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	"That is not dead which may lie eternally; and with the passing of strange aeons, even Death may die." H. P Lovecraft
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	Foreword

	 

	The mysterious and forbidden Necronomicon is a cursed writing of arcane knowledge, forbidden magic and knowledge of dangerous things whose reading provokes madness and death itself. In addition, the book itself has a record of forgotten phrases and incantations that allow contact with beings of inconceivable power, but at the same time it entails an unimaginably horrifying danger to mention them. In short, it is the blasphemy of life.

	 It seemed to be a rumor, but one of the few surviving editions was discovered in 1845 in the desert near Babylon in the caves of Larbit where a remnant of King Ashurbanipal's descendants had been buried. 

	The Necronomicon was written in the ancient city of Damascus by the Arab poet Abdul Al-Hazred according to dates between 730 AD, and it is rumored that he died dismembered and his bones broken into a thousand pieces by an unknown being.

	 Like all those who came in contact with the blasphemies and curses of this noxious book suffered similar fates; mysterious deaths of a cruel and indescribable horror.

	If you are of a curious spirit, I advise you for your own sake; that you dare not read this book, for if you should do so, only one thing I can tell you as a consolation and assurance: "That death you will never meet it before the horror that awaits you..."

	 

	                                                 



	




	Introduction

	1

	 

	Since I arrived in this place of Damascus after having spent years in that cursed desert of Rubal-Jali, I have not slept at all, and several days have already passed and I do not know how I have been able to stand, the horrors of the cosmos I have seen there, and sincerely I have not been able to find calm after having seen all that. I have been able to know the horror materialized and in which I will write all of it in this book. Undoubtedly madness has enveloped me and I write this with the last remnants of my lucid mind if there can be any. 

	 

	I am trembling I do not know how, but there is something that makes me go on, and write it... I know perfectly well or I think I know that to write this represents a terrible danger for the world, and for every being who reads it will undoubtedly be the end ... 

	 

	I was drugged with the lotus flower every time I tried to write each line in that desert of dismay. For without the drug undeniably madness looms immediately, but I must say that my salvation is no longer possible, I have already known those blasphemies that I have embodied here in a new book. 

	 

	The tremors make me shake my soul because the things I will tell you are terrible, the whispers of creeping darkness haunt me ten moons ago, I believed that all this undue knowledge and having read the scrolls under the sands of Babylon would bring me riches and gold, but now I have regretted having arrived in Damascus, I would have preferred to have died under the sands of those damned infamous ruins...

	 

	  The horror in the flesh I saw in that place... it did not even compare to the nameless city where the abominations lay dormant waiting for the moment to manifest themselves, but only that. 

	I cannot go on so much and write in a sane way without ingesting my black flower that makes the delirium not manifest itself when writing these curses. And it is that what this book will hide is the key to chaos, the door to the destruction of the creeping imbalance. 







