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TEEK Industries have a position for a
Laboratory Assistant,

There is a generous salary for a dedi-
cated scientist able to sccept the posi-
tion immediately and willing 1o keep
irregular hours

The estate is pleasantly sited in the l

outskirts of Boston, with easy accessto
all main roads, and only a ten minute
walk from the railway station

Thee successful applicant will be work-

Apply in writing to: TEEK Industries,
Giendale Road, Boston, Massachusetts.

6—Serendipity

Advertisement

N

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

There will not be an opportunity for
applicants to do their “homework” on
TEEK Industriesbecause, asthey learn
at the interview, the company is gov-
ernment-funded and the nature of their
business highly confidential.

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

ing with the latest electrical and tran
sistorised monitoring equiprnent, wirk-
ing solitary and with the research team.
Some previous experience in security
oand a knowledge or sppreciation of the
paranormal is desirable.
|l||l
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science, and especially Physics and
Chemistry. The investigator’s appli-
cation should be successful, as the
competing candidates are a poor crop
of students and time wasters. If there
are no objections to signing a standard
contractthatrestricts TEEK employees
from discussing company matters
outside work, Dr McBride will advise
the remaining applicants that the
position has been filled.

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

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



Floor-Plan of TEEK Industries Research Building

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

Only Company Directors, such as
Dr McBride, are free to enter each
building as they please; even govern-
ment officials need to make an ap-
pointment before they are even permit-
ted through the main gates. Every em-
ployee of the company is issued an
identity card that must be worn on the
lapel at all times. This card will not
allow access to any other part of the
estate. Any other of the buildings must
be contacted through the direct tel-
ephoneline. Thisishowemployees are
expected to make requests for any
equipmentorsupplies they mightneed.
Refreshments and amenities are laid
out in the Main Laboratory, as the area
may not be left unattended. In case of a
life-threatening emergency, such as a
fire, there is an electrical alarm system
and an Emergency Exit in the Security
Corridor. After hearing the alarm is the
only time that the security guard is
permitted into the Security Corridor.

Apart frombeing casually informed
that the building used to be a test area
for research into supposed bearers of
psychic phenomena, no otherdetails of
thecompany’s business, pastor present,
will be forthcoming or attainable. The
results of a previous project were dis-
appointing, so it was recently discon-
tinued and succeeded by this current
undertaking.

The first day of work will be a long
and arduous introduction from Dr
McBride to the research facilities. Un-
derstanding the principle of much of
the equipment and machinery will be
easy to digest, so long as the investiga-
torhasthe level of proficiency of Chem-
istry and Physics needed to carry him
or her through the interview. Keepers
may grant checks in these skills, as a
result of this day of induction.

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

The portal window issues a bright,
fuzzy eminence, which is difficult to
look at for too long without goggles.
All that can be seen by squinting be-
yond the glass is something like a
subterranean scene, wherein incandes-
cent life-forms ‘swim’; some of them
octopod, others eel-like. The preemi-
nent centre of interest is a being of
roughly humanoid shape who occa-
sionally pressesits hands and faceupto
the glass and looks into the laboratory
with its oversized and empty, gawking
face. There is no evidence of the crea-
ture’s ability to acknowledge the con-
tents of the laboratory; tests set up to
attract a response have always been
inconclusive. There may be a nominal
SAN loss of 0/1 on first seeing the
creature’s vacant gape.

An impressive array of monitoring
equipment is focused on the Magical
Gateway. There are a dozen monitors
toregister any breaches of atmosphere
and possible chemical leaks into the
Test Area. Another monitor is fixed to
the glass window of the doorway to
measure the stress factor; and a similar
sensor-dish focussed in its direction to
record any localised sonic vibrations.
Up until now there have been no such
occurrences, even when the creature
pushes past the glass.

Duetothedoctor’s haphazard spell-
casting, the investigator is in no imme-
diate danger from what might be be-
yond the doorway, as an Elder Sign is
also unwittingly, but fortunately,
worked into the metal door.

Dr McBride may have some un-
shared notion that what he has is a
window to another dimension. These
suspicions were firstaroused after some
early tests he did to try to magnify his
view, to better see beyond the portal;
certain optical filters revealed forms
and colours he still finds impossible to
record or describe.

If the doorway is ever breached by
excessive damage or opened by the
wheel-lock, anything could happen;
the creature could escape or the inves-
tigator could enter the Magical Gate to
finish up heaven-knows-where. The
true extent of the doctor’s machina-
tions are left open for development, but
suffice to say, this scenario should
offer some moral dilemmas. #*

Serendipitp—7



8—3ix Foot Plot

Entries from the Joumnal of Thomas Boullan, with its Continuation Overleaf

Wallahs.

One of the investigators is contacted
by the police authorities and told news
of the violent and untimely death of a
cousin, Thomas Boullan. He was
knocked dead hours earlierin the morn-
ing by an interstate locomotive on a
terribly lonely run of track just inside
the industrial sector.

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

Fakiss of osthwest India (and some Buddhist sects of Fapan, so Ganeth
says) have experimented successhubly with loug-tesm sell-inhumation since the
17th centuny. They would recove essentially unharmed from thein state of
suspended animation, having beew laid busied beneath the ground for houss,
weeks, and sometimes, years—although hese, it was wecessany to forcible
erank their jaws open, aftesuands. S0 imefutable was the validity of their
practice, it was responsible for o spread of thein peoples laith in the magical
powess of yoga used by the Fakins, and in the black magic of theis Jadoo

But like many of mine and Gareth's Jancies, & respected confidant Jrom our
geientific community is hasd—no, impogsible—to find. To come aeross & mind
sympathetic, o sit and smoke with us, discussing the Josmative principle of ous.
pet conjecture—even if theirs tusned out be o contrary stand—would be
refaeshing, once in 4 while. The reason behind this pespetual ogtracism is as
clean as it is disappointing: & mattes once sonutinised is as difficult to disprove
6 it is to prove, Let them all keep to their beaten paths! -

The only real interest shown by the Westesn world into the study of this

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

Boullan should not have been a
particularly close relative: the little the
investigator remembers is from uni-
versity. Even then Boullan was a very
private person and generally kept to
himself. At the same time, he could be
wonderfully impulsive and outspoken
when on the subject of science; this
'unacceptable' conduct had him thrown




cynicism.
But we cam 00 this with science!

we had the frogs—

out of more lectures than the
investigator may care to remember.
Since school, Boullan and his good
friend and co-partner, Dr Garath Chris-
tian, have involved themselves in a
string of controversial and sometimes
dangerous studies of, sadly, unspec-
tacular achievement. Their theories
have been too fanciful for the serious
attention of the medical world or any
of the scientific community. And, as
they make it their business to often
attack some of the basic principles of
science, the tragic consequence has
meant they have gone unpublished.

‘ast of dying " has been Prom simple charlatans looking to exploit the phenom-
ens through borowing only the ocular concept, to be sepackaged only to derive
common panloun tricks, perlormed to amuse the magses. Fuevitably, the

exposuse of these Jakers ouly goes Justhes to incnease people’s geuesal level of

We know, from an exhaugtive article Gareth found weitten in an old edition
of the Caleutta Wedical Gazette; the Fakis put himsel] through such yogi
ablutions as swallowing a 25 yard length of fine cloth, that was thew requrgi-
tated to clean out his alimentary canal. Other prepasations involved cutting
away the museles from unden his tongue and Jolding it back dowm his throat,
before Jalling into a special trance to preempt the death of his mind and soul.

Pretty sune that all this sel]-tortune is quite unmecessary—and with neithes
of us knowing any yoga—=Ganeth has opted, ingtead, Jor & prepanatory diet of
MMNaMMd&m Wevestheless, to alfect o complete
simulation, we have had to ackmowledge, then isolate, the integral contribution
that yoga has in the base principle of narcolepsy: the masteny of ous immediate
exigtence through a total control of the mind and body.

We ase thoroughly exited by this experiment, as we have actually beew able
to improve ow these findings with the development of & special sesum that gives
control oven the body s automomic newous system. Yoga does, indeed, reduce
the heastheat and oxygen consumption, but ous tests show that the basal
metabolic vate remaing dangerously emsatic. In hibesnation, the rate is always
lowered and these is neves any question of the blood sugar supply Muctuating

Oun formulae, that Garath calls his ‘deeper’, containg extracts from the
glands of an Australian frog, Lymnodynastes omnatus, that busies itsel] Jor
wecks, in suspended animation, beneath the ground, 3 have since digcovered
that the cells o) ous common dormouse are essentially identical to the Lymno-
dymastes omnatus, and have asked Garath to, in futuse, check with me before
expending near-on 5200 of ous resousces on impulsive commodities. But since

The investigator may have had fore-
sight to engage the assistance of other
members of the team to help with
yanking furniture from his cousin’s
rooms. The group will be shown up to
the small lodgings by the resident land-
lady, Mrs Croxley, who asks if the
apartment can be cleared before sun-
down, as there is a gentleman wanting
use of the rooms that coming evening.
As soon as the landlady learns that one
ofthe investigators is familyto Boullan,
she will have no reservations or guilt
in gibing them $20 for his dead cous-
in’s back-rent.

The state of the lodgings manifest
Boullan and Christian’s achievements
in exploring their 'alternative' realms
of science: as they enter, the door jams
halfway under junk piled up within. At
this, the landlady simply rolls her eyes
and leaves the investigators to their
chore. Books and papers litter the
whole space of the floor, curling up
around the legs of simple wooden
furniture, and concealing the worn
pattern of the carpet beneath. And
matching decor for the walls are
teetering shelves of dusty books
stacked, in norecognisable order, from
the floor up to the low ceiling.

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

The apartment’s remaining rooms
maintain the untidy theme throughout,
but—apart from, perhaps, the pres-
ence of bunk beds—hold nothing out
of the ordinary, or of singular interest.

Medical Practice

Call for Idea rolls if, after reading the
reference, the full gravity of the situ-
ation is not clear: Boullan was killed
before he was able to exhume his col-
league, who still remains, as Boullan
put in his journal, ‘buried at Charlie
Parker’s plot’. The investigators should
also figure out why Boullan chose a
secluded route across the railway track,
back to his apartment: he did not want
to attract the attention of passers-by
with his 'experiment’,

Time should be of the essence. Dr
Christian will have been buried six hours
before the investigators are even made
aware of his cousin’s death; and the time

iz Foot Plot—9



spent at the mortuary should have been
no more than an hour. Allowing another
hourbefore finding the Boullan’s journal;
the soonest the investigators could pos-
sibly act on their findings is about eight
hours after Boullan helped Dr Christian
to his self-inhumation.

The now quite exhilarated investi-
gators should not leave the flat without
a Spot Hidden roll. This will bring to
theirattention a framed university pho-
tograph mounted in proud view, on
one of the walls. It is of a class from the
local university; the caption betrays it
as just over seven years old. From the
disparate well-wishes scrawled over
the picture, a student by the name of
Charlie Parkeris revealed as the some-
what intense looking young man stand-
ing in the front row, sandwiched be-
tween the investigator's cousin and—
the now doctor—Christian.

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

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

GRreeN FiNGERS

With the stringent time consideration,
the investigators will most likely agree
to split-up so as to cover more ground.
There should be no more than a few

10—8ix Foot Plot

Using the sesum, Garath should be able to tune his sengory channels to &
higher consciousuess, whilst unden the earth, and alter his pesception of time,
%0 Wot to expenience tedium and trigges mental panic. Like the needle shipping
across 6 gramophone ecord, his time will go, Jor the most past, unnoticed,

Fon the last week, Gareth has consumed only milk and yogust, thew, it is
my hecommendation that he Jasts in the Jew days leading up to the immuses
ment. Gareth, himsel), as expressed his intention to bathe in hot wates Jor 4
feelt to howss beforehand, to tendenise the Plesh and marsy him with the soil.
Ft is also going to be necessany to cloge off his ears and nostrils with soft wax,
in defence againgt worms and insects. Which reminds me: F might need to
restart his bengs with 6 Good set of beblows; F must rememben to stop by at the
hasdwase store, tomorsow.

Thumbing theough his relerences, Garath Jound an old African miyth,
claiming that the state of narcolepsy would unleash & magical strength if the
wind was let to slip. This powes is said to Mail out with mindless ferocity,
making the recipient impervious to pain and empower him with the ability to
summon wild animals. This is perhaps his only single indication of disquietude
Jon the experiment; he has even agked me to buing my revolver to his exhuma-
tiow, the wext day. Al a lot of sibly tal, of course; in & Jew weeks time he U
sead through this, in an apastment in Pasis or somewhene, and laugh.

F am to busy Garath at Charlie Pasker’s plot. At lisst, 3 thought it
seemed a little disrespecthul to Chaslie (God rest his soul) but as Gasath
pointed out, the conditions are perfect; the eath is well spaded oves, and Jew
ane those who would desecrate 6 dead man's ground,

We think it best i} no-one yet be taken into our confidence. 3] everything
wonks out F am to repeat the Jeat undes public and medical seruting, 3 suppose
this whole practice is techuically itlegal, but Garath and 3 have always weeded
to be a little Mlexible in ous approach. In any case, thege indiseretions will be
all Jorgotten as they are neaping through the rewards of ous work. Generally,
3 think we have become a little too civilised, as a race; we need to Jall back
onto 4 forgotiew ties of transgression, if we ane to progess. s Garath would

leads open for investigation. Acquir-
ing Charlie Parker’s old address should
not present a problem; they will find it
no more than fifteen minutes walk
from Boullan’s apartment. Parker left
behind a widow and three infant chil-
dren. Mrs Parker is acquainted with
Boullan and Dr Christian, andis all too
aware of their professional reputation,
but knows nothing of any recent ex-
periments. She will be pleased to di-
rect them to her husband’s grave, just
so long as she is given no reason to
suspect them of doing anything but
pay their respects.

say; ‘you ve got to get it all, to get it all to grow.”

If the investigators do not think to
interview Mrs Parker, for all they know,
Charlie Parker could be buried in any
one of town’s six graveyards or cem-
eteries. In this case, use a 1D6 to
simulate their search, with each wrong
guess losing them a precious hour of
time. Award the investigators instant
success if they have sense to begin by
looking through the tombstones sited
nearest Parker’s property.

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



time. To wait for the cloak of night
would surely mean the doctor’s cer-
tain death, and similarly, a legal exhu-
mation would also waste them more
valuable hours. But, help emphasise
the severity of their actions, as they dig
around the fresh earth of the grave by
having a wedding party burst abruptly
from out of the church. Or better still,
one of the investigators glimpse sight
of Parker’s widow approaching the
graveside, requiring one of them to
hinder her while the others finish the
undertaking. Since the grave is but
two months old, the investigators will
spendlittle more than a few minutes
spading through the soil. They are
likely to feel confounded by what little
their efforts uncover. There is no evi-
dence the grave has previously been
defiled; Charlie Parker lies hushed in-
side an artless coffin; hands clasped
daintily around a small rosewood box,
containing his simple treasures.
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Amongst this bundle of intimate
effects is one photograph of Charlie in
a scene with an elderly woman and
two small children, digging up a row
of mixed vegetables. As they read the
handwritten caption on the reverse side,
the full ambiguity of it all should wash
over the investigators and rest heavily
in the pit of their stomachs: ‘Helenand
the kids, helping out at Charlie’s plot’.

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

Thomas Boullan and Dr Christian’s
‘sleeper’” serum does not work—have
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SIZ10 SANZS  £EDUIS
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Skills Dodge35% History72%
First Aid75% Chemistry93%
Electrical Repair88%
Library Use75% Medicine75%
Natural History 9 1% Law 4%
Phatmacy 75% Occult42%
Physies7 7%

Attacks Fist50%(/ D6-1D%)

the investigators believe what they
like—but the only reason the doctor
has survived is because the ground
under which he lay is rich with peat
and perforated with the roots of
surrounding, dead and hollow trees.
This will do little, of course, to stop
him dying in two weeks from malnu-
trition should the investigator fail to
acknowledge his dilemma.

When dug up and unwrapped from a
sheet of white linen, Dr Christian gasps
heavily at the sweet air, and, through fits
of coughing, falls weakly to his hands
and knees. Depending on how prompt
the investigators were in finding him,
effectively determines the state of the
doctor’s mind, once he is exhumed. The
chloroform administered by Boullan was
good for eight long hours: so the
investigators should have been mindful
to the doctor’s plight just as his spirit
woke, bound in torture.

Dr Christian could be the prover-
bial ‘cornered animal’ half-expected
through reading the final entries of
Boullan’s journal; or the sensitive crea-
ture who becomes awkwardly emo-
tional when told of his good friend’s
death. Tally up the number of hours
spent in the search; multiply that
number by 1D6 and—if the doctor
fails a SAN check—deduct that figure
from his current score.

Todetermine the extent of this dam-
age, consult the appropriate Insanity
Table from the Call of Cthulhu rule-
book. #*
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Mr and Mrs Rainbird require the ad-
vice of a qualified psychoanalyst, and
approach one or more of the investiga-
tors for attention. The couple arrive
unannounced at the investigator's
practice, Mrs Rainbird clutching
something like a biscuit jar close to her
breast, to ask whether they can be seen
at this short notice.

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

With a Psychology roll, an investi-
gator may diagnose that Mrs Rainbird is
slightly mad, but no more. Certainly the
best move towards understanding her
condition is for the investigator to use
his skill to Persuade her to reveal the
contents of the jar. Mrs Rainbird is as
mystified by her behaviour as her
husband and is unable shed any light as
to the meaning or nature of what she has
written. Experienced investigators will
be confident that the young woman is
under the influence of something more
substantial than facile eccentric
delusions. Were the investigatorsto goad
Mrs Rainbird into speaking candidly
about any matter that is troubling her, or
of any recent exposure to something out
of the ordinary, they will soon be on the
scent. The young woman is a kindergar-
ten teacher bedevilled by the memory of
an incident that occurred on the last day
of the summer semester.

‘My class were permitted to spend
the afternoon playing in the garden
out near the duck pond where some of
the children often try and capture drag-
onflies as they skip close to the water’s
edge. Two of the boys, whilst digging
in the soil, unearthed a pair of ebony-
black chrysalides, measuring an
impressive several inches in length.
This was brought to my notice as the

two began to bawl; they had disturbed
an ant's nest and each had insects
crawling up their arms. Spurred on by
the anxious children, with help from
the groundsman, I later retrieved their
find and carefully carried the shiny
pods over to the greenhouse where
they have lain for these first two weeks
into the summer holiday.’

With the recollection of this seem-
ingly inconsiderable event Mrs
Rainbird experiences an inexpressible
sense of foreboding that rouses an
urge to call by at the school. And in
absence of a better idea, the investiga-
tors may wish to humour the tormented
women and escort her there.

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

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

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

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

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

The feeble survivor the investiga-
tors are faced with will endeavour to
escape at the earliest possible opportu-
nity, and, once free, will battle in a
frenzied darting flight against the
considerable evening breeze to mi-
grate to a celestial climate. #*
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One of the investigators receives this
handwritten letter from Jeremy McFad-
den, a close school friend, and is pre-
sented with a momentous appeal for
help. Besides exchanging a few sea-
sonal greetings, the investigator will
have put some distance between their
relationship after finishing a stint with
him at Edinburgh University and mov-
ing back to America ten or more years
back.

The Belforte House Hotel is arather
pleasant establishment set into the
bustling heart of Stranraer. The inves-
tigator should check-in late the eve-
ning beforemeeting with Jeremy. That
meeting will occur next morning in the
hotel lounge over coffee.

After the first few minutes, all the
rudimentary anecdotes and good hu-
mour is exhausted and the burly Scots-
man will rub his thick-fingered hands
together in front of him over the table-
top, summoning an aura of restless-
ness between them. Jeremy's voice
falls hushed and he will edge yetcloser
over the surface of the table to speak of
his tribulations.

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

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

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

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

Lungs filled up with rich and sooth-
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ing vapours of caffeine, Jeremy will
g0 on to explain—with both the tone
of his voice and his wounded expres-
sion low and pleading—that Wendy
has categorically refused to be exam-
ined by a doctor, and has gone as far as
to suggest she would threaten the life
of any stranger who crossed the thresh-
old of the house. Thankfully, in the
five months she had been so deranged,
no one had visited. Jeremy has been at
a loss as for what to do. This meeting
is the first time he has shared anything
of the full agony of his dilemma. He
goes on to express a desire for the
investigator, also, not to confide in
another at this early stage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

16—The Last of Jow

virus, and not the hereditary condition
he thought?

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

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

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

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

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

SaviNg Face

The distant klaxon from the late
Stranraer to Larne ferry carries over
the Irish Sea. With it comes the lights
of small fishing boats and of the
working city, fluttering and drawing
out across the waves.

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

Continuing the arduous approach
of the waters’ edge, the investigators
follow the ugly and dragging footfalls
toahighrise of jagged rocks. Standing
at the foundation of the fifty foot bank
of stone briefly awards the investiga-
tors asylum from the feverish winds.

The investigators then catch sight
of Wendy; a silhouette hobbling



slowly over the open rise for the
biting saltwaters below. If Jeremy is
able to keep up with the party, his
reaction on seeing his wife will be
one of great relief: they have

prevented her from causing herself

harm.

Whether Jeremy’s desperate cries
are heard or not over the gale, the
preoccupied woman carries on her
strange hobble over the rocky summit.
Nor is Wendy delayed as her long,
summer dress hooks over the crags;
the grimy, taut fabric ribboning, bil-

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

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

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

'Comeon, darling, you're notwell,’
Jeremy will shout firmly. At the same
time he swallows hard, betraying his
covert fear. The first sweep of Wendy’s
webbed claw whistles through the cold
air, delivering her dumbstruck husband
asavage blow to the stomach. Startled,
he will put a hand to his numbed side,
hold itdown in front of him, to discover
he is bleeding badly. Disbelievingly,
Jeremy slowly scans her haggard,
bloated, vacant face and slumps back,
horrified, reeling senseless in the
heather. #*
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The Black Amulet

Details of justhow this unusual amulet
comes into the hands of an investiga-
tor are left wide open. Have him or her
find it beforehand in your ongoing
campaign or let him recover it from a
dusty old junk shop.

It is a solid disc of onyx with twin
semi-precious jewels set as eyes and a
monetary worth of around $500. Its less
evident property is that it wards off
malicious intent, better than an Elder
Sign. To use and recognise this power,
an investigator must already know how
to create an Elder Sign. The amulet may
serve only as a regular ward, and may
not be used as a personal charm for
warding off Mythos creatures; however,
there is no magic point or POW loss to
use this disc. Be sure the investigators
have had possession of the amulet long
before running this encounter.

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

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

The creature will not accept being
pampered and is very standoffish;
when moved it will let out shrilling
cries of pain that should dissuade the
investigator from disturbing it further.
The cottage has no telephone, but the
crashed car can be made road-worthy
with a Mechanical Repair, so the
investigator can go into town for a
doctor. If he is at pains to leave his
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patient alone, one of the early morning
truck drivers may stop and promise to
send medical assistance.

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

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

‘I have a hell of a thing for you. As
you're aware, red wine is still avail-
able over the counter at some drug
stores as medicine to prevent heart
[failure. I own such a store at the other
side of town. The long and short of the
matter is that I ‘prescribed’ myself a
bottle last night only to come across
the damndest thing. I left the uncorked
bottle breathing in the lounge whilst [
took a short bath. Only later, by the
light of the fire, I met with a shock to
find this inside."
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Their visitor pulls the string of his
parcel and unwraps a bottle of wine,
holding it up to the light of the window
for the investigators to see what looks
to be a species of octopus inside; life-
less, its tentacles sway peacefully in
the rusty claret.

‘Taken aback, I allowed the bottle
io fall between my soapy fingers to the
floor where it would most certainly
have smashed had it not landed on the
hearth rug.

'One reads of our oriental cousins
being open to most any practice that
might impress the flavour of their food
and beverages, but I've heard of noth-
ing," he tips gently the wine bottle,
‘quiite like this."

A Natural History roll identifies
the creature as being no strain of marine
life. On study, even though the cork
has been jammed back into the the
neck of the bottle, the life-form has
reacted badly to oxidation, The chemist
can concur that in the space of three
hours the animal has withered
considerably.

A Know roll allows the investiga-
tors to elaborate on Flannery’s earlier
premise. If they so wish, they may
enlighten him with their knowledge of
how many unsavoury things the Chi-
nese are rumoured to bottle with their
spirits, anything from snakes and small
animals to human intestine. It is rarely
donetoenhance a flavour, but rather to
distill anessence of life thatis believed
will benefit the consumer. The doctor
will scoff at and is dismissive of such
esotericism in this matter:

‘An overactive imagination, sirs, is
like an open wound; open to sugges-
tion and open to bacteria. And as you
should well know, a bloodless wound
will never heal.’

Justexactly what the chemist means
with his florid analogies is best left
open to interpretation. If the investiga-
tors are obstinate and persist with their
‘mumbo jumbo’ it is likely that he will
quickly lose faith in their powers to
reason and—thinking them to be char-
latans—leave the premises disgrun-
tled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

If the investigators have not thought to
ask first, during the short journey to
his store, their client will volunteer the
exact circumstances for just how he
came by the ‘mollusc preserve’. Mr
Flannery's store had been in business
scarcely three month when, one lazy
Monday afternoon, two smartly
dressed men entered and presented
him with a seemingly lucrative deal,
where he could come by full cases of
good red wine at truly knockdown
prices. Mr Flannery swears by all that
is holy, he had no idea that accepting
this attractive offer would mean
standing outside the law.

As it unfolds, still unbeknownst to
the chemist, his newfound associates
are actually black market representa-
tives. Instead of the agreed sample case,
their courier yesterday dropped aclanger
and delivered him the valuable octopoid
wine by mistake. Realising the error,
today several men were sent round to the
shop to recover the bottles, but as the
proprietor was at this time out seeking a
conference with the investigators, so
desperate were they to recover the
misplaced goods, the thugs broke entry
through the side doors of the store.
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Having discovered one of the six
precious bottles missing, a couple of
the hoodlums lie in wait for Flannery’s
return. As their client produces a jan-
gling ring of keys at the shop front—
forcing a number of them into the lock
before one rattles open the door—a
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Spot Hidden roll has the investigators
notice something flinch in the shad-
ows within.

A fracas will no doubt unfold and
the investigators might well be able to
restrain the ruffians, upsetting their
plan to ambush the chemist and re-
trieve the sixth bottle. No measure of
persuasion or abuse will sway the ruf-
fians to betray their confidence to the
employers; they would sooner die at
the hands of the investigators.

Looking around the shop floor, the
investigators will notice, with a Spot
Hidden roll, that on the discarded
wrappings of the dubious consignment
of wine, Mr Flannery’s name is mis-
spelled as ‘Flannelly’. They may as-
sume quite rightly the doctor received
a consignment meant for another; an
individual able afford a case of black
market alcohol, and with, no doubt, a
telephone laid on at his home. There is
only one entry for ‘Flannelly’ under
the local directory.

Black Tie

The investigators reach the address
and witness a package changing hands
on the doorstep of an impressive-look-
ing house in one of the city’s most
prestigious streets. The brief exchange
is between five tall men in humourless
grey suites and the recipient, a younger
man with wet hair and dressed only in
a bath robe. The door closes and the
company of men walk calmly away

from the residence, without a smile
between them. Their pursuit would be
unavailing; having passed the recov-
ered bottles on to their intended owner
the black market couriers simply move
on to other of their villainous chores.
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Safe from behind his front door,
Malcolm Flannelly will not willingly
entertain questions oraccusations fired
at him by the investigators. If some
physical elementis introduced to these
interrogations, then Mr Flannelly
quickly confesses to regular active in-
volvement in ceremonies of the oc-
cult.

The discerning Mr Flannelly will
have attempted to conceal his delivery
before the investigators gained entry
to his lounge. The keeper should make
a Conceal roll to prevent the
investigators from seeing him shove
the package clumsily into a satchel,
and hide it behind the cushions of the
settee. If his roll was successful more
threats of physical violence or a Spot
Hidden (-20%) roll is required to un-
cover it.

Inside the package is one of the
unusual bottles of wine presumedly
just taken from Dr Flannery’s shop.
But this is not the sole content of the
satchel; what gives it its considerable
weightis the presence of a large golden
mask cast in the hideous and tentacled
image of Cthulhu. Keepers may ask
for Cthulhu Mythos rolls for the in-
vestigators torecognise the likeness of
the Great Old One. As the mask is
pulled free of the tight leather satchel,




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

AN of the coven agseed that
Wednesdoy passed toa quichly.
J e sky is loaded, te mind mads
uh, and lonight HE takes Ui,
Yow will make youssal] godlike in
sustless tangents of flosh, and
suchle to yous Losd and W aster
...

The latter passage is written in Latin
and Malcolm Flannelly mumbles in
explanation that it is what he was ex-
pected to chant at this evening's
ceremony, and translates:

St will b dask soon. So wake
and shuites back in life and sise fo
lellusian Rosdes on all shoses.
Nevasmase Joamless, soundless,
:hfu;f!&: base /Jy /uﬂ. wordless
hnowledge and see thy face in

yeais,

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

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

Just before they leave, if in any fit
state, Mr Flannelly will beg the poten-
tially daunting question of why the
investigators ‘can’t justmind theirown
business, and leave him and his friends
alone.’

My GOOONESS

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

Oswald Edelson is seen as the
founder of the guileless cult; he lives
with his aunt at the address givento the
investigators by fellow cultist Malcolm
Flannelly. The valuable golden masks
and a rodent-nibbled copy of De
Vermiis Mysteriis were inherited from
his estranged uncle two years past—
Edelson knows not whether his uncle
had ever practised or taken seriously
the spells and ceremonies therein.

The iron key was meant for Flan-
nelly so that he could let himself in
discreetly. The key fits the lock to the
side door of the two storey building,
after several wooden steps under the
ivy-ridden veranda. Threeidentical keys
reston asmall table justthrough the door
to the dining room. From the kitchen the
investigators, with Listen rolls, will be
able to hear mumbling voices coming
from behind the narrow door to the
basement stairs. Walking through the
dining room and pantry, investigators
will come to the kitchen, where stairs
lead into the cloakroom in the basement.

The basement, its floor finished with
smooth hydraulic cement, is divided in

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

A blanket curtain is pulled across a
narrow doorless arch leading into the
next room, where the sound of four
men’s voices can be discerned quite
clearly within. Perhaps the best way to
proceed is for an investigator to assume
Flannelly’s role as Cthulhu in this pan-
tomime of a ceremony, by donning the
mask and robes, and walk self-assuredly
through the curtain and join in with the
four cultists’ embarrassing chants and
awkward, freeform movements round
the central brazier of fiery coals.

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

Back at the ceremony, the investiga-
tors may be having problemskeeping up
the facade. Although tethered with
leather straps, an investigator must have

Qircle of Friends—23



tesigence of Oswald Edelson

he

aminimumSTRof 11 to properly sustain
the weight of the golden mask. Keepers
may call for occasional STRX5 checks
to prevent the proceedings coming to a
precipitant conclusion with the
investigator being forced to betray his
true identity. If this happens, the masks
fall away from the young men’s faces to
reveal expressions of embarrassment,
surprise, defilement, and outrage.

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

By their nonchalant behaviour, the
cultists evidently expect nothing in
return for their worship. If, however,
the investigator did mix Flannelly’s
bottle with the others, then after 1D6
minutes the pulverised remains amidst
the broken glass begin to sputter, swell
and quickly come to the boil.

The last bottle was the catalyst that
spawned disaster, and all hell is let
loose. From the tangled mucilage
suddenly erupt thick, sinuous tentacles,




——
Vol ( f }
\'Inu '\-'-u'li:-ln

79
!

SRills Cthulhu Mythos I'% DodgeS3% Spot Hidden53%
| HideZ7%Jump7 7% Credit Rating70% Latin | 2%
Attacks Fist50%(1D3) Spells none properly

showering the basement with sticky,
black endskins. They coil blindly in
spirals as the horror expands until,
within seconds, the obese incarnation
has sated the basement. In minutes it
will go on to fill the entire house to
capacity. Able-bodied persons may
quickly leave the basement without
obstruction, so long as they leave at
the first sign of trouble.
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(the thing s tentacles
JInflicta neglegible amount
of damage, but the helpless
victim is firmly grappled and
in the proceeding round
either swallowed or crushed
to death)

Anyone currently searching any
other room of the house are allowed a
Listen roll to avoid being literally run
into a brick wall. If this roll is missed,
he or she must fall back on Dodge
rolls. There are only seconds for the
investigators to flee the house by
leaping out of the nearest window.

This may resultinaminorinjury unless
a successful Jump roll is made—1D6
for first and 3D6 for second storey
heroics.

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

Keepers may decide the gruesome
tenant requires another human soul
before it relinquishes its occupancy
and falls back from the windows, out
of sight. Out of his mind, Oswald
Edelson may shout after his doomed
aunt and shimmy up the veranda for
herbedroom window, only to be lashed
in the grip of spouting tentacles and
thrown to his death into the waiting
maws of the upper-story window. #
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26—Ghost Net

From ‘Travelling Without Moving—the unfinished essays of Professor BW Reynolds’

those devilish things Mother Nature should have had banished at the time of Julius
Caesar; evil is a very real thing not just the absence of good. At the water's edge the
mouth of the Carp broke the still; red eyes misbehaving, shining undet the stars as
Elishiah’s father fell to his knees watching the ripples let out acrosd the milky pool.

Indigenous to the small, family commiinity, carried through toadolescence, this
and similar misstatement are a burden that all too often survive and prosper in

“dreams or visions and cloud development. This can both.build character and crush

the spirit. In the outcome of severe retentiveness (not to be confgsedwiththe beauty
of simple innocence) it is commonplace to feel very alone, nursing personal demons;
while overwhelmed with unshared and almost tangible fear. We deal with this in a
unique but often ineffectual approach depending how the fear manifests itself.

Young Elishiah, at fifteen years, believed mr.ches guarded his neighbour's rasp-
berry bushes from greedy young boys.

Much of the time the response is one of rebelliousness, and the mood swings
between aggression and submissive behaviour, easily misdiagnosed as chemical im-
balance. One should not be so quick to condone this bad apple consensus; the matter
simply willnot wear an extremist standpoint; unable to express themselves some of
these youngsters are so.scared to even close their eyes at mght and are even,
returning back to our case study, sleeping on the left side after readmg somewhere
that it could wear the heart out faster.

This necessitates preemptive attention from an early age, or people can become
gullible and find it difficult to question, or even recognise the need to question.
Adopting this retentive condition of blind concurrence at face value, whether spoiled
through befuddlement and naivety or stumped with a schoolteacher mentality, one
is not open to change, and is putty in the hands of the aggressor.

hen there are the allegories we later find to be very real, My father
filled my head with goblins beyond even the imaginings of an empty
mind, terrible things poised on doom in a realm out of view to us, in
the seeming darkness of space.
Where flutters the Absolute, worming a thread through the dimen-
sions in time, creating temporal/spatial realities, stands Daoloth,
the render of the veils, evolving into a formless self, the very shapeiof change.

Thrivmg onward I.a::ugh the spheres, forced to adapt and keep ahead of the
listléss and moping pull of stagnation, the Outer God shifts its restless form, as the
permutations of growth and decay rise and bubble to the surface. Of these eruptions
are dead threads of skin that Daoloth sheds in darting, furtive movements; the
secreted film of white mucus is greedily snatched up to make a supper of change,
eaten out'of cavities and scabs, for the resident parasites.

Thatnot quicklyguzzled by the hungrymmionsfaﬂsawuyfromthebodyto drift,
ghostlike, furled out across miles of silent space, enveloping anything in the blind

path; dragging with them tons of debris, and killing all they touch. In huge gulps;

millions of species fall victim as planets, and creatures the size of planets, are en-
tangled and ripped to pieces. And insatiably but without purpose the nets are driven
on and on, shredding all before them.

&
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The publishers of the long-winded
Travelling Without Moving—the un-
finished essays of Professor BW
Reynolds, compiled with denotation
by Caroline Reynolds are very happy,
if not a little unprofessional, in giving
the investigators personal details about
their authors over the telephone.

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

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

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




even compelled to follow through by
explaining how it was feared putting
her father’s work through a ghost au-
thor would gloss overthe crux of many
of his related theories and attitudes in
that sociological and astrological study.

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

If the investigators want proof to
substantiate this uncanny declaration
they will be frogmarched through to
the study of the house; a large room
scattered ankle deep with copious
leaves of the finest foolscap compris-
ing scribbled notes and doodles, charts,
and plot diagrams. What were obvi-
ously once the working chambers of
Caroline’s father, the Professor, are in
so much disarray there is little wonder
his recent and only publication read
like so much piecemeal.

An Astronomy or Idea roll
determines it would take weeks and

months to catalogue and decipher the
papers—and Ms Reynolds wantstoleave
before the day is out. She has been able
to plot and calculate the meteor’s point
of impact down to the accuracy of the
nearest hour and five mile radius, with
use of her father’s specially customised
and calibrated telescopic equipment.
Looking through the lens, the investiga-
tors can catch sight of a fuzzy image up
in the heavens making a collision course
for this planet.

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

Wearing a thick pullover, Ms
Reynolds finishes her final checks on
the four seater and starts the engine of
the aircraft to set off for the ‘centre of
the eruption',before she is ‘swept away
with the whitecap'. If the investigators
wish they may join her, but will be
unable to verbally dissuade her way;
Caroline has seen her father ridiculed
for his beliefs so often in the past, and
feels now to bring this foregone busi-
ness to light would only waste every-
body’s precious time.

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

mountaintops meet the sea. Circling
round to spot the best patch of flat
ground where they might put down;
the plane is abruptly hit by an unseen
force and sent plummeting down for
the rocks. Skilled pilots may take the
console and pull the aircraft level,
with a Pilot Aircraft roll, so
preventing any casualties; otherwise,
each passenger will suffer 1D6 damage
in the crash.

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

Seawater soon has a visibly adverse
affect on the burnt and rotting filth;
bubbling and fizzing, itdissolves quickly
causing a slick of dark water. When the
festering muck has wasted away to half
its original size a revolting beast bursts
out from within, squealing as it struggles
to fight itself loose of the gelatinous
cocoon. In outright agony from the bite
of the saltwater the ten feet of menace
crawls out from the slime and muck, and
begins to scale the rocks. A sable layer
of drooping spines stand on end as it
slips free from the water. A Cthulhu
Mythos roll will recognise this as a
Parasite of Daoloth. As it nears the
investigators they hear a rasping hiss as
itcongests jelly that leaks out from splits
and cracks in a shell-like abdomen. Call
for SAN rolls; failure results in a 1D6
deduction. #*

ka3 | DEXIA || TS

CONIS.  “SIZ2%. POWS,

ﬁmoﬁpfﬂrdl MPsTL q
HFP:24(9). Mave& :

' Atlacks Spiny Claw
35%!'!13 !GH' I D&P&fmn)

Ghost Neti—279



hristian emperors and many iconoclasts like Pope

Gregory were feverishly concerned that a painted

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

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

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

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

Pages from 'Still Signs of Life' by Edward R Joplin

28— Painted in a Corner

Whilst sifting through the occult list-
ings of the town library, the investiga-
tors chance upon these aberrant cou-
ple of pages in a fifteen-year-old
publication, Srill Signs of Life, by
Edward R Joplin. The volume in its
entirety contains no spells, but read-
ers benefit from a +3% Cthulhu
Mythos and suffer a 1D3 SAN loss.

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

and no more than a handred copies
were ever produced. A Fast Talk
roll earns them the address of the
insightful author,

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




With the Renaissance came more change and the
cultivation of classical aspirations. Archaeology had ex-
cavated Rome and classical works of art were discovered
that, thankfully, led artists away from the devouring,
barbaric stimulus of spiritualism and the occult. And
with little chance for a revival, as in the unfolding
centuries, protests from the Reformers brought on a
change in the delivery of Christian messages. Backed by
Henry VIII, the written word was extended as being a
‘safer’ medium; a decision which unquestionably lowered
the quality of art in Britain, leaving superior work being
attainable only as a luxury for the rich and noble.

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

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

A peacock can be seen wandering
the grounds, so the investigators will
want to get out of the car and close the
gates behind them, for, as any zoolo-
gist will appreciate, such birds cost a
pretty fortune. The magnificent crea-
ture folds its plumage and darts amongst
the trees as they drive on, the tree
branches scraping on either side of their
vehicle's paint-work.

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

Before the investigators can bring
the car to a stop, something huge
and black ploughs into the side of
the vehicle, rolling it over into a plot
of apple trees. Fruit rains down and
bounces off the fractured body of
the vehicle as the investigators strug-
gle to free themselves from the over-
turned car. Each suffers 1D6 points
of damage for being tossed about
inside the vehicle: a successful
DEXXS roll halves this damage.

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

make serious effort to venture back
through the foliage will be hit from
all sides by many beastly, lashing
tentacles, as if the trees have taken
on wicked and resilient life. The reck-
less investigator loses 4D6 hit points
(a successful Dodge roll halves his
injuries) and—if still alive—drags
himself back into the clearing before
suffering yet another assault.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dreams of Sheep

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

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

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

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

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

Loath to admit it, Joplin recog-
nised this painting to be of a much
higher quality than he himself was
capable. So, with his self-confidence
bruised and his ego too fragile to
accept his limitations, Joplin made
no immediate steps to question his
servant. Giving no thought to whether
his use of the drug and this miracu-
lous appearance on the canvas were
in any way connected, Joplin con-
tinued to be perplexed and to abuse
the drug.

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

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

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

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

There were a couple of points that
troubled Joplin. Firstly, the majority
of the splintered glass was lying ous-
side the windows, suggesting the
workshop windows were not the point
of entry, but the means of escape.
Secondly, why break all the work-
shop windows?

Joplin noticed that (what he

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Once experienced or forced to
endure certain knowledge, one can
see the world through different eyes;
as if there is stripped away this blan-
ket of an ignorant and conditioning
society. But, as a concept, no matter
how appalling it may seem, this ig-
norance is our ‘magical shield’
against some of the things that are
out there. Do you ever ask yourselves
‘why do these things keep happen-
ing to me?’ I put it to you, that it is
your deeper understanding of this
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world’s peril-the horrors beyond the
eye—and you bring these things upon
yourselves. For example, what led
you here today?’

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

The Scapegoat

The investigators are as trapped as
the old man; if they try to cut through
the wood to reach the main road,
they will be attacked and, no doubt,
killed. Joplin and his now-deceased
manservant being keen hunters, there
is a sizable supply of guns and am-
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munition mounted on walls and
locked away inside cabinets. Again,
keepers will have to decide how gen-
erous they are with the magnitude of
this armoury.

There is also an impressive col-
lection of malt whiskies in a display
case that Joplin has given proud po-
sition in the sitting room. He will be
loathed to waste them, but the inves-
tigators may recognise their poten-
tial as incendiary grenades. A burn-
ing rag in the top of a bottle has a
chance to hit equal to an investiga-
tor’s Throw score, dealing 2Dé6
points of damage for another 1D6
rounds thereafter. Keepers should
encourage any similar schemes the
investigators conceive, whether to de-
stroy the Dark Young or to engineer
some other means of escape. To help
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put their ideas into practice, give the
players a percentage chance of find-
ing items they need.

The furnace will burn low in the
next twenty-four hours. Already
without food, the investigators will
soon discover the house becoming
cold and damp.

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

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

After the painting is destroyed—
and the drug taken from a very re-
luctant Joplin—he will stop his noc-
turnal wanderings and the Dark
Young's patience will be all but ex-
hausted. That next night, the inves-
tigators will hear the sound of
branches scratching up against the
window shutters. An investigator
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daring enough to jar open a shut-
tered window will see, what looks
like a ring of trees with a small col-
umn of fire rising and falling in the
dead centre. A Cthulhu Mythes roll
recognises these as Dark Young of
Shub-Niggurath.

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

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

Whole Field of Cattle
Slaughtered by ‘Act of

God’

Early thisweek,short-
lyafterourlast edition
hit the stands, we had
information comein of
our local farmer, Pa-
trick Billman, who,
rising Thursday morn-
ing found his choice
stock of Frisian cattle,
dead.

Shaken; Billman,
with help from three
burly farm-hands,
spentall that morning
lugging the lifeless
beasts onto the back of
atruck. Catching wind
of the incident, we ar-
rived at the scene later
that afternoon, as the
four men struggled
with the last carcass,
amid a cloud of flies.

But tension was
high, and Billman was
quite unapproachable
for questioning. For
soon after the truck
was ready togo, it was
found to be so weighed
downandencumbered
that the wheels spun
andbecametrappedin
the mud of the water-
logged field.

Stopping by at the
farmhouse; a casunal

Reporter: Jim Bradshaw

labourer—earlier
called in to help milk
and look after the sur-
viving livestoek—
helped us shed some
light onto the grizzly
episode. She spoke
candidly of how she
understood the fore-
said- cattle to have

been fried by lightning
amidst the heavy
storms of Wednesday
last. (Half of town will
have bags under their
eyes-still, for being
kept awake by the
thunder that followed
on through the night),

Weunderstand it is
not unusual for cattle
to gather in shelter
and share body heat,

Lhronic:

especiallyin atrocious
weather like this; un-
fortunately the single
oak; around which
they huddled that
night, took a bolt of
lightning and cooked
them in a heap.
Billman’s urgency
to dispose of the ani-
malswasnomore than
abusinesslike attempt
to salvage something
from the disaster, A
spokesman from the
abattoir told us of their
policy only to accept
cattle proven to be no

older thantwenty-four
hours deceased. Tt has
been difficult to deter-
mine whether the
farmer’s efforts were
successful.

If his struggle did
turn out to be in vein,
the loss could well
amount to anything as
much as $5,000. Our
thoughts are right
with you, Pat &

Asking around, anyone can direct the
investigators to the Billman Farm. It
surrounds a dense vein of forest that
runs for eight miles up along the road
into town. There is a need to leave the
car and walk for about a mile of
farmland. Once at the scene, nothing
can be found except evidence of what
was reported; the ground around the
base of the burnt and blasted tree,

trampled flat, nothing more. It starts to
rain while the investigators walk back
along the border of the forest. Beneath
a covering of since-brittle and skeletal
leaf fall, the grounds all around—even
now sprinkled with rainwater—are set
like compact cement under the
previous days and weeks of sunshine.
The teasing drizzle beads on the
drooping ferns, richly discharging their



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

The investigators should have been
treading with no thought given to bet-
ter caution nor stealth, until, that is,
there comes a scent onto the gentle
breeze that makes each of them, all
except those with the strongest consti-
tution, wince. Parting the sagging, spin-
dly branches of blackberry bushes, the
unfocussed smell heightens and be-
comes reminiscent of rotting meat.
Although the investigators have failed
to find anything mysterious about the
death of the cattle, they are about to
encounter a new and different horror,

The first investigator to fail a Luck
roll feels his foot fall heavily through a
crustof earth. The sound of more than a
thousand flies rise up from the hole, as
the full length of the leg slides, slurping,
into a pocket of sludge, to as far up as
the thigh. 1D3 points of damage are
sustained if he fails a DEXx3 roll.

To defeat the momentious shock of
this sudden fall requires a CONx3roll.
Otherwise the investigator will be
stunned, not so much from the pain,
but more dumbfounded by the brevity
of the assault. In a vapid stupor, he can
do little more than limply swat into the
black and foul air at bugs that fly
blindly everywhere.

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

Panicking, the investigator can try
and withdraw his leg urgently from the
quivering ground, but the loathsome
quagmire will just yank back atit, like an
old man sucking on the bones of chicken.

The ground seems to have life; he can
feel its creeping hunger between the
meat of his leg and the fabric of his
trouser. Its warm life continues to devour
every nook and space inside the shoe,
against the flesh of his foot, until soon the
wriggling maul is between his toes.

With all his effort, and a STRX2 roll,
the investigator can wildly yank the leg
free. The mighty retrieval sends him
plunging back, prostrate, onto the leaven
floor. When he or any other of the team
allow themselves a tentative look down
at the still-tingling and twitching limb,
they are appalled. The trouser leg is
covered and swollen fat with a thousand
wriggling maggots. The unfortunate re-
cipient of this ordeal needs to make a
SAN roll orsuffera 1/1D6 loss.

If he misses this check and sustains a
temporary SAN loss; swearing and
through gritted teeth, the investigator
will feel compelled and tear viciously to
remove the infested clothing. He will
then scamper aghast, faltering ungrace-
fully once or twice onto his hands, to a
wary distance from the seething puddle
of ground. Practically naked, the
investigator then thoroughly flogs his
shoes, socks, and trousers against the
trunk of a tree, and turn them through, to
be wholly assured the clothes are free of
every last creeping maggot.

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

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

window, the investigators can discern
rushing past through the night, a spar-
kling wash of luminescence from what
canonly be the farmhouse. Infrontand to
its side, is the bland silhouette of at least
twohulking barns. Caged upin their lofts
are thousands of lop-eared rabbits farmer
Billman breeds for the table. Three parts
of them are eventually packed off to
France and the remainder sent out to
local restaurants and butcher’s shops.

If the investigators interview
farmer Billman, he freely provides
them with a rational explanation for
what happened to them in the forest—
in exchange for their reasons for tres-
passing over his land.

The mortality rate of his rabbits is
very unstable, since the creatures are
S0 prone to disease in close company.
Once every few months, the tiny car-
casses of waste have to be bagged and
loaded onto a tractor and trailer, acou-
ple of hundred at a time. Holes are
drilled into the floor of the forest up
near the top field, and the rabbits are
dropped in, and left to rot. Billman is
quite blasé about the matter, and cer-
tainly accepts no responsibility forany
injuries incurred by an investigator.
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The farmer will try hard to impress
his perspective on rural values if the
investigators show signs of being sym-
pathetic with him: The wife, for ex-
ample, doesn’t like me trapping crows
an’ that. But to work the land—to put
food on such as your table—1I have to do
somethin' to keep the pests and
scavengers down. They’re carrion, as
simple as that; stealing from nests an’
worse. If you'd seen a young lamb’s eyes
plucked out by those devils, as the poor
bugger falls, unset, from its mother’s
womb; you'd know about cruelty.’ %
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Clipping from a British Newspaper

ThE RouTE df all ‘Ewl’?

CASHIRE po-
lice gre to make a
comprehensive in-
quiry into the safety
of many of our coun-
ty’s provincial ‘high-
ways’. Thisinitiative
follows- last; Tues-
day’sincident where
Garstang man, Tom
Co]her who, having
lost ¢ontrol of his
dairy truck alongthe
Glasson Road—be-

tween Garstangand |

Rudheath—washos- |
pitalised for three |

days.

Mr Coﬂ_ier swears |

the accident was |

through no fault of
hig own and the po-
lice have had no rea-
son to distrust his
vivid recounting of
events: “I was mak-
ing my milk run,
headed for Lancaster
just as normal—it
must have been half
past three, easy.
Then all at once came
these lights from off
out in the distance.
Still dark at that
time, it spooks you
foralittle while, then
you get tothinking of
the other early
morning traffic like
the coal wagons and
the bread vans.
“With roads like
that, it's in the dark
you can see the traf-
fic coming best; but
with Glasson Road

being so twisted, its,

course makes the
light of oncoming ve-
hicles pale and
strengthen in and
out of view. It plays
with your head, the
pulsing headlights
as they’re gbscured
through thé net of

I::r{ze branches and
weaving seemingly

without direction,
rising and falling
and dashing from

left to right, as you |

negotiate every rise
and ditch in the road
ahead. You can usu-
ally give way or

least brake before
they’re on you—but
not this time. And
the last thing I re-
‘member was fight-

-ing with the wheel.”

There iskeptareg-

ister of similar traf-.

fic incidents that
have come about
along the Lanca-
shire back-roads
during the' last
eighteen months,
but it has to be said
none of the inclu-
sions are as intrigu-
ing as those. that
have taken/place at
night . along the
Glassert Road.

A sz:mol mistress
claimsthat after her
negotiating a nota-

bly tight bend she

was forped to ditch
her Buick due to cat-
tle in the road. But
this co not have
been as all the live-
stock is collected in

by dusk. Another

%

A

man! reported to the
police a rather ex-
traordinary sighting
of three or more ‘glit-
ter people’ that forced
him to slow as they
crossed the road in a
ponderous single file.
There are a_half
dozenotherentriesin
the police register
k concerning individu-
| alswhocouldorchose
| not to elaborate on
' the cause of their
troubles. Mostadmit-
ted to being ‘a little
tipsy’ at the time, oth-
_ ers said they were
, merely stunned by
‘the heacﬂég;xts from
approaching traffic.
. Any yolitional ac-
tion onl behalf of our
‘a'uthontles to make
theroads lesshazard-
ous is, I'm'sure, wel-
comed by all. Govern-
mental experts fore-
cast that motor traf-
fic will more than
double in the coming
five years. Something
needs surely be done
“to address the fact
that this  is too
quickly becoming an
affordable and some-
, times indispensable
commodity for to-
day’s modern, work-
ing man.

Bad CirculaTion?

Get a piece of wood about three inches long and two inches wide,
A piece of plywood will do, or a shingle. Near one end, drill a hole
about a half-inch in diameter. Make a pad of wet cloth or absorbent
cotton about five by ten inches, Gently wrap a live goldfish in this
pad, so that only its tail sticks out. Put the fish on the board in such
a position that the tail-fin is directly over the hole. Place a
handkerchief over the upper part of the fish and fix the handker-
chief to the board with thumbtacks. Place two other thumbtacks at

. theedges of the hole so that the edges of the tacks press on the two

outer points of the fish's tail. As you examine the tail, wet it from

' time to time with a little water from your fingers,

You will see large blood vessels that run parallel to the tail. Note
how these large vessels divide into smaller branches, and these
branches into capillaries. If you follow the flow of blood back to




The above artjcle is a recent clipping
from aleading British newspaper and
could come to the attention of the
investigators whilst they are sorting
through a reference library, or per-
haps could be posted to them by a
friend as ‘the sort of thing that'd
interest you.” Itis not imperative they
act on this immediately; whether it is
after a week or a month, the events of
this scenario will unfold at the inves-
tigators’ direct intervention.

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

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

The Stork is Rudheath’s only pub-
lic house and the one good place for
the investigators to stop over. The
distance from their present position
to the inn is deceptive; the roads are
severely narrow and winding with
passing places every half mile for
traffic. Their road eventually runs
through a cluster of small two storey
cottages that make up the village of
Rudheath, then dips right past and
beyond the illuminated tavern.

The building is set beside a lake of
still water. Following the road around,
the investigators pass five small boats
that are moored to a token jetty, and
bob gently on the waters that lap up
from beneath. Gordon Jewell, an ac-
complished cook and landlord of three
years, along with the several or so local
drinkers, will make their American
guests very comfortable by accommo-
dating any reasonable needs orrequests.

By chatting with the countrymen,
a number of topics present them-

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

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

GOO aND RuN

If the investigators ask around the bar
for views on the treacherous segment
of road towards Garstang, they will
learn from Jewell that there are some
with very firm ideas. The landlord
will jump at the prospect of delight-
ing his foreign guests with atelling of
a legend that haunts the locality.
Although it seems to address other
issues at first, in the end it comes to
the mystery of the road.

‘In early centuries this place was
a prevalent haunt for the undesira-
bles of the time; murderers, thieves,
and some religious coterie. A new
priesthood, twelve warrior devotees
of the Mohammedanism faith back
‘fresh’ from the Crusades, came to
the village ridden with plague and
not a word of English between them.
The journey from the Middle East
had punished the Saraceninto fragile
men; their bodies were bloated with
sores and their voices hoarse from
fever, leaving the once-knightly Or-
der with neither the need nor want to
move on into land.

‘Two previously staunch young
villagers fell sick and died in the first
week of their coming. In the eyes of
the boys’ family, the cause of the
untimely deaths was clear, and so,
they roused their neighbour folk into
a state of retribution and fearing for

their lives. Since their arrival, the
pestilence had taken a firm hold on
the Saracen troupe and pummelled
them into spiritless husks with hardly
the strength to draw a sword.

‘Suffice to say, the dozen were
easily overcome by the vengeful gath-
ering, imprisoned in a wicker cage,
and put to death by burning. Under
the heat of the fires the holy men
squealed like crabs in a pot as their
tainted blood fizzled out of the flesh,
and their bodies were soon roasted
down to the armour and ‘disjecta
membra’.’

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

‘A handful of my regulars—
mainly, it has to be said, from among
the senior members of our commu-
nity—believe the evil spirits released
from this last pitiful harvest have
foundformin the bones of our friends,
the priesthood, who have now come
to life so to make their terrible re-
venge on us poor country folk by

Mouthbreathers—37



sitting by the side of the road, fright-
ening passing motorisis.’

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

As the evening draws to an end,
none of the drinkers can be tempted
to elaborate or speculate on what has
already been said. As the establish-
ment gradually starts to empty and
the local men make for their homes, a
Spot Hidden roll made for an inves-
tigator who has not yet retired up to
their rooms, has him or her glance out
of the window and catch briefly the
sight of several slouched shapes up
on the dark horizon. Against a sky the
colour of stained copper, the several
sinister figures fall regularly onto their
forearms, involuntary, as if from the
burden of fatigue.

JuMpiNG the LiGghts
After seeing the mysterious figures
upon the hilltop and listening to a tale
deviltry and disease, any investiga-
tor—on making a successful Cthulhu
Mythos roll—will recall a passage
from one of the great books, that he or
she feels might in some way be
relevant to this case.

The investigator will be able to
explain that provocative antics on
behalf of Father Dagon and Mother
Hydra once instigated adverse reper-
cussions that were felt by the
supposedly tolerant Elder God,
Nodens. In revenge, the Lord of the
Great Abyss dispersed a venomous
hail of plague, in a temper. It pelted
the obese couple with such force that
it left one side of our planet puckered
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with craters that still to this day rest
like abscesses festering in pockets
below the seas and hundreds of feet
beneath the surface of the Earth. This
segment of lore has more weight than
one might care to suppose. For
numerous centuries, Mother Hydra
has had many of her minions scattered
wide, seeking and curing the malig-
nant zones before they can flare up
and seep dangerously into ‘her’ envi-

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

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



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

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

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

Overfaced

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

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

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

investigators can find his shotgun
where it was dropped, lying in the
wet grass, still-loaded, at the side of
the road. They are less likely to
recover the farmer’s dog, as they will
discover on parting the thicket.
Asthe investigators enter the clear-
ing they perceive the Deep Ones,
wheezing and squatted together like
whopping toads. Under the light of
the stars little of their scabrous hides
are visible, as all three of the gilled
horrors are clothed in tattered rusty
links of chain mail armour draped
wildly over their turgid shoulders.
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With a single huge paw, one of the
three is seen to scoop the farmer’s
whimpering spaniel up from the
ground and cram the terrified animal
greedily past its mouth of split and
twisted fangs. With its forearms push-
ing away from its fishlike face, the
Deep One scrapes the dangling leash
from in between its teeth and peels
back, in fleshy rolls, the extraneous
fur from the dog.

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

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

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

GONE€ 10 GROUND

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

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

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

During metamorphosis, the Deep
Ones are weak, particularly bad tem-
pered, and in a lot of pain, but also
sexually fervent. This allows them all
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Cavern Formed from a Chthonian’s Fossilized Remains

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

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

With a Geology roll an investiga-
tor is able to ascertain, just by exam-
ining the entrance to the cave, that it
has been formed from an enormous
organic substance carbonising from
decay, and leaving an imprint of the
body behind. This, backed up with a
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Cthulhu Mythes roll, suggests the
entire cavern is one gigantic fossil of
a fourth instar Chthonian. The giant
worm was instrumental in another
erstwhile failure to cure the
underground disease; the Chthonian
was overwhelmed by its potency and
burrowed away, up towards the sur-
face, in the mad throes of death.

Climbing down twenty or thirty
feet, the cavern is dark and, in parts,
flooded ankle deep; its curvilinear walls
are moist to the touch, and also rather
unstable. Earth lies in heaps where the
sodden tunnel has come plunging down,
marking the grave of many a Deep
One. As well as the convenience of
being directly over the pocket of dis-
ease, the cavern offers the frail crea-
tures the now necessary damp and shel-
tered conditions for their survival,

Every half hour the investigators
spend in the cavern, is spent in danger
of losing their lives under a mass of
collapsing sludge. The investigators
can avoid this 2D10-2 of damage
with Luck and Dodge rolls.

Entrance
1o The

Eilt,
Foct CATH

Nine Deep Ones, not yet through
their metamorphosis, and in various
states of health, sleep at nighttime in
the cavern under pools of mud. More
than anything, the creatures will be
distressed by the beam from a high
intensity flashlight. As the investiga-
tors near, some will rise from the mud
and try to edge timidly past. If this is
notmade possible, and they are forced
back into the dark recesses, they will
be heard scampering on ahead, where
the tunnel spirals round, gradually
narrows, and ends half as wide.
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At this central point, a ten foot
diameter hole has been dug out of the
floor by the Deep Ones; this is the
extent of their aborted efforts to bur-
row out the star-spawned disease.
The chasm’s fifty-foot depth is con-
cealed as it has filled with water, in
which, the broken body of a Deep
One floats face down. In a desperate
measure to stay alive, others have
experimented with cannibalism and
taken raw bites out of their dead.

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

Horror of Man in
Mindless Assault

Thirty-year-old bank clerk An-
thony Coburn is recovering in a
private ward at the Caspan Street
Hospital today, after a senseless,
unprovoked and potentially lethal
attack on his person.

While Mr Coburn slept peace-
fully with his wife, an assailant
brokein through the bedroom win-
dow of his fourth-floor apartment,
in the early hours of the morning.
The intruder is then known to have
taken .a fistful of Coburn’s hair,
dragged him dumbstruck across
the room, from the arms of his terri-
fied wife and into the bathroom.

Over the pleading screams of Mrs
Coburn, the preposterous assault
continued with thesilentinterloper
tumbling the bath-taps, then wait-
ing with sickening composure for
the bathtub to fill. The distraught
woman lost consciousness in the
long minutes the now unconscious
body of her husband was held like
a limp carcass of game'in the rag-

ing jaws of a dog,
glll;grtunately for the Coburn fam-
ily, this reporter—only recently a
resident to the O'Reilly building—
was returning home from a late
night assignment. On hearing her
wailing'carry on down through the
corridorsand dieintosubdued sob-
bing, T hurried better up the stair-
case to investigate. * ]

Shoulder-charging thedoor tothe
Coburn apartment—although
there was only the moonlight to see
by-I saw straight through to the
open bathroom. I was startled to
witness a tall, gaunt maninalong,
dark coat effortlessly holding the
convulsing body of a man I now

know to have been Anthony Co-

burn, under the water of the bath-
tub. In the other hand he held an
instrument, not dissimilar to an
elaborate pocket-watch, up to the
light. His analysis of the device
was so intense that even my dra-
matic entrance did nothing to un-
hinge his calm. The fiehd’s arro-
gance was impenetrable.

Recoiling blindly to the scene
with dismay, I took grip of my
camera, still idly slung over my
shoulder from that night's photo-
shoot, and dazzled him with my
flashgun, causing the brute to stop
whatever he was doing, and drop
his victim.

Although the maniac's features
were mostly obscured beneath a
wide-brimmed hat, as he ran past
me rubbing his eyes, to escape into
the open corridor, I made his face
out to be long, drawn and creased
like that of an old man. But con-

to this, his hair was thick and
shoulder-length, and in addition,
charged past me with all the viril-
ity of anathlete.
- Seeing that Mrs Coburn was un-
harmed and moaning as she re-
gained consciousness, I picked my-
self up from the floorand, wastin
no time, pulled her husband’s then
lifeless body from out of the water
and administrated artificial respi-
ration. To my relief, he was soon
coughing the water out-of lungs,
and later whisked off to care.

Police are doing all they can, de-
spite a lack of clues as to the assail-
ant's identity or motive for the
hideous crime. Residents of the
neighbouring apartments have
commented that the couple were
often arguing into the late hours of
the morning, and so, regrettably,
the only thing they did to interfere
was to hammer on the walls'and
shout for them to ‘keep it dowrn'..

We urge anyone who thinks they
recognise the man in the nearby
photograph to contact their near-
est Police Station. Be warned; this
man is dangerous, and should on

no account be approached. More

newson this exclusive, as it breaks.

Nick Merrift.

tries
find
the
bes
pos
to

swa
a sti
bac
the
smg
fish|
spir
how
eve
mal
prid
mot
ful

anyj

sticl

Oce
Itu
its 1
thir
sha
that
imn
Pac]
ann|
give
mag
how




The article opposite is the leading story
from the front page of an upstanding
daily newspaper. If the investigators
are going to act on the the report, it will
need to come to their attention the
morning of its publication.

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

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

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

If the investigators choose to look
over the scene of the crime, at the
O’Reilly residential building, they find
the doorto the Coburn residence locked
andboarded. Provided they show some
discretion, getting inside should not
present a problem. Within, the small
four-roomed apartment is dark and
sepulchral; the investigators may draw
attention to themselves if they were to
hit a light-switch or disturb any of the
curtains for better light.

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

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

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

Once inside, with the door closed
behind them, the investigators find the
poor man the butt of a subsequent
attack from his terrible assailant. Apart
from a blooded nose and a frightful
expression, Coburn appears, this time,
unharmed. The room’s single window
is melted in exactly the same way as
thatin Coburn’s apartment. It will take
a successful Psychoanalysis roll to
calm the man down long enough for
him to give an intelligible account and
the humiliating details of this second
prescription of torture.

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

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

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

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

Further, Coburn has no notable
enemies, and there is no other line of
inquiry worthy of the investigators'
perseverance. If they stay around long
enough for the police to hear Coburn’s
discomfort, they will be asked a lot of
stupid questions, buteventually turned
loose. #*
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Newspaper Article and its Continuation
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Quarry worker
decapltated '
by ‘jaw crusher'

There has been yet another scan-
dalous act of brutality by that evil
devil whom the public, the press,
and the police alike have dubbed
‘Horror Man'.

This latest attack was as casual
and preposterous as' that before,
only all the more tragic, for now
someonehasdied atthe cold hands
of this madman.

Oliver Guest was yesterday mur-
dered at Tegg’s Quarry—his place
of work—in the full light of day, in
open ground, and with two dozen
fellow labourers not fifty feet dis-
tant.

Business at the quarry is under-
taken by a mostly British work-
force; Briton Charles Damp, the
Site-Foreman, is the lead witness:

“Aswesateating a packed lunch,
me and some of the lads spotted
this chap, no more than a pinprick
up the dusty road, but surely
headed our way. It'sa hell of a trek
off the bus route—we have special
transport laid on for us, taking us
back and to the city every day—so,
anyway, [ gotinto theworks’ truck,
picked him up, and drove back up
to the site.

“Ican’t say he was much grateful;
he said nothing for my troubles,
and just got out of the truck and
walked over to our office cabins.
I'd have said something there and
then, but figured he was most likely
someone important, and 1 didn’t
much welcome theidea of charges
ofinsubordinationbroughtagainst
me, so I buttoned my lip.

“We got back to work, fifteen or
twenty minutes later, to find poor
Olieinthe claw of the Stone Shifter
and dangling headfirst in the vice
of our Jaw Crusher [a piece of ma-
chinery used to crush rock, pic-
tured nearby | hishead and ribcage
crushed empty over the gravel. It

was a bloody méss—I'd like .to
know how this monster.sleeps at
night.”

Guest was divorced, and is sur-
vived only by his infant daughter,
Joanna, who is safely in the care of
her grandparents, back in Liver-
pool, England.

Damp’s quite compréhensive de-
scriptionof their ill-mannered visi-
tor at the quarry did, of course, jell
perfectly with that given to the
police by MrCoburi of his ‘Horror
Man’.

The' quarry workers are con-
tracted in six month periods, and
with this particular shift only reach-
ing these shores thisweek, the men
can be excused for not being so
mindful to our media alert sur-
rounding the exposure of these
recent criminal atrocities.

After the former attack on Mr
Coburn, police from thisand neigh-
bouring States have come together
and opened a spécial office of in-
vestigation to help find this crimi-
nal of singularly horrific propor-
tions, The Special Intelligence
CONTINUED ON PAGE 4




CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1
Team (SIT) comprises ‘the force’s
top, secret and crack operatives’, .

- Since there has been little joy in
establishing .the criminal’s iden-

tity—despite & very striking and -

: dzsunu:veappea:anee—SIThave'
'set about realising a motive, A
spokésman told us earlier today: .

“To start, monetary gain has to-

“be.ruled out completely, so, al-

 though. there-has been no. intelli-

-gence of recent éscapes from local -
prisons ‘of sanitariums, an irra-"'

“tional. psychotic disorder is fa-"
voured at the moment. "' .t r

‘“Due to the delicate nature of
‘our enquiries, I am not yét at lib- -
erty to divulge the facts around "
ourgexactactivities, for operahonal :
security. Restassured, we are act-
1l"lg on some very encauragmg'
comeback from our mel'tlesome':
mvestlganons.

As! always more ‘news as. xt_
breaks.

Toﬁmsh manjrwﬂlbedelighted '
to, hear. that Anthony Coburn is
mkmgafulhecoveryofhmphym—
cal injuries, and is also receiving
the best available support for the
psychological violation. Mr Co-

* burn has asked for this chance to
offer his most sincere thanks to all
who sent him messages of their
conecern. Nick Merritt. :

This scenario should be run after
first playing through the ‘Horror
Man’ module; the nearby newspaper
article needs to appear about a week
after the satisfactory conclusion of
that encounter.

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

actimmediately on seeing the morning
newspaper, the investigators can be at
the scene within twenty-four hours of
the murder.

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

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

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

'‘Consider the sequestered position
of the quarry—of any quarry, come to
that—formore than halfamile around,
the terrain is faceless and bland, offer-
ing not a nook nor a bump big enough
to hide a man. That got me to thinking,
driving in to work this morning: what
if this Horror Man, as you call him,
had simply hidden himself away,
perhaps in one of the stores? No one
had checked. Well, you should have
seen me, first thing this morning,
prowling the stores—a bloody big
piece of four-by-six in both hands. All
alotofworryabout nothing, of course.'

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

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

'Guest worked all the hours God
sent, for the love of his little girl and
the purse of that ex-wife of his. But he
has been known to overdo it, on occa-
sion. Like the best of us, he was ca-
pable of becoming a little careless;
dropping spanners, forgetting the odd
security procedure, that sort of thing.
Only, last week he almost lost an eye
for not wearing safety goggles; he
struck at the rock with his pick and got
a face full of flint. I didn 't mention this
to the police because, if your lot are
anything like ours, those bundlers
would have this down as an accidental
death. Believe me when I tell you— I
saw the body—nobody gets quite that
careless.'

.
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While they are talking this through,
Damp will be in one of the stores,
Jjacking a large crate onto a trolley and
wheeling it outside. He then breaks the
crate open with acrowbar and unpacks
an assortment of machine parts, which
he assembles with great skill into the
company’s recently patented appara-
tus, the Swing Saw; used to cut stone
into slabs for the building industry.

After he is finished, Damp stands
back from the Swing Saw with una-
shamed glee and asks the investigators
to keep a safe distance as he makes
necessary tests.
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One pull of a motor-lever sends six
spinning blades plunging down into a
readied trolley of solid rock beneath
the frame of the machine. Sparks fly
through the dust and smoke, from the
engine, and bounce off the gravel as
the gyrating teeth cut steadily through
the granite slab. Damp is more than
pleased:

The Swing Saw cuts into stone
several inches per hour, a lot faster
than by hand. It's a very exciting and
labour-saving addition to the indus-
try. The built-in weights and gauges
make for machinery of almost clinical
precision, adjustable to the narrowest
increment, to measure and compen-
sate for the tensile density of different
rock-types or any similar industrial
target.’

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

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

The investigators will find Damp
more than capable of dealing out the
pro-company spiel at the most alarm-
ing rate, and that should soon have
them reaching for the car door:

‘The parts for all the machinery are
imported from England, together with
teams of men to assemble and cali-
brate. Some workers stay over as la-
bourers or instructors, but most will
leave for home just as soon as their
projectis up and working. Tegg's is by
no means the largest of quarries; but
is already as productive as any com-
parable operation three times its size.
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Our strength lies in our advanced
machinery and innovative mining tech-
niques. All of the precision machinery
is designed and built in the northwest
of England, where the company was
founded near-on fifty years past.'

As the investigators are leaving
Tegg’s Quarry, a Spot Hidden or Lis-
ten roll has them notice a small pocket
of dust and pebbles, disturbed at the
very summit of the surrounding cliff-
edge, showering down into the valley.
Scrambling in all vigilance, up or
around the ledge, the investigators will
still find no suggestion of anything
there suspicious.

Irregular HOuRrs

The Special Intelligence Team (SIT)
are without one firm lead. The ‘very
encouraging comeback’ promised in

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

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

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

For now, in addition to what the
investigators already understand, Glover
can reveal certain details of Oliver
Guest’s mutilation that were not handed
over to the press. The left arm of the
quarter-pulverised body was severed
clean at the shoulder and the flesh was
staunched, withsignificantcarbon traces
found around the area of wounding.
Thisis very suggestive of an amputation
by a hot wire, or similar method. The
arm has still not been recovered. The
investigators will have to trust that there
were noothersuspicious medical details
surrounding the body, as already it has
been dispatched to England for a full
funeral.

If they choose not to approach
Glover and his cronies, it is possible
the investigators will stillcome to SIT’s
attention if their activities earn them a
particularly high profile. Inspector
Glover should make important contri-
butions to all of those close enquiries.

Perishables

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

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

Left to his devices, this fiend of
abominable merit will continue to hold
the severed limb under the blades, in a
viselike grip, making analogous gorges
along the arm, while his other hand is
playing over the dials and gauges. A
Mechanical Repair or Operate Heavy
Machinery roll, will perceive him to be
increasing the intensity of the saw, an

increment or two, before making the
next incision. If still undisturbed after a
couple of minutes, the saw will be set to
such a speed that the blades sink freely
through the sinew and bone, like a hot
knife through butter.

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

If the investigators step in to bar his
escape, Horror Man looks first to con-
sider bolting through their ranks; then,
as easily as one might change a radio
channel, an expression of irritation
washes over his long, gaunt face, and
he abruptly adopts a defensive pos-
ture. There is no reasoning to be done;
this will be a fight to the death. Horror
Man will try to marshal his aggression
against one single investigator.

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

If Horror Man is killed, the investi-
gators can watch in disbelief as his body
disintegrates in seconds, before their
eyes. Clothes and all, the remains seem
to glisten softly and accelerate an out-
right decay: as if the very night air
rejects its molecular integrity. The
investigators may think their lack of
tangible evidence all too convenient. %
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'Face the Musrc with Tnsiun Whltehead

Dum:lgthe first perfbrmance of Berg's Altenhergl:e&der in March 1913, the
audience became restless and broke-out. in violent scufﬂes,lnemunttha :
evening’s évents sovw:dl.y, aaadear uncleofmine athandedthat mfamtma Paris
venue.

. Ttis beheved theorchestra pta,yed everynote lmé duwn by the yuungwmpoaei' =
wﬂ.h such passion that truly concéptualised a tanigible fusion of fiery expregsion ' . B

*from the:cycdnshucmnofhlsscora,thatthepolitehadtobeca]]ed in to stop .

*'the concert, so to brake a crowd lacéd With disorder. , '

Merely an isolated incidént, You may declare.’ But when the ‘piece was
recreated recently at e festival in' Chicagd, inside Zemlinisky and Schoenberg’s
First Chamber Symphony’, the subliminal sensuality of the'twin orchestral -
arrarigement was récaptured with remarkable ‘accuracy. So much, so, that it -l
prompted anequally violent reaction from the audlence; like thnt my uncle Was o
caughtupin.,momthanadeca,dabe&m i ah

. Sothen, thisis nut amongthe shrewdastnurmmtmsmble of anangementa =
onewould use, tosay, mark the réopening of 2 sinall cancert hall justin business

=il under aewmmgement (et that is precisely what the populace can expect from: -

I * the orchestra of The New Va]lantme Theatre House, which openis its doors ekh.ls
| coming Tuesday for the first time in a little under four years.

. The premises havé sat hallow in disrepair for so long'that I, for orie, thought
the Byésore more befitting a demolition, not this supposedly lavish restoration. -
' Inits heyday the establishment had all the elegance of some of those old Music -
. Hall attractions the British subjected us to in the decades before the turn of the -
__century, No ane was surprised or concerned when The [old] Vallantirie Theatre

Ll Houseclosed after becoming unprnﬁt.able in the hands of its notoriousmanager,

" They often say, the»bnghtesfhght c’antathe darkest shadcrw and, although a

L) h:gh busmeaaman,d Vallantine wéars a patchwork reputahom a profes-

Gl ', sional track record frosted with' rumours andheqrsaynfdoﬂhle-déahugand

il phﬂnn%mplc exploitation.. -

'|* Biibseguent to details mlensettthmﬂgh the press, purporting the business
! ‘‘undér new management’, mone were as'dumbfound as 1 to learn' Magnué
Vallanting was the’ proprietor.in this reopening, Just where he found the

1. 'necessary and mnmdemblé backmg f’m- this. latest ‘bramchﬂd' venh.me is

+ .. perplexing..’

. o+ Weareforced wnssumehw mndmgm ra:sad :mthe stack market.duﬂng Hig, *

mpﬂevﬁ;tlu‘bugliout his fifteen years contribution to the business, Vallantine

.- has earned Himself quite an unenyiable reputation, It is widely understood how

his"‘mismanagerial’ dkills in a sizable tally of comparable pursuits* *have lost

| inyestors thowsands 6f dollars in capital, Former business partner, turned = |
" thespian, turned light. entsrtamer, Bobby ‘just call me, Bobby! Bamber, had ' + [}

ll - scarcély any word of admiration for Vallantine when interviewed recently by + [

= *+ ourfindncial plement.aapartofour allnrnothmg’featu‘m,meemherof

~ lastyear! “He [Vallantirié] reappears, mvanably, sphinx-like, ix‘mepmaehably

. groomed and waxed; with ah-'ays aome conﬁdmgcreature ready to back him.” ..

__Forever criticised for'being more of an‘accountant than'the devoted puhhc

", figurenormally aﬂihated to & directorship; not surprisingly, Vallantine wasnot

! "available to discuss the'reopenitig of his self-titled theatre house. To out offer of -

il - a generons publicity.feature, came baick the bewildering reply “i'm sory, Mr .
‘ vallamme has had a tiring day of gout”™."”

Never bemg one for direct'contéet with artists of musicians; he leaves thm to
* his.clerks and secrétaries—although it has td b said, the customary waves of
d:qg-rimt‘lament usailly caused by his' ruthless; underhand of choice '
‘and popiilar Acts have hot been felt: by rival establishments and booking
1 agenciés that Tknow of, His hu.dget can, perhapa, not snstam the serv:ces ofany

. reputable orchestra? -
+' ‘Despite' his réputation; I Am. honast}y loath o contmue in'this negntwe

: - manner; hatvéver, somegne, soewhere down the line, has demdedthat adniis.
| . sionprices for thé pltbe ‘merely one quiartér thé asking price for a box or gallery

! . seat. Reasonable rates, in hope to attract & widér geographical and seciological
| ¢lientele, perhaps? Nice pohtu:s Magnus, but in reality many, of the respected

.. members of the commuuiity will not cherish rubbing shoulders with a prepon-

~ derance df the shadier elehants of so"detyv--smailer halls do, gmerally, attract:

dxmputahle people. ; - i

= . Wlth thik whole endeavour [ cieted; the g].lmmer uf audlenpe 'maﬁipulntmn :

! and ‘circusélike' gimmickry behind ‘all this heavy-handed 'buif and deadpan

1 pdlish, built almost entirely on conitroversy. The New Vallantine Theatre House , |

b bétﬂ(i'be very carefulabout controlling the peaplejust to realise their: pmﬁta—-—

i aalﬁmugh, I admit to being quite: intrigued.'Mr Vallanting $hall have my ' (£l

. sattentign next. Tuesddy 15th] whether it is for the entire evening, 1 will let the |
. mumcﬂpmde—whm& hn'pbfn.lly, will not be mmaled too authent:mlly o

canll »
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This is the third part in the ‘Horror
Man’ series of encounters, and can
be played with any reasonable dura-
tion of recess, having completed the
‘Stone Shifter’ scenario.

Perhaps an investigator who holds
some professional fascination or private
appeal forthe world of music can chance
across the nearby concert preview in the
music press, or printed on the
entertainments section of his or her
regular newspaper a couple of days
before the performance. Any of the in-
vestigators with time to spare may be
intrigued enough by the report to give up
a few hours and attend the venue.

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

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

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

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

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

The main hall is a breathtaking and,
for most, quite unexpected sight. Well
over two hundred feet deep, and easily
half as much high, the theatre is bril-
liantly lit with crystal chandeliers and
hundreds of gas burners painted with
many-a-coloured gelatine. They filter a
lavishand gentleradiance over the house.
Spindly iron columns on three sides
supportaheavy balcony facing the stage.
The walls of the hall under the balcony
are lined with rococo-framed, cut, and
acid-etched mirrors. Investigators
choosing to afford the balcony seats
above will see here walls painted with
stencilled ornaments.

A couple of things the investigators
may notice at this point: an Idea roll has
them observe how no provision has
been given for rapid escape in case of a
fire; the room is without windows and
theentrance by which they came doubles
as the exit. A Psychology roll should
bring to their attention the poor seating
arrangement for the ground floor. The
seats are clustered in tight rows,
providing hardly-sufficient legroom, and
bolted firmly to the floor; yet there lies a
full fifty feet from the front row to the
stage—few will consciously appreciate
this as a deliberate misuse of available
space to manipulate the mood of the
audience.

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

INfFlueNtial People

A good many people come inand go to
the promenade spaces at the rear and
sides of the hall to meet up with friends.
On the whole, they seem the informed
and critical audience one might expect
onany opening night: the investigators
can snatch from the muttering crowd a
mixed lot of praise and grumbles. The
latter seem sympathetic with the cyni-

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

Due to the gas and the enclosed
arrangement, the auditorium soon be-
comes very stuffy and malodorous;
tobacco smoke casts a haze that gives
yet another sector of the crowd some-
thing to whine on about. Soon, wher-
ever they turn, the investigators meet
with an aggravated face from the
crowd; one elderly man is appalled by
the omission of a programme for the
price of his ticket; a pretty girl is fidg-
eting with her tip-up seat as though it
were a nest of splinters. No one is seen
to challenge any of the half dozen

members of staff, who stand tall and

authoritative in the periphery, with
their criticism.

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

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

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

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

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

Asthe block ensues around the rear
of the auditorium the music continues.
Inside is an artificial, subliminal and
repetitive back-beat—the primary
cause of the mass dementia. To detect
this anomaly requires a successful
Listen roll. Call for SAN rolls:
investigators who miss the roll must
lose 1D6 SAN; if this results in a
member of the team becoming tempo-
rarily unsound, he or she will be over-
whelmed with panic and can do noth-
ing but join the flock for the exit.
Having presumed the source of the
trouble, investigators can partially de-
fend themselves from the hypnotic
rhythm by plugging their ears with
cloth; in this case, modify their SAN
roll by +20%.

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

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

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

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

Apart from the investigators, oth-
ers unaffected by the panic will catch
sight of the Horror Men. These are a
mix of clear headed people, and others
that stand red-eyed and sobbing on the
brink of despair. In the eventuality of
afight, some of these people may help
the investigators overcome the Horror
Men. If an attempt is made to try and
reach the trapdoor in the stage, a Hor-
ror Man for each member of the inves-
tigator party will intervene to try and
prevent them access. Again, like at the
quarry, the bodies of these adversaries
will utterly disintegrate with a brief
and soft sparkle of light at their mo-
ment of death.
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HiddeN Depths

When there are no Horror Men left to
inhibit them, investigators may open the
trapdoor leading beneath the stage—
presumably out of curiosity or in hope of
finding some alternative means of es-
caping the blaze. If common sense fails
them, an Idea roll may be necessary to
alert the investigators to the very real
prospect of being tombed-up beneath
the stageifthe auditorium wastocollapse
from fire.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Directing fifty or more points of
damage at its workings will disable the
strange apparatus; the central compo-
nent spins off its axis and the whole
thing soon comes torest, silent, and now
perfectly harmless. Inflicting this
destruction will cost the investigators
one point of damage for every round
spent inside the room—or outside with
the door left open—unless each make a
CONX3 roll against the massive sonic
vibrations. Suffering successive rounds
of damage will cause an investigator's
ears and nose to bleed; if this takes them
down to two or less hit points remaining,
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he or she will fall unconscious, but will
not receive the further critical points of
damage hereafter. Providing it is agreed
to destroy the amplification device, it
should be done quickly by a number of
investigators at once—gunshots doing
only minimum possible damage to the
tarnished metal.

A few rounds after the machine is
down, the investigators will be sur-
prised by a couple of frightful crea-
tures—half lizard, half man—rushing
effortlessly at them after passing
through the far wall of the dimly-lit
corridor. They are dressed in white
robes and shouldering a long bundle
of strange metal piping. A Cthulhu
Mythos roll identifies these as
degenerate Serpent People. Seemingly
intangible, the wall remains thor-
oughly intact behind them aside from
blue, crackling spiders of flame that
dance briefly over where they passed.
In the same action, between them, the
little monsters target the barrels of
their weapon at the closest investiga-
tor and let loose a dizzy, shining bolt
of lightning.

It is almost impossible to miss the
startled investigator at this close range.
He or she can only hope to make a
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successful Dodge roll and half the
4D6 of electrical burn damage. There
will be no time to reach for holstered
firearms in retaliation; whether
intentional or not, the recoil from the
single blast of the bazooka thingumajig
kicks it and the reptiles, head over tail,
back through the same wall they came.
The blue sparks of illumination
marking their point of exit swiftly
dwindle, with the wall left intact and
the passageway back in gloom.
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Before a better inspection of the
estranged wall—detailed below—a
peek through the remaining door of
the passageway sees it as some en-
trance to a glacial valley of snow and
ice; yet the air is as warm as can be.
Given time to adjust, the investigators
will realise the opposite wall is merely
a moving, two-dimensional picture,
like a cinema screen. Oddly, the room
is bare of a projector or projection
beam; as they walk up to the image the
investigators cast no shadow over the
picture. There is one tangible piece of
apparatus, telescopic in design, but a
Mechanical Repair roll suggests this
to be some kind of specialist measur-
ing tool—perhaps an instrument
similar to a thermometer.

Examining the colourless, wintry
backdrop withaSpot Hiddenroll detects
a naked man, lying motionless, dead
centre of the picture, nearly buried by a
drifted blanket of snow. This hapless
reporter, while sniffing round the theatre
house earlier today, looking for a scoop,
was seized and restrained by the Serpent
People. Rather thanimmediately kill the
man in cold blood, the fiends have
dropped him thousands of miles away
for use in their experiments—details of
which are given nearby. A Geology roll
recognises what the investigators are
seeing as deepest Antarctica. By use of
advanced magics and science the Ser-
pent People have secured a ‘real time’
transmission to monitor his resistance



against subzero temperatures. There is
no easy way of reaching the poor man in
time, short of using some personal cache
of magics and travelling halfway round
the world.

The Secret

A syndicate of Serpent People is con-
ducting some reconnaissance work
using The New Vallantine Theatre
House as a base of operations. This is
made easy by the true identity of the
theatre manager, Magnus Vallantine,
who is the governor of the alien
terrorists. The creature calling itself
Magnus Vallantineis a prime example
of its race, able to use incantations to
take on human form, so to mingle with
and observe our human society. With
caustic opportunism and sagacity,
these studies help this creature take
advantage of anything in the commu-
nity useful to its mission—securing
wealth on the stock market and such.

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

Shock Value

The texture of the far wall is smooth
and coloured the oily grey of gunmetal
but is as cold and lifeless to the touch
as a side of granite. Investigators strik-
ing or shooting atthe wall cause fleeting
spiders of electrical fire around the
point of impact, but the surface re-
mains undamaged. A single blow
somehow inflicting 40 or more points
of damage punctures a hole, creating a
web of splits and hairline fractures
which spreads out across the whole
eight hundred square foot partition.
The final fragment of wall falls like
the last shard of glass from a broken
window-frame and smatters into fine
needles overthe coarse, concrete floor.
Lined up on both sides of the hundred
foot chamber, rows of glass canisters
each contain a perceivably underde-

veloped Horror Man, floating tran-
quilly, immersed in a simmering fluid,
fed via a loop of luminous piping con-
verging at the centre of the room.

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

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

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

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

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

With his helpers gone, Vallantine
fixes the investigators with a furious
gaze across the room. In the tips of his
fingers Vallantine daintily lifts a metal
skullcap andrestsit gently overhis head.
Streams of coppery wire stem from the
headgear and trail over his shoulders
and end attached to a benchtop beside
him along the back wall. Vallantine's
chair swiftly spins round and—with his
back now to the investigators and the
chamber—the man'’s fingers begin to
dance lightly over the worktop, a lineup
ofknobs and dialsresembling aneglected
stack of old typewriters.

The whole of the far wall suddenly
crackles with life and at first seems to
fall away—Ilike the other—revealing an
identical laboratory beyond. Inretrospect
after a moment or two’s hesitance the
investigators will realise, catching sight
of their own reflection, the wall has in
fact become more like a mirror the size
of several dozen cinema screens. Only
then, nothing like an enormous mirror, a
cross-hair comes up over the picture,
locking over the position of a random
investigator, and abruptly magnifying
their image up on the wall by gigantic
proportions.

A Spot Hidden roll will notice the
recently mounted weapon point itself
in the precise direction of the area
displayed up on wall. From the bank of
machinery around where Vallantine
sits tapping away there comes a rum-
bling sound that quickly builds up to
anintense whistle, the machine shakes,
and a concentrated ray of magical light
lashes out from the weaponry, down at
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the appointed investigator. Since the
area of the laboratory is not so con-
fined, the investigator will be able to
Jump away from the point of impact
sufficient to avoid being hurt—assum-
ing his or her attention has been draw
to the impending danger. By the pitch
of the reverberations issuing through-
out the laboratory it should be possible
for the investigators to anticipate the
exact moment the magical ray lets
loose and attempt to Dodge their way
from some 4D6 points of damage.
Perhaps a more perceptive investiga-
tor, in a selfless act, could risk his or
hersafety and hurl fellow team member
out of the sights of destruction.

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

When he is hit for the first time, in
the blink of an eye, Vallantine’s true
identity will be revealed to the inves-
tigators, as the shock of the injury
causes the creature to lose use of the
spell that shields its serpentine per-
sona. There should be no uncertainty
on who the weaponry is pointed at any
given time; as Vallantine keeps fran-
tically tapping away like amanic organ
player to keep it under its deploy,
seeking and zeroing-in on its
antagonists dotted about the labora-
tory, their inflated image is projected
up over all the far wall.

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

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

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

For all the searching, the body of
the ‘Magnus Vallantine’ creature
should not be recovered from the
wreckage of the laboratory or from
under the fallen debris. #*
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For the Attention of an Investigator

i 5‘

This, the fourth ‘Horror Man’ en-
counter, follows on about one game
week after the fireballing of The New
Vallantine Theatre House; the out-
come of the previous ‘Crab Canon’.

The note is left on the desk by a
colleague or secretary of a player char-
acter whose occupation might have
them regularly live and fight other
people’s nightmares for them; thatof a
private eye or parapsychologist.

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

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

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

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

A sound made by string instruments
rises tothe investigators’ attention from
under the boards of the floor. It would
not be strictly accurate to call this
‘music’ for there is little in the way of
arrangement, none of the confidence
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required for an attempt at an improvi-
sation, and not even the competence to
signal it as the din of a musicians’
tuning session. A pandemonium
devoid of rhythm or harmony, like
sounds broken into fragments by a
tempestuous wind, each instrument
starts, only to tear abruptly to a halt.
An investigator can put his ear to the
floor and, with a successful Listen
roll, reckon there to be no more than
four violins in play at any given time.

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

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

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

The investigators are given access
to the basement, shown into the
kitchen, and left to their devices.
Pushing back the heavy bolt on the
doorreleases the full clout of the fervid
strain. By flicking the power switch or
shining any light down the steps into
the basement, the investigators behold
the cruel and twisted sight of members
from the ill-fated ‘Vallantine
orchestra’, all with as much direction
to their movements as their music.

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

the scorched and mindless clones
floundered through the city sewers
following each other’s lead, and at
their shoulder all scraping at the bridge
of their instruments with the frayed
edge of a bow, all except one who
holds out tarnished cymbals in
anticipation of a cue that never comes.
Needless to say, these four survi-
vors stumbled their way into the
Potters’ basement through a portion of
the wall that was weak with dampness
and made even less stable by Mr Potter
loosening the cement to hide his case
of black market whiskey. For a week
the mindless clones have bounced from
all four walls, clenching their instru-
ments with a white knuckled grip.
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If the door to the basement is left open
for long enough they will stagger up the
steps, into the apartment, and then out
into the street. Keepers can decide
whether the zombies are altogether
passive and ignore any threat made by
the investigators, or retaliate and use
violins against them. As always, once
deceased, the remains of the Horror
Men will glitter and vanish.

Should the investigators take it in
their minds to investigate the sight of
the theatre house across the way, it
will still appear from all sides as
collapsed and devastated as they
remember, and just as impassable from
the sewers. As a sideline, keepers can
feel free to devise similar encounters
to this where Horror Men, having fled
the theatre house fires, are found wan-
dering around scaring the humans. #
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This is the fifth and final installment
of short concept adventures in the
‘Horror Man’ series. For full effect,
play this out several game months
after the preceding ‘Lazy Eye’ en-
counter.

As the recipient of the small
strengthened envelope, the investiga-
tor may perceive from its written in-
clusion that the accompanying fine
silver locket and chain is sent by a
close friend and associate of theirs in
the detective trade. By the tone of his
letter, the conceited bequeather clearly
believes Mrs Travers’ case to be
nonviable. The investigators may de-
cide that the handsome devil in the
faded portrait photograph framed in
the elegant locket—given another
thirty years, a shock of white hair, and
a vacuous expression—bears an un-
comfortable resemblance to their
continually elusive Horror Man.

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

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



mise, with a INTx4 roll, that Mrs
Travers has a serious drinking prob-
lem. An investigator who was to suc-
cessfully practice his or her skill in
Psychology would be sure the frail old
lady’s fondness for the bottle does not
detract credibility from her mournful
statement,

‘It has taken me a week or more to
pluck up the courage to come out and
say these things. You must all
understand that I've been devoted to
my husband nearly all the thirty years
of our marriage, but now I'm not sure
what to think. As your colleagues will
have no doubt informed you, I believe
Jake has abducted our son, and he
bears a striking resemblance to the
man the police think responsible for
all of these grim and bizarre murders
we read about in the newspapers.

‘We had lockets made for one an-
otherwhile we were still courting back
in the summer of 1885. Although ours
was not exactly a marriage made in
heaven, just as I, my husband wore his
locket at all times. At all times, that is,
until after his disappearance and mi-
raculous return five years back. He
arrived back on the doorstep as large
as life, after being missing for ninety
days, with a story about losing some
moneytothe ‘wrong people’, and being
hounded out of town but with every
intention of coming back once his debts
were cleared. I had started to drink
heavily in his absence and so hung
firmly on his every word, accepting
the explanation as casually as if he
had been away for only hours not
months.

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

‘This was just as well, because
within a year I fell pregnant and gave
Jake a son. My husband arranged a
number of appointments at private clin-
ics to preempt any complications that
may have occurred due to my matu-
rity. I must admit to being more than a
little surprised after being told that
there was nothing for me to worry
about, but Jake was rightfully assured
by the diagnosis, as Benjamin was in
due cause born without incident.

‘My husband offered the child all
his love and attention, and was in
nearly every way the model father.
Jake was never a man of many words—
even with me—nbut ever so much aman
of books, and saw to it personally that
Ben received a thorough education.
Jake cared for the child immensely, I
felt sometimes almost to the point of
obsession.

‘To give youan example, Benjamin
had barely reached the age of four
when my husband began to take him
on regular fishing trips around the
coast, regardless to my insistence that
Ben was still not strong enough for
that kind of pursuit. He would even
take him to bars! But the more I ob-
Jected about anything the further I was
ostracised by Jake and the child both.

‘Only after I raised the question of
how he was able to provide for us,
having lost his job at the shipyard, did
Jake inform me that during his time
away he had fallen into company with
a successful entrepreneur and had
secured wealth that meant we needn’t
ever go wanting. I don't think I will
ever really know what happened to my
husband in those darkest ninety days.’

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

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

All is normal around the house,
except that all of Jake Travers’ per-
sonal belongings have seen little or no
use in the last months and years. An
extensive search coupled with an Idea
roll and the investigators will notice,
amongst other things, that his
comprehensive library is as dusty and
unused as his fishing hooks and face
Tazors are rusty.

Pull Back the Covers
A fifteen-minute walk from the Travers
house, on the basement floor of the
eminent Portobello Restaurant, is the
nameless, second-rate speakeasy
sometimes frequented by Hazel
Travers’ husband. There are two com-
parable establishments the investiga-
tors may pursue in vain before the
name Jake Travers wins them some
response. The barman has no peculiar
loyalties to Travers but is suspicious
of strangers. The investigators will
have to earn the information he has to
offer with a bribe of fifteen dollars, or
a Fast Talk roll.
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‘Jake Travers used to get in here.
He was irreproachable old goat with
an unconvincing beard who used to
work the docks. He'd sometimes spend
all evening reading at his table; he'd
come in and order a drink that would
sometimes last him as long as his book.
I can’t remember the details, but a
buddy of his singled him out to me only
last week and said how it had been five
years since he had clapped eyes on his
old co-worker, ever since Jake had
turned in to work one morning and
quit there and then.

‘But I fear now we'll see no more of
him. Last week I think it was, your Mr
Travers walked in accompanied by
who I assumed was his young grand-
son. I had no objection to him bringing
the kid and, for the first time in all the
months he d frequented this establish-
ment, | made an attempt at conversa-
tion. I fooled with him while he was
paying for his whisky as to whether his
wife thought them to be out visiting the
fun fair. He just grunted an obligatory
but equivocal return, counted out his
coins on the bar, and turned his back
on me to go and sit at that table nearest
the door.

‘Further into the evening, as is
quite usual, a small party tottered down
from the restaurant to make merry in
the bar. They were celebrating the
birthday of a young gentleman whose
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cigar smoke caused the since-com-
posed Mr Travers some offense. I re-
ally couldn’t see the harm he was
doing, but after the gentleman refused
to put out his cabana, Jake marched
over and punched this guy clear
through that wall, then took his kid by
the arm and left. The old man has
made an enemy of the wrong people, if
you get my meaning, and I think you'll
find that's the reason for his disap-
pearance: self-preservation.’

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

Bo0dy Clock

Where once stood the notorious thea-
tre house there is now three hundred
square yards of scorched rubble. Walk-
ing over it is especially arduous by
night. The ochreous flicker of a small
bonfire in the dead centre of the grounds

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

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

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

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

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



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

LaNterRN-Jawed

After aten minute search with a flash-
lightin the general proximity of where
the twelve men are gathered, the
investigators may turn up as many as
twenty more leathery lumps similar to
the one that the vagrants burn. All
have a hard surface and gelatinous
contents, but differ ever so slightly in
size and solidity. Some of the charred
egg-like globules have evidently made
better winter fuel than others, for many

are discarded and cracked open with
theirliquid centres poured out over the
concrete gravel. In and around this
curdled soup, cats, birds, rodents, and
a host of other small scavenging ani-
mals lie dead.

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

Alternatively, if after 5D6 rounds
the investigators are still having trou-
ble with the lock mechanism, they will

joltin surprise as the stiff wheel begins
to turn slowly by itself. For any
investigators who felt that the trapdoor
was of no immediate consequence, a
Listen roll soon brings it sharply back
to their attention as the brass wheel
self-revolves with a torturous squeal.

After a moment’s pause, the stone
slab is punched open by a pair of
scrawny hands that proceed by grop-
ing for a grip around the lip of the hole.
The man who hauls himself up from
below is without an ounce of flesh to
spare and, for the investigators, an all
too familiar sight. Reaching back down
into the opening, the clone of Jake
Travers lifts out, with bony arms, an-
other of the obscure oily eggs. It ex-
udes a vapour trail asitis tossed through
the cold night air, then lands with a
dull thud and rolls close to the feet of
the wayfarers. Insensible and used to
the Horror Man’s wraith-like appear-
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ance, two of the men lift the steaming
object and feed it to their incinerator.
To this, out billows a cloud of flame
and lamp-black smoke that causes the
twelve tomomentarily recoil and cover
their eyes from the radiant flare.

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

Familiar Solutions

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

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

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

Remarkably, one of the fragile clon-
ing cabinets conceived by the Serpent
People has survived the theatre
building’s ruinous fires. The investi-
gators will see that, behind the glass,
the canister has a thankless occupant.
Immersed in a semipellucid fluid is an
abomination of such proportions that
an investigator failing a SAN check
must lose 1D10 points after looking
into the creature's eyes and at its other
buoyant parts. What used to be the
child of Hazel Travers is now barely
recognisable as flesh and bone.

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

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

Through half-shadows, from across
the chamber, the investigators will find
it extremely difficult to focus on
Vallantine; it is no trick of the light
how the aspect of this maladjusted
evildoer seems to shift recurrently be-
tween man and serpent. It mops the
cloning canister with a white cloth
where the terrible mutation has begun
to seep out through hairline fractures
inthe glass. Stumbling overtoanumber
of demijohns lined up on a heap of
smoking aparatus, it scrapes a sample
from the cloth. The creature mutters
incessantly to itself as it works, all of
which is mostly incoherent or com-
pletely nonsensical: ...miscarried, tak-
ing shape with a resurrection under
glass, I am one death away from per-

fect deformity.’



Afteronly moments, the demijohns
begin to tremble and then splinterapart,
one after another, revealing their swol-
len contents—yet more of the fallow,
orbicular remains. Vallantine calmly
takes one in both hands and seems to
first examine the results by bringing it
curiously up to its twitching serpent
nostrils, before sending it in a scream
of anger and repulsion across the
darkened room in the direction of the
hatchet-faced retainer.

As soon as the serpent man catches
sight of the investigators the creature
will become mad with rage, command-
ing the last clone of Jake Travers to
‘smash the life out of them. ' Investiga-
tors sentimental enough to entertain
the idea of a possible collaboration
between them and the Horror Man by
pleading in any way to its last rem-
nants of humanity probably deserve
all they get.

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

With its back to the wall, Vallantine
will expeditiously address the investi-
gators, ‘if I were to say I had learned
anything from your kind, it would be
that death is the ultimate test of char-
acter,’ then injects itself with a lethal
dose of its own probative solution.
Snorting lustily, the serpentine creature
lunges wildly after the investigators,
berserk. Its muscles have soon
expanded to double their size and the
veins have become so prominent that
the spoiled blood threatens to rupture
the mottled skin. After 1D10 rounds
the mutated Vallantine suddenly grows
somnolent, becomes victim to an attack
of convulsions, and slumps dead.

Rewardtheinvestigators witha1D10
SAN bonus for finally putting
Vallantine’s monkey business torest. #
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