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    “In dreams and visions lie the greatest creations of man,

    for on them rests no yoke of line or hue…


    


    For though dreams are within each and every one of us, few can hold their moth- eaten wings without tearing them”


    Robert Barlow - H.P. Lovecraft, “In The Night Ocean”


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    



    



    



    

  


  PROLOGUE


  
    

  


  


  Celebrating the 76th anniversary of the departure of the celebrated “cosmic horror” American author Howard Phillips Lovecraft, and on the 32th of the first edition of my short story "The Book of Clay" on the Literary Magazine "New Writings", I thought it was appropriate to share it with you on eBook format, both in Spanish and English versions.


  


  These were times when my questions of youth were torn between the real and the unknown, into the hidden mysteries and latent mystical beliefs. In those days, literature and mythology were both my channels of experimentation and discovery. The stories of suspense and horror were my favorite ones , and like many other readers I began devouring reams of authors such as Edgar Alan Poe, Arthur Macken, and Lord Dunsany, without neglecting the cute gothic ghost stories by Ann Radcliffe.


  


  While enlisting many medieval literature volumes, specially of Arthurian romances, I began to discover a new genre, that of "heroic fantasy", thanks to a story by Robert E Howard (creator of the “Conan the Barbarian” saga) published on an anthology of several authors who were featured on the Weird Tales magazine. The magic and the epic, the mythology and the fantasy, the ancient and the medieval, were present in this genre I began to discover. Robert E Howard had an incredible prose, and reading one day one of his biographies I discover the name of HP Lovecraft who was his close friend; discovering some months laters the works of all the Writers Circle who kept the cosmogony designed by him in the Cthulu Mythos, rated as a pseudomithology by Lovecraft himself, which was never systematized, but recreated by one of his followers, August Derleth.


  


  We could say that his stories take place in a temporary space, which is known to us, but in truth the chaos erupts from a quantum dimension and when this happens it breaks the delirium of the unpredictable. Thus the writer develops his full potential in a perfect handling of Chaos : "the inability of a man to attend all events of a specific space at a given time, bearing the concepts of random, obscure, random, uncertainty ... in opposition to the order of a ratio or logos as possible. "


  


  What amazed me most about Lovecraft and his gender, is the way he delves into the collective archetypes, the way myths amalgamae with real terrors. We can perceive there are no more ghosts but primordial gods of dimensions beyond our cosmos and fighting for clinging to this ordinary world.


  


  "The Book of Clay" is my first short story influenced by this genre I like to call "neo-terrifying fantasy", focusing in the Myths of Chulhu devised by H.P.Lovecraft. Enrolled in this literary movement I wrote afterwards many more stories that I will be sharing with you as an anthology in a future issue.


  


  I leave you now with the characters and the company of an omniscient storyteller who unwittingly begins to acknowledge that his world has stopped from being as normal as it used to be.


  


  


  


  THE BOOK OF CLAY


  



  


  


  “That is not dead which can eternal lie.


  And with strange aeons even death may die."


  Necronomicon. (Latin translation by Olaus Wormius-1228)


  
    

  


  


  


  


  If we add to the summer heat, which is actually overwhelming, the common problems of a city man, we would in most cases get disastrous conclusions. The midday falls on everyone with a sun that burns out our brains, the concrete giants and the asphalt expel more and more and more energy in a puff of dense vapor, turning the enclosed city in a bubbling cauldron of tensions and anxieties.


  


  Peter lived immersed in that environment. His main anguish turned round a purchase at the Mage’s bookstore, a purchase quite difficult to detach.


  


  Just the night soothed his distress and it was all caused because of that damn book. Several times he had entered the bookstore to take large volumes under his arm, "forgotten texts," as he called them. But one day he found the book whose existence was unknown. The cost was very low, but he assumed that the Mage had not noticed its literary value and with no hesitation, he paid the suggested price with a smile upon his face.


  


  By the time he came out with the old book in his hands, Peter was no longer the same. Although he reflected his usual countenance in the mirror, his inside was mutating.


  


  Strange omens invaded him every day, usually followed by distorted horrific visions. There was something in that book that began to harm him, a possessive and malignant energy that forced him to keep the book in spite of desiring to get rid of it.


  


  He lay awake all night long, reading and studying those rare letters, fraught with unique drawings spread along narrow paragraphs, like textured glyphs on its several yellow pages.


  


  "It's horrible," he said in the morning, looking quite scared. "I do not understand yet how is it possible that I could have purchased such an atrocity, I certainly felt a hidden force that drew me to do so, as if an invisible hand had gripped me, forcing me ... Now I do not know which powers dominate me, but I am sure that this book doesn’t belong to this world, or at least its recounts might not have engender in any known planet."


  


  Trembling, he extended the volume to me. A thin yellow clayey film stained the cover and almost each and every page. Even if you wished to remove this dirt, it suddenly seemed to regain its covers once again, it felt slimy and crumbly when touched.


  


  Poor was my knowledge to have a quick understanding of the text, so Peter told me roughly the strange issues that crowded it’s pages. His trembling voice faded several times when he quoted repeated references about still dormant civilizations and cities under the sea, each one of them with such an expression, I started to feel some reluctance and atrocity for what it meant, but not enough as to prevent him from extending his narration. (The changes that Peter had begun to experiment eventually sicken him within a few days.)


  


  Stuck to the sheets by nightly sweats, I phenomenologicaly tried to explain the origin of the horrific visions I also began to experiment. The sole tenure of the book was enough to influence me, arousing in my mind numinous tortuosities and distant visions of scaly bodies emerging from troubled waters. Much of the book dealt with archaic and ancient gods’ secret rites, celebrated since ancient times, before the appearance of the first man, when the Earth was inhabited only by unconceivable interstellar beings.


  The mere association of that detestable narrative with profuse illustrations and disproportionate hybrid beings might well alter anyone's mind, introducing a reality disconnected from the present, beyond our time.


  Every night before midnight hour, until the day of his departure, I began to go to Peter's house in order to tie him to the bed, such was his wish, hoping that this would be useful to evade the forces that intrude him through sleep. He never allowed me to stay by his side, nor let me reach his book, which he had already begun to keep with some suspicion, almost upset by his vivid memories.


  One night, after completing my troublesome task, I took the obscure Howphil Passage, which leads to the Elven Mage bookstore. The rear lights were still on, so I peered through the window and called twice.


  Despite the prevailing hot climate, the Mage received me wrapped in warm and strange clothing; it was a kind of a very black cassock, which delivered an unbearable sulfur smell. When he ran the curtains at the rear back of the store I could see spiraling shadows in and even a huge fire dancing in the bedroom. Something happened back there, I did not dare to ask, and I wished to leave, but the Mage held me by the arm just in time.


  “I have spoken with The Profound,” he told me exalted, “He is still imprisoned in the black depths and is in the need of followers up here for the date when he will wake up. It is quite positive you came to see me, please warn Peter about this. I never knew what it was until now, when The Profound has spoken to me. The Natives, who once clashed with their creators, The Ancestors, are acquainted of everything that happens up here and talk to the most sensitive molding up their dreams…they might be watching us right now! just preparing to reestablish their banned kingdom ... "


  The Elven Mage looked over his shoulder as if he was frightened, and he spoke through the small space left by the door ajar. "Remember! those who lie dormant are not dead, the Book of Clay is too dangerous to be touched ..."


  Something flickered in the rear back of the store and before turning back; he slammed the door in my face without finishing his explanations, as if I had not been there, listening to him.


  I took the rest of the night to clear up my mind a little bit. Anyway, I felt it would be difficult to sleep and in order to prevent myself of recalling those trembling Mage’s words, I preferred to wander by the lonely streets. The magician's words echoed over and over in my mind, until sleep surprised me lying on the threshold of an unknown building.


  It was then when I was involved in an ethereal reality, a dream that was not a dream, but an oniric experience it was; a rare scary feeling suddenly possessed me while standing by the Narragansett Bay… Peter was there, a few meters from the shore, standing in the middle of a small rowboat, swaying with the motion of the waves…


  The moon, huge and pale, confused delineated contours, shadowed unified horrors, and no contrasts. For a moment and continued, watching, saying nothing, until he threw something into the river.


  Suddenly, the shore sand started jumping around; a sequence of vibrations came from the depths of the earth, as if something was emerging at an incredible speed. My legs buckled and I lost my balance. I felt my body vibrate and from that awkward position I tried to catch sight of Peter, but he was gone. I cried, I screamed his name, lying on the sand and silt, and it was then when he answered me. I heard his voice emerge from a huge black mass that rose behind the boat, he looked just like a feeble point contrasting with that horrible foam-dripping figure.


  Something that looked like a giant red tentacle fluttered Peter once more above the scaly body it belonged to. Seconds later, he disappeared under the dark waters, it happened all of a sudden, the macabre dance of that cephalopod dragonlike creature soon ceased under the faint murmur of the Narragansett Bay.


  Only then, the images disappeared, bringing me back to a tangible reality lying on the unknown threshold. It was almost six and a cold morning breeze make my body tremble, announcing it would be another day of hot and heavy weather.


  The vision was still vivid in my memory assaulting me in a warning; I should contact Peter and tell him what happened. So, I took the road back hurriedly, turned several corners, I reached the Howphil Passage, I passed by the bookstore and crossed to the side of the street, climbed the stairs that lead me to Peter's room and once in front of the door, I took the knob to enter the key in the lock. But this was not necessary, the door opened by itself, and I got a horrible breath, enveloping me in a myriad of seizures. My body led me with an involuntary pulse to the shutters through the reigning gloom. Once I was able to open them, I dropped a few minutes on the window to regain consciousness.


  When I noticed I could hardly recover, I turned back; I turned back my body to face with something just molded and nevertheless horrible.


  In the center of the room stood a mythological statue with a disproportionate dreadful head and winged body. The rope that bound Peter was broken and the rumpled bed, run to the side. The harsh smell of wet mud and sea was still hovering around the room, a messy room dotted with clay.


  Peter was gone. In its place was left that horrible octopus-dragon like figure, a deformed protruding mass, inconsistently crowning the damn broken book covers. Its pages were gone and so far I have not managed to find them yet. I just hope to find them before this archetype worship can be restored among men, gaining new followers each and every day.


  Before leaving the room, I took care to undo that lumpy clay horror and disposed of the slimy dust still produced by the broken covers of the lost book. Still upset, I walked away from there, through the lonely streets, harboring a hope.


  



  



  


  



  


  


  


  



  


  


  


  


  


  UNVEILING "THE BOOK”


  

  "The Book of Clay" was my first short story influenced by this school of "neo-terrifying fantasy" and very related to the Cthulhu Mythos devised by HP Lovecraft. Enrolled in this literary movement I wrote many more that I will surely share with you in a future issue.


  The Chtulhu Myths deities can be divided in three types: The Ancient Ones, The Elder Gods and those so called lesser races.


  This is how my story focuses on the Primeval ones, perhaps the most important. Cosmic Beings, immortal and with great power. While most of them are dormant, others are trapped. Some on Earth, and hundreds of thousands across the Universe. In "The Book of Clay" I was certainly inspired by Cthulhu, The God of The Seas. (Primal deity that existed before time and lives locked in the deep sea on our planet Earth).


  Cthulhu is a creature coming from other dimensions, which humans have considered it quite important. He has followers like the Human Worshipers (who consider is the high priest of the gods Affairs), and the Deep (half human half frog creatures that inhabit the oceans).


  But also are His servants the same Cthulhu-like beings, but smaller, and like his master, may slightly alter their shape. They came together to Earth, and most are locked with Cthulhu in R'lyeh (city buried in the depths of the Pacific Ocean), or distant worlds, as Aldebaran (the brightest constellation of Taurus), but some others are free.


  


  I wrote this short story in a first-person perspective, as HPLovecraft used to. It takes place in a timeless space, on which the storyteller unwittingly begins to realize that his world has stopped of being as normal as it used to be.


  


  Loyal to the genre, the victim is a supposed scholar who loved to delve too deeply into "forbidden books", books whose mere reading might lead to terrible consequences, and subsequently to a horrible death, usually inflicted by a dull abominable deity himself.


  


  As often cited by this genre, helplessly and hopelessly the character is completely unable to run away, driven by an obscure force to his unpredictable end. I left to the discretion of the reader which side the characters belong to, but as usual, there is no way to get rid nor stop this malignant forces and all victories are temporary, with a high price to pay for it.
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  This is a faithful photographic reproduction of an original two-dimensional work of art. The work of art itself is in the public domain

  

  This drawing is HP Lovecraft’s own sketch of Cthulhu between seven and eight inches in height which he included in a letter to his literary executor, R.H. Barlow.
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  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  


  Eliseo Mauas Pinto was born in Buenos Aires, Argentina. He took knowledge of the Celtic world at the age of twenty motivated by his love for literary and musical subjects. He was the first to introduce the Celtic Harp and Celtic Festivals in Argentina. As a writer, poet, musician and reviewer has published printed books in Spanish, Galician and Asturian languages, enlisting now some new works on eBook formats.


  


  In the month of May 2003, the prestigious Galician folk group "Luar na Lubre" add music to one of his poems. This collaboration is crystallized in April 2004 with the inclusion of this piece on two tracks from the album "Hai un Paraiso" published under the label Warner Music Spain.


  


  On September 2008 created a blogsite of his own named "Celtic Sprite", where music, culture and literature takes place along with the collaboration of musicians and journalists from other countries.


  


  On January 2010 created the Facebook Page "Amigos Celtas" A site intended to spread Celtic culture and activities in Spanish, along with local and foreign co-equippers. Surpassing nowadays the number of 6000 followers.


  


  On September 2011 created the Facebook Page "Love of Rhiannon - The Celtic Moon Goddess". A site intended to spread celtic culture and related sources regarding the Moon Goddess in her many aspects.


  


  On May 2012 he began to publish his books, which also include his digital artworks for their covers and interior design. Artworks that can be found in high resolution at his "deviantArt/branawen" site amongst many other collaborations and commissioned works.


  


  On June 2013 he associates with the celebrated Asturian writer and reviewer Xurde Morán, and both published the eBook "The Primitive Way between Asturias and Galicia - Road Diary". Besides, he also created and support his personal blog (http://xurdemoran.blogspot.com) and Facebook Pages.
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  FINAL NOTES


  


  Thanks for downloading and sharing


  


  “THE BOOK OF CLAY”


  


  I hope you've f0und your reading quite amusing!


  


  


  


  Feel free to visit my Page on


  Celtic Sprite


  and discover other works of mine:


  



  


  


  


  “Tangerine Illusions”


  available for


  FREE DOWNLOAD


  It was almost 40 years ago when I wrote this short fantasy Sci-Fi story... By those days I used to listen very often ambient and new age music in search of new sounds and styles.” Tangerine Dream" has been my favorite band since then; and with their surreal-sounding names they fortunately still keep on creating brilliant compositions throughout all these years. It was during the listening to a couple of emblematic albums “Rubycon”, and “Ricochet”, recorded both in 1975 with the legendary Virgin Label, that these stories began to evolve in my mind, as a result perhaps of a sheer perception of the images and energies conveyed through their music.


  I think it is time to share with you this story written down in the 70’s on a portable typewriter, and transcribed today digitally retaining still their primitive spirit like an aged liquor. A story about water and earth beings and their struggle to survive on behalf of a singular biological battle.


  


  


  


  


  "The Celtic Moon Goddess"


  Most of you might probably be aware of the significance of the "Mother Goddess", a term used to refer to a deity who represents "motherhood, fertility, and creation". “The Celtic Moon Goddess” is not only a brief compendium regarding the passionate and ancient believes of the Celtic People, but also a good source of information to be read for lovers of all things related to the Goddess


  


  


  


  


  "Celtic Heart"


  The Claddagh Ring, perhaps one of the most related expressions of the Celtic heart symbolism, plus other remarkable motifs from the Celtic culture make this E-Book a quite amusing one to be read.


  Celtic Heart is not only a brief compendium regarding the passionate and ancient Culture of the Celtic People, but certainly a good source of information to be read for all those lovers of all things Celtic.


  



  


  


  


  "The Celtic Harp"


  “The Celtic Harp” is a very interesting quick guide not only approaching to questions regarding the origins of it's name, it's history and revival, but also to the surviving types, suggested Celtic Harpists and a list of related external links.


  A very useful source indeed for all those interested in getting acquainted with this ancient instrument so related to the enchanting music of airs, songs, and jingling dance tunes.


  


  


  


  


  "The Butterfly Book Of Celtic Poems"


  



  


  Butterflies have always been associated to the Goddess, Mother Nature, and particularly conceived as Messengers of the Other World. While reading the poems collected on this book we experience the same symbolism, enhancing our reading with an enjoyable Celtic voyage.


  


  


  


  


  SPANISH EDITIONS


  


  


  


  "Leyendas Celtas de Galicia y Asturias"



  



  


  Con el presente trabajo los lectores podrán obtener una visión de los motivos y tipos folclóricos comunes tanto a Galicia como Asturias, gracias a un análisis de los sustratos célticos que imperan en ambas regiones hispanas. Motivados por el deseo de bucear en el inconsciente colectivo hallarán creencias particulares de la mitología indoeuropea, y no sólo desarrollos conceptuales sino también ejemplos de leyendas recopiladas por folcloristas y estudios comparativos entre las varias naciones celtas según propias perspectivas del autor. Más que un trabajo teórico se trata de una invitación al descubrimiento de una tradición común, una identidad aún viva que no debe ser ajena a quienes son cultores de lo céltico y a quienes deseen descubrirla.


  


  


  


  


  "El Camino Primitivo de Santiago entre Asturias y Galicia"


  



  


  Es casi una lectura obligada para todo amante de las peregrinaciones y en especial para aquellos devotos del Camino de Santiago en general y del Camino Primitivo, el original, el primero, en particular.


  



  Un Camino cargado de millares y millares de pasos plenos de emociones y de pruebas personales, físicas y espirituales, de nómadas deseos por experimentar nuevas experiencias, intercambiar palabras en otros idiomas, unirse a otros peregrinos de distintas naciones que no conocen otra cosa que una única y universal meta: Santiago de Compostela.


  

  Un singular "Diario de Viaje" en el que nuestro andariego escritor nos revela y comparte sus propias vivencias, sus fotografías, su prosa amena, oficiando para nosotros cual 'guía virtual' en cada una de las etapas del camino.

  

  Hagamos de este libro un punto de partida de una experiencia única y muy personal...


  


  


  "Keltia": Antología Poética (1993-2013)


  



  Con la lectura de los poemas recopilados en esta antología seremos capaces de experimentar el mismo simbolismo de un viaje único y muy personal.


  

  Originalmente escritos en lengua gallega y asturiana, encontrarán todos los poemas traducidos al español para hacer la obra más extensiva.


  

  La presente edición cuenta con varias imágenes editadas digitalmente que nos remiten a distintos paisajes de tierras celtas.


  

  Ciertamente, muchos de los poemas incluidos en esta antología tienen el poder de transportar al lector a los mismos lugares descritos en ellos, y es entonces cuando se percibe no sólo palabras significativas, sino también vívidas imágenes visuales y auditivas, poderosas palabras que nos ayudan a comprender la historia de los hombres valientes y heroicos que sufrieron, pero que nunca perdieron las esperanzas y que nunca olvidaron sus raíces y tradiciones. Ecos en cada verso como leyendas antigüas, con los que el pasado se funde con nuestro presente.


  


  


  


  


  If you wish to learn more on Celtic subjects,


  I invite you to visit my websites both English and Spanish:


  Blogger : Celtic Sprite


  Facebook : Amigos Celtas


  


  I also invite you to join my Facebook Page


  “Love of Rhiannon”


  Dedicated to “Rhiannon” , in all Her many manifestations.


  For those who love this beautiful Goddess and welcome Her into their lives.


  


  


  


  I have also developed a special Facebook Application


  "Celtic Moon Charm"


  as part of this new Page related to the Celtic “Moon Goddess”


  


  


  


  


  Feel free to listen to my recorded music and videos


  on my Reverbnation profile.
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