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BEYOND THE mountAINs of Madness

This collection is of Notes and Messages
props/handouts for use with Beyond the
Mountains of Madness. All content
and layouts are borrowed from
Chaosium’s copyrighted material.
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This document packet is designed for use with the adventure scenario
book Beyond the Mountains of Madness, published by Chaosium, Inc. Items
included could, of course, be used for other adventures as well.

“BEYOND” PAPERS 1.4

“BEYOND” PAPERS 2.3

This is delivered to the Investigators by Eric Ruyler on
the 5th of September in the lobby of their hotel.
Print page 1 on ordinary or off-white paper. Trim
edges appropriately to resemble a small torn note.

It is discovered by the Investigators among a number of papers
scattered about the floor of his apartment.
Print Page 2 on regular paper and trim removing the white border.
Optionally, Page 3 can be printed on cream color letterhead for a more
authentic look.

The First Warning

Douglas’ Unfinished Letter to Philip
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“BEYOND” PAPERS 2.4
The Second Warning

It is found by an Investigator in his/her bedroom upon
returning to the hotel.
Print Page 4 on regular paper and trim to size desired.

“BEYOND” PAPERS 4.5
Fuchs’ Letter to Boseley

Shown to the Investigators by Frank Boseley himself.
Print Page 5 on off-white paper and trim removing the
white border. Optionally, Page 6 can be printed on
off-white or cream color letterhead. Trim to desired size.

“BEYOND” PAPERS 6.1

Captain’s Log, Final Entry
This prop represents the last entry in the captain’s log of
the whaling ship, S.S. Wallaroo.
Print on white or Lt. Yellow paper. Trim removing the
white border Top/Bottom/Rt. side. Tear the left side
border off - so as to look as though it were torn from the
logbook itself.
[Beyond Papers 1.4]

This GEEDUNK Prop Document is for entertainment purposes only. It is intended for personal use in role playing games, and you are free to customize and
print copies for such purposes. Any commercial or illegal use of this digital file or the prop you can make from it is entirely prohibited. This instruction page,
fonts, and some layout and graphic elements within the prop document itself are ©2010 by HPLHS Inc. and are used with explicit permission. HPLHS
elements are licensed under the Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 United States License. To view a copy of this license, visit
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-as/3.0/us/ or send a letter to Creative Commons, 171 Second Street, Suite 300, San Francisco, California, 94105,
USA. For other HPLHS fonts and prop documents, visit the HPLHS website at www.cthulhulives.org.
GEEDUNK Props is property of Michael Fanara ©2010 by Little Ferret Films. All Rights Reserved. If you have any questions
regarding this prop, please ask them: little.ferret.films@gmail.com. Little Ferret Films is a friend of the HPLHS, but they are
separate organizations.

[Beyond Papers 2.3: Douglas’ Unfinished Letter to Philip]

September 5th, 1933
New York City
Dear Philip,

I have arrived, as you see, in New York, and will be with you in a few days. It will not be as soon as I
had hoped, however. I am shipping you some personal things by sail which ought to get there before I do.

Take care of them for me. I have some rather sorry business here in the city that I must attend to before
I can come.

There is a man here named Starkweather who is hiring crew for an Antarctic voyage. He has been
hounding me for months, by letter and by wire. I have no interest in his voyage, as you well know. I swore

I would not ever return to that hellish place and I will not, so help me God ! But the man wants me to

captain his ship, and he will not take ‘no’ for an answer. I told him I would meet with him when I arrived

in New York. Pehaps he will understand my refusal when I shout it to his face.

You may imagine my annoyance when I got here and discovered that the imbecile has been telling the

press that I was already signed on! We are to meet tomorrow. I intend to be quite firm with him.

Adding insult to injury, a lunatic German here at the hold has been after me ever since he learned my
my name. Again and again I encounter him ‘by chance;’ the man is obsessed with fairy tales. Each time

we meet he asks if I know anything of South Seas folklore, of great statues in the pack ice or of lost island
nations. I have told him no: I know nothing of Tsalal, or black-toothed savages, or a man named Pym, or
of anything south of the Antarctic Circle but ice, whales, and misery. If he approaches me again, so help me
Philip, I shall knock him senseless!

It is not bad enough that Starkweather has been misusing my name in the newspapers. He has been
using it to attract his crews as well. He has even managed to sign some of the boys from the ‘Arkham’
— and
the ‘Lady
Margaret ’on the strength of it.
—

How he got any of the ‘Arkham’
— crew I shall never know. None of us who were on that voyage are ever
likely to forget the things that were said about those murdered men, or the howls of that poor mad boy Danforth.
The things he whispered to me, toward the end when he knew where he was, still haunt me. God only knows

what he told the others.

I am going to do what I can to convince
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Dear .............................
You must listen to this warning. There will be no others. After
this, only action remains. I do not expect any of you will understand
my reasons, but all that is necessary is that you act. Consider this
a threat if you like. A most earnest threat.
The expedition must not sail south. Captain Douglas was only the
first to die. If you persist in your brave blind hopes you will all
perish. Only those who turn back are safe. I hope that you will be
among them.
Let the dead lie peacefully with their secrets. They are the only
ones who are beyond pain. Nothing awaits upon the ice but suffering and
a bitter ending that I will do anyting to help you avoid. Yes, help:
even death is a blessing compared to what lies in wait.
I suppose you will blame me for everything. I don’t mind, even
though it’s not true. There are forces at work here that you do not
understand, and I have to be content with that. The deadliest sin,
sometimes, is in the understanding; and the most damned are those who
explain.
Please. I urge you. Turn away. Tell the others. For your own
sake, for all of us, turn back while you can. There is nothing more
that I dare say.
Most Sincerely,
A better friend than you will ever know.

[Beyond Papers 2.4: The Second Warning]

[Beyond Papers 4.5: Fuch’s Letter]

March 12th.

It is over. My hand is wholey useless now, lost to gangrene, and the red lines of
infection have spread past the tourniquet and up my arm. There is nothing to be done.
My own stench disgusts me.
Bowers passed on in the night.
I am no Shackleton, no Manson, to face the odds and overcome them. I am
mearly an old tired soul who has lost the gamvle and will die alone upon the ice.
The horrible endless ice. It is beautifil, but heartless. In these past few days I
have come to hate it’s cruelty. It cries and whispers, and moans to me in the still
air, grinding hopes and prayers away in mindless hostile fury. I pray the others got
away. There is nothing for anyone here. Even the whales are long gone.
Should anyone ever find this log, let me praise once again the excellence and
skill of my officers and crew. Their loyalty and stout hearts are without peer. I
wish them well and pray they are now safely homeward bound.
I give my love to Nancy and the boys. May they find happiness in years to
come. I only regret I cannot hold them to me one last time.
God forgive me for what I am about to do.

Stephen Willard, Captain
S.S. Wallaroo
[Beyond Papers 6.1: Captain’s Log, Final Entry]

