
 

 

Greetings From Newburyport, 
 
I wish I were writing to you under pleasant circumstances. Sadly, nothing could be 
further from that truth. I’m in trouble, of a sort I don’t understand. I understand the falling 
out I have had with your father and family, but I feel that I must contact you and beg for 
your help. My time grows short and you must be informed of all I can volunteer before it is 
too late. 
 
Some weeks ago while fishing off the Gloucester coast, I hauled up an artifact, a 
crown - that’s the item I sent along with this letter. I remembered reading about 
such odd items once before, in a book I own on that old, depressed fishing town 
called Innsmouth, here in Massachusetts. They do some gold refining there, and, as 
I was intrigued by my strange catch, I promptly motored to Innsmouth and spoke 
to a man named Jacob Marsh, of the Marsh Refining Company. I didn’t like that 
fellow at all, so I left his office with my prize, though not before making the mistake 
of giving that Marsh devil my name and address. Soon after I began receiving 
unwelcome callers at my home in Danvers. They wanted to purchase my artifact. I 
must have something Marsh desperately wants. I refuse to sell, but they’ve become 
more persistent - and more threatening. Last week I came home to find my house 
broken into; nothing stolen, though by that time I had hidden the crown out of the 
house until I could learn just what I had on my hands. 
 
At the same time that the visitors began arriving, I started to have awful, vivid 
dreams - visions of undersea cities, peopled with disgusting fish-like men. Many 
times I have awoken in the middle of the night, drenched in sweat. On several 
occasions I think I’ve heard people in the yard, though I’ve not ventured out in 
the dark to look. But even these things have not been the worst of it. For the last 
few nights I’ve awoken from my disturbing dreams not in bed, but in my Packard, 
halfway down the route to Innsmouth! I’m scared. Events are happening in my life 
that I do not understand. Only someone with your experience might comprehend 
these things and help me. 
 
Yours truly, 
Samuel Osgood. 


