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THE TERRIBLE HOUSE 
AN ARKHAM INVESTIGATIONS CASE BY OLD MAN WHATELEY    REVISION 0 

 
Introduction  

 
Welcome to my third casebook for the Arkham 

Investigations expansion. Of the casebooks 

available at the moment, this is the first to 

incorporate the use of an expansion other than 

the Arkham Horror game. To play this case, you 

must have a copy of the Dunwich Horror 

expansion boxed set. 

The basis for this casebook was derived from a 
scenario I wrote several years ago for the Call of 
Cthulhu rpg game. 

Cheers, 

Old Man Whateley 

THE STORY SO FAR 

Twice now I have been interviewed by the 

Arkham police concerning the disappearance of 

Officer Simon Angell, and have spoken at length 

of my innocence in the matter. I truly do not 

know what became of Angell, though I hope it is 

a far better fate than the one that I suspect. It is 

true that I was with Officer Angell when he 

went missing in that blasphemous house in 

Arkham that fateful afternoon. But to precisely 

what transpired concerning his disappearance I 

have insisted, quite truthfully, to know nothing 

save the facts surrounding the case. Yet, I did 

not tell the full truth, or of what I suspected of 

which I dared not speak of during my interview 

with the police. Of what occurred later, 

whether they were visions of madness or 

nightmare, I have withheld much of what 

occurred afterwards or else be deemed mad 

myself. Verily, I fear they would lock me away in 

the asylum for simply speaking of it. Even after 

such time, I am fearful to record the exact 

circumstances of the old Cole place and the 

events that led up to the disappearance of the 

officer back in 1923. 

At that time in my life, I had gathered about me 
a particular grouping of friends and colleagues 
of similar interests and diversions of a most 
unusual nature. We often passed Saturday 
mornings seated round a small but comfortable 
parlour of the upper floor of a venerable 
dwelling I rented in Arkham, my adopted home. 
It was a proper Georgian house, situated in a 
grassy court just off College Street, with a 
monitor roof, classic fan-carved doorways, 
small-paned windows, and the other earmarks 
of early nineteenth-century workmanship. As 
with the style, the home decorated quite 
appropriately inside as well, with six-paneled 
doors, wide floor-boards, a curving colonial 
staircase, white Adam-period mantels, and a 
rear set of rooms three steps below the general 
level. The parlour, in which we often gathered 
in, overlooked the front garden on one side, 
while its east windows faced the rising spectral 
hump of French Hill, bristling with huddled 
roofs and steeples whose remote outlines 
wavered mysteriously to take fantastic forms as 
the smoke of the town swirled up and 
enmeshed them.  

These gatherings had, more or less, become an 
accustomed event, and it was a singular sense 
of latent mystery of existence that drew us 
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together. During these meetings of sorts, we 
would discuss the fullness of imaginative and 
metaphysical arguments of the universe, of 
macabre shadow-studies that most people 
shunned or never dared to discuss. All this 
discussion and reflection was no doubt morbid, 
but our keen logic and deep sense of humour 
ably offset it. We were all very well satisfied in 
playful pandering to notions that remained, for 
the most part, nothing more than half-spied 
and forbidden visions of the mystical and 
unexplained; for although believing in the 
supernatural whispers in the universe, none of 
us would admit that it was sufficiently 
commonplace for literary treatment. And thus 
these weekly gathering remained a place for an 
innocent pleasure of escape from the daily 
treadmill. 

It was on that fateful September morning in the 
Fall of 1923 that our collective involvement in 
the matter began. The forces that would 
ultimately lead to the events which were so 
systematically questioned by the Arkham police 
began ingenuously enough. I had received a 
telephone call from a certain Arthur Endicott, 
an old acquaintance from college during my 
years at Brown University to whom, as often 
youthful friendships do, time and matter of 
everyday life had transpired for us drifted us 
apart. Suffice to say that I was rather curious 
when Arthur rang, but that swiftly changed to 
concern when he begged me to pay a visit to his 
home in Arkham in a most expedient manner. 
Though he seemed quite rushed, and did not 
offer much in greater detail, what I could 
understand is that Nathan, Arthur’s one and 
only son, had recently suffered some form of 
strange affliction and was even now being cared 
for at the Endicott home under private medical 
care.  

Not knowing what faced me, I rang for my 
colleagues at once… 

Unlock [A] The Endicott Home.  

 

MONSTERS 

Place the following monster tokens in the cup: 

Cultist, Maniac, Ghost, Ghoul. 

SPECIAL RULES 

For this case book, the Dunwich Horror (page 7 

of the Dunwich rule book) is not used. In 

addition, the Vortex spaces are considered 

locked and cannot be entered.  

Denizens of Dunwich are Endless. 
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LOCATION INDEX 
Arkham Asylum  

[E] 

Backwoods Country  

[M] 

Bishop’s Brook Bridge  

[G] 

Blasted Heath  

[J] 

Devil’s Hopyard  

[L] 

Dunwich Village  

[I] 

Easttown Streets  

[A] 

French Hill Streets  

[D] 

Gardner’s Place  

[K] 

Graveyard  
[E] 

Historical Society  

[B] 

Library  
[C] 

Miskatonic U. Streets  
[F] 

Northside Streets  

[A] 

The Witch House  

[Y] 

Train Station  

[Z] 

Village Commons  

[H] 

Endgame  
If you are ready to return to the Cole house and 
confront the cultists and their diabolical ritual, 
read paragraph 18. 

Otherwise, for each turn during which you do 
not return to the Cole house, raise the Terror 
level by two. Should the Terror track reaches 
10, read paragraph 92.  
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VIGNETTE INDEX 
[A1] Event 1: read paragraph 52.  

Otherwise, return to Arkham.  

[A2] Event 1: read paragraph 4.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 153. 

 

[B1] Event 1: read paragraph 53.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 57. 

Event 2: If it is Day 3 or after, read paragraph 
50. 

[B2] Event 1: read paragraph 146.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 57. 

[B3] Read paragraph 50 

 

[C1] Event 1: read paragraph 103.  

Otherwise, there is nothing else to do here, 
return to Arkham.  

[C2] Event 1: read paragraph 81. 

[C3] Event 1: read paragraph 44. 

 

[D1] Event 1: read paragraph 80.  

Otherwise: If there is at least 1 Clue token here, 
read paragraph 35.  

 

[E1] Event 1: read paragraph 102.  

Event 2: read paragraph 43. 

[E2] Read paragraph 13. 

 

[F1] Event 1: read paragraph 42. 

 

[G1] Event 1: Read paragraph 112.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 91. 

 

[H1] Event 1: Read paragraph 65.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 118. 

 

[I1] Event 1: Read paragraph 96.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 123. 

 

[J1] Event 1: Read paragraph 56.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 86. 

 

[K1] Read paragraph 145. 

 

[L1] Event 1: Read paragraph 98.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 104. 

 

[M1] Event 1: Read paragraph 147.  

Otherwise: move to [M2] 

[M2] Event 1: Read paragraph 121. 

Otherwise, you may continue your 
investigations, read paragraph 8. 

 

[Y1] Read paragraph 36. 
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[Z1] Event 1: Read paragraph 82.  

Otherwise: read paragraph 67. 

 

CASE 

PARAGRAPHS 
1 Grasping at your coat lapel tightly with a 

gnarled unsteady hand, the old man at once 

begins a rambling tale that hints at wild, 

disjointed and incredible things. You try to 

shake the man’s grip but you seem spell-bound 

at the very horrible and nameless things he 

speaks of.  

Then, without warning, the old man looks about 
in terror as his whispering rises to an almost 
inhuman and blood-curdling scream. Before you 
can stop him, he relaxes his grip of your coat 
and dashes wildly down the street. 

Something in his tales has shaken you, hinting 
at things best left unspoken. Lose 1 Sanity and 
then read paragraph 59.  

 

2 With your strength hopelessly spent, you can 

only watch as the men disappear down the 
darkened street. 

As you turn back towards the Historical Society, 
you suddenly realize that, in your confusing and 
winding chase, you have become lost. Peering 
down the unlit street, you sigh unsure as which 
direction you should take. Suddenly, there 
looms before you a time-battered edifice, an 
antique and repellent wooden house which 
blinks back at you with bleared windows 
through two huge and leafless elm trees nearer 
the sidewalk.  

At first you suspect that the house is 
abandoned, but as you approach, you can 
clearly see that it is a boarding house. Hoping 
that the landlord could lend you with, at the 
very least, directions, you cautiously approach 
the door and place an unsteady hand upon the 
knob. 

Draw 1 Encounter card from the French Hill 
Streets encounter deck and resolve the Witch 
House text. Unless directed by the card 
elsewhere, then place your Investigator on the 
French Hills Streets. Your turn is done and this 
Vignette is Complete.  

Place 2 Denizens of Dunwich in the French Hill 
Streets. 

 

3 You stop along the dusty lane beneath a 

withered elm, dabbing your forehead with a 
handkerchief. Suddenly the comes a rousing set 
of snarls and barks as a pack of lean and feral-
looking dogs, their hair and fur matted with 
mud and filth, comes crashing from a nearby 
thicket and into the street. For a moment, the 
pack eyes you with red-rimmed eyes, their 
hackles raises threatening. You take an alarmed 
step backwards just as the pack darts forward. 

Fight a Pack of Dogs; if all Investigators Evade 
or are defeated, place the Pack of Dogs in the 
Village Common Streets. 

If you win, return to Dunwich Village. 

 

4 At Arthur’s request, you return in a few hours 

to meet with Dr. Houghton, the physician to 
whom Nathan is currently under the private 
care of. In a crisp clinical manner, the good 
doctor relates the details of his initial 
examination. 

“The young man’s febrile mind, apparently, is 
plagued by strange visions that include a 
repetition of vivid dreams that seems to touch 
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wildly on a a nameless and faceless personage 
of horrifying visage. In his brief moments of 
vacillating lucidity, Nathan has been unable to 
articulate this being or person, except for 
fragmented and frantic words. Invariably, his 
drawings and paintings were a preclusion to his 
subsidence into lethargy. Overall, his 
temperature, oddly enough, is not greatly 
above normal; but his entire condition is 
otherwise such as to suggest a true fever rather 
than mental disorder.”  

Despite the misgivings of the doctor, Arthur 
implores you to pay his son a visit upstairs. 
Place 3 Sanity tokens on [A2] and read 
paragraph 119. 

 

5 Roll a die: 

1-3  read paragraph 49  
4-6  read paragraph 45 

 

6 Roll one die: 

1-2:  read paragraph 34  
3-4:  read paragraph 84  
5-6:  read paragraph 95 

Cross out each entry here as they are 
encountered (you cannot encounter an entry 
more than once). If all entries are crossed out, 
there is nothing else to do here; return to the 
Blasted Heath and end your turn. 

 

7 Professor Armitage hands back the tome and 

glances at you and your colleagues. 

“I would suggest that, should you wish to 
pursue your research into this Eunice Cole, you 
need to determine if this annotated copy truly 
exists. In this, I can be of some small help.” 

The good professor produces a single sheet of 
paper and begins to hastily write upon it before 
handing it over to you. 

“Bring this letter to the Reverend Charles Noyes 
at the First Baptist Church. Perhaps in the 
church records there may be found information 
on this mysterious copy. Come speak with me if 
you can uncover any information.” 

Unlock [D] French Hill Streets. Return to 
Arkham. 

 

8 You decide to begin your look about the 

house; you soon discover that the house does 
seem abandoned, and you find little in the way 
of furnishings in the rooms off the front hall.  

You may search the study paragraph 129 or 
enter the kitchen at the end of the main hall 
paragraph 78.  

Otherwise, you may return to Dunwich. 

 

9 You watch in horror as the ritual reaches its 

climax. Suddenly, there comes a malicious and 
cruel laughter from the terrible rent in the air as 
the bent form of an old hag steps through the 
rift and with here a dark shape of a faceless 
man.  

All team members lose 1 sanity. No special 
ability or item may reduce this loss to zero. 

You must fight twice as many Denizens of 
Dunwich as there are Investigators. But they 
are not alone! Goody Cole and The Black Man 
have come through the gate! 

If you win, read paragraph 40. If you fail, read 
paragraph 92. 

 

10 One of the men silences his companions 

with a sneer and then turns to you and your 
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companions. Though as dirty, if not more so, 
than the others, he seems quite civil in his way.  

“Aye, mister, Jed Blair is my name. Don’t mind 
them fellas, cause them’s not see too many 
furrens, people not from round here, much. 
Dunwich folk don’t take to strangers well.”  

“There’s many old tales raound these parts, 
comes down from very old times. Dunwich is 
old, far older than any town or hamlet within 
thirty miles or more. Heck, you can still spy the 
old cellar walls and chimney of the ancient 
Johnson place - built before the 1700’s they’s 
say. Up there, you can find the ruins of the mill 
at the falls, built more than a century ago. 
Industry? Ha! None to be found hereabaouts, 
seems the factories passed up by an age ago.” 

Gain 1 Clue token and return to Dunwich 
Village.  

 

11 All Dunwich town records state that 

Jonathan Cooper was the first lawyer to settle 
in Dunwuch. He was born in 1630 and died in 
1699. He became a judge in 1690.  
The trial records show that Cooper was the 
presiding judge during most of Eunice Cole’s 
trial. He sentenced her to death by hanging and 
verbally condemned her soul to hell. For this 
last, he was later reprimanded by Boston 
authorities.  

You may return to paragraph 42 or return to 
Arkham.  

 

12 In the terrible darkness beneath that 

forsaken graveyard, you watch with mounting 
horror as the nameless thing beats the foul air 
with its many arms. A multitude of lipless 
mouths form across its amorphous body to 
scream in silent rage and unbearable pain. Then 
it turns its maimed body and begins to crawl 
towards a crack in the far chamber wall. The 
thing reaches the hole and squeezes through it, 

leaving a trail of noxious green-yellow slime 
behind it.  

Reeling from the shocked horror of the thing, 
you stagger up the stairs and out of that 
blasphemous place. Return to Arkham; this 
Vignette is Complete. 

 

13 You step uneasily onto the stone stairs that 

go before you into utter blackness. Your breath 
comes with some difficulty as you choke back 
from the rank mould that permeates the still 
air. At once you fancy that you hear a faint 
sound somewhere in the darkness below, as if a 
thousand wriggling worms. You think of huge 
rats, and shudder uncontrollably. 

If you wish to continue, read paragraph 106. 
Otherwise return to Arkham. 

 

14 At the bottom of the west face of the 

hillside, you find a rocky stream, eight feet wide 
and shallow, coursing between banks covered 
with thick but sickly-looking moss and ferns. 
The view is further marred by the gloom cast by 
huge trees and the trace of a strange odour that 
seems to hang in the damp air.  

Make a Luck (0) check. If successful, read 
paragraph 85; otherwise read paragraph 109. 

 

15 You stop suddenly as a cracked stroke of 

noon sounds from an unseen belfry further up 
the hill beyond the line of rising rooftops. You 
must be close to the summit, you think 
hopefully. Hastening your step, you notice 
furtive faces staring cryptically from shadowed 
doorways and windows as you pass down the 
darkened and narrow lane.  

As you reach a cramped and confusing 
intersection of decrepit streets, a lean, unkempt 
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old man, his face blurred red from whiskey, 
shuffles from a darkened doorway.  

If you have the Common Item card, Whiskey, 
read paragraph 100; otherwise read paragraph 
1. 

 

16 You discover Essex County Civic Records 

detailing that Sammuel Decker was Mayor of 
Dunwich from 1655 to 1680. He is said to have 
been born in 1616 and was laid to rest in 1689.  
 

Found within a book entitled, “Curiosities in Old 
New England Law”, is a detail of the duties of 
the Mayor of Dunwich village during the 
Seventeenth Century. One duty was the 
maintaining of the tiny village jail and to 
oversee all corporal punishments and judicial 
questioning.  

 
Finally, in a letter from Decker’s cousin to his 
aunt, it is stated that Decker thought he was 
cursed by Eunice Cole for her imprisonment on 
the charge of witchcraft and later execution in 
1662.  

 
You may return to paragraph 42 or return to 
Arkham. 

 

17 “I cannot elaborate much on those odd, 

shabbily-dressed men, except to say that they 
were not from around here and spoke with 
queer accents and mannerisms, as if they were 
unaccustomed to the city.”  

If you have not done so, you may question 
Arthur about the strange packages paragraph 
139. Otherwise you may move to [A2] or return 
to Arkham. 

 

18 Only poetry or madness can do justice to 

the noises reaching your ears as you approach 
the ancient Cole house. There comes the sound 
of voices that seems mixed with an animal fury 
and orgiastic pleasure; they whip themselves to 
daemoniac heights of howls and squawking 
ecstasies that tears and reverberates through 
those nighted woods like pestilential tempests 
from the gulfs of hell. Now and then the less 
organized ululation ceases, and from what 
seemed a well-drilled chorus of hoarse voices 
rises in sing-song chant that hideous phrase or 
ritual: 

“N’gai tawil a-umr! Kwy’ll d’go wgln wgln 
Nyarlathotep uni n’gai!” 

As you reach the grounds of the house, you are 
immediately shaken by the mad cacophony of 
voices and you stand trembling and nearly 
hypnotized with horror. The overgrowth and 
trees of the yard have been removed and in the 
widened open space there now leaps and twists 
a most indescribable horde of human 
abnormality. Void of clothing, a group of 
Dunwich men and woman bray, bellow, and 
writhe about a monstrous ring-shaped bonfire; 
in the centre of which, revealed by occasional 
rifts in the curtain of flame, stands the wooden 
table first found within that hellish basement. 
Atop the table lies the unmoving corpse of that 
hateful old hag, Eunice Cole.  

Suddenly there comes a shimmering in the still 
air among the cultists; the shimming sunders in 
two and a pale spindle of light gleams through 
the rip in the very air itself. But only for a 
moment does the light glimmer; it grows at 
once very bright and spreads, a rent in the 
darkness of the night, and a ripping open of the 
fabric of the world. And through it blazes a 
terrible brightness as a dark misshapen shape 
slowly begins to emerge from the rift like a clot 
of black shadow.  

You can scarcely conceive what horrible 
purpose will lead to the completion of this foul 
ritual; at once, you steel frayed nerves as the 
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realization sets in that you must stop this 
abomination from reaching fruition.  

 If you have any item that allows the 
sealing of gates, and would like to use 
it, read paragraph 155. 

 If you have Kerosene or a Molotov 
Cocktail, and wish to use it, read 
paragraph 21. 

 If you wish to disrupt the ritual by 
attacking the cultists, read paragraph 
144. 

 Otherwise, you can hide and watch the 
ceremony unfold. Read paragraph 9. 

 

19 You scarcely want to admit to the horror 

you have just witnessed, but you cannot dismiss 
away the awful half-hinted truth. It is almost as 
if Nathan was possessed and more to your 
horror is the furtive hints of someone, or 
something, lurking in the darkness between 
worlds, a terrible and unspeakable horror… 

The doctor sits beside the bad and places a cool 
hand upon the young man’s forehead. He then 
looks up, a pale look of grave concern spread 
across his face. “I am afraid that the pressure 
was far too great and I believe that his mind has 
gone. There is nothing else we can do for him 
now. In my professional opinion, is is best for 
young Nathan to be moved to Arkham Asylum 
where he can better be cared for.” 

Arthur turns to you, a sad and helpless look in 
his eyes. “Please, I beg you; see if you can 
discover whatever horrid research my son was 
working on - perhaps that might lend a clue to 
his illness.” 

Unlock [B] Historical Society. 

Return any remaining sanity tokens to the bank. 
This Vignette is Complete. Return to Arkham. 

20 Within Essex County Civic Records are 

found references stating that Randolph Smith 
was one of Dunwich’s fathers, and a trapper by 
trade. He was born in 1623 and died in 1699. 
Further research uncovers court records reveal 
that Smith was the main witness against Eunice 
Cole during her witch trial of 1662. Smith stated 
on record that he saw her in the woods 
southeast of Dunwich, consorting with the 
Devil. Much of his testimony was stricken from 
the record.  

Detailed in what records are left over from his 
deposition is a description by Smith of the Devil, 
to whom he described as being, “…a tall negro 
man…” 

You may return to paragraph 42 or return to 
Arkham.  

 

21 With rising horror and a strength called 

forth from desperation, you decide to attempt 
to disrupt the ritual by cleaning fire. Make a 
Combat check using the Kerosene or Molotov 
Cocktail. For each success, reduce the number 
of Denizens of Dunwich in subsequent 
paragraphs.  
 
Read paragraph 105. 

 

22 “Well, you see, I was takin’ the air on the 

burying-ground that night. I likes the night 
mostly…don’t care much for daylight. Too many 
people and too much noise. Keeps pretty quiet 
round here at night, and I like that. Anyhow, I 
sees this hazy glow, kind of violet, you 
understand, over that away from my shack. 
Hadn’t even had more than a couple of snips on 
the bottle, if you follow me, mister. Gone after 
it? I’m paid to dig holes and tendin’ the grounds. 
Only a fool would go chasing after bootleggers 
or the like.”  
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If you wish to examine the disturbed burial sight 
of Randolph Smith, read paragraph 26.  

If you wish to examine the disturbed burial sight 
of Sammuel Decker, read paragraph 33.  

If you wish to examine the disturbed burial sight 
of Jonathan Cooper, read paragraph 33.  

 

23 The soft sound of skittering and squeaking 

alerts you to a pack of unusually large rats to 
one side of the basement, all teeth and blood-
red eyes, as they suddenly pour from out of 
various rat holes around the base of the vast 
room’s walls and threatens to swarm and 
overwhelm you! 

Fight a Swarm of Rats! If you win the combat, 
read paragraph 137.  

 

24 The young man writhes on the bed, his face 

twisted almost unrecognizably for a moment. 
You look on with mounting horror as a shivering 
wave passes through his body, as if all the 
bones, organs, muscles, nerves, and glands are 
re-adjusting themselves to a radically different 
persona.  

You are nearly overcome by a wave of sickness 
and repulsion as a sense of utter alienage and 
abnormality overtakes you. Without a sound, 
Nathan sits abruptly in the bed, his mouth set 
firm and a blaze shimmering in his eyes. For a 
moment, he does not speak, but when he does, 
his voice sounds utterly strange. It seems 
disturbingly deeper, firmer, and infinitely older 
than a man of his youthful cast.  

“Forgive me,” he says finally. “I do not know the 
things I say anymore. It’s the fever, you see, and 
I hope that you may excuse such mindless 
ramblings in my delirium. It shall pass, I think, 
once I am better and the sickness has left me. I 
am enormously grateful for everything you all 
have done for me. More rest is what I 

need…perhaps in a week or more I shall be back 
on my feet and all this will behind me.” 

You stumble back from that horrible thing lying 
in the bed and the baffling alienage of that was 
once Nathan Endicott threatens to overwhelm 
your very sanity. 

Each Investigator loses a Sanity as they watch in 
horror as Nathan slips back into a feverish and 
unsettling sleep. No special ability or card may 
reduce this loss to zero. 

Read paragraph 19. 

 

25 You turn to say something to the two 

unkempt men, but their heavy, dark gaze stops 
you from saying anything. They stand for a 
moment staring at you in silence before leaving 
the platform and disappearing into the street. 

Place 2 Denizens of Dunwich in the Northside 
Streets and then read paragraph 67. 

 

26 “Ah, here is the spot,” says the old man, 

throwing down his shovel and pick onto the soft 
ground beside a gaping hole that looms into 
darkness at your feet. For reasons you cannot 
fathom, you shiver and glance about uneasily at 
the amorphous shadows that seem to lurk in 
the darker recesses of the weed-choked burying 
grounds. Even the light from an old brass 
lantern seems not to drive back the deep gloom 
that seems impervious to the pale, pallid 
moonlight overhead.  

Glancing to one side at nearby gravestones, you 
realize that you are in the oldest part of the 
burying grounds. Faded names and dates stare 
back at you from worn and cracked headstones, 
none of which to be sure date after the mid-
1700’s. Dirt lies scattered in heaps beside the 
open hole and there too lies a decayed wooden 
coffin, its lid flung open. A sickly charnel odour 
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rises from the hole and coffin alike, a foul 
stench of ageless decay and rot.  

If you wish to examine the open coffin, read 
paragraph 136. If you wish to examine the 
opened grave, read paragraph 134. Or you may 
return to Arkham. 

 

27 You descend down the lane, noticing 

almost immediately the strange gazes you 
receive from the unwholesome-looking, coarse, 
dirty men. The distant sound of dogs barking 
mingles with the sound of spit hitting the large 
corroded brass spittoon placed between the 
men atop the porch. A round of guffaws erupts 
from the men as you step up to the building, as 
if reacting to some secret or hidden and shared 
joke.  

If you wish, you may ask the loungers about 
Eunice Cole; read paragraph 64. 

Or you may ask about Dunwich itself paragraph 
10. 

Otherwise, you may return to Dunwich Village. 

 

28 Several shrill whistles tear through the 

darkened air of the campus; the swarthy, 
unkempt and bloodied men glare sullenly at you 
before turning to flee across the unlit campus 
grounds. Before you can pursue them, you are 
blinded by several electric torches as campus 
guards arrive on the scene. The security guards 
surround you immediately, their revolvers 
drawn with shaky nervous hands.  

If you wish, you may try to explain the reason 
for your visit. Make a Luck (+0) check; if 
successful, read paragraph 55, otherwise read 
paragraph 148. 

 

29 Crying out for the fleeing men to stop, you 

give chase into the darkened streets. With the 
shabbily-clad men just within your sight, you 
sprint up Garrison Street until you lungs begin 
to sear and your breath comes in deep gasps. 
But much to your delight, you are gaining 
ground on the men. 

Make a Speed (+0) check. If you succeed, read 
paragraph 101. Otherwise, read paragraph 128. 

30 You walk down the many shelves, 

occasionally stopping to pick up an odd item or 
two. Then your eyes are drawn to a thin and 
dusty book half-hidden beneath a rusty and 
half-toothed wood saw. 

If you wish, pay Joe Osborn $2 and search the 
deck for the Ancient Tome card and keep it.  

Return to Dunwich Village. 

 

31 “It is curious that you would ask, but yes I 

found some very disturbing drawings in his 
room after he fell ill. Let me ring for someone to 
bring them down from his room.” 

Read paragraph 115. 

32 With gentle and careful prodding and 

questioning, you press the feverish young man 
for details surrounding his recent plague of 
dreams. For a moment, his eyes flutter as he 
rolls about in the bed, as if caught in the midst 
of some horrible nightmare. Then Nathan 
begins to mutter and you can hear a stream of 
utterly insane drivel.  

“She is getting a hold of me…I know she will 
never let go! She can’t hold on for long right 
now…she does not possess the key! But each 
time…oh God!…she is holding on longer and 
longer! Soon, if I am weak, he shall crowd me 
out altogether! She will strike her revenge 
through me!” 
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Nathan’s muttering fades slowly away as he 
drifts off into silent listlessness once more. 

You may remain here until next turn to 
continue to question Nathan (read paragraph 
119 or return to Arkham. 

 

33 The headstone at this grave site is worn by 

countless years and cracked with innumerable 
age. A copse of rotting trees seems to spread 
their ominous shadow over you as you 
approach with the old groundskeeper. To your 
great displeasure you discover that the 
disturbed grave has been filled in with fresh 
packed dirt.  

“I reckoned I better get on with refilling them 
graves…” mutters the old man with an 
apologetic shrug.  

There is little else that can be found here. If you 
wish to examine the disturbed burial sight of 
Randolph Smith, read paragraph 26. If you wish 
to examine the disturbed burial sight of 
Jonathan Cooper, read paragraph 33. 

Or you may return to Arkham. 

 

34 Down a narrow and closed-in lane you find 

what at first appears to be a tumbling and 
decayed farmhouse. However, you notice a thin 
wisp of smoke rising from a chimney pipe in the 
house’s sagging roof. Heartened by the first 
sight of habitation, you hasten towards the 
house. Suddenly, coming from somewhere to 
the side of the building, yelps the loud snarling 
bark of a dog. Presently, the door to the house 
is flung open and a grizzled man steps out, a 
shotgun held in his hands.  

“Off my land!” hollers the man as he levels the 
shotgun and pulls the trigger.  

Make a Fight (-1) check or lose 2 Stamina. If you 
survive, you turn and stumble back up the lane, 

even as the man screams at you to never to 
return, threatening to kill you for sure the next 
time. 

Return to the Blasted Heath. 

 

35 Sitting down upon a rickety stool lying 

discarded in the dust, you begin to pour over 
the many boxes and crates before you.  

If you not already done so, place two clue 
tokens on this location.  

Then make an assisted Lore (-1) check. For each 
success on the check, remove one clue token 
from this location. If there are still clue tokens 
left here, each Investigator may choose to 
return to Arkham or stay here until next turn.  
If all the clue tokens have been removed,  
read paragraph 88. 

 

36 It is late and a pale moon has risen as you 

stroll along the darkened streets of Arkham. 
Suddenly you pass as you realize that you have 
become lost. Peering down the dingy street, 
you sigh unsure as which direction you should 
take. Shaking your head, you stomp down a 
narrow lane. Suddenly, there looms before you 
a time-battered edifice, an antique and 
repellent wooden house which blinks back at 
you with bleared windows through two huge 
and leafless elm trees nearer the sidewalk.  

At first you suspect that the house is 
abandoned, but as you approach, you can 
clearly see that it is a boarding house. Hoping 
that the landlord or occupant could lend you, at 
the very least, directions, you cautiously 
approach the door and place an unsteady hand 
upon the knob. 

Roll one die:  

1-3  read paragraph 120  
4-6  read paragraph 124 
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37 Your eyes grow weary from perusing the 

many books, documents and such in the dim 
light of the cramped study. You are almost 
prepared to declare defeat when you stumble 
upon a very aged and well-worn volume 
entitled, Magnalia Christi Americana, roughly 
translated as The Glorious Works of Christ in 
America. 

Usually given the English title from Latin as, The 
Ecclesiastical History of New England, this tome 
was written in 1702 by Cotton Mather. It 
consists of seven books, collected into two 
volumes, and details, among other things, the 
Salem Witch Trials and New England occult. 

Eagerly, you gather round to read from the 
hefty tome, all manner of weariness and 
eyesore that had just moments ago plagued you 
now entirely forgotten. With hushed voices, you 
each take turns reading from the swiftly turning 
pages. Suddenly a particular passage catches 
your eye and you slow to begin reading the text 
with growing interest. 

It seems to be a denouncement by the pious 
Mathers (the author of the book) of one Eunice 
Cole of Dunwich as a blasphemous wizard. 
Mathers goes on to accuse Cole of being in 
league with Hell and of Satan, to whom Cole 
referred to as the “Black Man”. It also alludes to 
a certain unnamed drunken wrench that was 
hanged for having befriended Goody Cole and 
had cried out the name “Yogge Sothyothe” as 
he swung from the gallows. 

Read paragraph 57. 

 

38 Much to your horror, you discover that the 

decrepit corpse bears recent signs of 
disturbance. It can clearly be seen that a lock of 
its wispy hair has been shorn off, and that 
several withered fingers have been snapped off 
just below the knuckle.  

Lose1 Sanity as you realize the implications of 
this.  

You can examine the open grave (read 
paragraph 134, or return to Arkham. 

 

39 Crying out for the fleeing men to stop, you 

give chase into the darkened streets. With the 
shabbily-clad men just within your sight, you 
sprint up Garrison Street until you lungs begin 
to sear and your breath comes in deep gasps. 
But as you run, you can see that it is a hopeless 
pursuit.  

If you wish to give up the chase, read paragraph 
2. Otherwise, read paragraph 140. 

 

40 For what seems an eternity, the night air is 

rocked with the sound of sporadic gunshots, 
shouts and cries and you desperately try to 
stem the tide of the malignant cultists. 
Suddenly, as the last cultist lay dead upon the 
ground, you look up as the Cole house begins to 
shake and rumble, mixed with a discordant 
rumbling coming from the sky. The house 
continues to rattle with the sounds of loose 
bricks and plaster for a moment. Then there 
comes a vocal sound as if from far away, 
echoing from a great distance, though the 
hideous croaking was unintelligible it was also 
unmistakable. It was the voice of Goody Cole, 
crying out with hatred and defeat. A single clap 
of thunder echoes in the skies above and a 
wave of invisible force pummeled the house, 
shaking the entire structure and nearly hurling 
you to the ground. 

A great foetid stench rushes over the area as 
the hideous croaking turns to painful wailing. 
Then as the rumbling and croaking subsides, 
and the horrible stench dissipates, an 
inexplicable fire sweeps through the old house. 
It is only after you watched the house burn 
completely down to its foundations do you 
finally turn away.  

Whatever evil malignant scheme Eunice Cole 
had in store has been averted. And yet, as you 
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lie in bed later that evening, you can’t shake an 
image of that terrible rent in the earth itself, for 
beyond there still waits that old hag… 

 

41 Running and stumbling across the yard and 

towards the road, you dare not look back until 
you are all far away on the high ground on the 
far side of the Blasted Heath. When you do 
finally glance back towards the valley and the 
distant Gardner place, you see a fearsome sight. 
Allthe farm is shining with the hideous unknown 
blend of colour; trees, buildings, and even such 
grass and herbage as had not been wholly 
changed to grey brittleness. The boughs are all 
straining skyward, tipped with tongues of foul 
flame, and lambent tricklings of the same 
monstrous fire that had crept from that well.  

Then without warning the hideous thing shoots 
vertically up toward the sky like a rocket or 
meteor, leaving behind no trail and 
disappearing through a round and curiously 
regular hole in the clouds before any of you can 
gasp or cry out. But your gaze is the next 
moment called swiftly to earth by the crackling 
in the valley, a wooden rippling and crackling 
can be distantly heard. And in a kaleidoscopic 
instant there bursts up from that doomed and 
accursed farm a gleaming eruptive cataclysm of 
unnatural sparks and substance; blurring the 
glance of the few who saw it, and sending forth 
to the zenith a bombarding cloudburst of such 
coloured and fantastic fragments as our 
universe must needs disown.  

Through quickly re-closing vapours they follow 
the great morbidity that had vanished, and in 
another second they vanish too. Behind and 
below is now only a darkness to which none of 
you dare to return, and all about you a 
mounting wind which seems to sweep down in 
black gusts from interstellar space. It shrieks 
and howls, and lashes the fields and distorted 
woods in a mad cosmic frenzy, till soon you all 
realize it would be no use waiting for the moon 
to show what was left down there at the farm. 

Return to the Blasted Heath.  

 

42 Perhaps it is time to uncover to uncover 

some information about Eunice Goody Cole and 
the persons whose burials have recently been 
disturbed in the graveyard. You decide to 
investigate the matter at the Miskatonic 
University. 

Place 6 Clue tokens on [F2] and then make a 
Lore (-1) check; for each success, take a Clue 
token from [F1] and add it to your Investigator 
card. If you fail, you may stay here until next 
turn to continue investigating or return to 
Arkham. 

For ever Clue token gained, you may read any 
one of the following:  

 
paragraph 20  
paragraph 16  
paragraph 11  
paragraph 97  
paragraph 108 

If there are no Clue tokens here, read paragraph 
133. 

 

43 Returning to the graveyard, you make your 

way back to the site of the open graves. 

If you wish to examine the open coffin, read 
paragraph 136. If you wish to examine the 
opened grave, read paragraph 134. If you have 
already done both of these, read paragraph 
138. 

If you wish to examine the disturbed burial sight 
of Sammuel Decker Jonathan Cooper, read 
paragraph 33. Or you may return to Arkham. 
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44 After reading the newspaper account of the 

break-in attempt, you promptly ring Dr. 
Armitage 

It is quite late when you return to the 
Miskatonic University and at first glance the 
three-story brownstone building is darkened 
and quiet. As you approach, you suddenly spy 
two shadowy figures huddled in the bushes 
near the library entrance. Several shabbily-clad 
men step from the gloom to launch themselves 
at you without warning! 

Fight as many Denizens of Dunwich as there are 
Investigators playing the game. If you defeat 
them, read paragraph 28. If all Investigators are 
defeated, place the Denizens of Dunwich in the 
Miskatonic University Streets. 

 

45 Your luck to questioning neighbors is met 

with frightened and feigned ignorance. The best 
you are able to accomplish is from speaking 
with a worn and old farmer walking his cow 
down the dusty road. 

You are confronted by a singularly 
apprehension of discussing the old Cole place 
with the old farmer. He seems rather nervous 
concerning even the very mention of Eunice 
Cole, and you faintly catch the man whispering 
a liturgy or Lord’s Prayer under his breath, as if 
to ward off some evil. Indeed, the man refuses 
to speak of the Cole place and hurries away 
from your presence, but not before throwing a 
worried glance at you over his shoulder.  

Return to Dunwich.  

 

46 You watch in horror as the bright rip in the 

waking world widens and stretches. Yet there 
comes a change as the intolerable brightness 
fades and slowly the torn edges of the world 
close together. A loathsome wail, of anger and 
malignancy echoes form the shrinking void as 
starlight begins to shine again, and the grasses 

of the yard glow white and pale with the light of 
the rising moon. The night is healed, restored 
and steady once more. 

Suddenly, the cultists halt their orgy of sound 
and dance, and turn unseeing eyes towards 
you. Some fall to the ground weeping and 
cursing, while still others let out shrieks and 
turn to flee into the woods, their voices echoing 
into the dark. Yet still others turn with vicious 
hatred to you.  

You must fight as many Denizens of Dunwich as 
there are Investigators. If you win, read 
paragraph 40. If you fail, read paragraph 92. 

 

47 With mounting horror and revulsion, you 

scream in terror as the horrible rat-thing leaps 
at you, its sharp teeth and claws tearing and 
gnashing all over you. Choking back a cry you 
stumble towards the door only to begin to grow 
weak as blood begins to flow freely from your 
limbs.  

Just as the horrible thing reaches your chest to 
stare its eyes into yours, all grows dark and you 
suddenly awaken in your bed, your breath 
coming in desperate gasps. In the periphery of 
your mind, the swiftly fleeting memory of the 
dream suggests that it was not simply a strange 
vivid nightmare.  

Recover all lost Stamina from the combat and 
raise the Terror Level by one. Take the card, 
Harried by the Rat-thing. 

 

48 You wake up suddenly after terrible 

dreams, unsure of how long you have been 
here. Lose 1 Sanity, and you are Delayed. 

 

49 You are anxious to speak with some of the 

neighbors to uncover more information. Your 
eagerness, it seemed, had infected your 
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companions, who readily agreed to accompany 
you once you rang them. 

You begin questioning at the nearest home that 
appears still occupied nearest the old Cole 
place. Knocking upon the door to the old 19th 
century house, a portly woman, dressed in a 
simply house dress and apron, presently 
answers the door. Eyeing you with obvious 
suspicion, she quickly speaks with a heavy, 
eastern European accent, “What do you 
want?’” 

The woman eyes your card with the same 
skepticism as she displayed at our presence and 
you half suspect that the poor woman might 
possibly be illiterate.  

“We are presently trying to uncover certain 
genealogical information about the old Cole 
place and of its former inhabitant, Eunice 
Goody Cole. Anything you could tell about this 
matter would be most helpful to our inquiry.” 

The mention of the old Cole place brings about 
a sudden and abrupt increase in the woman’s 
already suspicious demeanor. “I’s know 
nothing, mister,” as she proceeds to try to close 
the door. No amount of persuasion can get the 
old woman to speak further, though your 
instincts tells you that the entire matter seems 
to frighten the woman.  

Make a Luck (+0) check; if you succeed, read 
paragraph 76. Otherwise, the woman will speak 
no further. Return to Dunwich. 

 

50 Despite Peabody’s reassurances, you are 

intrigued and curious about his suspicions. You 
resolve to pay the Society a late evening visit to 
see if his concern is warranted.  

You find the building darkened and the door 
and windows shut tight. Even in the dim light of 
the distant street lamp, you can make out the 
hours visible on the wooden sign on the front 
lawn. “10 am to 5 pm”. 

Just then, a very peculiar sound from the 
general direction of the side of the building can 
be heard. 

If you wish, you may turn and flee down the 
street - return to Arkham. 

Or, you may creep round the side of the house 
to investigate. Make an Assisted Sneak (-1) 
check. If you succeed, read paragraph 135. If 
you fail, read paragraph 154. 

 

51 Something in the unwholesome look and 

feel of that stank burying ground weighs heavy 
on your mind. A strange sensation overtakes 
you and you begin creeping ever closer to the 
overgrown area. For a moment, the sun dips 
behind deep billowing clouds and a dark 
shadow falls upon the crumbling slate slabs and 
withered trees. Suddenly, a half-tangible and 
queer sound reaches your ears, a very 
disconcerting gurgling and bubbling noise. 

Make a Will (-1) check, and then read 
paragraph 93. 

 

52 Saddened and alarmed by the cryptic 

phone call, you at once make your way to the 
Endicott home and knock upon the heavily-
paneled oak front door. Your knock is soon 
answered in good English by a curious voice, 
asking your name and business; with these 
things stated, the door is opened to the stern 
but neutral face of a butler. With a bow, the 
servant leads you all inside, taking your coats 
and hats in one arm. A rush of cool air greets 
you as you step into the front foyer and then 
into a large hall of rich and tasteful decoration.  

Motioning towards an open door to one side, 
you presently find yourself standing in a smaller 
room filled with comfortable mahogany 
furniture, sumptuous hangings, old painting of 
no small value, and mellow bookshelves, all 
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bespeaking the study for a man of birth, 
cultivation and discrimination.  

Your old friend, Arthur Endicott, rises from a 
nearby sofa and greets you with a trembling 
hand, his dim eyes worried from lack of sleep 
and distraught.  

“Thank you for coming on such short notice,” he 
says wearily and motions for you to take a seat. 
Returning to the sofa, Arthur refills his glass 
from a nearby crystal decanter and begins to 
explain his sudden and unexpected desire to 
see you. 

Read paragraph 61. 

 

53 It would greatly aid you in discovering 

whatever malady that has afflicted poor young 
Endicott if you knew more about the research 
he was conducting. Certainly Nathan’s recent 
study of old genealogical records of old New 
England families is a place to begin. The curator 
of the Arkham Historical Society, E. Lapham 
Peabody, is considered by many to be an expert 
in local genealogy and is renowned for his 
working knowledge of most of the church and 
town records, library holdings, historical 
societies, and graveyards found in the 
Miskatonic Valley region.  

With you colleagues in agreement, you arrive in 
the Lower Southside neighbourhood of Arkham. 
Here the section of town lies in a narrow pocket 
between French Hill and South Hill; a myriad of 
narrow, twisting lanes and crowded tenements 
choke the region, many of which have stood for 
two centuries or more. Some Irish and Poles 
dwell here but for the most part it is Italians 
that make up the bulk of the shy residents. 
Beyond the rows of tenement buildings can be 
found the few remaining single homes, south of 
Powder Street and south of Saltonstall, where 
there still stands several fine examples of late 
18th Century wooden row houses. 

Along Garrison Street, you arrive at a splendid 
and fully restored Georgian mansion, set slightly 
back from the road. Despite having been here 
on more than one occasion, you pause to 
admire the strict symmetry arrangements of the 
architecture, with is wonderful paneled front 
door, topped with a small rectangular window 
and capped by an elaborate crown and 
decorative pilasters. Your eyes gaze lovingly 
over the cornice embellishments complete with 
dentilwork moldings and quaint and much 
outdated gambrel roof. 

Stepping from the sidewalk, you stroll to the 
wide porch, where there hangs a prominent 
sign atop a wooden post that reads simply, 
Arkham Historical Society. Opening the front 
door, you step into the foyer and through the 
house. The interior is quiet and subdued and 
the artifacts displayed all about seems to 
hearken back to an earlier era. 

There is a creak from the mahogany-banistered 
staircase. You turn and smile as a gentle-looking 
and elderly man, his hair gray and skin spotted 
with age, steps from the stairs with much 
slowness. He seems to walk a bit hunched over, 
as if from countless years of gravity weighing 
heavily upon his small slender frame. A pair of 
spectacles rests on the tip of his nose. 

You hide a knowing grin as the venerable 
curator sets down a wonderfully framed picture 
along the wall and hobbles over to you.  

”Ah, gentlemen,” says Peabody as he reached to 
push the spectacles further onto his long nose. 
”What can I do for you today?” 

Read paragraph 66. 

 

54 Place the Horror of the Crypt in the 

Rivertown Streets. Raise the Terror level by 2. 
This Vignette is Failed; reduce each 
Investigator’s maximum Sanity by 1 as they 
unleash the nameless terror onto the 
unsuspecting town of Arkham.  
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55 Despite your pleas and explanations, the 

guards seem reluctant to be persuaded of your 
story. It not until Dr. Armitage is called that they 
agree to let you go.  

Read paragraph 131. 

 

56 The name “blasted heath” seemed very odd 

and theatrical when first hearing of this place. 
Following directions given to you by a shifty-
eyed Dunwich man, you set out down a dusty 
road away from the village. After an hour’s hike, 
you reach a dark eastward tangle of glens and 
slopes and at once you cease to wonder as to its 
name. Though the bright sun sits high in the 
nearly cloudless sky, there seems a deep 
shadow hanging over the region. The trees to 
either side of the road seem to grow too thickly, 
and their trunks are far too big for any healthy 
New England wood. There is too much silence 
in the dim clearings between them, and the 
floor is too soft with the dark moss and matting 
of infinite years of forest decay.  

But even this visage is not as terrible to behold 
as the blasted heath beyond and as your each 
the entrance of a long tilted valley; you all agree 
that no other name would befit such a place. 
The first impression is that the devastation you 
presently view is some outcome of a massive 
fire, but more lingering in the back of your mind 
is the nagging question of why nothing new 
seems to have grown over the grey desolation 
that sparks open to the sky like a great spot 
eaten by acid. Indeed, there is no vegetation of 
any kind on that broad expanse, but for a fine 
grey dust or ash which no wind seems able to 
blow about. The trees near it are sickly and 
stunted, and many dead trunks stand or lay 
rotting at the rim. 

On the gentle slopes you can spot farms, 
ancient and rocky, with squat, moss-coated 
cottages brooding eternally on the lee of great 
ledges; but most are vacant, the wide chimneys 
crumbling and the shingled sides bulge 

perilously beneath low gambrel roofs. You walk 
hurriedly past the nearer tumbled bricks and 
stones of an old chimney and cellar to one side 
of the dusty road, and despite the long, dark 
woodland climb beyond seems welcome in 
contrast. 

Read paragraph 86. 

 

57 If there is still at least 1 Clue token on [B2], 

you may continue your research. Otherwise, 
there is little more than can be uncovered here; 
return to Arkham.  

Make a Lore (-2) check. For each success, take a 
Clue token from this location.  

When you collect the first Clue token, read 
paragraph 37. When you collect your second 
Clue token read paragraph 99. 

You may opt to stay here until next turn and roll 
again or return to Arkham. 

 

58 You proceeded quickly onto the Cole 

grounds with great anticipation and excitement. 
The grounds itself are wholly overgrown and 
untended for centuries, but at first bear no 
clues in your search. To the rear of the house, 
however, you come upon a site that only 
deepened the mystery further. A single aged 
and weathered headstone is planted into the 
old earth behind the house, yet it bore no 
engravings of any kind to denote who was 
interned therein. More mysteriously, a great, 
blank stone slab rested atop the grave site, 
which seemed imbedded into the earth at some 
unknown depth.  

You may investigate the house, read paragraph 
83, or return to Dunwich. 
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59 You pass many a dingy blue and white 

street sign and notice the strange, dark faces of 
the drifting crowds, and the foreign sings over 
curious shops ion brown, decade-weathered 
buildings. 

Now and then a towering steeple came into 
view, but never did it seem any close, if that 
were even possible. As you climb higher, the 
region seems stranger and stranger, with 
bewildering mazes of brooding darkened alleys 
leading eternally off in all directions.  

You cross two or three broad avenues when 
suddenly a tall spire looms out against the 
cloudy sky just ahead, rising above the tiers of 
brown roofs. You plunge towards it thankfully, 
through the squalid narrow lanes that climb the 
avenue. Presently, you find yourself standing in 
a windswept open square at the summit of 
French Hill; quaintly cobblestoned, with a high 
bank wall on the farther side. An expanse of 
iron-railed grass surrounds a massive stone 
church that can only be the First Baptist Church. 

Read paragraph 62. 

 

60 As you stand there in silence admiring the 

splendor of the library, you are jostled by a man 
as he walks briskly through the room. He is an 
elderly and scholarly fellow, with greying beard 
and hair, and wearing spectacles. “Pardon me,” 
he says, as a stack of books stacked precariously 
in his out-stretched arms nearly tumbles to the 
floor. 

“Professor Armitage, I presume?” you ask 
politely as the elderly man steadies the books 
held uneasily in his arms. Professor Armitage 
glances at you over the top rim of his 
spectacles, and a suspicious gleam creeps into 
his eyes. Much to Peabody’s credit, Dr. 
Armitage sets down the armful of books to 
open and read the letter the venerable curator 
provided you. Finishing the letter, Armitage 
hands it back to you and gathers the books once 

more into his arms. The good professor then 
glances at each of you slowly and with a keen, 
discerning eye. “Matters such as this are best 
left for private discussion. Come with me.”  

Armitage leads you and your colleagues from 
the library to his office located on the third floor 
of the building, on the north side near the 
electric lifts. He motions you to open the door 
and then follows you in, setting down the stack 
of books upon a chair. 

He listens politely but intensely as you explain 
your recent research into the life and history of 
one William Bishop. His eyes flash bright as you 
come to mention the copy of the book, 
Thaumaturgical Prodigies of the New England 
Canaan by the Reverend Ward Phillips, which 
was uncovered in the holdings of the Historical 
Society. Sitting abruptly in his chair, the elderly 
professor stops you with a raised hand.  

“Remarkable,” mutters the professor as you 
hand him the dusty tome. With careful and 
skilled fingers, Armitage slowly turns the pages 
one by one, pausing occasionally to read a page 
with greater keenness. 

“Indeed, a remarkable find,” he says finally. 
“The library here at the university once held a 
copy of this very book, an annotated copy no 
less by the author himself. Strangely, the book 
was misplaced or lost, or perhaps even stolen 
several years ago and it has never been 
recovered.”  

The professor sits back in his chair and stares 
out the window for a moment. Then he turns to 
you. “I would be most willing to lend a hand in 
your research in exchange for some of yours. 
This edition is no doubt a rare and wonderful 
find, but I suspect that the annotated copy 
would better suit your line of research.”  
Pushing his thin glasses higher atop his nose, 
the professor continues, as if lecturing for some 
literary class of students.  

“The book was first published in 1789, and 
again in Boston in 1801, in English by the 
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Reverend Philips of the First Baptist Church of 
Arkham. The first and second editions were 
printed in Primitive American Octavo (a 
manuscript of standard sized sheets of paper, 
folded three times to make eight leaves - each 
leaf is printed on each side, creating 16 pages 
total, he dryly explains) and printed in imitation 
black letters with the long ‘s’ and other 
obsolete typographical traits.” 

“The first edition was crudely published in 1789; 
a small print run in imitation black letter and 
riddled with typographical errors. A second, 
vastly improved edition was published again in 
Boston in 1801. Both versions are quite rare. 
The earlier version, despite its crude printing, 
commands collector prices; one autographed 
specimen sold for $35 in the early 1920’s. Aside 
from printing and proofing quality, both 
editions are identical.” 

“Strangely, according to my own research, 
Phillips began collecting as many copies of his 
book as possible after the publication of the 
2nd edition, and burned them all. This eccentric 
behavior did little for his standing in the 
community and he later moved to Ohio where 
he died a few years later.”  

“My further research uncovered mention of an 
annotated copy containing corrections and 
notes written by the author himself in the 
book’s flyleaves. However, I have yet to track 
down this copy, or to ascertain whether it even 
exists.” 

Read paragraph 7. 

 

61 “It’s my son, Nathan…you remember him 

don’t you. I penned a letter after his baptism 
just before his first birthday. I am quite sorry 
that I have allowed daily activity to preclude me 
from further contact over the years, only to 
contact you with such suddenness and 
intrusion.”  

Arthur pauses for a moment, as if gather his 
scattered thoughts. “Nathan went off to Boston 
to study Literature at Boston College. It was the 
first time the lad ever boarded away from 
us…his dear mother and myself, I mean…but we 
were so very proud when he was accepted. 
Everything seemed fine until just recently. We 
began to notice a strange change in his letters 
back home. He began to write, almost excitedly, 
of strange stories and odd dreams he was 
suffering. This odd behavior continued for a 
week or more, when the letters ceased 
altogether and we heard no more from him. 
Then, much to my surprise, he returned home, 
explaining that he put his studies aside for a 
while and was moving back to Arkham.” 

“At first, Nathan would not discuss his rather 
sudden decision to abruptly halt his schooling. 
Almost immediately, he began cloistering 
himself in his room upstairs; more puzzling, he 
began to receive strange packages via delivery 
…mostly books I think…and even took an 
extended trip into the backwoods north of 
Arkham. He put off any line of questioning from 
me as to the nature of this study, saying only 
that he had become intrigued with learning 
more of the genealogical histories of certain old 
New England families.”  

“After his return from the north-woods a week 
later, Nathan began to receive strange visitors 
at odd hours of the day and night. Very uncouth 
and unwholesome fellows, and they always 
asked for Nathan.” 

“I cannot say with certainty what these men 
wanted with my son, but I was fortunate to 
overhear bits of a conversation Nathan had with 
one of them one late August evening on the 
front porch. I could make little of their hushed 
and furtive conversation but what I could 
understand spoke of things that a proper 
gentleman should never have involvement in. 
Once the strange fellows departed, I confronted 
Nathan and begged him to put aside whatever 
damning research he was conducting and end 
his association with those disreputable men. 
But he grew angry and we exchanged harsh 
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words. After that, Nathan became even more 
reticent.” 

“It was after his latest excursion to a small 
backwater village named Dunwich, when 
Nathan was stricken with some obscure sort of 
fever three days ago. I at once sought the best 
medical private care that could be gotten. 
However, since then he has lapsed into 
alternations of unconsciousness and delirium 
which even the doctor is puzzled by. I am at my 
wit’s end!” 

Make an assisted Luck (-1) check. If you 
succeed, read paragraph 31. Otherwise, you 
may question Arthur about the strange 
packages paragraph 139 or his son’s odd callers 
paragraph 17. 

Unlock [A2]. 

 

62 The afternoon sun peeks out from behind 

dispersing clouds as you stand looking up at the 
church, but it seems unable to light up the 
stained, aged walls of the old temple that 
towered on its high plateau. It doubly seems 
odd that the green of spring has not touched 
the brown, almost withered grass in the iron-
fenced yard. You edge warily through the 
narrow coping in the fence and towards the 
closed doors at the top of a low flight of well-
worn steps.  

The interior of the darkened church is amply 
vaulted and modestly adorned. Along its walls 
unlighted kerosene lamps hang on brass 
brackets; pine benches serve as pews while 
behind the simple oak pulpit is hung a wide but 
faded pink silk banner proclaiming the 
Resurrection. You are startled somewhat as a 
figure rises from its seat at one of the pews, a 
dark and well-read bible tucked under one arm. 
It is a short, middle-aged, or perhaps slightly 
older, man clad in a simple black suit and tie. He 
stands to look calmly at you in silence. 

You quickly apologize for the intrusion and 
hastily turn over Dr. Armitage’s letter to the 
Reverend. The reverend holds out the letter at 
arm’s length in the muted light of the church, 
and reads the crisp handwriting silently. Then, 
he carefully folds the letter and hands it back to 
you before reaching into his pocket to fetch a 
thin pair of keys.  

“The Professor is well-known to me,” explains 
Reverend Noyes. “And I would be most happy 
to aid him in any research he requests. Come 
with me.” 

The reverend leads you through a single door 
towards the back of the hall and into a dim 
corridor. After a few paces, he pauses at a 
heavy, wood-paneled door. Inserting a large key 
into the lock, he twists the handle and swings 
the aperture open. “This is the church’s 
basement, where many of the old records are 
stored, but it has fallen into neglect of late.” He 
then brings down a small lamp from a nearby 
hook and puts it in your hand just before 
turning to return to the sermon hall. 

Peering downwards, you glimpse a 
subterranean gulf of cobwebs and dust faintly 
litten by the lamp’s tiny flickering flame. As you 
descend cautiously down the wooden creaky 
steps, debris, old pews, and ruined boxes and 
furniture of numerous sorts meets your eye. 
Everything is laden under a shroud of dust 
which seems to soften all sharp outlines. To one 
side can be glimpsed the rusted remains of a 
hot-air furnace. 

Gingerly, you step down onto the half-bricked 
and dust-carpeted floor. The vaulted basement 
is vast, without partitions, and a sudden and 
peculiar sense of forgotten age greets you. 
Looking about sadly, you begin to cross the 
wide, cobweb-festooned space to a precarious 
stack of boxes and crates half-choked with the 
endless dust and covered with ghostly gossamer 
fibres. 

Read paragraph 23. 
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63 You watch the shadowy figures until they 

melt into the darkness and then sprint to the 
street with all haste. Glancing first one way 
then another, you spy a police call box near the 
end of the block. 

Opening the box, you wind the phone with one 
hand and then pick up the receiver. After a few 
rings, the call is answered. Swiftly you offer 
your names and professions before explaining 
your encounter with the strange men. The 
police officer on the other end of the phone 
listens politely before saying that a foot patrol 
will be sent round within the hour to have a 
look.  

Despite your earnest suspicions as to the mens’ 
seemingly nefarious purpose, the officer calmly 
states that is likely you roused a couple of 
neighbourhood drunks.  

 
Place 2 Denizens of Dunwich in the Southside 
Streets.Return to Arkham. This Vignette is 
Complete. 

 

64 One of the men silences his companions 

with a sneer and then turns to you and your 
companions. Though as dirty, if not more so, 
than the others, he seems quite civil in his way.  

“Aye, mister, Jed Blair is my name. Don’t mind 
them fellas, cause them’s not see too many 
furrens, people not from round here, much. 
Dunwich folk don’t take to strangers well.”  

What, yer wantin’ to know abaout old Goody 
Cole, eh? She’s a lone creature, once lived in a 
shack out in the backwoods. Not much cause 
fer her to stray into town, but people seed her 
now and then. Kept mainly ter herself, cause 
she was not much liked. Why? Well, fer one, 
there’s more than one tale of her being a witch 
and all that. And she was apt to mutter strange 
things when she has the mind to come into 
town. Most fear her place even now and give it 
a wide berth.” 

Gain 1 Clue token and return to Dunwich 
Village. 

 

65 Once the central feature of the village, the 

commons is now surrounded on all sides by 
rank, overgrown and neglected for many years. 
The ragged remains of an old wooden rail can 
still be glimpsed here or there, but what 
remains is little more than rotted posts and a 
few tumbled and long-forgotten rails now lost 
in the tall, ancient grass.  

Rising above the village commons to the north 
stand an incredibly ancient and decrepit burying 
ground. The ground slopes steeply to the north 
from the lower boggy area nearer the road and 
all along the slopes and summit can be seen 
ancient stone, weathered and discoloured by 
the countless mists and dampness of 
generations. The entire hill is a vivid and almost 
homogenous mass of sickly green and moist 
overgrown verdure.  

Some of the houses and buildings around the 
commons appear still to inhabited, with rags 
stuffed in broken windows and here or there a 
listless-looking person working the barren 
gardens beside the dwellings. Once or twice you 
spot simian-visaged children playing around 
weed-grown doorsteps. For a moment, the 
sight of these folks seems to you more 
disquieting than the dismal buildings which 
bring on instinctive dislike. An air of repellent 
decadence seems to hang heavy over the area, 
and you think back to furtive hints told in 
Arkham of the degeneracy and inbreeding that 
is said to be so common in many New England 
backwaters.  

Of most of the buildings and homes, there is a 
vast swath of unpaved squalor and decay, 
mixed with vistas of departed grandeur. The 
clustered huddle of sagging gambrel roofs and 
peaked gables instantly conveys an offensive 
clearness of wormy decay and rot. 

Read paragraph 118. 
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66 The curator listens politely as you explain 

your desire to discreetly inquire about any 
research that young Nathan Endicott at the 
Society. Peabody nodded and motions you to 
take a seat as he turns to a tall bookshelf lined 
with aged volumes, a splendid example of 
Victorian style workmanship, complete with 
lavish and fluted moldings. He traces a finger 
across the spines of several books before 
pulling a particular one from the shelf, its title, 
17th Century Inhabitants of Essex County, by 
C.F. Filey emblazoned on the cover. He then 
opens the book upon the table before you and 
begins skimming the aged pages with an expert 
eye.  

He pauses and begins to recite a section 
regarding a long-forgotten daughter of 
Massachusetts by the name of Eunice Goody 
Cole. The text, as Peabody reads aloud, details 
certain rumours and odd stories half-whispered 
of this eccentric and mysterious resident as 
mentions in passing the charge of witchcraft 
levied against Goody Cole. Peabody closes the 
book and further explains in a proud fashion 
that it has been his most treasured task over 
the years to collect and correlate a voluminous 
treatise, mostly in the way of hand-written 
notes and ear-marked books, concerning his on-
going research into Essex County family trees 
for nearly forty years now. Even now, he goes 
on to say, his office has become cluttered with 
folder after folder of information garnered from 
various family bibles, church records, 
cemeteries, and personal interviews all across 
the county. Furthermore, adds the aged 
curator, he would be most delighted to allow 
you to continue your research using these files 
and notes.  

If you wish to begin researching information on 
old Eunice Goody Cole here at the Historical 
Society, move to [B2]. Otherwise return to 
Arkham. 

 

67 If you are ready to travel to Dunwich, pay 

$1, then unlock and move to [G1]. Otherwise, 
return to Arkham. 

 

68 Roll one die: 

1-2:  read paragraph 87  
3-4:  read paragraph 51  
5-6:  read paragraph 75 

Cross out each entry here as they are 
encountered (you cannot encounter an entry 
more than once). If all entries are crossed out, 
there is nothing else to do here; return to the 
Village Commons and end your turn. This 
Vignette is Complete. 

 

69 “That be Nathan Endicott fer sure, mister. 

I’ve seens him once or twice last summer. 
Couldn’t miss ‘im cause of his dress and what 
not. Came by the train with a big trunk like he 
was aplannin’ to stay a while. Went up into the 
backwoods country I reckon. He’d stayed there 
maybe a week or mores each time.” 

‘But mighty peculiar was on his last trip. Saw ‘im 
racing down the raod like the very Devil was 
affer ‘im. No trunk or luggage neither. He’s got 
on the train as soon as it arrived and we never 
say ‘im again.” 

Gain 1 Clue token and return to Dunwich 
Village. 

 

70 With surprising speed, the two shifty-eyed 

men spring across the darkened lawn. Before 
you can scarcely consider your reaction, you 
give chase. 

Place your Investigator in the Southside Streets, 
then make a Speed (+0) check. If you succeed, 
read paragraph 29. Otherwise read paragraph 
39. 
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71 Slowly the things shrink back into shapeless 

patches of darkness and you finally take a full 
breath. Glancing about with wary eyes, you step 
towards the table only to recoil at once in 
horror. The corpse of the old hag laid out atop 
the table is certainly long dead but to your 
repulsion, the eyes are alight with a strange fire 
within and they seem to follow your 
movements as if they held a sentience and 
awareness! 

Make a Will (+0) check or lose one Sanity. 
Either way, you turn and flee back out of the 
cellar. Return to Dunwich.  

 

72 With mounting horror and revulsion, you 

watch as the horrible rat-thing scurries into a 
nearby hole at the base of the darkened wall. 
Choking back a rising scream, you burst from 
the hall and away from the house in sheer 
panic.  

Just as the horrible thing disappears from view, 
all grows dark and you suddenly awaken in your 
bed, your breath coming in desperate gasps. In 
the periphery of your mind, the swiftly fleeting 
memory of the dream suggests that it was not 
simply a strange vivid nightmare.  

Recover all lost Stamina from the combat and 
gain one Clue token. Raise the Terror Level by 
one.  

 

73 Make a Fight (-2) check to force open the 

door; if you succeed, you manage to break open 
the door, read paragraph 149. Otherwise, you 
are unable to open door. If you have a Crowbar, 
Axe or Sledgehammer, the roll is not needed 
and the door is forced open automatically.  

If you wish, you may continue searching the 
house (read paragraph 8) or return to Dunwich 
in hopes of finding tools that can break open 
the door.  

74 Officer Angell listens to your story with 

some displeasure and doubt but slowly relents 
and hands you your documentation, adding 
only that it is not prudent to be scaring the 
neighbours with such furtive activities.  

Read paragraph 90. 

 

75 Nothing happens, return to the Village 

Commons.  

 

76 It isn’t until you draw a dollar from your 

pocket that the old woman’s strange demeanor 
turns. Slipping the dollar within her apron 
pocket, she directs you to speak to old Elijah 
Potts, a local stone cutter before abruptly 
closing the door for good.  

Read paragraph 125 

 

77 It would be a rather poor description to say 

that the glancing references you have 
uncovered concerning Goody Cole, not to 
mention the vague association of mystery and 
witchcraft along with that name, has greatly 
sparked your collective interest. Something in 
those old tales and legends seems odd and 
provocative, so much so that none of you can 
put the matter aside. Even if were not for the 
affliction plaguing your friend’s son, you would 
be resolved to dig deeper in the matter alone.  

And yet, the references you uncovered, and 
their significance, is unmistakable. The life of 
Eunice Cole evidently impressed her 
contemporaries more than a little. The 
fragmentary bits of scattered information hint 
at an undercurrent of persistent strangeness 
that you cannot shake. To his credit, and upon 
seeing your deep interest in continuing the 
research, Peabody is gracious enough to 
provide you with a letter of introduction to the 
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director of the Miskatonic Library in Arkham, 
Dr. Henry Armitage. 

Unlock [C] Miskatonic Library. Return to 
Arkham. 

 

78 As with much of the house, you find little 

within the old kitchen. Along one wall rests a 
warped and empty cupboard and the remains 
of a wood stove. 

One thing however grabs your attention; to one 
side stands a door that undoubtedly leads into 
the old cellar. Yet to your surprise, the door has 
been replaced with a decidedly new one and 
even fitted with a stout lock.  

If you wish, you make try to break open the 
door (read paragraph 73), or continue searching 
the house (read paragraph 8). 

 

79 Thanking Mr. Peabody, you turn your 

attention to the scattered and disorganized 
mess of books and documents stacked 
precariously about the wooden shelves and 
heaped atop the nearly-invisible desk.  

Make a Lore (-2) check. For each success, take a 
Clue token from this location.  

When you collect the first Clue token, read 
paragraph 37. When you collect your second 
Clue token read paragraph 99. 

You may opt to stay here until next turn and roll 
again or return to Arkham. 

 

80 Of all the distant objects on French Hill, a 

certain church steeple dominates the rest. It 
stands out with especial distinctness at certain 
hours of the day, and at sunset the great tower 
and tapering steeple looms dark against the 
flaming sky. It rests on the highest spot of the 
hill and its aged facade, and the obliquely-seen 

north face with sloping roof and tops of great 
pointed windows, rise boldly above the tangle 
of surrounding ridgepoles and chimney-pots. 
Peculiarly grim and austere, it is constructed of 
stone, stained and weathered with the smoke 
and storms of a century and more. The style 
was that earliest experimental form of Gothic 
revival which proceeded the stately Upjohn 
period and held over some of the outlines and 
proportions of the Georgian age.  

Late in the morning, an hour or so before noon-
time, you set out for the First Baptist Church. 
Following a short trolley-car ride, you 
disembark on the edge of French Hill before 
beginning to plod through the endless streets 
and the bleak, decayed squares. It is not long 
when come upon an ascending avenue of 
century-worn steps, sagging Doric porches and 
bleary-paned cupolas that must lead up the 
long winding hill.  

Roll a die: 

1-2  read paragraph 143  
3-4  read paragraph 15  
5-6  read paragraph 59 

 

81 If you have found the annotated copy of 

the Thaumaturgical Prodigies of the New 
England Canaan, read paragraph 132. 

Otherwise, return to Arkham. 

 

82 Following your conversation with Dr. 

Armitage, you resolve to journey to Dunwich, 
for this backwater village seems to the central 
location of this ever-widening mystery.  

You arrive at the train station perhaps a half-an-
hour before departure with a small valise. At 
the moment, the quaint brick building with a 
slated roof and covered platform is silent. 
Several wrought iron benches on the platform 
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are empty and four wheeled porter’s hand carts 
sit patiently nearby. 

It is not long when there can be heard a faint 
whistle of a steam train in distance. Slowly, the 
sound grows until a B $ M Railroad engine pulls 
into the station. From the building comes 
several porters and ticket agent, who begin 
unloaded passengers and luggage alike.  

As you wait patiently for the announcement for 
boarding is called out, you spot a pair of lean 
and shabbily-clothed and stoop-shouldered, 
unkempt fellows disembark from the train.  
The two strange men approach you on the 
platform, jostling you as they pass. 

Make a Will (-1) check. If you succeed, read 
paragraph 25. Otherwise, read paragraph 150. 

 

83 You now turn your attention to the house 

and proceed to the front door, which was 
securely closed and stout even after so many 
years. The door opens onto a musty, dirty front 
hall, the interior darkened from the lack of 
exterior windows. Through the gloom, however, 
you can spy a collection of old twigs and leaves 
lie scattered about the wooden plank flooring. 
Undaunted by the spectral nature of the place, 
you set out immediately to have a look around 
the house.  

If you wish to explore the house, read 
paragraph 8; otherwise you can return to 
Arkham. 

 

84 You have met no one along the road since 

leaving Dunwich Village, but presently you draw 
near to several deserted farms in varying stages 
of ruin and there are occasional gaps in the 
trees where tumbledown chimneys and cellar 
walls tell of where buildings once stood but long 
ago collapsed.  

If you wish, you may approach one of the 
ruined farms (read paragraph 116), or return to 
the Blasted Heath.  

 

85 There is a splash further down the stream 

and you instinctively crouch behind a tall but 
withered tree along the banks. Suddenly you 
spot a figure; it is man, naked and quite feral-
looking, lurking atop a rock beside the stream. 
The man is completely hairless, and much of his 
filthy face and body is covered with horrible 
sucker-shaped scars. 

He looks down into the water with an insane 
gleam and then cries out and plunges his hands 
into the stream. He cries out again with delight 
as he snatches a trout from the water and sinks 
his teeth into the fish. As he tears into the 
writhing fish, the man suddenly freezes, the 
trout still held tightly in his jaws, and looks 
about.  

Fight a Maniac; if you win, you can return to the 
Devil’s Hopyard. If you are defeated, place the 
Manic into play at the Devil’s Hopyard.  

 

86 Each Investigator at this location must 

make a Fight (+0) check or lose 1 Stamina. This 
must be done for every turn hereafter they 
spend here.  

If you wish to have a look about the Blasted 
Heath, read paragraph 6. Otherwise, return to 
the Blasted Heath. 

 

87 Glancing about at the few visible townsfolk, 

you spot a man, dark, stoop-shouldered and 
unkempt and clad in threadbare and patched 
overalls, step out from a dilapidated and worm-
riddled house. For a moment, you hesitate at 
the very sight of the sullen man. Finally, you 
quell your apprehension and approach, 
extending a hand forward. The man looks 
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curiously at you for a second and then removes 
his battered hat and brushes back his unkempt 
hair with the other hand.  

“I dun’t get much cause to talk to folk not from 
her’. Nothin’ much brings folk to Dunwich or 
hereabaouts. What’s that? Witch-craft in 
Dunwich. Ha, ha. See here fella, over there…” 

You follow the man’s extended arm to a charred 
stump of what was long ago a great oak tree 
that once grew prominently along the side of 
the commons. 

“It were from that tree o’er there, back in 1806 
mind ye, that they’d hanged old Avern 
Whateley for witch-craft. Ha, ha, not satisfied 
with that, the townsfolk returned a few days 
latur and burnt the tree to the graound.’ 

Make a Lore (-1) check and gain 1 Clue token. 
Return to the Village Commons. 

 

88 Finally, after what seems like endless hours 

in that forbidding basement, you are delighted 
to discover some writing of the late Reverend 
Ward Phillips, including several bundles of his 
personal letters, sermons, and unpublished 
essays. But two items spring out from all the 
others; the first is a copied passage of a diary in 
one of Phillip’s letters, and the second is none 
other than the original annotated copy of 
‘Thaumaturgical Prodigies in the New England 
Canaan’.  

Anxious to leave the dingy basement behind, 
you hasten upstairs, bearing the two items in 
your coat pocket.  

Return to Arkham. This Vignette is Complete. 

 

89 Much to your surprise, you lift up some 

crumbling stone to uncover a rusted and quite-
old looking metal box. Brushing the soot and 
dirt from it, you open the lid carefully, revealing 

a small amount of worn and very old looking 
coins. Even beneath the many years of tarnish, 
you can clearly see the gold and silver metal 
each coin is crafted from. 

Take $4 as you slide the valuable coins into your 
pocket and return to the Blasted Heath. 

 

90 You excuse yourself to continue the search 

of the house, while Officer Angell stands in the 
open doorway, a look of indecision across his 
face. “I suppose I should take a look around 
while I’m here,” he says, as if to steel his nerves 
to enter the dwelling. With electric torch in 
hand, Officer Angell makes his way into the 
forbidding old house. 

As you examine the front hall with more 
scrutiny, you can clearly hear the steady 
footfalls on the floorboards as the officer 
proceeds to make his way to through the house. 
Moments later, you heard a sound, though faint 
and muffled, it was clearly the unmistakable 
creaking sound of a lock being undone and a 
door opened. From the direction of the sound, 
you could only summarize that it is the strange 
and out-of-place locked door in the kitchen. 
Queerer still is the sense of noxious rush frigid 
air that comes onto you from nowhere as stand 
rotted in the front hall. It is a vortex of sorts of 
withering, ice-cold wind, followed by the rattle 
of loose bricks and plaster reverberating 
throughout the entire structure. 

You whirl round to gaze down the front hall. 
Shuffling towards you in the darkness is a 
gigantic, blasphemous form of a thing not 
wholly ape and not wholly insect. Its hide hangs 
loosely upon its frame, and its rugose, dead-
eyed rudiment of a head sways drunkenly from 
side to side. Its forepaws are extended, with 
talons spread wide, and its whole body is taut 
with murderous malignity despite its utter lack 
of facial description.  

You must fight a Dimension Shambler! If you 
win, read paragraph 142. 
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91 Place your Investigator on the Bishop Brook 

Bridge location. From here, you may move 
about the Dunwich board as per normal rules. 
You may also pay $1 and return to Arkham. 

 

92 A dark cast of shadows falls over Arkham 

with suddenness of an unseen storm. The 
playgrounds no longer carry the familiar sound 
of children’s laughter. Mothers, filled with fear, 
cling tightly to their children behind barred 
doors and shuttered windows. The evening 
streets fall barren and empty, save those foolish 
enough to brave the outdoors. 

It begins with the mysterious deaths of every 
member of Smith, Decker and Randolph 
families. One by one, they all fall victim to 
strange illnesses or sudden and gruesome 
accidents that take every life it strikes.  

Then a pallid plague sweeps across Arkham, 
killing all in its wake; for those who fall victim to 
the virulent disease, they are spared what 
comes next. Those few who manage to flee the 
area never to return hear furtive and horrible 
tales of nameless horrors and half-whispered 
things that consumes the town of Arkham. In 
time, Arkham is lost from view in dark clouds 
that seems to hover over the region. 

You have Failed. 

 

93 For the briefest of moments, you fancy that 

a glimpse of something most assuredly 
unearthly and damnably misshapen slither from 
beneath one of the rotting, crumbling slabs. It is 
visible only for a moment before thankfully 
disappearing back into whatever hollow it 
emerged from.  

If you failed the Will check, lose 1 Sanity; return 
to the Village Commons.  

94 Gazing silently at the unnatural growth 

about the farm, you tread carefully over to the 
strange well. Grasping the wooden pail left 
discarded beside it, you being bailing bucket 
after bucket from the darkened well, hauling 
each up to splash the contents onto the soaking 
ground. You instinctively sniff in disgust at the 
fluid and it is not long when you have to hold 
your nose against the foetor you are disturbing.  

After several buckets, you gaze down into the 
well and notice that the water is phenomenally 
low. You exchange worried and uncertain 
glances at what you find there. The vestiges are 
mainly skeletal; perhaps a deer and a large dog 
it appears as well as a number of bones of other 
smaller animals. The ooze and slime and that is 
uncovered at the bottom of the well seems 
inexplicably porous and bubbling, and your 
colleague fetches a long branch nearby to sink 
into the muck. Much to your surprise, the 
branch seems capable of being sunk to any 
reachable depth into the mud without meeting 
any solid obstructions. 

If you wish, you may return to the Village 
Commons despite the lateness of the hour. 
Should you choose this, each Investigator must 
lose 1 Stamina from exhaustion from the long 
hike well into the late hours of the night. Move 
to the Village Commons and end your turn.  

Otherwise, you can decide to stay here until 
dawn before heading back to Dunwich; read 
paragraph 113. 

 

95 Nothing happens, return to the Blasted 

Heath. 

 

96 The village is a clustered area of unpaved 

squalor and decay. At first, you spot no one on 
the road or in the decayed homes along the 
narrow rutted lanes. But soon comes signs of 
sparse habitation-curtained windows here and 
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there, and an occasional battered motor-car 
sitting silently in an overgrown yard. Though 
the homes you now begin to pass all show signs 
of habitation, they are all uniformly quite old-
wood and brick structures of the early 
nineteenth century. More so to your growing 
displeasure, is the olfactory disgust and feeling 
of menace and repulsion they raise within you. 

Suddenly you spot the broken-steepled church 
at the end on the dusty lane. The tumbled-own 
old church seems now to harbour a slovenly 
mercantile establishment. A half-a-dozen 
shabbily-dressed loungers sit idle on a make-
shift porch facing the lane. The men eye you 
and your colleagues with veiled suspicion as you 
approach. 

Read paragraph 123. 

 

97 In the Morgan Family History, Wm, Abigail 

Morgan (1639-1683) told her grandson that she 
would spy on Eunice Cole when she was a 
young girl around the age of 12 or 13 years old. 
She was too frightened to give evidence in court 
stating that she was too fearful of reprisals.  
Abigail spoke that she frequently saw Cole in 
the woods late at night and her presence was 
often accompanied by a strange violet hue. 
Thrice she further claimed to have seen Cole 
with a tall, dark man on the eve of the full 
moon. This man was certainly none other than 
Satan himself.  

You may return to paragraph 42 or return to 
Arkham. 

 

98 You let out a sigh of relief as you press on 

through the forests and the sight of that 
damnable Blasted Heath in the distance. You 
begin following a narrow dirt lane as it winds 
around the base of hills and across stretches of 
level country. And yet this change brings you 
little sense of reassurance or normality as 
gorges and ravines of problematic depth begin 

to intersect the lane as it continues eastwards, 
and the crude bridges that span them always 
seem of dubious safety. 

It is not long until the woods part and there 
now comes into view a bleak, winds-wept and 
blasted hillside where no tree, shrub or grass-
blade seems to grow. The trees and wood 
crowd up to the bottom of the hill but seem 
reluctant to venture further upwards. Along the 
forest’s edge can be seen tall grass and tangles 
of briars but not even a stone wall or straying 
cow gives any indication of man’s presence 
here. Even in the bright sunlight, a kind of quiet 
dread and portent seems to hover about the 
strangely domed hill and the deep, shadowy 
ravines that surround it.  

Read paragraph 104. 

 

99 As you delve deeper into the literary 

records for any tangible piece of the puzzle 
concerning the enigmatic old Goody Cole, a 
strange picture begins to take hold. Indeed, the 
Society records offers a much puzzling portrait 
of Eunice Cole in an extremely and frustrating 
half-hinted nature. Though never affirming 
anything resembling concrete explanations, 
various books you discover contain disjointed 
text and passages hinting further at the mystery 
surrounding Eunice Goody Cole.  

More furtive hints are soon gleaned from a 
book entitled, Thaumaturgical Prodigies of the 
New England Canaan by the Reverend Ward 
Phillips, who is himself described on the title 
page as “Pastor of the Second Church in Arkham 
in the Massachusetts-Bay.’ This too hints of 
local legends surrounding the old Cole house, all 
hushed innuendoes and furtive tales of 
shadowed things seen at windows in the night 
of the old Cole place.  

Stranger still is the discovery that the Cole 
house, which still stands in Dunwich, had never 
been bought or sold over the many years since 
her death in 1662, or even the property tax 
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having been collected or levied. No records can 
be found on the matter, almost as if the very 
existence of the Cole house was being 
deliberately forgotten about and ignored.  

Take the Thaumaturgical Prodigies of the New 
England Canaan handout, and then read 
paragraph 77. 

 

100 Producing your flask and offering it to the 

old man, who gladly accepts it. At once, in a 
wheezing voice, the old man begins a rambling 
tale that hints at wild, disjointed and incredible 
things.  

As the last of the flask is drained, the old man’s 
voice fades to weak curses and confident 
whispers as he takes hold of your coat lapel 
tightly in a gnarled unsteady hand. 

Something in the old man’s voice convinces you 
that his ramblings are more than stupefied and 
meandering talk which promises to bear some 
kernels of truth.  

Discard your Whiskey item card and gain Joe 
Mazurewicz as an Ally.  

Read paragraph 59. 

 

101 Slowly, as the blocks streak by in the 

darkness, you begin to close the distance 
between you and the fleeing men. Finally, the 
men, now exhausted from their flight and 
wholly out of breath, begin to slow their pace 
and come to a halt. Lifting their hands into the 
air, they turn to look at you with dark cruel 
eyes. Keeping a close eye upon the two men, 
you lead both to a nearby call box.  

Opening the box, you wind the phone with one 
hand and then pick up the receiver. It is not 
long before a police car pulls up and two 
uniformed officers step out. 

A quick explanation of the situation leads the 
officers to handcuff both men, who are swiftly 
placed into the car. But one man glares 
ominously at you as he is taken away. There is 
something in his glance that sends shivers down 
your spine. 

Place your Investigator in the French Hill 
Streets. Your turn is done.  

This Vignette is Complete. 

 

102 You have no clear thought or plan of 

action to investigate the recent desecration at 
the Old Arkham Cemetery, but you suspect it 
might have something to do with your research 
into Eunice Goody Cole. What you expect to 
find - and what you dread and hope not to find 
there - is not yet known.  

The place is as ancient a cemetery as one could 
find in the upper New England region. It is a 
wide expanse, set back from the road and 
overgrown with rank grass, moss and curious 
creeping weeds, and filled with a vague stench 
which your idle fancy quickly associates most 
absurdly with rotting stone. Everywhere are the 
tell-tale signs of neglect and decrepitude 
blanketed by a heavy gloom of centuries-old 
silence. Through the sickly trees that grow 
haphazardly here or there a pale, waning 
crescent moon shines through the noisome 
vapours that seem to emanate from all over the 
grounds. In the feeble, wavering moonlight, you 
can distinguish a repellent array of antique 
slabs, cenotaphs, and mausoleum facades; all 
crumbling, moss-covered, and moisture-
stained, and partly concealed beneath an 
unnatural and unhealthy vegetation. 

At the single closed gate, you find the aged 
groundskeeper, Herman Walker, waiting 
patiently for your arrival. The grizzled and hoary 
old man seems unbothered by such a strange 
request to be led to the sight of the 
desecration. Producing a large set of worn keys, 
the groundskeeper unlocks the weighty padlock 
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and slowly pushes back the heavy wrought-iron 
gate.  

If you wish to question the groundskeeper, read 
paragraph 22. 

Otherwise, if you wish to examine the disturbed 
burial sight of Randolph Smith, read paragraph 
26. If you wish to examine the disturbed burial 
sight of Sammuel Decker, read paragraph 33. If 
you wish to examine the disturbed burial sight 
of Jonathan Cooper, read paragraph 33. 

 

103 You make your way down to the 

Miskatonic University Library, an impressive 
three-story Gothic building of cold and drafty 
marble halls. Each is lined with rows upon rows 
of dusty, musty and aged books. 

Make a Luck (+0) check. If you succeed, read 
paragraph 130; otherwise read paragraph 60. 

 

104 If you wish to have a look about the 

Devil’s Hopyard, read paragraph 14. 

Otherwise, return to the Devil’s Hopyard. 

 

105 Flame and fire erupt into the night air as 

screams of the dead and dying cultists fill the 
air. Slowly, the flames diminish and flicker as a 
hush fills the night. Suddenly there comes a 
malicious and cruel laughter from the terrible 
rent in the air as the bent form of an old hag 
steps through the rift and with here a dark 
shape of a faceless man.  

You must fight twice as many Denizens of 
Dunwich as there are Investigators. But they are 
not alone! Goody Cole and The Black Man have 
come through the gate! 

If you win, read paragraph 40. If you fail, read 
paragraph 92. 

106 At once you sense a wide space in front of 

you and in the dim light filtering down from the 
surface you can see that you stand on one side 
of a large crumbling chamber. It appears to 
have once been a sunken mausoleum and the 
shattered and broken remains of stone slabs 
litter the stone floor. Suddenly something black 
as the darkest night seems to loom from the 
deep shadows on the far side of the chamber; 
something huge and menacing and ropy, a 
nameless thing of nightmares. With a burst of 
sudden speed, the thing flows squirming and 
reaching across the chamber towards you, 
sprouting many hooves, and mouths and snaky 
arms from an amorphous body of vague 
proportions. 

Fight the Horror of the Crypt. Any Investigator 
who successfully evades is returned to Arkham. 
If all Investigators are defeated or successfully 
evaded, read paragraph 54. If you defeat the 
Horror, read paragraph 12. 

 

107 If there are five or more Sanity tokens  

here, read paragraph 117.  

If there are one or two Sanity tokens here, read 
paragraph 32. 

If there are no Sanity tokens here, read  
paragraph 24. 

Otherwise, Henry still seems too traumatized to 
discuss further his strange malady and 
affliction. Stay here until next turn or return to 
Arkham. 

 

108 Within personal records of various court 

officers are references to the method used for 
gaining Eunice Cole’s confession. It included the 
use of a peculiar branding iron placed over 
Cole’s heart with a “Hebrew-looking” mark, by 
the explicit instructions of Sammuel Decker. 
During her interrogation, she gave a full 
confession, though showed no sign of 
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contrition. Judge Cooper sentenced her to 
death by hanging and then buried in an 
unmarked grave outside the cemetery grounds.  

Found within the private diary of Charity Smith, 
oldest daughter of Randolph Smith, is an 
eyewitness account of Cole’s execution:  

“…as the wytch stoode on the scaffold, she 
spate and cursed the village. Her words cast 
feer into the hearts of all present. ‘And bye the 
power of the Dark One, I shall rise again from 
the lande of deep slumber, and mine anger shall 
be greate. The soules of Randolph Smith, 
Sammuel Deckr, and Jon Coopershall be helde 
for mine vengeance and torment in the land of 
night-mares. This village shall quake and the 
blackness of death shall rise up and mine power 
reign supreme once more! Then was that 
wyched wytch hanged…” 

You may return to paragraph 42 or return to 
Arkham. 

 

109 There is a splash further down the stream 

and you instinctively crouch behind a tall but 
withered tree along the banks. Suddenly there 
is almost an inhuman shriek; you whirl round as 
a figure comes bursting from the stream; it is 
man, naked and quite feral-looking, lurking atop 
a rock beside the stream. The man is completely 
hairless, and much of his filthy face and body is 
covered with horrible sucker-shaped scars. 

Fight a Maniac; for the first round of combat, 
you cannot Evade. If you win, you can return to 
the Devil’s Hopyard. 

If you are defeated, place the Manic into play at 
the Devil’s Hopyard. 

 

110 The door to the general store is propped 

open with a stone and you feel a rush of 
considerable expectancy as you step into the 
interior. The shop, which occupies the main hall 

of the old church, is quite shabby and ill-lighted. 
Rickety shelving and aged wooden barrels has 
replaced the many pews that once could be 
found here. An elderly man comes forward to 
greet you, and as you study his wrinkled face, a 
fresh wave of disturbance passes over you. He 
is not too unhandsome, but there is something 
unwholesome about him that brings on a keen 
aversion. 

If you wish, you make peruse the dusty 
neglected shelves, read paragraph 30. 

Or you can chat with Joe Osborn, the store 
keeper, read paragraph 69. 

 

111 It is only after a call to the station that 

Officer Angell is confident with your story, but 
with the added explanation that it is not 
prudent to be scaring the neighbours with such 
furtive activities.  

Read paragraph 90. 

 

112 At length, the train lurches forward with a 

spasm and roar of whistles and steam and 
begins to rattle past the platform and along 
Water Street amidst a cloud of vapour. For a 
time, the jostling of the train lulls you into a 
gentle sleep and it not until the shrill sounds of 
the train whistle that you open your eyes once 
more. Looking out of the car window, you 
watch as the train crosses the Aylesbury Pike 
just beyond Dean’s Corner’s and comes upon a 
most curious country. For some time, the 
ground slopes higher to the north and the 
forest belts that before hung back from the 
tracks now seems to crowd both sides of the 
passing train. Here or there appears breaks in 
the forest of planted fields that at once seem 
singularly few and barren. The nearby sparsely 
scattered houses in the clearings wear a 
surprising uniform aspect of age, squalor, and 
dilapidation. From the crumbling doorsteps or 
on the sloping rock-hewn meadows can be 
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occasionally glimpsed gnarled and solitary 
figures, so seemingly silent and furtive that 
uneasiness begins to grow in your belly.  

Shortly, the there comes a rise in the tracks that 
brings distant mountains into view beyond the 
deep woods; you lean towards the window as 
the feeling of strange uneasiness increases as 
you gaze silently with apprehension at the 
strange rounded summits ahead whose 
symmetrical aspect precludes any sense of 
comfort or naturalness. More sobering is the 
scant moments of especial clearness in the sky 
when queer circles of tall stone pillars can be 
spied on some of them.  

Thankfully, the tracks dips back down as the 
distant hills and peaks disappear from view 
once more behind the impenetrable forest belt. 
Here begins to pass by stretches of marshland 
and you catch glimpses of the thin, shining line 
of the Miskatonic’s upper reaches as it winds 
serpent-like towards the unseen domed hills. 
Presently, the train passes over a covered 
bridge of dubious safety and aged frailty; 
slowing with a blast of steam, you stare out 
over a small village huddled between the upper 
Miskatonic and the vertical slopes of Round 
Mountain. You wonder immediately at the 
cluster of rotting gambrel roofs that speak of an 
earlier architectural period and it is far from 
reassuring to see that most of the houses are 
deserted and fallen into ruin. At once you are 
struck with an impression of a faint, malign 
odour about the village, as if from the massed 
mould and decay of centuries forgotten.  

Unlock [H1] Village Commons, [I1] Dunwich 
Village, [J1] Blasted Heath,  

Read paragraph 91. 

 

113 Twilight falls, and you decide to move to 

the interior of the rotting cottage to await the 
dawn. After collecting some spare wood, you 
are greeted by a cheerful and warm fire in the 
house’s ancient hearth. There you and your 

companions sit round speaking in hushed tones 
while the intermittent light of a spectral half-
moon wanes over the grey desolation outside.  

Suddenly, one of your companions, who head 
had taken a seat nearer a window overlooking 
the yard, suddenly calls out. You rush to his side 
and peer out; night has fully set in, and all the 
abhorrent grounds outside seem faintly 
luminous with more than the fitful moonlight. 
But more to your horror, this new glow is 
something definite and distinct, and appears to 
shoot up from the black pit like a softened ray 
from a searchlight, giving dull reflections in the 
little ground pools where the water had been 
emptied.  

It has a very queer colour, and as all of you 
cluster round the window, you give a violent 
and collective start. For a moment, there is a 
bright flash, as a clammy and hateful current of 
vapour belches from the well. Frozen with 
paralyzing horror, you only watch as the light 
from the well grows stronger and several 
monstrous shafts of snaky and unholy 
iridescence lifts up from the slimy depths of 
well.  

You must fight the Colour out of Space; if you 
defeat the Colour out of Space, read paragraph 
41; otherwise, place the Colour out of Space on 
Gardner’s Place. 

 

114 Officer Angell listens to your story with 

some displeasure and doubt; it is obvious that 
he believes your story to be contrite and 
suspicious. You are Delayed while the officer 
questions you further.  

On the next turn after being Delayed, read 
paragraph 90. 

 

115 Even your singular expertise in fantastical 

and shadowy studies does not prepare you for 
what you find scrawled on the scattered 
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drawings and painting laid out on the coffee 
table before you. At once, the visions depicted 
on the canvases speak of dreamy, stilted images 
of such conspicuous freshness that you can 
scarcely apply kinship with anything known to 
you. Of the work, you immediately grasp a 
fantastically poetic connection that typifies all 
of them. Dark malign images of a darkened 
figure with piercing eyes from out of a limitless 
sea of blackness. In some, there is hinted a 
shadowy house of vague proportions that 
seems to hint of unbelievable loathsomeness 
and moral foetor. 

Each team member must make a Will (+0) 
check or lose one Sanity. Then make an assisted 
Lore (+1 check), and take a Clue token for each 
success you roll.  

You may question Arthur about the strange 
packages paragraph 139 or his son’s odd callers 
paragraph 17. Otherwise you may move to [A2] 
or return to Arkham. 

 

116 You begin picking around the dead 

stumps of ancient trees and the crumbling 
foundation-walls, throwing furtive glances 
towards the nearby darkened woods.  

Make a Luck (+0) check. If successful, read 
paragraph 89; otherwise read paragraph 141. 

 

117 Despite your best intentions, young 

Nathan begins to thrash in the bed between 
moments of frenzy and apathy as you press him 
for information concerning his dreams. He 
begins pouting out a seemingly meaningless, 
half-incoherent torrent of words and phrases.  

“…the pit, oh God, the abominable pit! She is 
coming for me…she can’t have me! That’s her 
plan! To wait at the gate for me… oh Yogge-
sothothe ! I can she her! She will use me to 
enact her revenge!” 

Sternly, Dr. Hougton pulls you back, having no 
more to do with this charade. “Pardon me sir! It 
will do no good to torment the young fellow!” 
The doctor relaxes and then turns to place a 
cool hand upon the young man’s forehead. He 
then looks up, a pale look of grave concern 
spread across his face. “I am afraid that the 
pressure was far too great and I believe that his 
mind has gone. There is nothing else we can do 
for him now. In my professional opinion, is is 
best for young Nathan to be moved to Arkham 
Asylum where he can better be cared for.” 

Arthur turns to you, a sad and helpless look in 
his eyes. “Please, I beg you, see if you can 
discover whatever horrid research my son was 
working on - perhaps that might lend a clue to 
his illness.” 

Each Investigator loses one Sanity as they 
watch in horror as Nathan slips into a deep 
madness. No special ability or card may reduce 
this loss to zero. 

Unlock [B1] Historical Society. 

This Vignette has Failed. All Investigators in this 
Vignette return to Arkham. 

 

118 If you wish to have a look about the 

commons, read paragraph 68. 

Otherwise, return to Dunwich. 

119 Young Nathan Endicott lies listless and 

pale, a white sheet pulled up to his chest. For a 
moment, the lad stirs in his deep sleep, crying 
out in terror, before lapsing back into 
unconsciousness. Gently, you pull up a chair 
beside the bed and begin speaking to the boy in 
a calm, low voice. 

Make a Will (-1) check; for each success, 
remove a Sanity token from [F2]. If you fail, add 
a Sanity token to [F2]. Then read paragraph 
107. 
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120 Pressing your shoulder firmly against the 

wood, you manage push the heavy door in, 
revealing a darkened entry foyer and hall 
beyond. Cautiously you step inside. 

You turn to see a small furry form dart quickly 
from the shadows. With horror, you find 
yourself looking into the red-gleaming eyes of a 
large rat. Or at least you pray it to be a rat for, 
though it possesses the form of a rat, it is the 
sharp-toothed, bearded face that seems to 
taunt you with its evilly-human visage and paws 
that seem more like tiny hands than rodent 
paws that beckons a more astute classification 
of its origins. The rat-thing turns its ugly 
unnatural head up at you and hisses an almost 
human laughter.  

Fight a Rat-Thing. If you win, read paragraph 
72. If you Evade from combat, or are Defeated, 
read paragraph 47. 

 

121 After a brief respite, you return to the 

Cole house for further investigation. Your 
methodical search of the house and property is 
suddenly interrupted by a sudden tap on the 
front door that shakes you at once from your 
quizzical search with startling clarity. A hoarse 
but commanding voice calls out as a bright light 
of an electric torch illuminates the front hall. 
Your arrival and strange presence in the house, 
it seemed, has raised the suspicions of some of 
the neighbors and a certain patrolman, Simon 
Angel, has been dispatched to investigate. 
Despite handing over proper documentations 
and business cards, Officer Angel is hesitant at 
first to accept our explanations.  

If you wish to follow the officer back to his 
patrol car for further questioning and 
verification, read paragraph 111. 

If you wish to attempt to explain the reasons for 
your presence in the house, make a Luck (+0) 
check. If you succeed, read paragraph 74; 
otherwise read paragraph 114. 

122 Suddenly, the cultists halt their orgy of 

sound and dance, and turn unseeing eyes 
towards you. Some fall to the ground weeping 
and cursing, while still others let out shrieks and 
turn to flee into the woods, their voices echoing 
into the dark. Yet still others turn with vicious 
hatred to you.  

You must fight twice as many Denizens of 
Dunwich as there are Investigators. If you win, 
read paragraph 40. If you fail, read paragraph 
92. 

 

123 If you wish to call upon the men lounging 

in front of the general store, read paragraph 27. 

If you wish to step into the general store, read 
paragraph 110. 

If you wish to continue exploring the village, 
read paragraph 3. 

Otherwise, return to Dunwich Village. 

 

124 Pressing your shoulder firmly against the 

wood, you manage push the heavy door in, 
revealing a darkened entry foyer and hall 
beyond. Cautiously you step inside. Quietly you 
make your way upstairs to the long-abandoned 
and strange attic. Something about the angles 
in the attic room opens your mind to the myriad 
possibilities of other, nearly identical universes.  

Draw one Other Worlds encounter card and 
resolve the top-most event on the card. If you 
are not Devoured during the encounter, read 
paragraph 48. 

 

125 Finding his home quite easily just down 

the rutted road, old man Potts is friendly 
enough and reasonably talkative about the 
subject of the old Cole place. Offering you 
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lemonade while seated on his front porch, Elijah 
whittles away at a piece of wood as he speaks. 

“Thems round these parts don’t take kindly to 
strangers, ’specially those askin’ aboaut the old 
Cole place. Never nobody like old Cole nohoaw - 
ol’ witch they’s callin’ her. Heh, he. These 
furreners are a suspicious and godly lot and 
have no kind to think kindly of old Goody Cole. 
Me, I don’t take stock in such talk, but I’s not 
about to anger them’s by arguing with’s them 
on the matter.” 

“Yup, old lady Cole was thought of as some kind 
o’ witch, working with the Devil, mind ye, or so 
the stories go. Thems talk mightly aboaut 
monstrous apparitions more frightful than 
anything organic, if ya know what I mean. 
Something theys say old Cole trafficked with the 
Devil himself from the bowels of Hell itself.” 

You could only guess what imaginative 
background had evolved these stories 
surrounding old Goody Cole. Yet these legends 
do seem to have a significant persistence that 
your dogmatic 20th century sensibility assures 
you is of delusional imagination only. Thanking 
Elijah for his most valuable assistance, you are 
now more eager to visit the Cole place more 
than ever. The morning is still upon you by the 
time say goodbye to Elijah. 

Gain one Clue token and return to Dunwich. 

 

126 Take the handout, Eunice Cole’s Diary. If 

you read the handout, make a Will (-1) check or 
lose one Sanity, but gain two Clue tokens.  

You may search the kitchen paragraph 78, or 
return to Dunwich. 

 

127 You accept Dr. Whitman’s business card 

and promise that you will some notes on the 
various schools of architecture around Arkham.  

You then turn your attention back to the task at 
hand which brought you down to the university.  

Read paragraph 60. 

 

128 Crying out for the fleeing men to stop, 

you give chase into the darkened streets. With 
the shabbily-clad men just within your sight, 
you sprint up Garrison Street until you lungs 
begin to sear and your breath comes in deep 
gasps. Suddenly, as the men reach the end of 
the block, one comes to a stop and whirls 
round, a glint of metal flashing in one hand. 

Make a Fight (+0) check as the man empties a 
revolver at you. IF you succeed, you manage to 
leap aside and onto the grass, as bullets skip 
and fly harmlessly down the street. If you fail, 
you are caught completely by surprise and lose 
2 Stamina. Either way, before you can climb to 
your feet, the men have already disappeared 
into the darkened streets. 

Place your Investigator in the French Hill 
Streets. Your turn is done.  

Place 2 Denizens of Dunwich in the French Hill 
Streets. 

This Vignette is Complete. 

 

129 You soon found yourself in what appears 

to be an old study, its only furnishing remaining 
being that of a large roll-out oak desk, partially 
broken and riddled with rot. Most of the 
drawers are empty but the central drawer is 
closed and seems wedged closed or locked. 
Using your penknife, you began to pry at the 
drawer, only to have it wrenched completely 
from the desk itself in your hands. As it does so, 
a slim book falls to the wooden floor from its 
hiding place beneath the drawer itself.  

Read paragraph 126. 
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130 As you stand in the warm sunlight 

admiring the fine architecture of the building, 
you watch as a middle-aged man, hopelessly 
trying to steady an arm-full of books and rolled-
up maps, exits the building. The man stumbles 
down the steps and the books and maps tumble 
to the ground. 

You hurry over to offer the gentleman a hand. 
Thanking you, he introduces himself as Dr. 
Stanley Whitman, Professor of Architecture 
here at the university.  

You soon discover that the professor is in the 
midst of researching information on a historical 
treatise concerning various schools of 
architecture that can be found around the town 
of Arkham. He relates that with his hectic 
teaching schedule, he has had little time for his 
research. Perhaps you gentlemen could lend 
him a hand? 

Take the special Task card, Whitman's Studies in 
Architecture. Then read paragraph 127. 

 

131 Dr. Armitage leads you up to his office 

and slowly closes the door and bolts it shut. He 
then offers you a seat before sitting down 
behind his mahogany desk. The old man looked 
ragged and tired, as if from a lack of sleep, and 
his voice comes in wheezes and coughs.  

“I am afraid that things are transpiring beyond 
our control,” he begins finally with a long 
winded sigh. “The machinations of these events 
are wholly beyond the pale of sanity; I now 
believe that Goody Cole somehow survived her 
death and, guided by some influence past all 
conjecture, has found a gate to another world 
and dimension. The yellowed records 
containing her testimony and execution, and 
that of her accusers, are so damnably 
suggestive as to allow no other speculation on 
the matter.” 

“That she wishes to exact a revenge on those 
who brought her to the gallows is plain enough, 

but I fear her plans go far deeper than we dare 
hope to imagine. These men of Dunwich who 
have harried us are but minions and pawns for 
this witch; no doubt Goody Cole is but using 
them to further her scheme, but to what end?” 

Armitage falls gravely silent before looking up 
once again, a haggard look stretched across his 
old face. “From your description of the cellar in 
her ancient house, I suspect these minions are 
planning some sort of ritual; whether it is to 
bring forth Cole back from the void, or some 
other devious and terrible plan, cannot be 
guessed.” 

It is time to confront Cole’s cultists before they 
can complete their ritual in the backwoods of 
Dunwich. Read Endgame in the Vignette Index.  

 

132 It is quite late when you return to the 

Miskatonic University and at first glance the 
three-story brownstone building is darkened 
and quiet. You chance upon a lone night 
watchman who, though suspicious of your 
presence so late in the evening, takes heed of 
your hasty desire to speak with Dr. Henry 
Armitage whom, you explain, is awaiting your 
arrival. The watchman escorts you through the 
lofty and decorated halls to the professor’s 
office. Much to your delight, Armitage is still 
there and, thanking the watchmen, he invites 
you inside before carefully closing the door.  

Taking a seat, you hastily relate your visit to the 
First Baptist Church and of your fortunate 
discovery in that dusty, forgotten basement. 
Armitage lifts a lamp on to the desk as you lay 
out the book and letter before him. Without a 
word spoken, the aged professor begins 
perusing the yellowed pages of the letter. 
Reading over the professor’s shoulder in the 
dim light, you immediately realize that Phillips 
has penned a passage from a personal diary of 
one Howard Jerymn, of Dunwich, dated 1734. It 
relates a certain incident at the old 
Congregational Church in Dunwich: 
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“About two in the morning a frightful stench 
and savage barking of neighborhood dogs 
interrupted Pastor Goddard and his family at 
the church parsonage. It came apparently from 
the deep woods and was quickly followed a 
great snapping, crashing, and crackling sound. 
The Goddard family, huddled together in the 
parsonage, dared not move amidst the dismal 
chaos outside until William Goddard, the 
Pastor’s eldest son, tottered into the night to 
get help. Upon reaching the nearest home, 
young William collapsed with a frightful voice, 
“Help, oh my Gawd!” before unconsciousness 
spared him further horror. The horror was 
apparent an hour later, when a hastily 
assembled group of armed men trudged out to 
the church. It was horrible…there were great 
split-hoof prints all about the church, which 
itself was the scene of utter devastation. Of the 
Goddard family, only ruin was ever found.” 

Armitage sets the letter to one side with a shaky 
and unsteady hand before reaching for the 
worm-riddled book in front of him. The treatise, 
as in the 2nd edition you uncovered earlier at 
the Historical Society, is a treatise describes the 
blasphemies of witches, warlocks, shamans, and 
other Colonial-era evil-doers of the era. But 
unlike the other copy, this one contains curious 
annotations and corrections made by the 
author himself penned in the margins in the 
reverend’s spidery hand. As you read further, 
the sudden and unmistakable premise begins to 
emerge from the jumble of notes and 
annotations: that what Phillips originally laid 
out in the book, as chiefly legends and lore of a 
by-gone era, were in instead frighteningly real. 
The notes hint at furtive and forbidden things of 
mixed abhorrence and fascination.  

One particular passage tells of certain 
Wampanoag Indian legends detailing many of 
their ancient and primitive rituals. As you read 
on, it goes to tell of “prayers to ye Devil” and 
“sung certain Rites of Magick abominable by 
Scripture”, and concluded with a sacrifice which 
was “eaten up by what they call’d out of ye 
Sky.” or ‘Yogge Sothyothe‘. But more to your 

growing horror, here or there are found curious 
and strange formulas scrawled carefully in the 
flyleaves - each seems to be a list of 
preparations and carefully worded chants. 

Finally, Armitage carefully closes the book and 
pushes it away, almost as if the very touch is 
unwholesome. For several passing moments, no 
one speaks, as each struggles to correlate and 
comprehend the things written down in the 
blasphemous tome. You glance about with a 
growing sense of uneasiness as the terrible 
revelations laid out in the book course over you.  

The professor then looks up, a haggard 
expression worn heavy upon his face and then 
half-whispers, “Nathan Endicott.” 

Make a Will (-1) or lose 2 Sanity but gain 2 Clue 
tokens. Then read paragraph 151. 

 

133 Closing the final book or the last court 

document, you sit back into your chair with 
growing horror as the realization of the 
significance of the graves that were recently 
disturbed in the cemetery slowly sinks in. Can it 
be that Eunice Cole’s words from so long ago 
are coming true?  

The Vignette is Complete! Return to Arkham 
and raise the Terror Level by one. 

 

134 As the old man watches in silent interest, 

you carefully lower yourself into the open hole. 
Calling up for a shovel and pick, you carefully 
begin to poke and prod about the grave. 
Suddenly, the shovel rings out as it strikes 
something hard just beneath the layer of 
disturbed earth. As the groundskeeper leans in 
with his lantern, you seize the spade once again 
and commence to clear away the drifted earth 
and rock until the outlines of a large flat granite 
slab, roughly the size of the grave itself, can be 
seen.  
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If you wish to try to lift up the large slab, read 
paragraph 138; otherwise, return to Arkham. 

 

135 You creep stealthily round the side of the 

building, sticking close to the shrubs growing 
close. Nearer the back yard, you suddenly pause 
as the sound of whispered voices can be heard 
from the deep shadows ahead. Before you can 
react, two darkened figures come into view, 
tall, lean and rather unkempt men with large 
black eyes which seem to gaze combustively 
from pallid and stubble-covered faces.  

You step from the shadows abruptly, 
demanding to know the strangers’ business at 
the Historical Society at such a late hour. The 
two shabbily-clad men exchange nervous and 
odd glances just they both turn round to run 
across the darkened lawn. 

You can remain and watch the men disappear 
into the darkness before phoning the police at a 
local call box (read paragraph 63), or you can 
pursue the strangers (read paragraph 70). 

 

136 Choking back mounting bile, you carefully 

kneel beside the rotting coffin. Inside lies a 
desiccated and shriveled corpse of ancient age. 
Make a Lore (-1) check. If you succeed, read 
paragraph 38.  

Otherwise you find nothing of interest. You can 
examine the open grave (read paragraph 134), 
or return to Arkham. 

 

137 With mounting horror, you brush 

countless rats from your pant legs and stomp 
your feet all the while stifling a rising scream in 
your throat. After a few moments, you manage 
to scatter and drive off the hideous rats. 
However, your success is not complete, as your 
arms and legs are streaked with thin lines of 

blood drawn by the horrible rats’ claws and 
teeth. 

You may return to Arkham or continue your 
search of the basement (read paragraph 35). 

 

138 Using the spade and pick as a lever, you 

begin to pry up the weighty slab. At first it does 
not move despite your efforts; finally, you 
motion for your colleagues into the hole beside 
you. With a concentrated effort, the slab groans 
and shifts slightly and then lifts up an inch or 
more before tipping to one side against the 
earthen wall of the open grave. You find 
yourself staring down into a black aperture, 
from which suddenly rushes an effluence of 
miasmal gases so nauseous that you start back 
in horror.  

Make a Will (+0) check or lose 1 Stamina, then 
read paragraph 152. 

 

139 “I cannot speak for all the packages that 

arrived for my son since the time he returned 
home from school, but as I said many of them 
were books. Of their contents I can scarcely 
guess but I do remember that, during his 
conversation with the fellow on the porch, the 
name Eunice Cole came up several times. No, I 
have not found any of the books here, but 
Nathan did take away with him on his trip a 
rather heavy trunk…’ 

If you have not done so, you may question 
Arthur about the odd callers to his home 
paragraph 17. Otherwise you may move to [A2] 
or return to Arkham. 

 

140 Crying out for the fleeing men to stop, 

you give chase into the darkened streets. With 
the shabbily-clad men disappearing from your 
sight, you sprint up Garrison Street until you 
lungs begin to sear and your breath comes in 
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deep gasps. Suddenly, as the men reach the end 
of the block, one comes to a stop and whirls 
round, a glint of metal flashing in one hand. 

Make a Fight (+0) check as the man empties a 
revolver at you. IF you succeed, you manage to 
leap aside and onto the grass, as bullets skip 
and fly harmlessly down the street. If you fail, 
you are caught completely by surprise and lose 
2 Stamina. Either way, before you can climb to 
your feet, the men have already disappeared 
into the darkened streets. 

Place your Investigator in the French Hill 
Streets. Your turn is done.  

This Vignette is Complete. Place 2 Denizens of 
Dunwich in the French Hill Streets. 

 

141 Your search through the rubble kicks up a 

mass of soot and dust than chokes your throat. 
Coughing loudly, you stumble back and towards 
the road, your clothes now thoroughly caked in 
dust and soot.  

Return to the Blasted Heath. 

 

142 With panicked fright, you turn to flee 

towards the front door and out into the inviting 
sunlight. Though the abnormal cold air seems to 
dissipate outside, you are quite timid about 
returning to the front hall. Your logical 
sensibilities quiets the spectral thoughts and 
fears in your heart as to that horrible thing in 
the hall, and you step back across the threshold, 
at once calling for Officer Angell. Your echoing 
calls are met with only silence and this only 
heightened your apprehension.  

Finally, you made your way with some 
trepidation back into the house, all the while 
calling for Officer Angell. To his whereabouts, 
you are met with an even more sinister and 
enigmatic mystery for the only sign of Officer 
Angell you uncover is his watchman’s cap alone 

on the bare living room floor. A search of the 
house turns up no other clues to Angell’s 
person, save for the strange and heavily pad-
locked kitchen door. It appears that the door is 
still securely fastened, closed and showed no 
signs of having been opened in any way. In all, 
Angell’s sudden and strange disappearance 
disquieted us immensely, yet we were hesitant 
towards any wild conjecture as to his 
whereabouts.  

You may continue searching the house (read 
paragraph 8) or return to Dunwich.  

 

143 You find yourselves in a squalid 

neighbourhood, the leaning decrepit buildings, 
once dwellings but now largely shops and 
warehouses, seem very ancient. Beside the 
narrow lane can be glimpsed a low archway 
pierced by a dark cobbled alley. The alley is dim 
in the late morning light, hemmed in by looming 
buildings even uglier and more intangibly 
menacing than the crumbling street facades 
leading to it. Suddenly you hear the slight 
scuffling of footsteps and start nervously about 
as the echoes reverberate from the gloomy 
alley.  

Before you can turn to make your way past, a 
dark, taciturn, foreign-looking fellow steps from 
the dingy alley. Furtive shadows from deeper 
within indicates that the fellow is not alone. The 
man look at you with darkened eyes as the flash 
of a knife blade becomes visible in his right 
outstretched hand.  

Fight as many Thugs as there are Investigators. 
Each has a Horror modifier of -, Toughness 2, 
Combat modifier 0, and Damage of 1.  

If you win, read paragraph 59. 

 

144 With rising horror and a strength called 

forth from desperation, you decide to attempt 
to disrupt the ritual. But before you can move 
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against the cultists, there comes a malicious 
and cruel laughter from the terrible rent in the 
air as the bent form of an old hag steps through 
the rift and with here a dark shape of a faceless 
man.  

You must fight twice as many Denizens of 
Dunwich as there are Investigators. But they 
are not alone! Goody Cole and The Black Man 
have come through the gate! 

If you win, read paragraph 40. If you fail, read 
paragraph 92. 

 

145 Past the unwholesome valley of the 

Blasted heath, you come onto an ancient 
tottering cottage where the trees begin to get 
very thick. At first glance you shudder as the 
first faint wisp of a miasmal odour reaches your 
nose. Nearer the crumbling cottage you spy the 
yawning black maw of an abandoned well 
whose strange stagnant vapours seem to play 
strange tricks in the hues of the sunlight.  

The trees growing close to the rotting cottage 
seem to have blossomed forth into strange and 
unnatural colors, and the about the stony soil of 
the yard and adjacent pasture there springs up 
a bizarre growth which only an insane mind 
could connect with flora of the region. No sane 
wholesome colors can be glimpsed around the 
farm, except in the green grass and leafage; 
everywhere else you gaze are hectic and 
prismatic variants of some diseased, underlying 
tone. 

In some spots, the aspect of unearthly color is 
replaced with shocking, greyish, withered grass 
and leaf. 

Suddenly a sound stands out around that silent 
wood, a sort of liquid splash - water - it must 
have been from the well you think.  

If you wish, you may examine the well, read 
paragraph 94. Or you may return to the Village 
Commons despite the lateness of the hour. 
Should you choose this, each Investigator must 

lose 1 Stamina from exhaustion from the long 
hike well into the late hours of the night. Move 
to the Village Commons and end your turn.  

Otherwise, you can decide to stay here until 
dawn before heading back to Dunwich; read 
paragraph 113. 

 

146 Peabody leads you into his cramped and 

very much cluttered office in the study of the 
house. Stacked all about the room are crates 
and boxes brimming with books, bibles, and a 
multitude of single sheets of paper, all in 
various stages of age and ruin. You sigh as you 
look upon the ponderous amount of material. 

Place 2 Clue tokens on [B2] and then read 
paragraph 79. 

 

147 In the darkness, the old Cole place seems 

to stand ominously silent and brooding, 
partially masked from the winding dirt road by 
wild-growing trees. It is a typical plank-board 
house, though bearing no extravagance that 
one would find in Arkahm. It did appear to be in 
remarkable condition despite being abandoned 
for over 200 years. The grounds of the house 
have been obviously unattended for decades if 
not longer and have become a wild expanse of 
runaway foliage, overgrown and threatening.  

Interestingly, once you arrive, you are unsure as 
to what you exactly planned to do, as your 
desire to see the old Cole place lent no further 
plans beyond that fact.  

If you wish to attempt to speak with some of 
the neighbours, read paragraph 5. If you wish to 
search the house, read paragraph 58.  

 

148 Despite your pleas and explanations, the 

guards seem reluctant to be persuaded of your 
story.  
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Remain here until next turn - you are Delayed 
as campus security checks your story. After 
being Delayed, read paragraph 131. 

 

149 Dry and dusty, a charnel smell hangs 

suffocating in the air of the small earthen cellar. 
Ancient tree roots crawl through the bare walls 
in spots that drip brackish water. In the center 
of the cellar stands a wooden table, atop which 
is laid out a desiccated corpse of an old hag. Her 
mummified face is hideously distorted, with her 
dried tongue protruding from her mouth and 
her head hanging to one side at a grotesque 
angle suggesting a broken neck.  

Suddenly a patch of darkness in one corner of 
the cellar seems to begin to shift slightly with 
movement. You watch in growing horror as the 
patch detaches itself, curling along the earthen 
wall to the ceiling. It then slowly sinks to the 
floor in front of the table to block your path.  

Make a Will (-1) or lose one Sanity at the 
gruesome sight of the corpse. You must fight 
two Formless Spawns! Should the Investigators 
Evade or are defeated, the Formless Spawns 
remain within the cellar. 

If the Formless Spawns are defeated, read 
paragraph 71. 

 

150 Turning to the strange men, you are 

about to chide them for their rudeness when 
you are overcome by an astonishing lapse. For a 
long moment, you stare queerly at the two men 
before you. And then, with a rising series of 
terrified, hysterical shrieks, you break into a 
run. 

Your headlong and frantic flight only ends when 
you stumble and fall several crossing down the 
street from the train station.  

Lose 1 Stamina and one Sanity.  
As swiftly as the strange affliction took hold, it 

disappears, as you are picked up and dusted off 
by several passerby. You hastily mutter some 
shamefaced explanation with a downcast 
glance. 

Place 2 Denizens of Dunwich in the Northside 
Streets and then read paragraph 67.  

 

151 For a moment, the professor falls 

strangely silent, his eyes focusing out the open 
window. Then, in a low hushed voice, he begins 
to speak. 

“You are not the first to call on me concerning 
Eunice Cole, or of this book. It was three 
months ago or more when I received a young 
man here at the library by the name of Nathan 
Endicott. He came seeking information on 
certain research he was in the midst of, mainly 
that of genealogical records of obscure New 
England families. Specifically, he inquired about 
an annotated copy of the Thaumaturgical 
Prodigies of the New England Canaan, 
explaining that he had procured for himself a 
copy of the 2nd edition by way of various and 
obscure literary contacts. But he went on to 
explain that he much needed certain notes that 
was said to be found only in the annotated 
copy, penned by the author himself.” 

“I related to young Endicott that the library had 
lost or misplaced its copy. He pressed me quite 
strongly for information that would lead him to 
securing a copy for his own; but something in 
the fevered desire he held for obtaining a clue 
to tracking down a copy raised my suspicions. I 
immediately began to dislike and distrust 
Nathan and of his motives, and decided at once 
to hide any information from him, no matter 
how small. He left discouraged and very much 
angered by my reluctance to help him, saying 
only that he would get his hands upon that copy 
no matter the cost.” 

“It was not long afterwards that it came to my 
attention that he had begun to make quiet 
inquiries at other libraries and institutions. This 
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combined with his parting words greatly 
frightened and alarmed me. I cannot hope to 
fathom what connection this all has to do with 
Nathan’s recent illness, but I fear there is 
something quite sinister lurking just under the 
visible surface. It would well if we could 
uncover a motive for young Endicott’s trips to 
the village of Dunwich…” 

Unlock [F] Train Station, [G] Bishop’s Brook 
Bridge, [H] Village Commons, [I] Dunwich 
Village [J] Blasted Heath, [K] Gardner’s Farm, [L} 
Devil’s Hopyard, and [M] Backwoods Country 

 

152 You call up to the old man for the lantern. 

As the lantern is lowered into the hole, its light 
illuminates the top of a flight of stone steps, 
dripping with some indescribable and 
detestable ichor of the inner earth, and 
bordered by moistened walls encrusted with 
nitre.  

Unlock [E2]; you may move there or return to 
Arkham. 

 

153 Dr. Houghton eyes you with no small 

dislike when you return to the Endicott 
residence. It is apparent that the doctor views 
your involvement, even at Arthur’s request, to 
be an intrusion into his professional duties, not 
to mention debilitating to young Nathan’s 
recovery.  

Nevertheless, he relates that there has been no 
change in young Nathan’s condition as of yet.  

“Mr. Endicott has shown no signs of  
improvement.” 

He stands up and escorts you to Nathan’s  
room. Read paragraph 119. 

 

154 You creep stealthily as you can round the 

side of the building, sticking close to the shrubs 
growing close. Nearer the back yard, you 
suddenly pause as the sound of whispered 
voices can be heard from the deep shadows 
ahead. Before you can react, two darkened 
figures come into view, tall, lean and rather 
unkempt men with large black eyes which seem 
to gaze combustively from pallid and stubble-
covered faces. 

The two shabbily-clad men exchange nervous 
and odd glances as their eyes fall upon you. 
Before you can react, they pounce, bunching 
their fists as they throw themselves at you with 
murderous intend in their eyes. 

Fight 2 Denizens of Dunwich. If you defeat 
them, the men, they stagger back, blood 
streaming from cuts on their bruised faces 
before fleeing in the darkened night. 

This Vignette is Complete. 

 

155 With rising horror and a strength called 

forth from desperation, you decide to attempt 
to close the rift in the very time and space. 
Make a Luck (+0) check. If you succeed, read 
paragraph 46; otherwise read paragraph 122. 
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TIMELINE 
Day 1    Strange Moon Rising — Headline  

Several reports have been sent to local authorities concerning strange visages of the moon last evening. 

The Arkham Advertiser has received documented sightings of an apparent change in the moon after 

rising into the night sky shortly after dusk. These reports state that, as the moon rose into the night sky, 

an inexplicable shadows seemed to pass over it, resulting in an image that viewers have described as , 

…the wrinkled old face of an elderly woman….  

The reports continue to state that, following a period of some ten or so minutes, the moon recovered 

her fullness and brightness. Until the start of the next event, all Will checks in Arkham are made at -1. 

Clues appear at the Arkham Asylum and Hibb’s Roadhouse. 

 

At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 4–6 on a die 

Day 2    A Nocturnal Visitor — Environment (Mystic)  

You awaken in the depths of night, as if startled by some inexplicable sounds. You sit up in bed as a faint 
lambent glow begins to shimmer around the room, and a strange violet and blurred mist begins to 
converge in the shadows of one corner. The nebulous blur soon grows more and more to resemble a 
bent old woman bearing an evil and sardonic stare on her worn face. There comes a long slow and 
tormenting laugh from the old woman that sends a shiver through your body.  

Then, with movements as if bearing a heavy weight upon her shoulders, the old woman begins creeping 
towards you through the gloom. Her laughter grows to a crescendo and you throw your hands to your 
face in stark horror. Suddenly, you wake up screaming in your own bedroom, bedclothes soaked with 
sweat.  

Make a Will (-2) check or lose 2 Sanity. 

 

At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 4–6 on a die 

Day 3    Grave Robbers Strike Arkham — Headline  

Police report that three graves in the historic Arkham Cemetery were violated in the most unwholesome 
manner. The graves were identified as the resting places of Randolph Smith, Sammuel Decker, and 
Jonathan Cooper. The sites were two centuries old. 

The groundskeeper reported seeing a violet light in the cemetery a little before midnight, which may be 
connected with this hideous and deplorable crime. The police suspect that bootleggers may have dug 
into the graves while seeking a hiding spot of a cache of Canadian liquor. 
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Clues appear at the Rivertown Streets and the General Store. Unlock [E] and [F],and raise the Terror 
level by 1. 

 
At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 5–6 on a die 

Day 4    Doctors Report Rash of Strange Dream Maladies  — Headline  

The hospital in Arkham has reported a rash of patients who have complained of dream-like 
hallucinations coupled with bizarre and detailed nightmares or even insomnia. Doctors are unable to 
diagnose the malady but have tentatively pointed towards some form of mass hysteria.  

While this event is in effect, investigators may not regain Sanity except through psychoanalysis at  
Arkham Asylum or by an ability listed on an investigator card. Clues appear at the Hospital and the  
Asylum. Raise the Terror level by one 

 
At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 5–6 on a die 

Day 5    Visitors from Dunwich — Environment (Urban)  

That evening, you are dismayed to find that your home has been ransacked. The back door, though shut 
and securely locked, has been forced. The wood around the small deadbolt has been split asunder. 
Inside, the house has been ransacked, with the furniture toppled and sliced open, cabinets and drawers 
flung wide and their contents strewn everywhere.  

Place 2 Denizens of Dunwich at the Train Station. Raise the Terror level by 1. Each Investigator also loses 
$1 if they possess any cash. 

Move all Monsters currently on the board. Each turn thereafter, while this event is in play, place one 
additional Denizen of Dunwich at the Train Station. 

At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 4–6 on a die 

Day 6    A Dream — Environment (Mystic)  

You find yourself moving about in a twilight abyss, filled with a bubbling mass of polyhedron motes 
floating overhead. You seem to be standing on a rocky hillside bathed in intense, diffused green light. 
You are barefooted and in night-clothes, and when you try to walk you discover that you can scarcely lift 
your feet. A swirling vapour hides everything but the immediate sloping terrain from sight, and you 
shrink from the thought of the sounds that might surge out of that vapour. 

Then he see a shape laboriously crawling toward you—the old woman. The crone strains up to her knees 
and manages to cross her arms in a singular fashion, and then points in a certain direction with a 
horribly crooked arm which she raises with evident difficulty. Spurred by an impulse you cannot fight, 
you drag yourself forward along a course determined by the angle of the old woman’s arms.  

Screaming, you wake up in your own bed, your sheets soaked in sweat. Make a Will (-2) check or lose 2 
Sanity. 
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At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 5–6 on a die 

Day 7    Local Businessman Goes Mad — Headline  

A local businessman of no small repute was arrested today after an altercation that took place at a diner 
in Arkham. Witnesses told police that the man began mumbling to himself before leaping up from his 
table and began shouting obscenities. When patrons and workers attempted to restrain the man, he 
took a hold of a knife and began attacking everyone. Arkham police have reported that at least two 
persons, a waitress of the diner and a customer were slain and three others were rushed to the hospital 
for injuries. Arkham police has increased police presence in town and have announced a temporary 
curfew while asking the public for calm.  

While this event is in play, any Investigator who ends his movements in the streets must pass a Luck (+0) 
check or be Arrested and taken to the Police Station. Clues appear in the Downtown streets and Police 
Station.  

 
At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 5–6 on a die 

Day 8    The Pull — Environment (Mystic)  

You awaken that morning lethargic and terribly exhausted, as if you stayed awake all night. At about two 
o’clock you finally drag yourself out for lunch, and as you thread the narrow lanes of Arkham, you find 
yourself turning always to the southeast. Only an effort halts you at a cafeteria on Church Street, and 
after the meal you feel the unknown pull still more strongly. 

Only with great resolution are you able to drag yourself deliberately north along Garrison Street. By the 
time you had reach the bridge over the Miskatonic you are in a cold perspiration, clutching at the iron 
railing as you gaze upstream at the ill-regarded island whose regular lines of ancient standing stones 
brood sullenly in the afternoon sunlight. 

Then you give a start. For there is a clearly visible living figure on that desolate island, and a second 
glance tells you it is the strange old woman whose sinister aspect had worked itself so disastrously into 
your dreams before. The tall grass near her is moving, too, as if some other living thing were crawling 
close to the ground. When the old woman begins to turn toward you flee precipitately off the bridge 
and into the shelter of the town’s labyrinthine waterfront alleys. Distant though the island is, you feel 
that a monstrous and invincible evil could flow from the sardonic stare of that bent, ancient figure in 
brown. 

Screaming, you wake up in your own bed, your sheets soaked in sweat. Make a Will (-2) check or lose 2 
Sanity. 

 
At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 5–6 on a die 

Day 9    Anxiety Grows in Arkham — Headline  

The strange goings-on in Asylum has begun to fray nerves all over the city as the reports grow of the 



 

48 | P a g e  
 

strange dream malady spreads.Doctors are overwhelmed with the influx of new patients and worse still, 
is the civil unrest that has spilled into the streets of Arkham. Some folk have taken to protesting the 
seeming lack of official response, while others, driven by madness, have swept into the streets with 
crazed violence. 

Place one Crazed Mob in Downtown, Northside and Rivertown neighborhoods. Raise the Terror level by 
1. 

For each turn that there is a Crazed Mob on the board, raise the Terror level by 1. If the Crazed Mob is 

defeated, reduce the Terror track by as many as it was raised during this Event. 

At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 5–6 on a die 

Day 10    The Witch House — Headline  

Read [Y1] 

At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 3–6 on a die 

Day 11    The Black Man — Environment (Mystic)  

Your dreams are beginning to be atrocious. The evil old woman is now of fiendish distinctness, her bent 
back, long nose, and shrivelled chin are unmistakable, and her shapeless brown garments are like those 
you recall vividly. The expression on her face is one of hideous malevolence and exultation, and when 
you awake you can recall a croaking voice that persuades and threatens. You must meet the Black Man, 
and go with them to the throne of Azathoth at the centre of ultimate Chaos. That was what she said. 
You must sign in his own blood the book of Azathoth and take a new secret name now.  

But now, the old crone is not alone, but with a tall, lean man of dead black coloration: wholly devoid of 
either hair or beard, and wearing as his only garment a shapeless robe of some heavy black fabric. His 
feet are indistinguishable, but he must be shod, since there is a clicking whenever he changes position. 
The man does not speak, and bears no trace of expression on his small, regular features. He merely 
points to a book of prodigious size which lay open on a table before him…  
Screaming, you wake up in your own bed, your sheets soaked in sweat. 

Make a Will (-2) check or lose 2 Sanity. Place the new Black Man monster into play at the Witch House 
and raise the Terror Level by one.  

 
At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 5–6 on a die 

Day 12    Strange Illnesses  — Headline  

Doctors in Arkham are puzzled by a rash of illnesses that have struck three separate Arkham families, 
the Randolphs, Deckers, and Smiths. Police are considering possible deliberate poisoning as the motive 
and cause of the illnesses.  

Clues appear at St. Mary’s Hospital and Uptown Streets. 
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At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the next timeline event when:  
the first player rolls 4–6 on a die 

Day 13    Break at the Miskatonic Library — Headline  

Dr. Henry Armitage has reported an apparent break-in at the library yesterday evening. The unknown 
would-be thieves were driven off by alert campus security and no sign was found that the library was 
breached.  

Clues appeas at the Library and Miskatonic University streets. Unlock [C3] Library. 

 
At the start of the next Mythos phase, proceed to the Endgame when:  
the first player rolls 4–6 on a die 

 


