The Hole

A Tale of Structural Dread
Michael S. Moniz, after H.P. Lovecraft
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My grandfather died on the fourteenth of March, 1921, in a
room I was not permitted to enter. Mrs. Pemberton came
downstairs to the kitchen where I was eating bread with
dripping and told me, with the practical calm of a woman
who had been maintaining an empty house around a dying
man for twenty-three years, that my grandfather had
stopped. She did not say “passed” or “gone” or any of the
conventional phrasings that adults use to soften death for
children. She said he had stopped. I was four years old, and
I understood the word precisely, because I had observed,
even at that age, that my grandfather had been in the
process of stopping for as long as I had known him.

He had occupied a single room on the first floor of the
Highgate house. The room smelled of something sweet and
chemical that I would later identify as morphine, and of
paper, and of a body that was being maintained past the
point where the body wished to continue. I was brought to
him in the evenings, after Mrs. Pemberton had administered
his injection and adjusted the lamp to the specific angle he
required — not for reading, for he no longer read, but for
the examination of a chart that hung on the wall opposite
the divan and that he studied with the fixed attention of a
man who is memorising something he has already
memorised.
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He told me things. I do not mean that he conversed with me,
for conversation implies an exchange, and my grandfather
did not exchange. He transmitted. He spoke in the manner
of a man reading aloud from a document that existed behind
his eyes — a document he had been composing for thirty
years and that he now needed to deposit in the nearest
available vessel before the vessel of his own body was
withdrawn from service.

He told me that our family could perceive things that other
families could not. He told me that this perception was
carried in the blood, and that the blood carried a mark —
visible in the eyes — and that the mark had been placed
there by a system so old and so indifferent that it did not
distinguish between the instruments it used and the
material it discarded. He told me that the mark on his eye,
and on my father’s eye, was on the wrong side, and that this
error meant that we could feel the architecture of the world
but could not enter it. He told me that the architecture had
a gate, and that the gate had refused him, and that the
refusal was the central fact of his life and would be the
central fact of mine.

He told me that we were owed something.

I listened. I did not understand the content, but I understood
the structure. A man in a room, attended by a woman who
kept the rest of the house in order around his collapse,
speaking with the intensity of absolute conviction about an
injustice that had shaped every decision he had made since
before I was born. The content was incomprehensible to a
child of four. The structure was perfectly legible. The
structure said: the world has wronged us, and the wrong is
architectural, and the architecture is in the blood, and the
blood is in you.
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I absorbed the structure the way I absorbed everything:
completely, precisely, and without the filtration that most
children possess and that I, for reasons I would not
understand until much later, did not.

After my grandfather’s death, the house became mine in fact
if not in law. The solicitor, Mr. Hatch, managed the estate
and the commercial interests, and Mrs. Pemberton managed
the house, and between these two competences I was
maintained in a condition of material abundance and
emotional vacancy that I have come to regard as the optimal
environment for the development of certain faculties.

The chart rooms were my education. Nine rooms of the
twelve-room house contained my grandfather’s life’s work:
the thin-place maps, the commercial overlays, the
genealogical charts, and the comprehensive index that
cross-referenced every element of the network to every
other. I could not read the charts at four. By six, I had
taught myself the notation. By eight, I understood the
overlay principle — that the thin-place maps and the
commercial maps described the same geography from
different altitudes, the way a topographic survey and a
geological survey describe the same terrain. By ten, I had
read the genealogical charts and understood, for the first
time, the full scope of the family my grandfather had
described in his evening transmissions.

The genealogy was the chart that interested me most. Not
for its cosmic implications — the gate, the mark, the
staircase, the refusal — but for its structural properties. It
was a system. The family was a system. The breeding
patterns, the distribution of the mark across generations,
the carrier function, the bifurcation, the twinning response
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to celibacy — these were not mysteries. They were
operations. They had inputs and outputs. They could be read
the way any system could be read, if you possessed the
faculty for reading systems.

I possessed the faculty. I possessed it with a thoroughness
that had nothing to do with the thin-place network or the
felt-sense or any of the perceptual capacities my
grandfather had described. I could not feel the architecture
beneath the floor. I could not read the thinning of the
membrane at specific geographic coordinates. My eyes were
unremarkable — both the same colour, no mark, no visible
sign of the blood’s specificity. I was a carrier, in my
grandfather’s taxonomy. A corridor. Functionally
unoccupied.

But I could read systems. I could read them in the charts, in
the household accounts, in the patterns of Mrs. Pemberton’s
management, in the quarterly reports from Mr. Hatch, in
the behaviour of the tradesmen who supplied the house, in
the faces and habits of the children I encountered at the
school Mrs. Pemberton selected for me in Hampstead.
People were systems. They had inputs: needs, fears,
vanities, habits, loyalties, resentments. They had outputs:
behaviours, decisions, alliances, betrayals, submissions. The
relationship between input and output was not random. It
was structural. It could be mapped.

I mapped it. I mapped it the way my grandfather had
mapped the thin-place network: compulsively, precisely, and
with an attention that did not distinguish between the
exercise of the faculty and the exercise of control.
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I learned, between the ages of ten and fifteen, that the most
efficient method of managing a human system is to make the
system believe it is being understood. Not manipulated.
Understood. The distinction is critical, because a system
that perceives manipulation resists, while a system that
perceives understanding opens. I discovered this by
accident, during a conversation with the school’s
mathematics master, Mr. Aldridge, who had set a problem I
had solved by a method he did not recognise. He asked me
to explain my method, and I did — but instead of explaining
the mathematics, I explained Mr. Aldridge. I told him that he
had set the problem because he was testing whether I could
see the shortcut he had seen, and that his interest in my
method was not pedagogical but personal, because he had
used the same shortcut as a student and had never
encountered another mind that found it independently, and
that what he wanted was not an explanation of the
mathematics but confirmation that his own intelligence had
been accurately assessed by the world.

Mr. Aldridge sat in silence for some time. Then he said: “You
see rather a lot, don’t you, Morne.”

He was not wrong. But what I saw was not what my
grandfather had seen. My grandfather saw the architecture
beneath the visible world. I saw the architecture beneath
the visible person. The depth was the same. The direction
was different. He looked down, through the floor, into the
structure of geography and geology and the membrane
between the real and the deeper real. I looked across,
through the face, into the structure of need and habit and
the membrane between what people believed about
themselves and what was operationally true.
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The faculty made people trust me. I understood why. When
you perceive the actual structure of a person — the real
inputs, the real outputs, the real relationship between what
they want and what they do — you can reflect that structure
back to them with a precision that feels, to the person being
reflected, like intimacy. They believe they have been seen.
They have been seen. But the seeing is not what they
suppose. They suppose it is connection. It is assessment.

I do not record this as a confession. I record it as a
specification. The faculty was what it was. I did not choose it
any more than my grandfather chose the felt-sense. The
difference between us was that his faculty tortured him and
mine served me, because his faculty showed him doors he
could not open and mine showed me people I could.

I assumed control of the commercial operations at the age of
twenty-one, in 1937. Mr. Hatch, who had by then been
managing the estate for sixteen years with the dispassionate
efficiency of a mechanism that does not require motivation,
presented me with the accounts and the structure of the
enterprises my grandfather had built and asked whether I
wished to continue, to sell, or to reorganise.

I reorganised. The commercial empire my grandfather had
constructed was, by the standards of its era, impressive. By
the standards of the system it actually represented, it was
primitive. My grandfather had applied the felt-sense to
geography and produced shipping routes and mining
surveys. He had not applied anything to the management of
the enterprises those routes and surveys generated. The
companies ran on habit, on the competence of mid-level
managers who had inherited their positions from the men
my grandfather had originally hired, and on the residual
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accuracy of maps that were, by 1937, thirty years out of
date.

I did not possess the felt-sense. I could not update the maps.
But I could read the systems that the maps had generated —
the shipping companies, the mining concerns, the harbour
consultancies — and I could see, with the same involuntary
precision with which I read people, where the inefficiencies
lay, where the redundancies persisted, where the
opportunities had accumulated unnoticed by managers who
lacked the faculty for structural perception.

Within five years I had consolidated the operations into a
single entity. Within ten I had expanded into manufacturing,
insurance, and property. Within fifteen I was managing a
concern that bore no resemblance to the shipping
consultancy my grandfather had founded, because I had
rebuilt it from its structural principles outward, applying to
commerce the same systems-reading faculty that I applied
to people. The conglomerate was a system. Its suppliers
were systems. Its competitors were systems. Its regulators
were systems. The market itself was a system, and I could
read it the way my grandfather had read the floor of the
Mersey estuary: from a desk, without moving, with sufficient
precision to know which way the current ran before the
current itself knew.

The money was not the objective. I record this because my
grandfather recorded it, and the echo is deliberate. The
money was a symptom. But where my grandfather’s
symptom was produced by a faculty that tormented him,
mine was produced by a faculty that I had learned, through
twenty years of practice, to direct. The difference was not in
the capacity. The difference was in the control. My
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grandfather could not stop the felt-sense. I could not stop
the systems-reading. But I could aim it.

I aimed it at everything.

I have not described the hole. I have described the faculty,
the education, the commercial success, the structural
perception of people and systems and markets and
enterprises. I have not described the thing that lay beneath
all of it, the way the architecture my grandfather mapped
lay beneath the visible geography of the earth.

The hole was my grandfather’s gift. Not the charts. Not the
money. Not the map of the thin-place network or the
genealogical overlay or the comprehensive index. The hole
was the conviction, transmitted across two years of evening
sessions in a morphine-scented room by a dying man to a
child who was too young to evaluate the claim but too
precise to forget it, that we were owed something that the
universe had withheld.

I did not experience the hole as grief. My grandfather had
experienced it as grief because he possessed the felt-sense
and could therefore feel, at every moment, the thing he
could not reach. I possessed no felt-sense. I could not feel
the network. I could not feel the membrane. I could not feel
the architecture beneath the floor. The hole, in me, was not
a sensation of proximity to something denied. It was an
absence. A structural vacancy. A space in the architecture of
my own operating system where a purpose should have
been installed and was not.

The commercial success did not fill it. The systems-reading
did not fill it. The capacity to make people feel seen and to
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use that feeling as a lever of management did not fill it.
These were operations. The hole was not an operational
problem. The hole was a specification error — a component
that had been indicated on the original blueprint but not
delivered, so that the machine ran smoothly and powerfully
and productively but contained, at its centre, a socket for a
part that had never arrived.

I knew what the missing part was. My grandfather had told
me. The missing part was the gate. The missing part was the
fourteenth step. The missing part was the capacity to cross
the threshold that the family had been built to cross, and
that the wrong-side configuration prevented us from
crossing, and that the refusal of the staircase at Ty Morne
had confirmed was not available to our branch of the blood.

I did not visit Ty Morne. I did not need to. The data was in
the charts. The rejection was in the genealogy. The
specifications were in the blood, and the specifications were
wrong, and no amount of commercial success or systems
mastery or interpersonal precision could alter a biological
fact that had been determined in 1854 when the twins were
separated and the right-eye boy was sent to Swansea and
the broken machine line began its descent through
generations that could feel everything and open nothing.

Except that I could not feel everything. I could feel nothing.
I was the generation where even the consolation of the
felt-sense had been withdrawn — where the blood had
produced a carrier so thoroughly unoccupied that the only
thing he carried was the wound.

I married in 1942. The marriage was, like my grandfather’s,
a structural arrangement, though I was more deliberate in
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my selection than he had been. Catherine Aldridge was Mr.
Aldridge’s niece — the mathematics master who had been
the first to observe that I saw rather a lot. Catherine was
intelligent without being perceptive, organised without
being imaginative, and loyal without being curious. She was,
in the taxonomy of my systems-reading, an ideal operational
partner: she would manage the domestic structure with
competence and would not enquire into the spaces I chose
to leave unmanaged. She did both, admirably, for thirty-one
years.

I did not tell Catherine about the family. I did not tell her
about the charts, which I had by then moved from the
Highgate house to a secure storage facility in the City, or
about the genealogical overlay, or about the hole. I did not
tell her because the telling would have required an
explanation that I could not provide without revealing the
systems-reading faculty itself, and the faculty was my
primary instrument, and an instrument revealed is an
instrument compromised.

Catherine bore two children in 1944. Twins.

I examined their eyes within the hour of their birth, as my
grandfather had examined my father’s eyes, standing over
the bassinet in the private ward of the London Clinic while
Catherine slept and the nurses attended. The first child:
right eye darker than left. The wrong side. My grandfather’s
configuration. My father’s configuration. The broken mirror,
repeated.

The second child: left eye darker than right.

I stood over the bassinet for some time. The nurses assumed
I was experiencing the sentiment appropriate to a new
father. I was not experiencing sentiment. I was experiencing

LV21 | The Hole 10



recognition. Not the recognition of fatherhood, which is, I
gather, a species of biological acknowledgement. The
recognition of pattern. The recognition of system. The
recognition that the blood had done something it had not
done since 1854.

The bifurcation had repeated. In my children. In the broken
machine line. The right-eye branch had produced a left-eye
heir.

My grandfather had spent thirty years in a room in Highgate
believing that the wrong-side configuration was a
permanent specification error — that the blood could
produce only the broken mirror, generation after
generation, and that each generation would feel the network
and reach for the gate and be refused. He had transmitted
this belief to me as the central truth of the family’s position.
And here, in a bassinet in the London Clinic, the blood had
contradicted him.

The blood carried both configurations. The blood had always
carried both configurations. The wrong-side branch was not
a broken machine. It was an incomplete machine — a
mechanism that required two generations, or three, or five,
to produce both components of whatever it was assembling.
My grandfather had been one component. He had not
known there was another. He had stood at the fourteenth
step and been refused and had concluded that the refusal
was the end of the story, when the refusal was, in fact, a
specification — a system telling its instrument that the
instrument was not yet complete.

My grandfather had died in 1921 without this knowledge.
He had died believing he was a finished instrument,
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discarded by a system that had no further use for him. He
had died in a room full of maps that proved his capacity and
a body full of morphine that managed his despair and a
mythology that described his suffering as an injustice
inflicted by an indifferent cosmos upon a family that
deserved better.

The cosmos, I perceived as I stood over the bassinet with a
clarity that resembled neither grief nor joy but something
colder and more operational, had not been indifferent. The
cosmos had been manufacturing. It had been manufacturing
across generations, across the bifurcation, across the
broken mirror and the carriers and the corridors and the
disappointments. It had been assembling, with the patience
of a system that does not experience impatience, the two
components that it required.

And it had deposited them, both of them, in a bassinet in the
London Clinic, under the observation of a man who
possessed no felt-sense and no mark and no cosmic capacity
of any kind, but who possessed, in their place, the one
faculty that the cosmos had not anticipated and could not
manage: the ability to read systems and to direct what he
read.

I named them. The right-eye boy I named Hugo, for my
grandfather. The left-eye girl I named Margaret, for a
Morne ancestress whose refusal had triggered the
bifurcation and whose name I had found in the genealogical
charts. The names were not sentimental. They were
designations. They identified the function of each child
within the system I was already beginning to construct.

I do not propose to describe the childhood of my children in
detail, for childhood is, in my observation, the period during
which a system’s parameters are established, and the
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parameters I established for Hugo and Margaret were
specific, deliberate, and not designed for their comfort. They
were designed for their capacity.

Hugo received the grandfather’s mythology — the wound,
the refusal, the conviction that the family was owed. I
administered it in the same evening sessions that my
grandfather had used, though I administered it with a
precision that my grandfather, hampered by morphine and
by the genuine grief of a man who believed his own story,
had not possessed. I did not believe the story. I knew,
standing over the bassinet, that the story was wrong — that
the broken machine was not broken, that the wrong-side
configuration was not an error, that the refusal was not a
rejection but an incomplete specification. But the story was
useful. The wound was useful. A right-eye Morne who
believed he had been refused by the gate would approach
the gate with a desperation that no rational assessment
could produce, and desperation, in my experience of
systems, generates a force that rationality cannot.

Margaret received something different. Margaret received
the charts. The thin-place maps. The genealogical overlay.
The comprehensive index. She received the data without the
mythology — the structural facts of the family’s position
without the emotional framework that my grandfather had
built around them. I taught her to read the system the way I
read systems: as operations, inputs, outputs, structural
relationships. I taught her that the family was a mechanism
and that she was a component and that her function within
the mechanism was not yet determined but would be, when
the time came, specific.
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Catherine observed the differentiation. She was intelligent
enough to perceive that I was raising the children
differently and organised enough to document her concerns
in a journal she kept in the drawer of her writing desk,
which I read quarterly with the same attention I applied to
the company accounts. She did not confront me. She was
loyal without being curious, and loyalty, in the absence of
curiosity, produces compliance. She complied. The children
were raised as I intended. The parameters were set.

I record this not with pride and not with shame but with the
precision of a man who has spent a lifetime reading systems
and who understands that the system he constructed in his
own household was, like all systems, an expression of the
operator’s specifications. My specifications were clear. I
required two instruments — one driven by the wound, one
informed by the data — and I required them calibrated to a
purpose that my grandfather had glimpsed and
misunderstood and that I had perceived, in the hour of their
birth, with a clarity that has not diminished in the decades
since.

The gate required two keys. The right eye and the left. The
broken mirror and the correct configuration. The staircase
had refused my grandfather because he had presented
himself as a single instrument, and a single instrument was
not the specification. The specification was a pair. The
specification had always been a pair. And I held both.

I am writing this account in the study of a house that is not
the Highgate house. That house was sold in 1955, along
with its clay silence and its memory of Mrs. Pemberton and
its nine rooms of empty shelves where the charts had stood.
The charts are here, in a building that serves no domestic
function and that I shall not identify, filed in the order I
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imposed upon them at the age of ten and updated with the
data I have accumulated in the decades since. The
thin-place maps. The commercial overlays. The genealogical
charts, extended now to include my children and the pattern
they represent.

Hugo is twenty-three. He has his great-grandfather’s eye
and his great-grandfather’s wound and the desperation I
cultivated in him since childhood. He does not know that I
cultivated it. He believes the wound is his inheritance,
which it is, and that the wound is true, which it is not. He
believes that the gate refused his great-grandfather because
the configuration was wrong. The gate refused his
great-grandfather because his great-grandfather was half of
a specification, and a half-specification is not a refusal but
an instruction to wait.

Hugo does not know this. Hugo will approach the gate with
the conviction that he must force what was withheld. That
conviction will produce in him a force that cannot be
generated by understanding, because understanding
moderates and moderation is not what the gate requires of
the right-eye component. The gate requires intensity. The
wound provides intensity. I provided the wound.

Margaret is twenty-three. She has the left eye and the data
and the structural comprehension I installed in her since
childhood. She does not carry the wound. She carries the
map. She knows what the family is, and what the gate is,
and what the thin-place network is, and what the staircase
measures. She knows these things without the emotional
framework that would distort them, because I ensured that
the emotional framework was administered only to her
brother.
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Margaret will approach the gate with the clarity of a
systems operator. She will know what she is. She will know
what her brother is. She will know that the specification
requires both of them and that the pairing is not an accident
but a design. She will not force. She will align.

Whether this is correct — whether the gate operates as I
have assessed it, whether the pair-specification is accurate,
whether the cosmos has indeed been manufacturing across
generations toward this convergence — I do not know. I
have never possessed the felt-sense. I have never perceived
the network. I have never stood at the fourteenth step. I
have read the charts and I have read the genealogy and I
have read the system, and the system, as I read it, produces
this conclusion: the broken machine line was never broken.
It was waiting for a generation that carried both.

My grandfather did not know this. My grandfather died
believing he was a wrong-side error, a key cut for a lock that
would not accept him. He was not a wrong-side error. He
was a component in a manufacturing process that required
more time than a single life to complete. The system did not
refuse him. The system had not yet finished using him. And
the cruelest detail of the account — crueler than the
morphine, crueler than the room, crueler than the charts
that proved everything and opened nothing — is that the
system did not tell him, because the system does not tell its
instruments anything. The system manufactures. The
instruments suffer. The two activities are unrelated.

I have done what the system did not. I have identified the
specification. I have produced the pair. I have calibrated
each component for its function. And I have done it with the
one faculty that the system, in all its deep-time patience and
its indifferent manufacturing, does not possess: intention.
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The system breeds without caring. I breed with full
awareness of what [ am assembling and why and for what
purpose and at what cost to the components I have
assembled.

The cost is not my concern. Costs are inputs. I manage
inputs. The components will perform as specified, because I
have specified them, and I have not been wrong about a
system since Mr. Aldridge asked me to explain a method I
had not yet learned to conceal.

Catherine’s journal, which I have continued to read
quarterly, contains a recent entry that I shall transcribe
here because it represents, in its simplicity, the one
assessment of my character that my own systems-reading
faculty cannot improve upon. She wrote: He does not love
them. He has never loved them. He is building something
out of them, and when he is finished building it, there will be
nothing left of them to love.

Catherine is not wrong. But Catherine’s assessment, precise
as it is, omits a variable that she cannot perceive because
she does not possess the faculty for perceiving it. She sees
that I am building something out of my children. She does
not see that I am building the thing that my grandfather’s
mythology described — the thing the family was owed, the
thing the universe withheld, the thing that the wrong-side
configuration was supposed to prevent us from reaching.
She does not see that the hole my grandfather gave me, the
structural vacancy where a purpose should have been
installed, has at last found its application.

The hole is not empty. The hole is a socket. And I have
manufactured the parts that fit it.
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Whether the parts will function as designed, whether the
gate will accept what I have assembled, whether the cosmos
will notice — at last, after all these generations of
indifferent manufacturing — that one of its instruments has
learned to manufacture back: these are questions I cannot
answer from a desk. They are questions that will be
answered at the fourteenth step, by the only generation of
this family that has ever possessed both keys
simultaneously.

I have given them the keys. I have given one of them the
wound and the other the map and both of them the
conviction that they were built for a purpose that was
denied to their great-grandfather by a specification error
that their birth has corrected.

The specification error is mine. But I do not believe it is an
error. I believe it is a specification.

The charts are filed. The system is assessed. The
components are calibrated. The gate, I am told by the data
my grandfather accumulated across thirty years of suffering
and seven years of cartographic survey, is waiting in
Carmarthenshire where it has always been, at the bottom of
a staircase that has been counting steps since before the
Tudors.

I have never descended a staircase. I have never felt the
membrane. I have never heard the network hum beneath
the floor. I have never experienced the grab, or the
felt-sense, or the terrible clarity of a man who perceives the
structure beneath the visible world. I have experienced only
the hole, and the systems that the hole taught me to read,
and the people that the systems taught me to open, and the
children that the opening taught me to build.
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It will be sufficient. The system does not require that its
operators understand it. The system requires only that the
components arrive at the gate in the correct configuration
and at the correct time and with the correct force. I have
ensured the configuration. I have calculated the time. And
the force — the force I have delegated to the wound, which
is the most efficient engine I have ever encountered, more
efficient than commerce, more efficient than morphine,
more efficient than the felt-sense itself: the conviction that
you are owed something that has been withheld, applied to a
nervous system that has been bred across five centuries to
perceive exactly what has been withheld and exactly where
it waits.

My grandfather gave me the wound. I have given it to my
son. The transmission is complete.

Whether the universe will notice is not, in my assessment,
relevant to the operation. The universe does not notice. That
is established. That is data. That is the one fact upon which
my grandfather and I agree, across the morphine and the
charts and the years and the hole that connects us like a
corridor between two rooms that have never been occupied
by the same person at the same time.

The universe does not notice.

But I have arranged matters so that, this once, it may be
required to.
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