Player Handout – Background

Temporary Insanity


Temporary insanity

Bob has been running the same CoC campaign with his 4 mates for 3 years and tonight they come to the grand dénouement – they’ve saved the little girl from the evil cultists before the final sacrifice, located the abandoned dockyard building the beast is being summoned in and are now waiting patiently for police backup to arrive before they storm the place, kill everything that lies within and emerge triumphant or die trying.

It all rests on this last battle. Three years of writing; of evil, danger, depravity and madness. Three years building up to this momentous, all-out finale. Three years of their lives devoted to getting to this one night of blood splattered glory. Bob just hopes it turns out to be worth it. 
Coz, it’d be unthinkable if it wasn’t. Unthinkable.

For one unguarded second, Bob thinks the unthinkable.
Bob has a nervous breakdown. 

His self-esteem implodes, his line of logic derails and his mind lurches out of his body and into a state of catatonic nothingness. Bob seriously fails his sanity check and goes temporarily insane.

Meanwhile, in the shadows of a harbour wall, a 7-year old plot device, a voodoo practicing magical item, one comic foil and three anonymous yet legitimate targets have suddenly come to a series of simultaneous revelations:

1. this isn’t real, it’s a role-playing game, 

2. similarly, I don’t really exist; I’m just a figment of Bob’s fevered imagination, 

3. this dockyard is still surprisingly wet and smelly, and my ass surprisingly cold and numb, for all their fundamental non-existence, 

4. Bob doesn’t live here anymore, 

5. his mates’ avatars are still here, communicating to his imagination directly, blissfully unaware that Bob’s gone down to wacko-town, 

6. the game is still going on and they’re waiting for one of us to say something. 

For a moment, they all begin to tell the players what has happened, but then one final thought occurs – 
I’m alive! In this moment, in this place, in this make-believe world, for as long as it lasts…I’m a real person, or as near as a thing like me can ever be. And if this game ends, then so will I. More importantly, if it ends the way Bob imagined it would, I’m going to meet my end in quite the most gruesome and painful way imaginable. My ass is cold. The wall is wet, my ass is against the wall and subsequently my ass is cold. This means my painful demise will also actually hurt.
They can see – even by the half-light – that they all know what’s going on. It’s in each others’ eyes. And they know what they have to do. They have to try and keep the game from ending until such time as they can restore Bob’s sanity and make their passage back to non-sentience as painless as possible. Time is at a premium, though – the NPCs can feel themselves fading, going the way of Bob, losing their newfound sense of selves to the seemingly irresistible pull of Bob’s prescribed ending to his horrific opus. Their story is already written and seems determined to tell them to death.
Bob’s plot

Now, Bob had a very simple script for tonight’s game – 

1. While the party are in hiding, waiting for police backup to get them out of the dockyards and debating whether to sneak up the fire escape to the upper level gantry of the main warehouse, they are discovered by a cultist patrol and attacked. The four cultists have machetes and handguns, but will only use the guns as a last resort as they do not wish to draw undue attention from passers-by.

2. If the fight raises the alarm of the other roaming cultists then there are two more patrols very quickly en route, with another two blocking the gates to the yard.

3. The inner circle of the Order are engaged in opening the Black Door of R’lyeh and summoning Great Cthulhu. They will send for Lillian at length (earlier, if they hear a commotion outside) and when she is found to be missing the whole cult, apart from those in ritual, will be roused to scour the area for her. Those in ritual will wait only so long for her, however, before engaging in mass suicide to bring forth the beast.

4. If Lumsbury can gain access to the interior of the warehouse, to be within hearing range of the spirits of the Black Door, he can recite the spell from his magical tome and sink R’lyeh again, with all her inhabitants and the party will be successful and live.
5. If Cthulhu is summoned he and his Deep Ones and Star-Spawn go on a rampage, killing everyone. The party stays and fights and goes mad and dies or runs and is pursued and goes mad and dies.

The PCs

Paul plays Vivienne Arbeaux, star of stage and screen. A young widow, her daughter Lillian (NPC) was kidnapped by the Esoteric Order of Cthulhu some years ago and she has been looking for her ever since with the aid of the rest of the PC party.

Frank plays Professor Hubert Lumsbury, professor of the occult and Vivienne’s uncle. He has been researching the activities of the Order for half his life and brings his unique understanding to the hunt for his grand-niece. He has recently employed the services of voodoo houngan Papa Koba (NPC) to bolster the groups magical defences and provide some more offensive magic should things get dangerous.

Adrian plays Jake McCoy P.I., the private detective Vivienne hired to help her hunt down the Order’s hiding places. Over the years he and Vivienne have become very close. Jake’s sidekick is street hustler Timmy Simms (NPC), a mine of backstreet information.

James plays Police Detective Tom Cooper, the cop assigned to the missing girl’s case all those years ago. He’s risked his badge and pension numerous times to go beyond his jurisdiction with the rest of the PCs. He’s seen things he can’t hope to make his superiors believe and must skirt the edge of the law to save this child. He’s brought three of his men (NPCs) with him to the docks tonight- men who trust him enough to turn a blind eye to due process.

The NPCs

Lillian Arbeaux is the 9 year old daughter of Vivienne. Kidnapped at the age of 6 she has spent a significant portion of her short life in the less than tender care of the Order. A product of the horrors she has faced while held captive, she is by turns a silent withdrawn child and a fierce scrapper as situations turn about. She is utterly self-dependent and concerned only with her own survival; her personality reflecting her massive pool of natural POW. Newly freed, she surveys her saviours with only vague memories of her mother and no connection whatsoever to the other men that surround her. She does what they say because she sees the advantage to herself, but she harbours no sentiment towards her liberators.

Papa Koba, voodoo houngan, is another awesomely self possessed and charismatic character, aged and yet ageless in countenance, impossibly mercurial of manner, infuriatingly enigmatic and inappropriately jolly. A powerful practitioner of his faith, he has a fair few spells he can call upon this evening if things get hairy and, while he understands the magnitude of the threat as well as Lumsbury, he’s fairly confident of a favourable outcome.

Timmy Simms is an energetic street kid who knows every scam invented, can pick any lock and has such skill at slight of hand he needs to check every morning that his fingers are still there. He’s McCoy’s eyes, ears and access. He loves the thrill of danger and acts without thinking when the adrenaline is at its highest.

Cop1, Cop2 and Cop 3 are thick set, second generation Irish cannon fodder. Third dimensions not included.

The Enemies

Cultists of the Esoteric Order of Cthulhu. 

Baddies with blades and guns in robes whose names and personalities will never come into play as they bear down on the PCs with murderous intent.

The Grand Magister

Cultist as above, but he does have some mojo to bring to the fight should he find himself up against the party. He’ll be giving it plenty of high brow mumbo jumbo as he tries to open the black marble slab to R’lyeh’s vaults and Cthulhu’s resting place, but reverts to cackling madly and hurling fireballs with gay abandon once in the fray.

Deep Ones

At the edge of the pit stand four of these soggy beasties. Again, they’re here to kill players and nothing else.

Previously in Arkham…

Three years ago Vivienne Arbeaux’s 6 year old daughter Lillian was kidnapped  by persons unknown. After a fruitless search by the police led by Detective Tom Cooper, Lillian was alerted by her uncle Professor Hubert Lumsbury that the kidnap may have been occult in nature and that he may have a line on who was behind it. He identifies the culprits as the Esoteric Order of Cthulhu, cultists seeking to bring about the resurrection of the lost city of R’lyeh and the demon deities within. He believes his grand niece, a child in possession of a particularly potent natural pool of magical power, to be a vital element in this scheme. Vivienne hires P.I. Jake McCoy and his sidekick Timmy Simms to help her locate the cultists and so begins a three year long campaign to track down the Order and R’lyeh and save Lillian.

After years of searching the party has finally returned to where it began, Vivienne’s home town of Arkham. R’lyeh has risen just beneath the surface of the town and the Black Door to its catacombs lies under a warehouse floor at the dockyards on the east side of the Miskatonic river. The party has reunited with Detective Cooper and three of his more trusted men and Prof. Lumsbury has taken on the services of a voodoo priest, or houngan, called Papa Koba to bolster their magical defenses.

In the last session the party was successful in sneaking in undetected to the dockyards controlled and patrolled by the Order’s members. In the central warehouse the inner circle, led by the Grand Magister, have congregated around the excavated pit that leads down to the Black Door of R’lyeh. They are attended by Deep Ones and are performing rituals of purification before sending for Lillian, who is to be sacrificed in order to provide the energies that will open the door and free Great Cthulhu.

Our heroes, by means of cunning and the black arts break into the building where Lillian is being held captive, subdue the guards and free the child, stumbling upon a cache of Thompson Submachine guns and a magical tome along the way. The tome, in the hands of Professor Lumsbury, could provide the means to undo the Order’s terrible acts and ensure that the Black Door stays closed for the foreseeable future. However, more cultists of Cthulhu have been drawn by the presence of the Door and the party are heavily outnumbered. Heading outside, they take cover close to the main warehouse and can see the patrols have increased in number and frequency. All they can do is wait for police reinforcements to come. But will they be in time as the chanting continues? Lumsbury and Koba both fear that, if faced with the prospect of losing the chance to rouse Cthulhu because of the loss of the child, the Grand Magister will happily sacrifice himself and his companions to provide the necessary power for the rituals and the world will be lost.

The party has the book and the know-how, the tommy guns and a voodoo mojo master. The enemy has superior numbers and a pack of hideous Deep Ones and no motivation towards self-preservation. It looks like a battle to the death for the salvation of the world.

It’s a pity Bob won’t be here to see it.
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