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Tread some months ago, I made a little error on
the credit’s page—ironically on the Editor credit.
The book’s actual editor was John Chambers,
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To take whatever there is, and use it, without waiting in
vain for the preconceived — to dig deep into the actual and get
something out of that — this doubtless is the right way to live.

—Henry James

What would you give to change your life for the
better? If you were blind and someone offered to restore
your sight, what would be a worthwhile price to pay? If
aloved one were sick and on the verge of death, would
you take on a lifetime of debt in order to heal him?

What value do we place on our dreams? That is one
of the central questions that Demon: The Fallen
addresses, particularly through the relationship be-
tween the fallen themselves and the mortals with whom
they must share their power in return for human faith.
Demon: Damned and Deceived approaches this ques-
tion from the perspective of the mortals who surrender
their souls in exchange for a demon’s gifts. On some
level, every potential thrall must understand that she is
entering a pact with a supernatural creature and that
the blessings she receives come with a cost. How
desperate or fearful must someone be to enter such a
pact? What choices do thralls make when bartering

with their souls? Do they sell their faith dearly or
surrender it on a whim? At what point does the cost of
their infernal blessing become too great to bear, and
what can they do to save themselves from destruction?

Demon: Damned and Deceived explores these
questions and presents ways in which they can become
central elements of any Demon chronicle. The cre-
ation ofa thrall isnot a trivial endeavor forany demon,
and the relationship that is forged as a result provides
a wealth of opportunities for telling interesting and
compelling stories.

T, DEMON-"T HRALL
RELATIONSHID

As vital as thralls’ contribution of faith is to the
fallen, the infernal gifts that the angels of the Abyss
bestow in return are nothing short of life-changing.
From curing a disease to granting the power to predict



the future, the effects of a Faustian bargain profoundly
affect the way a thrall conducts her life. Will she use
her newfound health or prosperity to live responsibly,
or will she be tempted to take advantage of her gifts
at the expense of others? Will she grow wealthy,
revenge herself on those who wronged her or seize the
reins of power and change the world to her liking?
Can she cope with the new challenges and problems
that these infernal gifts bring, or will the unintended
consequences of her actions only bring her more
misery and pain?

In many ways, the fate of a demon’s thrall de-
pends largely on the demon herself. Not all fallen
maintain contact with their sources of Faith once the
Faustian pact has been sealed, but those who do are in
a position to use their relationship to influence the
actions that a thrall takes. Such is particularly true of
Reconcilers, Luciferans and the eponymous Faustians,
who frequently use their thralls as allies or agents of
influence, but the same can even be said for the
nihilistic Raveners. The reasons are as much practical
as ideological. Creating a Faustian pact is a time-
consuming process, and as such, thralls are resources
to be protected. Demons who allow their thralls to
corrupt and destroy themselves risk being caught
short when confronted by their own misfortunes.

Though many fallen are loath to admit it, they
need humanity, perhaps more that humanity needs
them. The angels of the Abyss need human faith to
survive, and the relationship this need creates places
as many demands on the demons as it does on their
thralls. The fallen need their thralls for the Faith they
provide, for the knowledge and insight into human
society they possess, and often for the perspective
they provide in contrast to the mindless hate of the
demon’s Torment. These human gifts come with a
price of their own, measured in time, energy and
sacrifice. How much is a demon willing to give in
order tokeep her thralls safe? How much is she willing
to suffer in order to protect them from her enemies?
How much time and energy is she willing to devote to
keeping her thralls from sowing the seeds of their own
destruction? This relationship is one that neither
party should enter casually.

THEME

The two overriding themes of Demon: Damned
and Deceived are temptation and corruption. Temp-
tation is the heart of the Faustian pact. Can the
demon offer health, power or riches sufficient to
convince the mortal to part with his soul? At what
point does a person become willing to pay such a
terrible price to essentially admit that he can’t live
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the life he wants without supernatural assistance?
And once he gains the power to win hearts or predict
lottery numbers, can he resist the temptation to abuse
that power to fuel his basest impulses?

These questions bring us to the theme of corrup-
tion. The gifts of the fallen are subversive, undercutting
a person’s integrity and convictions by giving him an
easy solution to his problems or handing him the
means toachieve hisheart’s desire. As the temptation
to use and abuse his powers increases, so too does
those powers’ corruptive influence on his soul, lead-
ing him to commit increasingly immoral or unethical
acts. Even ifa thrall manages to rise above temptation
and use his gifts responsibly, the matter of the demon’s
corruption arises as well. The fallen wage a constant
struggle against their darker nature, and those who
succumb to their Torment often drag their thralls
down with them, forcing the mortals to perform
terrible acts in their service.

MOooD

The mood of Demon: Damned and Deceived
runs the gamut from despair and hopelessness to joy,
wonder and ultimately terror and madness. Most
thralls are chosen because they are at low ebbs in their
lives. Crippled, frustrated or insecure, they believe
that they have no hope to live the life they believe
they deserve. The gifts of the fallen change all that.
Their awe and wonder at encountering one of the
angels of the Abyss gives way to the joys that their
new power brings. For a time, their lives are every-
thing they dreamed possible and more, but the price
becomes apparent before long. As the thralls begin to
realize that they are now bound to a creature that is
every bit the monster that legend suggests, their
initial euphoria gives way to apprehension and fear.

OPTIONAL RULESFOR THRALLS

Demon: Damned and Deceived contains
optional and expanded systems for creating thrall
charactersand providing them with infernal gifts.
You're encouraged to add them to your Demon
chronicle if you want, but if you prefer the more
streamlined system presented in Chapter Nine of
the Demon core rules, that’s fine too. If you want
to incorporate these expanded systems into your

game, make sure that the rest of your troupe agrees
so that no one is left out and everyone has fun.
Consider this book a collection of new oppor-

tunities to expand the horizons of your chronicle,
but as ever, our Golden Rule applies: Take what
works for your troupe and discard the rest.




INTRODUCTION

When the fallen force their will upon their thralls or
ravage them for Faith, the true dangers of the rela-
tionship are revealed. From that point on, the thralls
must struggle to maintain their sanity against a rising
tide of madness and corruption. It is a struggle that
few (if any) thralls will win.

How ToUSE THIS BOOK

Demon: Damned and Deceived is organized into
the following chapters, each exploring a different
facet of the thralls’ condition and their relationship
to the fallen. Remember, though, that the most
important “chapter” in a storytelling game is your
imagination. Never let anything in this book be a
substitute for your own creativity.

The first three chapters of Demon: Damned and
Deceived tell the stories of three mortals who become
thralls, and they explore the challenges that those
mortals face and the price they ultimately pay for
their gifts. The chapters illustrate the demon-thrall
relationship from the perspective of the thralls, and
they provide inspiration for portraying this relation-
ship in your own stories and chronicles.

Chapter One: Signed in Blood explores how
demons seek out mortals suitable for Faustian pacts
and uncover their wants and needs, as well as a
number of ways that the fallen lure these humans into
selling their souls.

Chapter Two: Dancing with the Devil concerns
itself with how thralls come to grips with their
newfound gifts, different ways that the fallen make
use of their newfound thralls and the price that many
must pay for making a pact with a demon.

Chapter Three: The Damned and the Deceived
is about the ultimate fate that awaits many thralls —a
plunge into madness brought on by their own tempta-
tions or the depredation of their infernal masters.

Chapter Four: Chains of Fire provides an ex-
panded system of character creation for thralls that
playersand Storytellers can use, as well as guidelines for
creating infernal gifts. A list of sample gifts is provided
as a starting point to spark your own creativity.

Chapter Five: Storytelling presents valuable tips
and advice for portraying thralls in Demon stories
and chronicles. It also provides guidelines for includ-
ing thralls as major characters or even running an
all-thrall chronicle.

Chapter Six: We Are Legion presents seven thrall
character templates that can be used for Storyteller

characters in a chronicle or to provide inspiration for
players who want to create their own thrall characters.

SoUrcE MATERIAL

Folklore and legend is rife with cautionary tales
about mortals who sell their souls to the Devil in
exchange for their hearts’ desire, only to suffer untold
tragedy as a result. Many of these hapless mortals
think they can cheat the Devil at his own game,
gainingeverything they wantand tricking Old Scratch
out of his prize. Sometimes they even succeed.

What follows is a list of books and movies that
can provide inspiration and insight into this tangled
relationship between demon and man. Some of these
sources were previously mentioned in the Demon
core rules, but they could stand to be revisited for the
perspectives they offer on the human side of the
demon-thrall relationship.

Recommended books include:

Doctor Faustus, by Christopher Marlowe. The
play that coined the term “Faustian bargain,” this tale
of a man who sells his soul to Mephistopheles in
exchange for wisdom is the classical example of an
infernal pact.

Needful Things, by Steven King. This novel,
about a demon who comes to Castle Rock, Maine and
enthralls everyone who comes into his store, is an
excellent source of inspiration for the methods that a
fallen can use to insinuate himself into a community
and uncover the deepest desires of its inhabitants.

The Screwtape Letters, by C. S. Lewis. Presented as
a collection of letters written by one demon to an-
other, the book is an insightful commentary on
temptation and faith in the divine.

Movie and TV sources include:

The Devil’s Advocate. This movie, about a lawyer
tempted by the Devil himself, is an excellent example
of how a demon can try to tempt a mortal into a
Faustian pact.

The Devil and Daniel Webster. This movie based
on the Stephen Vincent Benet short story, about a
farmer who sells his soul to Satan for seven years of
success, is another excellent example of the tempta-
tion that leads mortals into Faustian pacts — and the
lengths they will go to in order to reclaim their soul.

American Gothic. This mid-90s TV show is a great
model for how a demon in human form could infil-
trate deeply into a community, maintain thralls and
get away with murder.






We have altogether a confounded, corrupt, and poisoned
nature, both in body and soul; throughout the whole of man

there is nothing that is good.

—Martin Luther, The Table-Talk of Martin Luther

David—

You wanted me to let you know if the magazine received
any submissions regarding demons or possession — well, here
yougo. Westarted getting this copy inaserialized format starting
aboutamonth ago, delivered by courier withno return address.
We’ve got three chapters’ worth so far, butnothing on the author
yet. Justa title: “Falling Stars.” Rich, our senior editor, said to
hold onto everything to see if we get a complete story, but we
haven’t gotten anything else in a couple weeks, so I'm starting
to have my doubts. Still, we may yet run the segments we have,
so don’t go showing this to anyone else, or it’s my ass.

Why are you so interested in this stuff all of a sudden?

LASTING SCARS

There was a 1light rain, and the streetlights’
glow spread softly over his windshield.

Familiar worries worked their way across
Tony'’s mind. The homework assignments he had
to mark, that documentary he’d failed to tape
again, bills upon bills.. It was Dian’s birthday
in a month, and he didn’t know what to do about
it. He was tired, but he kept his gaze alert
on the road.

When the car hit him, it was from behind,
at a slight angle, drowning everything out with
the crunch of metal against metal, sudden
static from the radio and then lights spinning,
spinning fast. He punched his foot to the
ground, not even sure which pedal he was
hitting. All instinct left him, and after that
perilous plunge toward the steering wheel and
back, he seemed frozen in place. Only the lights
were moving.

But he must have done the right thing after
all, because he suddenly realized that his car
had come to a halt and he appeared to be in one
piece. Shakily, he opened the door and got out.
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“Hey, what the hell? I mean, are you all
right? I didn’t see.. I mean, shit.”

The guy who had hit him was young, not much
older than the kids at his school. He had the
unguarded expression of someone handing in an
assignment copied verbatim from last year’s
examples. Tony tried to ignore him. He
meditated quietly for thirty seconds, then
checked himself for injuries. His arm had been
jarred against the dashboard, and it felt a
bit tender, but that was it. Even the damage
to his Toyota wasn’t as bad as he had thought.
The car had skidded ten or fifteen meters by
the look of it, fishtailing somewhat, but not
actually hitting anything. Pretty much all
the lights at the rear end were broken and one
corner was crumpled inward. Great, he thought.
Worse, it looked like the wheel was off
kilter. Could that be the axle? He wasn’t sure
he wanted to know.

Now the guy was asking him if he could
borrow a pen so they could exchange details.
Another car drove past, interested eyes
peering briefly out of them.

The back window had cracked. In fact..
Tony’'s frown deepened as he looked at it. It
was still cracking. Fine lines were running
through the glass, which he was pretty sure
wasn’t supposed to happen. But more than that,
the cracks that were already there were
shifting about subtly, but seemingly with
purpose.

Tony remembered a time only a week or two
ago. Walking into the boys’ toilets, just a
standard check after school. A student — Robin
Johnson — had been there looking at his bare
torso in a mirror, and then he’d looked up in
horror at the intrusion. There had been scars
covering the boy’s torso — an intricate,
shifting web of them.

“Hey,"” the young man who had just rammed
Tony’s car said.

There was some dreadful portent there, in
the back window of his car. Tony ran.

1 t t

The call to Pendrick’s office came at lunch
the next day. Keith Pendrick was counselor at
the high school, an unenviable task if there
ever was one, though there were far worse
places one could be assigned. Always the way,
Tony mused in the corridor. The wait outside
the closed door made him feel vaguely like he
was back at Uni, waiting for a tutor. Always
somewhere worse. But he was ushered in and
waved to a seat quickly enough.

“I heard about the accident yesterday,”
the counselor started. “Sorry about that.”

“Good God, this isn’t about that is it? I
don’t need trauma counseling for having some
asshole run into the back of me.”

Pendrick grinned, waved his hand casually.
“No, no, just heard it somewhere. This is a
different matter.”
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“The Johnson case?”
“Mmm, yes. Except there is no case.”
“Meaning?”

“Meaning, Mr. Spruce,” Pendrick said with
amock seriousness that Tony found a particularly
annoying affectation, “that this is formal
notification to say that an investigation into
Robin Johnson’s circumstances has proved
negative. No abuse. Everything’s fine.”

“Hey, that’s great. I mean, I had to say
something, because—"

“0Of course, it’s your job. In fact, you’ll
probably get a letter of thanks from the
Department this week, but I thought I better
let you know as soon as possible.”

A strange, uneasy silence fell between
them. Tony felt like he should leave.

“So,"” he said. “There was some reason for
the scarring?”

“Yes, I imagine so.”

“But you don’t know?”

“It’s all in the report. Confidential,
of course.”

“But you don’t know.”

Pendrick’s eyes narrowed, and he sighed,
looking suddenly older, somehow more real than
the thirty-something man playing at being hip.

“Tony, there is no problem. You’ve done
your bit, and that’s all that needed doing.”

“Did you wsee those scars? They weren’t
random.” He closed his eyes, seeing them
again. The second time — a day after the
incident in the toilets — had been clearer,
less dizzying. Don’t Touch was the first and
last rule of teacher-student relations, but
he’d had to. He’d had to pull back Robin
Johnson’s sleeve and see the damage there. And
to confirm..

“They moved,” he finished, regretting the
words immediately.

“Pardon me?”

“Nothing.”

Uneasy silence again.

“I better go,” Tony said.

“Hey, fair enough, and thanks again.” They
got up and shook hands. Pendrick’s wry smile
was back, and Tony wondered if anybody ever
fell for it.

INQUIRIES

At home that evening, he stretched out on
his favorite chair and tried to position his
arm so that the ache from yesterday’s accident
didn’t take hold again. There were two
messages on his answering machine from the
legal representative of the other driver. The
second message made an arch reference to
Tony'’s lack of insurance.

Dinner had been awful. Seven months since
Dian died, and he still couldn’t cook a decent
steak — couldn’t even buy one, he suspected.
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The unmarked assignments on Alpine Glaciation
looked at him accusingly. He closed his eyes
and saw the marks dug (burned?) into Robin
Johnson’s flesh.

He would see Robin tomorrow. He would say
something. He would have to.

Except that Tony suspected that Robin
wasn’t even going to be at school.
1 1 1
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120 Rochester was a narrow house, set back
from the pavement with the fence at each side
of it falling into disrepair. Tony paused at
the fence, winded from the walk up the hill
from the bus stop, trying to get an idea of the
inhabitants. The lawn was in better condition
than the fence, but only slightly. Other than
that, he had no idea. He went to the door and
rang the bell.

There was no answer for a long time. He rang
the bell again and considered looking around
the sides to see if something was wrong —
except that this was getting ridiculous. He
rang a third time and then gave up, except of
course that that was when the door opened.

Robin Johnson stood there, looking thin
and tired. “Helen said you should go away,” the
boy said.

That destroyed most of the things Tony was
going to say, but he pressed on regardless.

“Hello, Robin. You weren’t in class today.”

Nothing.

“I was just passing and, ah, wondered if
I could come in for a minute. Is your mother,
ah, Helen at home?”

“Helen’s here.”

“Can I come in?”

Robin shrugged and wandered back up the
corridor further into the house, leaving the
door ajar. Tony followed.

It was gloomy in the hallway, although a
light was on in a room beyond the far door.
Tony’s delay had caused him to lose sight of
the boy, but then Robin was silhouetted by that
light and Tony hurried after.

He didn’t really know what he was doing.
Maybe it was all a mistake — dangerous even,
for his career. He had hoped to start with some
small talk, see Robin in his home environment,
try to judge what stresses the boy was under.
He had hoped to do something useful and justify
the trust his pupils put in him. Maybe it was
even the accident last night that had helped
make the decision, even more than Pendrick’s
whitewash. Whatever freaky thing Tony had
thought he’d seen, it had been a reminder of
things preying upon his mind.

Maybe the small talk was out, he reflected
as he walked through the corridor, but he had
to do something.

He passed out of the darkness and into
the light.




“What in God’'s name are you doing?”

Tony bolted upright, turned toward the door,
pushing the filing cabinet hurriedly shut.

“Keith. Hi. I was just.. waiting for you.”

Pendrick shut the door behind him and
walked into his office. He stepped lightly,
like a predator.

“This is my afternoon off.”

“Yeah. Oh right, yeah. I.. forgot.”

“I could have your job for this.”

There was no surprise in the counselor’s
voice, even as he had come in, Tony realized.

“Who investigated the Johnsons?” he asked.

“Leave them alone.” No surprise, but there
was fear.

“It was you, wasn’t it?”

“Get out of here.”

“What the Ae’l is in that house?”

Pendrick looked like he wanted to cross
himself. Even the thought of it on that usually
smarmy countenance was both scary and absurd.

“Not your business. It’s not anybody'’s
business.” He sounded like he only hoped that
was true.

Tony walked toward the door, keeping his
gaze steady on the other man’s own.

“You’'ve got to keep your spare somewhere
safer than that,” he said, dropping the little
key for the filing cabinet into Pendrick’s
hand. He left the office and went back to the
staff room for lunch.

1 - 1
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All through his afternoon classes, some
part of Tony was expecting a summons of one
sort of the other. He found himself watching
the lengthening of the shadows with a small
amount of fascination, and he lost his place
on the page more than once. After class, one
of the girls asked him if he was feeling all
right. He assured her he was. “Cool,” she said.

Robin was in one of the later classes, and
the two gave only a quick glance at each other
as he walked in. Afterward, Robin hurried
away, which was for the best.

Finally the last bell rang, and nobody had
asked Tony to go anywhere. He took the bus home.

MUSTERIES

The second time Tony went to visit Helen
Johnson, he took a tape recorder with him. He
wasn'’t sure if that was legal or not. He seemed
to recall something about it being illegal
only for police officers, which didn’t make
any sense at all, but he started an elaborate
story for the young man at the office supplies
center about a novel he was writing. The young
man obviously didn’t care, and although he was
resigned to such reactions in the classroom,
Tony was happy to taper off and take his
purchase away. It was one of those recorders
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that took tiny little tapes and fit neatly into
his shirt pocket.

Listening back to the tape later, Tony
discovered that his own voice, and briefly
that of Robin’s, was muffled and indistinct.
Maybe the machine had been around the wrong way
or something. But Helen'’s voice was recorded
with a clarity greater than any magnetic tape
should be able to hold.

“My wife died,” Tony had told her. (Myuif
dyied) “Golden staph infection. Just a routine
operation, they said, but she never came home.”

“I cannot bear your children,” Helen had
said. It sounded as if she were in the room with
him now.

Tony played that five times, trying to work
out if the answer meant anything. Had she meant
bear as in “carry,” or as in “tolerate”? Perhaps
something else entirely, he couldn’t tell.

“My kids all hate me,” he’d continued.
“They don’t care what I teach them. The only
ones who’ll make any use of it will go on to
be science teachers because they can’t find
anything better.”

It sounded like Robin had said something
then, but Tony could neither make it out nor
remember it now.

“My circulation is bad,” Helen had said.
“The great tower falls inward, the feather
escapes but does not fly.”

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Tony said. He
threw the recorder across his empty room.

It was gibberish. The scientific method
had fallen short. He rolled his eyes as if this
had meant to be profound. Nothing about this
was scientific. It had all been gibberish from
the moment he had seen her. He slumped into his
couch. He had a headache, his arm hurt, and he
dimly realized that he hadn’t eaten anything
since breakfast. When he closed his eyes,
little flashes of light crossed the darkness.
Random sparks along the optic nerve, he knew,
except they looked more like stars.

The little red light on the answering
machine was flashing at him, and he felt like
throwing that away from him as well. He sighed,
and hit Prav.

The first message was from Lisa, from the
teacher’s car pool, saying she couldn’t make
it tomorrow. That meant he had to get up at six
or take a taxi, which he could not afford. The
second was from a real estate agent, inviting
him to participate in the fantastic new tax
advantages opening up in the home market at the
moment. The third was Dian’s mother, Audrey,
asking how he was.

Great, he thought, erasing them all. Zhe
only one who cares 1s my ex-mother-in-law.

The thought was just a way of finding his
balance again, turning a wry gaze on the
situation, and he knew it was unfair. He liked
Audrey, and they’d tried to keep in contact
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since the funeral, but the grief was always
there between them. Now was not the time.

Now was not the time for anything, he
realized. Not for eating, not for sleeping. He
had not felt this way since the days after
Dian’s death, yet this was different as well.
In some way that he hated, this was worse. The
only thing he wanted to do was go around to
Helen Johnson’s house again and ask her if he
was going mad. Except that whatever she said,
he thought it would mean he was.

CONFRONTATION

“Can I see you for a moment, Robin?” Tony
said, as the boy headed for the door.

“Yeah, Mr. Spruce?”

“That book you were asking about, I have
a copy of it.” Even as he said it, it sounded
deeply stupid to him, but as usual, no one else
noticed.

Robin sighed. “Yeah, sure.” They went back
to Tony’s office.

“Tell me about Helen,” Tony said when he
closed the door behind them.

The boy shivered and didn’t say anything.

“I've been trying to do some reading about
what she’s been saying. Angels and things.”

“She says you should forget all that.”

“Forget what she was saying?”

“No, forget what you have been reading.”

“I am sick of this. Really and truly,” Tony
said, looking out at the school oval below his
window. “She has Pendrick running scared. She
has me running scared. So just talk to me.
Don’t worry about what she says, just tell me
what you want to say.”

“She is my sister.”

Tony digested that. That Helen was any sort
of relation to Robin — to the real world,
really — hadn’t occurred to him. “Go on.”

“She’s eighteen, used to work as a courier,
sort of. She worked in the office, for that
ZipAbout company, except she wanted to be a
real courier.”

“So she wasn’t always like.. that?”

Robin stared at him. “No, no. She was great.
She was like a big sister, I guess. Except less
annoying.” The boy smiled tentatively.

“Show me your arm again.”

Robin took off his jacket and rolled up the
sleeve. Tony glanced outside again, as if the
principal would be making a surprise circuit
of the second story windows. Then he forgot
all that.

The arm was etched — there was no other word
for it. You could not mistake it for a tattoo,
and certainly not for any natural effect.
Lines maybe a quarter of an inch deep ran
between puckered and discolored bits of skin
like cigarette burns. There was no discernable
pattern. Yet there was a pattern. It ran deeper

than you could discern, but you knew that it
was there.

The vertiginous feeling that had gripped
him before returned, except now — having
been closer to the true source of it — Tony
fought it, looked long and hard. The lines
did not move; did not stretch or pulse or
show the future.

He could not tell if there were more scars
than there had been two weeks ago. He didn’t
want to ask. He nodded for Robin to roll down
his sleeve again.

“She did that to you.”

“I guess. She said she.. wants me. A1l of me.”

Tony looked at him sharply. “How?”

If the boy could tell what he meant, he
showed no sign, and if this admission was more
shameful than anything else, it did not show
in his voice. “I don’t know. Like a slave or
something, I think. She has words that I don’t
understand, and I don’t think she understands
them either. She says she wants.. me.”

“OK, look, fuck this for a joke. Fuck her.
We have to go to the police or a doctor. She
is ill, obviously, and we’ve just been jumpy.
Stupid. She’s confusing us. We can tell them
something, and—"

“That’s what my parents did,” said Robin
softly, cutting through Tony’s growing anger
like a scalpel.

“Your parents?” He hadn’t thought of them
at all since first meeting Helen.

“Yes. They’re dead now.”

It was like he was in her presence again,
his breath and blood solidifying, his brain
seized with a panic that could not express
itself in any way but an internal scream.

“Are you all right?” Tony said eventually,
very cautiously, pushing aside his own distress.
“You’ve been coming to school. Most days. How
do you.. feel?”

“Sometimes I want to kill myself. Sometimes
I want to kill everyone. In class, just then,
there is a girl who sits in front of me. I
wanted to cut off all her hair and choke her
on it. Force it down her throat. But I can’t.
Ican’t.” For the first time, Robin started to
cry. “I know it’s wrong. But I cannot do it
because she tells me not to do it. She says
killing is a sin.”

The crying continued, quietly but
forcefully, and for a moment, Tony was
scared all over again. He wanted to run, like
he had before.

It was only one girl, really. One strange
girl, and the crazy things she said, and the
fear he felt when she looked at him. Only that,
and in the face of that, it seemed he could not
trust any of the institutions he had grown up
among. But he had to trust in the decisions he
had made, the people he had chosen to nurture
and protect — to teach.



So instead of running, he hugged Robin
Johnson and murmured soft words. He tried to
think of the name of the student that the boy
had threatened. Lisa, that was it. A friendly
girl, if ever so slightly thick. “It’s all
going to be fine,” he said. He knew that
neither of them believed it.

BouND TO DARKNESS

For the next few days, nothing much seemed
to happen. Sometimes Tony met Pendrick in the
hallways, except the counselor refused to met
his gaze. Robin turned up to school with the
same lost expression that blended in with the
boredom and repressed frustration of all those
around him.

Tony contrived to have Lisa Corliss — the
girl who sat in front of Robin — join a group
project with some students who congregated
on the other side of the room. Maybe it
wouldn’t help, but then just maybe it would
save a life, or at least forestall the
temptation to take it. If Robin interpreted
that as a show of mistrust, he didn’t show
it. Tony didn’t much care.

A weekend came, although not before the
quote for the damage caused to his car. It was
all academic anyhow. Somehow he had gotten to
the point where he regretted even the expense
of that tape recorder he had smashed. That was
nothing to do with Helen Johnson — or whatever
that thing was that lived at 120 Rochester.
That was all his own screwed-up life. At least
his arm had calmed itself with only the odd
painful twinge.

On Monday, Robin had another day away from
school. When Tony saw the empty chair, he knew
the time had come for him to do something.
Anything, really. Letting things slide was
just not an option. He was not prepared,
because he didn’t know how to prepare. It
wasn’'t even that he was being brave. But maybe
I am, he mused to himself as he stared at his
hollow reflection in the windows of the bus.
Maybe I am being brave, and I’m just too fucked
up to notice.

Whatever. When he reached 120 Rochester,
the door was open, and he went inside.

§ t i

Really, it was only an ordinary lounge-
room in a suburban house. The last of the day’s
sunlight filtered in through the floral
curtains and lay across a bookcase across one
wall. The sparse furniture looked comfortable.
The kitchen that was visible over a counter
looked homey, with notices and old photos and
strange gaudy magnets stuck to the fridge.

In the middle of all that, sitting on the
floor in jeans and a shapeless pullover, was
the demon.

“I have something for you,” Helen said when
Tony walked in.
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“You have nothing I want,” Tony replied,
trying to be bold. A strange effect transformed
the girl’s face for a moment, half a snarl,
half a ripple coursing up through flesh. Tony
sobbed and fell forward onto his knees. The
pain jarred him back toward conscious thought
again, but the force of Helen'’s personality
was like a gale he had to brace himself
against. Under her gaze the room felt illusory,
wafer-thin and yet also huge beyond measurement.
It felt like the two of them were in a house-
colored void, light years in diameter.

“I remember a field now, where the dead
fell from the sky. I remember the first word
for sunset became a terrible curse.”

“Let Robin go,” Tony said.

“Games sharpen the mind. Without school he
is my eyes that are blind.”

“He is not your eyes, he is not your—" Tony
sprang forward, trying to distract that force
of presence pushing at him. He swung a clumsy
fist down at the upturned face, and somehow the
girl seemed to flow sidewise, tripping him up.
As he yelled and flailed for balance, her hand
speared up into his arm and he screamed in
pain, hit the ground hard. Through the pain she
was still there, pushing into his mind. Tony
curled into a protective ball, trying to hold
onto himself.

“There are others, now. Others in the world
that will bow and acknowledge I exist. I need
a raiment. I hear my name as they speak it. Cool.”

“You’'re mad,” gasped Tony.

“I am madness.” Then she was standing,

screaming down at him. “Look at me. Am I
not madness?"
“Yes,” was all Tony could say, and he

believed it utterly.

“I have something for you,” she said, still
talking far too loud.

“Not my wife. You can’t do that. I won’t
let you.”

“Shhh,” she purred, and stroked his wounded
arm, which sent strange eddies of pain pulsing
up and down it. “Not your wife, then, if you do
not believe me worthy of her. What then?”

Tony looked up at her. The sun was all but
gone, but what was left cast a strange corona
around her. Her eyes were black, and in them
was all the world reduced to nothingness.

“I want to understand,” he said.

“You want to be able to trace the patterns
of the stars and the movement of the heavens?”

He nodded.

“You will be my raiment. To Robin, I amonly
a sister, no matter what I do. I could eat his
intestines, and the name he would curse would
not be mine. To you, however, I am..”

“Everything,” he finished.

She smiled. “Not quite, but you understand.”

And he did.




CiAPTER ONE

ANUArY 5-

T nevey done Ahis sort of 4hing in my Vife.
Diaries are for adoleseent givls, not middie=age
oxeeutives. Bud so mueh has Mppened oy Ane 1ast
few mondns, and it's aetting havd 1o keep it Al
straignd. T4's so navdh o tnink. anyvore, o foeus
on how Al 4his nappened. She'’s doing it 4o me,
somenow. T'm sure of i, Tf T can’t Find a wa
fo oLt My nead vignd, Anen she’s won. nd T ean”
g4 that appen.

Qvywany, Tm oetting anead of musehf-

T4 wasn’t like T went out looking For a new
friend, for starters. Tve oot plentyof friends,
wen it T it lose 4 e of tnem i 4ne divoree.
There were oeeasions when T wished 54 lost A few
more of them beeause ey wouldn’t leave me
Aone. Most of tne +ime T just feldt like sitting in
e nouse andh erning over 4he wears 19 wasted
on that arsehole of Ahusband. moy friends, 4hough,
hew kept )w%\n@ o drag me, out 4o soidl evends
and hinney partics in the Y\OFL of eheering me up.
I oswe then meand well, bud vealln, sitfing
fAlking with A Few marvied couples does nothing
but vub in exacting what LM lost. T'm in my 40s
now, And that just isn’t a good time of life %o be
single. well, not i vowve female, MV‘)M\V) 15
WowYe A4 man, L'm swve wow ean just fiash Wour
oallet and ear at some 4enagey; and all of “ne
sudden vou Ve 4ot wourseld a new velationship. 14
worked For my husband - more 4han onee by Al
accounts. kmazing e things wour friends will 4ell
Uow onee Uowr hisband nds 1644 uow, isn’t it

Qnvywaly, the Dennus nad been badaering me
1o come 4o one of 4neir dinner pardies for months
abter Brian ledt me. ve and T nad been close
friends witn Ahem while we were still fogetner, so
T kept dodging he invides, worried that 4hein'
bring back. bad memories of, worse, happy ons.
bentually, though, T vouldnt put it off an
longer . T idn’t want 4o 9o, but 1 didnt want 10
Lome ALYoss As Yude ey, T knew Hhew were
Hring Ho be Kind 4o me, even it tneyy didn’t reallny
wnderstand how T was feeling.

T didnt ge4 mueh done in tne office that da
beeause T wis 400 busxﬁnmvwo\m@ e evening. m
boss Aidnt give. M any Massle over i) but T knew
ne ' be fic\un@ at me fomorvow. We doesn’t like 4o
condront problems until thew e vesolved themselves,

ow stL. We's powty-raztd andt spintless Al af
onee. (nwan, I digress.

T was fretting beeause 1 knew the form all
400 well - Cadriond and David were nothing if not
predietable nosts. The nouse would be impiecable,
eir ehildven packed off 4o bed or 4o Aneir
grandpavends’ fouse, and both of the Dennus

wowldd be aroomed and polished 4o within an ineh
of 4neir Vies. The food wowld be from 4he \atest
Nigella or gamie cookbook, and 4he ofher guests
wowld  all "be opol, vespeedable, hard-workin
couples. In shord, it would be Ahe verny embodimen
of the vome Counties middie-tlass dream T nad
thougnt 1T was \'\v\n@r) undil M husband moved in
with @ woman less than nald nis agg.

In Almost everyy way T was right. Cadi looked
sAunNing in an expensive blaek sneath dress, with
& stving of peanls around ner neek, and David was
fdoing he sports easual mm%vu well. He looked
Ahe tonsummade sueeessful Tity businessman and
guite nandsome, as ever. David and T wsed 4o Flivt
A \of while T was with Brian, but that all dried up
onee T beeame A single woman AgAin. Funnyy how
omiekly vour 1ife ean ehange, isnt 142

Tre OTHER GUEST

ANuArY -

where was 1.2 for onee Cati and David weren
e cendre of attendion. (ks well as the normal
range of faceless couples, ere was anothey single
woman here, by the name of genny. Now, 24 seen
neY onee or Awice ALross Yooms at parfies over Ane
last few wears but nad never veally 4aken mueh
notice of ey, 3ne’s Alwans been well dressed, but
she seemed pretiny self-absorbed and manaoed o
et people’s backs wp, as T veeal. T probabl
oOkedh down My Nnose at ey from my position o
smug marvied “ bliss," just like some of Ahe women
At Ahis partyy were doing 4o hey.

uummn? hey now, T eant believe that T ever
failed 4o nofiee ner. manbe sne’s ehanged in 4ne
last Few mondns, beeaust T don’t remember her
oy getting As mueh aftention as she was doin
Aad Nighd. Sne’s abowt Ahe same age as the Yes
of ws, but she pos'\)r'\v@\\g plows. MATIAGL And work
seems 4o bleed the like oWt of mo\mp pLopIL . genn@
hd wore like in her tnan the rest o fre peop
A Anat pardny put fogeAner. T admit, like mmv)Yofr
e, women presend, 1 didn’t 4ake, 4o hey af fivst,
T4’s an instineive 4hing, reallyy. 0 4er vou e been
marvied & while, wow sfart becoming swspicious of
single. women  around vwour usband. mawpe 1
showld have been move suspicious about Brian’s
benaviowy, but T Alwans thougnd Ahad without 4rust

ou Aidn’1 nave A velationship. Turms owt that even

Wit rust, T didn’t have A veladionship.

Howewey, somenow ge,nn\;} conspired 4o violate
Cafi’s anal 1Ml seating plant and sit nexd 1o me.
T4 elearivy annowed Cadi; and her happyy masy. almost
oracked. She managd 4o work around it in the end,
but not withowt 1eHing ner displeasure be known.

Q@nnuj SHYULK up A conversafion with me and,
for & wnite, T felt like mwy world nad shirunk down
10 just her. She was so indevested inme. I couldn’t
believe i She wasnt inderested in my marviage




breardown or now T felt about i, or in mouthing
piatitudes about what a bastavd Brian was of
AN like 4hat. Instead, she was inderested in
me; As & person, in isolation from tnat disaster of
A MAYIAGL. Swre, we fAlked A litfle about m

feehings of nelplessness and mi regrets tnat we!

never nad Kids, but she also drew out of me m

fesives and hopes and what T veally wanded 4o do
with My life. Some long-buried dreams arost during
e cokrse of Hhat conversadion, and T besan 10
feed Vike T nad some rope for 4ne future for 4ne
First 4ime in montns.

T4 couldnt last, thougn. we cowldn’t just
compledely) ignore the other auests for 4he wiole
of Ahe meal” Slowl, veluedanting, we Aurned our
atfention 4o 4he Others. Somehow, hough, i
remained %}wn and T apainst the vest. Sne would
oeeasionAlily ledn over andt whisper 40 me. about
some \itle nuanee of benaviowr or bodwy \anguaog
fnat L4 missed. T beoan 1o vealise for 4ne fivst
fime how liberating if was being single. e,nmg
wouldt sligntiy nud\g)e, Me ey Fime she saw A wi
frow ner husband a guick 100k, seeking approval
Or LONENING A guiek Yeprimand. each nalf of the
couple’s Dehaviowr was constrained by 4he otner.
T4 wasn some/mm? T 0 veallp noticed be fore, but
ﬁwnvj made it preftny dlear for me. T looked at

Y WHh A New Yespeed. She nad a4 sharp ewe.
In parfiewlar, she poinded out 4o me ~4ne
roblems beween Cadi and David. Onee wou started
O0kINg At Aneir bo% languagg, it was obvious. The
purfeet couple was Far From perkeed, muen 4o muy
delignt. There was no. warmdh or love in evidence .
No Tittle fouehes of akfeetion bedween them at all.
bven Steve and Suzanne were doing Hhat, and Stewe’s
o damn vepressed Anat T somefimes wonder how
e 4wo of them oot dosether in 4ne first place.

T ean honestiy sayy that um? opened M
LALs H0 A wiole New waly of looking At My friends
Atk iy own Vife Ahat evening. Tn fhe end we got
A o ome fogetner. T Anink Cadi was velieved see
fhe back of the pair of us. T eumm\vz sAw hex
shoot Gennyy a dirtuy look s we et She Lven Aried
fo perswade me 4o S’Mtx}lﬂ\ bit longer, just 4o get
Me dwayy From genn, T Ahin.

Tur LAIR

danuary &~

LN Obvioussiy Nas some eash. How do T know?
Simple. e invided e in for a drin at ner place.
Now, there’s 1o wayy T9 ordinarily have aceepted,
bwt T was 4 bit 4ipsy bwy tne fime we left = the
1447 vioja nad been Fowing pretty freely owr
Ainney - and é}wnv) WA Just SO Mueh Fun 4o b with
fhat 1 couldn™ resist. f# was e First evening that
T veallny remembey \aughing sinee Brian e 4 me, and
T Adnt wand it o stop beeause T knew that the
badk feehings wowldh be straignt back.
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Mabe after all that Fime being he goo ity
wite, T wanded 1o live again. Coing baek 4o a
strange woman’s nouse for a dvink “was 4 litdle
ahverdure for me, albeit a prety safe one.

e lives i one of nost posh New Apariments
in 4he town centre. T hup’ve Lipensiv for what
e are, but what propertuy isn't fnese dans? 14
WA predy Llassily decoraterh, 4o T4 was starg)
minimalist in places and luxuriousiy appointed i
others, like ner bedroom, bathvoom andd kidenen.
wnen T4 asked dennig about 4he contrast, she said
hat 4he minimalist vooms mmps reminded ner of
where, she eame from and everything she nad 4o
lost,. Fair enough, T 4hougnd.

we aled for nouys. Looking back, T eant
remember Ahat mueh of what denny said, but T
know T Halked about my \ife in'a deptn T nadnt
for VX’NS' T realy opehed up 4o this woman, 4
virtudl strangey, and it folt oyead 14 was sort of
lie b@\g@ widn vour feenage st friend, with that
feeling of 4ot openness and constant communieation.
T nadn’t enjowed muself as muen for as long as
T cowldh vemembey.

With A start, T vealised that it was now 2:00
om and T YMHQ needed 10 ot some sieep. gennig
sAid T was weltome 4o erash in e spare Yoom,
but in 4ne end T got a4 4axi home. Call me middie -
a@w} but T do lige 4nhe comfort of m? own bed.

|

BrieT 4rips info uour 4eenage Y&w\vs Ave Al we )l and
@oom) but vour ‘own comfin P’s andt hot water
ottle ave tne buiding blocks of life.
MENTORFROMITELL

ganuary 10~

enny and T staned in condaet and went out
for drinks and tne odd meal in the evenings. T 4hink
i was easier 40 00 owt with her than niy Friends,
beeause it didn’t feel like mv;\ old \ife with Brian
missing. This felt like someAning new and exeifing.
T4 didnt fare long for denny and 1 fo beeome
Firm friends. She was a4 comiplete foree of nadure.
ou cowldnt nelp but be swepd up in ey wake.
e went shopping one afermoon at tne sort of
boutigues T norma \\Q wAlk past beeduse e don’t
have ANy prices in e window (and we Al know
what At means). T Anink we must nave 4ried on
abouwt A undred outfifs eaeh by the fime he shop
shut. T dont ever vemember Maving so muen fun
in my life. we laugned ourseives silyy at some of
he gww we Aried on.
mind v%ou) we ended wp spending guife a bit
of monewy bedween the fuo oJr‘7 ws fris afternoon.
fennwy’s owtfits were o little more daring 4hat 1
wAs prepared 4o visk, but T Wmm\v% LAME AWAN
wHN A Tar more striking wardvobe 4han T4 evey
nad before. T say one Hhing for genny: Sne was
damed gooh At efling whert e lines beween

just stave off

elassih, stulish, sexp and Ay 1Ay, She kept us
neAtly In Ane 1ivst 4hree withowt ever resorting 4o
e Iatder. oh, and she nad an e,pe, for aceessories
to die for. T4 T could aceessorise like she foes,
T cowld make A living As a4 stlist or personal
shoppey, Yadher than 5\%%'\% AwAl N ANE Aceounts
Mepariment like T do. T wdsnt sarprised 4o learn
at genny nad worked in 4ne fashion industr

“before." T asked ney " Before what2" and she jus

lawgned and said, " Before T eseaped." T knew Hhe
fashion business cowld be (Ae,manmnq) but T
cowldn’t see whyy AnAone would volurdariyy guit it.
She smiled, A Vitfle sadivyy T thougnd, and said Anad
she hoped 4o el me all about ™ one daw,.

L0 known Genny for about a mondn when £
started  suspeeding that Ahere was  something
wnusual abowt hex For a start, sne disappeared for
A WLk &t one poind and was preAty vaoue about
where she ' been when she oot back. T didnt press
fhe poind. T4 was none of m?? business, vight2 She.
Ao somedimes breay. off it mid-conversation and
into spAce, mowtning words as it she
wAs HAlKiIng 1o someone who wasnt there. ey
usual explanation was that she was just Fhinkin
someAning Ahrough, and T usum\\g alepted 1
WAt 1ike i ndppened very offen

Tne most noticeable thing, though, was the fact
ad she seemed 4o be able o vedd 4ne minds of
pLople she was alking 4o. Yean, T know, sounds
weird, doesn’ 112 T ean’t explain 4he waw she was
Able 4o detuce what pLople were inderesttd in an
other waw, though. Reading bodw 1anguage an
inderpreding what Ewp\c st eare fully is one 4hin
~ she 4aught me Ahose skills easily enowgh - bu
he sort oF information she was” gleaning just
wASN Yignt. She eouwld ?\wss faets about people’s
lives Ahaf” she shouldnf nave, been able 4o know.
Onee of Awiee, it looked like a goodt pardy riek,
but when T seen ney do W vepeatediv oy A
peYioh of weeks, it beaan 1o look really suspicious.
T vealy wish W paid more atfention 4o Ahat.

Don™ et me wrong: 1w seen some pretd
odh stwkf inmuy 4ime. T wsed 4o be part of a mv\vg
evangplieal enuren, before my failure 4o coneei
SNOOK mv% beliek in ne /_»)m/% wpstairs. ome of tne
Ewp\e, Here did some prethy freay studt with
ANINg on of nands, wordls of power andk oAher gjifts
of 4N spirit. This was different, though, beeduse
it was Mppening in Ane odest places, rather than
IN A Lhureh wheve evernone was veinforeing each
ofner’s beliek. T4 got mé ninking about Codt as T
A Alone In M bed At home. There was someAhing
different abot dennny. T4 didn’t seem 4o come
from any religiows belied. Shed never made an
mention 6f hat. Whnatever it was, T wanted som
of i, simplyy beeause T wanded 1o be like gennuy.

50 Wow remember ne cool Kid at sehool Yow
remember now Wow Alwans wanded 4o nang around




18

with hem and 4ried 1o be like them. well, Anis was
like Anad but more extreme. dennyy was living ne
life mm;)s fandasised about naving during 4he
dull \ader ) Ys of MY MArviaog. T4 was startin
40 work, 100. LA had gikie A Few ouiys iy 4o eha
me wp when T4 been out with dennuy. Notas mueh
atention as genny god, admid4 0\\?, wt enough 4o
tho mu shattered cgo some 4ooh. MAWpe there could
be ik after Brian.

T4 was making a difference ad work, 400. m
boss whs A bit of & geek, 4o be nonest. for 4 lon
fime. ne and mu nusband were the bane of mxp livess.
Two middie-agtd men who enjoned whatever Vitle
power thew A £ar 400 mueh s remember enattin
fo genny dbout Nige) nat’s my boss’s name) ong
Fridavy evening as we ehadted on e prone. She and
T were ?oss'\pm@ About idiots who caused ws
frouble, afFter she made a fool owt of some drunken
businessman who 4ricd o pick ey up when we had
A meal in A loedl TAAIAN 1Ast week.

T starded 4alking about Nigel and sne aave me
some adviee on now Fo handie him better. T4 was
A\ predtn goolt studt. She eame vound 4o I place
e, next DAY, chueked away naly mw work elotnes
As being 400 androganous™ and rien Assembled
some outits From what was led+ that were " alittle
more dramadic " T never seem mysel as power
Mvessey, but T Arusted ner.

" Clothes are 4 4o0l," she said. " Guns like Nigel
will see 4o elothes before e womannside. 11

Just another sotial weapon, & waw of reseting 4he

power balanee beween 4ne fwo of wou before vou
Lven open wour mowth. Look at me. T'm 40-
someAning atd no stunney, but T know how 4o
Lreate an impression.”

T4 worked. Niog)'s attidude fowaris me ehanged
predn vapidiy. Onee T stopped meekly doing whad
he saih - akter ned found his fongue” againt aker
SULIN, m& new look - e backed down pretd
WK, S6ems he wis ustd 40 pLople just obein
nim beeause of his position. Ke wasnt wsed 4o bein
ehalienged. T4 was fun. dennyy was deligned whed
T 40l her all about it \ader In Ane week.

THE DEAL

danuary 12~

T4 was Ane following Surdan affermoon
when T leamt some of 4he fruth about (}enn?.
She andk T were siffing in 4 Starbucks in Brighdon,
enjowing A cotfee and carke after a nard daw’s
shopping. T was so pleased with her ehanges fo
M work wardrobe that T asked her 4o nelp me
YevAMp M whole look. She sugaested a daw 4rip
10 Brighton, and we ' spent At dawy seouring 4he
Laines, Lhurenill Sguare and 4he vest of 4he Fown
cendre. (s usual, T ried on dozens of things
but ended up 4aking ner adviee on whad 4o buip.
Well, whiy showldnt 1.2 She was realy good af this
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stukf, and T was aetting noticed in a w\vé‘i never
nad before, both at “work and in 4ne  first
beoinnings of a new sovial life. T hadnt even
hougnt of muy ex in 4he last couple of days. T
was Yealy be,gmmn@ fo enjow life.

e,nm;} was stiring ner eotfee Anougntfulig
and Tooking at me in 4 eaim, studied way. " (?ou
reAly frust me, dont you?" sne asked, sounding
WNUSAATI 56\('\0\5\\2.

"0of course T do, dennwy," T veplied. " Vou
newer been anwtning but good for me. 1”dont
know what LW nave done without yow 4he last
few montns."

gennyy smiled af that and reached out 4o pla
with mvg, Y. e was A veally aedile individuar
T4 nad 1aken me a4 while o gLt used 4o Ahad, as
L0 never been 4hat foueny-feeiy myself. SAill, 1
enjoved it now, but not in"a sexial wan. T4 was
Jwst akfectionate, wou know? T4 felt good. one of
e 4hings T missedd most when T broke wp with
Brian wis being neld, so anyy human contact was
dAppreciaded. Bsides, it was amazing ne effeet
fwo women easually fouehing each other had on
some guuns. T4 makes me laugh thinking of the
bo%\b—e,aw\ looks some of 4ne guus in e eoffee
shop wet giving us.

“Youe veallyy enoned i, haven’t wou? our
time fopether has vw\ﬂ)v) LAnt somesning 4o wow."

T dook her nand.” “Ues, it nas, denn. T
marvied noung and  wiks  neveyr  parficular
popular af sehool. when T broke wp with Brian,
T vealy believed 4hat 19 blown myy ehanee 4o
have fun. T believed T was over the hill. You ve
given me A whole new ledse on life by sfiowing
Me how 4o have fun again."

“Toean make i even beter, vou know."

“on, do )"

§ \Qoux know the wayy T ean “read’ people, like
T\ been feaehing wou 1o do?"

“Uean, sure."

“well, Anere’s A bit move 4o i than Twe et
on. L 4eaeh vow 1At And 4 waw 4o MakL woursel
more irvesistible, i vow want

" Wow, AL Ao serious? OF course. T lowe it

" (e vow eerdain, Lindaz Theve's no going back.."

"what do o mean?”

“well, i T do this and wow actept, wow and
T will be bonded fogetner W be more 4rian just
Fiends e wan we are now. wWe'll by préty
Aamn inseparablt."

T never known hey fo be Anis cautious
before. Pernaps 4hat showld nave given me some
clue Ahat what was about 10 Nppen was unusual
even for acnnv; Dangerous, even. Sill, how cowld
T have Known?

" Yean, wou sillyy cow, of course L'm sure, That
soundts like 4 good “thing 4o me, not 4 bad hing "
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"1 may need something from wow in redurn
later on. 17 want wow 4o be Aware of 4nat "

“Come on, genny. Odter all wou' e done for
MeZ Yow on eartn cowld T possibliy refuse wou2”

gennyy smiledd and veleased my hand. " Drink
wp, M Friend, and we Il 4l about Hhis later "
(nd with 4hat) she downed 4he vest of ner 4all,
skinny 1atfe in one.

Tur Pact

ganuary) 1%

We speitd anotner few nour's shopping, but m
heart wasnt in it T wanded 4o know what she !
MeAnd, but T knew betder than 4o nurvyy genn
by now. She. does 4Nings in nex own oood 4ime. S
su@?csmo\ 1t we grab some dinner in A notel
resfaurant down on e seafront. we eheeked owr
bags indo 4ne eloakyoom and ehatted about this and
at over dinney. T was bursting with curiosify but
managed 1o noldd muy fongue .

genny Anen suggested that we o for a
WAl Alongy the beaeh before pieking wp her ear
and heading back home. T4 was Adrk by then,
and for a moment T worvied about how safe
we ' be, but somenow %enn\% made those fears
Melt awal. That showld havt worvied me, 4oo,
but it Midin’t.

We walked in silenee, enjoning the, sounds and
sensations of 4ne near-deserted baen. The feel of
e, cooling sand on My feet was guite delightul,
A it was nice o belin reladive guiet abfer 4he
heetie shopping of 4ne dawy. (fer a while, denn
stoppedh and sfared out across the sea, wa amn§
the lighds from 4ne seafront notels and bars an
he piey play on the vippling water.

“T4's bedudiful nere af nignt," T said at \ast,
fesperate 4o brear the long silence.

"1 suppose i is," she veplied. "t water means
Aot 40 me, though. Sometimes i brings back ha pl?
memories, and sometimes 4 brings baek ones fm\
T don't like "

“There Wow o0 again, being mysterions About

our pAst."

" Uean, well, 4hat’s beeause Tm an angel," she
A guie Ay,

. LQ;MY\) denny, an absolute angel. No need 4o
g0 ishing for compliments from me "

"1 m seriows, Linda, just as T was earlier," she
saidh, furning vound Arﬁ looking at me witn_an
infensity trat made me back off inidially. " T
offering ou 4 Qg‘«)r) 29+ of empathiy, wnderstanding
and endrisma. Do uow deeept e 42"

T ronestly frowgnt his was just one of her
litle games, bict T suve as nell wanted what she
hadh 40 offer - Sinee 4ne moment 1 1aid ewes on nex
2 Anat bloodwy dinner party, T4 wanted 4o be like
her, 40 haw” ner powey “owy hey ofhers, hey

confidence and eI even ner way with men. " Ues,
ennuy, T4 love it

"% be )" she said.

e sea in frondt of me suddeniyy surged
Forward, ranning straignt at me aeross 4ne shore.
T Ariedh 4o mowe Dut of s wa, but denniy’s hands
were on my arms, holding mein place. Tre water
At was podling around me. swragd up and over me,
cowring my leds, my forso and 4hen my face. Gt
first T panioredh and started tnrashing around, but
still %}wnu) held me in place. Gnd Fnen, despite
musett, 1 started 4o cam down. The wader felt
wam and comfording, like T imagine 4he womb
must hae been. T tould near nothing and see
nothing, but 4ne water seemed 4o be seeping into
me, bwommq part of me, and T wanted it o T
weleomed W, leAting it warm me thvougn, even indo
M very soul.

Then 4ne wader subsided, and T was on
Brignton beaeh onee more,. T wanted the water
back, but T neard a voice ealling me, felling me fo
look. T opened mv?{ eWes o e most lovely and
fervifning sight T nad tver seen. Beside me on he
beaen s 4L most beaudifu) ereature T nad ever
st ees on. T was adraid 4o look 4oo long in case
T wertt blind or mad, or poss'\b\? both. wile there
wAs A Arace of denni inits fedtures, it made her
beauty look Vike that of a erude seulpture 4nat was
sAll AZwork in progress. This was A beaudy so
refined, so finished, that T )rm\\g never Ahowgptt T
cowldd see anything more pleasing.

ndh Ahen she spoke. The worts burst like music
in m? LAYtrums, MAKING Me guivey with pleasure
as eaen swlable was formed.

“Thank vow, Linda," was Al she. said, andt Ahose,
WOYlhs weXe More sweed Ahan ever " T love wou" 21
neardh fhrougnout my endive life and wet as fervible
As LYW Ahreat andt everyy angry worth T\ neard.

fFor o while, we just sat Anhere, my nand still
in ners, miy mind wnable 4o Aning of A Wihing but
e ineredible beautyy before me and how fervibly
abvaid T was.

Trr Goop

T+ all stavted because T didn 't want 4o die inrete ‘s
Bar\ drinking away the vest of wiy days while the world
passed me by,

Yeah, I was feelinf sorry lor m;éelf. It had been
arother shitty day of vehab, filing out disability forms
and going to pointless job interviews. My legs ached, and
the $Kin on either Side of iy Knees wa s raw because the
braces the VA dug up for we didn 't veally fit. T+ wa s 100
in the afternoon. A couple of college Kids were cutting
classes and playing pool back at the lar table, 12 eeding




& steady Supply of 2uarters into the machine. They were
wearing Varsity jackets - probably lootballjocks by the
wiy they were built. They d been going $trong or more
than two hours, lrughing and joking, not & care in the
world. T hated thewt. Aated them f or the woney they
waved around and the ea sy way they moved. Why did they
have thing$ $o goddarn easy” T thought about that one
long and havd as T worked vy way through one beer
atter another.

That 'S when it came to me. What 'S it called” That
raovent of e liz tion, when it 'S Ke you can Step back
and See through all the bullshit that LIS up your e An
epiphany. That s what it was. T sat back in the booth
and van vy fngers over the old wood of the tabletop,
l eeling all the nick's and souges and carved initials from
God knows how rers of use, and I realized that
T was &S much & fixtore at fete 'S as the table itsell,

ter all, where else could T go” That little closet
G room Gt the roadch wmotel up the street’ by parent's
place in the suburbs’

And that was when T vealized that I 'd Spent every
day of the IGSt Six wionths drinking Gwiy wiy disa bility
check at rete 's Bar, and it didn 't look liKe that was
going to change anytime Soon.

desus Cirist, T revaember thinking. T could die here.
Years from now they could find me here in this same
lick ing booth, lace dowm in & puddle of beer.

. 1 frl'.a)ed to God &s 1 veached f or vy glass,
this i & test, I need help. T don 't want 1o be & burden
on vy $Emily. Aease give me & Sign. .

Hey, theve, hero, cawme & Camilicr growl. The
beer taste any better today’

T looked back over vy Shouder and saw Big Jm
working his way down the narrow aisle between bavr and
booths. Big Jm was in his $05, and had been & vegular at
Pete 's when T was still n grade school. I he had & last
name, no ore ever $poke it aromd me. I don 't even Know
wiy they called him Big Jim, because he wasn't much
{aller than gix feet and kind of wiry. He d been & Marine
in Mg and had Scars on his forearms from an enemy
grenade. Jm Still wore hig gy hiiv in & creweut and was
proud of the anchorandglobe tattoo on his right arm.

Jim hzdn 't been around for more than & week | Gnd
people had been $tarting to wonder i the old g9 'S lver
had nally given out. But now he wa s working his way down
to vy booth with & Spring in his step T hzdn 't noticed
belore. He had this Sly look in his eyes, liKe he owned the
whole daman wo"rld.

Hey,dm, T mumbled, not vuch in the wmood 1o talk.
You re look| ing awlul SPry. Been work ing out?

The Saregsmjust rolled vight ofl him. He nodded a4
vy erutches. robably not s havd a$ you have, pal.

T shrugged. The truth was, I 'd been working vy a s
of f at the Veteran 's /'fo‘fi't&l every other day, but the

w

fease, Ibegged him. Mease don tletme die here. 14
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vehab never seemed to do any good. The thera pists
were $tarting o believe T dneverwalk without a $sistance,
but T was darmed ¥ T was qoimg to guit. .

So when Gre you going to tell me how it erneé.’
Jim asked. .

Tdlove 1o, but it 's classiled. T replied, feelihf
Sick mside. Twasn 't the one who 'd Started the story. I d
gotten vy discharge vight when things were heating up
n A ghanstan, and people $aw vy buzzcut and vy
crutches and ﬂyureé 1'd been wounded in action. T
couldn 't ér'iwf W\)"&‘f to tell ther it wa s bullshit. T never
evenmade it ot of boot. Some nambints (FC behind the
wheel of [ ﬁve-‘foh Yana Signand hit me a$ Twasheaded
back to the bavracks. Uncle Sam put & hatl dozen r£ns
in each leg and save me & wmedical discharge.

Al T'd ever wanted 1o be was a soldier. At fete 's,
T still was ore. I had wy cormer booth, and Sometimes
& vregular like Big Jva would buy we & beer.

Yeah, T know, it was & Shitty way o aet. But if you
were invy place 1'd bet you d do the Same davn thing.

When you re ready you can tell me, Jm r‘eflieé‘
waving to fete for & couple beers.

Thanks. T veplied. T just don + want Uncle Sam
Kicking vy ass for‘ talking too wuch.

We both laughed.

The TV $creen behind dim Showed & news report
about Afghanistan. I couldn t her the Sound, but it was
Rff“ﬁrewﬂ,v &bout another cave Swee ping operation.

What T wouldn 't give to be there, T said.

dm glanced back at the TV, then gave wme & long
look. Wiy

Tt's the veason wiy T jomed the wiltary i the frst
place. T vepied. T wanted to help defend vy comtry.
And T vreant it. You can think what you want &bout me, but
thit vauch vis troe. Allmy e T wanted 1o fght aormst
the people who threa tened our comtry. T wanted to delend
ourbreedoms. Al T ever asked Orom God was the chance
to Sevve i the miltary, 1 siitred mcomfor\‘aél) " vy
seat. Guess He wrsn 't inwmuch of & ging wood, huh”

Jm 'S expression was Spmpathetic, but he Still had
that mocKing gleam in his eye. You could have stayed in
the wilitary. Taken & desk job.

Shit. T shook wy head, fecling the old bitterness
vise in the back of vy throat. I didn 't join up 1o push
pepers. Lvanted to f;yld\ and Twas good atit. Youcan 4
rmake & difference in the world doing inventories and
ﬂlli»\i out rezui‘iﬁoné. I shrugged. Then &gdin, ma)éeh
T should have stuck it out. At lea st then T 'd have & job.

One of fete's girls came by the table with the
beers. st it on your tab’  she asked Jm, then Smiled
and ‘l:\eaéeé back 1o the éa.r.“

Take Jen, for example. T $aid, watching her g0,
She 'S got Something like & Masters in Business and she
works here, lor Curist's sake.
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Jm just shrugged. Tt 4akes more than & piece of
reper to get ar\)«/kerhe in this world,

Tell me abovt it, I $aid, (fting vy 5lass.

Tt takes spirit. This world s changed since T was
yowng, Grd there § darn lew opportmities 1o be had, but
that doesn t mean they don 't exist. She vzy have the
paperwork, bt T vuillng to bet She doesn 't have the Spirit
fo get what she wants. Othervige, why would She be heve”
Tt s kill or be Killed, Eddie. You ought to know that by now.

dm viised his glass and took & long drink. The old
gy grimaced and stared at the beer lKe he d been
poisoned and J:uékeé the ¢la$S away.

T lrowmed. Since whendid you object to rete ‘s beev”

dm Shot me & Sidewry$ look, G5 though T'd caught
hirt &t Something. My tastes must be changing, T guess.

Youdon trotice it &g wuch by the third 7655, Trust me.

But Jim wisn 't in the mood for veak attempts at
homor. Instead, he leaned bxck and lolded his
scarred arms. That's a lot of bitterness talk for
Someohe your age.

Christ, I remember thinking. Suddenly this guy think's
he 's wy dad? T there 'S Some veason why I should be
Singing lor Jor, 1 $omehow missed it.

Could be worse. You Ve got your disa bility check and
& Yoot over your head.

1 live in & one-room shit hole that eats yp most of
vy monthly check  and when T .v:\ notinrehab I getting
turmed down &t Job interviews. .

S0 uhy not give up then Move back iwith your {olks”

“Aw-l live with their fH’)" Mo Luck ing Wiy,

“Bu’t it would wake your e easier.

T don 't want things 4o be easy, okay’ T hate this
shit, but T'll be davned T 4 going to Just give up.

T roticed that the bar had gone quiet. fete was
staring &t ve warily, wiping out & glass. fv’e&lizeé Twas
clitching one of wmy erutches ahmost like a <lub,

But dim just Similed, and that gleam in ki eye got just
& little brighter. That s the Spirit, buddy, ke $aid. You
can get anything you want in this world i you re willing to
Ggnt Lor it. Wiy, with that Kind of attitude T bet you il be
walk g Ggain in o time.

Hey, T work out with the thev pist, but the doctors
don 't have wuch fith, .

You Shouldn t put your Caith in doctors.

T know, T know. With God, all things ave possible. There S
& vwster Gt the VA who nSiStS on primg for we.

dm Shook his head Slowly. Fersonally, T don 't think
He s all that heipéul. .

Whatever. Doesn 't hurt o ask. _

But wore often than rot, He doesh t help. " Jim
pavsed, epeing vy crutches ﬂwufldf ully. Trmight be able

to help, though. ,
T didn 't mean to laugh. You?

“Seriovsly.

/?&ih Tigughed. C woh, you e & retired mechanic.
Mo of ense.

Jm Shot me & look that lebt me cold, You'd be
surpriged, kid. T know & lot of things you Ve probably
never heard of, Alternative thera pies, o to speak.

He wes sevious. For a moment T just looked at him,
unsure what to $ay.

"I can look into this for you. Maybe T can f:lmi G Wiy
to cure you. Tt wouldn 't hurt 1o look, would it?

1 <caught my breath. 1 guess not.

dJm started to $a)y Something else but decided
Ggainst it. He eased his old brime ot of the booth. Just
think about what T said, okay? Tl be in touch.

1 staved down Gt vy empty 5lass, Suddenly 12 eeling
guilty. Sorry 1 ' not much <ormpiy tonight,

Jima didn '+ reply. When T looked up, he was gone.

NoRETREAT

T ook the bus o the Unversity of Towa campus
later that aftevnoon, getting off at the rentacrest
stop. I roticed Some contractors working on the Old
Ca pitol building. The university &dmingtra tion said they d
restore the éuiléinf by early next year. Somehow 1
thought it would never fully be veprired. LiKe me, it would
be irreparably scavved.

1 slowly made wiy wa y toward the redestrian Mall. T+
Seemed liKe every Zw hundred feet T 'd have 1o chase
ott & guy trying to hand me an ad cireular. I could have
jotten off ata stop closer to the Mall, but T wanted the
workout. T told mysel that the extra exevcise would
help me gain the Strength to walk agiin, and ded ling with
the pushy ad 945 was a small price fo pay.

s T needed 4o think. Ay other day T would have
Still been back at the bav working on vy fifth or Sixth
beer, bt abrer talking 4o Big Jm, it just lelt ke the walls
were closing in on me. What the hell was T doing with vy
ie? Was this all T had to look forvard o7

Fnglly, T vcde vy wiy into the red Mall, walking past
the Kiosk qurvding the entrance. Tt was flled with $o
mEhy fl;er; that it looked liKe $omeone had dumped &
recycling bin onto & rectangle covered with preste.

There was a gvoup of kids Standing by the Kiosk
ereing the passersby and whispering to each other. 1
didn 't piy ther rmuch attention until & black-haired girl
ducked in bront of me, dressed in & dark green jacket
and wearing Doc Martens. She held up & svcll sheet
Faper vith the namber 3 crudely scribbled on it.

She giggled. I'wm giving you & three, She $aid,
because you look veally out of it. Aus the wilitary-
Surplus look just isn t ha ppening lor you.

Fucking fed Mall vat, T thought to M)‘elf. T glavred
Gt her and tried to work wy way Grouwd her, but She
Jumped back into wy path.

“
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:‘Doeé your wiovt Know you dress lil("e this?

Jesus Christ. Get out of wmywiy, 1snappedat
her, but she Kept right on going, hawming it up for
her friends.

And those crutches just have to g0, Maybe if they
had wore color.

Keep your Cock ing opinions to ;wr‘elf, bitch, and
get out of vy 7‘0&4&»‘»‘0\ way!

“Duée.' Chill out, the girl sneeved.

Mo you chill. In f act, I gota better idex. Why don
you get your tail up to the Hall Mall and join the other
losers there. T don 't have 4ime for your bullshit.

T heard & voice frow behind we. Don 't 4k 4o y
girl ke that!

Oh, shit, T thought, Kicking wysel for being $o
stupid. She d Set me up, and T'd walked vight into it. T
shitted on vy erutches fo See & couple of Z\Z‘ heading
vy Wiy, The leader was this sangly wea sel of a Kid, with
& purple streak in his hair and & Stainless-steel wallet
ckai:« 6&»\7"»\7‘ against his thigh. .

Is ke giving you & ,froélem.’ the éo/v‘iewi said
loudly, lKe he was hot Shit Cacing downa. gurinleg braces.

Yeah, the girl said, 6+i2‘w,~ & giggle. T was just
trying to help him out, Gnd he went postal on me. .

He glared at e, You d better apologize to her.

T shook vy head. Just get the fuc/( out a{m) WRy.

The éoyf Yiend moved 4o within inches of vy lace.
You & pologize to her first! She 's just trying to help

“

T don 't want her help. .

The boybriend grimed. T +hink you do, ¢ aggot, What
yougona. do about that” Huh? Tjust called you & fagqot.
You ve & erip {ag!

The other pmk laughed. I revember gripping the
handles of vy crutches $o hard vy Knuckles popped.

ﬂe Slapped me havd, .

What y& going to do about it, fa.y-’

1 started 1o tum away. He Shoved me with both
&g, knocking me to the ground. T larnded on my elbows,
gritting wy teeth againgt the pain. Then he Kicked me,
& glancing blow Ggainst my leg brace that lett ke My
leg was being shattered all over again. I screamed, and
the Kid leughed, Kicking wme again. I let out & yell and tried
to Swing at the pumk, but he easily ducked the Swing and
lecpt back in with crother Kick.

He was going to beat the hit of we. This worthless
little Pk was going to beat me down, and there was
nothing I could do about it.

The dog came out of nowhere. One minste the Kid
Wa S Standing overme, and the next he was back peda ling
as last as his eet could <avyy him, and this huge
vrottweiler $tood between us, barking and baring his teeth.
T didn 't know wha t the hellwas going on. All T cared & bout
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N/
WS the pain inmy Side that burned like & hot corlevery
time T took & breath.

T don 't know how long T lay theve hugging wy vibs. T
could hear the kids' leet pomding Gway across the
pavement Gnd the dog chasing after them. T let out &
yell .5 they Yaded into the distance. You better rom, you
sons of bitches! T wanted them to know how wuch T
wanted 4o beat the hell out of them for what they did,
bt altevward T vealized just how pathetic T Soumded.

Liay there lor what Seemed like an hour, waiting lor
the pain to lade. The $um et and the pRVement grew
cold, but the prin was still sharp as ever.

NO SURRENDER

T was tempted to head lor Pete 'S on the way back
fv‘om the Mall. My hands and elbows where vaw 4 Yom the
fait, T probably kad & evacked vib, and T still thought
long Gnd havd about burying vy head in & bottle.

There wasn tany doubt by now that I was in trouble.
Twasobless, crippled and an alcoholic, and there was
no rea son to believe any of this was going to change. As
T sholllied back to the boarding hovse, T thought long
and hard about suicide. T had prin pills, and & Gl of
vodka would Set we up just right. But by the time T
Started struggling up the stairs to vy voom I4d
vejected the idex. I€ L quit, T 'd be &dmitting fo the world
that T really did deserve their pity, and T d be davmed
before T let that happen.

The halivay light was out, but that was nothing new.
I ﬁmlly rmanzged to get the Key in the lock and had to
Ay Shoulder to the door 1o get it open. When T pushed,
it lelt ke & hot poker jabbed itseld into vy Side.

There wa s & Sink on the wall 4o the right of the door.
1 staggered over 1o it, 14 umbling lor the String that hung
Srom the bave bulb overhead. In the weak yellow light
saw that I'd picked up & couple of Scraiches on vy
lace. Gingerly T pulled o vy Jacket and pulled up vy
swea tshirt, sasping at the pain. The entire right side
vy chest was one huge bruise.

T4 look's like that little boy did Some dazge after
all. T vas abraid that vould happen.

The vbice $eevaed 45 come Hriowm everywhere &t
once. Tt was quiet and deep, like & purr almost, and it
wmade the @ir in the room Zuiver. T ol feetit Glong wiy
skin and down in vy bones. T'should have been scared
shitless, but imstead 1 lett strangely cabm,

T turmed, Gnd there he was, Sitting at the edge of
the bed. Tt was Big dvr. The $mug glint was gone from
his eyes, and he $at very straight, his hands resting on
his knees. His lace was still, aimost ke & Statue, and
1 <ouldn t help but think how incredibly old he Seemed.
What the hell” T said dumbly.

N

S’

Cot it in one, Big Jim szid with & gvin, and his eyes
tumed golden like & lion 's.

My legs went out lrom under e, but dim wa s there,
Scooping me up liKe & child and Setting me gently on the
bed before T could it the floor. His grinmever faded, but
the look in his eyes changed. There was real warmth
there, and & Kind of sadness 1'd never seen before.

The pain had Za.cled, and even my anger WaS gone.
T aapthing, T felt & little sovry for him, but couldn 't
uw:le‘rl'é'kahé why. .

Whatdo you want! was all T could manage to $&.

Your help, S Said inthat 60&‘ pevetrating voice.,

I+ léfmlwwa.fer{ou 'Gl/ecah'hlmwacou‘fle
Sraple words. At that voment it didn 't mater who or what
Big I really wis. What mattered was that ke needed me.

But... what can T possibly do”

Jnt Similed. Don 't sell yoursel so short, Ed. You ve
got Something that very f ew people have awore.,?’ou
have spirit. That s Something precious, believe we. He
pavsed, considering his words carefully. The world 'S &
pretly shitty place these days, isn't it?

Teah, sure. _ .

Tt wasn 't ahiys [Ke this. it said with & Sigh, Tt
Wi s...well... You lIsee. He patted me onmy shoulder, ke
& {ather voud & child. Ed, T ve come back to viake a
diflevence heve on Earth. This place canbe the pavadise
it once was, bt T can 't do it alone. I need people lke you.
reople who won't quit no wiatter how bad things get.
Because things wight set very bad ideed before they set
better. Do you understand what T ' saying’”

My head was spiming. I thought T understood what
he weant. T was being called to do Something truly
worthwhile, Something greater than anthing else 1 d
ever dregmed of doing. And there was the sense that
this was the only ck&vl\lce T'd ever get.

You ve & devion, 1 $aid.

Jim (zid ki€ hand over way vibs. T could feel the heat
of kis $Kin through wmy Swes tShirt, The wareth seeped
into my bones, and T could leel the vib ki nitting together.
Tt was over in the $prce of & Single breath.

Devon is & name hwaanity gave us, long af’rer they
Corgot why we tumed our backs on God,  the being inside
dim $aid. T ' an angel, Ed. Now and Zovever.

And T believed hiv. To +his day, afier all that has
ha ppered, T still believe that everything Jim ever told e
was the absolute truth, He was an angel.

T+ didn 't take me long tomake upray mind. He needed
me. Who elée had asked for wy help since 1'd been
cv‘ifﬂeé.’ Who else had treated me a$ Someone worthy

r‘g{fec:k-’ .

Where do T sign up”
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Don’t look back. Something might be gaining on you.

—Satchell Paige

David—

Here’s the second installment, as you requested. We
haven't heard anything more from the author, so I can’t
provide you with an address or contact number. What do
you want with this guy, anyway?

When he was a kid, Tony Spruce had been an
astronomy nut. With the bemused tolerance of
his parents, he’d saved up for a telescope,
scanned the heavens as best he could in the
light-muddied sky of the suburbs, browsed the
expensive periodicals surreptitiously at
newsstands, and tracked down old issues in
second-hand bookshops. He looked forward to
the clear skies of school camps with enthusiasm,
deflecting the contempt of his classmates with
naive indifference.

All that was gone now. His home page was
NASA’s Picture of the Day, he’'d set up a
SETI@home group at school, he occasionally

looked through badastronomy.com when he wanted
distraction — mere gestures. Instead he’d sold
himself on the nonsensical theory that he could
force knowledge — anything — into the brains
of permanently distracted youth.

That night, he drove up to the mountains,
parked off the side of the road and walked about
a mile higher up into the woods. The sky was
clear and beautiful, the stars serene and
steady above him. He stood with his back against
a tree and screamed. He screamed obscenities
and profundities, the name Jesarian, and then
the names of the stars, one by one, shouting
them out as they all came back to him, more and
more. Latin and Greek titles, stars named after
the girlfriends of astronomers (one named for
a cartoonist, one for a prostitute), stars
given only a classification and a number. He
could find them all.

He had to stop long before he’d named them
all. He was cold and tired and giddy, and his
voice was fading. He staggered down to the car
again, sat for half an hour then, being too far



from home, went looking for the nearest town and
a cheap hotel. It was late, but he rang up the
school to leave a message saying he was sick and
might be taking the next few days off. He
sounded sick when he talked, thanks to all that
shouting and the feverish tilt to his words.

He went to bed, trying not the think about
anything. “Jesarian,” he whispered, before
falling into sleep.

It was only in the morning, as he was
sitting in the car with a lukewarm coffee and
a reassuringly normal set of headlines (no
terrorist attacks today, thank you), that Tony
wondered where the vehicle had come from. He
vaguely remembered Robin saying something
about it, and he realized with a sick
inevitability that it must have belonged to
Robin and Helen’s parents. His wallet was
thicker than he remembered too, but that
couldn’t be right. Had he sold his soul for a
star catalog and pocket money?

He went back into the hotel and paid for
another day’s accommodation. As he got back
into bed, he moved to get the weight off his
injured arm — except he realized it didn’t seem
that bad. After Jesarian’s painful strike, it
had subsided almost completely.

Jesarian was the name of the thing inside
Helen Johnson. It was a demon, or near enough to
a demon as Tony understood the term to make no
difference. He tried to work out what he felt,
whether he should be feeling some sort of awe or
primal dread. Tried to work out if the line about
selling his soul was more than cheap melodrama.
He had recently watched a special on Islam, and
it had described the soul as a white bird that
would nest beneath the throne of Allah. Was that
him, a white bird now singed and falling? As a
scientist, he understood that religion was all
metaphor, and all metaphors broke down. Was
Jesarian Zike a demon? Did it matter?

Whatever he was supposed to be feeling, it
was eclipsed by waves of fatigue and stupidity.

He was stupid for trying to barge in on
Robin’s life with no real training or plan;
stupid for believing that what he had found
there was demonic; stupid for not doing
something about it.

But what had he been supposed to do? He’d
been trying to protect Robin. Even in those
panicked moments in the house on Rochester, he
had almost reflexively moved to protect the
memory of his wife from being corrupted by that
thing that claimed to be madness — better to
sell his soul for nothing than for the hope of
Dian. It all still seemed to make sense — it
was important and proper.

And what was he supposed to do now? The awe
and the dread were within him, but in the cold
light of a cheap hotel room, they lay passive.
When they rose, he knew that he would do things
that he could not help, could not explain. He
didn’t want to do anything.
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And maybe I’m overanalyzing the whole
fucking thing, he thought miserably. “That’s
the trouble with this country today, my
sociopathic pupils,” he said to the empty
room, with a mock scholarly crispness. *“Too
much analysis, too little action. Amen.”
Then he just felt stupid again, so he
continued lying in bed, staring at the wall.

COMPARING NOTES

He was back at school on Thursday, a mere
sixty hours after the confrontation with
Jesarian that had turned into abject surrender.
He didn’t really plan it, but he was home when
Judith from the principal’s office rang on
Wednesday night, and he cautiously said he
should be in.

He was still driving the Johnsons’ car. It
wasn’'t like anyone would have reported it
stolen, and it was a hell of a lot easier than
the alternatives. He realized that he’d gotten
to the stage where a car here or there was the
least of his worries.

He saw Robin Johnson hanging around in the
main quadrangle before the day started,
looking distracted and lost as usual. When he
saw Tony coming toward him, he smiled wanly,
seemingly half in welcome, half in pity.
Overanalysis, Tony reminded himself sharply.
Get over It.

“Hey, Mr. Spruce, heard you were sick.”

“Yes, thanks Robin. I was, but it wasn’t
anything serious.”

Nobody was around them.

“She’s gone,” Robin said.

Tony blinked at him. “Gone where?”

The boy shrugged. “Doing stuff, I guess.”

“Do you feel any better?”

“No. What about you?”

“Not really. Do you have anyone else to
stay with? Relatives or something?”

“No.”

The crowd of the quadrangle swirled back
toward them in one of its strange chaotic
cycles. “Well, I better go, see you in class.”

“Yeah sure,” said Robin, and Tony went up
to the staff room.

His first class that morning was a younger
one than Robin’s, a practical subject, which
meant that they were all in a lab, heating
chemicals in test-tubes to make them change
color. What the colors had to do with electron
valences was anybody’s guess. He stood before
them, looking blankly down at the scribbled
notes left for him by the substitute teacher.

“OK, ah, read through page 197 of the text
book, paying attention to diagram, ah, 11-4.
Count how many electrons there are in each of
the rings, and work out what they’re going to
do when they gain energy. Any questions?”

Of course there weren’t.
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He wanted to say, “Satan is after your
soul, kids. He’'s going to mix it in a beaker
and make pretty colors.” He wondered how they
would react. He didn’t say it, though. He
thought he’d better sit down and read the
textbook himself to see what the rest of the
lesson was going to be about.

He got through to lunch all right and
mingled happily enough with the other teachers.
Like the students, they had their own little
cliques and internal currents of gossip,
malicious or otherwise. Tony said all the
right things, as far as he could tell, and he
steered questions about his health off in the
direction of weird weather patterns. That was
a subject that could keep pretty much anybody
on the planet occupied these days, it seemed.

The worst moment came at the end of lunch,
when he was hurrying toward class (in the
proper, dignified hurry of the teacher’s
profession, of course). He glanced out a window
toward the car park and saw Keith Pendrick
staring balefully at something. What he was
staring at was, of course, the Johnsons’ car.

Oh fuck, thought Tony, here it comes.

He continued to class, then stood in the
room in a dither of uncertainty, waiting. 7
should get away, he thought. Find Jesarian.
Where is she? What does she want me to do?

The door remained steadfastly shut.

A boy put up his hand. “We had to do
glaciers again. We told the teacher we’d done
that, but she said we could ‘practice’ some
more.” A thin, unmotivated wave of agreement
spread through the room. Ah, that was this
class, he remembered — Geography of Lonely
Places. One of those weird subjects that
people complained were non-traditional, but
which he always liked.

“Okay, okay, no glaciers, and let’s forget
about deserts for the moment. Let’s do star
systems — you can’t get much lonelier than
that. What do you think?”

The boy looked surprised by the question,
then shrugged. “Yeah, sounds all right,” he
said. Tony was already scribbling a diagram on
the board.

' ' 1

He went around to Robin’s place after
school. He had to, just to see. Even from the
outside, the absence of Jesarian was like a hole
in the wall, through which a cold wind blew.

“She was gone on Tuesday morning,” Robin
said, when he finally arrived (since he was
still constrained to public transport). “She
didn’t say anything.”

“Are you going to be all right here?” Tony
asked him.

“Yeah, sure.”

“You haven’t seen Pendrick recently, the
counselor? He hasn’t been hanging around the
house or anything, has he?”

“No, why?”

“I don’t trust him. He did come ’'round
before, didn’t he?”

Robin shook his head. “I’1ll look out for
him. Do you want to go out for a pizza or
something?”

Tony thought about his lonely bachelor’s
dinner waiting at home. “I better not. People
might see us.”

Robin shrugged, and a pause stretched out
between them. “But you’ll ring if she comes
back, won’t you?” Tony eventually continued.

“At least you got a choice,” the boy said,
in a half-spiteful whisper.

Tony digested this. “Yeah, I guess. But—"

“She did this to me. She was playing with
me, experimenting, trying to remember. She was
just Helen, but she didn’t remember.” His face
was contorting, tears wanting to flow. Half
angry, half terribly sad. He pulled fitfully
at his shirt, or rather the scars beneath it.

Tony stepped forward to comfort him again.

“Oh, get stuffed.”

Tony stopped. He wasn’t trained for this;
he didn’t know how to help. He just waited.

“I'm sorry. I’1ll be all right. You should
probably go if you’re going.”

Eventually, awkwardly, he did.

The little light on his answering machine
was flashing — no surprises there. Tony decided
to wait until after dinner before facing
whomever it was. Or whatever, he thought with
false humor. (And then he had to force himself
away from the machine, to fight the urge to
check if Jesarian had called.) He grabbed the
spare ribs and Coke he had picked up on the way
home and went up to his bedroom. The window
wasn’'t large, but if you opened the blinds
properly, and sat on the floor with your back
against the bed, you avoided the street lamps
and had a pretty good view of the night sky.

There weren’'t a lot of stars visible, but
Tony found he didn’t mind. He could map them
anyway, correlate all the strange bits of
information he’d picked up over the years to make
something far grander. It was not complete, of
course. Human science might have labeled almost
every speck of light visible in the sky, and many
more that were not visible, but he had read only
a fraction of that work. He’'d picked up a book
from the school library this afternoon that had
a more comprehensive overview of astronomy than
he’d read in a while. He’'d also ordered two
different star atlases from an online bookshop.

When he got up to take a piss, he saw with
surprise that it was past 11:30. The ribs had
all gone, but the book he’d borrowed was still
lying unopened on the bed.

Just read the first chapter, he figured,
grabbing it and sitting back down on the floor
beside the bed, glancing up at the darkness
through the window. 7Through a glass darkly, he



thought. And what the hell is that supposed to
mean anyway? Then he thought again of the
patterns of the stars, and that was enough.

[LESSONS LEARNED

“Okay, Mr. Johnson, tell us what happens
when a sun burns out without the mass to form
a neutron star.”

Robin looked up at Tony, startled. “Ah, a
white dwarf,” he ventured.

“That’s right. Everybody have a look on
page 77."” Everybody did.

Tony grinned at the boy and received a
strengthening smile in return. Robin looked
good, calmer and somehow stronger. Then Tony
got back to the lesson.

A few days later, Tony and Keith Pendrick
found themselves unexpectedly alone in the
staff-room.

“Hey,"” Tony said, noncommittally. Word was
that the counselor had saved a student from
jumping off a seven-story building over the
weekend. (Apparently the girl had rung him up
on her mobile, whilst on the edge.) Knowing
Pendrick, Tony wasn’t sure he believed that.
Still, he had a little more respect for the
position, what with the trauma it involved.

Pendrick nodded in return, looking wary.

“I understand,” Tony said, hurriedly. “It
was like the scariest thing in the world, but
I think it’s going to be all right.”

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

“What are you about?” The
wariness deepened.

“Helen. The girl on Rochester Street. The..
demon.” There, he’d finally said it.

“Okay, Spruce. Whatever.”

Tony blinked at him. “You do know what I’'m
talking about, don’t you?”

“I have to go.”

Pendrick was hurrying out. He didn’t seem
scared or greatly surprised. He certainly
didn’t look 1like someone fleeing from the
memory of Jesarian. “I understand,” Tony
called after him. Except he didn’t.

A comet moved above him. It was invisible to
the naked eye, but its passage was as inevitable
as it had been for eons uncounted (the astronomy
journals were doing pretty well, but he did not
trust their estimates of time). Comets presaged
disaster, traditionally speaking. Of course, if
that was the case, there were thousands of such
disasters, circling patiently. He could point
out Halley'’s if he was called upon to do so, though
its tail was now a dull and minuscule thing.

He could no longer tell where his sense of
the cosmos and his reading of trajectory data
from the web began, ended or overlapped. They
were one and the same. Beyond the solar system,
things got complicated. Constellations were not
merely pretty patterns in the sky, though indeed
the distance between their individual stars was
vast. The Southern Cross was a symbol. The False
Cross — often mistaken for it, although it was
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darker and incomplete — was another. Nearby was
Centaurus, brightest constellation in the
Southern sky. Symbols of what?

Things were happening within the heavens,
strange shifts of precedence. It was like the
dizzying feeling he had experienced upon
seeing the scars and the windshield. (His mind
balked at that, as if trying to remember
something. It quickly returned to the heavens.)
The patterns that seemed to move but did not.

Somehow, Tony thought, it was the void
between the stars that was shifting. The vast
reaches of space. The abyss. Perhaps once it
had been the stars that moved, really and
truly. He thought he could see it, how it could
happen, the wonder of it.

Those stars glittered coldly now, surrounded
by their chunks of dead matter and frozen
dreams, but they might awaken still. Metaphor
and magic and the precision of physics. And all
of it really about what was happening down
here, on this overcrowded rock.

Tony sat in his bedroom, gazing beyond his
ceiling, enraptured, lost in it.

CAusEAND EFFECT

He had the cover of darkness, and Tony moved
quietly around the side of the house. Lights
streamed out of windows near the back, and
shadows shifted against the glass. He’d bought
a pair of binoculars, but in the end there
wasn’t a good angle from which to use them.

Keith Pendrick was eating dinner with a
woman, perhaps a decade older. She seemed to
be reading something to him from this morning’s
newspaper, and he was laughing.

He is an enemy of Jesarian, Tony reminded
himself. It is the only explanation.

He waited through dinner and the washing
up. He had to shift when the two went into the
living room to watch something on a big TV.
Tony didn’t learn much, except that they kept
as few lights on as possible. He suspected that
that meant they were keen on energy conservation.

The stars shone softly down, reassuring
him but offering no instructions. This had
seemed so right — proactive action. Something
that would make Jesarian proud.

By balancing precariously on a garden
chair, he got enough height to see what was
really happening. Pendrick seemed to be
navigating through a series of strange menus
on a Harry Potter DVD.

Or maybe Pendrick’s just an oblivious fool.

Defeated, Tony went home again.
t t t

It was a cold morning. The summer was long
but now turning to autumn, and a dusty wind had
blown from the west as Tony had driven to work.
He could still hear it now, rattling the
windows of the old building. The school was in
a state of shameful repair — all but the new

gym with its sponsor’s name painted gaudily on
the courts and the uniforms, and on a big sign
outside for all to see. That’s what the wind
meant to Tony, that and the momentum of photons
moving through the void.

Colleen Douglas was demonstrating her 3-D
model of chemical interaction. It didn’t having
moving electrons like some of the others, but
everything was color-coded and she showed it
off with pride. Tony was thanking her when the
knock came on the door. It was Judith, asking
him to accompany her to the principal’s office.

“Sure,” he said after a beat. “I’ll just
fix up some stuff.”

The woman watched him impassively as he
gave one of the students handouts to distribute
and delivered concise instructions on what
they were to do until he got back.

“This isn’t about the science projects, is it?”

“I don’t know.”

“They’ve been very popular.”

“I don’t know.”

Tony got the feeling somebody was following
them maybe thirty feet behind. He resisted the
urge to turn to see. Probably only some kid
(with a 1light and purposeful step). The
corridors all echoed strangely anyway, and
there was still the wind.

The principal’s office was at the end of
one wing. Not very central, but good for the
winter sun. The corridor seemed very long, and
they had not finished walking it when Pendrick
emerged from a doorway beside them, an
unreadable expression on his face.

Tony turned then, and people suddenly
seemed to be everywhere. Pendrick, a woman
coming down toward them (must be a parent, he
thought), a man coming from a different
doorway. Another parent?

“Tony,"” said a voice from behind him, and
he kept turning, feeling dizzy, to see
Principal Donovan-Smith standing at his door.
He was looking at Pendrick with dislike.

“Time’s up,” said Pendrick.

Tony was confused. He kept turning,
wondering who all these people were. Judith
took a hurried step away.

The hand of the woman who had followed them
drifted closer to her bag. The man from the
opposite doorway to Pendrick’s stared at him
with cold eyes, naked with contempt.

“Okay, Sunshine, hands behind your back,”
the woman said. She handcuffed him and started
listing the charges.

“Do you understand the charges as they have
been detailed to you?”

“No,” said Tony.

“You fucked up, Spruce,” said the man with
cold eyes. “Kid tried to hang himself last
night, and it’s all coming tumbling down.”

“But I didn’t r— r—” He couldn’t say it,
he just couldn’t. “Murder?”




“Tony, please,” said the principal, looking
acutely uncomfortable.

They were closing in on him again. There
were four police officers, two uniformed, two
in plain clothes. Pendrick was behind them,
his stare heavy. The room was too crowded, and
then he saw Jesarian’s eyes again, the
infinite reaches of them.

Tony swung his cuffed hands sideways,
scattering papers from Donovan-Smith’s desk
into the air, as he brought his foot down hard
on female cop’s shoes. He dove sideways,
driving his shoulder toward one of the
uniforms, feeling it twist out of his way, and
then everyone was shouting and there was paper
flying everywhere and he saw the doorway,
vacated by Pendrick.

The female cop grabbed Tony'’s arm, twisted
and kneed him smartly in the groin. As he
folded, someone hit him across the back of the
shoulders with a truncheon that had appeared
as if from nowhere, and another kicked him
casually across the face.

He tried to call out,
swallowed him first.

ahbol kunetz danna

Words. They didn’t make any sense. He was
in a moving vehicle of some kind. The floor was
cold against the heat of his pain.

tuhway kwey wakey

Figures bending over him. Then—

“Ah, just cut his throat. It’d serve the
bitch right.”

“What bitch?" screamed Tony. Thrashing his
legs sideways against unyielding metal. “What
bitch, what bitch? Say that again. Bowbefore her."”

“Bow-wow, puppy,” said the voice.

Tony snarled upward, trying to make him
out. It was the plainclothes policeman, his
voice as cold as his eyes. The man smiled,
flexing his fingers over Tony'’s face, showing
off the ring he wore — a heavy looking stone
with jagged edges. Then he balled the hand into
a fist, and brought it down hard.

UNINTENDED CONSEQUENCE.S

“I heard you caused some commotion earlier,”
said Mr. Viney, who was Tony’s publicly
appointed defender.

“I didn’t do anything,” said Tony, sullenly.

“Now, Mr. Spruce, I advise you not to make
such broad statements. Let’s instead try to
work out what’s what, yes? As far as I can tell,
this is pretty shaky evidence they’ve got
here. It looks bad, of course, but shaky. If
you can keep out of further trouble, yes,”
Viney looked at him reproachfully, “you’ll be
here twenty-four hours at most.”

They were in a little room in the police
station. His body ached all over, and the flutter
of panic had calmed but not gone away, yet the
pain was only a memory. He had no cuts, not even

but the darkness

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

any bruises. He’d been in a room with a mirrored
wall (so they did exist), and he looked
disheveled but healthy. He didn’t understand it.

“Let’s see. You’ve been brought in under
suspicion of statutory rape, various
miscellaneous offenses relating to financial
transactions and, most specifically, the
murder of Amos, Wendy and Helen Johnson. No, ah,
bodies have been found. I’'m sure that will be
the focus of further police questioning. That'’s
what they want you for, anyway. Even the rape
charges are going to come down to dates, since
the boy is now above the age of consent, and
that’1l1l get messy. They’ll use everything else
as an inroad to homicide. They may not even make
it to the courtroom. Illicit affair turned
nasty, that sort of thing.” Tony nodded, still
trying to digest it beyond the terms rape and
murder. “So,” Viney continued. “Did you do it?”

“Are you even allowed to ask me that?”

The lawyer rolled his eyes.

“No, no. I did not kill anybody. I know
Robin, of course, but I have never.. slept with
him. He won’t claim any different.”

Viney started to interrupt, but Tony
pressed on. “I didn’t even know that the other
Johnsons were dead. As far as anyone can tell,
they have simply disappeared. I was just
trying to help Robin out.”

Viney raised his eyes at that. “As a teacher,
you would be well aware of the proper channels—"

“Damn right. Ask Pendrick; see how far
those proper channels got.”

“Pendrick?”

“The school counselor. Keith Pendrick.”

Viney stared at him, as if trying to judge
the truth of this (or, at least, its credibility).
He started flipping through his notes, muttering
to himself. “Okay, this is good. We can do
something with this,” he said eventually.

“What about Robin? Is he all right?” Tony asked.

“I'm told his condition has stabilized.”

“He tried to kill himself?”

“Yes, one of the prostitutes found
him, apparently.”

“What prostitutes?”

“The, um.. You have to be aware of the prostitutes.”

“I don’t know what the fuck is going on.
You tell me about the prostitutes.” He was
starting to feel better now. More in control
of himself, if not the mess. The whole thing
was just the normal chaotic state of affairs
his whole life had taken since he had met
Jesarian — but he could actually use that to
his advantage. This was like a test, and he
would get through it.

“Phone records, credit records and initial
interviews with witnesses indicate he had
visits from prostitutes on a daily basis for
twenty-five days. You don’t know about that?
Or the drugs?”

Tony shook his head.




CnapTeEr Two

“Okay, okay, this is good. Depending on what
this Pendrick guy has to say, of course. But
what about the phone conversations? And what
about the transfer of funds from the Johnsons’
bank account for settlement of payment for a
motor accident you were involved with?”

“What accident?” said Tony, genuinely puzzled.
His control was slipping again, maybe had never
been there to begin with. “What conversations?”

“Half an hour a night, give or take, his
house to yours.”

“I don’t answer the phone. The answering
machine takes it.”

Viney sighed. “Look, this is all trivial
stuff. Not really, but they’re trying to get
you for murder, like I said. They need motive,
opportunity and bodies. The evidence trail is
already muddy, so let’s sort this out. You can
survive this one, Tony. Trust me. What did
Robin Johnson say to you for half an hour a
night, every night?”

“I told you I never took his calls.”

“And why don’t you answer the phone?”

“Because the sky talks to me.”
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preftn miserable, mous )f\?pe/ whom ne bosses
avound, but deep inside, e ongs 4o be ol what
1o do. Ko wants e vules ne nad as a kid. %, T
A him Hhose Yules.
bven better, thougn, is 4ne influence Tw
AiNing owy 4he managing direetor. Nigg), as
inancial diveedor, normalliy veports diveet 40 Peser,
who is 4he MD. T " persiaded” Nigg) Ahad mmgbe,
T showldh be doing 4ne vepording now, and ne. agreed
with VoY 1idfle persuasion. wiho'’s mummiy’s™aoof
liftle bow, then? Peder’s a wiole different wetle
of fish. e’s a ve,rv% driven man, sharply dressed,
marvied (wice) with 4 couple of Kids. Oh, and &
libido the size of T4AlW. T4's been common
knowledoe vound the office that ne’s nad more
han one lidison with some of 4he more attractive
iMls in sales. xﬁ“ou might call him A serial leehery,
wh never 4o is fatle. TWve newer been mueh
inferest 4o Peder. DOUUO\V)Y girl in Accounts, married
and knotking on ne doot of middie o\éd Please.
He has vounger, slimmer and denser fish 4o fr,
Well, dhanks 4o denny, Tve ehanged Al fnat.
PuALr’s Aimost as simple As Nige). e just wands
1o be desived. T4 veaktirms his male €00, Wow see.
g)ou make nim feel like 4he alpna male, and ne
O whAtLver Yow want him fo. Well, OK, 4hat’s not
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striedly frue. Yow can manipwlate nim into making
fhe decisions Fow want him 4o, thougn, and that’s
more than encuan for me.

T experimentded widh myy control a litle,
nifially horvitied and hen de ‘\?Mw\ bp what T
cowidh A0, by geAting nim and Nisg T 4o Approve 4 new
windows-bAstd actounting s@s)re,m instead of 4he
old D0S monstrosity we e been Fignting with for

LArs. T4 400k less Ahan A week. WLV been

wshing for i+ for 4wo wears. T been 5\owna
" adjusing' 4he way 4he company operades Arow
¢ 4o 0f them ower 4he last Few mondns. T47s
made M 1ife so mueh edsier. The substantial pay
Vist waAs niee, 100.

The women in 4 offiee have been sl
navdey work. T leamd some narsh lessons: Th
Firstis o, if you ve ;om@ 4o manipwlate men using
oy sexualiy, don’t do i in front of otner women
“or if vou e 4o, make sure )m%% complieid in
fhe profess. T suppost giving other women what
Anewy want in a friend and €o-worker is A More, subtle
procuss. men are simple ereatures, but women
aren’t. (hougn T haven ™ really discussed 4his with

LN, she’s “proed M guide. The  sister-and-
confidante way she worked me works with others
400, Qnother fow weeks of his, and 21 be vuling
fhe, Yoost at his place, no problem.
nal ?@s) T relise tnhat denny worked me, just
e wayy fhat T'm working e people in mp oﬁ%u,_
(nd no, 1 doesn’t make me an more comyorfable.
Bud what am T meant 4o do? Tean run o\mv%ff\(om
ney phsieally, but T ean’t vun awa from tne part
of her Anat’s’in my head. more 4o e point, Tm
not sure T want 40. T'm enjoning what 'm doin
nere at work. Wes, T'm afvaith o f?cnnl/) but T wan
10 be with net, oo, and T ean’t denyy fhat what
she'’s given me nas done me tne world of good.

DEMANDS AND DESIRES

anuary 17-

The ofher worrying thing abowt what's nappened
10 Me is At T'm seeing even more of denny Ahan
T was before, but our” relationship hds ehdnged.
" ;)Ou Yo veally imporant 4o me now, sister," she
A onee. " MOre Important Anan uow redlise. You
needh some looking affer."

what'’s more, T v med someone who I suspeed
might be \ike (}um&. There’s his ouy Karl whom
She sees A lot‘of. (K First T 4houghd ne was ner
bo?qﬁv'\wd\) but it seems 4o be more complicated
k. The 4wo of them are wp 1o somehing. ﬂr\e,v%’ve,
been working togetner on some sort of projeed, but

ennyy nasnt filled me in on ne dedails. She’s 4old

me AhAt i4’s important and hat what thew ve doing
is for 4ne good of ordinany people as tueh 43
fhemseves. That'’s abowt as elose as T oot 4o
an admission from ner nat she’s somedhing more
fhan ordinary.

DAavined AND DECEIVED

That's 41e good side,. Qou wAN the, bad? wel,
T was beginning 4o get & sense of what g}@nmg
meant when she, 4old me Ahat she would” nee
someAhing from me. in vedum for the gifts she save
me. T4 stems thad amongst eerdain plople she was
A known face, and Hnat if sne needed them
manipulated, she needed someboduy else 4o do the
Job ror hey Tt meand me. T didn’t wand 4o do
i, but T found myself doing it anvwany T found
muyself on a few ddtes with Buns T worldn’t have
fokehedd  with A bargepole, or posing as A
businesswoman, geA4ing information or manipulating
deeisions for dennu.

Despite. muself, T was getting pretty dan
sooh ot W o0, There’s A surprising sense of
safistaction in seeing a ?uv) foeus on You instead
of all 4he lgoun er, predtier fhings aronnd o &
fow popld starfed deseribed “me as " Silver-
fongued" whieh T 4ook As A gyeat compliment.
Puridps it's somehing o can onli 1Lam as wow
ot older: Somedimes™ the most attvactive 4mng
About ou vw\\\\o IS Your personalify.

Mook, there’s even a safisfaction in maing
women opeNn up 4o \gou Uitk andh easily. TVe
never been partiewlany fast 4o mare frienits and
wis Alwdays 4 bit of "4 loner at sehool. Being
someone women felt aneny cowld confide in was

read. rléwm) T ket some pangs of auit at
LAYaNNg  their seereds 4o genny and - Kavl
someAimes, but newer for long. “This was genny
aber Al Sne didn’t allow me” 400 manyy doubds.
vty fime T asked nex for dedails of wnat she and
Kan were wp 4o, she avided the guestion and
suo\()\en\\/%l fee) tnat it didnt matter 1 guess she
was doing someAning fo myy head, but ™I didnt
redlise. W at 4ne Fime. Wu?m T didnt want 4o
redlist i beeduse T was enowing my new-found
conrol A \Mtle 4oo mueh,

s e weeks passed, T did start 4o miss 4ne
simplici4y) of 4ne velationship denniy and T used 4o
have.. We wsedt 4o be best friends and now we were
like emploner and emplovee. T didn’t dave, confront
her about i, but evern fime T was getting a litfle
down about i, sne ' just eall up andk avrange for
anofher medl oudt. Somehow, despite muy fedr and
confusion, despite tne fact that sne wouldn’t 4ell
Me Anwtning about herself, she could alwans aik
me volnd. tven Ahougn 1T realisedd intellectuall
fhat she was only doing 4o me what she nad m
fdoing 4o others, T still cowldn’t stop ner. T was
hevs, whedner 1 liked i or not.

SLIPPERUSLOPE

ganuary) 1e-
Wknow, one Hhing Anat veallyy condinues 1o
WONTA M Abowd he new insight “andd abilidyy 4o
Lharm people Anat denny gave, me is Anat 1 geds
hardey andt nardey 1o s1op using 1. Soon T was
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wming i on M\Q friends as well. 24 been negjeeted
fhem For montts. The dinner pardyy af e Dennys
wihs e one exeeption. T found muself inereasing
A A l0ost LA WAV i wis™4had dennuy an
Kant wert wp 4o, it was keeping Ahem 400 busw 4o
Alow trem o spend 4ime with Me, apart from whnen
m%onmw someAhing from me.

, T Anouait T4 give some ol pals A ving and
et fosether for dinngr with a few of them; bud
his 4ime on My 4erms. T4 didnt 20 well. Several

of them eame wp with all sorts of Zxeuses for not
coming, and when we did have dinney, it wasnt
e,mo/f\;) e pood Fime T4 been expeeding. Yow see,
ot ginfriends are pretty twiteny about me
faiking 4o 4heir nusbands now, just as' T used 4o
b aAbout single women near Brian. T could see what
ey were Aninking even withowt using my gift. &
lone woman, suddenlyy dolling neysetf wp mwen more
wAs No longer an AllK, but & Ahveat. for goodness’
sake, T ocowld fwist my co-workers andt vandom
stranger's avound mg %mgus) but mu oldest friends
WXL proving 4o be
a enallenag For me.

T fold nigel 4nat T needed a few daws off,
and T 9ot 0" work..

T4 was prettn simple really. T starded with
e, howsewives, those Few of them led4 in his da
and aog. T dressed down for Anem, more like 4n
WA T used 10 dress, and plaaed it Al meek and
mild. The problem is had m&? Abil 1o “vead"

LOpIE SLLMs 10 work 1ess well On peopte who Know
me well. T4's as if 4heir attitudes towards me are
more complex and it 4akes Fime 4o understand it.
well, T was prepared 4o pud in Anat time.

ey a week of shopping 4rips, coffee and
lunehes, T was getding more anik more, angrwy. Thost
cows A some Teally Fwisted wants From me. Yo
ste, most of 4hem n@w\ me in mu old beaten down,
betraved wife incamation. Thety didnt like 4ne
new, Assertive, conkident me. WRAZ Beeause 4ne
ol me made +hem feel better about themseives and
el own mavviages. 0 few of 4hem, Lizzie and
(llie in particwlar; were cool about it and actuall
encowraged me in My new 1ife, whieh was 20of. Bu.
fhen, tnew seemed 1o nave presty stable, under-
control marviages.

Now Cadriona hak & marviage Ahat was on 4ng
brink, just as genny nad poinded ot a eouple of
Months ago. O, Cati loved her husband for 4he
weAN and comfort ne brougit ey, there was no
doubt about trhat, andk she looked down on me for
being A divore e . e, vade, Ahis oyeat p\o\;) of pﬂmm
for our lunen that dawy in one”of e depardmen
stores in London as “ hings must be so mueh narder
Now Uow e on vowr own." Litle did she know. Sne
didn’t veally o David anrore, though.

Tne velationship sounded eerily Familiar from
fhe latter days ofrP MYy MAYYIADL . V’})r wAs A cold,

Yedl problem. Well, fhere was
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nabiual thing. She'd lost David not 4o another
WOMAN but 4074he job 4hat maintained her lifestule .
She knew someAhing was wrong in the velationship
and she was coneerned about”it, but not enough
1o Actualiny do something. No, she just really wanten
fo el so v% for me Nstead, bleause tnat would
make ner feel better about ner own like. fair
enowgh. T was fhe most pitiable wreek of a
deserted wife vou cowld imaging when we met fhat
afernoon. wWe thatded about what she was wp 4o
And ow she, was spending ney Aime. wnen T near
Apout the potteryy evening elass she attended every
Thursday night, T knew T had my enanee.

Cafi’s fusband was doing pretty well for
nimse\k as e Porsehe in 4ne ()\V\v@wﬂ\% prowd. T
found museld ninking that it was one of ne
eheapey votels as T made mu way up 10 4he house.
Sperding  4ime with gennly does  Yaise  our
Lxpeetations a little. That thought made me pause
for amoment. T4 never veallw considered it bedore
where did sne get all ner morey? T shook. 4he idea
from my nead:

IU dressed 4o kill, obviowslyy. ( 1ifle black
numbey that genny nad nelped me ehoose. Not 4oo
lit4le: T am inmy 40s, and there are some, 4hings
at T just ean’t earvy off an?mow In fact, T
imaging fnat Cadi sill has 4he edoag on me in lookss,
fhanks 4o the expensive gum membeyship she has,
but T be prepared 4o put 4 lot of monew on 4ne
faet 4hat she nadn’t dressed wp For David in a long,
long 4ime.. That’s what nappens when vow start
M\unq people for g%mn)rw\. Well, Cai, wou shouldnt
have Faken wowr Rusband or me for granted. we
LA both surprist o

T cortainiy surprised him. ve was still in hnis suit
when T Aumedup af 4ne door. Wis shirt was rumpled
And\ his i loose. Dam i, he looked nandsome. This
wAs ooing 1o be easier than T 4hougnd. T opened
mva Mind Hhroug Ahe ehant Ahat dernuy tanont me
AN sAAY AL reaning 4ne emotions widhirt. On, e was
hungry for toueh and tloseness all vignt. s long as
T A ovupmv% my hand this 4ime, ne would be
A pushover. T et good. T was doing some/m'\n@\ 10
redvess e balanee against 4nose, whno fake Aneir
parners for oyanted. This wowld be fun.

T askedd for Cadi. Ve sAid she was out, bud
Invited me in anuoay. we enatted, and T Hirded with
M in & low-el) way. In tne end, T said Ahat 1.
LAY 9o and oA NiM A elost hug T@\ooab ¢ 1 could
feel nim... vespond as T didd so."This wds workin
0wl T4 was working so well, in fact, nat 1 didn’
e stop 4o guestion my motives for doing it

MAKING MISTAKES

ganuary 21

%@nna came back. a couple of dans \ater, so T
didnT ha muen ehanee 4o pursue ANings furdner
with David, and 4nat miod nave been for ne best.

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

1 he had plendu of fime 4o deelop fond memories
of M liHe visit) Tm sure e would be tnat muen
More Lagey Ahe nexdt 4ime. genniy, on 4he othey nand,
WAS AP N A WA At TR newer seen ner before.
Obviowsi “whadewer” she. had been doing nad oone
wrong anth badivy so. T don’t fnink T e exer been wore
Frigndened in mvzh% Qngey seems like an inadeouate
worth 4o deseribt e vage thad was boiling Ahrougn
ner 1 wanded 4o Flee fom ner presence There and
fren, but T was 4oo afvaid 4o do so.

g}wnv% nadn’t even bothered 4o oreet me
properiy. Sne just ealied me wp and demanded that
T gut owr 40 ner apariment. T4 didn’t ook goo
when T gof 4here tor a stard, she wasnt answetrin
e door” T leA muysel in with 4ne spare ke she
given me And lookeA Avound in norvor - Sine A smasined
&p Most of 4ne fumiture in 4ne living room. She
wAs obviously stronger 4han she, looked. Then 1
noticed what Tooked Nike 4races of blood aeross Ane
floor T went cold for a moment T felt utterin
frozen. Then T neardh her ealling my name.

She was in e bath, sulking. She offen took
10 the bath when she was pissed off, SAAING That
it made ner feel sligndlny better.

Qe vow OK2" L asked, cautiousi.

“on, T'm Al betfer now. Yow showld see 4he
ofher ouw," she replicd with 4 Masty undertone in
her voice” "1 nwf someAhing from vou "

" Gennug, Uou know T give Yo ANATIING Uou wand.”

" Wel, s isn’ wour's 40 give. T need monew,
and T need it Ms)f.v)l’v@ oot ofher 4hings 4o b
foing, so T need vouw 1o Fix if," she snapped. This
wis 1ot like ner &4 Al “Vow v got 4hat boss of
UWour's eating out of vowr” hands oy now, right2"

"How Aid now know Hat?" T asked. T hadn’
falked about Mige) with ey of \ate.

"Oh, T keep bedter 4abs on ov\)ou fhan wou
realise, M dear Linda. Now, T need a Hat milfion
franskerved info my aceount by fomorvow evening
by diveed bank Aranster. T don’t eare now vow do
15 Just gt e monewy from wour eompaniy’s eash
reserves indo my aceount. Thé Firm’s 4ot enouagn,
hasn’t 42"

T nodded dumbluy. T4 did, no doubt about Ahat.
The MD wAs Alwans pretiy eareful about 4hese
sorfs of 4hings. Yo felt that’a oo eash pile kept
pou inswlated from downtwns and the FD nad

ey Nl Ahe sping 4o argue, with him. Bud stealing
MONEWA... T wAsn’t sure about hat.

NN Must nave sensed my doubt, beeause she
signed, elimbed out of ne bath and wrapped a
fowe! around nerseld.

“Come here, Linda," she said, drawing me into
anembrace. " T know Ahat his is A preA4u big hin,
T'm asking wow for, but it’s importartt. Reall
imporfant Kar and T ave losing. we e facing of
appinst somesning so nasty that T cowldnt even




Ciapter Two

begin 4o deseribe it 40 now and, well, it’s beating
ws. T4 has suppord, someAning backing i, and 1'm
not guite swre what i is."we need Allies and
resourees. (W ow need 4o know is Ahat T need
he monewy fomorvow nigd, and T nave i+ back
4o o by the end of 4he week. Now, do uou hink
Wow ean pull dnat off2"

T was tervified, T admid, botn of ner and of
bing caugnt. Bud like T said earlier, his was

enni. DR T veally have 4 ehoiee

"IN, Peter’s awan. That just leaves Nigel 4o
feal with. Yean, T shoull be able 1o manage That,"
T said. " LM vin ;%ou fomorvow 1 nere dve oping
10 b any problems.”

genniy soueeed me. "L knew wowtt come
through for me, Linda. That s o?mm news. Look, his
Is Mmofe than Tve ever asked of wow before. Lan
T offer wow somedning in return2 1 could give uow
anotner i, Vike Ane ones e alveady) given wou,
in vedwrnt for is inereased serviee 46 me."

T cowldn’t believe 4. Part of me vebeled at
he vy )mou?n)f, She was asking me 4o risk
imprisonent for ner, for a fignt T didn't
undeystand, and she wowldnt explain. Gnd wed,
using hey gifts had been so vewarding. 5 thougnd
of e waly my job had enanged, about ne \ook
and Fee) of DAV s e, realu rotieed me for 4ne
fivst Hime. manbe.... (4 First my mind sprang back
fo my desire 1o have kids, but then T decided
AgAINSt . Yean, mavpe 4 wear ago T nad desived
nothing more, but now things were dikferent 1
warded somehing for muselt wnat 1 asked for
surprised even me.

"1 want 4o be able to make them feel wnat
1 fert. 1 wand 4o be able 4o shoek people ot of
heir own se-inderested Vitle worlds. T want
peoplt 40 bt able 4o understand what s like 4o
have someone eheat on wow."

genny positively beamed at me.

“Done "

(s T sat in her eav, on 4ne way oud info ne
(‘,oun'h(\;} and A vivey Ahat seemed o be ve,n? speLial
fo gennyy fo sedl fne pact, T gnew what it was
fo Do af”war with vourselt Part of me wanted
10 Feel Ahe water aghin, 4o nave his new q'\H andh
fo beeome part of tnis world that T glimpsed
fhrowsh gwmg. (nother part of me, the part that
nad been married 4o Brian, whieh still longed for
ehildren and A normal married like, despaived. That
wAs e part of me 4nat Aapped me i A lowess
Marvidoge for a deeade longer than T showld have
been 4here, so T igrored 1454 may well have been
e worst mistake of mu life. bven as 4ne viver vose
fo embrace me, part of me worried Abowt what was
mppenm?. T newer guite fold sate in tne wader’s
embrace Fhis 4ime. T began 4o suspeed that T would
newr el sake again.

FALL
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Nige! AMost never 4akes 4ime off- manbe his
wife is glad of fhe break, or maube she’s doing
someAhing more, inderesting 4he vest of ne time.
none of s Nave Ly med ner, so 4 nevey nad
e ehanee 4o Find owt. T swung by work on 4he
wAY home, from gennyy’s place and pulled nioe)’s
addvess from e padroll files. T then left a
Message on his voicemail saning hat T would be
in At due fo A doetor’s appointment. (ks T put
the. phone down, T wondered wh;g 10 bothered.
T Aidnt really need o explain myself o nigel
ANAMOIL

The following moming, T arvived af Nigel’s
place just after e et for work. (wans punciual,
My Mige). Makes 1ife so muen easier:

T sat in 4ne ear for a while, concendrating on
Al e pain, m'\se,n{z and humiliation 9% been
fhrough when Brian 1654 me. T nad 4o stop M\QSLW
erying bv% reminding mseld just what T was doin
tnere” wnen 1T na mﬁs@h‘ Ak wnder condrol,
oot out of tne ear And rang tne doorbell. Tne
oment Nigel’s wike opened e door, T let ner nave
i owith both barvels. Ewery bit “of pain and
humiliation T4 felt in 4ne 1ast 18 months, in one
coneendrated blast. T4 didnt wiek in full foree
straiont ﬂ(uuﬂ\\r/\}, but T could see tears welling up
N AN womArt’s Lues.

"0, T'm sorviA. wrong Nouse. T Ahougnd this
was St marn’s Close."

“No... no, fat’s three streeds wp.”

" Sorvw 4o botner wou."

T4 400k until eantty afternoon before ne got
Ahe eall. nigel looked pefplexed, tnen brichiy angru,
fhen penuinely woryied.

" Linda, T oping 4o have 4o take tne afernoon
off. T rofified he bank tnat uowll be
audnorising Aransactions wndil T ged back in 4ne
morming, since, Peder’s awan."

“No problem, Nige). Eveyinthing OK2"

"1 don’t know, veally. Somedning’s up with
My wite "

“Uou beter gt back then. Drive earefuily,
and give Me A Ying in e morning."

"1 will. Thanks, Linda. Yow Ye vern kind."

1f on\? he knew. She'd be an” emotional
wreek for At least a week and confused for a
while affer 4hat. That showld give me plenty of
fime 4o sord 4hings owt for %cnnu). s Nigel’s
teputny, T was cosignatory on Fne actounts diony
with him and Peter” 1 now nad full aceess 4o e
LOMPANW’s LASN Yeserves until he pair of them
arvived. Binop. even it either of them looked 4oo
Aeepn T showld be able 4o distraet them. T was
home Free.
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THE Goop

The next day I jogged through City (ark in the vin.
The crutches were sticking out of & dumpster in back
of the boarding hovse. T was borm again.

To $ay w1y recovery cauvsed & $tir was & major
wnderstatement. My doctors at the VA poked and
probed we, tryng 4o bgure ot what haxppened. 1
overheard one of them $ay miy Sudden recovery was a
mirzele. T only they knew.

My lamily was both Stuwed and happy Gt vy
recovery. Only a Vesi verks bele ore, they were trying to
convince me to move back home o they could $pend
wore time with me. What & joKe. They thought 1 'd never
be able to live indeperdently Gaain,

Still, T Sometimes wonder i T made & wistake by
vevealing wy recovery. When T 1alked about it, T didn 't
mention dm or the Gryangement we made. He never said
T should keep it & secret. Besides, wasn 't like anpone,
even the campus precchers on the rentacrest lawn,
would ever believe wie. Which i for be best, because i they
did believe, they d claim T 'd Sold vy Soul to the Devil.

Screw ‘em. What did their God ever do for me” They
want o say 1 sold out Zor Something cheap, S0 be it! I
tried to i tiong lize way decigion a4 frst, but you Know wha+”
T+ all boiled down o this: T couldn + stand to be trapped
mSide vy own body. T wasn + Some disability rights activist
who wanted the world o aecept my disability. Screw the
vamps. T wanted @ body that could vum up the staivs. T
wanted & body thit could jumyp off & bridge into the Towa
River. T wanted to be able 1o make a di¥ference.

Until T vaet dim, T thought T loved God. T thought
that wy injury was some Kind of test. But when dim
of¥ered me the chance to walk, how could T veluse?
Wizt Kind of God would consider it & $in o accept
Someone '§ kelf.’

T didn 't see Y for & long time abter that nght.
Abrer 14 pulled the braces Z’om vy legs he told wme
that one day he would call on vme lor help, but until then
T was bree 4o do whatever T wanted. He suggested T get
in shzpe. T told hiva that wouldn t be & problem.

Once T vzde wy miraculous recovery, 1 stopped
going over to rlete 'S Tt reminded me of & past thatwas
dead and gone. T lomd another prlace downtown, a
$ports bar called the Fight Ball, and T actually started
Playing pool again. I was drinking le$s and meeting more
preople. T didn't feel o iolated awmore, or sell.
consciovs about people s stares. At the Eight Ball T
wa s one of the surs Ggdin, dsta f Gce inthe crowd. Who
Knew it would feel o 7004?

Days turmed to week's, and week's became months,
and 1ill T 'd heard nothing from Jm, (art of me started

DAVMNED AND DECEIVED

1o wonder il the day might never come when he deallme
1o action. Believe it or not, T was kind of diga ppointed.
He 'd given me vy life back, T wanted 1o vepay hiva.

In the meantime, T g0t & job. Tt was tougher than
Tz gined, wha t with the econory and all, but my Sevvice
vecord it little of it theve was) landed ve & jobas
& Security guard at one of the local plants. The best
part wis that T had enough money to leave that vat
hole borrding house behind and get & real vhent
out in the 'burbs. T even started visiting the folks every
covuple of week's or $o, and Surprisingly, things were good.
We d it and have dimer, lxugh and talk. It was great.
T lett lke & homan being again. I didn + even think about
Jim vruch at all before long.

Smmer came and went. I got & promotion at work
arnd wert on & few dates. Dad had started asking
whether T wanted 4o g0 to college, and it was actually
starting to Sound termeting. And then it ha ppened.

REALITUCHECK

Tt was inearly Septevber, and T had gone downtown
erly one afternoon. Thought 1 'd g0 to Old Cagpitol Mall
and get Some new clothes. The Snowstor the wea theriman
promised hadn 't materialized, and the temperature
W& s only in the low 405, All in all, & pretty nice day to be
out and about.

When I reached the O Capitol grouds, T noticed
severil people Starding by the Steps. Maybe 200 or So. 1
thought it was bl (6 te in the yea v 1o hold & protest, Let
Glone ore that would attract this vy people. Intixlly, 1
wrote it ofl a5 part of the craziness of this towm.

As T drew closer, T could fnally make ot the
speaker and what he was sayng. He appeared to be
an older van, late $05 with bright white hair. Kind o
overweight. He Kept talking about God 'S love and the
redeeming pover of taith. He was guite animated a$
he frea.c.keé.

Another Pentacrest preacher, Trused to mﬁelf
s 1 walked by. His voice Seemed to carry well,
considering that he didnt have & loudspeaker or
microphone. But T didn 't have time for him. What did
he know about Heaven and Hell? 1T'd looked into a
devion 's eyes and made up vy own mind about which
side T was on.

Al of you vaust stop and listen 1o what T have 4o
$5)!  the vz Shovted. The end of the world i§ &t hand,
brothers and sisters! Hell's gates haye Swung wide, and
the $pawn of Satan walk Grong us!

I kept going. .

Heed me or be dawmed o hellfire!  The preacher
said, and T felt the hairs vise on the back of wiy neck.
I+ Zel't as though he were talking to me alone.

T veally didn 't have time for +his. T circled the
crowd and headed for the clothing $tore. That boring
brick building never looked $o inviting belore.




Crapter Two

‘ﬁgy-’ ' Someohe yelled.
I tumed avowd. Three people had detached
thevseles from the crowd and were ollowing we., The
leader was & blond guy, not much older than wy;elf, with
wire-ramed glasses and & tailored suit. His 4 riends, &
vgn Gnd & woman in Jackets and jeans, lollowed havd
on his heels. The other vman was brozd-Shouldered and
loo(’%c‘ like his nose had éehen broken wore than once.

Where ave you going”  Blondie asked, like T needed
hig permission to cross the Square. The tough quy behind
him looked liKe he wa s ready to back ypwha tever Blondie
had to sa,. .

T vot interested, I repled, waving in the
preacher s general direction. .

“Vw e not interested in the jooé word? ke replied.

“I Ve got & Bible ot ko:«e.

Do you wderstand it?

This was . ucKing @mwoying. Would you $top asKing me

vestions” I ' sorry, but T wjust not interested in your
iHle“Gemw. . .

T 4ruly Sorvy, to0, the waan repled. 1 ™ Just
tryng 4o faure out wiy you don't want to hear the
veverend s good word, He gestured toward the cvowd.
Everyone else does.

1 looked back at the crowd. They were all intently
liStening to hiva. Too intently. Where were the heck levs?
They were too guiet. No one was leaving the crowd.
Someone had to have & class to attend. Someone had
1o get bored and leave. But no one moved. .

You Ye the only one who doesn 't want to hear hig word,

That's when T lelt & chill vace along wiy Spine. The
preacher was wore than he appeared. Was he liKe
1 Was Jim the vexson wiy T wasn 't being allected
ke the vest?

“I couldn 't panic. T had to play <ool.

T quess it 'S vy lpss. 1l have to figure out the
Lord 's word at home.

The others tried to Survoumd we. The burly quy
blocked wy Wiy to the Old C&fﬂol. The woran blocked
vy Wiy to the Steps leading down the hill.

re you & religiovs man, sir!  Blondie asked, a
little_too casully.

Sure, 1 lied.

The man paused lor & second. Hig eyes looked ot _{
1o the Side, perha ps at the preacher. Wrong answer,
he gaid coldly,

T jerked my head toward Burly. He threw & punch,
bot T leaned back awvay rom the blow and took &
glancing hit to the cheek. Belore he could Yollow el
Stepped inside his guard and pmched him sguare in the
nose. The cartilige snapped and blood poured down his
lace. He staggered backward, sitting down hard on the
pavement. Someone wrapped their arms aroumd me
brom behind, and T looked down to get & glmpse

Blondie 's $pit-shined shoes. Too bad for him I was
wegring engineer $ boots;, T stomped down havd on the
aveh of his loot and felt the bone break. He let out &
yell and doubled over, and I punched him in the tewple.
Blowdie fell without & sound.

That just left the worman. She hzdn 't wmoved from
her place near the stairs, and a$ I tumed o lace her,
She Smiled, Showing & M&{ﬂ\f ul of pointed teeth. Oh Shit.

That will be enough, & voice $aid brom behind we.
The worman '§ grin vanished in an instant, and she bowed
her head like & trained dog. 1 looked over wy shoulder
fo see the preacher helping Blondie to his Zee‘h The
crowd wa s already dispersing, walking as in & dream.

The preacher s eres were black a$ death,
bottomle$% and cold. He was a demon, just like Bi? Jiva,
Suddenly I vealized T'd stumbled into Something way
over wy head.

The devton looked wme over and Smiled & vex per '
grin. I knew we 'd stumble Geross one of Guriel's hounds
Soon enough, he said, halé to himsel, Then he looked
e Sguarely in the eyes. Let your master beware. His
dayshere are numbered. The Aéﬁé GWAitS,

Then he turmed his back on me, beckoning 1o the
others. Blondie and Burly kelped one another along, both
af ther glaring éalef ully &t wie & s they went, The woman
started to leave, took one look at her master, then
legned inclose. She lxid & finger & gaingtwy throat, right
over the jugular. 1 bavely Zzl’t the claw prick myhél( in.

¢ you re lucky, you ll never See we Ggain, She
whispered. Then she fell in line with the vest.

Trr Uara TrRaTH

T aade it home late that night, abiera long Second
shitk. T was tired Gnd vy nerves were on edge, and T just
wanted 1o g0 to bed. When T fliffeé vy light switch, the
light didn 't come on. I Sighed and hoped that I still Sore
extra bulbs. .

You Ve disa ppointed wme, Ed,  said the Silken voice,
waKing the night cir tremble.

For & woment T didn t kinow what 1o do. T 'd kinown
that sooner or later this day would come. T ook &
deep breath and stepped into the & partment, closing
the door behind me. Tt's been & while, Bir,‘ Jim. What
<an “I do for- . .

Shut up, Gnd listen, Jm snapped. You Ve been too
open with vy git, .

. vt you never told me-

I never told you because T thought you d be Smart
enough to Know better. He snavied. You 'rhe lucky to be
alive, You ve lucky T don 't Kill you vygelt.

T'sorvy, Istaramered. Ididn tknow. Whatwas
I 4u(7=o€ec\ to do’

Nothing! Youwere $upposed 1o do absolutely nothing!
There are others of vy Kind who want to destroy me.
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They wust have {ollwgé we here. Now they Know you
belong 1o we. T should pumish you right now.

That's not fair! You didn't tell vie any of this
belove. Hell,all T did was cross the darmn Mall, Tt ‘s not
vy (ot that preacher s mumbo jumbo didn 't work on
we. You Should-

1ttt Something crawling on wy hand. Instinctively,
T let g0 of the door and tried to brush it ofl, As T did,
T staggered into the darkness. Now T was lost inmy own
voor. I could hear the Sound Something, waybe
hondreds of things, Scurvying arouwmd vy Yoom, Yuming
over the pi pers on the floor. Two glowing eye$ & ppeared
i the darkness, staring down &t me.

There i$ & house on Governor Street. The address
i on your table. Every night, T want you to watch it until
dawn. From time 1o time L il ask you for &, veport. Wst
keep a vrecord ol il cores a'mi goes.

But Jim, T work nights now.

dm growled. You made & promise to serve me, Ed,
¢ you won 't Ive up to the bargain, then the deal’s
and Tl take back wmy 7'/'&6.

hy heart went co. Lie Ke & cripple agam” Oh, God. ..

Okay T v Sovry. How long do you want me to watch
the &ou‘e-’

until T say othevvise, Ed. You still remember how 1o
follow orders, don t ;ou-’

T heard Someone Screwing & light bulb into &
Socket. Seconds later, the light came back on, blinding
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e, When T could see, Jm $tood in the middle of the voom.
His haiv had grown out info & matted tangle, and now he
had Gn umkempet beard. His clothes were caked in mud.,

&y to me that this will be resoved quickly. Othevwise
T ight not be able to qurrantee your continued mobiliy.

He tebs without another word. I Spent the rest &
the wight at the Kitchen table with & §1a$5 of vodka. in
vy hand, wondering what 1'd gotten wysell into,

PRrI1SONER OF (DAR

T watched the house just like dimr told we too. My
wother wa s kind enough 1o let me use her car. T told my
boss at work that T had to take & medical leave
absence for & while. He was pissed, but he said T d sHill
have & job when 1 got back.

The house wa s & rental property, and the preacher
lived there with his fimkies. Mot doing wiuch from what
T coud tell. They v lly $tayed in &t night, I they vere
up 1o Something, they weren t doing it outside. From time
1o time T was tempted to sneak infor & closer look wntil
T remembered that I was dealing with & dewon, lor
God 's sake, not & bunch of drug dealers.

On the i vight, Blondie and Burly left arouwd
ridnight and retumed & couple hours later. I watched
them drig & guy from the trank of their car and hustle
hiva into the house, He seemed alive, but his cort was in
tatters and his face looked ke it was covered with
blood. T bet he didn 't have wuch longer 1o live. For & Levi
long vainstes 1 deba ted whiat to do. I could call the cops,
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but alter seeing what the preacher did 1o the cvowd at
the Capitol, T fgured that for & lost cause. That left
JuStme. dim 'S orders had been pretiy clear: Just watch
the building and vreport back. He wasn t the o 1
reviembered from the might at the boavdng house.
Something had changed him for the worse, and I didn '+
rmuch care to have him Gngry Gt me ever again,

But Someone s ife was at stake. T couldn 't just
ignore that. Finally T g0t my Maglite and wy pistol from
the trunk and crept up to the house.

T+ was an older home, with & Celdstone loumda tion
and Small windows that looked into the ba sevient. There
wes & light on down there, and T lomd & window that
revealed Blondie and Burly work ing the poor guy over.
Blondie would & s the questions, and Burly would try to jog
the guy 'S memory wHZ & broken-of? car antewa. Blood

lew with every stroKe.

T chambered & vound in the pistol and tried to think
ol & plan What would T do once I g0t inside ” Shoot the
o wen. What would T tell the <ops ? You see ofﬁc&n
T was lollowing orders brom wmy devonic wmaster, who
told me to watch this house, and then

Wait, T remember thinking suddenly. Where s the
Woman ard the preacher’

That was when T felt the talons prick the back of
my neck, and & wave of ice vushed down my Spine. The
world $pun, and everything went dark.

Wien I came to, I was sprawled on the basement

loor wheve the other prisoner had been Sitting. The
weak light shone on the loops and streaks of blood
scattered aeross the concrete. Blondie and Burly
waited to one Side, looking Smug. The woman watched me
fromher pevch on & nearby work table. She Similed and
ran & delicate tongue over the 1ips of her talons when
she saw I was awake.

The preacher Stepped brom the Shadows. Mo,
that's wot vight. A patch of Shadow became the
freacher. He e S darkness with & dea th S head & Gee.

You fool, the dewon $aid, shaking his head. T
Showed you mercy once bele ore, but heve you Gre agiin.
He gestured to Blondie and Burty with & lonfj ingered hand.
T haven 't oy patience left, mortal, and T am not in the
habit of vigking threats. So Mr. Andrews and Mr. Smith
here are going to take & pair of flev\{iwf Knives and sKin
you t¥om neck to groim. They ve quite practiced, so 1
magine it won t 1ake more than hal an hour or so. The
poin vill be excrucicting. More than & hoan mind can
normlly take. The demon leared inclose. But youwill not
£655 out. You will not die. You will Know nothing but Ggony until
you 'r;e ready to fell me where your master is.

T don 't know wheve he is! T blyrted. Some brave
P T was. He doesn 't tell wme shit!

Ak T see. The demon stared long and hard atwme.
Then T expect we will be heve for Some time.

That was when the lights went out. Someone, T think
Burly, let out & yell, and then T heard & door torm from
i hinges. A voice Shouted Something in & IRngurge that
viised the hzivs on the back of vy neck, and then there
was only the sound of screams,

1 lay on the cold concrete, 17 eeling another
man 'S blood seep through my clothes, not daring to
wove. Something Sprayed across wy face.
choked and gurgled.

Alrer wnat lekt ke an eternity, the light came
back on I still see the scene in wiy dreams.

There were no bodies. dust pieces of Ylesh and
strips of blood-stained clothes. A wmonster with Big
Jim s face $tood in the center of the voom, dripping
with gore. .

What the hell is l«affenim,‘-’ 1 whispered, hatl-
afraid of, saining the creature s attention. What is
7‘oib\7; on. . .

You wouldn t understand, Jia <,‘rowle¢l. Youmortals

never do. )

. They were going to $Kin we like a vabbit! T S&id,
T deserve to know what you 3 gotten me caught up in!

The wmonster snatched the & pels ot wy coat inhis
claws and ifted me vy leet. Alierail T ‘ve done for
you, you dave to question me” Alter all the sl ering 1
went throush to Save you, you dare to guestion me 7 ou
caused me $o ruch pain, and still T gve you gitss. He
gleved at we. How dare you! How dare you!

T 'd never seen awore this angry belore, The hate
4&&»:\34 to é\{lr'h through g clothes.

Aease, I begged. Aease tell me what I am
rigki:\? y e Yor.

They were Servants of an old enewyy. She wants to
destroy me. His eyes navvowed. Now that T ve Killed
her hunting party, she will gather yp whatever lovces
she has at her disposal and tear this city a part until
she fnds me, OF course, this also presents wme with an
opporimity bor anambush. You will help defend vie from
her and her vassals. This is the new wmeaning of your
existence. When the time comes, T vill call you again.
And reu will Gnswer, no matter where you are in the
world.  He letme g0, You Ve vunupa hell of & 1ab tonght,
Ed, Jim said, his voice thick with pain. And now it '§ fime
to pay yp.

That's when I noticed the deep wounds along the
vonster 's fla.nl( $. In some rloces T could see blood-
Streaked bone glegming i the light. And then Jim
vegehed o wiyimind and T folt lig wounds agwell, T (et
his hatred and his madness, eating away at vy mind,
T lell into blackness, an abyss without end,

[ ()
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Ewvery step towards truth has had to be fought for and there has
had to be abandoned for it almost whatever otherwise human hearts,
human love, human confidence in life, are attached to. Therefore
greatness of soul is required: the service of truth is the hardest service.

—Friedrich Nietzsche, The Anti-Christ

David—

This is the last installment. Per your instructions, I've
included the courier envelopes and copies of the mailing
labels, but I don’t think it will do you any good. The author
went to alot of trouble to stay anonymous, and if he doesn’t
want to be found, you aren’t going to find him.

I was talking to Marta last night. She says you've
been acting really strange lately. What is this obsession
about demons? She said you told her that you thought the
head of your department was possessed. Is that what all
this is about?

Tony Spruce sat in the holding cell and
tried to sort things out. It was difficult.
Every time he tried to follow a line of thought,
it started to drift toward nothingness.

He remembered a quote he’d read in a book
somewhere — one of those volumes about
science versus superstition. Maybe it was
Carl Sagan’s one, he couldn’t remember.
Anyway, the quote was, “The man who submits
unconditionally to the will of God must
relinquish not only his will, but his
understanding.” It was crazy, no way to live
a life. But it was also so easy.

Tony hurt inside about Robin Johnson,
deeply. But over that was still the
numbness, the inclination to just let the
whole thing slide. Like that car accident,
the potentially messy litigation which he
did now remember. He had ignored it, and it
had gone away. God had provided — even the
replacement vehicle.

Had Jesarian done that to him, given him
that layer of protective ennui? Was it the
shock of revelation or a deliberate messing



with his mind? Was it just him, since Dian
died? Was it everybody?

Overanalysis, asshole, he thought wearily.
You’re in a jail cell, and your defense lawyer
thinks you’re a lunatic.

He wished he knew what orientation the cell
was facing, so he could map the stars onto the
ceiling. Just picking arbitrarily wasn’t
going to work.

He hoped that they would let him see Robin
again, let him explain and apologize and help.
No. He didn’t care what thiey let him do. He’d
do it anyway.

He wished he had a window.

There was a change in the quality of the
room. It was dark when Tony opened his eyes,
but that was not it.

“Jesarian?” he whispered.

Nothing but the barest whisper of traffic.

He stretched, got up, paced the cell. His
bladder was half full and he drained it, to
be ready. He should have no idea what time
it was, but as he thought about that, he
realized that he did know. It was a few
minutes before nine, and he was pacing an
exact North-South axis, and, yes, Jesarian
was near.

“Mine eyes have opened to the wonders of
the Lord,” he whispered. Another quote,
surely, but he did not care.

But the demon did not come for him —
Robin did.

E.ScADPE

“Get up, get up,” the boy panted, only a
dim shape in the blackness as he raced into the
short corridor outside the cell.

“I am. It’s fine.”

Keys jangled in Robin’s hand. The locks had
been electronically opened when Tony had first
arrived. The power must be out, he realized
somewhat belatedly. It took three goes to get
the key right, but the boy did it eventually,
and the door slid open.

Tony stumbled out and held Robin, feeling
his thinness — the unhealthiness of his skin
and the unsteady warmth of his flesh. “I'm
sorry,” Tony said. “I'm so sorry. It’s all
messed up. I wasn’t there. Jesus, Robin.”

“You were never there.”

He said this without rancor, as a statement
of fact. They looked at each other as best they
could in the deep gloom.

Tony realized something, all at once as if
it had been obvious all the time. He had been
treating the boy as a student, when in truth
they were both peers, damaged goods left in
Jesarian’s wake. But that did not excuse him
from what he had done. “I'm sorry.”

“I know."”

“We’ve got to get out of here,” Tony said.
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“That was my plan. C'mon.” Robin led and
Tony followed.

The building seemed deserted.

“All the cops are out the front. All the
prisoners too. They forgot about you.”

“Really?’

“Yeah, sort of. It’'s complicated. They're
fighting. Not the cops, Helen and the other
ones. But they’re not, like, punching each
other, I don’t think. They were waiting for
her. I think she was waiting for them, too.”
All this is short staccato bursts as the boy
tried to navigate through the darkness. At
least he seemed to know which direction he
was going. There was more light in the rest
of the station, but only from exterior
street lamps, and the clutter made the path
treacherous.

“And the police,
this happen?”

Robin turned, and maybe it was only
coincidence that a street lamp limned his face
with soft silver. “There are no police
anymore. Not really. There are only powers of
the dark and of the light”.

“Right, okay,” said Tony. He remembered
what he had been thinking when he learned that
Jesarian had killed Robin’s parents. (Or had
she? That was what he had assumed.) He’d been
thinking about not being able to trust any of
the institutions around him. But then there
was Viney. Some of those cops might have been
bastards, might have been working for these
“other ones” even, but Viney was a real guy
working in a real system. So were the people
at school, quite separate from whatever the
hell Jesarian was.

“Sounds like bullshit to me,” he wanted to
tell Robin, but he didn’t, because he didn’t
want to hurt the boy anymore.

“Keep going,” he said instead, and Robin
resumed his unsteady course.

Tony took a step and then the whole room
rotated. He stumbled, tried not to hit the
ceiling. Instead he hit the floor.

“You all right?” Robin was whispering.

“I'mfine,” he gasped, arms waving strangely.
He didn’t believe it — didn’t even know why he
said it. Then it all became clear.

This 1s 1t. This is what the bitch did to
me. Is doing to me. When she’s doing stuff,
like Robin said. Jesus Christ help me.
Happens mostly in bed, doesn’t it? Mostly at
night. You can pretend. Once at school. Yes,
I think so, once in a classroom. Shrugged it
off. Jesus, please. Traffic accident. No,
that can’t be right, can it? Jesus I’m so
messed up.

The feeling had been like looking into the
abyss. Like looking at the night sky, but
while he’d sensed those deeps with an
astronomer’s eye — wherein all numbers were

they’re just letting
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too big for comprehension, so no big number
could be overwhelming — this was different.
Somewhere, Jesarian had looked into the
abyss, and therefore, so had he. There had
been no numbers to stand between him and it.
Just his own human senses, which had shut down
as fast as they could. The memory of it was
still there, but it refused to be summoned.
Self-preservation kicked in instead. He
wondered how large those memories were, and
how much damage they had done.

“C’'mon,” said Robin, and for the first time
this evening Tony heard the strain in the boy’s
voice, barely there.

He’s good. Damn good. We both are. Good
at hiding the demon. Is that why she chose
us? Fuck you and your sister, kid. Just
fuck you and, Jesus, fuck me.

“I'm coming,” panted Tony, climbing to his
feet. The dizziness had mostly died down, but
he would remember what it meant. He would
protect Robin, and he would remember.

Then there was just one final corridor and
a dash for the back door.

“Are you sure there isn’t some sort of
guard out there?” Tony said, in a sudden
whisper, when they reached it.

“No.”

“Well, here we go.”

A sign on the door said that it was
alarmed, but it opened easily and quietly,
and the two ran out into the night, under the
protection of a light cloud cover and the
guidance of the moon.

They had no idea if the police were going
to start issuing descriptions of them in the
morning papers, so hotels were out. Robin
thought they should go to Tony’s house, with
the idea that the police wouldn’t think to look
in such an obvious place.

Tony said he thought the police would
probably check there first and Robin’s
place second.

According to Robin, Jesarian had given no
instructions except that they weren’t to leave
the city. Audrey — Dian’s mother — was an
option Tony considered, but he rejected it on
about three different levels of awfulness. At
least they had the car, which Robin had picked
up still parked at the school (with his own
spare key), though that was also going to
become conspicuous very quickly.

Whatever it was, they had to do it quickly.

REVELATIONS

“Let’s go to my place first and grab some
stuff,” said Robin. “They can’t be checking
that already.”

Tony agreed, not thinking about what sort
of stuff Robin might be referring to.

Rochester Street was quiet at this time of
night. Tony stood on the front lawn, in the

deepest shadow he could find, so as to keep an
eye on the street while Robin rummaged inside.
He wasn’t much of a secret agent. When the
woman walking along the sidewalk turned up the
path to the front door, he stepped forward and
said, “Who the hell are you?”

Of course he realized as soon as he said
it. The strange jacket with bare legs beneath
it, the garish lipstick. Maybe she could have
been a girl out for a night on the town, but
not here she wasn’t.

The girl reached instinctively for her bag
(like the cop, Tony thought).

“Sorry, mister. Wrong house.”

“No, no, come back, Zoe.” Robin was on the
stairs, calling down. “He’s a friend of mine.”

Zoe looked at them both suspiciously, then
shrugged and came closer.

“Hey, you’'re in. Takes all kinds for a
party, right?” she said, smiling coyly. She
didn’t look sexy to Tony, she looked thin and
sick and like an infant playing with grown-up
fashions. He thought of Colleen Douglas and
her color-coded electrons, the pride she had.
Did this girl have a decent teacher, ever? he
thought. Did she have anybody?

“I think you should go home,” Tony told
her gently.

“Yeah, that’s a great idea,” Robin piped
up, unexpectedly. “We’'re looking for somewhere
to stay. Me and my friend.”

“Don’t be stupid,” said Zoe, with a sort-
of laugh, maintaining the smile. “We going
inside or what?”

“C’'mon. We can pay?” A whiny questioning
tone had entered Robin’s voice. It didn’t
suit him.

“I'm not no fucking landlord, so piss off.”

She took her own advice, and turned
away. Tony moved to grab Robin as the boy
jumped forward to persuade her otherwise.
Too late.

Robin laid a hand upon Zoe’s shoulder and
Zoe screamed.

It was a cry of agony, nothing less. The
girl staggered, hands flying up to her
head, as the others jumped instinctively
back. She tried to turn toward them, as if
asking for help, and then she collapsed,
her arms and legs flailing about her, her
head snapping backward and forward, eyes
showing only white.

Robin kept retreating, Tony leapt
forward, trying to restrain the girl’'s
flailing limbs, then gave up and concentrated
on her head, trying to cradle it so she
wasn’t damaging her spine. It took maybe a
minute for her to get quiet, and she finally
went completely 1limp. Her breath was
shallow; her eyes were back in the right
orientation, but unfocused. Blood and
saliva had fanned thinly from her mouth and
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nose across her face. Tony wondered vaguely
about contagion as he checked her pulse.
That at least seemed steady.

Robin was crying softly.

“Can you drive?” Tony barked, trying
to break through the tears. “Robin. Can
you drive?”

The boy nodded. He wouldn’t be legal,
but he’d already done so once this
evening, and Tony didn’t trust him to look
after the girl.

He only touched her, he thought. But he’d
worry about that later.

He picked her up — so light, such a contrast
to the strength of her convulsions — and
carried her to the car.

“You picked up drugs in there, didn’t you?”

Robin shook his head.

“Give them all to me.”

Robin glared. Fguals, Tony reminded himself.
I can’t judge him, but I can still try to do
what needs to be done.

“I've called an ambulance,” a woman said,
coming toward them from 122 Rochester. “You
shouldn’t move her, you know.” Her words
sounded kindly, but the look on her face was
one of deep disapproval, particularly toward
Robin. Tony knew how she felt.

“In the car,” he said to the boy impatiently,
and he managed only a curt nod to the woman as
they drove away.

Robin pulled up at the emergency ward
driveway, coming to a too-sudden halt. Zoe
rolled in Tony’s arms, but he held her safe.

He tried to juggle the seatbelt open, Robin
hopping out to help him with the door — then
Tony yelled, “Get back here!”

The boy put his head in the car, looking
distressed and confused. “Drive, drive!” Tony
shouted. “Get us out of here. Anywhere.”

The urgency caught, and Robin jumped back
in — the engine was still running — and sped
off. Without his belt he was being thrown
around by his uneven driving far too much, but
there was no helping that now.

“What the hell is going on?” Robin asked,
half angry, half cowed.

“It was a cop,” said Tony, though it was
worse than that. It was the cop who had
beaten him, the plainclothes man he’d first
seen in the school corridor. The one that
was working for the enemies of Jesarian, he
had no doubt. Tony craned around to peer
through the back window, and just before he
lost sight of the emergency room doors, the
man strolled out of them. “Don’t think he
saw us.”

“What do we do?”

So much was happening. Where was Jesarian?
God helps those who help themselves — that’s
what they said. Tony thought they were lying.
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“Gotta find a clinic, or
Twenty-four-hour medical center.
help her.”

“Where? I'm already lost.”

“I don’'t know. I really, just do not know.”

“We need someplace with a telephone
directory. Service station maybe.”

Tony doubted that very much.

He checked Zoe again. Still unconscious,
but her breathing was getting better. Maybe
she’d pull through. And maybe she’d just die
in his arms.

“Wait, turn left here, I know somewhere.
My..” He didn’t quite know how to explain the
relationship, which seemed a ridiculous
concern. “My mother-in-law isn’t too far
away. We’ll just call an ambulance from there.
Best we can do.”

“Okay, just point me in the right direction.”

Audrey Hemmings lived in a comfortable
block of flats on a busy road. Robin’s
driving had steadied, and he took the final
corner at a controlled speed. Tony noticed
he’d managed to put his seatbelt on at some
point during the drive.

something.
They can

He was calming himself again, trying to
remember how long a body could run on
adrenaline. Not for too long, before the

adrenaline turned to poison. Relax, he told
himself. Calm.

Then he started to sob.

Robin drove right past the flats as

Tony looked in mute horror at the
plainclothes policeman walking up the
path toward the door.

¥ 3 1

Robin turned the radio on, trying to find
something — music or news, presumably — on the
dial. Since they were parked under a large
brick railway bridge, as close to being out of
town as they could find, he was getting
nothing, and Tony snapped at him to turn the
damn thing off.

“Sorry,” the teacher said, in the ensuing
silence. “I'm just very tired.”

Robin shrugged. Even Zoe seemed to murmur
something noncommittal, her condition now
closer to sleep than unconsciousness. He was
almost jealous.

The clouds had thinned in the hour they’'d
been there, and there were stars in the sky.
They calmed him, but they were also calling to
him, telling him to fight, but he did not know
who or what or how.

“Tell me about your sister,” he said. “How
did she come to you?”

“She was an angel. She was beautiful.”

“I wish I'd seen that.”

“You will. She was always beautiful, but
this was special. So full of light. And I think
she was happy.”

Fine words for someone whose gaze traveled,
every few minutes, up the 1legs of the
unconscious prostitute in the back seat,
though he would be hard-pressed to make much
out in the darkness.

“Was it worth it?” Robin asked unexpectedly.
“What she did to you?”

It took a long time to answer that. It was
all in pieces. He saw the cop’s fist plunging
down toward his face. Saw Pendrick’s unreadable
look in the corridor. Saw cracks in a
windshield, only half seen in the glare of a
lamp, could have been anything. Was any of that
about Jesarian, really? He saw the echoes of
the Abyss lodged in his mind.

“I don’t know what she did to me. Whatever
it was, I wasted it, and she took more than she
said.” Of course, she hadn’t said anything,
but the point still seemed valid.

“You were a good teacher,” Robin said,
sleepily. “In the 1last couple of weeks
especially, since she touched you. Other kids
thought so, too. Said you showed them stuff.”

“Now you’re just trying to cheer me up.”

In the darkness he thought he saw the
boy shrug.

“How are you, Robin?”

“I want the stuff.” After they parked Tony
had taken the stash — white powder and pills,
plus various dirty-looking paraphernalia —
and disposed of them in a nearby creek. Maybe
that wasn’t the safest for anything trying to
live in it, but that was just tough. He’d been
careful to take the car keys while he’d done
it. “And I want her.”

“She’s very sick.”

Robin nodded, scratching idly at his
sleeve, and seemed to drift off toward sleep,
leaving Tony alone with the stars.

A good teacher, he thought. Doesn’t help
me now.

So what? the stars asked him. That was what
you wanted, that was what you got. And you
still wouldn’t have It any other way.

He didn’t trust the stars, but he had a
strange feeling they were right.

CROSSROADS

“Arzagally,” Zoe murmured, turning
fitfully on the seat. Tony looked at her with
a start, but whatever she had said, it had
been blurred — could have been anything.
Dawn had come, and in the slowly brightening
day she looked almost worse than last night,
although Tony had wiped off the blood, some
of the makeup with it. The 1light only
highlighted her wasted skin, and she turned
away from it. Tony reached back to pat her
shoulder, not having much else to comfort
her delirium. He wondered if he was going to
end up with two teenagers with major
withdrawal symptoms on his hands. Given his
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luck.. though he supposed it would be better
than whatever the hell happened when Robin
had touched her.

Speaking of whom, the boy was asleep,
lying back in the driver’s seat in what
looked 1like a particularly uncomfortable
position. His eyes flickered a little, and
Tony knew that he was deep in a dream-state,
far from the world. (He checked that the keys
were still in his pocket anyway, just as a
precaution.) He tried to stretch the cramp
from his legs and got out to inspect the creek
by daylight.

“Ar’'shegal,” Zoe murmured, sounding pained.
But instead of waking, she seemed to drift back
deeper into slumber.

It wasn’t a large creek, but it flowed
fast enough, so he figured it was safe enough
to wash his face in at least, whatever he or
anyone else had dumped in it. He caught a
glimpse of his reflection as he bent over,
but it was not enough to make out any
details. A night on the run from the police
and the enemies of his demonic patron
probably hadn’t had that much of an effect
as yet, he suspected.

The water was cold, waking him up — more
than he wanted. He had successfully avoided
trying to work out what had to be done today,
but in the bracing shock, all those questions
started crowded him again. As far as he could
tell from watching the news, dodging the
police was forty percent luck, sixty percent
institutionalized incompetence, neither of
which he had any control over. He suspected
that neither was going to hold off the cop from
last night for long. Tony had worked out that
he’d been checking the hospital because Robin
had so recently escaped from there. Why he’d
been visiting Dian’s mother, however, he
could not tell. He suddenly realized with a
spurt of fear that it may not just have been
a matter of asking questions. He hoped Audrey
was all right. He would have to call. That
would be safest.

How’s this for a metaphor? he thought,
directing it at his shadowy reflection. I can
see all that stuff, somehow sense the depths
of the cosmos, the potential of it. And I can
do no more with it than I can fight terrorism
by reading the New York Times online.

Jesarian was in town. Today he would
find her. He would ask her what he had to
do. That, and every other question he could
think of.

And what about this? he thought again. A4
body in a decaying orbit about a star. Enjoying
the view.

He sighed and discovered that he was
extraordinarily hungry.

But then there was a strangled gasp from
the car, and Tony forgot all about those
things. He ran.

DAMNED AND DECEIVED

“Get away from her!” he shouted, but Robin
ignored him. Zoe was lying half out of the car,
her legs sprawled on either side of the boy’s
form, her jacket hiked up. Tony grabbed the
boy’s shoulder, swung him around. He got a
quick impression of the girl’s face — confused
and blinking at the light — and then it was all
Robin, and Tony was punching him.

“God damn it, you little shit!” Tony
shouted at him. The boy pedaled backwards,
arms flailing up at him, ineffectual. Tony
pushed those arms aside and swung again,
connecting with the chin. Robin almost
fell, but he kept his balance. Tony shoved

at him. “You fucked-up little bastard!
I've tried-"
“Help me,” Robin was saying. Although

there was pain in his eyes, there was no sleep,

no confusion. Tony swung again, wildly, only

a glancing blow near the side of the neck.
“Help me, please,” Robin said.

“Why?” said a cold, cold voice from
behind Tony, and the teacher froze. Robin
stepped back again, but in the sudden

cessation of attack he finally did stumble
on the rough ground.

Tony turned.

“Because I am yours,” the boy said.

The policeman sat in the open door of the
car, smiling at them both. He was holding Zoe
in his lap, one hand around her waist, the
other up in her hair. Tony managed to register
the fact that the cop had a fist of that hair
pulled tight, almost tearing at the scalp
beneath it. Zoe wasn’t making a sound.

“Bow-wow,” the cop said.

Robin crawled hurriedly past Tony, managing
to get to his feet by the time he reached the
two of them, and he turned back defiantly at
his former teacher.

“Give me the keys,” he said to Tony, with
a sullen triumph in his voice.

“Not necessary,” said the demon shaped
like a cop, holding them up. Tony didn’t know
how they’d been taken from his pocket. He
didn’t care.

“Jesarian will be here,” he said. “She’s
going to stop you.”

“She has other concerns. She is not
here to fight me, if that’s what you think.
She and I have what you might call an
unfriendly agreement.”

“You think she’s going to let you do this
to her brother?”

“Maybe, maybe not.”

“It’'s my decision,” Robin said. “She’s not
my sister, she hurt me.”

“I thought you had something,” Tony
said to him. “Thought there was something
worth protecting. Except now it turns out
you’'re just a spoiled brat. What did he
offer you? What was worth it?” Brave words
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for someone with the dark stain of urine
down the front of his pants. He also would
very much 1like to know when this had
happened, but he could not work that into
his righteous questioning.

One of the prostitutes found him, Viney had
said. But maybe somebody else had found him
first, swinging on a rope. He didn’t know, but
it seemed suddenly, horribly, plausible.

Robin sneered at him, grabbed the keys from
the cop, and walked around toward the driver
seat. As he did so, the sleeve of his shirt
pulled back, and in the morning light Tony saw
that the arm was bare.

The scars, he realized sadly. Maybe it
didn’t take the rope after all. He had thought
the boy was linked to Jesarian, but that wasn’t
quite true. She had never given him a choice.

“And what do you want?” said the demon to
him. “I can offer you no power, but perhaps one
day, when your master is no more..”

Tony didn’t answer.

“What about the scent of Dian, a reminder
of her, forever close? As a token for keeping
my boy safe.”

Tony snorted. “I have refused that before.
But give me Zoe.”

“Can’t,” the demon said, a shit-eating
grin on its face. “She gave herself to me,
and even I cannot break that contract. You’d
know about that. But you can borrow her for
a while.”

He pushed her away from him, and Tony
ran forward to catch her. As he did, the car
sped away.

1 1 1
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Two weeks later; another town, another
state. Zoe was asleep on the other bed. It had
been a bad day for her, suffering one of her
attacks. The demon was doing it to her, or so
she said.

It was then Jesarian came before Tony,
walked into his hotel room while he lay there,
looking at the stars. Zoe did not stir.

“I thought you’d come as an angel,” Tony
said, because it was only Helen Johnson’s
body that stood before him. She was dressed
better than she had been the last time he had
seen her.

“Quiet,” said Jesarian.
disappointed me.”

“Yeah, well.” He didn’t want to point out
the obvious, that he had disappointed pretty
much everybody he’d ever met, and did a whole
lot worse to some.

“I told you not to leave your town, and you
did so.”

“That’s it? What about Robin? Everything
is all fucked up. What the hell was going on?
Were you even there? Pendrick, he must have
been another minion. And Robin. Did you know

“You have

he was... turned, or whatever? That bastard cop
was following us, for the funm of it, as far as
I..Wait. You want Zoe, don’t you? To get at him.
I won't—-"

“Quiet,” she said again, more gently this
time.

He could not speak, could not raise a fist
against her gaze.

“I was wrong about Robin, I admit that.
When I killed him, he knew who I was. This
Pendrick I do not know. Perhaps he is of
interest, perhaps he is just a man. The less
you know of such things, the safer for yourself
and myself. Your faith clothes me, Tony
Spruce, allows me to present myself as I once
was. I need nothing more. Even that you have
disappointed me is of little concern, because
there are others.”

She smiled then, the smile of a girl about
to embark on a big adventure (perhaps to
become a real courier), with some trepidation
in her heart. “You can love her, if you want,”
she said, indicating Zoe. “She will not mind,
and he will take her 1life soon enough,
regardless. Perhaps it will give you both
some moments of peace.”

Tony shook his head furiously, trying
to shout.

“Do not underestimate what I do for you.
I have treated you kindly, Tony Spruce,
though I can afford to do so no more, for
my enemies press about me, depleting me. I
have shown you Creation, yet I take so
little in return.”

Her smile faded, and she reached for him,
without moving at all. The pain flowered in his
mind. It was madness, and while it remained,
the only part left to him believed it was
madness without end.

gﬂnum 24-

In e’ weeks Following m? litle bit of
Finaneial wizardriy for ﬁwrm, T shw less and \ess
of ner. o, she vepaid e monewy Al vignt, but a

litle \ater 4han T would have Viked. T4 proved mueh
LAsiLY Anan T Ahougnd 4o manipulate mw bosses info
ignoring Ane, small hole in owr Accounts, so mueh
s0 4naf’S found T could steadily siphon off 4 small
Fow of funds for my own uses. That was great,
and i nelped silence ma) doubts for a while. 34 is
AwANs LasILY o preend everything is normal while
genniy’s Awav).

onee in & while, genny asked for further eash
injeetions, some of whieh’she never paid back. T
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had My bosses eating out of my hands, taring
whatevty T said as vead, while mvvs juniors either
listened 40 what T said or were told by Nigg) and
Puter Anad everwthing was in order. T even led
Puter 4are me out on'a couple of dates. The man
nad expensive fastes, T ean 4ell wow that. we ate
in somg of e best and most upstale vestaurants
in own and then went for drinks in a itz notel
bar afterwards. ve nad a4 4ab 4nhere, woulth wow
believe 2 Pernaps that was a4 good thing. T4 made
me Ahink of now many girls A seduted in one
of 4ne Yooms upstairs, and it convineed me not 4o
let nim do the same 4o me. K could look Al he
liked, even doueh a Vitfle, but he wasn’t aetting
me in his bed.

bvenings like fhat nelped keep me bus
while dennyy wasn’t avound. wWhatever she, an
Karl wire wp 40, it was oteupning most of ner
fime so T clearly wasn™ netded. Sure, she
caled me up A few 4imes and asked me 4o do
her 4 few litle favours, but mu fime was
aENeYAly My own. T was working prettny short
Rours At the office, 400. nigel only came in a
fow dans & week af the moment. His wife nad
nad some form of nervous breagdown after m
ile indervention in her life T felt guilyy abow
ok, but T dold muyseld that L0 done” her a
favour. (fter all, sne was spending more 4ime
with ner nusband Ahan she had done in over A
deeade. Pernaps )mcp wowldn™ 4ake each other
for granded anumore.

Taling of +aking people for aranted, David
and T wee aetting along swimminglyy, and Lati
was none. e wiser. (Il David wanted deep
down inside was his wife 4o be sexwy and
vivatious and, more importantiy, 4o pay attention
fo nim like she did when ne first med ney,
instead of being the foeused, nigh-spending
powet wife she was now. T4 was so Lasy 10
five Nim what ne wanted, and T know from'm
own experienee how simple i ean be for
msbﬂM7 fo find exeuses 1o be awan from nis
wife when he had someone better o do.

T fook the relationship steadivy at first. £
made David feel like ne was 4he one doing all
the running, )rvv};n? 10 woo Me. T resisted” and
agoniseh and debafed undil T was sure T had
him %Ymhg hooked. Then T reeled nim in. we A
been seeing each ofner for 4 couple of months
when T Finally made the deeision 4o sleep with
him. This na’ beeome about far more +han
feacning Cati 4 lesson. This was about making
David " who was 4 pretn nice guy - and me
NAppy). Frankiv, Cati didnt deserve or appreciate
nim, just as Brian didn*4 deserve or appreciate
me. T4 all came 4o 4 head one night in m
Apartment. David knew 4hat it was petting 1o
e 4ime when he should leave. T cowld see damn
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clearin Hhat ne didn’t want 4o, and T knew that
T Aidn®t want nim 4o either. ve didnt even put
wp A foken struggle as T drew im, af long last,
into My bedroom.
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T4 feWbetter 4han T expected. T nad been
neariy fwo Wedrs sinee 1 1ast had sex, and this
wAs AMAZING. David was A oo lover, Far move
infense and Focused on me that Brian nad ever
been. T4 Al seemed so natural at First. we
moved from kissing to petting and smoo)mh{}
fvough into Ane bediroom. 1 felfa foueh of guil
4t First, a nagging voiee elling me 4hat 4nis was
wYon@, that 1" was be’rmvzm@ Brian andt that T
WAS Ywna‘un@qt mp MArYIAgL vows. 1 guess that
e nabits of 4L best part of 20 wears die
hard. Still, T4 got good at '\g)novm@ nagain
doubts since T med denny, andt T lost mysel
in 4ne warm pleasuré of sex.

ek tnen mu nead exploded. T fet like someone
WAS M\a@m NAits Ahrough M skull. T sereamed and
collapsed sidlewanys, he, side, ¢ mp nead feeling wet
swidenivy. T saw David sit wprightt in shoek. bedore
m‘?w vision ehanged. T glimpsed treatures Fionding,
sofne, from 4ne " air, wifh wings and elaws, while A1
least one was wickding some form of sword. Tre 1ast
Ahing T frougnt of before T blacked out was gennuy,

wnen T came vound, T was looking down At
bloodk pooledh on 4ne sheets and David’s toneerned
face. T Aried 4o spear but found my voiee eroarw
A unresponsive .

e wow Al vightZ wnat did T do2"

1 feM 4 coolness on mr;? face and vealised tnat
he was sponging around My eav.

"The bleeding seems 10 have stopped now,
thank God," ne said. " Snall T eall 4 doetor 2"

"No," 1T croaked, frning fo  pull m‘;}ﬂ%w
uprignt. T made it on the thivd attempd. " wneve
Are My clothes2"

Davidh nastened 4o Find them for me " Qe wou
sure how showld be up andk apout?"

He nad & point. T felt like T4 just been beaten
wp, AN Anat seemed Vike A {?ooa\ exeuse 40 sty put.
T sank back ondo the bed.

"1 feel like shit."

“Look. T showldh eall 4 doetor.”

"No. Not just yet."

He looked st me Vike T was mad, but T could
Just feed that 4nis had somehing 4o do with dennuy,
The pain nad started at Anat poind inside me whe
1 ean mw\ps fee) ner. T4 was still tnvobbing, i
that’s 4he vignd word.

" Dawvidt, look, 4his is nothing 4o do with ow. T4’
Just an ol problem, one that hasn’t reeurved in a
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while." T managed A wear smile. *Yow must have
oot me 4oo exerted.”

"Yow sure?”

“Uean. Now, it'’s probablyy better it wow get
home “pefore, wour it starts worying.

"1 don’t wand 4o 9o "

" 60, David. T se4 Wow AgAin later in4ne week.
T promise."

He 4ook some peysuading, but ne went. T nad
A guitk. shower 10 q;/f rid of the worst of 4ne
blood, dumpedd 4ne bed sheeds in e washing
maching and neaded for gennyy’s place. T had 1o
know what had nappened. m;/\) foubts were all
back, and thew'd browgnt frierids. 10 led z(}e,nmg
Ao his issue for far 4oo \onQ. Sne hadn % 4ol
Me ANANING About his, or preAty mueh anwthing
else. That fad 4o ehanog .

MUSTERU
Januaryy 2~
eNN's Apariment was deserded. Ul ner stukt
was st Ahere, bud 4here was a big pile of post
wWAIting for ner, and tne food in 4ne” fridog looked
as if i nadnt been douened in weeks. T Aried ner
mobile phone, but it was switehed off. T slumped
on 4ne sofa and watened some TV for a while, and
when T got bored, T 4idied up ner Apartment,
cleaned oudt the Fridae and tried ner mobile phone
apAin. Nothing.

wnat enoiee did T nave? T had o know what
wAs NAPPLNINg with mnv\) andh what nad happened
1o me, and she was e onfyy one who cowld 1ell me.
well, aside from Karl of eourse. Karl. Stupid.

T orabbed mv)L purse and neaded for tne
basement parking. T4 was only a shord drive over
10 his house.

Snansona answeredd Ane door, looking worvied.
She nadk & similar velationship widh Karl fo the one
T nave with gennuy, exeept T nink 4he 4wo of 4hem
AL sleeping fooeAney . Sne looked surprised. " Linda?
What vou foing here 2 Mave o heard from Kav!
or Jennpz"

“Karl’s not here 2"

"N0, T hAven’ seem nim in A wetk. or so," she
sAid. " Ke said he nad some business 4o attend 4o."
Then she sighed theadrieally. Shansona Viked being
fhe centre of attention.

“wnat’s up with Nim2" 1T asked.

" Don’t ask. me, girl, he just ealled four hours
0o, sounding like shee-it. In fact, ne sounded as
rougn As wow look.."

four fours ago. That was just before T had
e fit,

" Shid, Shannu, ean vou do me 4 favour 2 T4 nou
hear N\U))m'\ﬂ? From Kavl, anthning at al, can %ou
oVt e A LAllZ Here’s my mobile number."

T neaded back 4o Jenni’s place 40 wait. T must
have oone 4o sleep on 4 sofa, beeause 4hat’s
wWhere T woke, sereaming. The: pAin was back and
worst his 4ime, as wert Ahe visions. There was
anopr andh fear. Wit 4 start, T vealised T was
SLLING AYOUAN GUNNIp’s LULs. $e, was shouting at
A peAe Paristani-looking woman, who was looking
Af ey in frustration. Then 4nere was pain, 4ervible
pain, and Ane. (ksian woman ehanaed, beeoming Ahis
vy, alien shadow ereature, with hese enes nat
Just radiated sadness. They were my last rowgnd
As tne davkness enoulbed me.

for a few moments after T eame vound, T
really wanted 1o die, just 1o mae the pain
sfop.“when it did, T 1AW there on e vug b\g
fhe sofa u%’m@ wighy 4o muyself for som
fime. Then T just 1Ay “still, waiting for the
aches and the shoek 40" subside. T4 didn’4 have
Lnowgh energy or enthusiasm fo ot miyself
20INg” AYAIN.

gudging by he droning of 4ne presenders on
the TV if wits m\d\-mommf), Tr\u/% were still
whining on about the, Mmorning’s news And weathey,
but af that poind, T veallyy didn’t give A Aamn
abowt anthing. L must nave \ain here for
anotney nowr of so before T fhnm\vg draoped m
Aching boyy into_4he. bathroom 4o Eheel: m se,\?
oY %s before, T nad bled freeln, 4his 4ime from
the pAIms as well as 4he ears. The paims? wnad
fhe heek was that about?

The m?,m before, T been angry. Now T was
Just Aeribly afvaid. T needed 4o 4K 4o Gennuy or

A\ or someone. T needed this 4o stop, now. 1 sat

fnere on the bathroom floor for a litfle while,
hugging miy knees 4o my ehest and erwing with
fervor “wnat had T done?

ANSOERS

anuary 26~

MWy strenatn was slowly erawling back, T
think, so T showered, borrowed some elothes
from %@nm@ 's yoom, fried 40 nunt myseld wp
some breactast and failed. Sne’d obviows!
not been shopping in A good while. Hop@h\\g
that meant that she’s ben awan a while an
would be back soon. T had no idea what else
fo do but wait. wnat doetor was going fo
believe some fale about me sponMneous\\Q
bleeding from the nands2 1 rvisked a guie
frip 40 e shops, but denny was  still
nowhere o be seen when T 9ot baek. T Fixed
up A bruneh and waited.

(round mid-af4ernoon, just as T was aetin
frorougniyy siek of (M?ﬂme, T, the door opened.
T sprang 4o my feet dnd rushed 4o the nall. m
heart sank. T4 wasn’t denny, but Karl. ke didn’
look. opo. In fact, rie looked Vike hed been
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preAAn badiny beaten up. We stopped when ne saw
mve nhorvified veaction. Ten a slow smile spread
ALross Nis Face and ne started aonwn)rm)rmg{. Wis
injuries just healed wp as T watehed. T felt my
mowth M)Yop open.

" Sorry about 4hat, girl. Been 400 busy 4o deal
with he sevatenes. wnere’s Sibranie) 2"

"Where’s who?" 1 stammered, now akraid
and confused.

" On, sorvw, genny. Sne said she thmeet me here,,"

"1 dunno," T sai " Sne nasn been around for
Aes. T was waiting."

We grabbed myy hand and pulied me
towards him.

"Lemme look at wow, givl," he snapped, looking
at my nands andk nedd. * You look like shid. Sne’s
been training wow, nasn’f” she 2"

(T cowld do was nod, dumblyy.

" Dammid, how long ago2"

"0 couple of hours," T gasped. Wis oyip
WAs hur4ing.

e pushed me away from nim and swore .
"5Nne’s in Arouble. T knew ner meeting wouldn 't

0 well. That slayer’s A drouble magnet. T gotda
ind Ahem."

Gnd 4hen ne enanoed, just as T seen genny
do. This was different, fiough. & paiv of eagle’s
wings Yost from his back as e started 1o glow with

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

an inney lignd that made me wand fo prostrade
MVO\SM At Tis feed. Then seales formed over his
bo «/%) AUrning M Awe indo dervor. T backed am\:},
frigntened and confused. Yo looked like a demon.
T nad sold muy soul 4o & demon. (h, sweet Lord,
L0 damned miyself, and part of me had known all
Along that T was doing it

The 4hing thad Karl nad beeome was ignorin
me. Ke simply opened one of 4he windows an
leapt owd indo™4ne air. T sat nere staring at the
window for a \on@, long ime, my brain” aimos+
blank. with 4ervor before T oot wp and elosed it
Then T went nome.

DESPAIR

anuary 24-
N9 40 work 4he next dan was not a good idea.
T didnt have e enthusiasm or 4ne eneray for i,
but T was funeioning on autopilot. Shoek, ? HUELsS.
PeAer was going Anroudh some ot 4he reeent accounts
when T oot inT showld have, expeeted it vealln, we
W LOMINg up 4o 41e end of e finaneial vear and
e accounds were needed for 4ne andidors.
"Linda, T\e %o)r A few guestions about these
accounds,” he saith, with a4 fwinkle in nis eue. " Do
ow mind if we distuss this in my offie2"
Reduedantin, T went widh him, expeeding him
{0 4urn 4his info some sort of a come-on. é WAS
not disappointed.




CiAPTER THREE

“Well now, T oean see A few irveoular
transters and a few oaps in 4ne accounts fere,
sweeAheart.” on, now T loathed nim calling me
At LM sure wou have some 9ood explanafions,
don’t wou Probably just & few mistares made
while Mige) was Awai, Vight2 Gdter all, wou don’t
have his” experience.” Hed, wow cowld 4l me all
abowt it over dinney."

on, 1 just cowldnt face 4ne idea of dinner
with Nim That nignt. fending nim ofk was kind
of Amusing when L was feeling good, but vignd
now T wasn’t up o i, In faed) T just didn4
Lare abowt any of fhis. T had sold museld fo
A demon. g}cnr;vg‘s worids on 4he beaeh sud\mmé
LAME baek o Me Ahen: " 1'm an angel " T nadn’
belivedd nev. L0 Assumed she “was 4alking
meAaphorically.

T beeame slowly aware that Peter was still
Aalking 4o me, Vike 4 drone of & Flyy at he edae
of miy hearing,

"Lindaz Qe you listening 4o me 2"

"I, look Peder," T said 1 ean’t, not donignd
AwAN. T really not feeling oo hot. mawpe in
A fow thans?"

Poder looked annowed. " muy wike will be back
N A fow dans," e said, 4 whtediing fone in s
voice. T wont be able 4o spend Ahe whole ni-
oening on wou." Did ne veally shink 4hose little
"slips"” were” Hlirtatious?

"M ovealy sorvw, but T just eant. not
fonignd, Anv)m%. Probabln not ever," T said. Gnal
starfed 1o wal’ out of e offiee before T was
interrupted by him shouting at me.

T would sugest hat vow stard coming up
with a4 veally “good veason for Al 4ese
movements from e accounts, hen, beeause 1
Might start jumping 1o some very worving
conelusions ¥ now don™."

T Aidn’t do muen for the vest of tne M@.
T just sat 4nere, sumped in front of my PC,
octasionallyy planing solitaire and ignoring 4he
string of emdils from David, eheeking 1o see if
T wAs OK. OF course T wasn’t oK. what did ne
fhink nad nappened? G severe nosebleed? Nigel
was In Ahat day and was called into conference
with Peder sho q‘\\? after T et nis office. Onee
fnewd been in fhere A couple of hours, T
decited Hhat L4 nad enough of this pretence
and went nome. T didn’t eare anmore. There
was nothing thew cowld do that was worse +han
what L4 done fo musel

DISCOVERU
ANUAYIN B(O-

1 went 4o bed when T oot home and just \a
fhere. T didnt know what else 4o do. what was
the point?

T heard A knoek af 4ne dooy in e w\v\é
pening, and T veluedantly extracded musel
From my duvet and padded atross 4he hall 1o see
who 14 WAs. Mueh 40 My surprise, it was David.
T snuggled indo his arms before ne said anytnin
and Ar¢w him indo 4he apartment. e starte
firing question after guestion at me, but 1
wAsN't listening. T just wanted his closeness
and comfort, Al T wanted i now. (nthing 4o
distract me From wnat nad no\pfu\w) what 10
fdone. e shut up pretfny guickly when T drew
nim info bed with me, and we kissed and euddied
for a while.

T ewrled up into his arms, and T +hing T
must have drifted off 4o sleep. T was so warm
andk comfortable, thougn, T just cowldn’ resist.
The oblivion or sle€p wAs so mueh more
weleome Ahan 4he veal world. T onlyy stirred
back towards hazy constiousness when T
suddeniyy sensed David pull away from me.
Somebodiy far away was shouting, but T didn '+
eare who it was. T just wanded 40 be warm and
safe again and T 4ried {0 pull David back
fowArds me. Ko resisted. The shouding was

eHing lowder. Reluetantivy, T pulled muself
rom sleep and opened my enes.

T4 was Cati, and she was sereaming abusy
At e paiv of us. David was nalfwan out of
bed, proving that he was still pred4ny muen
fully elothed, but that wasn’t mollifying her
in Ahe slightest.

T veally, veallyy wanted Cadi 40 just shut up
andh leave ws along vighd then. That bideh nad no
idea of what was o@omg on. $he nad no idea how
mueh T sudfered) about now T4 been ricked.
T show 4he selfish cow. T remembered all the
pAn T el in my atdacks and gatnered i in
mMwu mind, smmo\um% As T fouehed 4he memoryy.
Gnh then T 4nvew e pain of both attacks at
ner inone dose. She shrigked and Ahen she Finally
shud up.

“That !l deaeh ow, vow bideh," T mudtered
fo mysel

David Aidn’t come back 4o bed Ahough, he was
400 busly pAnieking. * On, desus, oh, gesus,” ne was
SMM ADAIN Andk ADAIN. THE, ivon didn’t eseape me.
" 1A' Al fauld, Tsnt 142 This is some punishment
on me for “sleeping with \gou.”

1 stagpered out of bed, blearn-ewed and st
onlny half awae . (s T foeused, 1 realised thad
he had 4 mobile pnone At his ear andt he was
faling vapidiy, giving someone my address. T
threw mv)se,hL fomards him, but T was too 1ate.
He nad ning up and was bending down, abjeed|
miserable As he looked at e bloodyy, unconseious
form of cadi.

"Uou v ealled an ambulanee, havent you 2"
T Asged.




“Ues. Sne’s hurt, " ne replied simplyy. 14 was
like T wasn’t really 4heve . We was holding her
nandd andd whispering 4o hey 4hat nelp was on
e wan.

T wAsn’t staying there 4o be questioned b‘?
ihiot police and 40 ste David mooning ovey Aha
stupid biten. T grabbed the car “keys and
neaded back fo genny’s flat. Better e devil
T know, T thougnt. T found the pun depressing,
not Aamusing.

ReyeECTION

January 3i-

T waitedt at denniy’s place for fwo daus, only
venturing owt for the oeeasional bit of shopping
The vestof e fime T slept, read, watened TV
or just sad around the App\ﬁmcn)r listlessiy. 1
thought about calling work or David, but T
cowldn’t face talking fo anone. Wnat was the
point? m? Job was serewed; my sovidl like was
serewed, And 4his woman owned My soul. wnat
tlse cowld T do? 20, T just waited undil genniy
Finallyy showed wp.

T4 was mid-afternoon, and T was wing on
e sofa, just staring hrougn 4he skylignt.
when 4he door slammed, T jumped fo my feest
feeling oddivy guilty. This 4ime i+ was genniy. She
strode” into Ahe living voom and stopped shor4.
" wnat \Qou doing nere 2" she saidh. " Damn, you
look like shid, girt."

T know," T veplied. " Gnd i4's beeduse vou've
foing someAning 4o me isn’t 42"

She didn’t say anwthing, just looked at me
N swrpyise.
whatevey ugou’m O\O\ﬂ% to me, dennwy, 1
want wouw 1o sfop it," T beoged, #m\mg 10
my knees. "1 need wow 40 sfop it T4's
destroning me, and s destroying my life.
Can’t now see that?”

"1 ean’t promise Ahad, Linda," she said, looking
At me in dispust. "1 need wnat wou have 40 give.
Uow did give it Freely), wou know "

T felt sior." Ves. 3 made 4 deal with e devil.
Yow ricked me '

genny augned at 4had. T4 was not 4 pleasant
soundh. " Hardly the devil."

" uumg me2" T asked. “wnat did T do 4o
Aeserve This2"

ow dare guestion me2" she snapped. 1,
who MAAL Uow SO Mueh more fhan you were
before2 1, who transformed wour \ife2 Uou
mortals are Al alike. Ungrateful, miserdple
fools who have no idea what we saerificed for
You. Yow nave no idea what v been througn
For wow in the last few weeks and no idea what
T\ g0t et 4o do, do wou? Qnswer me, girl."

job. Yean, Hner

DAMNED AND DECEIVED

Qs denny was spLaking, she was Lhanging
AgAin, skowing me hey rue Yorm onee more. This
fime, fhough,” e beauntyy was eelipsed b? e
horror of fer shape. On,“she was As AMA m‘i)\
beautiful as she Alwaws was when she ehanagd. e
voiee sAll sounded Vike e sweetest ehoir Ahat ever
sANg, but now she had an extra pair of ams and
these norvible elaws veplaced ner nands. Thew were
shavp, and 4heuy looked as i thew cowld 4edr indo
Me SO LASIIA.

T stagpered back 4o m?ﬂ feed, ring 1o ot
Awa From ey, and T found museld backed against
A wAl. T pushed museld agpinst it as navdas 1
could, but she just kept on coming. T was tervified
now, More frighdened than T rad ever been. 1
scrabbled at 4fe wall, irradionallyy hoping 4hat it
woulh gm WA O swallow Me up.

(ndh fnen 41e pain starsed. 14 4ore through my
head and set everyy nerve in muy body on fire. T
cowld see musel, patnetic and desperate, euriin
wp in fear and pain in My own mind. T star+
bleeding, but T cowldn’t 4etl where from. T didn’t
eare. T just wanted her 4o 4o awaw, o leave My
Aone, anid 4o stop hurting me..

Through e pain T cowld near ner 4alking and
laugning, Sﬂ%m@ hat 4his was all that T was good
for nows, andt now did T, A mere uman, ever come
1o believe that 1 deserved 4o be the Friend of one
like hey.

T4 was several hours bedore T woke up. The
Qe,nnv)—)mmq was oone. T Aidn’t bothey 4o han

roundt fo clean maselt wp. T just oot out o
that apariment, anid down fo the cdr. Onee T
wAs home again, T slumped on the sofa for a
few hours, \istless and more depressed than 1 ve
evey been. That'’s where T am now. Tve been
heve for nours. v slept a couple of 4imes, so
it could be dans. Tve lost 4rack of fime. The
phone vings ocedsionally, but 1 ignore i, what's
e point? gcnnlg’s A 1ing of evil. Tve lost m

WAS AN ANsweYing maehin
mMessAye from Peter when 1 ot home, saing
T showldn’t bother coming in Again. Theve was
one from 4ne police, 100. Something about
missing funds from muy old emplover. W, fair
enowgn. L ook the onelp.

T wand 4o call David, but what'’s 4ne poind
iNthat2 2 'm not sure he will forgive me for wnat
1 Aid 4o Cati. T don’t want 4o %mm out, ¢ither.
He's all L ve 90t ledt now. T'm just sitting nere
wAiting For e pain o start again. T kiow it
will. Wl T survive 4his 4ime2 1 hope not. 14
seems 4o {3 1 Worse everw Fime. manbe this time
WAl endh. Sl T don know what she’s doing
or whw, and 14 Tie

Oh o not again God no please stop hurds
hurts




CHAPTER THREE

THE

T wasn 't the same atier the episode in the cellar.
T started having nightmares most every night, and
belore long T 'd cvawled back in & bottle just to get &
little Sleep. Then there were problems at work. 1
couldn 't stand the people T work with. The fac'tpr;
workers were idiots. My Supervisor was an even bigger
idiot. He tried to tell me how to do wy job. We got into
Grguments almost every single day. I¢ it hadn 't been

or the Ceck thak he couldn 't get amone to work
Second Gki\&, T'd have probably gotten Shit-canned
vight ofl the bat.

1 g0t into &ﬂd{ at the Eight Bail. Someone would
be sitting in my uSurl Spot or Start fo give me Shit
&bout looking -t their girtfriend, or Some idiot vould hit
me up for & game of pool Gnd just waste my time. Tt
never zuﬂe got out of hand - there d be & lot o
shouting and threats, but every time the guy who got
in my face would See Something in the depths of wmy
eres and back down Maybe he saw the dewon, or
maybe he saw that T couldn 't wait to $tart pounding
his face into the floor‘.

T+ was like old times, back when T was crippled and
hated the world, What Jim did 1o me in the bagement
that old house had brought it &ll back, only much, much
worse. T hated everyone, not because of what T was, but
because of who they were = & herd of ignorant,

ra'&ef ul sheep, too dumb to & ppreciate the glories
the world,

On $ome level, T knew that it wasn twy hate Twas
feelihy\ but dm s,

KINDRED SPIRITS

Two weeks later I van imto one of dm's other
Soldiers down by the fentacrest campus.

Tdecided o cut throush the carmpus that afternoon
while vuming Some ervands. I noticed & campus
preacher by the steps, vailing at & handful of boved
Spectators, The guy, who Seemed to be in his 305, prced
back and foﬁk‘ viling on and on about the evils

wmodern culture. The usurl Spiel brom those U8, of

course, it was all the devil s work. 1Z omly he knew.

R God gave you & Soul, the preacher said GYivaly.
Don '+ deflle it with the tevptations of Satan Don 't give
it 4o ayone else! T couldn 't help but laush. Easy lor
hiva to ). Ever been & cripple, frea.cker? .

How <an you know all this brom & votting old book?

one of the $pectators relled. He was older than wme,
maybe in his late 205, wearing & Surplus V7 atigue yacKet
and ¥ aded jeans. Hig blond hair was long and pulled back
into & pony tail, and his eyes shone with hate.

What & fucking loow, T thought at first, But then T
looked & little deeper. It 's not havd to See the demon
in Someone S eyes 73 you Know what to look lor.

The preacher and the blond wman were veally
starting to get into it. The preacher Kept quoting the
Bible, and the blond vaan tried 1o Shout hiv down each
time. T watched the guy 'S hands clench into trembling
fi{'fé‘ and T knew the kind of rage he was feelim,‘. 1
could @lso See that he was losing control. The
preacherKeptright on, spewing heltfire Gnd damng tion
brom the good book @t the gup.

. Seconds later, the man charged the preacher.
Skt up! ke cried, swinging his fi5t5. You don 't know
what you e talking about! You don 't know avy'ikim,‘! You
don 't know the truth!  The pmches missed, until the
preacher was backed up agrinst the stairs. A right
hook sent blood gushing f;om his nose. .

I ran up fo the wman and tried to grab him. Let it
go! T cried. He's vot worth it.

The vaan brushed vy arms aside. He looked at wme
and obviously recognized me. While he hesitated, T tried
to gvab him again. He shoved me back. I slipped on a
pateh of ice and fell onto the hard concrete.

Stay out of this! ' The wan commanded me. He
tumed his & tention back toward the preacher. Can 't
you See that God doesn 't love us” He Kicked the
minister and Kept repeating, God doesn 't love us! God
doesn 't love us!

As 1 got vp, two campus police of ficeré
charged at the man, both wielding nightsticks. The
man elbowed one ofbicer in the face and blocked the
blow of the other oflicer 's nightstick with hig Gy,

sickening crack echoed throughout the
Pentzcrest. I could See the man 'S arm was clearly
broken. T was surprised it wasn't & compound

vacture. The man held the broken avm toward the
Standing ollicer. Even T was cmazed as the bone
setitsell and healed. The officer took & Step back.
His pariner was $till dazed from the blow.

The man tooK one look at me, then turned on his
heels and van for the street. The one <cop still on
his feet gave chase, yelling into his walkie-talkie. The
preacher staggsered to his feet, standing stooped
over and shaking his head. Maybe he was just trying
to clear his head, or maybe he was praying for the
Soul of the wadman who d kit hirm. A trail of ved
droplets splashed to the concrete with eaxch
mournful shake.

1 stuck wy hands in wy pockets and got out a{
there, praying that no one had noticed what passed
between m;{elf and the wan. There wa s no mistaking the
look of vecognition on his {ace when he glanced at we
- or the naked expression of lear. The cold air st
vy eyes a$ 1 ducked aroumnd the Old Ca pitol building. /jo
one follo«/eé we, and T " glad.




Had T gotten & taste a vy own Ctore” Was 1
going o become just like him, l&shing out Gt anyone
who got in vy «.m_;-’ Was there anything 1 could do to
stop it!

DOWNWARD SPIRAL

T ot kicked out of the Eight Ball that nght.
Some goddarn drunk challenged me to & pool game.
Said 1 looked lonely. T fooli‘kly accepted. feople
hadn 't Socialized with we in ages. My old bar buddies
were long gone.

This young punk ckallenfed me to & game of
eight ball. T don't care what he $aid later, he
deliberately lost the first two games. His friends
gathered lov the third game. They didn 't do
anything except stand around and get on wmy
nerves. I think they were trying to et others to bet
on the game. The guy Kept Screwing his shots. The
third same WaS an exsy win.

Seconds atier T sank the eight ball, he giggled. T
could Smell the beer and kis breath from where T $tood.

T'u bet, , he giggled agarin. I Ul bet you T Il win the
next match, . .

T gave him & havd look. You think you can huh? T
said, mocking him.

Yeah, he said with & l&ugh. Then he reached
into hig pocket, and placed a roll of voney on the

table. You in?

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

The look in his eyes Sent me right over the edge. The
little focker thought he could kustle me ” This fime, thoush,
the vage took me by surprise. Instead o the: Slowt bdtn
T usually get, Tjustwent cold all over. Tt wa s Ke Soveone
elSe Was moving vy livabs, and Twa s just along lor the vide.

Fine, T heard M)‘&Iz say. 1'll break. And T
hit him & havd s T could with the pool cue, Striking
hiv vight between the eyes. The cue éhaffeé with a
crack like & gunshot, and the son of @ bitch
dropped like all his $trings had been cut, colla psing
to the floor with Splinters sticking out of his face.
Ok, that felt g00d.

Someone gvabbed me lrom behind, l/ﬁmf e brom
the growd vithout aiy eflort at all. Tuo other bouncers
got between wme and the punk 'S briends. T was dragged
away Gnd Slarmed against the wall.

He Ok?  Joe, the head bomcer asked. His 9Yip on
me never slackened.

The e ool was trying to get yp, covering his Z ace with
kis hands. Blood streamed between his fimgers.

Yeqh, one of the other bowncers said. We 'l talk
to him.

Joe dragged me toward the door.

He tried to hustle me! T protested.

Shut up, Ed, " doe growled. I knew you'd pull
Something like this one of these days, and T ' Gm well
and truly sick of your shit.




CriapTeR THREE

doe Kicked open the door and literally threw wae
ovtside. T landed near the feet of @ college couple
wa K ing by. They $peedily walked away Srom e,
. Yeu're not welcome heve ammore, Ed, doe said.
You've lucky we can 't aflord to haye arother police
report on our ble. Get out of here!

Tt wasn't any 6i7 0%, Most of the people there
were losers Gmwwa y.

BREAKING PoiNT

Avaonth had passed since 1 dlast seen dm. Lknew
better than to get vy hopes up, though. He hadn 't
orgotten me. He d tun up Sooner or later and Start
barking orders, and if T wanted 1o keep walking, T was
going to have to oée).

1 'd been written up two more times at work, and
vy Supervisor made it clear that i T $0 vavch as
looked at him wrong T 'd be out on the Street so fast
vy head would $pin. T started taking sick days
&lmost every other week| staying cooped up in the
apartment and getting drunk when it looked like T
W& $ going to have & bad day. Twasn 't Slee ping vauch.,
I started mixing booze and sleeping pills, but nothing
vade any difference.

Belore long I started thinking about suicide
Goain This time, though, it didn t feel $o wmuch like
giving in. Tt lett like & way to esca pe the cage 1 Comd
M)éelf in. I started cruising the pawn shops, looking
Gt guns. Then one night I found M)‘e,f holding an M-
I at & local $tore and thinking about how wuch
damage I could do with & good firing position
overlooking the downtown Mall. It scared me $o bad
I didn 't stop shaking lor hours atrevward,

Then one day, on the Wiy to the store, T decided 4o
check out the public library. T wordered i Lcodd Gl
& book or two on dermons. There had to be Something that
could help me, or &t least tell me wheve to 50 for help.
That was how far gone T was.

As T walked toward the feriodicals Section, T
noticed & ¥@miliar young woman Sitting in one of the
voom '$ plush chairs. She was veading HELr
Weekly, one of the local & lterna tive papers. Though
she had blue-streaked hair, I remembered who she
wa$. She didn 't have her éo)f riend with her this time.
T walked up to her and t& pped her dirty Doc harten
éoo'l:‘ with vy oqf.

Excuse me, T said. She looked up at e, obviously
annoyed. T knelt down until way leace was inches from
hers. I'm giVing you G 2evo.

She started to $ay Something, but T threw & hard
right &b into her éce. Her head jerked back,
Slavming against the hard white wall. Without thinking,
T gvabbed her and shoved her toward the newspz per
case. She crashed into it, Knocking the case over. The
crash shattered the silence. I van up to her and

Kicked hev & few times. No one tried 1o Stop ve. Then
I picked her up like & vag doll and Slarimed her
against the window. The people outside stared at me
in horvor as T punched her again. .

Don't you ever do that to anyone ayain.’ I
struck her again and again. Do you understand?” T
raised wy {5t again, but stopped. Her eyes were
glazed over, and I could feel her convulsing Slightly.
I let g0 and She $lid down the ¢la$S, leaving G Smear
of blood. She was dead.

T don 't remember when the police Showed up.
They may have gotten there right awa y, or they could
have taken hours. I didn 't try to vun. At Some point
it occurred to wme that if T got arvested, there was
no Wiy Jim could come and get me. haybe then he d
leG.ve me alone.

They took me downtown. At Some point, one of the
detectives told me that the girl had been declared dead
&t the scere. He said @ lot of other things. Threats
mostly. T didn 4 piy much attention.

The next day vy Dad paid wy bail. He and mom got
& gecond rortsage on the house and hired & l&wyer.
They couldn 't understand why T screamed at them the
whole way home.

Do or DIE

Two days later, Jim came to vy Yooming house with
lour o is briends. T ahmost didn 't recognize him with his
long hair. His beard was gone, and kis face had several
burn varks onit. . .

“Ge* your cort, he cormmanded. It's time.

Where are we going” I have to be at 4rial in & few
J&)é‘ \' I protested.

Doesn 't matter. Are you going to come, or do we
have to Ar&rf )w-’

We lett Towa City and drove {or & long time. We
might have even left Johnson County. We eventually
arrived Gt an abandoned farmhouse. T couldn't see
Gipthing for wmiles aromd. His riends were busy borrding

up the windows and loa ding boxes into the house. Each of

them looked abmost as disheveled as Jm, liKe they d
been lving of¥ the land for guite & while.

Alrer parking the car, I was escorted imside 1o
the lving voom. There, Ixid in neat rows along the
haydwood floor, were ahost two dozen high-powered
r‘/le;, including & handbol of a.$5ault WeR LONS. é::/e;
Gramunition and Stack's of paper targets covered the
/ fee table.

You will teach your fellow thralls how to use
+ke$l‘e WER PONS. .

What's going on? “I asked.

Ji glared atwme. They are coming lor we, Ed.
We will lure thewm into an ambush and Kill thewm. My
rival doesn 't Seem to understand technology a$

Yoo 's



well a$ I. We 'll see how fearsome she i$ with &
bullet in her brain.

I spent part slihe day teaching them how to use
the guns. dust the basics really. As T looked at their

aces, it was pretty clear that none of them
expected to survive whatever was coming. This was
going to be Jim ¢ fnal showdown, Some Seemed willing
1o die for him. Others Just seemed resigned to their

ate. Tt was now 10 against whatever lorces were
coming for Jim.

T sent the others to do Some target practice. T
doubt that Gecuracy would be important in their battle.
1)\6’& wanted to & chance 1o see Jim alone. So I made
vy Wy into the dimly it bagement. Tt was @ wmess,
littered with sera ps of clothes and other ref vse. The
stink of votting et hong in the air. T didn 't dave wonder
wker“e the meat had come Yor.

What ave you doing here?  Jm's voice ragped
Orom the darki ness.

T hesitated. T he gave me what I asked 7 or,Id
be gent back into a living hell. Was it what T veally
wanted” Was it any worse than what I was s ering
right now? .

Frally T said it. L want out of the bargrin, This isn '+
what T asked for.

Jm stepped into the light. He was the rmongter
again, hig huge head Scvi ping the basement ceiling. You
pFromised fo serve wme.

How T was b vightened. But what choice did T
have? Yes, but you didn 't tell me everything. You didn '+
tell e what T would becorme. You didn 't tell me what
thig would lead to. .

He stalked closer to me. You didn 't ask the
Tiik“f‘ Zuaéﬁohé.

You $hould have, told we. Do you realize that T beat
& woman to death” My eyes watered. You Should have
told we that T would feel your hate. You Should have told
me that T would be your slave, thrall, or whatever the

ucl(“ you want to call it. .
Go back to the others, the demon growled.
My enemies draw near, and we haven t vuch time
to rrepavre. .

Twon't Aefq\é you, Ym. My heart sk ipred & beat
as T said that. I can't bkt for a liar, and T won 't
Serve in your unust war.

T never $aw himt wiove. I never saw the blow that
sent wme hurtling across the voom. 8) the tme T
regiined my Senses the demon wa s standing overme, his
claws suspended just inches brom vy lace.

Youdare callme & liar, ittle man’ You dave speak
of wjust wars to Someone who tumed his back on God

or your sake’

dim picked me up and Slammed me into the ceiling
belore T could $ay anything.
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1 did not deceive you in Gry Wi y. Sevve me now, and
1 will“ forii\/e ;ou.’ k‘g 7‘n>~/lezl.

No, 1gasped. Mo. Do wha tever the fuck you want
to me. Cripple we. Kill me. T don t care awwore., 1 d
vather die than live one more Second like this. Tt
wasn 1 courage. Tt was survender. T just wanted to die,
and T didn 't much care how it happened.

Instead, nothing happened. Alier several bone-
chilling $econds, Jin let me go. T Slumped 1o the growd
and Jim changed. He seered to Shrink in on himsel, In
& wioment, he vas Big Jim again His lace was hagsard,
and there was a deleated look in his eyes.

_ Getout, is voice held & Kind of weary conterpt.
Head ea st through the woods until you get to the highwi .
Soorer or later Someone should give you & ride.

For a second, T couldn 't move. Was he actually
letting me 07 Jm Just Stood there, glaring &t me. T took
one trembling Step, then another. I $till had vy gif4s.
What was this? Merey’

Or had T stumbled onto & Secret about Jm and the
others of his kind? He needs me a6 wuch & I need hiva,
T thought. Son of & bitch.

The Sunwa s Shining, and the cir $melled like $now
when I stepped out into the l Grmpard, Jim 'S other
Soldiers stood around the porch, $moking, talking or
cleaning their wea pons. They looked at me curiously
a$ T walked by, but T didn 't See the point explaining
what was going on. They 'd made their choice to
sevve the demon. They d have to come to their own
terms with him,

T crossed a Yallow field and stepped into the
tree line. The sharp scent of pine liled wy hostrils,
Run, & voice $aid in the back o/ iy mind. Just vun. And
T did. The cold air hurt my lungs, but the mewmory o
the trees blurring past and the sound of wy Shoes
beating & steady ripth againgt the exrth /eH good.
Tt et tke reedom.

I'd some & couple of wiles when there was &
erash of thunder in the direction of the & avrmhouse,
then two more in r‘a.fié Succession. The sKy above me
was blue and clear. I picked yp wy pace. Soon 1
could hear the pop pop-pop of Small avms bre. T4
looked like Jim 'S enemies were more on the ball than
he imagined.

T+ Sounded like Jm and his soldiers put up & hell of
& fight. The Shooting vent on for aimost fve minstes. But
then, st a5 I reached the opposite Side of the forest
and saw the highway just ahead, I leaymed just how bad
oA Jin wis.

He veached imto wy head with desperate,
scrabbling claws. I could feel how vuined his body wa s,
how close the demon was to losing his grip on Jm's
old bones. T could feel his e ear, and f;r st &
voment, T sensed the darkness that waited for him.
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1 lett the yawning blackness and knew what the
bottom of that bleak (it lett like. Believe it or not, T
elt sorry for poor v,

And then T was being tumed inside out. The demon
wa s taking me lor everything T had, lKe & drowning man
will pull his Savior under f7 or just & lew more Seconds
air. T knew it wouldn 't be enough. Maybe Jim knew it, too.

SOLE SURVIVOR

They say I only recently woke up Orom the
coma, My old army wound i$ back, and T can no
longer walk. My whole éeiuy has been taken away

Yo me. I & shell of « revrson now. The only
thing T do is write. T 've been telling people what

kaffev\eé. T hear the doctors saying they 're going
to lock wme away in an institution. To tell you the
truth, T probably belong there. What I did to that
girl demands some Kind of justice.

Spme, b you wmight $ay that 1 ' back wheve T
started. T don 't think $o. To tell you the truth, T 'm0
vuch better off now. I was trapped back then.

Tappedinthe past. Trapped by vy own e xpectations
o M)‘Elf. T bigmed other reople when they weren 't
to bleme. T blamed & city when I should have blamed
wysell, That's all behind me now. I have the
unconditional love of wy €amily and T have wy Soul.
What more could T want?

F g vz
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It is the characteristic of privilege, and of every privileged
position to kill the hearts and minds of men. The privileged
man, whether politically or economically, is a man depraved

in mind and heart.

—M ichael Bakunin, God and the State

This chapter provides you with detailed tips and
guidelines for creating thrall characters, expanding on the
systems presented in the Demon core rulebook. You can
use them to create thralls for the demons in your chronicle
or create a new sort of chronicle focusing squarely on
mortals who have been given a taste of diabolic power.

Creating a thrall for use in a Demon chronicle is
much the same as creating one of the fallen. The first
and most important step is to develop an interesting
character concept and then support that concept with
the appropriate Attributes and Abilities.

STEP ONE:
Croosk a CoNcEPT

Most, if notall, thrall concepts share two common
elements. The first is that thralls are characters who

are dissatisfied with their lives. This of course de-
scribes the vast majority of people on the planet, and
if a potential thrall is not aware which element of his
life is most in need of improvement, it will not take a
canny demon long to point it out.

The second common element is that thralls
are willing to sell their souls — figuratively or
literally — to fulfill their desires. However they
justify it, whatever lies they are told, they must
agree on some level to enter a binding contract
with a supernatural entity.

Here are a few questions designed to focus your
attention on these issues:

e What was the character’s childhood like?

e What about her education? Did she have any
unusual moral or religious guidance?

® What does she do for a living? What does she

want to do?
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THRALL CHARACTER-CREATION PROCESS

~ ® Step One: Choose a Concept
Choose concept, Nature and Demeanor.
- ® Step Two: Choose Attributes
Prioritize the three categories: Physical, Social
and Mental (6/4/3). The character automatically
has one dot in each Attribute.
e Step Three: Choose Abilities
Prioritize the three categories: Talents, Skills
and Knowledges (11/7/4). The character does not
start with any dots in any Abilities.
Choose Talents, Skills, Knowledges.
No Ability higher than 3 at this stage.
e Step Four: Choose Advantages
- Choose Backgrounds (5) and rate Virtues (3).
The character automatically has one dot in each
Virtue. Rate Faith potential (1) and Torment (0).

e Where does she live? Is her home more of a
sanctuary or a prison?

e What class of people does she live among or
normally associate with? Is it by choice?

e [s she in love? Has she been? Does she have a
partner! What sort of support does she give to, and
receive from, the relationship?

® [s she on good terms with her family?

e What about her friends? Are they the fair-
weather variety, or will they try to help her through
the troubles ahead?

e Do any of the people in her life rely on her?

® What are her hobbies, predilections and vices?

® Whom does she most admire?

e [s she particularly proud or ashamed of any
achievements in her life?

e What are her religious beliefs, and did the
appearance of the demon change them at all?

¢ Had she already heard any rumors about the
increased presence of demons in the world? How did
she react?

NATURE AND DEMEANOR

Society does not treat people who wear their
weaknesses on their sleeve with much kindness, so
thralls are usually adept at hiding their true faces
from the world. With this in mind, choose a Nature
and Demeanor for your thrall character. The Na-
ture is her true self — perhaps twisted by the hand
fate has dealt her, or alternatively a solid core of
normality buried beneath a veneer of loss. The
Demeanor is the face she shows the world. You may

e Step Five: Finishing Touches

Record starting Willpower (equal to the sum of
the two highest Virtues).

Spend freebie points (15). Abilities can be
raised to 4 or 5 at this time. Purchase Merits and
Flaws (optional).

Freebie Point Costs
Attributes — 5 points per dot
Abilities — 2 points per dot
Backgrounds — 1 point per dot
Willpower — 1 point per dot
Faith potential — 7 points per dot
Virtues — 2 points per dot

¢ Step Six: Dancing with the Devil

Determine the effects of the pact the character
makes with her demonic master.

either choose any of the Nature and Demeanor
Archetypes presented in Chapter Six of the De-
mon core rulebook or come up with your own. In
addition, you may choose from the following three
new Archetypes:

DAMNEDSodL

Whether or not damnation is literal, this charac-
ter believes that she is destined for hellfire and eternal
anguish. Either she has realized the consequences of
her bargain or the appearance of the demon was a
confirmation of previously held beliefs. Having no
hope for the afterlife gives the Damned Soul a strange
liberation from less urgent cares in this one. She will
not lay her life down needlessly — she is beyond the
suicidal stage — but if a sacrifice is called for, she
probably won’t see any reason why it shouldn’t be her.
In a sense, she is the ultimate martyr, but not out of
care for others or even a lack of care for herself. She
just goes through the motions of life, offering what
help she can, as long as it is more diverting than lying
in the road, weeping.

— Regain Willpower whenever your bleak view-
point — not only of your own fate but that of the
world around you — is justified by larger events.

NARCISSIST

The world revolves around a Narcissist. Any
problem she sees around her — whether it’s crash-
ing airplanes, the return of demons or a jammed
printer — is only a reflection of the pain she feels.
When anything good happens, it isa direct result of
her inner strength and ability to rally her spirits.
Such might not be her literal belief, but it is likely
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the way she reacts emotionally to the world. Like-
wise, she relates to other people only insofar as they
make her look good, or at least confirm her self-
image. Depending on the situation, a Narcissist
could be a tireless dynamo of energy or mired in a
morass of depression.

— Regain Willpower when others acknowledge
your importance to a given problem or situation.

PROSELUTIZER

A Proselytizer is similar to a Pedagogue in that
her principal desire is to share her knowledge with
others. The ways in which she goes about that task is
quite different, however. She is likely to be found
shouting from street corners and addressing congre-
gations. She is more interested in appealing to broad
emotions than conveying well-reasoned detail, and
although she will sometimes take on a teacher’s role,
she is far happier inspiring others to seek out the
knowledge for themselves.

Of course, the nature of the “truth” that the
Proselytizer preaches could be anything, from a
belief in the healing power of angels to an ugly
diatribe of race hatred.

—Regain Willpower whenever you convey some
of your enthusiasm for your chosen subject to a
number of onlookers.

StEr TWo:
CHoOSE drrRIBUTES

Thralls follow the same procedure of prioritiz-
ing and assigning Attributes as demons do, though
they get fewer points to spend. The character’s
primary category receives six dots, the secondary
category receives four dots, and the remaining
category three dots. See Chapter Six of the De-
mon rulebook (pp. 136-140) for more details on
this process.

Keep in mind that most of the character-cre-
ation process is about defining the character as she
existed before accepting a pact with one of the
fallen. Therefore, if the character has a particular
flaw that will lead her to this fateful decision, that
flaw should be reflected in the design process, right
up to and including your freebie points. For ex-
ample, if you have a character who is particularly
clumsy in social situations, constantly making a fool
of herself, she might barter her soul for increased
Charisma and Manipulation. Your initial allocation
of Attributes should reflect as much, with few dots
allocated to those traits.

Once again, this step follows the same procedure
described in Chapter Six of the Demon core rules.
You get 11 dots to spend on primary Abilities, seven
dots for secondary Abilities and four dots for tertiary
Abilities. For more information on available Abili-
ties, see pp. 140-153 of the Demon core rules.

StEP Four:
CHooSE dpVaNTaGEs

Although thralls have access to the same
Advantages that demons do, the definition and
cost of those Advantages is slightly different.
Backgrounds change the least, and you have five
points to purchase them as per usual (certain
Backgrounds, such as Pacts or Legacy are obvi-
ously unavailable). You must also allocate three
extradots among the character’s Virtues, although
these are not the pure versions of those qualities
that demons possess. Lastly, determine the
character’s Faith potential, representing the
strength of the character’s beliefs.

BACKGROUNDS

Thralls have access to the same Backgrounds that
demons do (pp. 153-158 in the Demon core rules),
with the following exceptions:

Allies, Contacts, Fame, Followers, Influence,
Mentor and Resources can be chosen as usual. The
Mentor Background can represent the character’s
demon master (but see the new Attentive Master
Background for a different approach), or it could be
someone else entirely. You cannot purchase Emi-
nence (again, Attentive Master provides a similar
concept), Legacy, Pacts or Paragon.

In addition, you may also choose from the follow-
ing two new Backgrounds:

ATTENTIVE MASTER

Alex felt the rough bricks of the wall pushing into her
back as she tried to squirm away. “God damnit, you can’t
do this! Don’t you know who I am?”

“You're nobody,” the thug sneered.

“Wouldn’t do that if I was you,” a conversational
voice said from behind him. The thug snarled and turned.
Then he stopped, stared and ran.

Alex let herself slump down from the wall, onto her
knees, keeping her eyes low. “Thank you, thank you,” she
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kept saying, trying to regain her composure. But when she
looked up, the alley was empty.

For good or ill, you enjoy the close, personal
attention of your infernal master. This Background
represents how much energy he devotes to your well
being and the relative value he assigns to you in
relation to his agenda. In addition, any Eminence
your master has might also rub off on you if you have
a high enough score in this Background. (Note,
though, that some high-ranked demons have thralls
whose identity they prefer to keep secret.)

You do not have to spend points in this Back-
ground if your master is being run by another player.
Note that you can spend points here out of your initial
allocation of five (which is an exception to the rule
that character creation only reflects the demonic pact
at a later step).

X Your master has no interest in you at all. If you
die, he'lljustfind someone else todraw Faith from.
° You are a resource, and not much more. Your

master likely keeps an eye on you, if only to keep
you away from his enemies.

oo Your master takes active steps to keep you safe,
and perhaps you have some access tohimand his
resources. He ravages you for Faith only when
absolutely necessary.

eee  Youareactively involved in the worship of your
master, inspiring others todo the same. Youkeep
a respectful distance, but you know he’s looking
out for you. If your master possesses high rank,
lesser demons give you some deference if they
realize whom you serve.

eeee Your master has a deep interest in keeping you
alive and healthy, not only for your Faith but as
a friend (or at least a treasured pet). Other
demons treat you respectfully if they want to
keep on your master’s good side.

eeeee You are a trusted servant, perhaps even an
advisor to your master. In addition, his own rank
in demon society gives you reflected prestige.
You can convey his orders, screen his contacts
and have lesser demons seek your favor.

EXPOSURE,

Benjamin fell into the warmth of his mother’s em-
brace. It had been many years since he’d done this, and as
she stroked him soothingly, it was like finding home again.

“Ademon,” Benjamin said. “A demon. Its eyes were
just...” He shuddered.

“Shhh,” his mother said. “You have bargained with
this creature?”

“No. Notyet. Itis like ajabbel from your story. It will
return, I think.”
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“Then use your instincts, son. You need no
finer tools.”

Your encounter with the demon was not your
first brush with the supernatural. Maybe you
have seen magic performed — not parlor tricks
but real, awe-inspiring manifestations of spirits
and apparently diabolical beings. Perhaps you
even took part in such rituals yourself. Or maybe
your upbringing gave you a deeper understand-
ing of the power of angels and demons than what
you found in your average Sunday School lesson.
Whatever the source of this knowledge is, you
can use it to further understand what is happen-
ing to you under the influence of the Faustian
pact, and perhaps find ways to combat or en-
hance it.

At certain times (as determined by the Story-
teller), you can draw upon this prior experience to
better understand the nature of your current situa-
tion. Calling upon these prior experiences requires
a Wits + Exposure roll (difficulty 6). Having a high
score in Exposure does not necessarily mean you
also have a high Faith potential, although the two
can be related, again depending upon the indi-
vidual circumstances.

X No previous contact. This all came as a
great surprise.

. Youaccidentally stumbled onto some freaky shit
once, but you got out fast.

oo You have an abiding interest in the supernatural

and have even performed your own white magic
spells or rituals. So, maybe they didn’t do any
thing that could persuade a skeptic, but you felt
the potential for power.
You have undertaken extensive religious
training, including study of the theory and cases
of demonic possession and manifestation. You
didn’t necessarily take it all literally, but you
have some ideas of the tools to use when it all
becomes real.
You have witnessed the summoning of demons
or the manifestation of other major supernatural
powers. Perhaps you were an instigator, a victim
or a third-party investigator. You saw a lot of
what was happening, both in theory and in
practice, and you have some idea of what worked
and what didn’t.
®eeee Yougrewupinaculture where interaction with
the supernatural was taken for granted. Al
though all those beliefs might not be quite
correct, they give you a solid background for
understanding and coping with your situation.

VIRTUES

The fallen were once the very embodiment of
virtue, but very little of that is conveyed through
the Faustian pact they share with their thralls.
Whatever ethics or inner resources the thrall calls
upon to survive the circumstances in which she
finds herself are hers alone, born from human
experience, her weaknesses and her aspirations.
These three Virtues — Conscience, Conviction
and Courage — represent a character’s ability to
resist the influence of her fallen master. Whether
she is called upon to perform evil deeds in her
master’s name or she simply yields to the tempta-
tion to abuse her master’s demonic gifts, the bond
a thrall shares with her master has a corrosive effect
on her psyche. Without a solid grip on her own
sense of personal ethics and values, a thrall risks an
inexorable slide into madness and depravity.

Each character starts out with one dot in each
Virtue, and the player distributes three more dots
among the Virtues. He might also use freebie points
to increase them further. Virtues are important in
helping determine the character’s starting Willpower,
so consider them carefully.

Unlike fallen characters, who use their Torment
score to determine the degree to which they may act
without requiring a Virtue roll (see the Hierarchy of
Sins chart on p. 159 of the Demon core rulebook),
thrall characters rely upon their Willpower as a simi-
lar gauge. See the revised hierarchy of sins for guidelines
onthe degree of sin that would require a Virtue roll for
the character.

When the character commits a sin, roll a num-
ber of dice equal to the appropriate Virtue (difficulty
7). Willpower points may not be spent for auto-
matic successes on this roll. If the roll succeeds, the
character performs the deed without any lasting
erosion of her sense of self. She might be horrified
and guilt-ridden afterward, or she might devise
elaborate rationalizations to explain the necessity
of the act, but the result is that she gets through the
experience with her soul more or less intact. If the
roll fails, however, the character loses one point of
temporary Willpower. The sin she’s committed has
eroded her inhibitions and sense of morality, mak-
ing it easier to commit even worse acts in the
future. If the roll botches, the character loses a
permanent point of Willpower. Not only does she
commit asin that violates her long-held values, she
enjoys it. The act reshapes her entire worldview,
and it will take time and bitter experience to erase
the stain from her soul.
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When a thrall’s Willpower score drops to 3, she
gains a temporary derangement, determined by the
Storyteller. This derangement should be appropri-
ate to the sin that caused the character’s most
recent Willpower loss, as the slow decline into
depravity wears away at the thrall’s sanity. When
the character’s Willpower drops to 2, she gains
another derangement, and so on. When the thrall’s
Willpower reaches 0, her sanity and sense of self
have been completely lost. Not only is she unable
to function as a rational human being, she no
longer provides her infernal master with any of-
fered Faith. She will likely be institutionalized by
family or friends, provided she doesn’t injure or kill
herself first. The character remains in this state
until she regains at least one point of temporary
Willpower. If she receives professional psychiatric
treatment, roll one die per month of treatment
with a difficulty of 10. If the roll succeeds, the
character regains one point of temporary Will-
power. If the roll fails, there is no further change to
the character. If the roll results in a botch, the
character’s madness has become irreversible.

CONSCIENCE
This virtue represents your character’s ability to
grapple with the difficult questions posed by the

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

presence of demons and the age-old dilemma of evil
within the human heart. Having a high Conscience
score does not automatically mean that the charac-
ter is opposed to demonic affairs, but she views any
agenda — demonic, human or otherwise — with a
critical eye, taking into account more than her own
survival and self-interest. A character with a low
Conscience score does not care about the larger
picture, but only for what seems expedient. Alterna-
tively, she might actually care for the principle of
the matter but not have the foresight, concentration
or patience to adapt her behavior appropriately to
match her beliefs.

Make a Conscience roll when the charac-
ter commits a sin that causes lasting harm to
innocent or undeserving individuals. For ex-
ample, using one’s gifts to steal a car or
following orders to kill a rival demon’s thrall
would call for a Conscience roll after the deed
was done.

CONVICTION

For demons, Conviction is the measure of their
belief in the underlying principles of Creation. For
thralls, it is their conviction in their own worth, and
more broadly in humanity’s own worth, in the face of
beings for whom Creation is a playground. A charac-
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ter with high a Conviction score has an innate
understanding of humanity’s relation to demons —
that they are the source of power and meaning for the
demons’ existence. A low score, however, means that
the character is more likely to feel that humanity may
rightfully be enslaved by such resplendent beings.
She has probably been so overwhelmed by her revela-
tions that no other response occurs to her. Note that
a character with a low Conviction score can still
display pride in herself and her accomplishments, but
it is only the pride of a trustee slave who wields
borrowed power against her own peers.

Make a Conviction roll when the character is
compelled to perform an act that violates her
personal morals or ethics but doesn’t cause lasting
harm to others. This act can be one of expediency,
such as using her infernal gifts to win promotion
after promotion at work, or a service for her infer-
nal master, such as providing him with her
company’s financial statements.

COURAGE,

Courage is the strength of one’s Conscience and
Conviction, the ability to remain firm in the face of
danger, fear or adversity. It includes bravery in the
face of danger, but it’s more than that. It’s also the
ability to withstand pain and hardship for the greater
good or even to sacrifice oneself when necessary.
Courageous characters can face nearly anything
without flinching, and they have the ability to do
what must be done, regardless of the consequences.
While a high-Conscience character might know
that an action is right, and a high-Conviction char-
acter knows that it is necessary, it takes courage to go
out and do it, no matter how hard it is.

Make a Courage roll when the character at-
tempts to defy her infernal master and fails, or her
lack of resolve in a situation causes others to suffer.
For example, if a thrall tries to stand up to her
master’s command to burn down a local clinic and
the demon forces her to give in — either through
simple persuasion, effective threats or a brute-force
application of lore — a Courage roll would be
required. Likewise, if a thrall uses her infernal gifts
to avoid or escape a confrontation, leaving her
friends to suffer in her place, a Courage roll would
also be required.

FAITHPOTENTIAL

As explained on p. 252 of the Demon core rules,
each thrall has a Faith potential that indicates the
strength of her beliefs and determines to what degree
ademon can use that energy to fuel her own power or
reshape the mortal’s body and soul.

Faith potential is measured on a scale of 0 to
5. A score of O indicates someone completely
divorced from his spiritual and emotional nature,
in which case he is completely useless to a demon.
Having five dots indicates a devotion to — and,
much rarer, an intimate understanding of — higher
ideals that almost completely subsumes the
mortal’s identity. Such individuals are possessed
of an almost divine wisdom and grace, equal to the
great saints of religious legend. On average, a
typical mortal in the World of Darkness has a
Faith potential of 1 or 2. All thralls start with a
minimum of one dot.

When a Faustian pact is sealed, a thrall’s Faith
potential can be used in one of two ways. First, up to
half the thrall’s Faith potential (rounding up) can be
claimed by the demon as a daily supply of offered Faith
(see p. 250 of the Demon core rules for more details).
Secondly, the demon can use some or all of the
character’s Faith potential to provide the thrall with
enhanced physical or mental abilities, or even share
limited versions of his own powers. The process of

using Faith points to enhance a thrall is described in
detail on pp. XX-XX.

A thrall character’s Faith potential beginsat 1,
but the player can increase it by spending freebie
points. Additionally, he can spend experience
points to increase a character’s Faith potential
during play.

STEP FivE:

Determine the character’s Willpower (equal to
the sum of the two highest Virtues) and spend
freebie points to increase any of the character’s
traits. If you are using the optional system for Merits
and Flaws in your chronicle, they may also be pur-
chased at this time.

DILLPOWER

Willpower is a measure of the character’s self-
control and determination. The initial rating is equal
to the sum of her two highest Virtues, and it can be
raised further by spending freebie points. If a Virtue is
increased with freebie points, it also increases the
character’s Willpower score. Willpower can also be
increased over the course of the chronicle by spend-
ing experience points.

Spending and regaining Willpower is the same
for thralls as it is for demons (see p. 162 of the Demon
core rulebook).
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FREERIE POINTS

Finally, you can customize your character by
spending 15 freebie points, using the costs listed in
the Freebie Point Costs chart on p. XX.

MERITSAND FLADS

Merits and Flaws make up an optional set of traits
that can help you fine-tune your character’s appear-
ance, capabilities and life history. Merits are
advantages that are purchased with freebie points,
while Flaws are disadvantages that provide extra
freebie points that you can use to improve the char-
acter in other areas.

Thralls may purchase Physical, Social, Mental,
Legal and Economic Merits and Flaws as described in
Chapter Three of the Demon Players Guide. You
may purchase as many Merits for your character as you
have freebie points to spend, but you may not take
more than seven points worth of Flaws.

Up to this point, the character-creation process
has focused on establishing the character’s traits as
they were prior to entering into a Faustian pact.
Finally, this step allows you to determine the effects
of the pact made between your character and the dark
powers with whom she is consorting. It contains
options for deciding what enhancements the charac-
ter can receive, giving you a lot of flexibility to better
match your character concept.

THEPACT

Like the legendary wishes bestowed by the djinni,
exact wording of a Faustian pact can be of crucial
significance when determining the changes a thrall
undergoes. If you are using the systems in this chapter
to create a Storyteller character, you aren’t required to
be so stringent in tailoring the demon’s gifts to fit the
conditions of the pact. Simply set the terms and gifts as
needed for the purposes of your story or chronicle, and
you are done. If you are a player creating a thrall
character for a Demon chronicle, however, you will
want to work closely with the Storyteller to determine
the exact effects of your character’s pact.

The rules of a Faustian pact are deceptively
simple: The demon must offer one or more super-
natural gifts to a mortal in exchange for an offering
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of Faith. The specific nature of these gifts is a
matter of negotiation between demon and mortal,
and the benefits the thrall ultimately receives de-
pend as much on the good graces of the demon as
on the negotiating skills of the would-be thrall.
The pact is sealed once the mortal agrees to the
gifts offered by the demon, so it is incumbent on the
character to define the nature of the pact in as
much detail as he deems sufficient. Unless the
demon is motivated to enhance the mortal to suit
the purposes of its own agenda, he will try to get
away with spending as few Faith points on the
mortal as he can get away with and claim the lion’s
share for himself. It is strongly encouraged that this
sort of negotiation be worked out in play as much
as possible, with the mortal matching wits with the
fallen and attempting to gain the benefits she
wants without the player being able to resort to
game terms to do so. The thrall can’t ask the demon
for five dots in Strength or claws that inflict aggra-
vated damage. Instead, she has to ask to be granted
the strength to lift 500 pounds or the ability to
persuade other mortals with the force of her charm.
Then the Storyteller (or possibly another player)
who plays the role of the demon must find a way to
fulfill that request within the scope of the fallen
character’s abilities or renegotiate the terms of the
pact. If both sides agree to the terms but the demon
can’t fulfill his part of the bargain, the pact is
automatically broken.

Within the bounds of the terms set between
demon and thrall, the mortal’s Faith potential can be
allocated in any way the demon sees fit. If the terms
set by the mortal require every iota of Faith the
character possesses and leave nothing for the demon,
he will have to learn to sharpen his negotiating skills
for next time. Of course, there is nothing to say that
the demon has to claim part of the mortal’s Faith
potential for his own uses. He could use the entirety
of a mortal’s store of belief to transform her into the
person she most wants to be — or into a highly useful
agent that he can seek to control through other
means of persuasion. Additionally nothing prevents
the demon from granting more benefits than the
terms of the pact requires, so long as the thrall has the
Faith potential to permit it.

RBASIC ENHANCEMENTS

Pages 252 and 253 of the Demon core rules
explain the different types of powers that ademon
can bestow upon a mortal. This section goes
through the different options and explains them
in more detail.
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HMeALING INJURIES OR ILLNESS

Chronic injuries or impairments can be healed
at the cost of one point of Faith potential per illness
or impairment. For example, a paraplegic war vet-
eran who also suffers from posttraumatic stress
disorder could be made whole again by using two
points of the mortal’s Faith potential — one point
for the spinal injury and one point for the mental
illness. As well as physical injuries, other types of
damage — even emotional illness — can also be
healed in this fashion. Heart defects, spinal injuries,
cancer, Alzheimer’s— virtually any crippling physi-
cal or mental impairment can be healed in this
fashion at the Storyteller’s discretion. Alternatively,
the demon can bestow his resistance to illness and
aging by using one point of the thrall’s Faith poten-
tial. If the pact between demon and mortal is broken,
any injuries or other impairments healed in this
fashion immediately return.

INCREASED ATTRIBUTES

Additional Attribute dots may be purchased at
the rate of two dots per point of Faith potential and
allocated as per the terms of the thrall’s Faustian
pact. The person whose fallen character is respon-
sible for the pact assigns these additional dots as
needed, though the Storyteller is the final arbiter in

the case of any disputes. No Attribute may be raised
higher than 5.

INCREASED ABILITIES

Up to five dots of Abilities may be purchased at
the cost of a single point of Faith potential. This
expenditure may be used to increase existing Abili-
ties or gain new ones as mandated by the thrall’s
Faustian pact. Again, the person whose fallen char-
acter is responsible for the pact assigns these
additional dots as needed, though the Storyteller is
the final arbiter in the case of any disputes. If an
Ability rises to 4 or higher, a specialty can be
declared for that Ability, though it must be in
keeping with the nature of the pact. For example,
Dhargir, a Devourer, encounters a novice hiker lost
in the forest and offers to help her survive in
exchange for her Faith. The hiker agrees, and
Dhargir uses one point of the hiker’s Faith poten-
tial to grant her Survival 5. Doing so allows a
specialty to be declared for that Ability, and due to
the nature of the pact, the Storyteller deems it
appropriate that the character receives a specialty
in forest survival.

Increased Abilities are represented as an intui-
tive grasp of the concepts and theories involved in
the relevant body of knowledge. A thrall with an

increased Medicine Ability doesn’t suddenly gain
extra knowledge she didn’t have before. Instead she
has a deeper insight into the concepts and methods
involved that improves her capabilities in turn.

INNATE POWERS

A demon can bestow a limited version of one
or more of her innate powers upon a mortal, at
the cost of one point of Faith potential per
innate power. Each innate power costs the thrall
one Willpower point to use for the duration of a
single scene. Also, please note the following
changes or restrictions:

® Resisting damage while in apocalyptic form:
Thralls do not have an apocalyptic form, but they can
still possess a costly version of this power that requires
two points of Willpower to activate for a single scene.

¢ Supernatural Awareness: Thralls use their
total Faith potential to determine the range of this
enhancement.

¢ Invocations: A thrall cannot be invoked by
name as a demon can, regardless of how the demon
enhances him.

APOCALUPTIC ENHANCEMENTS

Demons can bestow a limited version of one or
more of their apocalyptic form enhancements upon
a mortal, at the cost of one enhancement per point
of Faith potential. Each enhancement costs the
thrall one Willpower point to use for the duration of
a single scene. If a demon wishes to bestow a high-
Torment enhancement on a mortal (such as the
Kishar form’s Spikes or Ichor) she gains a temporary
Torment point for each high-Torment enhance-
ment she bestows.

EVOCATIONS

A demon can bestow a limited version of one or
more of her evocations upon a mortal, at a cost in
Faith potential equal to the level of the evocation.
Therefore, Mold Earth (Lore of the Earth eee)
would cost three points of a thrall’s Faith potential.
A Willpower roll (difficulty 8) is made when the
thrall attempts to perform the evocation, with the
number of successes determining the scope and
effect of the evocation, as normal. The thrall is
allowed to perform the high-Torment version of any
evocation she knows, but the player must make a
Virtue roll immediately thereafter.

"TAILORED ENHANCEMENTS

Demons are not constrained to the basic en-
hancements detailed in the previous section. The
fallen can also bestow specific, tailored enhance-
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ments that relate to the Celestial realms specific to
their House. Usually this technique is more effective,
because such flexibility means that they are likely to
be able to find just the right thing that will satisfy the
mortal in question. Often what one person will see as
essential, most other people will see as no more than
a parlor trick of dubious value.

This section contains examples of such enhance-
ments, arranged by House. Each costs one point of
Faith potential, and they do not require Willpower
points to use. You are encouraged to design your own
tailored enhancements that may be more appropriate
for your character’s pact.

DEFILERS
The following are examples of tailored enhance-
ments typical of the Lammasu:

~to-Poison: The thrall’s body is im-

e thrall’s body is im-
ssure when diving to
h altitudes.

thrall to enter a room and gain
the social undercurrents at p
within. Roll Perception + Al

ng the people
difficulty 7); the
es the depth and

reveal who has strong e
hate, etc.). Two succe
positions of authority ¢
ered crowd — who th
who feels loyal to w
reveal subtler clues su
tions between individu
look or an enigmatic sm

Warp Tattoo: This po
create and control tattoos that her body, allow-
ing them to move — including changing shape, color
and size — at will.

DeviLs

The following are examples of tailored enhance-
ments typical of the Namaru:

Detect Demons: The thrall can automatically
detect the presence and approximate location of any
demon within aradius of 10 yards times the character’s
Faith potential.

Detect Lies: When a mortal or demon lies to the
thrall (including her infernal master) the Storyteller
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can make a reflexive Per¢eption + Alertness roll
(difficulty 7) for the chara:
Mark of Armisti
character in much th
brand their enemies,
beneficial results. Mo
thrall unless a successf
culty 7) is made, unles
self-defense.
Remem
acter the abilit
previously known. I
a lot of workers — ng¢
them, but inquire after t
historians and other res
immeasurably.

Resist Heat: This gifi

way as demons can
ough with far more

family as well — but
hers can also benefit

es the thrall the ability
to soak fire damage wit Stamina (no activation
roll required). This en ment does not affect
supernatural flames, such as those created by the Lore
of Flame or the Visage of Flame.

DEVOURERS

The following are examples of tailored enhance-
ments typical of the Rabisu:

Animal Empathy: This enhancement reduces
the difficulty of all Animal Ken rolls by two.

Animal Senses: The Devourer can bestow the
senses of a part1cular animal onto his thrall. The thrall

or a snake’s ablhty
Feel No Pam*

thralls whose line of work requires the occasional
interrogation.

FirNDs

The following are examples of tailored enhance-
ments typical of the Neberu:

Chaos Sight: Although it is useful for a number
of applications, this power is traditionally used by
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gamblers to stack the odds in their favor. To accu-

rately predict the result of a single random event, roll

Perception + Intuition (difficulty 9’%5 The Storyteller

should usually’ ‘make this roll in secr»et

Danger sgense. The thrall cann& be ambushed
taken by surprise. Roll" %ercepuonﬁ

One success; warns f"e
minent dangé% . Two s@%
. gﬂa

.a car sﬁﬁ%mtlon by
out knowing

A . A botch w%f)uld overload
the wiring (or blow the bom};&? Note that manipu-
lation of this power is.not ﬁne enough to affect the
working of circuit boards (let alone computer chips),

but such items might short-circuit or burn out with a
few wayward volts.

Low-Light Vision: This enhancement allows
the thrall to see clearly in near-total darkness as long
as there is at least a weak source of light — even a
match-flame is sufficient to allow the character to see
as clearly as if she were in bright sunlight.

Fortune’s Friend: This enhancement tilts the
forces of probability in the thrall’s favor, such that she
always catches a lucky break when she needs it. Once
per scene, the character automatically succeeds at a
single task, no matter how improbable it is. For system
purposes, the character is considered to have gained
a single success on any given roll in a single scene.

MALEFACTORS

The following are examples of tailored enhance-
ments typical of the Annunaki:

Detect Forgery: The thrall can immediately
discern if an item is a forgery by holding it in her
hands and studying it for the space of a turn (no
roll required).

Location Sense: The thrall knows precisely where
she is at all times (no roll required), and she can
estimate the distance to anything she can see with
great accuracy (using Perception + Alertness).
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Machine Sense: The thrall is able to repair any
mechanical device with a few deft adjustments (or
sometimes a swift kick). Roll Perception + Tech-
nology (difficulty 7). One success means that the
device willeontinue to function for the duration of
the scene. Two successes mean that it will continue
to function for.the remainder of the day. Three or
more successes mearn. tha“*the device is perma-
nently repaired. )

Mineral Sen he thrall gains the ability to
detect mineral deposits and natural resources in-
cluding oil. The character. must be able to touch
the surface of the earth in rea he’s surveying.
Roll Perception ‘+.Science —. the difficulty de-
pends on the size of the deposit being sought. A
pocket of gemstones might have a difficulty
vein of ore might have adifficulty
pocket of oil might have a difficult
of the enhancement is 100 feet times the
Faith potential. S

Sure Footing: Related to the evocation | ~arth
Meld (Lore of the Earth ®); this enhancem@nt
gives the thrall the ability to keep his footing in
treacherous conditions. As long as he is not trying
anything too acrobatic, or doesn’t have people
trying to knock her down, no roll is required. For
more challenging actions (such as running across a
street in the middle of an earthquake), roll Dexter-
ity + Survival (difficulty 6).

SCOURGES
The following are examples of tailored enhance-
ments typical of the Asharu:
Oxygen Saturation:
tion on a third as much oxyge;

rall is able to func-
a normal mortal
eath three times
 can, affecting her resis-
her ability to survive

as long as a typical 'hurrij n
tance to harmful gase
drowning, et cetera.

Resuscitate: This
to resuscitate someone
a Willpower roll (difficu
her to resuscitate a dead |
its death. Two successe w the character to
resuscitate a dead body within two minutes of its
death, and so on. As well as restoring the soul, the
body is healed just enough to maintain life for at
least another hour. In effect, it restores one health
level of damage Resuscitate may be performed only

if the roll fails, the body

mentallows the thrall
linically dead. Make
. One success allows
y within one minute of

is beyond resuscitation.

360° Vision: By concentrating, the thrall is able
to perceive her entire surroundings at once. Roll
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Perception + Alertness (difficulty 6) each time the
character attempts to use this enhancement.

Perfect Pitch: The thrall is able to sing with
perfect clarity, hitting just the right note every time.
With a successful Intelligence + Performance roll
(difficulty 6), she can shatter glass.

Acute Hearing: The thrall gains supernaturally
acute hearing, reducing the difficulty of all Percep-
tion rolls involving sound by two.

SLAUERS

The following are examples of tailored enhance-
ments typical of the Halaku:

Clairvoyance: This enhancement allows the
thrall to become a conduit for the spirits of the
dead. This enhancement can be used to contact a
specific spirit or to allow local spirits to speak
through the thrall. If the thrall wants to channel a
specific spirit, she must know the spirit’s name.
Roll Manipulation + Awareness (difficulty 6). If
the roll is successful, the spirit is drawn to the thrall
and is able to see, hear and speak through the
character’s body. If the thrall is simply opening
herself to any spirit in the vicinity, the d1ff1culty of
the roll increases to 8. The duration of the
ant episode lasts for a number of turn

s Faith. potentl A the end o the epi-
3 wrall suffers one Ealch level'of bashing
damage. This damage cannot be soaked.

Cling to Life: This abthty allows the thrall to
resist death even when her body has been mortally
injured. At the moment of the thrall’s death, roll a
number of dice equal to the thrall’s Willpower. Each
success allows the thrall to remain alive for one hour.
The thrall will survive if she receives medical atten-
tion within this period of time, otherwise she dies
once her extended life span has expired. The thrall is
considered Incapacitated for the duration of this
period, and her vital signs are so faint that anyone
rolling to attempt to physically discern her condition
adds two to the difficulty.

Sense Spirits: The thrall can automatically de-
tect the presence of spirits within a radius of 10 yards
times the character’s Faith potential.

Soldier On: This enhancement allows a thrall to
partially ignore the pain and impairment she suffers
from her injuries. Make a Willpower roll (difficulty
8). Each success reduces the character’s wound pen-
alty by one. The effect lasts for one scene.

Speak with Loved One: The thrall learns a short
ceremony with which she can contact a deceased
blood relation of her choice. The relative (assuming
his spirit still exists in the shadow lands) is not
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coerced intoreplying, but if he wishes to, he can speak
through the thrall’s body for up to 10 minutes. The
ceremony works on only one spirit, and it can be used
only once per day.

DreSIGNING T AILORED
ENHANCEMENTS

The following are some basic guidelines to follow
when designing your own tailored enhancements. As
always, our Golden Rule applies: Use what works best
for your chronicle and discard the rest.

e Keep it personal. An enhancement should be
limited to the thrall only. She can’t summon thunder-
storms or cause cracks to open in the earth. If she has
an enhancement that allows her to affect others, it
should be reflected through a personal quality such as
a hypnotic voice or piercing gaze.

¢ Keep it limited. The more powerful or far-
reaching the enhancement is, the less often it can
be used. An enhancement that allows the charac-
ter to detect lies could be used as often as the
character likes, while one that allows her to bring
back the dead should allow only one attempt per
corpse, period.

¢ Keep range and radius of effect limited to the
character’s Faith potential. Range or radius of effect
should be measured in 10-yard to 100-yard incre-
ments multiplied by the thrall’s Faith potential.

® Keep the enhancement appropriate to the
demon’s House. Devourers shouldn’t be providing
thralls with the ability to predict the weather, nor
should Scourges bestow the ability to communicate
with animals.

Thrall characters created for play in a Demon
chronicle benefit from hard-won experience just as
readily as the fallen do. The Storyteller has final
approval onany use of experience to improve character
traits or acquire new traits. Such improvement usually
requires more than just spending experience points. It
also requires the character to undergo training or
practice enough to warrant the increase, and the
Storyteller may place additional requirements on the
character. Increasing a character’s Faith potential, for
example, could require a series of encounters or activi-
ties that greatly broaden the character’s understanding
of the pact she’s forged with her demonic master, as
well as a greater understanding of the fallen in general.

Characters’ traits generally should not improve
by more than one dot per story, unless the story takes
place over a long period of time. It takes time to make
significant improvements.
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When the humans disbelieve in our existence we lose all the
pleasing results of direct terrorism and we make no magicians.
—C. S. Lewis, The Screwtape Letters

What makes thralls an important part of any
Demon chronicle? To answer that question, you need
to look first at the origins of the setting. In a time
before history, a time before even mythology, the
fallen did not find it hard to receive the worship of
mortals. They walked among the humans as beings
only a step away from God Himself, and they com-
manded loyalty, worship and faith. But those times are
gone, perhaps forever. In the untold aeons that the
fallen have spent in the emptiness of the Abyss,
humanity has become tired, cynical and disenchanted
with religion. While a few believe with the kind of
fervor that reminds the fallen of the humans of the
thousand-year war, all too many have nospiritual faith
at all. The majority of humankind lies somewhere in

between, wanting to believe in something, but lacking
the conviction or resolve to do so. These men and
women have the potential to become thralls, and they
can save or destroy a demon’s soul.

The relationship between human and demon is
far more symbiotic than most demons are prepared to
admit, even to themselves. Many fallen still have
memories of humans as playthings and servants, and
they find it hard to work at their relationships with
those they are accustomed to seeing as little better
than animals.

Now, trapped in human bodies and fighting for
every sliver of Faith they can find, the fallen have no
choice but to recast their relationship with human-
kind. Most demons attack the concept with some
enthusiasm, as it gives them the chance to win the
worship that they believe they earned in rebellion and
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have been deprived of through their agonizing impris-
onment in the Abyss. The rush of power they feel
when a thrall offers them Faith gives them a brief taste
of their glorious existence in the days before their
defeat and incarceration.

It’s your task as the Storyteller to make this
process as entertaining for everyone in your game as
you can. This chapter discusses all the key ideas you
need to bear in mind through the various stages of the
demon-thrall relationship.

And yes, this chapter is very much for the
Storyteller’s use alone. We politely ask players to stop
here, for the sake of their own enjoyment of the game.
There are no great secrets of the setting buried in
these pages, but there’s plenty of help and advice for
the Storyteller that you’ll enjoy much more from her
lips than the pages of this book.

SEPUCTION

Nowhere are the challenges of a relationship
between the fallen and their former charges more
evident than in the process of seducing a thrall, and
it’s incumbent on you to bring the potential thralls
to life in a way that makes this conflict clear to the
members of your troupe. How do you set about
doing that?

CHOOSINGA THRALL

For beings who are effectively immortal, few
demons have the time to try picking random strangers
off the street in the hope of making them thralls.
What is more, only a small proportion of humanity
has enough capacity for real, fervent belief to make
them worthwhile thralls.

Most potential thralls share two main character-
istics: a capacity for belief in something greater than
themselves, and a vulnerability that the demon can
exploit to form a Faustian bond.

BELIEF

The capacity for faith is the single most impor-
tant quality a thrall possesses, yet it is one of the
hardest to quantify. What constitutes a capacity for
faith? Breaking it down to its most elemental level,
faith is the capacity to believe in a concept or idea
regardless of — or in opposition to — any physical
evidence. As you can see, this description casts a
broad net in terms of who and what a potential
thrall can place her faith in. Religious beliefs are
classic examples of mortal faith, and the basis of
many demonic pacts, but higher belief can also be
found in a variety of other areas of human experi-
ence. For example:
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¢ Philosophy. In some ways the opposite of
religion, philosophy takes a more secular approach to
the human condition. Yet men and women who are
committed to a particular philosophy, or the general
search for philosophical truth are just as capable of
fervent, passionate belief as any priest or saint. A
mortal who fervently believes in moral relativism, for
example, would be particularly easy pickings for a
clever demon.

¢ Ideology. When the Bolshevik Revolution
swept through Russia at the beginning of the 20th
century, Communism became the new religion of the
Soviet Union. Recent history is replete with ex-
amples of political ideology that has been embraced
(or forced upon) societies with all the intensity and
devotion that religions once demanded. Modern po-
litical parties of all stripes have their share of zealots
that the fallen can exploit.

¢ Science. The time is long past when society
as a whole believed that science could solve all of
humanity’s problems. Yet many idealists, particu-
larly in the medical field, still believe that their
efforts can change the world for the better. A
neurosurgeon who thinks of himself as one step
removed from God is a prime source of faith, even
if the faith is largely directed at himself. The same
can be said for an archaeologist who is convinced
that science holds the key to unlocking the origin
of humanity, or the engineer who believes that
science is mankind’s only hope of survival in an
increasingly poisoned world.

¢ Celebrity. Although it sounds transitory and
superficial, many men and women are still enraptured
by the world of movies, television and books. In a very
real sense, these fans idolize their favorite celebrities,
and for a few, their obsession takes on a sort of
religious fervor. Shrines to actors or their characters
are common on the Internet, and many fans set aside
parts of their houses as a display of devotion, present-
ing collections of autographs, pictures and other
memorabilia. An obsessive fan’s desire to be part of
his idol’s world is not much different from a penitent’s
desire to enter Heaven, which is something a demon
can well understand.

As you can see, many potential sources of inspi-
ration for human belief exist, some as mundane as a
basic faith in human nature or as bizarre as the
conviction that Earth is being visited by aliens. The
focus of belief isn’t as important as its intensity —

real faith is measured by the degree of devotion a
mortal places upon her beliefs. A person who is
prepared to sell off all her possessions and travel to
the desert for a rendezvous with humanity’s alien
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mentors is just as strong a source of faith as the priest
who has devoted his entire life to his church. This
intensity of belief is what sets potential thralls apart
from the rest of mankind.

VULNERARILITYU

The second quality that separates potential thralls
from the rest of humanity is a personal vulnerability
on which a demon can bring her powers to bear.
Vulnerability can be defined in this context as a
moral or ethical weakness in the character’s person-
ality, an overriding ambition or desire or a tangible,
physical defect that separates her from her peers.

Examples of moral or ethical weaknesses include:

® Hate. The character has a deep and abiding
hatred of a person, group or organization, and he
would give anything to be able to “give them what
they deserve.”

¢ Greed. The character doesn’t just want to be
wealthy, she wants to be wealthier than anyone else.
Whether poverty-stricken or already somewhat rich,
she would give anything to have more.

¢ Jealousy. The character is consumed with envy
of a person, group or organization. Perhaps a co-
worker got a plum promotion or a particular group
enjoys social privileges that the character doesn’t.
She wants her “fair share,” or if she can’t have it, then
neither should they.

e Spite. The character remembers every insult,
every slight, no matter how insignificant, and she is
driven by the desire to get back at each and every
person or group that wronged her. She would give
anything to be able to see “justice” done.

Examples of overriding ambition or desire include:

e Political or corporate ambition. The character
is consumed with the drive to climb the corporate
ladder or win her way into the highest elected offices
of the country, but she lacks the personal charisma or
resources to do so.

e Artistic success. The character wants to be an
accomplished actor, writer, painter, etc., but she lacks
the necessary talent to achieve the heights of her
artistic calling.

® Academic success. The character is a student
or scholar who wants to excel in her studies but lacks
the intelligence or drive to attain her goals.

e Athletic success. The character is driven to
achieve athletic excellence. Perhaps she wants a
lucrative professional sports contract or craves Olym-
pic gold, but she doesn’t have the strength, speed or
endurance to rise above her competitors.

¢ Celebrity. The character craves the fame
and status that comes with being a celebrity —
all she needs is a way to gain and keep the
public’s attention.

DrErERMINING PAITHPOTENTIAL
A thrall’s Faith potential is a reflection of the strength of her devotion to a particular belief, be it
religious or otherwise. This potential varies from individual to individual, and it is often hard to quantify.
(How do you put a value to an intangible quality?) One rule of thumb that you can use is to consider how
much the character is willing to risk or sacrifice for the sake of her beliefs:
0 Faith potential: The character would never consider risking her comfort or her possessions for the

sake of an idea or belief.

1 Faith potential: The character would be willing to accept trivial discomforts (such as getting up early
to go to church once a week or taking time out from work to go vote). She would donate wealth or possessions
she has in excess (e.g., she would donate old cans from the back of her pantry for a food drive or give a dollar
she found on the street to the Salvation Army) for the sake of her beliefs.

2 Faith potential: The character would be willing to accept small discomforts (such as attending
midnight peace vigils or going to political rallies). She would donate small amounts of her personal wealth
(e.g., monthly contributions to United Way or regular tithes to the church) for the sake of her beliefs.

3 Faith potential: The character would be willing to accept significant discomfort (such as traveling
across country to join a peace protest or allowing herself to be arrested at a sit-in). She would donate a
significant portion of her personal wealth (e.g., any personal possessions she doesn’t absolutely need; any
amount of money in excess of her basic needs) for the sake of her beliefs.

4 Faith potential: The character would be willing to accept profound discomfort (e.g., imprisonment
and torture) or sacrifice virtually all of her possessions for the sake of her beliefs.

5 Faith potential: The character is ready and willing to die for what she believes in. She is willing to
give anything she possesses to the cause, even if it means a risk to her health and well being.




e Love. The character might harbor an unre-
quited love for a co-worker, dream of reviving the
love in a failed marriage or simply believe that some-
thing in her has to change in order to become worthy
of someone’s love.

¢ Courage. The character might be crippled by
insecurity or outright fear when it comes to dealing
with society. If she were just bold enough, confi-
dent enough or witty enough, she could get anything
she wanted.

Examples of physical defects include:

e Birth defects. The character might have been
born blind or deaf, or he might suffer a congenital
heart defect or other crippling impairment that limits
his ability to interact with society.

® Crippling injuries. The character might have
been paralyzed in a car accident, lost alimb or suffered
permanent nerve damage that prevents her from
enjoying the life she once led.

e Disfiguring injuries. The character was
permanently disfigured by an accident or crime in
a way that profoundly affects her relationships
with people.

® Terminal disease. The character could be
suffering from cancer, AIDS or some other incurable
medical condition that will prematurely end her life.
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¢ Perceived defects. The character believes that
she isn’t strong enough/ smart enough/ beautiful
enough to have a happy life, even though there’s
nothing really wrong with her.

INTRODUCING
POoTENTIAL T HRALLS

Once you've created potential thralls for your
chronicle’s characters to encounter, you need to
give some thought as to how the demons are likely
to encounter them. Your troupe will probably take
one of two courses. They might go looking for
thralls, in which case your task is to seed a number
of clues over the course of a story that leads the
characters to the potential thralls. On the other
hand, you can present the potential thralls to the
demons in the course of their “normal” lives which,
in a sense, reverses the normal temptation position,
especially if your game’s characters have a philo-
sophical aversion to making thralls. Let’s look at
each of those options in turn.

Looking for thralls should be a time-consuming
effort for the characters. It should also be feasible,
however, so you need to have two or three ideas of
ways that the demon could stumble across your pre-
pared potential thrall.




CiApTeR Five

While demons are certainly attuned to a feeling
of Faith around them, it’s not as simple as walking
down the street until they “feel” someone with the
right potential, although your troupe might well try
it. A more effective tactic would be for the characters
to insinuate themselves into communities where
people with the potential for faith can be found. Such
acommunity can be anything from areligious congre-
gation — which carries the risk of exposing the
demon to potential exorcists — to a self-help group
run by a charismatic leader to a long-running theater
production with a large cast and crew. Once they
have become a part of such a dynamic community,
the characters must simply open themselves to events
that reveal the vulnerabilities of their newfound
friends and co-workers.

Seeking potential thralls through the relation-
ships provided by the demon’s host is even easier.
Most fallen characters retain some degree of con-
nection with their mortal lives: It’s one of the things
that stabilize them against the dangers of rising
Torment. The characters might have business or
employment commitments that lead them to meet
new people on a regular basis. What’s trickier is
getting the thrall in a position where he could open
up to the demon. The key to doing so is putting him
in a position where the demon has to interact with
him in some way — as a business contact, a boy-
friend of the character’s child or as an employee of
the character, for example. He might even be some-
one whom the character encounters as part of the
main, but unrelated, plot of the chronicle, such asan
unwitting tool of the demon’s enemy or someone
whose help the demon needs. All of these situations
can provide the opportunity for interaction with the
potential thrall, and thus afford you the opportunity
to make the combination of Faith potential and
vulnerability within the character evident.

FORGING THE RELATIONSHID

Smart players will realize that creating a thrall is
a process of turning a potential for belief into a firm
conviction in the demon’s supernatural nature, as
evidenced by the gifts the demon offers. Potential
thralls have to be courted and seduced into trusting
the fallen enough that they don’t just reject any offer
of miraculous gifts from the character out of hand.
This trust takes time and effort to build, and you're
doing the players a disservice if you don’t make them
put some energy into building this relationship.

The demon is going to have to find a role in her
potential thrall’s life before she can offer her gifts, be
it as a friend, advisor, employer or even mentor. The

demon might forge a closer working relationship with
her host’s business clients, slowly building a degree of
trust and obligation by giving uncannily helpful ad-
vice that helps develop the person’s business. A
demonically possessed parent might become a confi-
dant and advisor of her daughter’s boyfriend, who
reciprocates to avoid alienating his lover’s family. A
fallen employer might take an employee under his
wing (metaphorically at this stage, at least) and
mentor him in the tricks of the trade.

Now, judicious use of the demon’s lore can cer-
tainly smooth that process, but humans can be
stubborn, and no relationship ever runs entirely
smoothly. The interaction between the potential
thrall and the demon should last through several
sessions and go through some significant ups and
downs before the mortal character is ripe for accept-
ing a pact.

SEALING THE DEAL

Sealing the Faustian pact is a critical decision
that shapes the thrall’s life from that point on. If it’s
the demon’s first pact, it’s a significant step for her as
well, another step toward building a relationship with
humanity, for good or ill. More to the point, it’s going
to be an important moment in your chronicle and one
you'll want to explore in detail.

The Faustian pact between demon and mortal
operates under very strict conditions. The demon has
to make the potential thrall an offer, based on the
changes she will make to the thrall’s life, and the
thrall has to understand that there is a price to be paid
for the gifts she will receive. If there is no understand-
ing, there is no deal. For example, a person with
severe mental illness might be unable to enter into a
pact because he cannot clearly comprehend the con-
ditions. The same can apply to people who are
extremely intoxicated or who are under the influence
of hallucinogenic drugs.

This is not to say that the demon can’t deceive
the potential thrall. On the contrary, most do to some
extent. Aslong as the key facts mentioned thus far are
understood, the demon can put any gloss on the
situation that he wishes.

Youshould certainly encourage each player to
come up with a pitch that gives the potential
thrall some idea of where these apparently mi-
raculous gifts are coming from and what the price
will be in some way that fits in with the thrall-to-
be’s character and belief set. A good Christian
might be fooled into believing that an angel is
bestowing gifts of the spirit upon him, while some-
one with New Age inclinations might be led to
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believe that the demon is doing nothing more
than empowering the mortal’s own inner talents.

The demon also has to be at least broadly honest
about what she’s offering. “I will make you a pop
star” isn’t acceptable, since the demon does not have
the power to do that as part of the pact. “I will give
you the voice of a pop star” is acceptable, as the
demon can do that within the scope of her powers.
So too is a pact like “I will give you the talent to
become a pop star,” which is more persuasive, tech-
nically accurate and just ever so slightly misleading.
The talent that is necessary to attain that degree of
fame does not guarantee it, as thousands of aspiring
singers discover every year.

[t’s probably not wise to set out rigid guidelines
for the sort of pacts that a potential thrall will accept,
as long as you try to maintain consistent standards.
Players are endlessly inventive, and chances are good
that they’ll come up with angles you'd never even
considered. This is another reason that it’s worth-
while developing and playing the character for a
while before any pact is proposed. It'll give you a
clearer idea of how the character will react to what he
is being offered. You should let a fallen character
grant the gifts to a new thrall only if you are confident
that the mortal really would accept the bargain. If
not, it’s perfectly acceptable to have the potential
thrall refuse or ask for more time to consider.

T, MOMENT OF BINDING

The moment of binding, when the pact is sealed
and the thrall granted his gifts, is a major moment in
a chronicle. It’s worth encouraging the players to
come up with their own descriptions of how their
demon shapes that moment. In Chapter One, you
see three different examples of the ways that the
fallen can add significance to the sealing of the pact.
[t’s common for demons to put the new thrall through
some sort of ritual or initiation to reinforce the
nature of the agreement. These often vary by House.
Defilers tend to incorporate sex or water into their
rituals, whereas Slayers use pain or sacrifice to re-
mind their new thralls of the mortality that defines
their lives.

This ritual isn’t necessary from a systems stand-
point, as reshaping the thrall’s soul and body with his
own Faith takes only a moment’s concentration for
the demon. Few demons, however, can resist the
temptation to glorify themselves by putting the new
thrall through a ritual of sorts. It makes for great
roleplaying possibilities, so it’s well worth encourag-
ing. It can also be a useful plot hook for you. A
misjudged ritual can actually create problems for the
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demon. A ritual that is too far outside what the thrall
is prepared to believe, smashing his worldview or
which ends up terrifying him can cause the thrall to
mistrust and fear the demon in the immediate after-
math of the pact. The thrall might end up distrusting
both his benefactor and his new abilities and even
resist taking advantage of them. A mortal who has
been made more beautiful, for example, might find
that her beauty now feels like a curse and avoid
dressing up or using makeup in order to minimize its
benefit. Some will go on to seek a way of breaking the
pact and might even become an enemy of the demon.
(See p. XX for more on antagonistic thralls.)

THE
Prmon— THrary,
RELaTIONSHIP

Once a pact is sealed, the demon isn’t required to
maintain further contact with her thrall. She can go
on happily harvesting Faith from the thrall each
morning, until the thrall dies or is burned out by the
demon’s need for Faith. One would be ill advised not
to take advantage of this newfound relationship,
however. As mentioned at the beginning of this
chapter, the relationship between thrall and demon is
a microcosm of the relationship between the fallen
and humanity. If the thrall is neglected, potential
consequences arise for the demon who enthralls her.
By the same token, too much interaction should carry
potential risks as well.

CAREAND 'EEDING

What should your thrall characters expect of
their demonic masters? Well, the thrall has discov-
ered that the fallen is something far more than human,
and he will expect her to behave like it. Likewise, he
will also expect to be treated better than the hoi
polloi. He was chosen to receive divine gifts, so he
must be special.

This will also affect the way you present the
thrall’s responses to the demon’s actions. For ex-
ample, you can play up the potential downside of the
demon making the relationship too friendly as the
thrall starts pestering the demon for further gifts,
which the demon is unable to grant unless the thrall
grows in Faith potential. A demon who behaves in a
way that you judge to be too remote and powerful
should be rewarded with a thrall that spends much of
his time prostrate at the demon’s feet, begging this
mighty being to solve his problems for him. While you
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should still portray the thrall as capable of indepen-
dent thought and actions, there’s no doubt that the
actions of the demon should have a profound influ-
ence on the way he thinks and acts.

It’s also worth bearing in mind that a thrall with
a close relationship with his infernal master is far
more likely to come to the demon with a problem that
threatens him. The player will almost certainly want
to get his character involved to safeguard her supply
of Faith. That’s a really handy plot hook that you can
use to get the players in your game involved in both
supernatural and mundane plots.

GrowINGINFAITH

The major long-term advantage of a close rela-
tionship between demon and thrall is that a
well-nurtured thrall might actually grow in faith.
Over an extended period of time — months certainly,
if not years — the thrall’s Faith potential might grow
by as much as one or two points.

If youwant to pursue this angle in your chronicle,
you need to ensure that these changes are reflected by
a change in attitude and possibly even personality
within the thrall. The higher his Faith potential
grows, the more zealous or fanatical the thrall be-
comes. A once useful and independent servant and
ally might now become a fawning, subservient syco-
phant who struggles to think for himself and who no
longer functions well in human society. A cunning
demon could take advantage of that development. A
fanatical thrall with enhanced social abilities makes
the perfect leader of a cult, for example. If she doesn’t,
she might find herself with a problem on her hands as
the increasingly fanatical thrall demands more and
more of her attention. In either case, you should make
sure that that demon’s decision has consequences, as
her dealings with humanity always do.

EMPLOUMENT

Your troupe may decide, once the players realize
that thralls require some degree of personal mainte-
nance, that thralls can be a resource in more ways
than just supplying Faith. Thralls are supernaturally
enhanced human beings with a more complete un-
derstanding of the modern world than their demonic
masters. Why not employ them as agents?

Certainly this is appropriate to the themes of
Demon, asit reflects the demons’ history of association
with humanity, so it is worth your time to encourage.
The character first has to persuade the thrall to work for
her, however. You can decide to make this easy or hard,
depending on the circumstances, the relationship be-
tween the two and the nature of the tasks the demon
wishes the thrall to undertake.

NrwPacTs

It's possible, at your discretion, that a thrall
might actually grow enough in her faith in the
fallen and the supernatural world in general that
her Faith potential increases. That's great news for
the demon, as she stands to gain more Faith with
each sunrise. Some players might choose to keep
the thralls closely bound to their characters by
using the thralls’ increased Faith potential to give
the mortals extra gifts. Doing so means renegotiat-
ing the pact that binds the two characters. While
this shouldn’t be as demanding as the initial pact,
as the thrall already believes in the demon and
power does tend to be addictive, you shouldn’t
allow it to be a matter of course either. It might be
next to impossible if the character has ravaged the
thrall of Faith, as the mortal might well be too
horrified to allow the demon to gain any more
purchase on her soul. Just as with the original pact,
the player should have to work at the relationship
in order to gain this deeper bond. That means
discovering what else the thrall feels is needed in
her life after the tremendous changes that the
original pact wrought or, if the demon is clever
enough, engineering an issue or two to which he
can then offer the solution. Especially clever de-
mons wait until they sense that the thrall’s faith
has grown strong enough that there are two points
of Faith to use in a renegotiated pact, one for the
thrall and one for the demon. Of course, such a
growth in faith takes a long time, but demons are
nothing if not patient creatures. After an eternity
in the Abyss, what’s one more year?

First of all, bear in mind that the pact does not
grant the demon absolute control over the thrall. You
should emphasize that thralls still have free will. If a
demon makes a request of her thrall that you feel
would go against the mortal’s ethics or beliefs, feel free
to have the thrall refuse the request. Alternatively,
she could attempt to hide from her master or beg not
to be made to do the task, depending on her relation-
ship with the demon. The reasons for refusal could be
anything from fear to disgust at what she’s being asked
to do, right through to existing family or personal
commitments that prevent her from being at the
demon’s beck and call. That being said, a demonic
master is operating from a position of power over her
mortal thrall. The mortal now has a clue of the
abilities and nature of the demon and he might well
be somewhat awed by or terrified of the character.
This conflict between the thrall’s conscience and her
fear of her demonic master can create a powerful
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degree of tension into the relationship. The demon
can’t abuse her influence over her thralls, lest she
provoke a refusal or rebellion just when she needs
them the most.

Also bear in mind the degree to which the
character has made an effort to win over or mollify
the thralls. Depending on the thrall’s personality
and interests, he should be more willing to serve a
demon actively if he’s been sold a story of a struggle
the demon is fighting for the good of the world,
humanity, Creation or even just the demon and her
chosen followers. As ever, it is up to you whether the
thrall falls for this, based on how well the player
articulates the idea and the thrall’s own receptive-
ness to the idea. Certainly the thrall will be more
open to concepts like this than he was prior to
accepting the Faustian bargain. Now, incidentally,
is one of the times when a really good ritual used at
the time of forming the pact can pay off. It makes the
thrall feel like he’s part of something more super-
natural than he probably suspected existed. While
the limits of what the thrall will believe have been
stretched, however, they’re not limitless. If the de-
mon overplays her hand, she might find the thrall
less willing to serve her rather than more so. (“Why
didn’t you tell me you were caught up in all this
before the deal? You tricked me!”)

A thrall who is persuaded by the demon’s argu-
ment, however, can be a loyal and committed servant
for the demon. If he truly believes in the cause, he’ll
commit what time and resources he has to aiding the
demon. The higher the thrall’s Faith potential is, the
more fanatical he might be about the relationship
with his infernal master and the more likely he is to
act for her without question.

Still, most thralls have other responsibilities, too
— such as a family, friends and a job — and you
shouldn’t ignore that fact. This is another advantage
to developing a full picture of the thrall’s life prior to
introducing him in the game. You have a ready
arsenal of relatives to fall ill, bosses to make unreason-
able demands on the thrall’s time and lovers who will
make their own demands on the thrall’s limited time.

A few thralls, if they are managed well by their
demons, might start to let go of these parts of their
old lives. Like a new member of a cult or somebody
who’s been sucked into the social life around a new
job, they start to neglect their existing relation-
ships. If the people in their “old lives” start
complaining and making more demands of them,
they might even find it easier to cut all ties to them.
Youshouldn’t make this easy for the fallen, though,
and if they choose this route, make them really
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work at persuading the thrall that this is the right
path, with demonstrable benefits.

SURVIVAL INSTINCTS

Although the notion often escapes the fallen,
thralls are still human, and they are almost certainly
not going to throw themselves willingly into harm’s
way for a being considerably more powerful and
capable than them without a really good reason. For
instance, a demon who is actively working to build a
religion that the thrall fervently believes in is more
likely to get a positive response. You should remem-
ber that the higher the thrall’s Faith potential is, the
more likely he is to throw himself into the demon’s
cause. That same potential also makes the thralls that
much more valuable to the demon, however. The
final call on what a thrall will or won’t do for ademon
is yours of course. Just bear in mind that the more a
demon takes a thrall’s service for granted, the more
likely the thrall is to refuse her or simply disappear just
when she needs him the most.

Even if the demon can persuade the thrall to risk
his life in her service, it might not be in the demon’s
best interest to do so. If the thrall dies, the demon
loses her regular supply of Faith. The loss could ruin
her relationship with her other thralls as well, if they
are aware of the mortal’s death. There is also the
problem of Torment. How long can the character
callously use her thralls as cannon fodder before she’s
squandered what little humanity she has?

ABRANDONMENT

While it is certainly the easiest course of action a
demon can take — allowing her to take full advantage
of the thrall’s Faith while getting on with her plans —
abandoning a thrall is not without its consequences.
After all, this is a human being who has just been
handed a life-changing power. Does he have the
responsibility to use it wisely? Probably not. Power is
addictive, and once the thrall starts experimenting
with his profoundly altered abilities, he’s going to be
sorely tempted to abuse them. Very soon he might
find himself famous, king of the local social scene or
scaling the heights of the corporate ladder. The
newspapers are full of stories of the successful and the
famous who burn themselves out with drugs, drink,
high-livingand promiscuoussex, and these are people
who have actually worked for their fame, rather than
having it granted by a supernatural entity. A thrall
who dies of a drug overdose or kills himself in a head-
on crash in his new Ferrari is not going to be much use
to his master.

Of course, arbitrarily killing off a character’s
thralls can be seen as capricious and unfair,
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particularly amid tense situations where the de-
mon needs all the Faith she can get. Chances are,
however, that a thrall without some amount of
supervision is going to screw up eventually, and
you’d be quite within your rights as a Storyteller to
incorporate that as part of the chronicle’s plot.
Enhanced abilities or demonic power do not make
a mortal immune to instances of bad judgment.
When this happens, the first person the thrall turns
to will likely be the demon who granted him the
power in the first place. Sure, the character can
choose to send the thrall away with a curt dismissal
or a veiled threat, but then she risks making an
enemy of the thrall or seeing him despair, fail and
possibly die. It’s perfectly within your rights to kill
off a thrall that the character has neglected, once
more emphasizing for the players the consequences
of the relations between demons and humanity.

You can exploit a fallen character’s negligence of
her thralls in other ways. One obvious possibility is
the character’s demonic enemies. Finding a demon’s
abandoned thrall might well give another demon, or
even one of the Earthbound, a useful lead on the
character, as well as the chance to suddenly deprive
her of a significant part of her power. The neglected
and bitter thrall might also be a very useful source of
information for a demon-hunter.

In short, an abandoned thrall is a ready set of plot
hooks just waiting to be exploited should your players
hand you the opportunity. If they do, go to it.

ConrLiCaTioNs

Allrelationships have the potential to go wrong.
The relationship between a thrall and a demon is
always under threat, given the latter’s likelihood of
descending into periods when her Torment rules
her. When that point comes, you should make sure
that the demon finds herself faced with the choice
between mending the relationship or losing the
offered Faith. If she’s really unlucky, she might find
the thrall making the choice for her. How do you go
about portraying the times when the relationship
between the two goes bad? Here are a few concepts
for you to consider.

INCREASING TORMENT

[t’s surprisingly easy for the fallen to find their
Torment increasing without really noticing it. That’s
largely because Torment tends to grow when the
characters are busy dealing with threats and their own
agendas, often leaving little time for reflection on
their psychological state. You should prompt players
to reflect the increasing Torment with changes in
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their character’s behavior. Where once the character
might have been caring and open, she will grow more
distantand secretive. A relationship with a thrall that
was once almost like friendship or a mentor-student
bond will become more and more controlling. In any
case, you should make sure that the growing intoler-
ance and contempt for thrallsand humanity in general
makes itself manifest quickly, unless the player gives
you a damn good reason why it shouldn’t. Even if the
players neglect to make changes to the way they
roleplay their characters, you can bring the issue of
increasing Torment into the chronicle through the
relationship to their thralls.

In particular, the characters’ use of lore and the
apocalyptic form has a profoundly disturbing effect
on most thralls as the characters grow more tor-
mented. Those thralls who have been sold the idea
of arelationship with a supernatural creature on its
basically benign nature will be shocked and prob-
ably scared by their master’s new demonic
appearance. Serving a noble, heavenly being with
eagle wings is one thing, serving a creature with
scales and claws is quite another. The visual differ-
ences between angels and demons are deeply
ingrained in most people and the whole of western
culture, and seeing those differences manifest can
severely shake the thrall’s belief in his demon. It’s
easy to portray that distress by making the thrall act
in a terrified manner when he first sees the high-
Torment effects and thereafter increasingly nervous
in the demon’s company. As the Torment grows,
the thrall might become reluctant to even meet
with the demon. Even if he’s not shaken by the
sight of a true demon, the considerable chance of
being caught by the high-Torment effects of an
evocation is likely to make a thrall start to seriously
reconsider both his commitment to the demon and
the nature of her own gifts.

Unless a demon has been completely honest
about his basic nature and time in Hell and you have
created thralls who are unusually strong-willed, the
periods when Torment is high are likely to be the
most trying on the demon-thrall relationship. Those
thralls who have had a basically amicable relation-
ship with their demons are likely to find themselves
questioning the pact for the first time, and those who
had a difficult relationship to start with are likely to
start seeking a way out or hating themselves. Even
those who know of the demon’s true nature are going
to be sorely tested by being tied to a being who is full
of hate, anger and contempt, unless they can absent
themselves from the demon’s presence until his Tor-
ment subsides.
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PLP-DounTs

One of the first indicators you can give a player
that the relationship between demon and thrall is
suffering is a doubt in the thrall’s own Faith-born
abilities. While he likes and trusts the demon, the
powers seem a good thing, a boon in his life and a
sign of how special he is."As the thrall comes to
recognize and fear the darker side of the demon’s
nature, he gains some clue as to the true origin of his
gifts. You can start showing his disgust and horror at
the thought that such a creature transformed him.

Initially, you could have the thrall decide to stop
using the abilities, as well as suffering guilt when he
slips up and uses the ability, as he is bound to do. This
becomes acute with pact gifts that create actual
changes in the thrall, such as increased Attributes or
Abilities. A thrall who has come to doubt his gifts
becomes prone to self-hatred and might start trying
to avoid situations where his gifts come into play. A
socially enhanced thrall could become a loner, for
example, while one who is now an excellent sports-
man might shy away from competition.

You could have the thrall react in the opposite
way if his personality makes him prone to hedo-
nism, criminal behavior or any other activities that
are perceived as negative by society. The thrall
might accept that he is damned and throw himself
into the role with gusto. He has sold his soul to a
demonic creature. What point is there in living by
any kind of moral code? You could even have the
thrall indulge himself in all the things that society
teaches us are bad, not just the ones he was prone
to before. Activities such as violence, crime, self-
ishness, extreme greed, debauchery, sexual deviance
and promiscuity have a buzz all their own, trapping
the thrall in an addictive downward spiral.

In extreme cases, this revulsion and self-doubt
might manifest as a desire for self-harm to try to
“purify” the thralls’ tainted flesh, much like the
mortification rituals that some religious orders man-
dated in the Middle Ages. The site of a once-loyal
thrall carving herself up to try to cleanse herself of her
taint might be enough to shock a high-Torment
characterintoreconsidering the wayshe isbehaving.

BurNouT

While periods when the demon is suffering from
high levels of Torment can strain and abuse the
relationship between demon and thrall, the moment
when the demon chooses to ravage Faith from the
thrall wrecks it completely. The cozy illusion that the
demon-thrall relationship is one of mutual benefit is
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torn asunder as the thrall’s very soul is violated. The
first time a demon takes too much from a thrall is as
significant a moment in their relationship as the
moment that the pact was sealed, so it is worthy of
your particular attention.

The curious thing about this crucial action is that
the demon will likely be nowhere near the thrall
when the ravaging occurs. As the Storyteller, all you
have to do is give the player some sense of the pain
and anguish that flashes through the link between the
demon and thrall as the thrall is violated, then award
the extra dice and carry on with the story. If the thrall
happens to be with the demon at the time, your
options are much greater. You have the opportunity
to describe how the thrall suffers from the demon’s
brutal treatment. She might collapse in a heap, claw
at her face, shriek in terror, suffer a fit of hysteria or
lapse into a catatonic state.

Depending on her personality, the thrall might
be angry or scared. Something horrible has hap-
pened to her, something she can’t explain or ignore,
but something that is inextricably linked in her
mind with her relationship to the demon. Just as the
demon sensed the thrall’s pain through the link
between the two, the thrall senses that the demon
was responsible for her agony. She might be full of
questions, demanding that the demon explain what
happened. She might be angry, that the demon has
betrayed the pact and done her harm. She might
even be worried, concerned that something has
happened to the demon, too.

You might want to consider some other changes
in the way you play the scene. The thrall has lost at
least a single point of Willpower and will be less sure
of herself. She’ll be desperately seeking some sort of
explanation for what happened to her and might
even accept a half-baked explanation if it gives her
some assurance that she won’t go through that hor-
rible experience again. At this stage, your main
objective is to show the players that there is a conse-
quence for their actions and that they can’t abuse
their thralls in this way with impunity. You might
even choose to have the thrall disappear or pretend
nothing is wrong while she secretly plans some form
of revenge.

The second time the demon violates the thrall,
she’s probably destroyed any trust between them.
While the thrall might still serve the demon, he does
so purely out of fear now, rather than through any awe
or affection. A thrall who lost all her Willpower
through the demon’s violation of the pact is a pitiable
sightindeed. Beset by madness, utterly terrified by the
sight of the demon and probably hallucinating wildly,

she is almost certainly incapable of looking after
herself. She might even be institutionalized if friends
or any member of the emergency services finds her.
You need to make these scenes powerful for two
reasons. First of all, the player should become aware
that she has seriously damaged one of her character’s
precious few sources of spiritual power, possibly in a
manner that can never be fixed. Second, it resonates
with the terrible consequences for mankind of the
demons’ decision to rebel against Heaven. It is, in
microcosm, the tragedy of the rebellion replayed
between a single demon and a single human.

OpTioNAL RULE: DESTROUED FAITH
Demon: The Fallen avoids giving any hard-and-
fast rules for decreasing a thrall’s Faith potential after
apact is violated, leaving it to your judgment and the
needs of the story. If you'd like a rule of thumb, we
suggest that a thrall loses a point of Faith potential for
every two points of Willpower that the demon con-
sumes. As Faith points are lost, the thrall loses her
infernal gifts first, then once all of these are gone, the
Faith points set aside for the demon are affected.

RERELLION

Once a thrall starts to realize that she is bound to
a creature that might be a literal demon, she might
start to contemplate rebelling against her infernal
master. The major problem she faces is that she knows
nothing of the way that the pact actually operates,
unless the demon has been careless indeed (and you
should bear that in mind as you bring a rebellion plot
into the game). For example, it would be reasonable
for the thrall to assume that the further she ran from
the demon, the less influence he would have over her.
Indeed, she might assume that if she hid from the
demon’s influence for long enough, she might even-
tually free herself from the bond. Both of these
assumptions are wrong, but the thrall has no way of
knowing this, so both are reasonable courses for the
character to take.

You might have the thrall choose to attack the
demon in the hope of freeing herself from the pact.
This can actually succeed. If a demon is sucked back
into Hell, the bond between the two is severed and
the thrall loses any enhancements she gained from
the pact. Even if the demon returns from Hell and
finds the thrall once more, he will be forced to
renegotiate the pact to re-establish it.

Another route that you might chose for the
thrall is to have her try to seek sanctuary with a
religious person or at a religious site. This might also
work if the person has genuine faith or the site is
truly holy ground (see p. 254 of the Demon core
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rules for more details). While the thrall is on holy
ground, demons cannot receive offered Faith from
the thrall each day, nor can they ravage the mortal
for additional points of Faith.

The only sure-fire way to break the pact is for
the demon to transfer her faith potential to a reli-
gious belief system. This process is slow, however.
While most religions have their tales of miraculous
religious conversions, most thralls have fallen too
far to be allowed such an easy escape. For each
month of genuine commitment to the creeds, stric-
tures and beliefs of the religion, roll a number of dice
equal to the thrall’s Faith potential. The difficulty
of the roll is 7; if the roll succeeds, a single point of
the thrall’s Faith potential transfers to his new faith.
The thrall also loses one of the gifts he was given as
part of the pact. The demon who holds the pact
stops receiving Faith from the thrall only once the
points devoted to the gifts have already been trans-
ferred. If any of these rolls results in a botch, the
thrall loses all belief in his newfound religion and
succumbs to despair, causing the original pact to
return at full strength. If the thrall succeeds in
transferring all his Faith to the religion, he is free of
the pact and now truly committed to his new beliefs.
You could even have former thralls go on to become
exorcists and demon-hunters, turning their liber-
ated Faith against their former tormentors.

So far, this chapter has assumed that the play-
ers are portraying demon characters, while you
take on the role of the various thralls. You could,
however, choose to create a chronicle or tell a
single story where one or more thralls are major
characters. This sort of game gives you the oppot-
tunity to bring the relationship between the fallen
and humanity to the absolute forefront of the
game, and it can be an extremely rewarding way of
playing Demon: The Fallen that is at once more
low key and more intense than a conventional
Demon chronicle. Adopting this approach obvi-
ously changes the themes of the chronicle somewhat
and requires some different planning.

THRALLSAS
MAJOR CHARACTERS

Integrating thrall characters into a mixed demon
and thrall chronicle presents the following two major
problems for you: the imbalance of power levels be-
tween the two types of character and the fact that at
least one character has significant power over another.

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

The first point is perhaps the easier for you to
address. As long as the players in the chronicle are
mature enough to realize that pure supernatural muscle
is not the be all and end all of a character, it’s a
relatively simple matter to construct stories that play
to both groups’ strengths and weaknesses. The key
thing to remember is that while thralls lack the
greater powers of the demons, they also lack the
weaknesses — the dangers of growing Torment, the
ready detection by other demons, the constant dan-
ger from demon-hunters and the occasional lack of
comprehension of the modern world.

You should be fine as long as you present the
characters with a range of challenges that suits their
differing power levels and skills. The demons need to
face off against particularly powerful mortals and
demon-hunters as well as supernatural forces, while
the mortal characters are better suited to dealing with
other mortals, be they businessmen, government of-
ficials, criminals or cops. Of course, you need to be
flexible with this variety. A group of thralls might
well be able to take on asingle demon if the characters
are careful and they use their wits.

Also, bear in mind that newly created demons
with relatively little faith are quite limited in the
amount of major supernatural feats they can achieve,
and they will often have to fall back on the particular
mundane specialties of their thralls. Even in mo-
ments of combat, a gun can sometimes be surprisingly
effective against one of the fallen, housed as they are
in mortal shells.

The Earthbound and their servants make surpris-
ingly good antagonists for this sort of game. The
mortal cultists and servants of the Earthbound (as
well as those more directly possessed by those ancient
and mysterious demons) offer a good range of power
levels for you to use both to reflect and to challenge
the different players’ characters.

Another thing to bear in mind is that the players
are likely to end up paired off in two different ways.
The demons and their own thralls are going to make
up one group, while the other thralls and the rest of
the demons are likely to form two discrete groups.
While this is no bad thing — as it creates social
dynamics that are great fun to play out — keep an eye
on it. It has the potential to create divisions out of
character, which can ruin everyone’s fun.

The bigger problem you face with this sort of
chronicle is the fact that some of the players’ charac-
ters hold the power or life or death over other players’
characters. It takes only a moment’s thought from a
demon character to reduce a thrall character to a
gibbering wreck of a man, incapable of functioning as
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a character any longer. While some groups have the
maturity to handle this sort of situation, others don’t.
Before entering this sort of chronicle, discuss this
consequence with all the players involved, and con-
tinue with it only when you're satisfied that they can
all handle it.

Despite these challenges, this style of game is well
worth pursing if the relationship between demons
and humanity is a major interest of the troupe.

THE
ALL-THRALL CHRONICLE

If the problems of a mixed chronicle put you and
your players off, an all-thrall game is worth consider-
ing. By its very nature, this will be a lower-powered
and grittier version of a conventional Demon
chronicle, focusing as much on what the thralls do
with their gifts in their own lives as the demands of
their demonic masters. Such a chronicle could be
structured in several different ways. The following are
just a few examples:

MENCHMEN

The characters are the thralls of two or more
demons, and they are desperately trying to balance
their own lives against the demands of their masters.
[s any pact worth facing off against other demons and
their servants? How easy is it to educate their masters
about modern humanity? How do they cope as the
demons’ Torment grows and their demands on the
characters become increasingly hard to bear?

REBELS

Enough is enough. However wonderful the
Faustian pact seemed when the characters agreed to
it, the horror of serving demons has grown too much
for the characters to endure. They band together with
one purpose in mind: to escape the power of their
terrible masters. Through sharing information and
working together, can the characters figure out the
demons’ weaknesses or find a way to free themselves
from their spiritual bonds?

CULrisTs

The characters all serve the same demon. She
has charged them with building a cult that serves
and worships her, all the better to provide her with

the Faith that she needs to fight her enemies. The
characters start off fully committed to their mistress,
but they soon face uncomfortable questions. Who is
she fighting, and is she really working for the good of
all or just herself?

"TROUPE-STULE PLAU

The last option is to combine the traditional
Demon: The Fallen chronicle with the all-thrall
chronicle, with your players taking on the roles of
demon and thrall. Each member of the troupe
creates a fallen character, then as each demon
gains a thrall, the role of the mortal is played by a
different member of the troupe. This setup gives
the players the opportunity to experience both
sides of the equation and really explore the range
of humanity’s interaction with demons, at the
price of an increased workload for you. As the
friction between demon and thrall is a significant
part of the game, splitting up the demon and her
thralls between players allows that friction to
come to the fore.

The challenge for you is to come up with a
chronicle that operates at two levels, with chal-
lenges appropriate for all-thrall groups, all-demon
groups and mixed groups. The guidelines given for a
mixed-group game make a good starting point, but
you really have to take the time to understand the
strengths and weakness of the whole range of poten-
tial antagonists in the game. You're plotting for
double the number of characters now. The range of
antagonists will probably need to be expanded to
match as well. You'll have to put more focus on
human opponents such as cultists, demon hunters,
cops and existing mortal enemies (and friends).
They are now key people for the thrall characters to
interact with, and they deserve the same level of
development you'd give any Storyteller character.

The other major advantage of this style of game
is that it overcomes some of the traditional problems
of storytelling games. If a player can’t make a session
and his character is crucial to the action in some
way, he can give his thrall, played by another of the
players, instructions and thus participate by proxy.
The thrall can then report back at the beginning of
the next session.
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Truly decent people only exist among men with definite
convictions, whether conservative or radical; so-called moderates
are much draum to rewards, orders, commissions, promotions.

—Anton Chekov

A thrall can come from any background and be of
any age, sex or race. The only thing that distinguishes
thralls from the gray masses that inhabit the World of
Darkness is their faith. Every thrall believes in some-
thing sincerely enough for it to guide her life. It need
not be an actual religion, but the thrall holds a prin-
ciple or ideal of some sort (be it political, personal or
even aesthetic), and now she has subverted that belief
for the infernal gifts of a demon.

Storytellers are encouraged to use the following
profiles as sources of inspiration to create their own
colorful and well-rounded thralls. These profiles are
only guidelines, though. Youare encouraged to embel-
lish, alter or dismiss any of the details provided to
better match the needs of your story. To customize
them further, follow the guidelines in Chapter Four,
but be aware of how closely the personality and the gift
are related. Two of the sample thralls in this chapter,
the Marathon Runner and the Hacker Voyeur, were

designed as examples of thralls who provide no Faith
to their infernal masters. They have been enthralled
because of the substantial use their master can make
of their position and skills, so their Faith was used
solely to provide them with additional enhance-
ments. The Neglected Parent, however, was
enthralled for as much Faith and as little benefit in
return as possible. Whatever the case, though, the
intent of the demon is not the most important thing.
Itishow the thrall handles the situation, and to what
use she puts the knowledge, abilities and motivation
she now possesses.

Trait bonuses listed as infernal gifts have already
been added to the relevant Attribute or Ability.
Apocalyptic form enhancements have the relevant
visage listed in parentheses next to the gift - please see
Chapter Seven of the Demon core rules for details on
these enhancements. Evocations list the appropriate
lore path and level.
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Prelude: Some people are put on this earth to do
things, and you were always sure you were one of
them. School council, debating team, fund-raisers;
you were there taking on whatever responsibility you
could, gaining the momentum to propel you straight
into the best college and the best law firm, then right
into the political arena.

What you have learned is that people are always
happy to let someone else do the work, but acharming
smile and the ability to hold an audience gets the
rewards. Well of course you knew that. What took you
30-something years to realize is that you didn’t have
it. No matter how carefully you researched, how
logically you argued, no matter whether you listened
to your image consultant or had your teeth straight-
ened, you just didn’t have it. You were regarded as
a bit player, a useful adjunct to the movers and
shakers, those who were allowed to represent
the party in the public eye.

Well, that just wasn’t good enough! The work
you'd put in hadn’t left you with much outside
your career. Not even your family had ever
really appreciated your ambition. You
had to succeed! You cast about for
options and decided to take up with
an affiliation of environmentally
friendly companiescalled the Eden
Group and bring their cause to the
party’s attention.

The group’s chairman
seemed to have the golden
touch. You found yourself
swept away by his sheer cha-
risma. You started seeking
excuses to be around him, do-
ing more work than had you
ever intended. You just wanted to
watch him and try to learn what he did.
Youbecame more and more convinced
that he was somehow inhuman, a cut
above all lesser mortals, including |
yourself. That was when he asked
what you would do if you won a seat
at the next state election.

Well, you did it. Once you won
yourparty’snomination, the restseemed
easy — you'd always known you could
doit. Of course, youhave yourdeal with

Poviricar Hack

e are leaders and there are followers.
l aiu;, care you're following the right one.

DAVNED AND DECEIVED

the Eden Group, but environmental policy isstill fashion-
able, and it’s not as though every single other member
doesn’t owe favors to... something.

Concept: You believe in the institutions of this
country and the power of one person to achieve
something worthwhile. Or you did. Somehow, that
seems to have gotten lost along the way. [t seems that
the chairman, and others like him, are really control-
ling the whole deal, and you are now part of the
betrayal of the institutions in which you trusted and
invested so much. But what can you do?

Roleplaying Hints: You are a firm, intelligent
woman with amagic voice and an enchanting glance.
You are always aware of who is watching and
how you look, adjusting your behavior to
the best advantage, even when more
important things are at stake. Lead your
companions in every situation. You
might actually know best, but dealing
with the chairman is where your confi-
dence and certainty fails.

Equipment: expensive wardrobe,
cell phone, PDA
Nature: Director
Demeanor: Director
Concept: Political Hack
Attributes: Strength 2,
Dexterity 2, Stamina 2, Cha-
risma 2, Manipulation 3,
Appearance 2, Perception 3,
Intelligence 3, Wits 3
Abilities: Alertness 1,
Computer 1, Dodge 1, Drive 1,
Etiquette 3, Intuition 1,
Law 3,Leadership 2, Linguis-
tics 1, Politics 4 (Campaigning),
Research 3, Subterfuge 2
Backgrounds: Allies 1, Atten-
tive Master 2, Contacts 1, Fame 2,
Followers 1, Influence 2, Re-
sources 2

Virtues: Conscience 1, Con-
viction 3, Courage 2

Willpower: 5

Faith Potential: 2

& Infernal Gifts: Inhuman
*1= Allure (Visage of Radiance)




CHAPTER SIX

Prelude: You are a household name, or you were
after the last Olympics. People recognized you in the
street, and you did promotions for running shoes and the
benefits of not taking drugs. It was the culmination of a
career commenced in junior high; a talent nurtured with
the best coaching the system could offer. Colleges
courted you. Youreapedall the rewards of popularity and
respect, and you provided victory in return. Don’t let
anyone misunderstand, you worked hard. Your self-
discipline was legendary. Day after day, night after night,
it was you there with the track before you and the mantra
running through your mind: I can do it! I can be the best!

Injury was always a problem; the marathon leaves
no room for weakness. You were so careful! In the
end, though, it wasn’t your tendons or arches or any
specific part that surgery and therapy might have
fixed. Every joint in your legs suffered abrasion as
the cartilage just wore away over the years. You'd
had a good career, the doctors said, but your body
couldn’t continue. So there you were, faced for the
first time with life beyond the marathon.

Yourpublicistannounced “an indefinite break,”
and you went into a tailspin. If you'd been
paying attention, you might have real-
ized you had friends that cared about
you — not your track record — but /
you shut them out and went look-
ing for miracle cures. From
magnetism to enriched water,
you would try anything. Even-
tually you fell into the hands
of a faith healer. He de-
mandedastrict preparatory
regime from his clients,
with meditation and fast-
ing and a series of |
revelations, the final of }
which was the healer’s true
nature as a transcendent
being. It all seemed like a
dream when you were back
home, but you had the phy-
sique of an 18-year-old kid.

Your comeback was a
triumph. Then instructions
began toarrive, telling you what
tosay when the media asked how
you proved the doctors wrong.

Marartion RUNNER

How fast can you run with a devil on your back?

After a long, hard think, you obeyed. Now you are
told who to speak to and where to appear, and you are
starting to realize that there is more to this time than
you bargained for. You are frightened, but what do
people do when they’re frightened?

Run.

Concept: The perfect athlete has always been your
self-image and ideal, of the body acting in total harmony
with the will. Youbelieved in that, but now, your will has
nothing towith it. Everythingisdependenton the entity
you saw. Like a figure on a trophy, you're hollow inside.

Roleplaying Hints: Come on with a smile, a

hearty hello and a friendly handshake — every
new acquaintance isa potential fan. Treat
every situation as a race with a goal at
the end of a clear path, and scoff at
people who want to complicate things.
Handle everything physically, until you
are forced to acknowledge the fact that
the physical world is no longer the issue.
Equipment: expensive running
shoes, cell phone
Nature: Competitor
Demeanor: Gallant
Concept: Marathon Runner

Attributes: Strength 5
(Weightlifter), Dexterity 5 (Mara-
thonRunner), Stamina4 (Tireless),
Charisma 3, Manipulation 2, Ap-
pearance 2, Perception 2,
Intelligence 2, Wits 2

Abilities: Academics 1,
Alertness 2, Athletics 4 (Run-
ning), Brawl 2, Dodge 3, Drive |,
Finance 1, Leadership 1,
Medicine 2, Melee 1, Per-
formance 2, Stealth 2,
Survival 2

Backgrounds: Atten-
tive Master 2, Fame 3,
Resources 2

Virtues: Conscience 2,
Conviction 2, Courage 4

Willpower: 6
Faith Potential: 1
Infernal Gifts: Strength +1,

Dexterity +1, Stamina +2
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Prelude: One of your earliest memories is of
being in church. The priest looked down from the
pulpit, directly at you, and boomed, “God is watch-
ing!” For most of your childhood, you believed that
wherever you were, whatever you were doing, God
could see you. Well into your adolescence there were
nights when you couldn’t sleep because of the gnaw-
ing anxiety. That was when you first began to watch
other people, to collect information with your com-
puter. It gave you a feeling of control.

You used to hack into school records and some-
times the PCs of those who caught your attention. You
were good enough to get away with it — good enough
to land your current job juggling numbers on a com-
puter screen that can make and break fortunes. You
had given up your old, illegal habits long before, of
course. You had made friends and had a real life.

Only you couldn’t be sure about the girls in
the office. Elaine came home with you once
after Friday drinks. You don’t remember much
of it, but she declined a second date — which is
why you absolutely had to know what she said
to the others. After you broke into her email,
you had to keep watching. Then you started
watching the others, even your friends, just
to make sure they weren’t suspicious.
Prettysoon youweren’tsleepingagain.
Onenight it gotsobad that youran
into the darkness to find the near-
est church and stand outside
screaming at God to fuck off!

That was when you met
Father Ancible. He had been
out walking, he said, and he
suggested that youand he take
another turn of the block. It
wassuch arelief to talk about
your fears, your doubts, how
you could never trust any-
one. Somehow you felt you
could trust him. He showed
you things that made you feel bet-
ter. A week later, he asked you
what youwanted most in the world,
then he smiled and gave it to you,
because he already knew.

He wants you to do stuff for
him now, but fair’s fair. Really,

Hacker Veaszﬁm

’\z(m not tonight guys
There’s something ijuaf on f\« ‘
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they’re only numbers on a screen. For the work you
do, you get a videotape that shows you things —
Dorothy in the shower, Peter in a brothel, every-
thing you could possibly need to know. You've even
recorded Elaine crouching over a computer screen
after hours, fiddling some numbers of her own. So if
you ask really nicely, maybe she’ll come home with
you again.

Concept: Your conviction that you are small and
alone in a vast, harsh universe terrifies you, but as
hard as you try, you can’t shake it. You try to believe
your new toy puts you back in control, but didn’t it
come from something vaster, stranger and more pow-

erful than you could possibly comprehend?
Roleplaying Hints: You've got your
 professionalfagadeallshined up. When
events take an unexpected turn, you
. take thingsin yourstride, baffling’em
with bullshit until you come up with
the right answer, or someone else
does, or you can just slip outside. ..
Equipment: laptop computer,
cell phone, enchanted videotape
Nature: Narcissist
Demeanor: Conformist
Concept: Hacker Voyeur

Attributes: Strength 2,
Dexterity 3, Stamina 2, Cha-
risma 2, Manipulation 1,
Appearance 3, Perception 3,
Intelligence 4 (Analytical),
Wits 3

Abilities: Academics 1,
Alertness 2, Computer 4

(Hacking), Drive 1, Eti-
quette 1, Finance 3,
Intuition 2, Law 2, Reli-
gion 1, Science 1,

Subterfuge 3, Technology 2

Backgrounds: Atten-

tive Master 2, Resources 4

Virtues: Conscience 2, Con-

viction 3, Courage 1

Willpower: 5

55;; Faith Potential: 2

Infernal Gifts: Scry (Lore

of the Firmament ¢ )




CiapTER S

{éa’f

Prelude: You were a prodigy, it was widely reported
— from primary school into university (where you were
years younger than your classmates). You took all the
theory of modern mathematics and assimilated it. You
understood the connections between things. You were,
everyone agreed, destined for great things.

Great things, however, slid away from you every
time you got close. It’s more desperate than it seems
— no mathematician ever made a significant discov-
ery past age 30. Crazy but true. Your 30th year
approached, and you had achieved nothing. A few
papers here and there, letters in appropriate journals,
nothing. You've blamed all sorts of people in the last
couple of years. Your old teachers for not being
able tokeep up. Your parents for not pushing
the system hard enough. Your various girl-
friends — giggling airheads the lot of them.
The university and your fellow tutors, for
wasting your time. Especially that idiot ex-
hippie, Matt, with all his ideas about
subrings that he’d come up with while on
weed. That man was a disgrace to the faculty.

One night Matt came up to you and said he
was a demon. He then demanded that you
prove him wrong. It was more ridiculous
than his lateral thinking exercises usu-
ally were, but just as annoying, and
you told him to shove it.

That was three months ago, and by
now you have admitted defeat. Thereis
power in him. Power over people and a
power to expand your own percep-
tions. You could dive into non-linear
polynomial spaces, and he’d be there,
showing you around like a native.
You asked him if he could write a
proof for Fermat’s last theorem, and
he laughed and said that maybe you
could find one yourself.

You know you have to be
careful about this. Several short
stories are based on mathema-
ticiansand the devil —you've
got that “l of Newton” episode
of the Twilight Zone on tape
somewhere. Only thisisn’t some
pat story where you can trap Satan
with geometry, this is dangerous and

I'm thin »m o,

real. But if Matt’s really a demon, he has been beaten
before and he can be beaten again. If anyone can beat
him, it’s you. So yes, you accepted his offer, half in rage,
halfin giddy excitement. Now you can feel your mental
vision becoming clearer. You can also feel his hooks in
you, and you suddenly wonder if you and he are even
playing the same game.

Concept: You believe in the eternal verities of
mathematics. To comprehend these things is to expe-
rience the core reality of the universe, what some
people might call God. So what does it mean now that
you have found the devil in the numbers?

Roleplaying Hints: You are used to communicat-
ing with other people by lecturing and then
answering questions. Within your areas of exper-

tise you are always right, and not even ademon
can gainsay you. Your reasoning skills are first
class, so when the action becomes physical, try
to turn it into a logic problem — or call a taxi.
Equipment: scientific calculator, laptop,
books on advanced mathematical theory
Nature: Perfectionist
Demeanor: Pedagogue
Concept: Frustrated Genius

Attributes: Strength 2,
Dexterity 3, Stamina 2, Cha-
risma 2, Manipulation 2,
Appearance 2, Perception 2,
Intelligence 4 (Methodical

thinker), Wits 3

Abilities: Academics 3,

Alertness 2, Computer 2,

Crafts 1, Drive 1, Etiquette 1,

Expression 2, Intimidation 2,
Religion 1, Research 3, Sci-
ence 5 (Mathematics), Stealth 1,
Subterfuge 1

Backgrounds: Attentive
Master 1, Fame 1, Mentor 1,
Resources 2

Virtues: Conscience 2,

Conviction 3, Courage 1

Willpower: 7
Faith Potential: 2
Infernal Gifts: Reduced the
difficulty of any Science (Math-
ematics) rolls by two.
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Prelude: You discovered socialism at college.
You arrived on a scholarship, and the discovery of
people who were actually trying to deal with what was
wrong with the world seized you. You had brains and
energy — to survive your back-streets childhood you
needed them — and you had found something you
could believe in at last. You joined the campus group,
and for the first time, you had real friends, people who
shared your passion. The great career you were going
to have fell by the wayside as you worked, as you
believed, for the future of the world.

Youlinked up with the movement in the real world,
volunteered for duties and won positions. But along the
way, nearly all your supposed friends and comrades
dropped out. You didn’t understand. You had a day
job, you got tired just like they did. You didn’t
understand why they were giving up, but you kept
working. You were going to make a difference.

Then the rally against Third-World debt
went bad. It was arranged as a peaceful march
with speeches, but things got out of hand. The
crux was that it was you up there on that
podium trying to calm things down, but you
had all the effect of a drop of water on a
volcano. Suddenly it was like you were back
in your old neighborhood, watching
the kids killing each other for no g4
reason. In the end, you were scream-
ing at them, what was wrong!?
Whatdid they want? And no one
heard a word. Except for her.

She looked just like anyone
else who was there that day,
those whohadescaped the cops.
You figured you would prob-
ably be picked up the moment
you went back to your digs, so
youwandered around with her
allnight. Shesaidshe couldsee
youreally believed in the cause,
and you realized you still did,
in spite of everything. If only
you could understand why
people acted the way they did,
what made them do stupid,
short-sighted and selfish things,
then maybe you actually could
make a difference.

This world could be a paradise.
Ask yourself why it isn't.
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She said, “Let’s start with the police.”

Concept: You believed in the potential of human-
ity. Now you find yourself in a supernatural world
where humans seem to be puppets at best. The demon
granted you extraordinary insight, but instead of en-
abling you to act as you dreamed, you find yourself with
too much information, unable to choose between sides
and painfully aware of all possible consequences. You
are an idealist teetering on the brink.

Roleplaying Hints: When faced with a decision
based on your insight, you vacillate. You act with
relief when something does appear clean cut, but
doubts torment you afterward. You are efficient,
practical and a good organizer, although you

have almost forgotten this side of your
abilities, and you still attempt to help
| and protect the people who need it.

@ This may even extend to action
=4 against your demon and her infernal
cohorts.

Equipment: cell phone, boxes of
fliers and pamphlets
Nature: Architect
Demeanor: Visionary
Concept: Embittered Activist

Attributes: Strength 2,
Dexterity 2, Stamina 3, Cha-
risma 2, Manipulation 2,
Appearance 2, Perception 3,
Intelligence 4 (Theorist),
Wits 2

Abilities: Academics 2,
Alertness 2, Brawl 2, Com-
puter 1, Dodge 1, Empathy 1,
7 Intuition 2, Investigation 2,

Law 1, Melee 2, Politics 3, Sci-
ence 2, Security 1, Stealth 1,
A Streetwise 2

Backgrounds: Allies 2,
Attentive Master 2, Re-
sources 1

Virtues: Conscience 2,
Conviction 2, Courage 2

Willpower: 7

Faith Potential: 3
Infernal Gifts: Empathy +1,
Intuition +2, Willpower +2




CHAPTER SIX

Prelude: You believe in family. A happy family is
as much a community of God as any church. Your
husband understood that before he passed away, and
although his death is still an almost physical pain to
you, you sometimes think it was a blessing. He never
discovered the true depth of selfishness of those
ungrateful whelps you call your children.

What went wrong? You did your best, but here
you are, trapped by failing health in an uncaring
institution, and your offspring are too caught up in
their own lives to care. It makes your blood boil like
it has not done in 30 years.

The card was the last straw. It was your birthday,
and all you got was a joint birthday card with a
cheap gilt angel on the front that must have cost
the three of them a buck each at most. You
weren’t going to take it! That’s what you told
the nurse, when she found you trying to
balance on your wasted legs in your room.
You had failed in your duty to raise God-
fearing Christians, but it might not be too
late. At the very least, you could get them to
take some notice of you.

The nurse understood. You
weren’t sure you'd seen her be-
fore, but she didn’t treat you like
some simpleton. She saw that
your flesh was weak, but your
spirit was strong. She showed
you that a lifetime of faith was
justified and that the Angels
of the Lord understood your
anger. [t felt so good.

All three of them vis-
ited the weekend after your
birthday, babbling about some
gift they’d sent you. It was their
last sin, that they dared to lie to
their own mother. The Angel
of the Lord gave you the |
strength to stand before them
and strike them down with your
fists. They knew fear then; they
learned respect.

Everybody treats you differ-
ently at the home now. Even
though you are back in your
bed, all the nurses know you’re

NEGLECTEB ParenT

[ gave them the best years of my life,
and this is how t}zby repay me?

not to be messed with. But you haven’t seen the
other nurse since your children came. You don’t
want to ask about her, because you know she is really
an Angel of the Lord, but you think about her a lot.
She seems to grow in your mind, her words take on
depth they did not have before. You think about
your angel and hope she returns to you soon.

Concept: When youth, strength and love are all
gone, faith remains. God isin Heaven, and He watches
over His children. You are His witness.

Roleplaying Hints: Don’t take anything from
anybody; after all, who's to say where your newfound
strength ends? Tell your story to those who will
respond and use them to provide what you need,
including mobility and contact with the outside
world. Do everything you can to find out
more about your angel, and when all else
fails, call your children and see if they dare
refuse you.

Equipment: cane, pocket watch, li-
brary card
Nature: Director
Demeanor: Curmudgeon

Concept: Neglected Parent

Attributes: Strength 3, Dex-
terity 3, Stamina 3, Charisma 4
(Charmer), Manipulation 5 (Pulls
at heartstrings), Appearance 2,
Perception 4 (Eagle-Eyed), Intelli-

gence 4 (Sharp Mind), Wits 4
(Quick Thinker)

Abilities: Academics 3,
Alertness 2, Crafts 1, Drive 1,
Etiquette 2, Intimidation 2, In-
tuition 1, Law 2, Medicine 2,
Politics 1, Religion 3, Subterfuge 2

Backgrounds: Contacts 2,
Resources 3

Virtues: Conscience !, Con-
viction 7, Courage ?

Willpower: 6
Faith Potential: 3
Infernal Gifts:

3‘ Strength +2, Dexterity +1,
Charisma+2,Manipulation+2,
s Perception +1, Intelligence

i +1, Wits +1
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Prelude: You were the kid at the back of the class
with the look that said you weren’t fooled. You knew
there was more going on than they told you. Too
much of a rebel to win through to the top of your
profession as a fearless investigator and writer of
exposés, you nonetheless had a name. You reveled in
probing the corrupt underbelly of society for a long
time, but you eventually grew tired.

When you were working, you were searching for
the truth. You had always felt a strange certainty that
underneath all the spin and hype lay adeeper meaning.
Youbelieved it all made sense, and everything from the
philosophy you read to the crimes you uncovered was
part of your search. Every day was another tiny disap-
pointment, of course, but it was the downtown
murders that finally broke you.

It’s all on record. You were doing a
feature on the life of street kids, and you
found the body parts in the bin. You were
involved in the investigation of the city’s
worst serial killer and yes, it was exciting.
Thatis, of course, until they caught the guy
and he admitted that he’d had no motive
and followed no pattern. He hadn’t even
suffered any underlying trauma. He was just
some crack head who'd cut bits off
himself if he was bored and no
one else was around to cut on.
The only reason the killings
went on for so long was that no
one who knew about him ac-
tually cared. So you gave your
testimony and woke up in
middle of the night realizing
there was no deeper mean-
ing. One day you would die,
and that would be it.

[t’s ironic in hindsight,
because that’s how you met
Death. (That’s what you call
him, anyway.) Like anyone else
in your position, youstarted work
ona true crime book, and there
was this forensic guy you re-
ally got on with. You’d meet
and talk about cases and
talk philosophy, and you
ended updrinking together

Try me.
You'd be surprised at what I'll believe in.
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in a cemetery one night where you bet he couldn’t
convince you of a single thing he claimed — like that
death wasn’t the end.

Sonow you've sold your soul for knowledge of the
true state of the world and the ability to see the spirits
of the dead. To ask them what really happened.
Actually, you're feeling pretty damn good.

Concept: Cool and prepared, able to look the
world in the eye and not blink. Well, you can’t drop
the act now! But so much is going on that no one has
any idea of — you certainly didn’t —and the universe
has vistas wilder and more beautiful than you ever
dared dream. If only you could let people know!

Roleplaying Hints: Stay alert, collect infor-
mation, get your proof. Keep ready for action
R atall times. Then go off the rails, laughing
and weeping, because a mother’s ghost
watches over her children.
Equipment: pocket tape recorder,
cell phone, press credentials
Nature: Visionary
Demeanor: Rebel
Concept: Investigative Journalist
Attributes: Strength 2, Dex-
terity 2, Stamina 2,
Charisma 2, Manipula-
tion 4 (Fast-talker),
Appearance 1, Percep-
tion 4 (Nosy),
Intelligence 3, Wits 3
Abilities: Aca-
demics 1, Alertness 2,
Brawl 2, Dodge 1,
Drive 2, Expression 3,
Firearms 1, Intuition 1,
Investigation 2, Law 1,
Research 1, Security 1,
Stealth 3, Streetwise 2
Backgrounds: Con-
tacts 3, Resources 2
Virtues: Conscience 1,
Conviction 2, Courage 3
Willpower: 6
Faith Potential: 2
Infernal Gifts: Speak
with the Dead (Lore of
the Spirit o)
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