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The annotations of Aaron Cedric O'donojú
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The alumni and professors from Miskatonic University, in Arkham City, Massachussets (US) where gathered in the auditorium, due to the arrival of the entrepreneur and writer John Howard Brown. It was momentous event, since he chooses his venues carefully being a reserved but social man. Regarding his works, they reflected a sublime culture, posing ideological problems combined with modern discoveries. His first book, Whispers from the past, had seen light at the beginning of 2002 and, since then, he published twenty three philosophical books, being the most recent one, one week from its launch, a Best Seller titled The night of illusions. It was a work that covered, from a reasonable point of view, the possibility of extra human worlds, having a research made with the support from scientists, doctors, archaeologists and historians.

Regarding him as a person, he was an entrepreneur who raised a great fortune from real estate, writing in Spanish language and lived in Buenos Aires, Argentina.

The conference began at three and a half in the afternoon. The dean took the stage by saying:

—Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen, teachers and students. It is an honor for me to introduce you to mister John Howard Brown.

Everyone applauded while a young man of fifty years old became present. He was in good shape, short brown hair, hairless face, white skin and honey color eyes; owner of good bearing, wearing a black elegant suit, a white shirt and dark blue necktie while his black shoes were shining. He shaked hands with the dean and switched positions.

—I would say it is a pleasure to be here — Brown said with a cheerful tone —but you would think I was only copying the dean

Everyone laughed, since they understood that John Howard had an excellent sense of humor, besides being charismatic and very humble; he never got mad to the questions made, almost in a sneaky way, always answering with kindness. In order to finish the conference, after an hour, Brown expressed himself in the following way, explaining his point of view about humanity, the main topic from his book:

—We humans have been narcissist beings, adopting deities as a result from an eternal search for the meaning of life; always believing and fervently justifying that we all have a specific goal. However, thanks to the progress of science, we know that we were not created, we are a product of natural selection from the species and evolution, as stipulated by Charles Darwing. Thanks to Galileo Galilei, we know that Earth, our planet, is not the center of the universe.

Due to these advancements and discoveries, as of today, there are greats conflicts raised by the human race. Despite of having a religion or not, the purpose of existence will always be debated. Since ancient times and even in our times, there are still persons across the globe who blindly believe in creator beings; divinities were just replaced by alien races. What tries to prevail at all costs, is the meaning of life and the fact that our destiny as humans, is under the critical scrutiny from superior beings who care about us; here is the difference. How about actually a superior race exists, a god or many gods, but that do not look like us at all, their thoughts and plans were oblivious to us. How about if them, with their infinite knowledge and powers, as well as with their extense lives, did not see us as their equals, not even as their servants, but as insects or plants, meaning we were only insignificant beings inside vast infinity.

Those words muted everyone present and the conference ended, John stepped out of the stage, and the auditorium general assistant took the floor.

—Dear students and professors, I am pleased to say that Mr. Brown will make a book signing on the second floor.

Everything was on its way, the present ones, with copies of the night of illusions on their hands were moving orderly; John Howard Brown seated at a table, was signing the books, giving them back and thanking for the attendance.

The last one in the row was a young man, in his middle twenties, with a carefully trimmed beard, dark and messy hair, a little bit overweight, wearing jeans, black shoes, white shirt, brown jacket and carrying a backpack. It obviously was not a professor, and by looking at him, Howard assumed that he was probably a graduate student. The man was nervous, not threatening way, but as someone who wants to say something and cannot find the rights words.

—I can understand that you feel somewhat anxious, what is your name?

—It is a true honor to meet you, my name is Miguel O’donojú sir

—It is nice to meet you Miguel!

—Sir, I have a question, I promise it will not take too much time

—Go ahead, that is why I came here —John said with a nice smile on his lips.

—Have you heard about a being, with dark robes and always covering its face, comparable to a desert dweller, known as the Dark Monk?

By hearing those words, John Howard Brown got astonished, and looked directly into the eyes of the young man.

—Yes, I have heard! Now the question is, how do you know about him?

Miguel was about to reply, but Brown indicated with his right hand not to do so.

—I need to go, follow me and I will listen to your story

The young man accepted and both got into the author’s limousine, heading to the Arkham Palace Hotel, founded on the late 90’s, where Mr. Brown was guest, occupying the presidential suite from floor 47. The entrepreneur and the university student entered the hall, having a seat in comfortable black leather couches, John ordered a cognac, he offered something to drink to the young man, but he refused with his head.

Brown hadn’t talked since then, he stayed calm, and sent a message with his mobile phone. He received a call almost immediately, answered and limited himself to listen. He thanked after five minutes and ended the call.

—Mister Miguel Alejandro O’donojú —Brown started —you are twenty seven years old, graduated from Miskatonic University five years ago as accountant; you were born the twenty fourth of August of 1989 in Buenos Aires, Argentina, single son of Emilia Alejandra Upson and Roberto Robledo O’donojú, who unfortunately died during an traffic accident more than two years ago. After finishing your studies, you came back to your native country, where you are actually assessing small and medium companies, you speak perfect English, German and Spanish, being the last one your mother tongue. You came back again to Miskantonic University to take a course on literature that would last three months, but something tells me that your interest in coming back to university came solely as a way for us to meet, since it was public knowledge that I was giving this conference. Now, the only thing that I haven’t found out, is how someone as young as you have heard about the Dark Monk; your turn boy, to continue with what you wanted to share.

—I have read your books and understood the hidden background, you are the owner of an obsession with primeval beings; they are there, hidden in your works. If someone could help me in this Earth is you, since, you know, when I was I child, my late grandfather used to tell me about events that occurred in Dunwich, Arkham, Innsmouth, Paris and London, among others. Due to my childish mind, he did not revealed much. However, when I became a teenager, my father confessed that during his youth, my grandfather studied in Miskantonic University and obtained his archaeologist degree and  worked under an academic job, nothing uncommon, or so I thought. My grandfather passed away twenty years ago, while I was sleeping; it seems that he had a lawyer, who according to specific instructions, had to deliver me a key for a safe box in a local bank when I turned twenty one years old. When I came back to Buenos Aires I opened it and found a notebook, my parents did not help much and after they passed away I took refuge in my work as well as in understanding the notebook. During my search I read your books, and the similarities are undeniable, you are the right person, in order to know if my grandfather was a man of science or a mad one. Since I am conscious that evidence must be analyzed before your own eyes, before you believe me.

At that moment, Miguel fell silence while searching in his carry bag and withdrawing an old notebook with rustic brown leather cover and yellowish pages; he gave it to the writer and he opened it carefully in order to start reading it by himself.

Mi nambe is Aaron Cedric O’donojú, I was born in Providence on February 17th of 1926, I studied at Miskantonic University, the prestigious academic institution where I was able to become an archaeologist and further work in there as a professor. At the age of 30, when I was sorting through old documents in the library, I found a signed testimony signed by the late educator Armitage.

According to him, a man named Wilbur Whateley was born in Dunwich on February 2nd of 1912, this man was growing at an accelerated rhythm, his physical form was composed of goat features and brown complexion. He did not have a father mysteriously, but only his mother named Lavinia, whose mental disability was notorious. The grandfather was in charge of Whateley’s education. He had the reputation of being a sorcerer, since he used to hike to the top of Sentinell Hill, where he performed rituals. With Wilbur’s birth, his family could be seen with strange throat sores as well as his cattle. When Wilbur’s grandfather died, his mother disappeared some time after. By then, the young man climbed Silent Hill more frequently, where he called out a name from the mountain: Yog-Sothoth.

Armitage knew Wilbur when he travelled to Miskantonic University with the purpose of reading the Necronomicon, which was allowed for him. Although not satisfied with this, he tried to convince the university authorities to grant him a permission to take the book, which was flatly denied.

Short time after, and intruder tried to rob the library, but only found death by the attack from the universities’ guardian dogs. While waiting for the authorities and the security guards were controlling the alumni crowd in front of the library, professors Armitage, Rice and Morgan entered and witnessed a foul-smelling pool of slimy and disgusting greenish-yellow purulent fluid coming out from a crocodile skin torso with tentacles on its abdomen. Due to some of the remaining that looked like a face, Armitage recognized Wilbur. By the time the other members and university authorities arrived, that monstrous body had shrunk to disintegration, leaving personal diary as the only proof of his existence.

Amritage took on the task of deciphering Wilbur’s diary, since it was written in a ciphered way and during all this time, the professor had visions of a monk dressed in black, whose face remained hidden under dark cloths; he guided him by granting small clues of how to understand the diary and tortured him with horrible nightmares when the sleep closed his eyes. That monk incited him to continue, and he eventually succeeded, discovering that Wilbur talked about a mission for giving the Exteriors a physical form, through blood rituals, declaring that the ancient beings wanted to dismantle life on Earth and plunge it into its incorporeal phase from which he emerged.

Once his job was finished, Armitage convinced Rice and Morgan to travel with him to Dunwich, around 1928, armed with specific gadgets.

At their arrival to their destination, they were brought up to date by the villagers, who talked about circular footprints, bigger than a barrel lid, beside crushed stabled, dead and either bloodless or torn apart cows, blaming a gigantic creature invisible to the eye of any mortal.

The three professors, by using some chemical mixtures, were able to finally see the invisible creature for a few seconds. This creature looked like a gigantic chicken egg with a dozen feet, being consistent in a jelly substance, an infinity of bulging eyes, with tentacles and semi human face that looked like Whateley’s. Armitaged repeated some words that provoked the imminent beast’s death, who desperately claimed Ygnaiih...ygnaiih...thflth-kh’ngha...Yog-Sothoth...ygthnk...hlehye...n’grkdl’... 

Time after, its words were comprehensible, it was asking for his father’s help, Yog-Sothoth. The creature burst violently, a horrible stench emerged that killed all the surrounding birds. Armitage declared that the being was Wilbur’s twin, but this one was more like its father. Finally, Armitage, Rice and Morgan advised the villagers to destroy the altar’s stone and to bring down the monoliths, which was done.

The testimony that I found did not stop there. Professor Armitage stated that the black monk not only guided him on the endless translation hours but with these visions it made him understand that a cosmic entity, known as the gate and the key, was trying to cross into this world by fathering hybrid twins. One had the wisdom and the other the strength, both would open the Final Void in order that their father Yog-Sothoth would pierce in mind and shape in order to drag the Earth to its end.

The presence of the Dark Monk did not allow that to happen, he had his own objectives, and it was him and not the guard dogs that put an end to Wilbur’s life since no dog would have been able to penetrate that creature. And, according to Armitage, before the body of Yog-Sothoth’s dissolved, he could note a claw scar among the remains.

After reading that testimony, I was dominated by an incomprehensible need to know who or what the Dark Monk was.

Short after, I ended up with a case in which Doctor Willett was involved, who adjudged the strange ills of a young man named Charles Dexter Ward to the portrait of some Joseph Curwen, during 1928.

Joseph Curwen had arrived from Salem around 1692, settling in Providence. He had a shipping business near Mile End Cove; he helped building a huge bridge in 1713 and a Congregationalist church in 1723. Some rumors had that he was the owner of the Qanoon E Islam book, a title used to hide the Necronomicon.

The history records assured that Joseph Curwen was born on February 18th 1663 in Salem. Despite this, he had a juvenile look, blond hair and slightly hunched shoulders; there is even a small portrait of him donated to the Miskantonic Library sourced from Town Street.

Towards 1758, many soldiers from royal regiments garrisoned in Providence disappeared during March and April. Before going to New France, everything made the shipping entrepreneur the suspect, but he got away from that easily. In 1760, Curwen was accused of practicing demonic acts, however, by then his economic monopoly made him someone untouchable, in law terms.

The entrepreneur haunted cemeteries and a farm in Pawtuxet, where he housed a big amount of cows that he consumed in very short time. He was the owner of a huge stone building with narrow embrasures instead of windows and used to order coffins and sent them there.

Despite his misogyny, he got married to Eliza Tillinghast, daughter of Dutie, one of his captains. The wedding happened on March 7th 1763 in the Baptist Church. His daughter Ann was born on May of 1765, his only one. By the beginning of 1766, the shipping entrepreneur began to show anxious.

Curwen held correspondence with Jedediah Orne and Eward Hutchinson, who were accused of witchcraft in Salem. On one of those letters, Jedediah Orne warned Joseph about the dangers of summoning someone that they could not dominate and whose power surpassed his own.

Joseph was murdered in 1771, during a conspiracy against him from many villagers.

Among the doctor’s files donated to Miskantonic University, I discovered the written testimony from one of the conspirators which said.

My name is Jason L. Norman, I was 19 years old when everything happened. The ones who went inside the sorcerer’s lair were sieged by a corpse beast army, who ended with my friend’s lives; I did not survive for being the bravest but due to the fear that made me fall over a stone and get stunned while the creatures advanced. Once out of danger, I stood, still dizzy and with nausea, I did not know where I was heading, but I fell once again, only to raise my eyes, witnessing that damn sorcerer a few meters far from me. He was kneeling, supplicating for protection from a Monk dressed in black and with his face covered; he admitted that his creatures would not protect him for longer. The dark presence  just remained there without saying a word. The sorcerer, who understood that he would not be helped, started a curse by saying,

Desmes, ...Jeshet...Bonodosededuyema... En Tiemoss...

The suddenly, the Dark Monk extended his right hand touching Curwen’s fronthead, who began to laugh hysterically while his body was turning into ashes, evading the touch from the being covered in dark robes. That was too much for me, the last thing I remember before fainting was the Dark Monk turning into acrid smoke. The following morning when I was rescued, some dust spirals with such characteristics were shared with me, while ascending into the stars.

According to Doctor Marinus Bicknell Willet records during the Salem trials, a transcribed fragment was found and it said: Mr. G.B. imposed the devil’s mark during that night on Bridget S, Jonathan A, Simon O, Deliverance W, Joseph C, Susan P, Mehitable C and Deborah B.

The doctor narrated that he made a summoning by accident and he got a written message in latin, that when translated it said that Curwen must die, his body must be dissolved in aquafortis without leaving any residue, keep the biggest silence as possible.

Willet ended up discovering that Curwen was still alive, his spell was successful by locking his existence inside a portrait, which was acquired by Ward, and eventually emerged from it by becoming a vampire, whose appearance was similar to Charles Dexter Ward, who was hiding under the temporary form of Doctor Allen. Until the right moment, the sorcerer murdered Ward and took his place, but Doctor Willet confronted him by casting the spell Ogthrod Ai’f Geb’l-Ee’h Yog-Sothoth ‘Nagah’Ng Ai’y Zhro, reducing Curwen into ashes, without the possibility of saving himself this time.

After that, Willet wrote everything, he also found out that a neighborhood in Praga was destroyed at the same time that an old man with bad reputation called Joseph Nadeh was disappearing.

Associating the facts to the supposed perpetuity of Hutchinson and Orne, only survivors from the Salem Pact, his suspicions were confirmed by a strange nightmare that he told in his records and that I proceed to describe the same way I read them.

I was in Transylvania, east of the Rakus mountains, walking through a huge hallway, this was Ferenczy Castle, which exploded one year ago by taking the lives from all its inhabitants. I was greatly worried about the possible coming of an undesired guest; I stopped in front of the main window and saw an elegant black carriage emerging out of nowhere with shimmering iron wheels from the moonlight, decorations and strange and diffuse figures on its four corners from its top. It was drawn from twelve white horses. The coachman looked like a priest, with his face covered with a yellow mask.

The carriage doors opened, and the Dark Monk descended, he who we adored blindly, believing with a stupid safety that he would provide us the knowledge, but we understood late that he considered us as insects. With slow pace, the monk walked to my castle doors; I thought I was safe behind the, since they were made from three-meters thick timbers, but it was just the need of a simple touch from his fine leather glove covered hands and they rot, vanishing, allowing him to enter. He came for me, my servants, totally frightened and trying to escape, they jumped through the windows discovering that an invisible force was not allowing them. When I saw that, I ran to take refuge in my chamber, while hearing the screaming; my house was getting covered with the brutal flames. The Dark Monk walked between the fire, opening his way to put himself in front of me. I tried to cast my most powerful spell, but the pressure was squeezing my lips, I was not able to move at all. The Monk transformed into a black robe that completely covered me,  plunging my body into a slimy constriction. The air was escaping my lungs and my heart was beating in haste, tearing my ribs, when a rumble bigger than an avalanche was heard, and that was all.

Then, it was me again, Docro Willet, floating on the grounds and I saw an exploding building, the bricks and smoke was extending everywhere. From that soot cloud, a dark robe emerged taking the shape of the Dark Monk, who returned to his carriage and closed the door. The coachman lashed the horses who neighed furiously and a sick yellow glow shone from their eyes, running at a speed impossible to match, until they got lost in the horizon.

According to Doctor Willet’s further records, he attributed his announced nightmare to some sort of astral projection, where he possessed the body of Baron Ferenczy, seeing all what happened. From his deductions, he ended up assuming that the Dark Monk was the one who projected the knowledge to finish Curwen, who escaped him in the past.

Two months later, I obtained the narrations made by Ammi Pierce regarding the events on 1882, when a big stone fell from the sky and inserting itself on the ground next to a water well at Nahum Gardners home, located in the withered wasteland, where there are pools nowadays west of Arkham.

After that, professors from Miskantonic University took a sample from the brownish rock. The analysis came with that it was magnetic and somewhat consistent with meteoric iron. Inside, it contained globules embedded in a substance with an indescribable color. That was all they could know, since the samples where vanishing after a short time, while the meteorite attracted six consecutive thunders that made it disappear.
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