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Witness, you should know that you are a blind, petty fool. It depresses me unutterably to see that even
the generally respected among the chosen are still ludicrous idiots with no more vision than the
average street thug. | was astonished and incensed to find that you had judged Fyodor a madman and
placed him on your “Danger List” for no other reason than you disagree with some of his actions. His
methods may be uncompromising, but he is as sane as |. We are caught up in a war, not a tea party. He
assures me that the chosen girl in Pittsburgh was already corrupt, overwhelmed with bloodlust, and
that she needed to be put down. He also confirmed the evil of the vampire and his puppet, which
should hardly need saying, let alone external verification.

The squeamishness you exhibit is nothing short of pathetic — much like your entire disastrous journey
to the East Coast, which you so shamelessly play up. | personally believe you should retract your
slanderous accusations about the sage, but | have no doubt that you are too bigoted and stupid to
consider for a moment that you might have been wrong. Fortunately, | am certain that your ludicrous
verdict will have no impact on Fyodor’s safety or movements. | will have no pity for any misguided
cretin who tries to act out your impotent fantasies of attacking him.

In the future, stay on the West Coast, cosseted in with your flashing lights and bleeping boxes. Keep
your mouth shut about your betters, try not to get any other friends killed, and you'll do us all a favor.
If, by some unfortunate coincidence, someone does indeed manage to murder Fyodor or make him
disappear, please believe me when | say that you will not live long enough to realize the disaster you
have caused. That is not a threat — | am not in the habit of killing fools just for their stupidity — but
rather a fair warning of simple facts that | have no influence over. Let us just say that his brother is a
cruel, petty, vengeful man.

But enough of that. | didn't email you to exchange pleasantries.

Here is information that | understand you will be able to distribute. These are pages of Fyodor's notes
that | received — due to a postal error — after “Apocrypha” had been printed. | am attaching them as
scanned images. They need to be seen by as many as possible, and | will not allow my loathing of you to
blind me to the greater good of the worthy few. | only hope you retain sufficient wit to see that they do
indeed need to be shared with the chosen at large.

Do not bother to reply to this message. | have added you to my emailer’s killfile. You make me want to vomit,
— Violin99
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Knowledge screams for escape from ifs
boxes, but it offen needs help from the rest
of vs in arder to sPrend amengst its followers.
In the months that have passed, much has
happened. Most of it is vnclear in import, but
thot is the way these maoffers progress.

I have come to suspect the existence of o
mystic law or force that prevents fhe clear
fransmission of information from the high powers
down to the Tarth. Perhaps if the forces of light
were fo give vs unequ'.vecul, open insfrecfions, o
subtle balance wovld be tipped, allowing the
darkness the same benefifs with regards fo ifs
own minions, The restriction covld be mare
fundamental than that; pethaps a genvine
proscripfion of some sort. [t wovld be interesting
to conduct experiments vpon one of the Shining
Dnes, seeing if it <ovld be forced into passing
back plain information it had just been given, o
\f rhe refvening material still came throvgh
clovded. Proracted stvdy might even yield
some keys to deciphering the style of the
obfuscafion that settles on their communicafions.
Sadly, hewever, [ svspect that it wovld prove
neatly imPoss'lble to obpuin specimens, Thvs, T
am forced fo make do with clovds and shards.

Some six months age new, [ was walking
along a aowded beach. As if hl‘-lpluens‘ I got a
number of sprange looks from the naked and
near-naked yovths of both sexes — it seems
that not baring your chest on o beach nowadays
is some sort of fabeo, which is interesting, [
found little evidence of interference, at least
compared o what you wovld find on any cify
street, [ wovld gvess thof the Darkness dislikes
idleness, and keeps its minions too busy o
Perm'\r them to SFend their d-ﬁ.)rs bﬂfﬁing in the
sun, Power ever did <ome with a price. The
Dark Ones made vp for their lapse af night,
thovgh, preying on the drvnken, the drugged and
the lust-poisoned. It was a fascinafing demon-
stration of applied moralify as o core svrvival
skill — if yov are a bad gitl, the monsfers
teally will eat yov,
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ps [ was leaving the beach, a
Phunrasma'. hunter aPFruached me,
clearly wisible to my sight and
bearing ovr sign for discvssion, [
am not svre how he found me, a
fact which concerns me sfill. we
communicated silently,
messages Pms‘mg from his
mind to mine like balls of
crystal dropping info @ boul.
His name was Danel.

paniel advised me of
o Cerfain ancient manv-
sctipt that his
archagological expedition had
recently uncavered in North
Africa. Jt was from fhe fime of
the fall of Svme:, and he
thavght — correctly — that [
wovld be interested in it. [
asked him abovt navigafien
within the wotld in his phantas-
mal shell. ke said that most of
the time it was exactly as i he
had been physically in the place
his spitit stood, thovgh seme
locations were forbidden Cnmplefely
and ofhers were mythologized, clovded
or dreamlike. [ have heard of military
installations that will kill a person for
merely approaching in the phantasmal
shell, which seemed fo agree wifh
what paniel had experienced.

The thovght occvrted fo me thaf if
I attempted to physically manifest paniel
in the same woy that & wisp €an be
forced fo manifest, ip might PiovéldE' vs
with & vseful fool — both §ulk.
bilocation and instantanegus .
teleportation wovld be exfremeﬁ"' :
valvable for the calling. | mode the ~
attempt, but fo no avail. After a peried
of some discomfort, his presence >y
coolesced as a silvery powder, which [
still have for further investigation. My
inquiries — based on his name and
- general area, and the cdate and fime
— suggest that his bodf remains
-alive but mindless, hinfing ot the
dangers of this sert of fravel. It is net
for the casval fovrist,
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My brether <orfims thaf

parsonaly in the research, The
KGR has devsted absfarfial
resourees To the invesfiqation of
mening sersety inpul” wafhoul
physical mofion. | bakee the s
pradfice is known variously across the

 Blocdfion Asfral Progdiion Ouf of Body
3 Espationdng Body of Light” Jourmeying.
 Dreanfine. Visien Quesfing, Medicing Trance,
Psychic Spying and Lucid Dreaning. The fam
used appears To depend upon wadlly whal soff
of axparience the parson has while pharfasmal and
which gods they wotship.
: The KGB has had a greal deal of success in ifs
research, as | undarstand. I has discovared q numbar of
individuals who are able fo atifer the pharfasmal shell
once they haue been through cefain preparafery roufines.
These preparations commorly involve calming the mind using
sophisticated medifafion, focusing the awaraness within the
phanfasmal shell. then fining the senses To the Targe!
locafion. The funing process begins with Touch and
progresses slowly To hearing and finally sight.
Praclice Tradfienally invshizs q Training
partier. The partier prevides a
spuriously assigned coded
refarance numbar fo the iewer
fhat” neither persen can dedphar,
fhen asks the viewer @ broad range
of questions abaut his o her
imprassions of the sureunding area, s
starfing with fecings such as Temperafire
ot -auareness of space, and firishing with
any ~isual imprassions. The parther takes
nefes of the diewer's answars. and then
locks up the code reference lor opens the envelope, if the  reference is
wiffan within one) fo discovar vhal the ehjedlive site acfially is.
Whie my brother daims asfoundng suceess. the fiik he desabbes seams greatly infaor To The sdls o
cafain among ou imba, sho can dearly sz i othar places. hdeed Danid's spil Ty was af thal’ beach
The mote effective fom of this powar as krown To hurlars is no never than the rest of our abilfies.
theugh. Five hundred years age, cafiain nofabk Elzabethan mag recorded kegands of eatlier peophe fraualing
fredy in fine and space insde an Asfral Body. The deagy abe agrees with the
. ocalfisfs, for once. Many saifs, both modem and dassical, are knewn fo hate
pracliced Blocalion. the diindy grarfed abilfy To seam To be in Twe places af
onee. These include, for exarple, ST, Aphonsis, St Padre Pio, SE. Leo The
. Greal. St. Maria Fawstina Kewalska and Sf. Frandis of Assisi
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g Aaimist peoples agross The globe
+ once Talked of shamans arfering Trance stafes. in shich they journayed
b aaress The face of the carth. locafing food for a willage or healing the
7 sick. AT least they did unfil we shackled them with alesholism, dugs and
- pemography, szed thar land, and fumied ther irfe fam laborars and
heuse bulldars. There are erfite cycles of legand and mythology
dedicaled o the eploifs of cuning shamans and the ways they won,
bougHl, daimed or sfok pover and medidne from the gods and broughf
it back o markind.
These Taks span the globe and are rmarkably simlar. You find the same 7
fhames and achievemetls no maffer share you look. shethaer you warine ledandic ¢
sagas. Hafec cardings, Grazco-Roman books and frescoes. Aiican fireside sfeties,
Nafive American legends. erignal Russian fairy fales, arhrepological recordings of
oy Pacific Island baliefs, TibeTan feachings or Nafive Ausfralian sengs. Evan the
g Chinese 5o proud for 5o leng of ther ampire based on rafienal Cenfuscianism and
" Tasism refain the same themes within Thar felk sferies.
Sotne of these construchions arc exfremaly advanced. In The Gilbert and P
Ellice lslands, an adminisfrater of The formar colenial gqevanment recounts seme
K. rddevant ancedofes in his memoirs. In one, q local holy man — vho lisfens fo
spinfs an the wind and lives aparf from the rest of The Tribe — sfeps ouf of his
body and venfures infe the sea. While in the wafer phanfasmally, he locafes a
school of large fish and Talks Te Them. He explains That his peeple are hungry
and asks some of the fish fo jein the islanders af a feast, af vhich they vill be
both quasts of henet and the main course. The fish graciously zonsenf To send
some of Thair rumber. The hely man then «xdifs his france and -
axplains fo the administrafer That the fish will arrive sherfly =
on a parficular beach. The administtater carties this ‘

Hti o

news To The Tibe, which journeys sevaral miks across _ ’

fhe island fs the specified beach and sefs up fabks S

and fire pifs. When all is ready, several huge fish w :

arivz, beaching Themsalues oh The sand and -
vaifing quiefly To be ceremenially henored

and slajn. 3
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The same administrafer reports that
one of the islands in his care, a canee
Joutnay of several days frem his “heme
base” island, is known To hold The
path that the local dzad fakz feo
the afferlife. He recalls that” one
day he vas falking fo a holy
man vho lived on thaf island,
when The hely man suddmly
cocked his head. lisfened,
then announced that a
preminenl persen on The
adninistrafer’s base
island had just” died. Spirifs of the wind
had passed The informafion on. When the administrater
refurned home, he discovered that the hely man had been right.

Futher down in the Pacific. Thare are inferesting Tales of a ney-dead fibe thal’ had a communal
sleeping e as rich and inferactive as ifs waking one. When they wenf To bed, they pharfasmally
sfepped oul of their bodies and confinued with their social adhivifies areund the sillage all night” —
learning. singing, dancing. feling tales and making love il T was fime fo gef up again af’ dawn.

Semdfimes The dllage wvas «isifed af nighl” by simlady pharifasmal Teachars,
she hald sessions and imparfed greal wisdom. There are 2van some hinfs
. that the wllage in which they spert their nighf-fime excursions was semehow
supatior To Their physical dllage, bul there is liffle in The way of ddal as
fo how the Jillages ware differant.

Nof' all Tales of phanfasmal life are as innegent” and
peaczable. Many of the South Amarican peoples belieye that
¥ cafain shamans havwe a second phanfasmal bady known as a

Nagual. This Nageal may lock like @ man, buf it may alss lock

like any on< of @ range of different Tofamic animals, such as Bear,

. Shake or Eagle. Naguals are offen considarably larger than fheir

" real-veorld analeques, and particularly powerful shamans are suppos-
adly able To make ther Nagual become fully physical. These solid Naguals fight in

combal wvhen the village needs fo be defended. and arq held o be mighfy and dangereus variors,

well beyand The provess of any one parsen fo defeal. If the Nagual is somehow slain, The shaman,

sfill back in his huf, dies as wall.




There are ofher dangers. The K6B,

so my brother claims, have a special sort

of machine that generates o Phanrmmai e

shield. ke says the Americans have

similar machines. when activated, they fill

:a spherical area argund themselves with

vibrafigns that are inimical fo the e

: Phnnfusmul bndy. These vibrations have

" no effect on the real world and are

; CO""P'lef‘el-y vndetectable even fo an ;

. experienced phantasmal traveler, but to \
" coss the barier and enter info the sphere
of inflvence while phantasmal is to be ?
killed ovtright. The phantasmal bedy —

Presumub17 along with the immorfal sl —

is ripped fo shreds. The KGB vses these

. devices to protect its leading politicians,

.. sectet storetpems and sensifive milifury,

research and espionage facilities. I wovld

" strongly encourage any phanfasmal

I traveler, no maffer how Cvriovs, fo stay
well away from official government
buildings and test zones, parficviatly ones
known to be sensifive.

The other place to absolutely aveid s
Anjarctica, Recent safellite overviews
revealed a sfrange heaf vent in fthe
movntains that melts the ice argvnd it
?J‘.ys"(a] svrvey discouered a clearly *«
arfificial shafi, lined with smoothly cvt stone
. blocks so ancient that they defied analysis,

A team of Britizh SAS killers was sent info i
. the shaft, and later fovnd scattered around
 the enfrance, vnonsciovs. They remembered
nothing. They were lafer taken back to Britain
by the American Navy — normally o fhiee-
week jovrney that terned inte fourteen months in
isolation for the SAS. My brother says that the
K6B sent a team of Phanqumu'l scryers from
Azerbajjan to investigate, but they lost their
minds before they were able fo malke any
relr:_urf at all. The sCryers will rpend the rest W
of their lives in small cells in $f. Petersburg,
scrgaming af fhe walls.
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yesterday, I had a vivid dieam
that woke me from my S‘EEF, ﬂl‘ut‘-\)‘s o
svte sign that the Shining Ones are
present. [ waos ﬂ)r'-_ng throvgh the air
when ] came across twa mighty Pyram‘.ds
balanced precatiovsly, one on top of the
other, point tovching point. The lower,
pointing vp, was made of mud. The
highet, peinting down, of delicate pink
flowers, The Pjrum\ds were vast, and
filled the sky in which they floated, As |
drew closer, [ realized that they were not
acfvally tevching each other — one was
svspended above the ofher, with the
points perfectly aligned, just separate
from one angther.

Suddenly, the top pyramid flashed.
Light povted down its sides and
collected at its point. when all the light
had gathered at the fip, which was
immensely bright, it discharged like
lightning info the lower pyramid’s tip. The
light then proceeded to disfribvte itself
as a small glow @ctess the whole of the
boﬂ'qm Pyrﬂm'ld_ The sCene ﬂ'.che:ed and
swam but did not change, and fthen the
light discharge happened again.

This time the bettom pyramid could
not withstand the power. It shaftered,
crvmbling into @ rough sphere of rvbble
floating in the air. Bolts of lightning
continved to arc from phe top pyramid
more and more quickly into the whble,
striking individval chonks and lumps,
and illuminating them bfiefly,

1 locked closely at a pie<e of
rvbble, and saw that it was in fact
made frem a small grtevp of people
pressed together af strange angles. A
bolt of lightning streck info the grovp,
hitting o single individeal of its
midst — you, friend william, yov were
seffused with light and pain in equal
quantities, and started to babble. as
yavr words came ovt, so too did the
light, and for a short while all the
grovp glowed with light, and fhen the
light was exhavsted, and all was as it
had been.

.
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I svddenly realized that yov had
otiginally been of the very apex of
the lower pyramid, sewveral dozen
copies of yourself standing vpright but
squeezed together into the shape of
the pyramid, your very skells strefched
vp and pwisted fogefher fo terminate
in o sharp point. Yyou and yovr tuins
formed o cap on the rest of the
strecture, acfing as an inferface to
the top pyramid. The first bolt of
light had been passed down properly
throvghevt the entite pyramid, but that
had been some time before, perhaps
even o gredat deal of time before.
when the bettom pyramid shattered, [
covld sense frvstrafion and disappoint-
ment throbbing over the scene, os if
God Rimself howled His lament. $fill,
the vnderlying sense of putpose did
not waver, and the vpper P)rramid
confinved to discharge energy info the
clovd of rubble, illvminating as mvch
as it could, [t was clear, howewver,
that the process was so nefficient
that almost all of the rvbble wovld
remain vnenlightened almest all of rhe
time. The scene faded to darkness
and the dream ended.

It was only vpen awaking that I
realized yov and yovr other selves
had nof been fhe only censtifvents in
the cap on the pyramid. Mixed in
with yovr copies were a few copies of
a moan who looked like Jesef Stalin,
the great butcher whe slavghtered sao
many of my people.

I remain uncerfain abgut that
image, but [ do know that yov and
others like you were to be the informa-
tien Condvit between the Shining Ones
and the hvnters, A war is won ot lost
on the strength of tacfical knowledge
anc advance infelligence, as much as
by force of arms. If there is to be any
hope, we will need to regain the
strength of pUipose that we wovld have
had if the pyramid of hvnters had

- remained whole. Pethaps there is some

way that a hatbinger like yoviself may
be corvected. I shall have to do some
tesedrch info the matter.







Being manacled to a stove gives one time to think.

Once he'd settled down, William thought abour how
foolish he'd been to chain himself up without putting a chair
within reach. He could sit on the toilet, but only barely. The
bathroom shared a wall with the kitchen, and if he stretched
the chain out to its full length, he could have a bowel
movement. But only if he kept his left leg stretched out,
pulled by the chain out the bathroom door, around the
corner and to the oven.

He could sit on the bathroom sink, but it was cold and
uncomfortable, and if he relaxed too much his back would
slide back and be poked by the faucet. The kitchen counters
were a little better, but not much; he could only perch on the
edge because of the overhanging cabinets.

He eventually settled for sitting in the hall next to the
pantry. The only sound was the grandfather clock ticking in
the foyer. He wondered if someone would come for him
before it wound down. Someone or something.

He picked at the manacle around his ankle, wiggled his
toes and cursed himself for purting it on so tight. But at the
same time he felt an ember of pride that he'd done it right —
hadn't compromised, hadn’t taken the easy way out. He still
had that much strength.

[f he stretched he could look in his home office and see
the computer. It was out of reach. He looked at the damage
in the kirchen wall where he'd ripped our the phone. [t was
distasteful — an ugly hole in an otherwise careful decorating

PROLOGUE: CHRINED

scheme. William spent a lot of time in his kitchen. He was an
excellent cook, even when cooking only a single serving.
He walked over to the counter and slowly wiped off the
plaster dust, thinking about Fyodor... about Constance.
# * *

He’d been warned about Constance, but not in any
specific or even useful way. He'd been working in his office,
refuting shoddy scholarship about Georgian sympathizers in
Revolutionary America, when ithit him. First the sickening
plunging feeling, like he'd fallen face-first off a cliff. The
plummet went on and on. The crawling started next. Every-
where he looked, images writhed. The wood grain on his
desk, the pattern in the wallpaper. As his eyes touched them
they transformed into diagrams, maps of unguessable reali-
ties. Any letters he happened to spy crawled over one
another like frorteurs ar an orgy, coupling into cryptic
warnings. He squeezed his eyes shut and rubbed his fingers
into them until tears came, but even the red and purple
sparks formed coded missives.

Finally came the voices, the roaring, conflicting,
unintelligible voices: his angry father, his disappointed
mother, his weeping ex-wife, his first girlfriend, his col-
lege professors, his editors, the psychologist he stopped
seeing after three sessions back in 1987. The voices of
everyone he'd ever respected or feared or wanted badly to
be like, be with or simply be. The voices were the worst —
because he knew, somehow knew thar if he was just a little
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bit smarter, a little bit stronger, a little more worthy it
would all make sense....

“Shut up,” he whispered. “Shur up shut up shuz up!”

He opened his eyes, wiped the tears away and looked out
the window. He couldn’t see anything, but he could feel it
coming, feel it battering the doors of his mind as it got closer.

He turned to the curio cabinet by his desk and squinted
atr an item thar sar front and center. [t was a geode — a
bubble of gray rock, cracked in half to reveal a lining of
bright crystal. In 1830, an Appalachian widow named
Maude Murdoch used it to predict the Bad Axe Massacre on
the banks of the Mississippi. Maude (or sometimes “Maid”)
Murdoch became a central figure in area folklore. William
had been lucky to get her scrying stone. While it had never
shown him the future — of the “chosen” he knew, only
Fyodor was trusted with that power — he could use it to see
the areaaround him. He looked into its depths and then saw
the view from the roof of his house.

This particular stretch of Connecticut was a few miles
from the highway. There were a few family farms still
stubbornly tilling, but the houses had mostly been refitred,
either as summer homes for the wealthy from Boston,
Washingron or New York, or as homes for the more modest
local elite — business owners, moneyed lawyers and well-
off academics like himself.

The only thing he saw moving was a car coming up the
back road toward his home. A flick of his mind and his senses
projected within it, as if he was sitting invisibly next to the
driver. She looked like she was in her mid-forties, roughly his
own age. She seemed fit and well maintained (also like
himself), and was driving a Lexus. He wondered if she was
“chosen” too, or if she was simply some aberration of the
world, part of the grand plague that he was theoretically
supposed to combat.

He didn't bother to find out. She was not Fyodor or
Fyodor's little protégé, so he would not be home for her. As
she drove up the back way, he opened his garage, got into his
BMW and prepared to depart out the front.

The car failed to start. He grimaced but didn't bother
with a second try. He just closed the garage doot instead. As
he got out, he picked up an axe — not that he expected it
to do much good.

He heard a knock at the back door as he went into the
basement. “Mr. Hannon,” a woman's voice called. “Mr.
Hannon? Are you home?”

He locked the door and hid under the skeletal wooden
stairs to the basement. If she tried to come down, he supposed
he could stick the axe between the slats and knock her down.

“Mr. Hannon!” He saw her ankles rhrough a dim win-
dow. She was wearing Reebok cross-trainers. Suddenly, as if
she felt his gaze, she knelt down by the window.

William knew he'd pay for it, but he squinted and
tried to really see her. The voices and sensations inrensi-
fied immediately.

The world shattered before his eyes. People grew around the
splinters, stealing the power of the world maker to battle one
another, to fill the world with horrors or rob it of its splendor, to
build cages for others and for themselves.

Py

A sick violet miasma surged and swirled around the
woman and William’s mind shrieked with warnings of hid-
den power as she smiled at him encouragingly. A copy of
Fyodor's book was in her hand.

“There youare. | was hoping we could discuss thisbook. .. "

“Go away,” he croaked. He could barely hear himself
speak over the shouting in his head

She faltered. “I...  know youdidn’t put your name on it,
but I asked around and—"

“Get off my property.”

“If this isn't a good time—"

“I'm calling the police,” he said as he turned toward the
stairs, half expecting the phone lines to be out or for her to
simplykill him with some incomprehensible display of power.
When he reached the top of the srairs, though, she was
driving away. [t wasn't until the next day that he found her
card tucked in his mailbox. It read “Constance Nash, Antiq-
uities” and had the requisite email, fax and phone numbers.
He pulled it out with a stick and burned it.

* # ks

An hour after chaining himself to the stove, William got
a little hungry. He opened the refrigerator and ate a plum. l¢
was good and juicy. He washed his hands in the sink and
sighed. He was getting very bored. He wondered what would
have happened if he'd tried to kill Constance that first day.
Then he chided himself for the kind of weak, pointless
dithering that he so despised in others. He had made his
choices. He had good reasons. Now he would deal with
consequences, not idle speculation.

Suddenly, without warning, he found himself yanking
the chain, pulling at it as hard as he could. His heart
hammered with fear as he tried to master his body bur was
simply unable. He wrapped the chain around his hands and
strained at it with all his might. “Stop it,” he grunted to
himself, but his body ignored him. He turned around so the
chain dug into his shoulder, braced a leg against the front of
the oven and pulled, pulled, pulled.

Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the fir ended. He
slumped to the floor, puffing, exhausted. Initially, William
thought of simply looping the chain through the stove door
handle. He had decided instead to prop up the srovetop and
pass the chain through the actual steel frame. Now, standing
gingerly and getting ice for his raw hands, he was glad for it.

He realized idly that he probably could have stymied
the spell if he'd used the power he felt dormant within him.
On consideration, however, he was glad he hadn’t done
that. He could not use the power of the Shining Ones
without drawing their attention, and the stress of their
overwhelming regard was worse than sore hands. If he
found himself trying to saw his ankle off with a bread knife,
he'd call. For now, he was secure.

* * *

Fyodor had given William the shackles months earlier
— before Constance even visited his house the first time.

William hadn't been at his best at that time. He couldn’t
be. His options were to endure the mental static of the Shining
Ones or sedate his ability to perceive them (and everything
else) with codeine. Given the option, he chose the drug.




Fyodor was in one of his moods at the time. William
tried to engage him with quesrions about the intersecrions of
their research, but Fyodor clucked his tongue impatiently
and demanded more food. The Russian was ravenous, Will-
iamremembered distinctly. Fyodorate an entire roast chicken.

William blamed himself for Fyodor’s imparience. Him-
selfand thesedative. [t made everything seem to be happening
a second too slow, and then rhe world would jerk forward to
catch up with lost time. Time was meant to flow, not drip like
a leaky faucet.

[tdidn’t help thar Fyodor’s accent — not to mention his
esoteric pursuits — made him difficult to follow at the best
of times. To a man on a stumbling dose of painkillers, it was
all close ro gibberish.

Fyodor suddenly grabbed William by the arm. “Here,”
he said. “I've something to show you. Come with me.”
William's balance was so skewed that he fell to one knee as
he was half-dragged to Fyodor's car.

The Russian had arrived in a nondescript Taurus. When
he opened the trunk, flies buzzed out and William was
assaulted by a scent like a hot iron pan.

“Is that blood?”

Fyodor waved his hands impartiently. “Pay attention,
William. This is important. Choose.”

Inside the trunk was a pistol and a length of chain.

The chain had manacles and serious padlocks. It wasn't
thesort of thing you got at the local hardware store. [t was the
kind of thing that made prisoners in Africa and South
America cover their eyes and retreat behind menral walls.
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The pistol was a revolvet with a long cylinder and a slim
barrel lengthened by a silencer.

“Choose what?”

“Pick your tool, William. You will need one or the other
eventually.”

“l... I don't..."

“Which way will you have it?”

“Is this some kind of metaphor?”

“Neo, you goddamn fool!” Fyodor barked in Russian, his
voice echoing through the hills. “Pick one!”

William had unaccountably felt like weeping as he picked
up the length of chain. He'd never fired a gun in his life.

“Ah,” Fyodorreplied inacalm English tone. “The hard way.”

*® * &

That distant night still puzzled William, but as he
rubbed his sore ankle with his sore fingers, he found his mind
going back to it again and again. It gave him hope, somehow.
Perhaps Fyodor had known. Perhaps Fyodor had foreseen the
whole thing. Maybe if William had chosen the gun, Constance
would be dead now. Or — more likely— perhaps he would
have shot himself.

William didn’t own a gun and had no plans to buy
one. [t would be too tempting. During one of the first
visits from the Shining Ones — the time Fyodor found
him — he had tried to kill himself, slicing at his wrists
with a kitchen knife. But as the pain from his forearms
grew, the babbling of his rormentors subsided, blorted
out by the primal sensation of agony. William had always
considered his mind superior, but this time instinct
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overruled intellect, forcing him to drop the knife and
weep. Fyodor bandaged him, told him to focus, encour-
aged him not to fight the Shining Ones but let their fury
pass through him, like light through a pane of glass. It
didn't work perfectly, but it helped.

In time, William found orher ways to deal with rhe
onslaught of the Shining Ones. He contacted Fyodor via
email or they spoke on the phone. Their discussions seemed
clear, bur that damnable hunter-net — somehow its very
messages stirred up echoes in his head. He had his codeine.
He learned to stay away from people.

Fyodorsaved him once. Would he do it again? Would he
do it now?

* & *

William ignored the first phone call from Constance.
She tried to reach him at home, apologized on his answering
machine, and asked if she could make an appointment to
speak with him.

The second time, she called his office at the museum and
left another message, talking about how very intrigued and
interested she was in his book. She implied thar she could
reward him handsomely if he introduced her to its author.

She was persistent for over a month, but William was
just as stubborn. She followed him — he could feel the ebb
and flow of her proximity through the babble in his head.
Whenever it started, he looked into the glint of his watch
face or the shine of an antique bortle, stepped outside his
body and found her. Then he avoided her. At his home that
first time, he was rrapped, but he knew the museum and its
environs intimately. He was always able to get away quite
easily from there.

Then one day the babble began as he approached work.
With an irritated grunt, he pulled over, looked into his
rearview mirror and did a quick rundown of the neighbot-
hood. He didn't find Constance. What he found was a
painted symbol on an empty shop front — a sigil he somehow
knew meant “danger,” even though he had never seen it
before. Inside the shop, his wandering gaze found three dead
men, yet they still walked. They were discussing what they
would do when night fell. Their plans were not pleasant —
killing and “feeding.”

William's fear for the things’ intended victims was so
slight, it barely registered. What was important was rhat
the killers' presence limited his oprions. He could try to
work through the nausea and agony of the Shining Ones’
abuse, he could go to work drugged, or he could try to get
rid of them somehow.

Then he had an idea that he thought was very clever.
He drove to an area where he could think clearly, and he
called Constance.

“Mr. Hannon? What a delightful surprise! I was
worried thar—"

“Ms. Nash, I'll get to the point. You're a witch.”

“I'm... | beg your pardon?”

“Don’t play games with me, or I will hang up and never
call back. You have questions. | have answers. I will answer
what questions I choose, in the fashion of my choosing, but
only after you've done something for me.”

Ny B

She was quiet for a while. “Yes? she finally said. “Not that
I'm agreeing, mind you. [ just want to know what you want.”

“There’s an abandoned store at 1416 Campden Avenue.
Inside are three angry and dangerous creatures. Get rid of
them and [will speak with you one time, for half an hour over
the telephone.”

After he hung up, he frowned. [t was likely that he'd still
have one problem or the other after it was over, but one was
better than rwo.

#* # #

While locked to the stove, William wondered if
Constance managed to exert some kind of control over him
from that first phone call. Perhaps his assumption that a
phone would insulate him was naive. But his only other
options were drugs or a barrage from the Shining Ones. He
preferred self-reliarice.

Perhaps, he mused, if Constance hadn't been so clearly
intelligent, so obviously cultured and well educated... but
there was no profit in those thoughts. She was intelligent.
She did understand what he said on the phone. And without
the tiresome repetition that had so eroded his patience with
callege students.

As her half-hour interview approached its end, she
asked him to meet her face to face. He refused. She asked
why and he refused to say. She asked if they could have
another discussion, and he refused that as well... bur he
hesitared. He noticed his own hesitation, and he was sure
she did as well.

After he hung up, he was surprised to realize that he
wanted to talk to her again. He wanted someone accessible
(which Fyodor so often was not) with whom to discuss his
questions and findings.

As he so often did, William dismissed his feelings. But a
month later, when invisible spirits occupied a warehouse and
made William’s life hell once again, he called Constance and
proposed the same sorr of arrangement.

“No,” she replied.

“Ah,” William said calmly. “Well, if you've found some-
one else who can sartisfy your curiosity...."

“I haven’t,” she said, “But you're being unreasonable.
Ghosts are dangerous, and I'll need to call in some favors to
setrle them. | wantmore than a phone call. I want to look you
in the face when we speak so that I'll know you're nor lying,
s0 | can be sure you won't just hang up on me.”

“l assure you, you'll get a clearer answer if we speak over
the phone.”

“The clearest answers are rarely true. As a historian, I'm
surprised you don’t know that.”

He smiled. He didn’t think about the smile, it just
happened. He agreed to the meeting.

¥ » *

William took a taxi to the restaurant. He knew the
codeine would feave him in no shape to drive. When the cab
pulled up in front of the meeting place, he gritred his teeth
and called on the Shining Ones, asking for the sight that was
destroying his mind.

He could harely figure our the tip for the cab driver.




Constance had her hair up, but William couldn’t even
see her dress through the purple effluvium that enshroud her
body. Indigo light seemed to flash from her eyes as the voices
screamed, “HER MIND SEARCHES YOU.”

“My God, William, are you all right?”

He could vaguely perceive her worried expression.

“Let’s sit, shall we?” he muttered. She took his arm and
gently steered him to a booth in the back. As they walked, he
saw other patrons looking up, eyebrows raised. Her aura
flickered again and their brows cleared, their eyes slid off him
and they returned to their placid feeding.

“SHE VIOLATES THEIR WILL,” the Shining
Ones bellowed.

“Thanks,” William mutrered.

“It's nothing,” she said, clearly thinking he meant to
thank her for her steadying hand. But really he was thanking
her for turning their eyes away, for sparing him the dull gaze
of the herd, for keeping them from repulsing him with their
thick, vapid, wrongfully superior stares.

“What's happening to you?” she asked.

“They're talking to me,” he replied.

“Wheo?

He shrugged.

“Do you know what they're doing to you?”

“They want me to stop things. Things like you, and the
ghosts and all the others...."” A thousand foreign names
flitted across his mind, but he couldn’t grasp them any more
than he could stop them.

“Why! Whart have they got against me!”

Another shrug.

“Areall the... You call them “imbued” in your book....
Are they all burdened the way you are!”

“No. The others... the soldiers and foot servants and
medics... they are shown only what they can handle.”

“Were you supposed to handle what you receive!”

“I suppose s0.”

She was quiet for a moment. William looked at his
menu but couldn't read it. The words rearranged them-
selves into warnings.

“William... I think I can help you.”

“You'll excuse me if I'm disinclined to accept.” Glaring
at her was the first moment he'd felt vaguely like himself
since he entered.

“Honestly, the human mind is... well, it's sort of my
specialty. There’s a great deal of interference, but | can see
how badly fragmented your mind is by the stresses upon it.
With time and effort, [ believe... | think I could help you sort
through all the input. I could help you correlate it into
something useful.”

“Why should | trust you with something so precious as
my mind?”

“William, [ know what it's like to suddenly be... as-
saulted by perceptions of a larger world. It happened to me.
It happens to all of us. What you're feeling is the pressure of
something called an ‘avatar’ trying to be born into your
soul. The birth pains can be agonizing, but with a midwife

it's a lot easier.”
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“I'm not what you are.”

Now it was her turn to shrug. “How can you be so sure?
I've awakened avatars before, William, and you look like a
classic case. [ can tame it if you let me.”

William shook his head. Her misplaced confidence
depressed and exhausted him. Then he gritted his reeth and
showed her what she looked like to the Shining Ones.

She screamed and ran. He passed out.

* * L

Thinking back, William wondered if that was when she
got him. When he was unconscious, unprotected. Maybe. He
puessed it didn't matter.

The sun was down, the kitchen light was on and he was
cooking up a big pot of tom khai gai — Thai chicken and
coconut-millesoup. [t was a favorite of his, but he didn't make
it ofren hecause it took so much rime.

He frowned as he sliced ginger and garlic. He had to
make do with powdered galangal, as he was out of fresh; he
replaced the lemongrass with lemon juice and he had no lime
leaves, but he hoped it would still be palarable. Making it
passed the time.

Perhaps she tinkered with his mind when he was uncon-
scious in the restaurant. Perhaps she placed a suggestion that
he feel sorry for her and agree to another meeting. Or perhaps
he had just been weak, had enjoyed pitying her because it fed
an illusion of not being pitiful himself.

It was inconsequential when it happened. At some
point, she got her foat in the door.

Initially, he was suspicious, but she worn him down,
promised to ease his suffering — and she did. She told him
that Tanacetum parthenium would probably work just as
well as codeine on his unique condition, with fewer side
effects, and she was right.

She spent months on him. Money, too. She arranged a
grant for him to work on a folklore classification project
from home, so he wouldn’t need to be distracted with a
commute. He didn’t trust her. But he trusted himself to be
smarter than her.

Jingling his chain idly, he knew that was his ultimate
mistake.

# £ #

William spoke to Constance less than two hours before
he chained himself up.

“So the knowledge of these symbols is simply imprinted
on your mind!”

“Exactly. The epistemology of it is frighteningly pure.”

“And you're certain that these symbols aren't based on
some suppressed or previously perceived medium?”

“For the last time, this is not my subconscious trying to
contact me, it is not an ‘avatar.' Hundreds of other people
have had this same experience.”

“Well, it might seem that way to you... but there’s
been an awful lot of weird stuff going on lately. No one's
entirely sure....”

He was walking her back to her car from a late supper
when he spotted a freshly painted symbol on an alley wall. It
was the one for “warlock.”
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“Look,” he said, pointing.

That was when the hunters struck.

There were only rwo of them. If he'd been alone, he
would have felt them coming, but Constance'’s presence
masked them.

They were young, just kids really, one swinging a chain
and hollering and the otherfollowing with a knife. Constance

was quicker than both of them. She got on the other side of

a parked car and had a gun out before the first reached her.
Her aim was true. The second tried to run, but her second
bullet dropped him.

She stood for a moment, perhaps shocked by her own
actions. Lights flicking on in the surrounding windows and
she realized the police would soon be there. Her heart began
to race. Then she made herself calm.

“William? Are you...”” Her voice trailed off as she saw
him running away up the empty street.

# #* #*

That was when he knew. Two idiotic children attacked
them and before William even thought about it, he called the
Shining Ones to see if these things were bloodsuckers or
skinshifters or something else.

The Shining Ones showed that they weren't rainted, bur
the calling had shown him much more than that. With the
Shining Ones in his mind, there was no place for the
reshaping rthar Constance had done — so subtly, sa carefully,
sopainlessly, so unlike the crude power of his patrons — over
the course of months. The obedience. The comfort. The
relaxation. She'd given him everything with her that he
didn’t have with them. Like a dog, he'd rolled over to expose
his belly. He'd answered every question. He'd let down his
guard and made it so easy for her to put suggestions in the
little nooks and crannies of his mind, things he’d never
notice until the time was right... suggestions that would
bring him back to her, helpless as ever.

“Stay with me,” he muttered aloud, begging the Shin-
irig Ones as he got to his car. Eyes wide with fright, he
pulled onto the highway, hoping he'd lost her, instine-
tively heading home.

“Stay with me.”

What they brought wasn't clear-headedness, far from it,
but at least with them he was himself — confused and in pain,
but his own man, not an amiable lapdog to a witch. He dialed

as he drove. He knew he wasn’t supposed to call Fyodor’s
brother on a cell phone or from his home, but there wasn’t
time, not even for a pay phone. It could be traced to him, a
call to a killer, but it didn’t matter. He needed Fyodor. Only
Fyodor could save him.

He got an answering machine. Too rattled to think in
Russian, he lefr a message in English.

“This is William Hannon. Tell Fyodor I need him now.
Tell him to come with everyally he canfind, thisis... it's very
bad. Tell him I'll be at my house. Tell him it’s urgent!”

At home, he turned on his computer. When he logged
onto hunter-net, the pain was a relief.

He knew where to find the killers. He'd posted an urgent
message on “firelight,” telling them where he'd seen Constance
last. He rold them what she could do, what she'd done ro him.
He told them her name, her phone number and her address
— the ones that she had given him, anyway. Then he begged
them to contact Fyodor or Bookworm if they could, to tell
them to rescue him.

Finally, he told them he didn’t dare get online again
until he knew Constance was dead. He didn’t think he'd told
her about hunter-net. He didn’t remember telling her, and
she probably hadn't thought to ask. But he couldn't be sure.
He couldn’t trust his memories, or lack of them.

He ripped the phone out of the wall in the kitchen,
chained himself to the stove and threw the key down the hall,
far beyond his reach.

k3 #* %

The grandfather clock stopped chiming after four in
the morning, bur William slept right through it. His ankle
was beginning to scab. He fell asleep hoping that
Constance’s subtle command to free himself and come to
her had been thwarted.

What woke him was vertigo — a terrible feeling like
falling face-first off a cliff. As he opened his eyes and winced,
the texture of the linoleum seemed to show him terrible
things. The voices came, clamoring, untamed by any drug.

Someone was coming. He could feel it. Someone was
getting closer.

He got the biggest knife out of the drawer. He didn't
expect it to do much good.

He asked the Shining Ones to make him see, and then
waited. He could hear someone walking up to his front doot.
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INTRODUCT 10N

Now therefore let me alone, that my wrath may wax hot
against them, and that I may consume them: and [ will make of thee

a great nation.
— Exodus 32:10

SranDine Bions

Hunter Book: Hermit is a sourcebook to help you
develop a better understanding of the Hermit creed and its
emerging role in the world of Hunter: The Reckoning.
Hermit is one of the two “lost” creeds, one of the mentalities
and philosophies on the hunt that only now begins to
emerge among the chosen. In truth, these outsiders and
outcasts have been around since the first hunters were
imbued — and perhaps even before. They have simply been
raken for intense, obsessive or reacrionary hunters of various
perspectives, and given little more credence than that.
Littledid anyone know that these loners are actually of alike
kind. Their bizarre hehavior was imprinted upon them
equally as much as it was determined by who they were
before the Heralds touched them.

Asa Hermit, you are a tortured, beleaguered person; a rarity
even among the scarce imbued. Your imbuing is essentially
similar to thar of other hunters in that you are confronted by the
existence of monsters and are made to see the truth of the world.
You might even be awoken alongside other people who also
respond to the spectacle before them. Whether you know it or
not, your change is fundamentally different from those of other
hunters, though. Whereas they see visions, hear disembodied
voices or suffer other hallucinarions thanks to the Messenger
intervention, they are largely left to their own devices afterward.
Youare notallowed that “freedom.” Rather, it seems the Heralds

awakenyouand then never leave youcompletely, assaulting your
mind with sights, images, odors, decrees, warnings and alerts for
the remainder of your days.

In most cases those days are short, because the onslaught
of information is too much for a person to bear. Your brethren
kill themselves or go completely mad. Asit is, even those who
can bear the noise lose something of their sanity. The pressure
from above proves most intense in the presence of monsters
and of other hunters, as if the Heralds seek to communicate
most with you when you're in proximity to the beings that
you're intended to work with or against. It's as if you're meant
to be a medium for information from above to your peers on
Earth or a canduit of lore about the world’s monsters, bur you
don’t possess the fortitude, will or insight to hear or decipher
the word of the gods correctly.

This intense focus from the heavens makes social inter-
action anywhere from challenging to agonizing for you.
Whereas it seems that simple proximity to people causes you
pain, it eventually proves that the monsters and other imbued
whe hide wirhin the human herd are the source for your
suffering. Your most likely source of peace is therefore to
escape the masses, toflee the others who incite the word from
above. Youseek isolarion, distance and solirude, because then
the voicesdiminish and your mind isyour own. Yer, the voices
and signs never cease completely, and you can't ignore the
booming imperatives to do something about the creatures and
corruption to which you're exposed. You must conduct the
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hunt by some means. You must make some difference in the
world. But action often means painful confrontation, while
inaction means torturous otherworldly decrees. You're damned
if you do and you're damned if you don't.

Is it any wonder that you're a broken hunter? An
imbued who senses an essential role to play as a facilirator or
communicator, but who is inherently disabled whenever he
tries? Is it any wonder that other hunters consider you
insane, schizo or a freak? Is it any wonder that other imbued
would choose not to recognize you, not to work with you,
until times are desperate? If only you didn’t come up with
divinely inspired insights, extraordinary revelarions about
monsters, the imbued or the Heralds, you could be left alone
to your suffering. But once in a while, you're possessed by an
all-encompassing trurh of the hunters’ agenda, and you have
no choice but to share it and make yourself invaluable to the
imbued at large. Perhaps you were supposed to perform that
role from the beginning and have simply failed from the
change itself. It doesn’t really matter. Your significance to
the creators makes you an invaluable participant on the
hunt, whether you wanr to be or not.

Hunter Book: Hermit book helps you understand
your creed and your character. It helps you determine who
your Hermit is, before and after the imbuing. The creed’s
unique powers and rules don’t hurt either. (For Hermits’
official creed definition and explanation, see p. 16 of the
Hunter Players Guide.)

Just as you need to understand your own Hermit,
however, you must also understand hunter society as it
emerges; the two are inextricably intertwined, even though
your character is an outcast. As the other newly imbued
struggle to understand their new world, origins and pur-
pose, they inevitably compare experiences, philosophies
and fears to those of others 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, though, as more and more
imbued dare meet and make overtures to find each other,
individuals with similar attitudes and theories are at-
tracted to one another and develop like-minded circles.
These nascent social groups are the bases for what ulti-
mately become the hunter creeds.

During the hunters' emergence, many varied imbued can
seem to have common goals. As the chosen make contact,
they try to understand their mutual condition and work
together. They quickly discover, however, that 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. Mutual experi-
ences and mutual values turn out to be two very different
things. Hunters can therefore be taken by surprise when a
fellow “Innocent” really proves to be a fanatic Avenger or a
philosophical Visionary. Sometimes, the chosen aren’t even
sure of their own ideals until they immerse themselves com-
pletely in the hunt.

[t’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 such creatures
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utterly destroyed. When this distillation is complete, the
creeds as social classifications will finally arise. Judge will
recognize Judge and Redeemer will recognize Redeemer,
all through the creeds’ codified values, intentions and goals
on the mission.

When will hunters achieve such social structure? It
could take months or years as the imbued struggle to
understand themselves and then each other. The fact that
so many edges seem to be shared by the chosen of various
perspectives and personalities doesn't help, either. 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 perhaps
such cumbersome and fractious divisions will be the hunt's
undoing, as imbued fall to infighting and politics rather
than upholding their higher purpose.

The Hermits’ fractured existence as hunters keeps
them outside the evolurion of hunter contact and creed
recognition. The pain they suffer in hunter and monster
presence begins from their very imbuing and never fades
completely. Suffering and anguish during social contact
makes interaction, coordination and mutual understand-
ing difficult. Indeed, the Hermits’ desire to avoid both
their peers and monsters is whar makes them the leasr
understood of hunters. Still, Hermits experience many of
the same fears and transitions that other imbued do as
they try to come to grips with what's happened ro them
and what the world is really like. Hermits often go it alone
out of necessity, but they're still terrified by what they see
and know. They need validation that they aren’t mad,
and lack of that confirmation alone pushes many outcasts
over the edge.

Even when distant and isolated, however, Hermirts are
afflicted with decrees from the Heralds, telling them of
beasts and atrocities that must be addressed. Remaining
silent would actually allow the monstrous and horrific to
come to pass, which is perhaps even more intolerable than
the clamor they suffer around monsrers and hunters. So
Hermits come out of their shells and down from their
mounts to share the word of the gods — or whatever creates
the imbued. They force themselves to play a part in the
hunters' crusade despite the pain. Although they're often
misunderstood, the veracity and enormity of the informa-
tion they share makes them impossible to ignore, even by
the most close-minded. Hermits therefore become a part of
the hunter fold and perhaps even emerge as a collection of
imbued unto themselves.

Ultimately, the course of your chronicle and your
Storyteller’s vision decides when all creeds become publicly
recognized in your game. In the meantime, your Hermit's fully
developed identity helps define his own kind and the society
of all imbued.

PERSPECYIVES

The opinions, theories, information and outlooks ex-
pressed in this book are presented primarily in three distinct
“voices.” These Hermit narrators typify the spectrum of
personalities across the creed as a whole. Each of these
people presents his or her own rake on the origins, tacrics,
relations and ultimate fate of the loners, and on hunters in




general. Each, like all Hermirts, has his own concept of the
way the world should be once the imbued have broken
monsters' stranglehold on humanity.

The creed and its members’ views evolve constantly as
Hermits try to define themselves and their aspirarions for
the future in a world they no longer understand. With no
other frame of reference, the chosen often resort to the ideas,
values and philosophies they possessed before their transfor-
mation, ensuring that each Hermit's explanation of the
hunt isasunique as the individual who gives it. Thus, it is the
questions the imbued ask of themselves and their world —
not any specific belief system — that best illustrate their
individual and collective identity. After reading this book,
you should have a sense of the frustrations and impulses that
inspire and motivate various outcasts. You should sense why
these people seek solitude, yet can't resist the command to
be active and interactive members of the hunter order. We
also hope that you're inspired to fully develop your character's
identity and values, to make hisreaction to monsters and the
hunt just as compelling.

How vo Uss T His Book
Hunter Book: Hermit broadens the World of Darkness

as creed members perceive it and offers insights into the
imbued psyche. It also offers new rules and powers for use by
the outsiders among hunters, and possibly by other creed
members. This book can therefore help vou better understand
your character and elaborate upon her.

Chapter 1: Alone in the Crowd explores the nature of
monsters, the Messengers and hunters from the Hermit per-
spective, and seeks to explain why they're cursed above all
other imbued.

Chapter 2: Keeping Your Distance covers outcasts’
approach to their calling and how they turn their torment
into revelation for the imbued.

INTRODUCT 10N

Chapter 3: Bridging the Gap describes Hermits' rela-
tions with other hunters and how to make any kind of
interaction possible.

Chapter 4: Destiny Lost presents loners’ resignation for
their role, and anticipation of their own fate and that of the
world, as snatched from the clamor from the Powers That Be.

Chapter 5: Edicts from Above offers rules and edges thar are
special to Hermits and might even be available to other hunters.

Chapter 6: Anchorites details newly imbued outsiders
who are ready for play. This chaprer also profiles creed
members who have acquired somewhat infamous reputations.

Lexicon

Largely existing in a vacuum and seeking to understand
his existence utterly alone, each Hermit tends todevelop very
petsonal terms for monsters, other hunters and the mission.
He grasps for words that can define what has happened to him
and what he has become. The following are formative terms
used rto label other people, ideas and experiences gathered
from Messenger and occasional contact with other hunters.

balancer: Another hunter; an interpretation of the im-
bued in general as “balancers.”

Dark One: A monster or a supernatural being better not
specified. Also “tumor.”

outcast: One of the imbued who's rormented by Herald
contact. Also known as “loner,” “outsider” or “schizo.” A
member of the Hermit creed.

Shining One: Herald, Messenger

static, the: The pain, nausea, headaches and noise that
Hermits suffer constantly, but particularly in the presence of
monsters and other hunters. The static is actually a product of
subconscious efforts to keep the Herald's barrage of messages
out and to maintain some semblance of sanity. Also “babble,”
“clamor” or “noise.”
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All the days wherein the plague shall be in him he shall be
defiled; he is unclean: he shall dwell alone; without the camp shall

his habitation be.
— Leviticus 13:46

Or. drthur Wu
Rivendell Psychiatric Hospital
Sydrey. dustraliz 2138
Or. Bertram Leo
St. Louis Psychiatric Renabiltation Center
5St. Louis. Missoun, 63116, USd

Dear Doctor Lea.

| was surprised to learn that the circumstances of the
“Jones Murders” had spread to the United States. It's beenin
the news here "Down Under” since the initial incident, but |
didn't know that dmerican papers had picked up the story.

Imust confess to some doubt about your theories of 8
widespread ‘paranormal paranoid complex.” | diagnosed
Pamela Orurmmond as a paranoid schizophrenic and | stand
bythatdagnosis, 2s|believener file bears out. However.if the
similanties between her and your patient Solanda Cardaras
agre sufficient, | could be induced ta change my mind

| feel reluctantly compelled to advise extreme discre-
tion with these files. |m sure @ man in your position handies
this sort of personal material all the time and |have no doubt
that your professional standards are beyond reproach. Due
to the media circus surrounding the Jones case in dustralia,
however.mydepartment has beensubjected toextremely
invasive attention from several tabloid reporters. lwould not
putit past them ta steal this information.

Inany event. good luck with your research

Best Wishes.
Or. drthur Wu

]

T tig RiFy
MName. Parmela Drummond
dttending Phusician. Or. rthur Wu
Date of ddmission. July 14

Reason for ddmission. Subject was present during a
domestic disturbance at 1483 Clarkse Court. When police ar-
rived she was hysterical, incoherent and bloodied. dn
ambulance took herand oneotherindividual fromthescene
toWestmeadhospital. ds a conseguence of persistent hus-
teria, she was sedated and restrained.
Initial dssessment. Or. Morgan was on call when Pamela
Drummond was brought in. decording to Or. Morgan.
Drummaend was spattered withblood both front and backs,
and her arms were coated up to the elbows. dpparently
very little of the blood was her own. Her inuries were
limited to circular burns on her forearms and on her left
shoulder blade.

Juv i85

ds per my instructions, Nurse Naramore released Ms.
Drummond from her restraints before the patient regained
consciousness. It was a risk, but only 2 small one. Ms
Drurmmond is a petite waman. there were few brealsablesin
herroomand|stationed anurse cutside withorders to page
me when [Ms. Drummond awoke. She came to at about
10.00 this morning. | arranged our initial interview immedi-
ately, and arranged for proper documentation. Upon
beginning theinterview. lintroduced myself and asked berif
she minded me recording ourinterview.

R Wea,,
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dW. Please state clearly that | have your full permission
torecord this interview and future interviews.

PO. Uh... sure. | guess. Your computer can record this?

dW. Yes, | have voice-recognition software. [an you
state your name, pleasa?

PO. Peamela Brumaond. How does it tell betwean words
that sound the same but mean different?

dW.Ihave to goin and dean up the text fies manually
sometimes. Do you know wherg you are?

PO.I'minahospital. [Here she looked at the restraints |
I5 this the psych ward? dm | crazy?

dW., ‘Crazy’ is a word so misused as ta be meaning-
less. You were brought here 13st night. and yes. this is a
psychiatric facility.

P, Thank Sad!

adW. | begyour pardon?

PO. Well, if Im crazuy. that means what | saw was just 2
hallucination, right?

dW. I'msure [have noidea. Why don't you tell me what
you saw?

PO. | don't think | can describe them. Mot ina way that
will really make sense. They were just... just awful. Like
black jellyfishwith tentacles — huge. But that doesn't really
tell you how wrong they were. [ds she spoke, shea broke
eye contact and became increasingly agitated ] It wasn't
just the sight of thermn, or the smell. but it was just their
presence. They didn't belong.

adW.Imnat surel....

PD. There was something just wrong! They shouldm't
havebeenalowedto... tobereal lt was likeina nightmare
where you see something normal, but it scares you for no
reasan? Like that, only a hundred. a milion times worse,
seeing their real shape. .. like holes, or tumors, only it was
the world they were malkking sickl

dW. [Tls. Orummond, please calm down, Whatever you
think you saw, it's not here now. Please relax.

PO, I'm sarry. | thinls. .. maybe Im crazy,

dW. Why don't you tell me, in your own words, what
happened last night.

PD. Well.Idon't remember all that much. really. It started
with @ party at my boss' house. David Lavelle. He's from
France, so he celebrates Bastile Day every year.

dW. What do you do for a living?

PI. Iworks at Lavelle dudio. We sell stereo equipment.

dW. So, you were at a party at your boss' home?

PO. &t first everything seermed normal. There were a ot
ofpeople... Davidownsseveral businesses, andhe dinvited
his neighbaors, too. dnd then | heard this voice.

dW. Whowas it?

PO, Idon't know. No one was talking, not tome, anyway.
Itwaslikeitwas all around me Like, ... lilke lwas hearning it with
mu whole body. It said. "The world sickens.”

dW. Had you ever heard this vaoice before? Or other
disembodied voices?

PO. | don't think so. But that wasn't all. | saw them.

dW. Was this the. uh. .. the tentacle beings?

PO.Notat first. dt firstlsaw twa figures. One was made
oflight. or maybe fire. kind of like the heat rising off a high-
way? The other looked lilke it was made of shadows. They
were maving through the party, touching people. Mot ev-
eryone, just some of them. But the people they touched
started looking around. and then they started doing things
— sCreaming or running away or grabbing people. | turned
t0 see what they were looking at, and that's when | saw
the... the other things. [Discussing these visions made the
patient visibly upset, but she was still under control ]

aw. What did you do?

PO, | don't remember exactly. There were people
screamingandrunningand fighting. Irememberyelingthings.
They seemed to make sense at the time, but | don't lsnow
what | said now. | thinks | was puling sormeone, and then one
of thecreatures came at me and was truing to take her fram
me. It touched me and it burned. llet go and ran.

MNotes. Ms. Orummond is clearlu an inteligent woman.
but she appears to have had — or have currently — severe
hallucinations. While this has the marks of a psychochemical
imbalance. | suspect there may be some psuchological ele-
ments. The fantastic figures shedescribes clearly fulfilsorme
symbalic functionif they stir heremotions so powerfully. But
what do these phantoms represent?

When the police report describes what happened. I'm
sure [l smow more.

HoworinG & Requesr

“How does one write a letter with no recipient? Think on
that puzzle, William. | shared my thoughts and researches with
you for your ‘Apocrypha.” If you would like to return the
compliment, write a letter to no one for me, one that will never
be sent, only received.”

A cryptic request, but Fyodor would not ask without
some reason. It's harder than might be expected — with
no clear image of a reader, expressing content is challeng-
ing. And yet, it fills idle moments. So. If | am to write a
letter to no one, | think | should start at the beginning and
tell it like it is.

Some of us are marked for greatness from the moment
we are born. We stand out from the crowd, clearly
superior to those less fortunate. It’s tragic that in the
modern world, with its teeming democratic masses, even
the faintest hint of quality is enough to make you a target
for the scorn and aggression of the fools around you.
Democracy itself is surely the greatest, saddest lie of all. By
promising a slice of power to everyone, it ensures that only
the most numerous can flourish. Regrettably, we are not
empowered and ennobled into one self-enlightened unity
as politicians promise. Quite the opposite. We are locked
into a vicious prison created by the coarsest common
instincts and desires of the lizard brain within us — spite,
greed, faithlessness and treachery.

Men and women of true vision are hidden from view
within this poisonous fog of deluded primitivism, swamped
under the tide of mankind’s earliest programming. But it's
even worse than just sheer dilution by volume of the
superior into the inferior, Being a person of quality opens
you up to the jealous rages of fools — talking monkeys —




who see only that they are lesser than you. Rather than
attempt to benefit from the many and great things that you
have to offer, they seek to strike out, to reduce the “threat”
that they perceive from more advanced life forms than they.
If they would only consider cooperating, accepting that you
have strengths that can support their weaknesses, then all
would benefit. Instead, they lash out with mockery, scorn
and stones, driving you away and laughing like hyenas at the
pain that they have caused. The benefits that all could have
enjoyed are lost, thrown away in favor of a selfish scrabble
for the crumbs that remain. The glory that could be enjoyed
by all is destroyed because the stupid and the oafish are too
self-obsessed to see that humanity is a many-tiered thing,
not a pool of bland equality.

This is the great tragedy of the modern world, and it
makes me weep to consider it.

| count myself particularly unfortunate, for my superi-
ority has always been plain for the masses to perceive, in my
vocabulary, intelligence, accent and mannerisms. At school,
| swiftly learned not to waste my time trying to interact with
most of the children around me, and sought social accep-
tance in more intellectual strata, becoming a passable
musician. Unlike most of the little idiots, | spent my time
actually trying to learn, and the education | obtained served
to further set me apart from them. | allowed them to
ostracize me — even enjoyed not having to interact with
them — and channeled my interests into saner times long
past, when people knew their role.

In due course, | became a skilled historian and folklor-
ist, supporting myself financially through paid research and
shrewd dealings in antiquities and items of historical signifi-
cance. | have had my work published in a number of
journals. Were | more inclined to put up with blithering
idiots, | could have easily obtained a research seat at one
of the local colleges where my work is known — Harvard,
perhaps — but | chose not to. The thought of having to
stare at sullen theaters full of resentful youths is utterly
abhorrent. | would rather spend time with my books and
my artifacts. They, at |east, provide good company.

| have said that some are marked for greatness. My
elevation to the ranks of the chosen came when | was
returning from a trip to a fellow dealer, one who
advertises his services more widely than |. He is based
in Hartford, a town with some architectural charm. | had
decided to pay a visit to a historical house | had noticed
on a previous trip. It was late in the day, and out of
season, so | felt relatively safe in expecting a degree of
privacy. As | was about to enter the drawing room, a
mighty wind sprang up and a tremendous voice boomed
out, “THE PAST HUNGERS.” | felt a sharp discomfort
— an utterly loathsome feeling of plummeting off the
edge of the world into a vast abyss, mixed with a
crawling sensation as if my skin were trying to escape. |
became aware of a howling roar of voices shouting at
me, too tangled to distinguish more than an occasional
syllable. At the same time, | realized that | could see a
horrific being seemingly comprised of teeth and claws
bounding around the room insanely, like a madman
trying to break out of a padded cell.

CHAPYER i: ALONE [N THE CROWD

The assault on my expectations was stunning, and |
stood, dazed, on the threshold of the room for some
moments, trying to gather my thoughts and resist the
agony. Some stupid little woman with a litter of children
tried to push past me and into the room. Despite my
dislike, | found that | could not quite bring myself to leave
her to such a horrific thing. | extended my arms to block
the doorway, turning my back on Hell itself, and made it
clear to her that she couldn’t pass. | believe | recall telling
her that | was an administrator at the house, and that the
room was currently unsafe. Somewhat aggravated, she
moved on. | would have waited longer, | think, but after a
few more moments the mad thing departed in frustration,
simply disappearing.

The pressure in my head and chest slowly subsided
to a dull throb, and when | had gathered my thoughts
enough to function, | fled to my car. | spent some hours
trying to put the worst of my shock behind me. Finally,
once | felt relatively certain that the thing was not
following me, | began the journey home. The drive
seemed like an eternity.

Jourmat, Day i

When Bev and | were. seeing a marriage counseler, he said we
should keep journals of our thoughts about our lives and stuff
4o put things straight in ourheads. | thougnt it was kind of qay,
and i+ probably s4ill is. 1+ didn '+ help +hen, probably won '+ now,
but | can '+ think of anything else to do. | could drink, | suppose,
but it's awful early in +the day,

Ak Lirst | Hhought | was crazy, but the marks on my +ruck
didn 't get Hhere by themselves. So what | saw was real, | quess.
Though | 'm not sure. what | saw.

I got acall real late £rom Ben Kirby. Said his jeep had just
up and quit on him way out on Rural Route 9. He asked could
I come and give him a jump? 8o | went out and | £ound his car.
M looked like i+ had jus+ flamed out on +he highuay. He hadn '+
crashed. 1+ 'd been running Line. | 4ried +o turn it over and it
gtarted right up. So he started swearing up and down and
apologized for looking like a jackass. Said he 'd pay for my
time and gas, and | said he was right about that. We turmed
around and started qoing back. About ten miles back +oward
+oun, there was one of 4hose big-ass Ford Excursions pulled
over on the shoulder. 1+ 'd passed us while we were checking out
Kirby 's jeep. In £ront of it was the Sheriff s Blazer with the
lights on. S0 | pull over, ffqar*fnq maybe. Some.one. else. broke.
doun. Kirby stopped, 40o. He 's a busybedy Iike that. But
there wasn 't angone in either car.

Then there was a bright lignt way off in the distance, and
about a second later +his really loud nose.. But at the same. +ime
| heard +he noise, | could hear a voice. | heard it perfect. W said
something rises or something. | looked at Kirby and asked what
he said. He had +his weird look on his face, but gaid he didn '+ 2ay
nothing. Then | got 4his real bad headache. and | swear| could hear
someone talking of £ in +he distance.

My tou truck wasn 't buit for off roading, so we got in
Ben's jeep and headed where we san the light. There. was a Lire.,
a big one. There was someone running arcund 4. Then we heard
qunshots. | got Ben 's shotgun off the rack and started loading
i, +hough all he had was birdshot. We drove up just in time to see
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Deputy Miller on the qr‘cmﬂ.d with Hus hacje. Mj on top of Wi,
Looked like a big dog or maube a wolk,

There were other wolves around, and some things that
locked Ike people, but just weren ™. | don’t know how 4o
describe. 4ham. W was like. they were all Lighting, and right in
the middle of i+ all is Miller, some out of +owners, and Ben and
me. | quess the folks were from the Explorer. They were all
huddied +ogether, erying, but no one was paying any atten-
+ion 4o them.

Ben pulled up and | started shooting cut the window,
but | +hink all | did was make the things, whatever +hey
were, mad. | had a bad Leeling
+hat +kr‘nqs deren 4 gonna
go well Kor us when +he
things stopped fighting
r.ach other. That 's
when my

head really started hurting,
like | was kicked by a mule. | +old Ben
to just get us +he hell out of there, but
he wouldn '+ go. He yelled Xor those people +o
get info the jeep. | was cussing at him. There was
three people running 4o ug, but only a black girl made i+
The others got draqqed doun along the way, like the
things couldn '+ see them 4ill then. The girl started
sereaming and wanted to go back for her im’md& Ben
gelled at me to take the wheel and went out and got her
and pulled her kicking and screaming inSide. | stretehed my
leg across Lrom 4he passenger seat and hit the, qas while
they were barely in the back, and got us out of there. We
were all fgelling
when we came up
to the road. Kirby
was saying he'd saved
the girl 's life, she 's yelling that

che 'd abandoned her friend, and

ME Jas‘l' saying shut up/

When +hey

did, we. could hear howls

and getting closer. The

qfrf ran 4o 4he Ford. Kirby

qo# back in +he driver’s

seat, and the +wo of them
sere gone. in opposite dircetions
before | even got the tow truck
out of second. | was the only 4'ha’nq on
the highway when three wolves hit
+he road gomg fast, and

i ve. qo* claw marks

cle.an 4‘hr‘ouz3h +he

wheel well and m

the bumper

+c Show

Lor i+.
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| had lunch and locked over what | wrode. | Sound like a
fucking headcase. But +he marks are there. |'wm almost
tempted 4o leave them +here so | 'l know for sure, but they 'l
rust out after the Lirst wash. | +ook some pietures instead
and started getting ready +o hammer out the worst of it. |
night need some Bondo. Or replace the whole panel.

While. | was working on 4he truck, | started +o ged another
redl killer headache, like last night. Today though it qot worse
and worse. | was just qoing inside 4o get some ice when | Saw
Ben'’s jeep rolling up the road. e las+ +hing | wanted to do was
talk +o Wim. | s+ill wasn '+ straight in my ouwn head about what
happened, and | knea listening +ohim jabber wouldn "+ do any qood,
so | went imside and predended | didn '+ hear him knocking and
selling Lor me. dackass. Besides, | 'm still sore +hat he left me
there last night. Led him think the wolves got me. | "l 4alk 4o him
+omorrow, when | knoa what 's qoing on.

Juty 16

Notes. dn associate of Ms. Orummond named Paul
Ferriecameto thehospital thismorning, inguiringabout
hier condition. | wish | could have reassured hirm,
but just before his arrival she became ex-
tremelyagitated —screaming. assuming the
fetal position and beating her forehead with
her fists. Nurse Swit restrained her as she
began tohitherheadagainst the floor.and
| was forced to administer a sedative. |
gave her a small dose initially, but it
seemed tohavelittieeffect.|had todouble
it before she relaxed — a remarkable
dose,givenherlowbodyweight 've had
her removed to a padded cell, but I'm
holding off on a straitjacket. Bven in
our brief acguaintance, she strikes
me as a sensitive and inteligent
woman. Oressing her in the garb
of alunatic might lead her to fulfil
the expectation.

Mr.Ferregavememu firstde-
scription of the trauma that
provoked Ms. Orummond's ini-
tial breakdown. He was
gpparently present at the
perty, and it was far more
than the ‘domestic distur-
bance” of which | was told.

Three people died and sev-
eral more were injured. Thes
police have amanin custody
named Bvan lones.

Mr, Ferrie's story —
later confirmed by the pa-
pers — was that Jones had
beenhiredasawaiter. He ap-
parently experienced a
sudden psychotic epi-
sode, took a knife and

CHAPYER i: ALONE IN THE CROWD
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fataly assaulted one of the guests, a worman named
lkatrina Richards. In his frenzy, he also started a fire that
injured several people [perhaps that's the source of [Mls.
Drurmmond's burns?] and killed two more before he was
apprehended.

TuninG

| set off from Hartford on autopilot, absolutely refusing
to allow myself to dwell on the events in the house, Once |
was on the freeway and able to drive without having to
concentrate on the other idiots on the road, | became aware
that a babble of voices was in the background of my mind —
a faint hissing, as if | had suddenly developed tinnitus. The
noise was aggravating, but not desperately so. | tried to focus
upon it, but had little luck in increasing my perception of
what was being said. Perhaps, if the voices were not all
pitched in the same register, with the same timbre... but
there is no point indulging in regrets. The pain had largely
subsided too, which was a relief. Every so often, both noise
and pain increased momentarily, but not enough to threaten
my safety on the road. This mostly occurred while | was in
sight of small towns, but it was not until some weeks later
that | made the connection.

It seems as if the presence of large numbers of people
aggravates the problem. It never subsides completely, but it
can fade into the background sometimes. The closer one
gets to a populated area, the worse both the pressure and
the noise become, as if steam builds up inside the head and
chest and vents through the ears. It would seem reasonable
to assume that the morass of humanity is as objectionable to
the Shining Ones as it is to me, which is why | have been
selected to help preserve the few deserving ones when the
last days come.

The problem takes on a special urgency in the pres-
ence of most other chosen and Dark Ones. It is my
understanding that very few other chosen are afflicted with
the problem, so it would seem as if the Shining Ones
themselves perceive the chosen as a two-tier solution to
the world’s ills. This would imply that the great bulk form
an expendable strike force, as objectionable as the masses
and the Dark Ones, while the few who are afflicted or who
do not aggravate the problem — such as the sage, Fyodor
— are the intended elite, and will form the nucleus of the
Golden Time to come.

The subtle variations in the way that the problem
manifests would be quite fascinating, if it were not such an
unwelcome intrusion and did not strike me nearly witless
with its ferocity. There is always babble, and there is always
the crawling, lurching vertigo, but the two do not necessar-
ily always manifest at identical levels. Sometimes they
increase and decrease simultaneously, while on other
occasions they seem to operate almost independently,
Rarely, the muttering of the voices clears — or, rather,
separate voices with different qualities and mnemonic ties
come into close alignment — allowing for words to
become intelligible, although their pronouncements are
obscure at best. The Shining Ones seem to have an
oracular sense of obfuscation, and hardly ever deign to
speak plainly. Still, the ongoing quest to decipher their
pronouncements is an extremely exciting one.

o

Whigre They Coms Frow

Juty 16, Evenmg

Ms. Orurmmond asked for me when she awoke. and |
decided to interrupt my dinner to see her. She seemed to
have recovered from the morning's episode. so we had an-
other interview.

dW. dre you feeling better, Pamela?

PO. They were here, Doctor.

dW. Who was here?

PL. The shadow man and the fire woman.

dw. dre they here now?

PO.Not really. Not fully There's... there's part of themin
me.ldon'tknow what they did but they put somethinginme.
Imcrazy. aren'tl?

dW.Pamela. youremember what | said about the ward
‘trazy ?Listentome. You're hallucinating. That's serious. But
youstillhave the facilities to recognize your hallucinations as
such, and thatis a very good sign. a very promising sign. 'm
going to try some medication that | thinls will reduce or elimi-
nate the hallucinations. But Pamela? | think these
hallucinations are happening for a reason.

PO. What do you mean?

dW, Consider someone with @ weak heart. He's in
greater danger of a heart attack after running up a flight
of stairs, right? S5imilarly, chemical imbalances are often
triggered by trauma. In your case, the trauma was what
you saw at the party. We can use medicine to cope with
the chemical aspect. but untilyou understand and accept
what you saw and what happened. you won't be cured.
Does that make sense?

PO.lguess....

dW. This "shadow worman” and “flame man.” then —
their recurrence means something. What can you tell me
gbout them?

PO, They want me todo something. [m not sure exactly
what itis, but they have plans for me. Farall of us.

dW. Whao do you mean when you say 'us™?

P0. For peaplz. For the word. Theyre picking peogle... to
help. The pegple they touched at the party. they were chosen.

dW. What would they have you do?

PO. That'swhat |don'tunderstand.lcan't. .. lcan't follow!
It'slike they screamatmeand | can't understand what they
want. It's too fast and too loud.

dW.Cam down, Pamela.

PO, | tried to get back from the fight and see what was
happening. to save Stacy, so they chose me. Paul was cho-
senbecausehewasmad, That black mangotin thewayand
he was chosen. Stacy, too, but | don'tknow why — because
she was bright? We were all shown what was there.

MNotes. Very interesting that the shadow is now a
womanand the flameisaman.llihave toguestionPamela
about her parents whenl've established astronger trans-
ference. There's clearly some kind of emotional bond
between her and Paul as well — on his part. because he
came tovisit her.and onhers since he figures prominently
in her delusion.




d police detective wanted to interview Pamela todau,
butlhadto turnhimdown. Pamelais inno condition to talk to
the police at this stage. and an official inguiry could impede
her recovery significantiy.

Journat, Day 2

Hammered Hhe. dents out of the bumper and patched the back
panel. 1+ should do until | can £ind another pane! somenhere.

Didn 't sleep well last nignt. | keep thinking of all kinds of
stupid shit. Like when you're a kid and you lie. in bed +hinking
about dying or time and how big it is. About how space. jus+ qoes
on and on and on until you scare yourself or get all weird.

| don "t understand i4. | should be Hhinking about wolves and
shit, but instead | 'm Hhinking about what makes the world work.

| remember Bev's fucked up sister 4rying +o explain that
black and white +hing she had on her necklace, The bing bang or
something. Back then | predty much tuned her out, but last night
that +iing, like a £3. 1 kept thinking about that. Like how +otally
different +hings come together to make something, that push
and pull each other at the same time, So they never come
together but wever get away either.

Whyy +he Luck am | bothering with this crap? What s next,
I start writing poems? But | can’+ get it out of my head.

That symbol looks o simple, but it gets real complex when
you Hhink about it. 1+ 's like Lixing & car. Okay, a car is broke.
That 's easy. But 4o Lix i+ | have 4o unders+and +he problem.
Does i+ +urm over or not? 14 ’s got 40 be one way or the other.
Suppose. it +urms over but won 't start. Okay. Now | know i+ s
not an electrical problem. | 've split +he problem betueen what
it 18 and what it isn '+. | keep dividing until | £ind +he bad part.
Then | divide that part oat, so things are pushing away Lrom
tach other.

But Hhen | put a new part in. | attach it and connect i,
fven though there are a bunch of different pieces, they 're al
part of 4he car. And 4he car /8 part of a bigger thing, ke
traflic. Tratfic is part of... | don’+ know, business or
Something. But everything is i+self and part of something else
all at the same. tine.

That's 4he world right there. Politics? We divide mto
parties that come together o vote. Sex? We 're divided into
+uo sexes but we can serew. (F we 're goddamn lucky)

| don't know where Ahe hell \'m going with fnis. But
everything is caught between separating - tearing doun and
simplifying and understanding - and coming together.

I don '+ know how | know Hhis orhow | J:iqare.d it oud, This fen +
like me.. But | just know +his has something to do with what | saw
the other night. The weird looking things were supposed 4o be
divided, but they weren’t. They were. there or alive. when +they
shouldn '+ be. And 4he wolves were supposed 4o be unified,
supposed ta be bringing evergtiing together, but they were
Ralling apart and destroying. 14 'e all out of whack.

If | can see that +hings are broke, magbe. | ‘w. supposed +o
£r¢ Hhe.

THE SHininG Ones

Perhaps the most positive aspect of being chosen is the
sense that the mysteries of the cosmos are suddenly within
reach. | have always been interested in unraveling hidden
truths, and history used to be an extremely fertile ground for
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such pursuits. Trying to solve an enigma is much like | imagine
hunting prey through a jungle to be. The difference is that
rather than stompingaround a dark, mosquito-infested plague
hole in the middle of nowhere, one conducts the hunt in the
pages of books and journals. Facts, like beasts, leave tracks
and spoors, hints of their presenceina time or place. A chance
mention here, a vague allusion there, a reference to a work
long lost but cited in other primary sources. The hunt can be
long and intense as one closes in on the quarry, running the
enigma to ground and finally pinning it out in the light of truth
to watch it yield to hard facts. One may journey through all
manner of places, perform close-quarters searches through
time rather than space, set mental snares for clues, and follow
trails of information or deduction to the bitter end, all
without leaving the comfortable isolation of a library.

| believe being chosen has opened up entire new
territories, nearly untouched, in which to hunt knowledge.
Within those territories, the things that matter most —
the truths on which the world itself is built — are known
to make their lairs and have their ranges. What scholar
could possibly resist such a challenge? Even if the world is
a black, maggot-ridden corpse in reality, and the relative
brightness of our society is the illusion — as | am coming
to believe— then that is still valuable to know. Information
is its own end. It is never possible to have too much
knowledge, only to have too little.

The Shining Ones have seen fit to vouchsafe me a lot of
disparate pieces of information in the course of their thunder-
ing intrusions. | have committed every fragment of which |
have been aware to the care of my excellent memory, where
| use it to slowly build a map of the new vistas that have opened
before me. There is much to digest, and large quantities of it
remain disjunct, unexplained or contradictory, but | am
confident thatin time a broad picture will come together. lam
a dedicated expert in these matters, and | have no doubt that
| will be able to fit the shards and scraps back together to yield
at least an outline of the key messages that they bear for us.
In the meantime, my researches across mythic and historic
plains have helped suggest certain answers or have opened
new avenues of research.

| am interested in determining how the Shining Ones get
their information. The level of detail in some of the messages
| have managed to pick out of the babble is quite extraordi-
nary. It could be that the Shining Ones are able to mingle
invisibly and imperceptibly with the world, and spend much of
their time observing everything that goes on. Then, provided
that they are able to intercommunicate freely and instanta-
neously to transfer information among themselves, they
might be able to synthesize the requisite understanding in
order to produce the knowledge that they demonstrate.
However, the sheer volume of data that they all have to
continually originate, transmit, receive, process and analyze
would call for a mental structure entirely different from
anything known on earth.

A more workable option would be if the Shining Ones
share a collective sentience, as bees and termites are ru-
mored to. If they possess a group pool of intelligence, then
each separate entity might be no more than the equivalent of
an eye or a mouth or a hand, reaching into the world like the
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individual Shining Ones are actually conduits, channeling
information up to yet higher powers, who are then able to
perceive raw information, analyze it and transmit deduction
and information back down the line, so to speak. There are
certain hints within the sound | hear of a higher authority, such
as a nobility, a controller or complementary elemental forces.
This might provide some support for the idea of the Shining
Ones as agents for more remote beings, perhaps because the
greater forces are too vast or overwhelming for the human
mind to endure their contact.

However high the “chain of command” rises among the
Shining Ones, it doesn't change the fact that somewhere, the
forces that have selected us have access to all the information
buried within the world and its history, and not just the parts
that humanity itself knows. Some of the statements | under-
stand clearly regard the darkness and are drawn from it. One
such message | perceived recently was, “THE DIRECTOR
REACHES OUT TO BEND THE WORLD,” which suggests
to me that one way or another, the Shining Ones have direct
access to information about the Dark Ones, as well as about
everything else. If that information could be passed on clearly,
we would be in a much stronger position to gain control of the
world. The gap between human and Shining One must be so
vast as to make clear dissemination of knowledge impossible,
so that our patrons are reduced to veiled hints and tangential
fragments. Perhaps it is their frustration at our inability to
withstand their communication that is behind the pain and the
seeming babble.

History

Sournt, Day 3

Drove into Bl Paso +oday to get %mcsr‘ms and started to
qet a goddamn headache when | was a Sew blocks away from the
supermarkedt. | thought about swinging by Eats 4o qet a vrer,
but | San Ben 's jeep Hhere. dust the thought of seeing him made
my head hart tuice as bad. By the +ime | qot 4o +he store | Felt
like. | was dying, but | still managed +o get some. s+ufl. When | was
getting set fo pay, things qot really nuts.

First some. idiot dressed up Iike Big Chied Wampum with a
black ponytan and Indian necklace shoves in £ront of me. in line. and
gives me the hairy exeball when | complain. 15 1'd felt better |
mignt have asked him +o step outside, but | aiready feit ke 1 'd
qotten my head stomped, so | just led it gqo. Then | ser. one of
+he papers has +Hhis headine © WOLVES BLITZK RIEG SOUTHWEST
and +he picture. on the cover is the Same dickhead rignt m Lront
of me. Then ahen | lock again it s something about Wolf Blitzer
Lrom the news. But | take another lock at Chied Big Dick and all
of a sudden | can see Ahere s something arong about hin. Like
he's out of balance, ke everything a saw & few wights age.

So now | 'm home. and 4rying +o Liqure. it cut. At least my
head Leels better.

¥ that quy from the store is connected +o something
that can claw through a tou truck, what am | supposed 4o do
about 47 These things have been around forever, | Hhink | 'm
sure off it. There 's legends of uolves going back for all +ime.
But you never hear about people suddenly getting sent +o qet
Hhem undercontrol. | suppose people who got picked 4o balance

oy

heads of a gigantic hydra. It might make even more sense if

+hings out might keep alow profile, So the wolves wouldn '+ know
who o look for, but if it s just at random, what s +he chance
ok doing anything?

I've got a feeling these kind of balancers are sometiing
new. Magbe. the world just wasn "t serewed up enough to need us
before. this. From what | See., i+ sure IS now.

desus, tnis 18 just like last night, with all that crazy joining
and dividing crap. How i all this shit getding into my head?

Juv 17

Todaywas mu first formal sessionwith Pamela, andm
guardedly optimistic.

dW. Sood morning. Pamela. Oid you sleep well?

PO. Okay. | guess. | didn't see them again, if that's
what you mean.

dW.I'mgoing to putyou on Haldal. | thinlsithas anexcel-
lent chance of reducing the frequency and intensity of your
hallucinations. | want to stress, however. that this is not a
‘miracle cure.” It's not a quicks fix. Youwil not be free of these
delusions until You understand what's really causing them.
This will be work. Do you understand?

PO.lunderstand. Believe me.Doctor. lwanttogoback to
how [was. [Tore than you canimagine.

dW.Bood. very good Is there any history of schizophre-
nia in your family?

PO. Not that I'm aware of.

dW. dilright... let's begin Tellme about yourself.

PO. Umn... | don't suppose there's much to tell. |had a
good chidhood. [Ty parents are pretty welloff.lmean. they
fought some when | was young and they divorced when |
was eighteen — | kind of think they held it together for me
and my sister. Blie s 2 yearyounger than me. She works in
MNew Zealand forashipping company. My father'sabanker
Mum works in real estate. | went to New South Wales
Conservatorium fora musicdegree. |graduated about three
years ago. | play in a small ensemble on weekends. the
Mishkin Quartet.

dW. What do you play?

PO. Clarinet, We're ajazz band. | tried to get David to hire
us for his party, actually.

dW. dre you seeing anyone?

PO.Notright now. |was living with a fellow named Patrick
forawhiebut itjust kind of fellapart. Nothing really dramatic.

!
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lNo shouting or throwing things. I'm really a pretty narmal
person. Mot the type to start seeing things.

aW.Hou'dneverhadanysortof.. . odd spells before [T,
Lavele's party?

P. You mean any hallucinations?

dW. YHes.

PO.No.Never.

dw, | see. Mow... the flame and shadow people and
the tumors you talked about... do they remind you of
anything? "The selection’? The sickness'?

PO.Not really. .. Imean. | remember some stories frarm
when | was growing up. but nothing like this.

dW, What stories?

PO, Just, you lsnow, vague stuff. dborigine stories from
primary schoal. That there is a second sort of dream world
outside this one. Just as real, but invisible. Or stuff about
shamans whostand between this world and the spirit world,
| guess. With spirit 2animals or guides or something. | guess
that does sound kind of lilke what | described, doesn't it?
Spirits that Mo one else can see, choosing pecple ta cantact
between their world and ours.

Maybe it's been gaing on forever

dW. Maybe what has?

PO. Sorry?

dW. What. exactly, has been going on forever?

PO, Uh... wel, | suppose that all those old shamans
could have been hallucinating. They were always starving
themselves and. | don't know, doing drugs. right? How com-
monis it toimagine that higher powers are talking to you?

dW. ds delusions go. quite commaon.

PO, So maybe all through history, people have thaught
they were getting a message from the other side. What if
they were really just getting messages from inside?

!
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Jouwat, Day 4

| ot wolves on the brain. 1+ 's like | can '+ read onthe shitter
without seeing an article on them, or turn on 4he TV without one
of those nature shows about Hhem. My head 's feeling a lot
betder, but | keep ﬁze[r’nq like +here s Something | ought +o be
doing. | keep thinking about that asshole in the store.

(Latery

| went into +oun looking for +he Indian wolf-quy from +he
grocery store, As Soom as | got into 4oun my head started
harting again, though not so bad +his time. | was really looking,
but | didn 't Lind him right away. nstead, | spotted another
unbalanced quy, mandarﬁng around the. same neighborhood. He
was sitting on a bench in front of a lit+le store church. 14 was
lke +he let+ers on one of 4he signs jigqled around to Say
BLOOD HE 8ERVES instead of His Blood Saves. i+ was righ+ by
Dan's Diner, so | got in a booth and pretended like | was doing
the crossword. | was aishing there was some way | could gedt
cloger 4o him, when all of a Sudden | was +here. on the beneh nexct
fokim/ Only not really Hhere. | could kind off feel the beneh, but
not like | was +ouching it. More. Iike | was imagining what i+ would
feel like. Same with what | was seeing. | could see him really

elear, up close, but it was like he couldn 't see me. Also, |
couldn "t see myself. Like | was a ghost. | mean, | got right in
Wis £ace, | could hear Win breathing, but he had wo idea | was
Hhere. | even fouched Win. Only not really. | could feel without
:ﬁ&-lfﬂq, like. when | fouched +he bench. | could Leel Hhat he had
@ qun on under his jean jacked, but the cloth didn '+ move when
| touched i+. | was +here, but | wasn 4.

| wlas Sh;*ﬂnq m.gse,l—c.

Then he looked up real sudden and he was looking across +he
streed af chiek Dickhead. | could see. myselt through +he window
of +he diner, +oo, which was fucking weird. When +he wolf quy
turmed +he commer, the urong quy qot up and followed him. |
stayed with hink, Wrong quy Lollosed wolk quy three blocks +o the
Aztec Motel and went in after him. | 4ried +o go with, but
suddenly | was back at Dan’s.

Waat was really weicd was when | looked down and saw +hat
I'd been writing on +he newspaper +he wnole fime. Or at least,
there was writing on the neuwspaper in my handuriting and | was
holding he. pen. But | sure, don *+ remember uriting all +his crap.

Juty i1

dW. If you're correct, that your visions of these flame
and shadow people are meant ta represent some inner
voice, what are they truing to tell you?

PD.Igot thesense that. .. l[don'tknow. .. that they want
me to understand something. To ook behind the obvious.
the false stufi, and get at some hidden truth,

dW. What hidden truth?

PO. That evarything we look atis alie. We're supposed
to be doing more than we are. but we've gotten wrapped
up bu... by something. I'm not sure what it is. | once heard
someone say. "Fire and water make good servants but
bad masters.” | dor't know where that's from. | heard it
guoted on some dmerican sitcom. But | thinks that's what
the shadow man was trying to show me. That we'd been
tooled or misled somehow.

dW. Misled from what?

PO. | don't lsmow! What we're really supposed to be do-
ing? The lives we lead. .. you KNow, with our nice cars and
clothes and sterec equipment? | feellike it's a lie.

aW, Do you feel ke you don't deserve Your affluence?

PO It's not about deserving. It's more lilke we're fiddling
while Rome burns. dnd the fire wants us taignare it.

dW. Does this tie into the fiery persor?

P0.No. she's... she's the one trying to wake us up.
Though she wasn't so involved with me. .. She wants to
start a new... a new... | don't know. Dammit! It's like
truing to remember something from when you're a kid.
something important but distant. | can feel the memory,
but lcan't remember!

aW.Whiat about this shadow person? What's his function?

PO. To correct and understand. To separate right
from wrong.

dW. dnd the tumors? What are they?

PO.Theyre... wrong. Theworldis siclks and they thrive on
it. Theyralike... like... lcan feel the answer. but | don't kmow
howtoput it They relisebugsinagarden? Theyre supposed
to be there, to eat weak plants and get rid of rot. But
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something's gone wrong and they're out of contral. kiling
everything. If they aren't stopped. they lleat it all.

T e Danic Ones

We have been chosen to help fight the darkness — our
perceptions, gifted to us by the Shining Ones, make that
perfectly clear beyond any doubt. But in all candor, | wonder
if humanity at large isn't itself completely responsible for
everything that it gets. It's not as if people need the encour-
agement of supernatural forces to indulge themselves in
spectacular evils. Dealers give lethally addictive drugs to
foolish children to get them hooked, so that they can be
dragged into a life of desperate prostitution. Scientists and
doctors with vested interests deliberately hide beneficial
advances and falsify evidence to please their company paymas-
ters. Greedy corporate shareholders drive profits ever higher,
ignoring quality and safety. Smug politicians mouth platitudes
while |eaving the poor to die on street corners. And the rest
of the world turns a blind eye to it all, too selfish to risk the
potential inconvenience of getting involved. Everywhere you
look, thugs and petty criminals steal from each other and
everyone else. It's impossible to know who is the most guilty,
who is the most deserving of punishment. Only the very few
are worth saving.

There’s so much wrong with the world that the only
answer now is to let the selfish, corrupt masses be swept
away by a tide of monstrous predators — except that even
they don’t seem in any hurry to get the job done. Instead,
the monsters revel in the decay of the world, taking
positions of power and influence, feeding off the hopeless
and the homeless, enjoying the freedom of a lax system to
commit horrendous physical and mental abuses. It’s their
idea of paradise, a lovely little holiday resort for the
monster-about-hell. Somewhere for the devils and de-
mons to get away from the stress and strain of inflicting
infernal torture. “Come to Earth! Get a hotdog! Sink a few
souls into despair! Come on in. The water’s fine.” When
they do arrive, they find the locals waiting with open arms
— and open souls — to be as accommodating as possible.
Why would they want to do anything to threaten the way
things are running?

Perhaps they, the darkness, are our designated purifi-
ers, a change from Noah’s flood. | can't believe that the
powers of light view modern humanity any more favorably
than Jehovah saw the corrupt of Sodom and Gomorrah.
The forces of heaven have demonstrated a perfectly cheer-
ful willingness to condemn the world’s sinners as
irredeemable. In terms of Christian theology, the compact
between God and man as mediated by the rainbow and
later by Christ could quite reasonably be assumed to have
been revoked in the face of extreme and grotesque provo-
cation. It would be a beautiful irony if our purpose as
chosen were not to act as saviors of the stinking masses,
but as a spur to goad the Dark Ones into action — an
escalation of hostilities, to tip the balance of the celestial
battle into another of its periodic all-out wars.

|, for one, would take greater comfortin the calling if | felt
that its final aim was to cleanse the world. It would also go
some way to explaining why so many of the chosen are such
idiots, interested only in leaping into any situation, regardless
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of advance intelligence, reconnaissance, consequences or
even the possible chance of survival. A terrorist cause —
provoking war is always a terrorist act — requires plenty of
fanatics with no brains or sense of proportion. One could
almost feel sorry for the darkness, if it wasn't so totally
loathsome and abhorrent.

Sadly, | fear that most chosen are an inevitable conse-
quence of humanity's poverty of spirit, rather than a
master plan on the part of the Shining Ones. There are so
many utter fools in the world, and so few people of true
thought and self-awareness that our benefactors simply do
not have the requisite scope of choice to ensure thatall —
or even many — of us are up to par. It is a pathetic level for
a species to sink to, when it cannot even muster up a small
group of superior representatives. It would be comforting
to believe that we were the proactive agents of reform, but
we might simply be the reactive antibodies of a diseased
system. At least | can draw strength from the knowledge
revealed by Fyodor that the world is set for change,
whether we like it or not. Still, humanity, festering in its
stinking rags, really does deserve a fairly high proportion of
the indignities that it has to face.

Fire, Aig anp LiGHy

MNotes. It's premature to make any judgments, but [m
tempted to view the manand wormanas maother and father
surrogates, If this turns out to be a fruitful line of thought. [d
be very interested to know why the mother — usually a
comforting figure — is. if lunderstand correctly, wreathed in
flames and blessing this Paul "because he was mad.” The
shadow man seems tobe a contradiction as well. The figure
i5 darks, but he chooses Stacy "because she was bright.”
Ooes thatmeaninteligent, energetic? Ordid the patienthave
ahallucination of light?

Light tupically stands for understanding. ilumination or
holiness. Was her father a religious man. or particularly intel-
lectual?Flames canalsobe holy, but they havemore primitive
connotations. They warm but also consume. If the fleme
woman Is a mather figure, this could be one source of can-
fict. If Pamela has repressed anger against her maother or
this mother figure. seeing Katrina Richards murdered could
have resonated with her own rapressed rage.

It's toosoon totel, Isuppose. Imust guard against mak-
ing up my mind and leading the patient down the most
convenient line of theary.

S16xs of vh Crosen

When | was first awakened into my destined role as
chosen, | became aware of a sudden wind that sprang up and
whipped around me, both physically and mentally. The
physical presence swiftly subsided, but the mental one has
endured the many months that have passed since. Thatsame
wind still blows through the corners of my mind, and it
carries a thousand voices. |t hasn’t let up since the moment
itfirststarted. It has howled constantly —and often painfully
— without pause. Although it might seem a distracting thing
to the unenlightened, the truth is exactly the opposite.
There is a quality to the wind that encourages reflection and
consideration. The half-heard whispers in the back of one's




mind spur thought and analysis, and can lead one down new
and unexpected paths of inquiry. When the Shining Ones
speak clearly — or at least as clearly as they ever do —and
the words reverberate through my entire body, it is the
wind that bears their messages.

Furthermore, the wind serves as the vessel by which
| can gain access to the capabilities granted me by the
Shining Ones. When | project my sight through my stone,
the wind carries my senses away from my body and into the
larger world. On the one occasion that | felt the need to
reach out to the mind of another chosen, it was the wind
that carried my words to him. It appears as if it is part of
the dance of life, a breath of soul that whistles through all
of nature, modulated and mediated by the beings that it
passes through, but always reshaped by the guiding intel-
ligences above. Itis a manifestation of the will of the Shining
Ones, the medium by which their intelligence is mediated
here on Earth.

| am aware that some have reported a similar percep-
tion of the winds, and that there are those amongst the
wider strata of the chosen who, at the point of imbuing,
perceived themselves as being bathed in light or engulfed
in flames. It would make sense to suppose that the Shining
Ones deliver subtly different messages in the three differ-
ent manifestations, tailoring the scope of the change to the
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limitations of the newly chosen. For the coarsest and most
bestial, the Shining Ones reach out with fire, fanning the
flames of anger or passion or pain because there is nothing
else in the person to work with than a sullen sense of
resentment, disenfranchisement or rage. Next come those
with too much discernment to focus purely on anger.
Instead, they are imbued with gentler reflexes, but because
they still lack the true ability to intellectualize and plan,
they are prone to excessive sympathy for our foes. Finally,
the keenest minds are fully opened, given the tools with
which to analyze and strategize. These are the few thatare
meant to stand above the rest.

Being aware of these manifestations of fire, light or air is
partly a function of having sufficient strength and enlighten-
ment to perceive the moment of one’s imbuing, and partly a
function of strong animal instincts for the hidden. In some
chosen it is strictly one or the other, and in some it is a
mixture, It is unfortunate that some fools possess the inher-
ited senses to perceive the nimbus, because it muddies the
waters. Were it otherwise, it would be a fine way of picking
out the best from the different strata of chosen. As it is,
however, it is impossible to tell whether awareness of the
elements is a sign that a person is superior, or merely an
indication of ancestral cunning of the type that can be found
in any common mongrel.







CHAPYER 2:KEEPING YOUR DIST ANCE

Thou wilt surely wear away, both thou, and this people that
is with thee: for this thing is too heavy for thee; thow art not able to

perform it thyself alone.
— Exodus 18:18

IMmEDIRY £ PRIORITIES

Jourmat, Day Five

Ben stopped by my house again. desus, | could do a job on
that jeep of his. The idle on it is So serewy it gives me shooting
pains in my sping, just hearing i+ come doun Hhe road. | went into
He cellar, but Hhis +ime he went around the whole damn house,
hallering for me, asking £ all rignt. For a Second | thought
he was going 4o pry open a sereen and look inside, but he
eventually took the hint.

He lef4 me a check in my mail slot, what he owed me. for
coning out to jump his car. Or dhat he thought he owed me. 1+
was about five dollars shy, but serew it it's worth five bucks
4o be rid of him.

He put a li+He symbol down in the comer, on the comments
line. W kind of made me Leel weird looking at i+. What ’s really weird
8 that | know what it means, without knowing how | know. |+ means
something like © justice” or “ revenge.”

(Latenr)

So | couldn 't stop thinking about that damn check and
£inally decided +o go +o touwn and cash it, and +that 's when +he
shit hit +he Lan. | qot a headache aqain. Looking at the check,
it seemed like © Allied Bank of Bl Paso® turmed into © ALLY
PASSES. * | don '+ know what that was supposed +o mean.
Somehon in there | Yook a wrong +urn and woand up i Lront of
the Azdee Motel. | knew without even looking that Ben was in
there with the wolf quy. | just knew because my head hurt so
bad. | parted in +he lot and there was Ben'’s Jeep with the
shotgun missing from +he rack,

| had no idea what to do. | locked around and Saw a newspager box
on Hie comer and remembered awhat happened at the diner. | tock a
oaper, ran back into Hhe 4ruck and stared at Hhe. paperhard. Suddenly
| was outside a.:gmin. My body was Sl in e druck, but | was Here in
Lront of +he hotel. b was Sucked up. | 'm anazed \hadn *+ pissed mugel?
by 4he tine | got back. | didn 't know what 4o do, $0 | et uwend inside.
| don *+ remember going 4rough doors or angthing, but then | went
vehind the caunter, unere the signature book was open. My eles seemed
almosd drau right +of donathan Samcset,” whoever Hat was. He. uas
on He second Hoor

Then | was just up +he stairs. Like that. That ’s where | heard
the: quashot. | didn " rum - | mean, | don '+ 4hink | did - bat | went
down e hall £ast and into a room, and there was Ben with
Bamosef - or something. W was +he Indian quy Lrom +he store, but
as | qot there it was lke he exploded, turning huge and hairy. His
head scraped tne celing and he was hunched over. This mountam
ok fur and muscle. He jerked the shotqun out of Ben 's hand and
Slapped hin clean across Hhe room,

Ben didn '+ go doun, not then, He ganked out a hunting knite
Just as the thing jmped over the bed and landed on hi. Ben put
Hhe knite clean Harougn the Ahing, and | could smell burmed hair. The
+hing houled sohard all Hhe windows and mirrors eracked. Alterthat,
it just kiled Ben. There.'s no other uay 4o say it.

I+ was Quiet for a second, until doors started slamming
up and doum the hall. | quess Ben had kicked the door o this
room in. | was suddenly scared Someone might come in and get
+om 4o pieces too.

Then the thing did something | can '+ even 4ry to explain. I+
grabbed a suitcase, looked in the miror and... it was like it got
sucked in and vanished. Gone. dust like +hat.

R Whny,




The rocm was a mess, There was blood all over the place,
smcke from Hhe gun and blood Lrom Ben. Poor bastard. He. hit i+
with both barrels. | didn + mention Hhat. He shot i+ and i+ s+il
stood up and killed hin.

| was back in +he 4+ruck. | don *+ know why | noticed all of a
Sudden, but my headache was gone.

(Later

Ljuet read over whadt | arote and there. 's de.Lintely sometting
very weird with the headaches. | never got headaches before, not
day ater day ansrow. Magbe during +he. divoree, but a couple aspirin
and some Seotch +ook care of Hhem. Not these.

Crowing up | had these allergies that would stull up my nose
in the spring and | 'd qed Sinus headaches. But these aren + sinus
headaches. Ben made mi head hurt. Samosed made my head hurt.
That quy on Hhe bench by the church made my head hurt.

I'm starting 4+o wonder just how qoddamn smart these
balancers are. | ' supposed 4o take. care. of a problem and every
+ime | get near it, my head busts open? That ’s Lucked up.

Magbe they 're 4rying to Sorce me into i+7 No, +hat doesn 4
make any sense. |§ that was the plan, they 'd hurt me when 'm
not doing it instead of when | am.

Poor Ben. | ean '+ believe how pissed o551 was at him. 18 Hhat
part of it 40o? 1t 's clear that | 'm going to need some help i
| want 4o get rid of Samoset. Anything that can +ake +uo
barels to the chest, ged stabbed and still come. back Lor more
isn 't angthing | want +o square ok against.

Juty i9

Notes.Ourdiscussionof Pamela's famiy wasiluminating.
though [have not yet uncovered the root cause of hersymp-
toms. She seems to be responding well to the Haldol, though
that's possibly premature. Her mother encouraged her musi-
cally. that's clear. Oespite her insistence that this
encouragerment was positive, |wonderif pertiaps hermother
didm't push her rather hard. Feelings of letting down one's
mother are very difficutt to dealwith, as we all know,

She has asked tobealowed out of herroom. and | have
acquiesced on the condition that she be accompanied by a
nurse at all times, Talking with her, seaing her so eminently
reasonable. it's hard to remember she's the same worman |
saw beating herself violently.

ds | was leaving the raom, she asked if Paul Ferre had
come back. | said he had not, and she said she ‘wash't ready’
tosee him. Whenlasked what that meant. she said she was
afraid he'd remind her of the party and she wasn't ready to
face that yet | nodded and said | understood.

But do I? He's her co-worker, She said he's a friend,
though she stressed there was "nothing mare.” She said it
without prompting. Could it mean something? He's also a
survivor of the same ordeal. Why would she want toisolate
herself fromsomeonewhohad thesame experience, sorme-
one who might justify her behavior? Is it because she
suspects he might condemn her, instead?

Fisy Svirs

My first concern, when | had recovered from my first
weeks of reactions to my change with the help of the sage, was
to attempt to verify some of the conclusions | had reached
based on my experiences and upon the hints that Fyodor had
shared with me. It took a period of some weeks to hit upon
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appropriate mental bulwarks and physical remedies to cope
with the vertigo and the other cues from the Shining Ones, but
| did manage it. | didn't necessarily notice anything at the time,
but | had arrived at many of my conclusions as a direct result
of information that my subconscious mind had filtered from
the visual cascades and the roaring babble. That gave me a
significant head start on the bulk of the chosen, who seem to
lack the requisite powers of perception to hear the Shining
Ones at all.

My advantage allowed me to deduce a number of tests by
which | could verify certain presumptions | had about the
political structure of the world. | obtained a high-power pair
of binoculars, stationed myself in the middle of a local park in
the afternoon when it was fairly quiet, braced myself for the
onslaught and called to the Shining Ones. Once my percep-
tions were cleared, | made myself observe some of the large
companies and civic offices around the edge of the park. It
took a degree of willpower to force myself to stay there,
despite the extreme discomfort of the vertigo and the
howling voices. Over the course of a few days’ efforts, | was
able to observe several people who clearly stood out as
wrong, “Renfields,” as Fyodor would call them.

Once | was certain that the darkness did indeed form a
fully integrated part of modern life, my second concern was
to ensure my personal safety. | had no idea whether | was as
clearly identifiable to these new threats as they were to me,
so [ wanted to be as sure as { could that my personal situation
was as safe as possible. Obvious mundane protections were
the easiest to organize. | obtained and fitted car security
alarms, grilles for all the windows of my home (which often
doubles as my office), dead-bolts and hinge locks for my front
and rear doors and sensor-activated security lights on all
approaches to my property. | also upgraded my home alarm
system by several steps. |t cost me a lot of money but
delighted the security firms in the area that | spread the work
across. It also greatly reduced my insurance premiums, the
first truly positive effect to come out of the whole situation.

Slightly less obviously, | also altered my answering ma-
chine message to give no personal information, purchased a
telephone voice modulator, installed full 24-hour audiovisual
CCTV surveillance both inside and outside my home (includ-
ing a second, passcoded observer suite in the garage, so that
| could observe the house from outside it) and arranged a new
mailbox in a slightly more distant post office, to which | had
my old box redirected. Between them, this second round of
measures absorbed most of the remains of my savings.
However, their collective necessity should be obvious to all
but the most foolhardy.

Once | was satisfied that my personal privacy could be
reasonably guaranteed from casual invasion, it seemed only
prudent to acquaint myself of any Dark Ones operating in my
immediate area — from a suitable distance, of course. | knew
thata concerted operation of scrying the local region—| have
a stone that permits such things — would be immensely
uncomfortable, and would leave me almost unable to think
coherently. However, if an action is important enough that it
has to be done, then it has to be done, and there is nothing
more to say. | spent several hours over the course of three
days and nights examining the region, but my home is not part




of any actual village or town. At the end of the period, | felt
as comfortable as possible that | was free of local infestations.

My last task was to prepare myself for having to vacate
my premises ina hurry. | do not own a firearm —they are vile
tools that the stupid and cowardly use to take control of the
superior, and they should be outlawed. | also have no skill in
combat, so standing to fight would be stupid pride. | prepared
two identical packs, each containing $500 in cash, a quantity
of dried food and some water, medicines, a compact one-
person tent, thermal clothing, a stout knife and a flashlight. |
placed one of the packs by the kitchen door, and the other in
the trunk of my BMW, so that whether | had to flee on foot
or by car into the woods, | would at least have some
resources to aid in my survival. The packs only contain
modest food and water for one or two days, but | cannot carry
more than that and still move faster than a slow trot. | may
stash larger quantities of food and water in a suitable place a
day’s brisk walk from here, as an emergency reserve.

Journnt, Day Six

The newsSpapers are. qoing crazy. Wnen Deputy Miller disap-
peared there was a Sront page. notice. VW was about what you'd
expect, an alert about a cop qoing missing on duty. The next day
they went out with dogs, but1 ' gue,ssfua they didn "4 need them
if anyone. had +he brams +o look £or vultures. So they found him,
the other quy who was there O quess his name was Tony Bums.
Bounds Iike. he. was some. hiteh hiking bum) and danice. Preastor. The
headline. was huge: Police Find 3 Bodies in Desert,

| went 4o the colfee place across the street from the
gheriff s office. (Some Lancy-ass place +hat dossn '+ know how
to make * a cup of coffee” but can give you a lattay or a
cappochine or any other Lairy Hhing). | bought a paper and “ Fool
anap. * Over at #he. etation +here was another guy out of uhack,
anich | suspected because. of my headache. 14+'s like. | 'm allergic
to these things.

This one. 's a cop. Hig name. ’s Dean MeNitt, and | 'm pred+y
sure |'d be in deep shit i€ 1’d been watching him m +he fesh,
ingtead of with my newspaper. One of +hem hid ing in the cops
has 4o be smart, | think.

The cops sitting around were all talking about what might
have happened. The las+ thing the deputy called in, he. was pulling
over +o See why the Ford was stopped. He ealled in +he license
plate, so they 're locking Sor Flora Mak-something -1 'm quessing
that ’s the black girl me and Ben saved. Wish there was some. way
40 warm her. Too bad for her she +ook off so fast.

The Fake cop was pushing +he idea that Samoset was involved
somehow. His theory is +hat Samosed and Burns were serial kilers
aho were qoing fo do the tuo girs owt in the desert when Miler
stunbled on them. They 'd just killed the white gir, Miller killed
Burms, Samcsert kiled Miller and ran Sor it They 've. gqot no +ie in
for Ben yet - maybe a witness, maybe wrong place at the wrong
time. Seems +o me that i wouldn '+ +ake. much +o match up +he
tires of Ben 's jeep+othe +racks we le Lt inthe desert that night.
The £ake cop, McNitt, is pushing +he killer theory pretty hard.
Maybe that s got the others Harown off all the evidence..

8o the question 18, what do | do about all Hhis? They have
no idea | was out there, and | don "+ Hunk Hhere 's any evidence
+hat | was. | sure wouldn "+ mind having the cops alter Samosedt,
and get him cut of my hair. Would McNit+ know more. about how
to kil that thing, or would he be more frouble +than good?
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Uhat was Ben 's comection 4o Samoset? Wiy was he, up in Hhat
Hhing ’s room with a qoddamn shotgun - and still couldn '+ kil Hhe quuf?

Maybe | should give. in 4o the headaches and see who or what
is stomping around €l Paso.

Maube | need some silver bullets or something.

Psyenotogical Goring

Juy 20

Motes, dnother hysterical fit today, This tima the patient
tried tosmashoutherwindow. It came ata particularly incon-
venient time, as well[if that doesn’t sound too callous) [was
speaking aboutMs. DrummaondwithalTirs. BleanorHughes
— anaothear survivor/witniess of the party episode.

Mrs. Hughes seemed extrermely pleasant and helpful,
and I'm apparently not the only one taken by her charm.
Initizlly | was rather surprised that Seorge at the front desk
Iet her back to see me, knowing how busy | am. but once |
spoke with herit was easy to imagine her persuading him.

She had just begun offering to assist in any way she
could when Nurse Swit entered my office and told me that
IMs. Orummond needed my help.

When|entered her room, Ms. Drummond was attempt-
ing to get through the window and was screaming. When |
entered, she turned. her eyes wide and she retreated into a
corner, cuning into the fetal position. She also soiled herself.

| then realized that Mrs, Hughes was right behind me
and | sternly ordered her to leave, MNurse Swit seemed to be
in a daze until | told her — rather sharply — to escort Mes.
Hughes away. She went. stil pratesting that she could help
Ms. Orurmmond.

| went to sedate Ms. Drummond, but she had already
passed out, When MNurse Swit returned, we cleaned her up
and put her to bed. This time we put the restraints on.
Roozndum

dftersheawoke. |hadaninterviewwith ITs. Orummond.
She seemed disoriented and strangely passive.

aw. Pamela. are you feeling better?

P0. One of them was here, Doctor. One of the tumars

dW, What do you mean?

PO. | felt it coming. Like there was a bug trapped in my
head. The closer it got. the louder the buzzing got. It was
standing right behind you. Couldm't you seeit?

dW. | didn't see anuthing. Pamela.

PO. You did. You saw it but you didn't know what you
were seeing. Yousentitaway, butitlibe back Fitknows | can
see it it come back for me. We took them by surprise the
first time, but now they know.

dW.Wholksnows? The tumors? Ordidyousee the shadow
man again, or the fierd woman?

PO. Theshadowisinsideme. He swithmebutnotwithme —
here, but distant. When they come dose. he gets louder and
louder, butlcam't folow it. [ cam't el what he's trying to tel mel

dW. Do you know Bleanor Hughes?

PD.Mo.

dW.She was standing behind meinthe doorway. Isshe
one of the tumors?
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PD.Yes. Soyoudid seait?
dW. | saw an ordinary woman who was concerned

| about you.

PD.Youdidn'tseeit.|thoughtit was going toget me. Sou
saved muy life. it would have killed me.

dW.ldon't believe so.

PO. Maybe | could have escaped. dt the end there, |
managed to get out. | went out the window and was down
there by the shore. That was better.

dW, What do you mean. you ‘got out™?

PO. | went outside, onta the grounds. | went by a foun-
tain. Then | remember being back here, with you standing
overme. It waslike my soulranandhid. ldon't think it was the
right thing to do. but the noise was so bad.

dW. |agree that it's often better to confront and under-
stand one's problemns thantarun from them, but'mnot sure
I lsnow what you mean by noise.”

PO. The noise inside. They cause it.

dW. They? The turmors?

PO.No.the tumars... theyjust turnup the volume. Them
and the other cursed ones like me.

aW. You feel that you're cursed?

PO.Ihave to be | can see the tumors and you can't. It's
making me insane. Wouldn't you call that a curse?

dW. | think you've had the bad luck to see and experi-
ence some traumatic things, but | dom't think you're cursed
d curse comes as a punishment, doesm't it? Do you thinks
you've done something that deserves punishment?

e B

PO.Itried to make a difference. That's why lm cursed, The
Bible saus. ‘Blessed are the poor in spint. blessed are you
when they spit onyou forme. blessed are those whosorrow.”
Being blessed and being cursed may just be the same thing.
Maybe all the noiseinmy headis a blessing that just feels like
acurse. [Tlaybe it's my reward for trying to do the right thing.

dW. Sowhere did this noise come from? The shadow or
flame person?

PO, Yes! Soumeanyouunderstand? What doyou see?
| keep seeing a web. They've trapped me between all the
otherblessedandcursedpeople Thereare things caughton
theweab, too. They renat peaple at all— tumors. Whenany of
the others move, the strands tug at me. They pulland shake
me. The closer they get. the more | can feal it. It's like every
strand is hung with bells, and the slightest touch. the slight-
est breeze, makes them ring, and it keeps getting louder.

But maybe if | can get a feel for how the strands mave.
how the bells ring. ... Have you ever been ina concert hall?

dW.Yes, Ive been to a number of concerts.

PD. There are dead spots in badly designed theatres.
Places where the sound doesn't reach. Where the sound
waves clash and cancel That's what I need to find | need to
find the dead places where the webs don't shalke and the
spunds won'tdeafenme.|know theyre there.iflcanjust find
them. lknow it. |can feal it.

MNotes. Mrs. Hughes. a lovely and concermed waman. is
perceived gs a monstrous turmor.” Her mere presence act-
vates a ‘weh," entangling Ms. Drummond in its strands. She's
searching far a ‘guiet place” within the web by altering the rela-




tionships between the people who are fise her [the blessed/
cursed]and the peoplewhoare not [the turnaors] Thewehwas
established by a "shadow man” and "flame woman”

She's canstructed quite a complicated mythology.

If the shadow manis her father and the fleme womanis
her mother, what does it mean that he is with her but far
away? This seems like a fairly common longing for a distant
but benevalent patriarch. The “tumor” was the wife of an
upper-class businessman— like [Tirs. Richards, whose mur-
cer prompted the patent's breakdown?

Perhaps the web stands for a social construct — a net-
work of obligations and socialmares that she feals confine her.
She seeks a silent place — somewhere without her music?
Without the music her mother pushed her to study? Some-
where she can be free bf the expectations of the “turmors™?

PeRsrECY IV

While | will readily admit that | find the Dark Cnes
loathsome beyond the unpleasantness of humanity at large, |
cannot say that | am particularly shocked by their existence.
Frankly, it rather makes sense. We know the world is sick,
peopled with vacuous idiots, greed-blinded fools, murderous
thugs and shallow poseurs. Why on Earth should we suppose
for a second that it is not also populated with monsters that
stalk the night! The fact that the most cancerous evils are
spread throughout government, law enforcement, religious
orders, finance and the media—an obvious deduction, verified
by Fyodor — should shock no one. We all accept that these
institutions are rife with corruption, organized crime, immoral-
ity, perversion, alcoholism and all the other dregs of our
psyche. Why should it seem odd that they are also shot through
with genuine evil! Frankly, it would be shocking if they were not.

However, | would not want any reader, even a theoreti-
cally nonexistent one, to think for amoment that | countenance
the presence of the darkness within our institutions. Normal
people are stupid and corrupt, yes, butitis a matter of scale and
perspective. The Dark Ones are considerably more abhorrent
than even the most brutish idiot, even when their intentions are
the same. There can be no doubt about the way the Shining
Ones feel about them, nor about their instructions to us
regarding them. | picture it as a scale, with the superior few at
one end and the darkest evils at the other. The bulk of humanity
occupies the middle ground, and the bulk of the Dark Ones
occupy the bottom end. | dare say that there might be Dark
Ones who rank more highly than some humans, maybe evena
very few who rank more highly than most humans, but in the
great majority of comparisons, this is not the case. | particularly
resentthe influence that the darkness has in our institutions, for
the government affects me directly, but then | also resent the
influence that the all-too-human idiots have as well.

Itisimportant to try to find a way to focus on higher things.
While the world still turns, daily life will continue to roll on in
its usual, unstoppable, implacable fashion. There s little thatcan
be done to change that, whether the senate runs for the benefit
ofvampires or of Mafia dons. | have always made a habit of trying
tolook beyond the daily world to find perspective and meaning,
and history has been a fertile ground for that. The great
advantage of working in the past rather than in the present is
that the people one encounters are all restfully dead, their
deeds and thoughts transmitted solely through words and
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objects, and therefore unable to cause much aggravation. It is
far easier to live with a fool who is long-since dust than with a
fool wha is hammering on your front door.

In practical terms, this means that aithough | now find it
painful and mind numbing to be near large numbers of people,
and excruciating to be near Dark Ones, | have never really had
any interest in mingling with the masses, anyway. | do not find
myself socially or psychologically hampered by the problem. |
have never had time for the fools that surround me, and that
has not changed. Although the pain and confusion attendant
upon the problem causes me some debility when it is aggra-
vated, itis relatively controllable most of the time. It has always
been necessary to stand back and away from the world at large
to be able to perceive it and study it effectively. You cannot
really look at something properly from the inside. While | dare
say some chosen would rather not see the whole truth, | have
found that it merely reinforces my natural inclinations to step
away from the world in order to gain better understanding.

As for the final destiny of humanity, | remain a sanguine
observer. The world is very deeply flawed, and the people
within it are, for the most part, not salvageable. Perhaps they
were not always so — perhaps — but the cruel tides running
within society ensure that any remaining shards of latent
decency are swiftly removed. If the only way to improve
matters is for the powers that be to indulge in another
cleansing operation and consign the masses to oblivion, so be
it. Who am | to disagree with the mandates of heaven?

Journat, Day Sx, Prge 2

Went doun +o Bats tonight for a beer. | didn *+ really feel
lice it, but | got 4o keep my face out there go people come. 4o
e when Hheir cars break down. Word of mouth and an ad in +he
phone. book is about all | ean afford, plus a bottle of dack +o +he
State Troopers 4o call me. for accidents every nwow and then.
Besides, | don '+ want +o make people suspicious.

Of course, all everyone. is talking about is Ben. Wnat ey e
heard is that some Wndian quy killed hin in a hote! room and le st
toun. No one was saying anything, but +he one. Indian quy in +he
bar was gedting more than one. look. Poor quiy. To help ki out, |
said how | 'd heard that the quy from the hotel wasn '+ a real indian
at all, just some Lake. wannabe. with a ponytail and a black hat.

The question | was asking - like everyone - was what Bew uas
dofnq Here. | didn "+ know how he. wound up Here, but | bnew what
he was doing there, and | sure. as hell couldn *+ 42l no one. I+ was
weird. | wanted +o +ell them. W was amost (ke | coud Feel the
pressure. behind my mouth, ke when gou 're. a kid and you hold your
breath until qour cheeks pudf owt. | wag worried +hat 1 'd open my
mouth and Hhe whole stupid thing would come. rignt out. What qood
would Hhat do? |'d get locked up. Or they 'd believe me and when
Samoset showed up they 'd all get murdered 4rying +o kill hin with
+heir good siverware. Nah, 1'd get sent 4o the nathatch.

So every time | felt ke opening my mouth, | Stuck a beer in
i+, Now, | did ask Helen i% sie +hougit magbe Hhis Samoset quit had
something 4o do with Ben stepping out on Wis wite, (Bveryone
suspreted, Since Ben's wife was aluays caling Eats when he
wasn '+ +there) She thought that was bullsiit, but now the idea’s
out Hhere and i£1 m lucky no one will remenber i+ was me who asked.

Coming 4o +oum, | could feel the headache, Keel i+ getting
stronger. K was real strong by the bus station, but | couldn '+
bring mygelf +o qo there. Waat could | do?1f i+ '8 more balancers,

o Wn,,
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what good am | qoing +o be o them? 1€ i+ 's +he wrong ones, what
can | do 4o them?

The important dhing is tokeep in the daily grind. Bverything 's
gone erazy or it always was crazy, but that don '+ mean | have
to qoerazy with it. | got along fine fortuenty years Living cars
when Hhere were eritters and ether weird shit out there, and |
expect | can keep doing it. Telling someone would sure Leel good
Lor now, but so does banging a hooker and look what that qets
Hou - VO and a +rip +o the county lockup. Telling a friend would
just get me a bad reputation and a trip to the bughouse.

S0 instead, | puled oL£ by Hhat Stop v’ Co on the otherside
of Eats. There 's a phone in the back that Ben always used +o call
Wi girtfriend. No one can see i+ from +he road or +he. store. | called
that Lake cop MeNitt and asked if he had some. siver bulleds Sor
Samosed. He asked who | was and | asked what he was. He said we
should meed and | said no way in hell. Then | hung up.

For Some reason, | felt a lot bed4er.

Pracvicat Coring
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dW. 9ood morning, Pamela. How are you tadauy?

PD. Horrible. What happened last night?

dW. What do you mean, what happened?

PO. [remember... bits and pieces. | think | had another
hallucination, didm't I?

aW.You don't recall?

PO. Please. don't play games with me! What | remember
doesn't make sense. | remermber seeing one of those things
dndthenlhadan...lguess youdcalitahalucination.limagined
lwas outside in the courtyard, down by the shore.

dW, Have you ever had that feeing before? The sensation
that you've left your body and are watching it as an observer?

PO. Uh, no.

adW. | assure you. I'm not “playing games.” It's a some-
what common reaction to extreme trauma. [Tlany incest
survivors report that sort of detachment.

PO.Iwas never. .. nothing lise that ever happened to me.

dW. Olsay.

PO. Azaliy! My father would never do anything like that.
No one in my family would.

aw. | believe you.

PD. The dosest thing to. ... that. .. happened when lwasa
ginl.lmean.nothingrealy happened. My fiend andlwere taking
2 bike ride along one of the trails in Rosevile. That's where we
Ived at the time. We stopped where the trail crossed a little
stream, by this littie bridge. We were sitting and talking — being
littie gins — when suddenly we smelled something awful We
Iooked up. and there was this man there, this smelly old tramp.
He muttered something at us — [don't know what it was. dnd
then he took his trousers down, He wasn't very far away —
maybe fouror five feet. | screamed and grabbed my frend and
pulled her away as he started coming toward us. [ thinkhe was
drunis, The first time | got sick from dninking at college, that was
what it smelled lise. He grabbed my shoulder and [ knocked his
hand off as hard as | could. We ran up from the stream., got on
our bikes a2nd went back to my house as fast as we could,

Thatwas all of it.

P

dW. How did your parents react?

PO.1... un, wel. | didn't tell themn.

dW. Really?

PO. | was awfully uoung | didn't understand what hap-
pened. or what had aimost happenad. | thought maube it
was our fault. | guess | didn't want them ta worry. Maybe |
thought that tallking about it would make it... | don't know.
more real somehaw,

aW. Did your parents discipline you aften?

PO, What do you mean?

dW, You said you thought they might think it was your
fault. Were your parents strict?

PO.1guess so. They didn't put up withmuch siliness. But
| really just wanted to make it not have happened, if that
malkes sense. | wanted it to stap being real. | guess if | pre-
tended it didn’t happen... well. no. | didm't really pretend. If |
didm't let myself think about it. like it never happened. then
maybe everything would go back to normal.

dw. Oid that work?

PO, Suess not. If 'm still talking about it years later,
inan asylum.

dW. Do you thinks what happened to you there had
some connection to what happened to you at the party?

PO. You're the binody expert, why don't you tell me?

dW. Mo one’s as much of an expert on Pamela
Orurmmaond as you are

[Sience)

PO. dll right. | was stupid. Is that what you want to hear?
| was a stupid. foolish girl who nearly got raped by a tramp.,
and then denied it like an ostrich with her head in the sand. |
probably put it all down in my subconscious where it could
fester. andwhenlthrew upincolege |hadahysterical fit that
scared my roommate so much she moved out. dnd then
something eise happened to me at this party, something |
can'tremember and this thing has been growingin my brain
for years and now it's completely mad! Is that it? Is that
what's happening?

aW. Do you think that's what happening?

PO, Sod!l don't know. The party. . . it was different some-
how. dnd | didn't get raped by that tramp. | got away. [mean. |
was really pretty smart and resourceful. fora little girl

dW. Jou were very brave.

PO, lwas brave at the party, too. | tried to save Stacy. |
just didn't.

[Sience)

PO, lwas dumb to try to deny what | saw. |was dumb to
hide fram the truth and thinks | could undo it. I'm doing the
same thing now. aren't?

Journat, Day Seven

Today was amost nomal. 1 ’s been a week since. the highway,
Hougn somertimes it Leels Iike it just happened. No headaches al
day. dust the normal stul L - people bringing in +hrown bei+s and ligh+
bodyuork. A day like any other day. Two weeks ago | wouldn '+ have
thought anything about i, but +oday it Seit good.

Do, Feeling good like. Hhat, | decided +o use it. | went into +oun
and Lollowe d the headache 4o an apartment buiding by the river. | qot
a newspaper and had a seat on a bench. | had +ime 4o see Hhe sports




section headine, something about the Stars wiming 3-2, and it
tuisted +o something about 23C, and then | was out of me.

llooked like. a dead man. | could see me breathing, but not ke
i a mirrer. Now | know what | look ke asleep. 1 's not pretty,

| had an idea where. | was supposed 4o qo. n room 23C | Saw
Samoset sitting at a kitchen table cleaning his nails with a
qigantic knife while some slick +ype quy with wireless glasses and
a ponsgtail +alked at him about * consoliduting Hheir gains.” The
+uo of Hhem had words while | was locking 4hrough 4he rest off +he
apartment. Samoset wanted +o go on some sort of rampage. The
other quy uanted 4o take things slow. About what, | don 4 know.

{ was looking for mail. Looks like +he apartment is rented fo
someone named Quinn Weathers. Probably the glasses quy.
Someone was taking a shower, so | went and looked. Don '+ know
her name, but | haven 't seen anything that wice since my last
trip to the +itdy bar. 1 was weird. Her wot #:r\owfnq | was
watching. Then it qot seary, cause she suddenly got tense, Spun
around, not looking at me, but sniffing +he air almost. She
Juped out of +he shower, s4ill wet, butd-ass naked and ran out
to the others saying * We. re being watecheds i

That was enough £or me. | was back on the bench and on my
day to the truck pronto.

Three wolves chased me that night a week ago. Three of
them. Doesn '+ +ake a genius 4o do the math.

Quina Weathers

1420 Sarascta Avenue, Apartment 23¢

555-7502
Posivion

As | intimated earlier, scholarly work is an inherently
solitary practice. There is no room in the serious researcher’s

life for cramped, sweaty offices filled with chattering morons,
ever-ringing telephones or long, tedious lunches with self-
important windbags. There are no endless committees or
status meetings. All one really needs is a first-class library of
reference material, passes to certain academic libraries and
museums and, nowadays, a connection to the Internet. On the
occasions that | trade in valuable rarities and curios, it is
normally through the classified columns of certain specialist
publications. All things taken as equal, being chosen has had
little affect on the way that | conductbusiness. After all, lam well
used — and well suited — to keeping my own company.

When | am engaged in primary research — to uncover
information to put into articles for journals or magazines, for
example—| tend to cocoon myself cheerfully into my home. My
books and other reference materials are old friends, trustworthy
and reliable in a way that no person has ever been. They are also
excellent company, full of fascinating information and amusing
discourse, which again no person can match. | have no need to
mingle with people | despise, pretending to have things in
common with them simply to obtain some sort of feebly
conceived psychological gratification. On those few occasions
when | need to meet with a colleague, contact or dealer, | have
always forced myself to tolerate their presence politely as a
necessary step toward obtaining the required information or
resources. Although such interludes can be interesting at times,
| have hardly considered them a pleasure at any point.

I find it far easier to work when | know thatlam notgoing
to be disturbed. Proper research and evaluation requires a
degree of immersion and concentration that is impossible to
obtain if one is on edge, forever waiting on the next interrup-
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tion. Itis vitally important to be able to sink into a topic in the
secure knowledge that no one will get in the way of what you
are trying to do, or will stick their nose in during the middle
of a problem, That way, the entire mind can be focused on the
important business of keeping track without having to make
contingencies for a disturbance.

That means | have had little problem reconciling my
elevation to chosen with my ongoing business interests. | am
aware that many of the imbued run around like headless
chickens at all hours of the day and night, trying to fight this
creature or convertthat, and let their personal situations slide
merrily to hell. It isn't until they find themselves out on the
street with no resources, no roof and no food that they
understand exactly how stupid they've been. My calling draws
me to retreat from the world in preparation for the final
elevation, which is undoubtedly why | was selected for this
role. To sacrifice the things that enable me to continue my
research would be the greatest folly of all.

If you neglect your financial situation, you cut your own
throat. It is regrettable, but money is the lifeblood of the
world. | doubt that it will ever again lose that status, short of
the end. It is a critical resource, and without it one is unable
to hold body and soul together. If one fails to keep oneself as
an effective actor in the world, everything else starts to
weaken. It is no good declaring boldly that one is a “VWarrior
of God"” or whatever, if one is unable to purchase shoes to
walkin. Alittle forethought should make it perfectly plain that
the world is going to keep playing by its own rules no matter
how virtuous one feels — but then again, a little forethought
is exactly what the great majority of chosen lack.

Similarly, it would be impossibly foolish of me to neglect my
own sanity. My seeming proximity to the Shining Ones assaults
my mind and senses. It would be merely denial to say otherwise.
IfI were to court it recklessly by mingling with foolish chosen or
by stalking Dark Ones, | would squander my resources as
unforgivablyas the barefoot warrior. The only option open to me
is to withdraw as much as possible. | have important duties to
perform, information to pass on to the deserving few, and if | am
to do that, | must keep myself as hale and hearty as possible.

Anchorite Press has taken a surprising amount of time
and personalinconvenience to establish. Working on Fyodor's
manuscripts and notes is always a pleasure — his revelations
are as evocative as they are astounding — but making them
available to the superior few who need to hear his words is
a very stern duty. It far outweighs the sort of fooling around
with local predators that the disposable bulk of the chosenare
prone to do. My calling is to be the distributive source of the
most critical information that the imbued will ever know, and
that is a great privilege. Next to that, everything else pales.

Juy 22

Notes. There was some unpleasantness today, and |
hopeverymuch thatitwil notset Pamela's therspy back.She
had been resting in the lounge, watching television whenshe
calmiy summoned Nurse Maramore and said she thought
someone was lurking around the grounds. MNaramore was
initially inclined to dismiss it as an irational fantasy, but to
humor the patient she sent Seorge out to look around Imag-
ine our surprise when someone bolied from the bushes!
Seorge chased after whomever it was, but it was fruitless.

-

Today's issue of the Explorer had the headiine “Janes
Witness Oriven Mad by Butchery! It had Pamela's colege
yearbook photo, stack pictures of our building and a grainy
photo of someone standing by a window. | called detective
Slencoe and told him that if he wants Pamela to be stable
enough to give meaningful testimony. it would behoove the
police to lkkeep the muckraksers from frightening har.

Im pleased with how Pamela handled it. but lworry that
beinggenuinelu spieduponmight not play intoher delusions
of being watched by unseen beings,

Jougwac, Dav Eigur

McNit+ called me +oday. Said he 's doing a routine interview
of Ben s buddies, and when would be a qood +ime. for me +o give
a statement. | hemmed and hawed and probably sounded like an
idiot. desus. Does he know | called him? He. can . | £ he knew, he d
do something. Maybe he only suspects. Ormaybe he 's 4elling the
4ruth. But i£ | see him, | know +hat braimkil dfz,e.h'ncg Wil s4art and
I don '+ £eel 400 good about +alking +o im anghow. What the. hell
am | Supposed +o do?

(Laten

Uork was light and | ook another headache eruise. | stayed
anay from the apartments by the river. This +ime. | found a bunch
of urongers at Hhe bus station. Perfect place +o £all asleep with
a paper and get a closer look, There were a couple, and the
headline Mystery Deaths changed into DEAD MYSTERIES whtile. |
wasg looking at them. | stepped out +o spy on the. wrongers. Tars
+ine | did 14 £rom my +ruck. 1 they can pick up on me watching
then like that naked chick did, | want +o be able +o beat i+ Last.

One. quy was real slick in hig leather pants, keeping an ege
out for angone getting of £ a bus who looked lost or young or
poor. | Saw him dork his moves a couple +imes - acting like a ping,
teliing these dumb goung cunds that he knew +his * real cool
party” where they could hang out later that night. One didn '+
Lall for i+, but Hhe ofher one. looked kind of convinced.

The other was a woman, some. £at old Mexican bitch locking for
otherMexicans, rattling at them in Spanish about a mile. a minute.
All | could cateh uas something about papers. She. probably had
Hiree on Hhe hook. The Lolks who +alked +o herlooked Iike Hhey were
expecting her. Oh, and she had tuwo quns, one. in her purse. and one
in an ankle holster. The ping had something in his pocked, maybe
a switchblade. | wasn '+ qoing +o feel any closer +o find out.

The whole thing had a sick, wrong ﬁe&lfmq to it. Then +he
poster behind Leatherpants changed from advertising a © Den-
ver Getauay” +o DEATH ESCAPES. Yeah, | get it, but what am
| supposed to dof Go up against a knife and 4wo quns with magical
headache. powers?

So what | did was hop on the Freeway, qo dowm a couple exits
and find a pay phone at a McDonald ’s. The. first call was 4o
McNitt, telling him Samoset was going +o be at the bus station
in an hour, and that he 'd better be ready. He asked who | was
aqain. | +old him a £riend of Tony Burvs.

Then | got back n the +ruck, drove around some more for
maybe forty minutes and called Quinn Weathers. He uas just as
suspicious as MeNitt when | fold him that there was some shit
at the bus station that would mterest him. He +old me | had +he
wrong numberand was acting ignorant until | said it was a * hairy”
problem. He agked who | Was, 4oo. | Said my daughter had been
hauled X% £rom.the bus station and neverheard £rom agaim. Then
I hung up, came home and started drinking.
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QRDIwARY PEoOPLE
Journat, Dy Hime
Samoset s dead, MeNitt ’s dead and areal cop g mthe hospital,
The. storyy is that the cops caught Samosed Arying +o get on a bus,
he resisted aest and was quned doun outside the. bus station.
Good. That Lell out predty much Hhe way | was hoping. Pity
about +hat other cop, but (£ he onll knew. Or maybe. he. did know,
i ahich case, rot so much of a pity. Maybe. | don “+ have +o worry
about MeNitHt angmore. But there 's s4ill +he pimp and Hhe Mexican
bitch and Quinn Weathers and that babe from +he shower.
Magbe more important, there 's still that dumb +eenager
and those three wetbacks. | got no idea what happened +o+hem,
o idea whe.re. they were +aken or what was done 4o them. Maybe.
Quinn and his girtfriend are on it, but | probably can '+ rely on
Hhat, | mean, for all | know +he wolves nwant 4o eat +hem oo,
S4il, +he. basic plan - led s You and him §r’¢3h+ * - worked | just
right. Could it work on a bigger seale? Lead both sides into some
kind of +rap? Neither one seems 4o know 1 'm working both sides
against the other. On the other hand, why £ix sometning Hhat
isn '+ broke? | mean, | Suppose | could have set +he bus station
on fire with them all mside - them and a couple. dozen other bus
drivers and passengers and other Lolks. But that seems like a
high price to pay for a couple things. Doesn '+ seem balanced.
Buek uhere. does Hhat kind of math stop? Sure, kiling a dozen folks
wciddbe,urmq. Bt uhat rfﬁ*umst'}us'{" ome? Like that inpred eop. W
he '8 ot a ) wel, he came. out ckay. Being a cop 18 arsky job.
Bven i€ he 'd been kiled qeding rid of 4uwo wrongers. That woud be. sad,
sure, bk +ulo Sor oneZThere. 's qot 4o be a lot more. ordinary foks Hhan
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MonSHers, An amy that does uo casuatties Lor ane is probably going
+o wm. I the newbers are anguhere near close, angrow. | don ™ know.

Whaat i£ it hadn '+ been a cop? What i€ it had been a litte
kid, and he got killed? Would i+ s4il be. worth i+ 4o qet rid of
MeNitt and Samoset? But how many people have +he +uo of Hem
killed or hurt? Probably a lof. The pinp and +he Mexdican woman
made four people. disappear in one night. That s more +han just
OnE r'rLJar'z.a’ cop. That 's qot to count Lor Something.

Fuck i+.
Juty 23

PD. Hello, Doctor. Can you tell me something? Did that
man from the newspapers print anything about me?

dW. Imsarry?

PO. Thamanlsaw inthe bushes. He was from thanews-
papers, wasn't he? What did he say?

aW. Hou really shouldn't concern yaurseif with the tripe
that passes farjournalism these daus.

PO.Kyoudont tellme what it said, 1l probably just imag-
iNe something worse.

aW. Verywell.I'm afraidit's ratherbad. [l get You a copu.
ifyouwant. It's inmy files in the next roorm. (Here we paused
while | got her the chipping. She remained very composed
while reading it ]

PO, Thisisn't very flattering. is it?

dW.MNoris it accurate. | strangly encourage you to give
thismeaninglessblathernomoreattentionthanitdeserves.

PO. What's inaccurate about it? 'mmad. aren't 17 Isn't
this @ madhouse?
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dW, Hou don't sound insane ta me, You sound very
reasonable. You're certainly handling this well

PO.Imabit surprised about that, too. Maube it hasn't sunks
in.Maubem stilin denizl. Wouldn't that bein character?

dW. What do you think is going to happen?

PO. Wel, tor a start, all my friends and colleagues wil
probably see this at the market. Some will believe it. some
won't, or say they don't, or think they don't but secretly
wonder. Itl change things whenImout of here. Theyllnever
see me the same way again.

aW. Do you think they 'l mistreat you?

PO.MNot... mistreat. But mistrust, perhaps. Watch what
they say around me, because theyllworry thatlcan't takeit.
Waould you tell your secrets to a crazy person?

aW. 0o you really think your friends’ attitudes will
change that much?

PO. Why not? Before this, | could have gotten out. gone
quietlyback toworkmaybe, couldhave. ... [don'tknow. notsaid
anythingaboutit beenvegue Ortold theminmyownwaywhat
happened. Mot like this. Maybe | should sue the paper.

aW. Do you really think that would help?

PO, It might make me feel better.

dW. Do you think it would? g lengthy trial against 2 news
organization with deep pockets andunscrupulous iEwuers?ds
your doctor, | advise you against such a strenuous lawsLit, at
least at this time. | thinks it might interrupt your therapy,

PO. Really?

dW. We've established, | think, a tendency toward de-
nial. Wouldn't a big legal crusade provide a huge distraction
from your real work — the work of getting well?

PO.Butwhat theyddwaswrong Theyshoudhavetopay forit:

dW.ldontargue that, but the price of pursuingjustice might
be too high for you nght now. Don't et them interfere with your
progress. Theyrenatworthyourattentionnghtnow. Souneedto
concentrate onyourself before You accomplish anything else.

PO. Maybe you're right. But stil.....

dwW.Yes?

PO.Idon'tknow.ljust... Ifeelweak Maybe theyreright
about me. That | crumpled because Im selfish and weak
and|cantdoanything foranyone else becauselcan'teven
help muyself.

dW. What do you thinis you should be doing?

PO. Im not sure. But | have this nagging feeling that
something terribleis coming, andI'm supposed to do some-
thing aboutit. Stopit, orat least slowit down. lm supposed to
be helping others. I'm not supposed ta be wrapped up in
muself. But maybe | just say that because | want others to
help me. Becauselwant them toignore the newspaper and
say, ‘Pam’s still our friend and we should feel sorry for her”
Because |want them to think Im noble and strong and gen-
erous, instead of wealk and crazu,

LIMITATIONS

Convrisurion From AFAR

Fondly as | anticipate the new world to come, it is important
to bear in mind at all times that it is not a foregone conclusion.
We have to put our faith in the Shining Ones and fulfil their wishes

-~

for us in order to have a chance of proving victorious. Those few
of us who fulfill unique and critical functions have to be protected
as much as possible, as any vital resource does. For the rest,
sometimes it will be necessary to put health and even life on the
line—a key sacrifice of the few to give the manya chance. People
wha have not been selected by the Shining Ones are, for themost
part, even more disposable than front-line chosen. In times of
war, distasteful decisions have to be made from time to time.

One of the hardest things for me to come to terms with
— both in the world at large and in regard to the chosen —
has been the difficulty of knowing where superior people are
to be found. One instinctively feels that a person of quality
should shine out clearly from the crowd. | strongly believe
thatif we did shine forth, the world would be a far better place
for the whole species. Still, it is not the case, and this means
that one has to make allowances for the masses in order to
ensure that duty to the worthy is discharged, and acceptable
losses have to be kept to an absolute minimum.

As chosen, we all have our assigned positions within the
framework laid down by the Shining Ones. If we are to have any
chance of saving the seed of the new world, we all have to do
what we're supposed to. Those of us that have the wit to see
the larger world are obliged to find ways to pass that informa-
tion on. It is ironic that the howling babble that gives me the
hints and fragments to find enlightenment (and the sickening
vertigo that goes with it) also makes it so hard to be in direct
contact with the imbued. However, the risks of not sharing the
material passed to me — by both the Shining Ones and the sage
— are so great that the problem must be circumvented.

Anchorite Press has been a critical solution to the
problem. The printing and distribution of “Apocrypha” is a
vital step toward helping the Shining Ones fulfil their mission,
and it makes a lot of information available to the people who
need it. Publishing a book is an excellent way of disseminating
material at a distance. It does not aggravate the problem in the
same way as that damnable hunter-net. There are irritations

‘associated with small-scale publishing, and to any who might

think it a profitable venture, | should point out that it is an
excellent way to lose money, but passing information on has
to take precedent over all other concerns.

Publishing works for the chosen is not the only way to
share information. If it were, | would no doubt be a complete
pauper. The hunter Internet list is very difficult for me to use,
but it would be possible, no doubt, to recruit an assistant —
what I've seen called a “lurker” or “bystander” | think — who
could post missives to the list on my behalf. Others may find the
listless personally distasteful. Another available option, and the
one | make most use of is to encode information into other
works. My professional medium of communication is the
written article, and it's always possible to encode warnings and
other vital material into an article through the use of allusion
and diagrams featuring our signs. People who communicate in
other media could slip similar patterns into their work, 'msure.

A smaller-scale option would be to monitor the local
area with the tools at our disposal, keeping track of the
chosen and Dark Ones, and leaving notes, clues or signs to
provide guidance to other imbued. This sort of work would
most likely involve all sorts of skulking around the neighbor-
hood at peculiar times to get messages to the correct places,
while minimizing the pain caused by proximity. If the Shining




Ones see fit to pass on information that is relevant to the
immediate vicinity and the chosen acting within it, it would
be unforgivable not to make every effort to relay that
material. Even clearly idiots may have a useful role to play in
saving a valuable person — which holds as true for the
masses as it does for the chosen. Distasteful as it may be,
when sides have to be selected, it's our duty to side with the
humans, not the inhumans.

There is never any need to ally with evil. With careful
manipulation, the forces of darkness can perhaps be used
against each other, coaxed into conflict that benefits human-
ity. That should not become an excuse for collaboration,
though. When you find yourself in a position where you
compromise the security of the imbued at large, or you
unnecessarily sacrifice members of the public, you should
back away from the situation. Aside from weakening the
cause of the Shining Ones, it exposes you to unnecessary
danger. Any instance in which you allow yourself to become
known to others — even to other chosen, in fact — you risk
your personal security, and you take a chance that you will be
embroiled in another’s wild scheme.

It is extremely important to stay out of the way as much
as possible. The intelligence-gathering function is one of the
most vital in any conflict. No chosen with the wits and abilities
to obtain accurate information should ever be considered
disposable, or used as a front-line operative. The facility to
gather knowledge is always more useful than justanother warm
body on the line of fire. The outside perspective allows greater
breadth of vision, greater security and therefore greater utility.

Ifatall possible, keep out of sight altogether. Actfrom the
shadows. Itis the best possible way to operate, and entails the
least danger and exposure.

Jouswat, Day Vew

Things have been Quiet. Quinn Weathers is alawyer, it +ums
ouk, and he. 's raiged some hue and cry about Samosedt 's death
and says the cops shot first because Samoset was an Indian or
a Native American or whatever. Nothing weird going on other
than that - not wntil today.

I've been busy, got a lot of work all of a sudden. S+ill went
‘o 4toun, but no headaches, no biq ones. [ looked around for +he
pimp and the Mexican biteh, but no show. Guess +hey decided El
Paso was +oo hot Lor them.,

Anghou, foday 4he headache maching started up again, 4hig
time out by a highway hotel. | looked hard and didn '+ see any
unbalanced things running around. Then 4his quy - nomual quy,
short hair, not wrong at all - comes out and the headache gets
worse, So | Kigure +hat’s my quy. So | Lollow him, lke 1 'm in &
qoddamn movie, and the headache gets worse uhen he pulls up at
Hhig li+He shithole. Mexican dive. Bo | drive. past and park douwn
the block with my newspager.

Ingide +he bar, he 's meeding this skinny little black woman.
They look at one another kind of suspicious. She 's got this
nagkin with a li+4le symbol drawn on i+ - not what Ben put on hig
cheek, but simiar somehow. | get that this one means " sacri-
fice* or something lie. +hat.

8o hername.'s some long foreign +hing like Madaharry and
his is Bheve. They aren '+ talking long before | Lind out they 're
balancers, ke Ben must have been. Or like me, | quess.

The. woman says +here’s something out in Cuidad duarez
that's a no shit vampire. Says Hhat human beings drmk bioed from

it 4o ged Lreaky s4rong, and then bring people Lor it +o drink from
80 it can Survive. Sounds predy crazy o me, but then she. puls oud
these pretures she tock, and there's the ping quy from 4he bus
Station. She says he 's one of Hiem, one of Hie © blood slaves.

Steve qetsreal excited and says Hhat if Ahey 're out fnhe
desert, cut off, +hey might be able +o do some kind of raid. A
real Desert Btom kind of thing, it sounded like +o me. The woman
wasn "t +oo convinced, said they should get more. information.
Steve agreed. | kept waiting for one of them +o give a phone
namber, but they didn '+,

| thought about qoing to +alk to them, bat Hhe headache
was so bad | couldn "+ really think straight. Besides, | don '+ know
i£ they 've seen +hings in action like | have., Real vampires? Hell,
whyg not? Samoset was more like an animal than a person. And out
in the desert that wight, the wolves were Lighting something
that could go 4oe to toe with them.

| could +ell these tuwo what | know, but without a chone
namber | 'm not sure how. | 'm not sure wnat | shoud do. | quess
LIl do what Steve and the woran are doing. |'ll wateh and make.
up my mind when | 've got more +o go on.

Lone-T srw Goacs
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MNates. Pamela asked fora stamp today She's writ-
ten a letter to Paul Ferrie — her co-worker who was at
the party. and the person who came to visit her. | con-
sider this a positiva sign. | asked her ta let me see the
Ietter and she acquiesced. It was coherent and pasitive.
though 2 few doodles on the page seemed to indicate
distractionor nervousness tome. She said that she was
teelingrnuch better. much more balanced and in contral.
She asked after several of their co-workers and asked
him to write’back soon.

- | amSomewnhat curious about her choice of medium.
She has fulloutgoing phone privileges, 2nd could easiiy have
telephoned him. | suspect she fears a direct. unconsidered
exchange — fears what Paulmay say ta her. 5o she writes
aletter to create a lByer of remove.

Interestingly, she has freely telephoned her father and
maother. as well as members of her jgzz guartet. Perhaps Im
rmistaken sbout the "shadow man and fame wormean'” being
paternal sublimations If Paul Femie — whowas present at the
incdent — is the 'shadow man,” thenwhois the fire warnan?
Juty 28

dW. How are you feeling today. Pamela?

PO.dllnght. | guess. dlittle anxious.

adW. Why anxious?

PO, Oh, no reason in particular. Nothing important.

dW.Thiswouldn't haveanything todowith yourletterto
Faul Ferrie. Would it?

PO, Urmnmm... | dom't know. Maybe
dW. I'm curious why you wrate him instead of calling,

PO. | guess | felt I'd have a better chance to say
everything | wanted to say in a letter. You knaw, with-
DUt Interruptions.

dW. Hou think Paulis likely tointerrupt you?
PO. Prabably.

B W,
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dW.He was at the party, right?

PO. Un... yes. | believe he was

dW. Hou believe?

PO, | told you before. | don't remember that night very
clearly. dil | remember are the hallucinations, which are im-
possible. right?

dW. Why are you asking me?

PO.Im truing to get some. ... some independent confirma-
tion.ifthatmakessense.lanttrustmyself.solhave totrustyou.
Orsomeone else who knows what's really going on

dW.Is it hard for you to give that trust?

PO, What do you think? Do you think it's easy to be told
thatwhat yousawwith yourowneuesis false? That| should
trust a man | haven t snown two weeks to helpme tell which
perceptions are real and which are made up? t's particulary
hard when you can't answer anything! You never tell me
anuthing. You just ask more questions!

dW.|can't tellyou how to be yourself. Imnat a figure like
your shadow man or fire wornan. . ..

PD.Theyweren't trying to telmehow tobe myself. They
were trying to tellme what | have to do.

dW. What do you have to do?

PO.If llisten toyou, |have to hide out here and get well,
If listen to them. ... I'm likke Moz, buiding an ark while the
rest af the waorld ignores the danger. Only it won't be water
this time. but fire and chaos. Both insist theu're right, but
only one cenbe. So prove your point. Joc. Prove tome that
the world is sane, that my madness isn't just seeing the
truth of the world,

aW. | can only assure you that reality is real that the
world exists in a steady state — and that you yourself ac-
cepted that stability until you were confrontad with an
experience that you're still unwiling to remember.

PO. Unwiling? Trm plenty wiling to remember. | just can't!
|want to get out of here. lwant to... to...

[Here she began tocry ]

PO. I'm not even sure what | want to do. Part of me
wants to go back to everything being the way it was, but |
can feel this sickness underneath. Like going back to warks
and seling speakers would be the real denial. But the other
part of me, the part that feaels that, doesn't have any idea
what to do about it!

dW. So your first prionity is to determine what's real. 0o
Yo thinks the Haldol has been helping?

PO lguess....

aW, Until you' ve madea up your mind about what the true
stateofrealityis. anyactionisinadvisable — bejt toleave your
oldlife orreturn toit.MNeitheris a solutionuntiyou're personally
satisfied that You've made the right choice between reality
and delusion. That's something only you can do.

PO. | know, | know. | want to find out which s real. You've
tald me what | saw wasn't there, and mu brain accepts that.
Butlwant it to feel false. dnd right now it feels very real,

dW. When you remember what realy happened, Im
confident that your hallucinations will end.

PO, Doctor?

dW. Hes, Pamela?

PD. Can you explain the burns on my back and arm?

-y B

Jourmat, Day Eteven

Blow business today. Maybe because | 've been tied up so
much with all #his Lucked up bullshit. Ljusthad a widow who wanted
her spark plugs qapped, and some +eenager who finally saved
enough money +o get a fenderreplaced. But maybe i+ 's just slow
because it's slow. \£ | didn '+ get those headaches whenever
Sotcone wag around,| 'd st mysell up as theirmechanic. | 'm sure
L'd get olenty of work 4hen, if my truck was any sign.

Anghow, alter| Sinished that s4ulf | started melting doum
some siverware £rom an antique store and molding i+ into deer
slugs. | ve got about a dozen. Maype shot would be better, but
molding siver bail bearings would be. a royal pain. Besides, it's a
soft medtal. | dundumed Hhem. That should do.

A Sacgen Dury

When the immediate crises posed up by the imbuing and
the truth of the world are past — as much as they can be —
it is time to take stock of the situation that one finds oneself
in and make plans for the longer term. This is common sense,
and if you're too stupid to realize the importance of strategy,
you fully deserve your early death. There are a number of
things that one can do to balance the larger task of gathering
information with the everyday needs of continued survival.
Fortunately, the need to observe and collate while staying out
of sight is one that has arisen many times over the course of
history, and the role that past solutions have created contin-
ues to be viable today. | am talking, of course, of spying.

It is traditional that spies remain anonyrnous not only to

their targets, but also to the great majority of friendly forces. If

no one knows who you are or where you operate from, no one
can give away your identity, wittingly or otherwise. That should
be obvious. You may have a contact with the power and vision
to make use of your information, as | do, in which case it would
be appropriate for that person to be able to contact you, but that
sort of situation should be the exception, not the rule.

The first line of approach, unsurprisingly, is to not give
your name, location, address or other identifier to anyone
who knows you to be chosen. Hunter-net, odious as it is,
provides for a high level of anonymity, and that is a gift that
should be extended to the rest of your life. Keeping others at
an arm’s length is something that comes naturally to us,
anyway. Where possible, you should do what you can to
completely avoid any direct contact with other chosen. The
babble is an excellent reminder and warning of that fact. Let
it guide you from others, keep yourself away and never make
phone calls from your own telephone. There are plenty of
ways to pass information to someone without ever having to
meet them or be anywhere near them.

The fastest way of getting information to a person
without actually coming into contact is to use a proxy,
sorneone who will make contact for you. Rather than calling
your recipient, or handing him a note at a bar, you can geta
third party to do it. The weakness, of course, is thata regularly
used proxy becomes someone who knows you and estab-
lishes a link to you. There are courier services in aimost all
towns, and you can even make use of flower deliveries to
include a message with almost no chance of backtracking.

Misdirection is another effective strategy. If you need to
slip documents to your target, find a way to get them to
investigate something harmless on the other side of town,
then put the documents under their hotel door while they're




out. That sort of double blind helps you stay out of sight and
protects your anonymity. If it's possible to set up one part of
the misdirection with the aid of a proxy, so much the better.

if you have a working relationship with one particular
person or group to which you want to remain anonymous, try
arranging a dead-letter drop. This is a site where both parties
know messages for the other can be left securely. It is usually
a public place where any passerby might have a justifiable
reason for loitering. The actual drop-spot itself obviously has
to be hidden, so that members of the public do not come
across your messages. A hollowed-out cavity behind a loose
brick in the wall of a public lavatory is a good example. That
way, when you have information, it can be left at your
discretion for your recipients to pick up when possible. YWhen
you visit the drop, a simple disguise helps protect you from
observers — even just tying your hair back and wearing a
radically different style of clothes can do the trick.

Most importantly, though, you need to remember that it is
vital to maintain your own security. It’s not always possible to act
on every piece of information that you receive. One of the oldest
ways of flushing out an information gatherer is to pass a critical
fact on to the suspected spy and wait for hostile forces to act
uponit, There may come a time when you are set up in this way.
If you have any reason to suspect, even briefly, that a piece of
information may lead to a trap, suppress it. Historical precedent
is absolutely clear — sometimes sacrifices of defenseless people
are necessary. The Allies would never have won the Second
World War if the British Prime Minister had not sacrificed an
entire city, Coventry, In order to hide his ability to decode
German messages. | would advise treating second-hand informa-
tion,suchas that passed onby Moderator87's rather unpredictable
group, with extreme caution. Over-valuing third-party intelli-
gence may well cost you your life.

At the same time that you keep yourself hidden, you also
need to be able to gather information. Fortunately, those of us
who are afflicted by the babble often have certain advantages in
this. To start with, there are the voices themselves. Although
they are overwhelmingly unpleasant and often very difficult to
differentiate, sometimes the information they pass on is clear
enough to use. For example, a creature that | was observing
through my stone prompted the warning “IT PROFITS FROM
SOULS." The next morning, | recalled seeing a particularly high
number of Renfields going in and out of a financial institution the
week before. | did some research and discovered that the
creature | had been watching was a director at the institution
concerned. | was able to assemble enough evidence to make a
convincing dossier to pass on to a team of foot soldiers better
equipped than | to deal with the creature.

The rest of the time, the bits and pieces that can be
picked up may yield interesting speculation, provide tantaliz-
ing hints, or even come together over time as a genuine
revelation. More usefully, however, those of us who can cast
our senses beyond our immediate location have a power that
any spy in history would have given his right arm for — the
ability to watch and listen without being present, often
without even being detected. Although apparently some
creatures are able to perceive us, being noticed at a distance
is considerably better than being noticed in the same room.

Cross-reference is also a vital tool to piecing together
information. Although some historical, mythological and anthro-
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pological texts can be thought-provoking, communicating with
others who gather information is the best way of assembling new
pieces of the puzzle, which is partly what “Apocrypha” is for. We
all havea duty—asacred charge—to recordasmuch fragmentary
information as we can, whether it is pronouncements from the
Shining Ones, bits of sentences from the babble, prophetic dreams
or personal insights. You can never tell whether a seemingly
meaningless hint will eventually prove useful to someone else. Stay
hidden, gather information, pass instructions and day-to-day
intelligence to the troops, and cross-reference the things you learn
with the rest of us. That way, we'll have our best chance of winning
this war. That is the only long-term plan worth discussing.

Journnt, Day Ywetvs

Things have sped up. Not at work.

Steve and whatsermame are quag-ho, |l say that Lor4hem.
They went down +o Cuidad duarez and | Solloned Hhen. Wase *+ much
Lun, | didn "+ have. +ime +o pack. They didn '+ spot me, Sinee +he
headache 40ld me they were around, even if they got out of sight.

They 're planning a mission out +o the vampire 'e hiding
place, or whatever. Apparently it 's a big-ass ranch out in the
middle of nowhere.

Listening to these tuo is really something. Both of then doant
+osave the world, kick of £ the critters and start again clean. Steve
Ahinks ET 1S going 4o come. doun and tuck us mto bed alber we. gedt
+Hie mongters oud of he closed. Holy shidt. | mean, { believe. in Some.
Lreaky shit wow, but | Hhink +his quy sounds crazy.

I+ make.s me. wonder how much they e really seen, and what
+hey really know about Hhe +hings. Neither one of them +alked
about any coming doomsday, but | can '+ qet away from the idea.
They +hink we. 're, going 4o change +he world. | think +he world 5
qoing to change us. They +hink +he ! Messengers * tthat ’s what
they call the things waking people up) are realiy on the ball. |
don 4 gee i+, | Ahink they re. d'ofnci the best they can with what
they ve got. Seriously, even hearing them +alk about how
widespread it i, how there are balancers everyuhere... it Sounds
ke a lag+ minude £, not ke an overhad.

| s4ill haven 't +alked to them. S+l in +oo much pain. 4's
easier 4o Watch them through the newspaper.

Andhow, they went cut +o look at the ranch by day and |
Lollowed +hem encugh to get a sense of where it is. | went i,
that way. Nearly came back out of my mind.

W's scary as all fuck in Hhere. s ke a compound. | Saw mazbe
Fuenty peogle. The real Shukf in Hhe house i in Hhe basement, | Hink.
Ldent in there, but coudn 't see. a damn Haing. | wound up Seeling my
waf, gomg Hrough doors, | quess, touching uy way arcund. - was Fucked
up. Bven Hhough | covddn '+ bust my shins or anthing, coeldn '+ Fe2l paim,
| was il Hhe most scared | Ve ever been.

The Lirs+ room was some kind of cell- bars inste.ad of a door,
real thick chains on the wall, and a dead body hanging +here. |
nearly lost my shit when | Lelt 4hat, all eold and clamme and s4il.
But it wasn '+ the wors+.

Next was a bedroom. | £el+ the bed, softcovers. The bedposts
were all carved. And #hen | could Seel someone. under Haz. covers, cold
as ice, ot breathmg. | £eit all dong Hhe thimng and it was dead. |
Fhought it was ancther body. But uhen | put my hand over its heart
i shifhed, +ricd 4o sit up. 151 'd had a mouth | would have. sereamed.
| mean, | Wasn '§ there and i stdl Self mes

| was out of there alter that. No way was | sticking around
after the alarm went up, No way in hell.

B Tn,,




Journat, Day Ynmreen

Things are moving way +oo fast. Steve and the woman are
bringing people. into Bl Paso to cross the border by night and nuke
the ranch. They Hhink this 8 a movie. |

Three more balancers have joined them. They 're all staling
in Hhe. same. lousy flop house.. | ve. checked in +oo. The. headache.
is constant. Wnenever | see one of +hem, the pain geds bad
enough o make me puke or cry. Bven secing the littie symbols
they put up for one another is bad. Gin helps, but not much.
The only +hing that really helps is getting away from them, but
when | ran away | Seel like a pussy, like | need 4o qo back and help
Hem. | ' stuck,

Wnat’s worse, they 're being watched. | don '+ know how |
know, but | know. They 're being spied on. Everyuhere | look,
Jumbled letters tell me. A matchbook. Billboards. Tae cover of
the Lucking Bible/

Finally, | couldn '+ +ake. i+. | put a note under the woman s
door warning +hem, and +hen left.

Jourwat, Day Fourvesn

Cetting out of the hotel was definitely very smart. | feel a
lot better, Hhough | etill can 't handie getting within 4 block of
them. More are showing up. | neuspaperzd in and +hey 're stil
planning to do it tonight. No one even mentioned my waring.
Manbe whatsemame never got it | called +he hotel, asked for
Steve, but they said no one with that name was staying there.

| wrote out another warning and went over o put it on one
of 4heir 4rucks. | thought about going in +o falk to them, but
Hhe pain was +oo much even halfway across +he street. | woudn '+
be able +o make sense around six of them. 1+ 'd be like +rying +o

y
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explain something with your head on £ire. Hell, | almost got hit
crossing the streed. | stuck the messaqe under a windshield wiper
and +hen stumbled away.

| was almost erauling when | looked up and Saw +his woman,
qrag hair, green eyes, nothing special, But | heard Hhe roar in my
ears and it was like Cod 's voice. saying THE SERVANT RULES THE
MASTER. | knew she. had something 4o do with +he +hings, and she.
looke.d uronq, but she was out in broad daylight. | just stared at
her, stupid. | think | 4ried to say something. She gave me a dollar
and +old me +o sober up.

| was pretty much helpless wntil the. balancers sed out at
nfqh+¥a!l.‘l%g woran - queen of the boogymen or whatever- le £+
before they did. | knew +heir plan. Maybe +hey could still pull i+
okl | ‘H'lDaca'k'{'. Maybe | could help them,

I got in my 4ruck, crossed the border, garked at a gas
station and started walking toward the ranch. W 4as a long
goddamn way, and | got there just as some. ﬁaq&io—i‘ looking thing
uas intemoqating Steve. Most of them were there, chained up.
| quess it had taken 4+he dead looking things some 4ime 4o ged
+hem under control, because. it was almos+t sunrise when | started
shooting through +he windows. | Hhink | god lucky and hit someone
with +he Lirst shot.

Then house blew up. Fuck if | know how. But | have a feeling
+hat 'sonly a band aid, not the cure. | Yook alook inside and some
of Hhe basement rooms were Secure. | didn '+ see. the gray haired
woman either. | watched one quy get out - black quy. | cut hin
of{ a waus away. Said Wis name. was Travis. He. looked shook, and
with the headache | could barely put one foot i front of +he
other. i+ sounds lke Matawhoever ignored my wamning. Travis
hadn '+ even heard of it.




Journnt, Day Frereey

| was 8o happy +oday just 4o wake up without pain. That 's
my goal. Not 4o save +he. world or kill all the critters. Just days
without pam.

There are clearly some big, biq problems making conneetions
betueen me and the other balancers, but | have +o Lace i+, 14
|'d been able +o warn them, +hose qung-ho £ucks mighthave come
back alive.. Shit. But what more could | do?

Next +ime | 'Il get phone numbers. Next +ime | 'll make sure
Hhey listen o me, not Some gun nat who believes in UFOS. Next
Fime. 1Nl do i righ:.

T'ie Signs

Sicat vo Noise

As a backup for intelligence efforts, our symbols are
among the most useful tools that we have. A good code has
been a staple necessity of covert work since such efforts first
began. To my knowledge, ours appears to remain pure —
unbroken. That’s very important. It means we can leave
messages in public that the opposition is hardly aware of and
does not understand. They're also versatile enough to convey
even fairly complex messages, which is important,

It's interesting that the code is not fixed. We know the
meaning of signs that we see, but may not have known how to
crafta sign before seeing it. Similarly, new shapes can occasion-
ally be revealed. Perhaps there are certain shapes that are
pleasing to the Shining Ones or that somehow embody
particular concepts that become necessary. Whatever the

One of us selected to gather and
I pass on information from afar.
i An imbued who hears the babble.

This denotes that a place or per-

| son is being watched or monitored in
some way — it can be a warning that
a chosen is in danger or that someone
is keeping a friendly eye open.

This is always a warning, used to inform a
chosen that they have dangerously under-
estimated a situation or opponent. [t makes
an excellent cautionary message. 3

Something that has been foreseen, per- i

esied Infestation,” for example, or “Prophesied Danger.”
A “closed for business — back soon’ sign for use

when your awareness is not in the same

location as your body. It can be ]

handy to help ensure that you are ‘

not thought to be dead. Not everyone

has the wit to understand it fully, though. |

have heard that some idiots think it means “faking

death.” Still, that's good enough.

o , e I

haps a message from the Shining Ones, /) 2
or a glimpse of the future. It usually >y
makes sense only in conjunction with _
ather signs, to show future trouble ;
spots or other warnings — “Proph-
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reasons, new signs do come to light. | know, because | feel that
| have been selected by the Shining Ones to reveal some.

Juty 26

MNotes, Paul Ferte called Pamela today. He asked for her
throughthereceptionist lapprovedandPameaactualyagresd
t0 answer. Ther conversation was bref, but afterward she
seermed moody and withdrawn, | asked her if something was
troubling her and she said no. She had a notebools and was
wiiting or sketching in it intently. | asked herif | could seett, She
loosedat me curously and allowedit. it was filed with a number
of small, cryptic figures, similar ta those in her [etter to Fermie.
They were made of dots and cirdes and lines, and Ioaked a bit
li<e constellations or wirng diagrams. | asksed her what they
wereandshesaid theywere|ust doodles. Her facialexpression
and body lenguage belied her casual tone. but [ didm't push,

Jounnat, Day Sixreey

| Hhink | Ve got it. | woke up with my head £ull of these weird
little synbols, like. the one Ben put on his check and the one that
woman put on tne hapki. | have a plan.

One of +he symbols means meeting. "1 putting it on a
plees of paper along with the name of aerappy little bar called
O 'Hearn s up +the road. | 'm also putting the time 7:00 PM on it.
Thea | ' making up a bunch of symbols that dow '+ me.an shit. | 'm
putting them on the sheet along with times and locations all
along wterstate 10. Then |'m going +o xerox them and drive
around posting them up and down the. highway, whereveri ged +he
ache.\ can 't be. i the bar, but there 's a restaurant righd next
to it and | can wait +here for +he headaches +o start. When |
see. Someone qo indo the bar, 1 'll put an envelope on theircar with
ingtructions on where +o leave me contact informadtion.

Let's hope +his works.

Juiv 27 |

MNotes. I'm not sure exactly how to say this. Pamela is
gone It is unclear whether she escaped or was abducted

This maorning she asked me to call Bleanor Hughes and
askif shestilwanted to visit. We discussed why she wanted
totalk to Mrs. Hughes, and she seemed eager to confront
her neuroses head-an. | agreed. with the caveat that | be
present. Pamela seemed fine with that.

Murse Swit said Pamela was on the phone for some
time after that. talking in a low voice. When she asked who
Pamela was talking to. she said it was her sister.

When EleanorHughes arrived, she was assaultedinour
parkinglot. Detective Siencoesaysit's veryunikely itwasan
accident — ahitand run.

There was, of course, a great deal of disorder here im-
mediately after the accident, but as |was leaving my office.
| heard a strange sound from Pameia's room.

Shewas huddledina cormer, staring atherwindow. The
grate around it had been wrenched off — the police said a
pneumatic drill was used — and aman was standing on a
ladder at the window, yeling for her to come with him. |
shouted at him to stop but she stood and went to him. 5he
said something about how this proved that it was all true. |
was going togoafterher, but the manin thewindow threat-
ened mea with a knife. With tears inhereyes. Pamela said it
was for the best

Taped to her window, on notebook paper, was one of
her symbols. written largely.

o Wi,







Behold, the hour cometh, yea, is now come, that ye shall be

scattered, every man to his oun, and shall leave me alone: and yet
1 am not alone, because the Father is with me.

— John 16:32

Guinme yHE DY HERS

Joumat, Day Scvewreek
Got my First response from my symbol posters on Apnl
Fools. Real Kunng. 1 was fuo quus i a beat up old 4ruck, a skinng
blond quy and 41i8 big black quy. They went inko Hhe bar and |
checked Hhem over. They dere clean, but Ahe headache. was
oredty Fierce. | thought about papering in 4o see what they
were, +aking about, but decided +o just give them the mforma-
Fion and split, As i+ turmed out, i wash ¥ aven that easy. |
iatched Hhem Hhrough +he window unkil +he olond quis went +o
Hie. bathroom. Tazn | in my car and dreve over by +he truck.
1'd gotten out and was putting Fhe envelope under +he. wiger
uhen the Dlack quif came out and shacted ueling. Good thing |
le$4 the enging running, but | S worried e san my license plate
beLore | drove auay. Nextt +ime. 1l disconnect the lighte around
it, which | should 've. done anyuay.
Jousuat, Day Erchree
| Collosed 4he. headache around Bl Paso locking Lor more.
balancers, but Since Fhey don '} show up as weird 4o look at, it's
nok as easy +o £ind Hhem as it is the arongers. Found 4uo of
those, but not the pimp, Gray Hair or 4he Mexican aoman.
Jounnat, Dy Niweveen
Like. | asted in +he envelope, the blond quy went 4o the gas
shakion in Las Cruces and sood by the phone at 9. When L called
kine Lrom Ben's pay phone, he ansaered right away.

He. says | can call hiv. Curt. Wants 4o know why | won t meed
wins Sace +o Lace. | fold him it was Cor 4he safety of both of
18, +hak i€ one of us got caugnt or gometnmg, he Wouldn + know
who 4o betray, He asked if | was on Something called © hunter
wet * and | 5aid | 'd never heard oft it | thougnt about lying, out
what the hell.

Apparently +here ’s some Lind of computer hookup with all
Hhese other® inbred.” curt says that ‘g ahat Fhe balanezss call
one another on 4Hhis net thing. From the sounds of #, L don 4
wank +obe apart of it. 1 asked im if angone kned vt was really

ing on. | probably sounded preddy eager. & seemed ke he was
ALraid of disappoinking me. | shouldn '+ be surprised. No one knous
any more +han | do.
Bub - no surprice. - everybody m this net Hhinks they 're
riant and everyone else is wrong. No one agrees. He says some
Sem Haink Some mongHers are okay and othens Think Fhey ve
all got 4o qet sent back +o hell. He wanted 4o know what |
thougnt. o | said all the ones |'d seen were prettiy goddamn
nasty, but | didn 't see any reason there might not be ores who
were, okay. He said that was predty much his idea +oo.
He. danted Foknow uhat® qif+s”1had.| asked what he meant.
He said he. was real good at spotting ¢ thom ® and could sometimes
Creezs them in place just by staring ak them, | eaid | coud see
things at a distance, but | dash b eure. i§ Hhat 'S whad he meant
He said he.d wever heard of angone being able 4o do that.

He wanted my phone namber, but | wouldn "t give. i, So he
wouldn ¥ give me wis. | Fold itk Hoak i€ he wanted +o get infouch

on Wiy,
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with me, e should put up a poster at the. Eagle. Supermarkedt in
El Paso - +he one on Alamo Road. | said | 'd leave posters up for
hine at +he Same place. He also said we should both leave Lake
posters with fake symbols every once. in a while,, in case. we e
being watched. | didn '+ like the Sound of +hat, that he might be
Lolloned, but | aqreed.

Journat, Day Ywenry

Three more came 40 O Hearn's, a quy, a woman and a
teenage gid. They drove up in a late model Saab and looked
kind of out of place. | had it a lot better planned +his +ime.
I’d gone there that morming and +aped an envelope under-
neath the pay phone. When they got there, | checked them
out with the newspaper trick. Then | just had to wait until
one of them went to the bathroom which was right by the
phone) and call from 4the restawrant. When +he woman
ansaered (her and +the gid went +o the can fogether, like
they always do, | told her to ged the envelope. When they
saw my marks on i, they were willing 4o read it. I it, | qave
them another phone number 4o call in one hour. That was the
phone namber for a gas station a couple miles away. | +old
them +hey could call from angwhere, so +hey 'd know +hey
weren’t being sed up. They seemed +o think | was +the
paranocid one. But they called back.

The three of +them were more trusting than curt, by
quite a bit. Their names are. Ramona, Anthony, and +he girl is
Gina. Ramona gave me. her [ast wame, Searles, and her phone
number 556-£307.

So nou | have. five. balancers | can contact, if | count Curt’s
Lriend. That 's not 4oo bad. | 've been keeping an eye on Quinn

Weathers, who doesn + seem 4o have done anything +oo crazy
or bad. Nothing that got in the papers, anghow.

Juy 28

MNotes. Bleanor Hughes is dead. She died of injuries sus-
tained in the accident, or her murder, | suppose | should say.
The papers didn't offer details until today. Detective Siencoe
came to tallk ta me about Pamela. What he had to sau was
guite distressing.

He believes the attacks on Bleanor Hughes and
lhatrina Richards were connected, He says that Mrs.
Fichards' death may not have been the act of a single
madman [Bvan lones) but rather the wark of some kind
of organization or even cult. He believes Pamela is a
member of this group and is a danger to herself and
others uniess apprehended.

Detective Slencoe then asked me for help capturing
Pamela. | tald him | would have to think it over and he
seemed puzzled and angry. | explained doctor/patient
privilege. which he seemed to understand. but felt that
under the circumstances it was better for Pamela if |
shared what | knew,

He left after | promised him an answer early tormorraw.

My firstinstinctis to refuse. Perhaps this is unfair. but all
along I've had the feeling that Slencoe sees Pamela as a
means to an end. His pressure ta interview her when she
was just admitted. and now his eagerness toread Pamela's
file, bothcause mesomeirnitation. Butlmustrememberthat
timeisof the essence inpalice work. Tohim, Imsure psucho-
therapy waorls [ookss glacially slow.
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| suppose the core of the matter is this. Is Pamela
Orummond a threat to herself and others?

| would like to think the answer is no. Through all my
conversations with her, my impression remains that of a
sensitive, bright youngwomanwhohas been pushed past
her tolerances. But | must rermember that she has at-
tempted toinjure herself and that she seemed to wilingly
go with the intruder at her window.

Is it possible that Pamela has multiple personalities?
I've alwaus been dubious about claims of MPO. particulariy
fram those who assert that it stems from ritual abuse
during childhood. But | ksnow very persuasive experts who
do believe init.

Couldit be that the firewoman and shadow manarenot
her parents, but her other selves? That the personality |
know is one of several — the most reasonable one. the one
sheshowed atworkand at school — and that she hides the
self-destructive side | oniy glimpsed?

Iflaccept that.is it such ajump to see heras amember
of g cuit?

Juty 29

Notes, | called Detective Slencoe directly after church
this morning and told him | would help recapture Pamels
— butonly on the condition that he would do everything in
his power to support my regquest ta have herreturned to
my care. He agreed. though I'm unsure how much he will
arcando. 5till. [ thinks it's better forPamela tobe in custody
than at large.

Journat, Day Ywewry One

Found +he pimp. Or, Curt Lound him. He le£+ me. amessage
at the grocery store with some kind of symbol that just
seemed 4o suit the pimp. He le£4 a bunch of phone numbers
too. All the numbers had litte sqmbols over them, and all the
symbols were bullshit exeept one, 1 neans deersion maker or
something like +hat, So | called that one and some quy
answered in Mexican. | Said | wanted curt and he said | could
leave a message. | gave him another phone booth number -
shit, it 's gotten so | don 't drive by a pay phone without
Jotting down the number down and where it is. | said 1’d be
Hhere at 6:00 that night. curt called and desceribed +ie ping,
said he 'd spot+ed him at the +rain station. Asked if | wanted
his address and | said hell, yes.

As soon as | Was off Hhe phone | wand +o +he pimp ' place
- & litte old ranch house on this dusty road in the middle of
nouhere. | parked in front of his nearest weighbor tabout a mile.
aua) and re.ad the newspaper. | need fo ged a new one.. The pinp
uwasn 't Hhere, but there was one big freaking dog and a keypad
next 4o the door. side the house was a cabined with a bunch
of quns and some kind of crossbow or something. According +o
the labels on his magazines, his name i José Rios.

| got an ckay lack-through wren | heard the pimp coming
back. | got out in Fime 4o see how he disamed the alarm - 7734,

lealled curt 's Mexican friend back and 4his +ime he +old
me call back in Lifteen minutes and 1'll have a phone. number.
This phone +aq crap is a pain in the ass, but | 'll +ake i+ over
the headaches. Once | £inally got Cart | asked him who was
ansuering +he phone. He said i+ was a Sriend of his with a
broken back who did some kind of wholesale work Lrom his

CHAPYER 3:BRIDGING YHE GA? -

house - Was always by +he phone. Curd +fold this quy | was a
colleetion agent hassling him, dbut +hat he wanted +o
contact me at Wis convenience 4o cje»{‘ things worked out.
Good cover. Anghou, | told him about the dog, 4he. quns and
- mos+ important - the passcode, He said if +his was
straight he 'd give me his pager number and we 'd cut out all
Hhig intermediary stuff. He also said 4hat i£ +he code was
qood, no one would ever £ind +he pimp.

Rvengers

Juey 30

MNotes. | filed Detective 9encoe in on the hallucinations
Pamela described. He was particularly interestedin the con-
cept that Pamela was the ‘tenter of the weh.”

He immediately asked about Paul Ferrie. it seems he
has quit his job and moved. leaving no forwarding address.
Bven his own family seems to have no idez where heis or
why heleft.

In the spirit of an open exchange, | asked why he be-
lieved there was a cult behind the murder and Pamela’s
tisappearance. Slencoe told me that Ferrie and several
others from Tir. Lavelle's party had begun behaving very
oddly. 2 wornan named Marguernite Zimmerman had been
seen "snooping around” the homes of [Mrs. Hughes and
twootherwomenintheirneighborhood, When guestioned,
she seemed evasive, though [@s a resident of the area)
she was not charged. But the night Ferrie disappeared,
Zimmerman abandoned her husband as well — afterligui-
dating their bank account.

ds for Ferrie, Ylencoe believes he was the “hitter” in
the Hughes murder. The vehicle used was a heavy pickup
truck. stolen hours earlier from the airport's long-termot.
Witnesses — including our receptionist — said that the
driver aimed directly at Mrs. Hughes, then got out of the
truck and battered at her with a pipe or tire-iron as she
tried to crawl away. ds he did 50, a second car pulled up
and he got in.

Oetective Ylencoe admitted that thisis not thefirst such
cult he's heard of operating in dustralia. Several police de-
partments theorize that they organize, or perhaps ritualize.
theirroles incrimes. Thus, if Ferrigis a “hitter” he probably had
a hand in Katrina Aichards death, as well,

This is very disturbing, given Pamela's assertion that
Faul was chosen for his anger.

Journat, Day Ywewry T'wo

Uell, | quess Curt and WS buddy Killed the pimp gesterday.
| wend by the store and there was that triangle thing +that
means © slave.” - +hough | couldn '+ el you how | know i+ means
that - with abig X over it. | called curt’s pal, played * collection
agent® and le £t a message.

Then | sau in the paper that a quy had been murdered. There
wasn 't a picture - didn '+ even make the front page - but the
address wag right and the name. was dosé Rios. Said someone. had
apparentiy robbed the place.

Curt called back and told me the scoop. Apparentiy he
and his buddy Lanny had some unexpected problems. They
+ook care of +he dog okay, but dosé had company when he

o Wy,
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came home - a teenaqed boy, looked tike a runaway. curt said
they scared +he Kid away and +hat he didn '+ gee their
Laces, but +hat if the cops falk +o him he 'll be able +o say
that dose got beat down by a big black quy and his little
Lriend. | asked why they didn '+ wait until 4he kid was out of
+he way. He said Lannyg wasn '+ real patient when i+ came +o
 the under dead.®

Shit, 15 1 'd been Hhere or been around, | could have warwed
+hose tuo fuckheads beforehand that José had company. But
that would have. put me. in +he headache zone., and | don 't know
how much good | would have done them. Plus, | 'd be connected +o
them if they qot caught - which +hey probably will be i Lanny
is as stupid as he Sounds.
Curt did give me Wis pager namber, though.

Dcrendens

Joumuat, Bay Ywewry Vinee

Got a message from curt +oday. He med another quy
Hhrough that net thing and wanted me 4o check hin out. The guy
18 named Franklin Reeve and he lives in a traier park of£ ol 1-0.
| 4old him sure.

B0 | went and | looked and this Reeve quy seems like kind
of a freak. There 's these dumb maqazines all over +he place
- Soldier of Fortune,” stulf about UFOs, something called
* Fortune Times.” There were pamphleds +oo - something
about © +hem® controlling +he government, stuff from the
* Order of +he Rose® and 4he * Blood cult Netuork.® Also
some kind of German-looking stutt right wext +o +his black
pouwer crap. Bverything but a rifle and a map of local water
touwers. He was sacked out when | came, in - big quy, kind of
fat, no sign of a wife or kids or a girifriend anywhere. He s
maybe. thirty, | quess.

He. had four big dogs, +oo, big ugly pitbulls on short chains
i the backyard. They started barking when | was sneaking in.
Scared Hhe erap cut of me. But | suppose. i§ that naked chick
in Quinn Weathers® apartmend knew | was Here Gf | really was
“ Hhere ), i makes sense Hhat an aninal might 4oo. Can 't say
it did him & lot of good. He. just kind of rolled over and qrumbled,
4hen yelled at them to shut up.

So next Hhing that happens is +his litte kid rums up and
starts pounding on the door, yeling for him. Reeve sits bold
upright and reacnes underiis pillow, then relaxes. The kid 's saying
something about how there 's +is Suspicious qui nearby. Reeve
pulls 4his huge. qun cut Lrom under Wi pillow and puts it in +he.
back of his pants. He yells at +he kid 4o wait and pulls on a shirt.
Then he qoes out with the kid, puts a leash on the biggest dog,
and they start going up the. road. Next thing | know, +he kid s
pointing at my rucks

| snapped right to and eranked the engine - good thing |
Lived Hhat starter back in February! | could see Reeve. He let
e doq ofk e leash. W was jusk ke day one, only +1is Hime the
doq didn '+ catch my bumper. | heard him yelling at 4he kid as |
drove aday, asking sny he didn *+ get my license.

(Laten

Well, | just ce-read what | wrote, nou +hat | 've calued doun
a lidtle and sorted things out. Locking back, i+ 's actually kind
of Lunny, | quess. And this quy Beeve seems pretty on Hhe ball.

P

t mean, the last person who tuigged +o qetting looked at was
one. of +Hhe monsters. Maybe | 'mJuSA-‘jea[cmS cause N Seems like
he ’s doing a qood job staging sake, like | want +o.

| paged curt and 4old hin Reeve seems okay.

ReDesmeRs

Rucusr 5

Maotes, Oetective Slencoe called me taday atter ar-
resting a woman named Oanza Falk. dpparently Ms.
Falls left her home in Canberra nat long after Ferrie and
Zimmerman. She was picked up in MNewcastle. Ylencoe
couldn’t fill me in on the full details of the case — ar
didn’'t want ta — but he thought Pamela had been with
Ms. Falk at one time and hoped that | might be able to
get some kind of clue.

It was very odd. Betare | went in, Detective Slencoe
and| talked about the ditference between a police inter-
rogation and a therapy session. | told him lwasn't about
to "trick” or put any kind of unhealthy pressure an the
woman. police custody orno. But as it happened. | didn't
need to try to deceive her. She jumped ta her own con-
clusions — helped. | don't doubt. by some legal but
sufficiently horrible forms of psuchological coercion by
the police She looked exhausted. I'm sure they'd been
‘grilling” her for hours.

| introduced myself and showed her the symbol that
Pamela had posted on her window the night of her abduc-
tion. Befare | even had a chance ta speak, her face itup with
hope and eagerness. She blurted out something about me
coming to release her.

I'm not sure, now, why | did what | did, but | put mu finger
tomylips forhertobe quiet. Shesatback. withaglanceatthe
one-way mirror behind me. | snew Detective iencoe was
behind it, and Ms. Fallk must have suspected.

| asked If she knew Pamela Orummond. She was
evasive befare admitting she might know her “fram the
newspapers.” | told Ms. Falk she hadn't been charged
with a crime yet and might not be if she cooperated |
don't remember my exact phrasing, but | suspect that
it was an unintended double entendre. From my pos-
session of the symbaol, she incorrectly deduced that |
was a member of her religion who had come to release
her. When | spake of cooperation. | meant that she
should cooperate with the police, but she may have
presumed that lmeant that by cooperating with me —
her fellow group member — she might gain freedom
without being charged.

What commenced was a strange dialogue of implica-
tion. She wanted to answer my questions, but she didn't
trust Slencoe and wanted to conceal her meaning from
the police.

When | asked about the burning woman, she said
she'dheardofher. buthadneverseen her. ortheshadow
man. She used that phrase voluntariy, nat after hearing
meuseit. |laskedwhat they wanted, and she saidnoone
seemed toknow. She said many thought they wereona
mission of vengeance and destruction. but that she




thought they were sent for healing and reconciliation —
that violence wasn't necessary, that all their goals could
be accomplished peacefully. She also said that "a mu-
tual acguaintance” seemed to have the best
understanding, but that this acquaintance — |'m sure
she was referring to Pamela — was unhappy with the
dissent among the ‘chosen” and seemed unwilling to
"pick a side.” She came right out and asked whose side |
was on. | said "Pamela's”

Sheshookherhead and said shewasn tsure what side
that was.

MRRY YRS

Aucust 8

MNotes. |t seems that | have become an expert an
this supposed cult against my will. Detective Slencoe
called yesterday. asking if | would be willing to speak to
Bvan Jones — the man in custody for kiling katrina
Richards. Initially | demurred. citing my poor training with
criminal insanity. but he encouraged me by saying how
usefull'd been with Dana Falk. 9lencoe was now guite
confident that the symbol Pamela placed in her win-
dow meant ‘escape.” He also said that without me, he
wouldn't have the valuable knowledge that there's a
schism in the cult between violent and peaceful fac-
tions. But the persuasive argument was, of course, an
appeal to Pamela’s safety.

Bvan Jones was nothing like what | expected. He
has been formally charged with the murder and refuses
to deny or confirm his participation in it — refuses to
tiscuss the matter at all. The police have been reticent
about the details (in order to keep the jury pool pure in
this widely publicised case], but Slencoe confided that
theu had more thanenough toconvict. He felt Jones was
just stalling, trying to draw out the legal process as long
as he could. I'm not even sure why he agreed to talk to
me, He didn't act like a condemned man. He was
strangely serene.

| showed him Pamela's notebook of symbols and he
asked [politelu] who had drawn them. He didn't recognize
her name when | answered, and he said he had no idea
wheare she was. He denied knowing her. When | asksed how
long he'd been chosen, he just smiled and said | didn't know
whatlwas talking about.

Nathing about his behavior added up. so | decided to try
a little detective-style subterfuge. Though I'd normally be
ioath to do so. | suspect that being fied to by a psychiatrist
was the least of Jones’ worries right now.

llied byimplication. | said that when he was released. he
might come to me for treatment if he changed his mind. He
just laughed. said nojury was going tolet a poor black waiter
walk away when he was charged with cutting up a beautiful
white wornan. | shooks my head.

[said something ke, ‘Bvan, we know you were chosen
tobethe sacrifice. Youmay think it's noble to take the fall for
the real kiler. but Iet me assure you, we will find Paul Ferrie.”

It was the only time | saw him look frightened,

INNOCENT'S

Jourwar, Day Ywenry Four

This morning, every +ime | looked at my remote condrol or
my phone or anything with numbers on it, they seemed o +um
+Hhemselves into Ramona Searies ' phone number. | may not be +he
brightest bulb in the lamp, but | can +ake a hint, so | called her.
Bhe was really glad +o hear from me, and | felt kind of bad +hat
L hadn 't called her more ofden or given her some other way 4o
get in touch with me. Bud she ’s way up in New Mexico, sol can

just send her to the supermartet buletin board without

revealing what city | 'm in.

Bhe said she jus+ got acellphone, 8o she gave me the number
Lor that +eo.

Anghow, she and Anthony found something nasty in Cartsbad.
Not carisbad caverns, the. actual city of carisbad. They 're not
sure hou bad though. Ramona was looking around and she spotted
this invisible spirit floating around. Shit, it was weird hearing her
falk about that s+ufk on +he phone. | mean, i+'s weird 4o write
i+ here and +o see it +oo, but even on Hhe phone curt kind of
talks around i+. Not her Hhough.

Anghou, it seemed +o be £ocused on some house owt on the
west side of +oun, so she and Anthony kept wateh on i+. Said
they saw people going in and out, mainly at night. Mondaz they
sau people painting a sign - “The church of +he Second Life.,
The people qoing i and ouf looked normal - they weren 4 dead
or weird, like the pimp | quess. So she. said they had Gina qo up
and +alk 4o them. That was when | shook my head and asked what
she was talking about. | thought Gina was maybe thirteen.
Ramona said she. 's actually sictesn, just small forher age., but
| s4ill didn '+ understand what was going on.

Ramona said Gina has special protection, and besides,
people. undervstinate. her when Ahes Hhink she 's a kid. | quess
these Second Life people were real eager+otalk toher. Ramona
said they sounded kind of nutty, +alking about all this * contact
with a higher world® stukk. Taey wanted Gina 4o come 4o a
service on Friday night, but Ramona and Anthony weren '+ sure
they should led her qgo.

| 8aid that instead of sending Gina Hhey should let me check
it out, Ramona said that was a qood idea, but maybe we should
meed Lace 4o Lace Lirsh, | nived that, just asked her 4o stay
by +he. phone.

After the 4alk | drove all the way up +o cartsbad and
checked into a motel, then went out +o 4he charch she
deseribed. | didn "+ ged any static driving out 4o the place, and
| was Aninking it might be a wild qoose chase. There was wo
+elephone anyuhere nearby. | looked arcund anyhow and +hat s
when stufl got weird. | was in tor, at least,” looking at ™) +his
big open hall, like it used o be a dining room, when this woman
walke in, puts her hands on this big book case at the. Lront of
+he room and says * Bthan? You there?® And suddenly i+'s
headache city, the voices qoing on about how she’s being
ridden or Some. shit, and | can e Hhis kind of frangparent man
sort of overlapping her.

That s when | snapped back +o myseld. | didn '+ mean +o,
but +he headache was bad. | 'm Sor sure. qoing +o check +his
stufL out tomorrou night. 1 'm alse going 4o call Curt and get
him up here.




Jounnat, Day Twenry Five

desus, what a pain in Hhe ass curt is. He wanted +o know
where +he church was so he, Lamy and Beeve could burn i+
douwn before the service. | thought that was a stupid idea and
he got pissed.

| +alked +o Ramona again and she said she 'd give me her cell
phone. 4o use. if1°d meet her Lace 4o Lace. | said no but +old her
she could drop i+ of£ behind a strip mall near my motel. 1 Said 1 'd
leave a symbol where she should put it. She finally agreed. So
when | Lelt her getting close. | checked her out through the paper.
She hid, +oo, the bitch. Waited +o see if 1’d come and get it. |
ealled Hhe cell phone from a phone booth instead and +old her 4o
qed away. She was predty surprised.

Bo now | know uhere Curt and his quus are staging, and | can
call Ramona at home. | 'm s4il scared as hell to go out there by
mysels. 1§ dogs ean sense e when | "m searching, can gnosts too?

(Later)

desus That Cina girt is either 4he dunbe st orbravest kid alive..

The © service ® at 4he charch was pretty weird. The woman
1’d seen before stood up at +the front and just flat out said
that her grandSather had retumed with wisdom Lrom beyond
the grave, and that people who wanted it could have it. Then
she grabbed +he bookease and qot all weird. People started
yelling out all these questions and she was answering them in
+his old man 's voice.

And Hhen in comes Cina,

At Lirst no one. noticed her. My Lirs+ thought was +hat
L had +o eall in +he cavalry, but if | did that, | 'd have +o stop
watching +o dial the phone. Bo | staged, and pretty soon
Cina stood up and asked +he ghost © What about you? What
do you want? ¥

8o everyone was looking at her all of a sudden and | had +o
break off 4o call Ramona. She. said Gina had disappeared and
Anthony was looking For her. | +old her +o leave him a message
and get to the church pronto.

When | was of £ the phone | got on +he paper and looked
again, and t+ looked like +here was an arqument qoing on
betueen Cina and the woman with the ghost. And then this
banner benind her that said The Secrets Are Revealed
changed into SHE REVELS IN SPRIT. | Swear that ’s what it
said. |+ was hard 4o keep +rack of who was saying what - the
old man ghost and the woman were. kind of talking with the
same voice - but i+ seemed like the woman was pissed and
uasn 't letting the old man talk, And the crowd was qedting
antsy, Gina was accusing the woman of not ledting +he
ghost speak, which was +rue, | think. The woman was dauqa’n?
i+ and the. old man ghost got piased. Then he s4eps out o
her, grabs the banner and yanks it ok L +he wall, He st+arts
whipping i+ around over the crowd. That was it, people
started screaming and qoing nuts.

| cut off and started up +he +ruck. | algo called curt,
which wasn '+ easy while driving. | wag kind of disoriented from
all the switching too. Anghow, | Linally +old him where +he
chureh was and +o hurry.

| drove right through the fence and up 4o the house. |
wasn '+ sure. whers Gina was. | just hoped she wasn s getting
trampled. People were running all over the place, eraunting out the
windows even. | looked in just in Hime. to see Cina struggling with

o

+he woman. The window was wide open So | grabbed a +tire. iron and
climbed in, yelling at them 4o knock it off,

| quess a skinny teenaqgeris one thing, but a man with a chunk
of steel is another. The woman led go of +he girt and started
hollering. | grabbed Ging and pulled her touard the door, By +his
point the place was nearly empty. Gina wanted +o know who | was
and how | knew her name, but the headache was like fire and |
wasn "t in the mood.

binen | got outside. | saw why my head was so sore. Ramona
had shoued up. | Hhrew Gina at her, got in my +ruck and +ook of4
with 4he tuo of them yelling behind me.

desus. What a duwb [it4e bitch. She s lucky | was there 4o
pull her £at out of +he Lire. Though | Suppose L have +o give her
eredit £or making +hings happen. | never could have done that.
AS soon as +he. old ghost showed up, | 'd have. been +oo urecked
to think straight.

Junges

Jourwat, Day Ywewry Six

Woke wup in my hotel room, disoriented and with a
headache. Looked around through the newspaper and saw curt
sitting on +he Lront bumper of Y prekop 4ruck. T'rtouzj-h-f'
about running, but couldn '+ really see any qood i+ would do.
At least he 'd come alone.

S0 | went out and said hello. He asked me if | was Mr.
Payphone. and | said | supposed so. He said he met Ramona and
Gina. They described me and my Aruck and he went looking forme.
He asked my name. | said | wouldn '+ make. it easy on him - that
both of us were scared for our sakety and had good reason. He
nodded, but he didn 't seem convinced, so | +old him about +he
headaches and 5mr‘q+hr'nq, That he seemed 4o understand, and
he promised he wouldn 't led the others know he found me.

He Lited me in on what happened at +he church. Hin and his
qroup Shoued up jus+ as | was leaving, | quess. Anthony got there
too - Ramona had lef+ him a message. And lke | said, Lanny and
Reeve had wanted +o burm the house doun, but Gina and Ramona
talked them out of it. There was some big deal about Hhe ghost
and the. woman, W Sounds ke she. was the ghost ’s granddaugnter
and was kind of using the old quy - curt Ligured she liked being
a big shot, liked having all the answers and the attention. They
communicated with the dead quy somehow. All he wanted to do
was watch overhis grandiids and protecd the Lamz land. Lanny
still wanted +to uhack him, but | quess Curt +alked him out of it.
Bays Anthony, Ramona and Cina are qoimg +o check up on the
ghott, see. if they can maybe ged him settled so he rests in
peace. Sounds like a +all order. He 's got tuwo other grand kids
and they all hate each other.

Anghou, Curt wanted +o thank me. Said that i i+ wasn '+
for me and Ramona, him and Lanng probably would have done
something stupid at the church. Might have gotten hurt orhurt
some people. | fold him | didn '+ do much.

All the people there last wight - curt and his crew and
Ramona s aroup - they all exchanged names and phone numbers.
Curt thinks 4they can get a lot more done if they work
together. | said | wouldw '+ want +o deal with a group that had
both Gina and Lanny in it. Curt just laughed. He Hhinks ke can
handle. +hen. We. 'll see.




| told him 1'd be i +ouch, and he said +he same. | gave him
Ranona s phone.. Asked him 4o retum it - magbe that he found
my room but | was gone. He. said he was sorry we couldn + work
closer together.

I'm not sure | feel Hat way or not.

VisionpRIES

Augusr 23

MNotes. Pamela telephoned me today at the office.lcon-
sider this a very pasitive sign. d transcript follows.

aW. I'm taping this. You must know that. 'm taping this
and m giving the tape to the police.

PO, Do what uou have to, Doctor.

dW. I must strongly encourage you to turn yourself in.
Houdon't need tobe afraid. Pamela Imwithyou. MM stay with
you | won't abandon you.

PO. Doctor, that's very sweet, but.....

dW. You're clearly not responsible for your actions.

PO. Yes | am. dnd I'm not crazy, no matter what
you think.

dW. HYouleft your Haldol behind when youleft. Have you
been hallucinating again?

PO. I've seen things, but | haven't been hallucinating.

aW. Pamela. listen, If you've lost the ability to dis-
cern between hallucination and reality, you're in great
danger and Uou endanger everyone around you.
Please come back!

PO, Has anyone from the Lavalles' neighborhood come
to visit you?

aW. Pamela. |—

PO. Tellme! It's important!

dW.MNo. nobody.

PO. Sood. If someone does, particularly a beautiful
woman, don't talk to her.

dW.lcan't promise that.

PO. Then |can't guarantee your safety.

awW.Imnot the one in danger.

PD. Yes you are, Doctor. I've met someone who sees
very clearly. Mot as often as | do. but more dearly. She's a
genuine praphet. She said we're not done.

dW. Whaois this woman. this prophet?

PD. You know | can't tel you that.

dW.lsshethe highprestess ?lsshe the flameworman?

PD. Hou haven't the slightest idea what you're talking
about She's @ woman like me, ane who's had her eyes
opened... but she's better off. It's not so overwhelming for
her. She can handle it. She can accept what she's shown.
whereas | get hurt, | have to hide my head in the sand. But
we're working around that....

dW.Whatdoyoumean. hideyourhead? Whatisit you'e
seeing, Pamela? [More violence? More murders? The police
haver'tlesked anyinformation about the cult to the papers,
butit'soniy because they don'twantapanic. What elsehave
these people done?
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PL. You're looking at this all wrong, though | don't sup-
pose | blame you,

dW. What are you doing now. Pamela?

PO.fmprotectingyou. Protectingallof uou thebest way
lcan. Maybe if lwas stronger | could domore, but fm l2arming
tolive withit. One or two now. it's not so bad. | can stand ane
ortwo.|can find the quiet places. But | stilcan't be around too
rmany. But lcan find....

dW. Find what?

PU. Find the chosen who ve been lost. Fnd the lost and
the dangerous

aW. dre you saying you're arecruiter? Pamela. please.
talk tome!

PO. No one recruits. You're either chosen or you aren't.

dW.Whichgroupareyouwithnow? The peacefulbranch
or the vialent one?

PO. There aren't branches like that. There are dif-
ferent functions, and our leader can choose which
furction is needed.

dW. 8nd you do anything this leader saus?

P0.MNo. of course not. We're all still free. still people. But
if you'd seenwhat we have, you'd be wiling to make some
concessions. Look. I'm sorry if I've hurt or frightened you.
but you have to understand. What you think are hallucina-
tions are real and are Maore dangerous than you can
imagine. Because of your connection to me. they may
come for you. You have to avoid them if you can. If you
can't. play dumb. If that doesn't work. .. well, forgive me,

dW.Pamela?

PO. Ihave togo.

WrywarDs

Aucus 27

MNotes. Pamelahas beenrecaptured by the police along
with three other members of the so-called "Cult of the Cho-
sen. While thisisgood newsinbroad terms. I'mshocked and
appalled at the circumstances.

She and six other members, whose names | have not
beengiven, attacked abusiness retreat nearPerth —all the
way across the continent,

The details are hazy, but from what | gather on the
news they attacked at dawn, murdering twa vacationing
executives outright and taking a dozen more hostage
They released five of the hostages at noon. but as the
freed prisoners were running away, one of the cultists
opened fire on them from behind. Killing two mare. This
putburst was fallowed by sounds of disagreement and
struggle from within the complex. The police attacked
after nightfall and all but four of the "chosen’ were killed.
Only two of the remaining hostages survived, and both of
them were badly injured.

Rugusr 28

MNotes. | still haven't spoken with Pamela. There is
some guestion about whether the authorities in Western
dustralia will let her be moved baclks here. | did, however,
talk to Detective Slencoe.
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| must say, this was the first time I've seen him ook
shaken. He cleariy has not been sleeping well. When | com-
mented anit. he said he's been working late trying to tracks
the cult. He says the more they find. the bigger the whole
thinggets. He says he's traced equipment and money back
to Japan, Saudi drabia and even Mexico City.

The other shock was the violence involved. dpparently
one of the dead cultists —aworman named Candice Mao —
was torturing the captives before her fellow cultistskiled her.
She was the one who fired on the retreating hostages. She
was a schoolteacher from Carletan.

Like me, Slencoe is eager to get Pamela back, but for
very different reasons. lwant to get her backinto treatment.
Slencoewants topick herbrains forinfarmationonhergroup.
He says it all depends on whether Pamela took an active
part in the violence. If she was just part of the conspiracuy,
they mightletherreturn. Ifshe pulled a trigger. she'll probably
stay there to stand trial.

Servewser 2

MNotes. Pamelz is coming back. The police are satisfied
that she did not take part in the slaughter. | stil don't know,
however, iflll be allowed to continue treating her.

Pamela, the flame woman. Candice Mao... this sect
seems tonave a number of prominent women members
and female imagery. Is Tlao the leader Pamella described
ondugust 237 1s the cult dominated by its priestesses?

Ifitis, can Pamelabe the one tostopany more violence?

Sotrary ConFINEMENT

Relying on other people is risky at the best of times. No
matter how well you know someone and how much you rely
on them, something that is important to you is, by definition,
less important to other people. If it needs to be done right,
you need to do it yourselfifatall possible. VWhen you consider
the critical importance of personal safety in the face of the
immense danger of the hunt, it should be obvious that you are
the only person you can rely on.

That would be true even in a world where everyone
was intelligent, dedicated and worthwhile. As it is, the
great bulk of your potential allies are imbeciles. Most of the
blinkered idiots are so hung up on either leaping into the
fray or giving some slavering beast a heart-warming hug
that it's almost impossible to talk to them at the best of
times. Who would want to be burdened with such a
suicidal pack of idiot children in a lethally dangerous
situation? The moronic majority of the chosen can do an
excellent job of wiping each other out, and they’ll take you
with them if you give them a chance.

Even if you have enough control over a group of allies to
suppress their tendencies to deal with problems in their own
personal ways — whether that's beating it to a bloody pulp,
asking about its mother or building a fort to keep it out—you
have to remember that your fellows may be too stupid to
react effectively when you need them to. When the pressure
is on, they'll revert to type. If they are as cretinous as most,
they'll screw up in so many ways that they'll be a liability to
you. Add to that the horrendous headaches that being
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anywhere near any of them will give you, and it becomes
obvious that it's really not worth the risk.

At the same time, however, you can't afford to go alone
against the Dark Ones. That's even more suicidal than hanging
about with a pack of chosen. Those of us who are dedicated
to the big picture are not suited to front-line combat. We're
strategists, not troops. If | were to stroll up to some blood-
sucker and try to stab it with a wooden stake, | have no doubt
thatI'd end up smeared across the walls. | wouldn't even want
to try attacking something relatively slow, like one of those
shambler things. | am a historian, folklorist and researcher,
not a combatant.

When something dangerous needs to be dealt with
directly, the only answer is to leave that task to the relatively
expendable people on the front lines. The soldier types are
quick to get up close and personal with just about any nasty
thing there is to be dealt with. Whether they want to
slaughter it or save it, they’re the ones who've been taken
on to alleviate the problem. We all have our jobs, and theirs
is to go up against the Dark Ones. Ours is to gather and pass
on information, and that does not fit us well to getting
involved in fights. When all is said and done, we betray the
trust of the Shining Ones if we expose ourselves to needless
and pointless risk.

Occasionally, however, you're going to find that you're
caught up in a local situation that needs resolution. It might
be that something impinges on your security or safety, for
example. You may discover a creature whose activities are
so repugnant, far reaching or otherwise revolting that you
need to deal with it as swiftly as possible. What is considered
regretfully tolerable and what is considered utterly unac-
ceptable is always a personal decision, but chances are that
sooner or |ater, you will find yourself faced with a problem.
The solution depends on your available resources, but
should notinclude personalinvolvement. History is crammed
full of stories of people who used clever leverage to achieve
what their personal muscle or influence could not. We can
learn a lot from the ways that various relatively weak but
well-informed ancestors achieved great deeds.

If you have some time to work with and you are in an
area where you know other chosen are active, one of the
best strategies is to fall back on our code. A well-placed
sign outside a haunt or lair describing the creature’s
general type, to indicate that the creature is viciously evil,
will draw attention from one of the boy-scout chosen in
the area. You don't necessarily have to rely on a sign
outside a Dark One’s home, either. Adding one of the “this
way" directional signs from Witness | 's Unity site can point
out the right direction. If your target lairs somewhere
which is difficult to find, you might want to use an entire
trail of directional signs from a spot where you know local
chosen spend time.

If you've taken the time and effort to search your
local area fully — and | would strongly advise it — then
you should know the mailing addresses of one or more
local chosen. An alternative to convoluted sign trails is to
post details of a creature to other imbued in the area.
Give as much information as you can about it, so as to
make it a more attractive target. Remember to include at




least some of the code on your letter, so that your
recipient knows you're relatively trustworthy. The ‘de-
monic' sign is a good way of stating the urgency of the
situation. Most front-line chosen are far too dumb to
resist such a challenge.

You might also want to forward details of a Dark One
to hunter-net. A wide and frightening variety of extremists
and maniacs subscribe to that forum. Try to suggest that
you're not local to the problem, and that you are too
unsuited to confrontation to take direct action, so that
calls for you to be part of the operation are minimized. The
firelight’ list is particularly ideal for this sort of call, as it
seems to be where the most militant chosen spend their
time. Remember to give as much information as you can,
so as to be as helpful as possible to anyone who responds
to your problem.

If you'd rather not use the Internet and don’t know
where to find any local chosen, place a small ad in the local
paper. A couple of column inches won’t cost much more
than $50 and you can include symbols to indicate the type
of Dark One, and an address where it can be found. Most
of the imbued are too wary to go charging into a situation
on the say-so of a small ad, but they might scout out the
situation, and having observed the creature in action, try
to resolve the problem for you. If you do place an ad,
remember to have someone else drop off the copy at the
newspaper office.

If there are no chosen in your local area, or for
whatever reason you are reluctant to involve any thatare
there, then there are still a number of perfectly service-
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able options open to you. You just need to use a little
imagination and think laterally. Ask yourself how you
would deal with the situation if you were not one of the
imbued. Plenty of people all across the world manage to
get all sorts of legally dubious things done without any
recourse to Herald-granted abilities, and there’s no rea-
son why you can’t do the same. Knowledge is power and
information is knowledge.

The most effective way to deal with a situation is to use
non-imbued contacts that are accustomed to dealing with
unusual problems. Fyodor, for example, has emergency ac-
cess through family connections to a pool of operatives that
he can draw on worldwide to provide quite extreme levels of
aggression. They can also provide a wide range of equipment
and assorted substances of greater or lesser legality. If you
have some way of drawing upon a go-between or group of
highly trained professionals, that is the swiftest way to
neutralize most Dark Ones.

However, you don’t necessarily have to restrict your-
self to having agents at your beck and call. If the creature
in question is tough but not particularly sophisticated in its
apparent abilities, simple weight of numbers should be
enough to deal with it. In that instance, it should be
possible to obtain the services of a number of violent
young men for a fairly small amount of money. If you know
your way around the criminal subculture (which | do not),
then you probably know which bars to go to and which
people to pay in order to get some thugs to take care of
your target. Remember to be careful though, as those are
dangerous waters. A cheaper and slightly safer option —
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which has worked for me — is to go into a trucker’s bar
late at night and claim that you need help getting back at a
crack addict who raped your daughter. You might be
surprised at the ease with which a vigilante mob can be
assembled, with some judicious acting.

If you need more extensive help, you might be able to
perform certain services for an unpleasant organization in
return for its aid. The ability to see at a distance is very
valuable to the world of organized crime. While career
criminals are repugnant and offensive on all levels, it may
be that they are very much the lesser of two evils if you
need help destroying a monster that does something more
despicable, such as killing children. Obtaining the access
codes for a safe can serve as payment for assistance in
wiping outa serious threat. Reports suggest, however, that
once you're involved with such elements it may be very
difficult to liberate yourself, and there must be all sorts of
problems and dangers that | have no idea about. So use the
criminal world only if you feel you have the expertise
required to handle it.

It is typically safer to work within the law. We are all
bound by the laws of the countries in which we live. We are
required to work for and within the system. So it seems only
fair to turn the tables once in a while and make the system
work for you. The danger of going to the authorities is that
they might be under the control of dark forces, so you're
wise to observe the authorities before you turn to them, to
check for signs of taint, or for links back to the very creature
that you oppose.

You can minimize your exposure by keeping yourself
one step removed from the actual process of investigation.
The police and the other investigative bodies are used to
working from anonymous tip-offs. One of the simplest
options is to spend some time studying the activities of a
creature — cautiously, because it may be able to perceive
you — and making extensive notes on its activities. Every
time it commits a serious c¢rime, jot down as much infor-
mation as you can, such as exact location, exact time and
what it did to clean up afterward. Compile a dossier on its
actions, include, if possible, an address where it can be
found, and post the information to a seemingly clean
detective at the local station. Modern forensics is incred-
ible. Even old, cleaned crime-scenes can yield enough
evidence to warrant an arrest. The creature might pose a
danger to officers, but the police, like militant imbued,
choose to be in the front lines.

If a Dark One is actively engaged in the criminal
underworld, you might be able to lure it into a sting
operation. Setting up a significant drug purchase and in-
forming the police once you've done so (again, anonymously)
should be an effective way of making the local area too
dangerous for a creature, hopefully terminally so. The
same sort of thing can be attempted with stolen goods,
prostitution rings, protection rackets and illegal labor
scams. Again, | offer up the same sort of disclaimers as
earlier — there must be all sorts of codes, procedures and
other inner workings of criminal society that | know
nothing about, so | advise staying away from that side of
things unless you know your way around.
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A middle ground, perhaps, lies in setting up some
sort of frame-up of a Dark One. | understand that there
are plenty of places both on and off the net where one
can order all sorts of items from foreign or off-shore
companies, many of which are illegal here in the US,
perhaps even grossly so. You might be able to supply
such items yourself or have contacts that can do so.
Failing that, it should be possible to arrange to have such
items delivered to your prey, or to break into its lair
(personally or by proxy) and deposit them there. One
excellent option is to legally purchase a dangerous
firearm, then send it to or plant it on a target and report
the individual as having stolen it. You can project your
senses, check on the item’s location, make detailed
notes and then inform any group, organization or indi-
vidual who you think might respond.

You can get far greater respect and assistance from
the police if you risk taking the step of becoming known
to them as an informant. Every cop on the street knows
the value of having a good source of inside information,
and none of them would dream of asking a snitch to testify
or offer proof. A certain amount of time spent surveying
commen criminals at work and making notes will give you
a detective's ear. Modern fiction suggests that the best
way to become known is to pass information about a
crime that the police already investigate, but the public
knows nothing of it. Then follow up with information the
police do not have but that they can verify relatively easily
— a place soon to be burgled or the location of a stash or
a body. Claiming that you have a loose-lipped relative or
lover peripherally invelved in the underworld should at
least give you an excuse to have such information. It
seems plausible enough to me, anyway. They probably
won't believe your alibi, but if you're accurate, they won't
care. Whatever you do, don’t claim to be psychic. Re-
member that Shoemaker idiot.

Once you've convinced the police that you're in the
know but not involved (relaying information on two or
three obviously unrelated crimes), they'll be quick to act
on other tips you give them. You'll have to become known
to at least one cop to achieve this, and you'll need some
good, glib answers of some sort about why you're helping
and how you know. Remember to base them on your core
excuse for having information. With time and effort you
can build a working relationship with the local precinct. At
that stage, information about your troublesome creature
is more likely to be acted upon. Just be very sure you don't
expose yourself to Renfields, possessed officers or other
servants of darkness.

If all else fails, you might play two groups of Dark Ones
against each other. The hunter-net list seems to be of the
opinion that the darkness is consumed by internal rivalry and
feuding. That can be used, perhaps. If your problem creature
could reasonably impinge on the interests of other Dark
Onesin the area, send a dossier of its activities to the others
rather than to the police, criminal elements or local chosen.
Typed transcripts are always an excellent form of evidence
that you don't need to be on site to obtain — they look
convincing, they sound convincing, and if a few details




happen to be inaccurate or downright deceitful, who's going
to prove you wrong?

You can even return the compliment and inform the
Dark One you're trying to get rid of that others are
planning to get rid of it. That should add fuel to the fire. In
desperation, you could even commit certain inflammatory
acts yourself, and then inform both sides that the other
side did it. If you can locate a Dark One that seems more
or less reasonable, or that’s prepared to deal with you for
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some reason, you can try an open and honest dialog. That
is perhaps the quickest way to resolve the situation, but
you have to keep your wits and your defenses up at all
times so you are not compromised or otherwise influ-
enced. Dark ones can make very useful allies if you can find
common ground to deal with them. The sage himself has
foreseen it happening, so do not discount the option out
of hand. Sc long as you are strong-willed and clever,
everything should be fine.
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I loathe it; 1 would not live alway: let me alone; for my days

are vanity.

—Job 7:16

T Funerion of vHg CHosen

Joumnat, Dy Ywenry Seven

Been @ while Since | wrote in here. Nothing much has been
going on. | Ve been doing alot of work, 4rying 4o qed my Linances
i shape after 4aking off afrer all that weird stuff. Quinn
Weathers isn’+ doing shit, and +that woman who was with him
seems +o have 5t The Mexican woran shows up now and again,
but 1 haven '+ been able. +o follow her good enough +o really Ligure
out what she's doing. No sign of the qray haired woman. | know
she s importandt +hoaqh L can Jus-{“ Leel it.

Christ, © | can just Leel it.” Sounds like ’'m Lalling in love,
ke some whing teenager.

I +ook a drive. out by Cuidad Juarez and locked over the ureckage.
of +he old ranch. Some. grin-locking Mexicans are rebuiding i+.

| don 4+ know. | thought about +eling curt and Ramona and
Hhem about Hhe ranch. But what i§ it 's really Sinished for
I didn. " gqo in and check it out again. Shit, | know it ’s not Finished.
Not with Gray Hair still around. But, Steve, he. went in there with
quns and bombs and all kinds of crap, and +hat was pret+y much
auash. | mean, ahalk-dozen people with qus and bombs qo in there
and one quy qe4s out? And i1 hadn 'f been there fo bail hin owt,
that quy wouldn 4 have, gotten £ar, not in the desert in daylight.

Maube | 'm not being fair. They did kill at least three things.
Atleast. And Hhere 's no way of knowing how many of +he qolers
they got. Bud it wasn Y ENOUgN, So what s curt's gang gonna
do? Send in Reeve s dogs?

Shit. There 's not anything we can do, not realistically, not
while Hhey 're all holed up out there in the middie of +he desect.
But | Feel like | 've qot 4o do something.

Jounat, Day Y wenry Sty

Curt le£4 me a message. at the grocery store - one of +he
8igns that means a chanc& or sometiing ke that. dust that,
and the words * call me. * Well, whig not? L know who Sent i, | quess.
No one else is going +o know wna+ H means. So | paqe.d Wi, gave
him & phone booth number, | 'm © Mr. Pagphone ® e4ill.

What he told me, just about knocked me on my ass. He 'S been
busy, but not humting eritters. He +ook a page £rom me and had
evergone in his erew - and Ramona 's bunch +oo - hang siges all
over Hhe place. Thay Ve picked up Four more Iite us all along the
border and in Texas and New Mexico. Not just +hat, he 's got a
projeet - a town called Brinsburg.

One of +he new recruits is from Brinsburg and she says the
place. is just 4hick with dead things. Waen Curt wend in 4o lock
around, he. £ound out she wasn *+ kidding. W just an af+ermoon of
driving around, he spotted three, and Brinsburg isn "+ big.

Sche asked if1wanted inon i, if | wanted 4o help. And really,
| don 't, but | quess | 'ne supposed 4o. Bo | +old him | ' qo out
tomorron. Hell, maybe. Hhe. things will be 688 active on a Sunday.
Servimecn 4

dW. Hello, Pamela How are you doing?

PO. That's a stupid question

dW. [l be more specific then. Has the Haldol helped?

P0. Helped what?

o Wy,
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dW. Have you had any hallucinations since. .. well any
this month?

PD.MNo.

dW. 9ood, Do you—

PD. | haven't had any halucinations this month, any
more than | was hallucinating before.

dW. Pamela, we're not going to make any progress if
yourefusetoacknowledgewhatwedidbefore llsnowyou're
confused.|know other people put alot of pressure on You—

PO.1don't think this is going to do any good. | don't even
know why I'm talking to you.

dW. Maybe because you secretly suspect I'm right?

PD. | wish you were right, but | know you're not. You're
living alie. ds muchas Iwant to. |can't. Mot ever,

dW, Because you've had your eyes opened? Because
youre one of the chosen?

PD. Your saying the words. but you have no idea what
they mean.

dW, Whu don't you explain it to me?

PO. | can't explain! | can't tell a deaf man what music
sounds like, can I? It's just the same with you! You'll never
understand — oratleast pray that you never dolYou should
never have to dowhat [ dal

dW, What do you have to do, Pamela?

PO. Inherit the Barth.

aW. Inherit the Barth? Inherit it from whom?

PO. From them! From homible things you cantimagne. From
everykndofhomblenightmare oniyreal Theyrealrealardtheyve
beenhere forages and they know alabout pecple. They ve been
miolding us for centunes. Were thersheep, dnd you, Uouand that
detectiveare thersheepdogs. Whenalambstrays fromithe fiods,
the two of you ride it back inta ine with the others. You don't
understand what's realy gong on any mone than a dog under-
stands sheanng orknows where lamb chops come fram.,

dW. MNightmare things ke katrina Hichards? Like the
guests at that party?

PO. You can't understand......

dW.Pamela.|Iknowyoucanbehonest withme.lt's hard.
butlknow you're brave enough to doit! Sou did it before and
you canagain. You trusted me before and you were getting
better. You can do that again. You can trust mel

PO, 0Nl trust yau. Iknow youwould never hurt me. But you
can't helpme. because you'd have tabe crazy to believe me.

adw.Tryme.

PO. There's na point.. ..

dW.5oyou're giving up before youeven begin?You'rea
smart worman. Hou believe these things. If you can't per-
suademe. shouldn'tyouatlieast considerthe possibility that
you'ra mistaken? | promise you, if you make wour case rea-
sonably. Il consider the possibiity that I'm wrong,

PO. You'll never believe me!

dW.ifthat syourexcusefornot telingme. thenlcanthelpyou,

PO. Fine. You want to know? You really want to know?
Osay heraitis. Sod didn'tmake theuniverse. Hejobbeditout
s0 He wouldn't get His hands dirty. The workmen cut some
cormers, so instead of a perfect world we get one that's
constantly faling apart.

-~

When Y9od saw what a bungle the world was, He turned
upHis nose and went away. He left rules to keep the world in
balance butatieast oneof themwasignored orjuststopped
working, so now evergthing s ruined. Things were supposed
torepeat, like the seasons. But because the warldis broken,
it's more like a downward spiral.

It'slike Sod's left the phoneoff the hook. Bven the things
thatare supposed tobekeeping thewaorldon trackarein the
dark. But the powers that ruin and destrou — the ones wha
were intended to just keep everything else frorm growing
unchecked — are breaking loose all over the place. The uni-
verse is destroying mare thanit's creating.

That's where the chosen come in. We're supposed to
get onemore cycle out of the universe. Bverything we know
— civilization, history. maybe all life — will be destroyed. The
question is, wil the world have enough mormenturn to sur-
vive orwillit all just stop?

dW. If these beings are so powerful, why don't they
simply set things nght themselves?

PO. | don't knaw.

Hzrring e Messace

Quantity, unfortunately, will usually beat quality. The most
notable exception is probably in cooking. It doesn’t matter how
much red wine you have available, if you're stuck with an inferior
Beaujolais Nouveau, your Coqau Vin will taste worse than if you
useadecent Merlot, and you only want a glass or two of itin your
sauce either way. That, however, is by the by — for most
situations, volume will outweigh other considerations. There is
more profit to be made in selling large quantities of goods at low
margin, for example, which is why malls and supermarkets
flourish. Ten slow laborers building a house will beat a fast one.
By the same token, twenty of us looking at the same problem will
come up with more solutions than one brilliantone. [t only works
if everyone has exactly the same information, though, if everyone
is dealing with the same issues. If not, it's twenty people
considering twenty different problems. The way to the future is
for all of us to be looking at the same problem.

That means we all need to have the same information. [t
is not until we start sharing our knowledge, visions, dreams and
hints from the Shining Ones as fully as possible that we're going
to be able to start working together rather than at cross-
purposes. Information is almost alive. It grows stronger and
more vital as it gets more concentrated. Bring enough random
bits of material together and suddenly connections start leaping
from one to anather, like synapses in the brain. At a certain
critical point, called the Gestalt, what was a soup of fragments
flashes into full realization as a body of facts, an item in its own
right. In that moment, you gain a field of knowledge that can be
worked, interrogated, trained and grown, to give you the
resources you need. That is the principle upon which all
scientific thought is based — that any fragment might prove a
vital key at some place and time, so all knowledge is desirable
and worth pursuing. It is scientific thought that has taken us
from mewling savages cowering in firelit caves to the point
where we are powerful and knowledgeable enough to track,
confront and on occasion beat the darkness.

We, the special chosen, are all repositories of fragmen-
tary knowledge. The Shining Ones feed us hints and whispers,
dreams and shadows, momentary visions and temporary




grails. Occasionally, a clear word or phrase wells up from the
howling maelstrom of the babble. The fragments that we
possess need to be brought together so that we each have a
chance of building toward the Gestalt. When we can bring
enough bits and pieces together in our collective minds, we
will be able to obtain the answers, instructions and strategic
directions that the chosen so desperately need.

| have said before that itis vitally important to record every
fragment of information that comes your way from the Shining
Ones. As in the scientific method, you have to assume that no
snippet is too small, meaningless, local or obscure to be worth-
less. As important, however, is making sure that your records
and notes are circulated to others in the same situation. The
information has to flow between those of us who are burdened
with the babble, and it has to flow as freely as possible. By passing
material and examining it, we make sure that we all work on the
same problems, and the chance of finding an answer to any
specific question becomes significantly greater. Itis the only clear
way to move forward with any chance of hape.

There is one important factor that | believe will play a
significant role in the times to come. | have started to see signs
that the babble may be growing clearer as my understanding of
the Shining Ones deepens. Certainly, some of their pronounce-
ments seem to hold clearer hints and suggestions than they
used to—as if the babble itself is just on the verge of becoming
comprehensible. Recently, | have perceived a few more com-
ments and fragments from within the howi than | wouid
normally expect to, and at times | have felt as if the babble itself
mightat any moment become clear, allowing me to make sense
of the individual voices within it. | believe that when the time
comes for the true fight, when the darkness makes itself known
and the mask is ripped from the eyes of humanity, as the sage
has foreseen, the static and confusion that stops us from
hearing the Shining Ones will also be removed.

What we chosen currently dois prepare for the real battle
that's to come. We are honing our skills and strategies, learning
about our enemies and their weaknesses, pruning the dead
wood from within our ranks and whitdling their numbers down
a bit. It should be obvious to all concerned that there is no way
we could ever win this struggle as things stand. There justaren’t
enough of us to deal with all of them. The true battle will start
once the Lords of the Dark awaken, and the truth of our world
is revealed to all, not just the chosen. Then our role will change,
and we will be the backbone of mankind's armies in the [astfight.
The Earth we are about to inherit will be a war-torn place of
desperate struggle, not a new utopia.

That's when the babble will prove truly invaluable. At the
moment, we receive pain most of the time, butit's like a radio
—even if you are tuned to the correct wavelength, you only
get static unless a station is broadcasting. The Shining Ones
will provide us with direction and strategic guidance when we
need it most, when we are faced with the oldest, most
dangerous forces of darkness and their armies. We need to
assemble as much knowledge as possible from the back-
ground information that they pass to us now, because there
may not be time for detailed briefings once the war begins.

That's why it’s so important that we pool our information
now, before things become critical. There is much information
we will need that is being passed to us, but for various reasons

already discussed, we lose much of it in the babble. There may
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be no time for the Shining Ones to re-transmit that informa-
tion, and if we cannot piece the core of it back together now,
we may find that we lack vital knowledge in how to combat our
enemy. By working together now, before the world changes,
we have a chance of being as prepared as we can be. That is so
absolutely fundamental that even pointing it out seems redun-
dant, but | know how dim some people can be.

When the static that prevents us from hearing and
understanding the Shining Ones fades, the babble will no
longer be a painful howt. It will become a towering whirlwind
of knowledge that sweeps us up from our petty everyday
concerns. |t will blow right through us, whipping around us
with its glory, transforming everything that we know and are
— a pillar of wisdom, carrying the knowledge and wisdom of
the Shining Ones to us on the radiant winds. There’s nothing
that we have to do to bring this about; nothing, in fact, that we
could possibly do to stop it, even if we wanted to. The future
is coming, and all we have to do is stay alive.

Sourna, Day Twewyy Nine

Brinsburg is Lucked. W's one of +hose litHe Llea’s-ass
touns that qrows up around a gas station on the highway and
eventually za.yl-s a fackory. Onliy in His case +he Lactory was
sloppy and spilled mereury into the grounduwater. Bunch of people
qot sick, died, moved away. Only the durmb ones stayed, | quess.
That 's before it got haunted.

| got a headache 4he minute | crossed the city limis, dust
driving arcund, i+ Lot like Someone. was beating my head ke a dram.
| edarted looking hard - not with 4he newspaper, but Just really
paying at-tention +o see what | could see - because half the pecple
in +omm locked dead already, and +hey weren 't +he wrongers. They
aere, just skinng, sick looking nonual Lolks. The real dead Lit righd i,

t'm getting +o be a fucking pro at reading my headaches.
It 4ook me right fo the old, closed-doim —Fm:{'orzj Lhalf expected
i when | remembered where. \d heard © Bringburg” before. The
rest of fhem are probably too young 4o remember, except
nagybe for Reeve or Anthony.

That 's where +he wrongers were., |looked in with a paper and
counted five of them before one looked up and | qot spocked.
| Hhink | saw enough anghow. They were cleaning o £ the machinery
and messing around with the fuse boxes.

Are they 4rying +o revive a dead factoryf? v doesn '+ make
fuch sense +o me, but | 've been Iiving a nat s (ife Since. day one.

t couldn 't stay near Hhe £actory +oo long - not with that
many wrongers around. | looked around some more and found a
couple. more - Some near city hall, some in the: graveyard. A 4his
rafe Brinsburg 18 qoimng o have more. dead Lolks in i+ Fhan (iving.

Lpaged curt when| got home, and he was predty damn spooked
about +he. factory. He Hhanked me and wanted +o know i§ +he
“ Messengers” said angtning. | +old him they hadn '+, | quess,

| asked what he was qoing to do. He was qoing 4o +alk o
the others and see. wnat they thought. | asked it he. was going
Yo put up something i the grocery store, er i1 should page im.
or what. He. said | should paqge him fomorrow at siv. That wal he d
krow i was me and he could Fill me in.

Jourmat, Day Ty

| got +o hand it 4o Cuct, it Sounds like he i doing a b&mcj
up job. He said he sent in Ramona, Anthony, Gma and Reeve, don
with some new quy Lrom Mevico called Javier - © sof't fouches,
he calls them, except for Reeve, who went along in case. Hhings
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wend south. They manaqed to Spot a lone thing at city Hall and
talked 4o hin without him going nuts. | don " knou hou +hey did
i, but | quess Ramona and +his davier quy were able +o make him
break down and crig. Then he starded falking crazy. Now, | only got
a4ird hand version of what Hhis +hing said, but one. part 's loud
and clear: The deaders in the factory want +o poison everyone
in +oun, juet the way they qot poisoned. 1+’ set for +he [34h,
So Curt s crew has Hhree days o +ake care of His Hhing.

L wish | could help them more, but with ten balancers and a +on
of wrongers around | probably douldn '+ be. able. +o Spell my own name.,
desus. \k i £als apact, hou am. | even going +o knon who survived?

Jourwat, Day Yumry One

Curt has been working that computer thing and he. 's got
+uwo more coming i tomorrow. Meantime, the hard core - Lanny,
Reeve, Curt and these fuo women | never med - are. qoing 4o go
see if Hhey can pick ok K some of Hhe things in the Lactory. curt
uas talking about burning it doun, Said that might be their ink
with Hhe past that was keeping them stuck. | fold him good luck
- it’s all metal and glass.
Jourwat, Day Thiery Ywo

They +ook doun +rree - +wo © dumb ones™ and one. © boss
one,* whatever +he hell +hat means. | didn *+ know eritters had
ranks, but apparently some. are. worse than others. One of the
worken Sounds like She went Seriously nuts. But Curt said +he
" boss * was the thing that kiled her daughter. So +his woman
got her revenge but broke an anw dofnq i+.

Journat, Day Yhirry Y Hees

No word from curt. | paged him a bunch of +imes, but
nothing. Same with Ramona’s cell. Fuck. | should have. qone.

-~

No, that 's bulishit. 11 °d gone | wouldn ™+ have been able +o
do a damn thing. | 'd just have died too. But Christ, why do people
keep +rying +his Hollywood shit? You just can 't win.

Sourwat, Day Yy Four

desus. None of +hem died. Not a single one. curt was
unconSeious when | was paging him, and Ramona 's cell phone. qot
busted. That 's all. They 're all alive. They 're hurt, but they 're
alive. And the eritters are stopped.

Curt wasw “t real clear on the details, but he. said Hhey found
out the Aruck the. things were qoing fohjjack, got the driverthere
late, and redirected another truck there. The things wound up
frying +o porson the toun with thousands of gallons of mik. The
eritters wend apeshit and started +earing each other apart.

UWhenlhong up, | Suddenlyhad Hhis image. inmyhead. | Hhimk i+ means
sorking together or teamork or some grade-sehool shut like. tha.

Bt Hhis (s what we 're supposed 4o be doing, | Hhmk. curt and
Ramona, Reeve. and Gina... they did it just right. Magbe me 4oo.

Damn. When | called him, | could hear people laughing in the
backqround. | wish | could have made it to the party.

T Furuss
Servemese 7
PO. Welcome back, Doctar,

dW. Thanis you. How are yau feeling?

PO. My arms and shoulders hurt fram when the nurses
grabme to hald me down. My mouthis sore from when they
forced it open. dnd my throat feels kind of scratchy from
when they shove the pill down. Thanks for asking.




dW, Would you prefer it if they drugged your food?

PO.I'd stop eating. 2t least. | think | would.

dW, Whiat good would that do?

PO. Idon't know. But | can't take lithiurm.

aW, It seems to work better for you than Haldol You've
had fewer episades since you went an it. right?

PO, That's ndiculous! When [m on that crap. | can barely
see or feel or think It you just kiled me I'd never have an
episode again. Wouldn't that be the perfect cure?

dW. Pamela. Id love to regulate your medication to 8
level you're more comfortable with, but untilyou stop fight-
ing the therapy.| can't do that in good conscience.

PO.dh. Nowlgetit. 'ddmit that youlied tomeand[listop
poisoning you.”

dW.Imgadtohearyouexpresssomehonestemotion.even
ifitsmisdrectedangeratrme fyoucoulddrect that samepassion
atgettngbetterwecoudmakerealprogress — thekindwemace
backin/uy/ottoolongagououwerewiingtowornshardongetting
a good hold on reslity again. What happenec!?

PO.Isaw the truth Rernember the web | told you about?
dbout the points on it where things are stil? Well. | spent the
lastmonthinand out of those points. Sometimesit's very stil
and clear and | can amost understand everything. Other
times. it's very, very noisy. | finally know what the noiseis. It's
the sound of the world faling apart.

The warldis lilse a carheading farice. If wa'd turned ar hit
thebrakes sooner. maybewe couldhaveavoidedit, but now
t's too late. Our only hope is to cane the bags out of it and
hope to get through to the other side. If we delay now. well
Just end up stuck forever.

dW.This "ice” metaphor. That's the same thing as the anni-
hilation and stasis embodied in Mirs. Richards and the others?

PO. lguess so.

dW HousoundedawiulysLreofyoursealfafewmomentsago

PO In the land of the biind. the one-eyed man is Kino.

dW.lliked it betterwhenwe first met. Hou'd talk straight
to me. Now you just throw out convoluted metaphors and
tired apharisms.

PO, Youwom't have to put up with it much longer.

aw.on?

PO, Like I told you before., it's all coming to an end.

adW.Youmeanthis. .. this grand finale, possibly the end
ot all humanity?

PO. Yes.

dW. If that's so, why don't you take your medicine? If

everything is hopeless anyway, why not give in? Do you
thinlks you can escape again?

PO, lguess not.

dW. dre you going to continue ta fight the nurses?

PO. Idon'tknow. Maybe you're right. Maybe there's not

much point ta it

Notes. dnexhausting session today Just going toseeher

in that jal is depressing enaugh., but | feel ke the spank of
nteligence and patential | saw N her just two months ago is
dimming betfore my eyes. Today she agreed to stop resisting
hermadication Maybeit's positive. Maybeit ndicates a desire
toheal. at some level But it feels more lilse pure despair to me.
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Sicw oF THines vo Gome

The time that is to come will be extremely frightening for
everyone. No one truly likes violent and unpredictable change
at the best of times, particularly not when it is obvious that life,
future and sanity are all under immediate threat of obliteration.
| would imagine thateven the Dark Ones are, for the most part,
going to be scared and confused. For the majority of the
population, safe and complacent in their self-absorbed worlds,
it's going to be the most horrendous and terrifying nightmare
they will have ever had. One way or another, it will kill most of
them. Those religious fanatics who wander the streets preach-
ing about Judgment Day are in for a rather rude awakening
when they discover that the Horsemen of the Apocalypse have
fangs and run the local police force.

The most immediate effect is naturally going to be the
dissolution of society's power structures. No one is going to
work when the world is about to end. All of the old regimes
and patterns of life that we're so used to are going to be swept
away. Mass transportation will fail as power and gas compa-
nies stop supplying. The inner cities are going to erupt in a
blaze of anarchy as people riot for food, but government will
have collapsed, and there will be no one to stop the violence
— except for hunger and thirst, that is. We have concen-
trated mostof our population incities, relying on transportation
of food from rural areas. People in cities will turn to cannibal
first, and then most will starve. Rural communities should
survive, until heavily armed marauders come to take over or
until the darkness swallows the country.

We, the chosen, will finally be liberated from the oppres-
sion of the masses, but it will hardly be a glorious freedom. It's
going to be a period of horror and nightmare, and even we will
look back upon our lives now as a golden age, despite the
terror of being chosen. My hope and belief is that once the
masses can perceive the darkness, we will be able to present
our credentials to the remains of the military machine in a way
they can understand qualifies us to lead the fight against the
monsters. Armed might is the greatest bargaining chip during
anarchy, and we will need to stay alive, to have food and
shelter, if we are to go about our business.

We must harden our hearts against the plight of the
majority of mankind. There is nothing that we can do to save
them. It’s too late. If they had been more worthy they would
have been chosen as we have. They have not, and we cannot
afford to give them priority over us. They are not equipped to
fight for the world. Many of them will die in terror and agony,
and that is sad, but it’s also the way it has to be. All that could
be done has been. If, as a species, we had been less bullying, less
greedy, less insensitive, less hostile, then maybe. ... butwe were
not. Mankind has called judgment down upon its own head.

There is a lot that our species has to atone for. We have
pillaged the Earth. Advanced societies have raped those
weaker, smaller or more najve than our own, leaving them in
poverty, all in the name of greed. Ve have polluted the air,
land and sea and driven countless species to extinction
without a moment’s thought. We have driven our own
weather system beyond possible repair. We have strip-
mined, slash-burned and over-farmed everything we could,
always assuming that someone else would clean up our mess
later. We have allowed commercial interests to destroy our
morals and our ethics to the point that vandalism and robbery
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is not only commen, but acceptable as “teenage high spirits.”
Humanity has been so grossly complacent about what has
happened around it that we haven’t even stopped to look.

Qur species has committed every sin that there is to be
committed, smiling cheerfully all along. Now it has to pay the
price. Don't tell me you feel sorry for them or feel they
deserve to be spared.

Serremeer

dW Pamela? How are you today?

PO, Hello.

dW. dre you feeling better?

PO. Better? | guess so.

dW.Haveyouseenanything?imean.anuthingunusual?

PO.MNo.Exceptwhenlmasieep. lguess.mnatsure. Just
dreams. | thinis,

dW. What do you mean. you think they're just dreams?
[m alittle confused.

PO. I'm a little confused, too. Bveryone acts like there's
asleep and awake and they're two different things. But
sometimes youre halt asleep. Like watching TV. You're not
really thinking. you're not awake, but you're not really sleep-
ing. either. Or when you sleep. but you dream you'me Iying
awakeinbed Howdoyouknowyoure notreally lyingawake
inbed? Until you wakse up.

dW. What sorts of dreams have you been having?

PO. It's hard to remember. | think mayba lwas dreaming
aboutthetumors, Oneoftherngrabbed me. That swherelgot
that round burn, from where it grabbed me with one of its...
what do you call. ke a leg on an octopus? |used to know.

dW. What happened in your dream?

PO, | dreamed about thermn nursing their children. Sieep-
ing with their husbands.

aW. Really? What do you think that means?

PO, It was horrible. | don't want to think about it.

aW. Oid it surprise you to see these supposediy evil
beings acting in a maternal fashion?

PO. You don'tunderstand. It was the children they were
afterall the time.

dW.ldon't understand.

P0.Theycouldn'tcome throughbeforebecausetherewas
awalbutitsgonenow. gndtheystifcouldn tcomethroughunt
someonegave themabody.andnoonewantedtogiveup their
body for a turmor. But there was a loophole. Because the Bible
says that ahusband and wife wil be flesh of one flesh.” So the
nusbands could offer their wives' bodies ta the turmors.

dW. Why would they do such a thing?

P0. The tumars made promises. Said theyd be better.
The men couldn't see the tumars for what they were. They
thought they were just demons, that they were just seling
their souls. just bargaining their wives away for money or
power or sex. Succubi. Those are the sex demaons. That's
what they thought they were getting.

aW.Doyourealy think menwould dosuchahomible thing?

P0. Men discand their older wives for young ones all the
time. This is just the next step, The tumors wanted to comein
andtheyoffered tobe perfect wives, beautiful just forachance
toexist. Butthemenwerefooled What theturmorsreallywanted
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was chidren. Because chidren always want to please their
monsters Imean, theirmathers. Thedlldowhat theyretold.ds
long as the turmars ane in the wives, they have ta be what the
mensee themas. They have tolive out therr succubus ies. But
when the chidren givein to them, theyll be completely fres.
MNotes, Perhaps one reason I've been sa involved in
Famelascaseis thewayitspeaks tomyawn parentalissues.
Herimage of cosmic tumars stifing their children and stealing
their existence is frighteningly dose to my own resentrmant
toward my mother for her rejection of my ifestyle choices
Tha mare Pamela descends inta her madness and ac-
ceptsit, themore horrified, hopeless and nihiistic sheseems
to become. Inallher talk of her "purpose” and ‘mission,” she
regarts herselt as a minor tool in the hands of uncaring,
superiorpowers, |ammorasure than ever that those forces
are her parents. trying to fit her into some undesired! con-
formist role — just 35 her “succubus tumaors” [whao are
Upper-middie-class women ke her own maother) sesk to
steal the identities of their children
It have ta share this insight with Detective Sencae, if
orly to learn how commaon this attitude is among the other
thosen theu've apprehended. How much of this parental
rejection is indoctrination by the cult. and how much comes
fram hier own experence?

How vo Ger T Hene

Jousmat, Doy Ywievy Frve

it 's been another long time since | urote im here. | haven '+
been doing much. Watcning Lor Quinn and +he. Mexican woman, but
nothing much qoing on with either one. | ve been thinking about
tipping curt and nis “Texas Ten ” about Quina, bud 'm not sure
it'dbe a qood idea. Quinn doesn '+ geem to be hurting angthing
right now. | 4hink +he +en of Hhem could +ake him down, but is it
worth it if he kils a cougle of them in the process? There seem
+obe more monsters all Hhe +ime. Balancers are. alimited resource.

Taiked 4o Ramona. She sHill wants my phone number. | ' s4il
saying no way. But it Sounds Iike she. 's making some Slow progress
with +hat old quy and his fucked up Lamily. And +he whole crew
5 Working Brinsburg. The spooks +here haven '+ got leadership
angmore, but there ' shill weirdness going on. Sometimes they
need the Skt fouch, Sometimes 4hes have 4o send in Lanny. But
it under condrol, knoek on wood.

Yoummat, Day Tumry Six

Tried 4o page. Curt, but he didn *+ call back, caled Ramona and
she 's qoing erazy. Curt has just up and vanished. No one knows where
he weat or what he ’s doing, but +hey Ve bean locking all over for hiw.

Lgot some. phone numbers £rom her and talked +o Reeve and
Lanng. They Sard the last tine theg talked 4o him, he was planning
‘o take a look at Cuidad duarez.

Shit. | should have warned him. But i£ | had, he probably would
have qone. in a lot sconer. Hell, magbe before Brinsburg, and now +he.
uhole. +oun would be. dead. Or maybe. he. would have gone. in with Wi
eyes open and Some friends and Fhey uould have Linished what Steve
and his bucklehead buddies started. Shit. No way of knowing.

What ever happened 4o Hhe harmony | was writing about just
acouple pages back? Bveryone was working together. Brersthing
uas qoing areat. Now +he. I&a&ar‘JaS% up and disappears and | 'm

the only one who knows where - me, the worthless one who can '+
do angthing about it without getting blinded by pain.

Well, { can look around at least. ( owe him Hhat mach. Maybe
| Should call +he. rest of +hem and L2838 up 4o what | know,

Humaw or SuPERHUMRN

Journat, Day Thirry Sevew

| et Cray Hair at last.

[ 'd gone out +o the ranch durmg +he middle of +he day. dus+
+olock around. Figured | 'd be. safe. enough. Nope. Don 't know how
Hhey spotded me. Doesn 't matter. They sent normal folks out
+o +ake me down - a man and a woman, looked like brother and
sister. They had rifles and dogs. They +ook me inside.

Curt s alive, buf just barely. They Ve been terfuring him by
day and ledting the boss Hhings have their way with hin by wight.
| amost got 4he same treatment - one of the things, who | 've
never seen before, pointed me out +o Gray Hair and said | was
the quy £rom the phone booth, no doubt about it

Do they +ied me up in a chair. Gray Hair wanted +o know it
we. were, human or not. | Yold her | quessed we were, She wanted
+0 know how we could do what we do. ) said | didn '+ know.

Then one. of the.critders started talking all kinds of erazy shit
- 4he kind of crap Steve. was into, about UFOS and +Hhe government.
dust stupid shit, but | quess that 's what Curt was +telling them.
Tough bastard, | ve got to give. it 4o him. They weren % gure (5 Hhey
Should balieve. i, but thay sere cerkain that curt believed i+, Guess
they 'd never seen Hheir dorture. £ail on angyone beLore.

I 4old them that i€ they led me dake Curt and qo,1'd keep
Hhe others anay Srom dhem. They just laughed. Said that i€ they
let us go, we 'd just lead the others back to them for another
attack. What could | say to that? Gray Hair was right.

That was when evergthing went erazy.

| adn '+ been at my best already, with +he headache, So |
quess that 8 why | didn *+ Leel the others approaching. 1+ worked
out predty gqood, | quess. | mean, Gray Hair's folks were
disgfracted inferrogating me when Camona and Lanng and the
rest of them charged across the desert. Nothing gubtle, just
nine pissed ofk people in jeeps and +rucks, Liring flares and
shotquns. The fucking cavalry.

The, eritters ran. They 4ried o take me and Curt with Ahem,
but curt did something that pushed +nem back somzhow. Some
trick he 'd learmed from one of the others, | quess. He couldn '+
have kept Hhem back Lforever, and he. coddn '+ do anghng +o +he
pure humans, but it qave us a breatner. When the explosion went
off, Hhey started 4o panic. Bad memories Lrom last time | quess.

Turns owt +he big bang was their own dame landmine. 1+ killed
Anthony, Gina and Ramona. | Spent a qood Lifteen minates
'{'(‘é'{r‘.ﬂq +o qza% out ot my chair. | could hearmore. qzm-l:fm and same
yeling. When the dust cleared it turned out that no one had
qotten hit on either side.

We. burned down the ranch - again - and wend home.. | Ahink
Reeve put the bodies in +he Lire.

Worriy guo Unwory

All philosophical and ethical considerations aside, the
most important factor in weighing the relative importance of
the chosen with the rest of humanity is our relative worth in
the fight. It's a matter of resource allocation, nothing more,
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nothing less. The chosen are the most vital resource in the
war against the darkness, the ones who have the defenses to
resist the mind-altering powers of the Dark Ones, the ones
who have the wisdom and understanding to work against
them, the ones who have the power and strength to hunt the
Dark Ones down like the beasts they are. We have to take
priority. Our abilities and talents make us the most vital
resource there is, and that means that we have to place the
highest possible importance upon our own survival.

We cannotafford to get sentimental about the masses. Most
of themare worthless even at the best of times — skilled perhaps
in weaseling out of commitments and contracts, or in providing
indifferent service with a mocking sneer—but dead weightin the
struggle against the Dark Ones. We have to accept that they are
going to die in the billions, and there is nothing that we can—or
indeed should — to stop it. People with knowledge, combat
training, medical experience or craft or engineering skills are
going to be extremely important in the war. Middle managers,
lawyers, corporate apologists, paper pushers, receptionists and
burger-flippers are going to be almost no use at all.

There are going to be a lot of civilian casualties. Anarchy,
starvation and the darkness will all take huge tolls on the
population. In fact, there are going to be a lot of civilian casualties
lying in heaps in the streets. That is not something we can afford
ourselves the luxury of really acknowledging. It will drive you mad
if you let yourself think about it too much. The chosen are more
important. We are stronger, better suited to win the war, better
suited to trying to rebuild things afterward. Without us, every-
one on the planet will die. VWith us, some might be saved. Don't
think about the dead. Think about the living.

Within the ranks of the chosen, those of us who hear the
babble — and those, like the sage, who have the clarity of mind
to synthesize the information that we receive — are more
important than the front-line chosen. It is our collective wisdom
and leadership that is going to have a chance of snatching victory
fromthe darkness, and the overall war is far moreimportant than
any individual. We have to make ourselves take priority. We owe
it to the world to do so. If we do any less, we put everything else
in danger. It's not our place to go against the dictates of the
Shining Ones. We have been selected to hear their words above
all others, and we must therefore ensure our own safety, even
if it means closeting ourselves away from the rest of the world.

EXTREMITY

Serrimecnil

FO. Is Paul dead?

dW.Imsorry?

PO. Paul Ferrie. Is he dead?

dW. Whera did you hear that?

PO.Isawitinanewspaper, thathewaskiledinashootout
with police while trying to rob a bank.

aW. I'm surprised they et you see that,

PO. They didn't exactly let me. They didn't know | was
looking. He's dead. though. dnd you didn't give me astraight
answer when | asked if he was.

dW.Im sorry if you feel—

PO.Mevermind.'mjust glad yougot them tocutbackon
the lithiurm. It would have kiled me.

N B

dW.m not your enemy, Pamela.

PO. llsmow that You just don't understand,

dW.lwant to.

PO, | think you believe that, too. But if you understood,
You'd wish you could sticlks Wour head backs in the sand.

dW.Imsure weallbelieve someliesif they make us feal
more comfortable. Don't you think?

PU. You used to be much less transparant.

dW. Perhaps it's your perceptions that have changed
Perhaps you used ta trust me enough that you didm't see
deviousness in every guestion.

PO. Perhaps. perhaps. perhaps. Imnever getting out of
herg, aml?

dW. | thinks we'd make more progress if we—

PO.lcan'texpect straght answers fromyouany more. canl?

aw.Pamela youareimplcatedina sting of brutal murders.

PO, So that's 'no™? I'm not getting out of here?

dW.Wel. ., let'ssayitsnot iselyin the foreseeabie future. But
voLrstay here can bemuch more comifortable f yod cooperate

PO. Ooctar. ...

dW. It's not like you've got much else here to occupy
your formidable mind.

PO, My mind can escape this prison in ways you can't
possibly imagine.

dW.How?Buyrecourse to fantasies aboutafierywormnan
who justifies all the hatred you've sublimated toward your
parents and other authority figures? By having visions of @
destiny that confirms your desire to be special and sedates
your fears that you're silly, untalented or insignificant?

PO. | don't know what you're talking about!

dW.Pamela, you ve accused meof mendadity. sollputmy
cardsonthetable fldon'tshowconcreteprogresswithiuou,uou|
bereassignedtooneofthestaffpsychiatnstshere. andldaresay
he won't be as tenacious or sympathetic. [ve tried to be patient
[vetried tobuild upyourconfidenceinme. butinolongerbave tte
time. If 'rm going to continue to be your doctor, you need to help
me.Ineedyoutowakeupandtakeresponsibiity foryouractions.

PO. I takse full responsibiity for everything fve done!

dW.RBealy? Despite the orders from these phantom beings?
Oespite your mandate frorm heaven to comimit these mimes?

PU.Oouou thinkiwant tolivelikke this? Togo from fearto
violence and back all the time?

dW.lIs that any worse than the mundane life you fear?
Being stifled by the tumors — by women who try to mold
theirchildren and steal theiridentities ? Were you molded like
that. Pamela? Do you feel you disappointed your parents?

PU. My parents?|... sure they're disappainted now. but
that has nothing to do withit.

dW. Wasit a relief? To finally sink as low as you could?

PO, No!

dW.Wasitworthit tospite them that much? Wasit worth
it to escape the lie they made you live?

P, HJou want to knaw what living alieis like?

[Pause]

aW.l... Ihave to go now.

MNotes, There cannow benodoubtinmymind thatihave
compromised my professional integrity by identifying too




closely with Ms. Orurmmond. Mot to mention compromising
herrecovery, which is complicated enough as it is. | can offer
no excuse for abandoning her mid-session, as | did. | do not
understand it, myself.

dill cansayis that | lost control of my emations. ds she
spoke to me and looked me in the eye. | suddenly felt the
most crushing sense of insignificance imaginable. Perhaps
all her talk of cosmic inteligence had sunk in on some sub-
conscious level For a moment. it was as if | was regarding
muself — with all my pride and secret shames. all my small
accomplishments and petty vanities — from anincalculable
distance. Seeingmuselfin proportion ta the rest of the warld
and realizing that |meant very little. It was an experience of
ninlistic despair that was almost palpable.

ltscieartomethatimustnevertreatorsee thispatientagain,

Journat, Day Yuimvy Erchy

There.'s a lot 4o put down here. | 'm just not sure how +o do
i+, ' really confused.

| guess | 'l start with the headache. | was working on Lynn
Huth ’s Dodge when | £elt it First +ime | 've Lelt i+ at home Since
before Ben died. | started 4o qet scared when | saw a car coning
doun the highway. Then Something made. me look at Ligan s license
plate. wetead of Dewucel i+ said 2 TRUCE.

Lgot a paper and looked. Gray Hair was driving the car. She
was dlone, and didn ¥ look qood. | had plenty of +ime 4o get a
shotqun from the house, but when she pulled up she started
daving an honest-fo-Ged white -ciaq.

“ You win,* she said. * | surender.

Maybe. | should have. blown her away. | Hhimk Lanny would have..
But | didn '+. She was unarved. We talked.

Her name.’s Maria. She.'s either fucking crazy or really
qoddamn smart. Or both.

She 4old me a bunch of suff about vampires. They drink
people 's blood +o stay alive. But if people drink their blood, the
people don 't et anyolder. That 's what she. does - drinks vampire.
blood 4o stay alive. She says she s done it for a long +ime.

Bhe qot kind of creepy when she was talking about that
- sort of like she was tuning out. Said that when something
qives Hou life lke +hat, you can 't help but love it. Like a
mother, she said. Bven kids with bad mowms, kids who get beat
up or whatever - they may hate their mons, but the.y love Hhem
too. And she said a mother who really loves her chid will do
anything Lor i, evem things +he kid might not like. Said a child
might not know what 's good for i+.

Then she came back +o earth. She said some of hervampires
sonted revenge. Said she was sure Curt wanted revenge o them
+o0. She didn + see any qood way for it +o end, so she left.

L asked herhow many we. 'dkiled. She asked me. Hhe same question
back. Neither one. of us wanted +o ansuwer. Maybe | was afraid she 'd
decide She was winning. Probably she. was alfraid 1'd do +he same.

She. 'd found me. 1'm not really surprised. They locked in my
wale+ Lirst +hing when +hey caught me. | kind of hoped they 'd run
ok for qood, because | jus+ can '+ afford +o leave home - not
afber the way my business has been qoing dowriill. But | guess | "W
not the only one. who 's been losing money hand over List.

Maria asked me if | wanted any more of my people 4o die,
and | 8aid | didn *t. She. said +he same - said she couldn '+ s+and
t0 lose another one. | swear +o God her eyes were +earing up
uhen she said that.
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Out of nouhere, she promised that her vampines woud be goad.
Said Hhey wouddn "t kil angone., woldn “t Kidnap anybody promaneadtiy.
She said that with Seuervanpies mher gang, they can feed alot more
Quiek. Said +hey have o - they 're alfraid of us Limding Hhem again.

| Said | wasn 't sure, and | Hhink she. coud +ell | wasn * jerking
her off. | mean, with Hhe headache, | wasn *+ in any shape +o wheel
and deal. So she said she ’d sueeten +he offer. Said she had lots
experience. with all s shit. She 'd +ip me. oL, Warn me. Said that
uhen othervampires pass Hhrough, she. 'd give me word. She doesn *+
wank any competition Sfrom eritters outside her® Lamiy.”

S0 ue. made. a deal. She. keeps me up on where her peogle are, and
| do the same. Nothing +oo specific, nothing that coud get someone
in 4rouble. dust wamings. Just enougn that +hey don '+ run acress
each other +oo often. dust enough to keep both sides wiurt,

I even gave her my phone number.

Bessed Ones

The Shining Ones do not have human minds. Their
intelligence is a finer thing, more refined than ours. [t operates
on levels that we cannot even dream of, seeing things that we
never will. We are so far beneath them that we're ants
scuttling around at their feet. How can we hope to compre-
hend the way they think? We cannot. It is not for us to judge
them, nor for us to comment on their actions— they operate
according to a plan that we cannot visualize.

However, as our understanding of what it means to be
chosen grows, knowledge, experience and continued contact
with the Shining Ones expands our mind and brings us closer
to them. We gain deeper power as chosen, become more
advanced in thought. That refinement elevates our conscious-
ness out of the fully pedestrian channels that it had been
rooted in. We, in turn, become less comprehensible to the
people around us. Each step we take toward understanding
the Shining Ones is a step away from the unenlightened.

Those among us who, like the sage, have gained great
understanding and enlightenment may from time to time take
actions that seem peculiar — callous, incomprehensible,
pointless or even insane. To presume to make that judgment
is the ultimate in arrogance. They comprehend things that we
cannot hope to. They have the vision to stand fully in the light
of the Shining Ones and share in their plans. The fact that they
cannot always explain or justify their actions simply proves
how advanced their thinking is.

| defy anyone to condemn these holy men and women.
They have risen further than we, gained greater understand-
ing, and act in response to threats and problems that we will
never even be aware of. For us to judge their actions, we
would need to be able to understand their matives, and to
see the full consequences of the things they do. We cannot
do either of these things, and we are not entitled to make
comment. VWWe must simply accept that they are superior in
every way. |, for one, look forward to the day when | join
their ranks.

Ocrosrd

MNotes. Iheand from DoctorWalace today. Hesaid Pamela
has stopped responding verbally to treatment. dt imes shie
appears catatonic. He wanted to know if | could thinks of
anything totrybeforeresorting toelectroconvulsive therapy.
| asked hirn to try taking her off all her meds fora month. He
was dubious. He thought that might makke her dangerous.
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And, behold, there came a great wind from the wilderness,
and smote the four corners of the house, and it fell upon the young
men, and they are dead; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee.

~ Job 1:19

Qur of IsotATION

One of the greatest problems facing the imbued is their
lack of clear information, whether about their origins, the
nature of monsters or about the rrue extent of the world's
corruption. In particular, the imbued lack information or
direction about their overall goals and aims — why they were
changed and whar they're supposed to do. There are as many
different ideas about who or what the Heralds are — and what
they want the chosen to achieve — as there are imbued. This
makes it very difficult for hunters to pull together in small
groups or across the world as some visionaries aspire, and as it
seems the imbued were meant to do to some of these people.
Local or personal concerns rend to take priority over greater
goals among the chosen. And that's perfectly fair; it's very
difficult to focus on a danger in another city when the devil
is at your door.

It's possible that the chosen were meant to operate with
direction. The Messengers may have always intended ro pass
information down, about everything from their own origins
and the future of the world, to specific dangerous targets and
how they could be dealt with. Adherents of the Vision Virtue,
in particular, can sometimes sense that there is more to the
mission than the imbued have been shown. The fact that
these people strive to perceive cohesion to the imbuing,
monsters and the world, and yet are hamstrung by a distinct
lack of guidance from any creators, suggests that something in

hunter creation is flawed or incomplete. Otherwise, why
would the Heralds bother awakening anyone to the trurh?

Some prophetic imbued suspect that the Messengers
intended their creations to receive a steady flow of informa-
tion, whether to everyone or to individuals who would then
pass word on. The imbued would then have been a mighty
force directed by the heavens, a divine hammer to crush the
monstrous. If this theory is correct, things didn’t work out as
hoped or planned.

Hunters seem to be as divergent in nature and mative as
the very people who are chosen. Every hunter who meets a

peer soon learns that other imbued have their own personali-

ties, agendas and plans, often a product of who they were and
what they believed in before being awoken. That melting pot
makes for a divergent, eclectic collection of people. And vet,
asmore huntersmeet and seek rounderstand each other, some
emerge whoare unique from the apparent majority of imbued.
Some of these are obsessive and extreme hunters who have
taken their mission so far that they’re no longer comprehen-
sible or even down to Earth. And yet, their roots can still be
found among other hunrers’'.

There are still others — a very rare few — who don’t seem
to be their former selves, now only made aware of the truth.
Rather, these people seem possessed and tormented by the
hunt, often confronted with inexplicable visions and a deafen-
ing, sourceless clamor that marks them apart from other imbued.
These individuals appear to remain in almost constant contact
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with the Heralds, as they continue to suffer the sights and
experiences that most hunters endure at their imbuing and only
occasionally thereafter. In fact, to those who have met them,
these haunted hunters seem driven to distraction ormadness by
whoever or whatever refuses to leave them alone. These hunt-
ers can be left mentally, emotionally and especially socially
dysfunctional as a result — when they showed little orno such
difficulties before being contacted.

Bur, despite the fits and rages these people suffer, the
constant pulling of their strings seems to make them privy to
information that no other hunters are known to have. These
tormented imbued can spout out words or describe scenes
vital to understanding monsters, imbued existence or the
nature of the Messengers.

To many hunters who refuse to tolerare these “conduits™
outbursts and inexplicable manner, the “schizos” are a waste
of time. They’re obviously insane and of no use to dedicated
hunters. To those patient, considerate or contemplarive im-
bued, the torments, revelations and insights of these
go-betweens mark them as special among the imbued. Per-
haps they're people marked for an important role that didn’t
or couldn’t come to pass. Maybe they're even hunters in-
tended to act as preachers among the imbued, relaying the
word of some god down to His people so that they can do His
work. Whatever that word is, it largely seems lost in the signal-
to-noise ratio that these “chosen among the chosen” endure.
Bur from time to time something is made clear and a secret,
lost truth or blatant purpose is revealed.

A very few enlightened hunters have even appointed
themselves the rask of understanding the isolationist proph-
ets. Among these researchers is the enigmatic Fyodor. Through
word of mouth and cryptic announcement, these researchers
share their theories and findings about the ourcasts with the
few imbued who are willing to listen.

The so-called ostriches, loners or outsiders are thought to
be the key to hunrer existence, the vital channel of commu-
nication between heavenand earth — the intended radio-men
and -women of the imbued. They are believed to have heen
meant for constant contact with the Messengers, receiving,
recording and passing on information that the rest of the
chosen needed to answer the call. The Messengers had over-
estimated humanity, however. The pressure of being in
constant contact with higher forces proved utterly over-
whelming to the human psyche. In every instance where an
intended conduit has survived the imbuing, the mind reels to
prevent itself being swept away by the sheer power of the
Heralds’ communication, slamming barriers in place rhat
keep the barrage at bay.

The strength of the signal from heaven is such, however,
thar even with all of a personality’s defenses at work, some of
it still bleeds through into the imbued'’s consciousness. This
defense and overflow is called “static” — a deafening howl of
incoherent phantasmal voices, gut-wrenchingly sickening
vertigo with nausea and agonizing headaches.

It's theorized that the original plan was for receivers ro ger
information about nearby monsters and fellow imbued, and mes-
sages to pass on to other hunters. This design would have allowed
the Messengers greater information flow when the recipient was
near beings of interest. As things seem to have turmed out —as is
socommon with a flawed humanity — the barrage of information
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onlyserves ro tip the balance in the conduit's mind from being able
to ignore the static to being overwhelmed by it and unable to
function propetly, driving the would-be dispatcher away from
rather than toward monsters and other hunters. (Although some
of the outsiders seem to have greater tolerance for the proximity of
monsters and hunters than others.)

Even though conduits don’t seem capable of properly
performing their theorized role, and are tormented by their
place in the grand scheme of things, they still emerge among
the newly imbued. Their known numbers are extremely few,
even for the chosen, butsome aresstill encountered at imbuings
from time to time, as if the Messengers can't stop the creation
process they have begun. The dysfunctional outsiders still
play some role in the hunt, which is better than none; or else
these unfortunate chosen have more important roles than
even prophetic hunters can perceive, thus they are still
created, despite the anguish that the role imposes.

Truly blessed (or cursed) thinkers wonder why leaders,
pathfinders and shepherds among hunters weren't the ones to
suffer constant and oppressive contact from the Heralds.
Wouldn't it make sense for such leaders to receive commands
directly from above and then make them a reality? One
proposed answer is that supposed hunters of vision and direc-
tion were a reaction to the creation of the receivers —notan
original part of any cosmic plan. Perhaps intended leaders,
too, would have received the word of the gods, but when the
conduits proved too weak to bear the burden, leaders and
other hunters had to be created by other means, lesser means,
indirect means. “Evidence” of such a possibility is said to exist
in the limired and confusing contact most hunters have with
the Messengers at the imbuing and sometimes afterward.
That's all peaple can endure and still perform some aspect of
their original function, whereas the conduits are conracred
frequently and left virtually disabled.

And yet, it might be possible that would-be leaders
among the imbued can still listen and turn to outsiders for
wisdom, insight, direction and purpose from the Heralds.
These suffering hunters can act as assistants, aides or spies.
That way, hunters’ leaders might still get some direction from
above and the imbued as a whole might function more
cohesively and see their mission through, even if at the
expense of an unfortunate few.

The question remains, though, if any other roles were
intended for the imbued but also failed to be realized by a
weak, impure humanity. What other suffering and broken —
and potentially dangerous — hunters lurk in the world?

Hermirs mPiny

This chapter makes it possible to play Hermits, members
of one of the “lost” creeds. It offers enough information about
the creed’s origins to give you a basis on which to create a
genuine person, tormented yet invigorated by the huntlike no
other hunter can imagine. The characters you read about in
the preceding chapters are just such regular folks subjected 1o
a horrific imperarive. This chaprer explains Hermits' chal-
lenges, capabilities and powers so that you can make these
people come to life in your Hunter game.

Hermitsare adherentsof Vision. Like Visionaries, thatistheir
primary Virtue. They have their own edges and creed path t©




follow. These creed members are also among the rarest of all
hunters. No one knows how many hunters exist in the world, and
absolutely no one knows how many Hermits there are (most
imbueddon'tevenrealize that these people exist), but the outsiders
are dangerously few. There should never be more than one Hermit
character in your entire chronicle, and no more than one or two
Hermits should ever appear as Stotyteller-controlled imbued.

Although these creed members are obviously broken, it
seems the Messengers believe that even a poor information
channel is better than none. Otherwise, why continue to
creare them? Unfortunately, there appears to be no way to
turn off the information flow that causes the static — only
ways to diminish it. The results are socially evasive hunters,
who are constantly confronted with the truth and seeking
escape from their torment, but who still suffer with a veritable
divine command to share or do something about what they
see, hear and learn. It's a miserable existence, and one some
Hermits can’t bear. Yet, the fate of the world may rest on
whether they are able to find the strength to transcend their
limitations and flaws, somehow funcrioning as a shadow of
what they might have been.

Y e Loner's Puigh

As aconsequence of their condition, Hermits are subject
to some special character-creation and Trait rules. These
qualities help define who and what they've become and must
be incorporated into your character.

Pavaox

All Hermits are in constant contact with the Heralds on
some level, even subconsciously. They are therefore far more
likely than most imbued to receive some sort of message or
contact from the creators. While Hermits can't understand
most information that causes the static, they are still able to
perceive the same sorts of messages that are passed directly to
the chosen during the imbuing and in subsequent contact. If a
newspaper headline alters from “NEW STOREOPENS" to“IT
STALKS OFENLY,” a Hermit is as aware of the message that's
intended for him as is any Avenger, Innocent or Visionary.
Hermits receive the Herald declarations meant for them alone,
just as other hunters do.

On occasion, however, an unspecified or “ambient”
warning or proclamation — one not necessarily meant for the
Hermit — is so powerful that it cuts through the static and
actually makes it into the Hermit's awareness, just like a
directed message would. This increased contact stems from
the fact that a Hermit is so receptive to the Messengers.
Whereas other hunters might resist hearing such an “ambi-
ent” declaration, a Hermit offers less resistance and the
message gets through the poor person’s subconscious de-
fenses. His is essentially the path of least resistance for the
edict, and he has no choice but to hear it.

The content of “passive” messages can seem as vague or
incomprehensible as any sent to a Hermit directly, or such
messages can be sudden, undeniable truths — undirected
screams that still deafen despite an unspecified recipient.

Regardless of the nature of any given Messenger contact,
the effect is often the same: nausea, disorientation, head-
aches. Other hunters can suffer the same when subjected to
direct Herald attention, but the problem is chronic for Her-
mits who seem to be constantly subject to the Heralds’ whim.
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To reflect Hermits' high level of contact with the Mes-
sengers, all Hermits stare play wirh a rating of 3 in the Parron
Background for free. Ranks 4 and 5 of the Trait can be
acquired normally during character creation or play as if they
were ranks | and 2, respectively. Backgrounds typically in-
crease or decrease during play due to story and character
development — they aren’t usually gained with experience
points. See the article on altering Backgrounds during play in
the Hunter Players Guide if you want Patron ratings to
change after character creation.

Derancemeny

A “less beneficial” consequence of heavenly contact is the
strain imposed on the Hermit mind. Most of your character's
mental resources are channeled into blocking the Heralds out —
a murmur instead of a scream. As if that weren’t enough, he
suffers an association between crippling discomfort and the
presence of monstersand other hunters. Mere proximity to other
imbued or monsters raises the volume of Messenger contact,
potentially overwhelming your Hermit. (Perhaps even warse for
a recently imbued outcast, it’s difficult ro distinguish monsters
and other hunters from the human masses, so it seems that the
presence of people alone threarens to drive the Hermit mad.)

All these factors ensure that no Hermit is able to escape
with his sanity entirely intact; they are all withdrawn and
prone to isolating themselves. Some come to resent people
intensely because of the pain they suffer. Others feel they are
somehow guilty of a crime and their discomfort is punishment
for some sin. Most Hermits are extremely reluctant to associ-
ate with other imbued, and a few do everything they can to
tun away from society altogether.

Every Hermit starts play with a mandatory derangement,
courtesy of their heavenly “aversion therapy” treatment. Any
ailment thar makes social conract challenging is suirable, The
most appropriate tend to be Paranoia, Megalomania, Manic-
Depression, Compulsive-Aggressive Disorder, Dissociation,
Agoraphobia, Addiction or Demophobia. (See later in this
Chapter for definitions of some of these conditions; others may
be found in the Hunter rulebook or in the “*Hunter Book series. )

Some Hermits are able to cope with the presence of a
limited number of hunters or monsters for short periods of
time (see the Tolerance Talent, below), but even theyare still
aware of the discomfort of proximity — they just don't let it
affect their capabilities.

Thankfully, the constanr assaulr of Messenger interfer-
ence does provide Hermits one benefit. They possess some
immunity to the effects of high Virtue ratings. Their experi-
ence with the barrage means they find it a bit easier to adjust
to the shifts in perceprion and awareness that come with
increasing ties to the Messengers. Essentially, their worldview
is already skewed before any of their Virtues rise to 7 or more.
Hermits do not gain a derangement for high Virtue unril any
score reaches 9 (although they still become vessels of the
Messengers and potentially property of the Storyteller at 10
Virtue). This is, however, small consolation for such a belea-
guered and abused handful of people.

T Svavie

Staric is fundamental to a Hermit's experience with the
hunt. It's a constant background murmur in an outcast’s
mind, a persistent whispering or droning that is not usually
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intelligible — the product of ceaseless noise from the Messen-
gers that doesn't make it through to the Hermit's conscious
mind. The sound is agonizing, disorienting, confusing, terri-
fying and very frustrating — and that’s at its best.

Whenever your Hermit nears other imbued or monsters,
rorrentsof half-formed encouragement, visions, warnings, odors,
impulses and otheradvice are added to the usual barrage and the
static flares up to full strengrh. It becomes physically and
mentally, not to mention socially, debilitating. It’s enough to
impact a Hermit's ability to hunt and can drive her mad.

If an outcast can endure ir, frequent exposure to other
imbued and monsters can sometimes encourage a resistance to
the staric (see Tolerance, p. 83). For some Hermits, such resis-
tance allows them to funcrion almost normally (and strangely
enough, the presence of a Visionary seem to make resistance
easier), but the static itself never stops or becomes less painful.

All Hermits have rtheories about the namure of the static.
Some blame themselves for their own suffering — if they were
stronger they'd be worthy vessels for the Messengers” wisdom.
Others think the static is a punishment from the Heralds, and
they spend a great deal of time trying to figure out how they've
eamned the punishment. More cynical hunters think the staric is
just evidence that the Messengers are as fucked up and incompe-
tent as everything and everybody else in the world.

The intense sensation of psychic invasion occurs regardless
of whethera Hermit is close to designated prey or close o afellow
hunter. Bystanders — who seem to appear the same as normal
humans to the Messengers — do not usually trigger the static.

System: Wheneverin the presence of one or more stimuli
— be they imbued or supernatural creatures— every single task

P

your Hermit performs is ar +1 difficulty. For Hermirts wirh high
Patron ratings (4+), this penalty may rise to +2 if there are a
large number of crearures andfor imbued present, at the
Storyteller's discretion.

Of course, horrendous discomfort isahard sign toignore; the
static has a silver lining of warning your character of imbued or
monster presence. The static is triggered at about 30 yards for a
character with 3 Patron, and doubles with each additional point
of Patron (60 yards ar 4, and 120 yards at 5). No roll is made for
this detection. When the static activates, it intrudes upon all
otherthought. There'snodoubt what it is— even though there's
nowayof tellingwhetherafellow hunteroramonster isnearuntil
the subject is visible — and her exact nature may net be
immediately apparent even then.

Most Hermits can't tell a difference between the staric of
one presence and the static of a multitude. Players of characrers
who are particularly attuned (4+ Patron) can make a Patron
roll, difficulty 6, to get a vague sense of whether rhe static is
caused by a single being, by a few beings or by a large group.

THis Ivsuing

Most Hermits find the staric makes life so uncomforeable
that they end up avoiding everyone, not just fellow hunters.
In crowded towns or cities, there is usually something within
range o set the static off, whether it's identifiable or not. Even
quiet urban areas are frequently uncomfortable, as another
hunter, creature or bruise might pass through the Hermit's
awareness, triggering a sudden attack. As a consequence,
Hermits withdraw from any concentration of people, never
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Thegreatcurseofall Hermits, the static switchesonat the |
| moment of lmbumg and stays on for the rest of your hunter's |

| life. As such, it’s important that players of Hermit characters

| and the Storyteller — fully understand how it manifests. i
The static is created by the human mind as a release §

| valve for the pressure generared by communication with
i the Messengers. When no other imbued or monsters are §
#l within range, the Messengers are relatively quier and the

| static is not too uncomfortable. The static itself does not §§
| convey any information. It is not the actual communica- §f

i tion from the Messengers — that is blocked off before the

#l conscious mind becomes aware of it. Rather, the static is f§
the mental stress caused by keeping the power of the §f

I Messengers from destroying your character’s mind. .

: The static can take many forms. At its most bearable, |
§l it's a whining in the ear, nagging aches and pains, back- §
§l croundmuttering orapervasive crawling, itching sensation §

 in the skin across the Hermit's body. It's possible to ignore §f
I} when your hunter is distracted by something that requires §§
| no concentration — watching television, for example — #f
i but it can be extremely irritating or distressing if your

character tries to concentrate or relax. i
: At its worst, the static can be a deafening howl of §
| incohetent phantom voices, churningsickness, cripplinghead- §

| aches, pain throughout the body, shocking visual disorientation, §§

dizziness or vertigo. In combination with this overwhelming
discomfort is a terrifying sense of the mind being attacked or
breached and the feeling that your Hermit might become
possessed or witless at any moment. A Hermit might suffer

ifferent symptoms ar different times, but different symptoms ||

are not usually indicative of a trend among nearby monstet or §
| hunters, or of a particular message from the Heralds. '

. As soon as a hunter or monster comes into range, the {f
| static rises to full intensity, shocking and distressing your §
character and hampering his actions. The static is identi- §§

cal whether tnggered by a monster or a fellow hunter. §
| Even the most “social” hermits (those with the Tolerance §

| Trait and the will to test it) seem distracted, pained or {f

stressed in the presence of others.

Hunterswhoreceive information inaboutofstaticdonot {f
| actually filter it out or the roar, although most believe they do. §f
I Rather, such warnings are heard because the Messengershave §f

Il taken the time to transmit a declaration specifically down the
channels opened by your Hermir’s Patron rating, or the
| message hasbeen blunedloudly enoughbythe Heraidbmrhelr

| At its clearest, mformanon froni thie Shatic may mamfest as i
dreams or vague compulsions. Typically, coherent contact is |

| like that had ar the imbuing — only more frequent. These §
| communications are most frequent during intense bouts of §
i staric, when hunters and monsters are nearby, because that's §
| when the Mw,engers are most awate of your Herrmt =

knowing when company might turn into agony. After the
imbuing, they quickly come to resent humankind in general
for the pain they suffer. [t may take some time for them to truly
understand that individuals trigger the full static, not the
crowd itself. It may take even longer ro understand thar the

CHAPYER

discomfort has nothing to do with other people, or to forgive
people in general for not being afflicted as the Hermir is.

Theironyis that Hermitsare usually chosen because of their
ability to communicate. People associated with creative, teach-
ing and inspirational fields are selected by the Heralds to pass on
their messages. These people can be socially active, gregarious or
skilled at conveying information in writing, art or music. Even
those who don’t enjoy the company of others at least know how
to pander to an audience or convey feelings and knowledge.
Their newexistence as lonersand outcasts frequently requires an
extremely painful adjustment in the way these skilled communi-
cators and people-persons think and live.

During the imbuing, new Hermits typically avoid taking
much direct action against the monsters that are suddenly
revealed. Their edges lie in working from afar and passing on
intelligence, and their behavior during the crisis usually
reflects this tendency. They do take an active stand, however.
If they didn’t, they'd become bystanders. The imbuing is
painful for Hermits, and the bewildering agony of the static
makes any monster, even a nominally sympathetic one, a
figure of terror or hatred.

Hermitsdonot have a gentle awakening. Afterthey have
been imbued, the static inevirably forces them to ger as far
away from the scene as possible, as quickly as they can, fleeing
even other hunters as a source of pain.

IozriFyinG & Hevwiy

The path of the Hermit is particularly hard, even compared
to those of other imbued. It also places strains on your troupe’s
organization — and on you as a player — that should be
considered carefully. You and your Storyteller should have an
idea of what sort of people are imbued as Hermits — the static
kicks in during the imbuing, after all, so your character’s actions
leading up to that moment are critical to defining her creed.

Notwo Hermitsare quite the same, but they usually share
a rare combination of emotional and psychological factors
that make them suitable for being the “intelligence officers”
of the imbued. Consider the following outlooks and behaviors
when deciding if it's appropriate or if you want to play a
Hermir in your game.

e Taking a Step Back: In order to be effective at passing
on information, a Hermit has to be able to divorce himself
from the consequences of his work to a certain extent. If he
gets involved personally in every fact and warning, he'll go
mad with the horror of it. Hermits are almost always a little
emotionally isolated or very mildly sociopathic. If they were
completely committed to other people, they'd never be able
to stand the work of their creed.

At the imbuing, that means a Hermit might offer sugges-
tions or advice to some participants and not others, based on
whose actionshe believesare prudent. Additionally, he might
offer advice contrary to a participant’s goals — such as
pointing out where a potential weapon is to an Innocent —
and later blame that person’s loss or suffering on him or her for
not taking informed advice.

¢ A Need to Communicate: The Hermit creed is dedi-
cated tocommunication. The peopleselected are all competent
at one or more forms of perfarmance or conveying thoughts.
This can range from an artistic talent such as poetry, painting
or music to practical skills such as motivational speaking,
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technical authoring or website design. Any would-be Hermit
needs some practice at putting her ideas across to other people.

Ar the imbuing, such a potenrial Hermit might share
information with other hunters or monsters in an effort to make
contact. She might not have an agenda, such as making a
monster change its ways, but she may instead confront partici-
pants with the facts of theiractions to make them consider what
they do and if that's the best course. (“Why are you all fighting?
How do you think you can fix this mess that way?”)

¢ Turning the Other Cheek: People who become
Hermits are not, for the most part, brave or altruistic. Hermits
typically hang back yet manage to find a way to deal with a
situation without getting in too much personal danger. They
may have astrong desire to help (orat least have a great dislike
of the eurrent state of the world), bur lacked the personal
courage to do anything about it before and wrestle with doing
anything now. To their frustration, they still feel compelled to
act despite rtheir misgivings, being unable to deny the horrors
of what they see and hear through the static.

At the imbuing, this potential Hermit might walk away
altogether, but ultimarely returns to the scene to make some,
possibly minor, contribution despite his better judgment.

» History of Denial, Isolation or Lack of Confidence:
People who become Hermits tend to have complicated person-
alities. On one hand, they are withdrawn from society, used to
shying away from confrontation. On the ather hand, they have
atalent and need for communicating, and a longing to do more

Cuoosimg e Cresd

Ideally, you should request to play a Hermit or the :5:

i Storytellershould consult youabout playing one before the

i prelude gets underway. Mature, thoughtful players make

i thebest Hermits. The creed membersare broken, challeng- -
il ingtoplay realistically and can be frustrating hunters given
it their limitations. Forcing a Hermir on an unsuspecting
8l playerjust because a character behaves appropriately at the
| imbuing isn’talways justified. The Storytellershould make §

§l sure that's who you want to be before the decision is made, §f

. perhaps taking you aside during the prelude to get your
input before the static kicks in and makes it official.

I Although the Hunter nulebook invires creed changes in 1

the early stages of a chronicle, it’s hard to write your

' character’s crushing headache and “monster sense” out of - |

that first game after it has figured so prominently.

If and when you and the Storyteller agree that your | :
characrer is a Hermit, the static should kick in during the

fl prelude. The effect probably applies when your characrer f
§l manifestsaHermitedge orit's decided conclusively thathe )
| [ belongs to the creed. The static applies to both witnessing  {

amonsterand seeing other people perform amazing feats—

all of whom seem daunting and painful to your character. I
| Perhaps the one thing thar distinguishes between the {f
- unbearable parties is that a monster often laoks inhumane,  J§

' whereas other hunters at least seem human. But, of course,

Il a“monster” can seem like nothing of the sort. Meanwhile,

insane people can perform impossible feats and perhaps
§l inflict terrible harm. Now which side is the horrific one?
Your Hermit's dl!emma begins.

than they do. This may have caused them mild social problems
in the past, leaving them frustrated, shy, isolated or the kind of
person who tries to socialize too hard and winds up being
awkward or discomforting as a result.

Atthe imbuing, such a potential Hermit mightseem todo
nothing when in fact her mind does the acting for her. She
manifests the Reach edge (see p. 87) to take in the scene, gain
insight to what's going on and react based on that experience.
Any actions that result are probably not contentious, but
useful to resolving the episode or saving a life.

PreLupe Evenrs

Although the imbuing varies wildly, certain types of
experience are relatively common across the Hermit creed.
You can recognize events and particular actions that might
lead your character to becoming a Hermit, or the Storyteller
might arrange events to allow for such a transition. Either
way, prelude events and reactions to them should be in
keeping with the outcast frame of mind.

® On the Edge of Chaos: Your character finds herself
caughtupin ashocking and rerrifying confusion of events that
she doesn't understand. Other hunters may be imbued at the
same time, and some sort of battle with monsters probably
erupts. Your characrer stays on the edge of the fight, trying ro
dragout the wounded, taking opportunistic potshots or shout-
ing out information or warnings, either from her perspective
or thar handed down by the Messengers. Everything is a blur
due to static overload. As soon as things seem satisfactory (or
hopeless) for the “good guys,” your character probably flees
the scene and her new peers.

® Imbued from Afar: The main events of the imbuing
take place some distance from your character. Other imbued
are at the center of things, but physical obstacles such as
subway tracks between two platforms make it difficult or
impossible for your character to get there. She may find a way
to bridge the gap and provide some sorr of support, bur might
also find herself snap into the middle of the action with
Reach. Having had a look at things, she passes crirical infor-
mation to the other hunters, either by shouting or with Send
(p. 88) if it is available.

¢ Between a Rock and a Hard Place: When the
Messengers show the real world to your character, she finds
herself confronted with something large, terrifying and hos-
tile. Lacking the will or the weapons to take the fight to it, but
refusing to run, she focuses on diverting the creature away
from defenseless people, or keeping them away from the area.
She refuses to abandon the site until things seem fairly safe,
but at the same time does not want to address the monster or
the other newly imbued.

¢ Running Backup: Your character s in a situation where
she can make a useful and meaningful contribution to the other
new hunters (or to normal people), based on what she knows or
has at her disposal without taking an active hand in the scene.
Shemight know how to escape from an ambush or building, She
might have a car that others can pile into. She might be able to
bring a subway train to an emergency stop so that the larger
imbuing may proceed unabated. Or she may know how o
activate a sprinkler system or trigger an alarm. The key here is
that your character parricipates by mainraining her disrance,
which is what she values most.
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PLaYING & Hermir

After the imbuing, a Hermirt has to cope not only with
the reality of monsters in the world, but also with the sudden
and overwhelming sense of mental invasion and the disori-
entation and pain that comes with it. Your characteralso has
to learn to accept the fact that this feeling of invasion and
pain is perperual — it’s never going to go away, even for a
moment. Most hunters can at least seek solace in the kinship
that they have with regular folks and each other, and in the
knowledge that they work to save a world of which they are
part. Hermits don't have these comforts, as the static cuts
them off from urban areas and, for the most part, from their
social structures. No Hermit ever looks back on her imbuing
— or any other hunters who were imbued at the same time
— with much fondness.

Playing a Hermit involves several unique challenges for
which you have to find solutions. Most Hermirs are very wary
of getting personally involved with other imbued in any capac-
ity, but a character who insists on remaining apart is extremely
difficult to play for any length of time. Split troupes are very
difficult for even the best Storyteller to manage. If your charac-
ter stays away from the others all the time, you'll have nothing
to do for most of the game session — or chronicle.

So, as a Hermit player, you have to make certain allow-
ances in order to get the most out of your character and game.
You might decide to find a way to keep your Hermit with the
rest of the troupe as much as possible. The Tolerance Talent
is vital — if you don’t invest in ir, all your die rolls will be ar
asignificant penalty in the presence of other hunters. Toler-

ance, however, does not change your character's perception of
or reaction to being around other imbued — the experience is
still discomfortingand unnerving. It just allows her to acewith
negligible penalries. She is still distracted, maybe even per-
petually confused, frustrated or just strange.

These facts mean you need to come up with a compelling
reason why your character is prepared to put up with the torrure
of the static in order to be around the other hunters. Talk to
your troupe and see if any good justifications arise. Perhaps your
Hermit is another character’s protective older sister or close
friend. Maybe the Messengers have clearly shown her that she
will be killed by a monster unless she stays with her own kind.
Altematively, one of the other characters might threaten,
bribe, blackmail, pay or otherwise force ar persuade your
characrer to work closely with a group. Whatever the reason,
your Hermit might still resent the fact that her colleagues do
not seem to realize how much pain and disorientation she
suffers just for being near them. Can't they see her sacrifice?

If you prefer to keep your character somewhat separate
from the rest of the group, bear in mind that the Storyteller has
to give all players equal attention. If the rest of the characrers
are together when your Hermit is away, you'll get onlya portion
of the action. As long as you're okay with that, there are a
number of ways your character can arrange to interact with the
rest of the group without actually having to come face to face.

One of the most dynamic ways is to set up a system of radio
contact. All hunters in the troupe wear group-band, encrypred
radio headsets. (Prepare to use up some Resources setting the
system up.) The radios allow characters to remain in constant
contact, even if your character is remote and can’t get involved
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in the action directly. If she stays by an Internet-connectred
computer or a small private library — or both — at the same
time, she may relay information or coordinate efforts.

Other approaches include phoning group members regu-
larly to share information and discuss plans. Your character
could also pass documents and other material around by
snailmail, dead-letter drop, courier or online chat list. At the
same time, your character could help in different ways, such
as performing dedicated research, scouting areas to get infor-
mation on monsters — particularly with the Reach edge —or
stirring up trouble by manipulating other monster forces or
mundane institutions (the police, newspapers, criminal orga-
nizations) to work against rargets.

Above all, remember that your Hermit has a unique and
rather awkward position in any troupe and Hunter game. He
can remain true to his identity and compulsions and work
“outside the box.” You just have to make an effort to ensure
that the game proceeds smoothly, your Hermit doesn’t de-
mand all the limelight (or fade from it alrogether) and thar
everyone is able to remain in character and have fun.

Crinmncr sk Orenr onand Devetoemey

As members of a “lost” and “broken” creed, Hermits
require some alternative thought on your part, especially
during character creation. You basically design a person who
was communicative and expressive or perhaps introverted but
artistic before the change, and who now secks to avoid
hunters, monsters and even the world whenever possible.
Your character therefore has a distinctly different identity
from an Avenger, Redeemer or Visionary who seeks out
monsters, other hunters and regular people, and wants to work
with them. The following are some new Traits that can help
you capture the personality and uniqueness of your outcast.

New RreHeryess

Thes Traits can be added to your game as Natures
and Demeanors.

ECCENTRIC

Eccentrics are greatly misunderstood. Other people look
atan Eccentric’s melodramatic behavior, his unusual interests
or habits, his flamboyant outfits and his unpredictable man-
ner and assume the man is a bit mad or a litrle soft in the head.
Nothing could be further from the truth. In a mixed-up, topsy-
turvy world, the Eccentric knows that being too predictable is
dangerous, and that sometimes the only way to react to
strange events is to be a bit strange yourself. He keeps other
people — and himself — on their toes in order to make sure
no one is caught flat-footed when the going gets weird.

— Regain Willpower whenever an eccentriciry of yours
accidentally provides critical information, an early warning, an
escape route or otherwise saves the day.

Rrvisy

Beauty is in the eye of the beholder. [t can be a hard truth
to accept, but the Artist quickly learns that something that
gives her pleasure doesn't always please others. Burt true art is
not about pleasing others — it’s about challenging them,
eliciting a response, making others think about something
bigger than themselves. Her goal is to make people react to her

P

work, one way or another. If a piece inspires someone, that’sall
that matters. The actual emotion inspired is utrerly irrelevant.

— Regain Willpower whenever a person gains something
useful —knowledge, a warning, resolve— fromapiece of yourwork.

Camps

Hunter’s creeds are a convenient way of describing and
summarizing a set of preferences and attitudes. They allow you to
getafirm grasp on your character quickly. Within the game world
itself, creeds are nothing more than trends, common beliefs and
associations thar different imbued feel they have more or less in
common. Hunters themselves do not have much awareness of
creeds, although their understanding of like-minds grows.

Even within a creed, hunters can have different values,
beliefs and aspirations. No two Defenders or Innocents think
exactly alike. Loose trends in inter-creed philosophy are called
camps. The different camps that Hermits fall into are even less
defined than the creed itself. They represent certain spectrums of
attitude and stereotype that can help you get deeper into charac-
ter. Camps are not strict factions within a creed. Individual
Hermits might fall into one camp or another, bur they might just
as easily straddle any lines, blurring contrasts on various issues. In
fact, most Hermits grow and change as they endure their calling
and can move from one camp to another in the process.

Conservarive

Conservative Hermits — those who take the hardest line
with unnatural beings — are usually people who believed they
had a very firm idea of what reality was and how it worked
before the imbuing. The revelations of the Messengers jar
them out of this staid rut, and they don't like it. Rather than
resist the Messengers, however, conservatives take our their
confusion and anger on the monsters they’re shown. (If the
first creatures perceived are particularly violent or disgusting,
a Hermit is probably likely to become conservative.)

This same resistance to change (though futile at some
level) gives conservative Hermits some appreciation of other
people. Regular folks may be stupid or scary, but ar least
they’re familiar — normal folks are likely to be the one thing
their old understanding shares with their new one.

Blaming monsters for the destruction of their cherished
illusions of normalcy, conservative Hermits feel a strong need
to take decisive action against “them.” This often leads
conservatives to associare with other imbued. Conservarives
are the most social Hermits— not by choice, but by necessity.

Favored Attributes: In addition to the Perception needed
to see the bastards coming, conservatives rend to value
Intelligence (to out-think and entrap monsters) and Wits (to
react if their traps don’t work).

Favored Abilities: Firearms and Demolitions are both
popular among conservatives, because they offset creatures’
innate capabiliries. Investigation and Srealth are both useful for
finding the weak links in a target's armor.

Favored Backgrounds: Tolerance (see page83) is critical
for working with other imbued. Allies and Animal Compan-
ions (see page 84) can also be very important, because their aid
does not invoke the Messengers’ mental dissonance.

Other Favored Paths: Conservative Hermirs ofren ac-
quire Judgmentedgesin order toround out their self-appointed
roles of supporting other hunters.




Moberav:

Moderate Hermits are the most likely to measure both
the imbued and the unnarural by the same standard. Their
view tends to be jaundiced by the intense suffering both
provoke, but the same behaviors are tolerated (sparing en-
emies, behaving with nobility, beingopen to communication)
and condemned (inflicting unnecessary harm, provoking
confrontations, ignoring the input of others) in both groups.
Playing borh sides of the fence forces moderares ro walk a fine
line. Like everyone who takes the middle ground, moderate
Hermits risk getring it from borh sides. Giving up blind faith
in one side or another might come at a high price, but
moderates are willing to pay it for a clear point of view.

Unlike conservarives, moderates don’t recognize a dis-
tinct demarcation between “good people” and “bad monsrers.”
This may be because moderates were often more open-minded
(or just less decisive) before, because their first encounters
were not so terrifying or violent, or simply because moderates
started out with a more cynical view of mankind.

Favored Attributes: Perceprion is the key to separating
the good creatures from the bad —and the same goes for other
imbued. Manipulation and Charisma are often necessary for
dealing with both as well.

Favored Abilities: Subterfuge is essential — not only
for playing both sides, but for calling bullshit when trickery
is plied by others. Awareness and Intuition are both useful
for grasping at the truths the Heralds offer. Dodge is also
useful — just because.

Favored Backgrounds: Bystanders can provide backup
and perspective that does not come with noise from the
Messengers. Resources are useful because they are flexible and
moderates prize flexibiliry a great deal. Influence is often useful
for persuading both “critters” and other imbued 1o bring the
level of conflict down a notch.

Other Favored Paths: Moderates often walk the Inno-
cence and Defense paths, because they provide potent
protection. Martyrdom edges can also be tempting: When
you're all alone and can't trust anyone, it can feel like you
don't have much to lose.

Lipznat

Hermits who don't trust the Messengers and their agenda
are usually the most liberal. Thisunwillingness to follow can arise
from several circumstances: witnessing bad behavior on the part
of otherimbued, general distrust of authority, suspicion about the
painful methods the Messengers use to “bless” their chosen.
Some liberals even cling to a deep-seated sense of atheism,
resenting and mistrusting the possible divinity of the Messengers.

Liberal Hermits, then, often isolate themselves most from the
community of hunters — but not from the hunt itself. Their
isolation often gives them insight into the loneliness and exile
experienced by “monsrers” in a human world. Beyond Innocents
and Redeemers, liberal Hermits can be the most sympathetic to
unnatural creatures. This doesn’t mean they want to get close, but
communication by phone, over the Internet, or by good old-
fashioned message drops can create a “breathing space” that allows
the human and the other to set aside their differences for a time.

Of course, at other times rhar disconnect from the imme-
diate reality of atotting corpse or slavering beast can lead ro bad
judgment on liberals’ part — and to the hunters’ downfall.

CHAPYTERS:EDICTS FROM ABOYE

Favored Attributes: Liberals always prize Perception. Op-
eraring alone, they ofren need an advantage when it comes to
evaluating a situation. Liberals often need Manipulation as well,
the better to judge if a creature is genuinely innocuous or it's
faking. Dexterity is also quite useful — for running away when
things go sour,

Favored Abilities: Empathy is important for understand-
ing rhe problems of creatures outside the natural order.
Security, Stealth and Computer can be very useful for creat-
ing, getting to and communicating from a secure haven.

Favored Backgrounds: Arsenal is a good choice — not
for the guns so much as for the defensive technologies.
Exposure can be useful (and can somerimes make rhe orhers
more tolerable to be around than the imbued). Resources also
make a big difference when it comes to operating in isolation.

Other Favored Paths: Defense edges are favored by rthe
more retiring liberals, while Redemption and Innocence
paths provide tools for safely meeting and communicating
with those who can possibly be saved.

T'RtewTs

T oLERANCE

Earl stared at the woman, trying to burn every line of her face
into his memory. So this was “Mr. X,” the mysterious guide whose
hints and clues had saved their lives? She had gray hair dyed hlack,
baggy wrinkles, and clothes from Target. Just some middle-aged
black woman he wouldn’t look at twice. Yet she’d saved them,
guided them, still always hidden from them.

“What's your name?" he finally asked.

She shook her head.

“C'mon,” Earl said. “You still don’t trust us?”

“It's not a matter of... trust,” the woman satd uncomfort-
ably. “Look, I'm... I'm meeting you halfway here. I came in
person. So you can see I'm not one of... of them.”

He nodded. “When do you want to meet the others?”

“No!” she said, a look of horror on her face. “I can’t. Not
maore than one at a time. More than that and [ can’t. .. can't keep
myself together.”

The closer a Hermir gets to other imbued or monsters, the
stronger the clamor or sraric or noise in her head becomes.
Overpowering signals from the Messengers crowd in, threaten-
ing to fragment your character’s consciousness and even sanity
with their urgency. More imbued or monsters, and a correspond-
ingly closer connecrion o the Messengers, exacerbates the
problem. People can get used to just about anything, though.

Hermits who have learned (or been blessed with) Toler-
ance can concentrate hard enough on their surroundings to
focus on whar they're doing and thus funcrion normally,
despite the static. They can operate among other hunters —
or even monstets — as long as there aren’t too many and it's
not for too long. It's no more pleasant than if they didn't have
the Talent, and your character doesn't perceive any differ-
ence in the static, but this Ability allows him toavoid the dice
penalty normally associated with the noise (see p. 77).

Visionaries have a curious effect on the static, somehow
making it more bearable. The presence of one or more Visionaries
within three vards of your Hermit increaseshis effective Tolerance
by ane point (the maximum is still 5), even giving a completely
intolerant Hermit the temporary benefit of 1 Tolerance (your
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character doesn’t need to possess this Trait to get this bonus in the
presence of a Visionary). A Hermit with 3 Tolerance who is
remporarily boosted to 4 by the proximity of a Visionary is
considered (in the absence of any other Trait specialty) to special-
ize in Visionaries for that time. Any existing Tolerance specialty
(for having an independent rating of 4 or 5) takes precedent.
Hermits have many different theories about why they feel |
thisaffinity for the leaders, shepherds and prophetsamong the
imbued, ranging from finding rheir wisdom and undersrand-
ing calming, to drawing moral support from them, to the idea
that Visionaries distract the Messengers from nearby Hermits.
This Talent is available to only those who suffer from the

static — that is, Hermits. Individual hunters and monsters
each count as one being for the purposes of determining how
many a Hermit can endure, total. If more than the indicated
hunters or monsters are close by or remain near your character
too long, the full effects of the static kick in and all of his
acrions suffer a difficulty penalry.

You can endure the presence of two hunters and/or

monsters for an hour without penalty.

You can be around up to three hunters and/or

monsters for two hours without penalty.

You can stand four hunters and/or monsters for

three hours.

You can put up with five hunters and/or monsters for
as many as four hours.
You keep it together for five hours in the vicinity of as
many as six hunters and/or monsters.
Possessed by: Hermirs alone
Specialties: Anysingle creed. Individual members of that creed
count as only “half” a person for determining the number of
hunters or monsters who can be dealt with through Tolerance.

BACKGROUNDS

At Companions

Lucius smirked while he watched Carter writhe. He didn’t even
needed to hit the old bastard.. Just showing up was enough to make him
callapse in agony. Perhaps he was having a fear-induced coronary.
Lucius couldn't resist rubbing it in.

“Serves you right, you washed-up old piece of crap. You
shouldn't have been poking your nose in other people's business. You
have noideawho [ am. Now your snooping is going to get you killed. "

Clutching at his head, Carter screamed, “Millie.”

“Going senile already?” Lucius asked. “Your wife died years
ago. I checked.”

A floovboard creaked and Lucius glanced over his shoulder to see
ahuge mastff, teeth bared, leap at him. His shoulder erupted in agony
as the dog's jaws locked. Lucius collapsed under the dog’s weight as
a second dog went for his throat. He barely had time to register the
trony of having his throat ripped out before everything went black.

Carter petted his dogs while he sat next to the
bloodsucker”s remains. “My wife was aholy terror, bay.

Why do you think I trained the girls to attack at the
sound of her name?”

Peopleare (byand large) devious, sneaky,
self-interested and altogether roo clever to be
good. Animals are different. They're simple.
Whetheryourdogfetchesastick orsoils the rug,
you know where you stand with it.

iy




The kind of person who hates other people (or simply
finds them distasteful) often takes a pet (or pets) in order to
have some kind of emotional outlet. That’s no big deal: Your
character can take as many useless turtles and guinea pigs as
he wants without paying any points for them.

What this Background does is provide really useful pets
(or, if your characrer is in a more rural or undeveloped area,
work animals). Your character wants that fanatically loyal pit
bull whose jaws can crush soup bones! That’snota pet. That’s
an Animal Companion.

Just as hunters are regular people, Animal Companions
arenormal animals; they aren’t super-intelligent, can’t com-
municare beyond barks, whines or roars, and can’t perform
feats that are beyond their physical limits. However, posses-
sion of this Background implies a significant bond between
your character and the creatures in question — he is un-
doubtedly the alpha male. Your character and his pets may
have been together for years and he’s taught them several
tricks, or another party has trained rthe animals to respond to
your character.

Each animal can be taught one significant trick for each
point of Animal Ken that the rrainer possesses. Such tricks
include “attack,” “retrieve” and “run,” as opposed to “roll
aver” or “shake.” Encouraging a companion to petform an
established trick takes one acrion and requires a successful
Manipulation + Animal Ken roll, difficulty 4. Trying togetan
animal to perform a new or particularly complex trick calls for
a higher difficulty, as decided by the Storyteller.

. You have a housecat with a really loud voice. As in
legend, the car is sensitive to unnatural presences.
(Consider it to have an eight-die Awareness pool.)
Your big mean dog keeps those bratty kids offyour
lawn (see sidebar).

You own a horse, raised from a colt (see sidebar).
You either have a horse and a big dog, severaldogs
or the equivalent.

You own a stable, or you train attack or seeing-eye
dogs professionally.

Max's Best Fricud

The following are some statistics you can use for ff

_ imai Companions.
Big, Mean Dog

Strength 4 Dexterity 3, Stamina 3, Percepnon 4

Intlmldauonf) Stealth %
ﬂeaiﬁf vels: OK, -1, -1, -2, -2, -5, Dead
Attack: Bite for five dice; claw for four
Wl]lpowet"

Well Trained Horse

Attributes Strength 5, Dexrerity 2, Stamina 4.

- Abilities: Alertness 3, Athletics 2, Brawi3 Empathyz
Intimidation 2 _
Health Levels: OK, OK, -1, -1, -2, -2, -5, Incapaatated ]

Hl Attack: Trample or kick for six dice; bite for three
| Willpower: 3

CHAPYERS:

Ttz High Cosy oF Commirmeny

Hermits are in a peculiar position. Their nature is to stay
back and observe, to try to sray sane and capable — bur
ultimately, to act. However, due to some apparent flaw, error or
oversight in their creation, it’s challenging for them to commu-
nicate what they have learned or coordinare their actions with
other hunters. Their distance from other imbued makes it hard
tomaintain the will tohunt, but ar the same time their proximity
to the Heralds makes it imperative to do so. The result is often
mental and social instability from the very moment of the
imbuing. Whereas all hunters are mortified and terrified by the
reality of the world and the falsehood of their lives, Hermits suffer
worst of all, because their very identities can be forcibly changed
by the awakening. How a Hermit copes with the changes in his
world and his very self, in hopes of maintaining some semblance
of composure and order, can determine his enthusiasm for and
success in the hunt.

SeenDinG Gonvicrion

Walking the line between community and isolation, ac-
tion and inaction, sanity and insanity isn't easy. When a
Hermit absolutely must succeed at this balancing act — often
tosave alife or achieve a success that's crucial to his goals — he
puts everything he has into the feat to guaranree results. For
outcasts and the bizarre capabilities they've been granted, that
effort usually means risking or spending Convicrion points.
The personal vigor for the mission that resulrs also means an
even closer bond to the very Messengers who torment Hermits
—abestowal of energy from them, simulraneous with the static
that they always inflict. So answering the call is, for many
isolationists, often a double-edge sword.

Some Hermits spend Conviction asfastas they get it. These
conduits tend to have the most trouble dealing with theirimbued
existence, wrestling with the many issues and hardships that the
Heralds inflict. They therefore seek Herald guidance through
second sight and their edges in hopes of revelation. Either that,
or their suffering is so extreme that they hold their lives forfeir,
already anticipating an end to the world and seeing no need to
save their strength or hold anything in reserve. If these people
succeed and survive, gaining Conviction points in bursts, they
cash them in for Virtue pointsassoon as possible. Virtues can rise
quickly and mean more comprehension of the Messengers.

Others hoard Conviction. As recluses, they have little
opportunity to spend ir. They believe themselves secure from
monstrous intervention, and so feel no need to active second
sight frequently. They abstain from using their edges because
they believe themselves protected by distance and mundane
means. But when they do need to act, to seek the Heralds'
vitality, they spend a lot of Conviction on second sight and
edges because there’sno one to back themup. And if they gain
extensive points, the points are used to increase Virtues,
rather than being spent on further contention with monsters
and hunters. For these isolationists, increasing Virtues is often
rationalized in terms of reaching out to the Heralds and
making their message clear, in hopes that this time the Hermirt
can figure things out, that this time she'll get some answers.

The Virtues raised by a Hermit depend of her frame of
mind and situation. All recluses can appreciate the benefirs of
increased Vision — the creed’s primary Virtue. More Vision

o Ty,
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leads to more capabilities in the Solitude path. Solitude powers
make the hunter do some frightening and amazing things; but
also help her accomplish more from a distance and with less
threat of monster or hunter contact or harm. Vision also grants
access to Visionary capabilities as well, which allow Hermits a
broader range of information-gathering capabilities. If a recluse
can continue to work from afar, without face-to-face contact
with others, this trend is very rewarding — as far as can be said
forthe hunt. (Also, see the Message in a Bottle technique, p. 91,
which acrivates when Vision is increased.)

Hermits who are forced to, or who force themselves to,
interact with creatures and other hunters may need the benefits of
Zeal andfor Mercy to accomplish their goals. Zeal offers the
potential of self-defense, but also the benefits of a strong offense.
Meanwhile, Mercy edges make symparhy for monsters, hunters
and people possible, allowing information to be spread amicably,
and problems to be solved peaceably. The route a Hermit takes
depends on howantitherical she finds monsters to be, and whether
other imbued are any more deserving or completely dispensable.

Recamme Gonvierion

Conviction is normally gained through risking points on
successful edge rolls. The Storyteller can award points for
actions appropriate to your character's creed, though. As a
general rule, Hermits gain Conviction when they either act
effectively from a distance or when their distant aid allows
other imbued to complete a task. A Hermit who kicks in a
door alongside an Avenger and helps beat a zombie into paste
probably doesn't gain Conviction. The one who stalks the
zombie beforehand, however, and tells the Avenger to attack
when it's already injured probably would.

Here are some guidelines to awarding (or removing)
Conviction points based on a Hermit’s actions. No more than
one point should be granted per game session for such actions,
even if more than one is performed. The constant onslaught of
the static is usually sufficient to remind Hermits that individual
successes don't absolve the hunter of the life he now leads.

* Gain a point of Conviction when your characrer
successfully interprets a message from the Heralds that di-
rectly saves a life — whether his own or another's.

# Gain a point of Conviction when your character success-
fully escapes oravoids a creature's concerted effort to attack him.

¢ Gaina point of Conviction when your character provides
useful information to other imbued that achieves a goal, whether
significant to him or in regard to monsters,

¢ Gain a point of Conviction when your character learns
a critically important fact about a creature or group of crea-
tures rhat could unde them, save them or put them to rest.

¢ (Optional) Lose a point of Conviction when your
characters gains information that could save a life or do im-
mense good, but he fails to communicate it effectively.

® (Optional) Lose a point of Conviction when your
character trusts someone implicitly and his trust is abused.

* (Optional) Losea pointof Conviction when your character’s
guidance directly causes someone to be injured or killed.

Derancemenys

Every Hermit has to find a personal way to come to terms
with the feelings of isolation that the calling imposes. Forced
exile always manifests in a derangement of one sort or another,
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and it can never be overcome. The onus on the Hermit is to
learn to cope with the fact of her derangement, rather than to
try to find ways to cure it. Any character who did miraculously
find a way ro cure her creed derangement would have to learn
how to completely shut out the static. Such a Hermit would be
so divorced from the hunt that she would lose all access to her
edges and Patron Background — assuming any of this is even
possible and that the Heralds would ever let one of theirown go.

As stared at the beginning of this chaprer, all Hermits
start play with one derangement, automatically. However,
the punishment they endure attunes them somewhat to the
whims of the Heralds. They suffer less mental anguish later in
their existence, when Virtue scores become high and hunters
of other creeds would normally lose touch with reality.

The hunt is still rraumatic for Hermits. Conract with the
Messengers does not anesthetize them to terror, personal loss or
tragedy. Through the course of play, a Hermit may acquire new
mental problems, particularly if she is exposed o grotesque
scenes; if her failures lead directly to death and destruction,
such as idly passing on critically flawed information; or if she
negligently forgets to convey vital facts or intelligence. The
Storyteller decides when such ailments are appropriate to your
Hermit's experiences. These experiences may be unique from
her starting condition, based more on the circumstances that
trigger the new problem, or may elaborate on her starting
deficiency, compounding that derangement.

Overcoming mental ailments acquired on the hunt typi-
cally involves your Hermit finding a way to fully understand and
chronicle the events that triggered the condition. She may need
a long period of seclusion and peace to go back over events and
discover not only whar went wrong, but why the various partici-
pants — herself included — acted as they did, what could have
been changed, and what information could have prevented the
disaster. She may not need to withdraw completely from contact
during the recovery process, but she certainly has to spend many
hours each week alone, preparing derailed accounts of the event
to force herself to face up to her memories (not to mention that
you might have to spend several Willpower points). If your
character needs professional assistance, she may have to obtain
itfrom expensive and time-consuming research with psychologi-
cal booksrather than finding adoctor to confide in. Afterall, how
could any therapist understand your character’s dilemma?

After sufficient time and effort, your Hermit may be able
1o lay a mental problem to rest — at the Storyteller's discre-
tion. Part of her treatment might involve adetailed document
of the events and symptoms of the problem, and notes on how
to ensure similar events do not happen again, which she could
be driven to disseminate using the Message in a Bottle
technique described later in this chapter. Note that, like a
Hermit's starting derangement, it is hardly ever possible to
eliminate the conditions imposed by a 9 or 10 Virtue rating.

HyrocHonDRIA

People are divty, filthy, disgusting bags of flesh, riddled with
every germ, virus and parasite you can imagine. Those who
routinely hang around with dead bodies are a million times worse.

Ewvery person you meet is a vector — a possible avenue of
infection. Constant vigilance is needed to stay healthy. Soap and
water! Air purifiers! Boiled and filtered water! Those are good
starts, but to remain healthy, it's really better to isolate yourself as
much as possible from all the vectors.




Of course, germs are everywhere, so it's impossible to remain
healthyallthe time . Infact, nooneisever “perfectly healthy.” We’re born
sick and get sickerymtlwe die. . . butthe germs aren’t getting you without
a fight! Antioxidants! Vitamin E! Sunscreen and msect vepellent!

The hypochondriac constantly believes himself sick
and in danger of getring sicker. A mild form of this neurosis
is characterized by persistent research into dangerous or
exotic diseases, along with attemprs to avoid these diseases
or treating oneself for them. In game terms, any time
someone mentions illness to your mildly hypochondriac
character, you must make a successful Willpower roll,
difficulty 6, to resist babbling neurotically about his latest
set of symptoms. (This sort of verbal discharge can cause
trouble with Social rolls.)

When a hypochondriac enters a “hot zone” — some-
where with unsanitary conditions such as a city dump or the
home of an invalid — he flees immediarely unless you spend
a Willpower point. Even then, all die pools are reduced by one
while your character is “exposed.”

A more severe form of hypochondria is psychosomatic
illness. A person with this condition so thoroughly believes in his
infirmity that his body conforms ta the belief. An example of this
is someone who has convinced himself thar he has emphysema;
he coughs constantly and is unable to catch his breath. This
forced coughing can eventually damage lungs that were previ-
ously healthy. Similarly, someone with a psychosomatic bout of
influenza may throw up even though no physical illness causes
the symptom. Extreme cases may result in blindness or deafness.

A psychosomatic illness typically imposes a permanent
level of bashing damage. That level disappears if your charac-
ter can be treated for his derangement.

Dewortosia

Laok at them. The individual human is beautiful — or at least
comprehensible. You can deal with a person, one on one. But put them
into amass and you get a faceless, impersonal jelly, crammed together on
acity street, dead-eyed, uncaring. Just a press of flesh and impatience.

Crowds. Crowds are vile. You can't have mass hysteria
without the mass. Peaple are at their most dangerous when they're
packed in a herd. They get stupid, hypnotized. They give i to
group-think and themob menzality. Watch “Triumph of the Will."
Justwatchit. All those glazed German eyes, shining lustfully up at
Hitler, begging. “Enslave me. Please. Tell me what to do. Tellme
who to murder. It'll be glorious.”

That’s just human beings. Add some monsters to the mix and
it gets so nightmarish it's almost a joke. A crowd of people is a sea
of anonymity, ready to turn into a tidal wave if conditions are right,
ready to smash and riot because a collective is blameless, no face to
identify, no ass to kick and no soul to damn. What sharks swim in
that sea? What creatures are at home m the seething madness,
breathing in the crowd’s sickness for sustenance? What beasts pull
the strings, light the fuses and trigger the stampede?

A demophobe is afraid of crowds. It's like a specialized
form of claustrophobia, only instead of being enclosed by
walls or buildings, the demophobe fears being surrounded by
human beings. This sort of feeling can stem from several
plausible hunter traumas. Someone caught in a riot could
easily become nervous around masses of people. A hunter who
was injured by normal people stampeding away from an
exposed monster might develop a fear of the human herd. On
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the other hand, someone who tangled with a monster capable
of disguising itself as human could fear crowds simply because
they provide perfect cover for such beings.

Demophobes suffer a one- to three-dice-pool penalty to
most actions when in a crowd. The exact penalty is left to the
Storyteller's discretion, based on the size of the crowd and its
emotional intensity — relaxed versus riotous. Asa rule of thumb,
five or more people within a two-yard radius of the demophobe
is considered “crowding.” Of course, this is situational. If your
character is alone on a balcony overlooking Bourbon Street
during Mardi Gras, he’s still going to suffer. Spending a Will-
power point negates all penalties for a single scene.

EDGES

For most hunters, the powers they manifest during and
after the imbuing are terrifying, bizarre phenomena that, if
considered too long, might make a person question her own
sanity and even humanity. After all, normal people can't stop
beings in their tracks with a single word, or hide in plain sight
at will. Those capabilities seem to exceed what it means to be
human, and could make an imbued wonder how different she
really is from the creatures with which she contends.

Hermitsare nodifferent. They're ordinary people granted
anything but ordinary powers. And yet, their situations, and
therefore their edges, are considerably different from any that
other hunters manifest. Perhaps Hermits' seeming proximity
to the Messengers makes them privy to special capabilities.
Maybe their inherent madness broadens their minds suffi-
ciently to inherit and master powers beyond even the imbued
norm. Or Hermirts could just be cursed with capabilities that
they’re not meant to comprehend oreven deal with— they're
just meant to use them to get a job done.

Specifically, most hunters are restricted in their powers.
Those of othercreeds are tied ro or bound by the material world.
Almostall hunters’ edges impact on the physical reality that the
imbued live in, understand, can see and can touch. Some edges
might affect ghosts that haunt the physical world, but those
powers still have foundation in that world. Other dimensions,
spirit realms and layers of reality available ro some monsters —
and perhaps to the Messengers themselves — are denied to
hunters’ capabilities and perception, almost as a rule,

Hermits' edges allow them to perceive and touch realms
beyond the physical plane. They can project their senses across
distances, communicate with other minds without speaking, and
travel as spirits without form — things that no other hunters can
do or comprehend (and perhaps neither can Hermits). Ask an
outcast how he knows what he knows or has seen what he’s seen
and he won't be able to explain it rationally. He just knows and
sees, and isundoubtedly afraid of what he can do. Afterall, other
hunters are frightening for both the amazing things they can do
and rhe pain they inflict in a Hermit's mind. Butr what does thar
say about an outsider who can do so much more? Is his humanity
even a possibility anymore!
® Reren

Reach is the power to send one's senses elsewhere. Just as
some Visionaries can see and hear events thar occurred at a
location at a different time, Hermits can perceive events that
occur nearby at the same time, as if they extend their mind’s
eye beyond rthemselves.




OvhseEboss
Hermits are transformed by their imbuing, often
more so than any other creed members. Their edges are §
tied closely to their intended mission, whatever that

might actually be, and require intense contact with the
b Messengers. Assuch, Hermitedges put tremendous strain - §§

I on the minds of the few other hunters who acquire them.
- Followers of other creeds cannot gain Hermit edges until
I their Vision rating reaches at least 4. Furthermore, for

" each Hermit edge that adherents of the Mercy and Zeal §§

créeds gain, they automatically develop one derange- §
l ment from the following list: Paranoia, Megalomania, §
l Manic-Depression, Compulsive-Aggressive Disorder,
Dissociation, Agoraphobia, Addiction or Demophobia.
| (These ailmentsare detailed in the Hunter rulebook and
i in the various creed sourcebooks.) These derangements

I cannot be removed, just as with high-Virtue disorders.
| Visionaries and Waywards, being fellow followers of §f

L Vision and more attuned to Hermits, do not suffer these
| derangements but muststill have 4 Vision before Hermit
| edges can be acquired.
The edges of other creeds are not similarly restricted
“for Hermits, perhaps due to the outcasts’ connection tothe §

'~ Heralds. If a Hermit pulls even a fragment of meaning out. §§
of thestatic when he encounters another hunter, he might §§

easily manifest and understand an Innocence or Defense
edge. In some cases, Hermits denionstrate edges from

| othercreedseven if they haven'tseen them in use or heard §§

| about them. Afterall, they're tuned into the Heralds acall

| times; the Heralds empower Hermits in any enigmatic way

- the entities like. Hermits naturally tend toward Mercy- §
based more than Zeal-based edges, however. They typically §
hangback, observe and learn rather than leap into thefray. §

[f Zeal-oriented powers are developed, they usually assist |

: - in a Hermit's mfmmaﬁomgathenng gaoals and should be
it ﬂtmnahzedas Sw':h

Reach applies to all five se sight,
scent and hearing. However, just because a Hermit can feel
what anopponent has in his packet doesn't mean he can affect
thar object. The power offers clairsentience, not telekinesis.

This edge is not without its dangers. While a Hermit'ssenses
are elsewhere, he cannot hearor feel what happens tohis physical
body. To an outsider, it looks like the Hermit is simply asleep —
but attempts to waken him don't work until hissentience returns.

Furthermare, particularly perceptive people (or beings) may
sense that they are being watched by a reaching Hermit. The
outcast hasno “ghostly” form of any kind while projecting, butcan
suggest a “presence” to the receprive.

System: Roll Perception + Vision, difficulty 6, and spend
one action to activate the edge. For each success, your character
can go “out of body” fora maximum of approximately 10 minutes,
and you can make standard Perception rolls from a perspective
other than yourcharacter's physical location. He can return to his
body instantly, at will. He returns forcibly if his body is ever
rendered Incapacitated while his senses are elsewhere, at which
point he is unconscious thereafter in body and mind. If his body
is killed while reaching, his senses die, too.
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Your Hermit can attempt toactivate second sight (and its
associated protection) through Reach, but doing so is not
automatic. In addition to the usual Conviction cost, you must
make a successful Perception + Awareness roll, difficulty 6.
Second sight is active for the remainder of the scene and
protects both his sentience and body from supernatural tam-
pering. If the roll fails, a Conviction point is still lost and
neither part receives special awareness or protection; your
reaching character sees and detects only what he can wirh his
regular, human senses. Second sight may be activated before
reaching, but the Perceprion + Awareness roll isstill required
to maintain it while out of body. Repeated attempts to
activate second sight are allowed.

Reach hasarange of abour 30 yards per point of Vision thar
your character has. Your Hermit can move his senses around at
a “fast sprint” anywhere within that range, and is not impeded
by physical barriers. He can pass through walls, suffers no harm
when “hit" by a car and can pass through people. (All these
incorporeal capabilities assume your character can grasp their
possibility, though. It’s human instinct to try to use a door
before walking through one, and it may take some time for your
character to realize that he can move through solid irems.
Likewise, he probably avoids traffic until he’s had considerable
experience reaching and masters his fear of being “run over.”)

The staric still applies to your character when he reaches.
Creatures or hunters within range of the approximate loca-
tion of your character’s senses, not his body, invoke the noise.
All static rules apply normally thereafter (difficulty modifiers
may even interfere with attempring to activare second sight
while reaching).

If your Hermit'sbody is within a yard or so of a Visionary, the
range he can reach isdoubled. Qutcasts who have discovered this
benefit suspect some kind of intended reamwork for the hunters
involved, but can’t explain it specifically. The proximity of some
other imbued simply helps with reaching, which contradicts
Hermits' normal relarions with other hunters.

A subject of Reach may get an uneasy feeling of being
watched. Roll Perception + Awareness, difficulty 9, for normal
people (including other imbued). The difficulty drops to 8 for
animals and supernatural creatures. It's 7 for creatures with
supernatural senses or anyone with the Awareness Ability.
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With this capability, a Hermit can transmit words and
images directly into the mind of a fellow imbued. In theory,
this tool is invaluable: The Hermit and fellow hunters can
communicate silently and clearly withour fear of being over-
heard. But of course, in theory Hermits weren't supposed to be
socially challenged recluses.

In practice, such communication rends to be similar to
messages received from the Heralds — garbled, eryptic, distract-
ing and unpleasant. Recipients can be frightened, startled,
disoriented or dimly aware of an idea forming in their head
without apparent source. Message recipients who have the
Patron Background, however, are unlikely to mistake a sending
for a genuine contact with the Heralds. Herald messages are
painful and confusing because they're pure intent transmitted
into an impure human medium. Hermit sendings are painful and
confusing because they come from a different impure human.
Also, some sendings communicate more than a Hermit intends.




An outcast can only send to someone he can see or hear
directly with his naked eyes or ears. Sending should not be
confused with telepathy or mind reading: Only messages
projected deliberately can be sent to or received by a target.
This edge can't be used to eavesdrop on others’ thoughts.

System: Roll Intelligence + Vision and spend one action to
activate thisedge. The difficulty isbased on your character’s target:
7foranother hunter with second sight active; 8 foran imbued with
the sight inactive; 9 for a bystander. If your roll is successful, your
characrer can communicare a simple message — typically a
sketchy mental picture or something he could say in five words or
less. The more successes gained the clearer the communication.
Successes  Clarity
1 A murky feeling that could be ignored easily.

2 A fairly simple sense of what your character means.

3 Good communication. Your character gets
some sense of the recipient’s reaction.

4+ Instant rapport! Your character can mentally
“talk” ro that person for 30 secondsasif they
were on a telephone.

A botch means thart instead of makinga “conscious to
conscious” connection, your Hermit makes an “uncon-
scious to unconscious” one. Instead of what your Hermit
wants to show, the receiver gets a taste of his deepest fears,
hopes and desires — but only in her unconscious mind. She
may dream your character’s dreams or recognize his hopes
when she sees him next. In any event, her next Social rolls in
regard to your character are at -1 difficulty due to her uncanny
understanding of him. (If she’s not your Hermit's ally, she may
get a feeling of his identity, if he seeks to keep it secret.)

This power can be used successfully on a single subject
no more than once per scene.

Your character cannot send a message while also using
the level-one Reach power. Messages can be sent only when
your character’s senses are still in his own body.

Send cannot be used to deliver messages to normal
people or monsters.
® oo Fpicy

A Hermit locks eyes with a target and — for a split
second — that person or thing sees itself as the Messen-
gers see him. It's not verbal or visual
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System: Roll Manipulation + Vision, difficulty 6, and
spend one action as your characrer and rhe subject’s eyes meet.

If the target is a supernatural creature, it automatically
loses a point of Willpower for every success you achieve, toa
minimum rating of zero. Ancient or powerful creatures are as
likely to be affected as young ones, the former glimpsing the
abominations they have become and the suffering they have
caused, the latter sensing the misdirection their lives have
taken and the humanity they have lost.

If the rarger is a regular person (or bystander) who serves
the forces of the supernatural, whether wittingly ornot (such
as being a human pawn or agent of monsters), he or she loses
one point of Willpower, no matter how many successes you
achieve in your Manipu-

lation + Vision roll.
Other normal people
who live selfish oreven

communication. Its a sudden visceral percep-
tion of the vastness of the universe and the
insignificance or undesirability of the subject
in that milieu. The Hermit virtually becomes
a transmitter for the Heralds’ judgment, bur-
dening a target with the static.

For supernatural creatures, Edict often
inflicts excruciating rage or despair. (Imagine if
God spoke to you from a pillar of flame and His
first words were, “You are worthless.”) For ordi-
nary humans, it's less painful. Some people are
unaffected, some are depressed and a very few (who
are particularly humble or selfless) are actually
buoyed by their own sense of worth. For other
imbued, Edict can be a curse (when they per-
ceive the extremely long hard road they have
ahead) or a blessing (when they get confit-
marion thart they're on the right path).

r
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abusive lives, but who do nor directly serve monsters in any
way, suffer no effect. Meanwhile, those rare people who seek
to live some kind of deserving or rewarding life can gain a
sense of encouragement or worth in the encounter with your
character. They gain a point of Willpower.

If the subject is a hunter, the Storyteller decrees whether
that person has been true to her personal beliefs and values in
the hunt (i.e., her creed) or has denied or abandoned her
ethics of lare. The former gains a point of Conviction and the
latter loses a point. Those who behave neutrally —staying on
and straying from their respective parhs in equal measure —
get a sense of being analyzed, but are not judged.

No hunter can gain or lose more than one Conviction point
per chapter from use of this edge. Hermits and Waywards, being
in close contact with the Messengers at all times, are complerely
unaffected by this edge. High-virtue Hunters are similarly more
challenging to affect — the difficulty of your roll equals the
extremist’s highest Virtue rating, which should be 7 or more. No
monster or person can be affected by this power more than once
per game session.

Whether a target is a monster, hunter or a regular
person, being evaluated by a Hermit's piercing gaze is un-
nerving. Being found wanting is horrible; rhe creature feels
insignificant, irrelevant and sinful, and inexplicably under-
stands that its goals are in direct contradiction to the natural
order. This is extremely upsetting and depressing and might
even prove frightening, driving a creature off. On very rare
occasions, this judgment may be accompanied by actual
physical pain. By contrast, hunters who fulfill their roles are
heartened and encouraged, gaining new levels of self-belief
and personal worth.

Edict has no effect on animals or crearures with subhu-
man intelligence. One needs a certain level of intellect to
suffer an existential crisis.

This edge cannot be used in conjunction with Reach, since
your Hermit does nor use his physical eyes when seeing remotely.
® @ e e Tyuyscend

With this edge, a Hermir can step out of his body as a
spirit, not just with his senses as he can with Reach. He can
move instantaneously to any point on Earth that he has
previously visited physically or astrally, or from which his
body holds an object. He can travel to these places at speeds
of up to 1,000 miles per hour (250 miles per 15 minures). In
addition, some other edges can be used by the disembodied
spirit. Physical edges such as Cleave don't work, but non-
physical oneslike Serid, Burden and Discern do. Your character
can also make very small changes in the physical world —not
enough tododamage oreven turn ona lightswitch, butmaybe
enough to knock a piece of paper to the floor or to write a
message in the condensation on a window.

Astral existence is not safe. A Hermit feels solid to
other spirit entities (most notably ghosts) and they feel
solid to him. This means hand-to-hand fights can occur
between otherwise immaterial beings. A Hermir is also
visible to hunters with acrive second sight or perception-
based edges such as Discern, Witness or Illuminate. Hunters
perceiving the “spirit Hermit” are likely to think him a
ghost, unless he rakes the rime — perhaps using Send — to
try to inform them otherwise.

Py

System: Spend a point of Convicrion and roll Sramina +
Vision, difficulty 8. Your character must also spend an action
to activate this power. If successful, your character leaves his
body and enters a different realm, one that surrounds the
material world but doesn't affect it directly. For each success
rolled, your Hermit can remain “astral” for 15 minutes. At the
end of that time, he rerurns to his body instanraneously and
cannot leave it again for at least 24 hours. He may also retun
prematurely at will.

[n astral form, Wits is used instead of Dexrterity, Intelli-
gence instead of Stamina, and Manipulation instead of
Strengrh. This change applies for all interactions between
astral bodies, but not for the use of edges.

Astral forms can fight. The Hermit's astral body has the
same health levels as his physical body at the moment he
projects. If he's killed while astral, the character dies and his
body becomes an empty shell in a coma — easy prey for any
possessing spirit. All “astral damage” is healed when your
Hermit returns to his physical form. It is absolurely impossible
for any Hermit to enter any vessel other than his own physical
body — he cannaor possess any creature or object, even
another Hermit who is in a "projecting coma.”

Your character can activate second sight and its protec-
tion while projecting, but it affects his astral self only, not his
dormant body. The static also applies to your character when
he projects. Creatures or hunters within range of the approxi-
mate location of your characrer's spirit, not his body, invoke
the noise. All static rules apply normally thereafter.

As with Reach, a Hermit using Transcend cannot sense
what happens to his physical body. He returns forcibly if his
body is ever rendered Incapacitated while his spirit is else-
where, and he is unconscious thereafter in body and soul. Ifhis
body 15 killed while transcending, his spirit dies, too.

It costs one Willpower point to affect the material world
in a meager way when projecting, as described above. Your
characrer’s spirit can also pass through marerial objects as
discussed under Reach. It’s impossible to speak to physical
beings while projecting, although the Send edge can be used
to communicate.

Anyone in your projecting character’s vicinity may
sense his presence. Roll Perception + Awareness, difficulty
9, for normal people (including other imbued). The diffi-
culty drops to 8 for animals and supernatrural crearures. It's
7 for creatures with supernatural senses or anyone with the
Awareness Ability. “Spectral displays” performed by your
character, such as writing in the condensation on a mirror,
are blatant evidence of some kind of presence. Ordinary
people and hunters withour active second sight who success-
fully sense or perceive evidence of such otherworldly existence
lose control of themselves as if they had seen a ghost
(Hunter Storytellers Companion, p. 13). Other hunters
might have a chance ro acrivare second sighr reacrively
(Hunter, p. 133) and can then see your character as an
incorporeal being — although not necessarily “wrong” as a
genuine ghost might look.

The level-five Redemption power Suspend can trap a
Hermit's transcending spirit in the Redeemer’s presence.
Other hunter edges that affect spirits can affect a projecting
Hermir if they are used on him.
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The effect of proclaiming to supernatural creatures de-
pends on the number of successes achieved. Successes are
allocated to or among monsters as you choose.

00000 Procipm
With Edict, a Hermit can show a creature its insignifi-

cance or blasphemy in the world. With Proclaim, she can
actually bring that being to the Heralds’ attention.

This s not an imbuing, but it sure brings back memories
t0 those who are already imbued. The effect conjures the same
overwhelming sense of need and duty backed by otherworldly
power and intelligence — the same pain and revelation.

Asforitseffects on the unnatural, it seems to be madden-
ingly agonizing — literally. They generally go into hysterics

- and don't seem to be the same afterward.

Proclaiming to a creature is not necessarily easy or safe.
The Hermit becomes a conduit through which the power of
the Messengers flows, and their view of How It Is goes head to
head against the will and worldview of the monster. If the

Hermir was a perfect medium for the Messengers’ will, it
would be no contest. But, as we know, Hermits are far from
perfect. [fa monster’s will to resist is greater than the Hermit's
desire to proclaim, the Hermit may suffer from grievous
psychic trauma.

Most amazing of all, proclaiming to an existing bystander
gives her a second chance, bringing her back to the Messen-
gers'attention as a potential new recruit. Unless the bystander
deliberately shies away a second time, she can join the imbued
as a genuine hunter. Proclaim has no effect on humans who
have not already been exposed to the imbuing — it cannot be
used to spontaneously imbue people.

This edge is triggered by speaking in rongues. Some
theorize that the words spoken are a heretofore unknown
spoken equivalent of hunter code.

System: Spend two points of Conviction and roll Vision.
[f proclaiming to hunters or bystanders, the difficulty is 6. If
proclaiming to creatures, the difficulty is the highest current
Willpower in the group, maximum 10. Potenrial rargets must
be within your characrer's sight. Your character spends one
full turn blathering at the targets to activate the power.

For each success rolled while addressing imbued, one of
them enters close contact with the Messengers as if she
possesses the Patron Background, assuming she doesn’t
already, and ir is acrive for the rest of the scene. The
Storyteller may take this opportunity to confront each and
all recipients with hallucinations, dreams, spoken messages

— like those of any imbuing — to communicate informa-
tion directly to the chosen. These signs and symbols can be
as disorienting and nonsensical as ever, but they should
allude to somerhing important to hunter origins or purpose,
or to dangers or important events yet to come in the
chronicle. It's a great chance to give characters prophetic
roles in the game, all thanks to the channeling Hermit. The
Storyteller decides if hunter subjects of Proclaim suffer
difficulties to actions arrempted while confronted with
messages from above.

If your character allocates at least two successes to a
bystander when proclaiming, and in the presence of at least
one monster, that bystander has a chance to be imbued
again, The bystander’s reaction determines creed as it would
at any imbuing. If he fails to respond again, he remains a
bystander forever thereafter. (No further uses of Proclaim
grant another opportunity.)

Result

Your Hermit gains a derangement or loses a
point of Intelligence, permanently.

The creature gains a derangement that lasts
for the rest of the scene.

The creature gains a derangement that lasts
for 24 hours.

The creatures gains a permanent derangement
or loses a point of either Willpower or
Intelligence, permanently.

Derangements inflicted on creatures by Proclaim are
typically phobias, fugues or paranocia. The Storyteller decides
exactly which derangement affects each creature, and how
the creature reacts to the sudden onslaught of mental tor-
ment. (Fora quick and dirty system, assume the creature loses
a die from every pool for the duration.)

If fewer successes are rolled than hunters and/or monsters
are present, you have to choose which ones are the recipients
of these effects, and how many successes apply to each rarget
in the case of bystanders and monsters.

A Hermit can use this power only once per day. [t has no
effect on other Hermits or Waywards; they're already close ro
the Messengers and subject to intense contact. The Story-
teller has the option of making truly ancient or powerful
monsters immune t0 Proclaim, or they might be subjecr to it
only if enough successes are applied to them.

MessagemaBorris

Although they apparently made a fundamental error
with Hermits, or else modern humaniry simply couldn’t cope
with contact with the heavens, the Messengers sought to
make the creed as effective as possible. Presumably, Hermits
were originally intended to communicare with one another
regularly and pass knowledge on to other chosen who needed
it. To assist this, the Messengersdecided tohelpin this process
by taking documents and other sources of knowledge creared
by Hermits and distributing them, using coincidence and
apparent random error to make sure the items fell into the
hands of the appropriate imbued. That way, chosen who did
not know a Hermit would still be able to receive the informa-
tion they needed, and traveling Hermits would get the material
that they were supposed to. At least, that’s how some ourcasrs
try to explain themselves, and hunter-researchers such as
Fyodor have begun to accept and promote these claims.

Although their creed is flawed, Hermits still seem ca-
pable of relaying what they experience and learn on the hunt
ro some degree. When one prepares information in the proper
way and leaves its dispersal to suitably random forces, the
Messengers might take over and ensure that the people who
need it get it. Although no Hermir is fully conscious of this
process, all are able to do it and repeatedly find themselves
driven to reach out. Alone on their cramped islands of
isolarion, Hermits are occasionally compelled to create “mes-
sages in a botrle” of one form or another, and throw them out
into the world.

Successes

Botch
1 Allocated
2 Allocated

3+ Allocated
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The recipients of these messages are usually Visionaries
or fellow Hermits. Of all creeds, they have sufficient familiar-
ity with the Messengers and their teachings to potentially see
any of the truth contained within a message. Other creeds can
and do receive communications, and may be able to under-
stand any direct warnings or strategic information therein,
but material applying to the big picture of the hunt usually
makes sense to only Visionaries and other outcasts.

Anchaorire Press’ “Apocrypha” is the most widely distrib-
uted message-in-a-bottle document yet produced. As the first
Hermit totry proper publicarion asa means for this technique,
Violin has produced a large supply of material for distribution.
Copies of the book turn up through underground sources,
through word of mouth and in odd bookshops around the
world for hunters of all creeds to “stumble upon.” Even so,
other Hermits and Visionaries are the ones most likely to be
able to distinguish fact from fancy within.

T ue Creavive Unge

Hermits are repeatedly driven to produce message-in-a-
bortle documents during the course of their exisrence. Each
time a Hermit is about to acquire another Vision point, she
feels a powerful need to record or express her insights and
experiences that have led up to thar acquisition. This force
builds within her each time her Conviction increases until,
when 10 Conviction are cashed in for a Vision point, she is
compelled to create a message . (Conviction exchanged for
another kind of Virtue does not demand creation of a message.
Nor are messages created for the first Vision points a Hermit
acquires at character creation.)

The technique for creating a “message in a bottle” is
subconsciously known to all Hermits, and is quite simple. Any
medium of storing and transmitting information can be used,
from writing or drawing on paper through recording audio or
video cassettes, all the way to composing an email or, like
Violin, publishing a book. Your Hermit draws upon the signs
and hints passed on to her by the Heralds, along with fragments
from the sraric, things she has seen with Reach, material from
hunters or from other sources, and her own insights and
deductions, and pours the collected rantings out onto the paper,
keyboard or whatever. Your characrer always has justification
for her actions — keeping a daily diary, making a record of
interesting happenings, describing events toafriend or relative,
or even performing a psychological exercise. Violin's lerter of
previous chapters, written without a specific recipient and
apparently at the behest of Fyodor, is a good example of a
rarionale for a message in a bottle in the making.

Once the document is finished (that is, once the Hermit
has said everything she has to say — a process that demands
abhourtwodays' work and the investment of a Willpower point),
she must cast the message out for the Heralds to deliver. For a
pieceof paper, tharcan be as simpleas balling itup and throwing
it out. Larger items can be “accidentally” dumped in the trash,
left in a café, put in an envelope or mail sack with no delivery
or return address, or sent to a small-press magazine for publica-
tion. Faxes can be sent to “wrong” numbers, and emails might
be sent prematurely, even with blank recipient windows. A
physical book like “Apocrypha” can be put in general circula-
tion, even if it's overlooked by almost everyone except the
imbued. The need to dispose of, relinquish or fire off the

gy

document can be rationalized by the Hermit in terms of
dispensing with a foolish waste of paper, as careless treatment
of the material or even as something “funny” to do.

Only some Hermits genuinely know that they compose
documents for distribution by the Powers That Be. Yet, if any
one fails to relinquish hers immediately, a nagging sense of
dissatisfaction with the document builds day by day until she
is finally so fed up with the item that she discards the message
in exactly the sort of random way that allows it to be passed on
to an appropriate recipient. Indeed, until the message is
dispatched, the Hermir is unable to gain a Vision point.

As soon as an item is released, your Hermit is granted a
modicum of relief from the static, almost as a reward for
performing her duries. The Heralds' artention is temporarily
focused on gerting the message in a bottle to the right
recipient and away from your character. For a week after
sending a message, the effective range for triggering the static
is reduced to one-half of your character's usual level, making
life somewhat more bearable for ber.

By the time your Hermit atrains 3 Vision, 1 Mercyand |
Zeal, she hHas been through the process enough times to
suspect that the Messengers guide her hand, that the effort
makes her feel posirive for a while, and reduces aggravation
caused by the static. She may also start to receive enough
messages herself — see below — that she begins to sense the
unique communal pain shared by all outsiders.

Makme v Reat

Ifyou or the Storyteller decide that your character isabout
to gain Vision from a Conviction exchange, based on story
events or personal development, you can prepare for the
creation of a message. Your character may be inspired and drop
out of the hunt for days to capture the thoughts and realizations
she’s had. Such dedication might even be at the detriment of
other imbued who need your character’s help or contribution,
It all depends on how badly your character feels the need for
greater insight and understanding (how much you need that
next Virtue point). Acquisition of it might mean the develop-
ment of a new Vision-based edge that makes a considerable
improvement in your Hermit's efforts on the hunt. That differ-
ence might outweigh the immediate needs of fellow huntets.

You're encouraged to actually design the document that
your character creates, making a real-world version of her
expressions. The Sroryteller should offer you some cryptic
insights into coming events in the chronicle — a warning of a
monster looming, a threat of a character trailing from the cause,
a caution of the dangers of obsession for the hunt—and allow
you to interpret them into your work. He can then incorporate
your creation as an actual prop in your game, which other
players might receive. Imagine the Storyteller throwing a
balled-up piece of paper at a player mid-game, seemingly
without provocation, as his character walks downastreet. Who
knows where such real-world irems can lead your game!?

Incomme Messages

The flip-side of creating a message in a bottle is tharevery
so often, your character is the recipient of one of them. Even
members of others creeds occasionally receive these cryptic
communications, which might be theoretical discussions,
diary entries, rants, third-party case notes or just about any-




thing else. They may seem bland and irrelevant, or as erypric
asone of the Heralds' own communications, but the messages
always contain material that the recipient finds useful — once
it has been deciphered.

For the Merciful and Zealous, messages tend to be
timely warnings, informarion about objects, creatures or
locations that the recipient is involved with or that pase a
threat, or accounts of events that clearly highlight danger-
ous flaws in a plan or that foreshadow events to come. The
journals of the imprisoned Tyrone Bellamy (Hunter Book:
Martyr), faxed around the imbued community by Hermit
Celia Goldman and the Muslim Federarion, are an excellent
example of imbued of various creeds receiving messages.

Hermits and Visionaries tend to receive messages that
are more abstract — rantings and wild theories that other
hunters would discount as sheer lunacy. However, careful
study generally brings the recipient to greater understanding
or acceprance of an issue that she was uncerrain of, or a
message may offer tools for the hunt, such as new code signs
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or hints on how ra learn an edge from a different creed. Some
messages received by Hermits or Visionaries might be no
more useful than the daily newspaper. Still others may invigo-
rate your character in the hunt and irs purpose, offering
Conviction or Willpower points. In the last case, your hunter
isreassured thatshe ison the right track, that herassumptions,
prioritiesor ways of dealing with the world are carrect, oreven
that actions she has taken or information she has passed has
helped save lives.

The content and frequency of messages that a character
receives are always at the Storyteller’s discretion. He alone
may specify the benefits or knowledge, if any, that can be
gained by studying a particular message in a bottle. Those
created by Hermits of increasingly higher Vision rating are
particularly Byzantine, confusing and elaborate — but might
also contain the most revelatory truths. When such docu-
ments are introduced spontaneously into your game, the
Storyteller should design them as props just as you can for your
Own Character's creations.
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They wandered in the wilderness in a solitary way; they
found no city to dwell in.

— Psalms 107:4

Receiving the word of the heavens puts a traumatic strain
on Hermits — more than their mere mortal bodies and minds
can withstand. The result is often people driven into isola-
tion, afraid ot human contact, wary of any who approach and
frustrated that they are constantly confronted with monstrous
visions — visions that must be responded to somehow. Out-
casts deal with all these pressures in various ways, almost
always as a product of who they were betore the imbuing and

who they have become since — as beleaguered human beings.
This chapter profiles some of these people for you to use as
characters or to introduce into your chronicle. Elaborate on
them as you like and make them your own.
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Prelude: You've heard all the names:

Hayseed. Yokel. Hick. All from people
who'd starve dead in a week if the
supermarket and the Starbucks
closed down.

Who needs 'em? You
don’t. You got the same farm
your great-grandpa farmed. You
got woods full of deer and squir- ~
rels. You got streams full of fish.
Those city folks need you, which is
probably why they turn up their
noses, They need to eat and &
you've got food. What do they
have that you need? Investment
tips! Faster Internet access! Imported
gizmos from wherever?

Crapola.

The only thing they have
thar youneed is money. Because
truth to tell, that’s something of
a sore spot. Used to be, a man
could farm and fish and live all
right selling his surplus. Now
those factory farms, they've
bought the bestland. They’re
getting all the deals from the °
fertilizer companies, all the deals from
the seed companies, because when you
buy insecticide for a million acres, no
one needs to bother selling to the
little guy.

So instead of peddling everything
you grow at the lousy co-op, you've
found this place in the city where people
pay crazy prices for a squash that was
grown without chemicals. (Orat least
you say it was grown without chemi-

cals.) “Organic produce,” they call it. Sure. Wharever. Just
don’t forget to sign the checks.

So, one day you're in the city dropping off some
pumpkins and right there, right in the middle of the
strip mall, the ground cracks open and dead folks come
out. You'd heard crazy Ned go on and on about the
angry dead taking revenge when their graves were

= 2\ violated. You figured it was bullshit. Maybe now you
)

owe him an apology.

One thing's for sure, though, that kind of
thing wouldn't happen out in the country.
Now that you know how dangerous the city
really is, you're tempted to let those city
folks stew in their own juice. Especially
since most of them are too dumb to
recognize what's happening. But then,
you didn't know that long ago, either.
Besides, if you can't get the city
folks to fight the things in their own
backyard, there's no friggin’ way
they'll bail you out if the things
make it out to the country, It's war,
and you'd rather fight it on their turf

than yours.

Concept: You're fiercely in-
dependent and have a chip on
yourshoulder. Atthesamerime,

you know you’re not as indepen-

dent as you pretend. Even while

you can't stand people, you know thar

if you let the monsters kill them, there won’t be
anyone left to fight when they come for you.

Roleplaying Hints: City folk are the most

gullible people in the world. They think that long

division stops you cold if you're from further than

the suburbs. So play on that. Give 'em what they

want. Act dumb — until it's time to be smatt.

Equipment: Pick-up truck, shotgun, tractor
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*Gad, 1 hate people,

Prelude: The stylites were early Christian zeal-
ots who went out in the desert and sat on tall
columns of stone, seeking enlightenment. Lucky
bastards. They never had to deal with a landlord
who thinks that just because he can't change
the rent on an apartment, he doesn’t have to
change the light bulbs, either. The stylites
didn't have to deal with that far cow in 4A
asking them to watch her cats while she goes
on vacation. “The vet charges so much to
board them and there's only three and you
seem like such a nice young girl.” They
didn't have to deal with getting asked
out by “Rodney-c-c-call-me-R-r-raw”
from 7D, whose tongue stud and
leather jacket haven’t changed his
stutter or his boondocks accent.
Theydon’thave to deal with Stefani
on the other side of your bedroom
wall having loud, Cosmo-girl mul-
tiple orgasms every Friday night after
the "70s retro clubs shut down.

You wish you were deaf. You
wish you had atrocious body odor.
You wish you had leprosy or that
you were a huge one-eyed man with
scars and a chainsaw. Anything to
get all rhose puling, stupid, drippy
nosed people to stay away.

You'd leave the city, except
that you never have and figure that
people in the rest of the world are
just as stupid, if not stupider. (Hell,
when “R-reraw” moved here from
Idaho or Ohio or wherever, he prob-
ably lowered the average IQQ in both
places.) At least in the city you've got
universities, museums, and afew people
educated enough to be tolerable.

You spend your days in libraries,
where the quiet is mercifully enforced.
Your name is known ro a small bur suffi-
cient circle as an excellent researcher

and fact checker. Those are the good rimes. Most
of the time you have to make ends meet by |
editing execrable manuscripts, doing rransla-
tion scut-work and digging up details for
authorts too lazy and inept to do their own
damn research.
Until one night one of the researchers
from the inner circle — a particularly

asked to meet you late. You agreed,
hoping to pick up some more lucra-
tive work.
What he offered was notwork.
He offered you the chance to live
forever. Before you even had a
chance to grasp the question, he
was attacked by a gang of punks,
You didn’t want to get involved,
but you had to. He killed two of
them, but as he was going after
the third... maybe if she hadn’t
been so young you would have let
the chips fall wherever, but....
You joined in. You stopped him,
Now, more than ever, you
envy the hermits on their pillas,
splendidly aloof and delightfully alone,
Concept: You're much more comfort-
able with what people produce — words,
ideas, languages and philosophies — than
you are with people. You prefer ro deal with
them atadistance —correspondence, email
or by phone. Now you're faced with a situ-
ation that seems to demand face-to-face
interaction, and you don’t like it.
Roleplaving Hints: You'reasullen loner
and everyone you meet is an irritating doofus
until they prove themselves otherwise. The
only thing that really brings you out of your
shell is a chance to show off your smarts.
Equipment: Stun gun, pepper spray,
frumpy clothes, bulky Pentium Il computer,
endless notepads and countless books
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HUNYER BOOK : HERMIT

O Lhkolts wasch .

Prelude: You have a love/hate relationship with people. People are fascinating, from the proper perspective and in
the proper doses. People are beautitul, when you look at them right and can take it in at a leisurely pace. But they can also
be nasty, cruel and capricious. You like people, you want people to like you, but you don't understand them and don'tknow
when they’re going to turn on you. You can be ralking ro someone, chatring away, getting enthusiastic and suddenly she
turns to you and says, “You're starting to creep me out.” Just like that. Bang. And suddenly all

the smart you thought you were turns into dumb, and all the fun turns into hor humiliation.
You've tried to understand people, but nothing you've heard through your shotgun
microphone or seen through your night-vision binoculars has made human interaction
any clearer. [t was exciting, though — until you got arrested. When you paid your fine

and accepred the restraining order, you decided to move to a new town and start over.

For a while, it was a real relief to not know anyone.

After a few scary and unpleasant encounters with people you misread, you've
found a way around it. You've found a way to keep people at a distance, where you
can contact them without all that weird nonverbal face/ posture/ eye-contact
garbage getting in the way. The Internet is your salvarion. There, people are just
words. All words. The best part. And the images of women there are
malleable, controllable — not volatile, unpredictable or puzzling. Get into
trouble and you can just shut down. That's better. Maybe there’s
something wrong with you, but you're more comfortable with
your net-friends than you've ever been with anyone you've
met face to face. Some folks say people on the net lie —
showing false pictures, pretending to be who they aren't.
What does it matter? If the illusion is more fun than
“reality,” then whar claim does reality have to be superior?
And everything was going fine until one of your next-
door neighbors came back from the dead. Youknew her because she was prerty
and you liked to watch her working in her garden. She died in a car crash —
you read about it in the paper. Her husband was going to sell the house when
she came back.
You knew you could get in big trouble for watching people, but a
walking corpse! Well, that was something you just had to figure our,
They argued, he ran away, and you convinced him to sell
the house to someone who wantcd to tear it down and rebuild.
That seemed like a good idea. You've also found a web page and
list of people who seem to have had similar experiences, but
accessing the list makes your eyes blur and your ears ring, so you try
to keep your time there to a minimum.
Since that time, you've discovered that you can look at people
and things from far away, which is great. No one knows you’re looking
at them, you can't be convicted, and you think you're finally starting
o to understand what people are really like. It's scary, but it's
= N exciting, too.
: : Concept: You prefer people at arm's reach. You'd like to
watch them, but you don’t  want them to be able to watch or affect you. Your new abilities are
| great— but you keep seeing a lot of awfully nasty things, and you get this terrible feeling that you're
N supposed to do something about them. Maybe if you get rid of the things that trouble you, you'll
be able to enjoy your newfound abilities in peace.

Roleplaying Hints: You've got no social skills and you like to watch people, especially pretey
women. Your deviant nature is somewhat under control, but you're still callous and careless with
people’s emotions, because you really don’r have any empathy.

Equipment: Night-vision binoculars, illegal shotgun microphone, cell phone and police-band
scanners, old ham radio, Honda Civic, top-of-the-line compurer with a really big monitor
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HUNYER BOOK : HERMIY

Prominent Hermins

The following people are among the most noteworthy, or
simply well-known of Hermits, if such recognition can be
atrributed to people who aspire to remain remore and anony-
mous. The inescapable need torespond to the Heralds' messages
is evidenced in these Hermits. Witchout such demands from
above, these imbued would surely turn rheir backs on the world
completely. To the “public” eye of fellow hunters, these people
are schizos and fuck-ups —hunters too warped to identify with.
Little do other imbued realize that these few represent rhe best
of a very rare and unique hunter mindset.

Wavyne Brig

Wayne is a down-ro-earth, grumpy rype with little rime
orenergy for the broader philosophical questions of the world.
He'sgot hishead down and is trying to get by withoutscrewing
up or looking like a clown.

Wayne grew up in Montana. His dad took off when he was
10, and his mom struggled pretry hard after that. Wayne spent
a couple of good summers with his loner uncle, hunring and
fishing along the Canadian border, but when he was old enough
1o get a job he starred helping support the family. He did okay
in high school, and when his mom died and his little sisrers
moved away, he went to trade school and learned to repair cars.
Evenrually, he moved ro Denver to be near his sisrers and there
met Beverly Modine. They got married and moved to Beverly's
hometown of El Paso, where Wayne opened a garage. Things
were okay for a couple years, until Beverly left him and moved
back to Denver. By that time, Wayne was settled.

Wayne is prerty skeprical about everything, but where
your standard urban-hipster-cynic thinks he's smarter than
everyorie else, Wayne is just as skeptical and resigned about
his own intelligence. He believes he'll never figure anything
our, and lerting himself think he has is just pure dumb.

Wayne figures that most people are, by and large, worth
about the same (not much). He'd like ro make things fair and safe

o

and generally peaceful because, hey, what else is there! To
achieve his utilitarian goals, he'll do whatever he deems prudent.
He doesn't have big plans. He wants to make things percepribly
betterin the short term, and to do that he'sjust as willing to align
himself with the “forces of darkness” as with the imbued.

Sce, Wayne's hookup with the Messengers has shown him
some pretty nasty, big-time badness, and he’s pot the feeling it's all
coming down soon, If he's right about the hard rain that'sabout to
fall, all the plans of critters and things are going to add up to shir.
Maybe muking things goodnaw is the last chance anyone will have
for a long time. If he's wrong, well, that's nothing new.

Currently, that means riding shotgun over a group of
yahoos in Texas. Together, they're pretty efficient. He’s been
careful ro insulate himself, bur the “Texas Ten” — whase real
number is always changing — have a fair amount of confi-
dence in their “mysterious benefactor.” They might he less
sanguine if they knew he was parmering with a parasite’s
parasite — a bruise named Maria who's hundreds of years old.
She takes full advantage of the Ten's activities to capture and
“protect” vampires so that she can continue to exisr.

Wayne has no illusions about Maria, but she’s useful.
He's sure she has no illusions about him, but finds him useful,
too. He figures he'll siring her along as long as he can, then
have his buddies whack her. If she gets jumpy and does him
first, well, shir happens.

Paweia Drummonp

Pamela is a nice young lady who's been flung headfirst
into several things thar nice young ladies shouldn't have ta
cope with. The first was an éncounter with monstrous beings,
disguised as beautiful women at a party. The second is the
mental-health industry.

The well-meaning but utterly naive Dr. Wu convinced her
to douht the reality of what she had seen and experienced, but at
the same rime the Messengers were insistent that they were real.

Pamela finally decided to test her private hypothesis by
sending a letter to Paul Ferrie — a co-worker imbued at the
same time — containing a message in hunter code. She




showed the letrer to Wu, and he couldn’t understand the
important part, bur Paul understood completely and called
her to reassure her that what she had seen was very, very real.

Pamelastill wasn’t sure that the madness was in the world
and not her own mind. She had ro find our, so she conracred
Ferrie again in the same fashion and arranged her own escape.

Unfortunately for Pamela, being around Ferrie and his
fellow hunters proved intolerable to her, bur they refused to
take her problems with “noise” seriously. Pursued by “tumors”
while being held close by her own partners, Pamela was
perhaps [ucky that the police caught her first.

She is no longer held ar the instirurion where Wu still works.
She is incarcerared ar a secure facility for the criminally insane.
They keep her on tranquilizers and anti-psychotics 24 hoursa day.

Wu stopped visiting her after she confronted him with
what rthe voices thoughr of him, He rarionalized the experi-
ence as “losing his objectivity” in the case. [t's possible that he
even consciously believes that — or tries to convince himself
as much. But on some fundamenral level, Wu has seen the
truth and has been changed.

Alone in her cell, Pamela finds some peace from the
Messengers but only torment in her inability to get our and
change a world that needs her desperately. Only one thing
keeps her from urter despair. One of her guards came by a week
ago with a small symbol written on a matchbook. As he walked
toward her cell he wasaccompanied by a growing swell of voices
speaking of him, around him, abour him, She brearhed on her
window and drew a symbol. He nodded as he went by.

Cetin Gotoman

CeliaGoldman, acourt stenographer, heard the voices afew
weeks after beginning a new job in Atlanta, Georgia. Working
in criminal court, she'd long before developed the detachment
necessary to record the most gruesome of details passively. But
the details of one case wouldn’t be silent on her stenography
machine. The police woman's restimony of watching her parrner
retch blood untilhe died, of the upscale condo development with
desiccated bodies hidden behind the walls, of the 12-year-old

child supposedly responsible — it all made her blood run cold.
But she never stopped typing and recording. In fact, her typing
grew frantic and the words stopped making sense. Instead of the
details of cross-examination, she bashed our “EVIL WITHIN"
"MADNESS AWAITSTHE"“THE JACKALS” and countless
other sentence fragments. No one noticed until she collapsed,
her fingers still typing madly ar a keyboard that was no longer
there. Somewhere in the haze of that breakdown, Celia caught
a glimpse of a rotting corpse in judges’ robes calling for order.

Celiaspent over ayear in and out of psychiatric hospitals on
a variety of drugs, trying to shake the schizophrenia that mani-
fested whenever she was in a crowd. On the advice of her docrors,
she moved to asmall town and avoided crowds, It helped, but not
thatmuch. Rushesof voicesand visions of things stillhaunted her.
It only started to make sense when she mer [brahim Nasir.

A local black Muslim organizer, Nasir hardly seemed like an
ideal confidant to white, middle-class, Jewish Celia, but that's how
things turned out. Nasir showed up on her doorsrepand told her he
had seen the things, too; that he had actually been in the courtroom
when she was “revealed,” but that he was still “blind” at the time.
When he finallyawoke to the rruth, he remembered herand tracked
her down. The judge, he said, was a beast who needed to be stopped.
She recognized the truth in his words despite — or perhaps because
of — the voices screaming in her head and the cramps in her hands.
After Nasir left, Celia wrote for 24 hours straight, venting the voices
onto every scrap of paper she could find.

Celia and Nasir have corresponded by email and other
remote means ever since. Nasir calls himself an organizer and
has gathered a few other chosen in the Atlanta area. Most are
African-American, and Nasir uses the Muslim Federation as
a cover for many of their activities. Celia exists on the
periphery of this group, acring as an occasional advisor and
aid. She spends much of her time scanning the news looking
for evidence of monstrous activity. She takes meticulous
nores and rhen faxes them to Nasir, She used connections at
court to find outdetails of the judge-monster's life; Nasir used
her information to destroy the creature in a back alley in
College Park. Celia's voices fell silent for a full week after that.

Last year, Nasir sent Celia a series of hand-written journal
entries from a prisoner on trial for murder. The journal revealed
that the prisoner—who neveridentified himself —waschosen
and fighting hidden monsters. Celia read the first journal over
a dozen rimes before realizing she had ro share it with everyone
in the group. At 3 AM, she faxed it 1o numbers that she
misdialed in her exhaustion, and it went through. She sent out
the other journal entries she had received as well, and each
number tone that sounded was different than what she had
entered. Nor could her machine seem tostore the numbers that
were acrually dialed. Bur wirh each page, the voices diminished
a little and Celia thought her life might return to normal.

The voices came back, however, and they warn of darker
things still to come.

Wiitiam Hawwon, ae Yiorimd9

As the only child of an ambitious Bostonian banker and his
rimid wife, William was expected to follow his father into the
financial world. He was raised as a young gentleman — tutored
to be like hisfather, hiding behind a thin veneer of polite civility.

To the old man’s fury, William was not interested.
Despite plenty of arrogance, he had no inclination for com-
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merce, no natural sense of financial ambition and little
viciousness. He was far more ar home with scholarly pursuirs,
avidly seeking knowledge of the past as a means to escape the
present and the furure. Hannon Sr. took his anger out on his
wife and child in equal measure, but succeeded only in driving
his son deeper into books.

William's parents inspired him more to guilt and loath-

ing than love — his father for being a tyrannical bully, his
mother for being weak enough to accept the abuse without
fighting back on his hehalf. The boy withdrew from them
completely, never even realizing how much of a failure he felr.
He was sent away to weather his puberty and teenage years in

impersonal hoarding schools and given ro ever-changing

domestic staff when home for the holidays.

Eventually, the withdrawn child grew into a well edu-
cated but emotionally stunred young man, hiding his sense of
inadequacy behind intellectual snobbery, even from himself,
The death of his father and his mother's subsequent decline
barely pierced his self-absorption. He performed well at caol-
lege, earning a solid post-graduate degree in his preferred
major, History. The politics and brown-nesing required for
life in academia eluded him, though. To the irritation of his
prafessors, he abandoned college. He didn't much care what
they thought, anyway.

William's credentials got him regular work writing ar-
ticles for magazines and journals, doing research and checking
historical facts for journal papers and documentaries. History
and folklore remained his first loves and only true passions.
His work also paid well, and over time he started to dabble in
the acquisition and sale of antiquities, which proved profit-
able. A number of half-hearted relationships eventually gave
way to a listless marriage, but William never really connecred
with his wife, or with the girlfriends who had come before her.
[n the end, his wife filed for divorce and marched out tearfully,
leaving him wondering whar all the fuss was about.

As the years passed, William failed to gain any real
empathy for people. Always judgmental, he considered
most of the population his intellectual inferior, and —ar
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best — a necessary evil. Those he saw as equals could at
least expect some degree of respect, bur rarely genuine
fondness. William channeled his emotional needs into
studying and writing, letting his social life atrophy into
exclusively work-relared conracrs.

His imbuing, when it came, seemed to be a validation of
his notions of superiority. As the static — “babble,” as
William calls it — continued to overwhelm his mind, how-
ever, he was forced to accept that it would be with him to a
greater ot lesser exrent for the foreseeable future. With all of
his ego drives channeled into his mental abilities, the confu-
sion and distraction of the static left him devastated and
extremely depressed.

William was brought back from the brink by a Russian
colleague, a fellow historian and antiquarian named Fyodor
with whom he had corresponded on a number of issues. The
Russian turned up unannounced about a week after William’s
imbuing and shocked him with all sorts of information about
what was happening. In a moment of panic, William went
into the kitchen and tried to kill himself, but couldn’t even
succeed at that. Fyodor bandaged him up and helped him
come to rerms somewhat with his new life.

William has worked closely with Fyodor ever since,
disseminating his colleague’s writings and helping with his
research. William is one of only two people in the United
States to have a contact number for Fyodor, William regards
Fyodor as a mentor, patron and friend, perhaps the only one
he has. The Russian, in return, has an undeniable interest in
the Hermit and seems fond of him, although Fyodor’s enig-
matic manner makes it difficulr ro rell.

Recently, after a long absence, William posted a de-
tailed and shocking plea for help to hunter-net, begging
assistance from any and all volunteers in eradicaring a
witch who had brainwashed him into sharing secrets about
the imbued. The vatrious hunters who responded all insist
that they found his house unlocked and unoccupied. Two
groups claim — separately — to have found and killed the
witch in question. William has not come forward to an-
nounce his escape. If he is alive and free, he's in hiding. It
may be that he has been persuaded to join Fyodor on his
travels for a time. If so, William could turn up safe and well
in any part of the world.

PRoFILE

Attributes: Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 3, Cha-
risma 2, Manipulation 2, Appearance (Distinguished) 4,
Perception 3, Intelligence (Incisive) 5, Wits 2

Abilities: Academics (History) 5, Alertness 2, Bureau-
cracy 2, Computer 2, Crafts (Cooking) 3, Drive 2, Etiquette 3,
Expression (Writing) 4, Finance [, Intimidation (Superior) 4,
Linguistics (French, Spanish, Latin, Ancient Greek, Russian,
Mandarin, Hebrew, Potomac) 4, Melee 1, Occult 2, Perfor-
mance (Violin) 4, Research (Reference Libraries) 5, Science
(Demographics) 2, Security 2, Tolerance (Visionaries) 4

Backgrounds: Contacts 2, Destiny |, Mentor (Fyodor) 5,
Patron 5, Resources 3

Edges: (Hermit) Reach, Send, Edict; (Judgment) Dis-
cern, Burden; (Redemprion) Bluster, Insinuate

Mercy: 4, Vision: 7, Zeal: 3, Conviction: 8, Willpower: 6

Derangements: Megalomania
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Amu! the Horrors of the World. . .

Every hunter can attest that there are no
certainties on the mission. No one knows
what the Messengers are, where monsters

come from or why certain people are
chosen to be imbued. But now a new
force emerges, a new creed never seen
before — or has it always been here?
Can these strange outcasts answer
the questions all hunters face?
N Or does their madness only
R pose more!

No Qe Can Find Peace

Hunter Book: Hermit is part of a
Hunter: The Reckoning series
dedicated to the creeds, the
character types of the imbued.
Hermits are one of the two lost
hunter creeds, a group of
disenfranchised people who shun
both the monsters and their own
brethren. Learn what drives these
hunters into isolation even when
they know the horrible truths of the
World of Darkness.
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