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Send therefore now, and gather thy cattle, and all that
thou hast in the field; for upon every man and beast which
shall be found in the field, and shall not be brought home,
the hail shall come down upon them, and they shall die.

— Exodus 9:19

Kathy Niven walked through her front door just
after 6:30 Tuesday morning. In her exhaustion, her
left shoulder brushed hard against the doorjamb, and
she wobbled to the kitchen table. Luckily, the room
was empty and nobody saw her staggering like a
drunk. She didn't have toskulk in under the confused
and hurt scrutiny of her family. With just that much
in the world going right for her, Kathy took a deep,
shuddering breath and leaned weakly against the
back of a chair.

As she stood propped up, she sagged and fought
to keep hereyes open. The smell of coffee brewing
helped. The muffled sound of water running in
the upstairs shower helped, too. The steady, stac-
cato rhythm told her that her husband or her son
was awake and would soon make an appearance
downstairs. Someone would come down the stairs
and face her soon. When that happened, Kathy
thought, she would much rather be awake and
moving than slumped insensate over the table
like a half-drowned castaway.

Standing up straight again, she looked up and
down at her reflection in the glass door. Her ash-
blond hair hung tangled and lank around her
shoulders, The plastic clip she'd bound it with was

long gone. Dirt and grimy water had stained her
blue jeans and denim jacket. More water squelched
between her toes and made her tennis shoes squeak
on the linoleum floor. The look on her face gave
her the most pause, though. She saw lines reflecred
in the glass — beside her eyes, bracketing her
mouth, creasing her forehead— that shocked her.
Was this hag all thar had survived last night?
Fascinated and repulsed, Kathy stared at the old
woman in the glass until the rising sun brightened
the sky enough to take the reflection away. When
the haggard crone disappeared, Kathy headed out
of the kitchen with heavy steps. Her family cer-
tainly shouldn't see her this way.

Underwear, jeans, shirts and towels lay strewn
around the open laundry closet in the hallway that
led to the stairs. Someone had obviously been
scavenging in the dryer; the machine sat half-open
with a brown sock lolling out like a strangled
corpse’s tongue. Kathy walked right by without
stopping even to close the dryer door. Her husband
would expect her to take care of all this laundry
while he was away at work, but she didn't have the
energy to worry about it at the moment. In truth,
she probably wouldn't have had the energy to get




HUNY ER: PLAYERS GUIDE

moving again if she stopped. Her right arm was
stiffening up at the shoulder where she’d almost
dlblOCf—led it the night before. The amount of trust
she put in her left knee diminished with every step.
And her eyelids pressed shut as hard as they could.
Her body wanted to wrap up tight and rest, but she
wouldn't let it. She plodded farther toward the
stairs and left soggy, dirty footprints on the shirts
and underwear.

The steps at the end of the hall loomed up more
daunting than a cliff face, and Kathy stopped. She
stood there trying to decide whether to try to lift her
swollen knee first or to trust it to hold her entire weight
while she led with the other foot. Eventually, she
compromised by leaning on the banister and hauling
herself upward as quickly as she could. Every shuftling
step took an eternity and pulled the grimace on her
face more and more raut.

As she reached the halfway point, she had to
stop. The pain flowed in like water, but she tried
hard to banish all traces of it from her face. Her son
came bounding along the hall at the top of the
steps. He stopped momentarily, then hurried down
with a smile to embrace his mother. His excited
approach sent jolts through the steps and up Kathy's
leg, but she bore the pain stoically. She managed to
hite her tongue rather than cry out when the boy
bumped her knee in his exuberance. When he
finished his hug, Kathy gripped the banister in a
corded, white-knuckled fist.

“Hi, Mom," he chirped. “You're home!"

“Yep,” Kathy murmured in a throaty whisper. She

hadn’t spoken in some hours, and she feared a cold was
coming on. She coughed to clear her throat, then
forced herself to swallow the sticky mass that came up
when she did. *“Moring, kiddo.”

“When'd you get home last night?” the boy
said. “Did you make me breakfast? You look tired.
You okay?”

Kathy raised a shaking hand and tousled the boy's
short blond hair. The kid beamed like a puppy.

“Yeah, a lirtle tired,” Kathy said. *
stairs to bed.”

“You're going back to bed?” the boy asked. He
scrunched up his freckled nose in innocent confu-
sion. It didn't occur to him that his mother might
have slepr elsewhere that night. “I wish [ could go
back to bed. I've got a math rest today. And pictures.
Picrure day sucks!™

The boy stretched his neck, and Kathy realized
rthat her son was wearing a pressed white shirt with a
clip-on blue tie. His dark-blue polyester pants had
been pressed neatly. He looked nice in a shrunken-
yuppie sort of way.

an

I'm going up-

“Language,” Kathy said, not looking her son in the
eye. "I've got to go back to bed. | just came down to see
you before you got your picture taken at school. You
look nice, sweetheart. Just like daddy.”

The hoy was so happy to hear his mother make the
comparison that he should have had a tail to wag. He
hugged her again, pulling her dangerously off balance,
then ran the rest of the way down the steps. Mommy's
little avalanche.

When he got to the kitchen, he stopped and said,
“Hey, where's breakfast, Mom!”

Standing rigid with her eyes shut tight, Kathy
didn’t turn more than her head. “Make some ce-
real, Bradley,” she said, trying not to spit the words
out through clenched teeth. “Mom’'s gor to get
back to bed.”

“But we're out of milk, remember?”

“Then microwave some Pop Tarts, hon,” Kathy
called down. “I'll get some milk later.”

“What am | gonna drink v.lth em!" Bradley per-
sisted. “We're out of juice, too."

“Have some Coke then,” Kathy said. “I don't care.
Just don’t miss your bus, okay!”

“Wow, thanks, Mom!” Bradley said.

Thrilled nearly to pieces, Bradley made himself
some breakfast and finally left Kathy alone. Facing
the rest of her climb with even less enthusiasm,
Kathy pulled herself up the steps again. Now she
had to use both hands to overcome the inertia of
her rest. She could feel another mass of mucus at
the back of her mouth as well, and she had to
swallow once more.

When she finally reached the rop of the stairs,
SI‘\L" lt!i:lnl:'d in tl_\l‘_‘ dift"c[i()n Of hef l“-{_‘drﬂl]m Hnd
hobbled down the hall. Her knee hardly bent any
maore, Hnd She Cri_l(_“l"_‘d hcr Tlght Aarin across l‘lt.’.r
stomach. The hallway seemed to stretch for miles,
dizzying Kathy for a long spell, but she made it to her
room at last. Maybe God was smiling on her afterall,
because the shower was still running when she
slipped in like a thief.

Taking off her dirty, wer clothes after so many
hours made her cry. The fabric clunj_, to her, l'urcint'
her to stretch and strain already aching joints. Pull-
ing her stained and threadbare University of
Kentucky sweatshirt over her head threatened to
pop her right shoulder out of place for the second
rime in rwelve hours. She would almost have pre-
ferred cutting off her sports bra with her pocket
knife, but she managed to wriggle free of it without
crying out by biting the inside of her lip. Tears rolled
down her face, but her shoulder stayed in place. Her
shoes and socks came off next, followed by damp
jeans that clung to her for all they were worth.




Naked and in more pain than when she'd started,
she wadded up her clothes with her tennis shoes and
pushed them under the bed with her heel.

As she pulled on a burgundy bathrobe, the sound
of the rushing water in the bathroom tapered off and
pattered to silence. Her husband had finished his
shower. He stayed in the bathroom a little longer to
sing along with the radio, unaware that he now had an
audience. Kathy smiled sadly at her husband’s off-key
I\'arﬂ()kt‘ perf(')rmﬂncﬂ ﬂﬂd li[1]P|:‘LI over o thL‘ bed.
Sleep pulled ar her insistently when she sat down, bur
she managed to remain conscious.

Ten minutes later, the bathroom radio fell silent
and the door opened. Mark emerged, shaved and fully
dressed, still singing the last song that had been playing
on the radio.

“..Just give me a si-i-ign. Unh! And hit me ba—
Jesus, Kathy!”

Kathy's lolling head jerked upright, and she forced
her eyes open.

“Good morning."”

“Where the hell have you been? her husband
demanded. Wisps of steam from the bathroom still
clung to his balding scalp and rose from his head like
an angry halo. “Bradley went to bed worried sick last
night.” A long, red-faced pause later, he added, “And
sodid 1."

“I had work to do,” Kathy mumbled lamely. “1 fell
asleep, | guess.”

“You guess! Where'd you fall asleep, Kathy!
The street?"

Karhy put a hand self-consciously to her lank, wet
hair. At least she'd covered the mass of dark-blue
bruises on her body before her husband came our.

“It rained," she said. Tiredness and pain mangled
the words. A creeping note of hopelessness did its part
too. I walked home in the rain.”

“You walked home from the church?” her hus-
band shouted. His expression of angry surprise
changed into one of self-satisfied righteousness.
“It's ten miles, Kathy!"

“I took a bus for most of it,” Kathy muttered.
Hopeless frustration sucked all the force out of the lie.
“It was raining at both stops.”

“Oh, of course," her hushand said sarcastically.
Anger, birterness and triumph rolled off him in
waves, He knew the advantage in the interrogation
was his as long as he didn't ler up. “You worked
hard all night without bothering to call anyone.
Then you took a bus home and walked from the
stop in the rain.”

He gestured to the bedroom window for empha-
sis. Kathy could see that clouds were in damn short

PROLOGUE: LONELY HOME

supply at the moment. Kathy only shrugged in de-
feat and refused ro look her husband in the eye. She
fixed on her husband's pudgy belly and wide, striped
tie instead.

“Kathy, did you really think | wouldn't call your
office when you never came home!”

“I must have been asleep already.”

“Art seven!” Kathy didn’t say anything to that.
“How about ar 10:30 when [ called again? How about
midnight? You must have been really tired, Kathy.
When [ called your mother and your friends, they all
said they'd call the church, roo. Were you sleeping
when they called?”

Kathy closed her eyes and let her head slump. How
easy it would have been to just go to sleep right then.

“You know, it got so lare | called Reverend Mor-
ris,” Kathy's husband said with an angry kind of glee.
He knew his wife was caught.

“You woke up our preacher to check on me?”
Kathy asked in a hollow voice. *You were that worried,
Mark?” She wasn’t angry or scared when she said it.
She didn't even look up.

“I woke him up,” Mark said, “but not because | was
worried.” He paused for a second, savoring the silent
tension like he was delaying an orgasm. He wanted to
enjoy his next words as much as possible. He waited
until Kathy spoke first,

“Then why did you call him?”" she said, too tired
and uncomfortable to be impressed by Mark's sense of
dramatic timing.

“You're having an affair, aren’t you, Kathy?

“What?"

“Oh, don't even try,” Mark said, starting to pace
around in his excitement. *It's so obvious. 1 mean,
do you really think 1 don't know what's going on?
You're always working late, but you never call.
When you get home, you're too tired to want to have
anything to do with me. | try to so much as hug you
and you push me away, You never want to talk, and
you never listen when | rell you abour my day. You
don’t play with Bradley anymore. None of our friends
have seen you in months. You're always taking the
bus to work now insread of letting me drive. 1 get
home and the house is a wreck every single dav.... |
mean, am [ blind or just stupid?”

“I'm not having an affair, Mark,” Kathy said. The
denial started out with so much tired disgust built in
thar it might have convinced Mark on the spot, but
Kathy's voice cracked around another ball of phlegm.
She coughed, and Mark stopped pacing. His eyebrows
arched, and his ugly rie hung askew.

“Well,” Mark said. "I guess the prosecution rests.”
Kathy wished.
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“Mark,” she said, lifting a weak hand in supplica-
tion, “just listen. There are things going on that you
don't understand.”

“Yeah, I'll ber,” Mark said, turning his back on
his wife and throwing up his arms. “So who’s the
lucky guy, Kathy? Must be a real headboard-thumper,
huh? Wears you right out, I'll bet. You look like the
walking dead.”

Kathy covered her face with her hands and started
shaking. She was too tired for this. She was going to
cry, and if she let that happen, she might tell her
husband everything. She might tell him where she
actually went at night. She might tell him about Mr.
Lang, whose funeral had taken place Thursday at the
church. She might tell her husband about what had
happened at Mr. Lang’s house last night.

“So who is it Mark said as Kathy's breathing
became more ragged. He stood at the foot of the bed
and glared down ar her. Nasty joy twisted his face into
a sadistically gleeful mask. “Anybody [ know?”

Kathy lifted her head but kept her hands in front
of her mouth. “No, Mark."

“So it's somebody ['ve never met. | guess that's
pretry smart. Wouldn’t want a murual friend spilling
the beans, eh?”

“It's nobody, Mark.”

“Oh, really?" Mark said, stubbornly determined
to jump to the wrong conclusions. Beneath his
anger, he almost seemed to be having fun, “Was it
some guy you picked up in a bar! Is he some log-
pecker who didn't think ro look for a wedding ring
on your finger! What did you do, Kathy? Did you
trick the poor guy, or is his dick just bigger than his
IQ! There aren't a lot of hot, single 48-year-olds on
the market right now, are there?”

Kathy covered her face with her hands again, but
she was no longer on the verge of tears. “Please, Mark,”
she said. “Bradley might hear you.”

“Oh, we're doing this now?” Mark said. “I've
got a ‘please’ for you. Ready? Please, Kathy, come
home after work when you're supposed to. Please
do your part raising our son. How about this one:
Please stop staying out till all hours without call-
ing. Oh, I've got a goad one: Please stop sleeping
with other men!”

When Mark fell silent at last, Kathy was just able
to hear her son's school bus pulling away out front.
Maybe the boy hadn’t been around to hear any of whar
his father had been saying.

“Youjust don'tunderstand, Mark,"” Kathy whispered.

For his part, Mark might not even have heard the
words. He rocked back heavily on his heels, letting his
tension flood out in a rush as he looked at the digital

clock on the night table. The burning red numbers told
him a story he didn't like.

“Shit!" He darted from the bedside toward the
door. “Now I'm gonna be late. Great! Just great,
Kathy. Why don't you call ahead and tell my boss
why I won't be on time? Go ahead. We'll finish this
when I get home. Don't go to work today. | want you
here waiting for Bradley when he gets home at three.
Explain why you can't be here for him when he
needs his mother.”

With that final shot, Mark disappeared into
the hallway and stormed down the stairs, still
cursing. A few seconds later, Kathy heard the door
slam. Shortly afrer thar, Mark's car pulled away
with a squeal of tires.

Breathing heavily and trying not to sob, Kathy
flopped onto herside afrer Mark left. A tear rolled
out between her palms to darken a spot on her
pillow, but she otherwise maintained control. She
had learned ro master her fear the same way —
closing her eyes, thinking in silence and breath-
ing hard. She knew she'd been right not to say
anything. Mark didn't know what was really going
on out there, especially at night. He probably
wouldn’t be able to handle it. Maybe Kathy had
done Mark a favor by letting him believe what his
paranoia told him to believe. Being convinced
that his wife was sleeping around was cerrainly
safer than knowing the truth. He would sleep
better not knowing what was going on. He might
not sleep at all if he knew how close he was to the
truth of the world. At least now he had something
to distract him, just like the billions of other
people who didn't know what Kathy knew, about
how the world really worked.

Kathy's conscience was clear about her fidelity.
Maybe she didn't need to feel guilty about misleading
her husband. Maybe she'd done the right thing after
all. Maybe....

A #* #*

“Are you sure?” Kathy said to the young man standing
beside her.

“I know what I saw,” the young man said, zipping his
jacket against the wind and drizzling rain. “It was Lang. 1
saw him right here in his house trying to get out. He was
pounding on the windows every time a car went by. | saw
his face. He had his widow's peak and his cleft chin, and half
his face was missing between his ear and his nose. Right
where they say he shot hims—"

“Okay, okay, lan," Kathy said, raising her hands.
She looked up at the house and scanned the windows for
any sign of the home's former occupant. "You don't
have to try to shock me every time. [ just want you to
be sure it was him."




“No mistake," lan said. "He looked right at me in my
dream, and he just started screaming. | tried ta run, but all
the doors were locked. 1 rried to smash out a window — and
that's when I saw the two of us standing outside. Tonight.
Talking like we are right now."

Kathy shivered, but not because of the increasing cold.
She looked at the windows again. Had something moved on
the second floor, or was the house as still and forlorn as it
looked? Mr. Lang certainly hadn't kept the place up before
he shot himself. Everyone knew how lonely and depressed
the retired schoolteacher had been after his wife died and his
only daughter moved away to attend college in Bowling
Green. The fact that he'd let his home collapse mto disrepair
should really have come as no surprise. It wouldn't have
happened if anyone had cared.

“You haven't been wrong yet,” Kathy said, turning
back to lan at last. She saw no fear on his face, but she knew
it wasn't far beneath the surface. “Let's go in."

lIan nodded, and the two walked slowly up Mr.
Lang's cracked driveway. Sickly, brown weeds poked up
!hTf.lugh St'_"'l-'f_’?'ﬂ! L‘T‘EIL'JI\',S, a?ld maost f}f !:h{_’ conerete was
covered in lumps of wet pine straw. They walked close
together, hunched over with their hands in their coat
pockets, Theywere silent for the moment and stole furtive
glances at the house's dark windows. Where the driveway
curved down 1o lead behind the house and into the
basement-garage, Kathy and lan cut across the yard. The

rain began to fall more heavily. The overgrown grass
caught the rain greedily and tried to hold onto the trespass-
ers’ feet. They hurried onto the concrete slab that served
as Mr. Lang's front porch.

They paused there. Thick cobwebs filled the corners of
the space between the outer screen door and the inner
wooden one. The small diamond-shaped window in the
wood dooyr showed only darkness inside the house.

“It kinda stinks,” lan said, staring at the rust-spotted
doorknob. “You know?”

“What stinks, lan?" Kathy said. Sloawly, the fire of
anxiety drained from her. Her fear went somewhere
else, shut off like a faucet. Even her voice sounded
different. Cold. She straightened her back and squeezed
her hands into fists.

“Beingright all the tme,” lan said with a hollow smile.
He shook his head. “It never pays off.”

“Open the door, lan,” Kathy said.

Taking a deep, shaking breath that didn't dilute
his growing fear, Ian pulled open the flimsy sereen
door. lts rusted hinges protested with a screech that
sounded like a human shriek, like a man screaming in
rage or agony. lan froze, holding the screen open. A
shudder ran the length of his body and he drew another
deep breath.

“Jesus, that was loud,” he said. “Di—did you hear
what it sounded like?”
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“I'll go first,” Kathy said in a voice somewhat less
flat than it had been a moment ago. An almost imper-
ceptible tone of disgust had crept in as well. She stepped
past lan and grabbed the rusted doorknob. The door
didn’t budge, although the knob twisted freely in her
hand. She put her shoulder into the effort, with the
same results. She gave the door one long, solid push
then slammed it hard with a shoulder. When neither
technique opened the door, she kicked it once to punc-
tuate her frustration.

When she looked to lan for help, she saw that the
young man's eyes were glassy and that his fingers
gripped the aluminum frame of the screen like talons.
The rain had started to beat down on the two of them,
but lan didn't even blink. Kathy had to grab the slick
sleeve of his jacket and shake him with her free hand
before he focused on her. His eyes were still wide and
vacant like those of a sleepwalker.

“lan, what s it?" Fear started to fill her again,, although
not as badly as it did the young man. “lan!"

*“It's no good,” lan said in a voice that was very small
against the rain. “This is Lang’s home against the storm. If
we let the storm in and he has to leave...."”

“What are you talking abour?” Kathy said, hav-
ing to shout over the rain. She shook him again.
“What do you see?”

Before lan could answer, the porch light over their
heads suddenly flared to brilliant life and heavy footsteps
charged toward the door from inside. When the two
intruders looked at the porch light, it went out to be
replaced by a light from within the house. The diamond-
shaped window gleamed like a lighthouse beacon amid the
swirling fog. Lightning flashed behind them and thunder
crashed immediately.

“Kathy, get away from the door!”

As she stood staring dumbly at lan, the doorknob
spun in Kathy's hand and jerked her forward. She
stumbled into the house, but she couldn't even look
around before something grabbed her by the right arm
and twisted it backward. Aninvisible force flung her into

the yard, and she rolled awkwardly against the trunk of

adark, wet pine tree. The same force yanked Ian into the
house, beyond Kathy's line of sight. His face reappeared
momentarily at the window, but he only slapped his
palms against the glass once before disappearing again
into the darkness.

Kathy tried to stand, but bolts of pain in her shoulder
and knee drove her back down. She hit her head hard on the
ground, and her eyes fluttered shut. The last thing she saw
was the light in the front hall going our and the door swinging
shut with a sharp bang. A bang like a gunshot.

*

* #*

Karthy sat up in bed, her head full of cotton. She'd
either fallen asleep or passed out. Although she still

winced from a headache, the fact that she'd awak-
ened soothed her fear that she might have a
concussion, Looking around blearily, she realized
that she was still in her bathrobe and her legs still
dangled halfway off the bed.

Pulling herself to her feet, she staggered back to
her closet and put on the last set of clean clothes she
had. Her joints creaked like those of a 70-year-old
and her heart hammered so fast she couldn’t breathe
normally, but the fresh outfit made her feel slightly
better. Kathy felt the same steely reserve and deter-
mination that had filled her before she'd entered Mr.
Lang's house last night. She limped to the phone on
her nightstand and dialed a number, hoping desper-
ately for an answer.

lan’s voice brought her a welcome relief. “Kathy,”
he said with cold venom in his voice. *You're alive!”

“I'm sorry,” Kathy said, looking ashamedly at the
floor. “1 didn't know what happened to you.”

“You don’t want to,” lan said. “I saw him. Just like
in the dream. [ saw him, and he wouldn't ler me out.
And you didn't help me. 1 thought you were dead.
Where were you? Why didn't you help me!”

A tear squeezed out of Kathy's eye and rolled down
her cheek. The tiny, sickly seed of anger was gone from
lan's voice, and only the fear remained. He sounded
close to rears himself. He sounded like a little boy who
wanted nothing more than to curl up against his
mother's breast and be rocked ro sleep.

“I'm sorry,” Kathy said. Her voice was hoarse
with phlegm. “If | could have helped you, | would
have. Tonight it'll be different. When we go back,
I won't—"

“Back! Kathy, I don't even know how [ got out. |
was lying behind some garbage cans two blocks from
Lang's place when | woke up this moming. Kathy,
some of my hair’s white. | don't think I can go—"

Kathy looked at the clock beside the phone.
[t was quarter past two. Her son would be home
in 45 minutes.

“lan, we don't have time for this,” she said. “[ know
what we have to do, but we have to get started now.”

“What?”

“We're going to burn the house down,” Kathy said.
“Langistied toit. If we burn it down, he'll be destroyed.
| think that's what ‘letting the storm in" means. Do you
remember saying that?”

“Yeah,” lan said, getting a bit of a hold on himself.

“We're going to get this over with. It won't rake
very long, and we don't have to go in. Nothing’s going
to happen this time. Everything’s going to be okay.”

“I don't want to go back in there,” lan said, He
sounded drained, defeated and very young.




“We're not going in,” she said. “We're going to
burn the place down. That's what we should have done
in the first place. We were stupid. We're not going to
make the same mistake.”

“Do we have to go now!” lan asked. “It looks like
it's starting to rain again...."

“lan, listen,” Kathy said. “My son’s coming home
from school soon. 1 don't want to have to explain
where I'm going or what I'm doing or who you are if you
get here after he does. [ just want to put this to rest as
fast as we can. We'll both be able to sleep again once
Lang is gone for good. You told me you'd help, lan.
This is what we need to do.”

lan finally agreed, and the two of them made a
tentative plan of attack. Once Kathy hung up, she

made her way painfully and slowly along the hall, then
down the stairs to the front door. She struggled into
her jacker — still musty and stiff from the night before
and went outside. It was 2:30 when lan finally
showed up in a dirty, well-traveled Honda Civic.
Neither of them spoke. They drove away thinking only
that they'd never have to deal with Lang again once
this day was over.

Absorbed in their fear, their pain and their
desperate plans, neither of them looked back at
Kathy's house. Neither of them saw the window
beside the front door darken from within. Nei-
ther saw the ashen hand that pressed against the
glass, or the ghastly, wrecked face that hovered
beside it.







[ speak in human terms because of the weakness of
your flesh, for, just as you presented your members as
slaves of uncleanness, and of lawlessness leading to more
lawlessness, so now present your members as slaves of

righteousness for holiness.

— Romans 6:19

Hunter: The Reckoning is the game in the
Storyteller system about the common, mortal hu-
man. Rather than play the monsters of the World of
Darkness, it offers you the chance to be the lowly
victim of monstrous predation. You had a regular
life before, with a job, perhaps a family and certainly
your share of responsibilities. The things you cared
about were everyday, even mundane. You would
still live that life now, except you seem to have been
chosen or forced to witness the reality of your world
— that monsters exist, prowl the shadows and prey
upon the unwitting — they prey upon what you used
to be. Now, for whatever reason or by whatever
means, you continue to see these things and have
been bestowed inexplicable and frightening capa-
bilities with which to respond to them. Of course,
no one else understands what you now take as facr,
and no one can help you cope with the truth except

those few others who have also been shown. Now,
you must cope with a life and perhaps fate that is far
from mundane, despite your humblest desires.

The Hunter rulebook and other supplements
for the game allow you to play these normal people
in abnormal circumstances. You can create the
character — the person — you want and then
watch as his life is turned upside-down by the
discovery of the supernatural. Now, though, you
hold anather very important tool to help define
your hunter, his beliefs, his values and his crusade.
The Hunter Players Guide is full of new rules,
guidelines and possibilities for your chronicle and
unsung heroes. This book offers new characrer
types to play, optional ways to direct and even
reinvent your character, and even new Traits to
help embellish the person you create. Although all
Hunter books offer something to players of the




Oprionat Ruts auD Sysvews

This book suggests several new ways to inter-
pret Hunter and your character's possibilities, and
offers the mechanics you need to make them a part
of your game. Almost all of these systems are
optional — they’re not an official part of the game.
You and your Storyteller must agree that new rules
and interpretations of the imbued are true and
good for your chronicle before you can introduce
them. Don't just show up for your next game with
a new creed for your character, for example, just
because the means to change it are offered in these
pages. Your Storyteller and the other troupe mem-
bers must all be willing to use the new ideas, too.
That way, no one is left out and everyone can
enjoy the game.

Each optional system and rule in this book is
identified as such. Consider this book a collection
of new opportunities to expand the horizons of
your chronicle.

game — the people outside the Storyreller's screen
— this book is dedicated to you and your character.
Y uic Losy Crezbds

Perhaps the most significant single concept
introduced in this book is that of the “lost creeds”
— two imbued mindsets, mentalities and possibili-
ties that are officially presented here for the first
time. These previously “undisclosed” followers of
the Vision Virtue have not been unveiled before
because they are very few, even among the small
numbers of the chosen. To the eye of any other
creed member, these people would not particularly
stand out as unique groups or with outlooks unto
themselves. Rather, they would seem like fringe
members of other groups — bizarre extremists or
nonconformists who were on their own strange
paths. In other words, they would seem like almost
any other hunter whom one might meer and mis-
understand in all the confusion, fear and anxiety
that arises after the imbuing.

As hunrers make efforts to communicate and
share ideas, values and goals, however, some pat-
tern recognition emerges. Certain camps of chosen
uphold revenge against the monsters for the crimes
they've commirted against the world. Others
championsalvation of souls, even ones that might
remain in monsters. Still others suggest that nei-
ther destruction nor salvation is important until
the very nature of monsters, hunters and reality
itself is understood.

While lines separating these groups can certainly
blur, as philosophical recognition settles in, the be-
liefs and actions of a select few still stand out as
extraordinary, inexplicable and even abhorrent. Many
imbued might dismiss these seeming aberrations as
hunters who've gone too far in their calling and gone
mad as a result. And yet, anyone who had the fortune
or misfortune of knowing them hefore might counter
that these people had behaved so from their change,
from the beginning.

And thus, two more intense and extreme philoso-
phies about the hunr emerge that of Hermits,
imbued seen to isolate themselves from society, but
more accurately from other hunters and monsters; and
that of Waywards, murderers, assailants and psycho-
paths of an almost perverse magnitude. Whereas
Avengers once seemed aggressive, the second of these
new groups proves that even the Vengeful have mor-
als, scruples and limits.

But where do these outcasts and pariahs come
from, and why would the Messengers create them if
they seem so dysfunctional and dangerous! What
hunter can posit a reasonable answer when so little
is known about “sane” imbued, or about monsters
or about the origins of the Heralds? It seems simply
that the Hermits and Waywards exist, like a band
on the spectrum that was previously invisible to
the naked eye but was always there, contributing to
the light.

The irony is that, if these people truly are dysfunc-
tional, seeming throwbacks of the hunt, why do they of
all imbued seem to have the most and closest contact
with the Heralds?

This Players Guide offers an introductory look at
the two “lost” Vision creeds. Each receives a descrip-
tion like those of the established hunter creeds, as
seen in the rulebook. The supplements Hunter Book:
Hermit and Hunter Book: Wayward elaborare fur-
ther on these few imbued, offering greater insights
into their origins, seeming purpose-gone-astray and
cryptic future. Those books also detail full edges and
other rules for these hunters. Without them, apply all
normal Hunter character-creation rules for embody-
ing one of these people, in addition to those rules
provided in the creed write-ups here.

How vo Usz Tms Book

The Hunter Players Guide is absolurely
jammed with rules, ideas and suggestions for your
character, and for new ones that you might want to
play. It’s one big reference tool from which you
may draw inspiration to give your hunter texture
and direcrion. There's something for everyone in
these pages.




The Hermit and Wayward creed profiles are
largely self-explanartory, in combination with what's
said above.

Chapter 1: Bystanders introduces so-called “duds”
or “failed hunters” as character types. Who ever said
that standing still at the imbuing meant a person was
forever useless to the hunt! Bystanders even offer a few
surprises of their own.

Chapter 2: Rules of Engagement addresses new
ways to approach character creation, such as differ-
ent definitions of what a mundane person actually is
— in game terms — and the sticky issue of True
Faith in Hunter.

INTRODUCY 10K

Chapter 3: New Traits offers classic Merits and
Flaws, Hunter-style. These are not the Traits you
might expect, given other Storyteller games. The
nature of Backgrounds and their development in play
is also explored.

Chapter 4: The Measure of Humanity looksat ways
to understand and consider your character as an everyday
person, and how his identity can impact the hunt.

Chapter 5: Make Your Own Fate investigates
ways your character can determine the direction of
her life and your chronicle. She might be one woman
against nightmarish supernatural beings, but she isn't
powerless to make an impression.






Hermit

William checked his watch again by the glow of t he street light. Quarter-past nine, The wind gusted around
hie feet, blowing papers about and chilling him. He thrust hie hands back into his pockets and shuffled
uncomfortably. Quarter-past nine on a cold, dull fall night. It would be guiet. It had to be quiet. There wasn't
much time left. Resolved, he set off along the empty sidewalk.

As he approached the grocery store, he could see light flooding forth coldly from its windows, throwing
everything nearby into stark relief against the night. He got close and loocked in, checking one of the aisles.
No one around. Good. He moved quickly to the next pane and glanced in again. Still empty, apart from one
clerk. He sighed, relieved, and entered The girl at the cash register didn't even glance up from her magazine.

wWilliam grabbed a basket and hurried down an aisle. He moved around the store quickly, almost
aimlessly, grabbing a few things from the shelves. Cornflakes. Peas. Juice. Ground beef. Just odds and
ends. Enough that anyone could see it was food for a few days. He didn't look closely at what he was
selecting. It was all the same, really. A gquick dash through the store and he had enough. He looked around
again, but he was still the only customer. He crosged reluctantly over to the checkout counter and put
his basket next to the till. The girl looked up, dull-eyed and sullen at being disturbed, a greasy lick
of blonde hair hanging in front of her face.

She pushed the hair back and forced a disinterested smile. “Is that everything, sir?" Her voice was a flat,
hostile, nasal whine. William just nodded. "Would you like a bag?” she asked, as if she expected him to carry
everything in his hands, He nodded again, and she started ringing up items and bagging them for him.

He looked around the store ance more, nervous. Still empty, thank God The world beyond the store window
also seemed devoid of life. Not even car headlights broke the desoclation. A noise interrupted his scrutiny
of the street. He locked at the girl blankly.

“That'l11 be $18.36 please.” She sounded impatient, unfriendly.

William reached into his pocket, pulled out a twenty and threw it down on the counter to avoid contact
with the cashier. Rather than wait for his change, he grabbed the bag and made straight for the exit before
anyone else came along. Around the corner of the store, beyond the light, he paused to catch his breath.
There, that wasn't so bad. He shifted his groceries in his arme and headed for home.

As William approached the turn to his street he heard voices - loud, angry voices. He flinched and
looked around wildly. A group of teenagers had stopped a man, a business type in his forties. It looked
as if they were bumming change. William froze, horrified. Suddenly, a gale blew up behind him, whipping
his clothes, and a voice that sounded as if it were from the pits of hell whispered, “DEATH LOOMS.” The
words ripped through him, though no one else seemed to hear them. William tensed in anticipation.
Suddenly, a storm of voices, images and impressions rose, welling up as transient sharde in his mind. "THE
CHILDREN OF'-“IT WALKS"—"THEY SAY"-"WITH THEM"'-"IT MUST -a black-eyed child suckling at its mother's

breast-""THIS EVIL"-"THE MOTHER KNEW '-"ADEPTS"-"TO DRINK"-a beetle crossing loose, bare earth-"OF

OLD"-"FEEDING”-"NOT BE PERMITTED —"AMONGST MANKIND '-“DEALING”-a man in unlikely glasses staring—
"OF THE UNWARY'-"HAVE A WAY"-“THEM.”

William roared, his own voice hoarse in his ears but still not loud enough to drown out the interior
clamor. And somehow, despite the cascade, he was still aware of the group ahead. His mind felt torn, fragments
of him forced to pay attention to myriad conversations and images, while etill looking out at the world.
The man in the suit was wrong, corrupted, rotting. His flesh was a clammy gray; his throat, a mass of torn,
protruding tissue; his fingernails, abnormally long and sharp.

All of them, kids and thing, looked at William, their stares like hammer blows. William wanted to turn
and run, somewhere, anywhere. The teenagers clearly didn't understand, couldn’t hear the crush of voices,
couldn't see that the man was dead. The threat needed to be made clear in terms they could comprehend.
If William couldn’t make it clear, claws and fangs certainly would

“He's going to kill you,” William shouted. “He... he's got a knife.” The kids started backing away, and the
thing surged forward, grabbing one of them by the throat. Thin trickles of blood showed where long claws
broke the boy's skin. The other kide ran. The thing turned to look for a moment at William, threw the injured
boy to the ground and fled.

William pressed his hande to his head, praying for the pounding to stop. It seemed to diminish a little
once the monster was gone.




.y You were alwaysa gnnq communicator, A problem
g solver. Taking the long view was vital to getting per-
spective on whatever was happening, whether in polirics,
arelationship or just in a crowded room. You knew how
toconvey information, to show people what they hadn’t
considered. Most importantly, you knew how to listen.
All of these capabilities might have been professional if
you were a counselor, teacher or social worker. Maybe
you were just the one your friends turned to, Whichever
it was, listening, considering and ralking were probably
the most natural parts of your personality and life.
Now they bring you pain.

The voices ebb and flow like the
tide, like the seasons, like conscious-
* ness itself. They mighr fade to the
background or crash to the fore, but
they're always there, crammingall sorts
of things into your head. Strange, half-
remembered glimpses of unknown
~ places. Odd words that seemingly
A_  have to be whispered to you —or

-\ screamed at you. Cryptic
i snatchesofhaunrting verse. Col-
¢ 1 ors, shapes, smells — any and
/\ all sensory input, layer upon
! layer, crashing through your
a? head until it feels like you'll
¥ 1 explode. But you don't. Your
'\ mind just gets more and more
4 crowded. The clamor usually
doesn’t make sense — mostly
it’s just random static — bur
when it does, you've learned
that it’s important, maybe
even life-saving. If you can
understand it, that is.

One thing younoticed early
on is that the voices are worse
around other people. Or more

people with others who had been
. » “chosen” hidden inside. A lot of
=y «J\ the time you can handle being
@ 1 around some people until
L \\ the wrong kind rturn up.
g 4, They've beenshown the truth,
§ % | too, but together you know too
{ . 4| much foryoualone to handle.
| The Messengers, or whatever
L} is to blame, barrage you with
"k signs that another hunter is

A\, nearby, like you're supposed
to do something about it.
But what can you do when
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specifically, around crowds of

Shut up. Please, shut up. You're not making this any easier.

you're being deafened? If don't learn how to ignore the
voices, you'll go nuts.

Then there are the things, the monsters, You can see
them forsure. Theyaren’talive oreven human, and they
can make the voices and flashes almost unbearable, too.

When you discover that there are other “imbued”
out there like you—and then things that youcan'teven
describe — you want to warn everyone. You want to tell
what you know and empty out all the chaos in your head.
Bur all the noise makes it hard to be around anyone who
could understand, so it's hard to share what you know
you have to. That means some of you never come to
terms with yourcalling. A few just runaway, trying to get
as far from everyone as possible. When you're com-
pletely alone, with no one else near, the voices almost
fall silent. Unfortunately, you don't have the luxury of
retreating from the world and the truth. You know you
can save people, if you can find it in you.

The two pressures that build in you, to silence the
voices and to pass on what you experience, seem
almost contradictory. That makes your new life hard,
maybe harder than any person was meant to handle.
Remember that no matter how bad it gets, no martter
how far you run or how deep you hide; you're never
alone in your pain, There are others who can under-
stand you, if you can bear their presence.

Given who you might have been before, your
aptitudes probably lie in information gathering and
distribution, whether you know it or not. Being artistic
is perhaps the most natural form of communication.
There can be as much artistry in conveying informa-
tion through journalism, research or programming as
there is in painting or sculpture. Maybe your open
mind or free spirit is what lets God or the Messengers
or whatever to be in constant contact. You're quicker
to listen than you are to fight or pass judgment. When
the voices do share something intelligible, it’s almost
always critically important to you or someone around
you, With such information at your disposal, and your
talent for passing it on — whether as a writer, public
speaker, web designer or illustrator — you're instru-
mental to the hunt. Your input, when you can control
it, can help set goals, establish plansand avoid tragedy.

But all that comes at a terrible price. Every time
you force yourself to go out there, the chorus gets
louder and more painful until you're convinced you're
going mad — or you already are. You won't do anyone
any good in a straightjacket, though. It's a balancing
act of finding your inner peace while continuing the
fight. No one promised the hunt would be easy. But
then, no one offered you a choice at all.

Weaknesses: It should come as no surprise that you
have problems dealing with other people. Psychologists
talk about “aversion therapy,” training yourself to dislike
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something by associating it with pain. If that’s not what's
happening to you, it's damn close. You're withdrawn
because that's the only way you can find peace. You can
be paranoid, aggressive, depressed or even manic around
other people, because it hurts to be around other imbued.
And how do you tell them from anyone normal?

But the real risk lies in losing track of why you suffer.
You might refuse to have anything to do with the
calling, or even with other people. Your pain may
become a general hatred of others in general, and of
monsters and the imbued in particular. You can grow
really bitter and twisted. You need to avoid both traps if
you want to hold onto anything of yourself from before.

Apocrypha: You might be somebody who always
shunned company, who lives in his own head, who feels
that what goes on there is far more interesting than
anything happening out in the world. Somebody who
sees this ugly, monster-riddled reality as God's punish-
ment for having turned your back on the world. Or did
you always feel unworthy to breathe the same air as
“normal” people, until you realized they need someone
like you to save them from the abnormals they can’t see?

Or maybe you're more in touch. So in touch that
your quest for meaning in it all succeeded in ways you
never imagined possible. You saw people numb them-
selves to life and swore you'd find a better way for
people to live. Did you look inside yourself, only to find
God and Satan, and somehow unleash both as walking
— if not always breathing — aspects of your own will?
You know something changed, and recently, but most
people missed it and still do. Somebody has to make
them all see, and you mean to find a way.

Or are you the once-gregarious type who feels
attacked by unseen forces that want you to understand
what's at stake yet also want you to do norhing about
it People matter to you more than your own comforrt,
though, so you periodically sacrifice it for them. You
isolate yourself only reluctantly because you know that
no man is an island... unless he lets himself become
one. And your greatest fear is that such surrender into
self-imprisonment is what (and how) your invisible
tormentors hope to win. One person at a time. ..

The Imbuing: When your first message comes, it
probably isn’t an isolated pﬁmse like other imbued de-
scribe. It's the opening of a floodgare. Thar first, clear
signal starts a deluge, and in the confusion of sensory
input and the sudden horror of seeing monsters, you

robably recoil or withdraw and take stock of the scene
chnn: doing anything. You don't flee altogether, but you
certainly see and skirt the action while you try to under-
stand what's going on, to comprehend what's happening
and pass that information or warning on to anyone who

would understand oreven listen. Insight, perspective and
direction are asactive as swinging a fist or lending a hand.
Character Creation: Hermits typically have high
scores in Perception and other Mental Traits, and they
place minimal emphasis on Social Attributes. Knowledges
are commonly valued over Talents and Skills. Every Her-
mit gets the Patron Background, rated 3, automatically and
forfree (levels4 and 5 can beacquired as if they were ratings
1 and 2, respectively). Hermits also start play with a
derangement that hampers social interaction consider-
ably, such as Hysteria, Manic-Depression or Paranoia.
While within 100 feet or so of monsters or other imbued,
all of a Hermit’s difficulries increase by one. Zeal edges are
uncommon compared to Vision's, followed by Mercy’s.
Starting Conviction: 3
A.K.A.: Ostriches, Loners, Sc

hizos, Outsiders

Syreovvees

Avengers — “Full of sound and fury, signify-
ing nothing.”

Bystanders— A joy to be with compared to the
rest. Amazingly, we can approach some of them
without invoking the noise — and they understand
what it’s like to be on the outside looking in.

Defenders — Their concern for others means
they're interested in any useful information. Un-
fortunately, theiropinion of “useful” can be narrow.

Innocents — Gentle people, if naive. Some of
them can even be quite soothing company. Though
they almostalways listen, they sometimes pay atten-
tion to how you say something, not what you say.

Judges — For all their claims of impartiality,
they can be extremely stubborn when they think
they know what's rigI;t.

Martyrs — They feel the pain of the hunt so
keenly that they neglect their own well being,
sometimes suicidally. We can sympathize.

Redeemers — Not everyone can be saved.
They don’t all want to hear that, though.

Visionaries — Extremely creative, full of
ideas, always questioning. If they could only see
inside our heads, they'd have all the answers.

Waywards — Lunatics, every last one, even if
they are absolutely committed. At least they're
interested in tactical information. It's a miracle
that maniac on TV didn’t try hacking up the ralk-
show host, instead.

The Enemy— They're to blame for all of this.
We have to stop them from preying on mankind.
Maybe then the voices will go away.
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I was heading acrose town on an “errand” when I noticed an odd group of pecple near an alleyway. They
were a real mixed bunch - a Latina, a gloomy looking guy in dark clothes, a soccer mom, a nerdy kid and
a too-tough-for-you Asian. That made me suspicious enough to make a detour. Sure enough, the nerd had our
sign drawn on his bag. I approached them to see if I could get any more leads to pursue. The Asian checked
me out - probably that way — and gave a quick "okay” to the rest.

I put on a reassuring smile. “Hey. How's it going?”

“I don't mean to be rude, sir, but we're kind of busy,” the nerd said nervously.

Holding the left side of my coat closed to keep my shotgun hidden, I opened the right so they could
gee the sign I had sewn into the lining. "I'm a 'friend.'” They all seemed relieved, 'Mom' in particular.

“I'm Rod,” the nerd said. “This is blah, blah, blah...” I didn't try to keep up with who was who. I didn't
need to. I smiled again and gave some name back. You'd think it wae a fucking dinner party.

“How did you recognize us?” the Latina asked.

I snorted before I could stop myself, so had to follow up with something appropriate. “Look at yourselves,
vou're all totally different. There isn't anything you'd all be doing together — and you're obviously not
related. Office parties don't usually spread to the street. You people stand out like a sore thumb,”

They exchanged nervous glances.

“We can't be that obvious,” the Latina said.

"I noticed you. Take my advice: If you need to be together, split into small groups or dress the same.
What are you all up to, anyway?

The gloomy one spoke for the first time. “We're observing, um... a lost soul. I think we can save her.”
The others nodded seriously, like reconciliation was some sort of option.

Damned, then, the lot. It didn’t mean they couldn't be useful, though. I made a broader smile. “Sounds
good. What have you got?”

“she's down the alley,” the nerd said. “We've decided to make contact — approach her as a group.”

I had to remain calm. "“That might scare it - her. One person should talk to her, persuade her to come
and see you,” T pointed to the gloomy one, “who'll be up here. The rest of us can circle around so we can
provide backup, but won't be a threat.” They seemed impressed with the idea.

“Why don't I just go talk to her?” Gloomy asked.

“It's safer to get her to a different position so she's not completely in her element if things go wrong.”
I loocked from person to person, and everyone nodded agreeably., Mom volunteered to go get the thing once
everyone was ‘in position.”

I waited with Gloomy until the others headed off, then led him down the alley a bit. It was cluttered
with crates, boxes and other trash.

“she's not far ahead,” he said

There was plenty of cover in both directions. I looked at the kid. "‘Can you point out her position?” As
he turned to look down the alley, I pulled my knife, clamped a hand over his mouth and put him out of his
misery. I hid the corpse under some trash and headed back out. When I caught up with the others, they were
almost in position at the other end.

“Everything okay?” the Latina asked

“He's right where he belongs,” I said, smiling genuinely for once.

We moved into the alley from the other end. About 50 feet away, the Asian said he had a clear view of where
the thing was holed up. It was time to send Mom in. She really didn't seem nervous, the stupid bitch. She went
up to the cardboard box where the thing lived, I guess, and called out a greeting. It poked its head out, sick
with taint, and actually fucking started talking. I focused on the rage I felt deep inside, let it surge up and
£i11 me. Then I focused on Mom, on her feeling like I did. The fury poured out of me, into her. Her reaction was
immediate. She leaped at the thing, clawing like some gort of playground fighter. The thing ripped out her throat.

That's when some of the assholes finally showed some sense and wanted to fight. I guess no one noticed
that I had my shotgun out — not till I opened up on the whole alley. After I finished the thing, I realized
that the Latina was still alive. She mumbled something like “Why,” blood bubbling on her lips.

“'?hou shalt not suffer a witch to live,' remember?” I don't think she heard word one.




HUKY £R: PLAYERS GUIDE

We don't judge. We send the wicked to Himn for that. Getin the way and you can go be judged, too.

The others just don't get it. This isn't some sort of

intellectual exercise that's up for debate. Monsters are
notsad, sympatheric creatures. Thisisn'tevenawar. In
war, there are codes and conventions, rules and regu-
lations. This is the last desperate struggle to survive in
the face of utter evil. Half-measures won't do. You
1 5 - ' .

can'tafford to be squeamish or worry about ethics. The
monsters and all the other scum have to be destroyed,

every last one of them, No matter what the cost. J"\'J

Even if it takes every last drop of blood of every .

person on Earth, it'll still be a bargain, At least (u F

we'll know that none of them are left. Gy
Maybe it's because rhe rest don't have the
clarity that you do. Compared to you, the other
“chosen” seem as blind and deaf as the rest of
humanity. Being able to see the abomi- :
nations all the time, day and night, o
really hammers home how foul and
corrupt the world is. That's what sets
you apart. You see the big picture. [ig]
You see it all the time, withour a /i
break. The others can retreat into [
their own little lives, away from the
truth, pretending thateverything is
all right for a while. But they're aﬂ'
lying to themselves. They lack fo-  [/§
cus. Their priorities are all fucked
up — like family or a job or hopes
matter. In the end, you're the only
one with true commitment, the
only one prepared to pay any price.
That means everyone else is ex-
pendable and you're not.
Granted, you may have been
like them at one time, living a regu-
lar life and going to church or
whatever. But seeing all the time
shows you how false your old life
was, and why it's all but forgotten
now. Who you were before just
doesn'tmatter anymore. Now, only
the hunt matters.
That means nothing from be-
fore is important compared to the
cause. Don't be fooled by the old
laws you used to respect. They
were created by the enemy to
make people cattle. You're above
the law now. Above society. If the

-

only way to get toamonster is through a human shield,
so be it. Every life you have to take now will save
countless lives in the future. Working with other
imbued is fine, so long as they don’t slow you down.
Some of them talk a good fight, but when it comes to
burning down a project ta get the rats inside, they lose
their stomach for it. That means you avoid revealing
too much about yourself or your plan to anyone. You
never know when an “ally” might rurn our to be
% monster-friendly. Look out for yourself first.

4 § You have no one else to turn to.
Weaknesses: While the others are in for a
penny, you're in for a pound. But believe it or
not, you can go too far. No one else has your
dedication, but your strength can turn against
you in little ways. You can't kill mon-
sters if you're dead. You need to be
patient. Go in guns blazing and you'll
get killed. Go in with a cool head and
aplan, and you can get the job done.
Why fight face to face when you can
set a monster nest on fire and just be
another gawker in the crowd that

gathers to watch!
At the same time, remember
that there are lots of mansters out
there. Too much planning for one
lets the others geraway. If you waste
time ona [;lrget Ihﬂt dﬂesn .[ warrant
it, you need to step back — or
maybe go in with guns blazing just
toget your head on straight again. If
youneeda frontal assault, get some of
the losers to go in front of you. As the
most important soldier in chis fight,
you need to live to fight another day.
Apocrypha: Some of you know
that society is a lie. Why perpetuate
it. And why bother wondering Why
me? Why now? when you've clearly
been chosen. Understand that you
have to become more than human
to win. That makes everyone else
window-dressing. When the war is
_ over, the monsters will be gone —
Y and all the criminals, sinners and
unbelievers with them.

Orthers among you insist on
maximum efficiency in eradi-




cating the filth, setting aside compassion and even the
rage that invigorates some, to opt for cool, calm expe-
diency. You're methodical and completely ruthless,
evaluating everything and everyone in terms of the
mission at hand. You think you'll make the world —
and yourselves — wharever you want. Hell, given the
shape of things, you might be right.

Sad but true, some of you out there are weak. God
knows how you got the job. You still do what they have
to, but you hold on to some of who you were hefore, as
if the past has anything to do with the present or future.
Some even live in denial of what you've become and
what you do, blanking out memories of your actions
even as you perform them, or vacillating over what
obviously has to be done. As if you can save the world
and have a conscience.

The Imbuing: Chances are, you've always had a
lot of hate in you, whether you denied it or reveled in
it. Or maybe you never wanted to hate anyone before,
but now it's the only thing that makes sense. It's
nothing to be ashamed of; there’s plenty to hate in this
world. It's a maggot-ridden piece of shit, populated by
perverts, the unworthy and — you see, once the scales
fall from your eyes — the inhuman. You're chosen to
make a difference because of your superiority and
purity, no matter how deep down you hid it before. So,
when you see the abominations, your response is
absolute, immediate and without remorse for anyone
— and that sets the tone for the rest of your life.

Character Creation: Waywards concentrate on
Physical Arttributes, plus combat and survival Skills,
with Mental Traits and Knowledges coming second.
Edges are usually from Vision or Zeal. All Waywards
have permanent second sight. It's active constantly,
for free. And yet, they are unable to have any edge
(Discern, Witness or Illuminate) that differentiates

% yward

Svirgoryres

Avengers — Getting revenge is admitting to
being a victim.

Bystanders — Who!

Defenders — They're fools to think that they
can hold on to anything.

Hermits— Watching accomplishes nothing,
but they know some useful shit.

Innocents — Just go kill yourselves. At least
that idiot on the television tried. What do the rest
of you have to offer?

Judges — What's to decide? There’s “kill”
or “die.”

Martyrs — If they're so quick to get them-
selyes killed, round them up and send them in
ahead of you.

Redeemers — Monster-loving traitors.

Visionaries — They have their heads stuck
up their asses, but somewhere up there they can
find plans for the furure — namely, how to com-
pletely wipe out the enemy.

The Enemy — Destroy them by any
means necessary.

among types of monsters. Simple targets are all that
matter to these people. All Waywards start play with
a derangement such as Megalomania, Multiple Per-
sonalities, Fugue or Schizophrenia that, in their case,
makes them violent and desensitized to suffering.

Starting Conviction: 4

A.K.A.: Psychos, Terrorists, Serial Killers,
Hate-Mongers

8 W,






I have gone astray like a lost sheep; seek thy servant;
for I do not forget thy commandments.

—Psalms 119:176

Protocue: Fatse Syary

Alison placed the newspaper on the rable, Weary,
tired and yet wide blue eyes looked over the arrange-
ment. One Daily Herald folded in half: magazines and
other inserts removed. Next to that, one pipe, one
pack of tobacco lying by its side: no match or lighter.
One scotch glass: empty.

Richard liked his evening read to be orderly.
Alison liked to avoid confrontation.

She brushed aside a lock of thinning blond hair
andstraightened the paper. One last check, she thought.
One last check. No subscription notices. No maga-
zines folded in. One last check. Make sure everything
was right, and Richard would be happy. If Richard was
happy, he didn’t make a fuss or ask quesrions. One last
check. The paper was straight, and no pages were
missing. It was 20 past seven.

Richard always woke at the same time. When he
emerged from his room, he smelled and looked like he
he'd showered. He was wearing a dark-blue jacket
and matching pants. His socks were a shade lighter,
and they matched the handkerchief peeking out from
his pocket. His tie was the same shade as his jacket,
and his copper tiepin contrasted nicely. Not a single

wrinkle. Like he himself, Richard's taste in clothes
didn’t change any more.

The doorbell rings, and Richard smiles as he rises from the
dinner table t answer it. Bobby asks for more sausages, and |
tell him he's had enough. Both of us jump up when the opening
door is followed by a hideous wet thud and a crash that fills the
house.

Richard smiled to Alison as he walked into the
room. She smiled back on cue, hers just as genuine as
his. He walked to the table, and she pulled out the
chair. He started turning pages.

“How was your day?” Richard asked.

“Good." Alison recited.

I yun to the door in a panic. I'm torn between
crying out for my husband and telling my son to run
away, and [ do neither. There's no second chance as a
woman who wears torn flannel grabs me. | think her
nails dig into my neck. Bobby runs into the hallway to
see what's happening.

He didn’t say anything more, but he put his
hand around the dry scotch glass and never raised it
to his lips. The headline screamed about home
invasions. Richard shook his head. “I just can’t
believe the stuff in here. Horrible. There are ani-
mals in this neighborhood.”
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Alison held her tongue and tried desperately to
keep her face emotionless as she listened. He hadn't
complained about the paper, she reassured herself.
That was good. The scotch glass was where it was
supposed to be. As Richard put the empty and unlit
pipe to his lips, Alison relaxed a little. It would be all
right. It would be over soon.

| scream as the woman drags me into the garage
with one hand. She has Bobby in the other. Richard lies
on the floor, the back of his head covered in blood, from
when he hit the mirror across from the door, | guess.
She throws me into the garage, and I hit my head on the
cold floor. Bobby follows, but she throws him against
the far wall. Blood fills my eye. Bobby's crying echoes
through the garage.

She walks over and forces me into a plastic yard
chair, then she grabs some rope from the tool shelf and
ties my wrists behind me. I scream for help, but no one
answers. Bobby gets up, staggering to the door. The
woman shrieks at him as she knocks him doun. He's
bleeding. He has to be alive.

Richard read the financial section closely, but he
glossed over the sports. His hand returned to his glass.
He drew on the pipe without results. Alison waited
patiently, silently, speaking when spoken to.

It was 20 to eight. Richard had to be at work in just
under an hour. He'd stop reading. It would all be over

soon. Sure enough, Richard stood, “Thank you. I'm
going to check on the rabbits before I go.”

Alison closed her eyes for a second in anticipation.
Richard leaned over, kissed her cheek and walked out
the back door.

She punches Bobby in the face, just to make sure.
whimper, but she doesn't seem to notice. My wrists hurt.
Grinning, the woman leaves the garage and goes inside,
closing the door behind her. I can't see Richard any more.
[ don’t know why she's doing this.

A lot of time passes — an howr? | struggle with the
ropes, screaming until my throat is raw. | don't know who
she is. I don't know why she's doing this.

Bobby just lays there, his evyes closed. He doesn't
answer. He has to be alive.

Suddenly the woman comes back, mostly carrying
Richard to keep him on his feet. His eyes are glazed over.
With a jerk, she kisses him roughly. He doesn’t respond.
Blood runs doun his cheek and neck. Finally, the woman
throws him to the garage floor where he lays still. Please
don’t let him be dead.

The woman kicks him and mutters, “Come on. Get
up. Don’tscrew around withme anymore.” And then. .. he
moans. He rises, disoriented, his eyes coming back to life.

But I don't see my husband. I see a chalk-white
man, nearly a skeleton. His veins stand out red and
blue, pulsing slowly. I feel my stomach drop and my




skin crawl. | look away to the wall, but it's no relief.
I'm startled to see the words “THE DEAD LIVE"
written in red. Blood? But then they're gone, a figment
of my imagination.

“Richard” lurches toward me while the woman smiles
and watches. He's stumbling like a pupper with its strings
cut. He stands over me, leering, but then sad, as if trying
to fight back some horrible impulse. Somehow, 1 realize |
can ease his suffering with a word. I can comfort him and
tell him everything will be all vight. I know I can stop him
even while | sit here, tied. Butas I look up, all I can see now
is the man I married.

I close my eyes and try desperately to forget what I've
seen. | try to ignore the feeling of his mouth on my neck. |
can't stop him. I love him.

Alison fell onto the couch, crying, pretending she
didn't hear the door to the rabbit hutch open. She'd done
everything right! Everything! He didn’t usually go to the
hurch if she did everything right. “What did [ do wrong?”

Then Alison bolted up, alert. Bobby's room faced

the hutch. “Bobby,” she called, “Close your window.”
#* E %

Keeping Richard fed and satisfied was expen-
sive. Alison spent close to 140 dollars a week on
rahbits. If she bought them all from one store, the
employees became suspicious, so she had to buy
from a breeder one week, a store the next and a
different breeder the week after. That meant a lot
of driving and a gas bill to show for it. Blocking up
all the windows wasn't expensive — pieces of
cardboard and heavy drapes worked, but the pho-
tography equipment she kept in the garage as an
explanation for the windows was costly.

The emotional toll on Alison and Bobby was
incalculable. They lived a nightmare. Their old lives
seemed like memories thar weren’t worth preserving.
Alison was now certain that they had owned a dog
once. She couldn’t remember it, butshe couldn't think
of any other reason to have a dog bed and cans of food
in the cupboard, It seemed like she was in constant
pain for a while, then she went dead inside and
couldn't feel at all anymore. Bur then things would
happen that reminded her that everything was wrong
— like driving for over an hour just to go to a pet store.

Returning from one such trip, she realized that
her house was in the worst condition it had been in
since the night the woman came. The TV had been
pushed over and smashed. The VCR was missing.
Alison put down the cage she carried. Her eyes
flickered, and she felt faint. Months of living with
and serving a blood-drinking husband hadn't dead-
ened her completely ro the sense of violation and
fear that came with the break-in. She walked to the
bedroom and saw that her jewelry was gone or

CHAPYERi:BYSYAHDERS

broken. The window coverings were torn down, but
there was no sign of life.

Richard had been in his basement workshop the
night before, He must have spent the day there. Alison
wasn't sure if that was a blessing or a curse.

She walked to the kitchen and found a carpet of
hroken glass. Richard's scotch glass was shattered. She
could have cried, but she'd learned long ago thaterying
meant she didn't ger anything else done. Richard
didn’t like it when things weren't done.

The windows had to be covered again. Broken
furniture had to be cleaned up. Shartered glass had
to be picked up, and Alison would have to buy a
new scotch glass. She couldn’t afford a new VCR,
bur she hoped Richard wouldn't notice rthat it was
missing. She worked with lists. Lists meant things
didn't get missed. It was when things gor missed
that Richard got upset. It was half-past three in the
afternoon on Tuesday. Bobby would be playing
football foranother hour. If she left before four, she
could go to the store and buy another glass. Bobby
always came home bleeding after fighting one of
the boys during the game. She could pick up Band-
Aids as her excuse for being out if anyone asked.
That gave her half an hour to clean, and then
Bobby could help her when he got home.

Bobby hid the dustpan behind his back when
Richard walked into the kitchen. Alison stood like a
deer in headlights. She'd forgotten to turn off the
computer. She prayed he wouldn't notice, that he
couldn’t smell her fear.

“How was your day?” Richard asked.

“Good.” Alison said.

“Where's my newspaper!”

A pause. A lonely scotch glass stood on the table.

“Where's my newspaper!” Richard repeated.

“It’s in the car. I'll go and get it.”

“Why isn't it on the table!” Richard looked
unconvinced.

“I was distracted.” Alison fumbled. Her voice
was shaky.

“By what!" Richard's voice was a little raspy.
Alison ran down a mental list of what was coming.

“We were robbed.”

Another pause. Richard looked down and closed
his eyes. His fists clenched, which meant that Alison
had about 15 seconds. Richard spoke gently. “Tell
Bobby to go to his room."

Bobby's round face and blue eyes — one black —
protested as Alison ordered him away.

The storm broke. Alison shut our the pain as she
did every time. It would all be over soon.

- Wi,
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# # *

Alison winced as the cotton ball touched the sores
on her neck and the antiseptic mingled with her
wounds. A few splatters still showed on her face, even
after washing. She didn’t turn when she heard foot-
steps behind her on the bathroom floor. She just stared
into the mirror, not at Richard, but at herself.

“Alison,” The hint of guilt in his voice seemed less
convincing than it did other times, I don’t want any
more incidents. | bought a gun. I'm going to lock it in
the cabinet. Don't tell Bobby.”

Alison didn’t respond.

“Do you understand?”

Shestill didn't respond. Richard’s face flicked with
angerforasecond, but then he simply finished. “I don’t
want you feeling threatened. If you hear anything or
feel like something’s wrong, use it. Understand?”

Alison nodded faintly. As Richard left, her face
clenched and she began to cry despite her effort not ro.

It would all be over soon.

To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: rabbitkeeper377
Subject: Help

I just killed my husband. A monster. | need to
know how to hide the body. I think the police are
coming.

T Revstayion

| anly got on the intemet when Richard became really abusive.
He wasn't at first. He was just kind of scared end distant. He asked
me to hold him all the time than, but he would never talk.

| guess that's wh ft took me sa long ta realize things weren't
gaing to get any better. It looked ke no matter what happened that
night, everuthing wes qoing tabe alldght. | guess | didn't wart o deal
with the truth.

Then he started getting worse, demanding that everuthing be
g certain way, ke nothing should change ever again, When he
replaced themiror that broke that might, he made sureit was exactiy
the same as the old one. He had (o order overseas o get it

That meant | wasn't going to be going out much or talking to
anyone. Too much chance of me talking or maybe making new
friends without him. The idea of having fiends, Iving a lie and
painting a smile on my face wasn't very appealing, anywal.

80 | asked Bobby to show me how 1o use the intemnet. He
showad me how to use a web biowser, 50| asked him to show me
some wab sites he went to, He got embarrassed and took meto &
few, but | think he was avoiding some. It wasn't until| really learned
what | was daing that| found his bookmarks. They were viclent, One
had cartoons of repe. | didn't confront him sbout i,

| found this site when | was figuing out how to waork the
computer, | don't know how | got here, but | was glad | did. Babby

S

was away at schiool, sol never told him what [found, |ust started
lurking on the list and reading the old Ietters. | made sure to hide it
all frorm Aichard, of course, and there were times when | Just
couldn't read any more. People ke Teacherl85 made some
sense, but when | read sormething ke Riggar or Solormon, | had to
turn the computer off, They were |ust so hateful. |couldn'timagineg
what they'd do ta Richard.
Or maybe | wanted them tno,

Since FAichard's been gone, 've been thinking a8 lot about the
night the woman broke in, | don't remember it well, but there are a
few things. Bobby got 8 ot of stitches. And for just & second, |
remember seeing Aichard and that worman ook ke one another
Like they were dead. | stil can't get past that thought

Soeven though some people on here seem insane, [m starting
to take some of what they say serously, even the things sbout
‘messengers.” Spirit Guida tells me that the messangers are |ust 8
force of nature, not really athinking person. [ havenoldes what stiue.

Crusader says Bod has chosen people to seg evil, | don't
know that | see anything, not any maore, enyway, Does that
mean God has forsaken me? Or was | damned from the start and
that's whu all this has happened?

0r maube | was right befare, when everything seemed so
unclear. | managed to sleep a little each might. before Aichard
would climb Into bed with me. He sometimes |ay down with me
befora sunrise, when he was going to bed. | always woke up to his
cold skin. That's when | had a chance to think saometimes. 'd go
back to that night.

Hobby was lsying there, unconscious. | was tied up, screaming
but no one heaid me sa far down at the end of the block. Then she
threw the dooropenend dropped Richard tothe floorn. She kicked him
and yelled at him. He was dead, but somehow not, He didn't Iook
fight, bt T knew itwas stil him. He was still the man I fall In love with.
| couldn't bring myself ta stop him,

| wouldn't,

R Fieeving Mowmeny

/ swear to God, they wrecked my life.
7hey lured me in, used me, and drove me
dcross stx states (n just over a month.

Oregon &/l the way to 7exas. 7 he only
reason / m still here s lecause / cant g0
any further south without a passoort, and
/! dont hAave time to get one. / know / dont
have the time. 7 hey re coming. 7 hey won't
let me g0 any further. / figure / have mayle
a week. 50 far /vye mangged to dodge The
things, Jut ‘f):\t.‘.s‘ time /m cornsred.

/ya{_c-:.r.s" /! Ve made every mistake you
can. /ye [earned from them all, but 't
doesnt make any difference. 7hese
things hdve more moves than /[ could
ever [edarn.

7 he Ffirst one they use on you (s a
fu,rs':. /f yvou dont Know what to look Ffor,
you /l bite. /t starts by confustng you. )‘/ou
still hear background notses, but they re
all muffled. &verything they dont want




you to pdy attention to gets foggy. You
start focusiny on The things they want
you to. 7hen they show themselves. /t s
fueking smart, lecause you have just
enough sense to ShLt your pants, and you
cant think straight. So you re almost
guaranteed to follow alony when they tel/
ou what to do, like' "UNDO THE
WRONG." 7hey might use different
words, [/ dont know. 7 hey only tried (t
on me once. /t worke:':ﬂ

/ panicked. / couldnt think of anythiny
to do excepot get the hell out of there. Sut
you mtghAt not be alle to run lecause you
cant find the door. Your only option Ls 70
along wieth (t all and at that moment you re
s0 wired, tf you dont do somethiny, (t
feels like youll explode.

/£ you re reading this, take my adytee :
QDon t play d/on;,:./ Find the door and get the
hell out, even ¢f you cant see the way!
/f you stay, you may never be able to look
lack. 7hey tnfect you, turn you thside out
and out things tn your head. You l le alle
to See them, hut only for a second. And
then, you cant sece Tthem any more. 7 hey
can see you 900d enough, though.

Voress
"This tape is a record of the teatimony of

Tawrence Allen Parker, residing at 1405 Crestwick
Street, taken on Thursday, February 13th at 419

PM, 5%rd Precinct. Present as witnesses are
Detective Mark DiTillo, badge number 4075, and Dr.
Susan Adams, state=appointed psychiatrist., Mr,
Parker has indicated that he waives all right to
legal counsel and wishes to make a full confession.
Sir, is this correct?"

"Yes, T don't want this whole thing drapgged
through a courtroom. The lawyers would distort
everything. I just want to get my story out. The
press is going to get coples of this, right?"

"“Mhat's between you and the District Attorney,
Mr, Parker. Right now, I want you to concentrate
on your testimony. Tell us, in your own words, what
happened on the night of the elghth."

"Wait. That won't work. I need to go further
back than that, This all started back in December,
a couple weeks before Christmas. That's when I first
saw the the guy

"1 right. Start from the beginning."

"Okay., My, uh my daughter Natalle, she just
turned sixteen back in October. She'd been having
problems at school, and at home, too. She was always
pissed off about something. When she wasn't
screaming at her mother, she was locked in her room.
Andrea my wife  didn't think 1t was anything
major, just belng a teenager, you know?"

"o on."

"Well, anyway, she had her learner's permit, and
she started staylng out after school. On the
weekends, she wouldn't come back until two or three
in the morning sometimes, I'd give her hell the next
day, but she just didn't give a damn. And if we
grounded her on the weekends she just stayed out
during the week. Her grades went into the crapper
when she used to be an honor student. My wife was
Teally disturbed by that.

"The final straw was the night we were all
supposed t0 go across town to my parent's house
for an early Christmas dinner. Natalie never came
home. S0, after midnight, once my wife had pretty
much cried herself to sleep, I got in my truck and
went looking for her."

"Were you angry, Mr. Parker?"

"What the hell kind of question is that? Of
course I was angry. God only knew what she was
doing at that time of night. I told myself if I
caught her with a boy I was going to knock his
head in. I must've driven around for an hour and
a half when I just got a hunch I should head over
to Weston Park and look there. There'd heen that
thing in the paper about all the punks that hung
out down there after dark. Something told me I
might find her there. Sure enough, there was her
car, parked in plain sight"

"What happened then?"

"I Just lost 1t. That's all there was to 1t. I could
see maybe a half-dozen people standing under a
lamppost in the middle of the park. I got out of
the truck and headed their way."

"What did you plan to do?"

"Just get Natalle and take her home. Looking
back, I can't believe I even had the nerve to do
something like that. For all I knew, those people
could have been drug dealers or worse. But I was
too mad to really think about it at the {time. If
was a welrd night.

I remember how dark it was. The only light came
from the lamppost. The closer I got to those people,
the more my chest started to tighten up. There was
this... I don't know... this anticipation building
inside me. You ever felt that before? Iike you're
on the verge of something that's going to change
your life? I felt it then)

InsicHY oR INSANITY

Monsters arg real. You may not be able to see them. O
mayhe you get to see them once, |ust enough ta leam
what's teally out there and Ieave you waondering where
others might be, My husband was turned into a thing. | don't
know what. [loved him and needed him, and he was turmed
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Into a creature that fed on the blood of animals, What else
can you call that?

Have they always been with us? Things, creatures, de-
mons? The Bible says so. Shakespeae and even old Greek
storles talk about ghosts lke they e real. Did people know
better than us then? Oid they know the tiuth we've forgotien.
or are We just blind to It naw?

But maybe the others have always been here, too. Like you
who'te on the intemet. You wouldn't have alwaus been onling,
but you could have always been here. Maybe the ancient
people who told stories about mansters could see the things like
you do — and like | did. Maube they told those storles to wam
people and help save them, If that's true, whu can't we all see
the things todey? We still know the stories, so why don't we all
know what's really out there? Why can't | even remember
gverything that happenad to me that night?

Arm | crazy?

FumeLING

/t was when / g0t into San Antonio that
! finally decided / neecded to know more
alout these things. / mean, /d leen
running for days, larely sleecping or
ecatitny. [/ ditdnt eVen Know what / was
runntny from, except That / kKnew they
were after me, where / coufdnt sece. /
didn t Know what to do. / didnt have time
to read. / never Knew how To tse Those
/.r.lruzry computer fA::njr.r 2Ny dy . Zhen [/
thought mayle other stories might be alle
to tell me something, like ¢n horror
movies. My shit-ass hote/ had one of
those bolted down VCFPs tn it 50 / rented
stuff that looked good. 7here was a bunch
of moytes with Vamplres and mummies and
shet. / didnt Know which ones to get, so
/ just grabled a bunch.

Fuck f (T did me any good. 7 hey say
you can stalb V&m{,.oz.')-es' i Tthe chest with
wood and ('t kills Them. Sunlicht lurns them.
/ ve J':ec—zn r'u.nnr.'ny day and m.yA‘t , and [/ Know
they re <stil/ after me, so that daylight
thing seems like bullshit. 7hey cant see
themselies tn mirrors , whateyel g00d that
(s. And you have to iniite them into your
house. Does 't.o’-’\ja't count for your aote/ room
or youwr truck.

7 he one thing that / did notice (s
that these things make edch other or
make deals to make ecach other, like
dealiny with the Deyil, MHell? /s that
where they come fromf /s that where
they yo.ﬁ /s that where they want to
take mel (qdbfe/ really died and the
Depi! wants mer (Lhat made me such
aQ dad person:

Rwrke

"The punks never saw me coming. They were
all teenagers, except for this one guy. He was

Py



tall and pale and really thin. I figured him for
some kind of drug addict or something. He wore
a black leather jacket. They all hung on his
every word, like he was some kind of salesman
or something. Natalle was standing right beside
him. The look in her eyes made me sick."

"What was that? How did she look?"

"Tike she loved him. I'd never seen her look that
way before. And right at that instant, as I looked
at her, I swear heard someone say something like,
'She worships him."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"I don't know. Haven't you ever teen in a situation
and you just kind of realize something that you didn't
understood before? What do they call that?"

"Intuition."

"Right. That's what I think 1t was. This guy had
her in the palm of his hand. So I took a look at
nim, and Jesus ."

"What did you see?"

"His skin was too white, more like stone. That's
when he noticed me and smiled. And I saw his teeth."

"Teeth?"

"He had fangs, like a dog. I.ike he was an animal."

n An anim_all}il

"You don't believe me? Go down to the morgue
and have a look for yourself."

"Tet's stick to your testimony. You looked at
this man and thought he was some kind of animal,
What did you do then?"

"I damn near had a heart attack. A11 I could
think about was how my daughter was so wrapped
up in this thing, and I had to do something. But
what? There were six of them, and I'm not young
any more. Then, just as quick, the guy looked
normal again, or at least as normal as someone
like him could. It was like I'd taken him by
surprise, caught him with his guard down, just
for a second."

"Are you saying he could make himself
look different?"

"I know what it sounds like, but yeah, I
guess. You could still tell, though, once you knew
what to look for. And his eyes. They were all hlack
and dead."

"But he looked normal to everyone else there?"

"T suppose. They sure didn't seem to notice
what was wrong with him. I've been wondering
olnce: What if there are more guys like that, but
we all overlook them or just don't want to see
them. Mayhe I was so mad that I could see him
for what he was."

CHRPYER 1:BYSYANDERS

Kwow Qursgivss

Everyday | geton here. | get off & litie sooner. | don't understand
what's going onin the world, but | can tell that fighting about it doesn't
stlve anuthing

Inthe old letters, that Majo guu posted sbout how monsters are
people the CIA and the govemment wants kiled. That set off an
argurment that ended In people Insulting each other. Okay, what Moja
said s pretty wild, butls it any wilder than a waorman breaking into your
harme and turming your husband into something he never was before
— and leaving you to ive with it?

When | read some of Bullder 50's old posts, everyone seemed
(0 gobble them up ke t was the gospel truth. He talked about
ciiminats being full of creatures that pull the stings of the police,
Dusiness and the govermments. How is that any different from what
Mojo sald?

Whu split halis? Why fignt amongst yourselves instead of
a0reeing to do something about these things? Why not find out
what they are. what we are and why we know things? Hell. why
not find out why most of Yot talk abot doing amazing things that
you cant explain? There's Iots | can't explain, but | know | can't
pertorm miracles. So why do | know the truth? Why not try to
understand what's going on Instead of attacking each other?

Huwsts Begmuimes

/ mlss my mother and father, elen
Emily, my baby sister. Christ, / never
thought /d say that. £mily was a oaln Ln
the  ass. After she was lorn, she
starting erytny every day at the butt
erack of dawn. Our house had walls /like
paper. / d come home from the ntght sALFE
and try to slecpo, and she d wake me uo
tn no titme. /f’fazyé there are just too many
years letween us for me to undep.stand.
/ don T Know how my /O/rﬁ’:/,ob:f uo wieth her
at thetr age.

[fuf / miss her now. / wonder what
she /l grow us to look Iike. Probably ugly as
me, dut you Know , you alweys make eyeryone
letter tn your head,

/ wrote a letter to the whole family,
letween these page.s .

Dear Mom, Dad and Emcly, .

{ wanted you to Know that /m altve. /
cant say where, but there are things /
wahnt To say Tto yoLt.

, 7 havent been watching the news, but
/m guessing they regorted a mutrder at
the Noate! office. ‘/ﬁauf when [/ went
missing. Maybe they re even saytng / did
Lt. / want to tel/ you / didn. / JméyA‘L‘gAdUe
sto d (t A enthy, / & ose. Lut /
d{a’/:/t:%/‘f wes %‘%c? rnu.:i for rn%-:??o deal wieth.

/e been runn.f_'ny sinee then. / gou./a’n ¢
g0 to the wolice . 7 he {,oo/r_'c:e couldn t catch
the people who did (t. Sut they saw me.
They Knew /d seen what they d done .
7That s why [/ ran. /f / came home, / cant

- W,




say what would Aave happened. / didn't
want anything to haoeen to you. You have to
trust me that this (s the only way.

/ miss you all, hut this ts for the best.
Please dont e angry at me for leaving.

Loye ,

Steye

!/ guess / realized /'d never send it
about halfway through, but (t just seemed
like /[ needed, to finish anyway. With
everythiny that s A%pened 7 mayl;e / just
needed to remind myself that everythiny
was normal not lony ago. 7 hat / was normal
not /ony ago.

UNDERSY ANDING

""We're not here to discuss theories, Mr. Parker.
Tell us what happened after this man noticed you?
What did he do?™

"Well, that was the really creepy part. He seemed
to think it was kind of funny, and that really
piosed me off. Natalie made some smart-ass comment
to me. T grabbed her by the arm and told her she
was coming home. A1l the others thought 1 was
hilarious. I wasn't going to get into an argument
with Natalie in front of those punks, s0 I started
dragging her back to the truck.

" And?"

e guy just looked at me and sald, 'No.' Like

t was the word of God or something. Maybe that's
why everyone seemed to cling to him. The scary
thing was, I felt 1ike I wanted to stop, 1ike I should
listen to him, too."

"Did you?"

"Would I be sitting here if I did? It was
like he was trying to make me one of them, like
what he'd done to Natalle, whatever that was.
God only knows what they would have done to
me later. But it didn't work. I got in the guy's
face and told him 1f he ever came near my
daughter again there'd be hell to pay. Then it
was his turn to look scared. I don't think
anyone had ever stood up to him 1ike that. Even
the kids were shocked. That's how I left them,
dragging Natalle the whole way., We drove home,
and I didn't stop yelling at her until we pulled
into the garage.”

"4nd this was Wednesday? That would have been
the 15th, right?"

"Yeah, I think s0."

"Someone was murdered in the park early the
next morning,"

"Yeah, I read about that in the paper. I thought,
what if that had been Natalie. What if I didn't get a
feeling to look for her there? She might be dead now.

FicHy g Bump

Z .S'fd)le'.d thstde Today. Cd//'—cd th stk to
the shitty job / got. 7here s somethiny
outside my door. /[t creats alony The
floorloards. / hear every step tn the
flophouse sgucak as somethiny climbs
them, tniisible. Last night, / threw open
my door and ran outside to cateh (t. 7 here
was nothing, lut suddenly [ get this
massile head rush and nearly went over
the radltng. / freaked out and ran lack
thstde did .rometﬁ:ln? / hayent done since
/ was a Kid. / dove tnto bled ana'/ou.//e& the
cove s over my head.

7hey ve Ffound me again.

Fattouy

For me, there were two moming afters, There was the
morming after Richard died, and there was the moming after
Richard died again.

| don't remermber the first one. Not very well, angwaly. | think
Aichard had a hand in it I'm almast certain he was finding ways 1o
make me forget. Doing things to distract me. | only get flashes of
what happened.

What | do remember s the weeks that followed. | thraw
rmyself Into the house. There was always something that
needed to be cleaned. Cleaning was very Important, SinCe
cooking took less time. But there was still shopping. Long
diives, Mindless music. Oiversions, | guess that's how | gat by,
It was that or kil myself, But when Richard brought the gun
home, | realized that killing muself was actually my second
choice. lemptied the gun when | shot him. | just kept pulling the
trigger until nothing more happenad, He didn't fall right away. It
wasn't so much that he died s he just stopped maving

Then carme the secand marming after, Thinking about the lnok
In his eyes after the first shot, just before whatever was left of muy
husbiandleft himand was replaced by something hideous. That look
of betraual He couldn't belleve his wife had tumed on him

[think he loved me once. | know |oved him. Solkeptup the
cleaning, startlng with his body. One of you told me what to do.
Isprayed himwithroom deodorzer and wrapged himin garbage
bans so he wouldn 't attract flies when the police came. | dragged
him out to the big trash bin outside. He was (Ust alive a few
minutes ago, ut sure enough, there was a smelliight away,. like
he'd really been dead for months.

I was lucky the police never came. even after the shoating, |
spent 8 week expecting them. | guess no ane ever heard, Our hiouse
is 0n old pasture land, The nearest nelghbor Is at the back of the
property. But stll, they should have hesrd sometiing. Why didn't
they report itY Maube they weren't home

Later, when Bobby was at school, | burled Richard in the
pasture, 1 was filthy.

Aftera while, it didm't seem tooimpoitant to clean anymore
Who was | doing 1t for? | started calling Lp old friends, Instead,
People | hadn't seen or talked to In months, | couldn't tell them




anything. but | needed to talk. They wanted to know what
hiappened. | told them Richard and | were fighting and he finally
Ieft me. That was tiug, in 8 wal.

I've been daing things with them again to keep fiom thinking.
But | aiso tum to thern ta remind myself thet [m alive. Im a good
person If they want to spend time with me. | can't be all bad. | didn't
ask for any of this.

Ithink I've seen avery maovie that's playing. 'm even thinking of
guing back o church.

Do Unro Ovngrs

"Mr. Parker, according to your +testimony
nearly two months passed between your first
encounter with the victims and the time of the
attack in question. What happened in the meantime?"

“After Natalle and I got home that night, I don't
think I slept 2 wink. A1l I could think about was
the look on that pguy's face. My daughter didn't seem
to have a clue what he might be up to. A11 she could
talk about was how happy he made her feel. That
ghe hated me."

"Did you tell your wife?"

"No. I had a hard enough time dealing with it
myself. Andrea didn't need that kind of stress on
top of everything else. I just told her Natalie had
been out at a nightclub somewhere and left it at
that. Then I told my daughter she had to come
straight home after school every day and turn her
keys over to me. If she didn't, I'd call the police
and tell them she'd stolen the car, I hoped that
maybe if I grounded her long enough the whole
thing would blow over. Believe me, 1 never wanted
to see that guy or anyone ke him ever again."

"But 1t didn't work."

"No. She'd come home and throw the keys on the
kitchen table, then turn right around and walk out
the door. Friends would pick her up or she would
walk three or four blocks and catch the bus, I
yelled at her every night, but it didn't do any good.
She was a teenager, for God's sake, What could I
do? Tock her in the basement?"

"You could have called us, Mr. Parker. That's
what we're here for."

"'On, that's bullshit, You think I didn't try that?
She wasn't doing anything 1llegal. Every cop I
talked to Just shrugged his shoulders. And if anyone
tried to look into that guy at the park, I never
heard about it."

"AN, right., Tet's move on."

"A11 this went on for two weeks. It made my wife
90 miserable I told Natalle she was staying home
for New Years, no matter what. She laughed in my
face. She said she belonged to someone else now, and
one day she would stand over my grave. I admit, I

CHAPYER L:BYSY ANDERS

hit her. One of her earrings flew across the room.
She plcked 1t up without a word and walked out the
door, I couldn't stop shaldng for hours. But the
more I sat and thought about 1it, the more I
understood 1t wasn't her talking. Those were his
words coming out of her mouth. Ilke she was in a
cult or something. That's when I decided that he
had o be stopped. One way or another."

Limirs

Scotlch

SEx pack

bread

peanut lutter

totlet Raoe )

matches

/ve 70T o get out of Aere. How can /
get over the lorder wethout a 255 o0t
/ tAouyA‘t / saw a documentary on (t once,
You go over a river or something. Put all
your stuff tn gariage bags and float it over.

But / dont eyen know where the river
Ls. And even if / did, / don't have my jee
anymore . /Tt broke down on the side of f,(c:
Atohway. / swear ¢t was runntny fine and
Then (T was just dead. / g0t a chill down
my solne , hut there was nothiny there. /
tricd to KAee myself calm and start
wa/king into town.

/ Know there are 'L‘Ar.:n.,f/..s- out there. /e
seen them, But can they stay hidden when

They don't want to le seens Are fa‘}Ey
elen tThere when fAey Know you re
looking © Did they /eaye me stranded at
the side of the roads

A gy ulled over and offerecd me a
Ftde. / told Atm to Ffuck off.

EXHRUSY 10K

| decided to stisighten up Bobby's raom yesterday. |
couldn't find anyone to talk to. He hates me gaing In there, but
everything else was clean, and | couldn't keep my mind off
things. It didn't help.

Hefore all this started, Richard bought Bobby & guitar, He
used to practice a ot and could have been in the school band,
They said he needed more practice. Since then, | thought he
was practicing. but now | know the truth. He's been playing so
Ioud naw that Richard Is gone, I've never really heard the waoids.
| didn’t even know he was singing.

| found & plece of paper on his desk. These aie the only words
| feell can tpe hare,

And now that dagoer tempts me
Now the life resents me

To take the Iiving from the boy

To end the garme my heart the toy
But my eyes saw and bled and more
And though the thought | can adorg
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He will never beat me
[ will give no mare
Would you suffer thelr rejection
To end the pure perfection?

Hefore this all happened, Bobby was one of the happiest kids
you'd ever meet. He had typical problerns for & boy his ege. He did
well i school, except for math maube, He had & lot of fiiends. Now,
hie gets into fights every day. He comes home bleeding,

| |ust don't know what to do

STALKING

"You felt like you were backed into a corner."

"Sxactly., I'm not a violent guy. I didn't want
any part of it If it were up to me, I'd have been
happy to forget the whole thing, But this guy was
after my daughter. I didn't really have a choice."

"So you made a conscious decision to ki1l him."

"Uh, I yes. I used to hunt. I looked at 1t like
I was golng afier a dangerous animal, like a
cougar or a bear. I wasn't ahout to go back into
that park with a baseball bat or something. I
started by trying to learn who the guy was and
what he was up to."

"How did you do that?"

"I watched the park. Every night after Natalie
lert, I took the bus downtown, then walked to the
park. There are all kinds of places around there
where you can sit and watch without belng noticed.
It wasn't ke the guy was careful or anything. He'd
show up Uke clockwork, every night, hanging
around ke a king. It was easler than I thought.

t was like he wasn't afraid of anyone. I even pot
a camcorder and made some tapes. They're at home
if you want to see them."

"What did you learn?"

"“"at he wae really fast when he wanted to be,
and strong. I once saw him pick this other punk
off the ground like he was a rag doll. I figured
he was a lot tougher than he looked, too.

"Go on."

"After a week or two, I started to come up with
a plan, I went to a gun show in January and bought
2 rifle with a night sight from a deer huntler.
I also found & manual that told me how to make
dum=dum bullets. I figured that no matter how
tough the guy was, he couldn't do anything with
his head blown off)"

"Who'd you buy the rifle from?"

"I forget."

"A11 rignt, we can come back to that later. What
happened next?"

"On the weekends, I went out into the country
to practice shooting. During the week, I kept

-

watching the guy and figuring out the best place
to get a good shot, By the end of January, things
were getting really bad at home. Natalie stopped
eating and was gettlng really pale, but I couldn't
see a single mark on her. I don't know what the
hell he was doing to her, but I had this feeling
that if I didn't do something soon, it was going
to be too late

"But 1t took you nearly two more weeks to do
anything. Why?"

"Do I look like a killer? I tried twice before
I actually got the guts to go through with i I
had the guy in my sights, but I couldn't pull the
trigger. Despite everything that happened, I had
second thoughts. What if I was wrong? What if
everything I'd seen had just beenm a trick or I
imagined 1t? I wrestled with a whole bunch of
doubts until last Tuesday, when Natalie said she was
moving out."

"Where was she going?"

"I have no idea. A1l she sald was that she
couldn't live with a bunch of 'cattle' anymore.
She actually said that. Does that give you any
idea how far gone she was? My wife went to pieces,
She begged and pleaded. Natalle just laughed.
Then, just as she was walking out the door, she
looked at me and winked, and said she'd be home
for the holidays. The look in her eyes scared me
to death. There was almost nothing left of her.
She was just one step away from becoming like
that son of a bltch. That's when I knew."

ImPROYISAY 10N

!/ realized last night after the
creaking on the steps stopped, that Lf
whateyer was outside came for me, /d
have no way odt of this hole. 7 he door
woeld be blocked. / tried the window and
(t was oalnted shut, so / broke the glass
and hung a banket across (t. 7he cold ts
getting (n now, but Lt 5 bette)r than getiing
ktlled. /' m on the second floor. / thénk /
can jumo tf / have tTo.

/ could hear the gy next door and ALs
skanky girlfriend arguiny this moratng.
7 hey were dotny a bunch of shouting, /
heard him say something life “ WAy dont
/ shoot you Fright now: 7hen she
sereamed, and /" Aeard the door slam. /
looked out the /uc—:e/aho/c—: and saw her Fuan
down the creaky stairs, /ﬁe.s' always
leaving hts door open leke he s too tough
to care who might le around, or he s
ddrdn}r someone To make trouble. / even
see Atm lcave the butllding and hAts door
(s open. 7he next time he leaves, /m
gotng To see £f he hds a zun. /M gotny
to Ctake LX.




PROACY ION

| woke up screaming last night. At least, | think | was
screaming. Aichaid ceme to me. He was decayed, His sult
was filthy, A trash bag was still wiapped around his walst, |
couldn't sleep after that, but | couldn't leave the bed, eithes
Finally, In the morning, after Bobby Ieft for schaool, | went nto
the pasture where | buried HAichard, The ground was hard
There was no sign of trouble, | had dreamed the whalz thing
Still, | knew that we had to move

| can't beai o live here any longer

Conscqueness

"I got to the park a little before midnight.
I drove the truck that night again, parking it
at the spot I'd picked out weeks before. I rolled
down the passenger window and got the rifle
ready. The guy was about 50 yards away, standing
under the lamppost like always. He had a small
crowd of people standing around, maybe eight or
80, but I figured they'd run once the shooting
ntarted. Natalie wasn't there. She usually showed
up right at 12. I wanted to get it over with before
she pot there.

"It was just like sighting in on a buck. I put
the crosshairs right between the bastard's eyes
and squeezed the trigger. Took most of his head
clean off."

"But then you started shooting the othera."

"I didn't want to. Iike I said, I expected them
to run, and some of them did. But four of them
grabbed the guy's body and started to drag him
off, That's when I realized he was stlll alive,
S0 I shot them. They never stopped trying to
drag him away. One of them would fall, but the
rest wouldn't even look back. They just kept
moving, like rohots.

"Once the last one dropped, I put the truck
in gear and drove across the park to make sure
the guy was finished off. I couldn't believe he
was 8till alive, still struggling. 1 went and
got the tire iron from under the bed and
finished 1t. Tt was the most horrible thing I've
ever done."

"And that's when you saw your daughter."

"Yeah,"

FLriting

/ have a Fun now. And a /o/um. #'m walting

to hear the ereaking on the stalrs and /m
goLng 1o shoot whateyer 5 making That
notse. / may not le alle to see (t, but /
can Aear Lt and / know (t 5 there. / kee
/ookdny out the pecp hole , just to be sure.
Any time now.

CHRPYER i:BYST RNDERS

Digceyion

Thig is harder than | expected. | walked Into the first real-estate
office | could think of and just said, | want to sell my house.” Then
came all the paper work, and guestions about price and getting
pecpletolook atitand give it e guote. Itold therm | didn't need anyone
to look at it | wanted toleave right awal, Hecause my mother was
sick across the country and | was moving to be with her. | wanted
to sell quickly,

| haven't done anything mare with Richard, | don't Intend to. If
anyone ever finds him, Bobby and | will be long gone and that wil be
it | refuse to think about it any more,

Hut all this leaves Bobby snd | with nowhere to live, My mother
really died four Years ago, and miy father died two Wears before that,
|don't have enoughmoned to afford anapartment ormatel room for
long, That leaves only one pption | can think of,

My miother-In-law, Sarah.

How tip you ask someone or 8 place to stay after you kiled
her son?

Retrymng vo Prores

/'m not tn that shutty Aotel anymore., /
balled , and /m not alone anymore ecther. /
mean, / met someone else who s seen.

/! watted a c:or,;,o/c-:- days to hear the
creaking agacn. Pfc-:nfy of/oecya/e came and
went, lut they were real, not what / was
wacting for. ;/’GD:"{’E.Q’ every time / heard
someone. 7ALs time (t was some old suy
near the tom of the stalrs. MHe was sick
or :omefAdny. He was c./zlnyiny to the
ratling and was white as a sheet and
sweating. At first / was gotng to blow ct
off, but when / heard the stacrs creak
and he hadnt moved, / knew that thing was
out there dotng something to Atm. [T was
making him sick.

/ guess / forgot alout the gun a/l/
of a sudden. / forgot all my olans. All
/ wanted to do was get The guy dwad
from there. / could just tel/l that Ae d
seen (t. 7 hat he knew. 7 hat was all
that mattered.

/ Fan out and dragged hAim down the
stalrs as fast as / zould. He couldnt
soeak. He just gasoed for air, / yelled
at Aim, "Vou saw it didn't you? You saw
(/" He looked at me craz eyed, like
that was the {&J‘f thing Aj{ exocected to
hear.” Where < your carr " / yelled. He

/ocs:.'nfc-za’ down the street and we ran oyer

to ¢t - a by Lincoln, like a grandfather
would drive."” Give me the Keys," / sald.
/f’fdyl-@ Ae thought /! was ‘L‘d,&'r.'ny Atm to the
hosoital or somethtny. /n that moment,
all '/ wanted to do was get ot of there
and stoo dselny alone. Maybe / did want
to Aefp Alm,
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“Where do you live," / yelled as we
pulled away from the curk. He was so
freaked he told me.

Recognivion

Ater Bobby was borm, | noticed that | had touble talking to
people who didn't have childien, It wasn't Binlogical or anything. |
guess | had new.-responsibilties and | was Interested in and knew

ke
5t 1880 ot 5180

ed up,: there she
face: that: '

know how : w
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through social services. Maybe a friend owns a business
and can offer the man a job once he’s on his feet. Now,
that one-time homeless person is more capable of
fending for himself instead of being a meal on a plate,
and your family and friends have worked with you to
make it happen, never learning the true motive behind
your philanthropy.

It'sasimplistic example, and a hunter's life is never
simple, but it demonstrates that your former lite and
new calling can be made to coincide for the benefit of
both.

But then, there's always the chance that it could
all blow up in your face, too. Your family could fall
apart. You could get divorced. Your kids could end up
hating you and start calling your spouse’s new mate
Mommy or Daddy. And you could lose all your friends
because you've ignored them. It's all a matter of how
you make time for everyone — and rhe hunt.

STAYING EmpLoYED

Money is good. People need it to live — not just
well, but at all. Luxury items aside, money buys
groceries, provides housing and pays medical bills —
important when you run a daily risk of severe injury.
Screw stock pottfolios. Most peaple are glad to afford
awarm, dry place, and hunters are “most people.” But
as a hunter who dedicates time to investigating and

stalking creatures day and night, how do you main-
tain your job and keep that roof over your head? How
do you feed your family and watch the shadows
around the clock?

Keeping a job essentially means maintaining a
schedule that allows you to do your job sufficiently.

Drawaric Consinerarions

A quick note here on focusing employment
opportunities on the blue-collar: Hunter is
largely dedicated to common peaple as charac-
ters. To capture this spirit of the game, try
creating characters who had workaday, even
manual-labor jobs before. These people know
what hard work is and value what they have to
_ give up when the hunt calls. It’s not impossible
for some rich dilettante to be imbued. Being
rich presents its own problems to the chosen,
such as visibiliry, fame and the demands of
managing a fortune. And some rich folk might
put in long hours to keep their fortunes and to
make more. But how many really value hard
work or even the small things that it can afford?
Whao has more to lose on the hunt, the working

stiff or the business magnate!?

That, in turn, means getting sufficient sleep. But
monsters appear to roam day and night, when you need
to sleep and when you're expected to be at work. Sure,
you can occasionally stay active for long bouts, surviv-
ing on adrenaline, fear, ambition, caffeine orcontrolled
substances. But you can’t do it for long before some-
thing has to give.

Perhaps the most logical way to navigate
around your job and calling is to find a way to
marry the two. No, this doesn't mean becoming
the owner of an occulr shop, selling bogus tomes,
spell components and weird pieces of art. How
often does that happen in real life! It means is
finding an occupation that doesn’t stymie hunt-
ingactivities, and vice versa. Many people change
jobs, either our of want for something different or
out of necessity. A desk-monkey whao's sick of the
9 to 5 may chuck it all for a job with more
freedom. A person with a sick parent may change
jobs to move closer to and care for that loved one.
You have your own unique needs.

Essentially, you need to ask yourself when, how
much and what. When asks, “What's the optimal occu-
pation that will allow me to work when [ can? How
much is a compromise that determines, “If [ have to
work during the day, can 1 pick an occupation that
involves a limited time commitment, so | can get
needed sleep?” What is obvious. *“What kind of job fits
these parameters!”

It's probably easiest to be self-employed. Youdon't
have to punch a time-clock or explain your comings
and goings. Sure, anyone who runs a personal business
has to be committed to it, but your commitment is to
holding on to your past life. If being self-employed
makes that possible, it's worth any price. Examples of
viable self-employment are countless, from blue-collar
enterprises such as garages and body shops to Internet
start-up companies.

Owning a business takes venture capital and good
credit, however, both of which may be excluded as
options. So, you might look for a more traditional job
that allows you to continue the hunt while fulfilling
your vocation. Becoming a cop, paramedic or
firefighter! Those positions would put you on the
street, whether day or night, but you need to pass
tests, undergo training and possess certain skills,
Becoming a wrecker driver has promise. You have
access toa powerful vehicle and you're expected to be
mobile, but the dispatcher might call upon you at the
worst of times. Being a security guard offers work at all
hours, involvesa lot of on-the-job downtime, and you
could be on patrol in- or outdoors — but your turf
extends only so far. Taking up journalism justifies
gathering information and pursuing stories, explains




constant access to the Internet, and you don't neces-

sarily even have to show up at an office. The trick of

keeping a coincidental job on the hunt is explaining
seemingly inappropriate or outrageous behavior in
rerms of your career.

Yet another option of maintaining an income
and performing the mission is to find a job that
involves a set and limited time commirment. Col-
lege professors don't work thar many hours during
the day, and they're usually off three months each
year unless they teach summer school. Not only
that, research sabbaticals are relatively easy to ob-
tain and expected at large universities. A
general~[\racricc’ attorney processes paperwnrk ==
wills, contracts — that can be completed anywhere.
Your employees can handle court filings and law is
lucrative because services are expensive.

Even if your job demands that you be in one place
for a specified time, whether day or night, your hunt
may not be hamstrung completely. Internet access is
increasingly important to professions. Your machine
can be used to relay information to contacts, and you
might even steal time to search for informartion or
participate in chat lists such as hunter-net. As long as
you manage to hit deadlines, no one is likely you look
over vour shoulder to make sure you use your time in
the office to its fullest.

W o
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Your job might also offer some unique access,
to laboratories, libraries or academia for example.
A nurse has limited access to medical equipment.
Maybe she could use it ro “check specimens” she
finds without engendering too much notice ar
suspicion. A hunter working at a university library
could search the stacks for clues and research arrti-
facts. A caroner or assistant coroner could perform
autopsies to study vicrims of the supernatural — or
even bodies active beyond the grave. Some jobs'
access makes it possible to get needed tools or
equipment, such as medical supplies, metal-work-
ing gear and maybe even weapons or illicit drugs.
Just don't get caught “borrowing” them, or the
resource train will come to a dead halt.

These are all simply examples, but they give you
the idea. If you want to hang onto some semblance
of a normal life, and intend to fulfill an imperative
to respond to the supernatural, you need an occupa-
tion that coincides with and supports all your needs.
After all, bloodsuckers, ghosts, wolf-men and wiz-
ards don't care if you have to be at work. They'll
strike regardless of your schedule, and who else will
stop them if you're not there?

Dzcisions

You see monsters hiding amid crowds. On the

streets. At work. You know you have todo something
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about them, because no one else can. But you can't
just dismiss everything that's led up to who and what
you've become, even if it’sall a lie. What priorities do
you have to change? Which ones will be changed for
you! That's simple: All of them. Here's a short list of
ways in which life as you know — and try to preserve
it — can change after the imbuing.

Who's going to manage all of life’s mundane chores
now that you don't have time for such “minor” details?
Who's going to pay your mortgage! Who's going to
keep track of the hills, keep you from getting evicred or
losing your house! Who's going to clean the house!?
Mundane, yes, but we all have to find time to do these
things in normal life, letalone when we know for a fact
that ghosts haunt houses.

Where do you live? Do you have to move? Where
do you move? How do you find someplace that’s safe for
you and your loved ones? Or if you're single, do you
have to pare down, become mobile?

Do you have to make special modifications to
your residence?! Do you have to invest in expensive
security systems, guard dogs, safe rooms or exotic
firearms? Which of these things can you do reason-
ably and not raise eyebrows among family and
friends? What mundane items in your house can
you use to protect yourself? What can you use to
make weapons?

Do you get married? Can you start a loving
relationship with another person and commit to her
while you're so committed to something else? If you
stay single, do you risk having a boyfriend or girl-
friend, or do you just relieve vour sexual urges with
prostitutes? Do you abstain for fear of spilling too
much information and for fear of engendering too
much intimacy, even with someone you pay for sex!?

Do you have children? If you die, who's going to
take care of your kids!? If you father or mother
children outside of marriage, do you take responsi-
bility for them, or does your avocation keep you
from being close to them? Does it give you an excuse
to abandon them!?

Do you let anyone in on your secret? If so, who! If
you take that leap, do they believe you? Will they think
you're delusional? If they don't believe you, will you
lose them? How can you sound out their reactions
without playing your hand?

Where do you ger discreer medical care! Can the
doctor who patches up your wounds “from an animal
artack™ be trusted? Will she ask questions that you
can't answer! How much of the truth can you reveal
and still mainrain her aid?

What sort of equipment da you need! Can you
afford it without wiping out your savings and exhaust-

ing money put away for the furure? Can you carry tools
or weapons publicly? Will doing so bring the cops, the
ATF or the FBI down on your head, subjecting you to
a criminal fate that you can't justify?

Can your kids attend school? Do you have to
keep moving them to keep them safe! Do you
home-school your kids? Do you have the education
for it? Do you send them away to private school,
and can you afford it?

These are just some of the dilemmas you face
when you maintain your past life and accept your new
one as a hunter. It quickly becomes apparent that
every decision you make, every choice with which
you're presented forces the question, “Can | preserve
who and what 1 was alongside who and whar I've
become!” Holding on to some sliver of normality
gives you strength because it provides a foundation —
some kind of footing, something to cling to and keep
you sane in the face of unspeakahle harror. But can
normality endure when the world is proved to be
everything but normal?

Aeannoning Your 0co Lire

How easy do you think it would be to just disap-
pear and start over again? [t's romantic to think that,
as a person living a normal life, you could just leave
it all behind one day. Think abour what it would be
like to leave your mail unopened, your bills unpaid, to
empty your bank account, get in your car to drive off
toward the horizon and a new life. Everyone has
fantasized about it. When rthings get too routine, it's
easy to wish you could throw it all away. But the real
world doesn’t work that way. The logistics of aban-
doning a previous incarnation are extremely
complicated. Not to mention that abstaining from
everyone and everything that you ever cared for
would be emotionally devastating.
Famiey ano Fricnds

Walking out of someone’s life completely has
immeasurable impact on that person. If you have
family or friends who love and rely on you, you've
made a commitment to those pcnpfc — emotionally
and perhaps financially, Breaking that kind of com-
mitment is a breach of trust. If you were to chuck it
H” ;1[1{] |EH\'€, h(_")'.'\-' “'t_‘l_lll] th{: p(‘UpI(‘.‘ CIﬁSl:' LD you
live! Would they be able to shoulder the additional
stresses and responsibilities that you've dumped on
them! Would your disappearance allow any kind of
closure? Your abandonment would cause others to
doubt themselves and your love for them. Your
spouse, children or parents might never be able to
recover from the emotional and even physical reper-
cussions of that kind of loss. A death in the family is
difficult but can be dealt with because it encom-



passes a beginning, middle and end. There'sachance
to say “goodbye.” A disappearance doesn’t allow
thar kind of resolution. There's never a goodbye,
only a lingering “what if.” Any feeling human being
— and you feel, unless you suffer some sociopathic
disorder, as a Wayward creed member might —
would have at least a passing qualm about walking
away without saying goodbye. How would you deal
with those unresolved emotions!

To ease the blow to yourself and your loves ones,
you might leave small clues about your well-being
and even whereabouts, but such concessions would
always put you in danger of being discovered and
always tug on you to come home. Furthermore,
anything you did to maintain the slightest connec-
tion to your past would put people in danger of
reprisal by your enemies. You might try to do things
the “decent” way by divorcing your spouse and
sending child support, but that would always make
you and your past traceable. Courts keep records of
even noncustodial parents’ whereabouts, child sup-
port is taken out of paychecks, and you need a job to
make alimony and child-support payments.

Or maybe you know you must dedicate yourself
to the hunt completely, but can’t bring yourself to
sever all ties to your old life, so you uproot the family
and take them with you. Do you do them more good
this way? [s bringing along civilians, who can’t hope
ro understand your obsession, safe or wise? Consider
that you put your spouse and perhaps children in the
same position you're in. Yourspouse won't be able to
form any lasting relationships outside of your own.
Your children have to go from school to school,
never keeping friends, never making any real con-
nection to their peers. Wouldn't this lifestyle foment
resentment? Is it really a better solution than leav-
ing your family cold?

Here are just a few thoughts on how to practically
and emotionally deal with the problems of stringing
others along while you hunt, or of turning your back on
them completely.

e Send money whenever you can. Do it anony-
mously, [t won't help emotionally with anything other
than your own guilt, but it will help relieve some of the
financial stress you've created.

® Try to write in an untraceable fashion. Emailand
the Internet are helpful, but even they’re not com-
pletely anonymous.

e Contact them through an intermediary such as
a trusted family friend who's sworn to secrecy. A family
lawyer is excellent for this purpose. If the family
doesn't have the means for such a luxury, a pastor or a
counselor works, too. Such a person would have to be
trusted not to give away your whereabouts. Perhaps you

could use this contact to try to make loved ones
understand that they weren't the reason you left.

e Unexplained gifts on special occasions are a
double-edged sword. They suggest that you might
still be alive, and conjure up feelings that might have
been overcome by the recipient, opening old or even
healing wounds.

® Keep rrack of local events as best you can. Read
local papers through the Internet or some other source
to keep abreast of the things that might affect loved
ones. If youdiscover events that could affect them, you
might deal with them through an intermediary.

® Pur someone in charge. That intermediary can
help here, too. If family knows that you've sanctioned
someone to help and guide them, they'll probably still
hate you, bur at least you know that someone you trust
acts in their best interests.

® Follow the example of a military family. Mili-
rary families often move around a lot. They have to be
very close-knit and interdependent ro survive con-
stant relocarion. Allow your family members as many
emotional luxuries as possible — limited contact via
lerters with friends left behind, involvement on the
periphery of your activities without direct under-
standing of them, involvement in a hobby or interest
that can keep them happy.

¢ Loved ones have agreed to pur all their trust in
you and leave behind everything they hold normal
and dear. Be more available to them emortionally
and physically than you might need to be. [t will
cause you stress, but you've made the decision that
they're important enough to drag along, so you owe
them. Your wants and needs have to be less impor-
tant than theirs. There will come a time, however,
when hunting will drive a wedge of secrecy, lost
time or regret between you. It will be incumbent
upon you to bridge such a gap if your calling and
relationships are going to persist.

SELF-SUFFICIENCY

Money also rears its ugly head when you throw
yourself into the hunt and forego your past. It's a lot
harder to make if you don't have access to the usual
means such as a job.

If you run away from your previous identity, you
have to quit your current job and find a new one.
Your entire credit history is tied to a few strings of
numbers, all of which are completely traceable. 1f
someone wants to learn all there is to know about
you, your payment history and your previous finan-
cial problems, all they need to do is punch nine
numbers into a credit data base and they ger a
complete picture of what you did and who you were.
Skeprical? Go to your insurance agent or bank and
ask about Dunn and Bradstreer or TRW. These

- W,




organizations are able to find our where you've
worked, how late you are on your utility payments
and whether you have a criminal record — all by
knowing your social security number. The wealth of
information tied to those nine numbers is incred-
ible. Such numbers are used similarly in countries
other than the United States, too.

So now you can't use them. They're tied to your
old existence and you've left that behind. How do
you get credit to purchase even the most basic
necessities of modern existence, such as a car or a
place to live? All lease applications ask for credit
information, after all. Where do you find money?
Employers have to obtain certain information about
you in order to comply with federal employment
guidelines. They have to file 1-9 forms that prove
you're a legal citizen. They have to file W-4 forms to
facilitate your taxes. Okay, so you say illegal aliens
get away with it all the time. True, partially, but all
these people live in constant fear of being caught — of
being arrested, being fired and being deported. You
have enough to worry about with stalking and being
stalked by monsters, never mind the local police and
federal agencies.

After you start again, you can apply for a federal
tax identification number — the numbers assigned
to businesses and the self-employed — but if you're
caught using it in place of a social security number,
you'll go to jail for a long time. You can buy a bogus
social security number, but you better have the
money on hand to get it. They start at about five
grand, cash and carry. If you're caught using it, and
it's likely you will be unless you know all about the
government's monitoring systems, you'll go to jail
for a long time — again.

If you use fake ID numbers to ger credit, you
probably have to use them for only a shorr period of
time, milking them for as much cash as possible,
and then skipping out on the debts that you incur.
You risk revealing yourself if you actually pay bills,
because you usually have to do that by some nego-
tiable security such as a check. Money orders
probably work better, but you have to pay for them
in cash. So you end up robbing one credit source to
pay the other.

You could take rootless, solitary jobs that pay in

cash or under the table. Most of these are some form
of odd job and they rarely pay enough to keep one
person alive and healthy, let alone a family if you
decide to uproot the brood and take rhem along.
Perhaps you have to live a total cash existence,
drifting from one odd job to another. Could you do
this and maintain any semblance of a normal life!

Probably not. But after all, you've embraced the
hunt completely.

Without reliable means of your own, a strict
hunter might have to resort to criminal activity to
stay afloat and fund his cause. Skipping out on credit
and faking credit sources are felony fraud — and
they're “victimless” crimes. You (and your family it
they're along for the ride) might have to stoop to
other felonies — armed robbery, burglary, drug deal-
ing or possibly even prostitution. White-collar crimes
such as grifting or conning people can be more lucra-
tive, but they're hard to pull off. They usually require
resources or other elaborate setups. And what if you
run afoul of the law? You might skip out on arrest
warrants and become wanted. Or you might just go
directly to jail.

The need to make money also calls for a certain
amount of visibility, something thar a person who
doesn’t want to be found would like to avoid. Can
you make money and still stay completely mobile,
completely untraceable? Would you have to travel
around the country in a van solving mysteries, so to
speak? The need for ID alone implies the possibility
of being found. The living quarters that would likely
be within your means would be lamentable, due to
lack of usable identification and limited funds. At
the extreme, you might have to squat in abandoned
or condemned buildings. Sure, there are romantic
movies about people who squar in posh digs, but how
often does that really happen!

Famg Yous Own Deavn

So you want to “fall off the face of the earth” to
fight the good fight without danger of discovery
and without being a threat to your loves ones!?
What betrer way to erase yourself and start again
elsewhere, unknown, than to fake your own death?
It sounds like the ideal answer, but it's a messy,
tangled proposition in real life, and it’s not likely
to succeed for long. So, what are realistic the
considerations and problems you'd encounter if
you decided to “end it all"?

First ofall, could you do it? In terms of everything
you previously held dear, faking your own death is the
ultimate “Fuck you and goodbye.” Yes, your death
involves some sort of closure for the people who knew
you — they think they know you're gone for good —
but a bogus death still leaves unanswered questions.
There are some loose ends, no matter how careful you
are. You can't think of everything. Perhaps the CIA,
the NSA and even the Federal Wirness Protection
program successfully “kill” people only to relocate
them, bur these organizations have vast resources
that are probably not at your character’s disposal.




Remember that Hunter is about real-world people
with real-world lives. How many ex-CIA operatives
with assumed identities do you think are living in
your neighborhood?

Nowadays, even small-town coroners and medi-
cal examiners have access to hair, fiber and DNA
analysis. They simply send samples to larger cities
and wait for the results that tell them that corpse X
was really person Y. You leave ambient hair and
fiber samples everywhere you go. Luminesce, a
chemical used in crime-scene analysis, can reveal
hlood traces even when an area has been cleaned
and painted. The Feds caught the Unabomber by
obtaining physical evidence that included a DNA
sample: five-year-old saliva traces from a single
stamp! What's the point here!? Physical evidence
will always be left behind after any endeavor, and
you can’t stop it. It can be minimized, bur it can't be
eradicated. Sooner or later, you're going to leave a
trace of your not-so-dead self, even if it's mixed in
with the remains of someone who's very dead yet
still walks.

Sa, if you decided to fake your own death, could
you plan and execute so thoroughly that your “death”
passed all the tests, allowed your beneficiary ro
collect life insurance, and ensured that the kids got
Social Security to go to college? Here are some
details to consider.

® Make your death look ordinary. Anything that
looks like foul play arouses suspicion and calls for
modern forensic techniques. A good plan leaves no
body, like the old “car in the lake” trick. Drowned
bodies are rarely found, even when lakes or rivers are
dragged. Leaving no body also means youdon't have to
provide one, and if you did, how would you make it
look like you in all ways, down to the finest detail? Or
how would you erase all identifying features of it so it
could be assumed to be you?

o [f your bank account changes significantly be-
fore your death, you'll arouse suspicion. The first thing
to catch a detecrive's attention following someone's
untimely passing is an inexplicable or unusual mon-
etary transaction beforehand. Sock away and divert
whatever cash you can over time, and write off what-
€vVer remains,

® You have to move away, probably to another
distant state or province. How else do you keep
your family from finding you? Perhaps if you lived
in a city the size of New York you could lose
yourself in it, but even then there's a chance thart
someone might spot you.

® How do you avoid being identified by ele-
ments of your “past” life that you simply can't

escape. If your living self had a criminal record, you
were fingerprinted. You srill have fingerprints
(they’re burned off or altered only in the movies).
Your old self had dental records, and you still have
teeth. What if you were caught in a fight with a
monster that really was tooth and nail — and you
lost some teeth, or you used them and left an impres-
sion in your victim! The authorities would quickly
learn that you're not so dead after all. Is there
anything you can do to stop your own body from
betraying your scheme!

® Once you decide to fake your own death, take
your time. Don’t plan it and then act immediately.
The preparations you need to make to take care of
your loved ones and to set aside resources take time.
Planning for an extended period also fills any holes
in your scam. Acting quickly leaves room for all
kinds of mistakes.

® Your family is still alive and you still love them,
but you're “dead” now, remember? Could you pull off
the ruse and then resist the temptation of checking up
on them?If you were a pretty ethical person before you
“died,” could you turn your belief structure on its head
and totally abandon your family values?

Even if you died “successfully,” what would your
remaining life consist of other than the hunt? Your
life would become a series of moments; getting by,
stalking, perhaps killing and having nothing to
show for it in your own existence. Perhaps you can
maintain relationships with new people you meer,
but now that you've tossed everything aside, the
only ones who might have any worth to you are
other hunters, After all, you can’t let anyone know
who you were, and if regular folks get too close,
they'd have a chance, however small, of tracing you
back to your former existence. But then, other
imbued acquaintances might be as intense about the
calling as you are. After a while, nothing but mon-
sters and the hunt would have any value to you.
What foundation does your life have then? How
long can you stay sane! Perhaps you'd start to make
mistakes, purposefully or not. Your real death could
end it all, couldn't it? Maybe you'd even start to
empathize with the very beasts you were chosen to
face. You might slip up and become one of them,
figuratively or literally.

Where does it say that once you fake your own
death, your life thereafter isn’t forfeir?

Neeessivy Makes Strance BeDretiows

You hunt creatures that stalk humanity. Some-
thing you can’t name opened your eyes to monsters’
existence, and your eyes can't be shut again. The
revelation has ended life as you knew it, driven you to
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terror and paranoia, and has stripped you of the luxury
of trusting anyone, because anyone could secretly be
one of them.

The excruciating pressures of the calling rake an
unbearable toll of the imbued. You see horrific sights,
witness the defenseless being rortured and killed, and
watch your own loved ones suffer. Sometimes the
imbued must turn to someone to ease their own pain,
to find some kind of release. The only people who
truly understand are other hunters. Regular folks
might sympathize that you're tormented by some
problem they don’t comprehend, but other imbued
actually empathize with what you go through, be-
cause they suffer it, too.

Sympathy and emparhy aren’t the same, although
the differences are subtle. Sympathy is an intellectual
commiseration for another's suffering. The feeling
isn't mutual, simply understood in theory. Empathy is
compassion for others with a similar outlook or expe-
rience, Who could understand a hunter better than
another one of the chosen? Who could provide the
emotional support necessary to keep an imbued sane
—even ifonly for a few days, weeks or months? When
they find each other, hunters isolated from the lives
and the world they used to know often turn to each
other for affirmation and consolation, despite any
differences in belief or motive that they might have.
They need mutual support even if individual chosen
still hold on to the shreds of past lives or have
committed themselves complerely to the calling. But
in the long term, can hunters form lasting friendships
or even fall in love without worrying about their
mutual danger? [s turning to other hunters tor confir-
mation and understanding ultimarely destructive
when the desire to protect peers interferes with con-
ducting the hunt itself?

Tt Beweervs of Atties

The benefits of associating with emparhetic hunt-
ersare obvious. Anotherone of the chosen can confirm
that what you've seen and done is real, that you're not
mad. They can agree that the world is the hell it seems,
even if thar conclusion offers little solace to you.
Another hunter can know your deepest fears and
maybe even share your most profound triumphs. Even
if another imbued has different beliefs about monsters,
the Messengers and the purpose of the imbued, he can
identify with what you suffer and endure on a funda-
mental level.

On amore tactical level, hunter peers can help you
do something about monsters and the state of the
world. They can help you confront or fight creatures,
save the defenseless and help protect your loves ones
and achievements from before. You have a companion

with a mutual cause and a common point of reference.
You're not alone.

Y e Dangers of Attics

Unfortunately, there are weaknesses in all human
relationships, no matter how commitred or even battle-
hardened. Of course, there's the constant risk of
different goals and motives clashing, even violently,
perhaps turning imbued into antagonists. But the
dangers of forging relationships with other imbued run
deeper than thar.

Whart if you invest too much importance or
faith in a relationship? What if your need for or
reliance on another hunter becomes so intense
that it actually interferes with your ability to carry
out the hunt? You might not dare put your ally in
danger for fear of losing him, and you might hold
back from risking dangers for fear that your ally
might be hurt by your loss. The threat of intense
hunter relations is that individuals assume more
importance than the struggle itself. When all of
humanity is at stake in the war against the super-
natural, no objective combatant can value one
person above the masses.

In the real world, some professions prohibit
working with family members, loved ones or anyone
who might compromise participants' performance.
For example, the U.S. Armed Forces have asserted
that men and women shouldn’t serve in the same
combat units together. Tradirional thinking goes
that men naturally feel protective of women and
wouldn't abide women being wounded or dying
without interceding and possibly compromising the
mission at hand, And yet strategists claim that men
can overlook male allies being hurt or killed in
battle in order to achieve an intended goal. Simi-
larly, surgeons are sometimes not allowed to operate
on family members for the lack of objectivity they
might have when the patient clearly cannot or
should not be saved.

The danger to hunter relationships, then, is
where the line is drawn between fulfilling objectives
against the supernatural and finding personal fulfill-
ment. Some kind of equilibrium must be maintained
among peers so that the objects of the hunt are
upheld, and that hunters work together to achieve
them and support each other. If a hunter alliance
turns into more of a hunter support group, whose
members hide behind and hamstring each other, the
monsters win by defaulr.

Losses, Sereacks, T RACEDIES AND CompromISES
How you pursue the hunrt is dependent entirely

on what’s important to you about your past, abour

the current state of realiry, and about how you hope
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to determine the furure. Holding onto the things
you valued most before, forging forward on a new

beginning, or simply finding the consolation you
\ crave are determined by your needs for and experi-
ences in the world. Successand sanity are determined
by how well you stick to your guns, both metaphori-
cally and literally.

The tollowing is sort of a checklist of possibili-
ties that you might encounter on the hunt. Each can
be important based on whether you hold onto or
abandon the past to follow your calling. Each in-
stance is defined as a setback, loss, tragedy or
compromise, depending on the significance of the
experience to your values and your hunter ideology.
Use these encounters and their significance to you
as a measure of where your priorities lie in relation
to the mission and your own needs. Theorizing
about how you would handle the various instances
l'?cll_)\'-\.-', ;;lnd “'h'{lt (_‘Hch Wﬂuid mean o you, Il‘light
help you decide how you should reconcile your
personal life and the hunt, or even change your
current ways.

A setback is a minor defeat, but not a permanent
one. You can recover from it. A loss is final. When
something's gone, it's gone for good and the impact
can be important to you. A tragedy is a loss so severe
thatit'semotionally/ mentally/ physically devastating.
A compromise is a decision that allows you to sidestep
or overcome a defeat. [rmight even be a mutual victory
for the parties involved.

® Status within the community. Your life has
changed for the worse. Your status likely changes with
it. How can you remain in good standing with local
people when you're found standing over the body of a
“person” you just killed? How are people supposed ta
trust you when you confront “upstanding” neighbors
about their nightly activities? If social standing was
important to you before, how do you respond now that
you've been changed?

Setback. You lose face when someone you previ-
ously might have been able to help now goes to
someone else for aid. You suffer an emotional regret.

Loss. Maybe ordinary people don't look to you for
support or leadership anymore because you seem less
interested in ordinary affairs than you used to be. If
respect was important to your self-esteem before, you
feel a sense of loss.

Tragedy. What if you utterly fail the people who
trusted you or, worse, you contribute to their harm,
whether willingly or unwittingly, for theirown good or
completely with ill intent? Perhaps you're outcast as a
result, and it's devastaring to your identiry. You lose
their respect and trust, and your own.
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Compromise. Perhaps you could pass the
mantle of leadership onto someone else deserv-
ing, as a public display of goodwill. Or you bow
out of your relations on a good note and on
positive terms, leaving friends and possibly re-
. sources at your disposal.

® Family Matters. Family relations have been
explored thoroughly at this point, but it’s still worth-
while to ask yourself how'd you respond if loved ones
were subjected to the vagaries of the hunt, whether
through your absence or neglect or through direct
harm by creatures.

Setback. You notice that your spouse and kids no
longer include you in the kinds of decisions thar make
up family life. The kids run to your spouse or a neighbor
with concerns or victories. What must you do to win
back their trust?

Loss. You lose touch with your family because you
just can’t hold it all rogether.

Tragedy. The worst happens and you lose your
spouse, lover or your whole family. Can you handle a
divorce or the sheer vacancy of an empty life?

Compromise. You try to fit the kids and spouse in
where you can, you accept divorce but battle for
custody of the kids, or find odd comfort in letting them
all go because you know they're better off without you.

e Leisure Time, Security and Luxuries. You
can't just blow off hunting to go golfing. But then, ifall
you did was sralk, atrack and kill, wouldn’t you lose
your mind? How can you afford to be all the people you
want to be!

Setback. The values you upheld when the hunt
began secem evasive now. You're no longer certain
what you fight for. How can you find your purpose and
direction again!

Loss. You can no longer afford the little luxuries
that you used to allow yourself, whether in normal
life or after the hunt began. Maybe money is too
short, family or work demands more time than you
can find, or the pressures of the hunt slowly consume
whar you once held as important. But now that
you're down ta the essentials of your new existence,
what's left for you alone!

Tragedy. You suffer or instigare complete finan-
cial collapse. You must resort to eating at missions
and living in homeless shelters, taking rat-hole
apartments and skipping out on the rent when
eviction notices are posted.

Compromise. You settle for having less stuff and
leisure activities, or more likely just suck it up. You
accepr that your mission demands as much as you can
give it. Or you luck into or find new sources of money
and support that reinvigorate your life and efforts,

e Faith. If nothing else, hunting is a test of beliefs.
Your perspectives on life, Creation and the world are
the very foundation for how you respond to monsters
and the rruth. If you were a religious person, can you
maintain your faith while witnessing the true atrociry
of the world?

Setback. Constant contact with monsters chips
away at your faith thar there's meaning to life, and
something like heaven after death. There's definitely
evidence o support your newfound doubts.

Loss. The truth seems antithetical to many
things you held as gospel before. Does that mean
everything you ever believed and valued is false, a
waste of time? Where do you find direction now, or
do you at all?

Tragedy. Your values and hopes are in ruins. Noth-
ing you once upheld can possibly stand when monsters
roam the Earth. The Creator has clearly turned His
back. Perhaps even death is better than this.

Compromise. Okay, the world iseven worse off
than it once seemed. But evil can't exist unless
good does, and that means something worth re-
deeming in life — something to live for — still
endures. So, salvation is possible for everyone.
Maybe even for monsters.

® Health. You risk death every day and night —
sometimes just because you're alive, it seems. Once
you worried about traffic accidents and hearr dis-
ease. Now you wonder what thing is going to pull you
through a car windshield, and who's going to ear
your heart.

Setback. Perhaps the stresses of the hunt actu-
ally affect you physically, with high blood pressure
or fatigue. Maybe that all-night surveillance and
pursuit in the rain has taken you out of the hunt
with an illness.

Loss. Serious injury inflicted by a monster or
hunt-related accident impairs your ability to con-
tinue the mission or provide for yourself or your
family. Or perhaps a mundane injury or ailment
makes you incapable of performing a vitally impor-
tant role on the hunt.

Tragedy. You suffer a permanent loss such as
an eye or hand, are left handicapped or paralyzed,
or lose your grip on reality. How can you even go
on! Are you more hindrance than help to your
allies and loved ones!

Compromise. You agree to change roles in your
group, raking up research while others go into the field.
The veracity of your information saves lives. You find
or dedicate the resources necessary to overcome your
ailment or disability and carry on. You're hurt, but at
least hurt means alive.




e Life. You could die on the hunt at any time.
Are you emotionally and intellectually prepared for
that? Do you think there's something better after-
ward, or are you fatalistic enough to believe that
everything's going toshit anyway and it's the struggle
here and now that counts?

Setback. You have a near-death experience,
probably one that involves a fanged or clawed
killer. Can you bounce back with the same vigor
you had before?

Loss. An ally, whether a hunter, a regular person
or even a creature is killed. It's a wake-up call for you.
Sure, you intellectually understood that you took life
into your hands every day, but now you're even closer
to the edge because there's one person fewer to help
you. Maybe your number is already up and you don't
know it yet.

Tragedy. Maybe you once feared dying, but
now you have a death wish. You lay your life on the
line every time you face a creature, and you dare it
to kill you. Sure, you might take people you care
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about with you, but who cares. You'll be gone, and
they'll die sooner or later anyway. The irony is, the
less you care about holding on, the more scrapes
you seem to survive.

Compromise. You accept the possibility that you
could die. You still try to trust people, still try to care
about them, and still try to resist the temptation to
look over your shoulder. Somehow, you find an inner
peace in all the chaos.

Whizrs Dogs i Exp?

[t doesn't. You've been imbued. Get used to it.
It all comes down to choices about what's impor-
rant to you, how you make the hunt your own, and
how you cope with all the victories and defeats
along the way. Whether you make your past a part
of your new life, or you abandon the past to
embrace the new, your choice needs to give you
strength on the hunt. After all, you can't ignore
the call. The question is, what's the best answer
for you!
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Lord, make me to know mine end, and the measure of
my days, what it is; that I may know how frail I am.

— Psalms 39:4

This chapter addresses concepts and possibilities
that you and your character might explore as your
chronicle unfolds. It presents articles on ways your
hunter may answer the call, and how you might play
the game as a result. Ultimately, all of these opportu-
nities and options arise based on who your character is
and what's important o him. His valuesdecide whether
he should hunt alone or run with allies, and how each
can be managed. The challenges he faces influence
how he gets by on the hunt, even when confronted by
the law. And, his hopes for the mission suggest how far
he might be willing to go in pursuing or perhaps
making peace with the enemy.

Huwrme Reone

Kirsty stared into the dull, gray waters of the Clyde and
wondered if tonight would be the night she'd die. For
months, she'd been stalking these creatures she had “dis-
covered,” destroying them whenever she could,, but she had
yet to meet a single other person who would admit they
existed.

She couldn’t leave her country in the grip of these
things, however much she might want to give up and hide
from them. The voices in her head wouldn't let her. Every
time she saw a monster, they screamed at her to destroy,
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destroy, destroy. But how could she possibly destroy them
all on her oun?

One monster at a time, she thought as she noticed the
sun’s abscured glow just about to vanish behind the arma-
dillo-like structure of the exhibition center. As she began to
walk, she knew it was somebody’s last sunset.

The drizzle became a torrent as she labored up the hill
and through the central area of Glasgow toward Sauchiehall
Street. She shivered as the rain plastered her hair to her
scalp. She let the cold help her focus on what she had to do.
She couldn't afford to think about the risks, the dangers. If
this thing survived, it would continue feeding on people and
that couldn't be allowed.

Soon after the sun sank below the horizon, Kirsty was
loitering outside a cheap fashion shop, pretending to look at
clothes her daughter would be more likely to wear. In
reality, she was watching the parking lot across the street m
the window’s reflection. She waited for a specific car to
emerge, as it had done every night for the last week. The
streets were still busy after dark this time of year, and her
view was partially obscured by a group of schoeol children
who huddled under umbrellas to giggle and smoke cigarettes
they were too young to buy.

Then she saw it: the newish, dark green Volvo. The
one whose underside carried a bomb of her making. The
car paused at the end of the exit ramp as the driver waited
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to turn right. One of the schoolgirls laughed and ran away
waving goodbye at the others. She stopped alongside the
car and waited for it to move out of her path. Damn,
Kirsty thought. She offered up alittle praver to the God she
no longer believed in and thumbed the switch in her
pocket.

The car evupted in a ball of flame. The explosion lit up
the surrounding shops. Amid the screams and panic of the
shoppers, Kirsty smiled to herself. Success. For amoment,
she registeved that one of the schoolgirls was screaming in
pain. A flicker of concern crossed Kirsty's face. Was there
anything she could do without giving herself away?

And then, a different scream started. A blazing,
vaguely human shape emerged from the inferno. It paused
for a second. Kirsty realized it was staring straight at her.
Panic gripped her. She couldn’t move. Then she felt a
strange sense of calm pass through her. Here it was, the
moment she had been expecting since she'd first seen them.

The charnel smell of roasting flesh shocked her back
into the moment. The creature dragged itself forward. It
was almost on her. Moving by instinct, she reached under
her coat and pulled out the meat cleaver she had stolen
from a local butcher. Ignoving the pain as flames scorched
at her, she swung at the burning monster. The blow
caught it neatly on the neck. Its head spun away from its
body. The creature stumbled forward for a second and
then collapsed at her feet. The corpse sizzled slightly as the
rain pelted down.

Quickly, Kirsty pulled off her coat and stuffed it with
the cleaver into her bag. Then she darted onto ane of the side
streets leading to the office district. A sense of utter relief
rushed through her body. She had survived. Again. She
could hide out in one of those trendy new bars until the
police were done.

How much longer can [ do this? she asked herself.
How much longer before they get me and no one knows to
take my place?

Wiy Huwy Reong?

Why on earth would you want to play a lone
hunter? The odds are really stacked against such a
character: a lone human, possessed of powers she
doesn’t understand, up against monsters only she
can see. Each day is a bartle for survival. Each
victory against the other side makes your character
question her sanity just a lictle more. Is what she's
doing really right, or has she simply become a para-
noid schizophrenic?

No one isaround to comfort her, to back herup, to
tell her what she’s doing is right. She has no one to
bounce ideas off or to share intelligence with. If some-
thing goes wrong, your character has no one else to
haul her ass our of the fire.

So, why play the game that way! Simple. Hunting
alone strikes at the very heart of Hunter: the terror of
discovering that the world isa far darker place than you
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ever imagined. Modern society has cocooned us in the
illusion that we are largely safe as we hide inside our
centrally heated and air-conditioned homes. Preda-
tory animals are distant things, seen only in zoos or on
safari. Even if an animal does become a threat, our guns
or poisons soon rob them of theirdanger. We've placed
ourselves ar the rop of the food chain and no longer
have any significant predarors.

Hunter strips away that illusion and taps into the
primeval fear of being prey for larger, more dangerous
animals. Whereas our ancestors had the comfort of
safety in numbers — as do modern-day hunter groups
— a lone hunter lives each day on the raw edge of
terror, horribly aware of his own mortality. Yet, go on
he must, knowing that nobody else can deal with the
monsters.

For this reason, playing a lone hunter makes foran
intense and horrific game. Srill interested? Good. Let's
look at why a hunter might work alone.

i Oney One

Kirsty sang quietly to herself as she entered East
Kilbride. It had been a long day, and she was looking
forward to getting home . Gregory had phoned and promised
to have dinner ready for her when she arrived. The kids
were away. It might be quite a romantic evening. She
grinned at the thought.

“That was the latest single from Robbie Williams,”"
said the inane deejay through the car sterea. "And now,
THE MONSTER MUST DIE.”

The sudden change in voice jerked Kivsty out of her
pleasant daydream. In front of her, crossing the street, was
what looked like a walking corpse. Her stomach chumed.
There was no question in her mind. [t was wrong.

She slammed the accelerator to the floor and sped
straight at the zombie. [t turned, a look of surprise on its
face. Then the car hit the thing. It sailed through the air and
hit the side of a building. The creature struck with enough
force to rebound in a heap on the street.

Kirsty watched it through the rear-view mirror. It
wasn't moving. Good, she thought. Luckily, the street was
otherwise deserted. She looped around the block to check
whether itwas still motionless. Itwas. Still, it wouldn' ¢t hurt
to run over it again, just to be sure.

As she drove home, she realized that she knew, just as
if avoice in her head was talking to her, that there were more
of them and that they all had to go.

Thoughts of killing carried her the rest of the way home.

Some hunters are imbued alone. Although group
imbuings are relatively common, sometimes the Mes-
sengers choose a lone recipient for their gifts, Hunters
are rare enough that some cities might well have only
one imbued. Even in places where their numbers are
higher, a handful of lone hunters might hunt for
months withour ever seeing any fellows' markings,
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running into another hunter who pursues the same
monsters, or finding hunter-net on the web. Each
would have no reason to suspect that he is anything
other than the only one to see that monsters are real,

Of course, this approach is the hardest for a charac-
ter. She really is utterly alone. No one else believes any
attempt she makes to reveal the truth about the hidden
masters of the world. If your character persists in trying
to tell people, she starts to question her own sanity.
After all, if everyone thinks she's insane and her only
proof to the contrary bears all the indications of delu-
sion, it's hard not to go along with public opinion.

More to the point, she has no information to go on
except the supernaturally enhanced evidence of her
own eyes. She has no way of knowing that the imma-
terial spirit she sees hovering near (or in) another
person is a ghost, or that the human/animal crossbreed
she sees is a werewolf. Even if her cultural origins and
personal beliefs allow her to accept these facts quickly,
such “superstitions” tell your character little about
how to deal with these creatures’ reality. Having no
one to exchange ideas with, or to get her out of trouble
if an experiment in “monster control” goes wrong, she
has to be very careful indeed.

Casr Our

Ed yan. He didn't want to think about what he had
done. Another hunter was dead and it was his fault.
Dammit, he'd murdered a man!

But it was the right thing to do.

Ed heard Talbot yelling somewhere behind him: “We'll
getyou, you bastard! There's nowhere you can run that we
can't find you! Murderer!”

This was it, then. He was on his own. This way would
be better. The others were too weak. He'd show them how
ta pay back the monsters for what they'd done to humanity.

Some hunters find that they just can't work with
other members of the imbued community. Perhaps,
like the Avenger in the above story, they adhere so
strictly to a creed that they cannot compromise suffi-
ciently to work with the Merciful — or even Zealots
less extreme than themselves.

Perhaps, as with Ed, other imbued reject your
character for something he did. Not only does he have
all the problems faced by lone hunters, but he might
also have to face other chosen who are intent upon
hunting him down.

At least he does have the advantage of knowing
he's not mad, however. Others know about and see the
monsters, too. He can’t work with them, bur at least he
doesn’t doubr his own sanity.

Once Burned
“You killed him,” Liz said.
John looked down at her arrogantly. “No. He was

already dead. I just put him to rest,”
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Liz fought down her anger. “He would have gone
anyway, | was doing what he needed. No one would have
gotten hurt, and he'd have gone on to his rest. But no, you
knew better.”

She paused for a moment. “Go. Get out of Durham.
If I see you here ever again, I'llveport you to the cops. Now,
get out of my apartment.”

John hesitated, as if he was about to speak. Then he
turned and left. As the door closed behind him , Liz sat down
wearily. Never again would she work with another of the
imbued. They couldn't be trusted. She had to go it alone.

Trust is a big issue for a hunter. More often than
not, any other hunter she meets is a complete stranger,
sometimes from an entirely different place or of differ-
ent origins. Your character may have reacted with
relief or even joy at meeting another of her kind. Her
gratitude at having someone to understand her new
life might have been overwhelming.

Can you imagine the effects of having such
newfound trust hetrayed! Some would abandon
the hunt and try to return to a normal life. Most
would simply choose to avoid contact with other
hunters thereafter.

In many ways, it's this category of lone wolf that
best accepts the solitary life. After all, if your character
has never met anyone like him, he can always hope
there are others. If he's been cast out by one group, he
may find another to join. If he has chosen to isolate
himself, chances are he'll always work alone.

Avvivungs on Husring Atons

If your character works alone, he can rake one
of several approaches to the hunt, depending on
his creed.

T hiz Mererut

In some ways, the Mercy creeds are well equipped
for hunting alone. Edges such as Fool's Luck, Hide and
Confront (Innocence), Bluster, Insinuate and Becalm
(Redemption), Project and (to a degree) Inflict (Mar-
tyrdom) all allow your character to confront the
supernatural at close range and stand a good chance of
getting away alive.

[f you fancy a game focused on inrense roleplaying,
these creeds offer you that opportunity. Consider the
discussions an Innocent might have with a vampire as
he tries to understand exactly what it is, or the long
debates a Redeemer could undertake with one of the
walking dead about the nature of good and evil.
Perhaps your character chooses to work with mon-
sters to undo their worst excesses or to help spirits find
their rest, as Liz does in the fiction above. Hunter:
The Walking Dead gives plenty of ideas for chronicles
based on working with spirits rather than against
them. Also, see “Monsters in Our Lives" on p. 203 for
other ideas.
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Of course, your character can never be certain that
a monster’s intentions are genuine. Some turn out to
be irredeemable, and others abuse trust for personal
gain. Lone Merciful aren’t particularly well equipped,
either with edges or through inclination, to dispatch
deserving or dangerous foes. Many develop skills with
weapons merely as self-defense measures.

And, of course, close personal contact with the
other side means that a lone hunter and her family are
easily compromised by a hostile monster who was only
pretending to be decent. The high attrition rate among
lone Merciful comes as no surprise. Martyrs who hunt
alone often lead spectacularly short careers, unless
they can see that surviving in the long-term is the best
way to serve humanity as a whole. Even so, their
inherent instinct to give up everything for the hunt
often puts Martyrs in dangerous situations that, with-
out backup, can cost them their lives.

T e Yistonary and i Losy

Many lone Visionaries become observers or watch-
ers. Fyodor in Hunter Apocrypha is a prime example
of this. Although he isn’t truly alone, as his associa-
tions with Bookworm35 and Violin99 demonstrate,
many of the evenrs in which he involves himself
require his working alone to understand the nature of
the World of Darkness. Characters of this type com-
bine the behavior of the Merciful, by getting close to
monsters, with that of the Zealous to destroy some
creatures and add to their own knowledge by learning
from and about the enemy.

If your character is a Visionary, he may well
choose to befriend beings on the other side in hopes
of gathering more valuable data about them, data he
can incorporate into his “big idea” for the future of
the world, Some might choose to step away from the
active hunt altogether to remain impartial observ-
ers, taking notes and acting only when a situation
demands it.

[f your character is a Hermit (see p. 16), she is a
loner almost by definirion. Proximity to other hunters
makes the constant voices in her head nigh-inroler-
able. Many remain committed to the huntnevertheless,
choosing to act as scouts for other imbued. They
observe and analyze on their own. Only when they
have something thar really needs acting on do they
approach other hunters to pass on the information as
quickly as possible, so others can deal with it.

If you have chosen to play a Wayward (see p. 20),
it may well be that other characters simply won't
accept your character’s single-minded dedication ro
killing, whatever their mortivation. Like Kirsty in the
precedingstories, Waywards are forced to find creative
ways to detect and destroy the opposition without
revealing themselves or exposing themselves to direct
risk roo often.




Waywards use many of the same rechniques as
Avengers but are often more proactive in seeking out
monsters to destroy. Of the Vision creeds, Waywards
are the leasr likely to directly involve other people in
what they do, but they are also the most callous, often
caring little about the consequences of their actions
for ordinary humans and other hunters. The grearer
good for humaniry served by destroying a monster
often outweighs the lesser good of preserving a de-
fenseless life in the eyes of this creed.

Y ue Lentous

The one thing that even the most dedicated
Avenger can't afford ro dois go toe-to-toe with mon-
sters time and again. While an Avenger's first instinct
when confronted by a walking corpse might be to kick
the shit out of it, that's nor a good survival strategy.
Soon or larer, she'll come across a monster thar can
kick back a lot harder.

Avengers, like most Zealots, try to strike from a
distance at the monsters that nmnipu!ure humanity.
Traps, bombs and the sniper'srifle are the stock-in-trade
ofthe lone Avenger. He might be prepared ro godirectly
into combatwith a rot, but he doesso only as a last resort.

If your character is a Defender who has appointed
herself the lone guardian of a particular area, chances
are she has the home-turf advantage, which makes
surveillance and trap-setting much easier. When wark-
ing alone, Defenders tend to be the most reactive of
creeds, acting only upon the emergence of a monster
that poses a threar, direct or indirect, to their charge.

Judges make ideal loners, They watch, they assess,
they plan and they carry out sentences. A Judge might
spend a month observing the actions of a ghost, then
decide to let it go because it threatens no one. He then
might spend a few weeks trailing a rot when he can.
When it becomes clear that the rot carries out a
vendetta against a street gang, the judge decides to act
and makes a plan to unite the gang members against
the threat — or to speed their downfall.

Surving Atone: A Priven

The key tosurviving when you huntalone issimple:
anonymity. Two big dangers exist for your character.
Foremost are the monsters she tries to destroy, who
certainly want to return the favor, Next are the police,
who want to carch her for committing criminal acts.

Most direct attacks on the supernatural involve
actions that are sure to be perceived as antisocial by
people who can't see the creatures for whar they are.
Unless your character is very clever, even the most
indirect assaults against a monster are clearly criminal
acts. Few legal systems allow the public use of bombs,
random shootings and spike-laden deadfalls.

Equally, breaking and entering is a criminal of-
fense, even if you try to destroy a creature thar somehow




feeds on people. A judge won't accept obvious lunacy
like that as a defense in court. So, with no one to cover
for your character or fabricare an alibi, he has two
options: He can go ahead with the crime and do his
best not to get caught, or he can try to conduct the hunt
in noncriminal ways.

Most hunters, alone or not, want to keep incrimi-
nating evidence of the sort that hunting requires well
away from their mundane lives. Whereas some things
— such as kitchen cleavers and the like — can be
justified in most homes, more esoteric trap-making
components or surveillance equipment can be much
harder to explain away.

Most lone hunters set up several caches of such
goods, just in case one is ever compromised. Places
such as self-storage facilities, rented garages or isolated
cabins outside the city make for ideal storage and
workshops. All should be paid for with cash and
acquired under an assumed name, of course.

So much for the direct evidence. All your charac-
ter has to do otherwise is avoid having an obvious
motive for a “murder.” She has to do her best to keep
any obvious connection between herself and her vic-
tim from forming. Both the police and monsters tend
to look for someone with a personal grudge against the
victim, rather than a random killer — after all, most
murders, even in the World of Darkness, are commit-
ted by people who knew the victim. Luckily, most of
the time your character won't have any personal in-
volvement with her victim: She takes down whatever
monsters she sees.

Of course, if she knew the monster before she was
imbued, or one becomes part of her life by joining the
company the hunter works for, say, she better be very
cautious indeed in the way she chooses to work against
such a creature. As careful, in fact, as any other
criminal preparing to commit a crime.

T tis MaKinG of  Longr

Now we know why your character might hunt
alone, and have some idea of how she might survive.
Let's look at the skills and abilities she needs to keep
her alive long enough for you to enjoy the game,
Tesving Mevvie

Although choosing your character’s Attributes
based on how you believe she approaches the hunt is
contrary to the ethos of “normality” (normal people
are bereft of experience at hunting monsters) in the
game, some compromises may be necessary for solo
roleplaying. If you want your character to be in the
thick of ir, to deal with shamblers head on, Physical
Attributes must be primary. A character who's an
observer, who picks off a monster only when the
opportunity presents itself or once he has formed a
plan, is likely to have Mental as his primary category.
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A character (often a Merciful one) who specializes in
talking to and understanding monsters may choose
Social Attributes over the other two.

ESSENTIRL SKiLts For Staving Rurve

Let's be realistic. A clueless, spoiled trust-fund
child won't survive more than a few minutes as a lone
hunter. To endure the problems that the hunt pre-
sents, your character needs to have a few practical
Abilities.

Streetwise and Subterfuge both give characters
extra help in dealing with the mundane world during
the pursuit of monsters, especially when it come to
acquiring guns, parts for bombs or other weapons,
without such purchases being traceable back to rhe
character. Stealth is also a good choice. It provides
your character with a better chance of staying alive
long enough to actually get close to a monster.

Many lone hunters find creating traps of various
sorts the best way to attack the supernatural. The Traps
Skill (see Hunter Book: Defender, p. 68) is useful
here, allowing a character an understanding of how to
build basic, low-tech traps. To make things more
interesting and to start including explosive extras and
similar nastiness in traps, Skills such as Crafts, Demo-
litions (if it can be justified), Security and Technology
are a good basics.

Security and Technology are good, multipurpose
Skills for any lone hunter, allowing her some hope of
committing criminal acts such as breaking and enter-
ing without getting caught. Ina pinch, they even allow
her to deal with any evidence that might wind up
caught on video cameras and the like.

On the legal side of the fence, investigative
Knowledges including Academics, Computer (for
searching databases and other electronic files) and, of
course, Investigation are invaluable in digging up
information about your character'sopponents that can
be turned to her advantage. Equally, Finance, Bureau-
cracy and Law can all be useful for turning mundane
powers that be against the supernatural.

If your character is to get any help at all, she needs
to be very clever about it. People are never going to
believe that the local school teacher is actually a
corpse returned to life and is feeding off the emotional
energy of her pupils. So, your character needs to find
inventive ways of turning the public against such a
creature. What secrets can she discover about the
zombie that might turn public opinion against it and
save the children? If there isn't any such incriminating
evidence, can your character manufacture some? This
sort of lateral thinking is essential. To garner any aid
from the unaware, monsters’ evil has to be couched in
terms the general public can understand. Good ratings
in Performance, Leadership or Etiquerte don't go to
waste, either,...




Don’t ignore the mundane. Drive is incredibly
useful, giving your character much more mobility than
public transport offers and, ina pinch, the ability to use
a vehicle as a large, metal weapon that can carry itself
away from the scene. Sure, it's criminal. But it's pretty
damn effective.

For most hunters, physical confrontation is in-
evitable. Dodge provides a character an improved
chance of surviving any pitched battle with the other
side, although any sensible lone hunter does his level
best to avoid such a situation. Fighting Abilities such
as Brawl, Melee and Firearms might not be as useful
as they appear: Monsters are tough and taking them
on hand to hand or even weapon to weapon isn’t
wise. If your approach is combat-orientated, how-
ever, they're invaluable.

Of course, Merciful imbued who choose talking
over destroying need different abilities. Talents such
as Empathy and Expression are great for hunters who
try to talk to monsters without getting ripped apart
after accidentally insulting them. These chosen run
a much greater risk of being identified by the other
side, however, simply through their proximity to ir.
Subterfuge can make concealing your character’s
true identity easier, as can Performance, if she spe-
cializes in acting skills.

Royaxraces

What else might your character have going for
him that will serve him well in the months to come!?
Well, Backgrounds-wise, Allies, Contacts and Influ-
ence are good choices, even if the first slightly
undermines the notion of working alone. A few people
in high (or low) places who can bail your character our
of a difficult situation, or friends and family who can
offer emotional support without really understanding
the truth of the situation can make the business of
hunting a bit more bearable. Still, they can't ever

Reatrvy Gneex

As with any choice you make during character
creation, you must ask yourself whether your char-
acter would really have had the chance to develop
these “ideal loner” Abilities before becoming im-
bued. These guidelines are provided to help you
create a character that can function usefully as a
solo hunter, not to create the perfect lone-gun-
man-killing-machine.

Thart said, a solo character needs to be more
rounded than one in a group game. She doesn’t have
the strengths of other characters to balance her
weaknesses. Your choices should be determined by
the sort of game you want to play, as the proposed
examples of Attribute allocation indicate.

R
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understand monsters the way your character does. In
fact, they can’t even believe in the existence of such
things in any meaningful way. So, while they can offer
your character succor, they can't acrually join her in
the hunt or understand and accept what she does. She
remainsalone — and involving your friends and family
in any way is always dangerous (see below).

Contacts are more distant resources; people with
knowledge or access to goods that your character
wouldn't otherwise be able to obtain. Someone who
can help in this area without asking too many difficult
questions might mean the difference between life and
death. Contacts are useful but unreliable, and they
work toward their own goals. In many ways, dealing
with someone who can help but who doesn't really
care about who you are and what you do can make a
hunter feel even more alone.

Bystanders are just as useful, although they un-
dermine the “working alone” ideastill further, as they
give your character someone to interact with who
knowsabout the supernatural. Still, they can't see the
supernatural in the same manner that an imbued can,
and they don't have the same access to edges. A
tradition of lone heroes and their sidekicks is vener-
able enough that the idea doesn't undermine the
theme of the game too badly.

Arsenal is certainly useful, if you wish to risk the
head-on approach and if your character’s origins justify
taking it. Certainly, most hunters who take an active
physical role in the hunt develop an Arsenal of sorts
over time.

Exposure is good if you want your character to
have something on which to build confidence that she
hasn’t gone mad. Previously unexplained encounters
that now make sense allow a hunter to keep a grip on
sanity without external reassurance. Fame is a positive
disadvantage. The last thing a lone hunter wants is
attention being drawn to her. [t certainly wouldn't do
for your character to be recognized by the enemy
thanks to some damn movie poster, would it?

Mentor is ano-no. This is an article about hunting
alone, after all. On the other hand, Patron is great,
giving your character direction through frequent con-
tact with the Messengers. As for Resources, well,
they're a double-edged sword. High Resources is useful
in terms of your character supporting himself and his
hunting habits. On the other hand, higher levels of
Resources often indicate a real-world job that de-
mands commitment.

Even for the Zealous, edges that aid in direct
confrontation are not as useful as one might think.
One on one, most monsters can put a hunter down far
too easily. Thus, you might want ro consider taking
Impact (see Hunter Book: Avenger, p. 71) rather
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than Cleave to allow your character use of edge-
powered weapons from a distance.

Otherwise, information-related edges such as Dis-
cern, Witness, llluminate and Pinpoint are useful
counters to the lack of outside information your hunter
has. Bluster, Burden, Foresee, Hide, Insinuate and
Ward are all great for keeping your character alive
when things go wrong, and Rejuvenate literally can be
a life-saver many times over.

Famicy an0 Oy ner Compiicarions

Family and friends present a particular dilemma
for the lone imbued. She needs her links to an
ordinary life and the way she lived before being
imbued more than other hunters do. She needs some-
body who comforts her and brings her relief from the
terrors and demands of dealing with the supernatural
on a regular basis.

Without the outlet of other hunters, however,
who can understand what is going on and can talk
about problems, fears and hopes, relationships with
people who are close to an imbued can become very
strained. Family can see that your character isscared,
stressed, distracted or hurt, and they’re sure to be-
come anxious or angry when adequate explanations
are not forthcoming. While your character can prob-
ably assuage their worries in the short term, the
longer it goes on and the wilder the excuses get, the

less likely it is that your character’s loved ones
swallow them.

Sa, your character has to try to create excuses that
explain the worst effects of the hunt. Perhaps a change
of job could make the reasons for the increased stress
clear. If your character has taken up a physically
demanding sport, the physical damage inflicted be-
comes explicable. Of course, your character would be
sensible to actually spend some time participating in
the sport, in case his loved ones decide to check up on
him. Asabonus, the extra exercise makes your charac-
ter a more effective hunter.

Of course, your character could simply walk away
from her previous life commitments, but that's easier
said than done. Most of all, she needs money to survive
and often to pursue the hunt. That means a job, and
most jobs involve regular interaction with others.
Joming vue Cause

Kirsty had been following the bizarre tugin her head for
the last ten minutes. It was definitely calling her toward this
back alley. Steeling herself, she eased along as cavefully and
quietly as she could.

What she found swrprised her: A hunter symbol was
marked on awall. Wind whipped about the litter in the alley near
the sign and nowhere else. Nearby stood a well-built, graying
man. He wore a smart but mexpensive sust, and he was visibly
agitated. Kirsty staved at him, but she couldn’t see anything




wrong awith him. The voices in her head were drouned out by
the force she felt, so there was no guidance from them.

“Who the hell are you!" Kirsty demanded, reaching for
the knife in her coat. " And what are you doin’ tae ma heid?™

“What I am doing to your head is what I call a
summoning,” the man said, nervousness shm:.-'ing in his
obviously English voice. “If you can feelit, you're like me.
You see monsters. Maybe you even fight them...?”

Kirsty eyed the Englishman warily. “Aye, mebbe.
What's yer name?”

“Well, some people call me Sixofswords, but you can
call me Paul.” He offered her his hand. "Perhaps we can
talk a little?”

He swallowed and forced himself to carry on, despite
her silence and obvious mistrust.

So, what prompts a lone hunter to seek the
help of others! For some, it’s just the relief of
actually finding others like them. Hunter code is
often the first clue they get. Seeing one of the
symbols and intuitively understanding it may well
he your character’s first evidence that other like
him exist.

Alternatively, the symbols can be used to alert
others to the characrer's existence. Markings such as
the one meaning “l am alone” are entirely intuitive,
after all. What is not intuitive is any certainty that
anyone else exists who can (or might) read such as
message. The more active versions of the symbols,
introduced in Hunter Book: Visionary (p. 77 actually
allow an imbued to call lone hunters to her, as
Sixofswords29 does in the story above.

The benefits are obvious: The hunter still has
access to all the skills and methodology she used
before, but now she has others to back her up and
cover for her. Your character also has people to
disagree with her, however, Worse, other hunters
might be compromised by police or monsters and
reveal your character's identity.

Either of these events can cause a hunter who was
previously alone to abandon a group and return to his
old ways. Indeed, simple differences of opinion are
enough to drive hunters apart. Sometimes, the only
person who can understand what your characrer
wants is himself.

Huwr tr-ner

Introducing hunter-net to a game changes the
rules, but certainly not as dramatically as introducing
a whole group of hunters in a city. Having your
character on hunter-net provides you with somewhat
unreliable information on the monsters she might face
and with a ready supply of allies. Although Witnessl
technically forbids exchange of personal details via the
system, people do use it to arrange rendezvous and
cooperative projects.
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Still, if you want to introduce allies for your char-
acter who aren't in his way, hunter-ner offers a better
way of doing it than introducing your character to a
group of hunters residing in the city.

Turning the idea on its head, a solo hunter could
use the Internet and the hunter lists as means of
faceless contact with other imbued, as sources of infor-
mation and also as a method by which to keep other
imbued at arm’s length. After all, why does he need in-
the-flesh allies when he can avoid their foibles,
weaknesses and vulnerabilities by keeping an elec-
tronic distance between himself and all of them? The
bickering and hostility seen on many of the hunter lists
would be enough to put many imbued off working with
each other.

In ConcLusion

For a player and Storyteller prepared to work on a
game with the sort of intensity one-on-one roleplaying
offers, playing a lone hunteris a great idea. Many of the
themes and issues highlighted here are merely the core
themes of Hunter: The Reckoning thrown into ex-
treme by the demands of hunting alone.

So, go for i, play the game and accept the likeli-
hood that, even more probably than in a group Hunter
game, your character’s story will most likely end with
her death.

Until then, enjoy raking back the night, one
monster at a rime.

LAW &ND DRDER

The thing let out a last, mournful howl, like a dog left
out in a thunderstorm, and then the basement fell deathly
qutiet. The white dust and ash that a moment before had
been something not exactly dead settled over the murdered
children’s bodies in a morbid snowfall. Janet closed her eves
and felt the blood pumping at her temples.

Her mind wandered to the mundane details surround-
ing the horror she had just witnessed. Someone would miss
these kids, would want to bury them. She'd have to come
up with a story. Maybe a serial killer or something else off
the five o'clock news. Anvything except the truth.

She turned away. She could deal with all that in a few
minutes. First, she needed some sun and air. To get away
fromthe death and the screams that still echoed through her.
She walked up the concrete steps, tried to ignore the broun-
red stains there and opened the basement door.

“Police! Get on the ground! Now!”

The bright California sun blinded Janetr, and she
could barely make out the squad cars arrayed in front of
the house. Shapes moved from cover behind the cars.
“Do it now!”

A strong arm wielding a sturdy nightstick swept Janet
off her feet, and she smacked facedown onto the gravel. A
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knee backed by 225 pounds of L.A.’s finest dug itself into
her back, and she screamed in pain.

“Shut up! Don’'t move! You're under arrest!” A
pair of hands patted her down and took her .38. “Well,
look at this."

Janet's eyes were clearing by the time they dragged her
to her feet. Two cops stood nearby with their weapons
drawn, while another two moved her toward their car. One
of them droned out @ Miranda warning and slipped cuffs
onto Janet's wrists.

“Watch yourself," whispered one of the cops. “You're
not alone.”

Janet saw the pin on his lapel — a shape that she
knew meant, “I am chosen” — just before the car door
slammed shut.

Both the Hunter rulebook and the Hunter Sur-
vival Guide offer advice on avoiding entanglements
with the law, but what the hell does a dedicated hunter
do when all that fails? Let’s face it, as seen by the blind,
what the imbued do is highly illegal — assaulr, stalk-
ing, murder, kidnapping, breaking and entering. Add
to that the fact that a variety of monsters have their
clammy hands all over the justice system, and getting
busted seems pretry likely for hunters. This article
takes you through the process of arrest, trial, imprison-
ment and release, with an eye toward continuing the
hunt throughout.

o -~

A caveat, however: This essay deals princi-
pally with law and order in the United States
and, by limited extension, in the liberal democ-
racies of the West. The assumption is that your
hunter faces a justice system that operates under
certain rules, that police enforce laws by follow-
ing established guidelines, that trials are generally
fair and that prison terms are imposed according
to the laws of the land. That's a nice little dream,
of course. Even in the greatest bastions of per-
sonal liberty there exist crooked cops, rigged
trials and prisoners who mysteriously “commit
suicide.” In countries with patchier human-rights
records, people who get in the way just disap-
pear, and death squads routinely carry out
unofficial executions.

What this means for your Hunter character is
that there'’s no guarantee of justice. Your character
can get screwed royally if a smart monster has sub-
verted the local justice system. Depending on how
dark your Storyteller wants to make things, it may be
nearly impossible to beat a rap. But (and thank God
there's a “but,” or this would be one boring game), if
the story is still going it's because you can do some-
thing. So when the cops break down your hunter's
door, keep thinking, stay ready to fight and let this
article help you out.

i
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The key to getting through an arrest is understand-
ing what's going on and what the cops bring to the
table. Afterall, notevery arrest, oreven every rousting,
is equal. Narcotics cops breaking down the door of a
suspected meth lab act differently than patrol cops
pulling over a suspicious vehicle. Know your enemy.
Pavnot OFFICERS

The stereotypical “boys (and gitls) in blue,” patrol
officers wear uniforms, respond to most calls, walk (or,
more often, ride) a beat, and generally provide a
deterrent by their visible presence. Assignments are
highly variable, from directing traffic and catching
speeders (especially state police and highway-patrol
forces), to supporting detectives in an arrest, to patrol-
ling dangerous areas, to community relations work.
Most officers (especially on small forces) do it all,
according to the needs of their community.

Generally, patrol officers are acutely aware of
two things: first, that they're underpaid working
stiffs disliked by most people they come into contact
with; second, that any low-life with a hard-on for
cops is going to take it out on them. Oh yeah, and
that any of those low-lives could have a gun. So,
when a patrol cop pulls someone over, she knows
she has to maintain control of the situation. She
can't tolerate any bullshit from the civilian and has
to be ready to slap him down before he can do
anything stupid. Sure, there are cops who are good
people at heart, and they may even seem friendly at
times — but on the hard streets of the big city,
empathy just gets you killed.

Most commonly, hunters deal with patrol cops
who show up to ask questions and make sure nothing
untoward is going on — which, invariably with
hunters, is not the case. Uniforms can and do stop
anyone they get a bad feeling about. Ideally, that
feeling is a combination of instinct and observation.
(Why are the plates on that van so hard to read! Is
that a gun under the dashboard?) In many places,
though, having the “wrong” skin color is enough to
make any civilian appear “suspicious." From a
hunter's perspective, that sort of harassment is actu-
ally preferable to being pulled over for a legitimate
reason — a bigoted cop out to harass an “outsider”
for the hell of it is far less likely to norice the 12-
gauge hidden in the back seat.

In rhe United States, actual arrest occurs only if
the patrol officer sees a crime in progress or has clear
reason to suspect that one has just been commirted.
Devecrives

Unlike parrol officers, detectives aren’t respon-
sible for deterring crime. They identify and apprehend
perpetrators after the fact. Detectives interview wit-
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nesses, follow leads and eventually assemble a case.
They may or may not work in teams or get help from
patrol officers (who might canvass a neighborhood for
witnesses, do preliminary interviews or provide backup
during an arrest). In small jurisdictions, such as a rural
county, a few officers might serve for both patrol and
detection, but almost any sizeable force has plain-
clothes, specialized detectives. State and federal
investigators may take over detection in small jurisdic-
tions faced with major crimes.

Columbo and Inspector Frost notwithstanding, most
detective work isn't brain surgery. Building a case
usually involves pounding the pavement, following
the most obvious leads and doing a hell of a lot of
paperwork. In the case of property crimes — burglary,
vandalism — criminals are usually caught after com-
mitting the crime repeatedly, once they finally make
some mistake or become such a nuisance that they
attract substantial police resources. Violent crimes —
assault, murder — are usually committed by someone
the vicrim knows, and poking around the perpetrator's
life often draws him out.

Detectives are usually less concerned about vio-
lence, but are acutely aware of theircase load. Another
robbery, assault or murder will always pop up. So, if
they can't get a good lead — or enough evidence to
make an arrest stick— detectives are likely to mave on
ta the next case. Thus, a careful hunter can escape
arrest even if the cops are pretty sure she was involved.
The key to beating an investigation is getting through
the first 48 hours — make sure there are no eyewit-
nesses to identify the hunter or any damning physical
evidence (such as fingerprints, hair or blood; good
luck) at the crime scene. lf your hunter can manage all
these hurdles and the cops can't make a case, they'll
drop it. Of course, they'll still keep an eye open and
some cops just never give up. And planting evidence is
always an option.

When detectives actualiy make an arrest, they're
thinking of making their case. They tend to be careful
abour reading rights and making sure evidence is
collected. If your hunter pisses them off, they may
extract some immediate physical retribution, but they
ultimately want the arrest to be a good one, at least as
far as their superiors are concerned. They're likely to
bend or break the rules — planting information or
withholding legal aid —only if they know they can get
away with it.

Y revicat and Quick Resronst

Special Weapons and Tactics — or SWAT —
teams become involved in cases that present an imme-
diate threat of substanrial violence. They organize
response to hostage situations and raids on dangerous
suspects. In the latter case, the arresting officers may be

-t




detectives specially equipped with tactical gear or full-
time tactical officers, depending on specific
deparrmental policies and resources.

Tacrical officers think of themselves as an elite
and view their duty the way a soldier does combat.
They become involved only in violent situations and
see the world in terms of dangers and targets. During an
arrest, they are far less concerned with making a good
bust than with eliminating any and all threats. They
use much more force than other officers and are likely
to respond with deadly force to any resistance. A
hunter who wavesa gun at a SWAT officer is asking to
meet his maker.

Your character's best strategy when faced with
cops in tactical gear is to surrender quickly and obvi-
ously. Drop to the ground and don'’t resist unless you
have no other choice.

Back Ay v Preciney

Once an arrest is made, cops want to make a
case stick to a suspect or get him to implicate
someone else. Your hunter faces persistent interro-
gation and having his life investigated so that they
can make that happen. Questioning usually con-
sists of a combination of intimidation and
psychological rtrickery designed to make the sus-
pect believe it’s in his interest to confess. Depending
on whether it’s routinely tolerated, violence —
from pushing to slaps to beatings to outright tor-
ture — may come into play. The police usually
imply that if the suspect doesn’t come clean he's
going to be found guilty anyway, and he can get a
lighter sentence by cooperating. The cops also
imply or say thar any move a suspect makes to
defend himself — denying the crime, calling a
lawyer — is just going to make matters worse.

ldeally, cops want a suspect to confess and they
seek evidence that backs up that confession. Pros-
ecutors, judges and juries love confessions because
they make everything easier. Even eyewitness testi-
mony and scientific evidence are no guarantee,
whereas a guilty pleais. So, the number-one rule for
your hunter is not to confess. The police are not your
character’s friends, and when they say cooperating is
better they are lying. If possible, get a lawyer and
make the cops work for a conviction. Pleading guilty
should occur only as part of a plea bargain worked
out with a prosecutor.

Crimes AND MisDzwERNORS

Hunting supernatural monsters who live among
humanity isn't covered in most law books. But the
various parts of that task look an awful lot like a variety
of mundane crimes. You should know what your char-
acter is in for in this life, so here’s a quick run down of
crimes hunters typically face arrest for:

¢ Assault/Battery/Murder: Hunters kill things
that (sometimes) resemble people, and that’s very
much against the law. In the case of some vampires
(and of ghosts), no body remains after the fact, which
makes prosecution (or even probable cause for arrest)
difficult, but not impossible. In other cases, a handy
carcass provides all the evidence needed. Battles with
a monster that don't end in destruction can be even
worse if the beast is cunning. It can simply call the
cops, point to its wounds and say it was atracked. Hard
to argue with an eyewitness.

¢ Breaking and Entering/Trespassing: Sham-
bling corpses may hide out in abandoned buildings, but
slick-as-shit vampires have corporate offices and six-
figure condos. Someone owns those places, and rarely
is it the hunter. Thus, the mission often means going
where you don’t belong. A sorcerer's wards and a
vampire's blood curses may have a hard time stopping
the imbued, but a motion detector and an alarm
contract can be just as effective.

® Stalking/Harassment: Hunters hunt. Thatr means
your character follows targets, tries to establish their
patterns and uncovers their secrets. Unless he's very
careful, he can be charged with stalking. A blood-
sucking witch doesn’t have to curse you to stop you
from following her; she can get the local boys in blue
to have a talk with you. If they pat you down and find
ahandgun, things could get ugly. Ifa hunter persists, he
can be arrested, face a court order to stay away or suffer
other consequences,

® [llegal Possession of Firearms or Explosives:
Owning firearms in the United States is relatively easy
to do legally. Even in the Land of the Well-armed,
however, walking around with a sawed-off shotgun isa
good way to get busted. In Europe and other places,
firearms draw even more harsh atcention. Notonly can
severe penalties for illegal possession result, but being
armed while committing another crime usually up-
grades that crime — breaking and entering becomes
armed robbery, assault becomes attempred murder.
Cops facing an armed perp are much more likely to use
their weapons, too,

® Kidnapping/Unlawful Imprisonment: Merci-
ful imbued spend much of their time on the hunt trying
to help the victims of monsters and the monsters they
feel can be saved. One common strategy is to take the
slaves of a crearure away from it and isolare them in an
attempt to free them from thraldom. Unfortunately,
doing so by force is a crime. A savvy vampire can easily
convince the police that his missing “aide” has been
abducted by survivalist freaks.

e Theft, Grand and Petty: The hunr can be
expensive, and once you realize that some devils
drive Porsches, “liberating” materiel or funding can




become a real tempration in your crusade. Unlike
street dealers or other mundane criminals, careful
monsters don't really tear the law, though. So, when
their legitimate business profits, cars or relevisions
disappear, they tend to call the cops. Even petty theft
— such as swiping a gun or wallet from a beast’s
bodyguard — can lead to entanglements. Giving the
police any reason to pay attention to your character
is asking for rrouble.

e Fraud/Failure to Pay/Tax Evasion: Focusing on
the hunt means that balancing a checkbook, making
alimony payments, paying a mortgage and all the other
financial necessities of everyday life have to take a
backsear to the mission. Of course, going into debt
won't bring a SWAT team to your hunter’s door, but
in extreme cases it can lead to accusations of larceny

(say, you used your client’s money to buy bulletproof

vests and ammo) and the issuing of an arrest warrant,
Some clever monsters paralyze their enemies by fram-
ing them for such crimes.

® Child Abandonment: Once you wake up to
the fact that monsters are out there and that you
have to contend with them, wanting to protect the
ones you love is a natural response. Many hunters
believe they are poison to their non-imbued friends
and family — being close to the imbued can be a
death-sentence — and so leave them for their own
good. It may be the best thing in the world for a
woman to leave her son and husband behind while
she goes off to fight the good fight, but the aban-
doned husband and rhe local authorities might not
see it that way. Your hunter may well face prosecu-
tion for doing what’s best for her children.
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Assuming that the cops can gather (or manufac-
ture) enough evidence to make it worth some
prosecutor’s rime and effort, the next step is a trial. In
the United Startes, felony trials rake place before a jury
of the accused person’s peers — 12 supposedly random
people who, for the most part, don't give a shit one way
or the other. If your hunter pleads guilty, there won't
be a trial per se. In fact, the process from arrest to
sentencing is divided into a series of steps.

Your hunter's first time before a judge is probably
her arraignment. At this stage, she's told just what she's
accused of — second-degree murder, assault with a
deadly weapon — asked if she has a lawyer and re-
quired to enter a plea. Arraisnment usually occurs
within a few days of arrest. If a hunter is smart, she has
already ralked to a lawyer and thus knows how to
plead. If she pleads guilty (as part of a plea bargain), she
goes on to sentencing at a different time.

If her plea is “Not guilty,” the next step (in the
United States, at least) is either a grand jury hearing or

a preliminary hearing before a judge. Here, the prosecu-
tor has to show good reason to go forward with the case
— guilt isn't decided yet, bur the state must show
probable cause. A grand jury is a bunch of regular
citizens who receive some instructions from the pros-
ecutor; a preliminary hearing takes place before a
judge. In general, prosecutors have probable cause or
they don't bring charges in the first place, so this step
is mostly a formality.

Then comes the jury trial, the heart of the entire
process. [t involves numerous steps. During pre-trial
discovery, both sides share evidence so that the
playing field is level. The defense usually gets time
to prepare its defense, although the amount of time
depends on the inclination of the judge (and the
skill of the lawyer). Jury selection whittles down the
puu] of pntu:‘l[ial jurors (drawn at random from
voter registration rolls or other sources) to the 12
jurors and their alternates. The prosecurion then
presents its case, calling witnesses (either people
who have information about the crime or experts
with relevant knowledge) and entering evidence
into the record. The defense gets to cross-examine
witnesses and may object to various tactics. Then,
the defense presents its case in a similar form. After
both sides have presented their cases, the judge
instructs the jury on points of law and procedure it
should be aware of. The jurors withdraw to reach a
unanimous verdict. When they do, that verdict is
read and the suspect is either released or sent on to
sentencing. If the jury can't reach a verdict, it is said
to be a hung jury and a mistrial results. Sentencing is
usually the judge's prerogative, within legal limits
such as minimum sentences. In the case of a capital
trial, the jury must sometimes decide whether or not
to impose the death penalty.

How long this whale process takes depends on the
case. In a straightforward breaking and entering with
no legal heavyweights involved, the case can be over
in a few weeks without much rime spent in a court-
room. In a high-profile murder case, with lawyers
barraging the judge with motions and points of law, the
case can take upwards of a year.

Bt and Devenrion

A critical question for a hunter on trial is where
he spends the time between court appearances. In
all but the most serious cases, a judge sets bail, an
amount of money the defendant must give the court
in exchange for the right to remain free until his
trial is over (the money is then returned). The
amount of bail depends on the crime, the likelihood
the defendant will commit more crimes, and the
probability that he'll flee. In the case of violent
criminals, the judge can decide that no bail is war-
ranted. In that instance — or if the defendant can’t
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make bail — he languishes in a city or county jail
between court appearances.

If at all possible, your hunter should make bail.
Organizing a defense and avoiding monstrous eyes
while in jail can be difficult. Accused murderers often
aren't granted bail, but if it’s offered take it and use the
freedom to prepare your character’s defense or finish
the job he started. The only exception is if you believe
the monsterdoesn’t have access to the jail — then your
hunter just might be safer with bars and cops between
him and the outside world.

Cogs m i Lecat Macuing

Many people participate in a criminal trial apart
from the defendant (your hunter, presumably). Know-
ing what these people do, what they want, and how
they can be manipulated is critical to getting through
a trial thart is tainted by monstrous influence. The
following are the major players:

¢ Bail Bondsman: A bondsman is in the business
of advancing money to suspects so they can make bail,
in exchange for a payment (generally 10 percent of the
total bail). If the defendant doesn't show up in court,
the bondsman loses the money, so he usually hunts
down the felon. He may do so himself or by hiring
professional bounty hunters. Bondsmen make good
pawns for a monster that wants muscle and money, so
be careful when dealing with them.

¢ Bailiff: A bailiff is a police officer or other trained
law-enforcement professional who works fora judge and
is responsible for maintaining security in the courtroom.
He enforces the judge's rules and protects the judge and
public from any dangers. A bailiff doesn't have a lot of
say over the course of a trial, so he isn't a target for
control or bribery by anyone who wants to influence a
trial’s outcome. If a creature wants to make sure a
defendant dies in transit, or give a prisoner a good shot
at escape, the bailiff is the person to influence.

¢ Defense Attorney: This lawyer is your hunter’s
advocate and voice in court. She may be a private

in which case your character or some third

party pays her for her work — or a public defender, who
works for the state representing defendants who can't
afford a lawyer. A public defender is typically inexpe-
rienced, underpaid and overworked. A private attorney
is usually ambitious and money-hungry. Either way,
she is the most important person in the courtroom as
far as your hunter is concerned. Without a good de-
fense your character is, to be blunt, royally fucked. So,
any monster that wants to sway the trial is likely to
target her, and it's critical that your hunter keep his
defender free of any supernatural influences.

® Judge: The judge runs the show. He decides on
procedural matters, what evidence is admissible, who
can say what and when, and he directs the jury. In

o B

court, he is the law. Of course, he does have o abide by
procedure and precedent because not doing so sets up
the possihility of successful appeals. Nevertheless, he
remains the most powerful single person in the court-
room. In all likelihood, he likes having that power.
After all, judges are appointed or eiccud, so they have
to play [he political game. Judges are prime targets for
manipulation by the enemy, of course.

® Jurors: Jurors are regular schmoes called up
largely through random selection and asked to de-
cide on guilt or innocence. They have no special
training and usually just want to go home. Manipu-
lating jurors is the whole point of a trial — each side
tries to convince them that it's in the right. Mon-
sters and imbued working behind the scenes may be
tempted to influence jurors, but doing so is harder
than it seems. It has to be done after the jury
selection process (and so has to be quick), and if the
monster wants a guilty verdict it must control all the
jurors to ensure a unanimous decision. Jurors in
high-profile trials are often sequestered, which makes
influencing them all the more difficult. In the end,
it's better for a monster or hunter to influence the
jury-selection process (by rendering some jurors ill
or ineligible) than the actual jurors.

® Prosecutor: The prosecutor—sometimes called
the district attorney or the state's attorney — is your
hunter’s enemy. Her goal is quite simply to get your
character found guilty and sentenced to the maximum
possible penalty. Her pride and career depend on
gerting solid convictions, and your character is prob-
ably just another stepping stone toward a higher office.
Ironically, this adversarial role means that she prob-
ably isn't the direct slave of a monster. Self-interest,
social pressure and professional duty make her want to
take you down, so there's just no need to turn her into
a pawn. If your character can somehow affect her
performance in court, however, that can be a worth-
while tactic (but one that probably eams anyone
caught ar it a trial of his own). One strategy is to get
evidence of monstrous activity to the prosecutor: She
might not believe that the bite mark on your stump of
an arm matches that headless cop’s neck, but such facts
can be disruptive to her strategy. A less ethical (or
more desperate) hunter could of course send allies to
harass the prosecutor. Doing so runs the risk of merely
making her mad, of course.

e Witnesses: Witnesses testify about the crime.
They have either direct knowledge (as an eyewitness
or someone who corroborates an alibi) or they are
experts (such as a ballistics specialist or a forensic
psychologist). Either way, their testimony usually is
gone over twice — once in a deposition and once in
front of the jury. The deposition takes place before
the lawyers and rhe judge, and it can still be read into




the record even if a witness is subsequently manipu-
lated or becomes unavailable. Witnesses are tools
and targets of influence — they can be bribed, intimi-
dated and controlled even without monstrous powers.
Those beasts that can make people see or hear things
can easily manufacture witnesses to events that never
really happened.

Fiuy vz Powee

Beyond the normal, legal methods of defense —
building a solid case — hunters have a few other tricks
up their sleeves. Even in a courtroom arrayed against
them, the Messengers haven't left the chosen without
the ability to fight back.

Second sight is probably your character's single
most important ability during a trial. Knowing who is
a monster or a monster’s slave is key if your character
isgoing to survive the process. You act differently if the
judge is possessed than if your lawyer is, after all. Edges
that enhance second sight are very valuable as well, be
they Discern, [lluminate, Pinpoint or Witness. [llumi-
nate is dangerous because creatures become aware of
the hunter, bur the other powers can be used more
subtly. Discern is especially useful because it allows for
surreptitious observation — the hunter can even sit
with hiseyes closed and observe the jury members who
don't breathe.

The second most important strategy is protecting
your hunter and his allies against monstrous predation,
Conviction (in the gamingsense) is the primary weapon
in this struggle, but it usually protects only the hunter,
Finding a way to guard your attorney, the jurors or any
key witnesses is essential to any chance at success. The
Innocence edge Inspire is very useful for this, because
you can use it to spend Conviction on a normal
person’s behalf, The Judgment edge Anathema can
also function to effectively remove one person from a
monster’s feeding pool. Innocent charms and De-
fender tokens also extend some safety to allies.

Some edges allow you to take a more active role if
ashadow waris going on in the courtroom. Foresee and
Delve, which allow Visionaries to see into the future
and the past in limited fashion, can garner critical
information. What question is a lawyer going to ask on
cross-examination! What was said during a closed-
door session?

Edges such as Insinuate, Burden and Balance can
actually attack a monster in court. Insinuate, which
depends on asking a question, is especially effective if
a witness is a monster. She is likely to break down on
the stand, making her testimony difficult to susrain.

By Renson of Insamy
So, you hear voices that tell you to fight zombies
who hide among us! Can you say “schizophrenia”?

How about “paranoid delusions”?

Plenty of occasions arise in which a hunter
wants ro tell others the truth about the hunt. When
faced with prosecution for murder or another serious
crime, it can be very tempting to just spill the beans.
The non-imbued, after all, tend to see such admis-
sions as evidence of mental disorder, so making
them can be a quick road to a psychiatric defense.
Instead of being a convicted murderer, your charac-
ter can be diagnosed as ill and get treatment. Unless
no other choice exists, don’t do it. As tempting as a
padded cell is, it's still a cell. Politicians get in an
uproar about killers beating a rap through an insan-
ity plea, but rarely does court-ordered psychiatric
treatment mean a pleasant future. Your hunter is
likely to end up in a pretty rough, violent ward,
under even closer supervision than a regular pris-
oner, and drugged to the gills on antipsychoric
medication —all of which impairs his ability to deal
with imprisonment. Also, keep in mind that such

Gome ur vie Rivex

Your character may very well not be able to
escape her legal entanglements — or not for quite
some time, at least. If cops saw her put three
rounds into a little boy’s head, it probably won't
matter that the boy died three years ago and rose
from his grave. A skilful lawyer might use death
records to show why the crime was “impossible”
and so get your character released; or she might
eventually escape from jail. But all that rakes time
— months, possibly years.

If the Storyteller and the other players don't
want to put the rest of the chronicle on hold for
that time, making another character is a viable
alternative. Put your first hunter on the back
burner while the case builds and introduce a new
character. Presumably, the other imbued won't
let their buddy rot, so your first character can
make occasional appearances, while you still get
to play in the ongoing game.

This type of character-switching offers you
plenty of possibilities. First, it’s a good way to
outright retire your earlier character. Sent to
Attica for 20 to life, he's effectively out of the
chronicle — but the other imbued can visit her,
and solo prison stories are always a possibility for
old time’s sake. If you (and the Storyteller) intend
to return her to “active duty” eventually, your
substitute character can be wilder and not too
long for this world. Try out an extremist with
multiple derangements, a bystander or even a
hunter on his way to corruption. You should
consult with the Storyteller when making these
choices, but such a change of pace can be a blast.
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incarceration often continues until a patient is cured
— and there are no cures for the hunt.

Also, remember that spouting the truth artracts all
the wrong kinds of attention. The blind may see your
hunterascrazy, but the flesh-eating monstrosity watch-
ing from behind the scenes knows berter. And it’s sure
to know just where your hunter is locked up. Accidents
happen to psych-ward patients all the time... and to
their families.

Keep the truth to yourself. It’s safer that way.

Dome Yme: INcrReERAY 10N

With a few exceptions, the crimes a hunter can be
convicted of lead to jail time. Not all cells are created
equal, however. Different crimes and jurisdictions lead
to different types of incarceration, and these variables
have everything to do with what's in store for your
imbued convict. Some common forms of incarceration
include the following:

® City Lockup/County Jail: Even before your
hunter is convicted, he may spend a lot of rime
behind bars. If he can't make bail, he spends time in
a jail — a temporary holding facility full of fellow
defendants. These facilities can be small detention
centers or huge, big-city complexes, but they are
always very unstable. Their population is always
changing, with people thrown together pretty hap-
hazardly. Killings and suicides are not uncommon;

monsters (and hunters) can and do contribute to
those incidents.

® Minimum Security/Work Release: Individuals
who are found guilty of nonviolent crimes and who
aren't considered threats to society may end up in
minimum-security prisons, Federal prisons of this sort
are called “Club Fed” because of their reputation for
pampering white-collar criminals. Of course, it's still
prison, but little violence occurs in these settings,
sentences are relatively short and access to the outside
world is encouraged. Most prisoners participate in
training and work-release programs that allow them to
spend some time in the outside world. Minimum
security is not much of a monstrous hunting ground, if
only because prisoner deaths are highly unusual and
draw attention.

® Medium Security: A medium-security prison
is the basic cellblock stereotype. The population is a
mixed bag of armed robbers, drug dealers and others.
Access to the outside world happens through regular
visits from friends and family and through limited
vocational classes. Violence is hardly unknown, prison
gangs are endemic, guards are bullies and the strong
thrive. Monsters who are subtle predators have a good
time with these prisons — either by masquerading as
guards or slipping about unseen. Anger, boredom and
frustration exist in equal quantities here.




® Maximum Security: Violent criminals and
ones whom the courts want to make examples of end
up in maximum security. Murderers, rapists, child
molesters and drug dealers rub shoulders in an explo-
sive powder keg controlled by thuggish guards.
Rehabilitation is largely illusory — these facilities are
designed to lock convicts away, often for life. If
convicts end up killing each other, well, only liberal
troublemakers are gonna care. Monsters who find
ways to move freely throughout such cages of hate
and despair love these places. Gang rape, casual as-
sault and cold-blooded murder are the bread and
butter of maximum security.

® Death Row: Maximum-security prisons in
states with the death penalty may have a“death row,”
a wing where prisoners condemned to die await
execution. Generally, they have a long wait. It can
take over a decade to go through all the appeals, stays
of execution and other legal rigmarole. Death row
isn’t a good place for most monsters, except for ghosts
and other things that feed directly on despair and
pain. Those emotions are abundant on death row —
as is boredom. Lots of boredom.

e Solitary (and Worse): Prisoners who break
rules lose their few privileges. In maximum-security
situations, they may end up in solitary confinement,
where they stay in a small cell 24 hours a day without
any human contact. Stays of 30 days or more aren't
unusual in tough penitentiaries. This isolation can
wear down a lot of hard-cases. Of course, in many
countries, such imprisonment is hardly exceptional.
Political prisoners and others outside the larger de-
mocracies face harsh sentences and time in work
camps. These situations are grear for monsters that
feed on anger and frustration.

Don'y Dror vhe Soar

The number-one rule of life on the inside is
survive. You do what has to be done; ear or be
eaten. Prison, even minimum security, is not fun.
At best, it's a test in patience and perseverance
just gerting by as long months of monatony drag
onward. At worst, it's a hell of hard labor alongside
violent and abusive maniacs, some in chains, oth-
ers in guard uniforms. But, if ever there were a
group prepared for the hardships of imprisonment,
it's the imbued.

On the street, your hunrer has faced inhuman
killers and ungodly monstrosities. She has forged
allegiances of necessity with other desperate souls.
She has sacrificed her comforts for the cause. She
has gone to war. Compared to all that, racist gangs
and hard-core killers aren’t quite as big a deal.
Hunters have a fire that the blind just don’t share,
and in the predatory pressure cooker of a prison,

others quickly pick up on that quality. Your hunter
may be able to stare down bullies or find that others
just don't challenge her as much.

That isn't to say that prison is safe, just thatitisn’t
thar much more dangerous than the streets.

A Sure awo & Drcam

Just because she's in a cell doesn’t mean your
hunter’s “career” is done. The same drives and visions
that brought her to the mission in the first place follow
her wherever she goes. But carrying on the hunt from
prison is not easy. Basically, you have to wait for the
monsters to come to you, as your freedom of movement
is curtailed. Thankfully, all things come to those who
wait. Imbued convicts eventually come across inhu-
man horrors— be they vampires sucking prisoners dry,
zombies in guard uniforms or the ghosts of death-row
inmates. The agglomeration of the violent and the
hopeless seems to draw the beasts like flies to especially
fragrant shit.

The first question your hunter needs to ask himself
is whether he wants to carry on the mission behind
bars. After all, if you learn that a prison guard is really
a vampire who's drinking the blood of killers and
rapists, it might be a better idea to just lay low and let
the fucker gorge itself. Does the monster's choice of
victims make a difference?

If you decide that the hunt is worth pursuing,
your chosen's watchwords must be patience and
planning. If she gers caught, there’s no place to
run. She has ro wait for the perfect opportunity and
cover her ass at all times. If the monster has no
mortal identity (a ghost, for example), destroying
or banishing it may require simply getting some
time alone and unobserved. If the thing looks like
a prisoner, jailhouse murder can be covered up as
just another gang fight. Your hunter may face an
additional sentence or time in solitary, but if she's
already up the river for 20 years, that's not too
much of a concern.

If the thing is disguised as a guard or another
prison official (a psychiatrist ora warden, say) things
become much harder. Killing a guard isn't easy and
leads to a lot of trouble. Even if the other guards are
regular Joes, they're likely to exact lethal vengeance
on a prisoner who kills — or even tries to kill — one
of their own. Your hunter may think it's worth dying
for the cause, but suicide is a fool's game. A better
strategy is to set up another prisoner as a patsy
make it look as if he did the killing. Luckily, prisons
are full of proven murderers. Of course, letting
another human, even a felon, pay for your hunter’s
actions might seem terribly unfair, but some sacri-
fices need to be made.

Right?
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Assuming your character can lay low or otherwise
survive incarceration and you want to play a former
convict, life after prison becomes your major concern.
But life outside is never easy, least of all for someone
who still hears voices and sees monsters.

nouch Rorz vo Hanc Yoursete

Parole isnot the same as freedom. It'sa conditional
release, counted as part of a prisoner’s sentence and
designed to help ease overcrowding and to ensure some
sort of transition from incarceration to freedom. Ide-
ally, parole helps prevent recidivism — it stops ex-cons
from getting back into trouble. In most cases, it’s just
one more hoop to jump through, your parole officer
one more bureaucrat who doesn’t give two shakes
about your fate.

Nonviolent felons such as car thieves and burglars
usually end their sentences with a stint of parole.
Violent criminals get parole only if they can convince
a parole board that they are reformed enough to be
permitted back among society. Most of these convicts
have to make several requests over long years of incar-
ceration before they gain parole. The length of parole
depends on the length of the overall sentence.

The conditions of parole depend on the
prisoner's record both before and during incarcera-
tion, but all parolees must report to and obey a
parole officer and refrain from any and all criminal
activity. Former prisoners are banned from associ-
ating with other convicted felons, and sometimes
they are forced to wear electronic locating devices
or abide by other special conditions. All parolees
are expected to find regular work and become so-
called productive members of society. Beyond
regularly scheduled meetings with a parole officer,
the parolee is subject to surprise visits, calls at work
and other inspections. Parolees cannot own fire-
arms and must obtain special permission to change
their city of residence. In other words, parole is a
pain in the ass, made bearable only because it's an
improvement over prison.

Fora hunter, it's a living hell. Almost everything
about the hunt is made harder by parole. Keeping odd
hours, associating with troublemakers, being present
at possible crime scenes (“No, officer, I have no idea
how those rotting body parts got scattered all over the
street.”), carrying weapons, getting into fights — can
all get you booted right back into the slammer. Unless
your boss is a fellow imbued or a bystander, you have
to find time to get your work done and be available,
because getting fired is also likely ro land you back
behind bars. Add a parole officer regularly calling
your boss or dropping by unannounced, and a “suc-

.

cessful reintegration into society” doesn't seem very
likely, does it!
Maxme i Wonk

The only way to make the hunt compatible with
parole is deception. Just as with your hunter's life
before incarceration, she has to convince the world
(and her parole officer) that she's just your average
Jane Doe. The early part of any parole is the most
important time frame for achieving this illusion. The
early days and weeks of parole are when a parole ofticer
decides how much of a risk your character is, makes
surprise visits and generally makes the parolee a prior-
ity. If your character can convince him that she isn't a
troublemaker, more foolish lawbreakers will eventu-
ally draw his attention.

So forget about the hunt early in the parole.
Take mental notes if you come into contact with
the enemy, but don't act. Find a job, pay your rent
and be a good little citizen. Lay low and wait. Once
the surprise visits die down, once you've got a job
you can keep, once your new life becomes rourine,
then you can consider stepping up. Yes, that means
you may have to sit back and watch a thing get its
way. You have to sit on your hands and let it win
one — because you're being watched, and if you
act, you lose.

Once you're no longer an immediate concern, you
can get back to the hunt, but carefully. Your parole
officer is probably an overworked slob, but that doesn’t
make him totally blind and stupid. Even if he thinks
you're tame, he’ll still make a few checks and calls. So,
you still have to keep the job and be around, bur you
can risk a few nights “on the town.” As long as you
don't get caught, he won't know you fight the good
fight instead of hitting the clubs.

Teamwork and planning are essential when re-
turning to the hunt. Working with other hunters, you
can monitor your parole officer himself. Get to know
his schedule better than he knows yours. Know when
he makes his check-up calls, when he goes to check on
prisoners, and when he holes up with his wife. Then,
you can act safely.

1 7
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Of course, the possibility exists that a parole officer
is one of them. Although such a problem would be
grave, at least second sight reveals that challenge fairly
easily. A more insidious danger is that the parole
officer is just your average schmoe but is being used. A
smart, power-hungry monster could very well get its
claws into the local department of corrections. It could
then use legitimate authority to keep an eye on certain
individuals (who might have killed or harassed a fellow
beast, for example). If your parole officer’s reports end
up on the desk of that sort of boss, you have to be even
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The imbued are neither numerous nor espe-
cially well organized. Most hunters operate
largely alone or in small groups, perhaps with
some contact to others through hunter-net.
The one advantage the chosen have is that they
can be anywhere, including in the justice sys-
tem. In fact, given that the call comes to those
who cross paths with monsters and have some
impulse ro deal with them, cops, lawyers, social
workers, judges and the like make for good
imbuing candidares.

So, a hunter who ends up on the wrong side
of the law is well advised to subtly seek out
anyone who might have heard the call and be in
a position to help. Standing up in court and
crying out, “l see dead people!” won't help, but
using hunter code or dropping hints might bring
any potential allies into the open. This tech-
nique is also a good way for a player to provide a
Storyteller with a hook for introducing a new
character or subplot.

Fair warning, however: Heaven and Storytell-
ers help those who help themselves. Sitting back,
scrawling hunter code on a cell wall and hoping for
an imbued savior is pretty lame. Any such call for
helpshould be only one part of how your character
deals with arrest. Have her get ready for trial, try to
prepare her defense, search for her enemies and
protect her friends. When and if exterior help
comes, it’s likely to be nothing more than some
advice or protection (a bystander public defender
or an imbued prison guard). Actually resolving
problems is up to you,

more careful. But of course, you have no way of

knowing whether that might be happening until it’s
too late. So, assume you're being watched.
Hey, no one said this would be easy.

Sougez Codz

The justice system is a complex and arcane beast.
If you want to learn more, the following books may be
useful. They all helped in the writing of this essay.

® How to Try a Murder: The Handbook for Armchair
Lawyers, by Michael Kurland (Macmillan)

® Order in the Court: A Writer's Guide to the Legal
System, by David S. Mullally (Writer's Digest Books)

e Police Procedural: A Writer's Guide to the Police
and How They Work, by Russel Bintliff (Writer's Di-
gest Books)

® The Writer's Complete Crime Reference Book, by
Martin Roth (Writer's Digest Books)

Working Y oGEYHeR

“I don't like this. Something isn't right.” As he spoke,
Simon's head turned back and forth to take in the barren
stretches of shopping center and almost empty parking lot
that surrounded them.

Carson looked around as well, not realizing how much
more of the poorly lit mall that Simon could see. “What?"
he said. “Everything seems okay to me.”

To Simon, the lot's towering (and mostly nonfunc-
tional) light fixtures might as well have been burming at
wriple strength. Hiroko and Carson stood concealed with
him near the entrance to the derelict cinema. Hefty orna-
mental pillars provided excellent cover there. Midway
across the parking lot, John and Peter sat low in the van.
Maddy was just visible at the perimeter, on a grassy bank
near a courier-service hooth.

Even the thoroughfare bordering the mall had been
quiet for some time, its stream of rush-howr commurers
having dwindled hours earlier. The shopping center itself
had been closed long enough for the guard 1o have made his
last pass before sneaking in the nap he took nightly in the cab
of his tiny pickup. He was on the far side of the mall.
Meanwhile, their contact, who called herself “Catherine”
— Simon knew she was lying but saw no reason to confirm
this obvious untruth to the others — stood off to their left,
in the shadowed doorway of a pizzeria. To the right, an
undeveloped plot of land extended alongside the southern
edge of the center.

“‘Seems’ is exactly right,” Simon finally said. “Maybe
you should use a little... foresight?"

“Now? Are you sure?” Carson said.

“Trust me." said Simon.

“He's right,” Hiroko chimed in. The words so sur-
prised Simon that he turned and stared at her. Hiroko
appeared not to notice. “Catherine looks unsettled,” she
said. “She's usually calm. Tonight she's fidgety, like she’s
out of—"

“They'll come from over there!" Carson said, focus
returning to his eyes as he faced right and gazed into the
darkness. “I think it's a set-up!™

Simonand Hiroko spoke simultaneously, she to Carson,
he into his walkie-talkie.

“Itis nota set-up. Catherine would not betray us, and
it's unworthy of you to suggest ir."

“Heads up, people. We have company coming from
the south. Let me know if anything moves out there.”

John and Maddy acknowledged Simon’s warning.
Carson looked slightly dazed, and huat.

Simon appeared grim. “We're changing the plan.
Let's get the van over here so we can be ready to move out
fast. It's more defensible, and we'll have a better view of
those fields.”

Hiroko shook her head. “Catherine may not under-
stand. We should not surprise her, She does not like
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surprises. Stick with the original plan.” She looked at
Carson, and then they both turned to look at Simon.

“Forget the original plan,” Simon said. "She'll under-
stand. She's smart.” Hivoko grimaced but didn’t sav any-
thing. Simon activated the walkie-talkie agam. “John,
bring the van to the front of the theater. We'll have our chat
in it. Preferably in motion."

As the van's engine revved to life, Hiroko stepped
into the open to beckon Catherine toward them. Simon
saw their informant look up uncertainly, the taint clearly
visible across her features. Hiroko waved at her cheer-
fully, and after a moment's hesitation, Catherine walked
over to meet them. The van swerved sharply just short of
the curb and stopped. John kept the engine running and
the lights off. Catherine continued moving, a bit more
speedily now.

The walkie-talkie crackled.
moving in the field," Maddy said.

Simon cursed , then said to Hiroko, “Let's all see what
we're dealing with here.” He looked to the right and could
pick out the black-light coronas of several dead things
approaching through the tall grass. He glanced left to see
that Catherine had started running toward them. “Madcdy,
get ready to fall back to the mall. We'll have the van over
there in about a minute. John, have Peter wait in the back
with his equipment in case anyone needs his help." He
lowered the walkie-talkie. “Carson, be ready to give

“I can hear something
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Maddy some support.”

Hirako sprinted out to meet Catherine, signaling fran-
tic explanations as she moved. As the pair hurvied back
toward the van, shots echoed across the lot. Carson and
Maddy fived their pistols at a group of votting things that had
emerged into view. The rats slowed a bit as they realized
they were being fired upon. Simon pulled his oun gun and
fired a covering shot at the things to give them a second angle
of fire to worry about. He exchanged a glance with Hiroko
and nodded toward the van.

“You will need to come with us if you are to be safe,”
Hivoko said to Catherine. Catherine looked worvied but
allowed herself to be pulled inside with Peter. Simon stepped
away to get a better angle, and fired off several more shots
while Carson tumbled inta the van. Carson slammed the
door shut as they sped forward.

Maddy better be ready, Simon thought.

One of the many things that hunters have to come
to terms with is the facr chat different imbued — often
reflected by their different creeds — have different
objectives in the hunt. Sure, everyone wants to make
the world safe for humanity, but plenty of disagree-
ments arise on the best way to go abourt it. The most
obvious polarity is between Avengers, who want to kill
monsters, and Redeemers, who want to save them. But
it’s just as likely that they will agree to pursue a fleeing
creature — albeit for different reasons — while a
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Defender wants to stay put, where everyone is safe.
Unity is extremely important for any group of charac-
ters who want to stay in one piece, so disputes have to
be settled quickly. Varying opinions have to be recon-
ciled effectively if the characters are going to have a
chance in the hunt. If your hunter can’t trust his allies,
he won't last long.

Each of the creeds possesses a unique focus and
perspective on the hunt. As with any specialization,
this is both a strength and a weakness, and it means
that groups with characters belonging to a broad vari-
ety of creeds are potentially a lot stronger than groups
with a very narrow focus. Single-creed groups can
more easily make the mistake of thinking the super-
natural is uniform or predictable. Although they are
very powerful in their specialty area, they are easy to
lure into ambushes, the role of pawns or other traps.
Multi-creed groups have a wider array of skills and
attitudes, and therefore tend to be far better at dealing
well with a range of situations.

This article investigates the reasons and ways you
and your character can encourage and maintain team-
work among hunters. Although thete are no actual
game rules about group interaction, how your hunter
behaves and interacts with his allies is vital to deter-
mining how effective, cohesive and reliable a group
they are.

STAYING T 0GEYHER

The initial formation of a hunter group is probably
inspired by the Storyteller. She provides the narrative
underpinnings for the way the group comes rogether.
It may be that your characters are imbued together,
that they knew each other beforehand, that they all
have a mutual interest or social origin in common, or
that they just find each other more or less at random
and agree to work together. However it occurs, once
the Storyteller does the work of explaining how your
group meets, it's up to you and the other players to
make sure that the group stays together. After all, if
personality clashes between characters get so bad that
the group splits, some characters probably have to
become Storyteller-controlled, which defeats the pur-
pose of playing together.

There are numerous means by which individuals
in groups possess different opinions and yet stay to-
gether. Ways of “playing well with others” can be seen
both in the real world and in films, TV and books.
Fiction in particular is a rich source of ideas, because
group tension is dramatic and tends to play a part in
many stories.

One of the most effective anchors for group diver-
sity is having a strong leader. The group is controlled
by someone with a forceful personality who is re-
spected, needed or feared by the others. That person

thus has the power to force his decisions onto everyone
else aurocratically. Some leaders are fairly tyrannical,
come to their own decisions and expect others to obey
without question. Others may be inclusive and ractful,
asking everyone’s opinion about situations and then
reaching a balanced decision. In either case, once any
decision has been made, discussion stops. Some dan-
gers lurk in this model, though. If decisions never favor
one particular character, that person is sure to become
resentful and possibly mutinous. A worse risk is the
burden of responsibility. One or two bad choices can
severely undermine a leader's confidence, making him
weak and indecisive, and guilt from botched opera-
tions may cause severe stress, even derangement.
Finally, if the leader is incapacitated or killed, the rest
of the group might fall apart temporarily and be vul-
nerable during rhat time.

Many groups look to some greater motivator, be-
yond a strong leader, to stay with each other. For
centuries, religion has united many people of ex-
rremely different origins. For hunters, a common set of
deeply held beliefs, a clear vision or some specific,
vitally important goal can provide a cause to rally
around. Some characters may even value their cause
above their own lives. The good of the cause allows
characters to put aside disagreements in favor of a
greater good. The downside is that should the cause be
undermined, negated or fulfilled — say, for example, a
key group belief proves to be false (“The Feds state
conclusively on this web site that the Roswell Incident
involved nothing more mysterious than a weather balloon!
Our belief that the Messengers are Earth’s extraterrestrial
saviors is wrong! ") — the group disintegrates.

In a similar vein, many groups come together as
a temporary means of achieving a specific objective.
Such imbued may band together for mutual defense
in the face of a clear threat, or they have a specific
mission that requires teamwork. These are quick
and easy ways to get people to cooperate, but be-
cause such a group is so loose, all dissent must be
handled diplomatically and hunters in such a group
might not be prepared to risk themselves to aid their
colleagues. Once the objective is attained, such
groups typically dissolve.

Shared trauma is less fragile. The World of Dark-
ness is a harsh place, and many terrible things happen
in it, especially to hunters. The characters may stay
together simply because there is no one else who
understands what's happened to them. Most imbued
desperately need the company and support of others
who have not only suffered the same horrors, but who
also realize it. Adversity can produce some very strong
interpersonal bonds but doesn't give any real mecha-
nism for settling disputes or making decisions, and it
can lead a group to become unusually gloomy. The

-0 Wi,




death of a character can also affecr all others particu-
larly harshly.

A more upbear version of this motivation is to
have a leaderless group united by mutual respect and
affection. This type of group can easily grow out of one
of the other types as the characters work together,
learn to trust one another, rely on each other and so
grow close. This pattern is one often found in fiction.
When it works well, a mutually friendly group can be
extremely effective. The weakness, as with a group
brought together by trauma, can be a lack of any
mechanism for making decisions, so crucial decisions
can stretch on for a dangerously long time.

The flﬂ’l] ser l‘)f reasons f(_'!l' ﬂT(‘)lJp\ 'it“lyu‘lg [{‘]ge[]]er
centers on coercion. In this type of group, the imbued
are forced to work rogether against their personal
preferences. Such unions might come about because
members have made an oath or other type of binding
promise that forces them into a group, or because
they've accepted a contract — possibly as a form of
paid employment — or because they have accepted a
higher authority, whetherspiritual, religious or tempo-
ral. In all cases, some characters may resent the group,
while others might not particularly object to it. Mem-
bers typically feel little loyalty to one another, and may
actively dislike one another, which can make the unit
extremely vulnerable. Especially irritated characters
might try to find a way to leave or even turn traitor just
to get away.

Grour Dynamics

Whatever the rationale behind your group’s con-
tinued cooperation, instances when the characters do
not or when their objectives clash are sure to arise.
Friction is inevitable, particularly when the hunters
concerned are strong-willed and dedicated, as are the
majority of the imbued. At such times, players must
make certain allowances for group dynamics or accept
that the game is going to be disrupted repeatedly,
which means everyone has less fun.

One of the most important rules to remember is
that disagreement is a luxury that you can afford
only when nothing important is going on. Arguing
takes time, and if your charactrers are in the midst of
a crisis, events are sure to roll over them. Some-
times, even a bad decision is better than no decision
at all. So when things are really chaotic, don’t waste
time trying to come to a decision by consensus. The
most effective thing to do is to have a leader who
decides what to do, or failing that appoint someone
to make a quick group decision and then act on it.
After all, you can always fight about it afterward,
once the emergency is over.

The value of a strong leader is discussed above, but
effective leadership means more than just barking

orders. A good leader spends time keeping the group
working together effectively, and that includes mak-
ing sure that other imbued are as happy as possible,
listening to what the group has ro say, and having a
reliable way of reaching decisions before crises hit. The
leader may also have to hide information from certain
group members on occasion in the interests of getting
things done. If the group needs to make a deal with a
repentant monster, forexample, certain atrocious things
the creature did in the past may be best kept secret from
a group’s zealous Avenger. Leaders and groups who
engage in such practices should be prepared for some
interesting internal conflict, however, when the Sto-
ryteller rules thar such subterfuge fails and the monster
is out of the bag.

Healthy groups with a strong leader often feature
another important group player, the jester. This char-
acter lightly mocks the leader’s information, logic,
qualifications or even intelligence and appearance.
The jester is an important reminder to the leader to be
certain that her decisions are as accurate as possible,
and that she has considered all the options and possi-
bilities and not missed anything obvious. If the entire
group tends to defer automatically to the leader, tunnel
vision is sure to develop, leading to dangerous assump-
tions and bad planning.

IncLusive PLaYING

The most important thing to remember is that
playing Hunter is supposed to be a fun. Every player
has a duty to make sure that everyone else is included
in the game, and that no one is sidelined. When a
group of characters differs widely as individuals, mak-
ing sure that the group includes everyone while still
allowing characters to retain their own uniqueness can
be difficult. If you have to erase all free will from your
character, the game stops being fun. That means chart-
ing a middle course between obedience to the group
and constant in-fighting, so that the various hunters
all remain more or less content with the way the group
runs, and the players can all have a good time. Luckily,
doing so is not difficult, and you'll find it to be well
waorth the effort.

The best way for any group with a broad variety
of characters to be efficient and inclusive is to give
different people different roles and areas of author-
ity. The best leaders delegate, and the best groups
include people who have clearly defined areas of
expertise. The first step is to give everyone a specific
role during combat or other life-and-death situa-
tions. Determine what strengths characters have.
Apart from obvious roles in a fight situation such as
close combat, ranged combat or thrown weapons, a
sensible group ought to have someone who can
perform emergency medical services, someone who




can look for and clear an escape route, someone who
can provide a distraction, and even someone who
can go into a dangerous area and bring fallen com-
rades to the medic. If everyone has an assigned role
and a routine to perform, everyone feels included
during combat, not just the fighters. Remember to
weigh Traits and edges as well as creeds when decid-
ing who should do what.

Everyone ought to have a particular area of
authority outside combat, too. Whether based on
personality, Abilities, Backgrounds, or even experi-
ence, these “character wrinkles" are essenrial to
keeping the hunt from becoming a mere “bug hunt.”
Each member of the group should make decisions on
ideas, planning and execution of events and other
matters covered by her area. Areas of authority can
range from transport, tactics and building things to
finance, dealing with police (i.e., avoiding them
altogether) and running cons. Rely on the Story-
teller to involve all the players by bringing the
different areas of authority into the game regularly,
and feel free to assign more than one area of author-
ity so long as everyone gets a fair share. Don’t give
any particular character absolute authority on the
core matters of the hunt, though — which monsters
to act against, which are worth trying to save — or
else the other players, and hunters, may well be-
come resentful.

For big decisions when there is time to think, try to
make sure everyone is involved. Even if one person —
a leader or expert — has the last say, everyone in the
group should at least be consulted. That way, all the
characters feel they are listened to and included, and
the players can have fun.

Disagreements that cannot be settled through
character debate can be resolved in a variety of
ways. One, as mentioned earlier, is for the group
leader to impose a decision on the group. When a
decision falls specifically within one character’s
area of authority or expertise, he too can be given
the right to reach a final verdict, much like a sports
referee. If no clear expert is present, however, then
another good option is to have a rolling decision.
With this method, each character takes a turn at
being the person to make the final decision, accord-
ing to a strict order. Other characters may disagree,
but they have to wait their turn. This method offers
a very fair way of dealing with disputes but does not
always yield the best solutions.

Anotheroption is to put adecision toa group vore.
Whichever option has the greatest number of votes
wins. This method is also extremely fair, but if one or
two characters hold views different from the others’,
they might never ger decisions that go their way,
which would leave them highly dissarisfied. A fourth

option is to haggle over a decision, offering future
concessions, services or goods in return for agreement
at the present time, much as politicians do. This
process can be entertaining and imposes a significant
degree of responsibility on the winner.

When all else fails, if a character disagrees vehe-
mently with a particular course of action, it may be
necessary to give that person some other rask to do
that takes him out of the way while the rest of the
group does what has to be done. In some cases,
sending the difficult character on a side-mission
before he knows about the other issue might be
crucial to success. This sort of manipulation needs
to be handled sensitively and maturely by the play-
ers — never feel any need to get angry with your
friends just because your character would be pissed
at her fellows. Never forget that Hunter is just a
game. That rule is, perhaps, the most important of
all when trying to make sure that a group works
together. As a player, remember that the other
players are your friends, and cut their characters —
and the Storyteller — some slack. Doing so goes a
long way roward making sure that everyone has a
good time, and if people aren’t having a good time,
they're likely to stop playing and you might be left
without a game.

T EAMWORK

Having a set of systems or dynamics thar allow
your characters to work together with the minimum
amount of stress really pays off when they're on the
hunt. If they can get along, the different creeds can
work extremely well together, and their skills and
perspectives complement one another quite effec-
tively. Your characters’ personal outlooks,
understandings and opinions can be combined to
make your group far stronger than the sum of its
parts. In this last section, we look at each of the
creeds in turn to consider the generalized strengths
and weaknesses of each, and what can be done to get
the most out of them. We don't discuss the tactical
aspects of different edge combinations, though —
part of the fun of playing a group with a wide range
of creeds is finding out for yourself how things work
well together.

The biggest problem with a group having a re-
stricted range of creeds — particularly single-creed
groups — is lack of perspective. The hunt is a subtle
and tricky undertaking, and different situations re-
quire radically different approaches. Learning to
identify the correct approach to resolve a specific
situation is one of the most important skills thar a
hunter group can develop. Sometimes, charging in
with guns drawn really is the best option — bur other
times it can get all your characters killed. A group of
imbued with a narrow range of creeds tends to come up
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with the same type of answer to the majority of prob-
lems, and that's a serious weakness when dealing with
something as complex as the World of Darkness. In
Hunter, you need a breadth of ideas if you're going to
succeed in the long run.

Looking at the spread of primary Virtues across a
group gives you a quick overview of whether your team
tends more toward specialization or balance. The type
of group you have is sure to shape the sort of game you
find yourself in. If your group has a lot more Zealous
imbued than any other kind, yours is likely be a fairly
direct, action-oriented game. You probably don't spend

much time getting familiar with the secret workings of

the world, or befriending any supernatural beings.
Instead, your primary reactions are likely to be either
fight or get out of the way. Monsters that discover your
group probably try to either stay hidden or do what
they can to neutralize you.

If the group consists mo'-'.rly of Merciful hunters,
}'l)ur h]Ll_l‘! IS llkt_ lv o hf:’ JUN[’ rht l‘!Ppl‘!‘iltL Ynm’ t.har-
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supernatural creatures, evaluate them and maybe even
try to uncover secrets about how they're organized —
to better understand what they go through and feel as
creatures. You might even get drawn into plots by the
creatures around you.

Groups that are mostly Visionary are likely ro
spend the bulk of their time on research and investiga-
tion, and are as likely to tour the country interviewing
other hunters as they are to focus on eradicating or
converting monsters. Balanced groups tend to indulge
in all these activities at various times, of course.

Avengers are usually direct and to the point, and
they often dislike delays, drawn-out plans and sneaki-
ness. The majority of them have a problem with any
form of reconciliation with monsters. They can be
pretty stubborn about it, so a good group dynamic is
important. They're brave and determined, good in a
fight, reliable and, for the most part, honorable. Most
of them are quite practical and tend to have useful
Resources, Skills or worldly authority if you need to
get something physical done. They find it easier to
cope with negotiation if they know that it's sure to
lead to an attack on a more unpleasant target, or it
otherwise clearly advances the cause of humaniry.
They can work well in good-cop, bad-cop negoria-
tions as “bad cops,” and because they don't trust
monsters, they can be excellent to have as observers
during negotiations, looking out for lies, inconsisten-
cies, ambush or other traps.

Defenders are less concerned about raking the
fight to the enemy. They prefer territory that they are
familiar with and may get edgy when they don’t know
escape routes and fallback positions. They're prag-
matic about reaching agreements that postpone
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violence or make it more effective, and they're rela-
tively happy to work on medium-term plans. They are
less pleased aboutsituations that put group members or
loved ones in danger. Often useful as organizers and
sources of information, they can be trusted to arrange
things and keep projects running. They are particu-
larly useful in a support role in combat to keep an eye
on its averall flow, and to direct strategy. Of course,
they might be over-cautious.

Judges like to deal in clearly defined situations.
Because they place so much emphasis on evaluation
and decision-making, they can find it hard to accept
that some complex circumstances require extremely
flexible approaches. They can be arrogant and inflex-
ible, and thus can find it difficult to accept that their
decisions might be the wrong ones, Their talents lie in
finding answers, assessing situations and creatures, and
making impartial judgments, so they're good at look-
ing for background information, working out what's
going on and making deals. In combat, they make good
participants and excellent planners because they're
skilled at assessing threat levels.

Innocents are most concerned that people do
the right thing by each other. They tend to be both
moral and ethical, and they try to apply their sense
of honor and fairness to every situation. They have
an uncomfortable knack for reminding people of the
negative effects of their actions, and serve as the
voice of conscience. They can make an invaluable
contribution to plans and schemes because they are
able to remind other hunters of the legality and
righteousness of their goals and methods. Innocents
often have enough sensitivity to understand the
motivations of even the least-humane creature. They
also tend to be great interviewers and spokespersons
fora group, because they are sociable and empathetic.
They are less well-suited to tactical combat plan-
ning, but they will determinedly take part in an
assault against a monster that they understand to be
truly evil and destructive.

Martyrs generally feel a strong need to atone for
something, often through personal privation and
self-sacrifice. They are brave to the point of foolhar-
diness, eager to volunteer for unpleasant or dangerous

tasks, and excellent at jobs that require stamina,

patience and tolerance or discomfort, such as atdl\e-
outs, undercover work or break-ins. Some are keen to
get into combat or other dangerous situations, but
their enthusiasm can be greater than their ability.
Because they tend toward personal melodrama and
pessimism, rthey are nor always reliable for planning
or interaction.

Redeemers, like Avengers, tend to have strong
views on the ethics and morals of the hunt and cling
to them stubbornly. Because working to save a crea-
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ture takes time and research, they quickly acquire
patience, determination and a methodical outlook.
That makes them excellent information gatherers
and primary researchers. They usually represent a
monster’s interests in discussions and provide excel-
lent insights into the sympathetic side of creatures.
Redeemers can be very effective in combat if con-
vinced that it’s necessary, and some of them also have
vitally important medical skills.

Visionaries ask questions. They often find no
answers are available, but the question alone may
stimulate productive thought. They often know
more about the hunt itself than do other creeds, and
they keep one eye on long-term goals, both of which
mean that they often seem to have an odd view of
events in the present. They are insightful and intui-
tive, excellent analysts, planners and armchair
detectives, and can be extremely inspirational. They
aren't necessarily much good ar getting tasks done
or at dealing with the public. Visionaries often
come across as distracted, arrogant or peculiar. Al-
though they are good at assessing a situation or

reature, they’re not always much use in combar.

Both Hermits and Waywards are difficult to work
with, and a player with a characrer from either of these
creeds definitely needs to be moderate in her applica-
tion of her character's derangements. Hermits are
extremely skilled at gathering and passing information
and communications, and they often get vital warn-
ings and messages from the Heralds. They experience
a great deal of discomfort around other imbued, how-
ever, stemming from the constant how! of Herald-fed
clamor. That makes them abrupt and often acrively
unpleasant. They may know incredibly detailed infor-
mation — far too detailed to be of any use. Their grasp
on sanity is shaky at best, and they may become
delusional. They tend toshy away from combat. When
in a group of players' characters, they tend ro hang
back during interaction with outsiders, but probahly
can participate fully apart from that.

Waywards, on the other hand, are highly skilled
killers with excellent combat abilities and the experi-
ence to strengthen any fighting group. Unfortunately,
they are also largely amoral and lack any sense of
perspective or appropriate action. Their only interest
is in the destruction of monsters, regardless of the
defenseless people — or colleagues — killed in the
process. They may react badly to any hunter who
suggests anything other than an attack or surveillance
leading up to an attack. As a player’s character, a
Wayward must be kept firmly in check during rimes
when all-ourt violence is not appropriate. Emotional
dependency on another character is one way to anchor
such a character: A sympathetic healer whom the
Wayward recognizes as his last bridge to humanity or

a dependable leader who takes a fatherlike role in
saying when actions are appropriate or not might
work. These figures might use blackmail (“Do anything
to her and we'll tell the police where to find you™ ) or simple,
physical threats — a language any Wayward is sure to
understand. Probably better than other imbued, so
caution is the best guide here.

Monsyers N Qur Lives

Candace shifted uncomfortably on the bar stool. Where
is that little shit! she thought. She had already been
waiting an hour for the bloodsucker. Several times she'd
considered gettingup, walkingaway and forgetting she ever
knew this... thing. If he hadn’t been so helpful recently, she
would never have agreed to this meeting.

That's what she kept telling herself, anyway.

“Mind if I sit here?”

Candace flinched at the sound of the familiar voice and
turned quickly to look "Mike" in the eye. She let the second
sight fill her and saw his sunken, cadaverous cheeks, met his
hungry, feral gaze. That was enough to confirm what she
already knew, what he'd told her himself by phone weeks
ago when he became her informant about who really ran
the city. Candace let go of the power, and she was glad to
see the brief flash of his true features fade. She nodded
toward the adjacent stool, and he sat.

“Here's the lowdown on Marrick, just like [ promised.
He handles prostitution, hard dmgs and Just about any-
thing else he can sink his claws into.” He tossed a manila
envelope onto the bar, “This is everything on where he eats,
sleeps and hangs his "Mister Big' hat.”

Candace nodded uqam, picked up the envelope and
pocketed it. “Thanks,” she said, but to her it sounded as if
a toddler had spoken the word. She cleared her throat and
continued. “Look, I know you've taking a huge risk bring-
ingme this stuff. I'm grateful, veally. But what doyouwant
out of all this?"

“I want you to stop messing with us. [ don't want you
to get hurt, Sis.”

“Don’t call me that," she said through clenched teeth,
keeping her woice low. “You're not my brother. My
brother's dead, just like you said on the phone."

Not wanting him to see the tears welling in her eyes, she
looked away. Immediately, she worried about having her
back to one of them. She hated to think of him that way,
though, and turned to face him again. “Mike—"

She saw his back as he exited the bar.

“Hey lady, you okay?" the bartender asked. “You look
like you seen a ghost.”

“Something like that,"
toward the door.

Hunters face a menagerie of nightmare creatures
thatexistonly to bring harm to humanity, that can't be
reasoned with and that want nothing more ro do with

Candace said, still staring
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any imbued beyond ripping out her entrails. In re-
sponse, the imbued load up with heavy weapons and
prepare to make From Dusk Till Daun look like a
Sunday school class. Right?

Wrang, on all counts.

First, monsters whom the imbued routinely face
were once human, and they often retain capacity for
reason, as well as their own goals, interests and needs.
Second, the Messengers do not exclusively select can-
didates who are disposed toward violence, nor do they
typically instill such a disposition through the imbu-
ing. Not even Avengers are requived to grab a shotgun
and start blasting zombie innards all over the street.

The reasons a monster and a hunter might choose
to cooperate are legion. Consider Candace and Mike
in the preceding fiction. As siblings, they shared
relatives, a past and, clearly, strong feelings — pre-
sumably feelings of love. But Candace, with her
ability ro see monsters for what they are, sees Mike as
more than just the sum of those commonalities and
yet less than her kin. Her feelings are complicated, as
emortions about family can be; Candace's part in the
hunt complicates her feelings more than usual. Mike
is willing to assist her, but within limits. She knows
things are more complex than some imbued want to
believe. At the same time, she knows that Mike’s
existence requires him to prey on others. Thatknowl-
edge, in turn, preys on Candace. At some time in the
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future, she may feel more troubled by that fact than
she feels balstered by any help toward her goals that
Mike might lend. For now, he is an ally who evokes
strong, mixed emotions in her.

Like the one between Mike and Candace, any
relationship between imbued and “enemy” that goes
beyond mutual rarget practice ought to encompass
more than one element. At the very least, any monster
capable of reasoning has to have his own motivations
in such a relationship. Those feelings are the province
of the Storyteller, though. Here, our interest is in what
could mortivate a hunter to risk betrayal by monsters,
censure from other imbued, and various ethical com-
promises (depending on the individual’s approach to
the hunt) to cooperate with the other side.

Keep in mind, though, that just as nobody is
one thing, neither is any relationship between
rwo individuals.

Tz Enemy of My Exemy Is My Frignp

Or at least an ally of convenience. A ghost or rot
whose death came at the hands of the characters’
current nemesis can serve as a useful partner with
common cause. T he ghost might have information
about those nasty sorcerers that can help turn the tide
in the hunters' favor if applied in a timely fashion. One
vampire holding a grudge against another who took
him into the ranks of the undead can prove invaluable.




Such an alliance can be one of happenstance if the
imbued meet all the supernaturals in question in the
course of theirown conflict. It can also be an extension
of a living relationship. If the old man who runs the
occult bookstore where the characters do much of
their research is murdered by a supernatural creature,
his ghost might turn to the characters for help (once he
realizes they can offer it). The ghost of a character’s
former spouse could fill a similar and long-term role in
achronicle. The ghostly spouse could serve as a means
to interact with the supernatural without violent con-
frontarion, to highlight exactly what the characters
are fighting for (or to define what they believe they're
fighting for) and help them understand their place in
the World of Darkness.

One disadvantage of dealing with monsters is that

occasion when the monster decides to use the charac-
ters as tools or weapons. Characters who choose to
work with a monster should be careful that they don't
end up merely fulfilling some creature’s whims and
creating a stronger enemy for themselves. A clever
ampire need not use mind control to get what he
wants, and an imbued with active sight is not immune
to mundane forms of manipulation. Even a seemingly
trustworthy or sympathetic supernatural creature should
probably generate some wariness in characters. If a
cunning vampire catches on to the characters’ activi-
ties, she could just as easily aim them at herrivals as she
could try to kill them. The former situation makes a
more compelling story in the long run, especially once
the characters become inconvenient for the vampire
or discover her motivations and try to take matters
into their own hands.

SALYATION

Thisone's easy: The characters find amonster who
doesn't like his state and wants to atone for his sins in
some way. Alternatively, the characters might con-
vince a monster to atone. Should others of his kind
discover his change of heart, they'll seck to change it
back, or to destroy him to keep him from endangering
their existence. In such an event, he might need pro-
tection from the characters. Hunters can have numerous
reasons to help a monster salvage herself. Perhaps she
comes to them, looking for assistance. Perhaps the
characters see a compassionate side to her thar they
hadn't expecred. Would they want to nurture that
trait? If not, why not?

Thissubject isa hard one to handle without falling
into clichés, but if handled well, it can be rewarding.
A vampire who wants salvation or forgiveness for the
wrongs he has committed is unlikely to decide to hunt
down “evil” vampires (whatever that means) or some
similar nonsense, but he might try to convert others to
his newfound way of thinking or simply try to hide

from them. Maybe he seeks death ar the hands of the
characters — whether they want to kill him or not. Or
maybe only some of the hunters are willing to give the
monster the end he seeks. The imbued, after all, are far
from unified in their views on the hunt.

Lovr

Affection is tricky, One of the characters loves
someone who happens to be one of the supernatural.
He can be a shapechanger, a ghost, a bloodsucker —
among others — each of which has its own conse-
quences and problems. A vampire's notion of the
“night life” is altogether different, a ghost lacks a body
(giving a whole new meaning to “I love him for his
mind”) and the average were-thing is prone to genu-
inely devastating fits of temper. Love may transcend
all boundaries, but such a relationship can quickly turn
very inconvenient for either party (or both) as other
imbued or supernaturals discover it — and someone
will discover it, eventually.

Romantic love makes fools of us all and nobody
more so than individuals driven to the extremely
dangerous activity of hunting the probably lethal
(and thus ill-advised) object of one's affections or
herilk. The love could predate either the characrer's
imbuing or the monster's passage into the super-
natural. This approach can be especially effective
with spouses or siblings, as seen with Mike and
Candace. Either way, this should be a twist that the
player puts into his character's origins or at least has
hooks that could become a twist. Say, Danny the
Avenger hunts the undead because they killed his
wife and daughter. What does he do when he finds
that his wife isn't dead, bur is one of them? And that
she still loves him? What if she returns in a body
that's not her own? Does he try to kill her mercifully
or does he try to help her? Should Danny decide to
destroy a member of his family, chances are he’ll go
through a lot of soul-searching first, and the act itself
is sure ro leave him seriously rraumatized. Very few
people can just abandon emotional ties, no matrer
what the reason.

Brvravat

For purposes of double-dealing, characters seek a
monster they can cultivate for information or assis-
rance, only to “kill him last.” This tactic is really not
very nice, but when you fight evil you sometimes have
to do unpleasant things. Betrayal tends to be more
easily planned than executed, however, especially
when complications arise (real friendship, love, any-
thing that tugs the characters’ heart strings).

A more strife-ridden possibility, hinted ar above,
is that some of the characters honestly want to
maintain friendly relations with a supernatural, while
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others plot a backstabbing (and possibly use the
unsuspecting characters as bait). This tack naturally
leads to some intense conflict among the hunters
and may result in a split over beliefs and preferences.
The conflict could easily escalate to one side or the
other getting branded on hunter-ner as sympathiz-
ers or worse. Characters should be careful about
whom they're willing to alienate, but sometimes the
hunt demands action.

Keep mixed feelings in mind. Even individuals
who engineera betrayal may find the follow-through
to be harder than they expected. Perhaps after
setting the bait and getting a bite, one of the
conspirators begins to see the qualities in the mon-
ster that another imbued perceived long before.
Alternatively, the hunter who befriends a super-
natural crearure might have opportunity that her
colleagues lack to see a subtly, dangerously alien
side of her “ally.” Does she share the revelation? If
not, is she relieved when the others take down her
friend? And if she's relieved, how long does it take
for guilr to set in!

Winr's My Mor1varion?

Until now, this article has discussed situations that
might bring hunters in contact with the “enemy.”
Easily as important is what hunters feel in such en-
counters. Cerrainly, working such ideas for
imbued-monster interaction into your character's ini-
tial concept is one approach to creating him. After all,
part of the fun of Hunter is the discovery of the
supernatural world and deciding how different people
might relate to it. The creeds are all based on general
atritudes roward right and wrong, with wide latitude for
individual characters. A hunter is someone confronted
by something that ought not exist but does, and that
something is ineluctably wrong in the view of the
individual imbued. Creed, however, doesn’t define
personality. A character defined entirely by his creed
would be a shallow fellow indeed.

Thus, considerations of why should go beyond
simple lists of friends or relatives who have joined the
ranks of monsters, or who might do so later. They
should spring from who the character is. A character
who views supernatural creatures as victims of circum-
stance might be willing to try to empathize with a
monster and deal with it as a person — albeit a person
with a serious problem.

Consider the following questions when creating a
characrer:

e What's her first reaction when she encoun-
ters a monster! Ponder this one carefully, as ir

defines her basic attitude toward the supernatural.
One imbued might hold back and watch, waiting
for the opportunity to strike. Another imbued might
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try to understand the monsrer: Why does it behave
as it does! What morivates it! Does it retain any
human qualities!?

® What if the monster is a friend or family mem-
ber? An imbued who would thrust a stake into a
bloodsucker’s heart without hesitation might not be so
decisive if that bloodsucker is (or was) a close friend or
lover. If the character is willing to entertain second
thoughts when dealing with people he knows, why
doeshe treat themdifferently than other supernaturals?
Does his atritude toward monsters in general change
after he sees someone he knows and loves among their
ranks? Does it steel his resolve and encourage him to
fight harder to avenge what's been done to his loved
ones! Does it temper his desire for justice into a less
judgmental response?

® Does the sort of monster make a difference?
This one is a little more complex and might rake
time to work through. Is the character more willing
to give the benefit of the doubt to a ghost than to
a rot, or a rot over a bloodsucker? Why? What is it
about ghosts that makes her more willing to deal
with them than with a walking, ralking corpse? As
her experiences with monsters mount, do her pre-
conceptions change, or does she cling to preferred
beliefs? Hunter characrers are thrown into a trau-
maric situation — sudden revelation that the world
is not as it seems. Further exploration can reveal
varied layers to this reality, How do a character’s
own beliefs stand up to her shifting perceptions of
this “secret world?"

e What would drive the character to change
allegiance! This question is a tough one to ask. In
essence, it's “What will make my character betray
what he believes in most?” What could possibly
happen that would convince him to work with
monsters rather than against them! How about driv-
ing him to work against other imbued rather than
with them? Whatever the cause, it should lay at the
core of the character's beliefs and personality. A
police officer who joined the force because he wanted
Lo nli.‘ll({: T.l"lL" WUrl(_'I d b(’.’t[t‘[’ pl'ﬁct,‘ ib‘ Ul]likt‘ly o “'Uf},(
for a rot serial killer just because rhe rot offered a
hefty bribe. Tty to consider the sort of event that
would literally shatter the character's worldview —
beyond the imbuing, that is. Also, consider what
would reinforce that view.

® What would your character hope to gain? If she's
willing to work with monsters, what does she expect to
achieve! Does she wanr ro redeem them! Does she
want to use rhﬁ'm to i'll"iLI worse [T'l(]n\rer‘a DO(‘_\- \I‘le
distrust the Messengers side of the story and seek 2
balanced perspective! Does she believe there are
supernaturals who would join the Messengers' cause if
they became aware of it?




When considering the possibility of working (sid-
ing, sleeping) with the enemy, work the reasons into
your character. Ask the above questions and any
others that would add depth and circumstance to her
reasons. Do not toss aside deep motivations for frivo-
lous reasons (“Well, I think the vampire looks sexy in
leather, so I thought I'd help him out”) when it can and
will compromise character integrity. Do not discount
the way superficialities can bear on the crucial (“Sorry,
[ can’t inhale around your zombie friend here without
wanting to puke”), either. The above questions aren’t
necessary Lo thE Chafﬁctcr'cfeatiﬂn prﬂl:lfli.‘i, bU[ thcy
can significantly add to a Hunter chronicle if an-
swered in detail.

] "
Who's vz Rent Monsyer Here !

Nietzsche wrote, roughly, “Be careful that in fight-
ing monsters, one does not also become a monster.”
This caveat is true literally and figuratively for imbued
characters, who probably have good reason to deal
violently with most creatures they meet.

But should they!

Humans are as capable of heinous acts as many a
supernatural creature, and monsters can rise above
their impulses to pursue a better existence (and per-
haps to behave more humanely than many people do),
whether or not success is possible in the long run.
Imbued who kill and kill and kill again without care for
what their targets are like or how they behave are sure
to run afoul of something that can and will kill them.
And really, can an imbued person who chooses only ta
kill that which he doesn’t (yet) understand be any
better than the beasts he destroys? Of course, growing
too sympathetic with the enemy can impair one’s
ability to fight when the time comes. This conflict has
no easy solution.

Characters who look for options apart from de-
struction have more opportunity for depth and
roleplaying than those who think only to kill. If any
monster is a potential ally (or at least not an enemy),
characters gain breathing space to find any real threats.

What amonster is and whata monsterdoes are two
different — yet sometimes related — aspects of its
existence. Some monsters mMust commit Monstrous
acts to survive. Others act in a monstrous fashion out
of choice. Some do both.

Consider the following: An Avengerseesazombie
attack a known murderer. Does the Avenger help the
human or does he help the zombie? Afrer all, he knows
the human has committed heinous acts to satisfy his
particular cravings, perhaps crimes more extreme than
the zombie’s. Some Avengers would attack the crea-
ture for simply targeting a person. But if that zombie
had been the murderer's victim, is her cause as justifi-
able as any hunter's? What if the Avenger helps the
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Hunter is, at heart, a game about struggles
with monsters. The existence of sympathetic
monsters in a chronicle can offer a lot of depth
and great potential for roleplaying in the short
and long term. Such elements work best if they
have contrast with other monsters. Thus, it's best
to keep monstrous allies at a minimum. Other-
wise, their presence loses its impact.

murderer, who goes on to kill again? What if the
human is another imbued known to the character, but
was in the process of burning down an apartment
complex to kill one rot?

Hunter offers an excellentchance to examine and
contrast what monsters are versus what monstersdo. A
player who explores more facets than “Investigate the
monster, kick in his door, kill him and loot his house™
can find some rich veins of roleplaying potential.

T He Crezds

Members of each creed have different takes
on cutting deals with the enemy. From reading
Hunter, it’s easy to conclude that only the Inno-
cents or Redeemers have good reason to talk firsr,
but a member of any creed has potential. The
following are starting points at best. None are
definitive, and it's probable that any imbued who
does ally with the supernatural does so for per-
sonal reasons stronger than creed alone suggests.
Even so, creed can subtly or overtly shade interac-
tions of the imbued.

AvengeRs

Seeing Avengers as ultraviolent protagonists
whose only interest in monsters is the amount of
ammo needed to kill them is easy, two-dimensional
and limited. As with any imbued, an Avenger is a
person granted ability to see the hidden world and
its denizens. True, Avengers view the typical mon-
ster as something better off dead, but Avengers are
neither stupid nor unwilling to ignore opportunity
when it arises.

An Avenger could have a multitude of reasons for
allying with a monster on a temporary or even perma-
nent basis. The reasons discussed above are certainly
the most common, if not always the most compelling.
In truth, if given a choice between killing a zombie
immediately or recruiting it to help kill something
worse, some Avengers would certainly choose the
latter. Sometimes, the devil you know is better than
the devil you don't.

Not all Avengers take kindly to other imbued whao
are willing to consort with monsters, especially ones
who ally with the enemy on a regular basis. It's far too




easy to fall under their “corrupting” influence and lose
track of the reason for the imbuing. Avengers who feel
strongly about such things refer to imbued who deal
with monsters as “traitors” or worse. Few Avengers
would discuss their amicable experiences with mon-
sters for that reason alone.
Derences

Defenders act out of aneed to protect something
— whether family, friends or a locale. Somertimes,
those chargeh‘ happen to be monsters. Pmtecring
monsters from what they bring upon themselves is
seen as a dangerous mistake among many imbued.
Creatures — even those that also happen to be
loved ones — can rturn on anyone. A Defender plays
with fire to place her trust in such beings. Or, so
more militant imbued would insist: Monsters are as
monsters do. Thoughtful Defenders point out that
imbued are likewise capable of turning on their own.
Standing up for something is always risky, they say,
especially for hunters.

Some creatures have goals that are compatible
with the Defender perspective. For instance, some
ghosts stay behind to guard something or someone of
value to them. Some vampires covertly watch over
and occasionally protect their mortal descendants,
How does a Defender deal with the ghost of his

grandfather, whom he's discovered has protected the
family for two generations! Eliminating someone or
something that is not a threat and is sometimes a
great help can be hard ro justify. Alternatively, learn-
ing that her 80-something grandfather has been a
vampire for 50 years may not be comforting to the
Defender, but does that mean the bloodsucking octo-
genarian should be destroyed? If the grandfather is
trying to atone for past crimes or simply ro protect his
family out of a sense of obligation, the Defender who
wants to kill him simply for being one of the undead
faces a tough choice. The fact that, despite Grampa's
good intentions, he must drink blood to survive is
sure to factor strongly into the Defender’s decision.
Innocenrs

Most imbued who think in stereotypical terms
probably believe that any given Innocent is just looking
for a chance to make peace with monsters and “try to
get along.” This notion falls far short of the truth.
What an Innocent is likely to do is to try to look at
monsters as more than a set of fangs, scary powers and
B.O. from the grave. An Innocent wants to know what
she's dealing with before she decides that it needs ro
die. Some monsters, she finds, do need killing, but she
doesn't want to make that decision without knowing
why it’s necessary.

An Innocent in doubt about a monster's deserved
fate could very easily end up associating with the

monster to “get to know him."” Such a relationship can
be productive through helping the Innocent and her
fellows by diminishing their ignorance about the su-
pernatural — maybe. Of course, the hunt comes into it
at some point —an imbued of the Innocent's acquain-
tance targets her newfound friend, or she discovers
that a creature's humane exterior covers awful depths.
Perhaps the Innocent hopes to use her relationship ro
show the monster that a “berter way" exists, through
example if nothing else.

One possibility is that the Innocent sees the mon-
ster caught in the wheels of another’s plots and tries to
show him that he doesn’t have to participate — and
that he can, in fact, help prevent those plots. Many a
powerful rot has weaker pawns who do much of his
work for him. Convincing the pawns to turn against
their former master is certainly a valid hunting tactic

as long as the hunter doesn't grow too sympathetic
with the monsters.
Junces

A Judge is careful on the hunt — he has to be. His
mistakes often can’t be undone. If he kills an undesery-
ing creature, he can't bring her back. Few monsters can
be considered “harmless” in most senses of the word,
but what if she's not harmful enowgh? Sometimes, a
Judge has to choose between two or more evils, and
when it comes right down to it, letting the lesser evil
survive is often the best choice. The hunt itself prob-
ably definesany relationshipa Judge has with a monster,
assuming something else (like love or an old friend-
ship) doesn’t complicate matters.

Judges are less likely to give a monster the benefit
of the doubt the way an Innocent might. No matter
how well he knows a monster or for how long, the fact
that she’s a monster is his primary concern. If she
works with the Judge today, that doesn’t mean she
won't betray him tomorrow. Worse, he might betray
a creature only to learn afterward that she was his
staunchest ally.

Judges hate ro second-guess themselves, and work-
ing with the enemy can feel like wandering a maze
while blindfolded. Every night that a Judge lets that
one monster go is a night that monster can do things
that warrant its destruction. And the Judge feels re-
sponsible because he didn’t acrsooner. Of course, if the
monster hasn't done anything, who's to say that she
will in the future! Can you punish someone — even
the undead — for crimes she hasn't commirred!?
Magvyes

A Martyr's relationship with monsters can be
confusing for imbued who don't share her perspec-
tive. The Martyr’s willingness to sacrifice to help
others can lead her into interactions with monsters
that don't involve the application of holy water,




stakes or incendiary edges. If she feels it necessary,
she'll do anything to help anyone, even a monster.
This drive may stem from a need to set an example
— to show people and monsters that there are
better ways to do things. A Martyr may make
sacrifices especially if a monster benefits, since her
existence since the imbuing is unavoidably inter-
twined with those of the monsters around her.
Would she be willing to offer her own blood to a
vampire so he need not stalk and assault others for
their blood? Of course, if she makes the offer she
probably does so in exchange for the vampire's
assistance in the hunt.

A Martyr is not naive enough to believe that any
monster has her best interests at heart, but she under-
stands that one must often suffer for even the smallest
of victories. And a monster who works with you is one
fewer monster working against you.

Redezmens

Arguably, a Redeemer is all about working with
monsters, at least in a way. It's not that he wants to
befriend every ghost, rot or zombie that comes his way.
Or that he believes the best about them. Rather, the
Redeemer is willing to look at monsters as individuals
who were once human and consider them on those
terms. A monster who seeks salvation or tries to rise
above his condition can possibly find a sympathetic
ear in a Redeemer. The pardoner, for his part, may see
it as similar to helping a terminal patient accept her
condition, or he might even think he can help a
monster regain her lost humanity. Afterall, characters
in Hunter really don't know much about what they're
called upon to face, or the likelihood of any particular
tactic working or failing.

Yistonarics

Visionaries try to understand what’s happening
— who chose them, why are actions necessary, and
do the imbued act without sufficient forethought? A
Visionary might decide thar monsters warrant greater
understanding, and how better ro understand them
than to get to know one! Of course, no single
monster is representative, but if even one still re-
rains enough of his former humanity for others to
see, how many others also do? Is it right to kill all
creatures if some show signs of being other than
simply monstrous?

Also, through understanding monsters, one might
possibly understand the imbued. At least some mon-
sters were once human, but through some action
(death, conversion) they've been altered supernatu-
rally. The imbued are human, but through some
action (the Messengers), they too have gained other-
ness. Certainly, despite their powers, most hunters
are sure to think, “We're still the same people we were

before the world changed, right?” Still, just how thick
is the division between imbued and monster! Be
careful — a hunter who follows that line of question-
ing too far may end up undermining her own belief in
the hunt and herself.

Fattour

When the imbued make alliances with the enemy,
the consequences are often not pretty. Other imbued
probably won't care about or understand the reasons
for any bond, and they may decide to kill an errant
imbued along with her supernatural friend(s). Thus,
many imbued keep any friendly interaction they have
with monsters to themselves. Among some like-minded
hunters, it's more acceptable to discuss the macter (if
only in theoretical terms), but even among Redeemers
it's not hard o find individuals who are opposed toany
traffic with the supernatural.

Things can get very ugly very quickly when a
hunter has to choose between another imbued and a
close friend who happens to be dead. Even worse if
the imbued is also a friend, as well as an ally. If the
monster happens to be crucial to dealing with even
worse monsters, another hunter's effort to kill an
important, inhuman ally can force an imbued to the
unthinkable: Killing one of his own. Certainly, it
might be possible to simply restrain her in some way
(drug her, lock her up), but with some edges, nonle-
thal countermeasures are unlikely to work. If it's
Convince her that what she's doing may damage the cause
of the imbued (whatever that is...), or she attacks right
now and the time for talk is over, what happens next!
Murder is the worst of several very bad options, but it
may also be the only one.

Even if a character manages to resolve the im-
mediate situation without killing a fellow hunter,
what does he do if his erstwhile fellow shares news of
his association with monsters on hunter-net!

[s it better to kill the monster and preserve a
reputation or kill the reputation and preserve a
monster! What about conscience? An alliance with
monsters is likely to turn out badly no matter how
it’s handled. Regardless of the outcome, working
through interactions can lead to powerful and inter-
esting roleplaying. It’s easy to put down a monster
uncaringly if it lacks a human face or has only a false
one. Once creatures are seen to possess personalities
and goals that are comprehensible to a human, it’s
harder to act without consideration — or, after the
fact, remorse.

Yug Yruv Is our T Here

This last point about relations with the enemy
is nevertheless the most important one: Never tell
rthem what you are. This area is one in which the
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imbued are strongly encouraged to learn from the
other side's tricks. The general populace is un-
aware of the existence of rots, ghosts, vampires,
werewolves, witches and whatever the hell else
dwells in the shadows. This lack of knowledge
endures for a very good reason — monsters hide.
Theyexpend a great deal of effort keeping the rruth
out of the world’s perceprion.

This wisdom works both ways. No matter how
much a character likes or trusts his vampire buddy, he
should never reveal whart he is to his ally. Even the
newest vampire who learns about the existence of a
growing number of humans with unusual abilities
that can ferret out monsters probably will take that

Nove o Svorvreteers: Tue Ovaer Sie
Secrecy goes both ways. Just because a vam-
pire has found an understanding friend in a hunter
doesn't mean that he'll reveal all the details of his
existence to her, or that of the greater “society” of
vampires. Just as a hunter's revelation can bring
unwanted attention from vampires, a vampire's
indiscretion could bring unwanted attention from
hunters — or worse, the general mortal populace.
Admittedly, most monsters won't survive to see
the fallout from their mistakes — their respective
societies have draconian rules enforced without
exception against revelation to beings “outside
the club.”
A large part of Hunter’s mood centers on the
| fact that the characters are uninformed about what
they're dealing with. They don’t necessarily know
that there's a distinction between rots and vam-
pires, or that silver bullets won't kill the undead.
I Even less chance exists that they know about such
things as the Technocracy or the Camarilla. When
characters deal with monsters, keep supernatural
infrastructures shrouded in mystery. Warp and
| twist them out of shape until they barely resemble
| what any player can find in Vampire or Mage, and
be stingy with every clue or nugget of information.
When revealing the enemy's secrets to charac-
ters, be careful and be crafty. Much of it can be false
or simply incomprehensible, depending upon con-
text. After all, a vampire is likely to encourage
mortals to believe that ineffective measures will
work. So much the better if things go sour. On the
other hand, don't contradict what is knoun to be
true. If characters discover for a fact that vampires
in their game don't really burn up in the sun, don't
hinge a vampire's defeat upon that weakness.
Play fair, but don't let the characters learn too
much or learn what they do get too quickly.

information to his elders. The existence of the im-
bued embodies everything the supernatural hopes to
avoid. One careless word can ger a hunter into more
trouble than he could possibly imagine. Worse, how
long will his Conviction stand up to continuous,
prolonged probing at the hands of curious
supernaturals! What if they resort to torture to ger
what they want!

Information dropped carelessly can and will move
among monsters, spreading faster than anyone might
expect. Loose lips can and probably will endanger all
of the imbued eventually. The war becomes much
harder once the enemy knows what to look for and
where. Talking too much is literally a martter of life
and death. Don’t reveal anything about the imbued
to the enemy. Ever.

Crieoren s Huwr ers

“Let me our!”

The tiny whimper matched the half-hearted punches
Georgia threw against the kitchen cupboard doors. The
little girl pushed aside the cans of food sticking into her body,
but doing so inside the cramped cuphoard didn’t accomplish
much. Pounding her fists against the doors once more didn’t
do anything; a sturdy pair of tongs had been slid through the
cupboard door handles, effectively barring shut the little
compartment.

The odd weman who had locked Georgia inside the
cupboard ranted as she rifled through shelves and drawers
in search of some hidden item. Eric and Mary, Georgia’s
parents, had nawrally objected to admitting a stranger
armed awith a sickle into their home. They lay dead on the
floor. Georgia didn't know this yet.

Georgia's brother Henry did know, however, as he
crouched in hiding behind the kitchen door. The oven was
still on, a yoast burning inside it. Pushing his back against
the door, Henry wiped his eyes of the tears blinding him.
Mom and Dad were dead. If he didn't do something,
Georgia might be next.

Henry fought through his faint-heartedness and slowly
rose to his feet. Pulling the hood of his jacket over his head,,
he calmly walked past the strange woman , who saw him but
didn’t pay him any attention. She continued to look for
whatever it was she sought. Standing on his tiproes, Henry
whispered to Georgia, “Get away from the doors.” Shedid.
Henry grabbed a spray can of cooking oil from the counter
and opened the oven door.

The can rattled inside the oven as Henry dove from
the kitchen.

Some children spend their days lost in daydreams
of brave knights who battle fearsome beasts. But for
others, that daydream is all too real. The brave knight
never watches his friends torn down while he’s helpless
to prevent it. A doorman doesn't stop the brave knight




as he chases a monster, And, at the very least, the brave
knighr gets to grow up before he faces the grand villain.
Not so the hunter.

The demographics of hunters are almost impos-
sible to assay, due to the relatively small number of
imbued and their dislocated formation. Hunter-net
roll calls aside, hunters have no capacity whatsoever to
understand how the hunt is going, or who exactly ison
their side. Hunter-net itself gives the impression of
there being no preteen hunters at all. [f any posters are
children, they have yet to come forward and say so.

But the Messengers aren’t ageist. Anyone, adult
or otherwise, who would make a good hunter — for
reasons even the imbued themselves don’t compre-
hend — can receive the call. After all, children
perhaps epitomize the hunter condition better than
any other group. When hunters discuss the feelings of
powerlessness, of never being taken seriously, and of
never quite understanding everything around them,
they would do well to stop and consider the position
of a child, who must deal with these feelings even in
normal life.

Playing a child can be a challenging experience
that both stresses the acting ability to portray a differ-
ent mindset and the gaming ability to find solutions ro
problems within a smaller and less capable body.
Children can come to the hunt without the prejudices
that can accompany maturation. They can show amaz-
ing sympathy to a monster, or they can shock with
their meanness. The facr that they can be imbued
betrays a startling impartialitcy — some might say
callousness — on the part of the Messengers in their
quest for champions.

Children, in other words, make great story fodder.

Rovanyaces anD DisaDvenvaces
of Critdren Hunyers

So, why would the Messengers choose a child as
a hunter? Surely a child is a disadvantage in the hunt.
After all, they are physically smaller and weaker, the
proverbial victims of confectionery thievery. Often
they are less coordinated, and most of the weapons of
the hunt are designed for people much larger than
most children are; achild firing even a small handgun
is going to be thrown backward by recoil, assuming
that she can even gert a finger around the trigger! In
addition, kids are often denied access to “adult”
locations such as bars and clubs (and certain amuse-
ment park rides), and in many cases, they have
knowledge-based limitations (such as literacy). Why
waste effort imbuinga child when an adult can clearly
serve your purposes so much betrer?

The answer is simple: Because an adult often
doesn't — or can't — serve the Messengers' purposes
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any better. If a child is exceptional, and often excep-
tional in ways adults tend to miss (such as being
open-minded, or brave or curious), then the Messen-
gers recruit such a child for those reasons. And even
average children possess a number of advantages over
adults in the hunt, such as:

® Plausible Deniability: The police barge into a
room, which is empty save for one dead man and the
hunter. No obvious weapons are present. If the hunter
is an adult, he's still probably going to jail. But if the
hunter is a child, she gets off scot-free, because no one
can believe the child is capable of commirting the
crime. Often, this blindness extends even to monsters.
Who do they worry about more, a nervous looking
adult who might be concealing a weapon or a child?

e Edges serve as an Equalizer: A child's Cleave is
exactly the same as an adult’s. Even if they have less
physical force to put behind it, the Messengers provide
the same amount of extra “oomph” to make that swing
worthwhile. Also, a child is more likely to use his edges
on a regular basis. Kids learn that they can do new stuff
all the time. An edge is just one more new thing. An
adult, by contrast, yells “Holy shit!” and gets scared of
using it.

o Children are not Moral Philosophers: An adult
might “Hmmm" and “Hahhhh” over whether it's right
or wrong to kill (or heal, or whatever) a monster.
Waorse yet, they may suffer such nagging doubts right
before they get the chance ro act, which can prove
fatal. Children, as a general rule, don't. Children see
the world from only one perspective (their own), and
they make judgments from there. That doesn't mean
they never hesitate, but if they do it will be because of
fear, not because of doubt. Given a simple command
with a presence of authority, a child berween ages of 8
and 11 will often commit even amazingly heinous acts
wirhout question.

Cried Hunvers ey ViR ue
Lzt

Zeal seems to be the most common primary
Virtue among children. Zealots aren’t necessarily
simple, but actions that stem from Zeal are com-
posed along simpler lines than those of Mercy or
Vision. Likewise, children are not necessarily simple,
but they do tend to take things at face value more
than adults do. In particular, Defenders are exceed-
ingly common among children, who often have
strong protective instincts against threats to their
family or friends. Avengers and Judges are slightly
less common (especially Judges), but both are as
common as they are with adults.

A child Zealot must be careful. Disadvantages of
size and capability limit their ability to directly
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destroy monsters, and so many find other ways to
take the hunt to the other side. Some attempt to
remove themselves from actual hunting, either by
tricking others to do it for them or by setring brutal
and deadly traps. Others find noncombative roles in
the hunt, using their low visibility to become scouts
and informants for other hunters. No matter which
path they take, child Zealots must find indirect
paths to their goal. Such plotting is often beyond
many youngsters, and mentors to help them hone
skills at hunting monsters are in predictably short
supply. The mortality rate among child Zealots is as
high as that for their adult counterparts.

Mecy

Unlike Zeal, Mercy isa concept that most children
do not immediately comprehend, but it's ironically
perhaps the one they are best suited to administer. The
many disadvantages a child has in the hunt are irrel-
evant to a mission of healing, and many child hunters
do take this road. Most of these children belong to the
Innocent creed.

The stereotype of the “innocent child” is riddled
with holes: Children are not automarically sweet;
many can be quite surprisingly violent; and the
barrage of information from modern society, their
vulnerability to abuse, and the paranoia induced by
overprotective parents can all make childhood
naiveté fleeting. Nonetheless, the Innocent srance
toward monsters lacks many of the ingrained as-
sumptions the other creeds possess, and children are
likely to see a monster simply as a monster — rather
like seeing a tiger as a big cat — with no moral
judgments attached to that label. The Innocent
creed probably has a higher percentage of children
in its ranks than any other creed.

In contrast, Redeemers are rare among child
hunters. A Redeemer begins by seeing a monster as
flawed and as needing to be healed. Although chil-
dren can possess strong caring instinets, few children
see something and immediately assume it should be
changed. Those youthful Redeemers who do exist are
often brought up with very strong standards of right
and wrong that presume violence is always unaccept-
able. In these cases, redemption will most likely have
to be on the child’s terms, which may be hard to
fulfill. Even less common are Martyrs, although the
few that exist are case studies in horrific childhoods.
A very potent mix of abuse and alienation is required
to create at a young age the kind of self-loathing that
Martyrs possess.

Children who follow Mercy are often less at risk
than Zealots. Children are expected by stereotype to
fall into the less threatening role, and a monster is less
likely to be spooked by a child walking calmly toward
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it than it is by an adult. If a monster does suddenly
hecome violent when a child is near, however, that
child probably ends up dead. The wise children of
Mercy make regular use of telephones and the Internet
for their work, thus protecting themselves and possibly
creating a false status of age for themselves.
Yision

Followers of Vision are the rarest among hunters as
awhole, butamongchildren they are about as common
as those of Mercy. Child Visionaries are perhaps only
slightly less rare than Defenders and Innocents. Not
only do children come to the hunt with original ideas
and no preconceptions, but a few simply do not under-
stand that monsters are to be feared. Thus, they exhibit
an unmatched curiosity about such unusual creatures.
Such children are rare (most children are still terrified
by the sight of the walking dead), but a remarkable
number of those who do so become imbued.

Cinieoney AN Lzaxming

Children rend to be quick learners, mostly as
a function of having so much to explore and
discover. Learning (at all ages) occurs in three
ways: adaptation, assimilation and accommoda-
tion. Adaptation isthe process of changing (either
physically or by changing your perspective of)
the environment around you. After observing
the effects of this change, you either assimilate
those effects into what you already know or you
change your understanding of the world to ac-
commodate it.

For example: Trapped in the dining room of
his home, Larry desperately grabs a piece of
silverware and throws it at the wolf-man, who
screams in pain, Seeing this reaction, Larry
hurls a few more knives (adapting to his envi-
ronment) and is rewarded with the sight of the
wolf-man finally fleeing, thus giving rise to his
belief that half-men are hurt by silverware. Later,
when facing a similar lizard-man, Larry tries the
same strategy, only to find that it only makes the
lizard-man angry. Assuming Larry survives the
latter encounter, he now has to change his
theory to accommodate this new evidence. In
contrast, when he throws silver jewelry at an-
other wolf-man and discovers it works, too, he
assimilates this new knowledge and further §
modifies his old theory.

To rake this back to roleplaying, try to have
your child character explore his world in the same
way. Children apply old solutions to new prob-
lems, then quickly change those ways of thinking
to accommodate new information.




The other paths of Vision are profoundly rare
among hunters, and this is true of child hunters as well.
Although little can be said about either Wayward or
Hermit children as a rule (as you can probably count
them, combined, on one hand) a few observations
make sense. Wayward children tend to be categorized
very differently than adults: Actions that can earn an
adult the label “psychotic” get a child treated for
attention deficit disorder. Hermit children are un-
likely to flee humanity entirely, as they don't have the
wherewithal necessary to do so. Instead, they become
recluses within their homes, rarely speaking even
when spoken to, hiding behind parents in public, and
retreating into their bedrooms whenever possible.
Even a child’s parents might mistake such behavior as
being nothing more than signs of intense (perhaps
worrisomely so) shyness.

Child Visionaries follow their path as much as any
other Visionary does: by their own rules. An odd
preoccupation for many child Visionaries is not “What
are monsters?” but “What do monsters do?" Children
spend much less time wondering what things are (a
monster is just that, a monster), but do spend much
time wondering what things do. Why are there mon-
sters! What is their role in the world? These are the
questions children of Vision ask.

How & Chicd T iwks (awp Y 1ps For Prayime Oxe)

Children think differently than adults. Theirsenses
are different, and they perceive the world in vastly
different ways from how an older person does, or even
other children of different ages do. Jean Piager, a child
psychologist, looked particularly at the issues of cogni-
tion among children. He found that children’s mental
development moved through four distinct stages: Sen-
sory-Motor stage (0-2), Preoperational stage (2-7),
Concrete Operational stage (8-11) and Formal Opera-
tional stage (11-16). As it's unlikely anyone reading
thiswill have a burning desire to play ahunter less than
two years old, we'll concentrate on Preoperational
stage and beyond.

Preorerayionat Stace (2-7)

Parents often yell in despair at their children, “You
think the world revolves around you, don't you?” For
a child in the preoperational stage, this is figuratively
true, at least in their eves. Children in this stage are
egocentric, which doesn’t mean that they're necessar-
ily selfish (although they can be) but merely that they
cannot comprehend the world from another person’s
perspective. To a child at this stage, the entire world
thinks like he does. Why wouldn'r it?

This does not mean, however, that the preopera-
tional child isn't interested in things other than
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himself. Rather, children at this stage are often alarm-
ingly curious to the point of self-endangerment. But
a child sees these things from his point of view only.
If he sees something new, his first reaction is to make
up an explanation for it, rather than seek out some-
one else who might understand it. Even things that
would scare an adult with their sheer wrongness, such
as monsters or the Messengers, don't faze a child of,
say, age five because he’s barely had time to codify
what is right in the first place. Furthermore, a child at
this stage does not yet understand the relationships
between similar objects or passages, even in situa-
tions that seem obvious to an adult. If a five-year-old
child is told it takes 15 minutes to reach his hunter
group'’s bunker, he doesn’t realize that it also rakes 15
minutes to get back.

Children at this stage also often have difficulty
with complex symbols and figures. They tend to
concentrate on certain features to the exclusion of
athers. For example, if a young child attempts to
draw a square, she often ends up drawing a circle.
Concentrating on drawing an enclosed object, he
forgets about angles. Curiously enough, imbued chil-
dren this age do not seem to have such problems
when making hunter code markings. Equally curi-
ous is the fact thar an imbued child who might
confuse a circle with an oval has no trouble distin-
guishing berween the hunter code emblems for
“imbued"” and “protectred,” despite the signs’similar-
ity to each other.

Other difficulties during this stage include un-
dersranding of numbers, distance and time. A child
may see an approaching car up the road but still
begin crossing because he doesn’t yet comprehend
that the car will not always be at its current location,
Similarly, a child doesn't yet have an understanding
of mathematical conservation: He can watch a par-
ent cut a sausage into pieces yet be convinced he
now has more on his plate, because the tood scems
to take up more space.

Roleplaying Tips: When playing a child at this
stage, keep your curiosity in high gear. While chil-
dren may be shy, outgoing, reserved or extroverted,
all display strong interest in their surroundings.
Watch a child who clings to his mother's skirt.
Unless he is approached, his gaze shifts about con-
stantly. You may also be very confident. Not only do
children see things in a very egocentric manner,
they understand rules in a very egocentric fashion.
You do what you do because it's good to do it, and
everyone clse should do what you do because it's
good to do ir, too!

With regard to the hunt, extreme violence is
often one more thing for your character to be curious

about. The connections between action and reac-
tion, between act and consequence, are not yet
made in your mind. An imbued first-grader's initial
success in using Cleave against a monster mighr lead
the child to try re-creating the effect on a bullying
classmate. And unless another hunter (A reacher?
A sitrer! A relative?) instructs you about the impor-
tance of secrecy, you're likely to be considered...
imaginative, at the very least. But most preopera-
tional children are viewed as having a problem with
the rruth — separating it from lies, their own and
those of others; distinguishing between memories
and dreams; and so on. If you're lucky, most people
think your elaborate tales about “running from the
dead people” refer to some childish game.

Conerex e Orzravionat Svace (8-1i)

In many respects, the so-called “dream world”
in which children are supposed to live involves a
lack of understanding of symbols. For example,
while a young child might be able to recite num-
bers, she doesn’t yet understand that numbers are
merely symbols for groupings or orderings of ob-
jects. The concrete operarional stage child is
beginning to grasp the symbnls that sh:lpe our
understanding of the world, and is moving toward
an adult comprehension of reality.

Children at this age begin to develop the ability to
internalize their actions. For example, although a
preoperational child might be able to memorize the
path from his house to the cinemaplex (or the monster’s
hideout), he would never be able to describe it later.
He needs to be there, using the physical evidence of
the path to find his way. The older child, in contrast,
can think through the path in his head or draw a map
of how to get there. That said, the younger child
remains bound to the thinking of still solid, real situ-
ations. More abstract thinking eludes the concrete
operational child, such as discussing ways to get to the
movie thearer faster.

A more balanced understanding of objects and
numbers also emerges in this stage. If you cut up a
sausage on the concrete operational child'’s plate, she
recognizes that it's still just one sausage. Likewise, she
is able to categorize objects, and even sort them ac-
cording to physical characteristics. (“These monsters
had the most rorting flesh, and these ones had a little
less, but those ones we saw in the woods didn't have
any at all.”)

Perhaps the main difference in the way this child
thinks, as opposed to adults, is a certain rigidity in
thinking. Although a child at this stage can note thar
flames seem ro work really well against rots and even
consider why, she doesn’t begin to pnnd::r what other
tricks would work well based on that knowledge.




Morally, her attitude is similar. Although she no
longer operates on a completely id-driven, egocen-
tric moral code and follows rules set by others (such
as adults), she does not begin to consider why those
rules are set or to judge whether they are fair. Among
children, more Judges are imbued at this stage of
development than at any other.

Roleplaying Tips: Children at this stage remain
just as egocentric as any younger child, so show it in
your actions and motives. You may well understand
that a friend is sad and you try to help him, but it
doesn’t occur to you to consider why he's sad. You
slowly develop an understanding of duties, responsi-
bilities and teamwork, but you've yet to consider the
reasons for their existence. When in doubrt, take things
utterly literally.

A child’s response to the imbuing at this age can be
almost surreal. The Messengers’ fondness for crypric
slogans can clash with a child's over-literal take on
them to produce unusual results. Moral shadings can
produce extreme emotional dissonance at this stage.
You may see monsters as inherently “bad,” so one
hunter's persecuting another (or you) for some less-
than-respectful-of-public-safety method of stopping a
creature could provoke in you anything from confused
aggression to a temporary derangemcnt.

Formac Orenavionat Srace (2-16)

By this stage, a child’s thinking is structurally
little different than that of an adult. The ability to
rationally weigh physical evidence is extended to
judging thoughts and other reasoning. A child at this
age can argue someone's logic rather than their evi-
dence. Time and space become fully meaningful
concepts. Morality becomes more similar to an adult’s,
rules exist for a purpose and they can he broken in
cerrain circumstances.

None of which is to say that the child is sud-
denly on par with any adult. Children at this stage
still learn new things every day, and they are still
short on life experience. The systems by which a
teen processes new information are now fixed for
the rest of his life, however.

Children at this age develop the ability to picture
the world through another person’s eyes. As a result,
children who were imbued ar younger ages often gain
a profound sadness as they finally begin to see what
they’ve missed in pursuing the hunt. Depression is a
strong and active enemy in this situation,

Roleplaying Tips: Resist the urge to become a
“little adult” ar this stage. You're an adult intellectu-
ally, but you're still as vulnerable as any child
emotionally — confused by those older than you,
trying to make the logical leaps to fill the holes in your
knowledge, and now coming to grips with developing

sexuality — especially early in the age band. You're
entering adolescence, with all its confusion, idealism
and constant change. Whereas on the intellectual
front, the concrete operational stage is a child's tran-
sitional period, thisstage is the social transition. Adults
begin to burden you with adult responsibilities yet
continue to grant you the respect of a child — limired
— which is always an infuriating situation.

The fact that imbuings began relatively recently
means that no one has had a chance to grow up with the
hunt— whose numerous dangers mean that few youth-
ful hunters survive to grow up. If you are one of those
exceptions, keep in mind that normal teens contend
daily with feelings of envy, inadequacy, inexplicable
desire and exaggerated agony. You deal with all that
and a brutal secret life. What keeps you doing it? What
sort of future do you hope for? What's your family like,
and do they know? If so, how do they help and hinder
you! (As normal people close to an imbued person,
they're likely ro do both.) And if you haven't run away
from home yet, what's stopping you!

Respond to the new responsibilities you experi-
ence with a childlike attitude and you nail it.

Currnever Creavion

The only thing that should be different with your
child-character's creation as opposed to an adult’s is
where the dots go. Remember, children are ascomplex
as any adult — perhaps even more so. Go over your
origins and history as strongly as with any other char-
acter. [f anything, be more focused on your origins than
you would be with an adult. After all, you have o pack
as many interesting hooks as you can into your charac-
ter with a far shorter history.

Also, remember who the main foci of a child’s life
are. In the vast majority of cases, a child’s parents are
the most important foci of her life. How does she feel
toward them? The relationship does not have 1o be a
simplistic or idyllic one; children can dislike their
parents strongly for reasons trivial (“My mom makes
me do lots of chores") or traumatic (“My dad is always
getting drunk and hitting me”). Yet, very few children
don't love their parents. Consider the position of
children: small, vulnerable and often confused by a
world designed for people bigger than they are. To
whom can they turn for protection? Other than their
parents, there are few answers. Do not neglect, how-
ever, to cover close friends, enemies, extended family,
siblings, teachers and the many other people your
character has to deal with on a regular basis. Like any
hunter, children do not exist in a vacuum. Show how
they relate to the world and how it relares to them.

Children between the ages of seven and 12 should
take the “Child" and “Short” flaw at character cre-
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ation, and most children under 14 should also have
both, although some pre-teens are as tall as any adult.

Children under six are tricky cases. The Story-
teller system doesn’t allow very well for characters
who are so profoundly below the adult average in
many ways. Even an adult with 1 Strength is more
powerful than are most children that young. They
are likely to know far, far less than most characters.
The differences are so vast that no Flaw could
accurately describe the gap. Hence, no Flaw exists
for children so young, although they should still
take the “Child" Flaw, as normal. In addition, sim-
ply accept the fact that your character is not as
strong as those around him.

Young children begin with a 4/4/3 split of

Attributes. Physical must be tertiary, and you do
not begin with an automatic point in either Strength
or Dexterity. If you have zero in either Attribute,
you are simply the proverbial victim of confection-
ery thievery and you may not attempt any rolls
with that Attribute.

Abilities are even more cramped. A young child
may be weak and may not think as quickly or as
comprehensively as an adult, but at least the natural
resources are there. A child who isn't a prodigy hasn't
even had a hope of learning anything at a functional
level, however. The most they can hope for is a few
simple tricks learned from parents or teachers. Thus,
children begin with only 5 points in Talents, 2 in Skills
and a piddling 1 point in Knowledges.

The Storyteller may also allow you to select 1
Skill and rwo Knowledges as being “familiar” to the
character. This oprional rule doesn’t purvey any me-
chanical benefits, but it shows a certain understanding
of a subject. A child may not have any paints in
Computer, but he does know how to turn one on and
boot up a game. Srorytellers should note this allow-
ance in their games.

Other areas are also limited, Children this young
have a mere 2 Background points, although the Story-
teller may allow a few points “by proxy,” such as having

a high Resources and rich parents. The money affects
your life, but you can't access it. Treat such Back-
ground pointsas character flavor, with no game effects,
similar to “familiar” Abilities.

Otherwise, you begin with standard Conviction,
Edges and Virtues, but only 1 Willpower point.

Finally, the Storyteller should account for your
character growing and developing. No systems are
given here, but as the years progress in-game (if
they do), the Storyteller should award a few At-
tribute points and occasionally an Ability point to
represent your character’s growth. Consider any
Attribute points not received at character creation
to be held “in reserve” and given to you at a later
date. The same also goes for outstanding Ability
and Willpower points.

Resotvimg A Cried Wivnin s Huwy er Group

It's obvious that a very young child hunter is not
going to be even a useful backup member in the field,
and even an “older” child is still small, weak and less
socially accepted than an adult hunter. So why would
adult hunters bother with young brethren?

Because despite the limitations of youth, the fact
remains that children are still imbued. That'’s signifi-
cant when you consider how rare the chosen are. No
hunter is in a position to pick and choose his compan-
ions. An extraset of hands is an extra set of hands, even
if they're small. Those hands can still do computer
research with the right instruction. Edges such as
Insinuate can still work over a telephone, and a child
can use them as effectively as anyone else can. With
such advantages, a youngster can handle liaisons with
(or espionage against) monsters for her friends. In
short, children might not leap straight into the fray,
but there's no reason why they can’t serve as excellent
home-front soldiers. The fact that the Messengers
have selected a child means that it's probably worth
spending the time to teach him or her to be helpful.

After all, when the Messengers do choose a child,
they must imbue her for a reason, right?




