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The oncoming car wouldnôt turn off its bright lights.  Despite the ill-working wip-
ers, the pouring rain made it difficult to see through the windshield, and the other 
drivers were just making it more difficult.  Alex squinted, hiding his eyes from the 
glaring brightness.  Trying to focus on the road, he grimaced as the car passed 
him.  A bolt of lighting momentarily lit the road and he sighed.  

Moving one hand from the wheel of his car, he let it rest protectively on the bound 
package still in the passenger seat.  Letting the paper rustle loudly, he assured 
himself that the contents were still intact.  

Alexôs mind was racing.  Obtaining the package had taken years and most of his 
life savings, but the price was worth the effort.  The object he had worked so hard 
to find was finally in his possession. 

As he neared his apartment, his nervousness grew.  Beads of sweat formed on his 
brow, and he repeatedly had to adjust his thin wire-framed glasses upon his nose.  
Quickly turning into the parking lot, Alex killed the engine and sat quietly, staring 
at the door to his small apartment complex. 

Carefully lifting the package, and clutching it securely to his chest, Alex opened 
the door and sprinted for the shelter of the stairwell.  Alex breathed heavily as he 
reached the landing, sighing in relief.  He checked the package for moisture and 
hurriedly ascended to his apartment on the fifth floor.  

Locking the deadbolt behind him, Alex smiled as the familiar surroundings of 
home came into view.  The musty smells of old papers filled the air, but a bitter 
scent of mothballs wrinkled his nose.  Books lay everywhere about the apartment, 
stacked in haphazard piles anywhere space was available.  Alex went immediately 
to the large hardwood desk on the far wall and gingerly placed the package in 
what little space remained. 

He flicked on a swiveling lamp next to the desk and adjusted the light to cover his 
work area.  Carefully, but eagerly he went about opening the package.  A careful 
snip with a pair of battered scissors severed the strings enclosing the oil-sealed 
paper.  With a cautious tug on the corner of the paper, Alex unwrapped the cover-
ing from the book.  

Lying inside, protected by the paper, was a strangely-bound text.  The leather like 
material binding its cover had a pasty tan color, and a remarkably smooth tex-
ture.  Running his hand along the surface of the cover, he felt with his fingers for 
indentations marking the title.  

The Book of Nôshadr.  All of his years of effort had truly paid off.  The text dated 
back to Babylonian legend, and it had been well preserved in this edition.  Myths 
held that the bound was bound in the flesh of heretics, and that it contained the 
knowledge of Stygian sorcerers of long ago.  The author had put his own eyes out, 
blinding himself in madness before he died. 

Alex grinned.  Everything hinted at in legend was true, and now he had the power 
of those ancient wizards.  He had long been an enthusiast of the occult, but at first 
he had merely dabbled in witchcraft.  Now he would have true magic that he 
could only dream of.  He flipped open the tome, and hastily poured over the con-
tents. 
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Directions of  Knowledge (Continued) 

The first couple of pages held nothing but some sort of preface, and Alex hastily flipped on, 
seeking some reference to the spells he had searched for.  The pages felt good in his hands, as 
if he was meant for this destiny. 

The next pages held simple rituals, laughable mental exercises for training apprentices.  Many 
of them Alex already knew by heart, but a few seemed worth evaluating later.  A curse of flesh, 
a spell of flight, and others drew his attention, but knowing more awaited him, Alex read fur-
ther.  

Disgusted with his findings, he flipped several pages at once, nearing the end of the text.  He 
wanted real  magic, not simple rituals.  He kept flipping through the pages, his disdain grow-
ing palpable.  At last a spell truly drew his attention, and he read the title aloud.  

On the Ritual to Summon a Daemon of Shadow. 

Alexôs eyes lit with an almost unnatural light, and his lips creased in an eager grin.  He had 
dreamed of this kind of sorcery.  At last the power he had lusted after was his to control.  With 
a furtive glance of the spellôs contents, he examined the incantation.  Surprisingly, the dialects 
of the text were quite easy to properly enunciate.  He grinned at his fortune, and lit two can-
dles.  With a frantic shove, Alex cleared his desk of impeding obstacles and gathered his ritual 
supplies. 

The other texts had been right about the necessary ingredients to breach the veil between the 
worlds, and he was thankful he had taken the time to gather the components first.  He didnôt 
think he would have had the patience to try to gather the items after completing his search. 

The air seemed to crackle with intensity as he knelt and laid the tome on the ground in front 
of him.  A few drops of his blood, the crystal from the Ukraine, and the tears of a lecherous 
priest were all that was left to him, as he began to sprinkle the salt in the formations described 
in the text.  His anticipation was great now, and with deliberate caution he began to read. 

ñCollov tzeôelth nôshadr stauôq callôahò 

The words had a strange cadence, and the sounds echoed through the room as if it was a far 
larger space than it was.  A furious energy was building, and a strange sensation assaulted 
Alexôs body.  The magic was building to heights he had never experienced.  He felt pins and 
needles in his fingers, and now the spell was moving at a pace he could not control.  The 
words flowed from his lips despite any effort on his part to stop them.  

ñCollov tzeôelth nôshadr stauôq callôahò 

The spell was reaching its climax.  The book was glowing a bright blue, and lightning crackled 
along its surface.  Strangely, Alexôs eyes fell to a handwritten line on the bottom of the page.  It 
must have escaped his notice.  The blood drained from his face, his eyes frantically re-reading, 
checking for an error in the translation.  

Before casting the ritual, refer to pages XII and XIV for proper circles of binding, and words 
of dominance, lest the daemon arrive uncontrolled.  

The spell was complete now, and the shadows of the room seemed to coalesce into one spot in 
the corner of room, amid the scattered texts and papers.  The darkness of the shadow seemed 
to pulse, and it seemed to drink the light of the room.  Recognition dawned on Alex.  He felt 
the shift through the room as the veil in between the words was breached.  It was a gateway to 
the shadowy underworld, and something was coming. 

The hole continued its growth, black and violet lightning crackling in a horrendous display 
along its edges.  Fear had completed immobilized Alex, and he remained on his knees para-
lyzed in terror.  
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Gasping and stuttering, he rose awkwardly to his feet, trying desperately to flee the horror he 
had made manifest.  As he turned, he failed to notice the two crimson pinpoints of light from 
within the shadow, eyes glinting with malicious intelligence.  

A deep, inhuman growl stopped Alex as he stood, as he realized his fate was inevitable.  He 
turned and faced the yawning portal of shadow, and feebly faced his fear.  At the sight of the 
thing in the shadow, his mouth dropped open, muttering incoherent thoughts, but one was un-
derstandable. 

ñKnowledge is poweréò 

The full horror of what he had down came to him, but a deep calm took over.  The tendrils of 
shadow wrapped around him, where it touched his skin, the flesh began to dissolve.  Claws of 
night ripped into his stomach, the hot rush of blood a curious feeling as Alex just stared into 
oblivion.  He knew that the inch -long fangs bit into his through, but his was blissfully ignorant 
of the pain.  Alex sank into the final, bloody haze of unconsciousness, but one last though lin-
gered on his quickly cooling lips. 

ñ... but power comes at a price.ò 

Sickening crunches accented his dying testament, and the daemon feasted. ž 
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