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Prentiss, Jane - 23.02.2014

I - itch - all the time. Deep beneath my skin, where the bone sits, enshrined in flesh, I feel it. Something,
not moving but that wants to move. Wants to be free. It itches, and I don’t think I want it. I don’t know

what to do. ¢ 44< Point 7 ﬂ/om‘, athar

You can’t help me. I don’t think so, at least. But whatever it is that calls to me, that wants me for its own,
it hates you. It hates what you are and what you do. And if it hates you, then maybe you can help me. If
I wanted to be helped. I don’t know if I do. You must understand, it sings so sweetly, and I need it, but
[ am afraid. It isn’t right and I need help. I need it to be seen. To be seen in the cold light of knowledge
is anathema to the things that crawl and slither and swarm in the corners and the cracks. In the pitted

holes of the hive.
Whatt dbes 4his mean??

You can’t see it, of course. It isn’t real. Not like you or I are real. It’s more of an everywhere. A feeling.
Are you familiar with trypophobia? That disgusted fear at holes, irregular, honeycombed holes, makes
you feel that itch in the back of your mind, like the holes are there too, in your own brain, rotten and
hollow and swarming. Is that real?

I'm sorry, I know I'm meant to be telling you what happened. What brought me to this place - this
place of books and learning, of sight and beholding. I'm sorry, I should. I will.

Ll me Wha any of this madurs.

I... I haven’t slept in some time. I can’t sleep. My dreams are crawling and many-legged. Not just
slithering and burrowing, though it is the burrowing that draws me. They always sing that song of
flesh. I hope you will forgive me for such a rambling story. I hope you will forgive me for a great many
things, as it may be I do worse. I have that feeling, that instinct that squirms through your belly. There
will be great violence done here. And I bleed into that violence.

D Getruds mot <ake these statemants in person? Quld she <all Prantiss WAS dangerous?

Do you know, I wonder? As I watch you sitting there through the glass. Eating a sandwich. Do you
know where you are? You called me “dear”. “Have a seat, dear. “You can write it down, dear.” “Take as
much time as you need, dear” Can you truly know the danger you are in?

There is a wasps’ nest in my attic. A fat, sprawling thing that crouches in the shadowed corner. It
thrums with life and malice. I could sit there for hours, watching the swirls of pulp and paper on its
surface. I have done. It is not the patterns that enthral me, I’'m not one of those fools chasing fractals;
no, it’s what sings behind them. Sings that I am beautiful. Sings that I am a home. That I can be fully

consumed by what love;{ I;lyleog £ < undﬁ romAntic. Amost.

I don’t know how long the nest has been there. It’s not even my house, I just live there. Some sweaty
old man thinks he owns it, taking money for my presence as though it will save him. I used to worry
about it, you know. I remember, before the dreams, I would spend so long worrying about that money.
About how I could afford to live there. Now I know that whatever the old man thinks, as he passes
about the house with brow crinkled and mouth puckered in disapproval, it is not his. It has a thousand
truer owners who shift and live and sing within the very walls of the building. He does not even know
about the wasps’ nest. I wonder how long he has not known. How many years it has been there.

Have you ever heard of the filarial worm? Mosquitoes gift it with their kiss and it grows and grows.
It stops water moving round the human body right, makes limbs and bellies swell and sag with fluid.
Now, when I look at that fat, sweaty sack, I think about it, and the voice sings of showing him what a

real parasite can do. < ﬂb oAt e ln 6//0m/
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How many months has it been like this? Was there a time before? There must have been. I remember
a life that was not itching, not fear, not nectar-sweet song. I had a jo They were clean,
and sharp and bright and they did not sing to me, though I sometimes said they did. We would sell the
stones to smiling young couples with colour in their hair. I remember, before I found the nest, someone
new came. His name was Oliver, and he would look at me so strangely. Not with lust or affection or
contempt, but with sadness. Such a deep sadness. And once with fear. It didn’t matter, because no-one
in the shop wanted to hear about the ants below it. I tried to tell them, to explain, but they did not care.
The pretty young things complained and I left.

That was when I still called myself a witch. Wicca and paganism, I would spend my weekends at rituals
by the Thames. I wanted something beyond myself, but could not stomach the priest or the imam or
pujari of the churches. I knew better. I knew that it was not so simple as to call out to well-trodden
gods. I never felt from my rituals anything except exhaustion and pride. I thought that those were my
spiritual raptures.

God. shes sl i tho!

I wish, deep inside, below the itch, that they were still my raptures. I have touched something now,
though, that all my talk of ley lines and mother goddesses could never have prepared me for. It is
not a god. Or if it is then it is a dead god, decayed and clammy corpse-flesh brimming with writhing

gravewormsﬂ. ", At /mﬂﬁﬂ.

When did I first hear it? It wasn’t the nest, I'm sure of that. I never went in the attic. It was locked and
I didn’t have a key. I spent a day sawing through the padlock with an old hacksaw. My hands were
blistered by the end. Why would I have done that if I didn’t know what I would find? The face of the
one who sang to me dwelling within the hidden darkness above me. I had seen no wasps. I know I
hadn’t. There are no wasps in the nest. So how else would I have known that I needed to be there, to
be in the dark with it, if it had not already been singing to me?

No, that’s not right. The nest does not sing to me. It is simply the face. Not the whole face, for the whole
of the hive is infinite. An unending plane of wriggling forms swarming in and out of the distended

pores and honeycombed flesh. The nest is nothing but paper. cant 72{, 2 ot 07[ my /Lpﬂd i

Was it the spiders? There were webs in the corners, around the entryway into the attic. I would watch
them scurry and disappear in between the wooden boards. “Where are you going, little spiders?’ I
would think. “What are you seeing in the dark? Is it food? Prey? Predators?’ I wondered if it was the
spiders that made the gentle buzzing song, but it was not. Webs have a song as well, of course, but it is

not the song of the hive. /Mﬁ///

I used to pick at my skin. It was a compulsion. I would spend hours in the bathroom, staring as close as
I could get to my face to the mirror, searching for darkened pores to squeeze and watch the congealed
oil worm its way out of my skin. Often I would end with swollen red marks where it had become
inflamed with irritation or infection. Did I hear the song then?

Was it when I was a child, such a clear memory of a classmate telling me a blackhead was a hole in my
face, and if I didn’t keep it clean it would grow and rot. Did I hear it then, as that image lodged in my
mind forever? Or was it last year, passing by a strip of green they call a park near my house, after the
rain, and watching a hundred worms crawl and squirm to the surface.

Perhaps I've always heard it. Perhaps the itch has always been the real me, and it was the happy;, smili;/g
Donit.edl o 9000
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Jane who called herself a witch and drank wine in the park when it was sunny. Maybe it was her who
was the maddened illusion that hides the sick squirming reality of what I am. Of what we all are, when
you strip away the pretence that are there is more to a person than a warm, wet habitat for the billion
crawling things that need a home. That love us in their way.
Nead o Clear mine. /m_

I need to think. To clear my head. To try and remember, but remember what? I was lonely before. I
know that. I had friends, at least I used to, but I lost them. Or they lost me. Why was it? I remember
shouting, recriminations, and I was abandoned. No idea why. The memories are a blur. I do remember
that they called me “toxic”. I don’t think I really knew what that meant, except that it was the reason
I was so very painfully lonely. Was that it? Was I swayed and drawn simply by the prospect of being
genuinely loved? Not loved as you would understand it. A deeper, more primal love. A need as much
as a feeling. Love that consumes you in all ways.

You can’t help me. I'm sure of that now. I have tried to write it down, to put it into terms and words
you could understand. And now I stare at it and not a word of it is even enough to fully describe the
fact that I itch. Because ‘itch’ is not the right word. There is no right word because for all your Institute
and ignorance may laud the power of the word, it cannot even stretch to fully capture what I feel in my
bones. What possible recourse could there be for me in your books and files and libraries except more
useless ink and dying letters? I see now why the hive hates you. You can see it and log it and note it’s
every detail but you can never understand it. You rob it of its fear even though your weak words have
no right to do so.

I do not know why the hive chose me, but it did. And I think that it always had. The song is loud and
beautiful and I am so very afraid. There is a wasps’ nest in my attic. Perhaps it can soothe my itching

soul- 1 our souls HCh
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THS I5... Uh... EXUSE e, 200G $hat WAS, um... hinm_While [ am plaased
Gt we haw., found the siatoment that Pantiss GA the Institrte, i
AnSers {2 forver of our guestions than [ woulil have Aa%/ and gives us ittt
yery information Abovt her <han e had before, save for & suapshot of her
mentl Conditson before her hospral admission. We were Aleady Anare of har
wlgios Jistory, and her braabdbvn owr an ant st adion Yot apparently
40 har termmation from her nark ot the Good Energies sptual s
Shop in Archndy:

The WASPS' nest. 1S intaesting. The PATOWAICS 12port (Ams <ot whan they
and the Folice responded 40 reports of Straming At Miss Prantiss' flat on
Prosper 2024 they fand her n 2 ot space, passad ok, with her foraarm
buned vp o the dbow n muteed 0G2NC MAter’ ThS (ol indeed hve e
A WASES pest, [ suppose, but m mﬂrb;f residonts reporiad 40 haw seen any
WASES in the Arad, Unforionatdly. i Could wot. be udmmed forther as ter
that gkt the WAS A fie that (ompletaly destioged the Aok and kiled <he
/Mo@ Arhur Nolan. The fire service determined he had alen astesp nith 4
(it Caamtis, doe £ the JACE <AL he WAS found Sitng inthe emaws of an
ﬂrmc/wr nith 1o Sgn he had made Any attempt 1o ﬂﬂw

MISS Prontiss WAs taken €0 the Emargonty Pepartment ok Viitting ton tspiel,
Dt she WAS Aleadly showing Signs of the... et ationthat nould Charactense
har pter appagrances, Sy hospr Al saff were Attempting 40t and sedate
her When many of the worms were Violently expalied from her bodly: They quickly
buroned fAmu% the soft tissue of the madcal personndl - s, Longue, o
cota - aud into the o, lling them after oughly & minvte and 2 hoif
She then walked (almly ot of the dhorto A A nurse attomptad 4o run, but
1 WS PANC he Wm’ on the stairs and broke his neck. Thon she was gone
The nstitute was (onsubkad, as apparently domg her aamission she had
(imed that she was beng P@Wd bt i was decidod the situaton was
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pedlcal m nakre aud our inveliment was dagred in fAvour of What. / Can only
des(iie, As A (ower—up. H-weld bmonn Abot this statement, parhdps f/ms
might Save beon dfé‘wynﬁ but here we are

St Anyone Who's familiansed themseties with her e Could<al you this. We stil
aont have any aiidonte that. Prantiss is ACwally pardwmormal. K (ould, ust be
Qn nkyorn, AGEIESSive PAASIES. Thaw A e things ot there that are
perfectly nakudl Ks mt, though. [ bpow s wt naiual, Somehow 1./ 4ol
i ['m Sorry, my ACAdemic Aok A hmant seoms 40 hawe Hed e Something inthis
statoment hAs qot o me A D, [m... [im Gomg <o 90 e dbvn,
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A Typical
Wasps’” Nest

Adult Loa Loa Filarial Parasite
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