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s [ write these first nervous words, it’s fast approach-

ing midnight on the evening of Sunday, August 20,

995. I'm sitting in near-total darkness among the

stone markers and obelisks of Swan Point Cemetery in Provi-

dence, Rhode Island. Today is H.P. Lovecraft’s birthday, and

with pen in hand I sit on the cool grass with my back against

the base of the Phillips family monument. Before me, just a

few feet away, lies the humble marker I've spent the last hour

contemplating—and there also lie whatever remains still en-
dure of the late H.P. Lovecratft.

The second NecronomiCon convention ended just a few
hours before in nearby Danvers. [ took a rental car from
there to Providence, and spent the afternoon and evening
exploring the town. It's easy to see why Lovecraft loved it so.
The view from the hill on which Brown University sits is
beautiful, and the narrow streets and old houses still retain
the aged character—by and large, I presume—that fascinated
HPL. Walking up the steep slopes past the arched doorways,
always (it seemed) with one or more cats slinking around the
street, I could almost imagine that [ was HPL, stalking about
at night and taking it all in.

Sitting here now [ stare at the tombstone, glowing dimly
in the overcast moonlight. The inscription below his name
and the bookends of his years does not read “R.I.P.” nor
does it quote a bible verse. It simply says: “I AM PROVI-
DENCE.” Having seen something of the town HPL knew
and loved, and having gained at least a slight comprehension
of what it would be like to grow up amidst the old neighbor-
hoods, I can well understand this silent comment.

Getting here has been a long journey. I don’t just mean
the flight from Seattle to Boston, or the delightful but tiring
convention, or the painful navigation of the traffic from the
airport to Providence (abetted, I must say, by two superb au-
diotape readings of HPL stories released by Necronomicon
Press), or my hours-long rambling walk about central Provi-
dence, or the long, long walk out to Swan Point, or my illicit
entry into the cemetery after closing time, or the nerve-tin-
gling trip through the dark, dark graveyard. I mean instead
the fact that I'd choose to be here at all—and that [ made it. [
mean the journey of years that has led to this point.

[ grew up in a happy family, with two wonderful par-
ents. Though major traumas were few and far between, they
came to me as they do to most. By junior high school I tended
to be reclusive, neurotic, and thought very little of myself.
was often depressed and daydreamed about dramatic suicides
and other teenage angst-wishings. With the aid of a few good
friends made during that time [ started giving a damn about
myself and others, and by the time [ graduated high school
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felt like I might do something worthwhile with my life.

College was, of course, a learning experience on every
level. But 1 feel now that everything up to a certain point had
merely been preparation, and it was from that point forward
that my real life began.

That point consisted of reading Robert W. Chambers’
collection of short stories, The King in Yellow. This occurred
some while after I had begun reading Lovecraft and playing
Call of Cthulhu. It occurred while I was putting together the
first issue of The Unspeakable Oath, and also while I was
falling in love for the first time.

This was the fall of my sophomore year, and it was a
heady time...but it was also very strange. For reasons relating
to the above circumstances, and to other things best left un-
mentioned, [ started going a little crazy that fall. It shows, I
think, in TUOL1’s article “The Road to Hali.” It's blatantly
obvious in the private journal I kept for that year (it was the
only time ['ve done s0), and in the notes and ideas I had for
a CoC campaign based on Chambers’ work.

For a time, [ almost believed that the King in Yellow was
a real being, and that [ was working in his service. For a time,
[ took to cutting intricate (but meaningless) designs into my
arms with a razor blade. For a time, I drank heavily and
slipped deeper into a bad sort of craziness—but it was one
that brought forth fruits. The creative work I did then was so
intensive and so exciting that, four years later, I still haven't
finished mining the vein I first opened back then. Though it
drove me mad for a little while, when I came back I at least
had something worth going mad for.

And come back I did. Though the years since have not
passed without times of trouble or episodes of mental duress,
['ve managed to carve a better life for myself than—were it
described to me back in junior high school—I would have
had any reason to expect. I've stumbled on a global network
of people united in their love for Lovecraft’s work, and for
the passion of engaging in creative work they would not have
done otherwise; in addition, I've found thousands of people
willing to make it economically feasible to bring these works
into print. That means you, and you, and you.

Thanks to all of you, for giving me a reason to live.
have other reasons in my life, happily, but this is the one that
inspires and challenges me like no other.

Though Chambers was the trigger that launched me on
this strange journey, it was HPL who first took my hand and
said “Listen—all is not what it seems.”

Tonight I sit, alone in a graveyard, and I thank him, too.

—John Tynes, Editor-in-Chief
L]
D
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just got through TUO12, and as usual it was an

outstanding issue. I won’t go into details about the

articles as somebody has probably beaten me to that
particular punch. I will say, however that the Oath is the
only gaming mag [ buy which, like an excellent book,
keeps me turning the pages.

First, regarding the imminent hike in price: As 1
was in the process of purchasing TUO12, the salesman
and [ were having some problem finding the cover price
('m too dull to remember and I couldn’t take my eyes
off Jason Voss’s cover...). [ knew that it was more than
reasonably priced, so | offered: “I think it's $4.95.” For-
tunately the clerk didn’t take me up on my offer. At any
rate, your so-called price hike will do nothing more than
make me pay what | was already willing to pay. Given
the utility I get out of each issue compared to other simi-
larly sized RPG supplements you could double the price
and I'd still come back!

Second, regarding the change in structure: Hey, a
rose by any other name still costs the same SAN!

Finally, regarding John’s editorial: Speaking as a con-
tributor to TUQO, Pagan’s vision has afforded two per-
quisites. As was mentioned, we have been afforded the
luxury of pursuing our own ideas, without being forced
into a particular mold (square pegs into round holes, as
it were). Personally, I have also been given the support
to pursue those ideas through feedback (both positive
and negative), but with the understanding that I would
have the final say. Having dealt with several other gam-
ing magazines, I can confidently say that Pagan has been
the only publisher to offer that kind of ethic. Yeah, my
SAN’s at 0...I've become a cultist to the Oath!

Mike Nagel via internet
[Mike’s Tale of Terror, “The Urge to Purge,” appears on
p. 12. He also has scenarios in some upcoming book
projects. ]

&

thought you would want to know that [ used one of

my favorite pictures from TUO as a writing assign-

ment for the summer classes [ taught. There's a pic-
ture of the Last Dawn’s Hierophant [in TUO7] that I've
made it a practice to use. [ just plop it down in front of
the students and tell them to take twenty minutes to

Letters to The Unspeakable Oath are welcomed from
readers and lunatics alike, by email or post office. They
will usually be edited for brevity and clarity prior to pub-
lication. See the inside back cover for our address.
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describe it in writing. It's a fairly effective assignment,
since most of the kids have fairly strong reactions to it.
In addition, it's not something they can all pigeonhole
like the standard drawing of Satan or anything like that.
And there’s always the look when they discover that you
can turn it over and there are still more faces—these kids
have never had an assignment like that before, I'll bet!
John Goodrich via internet
[Readers may recall a letter from Goodrich in TUOI10 in
which he used the same piece of artwork to corrupt other
young minds. Is this man still walking the streets?|
&

hat follows is a true story. Yesterday [ en-

tered my room, which I have a tendancy to

do on a regular basis. Sitting down upon
my chair which resides near my computer desk, some-
thing on the floor caught my eye. Peering down upon
the cream carpeting, behold—it was a ruddy spot. T be-
gan to notice that this dark crimson stain was not singu-
lar. Indeed, a trail of these apparently small footprints
left in blood was left across my carpeting. Immediately
the only possible culprit came to mind: the wretched
feline who resides in our apartment! Seeking out this
cowardly animal, I found him in the living room where
he was happily rending to pieces a roll of paper towels.
Seizing him (much to his dismay) I examined his paws.
Sure enough, one of his hind paws was stained dark
with the tell-tale color. After bandaging his limb—all the
while with the beast howling as if [ was surely taking its
very life—I returned to the scene of the crime. Following
the trail of bloody paw-prints like the expert sleuth, I
came upon the instrument of his laceration. I held it
aloft in grief and shocked understanding. The still-dry-
ing blood staining its very pages, it was none other than
my new Walker in the Wastes campaign!

[ have sworn the above is true under polygraph ex-
amination, having passed without doubt. Yet, the physi-
cians who console me still refuse to release me from my
dank padded cell. Days blur into nights and I begin to
slip away. My pitiful sobbing can still be heard, echo-
ing down the dreary institution halls: "The book! It is
evil and must be stopped, for it will kill again!"

David L. Villa via internet
[Oh, man. Call the lawyers—quick!]
&
anadian material is making a strong showing at
Pagan, with Walker in the Wastes and TUO11’s
“Cold War,” and now “The Revival” in

TUOI12. I am gratified to see such a level of interest,
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even macabre interest, in my homeland. Canada is a
much-neglected but fascinating country with many good
settings for investigations. That is why I hesitate slightly
to complain about certain technical errors that struck
me when reading “The Revival.” I do not wish to dis-
courage anyone from setting further adventures in
Canada, but I do suggest that a small investment of
time in some research could avoid some embarrassing
errors.

First, there is the matter of law enforcement in
Canada. In any small town in the North West Territo-
ries, law enforcement will be the responsibility of the
Royal Canadian Mounted Police. Surely, if you are go-
ing to place an adventure in Canada, you would want to
have the Mounties put in at least a brief appearance. [t
would be one of the fastest ways to remind people that
they are in Canada, as they are almost an icon for this
country. However, please avoid stereotypes like Dudley
Doright or Renfrew of the Mounted. The RCMP have
been one of the finest police forces in the world since
their inception. So let’s replace the sheriff and his deputy
with a corporal and a constable of the RCMP; two smart,
modern, scientific police officers who are out of their
depth dealing with a supernatural killing.

Second, there is the rather natural mistake about
Coppermine having a copper mine. There has never
been any commercial mining in Coppermine—the name
is an arctic joke. There are natural deposits of copper in
the region, but not in economically useful quantities.
The aboriginal peoples used to gather natural lumps of
metallic copper to make knives and other tools.
(Yellowknife, the territorial capital, was named after such
knives. The Copper Inuit were so-called for their tools.)
Reports of nuggets of yellow metal caused many early
explorers to believe that they were close to tremendous
wealth in gold.

Thirdly, while we’re in Coppermine, there is not
and never has been a railway to this settlement.
Coppermine, like many other arctic settlements, had at
that time only very limited communications with the
outside world. Air transport was very new and only be-
ginning to be used in the 1920s; by the 1930s there was
a booming air transport industry. Once a year, during
the brief ice-free season, a supply ship would come in. If
the ice conditions were too bad, then they might miss a
year. (This kind of extreme isolation could be very use-
ful for the correct scenario.)

All things considered, it might be best to move the
mine to a completely fictitious community at the end of
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a fictitious railway spur line from Echo Bay.

Fourth, on the topic of names again, there is Echo
Bay. Apparently the writers consulted a modern map of
the North West Territories. Until recently, the commu-

nity now called Echo Bay was known as Port Radium. It

was renamed when anything related to the nuclear in-
dustry fell into disrepute. It is important to use old maps

~ of the region for names since many other communities
have recently had their English names replaced by ab-

original ones. Port Radium was established in 1932 af-
ter pitchblende was discovered there in 1930.

Fifth, there is the notion of a city buried under snow
and ice in the Canadian arctic. The arctic has very little
snow cover even in the depth of winter. It is a cold
desert. The only permanent snow and ice cover is found
in a few glaciers in high mountain regions in the is-
lands of the arctic archipelago or in the Rocky Moun-
tains. You can’t get to the islands by train. The Rocky
Mountain glaciers are found in the Yukon Territory,
British Columbia, and Alberta, not the North West
Territories. This image of Canada as being perpetually
shrouded in snow is one of the most irritating miscon-
ceptions that outsiders have about my country.

If you want to have a buried city in the north, then
you will have to drown it in muskeg. Then Ithaqua could
be working to raise it to the surface by changing the
water flow or by heaving it up with the action of the
permatfrost. It would take years to bring it up, so there
could be lots of opportunities for spin-off adventures.

If I have sounded too harsh, then I apologise. I do
not wish to offend or discourage those who want to
write adventures set in Canada. Please consider how
you would react if these kinds of errors were made by
someone writing about your own country. Some are
laughable, others are annoying, all of them detract from
the verisimilitude of the adventure. I know that refer-
ence books about Canada are hard to find abroad, but
any good library should have a few—or get on the net
and find a Canadian who is willing to help out.

So, I encourage everyone to keep investigating in

the Great White North. But please do a little research
before you strap on your snowshoes!
Ian Gorlick via internet
[The authors of “The Revival” are residents of Norway
where [ suspect period info on Canada is scarce. Sall, it's
unfortunate. Research isn’t just important to a scenario,
it’s critical; it also need not be boring, as even a little re-
search will turn up good ideas you wouldn’t have thought
of. As for our Canadian readers: we're sorry, eh?] 2
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FINN

Lovecraftian comics mini-series

Weritten by Pat Mills & Tony Skinner

Art by Jim Elston & Kevin Wicks

Four issues, by SPQ, Inc./Fleetway Quality
$2.95 per issue

reviewed by Kim Eastland

Imagine a combination of Cthulhuoid creatures and
gods, spiced with Lovecraftian plot webs in a futuristic
techno-Earth setting, sprinkled with some of the best
satirical humor ever aimed at both genres, and mixed in
a pot of totally irreverential logic. This is the wonderful
recipe that makes the four-issue comic book stew/story
called FINN. Itis one of the most unique approaches to
modern horror, Cthulhu Now style, yet attempted and
one of the most refreshing looks at how the eldritch
gods could have interfered with Earth’s ancient past to
create the chaotic mess we are in now.

The hero, Finn, is sort of an average cab-driving joe
who moonlights as the gun- and magicwielding enforcer
for what passes as the good gals trying to save the world.
The bad guys are the type of successful authority figure
our society tells us to admire. The gods, and the equiva-
lent of their servitor alien races, are using both groups
to further their own ends, all in such a way that is oh-so-
familiar to CoC game players, yet still innovative.

Though no one actually uses the proper Cthulhu
Mythos names and creatures in this work, the heavy

[tems reviewed are rated on a scale of 1-10:
1-3: Not worth purchasing.

4-6: An average item with notable flaws.
7—10: Degrees of excellence.
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Lovecraft influences are obvious and quite enjoyable. I
know this all sounds a bit vague, but to tell the truth I
don’t want to give a sentence more of the plot away
than [ have to because it really is quite fun when you are
reading to keep saying “What the heck is going on?”
and then find out!

Oh, and another thing. To say that this is a “comic
book” is like saying CoC is just a monster game. It is a
panaroma of beautiful color set in an art style that, while
being quite mature, still is fun and does not take itself
too seriously (unlike far too many comics nowadays).
All of this gorgeous art is printed on lovely heavy stock
paper and an even heavier cover, so the $2.95 can easily
be justified when compared to many other comics in
that price range today.

Even if you aren’t normally into comics I strongly
suggest you pick this series up, or at least try to borrow
it from someone for a good read. I have to admit the
ending was a bit of a letdown, but I really don’t think it
detracts too much from the overall enjoyment a CoC
lover, especially a Cthulhu Now lover, will discover in
these action-packed, creative, often hilarious pages (the
“hello, sailor” handshake and cult member uniform will
beg to enter your CoC game somehow).

My sanity meter reads 7 to 10 phobias, depending
on what kind of Cthulhu maniac you are and how much
you love the “illustrated story” medium.

&>
The Book of Iod
a collection of Henry Kuttner’s Mythos tales
edited by Robert M. Price
Chaosium, Inc. $10.95
reviewed by C.L. Werner

The Book of Iod is a volume which all Cthulhu-heads
should go out and procure. There are many Kuttner
stories herein that are rare and seldom reprinted, which
makes for an interesting (if occasionally redundant) read.
The introduction and brief story notes by Robert M.
Price are entertaining and insightful, quite reminiscent
of Crypt of Cthulhu at its best. Among the stories re-
printed are “The Frog” and Robert Bloch's “The Black
Kiss,” two extremely entertaining and occasionally terri-
fying romps in familiar Mythos territory.

However, there are some problems with The Book
of lod. as well. Foremost among these is the fact that the
book appears padded with paragraph separations which
are just a bit too large. This, doubtlessly, sounds quite
nit-picky but when one purchases the book, one will
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swiftly note whereof I speak. This must stem from the
fact that Chaosium saw fit to keep a $10.95 price tag on
avolume much smaller than The Azathoth Cycle or any
of the other Cycle books, for that matter.

[ also have problems with Price’s decision to in-
clude stories by authors other than Henry Kuttner. While
Bloch’s “The Black Kiss” was printed as a collaboration
between Kuttner and Bloch and hence may actually de-
serve a place in this collection, the tales by Price and Lin
Carter lack even this justification, While both stories do
draw upon characters and elements from Kuttner’s sto-
ries, [ find their inclusion in what should ostensibly be
a collection of Kuttner’s fiction questionable. If the book
needed to be fleshed out, Price should have included
Kuttner’s “The Graveyard Rats,” which is noticeable in
its absence.

All told, however, this is a good book. It's a must
for all Mythos fans, even if its $10.95 price is unwar-
ranted. [ give The Book of lod seven and a half phobias.

&>
Nameless Places
horror anthology
edited by Gerald W. Page
Arkham House, $10.00
reviewed by Daniel Harms

[t seems that in recent years Arkham House has disas-
sociated itself from the Cthulhu Mythos. Now, don’t
misunderstand me; its hardback editions of H. P. Love-
craft are wonderful, as was the anthology Tales of the
Cthulhu Mythos, which was reprinted just a few years
ago. Yet no new books of the Mythos, whether antholo-
gies, short story collections, or novels, have come out of
Sauk City for quite some time. Though other publish-
ers have filled in the gap, the publisher which brought
us Lumley’s The Caller of the Black, Derleth’s The Trail
of Cthulhu, and Campbell’s The Inhabitant of the Lake
has moved on to other things. Sigh.

Some of Arkham House’s former splendor for the
Mythos fan may still be seen, though, in the short story
collection Nameless Places, printed twenty years ago but
still available from the publisher. Though it would be
misleading to say that this is an anthology of Cthulhu
Mythos stories, eight of the stories within do connect
up with The Big Green One. Just so you know what
you're getting into, here’s a few notes on each.

The collection begins with “Glimpses” by A. A.
Attanasio, a story with some interesting insights into the
nature of two of the Mythos pantheon’s most popular

JARKNE
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figures. Gary Myers presents a strong tale of Lovecraft’s
Dreamlands in “The Gods of Earth,” which seems al-
most to be a sequel to “The Dream-Quest of Unknown
Kadath”—if that story had been told from the gods’ per-
spective. If Aniolowski’s inclusion of the Roman god
Summanus in Ye Booke of Monstres puzzled you, check
out Brian Lumley’s “What Dark God?” to see what all
the fuss is about. “Forringer’s Fortune” by Joseph Payne
Brennan is the tale of a pawnbroker and his unsavory
ways of making moneyj; its closing line, though not en-
tirely effective, might be echoed by any seasoned Call of
Cthulhu investigator. Next, for Dreamlands fans who
weren't satisfied by Myers’ story, Page has provided us
with Walter DeBill’s “In ‘Ygiroth,” in which a certain
figure clad in yellow features significantly.

[ wouldn’t be surprised if some of you have heard
others complain about Lin Carter’s Mythos fiction, and
have wondered what all the fuss is about. Gerald Page
has thoughtfully provided us with two selections by Lin
Carter: “Out of the Ages,” a tale from his “Xothic-cycle”
of stories, and “In the Vale of Pnath,” which describes
an adventure of the wizard Eibon. The last Mythos story
in the collection is “Chameleon Town” by Carl Jacobi;
four men visit a familiar Lovecraftian location, with sur-
prising results.

As 1 said, this isn’t a Mythos story collection, but
the other twenty tales in this book aren’t that bad either.
There are selections from Ramsey Campbell, David
Drake, and E. Hoffman Price, among others. The qual-
ity of these works is uneven, but the subject matter spans
the fantasy, science fiction, and horror genres, making
it certain that you'll find something of interest.

[f you've been wanting to buy a Mythos fiction book
but have been put off by the price, this may be the one
for you. From its contents alone, the book would get six
phobias, but the combination of a low price, hardcover
binding, and the Arkham House name raises my ap-
praisal to eight phobias. Arkham may have boxes upon
boxes of this one in their warehouse, but if I were you I
wouldn’t take a chance on missing it.

&
Glimpses of Other Nations
Cthulbu Mythos “novel”
by Tani Jantsang and others
P. Marsh, $13
reviewed by Daniel Harms

Continued on p. 58
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The Gentle Art of Slaughtering Investigators
by John Goodrich

he deaths of investigators are hard to avoid. Even

the bestlaid plans of mortals can be disrupted,

oreven worse, go wrong. Sometimes it isn’t even
the investigator’s fault. Even the most intelligent, per-
ceptive and best prepared of investigators can hit a snag
in their plans, and even a tiny flaw can be fatal. It can
be something as careless as a bad assumption on which
the plan is based (such as casting Bind Dimensional
Shambler on a Nightgaunt) to a simple clue overlooked.
Sometimes the players have taken what should all be
reasonable precautions, but they haven’t figured out ex-
actly what's going on. In such cases, most Keepers tend
to be a bit lenient—allowing the players extra time to
escape, or decreasing the deadliness of the monsters they
face. After all, it’s not really the investigator’s fault that
they missed one skill roll or single overlooked clue, right?

[ think this is entirely inappropriate for Call of
Cthulhu.

Now don’t get me wrong. I'm not for demoralizing
character-mashing just for the sadistic pleasure of it, al-
though there is nothing like a little blood-letting to keep
investigators on their toes. But neither would I ever
coddle the players. The best CoC campaigns are the
ones in which the Keeper walks the line between too
harsh and too easy. Very few people want to play a game
where everyone is slaughtered in less time than it takes
to create a character. On the other hand, playing the
“horror” game where there is no threat to life and limb
can be just as stultifying.

So the question often arises: when to kill investiga-
tors! It's a difficult question for many. Some Keepers [
have spoken with will only kill the investigators if they’re
being stupid. This is easy in a game where the players
regularly square off against superhuman monsters. Some
see this as a sort of punishment, or perhaps ‘just des-
serts.” Others will kill only if the character’s death will
have a meaning. A noble or meaningful death is less of
a blow to the player, the reasoning goes. It lessens the
sting if the character did not die in vain. But I believe
that both of these views are contrary to the unique na-

ture of Call of Cthulhu.

This is an opinion column, open to anyone who wants
to write on matters concerned with Call of Cthulhu and
the Cthulhu Mythos. Opinions expressed are those of
the writer, not the publisher.

Anyone who has read the works of Lovecraft knows
the deep nihilism that permeates his works. According
to Lovecraft, mankind is as insignificant as the insects
that run by our boots. The little lives and deaths of
Homo sapiens will ultimately have no effect on the uni-
verse at large. No amount of struggling will allow the
human race to triumph over the vastly superior intelli-
gences of the Great Old Ones. Perhaps we may make
them uncomfortable for a little while, but mankind is
ultimately doomed, its end already known in prophecy.
Mankind isn’t prepared to deal with such minor races
as the Fungi from Yuggoth, let alone the potency of the
Great Race of Yith or the Hounds of Tindalos. Against
such awesome entities, humans are just about as effec-
tive and important as your average cheese cracker. This
is a major part of the horror of Lovecraft: mankind’s
insignificance in the universe.

To reproduce this concept in a game setting, the
Keeper must not be afraid to kill investigators merci-
lessly. Investigators are involved in an intricate and com-
plex puzzle with their lives at stake. They are matching
wits with incredibly intelligent, evil, and thoroughly ruth-
less monsters who will kill them without a second
thought. As the Keeper, it is your job to make sure that
the players never forget this. This isn’t a game to the
characters. It's a desperate battle for life and sanity. Ev-
erything they hold dear is affected by that they do. And
if they screw up, someone gets killed. Maybe a lot of
somebodies.

As Keepers, it is our job to make sure that the char-
acters feel very threatened. If we menace and fail to fol-
low through, then the fright is less. Shadows may loom,
but it isn’t the shadows themselves that threaten: it's
what is in them. Every time the investigators feel the
Mythos moving, they should be sure that if they don’t
stop it, they will be engulfed. Perhaps not now. Perhaps
not soon, but it will surely happen. The use of the
Mythos, like many aspects of science, has an uncanny
ability to pervert, fester, and explode. Sure that kid is
only using that Byakhee to steal crayons for now—but
what's he going to do when he runs out of surfaces to
color? The Byakhee will have a suggestion or two, and
they will probably involve those nosy grownups who

were poking around.

Never miss an opportunity to show the investiga-
tors the unmitigated evil of the Mythos. On a basic level,
let them stumble on some horribly mutilated bodies.
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Show them what awaits them if they mess up. And don't
be chary of making balloon animals out of their intes-
tines should the opportunity arise. Sooner or later they’ll
slip up, and the jaws will close.

But you can’t go gunning for investigators. They're
going to have enough difficulties as it is without you
trying to kill them. Let the dice do the deciding.

It's rather nasty to let the investigators’ lives and
sanity hang on the roll of a gambling implement, but
Call of Cthulhu is supposed to be a very cold game, As
the Keeper,-you are the embodiment of the unfeeling,
uncaring Lovecraftian universe—yet this is impossible.
Every human has feelings: likes, dislikes, moods, and
loves. To show the players the uncari ng randomness of
the universe, as represented by the Mythos, it is per-
fectly appropriate to turn the job of uncaring fate over to
the dice. In fact, it can be quite effective to have all the
Keeper's die rolls out in the open, just to emphasize the
fickleness of fate. Who does the monster attack first?
Point to players, count off, and roll a dic they can see.
This guarantees that whoever gets glorked didn’t really
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deserve it, and that all the players know it. Being killed
for no apparent reason is significantly more horrible
than being killed for a reason. If the creature singled
out a character for death, then we know that person is
significant. If the player dies just because he happened
to be in the wrong county, then it could have happened
to anyone. The longestlived characters in CoC cam-
paigns should have only two things going for them: good
research skills (forewarned is halfan octopus)and sheer
blind luck. I've even found it effective to occasionally
apologize to the players when a particularly interesting
investigator meets a sticky end. In some strange way,
you should not be the Keeper, but a conduit allowing
the menace to flow through you. Like the Call of Cthulhu
rules, make yourself a transparent mechanism for the
story.

= On the other hand, if the players are being stupid,
let them die. They won’t require any help from you.
What are they doing up on that eighty-foot cliff with no
experience or climbing equipment? If they fall off, and
you feel generous, roll a die for some hit point loss and
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~ consider it a warning. Feel free to kill them if they con-
tinue their foﬂy, Think reality. Plenty of real people die
chmbmg stecp cliffs, so why not the investigators? The
situation is slightly different if the climbing is required
by a scenario. If this is the case, you have two options.

One: drop a hint. If the investigators see the bad guy
buying a hundred feet of rope and pitons, they may get

a clue. If they don’t, let 'em hang. Two: make the prob-
lem non-fatal. Instead of requiring a Climb roll versus
death, just lay on- one to four points of damage, a loud
attenuon-drawmg scream, and an extra twenty minutes’
climbing time.

The dramatic possibilities of maiming should not
be overlooked. Even horrible deaths can get routine,
and sometimes it’s not in the best interests of the cam-
paign for a PC or NPC to be permanently removed from
the campaign. Maiming and crippling can be even more
horrible, since the character wakes to the reminder of
what was done to him or her every day. Cthulhu Now
has a section of hit location tables that require only one
additional die roll. This can be very handy, since it can
save investigators’ lives and make the mayhem that much
more real. Which is more horrible, “You took ten points
of damage,” or “With a horrible wrench, the thing pulls
your arm off. You begin to run around in panic, paint-
ing the room bright red...”? I thought so.

Scarring is also handy. Most Cthulhoid critters are
not very concerned about their personal hygiene and
their claws, teeth, and spines are probably filthy. Huge
claws and fiery immolation can leave very ugly marks
that can take months or years to heal completely. A per-
son who loses eleven out of twelve hit points due to a
Fire Vampire attack is going to take months to recover
in the burn room—and they are certainly not going to be
pretty when they get out. Additionally, many investiga-
tors find their scars interesting conversational pieces. It
gives them character.

Having said all that, I will now contradict myself.
Always let someone escape. The problem with a role-
playing game is that some sort of continuity is required.
Most players require some sort of reason to be in the
story. To quote the actor’s cliché: “What's my motiva-
tion in this scene!” Someone always must survive to go
back and gather reinforcements to re-assault the pit of
darkness that they so recently fled. Think of [shmael
from Moby Dick. This point is moot if you are ending
the campaign, but otherwise rebuilding your ulmp’{lgn
from scratch is very often a lot of work. ‘ ,

The escape is often a difficult thing. It cannot be
obvious, or the campaign’s credibility will suffer. Per-
haps the Hunting Horror has that last investigator it ate
caught in its throat. Maybe the injured ghouls will let
the rest of th nvestlgators go because they won'’t need
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any more munchies for a while. Maybe this Gug is go-
ing to be conscientious and chew that delicious morsel
before going after the main meal. Mythos entities are
often essentially indifferent to the small doings of the
investigators. Revenge, anger, and retribution are all

 human emotions and qualities. Perhaps the monsters
~ have more important things to do then hunt down ev-
ery bothersome investigator. Maybe the investigators

don’t taste good. Whatever the reason, impress on the
players the fact that with a small change of the wind,
they all could have ended as Shoggoth chow. Of course,
the creature could always be saving them for later.

If there is a blood bath, don’t let the survivors off
scotfree. Mess with their minds. Make sure they carry
scars of shame to remind them of their cowardice and
how they abandoned their companions to die. They
should have already suffered, but it's not enough. Give
them nightmares every night for a month. What if fiancés
drop by to ask how a particular investigator died? Really
lay it on, and the poor survivor may wish that he was
dead with the rest of the investigators. This is a com-
mon real life reaction: many Vietnam veterans and sur-
vivors of terrorist attacks hold incredible amounts of
guilt because they lived, and other people who deserved
to live were killed.

An alternate way to lessen the sting of investigator
death is to let them plan their own funerals. Chaosium
character sheets used to include a small section for a
will. Wills can include special arrangements for burial,
cremation, or whatever. Wills also allow the player one
last piece of character action to allot their worldly pos-
sessions, and sometimes send a last special message to
their dearly beloved companions (perhaps reading, “You
bastards!”).

What will all this serve? First of all, the occasional
senselessly-butchered investigator keeps the horror on a
razor’s edge. The game is more terrifying if the players
are aware that no one is safe, and even doing your best
sometimes isn’t enough to keep you from harm. This is
what the players are involved in CoC for anyway. If they
wanted to be heroes, they could choose any other game
system. Additionally, this approach will make the ac-
complishments of the investigators that much greater
when they do succeed. That which we gain easily, we

- deem worth little. A victory at high price is much more

precious then an easy one. If the investigators’ lives are
in danger whenever they face a Mythos entity or a cult
ist, they'll often be happy to be alive at the end of the
adventure. Suddenly, no victory is small—each time the
investigators are able to successfully defend the lives of
humans, or even the life of a single human, that be-
comes a significant achievement. And that's what the
gentle art of slaughtering investigators is all about. 2y
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s discussed in this issue’s From Beyond column

(“The Gentle Art of Slaughtering Investigators,”

p. 6) one effective way of keeping Call of Cthulhu
from becoming un-horrific is to inflict scars and other
disfiguring injuries on investigators when they are
wounded. It makes sense, actually—if you're injured,
you're not just going to bounce right back without some
nice scar tissue. Given the frequency with which investi-
gators in CoC greet danger and suffer for it, the follow-
ing information on how to handle various types of
injuries should come in handy. Although this is a fairly
realistic treatment (the author is a paramedic), it should
be clear that the principal value of this information is
for dramatic purposes rather than some simulation of
violence. The opportunities provided by disfigurement,
speech or motor impairments, and other such horrors
inflicted on investigators are vast and waiting to be
mined.

In CoC, it is common to run into unusual prob-
lems during melee combat, car crashes, house fires, etc.
and the brief CoC rulebook doesn’t cover it all. This
article will describe specific injuries without trying to be
invasive. Keepers should feel free to use or ignore any
information they please. This information can also be
used on semi-humanoids such as Deep Ones,
werewolves, serpent men, etc.

Facial Injuries

Any major blow or injury to the face, such as a gunshot
blast, fiery explosion, sledgehammer blow, raking talon,
or a headfirst motion into a windshield which does a
third of the victim’s hit points in damage requires the
person to make two Luck rolls. If one is failed, the vic-
tim has lost an eye, halving all Spot Hidden rolls which
can then never increase above 60%. Two failed rolls
indicate complete blindness, reducing all Spot Hidden
and Read Languages to 0%.

If over half of a victim’s hit points in damage are
delivered to a victim’s face, a third Luck roll (along with
the original two) is required. Failure indicates 1D3 lost
APP points and a severe airway problem developing from
broken teeth, bleeding gums, broken nose, and lacer-
ated tongue. The victim begins taking ID4 points of
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damage per round from suffocation and bleeding until
the victim dies or receives a First Aid or Medicine roll,
which stops the bleeding.

If an attacker targets the victim'’s eye(s) or mouth on
a facial attack, an Impale roll (one fifth of what is nor-
mally needed to hit) indicates a strike. Obviously, the
weapon must be a smaller cutting or pointed weapon
used in close quarters. A hit does normal damage and
the victim is only allowed a POWXxI roll to prevent ei-
ther a lost eye or airway problem. Note that firearm at-
tacks only work this way at very close range unless
determined otherwise by the Keeper.

Head & Ear Injuries

Any time a victim takes over half of their original hit
points directly to the head from a crushing blow, fall,

g
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car accident, etc. the victim must roll their CONx5 o
less or suffer a severe brain injury causing unconsc1
ness for ID3 hours, nausea, blurred vision, and
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Neck & Spinal Injury

Victims falling from over 20", being hit or thrown from
an automobile going over 30 mph or taking half of their
total hit points directly to the back or neck must attempt
a CONXx5 roll or have a broken back. Victims falling
head first only receive a CONx3 roll due to the danger
of this activity. A feet-first fall indicates a back injury
only and if failed, the victim is paralyzed from either the
waist down (1 - 4) or the shoulders down (5 - 6 on
1D6). After 6 weeks, one POWx3 roll is allowed to see if
the victim will walk again with many mon ths of therapy
or if the damage is permanent Auto wrecks, head-first
falls, or direct attacks to the neck can be deadly. A failed
neck roll requires a Luck roll and if failed, the spinal
cord is completely severed and the victim dies of heart
and respiratory failure. If only the first roll was failed,
the victim is unable to move from the neck down, butis
allowed a POWx3 roll (exactly as the back injury dis-
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ed earlier) after six weeks of therapy.

Another deadly attack is to cut a victim’s throat,
sing death by rapid bleeding. If a victim is restrained,
attack only requires a normal hit If grappling a
or when within very close range with an edged
pon, it is necessary to roll two Impale rolls in a row
ake this attack. If successful, the victim’s throat is
t, causing ID6 damage immediately followed by 2D6
the second round, 3D6 on the third, etc. until the
victim is either dead from hemorrhage or somehow

" magically saved. If either Impale roll is failed, only the

neck’s fatty tissue and flesh is cut and damage is the
barest minimum.

Torso & Abdominal Injury

Victims who receive massive sudden damage (at least
three fourths of their total hit points) to their chest or
abdomen from a car wreck, being struck by a rolling
boulder or car, or some other type of blunt trauma must
roll their CONXx5 or receive a life-threatening injury as
determined by the area hit and a 1D4 die roll:

Chest Injury

1. Punctured lungs and sucking chest wound: Victim
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begins taking ID2 damage per round from suffocation
until a Medicine roll is made, which temporarily cor-
rects the problem.

2. Heavy bleeding into lungs: Victim starts taking 1D6
points of bleeding damage per half hour untl hospital-
ization and surgery correct the condition.

3. Bruised heart: Victim takes damage as above from
bleeding, and their STR is temporarily reduced by D3
points per half hour until dead or until surgery is per-
formed.

4. Large vessel/aortic artery tear: If a Luck roll is suc-
cessful, as 3 above. If failed, rapid internal hemorrhage
is the same as a severed neck as discussed earlier.

Abdominal Injury

1. Liver bruised: The victim needs surgery to correct a
loss of ID3 damage every half hour from bleeding.

2. Kidney/Spleen injury: As above, with D2 bleeding
damage every 30 minutes.

3. Large vessel/aortic tear: See same on chest injury table.
4. Intestinal rupture: ID2 damage per 30 minutes plus
severe infection in 24 hours if not treated.

Two other attacks in these categories include direct
heart puncture and intestinal evisceration. Attackers who
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attempt to directly stab a victim through the heart must
be within close range, have an appropriate weapon, and
make two impaled rolls in a row. Success results in the
victim’s spurting heart doing damage equal to a severed
neck untl dead or somehow corrected through spells. If
either roll is failed, normal damage is taken and the
attacker’s weapon is now harmlessly stuck fast through
a rib. To eviscerate an opponent, the attacker first must
roll half or less of his normal chance to hit followed by
an impale roll with a sharp weapon. Damage is only
ID6 damage despite the graphic appearance of the in-
jury, but further abdominal attacks require a victim to
make Luck rolls or receive a severed aortic artery, with
damage as discussed earlier. Victims require surgery later
or deadly infection sets in.

Arm & Leg Injury

Any severe blunt or crushing injury to an arm or leg
doing half the victim'’s original hit points breaks a limb
unless a CONx5 roll is made. Broken arms reduce all
related hand skills to half for that extremity until healed
many weeks later. Likewise, a broken leg reduces speed
by three-fourths while two broken legs prevent all move-
ment until healed. Likewise, all Swim, Jump, Operate
Heavy Machinery, etc. are impossible.

If the total number of hit points of a victim is di-
rected at an extremity only, that extremity is severed. A
lost arm or leg equals roughly 8 HP to a victim and
lowers CON by ID3 permanently plus possible SAN
due to the trauma involved. Skills lost are as above. If
an attacker wishes to sever a victim’s hand or foot, two-
thirds of the victim’s total points must be inflicted. A
lost hand or foot equals 4 HP and obviously affects all
hand and foot related skills as determined by the Keeper.
Note that to strike a limb, hand, or foot for any pur-
pose, requires a roll of a quarter or less than the attacker’s
normal chance to hit

Lastly, minor injuries (burns, broken glass, wounds,
etc.) reduce all hand and foot-related skills for ID3 days.

Get a Doctor!

In conclusion, this article should make it apparent how
valuable an investigator with medical knowledge and
skills are to the game. Since horrible monsters, reckless
spells, dangerous exploring, gun-toting cultists and bru-
tal traps are all in a day’s work, so are gory (and often
deadly) injuries. Keepers don’t always have to use all the
rules and information provided, but it might come in
handy when the mad scientist decides to saw off the top
of the investigator’s head or an arrogant character gets
his leg bit off by a Shantak. Good luck! Z
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The Urge to Purge
by Michael P. Nagel

OSE WEIGHT NOW, ASK ME HOW is writ-
ten in large, bold lettering on hundreds of flyers
attached to public bulletin boards, kiosks, and
telephone-poles citywide, along with the phone number
555-THIN. In this 1990s ToT, desperately obese people
are looking for a quick cure for their burdensome curse.
Unfortunately, many of them have been losing more
than just their weight!

A rash of inexplicable deaths have been occurring
recently. Amongst the normal level of run-ofthe-mill
shootings and stabbings, these deaths stand out prima-
rily due to the required process of victim identification.
On many occasions, the deceased’s friends and family
have failed to identify their loved ones, as they easily
recall them to have been considerably larger. Often up
to 2001bs larger...less than a week prior to their death!

Some small amount of sleuthing reveals that each
victim began to attend Dr. Flavio Nongordo’s weight
reduction clinic (source of the 555 THIN flyers) a few
weeks prior to their deaths. Nongordo is a fully-licensed
doctor, specializing in nutrition and weight problems,
and has been contracted by many of the major diet pro-
gram providers to distribute their products. He is well
respected and recognized as a leader in the field of weight
loss, and cannot fathom (if SEEE—————
approached and asked) what k
has been happening to his
patients.

gl .
Possibilities

1. Dr. Nongordo has been
doing a little illicit chemical
work on the side. Given his
great sympathy for his pa-
tients and the need to rid
them of their misery as soon
as possible, he has come up
with a quick fix. In his lab,
he has created a chemical
compound which, once in-
gested, speeds up the
patient’s metabolism to help
burn up those unwanted
calories and fatty deposits.
Unlike the athlete who

sults, one of Dr. Nongordo's patients can lose weight
by sitting on the sofa and gorging on pizza. Unfortu-
nately, a factor in the process was over-looked, and after
a seemingly random level of chemical is ingested, the
effect begins to run wild and the patient’s body almost
literally consumes itself...fat, organs, everything!

2. Dr. Nongordo is not only a doctor, but an expert in
the occult. While taking a holiday in Egypt, he was for-
tunate to be invited on an archaeological expedition by
an old school chum. There, he uncovered an ancient
scroll bearing a combination of hieroglyphs which he
had never seen before. Taking a photograph of the scroll
home with him, he endeavored over a period of months
to translate it. He finally succeeded, and managed to
unknowingly summon a Star Vampire—which is now
lurking nearby his clinic. Nongordo’s hefty patients will
continue to make tasty morsels until the creature can be
bound and sent back.

3. Dr. Nongordo is not only a doctor, but also com-
pletely insane. After having found and read The King in
Yellow (several times...it seems to him to be the only

book worth reading anymore...), he discovered the truth

— bchind our normal percep-
tion of reality. Through
troubled dreams he has
gained strange magical pow-
ers and is attempting to
open a gate to show the
common man who their
real masters are.

In order to do this, he
has created a magical amu-
let which drains the life-es-
sence of those who come in
contact with it, and stores
their power for future use.
He has been using hypno-
sis on his patients, and then
subjecting them to the magic
of the amulet. Once
Nongordo has accumulated
enough raw power, he will
use the amulet to free his im-
prisoned masters from be-
yond the gate. By

works hard for the same re-
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e all have
heard the
old wives’
tales and other supersti-
tions that are prevalent
even today. Although in this
modern age, superstition about
black cats and broken mirrors cer-
tainly does not provoke the kind of
fear that they once must have, many
people still believe in these phenomena. One
7 superstition that has not died in today’s society
isthat surrounding the number thirteen. The num-
ber is notorious for being connected with unluckiness
and evil, even in today’s society. Evidence is found ev-
ery Friday the 13th when the United States loses a bil-
lion dollars in absenteeism, train and plane cancellations,
and reduced commerce. Just think of the amount of
horror movies that open on Friday the 13th and one
will understand how thirteen is perceived in everyday
life. How did the number thirteen acquire such a repu-
tation? The fact of the matter is that the number thir-
teen has a rich history dating back to the earliest of times.
Before discussing the history of the number thir-
teen, one must understand how numbers became sym-
bolized to mean certain things. In the earliest of times,
numbers and counting were considered magical and
secret. Ancients of various cultures believed that num-
bers were an important part of their universe. Because
numbers and counting held such high status, they were
employed in religious activities. Some numbers were easy
to use because they could be divided into by many num-
bers, others were difficult to use because they were indi-
visible. As numbers were used in this manner, each
gained defining characteristics that have lasted even into
modern society.
Fascinating systems of interpreting numbers were
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Thirteen

developed during ancient
515 15 times. Arithomancy or divina-
tion by interpreting numbers was
an extremely popular form of divi-
nation that was practiced by the He-
brews, Greeks, and Arabs. Pythagoras of

T Greece was the founder of numerology, a
313 form of divination. Numerology in theory held

that the universe is conceived by a mathematical
pattern and that all life in the universe can be ex
pressed in numbers. All words and numbers in one’s
life—such as name, birthdate, or birthplace—could be
broken down mathematically and in doing so could tell
someone’s future. Similar to numerology is Gematria.
Gematriais a Kabbalistic system of interpreting the scrip-
tures and the hidden all-powerful names of God. The
numerical values of the letters of words are added to-
gether and then interpreted according to other words of
similar values. This system was not only used by the
Hebrews, but was also used by the Greeks, Persians,
and Gnostics.

The History of 13

The origin or root of thirteen’s connotation with evil
and unluckiness is obscure. Many believe that the ta-
boo towards the number can be traced as far back as
when primitive man first began © count. Using ten dig-
its from his hands as well as his two feet, he was able to
arrive at the number twelve. Because twelve was the end
of the line, thirteen was one beyond and thus mysteri-
ous. This quality made man fear the numeral and ren-
derithateful. In addition, early man realized that twelve
can be divided into by many different numbers, while
thirteen remained indivisible. Twelve came to be known
as the number of completeness, while thirteen became
symbolic with unluckiness and evil. This original asso-
ciation has never died.

Because twelve was considered the number of com-
pleteness, many early cultures used it to develop impor-
tant concepts related to religion and mythology.
Meanwhile, thirteen continued to be considered unlucky
and evil. In Mesopotamia, for instance, the twelve signs
of the zodiac were conceived and defined (and only re-
cently a 1 3th sign was discovered, the dreaded serpent).
Also, twelve was used in a variety of other measures and
myths such as twelve hours in a day, twelve tribes of
ancient Israel, twelve months in a year, twelve gods of
Olympus, twelve labors of Hercules, twelve apostles of
Jesus, twelve days of Christmas, and so on. A German
scholar named Ernst Boklen studied the notorious num-
ber in 1913 and found that throughout history in sto-
ries and myths, groups of thirteen were comprised of a

13
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12 + 1 pattern. Usually in the 12 + 1 pattern, the one
beyond the twelve is the recipient of death. Probably the
most popular story using this pattern is the Last Supper
and the subsequent death of Jesus. Similar stories also
can be found in Greek, Babylonian, and Norse mytholo-
gies.

In Western culture, the story of Jesus and the Last
Supper has had the most significant impact on the num-
ber thirteen. Already shunned by many cultures, the
number thirteen became more notorious when it was
connected with the story. Through the centuries and
into the Middle Ages, the number continued to be
avoided. During the Middle Ages, the Roman Catholic
church associated the number with witchcraft and dev-
iltry, thus defining it as evil. The number and its reputa-
tion became so feared in the Middle Ages that bakers
named their bulk products a “baker’s dozen” instead of
using the number thirteen.
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uted to magical incantations and spells. One Graeco-
Egyptian text written in the first century A.D. provides
an example of how the number was used. The text pro-
vides a method for animating a corpse, using a doll.
The doll is pierced by thirteen needles and then is put
on the grave of someone who died young or by vio-
lence. Incantations are used to finalize the method.
Spells, especially ones involving black magic, often use
thirteen because of its reputation. Many psychics be-
lieve that the number thirteen has magical properties;
the number is especially important when a group wants
to raise a psychic force field. For fortune tellers, the num-
ber is symbolic with death. The thirteenth card of the
Tarot deck represents death. If the card appears upside-
down, it signifies disaster. If the card appears rightside-
up, it signifies transformation.

In addition to Western culture, a great variety of
cultures have believed in the

In modern society, thirteen
is often avoided in the la-
beling of house or apart-
ment addresses, as well as
hospital rooms and the
floors of high-rise buildings.
Through the ages and
through a number of cul-
tures, the number thirteen
has garnered an unsavory
reputation.

13 and the
Supernatural

Because of the unfortunate
history of the number thir-
teen, cultures have assumed that the number is super-
natural and evil in origin. In Western culture, the
number was especially tied to evil because of the Last
Supper. It is often regarded as the “devil’s dozen” be-
cause of its ties to heretics. Since the witchcraft hysteria
began in Europe, the number thirteen is considered to
be the correct number for a coven of witches. It is as-
sumed that the coven has twelve members and one
leader. The leader was considered to be the devil, or
had theability to shape change. Similarly when the Black
Mass became popular in the Middle Ages, the ceremony
consisted of thirteen followers of Black magic. Both the
coven and the Black Mass used the number to make a
mockery of the Catholic Church and the Last Supper.
The association with Satanism made the number thir-
teen even more shunned.

Like witchcraft, the number thirteen is also attrib-

supernatural implications of
the number thirteen. While
most believe the number is
connected with death, a few
important cultures believe
that it brings good luck.
Three that believed the num-
ber represented good luck
were Egypt, Hebrews, and
the Maya.

Egypt

To the Egyptians, thirteen
was a number of extreme
holiness. It was considered
to be the final step in the
ladder of eternal life. When
one reached the thirteenth or the last step, their earthly
existence was over and a spiritual transformation would
take place. The Egyptians believed that the spiritual trans-
formation was from life to the afterlife. Additionally,
the Egyptians realized that the phases of the moon oc-
curred thirteen times a year. The Egyptians relied on
the moons in order to keep track of time and thus held
the number in high regard. The final or thirteenth moon
was aptly named the “blue moon” because the color
was the favorite of the Egyptians.

Hebrews

In the Jewish faith, thirteen was one of the numbers
that represented God because the name *Yahweh'’ could
be divided up through numerology to have a value of
thirteen. Similar numeric systems used by the Hebrews
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Thirteen

Did you know?

Here are some unusual facts about the number thirteen:

On August 21, 1930, Princess Margaret of England was born. However, palace officials did not record the birth
because the registration number was thirteen. Instead, they waited until another baby was born and assigned
the number fourteen to Margaret.

The Apollo 13 mission was perhaps the most notorious space flight in history. Disaster was only narrowly
averted, and supposedly UFOs were sighted by astronauts. More concretely, the flight was launched at 1313
hours from pad thirty-nine (thrice thirteen), and was aborted on the 13th of April.

In 1965, Queen Elizabeth visited West Germany by train. At the station, her platform number was changed
from 13 to 12A to avert disaster.

In the 1950s, a group of experts on the life of Christopher Columbus concluded that he actually landed in the
New World on October 13, 1492. The man who had kept Columbus’ log changed the date to October 12 to
avoid bad luck.

The number thirteen could actually be considered lucky to the United States. First, there are the original
thirteen colonies. Second, on the one dollar bill, the number thirteen is everywhere: the pyramid on the back
contains thirteen steps, the olive branch has thirteen leaves and berries and the eagle holds thirteen arrows.

Imagine what the triskaidekaphobic would do if he or she found out about this!

including Gematria produced the numerical value of thir-
teen to mean “one,” “love,” and “unity.” In addition,
different passages in Hebrew literature including the Old
Testament, the Kabala, and the Zohar mention thirteen
divine qualities, thirteen heavenly fountains, thirteen
gates of mercy, and thirteen paths of kinds of love. Want
to guess what age a boy must be for his Bar Mitzvah?

Maya

Similar to the Egyptians, the Maya embraced the num-
ber thirteen largely because of the thirteen phases of the
moon. The Maya also used the number in their reli-
gion. They believed that there were thirteen heavens,
each ruled by a deity. The Maya constructed a special
calendar using the thirteen deities to be used as a prog-
nosticator for the future. Evidence for the Maya’s rever-
ence of the number thirteen can be found in their
architecture: often in their temples and pyramids the
number is used to signify its holiness.

Friday the 13th

Perhaps the best-known superstition regarding the num-
ber thirteen is this ominous day. The origin of its repu-
tation comes again from the story of Jesus. Friday the
13th is doubly bad, because not only were there thir-
teen at the Last Supper, but Christ was killed on a Fri-

day. In addition to Christ’s death, it is said that Adam
and Eve fell from grace on a Friday, that the great flood
started on a Friday, and that the Temple of Solomon
fell on a Friday. The day has garnered additional reputa-
tion in the last century because of stock market crashes
known as “Black Friday.” In times past, Friday was also
the day criminals were hanged: it was nicknamed
“Hangman’s Day.” It has been said that the day Friday
itself is the preferred day to hold ceremonies of black
magic. The story of Friday the 13th has been passed on
from generation to generation until modern times. The
popularity and reputation of the day has reached its peak
in the last half of the 20th century, when the Friday the
13th movies became popular and added further to its
reputation. Finally, there is a study that was conducted
by a thirteen-year-old boy who found empirical evidence
that the 13th day of each month falls on a Friday more
often than it falls on other days. Sound hard to believe?
Check it out for yourself—it’s fascinating reading. (Baxter,
S. R. (1969). “To prove that the 13th day of the month
is more likely to be Friday than any other day of the
week.” The Mathematical Gazette 53, 127—129.)

The 13th Guest

A second popular superstition involves dining with thir-
teen people at a table. Again, the story of Jesus and the
Last Supper heavily influences this superstition. There
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tions, and Traditions. New York: McKay, 1976.

ers, 1991.
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is evidence of this superstition elsewhere, however, in-
cluding the Babylonian and Norse cultures. In Babylon
during religious feasts, the thirteenth person at the gath-
ering was often put to death as a sacrifice after the cer-
emonies. In Norse mythology, twelve gods once dined
at a table. Loki, the thirteenth guest, arrived unan-
nounced and this subsequently led to the death of Balder.
Believe it or not, this superstition is considered very
serious to some people. In France, an actual occupation
is that of a “quatorzieme” or professional 14th guest.
This person is hired on short notice when the dinner
party count is thirteen. Among the famous people who
believed in this superstition are Napoleon, J. Paul Getty,
Herbert Hoover, and Franklin Delano Roosevelt. In fact,
FDR used his secretary when the emergency of thirteen
guests at a dinner party occurred. There are different
versions of this superstition depending on the culture.
Most believe that the first person to rise from the table
will die before the year is out. One solution to the prob-
lem of sitting at a table with thirteen persons is to all
join hands and arise as one. Some believe, however,
that if all rise as one, all will perish—there seems to be
no way of escaping the curse of 13!

Triskaidekaphobia

Yes, this is the official phobia for the fear of the number
thirteen. Those who suffer from it will do their best to
veer away from this number as much as possible. They
will avoid anything marked thirteen, and may even avoid
saying the number or counting up the number. In fact,

if a person who has this phobia is at a store and the
amount adds up to $13.00, they may believe they are
cursed by the number’s bad luck and evil. The name
itself comes from the Greek “triskaidekaphobes.” While
it is not known how many have a major case of
triskaidekaphobia, there are many superstitious people
that have varying degrees of it.

Thirteen Clubs

These clubs were formed to counteract the fear of the
number thirteen. The original club was formed in 1882
in New York City. At the founding meeting, thirteen
men meet on Friday the 13th, in room thirteen, from
thirteen minutes past eight to the 13th hour. Lifetime
membership was $13.00 and the club met on the 13th
of each month. The Thirteen Club also used notorious
decorations. They used salt shakers shaped like coffins,
badges with coffins and skeletons on them, and the
knives and forks at each setting were purposely crossed.
At the meetings, members of the club freely broke mir-
rors, walked under ladders, and spilled salt. At its peak,
club’s membership was at thirteen hundred. The em-
phasis of the club was to dispel the fears people had
about superstition. They were able to free Friday from
the slur “Hangman’s Day” by writing to judges and con-
gressmen. The club was also able to convince Maria
Christina, queen of Spain, to christen her son Alfonso
XIII despite the pleas of her advisors.

[t's too bad Alfonso had to step down as king later

in life because of unpopularity... 2
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CRIOUS

SCRIPTS

The Swarner Virus

by John J. Wick

SAN: Special; Mythos: Special; Spell Multiplier: x1

his mysterious manuscript is a very curious one

indeed. It is, perhaps, the first time that Mythos

lore has ever been gathered together to be used
with such a sinister purpose’'in mind. For this
manuscript’'s purpose is nothing less than corruption,
insanity, and murder. !

[t was put together just one year ago by a man named
Stavros Swarner. Mister Swarner is an electrical engi-
neer who runs a very successful computer Bulletin Board
System (BBS) called Horror Incorporated. Many fans of
the macabre subscribe to HI, including a small circle of
young horror authors.

Subscribers to the BBS will sooner or later pick up
the virus that's running around the system. The more
information they download from the BBS, the more
susceptible their own computers are to the virus. How-
ever, there is nothing mundane about this virus. It's a
complicated ritual combining technology and sorcery that
will creep into a computer with the stealth of spiders.

When a computer is first infected, it will affect the
system in very subtle ways. The user will be typing along
and words like “Nyarlathotep;” “Shub-Niggurath” and
“Hastur” will show up for no reason. Likewise, when

printing, these words will show up in the middle of
sentences without showing up on the screen.

Then, just when they think that the glitches have
gotten out of their system, they'll start to find files that
they never knew existed in their System Folders, root
directories, etc. These files will have names that sound
strangely familiar, such as “Nyarlathotep,” “Shub-
Niggurath,” and “Hastur.” The files contain cryptic
messages regarding many of the Mythos entities, and
may also contain vivid and sanity-crippling images. Any
selfrespecting horror genre fan will find them fascinat-
ing. In fact, they cannot help but be fascinated by them.
By the time the files have shown up, the subliminal
messages that have been flashing on the screen will have
hypnotized them to be receptive to the images.

At this point, the victim has been losing Sanity at a
slow but very steady rate, Every month that the virus
remains on the computer, the user will lose 1 Sanity
and gain 1 point of Cthulhu Mythos. There will be no
explanation available, and by the time the files start get-
ting noticed it will be too late.

Clever investigators will catch on to what's happen-
ing rather quickly. But try as they might, they will not be
able to clear the computer of the virus. It takes a special
cleansing ritual that only Swarner knows. Zy
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am and I looked up at the wall of sand in front of

us. Surely we could not go on foot into the track-

less wastes of the Great Sand Sea west of Farafra
and expect to survive. Similarly awestruck, Kravat, Allison,
and Flo stared up at a 400-foot dune which stretched up-
ward before us. Our Egyptian guide, Ansep Me Se, his
robes whipping in the wind, was already ascending the tower
of sand. I adjusted my pack, and with my heart pounding at
the thought of what lay beyond, I began to climb into the
desert. Ever since Sam’s screams had shattered my peace of
mind the previous night, and in view of Richard’s death and
Sir Wallis Budge’s descent into madness, my spirit was sick
with fear.

Sure, it could be an excerpt from any Call of Cthulhu
narrative: brave investigators storming off into the Egyp-

tian sands to unravel an ancient mystery. The key differ-
ence is, it really happened. A real group of flesh and
blood investigators trekked off into actual sand, desper-
ately pursuing the man who held the key to the strange
sequence of events which had brought them to the desert.
No, it wasn’t Egypt and it wasn’t 1924, but as the weary
investigators sipped water from their canteens and looked
out at the vast expanse of dunes, it may as well have
been. But if it wasn’t imaginary and it wasn’t quite real,
what was it? It was Cthulhu Lives.

Cthulhu Lives is the name given to a particular style
of live-action Lovecraftian roleplaying created in Colo-
rado in 1984. Cthulhu Lives is a blend between the no-
tions of free-form make-believe and the carefully planned
excitement of roleplaying games. An outgrowth of
Chaosium’s CoC, Cthulhu Lives allows players to actu-
ally be investigators probing into strange dark myster-

Dillon) and Al Neville (Phil Bell).

PHOTOGRAPH NOTES
Above: From EGYPT, 1986. This photo, taken by Judy Ruha (as Allison Morgan), is one of the few pictures ever taken of a game in progress. This is not a
staged re-enactment, but a view of the actual trek across the vast sand dunes of the Sahara. From left to right, the characters (players) are: Harry Tuttle (Stef
Nicovich), Ansep Ma Sa (Phil Bell), Digby Dolmen (Andrew Leman), Johnson Kravat (Ken Robertson), Flo Denison (Peggy Cope) & Sam Buchanan (Darrel
Tyler). The game was played in the Great Sand Dunes National Monument in southern Colorado.

Upper Right: From SOME WORDS WITH A MUMMY, 1985. No one knows at exactly what point in the game this picture was taken. Pictured, from left
to right, are: J.D. Titan (Andrew Leman), Melanie Forrester (Liz Stanton), Priscilla Darby (Jenny Weins), Suzie Author (Jackie Ritz), Victoria Chesfleur (Anne
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ies. Rather than sitting around a table discussing breath-
taking adventures and sanity-wrenching terrors, Cthulhu
Lives players actually experience them, or, at least, con-
vincingly realistic simulations of them. A game might
feature translating documents from ancient Greek, but
if it does, don’t count on your skill roll to help you: you
have to really know Greek, or find a real person who
can really help you. You might have a meeting with a
creepy gardener in an abandoned boathouse: if you do,
be prepared to really hoist yourself into the rafters of the
old structure to find some concealed clues. You might
have a horrific encounter with a Lovecraftian monstros-
ity: if so, don’t be surprised when an entity 18 feet tall
moves inexorably toward you. Cthulhu Lives players re-
ally travel to the different locations, speak with actors
playing the parts of NPCs (non-player characters), and
if or when monsters rear their ugly heads, the players
really run away. The desert trek described during this
article took place in the Great Sand Dunes National
Monument in southern Colorado, a vast expanse of
sand, in May of 1986. As far as we were concerned, it
was Egypt.

We had gone for more than seven hours overland, each tow-
ering dune giving way to another beyond it. For every three
steps forward, we slipped two steps back. The wind-driven
sand stung. | was glad I had brought my goggles—without
them I'd have been blind. I was nearly overwhelmed by ex-
haustion, the pitiless heat and the relentless pace set by our
guide, and was immensely grateful when we stopped to rest
and quench our thirst. Flo spoke quiet words of encourage-
ment, sensing that [ was on the verge of giving up. As we
drank, Tuttle scanned the horizon with his binoculars. He
shouted as he spotted something on a dune several hundred
yards away. This time it was not a stray clump of dry grass,
it was the body of a person, lying motionless in the sand. For
the first ime, Ansep Me Se looked genuinely troubled.

Origins

In 1984 Sean Branney, a high school student in Den-
ver, Colorado, invited a group of his friends to play a
game they'd never heard of: Call of Cthulhu. They quickly
became hooked and regularly gathered to play. Among
these friends was Andrew Leman.

Sean and Andrew had met while doing a high-school
play, and both planned to continue to study theatre in
college. Knowing the power of real physical roleplaying,
one day they discussed how much fun it would be to
play a live-action version of their favorite game. They
decided then and there to give it a try. Sean would write
the first game with his friend Darrell Tutchton, and An-

Cthulhu Lives

drew would organize the players. They decided to call
their live-action version Cthulhu Lives. That's how it all
got started.

You can’t buy Cthulhu Lives in a store. There is no
published rule book. Although there are certain guide-
lines established by tradition, and certain techniques
that have proven with experience to be effective, each
Cthulhu Lives adventure is a unique experience, with its
own problems, solutions, and approaches. That is, per-
haps, one of the most exciting things about it. Each
game is an original creation by the people who play it,
and, with very few exceptions, adventures are played only
once. Each one is created for the people who play it and
for the place where it is played: it is very difficult to
replay it with different people or in a different location.

Cthulhu Lives is the embodiment of the word play
in all its senses. It is structured, complex, layered, mind-
bending, and fun. At its best it is a mental, emotional,
and physical challenge. It has evolved over the years,
growing from a lighthearted adaptation of a commercial
game into something quite new and independent; some-
thing which is not easily categorized as a hobby, or as
entertainment, or as a form of art. It is without question
an extremely potent medium for intellectual and psy-
chological exploration, in which its players constantly
find new sources of terror, and joy, and wonder.

We sat in a tight circle at the top of the dune as our
guide rummaged through his bag. He produced some dry,
leathery crackers, baked by his wife, and a melon. Withey
warning, he drew one of the scimitars he kep il
rate double scabbard on his b
melon shattered into huglg
piece of melon 2

Se sa
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Cthulhu Lives

Basic Structure

Although Cthulhu Lives is in every way a game, it is not
competitive: there are neither winners nor losers. The
game is played for its own sake. As in many roleplaying
games, play is monitored by a game master, a guiding
hand who creates the adventure, drives it forward, en-
sures fair play, makes things as safe as possible, and
who ultimately controls the world of the game. This
person is the Keeper.

The Keeper is the person (or persons) who con-
ceives of a (more or less) original plot, almost always
involving some kind of mystery or bizarre situation with
Lovecraftian elements. The Keeper writes the plot of the
adventure, fabricates evidence that will help solve the
mystery (in the form of artifacts, documents, and other
kinds of physical clues), creates monsters or other mani-
festations if the story requires them, and is responsible
for finding locations to play in, and overseeing the con-
duct of the game experience. The Keeper usually also
plays some NPC (often more than one) in the game.
The Keeper enlists friends, and other people with spe-
cial skills to offer, to play other non-player characters
required by the story, and to help make props and find
locations. The NPCs have some foreknowledge of the
game’s plot, planned events, and the truth behind the
mystery. Being the Keeper is quite a large job: having
good NPCs is a real blessing.

The other group is made up of the investigators.
These are the people who will enter the mysterious situ-
ation created by the Keeper with no foreknowledge of
what is to happen, and will roleplay their way through
the situation in character. Although sometimes the
Keeper will ask them to portray certain specific charac-
ters, usually the players are respan
own characters. Wise Keeper
players, learn what sorts of cha
ing, and then work that informai
game, taking advantage of the stre}
of the investigators who will be parti

ghis/her own, or a character assig
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a challenge, since our games are set in the 1920s. Play-
ers frequently haunt vintage and thrift stores, looking
for period clothes and accessories. Although it might
seem like the Keeper is doing most of the work and the
investigators are having most of the fun, being an inves-
tigator is in its own way just as demanding a job. A
game, after all, is nothing without players, and a game
of Cthulhu Lives only works well when the investigators
are giving it their all.

Sam and I had been through dangerous situations before,
but as we huddled together for warmth that night in the
desert, we knew this adventure could well be our last. In
the cold night air I unlaced my gaiters, emptied the sand
from my shoes, and crumpled my jacket into a sad parody
of a pillow. As I leaned back and rested my aching muscles,
I was overwhelmed by the night sky: even my years as an
astronomer did not prepare me for the spectacular view of
the stars wheeling overhead. I tried to keep up morale by
pointing out various cheerful constellations, until our guide
screamed out that the moon was in the position of G’ harne
and it was time we must take action against the Seti.

Game Preparation

Preparing a game of Cthulhu Lis
cess—depending on the scope an
it can take months of work. The
ture must be created. Plot ideas"
sources: in earlier years, many came¥
fiction, but recently Keepers have dé
ideas, or expanded on themes and sitd
vious Cthulhu Lives games. Often a Keé
story around a particular location, prop, ¢
Keepers like to collaborate to develop
some playtest their ideas in a more traditiol
format with the people who will play thel
explore options that might come up in live-a§
Once the backstory has taken shape, the Ke
_break the game into a sequence of scenarios?
ained episodes of playable action, usually
nd an event, a certain place or object, or a
e Keeper must create all of the clues and
gal evidence which the investigators will £
din from one scenario to the next. Much
n in the form of documents: old |
gient books and scrolls.... Keepef

painstaking pro-

At Right: From THE SENTENCE, 1991. This phofog
Hibdin was discovered floating in his bathtub. It is among¥
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whatever materials and techniques will give them the
result they desire. Some of the props are more compli-
cated: magical items, bizarre machines, human skeletons,
livestock, that kind of thing. Keepers make do as their
budgets, schedules, and abilities allow, but all devote
considerable resources to the creation of exciting and
elaborate props. Sometimes special effects need to be
engineered: special makeup, the appearance of a mon-
ster, the disappearance of an investigator, the manifesta-
tion of a gateway to another dimension.... Beside their
own ingenuity, Keepers make use of time-honored the-
atrical traditions, borrowed from classic stage magic, Japa-
nese Kabuki theatre, and other sources. Some Keepers
have relied on high-technology to produce some effects,
schlepping elaborate sound systems and lighting equip-
ment into remote locations, or communicating with as-
sistants via CB radio. And sometimes there is simply
no way to safely and convincingly simulate the desired
effect, in which case sometimes the Keeper can estab-
lish a game “convention” which he or she explains to
the players beforehand. (One time, for example, to simu-
late a “force field,” one Keeper put up a fence of strings

Cthulhu Lives

around an object, and told the players in advance that
when they saw string they could approach no closer.)
The Keeper needs to find and make arrangements
to use suitable locations. The Keeper bears the vital re-
sponsibility of ensuring legality and safety for all of the
participants as well as innocent bystanders of a scenario.
If public places are to be used, and the playing is likely
to generate suspicion or screams, sometimes the police
have to be notified in advance, so that no one becomes
unduly alarmed. Private locations tend to be more desir-
able, but it is imperative that the Keeper obtain permis-
sion to use a location: failure to do so can have unpleasant
consequences. If the terrain is difficult, the conditions
uncomfortable, or the action dangerous, then the Keeper
is honor-bound to do a live trial run to test the action:
Keepers never ask players to do something that they
have not done themselves. This is particularly impor-
tant when the consequences of untested actions could
be life-threatening: e.g. rappelling, scuba diving.... An-
other Cthulhu Lives maxim that has developed is: “The
Keeper cannot require the players actually to commit an
illegal act (e.g. trespassing, speeding, theft, extortion...)”
Characters must sometimes resort to criminal activity,
but when such activity is required by the plot of the
game, a legal way of simulating the action is devised.
The Keeper needs to brief the NPCs very thoroughly,
discussing the characters, plot and anticipated turn of
events, and giving them some ideas for what to do in
the likely event that things don’t go as planned. And
security is always a concern. (The Keeper doesn’t want
his potential investigators to get any hints about what
he or she might be planning: nasty surprises should be
surprising, after all.) Good logistical planning is also
important; in most instances, everyone should be sup-
plied with good maps to locations, and punctuality is
essential. Many times NPCs have sat in miserable con-
ditions (tied to a tree, lying in a creek bed, buried under
6" of dirt...) waiting for players who stopped to get a
Coke on the way. The game is much more fun when
everyone can find the locations and arrive on time.

Under the moonlight, I remowved the Fragments of Celaeno
from my backpack. Following the obscure instructions, we
laid out huge lengths of rope to form the glyph prescribed by
the aged parchment. As the Seti loomed on the horizon, we
assumed our positions at the points of an Elder Sign, two
hundred feet across. We had each rehearsed the words of
the ceremony silently to ourselves, to prepare for this mo-
ment. Our heads bowed in fear and humility, we intoned
the verses of the ritual to summon Nodens, an elder god.
Please, don’t let me forget them now! “Yesh shir uma
yalkey...”
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Cthulhu Lives

Game Play

Once everything is ready, the game can begin. The Keeper
organizes the schedules of all the people involved in the
game and sets a time and place for the initial scenario.
All of the players gather in character, for some purpose
dictated by the plot (the investigators might be sum-
moned by a prospective employer, for example, or get a
call for help from an old friend...) and the events are set
in motion. The investigators are presented with a situa-
tion, and must roleplay their way through it with no
knowledge of what is to come. Each action they take
leads to development of the case. They can conduct the
investigation as they see fit, although the Keeper will
have worked hard to anticipate their likely choices and
prepare for them. It's possible, even probable, that the
investigators will want to do something that the Keeper
has not expected, in which case he or she will have to
improvise to accommodate them. (Despite the most care-
ful planning in the world, Cthulhu Lives games are one-
shot, spontaneous creations, mutually constructed by
all participants. Things invariably go wrong: some things
work better than planned, others fail miserably. Players
have learned to roll with the punches.)

Different adventures have different structures. Some
are designed to last only a few hours and take place in a
single session of play: others are sweeping epics that
can take many weeks’ worth of individual scenarios to
play through. The average game consists of several sce-
narios taking place over the course of two or three days,
frequently culminating in a big finale. The most effec-
tive games have involved long weekends spent in iso-
lated locations devoted exclusively to playing (one such
game featured more than 40 hours of continuous play:
the investigators even slept in character). Some go ex-
actly according to plan, but many are changed on the fly
even as they are being played. The give and take be-
tween the NPCs and the investigators can never be com-
pletely predicted. It creates a balance of power; the
investigators must respond to the Keeper and the Keeper
must respond to the investigators. Familiarity, trust and
respect between all players are key elements of success.

We have never used skill rolls: either you can really
do what's needed or you can’t. In some special cases the
Keeper has allowed an investigator to use a skill he or
she does not possess in life (psychic ability and lock
picking are the two that leap to mind), but usually this

serves the Keeper as much as the players, and in such
cases the Keeper and the player in question make ar-
rangements in advance.

In some adventures, magic use has been extremely
important, and in others completely irrelevant. When a
spell is used, it is usually an integral part of the plot,
and is well-prepared for. Casual magic use is very rare.
Different Keepers have handled magic in different ways
depending on their needs: there is no established proce-
dure.

Although sanity is a major issue in CoC, its impact
is perhaps more subtle in Cthulhu Lives. Without re-
sorting to Sanity rolls, it’s hard to judge what impact
reading a few pages of the Rewelations of Glaaki or see-
ing a relative being dragged to sea by a Deep One will
have. Players with some experience, who appreciate the
mind-altering power of the forces at work in a game, are
trusted to choose for themselves when their characters
go mad; sometimes they choose to go insane slowly and
sometimes in an instant, whichever seems more fun to
them. On other occasions, the Keeper may privately in-
struct a player that after her encounter with Shub
Niggurath, for example, she develops an overwhelming
fear of trees. Again, a sense of “fair play” between the
Keeper and the players has managed to keep sanity an
exciting part of the game. (And sometimes sanity loss is
self-evident. In the first game of Cthulhu Lives ever played,
the investigators discovered the disfigured corpse of a
policeman in a hidden room. After the game was over,
one player reported that, upon seeing the body, he could
physically feel what he judged to be about five points’
worth of sanity draining out of him. When your charac-
ter loses sanity in a game of Cthulhu Lives, you don’t

PHOTOGRAPH NOTES
Above: From THE CHALICE OF LAGGASH, 1993. This is a posed portrait of the four investigators from this game, taken before they were all thrown in jail.
From left to right, the characters (players) are: Henry Blackwood (Jamie Anderson), Lillian Blackwood (Katia Herbst), Alexandra Stark Brown (Gail Stern), and
Dr. Barnum Brown (Andrew Leman). Gail Stern won the Black Tentacle award as best investigator for her play in this game.

AtRight: From THE SENTENCE, 1991. A close-up of the aforementioned Uncle Bob Hibdin. Note that rigor mortis was well along by the time of this picture.




The Unspeakable Oath 13

need to roll any dice: you know it. The game has the
power to really scare the crap out of you in a way that
CoC can’t.)

Combat is a tricky issue in any sort of live roleplay-
ing. Obviously, the chief concern is for the safety of the
participants. The Keeper can best protect everyone by
minimizing the number of situations where combat is
the only means to an end. Gun battles are usually
handled with cap guns; rulings on hits and misses fall
under the sole jurisdiction of the Keeper. Squirt guns
and even paintball guns have been used in some situa-
tions. Water balloons make excellent bombs or hand
grenades. Hand to hand combat is more difficult to man-
age. Staged fights are accidents waiting to happen, ex-
cept in the rare instances where the participants are
certified Stage Combatants. Although some realism must
be sacrificed, prop weapons and guns should always be
made of soft and/or brightly colored materials. (Noth-
ing is worse than having a passing policeman mistake
your cap gun for the real thing, as once happened to
us.) One way to have successful combat is simply to
imagine it: by having NPCs say things to players like,
“Me and Rocko here just beat you up.” Play can then
safely resume with the investigator writhing in pain in
the aftermath of his or her beating. As always, games
will go much better when they are uninterrupted by vis-
its to the Emergency Room. In ten years of play, we
have never had a single serious injury that was the di-
rect result of Cthulhu Lives activity.

Although it is a live-action game, not every single
moment of the story is necessarily played out physically.
There are moments in every adventure when the Keeper
and players use their imaginations only: when the ac-
tion in question is simply too
dangerous to ply live, when
the investigators want to do
something which the Keeper
has not anticipated and can-
not arrange to play live, or
when the action involves
magic or entities that simply
cannot be satisfactorily simu-
lated without spending thou-
sands of dollars. Keepers try
to structure their games so
that live, in-character role-
playing is as continuous as
possible, but sometimes ev-
eryone must break out of
character long enough to get
a Keeper ruling or make tran-
sitions to purely imaginary
sections of play. And inves-

Cthulhu Lives

tigators are free to break out of character at any time if
they feel the need to. Even in purely imaginary sections,
however, we still don’t use skill rolls. Common sense
and the Keeper are the arbiters of success and failure.

The Keeper is usually personally present at all times
during play, even if only as a shadowy figure in the back-
ground keeping a watchful eye on things. But some-
times the Keeper has to let his or her NPCs handle a
scenario on their own, and sometimes the investigators
retreat to their own territory (a car, a hotel room...) to
inspect their evidence and make their plans, in which
case the Keeper is not present. To handle such situa-
tions, the Keeper needs to establish a system for com-
munication between the investigators and the Keeper.
One of the most common is what has been called
“Keeper Central,” which consists mostly of making sure
the investigators have the Keeper’s phone number, and
making sure that there is always someone to answer the
phone while the game is in progress. Many times Keep-
ers have turned their answering machines into Cthulhu
Lives information clearinghouses. (People not involved
in the game have gotten some inexplicably strange re-
corded greetings.)

This gives you an idea of some of the technical con-
cerns, but actually playing Cthulhu Lives is far more than
the sum of all these parts. To completely describe what
it’s like is impossible: it is so fundamentally experiential
in nature that the only way to really understand it is to
play it yourself. It always operates on at least two levels
of reality simultaneously: the “real” world and the world
of the game. Keepers can use this to challenge their play-
ers by exploring real-life issues in an imaginary context.
As a vehicle for metaphorical expression, this two-level
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Cthulhu Lives

structure has a power that no other form of literature or
entertainment can match. The levels merge in a fasci-
nating, perception-bending way: when you read descrip-
tions of games we've played in the past, it is pointless to
try to separate what “really” happened from what was
only imaginary or pretend. It's all both.

At the end of every game, usually immediately fol-
lowing the final scenario, when the investigators are
flushed with victory (or defeat) and the NPCs are cov-
ered in mud, or blood or slime or something, all the
players and the Keeper have a postmortem debriefing.
This usually takes place at a Denny’s or similar restau-
rant (chocolate shakes and onion rings are the tradi-
tional victory snack). During the postmortem, all
participants relax and share their perceptions of what
occurred during the game, and delight in retelling the
story from their own points of view. Keepers get a chance
to tell the investigators about all the subtle and bril-
liantly-placed clues that they missed, investigators get to
tell everyone how it felt to see the monster, or the cult-
ists, or whatever, and what they were thinking when
they did such-and-such, and the NPCs get to tell the
investigators how scared they looked when they were
running away, or doing the spell, or realizing some hid-
eous truth. Besides being enormously fun in their own
right, these sessions help refine the gaming skills of
Keepers and investigators alike.

I didn’t hear, so much as feel, the presence of the entity.
The silence there in the desert was terrifying: even the wind
seemed to have stopped blowing. It was cold, but that’s not
why [ was shivering. I heard Allison gasp as the thing moved
past her. What had it done? I could not open my eyes. Sud-

denly, I could feel it moving towards me.

“Cthulhu Lives”

Organizations
In its firstyears (1984-1987), the players of Cthulhu Lives

did not have a name or formal structure. It was simply
an association of friends who created and developed their
own unique form of live-action roleplaying, based on a
commercial roleplaying game. The name of the game
was informal, and mostly just for fun.

In January of 1987 the group opted to formally cre-
ate an organization, called The H.P. Lovecraft Histori-
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cal Society. Sean Branney served as President, while An-
drew Leman and Philip Bell served as Co-Vice Presi-
dents. The HPLHS began publication of a monthly
newsletter entitled Strange Eons, edited by Andrew
Leman and Philip Bell, which continued for over two
years. The Society also founded the HPLHS Press, which
published very limited editions of books of interest to
the membership. Game activities continued under the
auspices of the new organization, whose membership
quickly grew to approximately 80 persons across America
and in several other countries, including England, Aus-
tralia, Germany, Canada, and Italy. Cthulhu Lives games
were produced in the United States and in England.
The HPLHS Press subsequently issued hard-bound sets
of the first two volumes of Strange Eons. Under the
direction of Andrew Leman, the HPLHS also produced

are Keeper Andrew Leman and NPC Sam Bacon.

PHOTOGRAPH NOTES
Above: From THE MASTER RACE, 1988. This giant (15 feet tall) but primitive puppet was the first of several large-scale manifestations used in Cthulhu
Lives. Designed in four sections, the pieces coalesced at the end of a cult ritual to form an apparition of the god Nodens, who then descended upon the
terrified investigators. They fled across a field of cacti, with minor injuries to players and Keeper alike. Pictured operating the Nodens puppet from left to right
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a short film adaptation of a Lovecraft story in the sum-
merof 1987, entitled The Testimony of Randolph Carter.
The HPLHS went into mothballs in the early 1990s
when its three executive officers all moved to different
cities, making organized work nearly impossible. Al-
though game activity continued in separate locations,
regular publication of the newsletter was discontinued,
and membership fees were no longer collected. Pres-
ently, the HPLHS is not dead, but dreaming....
Although the HPLHS fell into dormancy, Cthulhu
Lives activity continued to flourish. Between 1988-1991,
many games were centered in Southern California, where
Sean Branney was pursuing his professional theas
reer. Sean was able to take advantage o
sources in the creation of some
Cthulhoid moments.

A large group of eager players alS6 at the
University of Illinois, where Andrew Leman attended
graduate school. In early 1992, Andrew, based in Chi-
cago, and Jamie Anderson formally named the Revision-
ist Historical Society as an organization for Cthulhu Lives
activity in the Midwest. Since its founding, the RHS has
been the most active group of Cthulhu Lives players in
the country. The games of the RHS, while still drawing
on Lovecraft for inspiration, have tended also to explore
historical themes and involve notable historical charac-
ters and events.

Each year since 1985, usually at the end of the sum-
mer, the diehard Cthulhu Lives players gather for the
annual Black Tentacle Awards ceremony, to eat good
food, reminisce about adventures past, and honor the
brave souls who have fought the forces of the Mythos in
the games of the past year. Originally there were eight
Black Tentacle Award categories, because Sean Branney
made the trophies from an old toy octopus. These days
the categories have expanded to eleven, with a few spe-
cial awards thrown in as deemed suitable. The trophies
are made in a new style each year. Ceremonies in the
past have included musical numbers, film screenings,
dramatic readings, and other special events.

Sam and Tuttle seemed to have them on the run. I checked
to make sure the women were all right—Allison and Flo
were probably handling the onslaught better than I was. |
saw the dark shapes silhouetted in the moonlight as they
reached the crest of the dune. I pulled out my revolver and
aimed, but it was useless. Despite all the precautions I had
taken, sand clogged every crevice. I started to run after them.
“Sam!” I shouted. “Kravat! Tuttle!” I struggled up the side
of the dune. Without my shoes on, it was even slower going
than before. “It’s all right, Digby,” Sam’s familiar voice
drifted down from above. “They're gone.”

Cthulhu Lives 25

In the ten years since Cthulhu Lives was first created,
its players have produced 62 original live-action adven-
tures, involving a total well over 300 people as active par-
ticipants. The games have been as small as a one-evening
dinner party, and as large as a three-part epic lasting for
eight months that involved among other things, a MU

Ocean, a Gothic Mansion in lowa, the British Museum
in London, and on the campus of Cambridge Univer-
sity. Investigators have witnessed the full-scale manifesta-
tions of Nodens, Mi-Go, Hounds of Tindalos, Deep Ones,
Ghouls, a Yithian, Shub Niggurath, and several avatagg
of Nyarlathotep. They've met Aleister Crowley, Johp
Rasputin, Harry Houdini, John Wilkes Booth
entire village of Native Americans. Investigatg
elled to the Dreamlands, Egypt, the Gobighis
England, and medieval France, not tg Hondtlie halls
of Miskatonic University. They've j
meted through dimensional g
lums, exhumed corpse
explored tunnels, wadg
thedral towers, dredg
scaled mountains
congregations Of
All for real.
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28 A Tale Of Terror: Fungus

A TAL

he item at right appears briefly in the newspa-

pers and science journals, even making a couple

of appearances on the popular television science
shows. The tabloids exaggerate the story briefly, but like
all tabloid stories it is quickly forgotten. The investiga-
tors can seek out Dr. Chiltern at Yale if they wish to
learn more.

Dr. Samuel Chiltern

Dr. Samuel Christian Chiltern is a driven mycologist
and brilliant in his field. Unfortunately he is so wrapped
up in his work that he does not easily interact socially
with the real world—Chiltern is rather shy and doesn’t
take well to strangers. While discussing mycology he is
fluent and clear, but as soon as conversation strays from
his field he develops nervous twitches and uncomfort-
able mannerisms. However, his worst trait is his failure
to admit to being wrong.

Chiltern is happy to talk to the investigators about
his new discovery. He explains that his studies have
proven, beyond all doubt, that the samples he took in
the three states all came from the same plant. However,
he is at a loss of how to describe it, as the fungus does
not behave anything like other fungi. He has a speci-
men in his laboratory should the investigators show an
interest.

The fungus has taken over one corner of a work-
bench. Thin tendrils reach out from a large glass tank
filled with sogey leaves. The tendrils have spread out,
dangling onto the floor. One of them has reached a
phone book and is feeding from that, reducing the di-
rectory to a pulpy mass covered in pale fur.

Chiltern uses a spatula to push aside the decaying
leaf litter to reveal a fleshy lump the size of his fist. Thin
tendrils sprout from this, and he explains that there are
other lumps, or nodes, in the tank. Chiltern is particu-
larly interested in the nodes as he hasn’t discovered any
in the field to date. He is still examining the fungus and
has yet to form any theories.

[f the investigators ask about Dr. Meredith, his ex-

A Tale of Terror is a short scenario premise, with three
different possibilities for what's really going on. Keep-
ers can mine them for ideas, taking that which appeals
and discarding that which does not.

AT L

Fungus
by Steve Hatherley
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wife, Chiltern scowls nervously. He worshipped the
ground she walked on, and she treated him by divorc-
ing him—he isn’t even allowed to see his son. He is still
emotionally scarred, and it is a subject best avoided.

Dr Samuel Chiltern, Age 39, Mycologist
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Skills: Biology 92%, Chemistry 56%, Computer Use
41%, Diagnose Disease 54%, First Aid 43%, Fidget Ner-
vously 82%, Geology 57%, Library Use 78%, Mycology
94%, Natural History 61%, Persuade 47%, Pharmacy
39%, Photography 42%, Physics 34%.
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Possibilities
1) The God-Mushroom

The fungus is concentrated around the nodes which are
greatly dispersed in the wild. The nodes themselves are
about the size of a three-storey house, growing in large
subterranean caverns which glow eerily with a weak phos-
phorescent light. Land around the fungus is rich in
mutated flora and fauna. Trees suffer attacks from fungi
of myriad colours, and the area is generally damp and
unhealthy.

There is also an effect on communities drmkmg
untreated water drawn
from wells tainted by the
fungus. Such communities
become isolationist and se-
cretive. Inbreeding is com-
mon, as are wine-stain
birthmarks. Such commu-
nities have even been
known to practice cannibal-
ism. As a side effect, such
people are susceptible to
the temptations offered by
the Outer Gods—and
temples to blasphemous
creatures can sometimes be
encountered in such com-
munities.

The fungus’ most vis-
ible symptom during an in-
vestigation is the large
proportion of cultists with
wine-stain birthmarks. Sim-
ply destroying the cultists
will not be enough—the
fungus must be destroyed
as well. (At the very least,
the water supply needs pu-
rifying.) The sheer scale of the fungus may become ap-
parent when investigators encounter different cults
worshipping different gods in different parts of the coun-
try all displaying the same wine-stain birthmarks...

2) The Mi-Go Artifact

The fungus is a huge Mi-Go supercomputer wrapped
around the globe. Each node is, in human terms, a pro-
cessing center and may grow to the size of a small house.
The fungus may be found in all locations that the Mi-
Go have been know to frequent.

Each node (the exact number of which is known

A Tale of Terror: Fungus

only to the Mi-Go, but it is believed to be no more than
three dozen or so) is caretully monitored by the Mi-Go.
The Fungi from Yuggoth themselves (often through their
human agents) watch over the nodes to ensure that each
operates undisturbed. The nodes are usually located in
isolated areas, but there is a chance that construction
activities will disturb one. When a node is threatened,
the Mi-Go will act—preferably using government agents
and legal means, but with direct force if absolutely nec-
essary.

The computer’s purpose is unknown—although it
has been suggested that its existence is the reason that
thg Mi-Go remain on Earth Whether the Mi-Go serve
the computer or whether
it serves them is a subject
open to debate. Certain
Serpent People texts un-
covered at Borobodur,
Java, suggest that the Mi-
Go act on the computer’s
behalf. For what reason,
the texts do not disclose.

3) The Space Seeds

The fungus is not of ter-
restrial origin. In 1908 a
comet fragment collided
with the earth over the Si-
berian wastes. The comet
was mostly rock and ice,
but also carried a Mi-Go
fungus. From its cataclys-
mic arrival, the fungus bur-
ied into the soil and spread
across the globe.

The fungus is engi-
neered to provide a climate
on Earth similar to
Yuggoth. Once the fungus
has infiltrated an area it attacks the native flora, killing it
and replacing it with a new ecosystem. The fleshy nodes
(which grow no larger than a soccer ball) contain the
genetic information for a variety of fungoid forms. At
present the fungus has only colonized several subterra-
nean caverns. Where active, the Mi-Go have encour-
aged the fungus’ growth, achieving toe-holds in remote
areas.

4

Elsewhere, the fungus slowly creeps around the
globe, burrowing invisibly through the earth's crust.
Once this phase is complete, it will move toward the
surface and smother the planet in a thick, fungal em-
brace. 2y
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Story-time with Ramsey!

NecronomiCon ’95

ecronomiCon, 2nd Edition, was held this year

from August 18-20 at the Tara Ferncroft Hotel

in Danvers, Mass. Like the first
NecronomiCon, the guest list this year was again im-
pressive. It was a veritable who's who of the Lovecraft
world: S.T. Joshi, Bob Price, Don and Mollie Burleson,
Jason Eckhardt, Robert Knox, Will Murray, Don
D’Ammassa, Peter Cannon, Darrell Schweitzer, etc. In
all there were 28 guests, along with special guests L.
Sprague and Catherine Crook deCamp, and guest of
honor Ramsey Campbell.

[ first bumped into guest of honor Campbell on
Friday afternoon when | happened upon him sitting
alone in the hotel lobby. Although Ramsey and I have
corresponded off and on for a few years, I was still very
nervous about finally meeting him face to face. He was

The Unspeakable Oath 13

very warm and cordial and eager to spend time chatting
with anyone who showed an interest in him and his
work. He was also quite funny, which I had fully ex-
pected from the contents of some of his Necrofile col-
umns.

Friday night featured an informal reception where
all the guests were introduced. There was much
schmoozing and mingling done, and I spent most of
the night chatting with Don and Mollie Burleson. There
was much talk about a rumored appearance by Gahan
Wilson, but alas he never appeared. After the reception
we all gathered round while Campbell read his latest
offering in the Cthulhu Mythos cannon, “The Horror
Under Warrendown” (from the new Chaosium anthol-
ogy Made in Goatswood). Campbell had to compete
against a lively Dixieland Band from the hotel restau-
rant, but finally won. Perched on a high-back chair in
front of an enormous fireplace in the grand living room
of the Tara, Campbell read to us his latest deadtime
story.

Saturday offered the widest selection of panel dis-
cussions, including “The Early Works of Ramsey
Campbell” and “The Later Works of Ramsey Campbell.”
[ moderated the former panel, where Stefan
Dziemianowicz and Donald Burleson and [ discussed
Campbell’s early Inhabitant of the Lake and Demons by
Daylight period. Ramsey was in the audience for the
panel, occasionally chiming in to add to the discussion
and to make sure we got it right (if we made any mis-
takes he was gracious enough not to mention them!).

Saturday afternoon Don Burleson gave a reading of
four of his stories (“Blue Luke,” “Walkie Talkie,” “Mel-
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Catherine Crook and L. Sprague deCamp.
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ons,” and one other tale) and was very well received by
those in attendance. One of the audience suggested that
Burleson perhaps should seek professional help! Later
there was an interview with Campbell given by Stefan
Dziemianowicz (subbing for Peter Atkins who was un-
able to make it to the con).

Sunday morning was another of the now-infamous
Cthulhu Prayer Breakfasts. Ramsey presented L. Sprague
and Catherine Crook deCamp with the Robert Bloch
Award for lifetime achievements in the field. Sprague

”

said that the award was “a horrible thing!” (Referring to

its appearance—a dark little thing created especially for
NecronomiCon by sculptor Bob Murch of RAFM), and

suggested that their other awards would flee in terror
from it, thus making room for it on their long-crowded
wall of awards. Catherine gave a wonderful short speech
about Lovecraft (as the day was his birthday), and Sprague
spoke about his early years and about Lord Dunsany.
After the awards and speeches it was time for another of
Bob Price’s sermons, which he gave replete with Deep
One tiara and staff! After a rousing hymn by Price and
his Cthulhu Prayer Breakfast chorus, he and a gilled
friend led us all though the Three Oaths of Dagon.
The dealers’ room/art gallery was small but impres-
sive. There were not one but two, count ‘em two copies
of the first edition Arkham House book, The Qutsider
for sale. I also found two copies of one of the few books
[ was still searching for, Michael Shea’s Polyphemus,
on a dealer’s table. Most any Arkham House book was
there for sale...for the right price. Someone had a signed
copy of the original edition of Bloch’s Mysteries of the
Worm for $200 (this for a paperback!). There were also
tshirts, audio and video tapes, Call of Cthulhu roleplay-
ing game material, etc. Chaosium released their latest
fiction anthology, Made in Goatswood, at the conven-
tion and it was the hottest-selling item there (Lynn Willis
of Chaosium told me that he'd sold about 25% of what
he had brought on the first day). Both Allen Koszowski
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and Robert Knox had displays of their artwork, much
of which was available for sale as prints.

For those interested in the Call of Cthulhu roleplay-
ing game, several scenarios were presented by Gary
Sumpter, Fred Behrendt, and others. [ understand that
all of the game slots filled quickly. I sat on a panel with
Sumpter and Behrendt about “How to Write for Call of
Cthulhu,” which was well received. And although I never
went into the audio-video room, the con organizers had
an impressive film line-up, including the latest Carpen-
ter film In the Mouth of Madness. Also presented was a
Tim Burton short featuring the voice of Vincent Price,
and a fine short film adaptation of “The Music of Erich
Zann.”

There were no conversational fireworks this year as
the con organizers didn’t put HPL scholar S.T. Joshi
and Crypt of Cthulhu editor Robert Price on any panels
together. There also didn’t seem to be any of last con’s
“scholars vs. gamers” attitudes this time out—it was more
of a feeling of a united community. Despite the lack of
such excitement, the convention went over well and was
thoroughly enjoyable. I was on fewer panels this year,
and so got to see and do a lot more this time out.

Convention organizers are already hard atwork plan-
ning NecronomiCon 3rd edition, to be held in Provi-
dence in 1997. The next guest of honor will be Brian
Lumley. 2

All photos courtesy of Necronomicon Press.
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32 Windigo Psychosis
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a look at a chilling form of madness by Daniel Harms

his article is in-

tended as a supple-

ment to the material
in Pagan Publishing’s cam-
paign Walker in the Wastes,
though it may be useful in
any adventure involving
Ithaqua and his spawn.

In the mythology of the
Cree and Ojibwa people of
Canada and the northern
United States, the windigo
(also spelled whitiko, wen-
digo, weetigo, and a num-
ber of other ways) are ice

gant language.”

“Such [ am told are the sentiments of these people
in General. I look upon this as a sort of mania, or
fever, a distemper of the brain. Their eyes...are wild
and uncommonly clear—they seem as if they glis-
tened. [t seems to me to lodge in the Head. They
are generally rational except at short, sudden inter-
vals when the paroxysms cease (sic) them: their
motions then are various and diametrically contrary
at one time to what they are the next—Sullen,
thoughtful, wild look and perfectly mute: staring, in
sudden convulsions, wild incoherent and extrava-

— from the letter-journal of George Nelson,

in "The Orders of the Dreamed”

condition. Such a person
may appear to be merely de-
pressed at first, but soon they
seem distracted and refuse all
normal food. The victim
then becomes obsessed with
eating human flesh, espe-
cially that of their family
members, possibly even hal-
lucinating that those around
them are animals. After time,
the person loses their ability
| to speak, ceases to care for
their appearance, and may
even chew on their fingers

spirits who live in the
woods. Some accounts say that they are gigantic, while
others report a smaller, man-sized creature. These spir-
its are eaters of human flesh, and the local tribes live in
dread of them, sometimes even leaving human sacri-
fices to placate the windigo.

One aspect of the windigo myth sets it apart from
the innumerable stories of evil spirits from around the
globe. Some individuals, for reasons which remain un-
clear, become convinced that they are undergoing a trans-
formation into a wendigo. Although this affliction affects
both sexes, it is most common among men, especially
those who have hunted unsuccessfully and alone for
extended periods. Old, powerful shamans are also vul-
nerable to this illness, as magic for ill intentions causes
a backlash against the user. No outsider has ever been
recorded as being affected by this disorder.

There are several ways in which a person may be-
come a windigo. Those who, due to starvation, consume
human flesh may become affected. Others may be con-
tacted as they are dreaming by evil spirits in disguise; if
the visitors can convince the person to eat human flesh
in their dream, he or she is doomed to become a windigo.
In either case, the person perceives that a windigo has
taken possession of their body.

The onset of windigo psychosis may be rapid, or in
other cases appear over a great length of time, with the
affected individual showing great cunning to conceal their

and lips. They undergo wild
mood swings, and may claim that their inner organs are
freezing over. While some “windigos” maintain some
control over their actions early in their condition, later
they must be restrained and carefully watched so that
they do not attack their kin and neighbors. During lu-
cid spells, the person pleads for his captors to kill him
to end his suffering, a sad fate which in the past was
visited upon many of the afflicted.

A number of traditional cures for windigo psycho-
sis exist. The heart of a victim of windigo psychosis is
considered to be made of ice. Thus, native cures for this
condition include forcing the victim to eat hot bear fat
or to drink large quantities of alcohol while sitting next
to a fire. Both of these techniques may be useful in
melting the icy heart of the afflicted. Ritual purification
in a sweat lodge and chanting may also have a beneficial
effect. On the other hand, often there is nothing that
can be done for the victim other than execution, espe-
cially if he or she has already eaten human flesh. This is
usually done with an axe, after which the heart of the
victim is cast into a fire to melt it—without these precau-
tions being taken, the windigo may return.

Psychologists and folklorists have advanced several
theories for the origin of windigo psychosis. Some be-
lieve that the sufferers are overcome with the pressures
of providing their families with game during the winter
months. Others assert that the disorder does not exist,
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andis used asan excuse to eliminate undesired elements
from the community in the manner of the European
witchcraft trials. Neither of these explanations, however,
entirely accounts for the fact that tribes neighboring the
Cree and Ojibwa do not exhibit the same behavior.

Windigo Psychosis in CoC

For gaming purposes, it can be assumed that windigo
psychosis may be the result of contact with Ithaqua or
his minions. As such, it may afflict both outsiders and
natives, though it should be more common in the latter
group. This insanity is best reserved for those who have
been unhinged by an occurrence which causes them to
identify with the windigo. For example, merely seeing
Ithaqua would not be sufficient cause, but voluntarily
participating in a ritual to the Wind-walker or encoun-
tering a Child of the Wendigo who used to be a person
known to the investigator might. In any case, this disor-
der should be used only as an indefinite insanity, and
should only appear once or twice in any given campaign.

Walker in the Wastes details the Children of the
Wendigo, who are humans transformed by Ithaqua to
become his servitors. This makes windigo psychosis even
more troubling for the investigators; is their friend truly

Windigo Psychosis

undergoing a transformation into a windigo, or should
they be treated for a psychological disorder? And what if
a series of killings like those encountered on your group’s
last trip to Canada begins in their home town, far south
of Ithaqua’s area of influence! The effectiveness of any
of the cures given before should probably depend more
on the victim’s belief in their worth than any actual cura-
tive effect—but will modern medicine be any better?
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in which a lone investigator
faces a dismal fate
by Daniel Harms

“Then I sank into the depths, and [ heard the King

in Yellow whispering to my soul: “It is a fearful
thing to fall into the hands of the living God!”

— “In the Court of the Dragon,”

Robert W. Chambers

his scenario is intended for one player and one

GM (who is not called the Keeper in this sce-

nario for reasons which will soon be obvious),
using either a new or experienced character. The sce-
nario can be run with more than one investigator, but
this set-up is not recommended. It has been set near
present-day Arkham, but can be adapted to any part of
America during the Twenties or the modern era. The
only important consideration is that the investigator must
be a scholarly type.

The GM should keep careful track of time while
the character is travelling and searching for clues. If a
period for a given action is not given in the text, the
GM should make one up. Make no effort to disguise
the timekeeping from the player; though the climax can
occur at any time the GM desires, the relentless passage
of time will serve to put the player on edge.

Due to the absence of a large pool of investigators
whose skills may be called upon, this scenario uses a
“double-time” rule in regard to certain clues. For in-
stance, a thirty-minute search may allow one Library Use
roll; if this is failed, another search of the same duration
will turn up the information automatically. Though this
may seem unfair, the limited time available for investi-
gation should balance this out.

This scenario is loosely based on Robert W. Cham-
bers’ short story, “The Yellow Sign,” which may be found
in his book The King in Yellow or the Chaosium fiction
collection The Hastur Cycle. Familiarity with this story
is suggested for the GM, but is not necessary. On the
other hand, the knowledge contained therein will not
help players unduly.

Introduction

Last night was a restless one for the investigator; when
sleep did come, it was filled with unpleasant dreams
which left the investigator feeling somewhat emotion-
ally drained. (If asked for specific details, the GM should
say that they are unable to remember their visions, but
that they seem to have had something to do with events
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in the recent past). No time to worry about that now,
though. It’s 9:00 on Saturday morning, and there’s clean-
ing to do and letters to write. If the character has a fam-
ily or investigator friends nearby, they are gone for the
weekend (visiting relatives, on another investigation);
for the rest of the scenario, the investigator is alone.
Ask the player what they intend for the character to
do; play it out, whether this consists of prosaic domestic
concerns or searching the house with gun drawn for
assassins. No matter what the character does, the mail
arrives at 9:30. Aside from the normal Publisher’s Clear-
inghouse flyers and assorted bills, the character will find
a small box (3x3x5 inches) and a letter, both from Mat-
thew Beamshie, a colleague and close personal friend.
The letter is reproduced in Player Handout #1, while
the box contains the Yellow Sign pendant:

Hands of the Living God

Keeper’s Information

Ezekiel Phelps was a man who lived to the southwest of
Arkham in the years of that town’s foundation. During
the time of the witch-trials, when many of the area’s
most powerful wizards were put to death, Mr. Phelps
managed to keep a low profile and continue in his magi-
cal delvings unmolested. To this end, he was aided by a
renegade shaman of the Misqat Indians, who taught
him to make the Unspeakable Promise to Hastur and
gave him the Yellow Sign clasp found by the investiga-
tors.

One night, Mr. Black and his sons, neighbors of
Ezekiel, were poaching on Phelps’ land when they came
upon him engaged in rites to Hastur. Fearful not only
of Ezekiel's magic but also of the law, they killed the
wizard and buried his body in the glade in Puddock’s
Grove where he had practiced his magic.

Three hundred years later, Lawrence “Rocky” Vale,
a local hermit, found the bones of Ezekiel on his prop-
erty, along with the wizard’s Yellow Sign. Intrigued by
this find, he contacted Professor Kelley at the history
department of Miskatonic University. Kelley realized that
the Sign was unique, and gave it to Professor Beamshie
for further linguistic study. Beamshie himself is baftled,
and gives it to the investigator to gain another perspec-
tive on the matter.

Handout 1: Letter from Matthew Beamshie to the investigator

Heiday

@eae /wu/,

35

\Saay yau Aavmll seen me n {Ae st Wé, éuﬁ a've caugét sante savt a{[ Aug and Aavmlt éam aéle te
locture all wwé @uung fAA: tisre, b/tcw?/z, a,ve came upar a little wiystorry wéwA Q Aane yau can Ae[fl

J)MM%W%#W@W,wAamhmwceMdtt%w&na[acaZAm;deaAad%amd
L‘tCWlAL.J[(U'Ld,MQMLMM(?M'JQWA(ZAeWWM’ﬂ%éeG’lJMIeW
Jigni,[icance,Jaéetmeddwwta(y),wfeJJw(%[[ey.(y),eleaéadnaldecza.!tawéatitww(wze
Wcu[aieJLt’Jawmnanta;[féewl(ntalnmad),Mdam’t¢deZLéedmfAe[tngu¢dw
[demluw.aveamtitontayautaueew &%a&witéh#aueawnmqlwed&e.q/)/ﬁmw’w
¢mwAedwttAWJﬁ¢d%Wé déywa;l,l&cean(/%andayaz[afe&téedadarJawaaéauldée

Uouee Joiond,
l/%attéau LBeanwAte
J?. o3 U«g[ yau Aaﬁ,lm to snect (y),dtl:, dant mesdtion wa ta Ai/n, A Wasnt Jufl,'l(lded tc lend fée ,mndanl

aut,éutitwaajzuttaaélgam{?rﬂm//(wmtapwauﬂ.




36

T

Hands of the Living God

What is unknown is that those who come into pos-
session of the Sign for an hour or more are targeted by
a being known as the Keeper of the Yellow Sign, who
has been charged by Hastur with keeping pendants such
as this out of the hands of the profane. Due to his spe-
cial ties to Hastur, Ezekiel was not affected by this crea-
ture; the investigator and their friends are not so lucky.
The Keeper stalks and kills each person who has pos-
sessed the Sign in order. Vale and Kelley have already
been killed, and Beamshie will follow shortly. The in-
vestigator has until tonight to discover a way to over-
come the Keeper.

The Letter

Both Beamshie and Kelley are friends of the investiga-
tor (and may possibly be replaced by individuals in
academia already known to the investigator). There is
nothing out of the ordinary about Beamshie’s caution
to the investigator, as Kelley’s temper is notorious.

The Yellow Sign

This version of the Yellow Sign is cast in gold and set
into a shiny black piece of onyx (identifiable with a Ge-
ology roll) with a corroded metal clasp on the back. With
a successful Know roll, the character will establish that
the sign on the pendant does not appear in any known
alphabet. History, Archaeology, and Occult rolls may
also be made, though if the investigator succeeds they
know that nothing like this has been recorded in the
given field. A Cthulhu Mythos roll establishes that the
character is a Yellow Sign; a second successful roll indi-
cates that it is connected with the King in Yellow, while
a third makes it clear thatthe King is an avatar of Hastur.
If the character has previous experience with the cult of
the Yellow Sign, no identification rolls are necessary.
(For GM Only:) This particular Yellow Sign is a
more powerful version of those normally associated with
the cult of Hastur. It may be used only by those who
have made the Unspeakable Promise, in which case it
provides a +10% bonus in all incantations dealing with
Hastur and his minions. Such items are only given to
those of the highest power in the Great Old One’s cult.
For those not so singularly blessed (i.e. non-cult-
ists), the amulet has a much different effect. First, it will
summon the Keeper of the Yellow Sign to retrieve the
item and destroy its owner. The other result occurs when
the character interacts with others. He or she now seems
to see the base emotions—such as anger, jealousy, and
lust—of all those around him or her. At first it is only a
flashing glimpse now and again, but later these feelings
are clearly reflected in their faces at all times. For the
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character, the masks of our demeanors have fallen away;
whether this is a true depiction of the soul or merely a
misleading illusion created by the Sign, who can say?
The investigator will lose 0/1D2 SAN each day that he
or she sees even one human being other than him or
herself. This will continue even if he or she casts the
Sign away, unless it is disposed of in the manner ex-
plained later in this scenario.

The Radio Announcement

At 10:30 AM (or just before the investigator heads out
the door to do some hunting/fishing/painting), the pro-
gram on their favorite radio station is halted for a spe-
cial bulletin—Doctor Peter Kelley, an associate professor
at Miskatonic University, has been killed in an auto
accident outside Plymouth, Michigan, while driving to a
conference at the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor.
No further details are forthcoming.

Further information can be gained after an hour’s
worth of long-distance calls to the Wayne County
Sheriff's Department and a successful Fast Talk roll.
Deputy Dennis Woodruff informs the investigator that
Professor Kelley was driving westbound from his hotel
in Plymouth along State Highway 41 when the accident
occurred. According to eyewitness accounts, around 8:00
AM a large man in a gray overcoat stepped out into the
road. Professor Kelley swerved to miss him, ran off the
road, and hit a telephone pole. The man responsible
has not yet been found.

Calling Peter Kelley

A player who decides to do this should be reminded
beforehand by the GM of Kelley’s fiery nature. If con-
tacted before 10:15, they will reach Kelley’s answering
machine; the message states that Professor Kelley is gone
to a conference in Ann Arbor, Michigan, over the week-
end. After 10:15, a neighbor will pick up the phone—
Mrs. Kelley called her over as soon as she was informed
of the news of her husband’s death. The conversation
will be kept short, as the neighbor is awaiting further
information.

Calling Matthew Beamshie

Beamshie should live a good distance away from the
investigator (at least the other side of town), so the char-
acter may want to call him first. The call will only be
answered after the ninth ring (the GM should count
out the rings slowly, giving the character the opportu-
nity to hang up after each ring). When Beamshie picks
up the phone, he seems calm, but is actually covering
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up great grief and anxiety (Psychology roll to detect). He
explains that he has been receiving some mysterious
phone calls lately from a caller who repeats something
unintelligible in a deep, guttural voice before hanging
up. He has heard of Kelley’s death, but has not con-
nected it with the Sign. He will be interested in hearing
what the investigator says, as long as it is not too unbe-
lievable, and will invite them over to his house to come
up with a solution.

The GM should give the impression that Matthew
Beamshie is a helpful character placed in the scenario to
be the investigator’s companion, though this is not the
case. Beamshie can be reached by phone up until the
investigator decides to visit his house, so more than one
phone call can possibly be made. Before the character
meets him in person, however, Matthew Beamshie will
receive a visit from the Keeper of the Yellow Sign.

Matthew Beamshie’s House

Beamshie lives in a small fiveroom house surrounded
by a badly-kept lawn in one of Arkham’s less-reputable
suburbs. The shades are drawn, and knocking on the
door brings no response. Two successful Locksmith rolls
will unlock the door, but a successful Mechanical Re-
pair roll is also necessary for the chain on the inside.
Characters who lack mechanical skills or patience should
be allowed to break a window to enter, or enter via the
unlocked back door, if they so desire; if the character
does not state they are going around to the back to do
this, a fumbled Sneak roll results in a neighbor seeing
the break-in and calling the police.

No floorplan of the house is given, so the GM
should make up one as they see fit. The only room of
any note is a dining room which Beamshie has con-
verted into a study. It is lined with bookshelves on three
sides, and has a sturdy table in the center carrying a
typewriter and several sheaves of manuscript. The table
has been overturned, the ceiling lamp has been shat-
tered, and one of the bookshelves has fallen over. An
arm and part of a shoulder protrude from beneath the
scattered books. This is, of course, Beamshie, who is
plainly dead (SAN 0/1D3 for those not used to seeing
dead bodies).

Though this may seem to be a simple domestic acci-
dent, a Spot Hidden roll indicates otherwise. Broken
fragments of wire and studs in the wall behind the book-
shelf indicate that it was firmly supported, and should
not have collapsed on the professor. In truth, this is the
work of the Keeper of the Yellow Sign, who entered the
house, struggled with Beamshie, then pushed over the
bookcase on top of him.

[f the character decides to report this event to the
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police, they should spend an hour being questioned and
then released. On the other hand, Beamshie's death
will be discovered a few hours later by a neighbor if the
investigator does not inform the authorities. An investi-
gator who did not take proper housebreaking precau-
tions (wearing gloves, entering from the back, etc.) may
be apprehended by the police later in the day. Though a
character pursued by the Keeper may welcome the chance
to spend the night in jail, the Keeper’s coming will not
be checked — and the Yellow Sign will be in a locked
box in another room just when the investigator needs it
most.

Peter Kelley’s House

Mrs. Prather, a neighbor of the Kelleys, will answer the
door. Mrs. Kelley is distraught over her husband’s death,
and has been given a sedative. The protective Mrs.
Prather prevents the investigator from questioning Mrs.
Kelley about anything.

At least one clue does exist at the house, though.
Investigators who want to look through Kelley’s papers
for clues should come up with a plausible excuse for
doing so. This situation calls for ingenuity; if the player
fails to come up with a believable reason, only a halved
Fast Talk roll will convince Mrs. Prather to allow the
character to search Kelley’'s rooms.

After a half-hour search and a successful Spot Hid-
den roll (or an additional half-hour if the roll is failed),
the investigator will find a small scrap of paper on the
floor near Kelley’s desk. It bears the name “Rocky Vale,”
the hermit’s address, and the cryptic statement, “Jewelry

near Puddock’s Grove (?)”

Research

If the investigator desires more information on the Sign,
he or she will probably go to Miskatonic University (open
9 am-9 pm). Those researching the Yellow Sign (if they
know nothing about its Mythos nature) will find one of
the following, after a successful Library Use roll and a
halfhour search:

1) In An Illustrated History of Voodoo: A photo of a
modern-day voodoo practitioner somewhere in New
Orleans (no specific location given). The Sign has been
painted on a gourd which hangs among other materials
of the craft from the porch of the man’s house.

2) In a backissue of New Biblical Archaeology maga-
zine: a Yellow Sign-like piece of graffiti found in the
ruins of Chorazin, on the Lake of Galilee. A History
roll or a fiveminute search will disclose that Chorazin
was one of the cities decried in the Gospels for its blas-
phemous practices.
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3) An article in Newsweek, a few years old, describ-
ing the capture of a small cult of drug-dealers and paid
killers in Thailand. The ceremonial robes of its mem-
bers bear a design very similar to that on the pendant.

Those who desire to look through the Mythos tomes
in the restricted section of the library must have a spe-
cific book in mind and make either a Persuade or Credit
Rating roll (+20% if the investigator is on the faculty of
Miskatonic). Even under these circumstances, the in-
vestigator will not be allowed to see any book with a
Mythos bonus over +10%; these require special permis-
sion from the head librarian, who is gone today. Scan-
ning one of these books takes at least half an hour, and
costs one-fourth of the SAN cost to actually read the
book (this is assuming that the investigator is only scan-
ning the illustrations). There is a (book’s Cthulhu
Mythos)x5% chance that the connection between the
Yellow Sign, the King in Yellow, and Hastur is found in
that particular book. No information on the Keeper or
his dismissal is included.

Some crafty players will consider looking for The
Kingin Yellow at the Miskatonic University Library. This
is understandable if the character has had prior experi-
ence with the book; in this case, the volume is either at
the bindery or lost. On the other hand, if the player’s
knowledge seems to be intruding unduly upon the game,
they should be rewarded (after a successful Library Use
roll) with Robert W. Chambers’ short story collection
(no Cthulhu Mythos or sanity loss). In this copy, the
story “The Yellow Sign” has been torn out.

As the character exits the library, they catch a piece
of clothing on the security gate. Turning to untangle i,
the character notices the librarian behind the desk coolly
appraise them before returning to his work. If confronted,
this individual will deny doing any such thing.

Researching the Grove

An investigator may decide to find out more about
Puddock’s Grove, the place in which the Sign was found.
A Library Use roll indicates that some pertinent infor-
mation is contained in Reverend Ward Phillips’
Thaumaturgical Prodigies in the New-English Canaan.
This book is also held in the restricted section; if the
character is unable to gain access to this area, the help-
ful librarian points out that another copy is held at the
Historical Society (open Saturdays noon-5 pm). Follow-
ing forty-five minutes and a successful Read English roll,
the player should be given Handout #2. A successful
Library Use roll and half-hour search (or hour-long if
the roll is failed) will provide the location of the exact
area in which Ezekiel Phelps lived.
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Handout 2: From Thaumaturgical
Prodigies in the New-English Canaan,
Chapter IV (“The Arkham Witch-Trials”):

But even in those times when the Face
of Evil hath made its Presence known to
all, there will be those who will abuse
their Holy Charge to accuse those with
whom they have had past Grievances. One
such instance is the case of FEzckiel Phelps,
a man of good Character who dwelt far
to the west of Arkham, It was of
common knowledge that this man had a
dispute with his neightor, Lucas Black, over
the boundaries of the two men's respective
properties, In  the fall of 1695 Mr. Black
and his two Sons came before Magistrate
Cooper and related a fascinating Tale. It
seems that the three of them had kEeen
journeying through  the wood known as
Puddock’s Grove when they came upon the
aforementioned  Phelps in a glade, discoursing

with a Voice from the Air. Being possessed
of a Righteous Fervor (or so didst the
threesome claim), they fell upon the hapless
Phelps, killing him and burying him in that
very place. Following this Deed, they had
come to Arkham to confess their Action,
as they were of clean Conscience about the
matter.

The good Magistrate Cooper,

upon  hearing

their  confession, was disinclined to accept it
since he knew of the dispute between Mr.
Phelps  and Mr.  Black, as well as that

Mr. Phelps had often petition'd the Court
to hold his necighbor on  charges of
Trespassing for the purpose of Hunting on

Mr.  Phelps’  property. He  took their
statement and  then  requested  that  Mr.
Phelps  and  his sons return to the Court
the next day. That night, however, Mr
Phelps and tis family did leave their home
sccretly,  bearing away all  their  Possessions
with them to a ship bound for England,
rather  than face the Wrath of  the

Authorities.

Arkham Events

At some point while the character is in Arkham, the
GM should ask the player for a Spot Hidden roll. A
successful result means that the character spots a large,
pale-faced man in a threadbare grey coat watching him
in a nearby alley. A Psychology roll may show that the
figure is intent on watching the investigator, but gives
no insight into his motives. Any attempt to catch this
figure will fail; the individual seems to turn a corner
and vanish into thin air. A fumbled roll indicates that
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the character believes an innocent youngster on a tri-
cycle is eyeing him in a curious manner.

“Rocky” Vale’s House

Vale’s trailer is located an hour’s drive into the hill-
country west of town, past the reservoir. The roads in
this areaare cracked and pot-holed, and the myriad twists
and turns of the road require an Idea roll to find the
correct address. Otherwise, the character must stop to
ask for directions. The locals are helpful, but after they
give their instructions they turn away and mumble to
themselves. Ask for a Listen roll; no matter what the
result, the character heard the words, “Have you found
the Yellow Sign?”

Rocky’s house lies on a small plot of land off a little-
used gravel road, and has three large “No Trespassing”
signs posted on trees alongside the dirtcovered drive-
way. Rocky’s pickup, a rusting old Chevy with peeling
yellow-orange paint, sits next to the trailer.

A mangy border collie sits chained to a post, too
exhausted to do anything but wag its tail feebly; an in-
vestigator who gets closer and makes an Idea roll sees
that the dog has been neither fed nor watered for the
past few days. If the character decides to take the dog
with him or her, it comes willingly, but is of no use in
the adventure, other than possibly scaring the investiga-
tor by wandering about and making spooky noises.

An investigator who enters the house finds it dark
and musty, with tall piles of newspapers and beer cans
on all sides. A successful Spot Hidden, though, will
notice books such as Schliemann’s Troy and its Remains
and Frazer’s The Golden Bough on an out-of the-way shelf
in a corner.

Rocky Vale may be found in the bedroom, with a
sheet tied around his throat. He appears to have hanged
himself from a light fixture which later broke under the
strain, but the character may have other suspicions. A
Medicine roll shows that Vale has been dead for over
three days. SAN loss is 0/1d6.

With a halved Idea roll, the investigator notices that
Rocky may have been facing the window of his bed-
room when he died. A glance outside shows heavy,
booted footprints in the ground outside. If the investi-
gator makes a Track roll, they can follow the prints for a
few dozen yards, after which they vanish entirely.

The character may search the house if they desire.
After half an hour’s search, allow a Spot Hidden roll; if
this fails, another halfhour turns up the clue as well.
On the floor of Rocky’s living room rests a topographi-
cal map, showing the land around his home. About a
mile and a half to the east is a patch of forest circled and

labelled “Puddock’s Grove.”
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Puddock’s Grove

The grove and Rocky’s house are a thirty minute
walk apart; the time can be cut if the investigator has a
suitable off-road vehicle, but dense undergrowth will force
them to enter the grove itself on foot.

Puddock’s Grove is a large clump of pines sur-
rounded by open field. As soon as the investigator en-
ters, the boughs close over their head, blocking out much
of the light. The cushion of needles beneath the
investigator’s feet blocks out the sound of their footfalls,
and they may find themselves making noises in order to
dispel the silence that engulfs them.

At the center of the grove is a small clearing, cov-
ered by stunted weeds with areas of bare earth and rock
here and there. At one end, next to a large rock, the
investigator can see a bright blue tarpaulin, held in place
by stakes and a few small stones. Beneath the tarpaulin
lies a skeleton still wearing a tattered suit of an earlier
era, obviously uncovered by erosion. An Anthropology
roll establishes him as an old man of European ances-
try. An Archaeology or Medicine roll reveals that the
bones appear to be unweathered and untouched by any
sort of scavenger. A bullet has penetrated the right side
of the skull, and three fingers from the left hand are
missing.

If the character lifts the large rock next to the tar-
paulin (make a resistance roll of STR vs. the rock’s SIZ
of 6, each attempt takes two minutes), they will find a
hollowed-out area in which lies a bundle wrapped in
oilskin. This is the diary of the wizard Ezekiel Phelps:
Though it (like the skeleton of its owner) is free of cor-
ruption, water seeping under the rock has ruined a good
deal of it. Decipherable fragments are in Handout #3.

The Return

Whenever the investigator leaves Vale's cabin, the
weather takes a turn for the worse. Rain sluices down
from the overcast skies, seeping inside the frame of the
character’s car and leaving them cold and wet. Every so
often, the moon breaks through the clouds; it bears a
curious irregular haze about it, as if it were dripping
with spray. As they continue on their way, they pass a
line of school children wearing yellow rain-slickers play-
ing Follow-the-Leader in the gutter. A familiar yellow
glyph shines in the sky ahead, but when they get closer
it resolves itself into a sign for a popular fast-food chain.
The Keeper may be seen on the slope of a nearby hill,
quietly watching its target. If the investigator stops, ev-
eryone they encounter seems unaccountably angry, ner-
vous, depressed, or lustful, though these impulses are
not acted upon.
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his encounter takes the form of a dream which

the investigator has, having fallen asleep mo-

mentarily from exhaustion. The best way to
use it would be when the investigator is returning
home. As they unlock the door and enter their house,
the place seems very quiet, yet there is the sound of
movement in the background. If the investigator has
aweapon out, it is suddenly knocked out of their hand.
The lights come up, they hear a shout of, “Surprise!”,
and are surrounded by family, friends, and neighbors,
who have come to give the investigator a party for
whatever plausible reason the GM can come up with
(recent achievement or promotion, to cheer them up
after a disappointment). None of the people bear any
signs of the bestiality shown by the Yellow Sign, and
if the player checks for the Yellow Sign, it has van-
ished. Keep up this illusion of meeting with friends
from far away, handing out food and drink, and be-
ing asked to give toasts until the player has (grudg
ingly) accepted it.

After a while, the character notices Matthew
Beamshie in one corner of the room, very much alive.
Matthew excuses himself from the conversation he is
in and walks toward an exit. Any investigator worth
their salt will not neglect this chance to find out what's
going on. As they near their friend and a clock hid-
den somewhere strikes the midnight hour, he turns
and speaks to the crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen, the
time has come to unmask!”

Optional: The Masquerade

In an instant, shadows fall over the room as the
lights dim, allowing tiny, glowing Yellow Signs on
every surface in the room to show their presence. The
happy, vibrant crowd’s faces become twisted into pic-
tures of fury and suffering. If the character is near a
window, they notice the tall, black towers of a city in
the distance, with a large, sickly moon rising in front
of one of the tallest structures. SAN loss for the situa-
tion is 0/1D4. As the party-goers turn toward the char-
acter, he or she notices the face of the Keeper in the
center of the room (further SAN loss as appropriate).

One person steps forward from the crowd and
addresses the investigator: “You, sir, should unmask.”
[f the investigator seems confused or insists that they
wear no mask, another person in the audience speaks:
“Indeed it’s time. We have all laid aside disguise but
you.” A character who tries to shape his face into one
like those of the crowd may do so, but then a cry
comes from the back of the room: “'Tis true! He wears
no mask!” No matter what the investigator’s decision,
whispers of “No mask?” can be heard throughout the
room. The people continue to mutter and glare men-
acingly as they step aside to let the Keeper approach.
When the Keeper is almost upon them, the character
hears Matthew Beamshie whisper in their ear, “It is a
fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living God!”

The character then awakens. If any SAN loss oc-
curred in the dream, return all but one point of lost
Sanity back to the investigator.
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Handout 3: Fragments from the diary of Ezekiel Phelps
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The King in Yellow

If the GM so desires, a copy of the play The King in
Yellow may fall into the investigator’s hands as the in-
vestigation draws to a climax. This should not occur as
a result of investigator search; rather, the book falls into
their hands in an unexpected manner. Perhaps they are
reading over an occult book for clues, and suddenly re-
alize that they have been reading the play, which has
taken the place of the text, for quite some time. It may
appear on the table or their shelves before them when
they are not looking directly at a certain spot. Its arrival
always remains a mystery, and the character cannot be
sure that the book was not there all along.

The GM should use the statistics in the Call of
Cthulhu 5th edition rules, though the character will prob-
ably not read long enough to gain any appreciable ben-
efits. As they do so, however, their surroundings seem
to take on a feeling of decay; what was once reality now
seems to be only an illusion, and objects the character
has owned for years now feel as if they were stage props
(lose 0/1D2 SAN). In the distance, behind the wind
and the rain, the investigator thinks they can hear the
cloud-waves break on the shores of Hali. No answer for
their problems may be found within, and whenever the
GM desires, the book vanishes just as unexpectedly as
it arrived.

By now it should be nearing dark, and the investi-
gator should be making preparations to confront their
doom. The Keeper comes after dark, preferably when
the investigator is alone. The traditional time for such

visitations is midnight, but the Keeper is a creature of
the stars and is not bound by such earthly conventions.
It glides forward, no material barriers causing it any dis-
comfort, until it has attained its goal.

Escape

Throughout the scenario, the GM should stress the iso-
lation of the investigator. Any attempts for help or flight
should be met with endless answering machine mes-
sages, unhelpful operators, inexplicable absences of
friends and loved ones, non-comprehending police of-
ficers, and overbooked flights. Calling the attention of
others to their plight is met only with disbelief and
mockery. The character must face their foe alone.

As it should be clear already, casting the Sign away
or giving it to another will not ward off either the Keeper
or the Sign’s insanity-causing effects. Killing the Keeper
is one solution (and returns 1D8 SAN), but the Sign
will continue to drive the character insane unless they
choose to live in solitude for the rest of their lives. An-
other way out of the problem may be found later, but in
the meantime the investigator will continue to deterio-
rate, possibly becoming a danger to himself and others.

The only true answer to the investigator’s problem
may be found in the fragments of Ezekiel Phelps’ diary.
An investigator must bind together the Sign and a “por-
tion” of him or her self and then give this to the Keeper.
A lock of hair will suffice for this purpose, though the
investigator does not know this; a GM should assess
whatever SAN loss seems necessary for characters who
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Keeper of the Yellow Sign,

Hastur-affiliated entity

STHRE WS ECION; Zsies S T (NS RO YIS
DEX 8 HP 25 Move8

Attacks: Arm flail, 50%, D 2D6+fever (if failing to
match their CON against the Keeper’s POW, victim
loses 1 point from all characteristics per day until dead)
Armor: Firearms do minimum damage. The Keeper
regenerates at a rate of 1 hit point per hour.

SAN Loss: 0/1D2 for those who do not know of

the Keeper’s supernatural nature; 1/1D8 otherwise.

The Keeper is a servant of Hastur dedicated to keep-
ing the Yellow Sign out of the hands of the profane.
This seems to extend only to the special Yellow Sign
pendants worn by high-ranking members of Hastur’s
cult. To fulfill its purpose, the messenger usually pos-
sesses the body of a large, recently dead human. It
then follows and kills the first non-priest of Hastur
who keeps the Sign for any length of time over an
hour. If the Sign was still in the possession of this
person at the time of death, the Keeper obtains it and
leaves its body to return to Hastur. On the other hand,
if the Sign has been passed on to others for any length
of time, the Keeper can automatically sense the next

person in the chain, and move on to them. If two or
more people were to pass the Sign back and forth
between them, the Keeper would kill all of them in
the order they held it, leaving the current bearer for
last. The only way the chain may be broken is if one
of the bearers dies before the Keeper can reach him,
thus frustrating the messenger’s attempt. Upon kill-
ing the last victim, the Keeper will cause the Yellow
Sign to vanish and then return to Hastur, leaving be-
hind the empty, putrefied corpse it inhabited.

While the Keeper is not as intelligent as the aver-
age human, it possesses a rudimentary cunning; it will
not attack its victims in broad daylight, or if many
people are near, unless this becomes absolutely neces-
sary.

Among the Keeper's powers are the following:

Dream-sendings: Dreams of impending doom
are often sent by the Keeper to its victims. One ex-
ample is given; if others are desired, the GM should
tailor them for the investigator, with relevant phobias,
etc., being taken into account.

Teleportation: This power is used to transport
the Keeper to its next victim, or to escape pursuit. The
ability is not exact, and will transport the Keeper within
a few miles of its intended destination.

Possession: Under dire circumstances, such as a
battalion of police surrounding its intended victim,
the Keeper can leave its body and possess another
one which is closer to the victim. The Keeper can
sense which of those closest to its target possesses the
lowest POW, and its attempt will be focused upon
that individual. If the individual succeeds in a POW
vs. POW contest, they have maintained their mind,
and the Keeper’s consciousness must return to Hastur.
Otherwise, the Keeper takes up residence in this new
body, which then bloats and gains all of the Keeper’s
statistics and abilities. This process always leaves the
body dead after the Keeper departs. No past or present
bearer of the Yellow Sign pendant may be affected in
this manner.

do something drastic to get the needed component.

Once this has been done and the Sign has been
presented (held out, thrown, etc.) to the Keeper, the
pursuer will stop, hold the Sign in its arms, and cause it
to vanish in a discharge of plasma. Then the Keeper’s
knees will buckle, and as it sinks to the ground the body
will putrefy at an unbelievable rate. In the end it will
revert to a mass of crumbling bone, liquefying flesh,
and ravenous maggots (SAN loss 1/1D6). The investi-
gator will regain 1D10+2 SAN for this solution.

Even if this attempt meets with success, the investi-
gator will have a few loose ends to clear up. The corpse
of a long-dead man lies nearby, possibly within their
house; how will they dispose of it? Will they inform
anyone as to the true fates of their colleagues! Have the
police taken an interest in their activities’ And what of
the worldwide cult based around the Sign which may
still exist elsewhere?

Daniel Harms playtesters: Paul Harms, David
Raybould
Brian Appleton playtesters: John Crowe, John Tynes
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in which a house full of mirrors
offers a grim reflection
by Dean Shomshak

is is an introductory Call of Cthulhu adventure
designed for brand-new investigators. It gives the
investigators a reason for knowing each other,
and introduces them to the dreadful secrets of the
Cthulhu Mythos by way of a locked-room mystery. Ex-
perienced investigators can also take a crack at this sce-
nario, and while they'll be more likely to search for
supernatural explanations, the situation at hand should
still be a surprise to them.

Keeper’s Information

An antique mirror started it all. A merchant, Abram
Jarndyce, brought the mirror from China in the 19th
century. Mirrors obsessed Jarndyce: he thought they held
the key to seeing the fourth dimension. He even made
several strange mirrors of his own. This “Chinese” mir-
ror, however, was very much older than Jarndyce ever
dreamed, and is so much more than just a mirror. It
also acts as a portal to an extradimensional space hold-
ing a strange crystalline monster, the Void Stalker. Nor-
mally this monster can’t leave the mirror, but it can be
called out—deliberately or by accident—for short times.
People who call it out by accident regret doing so. The
mirror-space also now holds Abram Jarndyce, trapped
by a miscast spell and now quite mad.

[t is 1920, and a dilettante now owns the mirror.
He has put it in a guest room of his house (a house that
used to belong to Jarndyce). The dilettante invites sev-
eral of his friends—the investigators, plus an NPC vic-
tim-to-be—to visit. (The dilettante could also be an
investigator if that fits your campaign better.) The NPC
guest gets the room with the magic mirror; during the
night he accidentally calls out the void stalker and gets
munched, leaving the police and the investigators with
a locked-room mystery. Clues in the house will suggest
that the mirror played a role in the disappearance.

While the investigators search, however, the Void
Stalker becomes hungry again—and for a few days, it
can leave the mirror at will. Eventually it will drag an-
other victim into the mirror, forcing the investigators to
follow it into the extradimensional zone before it can
kill their friend. There they must confront Jarndyce and
the Void Stalker. Unfortunately, Jarndyce thinks that
he can free himself from the mirror by sacrificing one of
the investigators to Yog-Sothoth. Or maybe two of them.
A third, if that doesn’t work...
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Investigator’s Information

The investigators meet because they are all invited to a
housewarming party by their mutual friend Daniel
Radley, a wealthy dilettante. (If any of the investigators
is a dilettante, have it be his house and party instead.)
There’s also one NPC guest, whom the Keeper can in-
vent. (Guess who's going to die?) There'll be dinner,
and Radley will put the investigators up for the night.

Getting There

A winding dirt road through the woods leads to Radley’s
house outside town. Radley greets each investigator at
the door. Outside, Radley’s handyman Mr. Stanich is
scraping old paint off a section of the house’s walls.

The nearest other home is nearly half a mile away.
Investigators may drive their own car or cars, or take the
train to the town and then hire a car at the station to
take them to the house. One may then call from the
house to get a cab back to town—if the phone lines haven’t
been disconnected. Radley has a car of his own.

The First Disappearance

The investigators enjoy a fine dinner: Mrs. Stanich, the
live-in cook and housekeeper, is a good cook. An hour
after everyone has retired to their rooms for the night,
however, there’s banging from the NPC guest’s room,
shouting, and then silence.

This is Guest Room #5 on the map of the house.
The victim has locked his door from the inside; the
door and lock are STR 18.

Once the investigators get the door open, they will
find the room empty except for the furniture: the bed,
with the bedclothes torn and ripped halfway off, the
dresser, the lamp (now knocked onto the floor), and a
freestanding, bluish mirror in an ornate frame of gilded
bronze, likewise tipped onto the floor. The windows are
all latched and the latches are firmly rusted shut (STR
15 resistance).

There’s only one unobvious clue in the room, lo-
cated by a Spot Hidden or a deliberate and exhaustive
search. Under the bed there is a small chunk of whit
ish, slightly sparkling rock with a yellowish core run-
ning through it. An investigator who makes an Idea
Roll will notice that this broken pebble looks very much
like a fingertip, if a fingertip could somehow be turned
to stone. Of course that’s unthinkable—thinking it causes
a 0/1D3 SAN Loss.

(What happened: the victim got interested in the
mirror. Staring at it, he unwittingly activated the dimen-
sional portal. The Void Stalker came out, turned him to

Mirror, Mirror

stone, and pulled him into the mirror-space. One finger
broke off in the process.)

Calling the Police

As everyone knows, proper procedure under the circum-
stance is to call the police right away and touch nothing
in the room. Assuming the investigators call them in,
the police will take statements, poke around the room a
little, and tell everyone not to leave town. (To the Keeper:
invent a suitable police officer to ask questions while
his assistant searches the room, or use Lieutenant Smith,
described in the NPC section.)

The police won’t notice the strange “pebble” under
the bed in their desultory initial search. Even once Lt.
Smith sees it he will ignore it because he can’t see how
it could be relevant. Investigators can be more imagina-
tive.

Lt. Smith won’t charge anyone in the disappear-
ance, but will tell everyone to stay in town for further
questioning and tell the police where they are staying.
The Lieutenant bluntly says he would like them to stay
together for now.

If the investigators don’t call the police, they are
very naughty; this should get them in trouble later as
they are the last people known to have seen the van-
ished man. They can investigate the house and Jarndyce’s
past without official interruption for one day. Then they
get a call the next evening from the vanished man’s wife
or some other relative, wondering where he is. The rela-
tive will ask hard questions. The relative will set the
police on the case on the next day, and the police will
treat Radley and the investigators as the prime suspects.

Investigation

At this point, the investigators have a mysterious and
motiveless disappearance. The police have all but or-
dered them to stick around; only a willfully obtuse in-
vestigator would leave town at this point. The
investigators will realize that there is more to the disap-
pearance than the police can conceive; if for no other
reason, someone can receive a Luck or Idea to “feel an
intuition.” They have several avenues to explore.

What the Owner Already Knows

Radley knows that a local businessman named Abram
Jarndyce built the house about 30 years ago. It stood
vacant for many years while Jarndyce’s heirs fought in
probate court over who would inherit it. A guy named
Olsen finally won the house, but had to sell it to pay the
property taxes and his legal costs. That's when Radley
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bought the place.

Gerald Olsen still lives in the city. He’s a shortish,
middle-aged man with thinning blonde hair and a sour
expression, and a minor official with the Port Authority
(or some such bureaucracy). He’s rather bitter over the
house: although he doesn’t need persuasion to talk, his
answers will be curt and he’ll soon find a reason to
excuse himself.

What Olsen knows is that his uncle Abram Jarndyce
had inherited a 30% interest in a shipping company
engaged in the China trade, which gave him plenty of
money to indulge his eccentricities. Olsen heard from
his mother (Jarndyce’s sister) that Jarndyce was inter-
ested in Spiritualism. Soon after Jarndyce built the house,
Jarndyce became a virtual recluse. Olsen only met
Jarndyce a few times, long ago. Olsen never noticed
Jarndyce’s mirror fixation.

City Records

Investigators can access city records with a Library Use,
Persuade, or Credit Rating roll at x1.5. Jarndyce built
the house in 1891. There are no irregularities in its con-
struction.

Jarndyce’s Disappearance

A Library Use roll at the public library or local newspa-
per will locate articles on Jarndyce’s mysterious disap-
pearance on October 20, 1894, at the age of 53. There
had obviously been a struggle, but no ransom note was
ever received. Jarndyce’s cook and housekeeper, Mrs.
Alice Dorritt, discovered Jarndyce’s disappearance when
she came to the house on the 2Ist. Although lots of
furniture had been tossed around, she swore the house
had been locked up tight when she arrived.

Unfortunately, Mrs. Dorritt cannot help the inves-
tigators: she died in the 1918 flu epidemic. (Library
Use to find her obituary. She is survived by two daugh-
ters, both married, neither of whom know anything rel-
evant.)

Jarndyce’s Books

The house’s library holds the most important informa-
tion. It has lots of books about spiritualism, Oriental
art, glassworking and optics. Library Use reveals that
Jarndyce’s interest in spiritualism focused on the Fourth
Dimension.

(Anyone with even the slightest Occult skill rating
can explain this. One popular Spiritualist theory was
that ghosts existed on a fourth spacial dimension—a di-
rection like length, width and breadth, but perpendicu-
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lar to them all. Humans, being only three-dimensional,
could not physically perceive the Fourth Dimension, but
the soul was four-dimensional and so could sometimes
receive impressions from this other realm.)

Transcendental Physics: One of the most heavily-used
books is Zollner’s Transcendental Physics, a German
physicist’s defense of the celebrated medium Henry
Slade. Slade seemed to perform feats like tying knots in
closed loops of rope; he claimed he did this by passing
objects through the fourth dimension.

A New Era Of Thought: C. H. Hinton’s A New Era of
Thought also has lots of heavy underlining and margin
notes. This book about four-dimensional geometry in-
cludes mental exercises for developing four-dimensional
spacial reasoning.

(This and Zollner’s book are real, by the way. If the
Keeper wishes, studying Hinton’s book can give a bo-
nus to any attempt to employ magic gates or other hy-
pergeometric phenomena.)

Scrapbooks

Jarndyce also filled scrapbooks with newspaper stories
about lights in the sky, mysterious disappearances, rains
of improbable objects, etc.—the sort of thing Mr. Charles
Fort has recently gained some small notoriety for col-
lecting and publishing. Anyone who makes a Read En-
glish roll can decipher enough of Jarndyce’s marginal
notes to understand that he thought these events were
all related: specifically, that entities came to Earth from
the Fourth Dimension and caused these mysterious
events.

Jarndyce’s Diary

Finally, a Spot Hidden roll made while searching the
bookcases locates Jarndyce’s diary, jammed inside a larger
volume. Most of the entries are commonplace notes
about Jarndyce’s day-to-day life. Jarndyce also writes about
his belief that the “astral plane” where ghosts dwell is
the Fourth Dimension, and that “Through some geo-
metrical arrangement rightly understood—through some
refraction of the ether—it must be possible to see into
the Astral Realm.” He even speculates on the possibility
of physically entering the fourth dimension.

Jarndyce also makes several notes about the “Chi-
nese mirror” he purchased on a visit to the Orient, and
seems to think it holds some occult significance. The
rest is mostly notes on his experiments at making mir-
rors to see through the fourth dimension (which is how
he thinks crystal-gazing works). He had especially high
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Jarndyce’s Diary Excerpts

(Keepers can fill in whatever dates fit their campaigns.)
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hopes for the three movable angled mirrors. (A few typi-
cal diary entries about the mirror appear above.)

Night of the Stalker

The nightafter the investigators learn that Jarndyce tried
to experiment with the fourth dimension through his
mirrors—if possible, while they are discussing the fruits
of their inquiries—the Void Stalker comes out of the
Chinese mirror. It is hungry again. The exact circum-
stances of the Stalker’s emergence depends on the in-
vestigators’ actions. (If the investigators have failed to
discover the clues about Jarndyce’s interest in the fourth
dimension, stage this event whenever you like.)

+ If the investigators leave the Chinese mirror alone,
the Stalker emerges whenever the Keeper pleases.
Since it can walk through walls, it doesn’t matter if
the mirror is in a locked room.

« If the investigators post a watch on the mirror, the
Stalker emerges at a moment when nobody’s look-
ing. (Go on, invent an excuse, no matter how suspi-
cious of the mirror the investigators are. Even if
they set watch on it, the investigator on guard will
doze off or briefly leave to go to the bathroom.)

«  What if the investigators decide to break the Chi-
nese mirror before the Stalker emerges? In this case,
the first blow just causes a few cracks, no matter
how much damage the player rolls for the attack.
The Stalker emerges from the mirror before anyone
can strike a second blow, bowls everyone over, and
escapes into the house. Nobody sees it clearly, just
getting vague impressions of angular crystal and
many legs, so nobody has to make SAN rolls—yet.
Then, of course, the investigators have something
more urgent than the mirror to deal witly, as they
hear Mrs. Stanich scream from her glimpse of the

Stalker.

+  Finally, if the investigators decide to simply evacu-
ate the house, they certainly may. Two days later
they will see a news story about a girl’s disappear-
ance when she was playing in the woods. Her fam-
ily lives in the house nearest to Radley’s. Everyone
loses ID4 SAN from realizing the consequences of
their inaction.

One way or another, the investigators end up with
the Void Stalker in the house—and they don’t know
where it is.

At first the Stalker just watches the investigators from
hiding. It only attacks people who are alone. Remem-
ber, there are more people than the investigators in the
house. There is also Radley and Mr. and Mrs. Stanich.

The Hunt Begins

At first let a single investigator catch a glimpse of the
Stalker, thanks to a timely Spot Hidden roll as it ducks
around a corner or through a doorway. (Remember, the
Stalker is quite transparent. No SAN rolls are called for
yet since the investigator didn’t get a good look at what-
ever it was. Naturally, anyone who tries running after
the mysterious, half visible Thing finds nothing when
they search. It has gone. If the other investigators leave
the searcher, however, it may come back...

Things Get Dark

After an inconclusive attack and sighting or two, the
Stalker cuts the power line to the house while walking
across the roof. (Actually it was tasting the cable, but the
investigators may ascribe more sinister motives.)

Host Daniel Radley has just one flashlight in the
house. Unless an investigator previously said they al-
ways keep a flashlight in their car, Radley’s flashlight
and some candles are all the light they have!
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The Stalker Attacks

Eventually the Void Stalker finds a lone victim and at-
tacks. Since the Stalker can see in the dark, it starts
attacking more boldly. In the dark, the Stalker is even
more difficult to see. Even without its phasing power, it
seems to appear from nowhere when it attacks. It can
hide behind easy chairs and tables, drop from the ceil-
ing, leap down a flight of stairs or just phase through a
wall.

The Stalker should not attack an investigator who
is truly on his own and helpless. Instead, its optimal
victim (for the Keeper’s purposes) is an investigator who
cannot defend himself very well, but whom the other
investigators can reach quickly—either to rescue him, or
to see him get carried off by the Stalker.

If the investigators are truly cautious and never go
anywhere alone, the Stalker will settle for attacking the
smallest group it can find. It will rush the group, trying
to knock everyone down so it can grab one victim to
carry off.

(If the Keeper wants a longer buildup of mystery
and suspense, have the Stalker attack one of the ser-
vants or the dilettante host. Everyone hears the scream,
but the first investigator to arrive finds the victim stupe-
fied, partly mineralized, and quite alone; the Stalker heard
the investigators coming and fled.)

Fighting Back

The investigators have few weapons to use against the
Stalker. Very few people go to dinner parties toting rifles
and shotguns, and Radley doesn’t keep an arsenal. The
investigators must scavenge for weapons. If they split
up, they become easy prey for the Stalker. (The Keeper,
however, should have the Stalker attack an investigator
who is not totally isolated. Other investigators should
arrive at least in time to see their comrade’s capture.)
Radley has one .32 pistol and a box of 13 shells
which he hasn’t unpacked yet: they are still in the lum-
ber room, and he’s not sure where. (If he and the inves-
tigators rummage through boxes looking for the gun, it
would be a great time for the Stalker to attack.) He'll
gladly loan it to any investigator who claims to be a
good shot; he contents himself with the fireplace poker.
There’s a wood axe, shovel, hoe and other landscaping
tools in the wood room. The kitchen furnishes one
butcher knife, several small knives, a rolling pin and
three frying pans (count as small clubs). The investiga-
tors might think of other weapons they can improvise.
The Stalker’s goal is to grab someone to eat. (This
is straight combat.) Once it succeeds, it heads back to
the mirror to eat its new meal undisturbed. This time,
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however, the Keeper can let the investigators see it clearly
(and lose SAN). Since the Stalker avoids phasing with
its cargo more than absolutely necessary, the investiga-
tors can easily follow it, catching up just in time to see it
jump into the mirror. Whether the investigators can
make it drop its prey depends on how well the investiga-
tors fight and how merciful the Keeper feels. Remem-
ber, though, the Stalker can walk on the ceiling and
through walls if necessary. The optimum conclusion to
this phase is the Stalker carrying a still-living victim into
the blue mirror.

Into the Mirror

Once the investigators really and truly know that the
blue mirror is also a portal of some sort, they can easily
find how to operate it: an Occult or combination of
Idea and Luck rolls will do. All one must do is meditate
for a few minutes on the shimmering, fuzzy lines visible
in the glass, and make an Idea roll. Success means the
lines seem first to extend back much further than the
half-inch thickness of the glass, and then to bend in a
direction one’s eyes can’t follow. One magic point and
1 SAN are automatically lost, and the lucky investigator
sees the mirror become a shining tunnel. All one has to
do is step into the tunnel, and one will instantly
be...elsewhere. One can lead any number of other people
through as well, all holding hands, all automatically los-
ing 1 magic point and 1 SAN from the trip.

Hive of the Stalker

The space beyond the mirror-tunnel is an irregular
bubble of pale blue glass, ridged and lumpy. The inves-
tigators stand at the bottom of the bubble. The wall
behind them holds an oval, glass-shielded window into
the room of Radley’s house where they left the mirror.
There are also two round openings, one in the wall,
one near the apex of the bubble. The upper opening
leads to another blue glass bubble. The lower opening
is a twisting tunnel; it would be easy for a human to
crawl through, but walking upright would be impossible.

Bits of whitish and yellowish rock (more body frag-
ments) and some torn-up pajamas from the first victim
lie on the floor and stick to one of the inward-sloping
walls.

Clever players may guess from the fragments on the
wall that gravity is funny in the chamber. They can in
fact walk on the walls here, making both openings ac-
cessible.

There are at least a dozen such bubbles, connected
by round openings and tunnels. Each is connected to 2-
4 of its fellows. Investigators quickly lose all sense of
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direction. (There is no map provided. The three dimen-
sional structure of the bubbles and tunnels would be
nearly impossible to represent on paper in any compre-
hensible way, and it really doesn’t matter.)

Five of the bubbles bear oval windows in their sides.
Each looks onto a different strange vista.

If anybody thinks to check, everybody’s watch has
stopped.

As the investigators crawl though the tunnels and
try to avoid getting completely lost, they will hear skitter-
ing, scratching noises echoing from the distance. Does
anyone need an Idea roll to guess what’s making them?
They will also hear intermittent, distorted echoes of a
voice that might be human. It's impossible to make out
any of the words, if words they be.

Mr. Jarndyce, I Presume

Eventually the investigators enter a bubble that’s already
occupied. One person is the Stalker’s current victim.
He or she has not been harmed any more than before.
The other person is a gray-haired, fiftiesh man in cloth-
ing decades out of date. Anyone who saw the portrait in
the lumber room will recognize the man. It's Abram
Jarndyce, who has prevented the Stalker from mineraliz-
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ing its victim any further. Jarndyce is quite amiably chat-
ting with the captured investigator (or NPC), asking very
ordinary questions about his life and work. The Void
Stalker is nowhere to be seen.

Unless the investigators attack as soon as they see
him, Jarndyce will be visibly and volubly glad to see
them. He introduces himself at once. Jarndyce hasn’t
had any company but the Void Stalker (whom he hu-
morously calls “Fido”) for...well, entirely too long. He
doesn’t know the year, but won’t be surprised at learn-
ing that more than 20 years have passed. He feared he
might have been here for centuries!

Jarndyce’s Story

If the investigators ask Jarndyce why he’s stuck in this
crystal labyrinth, Jarndyce will explain that he found a
Chinese scroll in a secret compartment of the blue Chi-
nese mirror. When he translated it, he found it was a
sort of spell book. One spell told how to summon and

bind to service a peculiar entity whose name translates,
more or less, as “Void Stalker.” He tried the spell, and
was astonished by Fido coming out of the mirror. He
can only guess what Fido was doing there.

The Void Stalker grabbed Jarndyce and carried him
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into the mirror even as Jarndyce was trying to cast the
binding portion of the spell. He succeeded and put the
Void Stalker under his control, but somehow—perhaps
because the spell was cast in this peculiar place—now
both he and Fido are bound to the labyrinth. He hasn’t
had to eat or do other necessary biological functions,
and doesn’t think he’s aged, but it’s a boring sort of
immortality.

Fido was able to leave the vault for a short time after
his binding, which is how Jarndyce retrieved the Chi-
nese scroll and his notes, but Jarndyce himself cannot
leave at all. He knows, because the first thing he tried
after finding he couldn’t leave by himself was to order
Fido to carry him out! Evidently when someone opens
the mirror-portal from outside, it remains permeable for
a while and Fido can wander off again.

But now his long imprisonment will end, thanks to
the investigators. Jarndyce weeps and hugs them. At long
last he can go home, thanks to their sacrifice.

Umm...sacrifice!

Why, yes. The scroll also told of a mighty power
called Yog-Sothoth, who had absolute mastery of space,
time, and the dimensions. All Jarndyce has to do is sum-
mon Yog-Sothoth, and the Guardian of the Gate will
set him free. “And it'll only take one of you to bring
him here. Maybe two. But ‘Greater love hath no man
than to lay down his life for his friends.” And you are
my friends, surely, to have come here, braving the dread
Unknown to rescue me!”

Final Fight

Jarndyce will not take no for an answer. The investiga-
tors can try to reason with him for a while, but Jarndyce
is quite crazy by now and has a short fuse to boot. Pretty
soon he will whistle for Fido. The Void Stalker phases
right out of the wall and leaps on the investigators.
Jarndyce himself attacks with his Shrivelling and De-
flect Harm spells. He dies like a normal man.

Just running away is not an option. Fido moves
faster than the investigators and phases through walls
freely: it does not need to expend Magic Points to pass
through the crystal. At most, the investigators can re-
treat while fighting—assuming they left some trail such
as lipstick smears or bread crumbs—to find their way
back. Mercifully, Fido cannot attack while actually phas-
ing, so the investigators are not helpless when they crawl
through tunnels. If the investigators can reach the mir-
ror-window, they can escape back to Earth and smash
the Chinese mirror just as Fido comes through, cutting

the Void Stalker in half and killing it.
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As for Jarndyce’s plan? Assuming he can capture
the investigators (or one nobly volunteers to die) Jarndyce
will cut his victim’s heart out while chanting lots of gib-
berish. Onlookers lose 1/1D6 SAN and...nothing hap-
pens. The victim dies, that's all. Jarndyce can’t really
call Yog-Sothoth, he just thinks he can. He’s crazy, re-
member?

Aftermath

[f Jarndyce and Fido are killed (or at least incapacitated),
returning home is easy. It’s just a matter of the investi-
gators finding their way back to the mirror-window to
Earth and going through it again, losing another Magic
Point and SAN.

The police will continue their inquiry into the NPC
guest’s disappearance, and add any investigator disap-
pearances to the case. They will never solve any of the
disappearances. Some of the cops will want to blame
the first disappearance on any vanished investigators (i.e.
any who were killed fighting Jarndyce and left in the
mirror), but Lt. Smith is too honest for that. The case
will remain open. Smith will suspect the investigators of
having some involvement, but will never find any rea-
son to arrest anyone—unless the investigators themselves
drop the evidence he needs.

While the city cops aren’t very sophisticated, they
are thorough and Smith has a pretty good Psychology
skill: lying to him is dangerous in the long run. Any
attempt to tell the cops the real story, however, makes
Smith think the investigators are trying to play him for a
fool, and will therefore make him more suspicious.

SAN Rewards

Each survivor gets ID6 SAN if they killed either Jarndyce
or the Void Stalker, and ID8 SAN if both are killed (or
at least sealed in the crystal vault so they can’t hurt any-
one else on Earth). The reward is cut in half, however,
if anybody got sacrificed. The Keeper might award a
further ID3 SAN to the first (if any) investigator to spon-
taneously express regret for poor, mad Jarndyce.

If the investigators defeat Jarndyce, they can take
his copy of the Scroll of the Stalker (see below) with his
partial English translation, and a weird-looking talisman
that stores Magic Points. Jarndyce found the talisman
in the crystal labyrinth and has no idea of its origin.
The investigators can learn the talisman’s function from
Jarndyce’s last few notes. (Jarndyce had Fido bring in a
pencil with the notes. The investigators will find the
pencil in a corner, worn down to a useless nub.)
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NPCs

Abram Jarndyce, Mad Prisoner, age "53"
SRS S 6 @ONEE[OMISS]Z 12BN 145
RO 3D EXSE 1LY AR RSS! EDU 15
SAN 0 HP 11

Attacks: .32 Revolver 20%, 1D8, 3 shots left

Skills: Anthropology 50%, Astronomy 20%, Cthulhu
Mythos 10%, History 60%, Library Use 25%, Math-
ematics 30%, Occult 65%, Psychology 35%
Languages: English 75%, Latin 40%, Chinese 30%
Spells: Summon/Bind Void Stalker, Deflect Harm,
Shrivelling

Abram Jarndyce was once a harmless eccentric. Now
he’s an obsessive, demented eccentric. He genuinely
thinks that investigators who won'’t let him sacrifice them
to Yog-Sothoth are selfish meanies.

Fido the Void Stalker

SR WES20MERE @ NS SN S| 16 JON[E 9
RONZ 18 = DI kil 150 155
Move 12

Armor: 5 points crystalline body

Attacks: Pincer 42%, ID6; Tentacle (x2) 55%, Grapple
to immobilize or squeeze for 1D6; Overbear 55%,
Grapple to knock down & trample for 1D6/round
Skills: Hide 50%, Sneak 60%, Track 70%

Spells: Transmute Victim, Stun Flash, Walk Through
Walls

Sanity Loss: 0/1d6

After decades with Jarndyce and repeated Binding spells,
“Fido” has learned to recognize many commands in
English and has acquired a dog-like loyalty to Jarndyce.
Without Jarndyce present, its chief interest is food.

Daniel Radley, Sample Dilettante, age 32

SR A3 (CIONE bl S ETNE 13
RONWERIOSEIDEX =9 ARR =2 CEDA 18
SANSSSGRSSER 13

Attacks: Fist 75%, |D3 (2D3 with Martial Arts); Club
50%, as weapon type; Handgun 40%, as weapon type
Skills: Anthropology 40%, Bargain 40%, Credit Rat-
ing 60%, French 60%, Law 40%, Martial Arts 50%,
Play Guitar 40%, Ride 70%, Swim 60%

Languages: English 90%, French 60%

Daniel Radley’s father became a millionaire during the
Alaskan gold rush by selling supplies to the miners and
would-be prospectors. He insisted on his son earning a
law degree, but Daniel spent more time in athletics than
in study. Daniel got his degree, but just barely, and never
passed the bar exam. Instead, he travelled and generally

The Unspeakable Oath 13

goofed off. Since his father died a few years ago, Daniel
came home and took over the reins of the family busi-
ness. Hired managers handle most of the day-to-day
administration. When Daniel has to get personally in-
volved, the skills he learned in Arab bazaars compen-
sate somewhat for his lack of formal business training.

Daniel is still an excellent boxer, horseman and
swimmer. While he’s a fair shotwith a pistol, he’s never
actually tried to shoot a living thing and hopes he’ll
never have to.

Lieutenant Smith, Sample Police Officer

SR CEON 1SS 7 1815 TN BT e
R@NVARE [DEX S e SR PANS [ MR Bl D1 S e
SAN 59 HP 13

Attacks: .45 Revolver 60%, 1D10+2

Skills: Bargain 40%, Fast Talk 80%, Law 30%, Per-
suade 40%, Psychology 70%, Spot Hidden 30%
Languages: English 65%

Lt. Smith is a small but intense man whose dark eyes
glitter beneath a shock of iron-gray hair. He has trouble
staying still: he rarely sits down, preferring instead to
pace the floor while he interrogates the investigators.
Although unimaginative, he is quite intelligent, very
persistent and virtually immune to Fast Talk. He’s seen
many grisly things in his years as a policeman, and will
not believe stories of things so horrible they drive one
mad: that may happen to nervy, ivory-tower intellectuals
or artsy types, but not to hard-headed cops like him!

New Spell

SUMMON/BIND VOID STALKER: This spell re-
quires a chime or gong which the caster taps and strokes
in the course of casting the spell. The chime or gong
varies in thickness and bears a few incised lines so that it
generates weird, overtone-laden rings and moans. Differ-
ent chimes and gongs are interchangeable. The chime or
gong may be enchanted with POW, each point of POW
raising the chance of successfully casting the spell by 10%.
The spell may be castatany time and in any place that is

separated from the sky by less than 6 inches of solid mat-
ter. The Void Stalker drops out of the sky.

New Tome

Scroll of the Stalker: A nameless scroll in Chinese, tell-
ing about the wonders of the vast deeps of space, in-
cluding the cosmic spirit Yog-Sothoth who is Guardian
of the Ultimate Gate. +1% Cthulhu Mythos, x3 Spell
Multiplier, -0/1D3 SAN loss. Its only spell is Summon/
Bind Void Stalker.
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New Artifacts

The Talisman: A scalene triangle of an iridescent green-
ish metal that neither the investigators nor any metal-
lurgist have ever seen before, set with a deep blue
cabochon gem something like a moonstone (but with
other traits more like quarwe), engraved with weird runes.
[t can store 10 Magic Points for up to 3 days. These can
only be used by the person who put them in the talis-
man.

The Black Mirror: Anyone who meditates on this mir-
ror and makes a Luck roll will lose 1 Magic Point and
see the vague clouds of light and shadow in the mirror
coalesce into a vision of blurry shapes twitching and
circling around a central blob. For a moment, the vi-
sion becomes clear as the viewer loses 4 more MP: it is
actually Azathoth, surrounded by the dancing Outer
Gods in the ultimate void beyond space and time. See-
ing the court of Azathoth the Daemon Sultan (albeit in
miniature) costs 1/2D4 SAN.

The Blue Chinese Mirror: It’s possible, after all, that
the investigators might kill both the Stalker and Jarndyce,
and so be able to keep the portal mirror. The other 4
“windows” in the Stalker’s lair lead to dangerous, alien
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places the investigators probably won’t want to visit, but
the mirror could make a useful hideaway if the investi-
gators don’t mind losing 1 SAN every time they use it.
Atthe Keeper's option, some of the other windows could
lead to locations for adventures. Here are a few sugges-
tions for mirror-window scenes:

Carcosa: An eerie, non-Euclidean city on a world
circling a double star in the Hyades. A pair of warped
pillars bound the view. Off to one side, a lake of clouds
rolls. Over a dozen little ochre moons wander at ran-
dom through a white sky flecked with black stars. Across
the lake the spires of an incredible palace rise on the
horizon. On close examination, one of the moons passes
in front of the spires! Lose 0/1D4 SAN.

The Shining Darkness: At first this just looks like
blackness. A closer look shows, however, that there are
different shades of blackness. As the investigator’s eyes
adjust, he can see a zone of immense warped planes,
stark geometrical spires turned every which way, and
amorphous things oozing and floating about. Lose 0/
ID3 SAN.

Asteroid Belt: The window shows an icefrosted
rocky surface that drops off sharply. A few irregular
chunks of rock hang in the impossibly bright starry sky.
Shadows are absolutely sharp and black. Anyone with
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any Astronomy skill, or anyone who makes a Know
roll, can tell that this window looks on an asteroid belt.
There’s no guarantee the scene is within our solar sys-
tem. As the investigators watch, a Void Stalker strolls
past the window: 0/ID6 SAN.

(If the Keeper chooses this as one of the mirror
windows, Fido emerged from the mirror in response to
Jarndyce’s summoning because it used the mirror-space
as a shortcut to reach him.)

Slimy Cave: Oblique view of a stalactite-hung cav-
ern streaked with glistening slime. A yellow-green light
illuminates the scene, but its source lies outside the frame
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of the window. The trails are left by foot-long slugs, but
these blend in with the cave walls so it takes a Spot
Hidden to notice them. Anyone who watches for a few
minutes will see a huge tentacle, dripping with lumi-
nous yellow-green fluid, reach across the view and peel

a foot-long slug off the cavern wall: 0/1D4 SAN.

Dean Shomshak playtesters: Greg Ewing, Scott Haley,
Jeff Skagen, Wade Yamauchi

John Crowe playtesters: Brian Appleton, Dennis
Detwiller, Bob Kruger, John Tynes

Void Stalkers (Lesser Independent Race)

Characteristics Average
STRE #5B6 17-18
CON 3D6 10-11
SIZ 3D6+6 17-18
INT 2D6 7
POW 2D6+6 13
DEX 2D6+6 13
Hit Points 13-14
Move 12 DB +1D6

Attacks: Pincer 50%, 1D6+1D6; Tentacle (x2) 65%,
Grapple to immobilize/squeeze for 1 D6; Overbear 65%,
Grapple to knock down, trample for 1 D6 per round
Armor: 4 points crystalline body

Spells: POWx5 special abilities (see below)

SAN: Seeing a Void Stalker costs the viewer ID6 SAN,
unless a successful SAN Roll is made. In that case, the
viewer takes no SAN loss.

Description: A Void Stalker looks something like a
hybrid between an giant, irregular crab and an octopus,
only made of angular crystal. In addition to several dif-
ferently-sized, oddly-placed legs, each Void Stalker has
1-3 arms ending in large pincers, and 4-7 many-jointed
tentacles.

Although their crystalline bodies are quite tough
they are mostly transparent, with a glassy or translucent
metallic sheen depending on the lighting. In the right
conditions, (such as underwater), a Void Stalker can be
nearly invisible. A Void Stalker’s “face” consists of noth-
ing more than a set of grinding mouth-parts which are
not used in combat. Void Stalkers are blind, using senses
other than sight to follow their prey.

Despite their rigid and irregular appearance, Void
Stalkers move swiftly and with sinister grace. They are
not bothered by broken ground, and can even run up
and down vertical surfaces or walk on ceilings.

Notes: Void Stalkers originate in the timeless Outer
Void of Azathoth and the Outer Gods, and may have
been spawned by them. From there they can “fall into”

the space-time continua created by the Outer Gods'’
mindless dancing. Void Stalkers can live in a wide range
of environments, but in our universe they prefer inter-
stellar and interplanetary space, where they feed off star-
light, asteroidal rock and cometary ice.

Void Stalkers can also live on many planetary sur-
faces, but seldom go there unless summoned. It costs
them a lot of energy to escape from major gravity wells
(such as the Earth’s) so they avoid planets. In deep space
they can travel at hyperlight speeds, just like the byakhee
or star vampires. They cannot freely return to the Outer
Void.

Most Void Stalkers live independently, but a few
become bound to lesser Outer Gods as servitors.

Combat: Void Stalkers have 3 normal ways to at-
tack: by snapping with a pincer, grabbing with their ten-
tacles, or leaping bodily onto a victim in an attempt to
knock it down. Pincer attacks do ID6 base damage, plus
the damage bonus. Tentacles grapple and may squeeze
for damage equal to the damage bonus (typically ID6).
More importantly, tentacles hold opponents in place so
pincer attacks are sure to succeed. A Void Stalker can
attack with 2 tentacles every round. The overbearing
grapple knocks the opponent down if it succeeds. On
subsequent rounds the Void Stalker tramples the victim
with its sharply-pointed legs, again doing damage equal
to its damage bonus.

Magic: Void Stalkers never know spells in the nor-
mal sense, but each Stalker has at least one special abil-
ityit can use. A Void Stalker has POW/5 special abilities,
(rounding to the nearest integer). It is certain to have
the first ability, “Walk Through Walls.” Other abilities
can be selected at random.

W alk Through Walls: Because Void Stalkers are not
native to Earth’s universe and its laws, by expending 1
magic point they can pass through barriers like a ghost.
Only very dense metals, such as gold or lead, can block
them. A Void Stalker can pass through an inch or so of
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iron, a foot of brick, stone or concrete and at least two
feet of wood.

Blur Form: This power is a consequence of Stalk-
ers’ not really being of this universe. At a cost of 1 magic
point per round, the Stalker seems to waver and flicker
like a bad TV picture. This halves any opponent’s at-
tack percentage.

Power Drain: As per the spell, the Stalker pits its
magic points against its opponent’s. If it wins, it steals
ID6 magic points from the target. Unlike the spell, if
the Stalker loses the resistance struggle it only loses 1
magic point. The Stalker must touch its target with a
tentacle.

Stun Flash: By expending three magic points, the
Stalker radiates a blinding pulse of light. Anyone withing
2 yards who isn’t looking away or wearing welder’s
goggles will be blinded and stunned for ID3 rounds,
and have partially obscured vision for 2D3 rounds after
that. While vision is obscured, all sightrelated skills (in-
cluding combat) are halved. People from 2-4 yards from
a flashing Void Stalker merely suffer ID3 rounds of ob-
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scured vision. The Void Stalker must wait at least si.
rounds before using this power again.

Transmute Victim: For every magic point used, the
Void Stalker converts ID6 SIZ points of its opponent
into unearthly crystalline matter like itself. The converted
flash still “lives” after a fashion, but is far more rigid:
for each !/4 of the victim’s SIZ converted, DEX and all
DEX-related skills (including combat and movement)
are reduced by 1D4. The Stalker must grab its oppo-
nent to use this power. Experiencing transmutation
causes ID6 SAN loss if a SAN roll fails, and 1 point
SAN loss even if the roll succeeds. Seeing a Stalker trans-
mute a victim costs 0/1D3 SAN loss.

Once an opponent stops resisting (from total con-
version or death) the Stalker will want to eat the unfor-
tunate fellow. (Void Stalkers consider bone a tasty treat.)
A partially converted victim changes back at a rate of 1
SI1Z/day, although a few insignificant patches might stay
mineralized as a “souvenir.” A fully converted victim is
a statue forever (barring exotic magical intervention) and
loses SAN like victims of the spell Curse of Ghatanathoa.

The

Keepers should familiarize themselves with the house
and its furnishings. The house itself has clues to the
mystery. Then the investigators will be charging back
and forth through it, chasing and being chased by the
Void Stalker. Finally, the house contains some curious
items which the Keeper may use to add color and mys-
tery to this adventure, or as the seeds of future adven-
tures.

Exterior

The house is a boxy Victorian structure chiefly built of
tan sandstone, trimmed at the basement and corners
with red granite. The wooden mansard roof has been
painted light brown, with cedarwood shingles. Light gray
molded concrete ornaments the door and window
frames, while the roof trim is wood painted a matching
light gray. About a third of the house still has to be
scraped clean and repainted.

Tall, gloomy firs and mossy old maples press close
around the house, squeezing straggly, unkempt rhodo-
dendrons up against the walls. The shrubs have been
pruned recently. but other signs of neglect remain.

Interior

Except in the basement, the walls and ceilings bear ag-
ing Victorian wallpaper. Floors are of varnished wood,
again except for the basement, where they are bare con-

House

crete. Most rooms have carpets. The house has been
converted to electric lighting by putting electric fixtures
in the old wall-mounted oil lamps. The house has run-
ning water thanks to a well and an oil-fueled pump and
heater.

The furnishings are mostly 20-30 years old. The
lush, art nouveau patterned fabrics have faded some-
what, and the brasswork could still use a polish. The
friend says, “I'm not sure whether to have them restored
or replace them with new furniture.” Anybody who
thinks to check will notice there are an awful lot of mir-
rors.

First Floor

The beige wallpaper bears a complex pattern of pink
and white flowers and gold-accented red scrollwork—
very Victorian. The new carpeting, in contrast, is aus-
terely modern: a diagonal grid of beige lines. Every room
has at least one mirror, from yard-wide mirrors in gilt
scrollwork frames to tiny, neo-Colonial bullseye mirrors.

Dining Room: The dining room has a wooden table
with massive carved legs and eight Bentwood chairs,
with a magnificent imitation Persian carpet on the floor.
The fireplace’s mantelpiece holds a fine black marble
clock. An oblong, bevelled mirror hangs to either side

of the clock.



56

Mirror, Mirror

Drawing Room: The drawing room only holds the car-
pet and one of the ubiquitous mirrors. This rectangu-
lar, slightly-domed mirror has an odd pinkish-lavender
cast and a plain wooden frame. “It used to be a work-
room,” the new owner explains. “There was a bench
with woodworking tools, old pots of glue, stuff like that.
[ threw it all out.” The new owner plans to install more
furniture sometime later.

Library: The library has a pair of comfortably overstuffed
armchairs (one brown leather, one green velvet), three
moveable brass floor-lamps, and a bust of Galileo on

the right-hand bookshelf.
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Parlor: The parlor now has a modern Philco cabinet
radio in addition to a sofa and a pair of painfully-nor-
mal old armchairs.

Second Floor

This is the residential floor. The wallpaper on the walls
is plain beige up to 9" below the ceiling, where there is
a border of richly patterned beige, red, and gold. Ceil-
ings are the same as the first floor. Some of the carpet is
new, some is old. The walls hold fewer mirrors: they
used to hold more, but Radley took most of them down.
He plans to get rid of them, after getting them appraised.
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Bathroom: Radley made sure that this room is fully
modern, with a tub, toilet and sink.

Guest Rooms: Guest rooms #1 and #2 have double
beds. Each bedroom has a dresser with an ordinary
mirror, a wardrobe, a corner ledge with a basin and
ewer, a small table, chair, ornamental lamp and an ordi-
nary, bland landscape painting on the walls. All the
doors and windows lock from inside the room. The
window locks have rusted shut over the years. Locked
doors are STR 18, the window locks STR 15. Guest
Room #2 is the NPC victim’s room. It holds the Chi-

nese mirror.

Landing: The landing of the main stairs features a
round, slightly concave mirror with a greenish cast which
makes people reflected in it seem to have a slight glow
around them. (Spot Hidden or deliberate checking to
notice that non-living objects lack this glow. Live plants
and animals, however, show this aura around their re-
flected image.) This mirror has the unusual property of
reflecting immaterial, normally invisible entities such as
ghosts and lloigor, by showing their aura. (Jarndyce made
this mirror. He never discovered its properties.)

Master Bedroom: The master bedroom has an iron
double bed. The master bedroom is, of course, where
Radley sleeps.

Servants’ Room: This is the Stanichs’ room. It too has
an iron double bed, and is just as nice as the rest of the
house.

Attic Floor

This floor, the friend can report, needed some work
since the roof had leaked. The wallpaper in the guest
rooms has a modern Art Deco design and the carpet is
a solid, warm brown. A bare stairway leads up to the
widow’s-walk on the roof.

Guest Rooms: Guest rooms #3, #4, and #5 each have
a single bed, dresser and an ordinary landscape or still-
life painting. Some of the rooms have spare ornamental
lamps and whatever other mundane furnishings seem
appropriate. #5 also has a full-length mirror (quite ordi-
nary). Like guest rooms #1 and #2, the doors lock (STR
18) and the window locks have rusted shut (STR 15). If
necessary, the Keeper can add a sixth guest room using
space from the lumber room.

Mirror, Mirror

Lumber Room: This large room holds things like a
wardrobe with a loose door, boxes of books that Radley
hasn’t had time to unpack, a coat rack missing an arm,
and (of course) lumber. It’s cluttered enough to make it
a good hiding place, and a dangerous place to run
through: DEX x 3 each round or fall. No lights have
been installed. Right in front of the door is a painting of
Abram Jarndyce, tossed on a pile of cardboard boxes.

This room also has nine mirrors, hung on the walls
or dumped on boxes, which the new owner collected
from other rooms in the house. All have colored glass,
rippled or bevelled in odd ways. Jarndyce made them.
For instance, an oval mirror of green glass with slight
vertical ripples leans against a steamer trunk, while a
pentagon of yellow glass with a circular bevel lies on the
trunk’s lid.

Two mirrors are especially notable. One is actually
three thick, prismatic mirrors on a hinged frame so their
angles to each other can be changed; it looks strange
but has no unusual abilities. Another is a concave,
rounded triangle of violet-black glass; this mirror is
magical, and provides glimpses of the Outer Void (see
“The Black Mirror,” on p. 53).

Basement Floor

Unlike the floors above, the basement has concrete floors
and tan-painted plasterboard walls and ceilings. The
windows are low, arched and set five feet up the wall.
Mrs. Stanich spends a lot of her time here, cooking in
the kitchen or doing laundry.

Kitchen: This kitchen is quite ordinary, if old-fashioned.
Radley has not yet replaced the old wood-burning stove.

Laundry: The laundry only holds a water heater, tubs
and clotheslines strung from wall to wall.

Old Workroom: This room still holds a workbench, a
pair of crucibles, a small acetylene furnace, bags of sand
and other powders, and other tools of the glazier’s craft.
Jarndyce made his mirrors here.

Pantry: The shelves are still mostly bare, but there is a
fair variety of food in cans, jars and boxes. The pantry is
poorly lit at the best of times by one small, bare bulb.

Wood & Tool Room: In addition to split and stacked
wood and kindling for the kitchen stove, this room holds
most of Mr. Stanich’s tools. A door leads to a small room
under the veranda and stairs up to the outside. %y
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Continued from p. 5

Let's face it: Mythos fiction is hard to come by. If you
don’t live in a city, your chances of coming across even
the Chaosium series of books is minimal; I wrote one
of the damn things, and the local bookstore won’t carry
it because it's not in Books in Print. For the most part,
the publishers that produce these books are very small
and obscure. They reach their new customers primarily
through the few Mythos magazines on the market and
word of mouth. I always cringe inwardly whenever 1
order something from a new publisher because I haven’t
seen any books they’ve put out before and have no idea
of the quality of what I'm ordering. Usually it turns out
to be good, sometimes it doesn’t. Today I'll deal with
one of these small-publisher offerings, the novel Glimpses
of Other Nations.

This “book” isn’t technically a book. Rather, it is a
pile of photocopies placed between two sheets of heavier,
colored paper and stapled along one side. Its pages ap-
pear to have been typed manually, and it strongly re-
sembles a high school term paper more than anything
else. I don’t know about you, but I'd appreciate a little
more in terms of binding for my money.

To call this a “novel” would also be incorrect. It is
in fact a series of short stories, mostly by Tani Jantsang
but with some assistance from others. Each story even
has its own page numeration, suggesting that these sto-
ries are not truly as connected as the compiler would
have us believe.

The first three stories, “A New Beginning,” “The
Colors of Cthulhu’s Minions,” and “My Brains or My
Body,” are short pieces—unremarkable in themselves—
which depict the encounters of three individuals with
the Deep Ones (this is obvious from the first page of the
book, so I'm not giving anything away). The fourth tale,
“The Narrative of NphYth-kla,” consists of a short, ram-

- bling letter to a Ms. Clara Boyd; while somewhat unset-

tling, it is not entirely effective.
The collection ends with “A Private Inquiry into
juiry )
the Possible Whereabouts of Clara Boyd,”
i
longer than all of the other tales put together. It consists

which is

of a series of letters sent to a detective agency in response
to a request for information regarding a missing per-
son. The reader is cast in the role, as it were, of the
investigator examining this information, and must make
his or her own deductions about what happened to Clara
Boyd. This tale is probably the best of the book, but it
does have its flaws. At times, the author digresses to
conversations and monologues which the detective would
have no reason to hear; though these provide important
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clues, they break with the basic structure of the tale.
Elements from other Mythos tales are included fre-
quently, and those who haven’t read either Derleth’s
long-outof-print The Trail of Cthulhu or Carter’s Xothic
cycle of short stories might find it rough going when the
names and events from these stories crop up. Still, this
tale is quite impressive.

One of the reasons [ like this book is that it main-
tains the ambivalence about the deep ones which also
turns up in Lovecraft’s “The Shadow over Innsmouth”
and Lumley’s “The Return of the Deep Ones,” along
with some of Chaosium’s recent adventures. Sure, the
deep ones are nasty Cthulhu-worshipers, but out of all
the minions of the Great Old Ones they are the closest
to us, both in terms of ancestry and outlook on life.
Though their culture and motivations may seem alien
to us, they are our (distant) brothers and sisters and
deserve to be treated as such—maybe.

This book gets 5 phobias, with a higher rating for
those of you who are fans of the deep ones. It’s available
for $13.00 from P. Marsh, P. O. Box 534, Captiva Is-
land, FL 33924.

&
Masque of the Red Death: Terror in the 1890s
Ravenloft campaign expansion
by William W. Conners and others
TSR. Inc $25 g

reviewed by John Kovalic

Masque of the Red Death is TSR’s attempt to stretch its
Ravenloft campaign (vaguely medieval horror: it’s not
Frankenstein's Monster, dammit, it's a “Flesh Golem”)
to the 1890s. Whatever the reasons behind the move, it
certainly seemed like a good idea—especially as far as
cross-over material for Cthulhu by Gaslight was con-
cerned. A few more Victorian villains to play with: what
a grand thought. And Frankenstein’s Monster can even
be mentioned by name!

Unfortunately, as far as Call of Cthulhu is concerned,
Masque of the Red Death offers tantalizing tidbits of what
could have been a great resource. Take the map of the
world in the 1890’s, for example. While a tad garish for
my taste (I'd have preferred something drawn in a more
refined, period style), it nevertheless looked like a won-
derful reference work. It certainly had me salivating for
a second or two. :

But behind the basic political boundaries and a few
rail lines, the map offers far less than it promises. Which
is pretty much the problem with the whole boxed set.
“A Guide to Gothic Earth,” the package’s primary source-
book, appears at first to be chock-full of tid-bits of infor-
mation on Victorian horror. But a closer inspection
reveals little that is truly useful, and less that is actually
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vital.

For instance, the half of the book that’s not taken
up with AD&D stats and info (which we cannot fault
them for) seems at first glance a gold mine of esoterica:
the history of Gothic Earth contains a couple of pas-
sages that could form the root of a real neat adventure
or two, and a few skills—er, sorry, Proficiencies—make
great add-ons to Gaslight's list (“Electricity”: the study
and understanding of this newfangled technology).

But for hard-and-fast information, the book is skimﬁy
indeed. Eight pages on money and equipment leave you
begging for more—and the only reply you'll get is to go
buy a replica period catalog. Spells are referenced to their
AD&D originals. The “Atlas” section gives only a cur-
sory glance to major areas of supernatural activity. A
page on London, a paragraph on Africa. Not exactly the
Encyclopedia of Forbidden Lore.

Three short adventures are the best part of the pack-
* age, although it takes some tinkering to convert them to
Call of Cthulhu. And TSR should have taken a leaf from
Chaosium’s page when it came to player handouts: there
are none here.

It’s not only hard to see how much use Masque of
the Red Death could really be in a Cthulhu by Gaslight
campaign, it's hard to see how much a Ravenloft player
would even get out of it. By focusing on characters and
combat at the expense of setting, mood and plot, TSR
missed a big, big point. For Call of Cthulhu, Masque of
the Red Death rates two and a half phobias. -

&
GURPS CthulhuPunk '
futuristic Cthulhu Mythos setting for GURPS
by Chris W. McCubbin
Steve Jackson Games, $17.95
reviewed by Chris Murray

Cthulhu and cyberpunk were a genre mix waiting to
happen. In fact, I know people who haven’t waited and
did it on their own. Now it’s officially published, in this
128-page GURPS sourcebook, licensed by the people at
Chaosium as an adaptation of Call of Cthulhu..

The book looks pretty good, the cover says it all,
and Dan Smith’s interior illustrations are generally of
good quality. The presentation is fairly standard GURPS
fare, which is to say well-organised and well-presented,
with a maximum of background material and a mini-
mum of rules-speak. The author writes well, and does
an excellent job of summarizing the Mythos and the
cyberpunk setting, and for the most part the rules con-
versions seem to work.

However, I found this book an overall disappoint-
ment. [t's not that it isn’t a wonderful idea—it is. But [
feel it just wasn’t taken far enough. There are certainly
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reasons for that, but [ think it’s nonetheless detrimen-
tal.

First of all, if GURPS is your bag, you're going to
need GURPS Cyberpunk, because that’s where all the
rules are for cyber-stuff. Further, the world background
is based directly on that of GURPS Cyberworld (by Paul
Hume), though of a slightly lower technological level,
and the details of the timeline are likewise taken from
there. Having Cyberworld is a must for GMs who don’t
want to fill in the rules blanks themselves. The author
doesn’t waste unnecessary space, giving the minimum
needed for understanding, and moving on the crunchy
part: the Mythos.

On the whole, the Mythos seems to work fairly well
in GURPS terms, and the author covered all the major
bases (including a useful section on how to deal with
munitions-heavy GURPS PCs trying to nuke Cthulhu).
The sections on character creation are all well-thought-
out, and there’s a whole chapter full of useful advice on
how to set up a CthulhuPunk campaign.

The only two grating bits, as CoC players might
anticipate, are Sanity and Power. For Sanity, the author
has adapted the GURPS Fright Check system, with hap-
less PCs suffering a variety of mental breakdowns as a
result of Mythos confrontations, and accumulating
“Psych. Disad.” points like runaway slot machines. This
is fine as far as it goes, but has no provisions for hitting
zero SAN, leaving me wondering about the logistics of
NPC baddies like cult leaders and evil sorcerers.

Power is converted into levels of the Strong/Weak
will Disadvantage, a solution not entirely satisfying (PCs
with magic better get used to a bouncing point-total),
but I can’t think of what else might have been done
within the GURPS system.

Alas, the resource material on the Mythos (history,
cultists, magic, a bestiary—everything you’d expect) is
essentially a repeat of already-published Call of Cthulhu
material, converted into GURPS rules and grafted onto
the setting with a minimum of eftort at blending the
two. This is where the book really falls down. With
CoC in one hand and cyberpunk in the other, all sorts
of monstrous hybrids rise up to tantalise the imagina-
tion. This certainly seems to have been the case with the
illustrator here who gives us some wonderful images,
like the woman with the insect arm on p. 121. How-
ever, there are no rules for creating such characters in
the book.

Basically, it's the standard CoC setting, except in-
stead of lurking behind the scenes in the 1920s or 1990s,
it’s lurking behind the scenes in the mid-21st century.
It’s still hidden, and the PCs are still among the few
who discover the Awful Truth.

This of course may well have been the author’s in-
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tention: a faithful adaptation of the Mythos, with a mere
added twist of updating it to the near-future setting (hey,
“CthulhuPunk” is a neat title). Unfortunately, the end
result leaves me wondering, “why bother!”

If you're a CoC player, there’s no reason to get this
book. The Chaosium books you already have contain
all the info in CthulhuPunk and much more. Though
there are a few pages of interesting adventure ideas and
background details, the only thing CoC players might
find really useful is the reprint in the back of an article
from Steve Jackson’s now-defunct Roleplayer magazine
by David Ellis Dickerson that lists rules conversions from
Call of Cthulhu to GURPS. Two pages isn’t much for
your money, though. If you want to add GURPS-style
cyber to your game, just go out and buy GURPS
Cyberpunk and run from there. i

If you're a GURPS player, and already have
Cyberpunk and/or Cyberworld, the Cthulhoid material
is definitely useful but again, if you don’t mind doing
the conversions yourself (or hunting up the Roleplayer
article), it might better to just go out and buy Call of
Cthulhu. You'd get far more cool stuff for your money,
especially since you'd need to go out and buy Cyberworld
anyway to get all the GURPS rules you'll need!

Ultimately, this book’s great flaw is that it adds noth-
ing new to either genre: it just takes abbreviated ver-
sions of both, places them side-by-side, and draws a few
connections. It does it quite well, but the end result is
nothing more than mildly interesting. For GURPS cyber-
fans looking to add a little Mythos-style horror to their
game without really getting into it, I'd give CthulhuPunk
four-and-a-half out of ten steaming vats of Space Mead.
For CoC fans, or GURPS folk who want to go all the
way, this book rates only one steaming vat of Space Mead.
There are better ways to invest your money.

&
Kult GM Screen
game master accessories for the Kult RPG
Metropolis Ltd., $9.95

Taroticum: Where London Meets Inferno
London campaign for the Kult RPG

by Gunilla Jonsson and Michael Petersen
Metropolis Ltd., $14.95

reviewed by Allan T. Grohe, Jr.

The Kult GM Screen and Taroticum were the newest prod-
ucts for Kult until the release of the Metropolis Source-
book at GenCon this summer (review to appear soon).
The GM Screen reprints key tables from the Kult rule-
book, focusing on general action summaries, combat vari-
ables (wound and armor effects, hit locations, range and
situational modifiers), and ego throw modifications (ef-
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fects of shock and physical changes). While the informa-
tion presented is clearly important to maintaining the flow
of game play, and worth including on the screen, the
weapons, accidents, poisons, and sedatives tables—of at
least equal use to the above materials—do not appear on
the screen itself: while reprinted in the booklet, the fail-
ure to include that information on the screen is a noticable
lack. Combat can be needlessly slowed as participants
seek necessary stats, a search that the GM Screen could
have considerably sped up, especially given that the player-
facing side of the screen reprints no information whatso-
ever (though it does feature a nice reproduction of the
scissored bondage angel from the rulebook cover).

The booklet packaged with the GM Sereen purports
to contain Errata, though I found none: the weaponry,
etc. tables (which were my last hope for discovering such)
remain identical to those in the rulebook. In addition
to these reprints, the booklet contains a four page, ex-
panded character sheet, able to hold primary character
information, as well as character skills, possessions and
background, and lore knowledge. The sheets are well-
detailed, and customizable by character: four variant skill
pages are offered and provide the player with a general
sheet (skills, combat, miscellaneous areas), a general sheet
with powers and limitations, a martial arts combat sheet,
and an academic sheet with little combat focus. The
sheets are the best aspect of the product, despite their
lackluster appearance and a minor stat typo (ACOM
for COM). Minor editing problems occur in the rest of
the booklet as well.

The included adventure “Unto Death” bears many
similarities to Taroticum, and [ review these two prod-
ucts together in part because my criticisms of the two
adventures stem from similar complaints. “Unto Death”
is a hideously constraining, linear adventure in which
the characters act out an ancient, repeating 30-year cycle
of familial vengeance set in New York City (note that it
could also be dropped into Fallen Angels if so desired,
though it's not specifically set in Fallen Angels’ frame-
work). The action in “Unto Death” moves from event
to event, taking into account no deviation from the
scripted outline: should the PCs fail to contact a certain
NPC who knows the methods for breaking the repeat-
ing cycle, they will die; should they choose an option
other than those offered by that NPC, they will prob-
ably die as there is not enough information upon which
to base other outcomes (the fact that you can and should
create them is somewhat irrelevant to a published ad-
venture which should contain the relevant information).

“Unto Death” is, however, only 17 pages long
(which probably equals about 13 pages or so, given the

use of the wide page margins), and as such cannot be
expected to offer the scope and exploration of a cam-
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paign-length scenario. Taroticum, however, is just such
an adventure and it suffers from the same problems.
Unlike Fallen Angels, which details enough of New York
to allow the GM to extrapolate material when PCs wan-
der off the detailed path, Taroticum limits its explora-
tion of London to the areas that directly relate to the
main plot, in which the PCs are saddled with an un-
known past that overrides their autonomy—which in turn
frustrates and angers the players. Such tactics work in a
limited, one-shot style scenario, as in “*Unto Death” or
Pagan Publishing’s Devil’s Children, but not in a long-
term campaign. The players for whom I ran Taroticum
often deviated from the directed path and in so doing
caused themselves grief that would have been avoided
had they simply followed the script...

To be fair, Taroticum is not all bad: while it is al-
most impossible to review the adventure in full without
revealing too many key elements and surprises in the
storyline, Taroticum does offer a glimpse into the na-
ture of the realities (Inferno, the Realm of the Dead)
that surround the Illusion; it incorporates the Tarot, as
the title suggests, into the world of Kult, though it does
not develop the ideas presented as thoroughly as it might;
spin-offs from the main plotline may grow into entire
campaigns if the GM develops the material further; and
the turn-of-the-century sanitarioum is a nice setting. As
a whole, however, it lacks the depth necessary and ex-
pected from campaign settings in today’s market.

I rate the GM Screen with 5'/2 phobias, and
Taroticum with 4.

’ i &
Nightspawn
horror roleplaying game
by C.]J. Carella

Palladium Books $19.95
reviewed by John Kovalic

Drawn in by a lovely cover, I found Nightspawn,
Palladium’s new horror roleplaying game, an interest-
ing philosophical contrast to Call of Cthulhu.

CoC’s Lovecraftian horrors are, of course, well-
known entities. Unfortunately, that applies both to the
Keeper and the investigators. Even the best roleplayer is
going to know just which frisky, fertile Great Old One
is lurking around the corner when he or she sees the
cloven hoof marks in the snow. You spot some web-
bing? Run from the Deep Ones!

New monstrosities (it seems to me) have to be cre-
ated with loving care by Keepers to fill very special niches
in their own sick universes. You can’t come up with an
effective Greater Servitor Race at the drop of a hat,
though. Could you imagine a Random Quter God Table
leaping at you from the pages of the Miskatonic Univer-

The Eye Of Light And Darkness

sity Sourcebook!? Unthinkable!

The Nightspawn, however, are truly creatures of the
die roll. From the “Unearthly Beauty Table” to the (I
am not making this up) “Equine/Bovine/Deer Table,”
this is one major paradigm shift. Butit's far from ridicu-
lous. Some of the random creatures are as frightful as
they are wretched. Not all of the tables are inspired (were-
birds, were-rats, were-arachnids, were-reptiles, etc., litter
the lists like so much were-refuse). But there are a couple
of gems scattered around here. And the ghoulish con-
cepts are matched by some frighteningly vivid illustra-
tions that really drive the points home. Some of the
interior art alone has the makings of many plot seeds.
Though a few pieces are sub-standard, the plentiful draw-
ings that dot the book are frequently creepy and almost
always captivating.

- As a handy reference to come up with new crea-
tures and cults, Nightspawn is in a league of its own.
But do you really need such an aid? Well, it’s sure not
essential. “Hey—let's have someone worship a Deity that's
a Corpse-Like (the “Stigmata Table”) Spider/Scorpion
Centauroid (the “Arachnid Table”) with Extra Eyes (the
“Unusual Facial Features” table).”

Yes, it sounds silly, and no, I don’t think I'll re-
spect myself in the morning, but still...at least a half-
dozen really hideously breathtaking creature and cult
ideas started rolling around my head on my first flip-
through of the book.

On the minus side, I wasn’t convinced by the game’s
dark near-future background, and few of the de rigeur
new monsters listed towards the end of the book ig-
nited many neurons. And $19.95 is a lot to pay for a
few tables, fun though some may be.

So overall, Nightspawn is definitely no must-have
for Call of Cthulhu. But nor is it a terrible tome to flick
through if you've got a mental block, or are just in a
Deep One rut.

I'll admit it: the next cult leader my investigators
run up against is making one massive die roll on the
“Unusual Facial Features Table” before they glimpse
what lies behind his pallid mask. And as such,
Nightspawn deserves five phobias out of ten.

: )
Rapture: The Second Coming
"A Roleplaying Game of Theological Terror”
by William Spencer-Hale, Dave Newton, et al.
Quintessential Mercy Studios, $25.00
reviewed by Allan T. Grohe, ]Jr.

Rapture: The Second Coming, the first product to ap-
pear from Quintessential Mercy Studios, was one of the
few major releases at GenCon this year. Given Spencer-
Hale’s White Wolf roots, I expected a game similar to

ﬁ—
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Vampire or Werewolf in scope, mood, and setting. To
my surprise, I found that Rapture offers the mature
RPGer less than White Wolf's World of Darkness.

Aspects of Rapture are very engaging. The back-
ground, set on Earth after the breaking of the Fourth
Seal, is based on Biblical apocalyptic lore and offers a
unique role-playing environment (though it ignores much
of the non-Rewvelations apocalyptic literature, such as
Matthew or Apocryphal texts). While some aspects of
world history should perhaps have been ignored in the
interest of good taste (the Holocaust becomes a ploy of
the Anti-Christ), on the whole the background is well-
written and a pleasure to read. It develops the game
world within a historical conspiracy at work since the
Garden of Eden, and, in true [lluminati fashion, inter-
weaves the esoteric (The Knights Templar) and mun-
dane (The Knights of Columbus) with felicity.

In general, Rapture ofters simple d10-based mechan-
ics that do not impede the flow of character interaction.
The combat system, while realistically deadly, remains
sufficiently flexible to handle antagonists that could po-
tentially range from diseased beggars to saints to demons.
Elsewhere, the character generation system layers skills
and powers in an accretive process that fleshes out char-
acter background through ties to the supernatural orga-
nizations fighting for Creation.

Despite these strengths, Rapture fails, on the whole,
as a horror RPG. While the background is interesting
and the system straightforward, neither suffices to alter
the basic premise of the game: that the beginning of
The End is at hand, and you'd better pick the right side.
The situations that the characters will get into, as pre-
sented in the rulebook, seem to inevitably lead to physi-
cal conflict with the opposition (Rapture allows you to
portray the damned as well as the saved), and while
such is expected, there is little to no spiritual equivalent:
characters can kill off angels or demons with uzis, but
other than the rules for possession and banishment,
they have no ability to fight the spiritual battle, an as-
pect of the Apocalypse that should logically find some
prominence in a game of “theological” terror.

The dichotomies explored in Rapture—Evil vs. Good,
Doubt vs. Faith, Deception vs. Truth—are not only
foregrounded as the game’s primary focus, but they de-
fine the reality of the setting. That is, there are no gray
areas: you are for God or against Him, you are saved or
you are damned. While it’s not that cut and dry in play—
the status of a character’s soul will probably fluctuate
with actions in the world—the underlying determinism
can stifle character exploration and the development of
the world: why bother, it's all going to end after the
Seventh Seal, right? Unlike the unknowingly doomed

PCs of Call of Cthulhu, the characters in Rapture suffer
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in a world that they cannot save, a world for which they
will die as martyrs, fighting to no avail. The suspense
and uncertainty necessary to a successful horror game
are negated by the preordained outcome of events, the
lack of the characters’ ability to alter the future looming
nearer with each passing day. To quote HPL: “The old-
est and strongest emotion of mankind is fear, and the
oldest and strongest kind of fear is fear of the unknown.”
In Rapture, the characters begin play having already read
the end of the story. I give Rapture 6 phobias.

&
Darkest Hours
disaster encyclopedia
by Jay Robert Nash
Nelson-Hall, $39.95
reviewed by Kim Eastland

This “narrative encyclopedia of worldwide disasters from
ancient times to the present” is a great reference work
for the most discriminating and creative Keepers. The
edition I have, published in 1976, contains over 800
pages of information and photes covering the most ap-
palling examples on record of droughts, floods, storms,
and earthquakes; mine, aviation, railway, and marine
disasters; fires & explosions; plagues, epidemics, and
famines; and miscellaneous traffic disasters.

Most entries are quite detailed. They are listed al-
phabetically by location or by the title by which they are
best known, along with the type of disaster and exact
date, followed by a brief background paragraph (if the
entry is extensive), then anywhere from a paragraph to
multiple pages full of information on the disaster. This
information usually contains estimated deaths and inju-
ries plus the actual causes, if known, and those causes
suspected at the time. While this may sound dry and
boring, the entries often are quite fascinating because of
the added tales of heroism, cowardice, weirdness, and
unbelievable luck which the author relates.

These accounts usually give the reader a fantastic
“feel” of the events, primarily because Nash’s writing
style is that of tradtional journalism, not the
“infotainment” crap that normally passes for journal-
ism today. The stories are not sappy or maudlin, nor do
they read like a teletype printout. They're simple, com-
pelling, and informative, which should be the key quali-
ties of a good historical reference work.

These stories are wonderful inspirations for CoC
adventures, either as a starting point from which the
investigators can begin their work or as the climax to an
adventure that is building. Take, for example, the incin-
eration in 1960 of the Guatemala City Insane Asylum.
Believed to be started by either an electrical short circuit
or a devotional candle in front of a religious statue fall-
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ing over (an interesting option), in minutes the building
was a raging inferno. Amazingly, the President of Gua-
temala was visiting at the time and helped patients get

- out. (Was this a political assassination attempt? Did some-
one actually switch places with President Fuentes in the
confusion?)

Imagine the scene in which the investigators con-
front the pyrotechnical cultists. Berserk patients are fight-
ing firemen, police, Boy Scouts, and other rescuers.
Hundreds of caged women (believed to be murderously
dangerous) are screaming to death while they roast alive.
Firemen slam a bulldozer through a wall so that pa-
tients can escape. This is a scene from hell, but it actu-
ally happened. And what of the escapees! Of the top
fifty violent inmates who got away, only two were recap-
tured. For years, violence and arson persisted in the
city, thought to be perpetrated by the former inmates.
Possibly some mad god set them free as a curse upon
the location?

There is even a chronological index of the major
disasters by type, so you can create a string of, say, earth-
quakes, throughout your game’s timeline so investiga-
tors can find interlinking clues.

So check out your libraries and old book stores for
this great reference work. It will leave you shaking your
head in amazement and wondering if there really isn’t
someone or something out there trying to destroy man-

kind after all. I give it 8 phobias for history fans of “the

times that try men’s souls,” and 10 phobias for brilliant

Keepers who love to tie their games into the real past.
&>

-The R’lyeh Text: Hidden Leaves

from the Necronomicon

Magical (?) work

edited by Robert Turner

introduced by Colin Wilson

Skoob Esoterica, $11.99

reviewed by Daniel Harms

The R’lyeh Text is the long-promised sequel to the
Necronomicon. (I don’t mean Simon’s popular Avon
Necronomicon here, but the brown-covered George Hay
edition that mysteriously materialized in American book-
stores just after [ spent so much time and money to
order a copy from England.) For those of you who don’t
know the story, Colin Wilson supposedly discovered
an enciphered manuscript of the Necronomicon at the
British Museum Library and then used computerized
techniques to find the hidden messages within. That's
what he said, anyway.

Kevin Chua has said that one of the problems with
the original Hay Necronomicon was that there were only

The Eye Of Light And Darkness

a few pages of Necronomicon within, the better part of
the book having been taken up by essays on Lovecraft. |
agree entirely; when I buy the Necronomicon or R’lyeh
Text, I want to get a tome of forbidden lore, not an
anthology of literary criticism. Unfortunately, Wilson,
Hay, and Turner haven’t learned from their mistakes.

In the first essay, Hay discusses the fall of the West
and what a significant volume this book is—much like
the Simon Necronomicon’s introduction, only more
scholarly-seeming. The two articles at the end (one on
witcheraft and the other on philosophy) do have a few
interesting points, but their inclusion still seems inap-
propriate. Turner’s two selections at the beginning and
end of the Logaeth material are probably the best in the
book, but still take up more room than necessary.

Then, to top it all off, we have Colin Wilson’s intro-
duction. For fifty-seven pages, Wilson discusses a (pre-
sumably) failed film project in which he was involved
and manages to touch on Atlantis, Sirius, poltergeists,
and every occult topic under the sun. Lovecraft is men-
tioned often, but little is really said about him, except
when Wilson attempts to fit him into his pet hypotheses
(I for one can’t see Lovecraft acknowledging his influence
on The Texas Chaimsaw Massacre). Don't get me wrong—
this introduction is fascinating (as a character study of
Colin Wilson if nothing else), but it doesn’t really have
much to do with the book itself. Advice to future Love-
craft anthology editors: Don’t have someone who once
compared Lovecraft to a serial killer write your introduc-
tion, and if you do, tell them to stick to the topic.

Having waded through this, you can finally arrive at _

the one-seventh of the book that the R'lyeh Text itself
takes up. It's much like the material from medieval
grimoires, but nonetheless it isn’t all that noteworthy.
The prose passages have some Lovecraftian flavor but
aren’t very shuddersome, and the spells have more to do
with dream communication and speaking to the dead
than the Great Old Ones. The only one that really caught
my attention was the “Rite of Transfiguration,” and even
that couldn’t make up for the rest of the book.

For those of you who are asking, “Is it real?” rest
assured that it is not. Despite Turner and Wilson’s im-
passioned protests in the R’lyeh Text, you should know
that Wilson has confessed in Crypt of Cthulhu magazine
that the Hay Necronomicon is a hoax, thinking that none
of us idiots would read that article and not buy the book
because of it. There is no evidence that Lovecraft saw
anything called the Necronomicon, and the book itself is
not a decipherment of that document. Feel better now?

Unless you have a desire to read long, seemingly point-
less essays, I don’t recommend this book at all. It’s inter-
esting at points, though, so I give it 3 phobias. 2
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by Paul Giguere

n April of 1984, I took a new job as an overnight

staff person at a residential home for developmen-

tally disabled (mentally retarded) adults in Lowell,
Massachusetts, to help me work my way through college.
This type of work usually entailed working alone, drink-
ing lots of coffee, and jumping at every unusual sound.

The house itself had been built in 1680 and was
one of the first permanent homes built in Lowell. It
stood atop a large hill that affords a view of the Merrimack
River and the city of Lowell proper. The house had a
strange and unique history, as do all old houses. The
usual plethora of insanity, murder, and revenge stories
permeated the history of the house as well as stories of
spectral apparitions, strange eerie sounds, and the inex-
plicable disappearances of previous inhabitants. It was
an angry house that did not rest and gave no respite to
those who.worked and lived there.

The current residents of this house tried to live as
normal lives as society would allow. Work in the morn-
ing, home in the evening, the usual mix of recreational
activities and chores was the societal blueprint by which
someone who was diagnosed as mentally retarded lived
by. The sometimes-unusual behavior exhibited by these
individuals in some strange way seemed to fit the house.
[t was as if they had been made for each other.

A particular resident of the house had been diag-
nosed two years earlier as having a personality disorder
that could manifest in bizarre ways. This particular resi-
dent—I will call him David—eventually developed an al-
ter ego which manifested itself through a two foot piece
of clothesline rape that David kept with him at all times.
David would fray both ends of the rope and tie them
together in a knot. David’s alter ego, Mr. Rope as it was
eventually named, told David when to eat, when to go
to bed, and how to behave. Basically, all of David’s ac-
tions and thoughts were performed with the help of Mr.
Rope. )

David’s method of communication with Mr. Rope
involved methodically shaking it until the frayed ends
seemed to dance. Then Mr. Rope would seemingly speak
through David in a deep, baritone voice with David re-
sponding in his own voice. David’s stuttering problem
also seemed to disappear when Mr. Rope spoke.

One day, David stole a knife from the dinner table

when the staff weren’t watching. The next morning the
clothesline out in back of the house had been cut and
the knife was found in David’s bed. When David con-
fessed that Mr. Rope had told him to steal the knife and
take the clothesline rope, the staff decided it would be
best for Mr. Rope to be taken from David and hung on
the inside of the cellar door entrance, the only locked
area, for safe keeping until a psychologist could be con-
sulted. A staff search for the clothesline rope proved to
be futile however, and when I came on the overnight
shift [ was informed of the incident.

During the night my mind drifted and though I
was not sleeping, I felt a heavy inclination to do so.
Images passed through my conscious mind similar to
those that might be present during an actual dream. My
virtual slumber was shattered when I heard a pounding
on the cellar door.

My first thought was that David had come down-
stairs from his bedroom and was trying to retrieve Mr.
Rope. As I made my way through the living room, I
heard David’s voice from his upstairs bedroom. He was
alternately talking in his Mr. Rope voice and then in his
normal voice. It seemed like he was having a heated
argument with himself, each voice getting louder and
more argumentative.

The pounding continued at the cellar door. Had
another resident come downstairs? I continued through
the kitchen where the cellar door was located to find
that there was no one there. The pounding, however,
increased in volume fo the point that I thought surely
the door would fly off its hinges at any moment.

[ immediately reached for my keys and as I inserted
the keys into the lock, everything fell dead silent: the
pounding had stopped and David was no longer argu-
ing with himself upstairs. I quickly opened the door to
find that no one was there and that Mr. Rope was hang-
ing where the staff had said it would be.

My thoughts immediately turned towards David. I
made my way up the stairwell towards David’s bedroom
as fast as I could only to find one end of the clothesline
rope that had been missing earlier tied to David’s
bedpost. The other end of the rope led outside the win-
dow and at its end dangled David, his argument with
Mr. Rope apparently lost. 2y
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