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  Handout 1: What Happened In The Last 
Months of Human History?

For some reason, people thought that the Church of 
Melqart was funny. Some even started looking at their 
website and reading their messages and predictions. 
For a few lonely and eccentric people – including you – 
these messages off ered a promise of belonging that was 
otherwise missing in their lives.

Tonight With Sung-Kuiper
After its trashing of the Church of Melqart — achieving 
record TV ratings — one of the cable networks that screened 
the GNS footage invited Sharam Abunassar in for a sit-
down interview. It was with Sandra Sung-Kuiper, host of 
one of the network’s prime time current aff airs shows. It 
was, of course, a set-up but the acerbic host had the good 
grace to let Abunassar describe the tenets of his belief 
before roasting him with surprise theological experts 
and phone-in ignoramuses. It was from this ‘interview’ 
that most of the public knowledge about the Church of 
Melqart’s beliefs entered common parlance.

You remember the interview well — in it Abunassar 
attempts to describe his group’s veneration of the ancient 
Phoenician god Melqart, also called the Ba’al of Tyre. At 
the same time the on-screen experts relentless lambasted 
him. The latter group brought up ancient tales of human 
sacrifi ce, prophecies of a year of fi ery purging, and the 
coming of a messiah. Abunassar sat there like a deer in 
the headlights. The TV audience lapped it up.

Church Merch
The sensationalist media attention led to even more 
Internet derision and, as is often the case, some contrarian 
behavior as well. Melqart (including stuff ed and cartoon 
versions) began to show up everywhere. He even became 
featured as a particularly weak end-boss in a video game.

Then some gonzo outfi t out of Las Vegas, R. Patel 
Productions, took the fad to the next level. Its “Offi  cial 
Guide to the Church of Melqart” portrayed Melqart as an 
ancient, legitimate faith centered around community, 
faith and fi re as a cleansing force. For only $16.66, one 
could get this rather well-written guide to the practices of 
Melqart. It denied the human sacrifi ce claims as “a vicious 
rumor spread by early monotheists” but did not shy away 
from some other tenets of the faith, including the “year of 
fi re” — starting very soon — and the birth of a messiah. Their 

A year ago, the world burned. You know – you were there 
on the night that the living balls of fl ame descended from 
the sky to indiscriminately kill and destroy.

Everyone on that night seemed so shocked and surprised. 
But with hindsight, it’s obvious now that the signs were 
there for months leading up to that terrible moment. It 
all had to do with that fringe religion — or maybe it’d be 
more accurately called a ‘cult’ — going by the name of the 
“Church of Melqart, Lord of the City.”

Where the Church came from, nobody really knew. They 
just burst onto the world stage – starting with the 
Internet, but soon after on sensational TV media as well – 
a few months before the world burned. The Church seemed 
to have a lot of money behind it, at least judging from the 
amount of advertising — print, TV, radio, and TV — that 
they bought up. Their message was a hackneyed one used 
by many doomsday cults before them: “the end of the 
world is nigh — the wisdom of Melqart is your only chance 
of surviving the imminent day of purifi cation by fl ame.”

The Chicken Nuggets Incident
In the jaded Internet age, such messages of (literal) “fi re 
and brimstone” were resoundingly ridiculed. Massive 
threads on social media and anonymous-infl ammatory 
web forums soon emerged, parodying the Church 
of Melqart and poking fun at their Old-Testament 
sensibilities. Things really took off  when a tabloid news 
organization — the Global News Service — tracked down 
the head of the Melqart ‘religion’, ambush interviewing 
him in the car park of a Washington, D.C., fast food 
chicken restaurant. Staring straight down the barrel, the 
“High Priest of Melqart” (one Sharam Abunassar) told the 
world “Melqart wants you to be saved, not deep fried like 
these nuggets!” This absurd sound-bite took off , launching 
more than a dozen mocking memes in the fi rst day. They 
were tweeted, shared, and amplifi ed around the world. All 
of them accompanied by parodies of one pathetic image: 
Abunassar fl eeing down the street shielding his face with 
a fast food bag and spitting curses of fi ery doom at the 
throng of paparazzi chasing him.

It was a circus and the High Priest of Melqart was its public 
face. This was how a lot of people fi rst heard of the Church.

 Handout 1: What Happened In The Last 
Months of Human History?

For some reason, people thought that the Church of 
Melqart was funny. Some even started looking at their 
website and reading their messages and predictions. 
For a few lonely and eccentric people – including you – 
these messages off ered a promise of belonging that was 
otherwise missing in their lives.

Tonight With Sung-KuiperTonight With Sung-Kuiper
After its trashing of the Church of Melqart — achieving 
record TV ratings — one of the cable networks that screened 
the GNS footage invited Sharam Abunassar in for a sit-
down interview. It was with Sandra Sung-Kuiper, host of 
one of the network’s prime time current aff airs shows. It 
was, of course, a set-up but the acerbic host had the good 
grace to let Abunassar describe the tenets of his belief 
before roasting him with surprise theological experts 
and phone-in ignoramuses. It was from this ‘interview’ 
that most of the public knowledge about the Church of 
Melqart’s beliefs entered common parlance.

You remember the interview well — in it Abunassar 
attempts to describe his group’s veneration of the ancient 
Phoenician god Melqart, also called the Ba’al of Tyre. At 
the same time the on-screen experts relentless lambasted 
him. The latter group brought up ancient tales of human 
sacrifi ce, prophecies of a year of fi ery purging, and the 
coming of a messiah. Abunassar sat there like a deer in 
the headlights. The TV audience lapped it up.

Church MerchChurch Merch
The sensationalist media attention led to even more 
Internet derision and, as is often the case, some contrarian 
behavior as well. Melqart (including stuff ed and cartoon 
versions) began to show up everywhere. He even became 
featured as a particularly weak end-boss in a video game.

Then some gonzo outfi t out of Las Vegas, R. Patel 
Productions, took the fad to the next level. Its “Offi  cial 
Guide to the Church of Melqart” portrayed Melqart as an 
ancient, legitimate faith centered around community, 
faith and fi re as a cleansing force. For only $16.66, one 
could get this rather well-written guide to the practices of 
Melqart. It denied the human sacrifi ce claims as “a vicious 
rumor spread by early monotheists” but did not shy away 
from some other tenets of the faith, including the “year of 
fi re” — starting very soon — and the birth of a messiah. Their 

A year ago, the world burned. You know – you were there 
on the night that the living balls of fl ame descended from 
the sky to indiscriminately kill and destroy.

Everyone on that night seemed so shocked and surprised. 
But with hindsight, it’s obvious now that the signs were 
there for months leading up to that terrible moment. It 
all had to do with that fringe religion — or maybe it’d be 
more accurately called a ‘cult’ — going by the name of the 
“Church of Melqart, Lord of the City.”

Where the Church came from, nobody really knew. They 
just burst onto the world stage – starting with the 
Internet, but soon after on sensational TV media as well – 
a few months before the world burned. The Church seemed 
to have a lot of money behind it, at least judging from the 
amount of advertising — print, TV, radio, and TV — that 
they bought up. Their message was a hackneyed one used 
by many doomsday cults before them: “the end of the 
world is nigh — the wisdom of Melqart is your only chance 
of surviving the imminent day of purifi cation by fl ame.”

The Chicken Nuggets IncidentThe Chicken Nuggets Incident
In the jaded Internet age, such messages of (literal) “fi re 
and brimstone” were resoundingly ridiculed. Massive 
threads on social media and anonymous-infl ammatory 
web forums soon emerged, parodying the Church 
of Melqart and poking fun at their Old-Testament 
sensibilities. Things really took off  when a tabloid news 
organization — the Global News Service — tracked down 
the head of the Melqart ‘religion’, ambush interviewing 
him in the car park of a Washington, D.C., fast food 
chicken restaurant. Staring straight down the barrel, the 
“High Priest of Melqart” (one Sharam Abunassar) told the 
world “Melqart wants you to be saved, not deep fried like 
these nuggets!” This absurd sound-bite took off , launching 
more than a dozen mocking memes in the fi rst day. They 
were tweeted, shared, and amplifi ed around the world. All 
of them accompanied by parodies of one pathetic image: 
Abunassar fl eeing down the street shielding his face with 
a fast food bag and spitting curses of fi ery doom at the 
throng of paparazzi chasing him.

It was a circus and the High Priest of Melqart was its public 
face. This was how a lot of people fi rst heard of the Church.

For some reason, people thought that the Church of 
Melqart was funny. Some even started looking at their 
website and reading their messages and predictions. 
For a few lonely and eccentric people – including you – 
these messages off ered a promise of belonging that was 

After its trashing of the Church of Melqart — achieving 
record TV ratings — one of the cable networks that screened 
the GNS footage invited Sharam Abunassar in for a sit-
down interview. It was with Sandra Sung-Kuiper, host of 
one of the network’s prime time current aff airs shows. It 
was, of course, a set-up but the acerbic host had the good 
grace to let Abunassar describe the tenets of his belief 
before roasting him with surprise theological experts 
and phone-in ignoramuses. It was from this ‘interview’ 
that most of the public knowledge about the Church of 

You remember the interview well — in it Abunassar 
attempts to describe his group’s veneration of the ancient 
Phoenician god Melqart, also called the Ba’al of Tyre. At 
the same time the on-screen experts relentless lambasted 
him. The latter group brought up ancient tales of human 
sacrifi ce, prophecies of a year of fi ery purging, and the 
coming of a messiah. Abunassar sat there like a deer in 

The sensationalist media attention led to even more 
Internet derision and, as is often the case, some contrarian 
behavior as well. Melqart (including stuff ed and cartoon 
versions) began to show up everywhere. He even became 
featured as a particularly weak end-boss in a video game.

Then some gonzo outfi t out of Las Vegas, R. Patel 
Productions, took the fad to the next level. Its “Offi  cial 
Guide to the Church of Melqart” portrayed Melqart as an 
ancient, legitimate faith centered around community, 
faith and fi re as a cleansing force. For only $16.66, one 
could get this rather well-written guide to the practices of 
Melqart. It denied the human sacrifi ce claims as “a vicious 
rumor spread by early monotheists” but did not shy away 
from some other tenets of the faith, including the “year of 
fi re” — starting very soon — and the birth of a messiah. Their 

For some reason, people thought that the Church of 
Melqart was funny. Some even started looking at their 
website and reading their messages and predictions. 
For a few lonely and eccentric people – including you – 
these messages off ered a promise of belonging that was 

After its trashing of the Church of Melqart — achieving 
record TV ratings — one of the cable networks that screened 
the GNS footage invited Sharam Abunassar in for a sit-
down interview. It was with Sandra Sung-Kuiper, host of 
one of the network’s prime time current aff airs shows. It 
was, of course, a set-up but the acerbic host had the good 
grace to let Abunassar describe the tenets of his belief 
before roasting him with surprise theological experts 
and phone-in ignoramuses. It was from this ‘interview’ 
that most of the public knowledge about the Church of 

You remember the interview well — in it Abunassar 
attempts to describe his group’s veneration of the ancient 
Phoenician god Melqart, also called the Ba’al of Tyre. At 
the same time the on-screen experts relentless lambasted 
him. The latter group brought up ancient tales of human 
sacrifi ce, prophecies of a year of fi ery purging, and the 
coming of a messiah. Abunassar sat there like a deer in 

The sensationalist media attention led to even more 
Internet derision and, as is often the case, some contrarian 
behavior as well. Melqart (including stuff ed and cartoon 
versions) began to show up everywhere. He even became 
featured as a particularly weak end-boss in a video game.

Then some gonzo outfi t out of Las Vegas, R. Patel 
Productions, took the fad to the next level. Its “Offi  cial 
Guide to the Church of Melqart” portrayed Melqart as an 
ancient, legitimate faith centered around community, 
faith and fi re as a cleansing force. For only $16.66, one 
could get this rather well-written guide to the practices of 
Melqart. It denied the human sacrifi ce claims as “a vicious 
rumor spread by early monotheists” but did not shy away 
from some other tenets of the faith, including the “year of 
fi re” — starting very soon — and the birth of a messiah. Their 



3

tenets also included burnt off erings, the need for absolute 
devotion, the importance of its priests being willing to suff er 
physical abuse, and the “symbolism of fi re as both destroyer 
and renewer, life and death.” The Offi  cial Guide was available 
from the “unoffi  cial offi  cial” website (churchofmelqart.com), 
and soon became available on Amazon.

For whatever reason you bought the Offi  cial Guide, even if 
you didn’t completely believe its message that the world 
was literally about to be purged by fi re. Like, in the coming 
months. Not only did you buy the book, but you forked out 
the $999.99 “faith pledge” to purchase the whole “Devotion 
Kit” complete with tickets to an offi  cial “End of the World” 
party and a guaranteed spot in one of the Church bomb 
shelters. Who knows why you bought into this much-
ridiculed fad: maybe you were lonely, maybe you were 
trying to impress a romantic partner, maybe you were a 
New Age or occult dabbler?

The Purification Rite
The Devotion Kit included, along with a plushie Melqart (a 
ball of yellow fuzz with eyeballs all over it and a whimsical 
expression), a (mostly) harmless “Purifi cation Rite.” The 
booklet clearly warned that the Purifi cation Rite needed to 
be performed by the Faithful of Melqart if they wished to 
be welcomed in the prophesied New World, once the Lord of 
the City “cleared The Earth With His Holy Fire” and blessed 
a mortal with carrying his messiah. (Even then, it cautioned 
that to survive, the faithful should secure themselves in a 
proper bomb shelter once the Great Clearing for the Year 
of Fire began). The Purifi cation Rite called for an off ering of 
human blood to a bonfi re on a clear, starry night in the fall, 
when the star Aldebaran was high.

You performed the rite, maybe as a joke or maybe half-
believing it might save you. It wasn’t as bad as it sounded, 
since the rite allowed for blood ‘liberated’ from a blood 
bank rather than freshly spilled. When you carried out 
the ceremony, nothing much seemed to happen — so you 
pretty much forgot about it until the day when the Offi  cial 
Guide said the purging fi re would descend. 

[Continued on Handout #2]

 Handout 1 (cont’d)  Handout 4: All About 
Jezebel

The three Baptist preachers know the following 
information about Melqart and its relationship with 
Elijah and “Jezebel” as related in the Old Testament:

“Melqart is an alternate name for the old 
Phoenician god called the Ba’al of Tyre mentioned 
in the Old Testament. The heart of the story of 
Ba’al in the Bible is the story of Elijah and Jezebel. 
Jezebel, most Biblical scholars agree, was likely a 
real person, but that was likely not her real name. 
Jezebel means “Where is the Prince?” in Phoenician, 
and this was the cry that worshipers of the Ba’al of 
Tyre, Melqart, would use to try to summon his fi re.

“The woman that the Bible calls Jezebel was 
a princess of Tyre who married Ahab, the King of 
the northern kingdom of Israel. This off ended the 
prophet Elijah, because she did not worship the God 
of Israel, but rather Melqart and Melqart’s female 
consort, Ashtoreth. Worse, the Queen brought the 
worship of the two gods to Ahab’s court, and carried 
on Melqart’s idolatry openly. It was not unusual in 
that era for religions to migrate in this way, and for 
incumbent religions to resist, but for some reason 
that the Bible does not delve into, Jezebel especially 
infuriated Elijah. Elijah set out to destroy both her 
and Melqart, both physically and by reputation.

“The priests of Ba’al were initially humiliated 
by Elijah when, despite sacrifi cing their own blood, 
they could not call down fi re, while he easily did. 
That public humiliation ordinarily would have 
been enough to drive the worship of Melqart from 
Israel, but God was not satisfi ed. Jezebel was the 
Queen and had tried to set up Melqart as the state 
religion. Moreover, as Queen, she was also High 
Priestess of Ashtoreth, Melqart’s consort. 

“Elijah would have been expected to denounce 
Jezebel and call upon her to repent, but his 
prophecies about her castigated her as impure, 
and unfl inchingly called out the means of her 
death: cast down from a high tower and devoured 
by dogs in the street. According to the Bible, that is 
exactly how she died, in the wake of a palace coup 
following Ahab’s death.”
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 Handout 2: The Night of Fire, Version A – 
Friends of Saoirse

message or something. She looked up at you from 50 yards away, 
a look of sheer confusion on her face and nodded strangely. She 
ran off  in a completely diff erent direction, pausing only for a 
moment to kick a garbage can and look back at you knowingly. 
You tried to follow her, but the chaos of the crowd meant she 
was soon lost in the panicked mass of humanity. You tried to 
call and text her, but never got a response. 

You never saw Saoirse again. You do not know what became of 
her, but it’s safe to assume that when the Church of Melqart, 
Lord of the City said that even the faithful would need to take 
shelter when the Earth was cleared, they meant it. The sound of 
the trash can that Saoirse kicked as she fumbled with her phone 
in the chaos still gives you nightmares.

After being parted from your friend, the remainder of the trip 
through the burning ruins of the city was harrowing. Not everyone 
who was with you made it all the way — some succumbed to 
burns and smoke inhalation, others became victims of the fi re-
ball things. Eventually you managed to make it to the place 
described in the ‘Offi  cial Guide’ — an underground bomb shelter, 
fi ve miles outside of the city. The ‘Guide’ told you how to access 
the shelter: inside you found that provisions had been prepared: 
food, water, and even a manually crank-powered CB Radio.

The shelter has been your home for the past year. The Devotion 
Kit told you what to do, how to seal the place up a couple of 
hours after the Apocalypse had started. It also told you to stay in 
the shelter at all costs, until the ‘all-clear signal’ was broadcast 
on the CB to tell everyone that it was safe to leave. If anyone 
died while you were in the shelter, it said, put them outside (but 
remember to tag them fi rst for identifi cation purposes).

Life has been pretty boring for the past twelve months, stuck in a 
single room with a half-dozen or so other folks who had likewise 
bought the Melqart Devotion Kit. There has been tension; there 
has been friction. But everyone has found a way to live together, 
despite the total lack of privacy. A few times brave or foolhardy 
people have suggested leaving the bunker, but such plans have 
evaporated quickly as soon as the door to the outside world 
was unlatched. In the fi rst few months, fl ames still raged in 
the world beyond; then it was a wasteland of ashes; then a 
smoke-shrouded wilderland. None of the glimpses of the 
world-at-large made anyone want to leave the shelter’s safety.

It seemed for a long time as though you would just die here in 
the shelter. Despite the CB Radio being cranked every day (as 
the ‘Guide’ instructed) there was never any signal, just static. 
Until today that is … perhaps today is the day when things 
fall into place

On the night of the predicted fi restorm, you were at one of the 
offi  cial “End of the World” parties. You were there with your good 
friend Saoirse Sullivan (Saoirse is pronounced a bit like Ser-sha, 
rhyming with inertia). Actually, it was her that got you into the 
whole Melqart thing in the fi rst place. She was a 20-year-old 
exchange student from Ireland whom you had met when the 
whole Church of Melqart silliness began a few months earlier. 
Saoirse was into New Age and all the associated ‘witchcraft’ stuff , 
so of course she bought into the whole Melqart religious frenzy 
in a syncretic kind of way. In fact, it might well have been her 
enthusiasm that got you to consider performing the purifi cation 
rite (or helping out while she performed it). 

The “End of the World” party was all a bit underwhelming at 
fi rst. But then, after dark the clouds cleared, and the stars came 
out. What you saw next is permanently etched on your mind. 
Everything — the whole sky — was on fi re, everywhere, all at 
once. Millions of tiny, dancing stars, matching the description 
in the Church’s ‘Offi  cial Guide’ of the “Children of Melqart” — the 
“Ba’al’s angels and emissaries” — fell from the night sky in a 
dense, hour-long shower. They were beautiful, angelic balls of 
shifting light and color … until they started burning almost 
everyone and everything in sight. According to the tsunami of 
tweets and Facebook updates that quickly followed, the same 
miracle turned horror was being witnessed everywhere on Earth.

The sentient balls of fl ame swarmed into the “End of the World” 
party — some people they attacked, others they ignored. You 
were among the latter group; you’d like to think it was down 
to the ‘Purifi cation Rite’ you performed but who really knows? 
Faced with imminent immolation you did the only sensible 
thing you could do … fl ee. Hardly anyone else made it out with 
you, but your friend Saoirse was among the lucky ones.

When you were out in the street, you could see that the same 
carnage was occurring there. What happened next is muddled 
and confused in your mind. You remember talking with a 
few others who had escaped the party — Saoirse mentioned 
the Church of Melqart bomb shelters. You realized suddenly 
that everything that had happened was just what they had 
predicted … and their ‘Offi  cial Guide’ had a list of the locations 
of pre-prepared survival shelters. Not only that, it clearly 
spelled out that the only people who would survive the “Great 
Cleansing” were those in the shelters. So, you decided to try to 
make it to one. Saoirse said she’s come with you.

That’s when something weird happened. Just as you were all 
running down an alley on your way out of the city Saoirse, who 
was lagging behind the rest of the group, suddenly stopped and 
pulled out her cell phone. It was as though she had received a 
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in the chaos still gives you nightmares.

After being parted from your friend, the remainder of the trip 
through the burning ruins of the city was harrowing. Not everyone 
who was with you made it all the way — some succumbed to 
burns and smoke inhalation, others became victims of the fi re-
ball things. Eventually you managed to make it to the place 
described in the ‘Offi  cial Guide’ — an underground bomb shelter, 
fi ve miles outside of the city. The ‘Guide’ told you how to access 
the shelter: inside you found that provisions had been prepared: 
food, water, and even a manually crank-powered CB Radio.

The shelter has been your home for the past year. The Devotion 
Kit told you what to do, how to seal the place up a couple of 
hours after the Apocalypse had started. It also told you to stay in 
the shelter at all costs, until the ‘all-clear signal’ was broadcast 
on the CB to tell everyone that it was safe to leave. If anyone 
died while you were in the shelter, it said, put them outside (but 
remember to tag them fi rst for identifi cation purposes).

Life has been pretty boring for the past twelve months, stuck in a 
single room with a half-dozen or so other folks who had likewise 
bought the Melqart Devotion Kit. There has been tension; there 
has been friction. But everyone has found a way to live together, 
despite the total lack of privacy. A few times brave or foolhardy 
people have suggested leaving the bunker, but such plans have 
evaporated quickly as soon as the door to the outside world 
was unlatched. In the fi rst few months, fl ames still raged in 
the world beyond; then it was a wasteland of ashes; then a 
smoke-shrouded wilderland. None of the glimpses of the 
world-at-large made anyone want to leave the shelter’s safety.

It seemed for a long time as though you would just die here in 
the shelter. Despite the CB Radio being cranked every day (as 
the ‘Guide’ instructed) there was never any signal, just static. 
Until today that is … perhaps today is the day when things 
fall into place

On the night of the predicted fi restorm, you were at one of the 
offi  cial “End of the World” parties. You were there with your good 
friend Saoirse Sullivan (Saoirse is pronounced a bit like Ser-sha, 
rhyming with inertia). Actually, it was her that got you into the 
whole Melqart thing in the fi rst place. She was a 20-year-old 
exchange student from Ireland whom you had met when the 
whole Church of Melqart silliness began a few months earlier. 
Saoirse was into New Age and all the associated ‘witchcraft’ stuff , 
so of course she bought into the whole Melqart religious frenzy 
in a syncretic kind of way. In fact, it might well have been her 
enthusiasm that got you to consider performing the purifi cation 
rite (or helping out while she performed it). 

The “End of the World” party was all a bit underwhelming at 
fi rst. But then, after dark the clouds cleared, and the stars came 
out. What you saw next is permanently etched on your mind. 
Everything — the whole sky — was on fi re, everywhere, all at 
once. Millions of tiny, dancing stars, matching the description 
in the Church’s ‘Offi  cial Guide’ of the “Children of Melqart” — the 
“Ba’al’s angels and emissaries” — fell from the night sky in a 
dense, hour-long shower. They were beautiful, angelic balls of 
shifting light and color … until they started burning almost 
everyone and everything in sight. According to the tsunami of 
tweets and Facebook updates that quickly followed, the same 
miracle turned horror was being witnessed everywhere on Earth.

The sentient balls of fl ame swarmed into the “End of the World” 
party — some people they attacked, others they ignored. You 
were among the latter group; you’d like to think it was down 
to the ‘Purifi cation Rite’ you performed but who really knows? 
Faced with imminent immolation you did the only sensible 
thing you could do … fl ee. Hardly anyone else made it out with 
you, but your friend Saoirse was among the lucky ones.

When you were out in the street, you could see that the same 
carnage was occurring there. What happened next is muddled 
and confused in your mind. You remember talking with a 
few others who had escaped the party — Saoirse mentioned 
the Church of Melqart bomb shelters. You realized suddenly 
that everything that had happened was just what they had 
predicted … and their ‘Offi  cial Guide’ had a list of the locations 
of pre-prepared survival shelters. Not only that, it clearly 
spelled out that the only people who would survive the “Great 
Cleansing” were those in the shelters. So, you decided to try to 
make it to one. Saoirse said she’s come with you.

That’s when something weird happened. Just as you were all 
running down an alley on your way out of the city Saoirse, who 
was lagging behind the rest of the group, suddenly stopped and 
pulled out her cell phone. It was as though she had received a 
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 Handout 2: The Night of Fire, Version B – 
General Survivors

The trip through the burning ruins of the city, dodging people being 
burned to ashes by the fl ame balls, was harrowing. Not everyone 
who was with you made it all the way — some succumbed to 
burns and smoke inhalation, others became victims of the fi re 
things. Eventually you managed to make it to the place described 
in the ‘Offi  cial Guide’ – an underground bomb shelter, fi ve miles 
outside of the city. The ‘Guide’ told you how to access the shelter: 
inside you found that provisions had been prepared: food, water, 
and even a manually crank-powered CB Radio.

The shelter has been your home for the past year. The Devotion Kit 
told you what to do, how to seal the place up a couple of hours 
after the Apocalypse had started. It also told you to stay in the 
shelter at all costs, until the ‘all-clear signal’ was broadcast on the 
CB to tell everyone that it was safe to leave. If anyone died while 
you were in the shelter, it said, put them outside (but remember to 
tag them fi rst for identifi cation purposes).

Life has been pretty boring for the past twelve months, stuck in a 
single room with a half-dozen or so other folks who had likewise 
bought the Melqart Devotion Kit. There has been tension; there 
has been friction. But everyone has found a way to live together, 
despite the total lack of privacy. A few times brave or foolhardy 
people have suggested leaving the bunker, but such plans have 
evaporated quickly as soon as the door to the outside world 
was unlatched. In the fi rst few months, fl ames still raged in the 
world beyond; then it was a wasteland of ashes; then a smoke-
shrouded wilderland. None of the glimpses of the world-at-large 
made anyone want to leave the shelter’s safety.

It seemed for a long time as though you would just die here 
in the shelter. Despite the CB Radio being cranked every day 
(as the ‘Guide’ instructed) there was never any signal, just 
static. Until today that is … perhaps today is the day when 
things fall into place.

On the night of the predicted fi restorm, you were at one of the 
offi  cial “End of the World” parties. The crowd was made up of a 
weird collection of oddballs, conspiracy theorists, and New Age 
wackos. You felt a bit out of place.

It was all a bit underwhelming at fi rst. But then, after dark the 
clouds cleared, and the stars came out. What you saw next is 
permanently etched on your mind. Everything — the whole sky — 
was on fi re, everywhere, all at once. Millions of tiny, dancing stars, 
matching the description in the Offi  cial Guide of the “Children of 
Melqart” —  the Ba’al’s angels and emissaries — fell from the night 
sky in a dense, hour-long shower. They were beautiful, angelic balls 
of shifting light and color … until they started burning almost 
everyone and everything in sight. According to the tsunami of 
tweets and Facebook updates that quickly followed, the same 
miracle turned horror was being witnessed everywhere on Earth.

The sentient balls of fl ame swarmed into the “End of the 
World” party — some people they attacked, others they 
ignored. You were among the latter group; you’d like to think 
it was down to the ‘Purifi cation Rite’ you performed but who 
really knows? Faced with imminent immolation you did the 
only sensible thing you could do … fl ee.

When you were out in the street, you could see that the same 
carnage was occurring there. What happened next is muddled and 
confused in your mind. You remember talking with a few others 
who had escaped the party — someone mentioned the Church 
of Melqart bomb shelters. You realized suddenly that everything 
that had happened was just what they had predicted … and 
their ‘Offi  cial Guide’ had a list of the locations of pre-prepared 
survival shelters. Not only that, it clearly spelled out that the only 
people who would survive the “Great Cleansing” were those in the 
shelters. So, you decided to try to make it to one.

 Handout 2: The Night of Fire, Version B – 
General Survivors

The trip through the burning ruins of the city, dodging people being 
burned to ashes by the fl ame balls, was harrowing. Not everyone 
who was with you made it all the way — some succumbed to 
burns and smoke inhalation, others became victims of the fi re 
things. Eventually you managed to make it to the place described 
in the ‘Offi  cial Guide’ – an underground bomb shelter, fi ve miles 
outside of the city. The ‘Guide’ told you how to access the shelter: 
inside you found that provisions had been prepared: food, water, 
and even a manually crank-powered CB Radio.

The shelter has been your home for the past year. The Devotion Kit 
told you what to do, how to seal the place up a couple of hours 
after the Apocalypse had started. It also told you to stay in the 
shelter at all costs, until the ‘all-clear signal’ was broadcast on the 
CB to tell everyone that it was safe to leave. If anyone died while 
you were in the shelter, it said, put them outside (but remember to 
tag them fi rst for identifi cation purposes).

Life has been pretty boring for the past twelve months, stuck in a 
single room with a half-dozen or so other folks who had likewise 
bought the Melqart Devotion Kit. There has been tension; there 
has been friction. But everyone has found a way to live together, 
despite the total lack of privacy. A few times brave or foolhardy 
people have suggested leaving the bunker, but such plans have 
evaporated quickly as soon as the door to the outside world 
was unlatched. In the fi rst few months, fl ames still raged in the 
world beyond; then it was a wasteland of ashes; then a smoke-
shrouded wilderland. None of the glimpses of the world-at-large 
made anyone want to leave the shelter’s safety.

It seemed for a long time as though you would just die here 
in the shelter. Despite the CB Radio being cranked every day 
(as the ‘Guide’ instructed) there was never any signal, just 
static. Until today that is … perhaps today is the day when 
things fall into place.

On the night of the predicted fi restorm, you were at one of the 
offi  cial “End of the World” parties. The crowd was made up of a 
weird collection of oddballs, conspiracy theorists, and New Age 
wackos. You felt a bit out of place.

It was all a bit underwhelming at fi rst. But then, after dark the 
clouds cleared, and the stars came out. What you saw next is 
permanently etched on your mind. Everything — the whole sky — 
was on fi re, everywhere, all at once. Millions of tiny, dancing stars, 
matching the description in the Offi  cial Guide of the “Children of 
Melqart” —  the Ba’al’s angels and emissaries — fell from the night 
sky in a dense, hour-long shower. They were beautiful, angelic balls 
of shifting light and color … until they started burning almost 
everyone and everything in sight. According to the tsunami of 
tweets and Facebook updates that quickly followed, the same 
miracle turned horror was being witnessed everywhere on Earth.

The sentient balls of fl ame swarmed into the “End of the 
World” party — some people they attacked, others they 
ignored. You were among the latter group; you’d like to think 
it was down to the ‘Purifi cation Rite’ you performed but who 
really knows? Faced with imminent immolation you did the 
only sensible thing you could do … fl ee.

When you were out in the street, you could see that the same 
carnage was occurring there. What happened next is muddled and 
confused in your mind. You remember talking with a few others 
who had escaped the party — someone mentioned the Church 
of Melqart bomb shelters. You realized suddenly that everything 
that had happened was just what they had predicted … and 
their ‘Offi  cial Guide’ had a list of the locations of pre-prepared 
survival shelters. Not only that, it clearly spelled out that the only 
people who would survive the “Great Cleansing” were those in the 
shelters. So, you decided to try to make it to one.
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 Handout 3: Voicemail From The Future?

 Handout 5: A Text From The Future?
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 Handout 6: Saoirse’s Carved Message
 Front Side of Charred Stone Tablet

 Reverse Side of Charred Stone Tablet



8 Pre-Gen Character Sheets: The following pages contain flat (non-editable) character sheets for the six 
pre-generated Survivors. If you would prefer editable, autocalculated PDF versions, files are available on the 
APOCTHULHU support page on the Cthulhu Reborn blog.
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