GUBU – D’Genesis

An operation as important as the Garda Unit for the Bizarre and Unprecedented doesn’t pop up overnight, now, so it must have come from somewhere. And odds are, it was started in 22 and the Big Fella probably had something to do with it. Exactly what possessed him, if anyone to start the whole shebang? Well, time you found out in a lesson from history not likely covered by any book. Just don’t get lost in Gort on the way.

LARP 8 – 12 players

January 21th, 1922.
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Events of the last  6 months, September 1921 – January 1922.

September 14 - Dáil Éireann selects five delegates to negotiate agreement with Lloyd George in London. The delegates include Michael Collins and Arthur Griffith.

October 8 - The Irish delegation leaves for London to discuss the Treaty.

October 9 - Large crowds greet the Irish delegation at Euston Station in London. Arthur Griffith tells the crowd that Éamon de Valera will not travel to London.

December 6 - Agreement is reached in the Treaty negotiations in London. The main points of the agreement include the creation of an Irish Free State within the Commonwealth, an Oath of Allegiance to the Crown and the British naval services will be able to avail of certain Irish ports.

December 16 - The British House of Commons accepts the Articles of Agreement. The House of Lords also votes to accept the Treaty by a large majority.

January 2 - The first edition of the newspaper Poblacht na hÉireann is published. It is established by republican opponents to the Anglo-Irish Treaty who declare their fealty to the Irish Republic.

January 6 - The terms of the Anglo-Irish Treaty are published. Éamon de Valera offers his resignation as President.

January 7 - Dáil Éireann votes on the Treaty following Arthur Griffith's motion for approval. The result is 64 in favour and 57 against.

January 9 - Éamon de Valera fails to be re-elected as President of Irish Republic.

January 10 - Arthur Griffith is elected President of the Provisional Government. Michael Collins becomes Minister for Finance. Éamon de Valera and 56 of his supporters walk out of Dáil Éireann.

January 16 - Dublin castle handed over to Michael Collins
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Michael Collins, President of the Provisional Government (Prime Minister) and Minister for Finance

Age: 31

You’re the Big Fella, winning a war against the Brits on a bicycle and, sure, some even say you’re Peter Pan himself cause “Anything’s possible if you wish hard enough” (JM Barrie mentioned that to you when you were having tea with him during the treaty negotiations. T’was grand like!).

“Delicious Fish and where to catch them – by Miffinull Coachman”; that’s what this all comes down to really. You’ve had the run of Dublin Castle for a while, but it was a fellow named Black who got you into the P-File room, with all the strange stuff like Gort and the dancing deadman’s shoes. But the Fish file beat them all. Sure, isn’t it only “How to Catch the Salmon of Knowledge” by Fionn mac Cumhaill himself? That’s how clever he was, he even wrote it in English for you. You realise all the rest is valueless compared to catching that cunning fish. 

But while you’re happy enough with running a few rings round Winston Churchhill if you can, you know he’ll be bringing a friend of yours as a bodyguard – that’d be Dave Neligan, now, time you snuck him back to Ireland for good – and probably a whole zoo of animals too, so be on your guard. Good thing you have the guestlist.

All That Strangeness is: Fierce interesting, especially the fairy princesses and the cute hoor of a salmon!

The Free State Delegation

Michael Collins (you)

Richard Mulcahy (Minister for Defence; bit trigger happy)

Eoin O’Duffy (Chief of Staff of the IRA; bit funny)

The IRA Representatives

Eamon De Valera (The Long Fella)

Cathal Brugha (Ah, Cathal’s an arguer to the end)

The Scholars

WB Yeats (Knows a lot about this thing, now)

Countess Markiewicz (Same, but a little overeager)

Cardinal Leonard McGee (AB of Leinster)

Tom Crean (Lad who was in the Antartic)

Members of the Garda

Liam Tobin (your no 2, heads up Oriel House intelligence)

Aloysis Black (the Fella from the Castle, knows about P)

The British Delegation

Winston Churchill (Sharp as a nail)

Lord Lieutenant Edmund FitzAlan-Howard (took the 700 years line alright, seemed decent)

David Neligan (their bodyguard…)

Samuel Cyssacy (Fecker from P, heard bad things)

Aleister Crowley (Jaysus, even worse)

The Lads AKA the Ballyhass Flying Squad – security policy. Madest, baddest guns in the West.

Colmán Ó Branagáin

Fintan McCarthy

Ronan Kiley

Tadhg  Ó Cuillinn

Mánus Ó Flannagáin
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Cathal Brugha, Former Minister for Defence

Age:47

Firstly, Michael Collins didn’t win the war. He was of middling rank in the Department of Defence, not in charge as some claim.

Secondly, Michael Collins wasn’t “The Big Fella” – no, he was only two inches taller than you.

Thirdly, Michael Collins was a terrible dresser – ever see his suits and that moustache? Woeful!

Fouthly, Michael Collins couldn’t dance. He was like a bull stepping on a cow’s hooves. 

Fifthly, Michael Collins didn’t know to drive as well as you. Plus he was a poor drinker. And he cheated at cards. And he smelled bad. And he wasn’t as good a wrestler as you. And the IRA liked you more. And he was balding. And he was born in a barn, and he ETC ETC ETC…

All That Strangeness is: Something Michael Collins knows less about than you do.
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Richard “Dick” Mulcahy, Minister for Defence

Age: 35

Bang! That’d be someone dead, like, if you wanted it. You know you’re quick on the draw with a dead-eye aim, and anyone who looks at you the wrong way is in for a bad day. That’s cause you’re Dick Mulcahy, gunman extraordinaire, the real man who won the war.

In general, you’re a smug fool who’se number two to a much cleverer and younger man. You’re a deadly shot and charismatic to boot, but you’re still number two. Rather than swallow your pride, you’ve developed an inflated opinion of yourself, something of a mix between Jesse James and Padraig Pearse – you randomly quote Republican rhetoric or poetry as gaelige, then do finger pistols and swagger about. You operate shoot first, shoot second, and maybe third for good measure, never ask questions policy, and so far, its worked.

All That Strangeness is: no match for Dick Mulcahy - Bang! Bang!

Winston Churchill, Secretary of State for the Colonies

Age: 47
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As Colonial Secretary, its your job to make sure all the fuzzy-wuzzies and paddy-wacks know how to behave. Which is rather a nuisance when they don’t – why can’t they just be British? You have more sympathy for their predicament, and appreciate that a certain amount needs to be done by the natives and not by Englishmen – to that effect you have set up committees on training natives in the colonies how to shoot their fellow men indiscriminately, how to strip mine their resources and send them to dear old Blighty, and how to drink tea the proper way. Yes, it will be a hard route to betterment but eventually the world will realise the merit of being British.

While you have very little interest in superstition, and you have no time for all this spy nonsense given how ineffective it’s been in Ireland, you will not stand by and allow any Irishman to beat a Briton at anything – hence your personal involvement in getting any remaining files and documents from Dublin Castle. True, the fellows from P-Division of MI5 are a worm (Cysassy) and a fruit (Crowley) but they are English. And no Spaniard like De Valera will beat you. You’ll fight them in the corridors, you’ll fight them at the dinner table, and you will never surrender, even during dessert. 

All That Strangeness is: manageable with stiff upper lips and a Maxim gun.
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Edmund FitzAlan-Howard, 1st Viscount FitzAlan of Derwent, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland

Age: 66

As the first Catholic appointed Lord Lieutenant of Ireland since 1685, you consider yourself something of an olive branch to the Irish Free State sorts. Which is all jolly good, since in all honesty, like any member of the Upper Class, you lack any skills bar politeness, horse riding and decadence, but of course mum’s the word, God Save the King and whatnot. You really like having this fancy hat, and make a point of it where possible. Beyond that, you pretend to know what’s going on and suggest that rolling up sleeves and picking a fight with some external opponent, the identity of which varies from person to person, would bring all the people of the British Isles together in the spirit of colonialism. You especially like pushing around groups of toy soldiers and talking about battles you have never been at but would have done a splendid good job commanding. 

What ho!

All That Strangeness is: All rather marvellous, really. Ghost stories from Eton and fairy tales from Balmoral, eh? Bally good, and pass the sherry.

[image: image7.png]3BT R -
s



Dave Neligan, DMP Detective Constable,  MI5 agent

Age: 23

You’re Collins’ inside man, the “Spy in the Castle”. You rose up the ranks of the DMP’s G-Division of political detectives without anyone suspecting you’re a double agent for the IRA. You’ve been so good that MI5 sent you to tail Collins in London during the Treaty negotiations and they’re offering you a place in London when Dublin gets too hot for ex-Castle men like yourself. The Irony is not lost on you.

You’ve known about the P-File room for a while, but you never had access or much knowledge of what was kept there. You found out when Detective Inspector Black, the man in charge of the room, took you aside and asked for you to put him in touch with Collins. Inside the room, were files on strange occurances and supernatural happenings. Frankly, it wasn’t a massive shock to hear such things were real, and you think that if these files are all up to date, they’ll give any intelligence agency the Free State establishes a fighting chance to keep control of the situation. 

Your problem is, you’re still undercover in MI5. Your plan is to “defect” during this meeting, citing that “the supernatural threat to Ireland supercedes personal concerns”, but you’re going to need the Free State not to surrender the files or bury their heads. Plus, this Cyssacy fellow with you is quite the little shit, who would sell his mother out for 2d if given the chance. You know he served as an Auxillary during the War of Independence, and was nothing but trouble; If you could get him disavowed by Churchhill, that’d make your day.

All That Strangeness is: Very real, it appears, but not so clever that some good organising and elbow greese won’t keep it under wraps. 

Captain Samuel Cyssacy, MI5 Agent (P Division)
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Age: 26

As worms go, you’re quite a capable one; but as a man, you’re worthless. That said, the Cyssacys have been taking advantage of every weakness since 1066, and who would you be to break family tradition.

“Its pronounced Sy-Say-See, you moron”; its almost what the Hindoo’s would call a Mantra, the amount of times you have to correct the idiots who can’t say your name, and the Irish are the worst for it. You’d burn the whole place, given half a chance, and for a year and a half you did, only you barely survived an encounter with some Fenian gunmen known as “The Lads”. But, like any hero, you swapped uniform with one of your underlings at the last minute and survived. True, you provided the IRA with two machine guns and £10,000, but you’re here and well, so that’s what matters to you.

You managed to creep your way into Military Intelligence after that nastiness in Ireland, and found yourself recruited by P Division; apparently you were their ideal sort of man. True, all this ghosts and goblins stuff is messy at times, but the lack of supervision works for you, and the perks are fantastic, like being a Mason but better on the knees. 

Sadly, your experience as an officer in Ireland has meant that P Division has sent you, as “an experienced operative”, to recover some files left over in Dublin. You couldn’t care less what these illiterate hicks do with them (probably eat them, knowing the Irish), but Churchill is heading this operation up, so it’s a chance to worm your way even higher up.

All That Strangeness is: A paycheck. If it’s gold, bugger any curses, you can flog it.

Aleister Crowley, the Wickedest Man in the World
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Age: 46

BWAHAHAHHAHAH! Where are the babies to eat? You love to eat babies! Fnarrr!!!

You are a terrible man, who revels in his own infamy and monstrosity. You are also probably England’s greatest expert on the occult, through your intense scholarship and ongoing affair with a devil by the name of Evettes (Even you blush when the words “Mr Cluck Cluck is a naughty chicken” are uttered, but only for a minute, then its back to fiendishness). But still, for all your wickedness, you’re nothing more than a vaudeville type villain. You love to grandstand and bellow and snort, but you’re more about devilish plans involving rats robbing the Bank of England than real crime. You have been so successful that the British government had to put you on the payroll just to keep tabs on you.

However, you have one opponant that in spite of his terrifying boringness seems to defeat you on a regular basis – WB Yeats. Damn him! Damn his straight laced non-devil penetrated rump! You want to defeat him in a fashion spoken about for years. So when you heard that a British delegation was headed to Dublin in regards some occult files, you jumped at the chance, not only to defeat Yeats, but on his home ground too! Think of the infamy! You’ll make sure to wear your best triangular hat and codpiece for this one.

All That Strangeness is: more fun than ten babies in a crocodile! BWAHAHAHHAHAH!
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William Butler Yeats


Age: 54

Apart from being a reknowned poet and scholar, you happen to be Ireland’s most capable wizard and supernatural being. Somehow, you do so while being a rather crusty and repressed sort, who has unrealistic ideas of what the rural folk of Ireland are like, and an ongoing obsession with Maude Gonne, who you believe is the reincarnation of Cathleen Ní Houlihan and other mythical and mystical women of greatness (and, though you are too refined to say so, would rather enjoy fathering a dynasty of Legendary Wizard-Warrior-Kings with). Its quite possible that if you were so inclined you could cast out each and every Englishman on the isle, but that would be rather rude and uncalled for, would it not now, sir? No, better you stir their hearts to sympathy with your words and thoughts than the bullyboy antics that action bring. 

The new president of the Free State, Arthur Griffith, has asked you to oversee a delegation of Irish specialists on “strange matters”; apparently some files were left in Dublin Castle and the British Government would like them back. You would have no interest in the matter, only through your many Angelic and Spirit contacts, and through a memo, you are aware that Mr Aleister Crowley will be a part of the British delegation. You two have a long and bitter history and you would not be surprised if Mr Crowley attempts some form of scheme against you or the Irish government. The necessity of Mr Crowley behaving himself is enough justification for your presence.

All That Strangeness is:  A matter for solemn reflection about the true nature of heroism and villainy in a world that has both great kindness and the terrifying mechanical inhumanity of the machine gun. < pause for moment’s personal anguish, and then tea>.
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Constance Georgine, The Countess Markiewicz

Age: 51

You were the first woman in Europe to hold a cabinet position and you were the first woman elected to the House of Parliament, and damnation, you’ll make these archaic man-pigs know it! 

As Irish leader of the Libertine Council, a league of revolutionary sorcerers and wizards, you combine radical Republican idealism with quasi-historical mystical claptrap. You believe that some kind of Enlightened Mystical Government is the ultimate stage of the Irish Republic, where physical and mental prowess determine political suitability and wisdom with the ancient druidic traditions overtake the petty Patriarchical domination of the Roman church. However much you believe this (and you do), most of the yahoos under your control are idiots, fools and madmen, and your organisation spends more time “engaged in democratic and enlightened discussion” (i.e. drunk) than actually doing anything. Still, you’re prominent enough in your mortal guise, smart enough not to push the normals too hard to accept the supernatural, and you cast a mean fireball.

You have nothing but contempt for the British tyrant government’s P Division, who are an outdated hierarchy’s attempt to police history and magic. If it weren’t for your mutual secrecy, you’d go all out and attack Dublin Castle and any Peer you can find.

All That Strangeness is: you.
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Tom Crean, Antartic Explorer

Age: 45

You joined the Royal Navy at 15, lying about your age. You were on three of the four major British expeditions to Antarctica, two led by Robert Scott aiming to reach the South Pole: the 1901-1904 National Antarctic Expedition on Discovery and the 1911-1913 expedition on Terra Nova. The third was the Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedition on Endurance led by Ernest Shackleton. You received the Albert Award for Lifesaving for rescuing Edward Evans, 1st Baron Mountevans, in 1911. You served in the navy until 1920, when you retired and return to Kerry with your wife Eileen. You were almost shot by the Black & Tans in 1921 but were spared after they found your medals.

You are modest man and don’t speak about your expeditions in the Antarctic.  This is not, as some assume, because you feel ashamed of having served in the Royal Navy. Rather, it is because few could appreciate the epic battles between the Ice Bears of Kugahoom and the Mighty Snow People of No-Ga-Shoo, or could learn even a few words of the language of the Starfish men of the Unprounouncable City at the Mountains of Madness, and not go mad from the power of it all. Occassionally, you stare off into the middle distance and start a monologue about one of the strange and terrible things you have seen and the acts of bravery you and your friends carried out, then snap out of it when you realise people are paying attention and fob them off with some Kerry cuteness. 

All That Strangeness is: The strange wonder of the na’er-heard of Southern Lights above the Great Basin of Ish-Ka-Tur-Shee where the frost dragons play and dance.
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His Eminence, Cardinal Leonard McGee, Archbishop of Dublin

Age: 68

God willed you into existence personally, through the proxy of your mother and father. You are sure of this, otherwise you wouldn’t be Cardinal. You are a demented authoritarian and imaginative to boot. Combine this and your burgeoning friendship with His Holiness Pope Benedict XV, and you stand a good chance of succeeding him as Pontiff in a decade or so. This pleases you no end, as you think that the Papacy has been a little soft touch on the Communists and other depraved sorts, and as Pope Leo XIV you’d show them whose boss, the little shits!

Until then, you pride yourself on your hands-on Cardinalate and try to keep up your record of at least one exorcism every thirty days, just so you don’t get rusty – Satan oils himself regularly and you must be capable of wrestling him at any time!

All That Strangeness is: The dual work of the Devil and his many tentacles of evil and corruption, and Lenin and his many tentacles of communism and Redness – their attempts to corrupt your Cardinal colour to their alliance with Lucifer will not go unnoticed and undefeated!
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Eamon De Valera, Former President of the Irish Republic

Age: 39

You, Eamon De Valera, have just been betrayed by those around you. In protest against the Treaty which you did not endorse, as President of the Irish Republic, you resigned your office on the 6th of this month. Following the failure of Dáil Éireann to reject the treaty, you were betrayed again by the election, not of you, as President of the Irish Republic, but Arthur Griffith. You have taken this betrayal very seriously, and your counter-campaign is being planned at this moment.

You, Eamon De Valera, received word from Griffith a few days ago, asking for any political animosities to be set aside in the name of a matter of national security. He asked that you, Eamon De Valera, would use your mathematical and analytical abilities on a matter of delicacy and unusualness. You have only limited information on what this matter is, something dealing with non-euclidian geometry, but you have heard that Winston Churchill will be present, and so this must be a matter of some importance. You hope to curry favour with whatever dignitaries are present, and overcome your annoyance that you, Eamon De Valera, are merely a guest and not the host of a discussion of a matter of the security of the Irish Republic.

All That Strangeness is: Not a matter for the Irish Republic but one for the Catholic Church to decide upon.
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General Eoin O’Duffy, Chief of Staff of the Irish Republican Army

Age: 31

You’re quite the butch bit of rough, you are. All guns and muscle, you. Never mind the shiny uniform, fetching as it is. No, you’re all about the common Fenian cause, burly open-shirted Irishmen, shoulder to shoulder, sweat dripping off each other and glistening in the midsummer afternoon. Oh yes, you’d like to have a good hard war in the summer, but still, when its cold, you’ve still got your uniform to keep you snug.

True, a couple of the other boys seem to look at you funny, but you’re all go when the bell’s rung, and you know how to separate work from play. Sure, you love a good tussle in the mud, close quarter hurling and a good sing song and hug, that makes you MORE of a man, not less. Honestly. And the best way to show how manly (grrr!) you are is to be the most eager Chief of Staff of the IRA that you can be!

All That Strangeness is: Fairies and knights in shining armour, and dashing heroes from Irish Myth like Finn McCool and Cúchulainn.
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Liam Tobin

Age: 27

You’ve been the Big Fella’s main man in the Intelligence Directorate. You’re a voracious reader and compiler of information, using sources as varied as your inside men to Who's Who, The Times, and The Morning Post. You like the idea that a few fragments of unimportant information can grow into one piece of great importance, and you keep notes the whole time of even the most trivial things. This can make you more than a little erratic seeming, whirling around as you do.

You’ve heard that the Brits have a group in MI5 called P Division, that handle all sorts of strange stuff, from digging up fairy forts to the assassinations of non-political targets. You’re fairly sure they’re some kind of psychological warfare group, designed to scare their enemies, but Dave Neligan insists they’re far more dangerous, not just because of the lunatics they hire, but because they have access to all kinds of strange weapons. You’ve yet to see enough to be sure of it, but Dave insists the information from Dublin Castle will prove it. 

All That Strangeness is: all them ghost stories from being a kid, like? You’ll believe it when ye see it. But even if its hokum, you think the Brit’s interest will be enough to convince the Big Fella the Republic needs a P Division too. 

Now, wheres today’s paper?
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Detective Inspector Aloysis Black

Age: 35

Quite likely, if anyone knows whats going on, its you. You started life as a RIC constable, moved up to DMP Detective, and got lumbered with handling Secret Service Bureau files after a nasty fall left you walking with a crutch for six months. During that time, you read every open file in the castle out of boredom and found out about P Division and their nasty tricks. You couldn’t exactly do anything with the files (P Division, apart from digging up occult stuff, have a side trade in shooting people) until you found out that a fellow detective, David Neligan, was working for Collins. Through Neligan you made contact with Collins, and you showed him some of the files by sneaking him inside – something on the files made them unremovable from the Castle.

A few months ago, you stumbled up the core file of the P Division room, “Delicious Fish and where to catch them – by Miffinull Coachman”; what appeared to be a file that some previous clerk had forgotten was in fact a guide to catching Salmon of Knowledge by Fionn mac Cumhaill himself  (that clever, he was, he even wrote it in English). Collins and yourself agreed that as soon as the Castle was handed over to the Free State forces, you’d remove the document and yourself and Collins would go catch the fish. You made sure that when the British soldiers were cleaning out the Castle’s files, they didn’t look in the secret P-File room; your ruse worked for a while, but now the British are looking for the missing files. You’d rather they not have them, especially the fishy file, as they’ve been making rather a haims of the whole thing here, to be fair.

All That Strangeness is: Something that we can’t be having them lads from across the sea making a mess of, now. The Fairies need their peace and quite too, y’know.

​Item 01: Picture of Cúchulainn from the Book of Mills. 

Cúchulainn appears to be carrying some sort of handgun.
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Item 02a: Tax Records for Sextus Oldhouse:

1900 – 1920

Item 02b: Tax Records for Sextus Oldhouse:

1850 – 1900

Item 02c: Tax Records for Sextus Oldhouse:

1832 – 1850

Item 02d: Tax Records for Sextus Oldhouse:

1803 – 1832

Item 02e: Tax Records for Sextus Oldhouse:

1788 – 1803

Item 02f: Property deed for Sextus Oldhouse:

1750

Item 02g: Tithe Record for Sextus Oldhouse:

1690

Item 02h: Record of Peerage for Sextus Oldhouse:

1583
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Item 03: Photograph of IRA activist Dan Breen with unknown creature on table, date uknown. Inscription on photo reads “Gotcha!”, writing on back of photograph explains in Dan Breen’s own hand (and manic prose) how he shot this “black winged bastard” with a Lee Enfield rifle.

Item 04: A detailed history by one Liam O’Muilliur of the attempted incursions by deep sea inhabitants in the area of North Kerry, 1888 - 1914. O’Muilliur claims these “Deep Feckers” attempt on a regular basis to steal women in exchange for golden trinkets.

Final part of this file is a dictated conversation of Agent John Browne of P – Division from June 8, 1915. The conversation ends midway as O’Muilliur charges out of his home, attacking several of these fishman with a shovel, screaming “Get Back in de sea!”.

Item 05: Delicious Fish and where to catch them – Miffinull Coachman. A detailed account of how to catch and cook all sorts of fish, from prawns to giant squid. There is also extensive instructions on the preparation of said fishy treats.

Item 06: The Epic Diaries of his Bearness Krozan Aglan, leader of Masonic society known as the Ordro Dracruel, as dictated to one Stefan Augustan. 

This is a long and erratic collection of diaries, of what appears to be a long lived sorcerer who heads the Ordro Dracruel, a rather sordid and pagan sect of Masons. Many chapters detail his battle with the moon, his skill at being (?) a bear and his annoyance at having lost his way around Trinity College at some point during 1916.

Several of the pages are marked by teeth marks, clawings and some manner of animal emissions. 

Item 07: Letters from Mr Bram Stoker to a Count Vlad Dracula, dated 1890  - 1896

A series of letters, beginning as an inquiery by the stage manager of The Lyceum Theatre, London, about the history of the Transylvanian Region. Later letters describe an epic battle between the foreign count and the noble Mr Stoker, which bear a striking similarity to Mr Stoker’s published work, Dracula, bar for the ending, where Mr Stoker and the Count settle down together in a summer house in Mallow.

Included is a picture of Mr Stoker and an unknown foreign gentleman, presumably Count Dracula, dancing arm in arm down along the Bray seafront.

Item 08: Several Stones inscribed with unknown runes. Notes attached by (deceased) field agent Caruthers suggest they are some form of Faerie currency, for bargaining with said creatures in exchange for services.

field agent Caruthers’ last report on the matter indicate that he believes “these creatures, like the native population, should be easily fooled by simple replicas, and thus we shall be provided with an inexhaustible supply of Faerie aid”.

An appendix to this report details how Caruther’s corpse was found in Galway, Cork, Belfast, and the Isle of Man.

Item 08: The Collected Occult writings of Dr. Montague Nash, Supernaturalist.

4,000 pages of detailed notes on the occult, explaining how all supernatural activities are the work of The Butterfly.

Item 09: 4 filing cabinets regarding Gort, Co Galway.

9a: List of entry points into Gort. No exits are listed.

9b: List of creatures allegedly originating in Gort. All are catagorised as Threat Level P-1, allowing for full military discretion.

9c: List of men lost in operations relating to Gort. Over 2,200 soldiers, 3,500 assorted mercenaries, and 3 chickens are mentioned. 

9d: Map of Gort. This consists of a circular ring-road and an ever changing number of entryways, but no exits.

9e: An account from during the famine of a mighty battle between some manner of mechanical man and his wife in the Church in Gort; mention is made by one of the survivors that he led a number of the villagers into the church, while ablaze, in order to distract the wife while the mechanical man “bate the livin’ shite out of the hag”.

9f: Reports from 1918 of first use of Artillery and Aerial bombardment against Gort. This proves unsuccessful.

9g: Sighting by RIC member John O’Byrne of “a corner shop fleeing from several armed men” in the vicinity of Gort. 

10: The geneology of the O’Curran family. They claim descent from one Donn Cooley, who is described as “The Brown Bull” of Cooley due to his size and strength. Apparently his descendants, out of greater size and mourning for their lost ancestor, are afforded the title “Black Bull of Cooley”.

This geneology is wildly incomplete, in that a number of the female ancestor’s families are not detailed, only mentioning names such as “Daisy”, “Buttercup” and one entry that only says “some wanton heifer with udders to die for!”

Item 11: A complete tale of the Mac Cua clan, who claim to be a series of resurrected corpses hastily sewn together. The tale details their exile from the society of resurrected corpses, the many battles against nightmare creatures, and occasional bouts of hand to hand combat against buildings. 

Item 12: A nice cup of tea. 

Item 13: Approximately 10,000 pebbles and other rough stones. Notes on side of box says “Danger! Golem! Do not reassemble as he’s an evil bastard”. Several of the stones have been glued together into rude shapes, which periodically twitch.

Item 14: Itineraries and shipping manifests of illegal baby shipments into Dublin from Holyhead, 1903 – 1909.

Item 15: The formulae for the distillation of “dark matter” from compressed sewage. Attached for some reason is the first page detailing the psychological habits of a gentleman’s bicycle that has been seen a number of times in the vicinity of the Poolbeg sewerage grates. . 

Item 16: A file relating to a glass jar with enochian enscriptions found in Dalkey, 1900. Apparently the jar contains a trapped spirit that takes the form of an otter and repeatedly makes the noise “Pi – Pi”.

Item 17: A photo of a pair of shoes from a hanged man, that apparently dance when the song “Ireland Must be Home because Mother is from there” is played or sung.
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