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INTRODUCTION

Monria was a peaceful Moon colony with minimal interference when it came to the
local creatures, but something changed the day an unusual item was found in the
West Crater; a parchment paper with a Rudyard Kipling poem on it that set into
motion what can only be described as an escalation of dark forces attempting to
undermine and destroy our human existence on Monria.

The Moon colony and its allies are bound in strength and numbers but it does not
minimize the effort needed to keep the dark forces at bay. It actually encourages
the dark forces to use strategies that  will  catch us off  guard.  So far,  we have
managed to keep ourselves one step ahead with intel reports. However, without
collecting additional key data, it will get increasingly more difficult to fight in these
battles with creatures that seem to be using some type of advanced technology.

This is a path of discoveries that reveal the dark forces even beyond those that are
known. Surprising revelations teach and direct the energies that must be employed
to keep Monria safe and sane. Invading entities deliver challenging trials, and while
victory has been ours, it has become increasingly clear that we have just begun.

There has been a progressive uprising in Monria creature activity that is certain to
be about more than land encroachment. After the discovery of Monria in November
2355 by the Deep Space Extraction Corporation (DSEC), the current governing
body has not found any official records that document their experiences. This is
quite strange as there is an established DSEC Military Headquarters, and a DSEC
Forensics Lab, but very few archived documents.

The Moon had all but been abandoned when the new governing body arrived in
November 2357. Only a few Monria residents were left, seemingly a bit dazed and
wandering the craters and caves. However, the community is growing, and the
Monria Archives & Research Center (MARC) was established to collect and record
artifacts and documents, along with Monria's evolving history. There has also been
an expansion in military personnel as a result of the increased activities.

Monria is a mysterious Moon, with dark forces that seem to hover in that vacant
space between reality and daydreaming. Strange occurrences keep the colony on
alert, and discoveries lead to uncovering the truth about Monria. Life on the Moon
isn't always what it seems.
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Mysteries are Beginning to Surface
Today was just a regular day as I went about my business at the Monria Archives &
Research Center (MARC), until I was approached by one of Monria's citizens who
said he found something strange in the West Crater. I hadn't seen Core before.

"Ms DM," asked Core, "may I bother you for a minute?"

"Sure," I responded, "how can I help you?"

He shifted his weight from one leg to the other and looked a bit disheveled in his
dusty clothing, but many give this appearance after visiting our craters where the
dust tends to shift with rising winds. The miners especially seem to be covered in
crater dust after a good run, but it's acceptable as part of Monria's environment.

"I found something strange in the West Crater," he stated, "and I thought I should
let you know about it because it looks important."

"Show me what you found," I replied, "and come inside the office, there's no need
for you to stand out there."

"Oh, I didn't want to get your rug dirty, and I don't actually have the item. I left it in
the West Crater because I was afraid to pick it up."

"Ok," I said, "then can you take me to where you found it?"

"Yes Ma'am, I can," he replied.

He was running down the hall and out of the center toward the teleporter before I
even got to the office door. He seemed quite anxious to show me what he found,
but then I too am quite anxious to see what this is all about. There haven't been
any discoveries on Monria since we arrived, but it's only been a couple of months,
so I hope this is something worth getting excited about.
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As I approached the spot where Core was pointing to the item, it was difficult to
make out at first, and almost looked like a piece of cardboard. I put on a cloth
glove and reached to pick it up. It appeared to be a parchment paper with printing
on it, and after a closer look, I could see it was a poem.

A rather curious poem, and definitely strange to be found in the West Crater. I will
need to conduct a bit of research to see if I can learn who the author is, as well as
what the poem might actually mean.

"Thank you Core, for bringing this to my attention" I said, "here, let me give you a
little something for your effort." I gave Core a few Project Entropia Dollars (PED)
and headed back to the Monria Archives & Research Center, but not before seeing
Core turn to leave with an unusual grin on his face. Maybe he was just excited
about the PED, and off to see if he could find other things in the Monria craters.

After getting back to my office, I did a search on the words in the poem and made
an interesting discovery. The poem was written by Rudyard Kipling (1865 - 1936),
a well-known Earth poet, but how did this parchment end up in the West Crater?
Does this poem somehow have a connection to Monria?

I took another look at the poem, and after reading it a couple of times, it seemed a
bit dark in nature to me. I recognized the word Ghoul, which caused a shiver, but I
had no idea what a Churel was so I consulted the ancient Wiki records. I may be
off  on  this  one,  but  I'm  beginning  to  think  that  this  poem  might  have  been
intentionally left on Monria for a specific reason; for what, I don't know yet.

The description of the Churel from the ancient Wiki records potentially connects a
dot for me. The description reads that "the Churel ghost presents itself either as a
hideous creature with long sagging breasts and unkempt hair, or as a beautiful
young woman who can charm any man. Often, her feet are backward, and she
has an unnaturally long and thick black tongue."

The long sagging breasts caught my attention, and the first thing I thought of was
Shub-Niggurath, one of the four creatures that inhabit a cave area and the Shub
Cavern.  How likely  would  it  be  that  Shub-Niggurath  and  the  other  Shubs  are
evolved creatures and a descendant of the Churel?
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There is also mention of Djinn, which are akin to genies, but that will have to be
something to sort out at another time. Right now, I need to know how that piece of
parchment with the poem on it found itself in the dust of a Monrian crater.

Mysteries always intrigue me, like riddles, or mazes filled with twists and turns that
only take you back to the beginning where muddled thoughts hold you hostage
until you find the corrected path. Investigative research is much the same, except
you're working with clues, and tips, and what ifs, and dark corners in the recesses
of your mind where you just know you placed a thought for safe keeping.

Perseverance pays off, even if it only gives you something more to critically think
about. In this case, it did a little more than that. It seems that Rudyard Kipling had
a son named John who wanted to go off to war for fame and fortune. This was
during World War I, but he was in ill health and had poor eyesight.

Since his father was both famous and friends with the Commander of the British
Army,  they  let  him in  and commissioned him a  Second Lieutenant  in  the  2nd
Battalion Irish Guards. After his training, he was sent to France in August 1915 to
fight in the war. John was seeking his own notoriety and fame, but in September
1915 he came up missing in action and presumed dead.

There are several stories as to how he presumably died, and one such story said
that a shell hit in his area and blew his face off causing him to wander away. His
body was never recovered, nor identified, and no one knows how or where he had
disappeared. Search parties turned up nothing.

However, I discovered that there was UFO activity during WWI, and even those
who were so dismissive of such tales were rethinking their positions when it was
learned that the infamous ace German fighter pilot known as the Red Baron was
said to  have been the first  pilot  in  history  to  shoot  down a UFO as told  by a
witness. My thoughts are all over the map right now.
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So where does all of this leave us? I would say with a lot of questions:

• What happened to John Kipling?

• Could he have vanished on an alien spacecraft during WWI?

• If so, were these aliens from Monria's past?

• The poem was written by his father, so what did he know of this activity?

• Did John Kipling arrive on Monria as a result of his disappearance?

• Is the poem a warning of ghostly creatures still roaming Monria?

• And one very  looming thought: The parchment  was found in  the  West
Crater  that  is  inhabited by the  Cultists,  so I  am wondering if  they had
anything to do with this, and whether there might  be more in the West
Crater that we should be considering.

The Monria Cultists are rumored to engage in dark magic and invocation rituals
that bring forth ungodly entities, and are driven to do unspeakable things at the
hand of their beloved deity Cthulhu. However, these are tales told throughout the
colony and we have not been able to verify any such activities to date.

Whatever this Cthulhu deity is that the Cultists worship, we need to either dispell
the rumors, or find some kind of proof that it exists. We don't need our community
members living in fear that their lives are continually in danger because of it.

It is imperative that we continue to search for answers, set the records straight,
and reveal Monria's truth. If there is history here that we need to be aware of in
order to keep the Moon vital and evolving, we must persevere.
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West Crater Cultist Battle | Recovered Artifact
As a result of Core's discovery of the parchment paper in the West Crater, there
was increased activity by the Cultists that caused concern. It was an indicator to
me that we had hit a nerve of some sort with that find. As such, I continued my
research for more historical data that might produce clues as to why and how the
parchment paper with Kipling's poem on it ended up on Monria.

After  spending a few weeks trying  to  solve the parchment  incident,  while  also
uncovering additional interesting data, I am no closer to unraveling the mystery
that holds the potential connection between the poem and Monria.

However, the data that I uncovered inspires increased plausibility that a connection
between Rudyard Kipling and the Cultists may be behind the disappearance of his
son John. There is also cause to consider that it may have been an internal act to
preserve what life was left of John after his incident in the war. It's just too bizarre
to fathom, but if Kipling's son found his way to Monria through some cosmic force,
I think it's something that we should know about.

The more I delve into this mystery, the more I feel I'm running a multi-cursal path to
madness, but perhaps that is the desired result in getting me to cease and desist. I
must be getting close to something, and I'll bet it's in the West Crater. I'm getting
that feeling I get when all hell is about to break loose, but with only speculation and
no hard core evidence that ties into the parchment paper, multidirectional thoughts
are crowding every possible opening for some critical thinking.

I can't help but think though, that further investigation will reveal even more. I just
don't know if learning the truth is going to be a good thing or not.

I began to get word from members in the community that the Cultists are gathering
in large numbers. Military officials are now paying closer attention to the elevated
activity, and the Monrian community is on heightened alert.

The comm unit going off startled me right out of those multidirectional thoughts.

"Hello, this is Dark Moon."

"Hello DM," a male voice responded, "you don't know me, but I would like to have
a brief chat about offering my services to the Monria Management Team."

"May I ask you to please identify yourself before we go any further," I responded.

"Yes, of course," he replied, "but I would rather give that to you in person. I do not
trust electronic communication systems."

"Ok," I said, "then tell me what type of service you are talking about?"

"It would probably be best to talk in person," he replied, "would you be able to meet
me at the Cave 2 teleporter in about 15 minutes?"

"How do I know I can trust you," I asked.
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"Fair question," he responded, "perhaps I'll gain a bit of credibility by telling you
that I know you received an item today from the West Crater that I'm sure has you
curious,  and that  I  also know that  the  Cultists  are gathering in  large numbers
because they are protecting something of value."

Well that raised some red flags, along with the hair on the back of my neck. I think
things just got real. Head spinning, check ... pulse racing, check ... flushed skin,
check. I'm trying to think as fast as I can so that there's not too much of a pause in
responding, but space and time seemed to stop while navigating thoughts.

"Dark Moon," the voice on the other end asked, "you still there? I'm sure this must
come as a surprise,  but  I  felt  it  was the only way I  might  be able to get  your
attention enough to talk further."

"I'm here," I responded, "and you're right, what you shared was a surprise, and
then some, because it raises a lot of questions."

"I would be happy to answer them," he stated, "but give me a chance to talk with
you in person, the information is highly sensitive."

I finally gave in and said that I would meet him in person. Maybe it was the shear
curiosity about how he knew I received an item from the West Crater today, so my
first question after learning his name is how did he come by that information? My
entire day has been turned upside down, and I can only wonder if this will now be
the norm, or will this calm down after we figure out what the Cultists are protecting.

Upon arriving at the Cave 2 teleporter, I was taken aback. The person didn't match
the deep, smooth voice I heard on the comm unit, and I wasn't sure that I was
facing a human. I must have looked ridiculous with my mouth open.
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"It's ok DM," he stated, "I get that a lot."

"Sorry," I offered, "I wasn't expecting ... well, I don't know what I was expecting, so
this caught me a bit off guard. Will you now tell me who you are and what services
you're offering that you think will be of benefit?"

"Of course," he replied, "my name is Gothgorath, Goth for short, and I am offering
a covert operations service to keep the Monria Management Team informed with
intel that will help to prepare against surprise encounters from the local creatures. I
don't know how much you know about them at this point, but I assure you that they
are not happy you're here, and the Moon as you've known it for a couple of months
is about to change into something more dark."

Looks can be deceiving. He seemed nice enough, but will he answer my questions
without cloaking them in mystery?

"I hope you don't mind if I am direct," I asked, "if I am going to even consider what
you are offering, and that's if I believe it's a viable service based on credible data,
then there are a few things that I need to know."

"It's perfectly fine," he responded, "I fully expected some direct questions, so ask
away when you are ready."

"First, what kind of intel are you offering," I asked, "and how reliable is the source?"

"Well DM," he said, "I can guarantee that the intel is first-hand and not hear say,
and the reason I can guarantee it is because I am on the inside."

I interrupted him before he could answer my second question ...

"The inside of what?" I asked.

"I am a member of the Cult of Shut'thend, but a service member and not an actual
Cultist. I can't perform any of the rituals they do, and I don't partake in them. I just
assist with duties that are rather menial compared to what they do, but I attend the
meetings and take care of their needs while observing and listening. They think I
am a Cthulhu worshiper, and I give them every reason to believe that."

If I was comprised of circuits and data links I would certainly be on overload right
now. Attempting to assimilate what I am hearing into fragments of syntax that even
make sense seems such a daunting task in this moment. I know that if I don't pull
myself together, I may lose an important opportunity; not to mention that the name
Cthulhu has now been presented in real experience context. I want to ask more,
but it's important to learn what the Cultists are up to first.

"I see," I replied, trying desperately to find the next words that should be coming
out of my mouth. "My understanding of cults is that they're pretty closed door, and
anyone who is not a member is excluded from any type of interaction, but then that
was my experience on Earth, and we aren't on Earth anymore. Therefore, can you
explain more about what this cult is about, and their purpose on Monria."
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"No, we are not on Earth," Goth responded. "I know you have had experience with
other locations in the universe, but Monria is different because there are purveyors
of evil and darkness that cause dimensional rifts that are not only dangerous, but
can shift experiential dynamics from status quo to what the hell just happened."

Evil, darkness, dimensional rifts? I don't need those in this moment for me to have
a thought the likes of what the hell just happened. I'm not even sure how to make
sense of what I just heard because there are so many empty spaces between ...
we have evil and darkness on Monria with dimensional rifts, and (paraphrasing) it's
all kinda dangerous. Maybe it's the reason humans were in short supply when we
arrived on the Moon, and I'm guessing that the missing variables could explain it.

"So how does this covert operations service work, exactly," I asked. At this point,
I'm not sure what to expect, but after hearing what he just shared, I'm guessing we
may not have too much of a choice in the matter under the circumstances.

"It's really quite simple DM," he stated, "if I get wind of any unusual activity or plans
that will disrupt the Moon colony in some way, I will contact you and share the info.
We have to be cautious of course, but I think we can manage it."

"And what does this service cost us," I asked.

"There is no fee for the service," he replied.

"I don't understand then," I responded, "what do you get out of this," I asked.

"What I am willing to share with you now," he began, "is that Monria holds a great
deal of memories for me, and if you, the rest of the Monria Team, the community
and allies are willing to fight for the safety and security of Monria, then that to me is
payment enough."

"Are you a native of Monria, is it your home," I asked.

"Perhaps one day I will share my story," he responded, "but for now I would like to
ask that my offer be trusted in good faith and that we build on this initial meeting to
keep Monria safe and ..."

"Sane," I replied, "is that the word you are looking for?"

"Well," he said, "I didn't want to alarm you."

"My radar isn't that fuzzy Goth," I responded. "I've heard rumors about the Cultists
and some bizarre behaviors, but we have not witnessed nor seen any evidence to
support the rumors as truth or otherwise. Wait, you could probably speak to this as
one who is 'on the inside,' right?"

"I am not at liberty to speak of any cult activity," he responded, "and will not confirm
nor deny any of the rumors. I must remain neutral."

"You just answered my question," I said, "I love when that happens. It's like a huge
dallop of whipped cream slapped on your pumpkin pie, all puffed up and waiting for
you to dig in because you're anxious to get to the inside."
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"Excuse me," he said.

"That's ok Goth," I replied, "I totally understand and won't push any further, but
know that I am relentless when it comes to ripping mysteries wide open, like that
gift on Christmas morning, hoping it's what you wanted. I know what I want."

"I would actually encourage you DM," he stated, "much is shrouded in obscurity,
and the tenacity with which you approach a situation gives me the confidence to
know that you will get what you want. It is important for me to be here to help you
in your efforts, so are you interested in what I have to offer?"

He may look human-like, but his skin tone and physical features tell me that his
DNA is more likely to be found in the other category. I'll leave it alone for now, but I
can't help but think that there's a mystery to be solved here based on his emphatic
caring about Monria. Like he said, perhaps one day he'll tell me his story.

In the meantime, I'm going to accept his offer and take a chance that information
he shares will be of benefit to protecting our community and its evolution.

"Ok Goth," I said, "let's do this and see how it all plays out. How about we start
right now and you tell me how you know I received an item from the West Crater
today, and what's with the increased activity with the Cultists?"

"Both easy to answer," he responded, "I was preparing things for a meeting that
the Cultists were going to engage in and heard one of them comment that an item
was found in the West Crater and taken to you, and they want to know what it is.
As I continued preparations, another said that they must gather their brethren and
protect the sacred artifact at all costs."

"I  knew something was going on in the West Crater," I replied, "did they mention
what the artifact was? And by the way, where do these meetings take place?"

"No mention of what the artifact was," he responded, "but there's an anxiousness
to their  behaviors  that  I  have not  seen before.  Also,  I'm afraid I  can't  disclose
where the meetings take place, sorry."

I didn't think he would readily give up the meeting place, but at least he confirmed
that there is indeed something that the Cultists are protecting in the West Crater.

"That's it then?" I asked.

"Yes DM," he said, "if anything further comes up I'll contact you."

"Thank you Goth," I replied, while watching him wave and turn to walk further into
the cave. I wonder where he is going?

I had to collect myself for a minute because I wasn't quite sure where I wanted to
go,  the Monria  Archives & Research Center,  or  home to digest  what  just  took
place. It feels like I'm caught up in a centrifugal force mind bender. I'm waiting for
the gravity to kick in so that it all settles to the bottom and I can pick and choose
which thought I want to explore first. So much to think about.
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One thing I know for sure, I need to head over to the DSEC Military Headquarters
and inform the Commanding General of what just took place. I fear that we are in
for a battle with the Cultists, and it will be our first with any creature to date.

I always look forward to meeting with the Commanding General at DSEC's Military
Headquarters. General Winslow Anderson, a 4-star General, left his command at
the Intergalactic Space Mission Agency (ISMA) to replace the retiring General who
led the space exploration division that discovered Monria.

I met General Anderson at ISMA while involved with covert operations for a planet
that sits in the back of the universe. Research and investigative journalism has
always been my niche, and when I had an opportunity to relocate to Monria to
head up their Archives & Research Center, I jumped at the chance, even though I
knew of potential dangers.

Arriving at DSEC Military Headquarters I ran into Colonel Mitchell who seems to
have an issue with my professional credentials. He makes every effort to minimize
my reports to the General with a very dismissive attitude.

Dealing with such nonsense (IMO) is taking away from a more important focus in
discovering whether Monria is under any threat by the Cultists in the West Crater.

The General dismissed the Colonel and sent word to his Sergeant in the field to
scout the West Crater for any specific indicators that we had an impending battle
on our hands. It wasn't long before word came back that indeed the Cultists were
rising in numbers and it would be wise to be prepared.

As I sat in the chair in front of General Anderson's desk, I kept thinking about my
meeting with Goth and exactly how much of it I should share with the General. We
had worked together in the past and have always been able to trust each other, but
I have to know that what I share will go no further, or we may risk a reliable source.

"General,"  I  began,  "I  was approached by someone who claims to  be 'on the
inside'  and  able  to  share  critical  information  that  could  be  of  benefit  to  us  in
preserving the safety of our community."

"Safety against what," he asked.

"This may sound strange General," I started, "but it's against what he is calling
dark and evil  forces capable of  creating dimensional  rifts  that  pose far  greater
dangers  than  we  could  even  imagine.  We may  have  our  challenges  with  the
creatures, but it appears that the Cultists are the ones who wield the dark magic,
and my new contact seems to be 'on the inside' and able to pass along intel of any
impending activities that may catch us off guard and dangerous to the community."

"Does this new contact have a name," the General asks.

"His name is Gothgorath," I replied, "Goth for short, but I think I should tell you that
while his appearance is human-like, the tone of his skin and other features have
me thinking that he might be something else. I did not explore that, as yet."

"What does Goth do on the inside," he asked.
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"General," I began, "I think it would probably be best if we don't go into a lot of
detail, and you trust me as you always have to deal with these types of situations.
Goth gave me enough substance to warrant serious consideration of his services."

"As long as you are at ease with your assessment," he replied, "because these
kinds of things can get rather complicated."

"Well General," I responded, "the information that Goth gave me just a while ago
indicates that the Cultists are reacting to the find in the West Crater today that one
of our citizens brought to me at the Archives & Research Center. Apparently,  it
struck a nerve and they have become anxious about some type of sacred artifact
that they are protecting. Thing is, I never mentioned the find to anyone."

"What kind of find is that," he asks.

"A parchment paper with a Rudyard Kipling poem printed on it," I replied, "which is
rather odd I know, but I have it documented and stored for further research when I
can get back to it. In the meantime, I think our focus should be on what's occurring
in the West Crater with the Cultists. Goth said that they are definitely planning
something, but hasn't been able to determine what as yet. He will get back to me."

"Ok DM," he responded, "I'll leave this in your capable hands and began sorting
out the details of what military personnel to call in from elsewhere to assist if need
be. I don't want us to be understaffed should all hell break loose."

As I rose to leave the General's office, his words reminded me of how I was feeling
earlier in the day, that all hell was about to break loose. As I headed back to the
Archives & Research Center I could only wonder when I would hear from Goth
again. I hope his alert was just that, and we monitor things instead of having to
literally prepare for some kind of battle the likes of which we have no idea about.

Arriving at my office, I was no sooner in the door when my comm unit went off, it
startled me and my pulse began to race. It could be anyone because I talk to so
many people in the community. Maybe it was the DSEC Forensics Lab returning
my call about having the parchment paper analyzed. Maybe it was ...

"Hello, this is Dark Moon," I said.

"This is Goth, DM."

The moment I heard the tone of his deep, smooth voice I knew that something was
up, and that this may not be just a social call.

"Hello Goth," I replied, "I'm assuming you're calling because you have more intel to
share regarding the Cultists."

"I do," he said, "and unfortunately, it's not good news. The Cultists are planning an
attack on the community on Saturday, January 23rd. It won't be until later in the
evening if my calculations are correct. If I may make a suggestion, you might want
to do whatever preparations are needed and attack first to catch them off guard."
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So there it is, the not-so-official announcement that something is going down and
we have an opportunity to be the surprising aggressor. This will be our first battle
of this sort, so there's no telling what kind of weaponry or dark magic we'll  be
facing, and since Saturday is only a few days away, I need to contact the General.

"Thank you Goth," I said, "I will get in touch with the Commanding General as soon
as we disconnect. I guess this will be the big test of your covert services and how
well they will serve the Monrian community."

"You're welcome DM," he replied, "and I assure you that the information that I have
shared with you is first-hand, I overheard it in one of the chambers of the Cultists."

I wanted so badly to ask him about those chambers and where the Cultists operate
from but I know that he will decline and say he's not at liberty to disclose. Instead, I
bid my adeau and contacted General Anderson to alert him of the imminent battle
on Saturday and that we need to be prepared. I also shared Goth's suggestion that
perhaps we do what is necessary to be the aggressing faction. He's on board.

I managed to get the parchment paper over to the DSEC Forensics Lab to get an
analysis, and lab tech Jennifer said that it shouldn't take too long, but to leave it
and she would contact me when the results were ready. I wanted to know if there
were any latent fingerprints on the parchment, or any other evidence that could be
lifted that might give a clue to the age of the document, including possible DNA.

I got word from General Anderson that everything was in place to initiate a surprise
attack on the Cultists in the West Crater on Saturday, and he confirmed that indeed
they were gathering in larger numbers. So far, Goth has been 100% correct, so
maybe this new arrangement may work out after all.

It was battle day, and we had no idea what to expect. I was nervous for those from
the community and our allies who stepped up to fight alongside our military to keep
the Cultists from disrupting and potentially gaining some control over Monria. I was
also nervous about whether we would be able to find the sacred artifact or not.

After teleporting to the West Crater, I found that military and volunteers alike were
gathering, and the chatter seemed to be all about the artifact they were supposed
to find. They were questioning how they were going to do that while in battle as the
rise in number of Cultists would make it a challenge. I knew I had to do something
or there would be a chance that we could miss this opportunity. I accessed the
public address system through my comm unit and first identified myself.

"May I  have your  attention  please,"  I  asked,  "this  is  Dark  Moon,  head of  the
Archives & Research Center,  and member of  the Monria Management Team. I
know you have questions about finding and recovering the presumed artifact, and
that it might be challenging with the number of Cultists you will face."

Those gathered were now quiet and listening. The success of this mission was
hanging in the balance without an understanding of how important it was. Yes, it
was a mission, and one that could potentially give us a tremendous advantage.

"DM?, a colonist asked, "do you know what this artifact looks like?"
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"I don't Max," I replied, "so you'll all have to be alert and question anything out of
the ordinary, but also make sure you look beyond common terrain. I'm actually not
expecting the item to be out in the open, so stay alert."

"What do we do with the artifact if we should find it," asks Max.

"Please bring it to me directly," I responded, "it will need to be taken to the DSEC
Forensics Lab for analysis and further research, but I have lab techs standing by to
assist with that.  I  am also offering a reward to the brave soul  who makes the
discovery. My benefactor left me multiple apartments in the two towers on Monria
to house future research staff. Many of you live off Moon, making it a challenge at
times to catch a warp to Monria that is timely,  so I'm going to make a Monria
apartment available to the person who finds the artifact and brings it to me."

There was a cheer and a heightened level of excitement as those gathered started
moving around and chatting about the impending battle. It was then that out of the
corner of my eye I saw Goth already in armor so as not to draw attention to himself
and his unusual appearance. I recognized the part of his coat that covered armor
below his waist. Perhaps fighting for Monria is another benefit of his services.

"Listen up everyone," General Anderson shouted, "it's time. For those of you who
are less battle-tested, stay close to those who might be able to assist if you run
into trouble. We all know that death isn't permanent, so we have healers at the
revive to assist in your recovery should you ... well, you know. If one of you finds
the artifact, please bring it to Dark Moon immediately, do not wait. Let's go."

Is there a scale that calculates level of excitement, because mine would be totally
off the chart right now. The anticipation of possibly recovering an artifact could only
be exceeded by the actual event, providing the mission is successful.

The Cultists were now present in greater numbers, and despite calling upon their
brethren to join them in whatever their attempts would be today, it did not deter the
Monrian forces from making first contact. The fighting was fierce, but the resolve
was strong, and two hours into the battle, two individuals were walking toward me
with something shiny that kept catching intermittent sun rays and causing glares,
so I couldn't tell what it was, but my heart was palpitating, and my pulse racing.

"DM, DM, DM," shouted a voice, "I think we found it, I think we found it."

As they got closer, I could see it was Max helping someone I had not met yet, and
they were carrying what looked like a metal rectangular container. It was a decent
size, but couldn't tell what it was yet. This had to be the artifact, it just has to.

"Who found it," I asked, "it looks like it's rather heavy considering your struggle in
carrying it."

"Eon did, DM," said Max, "Eon Ost Turf, he came from another planet to help."

Many of  our  allies from other  close-by planets joined in  our  battle  against  the
Cultists today, and we are grateful  for their  assistance. We would also support
them if they were in need, because that's our standing agreement.
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"Congratulations Eon," I stated as I reached to shake his hand, "this could be the
most important find to date, so I am very grateful for your efforts. You have earned
yourself a Monria apartment, and since you live off Moon, this should be of benefit
to you when you either visit, or join us should we need your battle services in the
future. Where exactly did you find it?"

"I was fighting the Cultists farther out near a rock formation," he began, "when a
bright glare hit my eyes. I moved to the right to get out of the line of the glare to
see where it was coming from and I saw something shiny sticking out from the side
of the rock. I cautiously moved toward it to see what it was and it appeard to be an
actual object. I couldn't move it, nor figure out how to open up the rock to get it out,
so I called Max over and asked him for help. It took us a while, but Max hit an
indentation at the edge of the rock near the item and the face of the rock in front of
the shiny piece that produced the glare just disintegrated revealing the object"

"Thank you Eon and Max," I said, "I'll take it from here."

I called in the lab techs to see if they could open up the metal casing to reveal
what was inside before they take the item to the forensics lab. Probably not the
best thing to do in the moment, but I was incredibly curious. The techs always
carry their field gear and are prepared for just about anything. I am quite anxious to
see what this casing holds. I don't remember last when I was this excited.

In only a few short minutes, there I was, standing in front of what appeared to be
an ancient 4-drawer file cabinet with the most curious drawer handles I had ever
seen. I wasn't fixated on the drawer handles too long because my thoughts were
racing, and the excitement of finding out what was inside all but paralyzed me.

Can you imagine for one moment what these four drawers might contain?

There is no time to waste.

14
 Copyright Monria / Virtualsense Ltd 



Monria | The Kipling Chronicle

Parchment Fingerprints & Unusual Cabinet Lettering
Prior to leaving the West Crater after the file cabinet was removed from the outer
metal casing, I was taking photos, but when the lab techs picked up the cabinet
with the ropes, the back of the cabinet was facing me. I noticed unusual markings
at the top and got a photo of it before we headed to the lab.

I met the lab techs at the forensics facility to make sure that the cabinet had been
placed in a secure room where only certain personnel had access. Max and Eon,
as well as the lab techs had their armor on, so the cabinet would not have been
compromised with fingerprints or anything else invasive.

I understood that after the outer area of the cabinet was forensically analyzed, it
was then I could come back to start my investigation of the contents. There would
be a specific protocol in doing so, but even in all my excitement of the discovery, I
somehow gathered enough patience to wait my turn.

In the meantime, I was curious about the unusual lettering found on the back of the
cabinet and went to my office to have a closer look at the photo. It was difficult to
make out so I enlarged that part of the cabinet to see if I could make any sense of
it. However, the closer I looked at it, the more I realized that whatever it was, it was
written or inscribed in some form of archaic symbols.

The more I looked at the drawer handles, the more I thought about this supposed
deity Cthulhu and what he might look like. I decided to do a little research in order
to see if there was any information available. There was, and this is beginning to
worry  me,  because the description  and images of  Cthulhu  in  the  ancient  Wiki
records is very close to what the cabinet drawer handles look like, and if  true,
Monria could indeed be in trouble.
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As I sat at my desk looking at the photos, I just knew there had to be some kind of
document, or at least an alphabet of some sort that would help decode the lettering
on the back of the file cabinet. This would certainly be a priority because it might
help to understand other things that may be found in the drawers of the cabinet.

I have been anxious for DSEC's Forensics Lab to produce some sort of results
from their  analysis  of  the parchment paper found in the West Crater.  It's  been
almost a month since the discovery and you would think that something would
have surfaced by now with all of the advanced technology available.

A few times, I had a mind to visit the forensics lab to see if I could inspire quicker
results, but if there is one thing I've learned as a researcher, you just can't mess
with science and empirical evidence. Maybe I'll give Jennifer a call to see how it's
all going, she's pretty accommodating.

"Hey Jenn," I said, "this is DM. How are things going with the parchment analysis?"

"Hello DM," Jenn responded, "did you not get a message yesterday that we found
fingerprints on the parchment?"

"No, Jenn," I replied, "I did not. Who was supposed to give me the message?"

"Colonel Mitchell was in the lab yesterday," she stated, "and I thought it would be
ok to give him the information to pass on to you."

"That was irresponsible Jennifer," I said, "there are protocols in place that dictate
that analysis reports are to be given directly to the person requesting them, and
not passed on through a third party."
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"Sorry DM," she offered, "but he was here at the lab and said that he was going to
be talking with you so I thought it was ok being he was from military headquarters."

"It doesn't matter where anyone is from, Jenn," I replied, "you broke the rules when
it comes to disseminating results of an investigation and that can't happen again.
We have to make sure that any evidentiary information is contained, or there could
be potential consequences. So please, stick to the rules, and if you have questions
about anything I have submitted to you, or others are asking you questions about
any of my investigations in the future, contact me before you share any information
whatsoever."

I tried hard not to unleash the full weight of my fury on her because I'm sure that
Colonel Mitchell was persuasive enough to get her to give him information. He has
tried to undermine me at just about every turn, and with the recovered file cabinet
now at the forensics lab we can't have him, or other unauthorized curiosity seekers
compromising the analysis of its contents.

"Also, Jenn," I said, "no one other than myself is authorized in that room where the
file cabinet is sitting, except you to run forensics when I start examining content. I
have to remove each item in that file cabinet carefully and document it before any
type of forensic testing. Please make sure that the room remains secure."

"I will DM," Jennifer responded, "and sorry again for the big mistake."

"Ok, thanks," I replied, "have you been able to identify any of the fingerprints yet?"

"Not yet," Jennifer stated, "and there's only one set of fingerprints."

"You will most likely need to expand your data search beyond the normal protocol,"
I began, "because we may not be dealing with the ordinary here. I'm specifically
interested in learning if by chance either of the Kipling's fingerprints are on that
parchment, which means consulting Earth records. I'm going to do some research
myself  to  determine when fingerprinting actually  began.  It's  possible  neither  of
them will have theirs on file anywhere. I'll get back to you."

"Ok, DM," Jennifer responded, "and I'll let you know if I come up with anything."

As I disengaged the comm unit, my thoughts went back to Colonel Mitchell being
in the forensics lab yesterday. There's no reason for him to be there, and the fact
that he was involved in conversation with Jennifer is suspect to me. This is a big
red flag, but before I stir things up, I'm going to contact General Anderson.

"Anderson here," the General said, "state your business quickly, I'm heading out
the door for a meeting."

"Hello General,"  I responded, "it's DM and I just have a quick question please,
don't want to hold you up."

"Oh hello DM," he replied, "how are things going with the examination of the file
cabinet?"
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"I haven't started yet," I said, "but will get to it soon. The reason I'm calling is to ask
if by chance you had sent Colonel Mitchell over to the forensics lab for something
yesterday?"

"Not at all DM," the General responded, "he has no reason to be at the forensics
lab, why do you ask?"

"Very interesting," I said, "because the lab tech, Jennifer, told me today that she
gave the parchment analysis results to Colonel Mitchell yesterday to pass on to me
because he said he was going to be talking to me. You and I both know that he
and I don't talk, and that he's always causing me grief when he gets the chance."

"Curious indeed," the General replied, "do you want me to question him about this
to see if I can come up with anything? He should not be going to the forensics lab
for any reason whatsoever."

"Thanks General," I responded, "but I'd rather look into this myself because I need
to question Jennifer further about a few things, and if there's something going on
here, then I don't want to tip him off. The file cabinet is secure, and I told Jennifer
that  no one has  access  except  myself  for  recording and archiving,  and her  to
conduct forensic testing on the content once I start examining it. I'll look into it soon
and get back to you. Appreciate the offer General."

"Anytime, DM," he said, "talk soon."

I am now becoming concerned at how many red flags have been raised over the
past few days. The discovery of the parchment, the meeting with Gothgorath, the
increased activity in the West Crater with the Cultists that led to our first full-on
battle, the recovered file cabinet that needs my attention, and now this.

I  need to  get  back  down to  the forensics lab soon and start  documenting the
contents of the file cabinet. However, I need more information about the Kiplings to
see  if  they  were  around after  fingerprinting  was  introduced,  and  whether  they
actually have a set of fingerprints on file in any known databank.

The first  known use of fingerprinting was in 1858 when Sir William Herschel,  a
British Ambassador in a District in India, required fingerprints and signatures on
civil contracts. Rudyard Kipling was born in Mumbai, India in 1865, which means
that fingerprinting was definitely in existence during both his and his son's lifetime.

Research is time-consuming, but I love making discoveries that are relevant to the
uncovering of information that helps fit the pieces of the puzzle together. Now the
crucial question is, were either of the Kiplings fingerprinted at any time, and would
their fingerprints show up in a databank that far back in history?

Perseverence paid off, because I learned that the U.S. military adopted the use of
fingerprinting in 1905, but I have yet to uncover a reference where the British Army
may have used them as well. If they did, then it's highly likely that a set of John
Kipling's fingerprints would be on file somewhere. It's also possible that Rudyard's
fingerprints might be on file if he was involved in a civil contract of some kind.
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However, if their fingerprints are available, and neither show up on the parchment,
then whose are they? There's something that keeps nagging me about the meeting
with Core; that grin on his face at the West Crater site where he said he found the
parchment as he turned to leave after I gave him some PED for his efforts. The
grin appeared more sinister than one of being happy. I'll deal with this later.

In the meantime, I learned that there was uncertainty as to who was laid to rest in
the grave at St Mary's ADS Cemetery in Haisnes, France that was identified as
John Kipling's in 1992, because in 2002, the data was disputed by a couple of
military historians who suggested that it may in fact be the grave of another soldier
named Arthur Jacob of the London Irish Rifles.

However, it was in January 2016 that the Commonwealth War Graves Commission
(CWGC) demonstrated that  the  original  identification of  the grave was correct.
Interesting to note though, that in the evidence presented, no genetic data was
included, leaving still  the question as to how accurate any presumed evidence
might be, without leaving a shadow of doubt.

One of the benefits of heading up the Monria Archives & Research Center (MARC)
is having access to the DSEC Forensics Lab where I can have a closer look at
what is discovered on Monria. I don't  actually do any of the scientific  forensics
procedures, but I can lend a careful eye to what is brought to the lab prior to when
the technical process begins. It is my job to document all.

Up until now, there have been periodic references to Cthulhu, and stories that filter
throughout the community of dark and evil occurrences on Monria, but we have
seen no evidence of this so far, nor have we found any documentation that would
support such stories. This 4-drawer file cabinet may be a missing link.

However, Goth made reference in our meeting about Cthulhu and that the Cultists
needed to believe that he worshipped him too, so this tells me that there has to be
something to these stories. Just what, is unknown, but in my research of Cthulhu, I
found a peculiar phrase that seems to be quite common.

"Ph'nglui mglw'nafh Cthulhu R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn."
(In his house at R'lyeh, dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.)

The more I dig, the deeper I get, and the smaller the puzzle pieces become, which
means that this isn't going to be so easy to solve. It seems a great deal of effort
has been put forth to cloak the mysterious and shadow the secrets. I'm beginning
to get this eerie feeling that Monria could be facing increased threats from what is
perceived to be dark and evil; that's if this Cthulhu deity truly exists and is not just
some fantasy God to appease a brotherhood of the Cultists.

I don't think that Goth would mislead me, but then, there have been many strange
behaviors that started with Core, then Goth, then Colonel Mitchell and Jennifer that
I'm not sure what to believe, but I know that it all somehow fits together.

I wonder where R'lyeh is ...
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There are some things I'm sure that the Monria community doesn't know about me,
but will eventually learn the more that I engage with them. They are important to
me, and one of my official roles is not only to document what is discovered on this
glorious Moon, but to keep our community safe by working with the DSEC entities.

Therein lies the dilemma. I am fast learning that all is not what it seems at times,
and while I have a history of working with General Anderson at DSEC Military, I am
suspicious that there may be others within the ranks who have less than positive
thoughts about the new governing body. I am not to be underestimated.

I am tolerant and patient to a fault, but not as trusting as some might think I am. No
amount of ignorance will excuse bad behavior, and if I am pushed beyond what I
consider to be reasonable exceptions, it's time to talk.

I am dedicated, loyal and protective of the Monrian community, but after arriving, it
felt like more than just a new home. There's a sense of urgency in the air that
feeds my senses; a drawing of energy outward, pulling me in different directions. It
upsets my equillibrium sometimes, weaving in and out of my thoughts as if turning
page after page looking for something.

This outward pulling of energy stops me in my tracks at times, but I am not fearful.
I liken it to being drawn into something that reaches beyond reality, and heightens
my level of awareness to the degree that there is clarity in vision. Fate is fickle, but
sometimes it gets it right. There is no doubt that I am here for a reason.

I am not so focused on the destination, as much as I am the journey. Something,
or someone, wants my attention, and I am determined to find out what, or who.
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Recovered Artifact Reveals Disturbing News
Ever since the ancient file cabinet was secured at the DSEC Forensics Lab, and
forensics analysis  of  the outer  surface was completed,  I  have spent numerous
hours documenting contents. You wouldn't think that so much could be contained
in one cabinet, but there is an abundance of documents and artifacts that have
raised an eyebrow or two, and I'm beginning to believe that this is no fantasy.

Many of the documents contain writing that I'm more than certain belongs to occult
phraseology. I did uncover an original scribbling in fairly readable English, along
with  a  sketch  of  a  creature  that  looks  very  similar  to  our  Shoggoth.  I  would
consider the message alarming if this were current times, but I'm guessing this is
an historical document without significant relevance.

"There can be no light, there can be no peace.
Annihilation and death come in the shadow of Shub-Niggurath."

It wasn't long before I started second-guessing my assumptions, and realized that I
needed to connect a few more dots to fully understand what I have discovered.
This isn't just a cabinet full of old documents and artifacts. This was an unfolding of
a story of ritual and rebellion, and it doesn't feel so old anymore. It gives me pause
to think that perhaps I should have more visits with Goth.
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It seems to be legendary that Cthulhu's sole mission is to control the thoughts of
those who rebuke him by causing them to go mad. It also seems the creatures of
the Moon have some connection to Cthulhu that  drives them to be aggressive
against the community at times. I hope Goth will be able to continue alerting us.

As I sift through more documents, which I'm sure will require more scrutiny, there's
one that seems to be an outline of a plot of madness. It joins others that draw a
path from sanity to insanity, and ultimately to control.

The more I uncover, the more unsettling all of this becomes. What if this is real,
and what if there are cases of Monrians who have experienced such things and
the information is being kept from us. I'm not naive to think that there aren't other
forces at work here. The question is, what is real and what is myth.

Through this process, I have actually learned a great deal about this deity Cthulhu,
and I am just about convinced that there is plausibility in a thread of truth. We have
for some time faced cosmic horrors across the universe because they do exit, but I
have never come across anything so seemingly pervasive that it would invade the
minds of a community for the shear purpose of control and manipulation.

Cthulhu may have fallen into a death-like sleep, but apparently there are powerful
telepathic communications that take place between him and the creatures of the
Moon that bring forth challenges such as the recent Cultist battle that put the entire
colony at risk. We have definitely upset whatever natural order of things was in
place by retrieving the ancient file cabinet. I am beginning to understand why.
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And I am also beginning to realize that I am actually believing what I just couldn't
fathom as something that existed in reality. My thoughts are coming far too quickly,
fighting for attention, but they float in the periphery because I can't tear myself from
an insatiable and urgent need to know more, so I read, and read, and read.

The realm within which we live considers humans as insignificant, and incapable of
understanding the purposeless, mechanical and uncaring universe that we face.
As such, they rely on our own cognitive dissonance to break us to the point of total
surrender, and into complete madness where Cthulhu gains control.

I felt a sudden sickness to think that perhaps the sparseness of the Moon upon our
arrival might have been a result of this invading darkness. My only question at this
point is, how is it done? I'm not quite sure I want to know the answer, but if we are
to get to the bottom of this mystery, then answers we need.

As I continued examining the contents of the drawers, I found smaller artifacts like
a bust of Cthulhu that I recognized from other images I've seen, and a couple of
medallions. Whoever this cabinet belonged to definitely had an affinity for Cthulhu,
but why were the Cultists protecting it?

I find myself in that space beyond the perception of reality, where you believe what
you  experience,  but  not  sure  it  has  tangible  significance;  where  the  evidence
seems to support some sort of existence, but it's circumstantial.

"Hey," I called to Jennifer, "did somebody put this here as a joke?"

"Put what where," Jennifer asked.

"This document I found at the top right of my desk," I said, "it's the first time I've
seen it, and this isn't even funny."

Jennifer walked over to my desk where I was examining and archiving documents
from the cabinet and looked at the paper with a perplexed expression.

"I have no idea how that got there DM," she stated, "I haven't removed anything
from that cabinet whatsoever."

"Are you serious," I asked, "do you know what this means? Someone was in this
room and removed this document from the cabinet."
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"We need to put additional security measures in place Jennifer, because no one
other than you and I, and anyone I authorize are to have access to this room. We
cannot have the contents of this file cabinet compromised."

"I'll get on it right away DM," Jennifer replied, "and report back when it's done."

There is an agreement between the governing body of Monria, which includes the
Archives & Research Center, that I have complete control over any discoveries
and how they are managed, as well as requests for forensics testing. How any of
the DSEC facilities run their operations is their business, but certain dictates are in
place so that there is a chain of evidence protocol followed that includes security.

I thanked Jennifer and took a photo of the document before placing it back into the
cabinet and leaving the lab. This one is a mystery because someone wanted me to
see that document, but who, and how were they able to get into the lab to actually
take it out of the drawer. This was a warning, but also a red alert.

My thoughts are anticyclonic right now. As hyper as I usually am, things aren't
moving fast enough. I not only have to get to DSEC Military Headquarters to bring
this to the General's attention, but also warn the Monrian community about this.
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As I enter military headquarters, I'm also thinking that this would not be a good
time to run into Colonel Mitchell and his antagonistic nonsense. However, it might
be an opportunity to question him about being at the forensics lab the other day.

"Can I help you with something DM," asked the Desk Sergeant.

"Is the General in his office," I asked.

"He is," said the Desk Sergeant, "I'll let him ..."

"Sorry Sergeant," I responded urgently, "there's no time for that."

The Sergeant stood up from his desk and shouted "But I have to ..." while I was off
in a hurried gate to get to the General's office before he could stop me.

I realize that everyone has a job to do, and it's appreciated, but there are times
when standing on ceremony has no place, and wasting time with protocol only
delays action. When something is urgent, it's damn urgent.

"Sorry General," the Sergeant said, "I tried to announce her."

"It's ok Sergeant," the General responded, "this must be urgent, I'll handle it."

I hadn't yet sat down in the chair in front of the General's desk and I'm sure he
could see that I was anxious. He asked the Sergeant to close the door and for me
to sit down and explain what this was all about.

"I don't know where to begin General," I said, "I have two issues and both have my
head spinning."

"Well, give me the most urgent one first," he replied, "and we can go from there."

I had to look at this from a time perspective because Valentine's Day was only a
few days away, and if anything in this document has any truth to it, then we will find
ourselves scrambling once again. This is not just the community and allies fighting
against a creature uprising this time, we're talking human sacrifice.

"Ok," I responded, "the bad news is, there seems to be an annual human sacrifice
to please Cthulhu. It's part of a ritual ceremony conducted by Shug-Niggurath, and
it  takes place on Valentine's  Day.  That's  if  I'm interpreting the contents  of  this
document correctly. It has the same archaic lettering that was found on the back of
the file cabinet.  I managed to find a set of rune symbols that matched where I
could actually put together an alphabet. This is not good General, this is not good."

"What the HELL," the General replied, "this stuff is getting crazy. Have you spoken
with Goth about this yet?"

"No, General," I said, "I haven't, but will when I leave here, I'll see if he can meet
with me at the Cave 2 TP to discuss it. Hopefully this is nothing to be concerned
about, but I figured I better alert you first because Valentine's Day is only a few
days away, and it's probably best to be prepared just in case."

"Ok then," replied the General, "you see if you can contact Goth to get more info
and I'll deal with getting the troops prepared without giving too many specifics."
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Note to the Monrian community ...

This is just an example of what's to come. There are 9 more chapters to be added
to The Kipling Chronicles in the same format that you are reading now. The original
content is being converted into books with added content, character development,
and dialogue that enhances the experience of learning about Monria's history.

We already have the following books in progress ...

• The Kipling Chronicles -- 11 or more chapters

• Historical Data Journal Entries -- 30 Journal Entries in all

• Monria's Beginning History -- 16 or more chapters

• Tales from the Deep -- 5 chapters currently completed, this is ongoing

• An unnamed book as an off-shoot of the Journal Entries

• An unnamed book that develops a new character

It will take a while to complete the books, but with each one completed, we will
publish it at the forum in PDF format for downloading.

The possibilities are endless, and you never know if you might find yourself inside
the covers of a Monria storyline.

Regards,

Dark Moon Enigma
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This is the back cover page. I'll send you the text on Skype that should be put into
frames and added ... one for the author bio, and one for the Monria description.
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This is the last page for the watermark graphic background.
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