








H.P. Lovecraft
1890-1937






The Clear Credit Box

The heart of first edition Escape from
Innsmouth was the work of Kevin Ross.
Both introductions and the entire guide-
book are his work. Mysterious Innsmouth,
Welcome to Innsmouth, and Shadow Over
Innsmouth are all Kevin’s work as well,
with the help of Heith Herber.

Kevin Ross was the primary hand in
revising the first edition, and putting togeth-
er the new scenarios for this expanded edi-
tion of Escape from Innsmouth.

The Crawford Inheritance scenario is
also the work of Kevin Ross. while the
Escape from Innsmouth scenario was writ-
ten by Fred Behrendt.

The format of the Raid on Innsmouth
scenario was devised by Keith Herber.
Through a “summit meeting” of raid writ-
ers held at GenCon 1991, the scenario came
to be. The individual authors of the sce-
nario are: Kevin Ross (Introduction and
Devil Reef), Fred Behrendt (Esoteric Order
of Dagon), Scott Aniolowski (Marsh
Mansion), Mike Szymansi (Smugglers’
Tunnels), Mark Morrison (Y ha-nthlei),
and J. Todd Kingrea (Marsh Refinery).

The Sinister Seeds section was also
written by a variety of people: Fred
Behrendt, Keith Herber, Penelope Love,
Mark Morrison, John Tynes, Kevin Ross,
and Richard Watts.

The Appendix on Lovecraft Country
originally appeared in Tales of the
Miskatonic Valley, which was edited by
Keith Herber. It has been revised for this
new apperance.

The cover for Escape from Innsmouth is
by John T. Snyder. He also did the interior
illustrations, along with Jason Eckhardt.
Almost all maps in this book. including the
fold-out. are the work of Tom Kalichak. His
Lovecraft Country map originally appeared
in Adventures in Arkham Country. The new
maps for The Crawford Inheritance and
The Marsh Refinery section of the Raid on
Innsmouth Scenario were drawn by J. Todd
Kingrea.

Finally it should be noted that much of
what you see here is the work of Keith
Herber. He was the editor of the original
edition of this book. and also the master-
mind behind the original Lovecraft Country
series of books for Call of Cthulhu

Escape from Innsmouth Second Edition
is published by Chaosium Inc.

Portions of Escape from Innsmouth written by Kevin Ross are
copyright ©1997 by Kevin Ross. All rights reserved.

All other sections of Escape from Innsmouth and the book as a whole
are copyright ©1992, 1997 by Chaosium Inc. All rights reserved.

Call of Cthulhu® is the registered trademark of Chaosium Inc.

Similarities between characters in Escape from Innsmouth and
persons living or dead are strictly coincidental.

H.P. Lovecraft’s works are copyright ©1963, 1964, 1965 by August
Derleth and are quoted for purposes of illustration.

Except in this publication and in related advertising, art work original
to Escape from Innsmouth remains the property of the artists, and is
copyright by them under their individual copyrights.

Reproduction of material within this book for the purposes of
personal or corporate profit, by photographic, electronic,
or other methods of retrieval, is prohibited.

Address questions and comments concerning this book as well as
requests for free catalogues of Chaosium books.
games, and supplements to:

Chaosium Inc., 950 56th Street, Oakland, CA U.S.A.,
or by email to:
chaosium@chaosiun.com
Visit our web site at:
http://www.sirius.com/~chaosium/chaosium.html
ISBN [-56882-115-8
Chaosium Publication 2371. Published September 1997.
10987654321

Printed in the United States.

¥ 3

Homo
Piscus




Table of

Introduction . ...........cccciveenn.n. 7
Mysterious Innsmouth . ................ 8
Welcome to Innsmouth. ............... 13
Shadow Over Innsmouth .............. 15
A Guidebook to Innsmouth and Environs. . 21
Index to Guidebook Entries [Box] ........ 22
Innsmouth [Map] ..................... 24
The Neighborhoods [Map] .............. 27
100: The Northern Shoreward Slums . . . . .. 21
200: New Church Green................ 27

New Church Green [Map] . ............ 30
300: Fine Old Residential Section. ........ 34
400: Northern Residential Area. . ......... 39
500: Riverfront Factory and Commercial . .. 42
600: Southern Residential Area. .. ........ 46
700: The New Merchant District. . ...... .. 50

New Town Square [Map].............. 50
800: Southern Shoreward Slums.......... 55
900: The Harbor Area. ................. 56
1000: Outskirts. . . ........ovi i, 59

Innsmouth Outskirts [Map] ............ 60

DevilReef [Map] ................... 63

Air-Filled Chambers of Y’ ha-nthlei [Map].. 65
The Crawford Inheritance............. 68
Welcome to Innsmouth. .. .............. 69

The Crawford Place (Map] ............ 71

The Crawford House [Map]............ 72
Genealogical Research . . ............... 76
Things Get Ugly. .. ................... 77
Escape from Innsmouth............... 80
Involving the Investigators . . .. .......... 81
Innsmouth .......................... 85

Thomas Waite’s House . .............. 87

Innsmouth Jail. . .................... 90
The Ceremony and the Sacrifice. .. ....... 90
Escape from Innsmouth .. .............. 92
Statistics. . . vt 97
The Raid on Innsmouth............... 98
Project Covenant ..................... 98
Objective One: Esoteric Order of Dagon .. 104
The Esoteric Order Raiders. . ........... 104
Part One: The Frozen River ............ 105
Part Two: Inside the Order . ... ......... 108

The Esoteric Order of Dagon [Map]. . ... 109
Part Three: Disruption. . ... ............ 110

Contents
Objective Two: The Marsh Mansion . ... 112
The Marsh Mansion Raiders. . .......... 112
Part One: Belly of the Whale ........... 114
The Marsh Estate & Environs [Map] .... 114
Part Two: This Old House. . .. .......... 116
The Marsh Mansion [Map]............ 117
Part Three: The Wailing Writher. . ... .. .. 121
Objective Three: Smugglers’ Tunnels ... 122
The Tunnel Raiders .................. 122
Part One: Breaching the Tunnels. .. ... ... 125
The Smugglers’ Tunnels [Map] ........ 124
Part Two: Canalsof Hell. . . ............ 126
Slum House #1 [Map] . .............. 127
Slum House #2 [Map] . .............. 128
Part Three: Hearts of Darkness.......... 128
Typical Northern Shoreward Slums [Map]. . 129
Objective Four: Devil Reef............ 132
The Harbor Raiders . ................. 132
Vigilant & Spectre [Maps] . ........... 133
Urania[Map] ........ ... .. ... ..... 134
Part One: First Contact. .. ............. 134
Part Two: From Deep Waters . . ......... 135
Part Three: Final Confrontations. ........ 138
Objective Five: Y’ha-nthlei ........... 139
Submarine Raiders . . . ................ 139
S-19 Submarine [Map]. .. ............ 141
Part One: First Blood . ... ............. 141
Part Two: Deep Trouble . .............. 142
Part Three: The Sunless Depths .. ....... 143
Objective Six: Marsh Refinery......... 146
The Refinery Raiders ... .............. 146
Part One: Shootout! . ................. 148
Part Two: Into the Refinery. ... ......... 149
The Marsh Refinery [Map] ........... 151
Part Three: Destruction. ... ............ 152
The Raid On Innsmouth: Conclusion ... 154
RaidRecords........................ 156
Innsmouth Hybrids & Deep Ones. .. ..... 158
Sinister Seeds ..........cciiiiiinn. 159
Appendix: Lovecraft Country ......... 165
Lovecraft Country [Map]............. 166
Index......ovvviiiiiiiiininnnnnns, 168
Support Character Sheets ............ 170
Investigator Sheets (Front)............ 171

Investigator Sheets (Back) ............ 172




- -
his second edition is dedicated to
Doc Forber, the true architect of
2 the SLovecraft Country series, >
and the heart and soul of Call of Crhaullin
—Q{evin C@oss, CWlay 1007







in retarn for 'good fishing harvests, safe weather, and the
pieces of gold jewelry the sea-gods made.

Promising to return with more of the glass beads
favored by Walakea, Marsh left the islands, the gold in his
private chest worth more than all the cargo on the rest of the
ship. In his pocket he carried several small metal discs
given to him by Walakea. The “deep ones,” as the islanders
sometimes referred to their gods, lived all over the world.
If Marsh dropped the discs near one of their underwater
cities, and recited the chant the chief had taught him, the
deep ones would rise to the surface in answer.

For years Captain Marsh dealt secretly with the
islanders, going to great lengths to disguise the location of
their home to keep it safe from other traders. The power
and wealth of the Marsh family grew, even as that of other
families decreased.

At first the jewelry was sold as it was, but when too
many questions were asked about its source Marsh pur-
chased the old Waite fulling mill and outfitted it as the
Marsh Refining Company. Here the jewelry was smelted
down, the impurities removed, and the pure gold sold on the
market. In order to mask his operation Marsh also purchased
loads of low-grade ore, doctoring his records as necessary to
cover the profits. The Marsh family continued to prosper.

Mysterious Innsmouth - 9

In 1838 Captain Marsh voyaged to his secret trading
place only to discover the village destroyed. Walakea and
his tribe were dead. They had been wiped out by some of
the neighboring tribes who Marsh knew feared and loathed
Walakea’s people. The nearby island of the sea-gods was
deserted, the natives’ altars overturned, the ground littered
with strangely-marked stones bearing five-pointed stars.
Despairing, he returned home, without the gold on which
he relied.

Despite the late successes of the Marsh family, the town
was showing signs of failing. The trade industry was almost
dead, and the fishing was no longer as good as it used to be.
Even some of the factories along the Manuxet had closed
their doors.

It was then that Obed hatched a desperate plan to reju-
venate Innsmouth. Using the metal discs given to him years
before by Walakea, he would attempt to contact the deep
ones. Out beyond Devil Reef Obed cast the discs, mutter-
ing softly the chant taught to him by the native chieftain.
Before long, forms rose up from beneath the sea.

At first the deep ones were satisfied to trade for glass
and rubber trinkets, but before long they demanded more.
As had the deep ones in the South Seas, these wanted their
sacrifices—men and women from the town of Innsmouth.
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Attempting to meet the deep one’s demands, Marsh began
subtly undermining the religious faith of the townsfolk,
preaching against a god who would do nothing to help his
people, and hinting that he knew of other gods that were
more willing to listen to the needs of their worshipers.
Marsh showed them the hands-on power of his religion in
the form of increased schools of fish in the area.

Having suffered through decades of recession, many of
the Innsmouth folk began to listen to what Captain Obed had
to say. Many turned their backs on the old churches, and more
and more began to join the new church founded by Marsh and
some of his loyal followers. This new church was named The
Esoteric Order of Dagon. Most of their rites were attended by
the full congregation, but some were conducted in secret,
attended only by Marsh and his most loyal followers.

Occasional disappearances of townsfolk were noted, but
little was thought of it. The fishing harvest was increasing,
particularly for those affiliated with the Esoteric Order.
Others. Eager to share in the wealth, many townsfolk joined
their friends in worship at the new church run by Obed.

The Congregational church, its flock nearly depleted,
was the first to close its doors. A short time later it was fol-
lowed by the Methodist church. The Baptist church held

out longer, but after the parson mysteriously disappeared.
the congregation disintegrated and it too was left aban-
doned. Within a few short years the Esoteric Order com-
pletely controlled the spiritual aspect of the town.
Numerous disappearances throughout this period went
unsolved, although unsavory rumors about Marsh and his
followers—and what it was they did out beyond Devil Reef
in the dead of night—began to be whispered about.
Although a few spoke out about the disappearances, the
majority were willing to ignore them. Actual evidence of
wrongdoing was scarce or lacking, and most were unwill-
ing to risk the prosperity they now enjoyed.

But there were those who actively opposed Marsh. Matt
Eliot, formerly the first mate aboard Marsh's Sumarra
Queen, had a good idea of the true nature of the horror
overtaking the town. It was he who first secretly warned the
local religious leaders about Marsh’s blasphemous doings.
After the churches had closed Eliot became more vocal,
attempting to enlist the aid of John Lawrence, editor of the
Innsmouth Courier newspaper, along with other influential
members of Innsmouth’s Freemason lodge. But then Eliot
mysteriously disappeared. Lawrence continued to publish
against Marsh but, in an ironic twist, the by-now depleted
Freemasons defaulted on their loan and the Masonic Hall
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was bought out from under them by Captain Obed Marsh.
The Esoteric Order of Dagon moved in.

In 1846 those who feared Obed Marsh still outnumbered
his followers. Rumors of countless kidnapings, human sacri-
fices, and other blasphemies too terrible to recount were
rampant. One night a band of men followed Obed and his
men out to Devil Reef. A brief gun battle ensued, resulting in
the arrest of Captain Marsh and 32 of his followers, all jailed
on suspicion of murder and kidnapping.

Two weeks passed before the people of Innsmouth suf-
fered the retribution of the deep ones. Pouring out of the
harbor and swimming up the Manuxet, the horrible fish-
headed, frog-headed deep ones, the sea-gods of Walakea,
took their revenge on the town.

Assaulting the jail, they freed Obed and his followers.
Street riots and bloodshed ensued, violence that was to end
only when over half the townspeople were either dead or
missing. The offices of the Innsmouth Courier were
destroyed and editor Lawrence never seen again.
Selectmen and constables not allied with Obed likewise
were found dead, or not found at all.

Innsmouth was now in the grip of Obed. Replacing the
murdered officials with men of his own choosing, he
moved quickly to make sure that the surviving townsfolk

spread no tales of what had taken place in Innsmouth.
Stories of a strange plague and a riot leaked out, but they
contained no details. Threatened by the near presence of the
horrible things from the sea, the few remaining survivors
feared to cross Obed. Over the next few years most joined,
or were forced to join, the Esoteric Order.

A BLASPHEMOUS PACT

Even Captain Marsh did not expect the next demand that
the deep ones made of Innsmouth. He was shocked when
told that they now wanted to mate with the humans of the
town, the same way their cousins had mated with
Walakea’s people in the South Pacific.

There was no point in trying to deny them; they now
held the town in their scaly grip. Marsh himself was forced
to take a second wife, a spouse rarely, if ever, seen in pub-
lic. Other townspeople were also forced to assume new
partnerships, prompting a wave of suicides, particularly
among the female population of the town. Innsmouth
became a place where the wise asked no questions, and
kept themselves locked behind doors at night.

Thereafter many children born in town exhibited what
became known as the “Innsmouth look,” the bulging, watery
eyes, broad mouth, scaling skin, and shuffling gait that betray
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An Innsmouth Chronology

1616: Captain John Smith’s journal records the sighting of
“the Devil’s reef” while he is exploring the east coast of
the New World.

1643: Innsmouth is founded. Initial settlers are from the
Hogg, Eliot, Marsh, and Martin families of the nearby city
of Newbury.

1662: First Innsmouth voyage to the West Indies.

1678: Martin’s shipyard begins building ships to supply
Innsmouth’s rapidly expanding fishing and trade industries.

1775: Innsmouth militiamen present at Bunker Hill.
Innsmouth later provides ships and men to aid the cause of
the Revolution.

Post-Revolution: Innsmouth’s sea captains navigate their
vessels to new ports in the Orient and the South Pacific.

Early 19th century: The Pierce, Waite, and Southwick
families, among others, diversify their interests, and sever-
al textile mills are built along the Manuxet River.

1812: Innsmouth’s sea trade suffers a series of setbacks
beginning with the loss of many privateer ships in the War
of 1812. Following the war, storms and hostile natives
bring ruin to the Gilman family shipping lines.

1820: Captain Gardner Averill of Innsmouth leams a dan-
gerous demon-summoning ritual from a Burmese sage,
and records it in his log. Captain Obed Marsh’s ships, the
Columbia, the Hetty, and the Sumatra Queen, begin a
series of successful voyages that brings prosperity to the
entire Marsh family.

1823: Obed Marsh discovers an island in the Tuamotu
Archipelago where natives wear fabulous gold jewelry and
worship perverse sea-gods. Marsh begins a regular trade in
the alien jewelry, eventually purchasing Waite’s aban-
doned fulling mill in Innsmouth and converting it into a
sham gold refinery in an effort to justify his source of
wealth.

1831: Captain William Henry Parker meets with a Chinese
sage named Lang-Fu. Learning of Obed Marsh’s alleged
contacts with a race of sea-gods, Lang-Fu kindly entrusts
Parker with a sacred manuscript to be delivered to Marsh.
Parker reads the manuscript (an English translation of the
R’lyeh Text) and, horrified, hides it in his own library.

1833: The Innsmouth Courier newspaper is founded. edit-
ed by the fiery John Lawrence.

1834: Jebediah Gilman, almost ruined by a series of ship-
ping failures, invests the last of his fortune in building the
huge Gilman House Hotel.

1838: On a voyage to the South Pacific Marsh discovers
that the native tribe who traded him jewelry has been com-
pletely wiped out by neighboring islanders. His source of
gold is lost.

1840: Obed Marsh, having previously learned the true
nature of the islanders’ gods, now contacts a colony of
them living off Devil Reef. The deep ones of Y’ha-nthlei
begin supplying Marsh with the gold he desires.

1840s: Innsmouth’s legitimate churches are run out of
town by Marsh and his followers. Others are subverted to
their cause with offers of gold and promises of eternal life.
By this time Innsmouth’s industries are showing signs of
failure, many of them relocating to other towns. Although
opposed by many, Marsh’s Esoteric Order of Dagon flour-
ishes, all the while secretly conducting human sacrifices
oft Devil Reef.

1841: The branch rail line from Rowley is built.

1842: Douglas Averill, son of retired sea captain Gardner
Averill, is murdered by one of Marsh’s followers. Due to
Marsh’s influence the suspect is soon released and all
charges dropped. But soon after Gardner Averill and his
surviving son conduct the strange ritual the old man
learned in Burma. Summoning a Servitor of the Outer
Gods, the fiendish creature is sent to slay the offender in a
manner most terrible. The Averills are not bothered again
for many years.

1846: Obed Marsh and several of his followers are arrest-
ed and thrown in jail on suspicion of kidnaping and mur-
der. Two weeks later the deep ones invade the town, free
Marsh, and kill anyone who resists—including Courier
editor Lawrence and Selectman Leonard Mowry. Later
referred to as “a riot,” the unrest is blamed on a plague that
swept the town.

Innsmouth is now completely in the hands of the deep
ones and their human minions. Hereafter, the people of
Innsmouth are forced to cohabit with deep ones and for the
next eighty years, a large proportion of Innsmouth’s chil-
dren bear the tainted blood of the deep ones. Semi-batra-
chian horrors are sealed away in attics and cellars.

1863-64: Government conscription agents are sent to
Innsmouth to see why draft quotas are not being filled.
These men find inbreeding and degradation, and leave the
hateful place to its own squalor.

1866: A near curtailment of sea trade, combined with the
clogging of Innsmouth’s harbor, prompts the federal gov-
ernment to close down the Custom House and rescind its
status as a port-of-entry.

1878: Obed Marsh dies leaving the Esoteric Order of
Dagon in the hands of his tainted descendants.

1889: The branch rail line to Rowley is abandoned, and
left to rust.

1921: Innsmouth wizard Ephraim Waite dies, leaving his
daughter, Asenath, a ward of the principal of the Hall
School in Kingsport.

July, 1927: Robert Martin Olmstead visits the town and is
forced to flee for his very life after learning too much
about Innsmouth’s secrets. He reports his ordeal to gov-
ernment officials and in the ensuing months the Treasury
Department conducts a secret investigation.

February, 1928: The U.S. government stages a devastat-
ing raid on Innsmouth, freeing it from the dire forces of the
deep ones. B




the tainted blood of deep one heritage. Those aftlicted even-
tually became so bad that they were forced to stay indoors,
out of the sight of other, normal people. Although their deaths
would eventually be announced, it was rarely the case. These
individuals, now fully transformed deep ones, would instead
return to the sea to dwell with their cousins in the depths.

Throughout the rest of the 19th century Innsmouth’s
people continued in their blasphemous ways, some by
choice, some without. More hybrid horrors were born, and
occasionally individuals married into unsuspecting families
in neighboring towns—forever damning the children and
grandchildren of such unions. Obed Marsh ruled
Innsmouth as though a dictator, using the Esoteric Order of
Dagon as his tool, but always obeying the directives of his
deep one masters. Residents were required to take the First
Oath of Dagon. Selected others were forced to swear the
horrid Second and Third Oaths. Its people inbred and
decayed, their spirit destroyed by oppression and horror,
their sorrow drowned in alcohol and forgetfulness, the
town’s economy faltered. Innsmouth began to slowly die.

Obed Marsh passed away in 1878, leaving behind a
legacy of horror and degeneration which poisoned genera-
tion after generation of townspeople. As the number of
hybrids increased, the few human residents lost all will to
resist, and the Esoteric Order over the years relaxed its grip.
There was no longer a need for strict enforcement.

. Welcome to Innsmouth - 13

The Present

Little has changed in Innsmouth over the last few decades.
Its economy continues its decline, its impoverished residents
still isolated by harsh terrain and whispered rumor. Schools
of fish teem in the waters around Devil Reef, but competi-
tion from the mass-production packers in Gloucester and
elsewhere have eroded their value. Marsh’s gold refinery
still operates, but at only a fraction of its former capacity.
Few outsiders visit the place, and most maps and guide-
books omit any mention of the town. Innsmouth’s only con-
nection to the outside world is the bus route driven by Joe
Sargent, one of those bearing the Innsmouth look.

Many of Innsmouth’s residents enjoy gas and electrical
service, but many still rely on candle light and wood-burn-
ing stoves and fireplaces. There is telephone service in
town, but less than half the townsfolk have their own
phones. To save money the streetlights are used sparingly,
and usually turned off during nights of bright moonlight.
Automobiles and trucks are fairly common, but almost uni-
formly old and in poor condition. With very few exceptions,
the local fishermen use boats powered by sail and oar.

Visitors to Innsmouth are relatively rare. Sightseers,
tourists, antiquarians, and other curious types occasionally
stop in to see the shunned town, but they rarely stay long—
almost never overnight. Il

dling the small, but swiftly flowing, Manuxet River.

Nestled in a bowl-shaped depression, Innsmouth is sur-
rounded by marshiands, and further hemmed-in by steep
hills to the north and west. South of Innsmouth the ground
is level, and occasionally dotted by stands of hardwood.
The greatest of the marshes surrounding Innsmouth lies
jusr north of town. Known as the Great Innsmouth Salt
Marsh, it is a vast expanse of reeds and sandbanks inhabit-
ed by terns and gulls.

Arable farmland around Innsmouth was scarce and any
likely spot was cleared and planted many centuries ago.
These farms are now nearly all abandoned. Their fields are
sandy wastelands which have been ravaged by wind and
erosion, the end result of unchecked deforestation. The
town’s harbor, which was once the home port of globe-
spanning ships of trade, is now clogged by the eroded soil
and sand that has been washed downstream by the
Manuxet. The clogged harbor can only be entered safely by
the smallest of craft.

Innsmouth lies on the coast of the Atlantic Ocean, strad-

WELCOME TO INNSMOUTH

An overview of Innsmouth.
Location, climate, and government.
Also, rumors and lore.

North of the harbor is a rocky spit of land, pierced by
sea caves, that extends out into the ocean. Due east of town,
more than a mile out to sea, lies the long dark line of Devil
Reef, a low rise of black stone jutting irregularly above the
waves. It is also the site of numerous sea caves.

Finding Innsmouth

Taking Highway 1A north out of Arkham, an unmarked
junction is found that leads into Innsmouth from the south.
From Newburyport in the north a similar unmarked road
follows the coast before rising steeply to crest Carson’s
Hill, overlooking the town. The small towns of Rowley and
Ipswich lie west of Innsmouth, connected to the shunned
town by unimproved and rarely traveled roads that wind
through marshes and over decrepit stone and wooden
bridges. A branch rail line leads to Rowley, but was aban-
doned years ago. The rusting tracks can still be seen
stretching across the marshes west and north of town,
raised upon an embankment.



Innsmouth Lore & Rumors

a person knows about the town, his ability to recog-

nize the signs of tainted blood, his knowledge of a
given family’s tainted ancestry, and his hypotheses about
what it is that is wrong with Innsmouth. The following
breakdown offers some guidelines as to exactly what type
of knowledge might be known to an individual.

The Innsmouth Lore skill is a measure of how much

01-30%: Innsmouth Lore skill of this level provides gen-
eral bits of knowledge about specific inhabitants of
Innsmouth (e.g., the Jed Gilman family has three young
children, their daughter has not been seen since she began
developing an odd skin condition on her hands). At this
level there is recognition that an unknown disease has
achieved widespread infection throughout the community.

31-65%: This level of knowledge provides more in-depth,
historical information about the depraved town. At this
level the possessor knows when the infection first appeared
among the inhabitants of Innsmouth, and to which families
the conditions first spread. The possessor also has reason to
believe the disease has been spread intentionally.

66-99%: Provides knowledge about the social activities of
the Marsh family and other highly placed members of the
Esoteric Order of Dagon. The possessor may also know
when the order was first established and other important facts
regarding the social and religious history of Innsmouth.

81-00%: Allows the possessor to correlate the information
learned at earlier levels into a terrifying overall awareness
of the situation in Innsmouth. Upon achieving this knowl-
edge, the possessor is charged a Sanity loss of 1D6 points.

An investigator can increase his own Innsmouth Lore skill
by speaking with knowledgeable people. Any informative
conversation with a resident that can be followed with a
D100 roll less than that resident’s Lore skill allows the lis-
tener to add 1D6 to his own skill. Innsmouth Lore also
increases a character’s Cthulhu Mythos score. For every
ten percentiles gained in Innsmouth Lore, a character
should increase his Cthulhu Mythos score by one point,
simultaneously subtracting a point of Sanity.

Note that certain artifacts and written sources of infor-
mation add to Innsmouth Lore: most of these are discussed
in “Other Sources of Infonmation,” p. 18.

If unsure of a non-player character’s particular
Innsmouth knowledge, the keeper may use the list of
rumors below. A person will know approximately one
rumor for every 5% of Innsmouth Lore he possesses. Note
that not all rumors are true.

1 In the 1830s Captain Obed Marsh discovered a pirate
hoard somewhere out on Devil Reef. The gold jewelry
sometimes worn by Innsmouthers is part of that hoard.

2 There is a vicious gang of moonshiners working out of
the ruined houses north of the river. Stay clear of that area.

3 Obed Marsh’s second wife was a South Sea islander who
introduced some sort of awful disfiguring disease into the
Marsh blood line. Several of Marsh’s sailors also had
Kanaka wives, and their families were similarly afflicted.

4 A plague brought back from the East Indies swept through
Innsmouth in the 1840s or 1850s, killing many residents.

5 A few years back a factory inspector got a terrible scare in
Innsmouth. He’s in the Danvers State Mental Hospital now.

6 Animals hate the Innsmouth folk.

7 A lot of the houses in Innsmouth are abandoned, but
many are actually inhabited by hoboes and squatters.

8 Some of the worst-looking of Innsmouth’s deformed folk
are kept locked up in attics and cellars.

9 The churches in Innsmouth all preach strange South Sea
islander mumbo-jumbo, in addition to their regular sermons.
All the congregations are tainted with this pagan worship.

10 The fishing off Innsmouth is supposed to be excellent—
but only the Innsmouth fishermen know the waters well
enough to avoid ripping their nets or losing their boats on
the reefs and submerged rocks. Outsiders who have tried
their luck in these waters have had little success, and
sometimes were run off by the Innsmouthers.

11 About the time Obed Marsh started his new religion, the
Esoteric Order of Dagon, the land around Innsmouth
became infertile. Some say it was God punishing the peo-
ple of Innsmouth for their blasphemies.

12 The Marsh Refinery seems to produce a lot of gold, at
least compared with the amount of raw ore they buy.

13 There are supposed to be terrible monsters lurking in
the salt marshes north of Innsmouth.

14 Folks in these parts won’t marry into an Innsmouth
family. They fear infection by whatever disfiguring disease
it is that causes the “Innsmouth look.”

15 Some people staying in the Gilman Hotel have reported
hearing strange, foreign voices at odd hours of the night.

16 The only industries left in Innsmouth are the fishpacking
houses and the old Marsh Refining Company. There can’t
be more than a dozen businesses still operating in that town.

17 The Marsh family has run Innsmouth since the 1830s.

18 Nobody's seen Old Man Barnabas Marsh, the grandson
of Obed, for over ten years. His sons are now running the
refinery.

19 Some of the old warehouses in Innsmouth stili have for-
gotten cargoes stored in them. Some of them have been
stored away for over a hundred years.

20 Rumors say that people have disappeared while visiting
Innsmouth. It could have been the work of bootleggers,
robbers, or maybe somebody ran afoul of the still-power-
ful Marsh family.

21 There can’t be more than 300-400 people left in
Innsmouth. Over half the town is abandoned in ruin.

22 Back in the early 1800s the Gilman family’s shipping
trade ran into a series of disasters. Ships were variously
lost to hostile natives, storms, and other misfortunes.

23 Stories say that old Obed Marsh sold his soul to the
Devil for gold, and it was this that destroyed the town. W




Two small communities lying southeast of the town fall
within the jurisdiction of Innsmouth Township. Falcon
Point, home to forty or fifty people, is the larger of these
two villages and is found on a rocky peninsula a short dis-
tance from town. Lying nearer to Innsmouth is Boynton
Beach, a fishing village next to a long line of cliffs with a
population of about a half-dozen families.

Climate

In the fall, high temperatures along the north coast range
from the low 50s to the mid-60s F. First snowfalls often
arrive in late October, but sometimes as late as the end of
November. Normal winter highs range from the mid-20s to
upper 30s—though cold air masses rolling in from the
north often drive temperatures down into the teens and
lower. Spring thaws come to Innsmouth in late March or
early April, with balmy temperatures averaging in the 50s,
and 60s. In the summer, cooled by sea breezes, tempera-
tures rarely go above the mid-80s.

Township Government

Innsmouth and the neighboring villages of Falcon Point
and Boynton Beach share a township government. Annual
town meetings are held every March 15 at the Assembly
Hall in Innsmouth. Elections are held every three years.
Voters choose three selectmen, a school committee, a clerk,
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a treasurer, a tax assessor, and a Justice of the Peace. All
residents of the township are eligible for office, but those
who live outside the town rarely even vote. The govern-
ment has long been controlled by the Esoteric Order.
Current town selectmen include Sebastian Marsh, F.
Murray Gilman, and Jonas Waite. All three are descended
from old Innsmouth families—and all three are tainted by
the blood of the deep ones. All other elected town offices
are held by either the hybrids, or by humans closely affili-
ated with the Order. The Town Constables are appointed by
the selectmen and are responsible for tax collection and law
enforcement within the township.

CRIME AND PUNISHMENT

Normal crime in Innsmouth is rare. Kidnapings and mur-
ders committed by the Esoteric Order are ignored and cov-
ered up, and few complaints are made. Similarly, crimes
committed by certain powerful hybrids also go unchecked.
Town citizens who fall afoul of the Esoteric Order are dealt
with in a summary manner. There is little resembling nor-
mal justice in Innsmouth.

Outsiders committing a crime in Innsmouth are subject
to arrest and jail. Although by law felony crimes are the
jurisdiction of the Essex County courts, in practice
Innsmouth deals with its problems in its own manner, prag-
matically and in secret. Outsiders arousing the suspicion of
the Order can be arrested on any trumped-up charge and
legally held for up to 72 hours. Few live that long. W

can remember, the town has been in the grip of the

deep ones living off shore. The few pure-blooded
human residents are completely under the control of their
hybrid counterparts. Those who draw the hybrids’ wrath
find their fishing boats holed and sunk, their jobs taken
away, or fall victim to accidents arranged by the hybrids.
The worst offenders are kidnaped and sacrificed to the deep
ones, or fed to the shoggoth that dwells in the tunnels and
caves beneath the warehouse district. Large gatherings of
humans are actively discouraged. Qutnumbered two to one
by the hybrids, the humans are cowed and defeated, few
left with the strength to retain even the last shreds of digni-
ty. Many people have chosen to side with the hybrids—or
at least pay them lip service—attempting to better their sit-
uation. By aiding the hybrids, humans can assure them-
selves of secure employment in the fishpacking houses or
other low-paying jobs. Locals seen spending much time
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with outside investigators are sure to draw the attention of
The Order, and to be suspected of collusion.

Beyond its general air of decay and decrepitude, visitors
to Innsmouth are struck by two things: the furtive, fearful
attitude of the normal townspeople, and the openly suspi-
cious, almost sinister behavior of those that bear the
“Innsmouth look.”

The Innsmouth Look

The Innsmouth look is a local term describing the odd con-
dition suffered by many of the residents of this town.
Variously blamed on inbreeding, the introduction of foreign
blood, or the long-term result of the plague that swept
through in the 19th century, it is characterized by large, dis-
tended eyes, a general broadening of the mouth, and a
stooping posture. Skin diseases resulting in a scaling, flak-
ing condition often accompany it. Later stages of the mala-
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dy result in an enlargement of the hands and feet, and a
change in hip structure that results in a hopping, shuffling
gait. It is, of course, a result of the cross-breeding between
deep ones and the inhabitants of the accursed town.
Although most offspring of such unions are born as normal
humans, changes begin taking place usually in the victim’s
early teens. By middle age, most hybrids show some form
of gross deformity, many retiring to the privacy of their
closely-shuttered homes. Most make the final transforma-
tion to deep one, and return to the sea.

The hybrids do not take to the water unprepared. Their
physical changes are accompanied by an awakening of new
senses, and they are visited in their dreams by other deep
ones, sometimes introducing themselves as the hybrid’s fore-
bears. They are shown vast aquatic cities swarming with
strange creatures, and they are taught about life under the sea.

In the final stages the dreams and mutations intensify
until the hybrid is either driven mad or undergoes the final
physical change into a deep one. Other deep ones may try
to lure the hybrid to their lairs where they can supervise the
final stages of metamorphosis. Approximately 10% of all
hybrids do not complete the metamorphosis and spend a
normal human life span as a half-human, half-deep one.

Typical Hybrids

The typical statistics and skills shown below can be
used by the keeper to create hybrids. Although the
chance of a hybrid owning a specific weapon is indi-
cated as a percentage in parentheses, most are not
normally armed. Only in the time of a town emer-
gency will most hybrids be carrying their weapons.

Additionally, a selection of pre-generated hybrids
is found in the back of this book, p. 158.

Range Average
STR 3D6 10-11
CON 3D6 10-11
SIZ 2D6+6 13
INT 2D6+6 13
POW 3D6 10-11
DEX 3D6 10-11
APP 2D6-1 6
EDU 2D6 7
HP — 12
Weapons: Fist 55%, 1D3
Grapple 35%, special

Knife (20%) 35%, 1D4 +db

.38 Revolver (5%) 30%, 1D10

.20 Gauge Double-Barrelled Shotgun (20%) 40%,
2D6/1D6/1D3

.22 Rifle (15%) 35%, 1D6+2

Skills: Bargain 25%, Cthulhu Mythos 15%, Dodge 35%,
Drive Automobile 35%, Electrical Repair 10%, First Aid
35%, Hide 30%, History 25%, Innsmouth Lore 50%,
Jump 45%, Law 10%, Listen 30%, Mechanical Repair
30%, Occult 20%, Psychology 20%, Sneak 35%, Spot
Hidden 35%, Swim 85%.

Sanity Loss: Variable.

Occasionally hybrid monstrosities are born, creatures
with tentacled faces or arms, sometimes with long, sinuous
fin-tailed bodies, or even flaccid, undeveloped bat-wings.
Such offspring are believed to have been touched by the
dreams of Great Cthulhu and are sacred to the deep ones.
Often suffering from impaired mental development, these
mutant offspring are kept hidden from sight in the rotting
buildings along the harbor north of the river. Sanity loss for
seeing one of “the beloved of Cthulhu” ranges between
1/1D8 and 1/1D10.

The Esoteric Order of Dagon

Dagon, mentioned in the Books of Judges and I Samuel,
was the chief deity of the Philistines, worshipped in the
form of a fish-god, merman, or triton. The name was .
derived from the Hebrew word “dag,” meaning small fish.
Dagon’s largest temple was in the city of Gaza, destroyed
by Samson, who pulled the building down upon the heads
of the mocking Philistines. The Bible also tells us of a
“house of Dagon” at Ashdod. Here the Ark of the Covenant
toppled a statue of the god and then cut off its head and
hands. Later ages found Dagon in the role of an agricultur-
al deity, providing a second possible derivation of the name
as Dagan, the Semitic word for com. He was worshipped
also by the Babylonians under yet another name. Further
derivations of the name link it to clouds and rain, implying
a fertility function to the god.

Innsmouth’s Esoteric Order of Dagon was founded
around 1840 by Captain Obed Marsh and a few of his clos-
est followers. Touted by Marsh as “a new religion” more
effective than the one preached in Christian churches, those
who joined soon found themselves rewarded by larger
catches of fish and more opportunities within the town. It
was obvious to many that Marsh’s god provided its follow-
ers with a prosperity and security that the traditional
churches could not match. More worshipers soon joined
Obed’s church, and in their new-found prosperity most
were willing to ignore the ugly rumors connecting Obed
and the Order with the odd rash of disappearances lately
plaguing the town.

The Order has a pyramidal hierarchy. Those in the low-
est ranks are told only as much as they need to know. Only
those who have achieved a higher status are privileged to
learn the deeper secrets of the Order.

The Order conducts weekly mass services, as well as
other smaller and more private ceremonies. In the early
days of the Order these meetings were conducted in one of
the Marsh warehouses along the waterfront. When the
Congregational Church on New Church Green became
vacant, the Order moved their ceremonies there. A few
years later it moved into its present quarters in the old
Masonic Hall.

The Order’s meetings consist of sermons glorifying
Dagon as a sea-god who bestows his benefits directly upon
his worshippers. Along with healthy harvests of fish, fol-
lowers are promised the gift of eternal life for their chil-
dren, if they will ally themselves with Dagon. All is steeped



Innsmouth Magic

Most of the spells listed here are variations on deep one
magicks, as adapted by Polynesians to suit their own pur-
poses. Deep one versions, often cast underwater, usually
lack verbal components.

ALTER WEATHER: moderates or exacerbates any
weather condition. Large groups may cast the spell to
achieve great meteorological effects. Every ten magic
points sacrificed effects one level of change (see below).
The caster may expend as many magic points as he is able,
as can anyone else knowing the spell. Those ignorant of
the spell can contribute 1 magic point only.

Casting the spell costs each participant 1 Sanity point,
and requires a song-like chant to be uttered for three min-
utes per degree of weather change. The effective radius is
two miles; this can be widened for 10 magic points for
each additional mile. The change in the weather lasts thir-
ty minutes for every ten magic points contributed, but vio-
lent weather such as a tornado lasts a much shorter time.

Five different weather elements can be affected by this
spell. The only limit to elements affected, and how much
each is affected, is the number of magic points invested.
Each of the five elements are rated by degrees. Altering
any single element by one degree costs ten magic points.

Cloud Cover: (1) clear, (2) foggy, (3) partly cloudy, (4)
cloudy, (5) heavy clouds.

Wind Direction: The sixteen compass points, (1) north, (2)
north-northeast, (3) northeast, (4) east northeast, etc.

Wind Speed: (1) calm, (2) breezy, (3) gusty, (4) strong
steady wind, (5) gale, (6) hurricane, (7) tornado.

Temperature: raise or lower the temperature in the area of
effect by five degrees Fahrenheit.

Precipitation: (1) dry, (2) drizzle, (3) rain [snow], (4) hail,
(5) heavy rain {snow], (6) thunderstorm [blizzard].

BREATH OF THE DEEP: the target’s lungs fill with sea
water, drowning him or her. The caster must be able to see
the target. After mentally intoning the spell for a round, the
caster sacrifices 8 magic points and 1D6 Sanity. Match
POW:s on the Resistance Table. If the caster wins, examine
the rules for drowning in the Call of Cthulhu rules. The rolls
begin at CON x5, then CON x4, etc., and the target must
make them for 1D6 rounds. Each missed CON roll costs the
target 1D8 hit points.

CALL FISH: a fisherman’s aid to be cast over either salt or
fresh water. The cost is 2 magic points and no Sanity. Bait
must be placed in the water and a simple sing-song chant
uttered for two minutes. In 1D6 minutes, 1D100 x1D10 fish
arrive in the area, called from a radius of one mile. Fish must
be native to the area around the casting or the spell has no
effect.

CAUSE DISEASE: afflicts the target victim with a fever-
ish illness resembling cholera, malaria, pneumonia, etc.
The caster may invest as many magic points as he or she
can; match them against the target’s POW on the
Resistance Table. Casting time is five rounds. If the target
wins, there is no effect.

If the caster wins, symptoms such as high fever, nau-
sea, vomiting, dehydration, and loss of concentration fol-
low. The victim loses 2D6 STR, CON, and DEX (roll sep-
arately for each), at the rate of one point daily. If the vic-
tim survives, he or she regains these points. If any of the
characteristics reach zero, the victim dies.

To cast the spell, the attacker obtains some personal
item of the target, especially something that has touched
the mouth. The object is buried in a deep hole with shreds
of poisonous plants or bamboo. The hole is filled and a
specially carved stone place on top. A short chant follows,
and the spell is cast.

First Aid and Medicine skills are ineffective, other than
to slightly reduce the suffering. Bed rest is the only treat-
ment that seems to keep the victim’s mind active. Only
curative magic truly helps. Retrieving the buried object
breaks the spell. Otherwise the spell must run its course.

COMMAND SHARK / PORPOISE: for committing
human sacrifices to the gods of the sea. The spells origi-
nated in the South Pacific. Each casting costs 1 magic
point; for each additional point, the chance of success rises
by ten percentiles. It must be cast upon salt water. To bring
sharks, blood is splashed into the sea; for porpoises, small
live fish are dropped in. If the caster fails a Luck roll, a
second shark or porpoise accompanies the one called for.
The second one is not subject to magical control.

LOBSTER CHARM: This spell is used to attract lobsters
or other shellfish to a specific harvesting ground. Small,
rounded pebbles, white in color, must first be collected,
then enchanted. A chant is sung over the stones, accompa-
nied by the expenditure of one magic point for every ten
pebbles enchanted. The pebbles are scattered over the
water where the shellfish are desired. Within a week the
lobsters will appear, approximately one for every pebble.

SIREN’S SONG: the caster sings the spell, which if suc-
cessful binds the target for 2D6+20 hours, believing the
caster to be all that his or her heart desires. Casting the
spell costs 1 magic point and 5 Sanity points. The target
may resist POW vs. POW on the Resistance Table, and if
the target succeeds, the spell has no effect. Siren’s Song
can affect as many as can hear it.

WAVE OF OBLIVION (variant): in this version, one
sorcerer must know the spell and expend all but one of his
or her magic points, but others can also contribute magic
points to allow the creation of vast waves capable of sink-
ing ocean liners or battleships. Other casters knowing the
spell can contribute as many magic points as desired.
Those who do not know the spell can contribute 1 magic
point each. Casting time is three rounds, plus one round
per ten additional magic points invested. A large quantity
of salt water is, of course, required.

The variant requires a minimum of 30 magic points,
creating a wave ten feet long, ten feet wide, and thirty fee
high. Each additional magic point adds a foot to length
and width of the wave. Ships, boats, and people swal-
lowed by a Wave of Obllivion usually vanish forever
below the surface. ll




Other Sources of Information

There are numerous places outside of Innsmouth
where investigators can learn about the shunned
town. The following list includes those places most
likely to be investigated.

ESSEX COUNTY HISTORIES
Information about Innsmouth can be gleaned from the
many and various histories publications about Essex
County, Massachusetts. With minimal study time and a
successful Library Use roll, any investigator can discover
the information found in The Accepted History essay
found on p. 8. References to the strange gold jewelry asso-
ciated with Innsmouth are also found, mentioning the
specimens on display at the Miskatonic Exhibit Museum
and at the Newburyport Historical Society.

Add 2D8 to Innsmouth Lore.

THE INNSMOUTH COURIER NEWSPAPER

This small newspaper was founded in 1833 and published
until 1846, folding immediately after Innsmouth was swept
by plague and riots. Few, if any, complete collections of the
paper exist, the publishing office being destroyed in the
course of the riot. The nearly complete collection kept in
the basement of the Miskatonic Library has over the years
suffered at the hands of unknown vandals. Some issues are
missing, others mutilated. Investigators searching libraries
in other cities in northeastern Massachusetts must roll their
POW x2 or less to find even a partial collection. A nearly
complete collection can be located only with a roll of POW
x1 or less. One such set is found in Harvard’s Widener
Library. There are no known copies of the newspaper’s
final edition, printed just prior to the riots. All copies were
believed to have been destroyed during the unrest.

Later editions of the Courier are notable for their
inflammatory editorials, written by John Lawrence, attack-
ing the character of Obed Marsh, patriarch of the powerful
Marsh family. In these editorials Marsh, his followers, and
their church are implicated in kidnapings, murders, and
other crimes.

Add 2D8 to Innsmouth Lore for incomplete collec-
tions, 3D8 for reading a complete collection.

ARKHAM—ASBURY M.E. CHURCH

The pastor of this church, Dr. Ezekiel Wallace, has consid-
erable knowledge about the shadow hovering over
Innsmouth. Wallace’s knowledge and artifacts are fully
detailed in the Escape from Innsmouth scenario, p. 83.

ARKHAM—M. U. EXHIBITION MUSEUM

In a dusty display case in a dark corner are specimens of
Innsmouth jewelry. Still mistakenly residing among the
American Folk Arts collection, these obviously Polynesian-
influenced golden armlets were sold to the museum in 1844
by a seaman from the Marsh vessel, the Sumatra Queen.
Made of a whitish-gold alloy, and carved with odd geomet-
ric designs and bizarre ichthyic or batrachian figures, the
jewelry seems too large for most human arms.
Add 1D2 to Innsmouth Lore.

DANVERS—MASSACHUSETTS STATE HOSPITAL
Confined to this institution is the state factory inspector dri-
ven mad by what he experienced in Innsmouth six years ago.
Anytime an investigator interviews a knowledgeable person
there is a POW x1% chance that they learn the story of the
state factory inspector confined to the State Hospital.

An investigator with proper psychiatric credentials
(Psychoanalysis 60%+ or Psychology 75%+) might be
allowed to interview this patient, George Cole. Failing this,
a successful Fast Talk roll might gain an investigator unau-
thorized entrance to the ward. According to his file, the 54-
year-old Cole was admitted to the hospital six years ago,
hysterical and incoherent, screaming about “scaly water
devils.” He has lapsed in and out of coherence ever since.

Interviewing Cole, a successful Psychoanalysis roll
induces him to talk about what happened to him in
Innsmouth. While returning to the Marsh refinery after
dark to retrieve some forgotten papers, he noted movement
near the row of darkened houses along the northern shore
of the harbor. Investigating, Cole claims to have seen sev-
eral fish-like, frog-like humanoids huddling with some
men down near the wharves. At this point Cole begins rav-
ing, becomes delirious and, without a second successful
Psychoanalysis to calm him, soon brings the orderlies who
ask the investigators to leave. If the second roll succeeds,
Cole calms down, explaining that what really frightened him
was the huge black shapeless thing he thought he saw slip-
ping into the waters below the wharf—the heaving, pulsing
thing that was all eyes and mouths!

Add 2D4 to Innsmouth Lore and 1D2 to Cthulhu
Mythos. Sanity loss is 0/1D2 points.

NEWBURYPORT—HISTORICAL SOCIETY

Among the items on display in the Society’s small exhibit
room is a beautiful tiara made of a white-gold alloy. The
tiara is oddly proportioned, elliptical and too large for a
human head. Of truly unique workmanship and style, it is
chased throughout with both geometric designs and marine
motifs. The latter depict creatures half-fish, half-frog, and
somehow disturbingly human. The piece is tentatively
described as East-Indian or Indo-Chinese in origin.

If the investigators talk to the Society’s curator, the
pious Miss Anna Tilton, they leam more. The tiara was
obtained in 1873 from a pawnbroker who had gotten it from
a drunken Innsmouth native who was soon afterward killed
in a brawl. Miss Tilton believes it to be part of a pirate hoard
discovered by Obed Marsh, citing as proof the fact that to
this day the Marshes still occasionally offer ridiculous sums
of money trying to purchase it back from the Society.

The elderly Miss Tilton attributes Innsmouth’s decay to
the rise of the Esoteric Order of Dagon, a heathenistic reli-
gion imported from the Far East nearly a century ago. This
pagan faith eventually supplanted all other religions and
organizations in Innsmouth, even the Masons, whose Hall
the Esoteric Order now occupies. She claims that Innsmouth
has degenerated into a dying, backward, inbred town.

Examining the jewelry adds 1D3 to Innsmouth Lore.
Speaking with Miss Tilton can add another 2D4 points. B




in vague Biblical allegory, with dashes of Middle Eastern
and Oriental occultism thrown in for good measure.

The Order’s priests wear voluminous robes of deep
blue-green, decorated with embroidered fishes, octopi, dol-
phins, and mermen. About their heads are strange, golden
tiaras and on their wrists bracelets of the same workman-
ship and material. This is the jewelry given to the people of
Innsmouth by the deep ones in exchange for the human sac-
rifices they demand.

Membership in the Order has never been compulsory,
. but cooperation is expected of all townsfolk.

The Deep Ones

The deep ones living off the coast of Innsmouth are part of
an ancient race believed to dwell in secret underwater cities
in numerous places around the globe. Although sources dis-
agree about the origins of the deep ones, they are univer-
sally recognized as followers and worshipers of Great
Cthulhu. Although subject to accidental death, the deep
ones are immortal. Like some reptiles, they continue to
grow throughout their lifetimes, ancient individuals even-
tually attaining great size. Those two known as Dagon and
Hydra are believed to be the largest, and consequently old-
est, of the species.

Deep ones practice only temporary monogamy, and
form no true family units. Ancestor worship and a deep,
abiding respect for elders is the heart of their society. All
deep ones can trace their ancestry back to Dagon and
Hydra, also known as the Great Father and the Great
Mother. This pair, revered by the deep ones as gods, may
not, in fact, be individuals at all. These names may be no
more than titles bestowed upon the largest and eldest male
and female alive. Whenever a present Dagon or Hydra dies,
its spiritual role is taken by next oldest individual.

Deep ones are solitary types, rarely forming any lasting
relationships. Cold-blooded, they are ponderous thinkers,
slow to resolve issues despite their intelligence. With eter-
nal life before one, what could be the rush? The pace of
their society is a reflection of the slow-motion movement
of a life spent underwater.

Communication is infrequent, most often a form of ESP
perhaps more empathic than telepathic. This natural under-
standing and agreement is augmented by hand gestures and
subtle facial expressions, along with a few barks and cries
audible underwater. A written language exists, based on the
mysterious R’lyeh glyphs, but it is rarely used.

At one with their surroundings and their world, there is
little conflict or difference of opinion among deep ones. All
perceptions are one, a deep one’s view of the world identi-
cal to that of his neighbor. Necessary tasks are performed
naturally and instinctively, all in agreement as to what
needs be done.

Discussion and debate are nearly unheard of—and a
cause for community concern when they occur. There are
no laws or courts, nor any form of government. All worship
Dagon and their individual ancestral lines, along with
Cthulhu. Although some perform the functions of priests or
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The Three Oaths of Dagon

All members of the Esoteric Order of Dagon are
required to swear at least the First Oath of Dagon.
Those deemed worthy are allowed to take the far
more terrible Second and Third Oaths. Failure to
obey a swom QOath results in a trial conducted by
other members of the Order, punishment ranging
anywhere from fines, to imprisonment, to death.

THE FIRST OATH

14! Dagon! I, [speaker’s name], do solemnly swear
that I will neither interfere with, nor inform upon,
the activities of the deep ones. I4! Dagon!

THE SECOND OATH

Ia! Dagon! I, [speaker’s name] do solemnly swear
that, if requested to do so, I will render aid to the
deep ones to the best of my ability, and in whatever
form or manner is required of me. Ii! Dagon!

THE THIRD OATH

Ia! Dagon! Id! Hydra! I, [speaker’s name] do
solemnly swear that I take this entity [a deep one] as
my wife or husband, that I shall take her or him into
my home, and that with her or him I will endeavor to
have and raise children, so that the race, and the
faith, can continue to prosper. Id! Dagon! I4! Hydra!

PROVISO TO ALL THREE OATHS

(spoken after each)

I understand and accept that by breaking this Oath in
any way, I am subject to trial and punishment by the
members of the Order, and that such punishment shall
be commensurate with the severity of the offense.

sorcerers, there is no true religious hierarchy. They live and
co-exist in a form of naturally-governed anarchy.

The taciturn disposition of the deep ones results in little
or no communication between the vartous communities
scattered around the globe. The most direct contact the
deep ones of Y’ha-nthlei off the coast of Massachusetts
have ever had with the deep ones of Ponape is what was
told to them by Obed Marsh during the mid-19th century.
Being of like minds, deep one communities have no reason
to communicate. All “important” knowledge is common,
and casual conversation considered undesirable.

Although artful design is highly prized, actual manu-
facture is limited. Individual possessions are few, often
limited to no more than an ornate, carefully carved fishing
spear. A tradition of soft metal-working results in the intri-
cately carved jewelry the deep ones trade with humans.
Made of a naturally occurring alloy found in fair quantity
in numerous places beneath the sea, the metal is hand
formed and hammered, carved and chased, without the aid
of heat or flame.
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The size of deep one communities is regulated in natural
ways. As the population nears the maximum comfortable
size for its environment, the sex drive of both males and
females decreases, resulting in fewer births. If the population
continues to grow, pressure on the local environment
increases, resulting in a crowded community and anxiety
among the deep ones. Births are infrequent and most of those
born falling victim to neglect and abandonment, or dying at
the hands of their own mothers who often murder their new-
borns in response to the environmental pressure. Thus is the
growth of this nearly deathless species held in balance.

The deep ones have always been aware of the existence
of mankind, but only rarely have they been moved to make
contact. More often first contact is accidental, or at the insti-
gation of a human who has learned how to contact the deep
ones. At first fascinated by the human creatures, the deep
ones establish amenable relationships, trading their hand-
worked gold for trinkets of rubber and glass, materials for-
eign to their underwater experience. But continued contact
with humans awakens within the males deeply-suppressed
desires. Dreams of expanding their race begin to invade the
sleep of the deep ones, lurid visions of conquest and domi-
nation. A world united as one, all worshiping Cthulhu.

Sacrifices are first demanded of the humans, victims to
be tossed to the waiting claws and teeth of the sea creatures.
Then is made the demand to interbreed with the humans.
By breeding on the surface, new deep ones will be raised as
humans, safe from the infanticidal females, expanding the
race in preparation for the far-off day when the lands will
be conquered by those from the sea.

THE POWER OF THE ELDER SIGN

Of all the creatures that the Elder Sign may be used against,
the deep ones are probably most affected by this arcane

device. Somehow awakening deeply-buried psychological
fears, the Elder Sign—believed by some to be the invention
of the Elder Things—can effectively bar the path of these
beings. Carved over a door, or placed on a stoop, affected
creatures are unable to knowingly pass by the symbol. So
powerful is the device that an Elder Sign placed over the
doorway of a small house is enough to keep the entire
structure safe. Deep ones or hybrids find themselves inca-
pable of entering by any means, even by way of a window
or other door. It should be noted that the Elder Sign causes
no physical damage; the pain is strictly psychological.

The Elder Sign must be either seen or touched by the
deep one to be effective. An Elder Sign whose presence is
unknown is ineffective. Most often the sign is used to bar
entrance to a room or building, or to guard a specific item
such as a book or other small object. Seeing the symbol
over the doorway, or touching the book that contains one, a
deep one will be driven off, unable to overcome the fear
and discomfort the sign evokes. An Elder Sign amulet worn
under the shirt does little or nothing to protect an investi-
gator. Even should it be pulled out, a deep one distracted by
battle is unlikely to notice it. The sign must be openly dis-
played and easy to read if it is to have any effect.

The Elder Sign is near equally effective against
hybrids—those humans with deep one blood running
through their veins. Those hybrids with less deep one blood
may be discomforted less, but are still aware of the power
of the sign, and unable to violate it, Their discomfort will
be obvious. Young hybrids who have not yet reached
puberty sometimes seem unaffected, the symbol only gain-
ing power over them as they grow and mature. But others
are sensitive even at the youngest ages, some as infants cry-
ing and bawling at the sight of an Elder Sign dangled over
their crib.

WELCOME TO INNSMOUTH




The Northern
Shoreward Slums

blocks inland from the harbor. Here, the fishy stench

of the harbor is strongest. The neighborhood is
mostly of tumble-down homes of varying sizes—modest
early 19th century structures of brick or wood—set close
together, and sharing bedraggled yards and ill-kept court-
yards. A full two-thirds of these homes are deserted, win-
dows shuttered and doors boarded over, yards choked with
weeds. Several have collapsed completely, leaving only
shattered timbers, crumbling chimneys, and water-filled
stone cellars. Those few that are still inhabited look little
better; broken window panes are stuffed with rags and
yards are littered by trash. Traveling away from the water-
front, west and north, the number of occupied homes
increases. These houses are newer and are a little better
cared for.

In reality, a number of these apparently deserted build-
ings are home to some of the worst of Innsmouth’s hybrids,
and several deep ones as well. Entries number 101 and 102
are typical. Many similar locales exist in the area and are
left to the keeper to design and describe. Roughly one of
every four abandoned houses hides an advanced hybrid or
deep one. Note also that some of these homes, especially
those adjacent to the harbor, are connected by the ancient
tunnels that riddle this part of the waterfront. Used long ago
by smugglers to avoid customs agents, contraband was
loaded offshore onto small boats which entered the water-
filled tunnels via the inlet north of town (see 1013 for a full
description of the Smugglers Tunnels).

The streets are of packed earth and badly weathered
brick; they are unlit. Dock and Water Streets are in slightly
better shape. A handful of local residents may be met dur-
ing each hour spent here (although any disturbances will
draw more), most exhibiting the disturbing Innsmouth
look. Visitors would do well not to tarry long in the area,
and should definitely ignore any untoward sounds they
might hear coming from some of the empty houses; inves-
tigating might prove deadly.

Additional information, including typical house and
block plans, can be found in “The Smugglers’ Tunnels”
portion of the Raid On Innsmouth scenario, pp. 122-131.

This area lies north of the river, extending two or three

A GUIDEBOOK TO
INNSMOUTH & ENVIRONS

The people and places of Innsmouth, by neighborhood.

101

THE GREENE HOME

105 Martin St. This sagging two-story clapboard abode, one
of the few conspicuously inhabited houses in the neighbor-
hood, is home to a typical hybrid fam-
ily, the Greenes. The sulking fish pack-
er Ken Greene, 37, lives here with his
wife Wilma, 33, daughter Carrie, 19,
and sons Wesley and Charley, 14 and
13. The house is terribly rundown,
with broken and tattered furniture,
poor lighting, and trash littering the
hallways and comers.

Male investigators nosing around
this part of town may attract the
unwanted attention of Carrie Greene
(APP 8), who attempts to seduce one
of them. A Luck roll is required to escape her advances—
or the anger of her inebriated, surly father.

CARRIE GREENE

102 THE DWELLER IN THE HOUSE
ON FISH STREET

Fish St. between Pierce and Southwick. This small, tightly
boarded early 19th century house appears unoccupied.
Passing by, an investigator making a successful Listen roll
detects the sound of movement within. It takes 1D4 minutes
to pry away enough boards or shutters to allow entry through
a door or window. During this time the house’s occupant has
ample time to flee to the tunnels in the cellar if necessary.

The house contains old, dusty, rotted furniture dating
back to the 18th century, and reeks to high heaven of rot-
ting fish and excrement. Spot Hidden rolls note webbed
footprints—both recent and old—in the dust coating the
floors, along with numerous fish, rat, mouse, and bird
bones. A wooden-barred door in the damp, empty cellar
opens on a watery tunnel which connects with the inlet
northeast of town (see 1013).

This house is home to a terrible hybrid monstrosity,
mostly deep one, but partly something else. The creature
tries to ambush groups of three or less who invade its lair,
or who wander the nearby streets after dark. Larger groups
it leaves alone, fleeing if necessary. The thing is a seven-
foot tall batrachian humanoid with webbed claws and feet,
prominently protruding gill-slits at the sides of its neck, a
five-foot long finny tail, huge flat fish-eyes, and several
foot-long tentacles surrounding its small beaked mouth.

When attacking, the creature attempts to hit and hold on
with its claws. If it hits with both claws, it holds on, tearing
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101

102

103
104
105

106

The Greene Home; typical hybrid family: Ken,
Wilma, Carrie, Wesley, and Charley

The Dweller in the House on Fish Street; mutant
deep one in abandoned house, with statistics

The Old Asbury M.E. Church; ruined and abandoned
Church Street Green, Revolutionary War Memorial

Ruins, with Tunnel; typical entry into Smugglers’
Tunnels (see 1013)

Miscellaneous Ruins; ruined homes

OLD TOWN SQUARE AND NEW

201

202

203

204

205

206
207

208

209

210

211

212

213

214

CHURCH GREEN

Old Town Square

Innsmouth Jail; hybrid constables Andrew Martin,
Nathan Birch, and Elliot Ropes, with statistics; see also
Escape from Innsmouth scenario

Dr. Rowley Marsh (& Son); hybrid doctor and libidi-
nous law consultant, son Ralsa, with statistics

St. John’s Church; ruined and abandoned

The Offices of the Innsmouth Courier Newspaper;
abandoned, with clues leading to a rare complete run of
the newspaper

New Church Green

Esoteric Order of Dagon; deep one church; gate to
Y’ha-nthlei; Ponape Scripture; hybrid deep one priests
Robert Marsh and Jeremiah Brewster, with statistics;
see also Raid on Innsmouth scenario

Innsmouth Congregational Church; subverted to
hybrid teachings

Rawes and Hogg—Nautical Insurers; an abandoned
storefront

East India Marine Merchants Bank of Innsmouth;
maritime museum, includes Nyarlathotep fetish

Christchurch Cemetery; graves of Obed Marsh and
Ephraim Waite; many hybrid graves

Church Street Burying Ground; oldest Innsmouth
graveyard; no hybrid graves

Innsmouth Assembly Hall; town meeting hall and hall
of records; Eustis Eliot, crotchety Township Clerk; list
of elected Innsmouth Township officials

The Faith Baptist Church; subverted to hybrid theo-
logical teachings

FINE OLD RESIDENTIAL

301

Charles Throckmorton; old fellow married to a full
deep one living in attic, with statistics for Mrs.
Thockmorton

302

303

304

305

306

Barnabas “Old Man’’ Marsh; current hybrid patriarch
of Marsh family; normal wife Abigail, hybrid daughter
Esther, servant Norvell Hastings, with statistics; Marsh
family history, Obed Marsh’s ships’ logs, handwritten

Ponape Scripture; see also Raid on Innsmouth scenario

The Old Ephraim Waite House; abandoned; Warding
magic; grimoires, Pnakotic Manuscripts, The Lore of
the Abyss

Sebastian Marsh; hybrid refinery manager, oldest son
of Barnabas, with statistics

Thomas Waite; untainted owner of Waite’s Variety
Store; see also Escape from Innsmouth scenario

Warren Billingham; hybrid owner of fishpacking
plant with office down town; see also Escape from
Innsmouth scenario

NORTHERN RESIDENTIAL

401

402

403

404
405

406

407

Cynthia Jenckes Gilman; untainted woman married to
deep one; hybrid children, with statistics

The Quentin Averill Clan; carpenter Quentin, truck
driver son Joseph and his family; seek magical revenge
on Ralsa Marsh, who ravished Quentin’s daughter, with
statistics; Summon/Bind Servitor of the Outer Gods
spell and enchanted flute

Lester Davis; Marsh’s gardener; has an uncanny plant
empathy
Water Tower

William Henry Parker III; hybrid fish packer and
wife; unknowingly possesses a copy of the R’lyeh Text

The Gortons; degenerate untainted family who aid
hybrids; father Rich, sons Mike and Scott, dog Rip,
with statistics

The Old Warnes House (poorhouse); Zadok Allen’s
former home; Walter Bielacki, talkative ex-fisherman

RIVERFRONT FACTORY AND
COMMERCIAL AREAS

501

502

503
504

505
506

507

Marsh Refinery:; gold refinery; hybrid night watchman
Robert Ballant, with statistics; see also the Raid on
Innsmouth scenario

Abandoned Railway Station; tracks to Rowley, river
bridge filled with bats

Fire Station; reticent untainted firemen

Ruined and Abandoned Factories; empty, some rot-
ted and dangerous

Ruined and Abandoned Warehouses; empty

Dangerous Bridge; crosses Washington Street;
decrepit and rusted

Fish Packing Houses; major Innsmouth employers;
hire hybrids when possible



SOUTHERN RESIDENTIAL

601

602

603

604
605

606

607

608

609
610

611
612

The Lodger; Ervin and Millie Padgett, normal couple;
hybrid bibliophile lodger Kermit Allen Rawes;
Thaumaturgical Prodigies in the New-English Canaan,
Monstres and Their Kynde, Eltdown Shards

The Bernard Slocum Family; untainted man and fam-
ily, with statistics; may aid outsiders; daughter is preg-
nant, raped by deep ones or hybrids

Schoolhouse; helpful non-native schoolteacher Ellen
Werman; two native school teachers

Eliot Street Green

The Garden (Bar & Grill); tavern; hybrid hang-out;
Victor Obrecht, untainted, but criminal proprietor

The Garrison Family; paranoid family fears their chil-
dren are hybrids, with statistics

Daniel Mowry; untainted fish packer; wife works at
First National Grocery

Doctor Bloom; untainted eccentric, physician,
occultist, with statistics

Obed Marsh Memorial; statue

Otis Fuller; Grave digger, knows of suspicious local
burials; dynamite

Transformer

The Deans; normal couple spying for hybrids

PRESENT DAY MERCHANT DISTRICT

701
702

703

704
705
706

707

708

709

710
711

712

713

714

New Town Square

First National Grocery; manager Brian Burnham;
owned by Arthur Anderson; see also Escape from
Innsmouth scenario

Gilman House Hotel; run by hybrids; visiting sales-
man Jerry Holland; factory inspector Lucas Mackey
(undercover Treasury agent), with statistics

Innsmouth Cafe; hybrid-run

Eliot’s Drugstore; hybrid-run

Billingham’s Seafood Distribution Company; owned
by hybrid Warren Billingham

Marsh Refining Company Office; Jacob Marsh, man-
ager, son of Sebastian Marsh, with statistics

Waite’s Variety Store; run by Thomas Waite; sells
alcohol; see also Escape from Innsmouth scenario

The First Unitarian Church of Innsmouth;
Decapitated and Abandoned; church records remain

Marsh Street Green

Redemption Cemetery; some hybrid graves; many
1846 graves

Innsmouth Fuel Stop; gas, wood, coal; Ken Martin,
hybrid owner and employer of Bernard Slocum

Moira Pierce; Switchboard Operator; hybrid woman
who monitors calls

Innsmouth Electric; office

SOUTHERN SHOREWARD SLUMS

801 Abraham Southwick; untainted man married to hybrid
woman who is an evil stepmother; six children, three
of which are hybrids

802 Brick and Stone Warehouses; abandoned, may con-
tain strange cargoes

803 Joe Sargent’s Bus Service; home of Joe Sargent, bus
driver, with statistics; bus schedule

HARBOR

901 The Old Wharves; rotting, abandoned except for
small boats owned by hybrids

902 The Stone Breakwater

903 Fishermen’s Shacks; sinister hybrids Harris Jakes and
Sandy Lanier; Dewey Smith, an unsuspecting human

904 The Old Lighthouse Ruins; nameless bones

905 Custom House; closed and abandoned

906 The Old Martin Shipyard; abandoned; weird, vora-
cious arthropods, with statistics

907 The Babsons; old wharf-top warehouse with hybrid
clan and deep one paramours

908 The Lair; wharf-top warehouse littered with gooey
human remains; shoggoth lair, with statistics

OUTSKIRTS

1001 South Woods Memorial Cemetery; many hybrid
graves

1002 Outlying Farmhouses; abandoned

1003 Farmhouses; inhabited by timid folk

1004 Annie Pernell; near-sighted shotgun-wielder; several
Innsmouth Couriers

1005 The Stunted Hybrid; pathetic landlocked hybrid, with
statistics; gone feral and hiding in an abandoned farm;
haunts nearby creek and cemetary

1006 Nick Casper; outdoorsman, with statistics

1007 The Abandoned Railway; to Rowley

1008 Town Dump

1009 Boynton Beach; scattered untainted fishermen; Fish
Head Rock, deep one contacting point

1010 Falcon Point; small village of untainted fishermen;
story of Enoch Conger; reticent ex-fisherman Jedediah
Harper

1011 Devil Reef; map; sea-caves with carvings, tunnel to
Y ’ha-nthlei, holding caves, etc.; weird arthropods

1012 Y’ha-nthlei; deep ones’ city; air-filled chambers with
map; carvings, flora and fauna, tunnel to reef caves,
gate to Esoteric Order of Dagon, etc.

1013 The Smugglers’ Tunnels; tunnels from inlet lead to

houses on north shore; for details see the Raid on
Innsmouth scenario. B
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REVOLUTIONARY WAR MEMORIAL (104)
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at the victim with its beak and facial tentacles. A STR vs.
STR roll is needed to break free. The thing can attack mul-
tiple opponents, using its powerful tail to defend its back.

THE DEEP ONE THING
STR 19 CON16 SIZ21 INT 8 POW 10
DEX 9 APPNA EDUNA SANNA HP19

Damage Bonus: +1D6

Weapons: Claws x2 55%, 1D6+db each

Tentacles (only if both claws hit) automatic, 1D4

Bite/Beak (only if both claws and tentacles hit) automatic, 1D6
Tail lash (to rearward foes only) 25%, 1D6

Armer: 2 points of scaly hide.

Skills: Dodge 30%, Hide 25%, Listen 40%, Spot Hidden 30%,
Swim 85%.

Sanity Loss: 1/1D8.

103 THE OLD ASBURY M.E. CHURCH

216 Church St. The old barn-like Asbury M.E. Church was
founded in 1794. Abandoned less than a half-century later,
its pastor wisely fled during the rise of Obed Marsh’s
Esoteric Order of Dagon in the 1840s. The gambrel roof of
the old Georgian-style church is starting to sag, the feature-
less interior littered with dust, bat droppings, and a few fall-
en timbers. A small chamber in the cellar contains the
church’s moldering records, dating from 1794-1841. Later
documents, those implicating Obed Marsh and his follow-
ers in plots of kidnapping, murder, and worse, were carried
off by the pastor, Darius Cooke, when he fled the town.

104 CHURCH STREET GREEN,
REVOLUTIONARY WAR MEMORIAL

The intersection of Church and Fish Streets. This is a small,
square patch of high, weedy grass enclosed by an iron fence.
In the center of the green stands a headless, broken-rifled
stone statue of a minuteman, erected in honor of those
Innsmouth men who fought in America’s Revolutionary War.

105 RUINS & TUNNEL

Fish Street between Church and Martin. One of the most
ruined houses in this district of slums, this place consists of
only a tall, crumbling brick chimney standing amidst a tan-
gle of fallen timbers. A halved Spot Hidden roll detects a
cavity in the rubble near the chimney. Eight man-hours spent
moving the debris clears enough space to allow entry into
the collapsed building’s cellar. The cramped cellar is dark,
very muddy, and strewn with debris. Another Spot Hidden
roll makes out a warped door opening onto a small dock
beside a watery tunnel (see 1013 for details of the tunnels).

106 MISCELLANEOUS RUINS

Various locations. More ruined and collapsed homes similar
to those described above. Crumbling chimneys, sagging or
open roofs, exposed and debris-filled cellars, and skeletal
frames are all that remain of these homes. Those closest to the
waterfront are the most likely to have entrances to the tunnels.



New Church Green
& Old Town Square

his neighborhood centers on the two semi-circular
street intersections known as Old Town Square and
New Church Green (see map on p. 30). The square is
an open confluence of streets lined with old shops, now
mostly abandoned. Bedraggled New Church Green is
flanked by several churches, some still operating, and a cou-
ple of closed shops nearer the river. This was Innsmouth’s
civic center and business district prior to the Revolution,
before the rapid expansion of the town on the south side of
the river. During the riots of 1846 many of these buildings
were damaged, or closed down following the unexplained
disappearances of their owners. Since that time this neigh-
borhood has slowly fallen into decay. Only the churches, the
town meeting hall, the jail, and a couple of businesses are
still in active use.
Most of the architecture here dates back to the early 19th
century and include many buildings of weathered, sooty
brick. An exception is the squat Gothic-styled Congre-
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gational Church, constructed in the early 1840s, and a short
time later taken over by the Esoteric Order of Dagon.

The only cobbled streets in this area are Federal and
Dock Streets. The others are of packed earth; those nearest
the river are reinforced with buried wooden planks. The
streets in this neighborhood are better maintained, and well-
used. Narrow brick sidewalks line the streets, and streetlights
illuminate Dock and Church in the area of Main. Nearer the
eastern slums streetlights and sidewalks are not to be found.

Residents encountered in this part of town, with few
exceptions, strongly show the Innsmouth look. Staring and
scowling suspiciously at strangers who linger too long,
they alert the constables if anyone should spend too much
time poking around the area of the churches. Intruders are
often hauled in for questioning, or arrested outright. Some
visitors have disappeared altogether.

201 OLD TOWN SQUARE

The intersection of Main and Dock Sts. This open semi-cir-
cular intersection was, prior to the Revolutionary War,
Innsmouth’s Town Square. The cobblestones are cracked or
missing, and most of the shops to the west, northeast, and
east are closed, displaying boarded up, dusty, or white-
washed windows. The jail, Dr. Rowley Marsh’s office, and
the East India Marine Merchants Bank appear to be open.
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202 INNSMOUTH JAIL

504 Main St. Innsmouth’s jail is a crumbling brick structure
with a second story built of wood. Signs of charring and
smoke damage around the door and windows mark the
scars left by the freeing of Obed Marsh by the deep ones in

1846. Following the riot, the jail was
haphazardly repaired.

The jail consists of a large office
in front, with a locked sturdy door
between it and the cells in the rear.
The four stone-walled cells are
cramped and filthy, horribly stinking
things that measure no more than five
by eight feet, ventilated by tiny
barred windows. The cells lack toilets
and prisoners are provided only a thin

ANDREW MARTIN

mat to sleep on. The doors are made
of sturdy iron bars. The second story
of the building holds several unused offices and a set of
slightly nicer cells, rarely used.

The office contains a battered desk and several chairs, a
phone, some file cabinets, and a locked wooden gun cabi-
net holding two 12-gauge pump shotguns, two .38
revolvers, and ammunition. A cot in

one corner is used by the constables
whenever it is necessary for one of
them to stay and watch a prisoner.

A battered old sedan parked in the
driveway just north of the jail serves
as the town’s police car. A map of the
jail is included in the Escape from
Innsmouth scenario on p. 90.

Prisoners are held in this facility
until their fates are decided by the

Esoteric Order. If the detainees pose

any sort of risk for the community, the ELLIOT ROPES

Order usually has them taken down to a warehouse on the
harbor and fed to the shoggoth.

See also p. 75 for a quick reference on the law in
Innsmouth.

CHIEF CONSTABLE ANDREW MARTIN

A silent, serious-looking hybrid, Andrew Martin is a dan-
gerous adversary. Powerfully-built, he has thin, scraggly
blonde hair, jowly cheeks, bulging eyes, and a flat nose.
Tall and foreboding despite his stooping gait, Martin is a
loyal follower of the Marshes, and particularly close to
Robert Marsh of the Esoteric Order of Dagon (207). Martin
is a cold, cruel man who uses torture to force prisoners to
reveal what they may have learned. He always carries his
knife, nightstick and gun. He lives very near the jail, in a
run-down house on north Hancock Street.

ANDREW MARTIN, 31, chief constable

STR 16 CON 14 SIZ 16 INT 13
DEX 10 APP8 EDU 8 SANO
Damage Bonus: +1D4

POW 14
HP 15

Weapons: Fist/Punch 75%, 1D3+db

Grapple 50%, special

Nightstick 55%, 1D6+db

Bowie Knife 55%, 1D4+2+db

.45 Revolver 55%, 1D10+2

Skills: Climb 50%, Cthulhu Mythos 35%, Dodge 30%, Drive
Automobile 35%, Hide 40%, Jump 45%, Law 40%, Listen 55%,
Psychology 35%, Sneak 30%, Spot Hidden 60%, Throw 35%,
Track 25%.

CONSTABLE NATHAN BIRCH

Birch is a pudgy, stooped hybrid with narrow eyes and a
wide, malicious grin. Although
intensely jealous of the younger
Martin’s position as Chief Constable,
Birch says little; Martin’s connec-
tions with the Esoteric Order are
strong.

Birch always dresses in a heavy
coat, concealing the sawed-off shot-
gun he habitually carries. The trigger-
guard of this gun is sawed off in order
to allow Birch’s thickly-webbed fin-
gers to reach the trigger. When
expecting trouble Birch also carries a
baseball bat. He and his hybrid family live a couple of
blocks north of the jail.

NATHAN BIRCH

NATHAN BIRCH, 37, wily old constable

STR 15 CON 14 SIZ 1S5 INT 12

DEX 15 APP 10 EDU 9 SANO

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, 1D3+db

Grapple 60%, special

Head Butt 45%, 1D6+db

Baseball Bat 65%, 1D8+db

Sawed-Off Double-Barrelled 12-Gauge Shotgun 65%, 4D6/1D6
(0-5 yards/5-10 yards)

Skills: Dodge 35%, Drive Automobile 55%, Hide 45%, Jump

55%, Law 45%, Listen 40%, Psychology 25%, Sneak 50%, Spot

Hidden 50%, Track 40%.

POW 12
HP 15

CONSTABLE ELLIOT ROPES

Ropes is a huge and thickly-muscled hybrid, an incredibly
ugly specimen with bulging eyes, scaling skin, and a pro-
truding jaw. More beast than man, he prefers to fight hand-
to-hand rather than with weapons. He lives in a filthy hovel
south of the river on Main Street.

ELLIOT ROPES, 26, brutish constable
STR 17 CON 16 SIZ 16
DEX 12  APP6 EDU 7
Damage Bonus: +1D6

Weapons: Fist/Punch 85%, 1D3+db
Grapple 75%, special

Head Butt 50%, 1D4+db
Two-by-Four 70%, 1D8+db

.38 Revolver 35%, 1D10

Skills: Climb 55%, Dodge 35%, Law 10%, Listen 30%, Spot
Hidden 35%, Track 45%. '

INT 10
SANO

POW 9
HP 16
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203 DR. ROWLEY MARSH (& SON)

510 Main St. This small brick storefront with dusty win-
dows has a sign hanging overhead reading “Dr. Rowley
Marsh—General Practitioner.” Below that, in smaller let-
ters, is written “Ralsa Marsh—Law Consultant.” Inside,
sitting at the receptionist’s desk is a homely younger
woman, Dr. Marsh’s widowed daughter, Ruth Gilman. She
refers clients to her father’s or brother’s offices located on
either side of the hall.

Neither of the two Marshes operate within the law; it’s
been at least a decade since Dr. Marsh renewed his medical
license, and the younger Marsh has yet to take the
Massachusetts bar examination. Despite this, Innsmouth’s
hybrid population still calls on them for their needs.

"The widower Rowley, son Ralsa, and widowed daugh-
ter Ruth live in a modest brick house just around the block,
across from the Church Street Burying Ground.

DR. ROWLEY MARSH

Dr. Marsh is one of the grandsons of Captain Obed Marsh.
He serves as Innsmouth’s Medical Examiner, signing all
birth and death certificates. Short and stocky, with a jutting

jaw, piercing eyes, and deep creases at
the sides of his neck, Rowley’s skin is
scaly and flaky. What little remains of
his hair is brushed forward into a
widow’s peak. Stooped, and with a
lurching gate, he walks only with the
aid of a cane. He spends little time in
his office, and has gotten a bit forget-
ful and sloppy in his practice. Rowley
Marsh is trapped halfway between
human and deep one, and will never

take to the sea as most hybrids do. He

. . : DR. ROWLEY MARSH
considers his state shameful, especial-

ly considering the Marsh family heritage. Rowley is slow-
moving, quite rueful, and feels that he has very little left to
live for.

DR. ROWLEY MARSH, 68, physician

STR 8 CON9 SIZ 13 INT 14
DEX 8 APP 8 EDU 18 SANO
Weapons: Scalpel 35%, 1D4 (can impale)
Skills: Biology 25%, Chemistry 40%, Credit Rating 65%,
Cthulhu Mythos 50%, First Aid 60%, Law 20%, Medicine 50%,

Persuade 55%, Pharmacy 45%, Psychoanalysis 30%,
Psychology 50%.

POW 16
HP 11

RALSA MARSH

Ralsa, the oldest of Rowley’s sons, attended Harvard Law
School but, despite his father’s influence, was expelled dur-
ing his second year. The younger Marsh’s poor attendance
and even poorer grades, and his interest in less scholarly
subjects (notably his instructors’ daughters) were his even-
tual undoing at the school. The shiftless Ralsa Marsh
returned to Innsmouth to putter away his time, and to await
his father’s inevitable death, at which time he stands to
inherit the bulk of the family estate.

Ralsa is a notorious ladies’ man, responsible for father-
ing several illegitimate children upon both willing and
unwilling female residents of Innsmouth. He is hated by
many, but being one of the Marshes, few dare to raise a
word against him.

One of Ralsa’s many conquests was distant cousin Sarah
Whateley, a resident of Dunwich. On a visit to Innsmouth,
Sarah met Ralsa and trysted with him,
later bearing a hybrid child back in
Dunwich Country (see the story “The
Shuttered Room”, by H.P. Lovecraft,
for complete details).

But Ralsa recently overstepped his
bounds when he attacked Patricia
Averill, a non-hybrid woman of proud
local family. Miss Averill committed .
suicide shortly after the attack and her s S
father has sworn vengeance on the das- %}lf/@/j -
tardly Ralsa Marsh. The Marshes, fed =
up with Ralsa’s libidinous behavior, RALSA MARSH
have sworn not to help him. (See 402, The Quentin Averill
Clan, for more details.)

Ralsa is tall and powerful-looking, appearing almost
human. His eyes and mouth are only a little too big, and his
fingers but slightly webbed. Arrogant and self-centered, he
presents himself as a dandy, always on the look-out for a
handsome female. Ralsa likes to impress his dates with lots
of money, and an assumed air of class which he feels part
of his aristocratic Marsh family heritage. Ralsa’s limited
education and short attention span prevent him from carry-
ing on a sustained intellectual discussion. A hedonist, he
spends most of his time indulging in food, alcohol, and sex.

Ralsa fears the Averills and their rumored magical
guardian, and has started carrying a gun to protect himself.
Regardless of this, he will die horribly for his crime.

RALSA MARSH, 39, law consuitant
STR 14 CON 15 SIZ 14
DEX 11 APP 11 EDU 12
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 60%, 1D3+db
9mm Automatic Pistol 35%, 1D10

Skills: Credit Rating 35%, Cthulhu Mythos 35%, Dodge 35%,
Drive Automobile 30%, Fast Talk 50%, Law 25%, Listen 35%,
Occult 20%, Persuade 50%, Psychology 30%, Spot Hidden 50%,
Swim 80%.

INT 13
SANO

POW 10
HP 15

204 ST. JOHN s CHURCH

408 Main St. Like the old Methodist Church down the
street, this is another fine example of late Georgian archi-
tecture. This old Catholic church, with its tall, tapering
steeple and arched, stained glass windows (mostly broken,
unfortunately) is still an impressive, foreboding structure.
Built sometime around the early 1800s, it was abandoned
during the 1840s when Obed Marsh and his fellows ran the
other parishes out of town. All its records are lost or
destroyed, its interior empty of all but bats, rats, and their
evil-smelling excrement.
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205 THE OFFICE OF THE
INNSMOUTH COURIER

501 Dock St. A single story building with a roomy cellar,
there are doors on the north and south, with windows all
around, some leading to the cellar. This office has been
closed since 1846 when it was looted by the rioters who
destroyed the files and murdered the editor, John
Lawrence. The place now stands empty, most of its win-
dows and both doorways boarded up. Traces of a long-ago
fire are still evident.

Although significant finds may be discovered here, any-
one entering the building risks notice by the locals and the
attention of the authorities. Inside, all the presses, papers,
files, rows of type, and equipment have been burned,
smashed, and strewn throughout the building. Interior walls
show further signs of smoke and fire damage. In the cellar,
a small vault stands open; the charred fragments within are
all that remain of the archive collection of the Courier.

Anyone making a Spot Hidden roll while searching
through the mess finds papers revealing that John
Lawrence was the Courier’s editor, and apparently an
enemy of Obed Marsh. A second Spot Hidden roll unearths
Lawrence’s address from among these papers: 1003
Martin Street.

Visiting the address, the investigators find a modest two-
story Georgian home, long abandoned. Windows are broken
out, doorways stoutly boarded. Those who enter can, with
successful Luck and Spot Hidden rolls, discover a secret
panel in the ground floor landing of the main stairway, held
down by screws. Inside are several large, bound volumes
comprising a complete run of Innsmouth Courier from its
inception in 1833 to its demise in 1846. The collection
includes a loose copy of the uncirculated, inflammatory final
issue announcing the arrest of Obed Marsh and his followers
on charges of murder, kidnapping, and other crimes. Reading
the entire run adds 3D10% to Innsmouth Lore, but requires
nearly two weeks of study time. Needless to say, Miskatonic
Library would be enormously interested in acquiring this lost
treasure, willing to pay as much as several hundred dollars.

206 NEW CHURCH GREEN

The intersection of Federal and Dock Streets. Here the cob-
blestone streets wind round an overgrown, circular green
containing a streetlight, uneven brick sidewalks, and two
rotted benches on the verge of collapse. Churches flank the
green to the northeast and northwest, and the old Masonic
Hall stands nearby. The rest of the structures, shops and
stores, are generally abandoned. From the green a narrow,
iron-railed highway bridge crosses the Manuxet.

Old Towii Square




207 ESOTERIC ORDER OF DAGON

506 Federal St. Formerly the Masonic Temple, this large
hall of Classic Revival design boasts four massive pillars
framing the main doorway. The white paint has long faded
to gray and is peeling badly. A black sign with cracked gold
lettering over the pediment reads: “Esoteric Order of
Dagon.”

Originally built in the 1830s, this building was eventu-
ally purchased by Obed Marsh and his followers and con-
verted to the meeting place of the Esoteric Order. Here the
hybrids and their followers—and frequently the deep ones
themselves—hold rites in honor of Father Dagon, Mother
Hydra, and Great Cthulhu. Services are regularly held on
Saturday and Sunday nights when as many as 80 or 90 wor-
shipers attend. Particularly huge and blasphemous cere-
monies are held on May-Eve (April 30th) and Hallowmass
(October 31st), and are attended by many deep ones.

At any given time there are at least 1D6+1 hybrids in
the hall, a group usually including at least one church elder,
either Robert Marsh or Jeremiah Brewster. Strangers lin-
gering too long in this vicinity are subject to attention from
the authorities. Anyone caught inside is probably doomed.

INSIDE THE HALL

Inside, numerous tapestries, paintings, sculptures, and
other works of primitive and exotic art decorate the hall.
History, Archaeology, and/or Anthropology rolls identify
examples of art from the China Sea, the Mediterranean, the
west coast of South America, and the South Pacific. All fea-
ture aquatic motifs of one type or another, and many depict
fish-like, frog-like humanoids.

The hall’s upper floor consists of unused offices and
rooms containing resplendent robes of green and blue,
decorated with cabalistic symbols and aquatic motifs fea-
turing dolphins, octopoid creatures, and the familiar fish-
like humanoids. One of these rooms also contains a gate to
dread Y’ha-nthlei, the legendary underwater city of the
deep ones (1012).

Beneath the ground floor of the central hall is the huge
main worship chamber. Made of flagstone, and lit by sev-
eral torch-sconces, the walls are carved with leering,
octopoidal forms, and cavorting frog-like men. Three mas-
sive statues, one of them over ten feet tall, stand in the
shadows on the far side of the room. The largest of these
depicts Great Cthulhu. The other two, slightly smaller stat-
ues, represent Dagon and Hydra. All may be identified with
successful Cthulhu Mythos rolls. Sanity loss for making
this discovery is 0/1D3.

An Anthropology roll identifies the statues’ place of ori-
gin as most likely the South Pacific, probably French
Polynesia. Behind the idols are passageways leading to the
smugglers’ tunnels (1013). Nearby, atop a battered wooden
lectern, rests a manuscript copy of the Ponape Scripture,
the Esoteric Order’s “bible.”

Additional information on the hall, including a map, is
found in The Esoteric Order of Dagon section of the Raid
on Innsmouth scenario, pp. 104-112.
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ROBERT MARSH

Robert is the son of Barnabas Marsh (302), and a great-
grandson of Captain Marsh. Due to his “spiritual” nature,
he has succeeded to the head of the Esoteric Order of

Dagon. By tradition, the Order has
always been led by a member of the
Marsh family, dating back to the time
of its founder, Obed Marsh.

Robert runs the Order, and to a
great extent the town itself, with an
iron fist, disposing of trespassers and
meddlers as quickly and quietly as
possible. Robert deals even more
harshly with those residents who talk
too much with outsiders. The late
Zadok Allen was the most recent to

ROBERT MARSH

feel the wrath of Robert Marsh.
Marsh usually has the offending party arrested, or mur-
dered by the degenerate Gorton family (406). Those taken
into custody are usually fed to the shoggoth. In an emer-
gency Marsh can call upon the deep ones of Y ha-nthlei off
the coast.

Marsh is an advanced hybrid, short and stockily built,
and will be ready to take to the sea in a few more years. He
has already made pilgrimages to underwater Y’ha-nthlei.
Habitually dressing in the flowing blue-green robes of the
Order, he makes use of their voluminous folds to disguise
his deformities. His feet are too wide for any shoes; he cov-
ers them with several pairs of worn and ragged socks. His
scaly hands are similarly oversized and webbed. He still
retains much of his dark hair, but his ears have nearly dis-
appeared, and his large glassy eyes stare unblinkingly.

Marsh usually carries with him a silvery, metal baton
with a pointed tip, primarily used to keep the cult’s shog-
goths in line. By pointing the tip at a shoggoth, expending
one magic point, and mentally voicing the activator word,
“Veket-nihili,” the rod gives one the power to control a
chosen shoggoth—provided that the shoggoth’s POW can
be overcome in a POW vs. POW resistance struggle. If the
shoggoth loses, it must follow commands for a number of
hours equal to the wielder’s POW. Failure means the shog-
goth is unaffected. The rod sparks blue-white fire whenev-
er it is used.

ROBERT MARSH, 46, high priest
STR 13 CON 15 SIZ14
DEX 13 APP6 EDU 14
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Grapple 50%, special
Sacrificial Dagger 70%, 1D4+2+db
.38 revolver 35%, 1D10

Spells: Breath of the Deeps, Contact Cthulhu, Contact Deep
Ones, Contact Father Dagon, Contact Mother Hydra, Contact
Cthutlhu.

Skills: Anthropology 40%, Archaeology 35%, Astronomy 55%,
Biology 35%, Cthulhu Mythos 75%, Dodge 40%, Hide 45%,

History 55%, Jump 50%, Listen 40%, Occult 65%, Sneak 30%,
Spot Hidden 50%, Swim 85%.

INT 16
SANO

POW 22
HP 15
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JEREMIAH BREWSTER
Jeremiah Brewster is the second-highest ranking priest in
the Order and a sorcerer since childhood. A long-time
member of the cult, his magical abil-

ities, combined with strong faith and
a strict adherence to the Order’s code,
have aided him in his rise to the top.
Like Robert Marsh, he has often vis-
ited the undersea deep one city of
Y’ha-nthlei. Within a few months he
is destined to become a permanent
resident of the sea.

Brewster is nearly a full deep one.
He is never seen outside the hall dur-

ing daylight hours, preferring to stay
hidden until after dark. He always
dresses in church robes—the better to hide his scaly, web-
footed body. His voice is little more than a slobbering,
croaking bark.

JEREMIAH BREWSTER, 47, priest
STR 16 CON 18 SIZ 16
DEX 12 APP4 EDU 10
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Claws x2 75%, 1D6+db
Grapple 60%, special
Sacrificial Dagger 60%, 1D4+2+db

INT 15
SANO

POW 20
HP 17

JEREMIAH BREWSTER

Spells: Breath of the Deeps, Contact Deep Ones, Contact
Cthulhu, Contact Father Dagon, Contact Mother Hydra, Curse of
the Stone, Enchant Stone Tablet, Grasp of Cthulhu, Power Drain,
Shrivelling.

Skills: Astronomy 35%, Biology 45%, Cthulhu Mythos 60%,
Dodge 45%, Hide 35%, Jump 65%, Listen 30%, Occult 55%,
Sneak 25%, Spot Hidden 55%, Swim 95%.

Sanity Loss: Since Brewster is nearly a full deep one, it costs
0/1D6 Sanity points to see him.

OTHER PRIESTS

In addition to either or both of the elders described above,
there are always a number of lesser priests in attendance.
Numbering 1D6, each has a POW equal to 10+2D4 and
each knows 1D4 spells. Make likely choices from the lists
of spells given for Robert Marsh and Jeremiah Brewster.

208 INNSMOUTH CONGREGATIONAL

CHURCH

505 Federal St. This massive stone building is of later con-
struction than most of the structures in town. Although the
sign still identifies it as the Congregational Church, it is a
wing of the Esoteric Order. Like other local churches, the
Congregationalists’ sermons reek of blasphemous notions
about bodily immortality through the worship of decidedly
un-Christian deities. Churches in neighboring towns dis-
avow it, accusing it of heathenistic, paganistic leanings.



Originally constructed in the early 1840s, the congrega-
tion was several years later disbanded and the structure pur-
chased by Obed Marsh. Obed soon after moved the
Esoteric Order of Dagon in, abandoning the old warehouse
on the harbor formerly used by the cult.

The church itself is of clumsy Gothic Revival design,
with basement and two-story tower with broken clocks.
The church’s many basement windows are kept shuttered,
but the cracked bell is rung every hour between sunrise and
sunset. This ugly, crumbling gray edifice is referred to by
some as “St. Toad’s”—but only in whispers.

The Congregational parson is Amos Hetfield, a sham-
bling hybrid in his early 40s. Hetfield dresses himself in the
greenish robes and jewelry common to all the clergy of
Innsmouth’s churches. More often than not he also wears
one of the gold tiaras of the deep ones. Hetfield is rarely
seen by outsiders. Most of the church’s public duties are
handled by a silent, black-clad hybrid youth who discour-
ages any outside visitors. Persistent strangers will be
reported to the authorities.

209 RAWES & HoGG, NAUTICAL
INSURANCE

506 Main St. A small, abandoned, late 18th century brick
office building with boarded windows and doors. A sign
hanging over the door displays the faded picture of an old
sailing ship, along with the name of the business. Rawes
and Hogg insured local shipping ventures for years but
were ruined in the early and mid-19th century by the
numerous maritime losses suffered by Innsmouth, especial-
ly those ships lost by the Gilman family.

210 EAST INDIA MARINE
MERCHANTS BANK

508 Main St. This dirty brick building is one of the oldest
in Innsmouth, built during the late 18th century. Financed
by the combined capital of the Marsh, Gilman, Waite, and
Martin families, it thrived until the mid-1800s when
Innsmouth’s maritime industry suffered a devastating series
of losses. It still survives, though loans are only infrequent-
ly made. Interest paid is low or non-existent.

Outsiders find it impossible to cash a personal check
here. Even registered checks or money orders are difficult
to convert, requiring several days of waiting time.
Strangers who can get a reputable local to vouch for them
have an easier time. New accounts are rarely accepted
unless the depositor is a resident. The place has very little
working capital, and is usually deserted except for one or
two listless hybrid tellers.

A brass sign plate near the bank entrance announces
“The Innsmouth Marine Merchants Museum” in the north
wing. Down this hall a pair of doorways lead to the small
museum. Beyond the doors are two crowded, ill-lit rooms
packed with rows of dusty shelves, and tables displaying
such objects as hand-painted China plates; sketches of
islands, flora and fauna, and native peoples; ship models of
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famous Innsmouth vessels such as Obed Marsh’s Sumatra
Queen and Esdras Martin’s Malay Bride; maps and nautical
charts showing trade routes and island topographies; exotic
animals inexpertly stuffed and mounted; native jewelry and
clothing (mostly Oriental silks and jade—nothing resem-
bling the Esoteric Order’s garb); weird musical instruments
such as tasseled drums and ornately carved nose-flutes; a
shrunken human head with its hair falling out; numerous
native fetishes and Oriental miniatures; and hundreds of
other items. A few are identified with faded, handwritten
cards listing the object’s origin, and the name of the donor.

Although the Order long ago removed from the collec-
tion any artifacts of deep one origin, a Spot Hidden roll
picks out one item of odd interest. Supposedly of Malaysian
origin, it is a small native fetish made of sticks, animal fur
and pieces of horn. It depicts a black man blowing some sort
of musical instrument. A Cthulhu Mythos roll identifies this
fetish as a representation of an obscure creature sometimes
associated with Nyarlathotep—an avatar of the Outer God.

211 CHRISTCHURCH CEMETERY

404 Church St. This crowded graveyard, consecrated in the
1730s, is the second oldest in Innsmouth, predated only by
the old Church Street Burying Ground (212). Still occa-
sionally used by some of Innsmouth’s more prominent fam-
ilies, it is dotted by many opulent tombs and grave markers,
broken-winged angels standing watch over the marble-
columned crypts, and tall stelae.

Among the graves found here are those of the elder
Marshes, including Obed, as well as the grave of the wiz-
ard, Ephraim Waite. Plots are found containing the remains
of several generations of Gilmans, Eliots, and Martins.
There are few graves dated later than the mid-19th century,
about the time when the cemeteries became crowded and
the new South Woods Memorial Cemetery (1001) was cre-
ated southeast of town.
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Anyone crazy enough to break into a random crypt (and
lucky enough to avoid the locals’ notice) has a 35% chance
of discovering a coffin that contains nothing more than a
log or large rocks, one of the many false graves used to
cover the disappearances of hybrids who have since gone to
sea. (Note that the moldering bodies of Obed Marsh and
Ephraim Waite are in their respective graves.)

Due to its proximity to the Congregational Church, and
the hybrid nature of many of its residents, this place is
called by the local humans, “St. Toad’s Cemetery.”

212 CHURCH ST. BURYING GROUND

307 Church St. Consecrated alongside the ancient Assembly
Hall, this is Innsmouth’s oldest graveyard, dating back to
the 1640s. Few of the old stone markers are legible now, and
many have fallen over or are nearly worn away. The place is
overgrown, crowded with markers of different shapes and
designs, all canted at crazy angles. The earliest legible date
is 1649, the latest 1765. Among the family names found
here are Hogg, Pierce, Martin, Gilman, and Southwick.
Only a few Marsh graves are found in this churchyard.

213 INNSMOUTH ASSEMBLY HALL

403 Fall St. This building is an amazing amalgamation of
different architectural styles. The central building consists
of the old, wooden meeting hall built in the late 1600s.
Numerous additions have since been made, including two-
storied wooden wings on the north and east, circa 1750 and
1800. These wings contain offices for town officials and
file rooms for public records.

Among the offices found here are: those of the three
town selectmen, hybrids Sebastian Marsh, F. Murray
Gilman, and Jonah Waite; the current

Township Clerk, fully-human Eustis
Eliot; Tax Assessor Noah Eliot, the
hybrid husband of Eustis; Treasurer
Ethan Hale; and Justice of the Peace,
the honorable Arthur Pierce. The
township government is controlled
entirely by the hybrids of Innsmouth,
a fact not lost on the untainted fisher-
men of nearby Boynton Beach and
Falcon Point.

EUSTIS ELIOT

The Assembly Hall is most often
nearly vacant, with only a 10%
chance that any given official will actually be found in his
office. Normal hours are 9 AM to 5 PM, Monday through
Friday, but unscheduled closings are frustratingly frequent.
Although there is almost always a minor clerk around, a
few successful Hide and/or Sneak rolls allows intruders
access to files, at least for short periods of time. Due to the
distressing disorganization of the files, all Library Use rolls
are made at half-normal.

Investigators requesting information find the people at
the hall reluctant to help them. Eustis Eliot, the fully human
Township Clerk, is a wrinkled old harridan who loathes

snoopers. A Fast Talk or Persuade is needed to get her to
look up even simple deeds or other public records. Even
then, it takes her 1D3 days to locate the requested materi-
als. A successful Law roll may force her to turn over addi-
tional papers, but she will then inform the authorities about
the “pushy intruders.”

214 THE FAITH BAPTIST CHURCH

502 Federal St. Despite its empty clock steeple, the old
wooden Baptist church is a fine example of early Georgian
architecture. Like the other churches in Innsmouth, this
place was long ago subverted to the worship of Dagon. The
last regular services were held in 1846, just prior to the dis-
appearance of Parson Resolved Babcock, a cantankerous
opponent of Obed Marsh’s blasphemous policies. It was
widely believed at the time that Babcock fell victim to
some of Obed’s murderous followers, but nothing could be .
proved. Since then the old Faith Baptist Church has com-
bined a minimum of traditional Christian ceremony with a
shocking amount of quasi-Biblical prophecy of wondrous
transmogrification and eternal life.

The dozen or so Innsmouth Baptists are led by a squat,
web-fingered hybrid in his 60s, the Reverend Ezra Hartley:
Scowling old Hartley, with his woefully thin mutton-chop
whiskers and stringy hair, is a sinister figure, eyeing
strangers suspiciously as he hops about town in his green-
ish robes and odd gold rings.

The deep ones and their followers sometimes meet here
in times of emergency. The dark, bat-infested steeple makes
an excellent watchtower, and can be used to signal others in
town or on Devil Reef.

Fine Old
Residential Section

his is the most modernized section of Innsmouth.
I The streets are all of brick and cobblestone, inter-
mittently lined with low-power incandescent street-
lights. Sidewalks are common, though usually buckled by
tree roots or other, less discernible causes. Once shaded by
stately elms, these trees now show advanced stages of
Dutch elm disease, their foliage twisted and brown.
Bordered by Southwick and Dock Sts. on the north and
south, and Broad and Adams Sts. on the east and west, this
area is home to some of the finest residences found in
Innsmouth. Formerly the homes of sea captains and traders,
mill owners and bankers, these great gambrel-roofed man-
sions have housed generations of the town’s gently-bred
sons and daughters. Many of these estates sprawl the entire
width of a block, their high roofs, cupolas, and railed
widow’s walks providing clear views of the once all-impor-
tant harbor.
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The mansions are now in decay, many abandoned, their
finely terraced lawns and gardens running wild from years
of neglect. The few remaining fine families are hopelessly
inbred with the deep ones, their fortunes declining or lost,
their futures—at least in this world—bleak and uncertain.
Many of these mansions are uninhabited, or at least appear
that way. In fact, more than a few of these abandoned hulks
are home to hybrid horrors and full deep ones descended
from the houses’ original owners. Along Washington Street
are several better tended homes, including the residence of
Barnabas “Old Man” Marsh, grandson of the infamous
Obed and current patriarch of the town. Most of the houses
feature tightly shuttered attic and upper-story windows.
The houses along Dock Street, though finer than most
Innsmouth dwellings, are modest when compared to the
full-fledged mansions and estates north of Church Street.

301 CHARLES THROCKMORTON HOME

507 Washington St. This fairly well-kept, two-story hip-
roofed structure of late Federal design is home to Charles
Throckmorton. “Charlie,” a spry and friendly 67-year-old,
is an untainted human often found tending his yard or rock-
ing quietly on the front porch. He welcomes visitors, talks
about mundane subjects (claiming to know nothing of
Innsmouth’s secrets), and offers hot coffee. He and his wife
have lived here all their lives, raising five children all now
married and moved on. He declines to discuss his wife, a
Psychology roll revealing that he is keeping a secret.

If it is near meal-time, Charlie invites friendly visitors to
stay for dinner—if he’s found their company enjoyable. His
fare is simple, and the conversation innocent. But with a
Listen roll visitors hear something shuffling about on the
second floor. Charlie says it’s nothing, but becomes visibly
agitated if anyone tries to investigate. Those who manage to
sneak upstairs find that the sounds are coming from behind
an unlocked door. Knocking, entering, or calling through the
door arouses the female deep one on the other side of the
door, a deep one that serves as Charlie’s wife. There is a
50% chance that the enraged female deep one attacks
strangers; otherwise she just eyes them quizzically. Stirring
her up, or worse yet killing her, upsets poor Charlie terribly.
He sobs over her dead body, then throws the killers out of
his house before reporting their heinous act to the Order

MRS. THROCKMORTON, deep one

STR 13 CON 10 SIZ 15 INT 12 POW 11
DEX 12 APPNA EDUNA SANNA HPI3
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Claws x2 30%, 1D6+db.

Armor: 1 point of scales.

Sanity Loss: 0/1D6.

302 THE MARSH MANSION

404 Washington St. The home of hybrid town leader
Barnabas “Old Man” Marsh, his insane, fully human wife,
Abigail, their hybrid daughter Esther, and their servant
Norvell Hastings.

Easily the finest home in Innsmouth, the palatial late
Federalist Marsh estate covers nearly half a block, extend-
ing all the way from Washington Street in the front to
Lafayette in the rear. The beautifully-maintained grounds
consist of wide landscaped terraces that surround the
house. A driveway circles a small fountain in front, con-
necting with Washington Street in the front and a two-bay
carriage house in the rear. Two cars are kept parked in this
building——large, fairly new sedans, both fitted with curtains
to veil occupants of the back seat.

The mansion faces Washington Street. Its central por-
tion is three stories high while its two great wings, which
spread north and south, are each two stories high.
Numerous chimneys and a railed widow’s walk break up
the vast expanses of hipped roofs, all topped by a large,
shuttered cupola.

Inside are countless antiques, many of Oriental origin.
Decorating the walls are oil portraits of various Marsh fam-
ily members stretching back to the days of Obed and earli-
er. Most of the portraits after Obed depict Marshes exhibit-
ing one or more characteristics of the Innsmouth look.
Viewing this gallery of portraits, and tracing the decline of
an old New England family, costs 0/1D2 Sanity points.

Among the books found in the library are Obed Marsh’s
ships’ logs and journals, a Marsh family history written in
1862, and a handwritten manuscript copy of the Ponape
Scripture. The last is signed by its transcriptor, Captain
Abner Ezekiel Hoag of Kingsport.

Obed’s logs and journals tell of his discovery of the
deep ones on a small island east of Otaheité in the year
1823, and how he eventually brought this new-found reli-
gion back to Innsmouth. Reading these journals takes three
weeks, adds 4% to an investigator’s Cthulhu Mythos skill,
4% to his Innsmouth Lore, and subtracts 1D6 points from
the investigator’s Sanity.

The Marsh family history begins normally enough, but
in the years following Obed’s “conversion” the family
begins breeding with the deep ones. Several passages hint
at the nature of the unseen Marsh husbands and wives. Also
listed are family trees, many of which inexplicably trail off
after a generation or two. Reading the family history takes
less than a week, adds 1% to Cthulhu Mythos, 3% to
Innsmouth Lore, and costs 1D2 Sanity points.

The handwritten copy of the Ponape Scripture requires
several weeks of close study, adds 7% to Cthulhu Mythos
and costs 1D8 Sanity points. The book has a x2 spell mul-
tiplier and contains the following spells: Contact Deep
Ones, Contact Father Dagon, and Contact Mother Hydra.
Other magical books or artifacts may be discovered here, as
the keeper desires.

Upstairs, from behind a locked and shuttered attic door,
comes a nauseating stong fishy stench, worse than that
found in other parts of the house. The cellars are similarly
odoriferous.

Additional details of the Marsh mansion, including
complete maps of the mansion and environs and additional
statistics, are found in the Marsh Mansion section of the
Raid on Innsmouth scenario, pp. 112-122.
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BARNABAS MARSH

The eldest son of Onesiphorus Marsh and an unknown
mother, Barnabas is well along in his transformation into
deep one. He still wears human clothing—custom-tai-
lored—but for all practical purposes he is a deep one mas-

Old Man Marsh is six feet tall, with old, wrinkled, scaly
grayish skin. His mouth is wide, thick-lipped, and slack-
jawed. There are deep, rough, scabby creases at the sides of
his neck, and his eyes are large and unblinking. He is com-
pletely bald, his head elliptical and unnaturally shaped. His

querading as a man. He often makes
the long swim out to Devil Reef.
Barnabas hasn’t been seen in pub-
lic for nearly ten years, the manage-
ment of the Marsh refinery left to his
son, Sebastian. As patriarch of the
Marsh family, Barnabas is feared and
respected by most Innsmouthers,
hybrids and humans alike. Those
who meddle in Innsmouth’s affairs
discover that Barnabas is a ruthless

jaw juts forward, his forehead has receded, and his nose is
nearly flat. He walks with a bizarre hopping, shuffling gait,
habitually dressed in the Edwardian clothes of an earlier era.

BARNABAS MARSH, 73, hybrid and town patriarch

STR 10 CON 12 SIZ 15 INT 13 POW 18
DEX 8 APP2 EDU 16 SANO HP 14
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 50%, 1D3+db

Claws x2 60%, 1D4+db

Grapple 45%, special

.38 revolver 35%, 1D10

adversary, holding the normal towns-
people in thrall with unspoken threats
to their loved ones. He uses the Dread Curse of Azathoth to
control both hybrids and normal followers, or has them
killed outright when he deems it necessary. Qutsiders are
rarely treated so drastically, unless they stumble upon
something serious. Most are scared off, threatened, or dri-
ven insane.

BARNABUS MARSH

12-Gauge Double-Barrel Shotgun 55%, 4D6/2D6/1D6

Spells: Contact Deep Ones, Contact Father Dagon, Dread Curse
of Azathoth, Voorish Sign.

Skills: Accounting 70%, Credit Rating 95%/55%
(Innsmouth/elsewhere), Cthulhu Mythos 60%, Dodge 40%, Hide
35%, History 60%, Jump 40%, Latin 45%, Listen 35%, Occult
25%, Sneak 25%, Spot Hidden 50%, Swim 90%.

Sanity Loss: 0/1D6
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ABIGAIL WINTHROP MARSH

Abigail, formerly of Ipswich, is Barnabas’ wife of more
than fifty years. Although there was some opposition to the
courtship of an Ipswich girl by one of the Innsmouth
Marshes, the Winthrop family was poor and the Marshes
then quite well-to-do. Eventually, the family reluctantly
gave their blessing to the union.

In the more than fifty years since then, Abigail has seen a
great many terrible things. Her young husband was, at first,
fairly normal looking, but over the years he began to slowly
transform. Abigail lived with the grad-
ual changes in Barnabas, and tried to
ignore the howlings and bleatings that
came from behind the closed doors
and shuttered windows of Innsmouth,
but when her children began to grow
older, and also began transforming
horribly, Abigail was driven over the
edge of sanity.

Abigail now spends her days sitting
in a wheelchair, blank-faced, drooling,
nearly catatonic. She must be fed,
either by Barnabas or their repellent
daughter, Esther, or by their servant Norvell Hastings. She
occasionally mutters something about her children going to
live with the fish, but it is obvious that she is quite mad.

Nevertheless, in times of stress she may break out of her
near-catatonic state. Her maternal instincts are still strong
and if she feels her family is threatened there is a 40%
chance every minute or so that she suddenly jumps up and
attacks her family’s enemies. She fights until restrained,
killed, or until her attackers are dead or have fled.

iy

ABIGAIL MARSH

ABIGAIL MARSH, 67, madwoman
STR 9 CON 8 SiZ 10
DEX 8 APP 11 EDU 15

Weapons: Fingernails 50%, 1D4
Club 25%, 1D6

Skills: Erupt in Frenzy 40%, Mumble Ominously 60%

INT 12 POW 8
SAN O HPO

ESTHER MARSH

The repellent Esther Marsh is a reptilian woman, 36 years
old. Her most distinctive feature is the many peeling patch-
es of scaly skin covering her body. To

compliment her inhuman looks,
Esther frequently dresses herself in
pieces of deep one gold—rings, torcs,
necklaces, and arm bands. Though her
family disapproves of her open dis-
plays of alien wealth, Esther will not
refrain from being seen around town.

Esther is intelligent and strong-
willed. She has spent many years
studying the results of human/deep
one interbreeding and seeks a suitable

mate with whom to produce a superi-
or offspring. Most prospective fathers have failed to survive
the mating process, winding up dead in Esther’s hands.

ESTHER MARSH

ESTHER MARSH, 36, hybrid daughter

STR 14 CON15 SIZ 14 INT 13
DEX 12 APP6 EDU13 SANO
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, 1D3+db

POW 12
HP 15

Claw x2 65%, 1D4+db

Spells: Contact Deep Ones.

Skills: Anthropology 25%, Biology
75%, Archaeology 15%, Credit Rating
40%, Cthulhu Mythos 45%, Dodge 40%,
Hide 35%, Jump 50%, Latin 15%, Listen
35%, Sneak 40%, Spot Hidden 40%,
Swim 80%.

NORVELL HASTINGS

Tall, lugubriously thin, and silently
sinister, Norvell Hastings serves the

Marshes as driver, cook, and butler.
Taciturn, vigilant, and relentlessly faithful to the Marshes,
he will, if necessary, die protecting his masters.

NORVELL HASTINGS, 56, faithful retainer
STR 11 CON 13 SIZ 15 INT 13
DEX 9 APP 12 EDU 14 SANO
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 55%, 1D3+db
Grapple 45%, special

Butcher Knife 50%, 1D6+db

9mm Automatic Pistol 35%, 1D10

Skills: Bargain 55%, Cook 70%, Cthulhu Mythos 15%, Drive
Automobile 40%, First Aid 40%, Law 35%, Listen 30%,

Persuade 50%, Psychology 45%, Sinister Stare 75%, Spot
Hidden 35%.

POW 11
HP 14

303 THE EPHRAIM WAITE HOUSE

302 Washington St. The old Waite house is a sprawling three-
story Federalist mansion set on a corner lot well back from
the street. The front yard is overgrown with tall weeds and
untrimmed trees dying from the effects of Dutch Elm disease.

The late Ephraim Waite was a normal human, and
reputed to be a wizard. His wife, a deep one, was never
seen in public. Their union gave birth to a single child, a
daughter named Asenath, now residing in Arkham.

Waite’s magical powers supposedly included the ability
to raise or quell powerful storms, control schools of fish,
and to divine the future. He was often called upon to solve
minor crimes in and around the town, and his hypnotic pow-
ers were known to many. He died raving mad in 1921, leav-
ing his daughter a ward of the principal of the Hall School
in Kingsport. No one knows what became of Waite’s wife.

Unknown to anyone, Ephraim is still alive today, his
mind and personality inhabiting the body of his ill-fated
daughter, Asenath. Asenath’s consciousness was forced
into her father’s aging body before she was locked away in
the attic and poisoned to death by Ephraim. She was buried
in her father’s body, in her father’s grave.

Asenath/Ephraim, now a student at Arkham’s Mis-
katonic University, is presently married to poet Edward

NORVELL HASTINGS
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Derby, a native of Arkham. Derby has been marked by the
wizard to become his next “vessel.” Already Derby’s mind
has been forced into Asenath’s body while Ephraim inhab-
its Derby’s, using it to attend blasphemous conventicles in
the wilds of Maine. Soon, Waite will attempt a permanent
transfer, afterwards murdering Derby while he is trapped in
Asenath’s body.

Although Ephraim long ago removed his most important
equipment to the old Crowninshield manor outside Arkham,
from time to time either he or one of his Innsmouth-bred
servants return to retrieve a needed item or notes. The
hybrids rarely interfere with these visits; old Ephraim was
feared by most Innsmouthers, including even the Marshes.

Inside the house, most of the remaining furnishings are
found covered with ghostly white sheets, coated with a
thick layer of dust. Upstairs, in a locked, shuttered, and
padded attic room, the lingering traces of an old, fishy
stench can be detected. Claw marks scar the floor and walls
while a Spot Hidden roll discovers scrawled writing in a
shadowy corner. Written in blood are the words:

“HELP—SHE’S NOT ME—IT’S FATHER.”

In a locked second-floor library investigators find numer-
ous books on history, geography, and occult topics. Gaps
among the rows of books testify to the volumes that have
been removed by the wizard. At the keeper’s option, investi-
gators might discover one or fwo minor grimoires. Each con-
tains only one or two spells, with multipliers of x1D3. Each
adds 1D4+1 percentiles to an investigator’s Cthulhu Mythos
skill, with a subsequent loss of 1D6 Sanity points.

Two Cthulhu Mythos tomes can be discovered here, with
a couple hours’ search, and successful Spot Hidden rolls.
One is a copy of the Pnakotic Manuscripts, the other a
moldy handwritten tome titled The Lore of the Abyss. This
second book is much like a journal, and hints at the activi-
ties of a strange subterranean cult, their formless guardians,
and other attendant horrors. It describes journeys into other
dimensions, hooded, clandestine meetings, and human sac-
rifice. If, after reading the book. an investigator makes
either a successful Cthulhu Mythos or INT x1 roll, he can
identify this cult’s location as being somewhere in central
Maine. Reading this book adds 11% to Cthulhu Mythos at a
cost of 2D6 Sanity points. The tome has a x2 multiplier and
includes the following spells: Create Gate, Summon/Bind
Byakhee, and one to four others of the keeper’s choosing.

THE WARDING
Waite long ago placed a special ward on his house, intended
to deter trespassers. Upon entering, anyone not intoning the
cryptic phrase, “‘null-thoth, tyaa, n’garg,” is subject to feelings
of increasing unease. A Sanity roll is made upon entering the
house, and approximately every quarter-hour afterward.
Failed Sanity rolls indicate increasing discomfort and fear.
The first failed roll results in a general unease—the
invesitigator feels that someone is watching him. With a
second failed roll an investigator begins to hear natural, but
odd, sounds such as wind, wood creaking, or others. These
mysterious sounds are unsettling enough to cost the investi-
gator 0/1 Sanity points. A third failed roll and the affected

character starts hearing more ominous noisesscurrying
sounds, heavy breathing, and soft footsteps. Affected char-
acters lose 0/1D2 Sanity points. A fourth failed Sanity roll
leaves a character convinced that there is someone—or
something—in the house with him, resulting in a loss of a
further 0/1D3 Sanity points. A fifth failed roll costs 1/1D6
points of Sanity, and leaves those affected convinced that
they are unable to get out of the house. Try as they might,
they find all windows securely latched, and all doors locked.

This effect is indefinite, and unless rescued, it is possi-
ble that a character so affected will remain in the house
until he or she dies of thirstor fear. Once away from the
Waite mansion, the effects fade after 2D3 hours.

304 SEBASTIAN MARSH HOME

502 Lafayette St. Sebastian Marsh, 49, is the eldest son of
Barnabas Marsh. He lives in this ancient house with his wife,
Elizabeth Gilman Marsh, 47, their youngest son, Bernard,
18, and daughter Barbara, 20. Four other children, two sons
and two daughters, are all married and live away from
home-—some in Innsmouth and others in neighboring com-
munities. All family members are hybrids, and are among
some of tiie most hideous in town. The house—a very early
Georgian design of three stories with gambrel roof—is the
original Marsh family home, prior to the construction of the

palatial Washington Street house in
the early 19th century.

Sebastian rarely leaves the house.
His appearance is such that he prefers
not to be seen about the streets. He is
stooped, bulge-eyed, thick-mouthed,
and covered with scaly patches of yel-
lowing skin. Deep creases in his neck
and prominent webs between fingers
and toes indicate that Sebastian is near
to complete transformation. His wife,

Elizabeth, is a cousin to the owner of

SEBASTIAN MARSH the Gilman House Hotel. Just as reclu-

sive as Sebastian, she is only slightly better looking. The
children, Bernard and Barbara, are further along in their
transformations than most hybrids their age, but are still able
to move about in public.

Sebastian is ostensibly the manager of the Marsh Refining
Company, but the actual day-to-day operation is handled by
his son, Jacob. There is a minor rivalry between Sebastian and
his younger brother Robert, head of the Esoteric Order of
Dagon. Although Sebastian controls the economic reins of
Marsh power in Innsmouth, it is his younger brother that con-
trols the Order, and the real power in town.

SEBASTIAN MARSH, 49, semi-retired
STR 13 CON 14 SIZ 5
DEX 9 APP S EDU 15
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 60%, 1D3+db

Skills: Accounting 40%, Bargain 50%, Credit Rating 70%,
Cthulhu Mythos 40%, Dodge 30%, Factory Management 65%,
Geology 45%, History 45%, Spot Hidden 40%, Swim 80%.

INT 14
SANO

POW 13
HP 15
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305 THOMASs WAITE HOME

803 Dock St. Details of this house are found in the Escape
from Innsmouth scenario, pp. 86-88, and under entry 708.

306 WARREN BILLINGHAM HOME

503 Adams St. Details of this house are found in the Escape
from Innsmouth scenario, pp. 89-90, and under entry 706.

Northern
Residential Area

borhoods found north of the Manuxet River. Here

are found many rundown, dilapidated homes along
the northern and western fringes of town, as well as some
slightly better kept homes near the New Residential section
as well as along Dock Street. The houses east of Broad
Street, north of Southwick Street, and west of Place of
Hawks constitute those slums populated in the main by nor-
mal, untainted humans. Here dwell the poor and very poor,
eking out meager livings as fishermen and fish packers.

Architectural styles range from collapsing 17th century
houses to decaying gambrel-roofed Georgian homes. A few
solid brick homes just north of the Old Town Square are
inhabited by hybrids. As in the shoreward slums, here and
there a crumbling chimney, or yawning cellar is the last
remaining trace of a once-proud house. Yards are small and
overgrown, houses built close together, and residents sullen
and suspicious of strangers. Streets are generally unpaved,
with no streetlights or sidewalks. North of Southwick the
streets either dead-end or wind off toward abandoned,
crumbling homes standing on the edge of the salt marshes.

The nicer areas just west of the New Residential neigh-
borhood are populated with an even mix of hybrids and
untainted. Many of these homes are middle-class hip-
roofed Federals dating to the late 18th and early 19th cen-
turies. They were built by Innsmouth’s early industrialists
along Dock and Adams Streets. Many of these homes have
shuttered attic windows, permanently sealed against the
outside world. There are fewer uninhabited homes in this
area and, unlike other parts of town, few deep ones or awful
hybrids lurk within the abandoned ones. Sidewalks are
common here, but there are no streetlights.

This neighborhood includes a wide variety of Innsmouth
residents, ranging from dignified old hybrid families to
untainted individuals and families with dangerous secrets of
their own.

The northern residential area contains various neigh-

401 CYNTHIA J. GILMAN HOME

402 Place of Hawks Road. This small, shabby house is
owned by Cynthia Jenckes, an untainted woman forcibly

married to a hybrid. Cynthia, middle-aged, resides here with
her second husband and five children. Plain-looking Cynthia
is quite insane, wandering about the house performing cook-
ing and cleaning chores in a robot-like manner.

Cynthia’s first husband died nearly fifteen years ago, just
shortly after their marriage. A second marriage was then
arranged for the grieving Cynthia, her

new husband to be the reclusive
hybrid George Gilman, the eldest son
of the Orel Gilman family. The cere-
mony was privately held, the couple
soon after moving into this small,
secluded home.

Cynthia has since borne the repul-
sive George Gilman five healthy, but
cruelly mischievous children, now
aged three to thirteen years. Investiga-

tors wandering in this part of town may

be targeted by the Gilman kids armed
with slingshots (15% to hit, 1 point of damage). If an investi-
gator chases after the perpetrators, and makes a DEX x1 roll,
he can catch one of the fishy-smelling little whelps and force
them to tell the investigator where his or her parents live. At
the house a bedraggled Cynthia dully states that their father
will punish them when he comes back—which seems to
frighten the child immensely. Cynthia does not discuss the
matter further, closing the door in the investigator’s face.

George Gilman—now a full deep one—dwells under
the sea in nearby Y ha-nthlei, but visits Cynthia frequent-
ly, spending the night with her before returning beneath
the waves.

GEORGE GILMAN, deep one husband

STR 16 CON 1l SIZ19 INT 12 POW 13
DEX 7 APPNA EDU 10 SANNA HPI15
Move: 8/10 swimming

Damage Bonus: +1D6

Weapons: Claws x2 40%, 1D6+db

Armor: 1 point scales.

Sanity Loss: 0/1D6

402 QUENTIN AVERILL HOME

903 Pierce St. A much nicer home than most found in
Innsmouth, this proud Federalist house has been lately
painted and boasts a well-tended yard and gardens. Owner
Quentin Averill resides here with his son and daughter-in-
law, and their 4-year-old daughter, June. Until recently
Quentin’s spinster daughter also lived here, but a few
weeks ago, after being raped by bestial Ralsa Marsh, she
committed suicide.

Quentin Averill, a proud, stern individual in his late 60s,
has sworn vengeance. Although fearful of the Marshes and
their deep one benefactors, he has a few secrets of his own.
His grandfather, Captain Gardner Averill, was himself a suc-
cessful trader familiar with the secrets of the Far East. From
a wizened Burmese sage Gardner Averill learned a danger-
ous ritual supposed to summon a powerful servant spirit.

CYNTHIA JENCKES
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It was during the 1840s, long after his retirement from the
sea, that Gardner Averill first attempted the ritual. His son

had been slain by one of Obed’s fol-
lowers, a man later released from jail
following Obed’s intervention. En-
raged, Gardner and his remaining
son—the current Quentin’s father—
took up the carved wooden flute given
them by the Burmese wizard and, on
Midsummer’s Eve, summoned and
bound a Servitor of the Outer Gods.
This creature was ordered to find and
kill the murderer of Averill’s son, a
task it accomplished with some relish.

QUENTIN AVERILL

Since then, respectful of the Averill
power, the Marshes have gone out of their way to avoid
antagonizing the hostile family.

But that was before the swaggering Ralsa Marsh forced
himself on Quentin’s daughter, Patricia, precipitating her
suicide. Quentin has since warned Barnabas Marsh that he
intends to send “the demonic protector of the Averills” after
Ralsa, and that the Marshes had best

stay the hell out of the way. Barnabas,
surprisingly, has acquiesced, though
he has warned both Ralsa and Ralsa’s
father, Dr. Rowley Marsh, of Averill’s
vengeful intent.

Meanwhile, Quentin’s son, Joseph
Averill, 39, and Joseph’s wife Laura,
35, fear the worst. They have tried to
convince the old man of the possible
danger to their 4-year-old daughter,

June, but he is too proud and too
stubborn to listen. He intends to per-
form the ritual soon, and has been studying the old family
journal in preparation. Using the ornately carved wooden
flute (enchanted to add 20% to the chances of successfully
casting the spell) Quentin will summon and bind a Servitor
of the Outer Gods and send it to kill Ralsa Marsh. If an
investigator should get his hands on the Averill family jour-
nal, and reads it, he adds 2% to his Cthulhu Mythos while
losing 1D3 Sanity points. The journal contains the spell
Summon/Bind Servitor of the Outer Gods, with a x3 spell
multiplier.

For the most part, the Averills stay out of Innsmouth’s
affairs. Joseph drives a truck for the Billingham fishpack-
ing house while Quentin works as a carpenter. The Averills
are usually hesitant to speak of the dark shadow that hangs
over Innsmouth.

QUENTIN AVERILL

Quentin Averill, the patriarch of the Averill family, is a
short, tanned, spry-looking old man who perpetually wears
a serious, severe expression. Balding, he sports a straggly
gray beard, and no moustache. He wears small, gold-
rimmed spectacles, and always dresses in a black coat and
white shirt. His old musket is kept well-polished and prop-
erly oiled.

JOSEPH AVERILL

QUENTIN AVERILL, 67, sea captain and carpenter
STR 11 CON12 SIZ12 INT 14
DEX 17  APP 10 EDU 11 SAN 53
Damage Bonus: +0

Weapons: Hammer (or Club) 85%, 1D6+1 (or as Club)

Fist 70%, 1D3

Musket 55%, 1D10

Spells: Summon/Bind Servitor of the Outer Gods

Skills: Anthropology 10%, Astronomy 20%, Carpentry 90%,
Credit Rating 60%, Cthulhu Mythos 10%, Dodge 40%, History
35%, Listen 35%, Mechanical Repair 75%, Occult 20%,
Persuade 55%, Spot Hidden 45%.

POW 16
HP 12

JOSEPH AVERILL

Joseph Averill is a quiet, unassuming man. A friend of
hybrid Warren Billingham’s since childhood, Joseph was
able to get a job driving a truck for Billingham’s fishpack-
ing house. Averill and Billingham have, over the years,
grown apart as the latter becomes progressively less and
less human. Averill likes driving the truck, however; it gets
him out of Innsmouth. He would like to move his family
out of town, but his father is too proud to leave and Joseph
fears to leave the old man alone in this town.

JOSEPH AVERILL, 39, truck driver
STR 13 CON 11 S1Z 14
DEX 14 APP 13 EDU 12
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 55%, 1D3+db
Club 35%, 1D6+db or 1D8+db.

Skills: Accounting 20%, Bargain 40%, Carpentry 55%, Dodge
30%, Drive Automobile 70%, Electrical Repair 45%,
Mechanical Repair 65%.

INT 13
SAN 46

POW 11
HP 13

403 LESTER DAvis HOME

205 Place of Hawks Rd. Lester Davis lives in this small,
ivy-clad, one-story house surrounded by an immaculate
yard filled with rose bushes and flower beds. In back, a
small garden provides Lester with fresh vegetables
throughout the summer months. Trellises and fences crawl
with ivy and other creeping plants. Lester’s are always the
first plants to bloom, and the most beautiful to see and
smell. His harvests are frequent and fruitful.

Lester is large and overweight, quiet and shy, with big,
liquid eyes. He speaks only rarely to people, more often to
his plants. He is the Marshes’ gardener and groundskeeper,
spending at least three days a week working on the grounds
of the Marsh mansion on Washington St. Lester knows that
the Marshes are part of the sickness that afflicts the town.
Despite this, Lester fears talking to strangers.

Lester enjoys an eerie empathy with his plants. These liv-
ing things may come to his aid if he is attacked, threatened, or
even frightened. In the yard, those attacked by plants must
make successful Dodge rolls each round to avoid shrubbery,
trees, and creepers lashing out and inflicting 1D3 points of
damage. Inside Lester’s house the many potted plants each do
1D2-1 damage. If the attackers kill Lester in his house, the ivy
and other outdoor plants band together to collapse<the house,
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crushing any attackers trapped inside. There is a cumulative
10% chance per round that the plants succeed at collapsing
the house, inflicting 1D20 points of damage on anyone inside.

Special Skills: Botany 95%, Cthulhu Mythos 10%, Innsmouth
Lore 50%.

404 WATER TOWER

512 Place of Hawks Rd. This wooden, circular tank, forty
feet in diameter, stands fifty feet above the ground. A
creaky wooden ladder climbs one leg of the tower to a rick-
ety, wooden-railed walkway that circles the top of the tank.
From this vantage point one can get a view of the entire
town. The ancient tank often springs leaks and is patched
all over with tar and pieces of sheet metal. Water is pumped
to the tank by a small pump house standing nearby.

405 WILLIAM H. PARKER IlIl HOME

508 Adams St. Standing near the grand patrician neighbor-
hood of Innsmouth’s upper crust, this more modest two-story
Federalist home was built by sea captain William Henry
Parker and is presently occupied by one of his descendants,
William Henry Parker III. William, 32, is currently employed
at the Martin fishpacking house—his tiresome, repetitive job
a far cry from his grandfather’s adventurous career. His wife
Doris, 35, cares for their three young children. All members
of this family have tainted blood, although they are among
the least abnormal-looking hybrids in town.

Parker’s family is not well off. Doris in particular wish-
es they could better their lives. For the right price, they
might reveal some of Innsmouth’s secrets. William, an
extremely nervous little man, insists on the utmost secrecy,
going as far as suggesting a secret, nocturnal meeting in a
nearby town such as Ipswich, Rowley, or Newburyport.

The Parkers have other information possibly of interest to
investigators. Among their late grandfather’s papers are sev-
eral ships’ logs detailing his travels around the Orient during
the early 19th century. One logbook in particular relates
Captain Parker’s dealings with a Chinese priest named Lang-
Fu, described as a wizard said to be in contact with gods liv-
ing under the sea. Captain Parker shows particular interest in
this man, mentioning to him his contemporary, Captain Obed
Marsh, and the rumors of discoveries Marsh made in the
South Pacific. Lang-Fu, learning of Marsh, gives Captain
Parker a sacred manuscript and asks him to deliver it to
Obed. But, after reading part of the manuscript, Captain
Parker is so horrified by what it portends that he hides it
away in his house and never contacts Lang-Fu again. A suc-
cessful Spot Hidden roll finds the sacred manuscript—an
English translation of the R’lyeh Text, on a back shelf of the
Parkers’ library. They are willing to sell it for $50.

Special Skill: Innsmouth Lore 55%.

406 THE GORTON HOME

106 Adams St. This rundown place is home to the degener-
ate Gorton family: husband Richard, 56, wife Sandra, 34,
and sons Mike and Scott, 20 and 15, all human, but all

loathsome. The yard is large, overgrown, and cluttered with
scrap wood and metal, lengths of pipe, piles of bricks, car

parts, and just plain junk. Two bat-
tered trucks, still in running condi-
tion, are kept parked in the back of
the yard. The house itself is small,
with damaged shutters and rags
stuffed into broken windows. A large
dog named Rip is kept chained in
back where he barks almost non-stop.

The Gortons are a dirty lot who
subsist by doing odd jobs around
town, usually for the hybrid families.

RICH GORTON

Occasionally they work for a human
family, but they must be watched
closely. Inveterate petty thieves, they habitually steal from
grocers, hardwares, and variety stores whatever they need

or want. They are known throughout

town as a particularly violent and
dangerous bunch and rarely does
anyone try and stop them. Robert
Marsh, head priest of the Esoteric
Order of Dagon, often makes use of
them, hiring them to take care of
troublemakers hanging around town.
The Gortons can be counted on to
threaten, intimidate, vandalize, or
assault snooping investigators as
Marsh deems necessary. In exchange

for their services the Gorton men are
sometimes allowed to entertain deep one females in their
home. Occasionally they are allowed a kidnapped human
woman. Sandra Gorton is a doting wife and mother—and
as insane as the rest of them.

RICH GORTON, 56, degenerate father
STR 13 CON13 SIZ14
DEX 14 APP8 EDU 4
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, 1D3+db
Kick 45%, 1D6+db

Grapple 45%, special

Axe-handle (club) 60%, 1D8+db
12-Gauge Double-Barrelled Shotgun 70%, 4D6/2D6/1D6
Skills: Camouflage 40%, Dodge 40%, Drive Automobile 70%,
Electrical Repair 25%, Hide 45%, Listen 55%, Mechanical

Repair 70%, Sneak 55%, Spot Hidden 60%, Throw 65%, Track
55%.

MIKE GORTON, 20, degenerate older son
STR 16 CON 12 SIZ 16 INT 12
DEX 10 APP10 EDU 4 SANO
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 60%, 1D3+db
Grapple 65%, special

Bowie Knife 45%, 1D4+2+db

12-Gauge Double-Barrelled Shotgun 55%, 4D6/2D6/1D6
Skills: Climb 55%, Dodge 45%, Drive Automobile 40%, Hide
30%, Listen 30%, Sneak 35%, Spot Hidden 40%, Throw 55%,
Track 40%.

INT 11
SANO

POW 12
HP 14

POW 11
HP 14

MIKE GORTON
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SCOTT GORTON, 15, degenerate younger son
STR 13 CON13 SiZ12 INT9
DEX 1S APP9 EDU 3 SANO
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 55%, 1D3+db

POW 8
HP 13

Kick 55%, 1D6+db

Pocketknife 30%, 1D3+db

.22 Boit-Action Rifle 50%, 1D6+2
Skills: Climb 70%, Dodge 60%, Hide
60%, Jump 55%, Listen 55%, Sneak
60%, Spot Hidden 35%, Swim 55%,

Throw 65%, Track 60%.

RIP, the Gortons’ mutt-dog

STR 10 CON 12 SIZ6 »
POW 6 DEX 14 HP9 : ///{)
Damage Bonus: -1D4 A i

Weapons: Bite 30%, 1D6.
Skills: Track by Scent 50%.

Rip doesn’t like deep ones or hybrids, barking furiously
whenever they come near, but failing the courage to actual-
ly attack them. However, if ordered to attack, Rip fearless-
ly goes after untainted humans. Rip is gun-shy, and flees if
a round is fired off.

407 THE TOWN POORHOUSE

Northwest Fall St. This crumbling, two-story farmhouse
stands near the end of Fall Street. Currently owned by the
Gilman family, it was purchased by them several years ago
when the former owner, Old Lady Warnes, died of old age.
Now, as then, it functions as an almshouse, home to a hand-
ful of Innsmouth pensioners who can’t afford to live any-
where else. All the current residents

are untainted. Rooms are a few cents
a night, meals a few cents more. The
rooms are drafty, crowded, and ten-
anted by bugs and rats. Meals are
most often cold and insect-adorned.
Tenants take turns cooking and doing
laundry, usually haphazardly. The
place smells of sweat, urine, alcohol,
and cheap tobacco.

Many of the current tenants
remember old Zadok Allen, a 96-year-

WALTER BIELACKI

old drunkard who lived here until this
past summer, when he mysteriously disappeared. If asked
about him, the retirees pretend to know nothing. Most fear
the deep ones and their hybrid allies, especially after what
happened to poor old Zadok. If offered a bottle, one resident
might state that “they” finally did away with Zadok because
he talked too much, but the old man won’t elaborate. None
of old Zadok’s belongings are found here, and his old room
is now occupied by a handful of pathetic old men.

There is perhaps one resident who dares to speak with
the investigators—a bitter Polish fisherman named Walter
Bielacki. Gruff and smelling of whiskey, the 58-year-old
Bielacki relates the story of how he and several other Polish

SCOTT GORTON

families came here forty years ago looking for a place to
start a new life in America. They tried to make a living fish-
ing out of Innsmouth but found their nets and boats fre-
quently, and mysteriously, damaged. Unable to make a liv-
ing, most of the Poles left town, settling farther down the
coast. Only a handful of the original immigrants remained,
content to scrape by for a living. Most of them have since
then either died or left town. Walter is the last of them. He
rarely, if ever, puts his boat to sea anymore.

Bielacki remembers Zadok Allen, and Zadok’s stories
about the Marshes and how they were supposed to have
brought fish-devils up out of the sea
to help the Marshes control the town.
Considering what happened to the
immigrant fishermen—and to old
Zadok—Walter thinks those stories
are probably true. If he gets riled
enough, Bielacki begins ranting,
cursing the Marshes for all they’ve
done to him and the town. Other res-
idents of the poorhouse shy fearfully
away from him, afraid of the wrath
Bielacki might bring down on all
their heads. At the keeper’s option,
Walter may later turn up missing, or be found floating face
down in the harbor.

ZADOK ALLEN (MISSING)

Riverfront Factory
and Commercial
Areas

the railway bridge on the fringes of town. It is bor-

dered by Dock Street on the north and Bank, Paine,
and State Streets on the south. Formerly an area of bustling
activity, the riverfront is now mostly deserted, the once-
active mills, factories, and warehouses empty and crumbling.
The only operating locations within this neighborhood are
the Marsh gold refinery, the fire station, and a few fish pack-
ing houses.

The Manuxet courses through a deep, rocky gorge that
bisects the town. Waterfalls are found at the foot of
Lafayette, Broad, and Fall Streets. The gorge is deepest
near Federal Street where old mills and deserted factories
perch barnacle-like on the sides of the rocky ravine.

This area extends from the Water Street bridge west to

501 MARSH REFINING COMPANY

North shore of the river. The Marsh gold refinery stands on;
a steep river bluff overlooking the lower falls of the
Manuxet River. A small brick structure surmounted by a



white belfry and numerous chimney stacks, it was original-
ly the Waite fulling mill, built in the mid-18th century.
Purchased by Obed Marsh in the 1820s, it was converted to
a gold refinery. Although supposedly still in operation, the
place seems oddly Yree of activity.

The refinery purportedly uses a process called cyanida-
tion to extract gold from rough ore. Using this method,
ground ore is placed in a tank with a weak cyanide solution.
The gold then is separated out by bringing it into contact
with metallic zinc. The gold is then smelted down and cast
into ingots. Machinery found in the refinery includes a
large tank for the cyanide solution, a grinding machine for
powdering rough ore, and smelting and casting facilities. A
close look at the operation, combined with a successful
Mechanical Repair, Chemistry, or Geology roll indicates
that the refinery is, at best, only half-operative. The leaking
cyanide tank contains only old, contaminated solution, and
the ore grinder has apparently been inoperative for years.
Only the smelting and casting operations are functional,
both showing signs of recent use.

Additional information on the refinery, including a map,
is find in the Marsh Refinery section of the Raid on
Innsmouth scenario, pp. 146-154.

Only a half-dozen people work in the refinery, all of
them surly hybrids. Owned by Barnabas Marsh, the busi-
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ness is ostensibly managed by his son Sebastian, who in
turn leaves the day-to-day operation to his son Jacob.
Barnabas Marsh never visits the refinery or its offices;
Sebastian does so only rarely. Jacob can usually be found
either here, or in the refining company office (707) south of
the river.

The workers turn away curious outsiders, refusing to
speak to anyone about the business. Important or official-
looking visitors are referred to the company office. Even
state factory inspectors must be cleared by management
before they are allowed inside. At night an armed hybrid
watchman, Robert Ballant, patrols the factory. He shoots to
kill, phoning for help if necessary. If someone were to
explore the place, they would find little of note.

ROBERT BALLANT, 28, night watchman

STR 14 CON 13 SIZ16 INT 12 POW 11

DEX 9 APP 6 EDU 5 SAN 0 HPI5

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 70%, 1D3+db

Grapple 65%, special

Bowie Knife 60%, 1D4+2+db

12-gauge Double-Barreled Shotgun 75%, 4D6/2D6/1D6
.45 Revolver 65%, 1D10+2

Skills: Dodge 30%, Hide 50%, Listen 50%, Sneak 45%, Spot
Hidden 65%.
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502 THE RAILWAY STATION

The western end of Bank St. Formerly linking Inmsmouth to
Rowley, this branch line was abandoned by the railroad in
1889. The stone Gothic Revival station south of the river
now stands empty, a haven for raccoons and owls. The rot-
ting barn-like covered railway bridge spans the nearby
Manuxet, rusted rails and broken ties can be seen heading
off across the salt marsh toward the northwest and Rowley.
It is possible that the deserted station could serve as a hid-
ing place for someone fleeing the wrath of the townspeople.

The bridge is home to hundreds of bats. Anyone turning
a light on while inside is swarmed by the disturbed crea-
tures. Although they cause no damage, a Sanity loss of
1/1D2 points might be called for. A particularly frightening
episode might instill a phobia of bats. Inside the dark tun-
nel a perilous gap in the ties requires a Jump roll to cross.
Failure indicates a fall into the Manuxet River, a loss of
1D6 hit points, and a chance of being swept all the way out
to the harbor. An investigator falling into the river is
allowed the opportunity to make a Swim roll prior to each
of the three waterfalls between here and the harbor. With a
successful roll, the swimmer manages to safely reach shore
before going over the falls. Failure inflicts 1D8 drowning
damage plus 1D2 points of bruising and laceration as the
hapless investigator is tumbled over the rocks. Additional
Swim rolls are allowed before the investigator reaches each

of the remaining two waterfalls. A character swept all the
way to the harbor—and still alive—is allowed further
Swim rolls to attempt to make it back to shore.

503 THE FIRE STATION

100 Paine St. Innsmouth’s small tumble-down fire station
houses two ancient fire engines. Manned by a full-time
crew of four firemen, a large volunteer force can also be
called upon when necessary. At the moment, only one of
the fire engines is operable.

Innsmouth’s fire chief is 53-year-old Arthur Stowes, a
slovenly, taciturn human. All the firemen, including most
of the volunteers, are normal humans. The hybrids take lit-
tle interest in such civic responsibilities.

The firemen are fearful of outsiders, refusing to answer
any snooping questions. Talk of the missing Zadok Allen, a
frequent visitor to the station, evokes a visible twinge of fear.

504 ABANDONED FACTORIES

Located along the banks of the Manuxet. When Innsmouth’s
industrialists moved their operations to other towns in the
mid-19th century, they salvaged the machinery from these
mills leaving only empty buildings. Most of the rotted, bro-
ken-windowed structures were built in the late 18th or early
19th century and are generally one or two stories high. Some



still bear badly faded signs proclaiming “Southwick Wools,”
“Jackson Pierce Fulling,” “Phillips,” and others. Only one or
two retain their broken, rotting waterwheels. Inside there is
only dirt and debris, and vacant fittings where various types
of machinery once stood. Explorers of these ruins find only
clouds of dust and packs of rats.
At 504A, just west of the Adams Street bridge on the
north bank of the river, there is a tottering old gristmill hang-
Nng precariously over the gorge. If entered, the combined SIZ
points of the entire party represents the percentage chance of
the whole ruin toppling over into the river. Those inside take
2D6 damage from the fall, then must make successful DEX
x5 and Swim rolls to extricate themselves from the sinking
ruins and swim to shore. Failing the DEX roll indicates the
character is trapped and the drowning procedure is initiated.
Further DEX rolls may be allowed, one per round. Failing
the Swim roll results in being swept down the river as
described under The Railway Station (502).

505 ABANDONED WAREHOUSES

Located along Dock and Bank Streets. These crumbling late
18th and early 19th century brick and stone structures were
built to store the produce of Innsmouth’s textile mills, as well
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as the overseas goods brought here by the last of Innsmouth’s
China trade. Most are rectangular, two stories high, with a
wooden upper floor (usually rotted) equipped with hoists for
lifting bundles to the upper story. Windows are usually found
only on the second floor, and these are shuttered with wood.
Most of the warehouses are long empty (see 802).
Investigators exploring them find only crumbling brick and
rotting wood, scurrying rats, and occasional bundles of
decaying cloth. Most of the warehouses bear signs corre-
sponding to the names of the nearby factories.

506 DANGEROUS BRIDGE

Washington Street over the Manuxet. This decrepit bridge is
made of wood, with rusted iron railings and supports. Signs
posted at each end warn traffic: “Dangerous Bridge: Use At
Own Risk.”

For investigators on foot every 10 SIZ points on the
bridge represents a 3% cumulative chance that the structure
suddenly collapses into the river; double the chances of col-
lapse if the investigators are running. A typical light auto,
such as a Ford Mode! T, has a flat 60% chance of collaps-
ing the bridge. Larger vehicles increase this chance. See
The Railway Station (502) for falling into the river.
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507 FisH PACKING HOUSES

Located along Water Street. These three squat buildings
constitute one of the few Innsmouth industries still active.
An area reeking of fish, it is here that fish and lobster
caught by the local fishermen are weighed and paid for,
processed, wrapped, then shipped throughout eastern
Massachusetts. Drivers make daily deliveries to Arkham,
Newburyport, Lowell, Lawrence, Haverhill, and elsewhere.
Jointly owned by Warren Billingham, Jonah Waite, and
Douglas Martin—all well-to-do hybrids—the plant is the
largest employer in town. The owners hire hybrids when-
ever possible—they prefer workers they can trust.

Southern
Residential Area

Residential area describes those parts of town that

fall outside the border of the New Merchant District
and the Southern Shoreward Slums. Most buildings here
are private homes dating back to the late 18th or early 19th
centuries. A few newer homes may be found scattered
about, but no construction has been undertaken since
before the Civil War.

Nicer brick homes stand along the south side of Bank
Street, but only half of these seem inhabited. South of
Garrison and west of Place of Hawks the houses become
less and less well-preserved, some are no more than hovels,
and most are deserted. The remainder of the houses in this
area are average homes, about half of which are actually
occupied.

The residents of this neighborhood are primarily
untainted humans with only a few scattered hybrids living
amongst them. The majority of the untainted folk in
Innsmouth live in this area, their numbers providing them
with a sense of security. Nevertheless, these folk fear
strangers and the kind of trouble they could bring. People
here prefer to mind their own business, and expect others
to do the same. Investigators will see more people moving
about the streets in this area than in any other part of town
but their conversation is limited to small talk and offering
directions.

Most of this neighborhood has sidewalks, though many
are in sad disrepair. The streets are in better shape than
some other parts of town, though the farther one travels
away from the Merchant District the rougher they become.
Marsh, Federal, Eliot, Bank, Bates, and South Streets are
perhaps the best preserved, portions of them actually made
of closely-laid brick. Garrison and Place of Hawks are
made of packed earth, unpaved, and often turning impass-
ably muddy after a heavy rain. Only Federal, Eliot, and
Bank Streets have street lights. Even these are widely
spaced and often inoperative.

Similar to its northern counterpart, the Southern

601 THE LODGER

510 Babson St. Here, in a simple two-story early 19th cen-
tury house, live Ervin and Millie Padgett, an untainted cou-
ple in their late 40s. The spectacled Ervin is a skilled car-
penter who does odd jobs around town. Millie spends most
of her time tending the large vegetable garden behind the
house. To supplement their meager income this peaceful
and unsuspecting couple rent out their basement to another
local man, a sly hybrid named Kermit Allen Rawes. Little
do they guess that that which dwells in their basement is
assuredly less than human.

KERMIT ALLEN RAWES

Rawes, 30, a collector of arcane books, functions as a
hybrid informer, keeping an eye on the local untainted pop-
ulation, and reporting any suspicious activities to the
authorities. A private dealer in rare books, he often leaves
town for weeks on end, enjoying lengthy buying-selling
trips all over New England. By mail, he has established
bibliophilic connections all over the world. His carefully
chosen library takes up more than half his lodging space,
the remainder of which is filled by a small bed.

Rawes’ private collection contains many rare and not-
so-rare volumes, mostly on occult topics such as
demonology and alchemy. His more noteworthy volumes
include an uncommon first printing of Ward’s
Thaumaturgical Prodigies in the New-English Canaan, a
unique handwritten copy of Monstres and Their Kynde, and
the long Eltdown Shards brochure. Rawes is familiar with
the collection of Mythos tomes at the Miskatonic
University Library. Before prohibitive restrictions were
placed on these volumes by Dr. Armitage, Rawes had sev-
eral times visited Arkham to consult these books.

Special Skills: (Rawes) Book Lore 91%, Cthulhu Mythos 41%,
Occult 65%. (Ervin) Carpentry 90%, Fishing 90%. (Millie)
Botany 90%, Cooking 90%.

602 THE BERNARD SLOCUM FAMILY

903 Babson St. This forlorn two-story house is home to the
Slocums: Bernard, 40, his wife Louise, 35, and their daugh-

ters, Andrea, 17, and Jane, &, Bernard
is a stout, pot-bellied, unshaven man,
his wife a very thin, sad-looking
woman. Bernard works for Ken
Martin’s Innsmouth Fuel Stop (712),
where he occasionally pumps gas, but
more often delivers coal and firewood
to homes around town. Louise tends
their struggling garden, canning and
preserving what she can.

Several months ago the Slocums

suffered a terrible tragedy. Their
daughter Andrea was attacked by a
gang of men one night while returning home from a friend’s
house. So vicious was the attack that the girl soon after
lapsed into a catatonic state. Since then it has become appar-
ent that the girl was raped. Her belly swells as she enters the

BERNARD SLOCUM



A Guidebook to Innsmouth: Southern Residential Area - 47

third trimester of her unwanted pregnancy. The Slocums
hold no illusions, and are sure the hybrids were responsible.

Directly confronting the hybrids is out of the question,
but the Slocums will offer to aid those who do. It is quite
possible that Bernard shows up just about the time the
investigators are in need of help, offering to show them a
temporary hiding place, providing them with gas for their
automobiles, loaning them his battered Model T truck, or
telling them where they can get their hands on a secret
cache of dynamite (610). If the investigators come to rely
on Slocum’s help too much, he may be discovered and
eliminated by the foul hybrids.

After an initial meeting with the Slocums, the keeper
may wish to have the investigators present when Andrea’s
child 1s born. Exactly what transpires that day is left to the
keeper, but witnesses should lose at least 0/1 Sanity points,
even if the if the new-born child appears normal. If the
infant is monstrous, the Sanity point loss should be
increased to as much as 1/1D6, depending upon the imagi-
nation and descriptive abilities of the keeper. The Slocums
will insist on destroying any monstrosity, quickly drowning
the child in large bucket of water. Whether or not Andrea
survives her arduous labor is up to the keeper.

Special Skills: (Louise) Botany 70%, Cooking 75%, First Aid
75%.

BERNARD SLOCUM, 40, fuel supply worker
STR 13 CON 13 SIZ14 INT12 POW 12
DEX 12 APP10 EDU 8 SAN 38 HP 14
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 55%, 1D3+db

Grapple 50%, special
Club 45%, 1D6+db

Skills: Dodge 40%, Drive Automobile 40%, Electrical Repair
35%, First Aid 45%, Hide 35%, Innsmouth Lore 45%, Listen
35%, Mechanical Repair 75%, Sneak 45%, Spot Hidden 45%,
Throw 45%.

603 SCHOOLHOUSE

808 Washington St. Innsmouth’s schoolhouse is a simple
one-story wooden structure with steeple and school bell. It
contains three small classrooms, one for students five to nine
years old, one for those ten to thirteen years old, and anoth-

er for those over thirteen. Classes are
quite small—none larger than fifteen
students—and made up almost entire-
ly of untainted humans. The hybrids’
children rarely attend, and those few
who do are among the rowdiest and
most uncontrollable students in the
school. They delight in crude behavior
and nasty practical jokes, mentally and
physically abusing other students and
sometimes even teachers.
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All three teachers are untainted
humans and include Helen Davis, 65,
instructing the oldest class; Mary Miller, 45, teaching the
middle students; and Ellen Werman, 27, caring for the

ELLEN WERMAN

youngest. Both Mrs. Davis and Mrs. Miller are Innsmouth
natives, while young Ellen Werman was born and bred in
Lowell, Massachusetts. All three live in the Southern
Residential district—Mrs. Davis and Mrs. Miller with their
respective husbands, and Miss Werman at a boarding house.

Of the three teachers, only the young outsider, plain-look-
ing Ellen Werman, is willing to talk with strangers about
Innsmouth. But never on school time. Away from school
Ellen opens up—at least a little. Although she suspects
much, her facts are few. She talks about the hideously ugly
people she’s seen, about the noises sometimes heard coming
from the supposedly abandoned houses north of the river,
and about the mysterious Marshes. Other hints and rumors
can be taken from facts related in the History sections.

Ellen came to Innsmouth four years ago, talked into tak-
ing this position by Mrs. Miller, an old friend of Ellen’s
family. She now regrets having ever taken the job. If the
keeper desires, Miss Werman may turn up drowned in
Innsmouth harbor not long after speaking with the investi-
gators. The Innsmouth constabulary will claim she fell into
the harbor while out walking alone at night, but investiga-
tors may suspect otherwise.

Special Skills: (Miss Werman) Innsmouth Lore 40%. (Mrs.
Davis and Mrs. Miller) Scowl Disapprovingly 65%.

604 ELIOT STREET GREEN

The intersection of Washington and South Sts. A large park-
like green, surrounded by an iron railing. It contains a rot-
ting wooden bench, a burned-out street light, and a weed-
choked lawn.

605 THE GARDEN BAR & GRILL

710 Washington St. A sign hanging over the door reads
“The Garden,” and includes a faded picture of a plate of
meat and potatoes set next to a foam-topped mug. The
Garden, a seedy-looking building, was once a low-class
eatery, but now it’s simply a saloon. Although illegal in
Prohibition days, the place operates openly, unbothered by
local authorities, some of whom number among the
Garden’s best customers. The place is dimly lit and smells
of fish, stale beer, and smoke. Hours are from 10 AM or so
until midnight or later, seven days a week. Shots of
whiskey and mugs of warm beer each cost 50 cents apiece.

The Garden is owned and operated by an overweight,
rough-looking German immigrant named Victor Obrecht.
The unshaven, cigar-chomping Obrecht, 45, is a sullen man
not normally prone to talking about the town. If someone
slips him a bribe of $5 or more Victor may open up, whis-
pering conspiratorially in his thick German accent. He
claims that the Innsmouthers suffer from some sort of
strange disease or hereditary problem, and that many of them
die young. He has never seen any of the fabled “fish-devils”
said to swim near Innsmouth, but he has heard wild, croak-
ing voices echoing out of the churches on certain nights of
the year. He cautions the investigators against asking too
many questions around town, mentioning that strangers have
been known to disappear while visiting Innsmouth.
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If any hybrids enter the Garden, Victor immediately
clams up, refusing to answer any more investigator ques-
tions, attempting to shush them if

they persist. The hybrids are some of
Obrecht’s best customers and it is a
rare evening when there are not at
least a few hanging around his estab-
lishment. Obrecht receives shipments
of liquor at least twice a week, deliv-
ered by Lucky Clover Cartage trucks
from Arkham, a front for an Arkham-
based bootlegging operation. Obrecht
in turn supplies liquor to Thomas
Waite (708) and other merchants who

sell it out of their stores.
Obrecht is a man on the run. Wanted in Florida for the

murder of a prostitute, he has been hiding out in this back-

water for nearly three years. He is just barely able to make

a living.

Special Skill: Innsmouth Lore 40%.

606 THE GARRISON HOME

804 Phillips Place. Anyone passing this area and making a
successful Listen roll hears a small child crying out for
help. A second successful Listen roll pinpoints the source
of the cries—the boarded-up cellar window of a nearby
run-down house. Peering through the cracks, a Spot Hidden
roll reveals three small children huddled in the darkness.
They beg the investigator to let them out.

If the investigators linger any length of time they are
confronted by a gaunt, grim-faced man who levels a rusty-
looking musket at them. He tells the investigators to get the
hell away or he’ll shoot. After firing his single shot he uses
the musket as a club, flailing away until he is either killed
or subdued.

The man is Neil Garrison, 35, employed as a laborer on
a small farm south of town. He and his untainted wife,
Dora, live here with their three small children: Billy, age 8,
Della, age 5, and Nora, age 3. The Garrisons keep their
children locked in the cellar in order to keep them from
being “infected” by the disease afflicting so many of the
townsfolk. The children are fed and bathed regularly, but
rarely allowed out of the damp cellar—and never out of
doors. The parents suffer from a deep-seated paranoia, as
well as a misunderstanding of what has happened to
Innsmouth.

If Garrison is subdued, investigators may attempt to
reason with the man and his wife. If investigators spend
time with the Garrisons a series of successful Psycho-
analysis rolls over several days may convince the couple
that their children are untainted and safe from any imag-
ined infection. Other investigators may choose to remove
the children by force, or alert local or state authorities
about the situation. The locals either ignore the matter
entirely or hand the kids over to a hybrid foster home. The
state may eventually investigate, but only after a delay of
several months.

VICTOR OBRECHT

NEIL GARRISON, 35, farm laborer

STR 12 CON11 SIZ14 INT12 POW 7
DEX 17 APPI1 EDU 6 SAN21 HP13
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Club 35%, ID8+db

Musket 10%. 1D10

Skills: Dodge 45%.

607 DANIEL MOWRY

901 Garrison St. This modest Georgian home belongs to
Daniel Mowry and his wife Sandra, both in their late 40s.
Daniel works at the Waite fish packing house, weighing and
hauling the daily catches. A smelly, disgusting job, it is all
that Daniel can get in Innsmouth. He would look for work
elsewhere but he never seems to have the money needed to
move. Mowry has adjusted to working side-by-side with the
hybrids who make up the bulk of the company’s employees;
the stink of fish helps mask the repulsive stench of the
hybrids. Sandra works part-time at the First National
Grocery downtown (702). If this childless couple is befriend-
ed, they might discuss some of Innsmouth’s secrets.

Special Skill: Innsmouth Lore 35%.

608 DoOCTOR BLOOM

1006 Fall St. This tiny, one-story house is nearly covered by
dark ivy, its yard unkempt and rampant with waist-high
weeds. The house is set well back from the streets, its win-
dows curtained with heavy black drapes. It is the home of the
man Innsmouthers call Doctor Bloom, a half-crazed old
human who variously claims himself to be a wizard, a doctor,
an alchemist, and a philosopher. In
truth, he is a little of each.

Luther Bloom, 71, is a spindly old
man with longish gray hair and a gray
beard. He dresses habitually in black,
and wears tiny gold-framed specta-
cles. Conversation with Bloom is dif-
ficult. He frequently goes off on tan-
gents unrelated to anything being dis-
cussed, one moment talking of spiri-
tual and mental purity, the next of
plant hybridization and Dr. Dee’s
obsidian mirror. His manner is at best
distracted; he often blithely tosses off the most incredible
comments as though they were common, accepted knowl-
edge. Speaking with Bloom can be frustrating.

Most untainted Innsmouthers mistrust old Dr. Marsh
(203) and when in need of medical attention avail themselves
of Doctor Bloom. Bloom has been treating wounds and dis-
eases, setting limbs, and prescribing home remedies for
almost forty years. His success rate is good and people often
come from as far away as Boynton Beach and Falcon Point.
When necessary, Bloom is willing to make house calls.

The old man’s house is crowded with beakers and flasks,
glass and rubber tubing, burners, stoves, and other laborato-
ry equipment. Fluids and powders of all colors and consis-

DR. LUTHER BLOOM
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tencies are stored in unlabelled bottles, their contents known
only to Bloom. Scattered about are numerous old books on
chemistry, the occult, and alchemy—most opened to seem-
ingly random pages. There are 2D6 such books here, each
capable of raising an investigator’s Occult skill 1 D4 points.

If the investigators come to Bloom for medical attention
he willingly treats them. If asked about Innsmouth he casu-
ally mentions that there is a vast city of deep ones just the
other side of Devil Reef, that Obed Marsh introduced the
deep ones to interbreeding with the people of Innsmouth,
and that the whole town is under the sway of the hybrids.
He knows most of Innsmouth’s secrets and is absent-mind-
ed enough to discuss them with anyone who asks.

If a befriended investigator dies in Innsmouth, Bloom
retrieves the body, reduces it to its essential salts, then
Resurrects them—just to see if the process works. In combat,
Bloom prefers to Dominate his foes, then flee. Somewhere
among the clutter of the house is a blessed dagger.

DOCTOR LUTHER BLOOM, 71, physician, alchemist,

STR 9 CON/13 SIZ 12 INT 17 POW 17

DEX 14 APP 9 EDU 20 SAN45 HP 13

Weapons: All at base chances.

Spells: Bless Blade, Dominate, Elder Sign, Resurrection.
Skills: Alchemy 70%, Astronomy 85%, Biology 55%, Botany
40%, Chemistry 85%, Cthulhu Mythos 15%, First Aid 75%.
Geotlogy 65%, History 75%, Innsmouth Lore 65%, Mechanical
Repair 55%, Medicine 65%, Occult 70%, Persuade 55%,
Pharmacy 55%, Physics 25%, Psychoanalysis 40%, Psychology
60%, Spot Hidden 55%.

609 OBED MARSH MEMORIAL

The intersection of Fall, Marsh, and South Streets. A
bronze statue of a 19th century sea captain dominates this
triangular patch of green situated in the middle of the inter-
section. Surrounded by an iron-railed fence, the statue is of
Obed Marsh, 1790-1878, identified by a plaque on the
base. The statue was erected in 1885, seven years after the
Captain’s death, at the expense of the Marsh family. Both
the statue and the green are in surprisingly good repair.

610 OTIS FULLER, GRAVE DIGGER

Southwest Fall St. Little more than a shack, this small, two-
room dwelling has the name “FULLER” painted crudely
over the ramshackle doorway. Inside is a living
room/kitchen area and a cramped, filthy bedroom. It is
home to Innsmouth’s 47-year-old grave digger, Otis Fuller.
Short, bent, and unshaven, Fuller digs graves, hauls coffins,
removes stumps, and performs other odd jobs around town.
He is rarely seen without a sliver of wood or a toothpick in
his mouth.

Otis knows a good deal about Innsmouth burial prac-
tices and will be glad to share the information—if someone
offers him a few dollars or a bottle of cheap liquor. Otis has
buried more than one coffin that seemed too light to be
holding a corpse. Others rattled and bumped as though
filled with logs or stones. Otis believes that a lot of these

people aren’t really dead, but are living in the houses north
of the river. But he admits that he doesn’t want to know for

sure. He won’t reveal any further

secrets, and he certainly won’t help
out in any illegal activities.

In back of Otis’ shack are a pair of
smaller outbuildings, one a stinking
outhouse, the other a toolshed. Inside
the toolshed investigators find a col-
lection of shovels, picks. axes,
chains, ropes, and crowbars. A thor-
ough search turns up a tarp-covered
box containing 4D6 sticks of dyna-

OTIS FULLER

mite. This dynamite is obviously
quite old. Extreme care must be taken
when handling it to avoid accidental explosion. Due to its
age, the damage of Fuller’s explosives is only half that of
normal dynamite.

Special Skills: Bargain 80%, Craft (Graves) 35%, Demolition
65%. Innsmouth Lore 35%.

611 TRANSFORMER

Southeast Federal St. Guarded by a decrepit wooden fence,
these tall metal towers stand humming on a small rise over-
looking the decaying town. Entry is easy and once inside a
saboteur could shut down all power to Innsmouth’s homes
and businesses with but a single successful Electrical
Repair roll. However, on a roll of 96-00 the ancient circuits
fry the tamperer, inflicting 8D6 points of damage on him.
A separate circuit powers the town street lights which must
be shut down separately. The station is unmanned.

612 THE DEAN HOME

510 South St. A well-kept brick home inhabited by Stephen
Dean, 36, and his wife Beverly, 33, an untainted couple.
Stephen is employed at the Billingham fish packing house
while Beverly brings in extra money by taking in sewing.
They are a quiet and friendly couple without children.

The Deans are secret allies of the hybrids, keeping an eye
on suspicious strangers and reporting on the activities of their
neighbors. If their suspicions are aroused, they immediately
notify the Order. They never openly consort with the hybrids,
and would never take any physical action to help them. The
Deans have an informal understanding with the hybrids: in
return for information, the hybrids slip the Deans a few extra
dollars now and then. The Deans aren’t very outgoing, and
have few friends. Few Inns-
mouthers, if any, have any
reason to suspect that
the Deans are help-
ing the hybrids.
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The New Merchant
District

his is the current commercial center of Innsmouth,
I home to most of its still-functioning merchants. The
area’s main feature is the Town Square, an open cob-
blestone area surrounded by slant-roofed brick buildings
dating to the early and mid-19th century. Most of these
structures are occupied and in fair condition, though out-
side the immediate area many are dilapidated and aban-
doned. South of the Square most of the buildings are small
19th century residences.

The most imposing structure is the towering five-story
Gilman House Hotel, a peeling, yellow-painted edifice of
aged wood. The block on which the Gilman House stands is
occupied by several buildings in varying states of decay. In
the center of the block is a small courtyard, access to which
can only be gained by going through one of the buildings.

Though many of the residents south of the river are nor-
mal, the majority of those found lingering about the Square
are hybrids. Most of the businesses found here are owned
either by hybrids, or humans who have made deals with the
tainted ones. Perhaps a dozen or so people are found here
at any given time during the day. A few autos, most decrepit
and badly maintained, are found parked around the Square.

Similar to the Southern Residential area, the New
Merchant District enjoys better streets than most parts of
town. Paine, State, Eliot, and Federal are cobblestone, and
in good repair. Bates and South Sts., along with other,
north-south streets, are also cobblestone, though not so well
maintained. East of the Square, most streets are in poor
shape, with broken cobblestones and plagued by mud
holes. The Square is lit by low-powered incandescent street
lamps which extend down Paine, State, Federal, and Eliot
Streets. This neighborhood contains a good number of
sidewalks, though those along South, Fall, and Main
Streets are in disrepair.

701 NEW TOWN SQUARE

The junction of Paine, Eliot, Federal, Marsh, Waite, and
State Sts. This public square was created shortly after the
Revolutionary War, when Innsmouth south of the river
began to expand. It has since that time served as the com-
mercial hub of the town.

702 FIRST NATIONAL GROCERY

708 Federal St. An older building remodeled by the First
National Grocery chain to house one of their modern mar-
kets. The business is managed by 18-year-old Brian
Burnham of Arkham, a cheerful lad more than happy to
spend time talking with someone from outside of town. The
young manger has only an inkling of what goes on in
Innsmouth, but he suspects much more. He offers strangers

New
Town
Square,

Town Squar€




helpful directions, perhaps even sketching a map for them,
should they ask. He warns visitors to stay away from New
Church Green, and to not bother the Marshes or other pow-
erful families in town. He has heard rumors that those too
curious have in the past disappeared. Brian warns strangers
about prying too much.

Brian boards with a family in nearby Ipswich, visiting
his family in Arkham whenever possible. Before coming to
work in Innsmouth the boy was warned by his pastor, Dr.
Ezekiel Wallace of the Asbury M.E. Church, to stay away
from the Innsmouth churches, advice that Burnham passes
along to investigators. The Innsmouth store is visited once
a week by district manager Arthur Anderson, a resident of
Arkham. Although he knows no facts, Anderson finds
Innsmouth a disturbing and depressing place. He has heard
some of the stories told about the town.

The store is open Monday through Saturday from 8 AM
to 5 PM.. Aside from Burnham, the store occasionally
employs one or two part-time workers including Sandra
Mowry (607).

More information on Brian Burnham, including his sta-
tistics, is found in the Escape from Innsmouth scenario.

703 THE GILMAN HOUSE HOTEL

702 Federal St. Innsmouth’s only operating hotel is the five-
story Gilman House, which dates back to the 1830s. It was
built by Jebediah Gilman who pooled the last of his family’s
seafaring assets to construct this once-regal hotel. The
Gilman family’s fortunes had floundered after a series of
shipping losses. The hotel was an attempt to change their
fortunes. After a period of prosperity, the hotel’s clientele
fell off as Innsmouth’s economy spiraled down during the
latter half of the 19th century. Although still operating, it has
stood mostly vacant throughout the present century. An Idea
roll notes that the building lacks fire

escapes, a clear violation of state safe-
ty regulations. Twice a day Joe
Sargent visits, picking up and deliver-
ing mail and local newspapers.

The daytime desk manager is an
elderly, untainted man named George
Habbit, 62 years old. He is faithful to
the hybrids, particularly the hotel’s
owner, 45-year-old F. Murray Gil-
man. Habbit usually houses visitors

GEORGE HABBITT

on the upper floors, isolating them
and making their escape difficult. He
is very quiet, and won’t answer questions asked about
Innsmouth. There is no bell hop and visitors are required to
haul their own bags to their rooms.

The night clerk is sullen Charles Gilman, 26-year-old
son of the hotel’s owner. An obvious hybrid, he also checks
guests into upper floor rooms, far away from any easy
exits. If a tip looks in the offing, Charles helps visitors with
their luggage.

Rooms are $2 a night, with no meals provided. The
rooms are dusty and plain. Most provide only a single win-
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dow, a simple bed, a bare electric light, and a battered
wardrobe. Rooms given to investigators usually lack prop-
er bolts on the doors. Most of the rooms are connected to
rooms on either side, again often lacking proper dead bolts.
There are no private baths, each floor sharing a single facil-
ity located at the end of the hallway.
These are equipped with ancient mar-
ble bowls, tin tubs, and decorated
with musty paneling.

The Gilman House is often the
last place overly-inquisitive visitors
see in Innsmouth. Once lodged here,
the hybrids either murder them, or
kidnap them for sacrifice to the deep
ones or shoggoths.

Escapes from the upper floor
rooms are possible. Northwest and
southwest are slant-roofed brick
buildings built flush to the Gilman House. From a high
window an escapee can use a rope or other means to reach
one of these roofs. A failed roll probably results in a fall to
the stone courtyard below. Apply normal falling damage.
Once on the roof of a neighboring building, the ground
level can be obtained by way of broken skylights and
flights of dusty stairways.

Although visitors to the hotel are infrequent, it is possi-
ble that investigators might cross paths with either of the
following guests,

CHARLES GILMAN

JERRY HOLLAND

Holland is a traveling salesman dealing in lightning rods
and odd hardware items. Slight of build, in his late 40s,
with graying mustache and hair, he is always colorfully
well-dressed. He talks rapidly and incessantly, most listen-
ers finding it hard to get a word in edgewise. He visits
Innsmouth semi-regularly, once or twice a year, and rarely
makes more than two or three sales. Consequently, Holland
seldom spends more than a day here, and has little useful
information to offer about the town.

LUCAS MACKEY

Investigators visiting Innsmouth at any time have a 20%
chance of crossing paths with Lucas Mackey, a factory

inspector for the state of Mass-
achusetts. Mackey might be met at the
hotel, at the Marsh refinery or its
office, in a restaurant, or any place
else of the keeper’s choosing. Proving
friendly, he discusses Innsmouth mat-
ters bemusedly, all the while subtly
attempting to learn why the investiga-
tors are in town.

Mackey is actually a U.S. treasury
agent operating undercover, attempt-
ing to find out the secret of Inns-
mouth. Only under drastic circum-
stances will he blow his cover. Mackey is in Innsmouth
investigating allegations made bv a previous visitor to the

LUCAS MACKEY
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The Innsmouth Bus

The bus is an old, gray motor coach owned and oper-
ated by the repulsive hybrid, Joe Sargent. A hand-
written sign mounted in the windshield reads
“Arkham-Innsmouth-Newb’port.” Most trips carry
no more than two or three of Innsmouth’s hybrids,
traveling to Arkham or Newburyport to conduct
business or run errands. Sargent picks up mail and
newspapers (the Arkham Advertiser, Arkham
Gazette, and the Newburyport Correspondent) on
his route, delivering them to the Gilman House.

Sargent’s bus leaves Innsmouth for Newburyport
at 9 AM and 6 PM daily; return trips leave the front
of Hammond’s Drug Store on Old Market Square in
Newburyport at 10 AM and 7 PM. The trip takes
about 35 minutes, the fare is 60 cents.

Trips to Arkham leave Innsmouth at 7 AM and 8
PM; return trips leave Arkham at 8 AM and 9 PM.
The trip takes about 30 minutes and costs 40 cents.
The bus stop in Arkham is at 705 Dyer Street, near
the Fleetwood Diner.

seaside town who claimed to have only barely escaped with
his life. Thus far Mackey’s investigations into Innsmouth
have been quite disturbing.

If the investigators start stirring up too much trouble,
Mackey uses his government clout to back them off. If the
investigators don’t force his hand, he may reappear during
subsequent adventures in Innsmouth, never letting on about
his true mission. Mackey brings the investigators to the
attention of the government when it comes time for the
Raid on Innsmouth scenario.

Mackey is of average height, but a little plump, clean-
shaven, with slightly thinning hair. He dresses plainly. A
heavy smoker, he comes off as a little loud, always laugh-
ing and joking. It is all part of his act, an attempt to quell
the suspicions of the hybrids. He attempts to pass himself
off as a “regular guy” who spends most of his life traveling
and living out of a suitcase. Psychology rolls cannot pene-
trate this facade but watchful investigators might find some
of his actions suspicious. Mackey travels with a .45
revolver but keeps it packed in his suitcase unless expect-
ing trouble.

LUCAS MACKEY, 44, factory inspector

STR13 CON1i2 SIZ14 [INTI15 POW 14

DEX 12 APP12 EDU15 SAN70 HPI3

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, 1D3+db

Grapple 50%, special; Kick 45%, 1D6+db

45 revolver 75%, 1D10+2

Skills: Accounting 25%, Dodge 35%, Drive Automobile 45%,
Fast Talk 45%, First Aid 40%, Hide 40%, Law 55%, Listen
55%, Occult 15%, Persuade 40%, Psychology 35%, Sneak 45%,
Spot Hidden 55%. Throw 35%, Track 20%.

704 INNSMOUTH CAFE

707 Federal St. This dismal greasy-spoon offers counter
service and take-out food prepared on a grill not cleaned in
decades. The fare is simple, featuring sandwiches, stews,
and pre-packaged soups, all served with weak coffee or
bluish milk. Meals range in price from 25 to 50 cents. The
cook is a stooped, narrow-skulled hybrid in his early 40s
named Darold Eliot. His hybrid daughter, Brittany, 22,
waits on the counter. She is an unattractive, flat-nosed
woman, huge-handed and clumsy.

The cafe is open every day, from about 7 AM until 8

PM. or so. -

705 ELIOT S DRUGSTORE

706 Federal St. This drugstore is owned by another of the
Eliots, 36-year-old Morgan, brother of Darold. Tall and
thin, Morgan is a balding hybrid with straggly salt-and-pep-
per beard and mustache. He wears small spectacles, and
speaks in an eeric bass monotone. He grimly watches
strangers from the window of his store—sending shivers
down the spines of innocent passers-by. The store is sparse-
ly stocked with a selection of toiletries, patent medicines,
candy, and other common items. The store is open from 9
AM to 5 PM, Monday through Saturday.

706 BILLINGHAM S SEAFOOD
DISTRIBUTION COMPANY

705 Federal St. Unlike the Waite and Martin fishpacking
houses, who sell their seafood products directly out of their
plants, Warren Billingham conducts the bulk of his busi-
ness from this office in the heart of town. Billingham, a
proud, shrewd hybrid in his 40s, frequently deals with out-
of-town buyers, who no doubt cringe at the man’s numer-
ous symptoms of the Innsmouth look.

707 OFFICE OF THE MARSH
REFINING COMPANY

701 Federal St. The company’s offices are open to suppli-
ers wishing to sell raw ore, and those customers wishing to
buy purchase refined gold. Lucy James, an unattractive
human woman, serves as both office

receptionist and mistress to the man-
ager, Jacob Marsh, son of Sebastian.

Young Jacob Marsh is a slimy, but
friendly character, oozing charm
whenever it is necessary to cover up
the factory’s poor, nearly non-exis-
tent bookkeeping. He is short, with
slicked back hair, a too-wide smile,
and slightly bulging eyes. If ques-
tioned, Marsh explains that the refin-

JACOB MARSH

ery’s high manufacturing efficiency
accounts for any apparent discrepan-
cies in the amounts of ore purchased and the amount of
pure gold produced. Anyone breaking in and checking the
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misaligned files discovers, with a halved Accounting roll,
that the Marsh refinery does indeed market far too much
gold when compared to the amount of ore purchased.
Anyone bothering Jacob Marsh without good reason is
likely to be visited by the local constabulary.

The office is open Monday through Friday, from 9 AM
to 5 PM, but unexplained closings are frequent.

JACOB MARSH, 27, refinery manager

STR10 CON13 SIZ 11 INT13 POW 13

DEX 13 APP 9 EDU 12 SAN 0 HP 12

Weapons: None carried; all at base percentages only.

Skills: Accounting 65%, Bargain 65%, Chemistry 20%, Credit
Rating 55%, Cthulhu Mythos 30%, Factory Management 55%,

Fast Talk 80%, Geology 45%, Mechanical Repair 30%,
Psychology 55%, Spot Hidden 45%.

708 WAITE S VARIETY STORE

404 Eliot St. A dingy brick storefront with its name painted
in faded lettering on the dirty glass of the front window.
Inside a maze of crowded aisles holds items of every descrip-
tion: tools, nails, screws, curios, small fireworks, inexpen-
stve toys, stationery supplies, and households. Bootleg liquor
is sold from the back room, to townsfolk and visitors alike.

The store is owned and operated by Thomas Waite, 56,
an untainted human with a deep one wife and a hybrid
daughter. Waite looks much older than he is—he has had a
long and suffering life. Under most circumstances he does-
n’t talk much with strangers; he fears the wrath of the
hybrids. Withdrawn, he barely acknowledges customers,
and is often found staring at a small tarnished locket con-
taining an old picture of a pretty, young woman—a long-
lost love. Thomas is the younger brother of Ephraim Waite,
a reputed wizard who died in 1921.

The variety store is open from 9 AM to 5 PM, Monday
through Saturday, and occasionally on Sundays as well.

It has long been rumored that Old Waite keeps a great
treasure in a safe in the back of this store. Most suspect it
to be old pirate gold and jewelry, but the elders of
Innsmouth know that it is an even greater treasure, a hand-
written translation of the ancient stone tablets kept in the
basement of the Esoteric Order of Dagon. Translated by
Obed Marsh from the R’lyeh glyphs found on the tablets he
brought back, it is titled the Book of Dagon.

Using knowledge learned from the book, Waite has
carved an Elder Sign on the inside of the safe’s door, pro-
tecting it from deep ones and hybrids alike. Details of this
book are found in the scenario Escape from Innsmouth.

709 THE FIRST UNITARIAN
CHURCH OF INNSMOUTH

804 Main St. Abandoned, and with its tall steeple decapi-
tated by storms, this early 19th century church stands crum-
bling amidst a tangle of scraggly grass, the remains of its
once-noble steeple lying in the grounds of next door
Redemption Cemetery. Inside the church investigators find
fallen timbers, roosting pigeons, and scrabbling rats. Floors

are rotted and ceilings collapsed, the pews and pulpit bro-
ken and disintegrating. Sunlight pours through a gaping
hole in the roof.

The church’s congregation disbanded in the late 1830s,
in the years before Obed Marsh began actively running the
local ecclesiastics out of town. The liberal-thinking
Unitarians were among some of the first to join Marsh’s
newly-formed Esoteric Order of Dagon. Abandoned long
before the riots of 1846, the basement of this building still
shelters some of the church’s long-forgotten records. Of
these, some hint at increasingly shocking stories and items
brought back to Innsmouth by her sea captains. Among
these are fragmentary stories of Obed Marsh’s dealings
with certain South Sea islanders and the heathen sea-gods
they worshiped, as well as tales of other mysterious finds
and cargoes brought back to the town from abroad.

710 MARSH STREET GREEN

Intersection of Marsh, Fall, and Bates Sts. The streets sur-
rounding this large iron-railed green are in poor shape.
Weeds growing up inside the fenced green have taken firm
root well out into the pavement, filling the cracks in the
street with dandelions and thistles. The waist-high weeds of
the green hide the remains of a toppled Indian statue and a
rotting park bench.

711 REDEMPTION CEMETERY

Bordered by Fall, Waite, Main, and Bates Streets. This
lonely, crowded graveyard stands in the middle of a block
of run-down, mostly vacant homes. A leaning fence of cor-
roded iron bars surrounds the grounds, while rusty,
unlocked gates give access at each of the four cardinal
compass points. Towards the southeast lie the ruins of the
Unitarian Church steeple among tombstones shattered and
crushed by its fall. This cemetery was opened in the early
1800s and was used mainly by middle-class families like
the Martins, the Eliots, some of the Waites, and others.
Although some space remains, the cemetery is little used
these days and the grounds are dotted with saplings that
have been allowed to take root. Most of the markers are
very simple, and no statues decorate the place. The earliest
tombstone is dated 1828, the latest 1904.

A little prowling and an Idea roll notes that a large num-
ber of the graves are dated 1846—the year of the
Innsmouth plague and riots. These graves hold the victims
of Obed’s revolution. Graves dated later than 1865 have a
30% chance of holding empty coffins. These burials were
conducted to cover the disappearance of Innsmouth hybrids
that returned to the sea.

712 INNSMOUTH FUEL STOP

303 South St. A gas island with two hand-operated pumps
stands just off the street, next to a small, run-down wooden
shanty. A battered flatbed truck parked outside is used to
deliver firewood and coal to local customers. Inside the
shabby office are a pair of rickety wooden chairs and a clut-
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tered desk. Behind the station are stacked cords of wood,
great piles of coal, and a few rusty tools.

The Innsmouth Fuel Stop is owned by Ken Martin, an
ill-tempered hybrid in his late 30s. Martin sells gasoline,
firewood, and coal to the locals. His assistant, Bernard
Slocum (602), is an untainted human. Most of the time
either Martin or Slocum are on the job, ready to pump gas
or take orders for fuel. Slocum is usually stuck with the
heavy work of making the deliveries.

If Martin suspects investigators of meddling in
Innsmouth’s affairs, Martin refuses to sell them gas, claim-
ing that he is sold out. Or, while pumping the fuel, he takes
the opportunity to tamper with their vehicle. Martin will do
whatever he can to make it difficult for investigators to
leave town. The human Slocum, on the other hand, bears a
grudge against the hybrids and may well come to the aid of
the investigators. The Fuel Stop is open seven days a week,
from 8 AM to 8 PM.

713 MOIRA PIERCE,
SWITCHBOARD OPERATOR

104 Marsh St. This small house is home to Innsmouth’s
telephone switchboard operator, a 58-year-old hybrid spin-
ster named Moira Pierce. Moira works the switchboard in
her home from about 7 AM until 6 PM every day. There are
very few telephones in town, and almost no one calls into
Innsmouth, so her workload is light. Moira listens in on
strangers’ calls and reports anything she hears to members
of the Order.

All phone calls going in or out of town must be con-
nected by Moira. If she suspects callers of wrongdoing, she
cuts off their calls in mid-sentence, then claims that she
cannot re-connect them. Moira sometimes coordinates
movements taken against troublemakers, calling the con-
stables, alerting the Gilman House Hotel, and in serious
cases even calling the Marshes. She is at the center of all
hybrid communications.

714 INNSMOUTH ELECTRIC

408 Bates St. A tiny, sporadically attended office where
Innsmouth folk pay their bills or arrange to set up service.
The desk is staffed by locals.

Southern
Shoreward Slums

this slum area is made up of dozens of crumbling
gambrel-roofed homes dating back to the 18th centu-
ry. Many lean at bizarre angles, and some have collapsed
upon their sunken foundations. Most are tightly boarded up,

The most desolate, uninhabited section of Innsmouth,

but a few open or broken windows gape menacingly at pass-
erby. The sturdiest structures are the numerous brick and
stone warehouses lining Fish Street. Warehouses along
Water Street are of older vintage and less sound. Unlike their
northern counterparts, the southern slums are largely unin-
habited-—visitors scarcely encounter a soul within this area.

Streets are for the most part unpaved. State and Water
Streets are cobblestone and brick. There are no street lights
in this area, and the few sidewalks narrow, cracked, and
uneven.

801 ABRAHAM SOUTHWICK HOME

905 Main St. This is one of the few visibly inhabited homes
on Main Street. Nearly as run-down as the abandoned ruins
around it, it is actually home to a family of eight. Abraham

Southwick, 41, lives here along with

his second wife, Vera, 31, a homely,
bulgy-eyed hybrid harridan, and six
children. Three of the children
(Joseph, 7, Absalom, 6, and Anna, 4)
are fully human, the product of
Abraham’s first marriage. The others
(Roy, 13, Jack, 11, and Mark, 5) are
Vera’s, all of them illegitimate. The
couple have not produced any children
of their own. Vera’s children are a

dirty, mischievous lot of hybrids who

ABRAHAM SOUTHWICK

tease, beat, and otherwise mistreat
Abraham’s untainted children.

Abraham is a fisherman, one of the few untainted
humans left in the profession. His first wife, an untainted
woman whom he had known since childhood, was killed
three years ago by an unidentified hit-and-run driver.
Desperate to find a mother for his children, he last year
married Vera Chapman, a poor Innsmouth woman, unaware
that his new wife carried the tainted

Innsmouth blood. She has turned out
to be a wicked stepmother of classic
proportions, treating Abraham’s three
children as little better than servants,
while her own are free to do as they
please. Abraham, defeated by life,
does little or nothing about it. He
spends his days fishing, and his
nights drinking till he passes out.
Investigators wandering through

this part of town might find them-
selves accosted by one of Abraham’s
small sons. Rushing into the street and throwing his arms
around a random stranger’s knees, he begs to be saved from
his awful mother and tries to explain his plight as best he can.
Should the investigators actually take the child away, the
local constables and the State Police charge them with kid-
naping. If the boy is instead returned to his home, the inves-
tigator finds conditions there as bad as described. Vera curt-
ly thanks the investigators for their trouble, then slams the
door and proceeds to give the runaway a sound thrashing.

VERA SOUTHWICK
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802 BRICK & STONE WAREHOUSES

Fish and Water Sts. These structures are left over from
Innsmouth’s days as a port-of-entry. These great, square
buildings stored cargoes brought back to Innsmouth from
exotic ports all over the world. Most are still intact, their
hipped roofs and wooden-shuttered windows still standing
firm against the elements. Most are locked with chains and
padlocks. In some cases a nameplate identifies the ware-
house’s former owner. Most belonged to the Marshes, but a
few belonged to the Martins, Gilmans, and Hoggs.

Most of the warehouses are empty, but a few contain
moldering bales of silk, casks of spices, bags of tea or coffee,
and stacks of rotting sandalwood, all long forgotten. At the
keeper’s option, there may be other, more interesting cargoes
stored in some buildings—strange artifacts or trinkets
brought back from abroad, left forgotten in the dark.

803 JOE SARGENT

801 Main St. This is the seedy home of Joe Sargent, driver
of the Innsmouth bus. The house is a tall, narrow two-story
gable-roofed affair with broken windows and dangling shut-
ters. Its paint is gray and flaking. The

battered mailbox reads “SARgeNT.”
Sargent keeps his bus parked on the
street in front of the house.

Sargent is just under six feet tall,
thin, stoop-shouldered, and smelling
of fish. He dresses shabbily in over-
sized shoes and wears a golf cap half-
cocked on his misshapen head. His
watery blue eyes are wide and
bulging, and deep creases mark the

sides of his neck. His nose is flattened,
his forehead receding, and his ears so
small as to be almost negligible. He smiles a wide, thick-
lipped smile that shows many small, sharp teeth. His skin is
a grayish color, peeling in many places. His hands are
abnormally large, with the suggestion of webbing between
the fingers. Sargent walks with a queer shambling gait.

Sargent carefully observes any strangers who board his
bus for Innsmouth. Any who seem particularly suspicious
are reported to the clerk at the Gilman House who passes
the information along to the members of the Order. Sargent
is a Joyal hybrid ready to assist in any way he can. He keeps
a .38 revolver in his home, and a tire iron tucked under the
dashboard of his bus.

JOE SARGENT, 33, bus driver

STR 11 CON 11 SIZ14 INT I3 POW 12

DEX 9 APP 8 EDU 8 SAN 0 HP13

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, 1D3+db

Tire Iron 45%, 1D8+db

.38 Revolver 30%, 1D10

Skills: Dodge 20%, Drive Automobile 80%, Electrical Repair

25%, Listen 40%, Mechanical Repair 60%, Psychology 20%,
Spot Hidden 50%, Throw 40%.

JOE SARGENT

The Harbor Area

The Harbor area is defined as that area lying between

Water Street on the west, and the stone breakwater

offshore. Included in this area are the several rotting
wharves jutting into the harbor north and south of the
mouth of the Manuxet, and the abandoned warehouses that
stand upon them. Water Street south of the river is home to
several old brick and stone warehouses dating back to the
late 18th century, most of them now falling into ruin. In
some places along the grassy shore one finds the jagged
remains of walls and piles of loose stone, the last remains
of fallen buildings.

Out in the harbor, the crumbling stone breakwater still
protects the harbor from the fierce Atlantic, the remains of
a shattered stone lighthouse standing on the breakwater’s
far tip. The harbor itself is choked with sand from the
Manuxet, leaving the water no deeper than seven or eight
feet in most places and creating a sandy tongue dotted with
the shanties of fishermen. It is impossible for any but the
smallest craft to navigate Innsmouth’s harbor. When tides
are right, the river creates a dangerous current in the harbor
capable of carrying even the strongest human swimmer out
past the breakwater and into the open sea.

Few humans, if any, are encountered in this area. It is
inhabited nearly exclusively by shuffling hybrid fisher-
men, all of them sullen and horribly deformed by the
Innsmouth look.

901 THE OLD WHARVES

Those ancient wharves depicted on the map are those few
that are still usable. Others, particularly those found south
of the Manuxet, have long-ago collapsed into the water.
Where once proud ships berthed, there are now only small
fishing boats owned by hybrids. These wharves once wore
the names of their proud owners, but now are forgotten by
all but a few.

902 THE STONE BREAKWATER

This is a long stone wall, fifteen feet wide, extending from
the sandy spit of land just northeast of town out into the
harbor. Sandy deposits have built up on the inside of the
breakwater, forming a small beach now lined with the rude
shacks of hybrid fishermen.

903 FISHERMEN S SHACKS

Along the sandy beaches of Innsmouth harbor live fisher-
men of the poorest sort. Their nets, lobster-pots, dories, and
dilapidated shanties mark the shores, piles of fish bones
and spent campfires attesting to their lifestyles. They fish
by day, either off the breakwater, or setting out to sea in
their small boats. There are perhaps a dozen fishermen liv-
ing here, only one of them fully human.



The hybrid fishermen are unfriendly and not prone to
talking, especially while engaged in

fishing. Most carry a knife of some
kind. Listed below are three fisher-
men likely to be met by investigators.

HARRIS JAKES

Jakes, 40, is a sinister looking hybrid
of prodigious size and strength. Thick-
lipped, web-fingered, and short-tem-
pered, Jakes warns strangers against
hanging around the harbor. “Accidents
been knowed to happen aroun’ here,”

he says. Jakes carries a huge Bowie
knife with which he gestures menacingly. And he’s not afraid
to use it. He watches closely any strangers hanging around
the harbor, sometimes following those that seem particularly
suspicious.

SANDY LANIER

Sandy is a horribly deformed hybrid in his late 50s, appear-
ing very much as a deep one, though lacking the scales.

Sandy’s appearance is frightening,
and if an investigator is surprised by
Lanier in a dark alley or otherwise, he
suffer a Sanity loss of 1/1D3 points.
Like Jakes, Lanier watches strangers
closely.

DEWEY SMITH

Dewey is an untainted human, the
only one dwelling in the harbor area.
A victim of delusion, he views the

SANDY LANIER

HARRIS JAKE

hybrids as noth-

ing more than
unfortunate victims of a strange dis-
ease. Dewey suffers from a Panza-like
inability to see the fantastic for what it
is. In his late 30s, he has been living
along the harbor for nearly twenty
years, and claims to have never seen
anything unusual, He’s heard of some
funny stories about Innsmouth—but
believes them nothing more than
mean-spirited rumors. Dewey is of no

help or hindrance to the investigators
whatsoever. The hybrids view him as harmless.

904 THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE

At the southern tip of the breakwater stands the remains of
the old lighthouse, now little more than a jumbled pile of
stones. The original structure was nearly sixty feet tall, and
very broad, nearly twenty feet in diameter. The lighthouse
was destroyed in the 1888 by a freak storm, killing its keep-
er, Paul Garrison, whose body was never found. Anyone
picking through the fallen stones has a POW x1 chance of
discovering a piece of human skull or thigh bone. A little

DEWEY SMITH
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more digging produces further bone fragments, but never
enough to positively identify the victim.

905 CusTOM HOUSE

100 Dock St. This once-handsome late 18th century build-
ing with its proud eagle perched atop its pediment has, like
all of Innsmouth, fallen into neglect and decay. The gold-
painted plaque reading “Custom House” is faded almost
beyond legibility and the building’s windows are all board-
ed up. Innsmouth lost its port of entry status shortly after
the Civil War, the town’s shipping industry by then fallen
off to nearly nothing. Ship registries, cargo manifests, tax
records, and other customs documents were all taken by the
federal government, leaving the building vacant and empty.
Inside are two floors of dusty offices and file rooms con-
taining nothing of value or interest.

906 THE OLD MARTIN SHIPYARD

Located just north of the mouth of the Manuxet, this shal-
low depression was once a thriving shipyard. Now all that’s
left are a few stagnant pools of water, some scattered pieces
of rotting lumber, and the remains of docks along the east-
ern shore.

Anyone lingering here more than a few minutes attracts
the attention of some of the small but voracious crustaceans
native to Innsmouth waters. One or more of these bizarre
creatures may quietly craw! up out of the weeds to attack
an unsuspecting visitor.

CARNIVOROUS CRUSTACEANS
These strange animals, some up to a foot long, are of
numerous types resembling crabs, lobsters, and prehistoric
trilobites. They are commonly found in areas harboring
deep one cities. :

These creatures attack by silently creeping up on a
potential victim (Spot Hidden to

notice their approach), then hooking
their claws or mouth parts into the
victim’s leg. The things hang on tena-
ciously with a STR of 9 until either
forcibly pulled off or killed. They
inflict one point of damage per round;
the Sanity loss for suffering a surprise
attack from these creatures is 1/1D3.
The creatures have only one hit point
but are protected by two points of
chitinous armor.

. CRUSTACEANS
A successful Biology or Natural

History roll verifies that these things resembles no known
Earthly species.

907 THE BABSON HOME

East of Pierce St. Here, upon a rotting wharf jutting out into
the harbor, stands a large, single-story warehouse occupied
by the hybrid Babson family. Smoke can sometimes be
seen curling from the crude pipe protruding from one wall.



CUSTOM HOUSE (905)
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A closer approach and a Listen roll detect guttural, croak-
ing voices coming from within. A peek through any of the
windows verifies the building is inhabited. If alerted to the
presence of eavesdroppers, the Babsons charge outside to
confront them, possibly alerting the authorities.

The hybrid Babson family consists of Margaret Babson,
42, her two teenage daughters, a teenage son, and four

small hybrid children. At any given
time there may be 1D6-1 deep ones
making a conjugal visit to the family.
The horrible Babsons fight with fists
and clubs. Use standard hybrid stats.

Fish bones and garbage litter the
ground around the building and a hor-
rible fishy stench surrounds the area.
Inside, garbage is strewn through the
hallways and rooms. If present, the
deep ones and their partners are loung-

ing in dark back rooms hidden behind
whitewashed windows. A couple of
trap doors allow quick and easy access to the waters below
the warehouse.

MA BABSON

908 THE LAIR

This is one of the larger wharves, supporting a huge two-
story warehouse. Both wharf and warehouse are in disre-
pair, but the warehouse is sealed with a stout padlock and
its windows covered with whitewash. Anyone entering the
building is immediately assaulted by the stench of death
and decay. The upper floor has collapsed while a hole in the
floor looks down into the water ten feet below.

But what really catches the eye are the trails of tarry
slime that mark the floor. Great gouts of this stuff are also
found stuck to walls and even the ceiling. Close examina-
tion reveals that this material contains bits of flesh, bone,
cloth, and metal—the regurgitated remains of a human
being. Here and there a human finger may be found, or a
half-digested hand or foot. Sanity loss is 1/1D6 points.

A character rolling his POW x1 or less on a D100 dis-
covers a sticky clump containing shreds of cloth, a partially-
dissolved human hand, and a broken, chainless pocket watch
inscribed with the name “Zadok Allen.” If the discoverers
are familiar with this man’s name, and his disappearance,
this discovery costs an additional 1/1D2 Sanity points.
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This warehouse is the occasional lair of a huge shog-
goth. The gooey remains are all that is left of various vic-
tims consumed by the gelatinous horror.

A successful Cthulhu Mythos roll may warn visitors of
the nature of this place’s inhabitant. The monster shows up
only if the character with the highest POW fails a Luck roll.
It slays any non-deep ones it meets and, out of ancient
habit, always consumes the heads of its victims first.

THE SHOGGOTH

STR 63 CON 34  SIZ91 INT 5 POW 9
DEX 3 HP 63 Move 10

Weapons: Crush 90%, 9D6 (see below)

Armor: Physical weapons do only one point of damage and
cannot impale; fire and electricity do half normal damage.
Shoggoths regenerate two hit points per round until slain.
Sanity Loss: 1D6/1D20.

All those caught within a five by five yard area are affected
separately by the shoggoth’s attack. Captured victims must
successfully match their STR vs. the shoggoth’s to escape
its grasp and resultant crushing damage. If more than one
character is successfully attacked, divide the shoggoth’s
STR evenly among all intended victims. Engulfed victims
can only take action if they roll their STR or less on D100.

Outskirts

1001 SOUTH Woobs MEMORIAL
CEMETERY

Just beyond the southeastern rim of town is a small forest-
ed area set back from the shore. Stunted, twisted trees
bristling with thorns shade tilted tombstones. This is the
newest of Innsmouth’s cemeteries, first opened for use in
the 1830s. Rough and frequently unusable, South Woods
Road runs through the heart of the cemetery, connecting
Water Street with Federal, the main road to Arkham.

The graveyard itself is wildly overgrown, but is still used
for most Innsmouth burials. Many of the stone markers have
fallen over and graves are unkempt, thick with weeds. Other
headstones are lost among thick tangles of brambles.
Everywhere an unpleasant smell of fishy decay lingers in
the air. After dark, a faintly greenish, barely discernible mist
rolls over the grounds while the night air is filled with the
croakings of frogs that inhabit the nearby brook.

Almost no one ever visits the grounds, though Otis
Fuller, the grave digger (610), is supposed to check the
cemetery at least once per day. ,

Many of these graves belong to hybrid folk and there is
a 40% chance that any random grave contains a coffin
filled with stones or logs. Although the practice has since
fallen into neglect, Innsmouth residents used to take great
pains accounting for the hybrids who had returned to the
sea, filing fake death certificates and digging graves for
empty coffins.
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A close inspection of the grave markers show a remark-
able number of them date to the year 1846. Presumably,
these are victims of the plague and riots which swept the
town in that year.

1002-3 OUTLYING FARMHOUSES

Scattered along the back roads around Innsmouth are many
ancient farmhouses, a few dating as far back as the late 17th
century. Most of these habitations are vacant, the sandy,
infertile soil of Innsmouth long ago defeating most would-

be farmers. Some houses have collapsed into ruins barely
discernible among the high weeds; others still stand, but
with broken windows and sagging roofs. Abandoned farms
are identified by the number 1002.

Those few farms still occupied are marked 1003 and are
inhabited primarily by very poor human families who
scrape out a living by farming, fishing, and hunting. These
timid folk rarely, if ever, visit the town, warning any out-
siders to stay away. Few know much specific about the
town, but all fear and loathe the place.

The Great
k% \ Innsmouth
SRANF Salt Marsh

. Innsmouth
"3 QutsKirts
- Map




1004 ANNIE PERNELL

This farmhouse, though run-down, is obviously inhabited,
as testified to by the well-tended vegetable garden out
back. Anyone who gets too close to the house is warned off:

“Yew git aoutta here! Git aout naow
or I’ll shoot! I see yew, yew ugly
birds! Git!,” croaks the voice of an
old woman.

Any hesitation on the part of the
investigators and the inhabitant lets
loose with the double-barreled 20-
gauge shotgun left to her by her late
husband. She has a 5% chance to hit,
the rock salt-charged weapon causing
only 1D3 points of damage.

ANNIE PERNELL

This near-sighted old woman is
Annie Pernell, a widow living alone
out here since the death of her husband, Lester, ten years
ago. Annie knows plenty about the hybrids of Innsmouth,
but her vision is so bad that she can’t tell hybrid from
human. Consequently, she occasionally opens fire on inno-
cent travelers, mistaking them for the half-human monsters.
If the investigators can convince her of their untainted
blood, she relents slightly and warily is agrees to answer
some questions. She talks about the “vgly birds” of
Innsmouth, and how “they’s been ugly since afore the Civil
War,” and how all this “has sumpin’ to do with Devil Reef
and thet ol’ limb of Satan, Obed Marsh, cuss him.”

Annie’s house is a repository for junk, including a near-
ly complete run of the Innsmouth Courier newspaper stored
in the attic. Discovering and reading this nearly complete
collection adds 3D8 percentiles to an investigator’s
Innsmouth Lore. If an investigator makes a POW x1 roll,
Annie may, in passing, make mention of the collection. She
will part with it for a mere $10.

Special Skills: Cooking 80%, Innsmouth Lore 25%, Shotgun 5%.

1005 A FERAL DEEP ONE

Near the spot where South Woods Road crosses the road to
Arkham is an apparently deserted

farmhouse set far back from the road.
The outbuildings are little more than
collapsed piles of wood and jutting
timbers.

This is home to a half-human
thing, a stunted hybrid that never
completed its transformation to deep
one. This feral creature dresses itself
in scraps of clothing, emerging only
at night to prowl Marshy Creek and

South Woods Cemetery in search of

. . STUNTED HYBRID
the small animals it feeds upon.

Although it may be tempted to attack a lone traveler, it flees
from groups, cowering pitifully if cornered.

The thing attacks with a bite and both its claws each
round. If both claws hit in the same round, it automatically
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does 1D3 bite damage every round thereafter until slain or
pulled off with a successful STR vs. STR roll.

THE STUNTED HYBRID
STR 9 CON 9 SIZ 8 INT 10 POW 10
DEX 16 APP 1 EDUNA SANNA HP 9

Weapons: Claws x2 45%, 1D4 each

Bite 30%, 1D3

Armor: ! point scaly hide.

Skills: Dodge 70%, Hide 80%, Listen 55%, Sneak 95%, Spot
Hidden 50%, Swim 75%, Track 60%.

Sanity Loss: It costs 1/1D4 to see this pitiful, ichthyic creature.

1006 NIcK CASPER

This long, narrow cabin is decorated with animal traps of
every description, hung from the eaves. Sun-bleached ani-
mal skulls—mostly raccoon and
deer—top the fenceposts. This is the
home of Nick Casper, hunter, fisher-
man, trapper, and expert outdoors-
man. Bearded, and over six feet tall,
Casper is an impressive figure who
tips the scales at 220 pounds. A quiet,
reclusive man, Nick lives, like his
father before him, entirely off the
land, selling furs in Rowley or
Newburyport. Nick knows some of
the stories about Innsmouth, and
never visits the place. He’s seen some
of the ugly folk that live there but figures if he doesn’t both-
er them, they won’t bother him.

Inside Nick’s spacious cabin are plentiful stores of
dried meat, vegetables, and other supplies. All his furnish-
ings are hand made.

If, by Persuade or Fast Talk, Nick is convinced that the
Innsmouthers actually pose a threat or danger, he may aid
the investigators in some small way, either cooking for
them, loaning them firearms, helping them set traps, or
offering them a place to hide. He only agrees to fight
against the townspeople if they attack him, or if he learns
the monstrous truth.

NICK CASPER

NICK CASPER, 46, outdoorsman
STR 15 CON17 SIZ15
DEX 15 APP 9 EDU 9
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, 1D3+db

Grapple 60%, special

Kick 50%, 1D6+db

Bowie Knife 55%, 1D4+2+db

Small Club 35%, 1D6+db

Wood-Ax or Hatchet 45%, 1D8+2+db or 1D6+1+db
.30-06 Rifle 85%, 2D6+3

Skills: Camouflage 70%, Climb 55%, Dodge 45%, First Aid
40%, Fishing 55%, Hide 50%, Innsmouth Lore 20%, Jump 45%,
Listen 65%, Mechanical Repair 45%, Natural History 45%,
Navigate 30%, Sneak 55%, Spot Hidden 80%, Throw 65%,
Track 65%, Trapping 70%.

INT 13
SAN 61

POW 13
HP 16



FISH-HEAD ROCK (1UUY)
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1007 THE ABANDONED RAILWAY

The branch rail line to Rowley was abandoned in 1889. All
that remains of the railway is the crumbling barn-like
bridge over the Manuxet River (502), and the rusty rails
leading off across the salt marsh toward Rowley. Forlorn
telegraph poles, tilted and stripped of wires, march down
the track in a drunken line.

1008 TowN DUMP

Located on the edge of the salt marsh, the stinking town
dump is reached by way of a bumpy, rutted road. Here in
this area of dunes, marshes, and streamlets, the town of
Innsmouth dumps its raw garbage. By day scavenged by
crows and gulls, at night the place crawls with raccoons,
possums, and rats.

1009 BOYNTON BEACH

A little over a mile southeast of Innsmouth is a wide sandy
deposit bordered by stone cliffs fifty feet high. This is
Boynton Beach, home to a half-dozen human fishermen
and their families. A narrow road running along the top of
these cliffs links the community with the main road to the
city of Arkham.

These simple folk stay away from town and when at sea
give a wide berth to Devil Reef. They are extremely poor,
but prefer to sell their catches to the packing houses in
Gloucester rather than take them to nearer, more conve-
nient Innsmouth. They initially mistrust outsiders but once
assured that strangers are not from Innsmouth, they care-
fully warn travelers about the place.

The unofficial leader of the fishermen is Cory Weston,
a grizzled fishermen 37 years old. Like the others, Weston
warns travelers of the dangers of Innsmouth, but refuses to
actively aid them.

Special Skill: Innsmouth Lore 30%.

FISH-HEAD ROCK

Near the northern end of the Beach a rocky crag extending
out into the surf is roughly carved into a huge bust resem-
bling a gigantic fish or frog. The head is narrow with gill
slits in the neck, possessed of huge eyes and a wide mouth.
Legend says that it was carved long ago by the Indians, an
Anthropology or Archaeology roll verifying the story.
Exact dating is impossible but erosion of the stone makes it
obvious that the carving is at least several centuries old. A
successful Geology narrows the time the carving was made
to somewhere between 1500 and 2000 years ago. The
superstitious fishermen avoid Fish-Head Rock at all costs,
claiming that the spot is haunted. Some make the sign of
the cross when passing by it.

This place was once used by a long-forgotten Indian
tribe that worshiped “devils that came up from the sea.”
Traces of legends about this tribe still exist, claiming that
they used to practice human sacrifice. According to one
legend, the tribe eventually disappeared, supposed to have
joined their gods in a great city below the waters. They
would not die because their gods had taught them how to
live forever.

The rock was used as a way to summon the deep ones
of Y’ha-nthlei. Touching the stone while standing in the
surf triggers the spell, automatically draining three magic
points from the user. Within 2D6 minutes, 2D3 deep ones
arise from the deeps. They are likely to attack anyone who
does not make the proper obeisances to them.

1010 FALCON POINT

Just down the coast from Innsmouth lies the tiny fishing
village of Falcon Point, named after the great numbers of
peregrines, gyrfalcons, and merlins which wheel through
the air above the rocks and cliffs. The village consists of
about a dozen small houses, and no commercial outlets.
The forty or fifty souls residing here do their meager shop-
ping in Ipswich or elsewhere along the coast, seldom visit-
ing decrepit Innsmouth.

The sea-salts of Falcon Point, both young and old, know
something of the shadow over Innsmouth. They are willing
to talk with strangers over a cup of steaming coffee—par-
ticularly if it has been laced with some of the investigators’
whiskey. They can relate the story of Enoch Conger, a fish-
ermen who claimed to have once caught a mermaid off
Devil Reef. Years later, after he had retired, he one night
disappeared from his shack.

If the investigators have supplied the drinks, one of the
old salts tells them that when Conger was discovered miss-
ing there were found a set of fresh footprints leading away
from the house toward the sea—footprints that were
webbed. Another adds that not long ago one of the locals
swore he saw old Enoch swimming with a bunch of
strange-looking folk off Devil Reef—but most of the fish-
ermen laugh this tale off. Another old salt pipes up, stating
that only old Jedediah Harper knows the real truth. At the
mention of this man’s name, the other fishermen fall silent.

Special Skill: Innsmouth Lore 25%.



JEDEDIAH HARPER

Jedediah Harper is the former leader of the Falcon Point fish-
ermen, and a past friend of Enoch Conger. In poor health, he

is now retired and lives in a well-kept

house some distance from the center of
the village. Old Jedediah proves short
with strangers, refusing to discuss
Innsmouth, Enoch Conger, or any
related topic. He says the investigators
are fools for believing the tall tales
spun by the locals and denies that any
such things ever happened. A
Psychology roll reveals that he is lying.
Further conversation is short and unin-

JEDEDIAH HARPER

formative. Afterward the investigators
may learn that Harper, once quite a
tale-spinner himself, was approached by the Innsmouth
Marshes shortly after he announced that he has seen Conger
swimming off Devil Reef. Since then Harper hasn’t returned
to the sea, nor spoken of Conger or Innsmouth. Rumor has it
that the Marshes pay to keep him silent.

Special Skill: Innsmouth Lore 50%.

1011 DEVIL REEF

The name of this reef is attributed to Captain John Smith,
who, in his Description of New England (1616), told of land-
ing on a certain stretch of black reef off the coast of the New
World, and here finding dark sea-caves filled with strange
carvings. “This must surely be the Devil’s reef,” he wrote.

Outsiders approaching the reef by day are watched by
several Innsmouthers standing along the breakwater and the
shore, staring after the party as long as they remain in the
vicinity of the reef. A visit to Devil Reef guarantees that any
strangers will be closely watched by the townsfolk from
now on. By night, Hide rolls may allow the party to avoid
scrutiny by the hybrids, but a failure could result in imme-
diate death at the hands of the deep ones or their shoggoth.

The reef is a low, nearly-continuous outcropping of slip-
pery black rock visible even at the highest tides. Anyone
exploring the reef on foot must make DEX x5 roll (DEX x2
at night) to avoid slipping on the slimy rocks. A fall results
in a minimum of 1D2 points of damage, perhaps higher
with a fumble. Carried items might be broken.

Each time the reef is visited, the character with the high-
est POW must make a Luck roll. Failure means that deep
ones near the reef are watching their every move. These crea-
tures eventually notify Robert Marsh at the Esoteric Order of
Dagon, who then deals with the intruders as necessary.

Anyone failing a Luck roll while exploring the reef may
be attacked at some point by some of the voracious crus-
taceans described earlier (906). One or more of these arthro-
pods may creep out to attack unwary intruders.

A: A series of caves. Within, a Spot Hidden roll finds
strangely carved symbols identified with Archaeology,
Anthropology, or History as Norse runes. If the investiga-
tors find some way to translate the portions still legible,
they read the following:
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“Thorvald and ... wintered here ... off by the evil spawn
of Ran’s daughters ... defeated them here 1004 A.D. but
sailed on ...”

B: These caves contain very different carven figures which a
Cthulhu Mythos roll recognizes as R’lyeh glyphs, the written
language of the deep ones. Though it is unlikely, if these carv-
ings are deciphered they are found to be deep one myth-
cycles. Successfully deciphering the markings results in a
+4% Cthulhu Mythos and a loss of 1D4 Sanity points.

A Spot Hidden roll detects a very narrow cleft winding
downward out of sight. This slimy passage soon widens to
reveal a set of well-worn steps descending into the darkness.
Traversing this downward-spiraling tunnel, each investigator
must make a DEX x5 roll to avoid slipping and falling. After
two hours of traveling, the investigators find themselves in
the grotto in the air-filled chambers of Y’ha-nthlei.

C: Each of these two caves contains bas-relief carvings
depicting batrachian humanoids engaged in swimming,
battle, intercourse, and other activities both natural and

Devil

Area
Submerged
At High Tide
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blasphemous. At both of these locations, an investigator
examining the carvings adds 2% to his Cthulhu Mythos
score while losing 1D3 Sanity points.

Anyone making a Spot Hidden roll finds a webbed foot-
print or two, calling for a Sanity point loss of 0/1. A
Cthulhu Mythos roll identifies it as the spoor of deep ones.

D: Within this portion of the reef are a series of tunnels fre-
quently used by the deep ones. One is a small cave used for
holding sacrifices. Captives are tied to iron rings driven into
the walls, left to languish for a few hours in the cold wet dark-
ness, and then thrown to the deep ones during ceremonies.

E: This cavern is used to store the ceremonial robes, dag-
gers, torches, and other paraphernalia used in the rites of
the Esoteric Order. The cave continues on past these cham-
bers, finally ending at a water-filled pool leading down to
Y’ha-nthlei. Other caves in the reef have similar watery
tunnels or pools which descend far down into the sea.
These tunnels and pools can be used by the deep ones to
surprise intruders. There is also a dry tunnel winding down
deep into the heart of the reef.

1012 Y HA-NTHLEI

In the nighted depths below Devil Reef lies dark Y ha- nthlei,
the massive city of the deep ones, hundreds of feet below the
surface. Inhabited by thousands of deep ones, this eons-old
city is several miles across, a vast undersea metropolis of
weedy spires and coral temples. Deep ones swim among nat-
urally carved palaces aglow with microscopic, phosphores-
cent life while titanic vaults house unknown occupants and
gardens of leprous corals surround black stone buildings with
windows but no doors. Towering plants line the city like trees.
Even the fish themselves are alien: deep-sea, fierce-toothed
monsters rarely seen by surface dwellers. Equally alien crus-
taceans of all sizes and descriptions scuttle about the sea floor
while vast jellyfish-horrors drift through the panorama, beau-
tiful and elegant, but no less deadly for it. The mind-numbing
spectacle of Y’ha-nthlei, if one were somehow to behold it,
would cost the viewer 1D3/2D6+1 Sanity points.

Chances are that few untainted humans will ever see
Y’ha-nthlei. Typical deep-sea diving equipment available
1o investigators is incapable of withstanding the pressure of
these depths, though especially brave or foolish investiga-
tors might use the tunnel hidden on Devil Reef or the gate
in the headquarters of the Esoteric Order of Dagon. Either
of these entrances leads into a typical section of the air-
filled chambers of Y’ha-nthlei.

THE AIR-FILLED CHAMBERS

These are pressurized, oxygen-filled chambers used to hold
captives or by visiting hybrids not yet ready for the descent
to Y’ ha-nthlei.

The mapped portion of Y’ha-nthlei shows a typical
group of air-filled buildings in the city. This section
includes two spires (A-C, K-N), a dome-like building (H,
J), and a few attached smaller buildings. These are all made
of strange stone: slimy green, black, and gray.

Combat in the air-filled chambers is likely. Here stray
bullets can be deadly. For each bullet that misses, a Luck roll
must be made to avoid striking a window. If a bullet strikes
a window, roll normal damage. For every ten points of dam-
age taken by a window there is a 1% chance that it begins to
crack. The pressures of the water outside will eventually
push in the weakened window, flooding these chambers and
killing everything inside. The window breaks and flooding
begins 10D 10 rounds after it has cracked.

A: This spire is three stories high, needle-thin, and pyramidal
in shape. The room marked A is the chamber accessed by a
two-way gate found in the Esoteric Order of Dagon. Passage
requires the expenditure of one magic point and the loss of
one Sanity point. A glance around the chamber reveals simi-
lar gates marked on the other walls. The destinations of these
other gates are left to the imagination of the keeper, but at
least one of them is a one-way gate that deposits users on a
lonely stretch of shoreline a few miles north of Innsmouth. At
least one or two are inoperative, as their destinations are in
ruins. Note that some of the gates are one-way in, and others
are one-way out. The walls are of worked stone, with bal-
cony-like projections at each corner. These balconies are
shaped like upward-turned thorns, and are made of some
translucent, slightly phosphorescent blue-green material. The
nightmarish view of the city seen through these windows
calls for a Sanity point loss is 1D3/2D6+1. The one normal-
looking window is actually a sea-gate, which the deep ones
use to enter and leave the air-filled chambers; water cannot
pass through this magical device. If touched it feels rubbery,
and can be passed through from either side at a cost of one
magic point and one Sanity point. Unfortunately, human
beings passing out into the ocean are unequipped to deal with
the incredible pressures; each round spent outside requires a
CON x1 to avoid taking 1D20 damage. A Swim roll is need-
ed to get back through the gate, a passage that again costs one
magic point and one Sanity point. Elsewhere in the room is a
stone stairway leading down.

If desired, the keeper might have each person who uses
the Esoteric Order’s Gate roll their POW x5 or less. Failure
indicates that the gate has somehow activate the dormant
genes in the user, infecting him with the taint of the deep
ones. This should take time to develop and longer to notice.

B: This room is overgrown with a bizarre tangle of coral,
seaweed, and unfamiliar plant life. A successful Biology or
Natural History roll recognizes none of these alien growths,
some of which seem more animal than plant. Observers lose
0/1D3 Sanity points. The plants are harmiess, but strange.

The thorn-like translucent balconies jut from the cor-
ners of this garden. A stairway leads further down into the
pyramid-spire, and a translucent tube-like passage snakes
through the ocean to the upper story of a squat building
resembling a dome-like pyramid. The translucent tube is
rubbery to the step, and swings and bobs slightly as the
party travels through it. This weird etfect costs 0/1 Sanity
points. More of the city can be seen from the tube, includ-
ing the sea floor far beneath the travelers’ feet.



C: The base of this pyramid is featureless save for the stair-
case to the upper levels, two open stone passages on oppo-
site sides of the room, and a door in another wall. There is
always one deep one here, and a 25% chance of encounter-
ing 2D3 more. Unless outnumbered, the deep ones attack,
fleeing to the temple or the nearest sea-gate should they
lose half their number.

D: This is a long, narrow grotto filled with strange rock for-
mations and alien plant and animal life. A Biology roll
picks out numerous previously unknown species of arthro-
pods, coral, and sea-worms. The grotto is reached by the
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stone passage from the pyramid-spire as well as from Devil
Reef by way of the slimy tunnel found therein. Here the
entrances are hidden by a purple coral formations, and
require a Spot Hidden to find. Climbing the passage up to
the reef takes over three hours.

The grotto is lit by phosphorescent algae clinging to the
walls, as well as stalactites and stalagmites. Several win-
dows allow views of the surrounding sea floor. Near a large
columnar formation lurks a large polypous creature camou-
flaged to appear as part of the surrounding stone (Spot
Hidden to see and avoid). This creature has a three-foot
high barrel-like torso topped by dozens of six-foot long ten-
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tacles surrounding a gaping toothless maw. The thing
attacks anyone who strays too near.

THE POLYP
STR 12 CON17 SIZ 10
DEX 6 HP 14 Move 0

Weapons: Tentacles (1D6 per round) 35%, each does 1D6 dam-
age per round; STR vs. STR required to break free. Also,
each tentacle exudes a mild poison, POT 6, which causes
total paralysis if it overcomes a victim. Potency accumulates
each round of contact, and paralysis lasts 25-CON minutes.

Sanity Loess: 1/1D4.

The door leading from the spire’s base opens on another
stone passage with three driftwood-barred doors marked E,
F, and G. Each door is equipped with a small, sliding panel
that allows a viewer to look inside these arched ceiling
rooms. These chambers house hybrids who resist the
change. Some are suicidal, others raving mad, and most in
great pain due to physiological stresses.

E: This chamber contains those hybrids most human. 1D6-
1 are found here at any given time, their suffering and
deformities costing viewers 0/1D2 Sanity points.

F: This chamber holds 1D4-1 hybrids slightly further along
in the change. Sanity points loss for seeing these wretches
is 0/1D3.

G: This room contains the worst of the lot—1D3-1 savage,
feral former humans now very near to becoming full deep
ones. Seeing them costs 0/1D6 Sanity points. Note that any
humans taken captive by the deep ones might be placed in
these cells to amuse the hybrids. An investigator imprisoned
here must roll against his Sanity twice: once for seeing the
hybrids, and once for being imprisoned with them. The
hybrids are fed once or twice a day by a deep one tender.

H: This is the sea floor level of the squat, dome-like pyra-
midal temple. More of the thorn-like windows jut up the
curving inner walls of this seventy-foot high chamber, and a
foul condensation drips from the slimy walls. Encircling the
walls are carved R’lyeh glyphs and titanic bas-reliefs depict-
ing anthropomorphic, octopoidal entities at war with barrel-
bodied plant-like creatures. A Cthulhu Mythos roll identifies
these creatures as Cthulhu-spawn and elder things respec-
tively. Deciphering the glyphs adds 1D4 to Cthulhu Mythos
at a cost of 1D6 Sanity points. In the center of the room is a
vast dripping pillar of black, ridged stone, within it a circular
staircase that climbs to the temple’s upper level.

In the floor of the temple are meditation pools, used by
the deep ones to bring themselves in closer contact with the
dreams of Great Cthulhu. When the party first enters the
temple a deep one is found floating face down in one of
these pools. If it is molested in any way it stumbles out of
the water and attacks, its hit points doubled due to its lin-
gering religious ecstasy. It attempts to grab intruders and
hurl them into the nearest pool. Anyone thrown into a pool
must roll his POW x2 or less on D100 each round to avoid
a glimpse of the baleful dreams of Cthulhu. Failing this
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they lose 1/1D6 Sanity points. A Swim roll is required to
get out of the pool, each round that it fails the swimmer suf-
fers receives additional Sanity losses.

Elsewhere, a heavy door opens on a stone passage lead-
ing to the guest tower (K-N). If the keeper wishes to expand
the air-filled section of Y’ha-nthlei detailed here, other pas-
sages could be created from either level of this temple,
leading to keeper-created sections.

I: This small, bubble-like building is inhabited by deep ones
who, if they spot investigators in the nearby domed pyramid,
attack unmercifully. There are always 2D3 deep ones here,
one of which knows 1D3 spells. The room’s only feature is
one of the rubbery-feeling sea-gates, described earlier.

J: This is the uppermost level of the temple pyramid, and it
holds another of the bizarre grotto-gardens. Here the lep-
rous coral tendrils stretch to the domed ceiling thirty feet
overhead. Ominous scuttling should alert visitors to the
presence of more of the obnoxious alien crustaceans which
plague Innsmouth and its waters. A Spot Hidden detects
their presence before they can attack. If they attack they do
so en masse. Dodge rolls are required to safely exit the
room. Failure indicates that the investigator is attacked by
1D6 of the scrabbling horrors. Sanity points loss is 1/1D6,
with no additional losses for successful attacks. The trilo-
bite-things don’t pursue anyone fleeing the garden. Using
fire or explosives clears the room of them for 2D6 minutes.

K-N: This air-filled spire is reached by an arched, win-
dowed passage. Shaped like a conglomeration of spheres or
bubbles, this structure houses guests at Y ha-nthlei: hon-
ored cultists, prominent hybrids, or very important cap-
tives. The rooms are spare, equipped only with beds, chairs,
chamber pots, and tables. Guests, like prisoners, dine on
seafood. If the keeper wishes, and can think of a suitable
motive for such a visit, an old enemy of the investigators
could conceivably be found here.

1013 THE SMUGGLER S TUNNELS

Along the sandy and rocky shores of the inlets northeast of
town are found several sea-caves. Found throughout the
inlets, only those caves in the southernmost inlet, nearest
the town, are discussed here.

The sea-caves were discovered by early Innsmouth
sailors, who widened and extended them so that they
reached underneath the northern part of town and were
used to smuggle cargoes into town. Several of the homes in
this area have cellars with wooden docks or landings which
were used to load and store the smuggled goods.
Depending on the tide, the water depth in the tunnels is
anywhere from two to five feet, with clearance between
water and ceiling ranging from three to eight feet. Most of
the tunnels are between four and eight feet wide.

These tunnels are now used by the deep ones to enter town
unseen. A map of these tunnels is included in The Smugglers’
Tunnels section of the Raid scenario, pp. 122-131, along with
maps of typical homes with access to the tunnels. B



any degree of experience to the brooding secrets of

shadowy Innsmouth. It is most useful when used as
a party’s first foray into this legend-haunted town. Any
number of investigators may participate, even as few as
one. Though physical perils are few here, the mysterious
workings of the town should serve to enhance the psycho-
logical stresses around which the adventure revolves.

This scenario is intended to introduce investigators of

Keeper’s Information

In 1846 Jeremy Crawford was a simple Innsmouth towns-
man, running a small shop and living out the last of the
money he had inherited from his father’s tiny, long-aban-
doned sawmill. He had a lovely young wife, Elizabeth
Garrison Crawford. Before the Crawfords could start a
family, the terrible shadow which had begun to creep over
Innsmouth overwhelmed the town in a single night.

Obed Marsh and his followers had been jailed for
almost two weeks prior to that fateful night, when hordes of
deep ones and several hidden members of their cult rioted
through Innsmouth. The prisoners were freed from jail in
the melee, and many enemies of Marsh’s Esoteric Order of
Dagon were slain or chased out of town. By the next morn-
ing only the faithful or the helpless remained in Innsmouth.
Elizabeth Crawford was one of those slain that night, leav-
ing Jeremy a ruined man.

But, Jeremy was to suffer further indignity, for in 1847
Obed Marsh demanded that he take a new wife, just as many
others had in town had taken new spouses. These new
spouses were deep ones, and the newly-married couples
were expected to reproduce so that the cult might spread.
Jeremy Crawford was no exception, and he was too far gone
to protest. With his unseen inhuman wife “Mary”, he
fathered three sons. Gregory, the oldest, was born in 1849;
his development into a deep one over the years was not suf-
ficient to allow him to take to the sea. Geoffrey Crawford
was born in 1851; fearing his monstrous older brother and
mother and the strange curse which afflicted the family,
Geoffrey fled Innsmouth in 1870. The Crawfords’ last child,
George, was born in 1854; he eventually became a full deep
one and went to the sea. The deep one Mary Crawford
stayed hidden in the house until her sons were sufficiently
grown before returning to Y’ha-nthlei in 1862.

Jeremy raised the boys as best he could, watching their
deformities worsen until they became monsters. George
ook to the sea, but Geoffrey fled his destiny, and Gregory,
idiotic and monstrous, remained behind for Jeremy to care
for. In the late 1880s, Jeremy’s mental and physical health

THE CRAWFORD INHERITANCE

After inheriting a family estate,
an investigator uncovers a legacy of degeneracy,
which might include himself.

began to fail, and he hired a young Innsmouth man to be his
servant. Richard Manning served Jeremy faithfully for over
40 years, yet he never saw the Crawford house’s other res-
ident: the monstrous Gregory Crawford, who was kept
locked in an attic room. Manning suspected this creature’s
presence, but Jeremy insisted on caring for his son person-
ally. Jeremy finally died in 1925, and Richard Manning
retired to a small house in town to live out his final days.

Since that time the Crawford house has stood unoccu-
pied—as far as anyone in town knows. At the urging of the
town elders, Innsmouth’s “law consultant”, Ralsa Marsh
sought out the missing Geoffrey Crawford, so that he or his
tainted heirs might return to Innsmouth.

Geoffrey Crawford is the pivotal character in this sce-
nario, for he did indeed have the Innsmouth taint — and at
one time he was married to the grandmother of one of the
investigators! He fathered at least two children by this
woman, and possibly a third (the investigator’s mother),
before he was overcome by his awful heritage and forced to
take to the sea. This was also the fate of his two children
(see the “Family Tree” on p. 70 for more details). The inves-
tigator’s grandmother, however, disturbed by her husband’s
deteriorating behavior, began taking up with another man,
who would eventually become her second husband after
Geoffrey’s disappearance. The grandmother’s third child,
the investigator’s mother, is of uncertain parentage: was her
father the deep one-tainted Geoffrey Crawford or the nor-
mal grandfather remembered by the investigator? This is
one of the key problems to be solved during this scenario.

The investigator’s mother has been contacted by a
Boston law firm who was in turn hired by Ralsa Marsh to
find Geoffrey Crawford’s heirs. She contacts her son or
daughter (the investigator) to check into the property (per-
haps because she lives too distant to inspect it personally).
She wants the investigator to determine the property’s
value and make arrangements for its sale.

Unfortunately, the investigator and his companions
soon find that the house isn’t as vacant as was believed —
the hybrid Gregory Crawford still lurks in his locked attic
room. He has shrunken down to the size of a rat, gradual-
ly metastasizing his own flesh and bone to feed himself
since he has no other source of nourishment (see “The
Lurker Among the Dunes”, below). Gregory is but one of
the many oddities the investigator and his friends come
across during their stay in Innsmouth.

As for the investigator’s possible tainted heritage, the
truth is left for the individual keeper to decide. The investi-
gator’s mother is either the legitimate, tainted child of
Geoffrey Crawford, or the illegitimate child of a normal



man. The consequences of an investigator’s having the
Innsmouth taint are discussed in “The Problem of Birth”
section, near the end of this adventure. The keeper’s deci-
sion also has considerable bearing on the section entitled
“Geneaological Research” and the box on “The Dreams”.

Investigators’ Information

The scenario begins when one of the investigators receives
a phone call or telegram from his mother (or, if she is dead,
her brother or sister). She wants the investigator to check
out a piece of property which the family has just inherited.
“Mother” is unable to do so herself because of distance
from the area, scheduling conflicts, work, etc.

Contacting the Boston law firm of Brock, Bainbridge,
and Langton, the investigator is told he should go to near-
by Innsmouth to view the property in question, called the
Crawford house after its owner Jeremy Crawford. The
property consists of a large house and several acres of land
on northwest Hancock Street, just outside of town. If the
investigator has any further questions he is told to contact
an Innsmouth law consuliant named Ralsa Marsh.
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Current maps of the state (circa 1928) do not show
Innsmouth, but a successful Library Use roll finds it
marked on a pre-Civil War-era map. Sketchy information
on the town can be gained through additional research (see
“Other Sources of Information™ on p. 18.

Welcome to
Innsmouth

ominous one: signposts are missing, painted over, or
toppled into the brush, and farmers give directions
hesitantly — if at all. Eventually, after countless dead ends
and wrong turns, the party comes upon Innsmouth.
Innsmouth is hideously squalid, a rotting half-deserted
town of perhaps 300-400 people. Many buildings are col-
lapsing or boarded up, and a terrible fishy stench hangs

The investigators’ journey to Innsmouth should be an

This book provides the keeper with three complete sce-
narios set in decaying Innsmouth. The keeper should
take care to introduce the investigators to Innsmouth
gradually. If they learn too much too fast, the town
elders may react harshly, even murderously, taking steps
to eliminate the investigators the next time they dare set
foot in town. Death or incarceration await the unwary or
the too nosy. The keeper should introduce the investiga-
tors to Innsmouth slowly, involving them first in periph-
eral adventures, and only later allowing them to uncov-
er some of Innsmouth’s deeper secrets.

With this in mind, players should be encouraged to
roll up an extra investigators or two, in case their pri-
mary investigator finds the town no longer safe to visit
or, possibly, is jailed as a result of his actions in town. It
should be kept in mind that Innsmouth is a real town, its
inhabitants American citizens with a right to police pro-
tection and recourse to the courts. Investigator excuses
about “monsters in the town” will do little to aid their
case if accused of murder or other crimes—unless, of
course, a defense of insanity is the goal. It should be
kept in mind that any number of Innsmouth citizens
may be willing to testify against the investigator, fram-
ing him as necessary. The U.S. Government may at
some point intervene in the case, but not until it is ready
to mount the raid on the town. In the meantime, the
investigator-might find himself cooling his heels in jail
for several months.

“The Crawford Inheritance” is suggested as a party’s
first foray into Innsmouth. It is subtle enough that it is

Adventuring in Innsmouth

unlikely the investigators will create undue friction with
the populance of Innsmouth. Keepers are urged to run
additional adventures between “The Crawford
Inheritance” and “Escape from Innsmouth” scenarios,
using either the Sinister Seeds found in the back of this
book or creating adventures of their own. The success-
ful completion of the “Escape from Innsmouth” adven-
ture may result in the investigators being unable to safe-
ly visit the town again.

The Sinister Seeds come in three basic types: those
suitable for introductory adventures; those which can be
used after the investigators become known to the inhab-
itants; and a few that can be staged after the climactic
“Raid on Innsmouth.”

“The Raid” recreates the police action taken against
the town of Innsmouth by the U.S. Government in
February of 1928. It is assumed that the raid is, for the
most part, a successful action resulting in the arrest and
incarceration of most of the town’s hybrids, finally
ending the deep ones’ reign of terror. The raid should
only be staged when the keeper is sure that he has
exploited all the best possibilities the town has to offer.
After the raid, the character of Innsmouth changes
drastically.

According to the Lovecraft’s story, “The Shadow
Over Innsmouth,” the government raid on Innsmouth
took place in February of 1928. For the purposes of this
book we have chosen to ignore this date. It is presumed
that the keeper will run it at a date that suits his own
campaign.
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over the town regardless of the wind direction. The streets
are narrow and ill-paved, with most street signs missing.
The main highway passes through the town’s apparent mer-
chant district, south of the Manuxet River. In short,
Innsmouth appears ancient, decayed, and foreboding.

Fewer than 20 people are glimpsed as the investigators
come into town. Of these, half are slightly sinister-looking
folk with unblinking eyes and stooped shuffling gaits. The
remainder of the townsfolk seem to be more or less normal
working class folk. Both types stare as the investigators
pass, suggesting that perhaps strangers are rare here.

If the investigators ask one of the locals for directions to
the Crawford house, a Luck roll is required to find some-
one who knows where it lies: north on Hancock Street, the
last house on the left, just before the road ends out by the
marsh. A Psychology roll infers that the normal folk ques-
tioned seem fearful of outsiders. If the investigators ask the
whereabouts of Ralsa Marsh’s office, nearly anyone can
give them the address, but another Psychology roll reveals
that the *“normals” seem fearful of this question as well. In
any case, the normal folk answer only a few questions
before hurriedly moving on, frequently glancing around as
if afraid of being watched. The more sinister folk behave
much more calmly when speaking with outsiders, though a
Psychology roll hints that they are just a little suspicious of
these strangers to Innsmouth.

In addition to Ralsa Marsh’s office, which is discussed
below, the keeper may want to familiarize himself with

these other Innsmouth locations likely to be used by the
investigators: the Gilman House Hotel (703), the First
National Grocer’s (702), the Innsmouth Cafe (704), and
Waite’s Variety (708).

Ralsa Marsh

Ralsa Marsh’s rundown “law office” (203) on Main Street,
north of the river, is shared with his father Rowley’s medical
practice. Entering the office, the investigators are met by the
Marshes’ homely receptionist, Ruth (Marsh) Gilman, who
answers their questions flatly. The heir-investigator should
attempt a Luck roll, and if successful Ralsa Marsh is avail-
able to see them; if the roll fails Ruth Gilman states that
Ralsa isn’t coming in to the office today, and that the gentle-
men should come back the next day. Mrs. Gilman won’t give
out Marsh’s home address, nor disturb her brother/femployer.
If Ralsa Marsh is “in”, he meets with the heir-investiga-
tor. The late-thirtyish Marsh seems haughty, fashionably
dressed, and fairly normal in appearance. During the inter-
view he openly ogles any female investigators present, and
may ask a particularly pretty one to join him for dinner. A
Psychology roll guesses that his intentions aren’t totally
honorable, but that he is driven by nothing more sinister
than lust. He may press the matter if spurned, and contin-
ues to proposition these women every time he sees them.
He questions the investigator about his plans for the
Crawford property, who his friends (the other investigators)
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are, how long they are staying in town and where, and so
forth. Of the Crawfords, Marsh knows only that Jeremy
Crawford died in 1925 at the age of 98, and that his only
remaining heir would have been Geoffrey Crawford — the
investigator’s grandfather. Since no other heirs remained,
the estate went to Geoffrey’s wife’s family (the investiga-
tor’s mother, uncle, or aunt, as applicable). Marsh eventu-
ally becomes disinterested with the investigators, and final-
ly has the heir sign a few papers before giving him or her a
set of keys for the Crawford Jouse and directions explain-
ing how to get there.

The Crawford House and Grounds

The house is located on northwest Hancock Street, a half
mile or so outside of town. Along the rutted road are a cou-
ple of abandoned farmhouses falling to ruin.

The Crawford place is perched on a low rise at the edge
of the huge salt marsh that surrounds Innsmouth. A large
carriage house or barn has in fact collapsed and partially
sunk into the encroaching marsh. Behind the house are a
crumbling woodshed (containing a rusty axe and rotted
wood), a small toolshed (with dozens of rusty tools and
other rotted items), and an outhouse which has also been
claimed by the sandy, marshy earth. An overgrown carriage
path leads past the front of the house and back to the col-
lapsed carriage house.

The house itself appears to be in good condition: it is an
older Georgian clapboard house, with two stories and an

attic, a hipped roof, a central chimney, and a small over-
hanging gable in the rear. The windows are all intact, and
the doors are locked; Mechanical Repair rolls will open
either, or they can be forced or broken open—the door’s
STRis 11.

GROUND FLOOR: Inside the front door is a dusty entry-
way with a large fireplace and a staircase leading upstairs.
To the right of the entry is the living room, with several
chairs spilling their stuffing and a dust-caked but well-pre-
served Queen Anne lowboy; an oil lamp rests on a table
here as well. The other door leading out of the living room
opens on a simple study, with a battered desk and chair, and
a few moldy ancient books—most concern America’s
industrial history—on a sagging bookshelf; the desk-draw-
ers contain nothing but useless pens, bottles of dried ink,
and several yellowed and stained sheets of paper. To the left
of the main entryway is a dining room with six high-backed
chairs and a long narrow table. A door leads into the pantry,
where the smells of damp and rot are strong; the many
boxes, jars, tins, and barrels here hold spoiled foodstuffs:
flour, preserved vegetables and fruits, etc. Off the pantry is
the kitchen, with a large fireplace, a wood-burning stove, a
pair of waterbasins, and some old tablewares. The back
door opens into the kitchen.

SECOND FLOOR: Upstairs are two nearly identical bed-
rooms in the northeast and southeast corners, each with its
own small closet. The northern one is dusty, the bed and
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dresser apparently unused for decades; a locked door leads

mbz @rﬂmfﬂrh %Uuﬁﬁ off this bedroom to a narrow staircase up to a trapdoor

- opening into the attic. The southern bedroom appears to

_& Door _&\ Locked door have been used within the last few years, at least (it was

Jeremy Crawford’s). The bed is heaped with comforters

= Chimney —==— Window and the closet and dressers contain old articles of men’s

clothing. Beneath the lumpy mattress is a thin book, hand-

i Stairs up % Stairs down written in a barely legible scrawl—the diary of Jeremy
Crawford (see “The Diaries” below).

% In the northwestern and southwestern corners of the

house are additional bedrooms, both much smaller and

e - Tools, workroom more austere than the others, with beds and dressers but no

Q0 ; ' losets. Again, while the southern one seems to have been

L = Pantry storage ¢ £am, .
= 8 in use within the last decade (this was used by Jeremy

Crawford’s servant, Richard Manning), the northern one
J has been unused for decades.

Elsewhere on the upper floor is a cramped storage
e room, with old lanterns, sagging furniture, fading ancient
[ - :_l paintings and family portraits, and countless boxes of old

Study/ ’

Pantry . . . .
I , ) Q Kitchen Living Room | clothes and other personal items; other than a possibly

. . valuable antique or two, there is nothing of note here.

_)' & The final upstairs room is a sitting room in the gabled

R! extension at the rear of the house. Several cushion-seated

1 “ chairs offer an excellent view out of this room’s many win-

F Living Room dows. A successful Spot Hidden roll or a glance undereath

.'/% Entry . one of the chairs Fliscovers anf)ther handwritte'n diary held

: there by cloth strips. Fairly slim, and written in a careful,

i o~ ] precise feminine hand, this is Elizabeth Crawford’s diary; it
l— =____L& A 1 too is discussed in “The Diaries™, below.

ATTIC: The uppermost floor of the Crawford house holds
the attic, most of which is a dust-caked and cobwebby
r=—="1 Sitting [— open space. The crumbling chimney juts through the cen-
Room ter of the roof, with a few loose bricks scattered here and
Bedroom Bedroom there. The locked door here refuses to budge even if
H ” unlocked—it is stuck in the jamb and must be forced (its
STR is 13). Forcing the door open splinters the jamb so
.o_ . that the door now won’t stay shut. Inside the investigators
A find a large room smelling horribly of fish and excrement
O Closet ’% é Closet and rot. Much of the place is cobwebby, and looks to have
L TD % been long-vacant. There are a few rat-sized holes in the
wre baseboards, but these also seem long-unused. A small
' alcove to the west contains several torn pillows, more cob-
webs, and some broken plates stained with long-dried
food. The fishy smell is much worse here, but these attic
rooms are empty. Spot Hidden rolls note a few small claw
marks raked across the inside of the door and on the walls
of the alcove.

I Dining

Ground
Floor

aull

< a

Second

If Bedroom

storage
Il

CELLAR: Outside the back door is a leaf-strewn stone
staircase leading to the cellar door. The unlocked door
opens on another pantry full of spoiled, rotting, stinking
_——Xl foodstuffs—burst jars are everywhere. The smell of damp
Trap door ' Vi rot is rampant here. A door leading off the pantry opens into
a workroom and storeroom: more badly rusted tools,
warped lumber, and broken furniture are strewn inside. The

N damp smell is even stronger here, and puddles of salty

water dot the floor.

The
Attic

DwN




The Crawford Inheritance - 73

THE DIARIES

The two diaries found in the house offer some tantalizing
hints of the shadow over Innsmouth, and the fate of the
Crawfords. Each diary requires 25-EDU hours of study and
an English roll to read.

JEREMY CRAWFORD’S JOURNAL: The initial portions
of Jeremy’s journal deal with his early teens, and are very
sporadically kept; there is nothing out of the ordinary in
these sections. In 1844, young Jeremy courts and marries
Elizabeth Garrison, a beautiful Innsmouth girl. In the ensu-
ing years Jeremy hints of trouble in the town, centered on
“the Esoteric Order of Dagon™, a paganistic church found-
ed by Obed Marsh, once a successful sea captain and now
secretly in control of Innsmouth. In 1846, Jeremy’s hand-
writing breaks down as he reports Elizabeth’s disappear-
ance during a series of riots brought on by the arrest of
Obed Marsh. Dozens are left dead or missing, and Marsh is
now firmly in control of the town. His followers are
rewarded, and those who oppose him are punished.

From this point on the entries are scrawled and barely
coherent. Living alone in despair for over a year, Jeremy is
finally forced—by Obed Marsh and the Order—to remarry
in 1847; he doesn’t discuss his wife in any detail, nor even
name her—she is merely “that one” whom he took accord-
ing to the demands of “that terrible third oath”. Jeremy and
his second wife have their first child, Gregory, in 1849; lit-
tle mention is made of Gregory thereafter. A second child,
Geoffrey, is born in 1851, and a third, George, in 1854. In
1862, Jeremy writes that “‘she” returns “home”. In 1870,
Jeremy and the middle son, Geoffrey, argue, and the boy
runs away from home. In 1879 George leaves “to join his

mother”. In 1886, “they” decide that it is time for Gregory
to die: “Dr. Marsh signed the death certificate and they
gave him a funeral, and made me go along.”

Again, the handwriting deteriorates in the years after
Jeremy is left alone. In 1887 Jeremy hires Richard
Manning, a young Innsmouth man, to help take care of the
house. Entries become rarer and rarer in the next 30 years.
Jeremy at one point writes cryptically that Manning “sure-
ly must hear it’s pityous cries and fits of peek—yet he has
never asked about it, bless him.” In the journal’s last entry,
dated January of 1925, Jeremy complains of a fierce chill
he has suffered.

Reading Jeremy’s journal adds 1D4 points to a investi-
gator’s Innsmouth Lore skill.

ELIZABETH CRAWFORD’S DIARY: This diary is much
shorter than Jeremy’s, dating back to Elizabeth’s early
teens. Most of the entries deal with everyday life: playing
with friends, talking about boys, feminine mischief, and her
mother’s teaching her to be ““alady”. Scattered among these
entries are references to the shipping successes of “Captain
Obed”. Elizabeth’s mother warns her to stay away from the
Marsh warehouses, where she and her friends sometimes
play; Mrs. Garrison warns that Captain Marsh has brought
back strange and terrible animals from his travels. Still
later, after Elizabeth and Jeremy are married, Mrs. Garrison
warns her daughter to stay away from Marsh’s Esoteric
Order of Dagon, where “That man and his heathen horde
pray to some filthy South Seas fish-god™. The final entry in
the diary chronicles the arrest and jailing of Obed Marsh
and his followers: shots were reportedly fired between
Marsh and the authorities in a battle near Devil Reef;
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Marsh’s gang were captured and charged with numerous
kidnappings and murders dating back the last few years.
Elizabeth’s diary ends “Now that that man has been cap-
tured maybe Innsmouth can return to normal.”

Elizabeth Crawford’s diary adds 1D3 points to its read-
er’s Innsmouth Lore skill.

Arrested in Innsmouth

This event occurs only if the investigators travel to the
Crawford house without visiting Ralsa Marsh first. Without
keys, the investigators must force or pick a lock, actions
which count against them when the local constables arrive.

The locals, always suspicious of outsiders, alert the
authorities they see an unknown car (or cars) tooling through
town. All three of Innsmouth’s hybrid constables arm them-
selves and pile into their car; if more than one strange car
was reported, the Gortons, a depraved local family, are “dep-
utized”, and they also come along, armed, in their truck.

When the they arrive at the Crawford place, Constable
Martin and his cohorts gruffly ask the investigators who they
are, what they’re doing here, why they’re armed (if applica-
ble), and how they got in the house (if applicable). If the
investigators didn’t visit Ralsa Marsh, they have no way to
prove their innocence: Marsh would have given them papers
and keys to corroborate their story. The constables leave the
party alone if such proof is brought forth. If the investigators
have no such proof, Martin and company arrest them on
charges of breaking and entering; a Law roll reduces this to
a detainment until the matter can be straightened out. Martin
and his men pile the investigators into their vehicles and
drive them back to town, confiscating any weapons first; ille-
gal weapons bring more charges with less of a chance of get-
ting out of wrouble. The “law’ meets any resistance with fists
and/or clubs—a good beating, but not murder.

Back at the jail (202), as few investigators as possible are
put in each cell, and one of them is allowed a phone call
(presumably to Ralsa Marsh’s office); other investigators
making Law rolls also receive their phone calls. Calls out-
side of town are frowned upon, but out of town lawyers can
get the investigators out of jail within 1D2 days, barring any
serious charges. If Ralsa Marsh is in his office, he can clear
things up in 1D4 hours, again barring any serious charges.

Until the matter is cleared up, the investigators must
languish in the filthy, cramped Innsmouth jail. The condi-
tions are terrible: a chamberpot for a toilet, stinking mats on
stone floors for beds, and runny stew or soup twice a day.
Escape is possible, but unlikely, and not recommended:
considering their innocence, and in the interest of preserv-
ing their reputations, the investigators should want to get
out of this legally.

The Lurker Among the Dunes

When the investigators break into the locked attic room
they unwittingly unleash this adventure’s “monster”: the
deep one Gregory Crawford. Jeremy Crawford kept his
unmetamorphosed offspring in the attic, and cared for him

for a time. Over the last several decades Jeremy gradually
stopped feeding him. Starving, but trapped in the attic
room, Gregory had to metabolize his own cellular structure
to stay alive, eventually shrinking to the size of a rat. He
hides in a rathole while the investigators search the attic.

The night after the investigators splinter the attic door
Gregory slips out, pulls some loose bricks out of the chim-
ney in the attic, and then either jumps up and out, or down
if there is no fire in the fireplace, breaking out a kitchen
window to complete his escape.

Over the next several days Gregory haunts the nearby
salt marshes, gorging on anything he can get his paws on
(birds, frogs, squirrels, snakes, insects, etc.) and growing
rapidly. The investigators hear strange inhuman/amphibi-
ous cries out in the marshes by night, catch glimpses of
something moving out in the weedy dunes, and perhaps
find webbed footprints in the dunes (tiny at first, but grow-
ing in size each time they are found). Over the next sever-
al days they also find bloody half-gnawed animal
remains—perhaps piles of them. The keeper is urged to
keep Gregory out of sight as long as possible: he is much
more frightening when not clearly seen. Eventually he
turns to larger animals for food, necessitating his capture or
death (see “The Lurker Brought to Bear”, below).

The table below shows Gregory’s statistics each day as
he grows: Day 1 shows how he appears until released from
the attic; Day 2 reflects his statistics after spending one full
day feeding outside the house. Gregory Crawford is a
naked, hunched, human-like figure, very fiithy and feral,
with hairless scaly skin, protruberant eyes, a wide,
thick-lipped mouth, deep creases at the sides of his neck,
and some webbing between his fingers and toes. He dislikes
light, and until he gets huge he prefers to fight single targets.

In combat, Gregory may attack with both claws and a bite
each round. If both claws hit in the same round, the hybrid
automatically does bite damage that round and each round
thereafter until slain or removed via STR vs. STR roll.

GREGORY CRAWFORD, hybrid deep one

Day 1 2 3 4 5 6+
STR 1 2 5 8 14 19
CON 6 7 10 13 17 19
SIZ 1 2 5 9 15 22
INT 4 5 6 6 7
POW 6 6 7 8

DEX 18 17 15 14 13 12
APP 4 3 2 2 1 NA
HP 4 5 8 11 16 21
DB -D6 -D6 -D6 — +D4 +2D6
Armor 0 0 1 2 2 3

Weapons: Claws (x2) 45%, damage 1D4+db

Bite 30%, damage 1D3

Skills: Dodge 60%, English 10%, Hide 70%, Listen 60%, Sneak
55%, Spot Hidden 50%, Swim 55%, Track 25%.

Sanity Loss: It costs 1/1D6 Sanity to see Gregory Crawford,
regardless of his level of development. Footprints or animal
remains he leaves behind might call for a loss of 0/1 to 0/1D3
Sanity, if the keeper desires.



The Law in Innsmouth

constables, all of whom are loyal to the deep ones and

the Esoteric Order of Dagon. Those who glimpse too
much of Innsmouth’s darker secrets and are caught are
often held in the Innsmouth jail until they can be dealt with
— usually by feeding them to deep ones or a shoggoth.
When in need of additional “deputies”, the constables turn
to the men-folk of the Gorton family (406): a degenerate
human family in thrall to the Innsmouth hybrids.

Innsmouth’s law enforcement consists of three hybrid

ANDREW MARTIN, chief constable, age 31

STR 16 CON 14 SIZ16 INT13 POW 14

DEX 10 APP 8 EDU 8 SAN 0 HP15
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist 75%, damage 1D3+db

Nightstick 55%, damage 1D6+db

Bowie Knife 55%, damage 1D4+2+db

.45 Revolver 55%, damage 1D10+2

Skills: Climb 50%, Cthulhu Mythos 35%, Dodge 30%,
Drive Automobile 35%, Hide 40%, Jump 45%, Law
40%, Listen 55%, Psychology 35%, Sneak 30%, Spot
Hidden 60%, Track 25%.

Chief constable Martin is a silent, serious-looking hybrid
in his thirties. He is powerfully-built, and has thin scraggly
blondish hair, jowly cheeks, bulging eyes and a flat nose.
Martin is cold and cruel, and often terrorizes prisoners into
revealing what they’ve seen. He always carries his knife,
nightstick and gun, and frequently sleeps at the jail.

NATHAN BIRCH, wily old constable, age 37

STR15 CON 14 SIZ15 INT12 POW 12

DEX 15 APP10 EDU 9 SAN 0 HP15

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist 65%, damage 1D3+db

Grapple 60%, damage special

(Sawed-off) double-barrelled 12-gauge shotgun 65%,
damage 4D6/1D6 (0-5 yards/5-10 yards)

Skills: Dodge 35%, Drive Automobile 55%, Hide 45%,

Jump 55%, Law 45%, Listen 40%, Psychology 25%,

Sneak 50%, Spot Hidden 50%, Track 40%.

Birch is a pudgy, stooped hybrid with surprisingly narrow
eyes, and a wide, thick-lipped malicious grin. Birch always
wears a heavy coat, barely concealing his sawed-off shot-
gun; the shotgun’s trigger-guard is sawed off to allow
Birch’s thickly-webbed fingers to reach the trigger. When
expecting trouble he also carries a baseball bat.

ELLIOT ROPES, brutish constable, age 26

STR 17 CON 16 SIZ16 INT10 POW 9
DEX 12 APP 6 EDU 7 SAN 0 HP16
Damage Bonus: +1D6

Weapons: Fist 85%, damage 1D3+db
Grapple 75%, damage special

Head Butt 50%, damage 1D4+db
.38 revolver 35%, damage 1D10

Skills: Climb 55%, Dodge 35%, Law 10%, Listen 30%,
Spot Hidden 35%, Track 45%.

Ropes is a huge thickly-muscled hybrid. He is incredibly
ugly, with bulging eyes, deep creases in his neck, scaly
skin, a bestial protruding jaw and receding forehead, a
flabby-lipped downturned mouth, and thinning hair. He is
more beast than man, and prefers to fight hand-to-hand
rather than with weapons.

RICH GORTON, degenerate father, age 56

STR13 CON 13 SIZ14 INT1l POW 12

DEX 14 APP 8 EDU 4 SAN 0 HP14

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist 65%, damage 1D3+db

Kick 45%, damage 1D6+db

Grapple 45%, damage special

12-gauge double-barrelled shotgun 70%, damage
4D6/2D6/1D6

Skills: Camouflage 40%, Dodge 40%, Drive Automobile

70%, Electrical Repair 25%, Hide 45%, Listen 55%,

Mechanical Repair 70%, Sneak 55%, Spot Hidden 60%,

Throw 65%, Track 55%.

Rich Gorton is a crafty man. He does handy-man-type jobs
around town and hunts for game to feed his family.

MIKE GORTON, degenerate son, 20

STR16 CON 12 SIZ16 INT12 POW 1l

DEX 10 APP10 EDU 4 SAN 0 HP14

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist 60%, damage 1D3+db

Grapple 65%, damage special

Bowie knife 45%, damage 1D4+2+db

12-gauge double-barrelled shotgun 55%, damage
4D6/2D6/1D6

Skills: Climb 55%, Dodge 45%, Drive Automobile 40%,

Hide 30%, Listen 30%, Sneak 35%, Spot Hidden 40%,

Throw 55%, Track 40%.

Mike, the oldest son, is a bit of a clumsy oaf, but in other
respects is much like his dad.

SCOTT GORTON, degenerate son, 15

STR 13 CON 13 SIZ12 INT 9 POW 8

DEX 15 APP 9 EDU 3 SAN 0 HP13

Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist 55%, damage 1D3+db

Pocketknife 30%, damage 1D3+db

.22 bolt-action rifle 50%, damage 1D6+2

Skills: Climb 70%, Dodge 60%, Hide 60%, Jump 55%,
Listen 55%, Sneak 60%, Spot Hidden 35%, Swim 55%,
Throw 65%, Track 60%.

Scott is a strange, quiet kid who spends a lot of time in the
salt marshes north of town. He behaves almost like an ani-
mal at times, and frequently tells his family he wants to be
“one o’ them fish-folk like we plays with sometimes.”
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Genealogical
Research

his is an obvious avenue of research for the investi-

I gators once they learn more of the house’s former
occupants and the heir-investigator’s relationship to

the Crawford family. Below are brief listings of what may

be learned from various sources in Innsmouth and else-
where.

Innsmouth Records

Scowling, sinister, Eustis Eliot is the untainted human
township clerk at the Innsmouth Assembly Hall (213). She
is loathe to surrender information, but successful Law or
Perusade rolls force her to produce what marriage, birth,
and death certificates exist for the Crawford family. Failed
rolls cause her to delay the search until the next day—when
another Law or Persuade roll is required.

Marriage certificates exist for Jeremy Crawford and
Elizabeth Garrison (1844), and for Jeremy Crawford and
Mary Smith (1847). Birth certificates are present for
Jeremy Crawford (1827), and his sons Gregory (1849),
Geoffrey (1851), and George (1854). There are death cer-
tificates for Elizabeth Garrison Crawford (1846, cause of
death: unspecified fever), Mary Crawford (1862: drown-
ing), Gregory Crawford (1886: natural causes), and Jeremy
Crawford (1925: pneumonia); the death certificates for
Gregory and Jeremy are signed by Dr. Rowley Marsh.

If questioned, Dr. Marsh gives no further details on any
of these findings. The hybrid locals watch the investigators
more closely once they begin delving into genealogical
matters.

Investigator Family Papers

Much of the information discovered here depends on
whether or not the heir-investigator actually has the
Innsmouth taint. Some items are the same regardless. First,
the investigator’s family firmly believes that the investiga-
tor’s mother was fathered by the grandmother’s first hus-
band, Geoffrey Crawford. Secondly, older family members
or old letters or journals reflect that Geoffrey was very
strange, secretive, and irritable at times, particularly just
prior to abandoning his family. Their first two children, a
boy and a girl, were just as strange and secretive, and
thankfully passed out of communication with the investiga-
tor’s family when they came of marrying age. Grandma’s
second husband had been a long-time friend and supporter
of her and her family, even during her first marriage.

If the heir is not tainted, then hidden in some long-lost
stack of Grandma’s letters is her confession to her closest
confidant in the family: during one of Geoffrey’s fits of

pique, Grandma sought comfort with her friend-—soon to
be her second husband. She and this loving man were inti-
mate, though no one—not even Geoffrey—knew. Shortly
afterward Geoffrey disappeared, and it soon became appar-
ent that Grandma was pregnant. Considering her first hus-
band’s coldness, the child (the investigator’s mother) could
only be the illegitimate child of her soon-to-be second hus-
band. The investigator's mother and the investigator thus
are found to harbor none of the tainted Crawford blood.

If, on the other hand, the keeper decides that the heir is
to be tainted, similar hidden letters from Grandma to a con-
fidant reveal that, much to her revulsion, Geoffrey Crawford
forced himself on her shortly before his disappearance. The
investigator’s mother is undoubtedly Geoffrey’s child, so
the investigator and his mother are both tainted.

These fragments could take weeks or months to unearth,
perhaps requiring several Spot Hidden, Library Use,
English, or Luck rolls to reflect time rummaging through
trunks, attics, and garages for old family letters, joumals,
and so forth. Nevertheless, the heir will almost certainly be
obsessed with finding the truth about his heritage. This
could haunt a character—and a campaign—for some time.

Richard Manning

Richard Manning, Jeremy Crawford’s old servant, is anoth-
er likely source of information regarding the Crawford
family and (especially) the old house. The investigators
may learn of Manning through Jeremy’s journal, and the
locals might then grudgingly give the old man’s address.

Manning lives in a tiny rundown house on Phillips Place,
between Church and Martin Streets. Though only 56,
Manning looks much older. He seems old and tired and
speaks fairly freely once he leams the investigator is an heir
of Jeremy’s. Jeremy was also old and tired, relates Manning,
and was basically ruined when his first wife died. That sec-
ond marriage was more their idea than his (Manning doesn’t
elaborate as to who they are). The children were also a result
of their urging. Gregory was supposedly real sickly, Geoffrey
a hothead who ran away from home, and George a pretty
level-headed fellow. No one knows much about the second
wife, Mary. All of this was long before Manning came along,
however. If the investigators inquire about the mysterious
death certificates and journal references, Manning says that
it’s best not to ask questions. If they press further, a Persuade
roll elicits the following from the old man, and then he ush-
ers the party out: “Yer askin’ the right questions an’ the wrong
ones et once. A fella could find some answers an’ more’n a
few new questions if he uz ta dig in the right plot, if ye know
whut I mean. They’s a lotta dead folk in this taown thet ain’t
whar they oughta be-—an’ some of ‘em’s Crawfords. Yew git
goin’ naow, ‘fore ya git us all in it. Git!”

A LITTLE DIGGING

Richard Manning’s cryptic hints urged the investigators to do
a little digging, and the South Woods Memorial Cemetery
(1001), south of town, is the place he had in mind. The inves-
tigators might wander around Innsmouth’s other graveyards



seeking the Crawford plots, or they might ask Eustis Eliot or
Otis Fuller (610), the town gravedigger, for help.

The cemetery is sheltered by a small forest of lowering,
stunted trees, and is bisected by an old track that connects
with narrow roads to Arkham and nearby Falcon Point.

The Crawford plot is in a badly overgrown section of
the cemetery. Crumbled gravemarkers trip the unwary, and
waist-high grass and weeds hold sway hege. Dates and
names, though faded, correspond to the dates listed above.

The investigators presumably carry out any graverobbing
activities under cover of night. The chirps and calls of birds,
frogs, and less identifiable creatures fill the darkness, and an
inexplicable greenish, fishy-smelling miasma hangs over the
ground in the dim moonlight. Intrusions by Otis Fuller, the
constables, or other Innsmouthers are left to the keeper’s dis-
cretion. Graverobbing investigators lose 0/1 point of Sanity
during their nocturnal quest for morbid information. Each
grave takes an hour to exhume and half that to refill.

Jeremy Crawford and his first wife Elizabeth are found
moldering within their coffins, the former bloated with rot

The Crawford Inheritance — 77

and the latter mostly bones and parchment flesh: Sanity
loss is 0/1D3 for Jeremy, 0/1 for Elizabeth. A successful
Spot Hidden, First Aid, Medicine, or Forensics roll discov-
ers a bull-hole in Elizabeth’s skull. Elsewhere, the rotted
coffins in wife Mary’s and second son Gregory’s graves
contain no bodies or bones: instead, there are merely logs
wrapped in rotted cloth. This unsettling discovery costs
0/1D2 Sanity per instance. For if the bodies aren’t here,
where are they?

Things Get Ugly

hile the investigators explore the Crawford
house, look into the Crawford family history,
and tour Innsmouth, Gregory Crawford contin-

ues to feed and grow out in the desolate salt marshes. Soon
he makes forays along the edge of town. Farmers along the

Over the course of this adventure, and perhaps during
subsequent ones, the heir-investigator has at least one
dream related to his questionable heritage. The charac-
ter suffers dream one (“The Look™) regardless of
whether he or she actually has deep one blood. This
dream occurs after this person finds out about the
Innsmouth curse; even if he doesn’t have the taint, his
anxiety is likely to play tricks with his unconscious
mind.

The other nightmares are only suffered if the heir
actually does have the taint. The keeper should space
these out over other adventures so that the character’s
gradual metamorphosis into a deep one is hinted at
throughout the campaign. If using this adventure in con-
junction with the other Innsmouth adventures, “The
Bells” could be used during the title scenario; “Going
Home” could then be used as a prelude or follow-up to
“The Raid on Innsmouth”. Hybrid dreams such as these
are discussed under the heading “The Innsmouth Look™,
pp. 15-16.

DREAM ONE: THE LOOK

The afflicted investigator is walking the streets of
Innsmouth, passing hybrids and normal citizens. The
hybrids pay no attention to him now, whereas before they
stared suspiciously. The normal residents, who were
merely skittish before, are now almost openly fearful.
Passing by a store window, the dreamer catches his
reflection in the glass: his own features are distorted by
prominent symptoms of the dreaded “Innsmouth look™!
This calls for a Sanity loss of 0/1D3 points, and with a
failed roll the investigator awakens with a scream.

Deep One Dreams

DREAM TWO: THE BELLS

For the truly afflicted investigator only. The investiga-
tor “awakens” to the distant tolling of a bell, which
compels him out of the house and into the town, toward
the harbor. The bell seems to be tolling from out on—or
in—the ocean. Still compelled by the ominous pealing,
the dreamer borrows a nearby rowboat and rows out to
the black line of the reef. Once there, he or she realizes
that the bell is ringing from the ocean depths beyond
Devil Reef; this calls for a loss of 0/1 Sanity points, or
1/1D3 points if the dreamer knows of Y ha-nthlei, the
legendary deep one city which lies there. Soon after
having this dream the investigator should develop the
first symptoms of the Innsmouth look.

DREAM THREE: GOING HOME

For the truly afflicted investigator only. As in the previ-
ous dream, the sleeping investigator is awakened by the
tolling bell and compelled to the harbor, and on to the
reef. On reaching the reef, however, the compulsion
becomes too strong for him, and he dives into the ocean,
swimming deeper and deeper. His lungs swelling to
burst, his consciousness fading, the investigator sudden-
ly finds himself grabbed and dragged down into the
depths by several deep ones. By all rights he should be
dead—drowned or crushed by the water pressure—but
the deep ones take him deeper, down, down, down. Down
to Y’ ha-nthlei (1012), where the dreamer briefly beholds
some of the wondrous spires and alien flora and fauna of
the sunken city before waking with a scream. The dream-
er loses 1D4/2D8 points of Sanity, and his Innsmouth
look symptoms now become much more obvious.
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northern fringes of Innsmouth lose chickens. A dog. And
finally, inevitably, a child.

The Jordans, a dirt-poor untainted family living on
northern Phillips Place—less than half a mile from the
Crawford house—discover their 9-year old daughter
Rowena missing the fourth day after Gregory’s release.
Along with several neighbors, they search vainly for the
girl—perhaps even asking the investigators if they’ve seen
her. While no trace of Rowena is initially found, some
small animal remains turn up, and whispered rumors cir-
culate among the searchers: something has been raiding
local farms, and a few have even heard or glimpsed it out
in the marshes. Could it be one of them? No, they usually
stay out of sight. A wild animal? No, they hate this place.
But what then?

Portions of the Jordan girl’s tiny gnawed and mangled
body may be discovered eventually. Viewing these remains
and those of any of Gregory’s subsequent victims costs the
investigators 1/1D6 points of Sanity.

The searchers briefly question the investigators (with
barely suppressed anger and suspicion) before the old para-
noia sets in and they depart. Shortly afterward, another child
disappears from the northern fringe, and the murmurs grow
louder: maybe they in the Crawford house did something to
anger them, and this is their revenge. The investigators are
henceforth scorned by the locals, hybrid and normal alike.
They may even be asked to leave—for everyone’s good.
Stones might be thrown through investigator windows, with
messages such as: “Leave us”, “Send it back”, “Get out and

take it with you”, etc. Increasingly violent threats follow any
subsequent disappearances or killings.

The Lurker Brought to Bear

In the end Gregory’s feasts finally bring out a torch, rifle,
and club-wielding mob. They spread out into the marsh to
search for the killer of their children (and perhaps their
adult neighbors, once Gregory has reached full size). The
investigators may want to join the search to assuage the
locals’ anger. A tense hunt then ensues beneath Innsmouth’s
leaden skies, in a desolate, weedy, salt-stinking landscape
of damp dunes; by night, fog and mist, shadowy forms,
flickering lanterns, and eerie insect- and animal-cries
accentuate the hunt. Whether the mob or the investigators
find Gregory first is left for the keeper to decide.

Gregory proves to be a large, semi-idiotic, almost
child-like creature—but a murderous monster nonetheless.
He may recognize (smell?) a kinship with the tainted inves-
tigator, perhaps even approaching him peacefully. Others
he distrusts, fears, and attacks only if provoked or if they
are alone. Alternately, the piteous Gregory may return to
his home—the Crawford house—for protection. Are the
investigators there? And do they attack or take pity on him?

In the end—the “civilized” hybrids be damned—the
mob calls for Gregory’s blood. The pitiful thing almost cer-
tainly dies, either at the hands of the mob or the investiga-
tors. If the heir-investigator is tainted, a Spot Hidden roll
notices a very faint resemblance between the features of the



dead thing and the tainted character; such recognition costs
0/1D3 Sanity points for what it portends. Meanwhile, if the
townspeople have their way they burn Gregory’s corpse in
silence and return home.

SAMPLE TOWNSPEOPLE

#1 #2 #3 #4 #5 #6 #7 #8
STR 12 16 12 12 6 9 11 13
CON 10 11 10 11 8 11 11 11
SIZ 15 16 17 13 12 13 15 15
INT 13 13 12 14 14 14 12 14
POW 7 14 16 7 14 6 12 14
DEX 10 10 11 12 13 10 7 13
APP 13 9 9 15 8 10 11 11
EDU 8 10 7 9 6 9 10 10
SAN 30 55 70 30 55 25 40 60
HP 13 14 14 12 10 12 13 13
DB +D4 +D4 +D4 +D4 — — +D4  +D4
Fist 60 65 60 60 70 55 55 60
Grap 35 55 35 40 25 40 40 25
Kick 30 40 30 30 25 35 30 35

SClub 30 — — 25 — — 40 50
LClub — 25 — — 30 — — —
Knife — — 40 — — 35 — 45
Rifle — 45 55 — 50 45 — 65

Notes: Grap is Grapple skill; SClub does 1D6 damage; LClub
does 1D8 damage; Knife (butcher’s) does 1D6 damage; odd #
Rifles are .22 bolt-actions (damage 1D6+2), while even #s are
.30 lever-action carbines (damage 2D6).

The Problem of Birth

Once the investigators have unearthed the terrible truth
about Innsmouth, their friend’s questionable heritage should
become obvious to them as well. The realization that one of
their number may in fact carry the taint of the deep ones
costs each investigator (including the afflicted one) 0/1D4

INNSMOUTH
BECKONS
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points of Sanity. If they later determine that he does not
carry the tainted Crawford blood, each gains back 1 Sanity
point (1D3 in the case of the afflicted investigator).

If the heir does prove to be tainted, his fate is sealed: he
will eventually become a deep one. Discovering for certain
that their friend is a deep one in the making calls for a loss
of 1/1D4 points of Sanity from his fellow investigators;
additional losses of at least 0/1D3 may be called for later,
as they helplessly watch the transformation into a deep one
take place over time.

The tainted investigator loses 1D6 points of Sanity upon
learning for certain that he has the blood of the deep ones.
The dreams he has will drain more of his Sanity, and when
the actual physical transformation begins (exactly when is
left for the keeper to determine) there is another 1/1D6 loss.
These physical changes mirror the deformities of Gregory
Crawford and the other hybrids in town (as outlined in “The
Innsmouth Look”, pp. 15-16. From then on, monthly losses
of 1/1D6 Sanity aren’t uncalled for. Eventually, the meta-
morphosing investigator falls into madness and is left with
two terrible choices: immortality as a monster of the deep or
merciful death as a man.

In Conclusion

Each investigator earns 1 point of Sanity and 1D3 points of
Cthulhu Mythos for learning of the Crawford taint. Another
1D4 Sanity points are gained with the death or capture and
incarceration of Gregory Crawford. Any other hybrids
killed by the investigators net them no rewards, and leave
the culprits wanted for murder. The accused murderers’
Credit Ratings drop by 2D6 per murder, and they are hunt-
ed by the State Police. Other infractions might also make
the investigators wanted criminals.

In short, there is little to gain from this scenario: a crum-
bling house full of dilapidated antiques and secrets, and—
more importantly—a glimpse of the sinister shadow which
hangs over Innsmouth. W




work in nearby Arkham, Massachusetts, and are

familiar with the Miskatonic Valley and surrounds.
If otherwise, the keeper should adjust the initial clues to
suit the situation.

The investigators are faced with the task of tracking
down the missing Brian Burnham, the 18-year-old manag-
er of the First National Grocery store in Innsmouth.
Burnham disappeared under mysterious circumstances and
has not been heard from in days. The investigators will
have to travel to the town, explore and learn a few of its
secrets, try to free Brian, and then escape alive.

Although a number of Innsmouth personalities appear
in this adventure, the keeper is encouraged to introduce
other characters drawn from the source section. These char-
acters can be either persons met previously by the investi-
gators, or total strangers. They may offer aid to the investi-
gators, or try to hinder their efforts, depending upon their
own wants and needs.

A character appearing briefly in this scenario is Treasury
Department agent Lucas Mackey, presently working under-
cover in the guise of a state factory inspector. One incident
involving Mackey is described, but the keeper should take
pains to make sure that the investigators’ path crosses
Mackey’s at least once. It is as a result of a report filed by
Mackey that the U.S. Government contacts the investigators
and asks them for their assistance with the Innsmouth raid.

The scenario is written as though it takes place in late
October, though the keeper may alter this as he sees fit. As
written, the scenario describes the sacrifice as part of an
annual Hallowmass rite, but the keeper is free to conduct
the ceremony on any other night of the year, as suits his
campaign. Dagon is willing to receive sacrifices whenever
they are offered.

What Has Gone Before

Brian Burnham is the manager of the small First National
Grocery in Innsmouth, part of a rapidly growing East Coast
chain of markets. His supervisor is district manager Arthur
Anderson of Arkham, responsible for stores in Arkham,
Kingsport, Innsmouth, and one soon to be opened in
Ipswich.

Brian, bom and raised in Arkham, was as a youth
involved with the Irish youth gang, the “Finns.” At the age
of fifteen Brian spent a night in jail after an evening of mis-
chief ended in the shake down of a Miskatonic U. student—
a robbery that netted Brian and his pals barely more than
five dollars. That marked Brian’s last run-in with authori-

This scenario assumes the investigators either live or

ESCAPE FROM INNSMOUTH

A kidnapping leads to an uncovering of
blasphemous secrets, and, in the end,
a wild flight from the town of Innsmouth.

ties and since that time he seems to have buckled down and
become a hard-working, honest kid. First beginning work
at the Arkham National store as a sweeper and stock boy,
he was chosen to manage the new National store opening in
nearby Innsmouth.

The facts of the matter are that no one else really want-
ed the job. The town has long been the source of veiled and
disquieting rumors and few outsiders can abide the place for

long. Brian’s pastor, Dr. Ezekiel
Wallace of the Asbury M.E. Church in
Arkham, learning of Brian’s new job,
went so far as to warn the young man
about the place. Wallace, advising the
boy against living in Innsmouth,
arranged for him to board with an
Ipswich family known to the pastor.
Burnham has done a good job at
the store, working hard, despite the
fact that sales have so far been disap-

BRIAN BURNHAM

pointing. But given the economic con-
ditions of Innsmouth, the chain can
expect little better. The sole commercial outlet in town not
owned or controlled by hybrids, both the store and Brian
have proven popular with the humans in town.

It was only a few weeks after arriving in Innsmouth that
Brian met young Ruth Billingham, sultry daughter of
Warren Billingham, the well-to-do owner of a local fish-
packing house. Ruth, 17, fed up with
small town life, has long been look-
ing for a way to get out of town.
Unaware of the tainted blood that
runs through her veins, she knows lit-
tle or nothing of the secrets that
Innsmouth hides. It did not take the
young woman long to convince
young, virile Brian to aid her endeav-
or. Together the two made plans to
run off to New York, intending on
stealing an automobile in order to
make a fast getaway. But they had lit-
tle money, and Brian was unsure how long it would take
either of them to find work once they made it to the big city.

Ruth’s father had for years talked of a “treasure” kept by
Thomas Waite in a safe in the back of his store. Assuming
this to be gold or money, Ruth never realized that the trea-
sure she heard her father speak of was no more than an old
book. Brian claimed he knew something about cracking
safes, and together the two made plans to burglarize Waite’s
store on their way out of town.

RUTH BILLINGHAM



Brian had unfortunately overestimated his skills. After
several fruitless hours prying, chiseling, hammering, and
cursing, the two youngsters were caught in the act by towns-
people curious about the noise coming

from Waite’s closed and darkened
store. Arrested, the couple was separat-
ed—Ruth sent home with her father,
and Brian incarcerated in the dank,
near-subterranean Innsmouth jail.
When Brian was eventually
reported missing by Arthur Anderson,
the Innsmouth authorities told State
Police that Brian had been caught in
the act of attempting to rob Waites
Variety Store. Claiming that the

young man broke away from the con-
stables, police were told that Brian escaped town in a stolen
vehicle and has not been seen since. Checking Brian’s
police record in Arkham, the State Police were inclined to
believe the story, despite protests to the contrary by both
Anderson and the boy’s parents.

As Hallowmass approaches, the people of Innsmouth
make preparations for the upcoming sacrifice to Father
Dagon. Meanwhile Brian, unaware of what fate has in store
for him, bides his time in jail, smoking cigarettes, waiting
for an opportunity to call home.

Involving the
Investigators

he investigators may be introduced to this scenario

in a number of ways: by chance encounter with

Arthur Anderson; being sought out by either Brian’s
worried parents or by Dr. Armitage of Miskatonic
University; through the tried and true method of ominous
newspaper articles about the case; or by any combination of
the above. The entries immediately following can be used
as means of introduction, or as early research sources.

A chance meeting with Arthur Anderson is described as
occurring immediately after Anderson’s discovery of the
missing Burnham. If the investigators are directly contact-
ed by concerned parents or others, it will be on the day fol-
lowing Anderson’s discovery, after he has made his report
to the police.

Arthur Anderson

Probably the most unique way to introduce this adventure
is through an auto accident with a harried Anderson,
regional manager of the First National Grocery chain, just
returning from Innsmouth after discovering that his
employee is missing. If walking down the street, the inves-
tigators are witnesses to Anderson’s auto accident; if

WARREN BILLINGHAM
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behind the wheel of their own car they become involved,
possibly suffering minor injuries.

A DISTRESSED ARTHUR ANDERSON
Anderson’s car comes careening down the street, flying
along well over the 20 mph speed limit. Swinging a hard
right turn, Anderson momentarily loses control of the car,
crossing the centerline in front of oncoming traffic.
Investigators are allowed a Drive roll, a success indicating
that they were able to stop fast enough to reduce the crash
to little more than dents and scrapes. A failed roll indicates
a harder collision, each passenger suffering 1D2-1 points of
damage. In either case, a busted radiator now gushes steam.
Anderson emerges shakily from his car, looking fright-
ened, but apparently unconcerned

about the damage he has caused.
Speaking so fast that he is neatly inco-
herent, he babbles on about some boy
missing from a store in Innsmouth.
“All the lights were on so I figured
he must be in there, even though it was
way past closing time. I went inside,
thinking he was working late in the
back. Right away I noticed a kind of
funny, fishy odor, terribly strong,
almost overpowering, but there didn’t

seem to be anyone about. I don’t mind
telling you that it scared the hell out of me, what with some
of the things people have said about that town.”

“Anyway, the cash register was smashed open and
empty. I took a peek in the back, and called Brian’s name a
couple times, but no one was around. That was enough for
me. I ran out, got into my car and drove all the way back
here without stopping. Something funny’s going on and the
police should be notified.”

Anderson takes off on foot, heading for the nearby
Arkham Police station, his traffic accident forgotten.

Investigators looking through Anderson’s vehicle find
invoices from the First National Grocery stores. The regis-
tration in the glove compartment lists Arthur Anderson as
the owner of the vehicle.

A moment later an Arkham police officer appears on the
scene, investigating the commotion. He questions the inves-
tigators for as much as they know before driving
Anderson’s crippled car back to the police station.

A MORE COMPOSED ARTHUR ANDERSON
If Anderson deliberately seeks out the investigators’ help it is
not until the next day—and he is now far more rational. The
Arkham police contacted the Massachusetts State Police who
drove out to Innsmouth to investigate the matter. The
Innsmouth constables told the police that Brian was caught in
the act of burglary and fled town in a stolen car. Having
learned a little about Brian’s criminal past, and having had the
night to think it over, Anderson seems less sure of foul play.
“Maybe he did do as they said. But then why he did
smash open the cash register—he had the key. That’s the
one thing I still don’t understand.”

ARTHUR ANDERSON
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Despite this, Anderson still seems quite concerned that
something may have happened to one of his employees. If
the investigators agree to look into the case, he offers to do
whatever he can to help.

Use of Psychology reveals that Anderson feels guilty
about something; perhaps he feels responsible for sending
Brian to Innsmouth. He apparently knows little about the
town other than the usual unpleasant whispers about the
degenerate folk that live there. During the interview
Anderson repeatedly asserts that the boy had an exemplary
work record, never giving Anderson any reason to doubt
him, and claims that Brian’s willingness to work were the
reason he was given the promotion to Innsmouth,

As far as Anderson can tell from inventory and receipts,
nothing was missing from the store except the money that
was taken from the cash register—something less than $50.

A NEWSPAPER STORY

The day after the possible accidental meeting with
Anderson, a newspaper article appears. See Escape Papers
#1, an article from the Arkham Advertiser. The story relates
the disappearance of Brian Burnham, teenage manager of
the Innsmouth First National Grocery.

The Arkham Police

Successful Law or Persuade rolls (or previously established
connections) allow the investigators a look at the Brian’s
police record. It notes numerous incidents with the police
between the ages of thirteen and fifteen and although most
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are minor, the list is quite long, the boy averaging nearly an
incident a month over a two-year span. The last incident,
involving the strong arm robbery of a Miskatonic
University student, landed Brian in jail for a night.
Although released by the judge, the incident seemed to
serve as a warning to the troublesome Burnham and he
never ran afoul of the Arkham police again.

Detective Mickey Harrigan handled Brian’s last arrest;
the investigators may wish to talk with him (a Law or
Persuade roll might be necessary). Harrigan tells them that
Burnham’s offenses were mostly minor, and that he
seemed to stay out of trouble after he spent the one night
in jail,

“We had no more trouble with the boy after that. In fact,
I’d heard he got himself a job with the First National store
and that up until now, was doing pretty good. I guess you
just can’t change a bad apple.”

If asked, Harrigan provides the address of Brian’s parents.

William and Margorie Burnham

The investigators may find Brian’s parents’ address in the
phone book, or they may be referred to the Burnhams by
the police, by Arthur Anderson, or possibly others. The
couple live at 325 S. Powdermill Street in a modest resi-
dential neighborhood on French Hill. Both have been
employed at Miskatonic for years: Brian’s father as part of
building maintenance, his mother as a domestic in the
girl’s dormitory.

Brian’s parents know little about Innsmouth, but visit-
ing their son they found the town inhospitable, filthy, and
decrepit. Margorie may mention that she thinks her son
had a girlfriend in town, but she admits that this is just a
mother’s hunch. His parents also mention that Dr. Wallace,
pastor at the Burnhams’ Asbury M.E. Church, showed
deep concern after learning of Brian’s transfer to
Innsmouth. He took time to caution Brian about certain
people in the town, explicitly warning him against joining
any of the town’s churches. Dr. Wallace procured lodging
for Brian with an Ipswich family named Gregg. The
Burnhams can provide the name and address of Garth and
Evelyn Gregg, the Ipswich family with which Brian has
been boarding.

A Psychology roll made while talking with Mrs.
Burmham reveals the fear lurking behind her eyes. With a
successful Persuade roll, Mrs. Burnham opens up.

“Several years ago,” she says, “before Brian started
working for the First National stores, he had a couple
brushes with the law.” According to Mrs. Burnham, he has
not been in any real trouble since, but she has always wor-
ried that someday Mr. Anderson might learn of her son’s
past indiscretions and fire him. She refuses to believe her
son capable of committing the crimes he is accused of.

The couple have voiced their fears to Dr. Henry
Armitage, who has known the couple for years through
their employment at Miskatonic. If the investigators are
known to Dr. Armitage, it may be that he is the one who
first contacts the investigators about the missing Brian.



Dr. Ezekiel Wallace

Dr. Wallace is pastor of the Asbury M.E. Church in Arkham.
Both Brian and his parents are members of the church.
Learning of Brian’s plans, Wallace took pains to warn Brian
about Innsmouth’s churches, and it was he that arranged for
Brian to board with the Gregg family of Ipswich. Wallace
probably knows more about Innsmouth than anyone outside
that accursed town, and he guesses even more. Wallace is a
graduate of the Miskatonic Medical School, and spent time
in the South Seas as a missionary.

Wallace does not readily reveal what he suspects about
Innsmouth. Only if the investigators reveal a knowledge of
the Mythos does he even hint at what he believes has taken
place in that town. Suspicious, he does not at first trust the
investigators. It may take extra effort on their part to gain
his trust and get him to reveal what he knows.

WALLACE’S STORY

Prior to the World War, Wallace spent several years as a
missionary, caring to the natives’ spiritual needs in the
Tuamotu Archipelago of French Polynesia. With an ama-
teur’s interest in cultural anthropology, Wallace made a
study of the local inhabitants’ beliefs, myth patterns, and
legends. One legend of recent origin regarded a supposed-
ly degenerate tribe that once lived on a nearby island. This
tribe alledgedly had traffic with a race of “fish-devils” that
came up out of the sea. Doleful tales were told of this tribe,
of their loathsome habit of human sacrifice, and of how
they themselves slowly turned into fish, eventually taking
to the sea. The neighboring tribes, disgusted by these
habits, eventually banded together to wipe out the degener-
ate fish-worshipers. As near as Wallace could calculate, this
had occurred within the last century.

Wallace was fascinated by this story, speculating that the
vanished tribe suffered from some degenerative disease and
were wiped out by superstitious neighbors. He even went so
far as to visit the two deserted islands of the vanished
Kanakas. Here, on the smaller island, he found strange carv-
ings on oddly fashioned stone monoliths, but little else.

Returning to the States Wallace soon realized the simi-
larities between the tales of the vanished Kanakas and cer-
tain rumors whispered about Innsmouth, a small seacoast
town a few miles from Arkham. A visit to the Miskatonic
Exhibit Museum convinced him. The same jewelry
described to him by the natives of Polynesia was on display
here—attributed to the people of Innsmouth! Further
research pointed to an unholy pact between the Marsh fam-
ily and something else—something perhaps not human. He
has made a few visits to the town over the years, eventual-
ly learning enough to substantiate his fears.

WALLACE’S EVIDENCE

Wallace has accumulated considerable information about
Innsmouth, kept under lock and key in a storeroom next to
the parish library in the basement of the church.

Among his holdings are several fragile, faded issues of
the Innsmouth Courier, dated 1840-46, containing numerous
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articles and editorials by the Courier’s editor, John
Lawrence. The editorials deal with mysterious disappear-
ances taking place in and around the town, and some of the
later editorials name Obed Marsh and members of The
Esoteric Order of Dagon as the perpetrators. Reading these
articles adds 2D6% to an investigator’s Innsmouth Lore skill.

Dr. Wallace also possesses the diary of Eugene Hart, a
former Innsmouth man who left home to fight in the Civil
War. The diary explicitly describes Marsh and his follow-
ers’ roles in several midnight journeys to Devil Reef, and of
the alleged human sacrifices that were made there. The
diary adds 2D4% to Innsmouth Lore and 3% to Cthulhu
Mythos, at a cost of 1D4 Sanity points.

Stacked against the wall are two oil portraits dating from
the late 19th century. Executed in a primitive, somewhat
naive style by an unknown artist, they were collected by
Wallace on one of his trips to Innsmouth. One depicts a fam-
ily posed in formal style, most of them sharing an odd, bulge-
eyed aspect. A woman seated in a chair wears a floor-length
white gown, her face is hidden behind a thick veil. Wallace
believes this to be a portrait of the Marsh family including
Onesipherous and other descendants of Obed Marsh. The
second portrait is the most frightening. Standing before the
doors of what must be a church is a hideous travesty of a
man—a vaguely fish-like, frog-like anthropoid dressed in
voluminous robes of sea-green and blue. On his misshapen
head he wears a gold crown, or tiara, of alien design and
workmanship. Most terribly, he holds in his scaly arms a
small human child. Both the child’s and the frog-man’s head
are illuminated by glowing halos, in the manner of the
Renaissance artists. Viewing the second portrait adds 1D4%
to Innsmouth Lore, and costs 0/1 Sanity points.

In a drawer, kept wrapped in a piece of burgundy velvet,
is a rectangular, whitish-gold tablet measuring two inches
by four inches, and nearly a quarter-inch thick. On one side
is a primitive styled carving depicting a monstrous half-
man thing with webbed hands and feet, bulging eyes, and
gills; the figure is very obviously male. A few indecipher-
able runes are carved below the fish-man (R’lyeh glyphs).
On the reverse side someone has crudely scratched the
word dagon in English.

Wallace’s diaries and notes from his sojourn in the South
Seas are also kept here. It takes about six hours to read the
pertinent entries. Doing so adds 5% to an investigator’s
Cthulhu Mythos skill, reducing Sanity by 1D6 points.

A SECOND NEWSPAPER STORY

This story—see Escape Papers #2—appears in the Arkham
Adbvertiser the day after the investigators first meet and talk
with Dr. Wallace, a day or two into the investigation.

Dr. Henry Armitage

If Armitage and the investigators are familiar with each
other, it may be that the librarian can provide the easiest
path into this adventure. Acquainted with Brian’s parents
from their years of employment at the University, Armitage
takes concern for their plight and volunteers to contact his
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friends, the investigators. Otherwise his appearance in this
scenario is strictly optional.

Armitage knows only a little about shunned Innsmouth;
he is familiar with the rumors about the town. He knows its
public history, and has heard of the degenerative disease
that afflicts so many of the townspeople. He even knows of
the rumored paganistic religious practices the town is sup-
posed to indulge in-but little else.

Garth and Evelyn Gregg

The investigators can get the name and Ipswich address of
the Greggs from Brian’s parents, Dr. Wallace, or from the
Arkham Police. They are members of the Asbury M.E.
church in Ipswich, and known to Wallace. Brian lived with
the Greggs, walking or bicycling to Innsmouth.

The middle-aged Greggs have told all they know to the
State Police, who have already searched Brian’s room. The
Greggs liked and trusted the youth; he had been given his
own key to the house.

With a successful Persuade roll, or if the investigators can
prove they have the approval of the police or Brian’s parents,
the Greggs allow them to search Brian’s room. The room is
reasonably neat, though it shows signs of the police search.
Mrs. Gregg says that all Brian’s clothes are still in the
wardrobe and that none of his other possessions are missing.

On top of a small desk the investigators find a recent bill
from the store. Marked “Paid,” it bears the name and
address: “W. Billingham, 503 Adams.” Written on the back
are the words: “Tonight is the night. Love, R.” The writer
has used little hearts to dot the i’s. The police made a note
of this bill, but did not bother to take it with them.

Waite and Derby

Asenath Waite and Edward Derby’s appearance in this sce-
nario is strictly up to the keeper, providing extra interest, but
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possibly muddying already murky waters. Make a decision
after gauging the interests of your players.

Asenath Waite, a hybrid deep one, is presently married
to the young poet Edward Derby of Arkham. Asenath’s
body is actually home to the spirit of Ephraim Waite,
Asenath’s own father, and the elder brother of Thomas
Waite of Innsmouth. Ephraim, during his lifetime, was
reputed to be an Innsmouth wizard.

Years ago Ephraim swapped minds with his daughter,
Asenath, trapping the young girl in his own aged body.
After he poisoned her, she was buried in her father’s body.
Ephraim then assumed Asenath’s identity and moved to
the city of Kingsport. Ephraim’s spirit is presently plan-
ning to execute a similar mind swap with Edward Derby,
eventually eliminating the Asenath body altogether, along
with Edward’s spirit.

This process takes considerable time, involving any
number of mind swaps of short duration before a final and
permanent transfer can be made. Current rumors about
Derby point out personality changes.

Ephraim Waite desires a certain manuscript kept by
Thomas Waite in the safe behind his store. Appearing as
Edward Derby, Ephraim comes to the investigators feign-
ing an interest in the plight of the missing store manager.
It is obvious that he knows, or guesses, some of
Innsmouth’s secrets. Ephraim/Derby will try to extract a
promise from the investigators: in exchange for the infor-
mation he provides them, they will try to locate this man-
uscript and bring it to him at the old Crowninshield manor
outside Arkham. He avoids accompanying them for
extended periods of time, or involving himself in active
“adventuring.” Either can lead to a loss of contro] on
Ephraim’s part, leaving the investigators in the company of
a bewildered, frightened, and semi-amnesiac Edward
Derby. Ephraim, using his three hybrid servants as con-
tacts, can learn the fate of Brian, offering this information
in exchange for the book.

STORE MANAGER CHARGED WITH BURGLARY

Young Crime Suspect Flees in Stolen Car

ident of Arkham, has had trouble
with the law prior to this incident,
although this has yet to be substan-

INNSMOUT!1—Brian Burnham,
manager of the First National
Grocery Store in Inusmouth, and
first reported missing two days
ago, is now the prime suspect in
the robbery of his own store, as
well as a second Innsmouth estab-
lishment. Burnham, 18, after rob-
bing the store he managed, report-
edly broke into a safe in the back
of a variety store and stole an
undisclosed amount of cash.

Burnham is currently being sought
by Innsmouth authorities and the
Massachusetts State Police.

It is thought the youth may
have fled to Boston, according to
Chief Constable Andrew Martin of
Innsmouth. Sources at the State
Police were unable to offer further
details, saying only that a warrant
has been issued for the boy’s arrest.
Stories reaching our reporters indi-
cate that Burnham, formerly a res-

tiated. Stories have also reached us
that Burnham may have had a
female accomplice, but officials in
Innsmouth have denied this.

State Police were told by
Innsmouth officials that Burnham
escaped town in a stolen car and
was last seen headed south out of
Innsmouth. Persons with knowl-
edge of the whereabouts of Brian
Burnham are urged to contact the
Massachusetts State Police.
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Innsmouth

The First National Grocery Store

This old brick building stands on the southwest side of the
current town square. It is the most modernized and best-
maintained structure in town. Exterior electric lights have
been mounted above the storefront bathing the surrounding
area in light from 6 PM to 9 PM every night, including
weekends. The lights are turned on and off automatically
by a large mechanical timer.

When the investigators arrive, the front door is locked.
They may or may not have a key provided to them by
Arthur Anderson. If the investigators spend any time in
front of the store they are approached by shuffling Ezra
Blank, a fairly uncorrupted hybrid who worked here part-
time, sweeping up, putting up stock, etc. He expresses con-
cern over the missing Burnham but if asked his opinion, he
is non-committal. A Psychology roll indicates he is hiding
something. Blank knows where Burnham is, and what lies
in store for him. Although he feels sorry for his former
employer he does not breathe a word of it to anybody. The
other hybrids would kill him if he did.

Ezra has a key to the front door, a copy he had made
without Brian’s knowledge. If the investigators are without
means of entry, he may offer to let them in. He will do this
surreptitiously, nervously, then shuffle off around a corner.
He wishes the investigators good luck.

INSIDE THE STORE

The place appears normal, although a closer inspection
reveals that the cash register is smashed open. A Spot
Hidden, or close inspection also notes that one of the dou-
ble-hung windows has been broken out of its tracks—
pushed inward from outside by someone of great strength,
and hastily repaired. A Mechanical Repair roll indicates
that the stout window frames have an approximate resis-
tance STR of 20. A second Spot Hidden roll notices raking
gouges made in the wood, as if by large claws.

Two doors in the rear of the building, both slightly ajar,
lead from the main store area. The one on the right opens
on a storeroom filled with canned goods.

The other door opens onto a small room that served as
the store office. Innsmouth’s town elders have been through
here, but found nothing that incriminates either them or the
town. Arthur Anderson, in turn, took away any important
papers pertaining to store business.

STAYING TOO LONG

While the investigators are inside there is a cumulative 25%
chance per half-hour that a town constable walks in on
them. This is probably Birch or Ropes, but could be Martin
if the encounter occurs around noon (see 202 for details of
specific constables). If Martin shows up, he is business-like
and brusque, escorting the investigators from the store,
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telling them to leave town immediately or “next time they’ll
be spending a night in jail.” He is more obsequious if the
investigators prove they have Arthur Anderson’s approval.
Constable Birch, on the other hand, may try to use the
investigators to somehow discredit or inconvenience his
superior, Chief Constable Martin. Ropes is barely intelli-
gent, and any attempt at communication is wasted. He
starts a fight at the slightest provocation—something the
investigators should try to avoid. Killing or injuring a town
official, particularly in broad daylight, almost certainly
spells doom for their mission.

Note that the constables will avoid arresting and taking
the investigators to jail. Brian is there and they don’t want
his whereabouts known. This condition lasts throughout
this scenario—unless the hybrids are angered to the point
of killing the investigators. In that case it won’t matter if
they know that Brian is being held prisoner.

Waite’s Variety Store

This dilapidated building is located on Eliot Street, near the
town square. In need of a new coat of paint, its large front
windows are streaked with dirt and dried soapy water. The
store is open Monday through Saturday, and Thomas Waite,
the owner, will be found inside, usually behind the counter
(see also 708).

Waite is an untainted human, 56 years old, with grizzled
features and a overly-long, wispy white hair. Customarily
attired in a long-sleeved white shirt gray with age, he does-
n't greet his customers, ignoring them until spoken to.

Thomas Waite is forcibly mated to a female deep one
who shares his home at 803 Dock Street. They are the par-
ents of a hybrid daughter named Ramona. Life has driven
poor Waite half-mad.

WAITE’S SAFE

Kept in the back of the store is Thomas Waite’s safe, a small
but sturdy item, with a weight equivalent to SIZ 35.

ALIVM SYVIWOHL
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Investigators may notice some signs of damage around the
door, the result of Brian and Ruth’s futile attempts to pry
the safe open. A halved Idea roll notes that the damage to
the safe was apparently not enough to force the safe open,
despite the Innsmouth constable report that Thomas Waite
had been robbed.

Opening the safe without the proper combination, or an
appropriate Safecracking skill, is a lengthy, noisy process,
requiring pounding and bending tools, drills, torches, and
even explosives. Stealing the entire safe and opening it
elsewhere is the best course of action. Inside are jumbled
stacks of papers and a soiled envelope containing the
week's receipts—$26. Carved on the inside of the door is
an intricate Elder Sign, identified as such with a Cthulhu
Mythos roll. In a flimsy locked drawer at the bottom of the
safe is an untitled hand-written manuscript bound in cloth
covers. A Read English roll reveals it be something called
The Book of Dagon, supposedly translated from a “purer
source.” It 1s unique, and if lost, irreplaceable. The unspo-
ken threat of its destruction has given the Waite family a
certain amount of protection over the years. Thomas has
read some of the manuscript—enough to be horrified by
what he learned, but also enough to create the Elder Sign
that guards the safe from tampering by either the deep ones
or the hybrids.

The hybrid’s interest in the book has waned over the
years. They are immortal, and they know that someday the
book will come into their hands. In the meantime they are
content in the knowledge that when the time of transforma-
tion comes all will be revealed anyway.

The Book of Dagon

Only a single complete copy of this hand-written
book is known to exist. Translated from R’lyeh
glyphs by the hand of Obed Marsh, it consists of a
saga-like history of the deep ones and their relation-
ship to Cthulhu. Obed learned how to translate the
glyphs from Walakea, chief of the Kanak tribe that
worshiped the deep ones. It is unknown if he left
notes regarding their translation.

The manuscript came into the hands of Ephraim
Waite at the time of Obed’s death in 1878. Stolen
from the Marsh home by servants bribed by young
Ephraim. The stolen book was later discovered by
Ephraim’s father, a devout Methodist, who confis-
cated the volume over his son’s protests. Upon the
elder Waite’s death a few years later, it was given
over to Thomas for safekeeping.

Reading the book requires a successful English
roll and sixteen weeks study time. It adds 12% to an
investigator’s Cthulhu Mythos, costing him 2D8
Sanity points. It has a x4 spell multiplier and con-
tains the following spells: Contact Deep Ones,
Contact Cthulhu, Breath of the Deeps, Command
Shark, Command Porpoise.

The Home of Thomas Waite

Located at 803 Dock Street, this house exudes an atmos-
phere of general decrepitude. Here and there can be seen
attempts at upkeep, but all are half-hearted and half-fin-
ished at best. This slovenly place is occupied by storekeep-
er Thomas Waite, his deep one wife, and his hybrid daugh-
ter, Ramona, 17. The wife is a half-insane creature kept
locked away in the attic.

As a young boy Thomas was partially shielded from
Innsmouth’s horrors by his father, who sent the young lad
to Crown Boy’s Academy in Boston. Upon graduation he
returned to Innsmouth to take over the store from his ailing
father, and soon came to learn firsthand of the fear that
holds Innsmouth in its grip. Devastated when he learned
what was expected of him, he broke off his engagement to
Miss Jessica Hodgkins of Newburyport and began adjust-
ing to life as a minority human in a town full of monsters.

Like his older brother Ephraim, Thomas was forced to
take a deep one female as a wife. The disgusting unions pro-
ducing Ephraim’s daughter Asenath, and Thomas’s daughter,
Ramona. Ramona’s ichthyic mother, driven permanently
half-mad with the lust to kill the girl, has remained locked in
the attic ever since, tended to by the faithful Thomas.

On the front porch the investigators find the hybrid
Ramona seated on a glider, slowly swinging back and forth,
eyeing their approach. She says nothing until spoken to.

During the week Thomas is usually home any time after 7
PM, and on Sunday all day. If the investigators ask for him,
Ramona replies languidly that he is either inside, or that he is
at the store, depending on the day and time. If asked about her
mother, Ramona replies that she is ill, and resting upstairs.
She makes no effort to move from her seat on the glider.

THE ENTRYWAY
A dirty room occupied by an overloaded coat rack.

KITCHEN

The kitchen is likewise far from clean. Grime and filth are
crusted on the counter tops, and the wood-burning stove is
layered with food scraps and years of blackened grease.

LIVING ROOM

Here are found a few old tintypes-portraits of a family, show-
ing a young Thomas with his father, mother, and nearly-adult
brother Ephraim. None show signs of the Innsmouth taint.
There are no photos of Thomas’s wife or daughter.

Waite’s big easy chair occupies a corner of the room.
Standing next to it is a round table holding a kerosene lamp
and a pile of almanacs, newspapers, and dime novels. Among
these papers is a hardbound composition book containing
Thomas’ sporadic journal. It contains little about the history
and horror of Innsmouth, instead lamenting of a life of forced
marriage to a “horrid thing of the sea” One grisly passage
describes the birth of his daughter, Waite acting as midwife to
pull the infant girl issued from his wife’s monstrous, scaled
loins. Several passages in the journal express his sadness over
giving up the woman he loved so many years ago.



Waite never shows his journal to anyone, keeping it well
buried in the stack of newspapers and almanacs. It can be
found with a Spot Hidden roll. Reading it costs 1D4 Sanity
points and adds 1% to Cthulhu Mythos and 2D4% to
Innsmouth Lore skill.

THE BEDROOMS

Both Ramona’s and Thomas’s rooms are bare and uninter-
esting. Neither of the two are prone to accumulating per-
sonal items, although Ramona’s is decorated in distinctly
feminine fashion.

THE ATTIC CELL

Thomas keeps his deep one wife locked upstairs, away
from his daughter. The door has been replaced by a stouter
one of oaken planks reinforced by rusting steel bands. The
door frame is strengthened by rough-hewn four-by-fours
spiked to the surrounding walls.

As often happens with female deep ones mated to
humans, the birth unsettled the creature, resulting in a dead-
ly hostility toward her half-human offspring. Soon after giv-
ing birth to Ramona, the female was locked away by
Thomas, who feared she would murder and eat their infant
daughter. Unlike most, the deep one mother never recovered
and has become increasingly unstable over the years, devel-
oping an obsessive desire for the flesh of her child—along
with an insatiable sexual attraction to her human husband.

There is a small opening in the reinforced door, sealed
by a sliding panel. Opening this panel reveals the hideous,
slobbering face of Waite’s wife, pressed into the narrow
aperture. Being surprised by her scaled, batrachian features
costs 1/1D6+1 Sanity points. Her hearing is sharp and she
scurries to the opening whenever someone mounts the
stairs leading to her room.

Startled by strange faces, the deep one begins smashing
herself against the door, attempting to break free. She has a
60% chance per round of bursting the door. She then push-
es past the investigators, seeking Ramona. If she finds her,
the voracious female deep one pounces on the screaming
half-breed girl, seizing her and instantly tearing her to
bloody fragments, devouring the gory remains with obvi-
ous relish. This grisly display of animal ferocity costs
1/1D8 Sanity points to view.

The deep one is only deterred by the presence of Waite
himself; if she sees him, she calms suddenly, then sidles
toward him, purring with affectionate lust. Waite, however,
is horrified by his freed wife and hurls the nearest object at
her before fleeing. The deep one follows after her husband,
leaving the investigators unmolested.

THE THING IN THE ATTIC
STR 17 CON 9 SIZ 19 INT 13 POW 6
DEX 12 APPNA EDUNA SANNA HPI14

Damage Bonus: +1D6
Weapons: Claws x2 30%, 1D6+db
Armor: 1 point scales.

Skills: Brush by Investigator Without Stopping to Fight 75%,
Rend and Devour Offspring 80%.
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If the deep one is driven off or killed, Thomas falls to
his knees beside the partially consumed corpse of his
daughter. He grieves quietly for a moment before looking
up. “That’s why they need us, you know. The females kill
their young.” Investigators lose 1/1D2 Sanity points.

“The deep ones are seeking those on the surface who are
willing to breed with them. Their females rarely allow the
young to live. They are immortal and would otherwise
overpopulate. But they have greater designs, and some of
the males seek to expand their race. They make use of their
similarity to us.”

If the investigators don't seem to understand, Waite
explains further. “Sometime longer ago than anyone can
imagine. we and those ones from the sea were divided from
the same stock. We're related—almost the same. That’s
why they can mate with us.”

If the investigators haven’t already figured this out, they
lose 1/1D6 Sanity points, but add 2% to their Cthulhu
Mythos skill and 2D4% to their Innsmouth Lore.



WAITE’S WIFE
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With Ramona dead, Thomas loses his sense of caution.
Depending on how the investigators have treated him pre-
viously—and how they react to the possible death of his
daughter—Waite probably helps them find Brian.

“They’ve got the boy in the jail. They’re waiting for the
time when Dagon comes up from the bottom looking for
his sacrifice. That’s what’s in store for the boy if somebody
doesn’t help him. Soon they’ll take him out to Devil Reef
and he’ll never be seen again.”

The Firehouse

On nice days as many as a half-dozen men are found
lounging around in front of the old rundown firehouse.
Some of them are firemen, others just visitors—but none
show signs of the Innsmouth taint. A Spot Hidden roll
notes a whiskey bottle tucked inside the shirt or jacket of a
couple of the men.

Investigators find the men reluctant to talk with
strangers. Conversation about the weather or other mun-
dane subjects is easy, but questions about Innsmouth and its
secrets result in blank looks and mumbled denials. Without
a bribe of money or liquor it is next to impossible to gain
any information.

Jake, a stubbly-bearded fireman in his 50s, waits until
the investigators have walked away from the firehouse, then
moves to catch up with them. Nervous, and looking over
his shoulder, he promises to tell them what they want to
know.

“Meet me at the inlet north of town—Kelly’s Cove—
Just after dusk. Don’t let no one see ya come up there. Bring
me a bottle of whiskey and some of that foldin’ money
you’re sportin’. Jake’ll take care of you.”

KELLY’S COVE

If Jake shows up, he relates the following:

“Ya know, thet kid started aout all wrong here, takin’ up
with thet Billingham gal arter bein’ here less’n a month.
Her daddy owns the fishpackin’ plant, ye know? Jes’ about
the only place a fellah can git a job araoun’ here these
days, eh? If thet kid was a-fixin® ta make sure that newfan-
gled business didn’t make no money, then messin’ around
with ol’ man Billingham’s fav’rite darter’s a darn good way
ta do it.

“Now this girl of his, Ruth, she’s been tryin’ ta get her-
self outta this town ever since she’s old enough ta think fer
herself. She took up with ‘bout any salesman ever set foot
in this town—an’ her only fifteen when thet started.
Anyways, when thet kid come inta town she set her sights
on him real quick. Me an’ the boys could see thet easy
enough. Seems like the kid musta fell fer her pretty hard
t00. She is a danged pretty thing, even if she has got the
‘look,” if ya know what I mean.

“Lissen, thet’s all I can tell ya, they’ll miss me back in
taown. Don’t folla me. You can’t have them seein’ us
together too much. And ya might want to see what thet girl
can tell ya ‘baout the kid.” With this, Jake hurries off into
the darkness, back toward town. With a halved Listen roll,



an investigator hears a strange sloshing nearby in the waters
of the inlet—but there is seemingly nothing there.

There is a 75% chance that the old fireman never makes
it back to town. Found out by the hybrids, he is kidnaped on
the way back and never seen or heard from again. Further
down the beach a successful Spot Hidden roll provides the
only clue: a set of man’s footprints partially obliterated by
what could only have been some sort of struggle. Seen talk-
ing with strangers, Jake became food for the cult’s shog-
goth. If Jake disappears, the rest of the firehouse gang
refuses to have anything to do with the investigators, falling
silent at their approach, and finding other things to do if
spoken to.

If the investigators fail to visit the firehouse, this infor-
mation can be gained from either Thomas Waite or Walter
Bielacki (407).

The Billingham House

This fine, two-story Georgian home on Adams Street
belongs to the hybrid Warren Billingham, owner of one of
the town’s fish packing houses. Billingham lives here with
his human wife, Judith, and their teenage daughter, Ruth.
Ruth is one-quarter deep one but unaware of her heritage,
or of Innsmouth’s dark secrets. Not knowing what she is
destined to become, Ruth longs only to leave this backwa-
ter, isolated town.

The investigators may learn of Ruth’s relationship with
Brian and decide to look her up. No one in Innsmouth is
likely to give out her address, but the investigators may find
it on the receipt found at the Greggs’ house in Ipswich, or
it may be supplied to them by a desperate Thomas Waite.
When the investigators arrive Ruth is at home, kept con-
fined here by her angry father. She answers the door but
before long is interrupted by one of her parents. Which par-
ent interrupts, and at what point in the conversation, is left
to the discretion of the keeper.
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RUTH BILLINGHAM

Dark-haired Ruth Billingham is a beautiful 17-year-old,
despite her slightly protuberant eyes and wider than normal
mouth. Seeing the investigators, she narrows her eyes at the
strangers. She is cautious; if the investigators ask about
Brian Burnham, she responds by asking them who they are,
who hired them, and so on, not answering any questions
until the investigators’ win her trust.

She doesn’t know where Brian is, only that the consta-
bles took him away. Ruth at first denies having had any-
thing to do with the failed robbery but if told that Brian is
in danger of losing his life, she becomes visibly upset. She
insists that they find and rescue him, then get both her and
him out of town. If the investigators produce proof that
Ruth was involved in the robbery she admits to her role in
the crime.

JUDITH BILLINGHAM

Ruth’s mother is a plain-looking, middle-aged woman,
fully human, her spirit crushed by a life spent married to
one of Innsmouth’s hybrids. She silently appears in the
doorway behind Ruth, glaring at the inquisitive strangers.

“Ruth,” she tells the girl, “go to your room. Now!” The
girl protests briefly, then stalks off upstairs.

Judith Billingham is abrupt with investigators. She
denies any knowledge of the missing Burnham boy, bids
them “good day,” then shuts the door. She notifies her hus-
band of the investigators’ visit at the first opportunity.

WARREN BILLINGHAM

Warren Billingham, 41, is a proud and shrewd business-
man. Thinning hair, large watery eyes, and a flattened nose
identify his hybrid heritage. He ends the investigators’
interview with Ruth abruptly, scowling suspiciously at the
strangers. He denies his daughter had any relationship with
Brian Burnham, but a Psychology roll will note that he is
lying to the investigators.

This incident requires engineering by the keeper. As
written, it occurs just as the investigators near New Town
Square, but the keeper may wish to stage it in another
location. Investigators stumbling onto this encounter
may be required to jump back out of sight, making
Sneak and/or Hide rolls as the keeper deems reasonable.
Listen rolls are necessary to clearly hear what is said.
The conversation may need to be tailored in order to
reflect the actual activities of different investigators.

As Joe Sargent steps down from his bus following
the Arkham to Innsmouth leg of his route, Constable
Elliot Ropes shambles up. A Spot Hidden or
Psychology roll reveals the constable’s agitation. He
mentions something the investigators have done today,
then goes on: “Them outsiders is trouble,” he spits,

Conversation Overheard in the Town Square

spraying Sargent with saliva. Andy says they ain’t
s’posed to get on the bus, no matter whut. They’s askin’
too many questions ‘bout the kidand we can’t have that
hap”

Sargent clamps a hand down on the back of Ropes
thick neck. “Shut the hell up, ya damn fool!” he hisses.
“Do you think everyone who hears us is a friend?”

If the investigators make a Spot Hidden roll, they
notice Lucas Mackey, the “factory inspector,” lurking in
the shadows nearby. Spotted, the undercover Treasury
agent ducks back out of sight and disappears.
Meanwhile, Sargent hustles the beastly Ropes onto the
bus then drives off toward the jail.

At the keeper’s discretion, this entire encounter can
be redesigned to occur at any place, any time, and to
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He refuses to allow the interviewers to speak further with his
daughter and sends them off. If they persist, he becomes
angry and threatens to call for a constable. Billingham imme-
diately reports suspicious strangers to the Esoteric Order.

Innsmouth Jail

The Innsmouth jail is located at 504 Main Street. At any
given time one of the constables will be present, acting as
jailor. 65% of the time it is Andrew Martin. If not him, then
either Nathan Birch or Elliot Ropes will be there, a 50-50
chance (see also 202).

The constables will not discuss the Burnham case with
civilians, pointing out that the matter is now in the hands of
the State Police. A licensed private investigator legally
employed can demand information, but receives only min-
imal cooperation and gains little information. The consta-
ble will say no more, other than to state that the boy was
caught in the act of robbery and subsequently escaped
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south out of town in a stolen vehicle. A Psychology roll
easily spots this as an out-and-out lie, The constables vehe-
mently deny that Burnham was caught or is being held pris-
oner. They flatly deny access to the rear of the jail.

Meanwhile, Brian waits miserably in his dingy cell,
smoking the last of his Pall Malls and wondering why he
has not yet been allowed even a phone call.

OUTSIDE THE JAIL

In the alley behind the jail, a row of narrow, barred win-
dows near ground-level provide fresh air for the cells
inside. One of them looks down into Brian’s cell. It should
be noted that both ends of this alley open on major streets.
Anyone passing by has a chance of spotting activity behind
the jail. After dark would clearly be a better time to attempt
conversation with Burnham.

The boy is easily convinced that the investigators are
friendly. Although unaware of his intended fate, he is grave-
ly worried of what the townspeople have in store for him.
This has by no means been a normal arrest. But Burnham
never admits to having committed a crime; he instead claims
that the Billingham family stopped him and Ruth from leav-
ing town, For whatever reason, her father wants Ruth to stay
here. He (untruthfully) claims no wrongdoing on his or her
part and (truthfully) claims no knowledge of the theft com-
mitted in the National Grocery store. Desperate, he pleads
with the investigators to get him out of jail.

It is possible that during any extended conversation with
Brian that the jailor will overhear and come to investigate. A
halved Listen roll on the part of the jailor draws his attention.
If either Brian or the investigator speaking with him make a
normal Listen roll, they hear the approach of the constable
and can avoid being caught. Exposure at this point will force
the investigators to make a quick exit or face arrest.

If the investigators propose any sort of plan, Brian
quickly agrees, but then requests that they also rescue Ruth.
He insists her family has something bad in store for her and
does his best to convince the investigators she must be res-
cued. If the investigators absolutely refuse, he grudgingly
agrees to their plan, but once free, he will do everything
possible to go after Ruth.

The Ceremony and
the Sacrifice

doomed. As dusk approaches, groups of hybrids begin

leaving their homes, shambling and shuffling down the
deserted streets toward the hall of the Esoteric Order of
Dagon. Those members of the community who choose not
to celebrate the rites know to stay inside, behind closed and
barred doors and shuttered windows. Watching this unholy
gathering of hybrids costs 1/1D3 Sanity points.

l f the investigators don’t rescue Brian in time, he is



Among those the investigators might see are members of
the Marsh family, including “Old Man” Barnabas dressed in
his Edwardian frock coat. Others known to the investigators,
such as bus driver Joe Sargent, might also be seen.

In the meantime, a group of hybrids meet at the jail and
prepare to escort Brian to the hall. Hands cuffed behind his
back, a coat tossed over his head to shield his identity,
Brian is led from the jail by an escort of 2D3 hybrids led by
either Robert Marsh (30%), or Jeremiah Brewster (70%).

HYBRID ESCORT

#1 #2 #3 #4 #5 #6
STR 9 7 15 15 9 14
CON 7 10 9 11 10 6
SIZz 11 13 12 11 12 11
INT 10 15 13 8 10 12
POW 6 5 13 8 10 12
DEX 10 9 8 5 11 6
APP 11 3 7 8 4 7
HP 9 12 11 11 11 9
DB — — +1D4 +1D4 —
Weapeons: Fist/Punch 50%, 1D3+db
Small club 25%, 1D6+db (escorts 1-4)
20-Gauge Double-Barrelled Shotgun 40%, 2D6/1D6/1D3

(escorts 5-6).

Skills: Dodge 35%, Hide 25%, Listen 30%, Sneak 35%, Spot
Hidden 35%, Swim 85%.
Sanity Loss: It costs 0/1D4 to see this brutish group.

The Esoteric Order of Dagon

The foul hybrids lead Brian through town to the Order’s
hall, entering through the front door and filing down into
the basement. Here, they meet up with 2D6+3 deep ones
who have arrived by way of the smugglers’ tunnels found
behind the hideous statues. Brian is dragged forward and
chained by his wrists to base of the statue of Cthulhu.

For the next two hours the hall resonates with a series of
bizarre croaking cries, guttural chants, and eldritch songs.
Anyone hearing the inhuman voices loses 1/1D4 Sanity
points. With a successful Listen roll investigators can make
out the frequently repeated words “Dagon,” “Hydra,”
“Cthulhu,” and “Y’ha-nthlei.”

Properly disguised (wearing the Order’s robes, for
instance), the ceremony might be infiltrated. The infiltrator
must make a Luck roll to avoid discovery; immediate death
is the result of failure. An infiltrator attending the ceremony
loses 1D2/1D8+1 points of Sanity over the course of the
evening, meanwhile adding 4% to Cthulhu Mythos knowl-
edge and 2D4% to Innsmouth Lore. If insanity results, the
spy’s cover is blown, resulting in a quick but painful death.

Just before midnight, the congregation leaves the hall
and heads toward the harbor. Here, some climb into boats
while others strip themselves of clothing and plunge into
the water. A Spot Hidden roll reveals other shadowy forms
bobbing and splashing about in the waves.

The securely bound Brian is loaded into one of the
boats, accompanied by several oarsmen and two of the
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robed priests. As the small flotilla rows out toward the reef,
the nearly-full moon rises high above sea. With the aid of
binoculars investigators can watch as the futilely struggling
Brian is roughly unloaded from the boat and, forced to
stand, is secured by long chains stretching between his
wrists and iron rings set in the reef. The priests then back
away, beginning a long, ululating chant accompanied by
hand gestures, and the croakings and barkings of the
assembled multitude of hybrids and deep ones.

After several minutes the sea beyond the reef starts to
boil—then explodes upward as a great dark form rises up to
blot out the stars. The air fills with the excited barkings and
bleatings of the deep ones paying homage to the Great
Father. It is Dagon, come to claim his sacrifice. Witnesses
lose 1/1D10 Sanity points.

Dagon moves toward the reef and takes hold of the
shrieking Brian, attempting to pull his sacrifice free. Brian
screams in pain as the chains go taut and the iron bracelets
cut into his wrists. One of the iron rings pops free of the
rock, the chain swinging wildly, but the other holds fast.
Brian’s left arm is torn from its socket as Dagon claims his
sacrifice. The monstrous deep one submerges back beneath
the surface, Brian’s last scream choked off by the swirling
waters. Witnesses lose 1/1D6 Sanity points.

The sacrifice complete, the congregation returns to
shore, either by boat or swimming.

Rescuing Brian

Numerous ways of rescuing Brian present themselves but
from the moment his hybrid escort shows up to take him to
the Esoteric Order’s hall, the investigators’ chances are rad-
ically diminished.

Rescuing Brian from the jail can be accomplished in any
number of ways. Simply overpowering the jailor is the most
direct; keys hanging on the wall quickly open Brian’s cell.
Creating a major diversion in another part of town will draw
the constable on duty away from the jail, allowing investi-
gators easy entrance and rescue. A third possibility is break-
ing Brian out through the alley window. The ancient mason-
ry of the jail is soft and rotten and a heavy chain attached to
an automobile could easily pull the iron bars from the sur-
rounding cement. Brian can then quickly scramble out and
the party make a quick getaway. The keeper must judge if
this procedure damages the vehicle, and to what degree.

Rescuing Brian after he has been taken from jail is far
more difficult. A well-planned ambush might allow the inves-
tigators to overcome Brian’s hybrid escort. Rescue from the
temple is far more difficult. From this time on Brian is con-
tinually surrounded by dozens of hybrids and deep ones.

Players planning violent rescues relying on lots of gun-
play should be reminded that in the eyes of the law they
will be committing murder, despite the inhuman nature of
Innsmouth’s hybrids. Aside from this, investigators
prompting the use of firearms may find themselves serious-
ly outgunned. The keeper should take pains to make sure
the investigators clearly realize the possible consequences
of any planned actions.
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A GANG OF HYBRIDS

Saving Ruth

Once Brian is free, he insists on rescuing Ruth from her
father’s house. He will not take “no” for an answer. If Brian
is driving, he heads straight for the Billingham house. If not,
he gets out at the first opportunity and begins to make his way
on foot. Only by using force can the investigators make him
leave town without his Ruth. Investigators may be willing to
let him go off on his own, taking this opportunity to effect
their own escape, but it is obvious that alone, Brian’s chances
are almost nil. He will almost certainly be captured and put to
death. All the investigators’ efforts will have gone for nothing.

For the keeper’s part, efforts should be made to keep the
rescue and escape fast and exciting, but with an eye toward
some level of investigator success. Results of random dice
rolls should be modified as suits the situation. If necessary,
nonplayer characters may be employed to provide helpful
aid, among them Bernard Slocum, Dr. Bloom, or Nick
Casper. The helpful character shows up in a fast car, or
plugs a menacing deep one in the back, or offers a place for
investigators to hide out, all at the keeper’s option. If the
investigators have not made contact with Lucas Mackey
yet, this would be an appropriate time.

The Billingham House

Brian’s escape will quickly be discovered. By the time the
party reaches the Billingham house 1D3 deep ones have
already arrived on the scene and wait hiding in the shad-
ows. As soon as the investigators pull up, the deep ones
rush forward, clambering over the roof, pressing their flac-
cid, batrachian features against the windshield, and beating
on the glass with their clawed fists until the car’s windows
shatter. Sounds of the disturbance alert Warren Billingham,
who appears on the front porch armed with a bolt-action
.30-06 rifle. He immediately fires on the investigators’

vehicle, regardless of the squirming deep ones crawling
over it. Billingham’s second shot is knocked away by Ruth
who suddenly emerges from the house and runs for the
investigators’ car. Billingham chases after her, tackling
Ruth and sending her sprawling across the front lawn
before she gets halfway there. If at all possible, Brian bursts
out of the car, sidestepping any deep ones, and races to res-
cue his girl. Billingham releases his daughter and faces his
attacker, ready to kill the boy with his bare hands.

The investigators must decide how to deal with this con-
flict—and quickly. In 1D6+4 minutes Constable Elliot
Ropes and 3D6 armed hybrids arrive on the scene.

Escape from
Innsmouth

o matter how successful the rescue, Brian’s escape
Nis soon noted and the alert goes up even before the
investigators reach the Billingham house. Church
bells ring wildly and hoarse shouts echo across the town.
Within minutes gangs of hybrids are on the streets search-
ing for the investigators, some on foot, others in vehicles.
The investigators may attempt escape on foot or in a
vehicle, or a combination of the two. Provisions for both
are given below, first escaping from town, followed by
flight across the countryside.

Escaping Town

Assuming that the investigators have their own vehicle, they
have probably used it to make the rescue. But unless they



have taken special precautions, they soon discover that their
auto has been sabotaged. The sabotage can be almost any-
thing: sugar in the gas tank, a transmission drained of oil, a
loosened wheel, or even tampered brakes. The specific type
of sabotage, and its eventual results, are details left to the
keeper. In any case, the vehicle should prove inoperable
soon after the investigators leave the Billingham house.

BY VEHICLE

Once they are in need of a vehicle, Brian Burnham is allowed
to show off a special skill: Hot-Wire Auto. Brian quickly
offers to hot-wire and steal the nearest parked car. This is
quickly achieved and, if the party has so far declined to res-
cue Ruth, he quickly jumps behind the wheel and refuses to
budge. With Brian driving, the party has but little choice to
accompany him to the Billingham house. With events at the
Billingham house concluded, he allows one of the investiga-
tors to drive.

Brian’s car thieving skill may come in handy later dur-
ing the escape, should the investigators’ present vehicle
become disabled.

The investigators will want to leave town as quickly as
possible, but may be unsure of the way. If they lack a map,
Ruth or Brian can shout directions from the back seat.
Investigators will have to decide which of the four major
routes leading out of town offers them the best chance of
escape. Each of the four routes leads to a different nearby
town: Newburyport, Rowley, Ipswich, or Arkham.

Town encounters occur randomly, a 25% chance of an
encounter occurring every block. If an encounter is indicat-
ed, roll a D10 on the Town Encounter Table. The keeper
will need to decide particular details of the encounter such
as from which direction it comes, its distance from the
investigators, etc. Ideally, an experienced keeper will sim-
ply use the table as inspiration, employing the encounters at
opportune moments in an effort to create a dramatic and
exciting escape.

Drive rolls are unnecessary if the investigators are dri-
ving normally. Being pursued by hybrids indicates a high-
speed chase requiring skillful handling of the car. The
investigator at the wheel must make a Drive roll for every
corner turned. A failed roll indicates loss of control. Roll a
D6 on the Town Accident Table and apply the results. Note
that two results are listed. In the case of a fumbled Drive
roll (any roll of 91-00) the second, more drastic result is
indicated.

TOWN ACCIDENT TABLE (1D6)

1 Hit Light Post: vehicle damaged but driveable, minus
2D20% to Drive skill; a fumble indicates double dam-
age plus 1D3 points of injury to each occupant.

Break Off Fire Hydrant: see above.
3 Plow Through Storefront: similar to above except a fum-
ble indicates that car is now stuck and unsalvageable.

4  Sideswipe Parked Car: -2D10% to Drive; fumble
means a rear-end collision with double damage to car,
causing 1D6 points of injury to each passenger.
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Town Encounter Table

1 Potshots from hybrid sniper on the second
floor of a nearby deserted building.

2 1D3 hybrids armed with clubs and/or guns
rush out from a dark alley.

3 Joe Sargent’s bus pulls up and blocks the street
in front of the investigators. Meanwhile 1D6+1
hybrids charge from behind.

4 A sweep of headlights behind the investigators
indicates a jalopy full of armed hybrids has
pulled out behind them and is giving chase. 1D3
hybrids open fire on the fleeing investigators.

5 A single hybrid charges out from a doorway or
alley, trying to Jump aboard the investigators’
moving vehicle.

6  2D4 hybrids on foot, including a robed priest
of Dagon, try to block the road. The investiga-
tors may run one or two down causing damage
of -2D10 to handling, or attempt to swerve
around them. A Drive roll is required for the
swerve to succeed.

7 A car comes from other direction attempting to
run the investigators off the road. Play “chick-
en” with the hybrid vehicle by winning two out
of three POW vs. POW struggles. The loser
must swerve to avoid a head-on collision and
must make a Drive roll to avoid suffering an
accident. A fumble indicates a head-on colli-
sion

8  2D6 Hybrids stationed on a roof hurl down
rocks and bricks upon the investigators. Little
damage is done unless the car is an open model
without a roof, or the investigators are on foot.

9  2D6 deep ones shamble out into the street in
front of the investigators. Sanity loss is 1/6
points. Run them down, or swerve. See 6.

10 A stake truck full of hybrids barrels down the
street toward the investigators, its occupants
wave pitch forks and clubs and fire random
shotgun blasts from the bed. A side street opens
to the left or right, allowing an opportunity to
escape but requiring a Drive roll at -10% to

Run Up and Over Curb: -1D10% to handling plus a
Drive roll is required to retain control of vehicle, If
failed, roll again on the Town Accident Table.

Spin-Out: no damage; fumble indicates car rolls over,
rendering it useless and causing 1D8 points of injury to
each occupant.
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TAKING FIRE: Any number of encounters include armed
hybrids who open fire on the fleeing investigators and their
vehicle. Hybrids firing from stationary positions use their
normal percentage. Anyone shooting from a moving vehi-
cle—including investigators—fires at half their normal
skill. Successful hits on a vehicle normally do little dam-
age, harmlessly imbedding themselves in body panels,
dashboards, etc. An impaling hit, however, has done real
damage, either to the vehicle itself, or its occupants. Roll a
D20 and consult the table below.

VEHICLE IMPALE TABLE (1D20)

1-5 Windshield hit and shattered. Make an immediate
Drive roll at -30% (plus any applicable modifiers)
or suffer accident. Windshield is now starred and
semi-opaque, and must be smashed out or subse-
quent Drive rolls are made at -20%.

6-10 Tire hit. An immediate Drive roll must be made to
avoid an accident. With a flat tire, all subsequent
Drive rolls are made at -50%.

11-12  Passenger hit! Determine target randomly.
Damage is half normal due to the bullet passing

through the vehicle’s body.

Driver hit! Apply damage as above, and driver must
make a Drive roll at -40% to maintain control.

13-14

15-16  Steering mechanism hit. Make immediate Drive
roll at -20% plus any other modifiers. Handling is

permanently reduced by 25%.

17-19  Engine/drive train hit, Make immediate Drive roll
at -10%. Vehicle is permanently damaged and

coasts to a stop within one block.

20 Gas tank or fuel line hit. Driver must make a Luck
roll or vehicle explodes immediately, inflicting
2D6 damage on all occupants. Successful DEX x5
rolls are required by each occupant to clear the
vehicle before it explodes.

DAMAGED VEHICLES: Aside from specifics such as
broken windows or shattered headlights, damage to vehi-
cles is often expressed as a reduction in handling ability.
These effects are cumulative, and should be subtracted
from the driver’s skill whenever a Drive roll is deemed nec-
essary. Cumulative damage that reduces the driver’s skill to
0 or below means the vehicle is inoperable and will have to
be abandoned. Of course, an investigator with a higher
Drive skill could get behind the wheel and possibly get a
little more mileage out of the wreck.

REPLACING VEHICLES: While still in town, investiga-
tors may replace a disabled vehicle by stealing a parked car.
Brian may hot-wire it, or an investigator can try to accom-
plish the same thing with an Electrical Repair roll. Anytime
the investigators lose their vehicle, there is a 50% chance that
a parked car in sight. If not, there is 60% chance of finding
one on the next block, a 70% chance on the following block,
etc. Roll for the type of vehicle, and its condition. Once out
of town the chances of finding a parked vehicle are nil.

TYPE (1D6)

Ford Model T

Ford Model T with truck bed
Coupe

Small Delivery Truck
Packard or Chrysler

Pickup Truck
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CONDITION (1D8)

Fair condition

Fair condition

Old, but operable

Back seat full of fish guts

Bad suspension; -25% to Drive
Brakes fail on the third hard stop
Steering sloppy; -20% to Drive rolls
Car will not start
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ON FOOT

Traveling on foot is of course slower, but in some ways
safer. Roll for encounters twice for every block traveled but
allow investigators to slink through the shadows and hide in
doorsteps. Hybrids passing in vehicles are unlikely to spot
alert investigators quick to jump out of sight. Allow passing
hybrids a Spot Hidden roll of 25% for such encounters.
Failure to make the Spot Hidden indicates that the hybrids
did not see the investigators. If spotted, investigators may
try to imitate the shambling walk of the hybrids. A POW x5
roll is necessary to pull off the masquerade.

Progress on foot is slow and investigators will probably
want to obtain a replacement vehicle at the first opportunity.

Escaping Cross Country

Once out of town, the investigators must still cross several
miles of countryside before reaching the safety of the town-
ship line. As in town, this may be accomplished in a vehi-
cle or on foot, or by any combination of the two. Vehicles
are limited to travel along the roads, but investigators on
foot may cut across open terrain.

BY VEHICLE

Although the investigators may relax when they finally get
out of town, the respite is brief. A car filled with six hybrids
swings out from nowhere in hot pursuit. They are armed and
three of them open fire. It is likely that the investigators can
outrun their pursuers, but only if they drive hard.

There are four routes out of town, each leading to a dif-
ferent nearby town: Newburyport, Rowley, Ipswich, or
Arkham. Driving hazards are located along each route. At
normal speeds these are easy to negotiate or avoid, but if
pursued at high speeds Drive rolls are necessary. The
results of failed Drive rolls are noted in the hazard descrip-
tion. Keepers are free to apply extra penalties for fumbled
Drive rolls, as they see fit. Once the investigators have suc-
cessfully negotiated all the marked hazards, their escape is
considered successful. The hybrids give up the chase and
return to town.
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NEWBURYPORT ROAD

EXTREMELY NARROW BRIDGE: this bridge crosses
the second of the four small streams along this route. It is
particularly difficult to see due to a twist in the road and
overhanging growth. A Drive roll is required, failure indi-
cating the car has run off the bridge and plunged nose-first
into the stream. Occupants suffer 1D4 points of damage
and the vehicle is permanently disabled.

CURVE: occurs right after crossing the second bridge.
Failure to make a Drive roll results in a vehicle permanent-
ly stuck in the marsh.

THICK FOG: found between the third and fourth bridges.
The Driver must make a Luck roll or run off the road into
the marsh.

RISE: the crest of Carson’s Hill. At high speed a vehicle
becomes airborne. A failed Drive roll results in running off
the road and into a tree. Occupants suffer 1D6 points of
damage each.

ROWLEY ROAD

CURVE: a sweeping left-hander encountered right after
leaving town. Failure to make a Drive roll results in a vehi-
cle permanently stuck in the marsh.

RISE: the railroad crossing. At high speed a vehicle
becomes airborne. A failed Drive roll results in running off
the road and getting stuck.

THICK FOG: occurs right after the railroad tracks. The
driver must make a Luck roll or run off the road.

MUD HOLE: at the intersection. If Drive roll is failed,
vehicle spins out and becomes stuck. It will take two
rounds to push it free.

IPSWICH ROAD

CURVE: a sharp left-hander that occurs just shortly after
leaving Innsmouth. Failure to make a Drive roll results in
a collision with a large, gnarled tree, reducing further
Drive rolls by 2D20% and causing 1D6 points of injury to
each occupant.

ROCK: just past the curve, right before the T-intersection.
A failed Drive roll while attempting to avoid the rock
results in the vehicle running off the road and getting stuck.
Straddling the rock is easy, but results in a broken drive
train and a useless vehicle.

FALLEN TREE: encountered just before the four-way
intersection. A Drive roll is necessary in order to stop in
time. Failure indicates a ruined vehicle and 1D4 points of
damage to each occupant. If the stop is successful, the tree
may be cleared by a team of investigators by successfully
combining their STR against the tree’s SIZ of 35 on the
resistance table.

SANDY WASH: just past the four-way intersection. A
Drive roll is required to avoid a spin-out.

ARKHAM ROAD

EXTREMELY NARROW BRIDGE: found at the small
brook. A Drive roll is required, failure indicating the car has
run off the bridge and plunged nose-first into the stream.
Occupants suffer 1D4 points of damage and the vehicle is
permanently disabled.

THICK FOG: occurs right after crossing the brook. Driver
must make a Luck roll or run off the road.

SEVERE DIP: occurs at the four-way intersection. The
vehicle slams through the dip, requiring a Drive roll to
avoid going off the road. The vehicle is now stuck, but can
be freed with two rounds of pushing.

MUD HOLE: encountered just past the intersection. If a
Drive roll is failed, the vehicle spins out and becomes
stuck. It will take two rounds to push it free.

Escape on Foot

On foot, the investigators may travel either by road, or across
the marshes and fields. If their escape has been slow they
may be forced to abandon the roads when vehicles filled with
hybrids start pouring out of town to scour the highways.

The following encounters occur randomly, and are
keyed to various areas around Innsmouth. Keepers may roll
one to four times on the random encounter charts, depend-
ing on how far the investigators have to travel to reach the
edge of the map and eventual safety. Traveling the railroad
tracks is considered to be the same as the marshes.

MARSH: A roll of 50% or less indicates an encounter. Roll
a D6 on the Marsh Encounter Table.

MARSH ENCOUNTER TABLE (1D¢)

1 Prowling Shoggoth: the deep ones’ hungry shoggoth
rears up out of the darkness and attacks a random char-
acter. If the character is slain, the shoggoth settles
down to consume him, allowing others to escape.

2 1D6 Deep Ones: these are spotted at a distance of 1D6
x20 feet. They pursue, but if one or more are slain they
retreat. Lose 1/1D6 points of Sanity.

3 Quicksand: a randomly chosen character stumbles into
a pool of quick sand. Unless rescued he is sucked down
in six rounds. Investigators must roll Luck once per
round until an object is found to pull the character free.
A fumble (96-00) indicates that character has also run
afoul of the quicksand and must be rescued. Once a
proper object is found, a quicksand STR of 25 must be
overcome by the combined STR of those trying to pull
the character free.

4  Startled Heron: Investigators almost step on this sleep-
ing marsh bird who flies up with a great whooping
noise, possibly attracting attention.

5 A Single Deep One: this creature suddenly pops up in
front of a randomly chosen character at a distance of
ten feet, and attacks.



6 Rotting Corpse: A randomly chosen character trips
over a dead body lying in the marsh and loses 1/1D4
points of Sanity. This is the corpse of treasury agent
Bill Forbes who a short time back disappeared while
on undercover assignment in Innsmouth. Forbes was
posing as a historical writer and was staying at the
Gilman house when last heard from.

WOODS AND FIELDS: A roll of 30% or less indicates an
encounter. Roll D3 on the Woods and Fields Encounter Table.

WOODS AND FIELDS ENCOUNTER TABLE (1D3)

1 Friendly Character: this non-player character is an
Innsmouth human who has come to the aid of the
investigators. He may be armed and on foot, ready to
lead them out, or waiting behind the wheel of a car.

2 Hybrid Patrol: 1D6+2 hybrids with flashlights turn up
at a distance of 2D6 x20 feet. They may or may not
spot the investigators.

3 Single Hybrid Sniper: A single hybrid with a .30-06
rifle opens fire from behind a tree 1D6 x20 feet away.
Investigators may flee, taking four more shots from
behind (25% chance to hit), or open fire. Darkness and
partial cover reduce the chances of investigators hitting
the sniper to one-quarter normal.

A Guardian Angel

This event may be engineered by the keeper either to save
a desperate party, or simply to end the scenario with a dra-
matic flourish. In either case, a dark sedan suddenly pulls
up on a nearby road. The occupant hops out and signals the
fleeing investigators with a flashlight, calling their names.
It is Lucas Mackey, the U.S. Treasury Agent. Without
revealing his real identity, he tries to convince the investi-
gators he is their ally. Accepting a ride with Mackey, the
investigators are dropped off at the nearby town of their
choice before the agent heads south to his office in Boston.

Conclusion

If the investigators rescue Brian from Innsmouth they each
receive 2D6 Sanity points. If they fail, or Brian is killed dur-
ing the escape, each loses 1D6 Sanity points. Rescuing Ruth
is worth another 1D6 Sanity points; failure to rescue her
costs each investigator one Sanity point. There is no reward
if Waite’s copy of the Book of Dagon is retrieved from his
safe, unless the investigators have knowingly kept it out of
Asenath Waite’s hands. In this case award each investigator
ID3 Sanity points. One point of Sanity is gained for each
deep one killed, up to a maximum of six points.

WRAPPING UP

The investigators must decide how to explain Brian’s dis-
appearance and his alleged role in the Innsmouth robbery.
They may also have to explain any criminal actions they
may have engaged in during the course of the rescue. It is
left for the keeper to deal with these matters, but it is pos-
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sible that charges may be brought against them by the
angered Innsmouthers. If arrested on felony charges inves-
tigator Credit Ratings drop by 2D10, or more. The keeper
may deal with this eventuality as he wishes, but before the
raid is staged, the Treasury Department may intervene in
these investigators’ cases, working deals behind the scenes
in order to secure their release, possibly even arranging tc
have the charges dropped.

Finally, if the investigators were able to take away any
conclusive evidence concerning the situation in Innsmouth,
and tumn this information over to government authorities.
they may add 1D6 to their Credit Ratings. This also ensures
that the investigators will be given a role in the upcoming
Raid on Innsmouth.

Statistics

BRIAN BURNHAM, 18, Innsmouth First National Grocery manager
STR 11 CON 10 SIZ 9 INT 13 POW §
DEX 9 APP 15 EDU 12 SAN 35 HP 10

Weapons: Fist/Punch 75%, 1D3
Pocket Knife 35%, 1D3

Skills: Accounting 45%, Bargain 55%, Credit Rating 30%, Driv«
Automobile 45%, Fast Talk 65%, Hide 60%, Hot Wire Auto
75%, Innsmouth Lore 15%, Locksmith 45%, Mechanical Repair
35%, Pick Pocket 25%, Sneak 65%, Spot Hidden 55%.

RUTH BILLINGHAM, 17, attractive hybrid girl

STR 7 CON 9 SIZ 8 INT 13 POW 9
DEX 11 APP 17 EDU 11 SAN20 HP9Y
Damage Bonus: -1D4

Weapons: all at base percentages

SKkills: Climb 55%, Fast Talk 65%, Hide 50%, Innsmouth Lore
25%, Listen 40%, Occult 15%, Seduce 55%, Swim 70%.

THOMAS WAITE, 56, tired old shopkeeper
STR 8 CON 11 SIZ 10 INT 14
DEX 10 APP 12 EDU 12 SAN 25
Damage Bonus: 0

Weapons: Fist/Punch 45%, 1D3

Lead Pipe (under store counter) 55%, 1D6

Skills: Accounting 55%, Bargain 65%, First Aid 50%, Innsmoutt
Lore 70%, Listen 55%, Pharmacy 25%, Psychology 30%.

POW 14
HP 11

WARREN BILLINGHAM, 41, hybrid businessman
STR 16 CON 18 SIZ 14 INT 15
DEX 10 APP 8 EDU 14  SAN 10
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 60%, 1D3+db

.30-06 Bolt-Action Rifle 40%, 2D6+3

Strangle 45%, 1D4+1 per round*

Skills: Accounting 70%, Bargain 65%, Drive Automobile 55%,
Fast Talk 60%, Innsmouth Lore 70%, Listen 45%, Persuade
70%, Spot Hidden 45%, Swim 85%.

*Attack percentage is for initial hold. Must overcome STR of tar-
get each round thereafter to maintain strangle hold. B

POW 14
HP 16



his climatic adventure recreates the U.S. govern-
Tment’s raid on the town of Innsmouth. Because of

their activities, the investigators have come to the
attention of the Treasury Department. Agent Lucas Mackey,
whom they probably met during the Escape from Innsmouth
scenario, is most likely the reason they are contacted.

The government investigation began last summer after the
department was contacted by Robert Olmstead of Ohio.
While visiting the town of Innsmouth the previous summer
the man had innocently stumbled upon a nest of illegal, per-
haps even unnatural, activity. A preliminary investigation
proved some of the man’s allegations accurate. A secret inves-
tigation was launched and is probably underway at the same
time the investigators are conducting their own inquiries.
Treasury agents, visiting the town in the guise of salesmen,
tourists, and factory inspectors, have amassed enough evi-
dence about Innsmouth to spur the government into action.

One of these agents, posing as a travel writer, disap-
peared while in Innsmouth. His rotting remains lie in the
marsh northwest of town. His corpse may or may not have
been discovered by investigators during the Escape from
Innsmouth adventure.

Contacted by the Treasury Department, the investigators
are first questioned about what they know, then later asked
to take part in the raid. The influence of Lucas Mackey and

Running this Adventure

The raid on Innsmouth is a unique scenario. Presented
as six separate raid actions called objectives, or mis-
sions, each of these is divided into three parts. Part
one of each mission is run in a specific order, fol-
lowed by part two of each mission, again in a specif-
ic order. When part three of each Objective has been
played through the raid has been completed. The
proper sequence of play is found in a box on p. 100.

The investigators are invited to take part in the
raid, acting as advisors and participants. They will
be asked to split up, each investigator taking part in
a different objective, either of their choosing, or as
chosen for them by the keeper. Ideally, there will be
one investigator for each mission. If there are less
than six investigators, a player may wish to have one
of his back-up investigators accompany a raiding
party. If there are more than six players with investi-
gators, it is perfectly acceptable to have more than
one investigator on a given mission.

‘THE RAID ON INNSMOUTH

When the blasphemies of Innsmouth are finally uncovered,
the government prepares a raid of epic proportions,
and player investigators are given the opportunity to join.

his superiors at the Treasury Department can even extend to
procuring the release of investigators currently held in jail,
perhaps even arranging a favorable plea bargain or a drop-
ping of charges altogether.

Supporting Characters

Because a player’s investigator will be active in only one of
six missions, during the course of the other five scenarios,
players will be called upon to take the parts of other char-
acters. These are members of the military (marines, coast
guardsmen, or sailors) or treasury agents. These roles are
referred to as Supporting Characters. Although the intent of
this adventure is to provide each investigator with a “star-
ring role,” supporting characters also play active and
important parts.

If an investigator or supporting character is lost or killed
during the raid, the keeper may assign that person another
supporting character to play.

Project Covenant

t Agent Mackey’s urging the government has begun
Arunning background checks on the investigators.

This involves examining employment and police
records, checking memberships in private and public orga-
nizations, and, oddly enough, a tracing of family histo-
ries—Ilooking for evidence of Innsmouth ancestry. The
investigators are initially unaware of these investigations,
but from December through mid-January they may have
disturbing hints that something is amiss.

Each investigator making a successful Luck roll gets
1D3 reports from fellow workers, family members,
employers, friends, or landlords to the effect that: “some
friend of yours was asking about you the other day.” The
unnamed friend was interested in details of the investiga-
tor’s personal life, work habits, and strangely enough, if
they have ever shown any interest in the occult. Halved
Listen rolls note odd disturbances and static on investigator
telephone lines; Idea rolls spot strangers on the streets that
investigators are sure they’ve seen before.

Contact

Once assured of the investigators’ backgrounds and loyal-
ties, the government contacts them at their homes. Each



investigator is visited on a cold Sunday afternoon in
January by a group of men who arrive in a large, black
sedan. Dressed in dark topcoats, suits, and hats, they are led
by Agent Albert Ryan, who identifies

himself at the investigator’s door.
The agents ask if the investigator
is alone; they would like to speak to
him or her privately. If the investiga-
tor agrees, they are asked a series of
questions about Innsmouth, and any
activities they may have taken part in
over the last few months. The agents
are polite, but it is obvious that they
are trying to discern how much the
character knows or suspects about the

ALBERT RYAN

town. Notes are taken, the interview-
ers’ placid expressions changing only when an investiga-
tor’s story of “fish-men” or “horrifying monstrosities”
results in a lifted eyebrow, or the momentary hesitation of
the otherwise busy, scribbling pen.

The interview lasts about twenty minutes after which
the investigator is politely thanked for their cooperation.
Ryan asks the investigator to “please refrain from speaking
of this matter. It is of utmost important to our nation’s secu-
rity.” Ryan indicates that some of the investigator’s associ-
ates have also been contacted, or soon will be. “You’ll be
hearing from us again,” he assures them.

The Call to Duty

As promised, the investigators are contacted again, just a
few days later. A phone call, or telegram, requests their
presence at the Federal Building, Room 402, in Boston on
the following evening, at 8 PM. They are to ask for Agent
Drew. If necessary, a car and driver will be provided. A
phone number is given and the investigators asked to con-
firm that they have received the message.

By eight o’clock the streets of Boston are dark, the
office district that the Federal Building stands in nearly
deserted, and swept by a cold winter wind. A light snow
falls on the investigators’ shoulders.

Most of the six-story Federal Building is dark, but a row
of fourth floor office windows shine brightly. Entering, the
investigators find a front desk, a young man seated behind
it. He inquires of their business and, after a call to the fourth
floor, confirms them and points the way to the elevators. If
any of the investigators attempt to sign the visitor’s register,
the young man quickly stops them. “That’s not necessary,”
he smiles.

Once on the fourth floor, room 402 found at the end of
the hall. The door stands open and voices are heard coming
from within. The investigators may attempt knocking at the
open door, or stepping straight inside. In either event they
find themselves in small ante room, a smiling woman
receptionist in her mid-thirties ready to meet them. She
introduces herself as “Miss Jameson” and seems to know
all the investigators by name. “Mr. Drew is waiting for you
in his office.”
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She leads the way into the small office complex, toward
a closed door. On the way the investigators pass a meeting
room, a long table surrounded by a number of men, some in
uniform, seated in chairs. Cigar smoke hangs thick in the air.

The investigators are shown into the further office and
Miss Jameson retreats, closing the door behind her. Lucas
Mackey, smiling, steps up and warmly welcomes the inves-
tigators, shaking hands, perhaps even slapping a back.
Mackey’s exact manner depends wholly upon the investi-
gators’ past dealings with the agent.

Agent Ryan stands a bit farther off, next to the tall, thin,
gray-haired agent seated behind the large desk. The seated
man takes off his glasses then stands up and walks out from
behind the desk; he extends his hand to the investigators.
The agent’s eyes are cold and blue, his smile thin-lipped
and unconvincing. Mackey makes introductions all the way
around and the investigators are asked to seat themselves.
Drew takes center stage in front of his desk, Mackey mean-
while perching casually on its corner while Ryan stands out
of the way, in the back. Drew speaks:

“Gentlemen, [ladies,] I know you’re curious as to why
you’ve been called here tonight. The government needs your
aid in a matter of utmost importance. Because you are all
already familiar with the town of Innsmouth, I feel there is

no need for me to explain why your

government has become involved. A
lengthy investigation conducted by
this department has revealed the need
for swift and sure measures to be
taken against the widespread criminal
activities occurring in that town.
Numerous federal and interstate laws
have been violated, including conspir-
acy to transport illegal alcohol, kid-
naping, murder, and possibly even

white slavery. There is no need for me
to elaborate to you the vile and dis-
gusting practices some of these cutthroats and criminals are
rumored to indulge in. Although the figures are sketchy, we
now assume that at least half the people in that town are
involved in a criminal conspiracy—one that reaches all the
way up to the most powerful families in town.

THE OATH OF SECRECY
“Needless to say, a police action of this type must be handled
with delicacy, not only to avoid alerting the criminal element
in Innsmouth, but also because the action might be viewed
by some as a violation of Constitutional rights. Never before
has federal martial law been declared over an entire town-
ship—but the government feels there is no alternative.”
“Before I can speak any further I must ask you to sign
these documents, Oaths of Secrecy, binding you to keep
secret any events that you should witness or take part in
over the next few days. If you wish, you may choose not to
sign. In this case, you will be escorted to accommodations
in the basement of this building. By law, we can hold any
of you for up to 72 hours without charges or arrest. We have
no desire to inconvenience you, but due to the secrecy nec-
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essary to this operation it is essential that we maintain secu-
rity. Your needs will be provided for, and all will be done to
see to it that you are made comfortable.”

Those who sign are congratulated warmly by Mackey,
stiffly and formally by Drew. Those who refuse to swear
the oath are escorted to holding cells in the basement of the
building, clean, but small and confining. All efforts are
made to make the investigators’ forced stay as comfortable
as reasonably possible. Any investigator making a Law roll
while reading the document realizes that violating the oath
could result in massive fines and/or imprisonment.

Left with those investigators who have agreed to sign,
Drew explains his request:

“The government has need of your aid, your expertise in
these matters. Apparently you know as much or more about
this town than we’ve yet been able to learn. You should
understand that participation will involve a certain amount
of personal risk. We would like each of you to accompany
different bodies of troops taking part in the raid, acting pri-
marily as advisors and experts. that will be entering the
town and engaging in other operations. You will, of course,

be under the command of military officers, and subject to
their orders. Make no mistake—we have every reason to
expect armed resistance. Are you interested? Are you will-
ing to aid your government?”

Assuming that the investigators agree, Drew rises and
leads them to the large meeting room seen earlier.

THE BRIEFING

In the meeting room the investigators are introduced to the
eight men sitting around the table: Marine officers Major
Maines, Captain Corso, and Lieutenant Doud; Coast Guard
Commander Hearst; a government agent, John Edgar
Hoover, the 34-year old director of America’s Bureau of
Investigation (Know roll); and a civilian, East Indian Dr.
Najar, who identifies himself as “a parapsychologist.”
Finally they are introduced to marine Colonel James
Rothler of Naval Intelligence. In charge of the military con-
tribution to this action, he is the source of the thick cigar
smoke that hangs in the room. The investigators are intro-
duced as “special civilian advisors who, like Dr. Najar
whom you’ve already met, have generously offered to lend

Raid Order of Play

Certain events in the scenarios suggest a logical sequence of play. A recommended order of presentation follows. In
some cases communications or meetings between two groups of raiders is possible. This may require a simultaneous
playing of two different raid actions for a brief time. For the most part, however, each is self-contained.
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1. The Smuggler’s Tunnels
2. Y’ha-nthlei

3. Devil Reef

4. The Marsh Mansion
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Part Three

The Marsh Mansion
The Marsh Refinery
Devil Reef
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Esoteric Order of Dagon
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THE RAID OBJECTIVES

Objective 1, The Esoteric Order of Dagon: a direct
assault by two squads of marines against the headquar-
ters of the despicable cult. Led by Captain Corso and
Sergeant Grabatowski. Investigators should be healthy.
Skill with firearms is desirable.

Objective 2, The Marsh Mansion: a sneak attack by a
single squad of marines against the home of the most
powerful family in town; the taking of prisoners is the
prime objective. Led by Major Maines. Stealth skills
and some firearms abilities are desirable.

Objective 3, The Smugglers’ Tunnels: two squads of
marines in four boats will row up the tunnels that run
under Innsmouth. Lieutenant Doud will lead the
marines. Combat skills are important, as well as a
healthy Sanity.

Objective 4, Devil Reef: a Coast Guard contingent will
be stationed offshore to patrol the reef and harbor under
the command of Commander Hearst. It is possible to
avoid combat, but for safety’s sake a good Swim skill
would be handy.

Objective 5, Y’ha-Nthlei: the U.S. Navy has assigned a
submarine to torpedo the site of the alleged undersea
city. Commander Robert Harrow is skipper of the S-19.
Physical skills are not important. Psychology and a
strong Sanity are recommended.

Objective 6, The Marsh Refinery: agents of the U.S.
Treasury Department are to enter the Marsh Refinery
and seize important documents, gold, and Refinery offi-
cials prior to destroying the building. The agents are led
by FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover. Good physical and
combat skills are recommended.




the government their aid.” All take seats except Drew and
Rothler, who remain standing at the head of the long table.
Agent Mackey closes the door before sitting down next to
fellow-agent Ryan. Major Maines pulls a metal flask from

a pocket inside his coat and pours

drinks for himself and the Colonel.
He lifts the flask toward the investi-
gators at the far end of the table,
inviting them to join them. Dr. Najar
declines, quickly, almost embar-
rassed. The investigators may or may
not choose to indulge. Drew, surpris-
ingly, offers: “T have a first-rate bottle
of Irish whiskey in my desk, if any-
one would care for some.”

Miss Jameson is sent for the bot-

MAJOR JOE MAINES

tle, and to brew the cup of tea
requested by Dr. Najar. The discussion begins, Drew quick-
ly outlining the situation in Innsmouth as best the govern-
ment investigation has learned. Investigators note that the
government case centers on suspected kidnapings and mur-
ders, and the degenerate religious cult that seems to under-
lie these activities. Tales of monstrosities hidden away in
houses are thought to be the unfortunate results of inbreed-
ing, or possibly captives held by the

cult; rumors of monsters from the sea
are dismissed with skepticism. It is
evident that the more supernatural
elements surrounding Innsmouth are
either ignored or misunderstood, or
both. He then turns the briefing ses-
sion over to Colonel Rothler.

“Most of you have been briefed
individually,” he begins. “And you
know what your missions are. But for
the benefit of all of us, particularly

those that have just joined us, we will
quickly go over the operation.” The colonel turns to a near-
by easel displaying a map of the area around Innsmouth.
Brandishing his cigar like a pointer, he outlines the mission.

“There are numerous objectives we wish to achieve, but
the capture and questioning of all citizens of the town is

paramount. To accomplish this, pene-

trating actions by small groups of
marines will either capture inhabi-
tants, or drive them inland where they
will be intercepted by roadblocks and
patrols of marines sweeping into the
town from the west. Hopefully, there
will be a minimum number of civilian
casualties. It is also the intention of
the government that this operation be
handled in a way that avoids arousing

CPT. ANTHONY CORSO

the fears or anxieties of neighboring
communities. To this end we have
purposely chosen to approach the problem with a minimum
of manpower. We don’t wish to attract attention. News of
the action will be released to the public once the govern-

COL. JAMES ROTHLER
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ment has had time to properly access the situation.”

“The assault will be the coordinated efforts of several
different groups, each operating separately. Central to the
plan is the capture of the headquarters of the religious cult,
The Esoteric Order of Dagon. Two squads of marines, led
by Captain Corso, have been assigned this task.”

Corso stands up halfway in his

chair and nods to the investigators. In
his late twenties, he is handsome and
intelligent looking.

“Cors0’s squads, in white camou-
flage will enter town from the west,
traveling down the frozen river, using
the gorge for cover. They will exit the
gorge at the Federal Street bridge and
move north to the green, entering the
hall through the front entrance if pos-

sible. All found within are to be taken
prisoner. Certain cult leaders may be
encountered here, and can be identified by the robes and
golden jewelry they are reputed to wear. These individuals
must not be allowed to escape. The marines have orders to
shoot if necessary.”

Colonel Rothler gestures towards Major Maines,
presently in the act of pouring himself another drink.

“Major Maines here will lead a squad of hand-picked
men to effect the arrests of certain town leaders.”

Maines raises his glass to the investigators and winks.
At least forty, his face is strong, tanned and lined by years
spent in the Corps—a true leatherneck.

“His group is to enter the Marsh Mansion on
Washington Street and there effect the arrests of certain
town elders and their families. His squad will accompany
Corso’s squads down the river until they reach the
Washington Street bridge. Here Major Maines’ squad will
detach, heading north to their objective.

“Meanwhile, two carloads of agents of the United States
treasury will enter Innsmouth from the south, cross the river,
and effect an entry into the Marsh gold

J. EDGAR HOOVER

refinery. FBI Director Hoover and
agent Mackey will be leading this mis-
sion. They’re to seize any officials or
documents that they may find, as well
as any gold stores, before demolishing
the entire building.”

Rothler looks at the young lieu-
tenant seated at the table.

“In the meantime Lieutenant
Doud will head up two squads of

marines in boats who will enter the
network of underground caves and
tunnels north of town.”

The cocky young lieutenant glances down toward the
investigators and nods.

“These caves were once used by smugglers. We have
reason to believe that they may be being used today as part
of a white slavery operation. Lt. Doud is to look for evi-
dence of this as well as demolishing the empty warehouses

DR. NAJAR
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these tunnels lead to.”

Colonel Rothler next indicates the naval officer seated
at the table.

“The Coast Guard has provided us with the services of
Commander Hearst.”

Hearst, his gold-trimmed dress blues resplendent com-
pared to the olive drab of the marine officers, looks every
inch an officer. Strong-jawed, intelligent, he raises a hand
to the civilians.

“Commander Hearst will command three vessels
charged with patrolling the coast line. Some of the culprits
may attempt to escape by boat. It is the responsibility of
Commander Hearst to see that they do not get away.”

“As some of you know, this meeting was also to be
attended by Commander Harrow of the United States Navy.
Commander Harrow was unavoidably delayed by a subma-
rine rescue operation off the north coast. His vessel, the S-
19 is due to armrive in port in the next hour. Sealed orders
regarding his mission await his arrival.”

The Colonel begins to wrap up the briefing. “I suggest
that we spend the next twenty minutes or so getting to know
each other. The civilian advisors will be participating in
these actions and I think it would behoove some of the offi-
cers here to see what they can learn from them.”

Over the next few minutes most of the officers—with
the exception of Lt. Doud—show little reluctance to mix
with the civilians. Questions are asked, and advice listened
to. Only Doud seems to effect a haughty, superior attitude.
The investigators first impressions are confirmed. Although

Project Covenant

Project Covenant is the name the government has
assigned to this top-secret undertaking. A halved
Know roll reveals that the name is derived from the
biblical story found in I Samuel describing how the
Ark of the Covenant dismembered a statue of Dagon
at Ashdod. Otherwise, Drew can explain the relevan-
cy of the name.

THE PASSWORD

In order to identify each other, those taking part in
the raid will use the password “Samson.”
Roadblocks will be placed on all roads leading in
and out of Innsmouth and squads of marines will
patrol the open ground searching for civilians
attempting to flee town. Raiders may accidentally
encounter one of these mop-up squads and will use
the password to identify themselves.

Unfortunately, an insane investigator must make a
halved Idea roll to recall the password. Failing, they
will be arrested and shoved into a truck full of fright-
ened, fishy-smelling Innsmouth refugees. Sanity
point loss is 1/1D4. See The Fate of the Prisoners in
the Conclusion of this scenario for further indignities
suffered by such hapless investigators.

hints are made—and rumors abound—the government does
not officially recognize the existence Innsmouth’s mon-
strousness. Investigators find that if they talk too freely of
“deep ones” and “Great Old Ones,” they are met with skep-
tical looks. Only Dr. Najar seems to
share some of the investigators’
views. Posing behind the facade of a
scholarly academic, it is soon appar-
ent that he and the investigators share
an interest in the Cthulhu Mythos. He
secretly believes that they may be
going up against much more than the
government realizes.

During this time, the investigators
should come to a decision about
which portion of the raid they will
accompany. The keeper, after looking
over the six different raids, may wish to consider the indi-
vidual investigators’ particular skills and encourage choic-
es that best suit his players’ characters. Dr. Najar has
already volunteered to join the group entering the Marsh
mansion, but encourages another of the advisors to join
him.

LT. ERIC DOUD

THE TIME IS NOW

At some point one of the investigators will probably inquire
as to when the raid is scheduled to take place. The officer
he asks will look at his wristwatch, back at the investigator,
smile, then say: “in about two hours, I think.” Intelligence
reports have revealed that the government investigation
may have been discovered. The decision has been made to
conduct the raid immediately.

Before long the meeting breaks up. Those investigators
who have chosen to accompany the raiding parties assault-
ing the Esoteric Order and those who are aiding in the
attack on the Marsh mansion are escorted downstairs and
shown into the back of one of three large trucks, each filled
with marines and their gear. Two of the trucks pull away,
heading north for their staging point just east of Rowley.
Mackey and Hoover take the Refinery-raiding investigator
to where a handful of Treasury agents are waiting with a
pair of black sedans and a truck with a snowplow blade
affixed to the front.

Investigators accompanying the tunnel raiders, the
Coast Guard patrol, or the submarine are driven in Navy
staff cars to the nearby Boston docks where the Coast
Guard vessels and the newly-arrived sub await them. The
remaining truckload of marines follows the staff cars. The
tunnel raiders will sail to Innsmouth aboard the Coast
Guard cutter, and then be dropped off near shore. The three
Coast Guard vessels will be accompanied on their voyage
by the S-19 submarine cruising the surface.

In all cases the investigator advisors will have time to
meet and get to know some of the non-player characters
they will be working with. During this time other players
will go about choosing their supporting characters from
among those supplied.



Last Minute Notes

COLD WEATHER EFFECTS

Mid-February is the coldest time of the year in
Massachusetts. On the morning of the raid, the temperature
is a chilly 23 degrees F, with just a hint of spitting snow.
The ground is thinly covered by a previous snowfall, now
iced and crusted over.

The streets of Innsmouth are slick in places, and snow
drifts have accumulated. Characters hurrying over icy pave-
ment might need to make DEX rolls to keep from falling,
while those plodding through knee-deep drifts should have
their movement rates reduced accordingly. The Manuxet
river is frozen over, but the ice is thin in some places. The
waters of both the river and the harbor are extremely cold;
exposure for more than a few minutes may result in
hypothermia or even death.

Finally, the cold weather might render the deep ones
slightly sluggish. Keepers may reduce their DEX by 1-2
points to reflect this.

Other possible effects of winter weather may present
themselves to the ingenious keeper.

INVESTIGATOR WEAPONS AND EQUIPMENT
Investigators may be without arms and are probably lack-
ing any equipment. They will be supplied as needed, as
described in each raid scenario. The raid takes place in mid-
winter and warm clothing is a must. The raid forces will
loan the investigators military issue coats and boots. The
bulky clothes provide 1D3-1 armor protection, but can
reduce DEX by 1D2 points.

SPECIAL SANITY RULES
Because of the special conditions, investigator sanity is han-
dled in a slightly different manner. Charged with adrenalin,
and bolstered by the support of fellow raiders, bouts of tem-
porary insanity will be of the shortest duration, usually no
more than 1D4 rounds. Indefinite insanity does not occur
during the raid, although after-effects may manifest them-
selves following the raid, as outlined in the conclusion.
Major non-player characters should be treated in a sim-
ilar manner, although the keeper is encouraged to ultimate-
ly decide their fates, lives, or deaths, as suits his sense of
drama. Some of these characters may have specific reac-
tions, as outlined in their descriptions.

SPECIAL INSANITIES

The following insanities are intended for use with non-
player and supporting characters. A keeper should careful-
ly consider the consequences before inflicting these on an
investigator. They may be rolled randomly, on a D6.

1-3 The character is immobilized with fear, obeying no
further orders and taking no further actions—perhaps
lying down and curling up into a ball, but probably just
freezing, staring with horror. Roll Sanity on subse-
quent rounds (or at appropriate intervals) and if the roll
succeeds the subject snaps out of it and rejoins the
main action.
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4-5 The crazed character surrenders to battle-lust. No
longer interested in the reasoned orders of his com-
manding officer, the character attacks all enemies in
sight, emptying his gun frantically. He then attacks
with combat knife or fists, not stopping until he or all
visible enemies are dead. When all enemies have been
eliminated the character shakes off his berserk rage.

6  The character breaks, totally demoralized by the hor-
rors crowding his tortured mind. The character flees
the scene in a blind panic and doesn’t return to the sce-
nario, save as a corpse or a madman.

STREAMLINED DICE ROLLING

To speed combat it is suggested that attack and other skill
percentages be divided by 10 (dropping all fractions) and
rolled on D10s. For example, a Rifle skill of 45% converts
to a skill level of 4 (45 divided by 10 equals 4.5, which is
rounded down to 4) on a D10. Using this method, handfuls
of D10s can be rolled for attacks. Rolling a 10 is always a
miss; while rolling a 1 is always a hit. Using colored dice,
keepers can even assign specific dice to represent certain
characters in the scenario.

KEEPER AIDS

A number of helpful references are included at the back of
this book. A listing of some of the more common weapons
found in this scenario describe everything from fighting
knives to .50 caliber machine guns. Also included are selec-
tions of pre-generated deep ones and hybrids—both lightly
and heavily armed—which can be photocopied and used
during the raid. Blank supporting character sheets are pro-
vided to help players keep track of the different roles they
are expected to play. Finally, a Raid Record is supptied to
aid the keeper in keeping track of the hit points and sanity
of the primaries of the different scenarios. See pp. 156-158
for these references.

Staging the Raid

Before actually playing any of the raid scenarios, the keep-
er should conduct a series of brief staging scenes during
which investigators will be able to meet their commanding
officers and other non-player characters, and requisition
any necessary equipment; other players also may choose
the supporting characters they will be playing in this adven-
ture at this time.

Investigators involved in the Smugglers’ Tunnels, Devil
Reef, and Y’ha-nthlei missions meet at the Boston docks,
where the Coast Guard vessels and the S-19 submarine
await. Those accompanying the Esoteric Order of Dagon
and Marsh Mansion raiders meet on the western outskirts
of Innsmouth. The Marsh Refinery raiders rendezvous near
Falcon Point, on the coast road south of Innsmouth.

Once the staging operations are completed the raid may
then begin.

Go to Part One of Objective Three
The Smugglers’ Tunnels
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he main goal of this objective is the seizing of the
Theadquarters of the Esoteric Order of Dagon and the

capture of its leaders. The marines are expected to
identify and confiscate any evidence of illegal activities.
Under orders to restrain their fire when possible, the
marines have nonetheless been equipped with rifles and
grenades, and have been instructed to shoot cult leaders
before allowing them to escape. Explosive satchel charges
are provided in case the sudden destruction of the head-
quarters is deemed necessary.

The Esoteric
Order Raiders

wo squads of marines, totalling sixteen men in all,
I have been assigned to this mission. Under the com-
mand of young Captain Anthony Corso, the unit
consists almost entirely of newly-trained recruits from Fort
Hoskins in nearby Wareham, Massachusetts. The only
experienced combat veteran is hard-face Sergeant Emile
Grabatowski, a veteran of the World War, and presently
nearing retirement.

Captain Corso and Sergeant Grabatowski, along with
any number of enlisted marines, are keeper-characters.
Players without investigators take the parts of enlisted
marines, choosing from the five recruits detailed under
Supporting Characters.

CAPTAIN ANTHONY CORSO

Corso is a product of West Point, a specialist in military his-
tory who graduated near the eleventh in his class. Although
he has a clear idea of the tactics required of this situation,
he has never held a field command. Under fire he may hes-
itate, trying to order his thoughts, bringing only the best
book-learned tactics to bear on desperate and rapidly-
unfolding situations. Once Corso’s sanity begins to slip he
becomes increasingly adamant about following the patterns
of history’s great generals,

Corso is subject to short bouts of temporary insanity in
the form of a collapse of nerve. Corso may fold up during
the raid, leaving Grabatowski and the investigator to lead
the green recruits.

OBJECTIVE ONE:
‘THE ESOTERIC ORDER
OF DAGON

CAPT. ANTHONY CORSO, 26, squad leader
STR 16 CON 9 SIZ 14 INT 13
DEX 10 APP8 EDU 16 SAN45
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: .45 Automatic 45%, 1D10+2
Commando Kuaife 40%, 1D4+2+db
Throw Grenade 40%, 4D6/4y

SKkills: Textbook Tactics 65%.

POW 9
HP 12

SERGEANT EMILE GRABATOWSKI

“Sarge,” a World War veteran, is a survivor of the battlefield
of St. Michel. After the war he was assigned to Fort
Hoskins as a drill instructor where he
has since trained thousands of young
recruits. He volunteered for the
Innsmouth raid, hoping to recapture
his slipping sense of purpose. He sees
this as his last chance to experience a
few fleeting moments of glory before
retiring from the Corps.

Grabatowski is tough, but cool
and level-headed. More than likely he
respects the investigator’s knowledge
of the situation, particularly if the
investigator is closer to his own age
than is young Corso. If driven temporarily insane,
Grabatowski is likely to charge right down the enemy’s
throat, ending his life in a last blaze of glory.

SGT. E. GRABATOWSKI

SGT. EMILE GRABATOWSKI, 48, battle-hardened veteran
STR 15 CON 8 SIZ 13 INT 12 POW 18
DEX 15 APP 14 EDU 9 SAN 95 HP 11
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Thompson Submachine Gun 65%, 1D10+2
Commando Knife 60%, 1D4+2+db

Throw Grenade 75%, 4D6/4y

Head Butt 60%. 1D6+db

Skills: Ambush 65%, Shout Orders 85%.

OTHER MARINES

The rest of the unit consists of young enlisted men recent-
ly graduated from boot camp. Typical statistics are listed
below. Each marine is equipped with at least a .30-06 rifle
and three pineapple-style hand grenades. Warned not to use
the grenades unless absolutely necessary, there is a 50%
chance that once the shooting at the temple starts, the green
recruits begin lobbing them at the enemy.
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TYPICAL MARINE RECRUIT
STR 12 CON 16 SIZ15
DEX 12 APPI11 EDU 13
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: .30-06 Bolt-Action Rifle 40%, 2D6+4
Bayonet 35%, 1D4+2+db
Throw Grenade 35%, 4D6/4y

Skills: Hide 35%, Listen 35%, Sneak 35%, Spot Hidden 35%.

INT 9
SAN 55

POW 11
HP 16

Supporting characters are described in the next section.
Those recruits that are played by the keeper include
Privates LaPaca, Hammer, Whitney, Carron, Tully, Fulci,
Moore, Prochowski, and Tolben. LaPaca carries two satchel
charges.

Supporting Characters

Players without investigators take the parts of individual
marines. Players may use the typical characteristics listed
above, or roll up their own. Skills should be no higher than
those listed under Typical Marine, with the occasional
exceptions noted below. The keeper should take the part of
any characters not chosen by players.

LANCE CORPORAL CHARLES DRAKE

The brightest recruit in his boot camp class, he was pro-
moted to Lance upon graduation. The product of a well-to-
do Boston family, Drake is next in command after Corso
and Grabatowski.

Skill: Browning Automatic Rifle 50%, 2D6+4.

PRIVATE PETER RONDALE

Rondale is a tall, lanky, shy man. Back home in Indiana he
was the star pitcher on his local baseball team. He’s never
seen without a mouthful of chewing tobacco.

Skill: Throw Grenade 85%, 4D6/y.

PRIVATE DENNIS PARKER

Parker is one of the unit’s two demolition experts. The
strong and silent type, he is nervous about the explosives he
has just barely learned to handle. On any demolitions roll
of 91-00, Parker accidentally sets the charge off early,
killing himself and possibly injuring others. He is equipped
with two satchel charges.

Skill: Demolitions 55%.

PRIVATE FIRST CLASS DALTON TRIMBLE
Trimble, a Kentucky farm boy, won his company’s marks-
manship competition in boot camp. Upon graduation he
was promoted to PFC.

Skill: .30-06 Bolt-Action Rifle 85%, 2D6+4.

PRIVATE GORDON PRUITT

Pruitt was a high school football star. Ferociously compet-
itive, he looks forward to close, hand-to-hand combat, one
man against another.

Skill: Bayonet 75%, 1D4+2+db.

Part One: The
Frozen River

Marsh mansion, enter the town from the west, fol-
lowing the course of the frozen Manuxet River.
Moving in the cover of the deep gorge, camouflaged by
their white suits, they move in a silent group until the
Marsh Mansion squad diverges from the rest of the marines
near the Washington Street bridge. The main unit continues
on alone to the Federal Street bridge. Here they climb the
gorge, emerging on the streets just south of New Church
Green, and head for the temple.
At least this is the plan. Anything can go wrong, and the
marines realize it. Investigators attached to the squad are

The raiders, accompanied by the squad attacking the

Personal Equipment

Investigators will be issued their choice of either a
.45 automatic pistol or a .30-06 rifle, complete with
extra ammunition. They are not issued grenades,
although they may be able to salvage some from
casualties. Other equipment includes a white cam-
ouflage suit, a fighting knife, and a flashlight.

NEW WEAPONS

Some of the supporting characters carry new weapons:
a Browning Automatic Rifle and satchel charges.

BROWNING AUTOMATIC RIFLE (BAR): A light
machine gun weighing over twenty pounds, the air-
cooled BAR was used as an infantry weapon. It is
chambered for a .30-06 round, and at this date had a
short barrel and no bipod. It employs a 20-round mag-
azine, unlike the later and heavier belt-fed versions.

Rate of Fire: 1/2 or burst (burst fires 10 rounds)
Damage: 2D6+4

Base Range in Yards: 90

Magazine: 20 rounds

Malfunction: 00, 91-00 if burst.

SATCHEL CHARGES: The unit is equipped with
four charges—Privates Parker and LaPaca each car-
rying two. The mechanical timers can be set for as
long as 60 minutes, or as short as a few seconds.
Each charge has a blast radius of 6 yards, and does
10D6 damage to living targets caught within the
radius. The amount of structural damage they are
capable of depends on numerous factors, but it is
safe to assume that two well-placed charges could

demolish the Esoteric Order’s headquarters.
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urged to stay to the rear; point men proceed in close order
with bayonets fixed, under the command of Sergeant
Grabatowski.

Frozen Falls

Poor light makes scrambling down the rocky falls haz-
ardous. A failed Climb roll means a slip and fall, possibly
plunging the character into the freezing open water below
the falls. This could result in something as minor as a soak-
ing wet leg to full submersion in the icy river, depending on
Luck rolls. A fully equipped marine or investigator can only
make one Swim roll before the effects of Drowning begin.
Failing this roll results in the victim being pulled under the
ice and carried downriver by the swift current, eventually
wedging up against a bank somewhere. Breaking through
the ice from underneath requires the victim to make a suc-
cessful STR roll against the frozen surface, its STR equal to
3D6+2. If the victim’s companions can locate him, it will
take only 1D4+1 rounds to chop him free.

Anyone experiencing complete immersion suffers up to
1D6+2 points of hypothermia damage—although this can
be adjusted downward if the character is rescued quickly
enough. Failing a CON x5 roll results in a case of pneumo-
nia, its first symptoms showing up the following morning.

A Chance Encounter

This first event occurs after the Marsh Mansion raiders
have left the group, and right after the Esoteric Order team
has climbed down the second waterfall, in the area between
Broad and Federal Streets. There is a large patch of open
water at the foot of these falls.

Make Listen rolls for the investigator and any support-
ing characters, as well as the squad’s leaders, Corso and
Grabatowski. If successful, someone hears a scrabbling
among the rocks high above the river bank, just a little far-
ther down the river. Corso hesitates a moment, indecisive,
then sends his men for cover. If no one hears the noise and
the raiders move forward, they are surprised by a sudden
encounter with a group of Innsmouthers who have climbed
down the gorge onto the ice of the river.

A lone, sluggish deep one leads a group of 2D3 hybrids.
The hybrids carry between them a naked man who seems to
be weakly struggling against them. Climbing down the
gorge in the pale moonlight requires all the hybrid’s atten-
tion and it is unlikely that they notice the stealthy approach
of the camouflaged raiders.

The man they carry is about thirty years of age, a hybrid
in the last stages of transformation. His fully-developed
gills are sealed over by an abnormally thick layer of skin,
resulting in the man’s slow suffocation. His unblinking
eyes bulge painfully from their sockets and his skin is a
cyanotic shade of blue. If the man doesn’t get to water soon
he will suffocate inside his own flesh. All witnesses lose
0/1D6 Sanity points.

If the raiding party is surprised, the two groups spot
each other right after the hybrids have reached the surface

of the river. If the raiders have had time to hide, the hybrid
party starts heading for the open water below the falls.
There is a 50% chance that they spot a poorly hidden
marine. If the raiders attack, the deep one makes a dash for
the open water below the falls while the hybrids break and
run, trying to get back to town (to possibly raise an alarm).
The transforming hybrid is left abandoned on the surface of
the ice, twisting and kicking as suffocation slowly tightens
its merciless grip.

The marines are ordered to fight man-to-man, keeping
silent. No gunfire or grenades. Corso orders a handful of
marines after the fleeing hybrids, Grabatowski reminding
them: “Bayonets only. No fire!” Most of the hybrids may
be killed or captured, but at least one will escape to wamn
the town of the raiders’ approach.

The naked, partially transformed hybrid is left twitching
on the ice, warmth draining from his muscles as he strug-
gles for oxygen. His glassy eyes fall upon the investigator,
and he reaches forth a trembling hand, imploring aid. The
investigator loses 1/1D3 Sanity points.

The investigator may either push the deep one into the
icy water where the sudden immersion completes his trans-
formation, execute the monster, or simply wait for the
hybrid to die.

A few moments are wasted as startled young marines
whisper excitedly about the “fish-headed thing” they saw
leading the group of men.

New Church Green

The plan is to ascend the bank near the Federal Street bridge
and emerge at street level near the green. A small fire team
consisting of three riflemen and the investigator are sent up
first to reconnoiter the situation. One Climb roll is required
by the investigator to reach the top, a failure indicating a
slip. A failed DEX x5 roll then results in 1D2 points of dam-
age and a painfully twisted ankle that will plague the inves-
tigator throughout the remainder of the raid.

Once sure the coast is clear, the rest of the marines are
ordered up the bank.

APPROACHING THE TEMPLE

Alerted by the hybrid that escaped the marines, the Esoteric
Order has set armed guards at the front of the building. 3D4
hybrids equipped with rifles and shotguns lurk near the
entrance, hiding in the shadows of the huge, Doric columns
gracing the front of the old Masonic Hall.

As the marines advance toward the Green at a trot, the
hybrids emerge from hiding and open fire. Once they have
emptied their weapons they do not reload but instead
charge across the Green, attacking the raiders with rifle
butts, knives, and scaly hybrid fists. The marines are free to
gun them down as they hop and shamble across the green,
shouting, barking, and grunting.

The guards are probably quickly defeated, and the night
falls silent again. Nothing seems to stand between the
raiders and the temple. But as they get halfway across the
green they are suddenly bathed in headlights as a truck roars
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down a nearby street, racing directly toward them. Jumping
curbs, the vehicle bears down upon the main body of
marines. In the open back of the truck are 1D4+4 hybrids,
some of Innsmouth’s best marksmen, and they open fire on
the raiders. Their normal skill is 60%, but shooting from the
bed of the bouncing truck reduces their skill by half; their
badly maintained rifles jam on rolls of 91-00.

The truck bounces over the icy, frozen green, bearing
down on the marines, but is unable to attain a speed much
above 25 mph. Anyone caught in its path can easily get away
unless they fail a DEX x5 roll and slip on the ice. Unless
quickly snatched away by a companion, the character is run
over, suffering 2D10 points of damage. The driver of the
truck intends to make one pass through the marines before
circling around and taking up a defensive position in front of
the hall. For purposes of this encounter the hybrids’ truck has
20 hit points, but is only damaged by impaling shots.
Damage in excess of this amount renders it inoperable.

Once parked in front of the hall, half the armed hybrids
scramble out and take up covered positions behind the
hall’s columns. The rest remain in the bed of the truck, fir-
ing at anything that moves.

Sgt. Grabatowski volunteers to lead a few men close
enough to take out the truck with grenades, although it seems
a nearly suicidal action. He first seeks out the investigator.

“Is there anything we should know before me an’ my
men risk our necks on that truck? Is there another way to
get into that place other than blasting our way past that
bunch of fish-heads?”

An investigator who knows the area might remember
other entrances located on the south and west sides of the
building. The back entrance is the least likely to be guard-
ed and the best bet, although its small size won’t admit
more than one or two men at a time.

Corso respects the investigator’s knowledge, and is will-
ing to order a rear assault if that is what the investigator
suggests. Grabatowski suggests that he and a handful of
men remain out front to occupy the hybrids while Corso
circles around with six marines and the investigator, and try
to find the rear entrance.

A REAR ASSAULT

At the back door there is no sign of fortification or guard,
only a very stout wooden door covered with peeling white
paint. The locked door has a STR of 25. It is possible to
open the door with a Locksmith skill, but this requires the
proper tools and several minutes’ time. A satchel charge is
quick and effective, although it negates any chance of sur-
prise. Corso, now without Grabatowski, looks to the inves-
tigator for advice.

If it is decided to use stealth, make Sneak rolls for those
testing or listening at the door. Any failure indicates that the
horror waiting on the other side of the door is aware of the
intruders. Alerted, it bursts out and attacks immediately. At
the keeper’s option it may be accompanied and aided by
1D3 deep ones.

HORROR FROM BEYOND THE DOOR (Josiah Bentley)
STR 17 CON 15 SIZ 14 INT 1 POW 9
DEX 12 APPNA EDUNA SANNA HPI15
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Claws x2 25%, 1D6+db each

Horn-Tipped tentacles 40%, 1D6+db

Armor: 1 point of scales.

Sanity Loss: 1/1D6+1

This creature was born Josiah Bentley, but is one of those
sometimes referred to as a “beloved of Cthulhu”. Sired by a
human, the fetus, while in the womb of its deep one mother,
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was affected by dreams thought to have been sent to it by
Great Cthulhu himself. The strange dreams altered the crea-
ture’s DNA and although born appear-

ing generally human, it was equipped
with horn-tipped tentacles sprouting
from its face and shoulders. Over time
its appearance changed until it now
resembles one of Cthulhu’s servitor
star-spawn.

It does not possess anything
resembling human intelligence and is
normally kept locked in the depths of
the Order’s basement. It has been
released tomight to help protect the

Order from the raiders. It enjoys
plunging its dagger-sharp tentacles into its target then lap-
ping the blood that wells from the multiple wounds.

Once Josiah and the hybrids guarding the front of the
temple are dealt with, the night falls silent. The quiet build-
ing beckons the raiders to enter.

Go to Part One of Objective Six
The Marsh Refinery

Part Two: Inside
the Order

nce the raiding forces have dealt with the hybrids
Oguarding the front entrance, and possibly Josiah
Bentley at the rear, they may enter the temple. At

first, all seems quiet.
The keeper should use his imagination to keep luring
the raiders along, exploring the upper portions of the tem-

ple as long as possible. Once they move to explore the base-
ment, Part Two of this scenario ends.

The Ground Floor

FRONT ENTRANCE

This is a dingy place, decorated with ragged Masonic pen-
nants hanging from the high ceiling. All seems quiet, but
waiting in ambush, on the balcony above, are 2D3 armed
hybrids. Successful Listen or Spot Hidden rolls can foil their
plan to surprise the raiders. Otherwise their first shots +20%.

MAIN HALL

This is a large meeting hall filled with rows of benches. A
podium stands at the far end of the room; above it hangs a
limp and dusty banner with the seal of the Esoteric Order of
Dagon. A stairway in the corner leads up to the second floor.

The long benches are not secured to the floor and can be
tipped over and used for cover. The thick hardwood pro-
vides twelve points of armor.

THE HORROR

SMALLER ROOMS

These are offices and storage rooms. Brewster’s office is
unremarkable, but a search of Marsh’s turns up a handwrit-
ten manuscript called The Book of Dagon. A translation of
the carvings found on certain stones hidden in the basement
of the hall, it is a flawed and far less complete version than
the one Thomas Waite keeps in his safe. Reading Marsh’s
scrawled handwriting requires an English roll.

A page chosen at random describes the nature of some-
thing called a “dealstone.” A second randomly chosen page
contains information about the “beloved of Cthulhu,”
mutant hybrid offspring thought to have been touched and
transformed by dreams sent by Great Cthulhu himself.
Reading the entire translation takes four weeks, adding 7%
to Cthulhu Mythos and costing 2D4 Sanity points. The
translation contains the spells Contact Deep Ones and
Breath of the Deeps, with a x2 multiplier.

The Second Floor

Most of the rooms on the second floor are small meeting
chambers or offices, all rarely used. Waiting silently on the
balcony are 2D3 deep ones. They wait for the marines to
gain the second floor before attacking.

These creatures fight to the death, wielding strange
javelins of rough, green coral that glow faintly in the shad-
owy light. The deep ones use their weapons like fighting
spears, each with a 35% chance to hit. The spears cause
1D8+1 points of damage and are capable of impaling. The
coral spears are fairly fragile and can only be used as thrust-
ing weapons. Any successful hit indicates the target has
been skewered by the javelin. The victim may attempt to
remove the javelin on the following round, but only if he is
not under attack, and successfully only with a roll of DEX
x5 or less. Usually, once a deep one’s spear has been driven
home, the creature then attacks with claws and teeth.
Unless someone intervenes to draw off the deep one, the
speared character will have no chance to pull the spear out.
The coral is delicate and a failed roll means the tip has bro-
ken off to remain embedded in the flesh.

On the second round after being hit, the power of the
spear begins to sap the life from its victim. The stricken
character must use his POW to resist the spear’s enchant-
ment STR of 12, or take an additional 1D6 points of dam-
age as the spear sucks out the victim’s body heat. On the
second round after the character fails the struggle, green,
salty seawater begins to surge through the victim's body,
spurting from the wound, and causing another 1D6 points
of damage. On following rounds seawater begins to pour
from the victim’s ears, mouth, nose, and anus, and from
under finger and toe nails. Eyeballs bulge from the internal
pressure, and the victim suffers 1D6 points of damage
every round until dead or the spear is somehow removed.

THE ROBING CHAMBER

Hanging inside metal lockers are the blue-green, strangely
decorated robes worn by the priests of the Order. The
arched ceiling in this room is hand-painted, depicting a
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view of the dread underwater city of Y’ha-nthlei. A vast
community of coral and rock formed into homes and build-
ings, the landscape is graced by waving fan corals, sea veg-
etation, and other life forms. In the background a hulking
shape of disturbing proportions can be seen. A successful
Cthulhu Mythos roll allows the viewer to identify it as
Dagon, the Great Father.

In the opposite corner a stairway leads back down to the
main meeting hall on the first floor. On the far wall a dark
green curtain conceals an open doorway leading into anoth-
er room.

Beyond the green curtain, the ceiling painting is found
to continue on into the next room, here spreading down to
decorate the walls as well. The effect is as though one were
actually under the sea, an eerie feeling that costs 0/1 Sanity
points. A black doorway depicted on one of the foreground
buildings is actually a gate leading to the Gate Room in the
air-filled chambers of Y’ha-nthlei.

BEYOND THE GATE: Anyone passing through the gate
loses one magic point and one Sanity point. Consult The Air-
Filled Chambers in description of Y’ha-nthlei (1012) for
details. The descriptions there hold true even during the raid.
Keepers might wish to have Barnabas Marsh hiding in the
Guest Spire with 2D3 former Marshes now turned deep ones.

Visiting the underwater city for any length of time is
dangerous. Later in the adventure, during Part Three, the
submarine fires on the city. Characters in the city at this
time can hear, with successful Listen rolls, the dull thud-
ding of torpedoes tearing into the city. If they don’t guess
the cause of the sounds, an Idea roll might allow them to
recall the submarine’s mysterious mission. Quick escape is
essential to avoid being caught in the attack. Rushing back
to the Gate Room they feel the ground rumble with explo-
sions. Crystal windows, their seals damaged, begin to leak
seawater into the air-filled chambers. This harrowing situa-
tion calls for a Sanity loss of 1/1D3 points.

If the keeper wishes to throw the players a further curve,
the gate back to the Esoteric Order might be cracked and
inoperable, forcing the characters to use a different gate, or
possibly the long flight of steps leading up to Devil Reef.

Go to Part Three of Objective Two
The Marsh Mansion

Part Three:
Disruption

The Basement

The Order, perhaps only moments before echoing with
screams and gunfire, is now as quiet as a church. The stair-
way to the basement is unprotected. Listening from the

main meeting hall, the squad hears the quiet murmur of
many voices coming from below.

The door opens easily, revealing a flight of stairs that
look as though they were hewn directly from the rock.
Moisture and mud adheres to the surface of walls and ceil-
ings. Men descending two abreast pick up a layer of black
filth scraped from the dank walls. Once on the stairs, a suc-
cessful Listen roll picks out the word “Dagon” from among
the otherwise incomprehensible mutterings. Two sputtering
torches on the walls provide a dim, shadowy light.

At the foot of the stairs the characters find a large, bar-
ren room filled with row after row of kneeling worshipers.
From the far wall statues of Father Dagon, Mother Hydra,
and Great Cthulhu, carved from gray stone veined with
black striations, glare down on their followers. Witnesses
lose 1/1D3 Sanity points.

Disturbed by the appearance of the raiders, 3D6 wor-
shipers stand and turn, their robes dropping away to reveal
them as full deep ones, each of them armed with one of the
glowing, coral spears. Robert Marsh and Jeremiah
Brewster, high priests of the Order garbed in robes and gold
tiaras, also turn to face the invaders.

Marsh, Brewster, and the deep ones continue to intone
the ritual phrases in a language unknown to humans. A
Cthulhu Mythos roll identifies the ritual as a summoning
sent to Dagon. At least one young marine panics and opens
fire as the rest of the congregation rises to face the shocked
party of raiders. Although most of the worshipers appear
human, they are all hybrids with the taint of the deep ones
in their faces. The congregation include men, women, and
small children.

ROBERT MARSH, 46, hybrid and high priest
STR 13 CON 15 SIZ 14 INT 16
DEX 13 APP 6 EDU 14 SAN 0
Damage Bonus: +1D4

POW 22
HP 15

Weapons: Grapple 50%, special

Sacrificial Dagger 70%, 1D4+2+db

.38 Revolver 35%, 1D10

Skills: Anthropology 40%, Archaeology 35%, Astronomy 55%,
Biology 35%, Cthulhu Mythos 75%, Dodge 40%, Hide 45%,
History 55%, Jump 50%, Listen 40%. Occult 65%, Sneak 30%,
Spot Hidden 50%, Swim 85%.

Spells: Breath of the Depths, Contact Cthulhu, Contact Deep
Ones, Contact Father Dagon, Contact Mother Hydra, Curse of
the Stone, Enchant Stone Tablet, Grasp of Cthulhu, Power Drain.

JEREMIAH BREWSTER, 47, deep one hybrid and priest

STR 16 CON 18 SIZ 16 INT 15 POW 20
DEX 12 APP4 EDU 10 SANO HP 17
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Claws (x2) 75%, 1D6+db

Grapple 60%, special

Sacnificial Dagger 60%, 1D4+2+db

Skills: Astronomy 35%, Biology 45%, Cthulhu Mythos 60%,
Dodge 45%, Hide 35%, Jump 65%, Listen 30%, Occult 55%,
Sneak 25%, Spot Hidden 55%, Swim 95%.

Spells: Breath of the Depths, Contact Deep Ones, Contact
Father Dagon, Contact Mother Hydra, Shrivelling.
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The Climax

If Dagon has survived the attacks of the submarine and the
Coast Guard vessels, he now reaches the temple. Bending
down, the huge deep one thrusts his head and shoulders
through the east windows of the main meeting hall.
Realizing Innsmouth is lost, Dagon seeks the ancient
tablets of The Book of Dagon, hidden in the tunnels behind
the statues of Cthulhu, Dagon, and Hydra. Dagon smashes
his fists through the wooden floor and reaches down into
the basement. Timbers, plaster, and stone rain down on
marines and worshipers alike, a Luck roll is required to
avoid falling debris and 1D6+1 points of damage. Mighty
Dagon looms above, costing 1/1D10 Sanity points.

The gigantic deep one croaks orders to his children
below, telling them to seize the tablets then flee with them
through the tunnels and out to the sea. Dagon may take a
swing or two at any marines within reach, but due to his
great size and cramped quarters, his claw attack is made at
only 40%. After two or three rounds, Dagon leaves to return
to the sea. He will avoid engaging in combat that seems
likely to result in his death.

If Dagon was stopped before reaching town, the con-
gregation’s summoning is in vain. As the first marine fires
without orders, the shouting hybrids flee for the exits while
the deep ones move toward the tunnels. Marsh selects an
appropriate target (an investigator or commanding officer)
and casts Breath of the Depths. As the target suffers the
effects of the spell, Marsh, Brewster, and the deep ones flee
into the grottoes and tunnels beneath the temple.

As the marines move to pursue, the panicked hybrids
inadvertently block their way. If the raiders open fire, they
must make Luck rolls to avoid accidentally hitting hybrid
women and children. At close range heavy caliber rifle
rounds blow gaping wounds in whomever they hit. Blowing
away a comparatively innocent woman or child could result
in a loss of 1/1D4 Sanity points.

If Josiah Bentley, “The Horror from Beyond the Door,”
has not been encountered, he now surges forth from a dark
cranny and attacks Corso, Grabatowski, or the investigator.

Marsh and the deep ones do not fight with the soldiers,
instead fleeing through the grottoes hoping to make it to the
smugglers’ tunnels and the sea beyond.

The walls of the narrow tunnels are covered with a slip-
pery, salty-smelling slime. While the deep ones quickly dis-
appear into the winding passages, humans must make DEX
x5 rolls to avoid falling and injury.

The Book of Dagon

Only one of the underground grottoes holds anything other
than residual slime. Here Robert Marsh has set up a crude
desk made of old planking. A battered hurricane lantemn
hangs from a cord slung over an outcropping.

Five cone-shaped stones, each over a foot high, are cov-
ered with strange glyphs. Crumpled wads of paper found
lying about contain notes and scribblings that identify the
stones as the original text of the Book of Dagon. The char-
acters covering the tablets are R’lyeh glyphs, difficult, if
not impossible for investigators to translate. Even Marsh
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has long been stymied by some of the weird characters. Dr.
Armitage, with opportunity and much time, might effect a
fair translation—if his problematic nervous condition
allows it.

Unfortunately, Dagon’s servants may also be after these
tablets. Even if Dagon didn’t directly order the tablets’
retrieval, there is a 65% chance that Marsh or the other deep
ones try to take them. Each is bulky, weighing over fifty
pounds. A deep one could carry, at most, two at a time.

Translating and reading the entire text (which should
take months, even with Armitage’s help) imparts +12% to
Cthulhu Mythos and costs 2D8 Sanity points. The tablets
contain the spells Contact Deep Ones, Contact Cthulhu,
Breath of the Deeps, Command Shark, and Command
Porpoise, with a x4 multiplier.

After the Mission

After completing their mission, the raiders are supposed to
hold and thoroughly search the building. Any strange items

are to be seized and additional captives taken if possible.
Only if absolutely necessary is the building to be destroyed.

THE CONSEQUENCES

Each deep one or hostile hybrid slain during the adventure
gains the investigator one Sanity point, with a limit of ten
points. If the squad managed to capture Marsh or Brewster,
award the investigator 1D6 Sanity points for each prisoner.
Killing these two priests results in an award of only 1D3
points for each. If the priests escape, the investigator loses
1D6 Sanity points. If Barnabas is found in his Y ha-nthlei
hideout and captured, award the investigator 1D8 Sanity
points; 1D3 for simply killing Barnabas. If Dagon is met
and slain, another 1D10 Sanity points are awarded. Taking
possession of the stone tablets brings an additional 1D4
Sanity points. Final rewards will be given in the conclusion
section of the Raid.

The Raid is Completed.
Go to the Conclusion.

Marsh along with other members of his family. The

Marsh family is believed to be the power behind the
Esoteric Order and a special commando unit has been
assigned the task of sneaking into the Marsh mansion and
capturing as many of the degenerate Marshes as possible.

Unknown to the raiders, Barnabas Marsh has heard
rumors of the upcoming raid and by the time the marines
have arrived he has already fled to the undersea city of
Y’ ha-nthlei. Other members of the Marsh family have ral-
lied at the mansion, however, and will still be there. These
may be taken prisoner.

Unknown to anyone, a force far mightier than the U.S.
government is also at work in Innsmouth tonight. Monstrous
Nyarlathotep has descended upon the town intending to cap-
ture Esther Marsh and spirit her off to fulfill his own vile

This part of the raid calls for the capture of Barnabas

Personal Equipment

Each investigator accompanying the raid is issued a
white camouflage suit, two pairs of handcuffs, a
commando knife, a small can of black face paint, a
flashlight, and their choice of a .45 automatic or a
.30-06 rifle, with ammunition.

OBJECTIVE TWwO:
THE MARSH MANSION

plans. The Crawling Chaos has infiltrated the raiders in the
guise of the East Indian Dr. Ravana Najar, a supposed para-
psychologist who has generously donated his services to the
U.S. government. His credentials are impeccable.

The Marsh
Mansion Raiders

accompanying the group. Captain Maines, Treasury

agent Albert Ryan, and Dr. Najar are keeper-charac-
ters. Players may choose supporting characters from among
the remaining four enlisted men.

THIS UNIT consists of seven men plus investigators

MAJOR JOSEPH “FIGHTING MAD” MAINES

Major Maines is a seasoned military man who served in
Europe during the Great War. A charismatic leader, his squad
consists of hand-picked men trained in the arts of stealth and
guerilla-style warfare. A military hero to the end, if mortally
wounded he uses his last dying breaths to urge his men on.
“Go get ‘em boys... get the job done fer yer Captain—and fer



Uncle Sam...” Maines has carried the nickname “Fighting
Mad” for so long that he claims he can’t recall its origins.

MAJ. JOSEPH MAINES, 43, marine officer
STR 15 CON 16 SIZ 14 INT 12
DEX 14  APP 10 EDU 12  SAN65
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Commando Knife 55%, 1D4+2+db
Sabre 60%, 1D8+1+db

45 Automatic 60%, 1D10+2

Skills: Camouflage 70%, Climb 80%, Dodge 60%, First Aid

65%, Hide 80%, Listen 75%, Mechanical Repair 35%, Persuade
75%, Spot Hidden 70%, Sneak 80%.

POW 13
HP 15

TREASURY AGENT ALBERT RYAN

Balding Albert Ryan is a government agent known for doing
things by the book. Ryan disbelieves the unsubstantiated
rumors of monstrosities, believing instead that some sort of
smuggling ring is operating out of Innsmouth—perhaps even
white slavers. Ryan falls to pieces at the first sign of super-
natural events, or anything that denies the mundane world he
chooses to believe in. Once he loses nine Sanity points he
goes indefinitely insane, turns traitor, and attempts to make
contact with the Marshes, offering his aid. When his useful-
ness is expended, the Marshes brutally murder him.

ALBERT RYAN, 45, treasury agent
STR 12 CON 15 S1Z29
DEX 12  APP10 EDU 13
Weapons: .32 Automatic 40%, 1D8

Skills: Fast Talk 35%, Hide 30%, Law 65%, Listen 35%, Spot
Hidden 35%, Sneak 40%.

INT 14
SAN 45

POW 12
HP 12

DR. RAVANA NAJAR

Najar is a diminutive East Indian parapsychologist appar-
ently in his mid-50s. He wears thick, round spectacles and
speaks with a melodious eastern accent. He keeps mostly to
himself but takes pains to warn the raiders that the situation
they face may be extremely dangerous.

Ravana Najar is a human avatar of the Outer God
Nyarlathotep. He has come here with the express purpose of
capturing Esther Marsh, intending to use her for his own
inexplicable purposes. Nyarlathotep true identity is revealed
only after he has captured Esther Marsh—or if his Dr. Najar
form is somehow “killed.” Slain, Najar crumples to the
ground where, after a moment, the corpse begins to bubble
and smoke. Then, with a great tearing sound, Najar’s body
splits wide open and up rises a quivering, gaseous, shrieking
form known as the Wailing Writher. The body of Dr. Najar is
left a smoking husk that quickly deteriorates and disappears.

Watching this ghastly transformation costs 1D4/1D20
Sanity; hearing the shriek of the Writher costs 1/1D4 Sanity.

DR. RAVANA NAJAR, human avatar of Nyarlathotep

STR 12 CON19 SIZ9 INT 86 POW 100
DEX 19 APP 18 Move 12 HP 14
Weapons: Sword Cane 100%, 1D6

Skills: Any 100%.

Spells: All
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Supporting Characters

Each of the following marines have unique characteristics
and skills. Any characters not chosen by players should be
played by the keeper. If there are more than four players
needing characters then the keeper may create additional
marines.

CORPORAL TONY “KID” DITULLIO

Ditullio is a tough kid from the Bronx, with slicked-back dark
hair and ever-present five o’clock shadow. A tough, foul-
mouthed smoker and drinker, he is nonetheless never seen
without his crucifix hung round his neck. Tony was christened
“Kid” during his Golden Gloves days back in the Bronx.

CPL. ANTHONY DITULLIO, 22, marine

STR 18 CON 16 SIZ 16 INT 10
DEX 10 APP17 EDU 11 SAN 65
Damage Bonus: +1D6

Weapons: Fist/Punch 80%, 1D3+db
Commando Knife 75%, 1D4+2+db

.45 Automatic 35%, 1D10+2

Skills: Camouflage 35%, Climb 65%, Dodge 70%, First Aid
35%, Hide 50%, Listen 35%, Marital Arts 65%; Mechanical
Repair 25%, Spot Hidden 45%, Sneak 65%.

POW 13
HP 16

LANCE CORPORAL WILLIAM LOGAN

Billy Logan is a bookish college boy adept in the sciences
of chemistry and electricity. A thin, pale young man with
long features and sandy hair, Billy is a favorite of the rest
of the squad, who tend to treat him like their mascot.

LCPL. WILLIAM LOGAN, 25, chemical expert
STR 11 CON10 SIZ 13 INT 18
DEX 17 APP9 EDU 14  SAN 60
Weapons: Fist/Punch 50%, 1D3

Commando Knife 30%, 1D4+2

.45 Automatic 45%, 1D10+2

Skills: Camouflage 35%, Chemistry 80%, Climb 50%, Dodge
35%, Electrical Repair 85%, First Aid 40%, Hide 35%, Listen
40%, Spot Hidden 40%, Sneak 45%.

POW 12
HP 12

PFC PATRICK “LEPRECHAUN” O’BRIEN

Pat O’Brien is a red-headed lad with a wife and son wait-
ing for him back home. A former street punk, Pat is tough
and mischievous, with a strong back and a devilish grin.
O’Brien’s nick-name is due partly to his ethnic back-
ground, partly to his abilities as a pickpocket. His sleight-
of-hand reputedly “worked like magic.”

PFC PATRICK O’BRIEN, 23, light-fingered marine
STR 15 CON16 SIZ 14 INT 12
DEX 14 APP12 EDU 12  SANSS
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 60%, 1D3+db

Commando Knife 50%, 1D4+2+db

.45 Automatic 55%, 1D10+2

Skills: Camouflage 65%, Climb 70%, Dodge 70%, First Aid
55%, Hide 70%, Listen 55%, Mechanical Repair 40%,
Pickpocket 75%, Spot Hidden 70%, Sneak 70%, Track 40%.

POW 11
HP 15
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PFC GEORGE “BULLSEYE” WILLIAMS

Williams is a down-to-earth Iowa farm boy with broad
shoulders, boyish good looks, and the eye of a sharp-shoot-
er. George is friendly, and everyone’s buddy. Williams’
nickname comes from his amazing shooting ability.

PFC GEORGE WILLIAMS, 19, marksman
STR 12 CON 14 SIZ 13 INT 12
DEX 14  APP 16 EDU 12 SAN7S
Damage Bonus:: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 70%, 1D3+db

30.06 Bolt-Action Rifle 85%, 2D6+4

Bayonet 45%, 1D6+db
Commando Knife 60%, 1D4+2+db

Skills: Camouflage 40%, Climb 45%, Dodge 40%, First Aid
30%, Hide 50%, Listen 30%, Mechanical Repair 50%, Spot
Hidden 75%, Sneak 35%.

Part One: Belly of
the Whale

POW 15
HP 14

his unit’s mission begins west of town.

I Accompanied by the two squads assigned to take the

Esoteric Order of Dagon hall, the white camouflage-

suited marines follow the frozen Manuxet River into the

heart of town, moving under cover of darkness and the tow-
ering walls of the river’s deep gorge.

At the Washington Street bridge the Marsh Mansion
raiders leave the Esoteric Order raiders and climb the steep,
rocky gorge to street level. An investigator has to make a
Climb roll to get out of the gorge without slipping on the
icy rocks. Failure results in 1D2 points of damage and, fail-
ing a DEX x5 roll, a sprained shoulder that may affect his
ability to fire a weapon.

Once at street level the marines head north towards the
mansion, using hedges and trees for cover. Near the mansion
they darken their faces with grease before attempting to enter.

The Marsh Estate

Located at 404 Washington Street, the Marsh estate is the
most splendid home in Innsmouth. The late Federal mansion
stands on a vast expanse of property that fronts on
Washington Street and extends all the way back to Lafayette.
The grounds are neatly-kept, with wide flower-bedded ter-
races in the front and rear. A small fountain stands in front of
the house, surrounded by a circular drive that connects with
Washington Street and a two-car garage behind the house.

The central part of the manse is three stories high, while
its two expansive wings are each of two stories. The vast
hipped roofs are surrounded by iron widow’s walks and a
shuttered cupola crowns the structure.

THE LOOKOUTS

At first sight, the ominous Marsh mansion appears silent
and still, but a Spot Hidden roll by an investigator, sup-
porting character, or Major Maines, reveals two shadowy
figures moving about the iron-railed third story roof. The
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pair seems to be acting as lookouts. Hide rolls may be
required to avoid the lookouts’ attention, but healthy bonus-
es should be applied for the white camouflage suits and the
marines’ training. A raider is perhaps spotted only on a
fumbled roll of 91-00.

The two lookouts are the adult hybrid children of Sebast-
ian Marsh—Bernard and Barbara. Posted atop the mansion
by their family, they watch for intruders, ready to call out a
warning to their vile, degenerate relatives inside. If warned
of the raiders’ approach, the Marshes inside either hurry
their efforts to escape, or arm themselves and prepare for a
fight. Bernard and Barbara duck inside and hide somewhere
in the third floor rooms, waiting to ambush the intruders.

If the raiders spot the lookouts, they may attempt to
Sneak past, again with healthy bonuses for darkness, cam-
ouflage, and the silencing effect of the snow.

BERNARD MARSH, 18, hybrid son of Sebastian Marsh

STR 17 CON14 SIZ16 INT 10 POW 12
DEX 14 APPS EDU 8 SANO HP 15
Damage Bonus:: +1D6

Weapons: Fist/Punch 55%, 1D3+db

Switchblade 35%, 1D4+db

Baseball Bat 30%, 1D8+db

Skills: Cthulhu Mythos 15%, Drive Automobile 35%,Fast Talk
65%, Hide 50%, Listen 40%, Sneak 65%, Spot Hidden 35%.

BARBARA MARSH, 20, hybrid daughter of Sebastian Marsh
STR7 CON 11 SIZ 10 INT 12 POW 11
DEX 11 APP7 EDU 8 SANO HP 11

Weapons: Fingemnails 40%, 1D4
Kick 35%, 1D6
Hatchet 25%, 1D6+1

Skills: Cthulhu Mythos 15%, First Aid 35%, Listen 30%, Sneak
35%, Spot Hidden 40%.

THE GETAWAY VEHICLES

Parked in the driveway near the front door are two fairly
new sedans. Engines running, exhaust pipes pour clouds of
steam into the cold night air. The cars’ trunks stand open.

Both cars are fitted with black curtains covering the rear
windows but, from a distance at least, there does not appear
to be anyone in either of them. A look in the open trunks
finds them loaded with bulging, tightly packed suitcases.

Before the raiders can draw too close the front door
opens revealing a tall, sinister-looking man in a chauffeur’s
uniform pushing a drooling, glassy-eyed old woman in a
wheelchair. Following on their heels comes a second,
younger woman struggling with a large suitcase.

The trio heads for one of the waiting sedans where the
crippled old woman is unceremoniously bundled into the
back seat. The younger woman climbs in behind her while
the chauffeur stashes the suitcase in the car’s trunk. He then
waits outside the car, alternately scanning the street and
impatiently checking his watch.

The wheelchair-bound old woman is Abigail Marsh, the
human wife of Barnabas Marsh. The younger woman is Ruth
Gilman, the hybrid daughter of Dr. Rowley Marsh. Their
chauffeur, Norvell Hastings, a human, is the relentlessly
loyal servant of Barnabas and Abigail Marsh. Hastings and
Gilman have hurriedly packed the two sedans, which now
stand ready to speed the Marsh family to safety. Crippled
Abigail is mostly oblivious to what’s going on around her.

If attacked, the ever-loyal Norvell Hastings fights ruth-
lessly to protect his masters, ready to die for them if neces-
sary. Ruth Gilman attempts to flee. There is a 40% chance
every few rounds that blank-faced Abigail suddenly comes
out of her catatonia to throw herself, spitting and clawing, at
anyone who threatens her family. She does not cease her
attack until her foe is vanquished, or she is somehow
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restrained or killed. Remember that the team’s goal is to cap-
ture alive as many of the Marshes as possible. If the team cap-
tures any of these three, Maines orders them gagged, taken to
the ballroom, and then handcuffed to the grand piano.

NORVELL HASTINGS, 56, loyal servant
STR 11 CON13 SIZ 15 INT 13
DEX 9 APP 12 EDU 14 SANO
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist 55%, 1D3+db; Grapple 45%, special

Butcher Knife 50%, 1D6+db

9mm Automatic Pistol 35%, 1D10

Skiils: Bargain 55%, Cook 70%, Cthulhu Mythos 15%, Drive
Automobile 40%, First Aid 40%, Law 35%, Listen 30%,

Persuade 50%. Psychology 45%, Sinister Stare 75%, Spot
Hidden 35%.

POW 11
HP 14

RUTH MARSH GILMAN, 37, widowed daughter of Rowley Marsh
STRO CONI5 SIZ8 INT 13 POW 9
DEX 12 APP9Y EDU 10 SANO HP 12

Weapons: Fingemails 35%, 1D4
Kick 60%, 1D6

Skills: Accounting 15%, Credit Rating 20%, Cthulhu Mythos
35%, Fast Talk 55%, Listen 45%, Psychology 40%.

ABIGAIL WINTHROP MARSH, 67, insane wife of Barnabas Marsh
STR9 CON 8 SIZ 10 INT 12 POW 8

DEX 8 APP 11 EDU 15 SANO HP9

Weapons: Fingernails 50%, D4
Club 25%, 1D6

Skills: Stare Glassy-Eyed 80%, Mumble Ominously 60%, Erupt
in Frenzy 40%.

Go to Part One of Objective One
The Esoteric Order of Dagon

Part Two:
This Old House

Ground Floor

Once inside, the raiders find the Marsh mansion an eerie
place filled with many marvelous antiques. The floors
creak underfoot and walls groan and shudder in the winter
wind. A stale, fishy odor hangs heavy in the air, stronger
when approaching the attic or basement.

LAUNDRY

This large, cold room is where the linen and clothes are
washed, hung to dry, and ironed. Large iron kettles hang in an
enormous fireplace. They are hung from swinging metal bars.

KITCHEN

The stairs in the large kitchen lead down to the cellar ,
down below.

PANTRY

The pantry is stocked with canned and dried goods: noth-
ing unusual here.

DINING ROOM

The centerpiece of the regal dining room is a heavy antique
table with twelve chairs; a beautiful Oriental rug covers the
floor. The table is set with curious dishes, flatware, and
goblets, all of gold and carved with intricate aquatic
designs. Cold, drying food still sits on the plates, as though
a meal was suddenly interrupted.

A successful Anthropology or Archaeology roll identi-
fies the style of the strange aquatic designs on the tableware
as Polynesian.

LIBRARY

Hundreds of volumes fill the built-in shelves of the library.
Topics range from literature, to sea lore, to philosophy and
religion. Special items include Obed Marsh’s ship’s logs,
an amateur history of the Marsh family, and a handwritten
copy of the Ponape Scripture signed by its transcriptor,
Captain Abner Ezekiel Hoag of Kingsport. The latter three
volumes are detailed under entry 302.

Above the fireplace, staring menacingly down upon the
room, is an enormous figure of a woman carved in wood.
Splintered and weathered, paint chipped and faded, this
wooden figurehead once adomed Obed Marsh’s sailing
ship, the Sumatra Queen. Another beautiful Oriental rug
covers most of this floor.

When the squad nears this room they hear the sounds of
two men arguing. Within the library Rowley Marsh and
Sebastian Marsh quarrel over the disposition of some of
Barnabas’s old books and records—in particular the ship’s
logs, the family history, and the copy of the Porape Scripture.
Rowley wishes to take the tomes with them, as an aid to car-
rying on the Marsh legacy; Sebastian wants to destroy them
in the fireplace, fearing they might fall into the wrong hands.

Preoccupied with their heated debate, the degenerate-
looking men do not hear the raiders’ approach. Each mem-
ber of the squad gets an automatic action before the two
men even realize they are there.

When Sebastian spots the intruders he tries to grab
Obed’s ships’ logs, the Marsh family history, and the copy
of the Ponape Scripture and hurl each of them into the fire.
Unless he is stopped there is an 80% chance of each of
these books landing in the flames. The old paper ignites
quickly and immediate action is needed to save them.
Either the investigator or one of his party must successful-
ly make a DEX x3 roll to reach the fireplace and pull the
smoking volumes from the fire in time. Even so, portions
of the books may be destroyed. The two men grudgingly
surrender if it appears they have little or no chance to sur-
vive a fight. If captured, the pair are gagged and handcuffed
to two decorative pillars at either side of the fireplace.

It is possible that the raiders mistake the aged Dr.
Rowley Marsh for Old Man Barnabas Marsh. Rowley and
Sebastian encourage this error, doing what they can to keep
the raiders confused.
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Dr. Najar Disappears

Sometime during the exploration of the house, Dr.
Najar mysteriously disappears. Perhaps he lingers to
search a room while the others move on to the next,
or goes to use the servant’s bathroom. If a single
raider is left to guard him, Najar kills him with a
knife to cover his escape.

Once he is alone, Nyarlathotep/Najar begins
searching the house on his own, looking for Esther
Marsh. Whether he finds her before the raiders do is
left to the keeper. As a delicious side-note, while
Nyarlathotep searches the house, he slays any cap-
tives he comes across.

When the team begins searching for Dr. Najar
they probably search some of the rooms containing
captives. In each room with captives there is a 30%
chance that Najar has been here first, slaying all that
he found. The discovery of the first of these bodies
ends Part Two of this scenario. Descriptions of what
raiders find in each room follow.

BALLROOM: Norvell Hastings is Shrivelled, his
corpse burnt in half at the abdomen by the spell.
Sanity point loss is 1/1D4.

Ruth Marsh Gilman sits against the piano. Her
eyes have been gouged out leaving bloody, empty
sockets. Her eyeballs rest in her lap, staring up at the
investigator. Sanity point loss is 1/1D6.

Abigail Winthrop Marsh’s head has been severed
from her body with piano wire. When the team finds
her she appears to be dozing, her head nodding on
her chest. If touched, the head rolls onto the floor.
Sanity point loss is 1/1D6.

LIBRARY: Rowley Marsh seems untouched. he sits
next to the fireplace, his eyes wide, his mouth open.
He is dead, but there is no sign of what killed him.
Sanity point loss is 0/1.

Sebastian Marsh’s corpse shows evidence of
rapid aging. Barely recognizable, his thin hair is now
snow-white, his face and hands horribly wrinkled
with age, and his skin flaking to the touch. Anyone
moving him in any way hears brittle bones snapping
and crumbling. Sanity loss is 1/1D4.

MASTER BEDROOM: Elizabeth Gilman Marsh is
found turned to stone. Sanity point loss is 0/1.

THIRD FLOOR: Bernard and Barbara Marsh are
found Shrivelled. The indistinguishable heap of their
charred corpses costs 1/1D6 Sanity points to view.

These murders—some of them using bizarre
Dreamlands magicks—were committed by Nyarl-
athotep to confuse, frighten, and tease the raiders.

DR. ROWLEY MARSH, 68, hybrid physician

STR 8 CON 9 SIZ 13 INT 14 POW 16
DEX 8 APP8 ° EDU 18 SANO HP 11
Weapons: Scalpel 35%, 1D4

Skills: Biology 25%, Chemistry 40%, Credit Rating 65%,
Cthulhu Mythos 50%, First Aid 60%, Law 20%, Medicine 50%,

Persvade 55%, Pharmacy 45%, Psychoanalysis 30%,
Psychology 50%.

SEBASTIAN MARSH, 49, hybrid deep one

STR 13 CON 14 SIZ 15 INT 14 POW 13
DEX 9 APP 5 EDU 15 SANO HP 15
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist 60%, 1D3+db

Skills: Accounting 40%, Bargain 50%, Credit Rating 70%,

Cthulhu Mythos 40%, Dodge 30%, Geology 45%, History 45%,
Spot Hidden 40%, Swim 80%.

PARLOUR

Within this large, elliptical room hang the portraits of sev-
eral generations of Marshes. The gallery of faces range
from John Marsh, one of Innsmouth’s earliest settlers,
down through Captain Obed Marsh and Barnabas Marsh.
Most of the Marshes after Obed show signs of the
Innsmouth taint. Viewing them costs 0/1 Sanity points, but
those who study them closely may add 1D10% to their
Innsmouth Lore.

Also found here are several small gold figurines cut
with queer aquatic designs: dolphins, sharks, octopoidal
swirls, etc. These pieces have an Oriental look to them, ver-
ified with an Archaeology or Anthropology roll.

STUDY

In a locked cabinet are six figurines carved from various
types of stone including volcanic rock and a soapy-feeling
jade. The statues represent Mother Hydra, Father Dagon,
Great Cthulhu, Byatis, Gloon, and Zoth-Ommog, each
identified with separate successful Cthulhu Mythos rolls.
These creepy icons cost 1/1D3 Sanity points to view. Those
who actually handle them are left feeling uneasy, resulting
in another Sanity loss of 0/1 points. In addition, anyone
handling the statue of Byatis must match their POW against
a 32 on the resistance table. If overcome, that person per-
manently loses 1D4 POW to Byatis.

BALLROOM

There is nothing unusual in this stately, cavernous chamber,
although if the raiders listen closely they may hear the faint,
echoing sounds of voices and haunting music—and catch
for just a split second the image of a room full of people in
turn-of-the-century garb. This hazy vision costs viewers
0/1 Sanity points, but might be passed off as nothing more
that the result of frayed nerves.

If they have already been captured, Norvell Hastings,
Ruth Marsh Gilman, and Abigail Marsh are gagged and
handcuffed to the legs of a dust-caked concert piano in one
corner of this room. A door in this room leads out to the dri-
veway, and the waiting sedans.
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The Cellar

Those descending into the dark, unlit basement hear weird
skittering noises. A successful Spot Hidden notices an odd
crustaceous creature the size of a large rat scuttling away
into the dark. Lose 0/1D3 Sanity points.

Successful Natural History or Geology rolls note that
the thing resembles a trilobite—a Paleozoic marine arthro-
pod thought extinct for millions of years. Light frightens
off the crab-like creatures, but only for a short period of
time. Soon they clamber back out of their barrels and cor-
ners, fearlessly attacking any lingering raiders. Anyone
entering the basement without a light is immediately
attacked by these hungry, living fossils.

The bizarre crustaceans use their claws to cling to vic-
tims, then gnaw away at exposed flesh, tearing through
clothing or even leather boots. There are dozens of these
voracious scavengers in the cellar and a motionless victim
may be attacked by as many as 1D6 creatures at a time.
Anyone unfortunate enough to fall to the damp floor is
swarmed upon by twice that number. See p. 57 for combat
statistics for these creatures.

STORAGE ROOMS

Most of the junk-crowded cellar is taken up by dank, musty
storage rooms filled with old furniture, clothing, etc.

DEAD STORAGE

This room holds water-filled tubs containing the partially
eaten, decayed portions of human, or semi-human, corpses.

These are the remains of Esther Marsh’s experiments:
limbs, heads, and hunks of torso left to be picked clean by
the scavenging trilobite-things. Seeing the results of
Esther’s experiments costs 1/1D6 Sanity points. Several of
the vicious arthropods are hiding in the water-filled tubs.

ESTHER’S LAB

This dank, spacious chamber stinks of rotten fish. Within
are several deep tubs holding the motionless, dissected
corpses of 2D3 male humans and deep ones, preserved in
cloudy formaldehyde. Sanity loss is 1/1D6 points. These
are some of Esther’s unfortunate lovers. None were able to
withstand the fury of her frenzied lust.

Glass jars line the wooden shelves of this room, many
containing what appear to be human fetuses. Lose 1/1D2
Sanity points. Close examination of these jars, combined
with a successful Biology or Medicine roll, allows the
investigator to realize that not all of the fetuses are com-
pletely human. Some show distinct amphibian characteris-
tics including feathery gills and webbed appendages. This
discovery costs another 1/1D2 Sanity points, and adds one
point to a character’s Cthulhu Mythos skill.

Other jars and jugs contain further specimens of aquat-
ic and amphibious creatures. All are normal except for a
single specimen of one of the trilobite creatures.

Esther’s notebooks contain theories about the evolu-
tionary paths of humans and deep ones, postulating a
remote ancestor common to both races. There are also
sketches and notes about various monstrous deep one
hybrids, including some with tails, tentacles, and other
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abnormalities. Reading Esther’s notes adds 5% to the read-
er’s Cthulhu Mythos score at a cost of 1D6 Sanity points.

There are also several shallow barrels full of fishy-
smelling water, rippling and bubbling ominously. Looking
into the barrels, the investigator and his team may spot
shadowy movements. These tubs hold more of the strange
trilobite-like arthropods. These specimens were captured
by Esther Marsh in the cold coastal waters of Innsmouth.
The degenerate Marsh daughter is studying the living fos-
sils to help comprehend the tenuous evolutionary links
shared by all life. Anyone getting too close to these tubs is
attacked by the ancient arthropods.

Second Floor

SERVANT’S BEDROOM

This is Norvell Hastings’ room. Nothing unusual is found
here, although the squad may notice that the wardrobe
looks hastily emptied. Hastings has packed most of his
things for the flight from town.

UNUSED SERVANT’S BEDROOM
This dusty vacant room contains nothing of interest.

UNUSED BEDROOM

This room functions as a guest room on those very rare
occasions when the Marsh family entertains company.
There is nothing unusual here.

ESTHER’S BEDROOM

Esther’s room is a mess, and stinks of stale fish. Dresser
drawers and the wardrobe hang open while clothing lies
scattered everywhere. A successful Spot Hidden roll finds a
few pieces of curious gold jewelry, all etched with fine

aquatic designs. Another Spot Hidden roll reveals a strange
patch of scaly skin on the floor, a few inches across. This
was shed by Esther.

MASTER BEDROOM

The master bedroom is in a similar state of disarray. The
doors of the wardrobe are closed, however, concealing the
presence of Elizabeth Gilman Marsh, the reclusive wife of
Sebastian Marsh. She hides if a group of raiders enter the
room, but if a single individual enters she attacks with her
claw-like nails. If discovered in the wardrobe she attempts
to use her gun, a .22 revolver. If captured, she is gagged and
handcuffed to a stout bedpost.

ELIZABETH GILMAN MARSH, 47, wife of Sebastian Marsh
STR 10 CON12 SIZ8 INT 13 POW 10
DEX 10  APP8 EDU 12 SANO HP 10

Weapons: Fingernails 40%, 1D4
.22 Revolver 35%, 1D6

Skills: Credit Rating 50%, Cthulhu Mythos 25%, Spot Hidden
40%, Swim 80%.

The Third Floor

The narrow, loudly-creaking hallway connecting these
rooms has doors leading out onto the roof, giving access to
the third floor widow’s walk. Bernard and Barbara Marsh
lurk within these rooms (see stats p. 115).

STORAGE ROOM
A crowded but unspectacular room full of junk.

SITTING ROOM

A large, amply-windowed room with chairs and couches.
Several Massachusetts road maps are spread out on a table.



THE FISHY BEDROOM

A huge, dark room with boarded-up windows and an old,
sagging bed. The stench of fish is absolutely overwhelming
here. Anyone entering must make a CON x5 roll or suffer
nausea for 1D6 minutes. Spot Hidden rolls note numerous
claw marks on the floor. A Cthulhu Mythos roll suggests
they were made by deep ones.

THE CUPOLA

Gained by a narrow, steep stairway, the cupola gives a view
of the city all the way out to the harbor and Devil Reef.

Go to Part Two of Objective One
The Esoteric Order of Dagon

Part Three: The
Wailing Writher

Esther Marsh

Esther Marsh stays elusive throughout the scenario, and
should only be encountered after the squad has had ample
opportunity to explore the Marsh estate. She may even be
suspected of the brutal and bizarre murders described
above. If seriously outnumbered Esther doesn’t put up a
fight, but if encountered by a lone raider or two, she attacks
quite savagely.

The keeper may allow the team to meet Esther wherev-
er desired, but care should be taken that Dr. Ravana Najar,
the human avatar of Nyarlathotep, is also present. If he is
not, it is important that Esther stay alive until Najar rejoins
the group. It may be that the raiders find her in the clutch-
es of Dr. Najar, who has himself just stumbled upon her.

ESTHER MARSH, 36, hybrid breeder
STR 14 CON 15 SIZ 14
DEX 12 APP6 EDU 13
Damage Bonus: +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, 1D3+db
Fingernails 65%, 1D4+db

Kick 60%. 1D6+db

Spells: Contact Deep Ones.

Skills: Anthropology 25%, Archaeology 15%, Biology 75%,
Credit Rating 40%, Cthulhu Mythos 45%, Dodge 40%, Hide

35%, Jump 50%, Latin 15%, Listen 35%, Sneak 40%, Spot
Hidden 40%, Swim 80%.

INT 13
SANO

POW 12
HP 15

Najar’s Return

As Esther is being taken away by her captors, the diminu-
tive Dr. Najar reappears, his face and clothes spattered with
blood. Severe knife or claw wounds (self-inflicted) mark
his chest, his glasses are broken, and he gasps for breath.
He claims he was attacked by some sort of scaly thing
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which he barely saw. He suggests that the party leave as
soon as possible, before the thing returns.

Back among the raiders, Najar takes pains to linger
close to Esther Marsh. Soon, while the others are distract-
ed, he lays his hands on her head and stares fiercely into her
bulging eyes. Esther struggles, her eyes widening as she
opens her mouth to scream. Her shriek is drowned out by
Dr. Najar who lets out an unearthly wail. All who hear this
laugh must roll Sanity against a loss of 1/1D6 points.
Before anyone can act, Esther’s skin begins to char and
melt, and Dr. Najar’s body smokes and splits.

Najar’s smoking carcass falls and out of it pours the
twitching, whirling blackness that is the Wailing Writher,
its numerous mouths snapping and screaming. Viewing this
horrible transformation costs 2D4/4D10 Sanity points.

The raiders have 1D3+1 rounds before Esther Marsh
melts into a steaming pool of primal fluids and is horribly
absorbed by the towering column of wriggling worms and
shrieking mouths that is the Writher. If the keeper desires a
bloody climax, the Writher may lash out at the raiders,
engulfing any remaining non-player characters. Unless he
actually attacks Nyarlathotep, the investigator is probably
spared. The obscene, mind-numbing god then lets out a
final horrible shriek before smashing through a wall and
disappearing into the night, leaving the investigator sur-
rounded by destruction and madness.

THE WAILING WRITHER

The Wailing Writher manifests itself as a towering, swirling
black mass of dripping, squirming tendrils and drooling,
shrieking mouths. Millions of rope-like tendrils constantly
wriggle and squirm, giving the avatar the appearance of a
great column of black worms. The Wailing Writher is men-
tioned in some very obscure Hindu myths, although it has
no known cult among humans.

This creature attacks by engulfing a victim with its
writhing body where they are quickly and savagely torn
apart by the wriggling tentacles before being swallowed by
the screaming mouths. Seeing this manifestation of the
Outer God costs 1/1D6 Sanity points. The Wailing Writher
may also attack by biting a victim with 1D6 mouths; roll
separately for each mouth.

THE WAILING WRITHER, avatar of Nyarlathotep
STR 50 CON 65 S1Z 45 INT 18
POW 55 DEX 25 Move 18 HP 60

Weapons: Bite 75%, 3D6 per mouth

Engulf 100%*, death on following round.

*Allow the target a Dodge roll to avoid this attack.

Armor: None, but normal weapons cannot harm the Wailing
Writher. Fire, magic, and similar forces harm this manifestation
of the Outer God normally.

Spells: All
Sanity Loss: 2D4/4D10, plus 1/1D6 for hearing the wailing..

The Rest of the Marsh Family

It is assumed that Ralsa Marsh has already met his demise
at the hands of the vengeful Averill family, and that Robert



122 - Escape from Innsmouth

Marsh is busy trying to stave off the forces that are attack-
ing the Esoteric Order of Dagon. Jacob Marsh is currently
at the Marsh refinery, and Old Man Barnabas Marsh is safe-
ly hidden away far below the ocea, in the deep one city of
Y’ha-nthlei.

After the Mission

Once their mission is completed at the Marsh Mansion,
Maines’ squad is supposed to take its living captives nort