, standing beside the altar. She lights the flame. I 
raise my hood over my head.

As I come closer, she lifts the chalice toward me. I drink from it, then raise my hands 
In the sign of Voor.

And I intone:

Walk with me on the moonless night.

I am the voice you cannot hear.

. The voice of insects,

. The murmuring sands,

. The hush of the night-wind,

. The whisperer in darkness.

I am the words you speak in your sleep.

Dance with me on the Sabbath night.

I am the blackness beyond the bone-fire.

. The faceless stranger at your doorstep,

. The Black Man with a starry cloak,

. The Horned One in the compass round,

. The Devil whose embrace you crave.



I am your grin as you fill with dread.

¡Hei! ¡Aa-shanta’nygh!

. I am Nyarlathotep, the Crawling Chaos!

As I speak the final lines, it is no longer quite my voice you hear; yet in a 
way, it is… more myself than it was before. The flame of the altar candle 

shines black to my eyes that are now infused with otherness; I briefly look 
up, and beyond the silent, gliding nightgaunts, I glimpse the black stars 

hanging around the head of Taurus. And I faintly hear Those who lie 
beyond stirring in their sleep.

The Witch, in her red Virykla robe, smiles, and I take her hand even as, just 
beyond the sacred circle, unseen flutists begin to play.

And the Sabbath dance begins…

I am the silent howler ‘neath the earth.

Sign your name in my black book.

I am the bringer of the Black Flame.

. Your gaze on forbidden sights,

. The Witch-Blood warm in your veins,

. The joy you feel as they rise.

I am the mirror gazing back at you.

Laugh and sing my stories bold.

I am the Messenger in the endless void.

. The shadow at your sleepless bedside,

. The dream-song you forget at dawn,

. The wisdom that madness brings,

. The bringer of strange gifts you crave.



1st Runner-up
Nygosh R'lonuhn

Honouring the Archetypes

Honouring Cthulhu!

Cthulhu is the figurehead of The Cult, and 
the octopus tentacles have remained the 
most striking feature of Cthulhus 
appearance for me. So what better way to 
honour him, than with a tentacle painting.

Honouring Shub-Niggurath!

Shub-Niggurath is hailed for the 
magickal aspects which she represents, 
so I linked her to a form of Tree-of-Life, 
spreading out to reach us.

Honouring Nug & Yeb!

I knew I wanted to create a somewhat yin 
and yang symbol with these two, while also 
implementing a cosmic intimacy. Nug & Yeb 
have always brought a calming presence to 
me, and I wanted to depict a tranquil 
harmonic scene.



Honouring The Void!

Difficult concept to depict 
through painting. The only 
originality I could think of 
was ensuring The Voids painting 
was the longest canvas of all 
the others, since The Void is 
eternal and is the only 
archetype we humans have ever 
encountered, and will once 
again know intimately after we 
leave this life.

Honouring The Nameless Mist!

Another tricky archetype to depict 
through paint. Perhaps for the best. 
The Nameless Mist is a mystery, and 
therefore full of potential, so I 
translated that potential onto the 
canvas. Not quite blank, not quite 
anything. Just pure potential.



Honouring Nyarlathotep!

The Crawling Chaos will always hold a 
special place in my heart. My personal 
philosophy of life and how I have 
grown to the person I am today is built 
on a foundation of adaptability. If you 
can adapt to your environment, then 
you can ensure you survive. And if you 
can survive, you can thrive.

Honouring H.P. Lovecraft!

First contact. Lovecraft was the first 
human to encounter The Old Ones. 
Through his work, he unintentionally 
caused a chain reaction which would 
lead each and every one of us to this 
very second in time. The archetype 
that I hold the most respect for, and 
always will.

Honouring Dagon!

Oddly, Dagon has come to represent 
'truth over time' for me. He is regarded 
as possibly the oldest of The Deep Ones, 
and has therefore seen all of what 
came after him. As I spend prolonged 
periods of time in fixed destinations, 
I've come to see people who I thought 
were good, for what they really are. 
And people who I dismissed to begin 
with, as genuine people with good 
intent. Dagon’s eyes see all there is to 
see, no matter the depths.



Honouring Yog-Sothoth!

The all-knowing, all-seeing archetype. I 
couldn't help but laugh at the irony when 
painting Yog-Sothoth. He is The Key and 
The Gate to all information, and I hadn't a 
clue what to paint when trying to 
honour him. I stared at a blank canvas for 
45 minutes before I just started with an eye, 
and the rest just came naturally 
afterwards. Thanks Yog!

Honouring Hydra!

Definitely the archetype I feel the least 
connected to. I feel this lack of 
connection clearly translates through 
the painting. I tried to incorporate a 
feeling of cosmic energy with deep water, 
so I used as much paint overlaping itself 
to give it a wet aesthetic, over a shiny 
silver background. Perhaps over time, I 
can bridge a stronger connection to 
this archetype.

Dishonouring Azathoth.

I tried so hard, and got so far, but in the 
end, it looks terrible. I couldn't paint the 
concept I had in my head. The Nuclear 
Chaos, literally as a mushroom cloud, and 
inside the cloud to look like a dream 
bubble with stars and planets, forming the 
universe. Unfortunately my very limited 
skill couldn't produce what I had 
envisioned. I'm sorry Azathoth, please don't 
wake from your slumber just to smite me.



2nd Runner-up
Styx

   How does one describe the 
indescribable? How does one 
show what can't be 
comprehended? This is a 
challenge that not only 
Lovecraftian artists but 
Lovecraft himself struggled 
to overcome when trying to 
portray the icons of his 
mythos. As Cultists we lean 
heavily on our sacred texts, 
like the Bible of Cthulhu, for 
our iconography. Yet, while 
the bible does an excellent 
job of exploring the general 
ideas and archetypes these 
icons represent, from a 
pantheists perspective, I feel 
that there is a vagueness and 
a lack of precision in 
exploring these icons from a 
metaphorical sense. 

 This is by no means a 
criticism of Wyntre's work, 
as I believe this vagueness was 
both an intentional 
decision as well as an 
intelligent one which 
allows the text to appeal to 
all kinds of readers from 
various backgrounds with 
differing ideas of what these 
icons are and mean to them 
personally. 

Honoring 
Shub-Niggurath

A Pantheists Perspective

 That said, if the Cult could humor my own 
narcissistic desire to accurately define and more 
precisely explore the metaphorical 
representations of the Cthulhu Mythos 
archetypes, I would like to begin with a piece I did 
honoring what I consider to be the most poorly 
represented and least accurately described 
(metaphorically speaking) of the archetypes, 
Shub-Niggurath.



 Shub-Niggurath, most commonly 
known today as The Black Goat of the 
Woods with a Thousand Young, is 
viewed and described by the Bible of 
Cthulhu as a fertility goddess in form 
and function. While this description is 
sufficient in opening the mind up to the 
possibilities of what this archetype can 
do and be, I believe a much more precise 
description exists which explores the 
deity in a more profound way. For 
Shub-Niggurath is the perfect 
metaphorical representation of 
biological life and of nature itself. 

 In her initial conceptions, she was 
referred to by Lovecraft as the 
All-Mother as well as the Lord of the 
Wood. Both these and her common 
description highly suggest her being a 
deity representative of what most 
people refer to as ''Mother Nature". In 
later media, this concept was expanded 
upon by others describing her function 
as being able to constantly spit out new 
beings of various forms that are either 
to be consumed back by her or escape to 
continue a monstrous life elsewhere. 
This functional description is also a 
perfect representation of the cycle of 
life and death, as well as the 
overarching process of evolution, that 
all biological life is and will always be 
subjected to, no matter where it is 
found in the universe. 

 This is the idea I aimed to capture in the 
art piece above. The artwork I did here 
showcases a rim environment exhibiting 
various forms of life in various stages 
of existence. 

 It portrays differing species, some alive 
and some dead, living on, or being 
fertilizer for, the environment in 
which it exists. For all life is birthed 
from the womb of nature, allowed to 
live independently for a short while, 
and eventually succumbs to death 
being reclaimed by the force in which it 
originally came. 

 Furthermore, all forms of life are also 
born with mutations that are usually 
the result of environmental pressures 
which are either detrimental, causing 
them to die quickly, or advantageous, 
allowing them to live longer and pass 
on their genes. These various mutations 
also result in lifeforms taking on 
various shapes and sizes that can vary 
so wildly that it makes it almost 
impossible to tell that they once had a 
common ancestor.  

 Additionally, the drawing showcases 
an old growth forest with a spring due 
to the fact that the most biologically 
active environments (at least on this 
planet) are old growth and rain 
forests, both of which are highly 
dependent on water. 

 Ultimately, I aimed to capture nature 
with this piece in all its various forms 
being an extension of Shub-Niggurath. 
My hope is that this offers the viewer a 
glimpse into how I, a pantheist, view an 
archetype that is seemingly glossed 
over and not well explored from a 
metaphorical perspective. Because for 
me, to worship, rever, and honor this 
archetype, is to worship, revere, and 
honor nature itself.



 The use of Archetype is a common 
literary practice. However, few know 
what an Archetype is even if they can 
provide examples. This is because there 
can be a disconnect between what an 
Archetype actually is and their 
representation. 

 The origin of the word comes from the 
Greek for ‘Primitive or to begin’ (arkhe-) 
and ‘a model or type’ (tupos). It means 
something modeled after a classic or 
ancient original. Now, exactly when 
something counts as ‘classic’ or ‘ancient’ 
is up for debate.

 Archetypes are representations of 
Typical characters. In more modern 
terminology a Character Trope is the 
same as an Archetype of a character. 
Frequently, the Character represents a 
particular Trait or set of Traits. 
Interestingly, Archetype is both a Noun 
and can be used as a Verb. An example of 
an Archetype would be the “brooding 
hero”; whereas Batman Archetypes the 
Brooding Hero. This is because when most 
people, who are familiar enough with 
Western Culture, think of the concept 
“Brooding Hero”, Batman is frequently 
the first to come to mind. 

 We understand both the concept and 
the character which best defines the 
concept.

 In storytelling, the most iconic 
characters actually break their 
archetype. An example would be 
Princess Leia of Star Wars fame. She 
breaks the intended archetype of 
“Damsel in Distress”. Eventually this 
becomes a literary Archetype unto 
themselves.

 Historically, Plato took this to 
another level and postulated that 
things in Reality had a Form that 
transcended Reality, that form was the 
Archetype of the thing. 

 He used the example to say that while 
there are numerous tables on Earth, 
the Form of Tableness is at the core of 
them; the Essence of Table, if you will.



 Carl Jung (c 1919) was influenced by 
Plato and advanced his work on the 
concept of Essence of Form into 
Archetype of Form. 

 The Archetypes are metaphysical ideas 
or models and the things in Reality are 
only copies of the Perfect Model. Jung 
viewed the Archetypes as innate and are 
formed in the collective unconscious of 
Humankind as part of their evolution. 
They were, however, nebulous. Defining 
the Archetypes, he said in work “Man and 
His Symbols” (1964), “Are nothing more 
than the conscious representations” of 
the Archetype and “The archetype has a 
tendency to form such representations 
of a motif—representations that can 
vary a great deal in detail without 
losing their basic pattern.”

 For the Cult of Cthulhu, Archetypes are 
used to help a person better understand 
themselves. This can also fall back on 
the Psychology of Carl Jung. He 
theorized that there are 4 parts to the 
individual. 

 The Persona, which is the Mask we wear 
between ourselves and Society. In other 
words the Persona is the metaphoric 
Wall between the Self and the Other. 
There was the conscious Self that we are 
fully aware of. 

 Then there is the unconscious self made 
up of the Shadow and the Anima/Animus. 
The Shadow can be considered the 
darker parts of the Self which we 
generally hide from the conscious self. 
The Anima/Animus is an Archetype of the 
opposite sex of the Self, representing the 
qualities the Self lacks.

 While the Cult uses Deities of the 
Lovecraftian Mythos; the Archetype is 
not the same as which being you 
choose to Worship, if you are a Deist. 
There is, of course, nothing wrong 
with worshiping the same deity that 
you Archetype or even worshiping a 
deity you don’t archetype. 

 The Archetype is an Internal 
Representation, whereas Worship is an 
External Devotion. The motivation for 
devotion may be internal, but the focus 
of your ‘energy’ is to something 
external or separate from the Self. 

 The Archetypes of the Cult are 
representations of the True Self, 
holding both the Conscious Self and 
the Shadow. They are tools to help 
create or help define the Whole of You.



 Within the Cult, each Archetype 
represents particular qualities or 
Persona. The goal of discovering your 
archetype or archetypes (because you 
can have more than one) is not to 
discover the archetype, per se, it is to 
understand yourself on an intimate 
level. The easiest person to lie to is 
yourself, so you must be honest with 
yourself completely. Search the Self first 
and completely; find the areas of the 
Self that make you uncomfortable, bring 
them out, and *name* them.

 That is what the Archetypes of the Cult 
are; Names for your deepest self; 
guidelines for defining the True Self. 
Only once you know who you really are 
do you look at the Archetypes and find 
the one or ones which resonate with the 
True Self. By bringing them out from the 
Darkness and naming them you gain 
power over them; power over your True 
Self. From this knowledge springs forth 
the Veiled Appellation. The Veiled 
Appellation is the culmination of this 
process; the name of the True Self.

 Literature is full of the concept of the 
Power of Names. There is Magick in names 
and the Veiled Appellation is Power you 
give over yourself. Virtually all names 
or titles a person has in their life are 
given to you by someone else. Your family 
name was given by your ancestors, your 
given name is given by your parents, 
nicknames are given by friends, your boss 
gives you a title, or your educational 
institution grants you a title. These 
define or are defined by the Jungian 
Persona; the wall between the Self and 
Society.

 Your name may be David or Steve or 
Miranda, but you *are not* David or 
Steve or Miranda because those hold 
no definition. Your educational Title 
may be Doctor or professional Title 
may be Firefighter; however you *are 
not* those titles, though they may be a 
part of who you are. These are words 
others use to describe your Persona.

 The Veiled Appellation is, however, 
unique. It is the name that *You* give to 
describe the totality of who *you* are.

 Fm’toth Gna’uln



FEED THE HUNGER FOR KNOWLEDGE

JOIN US AT THE TABLE

The miskatonic university



 On a bright and sunny day, we meet 
our main character, Sam Larson (Eric 
Lange), quickly packing and clearly on 
the run. In the background, we hear 
through the radio about the suicide of 
Harry Jones, an investment analyst 
who was under investigation.

 Sometime later, we find him on the 
road, anxious of being pulled over. A 
series of interconnected flashbacks 
reveals the backstory: An investment 
analyst himself, during a colleague’s 
retirement party, he’s tipped off for a 
scamming opportunity, by a drunken 
business partner (the aforementioned 
Harry Jones). The next part is a bit 
ambiguous. Did they plot it together 
and got caught or was it essentially a 
“do unto others” situation? Hints lean 
towards the latter, but either way, it 
works.

 Struggling to stay awake, he turns on 
the radio, changing frequencies until 
he picks a call for help on the AM1200 
frequency. Of course, he ignores it, but 
by sheer coincidence (?), ends up at the 
station anyway. The utter creepiness of 
the place drives him to “nope” out of 
there, but, soon after, his car breaks 
down.

 Inside, he finds the place in total 
disarray, phones not working, and a 
single person, clearly off his rocker, 
handcuffed to a pipe. After that… well, 
better to stop here, lest I spoil the rest 
of the film (although the fact that I’m 
reviewing it here, is something of a 
spoiler by itself).

AM1200 (2008)

Director: David Prior

Starring: Eric Lange, John Billingsley, 
Ray Wise.



 This is David Prior’s first (and until 
2020’s “The Empty Man”, another 
must-see, his only) film, after a long 
time of directing behind-the-scenes 
featurettes for DVD releases. It 
certainly seems he knows his stuff, 
because… well, I can’t help but parrot 
pretty much everyone that has 
reviewed it before, in just 40 minutes 
he does more and better than many 
others would do in a feature-length 
film (a more cynical part of me would 
like to say that he was simply smart 
enough to not drag the story out, but 
I’ll just ignore it).

 Everything (visuals, sound, etc.) is 
carefully considered and to the 
point. There are some obvious CGI, but 
they don’t take from the film (and I 
suspect this was, at least in part, 
deliberate, as they appear after reality 
takes a break for a smoke). An early 
map-to-road transition left me with 
my mouth open (hehehe) when I first 
watched it, and still manages to 
impress me today. The actors embody 
their characters perfectly, and I 
really enjoyed seeing Ray Wise (Twin 
Peaks’ Leland Palmer) again.

 

 The film made its way through various 
festivals (and even won the Brown 
Jenkin Award on its 2008 HPL Film 
Festival premiere), before ending up on 
DVD (only available through the 
official site, http://www.am1200.com), 
now unfortunately out of print.

 What you CAN find on the official site 
are a couple of extras. First, the film 
script, which I think is a great treat for 
film buffs and aspiring filmmakers, as it 
allows to compare what was planned 
with the finished product (in this case, 
extremely close to plan with some 
nudges here and there… and a slightly 
bigger at the end). Second, a 
description by the director, of an event 
that partly inspired the story (and, no, 
it wasn’t the mundane shenanigans of 
the backstory).

 So, where can someone watch it? Fear 
not! The creator was kind enough to 
release it on Vimeo, were you can 
stream it for free. Just go to:

 https://vimeo.com/102372269, 

lower the lights, sit back and enjoy!

-Llo’pa’gh

 

http://www.am1200.com/
https://vimeo.com/102372269




 As we’re all aware - the world is 
completely insane. Pointless Wars, 
Corporate Worship - All covered in 
great, glorifying detail in our Bible. If 
one is to accept the paradigm of 
today’s world as “normal” and “sane”, we 
gladly call ourselves Insane.

 We all understand this, but until 
recently, I didn’t understand the true 
value of madness as a tool for my day 
to day life.

 I’ve got to preface this for you here 
and now, Siblings. I’m not a qualified 
psychologist, or psychoanalyst. I’m not 
a counselor or physician. I’m just 
another human being, with thoughts, 
feelings and hardships, like us all. So 
please, understand my shortcomings, 
this is by no means an attempt to 
preach virtue. I would simply like to 
share my recent experience, and 
hopefully, it may help, or at the very 
least, entertain you.

 Life can be quite tough sometimes. It 
can really knock you around. 
Everything from losing family members, 
going into hospital with an unknown 
illness, sudden financial hardship, 

loved ones succumbing to substance
abuse, unexpected attacks from 
unknown assailants, starvation, 
cancer, taxes, One Direction Reunion 
Tours… The list of pains entailed in life, 
really could go on indefinitely. 

 When faced with such difficulties and 
misfortune, it can be really hard to 
see a way out. It can be difficult to 
even ask for help when you really 
need it.

 I’ve recently encountered an 
onslaught in quick succession of such 
difficulties. It seemed as if it wouldn’t 
ever stop. I won’t trouble you with too 
many details, but, an example of one 
such occurrence.

 I received a phone call that a loved 
one was suddenly ill, and now in 
hospital. I was quite a distance away, 
and busy, unable to help. The 
powerlessness washed over me. I hung 
up the phone and reached for a 
cigarette. I stepped outside to smoke 
my tobacco, when a passing seagull 
opted to shit on my head. Copped my 
hat and glasses. Abso-fucking-lutely 
Brilliant. 



 Many more wondrously horrible things 
have happened in my own life since then, 
and I’m certain I’m not the only human 
to have experienced such setbacks. We all 
do. It did come to a culmination 
recently one night, under an almost 
full moon, near the ocean in what I can 
only describe as a communion with the 
Great Priest, or even The Crawling Chaos, 
or just some eldritch vestige of 
unconscious thought. I’ve really no 
clue.

 I carried myself down to the beach, 
bottle of whiskey in hand to have a 
little drink, and clear my head. Bringing 
my trusty pocket full of small change 
to help me out. Personally, I’ve become 
quite a fan of flipping a coin to help me 
with decisions. Asking a question, or 
considering a point of action then  
flipping for Heads or Tails. I’m not 
necessarily embracing the random 
chaos of going with the resulting 
flip(always), but listening to how I feel 
about the result, which helps me 
understand. Flipping the coin to see 
what action I should take, I threw the 
coin in the air.

 I missed the catch and it landed flat on 
the sand. Yet, I couldn’t find it. It was a 
bit dark, and I scrambled through the 
sand for a few moments before 
accepting it was gone. I reached into my 
pocket to flip another coin. The change 
fell from my pocket, through some 
decking and once more, into the sand.

 It was for some reason, at this moment, I 
broke.

 The pressures of my life flooded 
through my head, the difficulty I’ve 
been facing overwhelmed me. My mind, 
quite literally stopped, like a circuit 
had just been fried. Then it happened. 
 I laughed.

 I started thinking about my coins lost 
in the sand close by, and chuckled 
aloud. I heard myself, by myself, at the 
beach, late at night, alone, laugh 
aloud. And I found that funny, so I 
laughed more. I thought of the bird 
shitting on my head, and started to 
cackle. I reached for my whiskey and 
had a cheeky little swig, and laughed 
at how “naughty” I’d been to be 
sneaking out this late. The thought 
crossed my mind of someone walking 
by walking a dog, and seeing a man, 
whiskey bottle in hand, standing under 
the pale light of the moon, by himself 
at the beach, cackling madly and 
thinking “This man must be insane”... 
Which is fucking hilarious, so I 
laughed some more.



 This cascade lasted a good half hour, 
possibly more. I can’t tell you how long I 
was out, as my phone ran out of battery 
and I lost track of time (hilarious!)

 Now, some may call this a “Psychotic 
Break”, or “Acute Mental Breakdown”, yet I 
don’t think it was, in fact, I found it 
enlightening and quite grounding.. 

 By laughing at the “horrors” of my life, 
and indeed, life at large, I distanced 
myself from the pain I was experiencing, 
and with that distance, came much needed 
relief. Everything that seemed so 
absolutely serious, was no longer so. 

 We’re all well aware of how small our 
part in the cosmos really is, and keeping 
this in mind is truly empowering.

 With this space, I was able to see more 
effectively how I might deal with the 
underlying issues. What I’ve taken from 
that experience, is to not feel so attached 
to the pain of my circumstance, as 
circumstances can (and no doubt will) 
change from time to time. 

 Finding the comedy in our circumstance, 
and progressing my Nihilist view to be a 
bit more in line with Absurdism brought 
me not only a bit of peace of mind, but 
made my tiny little part in the Grand Oil 
Painting of Existence just a little bit more 
enjoyable. 

 I’m still standing, and looking 
forward to whatever glorious, 
unmentionable horrors await my 
tomorrow, whilst I enjoy and embrace 
the chaos that is delivered to me 
today.

 So to the Void, I give my gratitude, for 
this brief time, offering me this chance 
to dance in the light.

Ulnbumna’ainyth



Submitted on facebook 

by Larissa Shen
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Azathoth’s Dream

Submitted on Discord 

by Gai-Saur-Rath



To feel a part of your life not there anymore

A gap in the shared conscience of you beloved ones and you

To seek and be bound not to find what you are looking for

 

To live through days and nights and knowing

Knowing this is finite

The end of the line

The last chapter

The last moment

And then gone

 

To weep for the sheer knowledge of the things that are

To know you will be too

Finite

Unchangeable

Broken and never whole again

 

To understand that this is life

That this death is part of life

To cry and let your sorrow be washed away

To understand that this is indeed okay.

 

To heal once again and cherish the good moments you had and 

feel regret has no meaning anymore.

 

To walk free again and laugh again.
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Sour apples fall far from the tree 

Star signs dictate our lives 

"Take this drug, It will set you free!" 

Overclocking our drives 

Oppression knows no master 

Retreat to recessive familiarity 

We'll figure out the ethics after Hyper-focused on our 

purity

All fall short of the glory of The Old Ones 

Oh, how we dream our own! 

We have all we need from The Old Tomes 

Those eldritch seeds must be sown 

Submit yourself to say the least 

Your knowledge pulled from Yog-Sothoth

Indulge in the madness at the feast

Before the throne of Azathoth!

Azacorr'e



Franck M.
Uploaded via 
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Gokogoth
Uploaded via Discord
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R’lyeh Lw’nafh
A comic by Rih'n Syraha









To be continued…



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


