


In the second decade of the 21st Century a 
publishing company, devoted to games and 
diversions, put out a booklet for one of their 
popular lines intermingling the works and 
mythos of Howard Phillips Lovecraft with the 
local folklore of Britain. To do so they hired 
the writing talents of the ‘Mad Hermit of the 
Chalk Downs’ one James ‘Grim’ Desborough

The manuscript that was turned in was, 
apparently, so mind-bendingly horrifying that 
it cost the minds of five editors before it 
could be rendered safe for publication, and 
then only by excising a great deal of material 
and replacing it with fairies, and using 
the material that was similar, rather than 
interspacing it with different material.

The original manuscript was lost to history, 
but a recent archaeological dig in an old hard 
drive turned up a copy - the missing parts of 
which are presented here. Beware though, gentle 
reader, for it is said that these words are the 
ones that drove the editors to madness. These 
are the words that were not publishable because, 
even for a horror game, they caused terrible 
cases of ‘I can’t even...’

Judge for yourself, but lose 1d8 sanity points 
for doing so, for a meagre +1 in Cthulhu 
Mythos

Professor Bodes-Rough

The Sound of  Horns
The Hook
Alex Macleod comes from a long line of  horse trainers, farriers 
and huntsmen living in and around Aberdeen. Times are harder 
since industrialisation and the introduction of  the motor car 
and the tractor has hit such men even harder. Coming of  age 
abruptly with the death of  his father Alex has also had to take 
on the caring of  his Great Uncle, a wizened old man, bedridden 
and living in the attic above the farrier’s smithy. Alex has come 
to understand that his ‘Great Uncle’, Eachann, is nothing of  
the sort, but far older, he’s been the same as long as Alex can 
remember, blood soaked sheets, wracked with pain and insanity 
but he’s now had a moment of  lucidity and begged Alex to find 
help for him. That search has brought him to the investigators 
to plead for their help. He can’t pay a great deal but they have a 
chance to uncover a widespread cult and gain the gratitude of  a 
good horseman.

The Investigation
The characters will be introduced to ‘Great Uncle Eachann’ and 
will find out that he has grievous claw wounds over his body and 
is constantly bleeding and writhing in pain, at the point of  death 
but never actually dying. He cries out in Gaelic constantly, flitting 
in and out of  coherence but amongst his other rantings are 
mention of  a ‘black horse’.

Alex doesn’t know the significance of  ‘black horse’, an oblique 
reference to Shub-Niggurath, but he does know about The 
Horseman’s Word, a widespread secret society amongst workers 
with horses to which it was said his Great Uncle was a member 
but which his family has not been members of  for generations, 
part of  the reason they’re so far down on their luck. The 
Horseman’s Word still exists amongst other horse workers and 
investigation into this secretive and closed-mouthed secret 
society may reveal a core of  deeper significance, a cult within the 
society with special secrets beyond those shared by the normal 
membership. 

The Story to be Unveiled
Eachann used to be a member of  the cult within The Horseman’ 
Word and took their magic and their secrets and tried to teach it 
to those outside the circle of  the society. In punishment he had 
The Huntsman set upon him at one of  the cult’s meetings but 
somehow manage to flee, warding off  The Huntsman despite 
suffering a grievous and deadly wound himself. Since then his 
family line has been ‘excommunicated’ from The Horseman’s 
Word and has looked after his dying body, generation after 
generation.

Getting a hook into The Horseman’s Word will be difficult, 
especially if  it’s known that they’re associating with Alex Macleod 
whose whole bloodline is cursed to be kept outside by the 
society. Getting to the cult within the society will be even harder 
as only the most trusted and elder members are allowed to 
become a part of  it.

The cult meets in isolated ground in the firs around Loch 
Skene, there they keep a sacrificial altar and make offerings and 
imprecations to ‘The Black Horse’ according to rites and spells 
maintained through a shared oral history. 



If  the information can be gotten from them – by torture or 
intimidation perhaps – they can reveal that Eachann will never 
see rest unless given in sacrifice to The Black Horse and that he 
was marked for death for revealing cult secrets over a century 
ago. The cult can be smashed, but without them and their magic 
Eachann cannot die and is condemned to an eternity of  endless 
dying.

What’s Really Going On?
Within The Horseman’s Word a sub-cult of  Shub-Niggurath 
worshippers, calling her The Black Horse, have been exchanging 
sacrifices and servitude in exchange for magic in dealing with 
animal husbandry and working with their horses, giving the cult 
and the broader society great power, peaking in the eighteen-
seventies but carrying on in the modern day.

Eachann was a member of  this cult who got greedy and thought 
to take the magic he had learned and pass it on to his sons. For 
this betrayal the cult called down The Wild Hunt upon him and 
he barely escaped, not even with his life. His sons took him 
in and tended to him as best they could but he never died and 
never got better, it became a family tradition to look after Uncle 
Eachann and the family, while still working with horses, was 
never welcome amongst The Horseman’s Word again.

Eachann wants to die, when he can make himself  lucid, even for 
a moment, he tries to guide his descendents or the Investigators 
to that conclusion, but to die he must be fed to Shub-Niggurath 
or one of  her servants and that’s not an easy or a wholesome 
thing to arrange.

Persons of  Interest
Alex Macleod
Alex Macleod is a strapping lad of  eighteen who is made 
somewhat weak through worry and through a persistent chest 
infection that’s troubled him his whole life. He has a haunted and 
hollow-eyed look to him since he has found out about his ‘Uncle’ 
but is eager to help and to get whatever is going on resolved and 
past him so that he can get on with his life.

Alex Macleod, Age 18, Down-at-heel Farrier
STR 12 CON 7 SIZ 10 INT 11 POW 7
DEX 12 APP 13 EDU 11 SAN 35 HP 9

Weapons: Fist 50% 1d3
Grapple 55% Special
Skills: Bargain 35%, Craft: Farrier 75%, Credit Rating 25%, Dodge 
44%, Drive Horses 60%, First Aid 40%, Medicine 15%, Natural 
History 50%, Pharmacy 11%, Ride 65%.

Eachann Macleod
Eachann is a drawn, mummified, skeleton of  a man, constantly 
writhing and bleeding from claw marks that cover his body and 
weep thin, water blood constantly. He is wracked with pain and 
has no control over his bowels or bladder, writhing in a stinking 
pool of  blood, watery shit and stinking piss, no matter how 
many times his sheets are changed. The bites and claw marks 
upon his body are from no animal anyone could ever identify 
and medically, he constantly appears to be at the point of  death. 
In snatched moments of  lucidity he cries out in Gaelic.

Eachann Macleod, Age unknown, Undying Farrier
STR 8 CON 6 SIZ 11 INT 17 POW 12
DEX 10 APP 11 EDU 15 SAN 0 HP 0

Weapons: Fist 50% 1d3
Skills: Occult 50%, Cthulhu Mythos 30%

Places of  Interest
Loch of  Skene
The Loch of  Skene is surrounded by wetland and stands of  
conifer trees. It is amongst one of  these damp stands of  firs that 
The Horseman’s Word keep the altar of  their inner cult. The 
black-stained rock is banked with pine needles and the cult come 
here at night, every new moon and on other special occasions, to 
make sacrifices of  animals and offerings of  prayer to The Black 
Horse, their interpretation of  Shub-Niggurath. The location is 
dank, damp and somewhat remote from surrounding buildings 
or roads, all of  which guarantee the cult relative privacy.

The Conclusion
The only way to bring Eachann some rest is to give him over 
to the cult to be fed to Shub-Niggurath or to do so themselves, 
a sanity-warping prospect at the best of  times. Exposing and 
destroying the cult will do the greater good in the longer term 
but Eachann will be condemned to an eternity of  mortal 
suffering, unable to die so long as The Huntsman’s curse is 
upon him. One could take the view that he deserves his fate for 
consorting with ancient evil and for betraying his sacred trust 
but Alex will also be condemned to look after him, as will his 
descendents. Given any opportunity the cult will flee from being 
discovered or set The Huntsman upon those who threaten their 
positions and livelihoods.

50 Berkeley Square
The Story
There are many stories about the Berkeley Square haunting 
and they’re all apocryphal and confused with each other. What 
they are in agreement about is the fact that there is – or was – 
a powerful spectre or nameless horror that lurked within the 
house and which has been accredited with several deaths over 
the years. A Sir Robert Warboys, allegedly a noted libertine, a 
sailor and possibly Lord Lyttleton, though his story and that 
of  Warboys are so markedly similar that it may be the same tale 
misremembered.

The hauntings there were the talk of  the Victorian age, tailing 
off  only in the late eighteen-seventies when the house became 
unoccupied again and people’s attention moved to other 
things. The occult investigator Harry Price conducted his own 
investigation into the history of  the house in the nineteen-
twenties and concluded that the house was not haunted – or at 
least no longer haunted – and was occupied, perfectly happily. 
Clearly his investigation must take place after the Investigators 
have had their turn!

The spectre here is said to be incredibly powerful and to be 
centred upon a particular room in the upper level of  the house. 
It has been described as taking a shadowy, vaporous form 
and having the strength to throttle people, as being a rolling, 
yellow-brown mist, and as being a shapeless ooze, perhaps of  
ectoplasm. Those who have encountered it are said to have 
died of  fright, gone irrecoverably insane or simply to have 
disappeared, presumably leaving the country.



The first recorded incident at the house is that of  the daughter 
of  a servant girl tumbling down the grand stairway to her 
death. Foul play has been suggested; as has the idea that this 
was the first attack of  the spirit and that it drew strength 
from it somehow. The girl’s ghost is one of  the most reported 
apparitions at the house.

Lord Lyttleton is meant to have spent a night in the haunted 
room in the seventeen-hundreds and to have discharged a 
shotgun at ‘something’ that attacked him in the night though 
there was no evidence of  him having struck anything other than 
the marks the buckshot made in the floor. Similarly, Sir Robert 
Warboys is said to have spent a night there on a bet and a dare, 
armed with a pistol and with a bell to summon help if  he needed 
it. During the night both pistol shot and furious ringing were 
heard but by the time his companions came to his aid he was 
dead of  shock and there was no sign of  what he had shot.

In the seventeen-nineties the house was allegedly used by 
counterfeiters who used the story of  the ghost as an excuse to 
keep people away from the house and to cover up the noises that 
they made as they went about their business.

In the eighteen-fifties a maid working at the house was said to 
have encountered something she couldn’t describe or name. 
Retiring to her quarters in the haunted room she woke the 
household that night by her screams. She was found, alive, but 
irretrievably insane.

Through the eighteen-sixties and seventies the house was owned 
by a recluse, Mr Meyers who had bought the house for himself  
and his fiancée who, as it turned out eloped with an altogether 
different man. Unhinged by the event Meyers left the house in 
perfect condition and rarely – if  ever – left it, a likely source for 
some of  the haunting stories and the lights seen there at night.

In the late eighteen-eighties it’s said that two sailors took refuge 
in house, home on leave and needing somewhere to sleep they 
settled on the abandoned house. That night they were attacked 
by what is variously described as a ‘vaporous spectre’ and a 
‘black, shapeless mass’. Whatever it was, one sailor escaped and 
the other was found impaled on the railings outside the house, 
apparently having fallen to his death.

These stories have little backing but even less supported are 
many stories of  women throwing themselves from the roof  or 
windows of  the house to their deaths and that of  a Mr Dupree 
who imprisoned his violently insane brother in the attic until his 
death. 

By the nineteen-twenties the stories have died down and the 
house has been empty for a long while, waiting for new owners 
who, perhaps, have not heard the many horror stories about the 
place. Whatever the truth about the haunting, the place has a 
horrific reputation and a chequered history – ghosts or not.

The Truth
Long before London was a city it was a large area of  marshy 
land surrounding the Thames, largely inhospitable terrain with 
few scattered settlements until the Romans built Londinium 
there. It say at the border of  three different tribes, the Atrebates 
(themselves a confederation of  smaller tribes), the Trinovantes 
and Cantiaci. 

Water in whatever form, rivers, bogs, pools, springs or swamps 
were often considered sacred places, crossing-places to the other 
world and many of  these small settlements were dedicated to 
religious worship and, given the nature of  the Thames and the 
land around it, many of  these cults were not of  a wholesome 
disposition.

Long ago, where Berkeley Square now stands was a dark 
and under-used temple to Avagddu, in Celtic Mythology the 
deformed son of  Ceridwen – the both son and goddess are 
known by other names. In fact this early cult was offering blind 
and secretive devotion to Hastur and a minor avatar of  that 
being, The Unspeakable Horror that lurked beneath the rickety 
wooden temple until it was burned down and destroyed by the 
Romans as an abomination.

The Unspeakable Horror has lurked in the ground and in the 
ether on just the other side of  the ‘veil’ ever since. Its presence 
giving the house a strange taint and atmosphere and helping 
tip those who have lived or worked there over the edge into 
madness as well as feeding on their negativity and drawing them 
into itself, becoming part of  its shapeless, formless, indescribable 
and unspeakable presence. On rare occasions it can break 
through, when Taurus and Aldebaran are in favourable positions 
in the sky, when it is called or when the fabric between worlds is 
rent thin.

The Thing in the House
The Hook
Aaldert Van Courtlandt and his wife Femke are prospective 
buyers for the house, a successful Dutch trader in antiques and 
furniture, but having made representations they have now found 
out about the peculiar history of  the house and the reason why 
it was such a bargain. Put out by having these facts hidden from 
them they have insisted upon a proper investigation of  the 
house before they put their money down. The Solicitor acting 
for the seller has, reluctantly, agreed that a ‘special survey’ will 
be made of  the property by appropriate ‘experts’ and that they 
must certify the house as safe before the sale can proceed. The 
Investigator’s reputation precedes them and they are the parties 
agreed upon by all sides to get to the root of  the stories about 
the house.

The Investigation
The Investigators have many options for their examination of  
the house. They can look into its past history and ownership, 
records of  the past incidents which are alleged to have occurred 
at the house, any surviving witnesses to any of  the events, 
newspaper reports and a physical survey of  the house.

All this background information can only confirm that there is 
something strange about the place and that at least some of  the 
stories are warranted. It can’t directly solve the mystery and it 
can’t – even with a good grasp of  Cthulhu Mythos knowledge – 
tell them what there is that lies within, beneath and around the 
old house.

The quickest and easiest way to confront The Unspeakable 
Horror is simply to spend the night within the ‘cursed’ room, 
though this is a short route to insanity or death without some 
means of  supernatural protection. 



More experienced Investigators are, therefore, a good idea for 
this investigation, unless the Keeper wants to run the game as a 
one-off  scenario where everyone ends up mad and/or dead at 
once.

The stars aren’t yet right for The Unspeakable Horror to break 
through into this reality and it may not manifest the first night in 
full, though sensations and apparitions will come to light simply 
through the interest of  the Investigators and their attempts to 
get to the bottom of  it, culminating in a breach into this reality 
and the depredations of  the terrible creatures upon anyone and 
anything it can find.

The Story to be Unveiled
There is no way to discover the ancient temple site upon which 
the house has been built, there are no remnants of  the old 
temple left other than a layer of  ash now deep beneath the 
ground and the sewerage pipes. All that can be uncovered is that 
the house is charged with psychic energy and that it has a history 
of  madness and death going back the entire time that such a 
house has existed here.

The Unspeakable Horror can tell them nothing either, while it 
has an intelligence of  a kind, in this world it only hungers and 
kills, using that intelligence to terrify, disturb and destroy in order 
to feed it the sustenance it needs from the tormented mental 
energy of  the insane and the dying.

There is no story here to be unveiled, no way of  piercing to the 
final truth, only events to speculate about and the unexplainable 
horror of  the creature that lurks in the house.

What’s really going on?
The Unspeakable Horror is an avatar of  Hastur just as The 
King in Yellow and The High Priest Not to be Described are. 
The Unspeakable Horror penetrates the Earth at certain points 
and places when the conditions are right for it and manifests as 
strange phenomena, death, insanity and visions.

In the old tribal times this creatures was kept placated by the 
insane priests that tended the temple, with their vanishing and 
the destruction of  the temple it sank away from this place and 
concentrated its efforts elsewhere. With the rise of  the city and 
the building of  the house something changed and The Horror 
began to impinge itself  again on reality, driving people mad with 
touches of  its presence, drawing the energy it needed to emerge 
once again fully and truly feast.

Persons of  Interest
Mary Smith – Deceased
The servant’s daughter credited by some with being the initial 
spark of  the whole haunting, Mary Smith was young when she 
died and, as the daughter of  a servant, not someone of  any 
consequence. Her name is not noted in any but the most obscure 
records and a great deal of  effort will need to be made to find 
any references at all to the incident though, armed with her name 
from crumbling newspaper records the Investigators may find 
the record of  her death which is recorded as accidental, but with 
a tell-tale and superstitious question mark next to it.

Mr Dupree & His Brother
The story about Mr Dupree and his insane brother who lived 
in the attic will be told by many who are questioned about the 
house, but there’s no evidence such a person ever existed or 
lived there and it seems to be entirely a matter of  urban legend, 
perhaps made up just seeking some sort of  explanation for the 
events there.

Lord Lyttleton
Whether Lord Lyttleton genuinely did spend a night in the room 
or not is not easy to discover, but he was a sensitive soul, a poet 
and an artist and also had something of  a bad reputation, being 
known as ‘the bad lord’. Perhaps unhinged and ‘switched on’ 
by his experience with the entity he was said to foresee his own 
death by several days and to have returned as a ghost, briefly, to 
his friend after he died.

Sir Robert Warboys
Sir Robert Warboys, a figure much like Lord Lyttleton, a 
notorious dandy and rake, is the one who is said to have braved 
the house and its haunted room in the eighteen-forties. There’s 
little record of  him, as such a young man, but his grave can be 
found in Bracknell, not that it tells the investigators much of  
anything. If  exhumed his body is, unsurprisingly, rotten but – 
perhaps – more rotten and reduced that it should be.

The Counterfeiters
The counterfeiters who used the address can be found in old 
law and newspaper reports of  the time and appear to have 
simply been a criminal gang intent on making their fortune 
by creating and using or selling on their counterfeit notes and 
coins. The story of  the ghost seems to have made a good cover 
for them and they don’t seem to have been caught up in any 
genuine incidents though they were not found or arrested while 
operating from the house and seem to have left for some other, 
unspecified, reason.

Susan Cooper
The poor maid who went insane is no longer alive, having died 
in the asylum. Fortunately the doctor assigned to take care of  
her kept extensive notes on her condition though he made no 
headway in curing her. She never could describe the thing she 
claimed she saw and never recovered her wits. Whenever she 
tried to describe it should would use terms like ‘shapeless’, 
‘nameless’, ‘substanceless’, always things that it was not rather 
than things that it was. He also makes note that she would be 
gripped by powerful, terrifying dreams and that she took to 
whistling unsettling tunes without realising that she was doing so.

Mr Meyers
The eccentric Mr Meyers, he of  the eloped fiancée, was clearly 
mad but how much of  that was his personal trauma and how 
much was the presence of  The Horror is unclear. He left little 
record of  his existence and lived a solitary life, alone with his 
depression, his furniture and whatever else went on in his mind.

Martin Wallace
Martin Wallace was the survivor of  the two sailors who tried to 
stay in the house in the eighteen-eighties. He is still alive and his 
name can be found mentioned in old newspaper reports.



Tracked down he can be found living, retired, in the United 
States of  America in San Francisco, about as far away from 
Britain as he could get. He can be contacted by telegram and will 
insist that his experience was absolutely real and true as well as 
encouraging them to leave the house well alone. He can describe 
what he saw as a ‘roiling ooze’ but also that it looked as though 
it gripped his friend around the throat and was choking him to 
death ‘as though it had hands’.

Places of  Interest
50 Berkeley Square
50 Berkeley Square is a four story Georgian townhouse in 
London with a lower ground floor and a basement as well. The 
house is quite deep and, while dilapidated and uncared for, hints 
of  its previous grandeur can be seen in the grand staircase and 
the sheet-covered furniture, most of  which is beginning to suffer 
from the unoccupied dampness of  the house.

The house is arranged in an ‘upstairs, downstairs’ fashion with 
the kitchen, pantry and other servant rooms down below and up 
in the roof  space while the main floors of  the house are turned 
over to bedrooms and entertaining for the owner occupiers. 
The house is quite deep-set back into the street and is part of  a 
‘terrace’, a long row of  houses such as are found on each side of  
the square.

The house itself  has a palpable, psychic, aura of  power and evil 
around it which can be sensed by anyone making a roll under 
their POW multiplied by two, multiplied by five in the haunted 
bedroom that is the focus of  the manifestations.

The Unspeakable Horror
The Unspeakable Horror that lurks within the very material of  
the house is a ‘presence’ rather than a physical being or object 
per se. It can manifest itself  in numerous ways that are intended 
to unsettle and disturb the occupants. Strange knocking sounds, 
shifts and creaks in the material of  the house itself, patches of  
blood, a physical presence to push and pull people or objects, 
sudden drops in temperature, strange mists and peculiar qualities 
of  light as well as foul odours and apparitions of  the sorts of  
spooks and spectres that Investigators might expect to find here.

When it is strong and capable enough to manifest itself  it can 
attack more directly, either in the form of  a physical attack or 
a powerful mental compulsion that strips away all comforting 
delusions and rationalisations and lays the sheer naked horror of  
the universe bare.

The Unspeakable Horror appears different to everyone that sees 
it, for some inspiration you can use the following table:

Roll 2d10 Appearance
2 The shade of a little girl in a pinafore that moves like a broken doll.
3 The shadow of a naked maniac, gibbering and mumbling to itself.
4 A foppish man dressed in Georgian dress holding himself aloof, but eyeless.
5 A man in early Victorian garb with mad, staring eyes, bleeding from the tongue.
6 A burly sailor with his torso pierced in several places and an accusing look.
7 A young woman, her body broken and burst, her neck broken, dragging her limbs.
8 A greenish mist that stinks of stagnant lake water.
9 A yellowish fog that drifts around knee height and swirls unnaturally.
10 An inky black shadow, taller than a man with great strong hands and arms.
11 A roiling, ectoplasmic ooze that gushes and oozes as it moves.
12 A kaleidoscopic flickering of yellow, green and orange lights.
13 An octopoidal thing with numberless tentacles, hanging in the air with no support.
14 A hunched, deformed, ugly thing like a half-rotten, skinless corpse.
15 A disembodied, screaming face.
16 A writhing, twisting mass of fluid bodies, temporarily forming faces and limbs.
17 A ball of cold, yellow-green fire.
18 A clashing mass of yellowish lines, shapes and objects, as though something from another dimension were intruding into ours.
19 Whatever most terrifies that particular observer.
20 Something new.

When The Unspeakable Horror attacks it either taps the sanity 
of  its target or harms them physically. The physical attack 
assumes the form of  whatever would be most effective or most 
horrifying to the person being attacked, fire, plagues of  spiders, 
acid burns, exsanguinations or whatever else sends them into 
paroxysms of  fear.

The Unspeakable Horror, Avatar of  Hastur
STR 20 CON 20 SIZ 20 INT 8 POW 25
DEX 18 APP - EDU - SAN - HP 20

Damage Bonus: +1d6
Weapons: Physical Attack 60% damage 2d6
Madness Attack POW Vs POW on the Resistance Table, 
removing 1d6 Sanity if  successful.
HP Regeneration: The Unspeakable Horror regenerates two 
Hit Points every turn.
Armour: The Unspeakable Horror’s protean, insubstantial 
form means it takes no damage at all from physical attacks 
with weapons, fists or firearms. It takes half  damage from fire, 
magical weapons and other forms of  attack.
Spells: Create Gate (Lake of  Hali), Dampen Light, Implant Fear, 
Power Drain.
Sanity Loss: 1d20/2d20

The Conclusion
Driving the presence back may give the appearance that it is 
defeated and it will flee the house for the foreseeable future, but 
it will not be killed but, rather, driven away, perhaps for decades. 
It can be barred somewhat permanently with The Elder Sign or, 
in the unlikely event that it – or Hastur – can be communicated 
with successfully, some new deal could be struck to worship it 
and sacrifice to it as was once done.

Otherwise the Investigators are likely to be driven insane or 
killed by the presence and the best option in the case of  a direct 
fight may simply be to flee for their lives and to try something 
else. Attempts to destroy the house will be thwarted by the thing. 
Should they manage to drive it off  the house will still, likely, not 
be bought provided that they’re honest about what they found 
there and so will lie fallow. The solicitor may try to financially 
encourage them to tell a little ‘white lie’ about the existence of  
any presence there at all.



The Lady of  Coventry
The Story
The story of  Lady Godiva is well known nationally and even 
internationally, but it’s a very local story to Coventry. Of  course, 
all most can remember is that Lady Godiva rode naked through 
the centre of  the town and not many can remember why it 
was significant or why it has been remembered for so long. 
Most don’t know how the story related to the common phrase 
‘Peeping Tom’ or what supposedly happened to him for looking 
upon her as she rode, naked, through the street.

The real Lady Godiva was actually named Godgifu, she was a 
powerful landowner who owned Coventry and who was married 
to Earl Leofric of  Mercia, one of  King Canute’s supporters and 
ruler of  a quarter of  his British kingdom. Godiva is thought of  
as wise, virtuous and charitable while the Earl is remembered as 
a tyrant – though he later had a religious conversion – who taxed 
the people heavily and who persecuted the church and taxed the 
people more than they could afford to pay.

The story goes that Lady Godgifu went to Leofric and begged 
him to both cease his persecution of  the church and to ease 
taxes of  the people so that they were not so downtrodden or 
poor. She is said to have nagged at the Earl incessantly until he, 
finally, exasperated, offered to do so if  she rode naked through 
Coventry on market day, something he was certain that she 
would not do, given her virtuous and modest nature.

Taking him at his word the following market day she rode forth 
on her horse, stark naked and all the way through the market 
place. Here’s where the versions of  the story differ however. In 
one version her modesty was protected by her long and beautiful 
hair, in another messengers went forward and told everyone 
to stay indoors and keep their shutters closed that day, so she 
could ride naked through the town with total impunity. In an 
embellishment to that last version of  the story one man, Peeping 
Tom, took a peek through the shutters to see her naked body 
and was struck blind by god for so doing, in punishment for 
daring to letch after such a pious, modest and selfless woman.

Leofric was forced to lower the taxes and to stop persecuting the 
church and Godgifu became a national and international heroine 
as her story spread over the intervening centuries. The Coventry 
Fair still commemorates her with a costumed lady riding, ‘naked’ 
through the street, accompanied by a ‘Peeping Tom’ who makes 
lewd comments and gestures as he follows her through the 
street.

The Truth
The truth of  the matter is almost entirely in the reverse. In these 
times the church was heavily infiltrated by cults of  the Elder 
Gods and used the authority and protections of  the church to 
great effect when preying upon people, using their generosity 
and trusting faith in a false god to fleece them of  their money 
and to exploit and use the people. Canute was aware of  this, 
having encountered corruption in the monasteries before and 
had instructed his Earls to be wary for corruption as well.

Leofric suspected Coventry and particularly the church there 
of  being a hotbed of  cult activity, even though he had married 
Godgifu. His persecution of  the church was a means to try and 
shake something loose, to make them reveal themselves and 

his taxation was a punishment and a fund to Canute’s personal 
bodyguards who were also involved in cracking down on the 
cults.

Godgifu, a part of  the cult, appealed to the dark gods of  their 
worship and received a pact from Nyarlathotep in one of  his 
many forms. In exchange for becoming his, in life and death, 
Hastur would act to change and warp the Earl’s mind, to spare 
the cult and the people, if  only Godgifu would become his 
bride and ride through the street as part of  the ritual. The mere 
sight of  her, thus transformed, would drive whole swathes of  
the town to abject madness, fair recompense in addition to her 
servitude.

In seeking to cheat Nyarlathotep the cult decided to warn the 
people of  the town and to concoct a story about what she was 
doing. The story stuck and only one man dared to look, driven 
to hysterical blindness and selective amnesia by what he saw. The 
pact was honoured but Nyarlathotep cheated, the Earl’s mind 
changed by ‘divine revelation’.

The cult persisted so long as Godgifu and her puppet husband 
continued to live but, out of  favour with Nyarlathotep the 
cult slowly faded away until by seventeen-hundred it was only 
survived by a few artefacts and vague memories. These artefacts 
and aspects, left by the cult, still linger around Coventry waiting 
for someone to pick them up again and to renew the cult and 
honour its bonds with Nyarlathotep.

The Messenger’s Bride
The Hook
An archaeological investigation into the old Priory and 
Benedictine monastery that used to stand on the site of  St 
Michael’s Cathedral is underway, with special attention to the 
undercroft, the old storage areas which survive the construction 
of  the cathedral over the old structures. This exploration has 
uncovered a few, unusual things and the lead archaeologist wants 
to get some more sets of  eyes, ones familiar with pre-Christian 
rituals and ideas, in to have a look.

When the Investigators arrive both the archaeologist and some 
of  the materials they’ve pulled out of  the chambers of  the 
undercroft have gone missing and nobody seems to know quite 
where. The police are treating it as a missing persons case and 
the dig is pressing on in the meantime. A consultation seems to 
have become a more involved investigation…

The Investigation
The site that the archaeologists have uncovered shows evidence 
of  worship of  Nyarlathotep and other of  the Elder Gods and 
powers of  the Mythos, but Nyarlathotep in particular. According 
to the records of  the dig what is missing is a book, The Tongue 
of  the Messenger, a Latin book which appears to have been the 
main sacred tome of  whatever cult or secret religious sect used 
these hidden chambers, his notes reveal that he believes it was 
translated from the Old Norse, via Old English, into Latin.

There are a lot of  women – for the time – involved in the 
archaeological dig, interested as they are in Lady Godiva as an 
icon of  women’s suffrage, power and her show of  force and 
sexuality resonating with the flapper subculture to which many 
of  these young women belong.



The archaeologist’s departure doesn’t make a great deal of  sense, 
given his asking for the Investigators but his room is cleared 
as if  he left and his car is missing. Later on, the car will turn 
up abandoned and burnt out in the countryside, with his body 
inside it and all his things, he isn’t the culprit, but the hunt for 
him will have kept police and investigators distracted while the 
dig continues.

Investigation into the habits and backgrounds of  the other 
archaeologists will reveal that several of  the flapper women are 
living very ‘loose’ lifestyles and have an unhealthy interest in – 
amongst other things – European witchcraft and the ancient 
Egyptian religion. With that known the Investigators are on the 
trail of  the real perpetrators, a pair of  feminist, ‘pagan’, flapper 
girls from amongst the archaeologists and diggers who intend to 
try and recreate the spell that empowered Lady Godiva – which 
threatens to drive the whole town insane.

The Story to be Unveiled
Cranston Regis, the lead archaeologist, is happy to take whatever 
help he can on digs, particularly if  it’s cheap. Students are 
particularly cheap and helpful and he’s perfectly willing to take 
on women if  they’re willing to work on such a dirty job and even 
rationalises it past his slight misogyny by telling himself  women 
have smaller fingers and will work more delicately.

In taking on women diggers he took on Cassandra and Doris, a 
pair whose interest in the past is fixed upon the idea of  sexually 
liberated and powerful female figures, Diana, Athena and 
examples of  powerful women from history such as Cleopatra or, 
locally, Lady Godiva.

The discover of  the book had a powerful effect on the pair, 
almost as though it were calling to them. Studying the book 
when they could get their hands on it and staying on site well 
into the night they took on the feeling that the lore it contained 
would really work and so took steps to preserve it for themselves 
and to deflect blame onto Cranston.

The women have all but created a bacchanalian cult amongst 
the other women of  the dig site and some of  the flappers and 
young men of  the local town, simply by living their life here 
while they’re working. Now that they have a religious core to that 
group it threatens to become something even more.

Using the book they’ve contacted ‘The Messenger’ and offered 
to fulfil the deal made with Godiva all those years ago in 
exchange for personal power and becoming the brides of  what 
they see as a handsome god, subservient to the power of  ‘the 
goddess’.

Unless they’re stopped they will enact the rite and become 
something ‘other’, threatening the people of  Coventry with 
insanity and suffering as they ride through the town to their 
‘wedding’.

What’s really going on?
Lady Godgifu and the cult to which she belonged manipulated 
Nyarlathotep and, through him, the Earl in order to protect and 
cement their power in the eleven-hundreds. Amused by their 
temerity Nyarlathotep allowed them to live but denied them his 
further gifts, the cult petering out and vanishing to nothing in the 
following centuries. 

Nyarlathotep still wants his due however and has kept a watchful 
eye on the city and the remnants of  the cult waiting for an 
opportunity to extract his overdue toll.

The archaeological examination of  the cathedral has afforded 
that opportunity, enamoured with the stories of  Lady Godiva 
and susceptible to Nyarlathotep’s siren call the young women 
amongst the archaeological dig have been perverted into his 
willing servants, sold on lies and driven to madness through 
desire for power and immortality and a truth to their ideas about 
the old beliefs that they think they have uncovered.

With the women ensnared Nyarlathotep is toying with them as 
a cat might play with a mouse, using them and abusing them 
in order to break down their minds and those around them, 
pushing their vices and weaknesses and ruining them in vicarious 
revenge for being cheated all those centuries ago, preparing them 
for their role as the harbingers of  madness to Coventry as a 
whole.

Persons of  Interest
Cranston Regis
Cranston Regis is the acquaintance of  the Investigators who is 
the chief  archaeologist on site as the undercroft is excavated and 
the new rooms – used by the old cult – are uncovered in some 
of  the oldest parts of  the cathedral. Cranston has no real inkling 
what the temple is, other than showing surprise to find pagan 
symbology in such a place – at least of  this type. A technical man 
he didn’t realise the import of  the book until it was too late and 
he was dead. Cranston’s an incredibly boring individual but still 
didn’t deserve to die, stabbed to death with scissors and a trowel 
and then burnt in his car at a remote site. Unmarried and without 
any children Cranston leaves nothing behind but his mediocre 
and deeply technical work.

Cassandra Day
Cassandra is a slender, slightly tall girl with a crisp, blonde bob 
and bee stung lips, given to wearing trousers and going out 
of  her way to shock and dismay those around her who can be 
shocked and dismayed. She drinks a great deal and smokes near-
constantly, seemingly with little in the way of  inhibition and very 
much the embodiment of  the flapper movement. Under the 
influence of  Nyarlathotep and The Tongue of  the Messenger 
she has become a caricature of  herself, promiscuous rather than 
liberated, a drunkard rather than a drinker and a cultist rather 
than a dabbler. Of  the two girls she is the leader, with Doris 
following in her wake, trying to live up to her wild ways.

Cassandra Day, Age 18, Student
STR 7 CON 8 SIZ 14 INT 17 POW 13
DEX 10 APP 14 EDU 12 SAN 5 HP 11

Damage Bonus: +0
Weapons: Fist 50% 1d3
Knife 55% 1d4
Skills: Anthropology 21%, Archaeology 31%, Art (Dance) 35%, 
Conceal 35%, Craft (Makeup) 25%, Credit Rating 35%, Cthulhu 
Mythos 20%, Dodge 40%, Drive Automobile 40%, Fast Talk 25%, 
History 40%, Library Use 45%, Occult 25%, Other Language (Latin) 
41%, Persuade 55%, Photography 20%, Sneak 20%.



Doris Wentworth – Flapper/Cultist
Doris is the follower of  the pair, trailing in Cassandra’s wake. 
She’s the prettier of  the two but is more of  a wallflower, unable 
to loosen up without a drink and slightly less under the sway 
of  the book and of  Nyarlathotep. Something in her is resistant 
of  what she thinks she wants to be but she follows along after 
Cassandra anyway, spellbound by her fashionable dress and 
outlook. Doris is average height with a dark brown bob and 
more subtle makeup than Cassandra, she fiddles with her pearls 
constantly and, on site, is more knowledgeable than Cassandra, 
but also too timid to speak up and reveal her relative expertise.

Doris Wentworth, Age 19, Student
STR 12 CON 9 SIZ 12 INT 13 POW 12
DEX 13 APP 16 EDU 14 SAN 10 HP 11

Damage Bonus: +0
Weapons: Fist 60% 1d3
Knife 65% 1d4
Skills: Anthropology 11%, Archaeology 41%, Art (Dance) 25%, 
Conceal 35%, Craft (Makeup) 35%, Credit Rating 35%, Cthulhu 
Mythos 10%, Dodge DEX 46%, Drive Automobile 40%, Fast Talk 
25%, History 40%, Library Use 45%, Occult 25%, Other Language 
(Latin) 21%, Persuade 35%, Photography 40%, Sneak 30%.

Casper Gordon
Casper is a digger at the cathedral, trying his hand at a little 
manual labour in the name of  education and placating his 
parents. In reality he’s here because he’s utterly smitten with 
both Cassandra and Doris, he’s their ‘snugglepup’, a man who 
frequents ‘petting parties’ held by flappers. He’ll unquestioningly 
do anything for either of  them, especially since Nyarlathotep’s 
influence has been working away at them, and him, surprising  
himself  with the extent to which he has gone for them, even 
going so far as to help dispose of  Cranston’s body. A keen 
cricketer and photographer Casper is still at a loose end having 
found nothing to truly engage his interest.

Casper Gordon, Age 21, Digger
STR 13 CON 15 SIZ 14 INT 17 POW 12
DEX 12 APP 15 EDU 15 SAN 25 HP 15

Damage Bonus: +1d4
Weapons: Fist 60% 1d3
Grapple 45%, Special
Skills: Accounting 20%, Archaeology 21%, Art (Dance) 45%, Bargain 
25%, Climb 50%, Credit Rating 45%, Cthulhu Mythos 10%, Dodge 
54%, Drive Automobile 60%, Fast Talk 25%, Hide 30%, History 30%, 
Library Use 35%, Natural History 30%, Occult 15%, Persuade 25%, 
Photography 70%, Sneak 30%, Throw 75%. 

The Tongue of the Messenger
The Tongue of  the Messenger is a sixteenth century manuscript, mostly 
in Latin but with some writings in Old Norse and some transcriptions 
and translations side by side. It is an addled, self  contradictory mess of  
writing that barely seems to make sense and which interchangeably refers 
to Nyarlathotep as Hermod, Hermes, Mercury and Artaios, without ever 
giving him his proper name. The tangled web of  contradictory statements 
and peculiar statements is particularly maddening and can cause a reader’s 
brain to ‘seize up’ trying to reconcile what they’re reading with each other. 
In spite of  all that the book isn’t particularly informative and contains very 
little in the way of  true magic, despite containing a great deal of  ritual and 
nonsensical chanting.
Reading the book costs 1d10/2d10 Sanity.
It only grants +2 Cthulhu Mythos but opens the way for Nyarlathotep to 
grant more knowledge to the reader, on his whim.
The book contains the spell: Contact Nyarlathotep and nothing else.

Places of  Interest
The Petting Place
The archaeological group has rented rooms from the Coventry 
Institute, the men in one set of  dormitory housing, the women 
in the other. Cassandra has lead the way in turning the dormitory 
into the common site of  ‘petting parties’, a gathering from 
the nineteen-twenties, a party, in which people would meet for 
the express purpose of  making out and foreplay. These have 
become understandably popular with the local young men and 
some of  the more trend-following local women and the parties 
have virtually become drunken orgies under the influence of  
Nyarlathotep through Cassandra. She has even introduced 
parody religio-spiritual elements to the parties. Attendance might 
allow an Investigator to overhear something or for one of  the 
group to let something slip, searching might reveal the girls’ 
partial translation notes and further hints about what they are 
planning to do as well as reference works on the story of  Lady 
Godiva and what she did.

The Undercroft
The Undercroft is amongst the oldest parts of  the cathedral and 
existed earlier when the site was both a priory and a Benedictine 
monastery. Before the cult petered out these religious groups 
were all heavily infiltrated by cults of  the elder gods but all was 
concealed beneath a façade of  devout religious worship to the 
Christian god. The cult chambers that have recently been found 
contain crudely hewn statues of  Hermod, Hermes, Mercury and 
Artaios. All pagan gods and all messengers. The number one-
thousand also appears consistently throughout the chamber, a 
thousand tiles, a thousand notches on the altar and the symbol 
for one-thousand from many different cultures and times. While 
crude the cult chamber is also richly appointed, inlaid with gold 
and silver, indicating the wealth of  the cult in times past.

The Cottage
Cassandra and Doris have hired, from their own money, a small 
cottage standing not far from the old market. The cottage has a 
stable for which they have procured two white horses, which they 
intend to ride, when they’re ready, transformed by Nyarlathotep 
to complete the ritual he has required of  them to become his 
brides. They don’t truly understand what this means for them 
or what will happen to them. They’ve stripped the house out 
completely and adorned it with nonsense imagery, magical 
circles and runic inscriptions given to them by Nyarlathotep and 
Cassandra, Doris and Casper all spend a great deal of  time here 
when not out drinking or at one of  the petting parties.

The Creature
Bride of  Nyarlathotep
If  the girls are not stopped then they will be transformed into 
Brides of  Nyarlathotep, naked to the soul, not just the skin and 
unnaturally beautiful in an unattainable fashion. The power 
of  Nyarlathotep turns them into the mathematical, platonic 
definition of  beauty, an ideal that cannot be realised in the 
physical dimension, an intrusion into this reality from the strange 
worlds in which he walks. To gaze upon them is to see a perfect 
circle but also to see unattainable human beauty. They look like 
every lost love, every unattainable woman, every unrequited 
love that the observer has ever seen. This has its greatest effect 
on men but also affects women deeply. Anyone struck mad by 
exposure to the brides develops hysterical blindness and, after 
the event, amnesia for what they have seen. 



The transformation also renders them as terrible as they are 
beautiful, unnaturally clawed and possessed of  the wildness of  
the furies, should they be challenged.

If  they complete their passage through the market, having 
rendered most who saw them insane and wild, they and the 
horses they ride upon will die, boiling away in unnatural colour 
and radiation into Nyarlathotep’s clutches, though he will be far 
from finished with the aftermath.

Bride of  Nyarlathotep, Ageless, Unearthly Beauty
STR 20 CON 15 SIZ 14 INT 18 POW 20
DEX 20 APP - EDU - SAN - HP 15 

Damage Bonus: +1d6
Weapons: Claw 60% 1d4+1d6
Bite 40% 2d6
Brides can attack twice in a single turn and are able to leap, run 
and climb with unnatural ability.
Armour: The Brides take only a single point of  damage from 
any non-magical attacks.
Regeneration: The Brides regenerate a single point of  damage 
on every turn.
Otherworldly: The Brides and their mounts can shift into the 
space between realities, passing through barriers or blockades 
in their paths, accompanied by shifting lights and a flash of  
bleaching radiation.
Sanity: Men lose 1d10/1d100 Sanity Points for witnessing the 
brides. Women lose 1d6/2d20 Sanity Points. Insanity is likely to 
include hysterical blindness, amnesia and various sexual changes 
such as homosexuality, transsexualism, nymphomania and 
similar.

The Conclusion
If  the women are stopped before they can get around to their 
little ‘parade’ then the day is saved, though the immorality 
that they introduced will form the nucleus of  a new cult to 
Nyarlathotep that will carry on after they’re gone. Nyarlathotep 
will bide his time for another chance to take his toll from the city.

If  they are not stopped the Brides will begin their naked ride, 
turning a whole swathe of  the city irrecoverably insane and 
leading to an almost contagious level of  madness in the streets, 
rape, riot, arson and stumbling hordes of  the blind that will take 
decades to set right.

One possible consequence could be increased attention from 
the government upon the cult and what they might have known, 
making Coventry an important site for government research into 
the Cthulhu Mythos, perhaps a reason why Coventry cathedral 
gets bombed flat during World War Two.

West Wratting
The Story
Between West Wratting and Balsham near Cambridge, it is 
said, a strange creature roams the countryside, though it has 
also been reported in Rendlesham forest. The beast is not the 
same as the big black dogs and cats that are regularly reported 
around other parts of  Britain but is, instead, described as a 
great, black, ape-like creature with shaggy fur, a monkey’s face 
and great, staring eyes. Some describe it as walking on two legs, 
some on four, some report it having more of  a canine aspect to 
it and the creature is occasionally blamed for deaths, thefts and 
disappearances within the area, particularly of  dogs, sheep and 
cattle, though also for human disappearances.

Racism
There is no escaping Lovecraft’s racism which, though in part a product 
of  the times was also an aspect of  Lovecraft himself, his experiences and 
his views. It does not belittle the impact and worth of  his writings but it is 
inescapable in some of  them. This section deals with one of  his stories that 
inescapably rests upon his racist views and while this has been somewhat 
moderated in the text, some may still take offence. No racism is intended on 
the part of  the author, only a reflection upon and incorporation of  some of  
Lovecraft’s short fiction, the source of  the antagonists could be changed if  the 
Keeper or group find the subject matter distasteful, Deep Ones make a good 
substitute especially since this story takes place relatively close to the coast.

The Truth
While stories about the Shug Monkey are very old the true facts 
behind the tale are only around a hundred-and-fifty years distant. 
The explorer, Sir Wade Jermyn, notable for his explorations 
and strange conjectures about the Congo area of  Africa, had 
been placed in a madhouse in Huntingon in seventeen-sixty-
five, leaving his strange son without a father. That son originally 
disappeared while working as a sailor, off  the congolese coast 
and was not heard from again, but that isn’t the full truth. The 
prodigal son, Sir Philip, did return, but did not return to his 
family, having discovered certain vile truths about himself. The 
mother of  his child, whom he had abandoned, was a shame to 
her son and had returned to her gypsy home, leaving her son, 
Robert, to take up his family mantle and to progress without 
the shame of  his low born mother being around. Philip and 
his gypsy bride were reunited and took up residence in the 
dilapidated and virtually forgotten Jermyn hunting lodge in 
Rendlesham forest, there raising their own family away from 
prying eyes and judgement.

Certain traits of  the family bloodline ebb and flow within 
Jermyn blood, an aspect of  forehead, a length of  arm, a certain, 
unnatural grace and capacity for physical feats as well as a 
tendency for lower intelligence and a terrible propensity for 
violence. Occasionally, the family traits come together in all 
too powerful fashion and something much more primitive and 
disturbing results. Unwilling to kill this unnatural brood the 
bastard line of  the Jermyn family, now a gypsy troupe of  its own, 
keeps them within the extended cellars and storerooms of  the 
old Jermyn hunting lodge and protects them fiercely from prying 
eyes with wild stories, gypsy curses and the presence of  an all too 
genuine and rapacious ‘Shug Monkey’.



Jermyn’s Lost Legacy
The Hook
The occasional disappearances and the predation upon livestock, 
along with the stories about the thievery and near banditry of  the 
gypsies keep a lot of  local people away from the Jermyn lodge 
and the gypsy folk who call it home. ‘Simple’ folk are content 
to leave well alone and to allow superstition and fear to prevent 
them from doing what they wish. The more well-to-do classes 
aren’t quite so willing and the latest depredation of  the terrible 
‘Shug Monkey’ didn’t happen to a dismissable village simpleton 
but to a member of  the more worthy classes out riding in the 
woods, and a woman no less. The police still refuse to take the 
incident seriously, not believing stories of  the ‘Shug Monkey’ and 
dismissing any reports along those lines, even if  they come from 
Miss Helen Gray, a woman of  some social standing and wealth 
from a good family and even if  they involve the disappearance 
of  another young woman, the maid, Virginnia, from the Gray 
residence in Woodbridge, who went missing.

Determined to support their daughter and believing what she 
has told them the Grays have put up the money to hire the 
Investigators to look into the disappearance and the story of  the 
Shug Monkey. Hopefully, to restore Virginnia to her parents and 
to their employ.

The Investigation
The investigation is likely to start in Woodbridge and the 
surrounding towns. The stories of  the Shug Monkey go back 
centuries, far longer than these genuine attacks have. Locals 
know stories going back for these great long periods but the 
older people say that the real attacks only started happening in 
their lifetimes, perhaps forty or fifty years back, they can’t recall 
anything from before that time.

That part of  the forest is also known for the presence of  the 
gypsies who seem to have settled there, rather than wandering. 
They’re constantly in and out of  the surrounding villages and 
towns, begging, selling lucky heather, charms and dogs to those 
that want them. Otherwise they’re an insular bunch and often 
blamed for thefts and constantly getting into fights in the pubs 
when they do come into the towns, drinking like demons and 
with no sense of  self  control. People keep clear of  them and 
away from their part of  the forest.

Given that the gypsies share the forest with the Shug Monkey 
the investigation should inevitably lead to the gypsy camp in the 
forest. They’re even more insular and wary there though they 
keep their camp away from the old lodge to try and distract 
attention. Their ways are not like other gypsies and intrusion into 
their camp will reveal this, for so long as they’re willing to put up 
with the Investigators and feed them disinformation.

The presence of  the old Jermyn hunting lodge is only kept in 
some of  the older records and it has been forgotten about except 
by poachers and keepers who both give the place a wide berth, 
citing the presence of  the gypsies and a strangeness about the 
place that they don’t like, something that contradicts the location 
of  the actual gypsy camp and may draw Investigator suspicions 
there. The building itself  is guarded by Jermyn gypsies with dogs 
and is the lair of  the Shug Monkey and its extended family of  
Jermyn ‘sports’ as well as the place where Virginia is being held, 
so long as she survives.

If  the Investigators are slow another encounter between a 
gamekeeper and the Shug Monkey can push the investigation 
forward, the Shug Monkey having had a key on a string about 
its neck which gets torn off  in their deadly confrontation, found 
when the unfortunate keeper is himself  found, the Jermyn family 
crest worked into the key.

The Invesigation will most likely end with a violent confrontation 
between the Investigators and their friends and the white apes 
and their extended clan. A rare opportunity for combat-oriented 
Investigators to really show their mettle and worth.

The Story to be Unveiled
The Shug Monkey and its extended, perverse family have 
claimed a considerable chunk of  the forest as their territory, 
man-beasts and beast-men living side by side in the form of  the 
extended Jermyn gypsy family. Incest and near beastiality runs 
rampant through this hidden community, concentrating the white 
ape bloodline amongst their number and resulting in occasional 
offspring that all but fully express their bestial ape side. They’ve 
used the combination of  the myth of  the Shug Monkey and their 
unsavoury reputation to keep people away while they’ve grown 
in number and strength.

The disappearance of  Virginia Wood is the ‘tribe’ overstepping 
its bounds and playing its hand too strongly. Believing themselves 
largely untouchable they’ve allowed the girl to be taken by the 
Shug Monkey as his ‘prize’ not believing that anyone will take 
the claims seriously or look into her disappearance with any real 
effort or seriousness despite her association with a wealthy family 
of  good stock – albeit as a servant.

The Investigators will uncover the involvement of  the gypsies 
and that something is strange about them, as well as the existence 
of  the Jermyn family and, perhaps via that or from exploration, 
the existence of  the hunting lodge. Investigation there will reveal 
the full horror of  what the Jermyn bloodline has wrought and an 
inevitable, violent conflict with both the inhuman beasts and the 
gypsies that protect them, perhaps the gypsies themselves.

The Jermyn Family
The facts behind the Jermyn family are to be found in Lovecraft’s short 
story: Facts Concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and His Family which 
can be found in several collected editions of  Lovecraft’s work, or online. The 
short version is that the Jermyn family have had a taint of  the macabre and 
the strange since Sir Wade Jermyn’s eighteenth-century explorations of  the 
Congo and his return with a mysterious bride. The line ended in nineteen-
twenty with the death of  Arthur Jermyn and the destruction by burning 
of  a peculiar mummy which had been shipped to him from the Congo. The 
Jermyn house now stands empty, gutted of  any evidence, conjecture or notes 
from the family by the Royal Anthropological Society.

What’s really going on?
Deep in the Congolese jungle are the shattered remnants of  an 
ancient city, once – apparently – overrun by a peculiar species of  
gorilla or ape. This singular species has now been wiped out by 
the violence of  the N’bangu tribe that also resides in the area, 
overturned, shattered, burned and all but destroyed, along with 
every one of  the apes rendering them extinct. What artefacts 
remained were shipped to the United Kingdom, most of  them to 
the anthropological society or to Arthur Jermyn where, in both 
cases they were destroyed.



This ‘city of  apes’ was the location of  an anthropoid ‘missing 
link’, suitably close to humanity to be able to cross breed 
successfully, though the ape like traits have turned out to be 
somewhat dominant, resulting in a violence and inhuman 
sensibility, a crudeness and low beastliness that has come out 
in the Jermyn bloodline generation after generation. Sir Wade 
Jermyn had ‘married’ the humanoid ‘queen’ of  these ape people 
and had given her a son whom he raised as his own until his 
disappearance and Wade’s incarceration for insanity.

That son later returned, carrying the bloodline taint of  the ape’s 
curse and spreading it throughout the extended family of  his 
own, gypsy bride but staying away from his first son who was 
now the new Sir Jermyn. Intermarriage and secrecy spread the 
taint throughout the gypsy troupe and gave it a reputation for 
brutality and ugliness of  character reinforcing their segregation 
and leading to an incestuous tendency that has only reinforced 
the ape-like bloodline to the degree of  producing children who 
are much more ape than man, including the Shug Monkey itself, 
the ‘silverback’ of  the troupe of  his similar kin.

Without conscience or the other redeeming qualities of  man the 
white-apes and their gyspy kin are given over to base lusts and 
self  gratification, a bestial people shunned by villagers and fellow 
travellers alike. The family lurks in the woods like a tribal people, 
only one step beyond the ape-creatures that they hide within the 
old Jermyn lodge and take care of  as they would their own family 
– which of  course they are.

Persons of  Interest
The Grays
Hildebrand and Bernice Gray – Helen’s parents – are a gruff  
couple, of  good stock and somewhat moneyed through family 
and business and with several older children, of  which Helen is 
the only one still at home. They are well-to-do but in a horse-
and-hunting country style, fond of  fox hunting, shooting, riding 
and other country pursuits. The maid, Virginnia, was Helen’s 
friend as well as a house servant and while not particularly 
approving the Grays allowed the friendship. With the poor girl 
missing they take this as an attack and a personal affront against 
them and have assured the girl’s parents that they’ll get to the 
bottom of  it. Hildebrand is an imposing, ruddy-faced figure, very 
fond of  a drink and prone to proposing blunt solutions. He’s 
a keen gun collector and is happy to loan the Investigators any 
number of  shotguns as and when they need them, even to round 
up a few men to assist them if  they can give him good reason. 
Bernice is no kinder or gentler than her husband, a woman of  
steely determination and a fine horsewoman, qualities she passed 
on to Helen.

The Woods
Virginia’s parents Adam and Fleur Wood are distraught at her 
loss and are a relatively poor family that ‘knows their place’, they 
are grateful to the Grays whom they see as their patrons and 
a second family to their daughter for all their help. They know 
some of  the stories of  the Shug Monkey and can point the 
Investigators in the right direction to learn more, likely from the 
older men at the pubs, the newspaper office or the police station. 
The Woods aren’t as much help as others like the Grays might be 
in a direct sense, but they are involved in the towns and villages 
more directly.

Miss Helen Gray
A strapping young lady of  gruff  temprement  and some physical 
ability, Helen is of  good country stock and not easily shaken but 
the incident with the maid, her friend Virginia, has left her quite, 
quite shaken. She can steel herself  if  she thinks she can help her 
friend but is otherwise horrified by what she saw. A:

‘Great glaring beast with greasy black fur, like one of  those terrible apes 
from the zoo, but worse, larger, moving almost like a man’.

They were out riding when they were attacked, the creature, the 
‘Shug Monkey’ leaping from behind a tree and taking Virginia 
clean off  her horse, carrying her away almost before Helen 
could react. She can lead them to the place where peculiar hand-
like marks and broken branches can be found in the area of  
the attack but, after that, nothing. The marks are also old and 
partially obscured.

Helen Gray, Age 19, Country Lady
STR 10 CON 14 SIZ 14 INT 11 POW 11
DEX 11 APP 12 EDU 15 SAN 50 HP 14

Damage Bonus: +0
Weapons: Fist 60% 1d3
Skills: Accounting 40%, Art (Piano) 75%, Credit Rating 45%, Dodge 
42%, History 60%, Natural History 80%, Ride 75%, Shotgun 60%, 
Track 50%.

Virginia Wood
Virginia is a plump, plain and rather dull girl who can’t believe 
her luck in befriending Helen. To most there’s nothing attractive 
or special about her but for some reason the Shug Monkey has 
taken a particular like to her and, since her abduction she has 
suffered the very torments of  hell at the hands of  the beast 
and its protectors, all but losing her mind, protecting her fragile 
ego by convincing herself  that it’s all a nightmare of  some kind 
and that she will wake up at any moment. She still has enough 
wit and strength to move under her own power should she be 
rescued but once into safety will suffer a complete breakdown.

Virginnia Wood, Age 21, Maid
STR 8 CON 9 SIZ 15 INT 13 POW 8
DEX 8 APP 11 EDU 11 SAN 10 HP 12

Damage Bonus: +0
Weapons: Fist 50% 1d3
Skills: Art (Choir) 45%, Bargain 35%, Craft (Crochet) 35%, Dodge 
26%, First Aid 60%, Listen 55%, Natural History 80%, Ride 75%, 
Sneak 50%.

The Jermyn Gypsies
The Jermyn gypsies are an unnattractive lot, swarthy of  skin and 
extremely hirsute, both men and women alike though their hair 
tends to the grey and white and to age rather quickly. Their arms 
tend to be long, their legs somewhat bowed and their manner 
bestial, inarticulate and prone to sudden violence. Their brows 
are sloped and pronounced, their backs somewhat hunched and 
the women, while a little better in aspect than the men, possessed 
of  a certain animal grace and magnetism, are still somewhat off.



Jermyn Gypsies, Age: Various, Tainted Bloodline
STR 13 CON 13 SIZ 12 INT 11 POW 11
DEX 13 APP 9 EDU 6 SAN 50 HP 13

Damage Bonus: +1d4
Weapons: Fist 50% 1d3
Shotgun 40% 4d6/2d6/1d6
Knife 35%, 2d4
Skills: Bargain 15%, Climb 60%, Conceal 25%, Dodge 46%, Drive 
Horses 40%, Fast Talk 25%, Hide 20%, Jump 45%, Listen 35%, 
Natural History 20%, Persuade 25%, Ride 25%, Sneak 30%, Spot 
Hidden 35%, Track 30%.

The Hounds
The Jermyn gypsies also breed dogs in their squalid camp, 
a mongrol breed that has taken on many of  the savage and 
unsavoury airs of  their breeders but which make vicious and 
loyal guard dogs all the same. They’re meted our cruel treatment 
by their masters but will still viciously attack anyone and anything 
that they’re told to.

Gyspy Dogs
STR 9 CON 13 SIZ 7 INT - POW 6
DEX 13 APP - EDU - SAN 15 HP 

Damage Bonus: -1d4
Weapons: Bite 40%, (1d6-1d4)+1
Skills: Listen 75%, Follow Scent 90%

Places of  Interest
The Jermyn Lodge
The Jermyn lodge is a dilapidated sixteenth century building, 
renovated in the seventeeth and the eighteenth centuries but 
largely left alone since then. It’s crumbling, the roof  sagging in 
and though the Jermyn gypsies have done their best to shore it 
up it’s a losing battle and they prefer to stay in their shacks, tents 
and caravans – which haven’t moved in a very long time either 
and no longer could. The lodge is protected by a handful of  
shotgun armed gypsies at all times, both against interlopers and 
against any creature other than the Shug Monkey getting out, 
that beast being allowed to roam almost as it wishes.

The cellars of  the lodge are intact and have been extended. They 
are dark and dank, lit only by the occasional barred window and 
full of  a dozen or so white apes of  both genders and various 
ages, as well as Virginia, herself  imprisoned by the imprisoned 
apes, the claimed property of  the Shug Monkey. The whole place 
stinks like the monkey house at the zoo, something which scares 
game and other animals away from the lodge, helping to keep 
people from coming there.

The Gypsy Camp
The gypsy camp is maintained some distance away from the 
Jermyn lodge and is a combination of  tents, shacks and rotting 
caravans. The place stinks almost as bad as the lodge and is also 
overrun with dogs. Children run naked through the camp, dirty 
and smeared with mud, the women roast bloody meat over spits 
on the fires or cook foul slop made from unspeakable pickings 
from the forest. The men fight and argue and beat their chests, 
constantly competing with each other.

Rather than the sound of  the fiddle or the whistle the camp 
rings to the sound of  drums, a primal rhythm that seems out of  
place in an English forest and more suited to some distant jungle 
though its rhythm is infectious. 

The gypsies sometimes use these drums to signal to each other 
across the forest, the sounds of  some of  the drums carrying 
some distance.

They are extremely hostile to strangers but are willing to talk to 
the Investigators if  only to throw them completely off  the scent, 
sending them to the other side of  the forest, killing a big black 
dog from amongst their animals and leaving it for them to find 
along with some bloody scraps of  Virginia’s clothing. They’re 
hopeful that that will be enough to throw them off  or at least to 
satisfy the police or the parents.

The Shug Monkey
The Shug Monkey is a huge white-ape, its fur blackened with 
soot and lamp black to hide it in the dark. It has a fearsome 
aspect, walking half  on all fours and half  on its hind legs, able 
to move at a fair clip in such a manner. The Shug Monkey has 
enormous teeth, yellow fangs, bunched in its mouth and its eyes, 
while wild, have an almost human intelligence to them.

Shug Monkey, White Ape Alpha
STR 28 CON 13 SIZ 21 INT 10 POW 11
DEX 13 APP - EDU - SAN - HP 17

Damage Bonus: +2d6
Weapons: Bite 55% 3d6
Hands 55% 3d6
Grapple 55% Special
Armour: 1-point skin
Skills: Hide 75%, Track 75%, Climb 75%, Jump 75%
Notes: The Shug Monkey conducts attacks as per the gorilla 
within the main Call of  Cthulhu rulebook.

The White Apes
The white apes from within the Jermyn lodge can be represented 
by using the statistics for an average gorilla from within the main 
Call of  Cthulhu rulebook. The males will attack outright while 
the females will hang back and try to protect the young. The apes 
can also show much greater and more human intelligence than 
apes normally would, so they should be played with cunning, 
planning and adaptability, not just blindly charging to their deaths 
even though they are capable of  great rage.

The Conclusion
The investigation should end with a violent confrontation 
between the Investigators and the white apes at the Jermyn lodge 
as well as their guards and protectors. They should be able to 
rescue Virginia, though she may be held ‘hostage’ by one of  the 
apes, particularly the Shug Monkey, as a way to ward off  the 
Investigators from shooting. With the white-apes crushed only 
the main gypsy camp remains but without a considerable number 
of  helpers, preferably the military or the police, the Jermyn 
gypsies – or at least some of  them – are bound to get away.

That should be an end to it, but unfortunately for Virginia she 
is pregnant and when she comes to term in eight and a half  
months the Investigators may well be called upon again and the 
Jermyn clan may well come skulking back, looking to reclaim 
whoever, or whatever, has been born to the maid. 


