e Rechoning




—————— Internet Browser: Hunter-Net

- > %O 00 o M

Backward Forward Redraw  Stop inditl Homepage History Printing Save Preferences

R

b i

Wid=1N .= i
WERNS 1‘111&#\ A A Dol

H»:‘-'.»%;,'h!u:\;'* THE II‘HIN LINE
e S by Dole7

: & .. " .
: l"bm“"-'“ R This page is the portal to the Vigil website. This is a place where we can air our views in
ALARMS - security. If you found this site while messing about, please bugger off. No offense, it is just that
g if you do not mean to be here, you are a security risk. Besides, you will not understand.

WesMaiL Wao Are You?

W ': - Have you woken up to the fallen state of the world? Do you know what roams the
A“MN:: streets and pulls on the door latch, wanting to get in? They sit behind the desks of

Forinsss councilors, the posh wankers who drive past you in their Porsches, and they lurk behind
OR1 l"f‘_” computer screens. Some are police, others lurk in hospitals, more are friends of the law.

Sicn ;1 “ You have probably learned all this the hard way.
SHENE e You have seen them. Fought them. But you know there is more to the struggle than killing
H-LiNks and dying. If you are one of the few who has stood up for something or someone, then we

welcome you. We tend to call what you protect or protected your charge, ward, burden or
4. treasure. (Different people have different terms, but best you learn the lingo now.) These things
are what we are all about. Whatever name you use, these are usually cherished people, and sometimes things. Hold
onto them. They are what we have been given to deliver when the fight is over.

If you are only interested in fighting, destroying or worse yet just preserving your own hide, this list is not for
you. What you want is probably here: http://www.hunter-net.org/firelight/ or hunter-net.org. Have fun — just do
not come crying to us when you realize the mistake you have made!

WHO ARE WE?

We are chosen for the preservation of humanity and this world, not simply for war and ruin. We want to free
this world of its oppressors by protecting what is in danger, and then by taking back what was ours. The ends
do not justify the means. We want to defend and preserve. We will fight when necessary, but have learned to pick
our fights and make sure that all struggles are on our terms. We must not become monsters to fight monsters.
We must not look about after the fight and realize that we are now a part of the problem.

Maybe you are one of us.

If this describes you, hit here and send us email. Include any “references” you may have. If you do not know
what we mean... sorry, you do not get in. Security first. If you are one of us, you will understand.

Way VIcIL?

So why should you want in? Why do you need Vigil? | will speak
plainly. If you are like us, you have something to protect — a charge, p ENTErR NETwork Passworp
as we like to call it. Vigil is your best hope for protecting whatever or | Resource: hunter-net.org/uk/vigil.htmi
whomever you value most. That is what we do, and we seem to be the P User name or Login:

best at it.
While most of the design, security and maintenance of this site is done —

by one bone-idle Brit, the contents include articles from around the world — Password:
real solutions to your problems. Unless an article has a byline, assume that
the material here was created by more than one of us.
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SECURITY PRINCIPLES FOR VIGIL

by Dole7

Our privacy is a matter of life and death. Vigil therefore operates according to
certain codes. Since this listis my creation and my responsibility, | make the rules when
it comes to security.

Cope 1

In the end, you are responsible for your own safety on the net, and for the security
of this service. If you do not know anything about computers, buy a book and read it.
Educate yourself. Keep your software updated and keep viruses off your machine. Do
not post attachments to the list without prior approval. If you do, they will be stripped
before being posted.

CopE 2

Vigil only asks for a username/login to identify you. It does not keep other email
addresses or any “demographic” information on file. Password files are kept on
separate hardware and updated randomly. This means you will have to change your
password often. You can never have the same password twice.

CopE 3

Vigil only gathers information on you when you apply for membership. As soon as
you have a login and password, that information is destroyed. Currently, the only way
to gain membership is by having an existing member vouch for you. (Usually a member
that you have met in the real world or online. | make the final call on who is welcome.)

Cope 4

Vigil will not send you unsolicited email and will make all efforts to weed out
spam. | will send you security updates. If you try to be clever and do notinstall them,
you are off.

Cope 5

The email logs are purged at randomintervals, when a useris notloggedin. Unread
email is not purged. Dormant accounts are closed on my whim whenever | get the
feeling it has been too long.

domn straight, it’s powered by

L l N U X
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From: OfficerOne

fifth time!

Check it again.

From: Security

To: Security@EuropeSun.co.uk

Re: Late Passengers
Are you sure that the problem is not with the hardware or software? | just cannot believe this has happened for a

To: OfficerOne @ EuropeSun.co.uk
Subject: Re: Late Passengers

All 1 know is the passenger embarked on the 7th and got off on the 9th. I've got him on video on this side, although for some
bloody reason there always seems to be something in front of his face! Check your security cameras and see if you can catch

HTML site:| http://www.hunter-net.org/uk/vigil/alarms1.html

J 4 N
Home/Login | >>>P0sTED BY DESCENT8 8
3, A ¥ .
- — This article comes from a trashy newspaper, but the facts of the case and the “ghost
ISECURITY story” are true. | checked into the records in Perth and there were three murders on the
W = mwe mmw  Same trail almost 70 years ago — stabbings just like this. Any tips on facing a haunt? Any
ALARMS help you can give would be a blessing for whomever pursues this.
RS THE PuaNTOM KILLER STRIKES
WesMain The body of 19-year-old Peter Hammond was discovered near Killicrankie on
= L Tuesday. Someone had stabbed the boy several times. His friend David Shaw last
“YAI{NlNGq saw him alive on Monday night. Shaw found the body the next morning about half
: e = a kilometer from their campsite. The victim’s friend was interviewed by D.I.
& Linklater of the Perth police, but was released without comment.
l‘ ORTRESS Locals (pub-goers) near Pitlochry claim the murder was the work of a local ghost called
Lot B | the “Lover of the Phantom Regiment.” Tales from the area claim that a young woman’s lover,
SIGNS a soldier, was killed at the Battle of Killicrankie during the Jacobite rebellion in 1689,
T The soldier jumped off a cliff rather than fall into the hands of the English. In an act
¥ ' of revenge, the girl killed an Englishman staying at the local inn and then Jjumped from
“-IJINK_S the same ¢liff — plummeting to her death just as her lover had done. On nights of the

new moon, the phantom regiment can still be found marching the hills, say the locals.
Sightings of the lover are less frequent, but locals swear she still seeks revenge on
Englishmen. They claim that she was responsible for the death of the boy.

Linklater called this story “Pure rubbish, or worse yet a blatant attempt to
profit from the murder of tourist.”

Members of the Perthshire Hiking Association were also quick to dismiss the
story, claiming that this was the first death on one of their hiking routes in
over 28 years — and that it was due to a fall,

Wonder which cliff that hiker fell from?

>>>PosTED BY DOLE7

Ilifted this from an email server set up by EuroSun, the company that runs the trains through
the Chunnel. Interesting, eh? | thought someone might what to check this conversation out.

Our security procedures are tight. When passengers get on train in France they swipe their tickets and they swipe them
again in London when they get off. There is no way that _two days_ can pass between one end of the Chunnel and the other.,
The ride under the channel is only twenty minutes! The software reading the cards must be wrong.
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. - o I've been to Flat Rock, but haven't seen any other signs in town or around it. If
ESicunity anyone else is in the area, keep a lookout. This guy must be one of us.
- s gurvivanisT’s ‘DeaTHTRAP’ Wounps 2 OFFICERS
ALARMS (Flat Rock, NC) Hendersonville police are searching for Clyde
T — Ponder Of 334 Stateline Road after two policeman were injured
WI-B}L\IL while investigating a disturbance at his home Monday. The officers
—— were responding to a 911 call made by Gladys Kilburn, a neighbor,
WAIINlNl;b after she reportedly heard explosions and screams originating at
— Ponder’s house.
ForrrESS Neighbors stated that Ponder was recently fired from
e Ramcor, a farm-implement manufacturer. The company refused to
SIGNS comment . Ms. Kilburn said that he had behaved strangely in past
== months, shouting about the end of the world and chasing away
H- [JNKb alleged trespassers.
N | Officers called Ponder's home a “deathtrap” that had

apparently claimed more than one victim. Police are at a loss
to explain the presence of several decomposing bodies in the
home, one of which was impaled on a six-foot metal spear fashioned
from electrician’s conduit and fired from an air cannon hooked
to a compressor. Other bodies were found around the house. One
was partially dissolved by some form of acid, which also
inflicted minor burns to an officer. Deputy Sheriff Jason
McKinney suffered a dislocated shoulder after falling through
stairs to Ponder'’s basement.

Police discovered Ponder'’s truck cn Hwy. 25, near the Henderson
County line. The suspect is presumed to be armed and dangerous,
and authorities urge caution should he be encountered.
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Home/Loein =~ YOUR HOME Is Your CasTLE |
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ESEcuRITY by Hanniball3?7 |
- - There are two big problems with home security systems. The firstis that they make people '

ALARMS feel secure. Remember, in our world paranoia = life. No amount of security is enough.
i If you do decide to get a security deal, make sure it's deep — that means don't get just
WeeMan one or two kinds of sensors, get four or five. Combine as many different sensors as you
= . can afford. Stay away from the cutting-edge stuff, and don't hire one of those lousy
W o monitoring services (problem #2). The idiots who do the monitoring will be all over your
ARNINGS house, poking their noses in where they're not wanted. Do it yourself. Here's how.

f» ” . .

FoRTRESS SOUND EFFECTS
™ N Buy a pump shotgun. The sound of the action alone will give most critters serious
SiGNs sphincter action. | bet if you record the sound and play it back at the right time and place,
w = itmay even buy you some time. Better yet, a blast from one of these babies makes even |
H-Links the biggest bad-ass take notice. I'm a big believer in security, but it's much easier to
¥ B defend against pieces of your enemy than a whole one. Get it? )
Animals — the redneck security system — are also good at making noise. Most big
dogs like labs are pushovers. Get yourself a pack of small to medium dogs — much noisier and harder to catch
and kill. If you want serious animal doorbells, get 15 to 20 guinea hens. Most likely they'll sleep on your roof. If
anything comes near the house — good Lord Almighty you're going to hear it!

THE UNEXPECTED

The unexpected is your best friend. There was a crazy fucker that lived down the road from my folks. One day
we drove by his house and he had a big sign out front: “Beware, Tile Gun.” No one knew what a “tile gun” was, but
everyone stayed the hell away. Weird shit can’t protect you forever, but it may put would-be intruders on edge.

I've noticed something else, too. Monsters hate pictures. They scare the critters more than anything. | usually
keep one of those disposable cameras with a flash. The flash is important! One, you want the creatures to know
you have a camera — you don't want them to have to hear just a click. Two, a flash in the face may just give you
enough time to run or fill the bastard with lead.

Better yet is a video camera. You want them to step into a trap? Hang up a video camera. Even if it's not
running, they'll spend all their attention on it, not the real threat you have planned.

My uncle, bless his soul, had a great idea that we can use. It gets back to animals. Those PETA wussies will
love this. My uncle bred some of the meanest dogs ever, a cross between pit bulls and Newfoundlands. Big, black,
and thanks to my uncle utterly silent. He had a bunch of yippy dogs in his yard, but Cletus and Meat lived inside.
When they were pups, he cut their vocal cords and he kept their nails clipped. They were mean as hell, black as
the inside of a fist, and as quiet as a sucker punch. My uncle died in his sleep. It took days before anyone knew
what happened to him. We had to shoot the dogs to get his body for the funeral.

Traprs, Traps aND More TRAPS

If you hide out in your house or anyplace else, set up a few traps at the doors and windows — ones that you can set
in advance or just trip when you know trouble’s coming. Spring boards and even small explosives are where it's at.

Watch out for the crap on the web, though, especially takes on that Antichrist Cookbook. Most of it's made
up by high school freaks and will get you killed when you try it — or actually need it.

You can make better and more “natural” traps on your own if you just take the time and think about what you're doing.
Weakening select stair treads or replacing them with balsa wood or cardboard works real well. I've even managed to find
a few bear traps in old hardware stores! Remember the more complicated a trap, the more likely it will fail.

.
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- - — You can't be too careful, and while our knowledge of our true foes is still growing, don't forget that
ESEcurity humanmonsters can still hurt the people you try to protect. Sometimes normal people are the pawns
X = @ of monsters, other times they themselves are monsters in thought and action, if not in form.
ALARMS DRIVING
r AR There's a lot you can do to protect yourself in your car. Sometimes a car is the only way you
WesMan can escape an overwhelming threat or find some refuge from a creature. A two-ton car can also
R ————— be used as a very effective weapon. Just about everything is allergic to mass and kinetic energy.
WaARNINGS First off, buckle up — and do it right away. You have a lot better chance of pushing a button and
E— getting out of a seatbelt when you need to than of putting it on while your body is screaming into the
FORTRESS windscreen at a hundred miles an hour. Make sure everyone else aboard wears them, too. In our line
s o of work, staying in line and obeying all traffic signals is not always an option. Anticipate the worst.
SIGNS 1. Always keep at least one full car length between your vehicle and the one directly in front of you
; = = When you stop. Why? This gives room to maneuver your car — either to retreat or ram a bastard.
H-LiNKks 2. Only open your window a crack to speak to anyone.
'y | 3. Use the vision on any copper who stops you. But don’t ignore common sense or your

instincts. If something still seems odd, even if the copper looks normal, tell him to call for

another police car. Remember not to open your window more than is necessary to communicate —even for the police!

4. Walking to your parked car is one of the most vulnerable moments of your day. Stay alert and have your keys (and/or pepper
spray) in your hand. If a person demands your keys and attacks, give them to him. You have more to live for than your pride. We
can't afford to lose our own over the little things of our past lives. Besides, who would be left to protect what's important to you?

Now if one of themattacks you, well, you should always be prepared for that. Remember that the monster probably
thinks you're just some schmuck. Let the bastard think that and turn the tables on him.

5. When you park at night, always try to park in a well-lit area.

6. If you're being followed, drive to a public area. Churches are a good bet. Protestant churches often have
Wednesday night services. Catholic churches are almost always open at dusk.

7. If someone or something does get in your car and is stupid enough to let you drive, put on your safety belt and
cause a wreck, then hope for the best. Just don't hurt anyone in the process unless you have no choice.

8. Always keep something in your trunk that will let you jimmy the door if you're locked inside. A hidden weapon
and a flashlight are also a good idea. :

HorteL / MOTEL SECURITY

Some of us spend a lot of time on the road. It's important to be safe there, too. Your hotel room is not going to be as well-
secured as your home. Monsters stalking you or ones unconcerned with the danger of being seen may attack you at any time.

1. Always park your car as close to your room as possible.

2. Use every lock the room provides at all times.

3. Never leave a key at the desk. Ask to change rooms if you lose it. Try to stay in places with electronic keys rather
than metal ones.

4. Never trap a motel room. Too many people, like maids and maintenance men, have keys. You'll just get arrested
or be forced on the run.

THE STREET

We've all probably learned the ropes of the hunt here, but a few reminders are in order.

1. When walking at night, walk close to the curb, not along any buildings. Avoid entrances to dark alleys or
doorways. Avoid the shadows.
2. Avoid talking with anyone suspicious —they're probably just setting you up. It's human nature to drop your guard
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e : NN We see them spray painted on city streets and hidden on billboards. You might find
ESEcunrry yourself scrawling them absently as you debate what to do about the things you've seen. ..
x - orabout how to protect your family. A language? It looks like it could be — or become one.
ALARMS At the least, we seem to understand these symbols and the chosen of various cultures
- - seem to understand them equally, or even know some of their own. X
WesMamn Posted here are some of the symbols list members have seen and used, and that we think
= - — are vital to protecting, whether it's people, places, things or ourselves. As far as we know, they
WARNINGS haven't caught on, so these are our greatest tools for now. It's one thing to stamp your brand as
- guardian of a neighborhood, but it's another to invite the help of any imbued who happens into the
FORTRESS area. We can't protect everything by ourselves, and these signs help us keep the thin line solid.
m‘ =
SiGNS / \
i
H-Links

B

Charge, Ward or
Treasure: Thissignseems
to be the focus of what
many on this list are about.
We use it to indicate the
things we protect above all
else. Sure. territory might
be our chosen trf. but a
charge or ward is someone
or something we'd die for.
The sign can indicate an
objectitselfor that the sub-
ject 1s inside a room or
building. Oddly. only im-
bued likely to understand
orlivethenotionofcharges
or treasures seem to under-
stand this sign. That means
we should stand up and
guard for each other. too.

Protection or De-
fense: Somehow, many of
us on this list seem to iden-
tify with this sign. as il it
epitomizes us. Then again,
othersonthelistdon’tsense
the same ownership, It's as
ifwe reallimbued, but were
not all dedicated to the ex-
act same causc. Maybe
those differences will bear
out in our ongoing discus-
sions... and clashes.

Alone: Some poor
soul has lost his way.
whether by circumstance
or choice. We've seen this
code combined with oth-
ers like “help™and “allies™
to mean a hunter’s in over
his head. Then again. there
have been stories of re-
cluses who use it as a
command, not a statement,
as in*Leave me...”

Witch: This one
seems to be for those
witches and warlocks. like
BookwormS55 describes on
hunter-net.

Trap: I've heard that
other hunters recognize this
one, (oo, but they seem (o
attribute a different meaning
to 1t than we might. Others
think a trap has been set or a
dangeris posed by a creature.
We tend to use this sign to
warmn others that we've sel a
trap. You might use this on
vour home, [or example. so
that other imbued aren’t
harmed by yourdefenses, We
need to spread the word about
the differentmeanings. Amis-
understanding could pit us
against our own. Mayhe we
could add our “defense” sign
1o “trap” for clarity, assuming
a hot-head can read any fur-
ther than the warning itsell.

Victory: Apparently
used to mark an area where
one of us has succeeded in
protecting a ward or charge.
Maybe a person maintained
custody in the face of athreat,
Anyway. this sign appears to
be our badge of courage,
where we stood our ground.
One day the world will be
our prize. As with “charge.”
only we guardians seem to
know this sign. You other list
members, like you bleeding
hearts, don’t get it, do you?

Visitor: Put this one
up whenever you enter
claimed turl, an arca that’s
beenmarkedas “protected™
by another imbued. Con-
sider it good manners.
something all hunters
should be taught for our
benefit, since we often
seem to be the “protectors,”

Help: One of our own
needs help, and he’s advertis-
ing. The threat or problem
probably isn’t imminent un-
less the hunter’s friends are all
deadorsomething. However,
one ol us has a problem or is
undersicge andneedsthecav-
alry. Don’thangaroundunder
the sign. Wait and watch o
see if someone arrives and
loiters, That might be your
man. Alternatively. scarchthe
arcaforsignsof trouble. Your
boy won't be far away. and
he's looking for you. wo. If
youcome across this sign and
the poster has already fallen,
remove the symbol or step
into the breach yourself.
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These are not adverts — they are meant to be sources of reliable information for
the electronic unwashed masses, like you.

OTHERS

We do notfight alone. This page has a lot of crazies in my opinion, butthere is some
good information, too:

http://www.hunter-net.org/firelight/

Here is the mothership. This is the place that got most of us started, and if you have
not been there, what are you waiting for?

http://www.hunter-net.org.

VIRUSES

Keeping viruses off your machine is not rocket science. There are a lot of free
products out there if you cannot afford a good piece of software. Also, there are a lot
of false virus warnings, so please do not turn off your brain when you get on the net —
do not believe every bit of email you get. Check it out. Here are some pages to get good
information and resources:

http://www.symantec.com/avcenter/index.html

http://www.DataFellows.com:80/vir-info/

TECHNOLOGY INFORMATION

Some of you might get the bright idea that information is your best defense. We are
not the only ones with computers:

http://slashdot.org/

http://www.geeknews.net/

http://cnet.com

http://www.techsightings.com/
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TecH HELP

| know most of you need some help now and then. Here are some places to get it:

http://help.com

http://www.internettrafficreport.com/
http://www.allexperts.com/

LIFE

This makes it more worth living...
http://www.football365.co.uk/

Okay, that may not be for all of you, but this page has a mix of tech and non-technology
info that is surprisingly useful:

http://www.boredatwork.org/

THE THIN LINE
Jane's has info on all the hardware available and on dangerous hot-spots around the

world.

http://www.janes.com/

=a'-
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If it is legal for you to own this stuff, these sites have it all.

http://www.safetytechnology.com/

http://www.intercept-spytech.com/Equipment.html
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Lupe Droin had high hopesfor the fare. Two guys, mid-
twenties to early thirties, she figured. White guys wearing
jeans, T-shirts, nylon windbreakers and uncool sneakers.
The short one with the belly and less hair stepped into the
street, waving his hand with easy authority. As she pulled
over, the taller one slouched roward the curb.

“Good evening,” the stocky one said with a smile. A
good smile. Professionally distant, just right for a busi-
ness transaction. A smile thatsaid, “I’'ma good customer
and hope you'll be a good driver. That's all we need to be
to one another.” A city smile.

The other’s smile was a little more shy. She figured
him for an out-of-towner, maybe visiting his cousin in
the big city. “Could you pop the trunk?” The tall one was
holding a pair of large duffel bags. She nodded.

“Where to, gentlemen?”

“Union Station.” Nort a long drive, but if traffic was
bad this might be her last ride of the night. She spun the
wheel and flowed into the traffic of the Magnificent Mile.,

“Miss?” It was the short one. “Do you mind if I ask
you a question?” Maybe she’d misread his smile. She
narrowed her eyes, but saw nothing to alarm her about
cither man. She shrugged.

“I've lived in Chicago for ten years and I believe
you're the first woman cab driver I've met.”

Lupe’s left hand came up to the corner of her eye and
absently rubbed two smooth patches of skin on her cheek-
bone, each about the size of a pinkie nail. “Yeah, so?”

“Well... nothing I suppose. I guess I just wondered
why that was.”

“I dunno. Maybe guys are less scared of getting held up.”

“Doesthathappenalot?” the tall skinny one said abruptly.

“Once is enough.” They slid past the lions of the Art
Institute, past the mounted Indian chiefs whose bows
had no strings. She surged to the right, flicking on her
signal as an afterthought.

“Yeah, I can see that,” the short one said, grinning
wryly. She pulled into the taxi area in front of the station
and hit the release to the trunk. The tall one was halfway

fr
L

out of the cab when the short one leaned forward and
pointed at a small symbol on a note card propped against
the stick shift. In a low voice, nearly a whisper, he said.
“Another question: What's that thing?”

“That?Oh, that doesn’t mean much.” She turned to
look at him. He was counting out bills.

“I suppose I shouldn’t ask such nosy questions,” he
said. “At least, not when I know the answers....” He
handed her the money.

Mixed in with the bills was a business card. Hastily
penned on the back was a symbol. To Lupe, it resembled
a baseball diamond with spidery legs. Nevertheless, she
instinctively understood it to mean one of the imbued,
a planner or “prophet,” as she had once heard it pur —
not someone quick to fight, like herself.

“Pleasure riding with you... Guadalupe,” he said,
reading the name off her license.

“My pleasure... Mr. Searle.”

* #* #

It was a quarter past midnight when Lupe got home.
Her father was already in bed, but her sister Ramona sat
smoking at the kitchen table.

“Hola,” Lupe said. “How goes it?”

Mona shrugged. “Not so bad. You have a good night?”

“Notbad. Didn't have tokill nobody,” she joked. Inher
E()cket, her hand tweaked the edge of George Searle’s

usiness card. “A couple good tips. What you do tonight?”

“Hector and I went to the movies. I got to pick.”

Lupe chuckled. “Hector must have made a move if
he was willing to sit through a chick flick.” Mona
shrugged, irritated. Lupe didn’t let it go. Mona was her
little sister. Lupe could never let anything go.

“Did he? You don’t have that rosy glow on your
cheeks. Said ‘no,’ huh?”

“Hector’s just... I don't know.”

“Hector’s a good boy.”

“He’s a boy, all right. I think I might want a man.”

Lupe snorted. “A man's all right, I guess. If you don’t
mind as much bad as good. Boys are better. Less trouble.
Lots less trouble.”
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“Maybe I'm looking for more in life than ‘less trouble.

“I suppose. But when you get in trouble, don't come
whining to me.”

They were quiet for a moment. Then Mona an-
nounced, “Real’s back in town.”

Lupe'seyes widened and she smiled. “Noshit? Travis Royal
came back? I heard he was off at law school or something.”

“He's back now. What would you say about him?
Boy or man?”

Lupe thought back to Travis “Real” Royal. She'd
last seen him when she was a junior in high school. Every
girl wanted to marry him, and every precocious high
school “woman” wanted to fuck his brains out.

“Real Royal,” she said, savoring the words. “Mmm, there
was a bit of chocolate you could put your mouth on all day
long.” Mona giggled. Every boy envied Travis, with fathers
asking, “How come you can’t be like Real, drawing them
fouls and making those shots?" or with mothers insisting,
“How come you can't get good grades like that nice Royal
boy?” But no one could hate him. Most kids wound up stupid
and honest, or too smart and mean. Real found a balance
somehow. He let himself see the good and bad, both. That
made him genuine. It was impossible not to like him.

He'd gotten a basketball scholarship out of Henry
Horner Homes to ISU. Lupe remembered watching
him play on TV, before lights-out on the cell block.
Her Eand drifted again to the two smooth, polished
scars near her left eye.

“Real,” she said at last, “He was more than human.
He was fuckin’ superman. You seen him?”

“Nah, I just heard he was back in the Homes.”

“That can't be right, 'less he's visiting.”

“I'm just saying what | heard.”

Lupe shrugged. “Real’s a good man, but don’t let
that turn you sour on Hector.”

“What you saying?”

“Nothing.” But she couldn’t leave it alone. “Just
don't get your hopes up.”

“What you mean, ‘Get my hopes up'? You saying [
should, what, settle with what [ can get? Put up with a
boy like Hector 'cause I ain't good enough for a ‘man’?”

“Don’t give upon Hectorisall. He's put up with your

bullshit so far.”

“Fuck you!”

“He might go to college some day.”

“Yeah, like you were going to?” Lupe's fist was
clenched and drawn the moment the words were out of
Mona’s mouth. The younger sister flinched instinc-
tively, hands rising to cover her face.

“Aww, fuck you, too, Mona.” Lupe went to her room.
* * #*

The next day, Lupe called George Searle’s number
fromapay phone. “Hey, George, it’s Lupe. Remember me?”

“Of course.” He cleared his throat. “This is my
business phone, you know....”

“Sure, I'm calling from a pay phone. Can you call me
back here at noon?”

“Let’s make it twelve-fifteen.”

-

Lupe grabbed lunch and ate, waiting. By quarter-
past, her fries were cold but the call was prompt.

“So, you... uh, know, right?”

“Yes,” she said. “You on hunter-net?”

“Idon’tevenknow what thatis. It. .. ithasn’tbeen long.’

He was a local insurance adjuster who'd been in
Milwaukee to check the transmission of a rear-ended
Pontiac when the graveyard next door coughed up its
occupants. They killed two kids before he managed to
lure the zombies into the garage’s lube pit and trap them
under a Nissan Sentra. The official conclusion was that
the whole station burned down due to a chemical fire.

She was a high-school dropout who got a pick-up
call late one night from a guy who looked like Lon
Chaney's ugly cousin. He tried to drink her blood. She
shot him eight times with an unregistered revolver.
When that only slowed him down, she rammed her
wood-handled ice scraper into his heart.

They came from different backgrounds, different parts
of town, different lives and different cultures. But as they
spoke, just for a moment each of them felt a closeness that
neither had felt with family, lovers or friends. She could
hear the relief in his voice. She understood.

“Look,” she told him, “I can't talk all day. Other
people use this phone... but I got a beeper number. You
can get me through thart, okay?” As sir_‘ told him the
number, the beeper on her belt went off, like a sleeping
animal waking to the sound of its name.

She hung up and looked at the message. [t was from Bike.

Shit.

* * %

Bike was one of the chosen, like her. He'd grown up
poor, like her, but that's where their similarities ended.
He still lived and worked in the projects, where he made
money at the one high-paying job his neighborhood
offered. He started as a shorty. When he was 13, he killed
another boy for stealing his bicycle. Now, at 19, he was an
old man to his gang. He'd killed two men, seen at least a
dozen die, done two years in juvie and one year in the pen.
He'd also staked two vampires, put down five zombies and
killed four puppets. His turf was his, and he wasn’t going
to give it up to anyone — living, dead or otherwise.

He met Lupe in an alley behind one of the Henry
Horner Homes. Even at noon, the building’s shadow
made it seem dark out. Something in a dumpster was
getting a lot of attention from a swarm of flies.

“Oneof myhomies,”hesaid, jerking hishead. Lupe pulled
her shirt collar up over her nose to try to cover the stink and
looked into the dead gangster’s filthy makeshift coffin.

“Can’t you pull him out of there?” she asked, know-
ing the answer Eefore Bike spoke.

“l ain’t touching that shit.”

Lupe thought, “It’s about the only shit here you ain’t
got a hand in,” but she kept her mouth shut. She could
see a long, savage wound on the corpse’s neck.

There wasn't a drop of blood on his clothes, on his
skin, on the dumpster or on the ground around it.

“Yeah, he’s been vamped on all right,” she said.
“Know who did it?”




“If  knew that, I wouldn't have called your weak ass.
I'd be putting some wood down right now.”

Lupe stepped back into the sun and wind to take a
breath that didn't stink of death. “All right, lemme think
here. You haven't heard anything about a new blood-
sucker around, right? So if this fuc]%er just moved in, he’s
either connected or he isn't. If he’s connected, someone’s
gonna come clean up this body. If not, either he'll come
in person or the regular cops will find it, right?”

“Shit, I don’t know.” Bike shrugged in irritation and
looked away impatiently.

“So we wait and watch. If the thing comes back, we
spot him. If someone else comes, we know he’s hooked up.”

“And we can slice on his bitch to find out anything
else we need to know,” Bike added.

“Or follow him, yeah. 'Course, if it's the cops....”
She shrugged. He shrugged back. With the cops, what
could you do?

“I'll have one of my boys watch today,” he said, “But
I want you on it at night.”

“What, worried your ‘gangstaz’ can’t take it!”

“My boys can fuck up anything they can see. I just
need you to see it for me. You my seeing-eye dog, got it?”
Lupe glared, but she knew that, by himself, Bike didn’t
have the brains to find his own dick. If she wanted to
stop this thing before it snacked on the Homes’ other
residents, she’d have to put up with his bullshit.

She turned to go. He yelled, “You be here tonight,
you got me?”

She decided to take the lon[iway home, through the

center of the Homes. As she walked, she switched on the
sight, hoping to get lucky and spot a bruise.

“Lupe!? Hey, Lupe. Long time no see!”

Lupe turned to the sound of her name. “Danita’ You're
looking good, girl!” Danita looked like shit. Lupe had never
seen her look so bad, not even in jail. Her skin, brown like
adead leaf, had pale patches that now looked a ghastly gray.

“l almost didn't recognize you without the tears,”
Danitasaid, gesturing to the two round scars on Lupe’s face.

“Yeah, well....”

“Outgrew the life, huh?”

Lupe smiled, oddly flattered. “Something like that. You?”

“Oh, you know, staying clean, looking for a job.”
Listening to Danita prattle, Lupe wondered if it was
crack or the needle, then caught herself. She should be
Danita’s friend. She should be thinking the best of her.

“You wanna come up! Like, for a Coke or something?”

“Sure.” As they walked toward the imposing box
that Danita called home, Lupe asked, “You don't inow
a guy named Real, do you?”

“Uh... I might. How you know him?”

“I went to school with him. Heard he was back.”

“Oh, I don't know. I think he might be.” The way she
said it sent a pang through Lupe. She could tell Danita was
lying, that she did know and that he was back.

Shit, Lupe thought. He'd only come back here if he
was broke or on coke. Damn.

They entered Danita’s building and Lupe’s stomach
tightened. For a moment, she was back in prison. The
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hallways were lit by slits of dusty sunlight— it was the same
jailhouse dark. The peeling gray paint was the same, as well,
and the smell... the smell of too many people in too little
space, people with too much empty time and not enough
hope. It was all the same. Lupe remembered Danita cryin,
whenshe got turned in prison, remembered getting shivve
in the elevator while “Goodbye” Jones covered the ceiling
camera. Lupe remembered two years of violence and
boredom, fear and despair. It all came right back.

Danita looked back where her guest had paused. “Sorry
it's so dark,” she said. “They keep smashing the light bulbs.”

The apartment was tidy, except for pieces of stuffing
thar had fallen from the corners of her ratty sofa. Lupe
looked around surreptitiously as Danita busied herself in
the kitchenette. No steel wool for smoking, no fresh
burn marks on anything, no blackened spoons... maybe
her old cellmate wasn't using.

“Shit, I'm sorry Lupe. I don’t got any cola.” Danita
sounded genuinely upset. “I got... uh, I got some of those
coffee bag things?”

“That’sfine.” As Danitareached totumonherhotplate,
Lupe saw two tiny holes on her wrist and feltawash of sorrow,
thinking they were track marks. Then sorrow was replaced
by horror as she realized what they really were.

“Danita....” Lupe took a breath, trying to calm her
pounding heart. ere'd you get those marks?”

“What marks?" Danita pulled down her sleeve.
Lupe pushed her away from the hotplate — gently, but
firmly — and yanked the cloth back up.

“Who did this?” Danita looked away. “Do you
remember who did this to you?”

“No, I... don't.”

“Don’t you lie to me, bitch!” Lupe shook her, but
held herself back from hitting. Danita broke easy and
was already crying.

“Shit, Danita, don’t you realize what that thing is?”

“It ain’t like you think...."

“Where is it?”

“I dunno....”

“Why you? Where were you when it jumped you?”

“He didn’t jump me.” Tears streamed down Danita’s
face. “Lupe... it was Real.”

“Real’ what?” Then she realized.

“Travis Royal did this?”

Lupe slumped into a chair, trying to imagine the
high-school hope boy, her superman, sucking blood in
the night. “Why?” J)e whispered, not expecting any
reply. Certainly not the one she got.

“Cause | asked him to.”
% % *

That night, Lupe hunkered in the shadows by the
dumpster. It was well after one when Real showed up, a
body slung lazily over his shoulder.

Lupe watched him peek into the dumpster, shake
his head and throw the second body on top of the first.
She bit her lip, then spun the flint on a lighter.

Real spun around as the little flame sprung up from
her hand flared up. She could have used a flashlight, but

she knew rots hated fire.

[0
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“Hello there,” he said mildly.

“Remember me, Real?”

“The name escapes me.” He even sounded apologetic.

“Lupe Droin.”

“Oh yeah, from high school.” He smiled. The gun in
her other hand didn’t seem to bother him at all. “Were
you waiting for me? You won't need that gun, I promise.”

“You've been doinga lot of promising lately, what I hear.”

“Keeping ’em, too,” he replied. As she stood, she
caught a glimpse of the body in the dumpster. It was
Bike. She whistled.

“Killed Bike, huh? Heard he was coming for you?”

“Nope. | heard he raped up on Rosie Smalls.”

Lupe sucked in her breath. “So you had a deal with
Rosie? Like your deal with Danita?”

“No... Rosie’s mama. I don't ask for donations from
anyone under eighteen.”

“Donations?” Lupe’s mouth worked the word like it
was bitter. “That what you call it?"

“I'can call it blood if you like. It doesn't bother me.”

“Doesn’t bother you? Shit Real, you're a vampire!
How could you...?" She couldn’t finish. She couldn’t
say, “How could you do that to us?”’

“I'm a vampire. So what? All that means is I'm
stronger and faster than scum like Bike.” _

“All it means is you gotta take blood from people!”

“Yeah. Yeah [ do, and they give it freely. You know
why? Because what's a little blood here? Do you know
how many women Bike raped? How many kids he
hooked — half the time because the choice was that or
a beating? Compared to all that, what’s a little blood?”

Lupe shook her head in disbelief, but it was just as
Danita had said. “I give to him once a month, and he
makes sure nothing bad happens to me.”

“It’s a protection racket, Real. It's just another
fucking shaﬁedown."

“It’s protection, but not aracket. [ got a cousin. He saw
a man get stabbed and thrown down some stairs. The guy
hit the railing and broke his back. My cousin’s nine and no
one gives a fuck what he saw — that he had to see it. To
them, he's just another youth ‘at risk’ in the projects, where
niggers are shooting each other all the time anyhow. ‘So
what'cha gon’ do?” Well, I know what I'm gonna do.”

“You were gonna be a lawyer,” Lupe said, weakly.

“Youknow what I learned in law school? You can be
a D.A. and watch the cops put the frame on. You can
watch a kiddie raper get bounced after a nickel to make
room for more ‘at risk’ youth — a kid tried as an adult to
make sure he got the full sentence for having half aroach
hid under his bicycle seat. Or you can be a defense lawyer
and watch the frame from the other side, hoping and
praying for some big-time crack-lord client so you can
afford a house on the North Shore. All that Perry Mason
business? It's bullshit. The good public defender getting
the honest man off? Huh. Maybe if he's white!”

Lupe felt the need to scratch her scars, where she’d had
two tears pounded in with a ballpoint pen and a safety pin.
One for each of her years in prison. She scratched with her
shouldersoshe wouldn’t have todrop the gun or the lighter.

oy

“Shit, Lupe, you were in the slam, weren’t you? You
know all this. I shouldn't have to tell you.”

“You could have gotten out of here....”

“Yeah, I could have. I could have done contract law,
been a token minority, joined the white flight to Oak Park
and pretended my mama and daddy didn't still hear gunshots
at night. But that’s just because | had the strength to say ‘no’
athousand times. I grew up with kids who were just as smart,
just as good, but they all got dragged down. They said ‘okay’
just once. In here, you can’t make even that one mistake.”

Lupe drew in a breath to speak, but she knew it was
all true. She said ‘yes’ to a good-looking guy who was into
heartbreaking and house-breaking. She knocked off afew
apartments and wound up taking the fall for him. She'd
have served a full dime if her dad hadn’t spent her college
fund on a lawyer who played golf with her parole board.

Lupe's arm was loose at her side, her gun pointed
straight at the ground. Real nodded and his next words
were unexpectedly gentle.

“Lupe... | appreciate what you're trying to do. But
this is my turf now.”

She nodded. He sighed, and she realized, with a
little shock, that he'd only been breathing to speak.

“I'm sorry it has to be this way, but the cops aren’t
gonna do shit. The gangs are like packs of wolves fighting
overashrinking flock. Someone’s got to be the shepherd.”

The biblical imagery made her gorge rise.

“Take my blood and live forever? Isn’t that how it works?”

He raised an eyebrow. “You know about that! That
must have been some prison.” He looked at her with a
calculating eye. “I coufd use a good lieutenant....”

“What about Danira?”

“Danita? She’s too weak by half. | mean, she's a nice girl,
don’tget me wrong, but she needs someone lookingout for her.”

“And that’s you! ‘Real, the vampire hero! Like
some old-time godfather looking out over Little Italy?”

“I guess.”

“And Danita and Rosie? They're just too dumb to
take care of themselves?”

Something about her tone made him step back. “I
wouldn’t say dumb as much as weak.” His tone was icy.

“And 1 could help you with your order? What's in it for
me! You geta long line of snacks, but what's my percentage?”

Ifhe'd said, ‘You get to live in a safe neighborhood,’
she might have let him go. If he'd said, ‘You'll know that
these kids can grow up without once seeing a man shot,
or stabbed, or strangled in the building they live in” —
if he’d said that, she might have gone along.

Whathe said was, “Join me and you never have todie.”

Her reply — “Get behind me, Satan” — was drowned
out by gunj'fi,re. He was flung back as her bullets were joined
by those of a web designer from the west suburbs, a bricklayer
from the south side and a traveling insurance adjuster. Travis
“Real” Royal crashed against the dumpster that held his
victims. Their stolen blood flowed from a dozen holes.

When he tried to crawl away, his attackers clubbed
him with blazing torches.

“Almost had me fooled,” Lupe said at last. “But this
is my turf now.”
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Be thou prepared, and prepare for thyself, thou, and all
thy company that are assembled unto thee, and be thou a

guard unto them.
— Ezekiel 38:7

T e TrmEime

Hunter Book: Defender is a sourcebook that helps you
develop a better understanding of the Defender creed and its
emerging role in the world of Hunter: The Reckoning. Asa
Defender, you're a family guardian, a neighborhood protector
or xenophobic recluse. Confronted with the horrific truth of
reality, you instantly and instinctively dedicate yourself to
defending and preserving the things and people you hold most
dear. Although your life is still important to you, you're
prepared to endanger it to ensure that important people and
ideals are preserved against monstrous tyranny. But what
makes you tick? What could be so invaluable about the world
or yourself that you are compelled to stand vigil so relentlessly
on the behalf of others, even those who don’t even know or
appreciate it? This book helps you decide, to determine who
your Defender is, before and after the imbuing — and all the
creed’s new powers and rules don't hurr, either.

But just as you need to better understand your own
Defender, you must understand hunter society as it emerges;
the two are inextricably intertwined. As each of the newly
imbued struggles to understand her new world, her origins
and purpose, she inevitably compares experiences, philoso-
phies and fears with chosen she encounters on the streets or
on the Internet. At first, the recently awakened latch onto
anyone who understands them; this new world is just too

terrifying to contend with alone. In time, however, as more
and more imbued dare meet and make overtures tofindeach
other, individuals with similar atritudes and theories are
attracted to one another and develop like-minded circles.
These nascent social groups are the foundations for what
ultimately become the hunter creeds.

Yet, during hunters’ emergence, many varied imbued can
seem to have common goals. As the chosen make contact, try
to understand their mutual condition and strive to work
together, similar goals and comparable experiences can hide
fundamentally different philosophies, whether about hunter
purpose, the nature of the Messengers, or the necessary fate of
monsters. All hunters agree that the supernatural’s hold on
humanity must be broken, but not everyone agrees on how to
accomplish it. Mutual experiences and mutual values turn out
to be two very different things. Hunters can therefore be taken
by surprise when a fellow “defender” really proves to be a
militant redeemer or a distracted visionary. Sometimes, the
chosen aren'’t even sure of their own ideals until immersed
completely in the hunt.

It’s only after the imbued become fully devoted to or
even obsessed with the hunt that their approaches to it
become purposeful and refined. Some become determined to
save monsters’ souls. Others want to see these creatures
utterly destroyed. When this distillation is complete, the
creeds as social classifications finally arise. Defender recog-
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nizes Defenderand Innocentrecognizes Innocent, all through
the creeds’ codified values, intentions and goals in the hunt.

When will hunters achieve such social structure? It
could take months or years as the imbued struggle to
understand themselves and then one another. The fact
that so many edges seem to be shared by the chosen of
various perspectives and personalities doesn’t help, ei-
ther. When creeds as institutions are finally acknowledged,
however, the hunt may finally gain the momentum it
needs to overcome the supernatural, once and for all. Or
pethaps such cumbersome and fractious divisions will be
the hunt’s undoing, as the imbued fall to infighting and
politics rather than fulfilling their higher purpose.

Ultimately, the course of your chronicle and your
Storyteller’s vision determine when the creeds become fully
recognized in your game. In the meantime, the development
of your Defender’s identity helps define his own society.

PERsPECYIVES

The opinions, theories, information and outlooks ex-
pressed in this book are presented in three distinct “voices.”
These Defender narrators typify the spectrum of personali-
ties across the creed as a whole. Each of these people presents
his or her own take on the origins, tactics, relations and
ultimate fate of Defenders, and on hunters in general.

The creed and its members’ views evolve constantly -

as Defenders try to define themselves in a world they no
longer understand. With no other frame of reference, the
chosen typically resort to the ideas, virtues and philoso-
phies they possessed before their transformation. No two
Defenders have the same thoughts about their origins, for
example. Thus, the questions the imbued ask of them-
selves and their world — not any specific belief system —
best illustrate their individual and collective identity.

However, bear in mind that as hunter and Defender
societiesevolve, ideascan seemsimilar butactuallyhave very
different origins or motivation. There’s a lot of overlap
among creed perspectives. Someone who also believes in
protecting normal people might actually be a Redeemer,
Innocent, Martyr or Judge — almost any other hunter. Not
all voices in this book belong to Defenders, to represent the
blurredlinesofhuntersociety, butalsotooffersome compari-
son and contrast between guardians and the other creeds.

So, after reading this book, youshouldhave asense of the
drives and ambitions that inspire and motivate various
Defenders. Youshould sense why these people take aresolute
stand against monsters, and what influences their relations
with otherimbued. We also hope thatyou're inspired to fully
develop your character’s identity and beliefs, to make him as
compelling as possible in his unflagging vigil.

How vo Use T'is Book

Hunter Book: Defender broadens the World of
Darkness as creed members perceive it and offers insights
into the hunter psyche. It also presents new rules and
powers for use by Defenders and possibly other creed
members. This book is therefore ideal to elaborate upon
your character, and it helps you better understand her.

-~

Chapter 1: Hunter Origins explores the nature of
monsters, the Messengers and Defenders, and it seeks to
explain why the imbued receive their gift or curse.

Chapter 2: Trials and Tribulations covers Defenders’
unique approach to their constant struggle and the strategies
they prefer against the supernatural. As you'll see, not all
methods are well received by other creed members.

Chapter 3: Our Future presents the creed’s attempt to
define its purpose and destiny in the World of Darkness.

Chapter 4: Hunter Ties describes Defenders’ rela-
tions with themselves and other creeds.

Chapter 5: New Rules offers more rules, edges and
equipment for use by Defenders and perhaps by hunters
of other creeds.

Chapter 6: Defenders at Large details newly im-
bued Defenders who are ready for play. The chapter also
profiles creed members who have acquired reputations
through word of mouth.

Lexicon

As any new society or organization forms and grows,
its members tend to use words or terms suited to the
group’s needs, intentions and identity. Such words help
define the circle’s purpose. The Defender creed is no
exception. The following slang and phrases begin to see
common use among protectors, particularly on the vigil
email list. They may even catch on among other imbued.
Defenders or hunters in general without exposure to such
communications undoubtedly have their own terms, or
they stumble on in the dark, alone and uninformed.

bleeding hearts: A somewhat derogatory term for
hunters who seek to befriend or help monsters rather
than protect against them.

called: To be affected or influenced by the Messengers.

charge: A charge is one thing — or several — that a
Defender dedicates himself to protecting. A charge may be
a person, place, object or even an ideal (at least in theory).
Striving to ensure that a subject of protection survives the
war to enjoy a free world is a Defender’s self-appointed
mission. Also, “ward,” “treasure, “burden” or “custody.”

The following are samples of possible charges or
treasures that protectors may uphold. These examples
are just the beginning, but they comprise the very
meaning of Defender existence.

¢ Human Charges: Organization, sibling, parent,
family, a particular gender, children, the elderly

¢ Locational Charges: Neighborhood, town, com-
munity, specific building, domain on the Internet

® Material Charges: A library, objets d’art, histori-
cal items, a personal creation, an animal, a species

* Ideological Charges: religious belief, scientific
belief, human rights, animal rights, a particular racial
group, a nationality, a culture

defender: Guardians have not settled on this term,
although it becomes increasingly popular among the
wider hunter community. Defenders refer to themselves




simply as hunters and occasionally as “protectors,”
“guards” or “champions.”

kamikazes: A certainly derogatory term for hunters
who sacrifice themselves wantonly and aimlessly in the
hunt, without preserving anything in the process.

recluse: A protector who has gone over the edge
and who isolates herself, preferring to protect someone
or something “outside the bounds” of normal society.

runaways: A demeaning term for people who wit-
ness monsters or events at an imbuing, but who fail to
stand their ground.

watch, the: Defenders’ purpose and direction in the
war. Also called “the mission” or “the calling.”

Guagians, Nor Masochisrs
This book is dedicated to the Defender creed. When

you create or play your Defender character, remember
one important thing that differentiates her from other
creeds, particularly Martyrs: Your character is not a mas-
ochist! Before they're imbued, Defenders tend to be
people who value something in life as much as they value
life itself, be it family, an ethic, a culture, a locale, a
creation, a possession or a community. When these
people confront the monstrous reality of the world, their
first response is typically not to destroy, negotiate or
inquire. They protect something, whether it's that which
they cherished most before, or anything else they now
deem worth preserving in the face of evil. In some
instances, such protection may even mean destroying,
negotiating or making inquiries, but usually only insofar
as guarding someone or something goes.

Yes, Defenders stand in harm'’s way. Yes, they put
their lives on the line for others. They do not do so
recklessly, though. Defenders draw a line, dare the enemy
to cross it, and fight savagely to ensure that monsters pay
the price. However, no victory is won if no one is left to
enjoy it. Defenders understand that there are times to
fight and times to retreat. They plan and plot, and when
their schemes fail, they know to give ground in hopes of
fighting again another day. Sometimes that means per-
sonal prizes are lost, but others remain under guard and
can still be preserved. Defenders thus approach their
cause intellectually. They hope to achieve their goals but
often know when they can't be won.

Martyrs can seem similar to Defenders and soshould be
differentiated for clarity. Martyrs also put their lives on the
line. They also seek to protect other people, objects and
places. In simplistic terms, the difference between Martyrs
and Defenders is that the former tend to give of themselves
with careless, even suicidal, abandon. They might react to
a threat without a plan or objective, simply throwing
themselves at the enemy and hoping for the best. They're
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inspired emotionally to make internal sacrifices. They
don’t intellectually rationalize the defense or sacrifice of
external things such as loved ones or possessions.

Martyrs' disregard for self gives them power; an
opponent must match their passion if it hopes to prevail.
It's that very willingness that separates Martyrs from
Defenders, however. Martyrs are prepared to give them-
selves for the cause, whereas Defenders are prepared to
give up a charge in hopes of being around to save many
more. Defenders constantly seek to dodge and deflect
blows to wear down the enemy. Martyrs are prepared to
invite the enemy’s fangs and claws so that no one else
can be hurt.

So, when you create and play your Defender, keep her
goals in mind at all times. She protects and preserves them
whenevershe can, butguardiansknow toretreatforthe greater
good rather than entreat death in every little conflict.

Sourecs MAYERIAL

There are all kinds of movies, books and comics
available that capture the compassion, determination
and sometimes feverish resilience of Defenders. Obvi-
ously, these sources aren’tall about Defenders or fighting
monsters, but some of their characters or subject matter
come damn close. Just imagine monsters as the enemy.

Aliens: The ultimate kick-ass movie about mother-
hood. It’s a battle to see whose maternal urges are
stronger, the alien queen’s or Ripley's.

The Guardian: Louis Gossett Jr. plays an ex-military
man hired to protect building tenants from criminals.

- It’skinda over the top, but the dependence that Gossett

elicits from the tenants makes him a likely Defender
wacko. The modern urban setting is pretty gritty, too.

Strange Days: The epitome of the World of Dark-
ness. Lenny loves Faith and wants to save her from evil.
Meanwhile, Mace loves Lenny and wants to save him
from himself. Both “Defenders” lose people along the
way, but love is still preserved in the end.

The Terminator: Ignore the fact that Reese is from the
future. He’s a regular guy on a self-appointed mission to
save Sarah Connor, his secret love, from an irresistible
killing machine. Reese (and Sarah) have to improvise all
kinds of weapons along the way, just as any resourceful
hunter would. The shitty setting is all about the World of
Darkness, too.

Terminator 2: Dismiss Arnold as a hunter candidate.
Too many muscles and guns to be human, even if his
CPU is a neural-net processor. But Sara Connor’s hu-
man and determined efforts to protect her son make her
an ideal Defender. Now imagine that your loved-one
“sides” with the enemy and brings him to meet you!

What is it with James Cameron movies and Hunter?







CHAPYER i: HUNY ER ORIGINS

But this man, after he had offered one sacrifice for sins
for ever, sat down on the right hand of God

— Hebrews 10:12

Sameas v £ver Was

To: vigillist@hunter-net.org

From: coachtl
Subject: The First?

It's strange that we're so new to this game. | mean, there
are a few websites and lists devoted to what we de. All of our
lives have been turned upside-down by the things we've been
confronted with and can do Mony of us try to share what we ‘ve
learned. We suspect that the things we've seen have been
around a long time. All these changes and revelations in such a
short Feriod of time, and yet we all seem so new to the truth.
I+'s almost hard to believe that this is a new +P|in5

| mean, I've met a half-dozen people like us in and around
Atlanta alone. and probably three times that many online.
scattered around the world. Yet. the one who seems most
capable and claims to have seen the most was "called” just a few
months ago. Most of us seem to have a couple months’
awareness = from my experience, just enough time to recognize
that you're not insane, fuf the world certainly is.

| can't think this is the first time that people like us have
been called. Someone or something is pissed or Eungry or both.
Someone has picked up the starter's qun and fired a shot that
we've all heard. Ready or not.

Youcan only carry that metaphor so far. though We're not
all out for ourselves, damn the consequences. If we get to the
finish line over the bodies of the unwitting and defenseless,
what have we won? The best of us know that we're here for
a reason = to protect those who cannot protect themselves.

I'm no college professor or preacher. but look back at the
stories we all grew up on, of people who defended the weak: the
policeman, the nurse, the Good Samaritan. You mi?hf as well throw
in Superman, NYPD Blue and John Wayne, tool

In short, we must be older than we think. Perhaps, just as
stories of heroes are told, re-packaged and told again, so have
we come and gone. Slap me if I'm getting too new-agey on you,
but what's to say others didn't fight this fight before! If they
did. | guess our next question would be: Did we win or lose?

BasvarDs

From: hannibal1 37

To: vigillist@hunter-netarg
Re: Bastard Children

Who all agrees with me that we're the bastard children of what-
ever the hellis going on here? | mean, let's say we're not the first to see
what we do or to be able to do what we do. That means the ones who
came before got fucked and are dead or they're out there still and we
don'tknow about them. If they do exist, they sure as hell haven't come
Knocking onour doors with any kind of friendly welcorne, you know?
So that makes us the bastard children. The red-headed stepchildren.
The ones that everybody says look like the mailman.

Factis, people, that f there were others before us, then they either
don'twantanything to do withus or they're dead. If they're dead, then
it won't do us any damn good to study their methods, and “following
intheirfoot steps” willmeangoing straight to the grave. Whateverany
old fuckers did, it obviously didn't work. Who cares who donated the
sperm for us? Who cares who our ancestors were? Fact is, they're
gone and we're left holding the bag. Oh. and in case you didn’t know,
I heard John Wayne was a fag. What do you have ta say about that?

on Wy,




Kezrme vie Peace
From: dole?7
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

Subject: Re: Those Who Came Before and Rough Trade
Coach, youmake some good points. Think about
how many times we have heard stories of heroes who
_pop up for the fight, but never live long enough to see §
the goodies, like King Arthur or even Moses.
. Neither ended up that well did they? Because of
' their own screw-ups, neither made it to Paradise. I |
“wonder if we will do the same?Not that  am claiming
- to be a knight of the Round Table in shining armour,
just because [ am a Brit! That is all crap.

In principal, I agree with Hannibal. I do not much
care — for all I can see, we got the shaft but good.

As to Hannibal’s queer question, I do not know.
I do not sit around and wonder about who is a
Johnny. Spend your time however you like, mate.
But I do know when one’s cruising for a bit of this
and that, or when some thick bloke is cruising for a
fight. Sit down and have another beer, Hannibal.
Save yourself for a real struggle.

This seems to be a good time to talk about a
point of conduct. It comes down to this: I do not
want to waste time policing the list. If it does not
have to do with our task, fighting to protect what is
ours, keep it to yourself.

. Fige Frow Heaven

| can only name the force that's changed me God Whether
that God is a white man on a golden throne doesnt really
matter. | wish | knew. though. 1+'d make things a lot simpi'zr.

I'm often envious of people like Crusader!]. Everything seems
so easy for him.Find a couple of quotes from the Bible saying you're
an avenging angel, some quick beliefs to excuse + + and there's
all the explanation you need: "Kill them all and let sort them out.”

Since when did God not want us to think? Or qugsﬁon?

I have to admit, since the angels called me. | go to church
more often than | used to. |'ve even bought a sfudy Bible hoping
to find out if this voice in my head is zis,

Other than mZ gut feeh'ngs. what do | have to go on? | have

the handfuls of phrases I've heard and the visions I've seen
urging me to act. to put myself between people and trouble.
Then there are the bizarre things I've done. The things me and
my associate Dana have done almost always seem to be about
enerqy or light. So | looked up occurrences of fire in the Dible.
Not unexpectedly. there are guifa a few — about fifteen. If you
want to look at a few try Znd Kings 6.17. Isaiah 7.18 or 1st
Corinthians 3.13. Take your pick. Fire can mean almost anything
from the power of God to the Holy Sprit to God's blessing = or
maybe His condemnation or the literal flames of Hell.

With so many unanswered questions and so little to go on.how
do | understand myself, what's made me what | am, and why? Well,
one quote from the Bible stands out to me. And as we go about
recognizing what Dole proposes as our society or ‘creed” this
excerpt is even more appropriate. Whether you're Christian or not,
take a look at 1st Corinthians 3.13, Aposﬂe Paul's letter to the
early Christians of Corinth. It was written when there were few
faiflful Paul urges them to keep the faith.unify their purpose and
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build the Church."[Tlhe work of each builder will.be revealed by
fire, and the fire will test what sort of work each has done.”

Like the early believers, we too must stick together. We
won't survive alone and isolated. But the ear-‘y Christians were
building a religion. Our “work” is not a structure like a physical
church, but the Peor-‘e of the world. My “work” is embodied by
the H'lirlgs and people JPro'}'ecf If we work foge‘rher. that means
our work is humani'f’y as a whole.

Subject: Fire from Heaven
From: dzidzat155
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

When I was changed, I saw myself aflame. Though
it terrified me at first, there was no pain. And even
though I was frightened, the urge to save myself
passed quickly when I realized that others near me |
were in terrible danger themselves.

When I think about that night, I am allowed |
some chance to consider what happened to me. I ask
why fire? I am not so sure as to its _moral_ message. |
I am from Hong Kong. I am not a Christian, so I hope
what [ have to say does not offend. | merely offer it as
an alternative in our discussion. .

From what I know of Feng Shui, | know that fire
is active, filled with energies. I feel the flames were a
symbol of the great transformation l underwent, rather
than some sign from heaven of our mission’s meaning.

This is not to say that we do not have purpose or
that we should not search for purpose in what we must
do, simply that there is not one answer. China’s myths
and legends do not fit together neatly. We are children
of at least four great heritages. No, five. (See our |
difficulty?) We have the great myths and legends of our
ancestors, from Taoist tradition to the insights of the |
Buddha. Measure against those the political thought
and practicality of Confucius. And for those of us in |
Hong Kong are the influences of Christian govern- §
ments and the ways of the mainland’s Communism. |

As you can see, there is not one way here. Our |
culture has a hundred creation myths, a thousand |
gods with a fiery aspect. So, I do not see the flame as
more than a hint to our nature.

I would be reserved in making judgments about
our calling. Our fate will be revealed in time.

Itis through patience that | know the voice that calls
me. It is that of my grandfather. Only he would call me
Dzi Dzat, “folded paper,” after the little paper symbols of
money sold to people for good luck. I remember sitting
beside him at his seventy-first birthday as they brought
him his dinner. He said, “Dzi Dzat, you may eat of my
share. Of all my grandchildren, only you come to see me
every afternoon. Only you bring me the candies that my
doctorsays I can no longer have. Only you look upon this |
wrinkled face with love and do not turn away. For that |
give you this honor.” My face burned with pride. J

He died just before | left tostudy in the United States. |

But I know his voice when I hear it today.




Cerfaim‘y the death of creatures is necessary at times, as
5o many are quick to point out, but | don't think that is my — our
— primary mission. The head count of monsters slain won't
matter when we're called to a reckoning. The still-beating
hearts of those we've protected will be what matters.

R Yorcs m vie Darkness

Te oursinel 13
From: coachl
Sl.lbjlr.‘f. A Voice in the Darkness

Yeah, something is up. I'm surprised noticed, and thanks for
letting me vent personally. | don't want Hannibal's comments on this.

| made a mistake Tuesday. | grabbed my wife’s cell phone
instead of mine. Not a big deal? |+ meant she had mine. A time
bomb was ticking and | didn't even know it.

/ always fﬁoughf Claire mighf find out if. God forbid, one of
the monsters ever found out who | was and tracked me home.
That's why | hunt ina city 25 miles away from where | live. | lie
to my wife and tell her I'm going to school three nights a week.

| wasn't out hunting that night.| brought Dana, an ally, over
to my grandparent’s old garage that I've Zzzn using in Atlanta.
She needed a place to crash since her life had collapsed around
her ears. Anyway. we were discussing what to do about a
target we'd encountered when /Dana’s/ phone rings. That's
when the time bomb expn'oded,

Claire had hit the speed dial on /my/ phone.

“You want to speak to who?” Dana said. "Chad? Yeah. he's
right here.”

Without thinking. Dana handed me the phone.

That's when it hit us what had happened. Dana and | just sat
there.a half-eaten pizza between us,and maps of the Pleasant Hill

ne and my

cemetery slpread over the table. | reached for the pho
hand was already shaking.Claire had hung up by the time | said hello.

| gave Dana a key to the garage and left.

When | got home, the house was dark. | went to the
bedreom and Claire was pretending to be asleep. facing the
wall. | sat down on my SJ'I;.’

She spoke without looking up: "Are you having an affair?’

| started to answer, "God no, honey..”

"I called the college. You're not enrclled” she said.

| probably should have just shut up or told her the truth,
but | didn't. "] don't know if | can explain right now, but I'm not
having an affair. Dana is just a friend”

She said,"Two lies in one night are a little more than | can
take right now, Chad!".

With all the pressure I'd been under. | started to get mad.
"Shit. Claire I.I"

"Don't wake Ben!” she said to me, almost hissing. Then she
rolled over to face me and fuﬂed out the big guns. "He misses
you when you're not here...

All | could think to say was, | don't know what else to tell
you. but I'm not having an affairl

She rolled back to face the wall.| got up and walked out. furious.

| remember thinking, “Screw the angels or God or whatever is
torturingme.” | walked past Ben's room and | heard him rustling around

He's almost outgrown his crib. The covers had come off his
legs. He's hot natured like me and kicks them off. but he calls out
wZen he gets cold. | try to get up on nights when I'm not too tired
| find him sitting up, groggy. swaying. l‘ze doesn't know why he's up.

“Shssh.night time is for sleep!”| said He leaned against myarms.
| lay him down. covered him up and he went back to sleep. All it takes
is a hand on the back and my voice and everything is all right for him

- Wy,




| watched him sleep for some time. My wife started crying
in our room. | put my hand on Ben’s back and felt the rise and
fall of his breathing.

The night’s not for sleep anymore is it, Oursine? Not for us.

| wish the angels would come to me now. Give me some
power to make things right. | don't know what to do. How
can | protect against the things I'm forced to see day and
night without destroying my family, the thing | want to
save most?

Are we children to the angels, crying in the darkness, half-
asleep? Do they know the horrors we're going through?

Do they care?

From: oursinell3
To: coach4l
Subject: Re: A Voice in the Darkness

Onh. mon cher ami. My heart has pain for you. You
must remember yourself that you are not alone. |
know many others who have also known the same.
We try so much to protect those that we love, but
some times, we can not. You must talk to your wife.
You have nothing to lose. The truth perhaps will save
your marriage. If you continue to lie. she willknow. The
women feel when their husbands have strayed.
whether it is to another worman or to a secret life. You
risk to lose her if you do not tell the truth, but yourisk
tolose her also if you do. You love her. She loves you.
You risk less by telling the truth.

And also, you do not have to tell the truth exactly,
oui? You can make her to understand without reveal-
ing all that you know. Dana is a policier, ouir? So, explain
to your wife that you are helping the police in secret.
Tellher the truth, but inamanner that willnot make her
to think you are crazy. You are smart. You will find the
words. | wish you some good luck.

T oss Wio Caws Berore

Why me? I'm not special. I'm a high school history teacher
and ex-coach whose marriage and career are on the rocks.
What's so special about me?

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: tarjiman220
| Subject: Re: To Serve and Protect
" Jamnot Sufi, but] wonder thatour task isamatter
tof karma. Perhaps we were the servants or even the
‘summoners of the demons. I have had horrible dreams
| of late where I am the beast tearing the flesh from my
| families bones and this has brought me to a terrible §
revelation. Perhaps we were demons ina previous life.
~ If this makes sense, why burden the souls of our
friends and families with the deeds we must perform
and the sacrifices we must make. [ wonder if we all have
done great evil and are now being asked to repay the
debt of our sins by fighting what we aided previously.
~ Thisdoesnotexplain why onlyrecently we have
‘begun to exist. Perhaps the evil of this world has just
e too great. Perhaps there were always a few of
us. We just have not met our elders yet.
Like dzidzat, | say patience and prayer will reveal
the truth to us. Evil walks like a man. If it comes to
us while we hope for truth, we shall still face it. |

Can anyone become a hunter. be imbued? Maybe not. Dana
says that three other cops were there when she confronted the
thing that woke her up. Sfe was the only one who stood her ground.

What seems likely to me is that some of us are capable, but
we have to be in the right situation to get the call — or to hear
it.If that's true.maybe there are a lot of “players” waiting on the
sidelines, not even aware that they're suited up and ready to play.

So why me and why now. not later? Sometimes | think back
to when | was young. standing up for others.

“STAND."

That's the first thing the voices told me. I've been thinking
about it a lot.

When | was in grade school | had a friend named Dave who
was hyperactive. | felt sorry for him because the other kids
Picke!cm him, but | wasn't drawn to him out of pity. My fc.rmify
hadjusf moved and | was an outsider, too. Dave was the onfy one
who tried to help me. The teacher saw that | played with him,
so she put me in charge of taking him to get his medicine each
day after lunch. They gave him speed. (Believe it or not, that's
what they give to hyperactive kids to calm them down.)

Each day we had to run a gauntlet from the swing set to
the nurse’s office — past all the kids who would laugh and call
Dave names. Most of the time | just talked louder, fryirl'lg to
drown them out and keep Dave's attention on me, but Dave
could never focus on me for long. He'd eventually look at the
other kids and then look at the ground, ashamed,

One day. | had enough. Frank Kinkead. a real uzly bastard,
was screaming names in Dave's ear. | pushed Frank away and
that started a fight. Frank pretty much beat me up and the
principle punished us both. But after that, the insults never
came like before. Sure, some kids still poked fun — kids are kids
— but there was no more gauntlet anEnsuH‘s to run.

| stood up. Maybe somebody was watching then, taking notice.

I'm not on a saint kick. | was no more of a saint at nine than | am
at 33,but it still seems like 'm supposed to stand up for people who can't
—ormaybe even won't. Ironically,something about the intensityof some
of our allies just doesn't strike me as right. They remind me sometimes

of kids like Frank ready to fight with the slightest provocation and
perhaps without

reason. | know I'm not like them. but was |
created to stop

Taxe Tis Cur Awny

There is a moment in the life of everyone when you
begin to wonder yourself if you have lost your mind.
5itting in my little white chambre. the one with the bed
of metal and the locked door, the bars on the window
and the single chair of wood. | wondered myself. My
initiation. you see. put me in the psychiatric ward. |
made the erreur of to tell to people what | had seen. |
suppose that | should rewind and restart at the debut. It
is not a pretty story. If | leamed anything in my cell, it
was that to talk helped. but only with those who had
received also the calling.

At that time, | worked at the newspaper in muy petit
village. | wote about meetings at the Hatel de Ville and
local fétes. My stony the most exciting was entrusted to
me only because the experienced reporter of the paper
was on holiday. It imvolved the impromptue visit of a
political speaker who called himself Andrew Von Braun.
With my tape recorder and my photographer with me, |
went to the Hotel des Fleurs where Von Braun had prom-
ised togive aconference. Allwas goingsmoothly, at first.
| asked some inteligent questions and received some
inteligent answers. Von Braun smiled at me directly.

And then, reality shook. A flash exploded inmuy face,
blinding me temporarily. My head began to pound. | pre-
pared myself for to yell at the dumsy photographer, but




when my vision was cleared. | saw something that made
me abandon completely that intention.

Von Braun continued to speak. but | understand
nothing of what he was saying. His voice dragged. came
out deeper. slow. like a recording on low speed. His body
was shadowed in an aura of darkness. and his eye sock-
ets looked like holes of empty blackness with just a
pinprick of light at their centers. | could not breathe. The
room felt to me heawvy. It suffocated me.

I combated my panic and looked around muself. |
wondered why no one else worried themselves. The
crowd was Iooking at Von Braun with some mesmerized
expressions. Their lips maved in silence with his. The
words he spoke did not sound to me like they once did.
Now they sounded as proclamations of hatred. That,
more than nothing else, frightened me.

| remember a white luminescence that shined on
me, like a spotlight. but it was coming from a source
unrecognizable. For an instant. the voice of Von Braun
became clear, and the words that were coming from his
mouth did not match the movements of his lips. It was
a voice of the purest evil. He announced, “| RAVABE THE
FLOCK THAT HAS NO SHEPHERD.”

His proclamation echoed in my head, and | passed
severdl seconds in confusion. |knew somehow that the
well-being of the people there rested in my hands. |
knew without doubt that Von Braun was some sort of
madman. that hiswords and hiswillwere provoking hate
in these people. And then. Von Braun opened his mouth
for to laugh and | saw his teeth. long. white fangs. The
laughter exited in slow. too. It rumbled. It made me
nauseous. The sound was as black as his tongue. This,
then, was my moment of truth. Without thinking. I an
directly to the stage. | combated the crowd. and | am
certain that | yelled. The rest passed quickly.

| do not know how. but | ignited the curtains. |
knocked over a spotlight, | believe. The fire spread
rapidly on the thick velvet. | was not noticing it imme-
diately, but it broke the reverie of the crowd. Screams
and shouts echoed around me. | tried to approach Von
Braun, but then |saw anold woman inawheelchair. She
was trying to tum herself for to escape the flames.
Immediately. | forgot Von Braun and went to help her.

“Bet out.” someone shouted. A woman
screamed nearby.

| abandoned Von Braun, oui. Many among you will
censure me for this, but me, | thought that the endan-
gered audience was my primary worry. | braved the
smoke and the flames for to help the people to leave the
building. The smoke became mare thick. It had angry
faces in it that | fought to ignore. | saved the old worman
and a young boy who could not maove for fear. During a
long timeafter, lwaited outsideandwatched the firermen
who were spraying water on the blackened ruins. All the
people exited with their lives, but it took me a very long
time to reconcile my guilt. | had started the fire. |lknew it,
but No one could identify me as it. | guestioned muself
whether | had truly saved those people or if | had caused
theirdanger. But thelight and thevoicerested clearinmy
mermaory.

| vowed to muself to reassure that Von Braun
would never return to my village. | wrote the article
that they never published. In it, | described him ex-
actly as | had seen him. | do not know why | expected
that someone else would substantiate it. |1 do not
know why | expected they would believe me. | pre-
sumed that | was not the only one to experienced
what | did. Now | know | was alone with the weight of
responsibility on my shoulders. | did what | had to do.

When they told me they would publish not the
article, | fought. | screamed and | cursed.

They locked me in a haspital. They called it a break-
down. They said | had some delusions and some
tendencies of suicide. They stole me threemonths of rmy
life while they tried to make me sane. That which they did
not know, and that which | did not know. was that | was
more sane than the most of themn. | had seen the truth.
DOnly inretrospect do lunderstand that the voice was my
interieur self. woken by the new knawing that | had found.
ldonotknow why it is happened. 1do not understand why
myinterieur chose thatmoment toassert itself, butlam
content for the chance to retum friendship to my com-
munity and save them from the monster who, that
night, stalked them without mercy.

Even now. in rereading these memoires, | can not
stop myself from thinking that | must sound mad.
Happily. | found others like myself, like you, who helped
me to know without any doubt that lseewith same clear
eyesand thatlamright. Ihave gone toanew home. [ try
to guard the malignant monstres at bay here. In full
day, | mix with my neighbors. | smile when | see them to
embrace their spouses and to play with their children.
Me., |know that  will never have the simple life like thern,
but Iknow also that | guard their security and happiness
every time that | protect themn from the monstres. | do
so without regret.

Fromhanniball 37
To: vigillist@hunter-net.org
Re: Re: Why me?

Why me? [ltell you why. Because God or whatever knows [m the
omeriest SOB thereis. Once [ diginmy heels. you canjust forget changing
my mind or getting me to quit I'm the stink on shit

Besides, | likemy new "psychic friends” powers, like the onel call Fuck
Off. Hiick itonand the monsters can’t come for me. Sometimes, if et them
getreal close first, ke five or ten feet it actually knocks them on their ass!

Now, can we mave onto something that counts? For instance, |
saw one of those homebuilding shows — there ain't much to watch at
300 am. Anyway. this show was aboutimproving the environment by
disposing of household chemnicals safely. Don't have time for that crap
usually, but as an exarnple this guy pours a little brake fluid on a pile of
chlorine like what you get for a pool filter. Blam! The shit goes up lke
white phosphorus, and here’s the sauce for the goose — it releases
chiorine gast | figure this would make a great trap, especially if the
monsters are real vulnerable to fire or they still need to breathe

Now, for a real question to you all, will brake fluid eat through a
balloon or condom? | want to figure out some way to combine the
two chemicals ina trap. Of course, you don't want to be around when
these two get together. When someone hits a tripwire, it releases the
balloon filled with break fluid. The balloon falls and hits something
sharp,just tomake sureitpops. You've already spread chlorine around
whatever breaks the balloon. You see what I'm getting at?

You could drive a couple of nails though a board, then pile the
chlorine pool stuffup over the nails, makingamound. When the monster
hits the tripwire, the balloon falls. The brake fluid and chlorine mix —
instant fried and gassed monster!

Great idea, huh?

T'0 Scrvs AND PROYECY

I+'s hard to believe it hasn't even been three months since
all this began. | can't think back to that day without realizing
how much |'ve lost since. My wife's trust. The respect of my co-
workers. Almost everything | valued before has been ruined or
is about to slip through my fingers.

But | will continue my watch. even if the folks | protect
think (know?) I'm crazy.
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It was fall, October 9th. We traveled to Parker High near
Dacula. (No, that's how it's spelled. Look it upJ | was still the
cross~country coach then. /"C:lsf his'fory teachers have to do
something else to keep a job these days. It was the final race
and Tim, a freshman, haadff come back. | told the rest of the
team to wait on the grass as | ran the course from end to
bzginning, Ho.pi'rlg to find him resting by the 2&52 of the trail.

| was about a quarter of the way through, in a small group of
pine trees near the back of the school when | heard a groan or
something off to the right. At first | thought the girl was trying
to help him. She was so engrossed in her “work” that she didn't hear
me coming until | was on them.

| yelled his name and she turned to lock at me. There was no
shock no trace of any emotion on her face.F rom where | stood.| saw
that she had a rope around Tim's neck He'd mnaged toget one hand
'H'rough the noose. His fingers were blue and swollen and the skin of
his neck was torn and bfeedin&

"What the hell is going on here? Stop itl" | yelled. | don't
know if my imagination has edited this over time. but | think she
cracked a smile at the "h" word. The girl stood up. That's when
| realized her clothes were torn and filthy, as if sEe'd been living
abandoned in the woods for years. Her hair was all matted and
greasy, and her skin was almost white. sickly in contrast to the
dirt smears on her face. She couldn’t have been more than five
feet tall, yet she held the rope around Tim's neck easily in one
hand. slinging him around like a backpack.

She glanced at my track sweats. "Hi. coachl”

With each word, maggots rolled out of her mouth. | stumbled
back from her and Fandej in the pine straw. | was dazed and |

ess she would have come to fr‘m'sE me off, but Tim struggled and
she turned her attention to him.

| almost ran. but | swear | felt something on my shoulder. like
the hand of my dad. and | heard a voice."STAND. THE DAMNED
CANNOT BEAR THE RIGHTEOQUS”

“Get the fuck away from him!” | screamed.

J'fdfsmfhirg}nfmshou‘fofme. I+ was as if my anger hit the
monster and threw her away from Tim and me.

I'm no idiot. | grabbed him and ran. As | carried him out of
the woods, | think she tried to get at us, but something kept her
back She must have run off as soon as we were in the clearing.
All the other coaches and kids ran for us as soon as we came out-

| wasa hero for cxadn'ya day'and'a—haff. Then the Poficz hauled
me in for zsfr’aning. | wasn't sfupr'd enough to tell them that a five-
foot-tall dead girf manhandled a ]"ﬁ)‘pwnd high school track star.
Much less that she put me on my ass. | told them the would-be killer
was a big man. and that he ran off as soon as he saw me. | gave as
vague a descriptionas possible. Thank God | stuck to it. Tim never saw
anything. or if he did his pride didn’t let him say so.

The cops had the rope from Tim's neck, but they found no
ﬂ:ofPrinfs of a big man in the woods. In fact, the orn'y foofprinfs
fhey found were from Tim and me. The am'y Hﬂing that saved my
butt from court was that the detectives said any rope held tight
enough to do that to Tim would have cut the hands of the
assai?ant Mine were clean.

That didn't stop them from hauling me in three more times
for questioning, though — once in the middle of a school day. It
didn't stop them from searching my house, taking my computer,
grilling my wife on our private life, and interviewing the whole
track team to see if | had ever made sexual advances on them.

In the end. | was asked to step down from being coach. Hell.
the only reason the school even kept me on was that | had “tenure.”

They never caught the creature.

Know Yuine Exewy

When it comes right down to it.we don't know what we're
up against in this new world we've been exposed to.l can't say
how dangerous that is. A good coach finds out everything
possible about the opposing side, learning its strengths and

Py

weaknesses. Way | see it, one of our first tasks on this list is to
pool our information on the things we face. How else can we
save our friends and families?

Man-Bzasrs

Dana is my only contact who has any real experience with
these things. According to her. they're the reason she changed.
She hasn't told me her full story, but | assume she knows more
about them. She has claimed two surprising things about these
creatures. She fought one in Atlanta. so don't assume you're
safe in town. | quess that they come in to find victims. maybe
when prey in the wilds gets scarce or boring or something.

The amazing thing is that they apparently have some kind of
mind control. Normal folk cant remember seeing them. People’s
descriptions of events get confused Not too surprising. since
they're scared out of their minds. And that raises an important
point:We all know the dangers of talking about our watch to people
who don't /know/. Qursine’s experiences are proof of that. But in
the case of man-beasts, Dana says you have to stay tight-lipped. No
one cai . back up your story, even if they saw one.

| suggest that these creatures be last on our hit list, unless
you stand directly between one and the person it wants. Cities
are already full of enough creatures. Once we secure the places
where we live. we can worry about the things in the woods. |
guess that's what the angels have in mind. We seem to be
capable of dealing with rots and zombies. | have a hard time
believing we have the power to take on shapechangers on their
own turf.

Wircnes

Not all “creatures” are monsters. | know a few other hunters
who would kick my butt for saying that.but it's true. BookwormS35
calls them witches or warlocks. The one | know is a /priest/. and
he sometimes works in a soup kitchen.More importantly. he helped
me save Dana from a rot.(Well, we thought it was a rot) | call him
Father X. for lack of a batter name.

My church was one of the sponsors of a multi-denomina-
tional service. Basically, we helped other churches with their
charity work. That's how | met the warlock. | helped him in the
soup kitchen. At first | didn't know what to think | had only made
the change recently. There | am serving food, when | suddenly just
know that he's /wrong/. Not just odd, but /not human/. | ran out
of the building. Once ?gof enough distance and calmed down, l
thought about what | saw. Here was a priest, making food for the
poor and talking about God. No magic, no spells, no demons. When
| came back, he came near and asked if | was all right. | was
nervous, and | think he knew that | knew. but he invited me to talk
if | needed to, like his religious calling was more important than
everything that was wrong about him.

Strangely. it was one of Dand’s missions that brought me
back there. She had trailed a creature, the murderer of a drug
dedler, to an old van parked not far from the Five Points
MARTA station. She convinced me to help her. Even criminals
need to be protected frommonsters, righ'f‘? She wanted me touse
my special ability to keep the beast in the van while she killed it.

| knew the soup kitchen was nearby. so | resolved to see
the priest before | met Dana. | guess it was sfuPid‘ but |
figured he might know something about the creature. | didn't
have time to Ze subtle. | stink at that. anyway. So when | got
him away from the food line. | just told him | knew he wasn't
human. }‘zs eyes bugged out and | got the feeling something /
bad/ was going tc happen. | told him to calm down, that | just
wanted information about the monster we were after.| don't
know which revelation shocked him more, but he didn't know
a damn thing. | blew whatever cover we both /thought/ we
had. and for nothing.

| don't know why, but he wanted to come with me. | thought
of Dana’s reaction and said no. | just turned and walked out into
the rain, frustrated and confused. | quess father X followed.
Thank God, as it turns out.




| met Dana at the MARTA station. She went over her plan
and we headed off. | was soaked by the time we reached the
van at an abandoned gas station.

She flung open the door and | concentrated on the same
feeling | had that day when | saved Tim,but the plan fell apart right
away. This thing wasn't like the shambling monster we'd faced
before, and it wasn't alone. There were three black guys sorting
plastic bags. Full of coke. | guess. They all had guns. Meanwhile, the
rot seemed to just turn into ash that fell to the van floor.

! f‘houghf‘ maybe we had killed it somehow. We weren't so
lucky with the crooks. The rot’s friends seemed as shocked as
we were at their ally's "death,” but the shooting started all the
same. | ran around the right side of the van. Dana got hit in the
hand before she slammed the doors of the van and went around
the left side. We both ran into the F ather. standing at the front
of the van - praying.

"Do you smell gas?” he asked. calmly. He pointed at pools of
what had to be rainwater under the van.

Dana screamed, "Who the hell is this?” Even with her
wound. she held up a tire iron, ready to brain him.

“Light it the F ather said,

“It's water.” | stammered.

"You know this, this..” Dana couldn't finish, shocked that |
seemed to have been associated with a witch.

A bullet shattered the windshield, shawering us in glass.
We dropped flat behind the concrete 'foaﬁngs of the missing
gas PumPS.

Smiling. Father X looked at Dana. "] think these old pump
seals are leaking. Trust me." he said.

Dana glared at me. | stared right back at her. "Trust him.
We don't have timel!”

The van door flew open.

The blood and rainwater on Dana's glove sizzled as she
gripped the tire iron. She seemed to ignore the pain. Father X
fell backward at the sight, a shocked look on his face. He rose
and ran as Dana reached around our barricade and touched the
iron to a puddle. Flames immediately coursed toward the van.
It exploded and lit up the block. | felt the heat all around me, but
somehow we were safe behind the low concrete barrier.

Later that night, Dana asked for the Father's hame while |
bandaged her hand.| reminded her that he saved our lives. That was
all she needed to know, whether she liked it or not. She didn't, but who
else did she have to turn to but me?

Understand that | don't trust in everycreature | meet, but
| try to give them a chance to prove themselves. | figure it's like
visiting the zoo. Most of the time the cages that keep us
separated from the animals are for the best. | don't plan to pull
every fi'ger"s tail.

From: hannibal1 37
To: vigillist@hunter-net.org
Re: Friendly Fucks

You know what's wrong with the story of your holy buddy,
Coach? Firstofall, you got noidea what the fuck his motives were for
‘helping.” Maybe he was testing you to see just how stupid you are.
Maybe he was distracting you so his rot buddy could get away while
youand that Dana chick were debating whether ornot tolisten to him.
Maybe he figured you were just a regular guy and he expected you to
die. You ever figure on that? Maybe it wasn't Father Fucking X that
made the van blow, but it was you or Dana.

Give these dickheads a chance to prove themselves and all they're
going todois prove how quick your biood flows. You trusted the quy, but

N
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maybe he was waiting for you to bend over. You lucked out. Only person
| trust is me and my team. You should take that advice and do the same.

T e Watxme Deap

I'm sure I'm not the only one to notice that most discussions
of monsters on the lists are about rots. There seem to be a lot
of them compared to other creatures, and they appear in
number instead of alone. Maybe the walking dead are the
servants of the others? | don't know.

| have another idea. Perhaps the reason we fight the dead
on Earth is that the angels want us to "cut our teeth” on them,
so to speak. They're forming a team and want to know who makes
the cut. For my part. | remember that day. saving Tim, and | find
the resolve | need to beat the things again. Are the angels locking
for people with enough determination? Does having it mean you
destroy enough zombies, only to move up to the next “division.” up
against bloodsuckers, witches or maybe even the man-beasts?

Fromwhat | can tell trying to cateqorize "rots’ “shamblers” or
even "vampires' is almost useless. Bookworm seems to believe. just
because vampires look like us and need to “feed that they must be
alive somehow. | don't think so.All of them are dead. That's all we need
to know. Theyre dead and they shouldn't/be/. If they prey upon
people to fake being alive. then we have to save people from them.

It's not that | want to move up to the angels "big leagues.” If
these are the minors, | couldnt bear any more. But we can't sit and
wonder whether something has the best intentions when it
victimizes someone who's alive. At least Father X lives and breathes.

Yawries

| was in the shower this morning when my crackedrib... | don't
know.. It felt like it popped back into place. Claire was still sleeping.
I had to bite the washcloth to cover my scream. Maybe it's good
that we haven't been close lately. She would have seen the huge

bruise where the thing hit me. | don't know how | recover so quickly.
but | thank God that | can

| knew that by Monday | would go back to work with little
more than a sore chest.|t's the other wounds that really take their
toll on my sanity and life. | stood there, shaking in a hot shower at
the mere thought of it.If we hadn't been headed to church, | would
have bailed and stayed home. It's impossible sometimes to act
normal anymore. Almost impossible to get up after nights like that
and go about my life. But after | do the normal’ things - go to work,
mow the grass — I'm always a little stronger.

Earlier | asked if they won or lost when hunters fought this
battle before. The answer is clear. The monsters won. just like
they did last night at the cemetery.

| had only "werked” with Evan one other time, but Dana
vouched for him and had even showed him my garage. She said
Evan was running away from some bad fallout in Jacksonville. |
don't like to admit it but | think she had lost some faith in me after
the Father X episode and was looking for a new partner. I+ kind
of pissed me off that she would take him to my grandparents’
place without asking.

Anyway., this quy was weird. He claimed the Internet and
technology are the mons ters’ tools. Maybe he was the one who
burned d?)wn that computer hardware warehouse in Florida
last month. | don't know. Anyway. | don't think he trusted me,
not after he learned | was online a lot and talking about the
hunt here.

Despite his ideas, Evan had this impressive ability. He could
lock eyes with a monster and paralyze it. He called it Freeze.
Dana hoped that between my power and Evan’s, we could pin
down whatever that thing from the van — she had discovered it
was still “alive” and possibly hiding out in Pleasant Hill Cemetery
— long enough for her to kill it.




The creature had new guards, zombies from graves that
had been vandalized. Dana had faced one and put it down again.
She thought the “master” would create more soon, so we staked
out the cemetery where the graves had been desecrated.

Subject: Unquiet Ghosts
From: dzidzat155
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

[ was attending a meeting with my father. A new
mainland company wanted to supply my family’s
trading house. The representatives of the company
and the new provincial government were supposed to
attend. When the man from the other company
entered, his normal appearance seemed to melt away.
He was a creature of translucent skin and black blood.
He had amouth of needles instead of teeth. His fingers
were long and the skin split at his knuckles where
black horn protruded.

I gasped and almost ran, but then felt the Fire of
Heaven, like thunderbolts, and a familiar voice
came tome: “PROTECT YOUR FAMILY,” it would
be translated into English. 1 am sure it was my
grandfather. I struggled to control my feelings and
remained in the meeting.

I could feel the creature’s evil spread out across
the room. It seemed to reach out to my father and
quickly gained the upper hand. The prices it wanted
would ruin us! It is impolite to speak of money in the
open, so my father is in the habit of passing numbers
in notes, through a mediator — me. My father
whispered a figure, but I disobeyed him. Instead of
writing down the price he told me, [ wrote some-
thing else. The note | handed the creature said, “Be
gone demon or I will reveal you.” As he read it, |
prayed Grandfather would preserve us. The “man”
almost fell from his chair. It tore up the paper, said
the amount was insulting and stormed out.

I had saved my father and our business, but now
it knew me.

We entered the graveyard in the afterncon. Evan picked
the lock to a mausoleum where we could hide but still have a
good view. It might have been a good place to stay hidden, but
it made my skin crawl. Dana climbed up onto the roof with a
rifle at dusk. She left us with two wooden baseball bats and
gave me one of her "drop” pistols. She'd used acid to eat off the
serial numbers. We also had a gas can. Our plan was simple: If
we spotted the thing, Dana would shoot it. Evan and | would
make sure it stayed down, then we'd use the gas to make sure
the bastard was dead, once and for all.

It was a clear night, so we thought we'd have a view of
whatever snuck into the cemetery. We werent ready for what
happened. though. Something just tore out of the ground near
a freshly dug grave. It stripped off its clothes and started
moving around the new soil. Peeking out the mausoleum door, |
realized it was a woman. But God. she was ugly. Her skin was
the color of ashes and was shrunken to her skeleton. Her
breasts hung like tentacles. | looked away. | almost lost it, but
| felt that resolve come over me at the last instant. | just came
to grips with what had to be dore.

It started digging with its bare hands, clods of soil flying
up. | lest sight of it then, but Dana whispered that she still had
a shot. We waited for what seem liked forever before Dana
finally fired. | wouldn't have known she'd hit it if | hadn't see one
of its arms flail up.

Evan and | ran out at the same time. We didn't wait for
Dana to climb down. It wasn't dead, just wounded. and it was
waiting for us.| was faster than Evan. When | peered into the
?rave. my gun ready. all | saw was a blur as whatever it was
eaped out and knocked me down. Before Evan could react, it
bit inte his head. | could hear the cracking sound. The only thing
| can compare a moment like that to is a car wreck. You know
what's about to happen and +rl to avoid it or watch and wait.
but the same thing happens either way. Evan was dead. | didn't
save him. and the thing turned on me.

Dana appeared out of the darkness. She shot it again. This
time | saw where the first bullet had caught it in the stomach.
Her second shot got it in the shoulder and spun the bitch around.
When it stopped. the creature was standing right over me.

| tried to find the gun I'd dropped, but it was faster. | guess
it grabbed me. Last thing | remember is being thrown.

| woke up in Dana's car. She told me the monster threw me
at her. She fell trying to dodge me, and the monster was gone
when she stood. So was Evan’s body. If only | had protected him.
Instead.| failed him. and now I'm afraid we'll be seeing him again.

It's Sunday night and my wife actually talked to me at dinner.
I'malive and I'm with my family. They're safe for now and 'm happy
for that, but it's the quiet before the storm. Evan knows who | am.

We must have lost our battle before.







Discretion shall preserve thee, understanding shall

keep thee
— Proverbs 2:11

Bevond vie Cact of Dury

From: oursinell3
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Charges against Hanniball37

It is with a sad heart that | must stand as accuser
against the initiate who calls himself Hanniball37. He
killed three innocent men and one innocent worman. It
is my belief that he has become insane. has lost all
capability for reason and hinders our cause more than
he advances it.

I believe that Hanniball37 is a danger to the cause.
He acts with neither forethought nor consideration for
the safety of other initiated. He has. in this case,
murdered four of the very people we atternpt tao guard
from harm. | believe he has acquired a degree of blood-
lust that exceeds the callofduty. So. laskmy respected
peers to censure him to their fullest ability and banish
him from our community. Also. | request that all of us
know and treat him in a manner that matches some-
one who cannot be trusted.

Huwrer vo Huwver
From: hannibal1 37

To: vigillist@hunter-netorg
Re: 1 beg your pardon, bitch.

Sounds like somebody needs to get laid. | don't know where you
get off, lady, throwing around shit like that, but | have to wam you: It
hurtsahell ofalot when you falloff that high horse. First ofall, youdon't
know a goddamn thing about my business and | don't appreciate you

fucking in it. | understand that you French people have your noses so
far up other people’s asses that it's kind of hard to smell your own shit,
but where the hell do you get your nerve? Fuck you.

InvRODUCYI0NS

I refuse to fall to name calling. Monsieur Hannibal.
ldisagree with yourmethods and | have remittedit into
the hands of our peers to determine which of us is
wrong. Iflwillowe youanapology. then | willgive youan
apology. We will see what the others think.

For now, I will simply tell everyone what it is that |
know. On a recent visit to the United States. | hap-
pened to be in the same taown as Hanniball37. | had
come in pursuit of a cult leader. A friend of mine had
acted very strangely recently and his parents told me
that he had joined a cult. They asked me to find the
truth. so when he moved to the United States sud-
denly, Ifollowed. | wanted to get the young man back.
The trail took me to an old house in a small village in
the middle of the country. The kidnapper of my friend
had written the address on a napkin which | found.

| should preface this to say that | saw no signs of any
other of our kind in this area. | looked for our marks eveny-
where, but sawnone. lwould never intrude the territony of
anotherwithoutmakingatternpts tolet others know lwas
there. | have discovered it is safer that way.

This house was overgrown and tired, and hidden
from view at the end of a long dirt road. | believe it was
a farmhouse. | went to the house and walked around.
Before | reacted. a man showed up. He pointed his
shotgun at me and yelled in English to leave his prop-
erty. | tried to explain that | meant no harm and that |




From: dole7
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Hannibal137
Bloody hell!
I thought we might have a few months of peace

before people started getting pissy. You are both
acting like children!

Part of me wants to just turn Hannibal over to the
police, but we all know that there is no justice in this

world. I guess something has to be done. We cannot

overlook murdering innocents — if that is true.

I donot like bringing this up, but I was TOLD (Get }
‘my meaning?) to start this list and protect it, and [ will |

‘be damned if [ am going to let it break up. I want the rest
of you to see if there was a shooting. Let us know on the
list. I am not trying to call anyone a liar, but if there was

some mistake, then we can end this now. I do not want §
to piss on our friend from across the Channel, but [ want |

to make sure there was a crime in the first place.

I had delusions that we could come to some agree- |

ment on rules and such, but right now that has about as
much chance as Wolverton winning the cup. So we are
going to do this my way. Maybe they will tell me what to
do. It does not give me pleasure to say this, but this list
is my responsibility. I am calling the shots.

[f that makes you want to drop out, you are an idiot.
Harsh? Hell yes, but there is no list on this planet that
is not owned or maintained by someone. Get over it.

Since we do not have barristers, Oursine and §
Hannibal, flame on. Let the best one win. Not damn ||
likely that I could stop you from telling your side of §

things anyway!

In one month'’s time, I will call for a vote to see |

if Hannibal should get his John Thomas smacked. If
you do not think he deserves punishment, vote “no.”
If you think Hannibal must be punished, vore “yes.”
On the same ballot, I will ask you to choose one of
three levels of censure that [ am capable of enforcing

| on this list. Each level is worth a certain number of §

points. All points are cumulative.
Level 1: Warning, 1 point. A “warned” memberhas
a description of his warning attached to all emails to

members of this list. Three warnings result in censure. |

Level 2: Censure, 3 points. Censure means temporary |

removal from Vigil and a report to the wider online hunter

community, including hunter-net and all subsidiaries |
thereof. Ifat the time of censure there are enough pointsfor |

Anathema, then appropriate actions will be taken.

Level 3: Anathema, 6 points. Permanent re- |

moval and warning to the wider community of the
hunter’s danger to the cause.

If you want off the list over this, and I imagine |
there will be some of you who do, then send your |
request to me. But if you think that this crap is only |

going to happen here, you are fooling yourself.
Let the party begin.

o

was looking for my friend. The man said he could not
help me. He ordered me to leave his property.

| left. bien str. When | drove away, | saw a car at the
edge of the property. It was stopped and the driver had
descended fromit. Shewas puttinga signintotheground.
It announced an upcoming auction of the property. |
retumed to my hoteland telephoned the bank | had seen
named. They had to explain it to me, but | understood
that they had taken the property because the owner did
not pay his debt. They said that they were to auction it.

1 went to the bank the next moming and told them
Iwanted informationonthehouse. Aserverdirected me
to a waiting room. To my surprise. the monstre | was
pursuing passed me in the hallway. He was leaving and
| was entering. He wore a suit, black like a mortician’'s.
but old-fashioned. |didn’t look at him. | didn't want to let
him know that | knew who he was. not with so many
defenseless people about. As he stepped closer to me
our arms brushed. A spark of static electricity jumped
from him to me. | gasped. nervous. He laughed.

“Pardon me.” he said to me.

I looked at his eues and his smile. His teeth. When |
think of them. 1 shiver with disgust. His teeth had rotted in
hisrmouth. Theywereyelloworblack. They had stringsof....
something stuck in them. and his gums had receded so
that his grin was a skull's grimace.

He was surprised, perhaps by how | looked on my
face. For an etemity it seemed we stared at one an-
other. Finally. he was leaving. and | saw the lights
reflect brightly on a pendant wom around his neck.

| recognized it. It was a small lion's head. It be-
longed to the man that | was searching. | could have
killed the creature right there, stolen the gun from the
guard, perhaps. But | did not. | could have endangered
all those people in the bank, the young mother and her
daughter at the entrance. the uniformed guard and
the servers. | let him go. | understand the importance
of patience. My pere always said. "You not only must
pick your battles, you must choose the place and
time.” My pere was a very wise man.

| met a worman who worked at the bank. | gamered
her friendship. She told me many things that she prob-
ably should not have.

Thehouse's owner had complained. He claimed that
the bank had no right to take the house. He, according
to my new friend, had lost his mind. Some records
showed clearly that the house's debt was substantial
and that the owner had not paid. A court of law had
recently said, based on the records. that the bank had
every right to take and sell the house. My new friend
also told me that someone else intended to bid very high
for the house. She said she hated to see the owner lose
it. but he would at least get some money after thedebt.
It was a lot of maney. She did not understand why the
house's owner wanted so badly to keep it. She did not
understand too why anyone would want to buy it. She
tried to convince me | should not interest myself.

| began to understand. Later that day. | returned
to the house. | was determined to speak to the owner.
| wanted to look closely at him. Already, | had decided
that he was one of us or most likely one of themn. He
had no connection of family to the house. He had
bought the land under a close situation. But he did
have some connection to the man | was following.

This time | went to the house and the man ap-
peared at the front door. He had a gun. He tried to
command me to leave but | persisted and eventually |
approached close enough that we could look at one
another. We talked about the house and | put some
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subtle references into the conversation that could let
him know what | was if he was one. Eventually. we
understood that we were both initiated.

It took us some time to trust — all the afternoon —
but eventually. we told our names. He said he called
himself "Hannibal” on the web. | explained why | had
come to his village and he told me why he refused to
Iose the house. He showed me why. In the back, there
was a door that led into the ground. He took me there,
under the house. into a short dirt room. Through an-
other door. hidden behind some boards, there was a
tunnel that went to a cavem.

Inside the cavern. little pieces of gold light glowed
in the walls. A fog sat on the ground. It was rising from
ahot poolof water. | could feel the energy everywhere,
all around me. It energized me. Hannibal said it was a
very special place. He said the cavern was sacred to
indians a long time ago. and he showed me some
paintings that they made on the walls.

| could not deny the importance of the place. |
offered to help Hannibal but he refused me. He said
that he had a plan and that he was waiting to kill the
“bastard” who “faked” his debt with the bank. He would
not tell me about his plan.

Very soon. | found out. Two days later. the news
were on the front pages of all papers. Someone had
entered in the bank and shot people. Four people dead
there included two servers, a guard and a manager. |
knew immediately what Hannibal had done. The killer
had used a rifle. He did not take money. They had
nothing stolen. The police said that it was vengeance,
evidently committed by an extremely violent criminal.
| am sorry. but | must agree.

And that is not the worst. | drove immediately to
Hannibal's house. lwanted to see what he would say to
me and to see myself exactly how he was insane. |
thought maybe that | could help him. counsel him and
show him the better ways to do what we do. not killing
harmless people. | parked before the house and walked
to the porch.

Hannibal came outside, crazed. He was mad. He
screamed at me to get off his land and called me
termible names. He grabbed me and shook me. He
scared me so.

| tried to talk reasonably to him, to make him calm.
but he continued. He dragged me into the house. |
resisted and tried to free muself from him. He threw
me across the room. | hit my head on the floor.

When | woke up. Hannibal had tied me on his bed.
He had gagged me. | was there during the whole night
until a man came the next morning and said Hannibal
had sent him to free me. He said Hannibal did not want
ever to see me again. | left from the house immedi-
ately and have not seen Hannibal again.

| retumed to my own investigation. It was neces-
sary that | find my friend. the man kidnapped. before
| could leave. | passed several weeks Iooking for hirm. |
found him. He had been killed during the night that |
spent tied to Hannibal's bed. The police said that he
and two others had died when their car collided with a
tree and exploded. In the paper, it showed pictures of
three men. One was my friend. Even now, it is unclear
how the paper obtained his photo. One other | knew to
be the creature from the bank, my friend's kidnapper.
| did not know the third.

| called the parents of my friend and they gave me
permission to arrange for his body to go home. used
this chance to look at the remains and his posses-
sions. The things were belanging to him. but the body

R Wy,
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was very messy. | still did not believe that it was him.
and | looked for more weeks, and | had finally to
abandon it. The family believed him dead. | was chas-
ing shadows. There appeared to be no one to be
protected. | went home.

| believe that if Hannibal had not imprisoned me. |
might have prevented the man's death.

T SRRITORY

Girl, let me first thank you very much for giving away clues to my
location that any fucking three-year-old could follow. You think | can just
up and mave my shit the way you do? Jesus Christ! Can | call her up on
charges for that or some shit?

And regarding your one-damn-sided story. when you first showed
up at my place, | didn't know who the hell you were. | was pratecting my
teritory, as is my right. You were on my property. As far as | knew, you
were just another one of those hign-titted, smooth-talking bank sluts
come to fuck with me. You didn't announce yourself. You just started
prowling around ke fucking Jessica-Murder-She-Wrote, sticking your
nose where it didn't belong. No. | don't put those symbols up all over the
place because | don'tneed helpand I sure as hell don't want it Igotenough
problems without having to worry about covering the asses of whiny
women like you. | had the situation under control until you showed up.

CoorgrAYION

Please do not be so condescending, Hannibal. | do
not need it and | do not deserve it. You think you are
betterthaneveryoneelse, n'est-cepasr? Youthinkyou
are the only one who can be "badass™ Well, | see only
an asshole. And all | said was that you were in the
United States. It is a big country.

| did not know you were there. Sometimes | look
around someplaces. Itisa part of what | do. Inever did say

you did not have the right to protect your temritory or to
force me away. | would comment about the manner in
which you do mark your territory. butlrefuse tomake this

To: vigil list@hunter-net.org
From: coach4l
Subject: Report
The Floyd County Sentinel-Reporterhasastory
on the murder of four people at a local savings and |
loan. They authorities report that they believe the |
masked killer to be a local with a grudge, as has been |
the case in the recent rash of shootings in the US.
Dole, these people had families. Six kids are without
parents. One is now an orphan. My God, what a waste.
L I'm sorry this took longer than expected. |
decided not to involve Dana. I think she would have
ne after Hannibal.
I hope none of this is true. | can’t believe the angels
uld allow this. I only hope Hannibal’s version clears
this up. I've seen what monsters can do to people, how
they can infect normal folks and tumn them into
servants. This has to be the case here. It’s just got to be.
Is there no other impartial group of hunters we can |
to?If the angels sent us to protect people ,maybe
ey sent others to police us. '
Report this to the group as you see fit. If he’s |
guilty, I think I will tell Dana. At least she’s a cop. |

into a useless feud. 1had a reason for being there at your
house. Iwas investigating the kidnapping of my friend. You
could have been much more helpful, but you chose to
guard information away from me and to exclude me from
your games. We should be on the same side. | could have
helped you. We could have helped us together.

Whetheryou believe it or not. most peoplelike usdo
work together. They. unlike you, realize that we fight
the same monstres and that if we want to survive we
must work together. Maybe you think you know every-
thing. but | do not think so. | have leamed a lot from
discussions on the intermet and from the people | know.
lam confident that mu knowledge helps others. too. ldo
not want to be immodest. but | have had many experi-
ences with these things.

Hannibal, | have seen things that would make you
cry like a child. In particular. | have seen our people lose
their minds because of what they have seen. It hap-
pens. They become too angry. or too sad, or too
confused to continue. They lose control of their hate
and start some shootingsprees inrestaurantsorbanks.
It happens all the time. We are human, with the senti-
ments and the hearts that can hurt.

There are others who can help you. | know of a
psuchaologist who has beeninitiated. too. and who under-
stands the stresses of our life. She has made it herrolein
our struggle to counsel us who have experienced more
loss than we can control. Your anger controls you,
Hannibal. It has warped for you the view of the world and
made you hard to the people we were initiated to protect.

PERCEPYION

You call me condescending? Jesus, lady, get a clue. Maybe you
_could_have helped me. Maybe you would have died trying. Maybe |
shouldn’t have given a shit about you one way or the other. Fact is that
you had no idea what you stumbled into, and | didn't have the fucking
time to explain it Time is a real luxury to people like you who wander
thousands of miles on wild goose-chases. You came all this way in
search of your precious little buddy. Why? Did you know what he was
messed up in? Did you feel guilty for letting that happen?? Is that why
you're taking your shit out on me? Am | the scapegoat for your own
quilt? You losthim. Youlet him get away. Youlet those fucking witches
take him. The moment they got theirslimy hands on him.he was agoner.
Did you know that? Did you know how bad you fucked up?

Honey, | couldn't have helped you if Id wanted to. There was no
salvation foryour missing person. None. | knew that the moment you told
me about him. Would it have beenkinder of me to pretend that there was
something we could do? Would it have been more responsible of me to
letyou fuck up my situationjust tofix your broken ego? Would have been
a better team player if | had agreed to share your guilt with you?

Foryourinformation.Ihave tons of contacts out there among the
Reality Challenged. Some of them are a hell of a lot more insane than |
am, and goddamned better exterminators than you are. | have a team
of people | work with. I'm no loner. If you knew me, you'd know that.
Only people with death wishes work alone.

Sure, we may not all have the same goals. And our goals may
sometimes clash. Like now. But my termitory is mine. Yours is yours. If
Ihad thought youandyour fuckingPMS wouldhave listenedtoreason,
I might have treated you differently. but you came at me with more
preconceptions, prejudices and catty-bitch tactics thanmy ex-mother-
in-law. | don't need that shit.

And how dare you imply that | need psychiatric help! If you ask
me, youre the one who's “imbalanced.” Fucking loon. You may talk
pretty and toss around lame passive-aggressive insults as smooth as
stealth farts, but that doesn't make you my judge or my doctor.

Let me ask you something, Oursine. Have you ever actually taken
out a monster? Have you ever killed anything?




Wiiay WeDo

| am not a killer. 1 am a guardian who sometimes
must Kill to keep my territory safe. You may think
there is no difference, and perhaps there is not, but
there is one truth in this: if there will be Nno humans
when it is over, why do we do it? | chose my usemame
Oursine tareflect this. It means mother bear or fermale
bear. As far as | am concemed, we are here for to
protect. defend and support people and the world.
Very few of us would disagree that we have our own
little pieces of the world to patrol. Not many can dis-
agree with me on this, even you. Hannibal. We do
disagree. obviously, about our methods.

We have chosen, all of us. the “treasures” that we
cherish. These things are as varied as the world. The
method behind our madness. taking the custody of
something, keeps us from becoming the things we
oppose. Also. it reduces the chances that we willinter-
fere or trespass on someone else’s territory. Hannibal,
your charge, as some call it, is your home and what it
hides. Am Il wrang? | have naticed this among some of
our Kind. We are the ones whao have found something
special that we want to protect or who think our initia-
tions impose the responsibility of protecting a certain
something.

Let me tell you a story toillustrate. | have a friend
who | will call Jacques. He is one of us, but he has
decided to avoid the intermet. He has his own reasons
for this and, although | think it will hurt him in the long
part, | prefer not to censure him for it. Jacques is a
interesting character. | have known him for years, so
you can imagine my surprise when he arrived on my
doorstep oneday, seeking guidance. and | leamed that
he knew as | did. But that is a story for another time.

NzicueormooDs

Jacques went to the University of Washingtan, in
Seattle. He studied English. It was not very surprising
that he finished by living in the Capitol Hill neighbor-
hood. For those who do not know, Jacques tells me
that Capitol Hill has the reputation for housing people
who embrace individualism. Freedom of speech, alter-
nate lifestyles and artistic expression thrive in this
region of the city — a little piece of home. Unfortu-
nately, this type of neighborhood attracts the young
and the naive who do not yet sense their own maortal-
ity. They do not protect themselves very well.

Only after living there for a little while did Jacques
recognize that hisadopted home was the huntingground
of a8 monstre. Jacques chose the neighborhood. or
perhaps it chase him, tabeits guardian. He could not let
the deaths continue. Eventually, he found one of the
monstres and tracked it. This is never as easy as one
would like. Unless you rely on destiny to make you find
thermn again. you must leam where they live. You must
find their hive, and the creatures are never armogant
about their hiding places. The tracking requires that a

n to wander in places and look for clues, exactlyas
1 did at Hannibal's hause. We have all done this.

And so Jacques thought he had found the building in
which the creature lived. He watched for many days to
confinm his intuition. He in fact counted three creatures.
all living together in an apartment with much security.

To leam their behaviors, Jacques utilized all of his
tricks to ensure that the monstres did not see him. This
cost him several weeks because he did not hurry. He
changed vehicles from time to time and varied the
hours he followed so he would not establish any pat-
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tems that the creatures would notice. He even took a
Jjob at the café across from the building. so that his
presence would bemore palatible. Allthese precautions
finally were successfiil.

Jacques has a unique creativity when he deals with
our attackers. He is not a very big man. nat physically
strong. He can use a gun. but he is naturally averse to
them and carries one solely for emergencies. If he has
his choice, he never actually faces the monstres. In-
stead, he employs cunning and the society's systemto
banish the criminals from his territary.

In this case, Jacques had to plan duringamonthin
advance. He scouted the building, all the entrances
and all the windows. He seduced a lonely woman who
lived within. He used her, yes, but it was for her protec-
tion. What is a false heart compared to death? He
made a special recording with the help of some friends.
He went to the butcher and bought some cow’s blood
for cooking. but he did not have the intention of cook-
ing with it. And then he put his plan into effect.

Une Saturday moming. he rang his lover to ask if he
could visit. She pushed the button in her apartment to
allow Jacques to enter the front door. Jacques had to
work rapidly. He went straight to the apartment where
the monstres nested. Carefully. he poured the blood to
make it resemble that it was leaking frormunder the doar.
And then. he played his tape loudly.

On the tape was the sounds of sormeone pounding
on a door. and then an arqument between a man and
woman. At its height, the recording had a scream.
Having played this, Jacques tumed off the recorder,
put it in his pocket and approached the creatures’ door
and shouted. “Someone call the policel Helpl Helpl”

The neighbors. having heard all the commotion,
did as he said. The tenants agreed for Jacques’ story.
When no one had responded to the police knacks and
commands. the door was broken down. Some one —
the killer? — attacked the police immediately and was
shot. Afterward, they searched for the harmed woman
and found three bodies. At least. there were three
bodies. until the police opened the covered windows
for light and there was nothing but ash left behind.

The police never asked Jacques for his testimaony.
They told everyone a big story about drug sellers. They
lied to the public as they alwaus do. because someane
would not let themn tell the truth about corpses that
became dust.

Jacques had done his job — or rather. he had let
the police do it for him. Cunning and the use of the
authorities allowed Jacques to remove the danger
from his neighborhood without personal risk. He sur-
vived to continue his vigilance. And although he
convinced his lover to move out of that building.
Jacques continued his affair with her.

After this incident., | asked Jacques if he did not feel
quilt for confronting those police with danger. Jacques
shook his head and said no. He believed the police are
the equivalent of us. Jacques called them a “tool” he
uses on occasion when he needs more help. He ex-
plained to me that the police know the risk of death
dermanded by their job. and they accept it because they
have a duty to protect — just like us.

So. yousee, Hannibal, thereareothermeansofhandling
the monstres besides killing blindly to stop them.

Right Obviously Jacqueshasnthadtodeal withcomuptcops. He wil
The day will come when he fries to rely on one of these fucking “authori-
ties” for his life, and he'l find out that theyre on the payroll of some witch.
Thenhellbescrewed |suggestyou see himagain soon. beforeit's toolate,

- W,
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Jacques has taken vigil of his home. Others might
treasure a particular group of people. But | insist that
whatever it is you protect, you do not have to Kill
people — or even monstres — to protect it. For ex-
ample, | have another associate. I'll call her Lise. Lise
has a family extremely large and has many cousins.,
nieces, nephews and others. 5he grew up in a very
close community in ltaly. Lise's “revelation,” as she
calls it, gave her the job of caring for this community
and its descendants. She has constructed a data-
base of these people and she tracks where they
move, who they marry and what children they have.
She calls the project by a special name and claims
that it is an experiment of genealogy and society. She
teaches Human Studies at a private university and
has made the project legitimate. The university funds
it. and she waits to see if others will give her money.
too. She has applied with the government, an Italian
organization and the Catholic Church.

Despite the clear problermns of protectingagroup of
over 3,000 people — BOO famiilies located across the
United States. Canada. Europe and Africa — Lise has
done a admirable job. Her most difficult challenge is
recognizing when one of these people is endangered.
For tohelp her, she pays the families asmallamount to
send her regular reports, all part of her authorized
“study.” She reads every report for any sign of trouble.
They pose questions specifically intended todraw clues
regarding possible dangers. Each personsigneda prom-
ise of honesty and Lise ensures them of being

anonymous. Lise instructs the head of the family,
mostly a parental figure, preferably the mother. to fil
out the form with as much detail as possible.

Lise professes that she simply knows when one of
her charges is in danger as soon as she sees a report.
She told me that when the family has some problems,
the paper becomes a sickly yellow. She reads these
carefully. to see if she can recognize the problemn. and
then arranges to visit the family for more close “re-
search.” (| have never heard of this skill from anather. I1s
anuone else capable of doing sor)

One such letter arrived last spring. Lise had busi-
ness andhad todelay visiting the family untilafterward.
but one day in waiting for the bus. she remarked a
striking headline at a newspaper. It stated "STUDENT
MISSING.” When she againlooked. she said it was gone.
that it read other words. Lise changed plans and called
the family. Once they were agreed to let her stay with
themn. she flew nearly 1000 kilometres to their home.
Hannibal. | must guess, would call this "butting in.”

Themother, especially, treated Lise like a member
of the family. Lise says that this is not terribly strange.
because she becomes a confidante to the personwho
answers the questionnaires. This familyhad twodaugh-
ters. one 17 and one 18. The youngest had the charm
that attracts many young men. and the elder an
athleticism of promise.

At first, Lise presumed the youngest girl was in
danger. She leamed differently when she went to an
acrobatics competition in which the oldest, who | will
call Jeanette, was competing. After. they waited out-
side while _Jeanette changed herclothes. Lisedescribed




to me the event in a letter that she sent to me. It is in
the English that we use for communicating.

The air dripped with hurmidity, making the sweat nun
down the back of my neck. It itched. For that matter, |
itched everywhere, as if little bugs had managed to
sneak into my clothing and were choosing odd mo-
ments to bite. | tried not to scratch too much. but the
rfeeling becarne unbearable. We waited for at least half
anhour beforelbegan toworry. Noone else seerned the
least bit concermed, but then they didn't have the infor-
mation!did. Finally. lexcused myself, claiming aneedto
use the restroom, and went in search of [Jeanette].

The building was almost cormpletely deserted when |
went back inside, and rmy footsteps echoed ominousiy.
Itsetmeonedge. Iwentinto the gyrmnasium andheaded
across to the showers. My guidance carne in the fomm of
amessage displayed on the electronic scoreboard that
had been tumed off only moments before. In bright red,
it pointed an armmow away from the showers. | followed its
lead tothe equiprmentroom. Evenas lapproached, lcould
hear voices inside, whispers. | desperately hoped that |
was about to intermupt some hanmiless secret rendez-
vousofiovers. Butno. Theseoet rendezvouswas comect,
but the harmiless was not. When | gpened the doaor, |
found [Jeanette] in the anns of a thing: something be-
tween man and animall At least. that's how | saw bim. |
don’t believe she knew the truth.

I would have acted then and there, but [Jeanstte]
seemedherselfandin fact said she had toleave., that her
family was waiting. The creature made na threats. |
followed her out slowly so as not to attract attentior.

| confronted [UJeanette] afterward and told her par-
ents simply of an affair. She hated me after that. She
clairmed to love him, that they intended to marmy. Her
parents wanted her to go to college. She rebelled and told
thermthey couldr't stopher. They armgued, andall the while
that headline flashed in rmy mind: STLOENT MISSING.

I knew in my heart she intended to run away with
hirn or that he intended to Kidnap her. Though he derm-
onstrated na ill intent, their marriage rmight only create
rmore of the things. It also occurred taorme that it may be
too late, but the pregnancy test | suggested, and that
her mother made her take, carme up negative.

It becarme increasingly obvious that direct action
would be necessary. [Jeanette]was I5. We couldn 't lnck
herinherroom. andevenher parents couldn't forbid her
frormrunning away. ldecided to take the rmatterinhand.

Lise tells much detail in the remainder of the story, so
I willgive only a brief summary. Inher letter, Lise dedicates
a long section to the thoughts she used to decide what to
do regarding the monstre. Her first idea was to simply kill
it, but she considered that this would only endanger the
family she sought to protect. The final thing that she
wanted was for the police to accuse Jeanette's father of
killing the "boy” in revenge.

Lise's second thought was to threaten the boy
into leaving Jeanette. In the beginning. she had the
intent to threaten his life. but she realized that per-
haps there was a better method. She studied
Jeanette's handwritingand prepared some documents
that she plantedamong thegirl's belongings. She found
an old doll in the back of Jeanette's closet and put a
knifeinit. She also found a picture of Jeanette and the
boy, stole it and cut an X on Jeanette's face.

Finally. she went to the monstre's house. The
“boy” was there alone and was agreeable to talk to her,
butitabsolutelywas not happy tosee her. Inthe salon,
she talked to it. First, she tried reason. She explained
that it was ruining Jeanette's chances for an educa-
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tion and a future. She spoke to it of family and of the
problemsit had caused. Tome, she expressed surprise
at the monstre's understanding, but she did not trust
it. Despite its politeness and pretended congeniality,
intheend. themonstre refused to quit seeing Jeanette.
It said it loved her. In many ways. that sealed its fate.

When the boy looked in another direction. Lise let the
photo fall and pushed it under the divan with her foot.

When her first attermpts did not work, Lise took a
more bold approach. She told him that if he ran away
with Jeanette that her parents would go to the police
and say he had kidnapped her. The police would find
him. He would go to jail. Even if eventually he was
proven innocent. he would spend time in jail and his
famnily would face embarrassment and shame. She
talked about the cost of the courts and the traurna for
Jeanette herself. She described a scene of the police
catching them and putting him away in handcuffs.
Lise promised she had already created evidence that
would show Jeanette was unstable emationally and
felt threatened by the boy. She promised ta telephone
every media in the country and ensure that his family
was revealed across the newspapers and television.

And then, she used biggest threat. “l will tell them
what you are.” Eh well, the monstre could not disguise
his surprise. He stared at Lise, sniffed her and growled.
Lise had poked a nerve.

Lise knew by his eyes that he had the intent tokillher,
but she had bet on the hope that he would not do sain his
family's house. She told him she had a packet of informa-
tion about hirm and his family that a friend would send to
the media if anything musterious happened to her. And
so, the monstre let her walk away. Lise had packed her
bags the night before, and she left Jeanette’s home that

From: gardener67
To: vigil list@hunter-net.org
Subject: This list
| Please unsubscribe me from this list. I can’t
believe what I'm hearing here. And you people are
supposed to be the cream of the crop? “The called”?
I'm sorry, but you scare me. First of all, who gives this
Dole guy the right to tell any of us what to do? And
what gives any of you the right to judge Hannibal? |
I You toss out people's locations like you haven’t
| realized these lists aren’t secure. Realize it, people.
I Just ask your net-god, Dole. From what I've heard
from him, he can tell you just how insecure it is.

I realize that thisisall new tous. It’sreally new tome,
| too. I've only been in on this stuff for a little while, and
| have already screwed up big time. I was really hoping

find some guidance andhelponthishst So far, alll've
seen is people getting all uppity and flaming each other.
I don’t have time for this. I'm really disappointed.
Hannibal, good luck. I don't envy what you're
being put through. Just hang in there. There are
| people out here who understand why you did what
| youdid. I'm one of them. I'll send you my other email
| address. Feel free to write any time if you need
| backup or whatever. Take it easy on each other,
folks, or I won’t be the only rat jumping ship.
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evening so she would not endanger the family if the
monstre came for her. She took a room close. ina hotel.
untilshewas certain_Jeanette was safe. The nextday. she
heard that the monstre had broken with Jeanette. dairm-
ing that hewas doing it for her. that shedeserveda chance
to go to university and make herself something.

Dejers

We all give up many things for the protection of our
wards. | have another friend who protects something.
but who does not killanyone but the monstres tokeep it
safe. "Michel” sormehow came to possess a very unique
objet. He daims that it has some significance to those we
face. He found it in their possession and took it upon
himself to keep it from them afterward. Although | have
never seen it and | hope | never will. Michel tells me that it
is a very old. | believe it is a painting or some such thing.
Michel keeps it safely in an iron bax and must remain
moving as the creatures smell him out. Recently. Michel
told me that ifsomething happens tohim. hewillsend the
objet to me. This does not thrill me. | have my own
charges to protect. For Michel, however, | will try.

Whatever is the objet. Michel has had to defend it
with serious risk to his life. Some numerous times they
have come to claim it. never even questioning why he
possesses it. simply seeking to kill him and have it. Thus,
Michel Iives far from his neighbors and becomes familiar
with no one. He choaoses a life of loneliness for duty to
whiat he considers his calling. perhaps his post.

Subject: Oursine
From: jaguar251
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

You confuse me mucho, Oursine. In one note,
you say that we must do all that we can to protect
ourselves so we be alive to fight again. Then you say
that we must be willing to die for our cause. You call
them charges, these people that we protect. And you
say that our charges are the most important of all and
todie for them. Then you say that we must sacrifice for
our charges. But then you say that it is more important
we not kill humans who are not monsters. I do not
think it is so simple. I do not think we should sacrifice
our values to keep all people alive.

The beings who make us warriorshave said tous what
we should protect. They tell me to protect my people. So
I protect my people. Sometimes I kill other people to
protect my people. These people I kill are not monsters.

‘They are just people. But I kill them because they work
‘with the monsters or because they work against my values.

think that is what Hannibal must have done too. I see
| nothing wrong with this. Is this correct, Hannibal? These
' people were working with the monsters?

In Central America's wars, there are many chil-
dren who die because they carry bombs. If soldiers
there kill a child first, then no one else must die. If
they do not kill the child, then people die too when
the child brings the bomb. I know you have a kind
heart, Oursine, but these are not kind times. We are
at war. In war, all rules change. | see no wrong
committed by Hannibal.

So here. Hannibal, is another example from who
you canleam. People do not have todie for your cause.
Indeed. only the monstres that clearly confront you or
your valued home need be fought.

IDsotogles

Hannibal has said that we cannot trust the societu's
authorities. | have to agree with him on this. However,
this still does not justify killing people who have fallen
prey to their own greed or ambition. Me. | cherish the
concept of Freedom of the Press. After my initiation.
and after they released me from the haspital, Ibeganto
rernark that many of the monstres were influencing the
news media. Some stories kept appearing. one after
the other, that did not reflect the truth, but rather. that
told the story from a point of view that protected or
advanced the agendas of these monstres. A brutal
murder became a terrible accident. A hostile corporate
coup becameamerger. Many times. | look at the stories
and see the word "LIES™ written across them.

In this way, my subconscious reveals to me which
stories | should pursue. And | pursue them. | discover
the truth for all of themn., or for nearly all of them. When
| can. | sow doubt in the minds of the police and the
reporters. | make them reopen cases or print a story
that more closely resembles the reality.

And | do not kill those that | know are being bought by
the monstres. If | must, | go to another newspaper. The
systermworks, ifyouleamhow touseit. Anewspaper car
not afford to be called foolish. They will print falsehoods.
but only if no one knows that they are falsehoods. | use
this knowledge to blackmail them in very subtle marn-
ners. It is complex and each tme is different.

| also leamed a long time ago that people do not
want to know the whole truth. They would prefer tolive
in blissful ignorance of the evil that walks the streets.
BEven | cannot reveal the whole truth. So I write it ina
manner that makes it acceptable, but more true than
the monstres want to see.

| cannot allow these monstres to use our press as
a rtool. Hannibal would have me to Kill all the reporters
and editors who write false reportings. | prefer to stall
the progress of the monstres. | combat their attermpts
to change the press from its noble cause — that of
balancing the governmentand reporting the truth. Twill
not allow them to tum the press into a prastitute who
makes maoney to look fair, entertain and protect those
who believe themselves powerful. They are not power-
ful enough to enslave me. | champion this ideology
that the press is sacred and answers to no man or
monstre. The press has a responsibility to the people,
but most of the time it becomes nothing more thana
marionette with strings attached to dead fingers. |
work to free it.

Not very long ago. my editor sent me to the scene
of a bloody massacre. Ten people were dead. It Iooked
at first like it was a crime war. Approximately eight
others went to the hospital with injuries of varying
seriousness. The police claimed that two crirme organi-
zations had a fight. That is what the press reported as
well. | did not understand this. All the victims had on
clothes for dancing. not fighting. and there werewormen
indress shoes among the victims as well. So. |did more
investigating and discovered a very different story.
One of the injured youth told me that he had gone to
the warehouse for a party.

| discovered that what started with a party be-
came a blood bath when a bad gang came and started
a fight. One of the attendants suddenly went mad and




cut people witha razor. Many people reported that the
monstre did things that required incredible strength.
Some of the criminals had guns, whichwere fired at the
monstre. Many found other targets instead, and none
of the bullets that hit the creature harmed it.

llearned nat to write anything of the supernatural
in my stories, because readers think | am mad. So |
approached this as if it had been a single. psychotic,
drugged murderer. | carefully organized my evidence.
took it to the police and also wrote my story for my
paper. | had one of the witnesses work with an artist to
produce a sketch. | convinced my editor to take arisk.
Once the story was released, the police did not the
choice but to tell the truth and admit that the victims
had not been involved in violent crime activity. The
police held a press conference during which the speaker
admitted that one man had gone on a killing spree.
They did a manhunt for him. but found nothing.

This case was ane of my most successful. The
monstres willgo alongway to protect theirreputations
and their secrets. | have discovered that they will kill to
keep others from betraying them. | have lost some
witnesses this way. | have also found evidence which
shows that the person | was tracking had suddenly
met his ar her demnise. They have a weh of secrecy and
if one link has become weak. then they cut that link
away. At least. this is what | have seen here.

Some stories have nearly cost me my life. They
have tried to protect themselves by killing me. | camry
agunnow and take precautions. | do not list my phone
number or my address publicly. | have put extra locks
onmy doors and windows, and | keep many files on my
activities. These files contain all the supematural ele-
ments that | cannot expose to my editor. Theyareina
keyed box and | have instructed in my will that., if | die.
the files should become the property of a friend of
mine, one of us. who | hope will live beyond me.

From: dole7
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Sod Off Already
Alright, | am becoming tired of being called a
tyrant. How much more of an emergency do we all
need to have — all of our keyboards bursting into
flames perhaps? I was trying to be subtle when I
explained why I felt justified in being the boss here. |
guess it worked for once.
Okay. In black and white, here it is. Ready?
Are you sure?
= The “voices” that many of you claim to hear,
L well, I do not. Hear them, that is. I see words on my
screen, instead. They told me to build this site and do
all this work, even if not in so many words. They
commanded me to protect my part of it, to help you
sorry blokes. Thar is what I do. -
Sowhen Hannibal and Oursine decided tofighton
my list and endangered it, I stepped in. Yes, I steppedon
a lot of your Labour Party views by throwing my weight
around. I am not sorry a damn bit. Six people have
already quit. Sod off and hide in your nice little sacred
world. Or you can join the rest of us in the muckhouse!
You may get dirty, but at least you will be working!

STRAYEGIES

In Africa, there's a type of fly that doesn't wait until you're dead to
lay its eggs in your carcass. It burrows into open wounds, crawling
under flaps of skin or between the swallen walls of cuts. Itlays its eggs
there when youTe not looking. Your body continues to work on
closing up the wound, knitting it back together with collagen, scabs
and regeneration. The flies count on this process to create soft warm
cocoons for their larvae. Eventually, the eggs hatch and the maggots
begin to eat. The wound swells and reddens again. It looks infected,
anditis. You can cutthemout.anasty procedure thatinvolves digging
deeper than the original wound, to get to the larvae that have eaten
their way toward the bone. Or you can wait until they outgrow your
flesh, splitting open your skin and pouring out.

Altematively, you can carry the biggest fucking fly swatter you can
find and kil the bastards as soon as they come buzzing around looking for
some wet, warm hole into your hide.

It'saimostorgasmic. isn'tit, when you lift yourswatterand see that
you've squashed a fat fly? Don't deny it. You know you get a thrill. You
love seeing those white gutssmearedandlegs twitching, don'tyou?ldo.
Fucking parasites don't deserve to live. Fucking. shit-eating, blood-
sucking sons of bitches. God didn't make flies. The fucking Devil did.

50 tell me, Cursine, what's all this crap about negotiating with,
reasoning with orblackmailing flies? Shoo fly, don'tbotherme? Please.
Givemeabreak. That works for all of five seconds before the bastards
are back, with reinforcements, and all the more eager to eat your flesh,
I'm telling you, nothing will stop this plague but the systematic exter-
mination of them all, If your house is infested with roaches, you don't
wave a hose under their noses and threaten them with a good spray
if they don't leave. You chemical the shit out of them and watch with
glee as they tum belly-up. You pull their legs off one by one, and then
their wings, and you laugh as they writhe in agony.

Now, [ admit, | thought the story about the fella using the cops to
break in was damn clever, but whatldontunderstandis why he didntjust
do it himself. | would have. As a matter of fact, | wouldnt have wanted
anyoneelsetodoitIgethomyjust thinkingabout cold, dead bodies tuming
toashandblowing away onthe wind Nexttime, Cursine, have your friend
calme.llicomeanddohisdirty work forhim. Fuck, thekiling's theeasy part
Tell him Hannibal said to try it some time. He just might like it.

We're not what we used to be, Oursine, and the sooner you
realize that, the better off you'll be. It sounds to me like you'e hung up
on being hurman. It shows in the fucking hypocrisy of everything you
say. Maybe inside we'e still human, but our mission in life isn't. It's
bigger than thatand we have to think bigger than that. We have to see
the big picture before it topples over and crushes us.

SACRIFICES

So [ killed four people. | had my reasons. and that's really what's
important here right? | didn't go down to the deli and shoot four
uninvolved harmless folks. | illed fourpeople who wouldhave tumedon
me and put my property into that witch’s hands quicker than you can
scream., “T'm coming.” I had to get back my deed. | had to get nd of that
trumped-up mortgage. Those four people could have identified me. |
don't have the fucking luxury of being able to go anywhere fo protect
myshit.Ifsinone place. It doesn't travel well. Sowhat'smore important?
Those four pawns or my rook? | know what my answer is.

Sure, know some of you think I'm a real dickhead. Not like | give
a shit, but we do what we gotta do, you know? That's what this is all
about. Despite what Qursine may want to believe, | don't go around
kiling innocent people. Of course, this isn't the first time it's happened,
and it won'tbe thelast And | guarantee thatI'm not the only one who's
had these ignorant dorks get in the way. If you haven't had it happen
yet, it will. | promise. The first time, you'll want to stick your head in the
oven and callit quits. Then it keeps happening and eventually you just
chalk it up as being part of the job. Shit happens.




To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: cabbie22
Subject: Criminals

It amuses me that so many people who are against §
Hannibal never had to deal with evil until they were
called. Has anyone else noticed this? Where I live, you
face danger everyday. Same for my line of work. Anyone
youmeet could want more than aride. Until recently, we
didn’tknow thatall the criminalsweren’thuman. (Coach,
why don'tyou ask Dana about thisone?) But I know from §
experience that not all criminals are monsters. People

| hit, rob and kill. Normal people are not the pure little
children that OQursine makes them out to be. Actually, |

| am surprised by her opinions, considering she’sareporter §
and she sees all the evil that people do. I wonder if
Oursine was so shocked to find out that horrible, irre-
deemable things walk the Earth that she created a hiding
place for herself. It’s the old “us” versus “them” thing.
Unfortunately, not all people are on our side.

Famicy Dyseuncrions

If | am understanding you comrectly. Hannibal, you
say that we should give up our morals because the odds
are no longer the same in the game. | am not in agree-
ment. Ithink that we have to hold onto themevenmore,
sothat wedonot become like the monstres. When | look
at the people you call “ignorant dorks,” | see families.
Some among us. not like you. have families. We have
homes. We try to keep an image of normalcy for those
we love, because we can not desert them. No one has
theright toask that of us —not even the power that has
asserted itself and made us what we are.

Since you are so intelligent and so experienced, tell
us howyou thinkwe should becormekilling machines while
still maintaining family. friends and jobs. We still must
eat. We still need love. Do you know lover

That sounds like a challenge, Oursine. Fine. You asked my opinion.
Youre fucking going to getit: Before youdoanything else, you have toget
your shit together. You have to plan. Sure, it takes money to eat, to puta
roofoveryour head and to equip yourselfproperly. But if the shitI've heard
onthelistisanywherenear true. you peopleare out there fuckingup. trying
to hold onto life as it was and maintaining your status quo.

Your lives went up in smoke the moment you sparked. Give it up!
You'e dead. YouTe gone. The women, men, mothers, fathers, wives or
husbands that you used to be have disappeared. You've got a price on
your head now. Youre wanted. Do you _really think youTe doing
anyone a favor by sticking to your old values and pretending to be
something you're not? You're kidding yourself and youTre setting your
loved ones up fora fall. There’s a price to pay sometimes, and sometimes
that means the loss of lives. Your destiny has sacrificed your lifestyle

Go ahead, all the same, though. Eat your meatioaves, play your
checkers and read your bedtime stories. Just don't be surprised when
the flies come buzzing around your little nest.

‘The big. bad wolfis huffing and puffing at your house. Eventually, it
will blow your fucking house down. Your world will crash around your
ears. You think I'm kidding? Look around. Look at all those who have
already experienced it. No one can live twa lives for long. Angel by day.
Vengeful whore by night. It catches up.

Yet when it does, there are people who can help you pick up the
pieces. You don't have to sleep in the fucking gutter or eat out of
dumpsters. Planning ahead helps. Take out very solid life insurance

-

policies onall your family members and yourself. Do it right now. If any
ofthemgeteaten, you'llhave the money youneed to save therestand
getrevenge. [fyou geteaten. your family's set. Peace of mind. it's called
in the infomercials. Of course, I've listed both my removed family (yes,
[ have one) and a certain non-profit organization as my beneficiaries.

This organization, called the Rose Foundation, helps those like us.
It does many other things as well, socially praise-worthy things, which
keepitlegitimate in the public eye. Its founderand principal benefactor,
who chooses to remain anonymous, created the group to get money
to those of us who've had our feet, breath and finances knocked out.
Don't even bother petitioning for cash unless you really needit. The RF
keeps a close eye on us. It knows when you've been naughty or nice.
It knows whether you deserve a present or a lump of fucking coal.

ToYeteorNorvoTsu

If youdotry tolive twolives, Oursine, Ihave a question. How are you
going to explain when Mommy comes home from a PTA meeting
coveredin blood, brains stuck in her hairand a Smminher purse? The old
community theater excuse only goes so far. Are you going to tell your kid
that youre aninterationalspy ora govemment agent”? What about your
husband? You think theyre going tounderstand? Tonotwant tohelp? Or
worse, nottry to protect you from the monsters thatare trying tokill you?
Goahead and explainit to them. If they don'thave youlockedup _again
they're gaing to become even more of a burden than they already are.

Is that what you mean by maintaining a semblance of the old
morals, Oursine? Lying to your family? Leading the monsters home to
them? Is that what you recommend for the rest of us? That's fucked
up. The rules have changed for us all. Turm the page. No, the page was
turned for you. Quit trying to be something youTe not.

T oots of vHE T RADE

Has anyone besides me noticed that Oursine has finally shut the
hell up? What's the matter? Am | making sense to you? You and
people like you want to put us all into neat little pigeon holes and
make rules for our behavior. [l bet you're in the French version of the
moral majority, aren't you? It's not so simple though, sister. It's never
that simple. Maybe once you've been around awhile, you'll under-
stand what I'm talking about.

From: descent88
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Compassion
Jesus, Hannibal. Show a little compassion, will you?
I know it’s rough out there, but that doesn’t mean you
have to be so brutal about it. It’s not so easy for some
people to just turn their backs on their lives. Sure, you
have a point that everything changes once you're im-
bued, but that doesn’t necessarily turn us into unfeeling,
uncaring people. It doesn’t make us “poof” into hard-ass
mercenaries. 've known both sides of that coin.
I agree that you have to plan in ways you never
thought before. Insurance, a will, the whole kit and §
' caboodle. Our kind are dying left and right. There’s
‘no denying that. Some of us feel even closer to our §
loved ones after our eyes are opened. We realize just
how important they are to us because death is sud-
denly right there, breathing down our necks.
It may not even help to have dealt with the dead
_before_. After your eyes are opened, it takes on a
whole new meaning,




ldon'tget how Oursine cansuggestamoral code for us whenourjobs
are so fucked up.Imean, ook at the things we're up against Thisisnt one of
those Old World polite battles where everyone stops shooting at sundown
and takes holidays off. This is the Big One. These bastards don't pull any
punches. They use peopleas cannonfodder, Youwantsomebody toblame,
blarme the prick who forged thase mortgage papers and forced my hand

We all fight this war differently. What works for Joe Blow usuglly
doesn't work for anyone efse. It all depends on what you're protecting and
who'scomingafterit Thereare norulesinthis war. itsevery man forhimself.

Howe Szcuriry (Y zicks anp Yxars)

Of course, you can maximize your chances of winning battles
with a little forethought, like | tried to fucking do before Oursine came
strutting in and shot my trap all to shit. | guess that's the drawback of
horme security. Good guys can get caught in them just as easily as the
fuckers they're intended for.

Around my place. | got all kinds of traps rigged. They all got a
different purpose. Some of them tell me if anyone’s been snooping
around. You can take a knife and cut little slits in your door and
doorframe, thenstringabit of thread between them. This works better
than any expensive-as-shit electronic alarm. If the thread is gone,
somebody opened the door. Works on windows, too. Stretch thin
thread, the color of your floor, at ankle-level across doorways and on
stairs. You get used to stepping over it. Others don't notice. Just don't
attach it too firmly to the doorframe or the trespasser will feel it.

Try spreading baby powder on the front steps. Once it’s been
messed up, it’s pretty damn tough to put right again. Nothing sticks to
shoesquite as well or tracks better. Sprinkle it on your windowsills, too,
Once you've done all this, set yourself a routine of checking them all
whenyouget home. Start outside and move inward. Don't fuck upand
forget. The one time you do, youl be real sorry.
£scars Rouss

If you live anywhere but on the first floor, get yourself some
knotted rope and make ladders — several of them. Pretend you're the
fucking fire marshal. Put them in your house wherever you have
upper-story windows. This is just common sense. You never know
when you'll have to make a hasty retreat. Train your kids to use them.
Train your spouse. They hesitate, theyre dead. Do drills so they never
question you when you tell them to get the fuck out of the house.

If you can, make a hiding place in your house. | recommend
closing off a closet and cutting a trap door into the attic. Think about
it. You want two exits out of it. You don't want to be trapped in your
ownhiding place. Put one of those big wardrobe things infront of itand
cutadoorin the back of the wardrobe to get to it. Supply it. Putin food
and water, weapons andacell phone.Be smart. What's that Boy Scout
motto? Something about being prepared? Do it.

Wenromry

The best defense starts at a shootingrange. Get yourselfa gun

a big one that shoots big bullets. Don't fuck around with weapons. |

From: bocal77
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Help

I should be so lucky as Americans.

Where do I gets a gun? My friend Massimo he |
has a bird gun we used, but now the police have come
and found that the bullets he has to register, some are |
now gone toshoot an ogre near Cortona! Now what? §
He's gone to jail and the creature she know it!

In boca al lupo!
Crepi al lupo!

CHAPYER Z:YRIALSAND YRIBULAY IOKS
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once saw a shambler tear the head off a girl who had just shot it five
times. One bullet even hit it in the facel The dumb bitch was packing
one of those pussy purse poppers that giris think are cute, | guarantee
shedidn't thinkitwas cute whenherhead was separate fromherbody.
This isn't a fashion show., There's no room for squeamishness in what
wedo. Youhave tolike the taste of blood or youmight as wellgodown
to the funeral parlor right now and pick out your coffin.

Some of us have contacts. If you live somewhere like | do where
you can't get an autormatic or semi-automatic easily, speak up! It'l
probably cast you. Hell, you know it will. But what's your life worth?

Youalsogot to think about where you're gonna keep your guns. Lock
themawayinasteelcabinetsoyourkids can'tgetatthemandit'sequally hard
for you to get at them in a heartbeat. Something to think about, huh?

Inthe movies the hero always wins. Their families may get fucked
up a little, scared a lot or kidnapped or some shit, but they always
survive,don'tthey? Yours won't. There’s a reason for that. If youre out
kiling these assholes, soanerar later, one of themis going to fallow you
home. You have to think about all this _now . Those bastards out
there are playing for keeps. It's survival of the fittest and they intend to
be at the top of the food chain. Shit, they already are.

Junemeny

| killed those people. | admit it. [ killed four mindless puppets that
plotted against me. They were dead the moment that fucker used
them to try to get my property from me. Ishot them to shut themup.
| got my deed and those forged mortgage papers back, too. And |
showed that fucker witchexactly whathe was upagainst. Andifyou'd
left me alone, Oursine, your friend wouldn't have died.

What you didn't know was that me and that bastard had been
going around and around for a while, ever since | bought that property
out from under him. [knew what was under that house. So did he.and
he wanteditbad. He and his butthole friends jumped me a couple times.
| almost died protecting that place. But each time he came, | leamed a
littie more about him. | knew what he could do and what he couldn't.

Sure, the locals thought | was crazy, but that's because | never
wentout. Whenldid, wound up with traffic lights changing wrong on
me, near accidents, near misses and near death. 'm not stupid. | knew
Ihada price on my head, and that bastard, the one whose appearance
bothered your tender sensibilities, was behind it all.

Then here you come with your self-righteous attitude and your
search for this guy who was lost the moment you let him get nabbed,

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: cabbie22
Subject: Guns
I agree that a gun is important. Hell, several |
guns. | carry a pistol and keep a shotgun, a baseball |
bat and a knife in my cab. I learned to shoot in |
Michigan, on the farm of a friend. But even the §
biggest firepower isn’t going to help you if you don't
use your head. You go off half-cocked into a nest of §
L monsters and you'll just disappear. I say use whatever §
neans necessary to get the fuckers out of your neigh- |
orhood. But not everyone is as macho as Hannibal.
We each have strengths and we have to use them to ||
the best of our ability. Like the guy who runs that |
'Rose Foundation. I bet he hasn’t blown away more
than a handful of rots. He's got a different calling.
That's cool by me. -

and you screw everything up. What littie Miss Oursine has failed to tell
you is that when she showed up at my place, all huffy and ragging
about the four people I killed, she walked right into the trap | had set for
Mr. Black. She says | was screaming at her, but you should have seen
her with her face all red and her screechy accusations. She screamed
Justas muchas | did. if not more. She didn’t show up to try to help me.
She showed up to fucking nag me up one side and down the other. |
know that look. | got an ex-wife.

So, yeah, I pulled her in the house. | had to shut her up. Mr. Black
was on his way and | didn’t have time to inform my uninvited guest of
the plan. | never meant to knock her out. That was an accident, though
Igottoadmititsure as hell made it easierto tuck her safely away where
she couldn’t fuck things up. I didn't trust her to back me. As far asl was
concerned, her attitude made her a liability. | figured she'd just as soon
turnon me in a snit as fight at my side.

Black showed up all right. He Killed my helper and snuck in the
back while | was making Oursine comfortable. The bastard must've
heard all the shouting. He knew | was home. | didn’t want him to
know that. My trap failed, thanks to Oursine. | lost a good friend. |
found his body later.

Black came at me with everything he had. Desperate men do
desperate things. Fortunately, I'd rigged the house with tripwires and
otheralarms, solheard the bastard comingup the stairs. First thing had
to do was get away from Oursine. No fucking way | was gonna let
Black hold herlife over my head. Problem was, there was only one way
out and Black was coming that way. 5o, | charged him. | came out
shootingand didn’tstop moving untillhadslammed pasthimand fallen
down the stairs. Hit my elbow hard.

Surprise is a beautiful thing. Don't you forget it. | stunned Black
long enough to haul my ass up and run into the kitchen. That's when |
leamed Black hadn't come alone. He had a new partner. I'd killed all the
others. Bastard was in the backyard, getting ready to open the cellar
door. I didn't bother to stop him. The explosives 'd rigged there would
do the trick for me. Another reason why | didn’t want that little lady I'd
stashed upstairs wandering around. | hit the deck. The explosion blew
out all my windows. It was impressive, | have to admit. Cocky witches
think they reinvulnerable. Well, old Hannibal showed that one different.

Betteryet, Black came into the kitchenjust as the bomb went off. He
got hit with plenty of glass. It didn't stop him, but it sure helped his looks.

| knew better than to stay down. | hit my feet and started
shooting again. | must have put three slugs into Black. The impact
senthiminto the living room. on his back. I'd have finished him right
then and there, but I was out of ammo. | had more guns stashed in
the shed outside, so | went to get them. | already knew Black would
get up again. He always did. Bastard once had his belly and dick
blown apart — by me — and laughed in my face as | watched the
wounds close up. They didn't mend nice and pretty, though. They
looked all fucked up. I've laughed at that plenty of times since,
thinking about how Black would never get laid again. That's prob-
ably why he hated me so much.

[made it to the shed, al right | grabbed what | needed and went to
leave, but the door wouldn't open. Black had followed me fasterthan'd
expected. It started getting hot in there, real hot | tried throwing myself
against the door, but it wouldn't budge. | tried shooting it, but that didn't
doany good.| was trapped and starting to sweat. | mean, the sweat was
pouring off me. Because of the heat, not because  was scared. [d always
figured'd bite it sooner than later, and that day was as good as any. But.
[wasn't going to die with a whimper. No fucking way.

I tried everything | could think of to get out of that shed. The tin
roof started tuming red, it was so hot. | realized that was how he was
doing it. He was heating up the roof somehow. I smelied something
burning. The roof was starting to set the timbers on fire. | had all that
ammo in there and | was definitely going out with a bang.

Black started laughing. | quess he figured | had exhausted all my
ideas. That pissed me off. | wasn't going to let him get the best of me.




If | was going out, so was he. [ was feeling pretty weak by that time. |
felt like | was cooking. | quess [ was. The shed had a utility sink. | turned
it on and wet my hair. That’s when | got my idea.

| started shouting, “Let me out of here, you son of a bitch! I got all
myammo in here! It's gonna blow!” | figured that'd make him back off
toasafe distance and maybe even getbehindsomething to protect his
hide. The heat didn't let off, but that didn't surprise me. One of the
beams caught fire. The time had come.

| grabbed a wrench and started unhooking the utility sink. It was
abigone,made of stainless steel.I figured | might cook underit, butlhad
more of a chance there than | did getting blown to bits in the middle of
the shed. Unhooking the sink took too damn long, but [ gotit done. The
freed pipe spewed water everywhere, sizzling where it hit. Smoke
was filling the shed and | could barely breathe. A shell exploded like a
big firecracker. Then another. [tumed the sink upside downoverahale
I'ddug tohide some guns. |gotdowninto the hole and covered myself.
I'mno smallman, but Itell you, when your assis on theline, its amazing
how itll clinch tight enough to fit into the smallest place. | originally
thought to cut some garden hose and thread it through the drain pipe,
but | didn’t have time. | hoped the explosion would blow out the fire.
Andthat's exactly what happened, faras| could tell Talk about the 4th
of JulylMy ears are still ringing from the shot and bullets ricocheting off
the sink. That was the longest few minutes of my life.

|don’t know when | crawled out, but it couldn't have been much
later. All | wanted was air. The wreckage was beautiful — smoldering
timbers and melted metal. Soon as | was out, a bumt beam gave way
and the tin roof collapsed onto the whole mess. | tell you, that's one of
those shit-your-pants moments. | didn't, but man, | came close. My
clothes and hair were singed. My skin was red and blistered. Hey. | was
alive. And | have a talent just like Black's. | can fix myself up with my
mind. It didn't put me back to perfect, but it sure helped a hell of a lot.
| made myself quit coughing and hocked up a big ball of soot and snot.
| made my skin quit buming. Then | went after Black.

It didn’t take a genius to figure out Black was already in the
cellar. | knew that's where he'd go just as soon as he thought | was
dead. So that's where | headed, too. The cellar door explosives had
been rigged to blow cutward, but it still left a big hole in the ground
right where the entry had been. It also collapsed some of the first
room of the cellar, but | could see the opening where Black had dug
to get to the cavern. Once again, | had surprise on my side and |
planned to take full advantage of it.

Now, this part’s kind of weird to tell — and | was there! | head
down there and what do | find? A bloody. fucked up Black sitting
naked in the spring. At first | thought he was dead. He had his eyes
closed and he wasn't moving. | watchedhim alittle, trying to figure out
the best way to kill him, and that's when | noticed the strange move-
ment of the water and the mist. It looked like it was soaking into him
and fixing him up! | couldn't let that happen.

CHRPY ER 2: YRIALSANDYRIBULAY IONS &

To: vigil list@hunter-net.org
From: cabbie22
Subject: Hannibal’s Story
Now that we have both sides of the story, I would
like to make a suggestion. Let's all take a breath, say
I some prayers for guidance and really consider what
we're talking about here. | know it's very easy to get
upset when defenseless people get killed. I see it
happen everyday. It's what we call life. I alsoknow it's
very easy to point fingers. | think we should give
Hannibal some serious consideration. | mean, he had
reasons for doing what he did that seemed right tohim
at the time. I'm not saying they were good or bad
‘reasons. He just had his reasons.
. The last thing I want to worry about when I'm
“up tomy ass in _them_ is whether the people on this
list are going to turn their backs on me. There’s some
serious issues here that we have to think about. We
shouldn’t make our decision based on anger. Let’s
take a step back and breathe. Who knows? Maybe
QOursine wouldn’t even have been around to make
her complaint if Hannibal hadn’t locked her up.

Ihad thought it might come this far some day, so Id hid a revolver
downthere. Planningahead_.yousee.lcovered my bases. Butwhen
| pushed aside the rock to reach in the hole for the gun, Black woke up.

There was fearin his eyes. He raised a hand and shouted, “Not in
herel” or something like that.

Youthink llistened?shothimonce. That's all it took. Hithim ight
between the eyes and threw his head and half his brains against the
wall. Turns out he knew something | didn't. The bullet ricocheted, but
notnormal. Fucker justkeptgoing and going. hitting off the walls. [ tried
todive outof there but the bullet still found me. It blew straight through
my shoulder while | was crawling back up the incline to the cellar. [ lay
there bleeding for awnhile, but | survived.

By the time Igot out of the cellar, it was dark. I fixed myselfupand
tried to put my place back together as best | could. | put Black, all the
pieces of his friend and my dead buddy in Black’s car. | took it out to
Route 9andranitintoa tree. Then I blew it up. | called a friend of mine
andhad himlet Oursine go.ldidn't want tosee her. Apparently.she was
50 pissedshe didn'teven notice the destructionin the yard. Apparently.
she was so pissed that she couldn't see the forest for the trees. Take
my advice, girl. Watch your own back and Il watch mine. Don’t come
around here again. Next time, 'l really kick your ass.
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He sitteth alone and keepeth silence, because he hath

borne it upon him.
— Lamentations 3:28

LULOGY

From: oursinell3
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Whuy?

Mon Dieu, we have lost another of our pegple. She
was a doctor who dedicated herself to helping the rest
of our kind. Many considered her a friend. She touched
numerous lives in the little time she had after her
initiation. | will always believe that she had a special
purpose here with us.

She once wrote to me. "We cannot hide in our
comers and protect only those precious things for
which we received our calling. We must also protect
each other. We are not just here to challenge the
monsters. We're here to challenge one another.” She
believed that the real victims in this war are the initi-
ated, us. She dedicated herself to raising spirits that
had fallen. In her way, she helped to protect us all from
descending completely into the pits of Hell.

| have thought a lot about Hannibal and my dhamges
against him. certainiy now that | see others who support
him. | have searched myself to see if | truly believe | do the
comrect thingand | have conduded that lcannot giveup. Ido
notbelieve that Hannibalneeded tokil those people. Idonot
believe that we should kil anuone who gets onour path. My
kiling. She hated to watch what we are becoming.

Wewere her charge. We have lost one of our best.
Because of her death, we are a little closer to ruin. |
believe this with allmy heart. The monstres have dealt
tousasevere blow. lrenewmy chargesagainst Hannibal
because we must all see that we are not the monstres
and we do not have to behave like them.

In tribute to my friend's memaory. | offer the follow-
ing discours. Consider it with all the dedication that one
ofour fallengave us. Thereis nothingmore that |l cando.

T OMORROWS

Is there a light at the end of this tunnel? Will this
dark times ever end? Who are wer What are we? Why
has this been done to us? These questions have
haunted me from the moment of my initiation. Since
then, my life has turned upside-down. lam not unique.
Every one of you knows how | feel myself. Although we
may express it differently. all of us, we know the an-
guish. terror and uncertainty that accompanies the
responsibility destiny has heaped upon our shoulders.

To what distance should we go for to live up to this
responsibility? Are there horizons we should not
traverse  And more impartant, why not? It depends of
what we hold important. Perspective. Me. | believe
that this is the thing the most important to what we
do. Perspective. We must sustain it.

In the future, the world will have changed. It isalwaus
doing that. It cannot help itself. | wormy myself of its

From: hannibal137

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Re: Mourning
You know, I feel real bad that your friend is dead,
Qursine. But I got to say, | seriously fucking doubt she
would appreciate you using her memory in a personal
e against me. | mean, shit, where was all this
| sorrow and sympathy for the dead when I lost my friend
- to Black? Youhaven'tsaid aword about that, have you?
Lady, I don’t know what kind of emotional
comfort you get from your self-righteous and vindic-
tive attack on me, but it sucks. I'm just a guy out here
trying to keep my head above water and maybe fuck
up the plans of a few freaks along the way.
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direction and what it will become. | have heard many
different prophesies, some that call for doom. some fullof
hope., Can we really know what will happen? No. We never
predicted what is happening now. Before ourinitiations. we
did our daily routines. kissed our children. attended our
businessmeetings. went to themarchewithoutanysense
of the place where we would be today or of the informrmation
we would know. The sarme holds true for tormormow.
Doesitmatterwhat tomorrow holds P Perhapsitdoes.
Perhaps it does not. | like well to think that if we had not
enjoyed the little things of our earier lives, we would never
fight as diligently as we do. What will armive if we forget the
Jjoy of those simple pleasures? What will armive if we be-
comehardandwithoutermotionlikeHannibal? laskmyself,

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: dragon218
Subject: Re: Why?

Always there be monsters come worry us. There
always be suffering. We accept this. In perfect world,
they are there. Good and evil fall from balance. We
fight regain balance, but we not overturn balance. If |
‘overturn balance, we kill us all and we defeat selves.

I This is way of Kessanhito.

Those who Hannibal kill not die with honor.
Theydie indishonor. Hannibal not give them chance
balance self. Is wrong. Some will die in fight. They
have much honor. I hope I have good fortune to find
death athand of enemy. If do, ] assure,  die not alone.

My doctor friend asked herself, too. Shewas telingme
amways totake awalk in the park, toseea fimor tohavean
espresso in the sidewalk café. She said that these things
help us to guard our humanity. They remind us of why we
must fight. She said many times that, “the tomomow we
ervision today will be the tomomow we enjou.” It bothered
her greatly that some among us believe our purpose is to
become the next plateau of human growth. "No,” she said.
“We are not better than those who have not taken the
watch: we are more vuinerable.” It tnok me a long time to
understand what she meant. but now | believe | do. She
meant that the initiation puts us in danger. This danger
comes inmany forms, physical, mental and ermotional.

We are now more likely to have a divorce, to watch
friends die violently. or to die ourselves. We do not have
the luxury of security or of blissful ignorance. We know
what is lurking behind it. We see our grim reaper’s face
and know his name. When all appears lost, we must look
beyond that skeletal visage to a future where all people
will lIve in harmony and security.

Wiar Reour Tobay?

| don't got time to think any further ahead than the next attack
onmy house. | sure as hell don't have time to go wiggle my toesina
field of wildflowers. Sure, | got things set up in case [ kick the bucket.
Sure, | got things planned for when the next witch comes sniffing
around my place, but I sure as fuck don't got any urge to plan for the
next couple hundred years. My job is here and now. Seems to me
philosophy 1s a luxury | can't afford. My life is all about bullets and
blood and this patch of earth that | protect. I'm happy if | wake up in
the morning. I'm fucking ecstatic if | get through a day without some
bastard trying to cook me. Fuck. | guess if we have to talk about the
future, all | can say is that the future will tell which one of us, me or
Oursine, makes it out the other side in one piece.




CHAPYER 3:OUR FUT URE

FrecDom oF Cholcs

We arenot obligated todo this. Weelect it. Eachone
among us could sit down and refuse to do anything for
the duration of our lives. But we do not. Why? Me. |
believewedoit because weall. eachinherownway. love
the waorld. Theworld belongs to us. We feel arespaonsibil-
ity toward it and to all of humanity. We are protective of
it. like a mother is protective of her child or a child is
protective of her mother. | doubt that any one among
you can deny this, Somewhere in our hearts and souls,
we hope for a future particulariy beautiful for our world.

It is possible that your future does not have the
same qualities as mine, but does that truly matter? Your
vision is enough to make you combat the cauchemars
that threaten it. The choice you made. to save some-
thing. implies that you have fear of these creatures and
that you care enough to defend against them.

Someone has intervened or something has hap-
pened to enlighten us and to let us see. Why? The
answer to me seems obvious. Sowe cando something
aboutit. Noteveryone knows themonstreswalkamong
us. Most of the world continues to live life as it nothing
has changed. They worry themselves about their bills,
about whether their children are healthy. and whether
traffic will make them late to their appointments. If
only life were that simple again. | miss those days.

But, for a reason unknown. we the initiated have
come of age. We were ready. All the others were not.
still are not. They deny what we tell them with all the
ferocity of a child who does not want to believe thereis
noPereNoél. Like parents. we do the ugly work. cut the
paper. apply the tape. curl the ribbons. suffer paper
cuts and stay up late at night to place the presents
under the tree. We eat the cookies. We drink the milk.
We doit so that our children willawaken in the morming.
run down to see what Pere Noél has left for them. We
do it so that they can still believe.

Why do parents foster a belief in Pere Noél? Why do
we teach our children to put their fallen teeth under their
pillows P Why dowe not revealall therealities of theworld ?
1 believe we do it for two reasons. For ta instill a sense of
marvel in our children. Like this, we invest in the future.
And because secretly we wish we could still believe.

It is @ shame. no? That we have lost that inno-
cence? Onceitisgone, itisgone for forever. Youcannot
reclose the eyes that have opened and seen the truth.
The initiation denies us blissful ignorance. What gifts do
we receive in exchanger? We can watch faces of others,
blessedly ignorant light upwhen the wonder of the world
still delights them. We have the satisfaction of knowing
that another day or season passes happily and our
children. our wards. remain safe from the monstres.

No Cuorez av Aut

Why does any parent work his ass off to put food on the table for
his family? Notallof them do, but there’s guys out there who work two
or three jobs to buy cereal, shoes and school books for his kids. Most
of the time, he’s not thinking about who his kids will marry or whether
theyll do okay twenty years down the road. He’s thinking about
getting them through kindergarten, grade school or high schoolinone
piece. fed and clothed. Maybe those rich fuckers can waorry about
which college their kid's gonna go to, but most of us poor folk are just
trying to keep kids alive. It's day to day. hand to mouth.

So now we allgot a betteridea ofjust how cruel a fucking world it
is. When we awoke that day and saw the monsters, weallbecame poor.
If any of you used to think you were on top of the world, had your good

Jjobs and your 401Ks... Things have changed, havent they” You're blue
collarnow. You're poor and you gotta sweat right along with the rest of

From: howitzer1 14
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Are we crazy?

Arewe?Hasitoccurred toanyone that maybe we're
nuts? Obsessive and compulsively paranoid, if there is
such a thing? I mean, listen to us. We're debating what
_might_ happen years down the line, and meanwhile
there are bloodsuckers, zombies, werewolves, ghosts and
_things_ out there right now, getting ready to eat
whoever crosses their path. Don't we have anything
better to do than gawk with morbid curiosity at other
people’s misfortunes, wax poetic and criticize our fel-
lows? This kind of diversion may take our minds off the
horrible truth for a little while, but... are we crazy?

Maybe we should just come out of the closet as
a group. Tell everyone. There's monsters out there
| that are sucking your blood and eating your kids!
I No, you can’t see them, but we can!

Maybe if we shout loud enough, people will begin to
believe us. Wouldn't it be great if some day everyone
knew about the monsters! Then again, they might just |
put us all in straightjackets and call it mass-hysteria.
We'd make history. We'd be famous. Maybe we could
getashoton Jerry Springer. And then a day, amonth or
ayear later, all the things would pick us off one at a time.

us, because the bastards rule everything. We've been taken down a

notch. That's the cold reality of it. Maybe they didn't take your money or

your fancy jeb, but they sure took away your security, didn't they?
What I'm trying to say is, what's the point of wasting your time

picking your kids’ college when they need help nght here, ight now. |

staying fucking alive’? It doesn't do any good to think about the future

if you don't have your shit together _now_. While you're debating

where well be _years from now_, the fuckers are out there doing

whatit takes todestroyus_now_. We've got to quit talking so much

and protect what's ours!

Lonty Ay vHe Yop

Yes, we as protectors have children. but our chil-
dren are young and old. Theyre everyone we know.
What makes them des enfants is that they do not
understand what is happening. Therefore. it is to us to
make decisions for them. We have a great deal of
power, you know? What we do today decides the fu-
ture for all people. Inmany ways. we have the power of
life and death on them. How do we choose who to
save? Dur numbers are limited and we are dying every
day. We can not save them all. Who do we saver?

It is lonely at the top. The kings and the presi-
dents make decisions of this genre every day.
Militaristes do it as well. They understand that there
are some who must die and some whao will live. Who
dies? Who lives? And what impact will this have on
the path our future takes ? How do we choose? If you
had to choose between protecting a teenager or a
pregnant woman. who would you choose? Perhaps
the teenager will be an important scientist, but the
mother and her child will die anyway. killed by a driver
a year later. How do we choose?

No one among us can know what the future holds,
but we must approach our decisions very seriously.
The day will come when we will have freed the Earth of

ol Wy,



From: sixofswords29
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Re: Why?

Who do we choose to save?! You may think this is
a new question, but it is not. Firemen and policemen
make these decisions every day. The answer is simple.

.~ You try to save them all, but if you must choose, you
| choose the one that is easiest to save. Reason for this?
~ Because you want to succeed and you want to get out
yourself. You choose the one who is most difficult to
 save, then you might fail altogether and all will die. It
is a very practical question and answer.

Hannibal is very practical. He understands the
danger of these creatures, but Oursine does not. She
doesnot see that they control somuch of the world. She
does not see or chooses not to acknowledge. The
conspiracy is vast. Thesituation isdire. Qursine sets her
sights too high and she fails. She tries to save the more
difficult victim. In the end, this will drag her down, too

the monstres. When that happens. we will be the be-
ings the most powerful on the globe. What does that
mean? It means that we take care that our children do
not have the reason to destroy us.

Rit Y T ogeTHER

People are our allies. We must never forget this
and always treat them with the respect that they
deserve. | talk about them being our children, ours to
protect, but the truth does not stop there. Slavers
throughout history have taken the view that their
slaves would return to savagery if they were not pro-
tected and guided. Many people have subjugated
others because of the philosophy that they were help-
ing the other race or gender. the “weaker” one. We
must not allow ourselves to become trapped by what
some of us perceive as our own superiority.

We were all common people at one point — we still
are. We are not weak. Humanity is strong. in numbers
and in heart. The day will come when they will rise
against us, and successfully, if we attempt to place
ourselves above them. use them as pawns in our fight
or kill them without consideration to their rights.

Our m e Cotd

Rermember when we were deaf,dumbandblind to all this creepy
shit? [do. And Iknow plenty of people wha not only stillare, but prefer
it that way. That's why the world needs us. Because most people don't
want to know, and wouldn't do anything about it if they did.

There aren't many people out there who can help us. Think about
all the people you know. The old folks, the young kids, the retards, the
dumb fucks who think the mostimportant things in life are their pick-up
trucks and whether or not they'l get laid this weekend. How many of
them are gonna help us? Not too fucking many. Sure, there are people
out there who wil. Some who are already doing it, but don'teven realize
it. But there are plenty of others who work against us and dont know it.
These people are useless. Worse, they help to fuck us up. These people
aren't worth shit. Theyre just as dangerous as the bastards who control
them. and it's no great loss to get rid of a few of them.

Humitiry

The Bible says that the meek shall inherit the Earth.
Someone | think has badly translated this, or perhaps

oy

the original intent has become lost. People would never
have come so long if we had been meek. The frontiers
we have crossed were not breached by the weak of mind
or heart. Technologywould never have advanced tothis
degree if our scientists and inventors had not dug deep
into their souls and found the bravery and initiative to
reach. Our world exists as it does because of the bold
and the brave. naot for the meek.

Perhaps themetaphor means simply that ashuman
beings we must reserve a certain amount of humility. We
are all in this together. We are a race of ceatures who
have risen above all others, or so we have thought. We
have the ability for massive destruction. Not only could
we destroy the entire world, but we destroy morsels of it
as we speak. Because of our attitude of superiority, our
pride. we drive any number of animal and plants into
extinction. We do this without thinking. without trying. It
happens. and that is all. It results from our negligence.
our selfishness and our belief that we, human beings.
more than all the other species, deserve every luxury.

What will rermain to inherit. if we pursue this?

If you add the word “humble” where the Bible claims
“meek,"” you find the old adage has more relevance. The
hurmble shall inherit the Earth. The humble — those who
donot think themselves above allothers, but whorealize
they need other creatures — will indeed excel when they
finally realize the goal of overcoming their prideful neigh-
bors. Those among us whounderstand this must protect
ourworld from those whowould ravage it. Inthisrespect.
arethe predators that feed onhumans worse than those
of us wha suhject their employees to dangerous work,
who commit genocide for palitical or racist reasons. or
who discard waste that makes people sick?

Rerion

[dontknow what makes you people think we got suchawonder
fulworld.Imean, take alook around people. Our rivers and forests are all
fucked up. The rich are getting richer and the poor are getting poorer. It's

| From: descent88
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
| Subject: Re: Why?

There are many layers in life. We're not the only
ones to fight this war. You might call us the elite forces,
but we're no more important than those who combat
evil on a very mundane level. Law enforcement agen-
cies such as the police, government agencies, Interpol,
Scotland Yard and the American FBI have a more

' public face and a different subset of criminal targets,
_ gut their work is no less significant than ours. Do they
kill defenseless people? No. So why would we?

There have been people like us throughout history.
From the ancient druids to the Knights Templar, the
Rosicrucians to the Freemasons, we have had organiza-
tions, secret societies thatwe theorize delved deeper into
the occult than they let on. These organizations may or

may not have been our precursors. | have often won-
dered to what extent their efforts influenced the world.

I mean, what if they hadn’t existed? Would we even be

here? Or would this now be a world run by creatures?
What if ourown protectors started shooting us in the

streets! You think we’d put up with it? I seriously doubt it.

Take a look at Northern Ireland. Is that what we want?




From: dole7
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Vote Form
It is time to make up our minds about the row |
between QOursinel 13 and Hannibal137. Think about |
this. There is no going back once you have made up
your mind. All votes are anonymous and you may vote
only once. Please email me privately if you have any |
questions regarding this procedure or the case itself. |
Charge: Oursinel13 has charged Hannibal137
with unnecessarily murdering four unaware and |
defenseless people.
Inthe matterof Oursine113 vs. Hannibal 137, I vote: §
Not Guilty
Result: Defendant exonerated.
Guilty/Level 1 Warning — 1 point
Resulr: A “warned” member has a descrip- |

tionof that warning attached toall emails to members
of this list. Three warnings result in Censure.

Guilty/Level 2 Censure — 3 points

Result: Censure means temporary removal
from Vigil for a number of months chosen by Dole7,
and a report to the wider hunter community includ- |
ing hunter-net and all subsidiaries thereof. If at the |
time of Censure there are enough points for Anath- |
ema, then appropriate action will be taken.

Guilty/Level 3 Anathema — 6 points

Result: Permanent removal from Vigil and |
warning to the wider community of the hunter's
danger to the cause. '

I choose not to vote.

fucking impossible for a regular guy to get ahead. We got computers
taking over the world. We got cars stinking up the air because some car

maker witch or oil-baron rot is getting rich off it. We got weapons out
there that could tumn us all into roach food and they're in the hands of
goddamn maniacs. We got perverts in our schools, and our grocery
stores camy more chemicals than they do real food.

Who did this? Who decided that we wanted a world like this? |
didn't Most people didn't. So whodo you think's puling the strings here?
Wha's been pulling them all along? It's time we stood up and took our
fucking world back from the bastards who've destroyed it. They've
taken almost every damn thing we had and pissed on It, but we're not
gonna let them do it any more. And if we can, well get back some of
whatthey already stole. Wewouldnthave tumedourworldintoaseptic
tank. not on purpose. Maybe we didn't give enough of a shit to stop it
before, or maybe they've just been walking all the hell over us. What's
done is done. Now, it's time to fight back. Now we know. Now we see
what we've let them do to our shit, and we have to save what's left.

IgnoRRNCE

| believe that | express for all of us when | say that
we do not want to become monstres ourselves. We
must become better than they are. Among the
monstres, we have some vampires, loups-garous,
fanttmes. polluters. murderers. those who abuse
the children. pyromaniacs and many other preda-
tors. We must only regard the world for to see that we
have always had the monstres around us. and we
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From: descent88
To: vigil list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Oursinel13 vs Hannibal137

'm making my vote public because I feel that
everyone deserves to know how | voted and why. I
know that most people will vote in private, but I felt
a responsibility to be forthright with mine.

I cannot, in good conscience, condone what
Hannibal did because those people did not pose a direct
threat tohim. Theyhad knowledge that could hurt him,
but his “Mr. Black” was dead. I believe Hannibal had
other options for clearing his deed besides going into the
bank during public hours and shooting the place up.

I vote guilty and recommend that Hannibal receive
the level 2 punishment. Weall, afterall, deserve achance
to learn from our mistakes, however grave they may be.

could always see saome of them. Now, we see mare.
We see them more clearly.

It is funny to me how we preferred our ignorance
when we lived the ordinary lives. The newspapers filled
with stories of murders, rapes and attacks on children. ,
Werewe numb’y Why are these things better or perhaps
| should say more acceptable. than the terrible things
the "supematural” monstres do?

Perhaps it was always the problemof someoneelse
before. We have thought that we could do nothing to
stop it. What has changed? We have some capabilities
now. Thatiswhathas changed. Sonowwe see monstres
and we obsess on them. We forget to remmember our-
selves of the monstres that we have always known.

Aretherehumanmonstres? OuilIsit ourrespansibility
to combat them also? | do not know. For so long, we have
relied to the system, the courts and the police to contend
with thesa ciminals. It is difficult to regard this in a differ-
entmannernow. They have traineduswell. They telluswe
mustnotbecome thevigilantes. lagree. Theyhavetoldus
that it is wrong to take justice into our own hands. |agree.

However, the laws allow us to protect ourselves.
Liberte, fratermite et egalité. This is the code of France.
Letusinstead embrace liberty, brotherhood and secu-
rity. The law tells us we have the right to security. In
self-defense. we have rights.

Is it our responsibility to protect the people from
humanmonstres ¢ Ouil Why would we question this P ltis
evident. To protect, oui. Toavenge, non. Toavenge. itis
to distract ourselves from the protection of those who
rermain. Do not distract yourselves from your goal.

Icvorany ok Hyrocrivicat?

Sothey comeinand they fuck up ourstuff. They pay off the cops.
They control the press. They got theirdirty fingersinourgovemrments.
Hell.even Oursine agrees that there’s fuckers out there who are human
and who work against us. So, how come | get reamed for taking a
couple of them out? | don't get it. | was protecting my shit!

Our Wrren

To: Vigif.."isfﬂhunfer'nef.org
From: coacht]

Subject: Stand

"STAND”

That's the first thing the angels told me. | think we can use their
guidance to give us some direction. Qur first job is to redlize what we're
fighting for. Revenge? No. it can't be for that. We have to fight for
our world, for the people who have been and remain pawns, playthings

om Wy,
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cmd worst, cattle. For some of us that may mean defending a city.a
or our families. | don't think the scope matters. Like
Oursme. I would call this finding your duty or even position.

After we've decided why we stand comes the hard part.
Now we have to actually get up on our own two feet and do it.
| guess all of us have done that now, but it needs to become our
work, our mission. There are victims everywhere.Go out and get
in the way of the monsters.

SUPERIORITY

Anothersayingthat | haveoftenheardis that Bodhelps
thosewho help themseives. This proverb seems to directly
contend with that which says the meek inherit the Earth—
unlessyouput humbleformeek. Severalamongusimagine
that our abilities make us higher in growth or make us gods
sent for to lead the weak people to salvation. Hannibal is
frightening to me because he seems to believe that he is
more special than heis. He thinks that he cankillanuonehe
wants. | say there are more different methods.

Some among us believe even that we are not only the
saviors, but also the sole inheritors of the world. They think
that when all is complete. only those who have been
initiated will rermain. The monstres will kill all the hurmans,
and we will kill all the monstres. They believe that we were
not initiated for to save the humanityof today, but tosave
the world for the hurmanity of tormorrow. For themn, this
future humanity resembles us much mare than it re-
sembles other people. These initiated seeus like asuperior
race, notasapart of thehumanrace thathas specialgifts.

What is it that differentiates these racists from the
white supremicists. the genocidal leaders. the polluting
corporations and the monstres we fight? What if the
inttiatedarenot theonlyhumansleftonceal themonstres
are goner Do we subjugate the others? Enslave them?
Do we inherit themn, like chattel? | pose these questions
because | feel they are important to consider. The way
that we think today will choose how our future genera-
tionswill think. Now it is the hour toestablisha constitution
of thought to guide our descendants.

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: tarjiman220
Subject: Re: Why?

The Koran says, “True piety is this: To believe in
God, and the Last Day, the angels and the Book, and
the prophets, to give one's substance however cher-
ished tokinsmen and orphans, the needy, the traveller,
the beggars, and to ransom the slave, to perform

| prayers, and to pay the alms, and they who fulfill the

L covenant and endure with fortitude, misfortune, hard-

| ships and peril, these aretheywhoarcnuemtheu
faith, these are the truly God-fearing.”

f Life isnothing more than a test given toweed out
 the infidels. The faithful will join Allah. The infidels |
will suffer eternally. The woman who calls herself
Oursinel13 understands. It matters not what occurs
after we are gone. All that matters is what each of us
does in the name of The One God. Allah wants us to
“give one’s substance” to kinsmen, orphans, needy,
travellers, beggars and slaves. To humanity. He has
given us the decree. We have but to obey.

I will die doing his bidding and assure myself a
place at His feet.

Hannibalis prejudiced. He talks badly about wormen
and makes derogatory commentaries about homo-
sexuals. He is maybe also racist. Is he the kind of man
you want to know in the future?

No Scond Chanezs

The way | figure it, every man or woman, and Imean human. gets
the chance to prove himselfto me. He fucks up, | don't trust him. They
got a thing in the law too that they call quilt by association. If youTe
buddy-buddy with a witch, I'm not gonna ask questions. I'm gonna
cover my ass and shoot yours.

Yeah, we may just be cannon fodder for whatever powers put these
guns in our hands, but weTe one of the few things that stands between
people and the enemy. We got chosen because we'e smmarter than every-
body else. We al know that. [ mean, fuck, what percentage of people out
there ever pul their heads out of their asses long enough to realize it doesn't
belong there? These are the dumbasses we'e here to save, because they
can't save themselves. And besides, who in this future world will bag your
groceries for you? We need the dumbasses. but only if they're on our side.

INFERIORITY

We are expendable. That is not clear? | have often
asked myself if we were not chosen because we had so
little else to offer aside our lives. This does not make us
superior. Itmakes usinferior. A friend of mine said it best
when he wrote, “Every age has had its armies made up
of those who can't do anything else. The rank and file’
have no value aside from their ability to die for the cause
and hopefully take a few of the enemy with them.”

Typically. the guards protect the valuables. They are
important only berause they stand between what is truly
important and the thieves who want to steal or destroy
our ives in jeopardy in order to protect people. I one guard
dies. another steps forward. Our suddenawakening tells me
that., for now. the thieves are winning. They have oeateda
riftandwe have advanced for tofillit. Whenwedie, otherswil

Maxz ur Your Minp

So either there are bad humans or there aren't. You can't have it
both fuckingways, Oursine. It's okay to protect yourself frommurderers,
rapists and fucking child abusers, but it's not okay to protect yourself
from people who threaten you in more ambiguous ways? Shit. Don't|
wish it was that fucking simple. | can't wait for the day when you have
to choose between shooting a normal human and losing your fucking
“charge.” Iwant tobe there for that, believe me. If you ask me. you're the
one who's naive here. Some day somebody’s gonna really fuck youand
thenthat sweet ite moral chemy of yours will pop so hard your head wil
spin. When that day comes, remember old Hannibal, will you’?

Denvn ReverLirs. Lire Arver Deava?

In the secret places of our minds. we all know that
some day we will depart this world. Where will we go?
Will we go to Heavenr? Will we reincamate into new
bodies so we can continue this battle? Will we simply
cease to be? We all have death in our futures.

Some among us believe that we win our place in
Heaven by serving Bod and denying the devils. Arewe the
shepherds, leadingandprotectingtheflocks P Someamong
us believe that we are eaming better circumstances for
ournext life. Somebelieve that thisis our only opportunityy.
1 do not know whiat | believe, but 1do know that | fear to die.
We all do, but we persevere. We must. for even for our
short time here, some one must protect the things we
love. Someamong us even put ourselves indanger for our
future afterlives, hoping for a future that is brighter.

Death, itistheone thing thatwe knowwith certainty will
be a part of our futures. The thought of death directs our




choices. It contols even those who deny it. who refuse
actively toonsider the possibility. These people spendalot
of energy on their denials, and their choices reflect it. Deep
down, theyknow. ikeusall. thatsomeday theywillend. The
worst cuelty is that we willnot be able to reap any benefits
from investments we could make: in this one sure thing.

ResponsIBILITIES

What a double-edged sword our initiations have
handed us. They imbued us with gifts of power, but
they also stole from us our lives and our security. They
heaped us with responsibilities. Far whatever reason,
we have succeeded to touch a part of the reality that
most people never know. Dur minds are expanded.
Many of our experiences resemble each others. This
tells me that there is an underlying truth to what is
happening. For me. it is a law of nature not discovered.
Cause andeffectimplies responsibility. Somethinghas
made this occur for a reason. We must only to lift
ourselves to the challenge to find out why.

We humans did not arrive where we are today by
facing each trouble with fight or flight. Our ancestors
have used their minds. They have created communities
and helped one another. They have developed technolo-
gies that improved their living conditions and eased their
burdens for them. They have bartered for goods and
services. Theyhave fostered communication. They have
established democratic societies.

Most importantly. they have passed their acquired
knowledge down to their descendants. Those who have
followed have accepted that wisdom and added to it.
adding theirownexperienceand molding the old ways to
fitan ever-changing world. Now, it is to us to placeanew
addition on that legacy. The world has changed again.

Finat Say

Youknow whatpissesmeoff themost? It's thatnone ofushaveany
fuckingcluewhat'sgoingon,butwe prance around like we do.Imean,how
canany of youhonestly say that | didn't do the nght thing? You can't. You
got no idea how bad this situation is. Of course, | don't think we'd be here
if it weren't pretty fucking bad. We'e stumbiing around in the dark.
bickering at each other to try to establish some sort of goddamn pecking
order. and pretending we've got some mission that's going to save the
fucking world. It's damn funny when you think about it, because chances
are well all be dead before any of this shit we're talking about will matter
toanyone. And the fuckers who come after us willjust change it all again
anyway, because they'll have final say in how things will be done.

Guianes

We must leave a legacy for those who will follow us.
Some among us believe that we are not the first of our
kind. Others believe we are. It does not matter, in my
opinion. Whatdoesmatteris that wehavefoundno tomes
or instructions to teach us. Any initiated who came before
left us nothing. We must change this. We must not leave
our descendants to fumble in the dark as we do.

Innomnal life, we build security throughout our Ives in
hopes of passing it over to our children and grandchildren.
We give our wisdom. We teach. In more ancient times. we
raised walls and ramparts to protect our families. We
made the walls tall and strong. We acquired lands. We
saved for thedowries and inheritances. We must continue
todothis. now. for theinitisted whowillcomeafterus. Ifwe
do not. our battles and our deaths mean nothing.

We must form a community of ourselves. We are
the forefathers. Those who will come after us willlive or
die by the standards that we provide. Here, on the
Intermet. we have begun this process. Through making
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contact and sharing our histories, experiences and
successes, we strengthen, we organize.

Ido not think | have ever heard anyone describe us by
that word. Organization. It has two meanings. Perhapswe
should try to fulfill the two.

Already | see some factions who are forming from
the many different viewpoints expressed on the lists.
Many of us here believe that our mission is to protect.
I fall in this category. However, among us there are
other factions that split us even further.

Isotariomsys

5ome among us believe that Amageddon is upon
us. These people keep their own little section of the world
safe, to hell with the rest of us. | have heard them called
reciuse. They build their fortresses in the mountains, in
the forests or in fortified buildings in the city. Like bad-
gers. they burrow downand come out fighting only when
a predator threatens their territory. They intend, from
what | have heard. to simply weather the stomm, to
survive. Hannibal is like this. Consider the paranocia and
insular thinking of his posts.

In truth, | have had moments where | thought that
theseinitiates, evenHannibal. werecorrect. During these

times when | had the most fear. | wanted nothing more

Subject: Re: Why
From: dzidzat155
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

It is true that heaven and earth are not in
balance, and that frightening creatures of hell walk |
the land. We Chinese have always lived with de-
mons, though. It is the way of the ages.

Perhaps my uncle’s training as a fang shi gives me a
different perspective thanevenmostcitizensof HongKong, |
but I find it most gratifying to see the people of the West
grappling to comprehend that the beasts of Yin and Yang
have been there all along. Even though I too fight them, it |
does my heart good to see the shoe on the other foot! |

With help from my uncle I have banished sev- |
eral kuei ghosts from my neighborhood for fear of §

| what they might do to my family. I do not under- |

stand though the mindset of killers like Hannibal. §
The spirits are everywhere. As he would so color- |
fully say, “get used to it.”

Since the Great Ancestors have spoken to me 1 §
feel like we are meant to restore balance, not commit
murder. Things have fallen from balance, and as the |
Ancestors told me, it is the fault of the fallen shen. We
have been chosen to restore that balance. Harmony |
must first be restored at home, then beyond.

This is not always done by destroying beasts. The
creatures are necessarily creatures of imbalance. Restore |
the balance of your home and the evil creatures will no
longer feel at peace there. They will flee, change or die. |
This can be accomplished in mundane means. Clean-
ing, aligning yourself and dwelling with the forces of §
nature, being kind to one another, honoring your tradi- |
tions, and responsibilities, restoring your faith — all of |
these ways are more effective than using weapons.
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than to lock the windows. pull the shades and barricade
the door. Who am | to say that these people will not be
the only ones standing when all is finished? Perhaps
they will crawl from their burrows one day to find the
smoking heap of rubble. The irony is that when that
happens. their responsibilities will be even greater than
they are now. The badgers will have to rebuild. each on
his own. for each will fear and retreat from all others.

PRIORIVIES

Sure, we got some sort of major job to do here. You might think it's
tonix all these bowel-sucking bastards. Well [ disagree. You assumea hell
of alotif you think that. The biggest mistake any of us could make is that
wecankilthemalloff Wecant Wewon't. Thesmarterweget. thesmarter
theyll get. Theyll eventually go underground. Yeah, so humanity has
gotten really good at wiping out whole species, but most of those didn't
knowtheirassholes fromaholeinthe ground. They didn'tknow any better
than to eat packing peanuts. Ifit don't taste good, don't eat it. That's why
humans are__near_ the top of the food chain. We got brains.

Praoblem s, so do these rotted, creeping, witch bastards. They're not
dumbandthey'vegottime ontherrside. Someday, theyregonnaget wise
to us and then well be up shit’s creek. That's why we have to plan ahead.
We have to gather info on these bastards before they figure out what
weTedoing, before they start feedingus faiseinformation orcuttingoffour
sources altogether. Before they get proactive on our asses. We gotta
choose very carefully what we protect and how.

Me, [ got my house. I'm not an “isolationist,” like Qursine would
have you believe.| work withagroup of hunters from time to time, but
| do have my hands full with this place. Other people got their own
troubles. We can't all take care of everything and everyone. We've got
to set fucking priorities. My priority is my house.

But.believeitornot.|_agree we should share what we know. We
should help each other out when we can. | emphasize_ when we can .
There's plenty of peopleout there like us whodonothing but help. it's what
they do. You need help. go to them. Ihaven't got time for you. Those quys
seem to think helping is their duty, or their “treasure,” as Oursine says.

The future’s in our hands. It's here. It's now, and it's got a bad
attitude. When you cut out a tumor, some good cells have to go. too.
That'slife. The other choice s toleave the cancer whereitis oronly get
part of it. I'l tell you. this ugly. fucked-up lump of clay that we call the
present is gaing to become either a piece of art or an ugly. fucked-up
vase. But we have to trim off some of the excess. That's about as
poetic as | get. You know what | mean.

Purists

Some initiates who recognize the importance of se-
curity and safety believe that we are the future, to hell
with the rest of humanity. They choose to guard only
those who have been initiated. They protect their own
futures. They have agendas that finish ultimately with
our kind on the throne of the world. Benevolent royalty.

Maybe theyare right. Maybe thisis ourdesting. ldo
not know. Perhaps the time willpass and moreand more
of us will initiate. And eventually, all survivars will be
capable of that which we are. Maybe we are only the
first. We can choose who persists and who does not.
Some among us believe that we have the duty to elimi-
nate the undesirables from this population of humans
who. one day. willawaken. They could be right. Can you
imagine what our powers might be like in the hands of a
Milosevic or the American John Waune Gacyr?

Devermmisys

Still others on this list seemn to conclude that our
change has no rhyme or reason other than to bring more
chaos to our lives. They think that either some gods
somewhere amuse themsehves with us. or nothing has
any meaning. According to themn. the future is not only
unwritten, butsomethingwillarive to throweven thebest

&

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: soyboy134
Subject: Re: Why? |
I would like to thank Oursine for her /long/ and
in-depth treatise. [ want to comment on one section |
of what she said. The world took a considerable turn §
the day you had your Dream, saw your first lobo and
took up the cross, but you’re no god. Just because it’s
I new to you doesn’t mean it’s new to the world. The
' Big Six have been in here for a long time, looking for
| the last pure soul. We're just now finding out that
I we're /not/ at the top of the food chain anymore.
And Hannibal, before you go off being a vigilante,
I you better figure out exactly what the hell’s going on.
- Maybe there’s a reason nobody left behind a
guldebook on how to be one of us. We have to find out
| what's going on before we start making plans for the
future. Who knows, maybe the Big Six dreamed us up
themselves, just to have a few toys around to make |
their lives less boring. Must get damn dull hunting
sitting ducks. Ever consider the possibility that we're
playing right into their hands with our zealous over-
protectiveness? | bet they're laughing their asses off as
they watch usrun around like children playing Dundee. |
What does that say about our future?

plansinto chaos. Theseinitiated have the values themost
complex that | have ever seen. They even conclude that
they will fail one day for some unforeseen coincidence or
bizame occumence. But still they persevere in trying to
protect the people and things to which they hold tight.

Seir-Rute

We must establish our own laws. Normal society
rules donot apply tous. We cheat. We steal. Wekill. Our
initiations have put us above the laws dictated by our
legislators. For this reason, we must create our owrn
regulations regarding what behaviors we will accept
and the ones we will not. Dole has already begun to do
this in creating Vigil to protect us from ourselves. All
organizations must have some laws.

This one is still too young to fully know what sorts of
crimes our people might commit against us, butagain, we
have already seen some examples. It was an initiate who
betrayed one of ourown inBaghdad for toadvance hisown
political goals. Another initiate lost his control and killed
twehe people inamarche inMunich. InAmerica, aninitiate
changed his loyaltiesand became a mercenary whowouid
work for anyone that paid him. including the monstres.

Me, | believe thatwe havearesponsibility topunishand
eliminate ourbetrayers. Theyendangerusallinmanyways.
We are still hurman and thus susceptible to blackmail, grief,
rage, insanity and greed. This organization must send a

message that and inhumane behavior are not
mha-ated Our future depends on it. We must protect our-
seives from ourseihves. We entrust ourselves to everyone
on this list and presume that they will maintain its security,
but what are we going to do as someone betrays us?

First we should ensure that this does not happen.
We should protect ourselves. One way to do this is to
express very little tolerance for those who do betray
us. Such a person should face repercussion that




matches the degree of the crime. The repercussions
will perhaps deter another from doing the same.

Morg AND €555

I will die. All of us will. | hear footsteps on the stairs
outside and | ask myself if the killer will knock first ar
simply break down the door. The telephone rings and |
wonder who is looking to see if lam at home. | stand at
the window, see a shadowy figure and wonder since
when it has watched me. This is not a good life.

Dozs ir Marvzs?

Some day weTe all gonna kick the bucket. Whether it's in our
sleep or on the end of some fucker's fangs. It doesn't matter how it
happenssomuchas whatyou were doing beforeithappened.Person
ally. | choose not to spend my life worrying about what everyone else
is doing. | take care of yours truly. | make sure ['ve got my shit together
and expecteveryone else to do the same. [f every person in the world
kept their own noses clean, instead of sticking it up other people’s
butts, we'd have a much tighter world.

Goats

| studied at university a course that relayed differ-
entmethodsof timemanagement. Theonebitofadvice
that the teacher repeated over and over was to write
down your goals. He told us that for better to under-
stand where we were going. we had to establish short,
mediate term and long goals. We must, together, de-
termine our goals and all follow them.

We must decide what we want to pass to our de-
scendants for the future, and we must call our enemies
by their names. If we do this, we will know what to guard
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and what to reject. We, the guards. must maintain the
foresight to do this for all the others who have only
revenge or blood-lust in their hearts. We are the only
ones who can retreat a step, count our blessings and
recognize the advance of our enemies from afar. We
plan. We construct our defenses. We do not rush for the
Joy of the kill. We have the perspective that the others
of our kind lack. The duty to set goals is ours.

In this time, some among us want to keep theirduties
simall. | can not blame them for this. It is difficult to think
about saving the worid. Allof theworld. This thought makes
me afraid. My hands are so occupied that | do not know if |
willevermanage todoanything, showanygreat truths. This
is the reality. Yes, we must have our personal goals. We
know themat our initiations— family, friends, hopes. Bvery
oneisdifferent. BEveryoneis perhaps of equal import. Would
we die to protect thermn? Sorme among us would.

But, is there some things that are as important as our
charges/Me, Ithink thatyes. Ithink thatwe canprotectour
personaltreasures, butwemustalwaysrememberthatwe
doit not for the prize itself. but for all people. Why bear our
burdens? Why protect themn? For humanity in all. What
good is a house? Hannibal protects his to keep it from the
hands of our enemies. Why? So that they can not use it
against us. to preserve it for hurmanity. And so. Hannibal
has killed some of the people for who he is protecting his
house. He has forgotten the purpose of the protection.

We must not do this. It will finish badly for us if we
do. No treasure is worth harming people. We must
always remind ourselves of the final goal.

Qur Pian

Ihave made alistof thinking that I believewill help us
tomake ourselves a success. Perhaps that the order is

o Wy,
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To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

From: soyboy134

Subject: Justice

With regard to killing criminals as well as the Big

Six, | get very uncomfortable when people start

talking like they're judge, jury and executioner. Who

are we to measure these people that way?Haven'tyou |

ever heard of the wrongly accused? What if one of us §

goes off the deep end and kills someone’s father just

because his daughter accused him of touching her |

wrong? What if that kid was just pissed because her
father wouldn’t let her go away on holiday with her

friends? This kind of thing makes me very nervous.

= We have judicial systems for a reason. Just

“because we have strengths doesn’t mean we aren’t a
part of human society anymore. Vigilante justice is
what they call what you're talking about. What if
you're wrong about somebody?

It’sdamn hard to be wrong when yousee somebody’s
skin peeling off or when they have forked tongues or
goat’s hooves. Those are the enemy, nodoubt about it.
Kill those wankers. But among humans, it isn’t that §
simple. Just ask any attorney or judge. We, the human |
race, have worked for generations to establish our legal §
systems, and we still don’t have it exactly right. So
what makes you think you're so special that you can
judge these people on your own?

not exactly perfect. but this gives us something on
which to reflect. We must make these things our goal.

1. Discover your charge. This seems the first step
for many of us. It happens naturally. These are the
people or places that we cherish and devote our lives to
saving. They must endure for our future generations.
and to sustainour sanity in the newwaorid revealed tous.

2. Embrace your treasure. To do any other is to
deny yourself. Do not hate your wards because fate
has chosen you to protect them. Do not give yourself
to resentment. Our charges are vulnerable, and so
very important to us. Ifnot. we would not be needed to
guard them. Eachis precious, whether it is your family.
friends. nationality. race. neighborhood, village, a whole
cityorevena philosophic concept. Smallorlarge. touch-
able or only imaginable. it makes no difference, your
treasure is the reason for your initiation.

3. Establish every defense for your charge. There
are people who can advise you how todo this. Thereare
people who will help. But the most important thing to
remember, it is that you are an extension of your
treasure. If you do not survive to guard it. then it is
imperiled. Your defenses must protect you as well.

4. Know yourself. We have all some spedial talents.
Youaredifferent fromme. lamdifferentfromsomeothers.
Wemustallfind our strengths and weaknesses, how farwe
arewiling togoinsavingour prizes. andwhenwewillsacrifice
thern. It is necessany that you be honest to yourselfabout
this. Know your limits, physical, mental and moral.

5. Know your enemy. There are so many. | know.
Perhaps what you must leam most is how far the
creatures are willing to go to have your treasure. If you
cherish your family. the monstres may want therm no
mare than any other person. Or you might hold some-
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thing of extreme importance to the creatures, and
they want it, and you as a result. If you wish to save
your prize, youmust knowwhat themonstres willdo to
have it, and you must do mare to stop them.

6. Prepare for loss. You must do this so that it
does not work like a weapon against you. We will have
much loss. | do not doubt it. Already, | see much
sadness in my life. | lose friends. family and even
some strangers that make me cry. You too, will lose
some people. Do not let the monstres use this to
weaken you. You may even lose that which you pro-
tect. Though this will be hurtful, you still live on. There
will be much more in the world still to save, and the
waorld still needs your vigil.

7.Share your knowledge and wisdom. Wearestron-
ger together than apart. Let us all share what we know
andwhatwe leam. Bverymorsel ofinformationregarding
the monstres that we understand is a stone in our wall.

8. Embrace those who stand with you. There are
some among us who would die to protect you. We must
never forget it. If one of us needs help. do not refuse him.
One day. uoumay need help and then you will find yourself
alone. IFwe are going to construct themost solid defenses,
then we must stand hand in hand against the monstres.

Remember. though. that to die for the cause with-
out winning the war can be fruitiess. Youmaydie tosave
your charge this day. but it is left defenseless tomor-
row. Andwhowill take up your cause whenwe each have
our own? There is word among the lists of initiated
prepared to give of themselves for every cause, but
these people can have no treasures. If they did, they
would know to choose their battles.

9. Establish every defense for those who stand
with you. | think that we are all agreed that we must
guard ouranonymity. The future depends onit. The day
will arrive that some one among us will be discovered. It
is already happened several times. We must never be-
tray our peers. Never. This, it is the ultimate sin.

10. Discover the greatest treasure: humanity.
One day. we must understand that we battle for hu-
manity. Our personal ideals are important., oui, but we
finally guard them for other people to enjoy. We must

not Iose sight of the importance of people.
|

I To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

| From: cabbie22
Subject: Repercussions

‘ There's a big difference between security and the

| charges against Hannibal. I don’t see where he has

| put any of the rest of us at risk in any way. He hasn’t
| betrayed any of us. If anything, he went out of his way
to keep Oursine from getting hurt at his place.

I can sure agree that we need to punish anyone who
betrays us. Very seriously. Somebody gives us away, fuck
‘em. They might as well be on the side of the monsters.

| Hell, theyare on the side of the monsters if they do that.

| But what do we do about them? Do we kill them?

' According to Oursine, we can't kill them, because
they’re human too. But even though they betrayed us,
they’re not on our okay-to-kill list? 'm not saying she’s
wrong, ’'m just asking, because I've got some really
mixed feelings about it. Personally, I'd be tempted to |
cut the balls off somebody who sold me out.




Indeed, we must strive in our guardian role to act
alwaysinamanner that does not harmpeople. Wemust
take all precautions for to ensure that our activities do
not endanger the children. both young and old. They do
not know what they do when they help the monstres.
Theydonotdeserve todie forit. We are cunning. We can
find other methods to make them see the evil they aid.

10-Sver Peanror Dying

Oh. isn't this neatol The ten steps to dead! Jesus, Oursine, do you
redlize how stuck-up you sound? Christ. You talk a bunch of talk, but
there’ssomuchbulishitflyingthatyoucantseeenoughto walk the walk.

1. Discover your charge. You think youTe talking to kindergart-
ners? Please, people! Tell me! Am | the only one who thinks Qursine is
the most condescending bitch you've ever heard?

2 Embraceyourtreasure That'sright Donthateyouriovedones, people.
Don't resent therm Theyne vuinerable. So, here’s a prime example of whene
Oursine contradicts herself. According to her, our valuables are realy, really.
really fucking irmportant, but don't kill anyone to protect them. That's bad.

3. Estabish every defense for your charge. Blah, blah, blah. More of the
same.Butmestly, protectyourself.lsn tthatwhatyouresaying Oursine?Don't
kil nobody. Don'tgetkiled Butdon'tletanybody take away what'simportant
toyou. either. Likeanybody ever_could stealaway your precious ideology.
Youstil haven't noticed that the press was whipped along time ago.

4. Know yourself. Really. Oursine. You should have a Saturday
momingkid's show or something. Know yourself? Men are from Mars?
Womenare from Venus? llove you. Youlove me. Wereahappy family.

5. Know your enemy. Thanks for the advice, Miss Oblivious.

6. Prepare for loss. Prepare to lose bank managers too, because
ifany more work for the enemy and fuck with me, they're going down.

/. Share your knowledge and wisdom. Allow me to translate
Oursine’s message for you: Share your knowledge and wisdom,
unless it conflicts with mine

8 Embrace those whostand withyou. Ireally have tolaughat this
one. Oursine’s hypocrisy stands on its fucking ewn: "One day, you may
need help and then you will find yourself alone. If we are going to
construct the most solid defenses, then we must stand hand in hand
against the monstres.” Wannahold _my _ hand, Oursine?

9. Establish every defense for those who stand with you

Oursine:Wemustnever betray ourpeers.Never. Thi, itis theuttimatesin

Me: And especially, dontevergive clues to another hunter's location!

10. Discover the greater treasure: humanity. So we're supposed
to hold the hand of all people, even the ones who betray us to our
besiegers? Spare the rod and spoil Oursine’s “child,” | say.

SACRIFICES

Not allof usare saints who are initiated. We're people
first, butwe try tobe saints becausewe can' twatchwhile
harmmiess peoplearehurt and tommented by themonstres.
Being human means making the mistakes. My friend
who was killed was not always so kindly or even virtuous,
but she Inoked upon the initiation as a second chance
from Bod. She died choking on her own severed fingers.

| apologize for being as morbid. | am cold at the
inside. My friend is dead, but men like Hannibal con-
tinue to commit horrors and justify them with
self-righteousness. | am disgusted by this. Can we
allow these things to occur without censure? | say no.
We must hold ourselves to a higher measure.

We make the example for those who follow. We are
the first. It is a vast responsibility. oui. But | have some
confidence that we can lift ourselves toit. Consider what
| have said. | beg you. We must establish our code of
hanaor. of morals and of expectations — for our future.

AWasre
This whole “trial”isn't doing us any good. Allleverfucking wanted was
some place wherelcouldgetonline andgetsomeinformationorsomething.

| Feom: dole7

CHRPYER 3: OUR FUTY URE

INAL JUDGMENY

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: Hannibal137 — Judgment

Bugger it all. I hate having to do this, but
Hannibal is off the list.

The vote went as follows:

4 Not Guilty

3 Guilty— Level 1

2 Guilty — Level 2

6 Guilty — Level 3

Four more refused to vote at all.

I sent him private mail, so he is not even reading
this. Not out of spite, but for our own protection 1
attached anicelittle document containingavirus. It will
seek out any and all Vigil-related material on his hard-
drive and corrupt it. But to be safe, you must all change
your passwords and I will dump all the mail in one hour.
[ have also warned my counterparts on hunter-net and
will post a message as to our decisions to all the other
hunter lists | know of. In the wake of this disaster, we

need some people to come up with better rules on how

to work through a cock-up like if this happens again. Or

should I say when? I will not serve on that committee.
| didn't sign on for this shit. | would've stayed on hunter-net if the pussies
werentsorampant there, squealing that we have to tak fo the witches and
try tosave thern!Ithought lwould find better here, where people seemed to
know how tostand their ground Toobad Im nota masochist or | might get
offonthe criticismand threats. Which reminds me, Coach. Goahead and tel
your precious cop to come after me if she’s got the balls. Traitor.

I'm ternpted tojust get off this liston principle, but | have a feeling
there are some here who understand what ['ve been talking about al
this time. You've got toknow what's yours, what'simportant, and not
let any fucking critter take it. So I'm gonna ride this out. But Dole, you
have no say over me. Kick me off. See if | give a shit. There’s plenty of
othersoutthere who don'twearsik boxers and who don'texpect that
the world’s gonna bow down to them. All this trial has done is split us
up and made some of you look like complete idiots.

Igot my responsibiities and they don'tinclude wiping yourasses.

Dscisions
To: vigi!.fisf@hunfer-netarg
From: coach4l
SUbjlcf: Re: Vote Form
I've been trying to keep it cool in this free-for-all, but I've had
it. Just because someone has some morality left after the ealling
scares the crap out of you. doesn't it Hannibal?
| bet you've been itchin' to turn loose on the “ignorant dorks" all
your cowardly life. Now someone’s given you power and purpose and
you've turned into one of /them/ — a monster ready to kill reqular
pecple.You've never come out with proof that the employees at your
bank were working with the enemy. | don't think they were. 'Fre‘y
were just doing their jobs, and that meant saying ‘no” to you. So you
killed them. You killed the band at the football game.
Dole, here's my vote: Hannibal's quilty as sin itself.
’_X_Gufffy/ Level 3 Anathema - 6 points
> Result: Permanent removal from vigillist@hunter
>netorg and warning to the wider community of the hunter's
>*danger to the cause.

Myonlyregret isthat Dole’s list of punishment only goes to three.

- Wy,
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Defend the poor and fatherless: do justice to the afflicted

and needy.
— Psalms 82:3

Jury oF Peers

From: dole7

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org

Subject: Hannibal137

Ifyouhave been to hunter-net, you know we are getting
our bollocks flattened. Hannibal is on that list and people
there are flaming our asses for kicking him out. Someone
even asked Hannibal to join another one called Firelight.

As promised in our list of punishments, I have been
in touch with the techies at hunter-net, but they have
no plans to throw Hannibal off. They see their role as
“supportonly.” To me, that means they will not stand up
for what they believe is right. Screw them. They cannot
switch off a light withour “procedural review.”

Not everyone on hunter-net is a blighter, though. Some
applaud oureffortsto“police our own” and protect people from
“wackos” (not that [ want that job). Some have even swomn to
bring Hannibal to justice. I'm not sure how | feel about that.

You may want to check out the following thread, as
exemplified by:
>Subject: RE: Defeatists
>From: memphis68
>To: Hunter.list@hunter-net.org
>] can’t believe these self-righteous “protectors.” Per-
sonally, I think
>the term “defeatists”is much more appropriate. Can’t theysee
>they’re playing into the hands of the creatures by
selling out their
>brothers?Now's the time to be fighting the enemy, not
each other.
>Hannibal, I'd be happy to have you at my back. Screw
the rest of them.

VYorces v rig Dagk

One thing we could say for Hannibal, he was one of the
most vocal posters to this list—almost asfrequent asour own
esteemed Oursine. Believe what youmight about Hannibal’s
methods, his posts at least inspired thought and generated
communication. Better that someone post something —
almost anything — than there be a deafening silence while
the rest of us see to our own charges. To facilitate communi-
cation, | have asked Cabbie22, one of ourenduringmembers,
to offer her thoughts on the watch, and in light of recent
events, her impressions on our own relations. Many of you
seem to respect her opinions, she has proved frank and
sincere in the past, and she appears to have a strong sense of
community, whether it’s her own or this one.

T'ie Huwrsr Communiry

Te: vigillist@hunter-net.org
From: coach'l
Subjccf. Hunter Organizaﬁon

Responses to the "Hannibal solution” on hunternet have
helped reinforce several opinions about us that | bet most of you
share. First, distinct groups of hunters seem to be forming,
apparently differentiated by our perspectives on what's impor
tant in our mission and how we should go about it. Second, we need
to get organized or we're going to be dragged into the largest
schoolyard brawl ever. I'm not talking about ighting monsters. I'm
talking about fighting each other! Third,if we're able to define and
organize aurseEes. we need to come up withbetter ways of dealing
with problems like Hannibal when they arise. | hate lawyers as
much as the next gur but we need laws. police and judges. Dole was
right about that all along, and Hannibal paid the price.

We're not all the same. | bet your reaction to that is something
like. “Sure. but what's your point?’ That in itself is a damn big
realization if you think about it. Hunters are /not/ all the same. We
seem to have different positions to play on the same team — just like
members of a football team. Everyone appears to have a job to do.




HURYERBOOK: DEFENDER

We have offensive squads and defensive squads. And within those
groups we appear to have smaller, more precise jobs, like receivers
and line backers. Get it? Whomever “the owners” may turn out to be,
they have assigned us different roles. Perhaps most importantly, |
believe they have selected certain people to “imbue,” the ones who
best suit the positions that need to be filled

Look at the recent discussions on our list. There has been a
lot of talk about the strange abilities that most of us seem to have.
There's a bunch of us here, but those of us who find a natural
appeal for the "charge” or “custody” conczpf form the core of the
group. We have some similar outlooks, despite how far we're
willing to pursue them (Hannibal and Oursine are ?ood examples
of opposing ends on the same defensive line). So | wonder how
similar our individual capabilities are. too. ['s time for us to share
our abilities. to find out just how different and similar we are.
Maybe like a defensive squad, we can train to work as a team,
helping us to better protect the people we cherish.

But before we can work on tactics or training. we need to
know who's in our squad and who's in the others. We should try to
learn our (and their) abilities. persondlities, strengths and weak-
nesses. If nothing else. we have to know who will be a security risk
in our struggle, who will help us protect our charges and who will
turn their backs on them — amf us.

DerenDers

| can't help but think of us as the team’s defense. We have
people, places and things at heart when we get in the game. Not
to diminish the war being fought against fie creatures of the
world, but perceiving it as a game and us as the "D" is the best
analogy | can think of. We stop the other team from getting at
our zone. the things we hold most dear-. I've also heard us described
as protectors. quardians and sentries. 1+'s all the same. in the end.

To me. we are the obvious choice to organize the others, to

be team captains or even coaches who also EIGJ Only we have
ind o

the correct perspective on the hunt. We're f like a goalie.
We look at the whole game. wherever the action is on the field
or ice, and see who's doing well on our team, and who among the
enemy is getting the upper hand. When they do, it's our job is to
eliminate the creatures. the ones that pose the greatest
threats to our communities.and we set traps for the ones sfupid
enough to mess with us. We defend the defenseless.

Our Roors

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: cabbie22

Subject: We the people...

You know what pisses me off! From time to time [ hear
some of you talk about us being something other than
human, that we’re not people. | have a message for you all:
We are human. [ defy anyone to prove otherwise. We were
all born from a normal mother and father, whether we were
wanted ornot. We all grew up, some went to school, and we
all learned that life is not fair, but you get to live, if only for
a little while.

I cannot and will not believe that the change that has
come over us now makes us something other than we’ve
always been. Just because God or something we don’t
understand has touched us, doesn’t mean we've risen
above or fallen below what we used to be. We're still our
parents’ children, and that makes us still human. If you
ever forget that, you need to put the hunt aside. Everyone
who still understands his or her own mortality and inher-
ent goodness has what it takes to fight for mankind as a
whole. If you lose sight of the need to protect people
because you are a person, you haven't risen or fallen,
you've just forgotten what you really are.

- -~

Rvencers

The easiest group to spot is the one defined by folks like
Harniball137,Crudader 7 and even Dana,my partrer. They tendtobe
the ones who run in with guns blazing, | admire their decisiveness and
to an extent their essiveness,but some of them seempsychotic and
end up risking the lives of the people we've been called to protect.

| think I've encountered two kinds of these hunters. | call
them loose cannons and running backs.

People like Hannibal and Crusaderl] strike me as loose
cannons. They're wanton killers. Many of these hunters are no
more than drive-by shooters. These idiots don't care if they have
tokill people to get at the monsters beyond. Hannibal talked this
way. but at least he also thought he had something to save and
protect. He just went too far. What's the point of our duty if
we kill those we've been sent to protect?

There can bee no peace between loose canrons and us. Unless
we can show them the errors of their ways. | anticipate even more
confrontations with these freaks. If radical hunters like this continue
toappear.| see us having to protect our loved ones and ourselves from
/them/ in the future. That might mean fighting our own kind —
offense turning on defense while the other team "scores”

Way | see it. we can't turn our backs on the enemy or the
loose cannons. If a confrontation with our own must occur, we
have to wait till the enemy is on the run. We can always resolve
our “differences” with maniacs later. in the locker room.

Running backs are another kind of offensive hunter on our
team. but they seem to have some perspective on the game, and
some utility as a whole. They're gungho, but at least they know
they're killing for a reason. They're aggressive, but disciplined They
can work with others by being fed the ball. receiving a pass or even
subbing for the QB. My partner Dana is the best of this squad ['ve
ever met. Although she's not on hunter-net, she agreed with what
we did to Hannibal. She would gladly have taken him in.

Don't expect running backs to understand us completely.
though. Sometimes they keep running plays after the whistle s
blown. | once saw Dana pursue a rot relentlessly. even after we
drove it from town. The danger was over. but she couldnt stop.
She came back days later. arm in a sling and bruises all over her.
She came out on top, but it was like she won the game and then
went after the other team'’s famiilies in the stands.

Running backs are first-string players. Heap a little respon-
sibility and glory on them and the ‘Il work their asses off to win.
A good coach knows how to rein them in when they get too fired
up. Running backs must learn that they have to bow to the goals
of the team; the ball isn't always fed to them. If you give them
too much room, chaos and death will follow. With our perspective
on the watch, we're the ones to give these people direction.
From: oursinell3
To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: The View from the Battlerments

In our discussions, we have often said that which we
think of the monstres, but we donot often say that which
we think about us. So now, we start to talk because of
Hannibal and me. Me, 1 think that this is good. We start to
look at what makes us different. Different as a group.
berause Dole chose us from among all the others for our
similarities in philosophy. Different as individuals. because
we have shown here that even among us who are herewe
have vanous opinions regarding important matters.

Howcanagroupsodiverse ever begin tomake strides
toward being unified? Me, | think we can because we areall
of agreerment on ane thing. We all seem to know that our
ultimate goal is to protect humanity. Non, it is not so
simple as that. We dispute the methods and to which
extrernes we maygo toprotect themn. Thisdiversity will, in
the end, either destroy us or make us more strong. Me, |
prefer to believe that it makes us mare strong.




lalsobelieve thatwhenitisalldoneand the monstres
are gone, those like us will be still here. | am not very
certain of the others. They are rash and gquick to run into
the unknown. This is not our way. It should not be our
way. We build our fortresses, our castles and our ram-
parts. andwe reject theenemuywhenhecomes toattack.
But it is not so simple as that, either, | understand.
me. wilnotregretwhat havelsaidaboutHannibal. Thevotes
say that the majarity agrees with me. This s dermoaaay.

A good defense begins at home. We must protect
oursehlves. If no, then who will protect the people?

INNocENTS

Some of our most vocal supporters on hunternet have been
hunters | call bush leaquers. These folks seem nearly as defenseless as
most people. From what I've heard they don't fight very well.and can
even excuse creatures crimes or attacks! We cannot accept this. We
can't just turn the other cheek while our charges are threatened but
at the same time we can't let these folks become victims.

You have to be very careful when dealing with bush leaguers. |
wouldn't count on them to back you up. at least not yet. Im not saying
theyre untrustworthy. They just haven't had the ience we have

don't know how to react to the we respond to instinctively
or strategically. They're in the ‘mirors’ Hence my name

Personally.| think these imbued need to be protected as much
as people who haven't heard the call. These are our pro players of
the future. Theyll take our place when we fall. Or maybe we're
meant to make peace with some creatures, the ones that don't try
fo ruin what we stand for, and these folks are supposed to show
us the way. | must admit, Father X never did anything but help me.

Juness

| would call these people refs. but fhey‘rs not. Anyone who
thinks they know it all, doesn’t. No one likes to be arbitrarily told
what to do and when to do it. Unfortunately there are some among
us who are all too quick to do that. At least referees have rules
to work by. These hunters seem to make up the rules as they go.

Now: some of these folks have great insights into the weaknesses
of creatures. Like the core group on /this/ list, they plan their strikes
against creatures. but often as not they're likely to call off an attack
or change their minds. | don't know what drives their decision-making,
but once you call a play. you can't take it back The plan should be simple:
First deal with the creatures that pose the most threat to our values.
Then remain on guard for any future threats.

| strongly suggest you take what these people say with
a grain of salt. |'ve met one guy in person whom | would lump
into this group. I'll call him the Colonel. He's on the city council
of a small town near Atlanta. From what he said, the Colonel
found out about me from the assault case that surrounded my
calling. | don't know what tipped him off, but he first
contacted me when they were raking me over the coals about
what happened. He reaﬁy helped at first. He recommended a
good lawyer and helped me understand what | had become.

A few weeks later he introduced me to Dana. The Colonel had
a lot of connections and money, but definitely wanted to run the
show.F or a while Dana and | followed his lead, but he didnt lead from
the front. That eventually wore on us. What really blew me away
was that he didn't deal with hunter-net. In fact. he considered folks
there outsiders. Something about too scattered to be of much usel

We called it quits after +wo months, and the Colonel never
batted an eye. gana says he thinks we're going to come
crawling back to him. | don't know. He was a great help at first,
but then his true colors started to show.

| haven't heard from him since.

MagvyyRs

“Kamikazes' is the only word | can think of to describe hunters who
seem hell-bent on their own destruction What troubles me about these

} vario

CHAPYER 4:HUNYERYIES

people is not the impulse for self-sacrifice - anyof us canunderstand that
feeling What | question are their motives. Some of these peaple’s effort
seems focmfmnfhmse!f-absorbedmaniafhaﬂnspiresnmy
teerrage suicides — an inability to look beyond the immediate concerns
ofsefﬁTFmirmmmwfzdbgsbecme#y&mrgfwa
skewing their ive. They don't want to accomplish any goal or
save anyone. heyérsfmmfa throw themselves headlong into trouble
and hope for the best, without even knowing what that will be.

Sfrangely. some of these people seem to like the pain they
inflict on themselves. | hope we can turn their heads to focus on
the true mission, but I'm not sure it's possible. Dana introduced me
to a woman named Clarise that fits into this kind. | wen't work
with her anymore after what happened. Nor do | think | can
protect her from whatever possesses her to throw her life away.

Dana tries tokeep tabs ona group of monsters somehow attached
toan armynavy store north of Atlanta. She thinks the folks there work
for or hide the creatures that were part of her ing. All | know
isfhepapersWedﬂnfwifddogskjﬂedabtm ind a bank
dowrtown, was doing undercover work or something and
witnessed the attack She says they weren't dogs and that the “victim'
wasn't a bum Whatever they were. the things were fighting it out. She
didn't know who was what, so she went for them all She hurt some. some
hurt each other and the pack's target was killed

A month after we met, Dana introduced me to Clarise. Dana
had tracked the bum’s trail to this store. and wanted the +wo of
us to come with her.| don't think Dana knew then what Clarise was
capable of. When we arrived at the place. Dana went inside while
the two of us waited We could see Dana talking to some guy. It
all seemed harmless enough

That's when a shitty old truck pulls up. This ratty looking
redneck is behind the wheel. He looks at Clarise and | like we've
got the plague. and sees Dana inside flashing her badge to the
storeowner. By that time | was starting to get a sense of when
to look more /carefully/ at people. and | gave him the look. There
was definitely something wrong about him. | quess Clarise had
done something similar, because she started muttering something
like prayers and was staring at the redneck like a mad dog.

That's all the needed He slammed his +ruck into reverse.
| looked to see where Dana was and if she knew what was going on.
Meanwhile, Clarise is out the door, screaming at the guy“n%uf
instead of try to grab him through the open window or chase the

truck she throws herself behind it as if she can stop it with her body!

I From: oursinell3
I To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
Subject: The Lost Soldier

[understand thatwe all have different strengths that
we briniio the struggle. We are an organization of many

us beliefs. I recognize that we can not all fight in the
same manner. But, | also know that some methods
weaken us. A chain is only as strong as its weakest link.
Yet,achain will hold much more in its arms than asingle
link. No one among us needs to be alone. Even if you are

| isolated by your gecz)%riﬁhy, you have methods for utiliz-

ing the resources e complete organization. This

| email list and the Internet are proof of that.

[ believe that we must all try to find the lost

I guardians who do not know us. We must bring them
into the chain. We must help them and go to them
| when they need aid. They must be able to rely on us

justas we rely on them. Not all initiates must be on the

I Internet, but we should welcome them into our hu-
I man fold, aspeople to protectand who help usprotect.
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She could have died. Fortunately for her, the back tire only
ran over her arm. The truck tore off. Dana came running out. |
told her to go after the guy while | called an ambulance for
Clarise. The ambulance arrived before Dana came back. Whoever
that guy was, he had lost her on back roads. The storeowner
seemed normal to the sight, and claimed to not know who the
redneck was. Dana’s been spending a lot of time up north since.

The point is Clarise’s suicide attempt. Even if she did stop
the truck there's no telling if we could have done a thing to
whoever or whatever that redneck was. And even if we did face
him down, were we going to start a fight in broad daylight with
all kinds of people driving by? Clarise wasn't thinking five
minutes into the future. She just reacted with what little she
had = her own body. That's insane. What purpose would her
death serve if no one was left to care for the things she did?

ReDcemers

Dleeding hearts are a very real security risk. but a possible
windfall in the long run. | identify these people as the ones on
hunternet who support Hannibal. not because they said he was
right to kill everyone in sight. but because they wanted to iive him
asecond chance. They wanted to cure” him. Do they think the same
of the creatures they meet? Geod, | hope not. They ll get killed. Ore
thing might want to talk | guess, but another is going to offer its
hand while it hides a kni?: behind its back We cant forfeit
defenseless people’s lives while we look for cure-alls for creatures
and wacko [:unferx That's stealing from Peter to pay Paul.

Maybe if these bleeding hearts miraculously found a cure for
creatures,| could see a whole new role for us as protectors.We could
actually be proactive, searching for infected things and administer
ing the cure. That way we'd be saving our charges before an danger
could be posed to them. That seems Preﬂ'}r farfetched, though.

Y

Learning how to cure monsters and then apply it means getting +
upper hand over them. From all the creatures I've seen, and given
that we know so little about them. | don't see getting the chance to
let my guard down even for a minute. | might go off on a crusade only
to ﬁndg:haf my family has been killed in my absence.

T Bicoer They Age. . .

To: vigil list@hunter-net.org

From: cabbie22

Subject: Re: The View from the Fortress

I'm not sure whar to say to Oursine, though I sure as hell
want tosay something. She’sright that we are all unique. We've
all had different experiences. I don't necessarily condone what
Hannibal did, but on the other hand, isn’t it a little too soon to
be kicking our allies out? Oursine says that we must protect
ourselves first. Well, that's a really nice thought, isn’t it? I'll bet
itmakessomeofyousleepalittle betterat night that Oursine has
condoned self-preservation above all else. It’s not so simple.

I recently faced a bloodsucker who was preying on an
inner city neighborhood. I suspected who he was — 1
knew him before. Facing him was one of the hardest
things I ever had to do. He was smart, even sympathetic.
We had similar ideals. We both wanted the best for the
hood, only his vision came at a human price. Mine didn't.

The thingis, | had the time and opportunity todecide how
to approach the danger. I could have killed him outright, but
then I'd never have known what his plans were. I could have
given in to him and supported his bid. But then who would
have been there to cover for me? Or [ could have heard him
out, given himenough rope toswingorhang himself. He made
the choice for me, and I did what I had to protect my turf.

The point is, we don’t always get to reason through
our choices. Sometimes the shit hits the fan and you do




the best you can. | think you were all too hard on
Hannibal. In time, you'll know what I mean. You'll have
to make some hard decisions, the best ones that you can,
and all you'll have is the time it takes pull a trigger.

Sure, we all need to stand up for something or
someone, but if you think you won't falter from time to
time, your fall will be the farthest.

Visionarics

These folks, like bush-leaguers, really need our help. While
there was some insightful support for what we did to Harnibal,
there was just as much concern for how he went over the edge,
and whether the enemy pushed him. | guess this kind of
consideration is important to the hunt. After all. it's just that
which makes us understand the importance of preserving
something in the war. rather than just attacking. Exfrgpofafsd
out. that kind of thought may reveal the big picture. Thinkers
like this may even he?ﬁ us form a stronger online community
where situations like Hannibal's can be avoided in the future.

Personally,| wish Dana and | had one of these people in Atlanta.
We could do so much more with someone watching our backs and
making sure we stayed on course for our gvafs The Colorel seemed

like that at first, but | don't think he had his head on straight.
Fact is. Dand’s pretty good about the detective stuff as long
as the monsters are out of sight. It is just hard for her to back down
from a fight. Maybe if she knew more of what was at stake in the
war. she would find it in herself to step away when necessary. I'd
try to talk her down more often.but | don't know that | always have
that kind of clarity. especially when | have my own battles to fight.
Wio vo Yurnvo
To: vigil list@hunter-net.org
From: cabbie22
Subject: Helpers
Coach’s talk of clarity and knowing others’ weak-
nesses makes me think of something important. We're
allhuman and we're all in this together. Not just you and
me and all the rest of you who can read these words, but
everyone. Yes, even those who haven’t heard the call,
gotten the goose, had their pipes cleaned, awakened,
initiated or whatever the hell you want to call it.
Okay, so some of you have issues with the idea of letting
these people in on the truth. You think they're too weak or too
scared tohelp. Well, I don’tknowwhere youget yourfriends, but
I'dsay it’s time you broadened your horizons. It’s like somebody
on this list said, there have been people fighting this battle for
ages, and in the dark, too. Maybe the copsand doctors and army
didn't know what they were up against, but they've been out
there busting their humps trying to make this world safe, against
really lousy odds. I think we should give them some credit. I
mean, hell, what's scarier? A guy with fangs ora guy witha gun?
There’s plenty of normal folks out there who have balls.
Everyone ofuscouldstand to learn something from “pylons.”
[ learned a lot about guns from a regular guy. No, I didn't tell
him what I was going to use them against. He didn’t need to
know. And that’s the point. We should protect the people
we love and need, but we should be able to draw support from
them, too. They don't need to know the whole truth. They
wouldn'tunderstand because they can't see it. However, you
canstill look to them for moral support, a safety blanket and
asareminder of what life’s really about. If they love you back,
they'll just trust in you, no matter what happens.

CHAPYER 4:HUNYER YIES

BYSYANDERS

Every teacher has students who seem to know better, yet
can't he;;z# screw up.Whether it's drugs.a bad family life or peer
pressure, they make the wrong choices and end up in trouble time
and again. Life just overwhelms them.

In the same way, there are people who don't stand when
they hear the call. hey're on the scene when you're imbued.
They seem to know what's happening, but they don't /do/
anything. In fact. sometimes they can run away like everyone
else. Some of us even call them “runaways,” or maybe they just
mean “without parents” Either way. these folks may be
cowards, but | doubt that all of them are. | think they need our
pretection and quidance. They may be the "B” team now., but
with help and coaching | bet we can turn them into starters.
And if not. then hell, we need all the help we can get.

Ever’y teacher who stays in the business has at least one kid
who he really knows he helped. Mine was a kid named Kevin. He
was a third-time ninth-grader when | found out that he could run
(so maybe being a “runaway’ is actually a good thing). | worked
with him after school and got the other teachers to cut him slack
in return for some Saturday tutoring by me. Eventually | got him
on the track team By the end of the season, he placed in all three
events he competed in. He never won a race, but he tried.

So don't tell me that these people can't be turned around.
| don't believe it.

This isn't to say that we need to be parents or big buddies
to everyone who /hears/ the call but turns a deaf ear. You can't.
Just like teachers, you can help, but at a distance. If you don't,
you'll burn yourse!fy out and endanger everyone else Zy telling
too much to someone who might not want to hear, ever.
Teachers have to learn this lesson, too. If you try to love every
student like your child. you run yourself thin. 'z’r'ck the liken‘y
candidates to bring into the fold, but even then help from arm'’s
length. In the end your “student” has to do the work, and maybe
you can help him from runaway to guardian.

To: vigil.list@hunter-net.org
From: cabbie22
Subject: Goonies

Let's talk about us and them. There’s a reason we’re
fighting the monsters. They're them. Humans aren’t
them. Humans are us. So, it’s okay to let the humans
help, but let’s never forget where that line is drawn.

Coach is right. We're not here to make friends or set
any diseased minds straight. The object of this “game” is to
keep the monsters, them, at bay. Any of you who disagree
with me have no idea what these fuckers are capable of.
They're not kids who got a raw deal and need our love and
kindness to see the light. They’re thinking, plotting, ma-
nipulating sons of bitches. The moment you trust them,
they stick a knife in your back. Don’t think for a moment
that they don't have their own goals and their own power
hunger. That's what it’s all about, you know? Power. They
play their little games because it makes them feel like gods.
They may put it in pretty words that make them sound like
saints, butdon’tbe sonaive. Youeverbeen lied to? You ever
lied to anyone? It happens. And they're masters.

We haven’t even begun to understand what they can
do. Every day, someone comes on this list and describes some
trick or toy or tool that a monster used to get the one-up on
one of us. And we sure as hell don’t know why they do what
they do. This isn’t grade school, people. We can’t all just get
along. So get over it. Protect your shit first; ask questions
later. If you don’t, you won’t be around to ask anything.
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Thou hast also given me the shield of thy salvation: and
thy gentleness hath made me great.

— 2 Samuel 22:36

As a Defender, your character has one of the most
difficult roles in hunters’ war against the supernatural. He
seeks to defeat and even destroy monsters wherever he
confronts them, but must always remember the reason that
he stood his ground against the abominations in the first
place. Your character endures the nightly rorments of the
watch and subjects himself to the tortures of witnessing evil
made manifest because something dear to him is at stake. It
might be family, friends, a community, a place or something
as intangible as a value — honor, for example. Regardless of
what your character cherishes, he recognizes that the only
thing standing between that prize and the hordes that would
destroy it is him. Your character is the last line of defense.

This self-appointed role is a desperate one because it
means absolute dedication to your character’s charge.
Although he might see an opportunity to strike at the
enemy’s heart, though he might falter in his stand, though
he might see a way to escape his duties, he must always
weigh such possibilities against the loss of his treasure. If
there's the slightest chance that a pause in his vigil might
mean the loss of his prize, the price is too high. The watch
must carry on and your Defender must remain resolute.

AsaDefender, your character isa proponent of Zeal. His
values and purpose lie somewhere between those of the cold
and impartial Judges and the wrathful Avengers. Defenders
pick sides where Judges weigh options. Defenders consider
where Avengers rush in. As adherents of Zeal, Defenders are
not alien to the Merciful or Visionary, though. Guardians
understand compassion and dedication, like the former, and
they recognize the need for planning and purpose, like the
latter. Afterall, if nothing is valued and preserved in the war,
why was it fought in the first place?

This chapter is dedicated to the Traits common to
and unique to Defenders. It introduces new Archetypes,
Abilities, Backgrounds and Edges that you can assign to
your character and that the Storyteller may include in
the chronicle. Some new Traits and rules are strictly the
possessions of protectors, while others become available
to the hunter community at large as word of mouth and
mutual spread support among the creeds.

Crerring Derenders

Defendersoften come from people who value the lasting
things in life, not money or power, but family, duty or love.
They realize that the loss or compromise of such valuables
would leave life empty and meaningless. Champions also
tend to have endured or witnessed the ravages of brutality
and abuse in their previous lives. They know the psychologi-
cal aswell as physical damage that victims endure. Would-be
Defenders know that violence outlasts the initial act, breed-
ing more and spreading like a contagion.

If the best things in the world are to remain, or the
world is to be turned from its path of darkness and
despair, the cycle of pain and suffering must be broken.
Defenders vow to preserve what they have or win back
what was stolen, and to make the enemy pay if it’s foolish
enough to continue its reign of terror.

New Brengryees

The following Traits may be added to your game as
Natures or Demeanors.
Abcreny

The Adherent dedicates herself completely to one ora
few purposes or hopes in life, and constantly seeks to preserve
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or remain true to those values. Her primary focus might be a
religion and arranging all actions and beliefs around that
institution’s tenets; a particular lifestyle, embracing certain
behaviors and dismissing others; or a goal, such as becoming
aprofessional athlete and recognized performer. The Adher-
entdoesn'tadmonish othersforbehavingorlivingdifferently,
she simply refrains from practices that don't reinforce her
focus. Perhapsonly the harsh realities of the hunt can distract
an Adherent from her ends, and then only in part.

— Regain Willpower whenever you remain true to
your objective against significant adversity.
Meobisr

A Meddler constantly interferes in the business and
activitiesof others, whetherinvited ornot. She maynoteven
know the people whom she intrudes upon, yet she seeks to
get involved anyway. Meddlers often believe they know
what's best for others, whether genuinely or not. They often
delude themselves into thinking that they interfere to help
others to better people’s circumstances, but that rationale is
often simply a justification to continue their intrusive ways.

— Regain Willpower whenever you can publicly
prove that your meddling results directly in positive ends.

Moncee

Greed rules the life of a Monger. She treasures only one
thing, be it money, fame or even a particular object. Such a
person does whatever is necessary to protect the object of
desire, orto obtain it if it’s lost. A workaholic business person,
an obsessive collector or even a street person with painfully
limited possessions are examples of Mongers.

— Regain Willpower whenever you successfully
preserve or reclaim whatever you value.

ProviDer
The Provider may prize work, wealth and friends, but
family is paramount to life. When push comes to shove, the
welfare of spouse and children comes first. Dedicated parents
and loyal sons and daughters are examples of Providers.
— Regain Willpower whenever you preserve your
family’s well being, whether physically or emotionally.

Derender Cames

All Defenders hold something dear in life, and most
importantly on the watch. That quality unifies them. What
differentiates them is the extremity to which they go to
preserve and protect their prizes. For some, the loss of
anything other than their charge, including lives and the
valuables of other hunters, is a small price to pay. Others
might relinquish their treasures if a greater good results,
even though the loss may be personally devastating. Fi-
nally, some Defenders hold too much dear. They can have
trouble saving any one thing because they try to save
everything and fail on all counts. These three camps are
called aggressive, temperate and tolerant, respectively.
Acerssive

Aggressive Defenders often concentrate on the attack
and operate on the “best defense isan overwhelming offense”
theory. In the spectrum of hunter society, they operate
somewhere between Martyrs and Avengers. That is, like

P

Martyrs, aggressive Defenders may be willing todie to defend
theirchargesfrom monsters, but like Avengers they never lay
down their lives without great cost to the enemy.

Aggressives are still Defenders, though. They plan or
prepare for assaults, and might retreat if the fight looks
hopeless; dying to save a treasure is worthwhile, but futile
ifothers will go unprotected. And yet, these Defendersare
more willing than others of their creed to take personal
risks to guard their valuables, even to the point of attack-
ing monsters directly and without preparation.

Before the imbuing, these guardians might have
experienced or witnessed the terrible price others paid for
meekness in the face of cruelty. Maybe they were plagued
by deep-seated feelings of impotence in the presence of
persecution, which compels them to act now. Aggressives
are often cold and aloof. They rarely seek out personal
connections; the loss of such would be to great to bear.
Their self-appointed charges are often items or places.

Favored Attributes: These Defendersfocus on Physical
Traits, often Stamina, Strength and Dexterity, in that order.

Favored Abilities: These hunters rely on combat-
and security-oriented Abilities such as Alertness, Brawl,
Endurance (see p. 67), Firearms, Intimidation, Security,
Survival and Traps (see p. 68).

Favored Backgrounds: Arsenal, [ron Willed (see
p. 71), Resources, Stronghold (see p. 71)

Other Favored Paths: Beyond following the De-
fense path, aggressive Defenders often take Vengeance
edges to aid in fights. The Judgment and Martyrdom
paths also have combat applications.

Yemeerars

Temperate Defenders are not so much defined by their
opinions on and methods in the hunt as they are by their
lifestyles. These Hunters often seek to preserve their “old”
livesafter the imbuing. They construct some method tohunt
that will not interfere too much with theirpreviousexistence
(or at least the appearance of it). Living two lives is difficult
at best. Most fail in their efforts, because the realities of the
calling cannot be denied at any time. The mounting stresses
and dangers of the watch simply intrude too deeply on any
previous normality. Friendships are strained, loves are tested
andjobsare endangered. Yet, successful temperatesfind their
normal lives to be a source of great strength, not a liability,
in their stand against the darkness.

Temperate Defenders are a bit more studious than
their aggressive brethren. Temperates do not shirk fights,
but stand only when the fight is on their rerms. These
Defenders often grow to become master plotters and
tacticians who lure monsters to their doom or ambush
them when the enemy least expects it.

These Defenders often treasure family, friends and neigh-
borhoods. The same tendencies/ philosophies/ beliefs that
make them temperate Defenders have also led them to careers
in service-oriented professions such as teaching, medicine or
emergency assistance. The greatest dilemmas these hunters
face is the choice between saving a loved one or neighbor at
the risk of more lives or widespread damage. Sometimes the




needs of the many outweigh the needs of the individual, and
the temperate Defender must chose who suffers.

Favored Attributes: Temperate Defenders must be very
careful, hardy and quick to make decisions. They therefore
favor Perception, Stamina and Wits (or Dexterity).

Favored Abilities: These hunters must balance a
sense of surroundings with practical skills: Alertness,
Athletics, Empathy, Expression, Research, Stealth, Traps.

Favored Backgrounds: Allies, Contacts, Fraternity
(see p. 70), Influence

Other Favored Paths: These Defenders almost always
staywithin the pure Defense path, straying only into Judgment
territory for the capacity to identify supernaturals (Discern) or
tocapture them (Burden). A temperate charactermay acquire
Vengeance edges when warrior allies are not plentiful enough
to finish monsters off. The Visionary path also offers informa-
tion abour crearures that might harm a Defender’s treasures.
Toteranr

Tolerant Defenders are more open to other paths and
perspectives than are many other Zealots, and also comprise a
wider spectrum of personalities than do other kinds of Defend-
ers. Iftheyhad tochoose amotto, itwould be, “Best to live today
to fight another day.” Tolerant Defenders are thoughtful,
rather like Judges. They plan every stage of a hunt and attempt
no action without thinking it through first. Sometimes the
easiest solution to a danger isn’t right before your eyes, but it
reveals itself with consideration, they rationalize. Other creeds
—andcreed members—sometimes misjudge these Defenders
as cowards, but it's more accurate to say that a tolerant is
unprepared for a confrontation at thar particular rime.

[ronically, tolerant Defenders may be the closest of
the creed to monsters themselves. That s, these guardians
can identify with the dark side of all people. Perhaps their
role as Defender is actually an effort to make amends for
actions or even crimes committed in the past. Acting
rashly in the face of the enemy might rekindle old habits.
Alternatively, reckless steps might get a tolerant killed
and prohibit him from absolving himself of past sins.

Some of these protectors have no particular treasures
other than their own existence. Others deify objects, hoping
to find in them purpose or meaning in this confusing new
existence. Many are so confused about the nature of the
struggle or have such widespread concerns for the world'’s
safety that they do not know who or what to protect. These
last tolerants may fight many battles, but they are likely to
celebrate few victories. And yet, who will protect the little
people and things that are overlooked by other Defenders?

Many tolerant Defenders mistrust the Heralds or at
least question them extensively. If hunters are created
with a purpose, why isn't it made absolutely clear? No one
pays the price for such ambiguity but the defenseless, and
they're not even party to the war raging around them.

Many in this camp have careers that involve inquiry, such
as psychology, psychiatry, social work, self-help and education.

Even though tolerant Defenders gather reams of infor-
mation before acting, they are not completely ineffectual
on the fly. Push these people into a corner or threaten their

charges directly and they are just as reactionary as Aveng-
ers. Indeed, that fiery response is perhaps their greatest
strength: People and monsters underestimate them.

Favored Attributes: These Defenders trust their
intellect above all else. Perception, Intelligence and
Wits are their most common Attributes.

Favored Abilities: Tolerant Defenders explore Abilities
such as Alertness, Awareness and Empathy that may help
them understand events. Ones that survive learn more prac-
tical skills for the watch, such as Dodge, Firearms and Traps.

Favored Backgrounds: Destiny, Exposure, Patron

Other Favored Paths: Tolerant Defenders may take
Visionary or Judgment paths to aid them in gathering
information and protecting themselves and their charges
from monsters. Even the Innocence path, anathema to
most Zealots, is acceptable to these camp members.

TRAITS

Defenders are typically territorial in their approach tothe
hunt. They either draw the enemy into a fight of the hunters’
own making, or they keep monsters off their turf at a strategic
cost. The execution of these approaches results in the devel-
opment of or requires new Abilities and Backgrounds. These
Traits are not necessarily exclusive of Defenders, but are
appropriate to the creed. Other hunters may develop these
qualities, but should not at the expense of any protectors’
individuality in your troupe. The Storyteller has final say on
which hunters have access to these characteristics.
TAtenTs
ENDURRNCE

“You still up? Did you take Frank's watch, too?”

“No, I took them all. Get the others up. If we're going
into that thing’s den, we’re going in at first light.”

Your character has the capacity to withstand long-
term exposure to harsh conditions or deprivation of
sleep and sustenance. This Ability is particularly helpful
forhunters whosubject themselves to long vigils, whether
guarding family, friends, a neighborhood or simply when
following a creature’s trail.

Endurance rating determines how long your character
can suffer a hardship covered by this Talent. The higher his
rating, the longer he can go without sleep, water or food, for
example, before you have to make a Willpower roll to
persevere. A rating of | allows him to go without for 24 hours
before a Willpower roll is made. Every point thereafter adds 12
hours to that duration, so that a character with 4 Endurance
can go 60 hours before checking for exhaustion or collapse.
Characters without this Trait undoubtedly succumb to the
abuse long before, as decided by the Storyteller.

Once your character’s designated time period elapses,
make a Willpower roll todetermine if deleterious effects set in.
Shouldaninitial rollsucceed, yourcharacter carrieson, but the
Storyteller may ask for subsequent Willpower rolls whenever
circumstances warrant. Say, your hunter (2 Endurance) goes

without sleep for 36 hours. He manages to stay awake even
after that period (your initial Willpowerroll succeeds), but the
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Storyteller decrees that all demanding actions performed
thereafter require a Willpower roll to even attempt. Thus, if
your character’s quarry suddenly comes out of hiding and your
hunter wants to chase him, another Willpower roll is required
to determine if he even has the strength to try.

The Storyteller decides what the effects of hardship are
when they do kick in. Perhaps they're unconsciousness,
increased difficulties to actions, artificially imposed wound
penalties, or levels of bashing damage. These conditions
apply until the hardship is alleviated (your character gets
much-needed sleep, eats or finally finds water, for example).

Spending a point of Willpower might forestall hardship-
imposed effects for one turn, at the Storyteller’s discretion.

Endurance can also replace or be added to Stamina to
determine how long your character can hold his breath
(see Drowning, Hunter, p. 207.). The Talent may also be
applied to resisting the effects of poisons or drugs.

This Talent cannot be used to ignore wound penalties.
o Novice: You're naturally resilient.

oo Practiced: “You Nancy-boys can’t take a little
overtime? Go on home to mommy!”
Competent: You would make a good private eye.
Expert: Sleep is for the weak.

eeeee Master: “Yeah, I've done Everest.”

Possessed by: Parents, Marathon Athletes, Members of
the Armed Forces, Stoics, Buddhists, Muslims, Blue-
collar Workers, Programmers, Detectives

Specialties: Fasting, Holding Breath, Sleep Loss,
Work Past Exhaustion

SKitLs

Trars

Hannibal stood at the edge of the pit. The rot stared back
at him with its remaining eye. Three of the foot-long spikes
had found their mark. Another stuck through its left calf. The
third had done the trick. It protruded from the left breast of the
creature’s gray silk suit. Hannibal was lucky.

“My apologies to your tailor,” he said, smirking as he
unscrewed the cap to a gas can.

While explosives, designer ammo and bizarre edges
are certainly more exotic than a good old pit, your
character knows the low-tech approach to hunting is
still effective. Gravity and inertia continue to rule the
day (and night) in this monstrous world, and low-tech
traps can surprise even state-of-the-art opponents.

Your character always looks for ways to make these tools
and tricks more effective. He searches out lore on monsters’
weaknesses, whether classical such as a stake through the
heart, or derived from Pinpoint, the level-two Visionary edge.
Your character is quick to exploit these flaws, and traps make
excellent testing grounds for creatures’ weaknesses. It's not too
difficult to set up some cameras to record the proceedings.

While not the same as Demolitions, this Skill can be
used to set antipersonnel mines, grenade pits or other “pre-
packaged” explosives that are used as traps. However, this
Ability does not confer knowledge of how explosives work,
nor does it allow your character to acquire or build explo-
sives (see Hunter, pp. 111 and 207).

o

There are thousands of types of traps, including
gravity ones. These may be pits, chutes or objects that fall
onavictim. Some traps involve guns, springs or bows that
shoot a victim. Projectiles can also be poisoned. Jaw traps
are illegal for most recreational hunting nowadays, but
antiques can still be found, and a competent blacksmith
or machinist could make a jaw trap capable of snaring a
human-sized victim and shattering bone.

While it is definitely easier to dig a pit in the country,
an urban setting has its own advantages where this Skill
is concerned. Stairs or strategic sections of floors can be
weakened from below or above. (A creature might detect
aweakened floor beneath its dead feet, but what about the
wall or roof about to fall on it?) Derelict buildings burn
quickly, stairs collapse, and the combination of electricity
and water can have interesting results.

The Storyteller may require that your character pos-
sess other Traits or Backgrounds to create some traps.
Arsenal might supply military explosives and gas weap-
onry. Demolitions may be required to create complex
explosive traps. Streetwise or Contacts may be necessary
to gain firearms or illegal chemicals or pharmaceuticals.
. Novice: That dog-cared copy of The Anarchist’s

Cookbook pays off.
oo Practiced: Survivalist freak
eee  (Competent: Armed-forces trainee
Expert: Navy Seal, Green Beret, Special Forces
eeeee Master: Rambo
Possessed by: Trained Members of the Military, Trap-
pers, Aboriginal Peoples, Wilderness Dwellers
Specialties: Pits, Steel Traps, Snares, Urban, Rural
Trars Sysrems

Potential trap victims should get a chance to detect the
danger before falling prey to it, but only supernatural creatures
with active powers of amazing or luck have a chance to
avoid a trap that has already been sprung. Detecting a trap is
a resisted roll. When the trap is set, roll Intelligence + Traps,
difficulty 6, and record the results. The Storyteller makes a
Perception + Alertness roll, difficulty 6, for a potential victim
torecognize the threat. Ifyou, as trappers, have more successes,
the victim walks into your pit. The Storyteller can also modify
the difficulty of either roll due to conditions such as darkness,
rain or availability of equipment (for the trapper). If successes
are tied in the resisted roll, the potential victim spots the trap
and avoids tripping it.

As for creatures with powers of speed or amazing luck
that are active when a trap is sprung, another resisted roll
is made. The Storyteller decides what's appropriate for the
monster. Perhaps Dexterity + Athletics, maybe with one
extra die for each extra action gained that turn for activat-
ingaspeed power (see the Hunter Storytellers Companion,
under the appropriate creature’s “Power, Speed and Endur-
ance” sidebar). If the creature’s successes tie or exceed the
trapper’s original ones, the monster escapes harm.

Once your character sets a trap, he can’t necessarily undo
itand try again. (You can’t roll Intelligence + Traps repeatedly
in hopes of getting a better result. The pit has been dug and
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can’t be moved two feet to the right, for example.) If your
character has plenty of time to plan his creation, however, he can
make it as effective as possible. Three days devoted to setting a
snare allow him to put it right where it will be most useful. The
Storyteller can reduce the difficulty of your Intelligence + Traps
roll as he sees fit, but by no more than your character’s Traps
rating. Thus, the difficulty of your Intelligence + Traps roll may
be reduced by up to three if your character has 3 Traps and ample
- _ time to create a device. Conversely, the Sroryreller
1 h . may raise the difficulty to set a trap if time or
) QLR materials are limited.
0.\ For our purposes, pit traps include strategi-
>4 W cally weakened structures in buildings. Damage
£y m is based on the falling height (see Hunter, p.
Ly 208), be it a victim dropping into a trap or a
ol . trap dropping onto victim. A 10-foot pit
‘w gL ‘v‘ trap does two dice of bashing damage.
A But line the bottom with stakes and
you can add up to three dice and
transform the damage from bashing
to lethal! (The Storyteller decides
whether there’s room or opportunity
to reduce damage by grabbing objects
or by tumbling upon impact.) Varia-
tions include fire pits, ones featuring
walls lined with downward-pointing
spikestokeep the prey inside, and pitswith
strategically placed spikes to take advan-
tage of a monster’s weakness.
Other traps include levers that release
spring-driven spikesor blades, and weights that
drop from above. Damage from these kinds of
= devices varies between five and 12 dice,
ig bashing or lethal, depending on the nature
¢ of the effect.
Most traps are meant to kill, although
some are meant to hold a target. The latter
include cages, snares oreven mechanical jaw
traps used for animals. Jaw traps break ankles
and legs with ease (three to eight dice of lethal
damage). If they inflict three or more levels of
damage after the victim soaks, consider the limb
broken — halve movement until healed. Breaking
out of imprisoning traps is usually just a measure of Strength.
Check out the Lifting/ Breaking rules in Hunter, p. 183, for
what's required to escape.
So can a trap stake a vampire? Yes, but not automatically.
If a vampire takes at least three levels of damage, after soaking,
from a wooden picket trap, it might be staked. Roll Wits +
Alertness, difficulty 6, for a vampire victim and compare the
results to the hunter’s original Intelligence + Traps roll. If the
vampire’s successes tie or exceed the hunter’s, the vampire
contorts sufficiently on impact to avoid being properly staked.
Damage isn’t reduced at all, it’s just not distributed correctly to
paralyze the victim (see the Storytellers Companion, p. 31). Of
course, never forget that a zombie or other creature might seem
to be a vampire, and a stake through its heart might have no
extraordinary effect on such a being.

N Wi,
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Any trap that punctures the skin can deliver poison
(Hunter, p. 208). Poison can do one to three levels of
bashing damage per turn or scene. The effects last until
an antidote is administered. Unfortunately, it is chal-
lenging to find a poison that's effective against most
monsters, such as the walking dead and vampires. Many
hunters have to learn that fact the hard way.

If your Intelligence + Traps roll for setting a device
botches, your character might be caught in his own creation.

Knoweenees
Thcries

Coach waited till the last moment to reveal himself. He darted
from behind the dumpster and took shelternext to the rusted-out hulk
of acar. His suspicion that the dead thinghad an imkling of mtelligence
proved correct. The dead kid eyed him suspiciously, with what eyes
it had left anyway, and faltered momentanily in its approach.

“Come on, you can do it,” Coach muttered to himself. The
dead student seemed to rega its resolve as it bimbered forward once
more. Coachwaited a second longer before he darted to the entrance
of his grandfather's garage, and slammed the door behind him.

Dana tossed him the shotgun while they both waited, breath-
lessly. The walking corpse started pounding on the door, shaking it
onits hinges. Coach waited for a pregnant pause, then chambered
arvound loudly. The sound accomplished what he had hoped: The
pounding stopped altogether and the dead kid shambled awy.

Moments later, Coach heard the sweet crashing sound
that he'd hoped for all along. The engine block suspended
above the back door came crashing to the ground, pinning the
walker under a massive chunk of corroded metal.

“See,” Coach said, beaming, “you don’t have to be ina
game — or have any ammo — to call a play.”

Your character has studied strategic and tactical ap-
proaches to real-world problems. She is likely to have been
a member of the military, the police or other branch of law
enforcement or government, or she has simply received or
immetsed herself in paramilitary training. Combine this
Trait with Intelligence to discern the best approach to enter
an enemy’s lair, either with or without knowledge of what's
inside. Apply Tactics to Perception to recognize good places
to set ambushes — or to anticipate where the enemy might
await your character. Combine Tactics with Wits to recog-
nize the fastest, safest route out of a hot spot or danger. The
Storyteller might point out how a Tactics roll applies by
indicating the best door to use to gain entry into a building,
for example. Basically, you get to ask direct questions of the
Storyteller as to the best way to approach asituation, such as
the least dangerous route into a bloodsucker’s lair. Tactics
successes, if any, illuminate advantages, dangers or pitfalls,
and the Storyteller may limit information conveyed to the
nature of the question asked. The best route into a lair might
be through the back loading door, but that doesn’t necessar-
ily take into account the puppet watching from the roof.

When Tactics is used to set up an attack, activity or
plan, the number of successes gained on the Tactics roll
may also be applied to the first turn of the actual event. The
Storyteller could raise a target's difficulty to recognize
trouble by anumberequal to the Tactics successesachieved.

P

Tacrics successes could also be extra dice rolled to deter-

mine your character’s initiative; the highest roll is used.
This Knowledge allows your character to study and

anticipate the bestway toorganize herownandothers’ actions,

coordinating events so that they proceed as she intends.

Ultimately, the Storyteller decides when it applies, and may

even make rollson your behalf in case failures or botches result.

Your character mightthink she knows the best way toapproach

a mission, but may actually set the stage for disaster.

. Student: Officer in the making.

oo College: Officer.

eee  Masters: Experienced Bodyguard

Doctorate: Special Forces

eeeee Scholar: General

Possessed by: Trained Members of the Military, Militia Mem-

bers, Police, Government Agents, Survivalists, the Paranoid

Specialties: Securing Locales, Penetration, Recogniz-

ing Traps, Anticipating Actions, Coordinating Others

BACKGROUNDS

Fravermry

“Who was that?” Lupe asked as she walked from the
bedroom to the kitchen. She was wearing a T-shirt and
cradled her bandaged right arm with her left.

“Fed Ex guy,” Mona answered, dismterested. “He left this.”
She held out a thick white envelope toward Lupe. The older sister
paused from scratching her back against the doorjamb, raised her
mijured armand glaved at Monaas if her younger sister were anidiot.

“Sorry!”” Mona declared ingenuinely as she tore open the package.

Lupe crossed the kitchen and fished for a coffee cup. She had
started to pour when she realized Mona hadn’t said anything.

“Well, what is it?” she demanded as she turned. “Dios
mio!” Lupe dropped the cup.

Monastared doun at the contents she had onto the table:
three thick stacks of bills — all hundhreds by the look of them. She helda
smallcard, like the ones that come withflowers. “Ttsays, ‘Foryourcab.”

Yourcharacterhassecret ormysterioussupportersamong
the growing ranks of the imbued. While the Heralds might
guide these people to some extent, the supporters are hu-
man. .. orseem to be. Perhaps the secretive Rose Foundation
has a stake in your character’s fate, or she has friends among
the techieswhomaintain ahunter listserver. Although these
folks may occasionally come up with money, gifts or assis-
tance to pull your character's fat out of the fire, they cannot
be counted on. Another hunter might be impressed with
your character’s posts online and emails her with astrange or
disturbing offer of unsolicited support — but not actual
teamwork. Maybe your character is spotted on the hunt by
someone who wants to back her, but for unknown reasons.

Your character might or might not have direct
contact with her supporter. If she does, there’s never a
guarantee that he/ she/ they will come through or even
respond. Maybe an “informed” backer is reachable only
through a post-office box or untraceable email address.
Or perhaps gifts just arrive, as if your character is under
surveillance. The Storyteller decides the true nature of
the relationship, how the supporter operates, and why.




Someone comes up with enough money to
cover your rent from time to time.
You occasionally receive funding or supplies to
replace equipment that’s important to your hunt.
eee  Someone provides you with fake documents.
eesee Perhaps you need to leave town and plane
tickets and a visa arrive coincidentally.
e e e e e Someone outfits your hunt, but who and why?
Ivox Wittzn

The demon sneered as he twisted the blade in the young
woman's gut. He licked his fangs with a black tongue as he
felt the warmth of her blood flood over his hand. Her eyes
began to roll back into her head, and he let her weight rest
upon the stairs against which he had her pinned.

The smell of the blood welled up from the floor — a
generous bouquet. He closed his ancient eyes and drank in
the scent. They snapped open only when the broken haft of
a banister support pierced his lung.

“Don’t you ever close your eyes on me, fucker!” the girl
screamed. She was still pinned beneath him, but now one hand
gripped an impromptu stake thrust through the creature’s back.
Her other hand clumsily tried to hold in her gurgling organs.

Your character doesn’t let pain slow her down. Even
before, she could call upon her will to accomplish amazing
feats when she should have stayed down, whether because
she was raised by hard knocks, just had to survive or
endured grueling military training. Now that your char-
acter knows the truth about the world, her tenacity is
doubled. When an opponent thinks your character is
down, she has him right where she wants him.

For every dot in this Background, your character can
ignore the effects of one wound level and any effects of “lesser”
levels. The dice and movement penaltiesnormally imposed at
those levelsare not applied to your character. This bonusisnot
automatic, though. A successful Willpower roll, difficulty 6,
must be made toreceive the benefit forone turn. Foreach turn
after the first that you wish to continue negating wound
penalties, the difficulty of the Willpower roll increases by one
(soit’s 7 in the second turn, 8 in the third).

Once a Willpower roll fails, wound penalties can-
not be ignored with this Background for the remainder
of the scene. However, your character can always ignore
wound penalties for one turn at the expense of a Will-
power point (see Hunter, p. 126).

At level five of this Trait, your character can even stave
off incapacitation for a time by making Willpower rolls, as
above. She can't attack, run or perform physically demanding
actions, but she can walk, speak and perhaps use some edges.
The Storyteller has final say on what kinds of actions can be
performed while your character should otherwise be “out.”

This Background does not help your character heal
injuries. Nor does it prevent her from losing more levels
due to blood loss from lethal damage or lack of medical
treatment. It might help her stay conscious and mobile
long enough to stagger for help, however.

. Ignore Hurt wound penalties.
oo [gnore Injured wound penalties.

eee  [onore Wounded injury penalties.

eeee [onore Mauled wound penalties.

eeeee JonoreCrippled wound penalties. Incapacitation may
be staved off for a time. Rasputin wishes he had been so tough.

SrronGHoLD

“What is this place?”

“It's my ’s old business. My Papa used to let his
Shrinerbuddies work on thetrcarshere. I'vemade afewwmodifications,
in case I need a place to hide my family. . . or in case I get visitors.

“You're welcome here, too, Dana. There's ammo, flares, food
and two cell phones. The place is alarmed and booby-trapped, so be
careful. Don't ever use the back door. I moved trash cans full of
compostin front of it to stop kids and vandals. There’s an engine block
above the door. If the bars are broken or anyone steps inside —splat!”

Your character has invested time and resources to
preparing the ultimate workroom for his plans and protec-
tion. It’s filled with maps, tools, books and maybe even
computers useful to plan, secure and defend the place and to
maintain the watch. More importantly, this hideaway serves
as a supernatural bomb shelter. It's rigged with traps and
security devices, and is stocked with enough food supplies
and perhaps weaponry (depending upon Arsenal) to outfit
the hunter and perhaps several other besieged people.

Design one trap for each dot of Stronghold. The
Storyteller must review them to ensure that they’re
reasonable and within your character’s means.

Your character’s rating also forms adice pool from which
you can draw when the hideout is attacked. These dice can
be added to any roll used to harm or repel intruders in the
scene, as long as the Storyteller agrees and the application
makes sense in regard to the fortress (the player should be
allowed to rationalize how bonus dice apply in the setting,
explaining events narratively). You might add dice to initia-
tive in the first combat turn, for example, because your
characterhasstrungfishing line outside and attached it totin
cans. Oryoumightadd dice to Ward because there’sonly one
way into the place and intruders must use it. Stronghold dice
may apply toasingle actionormay be added toadie roll that's
made all scene long if the circumstances apply. The previous
two situations exemplify short- and long-term dice-pool
bonuses. Once Stronghold dice are assigned to an action or
event, they're spent for the scene.

For example, Gary’s level-three hideout is under attack
by zombies. His player Dave decides to assign Stronghold to
add three damage dice to the flame-thrower trap installed in
the corridor. The dice are added directly to the damage roll.
Daveexplains, “Gary’sbeenplaying with the flame-thrower’s
mixture.” The Storyteller approves.

Because he assigns all his Stronghold dice at once,
Dave cannot assign them elsewhere in this scene. How-
ever, the Storyteller decrees that the dice are applied to
all flame-thrower damage for the remainder of the siege.
And of course, Dave can apply the dice differently the
next time his fortress is imperiled.

Stronghold dice can be divided among different
rolls, as well. Dave might have assigned one die to
initiative and two to flame-thrower damage, as long as he
didn’t exceed his limit of three.




Your workroom is located in your house. It might
have a high-speed (ISDN) Internet connection
with an adequate firewall to keep out mid-level
hackers. You have enough provisions to last one
or two people for a few days.

Your citadel can feed and supply two to five
people for a week.

You have state-of-the-art security equipment
and enough food to last six to eight people for
two weeks.

Your hideout has a sealed environment and is
the size of a large house. [t can withstand assault
for a few months, if it’s you alone under siege. A
dozen people can be protected for a month, but
times are lean and cramped.

Your fortress is a bunker. It has multiple rooms
and secret entrances. You and a handful of
others could live there for several months.

T e Hign Cosy of Commrmeny

Defenders can be among the most reserved and
cautious of Zealots. They have a great deal at stake in the
war and dedicate their lives to preserving their values and
valuables. Whether punishment is delivered and justice is
served is relatively unimportant to them. What really
matters is that loved ones and cherished things survive to
see a free world won by the imbued. Defenders do not
embrace the hunt for themselves, but for others. They
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must therefore be vigilant against the enemy, but also
against their own excesses, distractions and extremes.

SrenDing Convieyion

Defenders do not usually pursue battles with monsters,
preferring to make monsters come to them under controlled
conditions (and, it's hoped, away from protectors’ charges).
Defenders therefore tend to hold onto their Conviction points
rather than spend them rashly. Keepingareserve of Conviction
is good planning. Also, you never know when danger might
loomover loved onesor treasures, sosome reserve of Conviction
is always advised. Never spend your last two Conviction unless
absolutely necessary, as when charges are endangered.

When your Defender accumulates 10 full Conviction
points, you must make a choice: cash in for a higher Virtue
rating, more potent edges (since most edges involve a Trait
+ Virtue roll), and perhaps a new edge; or hold onto those
points as more bricks in the wall. The former might be likely
if your character senses a respite from the enemy or if a
prominent creature has just been run off, its tail between its
legs. A full 10 Conviction points might be held onto if your
character senses imminent danger to himself or his charges,
or if paranoia rules his life.

Recrmne Convicrion

Protectorsgain strength in the war when they successfully
resist the dangers and threats of the supernatural by preserving
the things that they cherish most in the world. Their purpose
falters when they themselves do, when the enemy is allowed
to pass or when harm befalls someone on their watch. The




following actions apply specifically to Defenders in terms of
gaining and losing Conviction. As always, the Storyteller has
final say about how Conviction points are gained through
character actions. Each of these deeds should confer no more
than one Conviction point per game session. Indeed, one
point may be all that a character gains from pulling off a
number of these actions in a single chapter.

¢ Gain a point of Conviction when leading hunters
of other creeds in the successful defense of a charge.

¢ (Gain a point of Conviction if your Defender
prevents a physically superior monster from reaching an
intended target or accomplishing an intended goal.

* Gain a point of Conviction if your Defender outwits
amonster in a way that immediately denies it the opportu-
nity to harm a specific person or thing (using traps to
confound a flicker’s efforts to kidnap a child, for example).

® Gain a point of Conviction if your Defender
withdraws from a pointless or losing fight, without
compromising his own charges. Such a retreat does not
mean wets himself and runs away. A withdrawal means
an orderly extraction, usually a costly one for foes, in
which protected people or items are still preserved.

® Gaina point of Conviction if your Defender success-
fully manages to keep his normal life separate from his
imbued life (if that is a goal of your character). As a
Defender takes up the mantle it becomes increasingly
difficult to lead a normal life. For some Defenders, a normal
life is their inspiration. Your character is going to be put in
situations that endanger one life or the other, and he could
be rewarded for negotiating these twists effectively.

® (Optional) Lose a point of Conviction if your
Defender makes a stand but fails to stop a foe from
passing, evading or getting the better of him.

® (Optional) Lose a point of Conviction if your
Defender fails to preserve a designated subject from
harm or loss. More than one (all?) Conviction can be
lost if that subject is your character’s personal charge.

¢ (Optional) Lose a point of Conviction if your Defender
gives too much of himself to protect a relatively undeserving
subject, or if he strays from his self-assigned duties. Remember
that your champion is a Defender, not a Martyr or Avenger.
Ifhe becomes badly hurt or dies pointlessly to save something
inessential to his personal charges or to the greater war, noone
remains to preserve what was truly valuable in his life.
Likewise, he might abandon his “post” in pursuit of an
unrelated goal, such as venting his rage on afleeing opponent,
and put his valuables in jeopardy as a result.

Attoenrime Yirug Poms

Because Defenders draw a line in the sand, they must be
steadfast and capable. They can therefore be liberal in their
approach to the paths of other creeds. If a Merciful power can
help a guardian stand his ground, that's a valuable tool, the
opinions of hotheads and firebrands be damned. Defenders
are thus inclined to acquire Virtue ratings beyond Zeal,
particularly in Mercy, which offers such capabilities as hiding
in plain sight and making a monster see the inherent value of
human lives. Although a Vision rating is helpful for allowing
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aDefender torecognize the overall direction of the war, itisn't
as useful in preserving people and places in the here and now.
Defenders’ relative egalitarian perspective on the other paths
makes them the stoic, dependable rocks of their Virtue.

Also, see the “Other Favored Paths” of the various
Defender camps, pp. 66-67.

Tue Prics of Excerrionat YiRrus

Defenders are perhaps the most down to Earth and
stable of Zeal's adherents. They can't afford to indulge
themselves in crazed attacks. Nor can they be coolly aloof to
circumstances or people’s needs. They feel the personal
compulsion tofill the breach and save lives. That meansthey
must be prepared, capable and constant. Defenders' role in
their hunt is perhaps the most taxing of all hunters’, maybe
even more so than their fellow Zealots. They have some-
thing personal at stake in the war. The thought of losing that
prize compels them to stand up and fight, and its actual loss
can be their undoing, whether by throwing a guardian into
a spiral of depression or turning him into a crazed lunatic.

Accumulating a Zeal (or any Virtue) rating of 7 or
higher causes a Defender to exhibit the mental and emo-
tional side effects of her cause. In time, the burden of saving
others and compromising self is too much to bear. Your
character develops derangements. However, traumatic
scenes, anguishing personal loss or personal torment suffered
along the way can impose derangements, as well, whether
temporary or permanent. The first type are inflicted by the
huntand the Messengers’ otherworldly intrusion intomortal
life; the second type occursimply as the results of being fragile
humans in overwhelming circumstances.

‘At truly high Virtue levels, your protector almost
seems to transcend her former life. Even previous charges
may lose meaning or become unimportant while new
ones assume vast significance in ways that are inconceiv-
able to other creed members or creeds. Perhaps your
hunter seeks to protect the very creatures that he once
combated; preserving their miserable existences becomes
valuable by some means. The transition seems to suggest
that your Defender extremist understands concepts and
realities beyond normal human comprehension.

Of the derangements detailed in the Hunter rules,
obsessive/ compulsive, paranoia and fugue are relatively
common among Defenders. Others detailed below are
particularly fitting, however. These derangements may
also be suffered by hunters of other creeds. They're
simply more likely to afflict champions.

The Storyteller and player should work together to
determine whether the situation is ripe for a derangement to
take hold, and it should be roleplayed fully and realistically.
The derangement may be treated, but only through grueling
effort, psychiatric care and/or complete detachment from
the hunt. (But who will protect a Defender’s treasures then?)

Munchausen By Proxy

Your character is so obsessed with exposing the true
natures of monsters that she begins to emulate them, perhaps
even harming the very people she hopes to protect in an effort
to open the public’s eyes. The pervasiveness and evasiveness
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of creatures overwhelms your character. Winning battles
doesn’tseem towin the war, so your hunter decides on another
strategy: reveal the enemy by posing as it. She may fake the
signs of a monster’s passing, work strictly at night, shy away
from silver and fire (or anything else believed to harm crea-
tures) orevendressupasamonsterand hurt people, allin hopes
of awakening the ignorant masses to reality. She does not kill,
atnot least initially, but if her message goes unheard she might
raise the stakes. Your character is utterly convinced of the
righteousness of her cause.

If your character's ruse is ever revealed, she attacks
her betrayer or must spend a Willpower point each turn
to resist doing so. If not captured, she may flee to resume
her false life elsewhere.

PHosiAs

Phobias are intense and persistent fears of certain
objects or situations. These apprehensions are totally
out of proportion to the true situation. Worst of all, your
character could be completely aware that his behavior is
irrational yet be terrified anyway.

Your character does almost anything to avoid the
object of his fear, leading to a sense of slavery to the phobia
itself. A powerlessness pervades his life. Confronting a
phobia initiates feelings of dread accompanied by one or
more physical symptoms: nausea, diarrhea, frequenturina-
tion, choking, perspiration, tremors, stomach disorders,
rapid heartbeat and/or fainting. The dice pools of anything
save perhaps reflexive actions could be reduced by one to
three during exposure, as the Storyteller sees fit.

Confronting a fear calls for a Willpower roll, diffi-
culty 8. Spending a Willpower point might allow your
character to remain in the subject’s presence for a turn
or scene, depending on how intense exposure to the
object is. Dice-pool penalties still apply, however.

You and the Storyteller should decide the object of
your character’s fear, based on the circumstances that
induce the ailment. The loss of a son or daughter on the
watch might result in a phobia of children or, more
accurately, a phobia of forming a bond with them. De-
fending a home religiously might result in a fear of open
spaces. Constant exposure to the enemy and determining
who is a threat to treasures might result in xenophobia.

Agoraphobia: The fear of open spaces. Defenders,
especially those with strongholds, often become so at-
tached to their fortresses, and so aware of the dangers that
await outside, that they can no longer leave comfortably.

Claustrophobia: The fear of enclosed spaces. Some
Defenders take the opposite view of those with Agora-
phobia. Their homes become tombs, the places they
know the monsters will attack. They feel safer in the
open where they can see what comes for them.

Nyctophobia: The fear of darkness and night. This
phobia is perhaps the most common among the imbued,
given that some monsters rise after sunset and most come
out to hunt under the cloak of darkness. Defenders tend
to fear the night because that’s when their treasures are
endangered most and the enemy is hardest to see.
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Spectraphobia: The fear of ghosts. This phobia is most
punishing to hunters because ghosts are among their most
numerous opponents. Defenders develop fears of spirits be-
cause, of all monsters, ghosts can be the most difficult to
anticipate and protect against, as they are largely invisible and
able to pass through walls. Spirits can even possess guardians’
wards, thus turning prized objects and people into the enemy.

Some observant and thoughtful hunters speculate
that protectors are the most likely among the imbued to
return to the world as ghosts; Defenders’ obsession with
saving items, places and people might create restless
spirits that cannot find their final reward.

Triskaidekaphobia: The fear of the number 13. This
phobia is a catch-all for a hunter’s irrational subscription to
(and fear of) common folk beliefs involving bad luck. This
includes the fear of the number 13, black cats, walking under
ladders and breaking mirrors. Not only are victims of this
phobia wary of such transgressions, they take steps to stop
others from falling prey from them, too, even to the extreme
of interfering in a larger issue. A victim of triskaidekaphobia
mightgrab the wheel of acar toavoid crossing ablack cat’s trail,
for example — right in the midst of trailing a fleeing walker.

Xenophobia: The fear of strangers. New people repre-
sent one of two things to a Defender with this ailment: a
possible creature in hiding that must be protected against,
or a possible ward that must be protected, either of which
adds ro the hunter’s responsibility and burden. When the
pressure of either situation becomes too much for a sentry
to bear, she snaps and seeks to avoid all strangers.

LDGES

The powers of Defense are not the same in hands of all
hunters. Here isalist of new edges in the Defense Path. Debate
rages on the net and among the guardians who have sought
each other out in the greater world as to the origins of these
capabilities. Do these edges arise due ro societal or cultural
differences among the called or are they part of a constantly
evolving phenomenon? Those who believe the latter suggest
that further contact with supematurals and exposure to their
attacks will breed new defenses to respond to those dangers.

Some Defenders develop these powers instead of the
more commonly displayed ones listed in Hunter, oracquire
amixture of edges from various sources. Ongoing discussion
of new possibilities and the manifestation of new powers in
broader hunter circles will eventually spread these edges to
other imbued, even those of other creeds.

® Aiarw

Alarm is used to create an invisible security perimeter,
warningyour character if supernaturalsapproach. By walking the
boundary of the protected area, your hunter becomes intimately
familiar with thatzone. He develops the same sensefor itashe has
forhis“personal space.” Creatures that cross the perimeter inspire
an unpleasant feeling for your character. The intensity of this
sensation increases as the number of creatures that cross the
perimeter increases. One monster might inspire mild discomfort.
Twomight instill nausea. Three or more give your character that
feeling likened to someone walking on her grave.




When a monster crosses the boundary of the effect, your
hunter knows the general direction of the creature. The edge
does not register the proximity of any supernaturals “caught”
in the area when the perimeter is established, unless those
creatures leave and thenattempt toreturn to the zone. Neither
hunters nor humans activate a Defender’s alarm perimeter.

Alarm applies to all monsters from noncorporeal ghosts
to wizards to goblins. Even people such as vampires’ puppets
who have been bestowed supernatural gifts trigger the effect.

System: Make a Perception + Zeal roll, difficulty 6.
Compare the successes achieved to the chart, below, to
determine how large an area your character can affect. Your
huntermust walk the perimeterof the areahe hopes toprotect.
He can always choose a smaller area than the chart describes.
Once this edge comes into more common use, Visionaries
who possess it will speculate that the walking of a perimeter is
a mere trapping to make the power comprehensible to the
human mind. After all, spirits could intrude from almost any
angle or direction; the (typically) flat plane a guardian walks
really has no bearing on the efficacy of the edge.

Your character can sense the crossing of all intrud-
ing creatures. Trespassers awaken a character from sleep
if a separate point of Conviction is spent when the
perimeter is established. Some Defenders call this effect
“putting in a wake-up call.”

Alarm does not pinpoint a monster’s exact distance
or location, bur its general direction is indicated. The
difficulties of Perception rolls to find a monster that has
tripped the alarm are reduced by two, as long as the
creature remains within the designated area. So, if a
monster walks in and leaves, the Defender might be able
to tell where it intruded and the direction in which it left.

Alarm does not provide any information as to the
nature of intruding creatures. “Something wicked this
way comes” is the extent of your hunter’s information.

Alarm persists for one full day or until the creator leaves
the protected area. The Defender must remain within the
perimeter for the edge to function. He can’t create it from the
outside and walk away to “observe” from adistance. Should he
cross the perimeter while the edge isactive, the alarm collapses
and must be re-created. The alarmed area does not move with
your hunter. Spending a separate Conviction point when a
perimeter is walked purchases one additional day of duration.

If the zone’s creator is ever Incapacitated, his perim-
eter persists for its normal duration, but intruders are not
sensed while he’s unconscious. Your character can estab-
lish only one perimeter around an area at a time; multiple
applications of this edge have no cumulative effect.

® e {ocK

Lock seals anything — a door, window, book, safe, car
or even a computer hard-drive against supernatural pas-
sage, intrusion or observation. Monsters simply find
entryways impassable, as if a door is jammed or an invisible
barrier exists. The view beyond a window is impenetrably
black. A computer just won't turn on or can’t be accessed.

System: Roll Stamina + Zeal, difficulty 6. Each success
renders the subject (which must be touched — the com-
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Successes Area

1-2 Small room or 10-foot circle
3-4 Apartment

5-6 House

7-8 Apartment building

9-10 City Block

puter in the case of all files on it) resistant for a day. A
supernatural intruder must gain more successes on an
appropriate roll (probably Strength to force adoor, Percep-
tion + Alertness to see through a window, or Intelligence
+Computer toopen afile) to break the seal. Normal people
(those without any supernatural gifts or abilities) and other
hunters are not affected by the power. Thus, a person could
open and walk through a door, but a puppet couldn’t. A
ghost could easily circumvent a protected door by passing
through a wall. However, a possession victim is blocked
from opening and passing through that door. Not even
destroying a door or object will allow a monster entry.
The seal persists even if the creator is rendered
Incapacitated. Your hunter may apply Lock to only one
item at a time. The effect may be terminated before its
natural duration expires, if the creator so chooses.

® oo (s

Guard allows your hunter to monitor someone, safe-
guarding her from a distance. Your character can immediately

SYORYYELLING SYARYING EDGES

. Hunters' very first edges — the ones they manifest

| attheir imbuing — typically have overt effects that

I kick in intuitively when characters are first faced by
monsters. For example, a Defender confronted by a
monster can activate Ward and not think about or
even know she’s done it until the creature is mysteri-

- ously held at bay. However, as new edges emerge in the

' hunter community, not all low-powered ones (that is,

| level one) are so intuitive. Some are esoteric or fulfill
“hunters’ subtle rather than overt needs. In the case of
Alarm, how does a hunter know to walk a perimeter to
create a protected area, for example? Doing so probably
doesn't just occur to him unassisted.

' The Storyteller can offer hints as to how subtle
powers such as Alarm work. Maybe a Defender suddenly
senses monster incursions in tly inhabited places,
and comes to understand that familiar locales (or ones
made so intentionally) can be alarmed against inhuman
intrusion. Alternatively, established hunters might acquire
subtle powers such as Alarm and sense possession of them
simply by benefit of their experience on the watch and
with repeated exposure to the Messengets’ intervention.

The bottom line is, the Storyteller should assign
overt and intuitive starting edges to the newly
imbued. More complex or less obvious ones can
come later, or steps must be taken quickly to show
starting characters how such edges work.
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tell if that person is in danger of being affected or harmed by a
supernatural being, and possibly gain time to prevent the
effect. The observed subject doesn’t have to know that she is
monitored or in danger, but a creature must be directly
attacking or using some supernatural power to cause harm to
or influence the person. The warning comes to your character
asastrong feeling of dread for the safety of the guarded person.

Many hunters believe this edge works by asking the
Heralds to watch over a subject. Others interpret it as an
extension of Defenders’ own devotion to protecting and
saving; their driving goals start to assume real-world
application. This edge can function over any distance,
but Defenders usually try tostay within running distance
of atarget. Itdoes no good if the hunter can’t come to the
rescue quickly or has no allies who can do so.

There are no known variants of this edge that apply
places orobjects; only people can be defended. Perhaps astime
passes and greater understanding of the enemy is achieved,
some imbued may be able to apply this power to sympathetic
creatures. Only one person can be so monitored at a time.

System: Your character must touch the subject. The edge
affectsonly normal humans, bystandersand other hunters, not
supernatural creatures of any kind. The subject does not have
to be willing or even aware that she’s under surveillance.

RollPerception +Zeal, difficulty 6. The connection persists
based on successes rolled, as indicated on the following chart.

Successes Dutration
1-2 One Day
3-4 Three Days
5-6 One Week
7-8 Two Weeks
9-10 One Month

When does Guard work and not work? A warning is
delivered the momentasupernatural powerorattack of any
kind is directed at the subject. The power used on the
subject might even be to her benefit, such as some kind of
supernatural healing. Guard does not differentiate between
benevolent and malevolent uses of monsters’ powers; it
registers use of all effects asadanger (and yet, hunters’ edges
used on a subject do not register with the monitoring
Defender). A monster may even use its claws or bite against
the subject. That action also alerts the guarding hunter.

Guard works even if a creature does not intend to hurt
the subject in particular, but the subject is in a danger zone
by chance. Ifabunch of fiends decide to slaughter everyone
in a supermarket and the monitored person decides to stop
in to use the bathroom, your hunter knows the subject is in
danger the moment she is in the creatures’ proximity.

Guard doesnotwork ifamonsterdirectsnonsupernatural
thugs to rough up the subject. Normal people gifted with any
kind of supernatural capabilities are considered “a threat.”

Once the subject is exposed to the supernatural —and
not before — your character intuitively knows her direction
and distance. This direction sense is not constant. It kicks in
only when the person is subjected to supematural effects.

S

Note that thisedge does not protectasubject from harm
in any way. If your character can't or doesn't arrive in time,
the subject is affected, harmed or killed all the same. The
initial threat, such as a bite, might even be delivered. With
luck, your character arrives in time to halt any further harm.

(Guard makes no judgment calls about the malice (or
benevolence) of an action taken against a subject. If a
creature seeks to help the subject for whatever reason,
your guarding hunter must make his own judgment about
the creature’s intentions. Few Defenders give creatures
that much latitude, though other imbued might.

Guard’s duration may be terminated prematurely if
your character wishes. If your character becomes Inca-
pacitated while Guard applies, the power resumes for its
normal duration and may alert your hunter of trouble
after he regains consciousness, if any duration remains.

® e e e Prorser

Protect makes your character naturally resistant to
harm from the attacks of supernatural creatures and their
“magical” powers. Blows simply seem to glance off or stop
coldon impact. The effectdoesn’t interfere with mundane
attacks, such as a punch from a normal person or a bullet
fired by a bloodsucker. It does interfere with monsters’
claw and bite attacks, and with harmful powers that affect
your character’s body (tricks or spells that affect your
character’s mind or emotions are not deterred).

A hunter using second sight or a perception edge such as
Discern, Witness or [lluminate, or amonster with some height-
ened sense, sees your character outlined by a nimbus of energy.

System: Spend a Conviction point to activate this
power. Your character’s Zeal becomes a protection pool that
may be drawn from and added to soak rolls for the remainder
of the scene. You can add these dice to your soak rolls as you
please, maybe two dice against one attack and three against
another. They are cumulative with soak dice offered by your
character’s Stamina and any armor womn. Protect dice resist
bashing and lethal damage. In the latter case, roll these bonus
dice alone or in combination with any from armor worn that
also resists lethal damage (hunters’ Stamina is not usually
applied against lethal damage). Once assigned to a soak roll,
dice offered by Protect are lost for the scene, even if those
extra dice turn up failures in the soak roll.

If your Defender ever becomes Incapacitated, any
unassigned Protect dice that remain are all dedicated to
the next attack he suffers, if any. Protect can be acti-
vated and used only once per scene. Any Protect dice
that remain unused at the end of a scene are lost.

Protecthasnodieroll of itsown. However, Conviction can
still be risked inany one Protect-enhanced soak roll in the scene.
eeooee By

When this edge is activated, a ring of electrical
energy erupts from the surface of your character’s body
and expands outward. A hail of miniature lightning
bolts showers any monsters that the ring contacts. This
effect is visible to all hunters and supernaturals. It does
not affect normal humans or other hunters, and they
may take shelter in your character’s proximity.




System: Spend two Conviction points. The barrier
erupts from your character’s body and expands instanta-
neously to a radius of Zeal in yards from him. When a
creature contactsor crosses the barrier, roll Zeal + Stamina,
difficulty 6, as lethal damage (there is noattack roll). The
power affects even noncorporeal spirits that seek to cross.

A creature that somehow teleports mside the area is not
affected by the power. However, any creature within this
power’stadius in the tumn that it'sactivated is subjected toharm
as the energy expands outward. Once inside the perimeter, the
creature does not continue to take damage. It is harmed only
once, unless it chooses to exit and cross the boundary again.
Creatures take no damage from leaving the area.

The effect lasts one turn, plus an additional turn per
point of Conviction spent when the edge is activated.
Your Defender may also choose to terminate the effect
prematurely. If your character moves or becomes Inca-
pacitated, the edge comes to an end. No other actions
may be performed while Blast is active.

Blast can be activated only once per scene.

Gurrdinn Anget

Defenders’ ultimate mission in the hunt is to save lives
and to protect cherished items or places. The need to preserve
and protect is the immediate instinct and reaction these
imbued have when they first witness abominations. That
mission also inspires them to continue the struggle, despite the
overwhelming odds against freeing aworld long dominated by
monstrosities. Perhaps the reason that most Defenders are able
to carry on at all is that they realize they can’t save everyone
and everything. Hard choices have to be made on the watch,
and only a few valuables can be preserved to appreciate the
better place hunters hope to create.

It's in these moments of clarity that some Defenders
understand the big picture of the war and their role in it:
They must do what they can, and that is enough. Incred-
ibly, these insightful few are able to turn this comprehension
into an actual tool to use against the enemy. Or more
accurately, they can turn their revelation into a tool that
helps protect the things they value most.

Some protectors have taken to fashioning token objects
thatbestowan unusual elementofresilience tothe people who
receive them, or to the objects or locales with which these
tokens are placed. It’s almost as if the creator’s determination
to see his charge through all harm actually lends the subject
some protection. Defender tenacity is made manifest. Such
creation actually alleviates the guardian’s burden somewhat,
freeing him to preserve as many people and places against
supernatural abuse as he can, with the reassurance that his
determination alone still keeps his most prized charge safe.

Thus far, the creation of such protective tokens is limited
toahandful of Defenders. The harried whofightevery defensive
retreat and perceived threat lack the wisdom, reflection and
insighttopick theirbattlesand tocreate thesimple toolsthatcan
help them. No amount of counseling or advice from other
championsissufficienttofocusthese distracted Defenders. Such
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people must discover the means of manifesting theirdetermina-
tion in the real world in their own way and time.

The sentries who have discovered this technique
speculate that the Messengers imbue them with the
capability to fashion protective tokens. Others believe
it’s a product of their own will or insight, made real
through sheer intensity. Still others look upon the craft
as a predecessor of a burgeoning edge. Ultimately, the
origin of creating protective tokens doesn't matter.
What matters is that they help Defenders carry on their
vigil and preserve the most important things in life.

Thus far, no hunter outside the guardians’ creed knows
how to create “good-luck charms” that keep possessors from
harm. Other creeds may be capable of creating their own
empowered gifts, but the items do not endow the same
protection that Defenders’ creations do. (Creating protective
items is exclusive to the Defense creed. Other hunters can
possess edges in the Defense path, but they cannot fashion
protective tokens, unless the Storyteller decides otherwise.)

MsrHoD

No Defender undertakes the creation or identification of
a gift or token with the thought, “This will help protect her.”
Defenders barely understand who they are, what they're
capable of doing and the extent to which evil pervades the
world. Knowing implicitly and matter-of-factly that they can
design or designate “magical items” is beyond them. It’s also
silly and beneath the human focus of Hunter.

The actual force that empowers a creation or item is a
Defender’s hope. He wishes above all else that his charge will
survive the war against the supernatural unharmed. Inspira-
tionfor the creation or choice of a defensive token therefore
derives from any number of very personal sources. He might
give a gift to his child, reassuring her that, “If anything ever
happens to Daddy, this bracelet will keep you safe. Youhave
to wear it all the time. It means I'll always be with you.
Understand?” Maybe a fishing lure that always brought the
hunter luck before now has all the more meaning because it
represents a fond memory of a simpler time. Bestowing that
gift upon afishing buddy brings him the same “luck” that the
Defender had. Or perhaps planting a tree in a grove repre-
sents the Defender’s hopes for the locale’s future, an
investment of his own will to ensure the place’s survival.

Many Defenders create the items they share. They canbe
hand-fashioned or existing items that are altered or added to.
Tokens can also be existing objects with immense personal
value to the Defender and the recipient, such as a family
heirloom passed down through the generations or a hockey
trading card prized equally between brothers. In the case of
offering an existing object, the bestowal of the possession
typically comes with significant meaning — a sacrifice made
oranenormousactofgenerosity. “I've had thisforyears. Iknow
you've always liked it. Here, it’s yours.”

Some Defenders go so far as to engrave a hunter code
symbol onto an object, such as that for “Defender,” “Pro-
tected,” “Hope,” “Charge,” “Victory” or “Safe Haven.”

Regardless of what item is offered and why it’s chosen, the
donation and its symbolism are the keys to any protection
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conferred. Theitem representsabond, and that connectioniswhat’s truly important,
notthe object itself. Remember that when your character creates or choosesa token,
it’s not shared without meaning. Any item passed flippantly or without sufficient
significance is useless. The Storyteller decides when a token has enough personal
weight. An ingenuine Defender (and his charge) learn a lesson the hard way.
Svsriw
Before a Defender can manifest his passion for a charge into a real-world
item, he must understand the significance and greater meaning of preserving his
charge, and of the watch as a whole. “Guarding stuff’ isn’t enough. Your
character must know why some things must be preserved, and that they
sometimes have to be sacrificed if the greater good is to prevail. In game terms,
this insight truly develops when your character possesses at least one dot in each
of Zeal, Mercy and Vision. When your Defender possesses those scores, he is
ready to create or choose tokens to protect his charges.
A token bestows extra soak dice to the person who
receives it. As long as that item remains in the subject’s
possession, the extra protection is retained. “Posses-
sion” doesn’thave tomean “on her person atall times,”
but it does mean “remains her property.” If it’s ever
stolen or lost, the protection is lost and doesn’t return
until the item is reclaimed (a thief or any subsequent
owner receives no benefit).
As for a charge that’s an object or locale, the
token must be left at an appropriate place and
must remain at the site to bestow its protection.
Thatitemorareareceivesextrasoak dice ifany
are applicable, or it gains extra structural
levels (the equivalent of health levels) to
resist being destroyed.
The choice or creation of an appro-
priate token takes some time, usually a
matter of days, weeks or even months,
depending on how often and for how
long your character works on it. At any
time of your choosing, remove a number §
of Conviction pointsfromyour character’s
current pool. You can record that number
in the margin of your charactersheetor the
Storyteller can record it for you. For every
five points set aside, the token bestows one
extra soak die to its possessor. Each point set
aside also represents about one hour's creation
or search time. So, if your character sets aside 10
points over the course of three months game time,
he spends 10 hours in that period makinga final gift.
The sooner the token is offered, the more quickly the
beneficiary enjoys its defense, but your character’s
Conviction pool might be drained as a result. The
longer it takes to create a token, the longer the benefi-
ciary goes without extra defense, but your character is able
to carry out his day-to-day hunt more effectively.
Conviction points set aside for the creation of a
token are considered unavailable to your character
thereafter. They cannot be spent to activate second
sight and supernatural defenses, to activate edges or to
invest into powers. Likewise, Conviction points cannot be
risked in the creation of a token. Nor can Willpower points
increase an item’s protection rating.
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The maximum number of extra soak dice a token can
offer equals your character’s Zeal rating at the time of the
object’s creation. Thus, if his Zeal is 3, no more than three
extra soak dice are bestowed to the subject. Creating a token
rated 3 also costs your character 15 of his own Conviction.

Your hunter can create a token that offers fewer extra
soak dice than he might be capable of. He might not have
the time or resources to devote his full Conviction to the
task. For example, a Defender with 4 Zeal might have saved
up only 15 Conviction for his token. If he can’t wait any
longer to bestow the gift, the result isan item with a 3 rating.

No particular Crafts score is required to create a
token. The actual craftsmanship of a manufactured item
is less important than its symbolism or meaning for the
parties involved.

If your character ever acquires more Zeal points after
granting a token, he can increase the item’s rating, but todo
s0 he must have it in his possession for an amount of time
appropriate for the extra points added. Thus, if a token rated
3 is increased to 6 (your character’s current Zeal), 15 more
Conviction must be invested and the subject goes without
the item for the period that those points are accumulated. In
the setting, such time can be spent adding features to the
token or meticulously carving a hunter code symbol into it.
Of course, the beneficiary has to be willing to relinquish the
item for the duration, too. If it has significant sentimental
value, borrowing it may not be possible.

In the chronicle, any time dedicated to creating a
token must be set aside by your character. You can’t
necessarily be traveling, tracking a puppet, and creating
an intricate token at the same time unless the Story-
teller agrees. If downtime dedicated to the process is
minimal, the Storyteller may extend creation time.

The extrasoak dice conferred by a token are permanent.
They apply whenever the subject is exposed to bodily harm
through any kind of supernatural attacks, including claws,
bites, magical lighming bolts orundead blows. Damage from
mental or emotional artacks or influence is not affected.

A token’s extra soak dice don’t diminish each time
the dice are rolled. They also apply to bashing and lethal
damage. Iflethal damage is incurred, the subject’s Stamina
is not rolled, but the token’s soak dice are, along with
those from any appropriate armor that might be worn.

Inthe case of objects orsites, the token offers extrasoak
dice, as above, or extra permanent structural levels. In the
latter case, no amount of supernatural damage can over-
come the extra levels gained. Thus, the glen mentioned
earlierwould alwayssurvive amagicalfire. A family portrait
could not be shattered by a shapechanger’s monstrous grip.
If the offending creature or force is truly potent or ancient,
however, it might receive a Willpower roll, difficulty 6, to
overcome the item’s protection. Even then, a number of
successes in excess of the token’s rating must be achieved
before the item can be damaged or destroyed.

Bear in mind that a token’s protection applies only
against supernatural harm. Attacks or destruction per-
formed by regular people or normal forces of nature are

CHAPYER 5:NEW RULES

resolved as usual, with the person or item’s own Traits.
Normal bullets fired by a zombie also strike normally.

A token's protective value applies only to normal
humans and mundane objects and places. It is not relayed
to fellow hunters, supernatural creatures or mystical items
or sites. From the bearer’s perspective, she seems inordi-
nately lucky, assuming she’s capable of understanding
anything that occurs in the presence of a horrifying crea-
ture (or during her consequent “fainting spell”).

Ahunterusingsecondsight noticessomething strange
about a token, but not any specifics. A perception edge
such as Discern, Witness or [lluminate offers more infor-
mation. Perhaps the item is warm to the touch or ahunter
code sign appears that’s not of the creator’s design.
Regardless of what’s detected, the object does not radiate
the menace or inhumanity of the enemy.

Your Defender can create or choose and bestow only
one token at a time. He can create or share as many in total
as he has Zeal points, however. Thus, your character might
choose a token for his wife at one time, but he can have
passed out three in total, equal to his 3 Zeal. Each token
encompasses your Defender’s hopes for the future and
cannot be transferred from recipient to recipient. It's made
for a specific person, place or treasure. The token possesses
no particular resilience of its own, so if it's ever broken, it
loses its unusual properties and all Conviction invested
into it is lost forever. Your Defender can make another
token thereafter.

The amount of care, attention and emotional invest-
mentthatgoesintobestowinga token grants your Defender
a limited sense of each token’s starus. If a token is ever lost
or destroyed, your character simply knows, whether asense
of loss overcomes him or he suspects that his intended
charge is vulnerable. Your character doesn’t know, in such
acase, when arecipient is in trouble, simply when she isno
longer protected by his creation. There is no range limit to
this sensation, and no more detail is conveyed.

A lost token may restore protection to a subject
when the item is returned to its proper owner. If it is not
returned, your character can revoke the protection
offered by the device and create a new one to replace it.
If a recipient is ever killed, her token can be revoked as
well, allowing your Defender to create another for
someone or something else, to the limit of his Zeal. All
Conviction dedicated to a revoked token is lost.

A person can possess only one token from any De-
fender atone time. Multiple hunters cannot bestow multiple
tokens on a single person for cumulative soak dice.

If your Defender is ever killed, his token continues to
relay its protective powers as long as it isnot destroyed or lost.

Storytellers, use common sense when deciding what are
legitimate charges that can receive a token's protection.
Likewise, consider what a reasonable token is. A Defender
can’tadd structural levels to Planet Earth because his wedding
ring exists there. Nor is a toaster-oven likely to preserve a
hunter’s cousin unless there’s areally good human story behind
the appliance. Make the player work to draw the connection.
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Thou art my hiding place; thou shalt preserve me from
trouble; thou shalt compass me about with songs of deliverance.
— Psalms 32:7

[t takes a certain breed of person to become a hunter — someone
willing to confront the monsters when their terrible visage is first
exposed. Defenders are born from even sturdier stock. The it
upon themselves to stand in harm’s way, not for themselves, or for the
uu.mnu' sake, or to vent their own indignation, but to save others,
to preserve anything of value left in : IJLLA\IHU world. They therefore
have agreatdeal to lose in the struggle against rI 1e supernatural. Surely
their thin line can hold only so long before it's overwhelmed — and
what will survive the carnage if rhug finally break! The following
characters represent some of the regular people who have what it takes
to defy monsters and stand guard over humanity. They can be the
inspiration for or foundation of your own character. Just fill in the
blanks to make one of them your own.
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Prelude: Life has been... well, life. You discovered
sex in high school, got pregnant, dropped out, married
and started working at Charlie’s Deli Mart. A year
later, you were pregnant again. You and your hus-
band went on welfare, and you quit your job to care
for the kids. The following year, you added a third {
little monster to the brood.

Eventually, finances improved. Yourkids grew,
and you took a job at the textiles mill. Fifteen
years had passed in the blink of an eye. You and
your husband bought a double-wide. Your eldest
made you a grandmother at 36.

About that time, you found Jesus and gave
your life over to Him. By then, you knew half
the people in town. You knew their busi-
ness and felt it your duty to point out
their mistakes. When Teri Green started
sleeping around on her husband, you
thought it was only right that someone
inform the poor man. When you caught
the minister taking a nip of whiskey
prior to his sermon, you couldn’t
keep it to yourself.

God must have been pleased
with your efforts, because one night
He let you in on a big secret. You
heard a car drive slowly past your
trailer, and you peeked out the win-  §
dow to see who it was. The car
stopped down the street, at Missy
Cameron’s trailer. Missy was going through
a divorce. She had men coming and going all the
time. You knew. You watched. Missy was behav-
ing shamefully. She had a two-year-old.

As you spied, the man got out of his car. You
turned off the lamp to see better, and even con-
sidered getting your binoculars. You had good
reason. The man looked odd. Missy got out of the
passenger side, laughing. She was drunk —
again. You got a good look at the stranger under
the porch light. At first you thought he was
wearing a costume. He looked like he had the
plague. It turned your stomach.

They went inside. You couldn’t stand it.

You had to know what was going on. Just

walk by. That was all you intended, but \
when you arrived at Missy’s trailer, you

couldn’t see inside. You had to tie your

shoe, anyway, so you casually walked over to

prop your foot on the steps. By then, you'd

- -~

figured it wouldn't hurt to pop in. You opened Missy's
door and knocked as you stepped inside.

That'swhen you heard the voice: “THE
BEAST HAS TAKEN FLESH.” Some-
\ thing loomed over Missy’s body,
| tormenting her while she sobbed hys-
terically. You scrambled toward the
kitchenette, stunned. The next thing
you knew, your hand was on a frying pan.
You flung it, scattering cold food, and hit

the demon in the back.

Others in the park must have heard

your shouts, because they came out of
their homes. The demon ran at you as
if to knock you aside, but something
stopped it cold, like it feared your
righteousness or couldn’t bear that
you knew its secret. That's when it
jumped through the screen window, got
to its car and drove away. Missy lived,
and you got plenty of attention at church
for saving her from her “abusive boy-
friend.” You would have told what
really happened, but even you know
that some stories just can't be be-
lieved. Since then, you've taken up
the vigil in earnest. God has given
you a mission,

Concept: You've always been
more interested in other people’s lives
than you are in your own. You're
proud of how much you know about
their activities. Now you see that God

intended it all along. You're the guard-

ian angel whosticks hernose ineveryone
else’s business. You're the one who pro-
tects them from themselves by pointing
out their indiscretions.

Roleplaying Hints: You're God’s
tool. Your curiosity leads you to find out
things about people. If you think they’re

messing up, you say so. Everything is your
business. You're not above grilling some-
one on their personal life, nor are you above
sneaking around to spy. And now that you
know you're not the only one, you keep your
eyesopen and call yourappointed allies at the
first sign of trouble.
Equipment: Binoculars, notebook, pen,
Holy Bible, station wagon
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HUNYERBOOK: DEFERDER

Prelude: Life hasn’t been very good toyou. Thereisn’t  like ghosts', hidden in their real ones. You started to panic,
a lot to grow up and hope for on the wrong side of the but a strange calm came over you, along with a realization:
border, southof San Diego. Yourfamilyalwaysworked .. None of the gitls ot the bartenders or the otherbouncers
the tourist trade, cheating gringos out of their cash were wrong — just the crowd. Everyone else carried
by selling rugs and crap at outrageous prices. The B\ on like nothing had changed. Only you knew!
tourists had no idea how to haggle, or that they were Something had to be done, but how? Without
being ripped off, even though the guy down the street getting the real people hurt? You had to protect
was selling the same shit at half the price. It wasn’t { them, if only because they were alive and these
your problem, though. If people were dumbenough to ] things... weren’t. Outwardly calm, you walked
get cheated, that’s what they deserved. ' over to the main dance floor, mid-song, and held

Although you quietly hoped for a differ- out a hand to the performer. Confused, she took

ent life, you never expected it to come to
you — and certainly not the way it did.
Your girlfriend Conzuela decided to earn
easy money by working the bar strip.
Thank Godshe wasn'tinterested inwork-
ing the back alleys, like all the cheap
whores. She got a job at a high-priced
club, the kind filled with leering gringos,
the ones who hoped to get something
special in return for a lousy tip.
The money she got was good, but
you still didn't like the idea. Other men '\
shouldn’t see your girlfriend that way, your
way. She wouldn’t quit, though, no matter
how loudly you insisted. That's when you
got a job as a bouncer, to make sure no one
went too far with her. Working there only
made more problems, though. Conzuela felt
crowded by you standing guard right next to her
tables. When you picked a fight with some fat
asshole with lots of money and greasy hands, she
dumped you. You kept working after that just to
piss her off. Besides, there were other girls there
too, and you noticed the looks they gave you.
It wasn’t long afterward when your rea-

it and stepped down. Juan, now back in his
booth, stopped the music abruptly as if to
shout at you, but he didn’t get a chance. You
simply turned to the crowd and announced:
“Conozco tu tipo.” — “I know what you are.”

There was a moment of painful silence.
Then ripples of concern washed through the
audience. Heads turned, some real, some wisp-
like. Nervous murmurs spread. That’s when
one, thenanotherand finally the whole crowd
gotupand left the club. Energized, youshouted
“Tu tipono es bienvenido.” — “Your kind isn’t
welcome here” — after them.

The rest of the staff was stunned. What
had you done? You barely convinced the
boss to let you keep your job, explaining
hastily that there had been talk of “a fight. ..

a big one.” Now you're on the shit list.
Business hasn’t been near as good since, but
at least it's been alive. You've also seen more
dead things since that night — lots of them.
What can you do when there are so many?
Maybe you should just worry about where you

are and what you've got.

Concept: You'rearegular guy without much

education. You're lucky, though; youhave muscle

and you can take care of yourself. Beinga bouncer

is perfect: free drinks, pretty girls. It’s just every-

thing else in your life that makes no sense.

Clingingdesperately toyourold habits helps, but

what happens if things change — or if something
changes things for you!

Roleplaying Hints: Youdon't judge people.

Getting along with your co-workers and

the club’s human audience is proof of

that. Sure, you can muscle your way

around, but you know how to talk

people—and some corpses—down,

too. Your main goal is to keep living

people safe, if only on your tiny bit of turf.
Equipment: Billy club, T-shirt, jeans, sneakers

sons for staying changed altogether. You
were looming near the crowd as usual one
night, surveying the shit-bag customers
when a voice came over the loudspeaker:
“THE DEAD COVET THE LIVING.”
The voice spoke in perfect Spanish, but
Juan the D] was supposed to speak in En-
glish. That’s when you noticed Juan was at

the bar. No one was in his booth.

Your imitation changed to a pang of
terror when you looked across the crowd for
the troublemaker and truly saw them for the
first time: The audience was dead. At least, all
the men sitting, watching were like rotting S
corpses or were dead-looking, with other faces,

P
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Prelude: You watched the Soviet armies march by
your window when you were a little girl. They moved as
one unit, all alike in their precise uniforms. You
remember thinking how you wanted to join
them in their march across the world.

Unfortunately, in your youthful exuber-
ance you failed to realize that the army had few
jobs for women. What a revelation that was,

that women were meant to make babies, to
care for family, while men did the things
that required strength and intelligence.

Eventually, based on your test
scores, you were chosen to go to a
women’s medical school. They wanted
you to become a nurse. On the day of
graduation, you were assigned to an
army medical unit. You underwent
more training to handle medical care
in battle, but also learned self-de-
fense, military protocol and how to
handle firearms.

Opver the next few years, you car-
riedoutyourduries in battle-torn areas.

You followed the Soviet army wherever
it led. Then came the “great betrayal,” as
you call it. Military conflicts occurred less
frequently. You spent more time playing
cards and emptying bedpans than you did
repairing bullet wounds or picking shell frag-
ments from tattered bodies.

Eventually, your final orders arrived.
Soviet officials had appointed you to a
veteran’s home. A hospital for tired old
soldiers! At first you thought it was a mis-
take. But in the days that followed, you came
to realize that your loyalty to yourself out-
weighed your loyalty to the USSR

You defied your orders. [t wasn’t difficult.
You simply walked away one night, headed
into the hills of Croatia. From there, you found
a ride across Slovenia and entered Italy near
Trieste. You were fortunate. The trip, which
took only a few days, was short enough that your
countrymen did not notice your absence until it
was too late.

Youstayed in Italy for nearly a year. With-
out help, you would have had remained for
some time. You met a man who fell in love
with you, however, and he gave you money

o -~

to travel to England. Once there, you applied for citizen- =
ship and a license to practice medicine.

Then a new war found you. Shortly after you

 received your British citizenship, you were in the

vicinity of abomb explosion ata business. Another

political act of terrorism. You were showered with

glass and thrown to the ground, your mind flashing

back to your days in the service. Instinctively, you

tion struck you. Something wrong was nearby.
Somethingdead, but not someonekilled
by the blast. Something evil.

You spotted a shambling figure. It
appeared to be a badly decayed person
walking through the carnage. Its eyes
met yours. Inky blackness spilled like

tears down its cheeks. In that timeless
moment, youknew there were farworse
things in the world than mankind. You
knew that there was another war brew-
ing, one that had been kept secret from
you — until now.
Although your anger demanded
that you pursue the abomination and
destroy it, you could not. The injured
needed you more. There would be time
enough to wage a private war... later.

Concept: You have always believed

that you had a greater purpose, and you
have always sensed thart it somehow re-
volved around war. Medicine came later,
but you have embraced it as wholeheart-
edly as part of your military calling. Now
you combine your pursuits in the most
important mission you have ever under-
taken, and this one is not for any faceless
authority. It is for yourself.

Roleplaying Hints: Perhaps you fo-
cused your maternal instincts into
medicine. Of course, those old gender-

based stereotypes mean little to you, aside
from the occasional childhood self-doubt
that keeps you from truly taking charge.
You are organized and cool under stressful
conditions. Growing up in the USSR made
you tough and turned you into an excellent
military doctor, but it also cultivated your
terrible bedside manner.

Equipment: Fully equipped doctor’s

kit, Glock 9mm, uniform-style pantsuit
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Prelude: There’s something that really sucks about
coming from the stereotypical dysfunctional family.
Sure, everybody’s alcoholic mother passes out
with a lit cigarette at least once. Everyone's ,
father splits with a younger woman. Whose kid
brother doesn’t make trouble? The thing is, you
have to hold it all together.

So, when the time came for college, you were
ready to start your own life. Your mother had
cleaned up her act. Your kid brother could feed
himself. They didn’t need you anymore, so you
left. Shitty part is, at college all you did was
make needy friends. If anybody had to go to
the hospital or get bailed out of jail, some-
body called you. In the long run, you
didn’t mind. Old habits die hard.

Not even your reputation as a
“nice guy” bothered you too much.

Sure, it put you on the “just friends”

list of most women, but you didn’t

have time for that anyway. Youhad to

drive your drunk friend home, keep your
buddy from picking fights with Neander-
thals, help your roommate study for his math
test, and keep your eye on that depressed kid.

One night, the fire alarm went off in the
dorm. By that time you had made resident
assistant, whichmeant thatyouwere “incharge”
of your hall. You settled disputes, watched out
for drugs and booze, and enforced the curfew.
Youblew off most stuff unless an infraction was
blatant. You did have to make sure everyone in
your hall left the building during a fire alarm,
though. You knocked on the doors, one by one,
then opened them with your key to make sure
everyone was out.

Number 220. You'll never forget that num-
ber. The door was covered with stupid cartoons
and pictures of supermodels. Bill Jenkins and
Michael Chen lived there. When you knocked,
someone shouted, “Get th’fuck outta here.”

“C’'mon, man. You know the rules!” you
responded. “Fire alarm. You gotta clear out.”

There was no reply, and you almost turned @
away. If there was one thing you hated, it was
confrontation. But then, a word bubble in
one of the cartoons caught your eye. It
said, “COWARD! HE'LL DIE!” A
shiver ran down your spine. You put
the key in the lock.

oy

“Bill? Mike? I'm comin’ in!” The door opened just -~

enough for you to see inside. Something growled and
slammed it shut. You took it on the chin and staggered
back into the hall, but you barely noticed the pain.
You knew what you'd seen: Michael lying on the

floor in a puddle of blood.
Youdidn’t question what you had todo. Someone
needed you, now more than ever, as if your entire life
of helping other people had led up to that moment.
You searched for a weapon in 219, Tom’s room.
He had a baseball bat in the corner. You
picked it up. But then a reading lamp
N suddenly flickered on over his bed. It
highlighted a silver crucifix Tom had
hanging on the wall. The religious sig-
nificance didn’t matter to you. To your
eyes it just looked sharp — like a knife.

You left the bat behind.

The rest happened quickly. You
didn’t give yourself time to think or

' be afraid. This time you didn’t an-
D - nounce yourself. Instinct took over.
""'...l"“ It was huddled in a corner when you

came in. The fight was over quickly.
With the crucifix stuck in its chest, the
thing crashed through the window.
They never found Bill. Michael sur-
vived, but he'll never be the same. You
visit him on weekends at his mom’s. Looks
like you traded in your dysfunctional fam-
ily for a dysfunctional world.
Concept: You've always taken care of
people. It’s what you do best. You're the
responsible one who protects those who
can't protect themselves. For the first time
in your life, you not only feel genuinely
needed, but that someone is watching out
for you, too. You're not alone anymore.
You've received “the sign.” Some guiding
hand has touched you. It has faith in you.

Roleplaying Hints: You're ever vigilant
for any hint that someone is in danger, and

you're prepared to come to theiraid. Youdon't

like to kill, but you will if you must. Quick-
witted and cool in stressful situations, you focus
primarily on getting a victim to safety.

Equipment: Silver crucifix dagger (you
got your own), portable first-aid kit, wire

cutters, baseball cap, jeans, running shoes,
beat-up Toyota Starlet
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Prelude: Your grandparents were old-fashioned coun- You grabbed a pot of hot coffee and rushed from
try folk who cut their own firewood and ate the game they ~ behind the counter as you yelled, “Get the hell out of
hunted and killed. Your grandfather passed his skills and here!” Maybe the things weren't expecting anyone to
interests on to his children. Although you didn’t n have the balls to get involved, but they dropped the
come along until much later, your dad made sure trucker and fell back from you. They dragged
you knew all the ins and outs of the wilderness, their bottle-wielding friend outside with them,
too. He took you fishing and hunting, showed you but he hadn't had enough. He moved to come
the proper way to handle a gun, and taught you after you, but somehow he couldn’t get back in
how to live off the land. When your family went on through the door. It wouldn’t budge, and all
vacation, that meant camping. X you had was one hand on the handle. “And

Aftertheyretired, your parents moved stay out,” you warned. That's when the

to Florida and left you the house. You
worked at the local restaurant, had afew
girlfriends and got drunk on the week-
ends. Those were the good ol’ days.

Then one night, you were run-
ning the register when a group of
punks came in. They were trouble,
the kind who loosened the salt

shaker lids and put your tip under a

glass of water turned upside-down.

You hated jerks like that. The wait-

ress didn't want to deal with them,
either, soyou were stuck serving them.
They talked too loud, laughed too loud
and shot the papers off their straws at
other customers. One of those customers
happened to be a tired truck driver who
wasn’t in the mood. He got up and threat-
ened them. Of course, the punks laughed
at him and called him names. When he
went back to his seat, one of losers pulled
it out from under him.

The trucker was pissed. He went after
the nearest one, the one he figured moved
his chair. You turned away for a moment
to call the manager. When you looked
back — the whole group had turned into
things. Some had skin falling off and messed-
up faces. One had sores all overand another
had a huge mouth with horrible teeth. The
last broke a bottle and waved it around.
Two of the creatures grabbed the trucker,
who was about ready to shit his pants.

To top it all off, the jukebox started to
skip at that moment, repeating, “SAVE
HIM. SAVE HIM. SAVE HIM.” It's good
thar it did, because the “message” snapped
you out of a daze. Suddenly you knew
that you had to do something or the
trucker would be hurt.

(A~

o

things finally ran off for good.

You finished your shift that day,
but things were never the same. You
noticed more things after that, people
who were wrong. Some seemed dan-
gerous, some innocuous, but none of
them right. That's when you realized
your family’s home —and the woods

— were the safest place to be. You
started amassing guns and supplies,
preparing for the worst. Everyone
who used to know you thought you'd

gone crazy. Yeah, crazy like a fox!
Concept: It's as if your family’s
legacy has all been for you. Without the
training passed down from your grandfa-
ther, you'd probably be dead now. But
you're not. You're alive, you know that
the world is wrong, and you have the skills
you need to survive it. Your family home
is your fortress for now, but you know
better than to put all your eggs in one
basket. You have hiding places all over
the woods. They'll have to burn down the
forest if they want to get you.
Roleplaying Hints: You know that
you probably can’t just hole up and wait
foritall to blow over, but you do know that
your best chance lies in a good defense.
Youapproach every problem with survival
as your primary concern. You're no hot-
head and you don't rush into danger for
the thrill of it. You'll be the last one
standing, no matter what.
Equipment: Shotgun; .22 caliber rifle;
9mm handgun; homemade pipe bombs;
fullystocked shelter, including basic medi-
cal supplies; camouflage pants; leather
jacket; steel-toed boots; Chevy van
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HUNY ERBOOK: DEFENDER

Prominent Dereners

Some guardians and protectors have already made
names for themselves through the hunter grapevine.
Whether through word on the street or on the Internet,
these people have received recognition among their own
kind or other imbued for being resolute in their stand
against the monstrous hordes. Or, these people have been
decried by their own or by hunters who fail to recognize
the importance of drawing a line. Some chosen simply
don’t understand that preserving certain people or places
must occur atany cost, even other people or hunters. The
infamous among these champions usually choose not to
explain themselves when their stance is questioned or
their territory is intruded upon. Defenders weather the
siege, but sometimes it breeds a siege mentality.

Guroaturs Drom, aKa Caesic22

Lupe Droin’s story isn’t particularly strange or un-
common, for the first 20 years of her life, anyway. She was
born to parents living in Chicago’s Henry Horner Homes
— a housing project once described as “the boxes that
misery comes in.” She had a childhood that was fairly
uneventful by the standards of her community.

Her father worked hard. He was lucky; he enjoyed
work for work's sake. Even luckier, his job (assembling
counterfeit designer clothes) was illegal but safe, so he
could salt away money without fear of losing his housing
subsidy. When he moved out of the projects, it was on his
own terms as co-ownet of a small restaurant. He worked
14-hour days and saved industriously, always telling his
daughters that they were going to college some day.

For her part, Lupe worked fast food, got into a few
fights, saved her wages and blew them on overpriced
clothes. She learned to drive her dad’s car and got
severely punished for getting into a fender bender. She

had a number of boyfriends, got drunk some, got stoned
some, but was never really a “bad girl” or a “good girl.”

Then she met Jas.

Jas was nothing special... to anyone else. A flashy
punk with good abs, bedroom eyes and more luck than
sense. He was well on his way to being a second-rate
second-story man when he met Lupe.

He thought she was pretty, and that's all it took. At
the time, she thought it was fate. Now she dismisses it as
lust. Whatever it was, the two of them were crazy to-
gether, and he got her to do some wild things with him.

She had a blast for a while. Breaking into houses was
fun. Until the day the cops knocked on her dad’s door
and they found stolen property in her room. Until the
day she had to go to court and listen as Jas testified
against her for a reduced sentence. Until the day she
watched her father cry in public.

She was 18 when she went to the penitentiary.

The big surprise came when her father forgave her.
He'd saved for years to send her to college. That money
went to hire a lawyer and get her out of jail.

Lupe has thanked her father, but she remains unsure
how to repay him and, more importantly, how to win
back his trust. She started by getting a job, by staying
clean, by getting her gang tattoos removed. Now she
drives a cab and lives at home with her father and
younger sister. Lupe and her father almost never speak.

PRoFILe

Lupe feels that the imbuing has given her a second
chance to make up for the mistakes of her youth. At the
same time, she’s torn. She knows what her father must
think of her strange hours, her pager and her forays into
gang territory. She also fears it will destroy him if she’s
killed “in the line of duty.” But her faith-bred guilt
involving her father also won't let her stop her hunt.

Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity (Aggressive Re-
flexes) 4, Stamina 3, Charisma 2, Manipulation 2,
Appearance 2, Perception 2, Intelligence 2, Wits 3

Abilities: Alertmess 2, Athletics 2, Awareness 1, Brawl 3,
Computer 1, Dodge 3, Drive (Urban Acceleration) 4,
Firearms 2, Investigation 1, Law 1, Linguistics (English) 1,
Melee 2, Security 2, Stealth 2, Streetwise 3, Subterfuge 2

Backgrounds: Allies 1, Contacts 4, Fraternity 2,
Resources 1

Edges: (Defense) Ward, Rejuvenate; (Vengeance)
Cleave, Trail

Zeal: 6, Conviction: 8, Willpower: 9

Jnck Harwon, aka Hannieati37

Jack Harmon grew up in a poor area of Floyd
County, Virginia, where folks trying to lay low went to
escape proper society. Jack’s father left when the boy was
a few years old, leaving him, his mother and his younger
brother, Brian, to cope with poverty.

When Jack was 14, Brian disappeared. Jack obsessed
himself with finding his brother. He spent days combing




the woods, far longer than the half-hearted police and a
handful of concerned neighbors did. They didn't find
Brian. Eventually, even Jack had to admir defear.

Jack’s anger over the loss engulfed him. He became a
troublemaker. He'd been arrested twice by the time he was
16. He dropped out of school at 17, got a girl pregnant and
was saddled with a loveless marriage. He lived off his mother
for nearly a year after that, spending his time frustrated and
drunk. That is, till the police called with information that
Brian's body had been found. A county workerhad found the
boy partially exhumed in the back 40 of the Kendrick place.
Even the locals considered the Kendricks “hillbillies.” Some
stories were even less. .. gracious.

Jack didn’t wait for the police to investigate. He
decided to take justice into his own hands and went to the
Kendrick place himself. There was a dog in the yard, but
Jack took care of it. Some kid answered the door and Jack
beat him aside with a bat. His shouts of “Who killed my
brother?” went unanswered as other family members over-
whelmed him and nearly beat him to death. Jack recovered
in police custody. The sheriff did his usual lame-ass job
investigating the family and turned up no connection to
the dead boy. Meanwhile, Jack went to prison.

Not surprisingly, jail time didn’t do anything to
alleviate Jack’s anger. If anything, the abuse he suffered
inside hardened his heart and soul. He was determined
to make his brother’s murderers pay, but he wasn't sure
how to go about it without winding up in jail again. It
would have to look like an accident....

When Jack was finally paroled, he really hadn't
learned any lessons. He went back to his hometown and
learned what had changed in his absence. His mother
had died. His ex-wife had moved on. He had no imme-
diate family left. All he really had was a taste for revenge,
and he was pleased to hear that at least some of the
Kendricks still lived up in the hills.

This time Jack went better armed. Turned out he didn’t
really need to be. The only members of the family still living
there were old and senile, grandparents wallowing in their
own shit. They didn’t even have the presence to confront
him when he barged into the dilapidated house.

Although the couple were past their prime, their
legacy lived on. Jack found a box in the bedroom filled with
a shitload of money. That was a start, he thought. He felt
only slightly more mollified when he emptied an oil lamp
and started a fire that burned the place to the ground.

Although the face of the local law had changed, its
dedication hadn’t. Harmon was questioned as to his
whereabouts during the fire, but he couldn’t be placed
there. When no other Kendricks could be found to
inherit the land, it went up for auction. As the ultimate
irony, he used the money he’d stolen to buy the property
and build a house on the foundation of the old one.

It was during this time that Harmon discovered the
cavern hidden off the root cellar. Bizarre, terrible visions of
child torture and murder assailed him, as if the ghosts of the
dead wanted their story to be known. He was confronted
with the horrible acts that had been perpetrated there in
the past. He buried the remains of the bodies he'd found
and hoped he'd laid their souls to rest. He finally under-
stood what might have happened to his brother years
before, and he vowed never to let it happen again.

Little did he know that not all the Kendricks’ kin are
dead or gone. At least one has returned to discover the loss
of the property, house and cavern, and has tried to take it
back by trickery and force. Fortunately, Harmon’s years of
hardship and bitterness have made him a dogged, ruthless
defender of his home and his brother's memory.

PROFILE

Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 2, Stamina (Deter-
mined) 4, Charisma 1, Manipulation 3, Appearance 2,
Perception 3, Intelligence 2, Wits (Unsurprisable) 4

Abilities: Alertness 2, Athletics 1, Awareness 2, Brawl 2,
Computer 1, Crafts (Improvised Tools) 3, Demolitions 1,
Dodge 3, Endurance 2, Firearms 3, Intimidation 2, Intu-
ition (Hidden Motives) 4, Medicine 1, Melee 2, Occult 2,
Security 3, Stealth 2, Streetwise 1, Subterfuge 1, Survival 3,
Technology 1, Traps (Stairways) 4

Backgrounds: Arsenal 2, Exposure 1, Iron Willed 3,
Resources 2, Stronghold 3

Edges: (Defense) Alarm, Ward, Rejuvenate; (Judg-
ment) Discern, Burden

Zeal: 7, Conviction: 5, Willpower: 7

Derangement: Xenophobia
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Xinn Quan, axa DziDzari55

Quan is the heir to asizable business in Hong Kong.
While his family is wealthy, they are newly rich. Quan’s
grandfather started his family along the golden path. His
father quadrupled the wealth that he received, and no
less is expected of Quan.

The transfer of political power back to Mainland
China has increased the pressure on Quan to guide his




HUNYERBOOK:DE

FENDER

grandfather’s company. Like many Chinese family busi-
nesses, it is a diverse lot: chicken farms on the mainland;
CD factories near Shanghai; and the foundation of its
prosperity, a small import business in the New Territo-
ries dealing in opals and jade. The company is the pride
of Quan’s beloved grandfather, the hope of his immedi-
ate family, and the sustenance and security for over a
thousand workers. He takes this charge and his respon-
sibility for it very seriously.

Quan grew up between East and West. Educated by
traditional tutors and English public schools in Hong
Kong, he attended college at George Washington Uni-
versity in the United States. Once he returned home, he
worked middle management for five years. Only re-
cently has he been invited to come to the headquarters
and join his father at the head of the company.

(Quan’s substantial burden has doubled since he was
imbued. His grandfather has told him stories of gods and
unquiet spirits haunting the living. Then, one day, he found
himself seated across from one of those very things at a
business meeting. Quan drove away the ghost masquerading
as a Chinese businessman, but not without a cost. A week
later, a walking corpse artacked him as he traveled between
Kowloon and the New Territories. The pragmatic Quan
immediately contacted the “businessman” and apologized
for his rudeness. But rather than do business with the
creature, Quan pointed him toa competitor, even though he
knew he would lose money as a result. Quan subtly took over
this father’s calendar thereafter and started “screening” all
appointments, searching for a pattern among the creatures
he saw, and looking forameans toprotect his family business.

Indeed, when Quan was imbued, his eyes opened to
streets filled with supernatural creatures. A business trip
to Beijing proved that the beings were not confined to

Hong Kong. He will long remember the sights of the
Forbidden City, a city of the dead.

- -~

The pervasiveness of creatures has made Quan’s hunt
subtle, so as not to draw their attention to him or his loved
ones. For now, protecting the business is his primary duty,
but he understands even that his battle is a losing one.
Something more — something proactive

must be done.

T s Ross Founbarion

No one knows what man, woman or group is behind
the seemingly philanthropic Rose Foundation, although
theories are exchanged among the few hunters who have
encountered the institution. The foundation’s influence
was felt before it was ever identified online or by presum-
ably isolated imbued. Word of its first unsolicited acts of
hunter charity included money donated to Cabbie22 to
repair her wrecked taxi. It also supposedly financed an
expedition into the Congo to track down a “serial killer.”
Someone else reported that the organization donated
food and medical supplies to a group in Chile that was
fighting zombies in the wake of an earthquake. These gifts
appear to have come completely out of the blue, and no
one requested that the recipients make reparations.

According to recent posts on hunter-net by someone
going by the handle Rose2 1, the organization’s founder(s)
established it “to offer financial support to the world’s
inheritors.” Since that cryptic message, the person or
people behind the name have offered no further informa-
tion, nor has anythingmore about the groupbeenrevealed.
Indeed, Witness1 has cautioned the chosen online not to
invest too much faith or enthusiasm into these seeming
patrons, due to the lack of knowledge about their identity,
intentions or motivation.

Needless to say, many imbued have swamped hunter-
net with requests for funding. In response, the Rose
Foundation seems to turn a deaf ear, perhaps simply
lurking in search of truly deserving individuals to re-
ceiveassistance (ifany doatall). If contributions ascribed
to Rose thus far are any indication, there'’s no fanfare
involved. Rose’s motives would seem to transcend thanks
or adulation, but no one can say for sure.

Indeed, the Rose Foundation’s anonymity disturbs
many on the list, despite their own facelessness there.
Demands that the group explain itself and reveal its
founders have met with silence. Some posters even re-
quest that Rose be removed from the list, for fear that his/
her “generosity” is actually a distraction from the activi-
ties of an invading enemy. The fact that Rose seems to
know information about other imbued, as proved by the
unsolicited contacts made, isheld up as testament to these
hunters’ concerns. Nonetheless, the occasional hunter
receives an unexpected delivery from time to time, a gift
of money, information, documents or directions that
allows him to continue the watch.

Whattacs Siws, axa Dote7

Wallace Sims is not what you would expect of a
computer nerd. Wallace was blessed with intelligence, but
to him it has always seemed much more like a curse.
Wallace’s father and grandfather worked in the steel mills




near Sheffield, England. He expected to follow suit. A
regular job and good pay. That would have been enough.
Yet, his parents and friends noticed the difference in him;
he could do better. The more they pushed him to excel
academically, however, the more he rebelled by picking
fights and hanging out with the wrong crowd. Once
Wallace was finally out of school and ready to start at the
mill, disaster struck: His father had secretly entered him in
competition for a scholarship, and he won. Wallace obedi-
ently went away to school to please his father but couldn’t
take the pressure. A few fights later, he was kicked out.

Family relations fell apart after this final disappoint-
ment. Not even the death of Wallace’s father turned the
son around. He grew even angrier at the lot that life had
dealt him. More often than not, he sat at home and drank
or went 'round to the pub. He even rurned his back on his
friends in time, togetaway from the life he wanted toforget.

Finally, under threat of being cut off the dole,
Wallace grudgingly signed up for a retraining class for
laid-off workers. Surprisingly, he enjoyed computers
and soon outstripped his classmates. He might have
stuck with it, but the instructor singled him out for extra
attention, so he quit. But this time, rather than make the
same old mistake, he stole a computer and some books
with which to continue to teach himself.

Within a few years, Wallace's name got around on
the net, and he was offered jobs designing databases and
websites. He managed to keep his business quiet, since he
was still living off the dole. Then a hacker broke into his
machine. Rather than infuriating Wallace, the intrusion
intrigued him. Keeping the hacker out became a game,
and the anonymous person began to leave hints about
technique and how Wallace could do the same against
others. He had found the best teacher he had ever known,
and his skills improved by leaps and bounds.

CHAPY IR 4:DEFENDERS AY LARGE

Then, one day, the tutelage came to a crashing halt,
When Wallace booted his machine one morning, there
was a crackle of electricity and a message appeared on
the screen: “BEHOLD THE MASTER!” Suddenly an
image flashed of a hideous creature, an amalgam of man
and machine, slavering as it pecked at the keyboard with
cracked, pointed nails.

Wallace shoved his computer to the floor in
terror and fled his flat. He stayed away for days,
uncertain of what to do and whom to turn to. Finally,
he worked up the courage to return to his home. As he
approached, a car pulled alongside him. The driver
rolled down his window and called in a snide tone,
“Wallace, your latest project is late.” As the man
removed his sunglasses, Wallace saw the metallic,
reflective eyes of the creature that had appeared on
his screen. Amazingly, people on the street saw noth-
ing and went about their business.

Wallace ran for his apartment. Surprisingly, his ma-
chine was still on and working where he'd left it on the
floor. Repeated line after line across the screen was “KEEP
THEEVIL AT BAY.” Wallace immediately set to keep-
inghisintruder out, once and forall. The electronic battle
heated and he had to replace fried modems and fused
motherboards. Butsuch defeats didn’t deter him. Ifhe was
going to free himself at last, he'd have to prevail. Finally,
the attacks ended. He had won and could keep his
monstrous intruder outside the wall.

Not only that, now he knew about them.. ..

Wallace has never “heard” the Messengers. He has
discovered the burgeoning hunter community online
and suspects the Heralds have contacted him electroni-
cally, although he doesn’t know how they do it. His
experiences with creatures online have taught him how
to elude and confound them, sometimes in ways that not
even he understands. He has confided some of his secrets
to fellow site moderators, but otherwise devotes himself
to assisting fellow “imbued” online, primarily ones who
demonstrate a similar calling for protecting what lirtle
they have, whether in life or online. The Vigil website
and list are the results.

PROFILE

Attributes: Strength 3, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3, Cha-
risma 2, Manipulation 3, Appearance 2, Perception 2,
Intelligence (Puzzle Fiend) 4, Wits (Sharp-Tongued) 4

Abilities: Alertness 2, Athletics 1, Awareness 3,
Brawl 2, Computer 4, Dodge 2, Intimidation 2, Intuition
(Inspirational Flashes) 4, Investigation 1, Leadership 1,
Melee 1, Research 1, Science 1, Security 3, Streetwise 2,
Technology 3, Traps 1

Backgrounds: Patron 3, Resources 1, Stronghold 3

Edges: (Defense) Alarm, Lock, Brand; (Visionary)
Foresee, Pinpoint

Zeal: 7, Vision: 3, Conviction: 6, Willpower: 7

Derangement: Paranoia
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The Best
Defense...
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“We know your 13-
kind. You stalk and kill o
defenseless people for your own ¢
amusement. Well, not any more.

. Not on our watch.”

line against the monstrous hordes. What
drives a person to make himself a veritable
shield in the war against abominations? Passion?
i\ Pride? Penance? There’s no time for questions.
They’re the ones saving your skin.

Is a Stroag 0ffense

Hunter Book: Defender is part of a Hunter:
The Reckoning series dedicated to the creeds,
. the character types of the imbued. Learn
‘ Defenders’ philosophies, motives and ultimate
. goals in the war. Defenders are ever vigilant,
and all these new weapons and wards help
keep the supernatural at bay. Helpful,
if you must fill the breach.

1 Defenders: stalwart, determined, the thin
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