


by Paul McConnell 

with additional help from Jean Lishman, 
Neal Sutton, Nigel Leather, and Chris Dykins 

additional drawings by Toren Atkinson, 
Don Allen, Jan Newhouse, and Margaret Ford 

additional editorial by Shannon Appel 

Chaosium Inc. 
1997 

Minions is published by Chllosium Inc. 
Cthulhu House books are produced oul--of·hoose by independent artists and authors. 

Copyright 0 1997 by Paul McConnell; all rights reserved. 
Minions is published as a supplement to Call of Cthulhu. Chaosium Inc: s roleplaying game of horror and wonder. 

Ctllf ofClhulhU® is the registered trademark of Chaosium Inc. 

Similarities between characters in this book and persons living or dead are entirely coincidental. 
The n:production of material from within this book fOf the purpose of personal or oorponte profit. by photographic, digital. or other 

electronic methods of storage and retrieval. is prohibiled. 

Except in Iftis publication and related advertising. illustrations original to MiIIiOflS remain the property of the artists.. and are 
copyright by lhcm under their separ1ltc copyrights. 

For II free catalog of Chaosium publications.. mail II request to: 
Chaoslum Inc .• 950 56th Street, Oakland CA 94608, U. S. A. 

Visi t our web site at: hllp:J/www.sirius.comf-cbaosiumlchaosium.html 
ISBN 1·56882-0984 
1098765432 I 

Chaosium Publication 2365. Published in May 1997. 
Printed in the United States of America. 







~io._"""_._ -_ ....... _ ... -
--,. .. ~ .. ..... --l'Ioo_io~_""" _of-. ..... ..,._ .. .. -..-. . ...,. ........ 
_&.. .... ..u_ ...... 
l'Ioo"""'""""'....-rilbo~ . .. _ "'" '- eIocIneoI .. _ 

---. ......... -. 
"'-"""''''''-'-__ II...,. 
............... _01 ... -'-

The above advenisementcan be found 
in a respected newspaper or. more 
likely, a scholarly or scientific journal. 
More than one investigator may be 
made aware of the job opportunity. but 
as only one person is required to fill the 
position the keeper will have to decide 
who is most suitable, perhaps by mak
ing applicable Skill rolls. Interested 
investigators will be contacted two 
weeks after submitting their fonnal 
applications. and asked to attend an 
interview. 

There will not bean opportunity for 
applicants to do their 'homework' on 
TEEK Industries because. as they learn 
at the interview, the company is gov
ernment-funded and the nature of their 
business highly confidential. 

Or McBride. Headof Research and 
Development at TEEK Industries, has 
hired a conference room in one of 
Boston's most prestigious hotels in 
which to conduct the discourse. The 
proceedings are quite relaxed, but the 
doctor does nothing to disguise his 
serious-mindedness. The investigators 
will be told nothing more at thls stage 
other than the fact that the job is to take 
overmonitoringaparticularexperimenl 
the company has had running over the 
last six weeks. Due toabroad spectrum 
of tests, the ideal candidate would have 
a good knowledge in the base areas of 

science, and especially Physics and 
Chemistry. The investigator's appli
cation should be successful. as the 
competing candidates are a poor crop 
of students and time wasters. If there 
are no objections to signing a standard 
contract that restricts TEEK employees 
from discussing company matters 
outside work. Dr McBride will advise 
the remaining applicant.s lhat the 
position has been filled. 

The investigator will work in the 
research building, one of many bland. 
concrete StruClUres, set away from the 
hean of the TEEK Industries estate. 
There is a security guard at the main 
doors of the building, at all times. Once 
inside tbe building, laboratory 
employees are escorted directly along 
the corridor to their right. and let into 
the artificially-lit Security Corridor. 
Laboratory staff are not given keys to 
the building. as they are expected to 
stay all their six hour shift past this 
point. 

The Main Laboratory and Test 
Areas, both accessed through the 
Security Corridor. are separated only 
by a sheet of glass, two inches thick, 
that stretches across from one wall to 
the other, and from the ceiling to the 
floor. The Main Laboratory is where 
ninety-ninepercentofthetimeisspent, 
looking after and taking readings from 



the equipment. Apart from the Light of 
the Main Laboratory the only lumi
nance in the Test Area is from the 
monitoring apparatus and, after sev
eral steps down into a chamber. the 
white glow froma port window set into 
a robust, cast-iron door, set in the oppo
site wall. 

On ly Company Directors. such as 
Dr McBride. are free to enter each 
building as they please; even govern
ment offici31s need to make an ap
poinunent before they are even permit
ted through the main gates. Every em
ployee of the company is issued an 
identity card that must be worn on the 
lapel at 311 times. This card will not 
allow access to any other pan of the 
estate. Any other of the buildings must 
be contacted through the direct tel
ephone ljne. This is how employees are 
expected to make requests for any 
equipment or suppLies they might need. 
Refreshments and amenities are laid 
out in the Main Laboratory. as the area 
may not be left unattended. In case of a 
Life-threatening emergency, such as a 
fire, there is an electrical alarm system 
and an Emergency Exit in the Security 
Corridor. Afterhearing the 31arm is the 
only lime that the security guard is 
permitted into the Security Corridor. 
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Apan from being casually informed 
that the building used to be a test area 
for research into supposed bearers of 
psychic phenomena. no other details of 
thecompany·sbusiness,pastorpresent. 
will be forthcoming or attainable. The 
results of a previous project were dis
appointing. SO it was recently discon
tinued and succeeded by this current 
undertaking. 

The first day of work will bea long 
and arduous introduction from Dr 
McBride to the research facilities. Un
dersranding the principle of much of 
the equipment and machinery will be 
easy to digest, so long as the investiga
torhas the level of proficiencyofChem
istry and Physics needed to carry him 
or her through the interview. Keepers 
may gram checks in these sk.ills. as a 
resull of this day of induction. 

Through an affinity with his slUdy 
of archaic sciences, behind the metal 
doorway in the Test Area is a Magical 
Gate created nonchalantly by Dr Mc
Bride. He believes to have tapped onto 
a source of energy that is admittedly, so 
far. beyond his understanding. His 
Cthulhu Mythos knowledge is mini
mal, and so has persuaded TEEK In
dustries to invest research into under
standing what he has chanced upon. 

The ponal window issues a bright. 
fuzzy eminence, which is difficult to 
look at for too long without goggles. 
All that can be seen by squinting be· 
yond the glass is something like a 
subterranean scene, wherein incandes
cent life-forms 'swim' ; some of them 
octopod, others eel-like. The preemi· 
nent cenU'e of interest is a being of 
roughly humanoid shape who acea
sion31ly presses its hands and face up to 
the glass and looks into the laboratOl)' 
with its oversized and empty, gawking 
face. There is no evidence of the crea
lUre's ability to acknowledge the con
tents of the laboratory; tests set up to 
attract a response have 31ways been 
inconclusive. There may be a nominal 
SAN loss of 011 on first seeing the 
crealUre's vacant gape. 

An impressive array ofmoniloring 
equipment is focused on the Magic31 
Gateway. There are a dozen monitors 
to register any breaches of atmosphere 
and possible chemic31 leaks into the 
Test Area. Another monitor is fixed to 
the glass window of the doorway to 
measure the sU'ess factor; and a similar 
sensor-<tish focussed in its direction to 
record any localised sonic vibrations. 
Up until DOW there have been no such 
occurrences, even when the creature 
pushes past the glass. 

Due to the doctor' s haphazard spell· 
casting. the investigator is in no imme
diate danger from what might be be· 
yond the doorway, as an Elder Sign is 
also unwillingly, but fonunately , 
worked into the metal door. 

Dr McBride may have some un
shared notion that what he has is a 
window to another dimension. 1bese 
suspicions were first aroused aftersome 
early tests he did to try to magnify his 
view, to better see beyond the portal; 
certain optical filters reve31ed forms 
and colours he still finds impossible 10 
record or describe. 

If the doorway is ever breached by 
excessive damage or opened by the 
wheel-lock, anything could happen; 
the creature could escape or the inves
tigator could enter the Magical Gale to 
fmish up heaven-knows-where. The 
true extent of the doctor's machina
tions are left open for development., but 
suffice to say, this scenario should 
offer some mora1 dilemmas. • 
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One of the investigators is contacted 
by the police authorities and told news 
of the violent and untimely death of a 
cousin, Thomas Boullan: He was 
knocked dead hours earlier in the morn
ing by an interstate locomotive on a 
terribly lonely run of track just inside 
the industrial sector. 

His identity was established by a 
library card found in the breast pocket 
of his shirt. The investigator's name, 
address, and association with the dead 
man was recovered from a years'? old 
Christmas card folded-up in the lining 
of his coat. 

The investigator will need to iden
tify the scrapings of the cow-catcher, 
and will then beasked to recover Boul
lan's personal effects from his flat and 
keep them in store. in case evidence of 
a will is found. 

Boutlan should not have been a 
panicu larly close relati ve: the Ijule the 
investigator remembers is from uni
versity. Even then Doullan was a very 
private person and generally kept to 
himself. At the same lime. he could be 
wonderfully impulsive and outspoken 
when on the subject of science; this 
'unacceptable' conduct had him thrown 
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out of more lectures than the 
investigator may care to remember. 
Since school. Boullan and his good 
friend and co-partner, Dr Garuth Chris· 
tian. have involved themselves in a 
string of controversial and sometimes 
dangerous studies of, sadly. unspec
tacular achievement. Their theories 
have been 100 fanciful for the serious 
attention of the medical world or any 
of the sciemific community. And, as 
they make it their business to often 
attack some of the basic principles of 
science. the tragic consequence has 
meant they have gone unpublished. 

The investigator may have had fore· 
sight to engage the assistance of other 
members of the team to help with 
yanking furniture from his cousin's 
rooms. The group will be shown up to 
the small lodgings by the resident land· 
lady, Mrs Croxley, who asks if the 
apartment can be cleared before sun· 
down, as there is a gentleman wanting 
use of the rooms that coming evening. 
As soon as the landlady learns that one 
of the investigators is family to Boollan, 
she will have no reservations or guilt 
in gibing them S20 for his dead cous· 
in's back·rent. 

The state of the lodgings manifest 
Boullan and Christian' s achievements 
in exploring their 'alternative' realms 
of science: as they enter. the door jams 
halfway under junk pi led up within. At 
this, the landlady simply rolls hereyes 
and leaves the investigators to their 
chore. Books and papers litter the 
whole space of the floor. curling up 
around the legs of simple wooden 
furniture, and concealing the worn 
pattern of the carpet beneath. And 
matching decor for the walls are 
teetering shelves of dusty books 
stacked, in no recognisable order, from 
the floor up to the low ceiling. 

The next room is less clauslTOpho-
bic and holds down a lillie more order. 
it would seem to have been put aside 
for the practice of science. Bou1lan's 
personal journal of his and Dr Chris· 
lian 's most recent and ongoing experi· 
ment is open on the desktop nearest 
the window-su nearby reference. 
There can be other dubious finds 
amongst the apartmem's motley as· 
sortmem of chemicals and tomes; this 
might be a good opportunity to slip the 
investigators another 'little something' 
to help inaugurate a plot for an addi· 
tional or future scenario. 

TIle apartment's remaining rooms 
maintain the untidy themethroughoul. 
but-apart from, perhaps. the pres· 
enee of bunk beds-hold nothing out 
of the ordinary. or of s ingular interest. 

Mebical PRactice 
Cal] for Idea rolls if. after reading the 
reference, the full gravity of the SilU
ation is not clear: Boullan was killed 
before he was able to exhume his col· 
league. who still remains, as Soullan 
put in his journal. 'buried at Charlie 
Parker's plot'. The investigatorssbould 
also figure out why Boullan chose a 
secluded route across the rail way track, 
back to his apartment: he did not want 
to attract the attention of passers-by 
with his 'experiment'. 

Tune should be of me essence. Dr 
Christian will have been buriedsix hours 
before the investigators are even made 
aware of his cousin' s death: and the time 
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spent at the mortuary should have been 
no more lhan an hour. Allowing another 
how-befure finding the BouJlan • s joomaI: 
the soonest the investigators could pos
sibly act on their findings is about eight 
hours after Boullan helped DrChristian 
to his self-inhumation. 

The now quite exhilarated investi
gators should not leave the flat without 
a Spot Hidden roll. This will bring to 
their attention a framed uni versity pho
tograph mounted in proud view, on 
one of the walls. It isofaclass from the 

local university; the caption betrays it 
as just over seven years old. From the 
disparate well-wishes scrawled over 
the picture, a student by the name of 
Charlie Parker is revealed as the some
what intense looking young man stand
ing in the front row, sandwiched be
(ween the investigator's cousin and
the now doctor--Christian. 

Before the investigators can set off 
and pursue any wild ideas to find wbere 
Dr Christian is buried, and generally 
save the day, they will have to deal 
first with the problem at hand. Un
likely to want to fritter their valuable 
time, the investigators can put off 
moving Boullan's things by paying 
his landlady the aforementioned $20 
back-rent as well as a minimum of$30 
extra, to satisfy her inconvenience, 
allowing them to press on with their 
digging. When vis iting the 
investigator's fanneruni versity. before 
even reaching reception, the 
investigators will notice Boullan and 
Dr Christian in amongst an attractive 
exhibition of reunion photographs, up 
in the foyer . There is no evidence that 
Charlie Parker attended the rttentcel
ebrations. Asking at reception-with 
a quick Fast Talk roll-finds out the 
reason why: the man died two months 
ago from a terminal illness. 

Allot another hour for an accom
plished stopover at the university. 

GReeN FiN Gens 
With the stringent time consideration. 
the investigators will most likely agree 
to split-up so as to cover more ground. 
There should be no more than a few 
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leads open for investigation. Acquir
ing Charlie Parker's old address should 
nOI present a problem; they will find it 
no more than fifteen minutes walk 
from Boullan's apanment. Parker lert 
behind a widow and three infant chil
dren. Mrs Parker is acquainted with 
Boullan and DrChristian, and is all too 
aware of their professional reputation. 
but knows nothing of any recent ex
periments. She will be pleased to di
reet them to her husband's grave,just 
so long as she is given no reason to 
suspect them of doing anything but 
pay their respects. 

If the investigators do not think to 
interview Mrs Parker, for all they know, 
Charlie Parker could be buried in any 
one of town's six graveyards or cem
eteries. In this case, use a ID6 to 
simulate their search, with each wrong 
guess losing them a precious hour of 
time. Award the investigators instant 
success if they have sense to begin by 
looking through the tombstones sited 
nearest Parker's property. 

If the investigators believe Dr 
ChriStian is buried at Charlie Parker's 
plot, they should not allow themselves 
the luxury to pick and choose their 



time. To wait for the cloak of night 
would surely mean the doctor's cer
tain death, and similarly, a legal exhu
mation would also waste lhem more 
valuable hours. But, help emphasise 
the severity of their actions. as they dig 
around the fresh eanh of the grave by 
having a wedding party burst abruptly 
from out of the church. Or better still, 
one of the investigators glimpse sight 
of Parker's widow approaching the 
graveside, requiring one of them to 
hinder her while the others finish the 
undertaking. Since the grave is but 
two months old, the investigators will 
spendlittle more than a few minutes 
spading through the soil. They are 
likely to feel confounded by what little 
their efforts uncover. There is no evi
dence the grave has previously been 
defiled; Charlie Parker lies hushed in
side an artless como; hands clasped 
daintily around a small rosewood box, 
containing his simple treasures. 

Amongst this bundle of intimate 
effects is one photograph of Charlie in 
a scene with an elderly woman and 
two small children, digging up a row 
of mixed vegetables. As they read lhe 
handwrinen caption on the reverse side. 
the full ambiguity of it all should wash 
over the investigators and rest heavily 
in thepitoftheirslomachs: 'Helen and 
the kids, helping oul al Charlie's plo,'. 

Dr Garalh Christian is buried al 
Charlie Parker's plot: a slender por
tion of land once used by Charlie for 
the cultivation of his very own grocery 
produce. The allotment has been al
lowed to fall into disorder. it is nigh
on impossible to see the vegetables for 
the weeds. Apart from. thai is. one 
bare patch. several feet across, where 
the tangled and overgrown foliage has 
been recently uprooted and pitched 
aside. 

Thomas Boullan and Dr Christian's 
'sleeper' serum does not work-have 
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the investigators believe what they 
like-but the only reason the doctor 
has survived is because the ground 
under which he lay is rich with peat 
and perforated with the roots of 
surrounding. dead and hollow trees. 
This will do little, of course, to stop 
him dying in two weeks from malnu
trition should the investigator fail to 
acknowledge his dilemma. 

When dugupand unwrapped from a 
sheet of white linen, Dr Christian gasps 
heavily at thesweetair, and, through fits 
of coughing, falls weakly to his hands 
and knees. Depending on bow prompt 
the investigators were in finding him, 
effectively detennines the state of the 
doctor's mind, once he is exhumed The 
chlorofonnadministered by Boullan was 
good for eight long hours; so the 
investigators should have been mindful 
to the doctor's plight just as his spirit 
woke, bound in torture. 

Dr Christian could be the prover
bial 'cornered animal' half-expected 
through reading the final entries of 
BouUan' s journal; or the sensitivecrea
ture who becomes awkwardly emo
tional when told of his good friend's 
death. Tally up the number of hours 
spent in the search; multiply that 
number by 106 and-if lhe doctor 
fails a SAN check-deduct that figure 
from his current score. 

To determine the extent of thisdam
age, consult the appropriate insanity 
Table from the Call of Cthulhu rule
book . • 
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Mr and Mrs Rainbird require the ad~ 
vice of a qualified psychoanalyst, and 
approach one or more of the investiga~ 
tors for attention. The couple arrive 
unannounced at the investigator's 
practice, Mrs Rainbird clutching 
something like a bi scui t jar close to her 
breast, to ask whether they can be seen 
at this short notice. 

The eltigency is not that either of 
the Rainbirds regard Mrs Rainbird's 
mental state as dire. but because CoUn 
Rainbird is a piano tuner with The 
Boston Symphony Orchestra and has 
a need to leave town for two weeks the 
day after tomorrow. Before which, he 
is keen to understand just why his wife 
has in the last two weeks starting hear
ing voices in her head. Even more 
disturbingly, she taken to writing tbese 
messages down onlo slips of paper 
which sbe then folds up and keeps in a 
biscuit barrel. 

With a Psychology roll, an investi
gator may diagnose that Mrs Rainbird is 
slightly mad, but no more. Certainly the 
best move towards understanding her 
condition is for the investigalor to use 
his skill to Persuade her to reveal the 
contents of the jar. Mrn Rainbircl is as 
mystified by her behaviour as her 
husband and is unable shed any light as 
to the meaning or nalureofwhal she has 
wrinen. Experienced investigators will 
be confident that the young woman is 
under the influence of something more 
substantia l than facile eccentric 
delusions. Weretheinvestigatorstogoad 
Mrs Rainbird into speaking candidly 
about any malterihat is troUbling her, or 
of any recenl exposure to something out 
of the ordinary, they will soon bean the 
scent.lbeyoung woman is a kindergar
len teacher bedevilled by the memory of 
an incident that occurred on the last day 
of the summer semester. 

'My class were pemlitred to spend 
tile aftemoon playing in the garden 
OUI near the duck pond where some of 
the children often try and capture drag
onflies as they skip close to the water's 
edge. Two of the boys, whilst digging 
in the soil. IInear/hed a pair of ebony
black chrysalides, measuring all 
impressi\'e several inches in length. 
This was brought to my notice as the 

two began to bawl,' they had disturbed 
an ant's nest and each had insects 
craw/illg uptheiramlS. Spurred on by 
tile anxious children, with help from 
thegroundsman,llalerrelrievedtheir 
find alld careflllly carried the shiny 
pods over to the greenhouse where 
they have lainfor thesejirst two weeks 
infO the summer holiday. ' 

With the recollection of this seem
ingly inconsiderable eve nt Mrs 
Rainbird experiences an inexpressible 
sense of foreboding that rouses an 
urge to call by at the school. And in 
absence of a bener idea, the investiga
tors may wish to humour the tonnented 
women and escon her there. 

Gaining access to the building is 
not a problem as, curiously, the build
ing is not properly secured. Turning 
the latch lothe front door. Mrs Rainbird 
hurries down the empty corridors and 
out into the garden, with her husband 
and the investigators in tow. With the 
exception of the boarded and battened 
west face, the greenhouse is a totally 
sashed and glazed construction. 
through which the party is met with a 
fonnidable sight. 

From inside, a monstrous bipedal 
insect the sizeofinfant child scratches 
at the glass. Without question thecrea
ture is from an aberrant nest. but in 
spite of this, one might imagine this 
particular specimen 10 be also damned 
with severe disfigurement. Black 
greasy skin is stretched taut over a 
featureless face, and as it hovers
beating its leathery wings with sur~ 
prising rapidity-its underdeveloped 
legs are held light against the thorax 
where its body is lightly coated with 
pale brown hairs. 

The elderly groundskeeper is 
spraw led lifeless before the 
greenhouse; he collapsed from shock 
and died of hean failure sometime 
during the last twenty-four hours. The 
chrysalides he and the young teacher 
recovered had recently grown as they 
entered the final instar of 
metamorphosis. and ultimately 
emerged two horrible NightgaunlS. 
Consult the rulebook for further de
tails about these terrible creatures of 
the Mythos. 

Only one of them is observable 
through the steamy glass; if studied for 
any length of time the investigators 
will be spectator to certain manner
isms. The humidity of the mini-envi
ronment has bred a rather brooding 
captive. When not in flight one can see 
its wings have nOI properly fanned; 
the soft membranes hang limp and 
appear damp and indented at the edges. 
The Nightgaum unfurls them once 
every hour to reveal a vein lacing that 
is pumped rigid with blood to suppon 
the creature for up to several minutes 
of continuous flight, 

Other notable behaviour includes 
it walking precariously around with its 
wings fanned wide. and feeding on the 
flowers and greenhouse plants by bury
ing its face and sucking up the parti~ 
cles of food like a sponge. The 
Nightgaunt also becomes particularly 
listless during the night as it is a cold
blooded creature and can not rely on 
its body to generate heat. 
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When the investigators enter the 
greenhouse there will be a flurry of 
movement as the creature becomes 
highly distressed. They are also met 
with the pungent odour from the 
hibemaculum remains that mingle 
underfoot with a bright yellow liquid 
secretion, as well as the brittle husk of 
the other ill-fated beast. A little while 
after pupation this less fonunate crea
ture became trapped in a comer of the 
greenhouse and expired simply from 
disorientation. 

The feeble survivor the invesriga· 
tors are faced with will endeavour to 
escape at the earliest possible opponu
nity, and, once free. will battle in a 
fre nzied daning night against the 
considerable evening breeze to mi
grate to a celestial climate. • 
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One of the investigators receives this 
handwritten letter from Jeremy McFad
den, a close school friend, and is pre
sented with a momentous appeal for 
help. Besides exchanging a few sea
sonal greetings, the investigator will 
have pUI some distance between their 
relationship after finishing a stinl with 
him at Edinburgh University and mov
ing back 10 America ten or more years 
back. 

The Belforte House Hotel is arather 
pleasant establishment set into the 
bustling heart of Stranraer. The inves
tigator should check-in late the eve
ning before meeting withJeremy. That 
meeting will occurnexl morning in the 

hotel lounge over coffee. 
After the first few minutes, all the 

rudimentary anecdotes and good hu
mour isexhausted and the burly Scots
man will rub his thick-fingered hands 
together in front of him over the table
top, summoning an aura of restless
ness between them. Jeremy's voice 
fall s hushed and he will edge yet closer 
over the surface of the table to speak of 
his tribulations. 

He will reveal that his dear wife, 
Wendy, is struck with a particularly 
atrocious affliction, an hereditary spi
nal deficiency that curses certain 
branches of her family's descent 
Wendy had spoken to him many years 
earlier of it, but death hardly made 
suitable chauer for a newly-married 
couple, and so the matter was dropped. 

Jeremy has bruises and cuts over 
his face and neck. Some of the injuries 
are closed and yellowed; a First Aid 
roll suggests he is taking a long-term 
battering. If asked about it he will 
explain that hehas resurrected an inter
est in boxing-an enthusiasm devel
oped through his university years
and insists that the injuries are super
ficial and the least of his worries. As 
the investigator is about to find out, 
they are in fact evidetlce of unfath
omed worries. 

Further, if the investigator makes 
any physical contact with Jeremy. the 

mend will visibly wince under the 
sting of other injuries hidden beneath 
his loose cotton shirt. Noticeably tor
mented, Jeremy will peer up from his 
fuming cup, the glassy whites of his 
eyes rimmed raw with the weight of 
suffering his containment all this time 
alone. When he first tries to speak, his 
voice fails him and the words give into 
a decomposed deHvery, about which 
he is discernibly abashed. He swiftly 
stages a tantrum of coughing and 
wheezing, affording him a moment to 
collect himself. 

Lungs filled upwith rich and sooth-
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ing vapours of caffeine, Jeremy will 
go on to explain-with both the tone 
of his voice and his wounded expres
sion low and pleading--that Wendy 
has categorically refused to be exam
ined by a doctor. and has gone as far as 
to suggest she would threaten the life 
of an y strnngerwho crossed the thresh
old of the house. Thankfully. in the 
five months she had been so deranged. 
no one had visited. Jeremy has been at 
a loss as for what to do. This meeting 
is the first time he has shared anything 
of the full agony of hi s dilemma. He 
goes on to express a desire for the 
investigator. also. not to confide in 
another at this early stage. 

A successful Fast Talk is needed 
to gain his trust before involving any 
other of the investigators. 

Thai win be the essence of this 
preliminary meeting; Jeremy and the 
investigators should arrive at the best 
way for them all to confront his wife 
and sit the problem out together. This 

can not happen until after six-thirty 
that evening, because Jeremy has 
already taken more than his fair time 
from work to look after her. Since 
Wendy has refused to be examined by 
specialists or receive any treatment, 
Jeremycanofferhisemployernodocu
mentary proof of his commitments. 
He fears it is a only a matter of time 
before he is dismissed from his post. 

Sleep witlJ tlJe FislJes 
The investigators should stop over at 
the McFadden household one hour 
before daylight is due to fail [If they 
betray their promise to Jeremy and 
choose to visit the cottage prior to this. 
they find the place secured and by aU 
appearances empty.] 

AJongside Keepers Cottage there 
is a view of punishing waves over the 
loch breaking onto the rocks that pour 
out onto the ground shingle of beach. 
The horizon will have, as yet, nibbled 
only a sliver off the setting sun, but a 
pair of thick curtains are pulled tightly 
across the front window of the other
wise quite affable building. A Spot 
Hidden roll has the investigators notice 
that a pane of glass in one of the upper 
rooms is cracked and starred. The fabric 
inside the windowpane twitches as 
they drive off the serpentine road along 
Loch Ryan and into the driveway. 

The investigators will be ushered 
directly inside by Jeremy. who sheep
ishly waits for them at the front porch. 
Fresh cuts have broken out over the 
man's face. Theinvestigators are asked 
[0 seat themselves in the sitting room 
whilst he prepares coffee in the next 
room. The house is silent, all except its 
structure bowing and creaking under 
the coastal winds. 

Through the high ceiling, there will 
come one powerful thump from the 
room above that will make even the 
most collected investigator start in his 
seat. On this. Jeremy bursts into the 
sitting room, his eyes to the ceiling, 
wearing a nervous smile and with 
steaming beakers of coffee carried 
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daintily in each of his oversized hands, 
brimming over 0010 the carrying tray. 

In his now usual agitated tone. 
Jeremy explains that his wife is taking 
a bath. He goes on to claim that the 
previous upheavel was. in all 
Iikelyhood, a bar of soap slipping 
through her fingers onto the bathroom 
floor. Throughanolherthin. wiry smile. 
Jeremy goes on to tell of Wendy spend
ing practically all her waking hours in 
pursuit of cleanliness. He ponders, in 
whispers, whether through sterility she 
thinks to wash the disease from her 
system'! He then goes off at tangents 
with fear for his and the investigators' 
safety: What if il were some dreaded 

lo-~!!.at of 9", 

virus. and 1101 the hereditary condition 
he though'? 

This lack of confidence is com
pletely unbefitting Jeremy's impres
sive size and physique: it may take a 
couple of mi nutes and a Psychoanal y~ 
sis roll to calm him down. An investi
gator must explain how Wendy can 
not be helped unless Jeremy demands 
that she comedown now for the meet
ing. For several long minutes the in
vestigators are left while Jeremy is 
upstairs attempting to coax his wife 
from out of the bathroom. It is a lire
some wait that is prickled with a meas
ure of apprehension, with the sounds 
of the sea, the buckling beams of the 
house and the trembling whispers and 
imploring taps their friend gives for 
his wife through the oaken doorahove. 
There are no clocks or fine ornaments 
in the sitting room. The radio is half
covered and on its side with the face 
broken in. 

When Jeremy comes back down. 
his eyes are rimmed red and a success
ful Psychology roll suggests that his 
sudden offer to make them all a sand
wich is really an opportunity to reas
semble his dignity. After less than a 
minute. a Listen roll has the investiga
tors hear something piller-paller on 
the bare boards outside the door of the 
silting room going iDlo the kitchen. 
Then. there will cornea noise from the 
kitchen to break the virtual silence. 
I ike a rusty hammer through cold, crys
lal chimes. 

The investigators will find the 
kitchen door bolted and now all silent 
within. It will take as much time to 
break down the door as it does to climb 
the side gate and enter the house from 
the rear by the wreckage of. what were, 
the French windows. All of the kitchen 
is needled with shards of glass from 
the broken windows overlooking the 
beach. Jeremy looks to have been 
thrown. half throttled and bleeding. 
across the linoleum floor. He has a 
heavy concussion and is. for the most 
part. inarticulate. 

Despite the pain. in several desper
ate attempts, Jeremy rises onto an el
bow, splashes ashotofwhisky into the 
bottom of a glass and swills out onto 
the floor a residue of fine glass nee
dles. Quickly pouring himself another. 
he falters out through the flapping 
curtains. crunching glass underfoot and 
mumbling something about Wendy 
and suicide. 

The investigators may becompelled 
to wonder after the manner of person 
capable of clouting a man of Jeremy's 
size with such conviction. The crux of 
the matter is that Wendy McFadden is 
in the final state of metamorphosis
she is a Deep One. 

SaviN(J Face 
The distant klaxon from the late 
Stranraer to Lame ferry carnes over 
the Irish Sea. With it comes the lights 
of small fishing boats and of the 
working city, fluttering and drawing 
OUI across the waves. 

The footprints scraped freshly into 
thesandaremonstrous. The investiga
tors must pace with their heads stooped 
low against the dust-filled gusts of 
wind whilst following lhe disturbing 
trail, out towards the far-off tidal wa
ters. During the minutes of pursuit 
they give from the McFadden beach
house. the tracksof thei r laloned quarry 
alter. They become somehow bolder. 
elongated and sunken from Iheirmaker 
slipping under the sodden and yield
ing sand. Bul there is something else; 
if the investigators lake time to pause 
and fall down to a crouch and examine 
the footprints closer, with a Track 
roll, there is an inexplicable urgency 
in the stride. 

Continuing the arduous approach 
of the waters' edge. the investigators 
follow the ugly and dragging footfalls 
toa high rise of jagged rocks. Standing 
at the foundation of the fifty foot bank 
of stone briefly awards the investiga
tors asylum from the feverish winds. 

The investigators then calch sight 
of Wendy; a silhouette hobbling 



slowly over the open rise for the 
biting saltwaters below. IF Jeremy is 
able to keep up with the party. his 
reaction on seeing his wife will be 
one of great relief: the y ha ve 
prevented her from causing herself 
harm. 

Whether Jeremy's desperate cries 
are heard or nOI over the gale, the 
preoccupied woman carries on her 
strange hobble overthe rocky summit. 
Nor is Wendy delayed as her long, 
summer dress hooks over the crags; 
the grimy, taut fabric ribboning. bil· 

lowing. and cracking from the coastal 
winds as she paces staunchly on, be
traying outlandish strength in her 
bloated and misshapen body. 

The investigator.; can observe that 
while her steps are at least as strong as 
theirs, her movements seem relatively 
dull. Despite having to hold one palm 
raised in order to block the glare of the 
setting sun. with a DEXx3 roll the 
investigators can dash up and over the 
unctuous slope and are able to catch up 
with Wendy before she finishes her 
descent to the shoreline. 

Her dress is stretched tight across 
her rounded back. Her shoulder.; are 
swollen hard. Her breathing becomes 
hoarse and laboured as she is ap
proached. The symptoms of the dis
ease are visible from head to what 
could now barely be described as feet. 
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Her hair is missing in clumps and her 
skin looks feverous and scaled. She is 
so very much an abomination that in
vestigators may earnestly wonder if it 
would not be kinder to let Wendy 
throw herself to the waves. 

'Comeon, darling. you're nol well.' 

Jeremy will shout firmly. At the same 
time he swallows bard. betraying his 
coven fear. The first sweep of Wendy's 
webbed claw whistles through the cold 
air. delivering her dumbstruck husband 
asavage blow to the stomach. Startled, 
he will put a hand to his numbed side, 
hold it down in frontofhim, todiscover 
he is bleeding badly. Disbelievingly, 
Jeremy slowly scans her haggard, 
bloated, vacant face and slumps back, 
horrified, reeling senseless in the 
heather . • 
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Details of just how this unusual amulet 
comes into the hands of an investiga
tor are left wide open. Have him or her 
find it beforehand in your ongoing 
campaign or let him recover it from a 
dusty old junk sbop. 

II is a solid disc of onyx with twin 
semi-precious jewels set as eyes and a 
monetary worth of around $SO(llts less 
evident property is that it wards off 
malicious intent., beuer than an Elder 
Sign. To use and recognise this power, 
an investigator must already know how 
tocreateanElderSign.1beamulet may 
serve only as a regular ward, and may 
not be used as a personal charm for 
warding offM ythos creatures; however, 
there is no magic point or POW loss to 
use this disc. Be sure the investigators 
have had possession of the amulet long 
before running this enCOWlter. 

This is an opportunity to supply 
one investigator with some details of 
his or her home base, set into the 
suburban back-roads of town. The as
sumption is that the investigator has 
the said amulet in the security of this 
residence. 

Another party besides the investi
gator is familiar with the amulet and 

laying plans for its recovery; which is 
the essence of this encounter. 

On a relaxed evening when the 
investigator is at home. perhaps enter
taining one or more friends or col
leagues, he notices the tall figure of a 
man standing outside the cottage. He 
should think nothing of this until later 
into the evening, perhaps on closing 
the curtains, when the man is seen still 
loitering further off down the lane. 
With his back to the cottage and in 
silhouette under the single street-lamp 
where he stands, nothing about him 
gives any indication of who he is. 

Unless disturbed, the figure waits 
for hours. doing nothing more than 
shuffle his feel. U approached, he de
tects the slightest footfall, and will 
bolt away across the fields and be 
offered darkened asylum by the sur
rounding woodland. The elusive 
prowler has come to the investigator's 
cottage in an effort to steal back the 
amulet for its previous owner, whose 
identity is unimportant and can be best 
contrived by the keeper. 

The prowler. a Ghoul. has found 
itself inhibited from entering the cot
tage, due to the mysterious cloaking 



propenies of the black amulet therein. 
This also prevents the creature from 
breaking and entering when the cot· 
tage is later unoccupied. II is recom· 
mended there be a break between gam· 
ing sessions before running the rest of 
this scenario. II is imponant the player 
does not suspect this following scene 
to be a direct cominuation of the one 
previous. Furthermore. the investiga
tor should not suspect the machina
tions of the recent prowler, and so, 
have no specific reason 10 single-out 
the protection of the amulet above 
anything else at the cottage. 

The second attempt at steaJjng the 
black amulet will be made one morn
ing. in the dark and early hours, while 
the investigator is sleeping. The cot
tage is set on a road used as a trade 
route by morning traffic-a shan cut 
in and from the city centre. The inves
tigator will have become quite used to 
the rumbling c1amourof wheels plung
ing down the lane, passing only feet 
away from the front door. each and 
every morning. This morning. there 
will come a terrible smash that nearly 
raules the glass loose from every win
dow of the small bu.ilding; this can not 
fail to interrupt the investigator's slum
ber. Jumping upright in bed he sees the 
dancing light on the bedroomcunains 
from burning wreckage outside. 

An old Model T is in names, but 
there is no immediate danger of an 
explosion. The sale occupant is 
slumped senseless over the wheel; his 
face veiled with blood and tangled 
hair. The investigator will not recog
nise the driver as the prowler from the 
other evening; it is in fact the Ghoul. 
With the remnants of its humanity, it 
has managed to drive the wreck of a 
cardown the laneal adangerous speed 
and purposefully crashed it into the 
side of the investigator'S cottage. It 
then hopes to be helped over the thresh
old, imo the cottage, and so coumer 
the defences of the amulet. 

The creature's appearance is hid
den from the investigator beneath a 
horrible disguise of blood and dust 
from the accident. The inability to 
communicate with the Ghoul mighl be 
excused by the shock of the ordeal, but 
if the investigator persists there could 
be suggestion made to the patient be-

ing slightly retarded. Once the Ghoul 
is helped inside it will feign uncon
sciousness on the sofa. and wait its 
chance to search the house for the 
amulet.just as soon as the investigator 
is asleep or out of the cottage. 

The creature will not accept being 
pampered and is very standoffish; 
when moved it will let out shrilling 
cries of pain that should dissuade the 
investigatorfromdislUrbing it further. 
The cottage has no telephone, but the 
crashed car can be made road-worthy 
with a Mechanical Repair. so the 
investigator can go into town for a 
doctor. If he is at pains to leave his 

patient alone. one of the early morning 
truck drivers may stop and promise 10 
send medical assistance. 

On waking. or returning home, the 
investigator will find the rooms of the 
cottage in turmoil and the Ghoul fer
reling around for the amulet. Only 
when confronted with violence does it 
stop searching and reveal its true bes
tiality, the lights of the early morning 
traffic rushing past, cutting its jagged 
features out of the dark. 

Use the Call of Clhlllhll rulebook 
for the Ghoul's statistics; reduce ilS 
Attacks and Damage due to its broken 
arm and teeth . • 
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George Flannery approaches the in
vestigators, carrying a small parcel, 
and requests their learned advice. Mr 
Flannery-a stem, eloquent, but frag
ile-looking old man-is an experienced 
phannacist with something they should 
find diverting. 

'I have a hell of a thingfor you. As 
you',.e aware, red wine is still avail· 

able over the counter at some drug 

stores as medicine to pre~'elll Irean 
failure. 1 OW/1 such a store attlie other 

side of town. The long alld shon of the 

matter is that I 'prescribed' myself a 

bottle last night only to come across 
the lJw,mdest tiring. 1 left tire uncorked 

bottle breathing in tIle lounge whilst J 

took a short bath. Only [mer, by the 

light of the fire, I met with a shock to 
filld this inside. ' 
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Their visitor pulls the string of hls 
parcel and unwraps a bottle of wine, 
holding it up to the light of the window 
for the investigators to see what looks 
to be a species of octopus inside; life
less, its tentacles sway peacefully in 
the rusty claret. 

'Taken aback, I allowed the bottle 

10 fall between my soapy fingers to the 
floor where it would most certainly 

ha,'e smashed had it notlallded 011 the 

hearTh rug. 
'One reads of our oriental cousins 

being open (0 most any practice that 

might impress the flavourofrheir food 

tuUi beverages, but I\'e heard OfllOlh

'n8. ' he tips gently the wine boUle, 
'quite like this. ' 

A Natural History roll identifies 
thecreature as being no strain of man ne 
life. On study, even though the cork 
has been jammed back into the the 
neck of the bottle, the life-form has 
reacted badly too~idalion. Thechemist 
can concur that in the space of three 
hours the animal has withered 
considerably. 

A Know rolJ allows the investiga
tors to elaborate on Flannery's earlier 
premise. If they so wish, they may 
enJighten hlm with their knowledge of 
how many unsavoury things the Chi
nese are rumoured to boule with their 
spirits. anything from snakes and small 
animals to human intestine. It is rarely 
done to enhance a navour, but rather to 
distill an essenceoflife that is believed 
will benefit the consumer. The d();tor 
will scoff at and is dismissive of such 
esotericism in this matter: 

'An overactive imagination, sirs, is 

like an open wound; open 10 sugges
tion and open to bacteria. And as you 

should well kl/ow, a bloodless wound 
will never heal. • 

Just exactly what thechemis! means 
with his norid analogies is best left 
open to interpretation. If the investiga· 
tors are obstinate and persist with theit 
'mumbojumbo' it is likely that he will 
quickly lose faith in their powers to 
reason and-thinking them to bechar
latans-Ieave the premises disgrun
tled. 

If the investigators interview 
Flannery properly, it should soon be 
clear that Flannery is really only 
interested in the monetary value of the 
boule; his assumption is that his 
supplier has sold it on to him oblivious 
of its possible wonh. The investigators 
will also learn that thechemist has five 
more of its like, back at his shop. 

A learned investigator might lake 
his chance and taste this rarebeverage: 
Aside from the presence of the octopoid 
life-form the wine has a good overall 
appearance. In order to analyse the 
wine properly the investigator should 
fill his glass no more than one third 

full. It can be seen to have a paler 
intensity out of the bonle, with strik
ingclarity. By swiUing the wine around 
in the bowl of the glass it can be 
observed how the wine runs down the 
sides like tears; by this the investigator 
can decide the wine has 'good legs' 
and is high in alcohol levels. 

Although the appearance leads the 
investigators to think they are dealing 
with a wine well over thiny years old, 
there are odd conclusions in the taste. 
It contains a high tannin level left by 
the grape, so it tastes harsh on the teeth 
and gums, and makes the mouth feel 
terribly dry. If the wine had matured 
under proper conditions the tannin 
would have balanced out and turned to 
sediment. 

This leads the investigator to the 
conclusion that the wine is in fact very 
young, contrary to his or her flJ"St im
pression. It is possible that the crea
ture. at whatever stage it entered the 
wine, mysteriously prevented ~ the 
maturation process. 

However. opening the bottle has 
just as remarkably accelerated this 
maturation period, and by the conclu
sion of this scenario the wine should 
be a very pleasant drink over which
depending on how events unfold-the 
investigators either can drink to suc
cess or drown their sorrows. 



FullBooieb 
If the investigators have ootlhought to 

ask first. during the shan journey to 
his store, their client will volunteer the 

exact circumstances for just how be 
came by the 'mollusc preserve'. Mr 
Flannery's store had been in business 

scarcely three month when. onc lazy 

Monday afternoon, two sma"ly 
dressed men entered and presented 
him with a seemingly lucrative dca1, 

where he could come by full cases of 
good red wine at truly knockdown 

prices. Mr Flannery swears by all that 

is holy, he had DO idea thai accepting 
this attractive offer would mean 
standing outside the law. 

As it unfolds, still unbeknownst to 

lhe chemist. his newfound associates 
are actually black market represema

bves.lnslead oftbe~ sample case. 
theircourieryesterdaydroppedaclanger 

and delivered rum the valuable octopoid 
wine by mistake. Realising the error, 
lOday several men were sent round to the 
shop to recover the bottles. but as the 
proprietor was at this time out seeking a 
conference with the investigators. so 
desperate were they to recover lhe 
misplaced goods, the thugs broke entry 
through the side doors of the store. 

Having discovered one of the six 

precious bottles missing. a couple of 
the hoodlums lie in wait for Aannery's 

return. As their client produces a jan

gling ring of keys at lhe shop front

forcing a number of them into the lock 

before one rattles open the door-a 

Spot Hidden roll has the investigators 
notice somethlng flinch in the shad

ows within. 

A fracas will no doubt unfold and 
the investigators might well be able to 

restrain the ruffians. upsetting their 

plan to ambusb lhe chemist and re
trieve the sixth bottle. No measure of 

persuasion or abuse will sway the ruf

fians to betray their confidence to the 

employers; they would sooner die at 
the hands of the investigators. 

Looki ng around the shop floor, the 

investigators wiU notice, with a Spot 
Hidden roll. that on the discarded 
wrappingsofthedubiousconsignment 

of wine. Mr Aannery's name is mis
spelled as ' AanneJly·. They may as

sume quite rightly the doctor received 

a consignment meant For another; an 
individual able afford a case of black 

market alcohol, and with, no doubt, a 

telephone laid on at his home. There is 

only one entry for ' Aannelly ' under 

the local directory. 

Black 'Cie 
The investigators reach the address 

and witness a package changing hands 

on the doorstep of an impressive-look

ing house in one of the city'S most 

prestigious streets. Tbe brieF exchange 
is between five tall men in humourless 

grey suites and the recipient. a younger 
man with weI hair and dressed only in 

a bath robe. The door closes and the 

company of men walk calmly away 

from the residence. without a smile 
between them. Their pursuit would be 

unavailing: having passed the recov

ered bottles on to their intended owner 

the black market couriers simply move 
on to other of their villainous chores. 
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SaFe from behind his front door. 

Malcolm AannelJy will not willingly 
entertain questions or accusations ftred 

at him by the investigators. If some 

physical element is introduced to these 

interrogations, then Mr Flannelly 
quickly confesses to regular active in

volvement in ceremonies of the oc

cult. 

The discerning Mr Flannelly wilJ 
have attempted to conceal his delivery 

before the investigators gained enlry 

to his lounge. The keeper should make 
a Con ceal roll 10 prevent the 

investigators from seeing him shove 

the package clumsily into a satchel. 
and hide it behind the cushions of the 

settee. If his roll was successful more 

threats of physical violence or a Spot 

Hidden (-20%) roll is required to un
cover it. 

Inside the package is one of the 

unusual bottles of wine presumedly 

just taken from Dr Flannery's shop. 
But this is not the sole content of the 

satchel; what gives it its considerable 

weight is the presence of a large golden 

mask cast in the hideous and tentacled 
image of Cthulhu. Keepers may ask 

For Cthulhu Mythos rolls for the in

vestigators to recognise the likeness of 
the Great Old One. As the mask is 

pulled free of the tight leather satchel. 



an iron key and an envelope fall to the 
Ooor. The note in the envelope reads: 

,;III ,; Ii, m'lI "",,1 ti,1 
9II,1."/,, i""II" .,,1:11,. 
J J, ,i, Ii I"ltl. Ii,ailll.,/' 
"i, 1IIIIwfAI JIB iii" hJ,. 
$" 16,II.,i, ,,,.III!J ,,14J, i. 
mil", 1",,1111, ,; /I"A, ,,,1 
mJ/' I, ,m .t,,1 ,III p(I "1,,, 
Ii" ... 

The latter passage is wrinen in Latin 
and Malcolm Flannelly mumbles in 
explanation that it is what he was elt
pected to chant at Ihis evening' s 
ceremony, and translates: 

JI ",11 J, /'.Ii ,m. $, ",j, 
u/,;,,1I11 !I;J i, tJI uhi" I, 
MI",/'II A",/', I. ,II,i"". 
jI'II'JIJI'J' /11./"'. ,,,.11,,,. 
,il/,II,I!/', l.uti,It,;. /6",11", 
J.,,,,/,I,, flnl", Ii, /'u I. 
f""· 

When asked to explain the full sig
nificance of this verse and the golden 
mask, lheir prisoner explains that each 
of the coven adopts the mantle of an
cient gods called 'The Great Old Ones' 
mentioned in certain forbidden tomes 
of magic. They enter into the spirit of 
it all about once every month-not so 
much 'when the stars are right' but 
when they each have a window in their 
schedules. As he previously revealed, 
they hold a ceremony this evening. 

The investigators can bully the 
names of his accomplices but more 
importantly the location of tonight's 
venue-merely the address of another 
of the cultists-and that it is due to 
start imminently. The iron key fits the 
front door of the house belonging to 
one Oswald Edelson. It is he who is 
responsible for the acquisition of 
'props' like the 'bottled octopus' and 
the golden masks; these are sent on to 
Aannelly and the others usuaUy a few 
days once the arrangements for a cer
emony have been agreed. 

Just before they leave. if in any fit 
state, Mr Flannelly will beg the poten
tially daunting question of why the 
investigators 'can'tjust mindtheirown 
business, and leavehjm and his friends 
alone.' 

My (jOOtlNess 
It should bequiteevident to the inves
tigators that the 'coven' is no more 
than a rather nai've syndicate made up 
by at least five young men from the 
aristocracy-none of whom having 
any wholehearted belief in the power 
of their rituals or the entelechy of the 
Cthulhu Mythos. That is not to say 
their ceremonies are altogether mean
ingless. but are more likely seeD by 
them as a bond of unity and friendship. 
Investigators may choose to approach 
the coven with particular caution if 
they think that the cultists have, perhaps 
unknowingly, tokens of genuine 
power. 

Oswald Edelson is seen as the 
founder of the guileless cult; he lives 
with his aunt at the address given to the 
investigators by fellow cultist Malcolm 
Aannelly. The valuable golden masks 
and a rodent-nibbled copy of De 
Venniis M},sreriis were inherited from 
his estranged uncle two years past
Edelson knows not whether his uncle 
had ever practised or taken seriously 
the speUs and ceremonies therein. 

The iron key was meant for Aan
nelly SO that he could let himself in 
discreetly. The key filS the lock to the 
side door of the two storey building. 
after severa1 wooden steps under the 

ivy-ridden veranda. Three identical keys 
rest on a small table just through thedoor 
to thedining room. From the kitchen the 
investigators, with Listen rolls, will be 
able to hear mumbling voices coming 
from behind the narrow door to the 
basement stairs. Walking through the 
dining room and pantry. investigators 
will come to the kitchen. where stairs 
lead intothedoakroom in thebasemenl. 

'The basement. ilS tloorfinished with 
smooth hydraulic cement, is divided in 

half. The first side appears to be used as 
a cloakroom; evening-wear is strewn 
over cane-backed chairs surrounding a 
circular 'pillars and plinth' dining table. 
a full five feet in diameter. Atop of this 
stand a nonnal-looking Bordeaux. four 
drained glasses, and a single carefully 
drnped ceremonial robe. 

A blanket cunain is pulled across a 
narrow doorless an:h leading into the 

next room, where the sound of four 
men's voices can be discerned quite 
clearly within. Perhaps the best way to 
proceed isforan investigator toassume 
AanneUy's role as Cthulhu in this pan

tomime of a ceremony. by donning the 
mask and robes, and walk self-assuredly 
through the curtain and join in with the 
four cultists' embarrassing chants and 
awkward. freefonn movements round 
the brazier of fiery coals. 

The rest of the investigators may 
choose to wait in the cloakroom or 
survey the rest of the house. There is 
nothing incriminating or of singular 
interest except that Oswald's bed-rid
den aunt sleeps in the first bedroom on 
the upper floor. She will not wake 
easily, but if the investigators were to 
make an excessive amount of noise, 
the old lady would panic on catching 
sight of the prowlers and shout out for 
her nephew. 

Back at theceremony, the investiga
tors may be having problems keeping up 
the facade. Although tethered with 
leatherstraps, an investigator must have 



a minimumSTRoflltoproperlysustain 
!he weight of!he golden mask. Keepers 
may call for occasional STRxS checks 
to prevent !he proceedings coming to a 
precipitant conclusion with the 
investigator being forced to betray his 
true identity. tf this happens. the masks 
fall away from the young men's faces to 
reveal expressions of embarrassment. 
surprise, defilement. and outrage. 

SUI events might tum out to be 
much more cataclysmic. If the cer· 
emony is left to run its course, each of 
the four. after another few minutes. 
produces a bottled octopod from be· 
neath his robe and smashes it by cast· 
ing it into thedying embers. They then 
all read a passage in broken Latin and 
remain still and silent for another few 
moments before casually removing 
their masks and make frivolous con· 
versation, some of it directed at the 
disguised investigator--especially if 
he has not done as the they have, and 
given his boule to the fire. Inevitably 
the cultists slowly realise that the in· 
vestigator is quite loath to unmask. 

Sy their nonchalant behaviour, lhe 
cultists evidently expect nothing in 
return for their worship. If, however. 
the investigator did mix Aannelly's 
bottle with the others. then after 106 
minutes the pul verised remai ns amidst 
the broken glass begin to sputter, swell 
and quickly come to the boil. 

The last bottle was the cataJyst that 
spawned disaster. and all hell is let 
loose. From the tangled mucilage 
suddenly erupt thick. sinuous tentacles, 
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showering the basement with sticky. 
black endskins. They coil blindJy in 
spirals as the horror expands until, 
within seconds. the obese incarnation 
has sated the basement. In minutes it 
wiD go on to fill the entire house to 
capacity. Able-bodied persons may 
quickly leave the basement without 
obstruction. so long as they leave at 
the first sign of trouble. 
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Anyone currenLly searching any 
olher room of the house are allowed a 
Listen roll to avoid being literally run 
into a brick wall. If this roll is missed, 
he or she must fall back on Dodge 
roUs. There are only seconds for the 
investigators to flee the house by 
leaping out of the nearest window. 

This may result in a minor injury unless 
a successful Jump roll is made-lD6 
for first and 306 for second storey 
heroics. 

Outside, the wooden and brick
work structure of the house is buckling 
under the heaving gelatinous tonnage. 
Eyes the size of saucers blink back at 
onlookers from many of the broken 
windows. almost testing an invest
igator'S audacity to stand too close. 

Keepers may decide the gruesome 
tenant requires another human soul 
before it relinquishes its occupancy 
and falls back from the windows, out 
of sight. Out of his mind, Oswald 
Edelson may shout after his doomed 
aunt and shimmy up the veranda for 
her bedroom window. only to be lashed 
in the grip of spouting tentacles and 
thrown to his death into the waiting 
maws of the window. • 
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those derilish things Mother Natureshould have had bani6hed at the time of Julius 
Caesar; evil is a very real thing not just the absence of good . At the water's edge the 
mouth of the Carp broke the still: red eyes misbehaving. shining undet the sWt as 
Elishiah', father fell to his knees watching the ripples let out acrosI the milky pool. 

Indigenous to the small, family community ,carried through toadolesceoce. this 
and similar misstatement are a bllllfen that all too often survive IlId prosper in 
dreams or visioos and cloud deYtlopment This can both-bulld character ud crush 
the spirit In the outcome of severt reteottrenes.s toot to be co~sed with the beauty 
of Simple innocence} it is roDllDonplace to feeJ. ftty alone, DUf!llng personal demons: 
whOe O'ftnrhelmed with unsbated and almost taDgiblt feu. We dea1 with this in a 
unique but ofWl ineffectual approach depending trow the fear manifes15ltself. 

foClng EUshiab. at fifteen years, believed witches guarded his neighbour's iasp-
berry bushes from greedy ytlung boys. ," 

i 

Much of the time the response is ont of rebelliousness, and the mood swings 
betlrttn aggression and submlssf¥e behaviour, easily misdiagnosed as chemical im· 
balance. Oneshould not be so quick tocondoue ptis bad appkoonsensus: thematter 
simply will.Dot wear an extremist sfandpoint; unable to erpress themselft:s some of 
these youngsters Ire sn.teared to even close their eyes at nigbt and are even, 
retumipg back to out case study, slttping on the left side after reading somewbere 
that It could wear the heart out faster. 

This necessitates preemptive attention from an early age, or people can become 
gullible and find it difficult to question, or even recognise the need to question. 
Adopting this retentive condition of blind concWTtnte at race value, wbether spoiled • 
through befuddlement and nai\"tty or stumped with a 5Cboolttacber mentality, one 
Is not open to change, and is putty in the bands ortbe aggressor, 
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filled my bead with goblins beyond even the-imaginings oran empty 

! 
1It~--~-"-~.'~~'-f1 ~ mind, terrible thipgs poised on doom In a realm out of view to us, in 

W the 8ttDling darkness of space, 
'where nutters the Absolute, worming a thread through the dimen
sions in time, creating temporal/spatial realities, stands DIOlotb" 

the render of the veils, ~ into a form1ess self, the \"try shapelOf change, ! 
~ 
§ 

1 
Thriving onward tlitougb the spberes, fo~ to adapt and keep ahead of the 

UsUessand moping puU of stagnation. the Outer God shifts its restless form, as the 
permutations of growth and decay rise and bubble to the surface. Of these eruptions 
are dead threads of skin that Daoloth sbeds in darting, furtive movements; the 
aecreted film of white mucus is greedily snattbed up to make a supper of cbange. 
eaten out of cavities arid stabs. for the resident parasites. • 

i 
i 

That not quickly guuled by tbe bungry minions falls awayfrom the body to drift, 
gbost!iU, furled out aCross miles of si1e.nt space. enveloping arlything in the blind 
path: dragging with them tons of debris. and killing all they touch. In huge gul~ 
millions of species fall victim as planets, and cn:atures the size of planelS, are eo
tangled and ripped to pieces. And Insatiably but without purpose the nmare driven 

{! on and on, shredding all before them. 
' (127) 

~----------------------~ 
The publishers of the long~winded 
Travelling Without MOl/i1Ig-rhe un
finished essays of Professor 8W 
Reynolds, compiled ..... ith denotation 
by Caroline Reynolds are very happy, 
if not a little unprofessional. in giving 
the investigators personal details about 
their authors over the telephone. 

To gain greater insight into the 
meaning of the book's Mythos conno
tation. the investigalors wiJi have to 
take a train. then hire a car to reach the 
Reynolds' bucolic address. After the 

tiresome drive a modest*sized house 
and outbuilding come into the barren 
view; grounded between them a light 
plane sits on a makeshift airstrip. 

Ms Reynolds is benealh the aircraft 
making minor repairs and is likely to 
catch the investigators off their guards 
as she slides from under to ask of them 
their business. There is little need for 
clandestine behaviour by either party; 
she concedes her part in the produc* 
lion of the admittedly patchy manu
script a couple of years back. and is 



even compelled to follow through by 
e:tplaining how it was feared putting 
her father's work through a ghost au· 
thor would gloss over the crux of man y 
of his related theories and attitudes in 
that sociological and astrological study. 

From a smaU child Caroline has 
worked close to her father; everything 
she knows about science has been 
learned assisting and observing; she 
was therefore the best qualified to take 
on the editorial duties for the book. 
Professor Reynolds lost the use of his 
faculties five years past, al the ripe old 
age of eighty five, before the comple· 
tion of his manuscript. Many of his 
secrets were lost. 
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Caroline will share with inquisi· 
tive investigators her sincere belief 
thai their world is but hours away from 
destruction by the meteoric organism 
hauled blindly at us from across the 
universe, as implied in a the latter 
passages of Ihe marvellous reference 
opposite. 

If the investigalors want proof to 
substantiate this uncanny declaration 
they will be frogmarched through 10 

the study of the house; a large room 
scattered ankle deep wilh copious 
leaves of the finest foolscap compris
ing scribbled notes and doodles, charts, 
and plot diagrams. What were obvi· 
ously once the worldng chambers of 
Caroline's father, the Professor, are in 
so much disarray there is little wonder 
his recenl and only publication read 
like so much piecemeal. 

An Astronomy or Idea roll 
determines it would take weeks and 
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months to catalogue and decipher the 
papers-andMsReynoldswantsto1eave 
before the day is oul She has been able 
10 plOl and calculate the meteor's point 
of impact down to the accuracy of the 
nearest hour and five mile radius. with 
use of her father's speciaUy customised 
and calibrated telescopic equipment. 
Looldng through the lens. the investiga
tors can catch sight of a fuzzy image up 
in the heavens making a collision course 
for this planel 

While by no means deprived of her 
wits, Caroline Reynolds did commit 
euthanasia by poisoning her father just 
hours before the investigators arrived, 
thinking 10 save him from the realisa
tion of his life's consternation. The 
body remains slurred across the kitchen 
table with a chequered hand towel 
draped overit. Even this late in the day 
she will most likely offer the rather 
ambiguous e:tplanation: 'he died only 
this morning. ' 

Wearing a thick pullover, Ms 
Reynolds finishes her final checks on 
the four seater and Slarts the engine of 
the aircraft 10 set off for the 'centre of 
the eruption ',beforeshe is '$'/'..·ept away 
with the whitecap'. If the investigators 
wish they may join her. bUI will be 
unable to verbally dissuade her way; 
Caroline has seen her father ridiculed 
for hi s beliefs so often in Ihe past. and 
feels now to bring this foregone busi
ness 10 light would only waste every
body's precious time. 

Admittedly not the best of pilots, 
Ms Reynolds, over the last several 
months has. regardless. made many 
trial flights out to the supposed impact 
area. a journey of IWO hours over a 
rocky desert where the craggy 

mountaintops meet the sea. Circling 
round 10 spot the best patch of nal 
ground where they might put down; 
the plane is abruptly hit by an unseen 
force and senl plummeting down for 
the rocks. Skilled pilots may take the 
console and pull the aircraft level. 
with a Pilot Alr-uan roll. so 
preventing any casualties: otherwise, 
each passengerwiU suffer l06damage 
in the crash. 

The Reynolds' prophecy was ac
curate in every regard e:tcept its mag· 
nitude. The investigators can think 
themselves lucky the meteoric waste 
did nothing more than clip their air
craft on its decent. Climbing free of 
the plane and looldng down over the 
cliff-top, they will see that steam is 
rising up from the shallow waters 
around a smouldering mound of sludge, 
a hundred feet across. To those of a 
nautical persuasion the beached mass 
brings to mind the wriggling. half· 
alive debris of a trawler's drift-nel 

Seawater soon has a visibly adverse 
affect on the burnt and rotting filth; 
bubbling and fizzing, itdissolvesquickly 
causing a slick ofdaJt water. When the 
festering muck has wasted away to half 
its original size a revolting beast bursts 
OUI from within, squealing as it struggles 
to fight itself loose of the gelatinous 
cocoon. In outright agony from the bite 
of the saltwarer the ten feet of menace 
crawls OUI from theslime and muck, and 
begins to scale the rocks. A sable layer 
of drooping spines stand on end as il 
slips free from the water. A Ctbulhu 
Mythos roll will recognise this as a 
Parasite of Daoloth. As it nears the 
investigators they hear a rasping hiss as 
il congests jelly that leaks out from splits 
and cracks in a shell-like abdomen.. Call 
for SAN rolls; failure results in a 106 
deduction. _ 
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(!C hristian emperors and many iconoclasts like Pope 
Gregory were feverishly concerned thata painted 
work w8slhe conduit of insubordination and an 

improper influence on the uneducated. The concern was 
that the dilettante would not grasp the underlying ambi
guity of the many sensitive elements that are sometimes 
found within a work of art. It was feared that. the 
layman's alleged inability to differentiate between an 
image at face value and what it. represents would lead 
many viewers to be enamoured by the images, and 
worship them superstitiously, as if they contained a 
latent magic. It was not until the year 843 that imagery 
was accepted for use within a religious sanctum by the 
Council of Constantinople. 

Frivolous warlocks such as Mark RothkoandJackson 
Pollock turned to Shinto and Zen Buddhism and found 
ways of giving color and shape an intense meaning with 
a hypnoticetTect; wheels of vigour, delivering their crea
tions life and depth to open doors into other worlds that 
can award them a deeper understanding. They were 
wholly aware of the principle formulae of creation; both 
the acceptance of chaos and a focus on the mightiest 
elements. I profess their kind to have been solely irre
sponsible. 

Kandinsky's 'Concerning the Spiritual in Art' speaks 
of a great responsibility the artist should accept due to 
the persuasion from personified bombastic emotions: 

'His actions, thoughts and feelings, constitute 
the spiritual atmosphere, in such a way that 
they purify or infect the spiritual air; and these 
actwns and thoughts and feelings are the 
material for his creations, which likewise playa 
part in constituting the spiritual atmosphere.' 

xii 

--------------------~ 
Whilst sifting through the occult list
ingsof the town library. the investiga
tors chance upon these aberrant cou
ple of pages in a fifteen-year-old 
publication. Still Signs of Life, by 
Edward R Joplin. The volume in its 
entirety contains no spells, but read
ers benefit from a +3% Cthulbu 
Mythos and suffer a 103 SAN loss. 

The book is publisbed through a 
company in the city by the name of 
Faithfully-Ross. The investigators 
will learn that the volume has been 
out of prim for some time. Like many 
of the manuscripts they accept, the 
nature of the text is of minor inrerest, 

and no more than a hundred copies 
were ever produced. A Fast Talk 
roll eams tbem the address of the 
insightful author. 

Like nearly all the sizable prop
erties off the provincial roads, the 
Joplin address is walled around and 
approximately two acres in size. From 
oUiside it would appear the estate is 
entirely wooded. as much of the leafy 
growth can be seen topping the wall 
from all sides. An untidy earthen 
driveway leads through wrought iron 
gates and under a shadowy tunnel of 
overhanging branches into the heart 
of the grounds. 



With the Renaissance came more change and the 
cuJtivation of classical aspirations. Archaeology had ex
cavated Rome and classical works of art were discovenld 
that, thankfully, led artists away from the devouring, 
barbaric stimulus of spiritualism and the occult. And 
with little chance for a revival, as in the unfolding 
centuries, protests from the Reformers brought on 8 

change in the delivery of Christian messages. Backed by 
Henry VIII, the written word was extended as being a 
'safer' medium; a decision which unquestionably lowered 
the quality of art in Britain, leaving superior work being 
attainable only as a luxury for the rich and noble. 

I have not come upon a unique element to any 
composition that will satisfy earthly parameters, precon
ceived or otherwise. The artist can merely strive for the 
natllre ofhis creation to be unpaired. However, jfweadd 
an extrinsic or alien element, then there is the passive 
ingredient of genius to make up a chamber for magicks. 
Masters, inc1udingJoseph Beuys, deemed themselves to 
be alchemists, witch-doctors and shamans working with 
such 'symbolic materials'. My only explanation for these 
boasts and their undoubted. magisterial achievements is 
that they have, at sometime, run naked through the 
burning galleries ofFomalhautjusL to glimpse the inde
scribable, for such an inspiration.l have done just this, 
as you may presume, all to meagre avail. I can surmise 
that I lacked the yearning to understand that which I 
desired; one could only, instead, marvel and cower in a 
single glance at genius and the lunacy within. 

Art in the blood is likely to take the strangest forms. 

xm 

A peacock can be seen wandering 
the grounds. so the investigators will 
want to get out of the car and close the 
gates behind them. for, as any zoolo
gist will appreciate. such birds cost a 
preuy fortune. The magnificent crea
ture folds its plumage and darts amongst 
the uees as they drive on, the bee 

branches scraping on either side of their 
vehicle's paint-work. 

An impressive two-floor building 
comes into view as they break 
through the woods. A small clearing 
of long, tangled grass, surrounds the 
house, seperaling the building and 
the trees. 

Before the investigators can bring 
the car to a stop, something huge 
and black ploughs into the side of 
the vehicle, rolling it over into a plot 
of apple trees. Fruit rains down and 
bounces off the fractured body of 
the vehicle as the investigators strug
gle to free themselves from the over
rumed car. Each suffers 106 points 
of damage for being tossed about 
inside the vehicle: a successful 
DEXx5 roll halves this damage. 

Call for Idea rolls: those with suc
cesses are overwhelmed with the 
sense of something altogether men
acing out in the woods. Any who 

make serious effort to venture back 
through the foliage will be hit from 
all sides by many beastly, lashing 
tentacles. as if the trees have taken 
on wicked and resilient life. 1be reck
less investigator loses 406 hit point'S 
(a successful Dodge roll hal~s his 
injuries) and-if still alivc---drags 
himself back into the clearing before 
suffering yet another assault. 

The dead body of a man sprawls 
in the tail grass at the foot of the 
building. He is in h.is mid-fifties and 
well dressed. A bowler hat has left 
his head and rolled a few yards 
amongst a basket of apples spilled 
up against the side of the house. The 
investigators can suppose him to have 
been carrying the apples to the house 
and struck with a fatal blow from 
behind by whatever collided with 
their car. 

At the first sign of trouble. sea
soned investigators will have been 
knocking for dear life at the door of 
the house. They get no immediate 
response, but there eventually comes 
the muffled voice of an old man from 
behind the latched and bolted door. 
They will need some very coercive 
dialogue and a successful Fast Talk 
roll before they are pennitted into 
the seeming safety of the house. If 
any of the investigators openly think 
to address the old man by name, 
Edward Joplin, he or she adds a +30% 
to the chance for persuasion. It is 
quite likely that at least one of the 
investigators will convince Joplin to 
finally open up. There is a long pause 
while he struggles with the door. 

If the investigators fail or make 
no effort to win Joplin over, forcing 
their way inlo the building is going 
to be extremely difficult. Inside. there 
is furniture up against the entries. 
and all the windows have heavy shut
ters with a resistance value of 45. 
almost impenetrable to humankind. 

On opening up. Joplin shouts for 
the investigators to quickly collect 
as many of the dropped apples as 
they can carry, and bring them inside 
for him to eal. Edward Joplin looks 
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completly worn ou(. Once the inves· 
tigators are inside, Joplin peers out, 
and wonders out loud that the pea· 
cock can wander the grounds un· 
harmed or panicked. He then slams 
the door tight and struggles to put a 
bookcase back up against lhe door. 

Clutching a shotgun close to his 
chest. he peers out between lhe cracks 
in the window shutters, wandering 
from room to room in a military fash· 
ion, looking for movement in the 
darkness of the surrounding trees. 

The investigators will. no doubt. 
require some explanation, but much 
of what is happening, and what has 
happened. is unclear to even Joplin 
himself. 

DneaMS Of SlJeep 
For three weeks, Joplin has been us· 
ing a novel blend of opiate given to 
him by a dark, satuntine member of 
his club. Joplin is a professional 
writer turned fine·artist, but his de· 
elining fortunes has recently forced 
him 10 work for trashy publications 
of obscure fiction. 

By his lofty standards, he has 
fallen onto hard times and so tried 
the drug in desperation to reclaim 
his artistic integrity. The drug waS 
meant 10 stimulate his subconscious 
and subpoena tremendous ideas he 
could put into his work, allowing 
him to create works of art that might 
help mend his reputation and pay 
the bills. 

He knows all too well the risks 
he is taking- having a substantial 
understanding and experience of the 
Mythos menace-bu t regardless, 
Joplin dilutes the very slightest dose 
of the magical potion in a glass of 
milk before reliring to his room each 
night. To his disappointment, he has 
not had lhe out·of·body experience 
he expected. If lhere was any recog
nisable symptoms, it seemed only 10 
be a good night's sleep. 

Joplin did make a strange discov· 
ery. but on lhe morning after first 
taking the drug. Joplin rose, typi· 
cally late. to find a canvas in his 

workshop sketched-out with the like· 
ness of an extraordinary and forest
like fantasy . Sharing the house only 
with his servant, Stansfield, Joplin 
had to assume he was responsible 
for the creation. But. at the same 
time. he found it very out of charac
ter for Stansfield not to ask pennis· 
sion before dabbling around in the 
workshop. 

Loath to admit it, Joplin recog
nised this painting to be of a much 
higher quaJity than he himself was 
capable. So. wilh his self-confidence 
bruised and his ego too fragile to 
accept his limitations, Joplin made 
no immediate steps to question his 
servant. Giving no thought to whether 
his use of the drug and this miracu~ 

lous appearance on lhe canvas were 
in any way connected, Joplin con
tinued to be perplexed and to abuse 
the drug. 

Under this pecuHar bewitchment 
Joplin was driven to leave his bed 
and to work. for hours into lhe night 
at the canvas in the workshop. He 
had no memory of lhese activities 
on waking each morning. 

The days passed and the contents 
of the painting became more elab<r 
rate, taking form in directions Joplin 
viewed as unhealthy. Joplin feared 
that Stansfield had surreptitiously 
drawn some of the principle elements 
from the wealth of dark lore in his 
private library. He had dreaded to 
approach Stansfield and protest the 
transmission of such unsafe knowJ· 
edge. when events ran out of his con
trol. 

Confused and tired. on lhe sev· 
enth day, it was practically lunch
time before Joplin was dressed and 
to his work. Stepping into his work· 
shop. he surprised Stansfield at work. 
not at the easel. but sweeping the 
workshop floorofbroken glass. Each 
of the tall windows was smashed and 
the contents of lhe workshop turned 
over or broken onto the bare slate 
floo r. Stansfield infonned Joplin lhal 
he was wakened prematurely that 
morning and had found the work-

shop in chaos; he had been tidying· 
up since. It was assumed by both 
men that this had been an aborted 
act of burglary; presumably lhe vii· 
lains had lost lheir nerve and scar· 
pered. As they had taken nothing of 
value, Joplin saw no use in getting 
the police involved. 

There were a couple of points lhat 
troubled Joplin. Firstly. the majority 
of the splintered glass was lying 0141-

side the windows, suggesting the 
workshop windows were not the point 
of entry, but lhe means of escape. 
SecondJy, why break all the work· 
shop windows? 

Joplin noticed that (what he 
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thought had been) Stansfield's paint
ing. was the omy thing missing from 
the house. This realisation certainJy 
did nothing for his self-esteem. The 
work had been of undeniable quaJ
ity; but if lhe break-in had been en
gineered by a professional an thief, 
how had anyone possibly known of 
its exiSlence? And it was inexpli
cable to Joplin that his servant said 
nothing to openly mourn the loss of 
his work. 

The truth was that Joplin had in
advertently brought a small horde of 
Dark Young of Shub-Niggu rath 
through his magical, drug-induced 
painting. After his seven nights of 
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·sleepworking'. they broke into this 
world through the just-completed 
painting. out through the windows 
of the workshop. and into the sur
rounding trees of the estate. 

Joplin and Stansfield have been 
held captive in the house for two 
weeks. Each time either of them left 
the building. the loathsome creatures 
wou ld close in, forcing them back 
ins ide. Without food for the whole 
of the last week. Stansfield today 
made a sprint for the apple orchard
and was killed swiftly for his efforts. 

The Dark Young are waiting in 
the trees for Joplin to finish a new 
piece of work, Shub-Niggurath, the 
Black Goat of the Woods With a 
Thousand Young. Joplin has failed 
to notice this new painting taking 
shape in a dark comer of the work
shop. If he continues at his current 
rate,mere are now only another three 
nights before this work is complete 
and the Outer God breaks through to 
this world. and flallens the shell of 
a house, and this area for a quarter 
of a mile around. 

With the arrival of the investiga
tors at the house. it is unlikely Joplin 
will get to finish the painting. They 
will probably post a watch at nights 
and catch him sleepwalking from his 
room into the workshop. or worldng 
at the canvas. Joplin will. of course, 
be as surprised by his actions as the 
investigators. 

Asldng Joplin about his general 
involvement with the Cthulbu Mythos 
brings on, quite unexpectedly, a so
ber and philosophical disposition : 

'Once experienced or forced to 
endure ceNain kno ..... /edge, one can 
set! the world through different eyes; 
as iJthere is stripped away this blan
ket of an ignorant and conditioning 
society. BUI, as a conupt. no mailer 
how appalling il may seem, this ig
norance is our 'magical shield' 
against some of the things thaI are 
out there. Do you ever ask yourselves 
'why do these things keep happen
ing to me?' I put it 10 you, that it is 
your duper understanding of this 

world's peril-the horrors beyond the 
eye-and you bring these Ihings upon 
yourselves. For example, ..... hat Jed 
you here today?' 

He will go on to explain how. in 
the daytime, he thumbs through his 
substantial collection of Mylhos 
books. but not for recreation, rather 
in hope of finding some cantrap that 
might befudd le his ghastly keepers. 
The exact content of Joplin 's Mythos 
library is left open to lhe keeper. 

't:lJe ScapeGoat 
The investigators are as trapped as 
the old man; if they try to cut through 
the wood to reach the main road. 
they will be. attacked and, no doubt, 
killed. Joplin and his now-deceased 
manservant being keen hunters, there 
is a sizable supply of guns and am-

munilion mounted on wall s and 
locked away inside cabinets. Again, 
keepers will have to decide how gen
erous they are with the magnitude of 
this armoury. 

There is also an impressive col
lection of malt whiskies in a di splay 
case that Joplin has given proud p0-

sition in the sitting room. He will be 
loathed to waste them. but the inves
tigators may recognise their poten
tial as incendiary grenades. A burn
ing rag in the top of a bottle has a 
chance to hit equal to an investiga
tor 's Th row score, dealing 2D6 
points of damage for another I D6 
rounds thereafter. Keepers should 
encourage any similar schemes the 
investigators conceive. whether to de
stroy the Dark Young or to engineer 
some other means of escape. To help 
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#1 #2 #3 #4 #5 #6 
STR 44 46 44 42 43 40 
CON 16 17 13 14 16 16 
SIZ 44 44 42 43 46 40 
INT 15 12 13 16 14 15 

POW 16 18 17 15 17 16 
DEX 16 17 16 17 16 17 

Armor uee fIIlebookjor detaifI) 
HPJ 44 45 43 42 44 I;Q 

Tentacie 80% 80% 8011> 80% 8011> 80% 
DI1maqe 4D6+STR draln uee ru/ebookJ 

#7 #8 #9 #10 #11 #12 
STR 39 47 44 43 45 41 
CON 15 17 16 16 15 16 
SIZ 44 43 44 45 46 47 
INT 13 15 14 14 14 16 

POW 16 17 18 17 16 17 
DliX 17 16 15 16 18 16 

Armor ute fIIlebookjor detailJI 
HPJ 41 45 44 44 45 44 

Tentacle 8011> 80% 80% 8011> 8011> 80% 
Damage 4D6+STR drain uee rul. bookl 

Skills Sneak6011> Hide8011> SAN Lon I D20/ I D3 
SfHllsjrom on impreJsive reserve, they are only likely 
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put their ideas into practice, give the 
players a percentage chance of find· 
ing items they need. 

The furnace will burn low in the 
nex.t twenty·four hours. Already 
without food. the investigators will 
soon discover the house becoming 
cold and damp. 

Investigators may notice that the 
Dark Young broke in through the 
outside entry of the boiler room a 
couple of days ago and Joplin was 
forced to place an Elder Sign over 
the door. Perhaps with the help and 
POW of the investigators. he can 
secure the whole building this way? 

Examining the workshop. the in
vestigators discover the partially 
completed painting of Shub-Niggu
rath. The pain! is still very wet. sug
gesting it is fresh today. On the 
palette. the paints are an uncomfon
able mix.. as if the anist has tried to 
mix together both oil and water-based 
products. 

After the painting is destroyed
and the drug taken from a very re
luctant Joplin- he will stop his noc· 
turnal wanderings and the Dark. 
Young's patience will be all but ex.
hausted. That next night, the inves
tigators will hear the sound of 
branches scratching up against the 
window shutters. An investigator 

daring enough to jar open a shut
tered window will see, what looks 
like a ring of trees with a small col
umn of fire rising and falling in the 
dead centre. A Clhulhu Mythos roll 
recognises these as Dark Young of 
Shub·Niggurath. 

Later into the night. the twelve 
constituents from the Greater Servitor 
Race surround the building. Tentacles 
will burst through the shutters and 
doors of the ground floor. forcing 
anyone there up the stairs to the first 
floor . This will instanuy separate the 
investigators from possessions left 
in the rooms below. Bells ring out 
around the house. as the tentacles 
wonn through the lower rooms, agi· 
tating the service ropes. warning the 
investigators to the ex.tent of their 
activity. 

From here on. for every long night 
!.he old man is forced to spend in 
these conditions. Joplin must receive 
a successful POWx3 roll or have his 
spirit finally crushed. and fall back 
on suicide as release. Once Joplin 
dies, the Dark Young have no rea· 
son to siege the building. now that 
any chance of receiving their mis
tress is ended. They will be seen to 
back away from the house. scuttle 
off into the woods, and perhaps off 
to the vastness of space. • 



ronte 
Whole Field of Cattle 
Slaughtered by 'Act of 
God' Ht'IHW(t'I': .hm BnHlsha\\ 

Early this week, short
lyafterourlastedition 
hit the stands, we had 
information come moC 
our local fanner, Pa
trick Billman, who, 
risingThursdaymorn
ing found his choice 
stock of Frisian cattle, 
dead. 

Shaken, Billman, 
with help from three 
burly farm-hanas, 
spent ali thatmoming 
lugging the lifeless 
beaat8 onto the back of 
a truck. Catchingwind 
of the incident, we 81-

rived at the scene later 
that afternoon, as the 
four men struggled 
with the last carcass, 
amid 8 cloud of flies. 

But tension was 

la bOll rer-ear lier 
ealled in to help milk 
and look after the Bur
V1Vl.Og Iivestock
helped us shed some 
light onto the grizzly 
episode, She spoke 
candidly of how ahe 
understood the fore
laid cattle to have 

especially in atrocious 
weather like this; un
fortunately the single 
oak, around which 
tbey huddled that 
night, took a bolt of 
lightning and cooked 
them in a heap. 

Billman's urgency 
to dispose of the ani* 
mala wasnomore than 
a businesslikeattempt 
to salvage something 
from the disaster. A 
spokesman from the 
abattoir told usoftheir 
policy only to accept 
cattle proven to be no 

high. and Billman was been fried by lightning older than twenty·four 
quite unapproachable amidst the heavy hoursdeeeased.lthas 
for questioning. For etorms of Wednesday been difficult to deter
soon after the truck last. (Halfoftown will mine whether the 
was ready to go, it was have bags under their farmer's efforts were 
foundto be so weighed eyes still, for being successful. 
down and encumbered kept awake by the If his struggle did 
that the wheels spun thunder that followed turn out to be in vein, 

~ and became-trapped in on through the night). the loss could well 
~ the mud of the water· We understand itia amounttoanythingas 

J 
logged field~ not unusual for cattle much as $5,000, Our 

Slopping by at the to gather in shelter thoughts are right 
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Asking around, anyone can direct the 
investigators to the Billman Fann. It 
surrounds a dense vein of forest that 
runs for eight miles up aJong the road 
into town. There is a need to leave the 
car and walk for about a mile of 
farm1and. Once at the scene. nothing 
can be found except evidence of what 
was reponed; the ground around the 
base of the burnt and blasted tree. 

trampled flat. nothing more. It starts to 
rain while the investigators walk back 
aJong the border of the forest. Beneath 
a covering of since·brittle and skeletal 
leaffali, the grounds all around--even 
now sprinkJed with rainwaler-are set 
like compact cement under the 
previous days and weeks of sunshine. 
The teasing drizz.le beads on the 
drooping ferns. richly discharging their 



sweet brackenseed into the freshening 
air. Brushing past, the bowed. leaven 
branches spi ll down showers of 
captured water. 

TIle investigators should have been 
treading with no lhought given to bet· 
ler caulion nor stealth, until, that is. 
there comes a scent onto the genlJe 
breeze that makes each of them. all 
except those with the strongest consti· 
tution, wince. Paning the sagging. spin
dly branches of blackberry bushes. the 
unfocussed smell heightens and be· 
comes reminiscent of roning meat. 
Although the investigators have failed 
to find anything mysterious about the 
death of the caule. they are about to 
encounter a new and different horror. 

The first investigator to fail a Luck 
roll feels his foot fall heavily through a 
crustofearth. The sound of more than a 
thousand nies rise up from the hole. as 
thefuillengthofthe legslides.slurping, 
into a pocket of sludge. to as far up as 
the thigh. 103 points of damage are 
sustained ifhefailsa OEXX3roll. 

To defeat the momenlious shock. of 
this sudden fall requires a CONx3 roiL 
Otherwise the investigator will be 
stunned. not so much from the pain. 
but more dumbfounded by the brevity 
of the assault. In a vapid stupor. hecan 
do little more than Limply swat inlo the 
black and foul air at bugs that fly 
blindly everywhere. 

Sooner or later his head stops swim
ming and his seoses focus. Lifting him· 
self up onto an elbow and looking 
down to where his leg has pieced the 
surface of the ground, in the darkness, 
the land looks to shimmer and move 
around the reeking cavity. As the 
numbness that affected his mind leaves 
his body, it is then that he will know a 
fresh horror. It is not a pain from the 
fall, forthat will have quickly dulled. It 
is a grotesque sensation around the 
buried limb. as if it were surrounded 
with an unsettled jelJy. moving and 
responding to the involuntary trembles 
and spasms of the leg muscles. 

Panicking, the investigator can Iry 

and withdraw his leg urgentJy from the 
quivering ground, bol the loathsome 
quagmire willjust yank back al it, likean 
old man sucking on thebonesof chicken. 

TIle ground seems 10 have tife; he can 
feel its creeping hunger belween the 
meal of his leg and the fabric of his 
trouser.ltswann Iifecontinuestodevour 
every nook and space inside the shoe. 
against the flesh of his fOOl, until soon the 
wriggling maul is between his toes. 

With all his effort. and a STRxl roll. 
the investigator can wiJdJy yank the leg 
free. The mighty retrieval sends him 
plunging back., prostmte. onlo the leaven 
floor. When he or any other of the team 
allow themselves a tentative look down 
at the still-tingling and twitching limb. 
they are appalled. The trouser leg is 
covered and swollen fat with a thousand 
wriggling maggots. The unfortunate re· 
cipient of this ordea1 needs 10 make a 
SAN roll orsuffera UID6loss. 

lfhe misses this check and sustains a 
temporary SAN loss; swearing and 
through gritted leeth. the investigator 
will feel compelled and tearviciously to 
remove the infested clothing_ He will 
then scamper aghast. faltering ungrace
fully ooce or twice onto his hands, to a 
wary distance from the seething puddle 
of ground. Practically nuked. the 
investigator then thoroughJy flogs his 
shoes. socks, and trousers against the 
trunk of a tree. and tum them through, to 
be wholly assured the c1cxhes are free of 
every last creeping maggot. 

An investigator affected thus must 
abandon all nauseous curiosilY in the 
fetid pit. Shaken and confused-just 
wanting to be as far away from the 
reeking aberration as possible-he will 
tum and stride into the thick of the 
woods. He walks with a new caulion. 
so to avoid more outlandish pitfalls, 
and partly due 10 the mild pain brought 
back by putting weight down onto his 
wounded leg. After the duration of 
dementia., the investigator can allow 
himself to stop of( andcalch his breath; 
feverishly scratching at his hair and 
scalp. Even with his thoughts equita
bly clear, the whole of the invesliga
tor's body will still be shaking involun
tary in repercussion of the terrifying 
exposure. It will be difficult for him to 
think of what he has experienced as, in 
the least part. naturaL 

Returning back down the road, peer
ing through the smudged glass of the car 

window, the investigators can discern 
rushing past through the night, a spar. 
kling wash of luminescence from what 
can only be the fannhouse.ln frontand to 
its side., is the bland silhouelte of at least 
two hulking barns. Caged up in their lofts 
arethousandsoflop-earodrabbitsfarmer 
Billman breeds forthe table. Three parts 

of them are evcnrually packed off to 
France and the remainder sent out 10 

local restaurants and botcher' s shops. 
If the investigalors interview 

farmer Billman, he freely provides 
them with a rational explanation for 
whal happened 10 them in the foresl
in exchange for their reasons for tres
passing over his land. 

The mortality rate of his rabbits is 
very unstable, since the creatures are 
so prone 10 disease in close company. 
Once every few months, the tiny car
casses of waste have 10 be bagged and 
loaded onto a tractor and trailer, a cou· 
pie of hundred at a time. Holes are 
drilled into the floor of the forest up 
ncar the lOp field, and the rabbits are 
dropped in. and left to rot. Billman is 
quite blm about the matter. and cer
tainly accepts no responsibility forany 
injuries incurred by an investigator. 
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The farmer will Iry hard to impress 
his perspective on rural values if the 
investigators show signs of being sym
pathetic with him: ~ wife, for u
ample. doesn't like ~ trapping crows 
all' that. But to work tM Jand-..lo put 
food on such as your tab/~1 have 10 do 
some thin • to kup the pests and 
san'€ngers down. 'Thry're camon. as 
simple as thal; stealing from nests 00' 
worse. Jfyou 'd seell a young lamb 'se)~s 
plucked out by those devils. as tM poor 
bugger fallr, unset, from its 11wtMr's 
womb;you ·dknowaboulcruelty.· • 
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TI-IE RO~TE of AU EviL? 
uJ.CASHIRE po- fu;ee branches and man reported to the 

lice are to make a w~ving seemingly polioo a rather ex-
comprehensive in- witl\.0ut. direction, traordinary sighting 
quiry into the safety rising and falling of three or more 'glit-
ofmanyofourcoun- and dashing from terpeople'thatforced 
ty's provincial 'high- left to t;'ight, as you him to slow as they 
ways', This initiative negotiate every riSe crossed the road in 8 

(allow!! last Tues- andditchintheroad ponderoU8 single file. 
aay's iACident-where ahead. You can Ufu- There are a half 

garstang man, Tom ally give war. or \.t dozen other entries in 
ollidT, who. having least brake before the LPolic;e register 

lost ~on¥ol of his they're on yQu-but concerning ~dividu-

f!
.ry~c'ka10ngthe not this time. And alswbocoulliorchose 

las8«tD Road-be- the lsst thing I re- not to elaborate on 
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vivid recounting of but it has to be said authorities to make 
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ing my milk run, sions are as intrigu- ous is, I'~ sure, wel-
headedforLancaster ing as those that comed by all. Govem-
just as normal-it have ~ken place at mental experts fore-
must have been halt nigh~ alo~g the cast that. motor traf-
past three. easy. Glas!\OrtRoad. fic will more than 
Then all atoncecame A sdlool mistress double in the coming 
these lights from off claims t.hataft.erhe five years. Something 
out. in the distance. negoti4ting a nota needs surely be done 
Still dark at that bly tight bend she to address the fact 
time. it spooks you was f~ to ditch that t.his is too 
fora tittle while, then herBuil1kduetocat- quickly becoming an 
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the other early this cou d not bave times indispensable 
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the bread V8IlB. l?y dusk. Another ing man. 
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The above article is a recent clipping 
from a leading British newspaper and 
could come to the attention of the 
investigators whilst they are sorting 
through a reference library. or per· 
haps could be posted to them by a 
friend as ' th~ sort of thing that 'd 
interest you. ·It is not imperative they 
act on this immediately; whether it is 
after a week or a month. the events of 
this scenario will unfold at the inves· 
tigalors' direct intervention. 

The offending road is a vicious 
stretch. the length of three miles. sepa· 
rating Rudheath. a small inland vii· 
lage. from the relatively sizable Lan· 
cashire town of Garstang. The roads 
being desolate and without satisfac· 
tory signposting, it is not the easiest 
of places for travellers (ofind. Before 
they can be sure they are at the site for 
concem.theday is long past its prime. 
There is no view for immediate study . 

So poor are the conditions. that 
the investigators will have to do their 
best 10 avoid crushing underfoot a 
hatch of frogs. spawned from a road· 
side pond. as they hop across the road 
in their tens and dozens. 

The Stork is Rudheath ' sonly put>. 
lie house and the one good place for 
the investigators to stop over. The 
distance from their present position 
to the inn is deceptive; the roads are 
severely narrow and winding with 
passing places every half mile for 
traffic. Their road eventually runs 
through a cluster of small two storey 
cottages that make up the village of 
Rudheuth. then dips right past and 
beyond the iUurrunated tavern. 

The building is set beside a lake of 
still water. Following the road around. 
the investigators pass five smalJ boats 
thai are moored to a token jetty. and 
bob gently on the waters that lap up 
from beneath. Gordon Jewell, an ac
complished cook and landlord of three 
years. ruong with the several or so loeru 
drinkers. will make their American 
guests very comfonable by accortUll()

dating any reasonab~ needs orrequests. 
By chatting with the countrymen, 

a number of topics present them· 

selves for conversation: at times 
during the rainy seasons the inn has to 
be visited by a rowing boat as there is 
usually two weeks of Oooding. so 
that the main road through to GlUStang 
is quite impassible. As well as this. 
the investigators leam that (he pub 
has been serving the community for 
seven hundred years, having been 
rebuilt on the foundations of the 
original building in 1652. 

A number of trinkets and curiosi· 
ties mounted up over the bar give a 
diary of the cenlUries the establish· 
ment has endured. Assembled are 
pots. brasses, well·polished tools and 
weapons. all worth a mint to a mu· 
seum or a private collector. 

Got> aNt> RUN 
lfthe investigators ask around the bar 
for views on the treacherous segment 
of road towards Garstang. they will 
learn from Jewell that there are some 
with very finn ideas. The landlord 
will jump at the prospect of delight· 
ing his foreign guests with a telling of 
a legend that haunts the locality . 
Although it seems to address other 
issues a( first. in the end it comes to 
the mystery of the road. 

'In ~arly centuries this plac~ was 
a pr~~'alenl haunt for th~ undesira
bles ofth~ tim~; murder~rs, rhi~~'es, 
and some religious coteri~. A new 
pri~sthood. twelve warrior devote~s 
of th~ Mohammedanism faith back 
'fresh' from the Crusades. came to 
the "iIIag~ ridden with plagu~ and 
not a word of English between them. 
The journey from th~ Midd/~ East 
had pUllish~d the Saracen inlofragil~ 
men; th~ir bodies w~r~ bloated with 
sores and their \'oic~s hoars~ from 
fev~r. leaving the ollc~-knightly Or· 
der with neither the need nor want to 
mo~'e on into IWld. 

'Two previously staunch )'oullg 
villagersfell sick and died ill the first 
week of their coming. 111 the ~yes of 
th~ boys' family, the cause of th~ 
untim~/y deoths was clear, and so, 
th~y roused their n~ighbour folk into 
a stllte of r~tribution and f~aring for 

their [jv~s. Since their arrival. the 
pestil~nc~ had lak~n afimllwld on 
the Saracen trou~ and pummell~d 
th~m into spirit/~ss husb with hardly 
th~ strength to draw a sword. 

'Suffice to say, the dozen wer~ 
easily o\'ercom~ by Ih~ vengeful gath
ering, imprisoned in a wicur cag~, 
and put to d~atlr by burning. Under 
th~ heat of the fires th~ holy men 
squealed like crabs in a pot as their 
tainted blood fizzled our of Ih~ flesh, 
and th~ir bodj~s w~r~ soon roasted 
down 10 t~ armour and 'disjecta 
m~mbra'. ' 

The telling is conspicuously 
tongue·in·cheek, it is clear that the 
landlord set out only to jeer with the 
locals over their superstitions. By 
standing on a stool Gordon Jewell is 
able to lift from the wall a broad
sword and. after dus ting it off with a 
towel. proffer the four feet of cold, 
nobbled steel for an investigator to 
handle. He brieOy explains that the 
weapon is meant to have been taken 
from the leprous Saracen seven hun· 
dred years ago. before again picking 
up the true: 

APPI/ 
JANSO 

'A halldful of my r~gulars
mainly, it has to be said,from among 
,Ire senior members of our commu· 
nity-beli~ve th~ ~viJ spirits re/~ased 
from this last pitiful Iulrv~SI hav~ 
found/arm in the bon~sof ourfriends, 
the pri~sthood. who have now come 
to life so to make their l~rrib/~ r~· 
veng~ on us poor country folk by 



silting by rhe side ofrhe road.frighr
ening passing mororisrs. 

The bar fiUs with rumbustious ap
provaJ. Even those who are the object 
of the landlord's cruel banter take it 
in good humour. An old man holds up 
and shakes a com dolly from his table 
by the open fire at the far comer of the 
room and, with a sunken grin, yells 
out to the investigators that it was 
made by his wife with the last of this 
year's harvest, and that it protects 
him from the Devil. Disbelievingly, 
another man sniggers and explains 
that the old man's ancestors hanged a 
monkey in the seventeenth century 
thinking it to have been a Frenchman. 

As the evening draws to an end, 
none of the drinkers can be tempted 
to elaborate or speculate on what has 
already been said. As the establish
ment gradually Slarts to empty and 
the locaJ men make for their homes, a 
Spot Hidden roll made for an inves
tigator who has not yel retired up 10 

their rooms, has him orher glance out 
of the window and calch briefly the 
sight of several s louched shapes up 
on the dark horizon. Against a sky the 
colour of stained copper. the several 
sinister figures faJI regularly onlo their 
forearms. involuntary, as if from the 
burden of fatigue. 

JUMpiNG tlJe LiGms 
After seeing the mysterious figures 
upon the hilltop and listening loa tale 
deviltry and disease. any investiga
tor ---()n making a successful Cthulhu 
Mythos roll-will recall a passage 
from oneofthe great books, that he or 
she feels might in some way be 
relevant 10 this case. 

The investigator will be able to 
explain that provocative antics on 
behalf of Father Dagon and Mother 
Hydra once insligated adverse reper
cussions that were felt by the 
supposedly tolerant Elder God, 
Nodens. In revenge, the Lord of the 
Greal Abyss dispersed a venomous 
hail of plague, in a temper. It pelted 
the obese couple with such force that 
it left one side of our planel puckered 

with craters that still 10 this day rest 
like abscesses festering in pockets 
below the seas and hundreds of feet 
beneath the surface oflhe Earth. This 
segment oflore has more weighl than 
one might care to suppose. For 
numerous centuries, Mother Hydra 
has had many of her mi nions scattered 
wide, seeking and curing the malig
nant zones before they can flare up 
and seep dangerously into 'her' envi-

ronment. The majority of Mother Hy
dra's minions are of course the Deep 
Ones. 

The legend of the Saracen priest
hood, as understood by the villager 
people loday, is by no means accurate. 
The truth. which has beeD lost through 
the cenluries is that the group of twelve 
was ambushed by someof the villagers 
and then callously slaughtered merely 
on account of their illness. 



This was hardly an isolated occur
rence for that time, but perhaps the 
true events would today be less bleary. 
and the legend a tad more colourful. 
had the villagers of old realised the 
true horror beneath the foreigners' 
robes and armour. 

With little bare flesh exposed to 
the angry mob their victims' appear
ance held all the outer symptoms of 
leprosy. where bloating occurs and 
silver scales grow in patches on the 
skin. However. the priests were not 
human. but rather Deep Ones 
disguised as lepers. This was part of 
a scheme devised by human cultists 
of Mother Hydra to diffuse the 
potential eruption of the feared space
born chemical virus known to exist 
under the ground nearby. 

Had the Deep Ones not been dis
posed of by the villagers so consum
mately. they would have in any case 
failed their charge (the reasons for 
which are explained below). Mother 
Hydra has designed untold attempts 
at purging this panicular area of land, 
but till this day her strategies have 
always met with failure. 

OveRfaceb 
Venturing out into the dark towards 
where the dim silhouettes marched out 
from sight, the investigators may not 
be surprised to find themselves headed 
toward the perilous road that attracted 
them to Rudheath to begin with. 

Approached by car. the investiga
tors will stop at hearing a yell as an 
elderly man staggers from out of the 
roadside copse and patters hard on 
the car windows for them to stop and 
open the door. Once inside, thegrisly 
bearded man refuses to leave the 
safety of the vehicle and whispers 
breathlessly for them to flee, and es
cape the ' terribleJrog men '. 

Theterrified gentleman is Jim Bar
ber, a local fanner. He has recently 
had a good many of his animals go 
missing; whilst out looking to shoot 
foxes or poachers, he was met by a 
small group of prowling Deep Ones. 
With a Spot Hid den roll the 

investigators can find his shotgun 
where it was dropped. lying in the 
wet grass. still-loaded. at the side of 
the road. They are less likely to 
recover the farmer' s dog, as they will 
discover on parting the thicket. 

As the investigators enterthe clear
ing they perceive the Deep Ones, 
wheezing and squatted together like 
whopping toads. Under the light of 
the stars little of their scabrous hides 
are visible. as all three of the giUed 
horrors are clothed in tattered rusty 
links of chain mail armour draped 
wildly over their turgid shoulders. 
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With a single huge paw. oneofthe 
three is seen to scoop the farmer's 
whimpering spaniel up from the 
ground and cram the terrified animal 
greedily past its mouth of split and 
twisted fangs. With its foreanns push
ing away from its fishlike face. the 
Deep One scrapes the dangling leash 
from in between its teeth and peels 
back. in neshy rolls, the extraneous 
fur from the dog. 

The ski nned carcass is then 
crushed by the monster's thick, black 
tongue to break: the prey down into 
manageable parts against the roof of 
its mouth. The Deep One then swal
lows in gulping spasms, with its eye
balls drawn in to the roof of its gaping 
mouth to push the food easily down 
the gullet. 

The others slouch close to the f1tSl, 

in anticipation of a leftover morsel. If 
surprised the Deep Ones are likely to 
retreat intothe marshland.lfpursued, 
after several yards the creatures will 
stop at the brim of a deep cleft in the 
mire and assume a defensive stance, 
inflating themselves with air, so as to 
increase their apparent size, whilst 
making butting movements with their 
heads. The heels come together, the 
legs bow. and the creatures seem to 
tremble uncontrollably prior to their 
attack. Use the stats on the next page. 

lfthe investigators try to seize one 
or more of the Deep Ones they will 
give out a release cry-useful, had 
there been others to alert. 

GONe to GROUNt) 
The Deep Ones can not put up much 
of fight as they have been out of the 
ocean for some time and long mostly 
for death. This is a fresh group again 
bound by Mother Hydra to dig out 
and rid Rudheath of its archaic plague: 
but unexpected difficulties have been 
encountered even before hitting the 
underground malignance. Unaccus
tomed to a fresh water environment, 
the creatures' ski n first became acrid 
and their general health fell into a 
very poor way. 

After several weeks in this unfa
miliar climate they have entered into 
a dramatic state of metamorphosis, 
by which half of the band has already 
perished. Those that are managing to 
slowly adapt are certainly still in no 
condition to cast a spell and call for 
assistance. 

The armour they wear was found 
whilst digging for the disease. Buried 
away from the village hundreds of 
years ago. the armour is all that 
remains of their twelfth century 
predecessors. In their fragile state it 
gives them protection from the 
elements and the irritated areas of 
their exposed flesh. 

During metamorphosis. the Deep 
Ones are weak. particuJarly bad tem
pered, and in a lot of pain. but also 
sexually fervent. Thisallowstbemall 



the energy needed to hunt and forage. 
The listless survived first by eating 
algae; bul once out of the change. the 
new strain took moving food. utilis~ 
ing an excellent newfound sense of 
direction. Usually more active at night 
and in stormy weather, they have 
been feeding off duck. heron. swan, 
and many land mammals. 

A hole in the ground marks the 
entrnnce to an underground cavern that 
the Deep Ones have as their lair. TIley 
only need to venture out of the cavern 
in daytime, to bask in the sun. which 
increases their vilality and assuages the 
now sickly golden yellow oftheirskin. 
A Spot Hidden roll in this area will 
tum up unctuous rags of slough, 
shedded by Deep Ones. and rubbed off 
against the rugged bark of a tree. 

With a Geology roll an investiga~ 
tor is able to ascertain,just by eJtam~ 
ining the entrance to the cave, that it 
has been fanned from an enormous 
organic substance carbonising from 
decay. and leaving an imprint of the 
body behind. This. backed up with a 

C thulhu Mythos roll, suggests the 
entire cavern is one gigantic fossil of 
a fourth instar Chthonian. The giant 
worm was instrumental in another 
erstwhile failure to cure the 
underground disease: the Chthonian 
was overwhelmed by its potency and 
burrowed away. up towards the sur~ 
face. in the mad throes of death. 

Climbing down twenty or thirty 
feet, the cavern is dark and. in parts. 
flCKXled anldedeep: its curvilinearwalls 
are moist to the touch. and also rather 
unstable. Eanh lies in heaps where the 
sodden tunnel hascome plunging down, 
marking the grave of many a Deep 
One. As well as the convenience of 
being directly over the pocket of dis~ 
ease. the cavern offers the frail crea
tures the now necessary damp and shel
tered conditions for their survival. 

Every half hour the investigators 
spend in the cavern. is spent in danger 
of losing their lives under a mass of 
collapsing sludge. The investigators 
can avoid this 2DIO~2 of damage 
with Luck and Dodge rolls. 

Ni ne Deep Ones, nOI yet through 
their metamorphosis, and in various 
states of health, sleep at nighttime in 
the cavern under pools of mud. More 
than anythi ng, the creatures will be 
distressed by the beam from a high 
intensity flashlight. As the investiga
tors near, some wiU rise from the mud 
and try to edge timidly past. lfthis is 
not made possible. and they are forced 
back into the dark recesses, they will 
be heard scampering on ahead. where 
the tunnel spirals round, gradually 
narrows, and ends half as wide. 
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At this central point, a ten foot 
diameter hole has been dug out of the 
floor by the Deep Ones; this is the 
extent of their aborted efforts to bur
row OUI the star-spawned disease. 
The chasm's fifty-foot depth is con~ 

cealed as it has filled with water, in 
which. the broken body of a Deep 
One floats face down. In a desperate 
measure to stay alive. others have 
experimented with cannibalism and 
taken raw bites out of their dead. 

The virus remains another hun
dred feet beneath the earth. so its 
threat is unlikely to surface. If the 
investigators feel the Deep Ones rep
resent a threat. an Idea roll has them 
reason that their skin must now be 
penneable to water. Therefore, they 
may readily be disposed if a soluble 
toxic substance is introduced into their 
water supply . • 





4'i-}(orror roan 

Horror of Man in 
Mindless Assault 
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Thirty·yeaT,-old bank clerk An· 
thony Coburn is recovering in a 
private ward at the Caspan Street 
HospitaJ today, after a senseless, 
unprovoked and potentially lethal 
attack on his person. 

While Mr Coburn sl~t peace-
fully with his wife, an assailant 
brokein through the bedroom win· 
dow of his fourth·n60r apartment, 
in the early hours of the morning. 
The intruder is then known to have 
taken a fistful of Coburn's hair, 
dragged him dumbstruck aO'OSS 
the room, from the arms of his terri
fled wife and into the bathroom. 

Over the pleadingscreatrlS:of Mrs 
Cobllnl. the preposterous assault 
continued \.\I'ith thesilentinterloper 
tumbling the bath·taps, 'hen wait· 
inS with $ickening composure for 
the bathtub to fill. The distraught 
woman lost consciousness in the 
long minutes the now unconsdons 
body of her husband was held li.ke 
a limp carcass of game in the rag· 
gingjawsof a dog. 

Fortunately for the Coburn. fam· 
ily, this }'epOrter~nly recently a 
resident to the O'Rci.lly buUding
was returning horne from a late 
night a!.signment. On hearing her 
wailing carryon do~ through the 
corridors and die into'subdued ~tJ.. 
bing..l hurried better up the stair
case to investigate. 

Shoulder<hargingthedoor to the 
Coburn apartment-although 
there was only the moortlight to see 
by-I saw straight through to the 
open bathroom. I was startled to 
witness a taU, gaunt man in a lon~ 
dark coot effortlessly holding the 
convulsing b<xIy of a man I now 
know to have been Anthony Co-

bum, under the water of the bath
tub. In the other hand he held an 
instrument, not dissimilar to an 
elaborate pQCket·watch,. up to the 
light. His analysis' of the device 

.. t 
bac 
the 
om 
fish 

was so intense that even my dra
matic entrance did nothing to LU\

hinge his calm. The fiend's arro- e'V 
gance was impenetrable. 

spi 
ho 

rna 
po Recoiling blindly Ib the scene 

\.\I'ith dismay, I took grip of my 
camera, stiU idly slung over my 
shoulder from that nighYs photo- an 
shoot, and dazzled him with my 
flashgun, Causing the brute to stop 
whatever he was doing.. and drop 

rno 
luI 

an 
sti 
bac 
ha his victim. 

Although the maniac's features nu 
were mostly obscured beneath a of 
wid~brimmed hal,. as he ran past ene 
me rubbing his eyes, to escape into incl 
the OnPn corridor, I made his face ing 
o~t t;t;; long.. drawn and creased pik 
like that of an old man. But con
trary to this, his hair was thick and 
shoulder-length, and in a<;Idition, 
chalKed past me With all the viril· 
ity or an athlete. 

Seeing that Mrs Coburn was un
harmed and moaning as she re
gained consciousness, I pkked my· 
self up from the floor and, wastin~ 
no lime, pulled her husband's then 
lifeless b<xIy from out of the water 
and administrated artificial respi
ra,tion. To my relief.. he was soon 
coughing the water out of lungs, 
and later whisked off to care. 

Th 
flut 
mo 
is a 
Ion 
me 
oft Police are doing all they can, d~ 

spite a Jack of clues as to the assail· 
ant's identity or motive for the 
hideous crime. Residents 01 the 
neighbouring apartments have 

liv commented that the. couple were 
in t 
lnd 

often arguing into the late hours of 
the morning. and so, regrettably, 
the only thing they did to interfere an 
was to haJl\D;\er on the walls and 
shoilt for them to 'keep itdo\oYl1'. 

We urge anyone who thinks the)l 
recognise the man in the nearby 
pl;\Otograp,h to eontact their near
est Police Station. Be warned; this ! im ~ man is dangerous, and should on Pa 
no account be approached. More 
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The article opposite is the leadingstory 
from the front page of an upstanding 
daily newspaper. If the investigators 
are going to act on the the report. it will 
need to come 10 their allention the 
morning of its publication. 

There are only a sparse number of 
workable leads with which the inves
tigators might gain more insight into 
the bizarre incidenL 

No further facts can be earned. 
however, from disturbing Nick Mer
rill, author of the article, al his work in 
the Press Office. He gladly sees the 
investigators, but insists that he has 
recorded all the facts to the best of his 
ability, and has reaUy nothing else to 
add on the mailer. 

He will be interested in buying, on 
behalf of the newspaper, any infonna
lion the investigators might come up 
with on the hideous incident But in 
view of the lack of prospective clues, 
he has no time or desire to get directJy 
involved in any loose leads the inves
tigators might present. 

If the investigators choose to look 
over the scene of the crime, at the 
O' ReilJ y residential bui ldi ng.they find 
the door to the Coburn residence locked 
and boarded. Provided they show some 
discretion, gening inside should not 
present a problem. Within, the small 
four-roomed apartment is dark and 
sepulchral; the investigators may draw 
allention to themselves if they were to 
hit a light-switch or disturb any of the 
curtains for better light . 

The window of the bedroom is 
boarded-up in the same arbitrary fash
ion as the front door. Removing the 
few knotted planks of wood reveals a 
perfect circle, four feet across, taken 
out of the glass with all the skill of a 
jewel thief. A Spot Hidden roll will 
discover the rim of the hole is sealed 
and smooth to the touch as if melted by 
some unimaginable device. 

Beside the window ledge, outside, 
is a dminpipe which could quite easily 
beshimmied from the street by anyone 
of ordinary agility. The water in the 
bathlUb is discoloured. On the tainted 
iron laps are tmces of c101led blood 
and hair that betray the likelihood of 
Coburn smashing his scalp as he was 
recently forced beneath the water. Any 
of the neighbours can tell the investi
gators that Mrs Coburn has gone away 
for a few days to stay wim her sister in 
New York city. 

An interview with Anthony Co
burn at Caspan Street Hospital is quite 
worthwhile. But before they can 
interview him, the investigators will 
have to beat. bluff, or bribe their way 
past the single poUce officer guarding 
the door to the victim's private room. 

Once inside, with the door closed 
behind them. the investigators find the 
poor man the butt of a subsequent 
attack from his tenibleassailanl. Apart 
from a blooded nose and a frightful 
expression, Coburn appears, mis time, 
unharmed. The room's single window 
is melted in exactJy the same way as 
thatinCobum'sapartment.lt wilt take 
a successful Psychoanalysis rolt to 
calm the man down long enough for 
him to give an intelligible account and 
the humiliating details of this second 
prescription of torture. 

Still holding the bedclothes up to 
his face with a white-knuckled grip, in 
hoarse whispers he will teU of how the 
attacker must have silently entered 
through the window; on waking, the 
gaunt face of the 'horror man' was 
peering closely over and examining 
him. A further Oratory roJ! is re
quired to assure Coburn that it is in his 

best interests to disclose the details of 
how he was stripped of his honoun;. 

Without shame, the fiend inserted 
probing wires and rods he pulled from 
his deep coat pockets, into all the 
orifices of Coburn's body. Although 
there is Uule evidence left behind to 
support this claim, logic should sug
gest that Coburn would not falsely 
boast of such an indignity. 

In those few long minutes, the vii· 
lain continually consulted a sU'allge, 
telescopic device that Coburn remem
bers was used the oight before to ex
amine the bath-water, which he was 
then bludgeoned senseless beneath. 
Being too weak to struggle. Coburn 
speaks of his efforts at feigning uncon
sciousness through the whole ordeal, 
thinking it would be less painful that 
way. He was wrong. He can tell the 
investigators nothing more. 

Further, Coburn bas no notable 
enemies. and there is no other line of 
inquiry worthy of the investigators' 
perseverance. lfthey stay around loog 
enough forlbe police to hear Coburn 's 
discomfort, they will be asked a Jot of 
stupid questions, but eventually turned 
loose . • 

j{orror 000,,- 4. 
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Quarry worker 
decapitated 
by 'jaw crusher' 
There has been yet another scan
dalous act of brutality by that evil 
devil whom the public, the press, 
and the police alike have dubbed 
'Horror Man'. 
This latest attack was as casual 

and preposterous as that beFore, 
only all the more tragic, for now 
someone has died at the cold hands 
01 t)tis madman. 

Oliver Cuest was yesterday mlH
dered at Tegg's Quarry-his place 
of work-in the fulllightof day. in 
open ground, and with two dozen 
felJow labourers not fifty feel dis
tant 
Business at the quarry is under

taken by a mostly British WOrk
force; Briton Charles Damp. the 
Site-Foreman, is the lead wjtncss: 

"As wesateating a racked lunch, 
me and some of the lads spotted 
this chap. no more than a pinprick 
up the dusty road, but surely 
headed our way. It's a hell of a trek 
off the bus route-we have special 
transport laid on for us, takin~ us 
back and to the city everyday-so, 
anyway, I gotinto the works' truck, 
picked him up, and drove back up 
to the site. 
"I can'tsay he was much grateful; 

he said nothing for my troubles, 
and just got out of the truck and 
walked over to our office cabins. 
I'd have said something there and 
then, but figured hewasmostlikely 
someone important, and I didn't 
much welcome the idea' of charges 
of insubordination brought against 
me, so T buttoned my lip. 

"We got back to work, fifteen or 
twenty minutes later, to find poor 
Ollie in the cla w of the Stone Shifter 
and dangling headfirst in the vice 
of our Jaw Crusher la piece of ma
chinery used to crush rock, pic
tured nearby I his head and ribcage 
crushed empty over the gravel. It 

waS a bl~y mess-I'd like to 
know how tllis monsn~r sleeps at 
nigHI.'" 
GUejl was divorced, and is sur

vived only by his infant daughter, 
Joanna, who is safely in the care or 
her grandparents, b.,ck in Liver
pool, England. 

Damp'squiteccmprehensivede-
soiptionoftheirill-mannered visi
tor at the quarry diet. of course, jell 
perfectly with that grven to the 
poticeby MrCobum ofhls 'Horrot 
Man'. 

The quarry workers are con
tracted in six month ~riods, and 
with this partkularshift only reach
ing these shores this week, the men 
can be exCt.tSed for not being so 
mindful to our media alert sur
rounding the exposure of these 
recent criminal atrocities. 

After the former attack on Mr 
Coburn, ~1icefrom this and neigh
bouring States have come together 
and opened a special office of in
vestigation 10 ,help find this crimi
nal of singularly horrific propor
tions. The Special Intelligence 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 4 L-________________________ ~ 



CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1 
Teem (Sm tDm~ 'the force's 
top, secret and crack operatives'. 

Since there has been little joy in 
establishing (he criminal's iden
tity-despite II very striking and 
distinctive appearanre-srr have 
set about cealising a motive. A 
spokesman told us earlier today: 

''"{o start, mon~ ~ail) has to 
be rUl~ out completely, so, aJ~ 
though. there has bc!en no intelO
$enceo( recentescapes from local 
ptisons or sanitariums, an irra
tional ps:J::chotk_ disorder is fa
voured at tru!- moment. 

"Due to the delicate nature of 
our enquiries, I am not yet at lib
erty to dIvulge the !,acts- around 
Qur e)(act activities, for operational 
security. Rest assured, we are act
ing 0]\ some YeO' .encouraging 
OOmebkk from our mettlesome 
investigations." 

As always, more news as it 
breaks. 
To fmish,: manywill bedelighfed 

tQ hEtar that ,Anthony Coburn is 
making a hill fl!'COvery oEhis ph y$i~ 
cal injuries, and is also l'eCeiving
the best availa..Qle support> for the 
psychological violation. Mr Co
b4(1l has asked for this chance to 
bffer his most sincere thanks to all 
who sent him messages of their 
concern. Nick M Hritt. 

This scenario should be run after 
}irst playing through the 'Ho" or 
Man ' module,' the nearby newspaper 
article needs to appear about a week 
after the salis factory conclusioll of 
that encounter. 

The investigator'S fl1St port of call 
will most likely be Tegg's Quarry: 
with the isolated location of the quarry. 
the investigators will have to drive 
there, or engage a laxi. Assuming they 

act immediately on seeing the mom i ng 
newspaper, the investigutorscan be at 
the scene within twemy·four hours of 
the murder. 

At the scene, there are no workers, 
and all is quiet and still. The quarry is 
a five·hundred·yard dip in the moun· 
tainscape with three bui ldings dead 
centre. The larger two are filled with 
tools. explosives, and all other digging 
equipment. Charles Dampcan be found 
at a desk in the third, smaller building; 
the noise of a car will prompt him to 
step out of the office door and meet the 
investigators. 

Tegg's Quarry is officially closed 
today, in a gesture of respect for the 
loss of a valued worker. The Project 
Manager is presently on her way over 
to England. with the unenviable task 
of consoling Guest's close friends and 
relatives, In her absence, Site· Fore
man Danlp has the lonely responsibil
ity of seeing to the daily administra· 
live formalities, He will not mind an· 
swering a few questions. but as well as 
keeping the office, there are other im
portant dulies that require his atten
tion, so he asks if the investigators can 
fo llow him around as they talk. 

To supplement his published ac· 
count of events, on reflection Damp 
thinks it curious that Oliver Guest's 
murderer was able to flee the scene so 
promptly: 

'Consider the sequestered position 
of tile quarry-ofany quarry, cOllie to 
lilat-for more thnn half a mile around, 
the terrain isfacelessand bland, offer
ing not a nook nor a blimp big enough 
to hide a man.. That gOI me to thinking, 
dril'ing in to work thu morning: what 
if this Horror Man. as ),OU caJJ him. 
had simply hidden himself away, 
perhaps in one of the Slares? No one 
had checked. Well. you should have 
seen me, first tiling this morning, 
prowling the stores-a bloody big 
piece offour-by·six in both hands. All 
a lotofworryabout lIothing, of course. ' 

Yesterday, the police told Damp to 
expect further questions from some of 
their colleagues. UnJess they point out 
otherwise. he will assume the investi· 

gators are plain--clothes detectives, 
However. Ihey will find Damp mucb 
more cooperative after announcing 
their true identity. This, ora successful 
Fast Talk. and he surrenders the fol
lowing chatter: 

'GuUt worked all the hours God 
selll, for the love of his little girl and 
the purse ofthm ex-wife of his. But he 
has been known to overdo it, on occa
sion. uke the best of us, he was ca· 
poble of becoming a lillie careless; 
dropping sponllers./orgelling the odd 
security procedure, that sort of thing. 
Only, last wuk he almost lost an eye 
for nor wearing safety goggles; he 
struck at the rock with his pick and got 
afacefull offlint. I did/l 't mention tltis 
10 the police because, if your lot are 
anything like ours. those bundlers 
would have this down as an accidental 
death. Believe me when I tell )'ou- I 
saw the body-nobody gelS quite lhal 

careless .• 
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Whi Ie they are lalld ng this through. 
Damp will be in one of the stores. 
jacking a largecratcontoa trolley and 
wbeeling it outside. He then breaks the 
crate open wi th a crowbar and unpacks 
an assortment of machine parts, which 
he assembles with great skill into the 
company's recently patented appant· 
tus. the Swing Saw: used to cut stone 
into slabs for the building industry. 

After he is finished. Damp stands 
back from the Swing Saw with una· 
shamed glee and asks the investigators 
to keep a safe distance as he makes 
necessary tests. 



One pull of a mOlor·lever sends six 
spinning blades plunging down into a 
readied trolley of solid rock beneath 
the frame of the machine. Sparks fly 
through the dust and smoke, from the 
engine. and bounce off the gravel as 
the gyrating teeth cut steadily through 
the granite slab. Damp is more than 
pleased: 

The Swing Saw culs inlo stone 
several inches per hour. a 101 Jaster 
than by hand. It 's a very exciting and 
labour·saving addition to the indus
try. The built-in weights and gauges 
make for machinery of almost clinical 
precision, adjustable to the narrowest 
incremem, to measure and compen· 
satefor the tensile density of differem 
rock-types or any similar industrial 
target .• 

If the interview is directed towards 
the machinery by which Guest was 
kiUed, Damp first walks them over to 
a tripod-like crane with a tall central 
mast and a vice-like claw, known in 
the industry as the Stone Shifter. The 
model at this quarry is comparatively 
small, with a wO<Xlen frame so it can 
be easily moved to wherever it is 
needed. 

Pulling at a waxen sheet covering 
something thesiz.eof a small car. Damp 
then unveils the Jaw Crusher. This is a 
device developed to crush excess de
bris to custom-sized gravel; approxi
mately five truckloads per day are 
collected by companies from across 
three States. and are used to lay paths 
and roads. 

The investigators will find Damp 
more than capable of dealing out the 
p«reompany spiel at the most alann
ing rate, and that should soon have 
them reaching for the car door: 

The partsforall the machinery are 
importedfrom England. together with 
teams of men to assemble and cali
brate. Some workers stay over as la
bourers or instrnctors. but most will 
leave for hom~ just as soon as their 
project is upanil working. Tegg's is by 
no means the largest of quarries; bill 
is already as productive as any com
parable operation three times its size. 

Our strength lies iI/ our advanced 
machinery and imlovative mining tech
niques. All of/he precision machinery 
is designed and built in the northwest 
of Englalld, where the company was 
founded near-onfift), years past.' 

As the investigators are leaving 
Tegg'sQuarry, aSpol Hidden orUs
len roll has them notice a small pocket 
of dust and pebbles, disturbed at the 
very summit of the surrounding cliff
edge, showering down into the valley. 
Scrambling in all vigilance, up or 
around theJedge, the investigators will 
sti ll find no suggestion of anything 
there suspicious. 

IRReGulaR HOURS 
The Special Intelligence Team (SIT) 
are without one finn lead. The 'very 
encouraging comeback' promised in 

the press was misinformation fed to 
assure an increasingly fearful public 
of an imminent arrest. The capacious 
third noorofthe police headquarters is 
occupied with ten or twelve smartly 
dressed men. 

The SIT is comprised of some of 
the finest plain-clothes detectives, psy
chologists and specialists of one variety 
or another. They are busy sticking 
coloured pins into several large city 
maps-campaignstyle,chalkingmeth
ods of triangulation onto blackboards, 
and shuffling impatiently in seats, 
waiting for their telephones to ring. 

Getting to meet the SIT controller, 
Inspector Rupert Glover, will not be 
difficult; he is desperate for informa
tion that might help lead to an arrest, 
and, of course, there is really nothing 
better for him to do. 
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Inspector Glover will be happy to 
look into lIle most preposterous nOlion 
the investigators should care to volun· 
leer. If they somehow prove them
selves valuable in accumulating fresh 
evidence thaI points one step further to 
catching their Horror Man, Gloverwill 
offcr to deputise one or more of them 
into SIT, to operate in a consultancy 
capacity. There would be a modest 
payment for their contribution: and 
thereon any fresh infonnation that 
comes to light will be made whole
heanedlyavailable. 

For now, in addition to what the 
investigulorsalreadyunderstand,Glover 
can reveal certain details of Oliver 
Guest's mutilation that were not handed 
over 10 the press. The left ann of the 
quaner-pulverised body was severed 
clean at the shoulder and the flesh was 
staunched. withsignificantcarllontraces 
found around the area of wounding. 
This is very suggestive of an amputation 
by a hot wire, or- similar method. The 
ann has still not been recovered. The 
investigators will have to truSt that there 
were no other suspicious medical details 
surrounding the body, as already it has 
been dispatched to England for- a fuU 
funeral. 

If they choose nOI to approach 
Glover and his cronies, it is possible 
the investigators will still come to SIT' s 
attention if their activities eam them a 
panicularly high profile. Inspector 
Glover should make imponant contri
butions to all of those close enquiries. 

Penisl}abJes 
The investigators may have reason to 
expect Horror Man will return to 
Tegg's Quarry. They would be right. 
As night falls, a tall , long-coated fig
ure will be seen to skulk down the 
steep bankofrock.. into the quarry. and 
directly over to the Swing Saw. 

His bony fmgers move over the 
gauges and levers, as if to quickly dis
cover the principle of the machine. The 
petrol nlOlor lets out a burst of smoke, 
and comes to life, sending the rotary 
blades whizzing. The stranger holds a 
single human ann--pulled out from the 
deep pockets of his com-under the 
blades. Sparks fly through the dark, and 
there is a squeal and hiss of metal on 
bone. as the teeth of the Swing Saw cut 
deep into the appendage. 

Left to his devices. this fiend of 
abominable merit win continue to hold 
the severed limb under the blades, in a 
viselike griP. making analogous gorges 
along the ann, while his other hand is 
playing over the dials and gauges. A 
MechanicaJ RepairorOpel1lle Heavy 
Machinery roU, will perceive him to be 
increasing the intensity of the saw, an 

increment or two. before making the 
next incision. Lf still undisturbed after a 
couple of minutes, the saw will be set to 

such a speed that the: blades sink freely 
through the sinew and bone. like a hot 
knife through boner. 

Before leaving the grizzly append
age and the chugging apparatus, the 
man looks studiously over the dials, 
and is seen to enter DOtes into what 
looks to be a small pocketbook. His 
casual depanure is then made up the 
slope. where he disappears. 
inexplicably, from sight. 

If the investigators step in to bar his 
escape, Horror Man looks fIrst to con
sider bolting through their ranks; then, 
as easily as one might change a radio 
channel, an expression of irritation 
washes over his long, gaunt face, and 
he abruptly adopts a defensive pos
tUTe. There is DO reasoning to be done; 
this will bea fight to the death. Horror 
Man will try to marshal his aggression 
against one single investigator. 

Through wiry, grey hair. dropped 
avera wrinkled brow, hisample,gJassy 
eyes fix them an expression of curios
ity that is as venomous as any show of 
menace. In any recess of hostilities, 
the stranger may coolly step back and 
enter further notes into the palm of his 
skeletal hand. 

If Honor Man is killed. the investi
gators cao watch in disbelief as his body 
disintegrnte:s in seconds, before their 
eyes. Oothes and all, the remains seem 
to glisten softly and accelerate an out· 
right decay; as if the very night air 
rejects its molecular integrity. The 
investigators may think their lack of 
tangible evidence all too convenient • 
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'Face the Music' with Tristan Whitehead 
Durilli the rll1l1 periqnnance ofBe'l'e 'A1t.enberc 1'..eider' in March 1913, the 
audience became rertteAa and broke out in vfolent ~~, J ~l t.h8 
evening'~eYantillOvividl,y, ill B dear uncleor miQeattllnded lhllt!n.(iImou.l Pan. 
venue. 

IHII believed theorcheetra plA,yed every nOle laiddown by the YOUD,compoeer 
with -=h pas.iIm that tp1b" eoncepblalliled a tangible fusion offiery esp~ 
fnnn the icy ,c.on&ttunion of his score. that the polite had 14 be balled in.,too.top 
the.1IO!ICII!rt, 110 to brUt III ~ IaoiKl With diIorder. 

Merety ah iaol.ted incideru;. You ~ .decb.ra BUt .... hen the piece 'l"U 
re:reated receptJy ac.. (etlVval in'ChiCaio, ln8tde Zenitinsky and Sct-nberg', 
'FinIl. Oham~r Symphony', th~ /lUblirnina1l1e~uali,ty ot'the .,win orchestral 
arrarlgemmt "!1l1.recaPLured with ftmarbble aocll1'Bey. So much.eo, th!d it 
prompted an eq\IAfly violent reactioll from theeudieoce, like lhat-m.1 ull1:lli "Ai 
caught-up in. 100 ... than a decade befor.. 

So th~ this it Dot JIIPOIlI the IIhcewd,..t.nor molt aooosaibleof arransement.a 
,.oo._uId U8e, W..,.. lJIart the.reopeni.ll(oCa wnall CODOer\hallj\.llll.in buaiDe4$ 

u.nder _~Dt, Yet that,il ~Y1l'hat tlle populace can 8lIpec:t!Tqm 
tN! ortbeltnl «the 'N_ V.)Jantine ~\J'e ~oose. whicli open. H. doors.&ha 
~ :l'uMday fbttbe fin' time in ali,ttle under (our yean. 

'nIe premiaee hlave aat..haliOl" in diarepaiT f~ tG topg'tbat I, for one, il'Iousht' 
1;he ~eAOte mott t:te{ittuig • ~litn:m, not thi. eupp:JeedJy lavilh reiloratlon. 
In i~ hEl)'da)"the eet.ablitlhlJltlllt had all th4! el~nce of lOIlIe MthOile oldMu.ic 
HfllJ attr.c:ti1Hllt dlill Briliih aub1ected us to in the decadee befure ~ tum of the 
cen«nl. No ooe was al.l'l'pSiilea or c:oPWrned when The lolaJ vallant.illif Theatre 
Howeclqsed.aft« becoa:Ung Wlpn:l61.ablein the bancDofi~ notorioUII1Danager, 
Magnua VaDknUne. . 

'Ihey qf\.en uy, th&brightMt-light eaMuhe darkest ehadow, a"d, although a 
hilb'P':"'fiie.~ineaaman, ValladtiMwea~ '" pa,teh,~ .::cputauon;. profea

. li6nal traqk- reeoc:'4 froslOO with rumounI and hearuy of dolJble-dt!ali ..... and 
J?lulanlhrOpic expl¢tation •• 

Subeequent to detaila relea:sectthrotJgb the PrefIII, purporting the bUIi.neu 
:w,der'-new m~nt'. nooe __ .. dumbfOllru;! Ill) 100 learn Magn\l.B 
'valtantiM. ." ... th, proprietor: ia thiJ reo.penina. JUIJt 'Whete hi round the 
DfIOI!SIIIUY &nd c.vMidttabll!! 1:JeclUng ror thia Iate.t 'brainchild' venture ia 
~1l'Zinr~ 

Weare fbn:ed ~"l.lIf1ebi, fundi.nr." .. ra-ton th.,Wck marlr;et.duringhil 
19priev~"'~t hie fi~~ ~utioo to the bo.i.J1OI8I, Vallantine 
hM eamed ttimM11r quite an unenyiable I'tpl,ltatiqo. It is ."idely undentood how 
hiI''nll.manage'rlal' , killa in a aitable \qll,j' of oomparnble pUl'lluiUj haY'llbilt 
inyelton UIonMdl Of dolllD'8 In capital. Former businesa partner, turneq. 
the!tpla.d.. turned liaht.. t!IIt.ena1nerf ijobby ~lIIl tall me Bobby Bam~ had 
~Iy My word. or admiraUIXl tor V.l1ant.ine when interviewed ~tIy by· 
oor r~ aupp~tnt. lIS parlof our 'ali or nothing' ffaWn, in November of 
Jaat yqr! "He [Valla.otidel rea~ invariabiy, aphiru'-like, ~bly 
~ed &lid ." .. ' With always.orne ronfidins croature rtady to "'him.· 

Foreve~ criticitled 'ft:Ir being lJIore ot fIllICCGUfttjUlt than the devotad public 
fil'un! normally aftUia~ to i directorahip; DOUUrpriBingly, ValltuUin. WM not 
available to dillCIoIIII ~h&" o!hill Hlr-titled theam hou&e. 1:0 qur offer of 
II ,p:nerotut{luPUci'T f.ature, Oln:ie bkCIr. th. bev.!i1derl:ug reP7. -I'm 1OtT)', Mt 
Viilhmtlne'i:¥L& baa a ti~1lI dllyofgDttt.". 

N_r being Qoe. for diretteonttlet Yo'1th 'artiIla; br musici&nl!, be lea~ th~ ~ 
btaclerkSilnd ~~ i1: bait UI kpid, tbeCWitOrnary~1'ee:or 
~nt taio.alJ,y calUed by ru. ruth., onaerh.ana poac:tUn, 0( dllri(ll!l 
II!Id J*,fp\ilar Acle ",,"vI! :n0l. t-n felt· hf 'l'I,,1II ~tablifhmenl.a and ~ 
~ci~ that 1uow o(.1tie budget oan, perhaPlif notaU!ltain the ildrvi(:elofany 
re~utable on:h'Mb'a? 

Deepite' hlt reputation, I .am. booelltly l(!IIth ,to oontin~ ~n thl. negative 
1Il8.fInl'r. bot','Moer, aomeqne, ~i:uII~down lhe }jne. hal J~ded thii€ aamia. 
&ion price. fO( thl! pit-lie merely b.ne q!1arUr thl! aa:king prie& for .. bol'f1f' g'allet'y 
.,.l Reaaonable ratel, in ho~ to a~1l w\tWr ~JWcal and lIOdoloiiclll 
tJ.ienlele, ~1 N"1Ce politiaJ, Magu~,l:wl,lll r-eatity rn.ny Olthe rewpect.ed 
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This is the third part in the 'Horror 
Man' series of encounters, and can 
be played with any reasonable dura
tion of recess, having completed the 
'Stone Shifter' scenario. 

Perhaps an investigalOr who holds 
some professional fascination orprivate 
appeal fortbe world of musiccan chance 
across the nearby concert preview i n the 
music press. or printed on the 
entertainments section of his or her 
reguJar newspaper a couple of days 
before the perfonnance. Any of the in
vestigators with time to spare may be 
inuigued enough by thereport to gi ve up 
a few hours and attend the venue. 

The New Vallantine Theatre House 
sits detached from the surrounding 
blocks, with an ample border of park
ing space separating the large, but oth
erwise unremarkable, building from 
the lively evening traffic of the rain
soaked city. The day's thunder has 
settled in forthenighL Iftheinvestiga
tors arrive by car they must park it 
themselves and will be drenched 
covering the distance to the main 
entrance. 

This is a portentous establishment 
and the doorkeeper will refuse entry to 
any persons carrying themselves in a 
drunken manner. Unaccompanied 
women as well as those deemed i nade
quately groomed will not be sold a 
ticket or let past to the main hall. There 
should be no need for a reservation. 
The turnout is modest but not over
whelming and investigators should 
have nodifficul ties purchasing a ticket 
on the door. 

In the foyer are the pay-box and a 
couple of spec ially commissioned 
paintings of the theatre hall, hung to 
make up a small display along the 
short corridor. They end at a single 
stone step up to a velvet curtain and, 
justleftofthis.aseriesof steps winding 
up to the gallery, 

Members of the audience are either 
ushered through the curtain or up the 
steps by a man in exactly the same 
styled dress worn by the doorkeeper 
and the cashier: a black, broadcloth, 
cut-away coat. grey waistcoat and 
straight. grey-striped trousers. The at
tire draws unnecessary emphasis to 

the men's already stork-like builds. 
This amoUnlS toall theircosmetic simi
larities. because, just between these 
three members of staff are sported: a 
thick walrus moustache; ginger, wax
tipped whiskers; and a preposterous 
woolly beard. 

1lle main haD is a breathtaking and, 
for most, quite unexpected sight. Well 
over two hundred feet deep, and easily 
half as much high. the theatre is bril
liantly lit with crystal ch3ndeliers and 
hundreds of gas bumers painted with 
many-a-coloured gelatine. 1bey filter a 
lavishandgentleradianceoverthehouse. 
Spindly iron columns on three sides 
support a heavy balcony facing the stage. 
TIle walls of the hall under the balcony 
are lined with nx:oco-fmmed. cut, and 
acid-etched mirrors. Investigators 
choosing to afford the balcony seats 
above will see here walls painted with 
stencilled ornaments. 

A couple of things the investigators 
may nQliceat this point an Idea roll has 
them observe how no provision has 
been given for rapid escape in case of a 
fire ; the room is without windows and 
theentranceby which they camedoubles 
as the exit. A Psychology roll should 
bring to their attention the poor seating 
arrangement for the ground floor. 1lIe 
seats are clustered in tight rows, 
providinghardly-suffkicntlegroom.and 
bolted finnly to the floor. yet there lies a 
full fifty feet from the front row to the 
stage-few will consciously apprecime 
this as a deliberate misuse of available 
space to manipulate the mood of the 
audience. 

Having been asked to stay scated in 
anticipation of the forthcoming per
formance. there is little else to do other 
than sit back and wail for the concert to 
start . 

INflueNtial People 
A good many people come in and go to 
the promenade spaces at the rear and 
sides ofthe hall to meet up with friends. 
On the whole. they seem the infonned 
and critical audience one might expect 
on any opening night: the investigators 
can snatch from the muttering crowd a 
mixed lot of praise and grumbles. The 
latter seem sympathetic with thecyni-

cism of the recently published concert 
preview. The attendees are aware that 
this evening represents merely an 
opening where to test the quality of the 
entertainment on a live audience be
fore the cowardly es tablishment 
commit themselves to offering their 
artistes a proper deal. 

Due to the gas and the enclosed 
arrangement. the auditorium soon be
comes very stuffy and malodorous; 
tobacco smok.e casts a haze that gives 
yet another sector of the crowd some
thing to whine on about. Soon, wher
ever they tum, the investigators meet 
with an aggravated face from the 
crowd: one elderly man is appalled by 
the omission of a programme for the 
price of his ticket; a pretty girl is fidg
eting with her tip-up seat as though it 
were a nest of splinters. Noone is seen 
to chaJlenge any of the half dozen 
members of staff, who stand tall and 
authoritative in the periphery, with 
their criticism. 

Thedissatisfaction is whittled down 
to a murmur of bewildennent at a 
violation of protocol. Unannounced. 
the house lights stan to slowly dim. A 
row of floodlights and four multi
branched standard lamps then light up 
the proscenium: the whole far wall 
arches the stage with ornamented 
Corinthian pilasters that marry up to 
the gentle curve of the high ceiling. 
Without any forewarning, the curtains 
are pulled back revealing an architec
tural backdrop in the form of a trium
phaJ arch relief, and more gas lamps 
are shuttered by the members of eerie 
staff. The crowd are still murmuring 
on at the management's want of eti
quette. as the musicians take to their 
instruments. 
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SiNisten UNbentoNes 
The orchestra. like the staff on the 
Ooor, are all dressed in crisp and im* 
maculate evening-wear. Along with 
this and their height, of the twenty 
musicians there are not two sharing 
any resemblance, as jf made up in the 
same crass and heavily contrived dis
similarity of beards, spectacles, hair 
styles and the like over each man's 
ruddy complex ion. 

Even in the absence of a conductor. 
without their eyes leaving the bridge 
of their inSlrUments, the small orches
tra fall confidently into a tight and 
faultless performance. During the 
music the stage lights look to flash a 
cycle of colour as if in cue to suit the 
mood and dynamics of the composi
tion: reds light the house for the very 
dramatic sections: blues for the se
rene; green for tbe abstract: and some
times all at once in a collective. bleary 
mix of pandemonium and spellbind
ing psychedelia. 

A Spot Hidden roll has the inves
tigators notice. from OUI of the bare 
boards beneath the feet of the orches
tra, a trapdoor rise several inches and 
after only a few moments gently fall 
back again, but the light is not good 
enough to make out by whom. The 
investi galors may thi nk this something 
or nothing; cure their concem with an 
Idea roll 10 have them understand that 
because this is a relatively small build
ing. during the production of a theatri
cal drama the only way for the players 
to access thestage without notice would 
be via a trapdoor such as this. probably 
from stairs leading down to a cellar. 
and through to the back of the theatre 
house. 

Almost from the start. the audience 
is finding the music quite a challenge: 
men stan loosening their ties. people 
aggravate others with their heckling 
over the music, and it is not too long 
before smaJ l skirmishes break out. Of 
this, the staff do very little: each seem 
calmly preoccupied with scratching 
notes intopockelbooks taken from their 
jackets, and ignoring any pleas for 
assistance. From each comer of the 
auditorium each look blankly over the 
boiling crowd as if only for some 
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inspiration. before returning again to 
their covert texts. 

From a damaged gas lamp a billow 
of smoke and fire engulfs a small area 
near the stage, close enough to its 
neighbour to spark a domino-effect. 
and within the space of a minute a 
raging fire has flared out across the 
stage and started aJong the walls. A 
terrible panic breaks out; people rise 
from their seats 'en masse' and rush 
for the s ingle exit. The people in the 
galleries seem to be geuing OUI com
paratively easily and quietly. but on 
the floor, women shriek and swoon, 
and men half-mad with excitement 
rush and stumble over their prostrate 
bodies in fearful confusion, crushing 
them underfoot and bringing blood. 

As the block ensues around the rear 
of the auditorium the music continues. 
Inside is an artificial, subli minal and 
repetitive back-beat-the primary 
cause of the mass dementia. To detect 
this anomaly requires a successful 
Listen roll. Call for SAN rolls: 
investigators who miss the roll must 
lose 106 SAN; if this results in a 
member of the team becoming tempo
rari ly unsound. heor she will be over
whelmed with panic and can do noth
ing but join the flock for the exit. 
Having presumed the source of the 
trouble. investigators can panially de
fend themselves from the hypnotic 
rhythm by plugging their ears with 
cloth; in this case, modify their SAN 
roll by +20%. 

Investigators not mad with the 
crowd will notice the nearest member 
of the theatre bouse staff stan to sweat 
heavily under the heat of the fires. So 
little as a second glance will see the 
man has taken on a far more demand
ingcomplexion as traces of what looks 
to be grease-paint makeup melts in 
gooey beads, running down his long 
face into blemishes-the colour of 
flesh---onto a crisp-white collar. 

In just the space of a minute the 
investigators will notice this of aJl the 
staff-both the studious staff with them 
on the floor. and those that make upthe 
orchestra. Spectacles and monocles, 
false beards, moustaches. wigs and 
toupees aU fall from each of the mens' 

faces exposing underneath, a horribly 
familiar. paJlid and bony complexion. 
Bare of their clumsy facades , they 
appear identical to each other and to 
the Horror Man encountered recently 
at Tegg's quarry. 

As with the other of their kind, 
these Horror Men continue their func
tion unless confronted with brutality; 
the usher staff are spread around the 
crowd making written notes while 
those of the orchestra play on even as 
their instruments catch fire and fall to 
ashes between their spindly fingers. 
The Horror Men seem quite undeter
red by the fire. That is not to say they 
show any indication of immunity; be
ing nearest the flames the garments of 
some of the orchestra smoulder and 
threaten to soon burst into flames. 

Apart from the investig3l0rs. oth
ers unaffected by the panic will catch 
sight of the Horror Men. These are a 
mix of clear headed people, and others 
that stand red-eyed and sobbing on the 
brink of despair. In the eventuality of 
a fight, some of these people may help 
the investigators overcome the Horror 
Men. If an attempt is made to try and 
reach the trapdoor in the stage. a Hor
ror Man for each member of the inves
tigator party wi ll intervene to try and 
prevent them access. Again, like at the 
quarry. the bodies of these adversaries 
will utterly disintegrate with a brief 
and soft sparkle of tight at their mo
ment of death. 
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HibbeN Deptt}s 
When there are no Horror Men left 10 
inhlbit them. investigators may open the 
trapdoor leading benealh the stage
presumably out of curiosity orin hopeof 
finding some alternative means of es
caping the blaze. If common sense fails 
them. an Idea roll may be necessary to 
alert the investigators to the very real 
prospect of being lombed-up beneath 
thestage if the auditorium was locollapse 
from fire. 

Should they chose to ignore the 
trapdoor at this point, there will still be 
time to go with the crowd and get out 
of the building to safety. This would 
not make for an especially riveting 
adventure. 

With the orchestra now defunct 
the tedious and bewitching back-beat 
still goes on, seeming to come from all 
around. Once standing on the wooden 
boards of the stage. the investigators 
can feel the vibrations emanating from 
directly beneath their feet Thetrapdoor 
is big and slUrdy. but ils hinges are 
well oiled and will lift easily enough if 
both hands are used to grip ahold on 
the heated iron pull. 

Two dozen or more wooden steps 
snake down safely through and under 

the choking vapours of smoke into a 
small passageway of subdued and 
flickering half-light. Everywhere is 
damp. Sparks and embers fall in 
through the open trapdoor from the 
bumingceiling overhead, and rest with 
a loud hiss al the investigators' feet. 
The ceiling's heavy cross-beams could 
soon quite readily drop down across 
the trapdoor, blocking any return and 
crealing a need to venture forth in 
hope of finding an outJet in these sub
terranean passageways. 

Standing in the passageway at the 
bottom of lhe steps the investigators 
can see the booming pulse radiating 
from behind a single. sturdy, oaken 
door: the mortar between the ancient. 
surrounding redbrick wall has begun 
to shake free and falls repeatedly to the 
slippery, concrete floor. 

Remember, the investigators 
should stiJl be making rolls and taking 
precautions against the influence of 
the bad vibes. The lock on the door has 
not seen a key in years. but its mecha
nism has unlatched due to corrosion. 
Cracking the door ajar, without the 
filter of brick and wood between them, 
the full weight of the thumping rhythm 
at close range is like a body blow. 

Occupying most o( the room is the 
maker of the pounding assault; some
thing closely resembling a child's spin
ning-top. but oversized and surrounded 
by a clustero(bellowing and trumpet
like pipes. TIle outlandish contraption 
seems driven by an assemblage of 
pistons that bubble and jet out steam at 
their joints with a Likeness to a huge 
huddle of boiling saucepans. The am
plification system bellows a succes
sion of enchanting. low frequency. 
primarily non-directional sounds to 
penetrate the ceiling. They are 
sufficient to manufacture a riot like 
that in the auditorium above. 

Directing fifty or more points of 
damage at its workings will disable the 
srrange apparatus; the centra] compo
nent spins off its axis and the whole 
thing soon comes to rest. silent. and now 
perfectly harmless. Inflicting this 
destruction will cost the investigators 
one point of damage (or every round 
spent inside the fOOIJ}--()f outside with 
the door left. open--unJess each make a 
CONxl roll against the massive some 
vibrations. Suffering successive rounds 
of damage will cause an investigator's 
ears and nose to bleed; if this takes them 
down to two or less hit points remaining, 
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he or she will faU unconscious, but wiU 
not receive the further critical points of 
damage hereafter. Providingit is agreed 
to destroy the amplification device. it 
should be done quick1y by a number of 
investigators at ~nshoo; doing 
onJy minimum possible damage to the 
tarTtished metal. 
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A few rounds after the machine is 
down. the in vestigators wiU be sur
prised by a couple of frightfuJ crea
tures-halflizard. halfman-rushing 
effonJessly at them after passing 
through the far waJ) of the dimly-lit 
corridor. They are dressed in white 
robes and shouldering a long bundle 
of strange metaJ piping. A Cthulhu 
Mylhos roll identifies these as 
degenerate Serpent People. Seemingly 
intangible. the wall remains thor
oughly intact behind them aside from 
blue. crackJing spiders of flame that 
dance briefly over where they passed. 
In the same action, between them. the 
little monsters target the barrels of 
their weapon at the closest investiga
tor and let loose a dizzy. shining bolt 
of lightning. 
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It is almost impossible to miss the 
slartled investigator at this close range. 
He or she can only hope to make a 

successful Dodge roll and half the 
406 of electrical bum damage. There 
will be no time to reach for holstered 
firearms in retaliation; whether 
intentional or not. the recoil from the 
single blast of the bazooka thingumajig 
kicks it and the reptiles. head over tail. 
back through the same waJ I they came. 
The blue sparks of illumination 
marking their point of exit swiftly 
dwindle. with the waHlen intact and 
the passageway back in gloom. 
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Before a better inspection of the 
estranged wall--detailed below-a 
peek through the remaining door of 
the passageway sees it as some en
trance to a glacial valley of snow and 
ice; yet the air is as warm as can be. 
Given time to adjust. the investigators 
will realise the opposite wall is merely 
a moving. two-dimensional picture. 
like acinema screen. Oddly. the room 
is bare of a projector or projection 
beam: as they walk up to the image the 
investigators cast no shadow over the 
picture. There is one tangible piece of 
apparatus. telescopic in design, but a 
Mechanical Repair roll suggests this 
to be some kind of specialist measur
ing tool-perhaps an instrument 
similar to a thennometer. 

Examining the colourless, wintry 
backdropwithaSpot HiddenrolldeteclS 
a naked man. lying motionless. dead 
centre of the picture. nearly buried by a 
drifted blanket of snow. This hapless 
reporter. while sniffing round the theatre 
houseearliertoday, looking fora scoop. 
was seized and resuained by the Serpent 
People. Rather than immediately kill the 
man in cold blocxl. the fiends have 
dropped him thousands of miles away 
for use in their experiments-details of 
which are given nearby. A Geology roll 
recognises what the investigators are 
seeing as deepest Antarctica. By use of 
advanced magics and science the Ser
pent People have secured a 'real time' 
transmission to monitor his resistance 



against subzero temperatures. 'There is 
llOeasy way of reaching the poor man in 
time,shortofusingsomepersonalcache 
of magics and travelling halfway round 
the world. 

't:/Je SecRet 
A syndicate of Serpent People is can· 
ducting some reconnaissance work 
using The New ValJantine Theatre 
House as a base of operations. ntis is 
made easy by the true identity of the 
theatre manager, Magnus Vallantine.. 
who is the governor of the alien 
terrorists. The creature caUing itself 
Magnus Vallantine is a prime example 
of its race. able to use incantations to 
take on human fonn, so to mingle with 
and observe our human society. With 
caustic opportunism and sagacity. 
these studies help this creature take 
advantage of anything in the commu· 
nilY useful to its mission-securing 
wealth on the stock market and such. 

The Serpent People dream of a re· 
conquest of Earth; the survey team is 
here to assess human limil1uions. The 
results of this research may some day 
be exploited by the Serpent forces. 
The Horror Men are a series of human 
clones produced using the progressive 
science and magic of the Serpent Peo
ple. Their purpose is to witness and 
record human resistance and reactions. 

S/JOCk Value 
The texture of the far wall is smooth 
and coloured theoily grey of gunmetal 
but is as cold and lifeless to the touch 
asasideofgranile.lnvestigators strik· 
ing or shooting at the wall cause fleeting 
spiders of electrical fire around the 
point of impact. but the surface re· 
mains undamaged. A single blow 
somehow inflicting 40 or more points 
of damage punctures a hoie, creating a 
web of splits and hairline fractures 
which spreads out across the whole 
eight hundred square foot partition. 

Thefinal fragment of wall falls like 
the last shard of glass from a broken 
window·frame and smatters into fine 
needles over thecoane. concrete floor. 
Lined up on both sides of the hundred 
fOOl chamber. rows of glass canisters 
each contain a perceivably underde.--

veloped Horror Man. flooting tran· 
quilly. immersed in a simmering fluid. 
fed via a loop oflunUnous piping con· 
verging at the centre of the room. 

Here. four Serpent People look to 
be working around an outlandish bank 
of machinery shaped like one giant 
industrial cog. OUI of this. separate 
glowing panels, seemingly al random. 
gently rise. rotate. and fall back into 
place. Spouting out from the core, a 
black fountain of spindly tentacles lick 
over the console. obviously serving 
some strange function, as the Serpent 
People seem completely unperturbed 
by tentacles wonning between their 
scaly hands and fingers . 

Catching sight of the investigators 
breaking through to their laboratory 
does cause penurbation; the dramatic 
arrival throws the Serpent People into 
a real state of panic. Like lizards 
running for the safelY of a pond the 
four quickly scamper over their 
machinery. parting the tentacled col· 
umn like pampas grass, Wherein, they 
fall from sight as though taken by 
some unseen void. ShouJd they wish. 
the investigators have the opportunity 
to fire a couple of shots at the fleeing 
creatures in the few moments it takes 
for them to escape. but are only likely 
to delay them at best. 

The laboratory is iiI only by a syn· 
thetic radiance from the pipes and gla'is 
vessels of the cloning canisters, but 
from the back ofthedim1y lit chanlber 
a man's raring voice brings to the 
investigators' attention another three 
humanoid shapes. Two Serpent Peo
ple struggle to mount hefty weap-
onry-used on the investigators ear· 

lier in the passageway-high on the 
wall at rear of the laboratory. Lnvesti· 
gators who troubled themselves with 
preparatory research surrounding the 
theatre house might recognise the man 
seated beneath the serpentine. labour· 
ers as the left·handed proprietor, 
Magnus Vallantine. 

Dressed in plain evening· wear he 
sits in a high· backed chair barking 
fierce, hissing whispers up at the two 
Serpent People overhead. As they fin
ish, the serpentine creatures scu")' to 
the centre of the shadowy chamber, 
over to the ponal, and disappear like 
their brethren before them. 

With his helpers gone, Vallantine 
fixes the investigators with a furious 
gaze across the room. In the tips of his 
fingers Vallantine daintily Lifts a metal 
skuUcap and reslS it gently over his head. 
Sueams of coppery wire stem from me 
headgear and trail over his shoulders 
and end attached to a benchtop beside 
him along the back wall Vallantine's 
chair swiftly spins round and-with his 
back now to the investigators and the 
chamber--the man's fingel1l begin to 

dance lightly over the worktop, a lineup 
ofknobsanddiaisresemblinganegJected 
stack of old typewriters. 

1be whole of the far wall suddenly 
cracldes with life and at fir.;;t seems to 
fall away-Like the other-revealing an 
identicallaboralOl)' beyondln retrospect 
after a moment or two'S hesitance the 
investigalOrs wiU realise, catching sigbt 
of their own reflection. the wall has in 
fact become more like a milTOT the size 
of several dozen cinema screens. Only 
then. nothing likeanenormous mirror. a 
cross-hair comes up over the picture, 
locking over the position of a random 
investigator. and abruptly magnifying 
their image up on the wall by gigantic 
proportions. 

A Spot Hidden roll will notice the 
recently mounted weapon point itself 
in the precise direction of the area 
displayed upon wall. From the bankof 
machinery around where Vallantine 
sits tapping away there comes a rum

bling sound thai quick.ly builds up to 
an intense whistle. the machi ne sbakes, 
and aconcentrated ray of magical light 
lashes out from the weaponry, down at 

<lreb <lonon- I. 



'4- Ch"h IX"n"n 



the appointed investigator. Since the 
area of the laboratory is nOl so con
fined. the investigator will be able to 
jump away from the point of impact 
sufficient to avoid bei ng hun-assum
ing his or her attention has been draw 
to the impending danger. By the pitch 
of the reverberations issuing through
out the laboratory it shou ld be possible 
for the investigators to anticipate the 
exact moment the magical ray lets 
loose and attempt to Dodge their way 
from some 406 points of damage. 
Perhaps a more perceptive investiga
tor, in a selfless act, cou ld risk his or 
her safety and hurl fellow team member 
out of the sights of destruction. 

The controls at ValJantine's work
top allow him to steer the weaponry 
after the investigator. remaining con
stantly trained on one s ingle target 
until someone offers themselves as a 
greater diversion. The weaponry re
quires several moments to ready itself, 
therefore Vallantine can on ly fire a 
shot once every subsequent round. 
This. whi le not giving the investiga
tors quite enough time tocoverthe full 
distance of the laboratory. does allow 
them a chance to retaliate with a gun
shot or to find some cover, All ranged 
attacks on Vallantine. who sits with 
his back to the room in his metal, high
backed chair. should be made at -30%. 

When he is hit for the first time. in 
the blink of an eye, Vallantine's true 
identity will be revealed to the inves
tigators. as the shock of the injury 
causes the creature to lose use of the 
spell that shields its serpentine per
sona. There should be no uncenainlY 
on who the weaponry is pointed at any 
given time: as Vallantine keeps fran
ticall Y tappi ng away like a manic organ 
player 10 keep it under its deploy, 
seeki ng and zeroing-in on its 
antagonists dOlled about the labora
tory. their inflated image is projected 
up over all the far wall. 

Stray bolts of magical light suc
cessfu lly dodged by the investigators 
will lash blindly about the laboratory, 
destroying machinery. and smashing 
the glass canisters. spilling embryonic 
Horror Men onto the cold floor and 
over the broken glass. One rogue bolt 

of energy pulls down part of the wall. 
revealing a sewer system. and a means 
of escape. 

It is difficult to presume the out
come of this fracas: a long-term staJe
mate between the serpent man and the 
investigators is not likely to arise. as 
the fiery wreckage of The New VaJ
lantine Theatre House rests precaO* 
ously over the labomtory and the base
ment level. injecting some station of 
urgency against the investigators be
ing crushed alive. 
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Surveying any of the laboratory's 
alien banks of machinery is of little 
use--except of course to hide behind. 
Its telekinetic nature is finely tuned to 
respond to use by the Serpent People 
alone. As the investigators might pre
sume, the degenerate Serpent People 
scientists were able to make their es
cape. through the portal. which is a 
Magical Gate back to their subterra
nean domain. Jumping after them is 
not recommended (as c learl y indicated 
by the presence of said tentacles). 

For all the searching, the body of 
the 'Magnus Vallantine' creature 
should not be recovered from the 
wreckage of the laboratory or from 
under the faJlen debris. _ 
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This, the fourth 'Horror Man' en
counter, follows on about one game 
week after thefireballing of The New 
Vallantine TheaJre House; the oul
come of the previous 'Crab Canon '. 

The note is left on the desk by a 
colJeague orsecretary of a player char
acter whose occupation might have 
them regularly live and fight other 
people's nightmares forthem: that of a 
private eye or parapsychologist. 

After an introduction, Mrs Potter 
will make the investigators very wel
come and beckon them into her com
modious rooms in the residential bui Id
ing just this other side of town. The 
apartment block houses several other 
tenants and as the investigators make 
for the Potters's residence a bespecta
cled young man snaps angrily at them 
from across hallway to ask whether 
they are here to son out the 'infernal 
racket'. Over the last week the Potters 
have become a nuisance to many of 
their neighbours. due to airing their 
music at inconsiderate levels and at all 
hours of the day and night. 

Indeed, from the lobby the investi
gators can hear the radio broadcast of 
a political debate emanating from be
hind the first door to their left; Mrs 
Potter asks if they can go directly 
through to the lounge while she makes 
the tea. Mr Potter sits calmly on a 

spindeleg chair next to a large, rum
bling wireless which sits in the far 
comer of the gloomy room. The old 
man gives nothing more than a feeble 
smile and a docile hand gesture to 
acknowledge the investigators, then 
turns his head back to the luminous 
dial of the wireless, facing the music, 
and rocks gently on the legs of these at, 
as though swaying back under the 
resonance. 

After less than a minute, Mrs Potter 
enters the room carrying a tray of tea 
and biscuits. A'i shue does, her husband 
lifts himself out of his seat. saunters 
out into lobby, lifting a coat from the 
hook, and leaves the apartment without 
a single word of regret. Perbaps in 
some way of an explanation, as she 
places the tray down onto a low table, 
the old lady looks up at the carriage 
clock on the mantelpiece, and mutters 
under ber breath about il being time 
for the evening papers. Fidgety, she 
sits, laking only one sip from her cup 
before springing back to her feet to 
tum down the volume on the wireless, 
revealing her cause for concern. 

A sound made by string instruments 
rises to the investigators' attention from 
under the boards of the noor.It would 
nOI be strictly accurate to call this 
'music' for there is little in the way of 
arrangement, none of the confidence 



required for an attempt at an improvi
sation, and not even thecompetence to 
signal it as the din of a musicians' 
tuning session. A pandemonium 
devoid of rhythm or hannony, like 
sou nds broken into fragments by a 
tempestuous wind, each instrument 
starts, only to tear abruptly to a ha1t. 
An investigator can put his ear to the 
floor and, with a successful Listen 
roll, reckon there to be no more than 
four violins in play at any given time. 

Lf asked. Mrs Potter, overcome with 
emotion, can be very specific about the 
night this was first heard; a morning late 
last week following the theatre house 
fire. TheNew VallantineTheatre House 
is but one street's distance away. Mrs 
Potter has the notion that the lrOubled 
souls of the 'poor musicians' who lost 
their lives are locked up in her cellar. Mr 
Potter has said nothing to discourage 
this idea. Quite the contrary. it was be 
who suggested they secure the services 
of a private agency. 

There are two reasons for this. For 
one, he does not wanl the constabulary 
finding his bolt-bole of bootleg Uquor 
badly hidden behind a section of loose 
brickwork in the basement wall. Most 
imponamly, Mr Potter believes his 
wife's fancy; a few days previous, and 
quite naturally, he took it unto 
himself-after complaints from the 

neighbours-and made an investiga
tion of the mysterious cacophony. 
What he discovered. Lheold man could 
not bare to share; it resulted in such a 
shock to his fragile constitution. 

The investigatOrs are given access 
to the basement, shown into the 
kitchen. and left to their devices. 
Pushing back the heavy bolt on the 
door releases the full clout of the fervid 
strain. By flicking thepowerswitchor 
shining any light down the steps into 
the basement. the investigators behold 
the cruel and twisted sight of members 
f rom the ill-fated 'Vallantine 
orchestra'. all with as much direction 
to their movements as their music. 

These brainless zombies are Horror 
Men who escaped their demise after 
plunging with burning rubble to the 
belly of The New Vallantine Theatre 
House a week ago. Under the streets 

the scorched and mindless clODes 
floundered through the city sewers 
following each other's lead. and at 
their shou lder all scraping at the bridge 
of their instruments with the frayed 
edge of a bow, all except one who 
holds out tarnished cymbals in 
anticipation of a cue that never comes. 

Needless to say. these four survi
vors stumbled their way into the 
Potters' basement through a portion of 
the wall that was weak with dampness 
and made even less stable by Mr Potter 
loosening the cement to hide his case 
of black market whiskey. For a week 
the mindlessclones have bounced from 
all four wa1ls. clenching their instru
menlS with a white knuckled grip. 
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if the dooc to the basement is left open 
for long enough they will stagger up the 
steps, into the apartment, and then out 
into the street. Keepers can decide 
whether the zombies are a1together 
passive and ignore any threat made by 
the investigators. or retaliate and use 
violins against them. As a1ways. once 
deceased, the remains of the Horror 
Men will glitter and vanish. 

Should the investigators take it in 
their minds to investigate the sight of 
the theatre house across the way, it 
will still appear from all sides as 
collapsed and devastated as they 
remember. and just as impassable from 
the sewers. As a sideljne, keepers can 
feel free to devise similar encounters 
to this where Horror Men, having fled 
the theatre house fires. are found wan
dering around scaring the humans . • 



IS--OOalulnll Molt 

Tllis is the fifth and final installment 
of short concept adve,IIures in tile 
'Horror Man ' series. For full effect, 
play this out several game monlhs 
after the preceding lLar.y Eye' en· 
counter. 

As the rec ipi ent of the sma ll 
strengthened envelope, the investiga
tor may perceive from its written in· 
elusion thai the accompanying fine 
silver locket and chain is sent by a 
close friend and associate of theirs in 
the detective trade. By the tone of his 
leiter. the conceited beq ueather clearly 
believes Mrs Travers' case to be 
nonviable. The investigators may de
cide that the handsome devil in the 
faded portrait photograph framed in 
the e legant locket-given another 
thirty years, a shock of white hair, and 
a vacuous expression-bears an un· 
comfortab le resemblance to their 
continualJy elusive Horror Man. 

Subsequent to collccting the ad
dress of Mrs Hazel Travers. the inves
tigators find themselves outside the 
gate of a framed wooden cottage, quite 
devoid of exterior adornment or any 
signs of maintenance. The roof is a 
patchwork of missing shingles, and 
the base of the structure is not visible 
from the road, past the block of 
verdurous shrubberies choked by 
creeping thistles and rootstock. 

The face of the women at the door 
is drawn and haggard. and looks well 
beyond her age of fifty years. 
Overwhelmed that her case is being 
given such keen attention, Mrs Travers 
literally quivers with appreciation and 
will endeavour to be as illuminating 
for the investigators as possible. Her 
answers to the simplest of questions. 
however, arc laboured. and the words 
are delivered in slurred and broken 
sentences. One might correctly sur-



mise. with a lNTx4 roll, that Mrs 
Travers has a serious drinking prob
lem. An investigator who was to suc
cessfuUy practice his or her skill in 
Psychology would be sure the frail old 
lady's fondness for the bouJe does not 
detract credibility from her mournful 
statement. 

' /1 has raken me a week or more to 
pluck up Ihe courage to come 0141 and 
say theu things. You mUSI all 
undersland Ihat I've been devoted to 
my husband nearly all the thirty years 
of our marriage, bur now I'm not sure 
wOOrto think. As your colleagues will 
have no doubt i,l/armed you, / beliel'e 
lake has abducted our son, and he 
bears a striking resemblance to the 
man the police think responsible for 
all of these grim alld bizarre murders 
we read about in the newspa~rs. 

'We had lockets made for one an
other while we were stiff courting back 
in the summer of 1885. Althollgh ours 
was 1I0t exactly a marriage made ill 
heaven. just as /, my husband wore his 
locket at aff times. At all times, that is, 
until after his disap~arance and m;
raculous return five years back, He 
arrived back 011 the doorstep as large 
as life, after being missing for ninety 
days, with a story about losing some 
money to the 'wrong people', and being 
hounded OUI of town but wilh every 
intention of coming back once his debts 
were cleared. / had started to drink 
heavily in his absence and so hung 
fimdy on his every word, accepting 
the explanation as casually as if he 
had been away for only hours nOI 
months. 

'During the weeks after his return 
we nursed each other back to health. 
While he had been away my husband 
had contracted a wasting sickness 
brought on by stress and drudgery,for 
which he informed me the doctors had 
no cure. Although it had impaired his 
physical aspect. Jake soon grew as 
strong as ever, With my husband back 
at my side I too became im·igorated. 
and felt com~lfed to try and take 
control of my insobriety. 

'This was just as well. b«ouse 
within a year / feff pregnalll and gave 
Jake a SOli. My husband arranged a 
mllnberof appointmenls at pril'(lIe clin
ics to preempt any complicalions thar 
may have occurred due to my malU
rity. 1 must admit to being more ,han a 
little surprised after being told that 
there was nOlhillg for me to worry 
about. bm Jake was riglltfuffy assured 
by the diagnosis, as Benjamin was in 
due caus~ bom without incident. 

'My husband offered Ihe child all 
his love and attention, and was in 
nearly every way the model father. 
lakewasneveramanofmanywords
even with me-but ever so much a mall 
of books, and saw to it ~rsonally that 
Ben received a thorough educalion, 
Jake cared for the child immensely, J 
fell sometimes almost 10 the point of 
obsession. 

'To gil'e you an example, Benjamin 
had barely reached the age of four 
when my hUj'band began 10 take him 
on regular fishing trips around the 
coast. regardless to my insistence thaI 
Ben was still not strong tmough for 
Ihat kind of pursuil. He would even 
take him 10 bars! Bllt the more / ob
jected about anything the forthe r / was 
ostracised by Jake and the child ooth. 

'Ollly after 1 raised the question of 
how he was able to provide for us, 
having lost hisjob althe shipyard, did 
Jake hifonn me Ihat dllring his time 
away he hadfallen into company wilh 
a successful emreprelleur alld had 
secured wealth that meant we needn't 
ever go wanting. / dOli 'I Ihink I will 
ever really know what happened 10 my 
husband in those darkest ninety days. ' 

A Psychology roll detects Mrs 
Travers to have suddenJy become par
ticularly emotional. Investigators can 
e:tplore this. given a linle tact and a 
Persuade roll. with all female investi~ 
gators receiving +20% modifier to the 
chance of success. Mrs Travers will 
reveal to the investigators her life's 
biggest regret: her inability to recall 
acrually giving bin.h to her son. not to 
mention the possible moment of con
ception. She has always directly at
tributed this deep-down trauma and 
repressed memory syndrome to her 
frequent blackouts due to her period of 
severe alcohol abuse. 

Questioning Hazel Travers further 
will make her even more upset, but 
reminds her of something Benjamin 
said once that she thought very 
peculiar. It was something along the 
lines of his daddy rewarding him with 
bright coloured lights inside his head. 
She tried to talk to her husband aoout 
this at the time, but Jakedismissed her 
concerns and said that Benjamin was 
just going through a phase. 

All is normal around the house, 
except thai all of Jake Travers' per· 
sonal belongings have seen Uttle or no 
use in the: last months and y~. An 
extensive search coupled with an Idea 
roll and the investigators will notice, 
amongst other things, that his 
comprehensive library is as dusty and 
unused as his fishing hooks and face 
razors are rusty. 

Pull Back. tlJe CoveRS 
A fifteen-minute walk from the Travers 
house, on the basement floor of the 
eminent Pon.obello Restaurant, is the 
nameless. second-rate speakeasy 
sometimes frequented by Hazel 
Travers' husband. There are two com· 
parable establishments the investiga· 
tors may pursue in vain before the 
name Jake Travers wins them some 
response. The barman has no peculiar 
loyalties to Travers but is suspicious 
of strangers. The investigators will 
have to earn the information be has to 
offer with a bribe of fifteen dollars, or 
a Fast Talk roll, 



'Jab Travers used 10 gel in here. 
He was irreproachable old goat ...... ith 
an unconvincing beard who used to 
work the docks. He'd SOf1U!limes spend 
all evening reading at his table: he'd 
come in and order a drink that would 
saf1U!tif1U!s last him as long as his book. 
I can't remember the details, but a 
buddyofhis singled him out to me ollly 
last week and said how it had beenfil'e 
years since he had clapped eyes on his 
old co-worker, e~'er since Jake hod 
fUmed in to work one morning and 

quit there and theIL 
'But Ifearnow we '1/ see nomore of 

him. lAst week I think it was, your Mr 
Travers walked in accompanied by 
who I assumed was his yOl/ng grand
son. I had no objection to him bringing 
lhe kid and. for the first time in all the 
months he'd frequented this establish

ment, I made an aUempt at converso· 
tion. I fooled with him while he was 
payingforhis whislcyas 10 whether his 
wife thought them 10 be our visiting the 
funfair. Hejust grunted an obligatory 
bm equivocal return, counted out his 
coins on the bar, and turned his back 
on me to go and sit at that table nearest 
the door, 

'Further into the evening, as is 
quite usual, a small party tottered down 
from the restaurant to make merry in 
the bar. 71r~ were celebrating the 
birthday of a young gentlelTUllI whose 
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cigar smoke caused the since-com
posed Mr Travers some offense. / re
ally couldn " see the haml he was 
doillg, but after the gentleman refused 
to put out his cabana, l ake marched 
over alUl punched this guy clear 
through that wall, then took his kid by 
the ann and left. The old man has 
made an enemy of the wrong peo/)fe, if 
you gel my meaning, and I thi"k you'll 
find that's the reason for his disap
peartmce: sel/-preservation. ' 

If they probe some more with a 
Fast Talk roll, the investigators may 
pick up on what the bannan dismisses 
as being merely 'nonsense rumours'. 
A couple of his regular drinkers who 
claim to have long ago worked along
side their man on the docks have each 
recently caughl thei r kids spreading 
cock-eyed tales of Jake Travers 
hanging out at 'the wreck'. burning 
tunJes with the "bums and low-life'. 
'The wreck' is the name given by the 
local children to the decimated rubble 
that was once The New Vallantine 
Theatre House'. 

8obyCIOCk 
Where once stood the notorious thea
tre house there is now three hundred 
square yardsofscorched rubble. Walk
ing over it is especially arduous by 
night. The ochreous fli cker of a small 
bonfire in thedead centreofthe grounds 

is visible from the surrounding city 
roads and it must appear to passing 
motorists as though the months--old 
debris is still partially ablaze. 

Minding their step the investiga
tors cover the open space in minutes 
and, as they do, they discern several 
piriable looking figures huddJed for 
warmth in a circle round a makeshift 
incinerator. Walking nearenothelarge 
steel barrel, and into the vicinity of its 
thick, smoky emissions, provokes a 
bilious attack upon an investigator who 
fails a CONXS check, as the mon
strous reek fill s their lungs. 

The source of the odour is what the 
twelve bearded fellows bum to keep 
from feeling the night' s bitter cold. 
Ha1f of the fallen men acknowledge 
the investigators, with a less than 
cursory glance, but pay little more 
attention, pulling their taltered coats 
tigbtly around their frail selves, and 
turning back to face the heat. To 
properly inspect the contents of the 
barrel will mean breaking into the ring. 
and while the vagrants do nothing to 
physically resist this infringement they 
will lteal the in vestigators loa number 
of unsettling snarls and penetrating 
glares. 

Sizzling fat drips down onto the 
concrete and fonns like wax stalag
mites beneath the incinerator. If the 
investigalors are able to find some
thing to stoke the red ashes amid the 
surrounding heaps of red brick and 
concrete blocks. lheycan discover that 
it is fuelled by what appears to be a 
sizable chunk of coal. As they watch, 
cracks appear in the boulder's leathery 
exterior, opening and closing to the 
thing's steady palpitations before 
releasing dribbles of hot grease. There 
is also an audible hi ss as ajet of black 
vapour escapes from the fracture that 
is no doubt the source of the repulsive 
odour. 

None of the grimy gents could be 
described as having the gift of the gab, 
but if the investigators were to try and 
communicate the eldest might offer 10 
share a few words, so long as it was 
made worth his while. Due, perhaps. 



to an adverse condition brought on by 
a long exposure to the incinerator's 
unpleasant fumes, the old man breaths 
heavily as he whispers his words. 
Regrenably, all he declares is that one 
of his number 'wuz chuckin' up fer 
days after takin' a bellyfull. ' With an 
unsteady finger and his eyes agog he 
points down at the glowing ashes, and 
keeps it there for wannth. 

LaNteRN-Jaweb 
After a ten minute search with a flash
light in the genera] proximity of where 
the twelve men are gathered, the 
investigators may tum up as many as 
twenty more leathery lumps similar to 
the one that the vagrants bum. All 
have a hard surface and gelatinous 
contents, but differ ever so slightly in 
size and solidity. Some of the charred 
egg-like globules have evidently made 
better winter fuel than others, formany 

are discarded and cracked open with 
their I iqu id centres poured out over lhe 
concrete gravel. In and around lhis 
curdled soup, cats. birds, rodents, and 
a host of other small scavenging ani
mals lie dead. 

An extended search of the area, 
united with a successful Spot Hidden 
roll, and the investigators will happen 
upon a three foot by three slab of 
yellowed. waxen stone locked secure 
to the ground by a heavy brass wheel. 
The wheel is wann to the touch and 
perhaps cross-lhreaded as it is anoma
lous ly tight. requiring a STRx2 roll 
from one perron just to edge the wheel 
round by half a rotation. It requires 
five full rotations for the investigator 
to feel the deadbolt tumble, enabling 
the tearn to heave open lhe trapdoor. 

Alternatively. if afler S[)6 rounds 
the investigators are still having trou
ble with the lock mechanism. they will 

jolt in surprise as the stiff wheel begins 
to tum slowly by itself. For any 
investigators who felt that thetrapdoor 
was of no immediate consequence. a 
Listen roll soon brings it sharply back 
to their attention as the brass wheel 
self-revolves with a torturous SQueaL 

Afler a moment's pause. the stone 
slab is punched open by a pair of 
scrawny hands lhal proceed by grop
ing for a grip around the lipofthe hole. 
The man who hauls himself up from 
below is without an ounce of nesh to 
spare and. for the investigators. an all 
too farniliarsight Reaching backdown 
into the opening, the clone of Jake 
Travers lifts out. with bony arms, an
other of the obscure oily eggs. It ex
udesa vapounraiJ as it is tossed through 
the cold night air. then lands with a 
dull thud and rolls close to the feet of 
the wayfarers. Insensible and used to 
the Horror Man's wraith-like appear-



ance, two of the men lift the steaming 
object ana feed it to their incinerator. 
To this, out billows a cloud of flame 
and lamp-black smoke that causes the 
twelve to momentarily recoil and cover 
their eyes from the radiant flare. 

The emaciated creature is a Horror 
Man-the worn shadow of Jake 
Travers. The Serpent People took the 
hapless dock worker several years ago 
and cloned him numerous times, but 
with a limited success which resulted 
in the production of a bastard subspe
cies of humanity, known to the inves
tigators as 'horror men'. Over the last 
few years this particular Horror Man 
bas had orders to be the model husband 
for the credulous Mrs Travers and the 
custodian of their child. 

FaMiliaR SOlutiONS 
Beneath the trapdoor is a wide open 
shaft where the theatre's wooden stair
well once descended from the stage 
down to the basement level. Several 
brass rungs have been hammered deep 
into the brickwork every three feet 
apart. down both sides of the wall. 
From up above, the tunnel's craggy 
floor is barely discernible beyond the 
thirty feet of darkness. Edging their 
way down, the investigators will real
ise there is a flickering subterranean 
light source, together with the mild 
scent of gunpowder and a lingering 
high-pitched whistle in the air. 

Down at the bottom of the shaft. the 
investigators will have to stoop down 
low and mind their heads, as the 
splinted wood and rubble on the floor 
is piled nearly as high as the ceiling of 
the adjoining chamber. This cavern
ous space is thick with dust, enmeshed 
by cobwebs, and carpeted with achalky 
gravel and broken glass. 

The laboratory of the Serpent Peo
ple was not altogether glutted during 
that fateful fiery evening many months 
back.. This surviving cavity. compris
ing a portion of the basement's main 
room and some of the connected cor
ridor, is still intact. From large dishev
elled stacks of recondite apparatus 
positioned all about the floor fly heavy 
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bollS of super-natural fire. This shou ld 
suggest to onlookers that, even in view 
of the contraption' s obscure design 
and obvious otherworldly origins, it is 
either broken or badly damaged. 

Remarkably, one of the fragile clon
ing cabinelS conceived by the Serpent 
People has survived the theatre 
building's ruinous fires. The investi· 
gators will see that. behind the glass, 
the canister has a thank1ess occupant. 
Immersed in asemipellucid fluid is an 
abomination of such proportions that 
an investigator failing a SAN check 
must lose 1DI0 poinlS after looking 
into the creature's eyes and at ilS other 
buoyant parts. What used to be the 
child of Hazel Travers is now barely 
recognisable as flesh and hone. 

This beastliness is due to the inex· 
act science of the fallacious snake in 
grass, Magnus Vallantine. With ilS 
fonner plans thwarted, Vallantine ini · 
tiated an unprecedented eltperimem 
involving the mating of one of its 
clones with a human female. The hope 
was to forge a violent new breed which 
could be set loose on humanity to 
condition the planet forthe return to it., 
people. The fruits of this-Ben 
Travers-may well have matured into 
a regular. well adjusted human being. 
had Vallantine not proceeded by sub-
jecling the child to multifarious ex
periments and pumped him with many 
alien solutions in order to affect its 
dangerous prodigy. 

Forsaken by its species, wholly 
deranged, and left wanting in physical 
and mental prowess by injuries re
ceived in the fires, the esoteric scien
tist perseveres with the work as best it 
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can. At this critical stage the Vallantine 
creature has realised that the chemical 
amd celestial bombardment has 
virtually broken the body of its subject 
down into liquids, and is attempting 
now to clone this silt in order to restore 
ilS integrity before the child can re· 
gress even further. After running a 
battery of teslS that have repeatedly 
fallen short of success, the results
the curate's eggs-are always then 
efficiently disposed of by the Jake 
Travers replica. 

Through half·shadows, from across 
the chamber, the investigators will find 
it eJtuemeiy difficult to focus on 
VaUantine; it is no trick of the light 
how the aspect of this maladjusted 
evildoer seems to shift recurrently be
tween man and serpent. It mops the 
cloning canister with a white cloth 
where the terrible mutation hus begun 
to seep out through hairline fractures 
in the glass. Stumbling overto a number 
of demijohns lined up on a heap of 
smoking aparatus, it scrapes a sample 
from the cloth. The creature mutters 
incessantly to ilSeif as it works, all of 
which is mostly incoherent or com· 
pletelynonsensical: · ... miscarried, rak
ing shape with a resurrection under 
glass, I am one death away from per
fect deformity. ' 



Afteronly moments. thedemijohns 
begin to tremble and then spli nter apart, 
one after another, revealing theirswol· 
len contents-yet more of the fallow, 
orbicular remains. Vallantine calmly 
takes one in both hands and seems to 
first ex.amine the results by bringing it 
curiously up to its twitching serpent 
nostrils, before sending it in a scream 
of anger and repulsion across the 
darkened room in the direction of the 
hatchet·faced retainer. 

As soon as the serpent man catches 
sight of the investigators the creature 
will become mad with rage. command· 
ing the last clone of Jake Travers to 
'smnsh the life oul oflhem. ' Investiga· 
tors sentimental enough to entenain 
the idea of a possible collaboration 
between them and the Horror Man by 
pleading in any way to its lasl rem· 
nants of humanity probably deserve 
aU they get. 

While the Horror Man lurches for
ward 10 carry out its charge. in a 
desperate frenzy. Vallantine hurls the 
products of its abortive tests at the 
investigators to help make shan work 
of their demise. Only a couple of the 
missiles come close to the mark. the 
others spin harmlessl y overhead. split· 
ting open on impact and spattering 
their soupy contents down the red
brick wall. 

With itsbacktothewall. Vallantine 
will expeditiously address the investi· 
galors. 'if I were 10 say Iliad learned 
anything from your kind, it would be 
Ihat death ;s lhe ultimate test of char
acter, ' then injects itself with a lethal 
dose of its own probative solution. 
Snorting lustily. the serpentine creature 
lunges wildly after the investigators. 
berserk. Its muscles have soon 
expanded to double their size and the 
veins have become so prominent that 
the spoiled blood threatens to rupture 
the mottled skin. After IDIO rounds 
the mutated V allantine suddenly grows 
somnolent. becomes victim to an attack 
of convulsions. and slumps dead. 

Reward the investigators with a ill 10 
SAN bonus for finally pUlling 
V aIIantine . s monkey business to rest. • 




