(These are notes your character is making whilst he is in the hospital)

Day 1:  The room is nice and airy.  Battersea Psychiatric Center of Advanced Studies (the hospital I am at) is allowing me to keep a journal.  

Day 2:  What the heck was I thinking by not having a room mate?  I remember specifically NOT wanting a room mate.  It would have been different if I knew there was NO TV or radio in the room with me.  I have taken to pressing a glass up against the wall to hear what the wackos in room 11 are saying.  I am in room 12 (first floor but what can you do).  My neighbor on the other side is room 14.  No room 13.  I shall have to ask why tomorrow.  My docter's name is Dr. Tillenghast.  He is a bald guy with round glasses who doesn't seem to get out much - very pale.

Day 3:  Kept a nurse here for a couple hours when she came to change the bedpan.  I was looking at the wall across the way for a long time.  This whole place is made of brick and seems (like the rest of fucking London) to be very old.  I spend a lot of time looking through the bars of my window.  I have begun keeping two seperate journels - one for the doctors (so they won't take away my pens and paper) and one for myself - just in case I find a way to write to Grant or whatever his name is.  I wish that I had some way to communicate with him!  Not sure how much I can tell him - clearly I can't go into any details about my job or the creatures I've seen - I am sure they would keep me locked up forever.  Having strange dreams still - lots of white pillars, blue skies and HER.  Feel like she is helping to keep me company.

Day 4:  The docter is upset with me.  He feels that I am holding too much back and 'not letting him in'.  Damned right!  Tillengast asked why I rearranged my room.  Not telling them that I made sure that the bed was closest to room 11.  I can hear them sometimes moving around in there - makes me feel better.  Last night, I heard some odd noises from room 14.  I am going to ask the docter who is in that room twm.

Day 5:  Tillengast lies.  He says there is nobody in room 14 but I went to the window - the right-hand window it was - and looked out on the quiet street. There was a tall building opposite, with large spaces of dead wall; no passers-by; a dark night; and very little to be seen of any kind.  The light in my room was behind me, and I could see my own shadow clearly cast on the wall opposite. Also the shadow of the bearded man in Number 11 on the left, who passed to and fro in his robe once or twice. Also the shadow of the occupant of Number 14 on the right. Like myself, he leaning on his elbows on the window-sill looking out into the street. He seemed to be a tall thin man - or was it by any chance a woman? - at least, it was someone who covered his or her head with some kind of drapery before going to bed, and, I think, must be possessed of a red lamp-shade - and the lamp must be flickering very much. There was a distinct playing up and down of a dull red light on the opposite wall. I craned out a little to see if he could make any more of the figure, but beyond a fold of some light, perhaps white, material on the window-sill he could see nothing.   Then I heard a distant step in the street, and its approach seemed to recall the guy to the right to a sense of his exposed position, for very swiftly and suddenly he swept aside from the window, and his red light went out. 

Day 6:  Got in trouble.  They are claiming I attacked the docter.  What am I suppose to do when he comes at me with a lighter?  This sucks.  I don't think that this 'treatment' is helping me at all.  In fact, I feel WORSE.  The guy in the right side room as I look out my window is still active.  The docter says we are going to undergo some test tomorrow night.  Maybe that will give me a chance to check out the guy to the right.  The guy on the left is another nut who thinks he is Mary, Queen of Scots or something.  I thought I was paying for GOOD care!  Suppose it serves me right for thinking England was the place to stay....  Fucking Brits are all nutz. My straight jacket is itchy.  Wonder if I will get a red light thing too?  I am keeping all of the stuff hidden underneath a bottom drawer on a bolted down dresser.  They will never think to look there bwahaha.  Must kill.

Day 7:  Went out last night to do dream testing thingie.  Room 11 and room 13 pretty quiet.  Saw light from under the door of 13 to my right.  Dream testing thing was a waste of time.  They hooked some electrodes to my head and gave me some drugs.  

Day 8:  Guy in room to my right kept me up part of the night stayed up dancing for a couple of hours.  Again and again his thin form crossed the window, his arms waved, and a gaunt leg was kicked up with surprising agility. He seemed to be barefooted, and the floor must be concrete, for no sound betrayed his movements.  Wish I had my dance or harmonica instructors with me.  I know that very soon I will need to dance the dance.  

Day 9:  Wish Grant would check in on me.  I would be bored but for the drugs and spongebaths I am given.  Nurse said the docter is still requiring me to be in a straight jacket.  I wish he'd give up smoking.  He taunts me with the fire.  He set part of my hair on fire today.  Said it would be good for me.  

Day 10:  Don't think the docter is human.  His face is sometimes like a mask.  Wonder if it is that guy that my partner talks about and is marked by sometimes.  He tortures me so.  I can't wait till I get my guns so I can blow his fucking head off.  Wish I was better at fighting - I'd have taken out those three guys they sent in to subdue me.  I was happy cause they kept me company for awhile.  I hate being alone.  The docter says that I am not yet ready to be released.  Wonder when I will see my partner again?

Day 11:  Starting to think about some of the stuff I have read.  It is all starting to make a lot more sense.  Wonder what that gate spell does?  The guy in the room on my right (14 during the day - I checked today - wonder when I get to go at night and check again?) is really fucked in the head.  A 'bit off' these Brits would say.  He was singing last night. It was a high, thin voice, and it seemed dry, as if from long disuse. There seemed to be words, but I couldn’t make them out.  It went sailing up to a surprising height, and was carried down with a despairing moan like a winter wind in a hollow chimney, or an organ whose wind fails suddenly. It was a really horrible sound - but I was happy for the company.

Day 12:  I must go meet her in Egypt!  The time draws close!  Ai!  Ai!  Perhaps after Egypt I can find a better docter.  Then I can kill this one and be happy.  

