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t6—At Your Door

Introduction

Those expecting to be players in this campaign should stop now, and
read no further; noble keeper, please read on.

At Your Door has been designed as a campaign—a series of
adventures pertaining to a theme or a particular problem,
and requiring several sessions to play.

Though style and session length differ from group to
group, keepers can assume at least ten evenings of play
from this book, perhaps an average of fifteen.

Unlike most Call of Cthulhu campaigns, investigators
herein do not suffer many constraints of communication or
transport; this book is set in the 1990s, and physical obsta-
cles are mostly overcome. Alas, they are also overcome for
the forces of darkness. now horrifyingly widespread and
bent on hoisting the curtain for the end of days.

Neither is finance of much importance in play: not only
are the investigators hired at truly professional rates, but
keepers can allow them to borrow cash in a 24-hour period
of up to their Credit Ratings times 100, assuming that our
heroes have credit cards. Naturally the investigators face at
least one long imprisonment. which may entirely ruin their
Credit Ratings.

If the keeper wishes, the chapters in this book can be
presented independently, as discreet adventures; to do so.
however, first carefully review the chapters with that idea
in mind and be prepared to supply additional rationales and
explanations. At least one chapter, *Full Wilderness ™. does
not properly have a plot or ending—it is a file of informa-
tion presented in a logical order of possibility, but from
which investigators may enter other chapters and to which
to they return.

We hereafter assume a campaign presentation.

The adventures herein nominally occur in North Amer-
ica during a period of stability and comfort, in an unremark-
able year of the 1990s. Keepers might introduce current
national or international events occasionally, showing that
the campaign is happening now, and that no one knows how
it will turn out.

With the exceptions of two trips up the Samson valley
and another to Toronto, Ontario, all events take place in and
around Samson, California, a fictitious seacoast metropolis

combining aspects of San Francisco, San José, and San
Diego.

Naturally the street and place names. notably the me-
tropolis of Samson, the Samson River, the Samson Valley,
the Sabiduria Estrellada (Starry Wisdom) fault line, Delilah,
Piru, Loam. Renuncion, and the redoubtable County of
Squamish are wholly fictitious.

If a keeper postulates the requisite earthquake in “* After
The Big One.” Samson might be any major city in North
America—Chicago, Charleston, San Francisco, Los Ange-
les, and Seattle are predicted to suffer extensive earthquake
damage in the next century. In fact, few areas in the world
do not sulfer a major temblor every thousand years or so,
though an earthquake as powerful as Samson’s 1s exceed-
ingly rare.

Apart from whether it is wet or dry, climate and season
play little role in coastal California. All of the adventures
are written for early summer, when fog normally hugs the
coast but rain rarely falls. The Samson area is experiencing
unusual heat; whether the blistering temperatures continue
to the end of the campaign as “‘earthquake weather”—the
warm, humid stillness that in popular legend precedes a
major quake—is for the keeper to decide.

® For research. the best local library is made up of the Billington
and School libraries (4.3 million volumes) at the Samson cam-
pus of the University of California. UC-Samson is an major
arena for scientific and technical instruction and research, espe-
cially in the medical arts and biological sciences.

= Al least hall' a dozen more good to excellent universities exist in
the area, named. located, and equipped as the keeper desires,

= Major computer- and biotech-related facilities exist throughout
the area. Nuclear research centers at Teller Labs, southeast of
Samson.

® Large communitics representing themselves as having the heri-
tage of Mexico, El Salvador, Guatemala, Panamd. Russia, Ire-
land, Vietnam, laly, southern China, the Philippines, Japan,
Korea, India. Lebanon, and Palestine have or are settling in the
city and suburbs. These groups offer spectra of cultural. histori-
cal, and linguistic resources.



An Admonition

Become familiar with this book before attempting to pres-
ent it; more than usually, the investigators participating in
At Your Door are encouraged to tackle adventures out of
order, to return to earlier chapters to re-examine evidence,
or to do something entirely unexpected.

Much investigation and relatively few encounters
occur; keepers who do not have good ideas of the signifi-
cance of the clues risk being hopelessly entangled.

Read this book first.

Sanity Charges

Much more than death, insanity is the investigator’s foe in
this book. The keeper should not be unduly merciful, but he
or she should stay aware from session to session of their
charges’ Sanity levels; if everyone goes insane, then he or
she can be ready for it. Since chronologies and synchronous
events have been stripped from the text, no special reasons
exist that events cannot be suspended for a few weeks or
months while investigators recover.

Nonetheless, investigators run roughly one chance in
three of dying from direct attack, and somewhat more when
including insanity-induced responses.

Insanity cases in this area are handled at the Humanitas
Institute, a modern asylum whose characteristics are left
undefined. Keepers may want to give the institute some
thought if the investigators spend much time there. The
place is above-board, but there must be differences, for
instance, between the day shift, the evening shift, and the
gulp! night shift.

Players And Investigators

Some keepers assume undue burdens of continuity and re-
sponsibility in campaigns, fearing that the same players and
investigators will not be present at the beginning of the
campaign as at the end, and that very many changes will
represent a failure.

But At Your Door is successfully concluded not nearly
so much by accumulation of physical artifact, unravelled
puzzle, or Sanity-wrecking cantrip as by the knowledge of
what has occurred and the bravery to continue to learn. The
play is literally the thing here: a magic tome, an illegal
weapon or two, and perhaps some unbilled credit card
charges are about as much as any investigator can hope to
salvage from hapless Samson.

Consequently the campaign presumes any number of
investigators of no particular skill or Mythos experience;
keepers can reasonably allow novice investigators—as op-
posed Lo novice players, who will need some advice—to
wander as they will. Consider suggesting that each player
start the campaign with two investigators, in anticipation of
near-certain disabilities to come.

Introduction—7

May your investigators teeter on the brink of madness;
may your players tremble when they roll the dice. Good
hunting!

At Your Door By Chapter

Full Wilderness: Robert Jatik, founder and president of
Full Wilderness, a well-known and financially successful
environmental group, suspects a local biotech firm, Dawn
Biozyme, of illegal and dangerous genetic experiments. As
proof he exhibits what the investigators may recognize as a
baby dark young of Shub-Niggurath. The man who sent the
evidence was Dr. Peter Tait, who has since disappeared. The
investigators are to learn what is happening at Dawn
Biozyme, and locate Dr. Tait,

Landscrapes: in tracing Tait, we learn that the man recently
bought a farm far from Samson: Harold Gall, the unpleasant
former owner the farm, also has a tale to tell, but the truth
of it is hard to learmn. There’s little trace of Tait at the farm,
but the investigators discover a bizarre and dangerous life
form created by Gall, a threatening sentient gel. If the inves-
tigators have no reason to suspect Dawn Biozyme before,
they do after visiting the deserted farm.

Dawn Biozyme: Jatik arranges a tour of Dawn Biozyme.
The mad Dr. Finley has been Calling Shub-Niggurath and
milking the goddess of Milk vital to many experiments.
Dawn Biozyme files contain links to the multi-national cor-
poration, NW1, to Tait's former girlfriend, Jennifer Armbrus-
ter, and to the Toronto firm of Rothmersholm Ltd. If the
investigators search Finley’s home, they find more evi-
dence, including relations with Tcho-Tcho immigrants.

No Pain, No Gain: investigators track down Armbruster
through her interest in bodybuilding. With luck and persis-
tence, they locate her home in the mountains; if they are at
all careless, she captures and imprisons them for an ex-
tended time, during which many situations imperil them.
Armbruster, fed on the milk of Shub-Niggurath, is now a
horrible giantess who continues to grow and to research the
Mythos.

Where a God Shall Tread: in Toronto, the investigators
visit Rothmersholm Ltd. where Mr. Shiny, a shoggoth in
human form, determines to slaughter them. A horrifying
raid by Ssruthaa, a serpent mage in search of Shub-
Niggurath milk, stays his hand and keeps him disguise.
Ssruthaa is the Toronto Ripper, and the investigators spend
much of the chapter learning about him and chasing him
down, in his guise as a television evangelist.

After The Big One: returning to Samson. an enormous
earthquake devastates the region. The investigators’ imme-
diate task is to locate a child named Alex; when they do,
Shiny plans to eat Alex and them. Jatik secretly betrays the
investigators and all of humanity by joining league with
Shiny to force human abandonment of the region and re-es-
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tablish a Great Old One as master of what the public imag-
ines will be a wilderness park. The investigators may be
able to stifle this scheme during a confrontation in Samson
Coliseum, but the prophesies are coming true—the Great
Old Ones are retuming.

Some Important Characters

Robert Jatik: as head of Full Wilderness, Jatik heads his
own ecology-movement empire. He hires the investigators
to find out what’s going on at Dawn Biozyme, whose em-
ployee Peter Tait has provided him with a bizarre creature
(a dark young of infantile size). Jatik’s plans are publicly
mundane and merchandise-oriented; secretly he dreams of
destroying most human life in order to save the planet from
environmental disaster. By the end of this campaign Jatik’s
mind has been warped by dark powers and he allies himself
with the Mythos.

Peter Tait: a former employee of Dawn Biozyme and a
subscribing member of Full Wilderness, Tait warmns Jatik
that something is amiss at Dawn Biozyme. As the investi-
gators arrive, Tait disappears, and is thought either to have
committed suicide or to have been the victim of murder. In
truth, he has been swayed to the bizarre philosophies of the
Brotherhood of Forks. Tait is in Samson, living in secret,
and is not be encountered until the end of the adventure.

Event Sequence for Peter Tait

days event
-45 —Tait Reads Jatik's Books
-25 —Tait Visits Jessica Dillon
-15 —Tait Buys Farm
-7 —Tait Contacts Jatik
-6 —Tait Steals the Dark Young
-5 —Tait Leaves Dawn Biozyme
-5 —Tait Flees to the Farm
-4 —Tait Flees from the Farm
-4 —Tait Abandons His BMW
-2 —Tait Finds the Brotherhood
0 — Investigators Meet Jatik for First Time
+7 —Tait Meets Lurline (weeks or months later)
+7 —Tait Meets Investigators (weeks or months later}
Howard Finley: Dr. Finley heads a secret Dawn Biozyme
project. Combining scientific method and magical re-
sources, Finley has been Calling Shub-Niggurath into a
secured warehouse and milking from her a creamy serum of
wide use. Finley has great influence over Jennifer Armbrus-
ter. His wife. Madeline. is the patron of two Tcho-Tcho
restaurants,

Jennifer Armbruster: once employed at Dawn Biozyme
and, at different times, the lover of Dr. Peter Tait and of
Howard Finley. Shub-Niggurath’s milk renewed and accel-
erated her growth: if the investigators meet her, she is about
15 feet tall—hidden away by Finley in the remote country-
side. Her dog. Willie the Beagle. has kept pace in growth
with her.

Albert Shiny: an unusually intelligent shoggoth who has for
millennia helped human cultures toward high birth rates
and higher populations, preparing the table for the eventual
coming of the Great Old Ones. Shiny, who poses as a scien-
tist and a friend of Full Wilderness, attempts to manipulate
the investigators just as he does other humans, all the while
anticipating them as delectable meals.

Ssruthaa/Lully: aserpent mage who has recently awakened
from a very long sleep. He hopes, with the eventual aid of
the Great Old One Rhan-Tegoth, to return the planet to the
rule of the serpent race. Ssruthaa murderer and consumed
the likeness of the Rev. Baxter Lully, a television evange-
list. Ssruthaa possesses ferocious magical capability, unlike
Shiny.

Alex: aten-year-old boy who lives on the streets of Samson.
Blessed with a 99 SaN, he is one of the few people anywhere
who are able to see things as they are, including seeing
through Mr. Shiny’s disguise. The Brotherhood of Forks
look upon him as a young messiah; the Brotherhood sys-
tematically deface automobiles and other possessions in a
mostly vain effort to reveal the truth of things beneath the
gloss. Mr. Shiny fears that capability spells trouble in fu-
ture, and has decided to kill the boy now.

Some Useful Keeper Characters

At least five Samson characters—Claris Novescu, Richard
Slakes. Sergeant Bolling. Lieutenant Jackson, and Eddie
Lowry—have subordinate functions continuable through-
out this book. They are ready-made functionaries mostly
free of investigator influence, through whom the keeper can
act effectively and hopefully believably.

Richard Slakes: Slakes is the investigators’ contact at Full
Wilderness. If he dies or resigns, his function devolves to
Claris Novescu. The investigators report to him for most of
the campaign. It's steady, trustworthy Slakes who makes
sure that the investigators are paid, that they can make bail
promptly, that the proper ear bends favorably to the inves-
tigators. The tone of these communications should contrast
favorably with Albert Shiny’s, if he assumes command late
in the campaign. See also the boxed commentary Keeping
[n Touch in the “*Full Wilderness’* chapter.

Claris Novescu: Jatik’s execulive secretary. Not much is
made of her in the adventure, but if Slakes dies or resigns
from Fw, she can assume his role with the investigators. But
where Slakes is an innocent, she 1s an agent of the Mythos.
No picture of her is in the book, but summary statistics
occur at the end of “Full Wilderness.”” There is nothing
remarkable about her except zero Sanity.

Sergeant Bolling: he represents the authorities at their most
useful. The text in the latter part of “*Full Wilderness™ notes
how he can be help investigators in different ways, and
briefly discusses why authorities may or may not be coop-



erative. In the final scenario, the keeper easily could bring
Bolling back as a breveted captain in charge of a precinct,
or even the Trashtown camp. Bolling is honest. responsible,
and reliable. '

Lieutenant Jackson: though they don't meet him until “No
Pain, No Gain,” Jackson may help or hinder—he’s on the
same force and in the same department as Bolling. Jackson
is potentially corrupt; Shiny may suborn him at some point.
Eddie Lowry: a corrupt journalist from the Daily Samson,
Lowry can help the investigators get particular information,
perhaps otherwise difficult if relations with the police are
bad. Lowry is trustworthy so long as the other side doesn’t
offer more money.

Addresses

Mark Morrison suggests that since players get great satisfaction in
writing down addresses, metropolitan Samson locations should
have addresses. The keeper must site the suburbs—they're shown
on no map.

Armbruster, Jennifer — (condo) 210 Coachella Circle, #12, Santa
Leona 95139. Country home is c/o J.A. Armbruce, RFD Box 149,
Renuncion.

Corazini, James — 7 Greentree Close, Willow Heights, Lyndale
95132

Daily Samson — 3213 Montcalm, Samson 95103

Dawn Biozyme — 10 Torrance Loop, Seabreeze Acres 95146
Fax’'n’Forms — 1143 Jefferson Road, Burdy 85155

Finley, Howard & Madeline — 37825 Hills Road, Borrego 95192
Full Wilderness Inc. — 99 Montcalm, Samson 95170

Gall, Harold — 578 Beach Road, Samson 85117

Hall of Justice — 250 Lex Street, Samson 95107
Hike, Herbert — 6060 Fulton Avenue, Samson 95114
Hotel Crocker — 1 Crocker Place, Samson 95106
Hotel Morpheus — 2309 Ellis Street, Samson 95119
Humanitas Hospital — 4531 Young St., Samson 95116
Humanitas Institute — 4518 Young St., Samson 85116
LBBI — 788 Lex Street Circle, Samson 95108
North, Ateley P, — 957 West Road, Eastborne Parque 95188
Rand, Noelle — 115 Anza Road, #32, Santa Leona 95139
Samson Coliseum — corner, Watts and Division, Samson 95128
Seacliff Palisades Park — along Seacliff Road, Samson
Tait, Edward — 441 Crestview, Lyndale 95132
Tait, Peter — 43 Miranda Way, Samson 95124. Country home is
RFD 237, Delilah.
Teller Laboratories — 9 Vista Summit, Luttwak 95188
Theodore, Edgar, Dillon, & Little — 18 Precita Lane, Samson
95173
Thornpayt, Neal — 759 East Road, Dokwest 95133
Thor's Gym — 356 Barker Street, Samson 85107
UC-Samson — 14 Trog Road West, Picolette 95181
Zymvotek — Block 9, Ocean Acres Technology Park, Ocean Acres
95144

NEW ADDRESSES

Scenario Considerations
“Full Wilderness™ is set entirely in the Samson metropoli-
tan area, over the space of a few days. Most of the campaign
occurs in and around Samson; the keeper may wish to orient
the players to the area, since (amazingly) none of their
investigators have ever visited that thriving city.

Note that the city map and the regional map accompa-
nying “Full Wilderness™ contain locations ol importance to

Full Wilderness

Wherein the investigators receive an interesting and
financially-gratifying proposal from a famous man, who asks them to
protect the unusual evidence which prompted his summons.

the scenarios. Do not give that information to the players;
sketch out the information by hand. If the players need
conviction that the fictitious city of Samson has depth and
substance, name streets or suburbs as desired, since there
are no such references in the text beyond the street on which
Full Wilderness has its offices.
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The keeper also may want to note portions of this chap-
ter left unexplored, to raise those possibilities again as the
campaign evolves,

If no new investigators need to be rolled up, “Full
Wilderness™ might be finished in two evenings or less. The
line of division between it and “*Landscrapes” or “*Dawn
Biozyme’ will be invisible to the players in any case.

Keeper’'s Information

The investigators are called to the important city of Samson,
California, by an environmentalist group which has ac-
quired some startling evidence, what those with Cthulhu
Mythos may be able to identify as a small or infantile dark
young of Shub-Niggurath. Unlike many environmental
groups, Full Wilderness bulges with cash, and offers the
investigators fat fees to find out what the creature is and
from where it comes. Peter Tait, the scientist who sent the
creature to Full Wilderness, has unfortunately disap-
peared—as. in fact, the creature itself is likely to do when
an armed band tries to steal it.

Whether or not the investigators lose the baby dark
voung, there are lots of clues for them to follow. When they
go to see Harold Gall, then leave “Full Wilderness™ for
“Landscrapes.” If the investigators have not then examined
all the clues available in this chapter, give them chances
during or after “Landscrapes™. As the campaign advances,
though, the evidence in this chapter becomes less and less
pertinent.

Agents

Nowadays it makes sense for anyone who incidentally or
purposely risks becoming famous to have an agent— espe-
cially such people as investigators, who deal in astonishing
finds and macabre episodes. Agents can take care of every-
thing from picking up the mail, to negotiating favorable book
contracts, to choosing the right company, to producing the
action figures based on the movie derived from the book.

Fame translates into money because manufacturers and
representatives have become adept at identifying value with
incident and confusing understanding with illusion. If the in-
vestigators have started to make headlines, the right agent
can generate excellent income from their deeds—not inciden-
tally freeing the investigators from mundane jobs—and line up
cases not only satisfying to solve but advancing their careers.

Fame, of course, separates almost everybody from the
equality that grants life its subtle flavors, imprisons all but the
most cautious in self-deception, and especially marks investi-
gators as opponents worthy of elimination.

The right agent might be a player-character who cannot
make the grade as an investigator, but who has good Account-
ing, Bargain, Fast Talk, and Law skills, as well as good POW
and INT to indicate a forceful, perceptive personality. Duties
might include professional and financial negotiations, over-
seeing investigator bank accounts, properties, and insurance
policies, coordinating separate simultaneous investigations,
and acting as a clearinghouse for information.

Investigator Information

Robert Jatik, council head for a well-known non-profit or-
ganization, Full Wildemness Inc., contacts the investigators.
The actual method of contact may not be important, but if
the investigators have much recent experience with the My-
thos, then Jatik may have found them through their agent, a
handy functionary explained in a nearby box.

If the investigators are unknown novices, Jatik may
secretly be a superstitious man referred to the investigators
by a relative or an astrologer or a chiromancer, or perhaps
Jatik is an acquaintance of one investigator, or a man to
whom an investigator has written appreciatively or dis-
paragingly but perceptively, and so on.

Ms. Novescu is easy to reach by phone. Have the play-
ers choose a single negotiator to handle the call. Full Wil-
derness will pay up to another $10,000 as a retainer, plus
first-class airfare from anywhere in the world, plus a chauf-
feured car (or cars, if there are more than five in the group),
plus hotel costs. Ms. Novescu is polite, not stupid. She does
not volunteer such fees—the investigators or their agent
must negotiate to get the maximum dollar. Have the inves-
tigators set the date they want; no matter how inept the
negotiations, first-class tickets await them at the airport of
their choice.

FW Inc

Bridgestone Building
99 Montcalm
Samson CA 95170
Telephone 408-355-5500 Fax 408-555-5596

Dear Investigators:
We at Full Wilderness have encountered an unusual
and sensitive situation, one which may call for your
skills.
It is essential and urgent that we speak face-to-face.
I offer your usual retainer plus U.S. $10,000 pre-
mium.
Please indicate your requirements to my secretary,
Claris Novescu, so that we may meet at your earliest
convenience.
Sincerely,
Robert Jatik,
Council Head

—investigator handout #1

Library Research
The investigators can hit the books before or after they
travel to Samson. They quickly learn the following.

Robert Jatik, ten years before a New York advertising
executive earning in excess of a million per year in salary
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and bonuses, cured himselt of lung cancer by eschewing
medical treatment and retreating to the simple life of a
shepherd in the Cocoa Mountains of Nevada.

His cancer miraculously remitted and vanished, Jatik
gave up sheep and became a pastoral hunter-gatherer,
spending several years severed completely from human
company. Returning to civilization **profoundly changed,”
Jatik wrote the best-selling autobiographical polemics A
Task Received and Hard Lessons, earning him large royal-
ties, a popular film biography, endless speaking tours and
appearances, and millions of uncritical fans.

In the wake of that personal success, he formed Full
Wilderness, a name stemming from its advocacy of wilder-
ness areas in which all human trespass—whether tourist,
naturalist, or forester—is forbidden. The organization has
grown as concern for the environment has grown. FW’s
program is unremarkably preservationist, advocating
world-wide rescue of and protection of ecosystems, and of
the abolition of industrial poisons. It is well-known for the
physical and artistic quality of its publications, the influ-
ence of its One Wilderness! magazine, and for its aggressive
pursuit of large contributions from many people around the
world.

Investigators who have time to read Jatik's books
(1D6+4 hours for each one) find that the first summarizes
and views with alarm the state of the planetary environ-
ment; the second summarizes the greenhouse crisis and
outlines several dozens of procedures and actions designed
to buy time for humanity to successfully adapt to lessened
industrialism and lowered population. Perhaps uniquely,
Jatik’s books present the hypothesized crisis totally in pos-
itive terms: not only will planetary life survive and prevail,
but the essence of human life will have improved when his
program is carried out.

A successful Library Use roll uncovers other items of
interest.

® Jatik's title, council head, corresponds 1o president or chief ex-
ecutive officer. Jatik pretends that the Full Wilderness organiza-
tion is a tribe, and that all decisions are communal. Functions
across the FW year correspond to ceremonies one tribe or an-
other of Native Americans have practiced. “Rituals are born at
times of utmost fear and hope. Like schoolboys, Jatik and his
group ape us without feeling what we have felt,” writes Jim
Little River in Native Gifts. “Since our way began with the land,
our experiences with the land gave us the meaning of ourselves.
We laugh and cry when someone tries to recreate our way in an
office, or when someone writes an essay about it. No one can
imitate our way except by living it, for it begins and ends with
the great hungers—for food, for warmth, and for the truth of
existence. Those who begin by seeking to lose themselves in
dreams are not men to be trusted. Blood truths are not truths
which can be summarized; they cannot be found in books nor
seen on television; our way tolerates no representatives; our way
is not the way of Monday Night Football.™

m A Harper's writer observes, “Jatik is likely to act peremptorily
and to put his name on what others write and do; his rubber-
stamp council never opposes his will, Unlike most executives,
however, he pays well for the privilege. While environmental
groups may mock Full Wilderness’s unusually high operating
costs and preference for pleasing platitudes, everyone envies the
organization's salaries and benefits. Masked by that curtain of
dollars, Jatik's personal ruthlessness and unethical conducet gets
excused or goes unnoticed.” The journalist is Raphael Haddad,
who died in Lebanon the following year.

m A survey of Jatik's writings appears in Ecostracts, a scientific
journal concerned with the environment. It transfers the argu-
ments in them into present-world terms, evaluating the sug-
gested policies against today’s conditions—in some cases over
a two-hundred-year range. According to the author, a Dr. Horst
Méllir of the University of Auckland, Jatik’s proposals ignore
the crisis provoked by systematic, planet-wide application of
public health measures, and treat famine and infrastructure in-
vestment alike as inconsequential. Jatik covertly proposes a cat-
astrophic human de-population of the world. in its wake leaving
a world-wide breeding population of a few hundred thousand
men and women. Jatik responds that Méllir’s necessary hypoth-
esis of unchanging conditions makes his survey essay unworthy
of serious rejoinder: “*We direct the policies of FW toward
achieving political consensus. Policies are not factorial proposi-
tions, and in themselves cannot be adequate to analysis.”

Being There

After an uneventful flight, ground transportation awaits the
investigators at Eastwood International. Once in town, they
have a superb suite at the Crocker, a first-class hotel with
sweeping views across the valley to the sea. The next morn-
ing their car arrives to take them to meet with Jatik at FW
headquarters. The Bridgestone Building is packed with
prosperous corporate and professional offices; it stands at
the edge of Samson’s financial district.

Though it’s early in the day, the air is warm and close,
and there’s a feeling of cool relief when the investigators
move through the doors of the building’s main entrance. As
they wait for an elevator, everyone hears a slight stirring
sound, and then the floor shifts perceptibly. Overhead the
lobby’s grand chandelier sways softly. There’s silence for a
moment, then floor and chandelier stop moving, and the
sound dies. Replacing the sound is nervous laughter and
comment—that was a mild earthquake, the sort that resi-
dents have long grown used to. There’s no repetition. The
elevator arrives, and the investigators are swept along by
life into other concerns. That evening, if anyone thinks to
look, the Daily Samson reports a richter 3.1 magnitude
earthquake centered 14 miles east of town; there was no
damage.

Full Wilderness: belying the humble pose of its non-profit
corporation tax status, Full Wilderness occupies the whole
of the thirteenth and fourteenth stories of the Bridgestone
Building. Views, dramatic lighting, fine rugs, luminous



wood inlays. photo landscapes
(always without human form
or participation), and excel-
lent sculptures of whales, griz-
zly bears, porpoises, and other
wilderness creatures decorate
a long, two-story-high recep-
tion hall.

The investigators are
taken into Jatik's inner office,
a large room with only narrow
windows high up the wall.

With the cool grays, butts, and
blacks of the furnishings, and
only the sky visible, Jatik’s office becomes a cave or a fort,
perhaps a kiva perched on a canyon wall. The resulting
privacy is partly welcome, partly intimidating as the morn-
ing light glints away from Jatik’s silver hair and casts his

Rabert Jatik

halo into the surrounding air.

He is white-haired, blue-eyed, with a full trim beard and
the deep tan and facial lines of an outdoorsman. He is about
sixty, an intelligent man. A successful Psychology roll sug-
gests a guarded individual who wishes the observer to see
only what Jatik has trained himself to let be seen. More than
that cannot be read. In keeping with his outdoorsman image
he wears a wool plaid shirt open at the neck, along with
well-cut dark linen trousers and expensive [talian shoes.
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Before they sit down to talk, Jatik gives the investiga-
tors a quick tour of the offices.

As intended, the lavish reception area impresses every
visitor. Jatik gives the investigators the grand tour, and calls
the reception hall “our shared tribal space, where we sit
around the camp fire.”” A stone fire ring actually exists, with
stones of polished marble and quartz, and artfully asymmet-
ric magnetite veins, The flame at the center of the fire ring
burns blue from bottled propane hidden in the base of the
sculpture. Recorded bird calls and the sounds of water rip-
pling over rocks occasionally come from hidden speakers.

The Fw staff, passing constantly across the tribal space,
dresses well and stylishly in natural fibers and leather
(though no furs). Gold watches, gold rings, gold bracelets,
gold brooches, and fine-water diamonds flash persistently.
Favored jewelry designs derive from Native American,
Bengali, and Celtic originals. The article in Harper's is
correct: those connected with Full Wilderness are doing as
well financially as Jatik’s books would have them doing
spiritually.

The reception hall bisects the two floors of offices into
four differing sections. Approaching the reception desk. the
inner and outer executive offices and conference rooms,
including Jatik’s, are found to the left. To the right from the
reception desk are rooms filled with computers, phone so-
licitors, and supplies, a day-care center, a gymnasium, and
droves of scurrying support staff. Upstairs right are the

A Little Secret for the Keeper

Never mentioned to the investigators is a long internal FW
document, Ending History by Robert Jatik, known only to
upper-echelon staff, but perhaps subscribed to emotionally by
most at FW. Slip a recyclable-bindered copy of this 300-page
document into the campaign as desired; its function is to help
foreshadow Mr. Shiny and the aftermath of the Big Quake inthe
city of Samson, and to certify a link between Mr. Shiny and FW.
The source of the book can be whoever the keeper desires, but
the most likely source is a disaffected member of the Full
Wilderness upper echelon, perhaps Richard Slakes if he lives
that long.

The typescript manuscript declares that human civilization
is a cancer upon the Earth, for humanity has over-foraged and
ruined its natural ranges. The tribes of man are one with the
beasts of the forests: all must be culled when their numbers
grow too great. Nature has not yet culled humankind, for people
have grown clever, but she will, for humanity is but part of
wilderness. To be lastingly safe, humanity must regain its hum-
ble equality with the other denizens of nature.

Left to its predilections, humanity will unfortunately recapit-
ulate its arrogant and disastrous growth again and again. The
solution is simple: a few insightful humans of great determina-
tion must sponsor or precipitate a limited disaster in order to
eliminate a greater disaster to come, the elimination of all lite
on Earth.

Jatik terms these determined men and women “garden-
ers," suggesting human flowers to be cut and human vegeta-
bles to be plucked. Gardeners serve a double purpose: having

prompted the fall of all civilization, they linger on as guardians
to prevent man from regaining his Bad Old Ways. The means
of enforcement normally would be by scientific methods, but by
fire and force if necessary.

In Jatik's scheme, generations of these gardeners should
not succeed each other, for each generation would inevitably
modify its perceived mission and, perhaps from understand-
able sympathy, at last mistakenly recreate the conditions that
the institution of gardeners sought to prevent. Only immortal
gardeners who can survive for geological epochs can perform
the necessary feat of steadfast policy while whole continents
shift.

To this very long-range end, Full Wilderness quietly spon-
sors research into longevity and anti-agathic agents, payments
summarized in annual reports as “Research Promoting Re-Es-
tablishment of Diverse Ecosystems.” A portion of their con-
tracts are with Dawn Biozyme Inc.

If ever shown this document, Jatik maintains plausible
deniability. Yes, he wrote it, but he writes many memos and
internal documents, many of which he reconsiders after a time.
This one is fairly old, and the scientific presumptions upon
which it was based have proved to be spurious and naive. Jatik
shrugs his shoulders, but he does ask for the book back.

If the investigators give Ending History to him, he identifies
its copy number by fluorescing the UV-inked number scrawled
on the inside back page, identifying its source, and fires the
executive listed as owner, as well as those who reasonably had
access to it.

If the time is at the very end of the campaign, then Jatik may
murder the source.
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editorial, advertising, and design offices for Fw’s high-cir-
culation magazine, One Wilderness! There are also dark-
rooms, studios, photo labs, and digital composers and im-
agers for all of Fw’s publications. Upstairs left exist the
editorial and design staff for Fw’s book, calendar, and sub-
sidiary rights divisions.

The investigators are impressed not only by the physical
setting but by the dedication of the stafl and workers. Not
once do they encounter anyone idly talking on the phone,
playing a computer game, or staring out the window. Jatik
asks, “Would a business run for profit show such morale?”

He is clearly proud of the organization he founded. The staff

shows unusual energy and dedication; conversation shows
that most believe themselves on a mission of paramount
importance.

The Interview
Retumning to Jatik's office, the council head outlines his
peculiar problem.

Full Wilderness has for several years sponsored a vari-
ety of natural science researches, especially investigations
into insect ecologies. energy budgets, and symbiotic rela-

tionships. Jatik explains, somewhat ponderously, that a
symbiotic relationship is merely one between two species
in which each benefits from the association—for instance,
in the bottle-tailed squid some species of internal bacteria
generate the luminescence for the squid’s photophores. and
in turn are fed by the creature. Beneficent human intestinal
bacteria are another example.

The organization does this to contribute its share to the
pool of scientific research needed to save the planet. I do
not know how well-acquainted you are with the ongoing
crisis, but I can assure you that recent efforts to downplay
the signilicance of a degrading environment stem from sci-
entific misinterpretations and the grossest of economic mo-
tives. Every day lost cannot be regained, and may in the end
prove our undoing.”

He continues that some of the researches in symbiosis
have been conducted jointly with Dawn Biozyme, a corpo-
ration headquartered in a Samson suburb. This last week
Jatik received a personal call from a Dr. Peter Tait of DBZ,
who swore that some of Full Wilderness's money *‘was
being misused for the foulest purposes.”

it R W)
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Jatik Uncovers The Creature



Dear Mr. Jatik —

This situation is so upsetting to me that I am un-
able to work effectively. I really don’t know how
to reply to your questions. There are so many
things to explain, and so many places I could
start. Now that I have raised the issue, | need a
few days to compose a methodical presentation
which you can use to create a plan of action. Per
the enclosed exhibit, please follow the instruc-
tions carefully. It has to do with work being done
here. Enough of these things have died that I can
fake the death of one more.

Peter Tait.

FEEDING INSTRUCTIONS: The specimen cur-
rently eats a diet of 6 parts raw hamburger, 4
parts freshly killed flies, and 1 part bone meal, in
the total amount of lkg per 10kg of body mass. It
does not appear to ingest liquids directly, though
a colleague believes that it does better in higher
humidities. Since acquisition, it has grown
slowly—weigh it weekly and increase feedings
proportionately.

—investigator handout #2

Jatik hypothesized that DBZ had gene-spliced novel bac-
teria or insects without satisfying formal procedures re-
quired by the state of California and by the federal govern-
ment. Incautious injection of such creations into any eco-
system could have the most disastrous consequences for
earthly life. Jatik adds (somewhat misleadingly) that vari-
ous sorts of new life are under consideration for patent and
trademark, an unnatural practice.

Tait proved to be a DBZ microbiologist, listed on Dawn
Biozyme staff and phone rosters. About just what he was
alarmed was not made clear. Fearing exposure and loss of
employment, Tait sent a communication by private courier
in support of his charges. Jatik exhibits two messages, both
short dot-matrix notes without letterhead.

Jatik clears his throat and informs the investigators that
Dr. Tait disappeared approximately a week ago. His dented
and damaged car was found abandoned at Seacliff Palisades
Park, in a quiet residential neighborhood.

Based on evidence found in the car, the police believe
that Tait committed suicide. They make that guess mostly
from the evidence of Tait’s car. Jatik can supply the name
of the detective in charge of the case, Sgt. Jack Bolling.

“Tait’s disappearance,” Jatik adds, ““must be an impor-
tant portion of your investigation. But the affair is even
stranger than you may be guessing.”

He utters a brief command into a phone, and two aides
push in a short dolly. [t bears a crate covered by a tarpaulin.
Jatik dismisses the two men. As he sweeps back the cover-
ing, Jatik cannot refrain from a flourish, but his *Tah-dah™
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is flat and ominous, as it might be: inside wriggles an 18-
inch-high dark young of Shub-Niggurath.

The creature is in a travel container, a plexiglass cylin-
der about a yard wide and a yard high, walls an inch thick,
closed at either end by stout hydraulic clamps, and double-
latched. The container cannot open by accident. A few
breathing holes may break the seal, but the thing does not
seem to need to breathe. Its respiration (if any) and metab-
olism are a complete mystery,

Jatik shakes his head. “This arrived by messenger the
day that Tait disappeared. What is it? Where could it have
come from? What could it be for?”

Drool and pus seep from various mouths and orifices; a
foul stench fills the air. As soon as the tarpaulin is lifted, the
thing leaps across the container toward the investigators in
a single lunge, squeaking fiercely, its tentacles gripping the
sides of the cylinder in a fruitless effort to snag such tooth-
some food. Its multiple mouths open and shut with vora-
cious clicks and disturbing slurps.

“It put one employee in the hospital. Tait somehow
drugged the thing. It arrived here limp, in this cylinder. We
thought it had died. No heartbeat. Then it suddenly jumped
our resident zoologist and bit off her left thumb. The teeth
are razor sharp. Now she’s suing us because we wouldn’t
kill it to get her thumb back.”

Be sure to show the illustration to the players. If any of
the investigators have encountered a dark young, or if any
of the investigators receive a successful Cthulhu Mythos
roll, then indicate to them the little which is generally
known about dark young, noting only in addition that this
may be a different species or perhaps an immature one.

If no one has encountered or can reasonably identify a
dark young, then give the thing in the cylinder no name, and
misleadingly describe it. For instance, it might not have
tentacles but pseudopods; it has feet, unless anyone asks for
a more exact description, and then it has two toes; you can’t
see that the thing has a front or a back, just meaningless
knobs and bumps and hollows—and so on. If the thing has
a chance to remain mysterious, it will be more fun while it
survives.

After a few minutes, the thing begins to squeal inces-
santly. Putting the tarpaulin back over the container brings
more piercing screams. Jatik sighs and calls in the aides,
who remove dolly and contents.

More description, notes, and full statistics for the thing
in the cage are found at the end of this chapter.

The Investigators’ Tasks

The existence of the monstrosity is more than enough rea-
son for Full Wilderness to be concerned. He shudders at
such a thing turned loose in a favorable environment. If it’s
a result of illegal genetic experimentation, he wants enough
evidence to get those experiments stopped. He adds, if the
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investigators ask, that if the
experiments prove to be legal
he still wants them stopped,
and is prepared to pay hand-
somely to achieve that dubi-
ous end.

If at this time the investi-
gators do not protest at being
asked to perform illegal acts,
Jatik hereafter assumes and in-
sists that they will.

He calls in Ms. Novescu, a

and there's also work being
done in Toronto, by
Rothmersholm, another com-
pany. Staff will compose a re-
port on DBZ’s financial struc-
ture, organization, sharehold-
ers, and so on, perhaps in a
few days. This last is a lie, of
course; he seems to never sup-
ply that information. And,
after the titanic quake devas-
tates Samson, he obviously no

s,
/

lofty and severe woman of
about 35 years, to determine
the investigatorial fees. To take on the case, in addition to
the lump-sum payment they received to come to Samson,
she offers each investigator per diem expenses, to an im-
plied maximum of $350.00 daily (if the investigators want
more and the majorily manage to receive successful Fast
Talk rolls, that ceiling raises to $500.00), plus salary of
$5,000 monthly per person pro rata until Fw decides to
conclude the investigation, one month salary guaranteed.
Negotiate the investigators” actual fees; the keeper should
be as thrifty as possible.

In addition, FW has tens of thousands of local and na-
tional contacts, including many scientists and staff mem-
bers in DBZ itself—""We are as much a philosophical orga-
nization as one devoted to practical ends,” Jatik says, “and
consequently we have influence at every level of govern-
ment. If you need the way smoothed, we can help.”

Though many lines of investigation exist. Jatik gives
them a summary of what is known about Tait.

Peter Allen Tait

Summary of Information about Peter
Alien Tait

Age 34

Unmarried

43 Miranda Way, Samson, CA

Ht 511" Wt 170lbs

Hair brown Eyes brown Compl. medium

Education: Doctorate in Microbiology, UC-San Francisco, 1987.
Has written many articles in research journals.

Next of kin: Edward Tait, 441 Crestview, Samson, CA.
Employment: microbiologist at Dawn Biozyme, Samson.
Memberships: American Academy of Microbiology, American Asso-
ciation for the Advancement of Science, American Society for Bio-
chemistry and Molecular Biology, Full Wilderness, Society for Exper-
imental Biclogy and Medicine.

Investigator handout #3

The Investigators Take Control
Jatik deflects other investigator suggestions, especially
queries about DBZ research sponsored by Full Wilderness—

longer has the resources.

Jatik first wants the inves-
tigators merely to escort Tait's creature across town to a
presently-unused portion of Zymvotek biological labora-
tories. and introduce themselves there to a Dr. Morton
Leem, who’ll be handling the research and briefing them on
what he learns. (If the investigators have already identified
the creature as a small dark young, then they’ll have much
to tell the astounded Dr. Leem.)

Richard Slakes

After the deal has been struck and the investigators are
ready to begin, Jatik introduces them to Richard Slakes,
about 30, who is a member of the Full Wilderness guiding
council and an aide to Jatik.

Slakes dresses well, with an expensive suit and fine
shoes. He is chubby man, with what sounds like a Brooklyn
accent. He outlines the arrangements that have been made.
Gradually investigator perception builds—perhaps with a
successful Psychology roll—that something within Mr.
Slakes is at odds with what he feels he can express.

Slakes asks the investigators if they're ready to go. The
purpose of this question is to allow the investigators fo
make special preparations, such as picking up handguns; if
they ignore the chance, don’t emphasize it.

When the investigators are ready, they, Slakes, and crea-
ture take the freight elevator to the building’s loading dock.
There they cover the cylinder with another tarpaulin, then
wheel dolly and creature into a white Fw delivery van
backed up to the dock. Load straps lock dolly and container
into position in the rear cargo area. There are seats for the
driver and for Slakes, who must guide the vehicle. The rest
of the investigators must hold onto the sides or straps in the
cargo area behind the seats. The van has no cargo-area side
windows, though a fixed window occurs in each of the
double rear doors.

The van is clumsy and high-ceilinged. It has an auto-
matic transmission and a full tank of gas. Slakes asks which
investigator will drive. *1 don’t drive,” he says, explaining
that he grew up in Manhattan, where maintaining a car and
garage was prohibitively expensive. “I'll tell you which
way to go, though,” he smiles, as the investigator
manuevers into traffic, heading northeast. The driver-inves-



tigator notices that the vehicle is powerful enough, but that
it is clumsy. top-heavy, and slow to respond.

Though Slakes has no idea which way the one-way
streets run, he has a street map, and in 15 minutes or so the
investigators find themselves rolling down a four-lane thor-
oughfare—two lanes each northeast and southwest—past
dusty commercial offices and light industry.

Slakes chats as they go; if the investigators did not do
their library research, Slakes can now give them the same
information including the Ecostracts review, but presented
as his own viewpoint. He's not more specific than that
information, nor does he become unduly critical of Jatik,
whom he professes to admire. Still, every investigator
quickly understands that Richard Slakes is unhappy with
many things about FW.

Unexpected Attack

Some keepers may see in this sub-section a chance to use
Call of Cthulhu 4th-edition auto-chase rules; if so, start the
chase earlier, and use this sub-section as the end of the
chase.

Invest. Van Motorcycles Pursuing Vans
Move 8 14 10
HP 35 15 35
Handling 5 12 8
Accel/Decel 2X 5X 4X

As the investigators pass through a traffic light, ask for
idea rolls. With a success, they notice that a convoy of two
motorcycles and two black passenger vans have begun to
follow them.

The investigators are driving in the right-hand of the
two northbound lanes. The pursuers are the only nearby
vehicles. The Harley-Davidson cycles suddenly thunder up,
only a few feet away from the investigators. Each motorcy-
cle is driven by a massive biker wearing leathers, a beard,
sunglasses, dangling skull-and-crossbones earrings, Con-
federate flag patches. imitation Iron Crosses, handlebars
that end in spiked mace heads, and so on. Riding behind
each biker is a tough-looking young blonde woman dressed
less remarkably. Each woman carries a medium-sized flat
box with the butt end propped against her right thigh. Ask
the players what might be found in a box about three inches
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thick. two feet long. and ten inches wide; if any guess
weapon or sub-machine gun or similar. then nod yes.

At a wave of a hand from the truck, the four vehicles
maneuver to cut off the investigators, one black van in front
and one behind the investigators. At the same time, the
investigator-driver notices an alleyway coming up leading
to the right.

If the driver wants fo stop: the van can halt safely without
a Drive roll. See the next section below, “The Inevitable
Happens.”

If the driver wants (o try to foil the trap allow him or her
choice of the following options: if the driver decides to ram
the lead van. both vehicles crash to a stop, and thereafter
treat the option as if it the Drive roll had failed; to avoid the
trap by making an emergency turn right into the alley, call
for an unmodified Drive Automobile roll.

IF THE DRIVE ROLL FAILS: the van smashes to a halt against a
utility pole at the corner of the alley, putting it out of oper-
ation. The two seated passengers are unharmed, since they
undoubtedly put on their seat belts; standing investigators
must receive luck rolls: those with successful luck rolls take
1D4 damage from the sudden halt; those who get failed rolls
take 1D8 damage and are stunned for the round. [f they take
enough damage, they’ll be unconsciousness. Then events
proceed as in the next section below, “The Inevitable Hap-
pens.”’

IFF THE DRIVE ROLL SUCCEEDED:- the van turns into the alley
and rumbles toward the next street west. The tossing van
requires investigators not wearing seatbelts to receive suc-
cesstul STR x3 rolls or be sent sprawling on one another or
land eyeball-to-tentacle with the thing in the cylinder.

In the narrow alley, neither bikes nor vans can pass the
investigators. If the investigators turn into the alley but have
no guns, the bikers close in on the fleeing van and shoot out
the rear tires. When the investigators pull onto the next
street, one of the black vans rams them and brings them to
a halt. Matters then proceed as in the sub-section below,
“The Inevitable Happens™.

Keeping In Touch

As agents of Full Wilderness, that organization insists that the
investigators make full and frequent reports of what they've
learned and what they suspect. Failure to do so effectively ends
their usefulness to FW, and so they should not be surprised if, in
consequence, FW's payments to them cease in return.

The simplest 'report’ structure is to end each play session
by having the players summarize what has been learned that
evening. You may imagine the material being written up, or

perhaps being delivered by phone to Richard Slakes or Claris
Novescu. If the latter mode, then the keeper has a useful per-
sona by which to guestion or praise the general direction of
investigation, to offer tidbits of information, or to create convinc-
ing descriptions of personalities in FW.

In broader context, regular and comprehensive reporis
serve as a sure foundation for the continuation of the campaign.
If most or all of the current investigators decide to make friends
with shoggoths or insist on inviting Shub-Niggurath to tea, at
least their experiences are not lost, even though they may be.
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If armed investigators turn into the alley, smash out the
rear windows, and open fire, their fusillade causes the bik-
ers to skid to a halt, in turn blocking the trailing vans, and
allowing the investigators to escape whether or not they hit
anything. Halve the chance to hit, but be sure to roll for hits
and to announce if any bullet strikes the target. If none hit,
say merely that the investigators are now too far away to
detect damage. Such a success eliminates Lurline Pardee’s
tattoo as a clue, but her name and travel destination, To-
ronto. can be found in Dr. Finley’s home. In any case, such
cavalier weapons use should probably be quickly punished
by the keeper.

Foiling the attack, they then drive on to Zymvotek with-
out further incident. The inevitable does not happen. Be
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a minute more, to give the
critter-nappers more time to
gel away. Then they sneer-
ingly mount up and rumble
away. Their mockery
should leave the investiga-
tors (and the players) angry;
dangle the possibility of re-
venge as another way to
keep the players motivated.

Presumably the investi-
gators do not resist the as-
sault. If they do, play out that action, but reluctantly, since
it’s a bit early to end the campaign with no survivors; as the
shots strike home, strive to dramatize the enormous holes
that each bullet chews through the van. By this time eight
people are firing from every angle, and if the sub-machine
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Metropolitan Samson

guns come into play, there’s not much chance to come out
unscathed. If the keeper wishes. improvise a concussion
grenade (damage 1D8 plus knockout) to end the blood.

Stats for the gang occur at the end of this chapter. Each
biker woman has a MAC- 10 sub-machine gun with full-auto
capacity and three 30-round magazines. Each biker male
has a .357 Magnum, holstered and strapped to his gas tank.
There are three cultists in each van, a driver and two guards;



they each carry 9mm parabellum automatic pistols with 15-
round magazines. Everyone wears sunglasses. The attack-
ers aim for the driver first, then Slakes. then call for surren-
der from any survivors. If no one surrenders, they continue
to fire, calling for surrender each time someone dies or is
wounded seriously.

If somehow Slakes dies but the investigators fight off
the attackers and keep control of the specimen, he tells them
before he dies that the creature is to be delivered to a Dr.
Morton Leem at Zymvotek—Jatik at FW is happy to supply
the same information.

During the assault, call for Spot Hiddens. Each success
reveals something.

= None of the vehicles have license plates or (apart from the two
Harley-Davidsons) any special identifying features, suggesting
that this is a planned crime.

® One of the black-suited gunmen is a thin, small-nosed man with
a sallow complexion. He happens to smile at some specially
gory or dangerous moment. As he does, he flashes yellowish
teeth that are plainly filed to wicked points.

® One biker-man’s T-shirt reads G-L-C, perhaps for God’s Lost
Children. a notorious heavy-metal band often accused of foster-
ing Satanic beliefs and attitudes.
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® One biker-woman’s pants have
a two-inch cirele carefully cut
in the seat, through which
shows skin and a neatly-tat-
tooed rosebud.

If shooting occurs, several
police cars arrive at the scene
in D6+2 minutes, and officers
will try to learn what has hap-
pened. Though survivors and
bystanders can offer some de-
scriptions, the attackers get

away cleanly.

Wounded investigators are
taken to Lowlands General
Hospital’s excellent trauma unit, but those with Credit Rat-
ings of less than 35 are refused treatment unless they each
can post $1000 in cash or credit card deposits.

Tattooed Clue

Unwounded investigators who possess necessary City
of Samson weapons permits and who tell the police the truth
are on their way in half an hour.

In the case of the baby dark young, truth has relative
efficiency. The police are happy if the investigators describe

s
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The Bikers Attack
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the specimen as “‘something like an octopus™ or “a new
specimen from South America.” If the investigators de-
scribe the thing accurately and attempt to convey its signif-
icance. perhaps bringing in Shub-Niggurath and the pano-
ply of the Mythos, the police are positive they are being lied
to, and detain the investigators for hours at the Hall of
Justice.

Il the situation promises to be amusing, question each
investigator separately. If they tell conflicting stories or if
they were carrying firearms without permit. let the police
detain them into the night—the authorities suspect a drug
deal gone bad: even when releasing them, they warn the
investigators not fo leave lown.

Allow Fw influence as seems opportune; Jatik is not
pleased to learn that Tait's specimen has disappeared, but
neither is he surprised. He admits that, given Tait’s disap-
pearance, the case now seems much more dangerous than
he imagined. If the investigators return to FW's headquar-
ters. the next day and thereafter they see large men with
lumpy suit coats in the lobby and guarding the elevators and
stairwells adjacent to Fw.

If Slakes died in the assault. presume that Jatik has
appointed another aide to fulfill the same job. Hereafter the
scenario assumes that Slakes survives in good shape.

The investigators will correctly deduce that a spy exists
in the Full Wilderness oftices. But Jatik says that he'll take
care of the matter, He never does—and he’s working at such
cross-purposes that he never allows the investigators the
chance to find out that it is Claris Novescu (one clue is her
ownership of a large amount of Larson Pharmaceutical
stock). Keepers who wish might create an entertaining
search of FW's offices, but such rummaging would have to
be done carefully. or the investigators learn entirely too
early of their betrayal. At the end of this campaign, of
course, the point is unimportant,

At Zymvotek

The biotechnology firm Zymvotek is a five-minute drive
away. If the investigators have lost the baby dark young,
then logic, Slakes. or a successful idea roll says that there is
no reason to go on. and they return instead to FW headquar-
ters. and the keeper should skip to the next sub-section.

If the investigators still have the baby dark young, they
pull into a new industrial park, one of those campus-like
affairs with freshly-dyed grass and newly-purchased trees.
They stop before a silver-and-black, block-long building
with a 12-foot-high orange Z looming beside the main en-
trance.

Slakes goes inside for twenty minutes or so, then
emerges and directs the van to a small loading dock far
down the side of the building, where two men in white lab
codats wait with visilor passes for everyone.

When they meet. Leem tells the investigators that he is
accepting the specimen because he believes in the work of
Full Wilderness and is greatly concerned for the future of
the planet.

“We mostly study the commercial possibilities of bac-
teria—as food for humans, of course, and that’s how the
company began. but also as oil-eaters, selenium-fixers,
mineral-concentrators, that sort of thing. Until a few weeks
ago we had a division devoted to cosmetics tests on animals,
Everyone was glad to halt those tests, and the facilities are
still intact; Corporate won't know what to do with them
until next year’s budget plan is complete. We can use this
area for several months without interference: I've already
gotten the space allocation.” They enter a large room, silent
and empty except for lab benches, utility connections, and
stacked rows of gleaming stainless-steel cages numbering
in the hundreds.

Leem’s chatter ends abruptly when he removes the tar-
paulin and actually sees the creature in the cylinder. His jaw
drops in delight. ““Jatik said it was something special. but
who could have dreamed of this? This is no recombinant
product, gentlemen!™ He chuckles happily to himself, and
begins to make plans.

The investigators must leave it at that. Al some point in
the next week a chastened Dr. Leem tells them that his team
has learned little, and agree only that the thing is not of
Earth, that it is not a carbon-based lifeform, and that its
noxious outgassing includes an unhealthy amount of cya-
nide. A heated battle has developed between team members
who want to continue to study the thing alive. and those to
whom dissection is the only solution. “We’ll continue to
study it, as we've agreed, but | wonder if anything can be
found out. Maybe all we can decide is whether what you've
brought is miracle or nightmare.”

Even later, the investigators learn that a portion of the
specimen’s containment cylinder has been eaten through by
powerful acid, as has been a single pane in a window to the
outside. The baby dark young, perhaps aided by a sudden
spurt in growth or capability, has escaped and disappeared
without a trace into the metropolis of Samson. A few days
later. the investigators notice the nearby story in the Daily
Samson.

As the days pass, the decline in the numbers of home-
less in Samson begins to contrast nationwide with every
other metropolitan area in the country. The investigators
may presume that the baby dark young is preying on such
frequently-casy targets. and may eventually search for the
creature, perhaps in the city sewers; what they find is for the
keeper to decide (perhaps Harold Gall’s Apt from
“Landscrapes™). The baby dark young is as likely to have
gone into the sea, or to have slipped transdimensionally
onto some other plane of existence unimaginably removed
from Earth. Whatever the keeper’s intention, repeated no-



Homeless Rate Decline?

The estimated number of homeless in the Greater Samson
Metropolitan Area has suddenly dropped, according to offi-
cials in the Mayor's homeless taskforce.

“In the last month, and especially in the last week, the
average numbers at Samson shelters, meal stations, and
rehabilitation programs have dropped some seven per-
cent,” said mayoral aide Christian de Vente. "These facts
indicate that the Mayor’s programs are succeeding.”

Other officials refrained from celebrating, suggesting
instead a statistical fluke. “We applaud the Mayor's efforts.
Three or four months of decline will be evidence of its
success,” stated Laverne Jones of People Power. "but
even then we shall not rest until everyone in our city has
clothes to wear, a safe place to sleep, decent food, and a
job."

—investigator handout #4

tice of the continuing decline in the number of homeless in
Samson is another refrain preparing investigators for the
climax of this campaign.

Tracking Down Tait

Several evidence (rails exist for investigating the man’s
disappearance; they can be followed in any order. The po-
lice have opened a missing person’s file on Tait; they'll also
have information such as Tait’s home address and have
interviewed his friends, relatives, and co-workers at DBZ.

The Shipping Point

Having seen the weird creature sprawled inside, FW receiv-
ing department employees held onto the packing. The thing
came in a reinforced cardboard box. unusually well-secured
by many yards of strapping tape.

The stamped code on the box identified it as sent by UPS
courier from a Samson suburb not far from Peter Tait’s,
from a storefront called Fax-n-Forms, equipped with a pho-
tocopier, private mailboxes, a tiny offset press, etc., and
which accepts personal packages for shipment via United
Parcel Service,

The clerk, Betty Rae Loulan. still remembers the pack-
age and the customer who sent it, because “the box had
such a funny odor, kinda like a frog or something. 1 asked
him what was in it, cause UPS is particular about chemicals
and perishable stuff. You know what he said it was? —
scratch-and-sniff labels!™

She provides a reasonably good description of Tait, if
the investigators have no photo; if they have a photo, she
identifies Tait as the man who sent the package.

It was the only time she had ever seen Tait. She has no
other information.
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The Police

The Missing Persons Bureau
at the Samson Hall of Justice
is a busy place. Detective-Ser-
geant Jack Bolling, who occu-
pies just one of many desks in
the large room. is in charge of
the case. Since by definition
the authorities don’t know
what has happened to Tail.
Sergeant Bolling is more in-
terested in what the investiga-
tors can tell him. He'll trade
information, though, if he
thinks it appropriate.

Sgt. Bolling

Bolling is an energetic black man of considerable intel-
ligence. He feels stifled and overworked in his present as-
signment, yet reasonably content with his decision to enter
law enforcement as a career.

Bolling has notitied the newspapers of the disappear-
ance, and has asked for information from anyone knowing
the whereabouts. Since he doesn’t yet know much about the
case (it is one of 224 for which he has current responsibil-
ity), his investigation 1s piecemeal and tentative. Maybe
Tait committed suicide—these intellectuals, you know.
Maybe Tait had gambling or drug debts—another good rea-
son to leave town. Maybe Tait was murdered by somebody
who had reason to kill him. But it’s all speculation until
there’s evidence.

The Heat

As this adventure unfolds, a heat wave begins and then
drags on, and the thermometer slowly climbs. The City
writhes in the humidity, while the bitumen hugs the warmth
and retains it. Things go from uncomfortable to uneasy.
82'F (27'C) — people comment on how nice the warm spell
is. Swimming is popular. No one feels harassed.

86°F (29°C) — old people start to grumble. Young people
stay home from school and work; rudeness, petty theft, and
bullying increase. The police are harassed.

90°F (30°C) — fires become frequent, and false alarms
even more frequent. Thefts become armed robberies. Only
the slave-driven now button their collars. Firemen are har-
assed.

94°F (31°C) — The temperature climbs, with no sign of
retreat. People swoon. TV weather people cease joking
about the weather. Robberies become assaults. Medical
workers are harassed.

98'F (33 C) — garbage collectors strike; the air stinks and
swarms with flies. After work, all the home air conditioners
go on within a few minutes; the power grid flickers and the
traffic lights dim and the whole system threatens to fail.
Assaults become murders. Everyone is harassed.

100°F (35 C) — and climbing.




22—At Your Door

Before he’ll say anything, Bolling must believe that the
investigators have a legitimate interest in Tait. If he learns
that they're working as hired investigators, he has every
right to ask questions like “"Hired by who?" and **Hired to
do what?” Full Wilderness is a respectable organization,
and the hint that Tait knew something bad about Dawn
Biozyme gets his attention and cooperation once he has had
time to call Slakes or Jatik and check out the story.

But let the players work their own story; then judge it
coolly. Failing here, they can still get good information
from Tait’s brother, co-workers, and neighbors. If Bolling
thinks the story they tell is satisfactory, the investigators
learn the following.

Tait's empty car was first noticed by a Herb Hike of
6060 Fulton Avenue, Samson, who happened lo observe
Tait’s wallet lying open on the front seat of Tait’s car. Hike,
a visiting researcher at UC-Samson. called police because
he feared the locked vehicle would be broken into and the
wallet stolen. The responding officers took more than ca-
sual notice of the vehicle because the viewpoint where it
was discovered is little more than 50 yards from a high
seacliff. Several suicides each year take place there, and the
officers knew that people driven to suicide frequently leave
behind wallet or purse as a memorial or marker.

The vehicle, a late-model BMW, was newly scraped and
battered in amazing fashion. Because of the extensive body
damage, the reporting officer suggested that the driver may
have been drunkenly despondent when he reached the sea,
and there climbed over the rail and fell to his death among
the rocks and pounding surf a hundred feet below.

The suicide theory became more likely the following
day, when Bolling—following up on the report and im-
pounding the vehicle—found that no neighbors had seen
Tait lately and, referred by them to Dawn Biozyme, learned
that DBZ had not seen him or heard from him in two days.

Tait's brother Edward, though cooperative, was not
close to the missing man, nor could he offer any reason for
Peter Tait's disappearance. Lacking new evidence, there the
investigation stands.

Il any one investigator can receive a successful Bargain,
Credit Rating. or Debate roll, he or she makes a friend of
Sergeant Bolling, and can feel free to occasionally call upon
the Sergeant. Implicitly. though, that investigator agrees to
keep Bolling informed of every new development concern-
ing Tail’s disappearance, and should understand the terms
of this alliance before entering into it. As this scenario ad-
vances, the keeper has opportunity to indicate to the inves-
tigators who and who has not already been interviewed by
Bolling, and who and what, consequently, that Bolling
should be told about. Bolling, for instance, has never
learned about Harold Gall, though he did get word from the
Sheriff of Squamish County that Peter Tait was not in resi-
dence at his farm.

The good sergeant knows
a fair bit more than he’s will-
ing to tell the investigators,
since he does not want to com-
promise what still might tum
out to be a murder case. Just
now he does not have enough
evidence to provide cause for
additional investigation; he
hopes the investigators can
turn up something to get the
wheels of justice started.

The Daily Samson EddieLowry

If the investigators fail with Sergeant Bolling, they might
succeed with Eddie Lowry of the Daily Samson, an old hand
at writing the news from the Hall of Justice. The Reporters’
Room at the Hall is off-limits to the public, but the investi-
gators can easily learn from the newspapers which reporters
cover that beal, and get an appointment with Lowry in the
basement cafeteria a short time later.

Unfortunately Lowry, just like Bolling, wants new in-
formation more than he wants to give it, and reacts very
much as Bolling has. Lowry has easy access to Bolling,
though, who can summarize for him the police report on
Tait,

Lowry is a venal, dyspeptic man, bellicose and alco-
holic, admired by old police hands for past achievements
and loathed by the young writers he delights in stepping on.
Lowry does no favors without clear gain. His gain here is
$100 to ask Bolling what he has. Then he asks another $2350
to tell the investigators about it. If he gets the cash instead
of getting roughed up (as he perhaps deserves), then he
makes a precise and reliable report.

But, by paying Lowry $350 for 25 minutes work, the
investigators are suggesting to him that the innocuous story
is much bigger than it seems—Eddie’s not stupid. From
now on, Eddie Lowry or an acquaintance stays on the look-
out for the investigators and for developments in the case.

If the keeper needs a plausible villain or potential res-
cuer, keep Lowry in mind. He’'ll enjoy blackmailing the
investigators, if he can, or try to take advantage of some or
all of them in any way he can.

Seacliff

Seacliff Palisades is a well-to-do neighborhood of large
houses and expensive automobiles, justly proud of its fine
views of the Pacific Ocean and technicolor sunsets. The
view east toward the city center is also striking, overlooking
hundreds of blocks of white and pastel residences which in
turn lead the eye toward the towering office buildings clus-
tered downtown. The verdant serpentine sweep of Union



Park, beginning in the middle distance, provides pleasing
contrast.

Part of Seacliff Palisades Park is a narrow strip of land
at the edge of the cliff, a favorite spot for lovers. This
portion is mostly parking lot, with a few picnic tables and
some public conveniences at the south end of the strip.

According to the report, Tait’s car was parked in the last
space north, the highest point in the park. Inspection of the
area yields nothing, and a few suntanned, loutish young
men drinking beer nearby know nothing. The pounding surf
at the bottom of the cliff suggests that anyone who fell or
jumped from here would be killed instantly and probably
never will be recovered.

The Brother

Peter Tait’s only relative, Edward Tait, lives with a room-
mate in a prosperous suburb on the north edge of town,
miles from Seacliff Palisades. Edward Tait is a successful
corporate lawyer; his luxurious townhouse is easily worth
more than a million dollars.

Like Sergeant Bolling, he’s not interest in telling the
investigators anything about Peter Tait until he understands
why they want to know. If they hesitate, or lie clumsily, he
ushers them out of the house.

[f they make plain Full Wilderness’s concerns about
Dawn Biozyme, he lets them in, but is not forthcoming in
his answers. With a successful Credit Rating, Debate, or
Fast Talk roll, an investigator gets Edward to relax. and he
then gives them as much information as he can.

Edward helped his mother raise Peter, and to Edward he
was always his little brother; Edward was 12 when their
father left, a few months before Peter was born. Their
mother had enough put aside to help Edward through col-
lege, and he graduated in corporate law. In turn, he was able
to pay for Peter’s university education; consciously choos-
ing a different path than his brother, Peter opted for the
sciences. Made comfortable by her sons, their mother died
five years ago. For tamily, the brothers have only each other
now.

Edward explains that he had not seen Peter for a few
months; he has been too busy with his own work. He blames
himself for not keeping in touch. About Dawn Biozyme he
knows little, save that Peter was pleased to get the job and
enjoyed his work there.

He does not believe, will not believe, that Peter commit-
ted suicide, as the police seem to think. It is entirely unlike
his brother to even contemplate such an act. He is upsetover
Peter’s disappearance and is willing to help the investiga-
tors find out what has happened to him. A successful Psy-
chology roll testifies that his concern is genuine.

Having explained all this over several drinks, he con-
fesses that he feels he didn’t look after his little brother as
well as he should have. He is grateful that the investigators
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are on the case, and at the keeper’s option offers his own
financial reward it they find Pete. He eagerly offers his
personal assistance, starting with the effects that the police
recovered from Peter’s care. “*William, where did you put
that manila envelope?”

His roommate appears from the kitchen. “Ed, it’s right
in the safe. And you should show them Pete’s car.” The
speaker is William, a trim young man decades younger than
the elder Tait.

Edward agrees. and leads everyone into the garage.
“We put Peter’s car in here to keep the neighbors from
complaining about it, for obvious reasons.”™

Beside Edward’s black Mercedes sedan is his brother’s
dark blue BMW. The body of Peter’s car has been systemat-
ically mutilated, fenders and roof bashed with hammer-like
blows. the paint chipped and marred by deep lateral furrows
and gashes. The distressed areas are obviously not the prod-
uct of an automobile accident. At one point, the initials BOF
have been scraped info the paint.

*I haven’t told anyone what I noticed today,” William
explains, and pulls a fork from out of a pocket. **Our silver
pattern is Revere Provencal. Look.” He holds the fork
against a set of marks. “*See? It almost matches. A lot of
these marks were made with different table forks, at differ-
ent angles, three-tine and four-tine styles intermixed. Some
are deep and some shallow. A lot of people got together to
do this. That’s why I don’t think whatever happened to your
brother was a suicide.”

Failing William’s deduction, of course, the keeper can
allow an idea roll from the investigators to arrive at the
sdme conclusit)n.

The Evidence in the Envelope

Edward opens a large manila property envelope from the
police department. It contains all the items of a personal
nature found in Peter Tait’s car.

The Wallet: it contains $140 in new twenties, a Versateller
withdrawal receipt for $100 from BankAmerica’s Sunset
Heights branch dated and timed the day before Peter Tait’s
auto was reported to the police, a current California driver’s
license, a Versateller card, an American Express gold card,
Visa and MasterCard charge cards, a Dawn Biozyme iden-
tification card, a Blue Cross health insurance card. Chevron
and BP gasoline cards, several of Tait's Dawn Biozyme
(“*Because The Future Is Now™) business cards, and re-
ceipts dated a few days earlier than the disappearance for 30
Super-VHS tapes from a home electronics store called The
Good Guys, and from the cheese store Galaxus for a pound
of brie.

If asked, Edward confirms that the listed address, 43
Miranda Way in Samson, was Peter’s current address, and
offers them the keys to the place.
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Two Sets Of Keys: the automobile keys are on a ring with
one sel of house keys—the keys to the Miranda Way resi-
dence—but a second ring holds a different set of house
keys, large and tarnished old-fashioned ones. Edward does
not know what they unlock, though from what Sgt. Bolling
has told him, he guesses they are for the farm near Delilah.

A Note Pad: the top page bears a list neatly printed in blue
pencil. With a successful idea roll, the investigators wryly
perceive that the list is one that any of them might have
composed.

TAKE TO THE FARM
Wires

Batteries

3 3-Gallon Cans Gasoline
8 Heavy Traps

12-Gauge Shotgun

2 Boxes Shells

Bible

Cross

try FW. Herman & Co.
try Cooper's Seed & Tool.

—Investigalor handout #5

The latter two entries prove to names of garden supply
stores in Samson, as the phone book reveals. The rest of the
pad is blank, though one page seems to have been torn out.

A Loose Business Card:

Theodore, Edgar, Dillon, & Little

Realtors and Property Managers

Specialists in Rural California

Jessica Dillon
18 Precita Lane
Samson, Ca.
95173
999-826-4037

—investigator handout #6

The card gives a Samson address and several phone
numbers. To follow up on the lead, see the section “The
Realtor,” further below.

A Tarot Card: the card is The Hanged Man. A success-
ful Occult roll reveals the Tarot meaning of that card as
hopelessness or futility of action,

And Two Special Things: Edward says that apart from
ordinary things like an auto registration or a tire gauge in
the glove box, the car was empty. If the investigators take
the time to carefully inspect the automobile, however, they
find (perhaps with an optional successful Spot Hidden roll)
two clues.

CLUE ONE: a slip of paper stuck to the underside of the
driver’s floor mat. It matches the paper from the note pad.
Scrawled in black on it are the numbers 555/962. If the
investigators decide that this is a phone number and call it,
see the sub-section “Telephoning 555-1962" further below.

CLUE TWO: Tait’s journal. The journal is inside a slit in the
driver’s-side carpet, along the drive-shaft. If the driver’s
seat is scooted forward completely, the seat catches against
the slit. making the opening easy to notice. Look for the
relevant text from this thick book nearby, in the box **Tait’s
Journal.” If the keeper needs, a copy of this personal journal
could also appear on Tait’s hard disk. or the journal could
be encountered instead at Tait’s newly acquired farm. Either
way, this is an important lead, since investigators need it to
get to Jennifer Armbruster.

The Realtor

Jessica Dillon remembers Peter Tait well, since the deal for
Tait’s farm closed only a few weeks before. If the investiga-
tors talk to her by phone, she willingly supplies the farm’s
address, since that’s a matter of public record, but she won't
say more unless she and the investigators meet face to face.

[f they do meet, they meet at the agency. It turns out that
Jessica Dillon is a bit of a slime who drones on and on about
country property and investment opportunities in the Sam-
son Valley, batting her eyes all the while, without much
more Lo say about Peter Tait. She does have a blurry photo-
graph of the main house to show, a nondescript clapboard
bungalow near the bottom of a long slope. As she pulls it out
of the file, a business card flutters free and lands on an
investigator's lap. It reads Ateley P. North, Properties.

Dillon explains that Mr. North was the seller’s represen-
tative. She describes North as a tall black man, courteous,
deep voiced. and very well dressed. Keepers no doubt see
in the name an anagram of Nyarlathotep.

There is a Samson address and phone number on the
card, and Dillon photocopies it for the investigators, if they
want to follow up on the lead. Neither address nor phone
number ever have belonged to any Mr. North—the card is a
dead end.

If the investigators ask, the farm near Delilah was sold
to Tait by a Mr. Harold Gall, 578 Beach Road, Samson,
California, whose phone is 555-1962.
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TAIT'S
JOURNAL

This journal dates back almost two
years, to the time that Tait was first em-
ployed at Dawn Biozyme (DBZ). The
book is mostly of little interest. A few
useful entries are quoted here.

Date: | got the job! They had an opening
| could fill. Fortunately, old Bennett an-
swered the phone when DBZ called for
my reference. He gave them a good
story for sure. | thanked him up one side
and down the other.

Date: Finally got up the nerve to ask
Jennifer Armbruster out for a date. I've
been working next to her for weeks.
What a sexy little gal. Practically drove
me crazy. We go to dinner tonight.

Date: Jenny found semething interesting
in the back lab—the restricted area. The
door was open when she walked by and
she couldn't resist a peek. It looks like
some kind of plasma or serum but | can't
be sure; I'm going to run some tests on
it, on the sly, and see what can be found
out.

Date: The results are unclear. | can't
seem to link this stuff up with anything |
know. I'm sure its organic but it's not
hydrocarbons. Maybe Jenny has
learned something.

Date: Jenny and | have called it off.
Maybe | got tired of the drive downtown
to Thor's Gym. Or maybe we make bet-
ter friends than lovers. She's too head-
strong for my tastes—this bodybuilding
stuff is not my cup of tea, and she doesn't
seem to like what she's learned of my
private life.

Date: Jenny says she knows nothing,
but she's lying to me. There's a rumor
going around that she's going to be pro-
moted to the P7 lab, and now I'm getting
the cold shoulder,

Date: Jenny got the job. | tried to con-
gratulate her but she seemed to snub
me. Am | not sincere, or is she too good
for me now that she's working for Dr.
Finley? | hardly see her now.

Date: Just finished a book called A Task
Received, written by R. Jatik, the head of
Full Wilderness. Quite a remarkable
piece—I read it in a single long evening.
I've picked up a copy of his second book,
Hard Lessons. Maybe look into joining
FW. Maybe Ed and William would like to.
| should have been a naturalist.

Date: Picked up Jenny today at Thor's.
She claims that the serum’s nothing ex-
citing, but that she's not allowed to talk
about anything they do in Project P7.
Security reasons. But the names of
these secret projects sound just like spy
novels. She and Finley have been work-

ing late a lot—he's getting some, the
bastard.

Date: Caught up with Jenny. Had to wait
a half hour for her in the parking lot. | told
her I'd like to get together for conversa-
tion, but she's having none of it. | can't
get over her growth in the last few
months—that kind of spurt has to be
painful and dangerous, but she seems in
perfect health. Probably not growth hor-
mone at all, or steroids. Something new.
Can't just be her workouts. She must be
six inches taller than when we met, and
she’s no teenager. Is Finley at the bottom
of it, or am | just feeling jealous?

Date: Snuck into P7 today with a tech
who said he'd let me take a quick look
around. They've got the best. Some mar-
velous bench gear I'd only read about.
Strange library. A shelf of strange books.
Alchemy? Looked up authors Prinn and
von Juntz, but they meant nothing at the
UC-Samsan library.

Date: Jenny's fresh back from Naples.
She won the competition but now she
must be over six feet tall by now. She
was about 5'2" when | met her. Finley is
using her for a guinea pig, jacking her up
on a new steroid.

Date: Jenny quit today. She must be
seven and a half feet tall — can hardly
get around the lab without breaking
things. | hate to see her go. The rumor is
that drug use disqualified her from her
last competition. No surprise to me. Her
personality's changed, too. It's hard to
believe she's the woman | dated. | told
her to stay in touch, but she won't.
Date: Argued with Finley today. Proba-
bly blew my chances to get promoted. |
think | ought to start looking for another
job—someplace that cares about its em-
ployees, judging by what happened to
Jenny. I've been thinking about getting a
place out of town, a farm where | could
spend some time.

Date: Slipped into warehouse 2 today to
look around. Finley was out to lunch with
some salesman. | was surprised to find
the place so empty. Most of the building
is open floor, lit by fluorescent lights.
There's the most godawful smell, even
with the scrubbers going full blast! | don't
know what Finley's up to but it stinks like
hell. A back room was locked. Supplies?
I'd like to find out.

Date: Another argument with Finley
today. | think he found out that I'd been
snooping around. On the bright side.
Jessica Dillon called today and said she
found a farm that was just what | was
looking for. Along drive, but a good price.
Date: Drove up to Delilah over the week-
end and looked at the place. | think it will
do. Even as isolated as it is | would have
thought they could have gotten at least
twice the price. | asked Jessica about the

owner and she said that he—he wants to
remain anonymous—wanted a quick
sale. | guess | could learn who he is in
the county records. The owner is selling
it through an agent, a Mr. North.

Date: Closed today on the farm. The
story going around is that the company's
planning termination. Just when things
were going right for me.

Date: It's over. | got my two-week notice
today. | know that Finley set this up.
Date: | snuck into the back warehouse
today and broke into Finley's locked
room. | thought | might get my hands on
some of his serum or even some notes.
Selling it on the open market it might be
worth a half-million or more. But | didn't
find it. God, the things | did find.

Date: Finally managed to get through to
Jatik at Full Wilderness and intimated
what's going on at DBZ. He didn't believe
me at first but | bet he's interested now!
| think | might be able to deliver one of
the specimens right to his headquarters.
If that doesn't convince him | can't imag-
ine what will.

Date: | got the thing out of there, but just
barely. | think they know | did something,
but don't know what. Something
terrible’s going on at DBZ. I'm off to the
farm, to live off Mom's money for a while.
Nobody at work knows where the place
is. I'll hide there and write up what | know
for Jatik.

Date: I'll call Jatik in another day or so,
when the presentation is done. Mean-
while | had a visitor, Mr. North, the tall
black man who's the agent for the former
owner. North said he stopped by to make
sure everything was all right. | didn't
know whether or not to trust him. |
thought he might be one of Jatik's men,
or even somebody from DBZ, although |
would have remembered seeing such a
striking man. Anyway, | decided he
couldn't be trusted and got him out of the
house as quickly as | could. As he left he
asked to |eave his card with me. | said
yes and the guy handed me a card from
a Tarot deck. Just handed me the card,
grinned, and then left. The whole thing
gives me the creeps. I'm sure he must be
from DBZ.

Date: | should call Edward and let him
know what's going on, but somehow |
don’t want him to be involved. Better that
he doesn't know.

Date: My first night at the farm. It's
peaceful out here. Hardly a sound to be
heard. | should have moved here years
ago. Maybe | should have been a farmer.
Now a fresh morning and things seem
better. That visitor seems like a dream
now. My plans for the day: tour the prop-
erty. There's still a lot of it | haven't seen.

—Invesiigator handout #7
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Telephoning 555-1962

If the investigators ring the number during the day, there is
no answer. IT they call at night, the phone is picked up atter
a half-a-dozen rings by a man with a harsh grating voice.
This is Harold Gall—see the next chapter, “Landscrapes™,
for details about him. He is extremely rude, answering the
phone with a cry of “What!?" He says nothing of use, nor
will he supply his address if the investigators don’t have it.
If they mention Peter Tait, he says *You're wasting your
time. He's gone,” and hangs up.

The phone company will not supply an address for a
phone number. and the reverse city directory, a handy list-
ing of telephone numbers by street address, is no help. If the
investigators have made friends with Sergeant Bolling, he
quickly gives them the information, but they have to tell
him its significance.

43 Miranda Way

Tait's home in Samson is a modest two-story white stucco
building with a red tile roof located in an unremarkable
middle-class residential area.

A side entrance and deep garage open to the street on
the ground floor; behind the garage lay a utility room and a
smallish room with french doors—they open on a rear gar-
den, weedy and ill-kept. The room with the french doors
contains a small television, a cable box, a rowing machine,
a Soloflex machine, and a telephone.

Upstairs, six rooms exist—smallish and almost anony-
mous living and dining rooms, an unimproved kitchen, and
a spartan and old-fashioned bathroom. Little in these rooms
is of interest. Quantities of wilting and molding vegetables
and fruit in the refrigerator testify (as do the exercise ma-
chines downstairs) to Tait's interest in physical fitness and
health.

On a wall in the living room is a framed photo of Tait
accepting a plaque from Dr. Finley of Dawn Biozyme for
meritorious service. The plaque hangs beside the photo; it
says that Tait deserves the award for “originating proce-
dures which enhance the commercial possibilities of recom-
binant technology.” If the investigators fail to locate Tait’s
cache concerning his secret life, this is the only photo of him
in the house. The back of the photo identifies it as a print
made to order by the Daily Samson from an news photo shot
about a year before. The remaining two rooms are more
pertinent.

The Bedroom: a large room with a double bed, otherwise
crammed full of televisions, VCRs, a low-lux 8mm camera
and tripod, editing and dubbing boxes, speakers, stereo am-
plifiers, CDs, cable hookups, a feed to an excellent rooftop
satellite dish. and whatever else the keeper cares to add.
Tait’s taste in music or television can correspond to what the
keeper is comfortable with: the shelves are stutfed with

video tapes and music albums. A clothes closet is filled with
unremarkable garments.

Stacks of dirty dishes confirm that Tait spent many wak-
ing hours here. If the investigators have already visited with
his neighbors or co-workers, this mass of electronics ex-
plains how the reclusive Peter Tait spent much of his time.

A telephone answering machine winks in a corner. It
contains one message, from a Judy, saying that she’s called.
Sergeant Bolling has already written down several similar
messages from other people. If the investigators find Tait’s
scrapbooks, they could by tedious elimination associate all
the callers with Tait’s private life. None of them have any
meaning in this campaign.

With a successful Spot Hidden, the investigators note
that what looks like a row of encyclopedias is actually a set
of bound scrapbooks. They contain clippings from
swingers' newspapers and magazines dated over a number
of years, as well as souvenir photos of Tait with a variety of
equally compromised men and women. Systemalic inspec-
tion turns up similar videotapes, and an appreciable amount
of the correspondence on Tait’s hard disk concemns this
hobby. Up to two full weeks will be necessary to track down
all the leads but, when done, they add up to nothing. Tait
enjoyed an active and varied sex life and was outgoing and
loving of his partners (and liked and admired by them, if
they’re asked), an aspect not otherwise shown in his life.
Given this new information, a successful Psychology roll
finds in Tait a much more stable man than he seemed before,
certainly one even less likely to commit suicide.

The Study: slightly smaller than the bedroom, this room
contains microbiology texts, abstracts, and journals, a late-
model computer with a dedicated-line modem, a high-speed
dot-matrix printer, and stacks of photocopied scientific ar-
ticles. The only personal touches in the room are horror
movie and monster-movie posters from the 1930s to the
present.

PROFESSIONAL PAPERS: as it would be for any contemporary
scientific specialty, the relevance and importance of the
articles Tait collected is not clear to anyone untrained in
microbiology and unfamiliar with current progress in gene-
splicing.

If the investigators hire a specialist (UC-Samson is a
likely location for consultants) to examine the papers, that
worthy spends several days deciding merely that Tait was
keeping systematic files across most of the realm of micro-
biology, and that the materials in his study contain or sug-
gest nothing unusual except the ability to read and compre-
hend at lightning speed. For no clues, the consultant’s fee
nonetheless totals $900.

PERSONAL PAPERS: though he had no financial software, Tait
kept clear financial records. A successful Accounting roll
summarizes his accounts, balances, and current worth in



under an hour, and discovers that he had withdrawn money
from four accounts in the past month in order to make a
down payment on a farm near Delilah, California.

Failing the Accounting roll, the investigators take most
of a day to be sure of the withdrawals, since Tait often
shuffled money between accounts, and then they miss the
connection to the farm since the cancelled check has not vet
returned.

OTHER BOOKS AND JOURNALS: in one set of shelves are many
books and journals concerned with environmental topics;
on a successful idea roll, the investigators notice that all the
editions and publications are newer than two years old,
pointing to Tait’s recent interest in the subject. Among the
hardback books are Robert Jatik’s A Task Received and
Hard Lessons.

Tait’s Computer

Both a password and a simple encryption scheme protect it;
without a successful Computer Use skill roll, the investiga-
tors can only read a screen that says Password? The pass-
word cannot be easily beaten, such as by booting with a
system disk in the A-drive, and only Tait knows the pass-
word (he changes it every few months—it’s currently
“Godzilla™).

With an assist from Sergeant Bolling (who clears the
way with Pacific Bell) and a successful Computer Use skill
roll. the investigators learn Tait’s unlisted modem phone
number and are able after several hours of effort to enter his
computer from the rear, so to speak.

Certain files have been separately encrypted (their file
contents strewn across most of the hard disk). but the an-
nealing keys remain resident in the operating system; once
the identity of the commercial encryption process has been
learned (another successful Computer Use skill roll,
please), then the keys can be hunted down.

In all, gaining access to Tait's files takes ten hours, and
proves not to be worth the effort. There is a lot of correspon-
dence, sexy and otherwise, which reveals Tait the man but
offers few clues. No correspondent admits knowing his
whereabouts.

If the investigators hunt long enough, or have the proper
software, they do come across the files containing his letter
to Jatik and the feeding instructions for the dark young.
Though he stated that he was drawing up a full explanation
of the situation at Dawn Biozyme. no such file seems to
exist; leave the investigators in doubt as to whether or not it
is on Tait’s hard disk.

Fruits of the Modem: Tait has an speakerphone connected
with his modem; he can choose to transfer data files or voice
messages with it at a keystroke.

The modem files are of interest. Not only does Tait’s
autodialer contain the number 555-1962, but it names Har-
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old Gall as the owner of the number, and gives his address
as 578 Beach Road, a decaying part of Samson.

Further, there is an intriguing file called “*password™,
which contains only the word electrophoresis. With first a
successful idea roll and then another successful Computer
Use roll, the investigator learns that it is the computer entry
password for the Dawn Biozyme system, more of which is
discussed in the “Dawn Biozyme™ chapter of this book, in
the sub-sections “*'The Computer System™ and *Breaking
And Entering.”

If the investigators decide to break into the system via
modem, the entrant must be calling from a phone number
listed as safe on a list contained within the computer, as well
as knowing the password with which to then open the sys-
tem. Peter Tait’s number continues to be listed on the DBZ
system, but only for the first eight days after the investiga-
tors arrive in Samson—no access can be made thereafter.
The password electrophoresis is found on his hard disk in
the modem software, the only word in the file “Password”,
already batched into his autodial sequence for Dawn
Biozyme, an action specifically forbidden for security rea-
sons by the corporation.

But, from Tait’'s home computer, only the electronic
mail portion of the Dawn Biozyme system is accessible.
The only letter in Tait’s file is a brief statement that two
week’s notice of termination of employment is hereby
given, and that his e-mail account will be closed as of the
eighth day after the investigators arrive in Samson. The
only other file easily available is the mailbox list, showing
everyone at DBZ-Samson with an e-mail account who can
be sent messages. Without decryplion, no way exists to
inspect other e-mail files or to penetrate more deeply into
the system. The mailbox list can be copied onto disk or
printed out.

Finally, if the investigators look for it, they also find an
entry in his autodialer for Theodore, Edgar. Dillon, & Little,
Realtors. That entry includes a cross-reference to a direct
line to Jessica Dillon of that firm, and gives her home phone
number as well.

Neighbors

Tait’s neighbors are a conglomerate—first-generation Irish
(illegal immigrants who hesitate to answer questions), a
large Bengali family (only the children speak good En-
glish), an middle-aged Chinese gentleman (who has stock-
piled a ton of fireworks in his garage without telling police,
fire department, or anyone else), two white Yuppie couples
whose visitors are mainly electronics repairmen, and a
Salvadoréan family working day and night to make their
new restaurant a success.

Most of them know Tait only because he cuts his own
tfront lawn rather than hiring someone. One of the Yuppie
women laughs and says he does it to show off his nice chest.
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She feels that Tait was either a very busy man or an unsocial
one, or both. None of the neighbors has seen him lately, nor
seen anything unusual happening around his home. They 're
all surprised to learn that he's disappeared. None know
where he might be.

Co-Workers

Administrators at Dawn Biozyme immediately ask whether
the investigators are police or other official representatives.
If the investigators say they are, they're told that Sergeant
Bolling knows all the facts in the case. and to see him. If the
investigators say they’re Tait’s friends or are hired by Tait’s
friends. the administrators refuse all comment, citing corpo-
rate policy.

Investigators who stake out the bus stops nearest Dawn
Biozyme are able in 1D3 days to interview by chance a
couple of bench-techs in Tait's department, who they cate-
gorize as a kind man, but one obsessed with accuracy and
not much else—the sort of scientist who is just a better
bench technician, not one gifted with special insight or
special luck. Tait’s jokes often seemed like afterthoughts,
made while the rest of his mind raced on to somewhere else.
Where his mind was going, he never said.

Conclusion

If the investigators alienate Sergeant Bolling, fail to be-
friend Edward Tait, and neglect to bribe Eddie Lowry, the
keeper must supply a new line of evidence which leads to
Harold Gall and the beginning of “Landscrapes.”

For instance, Tait’s co-workers might mention that he
had recently bought a farm. In rummaging through Tait’s
office desk—the investigators never get past the DBZ
guards—that helpful co-worker finds lessica Dillon’s card,
which leads to the realtor and the revelation of Tail’s farm.

Statistics

The Thing in the Cage

Dark young may mate in order to reproduce, or bud from Shub-
Niggurath, or may enter our existence in many different fashions.
The chapter “Dawn Biozyme" tells how this one came to Earth. The
new dark young at DBZ require physical food as well as absorption
of STR, but this requirement is transitory in many cases, as is using
its tentacles to attract prey. Larger dark young abanden tentacular
attraction of prey in favor of ambushes and quick charges, and at
that time may drain only STR from victims.

Bodies of victims drained of STR maintain general shape, but
have gone inexplicably soft, so that muscles and bones are squishy
and relatively insubstantial. Any human adult can easily force a
hand completely through the head or chest cavity. Frequently even
the adult dark young drains fluids and removes selected organs
from a victim, insuring the target's immediate death. A victim drained
only of STR lives for a few minutes, dying from general respiratory
and pulmonary failure unless the keeper otherwise wishes. The
victim characteristically has blackened skin, evidences sucker-like
sores, and is coated with a gelatinous slime of unknown signifi-
cance.

A baby dark young is a pale yellow-white, with darker mottles at
the base of its tentacles and rising up from the cloven hoofs. The
hoofs are black at the toes, fading back around each hoof to a pale
milky-white buttress shot with green pulsing veins. The tentacles
are more yellowish than the body, and the four main tentacles
already show darkening at their bases.

Unlike the adult, a baby dark young has no fur onits legs, which
are supple and smoothly octopoid with the same ability to make the
octopus’ astonishingly quick movements. Its four greater and vary-
ing number of lesser tentacles wave unceasingly, like the tentacles
of an anemone aswirl in the sea. When the small creature stands
still, the rippling arcs of tentacle movement have a hypnotic effect
that can draw the unwary closer.

Eyeless and possibly earless, the thing nonetheless has un-
known senses which accurately depict its surroundings.

The Baby Dark Young

STR 17 CON 14 SlZ2 INT 17
DEX 19  Moves8 HP 8"

Weapons: Tentacle 45%, damage 102 + 1 STR drain per round™

Bite 50%, damage 1D6

Spells: none as yet.

Skills: Mesmerize Insect 15%, Pounce 45%.

Sanity Loss: 1/1D6+1 SAN (for this little one).

* Of extra-terrene material and anafomy. A projectile does it no more than
1 point damage. If a projectile impales. it does 2 points damage. Shot-
guns loaded with buckshot or birdshot do minimum damage possible to
the gauge. Melee weapons such as club or knife do normal damage.

** Though the tentacles are as yet too small to do much harm to larger
prey, the ability of the beast fo ingest STR |s present. This specimen
could easily drain all STR from a sleeping human and then physically
ingest him or her over the following days and weeks, A human whose
STR reaches zero lives for a few minutes, or as the keeper determines.

POW 15

JACK BOLLING, Detective, Age 36

STR14  CON13 SIZ13 INT 15 POW 14

DEX 12 APP 11 EDU 14 SAN 64 HP 13

Damage Bonus +1D4

Weapons: Fist’/Punch 60%, damage 1D3+1D4

Nightstick 55%, damage 1D6+10D4

9mm Parabellum 70%, damage 1D10

Skills: Accounting 15%, Bargain 65%, Chemistry 5%, Chinese 10%,
Climb 45%, Computer Use 15%, Credit Rating 45%, Debate 20%,
Dodge 35%, Drive Automobile 65%. Electronics 15%. English 75%,
Fast Talk 50%, First Aid 45%, Jump 30%, Law 25%, Library Use 35%,
Listen 40%, Psychology 45%, Spot Hidden 60%.

EDDIE LOWRY, Sleazy Journalist, Age 45

STR 10 CON 9 SIZ 15 INT 14 POW 14

DEX g AFPP 10 EDU 11 SAN 38 HP 12

Damage Bonus +0

Weapons: none.

Skills: Bargain 75%, Browbeat 40%, Bully 55%, Climb 15%,
Computer Use 9%, Credit Rating 35%, Debate 10%, Drink Whiskey
70%, Drive Automnobile 45%, English 80%, Fast Talk 55%, History
25%, Law 10%, Library Use 55%, Listen 55%, Make Maps 15%,
Oratory 15%, Photography 25%. Psychology 45%, Shift Blame 49%,
Spot Hidden 70%,

RICHARD SLAKES, Jatik's Aide, Age 33

STR 12 CON 12 SlZ 12 INT 13 POW 13

DEX 13 AFP 13 EDU 16 SAN 51 HP 12

Damage Bonus +0

Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, damage 1D3.

Kick 45%, damage 1D6.

Skills: Accounting 25%, Anthropology 15%, Botany 15%, Chemistry
10%, Computer Use 25%, Credit Rating 55%, Cthulhu Mythos 4%,
Debate 60%, Drive Automobile -1%, Fast Talk 15%, French 35%, Law
35%, Library Use 45%, Martial Arts 45%, Oratory 15%, Psychology
40%, Spot Hidden 30%, Zoology 20%.



ROBERT JATIK, Founder of FW, Age 60
STR11  CON17  SIZ13 INT 13 POW 18

DEX 12 APP 13 EDU 18 SAN 30 HP 15

Damage Bonus +0

Weapons: none.

Skills: Accidentally Forget to Give Credit 85%, Accounting 10%,
Anthropology 25%, Bargain 60%, Bluff 70%, Botany 10%, Computer
Use 2%, Cthulhu Mythos 12%, Debate 40%, Dreaming 10%, Fast Talk
35%, Find Flatterer 35%, Laugh Extra-Heartily 28%, History 15%,
Library Use 30%, Lie 60%, Listen 15%,. Occult 10%, Pharmacy 15%,
Pilot Aircraft 20%, Psychology 40%, Sneak 30%, Spot Hidden 25%,
Swim 35%, Throw 35%, Zoology 30%.

CLARIS NOVESCU, Exec. Sec., Age 35

STR 10 CON 13 S1Z9 INT 14 POW 14
DEX12 APP12 EDU 18 SAN O HP 11

Damage Bonus +0

Weapons: none.

Skills: Accounting 35%, Bargain 65%, Computer Use 30%, Credit
Rating 0%, Cthulhu Mythos 19%, Debate 45%, Drive Automabile
40%, Electronics 5%, Fast Talk 24%. History 45%, Latin 27%, Law
20%, Library 50%, Oratory 15%, Psychology 61%, Rumanian 75%.
Spot Hidden 70%.

Two Biker Guys

STR  CON  SIZ  DEX POW  HP
Guy 1 16 15 17 11 11 16
Guy 2 18 16 18 12 10 17

Damage Bonus +1D6
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Weapons: Fist/Punch 75%, damage 103+1D6
Head Butt 45%, damage 1D4+1D6

Kick 70%, damage 1D6+106

.357 Magnum 55%, damage 1D8+1D6
Survival Knife 50%, damage 104+2+1D6

Two Biker Gals

STR CON 512 DEX POW  HP
Gal 1 1 13 9 13 14 11
Gal 2 12 12 10 14 13 11

Damage Bonus +0
Weapon: MAC-10 Sub-Machine Gun 60%, damage 1D10

Four Cultist Gunmen

STR CON Siz DEX POW HF
Gunman1 13 11 2] 16 12 10
Guoman2 12 12 10 15 13 1
Gunman3 13 13 11 14 10 12
Gunman4 10 12 12 12 17 12

Weapon: 9mm Parabellum 70%. damage 1D10

Two Cultist Drivers

STAR CON 51z DEX POW  HP
Driver 1 12 12 10 12 " 11
Driver 2 11 11 11 13 10 11
Weapon: 8mm Parabellum 45%, damage 1010 O

Scenario Considerations
“Landscrapes™ is set in the metropolis of Samson, Califor-
nia, and near the dingy hamlet of Delilah, some hundred
miles east of Samson. Commissioned by Jatik to find out
what happened to Peter Tait and what is going on at Dawn
Biozyme, investigators have a chance to visit the farm re-
cently purchased by Peter Tait. to speak with the former
owner, Harold Gall, and to learn more about Dawn
Biozyme’s activities.

Investigators persistent in combal encounters could
take two sessions to complete “Landscrapes™.

Additional notes concerning antecedents and tonal pre-
sentation of this scenario can be found at the end of this
chapter.

Keeper Information
The scenario starts in Samson. The investigators have
learned that Peter Tait bought a farm from one Harold Gall,

Landscrapes

Wherein the investigators drive about searching for clues regarding the
missing Dr. Tait and uncover evidence more mobile than any sane
person would bargain for.

a singularly unpleasant individual who is in the middle of a
bizarre experiment involving animal parts. The investiga-
tors can meet Gall before or after the trip to the tarm; if
afterward, they'll have more motive for the interview.
Tait’s farm is an obvious place to look for Tait. Gall left
behind there a previous experiment, a mobile plant. This
sentient horror is capable of controlling any vegetation it
infests, The investigators must destroy the thing and the
farm before it can escape. Before this happens. however,
and only if the investigators have not found it already, they
discover Tait's diary at the farm, further implicating Dawn
Biozyme in a bizarre plot threatening the future of mankind.

Strange Days Indeed

While the investigators prowl. remember that the city is
getting hotter, stickier, and more dangerous as the unusual
heat wave, the result of strange weather patterns forming up
in the Pacific since last mid-winter, continues.
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Disturbingly. TV and newspapers report of muggings,
killings and kidnapings, including a baby taken from his
stroller while the mother’s back was turned (this happened
yesterday: no ransom demands yet).

If the investigators take a ride on SUT, Samson’s subway,
they swear they see a face outside the train as it flashes
through a tunnel. Similarly they notice an upturned white-
ness in a sewer grating—but this turns out to be a bundle of
newspapers.

Stray animals, dumped and forgotten, ferret and fight
among the uncollected garbage.

Ahead, on a street corner, a black musician takes out a
sax and starts to play long, languid blue-notes—strangely,
this causes a man walking in front of the investigators to
turn about and hurry back toward them. fear in his eyes. If
an investigator receives a successful know roll, he or she
recognizes the musician as The Royal Pant, a horn-man
who has overdubbed on a lot of big-selling rock albums. As
the investigators near, The Royal Pant casually sways and
bops around the corner; when the investigators round the
corner, they see they were mistaken—the sax-man is old
and stiff-fingered. and the beautiful round tones have har-
dened into squeezed, dry notes of charitable value.

578 Beach Road

The ponds, reaches, and marshes in front of Beach Road
were long ago filled in by developers. Beach Road is now a
quarter-mile inland—not the best of areas, run-down, a little
scary. Some windows are boarded up. Weeds reach through
cracked cement. Old stucco homes peel and sag. Bored
youths banter listlessly and eve investigators of the opposite
sex, muttering to each other and laughing as they lounge in
front of a housing project. Angry children scream past. The
screech of old women comes from an alleyway. The slow
air throbs with the discordant rhythms of countless decks
pumping out rap, rock, metal, thrash, crash, funk, and grind,
driven up and distorted beyond recognition.

Anybody with a successful idea roll notices that al-
though there is as much garbage in the street here as else-
where, not one stray animal can be seen sniffing at it.

Harold Gall

If the investigators knock at 578 Beach Road during the day,
there is no answer. Gall is inside, asleep. It is a two-storied
house, no yard, filthy cracked walls, rusting chicken-wire
poking through crumbling stucco, The front door is above,
up a flight of steps. People in the street lazily watch the
investigators climb: any break-in attempt will be witnessed
by dozens of people.

If they knock at night, however, after a pause the door
crashes open, and the rumpled. smelly figure of Harold Gall
peers disdainfully at them over his pink-tinted glasses:
“Waddya want?!”

Gall brings new depths
to the word unpleasantness.
He is rude, a recluse, a slob,
a driven scientist of dubious
ethics. He despises social
skills, He sneers at, abuses,
and disdains the investiga-
tors.

The tinted glasses never
leave his face, making his
eyes less unreadable (reduce
the chance for a successful

Psychology roll on him by

20 percentiles). A success
detects obsessive madness
twitching beneath his foul exterior.

With mention of Tait, Finley, or Dawn Biozyme, Gall
grudgingly admits them into the living room. If they attempt
a ruse to wander around the house, he tells them to do it

Harold Gall

elsewhere. (Investigator: “Can I have a glass of water?”
Gall: “No!” ) He constantly repeats that he is a busy man.
Asked why, he answers only, A project.™

Asked if he ever worked for Dawn Biozyme, he says
that the relation was severed some time ago. He won't
specify whether in months or in years. He pops open a beer.
“To freedom and possibility,” he toasts, neglecting to offer
a drink to anyone else, and has nothing else to say about
DBZ.

I asked about the farm, Gall says that he sold it because
he’d finished there—finished what, he doesn’t say.

Informed of Peter Tait’s disappearance, he says he
knows what happened to Tait, and is working to rectify the
problem. If asked what problem, and what happened to Tait,
Gall says in low earnest tones, “The Sewer People.”

He’ll go on at length about them—naked, hairless
brutes, dwelling under the city. They have tumed their
backs on civilization. They blind their infants to give them
natural advantage in the dark, relying on their other senses.
They are a male tribe, stealing babies to perpetuate their
number. But Gall's project will finish them.

Pathetically, if the investigators have not made fun of
him, Gall has warmed to them. He invites them into the
back, from whence a strong smell of ammonia walts.

The hall past the kitchen leads into a large, cluttered
study/bedroom—books, dirty clothes, and bits of food lie in
tottering heaps. Beyond is a closed door, which he promptly
opens.

Within is a surprisingly neat laboratory—bottles of
chemicals, racks of instruments, etc. As the investigators go
past, a successful Spot Hidden picks out a one-liter brown
bottle with the word Rothmersholm printed on its label; if
the investigators return at some later time, the bottle cannot
be found.



In the center is a large dissecting table, upon which rests
a bulky pile covered by a white sheet. Brown seepage from
the mass is slowly staining the sheet. Next to this are some
stinking steel bins.

Throwing back the sheet, Gall says, “I'm working with
animal tissue this time.” The thing is awful, a huge bundle
of animal parts (dog, cat, pigeon, rat, rabbit, mouse) roughly
stitched together in a fetid heap. Legs jut in all directions.
The mass is larger than a person, wider than a doorway.
Dozens of heads are frozen in mid-snarl. It is quite dead.
The bins contain the offal and off-cuts. Investigators lose
0/1D4 sAN, and must receive D100 rolls of coN x5 or less
to keep down their dinners.

Gall explains that he is sending this monstrosity into the
drains to hunt down the Sewer People, but if investigators
begin to vomit, or if he sees the open revulsion on the faces
of the investigators, he kicks them out of the house—*"Ig-
norant fools!™ For all his scientific rationality, Gall is a
madman, as any successful Psychology roll now reveals.

There is no need ever to meel the APT; it is probably
much more effective to think about than to encounter.
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Nonetheless, notes and statistics exist for it and for Harold
Gall at the end of this chapter.

Attacks on Gall prompt his loud screams. If the investi-
gators harm or kill him, the police probably arrest them for
the crime: numerous witnesses saw them enter his house.

Back To Beach Road
The investigators are bound to return to Gall after they visit
the farm. They may alert the police and health authorities
who. disgusted, charge Gall. Or they might creep back to
burn down the place, or just to try to talk to him again.
The steel table is now bare. The bins are behind the
house, chock-full of animal bits, but it should remain un-
clear as to whether or not Gall dismantled the hybrid ca-
daver. If asked what happened to it, he smiles, and his last
words to them, as he slams the front door on them again (or,
if they’ve had him arrested, as the police car door shuts), are
“Taken a [clunk]”.

Make Listen rolls for the investigators, Most of them
think he said “part,” ie., taken apart. But one is sure he said
“walk.”
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Summary

The investigators may never know for sure about Gall’s
rough beast. As they leave Beach Road, the lounging youths
scatter in fear before the investigators—if the investigators
turn to look behind. nothing is there. Nol now, anyway.

Similarly, the Sewer People: one man’s demented rav-
ings. or are they really down there? Did he have the facts
right, or was that just a crazy theory he concocted? If they
are real, they might be stalking the investigators even now
from their subterranean lairs. If they are not real, make the
investigators feel stalked. regardless.

An example: a shadow is cast across a wall behind
them. As they turn around, they hear soft running footsteps,
and a metallic clang. Looking around the corner, the street
is empty, save for a slightly askew manhole cover. (The
running person could have been a small boy, the clang was
him knocking over a garbage can in his flight.)

And anyway, what happened to Peter Tait? —the Sewer
Dawn Biozyme? —or was it Harold Gall?

People?

Delilah

Though they may check out other clues first, sooner or later
the investigators trade the claustrophobia of the city for the
agoraphobia of the country. Tait obviously obtained some
strange things for his farm—why? That. and the fact that
Gall was the previous owner, is cause for concern. It's worth
checking out. And the investigators have a set of keys which
probably fit the Tait farm property. Smart investigators may
prepare by duplicating Tait’s list, unaware only that Tait
wanted to buy the most virulent possible plant-killing spray.

[t's 130 miles to the hamlet of Delilah, a devolutionary
journey from freeway to highway to road, from city to
suburb to crossroad.

The town is small and ugly, in a plain and boring way.
When the investigators arrive, a convenience store, a ser-
vice station, a post office, and a tavern are open.

An assortment of pickups and old autos are parked in
Iront of the drinking establishment, locals come to down a
few at the end of the day. Inside, older men and women sip
their drinks and listen to Elvis croon in crackling tones from
the dusty jukebox; the dead man’s songs bring back memo-
ries of when they were younger and the world was bigger.
Today's younger members show no such nostalgia. They
shoot pool and watch the strangers with veiled interest.

It’s a good place to pick up some news and information
about the town, either actively (asking people), or passively
(overhearing the people at the next table).

= Wednesday was a sad day, Jack and Maddie Laurel buried their
daughter, Jeanette. Poor kid was playing on the roof of their
barn, slipped and fell.

® [1's been a bad yearall round really. There's the sudden drought,
and there was that bad frost in the Spring: some farmers might

be seeing their last summer. There’s no predicting the weather
these days.

s Frank Tagget’s boy, Steven, still isn’t back after running away.
That makes seven times he’s pulled the stunt now. Frank isn’t
oo worried, even though it's been a few months; he reckons
Steve’ll be back when he’s broke and hungry. You'd think a lad
of sixteen would know better. He 1ook Greg Yardleigh's dog
with him. Greg reckons Frank owes him a dog.

® Dot’s been carrying on about gold in the hills again; everyone’s
heard that one before. She’s the only one who still believes it.

m All the usual talk about sports, politics, marriages, pregnancies,
illnesses, etc.

The investigators might quiz the locals about specific
things. The conventional wisdom follows.

Harold Gall: one mean man. Wouldn't give you the time of
day. Nobody liked him. He kept to himself. The harvests
from his land were always good, which made the renters
happy. anyway. Gall used say that he couldn’t care less—
just gimme the check. Once in a while he’d order the trac-
tors and threshers off his farm, whining that they were up-
setting his experiments. Then he stopped renting the fields
at all. He was a wacko. Never accomplished no good, and
he lived up at that farm for years. Now he’s gone, moved
back to the city. Good riddance to the bastard.

Peter Tait. Tait’s the new owner. He may be an improve-
ment. Seems nice enough. He can hardly go wrong with
land that yields like his farm does. Haven't seen him since
he came in to buy groceries and he introduced himself. The
town doesn’t know that Tait has disappeared.

The Farm. The best for miles around. Gall knew his soils.
It's out of the way, toward the mountains. All right, then. it’s
easy to find: follow Main Street, that’s this one, take the left
fork at the barn with the green roof, that’ll take you over this
side of the ridge, go down into the valley, cross the creek,
turn right at that old cow skull—that’s Laurel’s place there,
with the skull—makes it look real western, don’t it?—climb
a few miles past that along Miller’s Lane and there you are.

Interested keepers can flesh out the town and its inhab-
itants; these people live blithely in the shadow of the woods.
They have a reasonable sense of community, but their
homes are scattered miles apart, and when the night comes
down they are each so alone within their thin walls,

The Farm

The route to the farm is as described above, and easy to
follow by day; at night it’s a little harder. The pavement
turns to gravel in parts. and the road takes them far from
other farms.

The last farm they pass (the one with the cow skull) is
that of the Laurels. Jack Laurel might be walking along the
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road, despondent, dressed in black. If it's night, in the dark-
ness, his pale face looming in their headlights, he could
seem sinister. If they stop to talk, he is polite but aloof. He
was alone in the night before they pulled over, and wishes
to restore that. Maddie is back at the house, doing her griev-
ing with a bottle of Jack Daniels.

Further down the road is the turnoff to Tait’s farm, rec-
ognizable by a galvanized mailbox with RR#3, 237, Tait’s
box number, painted on it. A long graveled road leads to the
farm, sprawled across a narrow valley.

The investigators can explore the farm’s different parts
and secrets; their discoveries shape the scenario’s climax—
it could take days, weeks, or a single fear-filled night. The
keeper could emphasize the darkness of the woods, the
isolation of the place, and the unease of an unknown threat
which may be watching, waiting anywhere.

A long driveway leads up to a gate and the farmyard. In
the distant fields a solitary scarecrow stands sentinel.
Around the yard are a farmhouse, barn, woodpile, equip-
ment shed. chicken coop, garage, and a few small sheds.
Out to the left of the yard is a greenhouse, attached to a
wooden frame building, the laboratory. A fence surrounds
the farm buildings and yard; to the outside of this perimeter
fence is a fifteen-foot-wide band of scorched earth.
Through a second gate a track leads uphill from the farm, to
the forest which crowns the ridge beyond.

The Gate: off its hinges and lying by the side of the road,
broken and bent. Glass twinkles around it in the dust. Some-
one (Tait?) rammed right through it on his way out, and a
successful Track roll confirms that no one has driven
through here since. The same roll traces the driver’s erratic
progress down the drive, veering off the road here and there.
Far off to the side, the scarecrow watches the investigators
calmly, unmovingly. They can drive up to the yard and park.

The Yard: the buildings are shut and silent; darkened win-
dows mute to what has been seen through them. Wild
swerve marks across the ground show the starting point of
the automobile’s flight. The chicken coop, barn, equipment
shed, and farmhouse are described below. Other buildings
facing onto the yard include an empty garage.

The Chicken Coop: one side of the coop has been torn
open, the wiring ripped asunder. Loose feathers and broken
eggs inside indicate recent occupation, but no birds or eggs
are here now.

The Barn: it’s cool and dark. High in the hayloft a success-
ful Spot Hidden roll glimpses green eyes peering down: this
is a cat. It hisses, yowls, and avoids them. It will not leave
the barn,

The Equipment Shed: cluttered and dirty, filled with agri-
cultural tools and implements. If the investigators enter the

shed, they notice several plastic drums of weed-killer. A
gasoline-powered electrical generator supplying emer-
gency power to the house is here; the investigators can fire
it up with successful Mechanical Repair and Electrical Re-
pair rolls if the regular power fails.

The Farmhouse

The house is unlocked. Inside, all seems orderly. There are
two bedrooms (one unfurnished), kitchen, living room,
bathroom, and a utility room with big concrete tubs.

Here and there items and utensils have been knocked
over, or left on a bench—a newspaper dated a few days
before Tait's disappearance is open on the kitchen table.
There are no handy books or incriminating letters unless
Tait’s diary has not been found—now it's here.

The investigators can be quite cozy here, for the dura-
tion. Odd moss grows in the sinks, over old food, on the
newspaper, between the sheets of the bed. Each time a
surface is scrubbed clean, the moss grows back in hours.

The Greenhouse

Out in the fields stands a relatively new building, about five
years old—a greenhouse. Through the glass walls can be
seen a riot of vegetation. Adjoining the greenhouse is a
newish wooden frame extension, the lab. This can be en-
tered via the greenhouse, or by its own outside door. Both
the greenhouse and the lab are locked.

To get in, they'll have to use the keys, pick the lock, or
force the door (it has STR 153; if the forcer receives a 95-100
result, in his or her enthusiasm to break in, the glass shatters,
inflicting a cut of 1D3 damage).

Once the door is unlocked, the insides spring out as a
mass of billowing greenery—the first impression is of
something bursting out. However, the fronds simply bounce
and wave, and it is apparent that they simply outgrew the
walls.

Inside is tangled overgrown chaos. The plants have
seeded beyond their original beds, and have spread every-
where. A successful Botany roll detects in this cramped
environment some distinctly odd plant growth with dis-
torted leaf shapes and stunted bud and vine developments.
The investigators have to push, break, and chop their way
through here. There is nothing of significance, but it
shouldn’t be hard to leave the players paranoid. That fem
over there, its trunk so round and shaggy—did it just move?
Surely not.

The Laboratory

If the greenhouse struck any botanists as odd, this place
should leave them shaking. There are workbenches and
shelves, covered with plants—except that they have grown
far out of their own pots, reaching down to the floor and
rooting in the earth there, mingling with each other in un-



holy biological matrimony. Looking closer, the actual spe-
cies are weird—cross-breeds, bulbs of unnatural shape and
size, flowers of unholy hue.

Those with skill in Botany must immediately receive
Sanity rolls (lose 0/1D3 SAN), as their training gives no
answers to the questions challenging their science here.
Those failing the Sanity roll must receive a Listen roll:
those failing it hear the gentle singing of the flowers, and
lose a further 1D3 SAN.

The lab has obviously not been in use for some time. All
tools have been removed, although some glass containers
filled with seeds and samples remain.

With a successful Spot Hidden, they find among the
plants a leather-bound book on the floor underneath a large
broad leaf. Wiry vines have grown around and into the
book, and the cover is spoiled. It must be cut loose Lo open.

When they open the book, it is riddled with six-inch
long caterpillars, bloated yellow-green monsters, It takes a
successful DEX x2 or less roll in order not to drop the book,
bouncing the loathsome insects everywhere, including on
their faces, hands, and clothing.

When the investigators calm down, they find that the
book is totally ruined. They have no idea what it was titled,
or what it was about. Only a sliver of paper remains un-
chewed, on which a few typeset words can be discerned.

[ watched, and at last I saw nothing but a sub-
stance as jelly. It is my creation, a product of my

work, and malevolent. | believe it wants 1o k—

—Investigator handou? #1

All other pages are illegible.

The Fields

The investigators might not think to search the fields, but a
successful Botany or a Spot Hidden roll identifies an un-
usual shade of red in a fallow field uphill from the farm. As
they walk toward the forest, they come to the crimson
splash, a tiny plant. bright red like Fall maple. no more than
a little shoot: it is growing out of the rib-cage of a decaying
field mouse. It has no roots in the earth: flesh and innards
are its sole nutrients.

That’s just the start of it.

The investigators are on a lip of ground which slopes
down a short way before rising again. When they look
across the ground, armed with this knowledge, they see
similar splashes of red everywhere. Some are shoots, some
bushes, some are saplings, there’s even a couple of small
blood-red trees where the swale deepens into a draw.

If they investigate, they discover that each and every red
plant springs from the remains of an animal—mice, birds,
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rats, chickens, roosters, foxes, rabbits, dogs, pigs, even a
horse. Sanity cost to realize this is 0/1D3 SAN,

The Scarecrow

To get to the scarecrow they have to walk up and then
around the curve of the hills, and probably discover the
awful red plants along the way. The worst is yet to come.

This is no scarecrow of straw and burlap, it is the body
of a youth lashed to a wooden crosspiece by living red
creepers which sprout from his rotting body, his guts, his
mouth, his eyes. Sanity loss is 1/1D8 SAN.

This was Steven Tagget. He is now The Hanged Man,
the meaning behind the Tarot card found among Peter Tait's
things. It was the sight of Steven that drove Tait screaming
from the farm.

The Dark Woods

A track leads out of the farm and uphill into the forest. Next
to the trees, on the outskirts of the fields, is a five-yards-
broad band of earth, which also has been laid bare, burned,
and flattened. A successful Botany. Chemistry, or Pharmacy
roll suggests that the earthen strip has also been poisoned
with defoliants—recently, judging by the barren swathe.
Did someone want to keep the woods out? No; Gall did this
to keep the farm in.

Keepers should have a field day when the investigators
explore the forest. There are strange sounds, deep shadows,
secrets of nature, Scraggly oaks and junipers lead up to
soaring sugar pines in the wilderness to the east—national
forest land. too steep and too remote for exploitation or
inhabitation. Up there anything could stay unseen for de-
cades.

A false picture of Mi-Go activity could be built up for
gullible players. Strange scratchings in the rocks and dirt—
exploratory mining activity? (No, Dot’s prospecting for
gold.) Buzzing sound from afar—{ungi on the wing? (No,
Lauren’s apiaries.) Flapping wings overhead—what was
that? (Bats, birds, take your pick.) A glimpse of something
pink in the bushes—what is it? (Blossoms.)

Gall’s Experiments
That concludes the state of things at the farm. Now for some
history.

Gall ran the place for years. He planned to derive or
create the perfect field crop, experimenting with fertilizers,
phosphates, and other plant food. He looked into the nature
and structure of plants, and what could be done to alter
them. He exhausted modern science. then the lore of the
herbalists. then the science of the middle ages: witchcraft.
And then further back. to the black rites of that terrible
fertility goddess who walked the wilds before humans came
to wallow in her muck and bleat their obeisances. Some-
where in the lines between botany, biology, herb lore, mag-



36—At Your Door

ol 1| I
[ !I’ W
ik

!

The Crucifixion

ick, and the demented scratchings of Von Junzt and his ilk,
Gall discovered and recreated an intelligent plant, capable
of seeding and maintaining its own crop.

His part in the experiment ended, Gall scorched a ring
around the farm to contain the gel-creature, put the place up
for sale, and left for pressing work in the city, planning one
day to return and observe the progress of his alien farmer.

It is still here. Concentrated evil. A lump of quivering
plasmic gel, about the size of your fist, quicksilver fast, able
to skim along like a fish, able to pour itsell into the sap of
any plant and to control that plant as a person controls his
or her body. The red shrubs are its seedlings. Who knows
what terrible trees they will grow into if left to reach their
maturity? Mere dark young, or something far worse?

Cadavers of investigators killed here will soon sprout
the horrible red life.

Vegetable Carnage

If the investigators begin to chop, burn, poison or otherwise
attack the lurid red crop, the gel-creature counter-attacks.
Only during the day, though; plants are by nature dormant
at night. The investigators, through years of bitter experi-
ence with nocturnal monsters, probably feel safer in day-
light: not here. The gel-creature does not attack if the inves-
tigators take merely a single sample from the dozens and
hundreds available.

In battle, it speeds from plant to plant, using one after
another against them. It never tires and, although they can
destroy each host plant it inhabits, they rarely get a shot at
the gel-creature itself. It can only be seen when it is barrel-
ling along the ground from one plant to the next, but few
things can damage its gelid form.

The Gel-Creature

STRO1 CON 20 S1Z 02 INT 17 FPOW 19

DEX 16 Move 24 HP 11

Weapons: attacks as host plant (choose one from below).
Armor: kinetic attacks pass straight through it, doing no harm; it
simply reforms, Fire, weed killers, electricity, or magic can harm it.
SAN cost: 0/1D3.

Plants That Kill

The variety of the thing’s assaults are left to the keeper to
envisage and enact: remember, any plant is a potential as-
sailant, once inhabited by the sentient gel. Here are some
ideas: grass and corn which grabs and entwines and smoth-
ers, trees which swing murderous smashing branches, net-
tles which whip and flail, bushes which thrash and scour.
The roots of the plant limit movement; if the investigators
can run clear, they are safe (in which case the gel-creature
swaps to a new host). Being attacked by murderous vegeta-
tion requires a Sanity roll, costing 1/1D6 SAN.

Some plants don’t have roots in the ground, but in pu-
trefying meat—the red crop. The gel-creature, once in resi-
dence, can flex the roots and creepers growing in the



animal’s body and thus animate them in a grotesque parody
of normal movement. Stift dead limbs creak and groan as
they are made to move, the thrashing vines gradually tear-
ing loose from the meat in the exertion—reanimated beasts
only last 1D10 rounds before the red plant has uprooted
itself from them in the strain. Sanity loss is 1/1D8 for a
stumbling undead plant-riddled animal.

The worst sight is the strange and brief resurrection of
Steven Tagget, whose foul corpse writhes and reels as it
staggers towards them. Sanity costis 2/ID8+1 SAN.

Sample stats for gel-inhabited plants and patches fol-
low. Each attacks once per round. Unless the keeper wishes
otherwise, the gel-creature needs one round to swap to a
new plant.

Tall Grass

STR 10 DEX 14 HP 1 each stalk (D100 stalks per patch)
Weapon: Entangle 70%, STR vs. STR roll to break free, otherwise it
begins to suffocate victim next round as per rulesbook drowning dam-
age. Tall Grass can simultaneously attack any number of investigators.

Nettles

STR 10 DEX 13 HP 3 per nettle (1D10 nettles per patch)
Weapon: Whip 80%, damage 1D2 plus POT 2 stinging
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Bush
STR 14 S1Z12 DEX 10 HP 24
Weapon: Scratch 50%, damage 1D4

Large Tree

STR 20 SIZ 30 DEX 07 HP 10 per branch (106 branches)
and 40 trunk

Weapon: Bash 35%, damage 3D6

Dog-Thing
STR 11 CON 11 SIZ 06
Weapon: Bite 65%, damage 1D4

DEX 13 HP 09

Horse-Thing
STR 28 CON 13 SIZ20 DEX 10 HP 17
Weapons: Kick 50%, damage 108+206

Trample 70%, damage 4D6

Steven-Thing

STR 12 CON 13 SlZ12 DEX 11 HP 13
Weapon: Windmilling Limbs 55%, damage 1D6

Harvest Time

Assuming they survive long enough to identify the prob-
lem, the investigators may devise a plan to destroy the
thing. The best and safest way is to level the farm with fire

}Mﬁ e
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The Gel-Creature hides
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and chemicals at night-time. By day it is too strong, and its
attacks too unrelenting. If they torch the place. volunteer
firemen from Delilah arrive after while, along with some
Forest Service crews. so the investigators had better depart
promptly or have a good arson story ready.

When the gel-creature perceives that its crop cannot be
protected further, it uses one of the red-seeded cadavers to
stagger over the scorched earth line, then abandons the flesh
and speeds off, slipping into the woods, into the world. The
investigators never see it again, nor do they forget that it is
out there somewhere. sowing seed.

Conclusion
If the investigators get out of here alive, each survivor gains
2D8 saN if they annihilated the gel-creature and its spawn.
If they leveled the farm, but the gelid horror escaped, be-
stow 2D4 saN each.

The investigators probably return to Samson, resuming
the investigation into Tait and DBZ. They may well want a
severe word with Harold Gall about his agricultural exper-
iment. But he has vanished; no one knows where, and no
one ever sees him again.

A successful Spot Hidden detects his spectacles. bro-
ken, lying in the gutter outside his vacant house, glittering
sightlessly at an open sewer grale.

Harold Gall
STR10 CON14  SIZ10 INT 18 POW 14
DEX 11  APPS8 EDU 25 SAN 0 HP 12

Weapons: a verbal bully, Gall immediately surrenders in any fight. He
might then brood on some kind of revenge.

Skills: Biology 85%, Botany 90%, Chemistry 85%, Cthulhu Mythos 20%,
Debate 55%, Dodge 30%, First Aid 70%, Occult 20%, Pharmacy 60%,
Sneer 65%, Zoology 30%.

Meeting The Animal Parts Thing

If the keeper sees Harold Gall as an insane genius who actually
could animate the stack of animal parts in his lab, the investigators
might meet the thing sometime. The keeper must decide the use-
fulness of such an optional encounter.

One day the investigators hear a loud clang, and notice that a
nearby manhole cover has been pushed slightly aside. The apt
occasionally surfaces to make sure that a cover actually represents
the surface of the world, forbidden to it by its programming.

Harold Gall programmed the thing to eat what it finds in sewers,
caves, drains, etc., intending that it destroy the sewer people. Gall
constructed one apt, and the entity cannot reproduce.

The apt, a zombiefied mass, is already dead and cannot be
extinguished other than by fire, acid, or nuclear explosion. Strong
EM radiation can scramble its interior guidance chip and leave it
prowling aimlessly. Electrical pulses simply pass throuagh, leaving a
line of char internally, but not much affecting the totality of the thing.
If cut apart, component pieces continue to function for 1D4 hours,
then die.

The apt has three modes of existence. It needs one round to
change between modes. In such a change round, the apt makes no
attacks and no movement to or away from targets.

TRAVEL—to move at stalking or pursuing speed, the apt forms
itself into a caterpillar-like arrangement and moves along on the
dozens of stumped feet which Gall contributed. In this mode it can

climb a vertical surface of up to ten feet, or it can jump down the
same vertical surface (without damage, of course). It refuses to
jump down greater distances, even though such falls can cause no
injury.

In the Travel mode, the apt has not enough coordination to Bite,
though it can make a Cacophony attack or a Jump On attack.

In Travel mode, the apt can move through a minimum opening
which is just too small for a SIZ 7 creature.

RISEN—this mode effectively blocks a sixty-square-foot opening,
and is used to trap targets in narrow places. The apt cannot be
knocked over in Risen mode. It can launch either Bite attacks or
Cacophony attacks, but not both at the same time. The keeper may
choose whether animal heads face in one direction or in both
directions. While in Risen mode, the apt can move ahead or back
at one foot per round.

EXTENDED—allows the protfrusion into an opening of 1 head per
point of SIZ of the opening, for up to ten feet. From these extended
heads, only Bite attacks may be made. The remainder of the apt is
in what amounts to Travel mode, but without the ability to move or
to make attacks as the thing concentrates on the target beyond.

ATTACK NOTES—as long as it can reach them, the apt can Bite
up to four separate targets in a round; the Cacophony sound attack
affects everyone within 50 feet, no matter how many there are.

The Apt (animal parts thing)

STR 24 CON 34 SIZ 24 FPOW 1
HF 29 Move 9

Damage Bonus +0

Weapons: Bite 70%, damage 1D6 each Bite”
Cacophony 60%, damage 1D3™"

Jump On 30%, damage 2D6+2™*"

* roll 104 to determine how many Bites can reach a particular target in a
round.

DEX 13

** this sound attack is effective only in echoic sewers or in small rooms.
and cannot be made in any round that the thing successfully Bites.

e

made on one target only.
Skills: Hide 30%, Listen B5%, Scent 90%, Sneak 35%, Track 45%.

Further Keeper Notes

This scenario is based in part on the fiction of TE.D. Klein,
one of the finest weird authors at work today. His book Dark
Gods collects four novellas, including “*Black Man With A
Horn,” a marvelous tribute to Lovecraft. He has also written
a novel, The Ceremaonies.

The scenario doesn’t lift events straight out of Klein’s
fiction, but rather uses parallel themes and images. It also
tries to emulate his style in storytelling, rather than every-
thing being up-front and easily explained. Some things
which the investigators come across are never developed,
but remain half-glimpsed and lurking.

Monsters: there are three ‘monsters’ in the scenario: the
first are the Sewer People (from Klein’s story * Children of
the Kingdom™), who are strongly hinted at during the urban
section of the scenario but who are never actually seen; the
second is a frightful mass of sewn animal parts, seen once
by the investigators and which then disappears—it is un-
known whether it was disassembled or whether it shambled
off: the third, the only horror which manifests itself. is a
plant-controlling entity lurking on a lonely farm.



Themes And Contrasts

Klein’s fiction is full of atmosphere. Events and images are fore-
shadowed before they actually occur, so that when they do, they
seem familiar already, and inevitable. By choosing adjectives, turns
of phrase, expressions, and images, keepers can also use this
technique to hint at the horror to come. Here are three themes in
the scenario, laid raw, and what they drive toward.

UNDERGROUND: the earth does not stop at the point where we
walk on it. It goes deep. There are places beneath the earth. We
have no idea what or whom we unwittingly walk over. Certainly we
know about sewer openings, and subway trains, and cellars, but
these only burrow a fraction of the way into the yawning lightless
caverns below us. The Sewer People.

NATURE: the steel and concrete city has squashed nature flat.
Plants survive, but they are sickly, divorced from the earth, or
dismembered and stuck in vases. Slashed fronds are useless dec-
oration. But in vacant lots and backyards and where the sidewalks
end, nature thrives and musters and waits to reclaim that which
humans have crushed and dominated. In the city, plants are weak,
feeble, dying; beyond, they are vital, powerful, strong. In its own free
space, nature is master and, perhaps, planning revenge.

THE DARK WOODS: crucifixion. Christ on the cross, dead for our
sins, is seen everywhere: crucifixes in wood, silver, neon, plastic.
But still we sin against ourselves, against each other, against na-
ture. Only nature takes note. Things are nailed up, nails through
wood, things hang. There are crosses, crossroads, crossbars,
crosspieces, cross people. An image seen repeatedly, an echo, a
shadow. Scarecrow.
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Start with minor throwaway observations, then irritations, and
escalate as the heat in the city rises, or the night in the wilds grows
darker.

Two contrasts are often drawn in Klein's stories, and appear here
as well, the city and the country. Communicate the differences.
URBAN: we daydream. The manufactured landscape is now
humankind's natural environment, one we have created. But our
landmarks are shabby and cheap, listing under the weight of their
own delusive grandeur, reflecting the inequalities among their in-
habitants. The mirrored skyscrapers shine brightly; the sagging
brick tenements fold in on themselves. The city contains different
cultures and temperaments without attempting to bring them into
harmony. It becomes an alien land once you step out of your niche,
out of the extent of your own experience. The city is also dark,
smothering its own light and air. What do those locked doors and
drawn curtains hide? What is the person in the street thinking? What
evil lurks in the hearts? The only shelters from the onslaught of the
unknown are artificial constructions: homes, work, social circles,
families—and all are too easily torn asunder.

RURAL. we nightmare. Look behind you, up to that ridge of trees
green and black. Anything could be up there, looking down. People
have turned their backs on nature. They no longer look into its
secrets, just impose their own tiny routines and concerns on it. But
it is still there. In the wild, no one hears your cries of pain and terror,
there are no kindred souls, there are no medical supplies, no
artificial stimulants, no palice, no mother, and no background music
to whisper what you should think or feel. Your lifeline, stretching
back to dubious civilization, is fragile and ready to snap. Anytime.

Scenario Considerations

Sooner or later the investigators need to know something
about Dawn Biozyme. Their interest may come before or
after the trip to Peter Tait's newly-acquired farm. This
scenario’s placement after that chapter represents mere cal-
culation; present it whenever appropriate.

“Dawn Biozyme™ occurs mostly within that Samson
facility, whenever the investigators turn their attention to it.
This chapter may fill one to two evenings of play. Remem-
ber that play may suddenly move to another chapter without
transition.

Two handouts appear only in the handouts chapter.

Dawn Biozyme

Wherein our heroes learn about biotechnology and visit Dawn
Biozyme, meet entrepreneurs and famous scientists, and conclude by
risking much more than they anticipated.

Keeper’'s Information

At the surreptitious prompting of Nwi, Dr. Howard Finley
became head of research at DBZ in 1989, and in connivance
developed the secret Praject P7 dedicated to the exploration
of the powers of Shub-Niggurath and her Milk.

He now routinely summons Shub-Niggurath into a DBZ
warehouse. From Shub-Niggurath he milks the enzymes his
experiments require. In the process, Finley has lost every
drop of sanity.

An attractive young lab technician, Jenny Armbruster,
was Finley’s first human guinea pig. By exploiting her in-
terest in bodybuilding, he led her to feed directly from
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Dawn Biozyme Finances

Dawn Biozyme is a publicly-held corporation. Any accountant,
lawyer, broker, or financial adviser can get a listing for it in a few
moments. Larson Pharmaceuticals owns 60%, James Corazini
owns 13%, and about 3000 other shareholders own the rest.
Larson holds the majority vote on the board of directors. With
one share worth $23 on the day the investigators look it up, and
two million shares outstanding, Dawn Biozyme is worth about
$46,000,000.

Dawn Biozyme was founded in 1985 by James Corazini.
The firm employs 150 people and while conducting research in
various fields of the industry, DBZ focuses most of its resources
on the somewhat controversial area of genetically-engineered
agricultural agents. After several financial crises, Corazini
gained firm backing from Larson Pharmaceuticals, a subsidiary
of New World Industries. As one would expect, Larson takes
special interest in Dawn Biozyme's personnel and research
directions.

Larson Pharmaceuticals is also publicly owned, 51% held
by New World Industries, and the rest snapped up by various
pension funds. Larson has a remarkable record of steady

Shub-Niggurath, her body responding to the unnatural food,
growing, expanding, swelling.

Armbruster’s growth soon forced her to quit Dawn
Biozyme and retire from the eyes of the world. Simply
consuming the raw milk of the Outer God would bring
random and disfiguring results. Systematically collecting
the Outer God’s exudate, he centered Project P7 around
that serum. Armbruster was pensioned to a cabin in the
mountains, where Finley occasionally visited her to take
measurements and specimens.

Shub-Niggurath often buds off one or several dark
young while she appears in the warehouse. Finley keeps
these things in the sealed-off Third Room of Warchouse 2.
Though none have survived for long, Finley has been able
to conduct useful experiments on their strange tissue.

Investigator Information

The investigators can search the public record, which yields
the handout “Dawn Biozyme Finances:” they can search
their personal knowledge concerning NWI, perhaps vielding
the handout A Secret:” they can tour the DBZ-Samson
facility as representatives of Fw: they can attempt to break
into the DBZ computer system from outside, via phone; they
can attempt surreptitious entry of the facility 1o see what
they can see. No doubt players will propose additional
plans.

In the latter two cases, the investigators should under-
stand that the courses of action are illegal. As always, be
realistic in the assessment of their chances to avoid capture
and prosecution, Friends such as Full Wilderness and Ser-
geant Bolling can help make jail stays short-term, but only
if keepers wish.

growth and large dividends, with results always exceeding ex-
pectations. Larson is currently worth about 2.1 billion dollars.

New World Industries is a privately-held corporation char-
tered in the Commonwealth of the Bahamas. Little published
information about it exists, but an article in Barron's deduces in
passing that its total assets must be in excess of six billion
dollars in the NATO countries. Major holdings are inferred in
Taiwan, Brazil, Paraguay. South Africa, and Irag. Thalassa
Chandler, on the NwI board of directors, is reputedly one of the
wealthiest women in the world.

NWI traces its roots back to the once immensely-successful
New World Incorporated, a mega-corporation that collapsed in
1929, the result of the Crash and of the death of its charismatic
chairman, Edward Chandler,

Though barely surviving the 1930s, Wwll left the surviving
fragments flush with easy money and open international mar-
kets, enabling great diversification. In the early 1950s, the cor-
poration bought up outstanding public shares and reorganized
privately as NWI Inc., thereafter profiting greatly from invest-
ments in business machines and information processing. A
Bahamian charter was granted in the late 1970s, the event
marking the end of public knowledge concerning the company.

—Investigator handout #1

DBZ Physical Plant & Security

Located in an area of light industries on the northeast out-
skirts of Samson. not that far from Zymvotek, Dawn
Biozyme occupies a large new mirror-windowed building
and warehouses at the end of a short dead-end street.

A 12-foot-high brick wall surrounds the facility. Incon-
spicuous beneath the ivy topping is an additional two feet
of projecting barbed wire, supporting arms, and various
passive sensors to deter and detect intruders. The back of
the facility opens on two hundred acres of short dry grass,
not yet developed. To either side are equally well-protected
offices and facilities of other companies.

About Biotechs

With the development of the gene probe technique, the
biotechnology industry came into its own. In the U.S. alone,
by 1990 over 600 new companies had been founded, an
investment of nearly five billion dollars. Promising the end of
world hunger, the obliteration of genetic disease, human
correction and repair on a cellular level, patentable self-re-
production, and increased health and happiness for every-
one in the world, biotech companies have attracted excited
investors.

Some biotech firms still operate at a loss, but investor
interest and recapitalization continues high despite Wall
Street ups and downs. Likely near-term proceeds from
biotech stocks almost exclusively rest on hopes of the
cheap synthesis of naturally-occurring agents such as
human growth hormone, which have proved impractical and
fabulously expensive to extract. Over the next several de-
cades, biotech revenues are expected to exceed a trillion
1990 dollars.




The main building is three stories high: the isolate pro-
duction facility is one story topped by a maze of ventilators,
scrubbers, alarms, and gaseous containment devices.

The two warehouses are externally identical concrete
structures, both three stories tall, both with narrow fixed
windows near the roof. An interior part of Warehouse 2,
however, has been excavated. to provide an additional two
stories of depth.

The three floors of the main building are connected by
freight elevators and broad stairs wherever the keeper finds
it useful to place them. Though the window areas are large,
all the windows are of small, connected panes set in steel
sashes. Most of the windows of the upper two floors are
movable, large enough that an adult human could scoot in
and out; all of the windows on the ground floor are fixed.

Outside doors are locked and have STR 20. Interior
doors are also kept locked but have STR 14. The exterior
doors are secured by burglar alarms.

All bBZ employees must wear laminated identification
badges, which include a photo, name, employee number,
supervisor. department, and shift (morning, evening, or
night). Though it’s commonplace for scientists to be present
day or night, administrative staff and lab technicians usu-
ally observe shifts, and production workers must.

Visitors are received only between 8:30 AM. and 5:30

A Secret

To know the following, the investigator needs either to re-
ceive a successful Cthulhu Mythos roll or to have personal
knowledge of the earlier corporation, perhaps as a descen-
dant of one who fought against New World Industries.

During the 1920s, NW1 was headed by the handsome,
popular Edward Chandler, a prominent figure in the Ameri-
can press. Once bruited as a possible candidate for Presi-
dent, Chandler mysteriously disappeared in 1929, leaving
the corporation leaderless against the great stock market
crash.

Chandler, the product of a centuries-long breeding pro-
gram, had given himself over to the spirit of the dark Egyp-
tian priest Nophru-Ka. Carrying out the long-dead priest's
will, Chandler had seemed prepared to hand over mankind
to the Great Old Ones, though perhaps intending to reserve
some portion of the race from immediate destruction. Van-
ished and declared dead, Chandler disappeared as a
threat.

No one knows whether the shadowy and powerful reor-
ganized NWI still contains within it seeds of Chandler’s dark
dreams.

—Invastigator handout #2

PM. on weekdays. The visitor must request to see a specific
individual at DBZ, who then must physically visit or send a
representative to the receplion area, sign in for the visitor,
and thereby become responsible for him or her. The visitor
must wear a visitor’s badge during the stay.

Dawn Biozyme—41

Security is round the

clock, per shift five men
armed with .45 revolvers.
each with a 50% chance of
wearing a kevlar vest stop-
ping 6 points of bullet dam-
age. The guards carry or
have access to keys which
open everything except the
Project P7 area, Warehouse
2, and the Accounting de-
¢ partment.
i One man always occu-
pies the guard hut at the cor-
ner of the main building,
checking auto stickers and passes, and electronically open-
ing and closing the gate.

\)/

Bio-Hazard Svmbol

Two more men patrol the buildings and grounds as a
team, adding a guard dog during the night shift (10 PM. to 6
AM.). The facility is small enough that they can easily ex-
amine every door and all the grounds in an hour.

The sergeant of the unit mans the security office and
keeps in contact with the other guards.

The fifth position has responsibility for the reception
area during the morning and afternoon shifts, and does
paperwork in the security office during the night shift. He
and the sergeant of the watch also act as backup.

To protect the company’s secrets, security guards must
contact and receive permission from DBZ’s Chief of Secu-
rity (a 16th man) before they may request help from the
local police. Arrival of outside police therefore takes
15+1D10 minutes after any likely cause.

A janitorial crew of six men work from 2-10 PM. week-
days, and occasionally on overtime on Saturdays.

The Tour

If the investigators have had Slakes arrange a tour of Dawn
Biozyme, they park in the visitors lot and enter the spacious
reception area through wide glass doors.

Two receptionists man a large curving desk situated at
the center of the room. At an inconspicuous desk near the
only entrance to the rest of the building sits a security guard.
Before the reception desk are couches, low tables, and mag-
azines. The investigators have an appointment for their
tour: they must ask for Mr. Geary. In a few minutes he
appears.

The young man is bright, young, and going places, but
unfortunately a successful Psychology roll reveals a person-
ality as shallow as his present function of tour guide. He’s
so unimportant the keeper needs no picture of him. The
investigators are asked to sign a sheet on a clipboard and
receive clip-on ID badges that read viSiTOR in bright red
letters.
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In the next two hours the
investigators see everything
from the first floor labs to
the employee cafeteria.
They have demonstrated for
them an electron micro-

scope, incubator/shakers.
high performance liquid
chromatographers, banks of
tissue culture dishes, ovens, &
desiccators, refrigerators, /
autoclaves, spectrophotom- /
cters, and high-speed pro-
tein sequencers. They meet
dozens of employees. They

Dr. Finley

pass by hundreds of bio-hazard signs.

If the investigators think to do it. there are lots of oppor-
tunities to ask workers about Jennifer Armbruster or Peter
Tait. Answers about Tait turn up nothing new, but several
people say that Jenny Armbruster once trained rigorously as
a bodybuilder at Thor’s Gym, a well-known gymnasium in
Samson, right around the corner from the Hall of Justice. As
the keeper wishes, Armbruster’s old address—in a suburb
exactly between the Hall of Justice and Dawn Biozyme—

Iconophobia
Fear of a Specific Symbol or Form. That shape reminds me
of something. something awful which | must forget. Is it the
shape of a monster? Watch out—where that symbol is, no
sane person can exist!

In At Your Door, the symbol or symbols of affect can be
a matter for the keeper, but the likeliest icon is the interna-
tional bio-hazard sign which investigators encounter in
biotech firms. The bio-hazard icon closely resembles the
‘sign of the Dark Mother,' the tri-headed goat which is a
sacred symbol of Shub-Niggurath—shown in the
Necronomicon, Pnakotic Manuscripts, Unausprechlichen
Kuiten, and other Mythos tomes.

can be remembered. so that questions can be asked in that
neighborhood.

Chromatography’s Dr. Spencer demonstrates the
company’s research computer, linked both to the UC-Sam-
son library and to the research library of Larson Pharmacecu-
ticals, one of Dawn Biozyme’s largest investors. “The
amount of information we have at our fingertips is simply
incredible,” the scientist croons.

Dr. Lois Keating, an eminent microbiologist, after fail-
ing to successfully communicate the complexities of cor-
rectly inserting DNA fragments into double-stranded vec-
tors, beams proudly when investigators ooh and aah over
her chocolate fragrance pansies. She is searching for ways
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to insert disease-resistant genes in a common winter wheat
strain.

The investigators briefly meet Jim Corazini, founder
and president of DBZ, 42 years old. prematurely silver-
haired, strong. tanned, and capable. His friendly manner is
genuine. Corazini has approved P7 and is happy with it
because his financial backers are happy with it—other than
reading false weekly progress reports, he knows nothing
about P7. He spends his time trying to achieve DBZ's origi-
nal goals: like most executives he is much less hands-on
than he's willing to admit.

Were Lhe investigators to show sufficient evidence to
Corazini, he would become their reluctant ally. In the time
they have before Warehouse 2 is destroyed, that prospect is
unlikely.

They meet Dr. Howard Finley, director of research and
development. Although, for reasons of security and health,
the investigators cannot tour the restricted P7 section,
Finley is happy to talk with the investigators. Seated in his
spacious office, Finley explains the drift of research in the
restricted section. “We're looking for a cure for a common
genetic disorder in humans—I"m not at liberty to specify if,
but a breakthrough seems imminent and the market for the
cure is very wide. | hope Full Wilderness continues sup-
port.” Finley does not mention that Fw's specific interest is
in finding the genetic clock responsible for aging. If the
investigators pursue the point, Finley refers them to the
specific reports he has sent to Robert Jatik.

Finley is 56, tall, thin, balding and wears glasses. The
wall behind his desk is bloated with framed degrees and
certificates. Anyone who studies the degrees notices one for
advanced study from Miskatonic University. A successful
Psychology roll emphasizes Finley's disdain for the layman
and his love of himself as a high priest of science.

If the investigators want, Geary also shows off the two
warehouses. Warehouse 1 has an open bay and a fork lift
unloading bundles of paper towels. Warehouse 2 is closed
and quiet. its exterior marked with numerous large bio-haz-
ard signs.

“Warchouse 1 is our active unit,” Geary explains. " At
the moment. Warehouse 2 just stores hazardous waste until
we can properly dispose of it.”

Warehouse 1 contains small drums of chemicals, lab
supplies, cleaning agents and filters, paper products, and
other replaceable items for normal business use.

If the investigators insist on seeing Warehouse 2, Geary
assents, unlocking the door.

Waste Storage Room: this dark and ominous room is filled
with 55-gallon drums, ten-gallon black plastic carboys, and
numerous jars and bottles sealed in thick plastic bags and
strapped to pallets. Bio-hazard signs glare everywhere. A
strange odor of rot pervades the air.
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The Vacant Room: a door leads from the Waste Storage
Room a large, empty room—the center of which is overlain
by a tarpaulin—and encircled at the edges of the room by a
locked chain-link fence. The same pungent odor of decay
now grows much stronger. A successful idea roll identifies
a half-dozen industrial-style television cameras placed in-
conspicuously around the upper perimeter of the room, all
aimed toward the tarpaulin.

BENEATH THE TARPAULIN: if the investigators climb over the
fence to inspect the area—something Geary emphatically
asks them not to do—then they find that the tarpaulin is
actually a swimming-pool-style cover (capable of sustain-
ing 1-2 adult humans, but not half a dozen) over an empty,
20-foot-deep chamber (2D6 damage to fall to the bottom),
with circular concrete walls and a firm concrete floor. This
chamber reeks much more strongly of rotten meat, but is
empty excepl for a steel ladder leading out.

[f the investigators descend the ladder, they see that two
of the rungs on the ladder have been strangely bent, and that
the lowest stanchion supporting the ladder to the wall has
been ripped free with unimaginable force.

In the center of the chamber, embedded in the concrete,
is a large flat obsidian block, barely higher than the sur-
rounding floor, irregular and featureless. With a successful
Spot Hidden, investigators notice rust-colored powdery
flakes embedded in the seam between the block and the
surrounding concrete. Lab analysis identifies the powder as
dried human blood from several people, since various blood
types can be identified.

Spaced around the chamber at about the 15-foot level
are four circular steel plates about a foot in diameter each.

A locked door, marked No Admittance and bearing both
bio-and radioactivity-hazard symbols, opens off the large
vacant room into a third room, one apparently of a size
similar to the waste storage room.

Geary does not have a key for this door. He says the
shielded room holds dangerous wastes that are approach-
able only in self-supporting contamination gear, and a large
locker filled with heavy white plastic suits, boots, helmets,
and air supplies supports the point. If the investigators force
their way in, what they find is related in the section “The
Third Room™, related below. Geary, if able, runs for the
security guards, who arrive in 2+1D3 minutes. If instead the
investigators merely nod and smile, then this is the last stop
on the tour.

They leave impressed with the vigorous young com-
pany and its dedicated staff. Nothing about the company
seems amiss—oexcept that Tait claimed to have found his
dark young here.

If the keeper believes his or her players o be unusually
dense. consider calling for idea rolls: if any succeed, em-
phasize that the investigators have seen all bul two areas of
Dawn Biozyme, the Third Room in Warehouse 2 and the

area in the main building devoted to Project P7. That should
prompt further snooping about,

The Computer System

The keeper may adjust the difficulty of DBZ's computer
security to fit the expectations of the players to keep the
game moving, or make his or her life easier.

Dawn Biozyme is one of many international competi-
tors which bear the potential for profits in the millions or
billions of dollars. Patents, financing, experiments success-
ful or not, personnel, and production techniques contained
within the DBZ system represent assets of great value, which
the owners and employees of Dawn Biozyme go to great
lengths to protect. Consequently, the DBZ computer system,
though accessible by modem as well as by terminal from
within the main building, is not an easy nut to crack. Parts
of it connect to INTERNET and to other national data sys-
tems, illegal entry into which may constitute a federal
crime.

If the investigators decide to break into the system via
modem, the entrant must call from a phone number listed
within the computer and then know the password which
then opens the system. Peter Tait’s number continues to be
listed on the DBZ system for only a few days after the inves-
tigators arrive in Samson: keeper’s choice whether it still is
or not.

The password, electrophoresis, is found on his hard disk
in the modem software, the only word in the file **Pass-
word,” already batched into his autodial procedure for
Dawn Biozyme—an action specifically forbidden for secu-
rity reasons by the corporation.

From Tait’s home computer only the electronic mail
portion of the Dawn Biozyme system is accessible. The sole
letter in Tait’s file is a brief statement of termination. The
only other file easily available is the mailbox list, showing
everyone at DBZ-Samson with an e-mail account. This list
may be printed out or placed on a floppy disk.

The great proportion of the Dawn Biozyme system is
protected by the RSA encryption scheme, to which Peter Tait
had no home access. In DBZ’s version of the process, a
circuit board of specific design bearing a chip configured
with a specific 325-digit number is necessary for entrance
into the inner sancta of the system. Only terminals physi-
cally within the Dawn Biozyme facility contain versions of
this circuit board. Each must be built by hand; there are no
spare boards.

As additional protection, lateral password and hard-
wired schemes isolate departments as accounts within the
system—scientific researchers cannot get into accounting,
accounting cannot get into personnel, and so on.

Only three super-user terminals—terminals able to ac-
cess the entire computer network—exist: in the computer
room of Data Processing, in President James Corazini’s



office, and (unknown to Corazini) in Dr. Finley’s office at
Project P7.

Breaking And Entering
Dawn Biozyme physical security is detailed above, in the
section “DBZ Physical Plant & Security”.

The investigators can use ordinary ladders to cross the
security fence undetected with successful Electronics and
Electrical Repair rolls. If one roll fails and if the keeper
wishes, allow sirens to sound or lights to go on, to allow the
investigators graceful withdrawal. If successfully entering,
presumably the investigators can thereafter exit and enter
without trace or sign.

More simply, investigators might stow away in or bribe
the driver of a supply truck pulling up to Warchouse 1, and
conceal themselves in the warehouse until the workers
leave for the day. The investigators would still need to break
into the buildings, but having done so they’d then face
mostly locked doors, unburdened by alarms. Nonetheless,
the keeper may fairly attach an alarm in any area of value.

The investigators might also penetrate DBZ by being
hired in some capacity. If an investigator has high Account-
ing, Chemistry, Computer Use, Electronics, Law, or Phar-
macy skills, he or she could be hired for a responsible job
granting reasonable freedom to stay late at the facility and
do some snooping. Janitorial, production, and service jobs
such as warehouseman are also possibilities, but these jobs
are carefully supervised and such workers stand little
chance, for example, of being left alone for hours at a re-
search computer rerminal.

These sorts of activities are illegal, and represent
grounds for dismissal, personal suit, or criminal prosecu-
tion. As always, allow the investigators to plan as they wish,
but make clear that they can run afoul of the law.

They learn the following in physical searches of partic-
ular sections of Dawn Biozyme. The keeper can choose
whether this information is on computer, in a file cabinet,
clipped to the wall, or learned in casual gossip, and whether
or not specific die rolls are needed to uncover it. Evaluate
the investigators™ chance by how persistent they are and
how ingenious and methodical their plans seem.

Accounting Department: expenditures and balance sheets
are clear; Dawn Biozyme will soon show a profit, salaries
are high, and cash flow is carefully managed. Unusually,
though, Larson Pharmaceuticals lately has earmarked sev-
eral millions of dollars to something called Project P7,
whose salary expenses and invoices prove to be pro forma,
adequate perhaps for tax audit, but suspiciously bland and
routine, and leaving large amounts casually accounted for
under such categories as “‘miscellaneous” and “breakage.”

Jennifer Armbruster, the woman mentioned in Peter
Tait’s journal, is still on the DBZ payroll. Her file shows a
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substantial pay increase several months ago, from $2850 to
$4.500 per month, her salary paid directly to her checking
account in a Samson branch of the Bank of the Golden
West. Her home address has changed from a Samson condo
development to a rural box-number in the mountains.

Dr. Peter Tait was making $6,000 per month when he
was terminated.

Personnel Department: the Jennifer Armbruster file shows
that she is still on the Dawn Biozyme payroll—as a consul-
tant—and gives as her current address a rural box-number
deep in the mountains. The file also gives several personal
references for her, two of which have the same daytime
phone numbers and addresses—Dave Martinez and Dan
Bonaventura at what proves to be Thor’s Gym, around the
corner from the Samson Hall of Justice. Jennifer
Armbruster’s old address, in a condo mid-way between
Dawn Biozyme and Thor’s Gym, is still on file as well, so
investigators can ask questions at her old address. The file
was last updated nearly six months ago, with an address
change.

All data for Dr. Peter Tait is missing, according to a
notation four days ago. It is not company policy to delete
such data.

Super-User Terminal: one known master terminal exists in
the computer room, and another in President Corazini's
office. Unknown to Corazini, Finley also has one in his
Project P7 office with which to uplink to Larson and Nwr.

An investigator needs at least 75% Computer Use even
to identify one of these terminals. Since much of the plot for
this book would be laid bare from full penetration of the
links to NW1, the keeper should be chary of granting the
investigators easy success here. Nonetheless, if they search
for this sort of terminal it can be found with persistent effort,
and the doorway to NW1 uncovered,

The red-blinking screen bears the image of a sphinx
imprinted with the letters N.W.I. and a message, enter pass-
word or press Escape; security notified in 30 seconds. The
keeper may acknowledge a password deduced or discov-
ered by the investigators and, if convinced by the
investigators” plan of action to learn it, allow entry at this
time or during a later try. A selection of passwords can be
found in a notebook in Finley’s P7 office desk, but the
passwords are not identified as such.

With successful Computer Use and Electronics rolls,
the investigators may over weeks or months find such inter-
esting items as translated and transcribed portions of My-
thos tomes, an account of FW’s sponsorship of longevity
research, recent letters between Dr. Codgehill and Dr.
Finley guardedly discussing results of the tests with Jenni-
fer Armbruster, and notes concerning his ongoing evoca-
tions of Shub-Niggurath, The range of files is vast and the
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chance of detection increases by 10 percentiles with each
unauthorized entry.

Much of the Project P7 experimentation exists in note
form, never to be entered into computer files at all.

Project P7: the P7 area door is marked as restricted. One
gains entrance by buzzing for the door to be opened or by
using a pass-card which opens a simple magnetic lock (suc-
cessful Electrical Repair roll to open).

Nothing inside appears unusual or abnormal. There are
lots of benches. refrigerators, cultures, centrifuges. danger
signs, microscopes, chalkboards, personal offices crammed
with stacks of journals, and so forth.

MAIN LAB AREA: with a successful Spot Hidden, the investi-
gators discover several small bottles marked serum. This
thick, milky substance can be safely touched. If the handler
receives a successful Cthulhu Mythos roll, he or she recog-
nizes it as the legendary “milk of the Dark Mother™ (Shub-
Niggurath). This fluid can be removed by the investigators
and analyzed at a later date.

[n the back of the main lab is a concrete stairway lead-
ing down to a basement-level landing. A door here reads
Emergency Only, with an alarm system attached to the door
handle. A successful Electrical Repair roll establishes that
the alarm is disconnected—the door opens easily to a well-
lighted concrete tunnel leading underground to the north.
Followed, this tunnel leads up into the Third Room at Ware-
house 2.

DR. FINLEY'S OFFICE: in locked filing cabinets the investiga-
tors can find notes on the calling of Shub-Niggurath, the
experiments with Jennifer Armbruster and with Shub-
Niggurath’s milk, photos of Armbruster’s progressive
growth, and lots of details of the attempts to nurture baby
dark young.

Pieces and fragments of Mythos tomes are cited and
quoted here. As the keeper wishes, Sanity could be lost
reading some of these files.

Also noted are *‘filled carboys™ shipped to
Rothmersholm Ltd.. in Toronto. on several dates; what was
sent and how much is not stated.

Howard Finley, and What He Knows

In the late 1960s, Finley was a young biologist doing field
research in pursuit of his doctorate. In Burma's Rongklang
Mountains he stumbled across a primitive branch of the dread
Tcho-Teho people, a group which yet could produce astonishing
yields from slash-and-burn agriculture. Showing unusual ruth-
lessness for his age, Finley passed certain ghastly tests and
became privy to the tribe's ceremonies, watching as fresh
ground was drenched in blood poured from wood bowls. In the
following ceremony, Shub-Niggurath appeared. Finley kept his
sanity as from her the tribe drew forth a white substance they
called milk of the Dark Mother. When poured upon plants, this
milk caused rapid growth, accelerated sexual maturity, and a
variety of hideous sterile mutations.

The Teho-Techos had refused him the secret of her summon-
ing. For the next few years, in addition to his studies in biochem-
istry and related fields, Finley searched myth and legend for an
explanation of the great being he had seen. In 1967 he earned
a degree from Miskatonic University while spending much of his
time perusing the library's collection of rare and obscure works
of magic and demonology. He also learned that druids had once
worshiped a being similar to the one he had seen, and he found
the formula they had supposedly used to call the thing they knew
as Shub-Niggurath,

Finley searched the occult for the scientific principles under-
lying the ancient magicks, principles that he believed would
allow him to call the being himself, without spilling blood or
requiring a body of worshipers. In 1973, Finley took employ with
an Nw| subsidiary, and there followed up rumors and hints to
uncover notes concerning secret researches made by a Dr.
Heinrich Dieter. Among the papers was the design for a device
that created a window opening “between spaces, allowing
glimpses of other worlds and other beings.” The primitive elec-
tronics of the time had not been reliable enough for Dieter to
build a successful demonstration model, but the experiments
seemed methodical and sound.

Finley built a new model but, despite experiments with dif-
ferent power sources, it failed to work. Dieter's machine had
been calibrated by an unknown crystal type. Finley guessed that
the solution lay here.

Not long after, Finley was called upon by two well-dressed
NWI security officers who took him to a secluded mansion, the
home of a director of NWI. This executive, Thalassa Chandler,
did not accuse Finley of trespass or espionage, but said that she
was very interested in his experiments and wanted to aid Finley.
Finley was soon promoted, granted his own research facilities,
and quickly perfected his machine. Importantly, Chandler sup-
plied him with several of Dieter's mysterious yellow crystals.

After more experiment, Finley was transferred to DBZ, and
there learned how to focus the device to open a window be-
tween our world and Shub-Niggurath’s without resorting to prim-
itive chant (although he was forced to stoop to traditional means
to baptize the stone altar in Warehouse 2). Using this window,
Finley gets regular access to Shub-Niggurath and draws from
her useful amounts of the potent mutagen serum known as the
Dark Mother's milk.

Complex gravitational and electromagnetic forces can be in
momentary harmony at various, irregular moments other than
the dark of the moon; a complex program written by Finley
samples conditions and activates the window; after she ap-
pears, automated machinery draws milk from the Outer God and
pumps it to sterilized holding tanks.

Willful misperception of his data keeps his Mythos knowl-
edge lower than it otherwise would be—Finley has never for a
moment considered the thing he calls to the warehouse a god.
To him Shub-Niggurath represents some powerful alien species,
perhaps an unintelligent one. Even though he is now quite
insane, Finley worships only at the altar of science.

If the keeper wishes to save Dr. Finley for later purposes,
perhaps to reappear in “No Pain, No Gain" or in “After The Big
One," have him be absent during the calling of Shub-Niggurath
witnessed by the investigators, or allow him to mysteriously
escape during the ghastly events that follow.




Keys in a locked desk drawer open most of the P7
offices and all the doors of Warehouse 2.

A small notebook contains a list of code words useful to
accessing the company computers, including the NwI My-
thos book files, but the passwords are not identified as such.

The Third Room

Warehouse 2 is as described before, Vacant Room, Waste
Storage Room, and locked Third Room. A putrid, unidenti-
fiable smell permeates the place.

Whether the investigators enter the Third Room via the
tunnel from Project P7 or through the locked door from the
Vacant Room, they discover the worst about DBZ. It is not
an ultra-hazardous waste store but a small laboratory with
expensive equipment. Anyone who has any Physics or Elec-
tronics skill notices that the room has been elaborately
shielded against magnetic effects.

Along one wall are spaces for eight plexiglass cylinders,
though only seven are present. They are identical to the
container which held the creature at Full Wilderness. The
first two are empty, but the last five hold baby dark young
closely resembling the one seen in Jatik’s office. If the baby
dark young sent to Jatik was successfully stolen, it is here,
identifiable by observing a characteristic scratch on the cyl-
inder.

Judging by the dated tags on the cylinders, the creatures
are in different states of health, since the older specimens
exhibit a listlessness not apparent in the newer specimens.
Sanity loss for seeing this bank of writhing creatures is
0/1D6 for those who have already seen the Fw creature, and
2/2D6+2 SAN points lost for those who have not.

Depending on the time of day and the keeper’s disposi-
tion, the lab may or may not be manned. If it is, staff it with
Dr. Finley and the two cultist assistants; their stats occur at
the end of this chapter. Whether or not the Third Room is
manned, the investigators may have time to look around.

Call for a Physics Roll: a large machine of unknown pur-
pose stands against the far wall. A successful Physics roll
defines the machine as one capable of generating an ex-
tremely powerful shaped electromagnetic field, extending
through the wall and into the Vacant Room.

Analyzing the equipment takes four consecutive suc-
cessful Electronics rolls to correctly identify the principles
and modularities of the generator: any failure leaves the
investigator unable to reassemble what he has taken apart
and makes the machine useless.

Finley's complex software, which measures varying
electromagnetic fields, gravitations, and other factors, and
adjusts the output of the generators to match these condi-
tions, can be mastered with four successive Computer Use
SUCCESSEs.
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Two more successful Computer Use rolls let the inves-
tigators comprehend the sampling program that allows a
Call Shub-Niggurath at times other than the dark of the
moon.

The calibration crystals are unidentifiable by means of
a Geology roll, but a successful Cthulhu Mythos roll shows
them to be yrmmrhh, a crystal from the Mi-Go mines on
Yuggoth. The present crystals in the generators are good for
1D4 more callings before they need replacements from
NWI.

Call for a Computer Use Roll: the mini-computer has three
terminals, uses Unix, and requires nothing more than a suc-
cessful roll for analysis. For scenario purposes, the com-
puter is merely an elaborate timer turning on the generator
when it suits the keeper—at midnight, or at the next new
moon, or maybe three minutes from now.

Call for an Electronics Roll: the investigators notice that
all the equipment in the lab is carefully shielded and
grounded.

Other Things To See: on a desk is a accordion-fold dot-ma-
trix version of De Vermiis Mysteriis, off-loaded from the
NwI files, identifiable by the file-record line automatically
superscribed at the top of every page. Finley's spidery hand-
writing fills many of the margins. If the keeper wishes,
Unausprechlichen Kulten may also be present.

As the time to Call Shub-Niggurath approaches, a bank
of television monitors turns on, providing various angles of
view of the round chamber in the floor of the Vacant Room:;
each camera is also linked to one of the 3/4" VCRs in wall
mounts nearby.

Beneath the monitor bank is a set of four exo-gloves and
controls; with them, workers here can guide flexible-hosed
suction devices which are positioned behind the protective
plates in the Vacant Room cylindrical chamber, and func-
tion something like milking machines.

When Shub-Niggurath appears, the hoses begin to
pump exudate from the orifices which seem to be running
most freely. The Milk of the Dark Mother is pumped into
ten-gallon carboys at the Third Room end of the hoses.

The Calling of Shub-Niggurath

If the investigators are unfortunate to be in Warehouse 2 at
night, they can be exposed to the presence of the terrible
Outer God. The sequence of the calling can take place
whether or not Dr. Finley and his cultist assistants are pres-
ent, if the keeper accepts that automatic machinery could
perform the tasks.

A suitable hiding place for investigators would be the
Waste Storage room or the locker containing the white-plas-
tic protective suits. Those locations allow them to creep to
the locked door of the Third Room to listen, and then to be
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surprised by the mind-shattering appearance of the great
Shub-Niggurath.

Keepers should study the nearby box explaining
Finley’s discovery of a new Call spell procedure for Shub-
Niggurath. This power should not transfer to the investiga-
tors, certainly not without much research and effort on their
part.

The first sign of trouble for the investigators is a soft
mechanical clicking coming from the cabinet of the myste-
rious generator—relays softly closing. A low whine begins
and the monitors engage. The fluorescent fixtures in the
Vacant Room tumn on.

As the pitch of the generator heightens, the lights dim
slightly, their hue pinkening. The air thickens. Observers
feel hairs stand on end. The chain-hung light fixtures, as
though on strings, swing toward the center of the cylindrical
chamber. straining against their light chains to illuminate
the center of the floor. Intense vibrations rattle shelves and
loose objects; a great cloud of darkness seeps into the Va-
cant Room, centered on the chamber.

Investigators gain nothing by trying to avert or close
their eyes; as the god coalesces, their attention is inexorably
drawn to it. Calculate their loss of Sanity by their proximity
to the god: cost to be in the Vacant Room is a full
1D10/1D100 saN.; in the Third Room 1D6/1D20 SAN is the
cost: hiding in the Waste Storage Room costs only 1D4 SAN.
As the vile stench of the monstrosity permeates Warehouse
2, investigators who are not catatonic or stupefied must
receive a successful CON x5 roll or begin vomiting.

Filling the center of the warehouse with her mass, Shub-
Niggurath seems to be controlled and contained by the same
computer/generator system that summoned her. If the in-
vestigators do nothing and manage to not reveal them-
selves, the hoses drain her of what milk she will give, a set
of ten-gallon carboys beginning to fill in the Third Room.
Investigators who have remained sane notice that the being
occasionally fades slightly, in coordination with changes in
the pitch of the field generator. Many dark young bud across
Shub-Niggurath’s sprawling, ropy mass.

Whether or not the keeper presents the procedure as
automatic, the Third Room tumns into a hell. EM displays—
ball lightning, electrostatic charges, strangely-colored
auras—flicker and eddy across the room. There are no
surges in the electrical supply, but strange odors and howl-
ing noises assail everyone in the building. Nonetheless, the
shield equipment continues to function, and the monitors
continue to show the ghastly shape forming.

A Possible Disaster: as the sensory assaults increase, inves-
tigators, under no immediate danger to their physical well-
being, still may try to put a stop to things. Finley or the
computer need to keep Shub-Niggurath present for some
minutes: it is possible, with a successful Computer Use roll,
to send Shub Niggurath back sooner. If the roll fails, or if

the investigators decide to interfere with the operators or
damage the equipment, disaster ensues.

A humming resonance assaults the ears. A virulent or-
ange light begins to leak in everywhere in the building,
almost (but not quite) like a seeping, glowing liquid. Smoke
curls from machinery. Before anything can be done. the
machine which generates a shaped magnetic field begins to
fail, and in a few seconds Shub-Niggurath is freed.

She lifts out of the chamber, hovering against the roof.
A great tentacle flails across the room and smashes open the
wall to the Third Room, circuits snapping as they break,
monitor tubes exploding, the roof groaning and wobbling as
steel girder supports snap.

A portion of an outer warehouse wall goes next, crum-
pled to a heap of concrete and corrugated steel by an inci-
dental blow from the Outer God. Drifting slowly across the
Vacant Room, she grabs a main interior pillar and effort-
lessly pulls it free. The ceiling sags more, and light fixtures
smash to the cement floor. Investigators who now state that
they are fleeing Warehouse 2 must receive successful DEX
x3 rolls to run past an alarmingly free-willed Shub-
Niggurath. Those who receiving failed rolls or who decide
to stay around risk being struck by a Dark Mother hoof:
those with failed luck rolls undergo a Trample attack at 75%
with damage of 11D6 points. Extremely kindly keepers may
allow a Dodge roll first.

Investigators attempting to hide within Warehouse 2
must receive rolls of POW x3 or less to escape with 1D3
points of damage; failing that, they take 2D6 points of dam-
age each from falling debris, flying bolt heads, etc. Investi-
gators who hid within the Waste Storage Room take addi-
tional damage of 2D 10 points each from broken toxics can-
isters (but charge each investigator only 1-2 points of this
damage weekly, to simulate progressive poisoning and
stretch out the effects over the rest of the campaign).

Shub-Niggurath, now free, tramples the remainder of
the warehouse, destroying it completely and incidently re-
leasing a host of highly-toxic agents with which the keeper
may create nasty complications. She then winks out of this
existence.

In consequence, whether or not Finley survives, and
whether or not Dawn Biozyme itself continues to be a target
for investigation, NWI covers its tracks quickly and escapes
serious damage. As prosecution and penalties fly about, one
of NWI's board members, 58-year-old David Melton, is
found dead of his own hand. His suicide note confesses guilt
in the funding and covert manipulation of DBZ, and records
accompanying the note contain information falsely impli-
cating Melton and James Corazini in a plot to fleece mil-
lions from DBZ, Larson, and NWI. The state of California
prosecutes Corazini who, if he still lives, is imprisoned for
the next eleven years. After years of litigation connected
with the toxic waste spill, NWI agrees to a fine of $50,000,
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which it pays [rom petty cash. Business as usual—case
closed.

James Corazini’s Townhouse

Corazini, head of Dawn Biozyme, lives in a luxurious town-
house not far from Edward Tait. Apart from art and luxuri-
ous rugs and expensive furniture, there's nothing 1o see or
learn here; Corazini knows nothing about the Mythos, about
Armbruster. about Finley's secret experiments, or about
NWI's actual motives. At this point he is mostly interested in
perfecting specific recombinant technologies and then sell-
ing his share in them for an enormous sum.

Dr. Finley’s Estate

Finley lives with his equally mad wife Madeline on a fenced
estate of several acres on a hilltop north of Samson. Along
with Howard and Madeline, two guard/caretakers appear
for about 12 hours each day: they do not stay overnight, and
may change from day to day. They are some of the Tcho-
Tcho cultist gunmen and drivers surviving from the ““Full
Wilderness™ chapter, presented again at the end of this
chapter. All survivors could be available after a few phone
calls. If the keeper wishes, Finley could as well draw on two
of the bikers from that episode.

The Finley home is a contemporary L-shaped mansion
of steel and glass; the upper (loor is mostly glass, the bottom
floor is mostly steel. Opening from a circular foyer are two
wings, each 80 feet long and 30 feet across; a large swim-
ming pool nestles in the back, in the angle of the L.

The top floor consists of six very large rooms—Iliving
room, parlor-entertainment room, dining room, library,
kitchen, and master suite, all communicating to a hall which
runs along the inside of the L.

These rooms all have white walls, white rugs, and min-
imalist-style furniture, scaled either very large or very
small. A few bland corporate-style paintings and sculptures
decorate the spaces.

The bottom floor is of the same size, but is set into the
hill, open only along the outside of the L. It contains gar-
ages, boxy utility rooms, storage rooms, Finley's private
office, a small lab area which has not been used in some
time, and two windowless rooms sealed by heavy doors.

Captured investigators will be held in these rooms, 1o
await transhipment to Toronto, to Rothmersholm Lid. for
questioning. When the time comes for shipment, the inves-
tigators will be drugged and packed into coffins for the trip.
A well-bribed mortician makes the arrangements.

The windowless holding rooms are ten foot cubes, lined
with stainless steel, each featureless except for a dim light
and the lens of a television camera. Light and lens are
protected by inch-thick pyrex shields. The steel doors open
outward; there are no handles or knobs on the inside; they

automatically lock. Televi-
sion monitors on the outside
wall beside each door show
what's inside.

In each door is a 3x12"
slot through which food and
drink (luke-warm, from the
local McDonald’s, not a
hard edge in the lot) can be
passed; a two-inch hole in
the floor allows for waste
disposal.

When time for move-
ment occurs, Finley drugs
the captives’ drinks and the
cultists haul them out and strap them into coffins. Unless
Finley has special reason, no interrogation occurs here.

The windowless holding rooms and lab were used for
Finley’s experiments before Warehouse 2 was modified. If
he could find him, Finley would keep Peter Tait here before
sending him on to Toronto.

Madeline Finley

Howard Finley’s Business: the following clues and evi-
dence can be gathered in a few hours of uninterrupted
search.

In Finley’s office is a large file of fax communications
between his home telephone and a number of people at
Rothmersholm Lid., Toronto—especially an Albert Shiny.
Some letters hint at possible Mythos connection. mention-
ing such items as “our special project” and “Project P7."
One even asks “how can we be sure that the thing is unin-
telligent?™

A copy of a letter Finley sent to a Dr. Codgehill of
Rothmersholm Ltd. bears the following sentences.

Excerpt From A Finley Letter

We may be, my friend, near the end of ordinary times, when
things could proceed placidly. The upshot of our work is that
our former scientific knowledge was puny, partial, inconse-
quential, and deluded by uniformitarianist twaddle. We now
know that great and different things lurk just beyond the
doors we are opening!

—Investigator handout #3

Finley's office rolodex shows Jennifer Armbruster’s
current rural route address near Renuncion, her phone num-
ber, and her modem number.

In Madeline’s handwriting, a spindled note dated a
week ago says merely “NWT says no fresh leads on Tait—
presumably has fled Samson.”

Two hours of search in the lab turns up a reference to a
Harold Gall, with a rural route address of Box 237, Delilah,



and the one-word notation, “parts.” There's no phone
number, The notebook is on a high shelf, is covered with
dust; the notebook mostly lists new lab glassware. With a
successful Spot Hidden, the investigator notices that the
words “*Beach Road™ have been lightly written in pencil at
the bottom of the page. No entry other than the one for
Harold Gall is significant.

Madeline Finley’s Business: whether or not Finley is
around, his insane wife Madeline always is. She spends her
days lounging around the pool smoking cigarettes, review-
ing purchases made by her Tcho-Tchos, trying on clothes
brought for approval by exclusive boutiques. and patroniz-
ing people on the telephone.

Madeline is about 50 years old, skinny, loud-voiced,
dictatorial, with dyed-blonde hair. Her statistics can be
found at the end of this chapter.

For the past year, Madeline Finley's main activity has
been performing charity work among the Tcho-Tcho refu-
gees who have fled Asia when it became too dangerous for
the ghastly tribes to stay. The United States and Canada
have absorbed the majority of these immigrants.

The investigators may know something about the dubi-
ous Tcho-Tchos. A successtul Anthropology roll identifies
them merely as an extended culture of the mountains of
Southeast Asia, uprooted by wars. opium warlords, and
nationalist movements. A successful Cthulhu Mythos indi-
cates an ages-long enjoyment of cannibalism and of partic-
ipation with the gods of the Mythos. which may not have
been ended when many became immigrants.

Finley’s work with the Tcho-Tchos has taken two forms,
a chain of restaurants and a cookbook, both based upon her
appreciation and delight in Tcho-Tcho cuisine.

On a table by the pool, day or night, under a large steel
paperweight formed like a nine-inch banana, is a stack of
letters. Most concern a restaurant in Toronto. The place, the
Black Dragon, has just opened and is doing well. Ominous
references and circumlocutions like “*special cuisine™ and
“our favored ingredients™ dot the correspondence. Other
letters in the stack show that another Black Dragon restau-
rant opens in Samson in the next few days.

While she watches the numbers, offers cash and encour-
agement, and has had a large part in planning the restaurant
menus, Madeline is most active with her Tcho-Tcho cook-
book, drafts of which can be found in the kitchen, at the
pool, and in the master suite beside the spa.

A successful Spot Hidden roll notices that the kitchen
version of the manuscript has an extra chapter, ** Heart of the
Cuisine.” in which the recipes are explicitly written for
human ingredients of all sorts, from brains to knucklebones,
and explaining how to use various skull portions as cook-
ware. In the other versions, the chapter does not exist: some
of the recipes are subsumed into the remaining chapters,
mostly replacing human flesh with pork.
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The book, Foods of the Tcho-Tcho, outlines the history
and culture of the Tcho-Tchos, detailing their resistance first
against the Red hordes and then against nationalist invaders
which turned the Tcho-Tcho homelands into battlegrounds.
She praises cerfain vocal U.S. senators and congressmen
who intervened and sponsored the special bills necessary to
bring 40,000 Tcho-Tchos to North America; several of these
men attend Mr. Shiny’s féte at the end of the campaign.

The recipes themselves are tasty and easily prepared;
some of the sauces demand preparations days in advance.
Among the sauces in the kitchen version of the manuscript
is one for Bak Bon Dzshow, or Human Ganglia Paste, which
is spread over vegetables. The preparation of the sauce is
actually a spell; each time the sauce is eaten, the eater loses
0/1D3 sAN,

If for some reason the investigators conduct a philo-
sophical conversation with Madeline Finley, she observes
at one point that her husband is a fool. She has continued to
learn from the Tcho-Tchos, something that he should have

Creeping Loss, a new spell.

Each time the sauce is prepared, the eater or eaters of it
lose 0/1D3 Sanity points after waking the next morning. The
sauce must be prepared at night from pounded human
ganglia; other ingredients are diverse but ordinary. The
caster must utter an unchanging mantra for 30 minutes, and
cast 4 magic points into it, losing 2 SAN in the process, It
tastes something like creamed artichokes, but with a hot,
peppery aftertaste. Serves up to four people per prepara-
tion.

After ingestion, the eater experiences horrible cannibal-
istic dreams in which pointy-toothed savages gleefully con-
sume human entrails. Upon waking, the dreamer must re-
ceive a successful Sanity roll or lose 1D3 SAN.

done but was too prejudiced by ‘scientific method’ to do.
The Outer Gods are real, she says, and of power immeasur-
able; they have shown her what all humans must become,

If she captures an investigator or two. she'll use them as
ingredients as she continues to test her cookbook. Even
though she may draw a hand or an arm or a slice from
someone, she tries to keep him or her living as long as
possible, since Tcho-Tcho cuisine is best with the freshest
ingredients. Once an investigator dies, she stores the re-
mainder in the walk-in kitchen freezer.

The Serum-Blob

The investigators may not be finished with the residue of
Shub-Niggurath. If they got a sample of Shub-Niggurath’s
milk and subjected it to standard scientific analysis and
tests, the researcher heats a sample in a test fube or furnace
to record the products. The extra-cosmic enzyme begins a
transformation into a plastic life-form utterly inimical to
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humans. See the narrative description and statistics at the
end of this chapter for particulars of the serum-blob attack
and its consequences,

Perhaps heated in a reduction furnace (so-constructed to
capture all the gasses produced) or merely in a beaker or
test-tube, the stringy plastic blob scratches and thumps at
the walls of its warm prison. The door opened or the way
broken clear. it leaps squealing at the researcher’s face,
attempting to enter the body via the nose or mouth. In a test
tube or retort, the thing’s transformation shatters the glass,
whereupon it makes the same attempt.

(If the victim is an independent researcher, the investi-
gators return to find him or her crouched behind a lab table,
gnawing on a fresh human brain, a specimen recently left at
the lab—lose 0/1D3 SAN just to see it.)

See the statistics section for a complete evaluation of
the serum-blob. If Shub-Niggurath destroys Warehouse 2,
the keeper decides whether any incidental fires generate
additional serum-blobs,

Conclusion

Investigators who manage to survive the appearance of
Shub-Niggurath receive 1D6 SAN each; investigators who
eliminate a freed serum-blob receive an additional 1D4 SAN
each.

[f sufficient evidence does not now exist, perhaps Ser-
geant Bolling or Eddie Lowry can offer a lead to Jennifer
Armbruster’s former hangout at Thor's Gym.

II Shub-Niggurath destroys Warehouse 2, the patrolling
pair of security guards are driven into indefinite insanity;
the other guards and scientists at work see nothing and
notice nothing until the building collapses and the Quter
God dissipates.

Statistics

The Serum-Blob

Description: a serum-blob is a tiny creature shaped some-
thing like a sea-urchin, with soft, flexible tendrils. Its color
is a translucent white tinged with blue, much like skimmed
milk. The thing has a quality of quivering malevolence
which is immediately alarming.

A serum-blob is produced only from the milk of Shub-
Niggurath, an entity who seems to drip perverse life wher-
ever she goes. An important component of that exudate
catalyzes into the inimical serum-blob when heated inter-
nally in excess of 400°F.

Approximately | siz point of milk vields a single
serum-blob. an unintelligent creature with a profound taste
for human brains. In larger samples of the milk, additional
serum-blobs may be formed. if the keeper wishes, but only
one serum-blob is sure to form.

Attack: when it can, the
thing leaps for the face of
the nearest human. The
target’s player has three
rounds in order to roll a suc-
cessful STR against the
sticky thing’s adhesive STR
14, to rip it loose from the
investigator’s face. Suc-
ceeding, the investigator
takes incidental damage of
1 D4 points of damage to the
nose, teeth, tongue, ears,
etc., and must then receive a
successful DEX roll to put
the serum-blob into a safe container. The resulting scar or
deformity offers interesting roleplaying possibilities: sub-
tract the damage rolled from the victim’s APP.

If the STR rolls fail, the serum-blob folds its tendrils and
thrusts through the nearest orifice into the victim’s head,
forcing the victim’s immediate unconsciousness—and
quick death, though that cannot be detected at the time. The
serum-blob then eats or dissolves its way into the victim’s
skull, ingesting the brain. and growing and taking its place,
preserving the autonomic functions. Surgery may save
some portion of the targel’s brain, at the keeper’s option, but
almost certainly the once-vigorous person becomes a vege-
table. Once it absorbs the brain of the original victim, the
serum-blob becomes too large to move to another brain.

Serum Blob

An hour later the victim wakes and acts normally. The
creature has absorbed many of its victim's memories and
can pass for normal for a time, though a successful Psychol-
ogy shows something amiss. In a few days the serum-blob
loses the all associations and procedures necessary for
speech and rational thought, and thereafter its human shell
behaves no differently than any animal.

By then the serum-blob lusts for fresh brains; launching
sudden attacks to bite through faces (1D2 damage per
round) in order to devour the brains beyond. If an attack
succeeds, no fresh infusion of memories or intelligence
occurs, but this does not keep the serum-blob from making
new attacks.

Were the original victim subdued and his or her head
x-rayed. within the skull would show not a brain but a
free-moving life form within the skull cavity shaped like a
many-pointed star.

No cure exists. The investigators can destroy the alien
life with fire hotter than 2000°F. by an electrical charge
exceeding 50,000 volts, by immersion in high-molar hydro-
chloric acid, or as the keeper sees fit.

THE SERUM-BLOB
STR8 CON15  SiZ1 INT 5
DEX17 HP8 Move 10

POW 11



Damage Bonus -1D6

Weapons: Adhere 99%, damage special*

Attack Head 99%, damage special™

Armor: extremely elastic; cannot be killed by physical blow, squeeze,
or crush.

Sanity Loss: 1/1D4+1

“grips victim's face with force of STR 14.

“eals victim's brain; absorbs its memories.

SHUB-NIGGURATH, Outer God
STR 71 CON 172  SIZ120 INT 21
HP 145 Move 15

Damage Bonus +1706

Weapons: Tentacle 100%, damage Catch
Trample 75%, damage 11D6

Armor: immune to physical weapons; takes normal energy and
magical damage: each magic point she spends for the purpose
enables her to heal 2 points of damage.

Spells: knows all spells pertaining to the Outer Gods, plus Create
Gate, Curse of Azathoth, and Voorish Sign.

Sanity Loss: 1D10/1D100 SAN.

POW 70

HOWARD FINLEY, Microbiologist, Age 56

STR 11 CON 11 SIZ 11 INT 14 POW 15

DEX 13 APP 11 EDU 18 SANO HP 11

Damage Bonus +0

Weapons: none.

Skills: Accounting 15%, Bargain 55%, Biology 60%, Botany 15%,
Chemistry 55%, Computer Use 30%, Credit Rating 70%, Cthulhu
Mythos 25%, Debate 60%, Diagnose Disease 15%, Dodge 35%, Drive
Automobile 40%, Electrical Repair 20%, Elecironics 40%, Fast Talk
15%, German 30%, Library Use 65%, Mechanical Repair 25%,
Microbiology 85%, Occult 25%, Oratory 20%, Pharmacy 20%,
Photography 10%, Psychology 30%, Russian 35%, Treat Poison 10%,
Zoology 10%.

Finley’s Insane Lab Assistants

STR CON 51z DEX FOW HP
Assist. 1 12 13 13 13 12 T3
Assist, 2 13 12 12 14 10 12

Damage Bonus +104
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Weapons: Fist/Punch 65%, damage 1D3+1D4
Fighting Knife 50%, damage 1D4+2+1D4

DBZ Security Guards

STR CON Sz DEX POW  HP
Guard 1 13 14 14 1 10 14
Guard 2 12 13 13 12 10 13
Guard 3 14 15 15 13 11 15
Guard 4 13 16 16 14 11 16
Guard 5 11 13 13 15 12 13

Damage Bonus +1D4

Weapons: Fist/Punch 60%, damage 1D3+1D4
Nightstick 50%, damage 1D06+1D4

.45 Revolver 60%, damage 1010+2

MADELINE FINLEY, Chef, Age 50
STR 10 CON 15 SlZ9 INT 15
DEX12 APP10
Damage Bonus +0
Weapons: .32 Revolver 40%, damage 1D8

Skills: Accounting 45%, Bargain 75%, Bluff 85%, Botany 5%, Computer
Use 10%, Cook 70%, Credit Rating 75%, Cthulhu Mythos 18%, Debate
B0%, Fast Talk 35%, Library Use 35%, Psychology 60%, Tcho-Tcho
25%.

POW 18
EDU 16 SAN O HP 12

Four Cultist Gunmen

STR CON Sz DEX POW  HFP
Gunman1 13 11 3 16 12 10
Gunman2 12 12 10 15 13 1
Gunman3 13 13 1 14 10 12
Gunman4 10 12 12 12 11 12

Weapon: 3mm Parabellum 70%, damage 1D10

Two Cultist Drivers

STR CON  Siz  DEX POW HP
Driver 1 12 12 10 12 11 11
Driver 2 11 11 1 13 10 1
Weapon: 9mm Parabellum 45%, darmage 1D10 |

Scenario Considerations

“No Pain, No Gain" is the most diversionary of the six
adventures: it may also prove to be the funniest and the
scenario most likely to send investigators into permanent

No Pain, No Gain

Wherein our perspicacious heroes, methodically tracking down every
clue, learn more about the experiment with Jennifer Armbruster and
perhaps win a free, extended vacation.

insanity. Like the rest of the scenarios it must be played
before the conclusion, “After The Big One,” but otherwise
may be presented any time after **Full Wilderness” —
whenever the investigators choose to follow the line of
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evidence to Thor’s Gym, to Jennifer Armbruster’s old ad-
dress, or to Jennifer Armbruster’s new address.

Blessed with investigators of merit, the keeper has
plenty of opportunity to bestow those references. Withhold-
ing the rural box-number insures that the front portion of
this adventure is played through, and raises the play-length
of this adventure to three or more nights.

It Dr. Howard Finley has not been killed, the keeper is
offered the option of his reappearance at Jennifer
Armbruster’s mountain home,

If they have not met it before, the lack of dangerous
encounters in the earlier portion of “No Pain, No Gain”
offers the keeper the option of tempting the investigators
into the sewers of Samson, to meet Harold Gall’s animal
parts thing from “Landscrapes;” see the boxed discussion
of it at the end of that chapter.

Follow up Dawn Biozyme and Project P7 in the previ-
ous chapter, “*Dawn Biozyme.™)

Keeper's Information

Jennifer Armbruster has not been seen in Samson for some
six months. Employed at Dawn Biozyme as a lab technician
and now secretly on the DBZ payroll as a consultant,
Armbruster was a professional body-builder who, with the
aid of the Mythos, became a champion. Continued contact
with Shub-Niggurath caused Armbruster to grow to abnor-
mal size, and also drove her insane. She has moved to a
cabin deep in the mountains east of Samson. there continu-
ing her unholy studies.

Jennifer Armbruster was born in 1968 near Missoula,
Montana. She majored in biochemistry at UC-Berkeley.
When she began work in Samson, at Dawn Biozyme, a
rising biotech firm, she had already developed bodybuild-
ing interests; now she attempted to blend her scientific
knowledge and DBZ's research facilities to develop a cham-
pionship form.

Using steroids with moderation and expertise, she
worked hard to finish first in amateur contests; when she
went pro she placed high in the regionals. After a few years,
though, she realized she had reached the maximum poten-
tial for her frame and genes, leaving her at a loss.

At this time Dr. Finley, head of research at DBZ, ap-
proached her, recognizing in her commitment to badybuild-
ing the motivation for a unique experiment. She was flat-
tered by his persistent attention, and she also savored the
increased salary promised by the promotion to his secret
project. As Finley had foreseen, Armbruster quickly real-
ized that the bizarre mutagens worked on in P7 might be of
use in her quest for a body-building championship.

Finley introduced her to a new enzyme, the milk of the
Dark Mother. Tests on lab animals, he said, had shown it to
produce rapid growth and increased musculature. To his
quiet satisfaction, Jennifer offered herself as a test subject.

She began to grow almost
immediately, and begged
Finley for more. When
Finley felt she was ready, he
invited her to Warehouse 2
one night, where she wit-
nessed the calling of Shub-
Niggurath.

Repeated exposure to
the Outer God unhinged her
mind. Finley regulated the
amount of exudate she
drank, so that he could keep
accurate records, but she
craved more. One night to
his astonishment she left the safety of the Third Room in
Warehouse 2, climbed over the protective fence in the Va-
cant Room, crawled to the chamber-edge to writhe before
the Dark Mother, and began to suck the milk directly from
Shub-Niggurath herself.

Armbruster was now completely insane, but she kept
her body-building ambitions. As her musculature grew, the
body-building world took notice of her. Soon she won her
first regional. Her picture appeared on the covers of
bodybuilding magazines: she began to build a national rep-
utation.

Jenny Armbruster As She Was

At the recent LBBI national championships, however, a
Dr. Tanner discovered unnatural qualities about Jenny
Armbruster’s tissue. Although they could not be classified
as steroidal, the anomalies were strange enough that the
Jjudges disqualified her from competition.

Her own tests told Armbruster that her flesh was virtu-
ally unkillable, sending her into a depression that Finley
dispelled only after considerable effort.

In the next few months she topped 6'6", with shoulders
that scraped the sides of doorways. Finley began to fear that
her appearance was prompting too much attention; he
gently convinced her to retire to a mountain retreat where
she could “continue her unimpeded development.”

And here she consecrated a new altar to the Dark
Mother, calling on Shub-Niggurath at the dark of the moon.
Lacking Finley's machinery, she called the Outer God in the
old way, with blood sacrifice—usually cattle. When she
grew so large that she could no longer could purchase cattle
herself, she stole them instead., setting off a rash of baffling
sasquatch sightings. Except for Finley, her last remaining
contact with the world was her old friend and workout
buddy. Noélle (*Nolly™) Rand.

Nolly Rand believed that Armbruster was using ste-
roids, and that they were killing her friend. With great con-
cern and patience, she stayed in contact with Jenny by
phone, offering moral support and money (which Armbrus-
ter would accept when she was feeling low),



Last month, Rand made a surprise visit to Armbruster s
mountain home after finding and using a copy of the endur-
ance chant. Not having laid eyes on her friend in months,
she was unprepared to see an 11-foot giantess filling the
living room. Jennifer wanted to keep her from running out
the door, but she tugged too hard and broke Nolly’s neck.
No matter; Armbruster has plans to bring Nolly back.

Investigator Information

Depending on the fruits of earlier investigations, clues exist
which lead to Armbruster’s old address, to Project P7 at
Dawn Biozyme, to her bank, to her **second home " (Thor s
Gym), and to her new address.

Contacts with the police (and through them to the FBI)
can help establish whether or not she currently has an auto-
mobile, phone number, or Postal Service box listed under
her name, in California or any of the United States.

Jennifer Armbruster's Old Address

Armbruster formerly lived in a large development mid-way
between Dawn Biozyme and downtown Samson. The units
are mostly owner-occupied condominiums, two-bedroom
affairs stacked three high with adjoining walls.

The condo she owns (a gift from her parents) is now
occupied by a Bill Matthews, who rented the place fur-
nished about six months ago. He pays rent to an agent
whose card he gives to the investigators: Neal Thornpayt,
Properties. He has never met Armbruster, but he describes
Thornpayt as a tall black man. courteous, deep-voiced, and
very well dressed. The keeper no doubt recognizes in
Thornpayt’s name another anagram of Nyarlathotep. If they
check, neither the address nor the phone number on the card
have ever belonged to a Mr. Thornpayt—the card is a dead
end.

Matthews volunteers that the owner left the unit fur-
nished, and apparently left in some hurry, since one closet
was stuffed with clothes. With a successful Fast Talk or
Debate, the investigators can examine the unremarkable
dresses and suits. all appropriate for a young woman. A
successful idea roll shows that the clothing sizes range from
6to 16.

Two neighbors recall Jennifer Armbruster. Neither has
seen her in months. One neighbor remembers hearing that
she exercised or something at a downtown gym, near the
Hall of Justice.

Request a Spot Hidden Roll: if the keeper desires a red
herring, the successful investigator notices that a nearby
manhole cover is ajar. The displacement was caused by
some teenagers at play; nothing can be learned from prowl-
ing through the sewer below unless the investigators take
this as a chance to meet Harold Gall's animal-parts creation,
still stalking the Samson sewers. See the end of that adven-
ture for statistics.

No Pain, No Gain—35

Bank of the Golden West

Armbruster’s branch is in a nearby mall. Without a court
order, officials there refuse any information concerning de-
positors. There is no way to change the situation.

However, both Eddie Lowry and Sergeant Bolling have
unofficial channels of information. If tapped, they report
that Armbruster’s checking account there gains monthly
deposits of $4500 from Dawn Biozyme.

If the investigators ask, they also report that most of the
checks are now drafted in favor of stores in a small moun-
tain town, Renuncidn, or in favor of various mail-order
booksellers in the United States and England, with two of
the bookseller checks for over a thousand dollars each.

Thor's Gym

Located around the corner from Samson’s main police sta-
tion and criminal courts (the Hall of Justice) in a seedy
neighborhood, Thor’s is an older, smaller facility compared
to modern, well-capitalized health & fitness multiplexes.
The aerobics room handles little more than 100 people at a
time; the gym has only one lap pool, two squash courts, and
a single sauna—but the weight room is impressive.

If the investigators choose to conceal their interests.
skip to the sub-section below. “Random Inquiries at Thor’s
Gym.” If the investigators are persistent, they can then meet
Bill Martinez and Dan Bonaventura.

The receptionist can answer general questions, and tell
the investigators when Bill Martinez and Dan Bonaven-
tura—two references in Armbruster’s DBZ personnel file
and former friends of hers—usually appear.

She adds that Jennifer’s best friend. Noélle Rand, would
be the best one to talk to, but that Nolly hasn't been around
lately. She volunteers Rand’s phone number.

Calling that number, or examining newspaper files for
Rand’s name lead the investigators further along in the ad-
venture. Visiting the house accomplishes nothing—Nolly
Rand’s never at home. Breaking into her house uncovers
many clues.

Bill Martinez

He’s a tall, large young man, a bodybuilder of impressive
aspect. When not doing repetitions, he’s friendly and ap-
proachable. He gladly agrees to talk in the lounge. As he
sips mineral water, Martinez asks them what’s happened to
Jenny, and why they're interested in her.

The investigators can give what explanations they wish,
but one of them must receive a successful Bargain or Fast
Talk roll to get him to open up.

He says that Jennifer Armbruster was a championship-
level female bodybuilder who was banned from competi-
tion for the use of steroids. Not long after her elimination,
she stopped coming to Thor's Gym, and Martinez lost track
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of her. She certainly has not
competed under her own
name since then.

He knew Jenny as some-
one to pal around with at the
gym. When she asked him to
be areference, he agreed. He
shrugs, saying that’s all he
knows.

But a successful Psy-
chology roll suggests that
Martinez is upsel about

something to do with Jenni-

manager of Thor's. He's in
his fifties but still maintains
the iron physique of his
youth. Watch out, he insists
on hearty handshakes all
around.

Dan is a positive-think-
ing fellow with short blonde
hair and bright blue eyes.
His heyday was the sixties,
and with few exceptions,
(women’s bodybuilding for
one) he still thinks in those

i i Bill Martinez
fer Armbruster. Asked di- LR

rectly, he sighs and swears the investigators to secrecy.

His girlfriend. No¢lle Rand, had recently found a note-
book belonging to Armbruster at the gym and attempted to
follow some of the ‘recipes’ inside for bodybuilding.
Martinez is unsure of what this involved, but he knows all
too well Armbruster’s startling growth and the difficulties it
brought her.

“I"'m pretty sure that No¢lle wouldn’t take steroids.™ he
says, ““but the fact is that she’s disappeared, and so I can’t
ask her, and I'm very upset about it.”

The disappearance happened several weeks ago:
Martinez notes bitterly that little has been learned about the
vanished young woman except that her Honda hatchback is
also missing. Martinez knows that Lt. Paul Jackson of the
Samson police is in charge of her case.

[f any investigator can receive a successful Sanity roll
and thereby demonstrate calm self-possession, Martinez
enlarges on his confession. A week or so after she found
Armbruster’s notebook. Rand challenged him to attempt
the endurance chant —"some yoga or tantra thing she
found in the book."” To his astonishment, it worked: after an
effortless five-mile jog, he and Noelle spent the evening
together like gods.

Martinez swears that the chant left him free from exer-
tion and pain, and that it made everything seem possible. He
doesn’t remember the chant, having read it only once from
a spiral-bound notebook. Although he’s embarrassed to do
it, he can mimic the sounds of the chant—muggle firuggle
buggle, etc. A successtul Cthulhu Mythos roll suggests that
the rhythms mimic those of the dread Aklo tongue.

(If any of the investigators are female, Martinez doesn’t
mention the following, because he doesn’t want to seem
unmanly: as soon as he finished the chant he felt very fright-
ened and nervous for a little while. And after their run and
lovemaking, he felt strangely weakened for a while.)

Dan Bonaventura
The second reference listed in Jenny Armbruster’s person-
nel file is that of Dan Bonaventura, part-owner and full-time

Dan Bonaventura i A
terms. ‘*Those darn aerobics

classes we hold here. Piddly stuff. But what the heck. it pays
the rent.™

Dan knows quite a bit about Jenny but is reluctant to
discuss the particulars of her career. Under no circum-
stances does he offer the information that she was disquali-
fied from competition after failing blood tests.

Bonaventura says that he and Jenny were friends, and
that she used to frequent Thor’s. **She’s a good girl, no
doubt about that.” Despite his approving words, a success-
ful Psychology roll reveals that he feels guilty about her
ejection from competition—he thinks he should have coun-
seled Jennifer more firmly. If investigators press for details,
he recommends they visit LBBI headquarters, only a few
blocks distant. " They can supply more accurate facts than I
can.”

Dan also know