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ou remember your home. 

You remember what it was like,  
before They took you.  
The sound of your family’s voices,  
the smell of your home,  
the colors of your neighborhood.  

Even after the blindin g glories  
and pitiles s dark wastes of Faerie,  
you remember. 

Your memories were a beacon.  
Without them, you would never have found your way back  
through the twistin g maze of the Thorn s,  
to collapse torn and exhausted on the cool earth  
of the world you were born in once more —  
to find that your home was no longer yours,  
that an impostor had taken over your life,  
that you had been changed.  
Yours is beauty and grotesquerie,  
illusion and iron,  
in sight and madnes s.

Where will you go now that you are Lost?  
Who will you love, who will you war again st,  
who will you make of yourself?  
How will your tale end?

w w w. w o r l d o f d a r k n e s s . c o m



A Storytellin g Game of Beautiful Madnes s



What  
Alec Bourbon  

Said

They called the guy Alec Bourbon because he loved to drink, but aside 

from that, he had a strange way about him. It made some people nervous and it 

made some people laugh, but Alec never left anyone around him untouched. 

Whenever he and the regulars who hung around his shithole local heard that Van 

Morrison song on the jukebox, �Jackie Wilson Said,� Alec would change that 

line to �Alec Bourbon Said,� and then he�d follow it up with any bit of doggerel 

that came to mind and howl it to the bar at top volume. Even weirder was that 

people played along � if he said, �Alec Bourbon said thumb your nose,� every 

(other) rummy and souse in the joint would thumb his nose and laugh like it was 

the greatest joke in the world. They�d pound the heavy oak tables in that old bar, 

and for a brief moment, the air wasn�t so heavy with stale smoke or the smell of 

losers.

The bar was named after some almost-forgotten church, a haunted ruin 

where witches danced as the drunken protagonist stumbled home in an old 

poem. This wasn�t a place where ironic hipsters or slumming socialites went to 

drink beer from cans. This was a place where men who had witnessed hard 

lives went to die slowly, poisoning themselves along the way. It was always winter 

inside, the end of something, cold and melancholy but for the few brief moments 

when something comic happened. Even then, though, that mirth was momentary, 

like the time Old Dom slipped in a pool of spilled beer and fell on his face, 

shoving his glasses into his baggy eyes. The whole place guffawed at Dom�s 

goggled peepers! The surgery left him entirely blind in one eye and mostly 

blind in the other, though. Old Dom owed Alec $20. Alec Bourbon liked it cold 

and dark inside the bar.

Our man had a face like the bole of a tree and hands like a tree�s gnarled 

roots. His hair, when he didn�t wear that greasy New York Jets cap, looked like a 

crow�s nest of thatch and twigs. Even Alec�s disposition could grow as dark as the 

wooden surfaces of the bar on occasion, especially when women were involved. 

They hated him, and he hated them. Butch, behind the bar, said that Alec 

Bourbon had been married years ago, but that she was a beer woman, so he 

eventually had to kill her. Alec said Butch had a shit sense of humor, to shut the 

fook up and that puns were the lowest form of language. Butch told Alec to pay 

his tab and that was the only time in 37 years that Alec didn�t offer a returning 

remark. It was Alec�s bar anyway, even if he didn�t own it or work there. He was 

there more than anyone else.

So it was that the mumblesome old regulars who shared Alec�s bar were 

surprised one night when in walked a pretty young woman looking at least a 
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