


Siblings,

We are making great progress towards our 
projects. We did have a minor set back with 
formatting the Liber A Veterum, it is being resolved 
currently as we strive for the best work for our 
cultists.

This leads us to the announcement of two more 
projects just in their infancy. Two books that provide 
support to the duality of our temple. One for the 
agnostic and one for the spiritual alike.

Second, the shop is live and different lifestyle 
products and tools for your practice will be 
available soon. Remember the temple is completely 
funded by you, the cultist.  Prices are kept as low as 
possible.

We are pleased to announce a Temple inspired 
agenda that will be listed in the near future 
alongside the notebook.

Again i would like to give thanks to the Nyth and 
most importantly the cultists for the support.

Your Harbinger,

Phlegethotep





The Eldritch Case Files: Revelations of the Dark Mother, Joseph 
Collinsworth: Part 1

The face of the creature was very goat-like in the dimness of the surrounding woods. A deep seeded hunger 
waged war within its pale blue eyes as it stared upon the inhabitants of the small campsite.Its split tongue 
ran slowly over sharp incisors, saliva dripped freely from its mouth. What delicious little morsels.

That war being fought was for preservation. On the one hand the creature wanted to rush forward into the 
campsite and begin to rip and tear into the small family of four, but on the other hand what if while in the 
throws of feeding screams were made that would draw unwanted attention.

The creature growled low and deep, dear gods the hunger!!! It could practically taste the coppery bite of 
blood as it flowed over the tongue and filled the mouth before swallowing it down. It closed its eyes and 
savored the torment. Slowly it retreated back into the comforting darkness of the forest, one clawed hand 
digging deeply into the bark of the tree it hid behind, leaving lines of frustration into the bark of the tree as it 
receded into the gloom.

“But daddy, ten more minutes please?!?” Christine pleaded. “I said no and I mean no. It's time for bed and 
you've had enough s'mores for one night to choke a cow. Now get ready for bed. It's getting late and we have 
an early morning.” The little girl pouted. Smiling, Christine's mother approached and scoped her up. “Come 
on sweetie, I'll help you get ready for bed.” As she went to wash up her daughter she cast a brief look back at 
her husband, “Do be a dear and watch over your son so I can wash up Christine for bed?” Jacob sighed, 
“That's a given dear. I'm not going to just sit here and neglect our son.”Kathie frowned and continued off to 
the campground's public restroom.

Jacob watched his wife walk away. This camping trip was supposed to be fun and relaxing. A time to get that 
bond back that was missing between his wife and him, but it wasn't working, or at-least it didn't feel that way. 
He tossed another stick into the fire and glanced over at the car seat that his son was fast asleep in and he 
smiled briefly. He loved his family, but lately it seemed all Kathie and he did was argue and fight and it 
usually was over stupid and petty things. (edited)

There's probably grammar errors, and maybe a few spelling errors also. When I write I don't expect pay too 
much attention to those things, I just start writing and have to get out what's in my head quickly or I'll lose the 
story. It's like a dam bursting open at times and in all honesty most of it comes from dreams I've had (my 
newer stories are when I spent a month in the hospital last year and on extremely strong pain killers) 





Lying in a Pool of your own Nothingness
The inspiration for this article comes from some conversation from our estimable AzmahnOriv. We talk about The 
Void, a complete lack of everything; from the void we came, to the void we shall return. But, what is the Void and 
what does it have to do with everything?
There is the near vacuum in space and it is easy to consider it when talking about Void, since it is the closest we 
can conceptualize. The atmosphere we breathe has 10 to the order of 19 atoms per cubic centimeter; that is a 1 
with 19 zeros behind it.  Iron has 2.5 to the order of 22 atoms per cubic centimeter; it is 1000 times more dense 
than air.
By comparison, the space between planets in our solar system has 5 atoms per cubic centimeter; a 5 with no 
zeros behind it. Space between solar systems has only 1 atom per cubic centimeter; between galaxies is 1 atom 
per 100 cubic centimeters. So, it is very easy to consider outer space as void, when compared to what we are 
used to.
Something which is commonly not considered is the empty space within an atom itself. Almost all the mass is 
within the nucleus of the atom, but the majority of the space of an atom is taken up by the ‘electron cloud’ as it is 
sometimes called. Depending on the specific atom, the cloud is between 23,000 and 145,000 times larger than the 
nucleus. Uranium is the largest naturally occurring atom, it contains only 92 electrons in its cloud. Though, cloud is 
a bit of a misunderstanding, since electrons take up discrete locations called orbitals. The closest orbital is about 5 
times 10 to the power of negative 11 meters; 11 zeros between the decimal place and the 5.  This means there is 
absolutely nothing between the electrons and the nucleus.  Not even vacuum; absolute nothing.  This means that 
an atom is more than 99.99% empty space.
Even though there is so much nothing making up matter, it is amazing that matter doesn’t simply pass between 
itself. This occurs because the electrons in one atom tend to repel the electrons in another; except for when they 
attract and bond with each other.
As Oriv is wont to do, he saw some fantastic things in a dream and sought advice from several others regarding 
what they could mean. He saw beings that he couldn’t say were Azathoth, but felt he was in Azathoth’s court and 
they were the flutists. He expressed great frustration in not being able to identify them. I saw some resemblance in 
what he was drawing, comparing them to orbital diagrams of electrons.
This got me thinking about the nature of Azathoth. He is said to be the nuclear chaos, because he sits at the 
center of everything; surrounded by flutists and drummers to ensure he never wakes.  All of existence is held 
within his dream.

How could the flutists and drummers pipe and drum him to sleep, if they are a part of his dream? Where is 
Azathoth’s court? It can’t be at the center of existence because existence is his dream. Therefore, he must be 
outside the dream… but then how could the piping and fluting keep him asleep since they are a part of existence?
This thinking led to some slight play on words and supposition. Azathoth is at the center of infinity or the center of 
all chaos, or the center of everything. Let us take Nuclear a bit more literally. The center of atoms are the nucleus, 
abuzz with electrons floating around them, limited by orbitals and shells, but quantum in nature so they cannot be 
perfectly described at any one moment.
Between the electrons and the nucleus is pure nothingness, and this pure nothingness keeps the electrons from 
becoming bound to the protons of the nucleus. How mad is that? The electrons are attracted to the protons in the 
nucleus, but if they touch the electron and proton merge to become a neutron.  It is kinda complicated, but the 
reason they don’t have to do with the potential versus kinetic energy in an electron.
This collapse of electrons and protons into neutrons occurs in nature, in the formation of a neutron star. It takes 
the combined gravitational force of 1.4 solar masses, in the absence of the explosive fusion energy, to crush the 
electrons into the protons. That is the extent, the strength, of the nothing between the nucleus and the electrons.
So, let us suppose further, what if Azathoth’s court is the nothingness which pervades everything? That 
nothingness is what gives atoms their size, prevents atoms from slipping past one another, and even allows atoms 
to exist.  Without it, the universe would be nothing but a soup of neutrons.
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