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Graveyard

Christchurch Cemetery dates from the seventeenth century, just after the earliest 
of the Puritans settled in what would become Arkham. To this day, weather-worn 
headstones and markers still bear dates beginning with “16,” even as they crumble 
in silence. “The Graveyard,” as it’s colloquially called, sprawls beneath the sharp 
rise of French Hill; many of the taller manor houses in that neighborhood can 
easily overlook the whole of the Graveyard as it stretches toward the Miskatonic 
River. While the cemetery’s current layout does not adjoin to the Miskatonic, some 
historians have noted that at times its boundaries have stretched all the way to the 
riverbank, implying that much of Rivertown is built atop the graves of Arkham’s 
ancestors. Others have pointed out that graveyards from bordering churches may 
have combined to form what is now known as Christchurch Cemetery. On rare 
occasions, typically only during heavy rains and flooding, the Miskatonic carves 
out some long-buried casket, sending it floating along the river.

On a day-to-day basis, Christchurch Cemetery is fairly peaceful, as Father 
Iwanicki from nearby St. Stanislaus Church patrols the grounds and tends to 
the mourners. Historians and genealogists make special trips to the graveyard, 
hoping to piece together some forgotten family tree or to take charcoal rubbings 
of significant grave markers. Christchurch also attracts visitors for its unique 
statuary; some of its memorials and sculptures are unlike any other, featuring 
strange patterns, odd carvings, or unusual effigies.

At night, however, Christchurch Cemetery takes on a more menacing air. A 
strange mist seen nowhere else in Arkham often descends over the graveyard. Some 
visitors claim to see lights that move in odd patterns wending through the trees 
between the graves. Others tell of sounds that recall a large dog or beast digging 
in the earth with claws. Sometimes, they say, the noise is accompanied by the 
sound of famished, slavering eating. On nights when this is the case, certain grave 
markers—particularly fresh ones—are often found broken or vandalized, the dirt 
of the grave upturned. Groundskeeper Leonard Coburn nervously laughs off such 
stories, claiming ignorance of any malice, often blaming delinquent youths or stray 
animals for the destruction and the strange sounds.









St. Mary’s Hospital

St. Mary’s is easily the largest building in Uptown, dominating its block 
and towering over nearby buildings. Founded just before the turn of 
the century, the hospital is impressive and intimidating, its peaked 
roofs and towers giving it a menacing silhouette against the sky. 
Its mazelike wings and wards are navigable only by the most 
experienced nurses and doctors. Having secured a partnership 
with Miskatonic University’s medical program, St. Mary’s 
features a twenty-four-hour emergency receiving room, a full 
surgical wing, a newly built experimental therapies ward, and 
more than sixty individual patient rooms. The wiring in St. 
Mary’s is somewhat suspect, and the power flickers ominously 
during even the slightest weather trouble.

As Arkham’s only hospital, St. Mary’s is always consumed 
in a flurry of activity. At all hours, the building exudes 
the distinctive scent of iodine, rubbing alcohol, and used 
bandages. Orderlies and nurses rush patients about on 
gurneys, while doctors march dutifully from patient to 
patient, reviewing notes on clipboards as they go. Even at 
late hours, the emergency receiving room always seems to 
have a few patients waiting, bleary-eyed, for their chance to see 
a doctor. 

At the head of St. Mary’s stands Dr. Roger Mortimore, chief 
physician and director of patient services. A longtime trauma 
surgeon, Mortimore is a short, wiry man with thinning hair and a 
sneering visage. While he is undoubtedly skilled at his craft, Mortimore’s 
bedside manner has always been something of a weak point; many patients 
simultaneously laud his skills in treatment and complain of his uncaring 
attitude. Several of his compatriots have noted that while Mortimore used 
to be more caring and compassionate, always eager to help any who needed 
it, these days he seems almost burned-out, rarely taking on cases outside of his 
scheduled caseload.

In contrast to Dr. Mortimore, Head Nurse Sharon Greenberg provides that 
friendly smile and caring bedside manner so desired by convalescing patients. A 
gregarious forty-five-year-old, Greenberg makes her work her life; she eagerly 
takes on overtime, talking with patients and doing what she can to raise their 
spirits. Despite her eagerness to help, Greenberg has been utterly flummoxed by 
some of the injuries that have come to St. Mary’s, and she has little truck with 
the uncanniness that seems to permeate Arkham. While she has heard claims of 
the strange and occult at times, she is quick to dismiss such weirdness as “pagan 
tomfoolery,” making the sign of the cross and noting to herself to say a prayer at 
South Church for such lost souls.

Dr. Shivani Maheswaran, a relatively recent addition to St. Mary’s staff, is quite 
curious about what goes on in Arkham’s shadows. A veteran of the emergency 
ward, Maheswaran has encountered all manner of strangeness on her surgical 
tables, but nothing like what she has seen since arriving in Arkham. Unlike many 
of her colleagues who choose to bury their heads in the sand, Maheswaran has 
begun to wonder what could cause such odd injuries and illnesses.









Velma’s Diner
A roadside railcar diner isn’t typically notable, but in Arkham, Velma’s All-Nite 
Diner has become a staple for any would-be gumshoe. The first sight facing any 
patron at Velma’s Diner is the lit display case and the heavenly contents within. 
Standing right beside the burnished chrome lunch counter, the case features four 
glowing shelves of some of the most delicious, unctuous pie in the Miskatonic 
River Valley. And always taking a place of pride at the center of the top shelf is the 
grand prize of a dinner at Velma’s: a generous slice of her award-winning cherry 
pie, full of glistening crimson cherries, with a buttery crust that has brought grown 
men to their knees. 

Velma’s diner has a handful of booths, though regulars always end up sitting at 
the chrome lunch counter, which has tarnished a bit over the years. Patrons lean 
against the metal while they drool over freshly cooked meatloaf as Velma pulls it 
from the oven, or they watch Duncan Grant—Velma’s line cook—sling hash across 
the diner’s ample flat top. Most of the diner’s cooking takes place on the flat top, 
with Duncan’s hash browns, Velma’s “Lumberjack Breakfast,” and her made-from-
scratch meatloaf sandwich all numbering among patron favorites.

Velma is matronly, kind, and outgoing. She never married, purchasing the diner 
on her own in her thirties. She always has a wry smile on her face and a kitchen 
towel tossed over one shoulder, ready to clean up any mess. She readily engages 
patrons in conversation and is quick to offer dessert to anyone who cleans their 
plate. Duncan, by contrast, is a man of few words, more concerned with keeping 
his grill clean and the never-ending stream of patty melts and home fries moving 
across the flat-top.

Unfortunately, Velma’s typical clientele tends to be much less friendly than 
Velma herself. As the only all-night establishment in Arkham, Velma’s Diner tends 
to bring out the dregs of the city. Ne’er-do-wells from Hibb’s Roadhouse often 
swing by for a late-night bite, hoping that Velma’s omnipresent coffee pot will 
sober them up enough for a trip home. Other patrons lacking in courtesy also 
frequent Velma’s for cheap meals, often picking up a packed lunch there before 
heading to work.
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