




Normally, such matters of community and progress as this would be 
announced by the Council itself, but due to an unfortunate incident 
involving an overzealous invocation, three bottles of non-Euclidean 
ink, and what can only be described as a very opinionated portal, the 
Council has found itself briefly… indisposed. 
Thus, I, Clorq, must speak in their stead.

The Temple thrives. Our ranks swell with new voices, and the 
discussions among siblings grow ever deeper and more illuminating. 
The Miskatonic University archives have seen recent updates, 
expanding the paths of study for those who wish to sharpen their 
understanding of rituals and the unfathomable truths that 
underpin them. Beyond this, the Order toils in shadowed 
enthusiasm, preparing story readings and supplemental works that, 
while still cloaked in secrecy, promise to be nothing short of 
extraordinary. In short, siblings, the Temple’s work advances—its 
pulse strong, its purpose clear—and you would do well to keep 
watch, for much stirs beneath the surface.

     the Greeter God









August Rune Reading

As August opens with Ithaqua's First Tread, the Gateway of Yog-Sothoth reveals profound 
synchronicities between our harvest festival and the cosmic forces shaping this transformative month. 
The five runes drawn speak directly to the themes of transition, abundance, and preparation that define 
this sacred time. 

Uruz stands at the Threshold, pulsing with the raw vitality of the harvest itself, that final surge of 
summer's power awaiting our gathering before winter's approach. This primal force sets the tone for all of 
August, suggesting that transformation flows most naturally when we channel rather than control it. Like 
grain ready for cutting and fruit ripe for gathering, we find ourselves at a moment of powerful potential 
that invites both action and wisdom.

Thurisaz the Catalyst of Chaos mirrors the seasonal disruption we honor during Ithaqua's First Tread. 
Just as we acknowledge the inevitable descent into winter's dominion, this rune suggests that subtle 
internal shifts may already be stirring within our Temple community. Patterns and beliefs that once 
served us might now feel ready for renewal, like fields that benefit from lying fallow before the next 
planting. Space for new understanding often emerges when we allow natural cycles of change to unfold. 
Even as these inner currents flow, Dagaz the Dawn of Cosmic Revelation illuminates our external world, 
offering clarity and guidance like the bonfires we light to honor both summer's warmth and winter's 
approach. The universe seems to support our transformation through gentle synchronicities, unexpected 
encounters, and moments of quiet understanding that arise from the world around us, much like the wind 
chimes we hang to carry our voices to Ithaqua while alerting us to changing weather.

The reading's most intriguing teaching comes through Algiz appearing as our primary obstacle. The 
Antlers of the Protector, so reminiscent of Ithaqua's own wild nature, suggests that our protective 
instincts might sometimes limit necessary growth. During this harvest time when we naturally prepare for 
winter's trials, we could benefit from noticing whether our focus on protection overshadows our 
appreciation of present abundance. This gentle paradox reflects the delicate balance of the First Tread 
celebration itself, where we simultaneously honor the harvest's bounty while respecting the approaching 
cold. The wind chimes we hang serve as perfect metaphors for this balance, being both protective 
talismans and channels of communication, reminding us that boundaries can facilitate connection rather 
than create isolation.

At the base of our reading, Fehu Reversed offers both caution and guidance for the path ahead. If we 
allow concern for winter to overshadow our celebration of the harvest, if we hold too tightly to our 
abundance rather than sharing it, or if we resist the natural energies flowing through this gateway, we 
might find ourselves feeling disconnected from the cosmic flow. Yet this rune speaks not of fixed fate but 
of gentle redirection, showing us that August's invitation awaits our conscious participation. By 
embracing both the festival's joy and its thoughtful preparations, by allowing ourselves to flow with 
transformation while preserving what truly matters, we can nurture the First Spark into a steady flame. 
As we prepare our harvest offerings and light our bonfires against the coming darkness, we might 
remember that resilience often comes not from resisting change but from moving gracefully with it, just 
as our wind chimes dance with Ithaqua's breath, creating music from the very forces that could challenge 
us.





The Whisperer Between Worlds: 
A Reading on Nyarlathotep and the Tyranny of Comprehension

As transcribed from the mad howlings of a cultist by Clorq, the Greeter God

Listen closely, for I will speak of the one who is not distant. Nyarlathotep does not slumber in the 
drowned abyss nor whirl madly at the center of all things. He walks. He speaks. He wears faces that are 
too familiar, voices too precise. He is not some remote terror to be glimpsed only in dreams, he is 
already here.

He is the threshold between the unknowable and what we dare call “understanding.” And it is that 
nearness which unsettles more than the scale of Cthulhu or the blind chaos of Azathoth. Nyarlathotep 
leans in close. He whispers. He does not crush us beneath his enormity. He unravels us with 
comprehension.

Look to his masks. They are endless, yet each feels personal. The Black Pharaoh who commands with 
regal certainty. The trickster whose laughter cuts deeper than any blade. The scholar whose words lead 
only into spirals without end. And sometimes, yes, he is the reflection in the mirror when you stare too 
long, and you do not know if it is you or him who is smiling.

This is his tyranny: not ignorance, but the gift of knowledge sharpened to ruin. Cthulhu grants us the 
terror of insignificance, but Nyarlathotep offers no such quiet. He feeds the mind until it cracks beneath 
its own need to explain the incomprehensible. He offers meaning that looks perfect from a distance, only 
to twist in the hand until it cuts.

He does not demand we kneel. He only asks that we listen. He teaches through false revelations, truths 
that coil around themselves until they strangle certainty. And in this, he becomes the most human of the 
Old Ones, because he knows our hunger to understand. He knows we will follow him down any path if 
only it promises an answer.

Even now, he wears new masks. He speaks in systems that promise order. He hides in formulas that 
claim to bind the universe. He whispers through every voice that insists it knows the way. And when we 
reach for that promise, he is there, smiling as the ground falls away beneath us.

But do not mistake this for malice alone. There is a strange gift hidden in his cruelty. Those who survive 
his lessons, who endure the breaking of their illusions, find a darker kind of clarity. He does not grant 
comfort. He grants the strength to look upon the infinite without demanding that it explain itself.

This is why we study him. Not because he is safe, but because he is true. He is not the silence of the 
void, but the voice that fills it. And in that voice, we hear the reminder that the most dangerous thing is 
not chaos, but the promise that it can be tamed.

If you listen for him, you will not hear a roar. You will hear a whisper, steady and patient, just at the edge 
of thought. And if you turn to look… you may realize he was already walking beside you.





I'm tearing down
The empty tarmac
In darkness soft as silk.
The gentle breeze
Is a wild gale,
Fed by the feral howl
Of fear and fire and iron
Chained in a roaring churn.

The moonlight stares
At dashing madness;
Thready veils of vapor
Grasping at the orb,
Lingering on blurring lines
Of dust and rain and deeds.
Unspoken spans of thought
Face my hazy heartache.

I scream my grief
Against the grave
Of my searing need to sense
Your lightest touch
On my lonely skin.
I miss the madness glow
Of hope obscure and hot
For nothing known before



Temple Readings 

Card1) The temple currently 

Card- The Eight of pentacles – Upright 

Meaning: The temple is concentrating on certain things and there is much improvement 

Card2) The Theme The Old Ones have for this month 

Card-Ace of swords- Upright

Meaning: There will be great innovation and sharp thinking 

Card 3) What should the temple embrace this month 

Card- The Two of Wands- Upright 

Meaning: The temporary success and stability and the confidence to brings we should not 
be afraid to be ambitious

Card4) The action the Old ones want us to take this month 

Card-Knight of cups – Upright 

Meaning: The old Ones want us to stay true to the path , to show passion and devotion to 
their temple 

Card5) The Divine Guidance of the Month

Card -Queen of Swords- upright 

Old One -Yibb-Tstll

This Old one is an Obscure God , said to reside in the court of Azathoth watching it closely 
, it is said that Only Yog-Sothoth is said to be wiser then it.

Card meaning : Yibb-Tstll will allow us to cut through the Illusions and take charge of 
ourselves








