March 14th. I went to him for the first time. He was not surprised to see me, not even when I told him what I had. He was positively foul, all leering eyes and filthy words, but I must bear such things bravely. 
March 23rd. W. asked that I participate in one of his vile rituals. I refused, and then he would not talk to me for the rest of the session. I will not allow him to control this. I will not fall into his traps!

July. Terrible dreams. Hounds chasing me, and I felt myself drawn to a particular star in the heavens. In another one, a weird insect wearing a turban attacked me, screaming that I was unworthy to pass through some gate. In another, I was a tumbling piece of cut glass, and everything I am was just one of its facets. I feel feverish and sick, and want it all to be over. 

August 12th. The day’s nearly at hand, and all this will be over. W has finally relented and taught me the charm from the Book of Thoth. 

It will all be over soon. 

