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GUT FEELINGS

A CULINARY GUIDE TO FAST FOOD IN PHILADELPHIA

From the TV, Morgan Freeman informs me that
“Ernest Hemingway once wrote, ‘The world is a fine
place, and worth fighting for.””” Ernest Hemingway
also blew his head off with a shotgun, of course.

I switch off the TV as the credits roll. The coffee
table has a stack of DVDs, but I don’t much feel like
watching anything else. Thing is, I don’t know what
else to do. I’ve been puking my guts out for the last
two days, no matter what I eat, so I’ve been knocking
around my apartment, but I’'m utterly bored now.

I stand up and walk to the bathroom. I don’t think
I’m going to be sick again. Actually, I’m starting to
feel hungry, which is a good sign. I draw a glass of
water and swish it around in my mouth before spit-
ting it out. I still have the taste of vomit in my mouth,
and it’s not unpleasant, which is goddamn weird.

But my reflection in the mirror is even weirder. I look
fine. My face is clean, my skin looks clear, and my stubble’s
coming in even. None of that makes any sense. When I throw
up, all of the blood vessels around my eyes burst and I get
these little blood-red dots on my face. I go all pale and look
like a zombie for at least a day. My stubble never comes in
even, always patchy and ugly. But I look... good.

And I’'m definitely feeling hungry. I walk into my
room, throw off my robe, and pull on a pair of jeans.
I haven’t been dressed in a couple of days, and it’s
already helping me feel more normal. I wonder if the
sandwich shop up the road is still open. They keep
odd hours, but they make some of the best veggie
burgers I’ve ever had.

I yank on a sweatshirt, and take a second to inhale.
My room smells good. It smells safe. I lie down on
my bed and roll over a couple of times, enjoying the
comfort, enjoying the contours that my body has made
over the years. My pillow has my scent, my girl-
friend’s scent, and deep down in my memory I associ-
ate this pillow with my dad — I pulled it off his bed
before I moved out on my own. It’s good. It’s home.

But I’m still hungry, and so I leave my room and
my apartment and walk out into the ice. It’s been
pouring down rain since yesterday morning, but
today the temperature dropped and now everything’s
coated. Walking on the sidewalk is tricky — it’s not
like anyone ever salts around here. It’s probably
about five or ten below freezing with the wind, and
Manny Martinez is still out on his goddamn porch.
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Manny beat up the old guy who lives in the
building across from me last week. I don’t
know if he took anything or how bad the old
guy was hurt. I don’t even know his name.

I just know Manny’s a cock. I stare at him a
minute, before I realize what a bad idea that is.
He’s alone, at least. He usually rolls
around with five of his buddies. “Thick as
thieves,” my mom used to say, and I had no idea
what that meant. But that’s Manny and his guys.

They weren’t all together when Manny jumped
that old guy. The others were watching, and then
when the cops questioned them, they were all to-
gether down at the pool hall, the whole time, you
know, officer? And the guy who runs the place
backed them up.

The papers called it a hate crime because the old
guy was Jewish. I don’t think he was, though. I used
to hang with a guy who lived in his building, and I
smelled bacon from his place all the time. Used to make
me feel ill, but it was always there, and | thought Jews
didn’t eat bacon. And how would the papers know,
anyway? He doesn’t wear a little cap or a star — wait,
actually, maybe he did. But that bacon smell—

I smell the sandwich shop and start moving faster.

I try to slow down, because I don’t want to fall, but
damn, I’'m hungry. A couple of minutes later, 'm walk-
ing in the door. I’'m not winded, I’m not even that cold.
I’m just pumped, which is strange, because | should
feel like complete ass after not eating for three days.

“Well, hi.” The girl behind the counter knows my
face, if not my name. She doesn’t wear a nametag, so
I don’t know hers, either. “You want a burger?”’

“Yeah,” I pant. I’'m not out of breath, but my
mouth is watering so much it’s harder to talk. “Two.
The works.”

“Okay.” She taps on the register keys for a min-
ute and takes my money. “Is it really cold out still?”

I turn around and look outside, as if that’s going to
tell me if it’s cold. “Yeah, but it’s going to warm up a
little before morning. Rain’s not stopping, though.”

“Huh.” She glances at the TV in the corner.
“Thought they said we were getting more snow.”

I don’t know, actually. I haven’t looked at a
weather report in a while. How’d I know that, then?
Gut feeling. I can smell the rain coming, over the
snow, through the wind. Rain is coming and taking
the ice off. I'm glad I live on the third floor — the
basements of the apartment complex are going to
flood again, I’m sure.

The TV’s talking about the old dude who lives
in my complex. Wendell McCall. Not exactly a

A VEGGIE BURGER THAT
IS SIMPLY A DELIGHT!

I’ve lived in the city for what sometimes
seems an eternity and sometimes (and I do
mean sometimes) | like to break up the mo-
notony of it all with venturing forth into the
various smaller fast food joints.

For those of you who weren’t around in the
late 1950°s, there were many “Mom and Pop”
styled fast food places. Each one had its own
flavor and style, as well as a menues so varied
it defied the imagining.

However, in the 80’s and 90’s, many of those
great pieces of Americana were devoured by
the giant franchises. However, our city’s own
Burger Keep managed to survive. Not only
that, they are thriving on today’s health crazes
by offering the most delicious veggie burger
this writer has ever eaten.

So, if you only take one piece of advice
from me, hit up the Burger Keep and you
won’t be disappointed.

Jewish name. The counter girl looks over at me.
“Did you know that guy? You live down the block,
there, right?”
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“Yeah. I mean, I live down there. I didn’t really
know him.”

“Didn’t?”

“Don’t know him.” He’s not dead, after all. I nod
toward the TV. “What’s up?”

“Oh, he’s going home tomorrow.”

“Really?” I lean in to listen, but the TV is crackly
with static and it makes my ears itch. “I thought he
was beat up worse than that.”

“Me, too.” She shrugs. “They haven’t caught who
did it.”

I shake my head. “Yeah, well, he’s right down the
block. Dude who lives in my complex.”

“Why don’t you say something?”’

I look out the window, down the street. I can’t see
Manny, of course, but he’s probably still out there.
“Maybe [ will.” The TV switches to a weather report,
and the reporter says we’ve got a cold front and more
snow on the way. The counter girl looks at me with
a smirk. She thinks I’m full of shit with my weather
forecast.

I walk to the door and stick my head out again.
Yep, I’'m sure. Rain tonight. Warmer tomorrow. My
mom used to say she could smell rain coming, and

she was usually right about her predictions, but |
don’t remember her ever doing it in a damn snow-
storm before. I pull my head back inside the shop.
My burgers are ready.

“Hey, your food’s ready.”

“Didn’t you just say that?”

She shakes her head. “Don’t think so.” How’d I
know, then?

I sit down with my burgers. I eat the first one in
three bites, and I savor the second one a little more.
After I’'m done, though, I still feel hungry. Not empty,
exactly, but craving something. I thank the girl at the
counter and walk outside.

It’s still cold, and the slush on the sidewalk
sneaks into my shoes. Everything’s covered in ice
like a worldwide sugar-coating. I think about rock
candy and wonder if anywhere around here sells it.
But actually that doesn’t appeal to me much. Instead
of walking toward my house, | start walking down
the block. I’'m keyed up. I’'m cold, but it’s not un-
pleasant. I feel like I’'m part of the world around me,
like I can hear and see and smell everything. My skin
itches against my clothes. My face feels flushed. And
I’m still hungry, damn it.
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| walk by the fried chicken place, and my
mouth is watering. And that stops me dead.

I haven’t eaten meat in... what, 10 years now?
Closest I’ve come is eating fish once every few
months. But I haven’t had beef or chicken in a
decade. I hate the smell of cooked meat, and I have
since I was little, but now...

I walk toward the chicken place. It’s dirty and
grimy and greasy in there. I can smell it before |
touch the door, and I turn away, the food I’ve just eat-
en threatening to come back up. A big fat guy walks
out of the place past me, and lets out a huge belch as
he digs his car keys out of his pants. I smell that foul
mix of digesting food, chicken grease, and cigarette
smoke, and my dinner makes good on its threat.

The manager comes out of the store and yells at
me, but his accent is too strong and I don’t get any-
thing except “fucker.” I stagger away, back toward
my place. I’'m hungry again, but [ don’t want to go
back to the sandwich shop. That’d look too weird.
Maybe I'll call my girlfriend and see if she wants to
come over and bring me dinner. She offered to yester-
day, but I wasn’t fit company.

Man, whatever this is, I hope it isn’t catching.

I’m walking down the block, shoes still full of
slush, mouth still tasting of puke, face flushed and

nose running. I’m hunched over like  I’'m in
pain, but [ actually feel Okay. Just hungry.

“What’s up, man?” Manny Martinez. I’'m on his
side of the street this time.

I turn to him. I’'m expecting him to tell me how
crappy I look. I don’t say anything, I just sniff a bit.

That apparently looks exactly like I think it does,
because he furrows his brow. “Smell something bad,
man?”

“Yeah,” I say without thinking. But it’s not bad
like he’s meaning. It’s bad in a way I can’t quite
describe. I sniff, and I see things. I see blood on his
knuckles. I see him yelling something I don’t un-
derstand. I see purpose, like it wasn’t just about the
money or the watch or even the thrill. He hit that old
guy for a reason. Maybe it was a hate crime, that’s
about the only thing that makes any sense.

I see strength in Manny, and that pisses me off,
because in my gut, [ know I’m stronger.

He takes a step toward me. “What you wanna do
about it?”

I don’t get into fights. I’'m no good at it, and I’'m
sick anyway. But I stand up taller and take a step for-
ward. I have this crazy idea about pushing him down
and pissing on him. I bare my teeth.
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He
swings. |
don’t move. His fist
connects with my face and | lose
my balance, falling over into the slush. My
face stings a bit, but it doesn’t really hurt. That comes
later, anyway.

Manny, true to form, doesn’t quit. He kicks me in
the gut once, which should completely wreck me. But
I don’t really feel it. He’s talking at me in Mexican,
which of course I don’t understand, but I get the gist.
His turf. His block. His home. There’s none of that
fire I smelled on him, though. He’s not getting into
this the way he did with the old guy. This is just about
him strutting his stuff, being king of his block.

But I live here, too. I push myself to my feet and
slam my shoulder into him. He slips backwards and
lands on his ass. I follow him down, flip him over and
pin him. My hips are moving, and I don’t like that at all,
but he needs to learn, goddammit. And he will, if T have
to rip the pants off him and fucking show him that—

What the fuck am I doing?

I push back, spin around, and start running. My
shoes slip on the ice, but I still make tracks. I’'m go-
ing home. I’m going to my safe, warm bed, where
everything smells like me. I hit the door to my build-

THE FRUGAL TOURIST
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full-

speed and

the frame

splinters. I can

barely breathe. My shirt feels tight. The stairs move
under me, but that’s only because I'm taking them so
quickly. I stop long enough to use my key, and then
I’'m in my bed, muddy shoes marking the floor and
the sheets, shaking, whining, trying to be calm.

I was really ready to... I don’t even know. It
wasn’t about sex. It was just that he did wrong, and
I’m stronger than he is, and he needs to know that.
He still needs to know that.

I stand up and pull off my shirt. It felt tight before, but
it feels okay now. I stand by the window and look across
the street. I see Manny coming out of his building. He’s
got something in his hand. It glints in the moonlight.

Moonlight? | shut my eyes, and | realize that the
moon is shining tonight. It’s half-full, and suddenly I




want to be out-
side again, just
so | can see the
moon. The moon-
light makes me
feel less empty,
like it’s hitting
a craving. And
then the craving
| had before, for
meat, comes back,
and I’m trying to
figure out how
those two things,
moonlight and
red meat, connect,
before | hear the
shot and feel a
sting in my chest.
| fall back-
wards onto the
floor of my room.
My window’s bro-
ken, and there’s
glass around
me. My stomach
aches terribly, and
| can see a stream
of blood coming
from my belly
button. No, wait,
it’s from a hole
above my belly
button. That’s
never been there
before.
actually shot me. I turn
over and spit out a mouthful of blood, and try to
struggle to my feet. I reach down to try and push
myself up, but I wind up undoing my belt instead. I
don’t know why, but I have a gut feeling [ want to be
naked right now.

I start crawling out of the room. I can smell
burnt flesh and shit coming from the hole in my
stomach, but it’s getting fainter. There’s a new
scent, too, something that reminds me of moon-
light for some reason. Something I recognize, but |
have no memory to go with it.

I’m up and running, but the perspective is
weird. I still feel like I’'m crawling, from the look
of things. Everything’s too tall. I run down the
stairs and burst out the door, and see Manny across

That fucker

the street. He looks at me, but it doesn’t look like
recognizes me. That’s weird.

I smell gunpowder and feel heat from the pis-
tol. And that just pisses me off. And suddenly, my
perspective changes again, except now [’'m taller. I
look up at the moon, and | see it, a semicircle shin-
ing down on the ice and slush and the two of us. And
I lift my head and sing to it, lost for a moment in the
beauty of it all. I’ve never sung to the moon before,
but in my gut—

—I’m shot again. My eyes snap open and Man-
ny’s standing there with the gun pointed at me. He’s
shaking, and | smell urine laced with beer, weed and
too much sugar. I launch myself across the street and
hit him full-force. He is going to know I’m stronger.
He is going to respect how things work around here.
He is not going to beat up old men anymore.

I grind my teeth, trying to find a way to hurt him
more than [ already am. And then I open my mouth
and snap it down over the side of his face, and pull
up, ripping his cheek away. I bite down again, and
my teeth somehow shatter his. I taste gold from his
fillings and spit it out. I adjust my angle and my jaws
close over his neck. I taste blood, thick and copper
and coating my tongue like licorice and stout beer. I
taste the fluid leaking out his spine, and it’s bitter and
sticks to the roof of my mouth, like eating a cobweb.
| taste the cartilage in his throat, and he stops making
sounds because I’ve bitten through his larynx.

I taste meat. Soft, tender, red, warm, meat. And
that place inside me, that empty place in my gut, fills
up again. There’s a bullet hole in my shoulder, but
its closing. And I keep biting, even though I know he
can’t feel pain anymore.

Lights start to come on around me. [ hear the
clicks from people’s houses. I hear screams. I smell
fear. I’d better go.

But before I do, I piss on his body. I guess he’s
not really in a position to learn anything now, but
there are other people like him around here. They can
learn this lesson: If you’re going to act like top dog,
you’d better fucking be top dog.

I turn and jog back toward my building. My
perspective looks normal again. The rain’s already
coming down heavier, washing away my footprints...
also some footprints that can’t possibly be mine. |
can’t see the moon anymore, and that gives me a
heavy, sad feeling in my gut.

But I know it’s there, somewhere, and that
thought comforts me. I feel sated, but it’s just that the
edge is off my hunger.

I could really go for some chicken.

¥
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The street gang with scarred-up faces. The eerie-eyed park
ranger giving off the gamy stink of an animal’s musk. The al-
ley preachers proselytizing messages of rage. The pack of lone
hikers carrying blood-caked camping gear.

Werewolves are men who become wolves, are hu-
mans with feral hearts and unnatural souls. Hunters who
know of the shapechangers, whether it’s from a story about
stumbling into Lupine territory or getting run down by a pack
of bloody-muzzled truckers, know to be afraid.

The fear has many reasons: for one, anger dominates
these beasts. Two, their wild side bleeds off them like an in-
tangible miasma, a heady musk. And three, they rarely work
alone; the werewolf pack is a bestial analog to the hunter cell,
for both represent a struggling minority against a cruel major-
ity. The werewolves are themselves creatures besieged, and
yet they hunt what surrounds them. Hunters, too, are out-
numbered on all sides—red eyes from the forest, the gleam
of white teeth from the dark of a doorway.

Yes, that means there’s a common ground to be had —
when either side is willing to see it. Both hunt. And quite
often, they hunt each other.

Wild at Heart

Whether it’s mystical, biological, or some fucked-up
amalgam of the two, werewolves are men whose souls are
shared with a wolf — they reek of this wildness. A Lupine’s
body longs to roam the edges of his territory. He shares a kill
with his friends, his pack. His teeth need to bite, his muzzle
needs to pick up every lingering scent, his claws must rend.
Man’s refined civilization — a costume of quiet flesh and polite
manners — cannot easily contain the wolf-half of the soul, and
these urges must be made manifest. They become apex preda-
tors, hunting as an expression of those untamed needs.

So, they are wild, but do not be misled: this wildness
is not natural. It is not the wilderness that lives within the
creatures, but a wild, frenzied, feral core. This is not the hand
of Mother Nature at work, no. Werewolves are part of a spirit
world, and the wolf that lurks within thinks in ways alien to
a real wolf. Many of the Lupines worship the moon in the sky

above, howling desperately and madly to her eerie face. (And

any hunter who asks the werewolves about the moon comes to
a swift conclusion: she’s probably batshit, and the werewolves
are just as batshit for worshipping her. Luna, lunatic, lunacy,
it all starts to make a kind of deranged sense.)

Dark and Secret Territory

Werewolves are lords of their territories, and that plays
very well with Hunter: The Vigil. Think of how one street
gang dominates this block, and another gang dominates the
next. Or how a group of young Muslims or Guardian Angels
might try to “clean up” one of those blocks, or how the police
control a certain part of a certain city but have lost control
of other parts. Or, in a hunter-context, how this Union cell
watches over the Dragoon Court project or this other Aegis Kai
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Doru cell stands Vigil over the three downtown uni-
versities. Werewolves, too, keep their territory. One
pack roves Chinatown, claiming its tangled streets as
hunting ground. A lone skin-changer is King of the
Shantytown, where all the homeless gather beneath
the overpass in tents and tin-sheet shelters.

Oh, humans don’t know about these territories,
not really. They go about their business, only aware
of the subtle vibrations of wildness lingering: a bloody
claw streak on an otherwise white sidewalk, lots of
flyers advertising missing children, or weird reflections
poorly-seen in passing storefront windows. The wil-
derness, too, is home to great swaths of territory —
places where the wolves rule more easily, and where
hunters are truly at the mercy of the beasts that won-
der the aimless tracts.

Hell, territory doesn’t even need to be physical,
does it? One pack claims to “watch over” a women’s
shelter, going so far as to use the women within as
“breeders.” And maybe a hunter cell chooses to stand
guard over that same shelter — and, inevitably, the

-

two clash. Territory is a great hook, and something to
keep in mind of when reading this book.

Common and
Dangerous Threads

That leads us to one strange and often denied
fact: hunter cells and werewolf packs are, as noted,
similar. Both attempt to “police” their respective do-
mains because... well, for many, because that’s what
they do. They can do nothing else. (Think of them
like Charles Bronson in Death Wish, “Well, what if
the cops can’t handle this, Jack?” They do what they
do because circumstance and conscience offer them
little choice.) That commonality, though, should
not be comfortable to either group. They don’t band
together and make nice-nice. Yes, alliances are pos-
sible. Even long-term ones. But “friendly” isn’t the
word one might use to describe such relationships.
Moreover, such discomfort living next to one another
(remember, werewolves aren’t necessarily opposed to
outright slaying those humans who stray) is so uneasy
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VIGIL AND FORSAKEN

This book is not a replacement of Werewolf: The Forsaken, nor do you need that book to follow

this book.

That being said, if you're in possession of Forsaken, you have a couple of choices. First, you can use
this book as a great antagonist book for Werewolf — the hunters here have a lot of abilities and
tactics that can make the life of a werewolf pack very difficult, indeed. (Alternately, they might make
good temporary allies in the fight against the Pure.) Second, you can use this book and Forsaken
hand-in-hand. Both books can easily be mixed together, with you as Storyteller pulling bits from each
to keep players (be they controlling hunter or werewolf characters) on their toes.

that it can lead to violent flare-ups. Where does the
common ground end? Uratha are born to this, forced
into it. It is instinct. Hunters must force themselves;
they may be forced by compulsion, twisted to the mis-
sion, but most are not “born” this way. (That being
said, the Lucifuge certainly think they’re born to it,
and may find more in common with werewolves than
they accept as comfortable.)

An Inscrutable Spirit

This book, though, is about more than just were-
wolves. Werewolves aren’t really part wolf: they’re
part wolf-spirit. Whether they’re born to it through
the genetics of a moon-tribe or they steal the shape-
shifting ability from Satan himself, the soul changes.
A beast emerges, a skin spirit that latches onto one’s
psyche and essence and won't let go.

This book is therefore as much about spirits as it
is about the werewolves who deal with and are part of
that world. Hunters cannot see into the spirit world;
they are only barely aware at all that such an immate-
rial plane exists. But they can see the effects of spirits
and ghosts, they can see those strange entities that
manifest or steal bodies.

Some are certainly misled by the term “spirit.”
[t sounds almost pleasant, doesn’t it? The spirits have
guided me. Except, no hunter should expect pleasant-
ness from spirit encounters. Spirits are bizarre. They
adhere to Byzantine rules (one leaves a trail of blood-
ied teeth in its wake, another scrawls poetic revela-
tions on subway tunnel walls not because it wants to
but because it has to). They are in no way human,
have never been human, and do not even understand
humans — yes, some are the embodiments of human
emotion, but there hunters suffer the chicken-and-egg
dilemma. Which came first, the spirits born of emo-
tion, or the emotions born of the spirits?

Once more, just as with werewolves, hunters soon
learn that there exists nothing “natural” or “pleasant”
about spirits — they are selfish figments and lunatic

entities. One can deal with them in a way that doesn’t
involve burning down their nests or chopping apart
their hot-spot “loci,” but it’s never, ever easy.

How to Use This Book

First things first, throughout the book you'll find
short stories by Matt McFarland. These stories (pre-
ceding each of the chapters) are meant to frame the
hunter-werewolf struggle in a meaningful context.

Chapter One: Untamed Territory is a heady mix
of the history of the struggle betwixt hunter and were-
wolf. And it’s not just about those werewolves who
have come to their gifts and curses by birth — no,
it’s also about those hunters who have encountered
beasts who have stolen their power from the skins of
wolves or from the Devil his own self.

Chapter Two: Sheep’s Clothing gives a look at
how the hunters respond to the werewolf and spirit
menace. How do individual cells deal with were-
wolves! How do the compacts and conspiracies
mount their attacks on — or make alliances with
— the shapeshifters in this world? In addition, you'll
find three new compacts and one new conspiracy: the
appropriately named Les Mysteres, a loose confed-
eration of cults whose hunters allow spirits to possess
their bodies for a time, so as to gain access to new
powers in the Vigil.

Chapter Three: Silver Bullets is about the tools
and weapons available to both hunter and werewolf.
New Tactics? Endowments? Merits? Check, check,
and check. But the werewolves and spirits have their
own powerful tricks, and hunters should be wary.

Chapter Four: Moonstruck provides advice to
Storytellers hoping to tell a story or chronicle based
around the hunter-werewolf struggle. In addition, we
are once more granted a look at Philadelphia. This
time, the City of Brotherly Love is painted in strokes of
blood spilled from cruel tooth and claw, showing how
the tumult of the city’s existence has shaped — and is
shaped by — the war between hunter and Lupine.
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respect, always been about the separation of humanity and na-
ture. We build walls and roofs. We dress ourselves in ever
more elaborate clothing. We create machines. We deny the
fact that in each and every one of us lives an animal, a mor-
tal being of blood and secretions and bone.

And over time, we've feared people who seem to be
closer to the animal nature. Because they shouldn’t be. Be-
cause we've made it impossible to understand the animal
without some paradoxically unnatural agency to make it
happen. We accuse people who love their dogs or their cats
of being witches. We equate closeness to the animals with
sexual deviancy, with cannibalism, with murder.

And... aren’t we right to do this? Alone and naked, hu-
mans are vulnerable to the dangers presented by a hostile
world. The hunter doesn’t perform the Vigil for long before
he has hard evidence that behind the world we see another
world that informs the visible world around us with malice.
Spirits swarm in the shadowy depths that wait at the corner
of your eye. The Earth itself throbs with an intelligence, a
power that would reach inside you, twist you, take away ev-
erything that makes you human, leaving you as nothing more
than a beast, howling at the stars, tearing at the flesh of those
you love with gore-stained teeth. If we allow these powers to
triumph, humanity becomes no more than the illusion we
maintain to protect us from becoming the animals we left
behind. In some respects, it always has been.

Skins for Wearing

At what point in our evolution did the human race be-
come more than apes! When did we gain self-conscious-
ness, the ability to reason? When did we leave behind our
innocence!

The story of Adam and Eve is to some the story of a
fall, the story of curiosity leading to the mistake that robbed
humanity of our enlightened innocence. But in some inter-
pretations, the exile from Eden is a metaphor of the dawn of
consciousness. The Fruit from the Tree of Knowledge of Good
and Evil is the signifier of the dawning awakening of human
language and thought. Eden is the animal state. In eating of
the Fruit — in gaining knowledge — humanity must leave
behind Eden and can never return.

The example of the werewolf gives the lie to that particu-
lar part of the story.

Either way, the exile from Eden ends in enmity. Adam
and Eve are barred from ever coming back by an angel bear-
ing a flaming blade, and from then on, they suffer and die
without ever really being in communion with the world.

Right from the beginning of history, that hostility be-
tween the human and the animal expressed itself in a fear
of the animal world. The accusation of shape-shifter, so often

The history of human endeavor and progress has, in some
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cognate with “vampire” and “witch” was leveled at
those we most feared. Our enemies were, more than
anything, shapechangers, both in the transitive and
intransitive senses of the term: they changed their
own shapes, and they changed the shapes of others.
And vyet, to take the form of the animal was a divine
characteristic, too. The gods represented the forces
of nature

Horus became the falcon, Anubis the jackal,
Hathor the cow, Seth the incomprehensible Typhon
Beast. The gods of Greece and Rome, particularly
Zeus and Apollo, adopted a menagerie of shapes, the
better to interact with mortals, and sometimes to love
them. And in return they forced changes upon the
mortals whom they judged worthy to be changed, or
unworthy to be human.

The shapechanger must understand his form, and
must understand the rules that govern changing, the
use of the tools one uses to change. Witness the tale of
Lucius the Greek, who spies on his hostess Pamphile
one night, as she strips her clothes and coats herself
with an unguent taken from a cellar shelf; she shrinks,
sprouts feathers and beak, and is a bird. She flies. Lucius
watches her go and something changes inside him. It’s
another danger of seeing another change shape: along
with the strangeness and the slight revulsion, it creates
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curiosity; it creates a burning desire to experience the
new body, inside and perhaps out. He becomes eager to
fly himself. He snatches a jar from the shelf and strips
off his clothes. Coated with ointment, he spreads out
his arms to fly away, but his back cramps and his arms
fall to the ground; his face elongates, his ears grow
high and bushy. His genitals swell. He is a donkey, and
for nearly a year, Lucius is forced to remain a donkey.
Thieves steal him. He experiences abuse. But at the
same time, people treat him strangely; the animal form
creates that same revulsion/curiosity/desire in others
that the sight of Pamphile created in him. He faces
more cruelty than the other animals, and one day a
woman sees him without truly knowing what he is, and
desires him, and takes him to her bed. A god of Egypt
returns him to his shape, but only after the allotted
time has passed.

The shapechanger can be cursed to change; and
it can be hotly desired. Sometimes, only a fine line
divides the two.

Pasiphaé

From a fragmentary poem engraved on a clay tablet
in Linear B, now held in the Library of the Aegis Kai
Doru in Athens:
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Story Hooks: Hybridization

® Unnatural Unions

The tale of Pasiphaé is one of the strangest and
perhaps most perverse in a body of mythology that has
no shortage of bestiality and weird sex. The wife of the
queen of Crete develops an unnatural desire for a fine
black bull that will only be relieved by the act of con-
summation. Transformed into the shape of a bull with
a deviously clever costume, she gets her wish. She con-
ceives the Minotaur: a beast with a bull’s head and a
hunger for human flesh. This much is a matter of myth.

Anyone with a basic knowledge of biology —
even assuming the knowledge of an inhabitant of
Archaic Greece — knows that you can’t conceive a
man-bull hybrid, flesh-eating or not, by just having
sex with a bull. But in the World of Darkness, it’s not
impossible... it just depends on the bull.

Spirits can take many forms, and have the ability
to possess animals. It’s not outside the realms of pos-
sibility that a spirit personifying lust or fertility could
possess (“claim”) an animal and create an animal-
human hybrid, or shape-shifter.

In fact, it’s a possible origin for the first werewolf
— a woman impregnated by an event, or a she-wolf
impregnated by an event.

Here’s the thing: if such a thing could happen
(and why not?) back in the age of heroes, why can’t it
happen now? The answer is of course that it does hap-
pen, and that it is happening right now. It happens to
people in remote places. It happens to people trapped
in the middle of cities, locked inside the labyrinthine
slums that make up so much of the modern urban ex-
perience. It happens to the great and the good.

A woman in a tenement block gives birth to a
mewling cat-thing. The cat-child runs away one night;
and although his mother never sees him again, people
walking the stairwells of the vast decaying block of
flats sometimes see round eyes, shining in the dark.
A man on a farm far from anywhere, possessed for a
season by a goat-spirit fathers a goat-girl on his wife
(like the one in Joyce Carol Oates’ short story “Secret
Observations on the Goat-Girl”). His wife goes mad,
and he puts the goat-girl out into the paddock and
forbids his other children from having anything to do
with her. He means to kill her when she is too old to
hide, when he can gather up the nerve.

More famously, perhaps, one might think of the
beast of Glamis Castle: in this royal residence, some-
thing resided in a hidden room for a hundred years
or more, a supposed scion of the house of Hanover
that could never be revealed, whose nightly howled
echoed across the glens of the Scottish estate.

Spirits may also create things that are hybrids of hu-
mans and creatures that don’t exist outside of our night-
mares. The scenario of Lovecraft’s classic story “The Dun-
wich Horror” becomes all too possible — a degenerate
occultist subjects his daughter to a terrible union. A pre-
cocious child develops into a form of terrible evil...

Whether the creature is a flesh-eating minotaur,
a man-dog, a furred, clawed cat-child or some other
creature, hunters may find themselves facing some-
thing terrible, bestial, flesh-eating, and intimately fa-
miliar with the lie of the land. Who are the hunters,
and who the hunted?

It’s sometimes far too easy to just assume that
people out in the sticks are evil, though. It’s one of
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the tropes of horror fiction, and really, poor people
and uneducated people are just as likely to be good
or bad as rich, educated people (it’s just that wealth
and education allow people to manifest evil in dif-
ferent ways. But we're digressing here). Let’s go back
to the farmer whose family tragedy is to have to deal
with the aftermath of a spirit having fun in his body
for a single night: a goat-girl. It is an innocent crea-
ture that can do no harm... and whose conception
and birth drove his wife mad and has, in his opin-
ion blighted his crops, a permanent reminder of his
shame, and his weakness.

A hunter may be drawn to tales of domestic vio-
lence and madness, of a family that has turned in-
ward, that hides a secret in its old barn... And the
father will kill to hide it.

What will the hunters do when they discover the
goat-girl is harmless? Does the simple fact that she
is a spirit-born, barely intelligent mixture of girl and
beast remove from her the right to live? But then,
what hope does she have of survival in the greater
world? The superiors of Task Force: VALKYRIE and
the Cheiron FPD wouldn’t hesitate to take her away

and dissect her. But will the field agents allow that?
Can they, and get out with their consciences intact?

® Sex and the Human Animal

A real-world Roman carving exists, which is seen
in very few textbooks, of a Herm and a Panisca. A
Herm is a fertility-statue, a pedestal on which rests
the head and shoulders of a God, and which has on
its front an erect phallus. This one has the face of a
horned Pan. A Panisca is a female satyr. The Panisca
is, not to put too fine a point on it, using the Herm to
pleasure herself. What makes this carving so very im-
portant is that it’s not from a brothel, or a bedroom,
or some dirty old man’s home. It’s from a coffin-lid.
It’s a sacred object.

The divinely or supernaturally created man-an-
imal of the ancients had a sexual power and frank-
ness it’s difficult to imagine the people of the ancient
world ascribing to anything. The minotaur was born
of lust, and in Greek myth lust characterized human-
animal hybrids. The Centaurs were a race of rapists.
And the half-goat Satyrs were a byword for phallic
obsession. But whatever these creatures were like,
they were divine in nature. The lust they both experi-

v
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Her nose, like her ears, is goatish: snubbed and flat with wide,
dark nostrils. But her eyes are human eyes.Thickly lashed and
beautiful. Except they are so very pale. The tiny blood vessels
are exposed which is why they look pink; | wonder, does the
sunshine hurt her? ...do tears form in her eyes?(of my eight
brothers and sisters, it is the older, for some reason, who

argue that the goat-girl is blind and should be put out of her
misery. One of my sisters has nightmares about her—about
her strange staring eyes—though she has seen the goat-girl
only once, and then from a distance of at least fifteen feet. Oh
the nasty thing, she says, half-sobbing, the filthy thing!—Father
should have it butchered).

Joyce Carol Oates, “Secret Observations on the Goat-Girl”

enced and inspired in others was combined with awe.
[t was mixed in with the awe of the human animal
when faced with a vision of the living world’s totality
and potency, distilled in a single vital body.

In modern-day story terms, what this means is
that people who can shapeshift into certain animals
— predators like wolves or big cats, athletic animals
like horses or bulls, fertile animals like goats — have a
strange kind of magnetism. Imagine a vampire, a were-
wolf and a warlock all going out to some singles bar
to seduce someone, for whatever reason. The vampire

ing from a droplet of sweat on a
finely-shaped neck, a flick of the
tongue over perfect white teeth
that could eat you right up...

The werewolf’s sensual physi-
cality draws the ordinary humans
to her without her doing any-
thing. Because she is divine.

Think of this another way: a
vampire’s hapless slaves are prob-
ably controlled by supernatural
powers that grip their minds or
their emotions. The warlock’s
slaves probably have no idea what
they’re doing. But the followers
of the werewolf want her. The
werewolf has a group of hangers-
on, men and women who really want her and who
will do anything to get the attention and approval
of the object of their desire. It'll take a lot to turn
people who worship a werewolf like that.

But crushes can turn into loathing really easily,
and while the werewolf’s powers of sexual attraction
are potent enough that a single touch or a kiss or the
tracing of a finger on a shoulder blade can wipe out
all doubts, limits exist, and people who once thought
themselves madly in love with the werewolf can turn
on her if she doesn’t throw them the scraps of affec-

stares into his victim’s eyes and twists his mind: she
makes her victim want her. The mage shrouds himself
with mystery and misdirection: all paths lead to him,
and he knows exactly what his mark wants and needs.
But the werewolf simply stands there and lets her vic-
tim come to her. All it takes is a look, a flash of the
eye, the sight of a jawline, a shoulder, the light glint-

tion they need.

The Neurian Slave
(490BCE)

£ From a paper given by Dr. Curt Ransmayr, of the
; Loyalists of Thule, West Berlin, in 1987:
gl

- - 4 —

[ Among the more unusual, underrated and dare | say usequ histbr_iaps of Latg Antiq};ity, Julius
- Piso Minor the Kinsman stands alone in the intimate quality of his information. As faras we v
- know, he exists only in a fragmentary form, but the tales he tells, although asarcane and pecu-
liar as his cognomen (to whom is he “Kindred,” wonders the schol_ar’?) are lurid and yet h'ave a
‘H» -~ ring of truth that only the seasoned inquirer into the supernatural is really able to appreciate.

This story concerns a nameless, lone traveler, which is by. no means unusual in anCIen_t o
% tales of the supernatural. The man is a merchant, an Athgnlan heading through thg Taurl,

which is now firmly in the Soviet Union. We think of the region now as Qossack country, -and
« the Cossacks, right up to the time of Stalin, lived much as the_ Scy_thla_ns ml,_|st have I_|ved
millennia before. | have been to the place once, and | could not imagine it looking any differ-
ent in the time of Herodotus and Piso Minor. The sky stretches forever; th_e flatlands se_em -
conducive to the strangest form of agoraphobia. You imagine that _the sun is an eye, staring

at you, that the sky will crush you if only you offend it. .

| digress somewhat. The traveler in the story employs a banc_j of Scythians for protection;
they speak to him of the blue-eyed Budini, of the Melanchaeri, who wear only black. They — _
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advise that he not approach the Androphadj: who of course subsist on human flesh. The traveler
(- asks of the Neuri. \ s P,

Here the writer remarks on the Scythians’ blinded slaves, previously noticed by the traveler. One
“ of these wretches bears silver chains, as if he were some noble, but nonetheless receives worse
treatment than any of the others, having only the lowest scraps to eat, and being the brunt of the
Scythians’ worst excesses of violence. No slave is whipped more. No slave is a more popular sub-

- ject for a recreational beating at the hands of drunken Scythians. ; -
And when the Athenian asks about the Neuri, the Scythians only nod, and indicate this man. What

- has he done? asks the Athenian. The Scythians refuse to tell him, again indicating the slave. -
Eventually, the curious traveler finds a slave who can speak both Greek and the language of the

- Neuri, and this individual facilitates communication between traveler and slave. The abused slave w

is a Neurian, a prisoner of inter-tribal war. As such, he is only there to suffer. He pillaged the settle-

. ments of the Scythians; they in turn captured him. The slave is philosophical: this is the way of war 3
in this country.

The Athenian shrugs, his curiosity satisfied. He is content now, and continues his journey without
any more questions to ask of his.companions. But over the days to come he saw fit to show kind-
ness to the Neurian, giving the man morsels of food, and occasionally offering him water.

When the caravan reaches its destination, it delays for some reason or other; a few nights later, J
the weather turns. The inclement conditions force the caravan to change course, into the country

_ of the Neuri. The Scythians tremble to_gg into t-he:regio'rl, but have no choice. They will not tell the
Athenian why they fear this place so.

- They make camp in a relatively sheltered spot. Acommotion wakes the Athenian on the first night.
The Neurian slave is making a commotion. He is howling, like some animal. No matter how hard L
. his slave-masters try to silence him, he will not be silent. Eventually, the Scythians beat him into -

unconsciousness. The wind rises and it begins to rain, but over the squall of the wind and rain, the =
travelers can now hear another howling: the cry of wolves. The horses panic; a rope shaps, and E
~ they bolt, leaving the Scythians without their mounts. ~ B

The Scythians take up what defensive positions they can, but the beasts are upon them before
- they are ready to face the foe, and the Athenian, clutching his sword, watches as the largest, most <
terrifying wolves he has ever seen leap upon his guides, one by one, ignoring blows from spears
and arrows. The slaves, too, chained together, are helpless. A particularly vicious-looking wolf
bounds into full view of the traveler. He raises his sword, and prepares to sell his life, dearly. A
second appears, and a third. They surround him. They snarl. A grizzled beast appears among the
~ animals, a blind, emaciated creature with matted fur. It is blind, although this seems to cause it little -~

hindrance, and although it bears countless scars, criss-crossing its ragged fur, it is larger than any
of the other animals.

It makes a low growl and tosses its head. The beasts, their snarls changing tone, turn and leave,
- leaving the Athenian alone with the wreckage of the caravan and the corpses of his guides.

In the morning, the rain stops, and the traveler must take stock of what little in the way of sup-
plies he has. The plain is dark with the blood of men. His comrades are no more than a jumble
of gnawed bones and half-devoured corpses. It would be tempting to claim that he looked for the -
Neurian slave and found no trace of him, but in the account the man is unsure: the bodies are so
~ mangled, he cannot even tell how many bodies are there. He must find a safe haven, he thinks, -~ k
and determines that he must salvage what supplies he can carry on foot.

= The Athenian finds that the caravan’s supplies of food have entirely gone. Only one source of pos-
sible sustenance is here: the half-eaten corpses of his comrades...




Story Hooks:
The Remote Places

® The Other

Throughout history, majority cultures have al-
ways held foreigners in suspicion, and particularly sus-
picious are nomads. Whether tribespeople or gypsies,
nomads, with their closed family circles and equally
closed cultures excite our fear.

Their otherness invites superstition and dread,
and in earlier days that excited the suspicion of witch-
craft, vampirism and shapeshifting. So it was with the
Neuri, whom Herodotus heard described as a race of
werewolves. In the middle ages, the people of Sweden
ascribed to the Russians and the Finns the power to
force others to become wolves.

The Buda lived in Ethiopia up to the colonial
era. Less a people than a caste, they were metalwork-
ers and blacksmiths by trade, and could be known by
the ear-rings they habitually wore. No matter how
useful their trade, the people avoided them, for the
Buda could become hyenas at will.

Now imagine an isolated village in a valley or up
a mountain somewhere, one of those places where ev-
eryone is somehow related to everyone else by about
two or three degrees and where no one ever seems
to leave. People down the river or in the big town
up the highway avoid the place, and say, they’re not
right over there. They’re strange. Stories of inbreeding
and abuse follow. Hunters turning up there looking
for explanations for recent spates of cattle mutilation
and one or two disappearances may find themselves
in deep trouble when night falls and the moon rises.
They run—but where to? What hope do they have
when their pursuers know the ground intimately?
Whom can they trust when the whole town seems to
be half-beast?

[t doesn’t have to be on such a large scale. Here’s
a family of werewolves. They’re out hunting. Our
hunters, out looking for the culprit of the recent can-
nibal killings, get more than they bargained for and
find themselves running in the forest from huge, vi-
cious beasts. They see a house, and of course, they
take shelter, only later realizing who the real owners
are (at about the time they raid the kitchen and din-
ing room and discover that the family doesn’t have
any silverware, anywhere). Which is more or less the
scenario from the movie Dog Soldiers.

The advantage for the Storyteller in having a
pack of werewolves who are all related, or who all
grew up together lies in the simple fact that they all
know each other. They have a realistic reason to care
about each other and to side with each other beyond
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the affirmation that they’re all, you know, werewolves.
It’s a case of us and them, and the hunters aren’t “us.”
The werewolves don’t even have to like each other
— the hunters are outsiders, and the other members
of the society, the pack, are on the inside.

Hunters who kill a ravening beast in a far-off region
may not find the locals necessarily grateful. That beast
may be someone’s father, or sister, or cousin, or son.

e Societies Changed at a Stroke

The flipside of having an entire caste, or tribe,
or village or family being werewolves is that, like the
Neuri in Herodotus’ original story, they may not have
control over when they change.

Going back to the trope of the remote close-knit
village that everyone shuns, it might well be that
they don’t have any say in the matter as to when they
change. For example: our remote village has a history
of unsolved murders of the most horrible kind, bodies
torn limb from limb, half-eaten corpses left lying on
rocks, that sort of thing.

The horrors go back a century. It happens every
few years, maybe even less frequently than that, al-
though the horrors have increased in frequency in re-
cent decades (say, three deaths in the last ten years).
Every one of these murders happens at roughly the
same time. An enterprising and intelligent hunter
works out that the happenings coincide with the
nearest full moon to May Ist. The hunters load up
with everything they can and dutifully set off to the
village, which they hope to make their base of opera-
tions (as well as being the most likely place they’ll
find their suspect). Imagine their terror when they re-
alize that when the May-day full moon arrives, every
single man, woman and child becomes a wolf.

Will the hunters get out alive? The chances are
that whatever happens, the community wake up none
the wiser a day or two later. No one remembers, and
if someone wakes up with something like a hangover,
and vomits up the ear of a large dog, or the foot of a
sheep, or three fingers from an adult human woman...
he keeps quiet. Because even if some people in the
village suspect what happens when everyone blacks
out once a year, no one talks about it. If someone dies,
it’s their fault for getting in the way.

What can the hunters do when they find out that
everyone in a whole community is, unwittingly, a
werewolf? Violence may be out of the question (some
of these werewolves are children, some are elderly —
and none of them really knows what he’s doing when
the change comes), although the masters of some of
the more extreme organizations may not agree with
that. Some extreme members of the Long Night dis-
cover the secret of place and see it as the first skirmish
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The Neuri share the customs of Scythia. A generation before the
campaign of Darius, they were forced to quit their country by
snakes, which appeared all over the place in great numbers...

It appears that these people are magicians. A story doing the
rounds among the Scythians and the Greeks who live in Scythia
tells how every Neurian turns into a wolf for a few days, once a
year, and then turns back into a man. | do not believe the tale. But
they tell it, and they swear that it is true.

Herodotus, IV. 105

in the Final Battle. Higher powers in the Malleus
Maleficarum, no strangers to ruthlessness, might see
mass-murder as preferable to allowing such creatures
to exist — not knowing is no excuse, and absolution is
available for the perpetrators of such sanctioned hor-
rors. The top echelon of the Cheiron Group makes
an order to sweep in by night and “harvest” every in-
habitant of the town, leaving the place a ghost-town
by morning. Project TWILIGHT sends in the black
helicopters under cover of a CDC disease-control
operation; they say it’s Ebola or something like that,
quarantine the town and intern the inhabitants. No
one sees anyone there ever again.

People in the local community might not miss
the strange inhabitants of the local town, but that’s
beside the point. They may be werewolves, and some
might even know for certain what happens to them
once a year and even be prepared to keep that secret,
but the fact is that the vast majority of the people
here are innocent. Can our hunters live with them-
selves if they allow their masters to wipe this place
from the face of the earth? Or do they take part in the
destruction?

e Metamorphoses

Ancient Greek and Roman mythology is full of
people with shapes changed and changing. The de-
finitive collection, perhaps, is in the Metamorphoses of
the Augustinian poet Ovid. His stories are bleak and
Tereus marries Procne the daughter of Pandion; by her
he has a son, Itys. But he becomes consumed with lust
for Procne’s sister Philomela. Tereus rapes her, and to
silence her wailings he tears out Philomela’s tongue.

Procne discovers what has happened to her sister,
and takes her revenge on the only thing that Tereus loves;
Itys, whose throat she cuts, and who she serves up in a
stew to her husband. In a rage, Tereus pursues his wife
and his sister-in-law, but they become a blood-red swal-
low and a nightingale; Tereus himself becomes a hoopoe,
a bird which Ovid describes as “looking like war.”

i\UNTAI"IED STORM
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Ascalaphus betrays his mis-
tress Proserpina: he tells Pluto
that she has eaten a pomegranate
while exiled in Hell. The god of
the dead condemns her never to
return to the higher world, and
Proserpina transforms Ascalaphus
into a screech-owl, the bringer of
foul omen. Alcyone finds her be-
loved husband washed up ashore
after having waited for him to re-
turn home for years. By her love,
she becomes a heron; she pecks at
the face of her husband’s corpse
and he too lives once more, transformed into a bird.

Actaeon sees the virgin goddess Diana bathing
naked in a stream. He betrays his position, and is
forced to become a stag, the quarry of Diana’s hounds,
who run him down and tear him to pieces.

Arachne angers Minerva by proving that she can
weave more beautifully than the goddess of arts and
crafts; the goddess destroys Arachne’s work. When
the weaver tries to hang herself, Minerva transforms
her into a spider, who weaves forever.

Cyparissus, the beloved of Apollo, kills by acci-
dent the tame stag that he adores. He mourns, and
becomes a tree, a guardian of mourners.

Battus breaks an oath given to Mercury, and
becomes stone. Lichas, who poisons Hercules and
is thrown off a cliff by the dying demigod, becomes
stone before he hits the ground. On the other hand,
Deucalion creates a whole race of people from peb-
bles after a flood destroys the human race, and the
Myrmidons were people made from ants.

The point of all this is that transformations are a
powerful tool in the Storyteller’s arsenal. They have
symbolic force. Ants symbolize industry and unstop-
pable energy; owls are creatures of ill omen, black cats
are lucky or unlucky depending on which side of the
Atlantic you live on, hounds are vicious but obey or-
ders, rabbits are fecund, spiders are skilled, and so on.
Every aspect of man has the animal that represents it.

Some shapechangers — the ones who adopt a
tribal culture at any rate — are skilled shamans, and
as such, they are in league with the spirits of the ani-
mals, who of course represent the notional symbolic
force of each animal as much as they do the animal
itself. By channeling the powers of these animals, the
werewolves can adopt their powers. The animal itself
may make an appearance, which, although it may not
have much to do with the creature’s shamanic magic,
does have the effect of tipping off the sensitive and
intuitive individual that something is going wrong.




LYCAON

Cecrops was the first to name Zeus the Supreme god, and
refused to sacrifice anything that had life in it, but burnt
instead on the altar the national cakes which the Athenians
still call pelanoi. But Lycaon brought a human baby to the
altar of Lycaean Zeus, and sacrificed it, pouring out its blood
upon the altar, and according to the legend immediately after
the sacrifice he was changed from a man to a wolf.

| for my part believe this story; it has been a legend among the
Arcadians from of old, and it has the additional merit of probability.

Pausanias, Description of Greece, 8.2.

Going back to that whole idea of spirits having a
connection with the notional symbolic abilities of the
creatures they connect to, sometimes this can be ter-
ribly dangerous for humans who are perhaps too closely
representative of the animal’s symbol. They can become
targets for possession: a spirit finds one of these people an
attractive home. A homeless man who scavenges and fes-
ters with diseases becomes the target for a rat-spirit that
gnaws its way inside his body; he grows animalistic and
rodent-like, capable of horrible violence and disgusting
acts. He subsisted on garbage before, but now he revels
in it. He touches people and they grow ill. He grows to
look more and more like a rat-headed man. He haunts
the sewers. He begins to prey upon people who walk too
close to the alleys of his home town.

An office-bound workaholic becomes the host for a
bee while working late one night. The office becomes ev-
erything to her; and worse, she begins to organize the people
around her, creating a strange hive of activity that may not
have anything to do with the business at all. The fellow em-

-

ployees find themselves drawn into a
mindless drone-state. They begin to
suck more people into the hive. The
original never leaves the hive; her
drones bring her food and care for her.
She grows monstrously fat, and begins
to lay spirit eggs, and the larvae that
hatch eat her very soul, until at last,
her body crumbles into a swarm of
bees that crawl away, and her maggot-
spawn grow into shapechanging in-
sect-people with an urge to organize,
a desire for efficiency at all costs, even
at the cost of life itself.

A shaman (maybe a shapechanger, maybe a hu-
man witch) grows sick with the actions of a mining
town or a steelworking town and calls a horde of spir-
its. Ovid’s Metamorphoses re-live themselves once more
as smelters become hoopoes and whippoorwills, their
women become cats and nightingales, church minis-
ters become seagulls and albatrosses. Hunters come to
the city and witness the entire place gone mad, as trees
that were once people grow in the middle of streets,
as butchers turn to marble statues and women burst
into spontaneous tears in the street and dissolve into
short-live babbling streams. The town becomes one
with nature, and the hunters find the effect spreading.
[t’s up to them to find out what is going on, and who is
behind this... before they themselves become snakes,
falcons and standing stones.

The Centurion (58CE)

From the Catalogue of the Malleus Maleficarum’s
Black Museum:
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Story Hooks: In Plain Sight

* Soldiers and Policemen

Ironically, werewolves can make fabulous sol-
diers and policemen. The pack-dog mentality that
werewolves develop drives them to protect their
chosen group and fight for it. A werewolf soldier
treats his sergeant as his alpha; his fellow privates
as his family. And, of course, he fights and kills.

Clemens was lucky. He got Pandira on his own,
far from anywhere.

You might think that it would be difficult to
hide a werewolf’s presence from his military mas-
ters. This is perhaps true. But then, would they
care! Going back to the film Dog Soldiers: the hap-
less squaddies in that film discover about halfway
through that the British military has sent them out
on maneuvers as bait to capture the werewolves
and somehow learn how to get werewolves in-
volved with Special Forces. Or something to that
effect. Obviously, it doesn’t work out, but that’s just
a movie — in the World of Darkness, what’s to say
that some high-level conspiracy hasn’t succeeded
in not only finding the werewolves... but recruit-
ing them? Given the way that secret organizations
work, it’s not outside the realms of possibility that
Task Force: VALKYRIE ends up investigating the

mayhem these creatures called, not realizing until
it’s too late that they’re working for the govern-
ment. Which, as any fool can tell you, is not by
any means the same as saying “on our side.” TFV’s
hunters find their investigation blocked at every
turn; frustrated, they push it. Suddenly their na-
tion has abandoned them. They’re at the wrong
end of the government’s most secret military proj-
ect.

Here’s another story: some soldiers, known to
our hunters as family, friends or even colleagues,
come back from active service in Iraq or Afghani-
stan. They’re in trouble. Some pictures surfaced of
imprisoned “illegal combatants” being abused in
a military prison, and the hunters’ buddy is in the
photos, happily playing along. He’s not that sort of
guy to get mixed up in something stupid like that.

A message gets to the hunters: their friend has
changed his story: he’s starting to protest his inno-
cence. Somehow, someone lets them know that he
wants to see them. He needs their help. The next
day, he’s found hanged in his cell.

Information begins to filter through to the
characters. The photos were faked. The military
set up the scandal — to draw attention away from
what they were really doing, and who was really
doing it. And the closer they get, the more the
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likelihood that the real military monsters are on
their tails...

A werewolf who works in the police is another
spectacularly difficult quarry. With a literal ap-
titude for sniffing out evidence, a police officer,
particularly a detective, with a secret wolf-skin is
incredibly successful. But suspects disappear, and
sometimes evidence vanishes, too. A cell of hunt-
ers tracks down a serial cannibal. The police are
never much help in situations like this, but here
the local constabulary proves to be downright ob-
structive, almost as if they don’t want anyone to
find out the truth. By the time the hunters figure
out that the killer is the investigating detective,
they’re on the run themselves: the detective has
managed to pin it on them. But clearing them-
selves is least of their worries. They have to avoid
being the next victims.

® Injuries

The classic trope of the werewolf story is the
part of the story where the wolf gets injured... and
the people who met the beast later meet a human
with the same injury. Fact is, most werewolves heal
remarkably quickly and this doesn’t really happen
a whole lot. Even so, a particularly badly injured
werewolf may not have the time or the supernatu-
ral resources to heal his wounds before he has to
change back. Storytellers using this trope should
feel free to subvert it, though. Lots of people break
their legs, for example, and while the werewolf may
have managed to heal the injury he got from the
impact of a two-by-four and his ankle, the hunters
don’t necessarily know that. Shapechangers excite
suspicion, just by being able to change shape. You
don’t know who the werewolf is. Playing with that
(but not too much) can add a level of uncertainty
and paranoia to a game.

‘UNTAI"IED STORM

The People
of the Wolf

Throughout the Middle Ages and into the Renaissance,
the people of mainland Europe feared werewolves above all
other monsters. While on the British Isles witches excited the
public imagination and across the Rhine they feared vampires,
in France, Germany, Italy and Spain, hardly any creature
amassed quite so much terror and folklore as the werewolf, so
much so that for centuries being a werewolf was a crime you
could be tried for, and burnt for. Even at the time, the nature of
the werewolf excited hot debate among divines and folklorists
alike. Was he a worshiper of Satan? A throwback to the time
of the heathen barbarians of the north? A dead man, forced to
rise and adopt a lupine form? Or a simple cannibal or a mur-
derer?

The stories are inconclusive, and the great books
on the subject are contradictory. Sabine Baring-Gould’s
1865 Book of Were-Wolves, for instance, which is a
seminal work on the subject, dedicates three chapters
to the case of serial child-murderer Gilles de Rais, and
references the tale of Erzsébet Bathory, which is more
often included in tomes of vampire lore.

The point of all this is that the werewolf is really a
nebulous figure, a horror without a real definition. We
fear the werewolf, but we don’t really know what he is.

The compacts and conspiracies that have risen and
fallen over the course of the centuries have their own ideas
about werewolves, but who knows if they really have the
faintest idea what these creatures are, how long they have
been among us and how much power they really have?

The Beast at the Door
(898)

From the anonymous Life of Saint Honoria, the
Prostitute:
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Storv Hooks: were the children of witches who had fornicated with
Bv the Word of God devils; some had made a pact with the Evil one. Ei-
K ther way, werewolves were the work of Old Nick, and
being infernal in origin, heavenly signs and miracles
could stop them. Take the story of Saint Honoria.
The Malleus Maleficarum honors Saint Honoria as

® Saints and Sinners
[t was commonly believed that the werewolf was
in some way in league with Satan. Some werewolves




- D 2

CHABTE R§ ONE THE*UNTAI"IED STORM

)"f iy “ b

the patron of monster-hunters and werewolf-slayers,
and her feast day is September 25th.

The old-school Catholic line is that Honoria destroyed
the werewolf that the Devil sent against her through her faith,
and the use of a sacred object as a weapon.

More knowledgeable readers will no doubt be
aware that the efficacy of the altar cross probably had
more to do with the simple fact that its pointy end
was solid silver (as a lot of ecclesiastical tat was, par-
ticularly in places where having the stuff in solid gold
was prohibitively expensive).

Which goes to show that actually, hunters and fight-
ers of monsters can get the wrong end of the stick, who-
ever they are, and whatever they’re fighting. Honoria
seemed to have a good idea of what worked against the
werewolves, or at least a grasp of the folklore. Monks-
hood, for example, is another name for aconite, which is
also sometimes called “wolfsbane.” Some werewolves are
repelled by it (but not all of them). But some of Hono-
ria’s contemporaries believed that werewolves could be
cured if you took away the tools that made them were-
wolves (more on that later), or if you kept them from
eating flesh for a month and prayed for their souls, or if
you performed rites of exorcism on them. The thing is,
on some werewolves, some of these things might actu-
ally work. But they’re in the minority here. That doesn’t
stop hunters even today passing around these things as
foolproof remedies. They’re in for a shock.

The Malleus Maleficarum’s members
take it as a point of faith that the Benedic-
tion rituals they use against werewolves
work better on Saint Honoria’s Day.
Do they? Kindly Storytellers may be
prepared to give a one-die bonus to
a single Benediction dice pool on
that day, but it’s not mandatory,
and it doesn’t settle the question
of whether or not Benedictions are
really signs of divine favor or not
(it might represent the agent’s in-
creased confidence, for example).

The feast of Saint Honoria is,
unsurprisingly for those who don’t
discount her story as mere myth,
a favored time to hunt werewolves
for Catholic and Orthodox hunters
the world over, whether members
of the Malleus Maleficarum or not.
Around the time of the harvest moon,
werewolves start getting hassle from old-
school religious warriors. The Harvest
Crusade doesn’t carry with it any guar-
antee of success; in fact, given the nature

A
-

of the opponent and the martial prowess of your aver-
age priest, it’s a good time, as they say, to die.

The flip side of this is of course that the werewolves
aren’t stupid. More than that, a lot of them have their
own unique religious views which have no space for a
Christian worldview, and have suffered for centuries at
the hands of its most patriarchal and conservative prac-
titioners. Some werewolves are organized into tribes and
families. Now imagine that a group of zealous Catholic
hunters have been dutifully calling werewolf season ev-
ery year for decades, for generations.

Are the werewolves going to take lightly the fact
that around the harvest moon, they start getting per-
secuted by the Catholics again? Are they going to lie
down like good doggies and take it?

Cue some persecution coming right back at the Cath-
olics. Innocent churchgoers get preyed upon. The Catho-
lic church gets firebombed. So does the Catholic hospital.
Beasts break into a convent and massacre the nuns. And
then they lay siege to the Catholic boarding school...

It’'s war. Now our Catholic hunters must retaliate; es-
calation is inevitable. The Christians have the numbers.
But the werewolves have terrible strength, and some of
them have even more terrible allies. Maybe those allies
aren’t strictly the demonic slaves of Satan, but in the field,
who’s going to be able to tell the difference?
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WOLFSHEAD

ATALE OF GORY HORRORTO CHILLYOUR BONES BYVINCENT MOON

III

Partha Mac Othna wiped the last of the brigand’s blood from his sword, and sur-
veyed his handiwork with an appreciative eye. He grunted, half with approval, half with
exhaustion. Nearby, his faithfyl companion Franz sat upon a rock and-bound a cut on
his arm with a strip of rag.

“They weren't the monsters, of course,” said the big Briton, looking across the forest
clearing, across the five men who lay dead at his feet, their gore steaming in the cold air
es with the cool
ny more.

detachment of a man who has killed many in his time and will kil] ma

“Still, it seems too convenient that they came for us here, now,” said Franz, gritting
his teeth as he pulled the knot tight. “They must have been sent. Here, look,” he said,
suddenly, as he leaped to his feet and strode across to one of the bloodied brigands.

He crouched, and with 2 single tug, took a necklace from the man’s neck. “I saw
this as we fought,” he said, holding up a leathern thong on which hung an iron pendent,
crudely fashioned into the shape of a wolf. “They all have them.”

“The sign of Alaric Wolfshead,” said Mac Othna, setting his chin. “His power
reaches far into these woods.”

“They were doubtless sent here to keep us from the village
his sword. We have no time to lose. The demon’s agent will a
mere hours.”

The two men had pursued the man called Wolfshead across the warring states of the |
East, until at last they came here to Livonia, his ancient hold. Tonight would be Christ- :
mas Eve, the night before the traditional dawn of hope, on which th
darkness made their last assault on the world.

_ As the two men rode purposefully towards the village of Stregotcavar,
W L over the blasted landscape like a sullen threat,

o appeared deserted; the villagers would stay
Christmas day. And s0, the snow lay thinly
A S was absent.

s The two men dismounted at the edge of the village square. “Now what?” said Franz, i
W ' rubbing his hands together and pulling his cloak more tightly around him. g ) v 8

“Now we wait,” said Mac Othna. vt

Each man was no stranger to the cold, but even so,
ways. The darkness was deep and complete, but
lit the town in ghoulish white. And then it cam
or crutch on the icy cobbles of the square.

,” said Franz, sheathing i
ITive at Stregoicavar in J

e forces of evil and

night hung
pregnant with doom. The village itself
inside until the bells rang for midnight and
over the settlement like 3 shroud, and life

the waiting chilled in other ’
as they waited, the full moon arose and
e: they heard the rhythmic tap of a stick

JANUARY 1928
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A figure of a young boy, wearing only rags and shivering in the cold, lame of one
leg and leaning on a crutch, hobbled to the center of the village square and called out:
“Come!”

“This cannot be Wolfshead’s agent,” whispered Franz, but Mac Othna hissed silence.

The boy cried out a second time: “Come!” and this time his voice was like the howl
of some maddened wolf, a howl thattore through the hearts of the doughty warriors,
that made their blood run colder than the ice and snow that covered this cursed land.

Although neither man would ever admit it, even to himself, both Franz and his dour
companion felt an urge to run. But is not the nature of courage to conquer one’s fear? Both had
driven back the specter of fear too many times to turn and fly, and so both witnessed as one by
one, doors in certain houses of the village began to open and a number men and women, as if
in a dream, walked into the square. Each man and woman was naked, and each bore on his or
her shoulder a mark like a strangely-shaped mole or blemish, a figure with open jaws.

“This is no boy; this is a demon in the form of a child,” whispered Mac Othna

through his teeth.

Franz nodded. “These are they who bear the Devil’s mark. It mustbe time for Wolf.
shead’s sabbat.” =3

The lame child turned and began to walk away towards the forest, leaning on the
crutch and rocking from side to side as one who really was lame, but bearing an expres-
sion on his face that no human child ever bore, an expression of infinite age and infinite
malice.

The men followed at a distance on foot, as the boy led the blank-faced thralls of
Satan into the woods, and witnessed a bizarre transformation. As each of the Satanists
crossed the perimeter of the woods, his face elongated, he stooped, and fur sprouted
from his skin, leaving a dark patch where Wolfshead’s mark remained: with each step,

Satanist became wolf, and as they entered the depths of the forest, the change was com-
plete and the lame devil-child led a pack of wolves.

JANUARY 1928 33
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They followed him meekly to a clearing in the center of the forest, in the middle of

which a huge bonfire blazed. Human skulls, some still bearing shreds of flesh, hung on
branches that hung across the open space, while the decaying hands and feet of men,
women and children were nailed to the trunks of trees that had grown fat and evil-
looking through being watered with blood. Beside the fire stood something like a stone
table, or an altar, to which a naked young woman was tied. She was unconscious, and

I*- her hair obscured her face.
' Q“‘ : And from behind the fire strode a man fully the size of Mac Othna, but where the
f 1 Briton had a certain nobility to his glowering countenance, this man looked like noth-

ing more than an animal, a scar-faced, red-eyed villain who bared yellow teeth filed to
.‘ vicious points as his pack gathered around him. He wore a shirt and breeches made of
J ranned human skin, and bore a wickedly-curved blade like a Turk’s at his hip.

| “Wolfshead,” hissed Franz. He tightened his grip on the hilt of his sword.

|

The boy with the crutch began to cackle, and Wolfshead motioned with one hand.
and rushed forward into the blazing fire; and was

¥ | The lame child dropped the crutch,

i

8  gone.

Partha Mac Othna unslung his crosshow from his back, loaded the silver-tipped bolt
that the Wallachian priest had given bim, and began to wind back the string. But Franz

put his hand on the Briton's arm.
“Who knows whether your bolt will strike true, my friend?”” whispered the German.

“Besides, the moment they know we are here—"
“Partha Mac Othna! Franz von Beckenbaue

i the clearing. The Briton and the German looked up. “He knows,” whispered Franz.

4 have led you this far, cowards. Now see what I have as my prize!” Wolfshead lifted

L) the head of the unconscious girl"zmd‘prﬂ*}éd‘l‘i%r fair back from her face. F

T Franz gasped again. “Drusilla! The fiend has my Drusilla!”

bt Mac Othna grasped Franz’ shoulder with a single big hand. “An illusion. It must

d R # S b "

A & Ry =
g et “It is no illusion,” said Franz, regaining calm with a superhuman effort. “It is our
L

doom.”
Wolfshead, meanwhile,

R it called out again: “Come face me, cowards. Let me

1”7 Wolfshead’s voice rang out across

leered over the unconscious form of Franz’ beloved. He
see the faces of those | would kill this

wi “If we die today,” said Mae Othna, takiﬁg.a\deep breath and preparing for the worst,

“We die as men.”
_ raising his sword high. Franz let outarcry rich with righteous fury

“Aye,” said Franz
and leaped into the clearing. Partha Mac Othna stepped forward beside, and raised his

crosshow, knowing that if this was his last shot, it must fly true...

CONTINUED... F
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Story Hooks:
The Howls of the Damned

¢ The Harbinger

The tale of the lame child who wanders across
Livonia on Christmas Eve gathering together the fol-
lowers of Satan comes from medieval folklorist Olaus
Magnus. It comes packed with a weird kind of sym-
bolic irony: the werewolf of folklore primarily preyed
on innocents, and the weak and crippled always got
eaten first. The picture of a lame child, the prey of
the werewolf, gathering the wolves together for their
sabbat, carries a particular kind of ironic symbolism,
a perversion of the Christian image of the innocent
leading the wild beast. In one version of the story,
the lame boy is Satan in disguise; in another he’s a
demon; other versions fail to explain his provenance
at all.

Maybe he’s a spirit, or a demon, or a hallucina-
tory projection. Maybe he was conjured by a were-
wolf (like Wolfshead in Vincent Moon’s pulp story)
as a means of creating a temporary pack—which is
an interesting point in its own right: there are good
reasons why different kinds of werewolves might be
found together.

It doesn’t really matter — the Storyteller can
deal with that detail. What matters is that this figure
is a harbinger of disaster.

He comes at night, and the werewolves have no
choice but to come out of their homes and follow him
to their conclave or sabbat, or moot, or whatever they
want to call it.

It could be that the lame child has the power to
force werewolves to change. Or he might awaken
dormant werewolf blood in people who are hith-
erto unaware that they have werewolf heritage. Or
perhaps he can temporarily force people to become
werewolves — in the case of Olaus Wormius’ story,
it was all those who had dealt with the devil, but the
lame boy might be able to do this to anyone who'’s
been bitten by a werewolf, or anyone who saw a cer-
tain supernatural event happening (being “infected”
by the appearance of a ghost, or a spooky video, for
example, Ring-style). Or he might be the harbinger of
the event that makes an entire community make the
change (as we talked about above).

People known to the hunters start having dreams
of the demonic child. Nightmares come to everyone
in an apartment block, or a village, or a tenement.
When the night comes, everyone who has the dream
leaves their homes naked, and becomes a wolf. Is the
change permanent? Is it just for the night? Do the

r*r”n

subjects of the demonic “child’s” weird power remem-




ber what they did on the night they spent as a wolf?
All of these questions may have terrible answers.

¢ Keeping it in the Family

Not everyone with werewolves in their family is
a werewolf. Their kids might be, and one of their par-
ents might be, but the blood of the wolf isn’t at all
consistent. Still having werewolf blood in you does
have one real advantage: the fear and post-facto ra-
tionalization that werewolves engender in the minds
of those who see them isn’t nearly as intense for a
person with wolf’s blood.

The relatives of werewolves are sometimes com-
pletely unaware that their relatives are werewolves.
But sometimes they realize without ever being told.
And sometimes they know all along.

And often, they end up working for their more
frightening relatives. Maybe they do it out of fear.
Maybe they do it out of love. Maybe they just do it
because the wolves are family.

Our two sword-swinging pulp heroes face several
of these folks, the werewolf Wolfshead’s hapless kin.

Hunters looking for the more dangerous, more or-
ganized, tribal sort of werewolf may find that long before
they get anywhere near the werewolves, they’re facing
opposition from people who aren’t werewolves at all. In
a small town, where everyone knows everyone, a were-
wolf’s dad might be the county sheriff (or local Inspector
of Police). His sister may be an important part of the
local club scene, or the local magistrate, or the nearest
general practitioner. His uncle’s the medical examiner or
the coroner. His brother’s tied up with organized crime.
His cousin’s just a local landowner with a gun collec-
tion. They’ve all got the means to obstruct hunters, vio-
lently or not, but more importantly, they add another
moral element to the hunt: many of these people are not
bad people, and not everything they do to protect their
kin is even all that wrong. And they will grieve for their
relative if he dies. The hunters may think of a werewolf
as a menace that must be stopped, but these are people
to whom she is a sister, or a daughter, or a cousin... and
to three small children, she’s “mommy.”

Eaters of
Children

The Middle Ages came to an end, but the fear of
werewolves continued. Enlightened thinkers came to
the conclusion that werewolves were a delusion, ei-
ther of the masses who still feared monsters, or of the
benighted souls who fooled themselves into thinking
they were werewolves.

S oy
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The general public took a long time to really
come to any understanding of how the human psyche
could really make someone a changer of shapes.

In 1521, two men named Pierre and Michel were
tried by an inquisitor in Besangon for being werewolves:
they had devoured several women and children. They
had, so the account went, been duped into becoming
servants of the Devil, who had promised security for
their livestock. They turned into wolves by smearing a
particular salve on themselves, and both men entered a
state of exhaustion after having run as wolves. In 1598,
a girl named Pernette Gandillon began to run on all
fours and behave like a beast. She attacked some chil-
dren, and killed and ate a boy of four. When the local
people caught her, they tore her to pieces with their bare
hands. Her brother Pierre, her nephew Georges and her
sister Antoinnette all confessed deals with Satan. They
claimed that they had ointments that would trans-
form them into wolves. The local inquisitors hung and
burned them all. In the same year, a man in the town
of Chalons was burned for being a werewolf. He had
killed and eaten countless children. His confession was
so awful that the court commanded it be burned. And a
homeless man named Roulet was accused of being the
wolf that was seen devouring a teenage boy. Circumstan-
tial evidence was damning: when men stumbled across
the boy’s corpse being eaten by a wolf, the wolf ran from
the scene; giving chase, the men ran into the vagrant,
who was covered in blood and gore. He, too, had a salve
given to him by Satan that changed his shape.

The infamous French witch hunter Pierre de Lan-
cre tells of an incident in 1603. It began in Bordeaux:
three young girls, who were tending their parents’
flocks, found their dogs in a state of some distress. Fol-
lowing the animal, they came upon a strange-looking
red-haired boy of about thirteen. His teeth were filed to
points, his hands were large and knotted and his finger-
nails were more or less talons. He told the girls that his
name was Jean Grenier and he was the son of a priest.
He adopted an attitude of cocky arrogance, which isn’t
really all that surprising, given his age. He described
Hell to the girls, and said it was the home of his master,
the man who had given him the skin of a wolf. He said
that on Mondays, Fridays and Sundays, he and nine
others would wrap wolf-skins around themselves and
would hunt for blood and flesh. Grenier maintained
that his favorite food was the flesh of little girls: their
meat was sweet and tender, and their blood ran warm.
The girls, frightened by the glee with which he told
them these things, and by the unnatural sound of his
laughter, ran in fear. They told their parents.

About the same time, a girl named Marguerite
Poirier, from the nearby village of St. Antoine de
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Pizon, who had been sent to look after livestock with
Jean Grenier, told how he had developed a preoccu-
pation with blood and death, and how one day he
had derived evident pleasure he derived from fright-
ening her with revolting stories. He'd told her that
day much the same thing as he told the other girls,
but had also described in some detail how he had
killed and eaten a number of children.

Marguerite escaped from Grenier and went home
in what the documents describe as a “fit of terror.”
On her way, a wolf, or something like a wolf, attacked
her: she fought it off with her staff and it withdrew a
short distance. Marguerite got a good look at it. It sat
on its hind legs like a dog does when it’s begging, and
had what can only be described as an unsettling hu-
man expression of hate and rage on its oddly-shaped
face. It was smaller and stouter than a real wolf. Its
tail was stunted, and its head was strangely flat. Its fur
was reddish rather than gray.

The people of the local area began to panic: a
number of small children had vanished. The local
magistrates stepped in and after something of a chase,

ran Grenier to ground. He was the son, not of a priest,
but of a common laborer. He confessed everything.

He’d sold his soul to the Devil — who appeared
to him as a black man, as was often the case in tales
of witches and werewolves at this time. The Devil
had given him, he said, a jar of a magical ointment
and a wolf-skin. It was his habit to hide his clothes,
smear himself with the ointment and put on the wolf-
skin which adhered to his flesh and made him a wolf,
of sorts. He claimed he had never seen Duthillaire
kill anyone, but that his father was a werewolf too,
and had eaten many children himself. He had been
warned by the Devil never to bite or break the long,
thick thumbnail of his left hand, presumably because
this would cost him his powers.

Grenier told of how he stolen a baby from a cradle
and had eaten most of her, and had given the rest to
a wolf. He had murdered a child who had been keep-
ing sheep with his nails and teeth and had eaten her.
He had found a child crossing a bridge, and devoured
her. Other children had been saved by their parents
and their own efforts. Marguerite Poirier testified as




= S 7
THESBEAST ] OrRg A

WATIT: “EATERS OF CHIL DREN?”

The fact is that werewolves in folklore eat children;the real individuals who were tried for werewolfism

all murdered boys and girls.

The abuse and murder of children is a touchy subject, and not necessarily one for a game.The author; as
a parent, finds it particularly hard to deal with, and probably wouldn’t be comfortable playing in a game
where this was dealt with in any detail. Games don’t have to reflect every aspect of the folklore, and
frankly, the werewolves in the World of Darkness bear only a passing resemblance to the stories anyway.

A horror game can deal with difficult and nasty issues, but at the same time, it's a game, and we're
here to enjoy ourselves. Everyone has buttons that shouldn’t be pushed. This author’s is cruelty to
children, and yours may be something else. If issues like child-killing are too close to home, please
ignore them and deal with frights and horrors that chill without removing any sense of enjoyment

you might have.

to the monster that had attacked her, but the judge
discounted this, saying that the red-headed boy was
simply deluded: by the thinking of the day, the boy
was an “imbecile” (in modern terms, we’d probably
describe him as developmentally disabled).

The judge ignored the stories and ordered that
Jean Grenier spend the rest of his life in a monastery,
which he must never leave on pain of death.

De Lancre, who was, unlike the judge who sen-
tenced Jean Grenier to the monastery, a firm believer
in witchcraft and werewolves, visited Jean in 1610.
Now aged 20, Grenier was short and skinny. His teeth
were still long and his nails were still like talons. He
was barely able to talk at all. He said that he still
craved young girls’ flesh and that the Devil would
come to take him away. He was dead not long after de
Lancre met him.

All of these cases now fall under the umbrella of
psychoanalysis: lycanthropy is an order of delusion.
But, especially in the World of Darkness, certain
things don’t make sense, certain coincidences are

too common to comfortably accept. Wolves appear
and disappear. What was the deformed creature that
attacked Marguerite Poirier, and why did the judge
ignore it so very quickly?

The werewolf panic consumed the European
mainland, and in some cases stretched across to the
new colonies in America, where Europeans came
into contact with tribal peoples who had long held
to beliefs in the continuity of man and animal, and
the spirit world. Vast religious conflicts consumed the
West, and these reflected themselves in the preoccu-
pations of witch finders and werewolf hunters... and
perhaps then they reflected in the monsters them-
selves.

The Beast of *

Amanges (1573)

Translated and modernized from an anonymous
French document, supposedly from the early 17th cen-
tury, held in the Paris library of the Loyalists of Thule:

AMANGE S
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Story Hooks: Witch-Hunts

® The Wrong Man

A whole load of ways for spotting a werewolf exist
— eyebrows meeting in the middle, bad teeth, a long,
thick thumbnail on the left hand, a Devil’s mark — but
while werewolves certainly exist who have one or more
of these features, a lot of people who aren’t werewolves
have them too, and a lot of werewolves don’t have them.
Likewise, while we live in a more enlightened age, hunt-

ers live in a world where there’s a chance that this stuff

just might be true. And that the people who are the
most likely to believe in it... act on it.

A member of Null Mysteriis probably isn’t likely
to pay the blindest bit of notice to such superstitions,
and if he is, he’ll only see them as physical symptoms
of some genetic or cellular disease. The Aegis Kai
Doru are far too clued on werewolves to fall for such
things, and the Ascending Ones likewise have more
experience than to accept medieval superstitions
based on human experience. Likewise, few mem-
bers of the Malleus Maleficarum have much time for
these things, having gotten past that particular phase
of knowledge and found new ways of finding these
beasts a long time ago. Les Mysteres, much like the
Aegis Kai Doru, have too much knowledge (and hell,
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some of them probably have the very physical charac-
teristics that are supposed to be for werewolves). On
the other hand, Task Force: VALKYRIE might have
the black helicopters and the medical facilities and
the sci-fi gadgets, but all too often their agents rely
on tactics a researcher from Null Mysteriis would just
call “voodoo science.”

The Cheiron Group’s not-really-reliable Field
Projects Division Handbook actually includes some
of these characteristics as pointers to tracking down
shapeshifters (in fact, at least one of TCG’s major Eu-
ropean and American facilities includes in its vault,
among the monsters, at least one perfectly innocent
human who agents have mistaken for a werewolf and
have left to rot in the vault, because she’s seen too
much). The Long Night, surprisingly, doesn’t have a
lot of time for these superstitions, perhaps correctly
identifying their provenance with Catholicism.

The Union, not being the most informed hunters
in the world (its members have better things to do),
do sometimes rely on pointers like these, and certain-
ly they crop up from time to time on the forums, but
whether or not a hunter takes them seriously varies
from hunter to hunter.

Still, getting the wrong suspect is really an occu-
pational hazard for werewolf hunters, what with the
shapechanging and that. What happens when a cell
of hunters finds one of their friends, one of their loved
ones, or one of their colleagues in the sights of a rival
compact or conspiracy whose werewolf lore is dodgy?
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Suddenly, our hunter isn’t just facing up against
the werewolves, they're facing agents of TFV or
TCG (or even both) who haven’t just arrested his
girlfriend/wife/brother/best friend, but have tipped
off the enemy that the hunters in town are in on
the process? How are they going to get their loved
ones back? A lot of TCG and TFV agents (at least
the ones who aren’t player characters) are cold and
inefficient bureaucrats—spies and security are kind
of like that—who rely on their organizations and
their kit rather than their common sense. It’s no
coincidence that the two best-supported organiza-
tions are among the most clueless. Hunters stave
off werewolf attacks; meanwhile, the men with the
big guns are so busy with their own agenda that
they’re more of a hindrance than a help.

On the flip side, player character agents of
TCG or TFV may be far more enlightened about
what werewolves are and how you can stop them,
but that doesn’t stop these two paradoxically un-
imaginative conspiracies having superiors or same-
rank colleagues who will go out the way to get the
result their way, the book’s way, regardless of how
incontrovertible the proof is that the book is a

load of bunk.

The Recipe (1588)

The last entry in a notebook belonging to Dr. Bryan
Wray Davis, researcher for Null Mysteriis:
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Story Hooks: Skins and Salves

¢ In the Wrong Paws

The most numerous, organized and dangerous
werewolves are born that way (although mostly they
don’t really know that until adolescence). But hunters
know quite a bit about the other kinds of werewolves,
who you can divide up into two main groups: the ones
who became werewolves by accident, through a curse or
through being bitten by a werewolf (in whom lycanthro-
py is a transmissible disease); and the sort who achieve
their werewolf status through some order of witchcraft.

This second group includes those werewolves about
whom the largest body of writing exists. They became
werewolves out of their own free will (or they were duped
into agreeing to become werewolves). They may have
made a deal with the Devil, or with demons and spirits.
And these are the ones who most often use tools to effect
the transformation from human being into wolf.

Theoretically, anyone can use one of these ob-
jects, but what's the effect? And if you don’t know
what you’re dealing with, how do you know if you
have actually got it right? A lot of the psychoactive
chemicals in the 16th century grimoire that Dr. Davis
read are deadly poisons: use the wrong quantities and
you could be in for an agonizing death.

Whether you really turn into a wolf or not, do
you manage to keep control over your new “form?”
Do you even remember what you did when you ran
wild? Chances are, you don’t.

A hunter gets hold of a pelt or a jar of ointment be-
longing to a werewolf. Does he know what it is? Does he

know what it does? And is he tempted to try it out? And
what happens if he does? Does he change into a werewolf?
Or does he just believe himself to be a werewolf?

There’s the question of ingredients. The missing
ingredient, “Moon’s Allure” is actually much more
than just a psychotropic herb. It’s made from magi-
cally treated flower petals, and only a certain number
of people with actual magical powers know how to
use one. It could be the difference between a really
bad trip and an actual transformation into a were-
wolf. Likewise, a wolfskin impregnated with LSD and
one actually enchanted are very different things.

There’s the question of addiction, too. The recipe
as stands has what amounts to a tiny amount of hero-
in in it. Psychoactive chemicals aren’t usually enough
to addict someone, but other things about the expe-
rience of being a wolf can be addictive: the feeling
of health and power, the new physical strength, the
sense of being set loose from all moral and social re-
strictions can all be powerfully intoxicating. Even if
the character doesn’t really become a werewolf, the
illusion is enough, and is likely the only thing that
the character remembers after he “changes back.” If
it’s real, the effect is multiplied tenfold, meaning that
before she knows it, even though she’s aware of the
newspaper headlines about the missing kids, even
though she’s sworn never to look at that jar of oint-
ment again, she’s using. And the following morning,
she wakes up covered in blood and there’s a human
ear in her crap when she next goes to the bathroom.

[t doesn’t have to be a hunter. A bunch of teenag-
ers break into the creepy old man’s house and come out
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ointment. One of them tries it on for a laugh. When he
comes to, he’s naked and miles away. His friends don’t
answer his texts or calls. Later on, he finds out they’re
all dead. He’s scared. He runs. But at the same time, he
realizes that the ointment gives an amazing high.

Maybe he starts dealing it on the streets for a
few extra bucks, not realizing the literal connection
K ~ between the ointment and the death of his friends.
; Maybe he starts using it again himself. Either way, the
terrors happen and the killings escalate, made worse
by the creepy old man and his own, rather unpleasant
friends, who are tearing the town apart trying to find
who’s got the jar of ointment.

These friends might have their own jars of oint-
t' ment, or may be those organized werewolves we were
talking about, who have found a way to give relatives
who don’t naturally have the power to change the
ability to do so.

® The Dividing Line
The kind of werewolf who uses a salve or skin
to change straddles the line

with the jar of... moisturizer! Vaseline? Some sort of

P SKINS AND”SALVES
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between werewolf and witch, and may actually be &
a witch. Several witches and warlocks, particularly
those with a more shamanic outlook, know how to
change shape. b,
A witch begins to become addicted to the rush
gained from changing shape, and begins to make
some terrible, bloody mistakes. Her former friends
decide to stop her before she’s going completely

Tt i

feral. So do the hunters, who of course don’t count ¢
her as anything other than a dangerous menace. Do 31 -
the hunters bury the hatchet and join forces with ‘

the witches or do they try to fight both groups? =

Is it even possible for the two outfits to get close NS
enough to talk without killing each other? Anddo ==

they have any chance of agreeing on what to do
when they finally catch the errant shape changer?
And when it’s all over, can the magicians really let
the characters go, knowing what they now know?
Expect double-crosses on both sides.

In the literature, the werewolf often has .
some of the characteristics of the vampire. This
sort of werewolf might also be a thrall or min-
ion of a vampire. Who knows what
powers the undead can bestow
upon their followers? A were-
wolf scare might be the result =S
of a vampire’s slaves trying to
hide the true crimes of their >
blood-sucking master. f

And of course, the
~ Devil comes in as a mas-
ter of werewolves
too. A whole pack
of skin-wearing,
ointment-using
werewolves is the .
doing of a man with " - :
the blood of Devils ' ‘
in him, a Child of
the Seventh Gen-
eration who never
joined the Lucifuge.
His half-brothers
and  half-sisters
may be able to
detect him a mile AP
off (with the right F. . b
Castigation) but .

there’s no guarantee
that they will immedi-
ately identify his works. ]
Any of these rationales isa ['= A

great way to use the classic bait-
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and-switch technique in a story: the hunters think Cl’O&tO&ll (1 59 0)

they’re facing one thing, and the enemy turns out to
be quite another. From Divination, vol. 21, no.7, July 1982:
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Story Hooks: Gone to Croatoan

¢ Going Native

If you haven’t noticed, Mr. Nestel was a bit of a
crank. Apart from the Roanoke incidence, the word
“Croatoan” didn’t pop up at all in any of the mysteri-
ous vanishings he mentions. It wasn’t on Ambrose
Bierce’s bedpost, or on the wall of Black Bart’s cell,
and hell no, Jimmy Hoffa was never heard to opine
on the fate of Roanoke Island.

Or at least it didn’t in the real world. In the
World of Darkness, maybe it did, maybe it didn’t, but
the article does demonstrate an important point: that
symbolism and magic words have power, especially in
the realm of the spirits.

Let’s go back to the story of that Indian and the
Spirit of the Island. Let’s say that there was a Spirit
on Croatoan Island, and let’s say that it had the pow-
er to change people’s shapes, but only under certain
circumstances. Spirits often have circumstantial re-
strictions under which they can and cannot use their
powers, or places they cannot go, or items or events
that destroy them.

Perhaps — and this is only a perhaps — the spirit
could not work until the community was tied to the
land by having a member born there. Someone —
Virginia Dare — made that land truly her home, and
she was, as the first child born there, the focus of the
colonists’ identity. Suddenly, this was their land, and
because of it, they belonged to the spirit that personi-
fied the land, which manifested through Croatoan
[sland. The Croatan Indians understood, but only in-
asmuch as they knew that the spirit existed, and they
knew that they had to somehow co-habit with it or
be forced to become part of the land in a much more
permanent way.

Now imagine that the spirit of Croatan gained pow-
er through every disappearance it engineered, through
every human who refused its arcane, complex deal and
whom, thanks to that, it transformed into some part of
the land. It is vast now; and its power extends across
North America, and beyond, into the blood of everyone
who makes that half-continent their home.

[t can come to you at any time, in any shape, and
before you vanish, you become compelled to speak
its name.
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A spate of disappearances cover the territory
watched over by a group of hunters of any tier: a man
is there one day, and he walks around a corner or
steps into a car or takes a bus, or get on a plane, and
bang, he’s gone, transformed into a pigeon, or a squir-
rel, or a dog, or a bear, and he leaves behind him the
name: Croatoan. And worse: anyone who sees him
transformed must face the spirit, too and make the
same deal, or be transformed on the spot. Hence the
mass disappearance of the Roanoke Colony, and the
vanishing of the crew of the Carroll A. Deering.

What bargain? That could be anything. It’s not
likely to be particularly horrible — the Croatoan
spirit isn’t really evil as such, just compelled to extend
itself. Maybe the person has to never leave this one
area, or travel to a remote area and live there. Maybe
she must never speak of it; the mention of the name,
its writing becoming the final trigger to a vanishing.

The secret to breaking the spirit’s power may lie
on that island, far away, but the problem is finding
that spot, and finding the ban of the spirit before it
comes to you and asks you to make a bargain you can-
not possibly keep.

The Kinal

Iteration

The age of exploration came to its inevitable close:
we ran out of places to explore. We conquered the natural
world. We put a collar around Gaia’s neck and pulled the
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chain so tight we began to throttle her. Human endeavor
reaches its final destination: humanity divorces itself from
nature together (ask yourself: if the petrol ran out and the
electricity stopped, how long could you survive?)

And with no connection to the natural world, hu-
manity at large ceases to understand the animal side of
our nature. Not that the shapechangers are any more
in touch with the planet: no, they just understand the
animal parts of themselves. But they’re as selfish as the
rest of us. And we understand them less than ever. We
don’t believe in them, don’t expect them, don’t know
what to do when they come our way, teeth bared, claws
raised, eyes, blazing. We're their food, and our depen-
dence on the complicated paraphernalia of the modern
and post-modern age has trapped us. The creatures that
prey upon us don’t need to hunt us in the same way
anymore. We've engineered our civilization in such a
way that we're locked into it, fenced in by our need for
more cash, more TV, more gadgets, for petrol and elec-
tricity and food from supermarkets. We stopped being
free range long ago. We're in a battery farm of our own
devising, and all the monsters have to do is reach in and
take their pick. Will we bite the hand that reaches into
the cage? Is there any more we can do?

The Orang ’endek
(1909)

From a jowrnal, written in French and attributed to
P. Théleme, Esq, found in a small private library some-
where in the English Peak District:
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Story Hooks: Monkeywrenchers ¢ Colonialism on Trial

Colonialism still exists. It’s a different sort of co-
* Other Animals lonialism, of course, enforced by economic might as
Not all were-creatures necessarily have to be mych as military might, but it’s colonialism nonethe-

wolves. Spiders, swans, snakes, ravens, rats, jaguars less. The Orang Pendek — in the real world a bipedal
and apes have all numbered among the many forms

into which people can become under the right cir-
cumstances. The shapeshifting orangutan .
shamans of Indonesia might not be right for

every chronicle, but in the right place, a

creature that can take the shape of a .
man, or vice versa, can be power-

ful and frightening. Animals have

symbolic force. And different

animals have different attributes

that make them uncanny when

they act like a human, and differ-

ent symbols that they can bring to

the table. A raven is a harbinger

of doom and death (ask Edgar Al-

len Poe). A lion is strength and

primal terror. A swan is grace and

speed, and also the cold ruthless-

ness of a bird that can reputedly

break a human limb with a single

swipe of a limb. A snake is quiet

danger, and poison, and the sym-

bol of temptation and evil. Jaguars

present native savagery. Rats eat filth

and bring the plague. Some animals are

more horrific than others, but even the

most innocuous animals can be scary

in the right place and time.




cryptid that they’re still looking for in the Sumatran
rain forests — wanted to be left alone, which has
been the preoccupation with tribal peoples around
the world for centuries.

Picture a sweatshop in one of the many Economic
Protection Zones that exist in the Far East, in Indo-
nesia, Thailand, China or elsewhere: teenagers work
18-hour days in slave conditions sewing together
name brand training shoes, T-shirts and toys for West-
erners, and get paid literal pennies for the privileges.
They get herded into ghettoes. Their food is rationed.
They get thrown out onto the streets if they talk or
smile in the course of their work. Now picture that
some of the teenagers forced to work there somehow
discover that they can turn into spiders (or, if you're
familiar with the monsters in Werewolf: the Forsak-
en, have their bodies invaded and their souls eaten by
spider-like spirits). The spiders are hard workers, but
their work has a lethal edge to it. People get tangled
up in sewing machines; electrical lights short-circuit
and electrocute a floor manager; and goods that go
to the West develop characteristics that make them
near-lethal. Training shoes poison their wearers; im-
pregnated cloth dissolves the skin from people’s feet.

ey
Toys have lethal sharp edges. T-shirts supernaturally
constrict. Hunters from Task Force: VALKYRIE or
The Cheiron Group could find themselves seconded
by their bosses to travel to the place of origin and
find what’s happened. TFV is inevitably influenced
by the business lobby. Cheiron has partners in these
factories. A consumer advocate from Network Zero
might end up there, or a researcher from Null Mys-
teriis might be the only one who'll volunteer to go
and investigate the phenomenon rationally on behalf
of some government agency or another.

Getting into the sweatshop may or may not be
easy — certainly, the owners, who sub-contract for a
dozen massive brands — won’t want to let Westerners
see the full extent of the conditions. When the hunt-
ers see the everyday horrors the workers become sub-
ject to, what will they do? What can they do? When
the other horror, the supernatural horror comes out,
what then?

The Paramedic (2008)

Found on the computer of Austrian paramedic Chris-
tian Ankerl, dated two days before his disappearance but
never sent:
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Story Hooks: Once Bitten

e Tribal

Although they don’t generally know this or per-
ceive it happening, the kind of werewolf that hunt-
ers are most likely to run into is not a normal hu-
man with a skin, a salve and a blood-signed contract
with Lucifer. The most organized werewolves actually
have their own underground society, with factions
and wars. They’re born half-human and when they
change, they do it naturally and at will.

They vary in their attitude to humans. Not that
you can divide these social lycanthropes into “nice”
werewolves and “evil” werewolves. But it’s pretty
clear that some are more dangerous than others.

) / 4 /
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While violence has to come easy for a creature that
can change at will into a nine-foot-tall beast-headed
killing machine, clearly some groups of werewolves
just want to get by and be left alone, while others are
happy to kill and eat humans all the time. There’s
some sort of war going on, too.

Hunters might find themselves investigating
deaths which turn out to be collateral damage in a
turf war. Or they might find themselves hooking up
with a group of seemingly like-minded individuals
who are also trying to stop a man-eater from killing
again, only to find that when it comes to the crunch,
they’re werewolves too, and they’re not picky about
who gets in the way when the fur starts flying.
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e The Bite

In the movies, the werewolf’s bite is supposed to
transmit lycanthropy to its recipient (if he survives
it). And it might really do that. While there are sim-
ply too many of the tribal, intelligent werewolves out
there for an infectious bite to be realistic, there may
well be one or two werewolves out there whose bite
really is infectious. This is what might have happened
to our Austrian paramedic: he wrote the email draft
and for some reason decided not to send it just then.
The following night, he saw the moon, felt a bit fun-
ny and knew no more.

Even if they aren’t infectious, they're still danger-
ous: even if a werewolf in the World of Darkness isn’t

view commenced at, 4.28pm.

CROWE: All right, Pete?

CROWE: Sorry. Pete.
PAINE: DCI Crowe...
CROWE: What?
PAINE: Nothing.

STUBB: That’s right.
PAINE: Why confess, Peter?
STUBB: Because I did it, Bec

I'was doing.

CROWE: You didn’t know?
STUBB: I was a wolf.
CROWE: You were a wolf,
STUBB: That’s right.

CROWE: You know there’s
fense.

STUBB: No. No. I did it. I'm a werewolf,

H{AYDEN : Interview with Peter Stubb, cond
with the suspect are DS Tim Paine, an.

STUBB: Peter. It’s Peter. Always Peter.

CROWE: Gc?od. So let’s get on with it, Peter. I’
yesterday in which you confessed to the mu
Cowles, Hannah Cole and Cheryl Lewis.

ause I need help. I need help. I didn’t know what

a fine for wasting police time. It’s g, criminal of-

e -

infectious, he still has the ability to track down by
smell anyone he’s ever bitten. A true werewolf never
forgets the taste of a man’s blood. Which is the other
thing that might have happened: the werewolf bit
the paramedic so that he could go and find him later,
something that could easily happen to any hunter.
He thinks he’s got away, and thinks that the wound
has healed... but one night, the monster comes to get
him. Maybe he’s one of them, now. Or maybe he’s

just food.
The Belt (2009)

Transcript of a British police interview, as retained by
the European Operations Unit of Project TWILIGHT:

ucted on [REDACTED]. Present
d myself, DCI Frank Crowe. The inter-

m told that you gave a, statement
rders of Emma, Bradbury, Bethan
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CROWE: Oh, piss off.

PAINE: DCI Crowe!

CROWE: What? What?
PAINE: Peter, you have to explain this. It’s__a little hard to believe.

SO .
CROWE: For the purpose of the recording, the suspect has just undone the top
button of his rather nice Debenhams shirt.

STUBB: I turn into a wolf by night. A really big one. Size of a bull and about as
strong. And I have claws like steak knives and massive feet. And I have huge

eyes that light up everything. Like headlights.
CROWE: Like headlights.

STUBB: Is he just going to repeat everything I say?
CROWE: Watch it, sunshine.

PAINE: Go on, Peter.

STUBB: I know what I'm doing. I just can’t control it. So when I see a woman —
when I'm a wolf, this is, I don’t do this when I'm a man — I need to eat her. So
I do. And I wake up with a mouth full of blood, miles from home. Without any

clothes on.

CROWE: Do me a favor.

PAINE: How exactly did you learn how to change into a... werewolf, Peter?
CROWE: I know this one. He got bit by a werewolf. It’s like a disease, See.
STUBB: I have a magic belt.

CROWE: A magic..?

STUBB: It was given to me by my dad, who was also a werewolf — he’s dead
now. It’s made of wolfskin. It comes from France. It’s very old.

CROWE: And do you have it? et
STUBB: No. .
PAINE: So where is it?

STUBB: It’s hidden under the bed in my mum’s house.
CROWE: You still live at your mum’s, is that right?
STUBB: That’s right. -

CROWE: Paine. Did you have the room searched?

PAINE: We did. Didn’t find any belt, though.




STUBB: It was there.
PAINE: We didn’t find it. Could anyone have moved it? Your mum®?
STUBB: No. Maybe you should ask ensonit. -
CROWE: It was there. Except now it isn’t. e~
STUBB: I don’t understand.

CROWE: Did you kill those women?

STUBB: Yes. So who died first?

LY

STUBB: The redhead was found first. And the newspapers reported that one
first. But the blonde. The tall blonde. I killed her first. Then the brunette, then
the other blonde, the short one.

PAINE: Is that—?
CROWE: Mm-hmm. All right. And how did yoﬁ kill that first one?

STUBB: I used my teeth and claws. I held her down and she struggled. She
struggled so. I tore and bit and scraped until she stopped moving, and then I
ate her heart. I reached in and ate her heart,

CROWE: And then you drank her blood.
STUBB: And then I drank her blood, yes.

CROWE: Well, Peter, that’s sort of funny, because Bethan Cowles’ body was not
missing internal organs, and hadn’t been drained of blood. And trust me, I was
there, and I know what a body drained of blood looks like. It isn’t pretty.

STUBB: But I'm telling you—

CROWE: No, I'm telling you, Mr. Stubb. You didn’t kill her.
STUBB: I did! I did! I killed all of them!

CROWE: All right, then. Let’s talk about Hannah Cole.
STUBB: Which one—?

CROWE: The redhead.

STUBB: What about her?

CROWE: Where did you leave the body?

STUBB: By the side of the road, under a bush—

CROWE: She was stuffed inside a traffic light cabinet. All right, then. What
about Emma, Bradbury, the other blonde? Where did you take her to kill her
after you got her out of the nightclub?
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STUBB: The Kingsway multi-story carpark—

QROWE: Nope. The subway by the Evening Post offices. How about Cheryl Lew-
is? What did you do with her mobile?

STUBB: I threw it in the river—

gROWE: Nope. You crushed it under your fopt. You did not kill these women
eter. ' :

STUBB: I did. I can remember it, as clear as day—

CROWE: DS Paine, have you done a, drug test on this pathetic individual?
STUBB: I resent—

CROWE: Shut it. You did not murder those women. You are Just doing it for the
attention. I am not going to send you down for a murder you didn’t do.

STUBB: I'm able to go—? ‘
. |
|

CROWE: I said shut it. So. Drug test?

PAINE: Waiting for the results.

CROWE: Drugs on him when he came in? |

PAINE: Mushrooms in ziplock bags. Various herbs, also in ziplock bags. More
than a dozen.

CROWE: That wasn’t for personal use, was it?
STUBB: I have never seen that stuff. I swear—

CROWE: Of course you haven’t. Paine?

PAINE: Peter Michael Stubb, I am arresting you for possession with intent to
supply. You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defense if you
do not mention when questioned something that you later rely on in court.
Anything you do say may be given in evidence. Do you understand?

home. And he really does have these experiences. He
dreamed about every one of those women.

He didn’t do it. DNA evidence and scene evi-
dence will exonerate him, even if DCI Crowe and DS
Paine were ever in doubt of his innocence. So what’s
wrong with Peter?

Story Hooks: Faux-Wolves

e Psychiatric Problems

We've talked a little about people deluded into
thinking they have become wolves, and who commit
horrible crimes because they’re deluded into thinking

they’re animals. But what of the poor individuals who
haven’t done anything wrong who believe themselves
to be werewolves? Take Peter Stubb, for instance. On
the one hand, he knows a detail of the case that’s
not been revealed to the public, and has a tendency
to wake up naked and covered in blood miles from

Maybe he’s just disturbed. He guessed a couple of
things, but the rest he got from the papers (the photos
of the four missing women have been plastered all
over the national papers for weeks). He dreams about
them and feels terrible about killing them, but he’s
innocent. A dupe. Hunters who run into an individ-




ual like this might feel they have to investigate. An
individual like Peter Stubb could make for a whole
story, or just a misleading sidetrack in a larger inves-
tigation. Characters might find him or someone like
him, and feel they have to investigate his weird be-
havior, dreams and tendency to wake up naked, miles
from home. It’s always good to have one or two stories
where the monster turns out not to be a supernatural
monster, if only to underline that the supernatural is
never commonplace. It upends players’ expectations
to have a non-supernatural rationale behind a se-
ries of events, and makes the supernatural seem that
much more special.
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On the other hand, these killings might be the work of
a real werewolf (or vampire, or slasher), and Peter’s insistent
confession only muddies the waters, adding a level of confu-
sion and delay to a case that was in some ways open and shut.

But on the other hand, consider this set-up: Peter
really does own a wolfskin belt. The belt went away
when he turned himself in. Peter’s dreams are not
from a natural source. The unfortunate man is being
manipulated by some other force that is messing with
his memories, creating hallucinations and even sup-
plying the props. The belt did belong to Peter Stubb’s
father, but it’s never more than a focus for a real were-
wolf to set Peter up as a patsy.

i
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SIESTAEN LA PUEBLO
DE LUNA'Y SOL

AN EXOTIC MEXICAN VACATION THAT WON'T BREAK YOUR BUDGET

El Gringo, after the fight:

A fly lands in my mouth. I bite down and feel it crunch
between my teeth. Flies taste like shit, which is only right, I
guess. I try and lift my arm, but it still won’t budge. The bullet’s
starting to wriggle free. My foot has even started growing back,
and the wounds are blackened. I should have believed my uncle
when he told me about silver, but I guess I just always thought
it was in the movies, it had to be bullshit.

The flies are going to town on my wounds. The nerves are still
intact in places, so I can feel their little legs tickling. I’d call out
for my uncle, but if he hasn’t moved yet I know he’s dead.

I start making a list to keep my mind off it. If I let my mind
go to work, I’ll lose my shit, and I’ll be out here thrashing
around on the ground missing a foot and unable to crawl.

I think of the people I’'m going to find. There are five of them.
Four were Mexican; the last one’s a gringo like me. Only he’s
not the same kind of gringo. If he got pulled over out here,
he’d say he’s on vacation, and the cop would say, “turista” and
then “It’s okay, sefior, never mind, have a good day.” Me, 1
get pulled over and the cop says, “Que pasd, Gringo, why you
driving so fast?”” And then I give him a few bucks and he goes
away. Guess there’s not that much difference.

The gringo...wasn’t their leader. They wanted me to think he
was. They made sure [ was watching him, and they suckered me
in good, and then they...

I shift a little and bite down again. Crunch goes another fly. I
can’t think about what they did to us. I think about where they’re
from. They smelled like booze, but not smoke, no weed, no
hookers. No scent of other people on them. They weren’t from
Puerto Vallarta. A weird smell on one of them, something doughy
and thick, something I haven’t smelled in a while... mashed
potatoes. There are a couple of little pueblos near the city...
what’s the one with the little café that serves British food?

Lunay Sol. Sun and Moon. That’s it. That’s where they came from.

I look over at my uncle’s body, and because anger would be
too dangerous, I give way to grief. I start to cry, only I can’t
really move yet. Snot rolls out of my nose and down toward my




mouth, and | hock back and spit out of mouthful
of blood. I feel a tooth come loose. That means I’'m
healing. That’s good.

We didn’t even hurt one of them.
I start crying again. My fingers twitch.
What did those fuckers want with my foot?

The cell, after the fight:

“Well, wasn’t that a total clusterfuck.” Miguel spat on the dusty
ground. Anna was knocking back another shot in the bar, and
Barry was sitting on the step, holding Jorge tight. Mamo was
standing down the road a ways, smoking a cigarette. He had the
bag in his hand, but Miguel knew better than to talk to him now.

Anna walked out of the bar. She wasn’t feeling it yet, but
pretty soon she’d be stumbling. She didn’t weigh but 100
pounds soaking wet. “It wasn’t supposed to be like that.”

Miguel rounded on her. “No, it fucking wasn’t. Jesus,
Anna. Between you and these fucking maricones—”
Noting Barry and Jorge looking at them, he lowered his
voice. “I told you I’d help you deal with the problem,
not fucking kill people.”

“We didn’t kill a person.” 1
“Chale,” Miguel spat.

“Asi es. We didn’t. They weren’t people. I thought you’d
see that now.”

Miguel spun around and walked into the bar. The
bartender was asleep, and true to Anna’s claim, hadn’t so
much as stirred since they’d been here. Miguel poured
himself a shot and threw it back.

What had happened out there on the hill? He
remembered gunplay, and Mamo doing... what Mamo
did. But he didn’t remember people, and that was scaring
him. He remembered dogs, but that wasn’t uncommon.
The growers up in the hills usually had dogs with them to
sniff out rateros. There had to have been people, though,
because Mamo had pulled out his saw.

It wasn’t Mamo’s saw, though. Mamo’s saw was
discolored from use. This had been new and silver-shiny.
Miguel spat again, this time at Barry’s feet, and walked
down the road. “Orale, Memo.”

“Hey, man.” Mamo stomped out his smoke. “Everything okay?”’

Miguel shook his head. “What happened up there?”
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PUERT VALLARTA
BARGAIN VACATIONERS'

PARADISE
CHUCK'S VACATION HIGHLIGHT!

You don’t have to spend a fortune to have an
awesome vacation in Mexico. Forget Cabo and def-
initely forget Tiajuana....Puerta Vallarta is the new
bargain vaction hunter’s destination.

As tourism dropped off in the late 70s, the pric-
es on hotel rooms and everything else dropped to
where its now almost a steal.

Sample the local cuisine, bask in the sunlight,
but whatever you do...don’t drink the water. But se-
rioulsy, if you have a delicate stomach, perhaps the
Pueblo de Luna y Sol might be the place for you.
Rather than your standard Mexican fare, they serve
up good old fashioned meat and potatoes. And did I
mention the full bar?

Trust this cheapskate, Puerta Vallarta will fufill
all your beach and suntanning dreams as well as
grow your appreciation of Mexico.
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“No sé, man. Last I remember we were walking up there
and waiting for two gabos to let Anna and the maricones
talk to them. And then there’s guns going off and I’'m
cutting on a dude.” He lit up again. Miguel winced; their
mother had died of cancer three years ago, but it hadn’t
sunk in with Mamo.

“Where’d you get the saw?”’

Mamo gestured toward Jorge. “La mamon alli. He said
mine wouldn’t cut the dude.”

“So he wanted you to cut on him, even before we went
up there?”

Mamo paused. Miguel looked for some sign of recall,
something that showed that Mamo had known what he
was getting into. Finally, he shrugged. “Don’t know, man.
I can’t remember. The last day is just... [ feel like I need to
sleep it off.”

“Asi es,” his brother said.

El Gringo, the hunt:

My fucking foot still hasn’t grown back. I get it now.
Silver doesn’t heal. Doesn’t matter, though. Uncle Robbie
winged one of them before they took him down. I find the
blood spatter, drying, but good enough for me. I lick it up,
and sand coats my tongue, but I can handle that. I feel the
guy’s blood in my mouth, and I know him. I know he was
scared when my uncle shot them, that he’s scared most of
the time. I know he’s no warrior or hunter. And that only
pisses me off more, because my uncle shouldn’t have died
from being shot by a pussy like this.

And then it’s down the hill again, walking as a wolf,
sniffing the air, looking for the scent. I don’t let my
thoughts distract me, but | wind up where | expected to:
Lunay Sol. It’s maybe about five in the afternoon. Siesta
time. The sun’s still bright, but people are snoozing.

The gabachos up in their rented villas are swimming or
drinking beer or napping. The folks down here in the
village are resting up for the dinner crowds, such as they
are. This is where white people come to vacation when
they don’t want to stay in Puerto Vallarta, and the folks
who live here in town make a living selling shit to them,
mostly food.

A lot of good scents in the air: ground beef, pork,
chicken... smells like someone’s making fish tacos, too.
Most it’s from lunch; no one’s cooking yet. But wait — I
smell potatoes. Tequila. And blood.

That restaurant where they serve the British stuff — I
remember that. They have a bar, too. That’s where I’m going.
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Even killers gotta siesta, I guess. [ hear gentle snores
from one of the rooms. I chance a change up into human
form — my foot hurts like a sonofabitch, and I’m naked,
but no one’s watching. I peek in a window and see the
dude that Uncle Robbie shot crashed out on a cot. Another
man is lying next to him. Gays aren’t really welcome
where I’m from, and down here, they call those people
“maricénes” or “putos.” I really don’t care who people
want to screw. At the moment [’m more interested in
where the others are.

I could kill these two, I guess, but I’d hate to get stuck
someplace I can’t get out of. They know what I look like
and they know I’'m crippled. I couldn’t outrun them easily,
and this place is in the asscrack of nowhere. I don’t know
anyone in this village, [ don’t think.

I fall back to four legs and back up, to wait.
The cell, after the hunt:

“Mamo! Mamo!” Miguel was almost hysterical. Mamo
coughed again, and a fresh mouthful of blood leaked out.

“We have to go,” Barry said again. He hadn’t said
anything else since Jorge had died. “We have to go.”

Miguel turned to him and screamed in Spanish. He had lost
patience with the gabacho. Anna was gone, and Mamo. ..

“Orale, hermano,” he whispered.

“No hable, Mamo,” Miguel said. “No hable ahora.
Estaréa bien.”

“No mames, Miguel.”

Miguel shut his eyes. His brother was right. That thing,
whatever the hell it had been, had gutted him. It was a
wonder he was still breathing, but judging from how he
was choking, that wouldn’t be much longer.

Barry crouched down. “Mamo, do you know where
Jorge is?”

Mamo coughed. Miguel turned to Barry. “He’s dead,
mamon. He’s fucking dead, alright? Him and Anna. That
fucking thing killed them, and it’s not dead yet.”

“We’ve got to get out of here.”

Miguel almost punched him, but Mamo motioned for
him. “Asi es,” he said. “Get out of here.”

“Mamo.” Miguel held him closer and sobbed. Barry
stood up and walked away, not knowing what else to do.

Miguel joined him a few moments later, his chest and
hands covered in his brother’s blood. “Okay, let’s go.”

“Where?”

“Puerto Vallarta. We need to get away from this place.
I... we can take Mamo’s car. We get to Puerto Vallarta,
you check us into a hotel, and then you buy us plane
tickets to Los Angeles.”

Barry looked shocked. “I can’t take you back to L.A. |
was supposed to come back with Anna and Jorge, and the
sample. [ was under contract, I can’t—

Miguel grabbed him by the shirt. “Listen, maricon. I
don’t give a fuck what you were ‘supposed to.’ I just lost
my brother and my friend, and | am not dying out here
because a bunch of gabachos decided to bring their white
asses down here and start stirring up shit with the dealers
in the hills.”

Barry pushed him off. Miguel stumbled in surprise.
Barry was stronger than he looked. “You think this is
about drugs, you stupid wetback?”” He pointed at Mamo’s
body. “You think he was shot? You didn’t see that thing?
That was a werewolf.”

Miguel shook his head. “Chale. No es possible, gabo.”

“Werewolf. Hombre lobo. What did you think we fought
before, anyway? What did you think your brother chopped
off? That’s why we gave him a silver saw. That’s why we
shot the other one with silver.” Barry opened his knapsack
and pulled out a camcorder. “Want to see it again? Look

— there’s you. There’s Mamo. There’s the werewolf. See
it?”

Miguel looked... but all he saw was a blur. It was big,
sure, and it looked like it had hair, but... “No. I don’t see
it.”

Barry put away the camera. “Not everyone does.” He
sighed. “That’s one of the things we were trying to study,
with folks like you and your brother—"" He stopped short,
but Miguel had heard.

“Like me and my brother, huh?”” He took a step forward.
Barry might be strong for a maricon, but Miguel was
pissed. “Like us, chicanos?”

“No, no,” Barry stepped back. “Just... your background.
You’ve seen violence, that’s all, and we thought—*

“Oh, okay. Like us, callejeros.” He pulled out his piece.
“I could shoot your gay ass right here and leave you in the
dust, you know that? I could do that. And when they come
see me about it, I tell the police, ‘he’s a worthless maricon
and he tried to grab my ass,’ and they never bother me.
You know?”

“Look,” Barry glanced around, but there was nothing on
the streets of Luna y Sol but dust. The restaurants hadn’t
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opened. No cars, no cops, no people; just the dying
sunlight and the flies, settling in to feast on Mamo.

“No, you look.” Miguel cocked the gun. “We’re going
to Puerto Vallarta. You’re putting me on a puta plane,
and we are getting to L.A. And then you can take me to
these people you work with and they can tell me why my
brother had to die for this shit.”

Barry nodded. “Okay. I’ll do that. Let’s get your br —
your car.”

El Gringo, after the hunt:

My foot still hurts, but I feel better. Tonight I’1l hike
back home and lay low a while. I’'m pretty sure my foot
will grow back, but [ don’t know. I never got hit with
silver before.

I curl up and lay down under a table. I’ve killed two of them,
and the psycho that cut my foot off isn’t long for this world,
either. The stupid fuckers actually went for siesta— they
must’ve known I’d come for them? I’m not going to sweat it.

The woman’s body is in front of me on the floor. Her
head’s behind the bar somewhere. She went down without
a whimper, but the Mexican guy, the gay one, he put up a
fight. But no silver — guess they ran out on Uncle Rob.

L
-
-
’

| barely
remember killing him. |
remember biting down, but that’s about it. |
remember someone screaming “Jorge, Jorge!” and figured
that was his lover. I hate killing people in front of their
families, but fuck ‘em, that’s what they did to me and
Uncle Robbie.

The psycho dude burst right in, but by then | was
thinking straight again. [ remember him. I remember
watching his eyes as | put my whole hand into his
stomach. And I hate to admit it, but I’'m glad the other one
— I think they’re brothers — got him out when he did.
That means he died out on the street, in the heat and the
dust, and that the flies are picking at him.

I don’t hurt people often. I just wait here, between the
pueblos and the farmers, between the cops and the growers.
I’ve got my reasons, and these assholes wouldn’t understand
them. But I don’t just attack people for no reason, and these
assholes came at me like I was a monster.

I stand up and trot outside. I look down the block and
see them. The one I gutted made it about 20 paces before
he collapsed, and I can hear his brother crying. I smell
the salt on his cheeks, and | smell my own blood from
nearby... but not on them. They’ve got my fucking foot
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stashed somewhere around here. I sniff the air a bit more,
and then I figure out where it is and where I need to hide.

I watch as they argue about what they’re going to do. They
think they’re going to Puerto Vallarta. They think they’re
taking that psycho’s car. But they don’t know where I am.

I’'m in the trunk. And they aren’t making it to Puerto
Vallarta. They’re just making it out of Lunay Sol. I don’t
want to freak people out when they wake up from siesta,
after all.

The cell, before the fight:

“You’re sure it’s just these two?” Jorge looked over the
pictures. Barry touched his shoulder.

“Yes, [’m sure. It’s just those two: Roberto Colon and
his nephew.” Barry held up a picture of a white man in
his early 30s, smiling into the camera, his arm around a
surprised-looking Mexican woman. “They just call him El
Gringo out here.”

Mamo and Miguel shot each other glances and tried not
to laugh. “Why ‘El Gringo’?”

Barry looked confused. “Because he’s... white, right?”

“Asi es,” said Jorge. “But mostly they say gabacho or
gabo now, verdad?”’

“Right, si,” said Mamo. Under his breath, he muttered,
“se agring0 totalmente.”

“Y maricon tambien.”
Anna set down her glass. “When?”

Jorge pointed to the pictures of the hillside. “I figure we follow
them up into the hills. They walk slow, so we wait until we’re
out of sight of the highway, then we rush in, we take down the
older one, and then take the sample from EI Gringo here.”

Miguel stood up. “What’s ‘take down,” buey? I don’t
remember saying 1’d kill someone on this.”

Anna shook her head. “We’re not killing people. We just
need the sample.”

Miguel looked back at Mamo. These assholes were promising a lot
of cash, but they were pretty clearly crazy, too. He dropped his hand to
his waist and made a sign. You okay with this?

Mamo flashed one back. Yeah, money’s good.

Miguel turned back to the other three. “Okay, how do
we do this? Just fuck him up?”

Barry handed him a pistol. “Use this.” He glanced
at Miguel’s face, and then hastily added. “You know,

threaten him. If he moves, shoot him.” He pulled out a
leather sleeve with something shiny in it, and handed it to
Mamo. “When you get the sample, you need to use this.”

“Por que?”

Barry opened his mouth, but Jorge cut him off. “Because
you don’t want his shit on your blade, vato.”

“Okay, whatever. Vato.”

Anna moved to refill her glass. Miguel stopped her.
“Come on, chica. You need to be walking for this, right?
It’s gonna be a long walk up into the hills.” She shrugged
him off, but didn’t reach for the bottle.

“What about after?”” Mamo was looking at Anna. Miguel
knew that he knew better than to make a play for her,
drunk or not, but he’d want to go get laid after the job. He
always did.

“After,” said Barry, “we pay you, and Jorge, Anna and I
go back to the States with the sample.”

“Right.” Mamo stood up and stretched. “I mean, right
after. We just split up, or—*

“We come back here,” said Anna. “Luis will be dead
asleep. It’ll be empty in town.” She looked at the bottle,
but Miguel shook his head and screwed the cap back on.
“Everybody will be at siesta.”

Mamo nodded. “Orale. Let’s get to it.”
The end of the hunt:

The jerk and stop of the car wakes me. I dozed off;
guess I lost too much blood. Voices outside.

“Pop the trunk. I need to get my stuff.”

Smell of grease. Smell of booze and blood. Gasoline.
We’re at a service station, probably that little one that
Maria Velasquez’ father runs.

I tense up. They can’t know I’m in here, can they? They
should barely even remember what happened.

Keys in the trunk. And... something else. Some metal-
on-metal sound. Scraping, fingers alongside the metal.
Gasoline smell gets stronger.

No.

Splashing liquid. Gasoline. Butane. The trunk opens.
They’re standing there. They knew.

The lighter flares up. My vision goes red, and all [ know
is make them die.

Siesta’s over.
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This chapter describes the various perspectives and agendas
of the major hunter compacts and conspiracies towards were-
wolves and the mysteries of the spirit world, along with story
hooks that can be used in any Hunter chronicle. In addition,
you'll find several new hunter compacts and a new conspir-

acy known as Les Mysteres, which draws its ability to hunt
monsters from voluntary possession by spirits.

Cells

In general, a hunter cell only crosses paths with a were-
s wolf when one of the creatures begins to hunt and kill in its
neighborhood. Savagely mutilated victims turn up in darkened
alleys or strewn across the grass of city parks, and the hunters
are compelled to investigate before they or their loved ones
. become the next victims. They might decide to cruise the
b= streets of their neighborhood or stake out the local watering
g holes, searching for clues to the killer’s identity. If they are
% lucky, they might cross paths with the beast in its human form;
R if they are very, very lucky they might pick up on the monster’s
. barely-leashed savagery and aggressive physical presence, and real-
o ize this is no mere serial killer they are dealing with.
If they are unlucky — or simply impetuous — they will
confront the monster in its bestial form, perhaps catching it
1 crouched over the body of its latest victim or cornering it in a
copse of trees at the edge of a subdivision. At that point, they
most likely only have a few seconds left to live.

A typical hunter cell — unaffiliated, ill-informed, poorly
equipped and poorly armed — is at an extreme disadvantage
against an individual werewolf, much less an entire pack of them.
One on one, a human is no match for the speed, strength
and ferocity of a werewolf, even assuming that the person
is capable of functioning in the face of the beast’s horrifying
presence. Few direct confrontations with these monsters play
out in the hunter’s favor; if they survive, it’s often by sheer
chance, or because the creature inexplicably chose to spare the
person’s life. Sometimes part of a cell survives simply because
they weren’t there when the confrontation occurred, and they
are left to glean whatever clues they can from the tragedy and
figure out what their next move will be.

Hunter cells that learn to use patience, caution and stealth
increase their odds immensely when dealing with a werewolf. In
many respects, hunting these monsters is similar to stalking any
other kind of super-predator: identify its hunting patterns, track
; its movements, locate its lair, if possible, and then pick a time to
~+ strike — preferably from a distance. The hunt at that point quick-
ly evolves into a deadly game of cat-and-mouse; will the cell =Jethn Mo,
draw a net tight about their prey, or will they give themselves Perrdfise Losi
away and find the tables turned against them? If a hunter cell
can choose to fight the monster on their own terms — picking
the time, the location and the method of attack — their chances
of success go up dramatically. No matter how keen their senses
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are, or how swift they can move, a silver-tipped rifle
round fired from a hundred yards away is just as fatal for
them as it would be for a human.

Unfortunately for hunters, werewolves rarely
hunt alone. A pack of werewolves are often much
more than a single hunter cell can handle, but pa-
tient and canny hunters can sometimes use a wolf
pack’s own tactics against them. With careful, long-
term surveillance, a cell can search for weak links
among the pack members and look for opportunities
to isolate and attack them one by one. In some cases
it might even be possible to turn members of a pack
against one another — the savage urges of the beasts
aren’t just directed at humanity, after all. Of course,
every night the hunters patiently lay their snares is
another night that the werewolves prowl the streets
and stalk human prey. How long can a cell main-
tain its resolve as more and more of their friends and
neighbors fall prey to the beasts? In the end, it all
comes down to who has the more predatory instinct
— something that humans possess every bit as much as
the monsters themselves.

Fortunately for hunter cells, they are typically far
more likely to encounter spirits and spirit-possessed
humans than they are a pack of savage werewolves.
City slums and decaying housing projects attract ma-
levolent forces like lodestones. Hospitals, prisons and
rest homes grow thick with the energy of suffering
souls and fragile, desperate minds. Though spirits can
be frightening and even dangerous to humans if they
grow powerful enough, they are often bound to a spe-
cific location or haunt. This allows the hunters more
control over how and when they choose to confront
such entities, which gives them a significant advan-
tage. If an encounter gets out of hand, most times the
cell can retreat from the area and come up with a dif-
ferent strategy for attacking the problem.

Mortals possessed by spirits present an entirely
different set of challenges. While not as deadly as
werewolves on an individual basis, they can be super-
humanly strong, swift, and resilient. The spirit-ridden
human can sometimes draw on the spirit’s knowledge
and experience as well, making them much more ca-
pable than they might otherwise be. Above all, the
possessed aren’t tied to a specific location; the body
itself provides the anchor that the spirit needs, so the
Ridden host can move easily among the crowds of a
city or the church congregations of a small town. Per-
haps most dangerous of all, no two spirits are ever ex-
actly alike; just like people, they have their own set of
motivations, goals and hungers, and their own powers,
strengths and weaknesses. What works well against
one spirit might only strengthen another, and unwary

S

SHEEP!S CLOTHING

hunters who rush in too quickly might find themselves
facing an adversary they are ill-prepared to deal with.

Compacts

Compacts possess significant advantages over
isolated hunter cells when dealing with the threat of
werewolves or malevolent spirits; though they don’t
have the wealth of information, manpower and re-
sources that the larger conspiracies can call upon,
they are on the whole better informed and equipped
than a typical cell. Despite these advantages, how-
ever, compacts have their own drawbacks and disad-
vantages that complicate their efforts: a lack of true,
centralized leadership breeds inefficiency, competi-
tion for resources, and conflicting agendas that com-
plicate an already desperate struggle against the forces
of the night.

Given their unique histories and methodology,
no two hunter compacts approach the threat of were-
wolves and evil spirits in the same way. The hunters
of The Long Night view werewolves as harbingers of
the apocalypse, which must be excised from humanity
with fire and silver. Conversely, the scholars of Null
Mpysteriis or the underground video jockeys of Net-
work O view shapechangers as subjects of academic
and media scrutiny, seeking to unravel the mysteries
of their existence and spreading the truth to whom-
ever will listen.

Ashwood Abbey

The hunters of Ashwood Abbey are no strang-
ers to hunting werewolves — in fact, their compact
can trace its origins directly to a werewolf attack that
nearly wiped out the progenitors of the group in 1855.
As a result, a good “wolf hunt” is considered to be the
height of fashion for cells across Europe and the United
Kingdom, often drawing interested participants from
all over the continent. It’s considered de rigeur to take
the ears of a dead werewolf as trophies — some send
the shorn pieces, packed in salt, to the late Reverend
Ogilvy’s estate, but few hunters outside the UK follow
the tradition. It’s rumored that some wealthy members
of the compact go so far as to completely skin the hu-
man bodies of dead werewolves and lay them out as
trophy rugs in their private libraries or sitting rooms,
but no one who's sober is willing to admit the fact.

Not that such opportunities are common — all
too often, a wolf hunt comes up empty-handed, as
the hunting party (emphasis on party) grows too large
and unwieldy to effectively run the prey to ground.
Sometimes the werewolf turns the tables on the




hunters and picks off the more careless members of
the party, while other times the monster simply drops
out of sight altogether. When a hunting party suc-
ceeds in bagging a shapechanger it usually happens
because the monster foolishly tries to confront the
hunters all at once; the members of Ashwood Abbey
are hedonists and libertines, but they can also afford
the best firepower and all the silver bullets they can
carry. Such confrontations are bloody, chaotic affairs,
and they almost always end badly for the werewolf.

Not all members of the Abbey go in for hunting
parties. Some prefer to see themselves as the “Great
White Hunters” of centuries past, going into an area
known for werewolf activity and stalking their prey
with patience, cunning, and large-bore rifles. They
are also perfectly willing to use a werewolf’s friends
and loved ones as bait if necessary to draw the mon-
ster out — when you’re hunting a creature that is far
and away the deadliest predator on the planet, there
can’t be any room for scruples or regrets.

An even smaller clique of Abbey hunters takes
a different, more dangerous approach: stalking
shapechangers in their human guises and seducing
them before putting a bullet in their brain. The game
of wits and passion between hunter and hunted can
quicken the pulse of even the Abbey’s most jaded
members, and the moment of revelation, when the
monster realizes he or she has been deceived — is truly
something to savor. Complicating the issue somewhat
are occasional by-blows produced by these relation-
ships. Though none of these bastard children have
become werewolves themselves — at least, not as far as
Abbey members are aware — the prospect is enough to
make the compact’s leaders frown on the practice.

The pursuit of spirits holds less interest for mem-
bers of the Abbey. A haunted castle or monastery
makes a great site for a week-long debauch, but spirits
themselves don’t offer much in the way of entertain-
ment for the hedonists of the compact. Ghosts are
so single-minded and unimaginative, so pedestrian —
why bother with such common fare when there are so
many more interesting creatures roaming the world?
Cases of possession are another matter entirely, of
course, because that usually presents the hunters
with a physical form they can interact with. Rumors
abound that a cell in France dallied for more than
a year with a murderous spirit known only as “Jean-
Pierre,” who possessed working-class laborers in Lille
and took out its urges on their host’s families. The
cell reportedly made a game of it, hunting Jean-Pierre
down, killing its host, and letting the spirit loose
to find another body before starting the chase once
more. Had the spirit not run afoul of a cell from the
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Malleus Maleficarum several months later, the game
would still be going on today.
In the United States, a number of cells in and
around New York have taken to flirting with spirit pos-
session on a much more personal level. They seek out
haunted sites or search out suspected cases of posses-
sion, then use a variety of methods to try and invite
the spirits into themselves for a brief period. Hunters
that have flirted with possession claim it’s a mind-al-
tering experience, but for many libertines of the com-
pact such excess carries things just a bit too far.

Story Hooks

e Jenkins seemed like a decent sort — knew all
the right people, took all the right drugs — and
he told the most titillating stories about the wolf-
girl he'd stumbled onto in Kensington, of all
places. He spun the most delicious tales of her
seduction, teasing out the beast a single step at
a time and separating her from the rest of her
pack. He’d even gone so far as to arrange a lavish
party at his family’s estate in the country, invit-
ing members of the Abbey from all across Eng-
land to share in the upcoming hunt. But then
something went wrong. Old Jenkins stopped
coming to the club on Wednesdays — and more
worrisome, he stopped sharing stories about his
ongoing conquest. Now the fellow seems to have
disappeared entirely, and his bank accounts have
been cleaned out. Bad enough if the girl caught
on to his games and tore Jenkins apart; what if
the seducer has become the seduced, and the fool
has “gone native” with his she-wolf? There are
rumors he’s been spotted at his family’s chateau
in France; time to chase those rumors to ground
and see whose side Jenkins is really on.

® Reports are coming out of Romania that a con-
struction company building luxury villas at the
foot of the Carpathians has suffered inexplicable
acts of sabotage; heavy equipment has been sto-
len or outright destroyed, and workers have ex-
perienced the eerie sensation of being stalked
through the forest on the way to and from the
work site. All this began when the company
stumbled upon a circle of old, moss-covered men-
hirs in a secluded hollow at the edge of their work
site. Someone high up in the company must be a
superstitious sort, because a great deal of money
has been spent to bring in a team of specialists to
remove the stones and transport them to some
museum or other. For now, the site is virginal,
pristine. Imagine how the beasts will respond to
a debauch around their sacred stones! Time to
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clean the old elephant gun and find the best drug
dealers in Bucharest.

e Tales are told of a 15th-century bordello in
Rome, where the noble patrons came in the dead
of night to partake of men and women whom the
proprietor swore were possessed by “licentious
spirits devoted to Satan himself.” It would be
easy to dismiss the tales but for the payment the
proprietor demanded — not gold, but the blood
and flesh of a maiden. Evidently the skills of the
whores and catamites were wondrous indeed, for
the bordello’s patrons killed so many young ser-
vant girls to sate their lusts that they attracted
the attention of the Inquisition. In the end, the
agents of the church sealed the doors of the bor-
dello and burnt it to the ground — with the pro-
prietor and her possessed workers still inside. Riv-
ers of gold flowed into the Vatican’s coffers as the
guilty nobles paid staggering bribes to keep from

burning at the stake, and eventually the matter
became just another footnote in the church re-
cords. But now, almost a hundred years to the day
that the Inquisition burned the house of sin to
the ground, the apartment buildings situated on
the site are reportedly suffering a plague of bizarre
sex crimes and violent assaults on young girls liv-
ing there. Have Satan’s whores returned to earth
once more?! Naturally, it behooves us to find out.

The Long Night

The Tribulation Militia is locked in a constant,
twilit struggle with the legions of the Devil himself,
struggling to save the human race from the fires of
Armageddon one bloody night at a time. Lucifer’s
minions assume many forms to lead the faithful
astray: demons wearing the flesh of beautiful women
or charismatic men, or witches claiming to fulfill the
needs of the flesh at the cost of one’s immortal soul.




Even the living dead can be seductive and beguiling,
luring the innocent to their doom with alluring faces
and false promises of immortality. Their illusions and
deceits force hunters of the Long Night to tread care-
fully and contemplate the righteousness of every ac-
tion they take.

By contrast, there’s nothing ambiguous about
werewolves and their ilk. Shapechangers are vicious
killers who prey upon the flesh of the innocent and
virtuous, driven by the Devil’s own appetite for de-
struction. That kind of black-and-white conflict is
something that the Tribulation Militia lives for, and
pursues with righteous zeal.

To most hunters of the Long Night, a werewolf is
aman or woman who has willingly entered into a pact
with Satan. The Great Deceiver grants these damned
souls whatever earthly reward they desire, but in re-
turn the Devil transforms them into ravening beasts
when it suits his purposes. As far as the Tribulation
Militia is concerned, these monsters have to be put
down like rabid dogs, without hesitation or mercy.
The Long Night pursues a shamelessly scorched-
earth policy regarding shapechangers, fearing that
unless they employ extreme measures to extinguish
every trace of the mortal’s iniquity, it could contin-
ue to tempt others into corruption. To some radical
members of the compact, that means not just killing
the werewolf, but any member of the shapeshifter’s
family and friends that might have had reason to sus-
pect who or what the werewolf was. If innocent lives
are lost in the process, it’s regrettable, but at the end
of the day God will know His own.

Of course, not everyone subscribes to this ex-
treme fire-and-brimstone policy. Some members of
the compact take a more compassionate view, insist-
ing that if God’s grace is to have any meaning at all,
then any sin, no matter how grave, can ultimately be
forgiven if the sinner accepts Christ as his savior. This
has caused considerable friction between outspoken
believers in both parties, and led to several angry con-
frontations in the field. Unfortunately, every attempt
to force a shapechanger to admit his sin and reject
the Devil’s gifts has only ended in disaster, which only
furthers the convictions of the compact’s extremists.
Rumors persist of a church-affiliated cell deep in the
Appalachian Mountains of the United States that
is enjoying some success in gradually redeeming the
souls of a handful of remorseful werewolves. To date
none of the hunters involved are willing to come for-
ward with details, for fear of repercussions from the
compact’s more extreme members.

The matter of hauntings and spirits — particularly
cases of spirit possession — present a much thornier
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problem for the Long Night. There is much debate
within the compact as to the true nature of ghosts
or spirits — are they lost souls, somehow interrupted
in their progress to judgment, or are they merely de-
mons in disguise? Whenever possible, members of
the Tribulation Militia try to confront these spirits
and banish them from the physical world. Sometimes
that means blessing a haunted house, or in extreme
cases burning it to the ground — but the members of
the Long Night prefer to confront spirits directly if a
means can be found. In the case of spirit possession,
the hunters will try to find a way to exorcise the spirit
if possible, but their resources and experience in such
matters isn’t as extensive as the Malleus Maleficarum.
In many cases, all the hunters can do is beg God’s for-
giveness and free the host of its captor by destroying

them both.
Story Hooks

 Every year, right around harvest time, a hand-
ful of children disappear from their homes in the
small town of Culter, West Virginia. The disap-
pearances always occur on the nights of the full
moon, and in each case the victim appears to
simply leave his or her bed and walk off into the
forest, never to be seen again. Residents tell tales
of an Indian curse cast upon the town a century
past, while others speak of an abandoned mine
far up the mountain side that lures adventur-
ous children to their doom. Still others speak of
strange rituals performed out in the deep woods
under the light of the moon, and savage howls
that echo from the hollows at midnight. It’s clear
that Satan’s minions are at work in the town of
Culter, and it’s incumbent upon us to scour their
evil away with fire and sword — and uncover the
hidden sin that has brought this curse down upon
the people of this God-fearing town.

e Signs of the Great Beast are everywhere — but
in the deep woods around Owensboro, Kentucky,
the beast has taken physical form and is stalk-
ing the town’s teenage boys. A few months ago, a
troubled young man named Eddie Matthews was
found wandering Country Road #7 with a terrible
bite on his shoulder. Matthews claimed he was
attacked by a “huge wolf” that had stalked him
through the woods after his car broke down on
the way to his girlfriend’s home. A week later,
Matthews disappeared, and shortly afterwards the
killings began. All of the victims were members
of Matthews’ high school, and all of them knew
the young man to one degree or another. Locals
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. report that Matthews had always been a disturbed
and violent boy, and fellow students told the press
that he had shown an increasing fascination with
the occult prior to his disappearance. Did Mat-
thews make a deal with the Devil and gain the
Mark of the Beast? If so, he must be stopped be-
fore more innocents suffer at his hands.

e Jebediah Stone claims to be a prophet and a
servant of the Lord, and his ministry has drawn
men and women from all over the country to his
sprawling compound in the Nevada desert. His
day-long sermons are closed to outsiders, but
there are claims that when the Holy Spirit is
upon him, his eyes burn like fire and he speaks in
ancient tongues. Stone reportedly heals the sick
of even the worst afflictions. The crippled are
made to walk, the blind to see and the mute to
speak. But when they emerge from the desert and
return to their daily lives, something goes terri-
bly wrong. The souls that Stone reportedly saves
become obsessed with bloodletting and violence,
taking out their urges on whomever crosses their
path. Recently, a string of brutal torture-homi-
cides in Dallas were traced to a man who Stone
reportedly cured of cancer a month before. In po-
lice interviews, the killer refused to answer to his
given name, and when pressed by investigators
he began to curse them loudly in Latin, Hebrew
and what may be ancient Egyptian. Whoever —or
whatever — Stone is, he is clearly a false prophet
sent by Satan to lead the faithful astray, and must
be stopped at all costs.

Loyalists of Thule

The Loyalists of Thule know more about were-
wolves than they let on — which isn’t all that surpris-
ing, really, considering how their years of painstak-
ing study were perverted by the Nazis when they rose
to power in the late 1930s. As most members of the
Thule Gesellschaft were being scattered to the winds
by Heinrich Himmler’s Gestapo, one of their most
senior members — an occult scholar by the name of
Konrad Sanger — sought power and prestige in ser-
vice to the Nazis by inflating the egos of high-ranking
members of the party and helping refine rationales for
y Aryan genetic supremacy. Nazi propagandists drank

d ait - deep from Sanger’s wellspring of knowledge regard-
,“ e ing the hoary Master Race of legend, which was bad
\ ‘ o enough. Later, however, as World War II began and

: Hitler started to build his Thousand-Year Reich at

% bayonet-point, Nazi scientists learned of some of the
& o other secrets contained in Sanger’s library: namely
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his lifelong study of shapechangers and their fear-
some powers. At first Sanger was reluctant to share
this hidden knowledge, until his family was arrested
by the Gestapo and sent off to a labor camp to ensure
Sanger’s complete cooperation. Horrified, the scholar
turned over his precious books and consulted with
Nazi geneticists to produce some of the most hor-
rific eugenics experiments of the war. Records of the
werewolf super-soldier project were lost at the end
of the war, and Sanger himself committed suicide in
Berlin in early 1945, but it is known that hundreds
of prisoners were shipped from Eastern Europe to a
research complex in the Aachen forest and subjected
to horrible experiments to determine if they carried
the genetic traces of lycanthropy. After three years
of horror, the project was shut down as Allied troops
approached Aachen, and the research facilities were
reportedly destroyed. No one knows what became of
Sanger’s extensive occult library; some believe it was
destroyed during an air raid on Berlin (prompting
Sanger’s death), while others think it fell into Soviet
hands at the end of the war. Regardless, the Sanger
affair created a stigma that the Loyalists of Thule are
still working hard to erase, and as a result the majority
of the compact’s members go to great lengths to con-
ceal their dealings with shapeshifters and keep what
they learn a closely-guarded secret.

The Loyalists of Thule developed an abiding in-
terest in werewolves through their extensive studies of
the spirit world and dialogues with what they believe
to be ancestor-spirits from lost Atlantis. Through
these dialogues (many of which survived the war only
as hand-written transcripts), the organization’s schol-
ars learned a great deal about the ways in which the
spirit world interacted with the physical world — and
gradually realized that werewolves somehow existed
in both realms at once. This fascinated the scholars,
because they believed the path to the Ultimate Source
lay in plumbing the memories of ancestor-spirits, and
they theorized that the werewolves could teach them
many valuable secrets about creating alliances with
powerful beings in the spirit realm.

Unfortunately, the werewolves were less than
receptive to the compact’s overtures. Numerous at-
tempts at contacting the beasts proved futile, and
more than a few ended in disaster. The shapechangers
were wary and unpredictable creatures, and mistrust-
ed the hunters’ motives from the start. For years, the
members of the compact tried various means to win
the trust of a number of werewolves they'd kept tabs
on; sometimes they would shield the shapechang-
ers from other hunter cells, or divert the attention
of the authorities if they drew too near. Later, they
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offered to share their own library of occult lore with
the werewolves, only to have their store of knowledge
dismissed out of hand. It was only by accident that a
cell in Brussels stumbled upon information valuable
enough to interest the shapechangers. The scholars
were investigating reports of masses of rats rising at
night from the sewers beneath the city and infesting a
number of office buildings within a single square mile
of the city center. When the cell shared this news in
passing with the werewolf they occasionally commu-
nicated with, the shapechanger grew extremely curi-
ous. Over the next four weeks, the scholars continued
their studies of the rats, and provided their findings
to the werewolf, who later summoned his pack and
destroyed the creatures beneath the light of the full
moon. The shapechangers shared little in return, but
from what the scholars could infer from the werewolf’s
actions, the rats were themselves a kind of shapeshift-
ing entity that sought to weaken the barrier between
the physical realm and the spiritual realm. Since
then, the Brussels cell has continued to provide infor-
mation to the local werewolf pack concerning strange
animal activity in the city, and then studiously com-
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piled whatever scraps of knowledge the werewolves
let slip over the course of their investigation. (At the
same time, the compact has devoted considerable ef-
fort in locating other rat-shifters elsewhere and trying
to open lines of communication with them as well.)
So far, interactions between the compact and other
shapechangers have been sporadic, and of mixed suc-
cess, but the scholars remain optimistic that their
hard work will one day bear fruit.

The Loyalists of Thule also aggressively study and
attempt to communicate with denizens of the spirit
realm, from the ghosts of dead mortals to more eso-
teric entities such as nature spirits. Some members
of the compact advocate a more forceful approach in
dealing with these spirits, insisting that if they could
find a means to entrap them they could advance their
store of knowledge by leaps and bounds compared to
the current process of séances and summonings. The
approach is gaining more and more converts within
the compact, though to date the scholars have no
practical means of reliably uprooting a spirit and con-
taining it.
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Story Hooks

e Recently, a cell of scholars in Bavaria reported
that a rare book dealer in Regensburg had sent
out a discrete announcement to his patrons re-
garding a series of slim, leather-bound volumes
reportedly discovered hidden in a basement of
one Helmut Dietz, a man rumored to have been a
Colonel in Hitler’s feared S.S. during World War
II. The volumes apparently contain strange sym-
bols and occult incantations that, according to
the marginalia, originated in “lost Atlantis.” One
of the members of the Bavarian cell managed to
get a look at the books, and believed them to be
part of the lost library of Konrad Sanger, a for-
mer member of the Thule Gesellschraft who left
the order to join the Nazi party and was believed
to have been a member of Himmler’s infamous
“Werewolf” super-soldier project in 1945. The
cell managed to break into the dealer’s shop and
steal the volumes, but before the books could be
sent to Munich all five of the members mysteri-
ously disappeared. When the polizei searched the
home of Wilma Beyer, the cell’s leader, they found
the place torn to pieces. Written in blood on one
wall of the flat were the words: Aachen Forest.
Supposedly, the research facilities for Himmler’s
Werewolf Brigade were somewhere near Aachen.
What does it mean?

¢ A cell near Rouen, France sent a surprising re-
port last month regarding an unexpected meet-
ing with an individual who claimed to represent
a coalition of shapechangers known only as “the
Pure.” The gentleman, who went only by the name
of Gerard, told the cell members his masters were
interested in forming an alliance of sorts with our
organization in the interests of sharing informa-
tion about what they termed as “renegades and
criminals” of their people. According to Gerard,
the Pure offered to share information on other
races of shapechanging creatures in return for our
records on werewolf activities across Europe in
the last fifty years. As a gesture of good faith, we
want you to carry a small amount of information
on this disk to Rouen, where Gerard will provide
you the location of a “nest” of shapechangers sup-
posedly hiding in Marseille. Investigate the ve-
racity of Gerard’s information and report back to
us at once.

® During the 1950s, a member of our order named
Joachim Bader was successful in making contact
with an ancient spirit who identified itself as a
Rmoahal priest named Vicurga, who lived in the

latter days of Atlantis. Over the course of five
days, Bader was plunged into a cataleptic state,
wherein he transcribed page after page of occult
lore that could possibly provide once and for all
the truth regarding the Ultimate Source. Unfor-
tunately, Bader’s health gave out before he could
finish Vicurga’s Testament, and since then our
elders have waited for the proper alignment of
cosmic forces that would allow a repeat of Bader’s
experiment. The alignment will occur in just a
week’s time; we've already taken the liberty of
purchasing tickets and lodging for your cell in
Hamburg. A man named Thulmann will meet
you at the airport with further instructions.

Network ()

The successful filming of a werewolf’s transfor-
mation remains the Holy Grail for many hunters
tuned in to the Secret Frequency. Pictures of huge,
bipedal beast-men aren’t any more convincing than
the Patterson-Gimlin Bigfoot footage, nor are grainy
digital shots of enormous wolves prowling the streets
of Philadelphia. People have any number of ways to
explain away images like that — but a recording of a
human being changing into a nine-foot-tall fanged
monster? That’s something else entirely.

Unfortunately, the members of the compact have
had precious little success in catching a shapechanger
in the act. Werewolves appear to go to great lengths
to hide their existence from mankind — a fact that
continues to baffle Network O members who have
personally encountered the creatures — and those
who have managed to witness the transformation
claim it happened too fast to capture on camera. At
this point, senior members of the compact have con-
cluded that the only way to pull off such a feat would
be to get a willing participant — a werewolf who would
agree to come into an underground studio somewhere
and transform himself in front of a dozen cameras. As
yet, the network hasn’t had any success in locating a
volunteer.

When it comes to ghosts and other spirits, how-
ever, the Network has recently enjoyed considerable
success. After years of effort documenting and re-
cording instances of paranormal activity and having
it disputed and ignored by the masses, a groundswell
of interest in the supernatural has grown within the
mainstream media. Suddenly, paranormal investiga-
tors are getting a level of respect they’ve never known
before, and clients are coming out of the woodwork
to cleanse their home of a “haunting.” Unfortunately,
this sudden popularity has done much more harm
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than good to the compact’s efforts, for only a tiny
fraction of the investigations turn out to have any
merit. Many cells spend so much time chasing down
false leads that they don’t have the resources to in-
vestigate legitimate spirit activity when it occurs. On
the positive side, however, the steady influx of money
from would-be clients allows many of the compact’s
cells to purchase higher-quality equipment in antici-
pation of the time when they encounter a true, docu-
mentable case of spirit activity.

Story Hooks

® There’s a story making the rounds about a bro-
ken, blood-stained camcorder showing up on the
doorstep of a small sheriff’s department near Ro-
anoke, Virginia. Upon reviewing the camcorder
footage, it appears to show a group of hikers get-
ting lost up in the mountains nearby and being
stalked, Blair Witch-fashion, by creatures that
one of the deputies described as “some kind of
damned beast-men.” The authorities were un-
able to identify anyone appearing in the footage,
and supposedly they couldn’t determine where
the footage was taken, although rumors persist
that the sheriff knows more than he’s letting on.
The whole thing is being passed off as a publicity
stunt for an upcoming indie horror film, but so
far, no one’s come forward to take credit for it. If
we could get our hands on the camcorder maybe
we could discover the truth.

¢ Normally, being approached by the FBI is the
very last thing you and your cell members would
ever want — but this time the Feebs aren’t trying
to confiscate your tapes or shut down your site. It
seems they had set up a series of surveillance de-
vices in a townhouse in Philadelphia and picked
up about 14 minutes of extremely disturbing au-
dio: a group of men and women who speak in ea-
ger whispers of stealing into the bedrooms of the
home’s occupants and torturing them to death on
the night of the new moon “for the glory of He
Who Must Not Be Named.” The problem is that
the home was under visual surveillance at the
time, and the agents are certain that no one was in
the residence at the time of the recording. The Feebs
have had every one of their specialists go over
the recording, and none of them can prove it was
faked. Reluctantly, they’ve turned to you for help.
The new moon is only three nights away.

e For the last three months, you have received
a CD in the mail each week that contains poor-
quality video of a young man in his 20s who is
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filming himself in what looks like a bare, dingy
basement room. The first videos are simply con-
fessionals: the subject speaks fearfully of terrible
dreams and sudden, violent urges. His parents
have him in therapy, but he’s stopped taking the
medication they gave him because it makes him
a zombie. Later, the subject talks about a hunger
for fresh blood, and fantasizes about “the feel of
my teeth in some asshole’s throat.” As the vid-
eos progress, the subject’s dreams appear to spill
over into his waking hours; he hallucinates vi-
sions of huge wolves who seem to stalk him from
the shadows wherever he goes. The most recent
video was the most disturbing of all. Lasting less
than 30 seconds, it showed the young man, na-
ked and covered in blood and filth. His expres-
sion was distant and haunted, and his voice had
a rough, bestial edge to it. “They’re dead. I woke
up this morning and they were all dead,” he says to
the camera. “There are pieces of them in my bed.
I think... I think I ate parts of them. And you know
what? It feels good.”

Null Mysteriis

The scientists of Null Mysteriis have been strug-
gling to unlock the secret of lycanthropy for decades,
spawning a wide range of theories that continue to be
hotly debated by cells across the world. Some insist
that lycanthropes are victims of a rare genetic disease
that transforms their bodies in the absence of solar
radiation. Others agree the basis for the phenomena
is genetic, but is a combination of recessive traits that
unlock a sort of “primal template” in the human body
and regress it to a more feral, monstrous state. Still
others insist shapechangers aren’t even human at all,
but a parasitic race that has existed secretly among
true humans for thousands of years. Until the com-
pact can obtain verifiable genetic material to study,
the debate about the origins of werewolves will con-
tinue unabated.

The tendency of werewolf flesh to revert to base-
line human after death continues to confound the
scientists of the compact. Numerous experimental
methods — from dropping severed tissue into liquid
nitrogen to keeping the flesh charged with a low-lev-
el electrical current — have proven fruitless. What-
ever causes the transformation does not appear to
obey known laws of chemistry, biology or physics: a
realization that both excites and troubles the mem-
bers of Null Mysteriis. After repeated failures to gath-
er material from werewolf attacks or discover useful
data from dissections of recovered bodies, members
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of Null Mysteriis have concluded that the only way
to unravel the truth is to capture a healthy werewolf
and perform a detailed vivisection. So far, most of the
compact’s cells have balked at such a measure, even
in the interests of science, and the few who are will-
ing to undertake such a plan have met with no suc-
cess. If and when a Null Mysteriis cell succeeds in
capturing a live werewolf — and holding him for any
length of time — many members of the organization
believe they will have reached a fateful crossroads in
the existence of their compact. Those with any kind
of conscience dread the coming of that day, for they
know that sooner or later it will arrive.

In the meantime, the compact continues to study
paranormal effects at spiritually active sites around the
world, focusing primarily on how spirit energy interacts
with the physical world. A number of eminent mem-
bers of the compact have published papers that attempt
to define “aetheric convergence factors” and “electro-
magnetic inference patterns on the human brain,” and
many of the members of the group believe they are
on the verge of a breakthrough in measuring the en-
ergy exchange between spiritual and physical objects.
If this crucial transfer of energy can be observed and
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quantified, it is believed
that tools can be created
that can reliably detect,
communicate with,
contain — and destroy —
any spirit the compact
encounters. What the
compact will do with
such a revolutionary
discovery remains to be
seen, and the possibility
has touched off yet more
lively debate among
the hunters. Should the
compact share its knowl-
edge with other hunt-
ers worldwide in hopes
of ridding the world of
malevolent spirits, or
should it conceal the
knowledge lest someone
find a way to abuse it?
Could it potentially use
such technology to ex-
plore the spirit world as
no mortal has ever done
before, or should it use
it to isolate the aetheric
realm from the physical
world forever? So far, no consensus has been reached
among the rank and file, and there is every possibil-
ity that one will never arise — instead the compact
might fracture into a half-dozen splinter groups, each
pursuing its own agenda independent of the others.
The history of the Vigil provides ample evidence of
such schisms occurring in other hunter organizations,
and some members of Null Mysteriis fear the fruits of
their greatest achievement might one day shatter their
loose-knit compact beyond repair.

Story Hooks

e If you hadn’t been screwing around with
your camera, you'd never have caught it. You
were waiting for the train at Grand Central
and started snapping shots of the rush-hour
crowd using the modified Kirlian attachment
that you'd been working on for the last few
months. You were curious to see what sort of
effect the crowd would have on the individual
auras of the people themselves — but what you
got was far stranger. Half a dozen women in
the crowd had small, ghostly figures standing
at their sides — with some image enhancement




software it became clear they were the figures
of children, wearing clothes that seemed to
date from around the early 1900s. The spir-
its seemed to be clinging to the hands or the
skirts of the women, their blurry faces turned
upwards as though asking a question or mak-
ing a plea. The next day, two of the women
were on the morning news. They had come
home from work, made dinner, and poisoned
their young children with insecticides. Were
the spirits harbingers of death — or did they
cause these mothers to kill their own children?
You plan on returning to the station with your
camera to see if you can learn more.

¢ The prevailing opinion among many members
of the compact is that lycanthropy is a genetic dis-
order brought about by a combination of recessive
traits that work together to cause unprecedented
mutations in an individual’s body. For decades,
members of the compact have attempted to iso-
late these genetic markers, using blood and skin
samples taken from alleged werewolf attacks, but
without success. Now, however, a hunter named
Anna Beth Carter believes the best chance for
collecting a useful genetic sample is to collect
material from a human on the cusp of transforma-
tion. Carter believes it’s no coincidence that the
lore surrounding werewolf transformations peg
the time of the first change during adolescence
— when the human body is already undergoing a
riot of physical and hormonal changes. If samples
can be drawn from a young man or woman within
a week of his or her first change, the subtle genetic
markers that cause lycanthropy might be easier to
identify. Carter has even produced a list of names
cross-referenced from juvenile court records and
school disciplinary reports that provide possible
candidates for the process. Any one of these kids
might be a potential werewolf — all you have to
do is watch them closely and be prepared to move
when their first transformation occurs.

® One facet of the werewolf phenomena contin-
ues to baffle members of your compact. On more
than one occasion, victims of werewolf attacks
are found in locked rooms that could only be se-
cured from the inside, yet aside from bloody paw
prints and claw marks, no trace of the killers are
ever found. In every case, a reflective surface is
found at the scene — and in more than one in-
stance, a trail of prints leads to the mirror (or ba-
sin of water) and simply... stops. One member of
your compact, a man named John Theissen, has

developed a radical theory to explain this mys-
terious ability. Some werewolves, he theorizes,
have taken their ability to shapeshift to its logi-
cal extreme — altering their composition at the
atomic level and transforming themselves into
pure energy! This allows them to effectively tele-
port from one location to another. What's inter-
esting about this theory isn’t so much what it says
about lycanthropes, but how it applies to spirits
as a whole. If a werewolf can change its energy
state and become a spirit, can a spirit’s energy
state be altered to give it a physical form? Thies-
sen has created a device that he believes will be
able to alter a spirit’s energy state — just for a split
second, but enough to be measureable — and now
he just needs a cell of hunters to find a haunted
site and test it.

The Union

The hunters of the Union honestly don’t give a
damn what werewolves actually are, or where they
came from. In fact, as long as the beasts keep their
noses out of the neighborhood, most Union members
don’t much care what they’re up to, either. When
you're working twelve-hour shifts just to make ends
meet and there’s talk of layoffs, your father’s got can-
cer and your kids are flunking school, you’ve got a lot
bigger things to worry about most nights.

The Union takes care of business when they have
to, and tries to keep body and soul together in the
meantime. Their encounters with werewolves have
been brief, bloody and often indecisive; most often
the shapechanger decides that the neighborhood is
simply too dangerous and moves on, and the hunt-
ers can’t afford to pursue the matter further. A beast
that refuses to back down and tries to stake a claim
on its new territory had best be prepared for a seri-
ous fight. If there’s one thing that Union hunters and
shapechangers can agree upon, it’s the need to protect
one’s turf. If you aren’t willing to fight for what you've
got, then you damn sure don’t deserve to keep it.

Some of the most vicious and brutal battles
fought between hunters and werewolves have been
waged by Union cells who refused to see their streets
become a hunting ground for a pack of flesh-eating
monsters. By the same token, however, more than a
few documented instances have occurred of Union
cells that have reached a détente of sorts with were-
wolf packs that take up residence in their neighbor-
hoods. One such occurrence happened in the Bronx
back in the 70s, when a small cell of hunters known
as the Ironmongers worked out a truce with a pack
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of shapechangers in the face of an even greater
threat: the endemic gang violence that gripped
the neighborhood in those days. So long as the
werewolves focused their hunts on the guys sell-
ing heroin and mugging old ladies on the stoops
of their homes, the hunters gave them no trou-
ble. The arrangement held together for almost
five years, until two members of the cell were
killed in an unrelated encounter with a vampire
that was stalking the area and the rest of the
group went their separate ways. On other occa-
sions, in other cities, Union hunters have found
common ground with werewolf packs over such
things as family, territory, and law and order.
Other compacts have excoriated these cells for
turning a blind eye to the presence of monsters
in their midst, but the members of the Union
reply with a shrug. People who don’t have to
put food on the table can pound their chest and
talk about holy crusades all they want. Every
day a Union hunter spends in the hospital is a
day they aren’t bringing in a paycheck. And if
they wind up dead, who is going to take care of
their families?

Union cells take the same approach with
spirits and haunted places in their territory. If
there is a way to deal with an angry spirit that
doesn’t involve directly confronting it, they’'ll
do it every time. Houses with dark reputations
burn to the ground, or they’re bulldozed to make
way for a park or a new housing complex. Ghosts
who linger with unfinished business might get
a helping hand so they can move on and
leave the living in peace.

Members of the Union

take each situation as &
it comes, and find the i
most practical way
to deal with it.

The straight- e
forward, down- Ay
to-earth attitude
of the Union
comes up short
when faced with a threat from a pos-
sessed human. Most times, a spirit in
control of a human body can’t be per-
suaded, threatened or reasoned with —
they’ve got nothing to lose, and an ap- .
petite for evil that they’ll do anything to E
feed. When that happens, there’s little
thought spared for the poor schmuck who’s
been taken over by the spirit. The spirit
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has to be stopped by any means necessary, and if that
means hitting the thing with a truck or dousing it
with homemade napalm and flicking a Bic — well,

that’s just life in the big city, you know?

Story Hooks

® It took a lot of time and effort to raise money for
the new community center in your neighborhood
— you did your part and then some, because your
construction company did most of the framing for
the place — but it was all worth it, because local
leaders think it could really make a difference for
the kids in the neighborhood. Except that none of
the kids will go near the place. They did at first,
but within a week, the number of the kids at the
center dwindled to almost nothing. Not long after-
ward, volunteers at the center began to complain
about strange occurrences: lights going on and
off, doors opening and closing, strange groans ris-
ing from the basement. The director of the center
blamed the occurrences on shoddy construction,
but you know for a fact that ain’t right. Something
is haunting the place — but what? The center is
only two months old. Time to get with your people
and start looking for some answers.

e There’s a hunter who lives across town — a
stand-up guy with a good bunch of people work-
ing with him who’s done a lot to clean up his
neighborhood over the last year. Sure, he tends
to break stuff first and ask questions later, but
what do you expect? Earl’s no genius, but the guy
knows right from wrong, and unlike some other
people you know, he’s not afraid to kick ass and
take names when he needs to. The last you heard
from Earl, he and his guys were looking into who-
ever was cutting up hookers down on the south
side; you figure he must have stumbled onto some-
thing important, because he hasn’t been posting
on the forums for a while now. Then yesterday
Earl makes a post out of the blue, calling for help.
Except it isn’t Earl making the post — it’s Earl’s
young son Bill, using his dad’s login. It seems
that Earl went away with his guys for a couple of
days, then came back in the dead of night with-
out telling anyone. He won't leave his workshop
in the basement, and chases away anybody who
tries to come down and talk to him. He’s working
on something down there, something that smells
like rotten meat. Now you think you need to get
across town and see what’s gotten into Earl.

e For weeks your home town has been plagued by
a series of brutal killings that have left the local

police baffled. The attacks seem as random as they
are vicious; drifters, joggers, churchgoers — nobody
is safe. People leave their homes after dark and are
found torn to pieces the next day. Naturally, every
hunter you know is out cruising the streets, looking
for who or what is causing this, but so far the killer
seems one step ahead of you. As the bodies start to
mount, the more organized your local chapter gets,
until finally one of the town’s cells has the balls to
use one of their own members as bait to draw the
monster out. After a couple of false starts the plan
works — and the cell pays the price. Three dead,
two in critical condition, and the son of a bitch
gets away. But the sole survivor catches a glimpse
of the killer as he flees the scene: a huge, shaggy
beast that transforms from one step to the next into
a naked, blood-smeared teenage boy. If that wasn’t
bad enough, the hunter recognized the kid — in this
town everybody pretty much knows everybody else.
Problem is, the kid’s parents are hunters — members
of your own damned chapter! Now you get to find
out how deep the ties of loyalty run.

Conspiracies

Conspiracies possess the most material advan-
tages when dealing with werewolves or malevolent
spirits; their hunters are more numerous and gener-
ally better informed about their prey, and they have
access to better and more specialized equipment than
any typical cell or compact. At the same time, how-
ever, most conspiracies suffer from bureaucratic iner-
tia and rigid policies that prevent their hunters from
improvising or adapting a response to unique situa-
tions. Conspiracies are very powerful, very successful
hunter organizations, but the older they get, the more
ossified their outlook becomes — and some of these
organizations have been hunting werewolves for hun-
dreds or even thousands of years.

Aegis Kai Doru

The hunters of the Shield and Spear are among
a shapechanger’s most implacable foes. Their con-
spiracy swore an oath millennia ago to punish the
werewolves and their ilk for bringing about the fall of
Paradise itself. Though the exact reasons for the oath
have since been lost to time, the organization con-
tinues to honor its spirit with ferocious zeal. In this
day and age, with werewolves and other shapechang-
ers growing increasingly rare, it is considered a high
honor and a mark of special favor to be given the op-
portunity to join in a hunt against these monsters.




Though the Aegis Kai Doru has lost a great deal
of their arcane knowledge over the centuries, they
remain possibly the most knowledgeable hunter
organization in the world regarding the nature of
shapechangers and their abilities. They are familiar
with werewolves, wererats and werespiders, and are
somewhat knowledgeable about how these creatures
interact with the physical and spiritual realms. The
organization even has in its possession a number of
very powerful spirit fetishes taken from slain Uratha
over the centuries, which are stored in a Labyrinth of
their own at a secret location somewhere in Greece.

For many years, the elders of the conspiracy studied
these tools and weapons in an attempt to find a way
to use them against their makers, but their efforts
were in vain. Now, the group is content to simply
lock them away in the darkness and keep them out of
the hands of their foes.

Access to the conspiracy’s store of knowledge
about shapechangers depends upon a member’s status
in the group. At the lowest level, Aegis cells are pro-
vided enough knowledge to know how to recognize
shapechanger activity when they encounter it, and
who in the organization to report it to. The evidence is




then evaluated by more senior members of the group,
and if the cell has proven its abilities on other hunts
in the past, they will be provided with more specific
information about their prey: habits, abilities, weak-
nesses, etc. — and given permission to hunt the mon-
ster down. If the hunt is successful, the cell’s status
increases, and they are likely to be called upon again
if another shapechanger is discovered in their area.
In this way, each region contains at least one highly
experienced and knowledgeable cell that is capable of
hunting powerful werewolf packs, or offering assistance
to less-experienced cells when necessary. These high-

status cells may also draw upon the conspiracy’s store
of powerful magical artifacts if the situation warrants
it, further adding to their capabilities.

The Aegis Kai Doru’s implacable war against the
shapechangers has generated friction within the ranks
over the years. Some hunters in the group have ques-
tioned the merciless nature of the oath, when the crea-
tures that were truly guilty of the crime no doubt died off
centuries ago. A 16-year-old boy who has just suffered
his first transformation scarcely knows what he is, much
less has any knowledge of a mythical paradise that fell
before the dawn of recorded history. Why does he de-
serve to die for the crime? Rumors exist, some no doubt
aprocryphal, of Aegis cells that spared the lives of certain
shapechangers if it was clear that they had committed
no crimes against the innocent. The conspiracy’s elders
go to great lengths to quell these rumors, and often warn
the rank and file that any violation of their sacred oath
will be dealt with by the harshest means available.

Compared to their unyielding war against the
shapechangers, the Aegis’s perspective on spirit pos-
session and haunted sites is much more flexible and
enlightened. The conspiracy understands that there
was once a time when the physical and the spirit
worlds interacted much more freely than they do at
present, and so they understand somewhat the need
to keep both forces in balance for the good of the
world. They are generally respectful of sacred sites,
and in fact they make some effort to tend such places
in areas where the organization has a strong pres-
ence. By the same token, the group recognizes the
threat that a spiritually corrupted site presents to a
human community, and they have a number of dif-
ferent approaches to deal with the problem. The Ae-
gis elders possess occult tomes that contain a number
of potent rites of exorcism, and if the opportunity
presents itself, the group will sometimes dispatch an
Aegis cell to cleanse a haunted site of its inimical
spirits. If the spirits in question aren’t potent enough
to warrant the effort of an exorcism, the group will
sometimes take direct action to alter or cleanse the
physical site — burning an old building, destroying
personal articles that a spirit could use as an anchor,
etc. Supposedly, the conspiracy also possesses rituals
and magical items that are capable of binding spir-
its and trapping them in special reliquaries made of
lead and glass. It’s believed that this process was per-
fected as recently as the 14th century, when Aegis
elders acquired certain occult items from the Church
and modified their properties to suit the conspiracy’s
ends. Originally, these reliquaries were simply pris-
ons meant to entrap demonic forces, but supposedly
the Aegis elders found a way to use these lead cham-
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spirits imprisoned within.
Story Hooks

® Your cell has received an unexpected communi-
qué from Athens: Gilbert Royce, one of the most
respected senior members of your conspiracy has
gone missing. Royce was an eminent researcher,
responsible for taking care of many of the organi-
zation’s most potent relics — and one of the few
who knew the location of the hidden Labyrinth
containing the conspiracy’s captured werewolf fe-
tishes. Upon discovering his disappearance, the
Aegis elders immediately did an inventory of the
stored fetishes and discovered that one had been
stolen. The fetish is a short staff of carved oak,
wound with leather cords and decorated with
feathers and turquoise beads. The top of the staff
is capped with the bronze carving of an eagle’s
head, and a crackling nimbus of power surrounds
the strange item. Upon checking Royce’s credit
card records, the elders discovered that 12 hours
ago he purchased a one-way plane ticket to your
hometown. What is Royce up to? What does he
want with the fetish? And does this have any-
thing to do with the recent incidents of werewolf
activity in the area?

® Your elders have informed you that an Ae-
gis cell near your city requested urgent help in
dealing with a family of four that have appar-
ently become possessed by an entire pack of evil
spirits. Three of the spirits seem subservient to
the fourth, a foul, demonic being that inhab-
its the body of the family’s youngest son. From
what the cell has been able to determine, the
three lesser spirits lure victims into their home,
where the master spirit stuns or poisons them and
drags them into the basement. Once they disap-
pear down the basement stairs, the victims are
never seen again, and the cell estimates that at
least two dozen people have disappeared in the
last two weeks. Your cell is being sent in to help,
but the elders have given you very specific orders
about what to do with the master spirit: they’ve
given you a book containing a complicated spell
of binding, and a small, seemingly delicate box
made of lead and thick, faceted glass.

e Your cell just barely survived an encounter with
a very powerful werewolf — a drifter who stole like
a shadow into your town and spent more than
eight weeks hunting the elderly residents of your
neighborhood. More than two dozen men and
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women died before you were able to corner the
beast and put an end to its reign of terror. Once
the thing was dead, you discovered a strange
leather bag clutched in the naked man’s scarred
hand. If you had to guess, you'd say the bag was
made from human hide, and its tied shut with a
cord woven from braided human hair. Strangest
of all, the skin is warm to the touch, and seems
full of something soft and yielding that moans
ever so slightly when touched. You were trying to
think of some foolproof way to destroy the thing
when you get a call from your elders in Athens.
They want the bag. Now. Plane tickets are wait-
ing for you and your cell at the airport. All you
have to do is deliver the bag to your superiors.
What could possibly go wrong?

Ascending Ones

The Cult of the Phoenix exists to defend human-
ity from the evil that hides in their midst; but not
everything that is inhuman is necessarily evil. Every
follower of Islam knows that the djinni themselves can
be good Muslims if they choose to accept that Allah is
the one God, and Muhammad is His Prophet. Good
Christians know that angels can become demons, but
demons can also become angels. And the Ascending
Ones have believed for a long time that werewolves
are among the most fearsome kinds of djinn, the most
brutal of demons.

The Ascending Ones have fought countless bit-
ter battles with shapechangers since the cult’s ori-
gins in ancient Egypt; their potent Elixirs can lend
them the speed, strength, and acuity to battle with
a werewolf on something close to an even footing —
or failing that, they can create potions that can boil
a shapechanger’s blood or steal the vitality from his
limbs. But as many times as the cult has had to hunt
and kill one of the changing breeds, there have been
other times when the Ascending Ones succeeded in
reaching a peace of sorts with these monsters — and
on rare occasions, members of the cult and packs
of werewolves have fought side-by-side against far
greater and more terrible evils. The cult’s practice of
Sulha, of individual diplomacy between contesting
factions, has served them well in many encounters
with shapechangers, building a rapport with these
creatures that none of the other hunter organizations
can lay claim to.

Though the Ascending Ones still know very little
about how shapechangers relate to one another, they
know enough to deal with each creature or pack on
an individual basis, and then come up with a response
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that’s appropriate to the situation. When a cell be-
comes aware of a werewolf or other shapechanger at
work in their community, their first inclination is to
attempt to communicate with it and learn what they
can about the creature’s intentions. If the werewolf
is looking for a territory to claim as its own, the cult
might agree to respect the creature’s hunting grounds
on the condition that it refrains from harming the in-
nocent. In this way, the monster becomes a member
of the community — something that speaks to the core
of most cult members’ [slamic beliefs — and the two
groups develop a foundation of respect that they can
build upon later.

If the werewolf won’t listen to reason, or refuses
to abide by the cult’s agreement, then the Ascending
Ones won't hesitate to protect their neighbors in a
more forceful manner.

The rapport that some cultic cells have built with
the changing breeds has given the Ascending Ones a
number of insights into the disparate cultures of the
were-creatures. The cult senses that there is an an-
cient and terrible rift that exists between the werewolf
“tribes,” and they are aware that werewolves, werespi-
ders and wererats are bitter enemies of one another. At-
tempts to use the practice of Sulha to intermediate be-
tween the three breeds have met with disaster, though
there have been a handful of cases in Europe where
werewolves have asked members of the cult to act as
intermediaries between feuding packs. Such a task is
fraught with danger, and more than once has ended in
terrible tragedy, but the individuals involved believe
the potential benefits greatly outweigh the risks.

The cult has enjoyed far less success when dealing
with the spirit world. Though the Ascending Ones
have managed to create certain Elixirs that allow
their members to perceive and interact with spirits
in the physical realm, they lack the practical means
of combating them except in the most simple and di-
rect fashion. Where possible, most cult members at-
tempt to communicate with spirits and try to resolve
whatever unfinished business that is keeping them
anchored to the physical realm, but that approach
doesn’t always pay off. Some spirits linger simply
because they can, or because they want to torment
the living. Against such threats, the conspiracy is no
more or less capable than any other hunter cell. The
cult has dealt with numerous cases of human posses-
sion in the past, and inevitably such encounters lead
to the destruction of the human host. It’s said that
there are some elders among the Ascending Ones
that are working to create an Elixir that could eject a
spirit from the body of its host, but so far they’ve had
no success.

Story Hooks

¢ A senior member of the cult has contacted your
cell with strange and wondrous news: he claims
to have created an Elixir that allows a human to
transmute his corpus into pure spirit, allowing a
hunter of strong will to cross over into the spirit
realm for a time. Being a prudent sort, he requests
your cell to observe the first, extended test of the
Elixir, and naturally you feel obligated to help in
any way you can. A few days later your cell gath-
ers with the elder at his sanctum and watches as
he drinks deep of a strange, quicksilver-like fluid.
For a moment, nothing happens; then the elder’s
eyes roll back in his head and he undergoes a kind
of seizure. Before you can act, the elder’s tremors
cease and his eyes open once more. For a mo-
ment, it seems as though he doesn’t know where
he is, but then he bows to you and your friends
and manages an embarrassed smile. He says that
clearly he’s made an error with the formulation
of the Elixir, and begs your forgiveness for drag-
ging you out on a fool’s errand. You look into the
elder’s eyes... and realize that whomever you are
talking to, it’s not the man you were speaking to
a few moments before.

e A string of vicious murders have dominated the
headlines in your home town — entire families at-
tacked in their homes and torn limb from limb,
as though by a wild animal. Strange sightings of
huge dogs or wolves on the city streets can only
mean one thing — a werewolf, or pack of were-
wolves, are on the hunt in your community. On
the surface, the actions of the monsters appear
unforgiveable, but your contacts in the police de-
partment report some strange discoveries in the
homes of the victims: secret rooms inscribed with
strange runes, stains on the hardwood that are
discovered to be old blood and signs of pervasive
abuse on the bodies of the slain children. There
is clearly more here than meets the eye; are the
werewolves vicious murderers, or are they fight-
ing another, more terrible enemy?

e For more than a month, a wild battle has been
raging on the streets of your city. Eyewitness
reports tell of huge, hairy man-sized creatures
tearing at one another with tooth and claw, or
slashing and stabbing with massive, rune-marked
blades. A feud between packs of werewolves
would normally be none of your affair, but this
battle has spilled over into the public eye, and
therefore you and your cell are compelled to step
in and put a stop to it one way or the other. If you
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can find one pack or the other, perhaps you can
attempt to mediate between the packs and con-
vince them to take their battle elsewhere.

The Cheiron Group

As far as the pharmaceutical and medical research-
ers at the Cheiron Group are concerned, werewolves are
worth their weight in gold. Shapechangers are a veri-
table cornucopia of potential miracle drugs and surgi-
cal implants: a werewolf’s regenerative capability alone
would revolutionize the field of medicine if a means
could be found to duplicate its properties. Werewolves
don’t suffer from infections, rarely get sick, process tox-
ins at an incredible rate and can alter their physical form
at will. Any one of these abilities would be the discovery
of the century, and werewolves contain all these poten-
tialities in one extremely volatile package.

Unfortunately, the researchers have had almost
no success in synthesizing any of these incredible
abilities to date. Transfusions of werewolf blood work
no better than human blood. Skin and organ trans-
plants have an almost 90% rejection rate, and the
transplants that do take are no different than those
of a human. Extensive brain scans and complicated
vivisections have revealed no clues as to how a were- y
wolf alters his shape — much less where all the extra ?
mass comes from. Countless theories and hundreds :
of experiments later, the researchers of the Cheiron >
Group have nothing to show for their efforts except
for a lot of outwardly human corpses and three dozen
employees on permanent disability.

Not that this stops the conspiracy from continu-
ing their efforts. The answer is just out of reach, but
they inch a tiny bit closer to it with every failed ef-
fort. Or so they would like to believe.

And so, despite decades of frustration, the Cheir-
on Group puts a high premium on locating, tracking,
and capturing werewolves for future study. Field teams
are quickly dispatched to any location, anywhere in
the world where there has been a reliable report of
werewolf activity; often these agents masquerade as
members of the US Center for Disease Control in to
gain access to police and medical records of any vic-
tims, and to use law enforcement resources as stalking
horses to locate and identify any likely suspects. De-
spite all the years spent studying werewolves, the only
reliable advice the Cheiron Group has for its agents
when trying to capture one is to try and confront the .
monster while it is in human form. The researchers
know for a “fact” that while a werewolf is wearing its
human guise, it’s just as vulnerable to attack as any
other person: if long-term surveillance indicates that
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the werewolf has loved ones or family members that
the agents can get to, then so much the better. Of
course, if the agents miscalculate and the werewolf
sees them coming, then all bets are off. Sometimes
the agents possess the right kind of physical augmen-
tation to survive a werewolf attack, but most often
the results are pretty gruesome.

The number of werewolves captured by the cor-
poration in the last 20 years remains a closely-guard-
ed secret. It’'s popular knowledge among the rank-
and-file that only a chosen few among Cheiron’s field
operatives are tapped to try out experimental surgical
implants drawn from werewolf bodies. Supposedly
the corporation has had some success with mitigating
the intense fear response these creatures provoke in
humans, and supposedly Cheiron has had some suc-
cess in synthesizing useful properties from werewolf
blood, but the actual results are also highly secret.

In recent years, Cheiron has also invested con-
siderable effort into studying the phenomena of spirit
possession and the effects it has on the human body.
The R&D department is extremely interested in
learning how the spirit is able to force its will on the
human host, and how it is able to make the host’s
body perform supernatural feats of speed, strength,
and stamina. If the corporation can figure out how
this phenomena works, the senior researchers believe
it could open up a whole new range of physical en-
hancements without the need for so much invasive
and risky surgery. Field agents who are familiar with
the project also can’t help but be aware of the poten-
tial to completely override the conscious will of the
human involved.

Story Hooks

® You've been contacted by the company to come
in for a “routine checkup,” which means that the
R&D department has come up with a new im-
plant or enhancement they want to field-test on
a young, healthy employee. When you wake up
from the surgery, the incisions in both of your
legs are already nearly healed — and you're ab-
solutely ravenous for all the warm, raw meat you
can get. The docs have conducted a bone marrow
transplant using marrow taken from a recently
captured werewolf — somehow they used direct
cerebral stimulation on the monster to keep it in
its transformed state while conducting the opera-
tion, and the theory is that if they got the were-
wolf marrow into your bones quickly enough, it
might take hold. Unfortunately, the docs aren’t
exactly sure what effects the transplant might
have, but there’s no time for extended study. The

beast they kept in wolf-form and operated on tore
off its restraints, bit the heads off the two order-
lies in the room, and is now on the loose some-
where in the building...

¢ Police in Sacramento have taken a 20-year-old
woman into custody and accused her of the can-
nibalistic murders of eight fraternity brothers at
the University of California. According to police
reports, the woman lured each man back to her
apartment over a four-day period, tore out their
throats with her teeth, and then feasted on their
hearts and livers. Supposedly there were strange
symbols painted on the walls of her apartment us-
ing the victims’ blood. The company wants you
and your team to get to Sacramento, bluff your
way past the cops and take custody of the wom-
an. A team of medical researchers is prepped and
awaiting your arrival at the company’s research
facility in Bakersfield.

¢ Don Blake is a senior field agent for the Cheir-
on Group; he’s smart, experienced, and he’s got
half of a dead man’s brain in his head. Accord-
ing to all the rumors, that hunk of dead brain
matter lets Blake see the monsters for what they
truly are, and not feel even a twinge of fear. He’s
put that piece of moldy gray matter to good use,
hunting down bloodsuckers, werewolves and sor-
cerers for more than three years. But last week,
something went wrong. Blake and his team went
after a guy up in Jersey who was kidnapping postal
workers in Fort Lee and eating their organs; up-
per management figured Blake would be dealing
with a werewolf, but it turned out the guy had
been possessed by something he’d dug up while
renovating his basement. Well, Blake managed
to track the killer down and put a bullet in his
head — but then he let out a scream and hit the
floor. His teammates bundled him into the van
and were on the way to the hospital when Blake
suddenly woke up, drew his gun and shot his bud-
dies dead. The cops found the van a few hours
later, but Blake was nowhere to be seen. Now the
company wants you to head up to Jersey and find
Blake — and whatever is hiding inside his head.

The Lucifuge

Blood will out. The members of the Lucifuge
know this. If the blood of demons or monsters run
through your veins, there’s no point trying to escape
it. Sooner or later, it will rise to the surface; it’s the
choices you make afterwards that matters.
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The 666 agents of the Lucifuge know what it’s
like to wake up one day and discover there’s a mon-
ster hiding beneath your skin. Unlike many of their
Satanic kin, they have chosen to use their powers
to fight the evils of the world — and if the sons and
daughters of the Dukes of Hell can deny their evil
lineage, it's not much of a stretch to believe that
shapechangers can do the same.

The Lucifuge has fought its share of battles against
werewolves and the other changing breeds, but unlike
many other hunter groups, they don’t automatically
assume that an individual shapechanger is irredeem-
ably evil. As with other monsters, the Lucifuge will
spend time and effort observing a werewolf — to the
extent they are able — and attempt to determine if the
creature’s actions are evil, or if perhaps the monster is
acting in the pursuit of some higher goal. Of course,
this isn’t always obvious from outside observation,
and some agents are bold enough to try and commu-
nicate with their quarry before passing judgment.

[ronically, most werewolves have an extremely hard
time seeing the Lucifuge as anything other than servants
of darkness. They can sense the hunters’ diabolical na-
ture somehow, and instinctively perceive them as a ter-
rible threat. And attempting to communicate with the
shapechangers via a demonic servant doesn’t much help
matters, either. If the hunter is lucky, his servant will be
able to escape in one piece. At worst, the little imp will
be trapped by the werewolf and used to work its way
back to the hunter who sent it.

As a result, a great gulf of anger and mistrust ex-
ists between werewolves and the Lucifuge, despite
the fact that both sides could possibly stand to benefit
a great deal by talking to one another. Many Lucifuge
hunters decide they can’t afford to risk approaching a
werewolf, and simply act on whatever circumstantial
evidence they uncover about the monster’s actions.
A few determined hunters continue to try and ap-
proach the shapechangers, but very few such attempts
have been successful. Usually the hunter in question
is lucky to escape with a (mostly) whole skin.

The hunters of the Lucifuge devote far less energy to
dealing with ghosts or the spirit realm; only 666 hunters
are active worldwide, and more than enough evils exist
in the physical realm to deal with. Spirit possession is an-
other matter entirely, particularly in the case of demonic
possession. Lucifuge hunters are typically highly profi-
cient at exorcising malevolent spirits, and many will try
to subjugate an exorcised demon into serving them.

Story Hooks

® You've heard reports that something is killing
werewolves in the city of San Francisco; some-
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thing huge and powerful that leaves the withered
bodies of the shapechangers wrapped in bloody
silk and hung from the corners of tall buildings
like some kind of massive spider. Whatever the
monster is, it’s claimed at least four werewolves
over the space of a single week. According to sur-
veillance reports of werewolf activity in the city,
that leaves only three shapechangers left alive,
and they've currently disappeared. It’s possible
that this situation might present a chance to fi-
nally build some trust between the Lucifuge and
the werewolves in the city, if you can find the
surviving shapechangers and offer the assistance
of your cell. Of course, if this monster is capable
of killing four werewolves in single combat, God
only knows how much help you and your team
are going to be.

¢ [n the storm-ravaged city of New Orleans, an
elderly member of the Lucifuge has been work-
ing for the last 10 years on a very special sort of
genealogy project. Tracing the bloodlines of Lu-
cifer’s children is nothing new to your conspiracy,
but in this case, Henri Laveau has dedicated his
time and effort towards tracing the family lines
of known werewolves that have been encoun-
tered in his home state. What he discovered was
surprising; cases of lycanthropy occurring again
and again in specific bloodlines going back more
than 200 years. If true, it suggests that there is
some truth to the idea that lycanthropy is genet-
ic — perhaps making them distant cousins to you
and your brethren. Unfortunately, shortly after
reporting his findings to your superiors, Laveau’s
home in the Ninth Ward burned to the ground,
and the scholar disappeared. You're being sent to
the Big Easy to find Laveau if you can — or failing
that, his journals. The Lucifuge is eager to learn
the truth of Solomon’s assertions, and what that
implies for the rest of Satan’s brood.

¢ There’s a demon loose in the city of Atlanta,
hunting down every agent of the Lucifuge it can
find. Four hunters are already dead, their hearts
torn from their bodies and their corpses burned
in a kind of spontaneous human combustion. In
each case, a message was left behind, burned into
the surface of a nearby wall: the childer of Abdiel
shall know the face of their father and despair. As far
as the Lucifuge knows, there is only one child of
Abdiel’s line left, and that is you. They’re send-
ing you and your cell into the city to draw out
this creature of Hell and find out why Abdiel has
sent it to Earth to destroy his progeny.




Malleus Maleficarum

For centuries, the witch hunters of the Malleus
Maleficarum have fought a secret war against Sa-
tan’s minions, pitting themselves relentlessly against
witches, warlocks, vampires and skinchangers. At the
time of the conspiracy’s origin in the 16th century
it was widely believed that werewolves were wicked
souls who worshipped the Devil and transformed
into monsters by the light of the moon to feed on
the blood of the innocent. The monsters that the
Church’s hunters encountered in those years did little
to dispel that myth. Papal records of that time men-
tion numerous, savage encounters with flesh-eating
monsters roaming the forests of Europe, and there was
a period in the mid-1600’s when Hammer cells were
present at no less than a dozen werewolf trials across
Germany, France, and Belgium. Countless members
of the church perished in desperate battles against
“covens” of shapechanging “witches,” battling the
fearsome power of the werewolves with faith, fire, and
silver. In those early days, when the Inquisition still
held much of Europe in its iron grip, entire families
perished at the stake if one of their number was be-
lieved to be a skinchanger, and such was the devasta-
tion wrought by the agents of the Church that there
were no recorded instances of werewolf attacks on
the continent for more than 200 years. Even today,
European werewolves view the agents of the Church
with an equal mix of hatred and dread, and when the
two sides meet, no quarter is asked and none is given.
Shapechangers as far away as Asia or North America
believe that they can expect no mercy from the hunt-
ers of the Malleus Maleficarum; the only options are
to fight or to flee, and most choose the former.

Most modern members of the conspiracy are
no more enlightened than their forebears as to the
true nature of werewolves or other shapechangers;
papal lore recounts the savage nature of the mon-
sters and their mindless cruelty, and new inductees
are told all the old tales before setting out to hunt
a skinchanger. From the perspective of the Church,
this indoctrination is to prepare the hunters for
what they are about to face, and to steel their faith
against the monsters’ savage aura. The werewolves,
for their part, can recount long litanies of atrocities
perpetrated on their ancestors by the agents of the
Church, and the tribes of the moon neither forgive
nor forget the crimes their kin has suffered. Now,
after hundreds of years of bloodshed, the two forces
are locked in a death-grip. The struggle will not end
until one side or the other has been wiped from the
face of the Earth.

3

vy i .

The hunters of the Malleus Maleficarum are equally
implacable when it comes to instances of spiritual posses-
sion or malevolent hauntings. Though it’s official policy
for mainstream Church officials to petition the Vatican for
permission to perform an exorcism or a spiritual cleansing
upon a person or a home, the Shadow Congregation has a
special dispensation from the Pope to perform these rites
if the cell is in unanimous agreement that such an action
is required. If none of the members of the cell are part
of the clergy (an all-too-common occurrence in modern
times), the cell can petition the Vatican on a case-by-case
basis for the authorization to contact a local member of
the priesthood and request him to perform the rites in-
stead. If the priest is unwilling to aid the cell, the hunters
can use their papal authority to compel him to cooperate,
though this naturally leads to dangerous complications in
an already risky endeavor.

If an exorcism isn’t an option, a Hammer cell
may appeal to the Vatican for dispensation to con-
front and destroy a possessed individual instead. Such
requests are rarely refused, but the cell must go to
great lengths to provide a convincing case for such
an execution, and demonstrate that innocent souls
will be in dire peril unless extreme action is taken.
The Church insists that these bureaucratic rituals are
vital to spare the souls of their servants from corrup-
tion, but modern hunters frequently chafe under the
time-consuming restrictions. More than one cell has
taken matters into their own hands and been excom-
municated from the conspiracy as a result.

Story Hooks

® Nearly every member of the Malleus Maleficar-
um knows of Father Reynard Simon, a renowned
hunter of werewolves who has served the Church
and your conspiracy with faith and courage for
more than 25 years. After being seriously wound-
ed in a battle with a werewolf pack outside Caen,
Fr Simon was forced to put down his sword and
his Bible and take up the pen instead. For the last
five years he has researched Church records re-
garding werewolf encounters — and then, without
warning, he simply disappeared from his apart-
ments at the Vatican. For several weeks, Church
officials and his fellow hunters search Rome and
the surrounding countryside for signs of the es-
teemed priest — and then a cell in Edinburgh re-
ported seeing Fr Simon on the streets of the city
in the company of a man suspected of being a
werewolf! Now, you've received orders to travel
to Edinburgh at once to find Simon and discover
the cause of his strange behavior. And God help
any werewolf who gets in your way.
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® Word has reached the Church of miraculous events
occurring at a small church outside Mexico City. Ac-
cording to the local bishop, a young girl named Con-
suela entered the church a few days before, displaying
clear signs of stigmata. When questioned, Consuela
claimed she had been sent by the Virgin Mary to heal
the sick, and begged the priest to send out a call for
those in need of healing. Reportedly, the child has
performed more than 20 confirmed miracles: heal-
ing the blind, the infirm, the crippled and the mute.
In return, Consuela asked each person she healed to
“keep her in their prayers” — and now each and ev-
ery one of them has fallen into a deathly coma inside
their homes. The Church fears this is something far
more sinister than a holy visitation. You're being sent
to find out the truth.

® You're awakened in the dead of night by a call
from an official at the Vatican; a cell of witch

hunters in a nearby town had been called in to
deal with a case of suspected demon possession at
an institution for troubled children. After careful
investigation, the leader of the cell reported that
the situation warranted a priest and the perfor-
mance of not just one exorcism, but six of them.
A priest was hurriedly located and the hunters
entered the home to perform the rite. Eight hours
later the leader of the cell reported to Rome that
the rites had been performed successfully, and the
crisis had been averted. But then, four hours after
the call, the Vatican learned that police had been
called to the institution and discovered every one
of the children dead, their throats cut and their
blood splashed across the walls. Inside the insti-
tution’s small chapel, the police found the bod-
ies of seven adults; every one had been expertly
skinned. The police believed the murders had




been committed more than eight hours before
they arrived. If so, who made the call to the Vati-
can, and what has become of the things wearing
the skins of your fellow hunters?

Task FKorce:
VALKYRIE

As far as the Men in Black are concerned,
shapechangers represent one of the greatest — if not
the greatest — paranormal security threat facing the
American homeland. Some hunters argue that this
just demonstrates Task Force: VALKYRIE’s deep igno-
rance of the supernatural world, but the field agents
who have survived a werewolf attack don’t believe a
word of it. Any creature that can operate in any envi-
ronment, pass undetected among normal humans and
change into a nine-foot-tall killing machine virtually
at will is something that gives most VALKYRIE agents
chills. Never mind the fact that these creatures can
heal damn near any injury in seconds and travel un-
seen from one physical location to another.

As a result, VALKYRIE monitors law enforce-
ment and domestic intelligence data feeds on a con-
stant basis, alert for indicators of werewolf activity
across the country. Police or news reports of savage,
unexplained murders — particularly in remote or rural
areas — will raise an immediate red flag, and a field team
will get a call within 48 hours of the event. Where
possible, VALKYRIE will give the job to a team that
already has a lot of experience in dealing with shape-
shifters, but the timing and location of an incident
doesn’t always make that possible. At the very least,
the investigators are given a thorough brief on the
capabilities of a typical werewolf, and every effort is
made to make sure they’re equipped to survive an en-
counter with one. This can include silver rounds for
their issue sidearms, silver buckshot for tactical shot-
guns, scent neutralizing spray, and even experimental
gear like hormone-balancing auto-injectors to help
fight off the worst effects of a werewolf’s terrifying
aura. Of course, if the creature in question turns out
to be a different kind of shapechanger — or another
sort of monster entirely — the agents can quickly find
themselves up the proverbial creek without a paddle.
The fact that this happens with disturbing frequency
leads many experienced field teams to pass on the of-
fers of equipment and go into the investigation with
only their wits and a few basic tools to assist them.

During VALKYRIE’s early years, considerable
effort was devoted to try and capture one or more
shapechangers for medical and scientific study. It’s
known that in the late 40s at least three werewolves
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were captured during covert operations in Nazi Ger-
many, but casualties among the capture teams was so
high that the practice was abandoned. Files of the
subsequent examinations still exist, but with the med-
ical technology of the time, little useful data was ob-
tained. Since then, the organization has managed to
build a fairly useful database on werewolves and other
shape-changing creatures, pulling facts from team de-
briefs and witness interviews that go back more than
50 years. Most of the information in the database is
very specialized: estimated speed and strength, esti-
mated regenerative capacity, known weaknesses, and
so forth. Task Force VALKYRIE knows next to noth-
ing about what shapechangers are and how they in-
teract, but they've got a pretty good handle on how
to hunt and kill them.

In the case of purely spiritual threats, Task Force
VALKYRIE is hamstrung by characteristic govern-
mental short-sightedness. The wording of the orga-
nization’s mandate empowers them to deal with “tan-
gible threats to the safety and security of the United
States and its citizens,” which is often interpreted
too literally by field supervisors to mean that ghosts
and other intangible spirits fall outside the agency’s
remit. Field teams frequently conduct investigations
of haunted sites, but other than collecting EVP’s
and digital Kirlian footage, most times that’s as far
as an investigation is allowed to go. Once a person
is possessed by a malevolent spirit, the agents can
take action against the threat, but until that point
their hands are often tied. Even then, VALKYRIE's
response is typically limited to dealing with the pos-
session itself, and the possessing spirit all too often
escapes to find another victim later.

Story Hooks

¢ Recently, you've heard rumors from other field
agents that Task Force VALKYRIE has had a rash
of encounters with werewolves all across the United
States. From what you’ve heard, possibly as many as
fifteen shapechangers have been killed in five sepa-
rate raids —an unprecedented number in such a short
amount of time. No one knows for sure how the con-
spiracy has gotten such solid intel on the werewolves
all of a sudden, but there’s speculation that there’s
a traitor among the shapechangers who has proved
willing to betray his fellows for an unspecified price.
Now, you've received orders from your field supervi-
sor to take your team to the Black Hills of North Da-
kota, where you'll meet a contact code-named Fenrir.
Fenrir is supposed to hand over a CD containing ac-
tionable intel on a number of werewolf packs operat-
ing in the northwestern US. Who is the source, and
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what’s his motive for selling out the shapechangers?
And what might happen if the werewolves discover
what Fenrir is up to? Worse, could this be a trap?

e Over the last forty-eight hours, six teenage
kids have gone missing in St. Louis, Missouri. In
four of the cases, the kids’ parents were savagely
murdered, and it looks like we could be dealing
with a sequel to the Harvest Moon slayings in
Oregon back in the early 80s. This time, how-
ever, we've got better information technology
than the Oregon State Police had at that time.
Surveillance video from a truck stop outside St.
Louis shows four of the teens buying sodas in the
company of two unidentified adult males. Eye-
witness testimony indicated that the individuals
were riding in an old Dodge van, and they were
heading south. At this point they could be in
Louisiana or northern Texas; we hope to know
more by the time you and your team are on the
ground in St. Louis. We’ve got every reason to
believe we're dealing with a pack of juvenile
werewolves and two or more adults who may
be acting as mentors or ringleaders. We need
to find out where these kids are going, and why
— and then we need to take them down before
they can hurt anybody else.

e Homeland Security and the CIA have been
keeping tabs onaUS citizen named Barry Knowles,
a white supremacist and a member of the White
Dawn militia group in lowa. The White Dawn is
a group that advocates armed overthrow of the
US government and mass slaughter of blacks,
Jews, Hispanics, and other minorities to a suppos-
edly Aryan “deity” known as Juhukar. Knowles is
considered a radical even among the white power
movement, but his bloodthirsty dogma has gained
him a small but dangerous following. Twenty-
four hours ago, Homeland Security agents felt
like they had enough evidence to arrest Knowles
on charges of illegal arms dealing. He and three
followers were pulled over outside Boise by ATF
agents, and in the ensuing gun battle Knowles’
soldiers and four ATF agents were killed. Eyewit-
ness reports and dashboard video footage of the
shootout clearly show Knowles being shot more
than 12 times by ATF agents, but the militia
leader seemed oblivious to the wounds. Despite
being shot multiple times, Knowles managed to
flee back to his compound in rural Idaho. We
want you and your team to get out there and get
some answers before the ATF surrounds the place
and things get out of hand.
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Some hunters take up the Vigil out of fear, panicking at the thought
of beasts coming out of the night. Some face monsters out of responsi-
bility, determined that their loved ones should never fall to creatures
that place themselves above mankind. Some derive their hunt from
their need for knowledge, for the secret truths behind the world.
The Bear Lodge hunts and kills monsters for no
greater reason than to prove that they can.
In the face of ever-tighter restrictions on
big-game hunting and stringent laws against
killing endangered species, it’s getting hard-
er for hunters to really prove themselves, to
face animals that are their equals
and emerge victorious. The
Bear Lodge has always gone
after the most dangerous
prey, and they haven’t
really changed — but
instead of lions, tigers, and
wolves, they choose to face something
far more dangerous. Every lodge-house has
a spot for a werewolf’s head on their wall,
and every hunter dreams of putting the last
silver bullet into an inhuman beast.

History

The Bear Lodge can draw a straight line
back through individual monster hunters to
the end of published records. Though their
assumed history impresses new
members, and in some
cases inspires indi-
vidual members
to go the extra
mile, they lived
in a time without a
Bear Lodge for them to
join. The first recorded meeting
of the big-game hunters that would found
the Lodge was back in 1901. Hunters from across
the United States met in the otherwise unremark-
able town of Glasgow, Montana, to discuss their
experiences hunting strange creatures.
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Though some hunters described their encounters
with civilized creatures living in cities and towns,
their tales paled compared to those of Don Edwards,
a local man. Edwards had set out with five compan-
ions to hunt elk in the woods. Instead of their prey,
they encountered a scene of carnage — both elk and
mountain lions torn apart by some powerful beast
that had consumed the hearts of its kill. Rather than
returning to town for supplies, Edwards and his com-
panions followed the bloody trail. After half a day’s
tracking, they found their quarry — three beasts
that in the poor light Edwards first mistook for giant
wolves. When one turned to face them, the hunters
recognized the light of intelligence in its eyes — and
it recognized them. They could see the razor-sharp
teeth in its mouth as it leapt at them. Edwards was the
only one who had the wherewithal to fire his rifle. A
lucky shot caught the beast in the temple and brought
the other hunters to their senses. Concentrating their
fire, the beast fell. The rest of the pack descended on
the hunters, tearing them into bloody chunks. Giving
in to the primal fear stirring in his gut, Don Edwards
ran for his life. Somehow, he avoided the creatures
and made it back to town. Returning with more peo-
ple to look for survivors, he found nothing but blood
and bone — and the body of a strange man riddled
with bullet holes. The others dismissed Don’s tale as
the result of a hunting accident and too much whis-
key, but he knew the truth. The dead stranger had the
same eyes as the feral beast he’d hunted.

Though many other hunters told their tale at
that first meeting, Edwards’ story struck a chord in
the assembled hunters. They all knew that something
stalked the wilderness, something that scared even
them. Rather than admit it, they established the first
Bear Lodge, a hunting lodge half an hour’s ride from
Glasgow. Though they didn’t advertise as such, word
spread that hunters looking to track a werewolf or
other mysterious creature could find support at the
Lodge. Soon, hunters flocked to the area. Some had
grown tired of hunting game, others wanted to prove
their manhood by facing the most dangerous prey.

Those few members of the Lodge who survived
brought back tales of black magic and shapechanging
beasts. Rather than running in fear, the hunters coated
their knives with wolfsbane and loaded their guns with
silver. Over time, hunting parties from the Bear Lodge
grew better at killing werewolves. They insisted that an

"WAIT! I NEED HIS EARS TO
PROVE MY KILL."

experienced hunter accompany every group venturing
into the wilds, and that their hunters use silver weapons.
Unusual for a hunting lodge, members attached no shame
in running from a superior foe, especially given the high
likelihood of death common around werewolves.

In 1946, four veteran hunters founded a second
Bear Lodge in Washington State, with the blessing of
the Montana lodge. Over the next ten years, five more
Bear Lodges opened across the rural United States, in-
cluding one in southern Alaska. The last established
Lodge opened in 1959 near Candle Lake, Saskatch-
ewan, and remains the only Bear Lodge outside of the
United States. Members of one Lodge are members of
every Lodge, and can travel freely between sites. Even
when miles from an established Lodge, members must
look out for one another — though individuals may
prefer to work alone, the upper echelons know that no
hunter stands a chance against a werewolf on his own.

Time has changed the Bear Lodge. While once
members connected through mail and telephone, the
organization now maintains a secure website for mem-
bers — including forums where members can ask for
help from other hunters without concern for physical lo-
cation. Many hunters discuss tactics and equipment on
the site, while others share their experiences in the field.
Having the Bear Lodge present helps remind a mem-
ber of what she faces, even against the terrible fear that
wracks her mind and warps her memories. Only mem-
bers of the Lodge can access the website, other visitors
see nothing more than a page offering field journals and
equipment reviews by a team of experienced hunters.

Despite their decentralized nature, a hunter still has
to prove himself as a member of the Bear Lodge, and
that involves a hunt. Most members have already had
some experiences of the supernatural world, though a
few come in cold and have to learn on the trail. Regard-
less, a group of hunters meets at one of the Lodges, arms
themselves for werewolf, and sets out into the night. The
new member must see a werewolf as what it is — a bes-
tial hybrid of wolf and man — and the party must then
kill their foe. The new member then takes a trophy from
the body — usually a finger or an ear — that’s kept in
the Lodge as a record of their membership. Those who
don’t succeed in killing a werewolf often don’t survive,
and those who do brush the whole event off as a bad
trip, or a particularly vicious bear attack.

Less favorably, the original Bear Lodge in Mon-
tana is all but gone. Constant werewolf attacks forced




the last hunters to abandon the building in 1987.
Only members of the Lodge know of the building’s
existence, and every time they’ve mounted an expe-
dition to reclaim the original Lodge, they’ve become
the victims in a werewolf’s hunt. Some members be-
lieve that any expedition achieves little more than
goading the werewolves to attack, while others be-
lieve that the archived transcripts of early hunts and
images of man-beasts are worth the risk.

The Enemy

Hunters who belong to the Bear Lodge dedicate
themselves to hunting werewolves above everything else.
While some hunters encounter vampires and yet stranger
things over the course of urban hunts, those creatures
don’t really count. In the mind of the Bear Lodge, the
prey’s the thing. They’re out to prove themselves better
than anything that nature can create, with only human
ingenuity — and human engineering — on their side.

Despite their reliance on human conveniences,
hunters belonging to the Bear Lodge have picked up
a lot of tricks from werewolves over the years. Some
members spend years studying wolf packs in the wild
to get a better idea of how they can hunt success-
fully — and how their prey might think when animal
instinct suppresses human thought. Like a wolf pack,
a cell of hunters belonging to the Lodge first observes
their prey from a safe distance. Almost like an ani-
mal, each hunter uses the terrain, daubing mud and
animal shit on his body to mask his scent. From there,
he watches and waits, studying the pack for days or
even weeks. Though following a pack of werewolves
is incredibly dangerous, he needs to isolate the weak-
est member, the focal point in the pack. Once he’s
done that, he can strike. Initiations into the Lodge
take place with an experienced hunter who has al-
ready identified a weak werewolf.

Once he has selected his target, the hunter needs
to strike when it’s alone. Sometimes, the rest of the
pack will depart on a strange errand — or even vanish
entirely — leaving the weakest behind. Other times
it’s up to the hunter to manufacture a distraction,
whether by destroying some of the pack’s territory or
even sending in a cell of unaffiliated hunters for the
rest to play with. Though this last tactic is more than
a little cold, it’s also incredibly pragmatic: if the other
cell is lucky, there’s another dead werewolf. Even if
they’re not, the attack on the weakest member gets
traced back to the other cell, drawing suspicion from
the Bear Lodge.

When the weakest werewolf is alone, the hunt-
ers strike. At least one member captures the hunt on
video, and the most experienced hunter reassures the
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others against the primal terror that even the weakest
werewolf can bring forth. If possible, the hunters bring
the werewolf into a killing field — an area that they've
had a chance to prepare with snares, pits, and other
means of holding the werewolf in place. Using range to
their advantage, they can strike the werewolf down in
a hail of silver bullets. Even when they haven’t had a
chance to prepare the ground, Bear Lodge hunters use
range to their advantage, along with modern transport
that can outpace even the fastest werewolf.

Some members of the Lodge have discovered
werewolves inhabiting urban areas along with the
wilderness. Much as they do in the wild, they follow
their prey and attempt to isolate the weakest, but
they don’t have to worry so much about stealth. A
human can follow a werewolf all day in the city with-
out taking any special measures — any good crowd
is perfect for hiding in plain sight. Cells who operate
in cities often maintain a stronghold used exclusively
for drawing werewolves, where sensory overload can
help them bring down the greatest prey of all.

Away from werewolves, the Bear Lodge turns a
blind eye. While some members will go after vam-
pires, seeing them as a different challenge, others
would rather avoid the creatures of the night — or
even work with them.

A few hunters choose dangerous human prey in
addition to supernatural beasts, but they’ve got to be
careful. When he does, the hunter’s got to choose his
targets carefully. He selects his prey based on dem-
onstrated acts of brutality and inhumanity — the
same as if he were hunting a vampire. A child mo-
lester who snatches children off the streets and con-
structs deathtraps for parents who try to follow him
is a greater threat than a serial killer who strikes only
when his targets are drugged or asleep or a vampire
who never kills. The majority of Lodge members still
look on the practice with suspicion. Once a hunter
starts killing things that might as well be people, it’s
a small step to losing respect for his prey. Losing that
respect is the hallmark of a slasher, not a hunter.

Hunters

You'd been hunting in the same woods for nearly
20 years when you first saw it. At first, it looked like
another group of hunters, but then they brought out
what looked like old elk-skins and put them on like a
new jacket. They were eight feet tall when they stood
up, with hideous horns growing from their heads. You
got a shot off, but they didn’t notice even if you hit.
They chased you, and you ran like hell. Only later did
you find that you weren’t the only one to see some-
thing weird while hunting.
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Ashwood Abbey: | led a hunt for a group of these guys a couple of months back. They wanted a
werewolf, obviously knew their shit but didn’t have the first idea about the wilderness.They helped
out, not like most fair-weather hunters, but they just wanted to trap the beast, so they could kill it
slowly. Now, I've never tortured an animal before. But they asked me to join in and, well, 'm taking
them out again next week.

Null Mysteriis: | used to hunt with a group of scientists a while back.They gave me a real challenge:
could | help them watch a werewolf in the wild? They thought there was some big difference
between wolves in the cities and in the forest. | got them in close, and they just watched. One of
them had a video camera.Three hours we were there and nothing happened. They even paid me a
bonus to leave the thing alive.

Malleus Maleficarum: I've seen one of these guys in action, actually out in the wild. He had this
idea that werewolves were men with the souls of beasts, damned things,and he was hunting a whole
pack at once.The freakish thing is, when he stopped to pray, things really started going our way. Until
he let his urge to be a martyr get the better of him. One of the beasts tore his head clean off, and
| ran like hell.

The Cheiron Group: A guy from a medical company gave me a call last month. Didn’t beat around
the bush, he wanted me to get him a werewolf. One thousand bucks for the body of a confirmed
werewolf, and | shot enough film to prove my kill to them. I've no problem with freelancing for them,
and | know that a few others do the same, but | don’t want to know what they use the bodies for.
And | know I'm not going to take them up on the ten thousand for a live capture. I'm not stupid.

You're not yet 18 years old, but you feel much
older. Your father and your granddaddy took you out
hunting as a birthday present, pressed a gun into your
hands, and showed you how to track animals. You
found the wolf-tracks on your own and thought it’d
be a good idea to follow them. You never wanted to
pull the trigger, but then the wolf gave you no choice.
[t grew almost as big as a pony, with great jaws ready
to crack your bones. You pulled the trigger once, and
then ran. The others had silver bullets. When they’d
put the beast down, they had you take a trophy and
welcomed you into the family secret.

Other people might not realize it, but you know
which way the wind’s blowing. When the United Na-
tions takes control of the glorious U. S. of A. you've
got a whole family who'll be waiting for them. You've
seen their shock-troops, the infiltrators they’ve sent
in to ruin the country. Holdovers from Nazi experi-
ments, you wouldn’t wonder, men who can turn into
beasts. One tried getting into your compound. He
made it past the razor-wire, but tripped an alarm. You
got in touch with some people, who recommended
that you join the Bear Lodge. They don’t know the
truth, but they have some good tactics.

You barely set foot outside the city limits all your
life, but you’re still a hunter. You graduated from
picking on kids with a slingshot to sniping bums with
an air-rifle from your fire-escape. You learned parkour

before it was cool, and prowled the streets. Then you
saw it: a huge black dog, some kind of wolf throwback,
tearing the throat out of some city businessman. You
ran that time, but you weren’t stupid. The very next
day you bought a gun and went online. Some guy you
met on an “urban hunting” forum turned out to know
the guy you watched die, and he put you on to a hunt-
ing lodge that could help you out.

Motivations

Hunters of the Bear Lodge have no problem agree-
ing on how they should hunt their prey. The real di-
viding point is the reasons that a hunter has for con-
tinuing. After all, most people who face a werewolf
wouldn’t go out looking to repeat the experience.

Sportsmen hunt werewolves to prove that they're
the best at what they do. The challenge, the burning
fear running through their veins when they first see
the monstrous creature, the strange memory blackouts
after the hunt — all these things are badges of honor,
amark that the hunter has gone up against something
truly unnatural. Some seek out werewolves and other
supernatural creatures, hoping to bag the big trophies,
while others see the hunt as the apex of their personal
development.

Trappers don’t believe in needless danger. They
may hunt other animals for sport, but they hunt were-
wolves to keep people safe. As such, they're mostly
interested in recording the best ways to defeat a were-



wolf, and some make all kinds of strange deals to get
more information. Others fall back on experiments,
luring werewolves into areas full of traps designed to
test different methods. Most of the hunters hoping to
retake the Montana Lodge belong to this group.

Vigilantes hunt werewolves out of a sense of
justice. Werewolves kill people, and vigilantes kill
werewolves. Maybe they've caught a glimpse of the
uncaring, monstrous world and need to fight back, or
maybe they’re out for vengeance. Some vigilantes pa-
trol urban areas, taking on all manner of killers — in-
cluding crazed slashers and bloodthirsty vampires. A
few even refuse to kill werewolves who haven’t mur-
dered people, but those hunters (and the prey they let
go) are very rare.

Status

Standing in the Bear Lodge is based purely on
how many werewolf hunts a member has survived.
While some would prefer a ranking based on kills, the
Lodge as a whole hold to the idea that any encounter
with a werewolf is enough — providing the hunter
didn’t just shit himself and leave his fellows to die.

® You've been on a hunt and seen a real, live
werewolf. While you probably didn’t do much by
way of helping to kill it, you did take a trophy
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and your name’s in the Lodge’s records as a full
member. If nothing else, you can get in touch
with other members and share stories of what
works and what doesn’t. You gain a dot of Con-
tacts among the werewolf-hunting experts of the
Lodge.

eee You've been on several hunts and have
seen things that you'll never forget — no mat-
ter how much you want to. The Lodge believes
that you're ready to lead the hunts that initiate
new members. Your exposure to the supernatural
fear of werewolves has dulled your reaction to it
slightly. You're affected by Lunacy (p. 163) as if
your Willpower were one dot greater than it actu-
ally is.

eeeee You've hunted impossible creatures and
come close to death more times than you can
imagine. Only now can you really admit to what
you have seen, only now do you know that you
faced a beast put on this world purely to hunt
— and you know what it really means to be its
prey. Your study of your foe gives you the Unseen
Sense Merit applied to werewolves. If you already
have the Merit applied to werewolves, you can
apply it to any one other kind of tangible super-
natural creature.
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Monsters stalk the world, preying on humanity.
Witches snatch people away for blasphemous sacrifices. Fe-
ral beasts lurk in the shadows, waiting to spill human blood.
Mysterious creatures sabotage exploration into the deep
seas. Some people say the world’s sick, or that it’s cracked
and broken. Madmen suggest that the legions of Hell are
present on Earth, drinking blood and cracking bones.

The Illuminated Brotherhood knows that some-
thing’s wrong, but not what they can do to make it
right. Rather than running to dusty tomes of occult
lore or the theories of bleeding-edge parapsychology,
they plumb the depths of the human mind. A mem-
ber of the Brotherhood plumbs her own psyche in
search of the truth, hoping to plug into the planetary
consciousness to explain what he’s seen. Whether he
makes it or not, the next morning he faces the same
twisted world, but with the hollow knowledge that
next time, he might come back with the Truth.

The more she seeks the truth, the more a member
of the Illuminated Brotherhood comes face to face
with creatures and events that send her right back to
her psychedelic-induced visions. To an outsider, she’s
trapped in a vicious cycle of addiction, but in her own
head she’s inching closer to the truth, and she might
find it after just one more encounter.

History

The first recognizable Illuminated Brotherhood
started in the early 1980s as a result of an attempt
to recreate the Marsh Chapel Experiment, an ex-
periment to determine if psilocybin could facilitate
religious experiences at a significant church ser-
vice. Rather than dividing the participants into two
groups, the new experiment was designed to test the
effectiveness of various hallucinogenic drugs in facili-
tating religious experiences.

Unfortunately, the experimenters didn’t know
one core fact: a disturbingly high percentage of their
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test subjects were in fact people with close ties to the
spirit world, mediums who had infiltrated the experi-
ment to, frankly, gain access to the mind-opening and
mind-altering drugs. The presence of so many medi-
ums combined with the drugs in use lead to disaster.
Powerful spirits crashed through the barriers between
flesh and spirit, taking random participants in the
service as physical bodies and shattering their minds.
The nightmare lasted for six hours, and later became
the subject of a cover-up by local and Federal authori-
ties — and the final nail in the coffin for psychedelic
experimentation.

A handful of people who survived the service
started meeting up. They started out as a support
group, trying to work out what had happened when
the rules of the world turned out to be little more
than guidelines. Inside of a year, they’d come to the
conclusion that the bizarre events had some link to
the experiment. A few of the survivors banded to-
gether and made their goal clear: whatever had hap-
pened was related to the psychedelic nature of the
experiment, and it must be reproduced. The best way
to find the truth was through similar entheogenic ex-
periences. Calling themselves the Illuminated Broth-
erhood, members sought out the truths only acces-
sible through psychedelic experimentation.

By 1992, the Illuminated Brotherhood had spread
to colleges across the United States, but its members
were no closer to the truth. The original members had
drifted far enough away that the group had no real
leadership. The future seemed set: the Illuminated
Brotherhood was becoming little more than another
group of stoners with no idea of their own mortal-
ity and one too many Timothy Leary books. That all
changed when members began reporting encounters
with strange creatures. In unrelated incidents across
the country, members swore blind that they’d seen
men made of spiders or women who feasted on the
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brains of the homeless. A few members, those who’d gone the
furthest into their own minds, felt creatures calling to them
from beyond the physical world.
Knowing that anyone outside the group would blame
a member of the Brotherhood’s repeated use of hallucino-
genic drugs for her suddenly encountering creatures from
folklore and the darkest pits of Hollywood’s imagination,
the Illuminated Brotherhood turned inwards. The sudden rise
" in supernatural events could only mean one thing: they were
nE getting closer to the truth. Some people joined the Brotherhood
"‘ ~ after encountering the supernatural, believing that the group offered
. understanding and a chance to find out what really happened. Oth-
! er new members had prior experience with psychoactives, and had
- encountered the shadowy truth when pursuing a new experience.
Regardless of how they came to the Illuminated Brotherhood,
there’s no shortage of young people who've encountered the su-
pernatural and who burn with a need to find the truth. Slowly, the
focus of the group has shifted — the entheogenic experience is a
useful explanation for what'’s going on, but every twisted killer and
animate corpse provides another bit of the puzzle. Members of the
Brotherhood get hooked on the hunt, on that ephemeral feel-
ing that they’re so close to understanding, that the next hunt
will bring the truth. It’s the same feeling as waking up after
a mushroom trip — you touched minds with God and
learned a part of the secret truths, but you don’t quite
remember what they were. Next time, you'll re-
member. Next time, you'll find the key.
Next time, you'll die.
There’s no other way
to put it. The mortality
rate in the [lluminated
Brotherhood is very
high. Psychedelics
don’t teach people how to
1l fight. Even when it comes to obvi-
~ ous creatures from folklore, mem-
] bers of the Brotherhood don’t know any
more than they learn from bad monster
movies. Most members make up for their
lack of training by being young. The mis-
guided energy that makes a college kid sleep
on the grave of a notorious killer runs through
everything they do — in many ways, the
[lluminated Brotherhood are too dumb
not to get involved with the supernatu-
ral world. Many members are still young
enough that they don’t have a sense of their own mortality. The hunters who die obvi-
ously weren’t thinking clearly. They made a dumb mistake. Underneath all this bravado is
== a clear message: it was the hunter’s fault. Nobody dies if they’re prepared.

I've seen things
you couldn’t bellieve.
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Some critics — including some ex-members — say the llluminated
Brotherhood hurts its members more than it helps them. In the end,
they’ve got a point. Members of the Brotherhood push each other to
greater and greater risks — like the college kids pushing each other to
experience the weirdest and worst acid trip they’ve ever done. Unlike
those students, members of the Brotherhood stand a very real chance

of death every single time they hunt

On the other hand, the Brotherhood does help its members in its
own strange way. Even other hunters would have a hard time believing
them, given the group’s propensity for hallucinogenics. Everyone needs
someone to fall back on, even if her support group just pushes her into

greater and greater risks.

The Enemy

As a group, the [lluminated Brotherhood focuses
its Vigil on spirits, often subconsciously. Unfettered
from the mundane world by the entheogenic experi-
ence, the human mind is free to create, to add reso-
nance to the spirit world — and to be shaped by that
world. While a few members are natural mediums,
and others have the life of a medium thrust upon
them, many members never directly interact with
the spirit world. Quite the contrary: the spirit world
wants to interfere with them.

It’s hard fighting creatures of the night when
nobody believes they exist. It’s far harder when you
can’t see them at all. The Illuminated Brotherhood
doesn’t have any means by which its members can
affect spirits. While a few achieve the ability through
dedication to entheogenic experiences, most hunters
face an opponent they’ve only heard about that can
alter the world around them. Getting a spirit’s inter-
est is much like living a bad trip that won’t go away
by waiting.

Members of the Illuminated Brotherhood don’t
hunt alone. Having a group around gives the hunter
a chance to work out what’s really happening and
what’s just in his head. While the Brotherhood doesn’t
know much about spirits, they often have a better un-
derstanding of how an area feels — and therefore its
resonance — than other hunters. When under attack
from a hostile spirit, a member of the Brotherhood
often looks for a way to alter the resonance of the
area to defend himself.

Not every encounter with spirits has to be antag-
onistic. In many cases, the Illuminated Brothers go
out looking for places where the walls between worlds
are thin. In such Loci, the hunters deliberately open
themselves up to the creatures beyond. The affects of

the world around the hunt-
ers give them clues into the
spirit world and the alien
denizens underpinning the
world.  The Brotherhood
hopes that by studying the
reactions of the spirits they
can find scraps of the truth.
Many members push each
other, starting out with
Kirlian photography and
Ouija boards and moving
on to consuming hallucino-
gens at a Locus. A few even
push themselves further,
inviting spirits to possess
them, though such hunters often don’t last long.

When it comes to more physical threats, the Il-
luminated Brotherhood prefers to investigate rather
than confronting the beasts head-on. From studying
the strange creatures that lurk in the shadows, a mem-
ber of the Brotherhood can see what happens when
a specific spirit takes a human body as its own. A
bestial spirit in human form can twist the body, while
an alien aspect of hunger looks like the archetypal
vampire. Even among the different types of possessed
creature there are plenty of differences. The current
theory among the Brotherhood is that these differ-
ences are due to each hunter who encounters such
a creature perceiving it through a filter based on his
own subconscious expectations.

Hunters

You're one of the oldest people remaining in the
[lluminated Brotherhood, one of the only founding
members left. In a society that seems to refresh its mem-
bership every four years, that’s rare. Unlike other mem-
bers, you're seriously into consciousness manipulation
— continuing the experiments started by Leary, though
you have to remain an impartial observer. You've had a
hard time getting funding, but at least the Brotherhood
keeps you in willing test subjects.

You got into the Brotherhood for the drugs. Not
because you need them, but because you've always
seen strange things. Your grandfather goes on and on
about being the next shaman, but you don’t believe
a word of it. Something weird’s going on, and you
wish you knew what — that’s what the Illuminated
Brotherhood is for. You want answers, but so far all
it’s got is more questions.

Some people can’t deal with the world around
them. A werewolf killed a woman right in front of you,
tore her body in two, and all you could do was watch.
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Ascending Ones: | had a contact who could supply a particularly
effective variety of DMT. He never told me exactly what was in it, and
| didn’t want to know. One dose knocked me into orbit, and | finally
understood the world, the strange creatures beyond, everything. It all
fit into place. Not like normally, where you just get this feeling of it
making sense — this time it actually did. Unfortunately, | puked up the
memory along with my lunch. | wonder what happened to that guy. He

sure seemed to know more than he let on.

Les Mystéres: You want weird and dangerous? These guys have it
in spades. There’s these groups all over the country, all different, all
busy recruiting shamans or wise-men or people who can talk to the
saints. Turns out they’re after people who can talk to the alien space
gods in the guise of some weird religious shit. | watched one of their
rituals through a window, and they invited the spirits to possess them.
Yeaaaah. No. I’'m no fan of anyone who wants to turn himself into a

monster.

Null Mysteriis: | was casing out a place, somewhere that I'd heard
was special to a bunch of werewolves. Nice and quiet, then these guys
just showed up out of nowhere. They didn’t ask questions, not even
why | was there. They just started taking photographs and setting up
some science project right in the middle of the site | was watching!
Once they were done, they headed out without ever speaking to me,
like | was some kind of amateur. One of them did look over at me, and
he nodded like | was right where he expected me to be. Freaky.

The Union: Sometimes, these guys can be a real asset. Watching
and trying to understand is all well and good, but sometimes a beast
wants to eat you, and a gang of people who can swing a wrench and
mean it make good backup. If you end up working with them, it’s a
good idea not to tell them about the drugs — most members that
I've worked with are big on the whole “community protection” thing,

which includes getting drugs off the streets.

The primal fear clutched your heart and kept you rooted
to the spot. You told everyone who would listen about
what you saw, but you couldn’t remember anything
beyond the fear. Only a few people took you seriously.
They took you out of yourself, let you remember what
happened for a few minutes. You remember that fear,
that clarity — that rush. You had to have it again.

You weren’t cool enough or rich enough to get
into a fraternity, but you stuck around, watching from
the fringes. When the pledges had to spend the night
in a graveyard, you went along too. Everyone bedded
down on a grave. How were you supposed to know
that your chosen resting place held the body of a
multiple murderer? Terrible nightmares plagued your
sleep — then you woke up to see one of the pledges
taking a bite out of one of the slumbering ones. You
ran back to the college, and straight into the arms of
the [lluminated Brotherhood.

o Vi

Movements
The Illuminated Broth-

erhood divides itself into
groups intended to support
members in their specific
area of interest. These divi-
sions give hunters a chance
to discuss their experiences
— and share new dares —
with people whose Vigil
closely matches their own.

The Children of Leary
focus on expanding their
minds and studying the en-
theogenic experience as the
key method of finding truth
in the world: they don’t
go out to hunt monsters or
spend their nights in haunted
houses; instead they plumb
the heights — and depths —
of their own minds. Just be-
cause they don’t go looking
doesn’t mean the Children
don’t encounter monsters,
quite the opposite. Strange
and horrifying creatures dog
their footsteps, but alone
among the Illuminated
Brotherhood the Children of
Leary can’t tell when they’re
real.

Hunters who belong to
the Spirit-Seekers spend
their days tracking down ru-
mors of occult locations — the house where a se-
rial killer brought his victims to slaughter them, or
a site where people have experienced alien abduc-
tions. They push each other to find strange places
and spend the night. Some cover their enthusiasm in
pseudoscience, setting up recording equipment and
hoping to catch a spirit or ghost on camera. Others
prefer to experience the site through altered states of
consciousness. When they do find a Locus (p. 174),
Spirit-Seekers invariably draw the attention of spir-
its in the area. While they can study some without
drawing attention, other times they must face crea-
tures they can’t see or touch.

Perhaps the most conventional hunters among
the Illuminated Brotherhood, the Watching Eye,
concern themselves with spirits and ghosts who take
on human bodies. The real effects of the spirit world




TRUTHIN APTLE OF COWSHIT

Hallucinogens (like the mushrooms that sometimes grow in the aforementioned heaps of cow-
flop) can work in the World of Darkness to open one’s mind to the hidden worlds of spirits and
ghosts. That may mean offering a glimpse into the state of Twilight (non-corporeal existence in this

world) or into the spirit world (a secondary plane of existence outside our own, where inscrutable
entities manipulate material reality from beyond that veil). Assume that less potent hallucinogens
(LSD, mushrooms) offer the former, whereas truly potent entheogens (ayahuasca, DMT) offer the big
glimpse into what werewolves call “The Shadow.”

Within the llluminated Brotherhood, the hunters make heavy use of “spirit guides” or what are
jokingly referred to as “trip advisors:” mentors within the group who stay sober while a younger
member goes on an entheogenic “journey.” The mentor in theory is a positive force that keeps the
young hunter from experiencing a bad trip. Of course, more than a few have been outed as salacious
Svengalis, manipulating the naive for their own gain or amusement.

are best observed when it interacts directly with people teration. You gain the Parapsychology specialty _
— possessing them and turning them into monsters. in either Occult or Science. kL
The Watching Eye believes monsters are the result of P
spiritual possession, and their appearance as the classic
“monsters” from Hollywood movies and folk tales are
the result of “semiotic ghosting” — the world chang-
ing slightly to benefit from people’s perspective.

e e e You're starting to get an idea of what you're
up against, and just what the stakes are. You've
encountered enough of the strange sides of the
world that you can feel you're getting close, but
the truth remains elusive to you. You receive the
Status benefits of the Unseen Sense Merit applied to

For all that the Illuminated Brotherhood talks Loci. If you already have the Merit, you expand
about being egalitarian, it still has a fairly strict hier- your area of expertise to spirits in general. If you
archy. Members gain respect for divining scraps of the alr.eady have the Merit as applied to spirits, you
truth behind the world, whether through gathering gain no further bonus.
information or through expanding their mind with e eeee You've seen the hidden face of the world,

hallucinogenic drugs. and whether you want to or not you can’t un-see

e You've felt the presence of spirits in the world, it. You gain the Merit: Natural Medium. If you
and you've had first-hand experience of the already have this Merit, you instead gain two dice
Brotherhood’s experiments in consciousness al- on the roll to resist spirit influences. '
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Most hunters are driven by tragedy to do battle
with the night; they have witnessed unspeakable hor-
rors or saw loved ones die at the hands of monsters,
and so they try to save others from a similar fate. They
seek out the monsters where they live and kill them
by any means necessary. For these hunters, the Vigil
is a war with only one possible outcome: the elimina-
tion of every monster on the face of the Earth.

The men and women of the Talbot Group see
things differently, because many of their loved ones
are monsters. Their Vigil is one of desperate, often
violent interventions and chilling therapies: drugs,
surgeries and isolation cells deep in the forests of the
Pacific Northwest. First and foremost, these hunters
seek to save the monsters from themselves, even at
the risk of their own lives.

The cure is out there, and they won’t rest until

they find it.
History

Residents of the Seattle-Tacoma area in the early
1980s remember the Harvest Moon Massacres, an
unprecedented spree of killings at area schools and
homes that left a total of forty-eight people dead over
a three-day period. Eight high-school seniors, from
communities as far north as Mount Vernon and as
far south as Olympia, apparently suffered what au-
thorities later described as “spontaneous psychotic
episodes” and went on a rampage, killing anyone who
crossed their path. Despite a swift and overwhelm-
ing response to the attacks, local authorities seemed
powerless to prevent them — and worse, failed to cap-
ture or kill any of the perpetrators involved. In each
case, the attackers vanished without a trace, leaving a
gruesome trail of mutilated bodies in their wake. The

resulting investigation, including a massive manhunt
that involved local police, federal agents, and mem-
bers of the Washington National Guard, failed to
turn up any clues as to the attackers’ whereabouts, or
offered anything but speculation to explain the vio-
lent outbreaks. The families of the victims and perpe-
trators alike were left with nothing but questions and
the lingering pain of their loss.

Most of the parents of the attackers — those who
survived — ultimately left the Washington area to try
and rebuild their lives elsewhere, but a determined
few refused to give up the search for answers. Fore-
most among them were Paul and Isabelle Talbot, two
prominent Washington doctors whose son, Andrew,
was one of the first and most violent of the eight at-
tackers. Their quest to find their missing son and
solve the riddle of the mysterious rampage attracted
national attention during the mid to late 80s. While
[sabelle paid large sums to private investigators and
traveled up and down the western seaboard chasing
reports of possible sightings of her son, Paul cam-
paigned tirelessly for greater psychological screening
of troubled teens in the public school system, and
eventually created a counseling program that was ad-
opted by the Seattle Board of Education in the late
80s. During this period, the two also co-wrote a book
called Modern-day Demons, chronicling their experi-
ences during the massacres and the observations af-
terward. The book became an instant bestseller, and
gained the Talbots a degree of fame and moderate for-
tune that would pay even greater dividends later on.

The couple might have faded into quiet obscurity
after the publication of their book, if not for a second
tragedy that occurred in mid-1989. Isabelle Talbot had
traveled to Santa Fe, New Mexico, to meet with a pair
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of private investigators who believed they had found Andrew living at a homeless shel-
ter in the city. Neither of the Talbots had much reason to hope at that point; they had
lost count of the many false leads and mistaken identities they endured over the past
few years. Isabelle left Seattle on a Thursday, and expected to return on Saturday at
the latest, having put yet another false sighting to rest. When Saturday came and went
without any word from her, Paul became concerned. By Monday, he made a frantic
call to the Santa Fe police, who went to Mrs. Talbot’s hotel room and found a scene of
unspeakable carnage. Blood and torn pieces of flesh and bone were everywhere; it took
two weeks for pathologists to determine exactly how many victims were present at the
scene. Isabelle Talbot was found in the bathroom, suffering from severe injuries across
more than 70% of her body. Despite massive blood loss, Mrs. Talbot clung tena-
ciously to life. She was eventually able to identify the other victims as the two
private investigators who had summoned her to Santa Fe. When questioned
about her attacker, a sedated Isabelle repeatedly described a towering, furred
beast, with savage talons and massive jaws. Sometimes she referred to the

creature as a monster — a beast sent straight from the depths of Hell.
Other times, when she was a bit more lucid, she insisted her attacker

was Andrew, her missing son.
There were no other witnesses to the attack, and the police had no
credible leads. Paul Talbot rushed to Santa Fe to collect his wife, and
had her  transferred to Seattle, where she faced years of surgery
and physical therapy to recover from her wounds.
The horrors Isabelle witnessed in Santa Fe would
change the Talbots’ lives forever.
While Paul Talbot continued to explore
ways to counsel and treat severe adolescent ag-
gression, Isabelle Talbot chose a different course
entirely. She rejected science in favor of spiritualism, immersing herself
completely in the lore of the Native American tribes that once inhabited .
the region. Their tales of the spirit realm and its inhabitants offered a J
chilling explanation for what had happened to Andrew and the other lost )
children during the Harvest Moon Massacre. The more Isabelle delved into
Native American myth, the more convinced she became that her son had
been possessed by a malevolent spirit, a flesh-eating demon that transformed
Andrew’s body into a towering, fanged monster. Through her researches,
[sabelle came into contact with other individuals who shared similar beliefs,
and in her zeal to prove her theories — and perhaps find a way to save her
son — she created a sort of loose network of contacts along the West Coast
who helped search for evidence of spiritual influence in their communities.
At first, Paul viewed his wife’s growing obsession with concern and no small
amount of embarrassment, but he chose not to interfere, believing that she
had to find her own way to come to peace with the loss of their son. For his
part, Talbot’s counseling program was showing signs of success, and gathering
a considerable amount of local interest. [t was at this point that Mr. Talbot was
approached by Dr. Robert Courtland, a behavioral psychologist who had plans
to found a school and counseling center that catered specifically to the needs of
adolescents and teens with severe behavioral problems. Courtland had already
lined up the funding for the school from a number of wealthy donors, and
hoped to enter into a partnership with Talbot and incorporate his own
treatment programs. The partnership led to the foundation of the ’
Talbot Group, a non-profit organization dedicated to counseling,
rehabilitating and educating troubled youths. The first school was

established outside Seattle in 1992.




Meanwhile, Isabelle and her peers continued
to amass and collate information about supernatu-
ral phenomena from Vancouver to San Diego. Over
time, when compared with case histories of violent
crimes and other bizarre behavior, certain patterns
began to emerge. Certain geographical areas were
more likely to produce phenomena than others. The
same could be said for certain people with similar
psychological and social profiles. When Isabelle com-
pared these findings to her husband’s case histories of
severe adolescent aggression, she discovered a num-
ber of startling similarities. In nearly every case, the
most severe cases of adolescent violence occurred in
what she termed as “spiritual hot zones.”

Now that she had a working theory to explain
her observations, Mrs. Talbot had to go out and find
the evidence to prove it. Though physically frail af-
ter her attack in Santa Fe, Isabelle remained a force to
be reckoned with. She gathered her companions and
began a Vigil of her own, searching for signs of spirits
and spirit possession in Seattle-Tacoma and beyond.
The first few years were marked by numerous false
starts and failures, and more than one brush with mun-
dane, human danger. But then, in 1995, she and her
hunters had a breakthrough. On a summer night near
Jackson Heights in Los Angeles, Isabelle came face-to-
face with a man possessed by a spirit of pure, unalloyed
murder. The encounter left three members of Talbot’s
group hospitalized, two in critical condition, but to the
hunters it was considered a signal victory. They had
seen a glimpse of their enemy at last. Now they had to
develop the means of dealing with them.

For the next several years, [sabelle’s hunters grew
more experienced, more knowledgeable and more
organized. Cells took shape in Washington, Oregon
and California, mostly focused on observing and col-
lecting data on spirit phenomena. Cells tried different
ways to clean out or “redeem” a spiritually-infested
area, and in a handful of cases they attempted exor-
cisms of possessed individuals. There were numerous
failures — some disastrous — but over time the group
achieved an increasing string of successes. It was dur-
ing this period that the Talbot Group began to en-
counter the “wolf-people.”

The “wolf-people” — Talbot insisted that they not
be trivialized with the Hollywood term “werewolves”
— clashed with the hunters a half-dozen times from
1995 to 1998. Sometimes the creatures issued curt
warnings to keep clear of a hot zone, while other
times they resorted to pure, bestial violence to get
their point across. Several of Talbot’s hunters were
killed, and others grew too frightened to continue
their activities, but the rest persevered. They tried to
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gather information on these elusive creatures wher-
ever they could, and eventually the group came to
the consensus that the wolf-people were possessed by
elemental nature-spirits, driven into human bodies
by the encroachment of human civilization. It was
the only logical explanation why the creatures were
found in such large numbers inside cities and urban
areas. The hunters also concluded that there was no
way to meaningfully interact with the spirits — they
were too unpredictable and dangerous to communi-
cate with, much less help. The one attempt to corner
and exorcise a wolf-person happened in Portland, Or-
egon in early 1999, and ended in disaster. Not one of
the hunters involved survived.

Isabelle made the wolf-people her primary focus
of study, developing theories as to their origins and
development. From her studies she concluded that
possession occurred early in the victim’s life — dur-
ing the teenage years or early adulthood at the latest
— and the longer the person remained possessed, the
more difficult the spirit was to exorcise. If they could
get to a victim early enough, there might still be a
hope of saving them from the awful fate that befell
her son. Her ideas dovetailed fatefully with the grow-
ing success of the Talbot Group.

By this point, Paul Talbot was no longer a skep-
tic — Isabelle had exposed him to too much evidence
of spiritual activity for him to comfortably deny it.
When she proposed her radical program for treating
the most troubled, violent youths in his program, he
was initially resistant, but eventually he allowed Isa-
belle and a group of her most experienced hunters to
observe several of his patients and determine if any
showed signs of possession. To Paul’s surprise, a sig-
nificant fraction of them did. It explained their most
violent compulsions, their resistance to meds and
their startling, almost inhuman ability to manipulate
those around them. Being a doctor and a compassion-
ate man, Paul Talbot felt he had no choice but to ex-
plore his wife’s suggestions for a cure.

Of course, the idea of exorcism as therapy wasn’t
something that the general public would support, so
the Talbots understood that their experiments would
have to be conducted in secret. Fortunately, the Tal-
bot Group was in the midst of constructing a “nature
campus” near the expansive Olympic National Park.
This was quickly repurposed as a facility for the most
troubled members of the group’s small number of pa-
tients, where Paul, Isabelle and eventually Dr. Court-
land could experiment with ways to identify and re-
move the spirits plaguing some of these youths. The
next step, as far as Isabelle was concerned, was to begin
searching the West Coast for youths marked by wolf-
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spirits and try to get them into the program for study.
The task turned out to be easier than either of
the Talbots expected. Traumatized parents were all
too willing to accept a generous offer of inexpensive
treatment for their violent and extremely troubled
children, and within a few years the campus was nearly
at capacity. The problem, as the Talbots found, wasn’t
gaining access to the kids; identifying with any cer-
tainty which were wolf-touched and which weren’t.
The nature of possession was far more subtle than any
other the hunters had encountered. The first time they
knew they had one of the possessed in their care was
when the girl went through her first transformation,
nearly escaping and killing everyone in her part of the
residence hall. Had she not already been under a heavy
regimen of mood stabilizers and anti-psychotic meds,
the Talbots could well have had a bloodbath on their
hands. In time, they were able to manage the girl’s epi-
sodes with the proper levels of medication, and she be-
came the group’s Patient Zero. Since her first change,
Emily Langford has cooperated with the Talbots to the
best of her ability, trying to describe the nature of her
affliction through a haze of extremely powerful phar-
maceuticals. She has even been instrumental in iden-
tifying other wolf-touched patients brought into the
campus; as of 2008, the Talbot Group has a half-dozen
young wolf-people under their care.

So far, a cure for their possession continues to
elude the Talbots, but the couple remains optimistic.
After almost 16 years, the Talbot Group has evolved
into a full-fleshed compact, funding hunter cells up
and down the West Coast and supporting their efforts
to examine, identify — and where possible, eradicate —
spiritual “hot spots” that threaten their communities.

The Enemy

The hunters of the Talbot Group focus primar-
ily on spirits and their haunts — called “hot spots” in
their terminology (see Loci, p. 174) — and go to great
lengths to try and save the possessed from the beings
that control them. Much of the time and energy of
an individual cell is focused on research and field ob-
servation, honing their skills at identifying likely hot
spots and looking for signs of possession among mem-
bers of the community. They stay abreast of police re-
ports concerning outbreaks of serial criminal activity
— anything from rape and murder to a rash of strange
thefts or vandalism. Most times the activity can be
traced back to simple criminals, but occasionally the
trail leads the hunters to one of the spirit-ridden.

When confronted by signs of spirit activity in the
area, the first step these cells take is to identify the
source of the spiritual energy — the hot spot — and look

it

for ways to cleanse or “rehabilitate” it. Years ago, this
practice was pretty much a matter of trial and error, but
time and experience have provided the compact with
a useful body of knowledge to draw on when dealing
with these sites. They’ve learned, for example, that fire
and running water both have powerful cleansing prop-
erties, and that in most cases the most expedient way
to deal with a hot spot is to burn it to the ground. In
other cases, they try to enlist members of the commu-
nity to clean out trouble spots or find ways to repurpose
them, bringing in other psychic influences to combat
the negative spirits lodged there. In many cases, this is
enough to weaken a spirit’s grip on its human host, forc-
ing it to relinquish its hold. In cases where it doesn’t,
the hunters must address the possessed individual di-
rectly. Some cells prefer to try and exorcise the spirit —
no mean feat with a willing host, much less an unwill-
ing one — while others will try to communicate directly
with the entity and attempt to negotiate for the host’s
release. Physically confronting a possessed individual
is the last resort of most Talbot cells, but sometimes it’s
the only way to stop the spirit’s rampage.

As the compact becomes increasingly successful in
dealing with spirits and haunted sites, they have come
more and more into conflict with the wolf-people,
who seem to have an almost territorial possessiveness
of some areas. In nearly every case, encounters with
the creatures have gone badly, owing in part to the
monsters’ fearsome abilities and the hunters’ own re-
luctance to kill what they see as an innocent victim
of spirit possession. As these encounters have grown
more frequent, however, some cells have begun taking
steps to defend themselves, carrying silver bullets and
improvised napalm to deal with potential attacks.

The Talbot Group continues to search for wolf-
touched children along the West Coast, and the se-
nior members of the compact work hard to convince
the parents of these children to commit them for
counseling and therapy at the Olympic campus. In
some cases, when the child in question has run away
from home, a hunter cell is sent to find the lost child
and “rescue” them from whatever situation the kids
have fallen into. Sometimes these rescues put the
hunters in far more danger than they bargained for.

Hunters

You've been a community activist for five years,
ever since you moved into a part of the city over-
run with gangs, drug dealers, and petty thieves. Your
neighbors stayed locked in their homes at night, and
had to duck the stray bullets that came through their
walls as the gang-bangers went at one another in the
street outside. You've worked with the police, set up a
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The Cheiron Group:This is what happens when paranormal science
becomes corrupted by corporate greed. There’s so much we could
learn from their studies, and vice versa, but how can we trust that they
won’t use our data to turn a profit somehow? It’s tragic, and at times
it’s downright obscene.

The Long Night: Extremists and religious vigilantes whose scorched-
earth campaign against victims of possession typically cause more harm
than good. While it’s true that there are some spirit-ridden humans
that are too far gone to save, these hunters rarely bother to draw the
distinction.All too often the violence they inflict on their victims — and
occasionally the victim’s family — leaves a spiritual stain that takes years
to dissipate, and can draw even more spirits to the area over time.And
they call us misguided.

Network 0: These guys understand the need to get the truth out
there, where others can benefit from the knowledge and try to make a
difference in the world.We’re happy to share whatever we learn in the
hopes that others will take notice, and we learn what we can from the
contributions of others.We're all too happy to work with them when
we get the chance — we just wish they were a little more discerning
in what they chose to broadcast sometimes. Just a bit more scientific
rigor would keep half of those grainy “bigfoot” videos from taking up
so much bandwidth.

Task Force: VALKYRIE: Good God, what a bunch of jack-booted
thugs.They shoot first,ask questions later (if at all),and cover everything
up afterwards. Or worse, they scoop up innocent people and drag
them off to some undisclosed location and try to make weapons out of
them.The last thing you want to do is to get their attention. If you get
in their way you’ll just disappear.

The Union: For a group that calls itself the Union, these guys
often seem like anarchy in action. No real leadership to speak of, no
comprehensive organization or methodology — most of their online
forums and mailing lists contain way too much noise for the limited
amount of signal they provide. Don’t get me wrong — their hearts
are in the right place. But all too often they go off half-cocked, and
somebody gets hurt. Worse, they are often too headstrong to listen
when we try to offer a little bit of our hard-won experience.

£

and the Internet for ways to
root it out. That’s how you
found the Talbot Group,
and you’ve been working to
reclaim your neighborhood
ever since.

You're a social worker
who has spent much of your
career trying to save trou-
bled kids from themselves.
Some of them come from
broken homes, others are
victims of abuse who have
become abusers in turn, and
still others are simply kids
with disabilities who don’t
know how to deal with a
world that frustrates and hu-
miliates them at every turn.
And then there are some
kids who simply go bad; no
rhyme or reason, no obvious
triggers for their behavior —
just an inexorable slide into
violence and self-destructive
behavior that often ends in
tragedy. Many times, those
kids are the hardest ones to
handle. One in particular
still haunts you: a young girl,
bright, beautiful and charm-
ing, with a loving fam-
ily and a world full of pros-
pects — until her junior year,
when she began getting into
fights at school and cutting
at her skin with whatever
sharp edge was available.
No amount of counseling
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neighborhood watch and cleaned your share of park-
ing lots and sidewalks, but nothing ever seemed to
help. It was like there was a cancer in the heart of
the neighborhood, seeping through the air and cor-
rupting everything it touched. Something foul and
invisible that lurked in the hallways of the apartment
complexes and rose in poisonous clouds from the
steam vents on the streets. And then one night you
saw it — just a passing glimpse, a leering, insubstantial
shadow that hovered over the body of a young thug
lying in a pool of blood outside your house. That’s
when you realized there were forces that could poi-
son people’s minds that were far worse than booze, or
meth, or smack, and you started to search the libraries

seemed to work, and the violence continued to esca-
late. Then, one night, you got a call from the police;
the girl had run away from home, leaving behind the
bodies of her parents and her two siblings. The help-
lessness and frustration you felt nearly drove you over
the edge. In desperation, you started your own search
for answers — and that’s how you learned about the
Talbot Group.

Your big brother ran away from home when he
was 16; by then he and your parents were fighting al-
most every night. It was bad enough when your dad
was sober, but when he was drunk the blood would
really start to fly. The police came to the house all the
time, but no one would admit to anything. You still re-
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member the helpless looks on their faces as they’d leave
each time, knowing that sooner or later they’d be back
again. One night things came to a head. Your brother
had been kicked out of school for breaking another
kid’s arms, and your dad finally had enough. He went at
your brother with his heavy leather belt. Your brother
took one hit and growled at your dad, then grabbed him
by the throat and threw him across the room. The look
of rage in your brother’s eyes made your blood run cold.
If you hadn’t gotten in his way at that point, your dad
might not have survived. That was when your brother
ran, and you haven’t seen him since. In desperation,
you turned to the Internet for help, and heard about
the Talbot Group. Since then, you've learned much
more about your brother and what he might have be-
come than you ever wanted to know.

You've been a reporter for the local paper for a
couple of years, covering the crime section and spend-
ing a lot of time listening to police scanners and hang-
ing out at night court. In two years, you thought you’d
seen it all; until one night the police radio came alive
with confused shouts and calls for help. A patrol car
had come upon a grisly scene: a homeless guy down by
the river, gutted like a steer — and a huge, hairy beast
crouched over the steaming guts with blood dripping
from its muzzle. Intrigued, you rushed down to the
riverside as the cops tried to give chase, and you lis-
tened as the pursuit led them from one end of the city
to the other. You followed along on the radio, hearing
the cops call out directions and street names, until
you realized the thing was doubling back, returning
to the scene of its kill. When you got to the mur-
der site, the body was already being loaded into the
back of an ambulance, but you got your camera ready,
just in case. Moments later, a terrible howl echoed
down the darkened streets, and a hulking thing leapt
from the shadows into the midst of the paramedics.
For a few moments the creature was revealed in the
flashing lights of the ambulance, and the sight caused
your brain to reel in horror. When the sense of shock
faded, the beast was gone, having collected the body
of its victim before disappearing into the night. All
you had to show for it was a blurry image captured
on your digital camera and a vision that haunted you
every time you closed your eyes. Until you posted the
picture on the Internet and received an e-mail from a
pirate broadcaster in Eugene who hooked you up with
the Talbot Group.

Methodologies

While the members of the Talbot Group are in
agreement that supernatural hot spots and spirit pos-
session are hazards to human society, the members

of the compact are divided as to the most effective
method of dealing with the problem. This has led to
the evolution of three distinct methodologies, two of
which have developed only within the last few years.

Exorcists follow the original philosophies of the
compact and believe that that spirit infestations —
whether in an area or inside a single individual — rep-
resent a kind of sickness that must be expunged for
the good of society as a whole. They burn down the
homes of dead serial killers or nursing homes closed
for investigations of abuse, and track down the spir-
it-ridden men and women who prey upon innocent
victims in their communities. Victims of possession
are sick and deserve compassionate treatment, but
sometimes the cancer runs so deep the only cure is
death itself.

Redactors have been exposed to supernatural
hot spots and possessed individuals and drawn the
conclusion that the problem isn’t the spirits, but the
people themselves. Spirits have always been a part of
the physical world — Native American lore is full of
examples of the interactions between humans and the
spirit realm — so, logically, there is some flaw within
the possessed that draws the worst sort of spirit-ener-
gy to them. These hunters are much more likely to
use violence when dealing with possessed individuals,
believing that no amount of exorcism or site reha-
bilitation is going to help — these poor souls will just
draw another spirit to them as soon as they’ve shaken
the current one off.

This methodology was championed in large part
by Dr Courtland, Paul Talbot’s long-time partner. In
the late 90s, he was made aware of the group’s para-
normal activities, and eventually he became an ac-
tive contributor in the efforts to rehabilitate the wolf-
children under the group’s care. Courtland believes it
might be possible to treat “possession susceptibility”
with a combination of medication and surgery to re-
move key parts of the subject’s brain. So far, Court-
land hasn’t been able to put his theories into prac-
tice, but they are increasingly gaining support among
other redactors.

Conciliators are a very recent — and some say
radical — development among the members of the
Talbot Group, and include some of the most senior
and experienced hunters in the compact. These
members of the compact have interacted with Em-
ily and the other wolf-children being treated by the
group, and they wonder if perhaps it might be pos-
sible to make use of their special abilities to protect
mankind from the worst excesses of the spirit realm.
These hunters put their theories to practice out in the
field by attempting to negotiate and enlist the aid of
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It's not you.
I know that.
It's the thing

;ﬁw hiding inside you.

,  spirits, rather than immediately assuming them to be given access to the compact’s case files, forums

inimical. Many other members of the compact look and local network of cells. You receive one dot in

W on the conciliators with considerable skepticism, but Contacts and one dot in Allies among the super-
" recently their theories have won over Isabelle Talbot, natural experts of the compact.

who likely hopes to use their methods to reach out to

- eee You're a seasoned investigator and spirit
her missing son.

hunter who has cleared out a number of hot spots
St atlls and confronted your share of possessed individu-

als. It’s possible you've even crossed paths with

Over the past 10 years, the Talbot Group’s orga- one of the wolf-people and survived the experi-
nization has evolved into a fairly strict hierarchy that ence, and the compact views you as a trusted and
. determines the level of access its hunters have to the valued member. Your exposure to the spirit world
> compact’s information and resources. This is partly a has granted you the Unseen Sense merit in re-
i matter of simple resource management; the organi- gards to spirits, and you gain another dot of Con-
zation’s assets aren’t limitless, and the Talbots want tacts among the wolf-hunters of the compact.
to ensure the most experienced members are guaran-

eeeee You've ventured into some of the most
haunted places on the West Coast and lived to
tell the tale, and hunted more possessed humans
than almost any other member of the compact.
Your body bears scars from run-ins with the wolf-
people, and you're one of the few who can claim
to have actually slain one in self-defense. Your
exposure to the wolf-people has dulled the natu-

B teed to receive whatever tools they need to carry out
| the Vigil. At the same time, the Talbots are wary of
revealing too much about their rehabilitation efforts
» at their wilderness campus, fearful of knee-jerk reac-
tions to their radical methods and afraid of drawing
the attention of wolf-people who might be compelled
i to rescue the children under their care.

® You've been involved in a few case studies of hot ral horror that humans experience in their pres-
spots in your area, and have had at least one run- ence. You're affected by Predator’s Aura (Lunacy,
in with a spirit or a possessed individual. Having p. 163) as if your Willpower were one dot higher

proven yourself as a capable hunter, you've been than it actually is.




b
-
- ij

S UERE

-

/-‘a - ' 2
LESH

(CONSPIRACY)

B ‘11' . -

THE SPIRIT

The bokor looking over the ruins of New Orleans
from her temporary home. The Pentecostal snake-
handler who speaks the Lord’s words and keeps his
congregation safe. The witch-doctor who takes evil
spirits into himself and consumes them to protect
his people. The girl taking part in a Len Dong ritual,
hoping for the strategist who defeated two Mongol
invasions to save her corner of Saigon. Every soci-
ety has someone standing on the edge, not fully part
of the community but not an outsider; someone who
people turn to for help when other channels fail.
Those people are Les Mysteres.

A Mystere has to stand apart from society. Nobody
wants to get too close to someone who trucks with an-
gels and demons or all manner of strange spirits, but
that suits her just fine. By standing on the edge, she has
more time to work with the alien spirits, setting out bi-
zarre gifts in return for unspeakable favors and nursing
the strange creatures that come into the world. It also
gives her a chance to take the fight to creatures that
would gladly see human and spirit both torn asunder
and thrown back to a time before fire and the wheel.
All manner of creatures prey on humans, but none
threaten Les Mysteres more than werewolves.

Anyone can be a Mystere. There’s no formal
training, no shadowy organization backing a hunter
with resources and secret information, and certainly
no badge and gun. All a prospective has is her knowl-
edge of spirits—whether she thinks them angels, de-
mons, or even alien visitors. Over time, she’ll come
to the second thing that sets her apart: the under-
standing that she must walk a road of balance, us-
ing spirits to further the ends of men just as much as
she uses people to appease the spirits. Les Mysteres
are little more than a support group, a collection of
covens and bands of shamans and spirit-talkers kept
together by phone, email, and word of mouth. Each

EMISSARIES

Mystere helps others not out of obligation, but be-
cause they've got nobody else. For every one who
commands a measure of respect there’s 10 people who
can’t walk down the street without people getting out
of their way. Loneliness and isolation drives them
to each other. It also drives many Mysteres closer to
those empty spaces where people deliberately don’t
look; the spaces where monsters lurk.

Les Mysteres isn’t an organization in the sense
that most hunters would recognize. They don’t have
the single unifying ideal of most compacts, and unlike
most conspiracies they don’t have a unified goal. Each
cell of Mysteres stands alone, recruiting new members
and training them in their particular method of forc-
ing their will on the spirits. One cell holds to tradi-
tional Yoruba Voudou, while another practices Pen-
tecostal Christianity and encourages snake-handling
and speaking in tongues. A third cell, radical even for
Les Mysteres, counsels the survivors of alien abduc-
tions and shows them how to draw on the strange en-
ergies of their former captors. They’re linked by little
more than word of mouth, sharing information and
indeed working together because nobody else under-
stands their strange duty.

No matter how she perceives the spirit world, a
Mpystere feels the immaterial urging her towards plac-
es and people cursed with darkness. A group of alien
abductees finds a cheerleader in the woods without a
drop of blood left in her body. A Pentecostal minister
gets his hands on an ancient blade that drinks the
souls of the people it wounds. A bokor comes face to
face with the unquiet dead, out for revenge against
the Loa’s servant because he refused to protect them.

Some Mysteres voluntarily spend their lives in
service to their community. Others don’t share their
dedication to a group of people. Those Mysteres drift
away from human contact slowly, spending more of
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their time with spirits and strange creatures, but they don’t choose to drift away from family and friends. It
just happens, until the only time a Mystere talks to a normal person is when they want something from her
— or she wants something from them. Whether it’s something mundane, like the Mystere ordering takeout,
or something more significant, like a woman needing revenge on a cheating husband, every dealing a Mystere
has with normal people comes in the form of a transaction. Socializing and casual chat die off in favor of the
trade. After all the Mystere can do strange and terrible things with the
help of the Loa, but anything she does comes at a price.
This trade carries over into dealings with spirits. Every deal
with a spirit is a transaction of some kind. In many ways, it’s
the only way to have an honest deal with a spirit — and it’s
the only way to stop a Mystere making deals with spirits that
b leave her with great and terrible powers. A measure of fear
1 and a good dose of respect never hurt anyone, but dealing in
0 trades helps a Mystere know his place. The only proper place
for someone with a Mystere’s power is in service to the people
around him.
[t’s that sense of duty that unites the disparate cabals and
covens that make up Les Mysteres. They’ve got
a duty to other people and to each other, a :
duty that won’t end until the Mystere is 8
dead or the spirits stop an-
swering her calls. As time
moves on, the traditional
groups who recognize the
importance of a Mystere
are dying out. People leave their
families, moving to new cities where they never
K really know anybody. The curse of long working
" hours and constant connectivity means that most
people only really know their apartment super
and his work colleagues. A few Mysteres
try to nurture the seed of kin-
ship in the people around
them, but ultimately it’s a
selfish urge — if the hunter
~ can get the people working
y together, he’ll have an easier
time manipulating them to the benefit of
the local spirits. Whether he uses the influ-
ence of a local church — especially an evan-
gelical church — or by setting himself up as a
medium, bringing people a touch of the spirit
world, he does what he can. Most of his efforts
are doomed to failure, but he tries anyway.
Les Mysteres reserve a special hatred for
werewolves. Unlike other monsters, the half-
beasts have a close connection to the spirit realm, yet they abuse
their gift. Rather than understanding that the real world and spirit world
are interlinked, the beasts try to destroy an area’s spiritual harmony by keeping
flesh and spirit apart. The spirits beg the Mystere to act. Often, the werewolves
don’t realize the implications of what they’re doing. Occasionally though, a
Mysteére comes across a pack that knows full well what they’re doing and what
they’re hurting. The creatures think they’re doing the right thing by policing
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THE TRUTH

Everything that Les Mystéres know is true. They just don’t know
the extent of that truth. Most cells of Spirit Emissaries believe they
hunt werewolves because of the threat the beasts pose to the spirit
world. The truth is far simpler — the spirits drive each Mystére to
fight werewolves, a fact that she later reconciles with her sense of
duty until the spirit doesn’t have to goad her any more. How much of
her other actions are down to the subtle manipulations of spirits and
how much is up to the Mystére herself can vary. It is worth noting
that a Mysteére isn’t ever actually possessed by spirits — she draws
them in herself, using her own force of will. No Mystére would go
along with a spirit’s suggestion without getting something in return.

Despite the wild and varied misinformation from spirits, Les
Mystéres do talk to each other — they are, truly, a confederation of
cults. Comparing and contrasting stories allows them to resist the
wilder claims of many spirits. Their one blind spot is the truth about
werewolves. Spirits the world over, whether they claim to be angels,
saints, or Loa, tell a version of the same story — how the werewolves
want to tear the worlds of flesh and spirit from each other. When
every spirit that deals with a Mystére tells. broadly the same story,
it’s hard to find evidence against it. Some hunters do, whether by
interrogating unsuspecting spirits or actually opening a dialogue with
their enemies. Though they can recruit the help of their local cell,
the other cells and groups that make up Les Mysteres would never
believe them.VWhatever the source, wandering wise-folk among the
Spirit Emissaries know one thing for certain. Something sparked a

creatures of the night. It’s the
oldest duty anyone has.

History

For as long as people
have gathered together, Les
Mysteres have watched over
them. Secular spiritualists trace
their workings back to the
earliest priests and shamans
of animistic religions, while
others prefer to trace their line
back to the spirit-talkers of
their own faiths. Anyone who
works with angels or speaks
with the voice of a prophet
and receives only condemna-
tion in return is likely to be a
Mpystere in spirit if not in fact.

Throughout  history,
these people did the work of
spirits and saints and angels
to keep the people around
them safe. Some of them
became renowned as great

heroes among their people,

war between the shapeshifters and the immaterial a long time ago, il othcro e Ry

and spirits hold grudges for a very long time.

the border between flesh and spirit, never caring for
the very real harm they’re doing by tearing the world
away from its spiritual roots. They even claim to have
the blessing of the moon-spirit — when they can be
bothered to talk to a hunter. Far more often, the only
response a Mystere gets involves fangs and blood and
bone. A very few werewolves understand the damage
that their fellows cause. Sometimes they seek out Les
Mysteres, or a Mystere discovers two packs in bloody
combat. These renegade werewolves reject the moon-
spirit, forsaking the blessing of a powerful patron to
save the rest of the spirit world from their power-
mad cousins. Though a hunter can’t ever fully trust
a werewolf, a temporary alliance with a rebel beast
might just tip the balance against other monsters.
Standing with one foot outside the mundane world,
Les Mysteres see hunting monsters as just one part of
their duty as the medicine-men and wise-women to
the world. But in a world full of monsters, it’s the most
important part of that duty. Despite varying beliefs
and often conflicting means of venerating the spirits,
Mysteres from different cells work together to hunt the

demned as witches. As time
marched on, these tales of
great people become first myths, then children’s sto-
ries. Though individual spirit-talkers did great work,
people thought them unique. No fellows came to
their side when true evil woke from within the bow-
els of the earth. Nobody told them that what they
did was good.

For thousands of years, the Mysteres stood alone.
In many ways, they still do.

As a distributed organization, it’s hard to isolate
the beginning of Les Mysteres as anything more than
unrelated cells of shamans. Most historians put the
origins of the group in West Africa, among the Yo-
ruba people. Individuals who could make direct con-
tact with the Orishas started sharing information be-
tween each other, and trading rituals by which they
could bring the Orisha and Aye into themselves to
save their people from the darkness without. Over
time, they shared ideas and rituals — always in secret
— with others, including the Fon and Ewe peoples.
Slowly, they built a network of support for each other,
weeding out those who could invite the spirits into
them from the other practitioners — and from the
few who had stranger talents.




3

¥ MNE -_-3 o -

 "IPES, MY.STERES #(CONSPIR
ka.‘\ A e % ki . = ¥

RIDPDEN?

If you have Werewolf: The Forsaken, these guys sound like spirit-ridden. And, in a way, they are. The
rules don’t quite apply the same way (unless you want them or need them to, of course), for the
hunters of this conspiracy do not allow the spirits to remain in possession of them. In fact, it’s less
about full-scale possession and more about a kind of spiritual symbiosis.

When ships came and took many members of the
unofficial alliance to the New World, the group ex-
panded throughout the Caribbean, Haiti, the Ameri-
cas, and all the other places where Africans were taken
from their homes to another land to be sold as property.
Unable to identify the priests of the Loa, authorities in
Haiti prosecuted the bokor, the wandering priests who
worked for hire and served groups of slaves and the
Loa both. The persecution spread to New Orleans and
through the rest of Louisiana. The traveling sorcerers
kept to the traditions of their ancestors, training each
other when their paths crossed and seeking out others
who could talk to the Loa. The ocean was no bound-
ary to these new spirit-talkers, as they sent seemingly
innocent messages along with the crew. From a small
collection of like-minded practitioners in West Africa,
the network spread outwards. Though they had never
needed a name before, in the New World they called
their network Les Mysteres, “The Mysteries,” describ-
ing as much their relationship with outsiders as their
ties to each other. (In this way, it became a greeting
between like-minded practitioners: “Do you know the
Mysteries?” “I know the Mysteries.”)

Though originally only slaves brought from the
Fon, Ewe, and Yoruba peoples needed bokor, Les
Mysteres expanded to cover the priests and sorcerers
of other groups of slaves and free blacks both. Soon,
they encountered people in North America who
could talk to the Loa, though these men believed
that they spoke with “angels” or “saints.” Though
pressures of the time ensured that meetings between
Negro Mysteres and their Caucasian protégés re-
mained secret they still happened, and small cells of
Christian Mysteres joined the ranks. From there, they
spread to small mystery cults in the salons of Europe.
The world at that time would’ve been scandalized to
know of the extent of Les Mysteres. Fortunately for
them, it was nearly impossible to trace the network
back. Scattered groups contacted each other, individ-
ual cells talking to each other without the knowledge
of any other members of the group.

Over the years, Les Mysteres found members
from around the world, connecting with cells who
were already members in all but name. Vietnamese
practitioners of Dao Mau (Len Dong goddess venera-

tion that involves spirit possession), Native Ameri-
can spirit-talkers, witch-doctors of African tribes,
confused teens who knew that the talk of spirits really
disguised the actions of saints and angels, priests who
abjured demonic “spirits” to serve their congregation,
and Pentecostal ministers who called the presence of
God into themselves. Members of Les Mysteres cared
only that prospective members had the special touch
necessary to invite a spirit to Ride them — and that
they do so with respect.

The expansion of Les Mysteres led many mem-
bers to some stunning realizations about the world.
While anyone who communed with spirits for long
enough knew about werewolves, the despicable beasts
who would erect a wall between flesh and spirit, the
Spirit Emissaries learned of other threats. In the Deep
South, elitist white vampires came in the night, cer-
tain they could drink a black man dry and nobody
would care — if they could bring themselves to sup
his blood. In Eastern Europe, rough-hewn Reanimat-
ed walked the wilds and looked at the humans they so
crudely aped. In Vietnam and China, bizarre mystics
claiming a heritage beyond the sea took sacrifices to
power their bloody magic. Watching from the out-
side, Les Mysteres saw what was going on, and they
coerced the spirits into giving their aid. Though being
Ridden was originally a tool for members who sought
the insights of gods, the temporary fusion of flesh and
spirit soon became one of the only weapons against
the dangerous creatures who lurked in the shadows.

Despite sweeping changes in the world, from the
Civil Rights movement to the end of Apartheid, Les
Mysteres hasn’t changed. With every new route of
communication they’ve found people who walk the
fine line between spirit and flesh — and forged new
links in the now worldwide network of Spirit Emis-
saries. Without a central authority, or even an idea of
how many Mysteres exist worldwide, no one cell can
try to seize control. Instead, the organization is little
more than a loose confederation of cults, covens, and
like-minded people who happen to share the expe-
rience of being Ridden. Many wouldn’t have it any
other way. An organization would distract them from
the people and the spirits that need their help — and
the monsters that they must hunt.
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Syncretism

Individual cells of Les Mysteres hold to a wide
range of beliefs and practices. It’s hardly surprising —
a revivalist preacher won’t think of vodou rituals save
to condemn them as the Devil’s work. While every
cell knows their way is the right way, and that they
know the truth about the alien spirits that help them,
each cell also accepts that other Mysteres with other

beliefs know things that they don’t. Mysteres thus
face different beliefs head-on, speaking in terms that
both parties will understand — while mentally trans-
lating the conversation into the “right” form. While
the alien abductee might look like a godless hippy to
a Pentecostal preacher, they both likely have things
they can learn, just as a wandering bokor could have
yet more knowledge. Les Mysteres don’t have a shared




language, so each must accommodate the others that
he meets. It’s hard, but it’s the best way forwards.
Rather than choosing one faith over the others,
most Mysteres instead break it down to the simplest
blocks — the entities that possess them are spirits.
One Mystere might take that to mean they’re aspects
of the Holy Spirit, another knows they’re the animis-
tic spirits of everything, and a third knows them as
the Loa and their helpers. It’s an emergent custom
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that where differences of faith get in the way of un-
derstanding, those differences get put aside. Unfortu-
nately, that custom’s not a hard and fast rule. While
lively debates are fine, some cells have severed their
connection over religious disputes. In rare cases, that
leaves a cell of Les Mysteres alone, without a means
of getting in contact with other cells. Either they
strike out alone — a foolhardy proposition, but one
that allows members to retain their pride — or they
mend their differences and look to set up links with
other cells as soon as they are able.

Though it might seem a contradiction of terms,
a rare few atheists are also Mysteres. Some may have
had life-changing experiences that left them able to
channel the underlying forces of the world — or even
put them in contact with the spirit world — without
any religious underpinnings. Though they deal with
the same spirits, other cells often watch these splin-
ter-factions closely. Without the proper respect for
the beings who Ride them, it looks like only a matter
of time before something terrible happens.

Dangerous Liaisons

For all that Les Mysteres believe about the
spirit realm and its relationship with the strange
beasts that prowl the world, one thing remains
constant: by being Ridden, a Mystere allows a spir-
it to merge with her flesh for a time. She actually
voluntarily allows an alien entity — something
that has no real concept of how humans think or
feel — to enter her body. It doesn’t matter what
precautions she takes to retain control, she’s still
doing something that’s more than a little danger-
ous. To a normal person, repeatedly inviting in
different spirits to face down werewolves and pos-
sessed nightmares is more than a little crazy.

There’s no one answer, just as there’s no one
religion underpinning Les Mysteres. Every sect and
cult and study group in the confederation has its own
ideas about why being Ridden is a good thing.

An unnamed group of bokor operating around
New Orleans explain that they don’t have a choice.
The Loa have Ridden their chosen servants since
before anyone can remember. That said, only a few
can command the Loa in the way that they can. Nor-
mally, the Loa take the “horse” (i.e. the possessed) as
their vessel. Those few with the willpower to control
themselves when Ridden have a special gift — shar-
ing a body with a spirit rather than falling to its con-
trol brings a sorcerer closer to Bondye, the creator.

The Starlight Children are a loose confederation
of people who have felt the touch of creatures from
beyond our world. They treat their ability to invite




alien beings into themselves as little more than a
New Age science project. Merging their flesh with
the strange energies of the extraterrestrials often has
bizarre results. The Star Children trust their patrons,
believing that one day they will achieve full union
with the extraterrestrials and lead humanity on to the
next stage of evolution — once they’ve dealt with the
holdovers from an age of “monsters.”

The Bible study group at the Apostolic Pentecos-
tal Church in upstate New York doesn’t believe it’s
drawing on the power of spirits. Theirs is the work of
the Lord. The holy fire that burns through them is a
sign that God requires them to take up arms against
the creatures of Satan. He gives them boons, but they
must prove they are worthy of the Lord’s love — and
his power. To the group, inviting the Lord into their
bodies isn’t even an act of faith; it’s a duty that has
been thrust upon them by their closeness to God.

A band of shamans in Siberia enter ecstatic tranc-
es to commune with the spirit realm, and drag spir-
its who can help them back into their bodies. They
force the spirits to help them, for they are wiser and
stronger, and thus more deserving. While they hold to
the Vigil alongside other Mysteres — it’s hard not to
when almost every spirit condemns the very existence
of werewolves — the shamans actively seek out spiri-
tual power. To share a body with a spirit, to fight it for
control and win, that is the mark of a true shaman. Ev-
ery time they take a spirit’s power, they relish the brief
struggle for control as it affirms their own strength.

Every Mystere has an answer to the question of
why they allow a spirit into their body. Some do it
to get closer to God. Some honestly believe they’re
doing the spirits a favor by giving them a chance to
experience the physical. Others are glad of the rush
that comes from retaining control. And some know
it’s the only way they can make the spirits leave them
alone. Whatever her reason, a Mystere will likely de-
fend her decision to the death. She walks with spirits
now, and it’s not something she could ever give up.

The Crossroads

The metaphor of the crossroads has spread be-
tween the divided sects of Les Mystéres as a means

of defining the areas that a Mystere focuses on as part
of his work. Some Mysteres try to strike a balance
between the four paths, while others focus on one
path over the others — or even denigrate the other
paths. Rather than some metaphor for spiritual devel-
opment, the crossroads is more a tool to understand
where other hunters are coming from, and thus both
their biases and their areas of expertise.

The path leading forward from the crossroads is the
Path of Fellowship. A Mystere who cultivates the for-
ward path uses his hold over the spirit world to make life
a little better for the people around him. Some work from
a position gained in a religion, as a minister, confessor, or
medicine man. Other Mysteres can cultivate the Path of
Fellowship as a detective, a police officer, or a lawyer —
someone who puts people at the forefront of everything
he does. If he focuses on this path, he gains respect and
can call on the people he has helped for aid.

Walking the forwards path to the exclusion of the
others draws the Mystere away from the spirit realm. The
more he settles into his role as a public figure, the more
people turn to him for assistance. Ignoring the spiritual
draws the Mystere from the spirits who grant him power,
making it harder for him to resist the strange creatures
that use his body when he invites them in.

e At the third dot of Status, a Mystére gains two
dots of Allies, drawn from the people he’s helped.

Turning to the left at the crossroads leads to the
Path of Spirit. Cultivating this path involves
more than being Ridden — the Mystere offers
himself to the spirits. Whether she listens to the
commandments of the Holy Ghost or does as
her alien contacts tell her to in dreams, she does
whatever the spirits demand. A few allow spirits
to possess them without being Ridden, offering
the sensations of the physical world to appease
the spirit. Others undertake strange rituals, or try
to change the “feel” of an area to make it more
pleasing to its ephemeral denizens.

Humans shun a Mystére who walks too far along
the Path of Spirit, as she lives her life according
to the insane rules of the spirit-realm. Even her

STATUS
The paths from the crossroads are more than a metaphor.They define a Mystére’s area of focus, the
main reason he’s driven to the Vigil and to contacting the spirit world.

As noted later on, members of Les Mystéres don’t get one fixed bonus for their third dot of Status.
Instead, they get the bonus indicated in the description of their path. Even Mystéres who attempt to
maintain spend more time focused on one path than others, and that shapes their development.
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cellmates can question her sanity — a killer who
tortures his victims isn’t something that a pain-
spirit would worry about, and so the Mystére may
direct her cellmates away from their investiga-
tion. A few take their dedication to the Path of
Spirit to its ultimate conclusion and voluntarily
merge themselves with a spirit. These loose can-
nons, heretics even to Les Mysteres, are the Spir-
it Emissaries’ secret shame.

e At the third dot of Status, a Mystére gains a
+1 modifier on all Occult rolls regarding spirits.
This bonus is in addition to any appropriate Spe-
cialties she may already have.

The right-hand path from the crossroads is
the Path of Beasts. This path represents Les
Mysteres” duty to stop werewolves severing the
link between the spirit and the flesh. This of-
ten leads to werewolves who claim domain over
places or groups of humans, believing themselves
to be at the top of the food chain, but also leads
to vampires, demons, and stranger creatures be-
sides. Focusing on the right-hand path exclu-
sively puts a Mysteére in contact with experts in
tracking, hunting and killing all kinds of mon-
sters. Whether she faces a strange cult’s human
sacrifices or an artificial man, she knows some-
one who can help.

Spending too long dealing with the monsters
that lurk in the shadows drags a Mystere from his
other duties. While hunting beasts benefits the
spirits, they often resent being used as little more
than tools. A Mystere who goes too far must al-
ways remember where he gets his power from,
and pay his respects, just as he must remember
the people around him. Some days it’s too easy to
classify the world into different kinds of monster,
becoming overly judgmental and driving away
people and spirits who could help.

e At the third dot of Status,
the Mystere gains two dots of
contacts, each of whom is an
expert in one kind of super-
natural creatures.

At the crossroads, one path
leads behind the Mystere.
That'’s the Path of the Soul.
If she walks the backward
path, she must turn her gaze
inwards. She focuses on how
the things that she now
knows to be true reflect on
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what she has been taught. A bokor must serve the
Loa and the people both, and walking the Path
of the Soul leads her to question if she has in
fact been doing that. A Catholic boy allows the
saints to strengthen him, but focuses on his duties
before God. A Parsi outcaste must still take the
dead to a Tower of Silence, even when terrible
creatures are abroad in the world.

Spending too long on the Path of the Soul leads
to inaction. While living up to his religious ob-
ligations is undoubtedly a good thing, his duties
as a Mystere demand that he takes action to fur-
ther the ties between spirit and flesh. Working on
his soul without interference from the spirits can
help re-center a Mystere, but he must be careful
not to drive off the very beings who aid him, los-
ing their respect and blessing.

e At the third dot of Status, the Mystere adds
one to his Resolve when resisting supernatural
powers that attempt to control his mind.

The decentralized nature of Les Mysteres makes
them very easy for spirits to manipulate. The
majority of Mystere cells follow the Path of the
Beast, focusing on monster-hunting to the detri-
ment of their other activities. Most of the other
sects follow the Path of the Spirit, and it’s easy
for spirits to redirect Mysteres from there back to
killing werewolves. Indeed, even Mysteres who
walk the Path of Fellowship do so more to main-
tain a cover-story than to actually help people.
Only the Path of the Soul remains free of spiritu-
al manipulation, requiring as it does the Mystere
to close herself off, and focusing on the backward
path makes it much harder for her to gain status.

Traditionally, Mysteres refer to the crossroads as if
they stood at it — one path to the front, one each
to the left and the right, and one to the back. Some
sects prefer to associate paths to compass points: to

WHO LEADS?

The spirits do their best to influence Les Mysteres, but they’re not in
total control. It’s important to remember that spirits don’t act with
one mind or one voice. Beyond each spirit’s obsession with its aspect
spirits don’t share a common motivation.

Les Mystéres are aware that the spirit world would manipulate
them into doing nothing but its bidding. That’s why they devised the
crossroads to begin with — to recognize the influence of the spirits
in a Mystere’s life. It’s not a perfect system, but it works often enough
— though tales of Mystéres who fall completely under a spirit’s spell
never seem to spread far through the network.
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Protestant and Pentecostal Christians, the backward
path leads east, for example, though that doesn’t af-
fect the associations of each direction.

The Hunt

Les Mysteres don’t go out looking for monsters
to hunt. Qutside of specific circumstances, they see
no benefit in targeting creatures that don’t harm
anyone. In the end, each encounter with the super-
natural is something the Mystere judges worthy of his
involvement. Several factors can skew his judgment
— if a spirit he trusts warns him of something bad,
or he hears of werewolves stepping up their activi-
ties, he’s going to check it out. Other times, he can
afford to be lenient — a vampire who keeps a spirit
of pain or hunger happy, or who employs a lot of peo-
ple above minimum wage is a force for good, until
the spirit falters or his workers turn up dead. Indeed,
many Mysteres don’t see a problem in working with
monsters temporarily — as long as the Mystere gets
something out of the deal. When the monster turns,
at least the Mystere has plenty of inside information
he can use in his hunt.

Some alliances of convenience pan out over the
longer term. A monster may need the services of a
mystic or medicine man, or may see nothing wrong
in helping hunters if it nets the creature an ally in
an otherwise unlikely place. The pressure on the
Mystere doesn’t come from the monster’s existence,
or from other hunters, but from its effect on the lo-
cal people and spirits. Witches, vampires, and strange
cultists all gravitate towards the upper echelons of
human society, while most Mysteres remain steadi-
ly working-class by virtue of their place in society.
Working closely across the divide of privilege can be
hard, forcing her to choose between her newfound
ally and the strange beings that grant her power.

Many Mysteres work with other monster-hunt-
ers, especially groups drawn from the people they
meet and help every day. Many such cells support no
ties to other compacts or conspiracies, being little
more than individuals “sponsored” by the Mystere.
A close-knit cell can be a blessing, but it can also
really hurt — if the rest of her cell can only turn to
her for support, it’s a lot easier for threats to over-
whelm them by targeting the Mystere. It doesn’t help
that these disparate people put their trust in someone
who knowingly invites strange and terrible creatures
into her body. Other cells contain hunters who also
have ties to larger organizations. Though they bring
valuable expertise, these cells bring their own ideas
on how to deal with monsters — with the Mystere

s

relegated to advisor rather than mentor, it’s harder for
her to argue the position of the spirits and have her
cell listen At worst, her cell may strike at a spirit that
they believe is poisoning the area — a spirit that the
Mpystere has had contact with before.

The Enemy

Despite the range of beasts that walk the world,
Les Mysteres focus most of their attention on were-
wolves. That doesn’t mean they don’t encounter oth-
er creatures — a feral creature could be a werewolf, a
bestial vampire, or something stranger. All kinds of
monsters can rouse the ire of spirits, some by their
very presence. Reanimated monsters seem to unite
mobs people against them — something that Les
Mysteres finds very useful — while victims of alien
abduction or spiritual visitation may find a monstrous
doppelganger on their doorstep.

Werewolves

Every Mystere knows something about were-
wolves. They disrupt the spirit world with their very
presence, and whether a Mystere talks with the saints
or receives a download from mysterious aliens, she
hears the same story. Some Mystéres encounter were-
wolves who run in packs and change form with ease.
Others see desperate men and women sheltering in
sacred animal skins and roaming in the shape of a
beast. A few share stories of stranger creatures: men
and women who change into crows, rats, and even
cockroaches. In all cases, what really matters is not
how a creature changes shape or what beast gives it
power, but how it uses that power. A frenzied beast
pays no regard to its surroundings, and werewolves
are no different — they destroy people and spirits
both with little regard for the world. They’re berserk
killers who disrupt the world by their presence. At
least, that’s what the spirits tell Les Mysteres.

All too often, that information is borne out by
experience. A pack of werewolves marks out territory
they use as a base of operations. Anyone moving in on
their territory is a threat — even a Mystere who has
served the spirits there all her life. Many werewolves
can sense those spirits that flock around her, and thus
consider her a threat. There’s no use talking — noth-
ing the Mystere can say would change their minds. The
hatred between werewolves and spirits seems mutual,
and sooner or later the two will fight. Some wretched
creatures have no connection with the spirit world,
but that doesn’t mean they have no effect. A werewolf
of any kind has a tight core of rage within, and that
rage is strong enough to warp the resonance around
him. That makes him very dangerous.
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Storytellers and players familiar with Werewolf: The Forsaken or Skinchangers are probably
wondering just how much Les Mystéres know and where they’re just plain wrong. Note that individual
sects and cults may know more or less than this at the Storyteller’s discretion.

* Les Mysteres recognize the difference between Skinchangers and other shapeshifters, though not between
therianthropes (detailed in Changing Breeds and The War Against The Pure) and Uratha.

* Les Mysteres know there’s no love lost between the spirit world and werewolves, though they
don’t know the real reason why — the spirits prefer an easily-digested lie to the truth about

Father Wolf.

* While Les Mystéres knows there exists a difference between Pure and Forsaken, they think
the Forsaken are the ones in charge and the Pure are dangerous rebels — the underdogs who

deserve a Mysteére’s help.

» Though Mystéres know werewolves gather in packs, they don’t know that these packs need a
totem spirit to function — indeed, they don’t realize that some spirits aren’t antagonistic toward

werewolves.

* A few Mysteres know that the Forsaken are tied to the moon.They don’t know how the moon-
phases tie to Auspice roles, and conflate Tribe and Auspice in their ideas of hunting roles.

*» Again, Mysteres know of Gifts but not the rationale behind them — they believe werewolves steal
the powers of spirits to enhance their own power.

* Mystéres know about Lunacy, but add their dots in the Ridden Endowment to their Willpower

to resist it.

» Mysteres know little of the differing Ranks and Byzantine rules of the spirit world. They know
enough to tell the difference between a “greater” and “lesser” spirit, but that’s about the limit of

their knowledge.

* Conversely, all Mystéres are aware that spirits have Bans — though spirits guard their weaknesses,
they aren’t perfect, and Les Mystéres are quick to capitalize on anything that gives them a tiny

edge over a spirit.

* Most Mysteres know spirits can possess people temporarily, but think that it’s the same as being
Ridden, with the host retaining control. They don’t know that the Merged are anything to do with
spirits, only that they draw a lot of spiritual attention.

* Many Mysteres have an idea of some areas that are important to spirits, but haven’t made the
jump from that to realizing the importance of Loci.

For their part, it’s hard for most werewolves to work out that a Mystere being Ridden by a spirit
isn’t either Urged or Claimed, and most packs who encounter one will likely react accordingly. Les
Mystéres is, at its base,a loose confederation of spirit cults. Members open themselves to possession,
making them excellent foils for werewolves of any stripe.

Les Mysteres understand some of the social struc-
tures that werewolves hold to, simply because that
makes them easier to attack. Werewolves unaware of
the spirit world act a lot like inexperienced groups
of hunters — they may band together for protection,
but they’re ultimately isolated. While some maintain
ties to the human world, those are relatively easy for
the Mystere to break. Once she’s cut off their support,
the pack turns inwards. Sometimes, that’s all it takes.
She doesn’t even have to make her presence known if
she can alter the resonance around the pack’s hideout

— spirits of distrust, trickery, and deception can turn
the werewolves against each other in a bloody frenzy.
At worst, she has to mop up the few survivors.

Many werewolves acknowledge their tie to the
spirit world, though their understanding doesn’t bear
much resemblance to the practices of any Mystere
sect. Most beasts revel in their power, striking against
spirits whenever the urge takes them. Les Mysteres
know that more than raw power shields them from
spiritual retaliation. For some reason, the spirit of the
moon itself shields them from the worst repercussions
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of their actions, permitting werewolves to act as their
instincts take them. It's up to Les Mysteres in their
role as agents of the spirit world to teach them respon-
sibility. Packs of moon-touched werewolves aren’t as
susceptible to manipulation as their spirit-blind cous-
ins, so a Mystere has to attend to the matter person-
ally. Physical confrontation is dangerous, but she’s
got the might of the spirit world on her side. Though
she could recruit people to help — especially if she
can arm them with silver weapons — her compan-
ions would lose it as soon as the werewolf changed.
Enough Mysteres have tried that every group knows
the tactic to be useless. Many Mysteres have the same
problem early on, though as their connection to the
spirit realm strengthens, they gain a slow immunity to
the strange fear that werewolves exude.

Les Mysteres know three different roles that were-
wolves can take. Many are nothing more than rag-
ing beasts, channeling their power into raw strength.
Though they are the majority, most lose themselves in
the thrill of battle, using their physical ability in place
of useful tactics, and that gives a thinking hunter a
chance to strike. Almost as populous are werewolves
who stalk their prey, able to track anything over vast
distances and strike from the shadows with incredible
power. A few embody dominance, channeling their
inner rage to control aspects of the world around
them much as they command other werewolves.

Fighting werewolves head on is suicidal, even for
a Mystere who invites the Gods to share his body.
Instead, he must apply the werewolves’ own tactics
against them. He must become a predator, laying
traps in their hideout while they’re responding to a
spiritual decoy elsewhere, and striking from the shad-
ows when the werewolves let their guard down.

A small number of werewolves seem to under-
stand the effect they have on the mysterious patrons
of Les Mysteres. These shapeshifters deliberately turn
their backs on their fellows, striking against them in
the same way as Les Mysteres. Some of them make
their presence known to the hunters. Though rare,
these “Pure” werewolves can be powerful allies to a
Mystere dedicated to salving the spirit world’s wounds
— provided he can deal with the werewolf’s odd spit-
itual compulsions.

Other Monsters

Though Les Mysteres react with hostility when-
ever werewolves are involved, the Spirit Emissaries
don’t focus exclusively on beasts who walk as men.
Depending on her beliefs, a Mystere may prefer to ig-
nore specific monsters it they help maintain the bal-
ance of the spirit world — whether they know that’s

it

what they’re doing or not. She may even protect it
from other hunters, all in the name of balance. It’s up
to each sect, cult, and coven to decide what atrocities
they’re willing to allow in the name of the bigger pic-
ture. Of course, those hunters then have to deal with
a creature they once defended when it turns on them,
or pollutes the spiritual landscape.

Les Mysteres’ understanding of the spirit world
colors what each sect knows of the creatures they
hunt. A few engage in deep study, looking to scrip-
ture or legend for ideas of how to fight a threat. They
then share their ideas with other cells through the
network, and learn from other groups in return. All
but the most remote hunters see some benefit. Most
Mysteres don’t write their ideas down, meaning that
every generation has to discover some facets of a
monster’s capabilities for themselves.

What the Western world calls “vampires,” Les
Mpysteres believe to be a blend of flesh and spirit. A
weak-willed person (often dying) leaves himself open
to possession by a spirit of hate, pain, blood, or even
addiction. By the time anyone notices a change, it’s
already too late — the spirit merges with the host’s
body, transforming him into a living addiction with
physical form and an unquenchable thirst for human
blood. Though Les Mysteres focus on helping spirits,
some remain beyond redemption — especially those
who steal human bodies in a perverse reflection of
Les Mysteres’ own Ridden rituals. A Mystére has a
duty to destroy the vampire, freeing the human host
and banishing the spirit. On occasion, vampires can
prove valuable allies. Their merged state no longer
ages, and the spirit retains the host’s memories and
knowledge. With judicious use of Influence, he can
gather temporal power beyond the dreams of most;
and some offer their assistance in exchange for the
Mpystere leaving them be — or hunting their foes. At
best, any alliance would be temporary. By leaving a
vampire alive, Les Mysteres give out the message to
other spirits that it’s fine to steal human lives for their
own.

Many witches remain a mystery to the Spirit Emis-
saries. They’re human, rather than the unholy fusion of
vampires, yet every witch wields incredible powers. As
far as any Mystere can tell, witches breach the barrier
between the physical and spiritual world, and spend so
long in the otherworld that a small part of them reso-
nates with powerful spirits. Back in the physical world,
they must use warped rituals to channel that spirit’s
Influences. Some instead traffic with spirits directly,
summoning and binding the ephemeral to their will.
While the rituals that allow a spirit to Ride a Mystere
have spiritual sanction, the rituals of a witch have no




such protection. Even if the spirit begs for the witch to
help it, the witch still wields power that he has no right
to in order to “help” it. When dealing with witches,
most Mysteres prefer to watch and wait. If the witch
appears genuine, and doesn’t force his will on the ethe-
real, they might even strike a deal — hoping to draw
the attention of his spiritual master.

A few Mysteres encounter strange doppelgang-
ers, creatures of spirit that mimic people. One looks
like the clerk at the corner store but a heart made
of brass cogs, while another brings to mind a missing
child, but with a body of twigs and leaves. Most spirits
would merge with a host, stealing a body and memo-
ries, but for some reason the doppelganger comes to
take the place of its double in a created body. Though
they’re very dangerous, without the fundamental un-
derstanding of a creature born to the physical world a
doppelganger is easy prey for a clever hunter.

Demons intrigue those Mysteres who encounter
them, and nobody quite knows what to make of them.
One Mystere may command demons into her own
flesh, and views those who tempt normal people as
creatures that she must educate on their proper place.
Another Mystere believes demons to be spirits who
break through into the physical world without going
through the proper channels. Whatever the case, de-
mons aren’t dangerous because they’re a threat to be
fought; they’re more a symptom of spiritual corrup-
tion in an area — and a sign that the Mystere isn’t
doing her duty.

Perhaps the greatest foe Les Mysteres face is also
their most powerful ally — the spirit world. For all
that they aid a Mystere, spirits aren’t human. More
importantly they don’t think like humans. Each spirit
is totally dedicated to what it is. It knows nothing of
humanity, and expecting it to have the best interests
of anything beyond itself at heart is foolish in the ex-
treme. While most Mysteres will turn a blind eye to
spirits that cross into the physical world, those who
take human bodies or merge their ephemera with
flesh must be stopped. Other spirits can’t resist con-
densing their ephemeral forms into a strange kind of
flesh and blood. A Mystere has a duty to the human
as well as the spiritual world, so when she encounters
such a spirit she must strike against it.

Only Human

Les Mysteres don’t stop at supernatural threats.
Many human threats have terrible repercussions in
the spirit realm. A serial killer stalking the back-
streets isn’t any more supernatural than anyone else.
He’s very human — but he doesn’t think like most
humans. To the killer, there’s nothing wrong with
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slaughtering people. Spirits of pain, hate, and death
flock to him, while loss and desperation crowd his
victims’ families. Their presence unbalances the spir-
its, throwing the fabric of the world out of line. When
a killer hits closer to home, a Mystére may give him
a taste of the fear that he inflicts in his victims — or
just remove him from the world without a thought.

Cultists present another problem, but a more in-
sidious one. The real evil of a cult isn’t in sacrifices or
worshipping dark gods. A cultist turns his back on his
friends and family, at least those who don’t join the cult
themselves. Everything he does, he does to further the
cult’s agenda. Some reward members with money or
success in the real world. Others give nothing back but
asense of belonging. A dangerous few give otherworld-
ly power and the patronage of disturbing and powerful
spirits. The effect of a cult on the people around them
is like a parasite feeding off an animal — the cultists
take what they want and give nothing back. Their ac-
tions impact the spirit world, but often slowly enough
that it looks like a natural change. Often, the first sign
of a cult that a Mystere notices comes long after the
sickness has taken root. And like any sickness, he’s got
a tricky job removing the cult without harming the in-
nocent people around it.

Hunters

You've felt the touch of the Loa since an early
age. Rather than accepting it, you rebelled — the
inner-city doesn’t need a bokor. You didn’t want to
become one of those crusty old bastards who stand in
silent judgment over everyone. Even when your gang
started cutting you out, only coming to you when
they needed something, you figured it was just time
to move on. Someone else told your gramps, and he
took you to see some friends of his. Told you that you
had a duty. That was six months ago. You're starting
to accept your fate, but some days you just want to see
your old friends again.

You saw the Beast up close on a church camping
trip. A man with the soul of an animal tore through
your camp, and you're the only one who remembered.
Soon after, the saints and angels began whispering
to you. You daren’t tell anyone what you heard, but
your gardener heard you shouting at them one day.
He didn’t tell your parents. Instead, he told you that
you’d been chosen by the Lord. He brought you to a
gathering downtown, and you learned the truth. The
Reverend still scares you, but he’s the only friend you
have right now.

You woke up atop the Mesa three months ago.
You hadn’t any ID, just a hundred bucks in used




bills. You went down to
Grand Junction, hop-
ing to find work, but
with no name and no
apartment you couldn’t
get anything for long.
Other people stood
apart from you when
you tried to save them
from strange creatures,
but it wasn’t until you
met the medicine man
that you realized why:
they couldn’t see the
spirits around them. He
could, and he showed
you how to use them
to great effect. Were-
wolves took him less
than a week later.
You've only caught
glimpses of them since,
but one of them looks
awfully familiar.

You were driving
home one night when

STEREOTYPES

The Bear Lodge: We can’t be everywhere at once, but these people
sometimes do our work for us, striking down a werewolf who has angered
the local spirits. Though members of the Lodge remain ignorant of the
real impact of their hunt, that doesn’t diminish their usefulness. | know
some Mystéres join their hunts, acting as a guiding hand, while others
prefer to leave them to their flawed understanding.

The Cheiron Group: | saw a group of men take away the body of a
werewolf in an ambulance. | didn’t realize at the time, but they took it
for study. I've seen them since, watching me and my hunt, waiting for me
to find something else for their research. Their field agents can handle
themselves, but | don’t like being used.

The Lucifuge: Though the angels and demons in the world ride me, |

remain in control.These children of the Devil do as well, though | can only
imagine how they keep their mind from the sway of the demon within.
I’'ve made myself known to them in case they need any help. So far we'’ve
only talked, but I’'m sure we’ll be able to help each other when the time
comes.

Null Mysteriis: Occasionally, someone who has trouble with a spirit
doesn’t know to contact a Mystére. Instead, they get in touch with
scientists and thinking-men, people without a shred of spirit in their soul.
They go on about energy readings and strange concepts, but they’ve no
idea what they’re really dealing with. If you're lucky, you can make one
listen long enough for him to be useful, but the others never seem to
listen to him.

a shaft of light pinned
your car in place.
Strange creatures probed you and filled your head
with a wonderful vision of how the world would
be when they shared their bounty with humanity.
Nobody believed you. Co-workers joked about the
“little grey men,” even when you told them that
the creatures were sentient energy. One night you
went along to see the Starlight Children, a group of
people who'd had the same experiences. They un-
derstood your story, and gave you the tool to con-
tact the aliens once again. Now you just have to
make people ready for their coming.

You read all the stories in the tabloids, like
werewolves living plain as day in the modern city.
Of course, you knew better than that — until you
saw a whole bunch of them tear your apartment su-
per into four pieces. A couple of old friends of his
came by, and asked what happened. For some rea-
son, you told them the truth. They didn’t call you
crazy, but they did ask if you wanted to do something
about it. You said yes, and they showed you what he
really did down in the basement. You don’t really
care about the people in your block, but you do care
about killing those beasts. Fortunately, that’s what
the spirit you deal with want as well.

Factions

Without any real organization between the dis-
parate member groups, it’s hard for Les Mysteres to
have any kind of factions. Over time, different cells
have organized themselves into rough collectives
based around their personal views of the spirit world
and how they tie in to their religious views.

The Children of the Loa have members from ev-
ery stripe — from the Catholic girl who talks with the
saints to the inner-city bokor, and from the Dao Mau
to Pentecostal glossolalia. Their main belief is that
the spirits are either servants or aspects of a greater
force — whether that’s the Christian God, a benevo-
lent creator, or some stranger force. Their beliefs can
cloud their understanding of the spirit realm: angels
have limitations on their behavior that most spirits
do not. This makes it easy for spirits to manipulate
Children of the Loa. Many of them walk the Path of
Beasts, striking out in the names of a hundred gods.
Only a few seek to divine their place in the world
through the Path of the Soul. Their faith gives these
Mysteres a direction that some others lack, and some
strike at mundane concerns including drug dealers
and organized crime just as they attack werewolves.



Servants of the spirits first and foremost, the
Spirit-Chained incorporate Siberian ecstatic sha-
mans, African animists, many Native American
medicine-men, and some — but by no means all —
of the African Diaspora religions. Their defining trait
is the belief that the spirits, by whatever name, are
a fundamental part of the world. There are no Gods
above or forces beyond, just the world of flesh and
the world of spirit. Many members walk the Path of
Spirit willingly, at the behest of their patrons, while
others prefer to use the spirits’ power to help people
on the Path of Fellowship. These Mysteres are by far
the most insular. Some of them refuse to induct new
members who haven’t grown up in the right culture,
while others don’t even trust Les Mysteres without
their immaterial allies’ say-so. On the other hand,
there’s nobody better at understanding a spirit’s moti-
vations than a member of a Spirit-Chained cell.

Transcendent Mysteres form the smallest faction
of Les Mysteres, containing by default any cell, coven,
or cult that rejects both of the other labels. New Age
crystal-wavers who draw in personal energies, people
who bond with phase-shifted aliens, or modern oc-
cultists who use creatures from the subconscious mind
to empower themselves. Their outlandish ideas about
spirits do make it harder for them to manipulate these
Mysteres, but their uniqueness is also their failing —
they have an even harder time adapting new rituals
to invite a spirit to Ride them. Other Transcendents
reject the idea just starting to bud among sects of the
other factions, the idea that Les Mystéres need to
organize and start acting as an organization. Rather,
they see the Spirit Emissaries’ loose connections be-
tween cells as their great strength. Individual cults
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can come up with wildly different solutions to the
same problem, and sharing that information allows

others to find something that works.
Status

Among Les Mysteres, Status reflects both spiri-
tual power and a Mystere’s reputation in the spirit
world. A bokor in Baton Rouge may live her whole
life without rising in the spirits’ esteem, while some
Mysteres hold the spirits’ attention from birth. The
lack of even an informal hierarchy makes reputation
among the spirits the only signifier of how important
a given Mystere is at any time.

e You've felt the touch of something from be-
yond this world, and understand that you must
spend your life on the outside. Only a few spirits
come when you call, but you still have the option
of spending Merit dots on Ridden rituals.

e ¢ e You know well the feeling of a spirit infusing
your body, and you've seen first-hand the dam-
age werewolves can do. You've spent time on one
path or another that leads from the crossroads,
and gain the benefit noted for your path (see
“The Crossroads,” p. 110).

e e e 00 You know well what dangers threaten peo-
ple who aren’t careful. You've also felt the touch of
powerful spirits, and you know what it is to have
a duty that burns with the force of a spirit’s ban.
You've helped people, you've hurt people, but you
know that everything is part of the great cycle of
the world. Other Mysteres value your input, and
often send promising students to you, giving you
the equivalent of a three-dot Retainer.

(CONSPIRACY)
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TOLD ME

BY MATT MCFARLAND
A FUN FAMILY VACATION THROUGH THE FOLKLORE AND MYTHOLOGY OF AMERICA

It might be morbid, but I have to admit I’m curious
about who’s going to show up at Uncle Don’s funeral.

Uncle Don’s pretty old to have a nephew my age.
He’s in his 70s and I’m only 24. My grandparents had
him and my father almost 15 years apart (interspersed
with a bunch of others, but my dad and Uncle Don are
the ones that everybody thinks of when they say “the
Clannan kids”). When I was born, Don was almost 50.
That messes with my mind even now. When [ was in
grade school, he was retiring. He was an “old person.”
When you’re a kid, it’s hard to grasp that adults ever had
a life, ever did anything beyond what they do every day
that you see them.

And yet, every time [ talked to Don, I learned some-
thing new. I didn’t learn that he’d been married or had
been in the Army until I was 12. Once I interviewed him
for a history project and | found out that, at one point, he
spoke six languages (until the dementia set in, he could
still get by in German and French, but had lost the oth-
ers).
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One of the things | learned about Don pretty early on
— [ was about 11 at the time — was that he loved weird
stories. The first one he told me was this one:

White folks wince when they say “black” or
“colored” when they’re talking about a person,
but the black folks have their own legends and
their own weird stories. What kind depends on
where you are; but when | was about your fa-
ther’s age and | was living in Mississippi with my
wife, | had a colored friend. Now, remember this
was about the same time that the schools were
first getting integrated and the Civil Rights Move-
ment was in full swing, and | lived in Mississippi.
| got some letters for being friendly with Marlon,
let me tell you, but those cowards could go hang
for all | cared.

Anyway, Marlon and | went walking one night.
His wife was pregnant and we had to get her
some ice cream or something. Women get funny




when they’re with child, you know. We looked
across the street and we saw a man we’d never
seen before. He was hunched over and wore

a big hat and a long shirt, and his skin looked
wrong. There was enough light to see he was
colored, but his skin was pasty and pale, almost
yellow.

Now, | didn’t know what that might mean, and
| was all set to yell to him or wave, but Marlon
grabbed my hand. “Don’t, Don,” he said. “That’s
a yorka.” Of course, | didn’t know what a yorka
was, and | raised my hand anyway.

That man in the hat walked across the street
to us, and Marlon started cursing under his
breath. He said, “Don, don’t say a word to it.
Keep walking with me, don’t say a word. If you
ever trust me, trust me now.”

Well, | didn’t know why, but when a friend
asks you something important, you know it. So
| didn’t say a word, and Marlon and me and
the man — the yorka — kept walking along the

sidewalk. And every so often I'd look up and see
Marlon, and he’'d look over at me, and he was
just scared to death. He had his wedding ring in
his hand, off his finger, and he was squeezing it
tight. And | started to get scared, too, because
Marlon wasn't a fearful man.

We kept walking and soon we saw the cor-
ner store around the next bend, and saw a few
teenagers — white kids — on the corner smok-
ing cigarettes and acting tough. And they saw
Marlon and me and one of them asked, “What
are you two” — and he called us something |
won’t repeat — “doing out here?” And we didn’t
even acknowledge him, because we were too
busy looking around for the yorka. But it was long
gone, probably going off to find someone else
who’d walk with it.

A yorka’s like a ghost, you see. It used to be
a man — or a woman, | guess — but all that’s left
now is something pale and dead and lost. Marlon
never told me what would have happened if we’d
spoken to it, and | never dared ask him, either.
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THE REAL GHOSTS
OF MISSISSIPPI

What may seem to be an old and abandoned
home from years ago may still hold secrets from
long ago. This home in particular in Hattiesburgh,
Mississippi was the scene of a grisly murder
spree.

Local legend has it that a poor sharecrop-
per butchered his own family to death with the
very axe he used to chop firewood. Local legend
also says that late at night you can see a ghostly
canlde light show through the windows and tiny
bloody handprints appear .

The story doesn’t end there however...the
man later was found 20 miles away in the middle
of a field...with his head chopped off. The twist
being it looked like he had done it to himself with
the same axe he butchered his family with.

That was the kind of story he liked to tell. I asked
my father about the yorka story the day after Don first
told it to me. I guess I thought Don made it up, made up
the whole thing, just to scare or entertain me. My father
told me he didn’t know anything about ghosts, but he did
know that Don had lived in Mississippi during the Civil
Rights Movement and did have a black friend named
Marlon, and that Marlon’s daughter Lisa was born not
long before Don moved up north. That was the last time I
ever doubted one of Don’s weird stories.

When I was in middle school, I went on a big-time
military kick. I learned all the military jargon, the names
and classifications of military weapons, where the US
has forces deployed, and so on. I harangued Don to death
about it, because my father never served in the Army. He
answered my questions honestly and good-naturedly a lot
longer than I would have in his situation, but the answers
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he gave started getting vague. That winter, the power
went out during a family Christmas party. My parents
and some other relations lit some candles and played
cards. My uncle hates card games, so he and I sat by
the fire and talked. Of course, I started asking questions
about his Army experiences, and finally I asked why he
never gave details. He leaned forward and told me this:

Honestly, Mike, I’'m having trouble remem-
bering what I’'m allowed to tell you and what I'm
not. Some of the things | saw and did, | had to
promise I'd never talk about, but it's been too
long and | don’t remember everything that’s
supposed to be a secret. | guess | can tell you
about this one thing that happened during boot,
though.

| did boot camp not far from where your
Auntie Leila lives now, and | hated it. You know |
don’t mind getting up and running and so on, but
there wasn’t much to do when you weren't train-
ing except sleep and read and play cards. Any-
way, one night four friends and | — | remember
one fellow’s name was Pete, but we all called
him Pie, and another was Chuck, but darned if
| remember the other two — we got a weekend
pass and we went into town. We thought we’d
see a movie or something, but then Pie got the
bright idea to go to a girlie show. Wasn'’t my
idea, but Pie was pretty insistent, so we all went
and watched the girls dance.

Well, those girls were nothing special. A
girl who gets up and dances for drunk soldiers
only does it because she’s got no other skills
to pay her rent. ’'m not saying she’s wrong for
doing it, just that it takes sort of a boring person
to do it and a boring person to watch it. There
was one girl that even | had to sit up and watch,
though. She had her own bit where she danced
by herself, and her name was Sadie. She was
thin — not like your sister where you can see
her ribs but slender like a snake. She was pale
and pretty, and she had these big blue eyes
you could see from the back row. And Pie just
leaned closer and closer and tried to wave her
over, and she just ignored him and sat in fel-
lows’ laps and blew in their ears and so on. And
all the time, Pie’s nudging me and the other
guys and saying, “Do you see her? Ain’t she
beautiful?” We all thought she was, but he was
really going nuts.




After a while, Sadie left the stage and the
boring girls came back on, and | told Pie it was
time we were going. The other boys agreed, but
Pie said he wanted to go back and talk to Sadie.
We all told him not to be an idiot; probably lots
of guys tried that and they were all turned away,
but he insisted, so we all waited for him out by
the car.

We waited there for almost an hour, and
Chuck was all ready to go in and drag him out
when the door opened and out steps Pie. It was
just after midnight, which wasn’t so late for us,
but Pie looked like he’d been up for a week. He
looked sick, and when we talked to him, he took
an extra few seconds to answer anything we
asked. | knew he wasn’t well, so we RTB’d and
turned him over to the infirmary.

Next day, we found out he’d been sent home
on a Section 8. He never answered our letters
or our calls.

Chuck and | went back to that club to find
that Sadie, but when she performed that night,
it was different. She wasn’t so pretty, her eyes
were brown and she’d even put on a little
weight. She looked normal and boring, like any
of those other girls.

| think something rode on that girl that night,
like a ghost or a demon. Maybe she asked it to
help her, to make her less boring, or maybe it
just landed on her and used her. Anyway, that’s
not the weirdest thing that happened to me in the
Army, but at least | know | can tell you that story
and Uncle Sam won’t come looking for you.

Don and I didn’t talk often when I was in college. I
got a scholarship and wound up several hundred miles

from home. We talked occasionally, but I was in college:

I had a new set of friends, and I didn’t have much to do
with family during that time. The weekend before my
21st birthday, he called me. I was living in an apartment
with two other guys, and | remember | was crashed out
on the couch in the middle of the afternoon — nursing
an absolutely awful hangover — when my phone rang.
When I answered, it was Don. “I’m out in the parking
lot,” he said. “Come on, let’s go have lunch.”

It turned out he was just in town visiting a buddy and

decided to drop by. That’s what he said, anyway. Look-
ing back now, I think he had at least two other reasons

for coming into town. One, of course, was to see me

and straighten my neglectful ass out. We sat there at
lunch and he laid it all down for me — how much my
parents missed me, and how little time we all had in the
grand scheme of things. He didn’t want me to feel guilty,
though. Like I said, he had another reason to be in town,
but I didn’t put the pieces together until much later.

I called my parents that night, | bought a train ticket
home, and we all went out for dinner on my birthday. I
didn’t touch a drop of alcohol that night. Don and I got
talking about drinking, and that’s when I found out he’d
been a recovering alcoholic for 10 years. I asked him
what had put him on the wagon, thinking maybe my
father had found out and helped him straighten out. Of
course it wasn’t that simple:

You know why they call booze “spirits?” Yeah,
me neither. But about 10 years ago, something
happened that got me thinking. | was visiting a
friend of mine up near where you go to school.
Same guy | was visiting when | came over to see
you, actually.

Anyhow, | drove out there and | was already
drunk when | left. The thing about real alkies, we
start drinking early, and we learn how to function
while we're drunk. I've never once been stopped
for DUI, and that drive wasn’t any different. |
pulled into my friend’s driveway — Anthony’s his
name — and when | got out, | near fell over from
the heat and from the drink. Anthony came off his
porch and helped me to a chair, and all the while
he’s saying, “Shit, Don, | told you to lay off,” like
it's easy to quit or something. | sat down in the
shade and drank some iced tea with him, and
then he showed me around his house. He had
just bought it, see, that’s why | was visiting.

Well, it was a nice enough place, but pretty
much normal, except for the basement. The base-
ment had a dirt floor, and I'd never seen that
before, so | asked Anthony. He told me the previ-
ous owner had torn up the concrete there and had
planned on doing something with the space — lay-
ing new concrete, hard wood, he didn’t know — but
had died of a stroke one night and hadn’t left any
kin. So now Anthony wasn’t sure what to do.

That basement, Mike, was weird. | mean, |
was still drunk when | walked downstairs, but the
minute my feet touched the floor | sobered up. I'd
been drinking all day, but as soon | stepped off
that last stair onto that dirt floor, | was cold sober
and scared half to death.
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There was something in that basement, and |
don’t mean it was rats or big spiders or anything
like that. There was something down there, and |
couldn’t see or hear it; but | knew it just the same.
Now, Anthony, he didn’t even blink. He’s walking
around, saying “maybe hardwood, maybe a pool
table,” and I'm just nodding my head like an idiot.

We went upstairs, and his wife Jenny was
waiting in the kitchen. My eyes met hers, and she
knew, just like | did, that there was something
down there. We both nodded to each other, |
think, but we both knew we couldn’t say anything,
because what do you say? Bright summer after-
noon, sunlight streaming in the kitchen window,
yellow doggie sacked on the floor, iced tea in the
pitcher? What could you say?

That’'s why you don’t see yorkas or weird stuff
like that by day, Mike. They know to keep to their
basements and their street corners and their holes

and their darkness. But now | knew where they hid.

| tried to talk to Anthony about it that night, but
he wasn’t hearing it. He thought | was still drunk.
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We never talked about that basement again, but
his wife sure remembered what happened, be-
cause she gave me that house.

That's why | was out there last week, Mike; to
see you, sure, but also to attend Anthony’s funeral
and see to his house. He died of a stroke, just like
the previous owner, and just like the previous own-
er, he didn’t have any kids to leave the house to.
But Jenny, who's doing fine, all things considered,
didn’t want to put the house on the market, so she
wrote me a letter and asked me if I'd take it.

Don didn’t live in that house, and he didn’t sublet
it. I stayed in the same town after I graduated from
college, and Don dropped by every couple of months.
I knew he visited that house when he was in town,

I just didn’t know why. I could always tell if he’d
gone there before he came to see me, though, because
when he did, he was always tired. Drained, I guess,

is a better way to put it. He looked like he’d had the
worst day of his life every time he went to that house.
I tried to ask him about it once or twice, but [ never
knew how to bring it up. People don’t really have



the words to talk about weird stuff, not in any kind

of concrete sense. So for just over three years, Don
and | talked about my job, my life, my friends, and
the parts of his past that I already knew about. It was
strange, talking to him without learning anything new.

And then two months ago, he had a stroke.

He called me from the hospital. He’d been leaving
the house to come visit me when it happened. It was
fairly minor, as strokes go, and by the time | got to
the hospital he was out of danger. He slept the whole
time | was there, and then my parents and a couple
of my brothers arrived and took over. They took him
back to their house two weeks later, to recuperate. |
was intending to visit next month, when work slows
down a little for me.

And then mom called last night. She told me Don
had been asking after me, and she sounded a little exas-
perated. I asked her what was wrong.

“Oh, it’s your uncle,” she said. “He’s just obsessive.
He asks the same damn questions every couple of min-
utes. The last couple of days it’s been about that house
he owns up by you. He wants you to check on it. Do you
know where the house is?”

I said I did, and that I’d go out that afternoon. I knew
I had to do it soon, but I also knew | needed to go while
it was still light.

So I drive out to that little house, on the outside of
town. I let myself in with Don’s key, and immediately I
feel 10 years older. Sunlight streams in the front window,
but the house still seems dark. The light’s here, but it
doesn’t seem to matter somehow.

I just start walking. It’s like water running downbhill.
I’m not surprised when I stop by the basement door. The
light above the basement stairs doesn’t work, but there’s
a flashlight hanging on the doorknob. The stairs creak
as though they’re trying to splinter but can’t quite shake
themselves free of their nails. When I get to the bottom
of the stairs, | smell something powdery and choking —
mortar, or concrete.

The basement has multiple rooms. I can see several
doors, at least two of them padlocked. Each room has a
cross hung on it, and each door has a small glass pane.

I walk to the first door and shine my flashlight in the
window, and stumble back with a yell. I see eyes, red,
bloodshot eyes. I look more carefully and I see a whole
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