The King In Yellow

From the picture Harlan posted on Instagram we got a specific edition of The King In Yellow to look through;
(the same version he sent scottie ages ago... gg harlan)

malevolentpodcast

ROBERT W. CHAMBERS

1 HEH%J’[NG
YELLOW

and using the preview function on amazon managed to find some of the pages needed. (and now the real

pages! photos \ia scottie )

so! using "page,line, word" we have:
Week 1

Option 1: 78, 30, 9 = "follow"

Option 2: 17, 7, 9 = "remain’

now knew to be the Yellow Sign. I never shall know why I refused, though
even at this hour, here in my bedroom as I write this confession, I should
be plad to know what it was that prevented me from tearing the Yellow
Sign from my breast and casting it into the fire. I am sure I wished to do
so, and yet Tessie pleaded with me in vain. Night fell and the houss
dragged on, but still we murmured to each other of the King and the Pallid
Mask, and midnight sounded from the misty spires in the fog-wrapped
city. We spoke of Hastur and of Cassilda, while outside the fog rolled
against the blank window-panes as the cloud waves roll and break on the
shores of Hali.

The house was very silent now, and not a sound came up from the misty
streets. Tessie lay among the cushions, her face a grey blot in the gloom,
but her hands were clasped in mine, and I knew that she knew and read
my thoughts as I read hers, for we had understood the mystery of the
Hyades and the Phantom of Truth was laid. Then as we answered each
other, swifdly, silently, thought on thought, the shadows stirred in the
gloom about us, and far in the distant streets we heard a sound. Nearer
and nearer it came, the dull crunching of wheels, nearer and yet nearer,
and now, outside before the door it ceased, and I dragged myself to the
window and saw a black-plumed hearse. The gate below opened and shut,
and T crept shaking to my door and bolted it, but T knew no bolts, no
locks, could keep that creature out who was coming for the Yellow Sign.
And now I heard him moving very softly along the hall. Now he was at
the door, and the bolts rotted at his touch. Now he had entered. With eyes
starting from my head I peered into the darkness, but when he came into
the room I did not see him. It was only when I felt him envelope me in
his cold soft grasp that 1 eried out and struggled with deadly fury, bur my
hands were useless and he tore the onyx clasp from my coat and struck
me full in the face. Then, as I fell, T heard Tessie's soft cry and her spirit
fled: and even while falling I longed to follow her, for I knew that the
King in Yellow had opened his tattered mantle and there was only God
0 ery to now.

I could tell more, but I cannot see what help it will be to the world. As
for me, T am past human help or hope. As 1 lic here, writing, careless even
whether or not 1 die before 1 finish, [ can see the doctor gathering up his
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The beautiful line 9{ parks .and granite terraces overlooking the wharves
Jong the North River, which were built in 1910 and finished in the
awumn of 1917, had become one of the most popular promenades in the
metropolis. They extended from the battery to 190th Street, ov erlooking
the noble river and affording a fine view of the Jersey shore and the
Highlands opposite. Cafés and restaurants were scattered here and there
among the trees, and twice a week military bands from the garrison played
in the kiosques on the parapets.

We sat down in the sunshine on the bench at the foot of the equestrian
statue of General Sheridan. Constance tipped her sunshade to shicld her
€es, and she and Louis began a murmuring conversation which was
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Week 2
Option 1: 174, 14, 13 = "moons"
Option 2: 98, 14, 13 = "purse"

Verified 9/1 physical copy:
e Week 2, option 1: Moons
e Week 2, option 2: Purse

Week 3
Option 1: 81, 15, 2 = "drink"
Option 2: 87, 19, 14 = "pass”

There was little use in ich every
now and then crossed my path, for, instead of flowing into the sca, they
ran inland to reedy pools in the hollows of the moors. I had followed
several, but they all led me to swamps or silent lttle ponds from which
the snipe rose peeping and wheeled away in an ccstasy of fright. I began
to feel fatigued, and the gun galled my shoulder in spite of the double
pads. The sun sank lower and lower, shining level across yellow gorse and
the moorland pools.

AsTwalked my own gigantic shadow led me on, sceming to lengthen at
every step. The gorse sraped against my leggings, crackled bencath my
feet, showering the brown earth with blossoms, and the brake bowed and
billowed along my path. From tufts of heath mbbits scurried away
through the bracken, and among the swamp grass I heard the wild duck's
drowsy quack. Once a fox stole across my path, and again, as I stooped
to drink at a hurrying rill, a heron flapped heavily from the reeds beside
me. I tumed to look at the sun. It scemed to touch the edges of the phin.
When at last I decided that it was useless to go on, and that I must make
up my mind to spend at least one night on the moors, I threw myself
down thoroughly fagged out. The cvening sunlight slanted warm across
my body, but the sca-winds began to rise, and I felt a chill strike through
me from my wet shooting-boots. High overhead gulls were wheeling and

o ? . iacy codlens
called. Little by little the sun sank into the plain, and the zenith flushed
with the after-glow. I watched the sky change from palest gold to pink
and then to smouldering firc. Clouds of midges danced above me, and
high in the calm air a bat dipped and soared. My eyelids began to droop.
Then as I shook off the dzowsiness a sudden crash among; the bracken
roused me. T raised my cyes. A great bird hung quivering in the air above
my face. For an instant I stared, incapable of motion; then something
leaped past me in the ferns and the bird rose, wheeled, and pitched
headlong into the brake.

Twas on my feet in an instant peering through the gorse. There came
the sound of a struggle from a bunch of heather close by, and then all was
quiet. T stepped forward, my gun poised, but when I came to the heather
the gun fell under my arm again, and 1 stood motionless in silent
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"Mount!" cried a voice in Breton, and with a clatter of hoofs the two
falconers, with falcons upon their wrists, rode into the courtyard among
the hounds. Then I heard another voice which sent the blood throbbing
through my heart: "Piiou Louis, hunt the hounds well and spare ncither
sput nor whip. Thou Raoul and thou Gaston, sce that the gpener does not
prove himself siais, and if it be best in your judgment, faites courtoisie
Poisean. Jardinerunoisean, like the mué ist, is not difficul

but thou, Raoul, mayest not find it so simple to govern that Aagard. Twice
last week he foamed an nifand lost the becade although he is used to the
Jeurm. The bird acts like a stupid branchir. Paitre un bagard 'est pas s fuile"

Was 1 dreaming? The old language of falconty which I had read in
yellow manuscripts—the old forgotten French of the middle ages was
sounding in my cars while the hounds bayed and the hawks' bells tinkled
accompaniment to the stamping horscs. She spoke again in the sweet
forgotten language:

"I you would rather attach the /nge and leave thy hagand an blo, Raoul,
1 shall say nothing; for it were a pity to spoil so fair a day's sport with an
ill-trained sors. Exssimer abaisser,—it is possibly the best way. Ca lui donnera
des reins. T was perhaps hasty with the bird. It takes time to pass d /a fiiére
and the exerciscs d'esap.”

Then the falconer Raoul bowed in his stirrups and replied: "If it be the
pleasure of Mademoiselle, I shall keep the hawk."

"It is my wish," she answered. "Falconry I know, but you have yet to
give me many a lesson in Aufoursere, my poor Raoul. Sicur Piriou Louis
mount!”

The huntsman sprang into an archway and in an instant returned,
‘mounted upona strong black horse, followed by a piqueur also mounted.

"Abl" she ctied joyously, "speed Glemarec Renél speed! speed alll
Sound thy horn, Sicur Piriou!"

The silvery music of the hunting-horn filled the courtyard, the hounds
sprang through the gateway and galloping hoof-beats plunged out of the
paved court; loud on the drawbridge, suddenly muffled, then lost in the
‘heather and bracken of the moors. Distant and more distant sounded the
horn, until it became so faint that the sudden carol of a soaring lark
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Week 4
Option 1: 82, 20, 6 = "sleep"
Option 2: 126, 18, 8 = "sleep”

Chapter 229

Chapter description: RMtugl-friva-alrargria-sbhegita-
= Eighty-seven nineteen fourteen = "pass"

82206
126 18 8

229 BJ

"Within Arthur, a great thirst that demands to be quenched starts to build. What can one
do but satisfy the cravings within? Resisting the demands of the forest seems to be
harder and harder. And yet, it is not impossible to fight.

[distortion begins]

The choice, though obfuscated once again, was simple; drink, or resist?

You— {mu-?}

[unintelligible]

{yet?}

[unintelligible]



You are in the heart of the forest now... and itis... hungry. [click, end opening]"

"Ah... {eheose—Hdistorted)} [unintelligible] {echoosedistorted)} [click, end chapter]”
OH no it's not saying choose... it's saying sleep. | think | can hear it a total of... 6 times?
but thats all... Makes sense cause its the only poll option sweats

Solved: It is a book cypher

The King in Yellow: With original annotation, By Robert W. Chambers
ISBN: 9798482524978

https://isbnsearch.org/isbn/9798482524978

Chapter 226 Poll Choices:

Feiragl-nitug/guvegl-aviay
Frivagirafrivaavar

The votes are encoded in rot13
e Friragl-rvtug guvegl avar
e Friragrra frira avar
Translates to:
e Seventy-eight thirty nine - 78 30 9 = Follow
o From the story The Yellow Sign
e Seventeen seven nine - 17 7 9 = Remain
o From the story The Repairer of Reputations






Chapter 227 Poll Choices:
Bar.uhagetqhaq-friraglisbhe sbhegrtaglvegrera.



Axvargl-imtug-sbhegrra.guvegtra.

The votes are encoded in rot13
e Bar uhagerq naq friragl-sbhe sbhegrra guvegrra
e Avargl-rvtug sbhegrra guvegrra
Translates to:
e One hundred and seventy-four fourteen thirteen - 174 14 13 = Moons
o From the story The Street of our Lady of the Fields
e Ninety-eight fourteen thirteen - 98 14 13 = Purse
o From the story The Prophets’ Paradise (The Throng)









Chapter 228 Poll Choices:

Rviugh-barsvsgrragity
Rivtughfriva-airargria-sbhegita

The votes are encoded in rot13
e Rvtugl-frira avargrra sbhegrra
e Rvtugl-bar svsgrra gjb
Translates to:
e Eighty-seven nineteen fourteen — 87 19 14 = Pass
o From the story The Demoiselle D’ys
e Eighty-one fifteen two — 81 15 2 = Drink
o From the story The Demoiselle D’ys
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Chapter 229 Poll Choices:

More rot13.
e Rutughgjb-gitaghfuk-
e Barwhagerg.nag.giraghhcivtugra.riug
Translates to:
e Eighty-two twenty six — 82 20 6 = Sleep (on the moor)
o From the story The Demoiselle D’ys
e One hundred and twenty-six eighteen eight — 126 18 8 = Sleep (it off)
o From the story The Street of the First Shell









All discovered as Harlan had sent a copy of this book to Scottie in early 2023.
Date of writing this 09/03/2024



