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Arson investigatons probing the
fire 2l Bellx Vista Arms i l
preliminary repori on Pil'i_:!“ﬂm’d

facts in the case before to
next step.”
“mﬁft:ﬂ'ﬂduﬁ

Clay declined 1o discisss what
effect the departare of Cisaros

accuse ipvestizators of &

gty e g
I
the building's rematns

227 ood  Lane,
297 Ironwod

g, Palice
ared dead at the SCENE. 5
:—}:ﬁi e had been ghot once 10 the

ad ; .
3 [mvestigalors said they umtﬂ
soeak Wit Janice Van Crwren,
wife of the dgacaay:d.'_.i nu_gﬁhbc-:r.
pir. Peul 5-:_:1*.’:1?3!.:3-5;3;;.;’?1_3 mﬂ'\.’m
he told polcs BE = e
I ) | i such &
(Jreeeni lesore. DOME :.r'i:.m: wnmn:_-:l

at the lron-

fr:ﬁée-iﬁebﬁgim =for & couple
of months.”

— From staff reports




Widow of shooting
By CHRISTOPHER AJERIAN

A judge ordered Janice Van

Oraren, 31, jafled for contempt of
court after ghe refused to cooper-
ate with San Francisco police who
ting the shooting

are invesi
death of her

Rtim jailed on contempt charge

since the August 30

%E Van{}wfn 33,
Cliff Gold, who is
igating Roland Van Owen's
d:iih s&id thet Janice Van
Owen's only communication with
police thus far has boen bo assert
her “political prbmner" stafus.
Gaold said that hes !ﬂl. had
hered “emple = showe-
ing the Van Owens’ involvemnent
in a variety of white supremacist
organizations. “When the detec-
tive from Sen Jose browght her

here,” Gold said, #the first thing
she snid was, T'm a cltizen of the
USWA. Yall have no authonty
over me.” " Many white supremas-
cist groups claim that the federal
government of the United States
holds power illegally, he added.
.ﬁ.lkﬁi how long he was prepared
to incarcerate Janice Van Owen,
Judge Sylvester Sorben said, “Un-
til such time as she is willing 1o
answer the questions the police
nead to ask her."

of Taos, N.M., reported the appar-
ent accident after seeing a 1999
Dodge Viper overturned in & field
gboul two miles nnrﬂl:-a.ﬂ af
downtown Mill Valley

41 [sew] this car hal.f—'bmwd. in
the dirt and this great, big gouge in
the d where it left the road,”

hippmed.bhs

wreckage for survivors.

“There was just the driver
inside. The way his neck was bent,
I didn't think he could be alive.”

Mevertheless, Mr, Permiter said,
he turned to walk back to his
truck for toals, at which time he

discovered & woman lying
scious in & ditch at the roadside.
“] ran to her, I ... figured she
must have been thrown from the
car, 50 1 ﬂ:u:lught she'd be pretty
ed up.”
aty Lannigan identified the
Woman 8s Cuther, 29, of
Smﬁnmism.mhdwhﬂhﬂ:m

winmamf.
he said that he could not discuss

some details of the case al this
time. Lannigan did confirm that
driver, who wes unidentified

mmked‘#mﬂnﬁtdmdﬂmn{ﬂm

Ms. Sperry declined o com-
m:nlnuﬂ::in:idmt.ﬁ

A spokesman at City General
reported Ms. Cutler to be in stable
condition after treatment for
mimar cuts and & bruise o the
head She was under observation
for a possible concussion.




OFFICE OF THE M!.Ijl{'f.ﬁ.l- EXAMINER

&l Podk, MR, PR, Chesl Madecal Bossmnes
C .3 st }rl_ Srdls Franke, MDY, Medscs] Eoammines
of M arin Bailcy Fomes, M T, Malical Examing
MEMDORAMNDLM
To: All staff

From: Alan Polk
Re: Mishandling of UID 5684756

i,

I,
As wea all know, any break in chain of evidence cedures m @gﬁ
to a variety of legal sanctions; loss of an unﬁed de:

constitutes a total breakdown of the sysi ff tiu&% I ing the
chain of evidence and tossing it into tl 4

After our colleagues in San Frang M a n the ongoing
Anatomy School Killer investi ﬁ:&ﬁt July, hopad that personnel
here felt cautioned and s y d ina¥on naver to face the

intense bureaucratic s ure office. Now, we find
ourselves short one_uni d dea e male who may have been the
principal in a cal cdr thaft d bseguent attempt at vehicular
homicide. W be q lingé for everything from lie detector tests to

civil suits. Bec non wish to be the subjects of some "60
Minutes® profile, "so \ changes are in order.

mi
Effectiva imm aff mambaers are not to discuss the particulars
of this cas other involving unaccounted-for decedents) among

themselﬁa ith anyone outside of this department except mysalf,

repr of the Califonia Bureau of Investigation, and their
fedﬁi ons. Also, any materials in the possession of any employee
that t pertain to this case or that might come into any employee's
possassion in the future are to be turned over to me posthaste.

Failure by any employee to abide by these strictures is grounds for
immediate termination and possible prosecution.













Subject: Re: Bullseygeeded in NOLA area

To: shaka74
From: shophet125

Interested in your problem. Can you meet at Café Du Monde
Wednesday at 3PM? -

Subject: Re: Bullseye needed in NOLA area
To: shophet125
From: shaka74

>>>Interested in your problem. Can you meet at Café Du
>>>Monde Wednesday at 3PM?

Can do. I'll be toting heavy-duty camera equipment. You?




Subject: Where 1'm headec
From: shaka7+4
To: hunter list@hunter-ner org

1 never wold any of you exactly why 1 came 10 Hairi. It's ime 1 did, since 1 might not get another
chance.

you remember me saying that 1 came here to warch out for the interests of black peopie in
our war. [ didn't say then that the reason {e#] it's necessary is the insane racism embraced by
some of you: Not all of you, some of you, But believe me, that qualifier doesn’'t make me fee! any
better.
The rahid bigotry of imbued like Jager, Apartheid's poster boy, has been back-and-forthed enough
that just his name sums up what's ugly and wrong about the imbued. But his disappearance from
hunter-net didn’t mean that his attinades went with bim.
Wheri 1 read in the Times-Pic that a 9th Ward housing unit had burned o the ground, [ didn't
think much abourt 1t. When arson was raised as a possibility, 1stll sort of ignored the story. When
rwo mare got torched the next week and cops were quoted about "gang symbols,” along with a
story from an eyewiiness who claimed people were shot as they wied to exit one of the buming
buildings (autopsies were seill pending then, | took notice.
Damn if 1 didn't find & “protected” sign spray-painted ontw a wall bordering the 9@ch Ward
Some of you probably remember me makdng an Open call for a buliseye in New Orleans. 1 was
trying to lure this killer into the open. Didn't work, though,
What I did get was contact with some ool iwners-who were trailing a firebug/sniper named
Peleus. a niasty piece of work who, according (o thef, was SUDROsED to be dead. Some
backtracking on their part had revealed him to be oné more in 3 series of "corpse thefts" repored
lately in thgir home base. The morgue had rried to gover up these disappearances because they
"reflected poorly” on the medical examiner's oifice. Right. Whereas & botched cover-up was Sure to
win public confidence. Anyway, 1 was thinking great, not fust @ rogue, out a dead rogue. Ong who lnows
our sign system, no less! s
The four of us, me andthe Lhm:_nm-uhwrnﬁs. set traps-dor Peleus. To cut to the heart of it, he
kept sidestepging s — the man tswily, 'l gve him that — unal | finally had him in my sights,
lierally. He wes busy with targers of his owen. civilian trgers, 50 1 had no qualms about shooting

him, 1 said,[Tve.get i igadset mic 10 alere the others — but 1 hesicated. ] had ©
know. 1 used e sight gttt he looked normal Alive. Not like a rot. Through the headset,
| heard one oFthe bube not, dammptt Wiat arc you waiting for?” As the implications it

c BB c=cond, When [looked aggin, Peleus was gone.
Nssed thar they abandoned me 10 chase Peleus on their own again. | wasn't
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The okl Earmbiouse rose from the dark fields to the right ot the
conantry road, irs whire clapboard walls gleaming like a spulchre
wader the lisht of the moon. Joshua kept to the shadows along the
see-lined road, his fingerips bnshimg Lighdy sgamst the nsty
srand of an ancient barbed wire fence. Nothing srirred in the
fermnhonse’s weed-choked vand Me lights shone from the cur-
mained winckows. Shivers raced up his spine, over the coded
mwssches in his arms and across his dark, scarred cheeks. The
sersasion was  sign from the Hemalds, one he'd felt many rimes
before. Tonighs would be the night. The monster wouhd come.

Joshua slipped beneath the near-invisible wire and headed
scross the feld, crouching [ senicd he zall, whispering grass s
he circled to the rear of the house. The rails of his dark overcoat
fapped like maven’s wings s he moved, no longes weighed down
by ammumition or cans of propane. He'd kepr careful count afhis
weapons as he went from one errand o the next, messuring out
destruction in careful doses. By mid-afternoon, he lost track of
how many people he'd killed — and his arsenal was exhamsted.

He had tossed the spent shotgun away in the ruins of the
btokerage firm on Sth. The revolver was a cold lump ar the
base of his spine, its cylinder empty. All hehad left was a two-
foot piece of wood, held by loops he'd sown into the inside of
his coat. Someane on hunter-net gave him the idea to take
the back half of a pool cue and rurn it on & lathe, tapering i
w0 a deadly point. The hunter drew the weapon from his coar
and murned its polished surface in his callused hands. 4

Behind the farmhouse, an old bam leaned drunkenly, is
nails and timbers showly giving way under the weight of years.
Beth's old Volvo hadn't moved since moming. Iestill sas beside
the hallowed-out compee of an old mactor in the shadow of the
barn. The screen door at the back of the farmhbonuse was slightly
ajar. The big kitchen windows were curtained and dark. There
wasnoattempt at pretenss, only resolure silence, an acceptance
of the inevitable. Joshua approved.

The hunter dipped from the shadows beneath the bam's
overhang and crossed the overgrown rear yard, his hiking hoots
swishing through the weeds. The old steps 1o the back porch

as he took them two at a dme and pushed the kitchen
dooropen. He didn'tknow how much time remadned. Ithad onlby
been an hour since sumset. The beast would still be recling,
srrusggling o bearn how badly he'd been hure, bow many faithful
servants had been hurchered while e depe. In anothes hour,
perhaps a little more, what Joshua had done would be clesr and
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the monseer would know where to find his revenge. Joshasa had
unitil then to be certain that Beth was prepared. The darkness
heyond the kitchen door gave him resson o hope that she finalky
unidersrnod what was expecoed of her.

Joshua was already familiar with the ald farmhouse, and
he moved easily and silenty through the moonlit rooms. An
old grandfather clock measured the hour somewhere in the
house. solemnly echoingin the still air. On impulse, he rmovied
roward the sound, down the long, central hall and then right
tor the entrance of the parlor.

She was waiting for him in a threadbare, averstuffed chair
set near a tall window. A thin shaft of silver moonlight slipped
between the heavy curtains and spilled across her lap, showing
the wrinkles where her slim hands had worried ar the fabric of
her skirt. Dark shadows hung in the hollows of her cheeks and
heneath her eyes. Berh was composed, quiet. Her head murmed
ever 5o slightly as he stood in the doorway, yet her e seemed
ro pass right through him, staring at some diztane, secret
horizon. She was not the same person he'd left only hours
before. Only time would rell what she had become.

“It’s me,” he said unnecessarily, the long stake dangling
ar his side. *1 had a busy afternoon, but ic's almaost over. This
is where you prove yourself” Joshua held up the improvised
S O *I'll shiow vou what to do.”

Thar was when the creature moved. There was nothing
to hear, Mothing to see, Just a gust of cold air, then Joshua felt
his collarbone snap and he was hurled through the air to crash
against the hearth’s iron grate.

The volce that filled the room was like un echo in a dark
cave, empty of human warmth or mercy. It was sonnd im the
shape of human words. “MNa, ler me show you”

Veritms 2972 proved harder 1o rrack down than many monsters
Joshua had hanred. OF course, Veritss knew the dangers better
than most and 100k care to coneeal her tracks. Hunter-net helped.
She could post her weekly journal entries to the mailing list with
all the corsiderable safery that Wirness] and his skalks cold offer.

{Owver time, though, she made mistakes. Little ones, com-
ments dropped here and there thar were innocuous taken by
themselves, But they evenoually added up for a patient, atoen-
rive person. Joshus had been paying attention to Veritas for a
very bong time, from the first journal entry she evermade. Ocher
hunters responded with virulent ranes decrying her monster-
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lowing posts, but Joshua kepe his peace, printing our each and
every entry and underlining the tellales she let slip.

Vetitas lived in or near a major ciry. She said as much,
commenting on its coamapoliten population and the hassle of
her daily commute. She had a native's command of English,
and she wsed American colloquialisms. She lived near a
SRR OEET, ]'l:w:ng once described a moonlic walk by the sea
with her monstrons confidant. And once, in an aside, she
complained of 40-degree temperatures in December.

By that time, Joshua had narrowed her location down 1o
fewer than five cities on the West Coast of the United States.
Then inone enery, she wrote abour a scorm thar drenched thecity
for three days, and all he had to do was hit the weather sites to
dezermine her location. He caught a bus to the city the very next
day, and aftera 24-hour ride he sarted hirting the area's cybercafés.

It eook three more days 1o find her. Her regular joumnal
entries marked her as a creature ofhabir. She always posted in the
carly evening prior ioher nightly communion. Finally, on a rainy
Friday night he sar in the back of a small café near downtown and
watched a young white woman duck inside from a devwnpour and
take 8 table nessr the frone window. She was in her early 20s, with
a slim build and a broad, homest face that fell short of classic
beauty bur wis attractive nonetheless. Nothing about her sug-
gested wh and what she really was; she wore no sign on herself
ar her possessions. Nor did she eve the crowd with nervos
apprehension as most imbued leam o do. Withour the clues he
had glessmed from a dozen different journal entries, Joshusa would
never have puessed her 1o be one of the imbued, He ol
rementbera time when such u thoughrwould have filled him with
dismay, but now he felt only vindication. She would prove him
right. He knew it, like a sign from the Heralds themselves.

Joshua bought two cups of colfes from the bar while she
set up her laprop. He threaded his way through the growing
crowd and set a cup ar her elbow. She paid little actenrion
until he pulled up a chair and sat.

b El.al'n:ﬁ:l at the mll coffes cup and then ax him, her
expression bermzsed. A par of Joshua's mind marveled a linde
that she didn’t seem the leass bit intimidaed by his sudden
arrival. It was easy to think she was as nalve as her journal enries
suggested, but the hunter reminded himself that she’d spent meore
than a year i the company of things far worse than he.

“I think you may have made a mistake,” she sdid coally.
Her voice was quiet and confident, her green eyes sharp, bur
Joshua could sense a note of curiosity in her voice.

"Mo mistake,” he smid. “Large coffes, extra Cresm, two
spgrars. Your usual.”

The laptop chimed musically, ready to operate. She
closed the cover. “Do | know you™

“No." he said. remembering to smile. How long had it
been since he'd actually sar down and tried 1o have 5 conwver-
sation with someone! It felt like years. He thoughe for a
moment, and clumsily extended hishand. “My name's Joshus.
I've been reading pour journal with grear interest.”

She ook his hand without thinking, then her Cyes
widened as the wordssunk in. Her hand jesked hack as if srung.
For the first time her eyes flicked nervously across the i lling
crosl. "How... how did you find me™

The black rrem shnugged. “You gave yourself away, a lirtle birar
atime, Allivmok wasa linde patience uniil the paeces fell insoplace.”

The woman sat back, studying him with narmowed eves. One
hﬂmiﬂrdﬂwLilIMﬂ?MIﬂﬁpaHﬂEhEﬂhﬁnﬂy
chewed the mgged end of a fingemail. “What do you want ™

hh._!!."_—-___—___ Ao =

Joshua's smile grew genwine. “To help you.™

“1don't need any help,” she said quickly. “My... friend and [
have an understanding. [ keep his identity a secrerand he protects
me from the... . others here in the ciry. I°sworked for months now,
s0 1 don't s any reason to worry.” She leaned forward sgmin, her
voice quier and insistent. “T've leasned so much about them. The
stuff I've written abous isjust the tip of the icebens. He asks nothi
tn retum. There's nothing [ have thar someone like him eox
want. He does ir because he wans o prove that we can woek
together. We don't have to be enemies. If you were really paying
attention o what [ wrete, you would see that ™

Joshua shook his head. “He's using you.”

She shook her head in dispust, “Beally? How! He niever asks me
anything. Never vells me to do arything, and [ never el him about
what happens on hunter-net, even though sometimes | think 1
should. Mo, it's you guys whe are blind," she said, staring hard. “All
Fou s i smmenne different froen yourself, a different kind of person
thar you don't underseand, and all vou can think s 1o kall it. T weould
thimk you'd undemstand how poiscnious prejudice can be.”

Joshua felt the anger start 1o rise and ook a deep breath, 1
can see why you would believe that," he sald carefully. "MNor
cveryone hears the call che same WHY. Mot everyone sees the
same rthings, or is given the same message. | understand chat
now. There wasa time when | believed our purpose was obvious,
and anyone who couldn't see it was. .. kost. But vou could sy
I've had something of an epiphany, ™ he said. “I've recently seen
some things that disturbed me a grear deal. We're saill vulner-
able: Once uponarime, [ thought we were immune to cormupaion,
| ly made, like antibodies, to destroy the cancer eating at
the human race. Bur that's not e, We haven't been shaped
into something better. We can still be cormgpred. We can sl
become like them.” The words were hirter on his tongue.

“Well, no shit." she blurted, her expression incredulous.

Joshisa pressed on as though he hadn't heard her, the words
welling up from a depch he'd never dreamed he possessed,
garhering power like asummer flood, “There is no command from
Heaven. We're not angels. We're no different tn the clay of the
et and thowgh we have been roused up, it only makes cer fisll move
tesrible. We are no better than the rest of Babrylom, and Apacalypse
anvcurs wy all. Heed the messape ond be afraid.™

His legs were burning. Coffer was everywhers, the ce-
ramic cup crushed in his hand. When had that happened!

She was staring at him. The crowd around themn bused on,
oblivious © everything but their own mundane thoughes. Joshus
carefully set the mangled cup aside. "“We'ne vulnerable,” he said, as
simply as he could. “We can become monsters. How? ['ve thoughe
about it a kot and your jourmals helped me find dhe answer. For more
than a yesr now you've posted whout how we're the link beoween
mooesters snid hurmans, hew we can create a link between the nansal
and the supernatural for the pood of everyone. When [ firstread char,
['weas speechless. Bur, you know, it brought everything into foous. ™

She said nathing, staring ar Joshua with wide, fearful eyes.

“Everything you've written is so carefully reasaned, and
vet soridiculows. Itisn't your faule. Your source isa. .. thing. An
undead creature that can fill your head with wharever propa-
ganda suits it. And thar's when it occurred to me. The Heralds
give us the power to resist every trick the monsters have, but
we can still be swayed by clever lies. Why™

“Because they wirnt us to think for oumselves™ Beth said coldly.

Foshua shook his head, " That's what I'm ealking about. That's
the manster talking, not yous. Our coeators could have made dheir
wishes crystal clear, imprinting their commands mee our brains as

_—_



spwemed cuw epes, but they didn't. Those of uswho see
gty than the rest have to step up and lead the
gread his hancls. “Which |'r||||:;:= i 00 oL
sk heer head, dishelieving, “Tdon tunderstand.”
d “Thnow, Yiou haven't had amvvone o show -.-:-:_.rhn_-
ppoing 1o change, You're like a prodigal chiled, bue now
ATy r.:'-:h-crl[:. v e godry bo fulfR] youss purpaose,™
-_L_|..-\"- o

[ &
her you've befriended.”

SCEnED '+ AW .I'r:_lp[::-.!-. I never :|'||“-\.:_.::|'|.I I'd say this
ST, Dl '_.'.:.u':'{ di:-[s_n:__";-'_i_," she said, almeus hysrer-
grabbed her bag and crammed the laptop and cords
Sy aweay from me. Just. .. stay away.”

e her bag, Beth hurched ro ber feet amd dashed out of
Sesbwss wensrhed her go, only mildly disappointed. He hadn’
Eabe ey T Fearwas the resson he'd chosen hier in the fimst
e could show her the way, be could show amgene.

e bunter waatched asshe croased che street and fumbled
b bevs beside an old, bastered Volvo., He pulled a small
s from his coar and he wrote down the license plare
ber in Nat, precise script.

L] L] [ ]

every monster in this city. Starting with the

The bloodsucker was om Joshae again in an insant, gliding
prtlessly across the darkened paslor. The stake was sall in
bstbus's hand, but his left srm no kmper worked. As he eried o
ke thie creature one-handed, itphacked the stick fromhis grasp
gl snuck him a backhanded blowr neross the Bace.

Such awaste,” the monster hissed, cold breath shiding over
dend lips. “You hadn't the courage 1w challenge me directly, so

ourwent after my possessions instesd. Some of them took years,
gecaudes 1o shape. All undone in asingle afternoon. And for what?

u thought to daw me out of the thicler like a deer and stick
me with this™" Another blow, quicker and harder than the fiest,
g Joskua felr ribs crack. He doubled over, curling into a fecal
pesition. The creanure tossed the stake aside, grabbed a fstful of
Joshusa's shirt and coar and lifted him like a doll

The: Bloodsucker was handsome. He could have been an lalean
prince, once upon a time. He wone a milored suit that oost more then
micst people made in o vear, and his bluich lips were pulled back w
reveal cruel, corved famge. Joshua felr the monsrers words as icy
sxhalarions against his cheek. *Tid you think she wouldn't tell me?

s if e crwed you something because of a shamed dehusion T She wold
me abouir you the night pou comered her, She understood what
marner of beast you were and hegped mie oo et id of youw”

Beth slid silently from the chair, her wide eyes still fixed
on Joshua. Her voice was guiet, ragged with somow and pain.
“That's mot whar | said. | don't want anyone else hurt,
Micholas. You mreed. We had an understanding.”

The bloodsucker snarled, his face inches from Joshuea's
owm, eves burming with anger. “You've taken more lives in g
single day than | have in a decade, and yer you presume wo pass
judgment on me! You are nothing. An animal. 'm doing the
world a favor by gerring rid of you,”

A hand closed about Joshua's throat like a vise The
memnster began o squeeze, millimerer by millimeter, savoring
the inexorable collapse of carrilage and the desperate dmum
r:'|_i1'||_5 of the humger's |l|||.-l.'.

L [ ] -

The license plate number told Joshuaa greardeal. Her name

wia Berh Greenberg, and she lived in the conmiery about half an
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hour outside of rown, With that and the information she'd so
carefully recorded in her journal, it wes a simple matter 10 steal
amalid'l:[m:th:r. .-"|.1'|_'|lul'||:] Ei.ﬂhl: ﬂ.‘l.ﬂt#'-'ﬂ'iil'lﬂ'.ﬂ.mfdri.lﬂ.‘.ﬂl‘f!.':'ﬂ‘l
elderly gentdeman arrived for Beth at her home and carried her
to @ walled eszate in 8 well-patrolled suburb closer to town. The
creature’s home was like a fortress, watched over by cameras, dogs
and humman guards, Joshis continued past s the car disappeared
beyomd a wrought iron gate. All he could do then was backemack.

According to her jounal, Beth had first encountered the
mumszer during her awakening, and evidently she had been under
the creature’s spell ever since. It was only later that she had
discovered hunter-net, and she was so appalled ar the murdenous
bent of many posters that she began to document her peaceful

i with ome of the heasr. Both was an avowed pacifist,
and she believed that the crearures of the word could coexist with
penple if the cenuries of fear and prejudice could be ensed. I was
simple propagands, Joshws realized, and it was effective. She had
gamered] a sizeable number of supporters, much 1o his disgust-

Josbwss washed his hands in the kitchen sink and poured a
fresh cup of coffee. Demm was just starting to color the sky, and he
fught the need wo vawn, It was essy m be angry st Beth for what
she'd done, to dismiss her unswerving lovalty to the creature as
r coweardice or stupidiy, but now that be'd seen her face 1o face he

knew how much she believed in the sanctity of her cause. She
wasn'tevil, she wasmenely. .. misguided. He would set her straigt.
Once she had all the faces, she couldn't help but understand.
' The sun crested the hill to the east and bathed the room
in ruddy light. He could remember a time when he would have
simply tracked Beth down and pur a bullet in her. Back then,
if you weren't part of the solurion, you were part of the
problem. But he'd found a berter way, a brighter path, For the
first time in whar scemed like vears, he felt content.

Joshua walked down dhe hall and up the carpeted stairs. He
U] pushed open the bedmom doar and srood next to the bed. Beth

rolled over at the sudden sound, opened her eves and screamed.
=Are you ready o begin? Joshua said.

“ et out of my house!™ Beth cried, pulling the covers to
her chin and drawing up her knees. She was paler than she'd
been the night before. Dark circles stood out like bruises under
her eves. “I'll call the police! [ swear 1o God—"

“T dom't want to hurt you. 1.... apologize for scaring you,
|1 but you need to know some things.”
l She ok a decp breath, composing hersedl, but her hand

trembled asshe raked irthrough her hair. “Say itandget the hell cut.™

Jushasa sipped his coffes, collecring his thoughts, “To-
night is the night. I'm going to draw the bloodsucker out, and
you're going to help me kill it.”

For a moment Beth was dumbstruck. "MNo, no [ won't.
And you can't make me."

Hesighed. “Actually, | can, but | don'twant ito come tothat-
1's masch mrre imgpoceant that vou make the decision for yourself.”

For a moment it seemed as if she would screamagain, but then
she drew a deep breath and went on as calmby as she could, "T've
heser thinking abour wharyou said an the café, ] canises what you're
l ﬂmmg.hxwhmmﬁmkdnﬂinwhtmﬁmwmﬁﬂw

work] betres than mine? What if 'm the one who's rghe and you're
wromg! Think how temible that would be.”

“Put on some clothes. There's something [ want 1o show
you,” Joshua said.

He waited outside the bedroom and then led her down to
the basement. The body lay a few feer from the botom of the

srairs, stretched our in the circleof the basement's single light.
The elderly driver's clothes were in a rumpled pile just outside
the light. next to a pile of bloodied instruments.

Joshua knele beside the corpse, shaking his head. Beth
wreamed and screamed betwesn boats of sickness. He waited
patiently while she got ir all our of her system. He found it
ironic chat she could spend months with a living corpse, yet
be a0 affected by a namral one.

“Hew old would you sry he was! Fifty? Fifty-five! So look at
whar ] had todo rohim. ™ He showed her the mangled hands, with
the grotesquely broken fingers, then the soft part of the skull
whete he'd hit the driver with a pipe. “And thar was just to get
himn behind your bam last night. By that point | knew beating him
wasn'l going to get me anywhere, 5o | pulled the barery out of
your car and got some baling wire. Even then he resisted for
almost two hiours before he broke, Does tharssem normal to you!™

Jeehisa wentover towhere Beth sar, her legs folded up and her
arms wrapped tightly around them. She rocked back and forth, her
shoulders hitching with silentsohs. She shricked when he toached
her, s he grabbed her arm and siapped her hard encugh 1o get her
attention. “Look athim. Loakarhim_ This iswhat I'm salking about.
What these creamres dir 1o people isn’t right. It defies God and
nanure. We have o stop them. Don't you see? Don't you!™

He had to shake her 1o make certain she was listening and
heard whist he said. She finally nodded. Joshwsa smiled, reaching
ot to stroke Beth's hair, “See. [r's simple. Once you think about
a1, ir all makes perfect sense.” He stood and stretched, checking
his wanch. “T have to get some things.” He nodded ar the corpse.
“He firsally talked, bur [ couldn't get anything about his master's
i oz of him. Hedid eell me about certain connections, though.
Fmsinesses that are important to your former friensd. 1'm going to
ke theem away from him. When he wakes up tonigh, he'll want
FEVENEE. When he realizes thar his driver never retumed afrer
dropping vou off, he'll know where o come.”

The hunter ook Beth's chin and raised her face o meet
his. “Get some rest. You'll need it. And remermber what | said.
[ don't want to make you do whart's necessary, but [ can if |
have ro. [ can be very persuasive.”

L] L] L ]

The monser's grip tightened. There was a roanng in Joshs's
ers. His breath came in a thin whistle, “Beth!” he croaked, “Beth! ™

“Stop it!" she scresmed, her hands curling like claws
against her face. “Stop it! You can't kill him! Ir's wrong!™

“ht up, youcow,” the monstersnarled, “or kil you, toc”

Berh fell vo her knees, weeping helplessly, and Joshua
realized thar she wasn't going to help him. As darkness closed
in aroumd him, he shut his eves and made hers open o the
vigion he'd rried so hard to convey

11 el like awind rushing through him, a corrent of feeling
pouring from him to her. Beth shricked wgain, bur this timse ic
was a rising nore of fury.

The vampire heard the cry and rurned too late to see what had
comse over her. He took the stake full in the chest, driven berween
his ribswith all theforce that the womanssmall body coubd mustes.

When Joshua regained consciousness, the creature’s body
Wi in pieces. Beth had found a cleaver in the kitchen and now
sat on the bloodstained rug amid the gore, clurching the
bloxody Blade to her chest. When his eyes met hers, he saw no
fear. Mo doube. She understood at kast.

Joshua's voice was a rasp, like steel on stone. He said,
"Welcome home."

_———
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Rene viie WHIREWIND

Hunter Book: Wayward is a sourcebook to help you
develop a betrer understanding of the Wayward creed and its
emerging role in the world of Hunter: The Reckoning
Wayward is one of the two “lost” creeds, one of the mentali-
gies regarding and philosophics toward the hont that only
now begins to emerge among the chosen. In truth, these
apparent lunatics and homicidal maniacs have been around
snce the first hunters were imhued — and perhaps even
before. They have simply been misraken for manic, obsessive
or murderous hunters of variows perspectives — people whao
were mad before being imbued or people who have pone too
far in the hunt since. Little did anvone know that these
maniacs are actually of a like kind. Their bizarre behavior was
imprinted upon them as much as it was determined by who
they were before the Heralds touched them. Now, they have
a sweeping outlook on the hunt that encomphsses mass
destruction as the best and only means of frecing the world
from the supernatural, whether thar means the end af all
monsiers — or the end of an enslaved humanity.

As a Wayward, you are a tortured, beleaguered person
and a rarity even among the scarce chosen. Your imbuing is
essentially similar to that 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 awakened along-
side other people whao also respond to the spectacle. Whether
you know it or not, howewver, your change is fundamentally
different from those of other hunters. Whereas they see
visions, hear disembodied voices or affer other hallucina-
tioms thanks o Messenger intervention, they are largely left
to their own devices afterward. You are not allowed that
sireedom.” Rarher, it seems the Heralds awaken vou and
then never leave you completely, asaulting your mind with
sights, images, odors and decrees that drive you to commit

]

atrocities against monsters, anyone who would aid them or
anyone who stands in your path.

As if such harrific compulsions weren't enough, you and
vour kind are constantly shown the existence of monsters
after your change. Your eyes are pried open and can never
¢close — your ability 1o witness the cormaption never ceases
and can drive you deeper into madness,

This call to slasghter and unceasing awareness seem to
combine to suggest a role for you against the monsters. [t's
almosr as if vou'rdmeant to be the ideal warrior and military
straregist — always recognizing the enemy and being pre-
pared to fight it in any way, perhaps to harness that

wential to lead others into bardle. But instead, your frail
Eumanmind shatters under the pressure imposed upon you.
It's as if you're meant to be a_d:anlrr'il.m — o take the fight
to the things — but you don't possess the fortitude, will or
insight to reserain the sheer rage and violence that wells up
within you. It explodes cutward through you as if you're
mayhem's tool, fot its master.

Youur embrace of caminge makes you a pariah among your
fellow hunters. They don’t understand that the death of
helpless peaple is a small price to pay for the destruction of
cven one creature, They don't understand thar there’s a
larger scope to the war, that any means justify the end of 2
liberated world. They call you a butcher, not a soldier. And
vet, you can't always wage the war on your own. You're only
one person before a vast, unnatural horde. At some point,
you realize that you must reconcile your mission with the
need for help — or at least thar you must do =0 as long as
potential allies are useful. Afrer that, they can be aban-
doned. .. or disposed of. Perhaps this need to find allies even
among weak-minded imbued is a lingering remnant af what
the Messengers meant for you to accomplish. Or maybe you
are the weak one for still needing to be a social snimal rather

than a dog of war




Is it any wonder then, thar you're & broken hunter! An
imbucd who senses an essential role to play as a warlord, but
who is inherently disabled whenever he tries? s it any
wonder that other huneers consider you insane, psychoric or
sociopathic! Is it any wonder thar other imbuex choose niot
tar recognize you as being linked to (ar anything like) them-
selves, not to work with you until they're desperate! If only
you weren't so good at stalking and assaulting creatures, of
empowering your would-be troops, you might go it alone
without regrets. But your skills make your help invaluable
even while other hunters curse your very existence, and
vou're forced o accept thelr value as cannon fodder with
which to advance your campaign of destrucrion.

Perhaps you'll never find your intended place or know
your intended role. It doesn't really matter. Your significance
to the creators makes you an instrumental participant on the
hunt, wherher you want to be or not,

Hunter Book: Wayward helps you understand your
creed and vour charscrer. It helps you determine who your
Wayward is, before and afrer the imbuing. Also included here
are the creed’s unigue powers and rules for roleplaying. For
Waywards' official creed definition and explanation, see p.
20 of the Hunter Players Groide.

Just as you need to understand your own Wayward,
however, you must alsy understand hunter society as it
emerges; the two are inextricably intertwined, even though
vour characrer is probably considered an ourcasc anel &
maniac. As the newly imbueed souggle to wnderstand their
new world, their origins and their purpese, they inevitably
compare experiences, philosophics and fears with those of
others on the srreets or on the Intemer. At fisst, the recently
awakened krch onto anyone who undersrands them; the
rruth is just too termifying o contend with alone. In time.
though, as more and more imbued dare meet and make
overtures to find each other, individuals with similar atri-
rusdes and theories are artracted o one another and develop
like-minded circles. These nascent soctal groups are the bases
for what ulrimarely become the hunter creeds.

During hunters' emergence, many varied imbued can
seem to have common goals. As the chosen make contact,
they try to underseand their mutual condition, and work
together. They quickly discover, however, that similar goals
anel comparable experiences can hide fundamentally different
ph'iﬁuﬁ-c'lnhiq:s., whether abour hunter purpose, the nature of
the Messengers or the necassary fate of monsters. Mutual
experiences and mutual values um out 10 be two wery
different things. Hunters can therefore be taken by surprise
when o fellow “Innocent™ proves actually to be a fanatical
Avenger or a philosophical Visionary. Sometimes, the cho-
sen aren’t even sure of their sum ideals until they immerss
themselves completely in the hunt

1t's omly after the imbued become fully devored to or even
ohsessed with the hunt thatr their approaches o it become
purposeful and refined. Some become determined to sve
mansters. souls. Others want o see such creatures utterly
destroved, When this distillation is complete, the creeds as
wockal 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 huneers achieve such social strucoure? It
could take months or years as the imbued struggle to under-
stand themselves and then each other. The fact that so many

Buack Do Gawz Faerony
This book is part of White Wolf's Black Dog
Factory line of resources dedicated to adult re and
mature gamers. Hunter Book: Wayward belongs to
this line not for the Wayward characoers’ propensicy o
shed blood, to curse or to cause mayhem. Nor s thisa
Black Dog bouk because of violent images of text

hersin., You can see all those things inoany
-rated movie. This book qualifies as Black
because of what it asks youta do. hph-yi-rgn‘-ﬂa
you don't just warch the bloodlerting and conscience-
free violence, you initiate it through roleplaying at the

geors.” ~Psychos” earn such labels for a reason. They can
and do kill, maim, torture and abuse anyone whom they
believe warranes it in order o et at an indistince
enemy that Wi sense as the target of their
wrath. It means killing monsters, but also innocent
children, the elderly. pregnant women, the defenseless
mmgartu:h: whao happens to amount to “collateral
s " in the name of the cause. And Waywards
often do it without o second thought or at keast they
don’t ler their misgivings get in the way of whar they
=l must be dome. They muy even conzider some
pmplrv:ljdfmﬁr_ummhudcn—whim.

%, RAYS, ts, Muslims, Jews. police, prosni-

partaken in hack-and-

£ 7 othing of it. But in
3 .. [ ¥ ¥ : T I ! : ] i | 'I It
ves ic's the ing to do, because he thinks God

,!ﬂmﬂﬂwﬂmw
wh knows when the gime ends and who understands
what comstitutes going too far among his friends whe

edges seem o be shared by the chosen of various perspectiy
and personalities doesn't help, either. Once creeds as insti
ricns are finally acknowledged, the hunt may finally gain
momentum it needs to overcome the supernanural entire
O perhaps such cumbersome and fractious divisions will
the hunt's undaing, as imbued fall to infighring and polit
rather than upholding their higher purpose.

Waywards’ fracoured existence makes them both pow
haouses and pariahs among the imbued. Their amaz
capabilities allow them to lead the way sgainst monsters &
to rally the hunter collective. Yer, their intensicy and willi
ness to sacrifice anyone for the cause makes them seem |
like = unique group of chosen unto themselves than like




members of any creed — hunters who've given
awver to the Heralds’ whims and wha have bost
in the process.
sugh they are misunderstood, Waywards expe-
of the same fears and transitions that other
| uying m© de with what's happened to
# whiat the wor |i is really like. Waywirds often
when other hunters cannaot tolerate their meth-
the psychos are still rerrified by what they se
They too need validation thar they aren't utterly
s when they are — and lack of that confirmation
push many outcasts further over the edge.
then another monster rears its ugly head and musst
ol of at any cost... cven if it means working with
e again. Waywards therefore become a part of
o fold, whether they want oo or not and w ther
belong or not. Perhaps they even emerge 45 2
2 of imbued unto themselves.
gmately, the course of your chronicle and your
er’s vision decides when all creeds become entirely
gable in your game. In the meantime, your Wayward's
eveloped wlentity helps define his own kind and the
o all imbued.

The opinions, theories, information and outlooks ex-
- i this book are presented primarily in three distinct
= This book also includes a wide variety of views on
ereed from other imbued. The Wayward narrators typily
of personalities actoss the creed as a whaole.
% of these chatacters presents his or her own take on the
ins. tacrics, relations and ultimate fate of the maniacs,
§ on hunters in general. Each, like all Weywards, has his
concept of the way the world should be once the imbue:d
broken monsters” stranglehold on humaniey.

The creed and its members’ views evolve constantly as
W aywards try to define themselves and their aspirations for
she furure in a world they ne longer understand. With no
sther frame of reference, the chosen often resort £o the
deas. values and philosophies they possessed before their
sransformation, ensuring that each Wayward's explanarion
of the hunt is as unique as the individual wha gives it. Thus,
the questions the imbued ask of themselves and their world
— not any specific belief system — are what best illustrate
sheir individual and collecrive identiry. After reading this
book, you should have a sense of the imperarives and
gmpulses that inspire and motivate various Waywards. You
should sense why these people seek to destroy anyone of
anything whom they consider the enemy. and yet why they
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 chamscrer’s identity and
vahues, to make his reaction to monsters and the hunt as

compelling as possible.

- How vo Usz Tiis Book

Hunter Book: Wayward broadens the Waorld of Dark-
ness as creed members perceive it and offers insights into the

— =T (R

imbued psvche. It also offers new rules and powers for
embodying the psychos among hunters —and possibly other
creed members, too. This book can therefore help you better
understand your character and elaborare upon hier.

Chapter 1: Chaos Theory explores the nature of mon-
sters. the Messengers and hunters from the Wayward
perspective, and it sceks w explain why they're cursed
beyond gll other imbued.

Chapter 2: Method 1o the Madness covers killers'
approsch to their calling and how they cut swaths through
hie MonsLers.,

3: Friendly Fire describes Waywands' relations }
with other hunters and how such interaction is even possible.

Chapter 4: Aftermath presents maniacs’ nightmarish
aspirations for the world and their role in making it possible.

Chapter 5¢ War Knows No Bounds offers rules and
edges thar are special to Waywards and thar might even be
available o other hunters.

Chapter 6: The Dogs Of War details newly imbued
killers whe are ready for play. This chapter also profikes creed
memmbers who have acquired somewhat infamous reputations.

Resources

OF course, movies and books are full of sociopaths
with 2 dresm. from whom you can take inspiration for your
Wayward characrer. For the rotally rwisted, the Zeal +
Vision of John Doe in Sefen definitely strikes home.
Then, of course, there’s Hannibal Lecter in Hannibal
(maore so there than alsewhere). The novel Blackbum by
Bradley Denton porcrays the believable evalution of a
murderer. The eponymous Jimmy Blackburn is not so
much a serial killer as he 15 2 man gripped by a simple
morality he creates when he’s young, and he never devi-
ates from it. Blackburn himself would make a rfect —
and a very human — Wayward. American P.'i-:!fﬁ: by Bret
Easton Ellis and Exquisite Corpse by Poppy Z. Brite both
portray people wich a distinct compulsion to kill bur with
a blueprint behind thar drive.

You can find The Boondock Sames only for rental
these days. It's a movie about two brothers who work in
a meat-packing plant in Boston. Afrer an awakening of
sorts, they declare war on the Russian mak, Substitute
monsters for the mobsters and ignore Willem Dafoe"s
entertaining but way over-the-top FBI agent and you've
got a story that caprures the essence of Hunter and the
Wayward creed.

Einally, although it's a bit absurd, Girasse Poimt Blonk
depictsa man wha represents death metaphorically in myriad
ways, The clothes he wears (“You lok like 3 morgician,”), his
loner attitude — oh, yeah, and he’sa hired killer. Plus there's
that whole “moral flexibility” he's got going for him. Despite
his enn, he's still a crained (and fairly parancid) assassin.
He stabs one victim in the neck with @ pen and then gets his
unsuspecting best friend to help dispose of the body! When
somenne asks him what he does fora living, he snswers, “1 kill
people.” A Waywand artitude (albeit viewed in a funhouse
mirror) if ever there were ane.
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meted biopey sasmples for pathologist.

sample 85-49C. Eale. White. Age 42.

spidermal tissue, tazen Irom behind

« Possibles apidermal mATINANCY.

tissue.

with Bllver dye.

di=g tissue on ome=bBy=four slide.

prepared 8lide in cutgoing ocabBe.

= saspls BB=49D. Male. White. Age 5%.

2f upper asrodigestive tract, hali-inch

of salivary gland. Fotential imcident

FyEgeal CAROEY. SqUBEDDVS.

atting tissus

Btairing with eilver dye.

Bemnting tissues on one=by=four slide.

Placing prepared alide im cutgoing case.

Progen sample B8=504., Fenale. Hispanic. Age
Fregnant. Biopsy oI gervical Tisaus.
mtial sapithelial aell abnormalities. Scan
garoincome of the carvix.

Cutting tiBsus.

Staining with silver dye.
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but now it u'l:!.:'l:l.-::-!ﬂ, it's just.. snapped. H‘. Ed®B B
s%ill sitting in his chalr. Jesusl T doB T RRoW
how long it 8 beenm. His throat ia 8l1it opem.
Mayb= it's been ® couple of II:-:urn- Bt +=hat
doesn't Dake any sense. The sun' & ,ju-t Coming ups
when did we =at dirner? I capn § remeoher. 1
remember trying not to step im the blood. 1
;I.id.g't__ I 4idn t want to track it everywheres
Thie is 4 dream. It bhas %o be. Mayhe Ii7f I cut
P my Jom throat everything will be all ..Li.ht. Mnzhe
ae" 11_ all smipe wp and he At ﬂ...IL'I:I-B- BgRin. Maybe he
.qu ¢ mouth off again. Maybe he'1l be Jgood. Someons
I m proud to -:-._.1 By own. Qr maybe 1% "11 bappen all
over again and he 11 51..11 look £ilfhy. Eendra will
try o stop =e and 1'11 have to do it all again.
I did it.
| I killed ny wife and son. And Bow I'm 1:5...._1_':.5
7ho? Way am I $alking into this stupld tape
regorder like thie is work? what am I doing here?
Wkat the hell heappen=4?
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To: hunter. ||$I;-.m|1|l|1lt-'r MELOrg

J
From: -.|1-.'-"-||r_r'| L3
Bubject: ° Ha hem"! “Feleus”
I've resisted participating on this list for a long time,
mostly for lack of time. Also because there seemed litte to
gain. ‘-.-1_.1:.r posts [ read told me thart | had litde wo offer that
[.r-.||w-.g here hadn't read already. Mow, though, a situation
|'ve rried taking care of demands everyone’s artention.
Omne of our “fellows™ has become a menace. He threarens
mi only ev |-.'|'-u'l::".l.l'|.q we're fighting to protect and preserve
ant us directly. His methods and motivations make |‘|.1‘|.'| oS
LI ANEEOUS To ather shophetim — or im |:-u::~._. as many of you
'hj’]j-l: If — 8% ATY |.|-.l||-.r-:'r could be, I'm IB.].F.lTlL. abowm II"II'-"
paster who calls himself “Alleyman221.” Some of you might
have had the shir luck of meeting the man. In thar case,
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smtroduced himsclf as “Pelews” or “Mavhem." If he
you, he may share a pamphlet that talks abour
FEOPLE RULING YOUR LIFE.”

loe at that stage, what | have o sy is not for you.
thils man. He's a racist, a nasi and a killer.

dhl: knst label might apply to everybocly reading this,
rstand me. | don't mean “killer of monsters.”
“murderer of the defenseless.” | mean “betrayer of
mean somebody you don't dare nem your back on,
on the streer, i a fight or et a safe howse.

s more — bots more thar | can rell you abour this
Baat | don't want v wear out my welcome tn my first
anyone else has seen the pamphlet | mentioned, 1'd
interested to know absut ik

list@hunrer-net.orng

wrathl 5

Re: “Mayhem™/ “Pelews™

Wit § your poinr?

of bleeding hearts an this list would be better off
Their wenkness and ineffectunlity make them traitors
Emune, 50 it's not possdble to “betray™ them.
A ws fowr “the defenseless,” this is war, remember? Dioes
damage mean anything o you!?

I think your problem is a lack of backbone, Shopet.
The Dy of Reckoning approaches

Bemnter. lst@hunter-net.ong

countf663 72

The last brigade of the 666 demons has been sundered.

end truly @ near.

Be: "Mavhem™/ *Peleus”

= memphis6a

humter. list@hunter-net.ong

£ 1 had to pull my jaw out of my lap afeer | read your

Wearh. You could rake the prize for harker of the year.

B nice and pretoy while you re-tead last year’s posts. Maybe

poms still think thar hideout of yours makes you 1]1”1 shit. The

p=rve of you. accusing somebody _else_ of lacking backbone!
I rermember what Beother Shaka had o say abosst Peleus

Wou_ maght not give a shin if some cracker uses public howsing

B tarpet practice, but | damn aire do. So be nice 1o the newbic.
MNewhie, spesk your picoe. Consacer youmself offacially invined.

rzsTIGLTIONS
To: hunter. list@hunter-net.org
From: carfiman 20
Subject: Be: “Mayhem™ “FPelow”™
| e been msloed by Wanden wihat the meaning of the o
femacker™ is. [ roplied dhar | dhanngdht it had 1o do with vanales, but he
thirkcs this does not make sense in comtext. Memghis! Anyone!
To: hunter. list@hunter-net.org
From: shophee]l 25
Subject: Re: “Mayhem™ “Pelen”™
Sorry i took me so long o pet back to dhis stulf, bt
thiere’s this warlock | can't shake. This basvard secma to have
made oy persomal misery his hoabby,
I'minterested in this pamphlet | mentioned because it appears
i imlk about how Pebeus became one afus. That part ['moseill orying

R

to figare our. How i it thie somebody this vile gets picked o serve
the will of — is Heaven a good word ! s it becamse otherwise his lde
woubd've been a woste anyway 50, hey, why not pu him to work
logic. why not b the entire Thisd Reich into judges! Or of
kkansmen? O all Republicans! It dossn't make sense. ]

O it mekes exactly as much sense as trying to make
semae of Ciod's will., | guses.

[ don't have a scunner, so I'm going o refype what's on
each page of this pamphlet — which looks o be incomplete.
My copy does, that i I'm not sure how much of it is missing.

What | have looks like thix on bright orange papser
that's been folded not quite in hali (which is one thing that
made me realize part {8 missing), it saye: MASK PEOPLE
RULE YOUR LIFE! AND YOU DONT ENOW IT! Thart's
tight of the fold. Left of the fold, it reads: WHO ARE THE
MASK PEOPLE!LEARMN THE ANSWER INSIDE... AND
STAY ALIVE! My puess is thar the first one was the front
page, and the second was the back.

Most of vou probably understand why | picked this thing
up in the first place, right? | mean, it pretoy well describes our
situation, doean't it? When | first saw i, | didn’t realize thac
I had already met the author. [ don't want t0 get ahead of
myself, though. Here's whart the inside pages say:

| am & parricat that has been engaged in our struggle with
vou-know-who for my wheole life. Thercfore, my identity muest
remain secret. As a warrior fighting for our survival,
ﬂwn-hnmﬂluiaﬂ&ﬂuﬂhm-:mﬂnm

Children of Cain. Why! Because all of them are
Mank People. Scared yet! If your not you ought to indthrhﬂ
yini read here docsn 't scare you vour too blind o sunvive whats

tackles him flat to the ground and just starts wailing on the guy.
Now [ don’t know about you but never heard one truc patriot

umﬂ.m:hﬂr-unﬂphwhemmnihﬂi
H:I:-:l‘.lnd locked like he was tryving to kill the guy on the
ckﬁkﬂaecmywy-:mdwhudwﬂ:my
tut:rEurdlnﬂﬁHli:mnhr'lHtﬂl:huﬂlui:
h:d-mn’tmnhnnh,ﬁm’tmmmmdi
He's pmnﬂnglh:ﬂhrrmvﬂm['m:ﬂﬁdmﬁ:heﬂ
already. | pat my flashlight under the dude’s chin so | can drag
hmmﬂlh‘kﬂ]hﬂﬂﬂhﬂmﬂmﬂ
O shir that's it | killed him! But the guy is sill
see his neck is crooked. No guestion his neck is bt
'| damn rablit in that battery commerial and he just won't
stop. Now I'm getting scared and just go nuts! Next thing |
know 1"m booking down at him looking up at me. And he's just
Mo teeth. One eve swelled shut. Both arms broke in
a coupl of places. Just laughing. Only it's not the
(jumps here to next page)
guy laughing. It's something mside him lnughing through
his maousth like he had a tape recorder hid in there. | heard this

o
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people
are They hide in mud people. They hide in White
in White Children. They'll hide in you. And if

sounding like somebody elee it mightbe because b is. Cause the
mask people are real and they can make you real dead.

(At the bormom of this page, in a bigper type face 10 says:)
WHAT SHOLD YOU) X0

There are a few things | want ro comment on here, but
| also want to get this souff out there for others 1o see, Plus, |
feel the need to check my doors and windows agamn.
To: hunter lis@hunter-net.ong
From: wrath25
Subject: Re: "Mayhem™/ “Peleus”

Again, | have to wonder what the point of all this is!

Is this the worst “evidence” you have! The man was in
the heat of the moment. Are you trying to tell us you've never
done things you regrerted in the course of fighting these
things! Cut him some slack. Shoper!

Dea't you have mare important things to do! | know [ i
Subject: Re: “Mayhem”| “Feleus"
From: memphisfs
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org

Tarjiman, crackens are a5 crackers doo

>] heard this fella lsugh earlier that night when they
showed the

slynching picnic pictures from the good old days and he
didn’t sound

»the way this voice sounds. This voice sounds like a
nigper laughing.

:-‘Ln-ugh sounding oo loud nigger laugh.

y well uumthl:mq:n o e youn don't know,
the "11._11.-: ing pacnic picrures” this asshole i alking about
were really popular in the USA at one time. They were sold
as _postcards_. Bunches of white folks would _bring their
kids_ to sex mhch.h' get ;:mrn;q up or worse. Then they'd all

smile for the camers with the corpse hanging next to them.
Whoever wrote this pamphlet doein’t know the mean.
ing of the word ugly.
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Sod, I'=m sorry- I'n trying to get & grip |
it l]... It"s like it wasn't =e. Please hlj m

It"s been a weak. [ can't §9 bome . I haven ‘I-'b!-
back to the hospital. I baven t been to class. I™
been squatting. Hasty, ret-riddes Blleye. TFi
" l.hh:rm-r-l'dﬂti:nhﬁthi#hﬂl
What' s wrong with ma? Bverything s breaiing apar

I zlemned up the bodies before I sven knew why
was happerning. I was on some sort of  sutopile’
Like I was guteids my ownr Body, watohing myae.
do things that I couldn't cemtrol. I wanted °
stop. I didn't. I didn't want to burn the how
dosm. 411 opur memoriss. Fhoto albums. O
farpniture. The bodies. Jesus. I just burned the
why did I do 44® Why didn"t I just turs syself L

I've been hearing. I dom't know. Worda.
phrase. Whispared over ard over agaim, “gAmND:
I THE EYSTEM." I heard it that night at t
nospital. Then I heard it again when Jam
started pouthing off o0 Eendra, just belard L
face  chargsd. Right before it looked 1lke.
don't know. A red stain. I heard the words ags
when I cut Rim. Then Esndra triesd o stop me
bitch hit =¢ with a plate — and I heard 4t agall
Then my hands were around her thromk.

Tywo nights ago, I saw. something I can't explai
A wall of TVs insides a pasn thop. The Dews wAS O FTe
channel. I couldn't ture meay. That's when I hea
1t again. "CANCER IN THE SYSTHEM." They showed two ca
ahoving some black guy lrto & polics car. Ope of &
cops Looked wrong, the way ny son 4id. He.. stusk ou
I don't imow how else to eay 1t. Like saybe a shad
on &n 2=ray T Then this reporter interviswed some hig
school teacher about a shooting that happened
Doylesioen. She looksd wrobyg, 100. Then Thars =as
comareinl with this guy selling toothpaste. H

—



Body. I hated him. I hated them all. I felt
gy E=re chedting. They wers 11 .

it"s the same everjwhere I look now. They're
re. Homeleds people. Businesgssen. I'm aSnr-
By it and I dan’t know what it means. I don't
a% all relates. I hate them. I hate Hyself.
=y Iemily. I have %o find gut why I did that
It's raining now and I'm wetching this. man?
i=ft & bar with pome white girl. He doecan't
sight. Like %he nt-hu:&, & red bhlot. BlJ.D.L.-_I:I.Q,
'S make it go away » I'n going to follow him. I'm
$0 find out what's goimg on.
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dfter T followed that first one home I foaund
& whole fueking I dom't kmew, underground of
the things. They all seem to kmow s=ach other. I
Bee them, clustering together in dark corpers in
bars. Om etreet cormers. Filtering into akeap
motel rooms. S50 I followed mors of then. Watched
than. Magdge conmestlione.

I tried msking guestions. Nome of them wanted
o talk. Fext thing I know, I'n breaking fimgera.
I sould never have sven considered doing that cnoe.
How it seema like $he right thicg to do. I started
getting nanes. Tried $o £ind out what they 're doing.
Then I cans sorass this one on South Street, pushing
drugs on klds cutslide & record store. Ome af his
gang, this pockmarked whare, %told me soms thirnge
aboat the guy, the  thing. She told me he lowved
dealing to kids. 3aid they wers easy. Ee aven worked
the high school where Janes woik.

I know my son was getting irte some messed-
up shit. He was dealing, I thinz, psddling some
bad business. Crank, or&ck, I don + hmow. So I
start talking to this guy. Be's black. I'mblack.
He thinks we have sone sort of aonrsction. We talk
in &6 &lley. Sure snough, he knew James. He knew
Jamss real well. Got him started, he said.

And there 1% was. I had found the one who killed
oy son. It ftook & few weeks, bot I founmd him.

Itold hin I was irterested in buying eomething.
I eaid I wanted to go Bomewhere privats. He told
me T meet bioon $he rool of this rup=doen apartnent
bailding off Ohristian Street. That's whers we are
oow. I have him tied and gagged witk electrical
tape. I hift hin 8 few timea with & tire iron. He
was atrong, real stromg. Maybe it's part of why he
looked 8o wrong to me. He moved quicker than anybady
I've ever seen. But then I got & piece of him.

We talked for a little while, didn't we?

Turrs out this maggot has & whols othar business.
Hlocd. Seems he likes %0 drink kids" Blood — and he

likes then to drink his. Pays thes foar it, don't 51
yoo Blek fuck? They get off en it or scoething,
dor't know what that's about, and he won't tell s
Dosan't matter. It's wrong mo matter how you out i
I've never heard scmething so depraved in my 1id
He &tarted screaning at m=, something about him s
others coming aiter ms. Whatever. I tapad up &
mouth and poured gRsolines A1l over him. Kow hs
soaked And shivering — from cold or fear, I dor
know. Omoe upon & time, I would've omlled the coj
1'd have dore this legally. But the cops think I
dead or & murdersr. I don'% think they can see wh
I see. I kmow I couldn't see it before. I hawve
Iollow my inestincts om this ome.

Fire is the great consumer.

Dectunmvinns
Subjectt Re: “Mayhem”/ “Pelews”
Feoms witrisess ]
To: hunrer list@hunter-net.org
Peleus/Alleyrman??? hasbeen established slready {and con
quently banned ) asa poster whe threatened several members of £
forum. This facr alone inclines me to leave him on the Danger |
of imbued 1o be avoided]. Posas by Shaka74 have further indica
that Peleus’ methods harm people at best, and show signs of rac
or ethnic animas on Pelers’ part at worst. The Larrer was proved
me beyond any doubt by the meist and inflammatory langus
Alleyroan used o verbally assault Cassie247 a few months ago
Of course, by virue of being banned, Alleyman222 cann
defend himself against any accusations made here, Likews
Shinka 74 remains M1A and cannot offer anoy amplificarion of |
earlier posts. Neither of these sinmtions troubles me muc
hiwever. Again, Pelews' own Behavios here confirmed him o
exactly what others have portrayed him as: 3 bigotand a menac
To: hunter.list@hunrer-nec.org
From: shophet 175
Subject: Re: “Mayhem”/ “Pelegs”
>Again, Peleus’ behavior here confirmed him to be exac
=what others have pormayed him as: a bigor and a menac
Exactly whar ['ve been saying. Sormry, [ was unaware
this "Danger List” of yours when I first posted, I'm going o
o a limb here to ask, bur since the information an char rost
offers no physical descriptions of the individuals listed, ho
arc we supposed o know in a face-to-face encounter th
we're dealing with a dangerous person?

Wk Jousmat
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dried up like raisins. They wers fivtures on that
parchk, sitting there ewery mignt after dimoer,
reading %0 us. They wouldn't mix it up or lie like
our feachers did im Sunday school. Words straight up
fromths Ding James. I alvays apprecisted the honesiy.

The 0ld Testansnt was always the most interest=
ing, apd it always Spake to me. God dide't fueck
arohsd. IT he saw & city full of sinkere, be put the
town to the question, driving 1t desp into the Earth
umtil all thase agaiwst him were dead, gons or
copverted. He @ant plagoes infc Egype, Dever
relepting, never letting amyoms a3k Ior Iorgive=
rass. God knew some would pever fee the light, =ven
it thay oaid they did. Theay had no hope of Baving
themselves, and God did fkem the greatest meray Ha
could by destroying them baiore they sunk &njy despar,
It was juatiee. Frecise. Clean. Uayielding.

I don'% know if I believe in God. I hear voices
whispering £o0 me. They Talk about justice. About
gancer. About words liks metestasis,; neorogis and
tumors. Ie thie God, his angels or =my OWH
conscience telling me the truth that I's still
o0 oaive to understand? Puck if 1 know.

what I do kpow ie that the 01d Testament Fad
I understeand bhim. Hia aciions are gleay. His
judgment is righteous. I see the position ke was
pat in. It's hard to be above the moral limits
of othersa. Justfiflable, but ALifficult.

T akenon Famn

Subject: Be: “Mavhem™ "Peleus™
From: bookworm33

To: hunter. list@hunter-necorg

Fargive me if | seem suspicious, Shopher, bur it looks o
me as if you're asking for some kind of "most wanved” list of
our more unorthodox collespues. MNever mind the endless
reasons why such a thing would be a bad idea (though the
sacurioy of the list is worth mentioning). You probably don’™
remember the witch-hunt thar went on here involving
Oraclel 71, Withsout going into decails or pointing fingers, a
lot of that furor seruck me as personally mottvated. Do you
hold some grudge against Peleus that we should know about!

=Forget about the Z0G. Forget about the mud people.

»Forget about The Children of Cain.

1 get the white supremacist jargon here abour rthe so-
called “Tionist Occupational Government™ and their
ridiculous belief thar nonwhires were formed in some apoc-
ryphal manner outside of biblical crearion, but who exactly
are “The Children of Cain™ supposed to be! | could stomach
only so much of this stuff before my imbuing, when 1 thoughi
I was learning shour “real” monsters (how lietle | knew...). 1
don't remember coming across the phrase in that context.

Fimally, speaking of monsters, | vaguely recall something
from Shaka74's post about Pelews that suggested this man mighi
have died and “come back.” Can you shed any light on thar!
Teo: hunter.list@hunter-net.ong
From: wrath3
Subject: Re: “Mayhem"/ “Pelews”

sridiculous belief thar nonwhites were formed in some

Hpﬂfr!.'ph.a] mannef ourside of biblical crestion

Acmally, the real nonsense i whar scientists would
have us believe abour "everyone” being descended from
Africans. That's no more orue than the theory of evolurion.

Painful as this is for me o have to point out @ yo
Bookworm, there is nothing “apocryphal” about the separat
creation of the races. [t Aght there in Genesis 1:26.

Adam, whao was White<, does not appear until Genes
2:7. Eve, who was bom of Adam’s body and >therefore
White, does not appear until Cenesis 22211,

Obwiously, the people God created in Genesis [:26areof o
other than White. Theseare the pecple that God refls ro"Be frusch
and mulbtiply” (Genesis 1:28), which is why they oumnumbs
“Whites inthe uﬁrlli:l»ﬁﬂ'ﬂdnﬁﬂmﬂmmhu-ﬁ.ﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁ
they were created oussade Eden, did not partake of fruit from o
Tree of Knowledpe of Good and Evil, and theretore fail to unde
srand the difference berween the two today. These weak-minde
sinners are the favorite fodder of the demones we barre.

Even the |ews recognize this distinetion in Creation.
Subject: Racist bullshit by the buckerload
From: memphisbs
To: hunter. list@hunter-net.org

Wrarh, this stuff is extreme even for you. Did you belies
this white-supremacist crap-mythology when we worke
together? Think hard, because | don't think you did.
remember that we agreed to disagree on the subject of rac
not that [ felt the need o put a bullet in you on the spot.

Mayhe I'm wrong. Maybe 1 jusr ignored the worst par
of what | knew was there in you. Maybe your outlook w
glways this pucrid.

Subject: The Third Sign appears
Tao: hunter lisrfhunter-net.ong
From: countbb6372

As predicted by the Prophet Fyodor in his book £
Stories Are True, the parching of the African continent is
hand. The proof is here.

To: huner.list@hunter-net.org
From: shophet125
Subject: Re: “Mayhem”/ “Peleus™

>Even the Jews recomize this distinction in Creatio

This Jew recognizes thar you're full of shit.

You seem w be combining Kabbalstc lore and so-calk
Chiristian kentiny *reachings™ mito some excise for oppressing pecg
of collor. [Don' deag me onto that bandwagon. 18] didn’e ko bett
I'd say your've heen arrending Sunday school with Peleus.

Speaking of whom, Bookworm, yes, I have a grsd
against Peleus and his kind. His kind kepe the Nazi dea
camps numning. His kind burned the homes of black famili
in the dead ol nighr. Maybe you think 1 was using hyperbc
when [ called him a Nazi. [ assure you, | was not.

1 was brought into the ranks of judges alongside several of r
formier classmares during = reusyion picnic at a seaside park. Pele
and ancther man helping him were also there, but they sppear
to have alrendy undergone the same change (orasimilarone) th
my frienids amd 1 experienced that dey. That rerrible day.

Whar stared as & pleasant, sunny outing became litera
dark and ominous in just a few menutes. It looked like a sormw
rolling in from nowhere. And then the dybbuls were all overt
park. They kooked like drowned tourists. Most people scemed
not see amything differene about them. Then i was chaos
around. These things stared dragping people ineo the swan por
Cithiers were just resaring at my friends, my old reachess, soange
I saw somecme floundering in dhe water and mn o help, It was
old man in the pond, and D was wading in togive him ahand wh
this voice exploded in my ears. lesaid, "BEWARE OFNEEDFL
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THINGS." I looked closely at the man and could see stuli burnowed
imto hisskinwhere he had beenunder water And ] knew tharhe was
already dead, some drowned person vomired back o drag othiers
down. | pretended to offer him my hand, and when he got close
enonsgh | kicked him hard in the chest. He vanished into the pond
ared didin't resurface. Asl rurncd, | saw one -.‘\l‘-‘.l'l'!-'l:]EE-bm'rll-:--. a black
womean, fall near the edige of the porel. Une of the things was niearly
om Top of her., [ velled *Stop!™— and was amazed 1o see 1 obey The
dhead dhing seemesd 10 be sraining agamst some barrier tha | couldn't
see. | went to help the woman and was shocked 1o see heer oying to
sranich Bloosd from what had o be a gunshot wound (1 had seen
encugh of them in the military 1o know) in her thigh.

I forgor about the monster

As | looked up, the thing nsshed forward again. The “barmer”
needed amention from me, I figured out later, At the time, | froze.
And then the top of the monster’s hesd just flewr apart.

This timne | heard the shot and looked in the direction it had

come from. Uip a rree a fair distance away was the sniper % fun'd sarvesd
vy life. | scooped up my classmate and ran toward the tree while the
mipt-.- |:xid dorsmowhiat lowokoed Like covertmg tire. He kt‘pr af lesast thires
of the dybbuks off us, anyway. | stayed nesir the foot of that tree for
rwo peasons: 11 booked like the safest place in sight, and it would have
been hand for the sniper 1o shoot at us there.
Why was | worred about that? | warched this guy shoor. He was
T ARTEE DL, H.: AEEDE L rjr |:|"|E h:':-t .'.ll.".-l'.i |I hﬂf SANT S 1'1-1‘:-.‘.& Iy
c Lassmane was hit, the thing chasing her wiasatbeast ten feet behind her.
There was noway the guy in the mee coukd have been siming anywhere
except.ar her. He diddn’® just happen to hic her ashe was aiming at the
member — wiich is wlul he told me sfter he came dowm jind before
z a:".i_-uq.:ni_c.':‘_._'n.l.:nj|_|'F|._n|ma_n|;iix[g.wwsﬂl:35-:uﬂ1:ﬂﬁ:undlm—ﬂlﬁ
one moing a smoking shotgun — rm uand said, “Come on, May, we
gonta go! " They ran woward one of the park exits,

It wusn't long before | started heaning storics about them
from my classmates who also changed that shternoon. Baut that
was how 1 met “Mayhem.” Pelews. Saran in shitkicker boots.

Rerteerions
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Rwanznss
I found this thing on the Internet. There
was & paotocopied sign tacksd %o a telephone
pole off of 611, in Jenkintown. There Was
gome kind of.. sign written in magker, and
a webh addreas. The sign looked 1ike an
arrowhead with crade limes. But it was
aores thap that. Somehow I understoad 1i
to be about duty. & plan. Wko puk it up,
T wandared. Wag 1t from the sams Things
% that whisper im my ear, telling o=
about the canoar?
Turna out, I = Dot mlome
I went to the public library and
got on¥o the mei. Thers 15 =as. 4
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place full of perople who sesm %0 sees the sans
things I do. They asked me for a pame. I thought
about it and called myself God. We have & lot inm
commony Ae and I.

The people on the Bite confirmed what I've
guspected. These thinga ar=n't just here in
Fhrillys ﬂ-&}"rﬂ everywhere. Tlobal. Not everyone
agress on ehAat they are,; And everyone has an idea
sbout what to do about them. But some af those
folks sesn to be on the gams page. I 1ike that.
The notion of solidarity sounde good to me.

The athers. tTheir opiniona vary and they
Bquahble like A bunch of bitches, but there are
more like me. It"s good to know that I'nnot alone.
fogether, we have purpose. If I'm not the anly
one, naybes thic has happened with a plarm in siwd.
But whose plan? Others — many others — alals ta
have hesn glverm the power to cleanse the warld
and cut ocut the tairni. We AR Be A foroe. 4 cl=an
guweep. I'm looking forward to this.

i rl!- gtarting to mAke BenBE. I1;|:| putting things
tnﬁtth:r, oo by gne. The website gave o come cluss.
It & like one giant pussle. Soon I'11 have a clear
pleture of what I'mupagainst. I"11 see how far below
the akin the dissass goes. I think i's-'u pretty fmr.

I saw the pews agein foday. Adnother school
shooting. Six teachers killed. Thirteen students
dead. Prenty=some=odd wounded. I didn't see any of
them behingd the scepes, but I know they re there. The
world ie buried in shit. It's getting in the wounds.

I thought about going baask to woark. Trying to
pall some story over om the cope. Telling thenm
the fire killed my fanily and I wandered the
FEIreetE, unahles to remsnber. But I do remecher.
b} nu.n't lis. I car't juet pretemd. Flus, I have
8 more importast job now. I'm not & “histologic
technician” — some bullshit male purse. I'm the
wrong color to be & real doctor, soyhow. I"11 let
the white man go to college and be a surgeon.

But I think I Jlearned aope very important
things before. Like tumors. What's s $tumor? what
do=8 1t do7 Whatl does it want? It starts with =
Furge of abnormal Tisfue growth. It occurs without
predicticn, without reason. It Temds to =xhibit
a terrible capacliy for growth, amd thia grawih
is offten exemplified in cancer. Jancercus fumors,
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malignant and damaging, spread fast. They acorrup
nearby oells, creating their own blood vessels &
fesad themselves. That's the metastasis of th
cancer. By the tinme a patient has spotied a tumor
it"s nsually too late. Capcer is typlcally in 4%
worst stages at that point, and i%'11 likely em
in the death pf the hoet. Tumors are ultimatasl
galfigh, exiegting for themselves, Bpreading amn
gwallowling up whatever gets in their way. We don'’
understand why they behawve that wBy.:

Haybs ths monaters are [ike that, too. Lik
By Bon.: Like the pusher who ruimed him. Tdk
Eendra; who was S0 c¢lose to the disesss she wai
marked by it. Fo, she didn’t look I1ike  I1ike th
boy did. I didn't get the sams fesling. Sut tha
dossn't mean ahe wasn't fueked. I thimk it wai
%oo late for her. It must have besen.

I suspect that cnce they wers like us. Hazan
Fow I think they Just.. wear our skin. Something
somewhere, corrupbed them. God. The Devil. I dom
Enow, but scomething did. And now they ' re different.
grotesque reflections of us. Ealignant. Just 1ik
cancer. And they grow, behind the scemes, avay frod
whas we normally see. Thedr mumbers swell. The;
create condulis for food and swallow our blood. B
the time we've noticed them it's too late. We'm
food for the cancer and then we die.

Atker pesing what I have, alter readim
mesFage aliter messags on the Internst_ the canas)
tmuly is in the system. It's pervasive. Every-
where I look, there they mare. I can't go to &
fucking McDonald's without seeing something ia
there with =me. JABcer. I.'a:l starting to see it.

A good doctor with fhe right tools ocan saw
8 body by removimg tusmsrs. Some good cells ary
Eaorifissd for the goad of the whole. In the end,
Bome pemblanocs of 1ife and living can be regained.
That pusher was just a ssall part, & molecule.
He turped Oy 8on AgAinat me. My son turned my wife
againat m=. Balh had To be aevered from tThe bod)
to gave the good tissus.

I'mnot & doctor. I won ¢ flatter myself. Bul
I am the tool, I think. I only hope 1% fisn' ¢ Sox
late o eave the bodys

Discavencn
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W iraow ve Unsan
humnter list@hunter-net.ong
: shopher123
: Re: “Mayhem"/ "Pelews™
swho exactly are “The Children of Cain™ supposed o be !
oty | reang to by this quiestion &n oy st I got
mhhdmuﬁ‘fhﬂuﬁmnicm'ﬁﬁihm
spremacisescall Jews. When they'ne not calling them wone things.
Ax far g Peleus’ "death and reasrrection,” | no longer
Snow whart to make of i Shaka and | argued about that very
ghing. What | ultimarely decided was char whar the guy looks
ke o our way of seeing makes no difference. His ol is srill
dead 10 human suffering. The bastard is pure evil.
Subject: Re: "Mayhem"/ “Peleus”
From: bookworm55
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org

Thar's quire a story, Shopher,

I'm guessing it must be hard vo think thar vou owe your
life to somebody who would take it under different circums-
stances, just on “principle.” How do you account for him not
hmthuimarhl&wmmnimvfumbndnn range |

r Thar part doesn’t quite add up.

~ Aok P rest of fhe day ok, 1 Fn (receriy,

To: hunter liseBhunter-net.ong
From: pilocs6
Subject: ALERT

Heads up, people! The federal wires are burring over this
cop killing in New Orleans. Looks to me like the guy they
want to question is one of us, so consider yourselves wamed,
(NN seems to be covering the incident exhaustively.
Subject: Re: ALERT
From: bookworm5s
To: hunter lsr@hunter-netong

I'm posting & version of the story Pilot refers to. If the
sutpect in question is who | think he is, | have real rouble
belicving he could do a thing like this

>>Mew Orleans cop is

victim of lynch-killing

Mavyor requests investigation

by federal agencics

MNew Orleans — Authorities said Officer Samuel Culp,
i 20-year veteran of the New Orleans Police Department and

i an African- Ametican, was found Monday shot dead and left

hanging from a tree in 8 remote arca along the Missssippi
River. Mayor Hank Hallohan sasd the Justice Departement

plans to investigate the crime ai "an acr of racial terrorisen.”

CHAPTER 1 CHRDS THe

At a Washington press conference, Atomey General
Jamies Crashaw said thar FBI investigators dispatched 1o the
crime woene already have leads in Culp's death.

Marie Filmore, an FBI special agent who is heading the case
im Louisiana, sakd thas her investigators want (o question Steven
Willizms Péz., 31, formerly sationed at Fort Hood, Texas ULS.
Army recarde show Williams, a native of Amarillo, as
been absent withous keave for severn] montha, Filmoee decli
to narme Williams as 2 auspect at this tme, but sthe emphasised
that the FBI s “extremely eager™ to interview him.

In Mew Otrleans, flaps nre being flown at half-staff in honer
of Culp, who woukl have been 40 on Friday. of the
slain officer expressed shock and horror ar the news of his death,

Cape. Lowis Abend, who runs the Third Procinet and was
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Ay the whirlwind passeth, so is the wicked no more: bur the
righternss 15 an everlasemg foumularom

— Proverhs 10:25

Winning Berries

It's easy to find them. I just open my eyes
and there they are, all over the god=-dann place.
Like gpokroachel.

I found anocther one today. I didn't expect
%0. 1t was beiore noon, fhe day was overcast and
I wernt for m coffee in this dive tha$ looked like
an old Alrstream. I've been finding cofiee to
Be good 1T taken irn small doses. Ome cup helps
fhe aynapses fire just a 1itfle bit gquicker.
Bight be the differenoe between living and
dying. Thees thingse aan be oAloulated im
fractions of seconds. Ho mars tham twa oups,
though. I ﬂ.{m"i need to bBe anxious or jittery.

I want into the plage, sat down and 1 saw her.
Thin white givl, yuppie slothes. The kind of kid
you might see at a mall, giggling with her ampiy=-
beaded [risnds. Her halr was Ftringy,; though,
1like she ]:l.-:l.ﬂr‘t- wAghed 1in a few daya. Anmd then
I Baw i% = the shadow. It paBsed over her fmae,
& shadow. Inside of her akull, as if tucked underxr
the skin, was angther face. Like & puddle of o]
with ayes.

The girl ate like & pig. Thres plates
mlready lay around her table, all smearsed with
the remaine of pancake eyrup and ple fillimng.
She waes working orm & fourth. Shoveling. it
Isaked like hash browns and ketchap imfo her

R S N, S S—— Y Eu—-._“

mouth with her hands. OGrabbing fistfuls and
oramming them into her mouth. I don'% even think
she ohewed. Ghe pade these satiafied Little
nodses. granta.

There ars things cut there their appetites
ceem to drive them. It'e different for each onme,
g far as I ocan tell. Some need blood. Ofhers,
1ike this one, are sStuck with animal hungers.
I% disgusted me. I felt pauacated A% fhe sight
of it.

I sat down,y ordered =y coffes, and waAtched
her for about fiftesn mivutes. She finished har
bash browne and ordersd = plate of eredmed
chipped besi. I gaess she waE going down ihe
peEmi. I cAlled over ta hear.

Her head jerked up. She said,  Mind your own
busiress, buddy,” and I could hear something
1ike mpathear voloce behind her own in the last
feow words. 4 man's voice. Deep, thick. Maybe a
Southern agcent. I wasn't Bure.

I %o0ld her that I wanted to talk to har. Told
her that she looked hungry, that I could take
her somewhare ghe pould sat all day. Her ayes
went wide, but the thing Yehind her face narrowed
its own to slits. As it stared susplolously, &
piece of potate bhumg from her chin. I cmid that
it hed epough food. That it wanted something
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elee, pomething =more. Thes 1t asked =me what I
gould ayffer it.

Anything you war¥, I said.

She sprung up out of the bBooth And wiped the
Ipod fros her face And sat down Reross Iram me.
dhe grabbed 3y bards apd A& wmwe of sisinecs
lurched inte my stomsch. I didn't want to catoh
anything. I hoped The voices were protectling me.
She grinmed, her teeth smeared with ketohup.

“Tou got girls?™ she asked. I don't Lmow
by but I nodded. The girl giggled, and T heard
the man & voloes agaln. She started pulling me
ous of the booth.

The thing took the bait, I threw down & £ifty
on the table, money 1'd taken fro= & creature a
Tew Bights Belore, and bhoped that would shut
EFeIyone ap. Wa leit,; and T led the thing toward
an mlley. We turned the cormer and sntersd m
filthy length of broker asphalt tucked betwaan
a pazmabop and & take—sut Indiar place.

"Where are the E:L:rls'i'- it asked. “Are thare
girls down here?” g

I stepped behind a duspster That stamk of
rotten oarry. I guiokly knslt downs and waved the
thing aver. It looked confused, but it knelt down
Esxt To Do and started freaking cut. It told me
what 1T wanted girla, thet 1% may not have &8 ook
but it gould still taste. In the middle of the
rantivng, I put & finger to my lips. The thing
Tilted 1% head at = like & confuaed animal. I
Told it ] bad & seoret.

Then I pulled out the gunm I'd bought sarlier
and put & bullet between the thing' o eyes. The
shot rang out lowd, the du=psier echoing as her
bBemd bHlew apart.

“Bweet .]'a:u;.l.-," I heard from & Lew lest wwiy.
Ther= was & pair of eyes and & sali—and=papper
Beard sticking gut froma plle of rags and rubbish.
Gome old homslese mar. I sxplairesd gquiekly how
porry I was, how he shoulds't have sesn that and
how he might be talnted. Thenm I jammed the guan
againet hie face apd pulled the trigger agein.
There wis & pop and & Spray of red.

He wae so. perfectly placed. I wonder 1f the
voloes sent hinm or if I's just learning to use
ny sFurrjpundings to =y advantage. Frobably i1he
latter, Eithsr way, I wiped the gun and put Lt
in his hand.

Then I ran, edrenaliss coursing through =s.
I 414 well.

I regret faking theee lives. Ope girl, taien
By something. Sone poBseessor. But bow could I save
ker? I had no ather tools than what my mind told
e to do. Fo procsdure I inow of would remove tThe
atink from heYy soul. By options were limited. And
®he hofslecs man.? Foor bastard, the alley wihs
Probably the only home he knsw. Samewhers along
the 1ine I expect he got too close To the nonstera
and wound up on the street. I had S0 kill his=.
Discase spreads fast. I can't have that. I'm here
to dam the river, eot usher it alomg. I'm pot

willing to compromiss.

That thing in the girl was ay seventh kil]
The man, By alghth.

Fo. That's mot entirely true. She was 3
rinth ard he was oy temth. It's wrong to negle:
ay family like that. 11l mever forget the!
sacriilos; or wvhat thay Saught ==.

Rerudinvions

Subject: |no subject]

From: soldier?]

Tot hunrver lise@hunrer-net.org

I died neoe kil Samuoel Culp. But | am responsible for b
death. If nny of you had seen the same things | saw, you'd |
exactly where | am — on the ron. Thar's nothing new for m
What | can't stand is having my brothers and sisters ar am
believe that | could do what the news is all bur saying | di

This gpoes back tomy friendship with Shala 74. Becau
bt was my friend and because he was a black man, | can e
vou from my heart that | would mor have done this thin
Mot like this, anvhow. 1 could never dishonor his mema
that way,

Before | knew him, Shaka realized that cops — son
cops — in his hometown were commupt thi Blos
puppers. Slaves to fangs. He didn’r undu.-mtam: all |
firse, bt it was abvious soon enough. He took pictures
them, because that’s what he did before. 1 didn’t kno
about the picrures until a couple months back. 1 foun
them while | was looking for ammo in Shaka's storag
locker. So there'd be no doubt, he had drawn our sign i
pul:lpl![ OVef -E:Irlh. ]:l:u_l 1:|:-'F|':: ||!|!|.!Ig|:. TEH:' man w5kt 3 wiihi
with a telephoto lens, believe me.

I broughi all the photos with me, even though 1 fizure
most of these guys would have been mken our long befon
now. Shaka's been pone for a while.

Turmed out every kst one was still on the sireet «
manning a desk at some precingt or other.

| started irailing a few of them, not because 1 had an
reason to doubt Shaka's judgment {or the tint | could w
hidden in cach one [ sow), but because | wanved 1o sce pros
of these guys” complicity with the enemy without any “er
hancement.” | atill have nightmares about whar | saw.

I fallowed two bear cops named Devereaux and Jones ¢
the saame landfill west of town on two different occasion
Both rimes, they drove into a huge shed where [ coukdn
follow without being seen. Nothing in these guys' job d
scriptions made it ook like they monic garbage «
commercial mexcking or anything cle that mxle sense «
them going there, Plus, they went to the place toward theen
of their shift, in the dead of night sownd 0400, | decided
do a smkeour, 50 | managed oo be waiting for them the mes
time they visited rthe place. [ was ready. | had a good view «
the interior from a fire-cscape window that had been painte
over. | hid come prepared and cut a hole in the glass. Insids
down at ground level, there were bays where garbage truch
dumped their loads (or sonting and stulff. Jonies and Devereau
were near one af those. One of them opened the trunk of the
cruiser and pulled out a body.

The dead guy probably looked a lot younger and mor
imnocent than he had in life jusc by being dead, but he seeme
like a kid ro me. Like somebody’s reenager who oughrro b
at home ssleep instead of being dragped out of the trunk of
car like direy laundey.

L_d‘td__.-_h_ | A .



B then they did it- They dropped the boy's body on
wnd, on this filthy concrete slab, They just scared at
e w second, then one of the cops spit on his face. [heard
o them laugh. Then one started kicking the corpse- |
g was Devereawux, At first his partmer just stood there.
§ they were both poing at it. [ don't know how long |
Seed They picked up the body after a while, one at exch
s searred playing whart looked like oug of war. They
wanning around on the floor of this shed, slipping in
e with this dead kid srrerched berween them — when
beo's head came off. Devereaux, for sure now, fell an his
woih a hiead clutched in his lap
bow he's not laughing. He looks pissed. He stands up
lets the head roll into a pile of garbage. Out comes his
wtick and he pounds the boys head to a pulp.
Sance the aliens chose me for their gifts, I've seen a lot.
besters — the kind 1 used to laugh at in cheesy movies.
o ones that made my blood run ¢old. I've seen them. Hell
e fielt them do some awful shit thar made me want o puke
B somehow, none of it gor o me like watching those two
B tear up thar kid's body. | thought abour it. How was this
e than some thing crawling inside a dead hushand's
e and poing home to "comfort” the grieving widow!
For me it was, For me, the uniforms made it a lotr worse
Weah it's troe, | went AWOL after all this searted, so0
s’ think if anybody ought ro know better abour this stulf
S should be me. Cops callk about "blue™ almost like it's a shade
Ba# skin. As if the color of somebody's skin was important
when it came to rrusting them. Truth is, the uniform comes
# | had to abandon mine. These fuckers should've shed
Seirs hefore they chose the way they did. Ar least they had

a choice! And whar did they choose ! To give up their swomn
duty to serve a higher one, the way 1 had ro? No. They kept
the uniforms, which made the uniforms a lie and all of them
liars. They kept the uniforms and basically said fuck duty
Which means the law is not their boss, Justice is not their
cause, They serve evil, pure and simpile,

When | realized that, 1 looked ar this box filled with
picrures — not of crooked cops, not of cops who bend the law
for the sake of justice, bur of evil cops. 1 decided chey all
deserved o dic

I hirt the road and started booking for hard-core hunters
wha | thouprht eould kill 2 monster and not blink Handed

it five photos from the couple dozen | had. Two of the cops
whose photos left my hands — Geralt Devereaux and Armold
Jones — pretty much vanished. The other one, the black
one, died a very public death, as you already know

Won't say here or anywhiere who it was | gave the picrures
of Jomes and Dievereaux to. D swore that [ wouldn'c. Besides, their
disappearances might be exactly that. For all | know they're off
playing Kick the Cospse in LA Or Guam. O maybe the
momsters they work for decided they were gerting sloppy and let
somebody play soccer with their heads. Who knows!

a5 for the death of Officer Culp, | also had an
agreement there. Clearly, the other party never had any
intention of abiding by our deal, so [ feel no remorse in
breaking ir myself. He told me 1o call him "Clarence,” but
that obviously wasn't his name. [CENSORED] If 1 had
known whar kind of diseased lump of shir was hiding
behind those eves, I°d have put o bullet between them and
kept walking, That son of a bitch. | still don't know when
he ot hold of my lighrer, but I'm certain he did so he could
frame me. It doesn't marter now. All that matters is, the
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man who did this is [CENSORED] Thet's how [ knew he
was for real. Whatever his name really is. He's the man
whao killed thar policeman.

I couldn’t. Mot char way.

“Clarence,” if you're reading this, don't expect so myuch as
the courtesy of 8 “Goodbye ssshole™ from me, [ seevou, [ill vou.

Aus for the rest of you, believe what you want. Thase who
know me, know. | won't be back this way again, o via com
Dz to anvbody whe ever had my baclk.

We I:'I'IIE]'II have enemies all aroymd usE, buat we still have
o be able o look ar ourselves i the mimor.
Subject: Soldier's post
From: withess]
Teo: hunter lisr@hunter-nac.osg

| removed some physical descriprions from Soldier's

I'm taking no otiver action against him at chis time,

g'm:n ll:TLs..lrtumstancc-s I have warned him, thowgh, agains:
further such indiscretions, which wou all know are mos
allowed here.
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Ermtcrw e wes ove of Them,

I'we all but stopped alesping. I get A IeW
a night. Thing is, I fsal fine. 1'm awake.
« I have plenty of snergy. I can't remsmber
1've folt this alive. Pegple don't meed to
p eight hours. Just another* piege of
groation that's propagated by the crea=—
8. I ve seen the things om television, in
ass I dom'% trust mass comunicatlon.
's all manipulated. It must be.

B0 I aleep 1e85. 1've noticed a lot of these
seen to do their business at night, which
they have an advaniage if we're asleep.
dslesp both phyeically and metaphorically. Our
#y=E Are gclosed in sop mAny wAjys. Buk 1'n FALIing
2p- I'm starting to ses the little things they
&= to misdirect us, to lead us Astray. we don'%
peed to sleep that muah. We also don't need to
| sat what they tell us. Therw' s %oo much food in
fhose bullshit rutrition pyramids. Too mach fak.
Too maRy carbohydrates. Stuff to kesp our ansargy
low while our asses are glued to fucking chairs.
Country of fat people is what we are. Buil that's
what they wvant. A single human being can live on
& third of everything we ' re expected to — & third
of sleap, & third of food, & third of our income.
They keep ws Aslesp, they keep us fat and thay
k=ep us slaving away during the day at mseaning-
lese jobe while they si% in their goddann glass
towers. Telling we lies. Essping us sedated.
Bow much of what we "mesd™ 15 & lie %0ld to
ust I'd say moat of it. Everything from the
vitamins to the cars we're told to drive. Frozec
Eeaps us slow. Dell phomes lei us Soresm uT
gearets into the air 8o they aam hear them. [
I know peaple cmn listen in on phome comDversa—
tiona, 5o why can't the thinga? It makes sense.
Even the Irternet and $hat precious hunter=-net
| haa been oreated fo betray us, if I have 1t
pegged right. 1+'s all mass communication. 4
wab of liee.

But that's not all. They hem us in with avery
moral femas thay can build. The Churoh tells as
toetay imn our places,; %0 rentin walled up bahind
bricke of moralisy. The governmeni kesps us
under ita thumb, making sure we dom t get too
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uppitys %00 fuckisg aware Ior thelr good. They
certainly wouldn t wamt us to stop paying them
taxes, would they? TV makes us feal better about
purselves, so we turs suy eyes away from the
atracities thet go oo Arsurd us. Honsters are
thiek im all these places. I'va seen prisste who
gars wrong. Politicisns who falt filthy. Nobody
in power cam be trusted.

Even if the monsters aren't pulling all the
gtrings, we can' t afiord to be slow. To be held
douns We don'% hawe time for ethical boundaries
ar foreed virtus. To eat food that makss us sick,
to take pills that keep us feeble.

¥e have to be batier. We hear messages ABd
have gifts that other people will never DAve.
We oan't afford to stay asleep. Assume nothing.
Expeat everything to be false. Scratinise the
tiniest command that sceiety maxes. They want
ne to go to thelr Mejor Leagues Baseball games
and sat their harmone=riddled hot dogs and enjoy
their mindlees entertainment? We' re supposed to
flick on the TV and drnnl of odrselves until we
fall asleep? No. We wom %. By igporing th-elr
damands, we can snedk i under the radar. They 1%
BEVAr 88 US Coming.
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" " The use of the “fags * carfainly M-f:-
; #ﬂ#ﬂﬂaﬁﬂrhuﬂﬂu’tm
mmﬂnmﬁ'ﬁ:h‘#ﬁ
ﬁ#&ﬁﬁrﬁﬁ:‘f&.ﬂ.‘fnfﬁnﬁ

i
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mﬁﬁﬂdfamdmaprﬂqfa?-ﬁ
Hmwkﬁnﬂm’sﬁf&maﬁm
-f'dr't‘rv?sr.. they seem fo be Hle more then wihet
. Assuming thot 4hese
ol Seese,
*Mmﬁﬁmﬁ'mﬂﬂwmﬁ ]
Im-haffaﬁuHrﬁrwwsﬁﬁﬁ'.mmﬂﬂtﬁf

y af

*ﬁﬁf:ﬁuﬁfﬂcﬂﬁni@rﬁw&-ﬁﬂz

ore 1o the e, wihich ore difficutt f5 pull ofE

oll ket perfect covddicns. ‘Ta'?afr Fove Thona G4
ﬂﬁ-l"f'-; Ffo  Fecower A = form ofF

fire, bt oF Srpar—
5#?: Shets M"F"ﬁ e Lﬁwﬁn:;f‘m A ar it icam
rethod, However, 4hic assumes ws sf ool
Gzt ticm, Granodes cor sl lads peing

prove more effective i T con obdo thew.

s cola.” of fiet o e
be Hfle pcre Ao rmehed gt
m#mﬁwﬂd" ! of "meestors® o
Barvcelidian Fiakd, rea Stidrg. 1Y ot ferel v the qese

I've been nessy. Impetucus. I have to focus
on pragzatism, on retional oethods. That
possessor I Ellled I 414 1t during the day, I
leit bodies. Being csught wouldn'$% be produc=
tive. I can't attract attention. So, I've begun
my ocearch for mew informstionm. I'm learming
things I never expected $o need. And I'm learning
them quioker, more efficiemtly, tham I've
learned amything in my life. It's 811 making me
better, stronger. Smarter than I ever imagined.

Bitroglycerin, for instapce. Simple to
mako. Some weedkiller, & few car batteries,
Elycerin soap. Oklarire gas is just bleaohk arnd
ammonis. I've learmed how %o make By own
bollow=point bulleta. Explosives out of Light
taulbs and mailboxes. Napaln from Siyrofoan
and unrleaded gas. I feel I1ike 8 sponges, like
nY hrain is lining mll this infarmation up and
following it like one big fucking recipe. I'm
getting dnformation in the mail on how to make
my own plestigue. After that, & guy says he
hae  plans fTeor a amall tactical atomis
explosive. It seems drastio, but I'm begin-
ning to understand the Beed for severity.

L-.. i Sy —————sss——EREET .

I've alee found a bBetter way to disposs
the boadieg. Oorpeee are inevitable. MHosi
monater, bul sometioes a gcivilian gets in thes
ml'u-fht- in a blast or taken out by a bullek.
don T like to Leave them behind, so I bring %k
hone. They re hard to dispose of, and weighi
thes down it rivers or septic fanks dovolves 4
many varlahles. Hiding a body means & body @
be found.: I can't have that, especially if the
death appears unnatural. The bodies need to
degiroyed, which is where the acid comes in

Hydrofluerie acid. Eafs shrough Ifucki
anything. I% atteacks the caleiom in bones aft
dissolving flesh. It's quick amd leaves 1itt
more than a sludge behind. That and any jewelr
tillingo, pacemakers or whatever. I have to
careful nok %0 get any om =myself, thoug
Femember to get sBome calcium glucomate to st
“he burne just In case. Caution mand preparati
are the key.

CICURSMINS

Subject: Re: The Thind Sign appears
From: dzidzacl 55

To: hunterlist@hunter-net.ong

=Ac predicted by the Progher Fyodkor in his book &
Stories Are True,

Interesting, This interpresacion of the ritle seems mu
closer to the way [ read it, as opposed to the unwieldy Engl
transditeration, " Apocrypha.” Excepr that | would have re
dered it 2 “All truth is fiction.”

YVery interescing indeed.

To: hunter. list@hunrer-net.org
From: cussiel47
Subj"-r:cl'.: Fe- "I-.*I:h_..'hem".' _Fl-_'h:.q,l:;"

God's Gift to the White Race - in fhis/ twisted liv
mind, that is - was here at my coffeehouse o while back
thought he was oleay ar firse. It was obviows that he was o
of us. On a napkin, he drew a sign that mesnt something Lil
“I share in the seruggle” and left it in front of him on his ot
for me to see. | asked him o come back after closing. Wh
we got o calk, he came on like 3 Theorist at first, but ev
then something about what he was saying bothered me. |
wanted to ally a bunch of us - people who had been chang:
that is - and asked if he could use the coffechouse as
gathering place. | asked him how he was planning 1o pull,
a rully since he was the first of us | had seen in the plzn-_l,u i
u fewr weeks, He said not to worry, thar he knew 3 trick
bring in droves of us. That got me curious, so | agreed. Wh
o mistake that was,

A few nights later, | closed early and he showed up wi
# can of spray paint. He made a huge sign on the back wa
and [ realized that others would be drawn o the shop by o
sign insell. | could feel the pull of it even when | had my ba
turned. [ was actuslly getting a lictle excited abour dhe o
I:l'liILg. PEDFIII: scarted .'i-i'!ll.‘l'ﬂ.'ll‘l.i L. A few were niervous a1
had to be calmed down. Ar one point, | remember “Claric
- thiat's how he was introduecing himself that night - stood |
the frone window talking under his breath. He said som
thing like, “Use your eyes people. Come oni, we won't bite
And ourside, like they I‘Lﬂlﬁ heard him, three people got o
of a car parked up the streer and came toward the shop! T1

_——




guy from the car told “Clarion” that they had been
about it being a trap, but they all decided at the same
0 “check him out" when he stood by the window, so
bad seen he was okay.

The evening went on like this, and sverything was
-3 Iiltll: Creepy |'||,1|' $Ii" I.in.r. - l:rll;'il e of iy q_:ll,;ﬂ
showed up. She’s a black woman from the
. and she's always been one of my favarices, bui
mot awakened. She thoughe we were apen for busi-
and was coming inside when “Clarion” says to her,
om, Aunt Jemima, Where yvou think you're going
s ashamed [ just stood there for a second with my
hanging cpen! | mold shithead, "You can't ralk o
ghar way! Thiz woman iz a friend of mine!™ He
ed something thar | didn't hear, and then - as if he
the place - said, "You know she dossn’t “belong’
so take care of ir.”
I tried co grab him as he walked roward the back, bur he
ped me. Ar the same nime, | knew he was right. |
't let her stay. | was imagining what she must thinkl

ing came to mind that might defuse whar that ssshole
just said. She asked me what was going on. All I could
ink to do was apologize and tell her I'd explain it all
pmorrow. She said, “Dion'’t bother, [ think | understand,”
mmd Lefr,

| saw 1w local gays thar | had worked well with in the

.50 | collared them and asked of they would help me ger

i insane rectneck out of the coffeshouse before something

freallyf awful happened. That’s when Clarion climbed onto
g mable and starved 'FrrE:l.r_'hing like some recruiter for the
t‘hﬂ.ﬂ' 'I'-::lul'_:h! I |.‘||.'b-u'|-|: r||’.'|:'|'||=1||.|1|:r il ||.:-L Llf |JEI!'.|||.1 o wihat |.1.-|:
fid, bur | do remember him alking about “the mask people™
+and then - this is hand o write.

Then, | remember how he smarred ro make sense

He ralked a while longer, then the crowd, nearly a dozen

b us, headed our the door. We wenr in cars to some rail vard
pnd found a couple of others - dead omes, | think - hiding on
i freighr mrain. | kepr chinking foo eves how do they with no
gyes/. They rried o ger away, and that made me even angrier.
We d them out and cut them apart on the ground.

Then we burned the bodies. Tr all felr so righe.

The mext day 1 was oo ashamed to ger owt of bed. 1
pondered whar people would think abour the coffeshonsss
h!ll'lg elosed, but | didn’t wonder ton I-m'l.g. Afrer hmchrime,
| went o CAMUS P qﬂsul: 10 my IH\'I_IF:D;H‘E!-T friend, bur she
wasn't in. When | went past the colfeehoese 1o check on i,
Clarion” walked up. He said we had all done great work the
night before. He handed me a bundle of pamphlets and said
|5 put them out at the coffeshouse. 1 just threw the
pamphilets gt him, herd enough to break the bundle open. He
iooked really surprised at first, but then he smiled. [ hadn't
wen him smile before. [t was really frightening. I'm not
rxagperating. Maybe it was his eves, but he had the cruelese
imile ['ve ever seen. He didn't say a word after that. He just
wrned and walked away. [ haven't seen him since. | wish |
would say [ hadn’t heard from him, bur there was thar poss
ram Alleyman?ll where he called me some pretty rermible
himgs. It was obvious from what he wrote that he was
Clarion, and [ remembered one post where Alleyman actu-
illy signed as "Pelews.™

I was sa mad thar last time [ saw him. | gathered up his
samphlets so they wouldn't be scamered nesr the coffee-

T — ————.
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house and burned them all. At least, | thought [had il | read
Shophet's posts. Then | realized | had been seeing one folded
inside-out at the coffechouse, s it didn't look like all the
others. I have it in my hand right now. Somebody let me
know what to do with it [ really don’t wane it
Tox hmluf-'iﬁrﬂhunlu'rr:m:[.ﬂl:ﬁ
From: shophetl25
Subject: Re: "Mayhem™ *Peleus”™

= | have it momy hand right now.

WHAT DOES IT SAY!
Subject: Re: ALERT
From: bookworm33
Tos huniter list@hunter-net.org

There's news our of New Oelaans.

>=>FBl: Officer’s death may be

part of broader conspiracy

New Ordeans — An FBI investigation into the death of
NOPD Officer Samuel Culp may be broadening irs scope o
lock into the disappearances of two other members of the
same force. Bureau spents in Louisiana said that Officers
Geralt Devercaux and Amold Jones, partners at the 10th
Precinct, may have been missing for as long as three weeks.

According to 10th Precinet Capt. Roderick Mesaner, the
officers had been disciplined on several occasions during the
last five years for extended absences, among other infractions.
Messner said his office i= trying to determine whether any of
those absences by the rwo officers had ever been simultaneous
or had reached such a length as this curent one.

Mew Crleans Mayor Flank Hallahan, in a written state-
ment, expressed dismay at what he called police laxness “in
the midsc of the dire events confronting the city.” The
statement goes on o demand *full deparrmeneal acoounting
for this lapse in responsibility for its personnel and for the
chain of police command.”

FBI Special Agent Marwe Filmore, who is in charge of the
Culp investigation, said that this revelation casts new light on
his |§;|[|m,|{ earlier this week. “If Cificer 'l'.:u]Fr'x desarty 15 part of
i pattern of activity directed against the police ntr]m ciry, this
imvestigation will have to go back o square one.” Culp, an
Africon-American member of the NOPD for 20 vears, was
found shot and hanged Monday along the Mississippt River in
what local officials have dubbed “am act of racial terrorism.”
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Attacking the mopeters one=on=one 18 beocoming
less and less productive. Not to mertior danger—
0. They never stop. By the time you've destroyed
ope, A dogen more are made pomewhare elee. It's
too peracnal. They See your face. If you don't kill
then, I don't doubt that they cam scan your face
and transmit it to others. Plus, I'm afraid they
can Tead our minds — Bo don'% leave witmesses
behind. I thimk their powers are wWay 'ba:.'m:& the
scope of what we ocan imagine, so dor't assume
l.mrl;hing-. That bringe me to my next peiet. II
you re caught im the ast, you re commected with
& body. It looks 1ike murder — the worst possibles

Lh-. il S . s . — = =

crime to the rest of the world. Put doen :.;mﬂ.hj
that looks inmumaw mow and chances are there’
be m normal-=looking bady left behind later. 1
police don't APProve .

The destruction of our oppressars has ta
wholesale. Senocide. I+'s usalessa ta put ane
the ground when you can wips out & leglom of t

motherfuokers. Eill a flock with a sing
poisomed stane.
I koow. I've dome it.

There was & ochanscellor on the board
directors at my old heapital. I won't pame B
hare. He was white, with = lot of white frienm
and a bank 8 worth of white money. He had a 1
of influence. His fat fingers were in the pi
af ﬂ thousand dirty cesuses. He was & thing.
oan't say what. He fod on blood at the haepita
He ate disemsed cultures from petri dishes 14
they were ting of fuaking uu'.u.;r. He was able
be out during the day. I don't koow wul."i Eimd
thing he WEE but as time passes I'm beginni
to think it's useless to d.i:r:rarentiu.tu 'hE-t'mu
them. Why bother? They re corrapit. Thay
wrong. EBElack marke on our world. ¥hatever th
are —gpirit, demon, beast —t]:ua]'.':'e Uy aaptor
They bhave tg die.

Go this rfat bastard suddenly found himselt dea
One mimite he wae in the recovery ward, dippimg h
tongue in Bome teenage girl's stab wounmd, the me
be was inhis sar, ready to head home for the evenin
Thick and happy. I «wae in the back seat witha syrin
filled with nothimg. I plunged it into his mec
Instamt straie. How ead.

The lesson I learned came quickly. As alway
I looked for the abituary, aince 1% was somethi
of & ouriosity to see how they' d describe %)
death (if I let them find the body). This tim
aomething eles caught oy attention. The funem
annguncenent. A big production with charity ai
flowers and the attendance of other white m
with their pasty, white blood maney.

Bad menm, I figured, kzew other bad me
Bometimesa worse man.

This fat Tuck was going to draw a blg crow:
I knew of some of his acquaintances. They wel
monsters just like hin. And there had t0 be more
A1l rioh. Obeas with influence. It would 1
impolite for them to not show at the funera]
whiach was, incidentally, at night. 4 =nig
Tunsral amngunced three days i1im advarae
Interesting. Plenty of fime to prepare.

I was there, thre= days later. 4 fow mimute
before eight o elogk, I watched suited men ar
somber women filter through the main doors of tk
aburah. 4 tall, spired, Catholic thing. Ky mir
tloked off nugbers. By final count,; ome Bumdre
apd fifty attendees antered, and that doesn’
ipelude the ones whe wert i sarly.

I eaw At least Swenty corrupters.

Fifteen mimutes later, the explosives

planted under seven of the psws went ap. Staine
glass rained cutward. The rext day’' s paper sml

|
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goms died. Were there women and childrsn in
f Tas. I regret their loss. I even gried
% it last night. But their loss wabs &% Iy
ssibility. They were lost to us the nomens
bought the li=a that were Bold to then. They
spamias, even 11 they didn't remlize i%,
gecond they were duped into standing im the
ss55. 1% saddens me, buil macessity 18 she
= of us all, and pow Swenky or more ol khe
tsrs have been wiped from $he earths I feel
% I may have saved a limh; even if 1% needed
b= cut oif-

bunier: st hunoer-net. of g
: casabel 4]
etz Re: “Mayhem™/ "Peleus’
I'm wishing now that | had locked over this pamphler
Bemer. [ think it explains some things. Here's what's on it
It's F'”'"':"i in black ink on white paper and falded in
Beee. Shopher is right: When it's folded correctly, the
Bomt page is the ane that says, “MASK PEQOFLE RULE
POLUR LIFE." The back page asks if you know “who the
mask people are.” If you open it, the middle flap is between
B Two pages thiir tell how :-l‘lll..“.l:'a.l:l. got [ be awakenesd.
Shophet, you mentioned past military service; you alse
Sescribed shithead as being a great sniper- | believe a lot of
what the Heralds look for in recruirs is ability, with empha-
g on diversity of skills to make a better-rounded army
Whardo you think!) Before you open the middle fap, what
powt see is: YOU HAVE A DUTY AS A PATROTIC
BLUROPEAN AMERICAN TO HELP SAVE THIS NA-
TION FROM IT'S UNSEEN FOES. DON'T SHIRK!

Oin the other side of the flap is a list.

1. The rime for waiting is over! War rime is here! Leaders
who urge patience are cowards. Replace them!

1. Gather whatever weapons vou can whenever you can.
The Mask People can have their puppets put gun control law
n place AT ANY TIME!

§. Mever pass up the chance o kill two birds with one
sone. Mask People can be found feeding off mud people or
replacing them with copies of th emselves, If possible, destroy
them all at once

4. Mud people make good bair for mask people. Ghettos
make good bonfires. Don't waste resources.

5. Do nioe be afraid to use trickery and sacrifice on our foes
who wear whire-face! Liberal traitors to the White Race work
st fime s cannon foddes, suicide bombers or distractions.

&. Omce the mud people are wiped out, we can use the
queers and the children of Cain against whatever mask
people still survive. Afrer the Final Bartle, we can establish
camps to convert any |iberal traitors over o the right way of
thinking. Then Paradise will reign for a thousand years.

GO0 BLESS THE ULWLES. of Al

That's all of it in all its ugly, Fascist glory. Shopher is
corract to label this puy a Man. ['m guessing thart the last line
MEATES “rhe United White States af America.”

It rermifies me o think of shithead as being anything like us
Subject: [no subjeci]

To: hunter list@hunter-netorg
From: counpbét372
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SETTING CXAWPLES

Bear thinking about the Eible again.

Part of =me thinks the whole Tthing
nythological bullshit. A blgs glorified fall
$ale written by white men in foreign cousmtirid
that was meant to keep ths poasants in line. !
sacircles us with moral rales. To maks aure |
don"% stray from their way of doing things.

But there's something to 1t. Something thi
pakes samse in there. Thinga I ocan relate T
There are mnowsters im that book. Iemom
Fossessors. Rome 18 gorrupt. Bgyph ia coarzup
Human creatures oppress the righftegus. That a.
gounds prefty fucking famiiiar.

And the book has some good lessond, Too. ST
I cam ase. Words that make sense in this disarden
place. The Bible tells us that the wages of sin |
degth. Plain angd aimple. You sing you go againat &
grailr of the patural ocoder. I you go agaimel &
patural order, you die. You aren”t warned. You don
g=t to put in commanity service %o wipe the sla
clean. Apelogies won' t help. The only thing that p
thinge right mgain is straight-up Tucxing death

Eark telle us that if our foot offemds w
wa out 1t off. It"a better to have one good Lo
than to hawe to limp imio Hell. I your limb
ZBRgrencus or capceraus or just plain polscnm
we renove 1t. I+ "5 not an Aot of cruelty. There
nothing mean or malicious about it. There s :
emotianal investment. You divest yourseli fr
all that, and you do what needs to be dope. It
go s8imple, why can % anyone ses the logiec? I
willing. Evern if I have to do it Alone.

Hoast dnn’t — or n.:p;n"l‘. = do what I do. Few
us deal with our corrupters as anyihing more %h
aviglent gans of cops and robbers. It's playgrou
shit, really. Bspscially the ones who wars to sa
everybody. You cam't “save” cancer. You can

change it. Its motivations are sinple. Mallgnan




e rehabilitated. Jancsr needs to be burned
@r gut out. Or irradiated into nonexistence.
iom is the coly ways

comprebend this. 41] the others sesd: to
an agends of their own, and thelr actions
int me.

Wt thers are a4 Tew star puplls ip the olass.
& 18 out therse, doing some very serlous
Setting dirty. Crawling through the
s, unatfraid of the cobmsequence. 50 DANY
kied are worrisd about consequences. What
the police aay? What if I got burt? Will
Eoul be darred? Wastes of fucking skin
TBreath.

your arm is riddled with fumors — I mean
itk the fucking things — what do you do?
tirg 1t off stops the dissase Iirom gekiing
lumgs or your brain, ism't that the only
1 Do you whime, pining away for jour
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precious arm, aomething that's already eaten by
poison? What's the point? Stop pomplaining. Cut
it off ard move ons We all meed to adopt this
attitude. I worry thet too many of us azen's
prepar=d w0 do what "o necsssary. They won' & oat
gat the badness when it meeds to be done moat.
Patunlart children. Afreid of commitmant.

But ms I said, thers's someane out thers who
isn'+$ like that.

I den"t krow who he is, but he burned down a
housing projsos. Lit the fire= on one glde mnd
ppemed fire I[rom AoQroEs the streel AE &Veryone
struggled to get out. Sniping. I don't know how
many of them he killed, but rumor BAS it that there
was B high pusber in there. I kmow how mioch they
bate fire. It was & windy night, too, from whak
1‘m told. Good for him. Wind fans the Ilames.

+ I don't kmow who he is. He's messy. Easty,
for sure. But God approves.

A W .. ol






CHAPYIR 3:FRITHDLY

Thou shalt not kill
— Exodus 20:13

Hazo Knocks

The world needs a tutorial.

Today's lesson: necessity.

I'11 explain, bDecause whoever might be
listening to this won't have visual aids. I'=
standing here taping in a pool of blood. It's
everywhere. We're in a dingy studio apartament
overlooking an elementary school in the city.
The room smells of sweat. There s a man hanging
fron a stean pipe at the celling, his arms $ied
above him with piaro wire. He's dead. His throat
has been cut. If I had %o count the mumber of
stad wourds in his chest, neck and thighs, I'd
guess thirty=I{ive. Maybe forty.

There's another mar here with me, He's 58111
alive. He's lying buddled or the floor. Ee's
crying. That s a good thing. Tears help to purge.
Thay remove taint, cowardice, hesitation - it's
kird of a baptism. It’'s not easy to overconme the
hurdles, but this man bhas dore it. He 1l
understand soon.

The dead man was poison. A seli=-made serpent in
humar skin. He was very much alive. Not dead, like
some, but 8till & corrupter of the worst kind. Idon't
know what got to him, what gave him his powers.

He was & dealer. Selling hallucinogens at the
school. Trying to make children's minde nmale
leable, 1like a gold nugget hanmered thin. Zasier
to manipulate that way. We can’'t have that.
Cancer shouldn't eat the young. .

e

So I %00k him and brought him here. He was
difticult. He had strange abilitiee. Time didn’t
Teel right with him, like it was shifting all
around ne. I felt sluggish, sick, confused. I
tore open ny ey=g and moved past that. I cut his
hamstringe and ended his lame struggle.

The man on the Iloor is one of us. His pame
is Daley. Richard Daley. Some rehabilitative
counselor at one of the inrer-gity drug clinics.
I've watched bhinm work. He's & talier. He likes
to sit down with the monaters, have a cup of tea.
Share backrubs. Whatever. Seems to want to work
out everyonme's fucking problems. Ho matter the
cost, no matter what campe before. Tou can’t “rix"
a blood=drinking serial rapist, just like you
can't plug & dbullet hole with a cotton &wab, or
end all of the world's problems by kneeling next
to your bed and saying a little prayer. Some
things are inpossible to undo.

Kr. Daley didn't seex to get 1it.

He talks t0 posses50rs, gots them to exit Sheir
hoets. I'11 admit that he had his successes. Last
week, he talked ore out of a yourng girl. Some
shinmering black thing with hollow eyes. He
convinced it to get out. But residue was lert
behind. Somehow, the phantom corrupter leit an
imprint on her psyche. That night, she smothered
her baby brother. He was eleven months old.

The thing went on to possess again. I killed it.

With all that in mind, I opted to teach Mr.
Daley a lesson. Isn % that right, Richard?

-
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Drvisions

Subject: An outsider's view
From:wimness|
To: hunter list@hunter-nec.org

Lest anyone worry, let me explain that by “outsider”™ 1
mean an imbued who lacks & computer and who has never
had access to the list until now. He and | met not long ago,
and as we talked recently | realised that he shares a past with
Shophet, about whom he has opinions of his own. In the
interests of balance, here is what he has to say.

From Mister R

As lomg as we"re making it owr business to notice the hlood on each
other's hands, [ want w get somedhing off my chest aboue “Shopher.”

Actuaily, mﬂurh:lmﬂddlmgs

I was there that “oufd day,” wo. | wasn't one of your
clasomaes, but | got 20 see enonsgh of chem thae | bepan o feel just
bk ome of the family. Frowmy, | thongght you felt that way aboe me,
000 . You stuck your neck ot — mome than once — 10 saue my ass.

Sowhy did you send me and the woman | love on a ssdcide mission?

If you ask me, [ think the whole thing with Pelews has left you
a few bricks sky of a load. Fell, don’t ask. You need to hear this.
You've been playing judge, jory and one-man firing squad wo
bong. You have real people arownd you. You don't get o docide
mazzers of kfe and deash for them

Remember Peicws” btde buddy? Dom’t get me wrong, the gy
was bad news. We know he helped tosch at loast one high nise fudl
of people. Full of families, And we'll never know how many gay
guys had cheir heads cracked apen bry that bastard, But did you have
to leave his wife holding the bag after you killed him? And dom't ey
to bullshit me becasse | know you pulled the erigger. “"He's co-hosted
his kst moloeow cockeatl pavey . ” Those were your exace words.
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org

From: shophet125
Subjoct: Re: An cutsider’s view

Obviously, R., you're very angry. ['m just confused.
Gratcful to know that you're alive (both of you!), bu
confused. For months now, | figured the two of you died in
that explosion in East St. Louis at the bus station! Please
believe me when [ say that | sent you guys there to collectour
gear for the road — and nothing clse. [ sall don't even know for
sure what happened that day! Maybe you could clue me in?

Cxawess

Every lesson requires sxamples of the right
anrd wrong choices. Illustration provides ene
iightenment. Here are some exanples of.. others
I've seen. Others I've come aoross. Some I worked
with, briefly. Failures, ir the end, but notable
for the lessons they teackh.

A paradiee-resading old =man, physically and
sentally adle, 45 lelt to rot iz an old folk's bome
by az urpcaring family. Surrounded by the pairn axd
decay of 50 sany liver-spotted castolls, he mases
it L-.n.i.s =ission to deliver oounn_ion to those who
oan t make 1t to ohurch. Ee 5 & selI=-made
oucharistic ninister. One night, he wakes to find
amessage on the wall, written in fly=-apecked shit.
The nessage reads “ALL SEARE PAIN.  The words
disappear. Unabie to sleep, he stundles out to the
7 rooz and pest room 4. Izaside, & Durse clodes
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the eyes of an old m‘. and the man can ses =
for the Iirst time — what & really happening. The
purse is different. Some l.uht ¢all her wrong. Ne
believes he kirows what she's doing. Bringing meroy
$0 the sick, the diseased. The 0ld woman is dead.
The zurse and the zan share a mozent, later a oup
0f coffee, axd that’s that.

The pardse was a zonater. The rewspapers called
ber & serial killer, an “angel of mercy  marderer.
She entered and exited hoaspitals, oli.n!.u and

marsing zwlu. putting several to death. It's not
meroy. It's murder. After nnu.n; with the old
nan, she visited the children's cancer ward at
Queens Medical Center 4ir Charlotte, North
Carolira.” She put seven children to “sieep.”
Caildren who could have recovered.

The 0ld =a= was weak. Muled by emotiops. His
feelings confused hism, allowed Rim To nisyead the
=es5age that the voices gave 1o hizn. Secsuse of that,
becsuse of bis covardice and =isplaced morals,
children died. The manipuiator is still out there.

A Bousewife cones honme one night arter playing
cards with the girls on the block to discover thas
her three children—ail daughters —are dead. They
bave beer exsanguirated and posed together in a
pormographic display at the Lkitchen table. Fore
of the c¢hildren 13 older than twelve. The
perpeirator, some brokep-ainded leech, is still
iv the house. The wonar' s avareness cxplodes, and
she destroys the thing by beating it loa pulp with
a balogen lamp. It catohes fire. She's chosen, the
voloes ohattering in her ears. She makes it her
perconal crusade to go alter these nighitnares.

Her devotion is adnireble. Rer deaire to
excise the =omsters, snippizsg them away like
flowers, is worthy. Three zozths later she's
killed. She goes alome into an old house out in
Buckes County, finds a nest of possessors and is
made to ohew open her own wrists.

A fire in your belly is sure to dburn you Irom
the inside out. Like the 0ld man, enotion pushed
her to an irratiorzal level. That = helpa rodody.

Zast ore: A tenexzent i overilowing with the
festering waste of corrupted things. Broken,
810k deasts crowd the place,; feeding oIf the
impoverished, the angry and the infirm. It's in
the black part of towrn. The ghetto. The place
prodably basn't seen 8 white face ir months, the
last one likely being & cop or Iireman.

One par sees this, notea the coircidence
between the mm‘ton. the egonomic state and the
aolor of m;ﬂ.c s siin, and draws sdome cmlmim.
Ee starts a fire. A big fire. Those who donm 't »arn
$ry Lo get out. Be waits aoross the street with a
rifle. The death toll is immerse. Izpressive.

2e's 80 close to doing thu’- right. Things e
or the other weak-ineed wouldn't do. This man fon’t
willing to throw away his giftec. He uses them to
the teeth, understanding that the rnature of A
rightecus angel 1ar't one of olemency or bemevoe
ience, bdut of Iire and jJudgsent. Fain.

Still, be's irrespozaidle. He leaves a trail.
Be's ome 0 the good gays, dut his emotioms weigh
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course. Be’s unable $o0 see the forest for the trees,
ard I'm afraid that his lack of caution will get
a good man caught, killied or worse. I'm going after
him, I think. I believe he can learn Irom me.

If there's one thing you should take away
fron this, Rickhard, it's that there's always
room Ior izprovement.

Clanricarion

Subject: Re: An outsider’s view
From: witnessl
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org

From Mister R.

What happened that day? The place eemed into a war zome.
One mimaae it's a bus seazion, the nexx ie's fud of dead things and one
huge, pissed-off wolf-man. Then fire. Then the bualding blows wp

We were a block away by then. We went hack to the moeel,
but you had aiready checked out and the car was gone. There was
no telling where you were, and we got worried about sticking
around. People saw us hasd ass out of the station before it blew!

Since you asked, we're both fine. Bue dom’t change the
subject. | asked a stack of questions that you didn't answer. You're
good at that, but | know your ericks.

To: hunter list@hunter-netorg
From: shophet125
Subject: Re: An outsider’s view

Before we play 20 questions, [ want to let you know
that while you two were skipping town, | was in the waiting
room at Jiffy Lube. Remember, the car needed an oil change?
[ saw the news about the explosion on TV. Twenty minutes
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later, | was crossing, and then you told me, knowing what
had happened to my brother. You didn’t tell me all that stuff
so I'd go give the guy a medal. You told me because you were
afraid your girlfriend's gal-pal was falling in with a bad
crowd. Which is exactly what they were, all three of them. As
vou recall, the thanks our friend got for associating with
them was Peleus trying to turn her into roadkill. By all
rights, he should have died when he tried to take her out.
But he survived the crash.

>But did you have o leave his wife holding the bag after you
killed him?

[ did no such thing. Yes, [ went to his home with the
intention of killing him. | could have killed the wife, too, and
possibly should have. She knew what her other half was doing
in his spare time — the bashing, | mean, not the hunting part.
] tharik it tuomed her om. Bat here's the thing: | senther away. And
you must not be keeping up with the newspaper the way you
wsed to, because the prosecutor’s office dropped all charges
against her recently. Because of evidence that | sent to them.

>So why did you send me and the woman | love on a
sstcide mission?

What I've written here ought to make it clear that the
whole Ease St. Louis episode was one cluster fuck after another.
Our mistake was in not having a fallback position outside of
town. It wasn't as if we could call each other’s folks and
ask, “Where is he these days™ Besides, don't you think “suicide
mission” is a little dramatic? Anything that you're around to
describe in hindsight as a “suncide mission” obviously wam'e. It
shoulkd've just been a quick trip to pick up some gear. I'm sorry
it turned into something else, and I'm sorry it splic us up.

Mastly, though, I'm just glad you're both alive.

f T W e |
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Subject: Re: An outsider’s view
From: bookworm55
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org

>>] asked a stack of questions that you didn't answer.
You're good at that [snip)

I don’t think you do it on purpose, Shophet, but | had
noticed the same thing. Fyodor had that same kind of single
mindedness sometimes. Anyway, I'm still wondering of you can
explain why Peleus shot your classmate when she was alone but
not the two of you together. Inquiring ménds still want to know.
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Unsrorrasie

You inow, Dick-m;r I un you Dick? Too many
of our iind won’t 1isten. I've tried $o talk to them
on lhur little email 1ist, their bigoted olube
h.mso. I'n fod up with their knee-jerk reactions,
1ike I'= some aort of freak for suggesting the right
thirg to do. 1I'm trying to make them better.
Stronger. They have 50 DaARy weakrmesses. Their
reliance on the lies we re all spoon-fed is one of
then. 1 can't seem %0 break them of it.

In the end, I's met with nothing but anger
arpd recistance. I want t0 ignore the lot of them
and suggest that the Iew S=2art ones leave with
me. They re going to bave %0 pay attention soon
or I'1l turr away from the=z all.

A= I just clirginrg $0 hope here? It's olear
they enjoy their igrnorance. They =ay be bdlisse
fully unaware, and that’'s fize. They'll coptirue
%0 be unaware until a bullet sprays their guts
on ar alley wall or some bloody-mouthed thing
mind-rapes them as they go 0 their car. I won't
ory for them. 1 don't ory for the dead and stupid.

Let me give you amother imperative. Wo are..
what? Revolutioparies? Angels? Gods? Someone
8its up on high and ‘Lvu us & rew pair of eyes
apd gifts $0 111t us up. we're practically d:.vm
Toe world is laced with tumors and we're the
zedicine, ¥e're the bone saw. We're the therapy.
Vhy squander our talente? Why waste our medicine?

Sometimes, though, the medicine doesn’t work,
does 11?7 The saw simply won't cut. Sometimes 1t
ever makes things worse, sSpreading disease
irstead of culling it. That's unacceptabdle.

Our kird can be like that. They starnd £n the way
of treatzent, hol up the cure with indecision.
Or bad decisions. ¥We re here to do a job, a lorg-
reaching and manbingly difficult job. When ocur own
kird izpedes this design, 1 Ieel sick. Bt I
understand it. 1'm not a Bibles=thumper. In Ifact,
I place 1ittle merit in any organiced religion that
exists to soffen ocur brainc ard trap us inside sone
ludiorous moral hole, but there’s some truth in
there. Like the angels. The angels were supposedly
perfect beings, like we were. Gramted a divire
mission, I1lled with heavenly providence. But some
of then fell. Some turped against their maker and
agAinst each other. They created Hell. We can’t have
Hell, ¥r. Daley. We just don't have tisme.

What I'n saying is this: If one of our own
steps in the way of progress, he has to be
considered just as infeoted as the creatures.
These people must be put down like dogs. Give then
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& chance %o learn Irom their error, but if that
doesn't succeed, death is the only option.

Some people are simply irredeemable.

You're different, though. I hope I've broken
you of your old ways. I understand why you're
erying. You were blind and mow you have sight.
That would csuee the strongest =mam To ory.

I suppose, for the recoxrd, we should go over
what we did here today, you arpd I. So if anyone
ever {irds these tapes, they 11 understand.
They'11 see how you came $0 be what you are today.
A much improved being. They 11 come to love you,
as I a=z coming to love jou.

Today, I brought Mr. Daley here and tied hi=
toa chair. I placed hin ten feet froxm this hanging
sanipulator, the dealer, the filthy nmind-raper.
I let them talk, however briefly, and I listened
as the two tried to understand each other. They
actually believed they could fucking communicate,
1ike they were on the same page or something. Thenm
1 taped the corrupter’s mouth shut and showed Dick
some pictures. Ome of & high=school boy who took
gome of the shit the dealer peddled and went %o
dance in traffic. An SUV hit hin. Popped his head
1ike & berry. The snapshot showed all the gory
details. Then another ploture. A girl in a locker
room, dazed and confused, being led away by
police. She was hopped up and wardered inmto the
boy's locker room. The baseball teaz raped her.
Not just with their dicks. With the end oI a juzmp
rope. With both erds of an alumimus bas.

Bichard didn"$ like looking at the piotures.
Ee had already ocommanicated with the monster,
already tried to understand it, tried to believe
they could understard each other. Could you, Dick?
Understand a rapist? You kmew you couldn't.

I put a knife in your lap and leit. I came
back two hours later.

I was hoping to £ind that you d wriggled your
way free. I didn't tie the knots too tightly.
1 was hoping to see that you'd dome what needed
to be. But you hadn'$. The creature still hung
there, alive. You looked  beaten. You needed
something. Something I could give jou. 5o I did.

When I looked at you, you felt 1%, didn’t you?
You saw 4 2zall part of the plan. Tou eaw the
long road we walk. But more importantly, you Baw
what was at the end of the road, didn't you? You
saw death. You knew — just like I EKnew so long
ago — that death was the only way to make this
world a better, pure place.

I+ felt right to watch you pull yourself out
of the chair. To grab the knife., You mttacked the
cancer with dedioated hands, and jyou got mesS8),
but the dedication makes all the difference.

And now here we are. Something that was less
than human is dead. Its contazinated body will
paver corrupt again, And something that is mow more
than hunan is curled up on the {loor, sobbing upder
the weight of the %truth. Alter watching you,
Richard, I'd be proud $o work with you, to bring
the scourge of siciness that coats humanity to its

swift and rightiul end. You have been taught a
valuable lesson. Barely & single one of our kind
will ever krow what you do now. They fuck around
while the momaters go unchecked.

Now jou know what 1 conterd with, Dick.
Trials and $ribulations.

1 have an appointment with that sniper I Told
yjou mbout. His trail is obvious. Littered with
bodies ard fire. I wish it weren'$ so clear, but
gt least I Bave a way to track him down. I would
bring you along. You'we come far. But it's just
not your place. Just 1ike I came S0 you, improved
you and taught you. I have to do it again. Someone
else needs to be tamught. His eyes are already
open, but his technique needs Iocus.

I enjoyed our time together. I xmow you want
to thank me, but the look in your eyes is reward
enough. Well, that's not emtirely true. There &
something else that would make me happy. Show the
others what I've shown you. Tell them the plan.
Tegoh them death. Soonm you'll stop crying, and
ther you'll be unstoppable.

Leatous Wavs

To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: wrath25

Subject: Re: An outsider’s view

What | think Shophet is good at is twisting details
around to make people he's jealous of look bad.

>The wife was probably banging every militia monkey
and klansman

>on the West Coast — Peleus for sure — and the
hushand knew it but tumed a blind eye.

Whar difference would this make if it tumed out to be
true! Why do the bedroom arrangements of our brothers at
arms matter! Unless you think you're missing out on some-
thing there. Did you fall in _love_ with the man who saved
your life? Hey, not my business, just something 1o think
about. Some answers | don’t _want_ to know.

What I'm a lot more interested in is Soldier. He sure is
putting himself in knots over a job well done. | mean, killing
the enemy is what we do, right! And we can't have worse
enemies than the ones who hide behind cop badges, right?
How long do we fight this war on our own in secret! When
is it time to bring the people in on this! When Shophet says
it's ok? Assuming he can get his head screwed on right long
enough to think straight (sorry, didn't mean anything by
that, | know how you fellas feel about the word “straight™).
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org
From: shophetll5
Subject: Re: An outsider’s view

Wrath, you just went from annoying to repellent. Don't
confuse me with my brother — my dead brother, whom |
loved, who was gay. The only satisfaction Peleus can give me
is sceing the bastard meet justice at point-blank range.

Actually, the reason Peleus’ sleeping arrangements even
came tomy atrention was because his troglodyte helper's wife
told me that’s what was going on. Right before she tried to get
me in the sack, because she thought 1 was another*militia
hero.” Right after I caught her lying (believe me, 1 lnew)
about her hushband's involvement in a tenement fire, which
| had only known about peripherally until then. Stupid racist
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& chance %o learn Irom their error, but if that
doesn't succeed, death is the only option.

Some people are simply irredeemable.

You're different, though. I hope I've broken
you of your old ways. I understand why you're
erying. You were blind and mow you have sight.
That would csuee the strongest =mam To ory.

I suppose, for the recoxrd, we should go over
what we did here today, you arpd I. So if anyone
ever {irds these tapes, they 11 understand.
They'11 see how you came $0 be what you are today.
A much improved being. They 11 come to love you,
as I a=z coming to love jou.

Today, I brought Mr. Daley here and tied hi=
toa chair. I placed hin ten feet froxm this hanging
sanipulator, the dealer, the filthy nmind-raper.
I let them talk, however briefly, and I listened
as the two tried to understand each other. They
actually believed they could fucking communicate,
1ike they were on the same page or something. Thenm
1 taped the corrupter’s mouth shut and showed Dick
some pictures. Ome of & high=school boy who took
gome of the shit the dealer peddled and went %o
dance in traffic. An SUV hit hin. Popped his head
1ike & berry. The snapshot showed all the gory
details. Then another ploture. A girl in a locker
room, dazed and confused, being led away by
police. She was hopped up and wardered inmto the
boy's locker room. The baseball teaz raped her.
Not just with their dicks. With the end oI a juzmp
rope. With both erds of an alumimus bas.

Bichard didn"$ like looking at the piotures.
Ee had already ocommanicated with the monster,
already tried to understand it, tried to believe
they could understard each other. Could you, Dick?
Understand a rapist? You kmew you couldn't.

I put a knife in your lap and leit. I came
back two hours later.

I was hoping to £ind that you d wriggled your
way free. I didn't tie the knots too tightly.
1 was hoping to see that you'd dome what needed
to be. But you hadn'$. The creature still hung
there, alive. You looked  beaten. You needed
something. Something I could give jou. 5o I did.

When I looked at you, you felt 1%, didn’t you?
You saw 4 2zall part of the plan. Tou eaw the
long road we walk. But more importantly, you Baw
what was at the end of the road, didn't you? You
saw death. You knew — just like I EKnew so long
ago — that death was the only way to make this
world a better, pure place.

I+ felt right to watch you pull yourself out
of the chair. To grab the knife., You mttacked the
cancer with dedioated hands, and jyou got mesS8),
but the dedication makes all the difference.

And now here we are. Something that was less
than human is dead. Its contazinated body will
paver corrupt again, And something that is mow more
than hunan is curled up on the {loor, sobbing upder
the weight of the %truth. Alter watching you,
Richard, I'd be proud $o work with you, to bring
the scourge of siciness that coats humanity to its

swift and rightiul end. You have been taught a
valuable lesson. Barely & single one of our kind
will ever krow what you do now. They fuck around
while the momaters go unchecked.

Now jou know what 1 conterd with, Dick.
Trials and $ribulations.

1 have an appointment with that sniper I Told
yjou mbout. His trail is obvious. Littered with
bodies ard fire. I wish it weren'$ so clear, but
gt least I Bave a way to track him down. I would
bring you along. You'we come far. But it's just
not your place. Just 1ike I came S0 you, improved
you and taught you. I have to do it again. Someone
else needs to be tamught. His eyes are already
open, but his technique needs Iocus.

I enjoyed our time together. I xmow you want
to thank me, but the look in your eyes is reward
enough. Well, that's not emtirely true. There &
something else that would make me happy. Show the
others what I've shown you. Tell them the plan.
Tegoh them death. Soonm you'll stop crying, and
ther you'll be unstoppable.

Leatous Wavs

To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: wrath25

Subject: Re: An outsider’s view

What | think Shophet is good at is twisting details
around to make people he's jealous of look bad.

>The wife was probably banging every militia monkey
and klansman

>on the West Coast — Peleus for sure — and the
hushand knew it but tumed a blind eye.

Whar difference would this make if it tumed out to be
true! Why do the bedroom arrangements of our brothers at
arms matter! Unless you think you're missing out on some-
thing there. Did you fall in _love_ with the man who saved
your life? Hey, not my business, just something 1o think
about. Some answers | don’t _want_ to know.

What I'm a lot more interested in is Soldier. He sure is
putting himself in knots over a job well done. | mean, killing
the enemy is what we do, right! And we can't have worse
enemies than the ones who hide behind cop badges, right?
How long do we fight this war on our own in secret! When
is it time to bring the people in on this! When Shophet says
it's ok? Assuming he can get his head screwed on right long
enough to think straight (sorry, didn't mean anything by
that, | know how you fellas feel about the word “straight™).
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org
From: shophetll5
Subject: Re: An outsider’s view

Wrath, you just went from annoying to repellent. Don't
confuse me with my brother — my dead brother, whom |
loved, who was gay. The only satisfaction Peleus can give me
is sceing the bastard meet justice at point-blank range.

Actually, the reason Peleus’ sleeping arrangements even
came tomy atrention was because his troglodyte helper's wife
told me that’s what was going on. Right before she tried to get
me in the sack, because she thought 1 was another*militia
hero.” Right after I caught her lying (believe me, 1 lnew)
about her hushband's involvement in a tenement fire, which
| had only known about peripherally until then. Stupid racist
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bitch even told me Peleus (she called him “May,” just like her
husband did) wrote that sick little pamphler. And thanks to
Cassie, we've preety much confirmed that link independent of
anything [ know, In other words, Wrath: Shut the fuck up.
Bookworm, | think vou're unable o make 1.'1:“.1."5#‘.'1[. think the
way Peleus does. Please don't take that as a criticism. Iedisturbs me
that [ can, believe me, but it’s the only way I'll ever carch the son
of a bitch. 1 think he shot that woman so the sombie could catch
her and he could have a better shot at it. He didn’t have to do it
thar way. He did because he didn't see her as human. All be saw
was the color of her skin. All that saved me from a bullet in the
brain thar day was the color of mine. And if we had been living in
the world he wants, | would've had “Jew" stamped on my forehead.
In which case, Peleus probably would have shot me first
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: tarjiman220
Subject: Re: "Mayhem"/ “Peleus”
[Warden has asked that | post the following rranslation of
what he termed an important message to various lists.]
Hunters in the United States are beginning to recognize
the problem of Fascists among them. The ongoing troubles
there with racism create advantages and disadvantages in
c.;ﬁmhﬂ.ting .'11:}_-:',1':11:1-'d I!'I:l[l'c:ij. Irlll'.li.lghu\...{ Eu[n}p{. we 3[?0 ha'l.'c
these disaffecred thugs who gravicare toward anticivilized atti-
udes and behaviors. Here, they are less the problem than are
the cryptofascists, those who arrain public office and hide their
lovalties with suit and rie. There, however, one violent man can
have tremendous, terrible impact. Consider McVeigh and his

actions. Whether his ultimare fare will serve o deter or
inspire similar crimes remains to be seen. Unless, that is, he
was the model for our own “Mr. Mavhem.”

As | have stared before, it is indeed pointless to

speculate upon why such individuals receive our gifts. My
own immediate circle of “fellows” COMpriscs DWo prison
guards, a rapist, a murderer, an arsonise and myself. Apart

from our mutual perception of the creatures and our

SECITNING dutses rrt:.mill:;: them, ProMImMITY appCars to be
our strongest connection. To ask, “Why™ is a waste of
breath. Whatever changed us seems to show no inclina-
tion to offer much ]t','«.‘und hints and riddles

A far more important ingquiry we all must make is

how far are we willing to cooperate with such individuals
in the course of fu][:Elmg our mission. For me, the courts
have dictated when, where and how long | interact with
my prisoners Furthermore, they allow me o do this in
territory that | control. In my prison, | am the law. If | must
sometimes break the letter of the law 10 maintain peace, my
superiors understand. Granted, the degree and ends to which
[ must violate the law nowadays is beyond their understanding.
Sa be it. To me, this situation is nevertheless preferable to the
work of the detective and the policeman. They must go where
criminals are, where lawbreakers live and work. A good detec-
tive must think a3 his quarry does. Yet to be a good man, the
policeman cannot ':*-ch:wcralu.';_a'.'s a5 C n_mr.nale do. Such deco-
Tum % far easier [0 prescribe than o obcy.
Inside my prison, the criminals are the ones without their
freedom. In the world, criminals — yes, and monsters and those
“allies” of ours whom we trust and fight alongside at our peril —
are not so easily recognized. Ask yourself which you consider o
be the most dangerous threat. A vampire who feeds from humans
VCIMCVET ‘_‘_Ttkﬁ [1",1::]_' lives? A blood slave whose "ilh is to hide the
crimes of a vampire who regularly akes human life, sometimes
without feeding at all? Or the hunter who would destroy all of
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these beings at once with a bomb powerful enough to level a
part of town! My example is unfair, but it isnot hypothetical.
| had to make the choice. I chose to “defuse” both the bomb
and its maker. Was my solution the "best” one! | cannot know.
{ know that the bomber’s choice was not the best one that he
could have made. Ao, | understood that he could not be
dissuaded from his choice, because “God told him to do it,”
thus forcing me to intervene. All | can do, all any of us can do,
is weigh right and wrong as we eed in this [ do know this
word] and hope we choose wlrc‘

I fear what may be going on among hunters in the
United States right now. It may be that Mr. Mayhem is alone
in his activities, which is still frightening because he appears
to be both skilled and determined. Yet more frightening is
the idea that his goals are spreading among us, becoming our
goals, that our methods grow ever more to resemble his.

1 Soldier is ruthful in his admissions, he has been used with
awful intent. Whatever he embarked upon became something
else because of its secretive and, yes, unlawful nature. [t became
something worse. | can only wonder whether it was Soldier's
readings of my own messages on methodology that inspired him
and led to this sad state of events. Such is the way of any war, but
especially a clandestine one. The targets change as the defense-
less move into the line of fire, or the “enemy” proves to be not
ar all what we perceived when we pulled the trigger.

All these variables are enough to immobilize us, some-
thing we cannot [purchase’]. Yer my feeling is that our
collusion with the forces of hatred, with hunters whose view
of humanity may be less evolved than the outlook of some
creatures, is a greater menace to our cause than any other.

Choose well your targets, Choose better your methods.
Choose best your allies.

Subject: Re: “Mayhem”( “Pelews”
From: memphis68
To: hunter. list@hunter-ner.org

All of which adds up to ... what, Warden! Let's be
carcful out there! You make being a hunter on this side of the
Atlantic sound like one big rally of the NRA and the KKK.
Doesn't the general level of disagreement on this list give you
any reason to think we _might not be that unified_!

The last thing | ever want to be is one of this century’s
Nazis. Bur it's not somerhing that keeps me awake at night.
There are plenty of other things inmy life that do that for me.
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Subject: An outsider's apology
From: witnessl
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org

From Mister R.

Ofry Shophet, so “suicide mission” was over the top. I didn’t
really believe that was what went doun in East S¢. Londs, but I had

I [ S——.
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eo be sure. Plus, | had forgotten all abowt the oil change thing. I
heard stories about you the same way you heard seuff about
Pelews, you know. A few people back home swore t me they
would never work with you again. You have a rep with some
hanters we know as playing fast and loose with the facts wnsl after
the fact. Me, though, I'd trust you with my life anytime.

Friends agan’

Subject: Re: An outsider's view
From: bookworm55
To: hunter list@hunter-net.ong

killing the enemy is what we do, right?

Speak for yourself, Wrath. Once again, I feel like my
own words are back to haunt me. I don’t think a day goes by
without something reminding me that once it seemed like
the rightest thing in the world to compile a list of “our
monster enemies.” The world is more complicated than that,
which is a lesson it took me longer to leamn.

To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: driver300
Subject: Re: “Mayhem”/ "Peleus™

Memphis, your tune sounds a little different to me these
days. | recall when you thought using duds as suicide bombers
was a perfectly acceptable tactic.

Sﬂy.lmmhathaidcsufthﬁarpmcm.&ldiﬂw
right to be outraged by depraved monsters whose actions {and
true natures) are protected by badges and uniforms. At the same
time, does he have any idea what this dead kid might have done!
What if he killed an entire family? What if he killed the family
of one of those cc-g;.;ﬁnmdm say we're here wo protect the
blind, the defenseless. Is it such a stretch to think that some
monstess might feel the same way about their own families! And
| know that not every slave 1o vampires is beyond hope. [ know
this because one gave his life 1o save mine.

We only perpetuate the violence we're mired in now when
our response to it ismore violence. There has tobe another way.
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org
From: shophet115
Subject: Re: An outsider’s apology

>Friends again’

Even after | had given you guys up for dead, | still thought
of you as friends. | never stopped thinking of you that way.
Subject: Re: “Mayhem”/ “Peleus”

From: memphis68
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org

How could 1 be so stupid all this time? Driver, you're
right. ['ve decided to give up the fight, hang a bell around my
neck and start grazing in the nearest pasture. I'm sure the
bloodsuckers that took _your_ family from you are in the
market for a shepherd. Why don't you give them a call!
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To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: wrath25
Subject: Re: An outsider’s view

You people are all pussies. Weak, incomperent, malin-
gering pussies.

Not a single one of you has the brains or the balls to win
this war.

| used 10 be the way you'll all be rill you die, probably as
a meal for something I'll have to come for later.

Now | see the way. I'm ready to prove myself as a True
Warrior for the cause.

Why can't any of you understand the sacrifices thar
victory demands!

Soon enough, we'll move like a fire that sweeps across
the whole world.
Subject: Wrath's post
From: bookworm55
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
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Something here sounds worse than the usual sort of bad.
I'm worried.

To: hunter. list@hunter-net.org
From: shophet125
Subject: Re: "Mayhem”/ “Peleus”

>What if he killed an entire family? What if he killed the
family of one of those two cops?

Driver, | think you're ignoting a key part of Soldier's
story: Those cops started out spitting on this kid's corpse.
Then they played a fucking geme with it! Then, after the
“roy” stopped being fun to play with, one of them got pissed.
I don't believe someone in the throes of vengeful grief
behaves that way. Ir seems trite in the context of what we
normally discuss here, but this strikes me as a really inkuman
set of responses.

To: hunter. list@hunter-net.org
From: tarjiman220
Subject: Re: “Mayhem”/ “Pelews™ .

[l have translated the following response of Warden's for
consideration on various lists.]

Memphis68 wrote:

>Doesn’t the general level of disagreement on this list
give you any reason

>to think we _might not be thar unified_?

The lack of unity and overall discord among American
imbued is what | fear to be fertile soil for Fascists. They thrive
in such environments and cast against each other those who
should — and would — otherwise be arrayed against Fascists
themselves. Meanwhile, they busy themselves with artacks
against the weak and the outcast.

>The last thing | ever wanit 1o be is one of this century's
Nazis. But

>it's not something thar keeps me awake at night.

It cught. Vigilance of our fellows is only half the fight.
We must gird [guard!] curselves against the tendencies to
which individuals caught by wartime suceumb.
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To: hunter.list@hunrer-net.org
From: traveler72
Subject: [no subject]

cassie247 is dead. her coffee shop blew up about 2 hours
ago. i had just lefr the place. she had asked me to take some
whire supremacist flier, but i forgot the thing. justas i got tomy
car, | heard her call my name. she was standing in the doorway
of her shop and holding up an envelope. i put my car keys back
in my pocketand then there was a flash behind her. next thing
i knew i was on my back staring into sky. car alarms were going
off all around and some other people on the street were trying
to get up too. the shop was on fire. glass everywhere. i found
cassie in the middle of the street. i saw her and chought oh god
she's ok but when [ got right up to her i could see half of her was
burne up. | thought | could save her with the healing touch
thing |'ve seen other chosen do it. why didn't it work!
Subject: Cassie247
From: witness|
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
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First and foremost people, we cannot jump to conclu-
sions here. Recent discussions on the forum make a
circumseanrial case for this attack being Peleus' work. Idon't
think we should assume that to be the case, however. ['d like
to do a limited roll call of list members who are currently in
the Seartle area and available 1o lend a hand on this. Please
email me directly, rather than the list.

To: hunter list@hunter-net.org
From: pilot56
Subject: Re: Cassie247

Hold your hores, Witness. Traveler, if you're still in Seartle,
un-ass the area pronto. Assuming you're in any shape to run for it,
[ mean. The place is about to be swarmed by ATF agentsand every
other three-lerrer D.CC. cop you can think of. Seartle is not, |
repeat, not 2 good place for imbued in general right now.

One reason | sent thar anonymous open waming last
yvear to hunters who'd had recent face-time with Peleus was
this disappearing act he did from a medical examiner's slab
out west. Shaka's source on that was correct. The guy was
declared dead at one point. He just didn’t stay thar way.
Uncle Sam rook an interest because of the breadth and
frequency of similar events nationwide and abroad. One of
the things the government has been doing is “sweeping up”
after these litde “vanishings® to avoid mass panic. Juss Il:{.e
they did after New Dijon turned into a literal ghost town.
Lower and middle echelon feds think they're up against a
black-market ring that’s stealing bodies for illicit genetic
research. [ don't want to go into a lot of detail here. Really,
the less you guys know nﬁut this crap, the better.

What youdo need to know s this ever since Pelews did a somg
and dance at the former Friendship Coffechouse (Cassie’s place),
it hal been under government surveillance. [ leamed as much
tomigha, after the place went up in flames, or I'd have wamed you
guys sooner. Traveler, if you're reading this, be aware thar they
wed your photo to their artists’ renderings of the long-sought
“African-American Man in Pajamas ar New Dijon.” And they
ran your license plates. Sorry my friend, but you have been made.

Finally, Peleus was not the culprit in this fire-bombing. Not
direcdy. He hasn't been in Washington State since he and Cassie
had their sidewalk char outside the coffeehouse. He certainly had
ahand in it — preliminary specoometry says 97.5% match with his
other arson sites— bur he didn't deliver ie. He gor himself a helper.

Do yourselves a favor: clear out of the Pacific Northwest
for a spell. If you can. Traveler, good luck and Godspeed.
To: hunter. list@hunrer-ner.org
From: ﬂmphl:t 125
Subject: WHAT THE FUCK!

Pilot wrote:

> the less you guys know about chis crap, the better

Better for who? Not Cassie for damn sure.

The Unired Stares government knows about Peleus. [t
has known about him since he stopped being a corpee. The
feds have picrures of this prick. 'lql: know what he's been
doing and haven't done shit to stop him!

Do | have this right? And if so, since you know where
Peleus isn’t, tell us where he is so I can park a bullet in him.
Subject: Re: Cassiel47
From: witness|
To: hunter. listhunter-net.org

Pilot, can you tell us how many imbued might have been
compromised at Cassie’s?Obviously, anybody who got caught
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up in that mess Cassie described ought to be worried, but
what ¢lse does the government have!

To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org

From: pilot56

Subject: Re: Casiel47

>anybody who got caught up in thar mess Cassie de-
scribed ought to be worried

Acrually, I'm not sure that's true. [ think the con-
centration has been on Peleus: who he is, who he was,
how he might have gotten the way he is, why he doesnt
register the same way that other *morgue escapees” do on
the machines they have. Plus, from what | can rtell,
Cassie put a bit of a lid on things after the rail yard
episode. It seems 1o have taken something out of her that
she never got back.

I think the lack of interest in imbued other than
Peleus has the same roots as the puzzle he represents to the
analysts here. We don't register on the scanners my col-
leagues use. Thank God, or they'd have nailed my ass ages
ago. | think Cassie and the others just look to the feds like
normal cirizens thar Peleus “conscripred.”™ | don’t ger any
sense from the records thar they're wise 10 any element of
mind control or whatever actually happened there. Other-
wise, they'd be a lor more scared by the guy than just
curious about him.

Personally, I'm with Shophet. Peleus needs killing.
To: hunter.liss@hunter-net.org
From: driver300
Subject: Re: Cassie247

>Peleus needs killing.

I'm reluctant to condemn someone [ don’t even know.
Still, nothing I've read here gives me the sense that he might
change. Pilot, why haven't you guys just grabbed him for
study up close and personal?

To: hunterlist@hunter-net.org
From: shophetl25
Subject: Re: Cassiel47

Pilor wrote:

>Peleus: who he is, who he was, how he might have
gotten the way he is

You know his real name? Witness, what do we have o do
here, vote! | vote for an imbued APB on Joe Mayhem or whoever
the fuck he is. Who else has to die before we move on this?
Subject: Peleus
From: memphis68
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org

I vote for death.

Subject: Re: Peleus
From: witness]
To: hunter list@hunter-net.org

I"'m pasting the physical description of “Clarence,” the
hunter I believe framed Soldier. Shophet independently
matched this information in an exchange we just had off list.

“Clarence,” "Clarion,” and, according to Shopher, “Clancy”
are all aliases that Peleus uses, in addition to “Mayhem.”
Soldier wrote:
>Tall, rangy, good ol’ boy wearing a bandanna with the
Confederare flag low over his eves. High cheekbones, rough,
tanned face. He'd been outdoors a lot. Blue, blue eyes.
Aquamarine, cven,
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>All that matters is, the man who did this is rarmooed
up the ying-yang with some weird kind of signs that | can’t
quite explain

Pilot, whar do you have to add to this?

To: hunter.list@hunter-ner.org
From: shophet125
Subject: Re: Peleus

Witness wrote:

>man who did this is tattooed up the ying-yang with
some weird kind of

>signs [snip) what do you have to add to this?

It looked at one point like the only reunion I was
going to have with my “savior” would be ar the medical
examiner’s office that Pilot mentioned. That would have
been fine with me, but I'm thinking now that Peleus had
already walked out of the morgue when I got there. I'm
never going to believe this guy is dead until | see his
rottiing carcass.

The clerk at the morgue was really nervous when |
asked about the body of a John Doe from a car crash, so |
“sniffed” him for lies. He reeked. He made me track down
a case number, which cost more time, but in the end it was
worth it. Turns out this clerk had been collecting Polaroids
of tattoos on corpses for years! Peleus exited before they
could autopsy him or even make official photographs (I
tried to get the pictures shot at the scene of his “fatal” car
crash, but they were sealed). This clerk, though, had made
pictures of the Nazi fuck’s tats on the sly. After | threat-
ened to expase his little hobby, he was happy to share the
photos with me. Witness, with your permission I'll try to
include them in an email as attachments. Evenif | have o
buy a scanner.

To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: driver300
Subject: Re: Pelens

So that's it? Now he's just a marked man? What, am [

expected to shoot it out with him if [ see him in line at
[ McDonald’s? Wimess, I'm not sure this is the way.

Subject: Re: Peleus

From: bookworm33

To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org

Driver's right, Witness. If your motive here is to prevent
further loss of life, posting whar amounts to a death warrant
for Peleus is a strange way to do it.

Every description of him here makes Peleus scem rea-
sonably intelligent. Can we at least try to reason with him?
To: hunter.list@hunter-net.org
From: shophetll5
Subject: Re: Pelews

‘ Bookwarm wrote:

>(Can we at least try to reason with him!

Thank you Neville Chamberlain. Mr. Hitler, you have
the floor.

' Appeasing Nazis does not work.
To: hunter list@hunter-nec.org

\ From: driver300
Subject: Re: Peleus

' Nobody said anything about appeasement, Shophet!
What you guys are doing is just as bad as what you accuse

—

Pelews of: betraying and killing allies! His crimes don’t justify
yours. Not that anything | say has any weight here. Obvi-
ously, Witness has already made his executive decision.

£y Seven
Mm;;:&f;‘“m‘“" S

x bss i i
D ot TAL Aal fhat T wlind
tas barely seen o beard from me in that dive. 1

An eye for an eye, atooth forawooth.
Any of chat sound familiar! i e
 Whoever is willing to pay attention — our world is
mired in shit. We’re the only ones who can pull it back
out. The things that exist cutside of us, their answertous-
is death. We're cattle to them. Skinbags. Masks to wear.
They use us and destroy us.
 Theirintention is our eventual destruction. So must
| our intention be unto them.
| An eve for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.

- Pay artention. .

: ﬁi‘tﬂ-jndh-ah"th d“

w.

Gy e bevoas bk

C— —— — D . & “-_.._“



4
\

A..:,.,,_,__.,.y,
,,. & ___,




P S —— e — w

And by thy sword shalt thou live, and shalt serve thy brother;
undnahaHﬁMﬂrn)nniuﬁrn:hxlﬂmkhﬂvrdhukmunwn that
thow shale break his yoke from off thy neck.

— Genesis 27:40

Brovucrs i Rews

“OANCER IN THE SYSTEM."

Those words. I get them at least once a day.
A whisper right before I kill, or lesters formed
in drying blood. In the glare off & knife. In
the code printed or a red wire. Or hovering inm
a uloud. of cold breath.

It"s getting worse. All of it. I mean. The
world, the people in 1%, us. There & & oritical
sass. It's sll coming to & head. There 15 more
of our kird, but the monsters still cutnusber us.
Hordes of the Tucking things overwhelming us.
Things are happening. The weather' s unpredict—
abvle. Dry summers. Warm winters. The Geasoné are
blurring $ogether. Storms, earthquakes, flocds.
The telo*r:..:inm lying constantly, wants us %o
believe it's all Mother Nature, that thia is part
of some sort of cosmic =;.r=1= of E1 l’illon, E]l Eiflas
and solar flares. But it's mot. 1t's the=. The
corrupters. The Blok Iucks who're pulling the
strings on our world. Or majybe th: patural world
is rebehh:.x against thez. 1 don '$ know. 1 just
know i%'s getting worse and that soomer or later
we're going to see a major meltdown.

Biggeat problem iz, I'm going up sgainst it
alope. The weight of the world is square on my
shoulders, and no one else 15 oifering to help.
Atlas. I'm 1ike Atlas. Propping up the world as
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cancer #ats it from the inside out. Soon I"11
be left holding = ehell.

1 want help, but every time 1 get involved
with our kind I find myself{ surrounded by
asateurs. People who aren't willing %o act.
Bunters who wouldn't know sacrifice 1if it bit
them on the ass. Unprofessiopal. Emotionmal.
Their persopal agendas crash ftogether like
waves. Nothing gets dore. Half the time I have
to rurt the= or force their hand. Or kill Shem.
It's the only way I can get anything dome. When
it all comes down, when the world is crawling
with things 'I:hnt ges us as rothing nore ‘I-h.ln food
or slaves, we 11 All regret what we weren 't abla
to do. Our inlbil:.t_,. Qur uuillin;nnu- 1t 11
be Hell, and we'll all be punished. We '11 look
to each other ard wonder why we were afraid %o
take it I.J.,l the way.

1 haven't killed anything in just u.ndor a
nonth. Twenty-seven days. I worry thas 1've
contributed to the spread of the malignancy. If
I was at the hospital and arn oncologist let
cancer go & month withou$ treatzent, The patient
would be dead. Bepeoially if it were ome of ‘the
more aggressive cancers like mesothelioma. we'd
have rpothing luft but a cadaver. I worry that
by hesitating, I’ ve already wasted 300 much tize
and lost the chance. In this operatimg room=,
hesitation is as good a5 murder.
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I've been searchirg, instead. Hurting for help.
The cardidates are slim. Richard Daley hung hinsels
with & garden hose. While I'n disappointed that he
won't be fighting with me, I'n honored that he chose
t0 bow out of & calling that he clearly couldn’t
answer. Ae did the right thing. There are a few
others on the 1ist that I'd like to fird, but they
st1ll bave their problems. Crusader’s hotheaded.
Cop ard Shaka — both dead or missing. There's
someone called “Thurston” I'm having trouble
tracking down.

Soy, it comes down %0 the spiper. He's
dangerous. From the trail I've been followirg,
it’'s painfully obvious that his motives are
skewed, that he's driven by his own agenda. That
I don't 1like. But he's good. Esger. I can
stralghten hiz out.

That’s what I've been doing for the last
month. Tracking him. Turning over every rock
that even smells of hin. He's way too public —
hanging a cop, & bdlack cop, ir Eew Orleans?
Didn't he think the world would nmotice? Besides
*he leads the polioce and feds have, I found ore
that =may take me to him.

His mother. It’'s just too bad she’s dead.

Ve Y wam Suace Meer

I've been cryey, When 1 stated ths dary aogim, T
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Saul committed himgels to seeking the ghost
of Samuel to find out why things were so0 terrible
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in the world. Why was the Fhiliatine army &0
fierce? Why was God no longer speaking to the
world? How thiock were the wages of man's sin?
Arnd 5o he went to the damnable witeh oI Emdor.
She conjured the spirit of Samuel. And Saul was
gursed to be exiled Irom God.

I'n arraid that I, too, may be cursed. Did
I mase & mistake by comsulting with the apirit
of Peleus mnother? I can't say for sure. I have
sever enjoyed negotiating with the things,
Bowever neceasary it may have been. Even
temporary contaot scares the ghil out ol me.
We're not supposed to be talking. We should have
sothing $o0 say to one another aside fro= threats,
profanities and violence. But today I found her.
Today I talked with her.

She haunts the scenes of his killimgs. I
don't know why. I 5aw her the first time outside
the burned shell of that project. I went Ior her,
but her hair and dress whipped like she was 1in
some kind of storm and then she was gone.

The next tizme I Baw her was at the tree where
Be hBung the cop. She was just staring up, her
filthy dress in tatters around her. Her mouth
opened and closed, but 2o sound came out.

At first, it d41dn’+$ look like we were going
0 get anywhere and I was just going $o bave io
put her back im the ground without any rewards.
She was gibbering, howling, clawing at her selzl.
A hot wind kicked up. Her pupils were locusts
crawling around inside the whites of her eyes.
She didn't seem capable of speaking, just a rant
of lunatic jabbering.

%her I saw it. There were answers in her eyes
— past the vermin.

Her eyes $told me who she was. Whose mother
she was. They told me some other secreis about
him, too. Thirgs he might not want to kmow. I
have a fistful or his bullshit propaganda in my
sack. I know what he thinks of himselr and the
world. He's wrong. I%"s almost fummy how badly
he's betrayed his own beginnings.

So, our “conversation” was very productive.
I don't enjoy being in such elose proximity to
malignancy, but I recognize the need. Ome has %o
understand the disease to cure it. There are
clues cortaired within all things.

But, still. Suifer not a witoh to live. So
I sert her soreaning back to Hell.

Pravig a Pary
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I =till dqn 't necessarily believe in God.
Obviously, I'=m willing $o accept the ;unibﬂ-
ity of some pretty fucked-up things. We're in
a world plagued by demons and devils, which i=
some Sense scems to imply the existence of A
god. But why does God allow such evil? Are the
monsters the creation of a Devil? Are we the
angels of some blind, idiot god who simply lost
gontrol of hia toy?

Last night, in =y hotel room, I took the Bible
out of the nightssand and thmt'hed th.rn'u.gh to tht
Book of Revelation. That's what “apocalypse”
meane. “Revelation.” The unveiling of some=
thing. We're in that time. nm:'a what I'=
looking forward to. And it's us who'1ll be
revealed. Qur eyes bave bean opened and the wuﬂi
nas beer revealed to us. The creatures aren’t
awvare of ue yet. Not as a whole. But they will
be. My kind anéd I — those who aren’t weak=kneed
women — are going to make enough of & mess that
we r- going to bave to ba noticed. I don’t think
that's such a bad thing.

Ir the book, there's Jezebel, the harlot who
brought debauchery to the world, who cheated God
and destroyed kings. She tried to lead the people
away from good and into an immortality of ever—
repeating sin. In the end, she got what she
deserved. Jod didn't waste any time., She had her
chance., He put her to death. Put those who Iucked
her to death. Put her children ard probably her
god=danned pets to death.

We're in a fatal world. We are the harbingers
o1 it.

Again, I thirk in nost ways, the Bible is foo
full of itself. In some ways it over=reaches its
suthority. Other times it isn’t willing to commit
encugh. Eapecially ir thﬁ Few Testament, which is
erfectively the coward's -urnion of the original.
Whatever the case, there's a metaphor in there.
Jood connections to be made. 3its to help me learn.

I think I inow what we are. I'=m pretty sure I
know what we're here to do. I've been doing 1t on
a spall scale, dut not to the degree that it needs
40 be done. God brings judgment to the people. He
brings plagues. He brings floods. His hard rains
baptiszal ﬁ.rr.- %o ole=an the sh.u out of the
gutters. That's what we are. we're the plagues,
the Ilood.a. the locusts. The hand of mth.

But we're not doing emnough. I can't be a
plague all by mysell. 1t's true that my akills,

mabilities, are peaking. As an individual,
I've alnost reached the pinnacle of my achieve=
ment. I can feel it. But there's more to it. 4
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flood isn’t made of & few drops of water — it's
& notherfucking deluge, abilliion drops cozbined
into one, drowning the siniul and crushing thexz
against the rocks.

I need more of us. Yor a long time now, I've
believed that the others haven's been doing
enough and that they pever would. They're
feeble, untrained and blird to what' = nec SSSAYY .
I diszissed them. Put thex out of my hoad and
led nyeell to thipk that I was the whole hand
of God. But I'm not. A5 Duch as I hate to adnit
it, I peed them.

Helping othera sece the
difficult. I've had to put more thar one
unbeliever inte an early grave. A terrible
sbame, but necessary. Those who dor’t support
me stard againet me. But people like Richard
Daley prove that there are options. And now
Peleus. We can do this. We can build an army.
Daley snapped under the weight, but I think there
are others with stronger regolve. Others who can
be shown the truth. Somehow, someway, 1 11 teach
then. Once they ' re truly aware of the right way
well, the Eleven Plagues will be a head cold
coxpared to what we'll accomplish.
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Barmiswey Fine

Disappointment is 4inevitable as we wade
through the shit to $try to find enlightenment.
I accept disappointment as a fact of 1ife. I will
rot accept failure. Did I fail today? I don't
believe S50.

I'm back im Louisiana. New Orleans, looking
aven worse than the last time I was here. A shit
hole of & town. A chanore. 1've stepped in so much
puke and filth I'm amazed I haven % drowned in
it. Drug dealers, porn=pushers, frat-boy date
rapists, underage girls on wrought irom baloo=-
pies fucking each other with rubber dicks. Some
are things, some aren't. And 11’5 not even Mardi
Gras. New Orleans is proof, I thimk, that God
does not exist. I he did, even he couldrn’$ mbide
such & houses oI sin.

1 stood in the niddle of Bourbon Strect. The
masses 1locked around ne, grabbing at each other
1ike the mentally retarded. And then I heard soze
people talking. Three of them. Standing only &
few feet to ny left. They d just come out of some
strip joint. They were talking about “the hunt.”
They didn’t look wromg. Were they like me? I was
going to find out.

They were young. The oldest was probably
twenty=five. Two guys, one girl. The girl was
obviously a stripper or whore of some sort.
Probably the oldest of the bunch. The others were
just boys. Looked alike, but I doz’t think they
were brothers or anything. They were standing
together, trying to keep quiet, but how the hell
do you keep quiet in the middle of New Orleans?
You dorn't. I approached.

A
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They wheeled on me 1ike I might be some beast
ready to gut them right there. Then they rolled
their eyes at one another, 1ike I was Just a poor,
homeless nigger looking for & quick fix and &
five=spot. I smiled and opened my coat. Inside
were two plstols, ome revolver, six pipe bombs,
& szall handheld propane torch and a sheathed
Bowie knire. Then I closed my coat. The rest of
the igrorant throng didn’t notice. They were too
busy pawing at one arother. But these three knew
what I was showing them.

They asied me if I was like them. 1 nodded.
They seemed soared of me. Afraid naybe that I
would pull off my face and awalloew them whole.
But I didn’t. I just asked if they wanted to be
the part of something big. 1i they wanted To Take
care of businees. They didr't say anything, but
I knew they were interesated. I $old the= to get
ready, 88 we were surrounded, walled in om all
sides by corruption. Then I cranked their sight
and . pushed them, like I did Daley.

They weren't the welleoiled machine I was
hoping for. They didn’t asct in tandem. They
didn't attack with any sort of professionalissm.
Instead, they just sort of.. dove in, their faces
all fucked=up and twisted. They didn’t grab any
weapons ifroz me. They just went in with bare
hands and started tearing. Fands and testh.
Eicking and biting. 1°11 give them oredit. They
moctually got & few before they were put down.
Other than that, it was chaos. Hot the chacs I
was looking for, though. A lot of soreaming.
Sorority girls banging into ome another like
idiots. Everyone pushing. People vomiting. 4 Iew
of the things fought back. Others ran. I shot at
a few who tried to run. They took m few to the
back and kept going. I got them later.

when I turmed back around, everyone was
fleeing $he scene. The ahots were the last straw,
I guess. The flock of the ignorant fled, and the
three I sent to battle were in the street. Each
ore bloody and dead. Ome's face looked like a
piece of raw meat.

S50 what happened? Was 1t a success, a fallure
or both? Where do I go from here?
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1 haven’'t been ghoosing the right soldiers
to fight by my aide. In concocting an honeat=
to=God plague, jyou don't want to ocobble it
together wWwith itty=bitty bullshit germs. Tou
want beavy hitters. Bubonic. FEbola. HIV. The
kind of plagues that 11 clear a pation Irom
border to border. The kind whose only result is
death, has always been death and will continue
to be death.

shose three in Hew Orleans. They weren t
death. They were germs. EIfective in the short
term, but we peed people to commit Ior tha long
naul. I need a pestilence to bring the beasts
to their knees. To do that, I meed the proper
ingredients.

And s0 I Iourd him.
child. Alleyman. Peleus.

The oniper was a little resistant to =j
ideas. That & understandable. I was sctuallj
pleased that he didn't take to them so quickly.
Enlightenment ghouldn't come immedimtely. It
took me & long time to discover the truth. we
can't all be Paul on the road to Damascus.

He had the methods down. He's messy and he
leaves too much of himsels behirnd, but he s
eifioient. His pusbers are great, And I
appreoiste his attitude toward others oI our
kind. He won't tolerate their whiny, backstabbing
bullshit. Their options are threefold —they can

The prodigal problem
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help, they car get out of the way or they can try
to find their way out of a body bag. He doesn’t
kmow the words for it yet, but somewhere in there
he knows that if you re mot curing the cancer,
jou are the cancer. Thers"s no inebetween.

He tried $0 oover his eyes from me and plug
his ears to the things I had to say. I wor't give
bim too much credit. We's still stuck in his
backward mentality, re lying teoo stromgly on
izpressions he had froz before, when he was
asleep. He called me “nigger,” he callied me
“coon.” Why? Because of the color of my skin?
Skin is just a suit. A costume. The monsters WeaAr
them, but we're forturate $o wear them, too. It's
Just a fucking bag that holds in Jyour guta and
tlood. He thinks it means something. It doesn't.

He attacked me, of course. I would've
attacked =me, too, but I was ready for him. A
eyringe filled with a home-cooked cooktail. I
Jabbed it inhis leg. The stulfl acts quick. I made
sure of it.

And so we were able to have a rational talk.
I think I surprised hia when I asked where W¥rath
was. Of course, he didn't tell me. But his
reaction confirmed what I suspected since I
read a zessage froxs Wrath about us sWweeping the
world l1ike Iire, a line I remenbered fro= Homer.
Just like I remembered the name “Peleus” rrom
EHozer. Somewhere between The Turper Diaries and
The Arsonist’'s Bible, I guess he made time fox
The Iliad mnd it shaped his thinking about what
be believes we are. We 're not classical heroes,
though. We're something else.

He's in the other T00m, now. We're in & hotel
ip Slidell, about fifteen =iles outside of Few
Orleans. He's asleep. The morphime should be
Eeeping the pain down. He didn'$ want to lose the
band, but once I explained the concept of
Becessity to hinm, I think he got it. The lesson
zade some sense. You could see it in his ayes.
Fact 15, everyone has to think he’s dead. and it
aakes perfect sense that I killed hin. Some dlack
militant taking down the white supremacist — who
turns out to be half Cherokees Indian. He didn't
kpow that and didr’t like the revelation much.
Thanks, Mom.

1 see now $hat it's a good thing I never
bothered to track Wrath down after we tried
to work together months ago. I thought about
surprising him at that hidey=hole of his after
%he l1ittle coward left me alone in the middle
of & fight. The mew and izproved Wrath I saw
ir his emails didn't make senmse until I
thought of what I tried to do with Eichard
Daleys Once I =aw the Peleaus aconnection,
everything came together. And mow I have a
worthy ally.

Be's recovering, but Blowly. With the rire
I eet at Wrath's place, someone should Find the
teeth we lelt behind. And the hand, He'11 be dead
to the world. Fe's mlready dead in the legal
8ensec. Now maybe those lubatics on the l1ist will
believe 1%, too. Dead t0 them, he"11 be reborn

and together we'll start an army. We'll be a
plague. The second deluge. We'll be the Firth
Forsenan.
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Deuiveranet

It’s late. It"s raining. I'm$ired. It's been
a long night. The biopsy is complete, I Think.
I've been bleeding the patient, cutting out the
tumors. But every tizme I turn my back, I feel like
the fucking thing epreads. The cancer moves in
right behind me, just as I Iin!.ah 'tmm!.n; it out.
It'sa aunatut process. I don"t think it'11 ever
epd. I think I'm going to die this way. Pashing
back the sickness, kicking the infection into the
;M-dmd ground.

But I'=2 not Mna. I =zay be tired, but I won s
quit. Not yet. 1'm not going to sleep.. now that
I've got help.

We're making & choice that we nake over and
over mgain everjy day. Every minute o:" every
day. To kill or not Society thinu 1t'=s wrong,
btut society doesn 't know it's being bent over
the sink and fuocked up the ass. Eilling may
geem wromg, but it's just another form of
aggressive therapy. We do what we have $0. No

therapy 1is painless. IT requires work and
sacrifice on the part of the individual who
works for improvement. You don'% get detter by
sitting on your ass and hoping and praying and
jerking off. You have to be forceful. Dezmand-
ing. Hnut of all, devoted.

We're going to o & the face of the world
one of these dqa. Ican % lie to nyie].:- I know
the place that we "11 end up with isn *$ going to
be the same place we started with. We re cutting
out too much. S0 much liwve tiﬂuo is being
chopped out that this plll.'.e wor't be recognig=-
-lblth But at least it 1l be around. At least
it"11 fipally be ours.

S0 the cholice is clear. Do we want & body,
1ts beck riddled with bedsores, 1ts gut bulging
with tumore? Or do we want to Tfucking survive
a 1izb short? I know what I want. Ard 1 know what
I"11 de to get it. The cancer ie in the syste=m.
1’m not the only ome who sees that now. In time,
we'll persevere. God rewards the victorious.

Poax m Morex

ot Plan o SLICCASS. 2
rerrfed. Hae i 2ol wifh fhe Sasserceh’
group ol Ahey seern seenn 1o bove we. Let's
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CHAPYIR S:WARKROWS RO BOU

1 will give you over to bloodshed and it will prersue you. Since
you did noe hate bloodshed, bloodshed will prrsue you.

— Ezckiel 35:6

Brincers of Dearn

Questions abound for the chosen. [t's exhausting and
haunting to be a hunter, an existence rife with confusion over
purpose, origin and future. Who am 17 Why me? What have |
become! No clear answers are forthcoming. Newly awakened
o the monstrous truths of the world, the imbued are left to
wander like children in the dark, groping desperately for
boundaries, scumbling into danger, seeking any guiding light.

Many find meaning and guidance in their methodology,
the way they “take up the hunt.” Angry and aggressive people
tend to adopt the mission with passion and fervor, whereas
the compassionate and forgiving can answer the call with a
gracious view on the reality into which they're thrust. Those
with natural insight or curicsity might consider the hunt
with a mind for broad answers or skewed logic. And around
them all are obscure messages and momentary flashes of
unreal insight, a seeming truth that's just out of reach.

QOccasionally, however, some chosen emerge with a
sense of purpose and foresight unknown by most others.
These extremely rare few seem driven beyond capacity,
without question, without hesitation. Some are immedi-
ately, innately and inherently steeped so deeply in an
undertaking that no other course is possible. These few are
subjected to an imperative of such extreme relentlesness
and unforgiving that they seem almost alien to other hunters
— human in body but inhuman in morality and spirit. These
reactionary chosen can cut a swath through whomever or
whatever they perceive as an enemy or threat. Individuals

__.-‘ — e

who stand in the way meet with violence so calculared that
itcould be performed only by a machine — or a monster. Who
are these people? What are these people! Are they Avengers
so far gone that they've lost any shred of compassion! Are
they Martyrs who have given up their last ounce of human
identity? Or are they Visionaries with heads so warped chae
they are incapable of restraint!

Or worse — are these hunters something different?
Something new, something no one has ever seen before or
cven been able to conceive in their worst nightmares of
destruction and camage!

They are Waywards and they are certainly not “new.” The
few Waywanl hunters who exist seem to have been around since
the beginning, awakening among the first echelons of the
chosen — and they continue to appear today. They are ex-
tremely rare, they are brutal and they are like no other hunters.
They are most content when bringing death 1o monsters and
those near the enemy. Casualties are not merely acceprable —
they'ne welcome. Waywards are prepared to bum down a
retirement home to get at one blood slave janiror in the boiler
room. While other chosen argue and squabble over plans of
attack or ways of addressing creatures, these hunters wade in,
bent on annihilating wharever is within reach.

When most imbued encounter these obsessed hunters,
they get the hell out of the way, calling Waywards psycho-
paths, sociopaths or serial killers. Forrunately, only a handful
of imbued have ever encountered these killers — and probably
wouldn't know it if they did. There's no obvious sign about
these tormented chosen that marks them as outright murder-
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ers. A few chosen, however, get close to these Waywardsand  the Righteous,” p. 91 ), but they're a whole other division of
:;‘tm their l:::k ﬁnﬂnt::_- and nu]:' e chmgndd:’mvcr wldier. .p?:l such, they're subject i:; eﬁmm .T&Lqu chmut
after, Once the camage begins, other hunters may discover  creation rules. These qualifiers, ts" and exceptions are
that the benefits of being with one of these killers outweighs  some of the things that make a Wayward an outcast among
even the depredations that are committed before their eyes. the imbued. Not least of these qualities is Waywards' scasting
Just by being in proximity to 2 Wayward, “lesser™ hunters  Convicrion of 4 — the highest among the Vision creeds.
discover that their eyes are opened for them, their giftscome  Denangrmenr
best mtﬁﬂm?:!:‘ﬁ?lhm% have ﬂm:‘ﬂm It docsn' matter who your Wayward i before he was
kille’s company a subtle addiction. Others ose themselvesin Tt 1orchr b il s 114 might have been o
the bloodbath, go mad or simply end up dead. s Dot et s e ml i -
Why did the Heralds create these madmen? Was there doee Ros am!mlh' Ly g l'ummﬁmﬁotulh: e h'mhl -
some secret purpose? The making of Waywards appears still :;:;M; ,,;H_ﬂh;?&ﬂ; thﬂLh:
to occur. They still emezge from time to time, launchinginto  crunked past sanc limits. The volume of violence that shrieks
a frenzy at their imbuing. But why? If they're so destructive, 1 his cars is all-encompassing.
why do they still arise! Some theorize that such deviants d . s mind
tan error committed once that has since spiraled out Anm] it poveRElax wamhuhn choice. His rmh

' E control — perhaps even out of God's control. Like a M;‘ dhe : kﬁn&h&rmg SIS sr.m“ﬂnm e
Frankenstein's monster, maybe they were built for one pur- oo change and pesscvercs w emerge W
pose, could not fulfill it and now thrash about in a rage as they entiovtynew} - Bt the only way a candidace cin cadare
scarch for another call . Then there are those hunters who I8 through outright insanity. Madness is & convenient back
genuinely fear even to divulge the notion that the psycho- m;:h:“wa_"“:ﬂ' m“ ::: ml:;lc mﬂjﬁ
paths may have been put in place to mark the way for all s b :“"m m:; cha I::E: " The t“gmfonnatiun is
imbued — to be leaders in a war that lacks direction. O fts ‘::l“m Baaie "3‘& e :: it can — by
maybe, just maybe, Waywards aren’t broken at all. Maybe € e b“"' 'Ililhri
they're just the way the Heralds want them. Maybe it's all the mﬁfmmm‘f@ . FR
other hunters who are broken. No one knows what hunters’ S ,i,:w o e .1:3:“ B :
creators intended — or intend. They only suspect thar the ! s hisn by sudden el i"m"i"m. “.H":‘

touch of divine hands can yield some very tragic results. desires for slavghter and ruin. This disorder is invariably

w P " among the most extreme, traumatizing diseases that the
mns IH m? y hu;?l:‘.m mind rh.:mw mﬁ% Sam:huf tl'lmudenué?h disturbing
~ %im es thar afflice Waywards inc izophrenia

wmmma.wmmmuh_. Hunter, p. 204), Megalomania (p. 203), Sadism (Hunter
ch:ulq:.mucla:ﬂmnhmmkhxmmdwhukmm : Martyr, p. 74), Compulsive-Aggressive Disorder
the process. This chapter gives you all the rules and rollplaying  (Hunter Book: Avenger, p. 69), or one of a whole dew of
tips to help you portray a member of this erant group. Itshould — ocgible personality disorders (two of which are detailed

gi:mul : 'n?rrn whm“}:dm“ﬁrmmcmmﬂt::r“‘““ﬁ* later in this chapter).
a vely ) normal person Iﬁﬂ-lﬁt_“ and drastically One of the most unfortunate faces of this punishment is
ushered toward a remorseless and grisly destiny. ,hu,w:wduh:mlmlrmnudmhudtwml-

Maniacs are unlike any other hunters. As members of a The mind copes in the most bewildering of ways and allows
wu;.ﬁ‘mc breed, they embody their Vision primary Virtue  op 0o (a0 s at she senses must be done. And the mind
with a grim resolve encountered in no other. The combina- 4 o stop trying to cope. It opens the door to making
tion of their insight and violence suggests a purpose as atrocities possible and tolerable. Waywards’ madness is unre-
warlords or I'?I'I-Hllilﬂl' stratcgises :!ipll'ﬂlﬁd out of control. Now Iﬂﬂliﬂg and untreatable. Your ¢} ver is iﬂﬂpﬂﬂt of
all that seems to remain of any such ideal is an imperative to alleviating her illness. It's her companion for the remainder
destroy and a keen sense for ways to inflict the greatest harm. SF b Dol . o

[t's unlikely that any imbued crosses paths with one of Thees i small combt: ] er. Wi it
these hell-bent chosen, but it occasionally occurs — begin 1o sfest & impty T mlnentargemyy st

once in a hunter's brief lifetime. If you play a Wayward docsn't acquire additional ailments uncil attaini
psycho, which should probably be the only one of her kind a rating of 9 in any Virtue. Perhags your Sebirs infta
in your chronicle, this chapter helps you define her abhor- affliction helps protect against — or simply dwarfs — further
rent path. This chaprer offers rollplaying tips, edges, aaanal T P“E'l'r I@I N oo Binaileniadl v it y
Backgrounds, Traits and other possibilities that allow you cklvon dm“":"‘l st ol g | Either
wear the skin of a Wayward. way, Waywards don't gain further derangements until camn-

The :W are violent, hateful and utterly ob- ing a 9th and 10th potnt in any Virtue (although, by the time
d‘“m dﬂ'j :‘:' dnmn:ttzenn. They may be integral to overcoming your rer guins a Virtue rating of 10 and commensurate

¢ darkness — the chosen warriors of some god gone ximity to the Messengers, derangements are probably the
horribly astray — or they may be a fire-blackened, inscru- E:“ of his worries, even for a8 Wayward)
table piece in an otherwise jumbled puzzle. You decide. P S . n

T“Gﬂ“m w%thwmmtmcmhmlmr}nT;?lq}
Waywards different. Really different. They mi as Waywands, they presumably believe the mortal mind can
look Iik::otl'sethfn:tm (tl';ql:gh u‘unedm'r—'m—-‘Si;;ﬁ:’ (and needs to) deal with seeing the true world revealed ar all
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costs, at all times. What good would chosen warlords and
generals be if they couldn't identify their foe! With their
“eves” constantly open, the agents of the divine could be
battle-ready and able 1o spot monsters’ corruption at any
given momenet. -n"u_' :'r.\nll is that ‘I"a\'wunl:d second E-i.ght' is
always active, Every rot, leech, shambler, flicker or other
supernatural being — menace or not — in a Wayward's field
of vision can be seen without cffort. As usual with the sight,
no actual identification ability is conferred —someone looks
wrong or seems off, but not necessarily in any specific way.
Y our Wavward doesn’t necessarily know what he sees, but he
sure as hell knows it's not normal.

As a result, you need never spend Conviction to rurn on
vour character's second sight- [t's perpetually active. Note,
however, that this benefit does not confer the other bonuses
that come with Conviction expenditure. No protection from
mind-, emotion- or body-control powers or effects is granted
to your character. If you haven't spent a point of Conviction
for protection and a leech performs some sort of mind
manipulation on your character, the character is subject to
the power. You have to spend Conviction to activate the
defense mechanisms that normally coincide with second
sight, even though your character can “see” at all times.

If they survive long enough, Waywards generally realize
that as soon as they spot a monster, it's prudent 1o bring their
uarill” 1o bear as a defense. (You can always choose when to
activate your character’s self-protection effects, or the Story-
teller can allow you and your character to “react with
Conviction” when monsters are near or when use of their
capabilities is somchow sensed — see—Hunter, p. 133.)

The irony, of course, is that bearing uninterrupted
witmness to the horrors of the world only furchers Waywards'
madness and perpetuates their condition. They can never
escape the sickening knowledge that the world is corrupt and
dying. Creatures and their poisonous touch are sensed every-
where. Constant second sight is therefore a double-edged
sword — it's Waywards’ greatest weapon but also an open
wound in the soul that can never heal.

As a corollary to Waywards' persistent sight, they can
never possess observation edges such as Discern, Witness or
llluminate that allow for the identification of creatures’ na-
tures, qualities or traits. Killers are allowed to spot a creature
when it’s present, but they are denied the faculties to distin-
gquish one kind of being from another. Monsters are all simply
wrong, off or tainted, without distinctive shadings. And in 2
sense, such ignorance makes Waywards' role casier to stom-
ach. There's a certain bliss that comes with the ignorance of
not knowing which enemy is better or worse than another.
They must all be destroyed, whether well-meaning spirit or
rampaging shapechanger. That's all that marters

Rwon Cricrs

Waywards are ruled by their ailments and by their
obsession with monsters” destruction. Their madness rules
them from day one, pmsh Ing them to ever mare gruesome acls
of carnage and wanton slaughter. They might not have been
intended to act as killing machines, but that's how their
message has been received.

There is slight relief to their plight, however, in the
presence of Visionaries. Whether this respite suggests a
once-intended relationship of respect between Waywards
and Visionaries or is a glimmer of a knight-and-lord model in
an existence otherwise gone horribly awry is unknown. The
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cause of killers' calming may not be important any longer.
The botrom line is that maniacs' ailments are alleviated
somewhat in proximiry to a Visionary. vour charac-
ter might normally act on even the most sadistic whim when
left to his own devices, you may spend a Willpower point to
“turn off” his prevailing derangement (the one acquired ac
characrer creation) for a single scene a8 long as a Visionary
is still within sight or earshot — even overaphone orona
television. The Visionary and his player need do nothing to
initinte, encourage or maintain this calming effect.

A clarity can overcome your characrer in these moments.
His murderous instinct cascs briefly and he may think rationally
for the duration, almost the way he did before the imbuing. He
can coordinate activities and speak coherently even if he was
cnraged moments before. In fact, your charscrer may recognise
the arrocines he has comautted of late and be overwhelmed by
the guilt, anguish or remorse that would noemally result for any
sane person. This emotional suffering is largely a roleplaying
opportunity, without any impact on game mechanics. The
downside 1o the cffect is that after the eye of the storm passes and
the attending Visionary isgone, the maelstrom resumes —often
worse than it was before, because your character can torment
himself for having shown weakness or regrec.

T s Imsuing

A Wayward's imbuing is semous. That's not to say chat
other hunters go some frivolows, bullshit rite of
passage, bt a Wayward's “birth” is life- and mind-shartering,
night from the very start. Many or all of the qualities and
values held dear from previous existence fall away because
they come 10 be seen as suddenly futile, empty or extrava-
gant. The path to a new course of action and direction is
clear, and it can lead through a field of bodies

Destruction runs rampant at a Wayward's imbuing. Casue-
altics can be high — among any beasts present, but also among
any unfortunate passersby and even among any hunters awak-
encd ssmultancously. Usually, no one is safe. Whatever monster
is present is something of a representarional targer — an object
distlling every tive emotion that a Wayward has ever
carmied or saddenly invested with, to degrees never before
known. Fear, hate, anger — it all turns white-hot and is rumed
on the creature (or creatures) ar hand.

Wham! The plan imprines itself on the Wayward's mind,
forever lighting her twisted path. The answer becomes clear.
Annihilation is the solution o every question, problem and
puzzle she's ever faced. And it makes sense. The Wayward's
psyche provides all the necessary buffers to accepe such a
radical agenda. Maybe she was a doctor who now simply
understands that she must purge this “monstrous plague”
from the world. Maybe she always resented men and now an
actual bloodsucking man crouches before her to represent
every intolerable male quality. However the Wayward man-
date manifests, some sort of unfathomable equation races
through the newly imbued person’s mind, erasing old thoughe
and morality patterns, heightening others or imposing en-
tirely new ones. And all the patterns point 1o death.

In the moment that the Wayward embraces death like a
partner, nobody is safe. People in a maniac’s path or who try
to interfere with the his newfound objective... well, they're
probably “with the monstens™ and could get mighty dead,
mighty quick. The notion of “innocent people” may very well
be alien to a Wayward. Nobody's truly innocent, right ! After

all, everybody hurts other people in some way, at some time.
Monsters’ cormuption must have touched everyone. So why
not just kill chem all!

The Wayward imbuing isn't always quite that extreme,
but it can be. And regardless of severity, the imbuing forever
resonates in a Wayward's mind. He may not know it does so
— some¢ maniacs are 50 disconnected that they don't even
remember their imbuing. But it's there. In the back of the
head, waiting 1o provide paper, pencil and inspiration with
which to plan a lethal crusade.

Of course, an imbuing scene may involve the awakening
of one or many hunters. A Wayward being birthed into the
madness can be pretty dangerous for any other burgeoning
imbued present. An Innocent may open her eyes to the
supernatural for the first time only ro have a Wayward push
her into traffic because she’s “not helping.”

There are ways, however, 10 make the situarion work for
the troupe and your chronicle, to create an organic whole out
of the experience — even with a Wayward in the mess. It's
wseful from the outset 10 encourage players” awareness that,
although some disagreements may arisc between them and
their characrers during play, the rroupe and the hunters need
1o work together. The imbuing is a fantastic place to high-
light this necessity, especially with an up-and-coming
Wayward on the scene. Consider that a psycho manifests
edges as does any other hunter, but particularly Impare,
which allows him to activate other hunters’ second sight.
The Wayward does o to make the ochers aware of the threar
present and to aid him against it, but he also does the favor
of alerting them to trouble, even if he isn't fully aware of the
effect he inspires. Maybe other characters on the scene
simply sense that the “maniac”™ among them is somchow
integral to knowing whart's really going on around them.

It's also a good idea to indicate how hunrers in an
imbuing scene complement each other in order to emphasize
that a potential Wayward can need allies, and they can need
him. A Defender may work to heal a Wayward who throws
himself at chis walking nightmare they face. A Visionary may
be able to focus a Wayward somewhat when she would
otherwise tear up the entire place. A Redeemer might even
be believed o “bless the * in the aftermath of the
imbuing to help the fallen move on to their final reward
rather than return and further the world's suffering.

The point being, no one is safe at a Wayward's imbuing.
Irs lhﬂmmﬁxtmt o make sure that everyone has a pan
to play so thar characters and players recognize the impor-
tance of all participants. After all, even arampaging Wayward
may appreciate the person who swings a tire iron at onc of the
things, or he may spare the person who can miraculously hold
beasts in place to be massacred where they stand.

Iewvirying A Waywazd

The emergence of Waywards among the chosen isa
rare event. Whether the Heralds' induction of mdi'-'idwl.E into
the creed has intentionally been reduced to a tickle or the
creation of such imbued could not be stopped once it was
begun, Waywands among players (or the Storyreller's charac-
ters) ought to be extremely uncommon. They simply don’t
spring up at every tum. The Messengers don't crowd the earth
with these broken warlonds. Don't expect more than one or
WO o appear among your characrers and your chronicle’s
supporting cast. That said, you and vour Storyteller should
know when they can slip in through the cracks.
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Upon firse glance, it might be hard 10 distinguish
a Wayward from an extreme Avenger. Both tend 10
use violence as an essential means toward an end.
Both appear to rely on physical conflict to resolve

There are, however, some key differences

Avengen are adherents of Zeal. As Zealots, Aveng-
e tend o seize the moment, fueling their actions
the coals of passion. the embers of wrath. They are driven
by their emotions, their desire o ing victimized
m&tnmmm&mm‘iﬂ ieve) have
wronged them or others.

Waywards don't operate that way. They're follow-
ers of Vision and as such aren’t necessarily motivated
by an cmotional, energy. They're ushered
llunlf by dark d“imlfr lLd::u miuﬂ::! archirecture
in their heads 1o justi ir urge to destroy. They

out mdhuknmﬂhi::km

They plan the pain they inflict.

They teach it to others, hoping to spread it like a virus.

Mm?him!&cwmhtm“

nightmares of destruction with a purpose — apocalyp-

tic waking dreams, T

% HWAMIW of the difference

detective and the Reverend Jim Jones. The first is the

kind of whose motivations might stem from a
' emotions. Maybe she had an abusive

range parent,
but instead of becoming an abuser herself she seeks to

avenge other children who suffered worse than she
did. Maybe she never confronted her own upbringing,
her mixed feelings about the abusive parent, so she
the only way to earn love is force —
L she wisely directs at worse abusers herself,

t criminals. ;
taught her it was the right way to live. Any of these

‘people could be imbued as Avengers.
~ Now consider the Reverend Jim Jones, who in-
d a deviant lifestyle on a cult of followers in

CHAPYIR S-WAK KNOW'S N0 B

It's probably not best for your Storvreller o assign the
Wayward creed arbitrarily. The burden of playing such a
fractured character should not be forced on any player. The
decision to have a Wayward in your game — and who
exactly portrays onie — should be settled by the Storyteller
and the best potential player. As the introduction to this
book states, it takes a mature mind and player to roleplay a
psychopath— and to still make the game enjoyable for
evervone else mnvolved.

Fortunately, there is a back door out of being saddled
with a Wayward character, even if the person behaves in
ways appropriate to the creed during the imbuing. There are
definitely differences between Avengers and Waywards, but
the behaviors and attitudes that separate them could also be
rationalized to allow a potential Wayward to manifest as one
of the Vengeful, instead. Maybe your charscrer’s wrath for
monsters was in fact the product of a perceived wrong from
the past as opposed to being anger for its own sake. Your
ch.lr.'li.'.l:l:r tht!tfﬂfc dur:.-‘un't -..‘ll:"l.'rhﬂfl any W;‘:',.’“‘.‘I.Id ﬂlﬂtﬂ or
manifest any initial derangement, after all. Or maybe a
character who throws himself at monsters during the imbu-
ing doesn’t actually do so o slaughter them all, but to spare
other people harm by the things (and so a Martyr i= borm
instead of 2 Wayward).

Waywards are adistinct lot, clearly apart from the restof
the hunter creeds, with their own bent and defining lines.
What follows are some conditions or qualities about a person
that could lead him to become a Wayward. They suggpest who
your character might be before the imbuing and what he
could become afterward.

Aggression: Those who become Waywands are not
typically the type 10 “take things lightly.” They don't step
back from a situation to gain perspective, and they certainly
aren't willing to play devil’s advocate to talk things through.
They take care of a situation as soon as poﬁlhl:.nﬂ\ry Rerin
other people’s faces, they start fights and they rage against
those they don't agree with or whom they just don't under-
stand. Their answer may not always be violence — it may be
yelling, acting up, driving fast or some other stress-venting
act. But more often than not, they bully their way through 2
situation, and that can definitely result in punches thrown

— or worse, shots fired.

This sort of behavior can definitely be exemplified in
the imbuing. The Wayward does not try to see “all sides” of
the situation when confronted with the inhuman. He may
even force a momster’s hand before it gets to commit any
offense. The creature may not even intend o commit an
offense, but must now defend iself. People who are naturally
aggressive and who behave so at the imbuing probably don't
back down from any being encountered and instead attack
relentlessly, thus ushering themselves into a broken exist-
ence thereafter.

Hatred: Some people harbor a deep, unfounded loathing
for some institution, philosophy or group. No mere “dislike,”
what drives some potential Waywands is downnght abhos-
rence, tempered with a strong streak of revulsion, and could
stem from just about any source. Hatred often derives from
bigoted beliefs: prejudice based on race or ethaicity, strong
sexist stands, bias that targets others due 10 their gender
preferences. Or itcan be more focused, such as hatred of people
in higher economic brackets or “those God-damn Democrat
bastards.” The target of a person's vitriol can be very broad or
very specific, depending on the individual in question.
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WAYWARD

Hatred can certainly determine a potential Wayward's
course at the imbuing. The essence of your character'senmity
seems to manifest in a monster as one of “them,” whoever
that might be. It doesn’t even mawer whether the creature
looks or behaves like the target of your character's loathing.
He sees it that way according to his own skewed reasoning.

The imbuing can also lead a prospective Wayward down
new, misguided paths of hatred, giving rise to fresh targets for
ceascless aggression. Your character may have hated “fagy”™ o1
“niggers” before, but now he perhaps ts that inhuman
creatures are responsible for all paople whom he perceives as
tainted, thus making room to despise "kikes” and “beaners,”
too. The bottom line here 18 blame. A Wayward is often able
o project his anger onto the creature before him, even if he
must fit a square peg into a round hole. Like hatred itsclf, a
Wayward's “reasoning” need not be logical.

: The world ts filled with people who repress
things that happen to them. Sometimes, memories are tucked
away just below the conscious level. Other times, they exist
so deep that echoes of events can be found only in the
subconscious. Either way, these memories can bubble to the
surface at the most inappropriate times and cause radical
behavior changes — whether destructive or self-destructive.

Waywards are people who once (or who still) repress
something. Something bad. Never anything as umple as My
sweetie broke up with me.” The repression is usually of a
horrific, haunting experience: child molestation, rape, wit-
nessing tragedy, loss of a loved one. Or maybe a person was
the trutor of such deeds and has buried their memory to

with the guilt. The act may even have been commitred
for the “right” reasons, such as following orders to commit
outright atrocitics during the Gulf War. Any extreme event
is the stuff of repression, and the Wayward mind is often
founded on the poisoned ground of such buried memories.

Exposure to monsters or the truth of the world during the
imbuing can cause repressed memories to rear their ugly
heads. Maybe your character is awash in them and lashes out
in anger, frustration or fear. The monster — and anyone else
nearby — i just a convenient target. Or maybe the revela-
tion brings forth buried thoughts tly — and your
character can't push them back again. Dealing with
such feclings in the short term is rypically expressed as rage.
And in the case of Waywards, the “short term” can continue
for weeks, months or yean.

Victimization: Sometimes, the role of Wayward can be
imposed on someone who doesn't necessarily warrant it. She
might be a fairly well-adjusted person. She might have a
simple, perhaps even sheltered life. She might not hate,
resent of envy anyone or hide anything about her past from
herself. And yet, she can draw the Heralds” attennion when
a killer is needed or the phenomenon that perpetuates
Waywards strikes again.

This sore of victim is made insane by the very fact of the
change inflicted upon her. Her lack of previous maladjuse-
ment makes the transition into a murderer even harder to
bear than it is for other maniacs. The change seems so unfair.
What justifies this kind of punishment! Maybe nothing at
all. Maybe it's just fate, and the victim is in the wrong place
at the wrong time. Maybe some unknowable force decides
that the subject needs a wake-up call from her delicate, even-
keeled existence. Regardless of the reasons, a once-content
and well-meaning person is tumed into a monster that's
barely discernible from the things she now seeks to destroy.
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special. The following are developments or ks swrms of behavior
that can inspire 2 Wayward to emerge or that indicate when
one has come to be. The Storvteller can either set up events
with a Wayward imbuing in mind, or a player who seeks such
a character can roleplay appropriately to invite her induc-
tion into the creed

Violent Fugue: Your Wayward almost literally wakes
up — often at the scene of a gruesome murder — with no
memory of what's happened. Surcly something terrible
occurred, but poised on the brink of madness, your charac-
ter has suffered a blackout. She may remember nothing
more than witnessing something unacceptable and the
flash of insight that the Messengers delivered. It could be
that repressed memories of the past arose and were too
much to bear, or hatred for the thing and what it repre-
sented was more than your character's mind could deal
with. Afterward, it's just a void — till she finds herself
cognizant, surrounded by bodies and covered in blood.
Maybe the murder weapon is still in hand.

Death of Innocents: Your characrer is dragged into the
"real world™ and is confronted by a horrible creature — and the
normal people it influences and with whom it surrounds itself.
Whether these people (mere mortals) are in league with the
beast or are just passersby docsn't matter. Your character
concludes that they might have been cormupred by itsimply by
being in its proximity or accepts that the only way to take this
thing out (and boy, does he ever want to take this thing out)
involves incidental loss. Maybe he's fine with either situation.
Mayhbe he regrets what must be done. Either way, it hasto and
does happen. A scene of unimaginable violence cnsues anc
the monster is slain. But so are a lot of other people

CHAPYIR S:WAR KROWS O BOU

Hate Crime: That which vour character hates is sud-
denly presented before him — but now it’s worse than ever.
Monstrous. Wrong. Evil. This imbuing can occur among
individusls who already harbor a great deal of loathing.
Whether vour character isa misogynist, racist or homophobe,
the object of his hatred is revealed not only as what he
already despises, but also as a monster. The thing serves only
to confirm your characrer’s beliefs. Now he knows why he
hates those “wetbacks” or “crackers” or “whores." Now he has
cvidence, and it's time 1o make them hurt.

Messages: Waywards don’t always receive input from
the Messengers quite the way that other hunters do. As a
creed that was seemingly mishandled by the Heralds —
perhaps as one of the first created and therefore botched —
these imbued were not and still aren't forged by the same fire
that hardens other imbued. For them, the floodgates open,
their minds are encouraged or forced 10 absorb imperatives to
destroy, and then they're unleashed upon the world.

There are multiple ways in which the creators” transmis-
sions come through at the imbuing, and likely thereafter.
There may be an incessant chattering in your character'shead,
A !urr,{g{ of sibilant \.\.I"I.J.Sp'l:ﬁ [l.‘”lllg him o KILL, INEEATRD‘I
BURN, or to perform any other act of brutality. He may
receive a singular message — one transmission that repeats
over and over like a broken record, smeared across bulletin
boards and relevision screens and crumbling sidewalks. Every-
where he looks is anocher harsh “call to duty” that desensitizes
him to the horror of what he's told to do. It’s possible that
messages are indecipherable, just an unwavering drone of
maddening white noise. Or violent sensory expenences may
overwhelm a potential Wayward — an incxplicable flash of
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one's mother being raped, the sweat-cologne smell of a fon-
dling step-father — causing him to lash our.

No matter what, contact from the Heralds hits hard during
the imbuing. It’s mind- and soul-numbing, and excruciatingly
prinful. A person may not even want to act on the impulses that
overcome him, cven as he performs those very deeds.

PLavinG A WaYwARD

A Wayward is forced to contend with a horde of conflict-
ing emotions and impulses thar wirge war in his soul. Once a
“normal” person (a relative term if there ever was one), your
character now struggles with bumning anger, and negotiares
with (or tries to shed) the ghasts of his former life to somehow
coincide with his new, horrid ing. No marter who
your characrer was, his new mindeet invades his old identity.
Both sides are compelled ro fight the monsters outside them-
selves — and all the ones inside, too. The battle never ends.

Waywards can also fight other hunters. It's an unfortu-
nate fact, but their “righteous™ aggression and embrace of
violence do not make them good bedfellows with... well, just
about anybody. Even the most stalwart Avenger can flinch
when a Wayward gets down to business. Some Waywards are
so far gone that they think nothing of dispensing with anyone
who intrudes upon their mission or who espouses different
apinions or techniques about the hunt. Messing with one of
these mad dogs can put a hunter on the autopsy table.

So the challenge is a big one. How do you make your
Wayward plavable? What lets vou get into yvour characrer's
head and examine his warped identity and perspective, while
still depicting a person who doesn't destroy everything your
Storyteller and the other players ty to do? It’s isn't easy.
Entering a game with a full-blown psychopath does not
necessarily make a good time for all. A compromise must be
reached to allow an enjoyable, shared story be told even as
you try to abide by your character's nature.

Your Wayward may be a maniac by definition, but she
needs 1o get along with other hunters in some fashion. Design.-
ing an antagonistic hunter with severed heads in her fridge
Enhubiv alienates, rather rhan welcomes, other hunters.

nless you play a solo game, your character has to be capable
of dealing with people in a manner other than disembowel-
ing them, while still maintaining likely characreristics of her
creed. Maybe your characrer isn't too far gone just yer (she has
a low Vision score). She can let some monsters and other
people off the hook in the short term if there's promise of a
bigger kill larer. Or perhaps because your Wayward is birthed
of Vision, she has enough foresight to realize that it's wise to
keep some other hunters on her side, even if it’s just to use
them as cannon fodder one day or to help see her through to
the devastation of her wildest dreams.

No matter how you cut it, Waywards are fucked up-.
Whether your hunter was once Mother Teresa or Charles
Manson, there's no denying that the imbuing takes the brain
and body down some awful roads. Waywards are violeat
killers, written that way by the Messengers who “enlighten”
thém. Here are some ways to make your Wayward accessible
1o both you as a player and to your troupe.

Choose Derangements Wisely: All Waywards awaken
with a derangement, and their personalities are forever
altered from day aone. Their derangement can lead them to
grisly acts of irrationality, which are obviously hard to fit into

agame. If a hunter circle is about to sneak into the basement-
lair of some leech, the last thing they want is an ally who
snaps and has a twitching, frantic episode. Try 1o choose a
derangement that doesn't jeopardize your character or inter-
fere in every activity that he or his partners perform.
Manic-depression may constantly discourage a Wayward
from pursuing his dream of an apocalypric future for mon-
sters, but it doesn't necessarily put his colleagues ar risk all
the time. A phobia such as one of open spaces may inspire a
maniac to wild outburses, but he might also be talked down
by allics and even shepherded through such episodes to come
to theiraid. Waywards can be afflicted by crippling disorders,
but they can also be capable of lucid thought and behavior
when it suits their distorted ends. Sometimes sociopaths can
even be sociable when it means achieving an overniding gaal
in their unrepentant destruction of monsters.

Rationality Is Possible: Not every Wayward goes off
like a rocket every rime she sees a monster or encounters a
hunter who “plays with” with the enemy. In facr, many
Waywards are thoroughly capable of compaosing themselves
when it benefits their mission. They can recognize the need
to maintain relationships with (or outright manipulation of)
other hunters. If 2 Wayward's hell-bent crusade is to put all
the living dead back where they belong, she might realize
that she can't do it alone. Thus, she might sway, cajole or
outright force other hunrers 1o follow her plan. Also, unmiti-
gated or uncalculared violence may prove herundoing. If she
marches into the camera-monitored convenicnce store with
a fire ax, the police are going to identify her and seck her. You
don't have w play some unhinged battle machine. Remem-
ber always that Waywards are bent more toward Vision than
Zeal. Their appetite for destruction can be whetted slowly,
calmly and methodically. Zeal is of the moment. Vision isa
blueprint chat captures an ideal and may be altered as
necessary. If your character realizes that her actions alienate
(or kill) hunters who can be useful (even if only as cannon
fodder), she can casc her activiries for a while. All it means
is delaying the inevitable.

They Might Be Leaders: If hunters truly identify the
Heraldsas divine agents, they might conclude thar Waywards
surely were meant for business beyond simple murder. The
flaw thar made them what they are must have been in
humanity rather than in God Himself, yes? Whether the
psychos were really supposed to be generals, military advi-
sors, sergeants or shock troops, they still have some versarilicy
even in their damaged state. Their edges suggest an ability to
get the most out of other hunters. Their perspective on the
end of the hunt rather than the moment indicates a mind for
strategy and tactics. Why not run with these qualitics when
forging your characrer? Create a Wayward who may be a
natural leader at heart, someone who, no matter how screwed
up, wants to usher (or drag) compatriots into bartle. This
gives him a connection to other characters (and you 1o other
players) as a useful partner.

Consider thata Wayward's seemingly monstrous behav-
ior can be counterbalanced by his usefulness. He probably
has gifts that allow him to sense danger, open the *eyes” of
other hunters or even kick everybody into the fury that helps
them survive impossible odds. r hunters may vacillate
about staying with your character — one minure he’s a total
maniac, and the next he makes sure the job gets done — but
going without him completely may put the imbued in greater
danger than when they work with him.
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They Were Normal Once... Right?: It could be said
that when the Heralds make someone a Wayward, chey
simply encourage that person to apply his existing personal-
ity to the hunt. Individuals filled with hate or who are already
a hair away from immersing themselves in violence may be
awakened and given supernatural “justification” 10 make
their previously curbed impulses a reality. It's possible, how-
ever, that a more mmmrlpcm (by “normal” we mecan
somconc who's not already insanc or violent or both) is the
target of the Wayward imbuing. A psycho may be chosen this
way because there's something in him — some skill, some
spark — that lends itself to the calling. Maybe everything has
just been taken away from him. Maybe he’s one of those
“quict neighbors” who simply needs a push 1o become a serial
killer, whether he knows it or not. Maybe he has access wo
weapons or has a family history of mental illness or is chosen
for his natural leadership abilities. Maybe there's no deci-
pherable reason ar all.

This type of Wayward — though still dysfuncrional —
can be the most playable. He's able to look back on an old life
and try tohold onto it as much as possible. He may not be able
to live it any longer, but he can try to uphold its best values
such as loyalty and friendship — even while torturing leeches
and their accomplices to death. A onetime printing-press
operator is likely to be more stable (and therefore playable)
than a cannibalistic drifter. If you create a hunter who was
well adjusted once upon a time, other hunters and players
have an easier time relating to him — at least until those
moments when he really does go off the deep end. “Less of a
psycho” still means “psycho” in some way or another. Your
character still isn't sane or safe to be around, just saner and
safer than some Waywards.

Resisting the Urge: One plausible (and perhaps the
most satisfying) way to play a Wayward is to create a charac-
ter who doesn't want what the Wayward lifesryle (and the
Messengers) have to offer. Maybe now that he's been changed,
he regrets his closed-mindedness or aggression of the past and
wishes he could return to a berter life — if only these damned

* things would stop interfering. Or maybe he opened himselfto
his imbued fate in a moment of weakness and wants to atone
for his actions — if only the monsters could stop proving
themselves an even greater evil than himself. Regardless of
why, your character tries to resist the maniacal compulsions
that come over him. He tries to seek a different resclution
whenever violence seems like the best answer (which is
almost all the time). When the voices or urges flare up and
ell him to hurl a molotov cocktail into a classroom, he tries
to say “no.” At least, unnil it's “clear” thar the monster
involved has tainted most of the children, and the others
don't have long to go. If he can’t resist some commands to
kill, your character is nothing but a murder machine and not
really workable in roleplaying games about normal people in
grossly abnormal situations.

The whole “withstanding dark impulses™ theme can be
accomplished through basic roleplaying or through a system
that resolves Wayward behavior.

“The roleplaying approach ought to present challenges.
Your Wayward is l:mﬁarﬂstd to mayhem. He's literally
programmed that way. He has to struggle desperately 1o see

the light, not unlike an alcoholic or drug addict trying vo ger |

clean. Your character constantly has to struggle with the one
monster he can't see — his inner demon. And even then, he
is never “fixed.” It's not as if five game sessions of tamping

down destructive impulses suddenly locks those urges away.
Each moment, cach confrontation is a powder keg waiting to
go off, a potential explosion of unrestrained violence. Every
acceptable choice scems to be the “wayward” way 1o do
things. The key is to work out how to restrain such instincts,
and then maintain that restraint. Talk with your Storyreller,
Work out some key to help your character lock up his hatred.
Perhaps he exercises some means of cxprrﬁingiu hostility
wich as frequent visits to a firing range. Or maybe he punishes
himself every time “the need” arises — bumning himself with
a cigarerte lighter or cutting himself (maybe in the form of
strange markings — see “Signs of the Righreous,” p. 91).
Maybe he simply takes drugs — recreational or medical, it
doesn't matter, Maybe he finds that heroin sedates the beast
within. Maybe some doctor slaps a weighty dose of lithium on
his daily existence. But even then, situations or monsters or
dictates from the Heralds might overcome any mortal effort
to stave off a bloodbath.

A system used to measure your character’s restraint
(preferably in combination with roleplaying) should be
moderated by you and the Storyreller. Willpower is crucial.
That Trait is your character’s best defense against the
internal call for atrocity. Spending points can allow him to
shut out his impulses for a limited time. How often this
needs to be done is ar the Storyteller's discretion. Maybe a
point spent upon waking up allows your Wayward to be
somewhat “restrained” during the day, bur certain circum-
stances (moments of heated conflict, face-to-face
confrontations with monsters or even encounters with
more moderate hunters) may call for the expenditure of
another point — perhaps more than one. The Storyteller
determines how well Willpower shores up your character’s
restraint. A Wayward can’t throw a switch and shut off the
madness. But he may be able to work it out... for a while.

Crarrcrer Creavion
anD Deveropmeny

Waywards are metaphorically “lost,” creations thathave
simply gone awry. They aren’t Mesciful, helping creatures
rurmn aside their bestial nature. They aren't Zealots, actingout
of aggression, instinct and the moment. They have Vision —
iwisted and bent by some ugly stuff indeed — and thus are
people whose minds strerch out and encompass sweeping
plans. They may appear to the untrained eye as nothing more
than deranged, but they're much more. What follows arc
some new Traits and rules to help more clearly define this
intimidating group, hopefully making your creation both
comprehensible and engrossing.

New ArcHeryess

The following are new Natures and/ or Demeanors to
help distinguish and enhance your Wayward character.
tL
People fitting this Archetype tend to be unyielding and
ically unstoppable. They are thoroughly determined
ings — beyond stubborn, beyond immovable. Implacable
would be a grand understatement. Engines are often so
driven in their purpose that they scem more like machines
than human beings. Car accidents, bullets in the chest, arrest
warrants. .. nothing prevents their terrible progress. In many
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etainers, their former families, their is the way o
salvation. Your character might hold beliefs so extreme as
o see all people a monster touches as discased and likely
o become monsters themselves. Of course, how long it is
until he that he himself touches monsters is

cases, the only thing that can divert a hell-bent Engine from
a goal is flat-out death

— Regain Willpower when your characrer is able to
bulldoze through or persevere beyond a seemingly insur-

mountable siteation.

Moxsver

Some people are already beoken in life, and shatzer further
upon the Messengers “enlightenment.” Others twist and break
upon any freakish awakening that is forced upon them. Either
way, these people are terrors, rife with cruelty and a desire for
suffering. And this cruelty is limited in no notable shape or
fashion — they impress it upon the youngest of children or the
frailest of adults. They exercise no discrimination. [t's nothing
for a Monster 1o spend hours immersed in a session of intermi-
nable torture. Enjoyment of such an act is onc of her key
provisions. She may not even appear to be cruel to the untrained
eye — until she's in a room alome with the guy who has been
laundering money for that flock of bloodsuckers downtown...

— Regain Willpower when your character’s visiting
extended pain and suffering upon someone significantdy
furthers her plan for cleansing the world.

Cawes

What are the creeds! Are they supermartural in origin,
imposed upon unwitting humans by the Messengers, or are
they hard-line moral guidelines that arise from the moment
monsters are revealed? The chosen don't know — and, in
fact. they are almost entirely unaware of the creeds in
general. They begin to spot vague trends and ephemeral

associations in their collective nature and behavior, but
beyond that the imbued simply know that they have different
attitudes, personalities and goals, all of which come to bear
on the hunt. The creeds are therefore just a way for you as a
player to identify how your character might answer the call.

Bust there isdivision among the members of each creed, much
as there are rifts beoween members of similar political parties or
religious affiliations. Individuals are unique. Each one's thoughts,
opinionsand actionsare wholly hisorherown. One Avengermay
take to the hunt with a hotheaded, strong-arm sensibslicy whereas
another may be slow, methodical and rational. These rendencics
within creedsare called camps, and not even they are hard and fast
in defining where a character’s persona lies. They simply offer
guidelines for how you might like to roleplay your character.
Waywards may belong to the following camps or they may sit
squarcly outside them, being altogether unique.

Conxszryamve

Conservative Waywards are typified by the most psy-
chotic of the creed — indeed, of human beings. They take up
their unwholesome “mission™ with a verve and tenaciry that
borders on tyranny. Before the imbuing, they were probably
insane or — at the very least — harbored deep hatred. Once
the Messengers shove them stumbling into the truth, they are
quick to adapt their madness and hatred to the crisis at hand,
resulting in a sick — and sickening — personal manifesto.

Conservatives tend not to resist their charge. The rev-
elarion of a society crawling with demons fits right into their
skewed worldview. It just puts a different face on what they
already “knew.” Conservatives therefore take to the hunt
like ducks ro water, res ing to all situations with assault.
Their message is onc of death, and they're glad both to
receive and deliver it.

These hunters don't play well with others, Their social
circles tend to consist of individuals who can help kill things
and others who should be put down because they're part of
the problem rather than the solution.

Favored Attributes: Over time, these hunters become
more and more steeped in their own violence. They rely upon
Physical Artributes (Strength and Dexterity, in particular)
to aid them in cheir single-minded goals.

Favored Abilities: Conservative Waywards tend
possess Abilities that make them better killers. Firearms and
Demolitions are two, but Brawl and Melee are much more
visceral and to the point.

Favored Backgrounds: Allies and Contacts are rarcly
on the list for these hunters — but Arsenal 15 something
that's probably high up in their priorities. They may also have
had a degree of ure prior to the imbuing, giving them
further fire with which to fight.

Other Favored Paths: Zeal-based edges, specifically
those offered by Vengeance, are the mast common developed
by these hunters, beyond those of the Deviance path (that of
Waywards themselves).

Mobcrar:

Waywards who accept their mission but who don't relish
it tend to be moderate members of the creed. These people,
subjected to ceaseless second sight and immersed in an appar-
ently cancerous world, tend to become desensitized to the
violence inherent in their calling. If the world is broken and
pain is everywhere, then how wrong can abject violence be!
Committing murder seems to these Waywards like performing
a favor. It's not a joy and it's not a chore — it's a necessity.
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These Waywards can be capable of logic and rationality,
though. To them, death isn't the only answer — it's the
inevitable one. They're able to work with others to achicve
agoal (provided the ultimate goal is theirs, of course). They're
even willing to let monsters live if it will set up a bigger, more
important kill later. It all still boils down to causing death for
mmr.ﬂe Waywards, but they're prepared to be pragmatic to
gel there,

These chosen, often emotionless and devioid of compeassion,
are often involved with other hunters, at least in the beginning.
As they become increasingly desensitized, other chosen may
rebuke their “purpose” and leave them 1o hunt alone.

Favored Attributes: These Waywands recognize the
importance of both social and meneal faculties in achieving
their goals. Their potential for rationality may make Percep-
tion, Manipulation and Intelligence their key Autributes.

Favored Abilities: [nvestigation may be crucial for a
Wayward of the moderate bent so she can gather enough
information to focus her mission. Moderates may use Intimi-
dation (or Torure) to get answers, or Alertness to remain
aware of their surroundings.

Favored Backgrounds: These Waywards are likely to
have Allies or Contacts, as moderates are capable of under-
standing the need for such connections. Resources are helpful
in keeping their violent designs feasible.

Other Favored Paths: A moderate is most likely wo
employ edges from the Defender and Judgment paths to
achieve his goals — the protection and control that come with
both give the Wayward a variety of tools from which to chocse.

Lisenal

Sometimes, albett rarely, a Wayward is created who
wasn't totally gone before the imbuing, wasn't inured to the
suffering of a shattered world, and wasn't a hateful killer. Or,
if he was, sometimes that person doesn't want to be a
Wayward, doesn’t want to accept his nauscating, brutal
urges. These Waywards arc usually the least strident in the
hunt (if that can be said at all for members of this creed), in
that they can seek to retain their values and personalities
from before, even as they commit atrocities now. The result
can be radical personality shifts, distinct and separate iden-
rities, fugue states or severe schizophrenia. liberal's
“normal” personality typically lingers somewhere, blissfully
ignorant while the I:ui: behaves as a genocidal maniac,
Occasionally, the two personas bleed together, whether in
dreams or mental flashes — or in the next day's headlines.

Sometimes, the liberal isn't quite 5o alienared from her
violent self and is fully aware of what she does. Her actions can
coincide with severe resistance or major self-loathing as she
tries to find moderation, tries tocurb and curtail her brueal
inclinations. Unfortunately, as hard as she tries to oppose her
horrific desires, she eventually becomes an arbiter of atrociry.

Favored Attributes: Desperate to restrain herself, a
. liberal may need Manipulation or Charisma to help con-

vince others that she's "just fine,”

Favored Abilities: Subterfuge and Empathy provide the
liberal means to appear normal and useful 1o other hunters.
And yer, her dark side may favor Demolitions or Firearms, or
it may subconsciously drive her counterpart to gain higher
degrees of Athletics, Awareness or even Intuition o make
her a berter soldier.

Favored Backgrounds: Exposure may have created a
fissure in a person's psyche that preceded becoming a liberal
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Wayward, and being imbued drives a wedge berween such
personae. Or a liberal may have Patron, which keeps her in
constant contact with the Messengers and drives a part of her
identity into hiding.

Other Favored Paths: If any group of Waywards can tread
the Mercy path, it's probably liberals. Martyrdom edges most
closely reflect a liberal's inner conflict and potential self-hatred.

The following new Abilities are likely wo belong to Way-
ward characters but aren 't necessarily exchsive tothem. Members
of other creeds may possess these Traits. The Swryteller should
approve such ‘paad::ng'l':efnm vour chronicle begins, though,
to ensure that all players’ characters are unigue.

Skitts

T omuee

The leech shivered, its eves davting around the half-civcle of
candles that surrounded it. The monster seruggied in its bonds,
and hissed. Mike chuckled dryly.

“You don't like fire, do you? Good. We're going to start by
vemoving those pretty, poingy teeth. If you tell me where all your
buddies hole up during the day, I won’t have to cut of f your eyelids.
I you seill don’t cell me..... I'm going to get out the car bastery.” A
low wail of fear rose in the leach’s throat. Mike nodded. It was
good o be efficient.

Torture has a long and inglorious history. Throughout
history, information has been gleaned from victims by the
likes of the Romans, the Inquisition, Nazi Germany and
probably our own government. Often involving physical
pain — though possibly mental and emotional, as well —
torture has been a grisly staple of just about every civilization.
And it hasn't always been used to gain information. Sometimes,
it has been performed simply for perverted pleasure.

Individuals who have this Skill know rhe weaknesses of
the body and mind, and how to inflict excruciating harm
withour killing a subject. The Ability includes the capacity
to inflict suffering, but also the know-how to prepare for it
and 1o use different tools for various effects — to inspire fear,
to intimidate, to puncture, 1o slice, to crush. This Ability
isn't just about interrogation. It doesn’t even have to be used
to get answers. It's about causing and prolonging pain —
something hunters can be very, very good at.

Whether the torturer focuses on the body or the mind w
get results, roll Manipulation + Torture. A dice T:d to
Stamina + 3 or Willpower (whichever is higher) is for
the victim. Difficulty is 6 for both. Torture may also be reated
as a combination of resisted and extended actions. In-game
time between rolls may vary, depending on the nature of the
abuse. The Storyteller determines how much time passes.

The victim suffers one health level, bashing or lethal, for
every roll you make during serious physical torture (whether
the torturer is successful in gaining information or not), or
she loses one Willpower per roll of mental torture. Combin-
ing mental and physical torture has devastating effecison a
victim. A botched roll for the character inflicting the abuse
can destroy her mind, cripple her for life or even kill her.

For every success a torturer gains in excess of his subject’s
roll, he drags cut a picce of information. If the interrogator’s
extra successes exceed the victim's permanent Willpower atany
point, the subject folds completely and divulges everything she

e _ _______—__L'-‘Et-.‘.‘
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knows. Your Storyteller determines the relevancy and extent of
information — if any — gleaned through such rechniques, as a
victim often gives a skewed account based on her own percep-
tions and on what she thinks her torturer wants to hear.
Hunters who torture supematural subjects must remem-
ber that their victims are not necessarily human or even
alive. Conventional forms of harm may not faze such crea.
[ures, whereas seemingly innoceous treatment could ternify
them. Rescarch or Occult might be required 1o learmn about a
monster's weaknesses — or it might not have any ar all.

. Novice: You know how to break a finger

L Practiced: You know where to break the finger to
make it Count.

sse  Competent: You are well versed in the arts of pain

sees  [Expert: The human body isaflowcharofsuffering toyou

senwe MNacer With adiverod p_a;\c:.a.r‘-i .l-h‘n.‘f of lemon uBCE,
you could get someonic to admit to just shout anvthing.

Possessed by: Abusive Hunters, Terrorists, Mercenaries,

Monaters, [nterrogators

Specialties: Torture Devices, Interrogation, Bashing Dam-

ape, Lethal Damage

Paisox

Marun screwed the capy back oneo the shaker, put his hand over
the 20p and shook the jor a few omes. He was pleased 8o see thar the
powdered plant denvatiue had Mended almast perfectly wueeh che salt
— jutt as the text file sad it woudd. Moments later, Margin's
comparson — the ome with the “we-can-save-them-all” arnoude —
returried from the restruom and eyed the cheesebwrger in frome of him

“Oh good, the food's here, Could you pass the sale?”

Martm was happy o oblige

The world is filled with items, solutions and mixtures
that cause sickness or death when ingested or introduced into
a subject’s body. Plants, chemicals, merals — or sometimes
combinations thereof — can be used to harm or kill, and
individuals familiar with chese substances can identfy and
catalog them, then use them as deadly tools.

The arnt of poisoning involves two parts — the creation
ol toxins and their administering. Intelligence + Poison rolls
(difficulty dependent upon the severity and rarity of che
toxin) can be used to create substances. Sometimes, ncquir-
g I!'IL"I"I:'d:.C'nL'r, venom of 'F“!.ﬂ_‘-t.f.ﬁ.’& Ih'lf‘ll'l'l-i']\":": :.lj.ﬂ.'l means
making rolls based on Social Artributes and an Abilities or
Resources rating. A Poison mating of 3+ and a Resources
rating of 3+ might indicate that a person maintains a lab and
-uupp[\_r of ingredients with which to create toxins.

.-\Jr‘."..:_"!;.l.jtl;n:'.g A PA:I"LEA'\I‘J may oguare an I.ntl:lllmf or
Wirs and Poison roll to derermine how the substance is best
wsed, with a potential Stealth roll 1o go about the act unnoticed.

The effects of this Skill are determined by the substance
used. Remember that poisons don't always kill — they can
also be used 1o deliver pain, sickness or unconsciousness. In
grm‘ral. A poason inflicts one to three levels of 'E'uu-hlng ar
lethal damage per scene (or per tum in the case of particularly
virulent substances). The toxin rypically delivers damage
over a series of scencs or tums before it becomes inert of the
victim dies. Some poisons can be endured or counteracred
with antidotes if such substances can be obtained. Characters
with the Poison Skill know how 1o acquire and make anti-
dotes just as they can poisons. Weak poisons might be
resisted with Willpower rolls (difficulty 8), whether rolled
only once or over the course of exposure to a substance
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Your character can disguise use of poison on a victim
with a resisted roll of Wits + Poison versus an opponent’s
Intelligence + Medicine (both difficulty 6).

. Nowice: Garden chemicals + juice = poison.
.o Practiced: You can concoct very simple but
cffective poisons.

ese  (Competent Youare an encyclopediaof possible toxins.

eese Expert You could poison and kill 2 bull moose in
under 30 seconds.

eeeee Master: Funnel spiders! Pit vipers? Box jellyfish!
ﬁr stuff is fruit punch compared to what you can

up.
Possessed by: Assassins, Animal Handlers, Research Scientists
Specialties: Venom, Plants, Chemicals, Toxicology, Antidotes

T s Higi Cosr of Commimmeny

Waywards demonstrate a terrifying obscssion for the hunt
and a capacity to perform any deed in pussuing it. They're vicious,
ansl their actions are typically inspired by hatred or antagonism.
It's as if insicle every Wayward are two minds, each struggling for
dominance. Somewhere in there is a nommal, ratonal human
being capable of all the things that come with everyday life —
coupled with another being, almost a cross between a calculating
machine and a petulant child. It is in walking this line, in tying
to maintain a tenuous grip (o in letting go completely) that a
Wayward is propelied headlong into the hunt.

Srenome Convicrion

Conviction is the representation of hunters’ determina-
tion, drive and dedication on the mission. It measures a
hunter's will 1o keep st ing. even if the imbued doesn't
recognize it as an exhawtible commodity. Without Convic-
tion, any of the chosen is essentially nothing more than a
puppet awaiting use, a virtual bystander awake 1o the exist-
ence of the -masters but without the strength to cut
their strings. With Conviction points, Waywards feel invigo-
rated, energized for their work, even if that duty defies their
values and morals. Some conserve that energy to “keep their
bhﬂdw'tmmhmhmdc:mvm points), wheneas
others try to ac ish goals when they can and fight the war
a day at a time (you, as a player, spend Conviction when it's
perudent and perhaps even have your character avoid confron-
tations with monsters when Conviction is low). Others
themselves to the limits at all times, almost seeking to
out and take as many of the things with them as possible (you,
as a plaver, spend Conviction as quickly asit's gained to inflict
as much harm on creatures as possible).

Waywards can get off on the feel that Conviction inspires
— a preternatural rush. Their occasional lack of emotion (or
its overflow) drives them to use their gifts frequently, effec-
tively spending Conviction with wanton disregard. They
become almost addicted to their capabilities, drawing up
edgges, throwingup walls against cormuption, and railing against
monsters. Their often paranoid, sometimes borderline person-
alities tell them that there's every reason to prolong “the
high,” no hope in ever secing any long-term success — so they
dare the impossible as often as possible, These hunters can be
quite dangerous, very much lost in the frenzy as their edges are
used and their Virtue ratings increase quickly.

Some Waywards are more calculating. They sill possess
some degree of rationality (cccasionally to a frightening ex-
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tent), which tells them to apply their strength on sure bets, to
send of themselves wisely, 1o maintain their (warped) per-
spective. They are capable of extreme acts of balance,
brains so attuned that they truly become devices of the hunt.
Their ability to accumulate Conviction means they are often
supremely cold-blooded killers. Their longevity on the hunt
can be astounding (their players hold onto 10 Conviction to
use points when necesary rather than o invest in whatever
Virtue point and possible new edge might manifest next).

Vision is often Waywards’ Virtue of “choice.” They tend
to be prepared to push their awareness to the next level to
better understand the shadowy schematics of the universe —
and to better gauge the extremity required to destroy it all.
Obviowly, a greater capacity for Vision allows for more
profound edges. Vision also opens Waywards to the powers
of Visionary and Hermit brethren — fellow hunters who
share fotesight for the mission — augmenting maniacs’
already frightening array of capabilities.

If other Virtues come into play, Zeal follows a close second
after Vision. Zeal provides a Waywand with offensive abilities that
mmh&n&u&:-—-h:hhdwiuulnm. Have no
doube: Waywards are definitely Zealous at times. Zeal backs up
and makes real the dreams they conceive through Vision.

It is uncommon to find a Wayward with much of a
notion of actual Mercy. Any degree of Mercy they gain is
usually for temporary use only. It may stop them from
destroying a creature or person just long enough to leam
some crucial piece of information that will ultimately lead to
more deaths at a later time. Mercy for a Waywand tends 1o
translate into calculated restraine and little more.

In the end, one thing is for certain — with ber second sight
always active (and thus no need for her player to spend Convic-
tion on it), 2 Wayward is capable of rising in Vinue with
ﬁ-ﬂnrmmq:md.wmt}wmkﬂs&mmcdh&thﬂmh
on, they can become very hazardous (and unstable) beings.

Recamme Convicrion

A Waywand's player gains Conviction points just the way
every other hunter's player does — by your risking them (and being
succesdul) on edge rolls. Many Waywasds are likely to gain
Conviction quickly this way as their “at-any-cost” behavice often
goes in tandem with testing their resolve. Conviction points can
also be gained by acting in ha with the general tenets of the
croed, however, az the Storyteller's discretion. Playersof Waywards
ought 10 be rewarded this way when they act in accordance with
such characters’ inherent drive for violence, of more specifically
when relentless aggression leads the characters (or others) w
achieve that are important to the mankacs” twisted dream for
the A Wayward's brutal behavio isdriven by his Vision. His
actions are noc taken blindly or without purpose — quite the
contrary, in fact. His behavioe is part of a langer picture, and
Conviction should be awarded only when the characrer's brugality

i3 to the greater scheme of his insanity, When his actions

his abusive value system (such as musdering the child of a
manipulator because, “The little boy surcly was in some way
cormupt, too, and killing him now eliminates the spread of more evil
later™), Conviction may be bestowed by the Storyreller. Wanton
murder, unfocused and without direction, i not woethy of rewand.

The following are some sample actions that may spur a
Storyteller into bestowing Convicrion to (or removing it
from) a Wayward's player. Note that the following are not
hard-and-fast rules, just nT-rm Also note that usually
no more than one point of Conviction should be gained

-l
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through roleplaying per game session, regardless of how many
of the following actions are performed.

* Gainapoint of Conviction when violence proves tobe the
only answer to a situation — that is, when unchecked
destruction provides resolution where all other avenues have
expressly failed.

® Gain a point of Conviction when your character
convinces another hunter that his own methods for destrue-
tion are the “one true plan.”

¢ Gain a point of Conviction when your character gets
hold of a piece of information that helps fulfill or validate his
grand scheme of violence.

* (Optional) Lase a point of Conviction when your Way-
ward fails in (or is simply incapable of) harming a monszer.

e (Optional) Lose a point of Conviction when your
Wayward acts contrary to his own dark, bizarre crusade — or
when he loses sight of it altogether.

¢ (Optional) Lase a point of Conviction when a situa-
tion is solved by means that are directly in opposition to your
Wayward's personal crusade of terror and violence.

Dezancewenrs

The human mind isn't constructed to handle the input
that the Messengers transmit 1o a Wayward. Any coherent
designs for making war and eliminating the supernatural
have somchow gone awry in these imperfect human vessels,
changing these imbued into sociopaths and maniacs. Whereas
other chosen can eventually succumb 1o the mental rigors of
the hunt and become unstable, Waywards are twisted from
the very beginning. Add the fact that they can never close
their eyes 1o the world's taing, the perils they must face, the
acts they commit, plus any further garbled imperatives from
above and the risk for very serious mental instability runs
high in Waywards. They aren't host 1o distracting neuroses
or annoying phobias — their brains become vessels for
[raumatizing insanicy.

The illnesses that can affect Waywards most are com-
monly known as personality disorders. These ailments tend
to be deeply rooted in the psyche. They radically modify a set
of identity traits, pushing sufferers to antisocial or maladap-
tive extremes. The mind simply stops these people from
interacting in a social or occupational manner and forces
them outside the city limits, as it were. The Waywand
identity, infused with monstrous impulses, can no longer

operate in rational social and mental realms as is expected of

a person. He is forced to become an outcast, an exile from
everyday reality. Eventually, as his [ WOrsens,
the Wayward can find himself with disrupeed (and occasion-
ally ruined) emotional and perceptive facultics.

The following conditions appear elsewhere in Hunter, but
are particularly appropriate to Waywands in specific ways. You
can choose from among these conditions or others in Hunter
books as your character’s initial or perhaps high-Virtue derange-
ments (gained at Virue 9 or higher by Waywards).

Rwvisocii Peasomacrry Disoasen

Individuals with Antisocial Personality Disorder no
longer subscribe to social norme. They certainly don'tbelieve
in guilt. There recognize no lines dividing right and wrong.
Their conscience is so submerged that they are desensirized
to any normally unacceptable or inappropriate acts. They're
practically automatons, emotionless and cruel. Noching in

their heads tells them not w lie, steal, cheat or kill. Morality,
to them, is a single shade of gray.

This derangement is a likely one among Waywards
because it allows them to engage in acts of atrocity and
murder without qualm or remorse. Any action these socio-
paths perform is magically “excused” by their insanity, allowing
any typically vilified deed to be performed free of guilt.

Waywards with this disorder suffer a +2 difficulty to
Social rolls, as their cold and distant nature unsereles just
about everyone they encounter. Also, they are incapable of
succeeding on any roll thar requires E:r-thr. as they have
nonc — of are, at best, incapable of finding it.

Boxdenume Peesonatms Disonncs

There is no consistency to the opinions or actions of
individuals who suffer this disorder — their motivations are
driven by chaos. People with this illness fluctuate wildly
between § ts, seeing the world in stark contrasts of
black white. The pr is, what's black one day may
very well be white the next. Their self-image and per\:ﬂlir.m
of others are never constant and can lead to suicidal or
homicidal behavior. They may love someone on Tuesday
and try to bury an ax in that person on Wednesday. Victims
of this ailment are ictable, making hunters with the
condition a severely rous wildcard.

This ailment can manifest in Waywards who were more
or less “normal” before the imbuing. The mind, once follow-
ing a fairly basic code of norms, is suddenly bya
bunch of new, vicious impulses. The resultant confu-
sion cssentially throws the brain into a whirlwind of mental
upheaval. From that stems a set of wildly changing moods
and emotions. Such people are capable of horrible actions
one day and behaving in a perfectly normal fashion the next.

Players of Waywards with this disorder face +1 difficulty
to Willpower rolls, because their characters can't quite
the need to resist certain impulses. They also face +1 10 +
difficulty on all Social rolls, depending on how extreme their
behavior is in a given sinuation (Storyteller’s discrerion).

£DGES

What are a hunter's powers! Where do they come from!
Nebody knows. And what the chosen think they know i limited.
They believe they hear voices, they suddenly see the wordd ina
new light, and they're “blessed™ with lirses beyond anything
they could have imagined — or — before.

The special capabilites conferred onto Waywands are
much the same. The creed's path, called Deviance, s divergent
from those of the other hunter groups, however, and made to suit
the Wayward mindsct. Also, it may bea hint at what the paychos
were originally meant 10 accomplish and be. The questions
remain, however: Do these powers come from on high, delivered
by the Heralds as a means to make a ruthless killer? Or do
Waywards simply fail to answer the call correctly and emerge
with a mere glimmer of what their gifts could have been!
® fwragy

This power may provide the first clue thar Waywands were
once meant for something else, something different than what
they have become. Perhaps they were truly intended to be
generals, marshaling troops into battle. Maybe they weren't
always to be malfunctioning killers, Or maybe this power
demonstrates noching more than a Wayward's urge to bring
others into the constant nightmare that haunts him.
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Your character simply concentrates and is able 1o “open
the eyes™ of hunters near him, activating their second sight
as if switching on a lamp. Those imbued affected by your
Wayward's sudden “gift” have no intimation of how the
phenomenon occurs, of who or what causes it — only that
they suddenly become aware without their own volition,
which can be startling in itself. Unfortunately, some hunters
also peesume that with second sight comes a hunter’s stan-
dard resistance to monsters’ influence powers, but it docsn’t.
Impart confers only the sight. If your c!m racter doesn't share
this information, the people with whom he works may leam
the truth the hard way — and perhaps to the detriment of
yvour 'Waywand as well

System: Roll Perception + Vision, difficulty 6. Each
success activates the second sight of one other hunter. Three
. successes allow the sight of three hunters to be activated. The
Wayward chooses which hunters do and do not receive this
benefit, but all recipicnts must be within five times your
character’s Vision score, in yvards (Vision 3 thus allows the
power to take effecr within 15 vards in any direction).
Selected subjects don't spend any Conviction to see with
second sight — unless they want the supematural defense
against mind-, body- and emotion~<ontrol that comes with
“normal,” self-activated second sight.

Using Impart costs one action and can be performed by
a Wayward once per scene. Second sight conferred on
anyone lasts for the remainder of the scene, even if recipients
leave the effective radius surmounding your Waywanrd. A
hunter also may activare his own second sight to get its full
benefits during the same scene.

perform. A maniac’s disosders can actually make it possable
for him 1o commit to the mission with unerring depraviry.
s that what the Messengers wanted ! Or is it an unintended,
disquicting side effect of the imbuing?

® * Forrwarn

As a Wayward is immersed progressively deeper into th
hunt and into the comuption of the world, he become
increasingly sensitive to the dangers and threats thar sw
round him. His survival instinct flares up and his sens
become like taut filaments. As he grows increasingly awan
these metaphorical wires become highly receptive to an

Deviwer aso Ovuce Cuzeds

The Vision granted o W, is m strange and
exceprional blend of insight and violence — one that”
largely exchusive to the creed. Killers are capable
crafting 2 massive rapestry of mayhem in which each
scrap of information and each experience comes to-
gether as part of a grand, annihilating whole. Their
edges are closely woven with their particular brand of
behavior, and are not understood or easily acceptable by
other chosen. But that doesn't mean characters of other
creeds can't manifest Deviance edges.

The crucial question is why a hunter of another creed
would be blessed or cursed with a power from the Devi-

L

creed does gain one of these powers, maybe it's because he
undertakes a violent crusade directed by an acrual Way-
capability to emerge. Or perhaps a hunter's derangements
simply drag him down so far that he becomes “monlly
" and discovers new and frightful possibilities.
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imminent danger, and they alert him just before a hazard
emerges. Although the hunter does not gain any specifics
about what is about to happen, he is alerred to something thar
could cause him harm.

This sense manifests differently for every Wayward.
Some hear a low scream rising in intensity in the back of their
minds. Others may hear a clamor of broken glass or the
cacophony of children crying in their cars. Some receive
visml or other sensory stimuli — a flash of light, the taste of
birter copper on the tongue. Regardless of the form of this
awareness, these hunters become difficult to surprise. They
become like spiders at the center of a web.

System: This edge basically confers a “danger sense”
upon your characrer, giving her a brief and unique warning
of impending jeopardy. It's always "on,” ready to wam of
trouble. In game mechanics, it's a reflexive power with a
secret roll made by the Storyteller every time chere is a
possibility of imminent danger.

The Storyteller rolls Wits + Vision, difficulry 7. The
edge activares in one of rwo ways, with separate benefits for
each. The first is in non-combat situations — when a threat
is posed to your character but it doesn't involve an immi-
nent attack. Maybe the floor of an old house is rotred our
and prone to collapse, or a bear trap is set around the next
comner (neither of which represents a concerted atrack
against your chamacter). Or a nearby bomb is about to
explode. For each success gained by the Storyteller, your
character detects the danger approximarely one turn before
it presents itself. So, the Storyteller rolls Forewarn when
your character approaches mouble, early enough in advance
that he can time your character’s awareness in advance of
actually encountering the danger.

In an impending combar scenario, the Storyreller rolls
Wi + Vision, difficulty 7, in the tumn before the arack wall
occur. If any ambush awaits your character, for example, the
Storyteller rolls Forewam in the tumn before the artack is
sprung. Anysuccesseson thisroll are added to your characrer’s
initiative in the next murn or are added ro the dice pool of a
reaction roll that vou make in the next turn, such as to dodee.,
block or parry. You choose whether your character stands
ready for action — you gain extra initiative dice — or he
automatically prepares to defend himself — you make a
dodge, block or parry roll. Thus, in a combar situarion, if two
successes are achieved on the Storyteller’s roll, your initia-
tive total is increased by two or you ger two extra dice on any
relevant reaction roll.

Danger sense does not indicare the kind of danger that's
impending — simply that something bad 1= about to happen.
Your character's reaction is yours to decide, but it's always
possible that her choice could be uscless in helping to protect
her. If she detects a threat and goes prone before “something
bad™ happens, she may still be in the vicinity when a bomb
goes off. Or she might try to parry an incoming attack such
as a toppling wall, which can't be parried.

No Convicrion may be risked on this edge, because the
Storyteller controls its use. The Storyteller may decide if
Forewamn is able to anricipate threars posed to others your
character is with. You can’t confer the effects of this edge 1o
give others bonuses, but your characrer can still come o the
defense of other hunters, drag them out of harm's way or
even abandon them if she perceives some overwhelming
value in doing so.

e e e Sypact

Almost everyone gets in the way of a Wayward's crusade.
Few others seem willing to purt the goods on the line, to get
in and do whar needs 1o be done! Ar least, thars how
Waywards tend 10 see things.

This power may provide another clue that the Heralds
meant Waywards to play a different role in the hunt than as
mere killers. Enrage suggests that they were intended to
inspire other imbued and lend a war chief's vigor for battle to
their allies. Maybe if Waywards had normal, healthy psvches
this edge might work as intended. But it doesn’.

A Wayward “shares his spirit,” and this power instills a
sort of berserk bloodlust in other hunters, forcing even pacifists
to do gory battle with whatever raises their or the Wayward's
ire. Hunters affecred by this temporary curse are kicked into
violent overdrive, theirminds red with fury. Even hunters with
the best of intentions may be lost to this power, “waking up”
in a room full of bodies — those of monsters and people alike.

System: Roll Manipulation + Vision, difficulty 6. For
each success achieved, your Wayward may affect one other
hunter within her Vision score in A 6 Vision allows
selecred hunters within six yards (18 feet) o be affected by
a berserk rage.

This rage forces other hunters to act violently against
“the enemy” (how that label is interpreted is left up to the
players and the Storyteller). All players of affected characters
may make a Willpower roll, difficulty 7, to resist the effect,
and must exceed the total number of successes gained on your
edge roll to do so. A subject doesn't have to remain within
Vision in yards of your Wayward for the effect to persist. He
lashes out at any distance from your character therealter.

An aif..ecﬁid hun:lir hl:;.ul artack the I‘lﬂ.l’tﬁ;; peécch'cdl
enemy with the most let of power at his disposia
ovﬂanumhcrufumqmlm:': muf:umhﬂd’mﬁm
achieved in your edge roll. Each attacker also gains a number
of borus dice on all artack rolls equal 1o the successes gained
in your roll. So, if you achieve five successes on your Enrage
roll, all five affected hunters attack the enemy for five tums
and gain five dice on all atrack rolls in that time.

Once the tum is over, each affected hunter suffers a
number of bashing levels (which are unsoakable) zccording
to the number of successes you got on your edge roll:

1-2 successes = 1 level

3-4 successes = 2 levels

5 or more successes = 3 levels

The hunter using Enrage is not affected by his own
power and does not take any of the damage associated with
its use. The power cannot be used to infuriate regular hu-
mans, bystanders or monsters. All of those people or beings
can be targets of amack, however, if anyone affected by
Enrage could conceivably see those subjects as enemies. For
use with this power, the term “enemy”™ typically refers to
whomever or whatever your Wayward considers a foe. Even
hunters who have befriended monsters can attack those
creatures if your Wayward feels that doing so is appropriate.
ee e R

The eyes are the windows to the soul, they say, and some
Waywards believe this adage to be rrue — especially when
the eyes in question belong to a dead being. Perhaps the soul
still swims in the eyes of the dead. Or maybe some remnant
of an identity lingers in a corpse. Who knows! What's
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important is that a Wayward can look into the eyes of the
dead and gain informanon from the depanted.

*Dead” is a somewhat relative term where monsters are
concerned, though. Some people drop dead permanently, it
would scem. Others are dead and still walk — bloodsuckers,
ghosts, shamblers. It's not so easy to pry secrets from these
legions of the “undead.” Still, if a Wayward can look into their
eyes, this edge works and the bastards are compelled to answer

It's by no means a perfect power, though. After all, the dead
can't answer questions to which they don’t know the answers.
Bat at least this effect forces them to be truthful — even if their
idea of the tuth may not match up with honest-to-Gaod fact.

System: Your character must spend one full action staring
into the eyes of a dead subject. Spend one Conviction poine and
roll Perceprion + Vidon, difficulty B, Each success allows one
question to be asked aloud, and each question will be answered
“rruthfully.” All questions w be asked after this power takes effect
must be posed within the same scene or the opportunity to ak
them is lost until the edge is used again on the same subject.

Answers can be received from the dead only. This can
mean cither a dead body or a creature who s de facto
physically dead (such as a vampire, zombic or ghost). An-
swers are truthful only relative to the body/creature being
asked. If the subject doesn't know the answer {(or if it knows
only a wrong answer), your character receives either no
response or an inaccurate response. If the subject is aware of
the answer, however, the rruth is forthcoming.

Answers are not spoken aloud. but seem to be whispered
in your Wayward's mind instead. If your Wayward asks an
undea] creamure (vampire, zombie, ghost), that creature
need not answer aloud, cither — and in fact may rebuff the

question however it likes. But the true answer still unfolds in
vour Wayward's mind. In the case of a particularly potent or
ancient undead being, a Willpower roll (difficulry 6) may be
allowed to resist this edyge altogether for the scene.

Mote that a corpse with no eyes {(or head) remaining
cannot be questioned, so0 corpses can decay and become
uscless to this edge. Animal bodies cannot be questioned. If
a subject spoke a different language in life than your Way-
ward docs, answers are still whispered in your character’s
mind in his own language. If a spirit posscsses a host, looking
into the host's eyes affects the spirit within. Looking into a
spirit’s incorporeal cyes still allows this edge to operate,
BESUMENEG @ SPIrit's form inclodes cyes

This edge cannot be used successfully on the same body
or undead being more than once per scene.

eeeee Sppal

There are faint clues that the imhued — and more specifi-
cally, the creeds — ane coupled somehow with certan clements.
Zeal with fire. Mercy with light. And wometimes, Vision is
associated with wind. Whether these affiliations are accurate or
just an illusion is hard 1o say. Very few hunters are cven aware of
the posstble associations, and those who are can be so far pone inzo
the humt that no one would really underseand them anyway.

A Wavward with this edge is able to hamess and command
the power of the wind — and this is no small breeze. It's more like
a miniature hurricane, a localized romado whirling with violent
gusts and invisible wind shears. The psycho focuses briefly and
unleashes his wrath s a literal force of nature. Whether thas effect
is related to Waywands' capacity for farsighredness or it's a bearre
manifestation of their frightful aggression & open to debate. It
doesn’t much matter when one is caught in the vortex.

-




System: Spend two Conviction points and roll Strength
+ Vision, difficulty 8. A termble windstorm is centered on
vour Wayward that has a three-vard dinmeter for each success
rolled. (If four successes are ?IM! the whirlwind rages
around your character across |2 yards or 36 fect in diameter
— gix yards or 18 feet in radius).

This whirlwind does lethal damage to all in ies path,
automatically inflicting damage for each tum of exposure
equal to the number of successes gained on your edge roll
(four successes means four levels of lethal damage). Any-
thing is capable of untaining damage — ptoplr furniture,
structures, monsters and even inc and possessing
spirits, as if the wind blasts in this world and the next. Damage
from the winds can be soaked at the Storyteller's discretion
{armoe bonuses may be taken inte consederation).

Also, any individual caught in che spiral must make 2
Scamina soll each rum, difficalty 8, to remain upaight. All
movement within the area of effect 18 reduced by ome-half
regardless of whether a victim stands or is knocked down.

Arracking a Wayward with rthis edge activated is a very
tricky proposition. Every attack roll against your character s
made a2 -1 die per success gained on your initial edge roll. If
vour roll achicved five successes, any attack rolls agaimst your
character are reduced by five dice.

Your character can perform no other actions other than
move when surrounded by such a cyclone. The storm rravels
with him if he moves. He's in the "eye” of the hurricane, as
it were — and doesn’t take any damage from it. He, too, can
travel no faster than one-half movement.

Winds persist for the remainder of the scene or can be
stopped prematurely at your Waywand's command. They abwo
cexe if he's knocked unconscious of incapacitated. Your chae.
acter cannot diminish the power's anea of effect. Jt's always full
size and affects all caught tn its way, whether hunter, human or
supernatural. This odge can be activated only once per scene.

T ue Fine Rev of Improvising

Even with the amazing gifts granted them by the Mes-
sengers, hunters’ struggle with the supematural is dangerously
onesided. A typical rot can shrug off blows that would
cripple a normal person, while Hoodsusckers and shapeshiftens
can possess strength and speed that no hunter can match.
The imbued must counter the advantages of their prey by
using wits and resourcefulness, and the best way to even the
odds seems obvious: Get big guns. Presumably, there's no
sombie, bloodsucker or werewolf so tough that a few hundred
rounds of assault-rifle ammo can’t handle it

The problem is that most hunters aren’t special forces
troops or SWAT -team members. They're housewives, middle
managers, construction foremen and students — people of
ordinary ongins with kmited knowledpe of firemrma. Moet
wouldn't have any idea where o go to buy high-powered
weaponry, much less the training to operate and maintain it
When faced with a threat, they would tum to the things they
do know and often own already — the baseball bat under the
bed, the ax gathering rust in the back of their pickup o¢ the
pitchfork resting beside the compost heap out back.

Fortunately for the imbued, a typical hmuehold con-
tains a veritable arsenal of potential w:!uu that a resourceful
hunter can use against the supernatural. From cliw hammers
todriveway sealant, these items can be picked up cheaply and

legally from any sspermarket or hardware store and are
completely innocuous until put 10 use. Getting pulled over
by the cops with a machine gun on the back scat will put you
on your way to prison for five years, but a gallon jug of rust
remover of a carton of bug bombs won't raise an eye L
This section discusses a vanicty of houschold items chat
enterpeiing hunters might use againat monsters, as well as
basic rules for creating improvised weapons during play. Al-
though by no means exhaustive, the following section is meant
to inspire you to stretch your imagrination and devise effective

ways to deal with supernatural » without losing the
gnuy, down-to-carth foel of the game. Improvised TS Sre
particularly appropriate to Waywards as arguably the least

“conscientious” of hunters. They're perhaps the ones mast
willing to ¢cause extensve damage o to harm civilians with
jerrybuilt explosives or traps engincered at home.

Mo Wonrons

Although a variety of swords, battle axes, maces and
cven more exotic weapons can be purchased through mar-
tial-arts stores or by mail, the fact of the matrer is that many
of these items are little more than junk, made from pooe-
quality materials that don't hold up to the rigors of actual
combat. What's more, these items are illegal to carry in most
cities, in some cases even when kept inside one’s car or truck.
As an alternative, hunters can resort to a wide asortment of
farm or garden tools that do the job just s well, if not better
than a knocko#l “ninja sword "

Generally speaking, if a tool is heavy and durable enough
to split logs, break rock or sever a thick tree limb, it has
potential to be an effective weapon. Wood axes and hatchers
are obvious choices, but machetes are alwo cheap and effec-
tive weapons in the hands of a sufficiently strong user, and
can be replaced casily if lost or broken. Gardencrs and
landscapers are likely to own rning forks for handling
compost. Unlike lighter hay forks, a cuming fork has strong
steel tines and a thick haft. Some specimens are no longer
than three feet from handle o up. Slodpe hammen and
pickaxes are slightly awkwand 1o use but can deliver devastat-
ing blows, and both are made in both long- and short-handled
versions. Pry-bars or chisel-pointed digging bars are pieces of
solsd steel that range anywhere from six inches to four feet in
length, with more than cnough weight o act as cither
stabbing or crushing weapons, as well as being useful for
opening doors, windows or coffins.

Most fearsome of all “yard weapons® are gas- or battery-
powered tools such as chainsaws or cutout saws (large,
portable circular srws favored by rescue crews and constnoc-
tion workens). These tools can sever a limb with one broad
stroke, but they are heavy and difficult to wield as well as
being extremely loud. Battery-powered chainsaws or circular
saws are far less noisy — though not silent by any means —
and are just as capable of wreaking havoc on a human body
as are their gas-powered counterparts. Modern 1 8-volt power
cells are capable of driving reciprocating saws, circular saws,
hammer drills and other tools with more than enough energy
to cause considerable damage, and can run for hours of
Cofintant usr.

And even if your character has access 10 only the most
rudimentary tools, any number of items can be modified to serve
as weapons. Mop handles can be sharpened 1o make spears (or
thiree-foot. bong stakes). Nails can be harmmeral into 2 wooden
hascball bat o make 2 spiked chub. Quack -dryung coment sct in
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the tip of a metal or PVC pipe makes a very effective bashing

WERPON, 35 Can a ample as a length of chain with a
heavy padlock at one end. Best of all, virtually all of these objects
(with the exception of power tools) can be further enhanced
with Cleave, guaranteeing at least a minimwm degree of lethal
damage against any supernatural creature, Once used, they can
be tossed in a river or otherwise disposed of and replaced with a
Quick trip to the store.
Inconpimascs and Exriosmes

While every type of monster has its own specific character-
istics and weaknesses, fire is almost univensally effective at causing
them harm. With the of fuels, solvents and other
chemical compounsds on the market, even the most impoveruhod
humnter has access to a wide assortment of incendiarnies.

Naturally, the most common of these substances can be
found in almost any car anywhere in the world: gasoline. A
bottle full of gas thar's plugged with a fuel-soaked rag is
simple to make and easy to use, and can cover a sizeable area
with fire if thrown properly. Cans of paint thinner, naphtha
or any industrial solvent work just as well. Most of these
chemicals come in thin-sided containers that explode rather
than break, sending bits of razor-sharp metal up to 10 feet
away. The drawback to these devices is that a single misstep
or a buildup of vapors can cause a premarture Lon,
immolating the attacker and anyone nearby. Although ef-
fective, these primitive hand grenades pose significant risks
no matter how carcfully they're handled.

The difficulty of using or other fuels in makeshift
bombs is that the liquids dissolve all but the strongest

plastics, limiting the type of containers that can be wed.

Sire

Cordless hammer drill

(1) If the weapon
roll (difficulty 7) to pull it free.

(3) The
breaking down a ).

(3)

* A blunt weapon — all damage is bashing unless tarpeted ar the victim’s head.
inflicts more than 3 health levels of damage it embeds deeply in the target, requiring a Strength

(2) If the weapon inflicts more than 3 health levels of damage the tines i
and possibly pinning the victim if next to a wall or door, requiring a Sarength roll (difficulty 7) to pull free.
adds | die o all Serength rolls that involve levering or breaking large objects (prying open a coffin,

(4) When in use, a chainsaw adds + 2 to the difficulry of all Perception rolls for the wiclder and everyone within 10 feet.
Damage from these weapons cannot be soaked by armor.

CHAPTIR S WARAROWS RO B

Cermain liquid sealers or cleaning agents such as deck o
driveway scalant are made 10 be applied by light metal pamy
sprayers, however, allowing users to cover a large area quickh
and efficiently. A slow-moving of unsuspecting creature cas
be covered from head to toe in seconds and set alighe with
match or flung cigarette. Conversely, some compounds suct
as roof scalant are less corrosive to plastics because of stabi
lizing agents that give them the consistency of tar. Whet
hurled at a target, these sealanes stick like glue and an
difficult to remove — essentially acting as a poor man’
napalm. Unlike napalm, these com come in five
gallon drums and can be found at almost any hardware store

Another powerful incendiary device capable of causing
great damage at the expense of safe distance is a propane o
oxy-acetylene torch. Designed to cut or fuse metal, these ga
torches can be purchased with small 16-ounce cylinders tha
are lightweight and casy 1o use, and most models camry a
integral piezoclectric igniter, allowing the torch to be acti
vated with the push of a single button. Normal valve setting
produce a concentrated flame up to six inches in length
Although this range seems trivial when used against a maraud
ing bloodsucker, the torch ignites clothes and causes sever
burns with a single swipe. A 16-ounce fuel cylinder allows
o Iﬁmmdmunmm.uﬂllwprwwum
exists that can be carried comfortably in a bac hames
and operated for more than an hour. It's possible to modify
torch's noszle to increase its effective range, essentially turmning
it into a crude flame-thrower, but such modifications ca
casily cause gas leaks or deadly explosions.

Perhaps one of the most powerful and commonly availabl
incendiary devices can be found in many vehicle trunks an
aboard most small boats: a magnesium safery flare. Bumning at

of moee than 1400 degrees for as long as 30 seconds
these chemical flares ignite any combustibles on contact ans
can make a metal surface red-hot within moments.

Flares generally come in two types: roadway, which are 12
inch-long sticks that have an extended endurance (up 1o 1
minutes); and pistol, designed for high-altitude signaling. Th

flare comes in a bright orange shell that's shorter but tha
the same bore as a 12-gauge shotgun shell and is designed

Penctrates armaor (5)

le the target, protruding through the body
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befndﬁunawulhhnh or handheld bauncher.
In a pinch, these flares can be from a standard 12-gauge as
well, although the shoet length of the shell has an increased
chmudm:mm action weapons. Shell flarcs
have encugh power w ranged weapons, but ane
cﬂrcmmmh:dummdmkﬂmlm.lhﬂm
such as a rotora bloodsucker (say, if three or more health
I::E{ of damage aze inflicted), it burmns s long as it has fucl,
cmping homfic damage until removed. Chemical flares are
purposcly designed to operate in highly adverse condstions,
quﬂctfhnnutnmﬂmcmw These
incendiary devices can be found at most Large auto-parts stores,
are inexpensive and are desgmed for case of une.
Alr an incendiary is simply a solid or liquid thar is
tamud ickly and that burns readily, at its basic level an
vcumnhwwmnuthmawhdmhqmdﬂmmh
:m-clr to combust while under pressure. The buildup of
pressure magnifics chemical combustion and produces the
cffects associated with demolition charges or bombs. In the
case of a hand grenade. the combustion shattens the bomb's
metal cming and scatters the pieces in a deadly cloud of
shrapnel. Henters can create similar weapons, in some cases
simply buying the items off the shelf and creating sources of
heat or pressure powerful enough to cause them to explade.
The eastest of combustible material to purchase s
gunpowder, available in every cartridge of firecarm ammuni-
tion in use, but also sold separately in metal cans for
black-powder hunting enthusiasts and gunsmiths. With a
fuse, these cans of powder are ready-made bombs in
and of themselves, available in five- or 10-pound containers
and capable of cauming considerable concussion and |
damage. The drawhack to purchasing large amounts of am-
munition or loose powder is a trail of evidence that monsters
with the right connections can trace back 1o A less
substantial but also less conspicuous source of powder
is common fireworks. Though far less powerful, fireworks can
be cannibalized for their fuses and explosive matrer and used
to make fairly reliable grenade-like weapons at far less risk
than attempting to buy hand grenades on the black market.
Since explosives derive s much of thetr power from com-
presion as they do from combustion ( more), viroually any
g placed under wifficient ;Iuﬂ"acti'-'ch:ml:s.
Aerosol cans of any

the point that the ptn.pnm&:mﬂllm
The moss potent of this type are QO2 or oxygen
canustens wed by health-care firms, o peopane tanks

or

sold for backvard grills. RmE;cIm size from lﬁm‘“cﬂm
mqu&;und&n.nmm 00-powand tanks, canusten
are q:uHe causeng tremendows harm when npared. Al
u;:En and (002 canisters are difficult 1o purchase,

readily availible at lawm and garden stores.
ﬁ'lxtem.wﬁ: cylinders are not much larger than a can of
speay and can be as a poweriul incendiary boab
of wrecking the inssde of a2 car or severely injuring the
occupants of 3 small room. Lasger cylinders can cause extensive
structural damage to buildings and can seart fires up to 50 feet
from the point of detonation. (For detailed mules on using
ives 1o destroy buildings and other structures, refer 1o
Chageer 5 of Hunter Book: Avenger.) The disadvantages of
wing large tanks as demolition devices are their weight and
overall bulkiness, as well au the challenge of nipouring a con-
tainer without killing oncseli in the process. Additionally, these

- e = —

unhmmmdﬂducmlmhn&ﬂtmhrmtdbr
authoritics to thei t of sale, asumning the part of the casing
that bean the survives the blst. Since gas grills have
become 30 common, an hunter with a crescent
wrench can crusse the ssburbs for homb matenals.

See Hunter, p. 207, for complete rules on explosives.
Cromeat Warons

Thtmwnﬁhn:u nhnmgluhvaﬂinc:«pnﬂ.
but that doesn’t necessarily make them invulnerable to aci
poison gas or industrial cl'mmmh oe lubricants. A blood-
sucker can't sec if his eyes have been destroyed. Nor can it
shout a warning to its companions when m vocal chords
have swollen shut. Not even shapeshifters, who can heal
devastating injuries within moments, can shrug off chemical

bumsor that cause their lungs to bleed with
every breath. The a m-ccctmanurgmmrﬂnanflq
a plethora of household or light-industrial chemicals to

harass, incapacitate or destroy the toughest creature.

One of the semplest and most common chemical weapons
available i home or garden insecnncade, avaskable m jugs (o be
used with a pump speayer), or packaged in aerosol speays. Al
though not smmediately toxic to humans or animals, these
chemicals atrack the mucous membeancs, causing pain and losof
m-ﬂumuehwdtm-ﬂwnm
b ' ivi ﬁtgtn:xh-nmm

Indoor foggers or “bug bombs™ mﬂnnmdﬁmw cqnbled
ﬁl&gmmnmrhd\ Hinding vapors within 30
and can peodce a small
bhln:uﬂ.po::lw:n:hmdmhumdumm
ally effective as mpeovised tear-gas bombs
A more lethal form of chemical agent can be found in
the many cleaners, bleaches and degreasers available in
stores. Many of these liquids are diluted hydrochloric or
[:q‘w}ntnxdudcmchem:ﬂhxm-hmmdm
Soft tissues such as the eyes, mouth or throar are
cvmmum:muw suffering mmedutiimm Eindl‘m
irrigated wir water, permanent vision loss occurs in
seconds. Bloodsuckery and sombics ase vulnerable, because
tissues are physically destroyed. Also, because this damage is
in the form of chemical burns, monsters cannot heal it as
swiftly as more common forms of injury. Against living
opponents, these chemicals present an additional threat in
the form of highly potsonous gases that are released when a
particular quantity of acid is mixed with bleach. Chlorine gas
Causes MAssive in the throat and lungs, and is
fatal after less than a minute of exposure.
Chemical weapons do not have to be directly harmful to
btcﬁ"c:tiﬂ I ::oaheuithﬂwplluudmml
mdemmtmdmh
rglvh:nmmrlnuponbh sAmEC CAn
E‘m:gxlkmdmmtmmdumﬁumd

shapechanger must pause when its eyelids stick shut and
Mdmgnthnu-l'bn to be peeled away.
Bacx o viz Deawin Boasd

Hunting and destroying creatures that can shrug off
bulles mﬁcmm cars takes cunning. In the absence of
military-grade heavy weaponry, many hunters turn to their
garages and tool sheds for weapons that help even the odds.
This section covers rules for creating scratch-built weapons
or modifying existing ones over the course of a Hunter
chronicle. These rules are general and fairly abstrace, in-

L-._-# L —— =SS SR  ———



WP A —_—_—_—-— ey i sm—aum,

L ]

Device

Deck s-ulant Varizble

thnruum ﬂllt 3 J
J
N

Variable

4

Iﬁ- OZ. gas wluﬂt::r

100 Ib. gas cylinder 32

and inflicts burns for 3 turns after the explosion.

(2) When this weapon is sprayed or thrown at a targer, the attacker must make a Dexterity + Demolitions/ Athletics
roll, difficulry 6; it inflicts a number of levels of fire damage

of 4. That number is reduced by one each turn thereafter unri
(3) The damage listed is for a 6-inch flame. The torch can be modified to extend this range, but loses 1 dic of damage

per six inches of extension.

(4 These flares ignite combustible items on contact and heat metal to red-hot within 2 rums. They cannot be
extinguished with water. The duration of a roadway flare is 10 wurns. A signal flare burmns for 3 tums,

tended for and case of use instead of presenting pages
and pages of formulae and ballistics data. As with the rest of
the Storyteller system, the emphasis is on telling a scory
rather than punching numbers into a calculator.

As always, the Golden Rule icss You are free o
incorporate some, none or all of these systems into your
chronicle, or to modify them however suits your needs.
Ve Bueramr Smace

The first step in creating a homemade device is design.
When your character has an idea to make a scratch-buile
weapon to fight the tural, you should develop a
gencral idea of how the device is supposed to work. You can
establish as much or as little detail as you want, but you
should be able to answer the following questions,

What is the weapon made of! The materials used to
comstruct a weapon have a direct bearing on its durabilicy and
capacity to deliver damage. A home-forged swoed made of steel
&5 going to hold up better than one carved from wood, though
a wooden weapon might be more effective against cenain
monsters. The same applics to ranged weapons: Making a device
that can fire a project atdwmevelmwdu:aﬁﬂeﬁ:ﬂa
bullet ires exceptionally strong construction to handle the
pressure of the propellant. In game terms, the materials wed

ine the maximum amount of damage dice 2 weapon may
cannot exceed double your character's Crafts rating (o be more
than | if your character has no Crafts rating).

How does the weapon inflict ! Is it a bashing
weapon like a dub, or a slashing weapon as a knife? Does it
fire wooden stakes oc

pﬁxmj}nhwm‘fhdnmltﬂ_F:T

m its vicrims with silver-edged shrapnel
allows you to determine what kind of damage the
weapon inflices (bashing or lethal), as well as classifying whether
it isamelee, ranged or explosive weapon, This classification salso
important when determining a weapon's special characteristics,
If it’s a ranged weapon, what is its propellant? How
docs the weapon deliver its ammunition to the target? Does it
usc air pressure like a gun char fires balls of paint, or a

_—‘_

CXPLOSIYES AND Ineonbianics
Damage Concealment

CHAPYIRS:WARKHOWS RO B

Notes

Firebomb (1), Can be sprayed (2)

Intense flame 4}

Firebamh {l}

Firebomb lll]

(1) When employed as a firebomb (poured into a bottle or can and thrown), these weapons explode and then burn.
Full damage is inflicted at the cpicenter and is reduced by one for cach yard from ground rero. Damage is halved thereafter

ual to the number of successes achieved, to a maximum
extinguished.

cwnp!rnedspnng like a crossbow, -.1rdo¢u:mmhgm
Ttnpellanumd\umnpoudu The more powerfu
th: more intensive the construction proces:
bu::uuc increased pressure requires stronger materials an
more precise machining. In game terms, the form of propellan
directly affects the difficulty of your construction rolls.
Where docs your character get the materials and tool
to make the weapon? Does your character have access 1o th
proper tools 1o make his weapon! If not, where does he
them? [oes he have a brother-in-law with a tu‘ﬂm‘l
garage, or can he seay lave at work (and risk ]tnua
mmc-hmhupermnll oject? You don't have to map out a1
and list of parts, but figuring out the
basics nfwh:tt to get and where mmwakm
interesting roleplaying opportunities, Ips t
desperate, individual struggle of the imbued. What does you
character tell his brother-in-law so he can spend late-nigh
hours in the shop? What are the nei likely 1o thinl
about all the ominous sounds heard in the wee hours of the
moming’ Does vour character’s home start to look like a scryg
yard, with discarded pieces of metal and plastic lying in pile
uut;i:c the hc.kdaur.’lﬁ’nucan ::Imxhu Iiﬁ;thr: to plar
up the atmosphere of alienation and paranota that the imbue
wiffer in their struggles against the supematural.
¥ sz Consvrucmon Svace
Once the basic design for the weapon has been workes
out and the Storyreller is satisfied with your character”
efforts o gather materials and tools, you can proceed 1o the
conatruction stage. (If you don't wane o take up game timw
to roleplay preliminary steps, you can um.;-ly boil it all dowt
to a couple of Intelligence + Crafts rol
To build a weapon, make an extended Dexterity + Craft
roll with a difficulry determined by the materials used (see the
construction chart). Difficulty is also incressed by the numbe
of damage dice you want the weapon to have, within its limits
So, amelee weapon made of wood that will have a Strength +J
damage rating poses a difficulty of 5. Any difficulty rotals tha
exceed 10 are treated as 10. I difficulty is naturally far in exces
of 10, such as with complex chemicals, that score could by
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Silicone spray None ]

Impairs Dexterity (4)

(1) The chemical must be targeted at the victim's head to affect its eyes. If the arack hits, the victim must make a Scamina
roll, difficulty 8, each tum until the chemical has been flushed cut. The vicrim is unable to see for cach tumn in which a roll fails.
(2) ThhpscmIhﬂﬂh}u}wmmmhwmmmmuﬁndumﬁthlmkwnnhtion.T'hi:

damage cannot be soaked.

(3) These chemicals cause 1 level of lethal damage every five tums until removed. If the liquid is targeted ar the
victim’s head, the victim is blinded. Unless flushed from the eyes within 3 tumns, blindness is permanent.

(%) The arracker must make a Dexterity + Athletics roll, difficulty 6, to hit the rarget with these chemicals. Any target
that is hit loses 1 die from its Dexterity dice pools for each success achieved. Such immobility persists until the liquid isremoved.

halved and two extended efforts might be called for towork on
separate parts of the project, each at the halved difficulry.

The total number of successes required for the extended
effort is decided by the Storyteller — perhaps six for something
si:?al.: to 15 for something complex. Each roll represents one
to five days of fairly uninterrupeed work. Your character can
put in the time any way he wants, either knocking out a solid
week or picking up 2 day here and there between hunting and
other activities, but a roll cannot be made until the required
days’ worth of labor are put in. If a roll fails, the time has been
wasted. If the roll resules in a botch, your character has notonly
failed to further his project but he has damaged it or exhausted
his supply of raw materials and must get more. [ your characrer
is working with explosive or flammable materials, the conse-
quences are potentially disastrous — a stray spark could lead 1o
an explosion or fire if you really want to bring home the risks
of dealing with hazardous substances.

If the effort is successful, your character manages to
construct the weapon. But like all home-built designs, the
device is crude, clumsy and prone to breaking. All scratch-
built weapons begin with four negative characteristics that
paint a picture of the items’ idiosyncrasies and rough con-
struction. Melee and ranged weapons have che characteristics

elt 1
(plastic explosive)
For explos

s Melee and Ranged Weapons

* Manufactured stone mlr weapons arc sufficiently unlikely as to be impossible.
cplosives and Incendianies

i Difficuer, . -~ Damx :
Flammable liquid 4 4
Black + 5

ives, the maximum damage dice shown are per kilogram. Up 1o 10 kg of explosive can be used per effort. Thus,
10 kg of black powder with a damage rating of 5 per kg yiclds 50 damage dice in a single explosion.

chomsy, wnreliable, budky and imefficient. Homemade explo-
sives and incendiarics start out with unstable, wnreliable, budky
and inefficient. These negative characreristics affect a weapon’s
performance in significant ways, but can be eliminated over
time as your character tinkers with the design. He may
choose which characteristics he intends to eliminate.

Nzearmz Caanacremmsmics

Improvised weapons have four of the following negative
characteristics, whether they are melee/ ranged weapons or
explosives/ incendiaries.

Clumsy: +2 difficulty on all arrack rolls

Unstable: Botched Physical Artribute rolls while carry-
ing cxplosives may cause them to detonate prematurely
(Storyteller’s prerogative)

Unreliable: Attack rolls borchona 1 or 2

Bulky: Worsens concealment rating by one level. See
Hunter, p. 198. Items whose ts automatically

componen
render them “N” before being incorporated into improvised
weapons, and that gain this characteristic — say a large ax
turned into an even larger ax — are bulky. The
characteristic cannot be eliminated (see below).
Inefficient: +2 difficulty on all damage rolls

10+
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If you get extra successes on your extended Crafts roll to
create a weapon, cach success eliminates one of these char-
screristics. Larer, as the Storyreller allows, vour character
may Iy to improve upon his creation. Each attempt &
considered a simple action and the effort takes hours or days
of game time to complere. Any number of successes on this
roll eliminate a single selecred negative characteristic

Exawrct of Wearon Consyrucrion

Kirsty is faced with a dilemma: She has discovered a nendoum
e that's the kair of a pack of Moodsuckers who prey on a
neghborhood. Her former hsower g hune chunh med Rer, ond e
has ondy a handpen left at hey disposal. She i ory 0 take the monssers
om ome bry one buat that wall ke eime | and the thengs need 1o be destrorsed
now. She can go in after sunorise but sn't siere whether the things can
defend themselves as lomg as they're out of direce sunlighe. She neads
some kind of weaprm that will kall themn quackdy and in one fell swoop

She has heard that Moodssackers can be haert by five. She con’t kay
ke bz om @ fleame-thromer — she was @ meve melitory neserviet m
her prenions life — braz she might be able to improvise one. She cases
and later breaks into an auto-mechanic shop and goes to work

Kirsty's player proposes a design that uses compressed air to
force gasoline through a long nozzle and into a chamber with an
tgniter, hopefully sending a stream of fire a diszance of six or
seven feet. The shop offers everything the Wayward needs

Kirsty sneaks into the garage over a couple nights,
careful 1o cover her tracks each time. The Storyteller callson
Kirsty's player to make a Dexterity (4) + Crafis (2) roll each
night. The device is ruled to be an incendiary and works with
a flammable qumd. The difficulty is 8 — base 4, [‘*lu-:- another
4 because the player wants the flame-thrower to inflict the
full 4 damage dice possible for a weapon of that type (which
is also the maximum she can have due to Kirsty's 2 Crafis).

Given the availability of materials and rools at the S.hn-i‘,
the Storyteller decides thar only six successes must be achieved
to create the wedpon Kirsty's player gets four successes the
fiest night and three more the nex, for a total of seven. The
device is serviceable but has its problems. The wall of the
container is unszable, s it could rupture if dropped or dam-
aged. The whole contraprion is bulky. And the nozle is
mefficient as it spews flame in a wide fan instead of in a narrow
stream. Kirsty docsn't have time to address all these prob-
lems, but she does make sure that the ymiter can be trusted.
(That is, Kirsty's player dedicates her extra success to elimi-
nating the unreliable characteristic.)

I Kl!!-r‘_.‘ survives her descent into the bloodsuckers'
nest, she could hang onto her improvised weapon and make
improvements on it in the future. Eliminating cach of it
negative characteristics is a project unto itself, achicved by
her player through a simple action and probably a Dexterity
+ Crafes roll, as decided by the Storyteller.

Sicus of THE Rigivsous

Mere existence as a Wayward demands unwavering
focus and conscant srruggle. To suffer distractions or to stray
from the mission is to die. To _ulu.gndtr one's &trtnﬂﬂ'i L )
die. To not ru-\.h oneself to the very limits of human APty
is to die. The maniacs’ dream or obscssion is so far-reaching,
8o vait and so alien that it necessitates calling vpon every
ounce of being they're able to muster — and more.

Some Waywards, particularly those lost in their destruc-
tive compulsions, have subconsciously discovered radical

P
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methods to push themasclves, to inspire themselves, to make
themselves stronger. Over time, as jwn‘ devotion and visual-
tzation of the hunt deepens, Wavwands can “mark”™ themselves,
drawing on, scarring of burning their flesh The reasons are
never clear and may be different for each person. Pechaps they
'-ll:"\-ll'l\.:!dl.li.l"_-' Want o l'i-l;ll.thi] themselves, to deface their
bodies out of shame for che acts they commit. Maybe they no
longer feel like any of the people or other hunters who
surround them, so they stnive o visibly set themselves apart.
Pe r!‘\.qh they just want to fuck up their kooks x0 severely thar
they can scare even temifying monsters, (Or maybe such deface-
mMent is perfomed subconsciously, and a Wayward is shocked
to realize that he has carved or bumed himself while otherwise
looking to the future or planning an attack. Whether it'sa self-
proclaimed rite of passage or an indication of masochism,
Waywards can resort to marring or decorating their skin as an
expression of their calling

Many start “small” with a simple, impermanent design
They mark themselves with ink, ash or blood, scrawling a
symbol that just “seems right," that lingers in the back of the
brain or that has been “seen somewhere” and that haunts a
killer's mind. (If word of this wend ever spreads to the
theorists among the imbued, they might speculate thae
there's a connection between these symbols and the hunter
code itself, both of which can bear an implicit meaning to
some chosen. ) Initial signs are often hidden beneath clothes,
although it's not long before they're wom openly — and
some Waywards can brandish images overtly from the very
beginning, whether on arms, the neck or even the face

Regardless of where or why Waywards wear these mark ingss,
these hunters definitely ascribe a sense of strength, energy, will
or determinarion to the signs. The psychos simply feel greater
resolve, whether markings impart power of their own or the
Wayward’s mind supplics the acrual motivation. Given the
rewards, it probably comes aslittle surprise that killers can resore
IO permancnt [F_a;:ﬂ; pl':d-.:'.i.-m'llul or hu'-'l'l’!l"!'."l.hic CALTOOS, SCArs Or
brands. Anything to make the signs a desplay of who a Wayward
s and what he can do. Anything to grant power. Indeed,
W' aveards immersed immeasurably into the hune become ven-
table “illustrated” men or women, their bodies landscapes of
meaningful yet mysterious sigils and designs

Who knows where the inspiration for such defacement
onginates, or where the sceming power within these symbols
comes from? Is it a gift from the Messengers, a blessing to
compensate for an otherwise broken creed! s it a manifesta-
tion of Wayward instinet given form upon flesh! Or is it
something more mythic, harking to a time when war chiefs
painted themselves to stand apart from their followers and to
righten the enemy! No one knows. But that doesn't stop
"x-.,l'lﬁl'.l..fdi f.c-m 5'\:.[!'1“;: l'f'u,- LIS

Bages of Courace

A Wayward more or less subconsciously stumbles upon
the symbals that bestow energy and power upon him. There's
no plan or strategy to leaming or finding the images. They
simply come to mind, seem appropriate or linger at the back
of the mind until expressed physically. Once a symbol is
drawn, your Wayward just knows that the sign is important
and he finds consolation, spirit or validation in it. Each
symbol simply represents something important about himself
that he can look to, and by which he can feel invigorared.

Almost all of these symbols are unlike any signs known
in hunter code. Other hunters who look at a Waywards'
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marks sense no meaning to them whatsoever — except for
one, that which ts—"chief,” “warrior” or “general.” Of
all symbols bome by Waywards, that one is usually the first
to be wom prominently.

When a Wayward achieves 4 Vision, he begins to sense
the importance and meaning of certain images. A symbol
comes to mind and is imagined in different places, seen
momentarily on the characrer’s skin in a mirror or formed by
the blood of a defeated monster. In many cases, the psycho
fecls compelled o adom himself with the image in some
fashion. Not to say that he must — your character may resist
the craving, and some Waywards bear no signs at all — but
resisting is usually an act of will, as opposed to the narural
instinct to submit (chere’s no system in place to resist self-
marking at any time in a Wayward's career; it's 2 matter of
roleplaying). For each Vision point thar your chasacrer gains
after 4, the image of another symbol comes to mind, becomes
meaningful or seems elusively appealing. Thus, a characrer
with 7 Vision has a "repertoire” of four images. A character
who resists adopting symbols early on might opt to embrace
them later in his “carcer™ and may acquire one for cach 4+
pointof Vision that he has. You or your Storyreller may choose
the signs that your character adopts, asbest suits your chronicle.

If a symbol is drawn in a temporary fashion, such as with
magic marker, the image fades but the implicit understand-
ing of its meaning and the vigor it conveys is never forgotten.
If your character wants to resort to its effects again, he can
draw the image again and may eventually make the mark
permanent. Location of such signs on the body is unimpor-
tant. They can be anywhere and placement on exposed parts
often indicates a psycho who no longer gives a damn (or
never did) about society's concepts of decorum, or someone
who wants to shock whomever or whatever he meets. At the
Sroryreller's discretion, painful means of marking can inflict
a level of bashing damage that can't be soaked. These
methods usually leave permanent scars.

Waywards can know or bear multple marks simulra-
neously, bur only one can be “active” — can be a source of
determination or drive — ar a rime. Activating a sign means
drawing it on the body or focusing on it as a personal motivation
if it already exists. Your character might know that he'll need
brawn (i.e., Strength) in the coming days to rangle with a rot
thar’s stalking him. Or perhaps he looks for determination 1o
stay alert to his pursuer (ic., he brings forth more Perception).

cunning,” b8

"; 1 10 Wits 38

*Wily,*"
“resourceful
rolls

-

REESSHOIET. “Vigiknt,  alert, ~wary’; ww
"fﬁﬁﬁb +1 1o Perceprion rolls +1 to Inte

+1 w Hele& or Hvrawlw_*l to “awesome”
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Activation of a sign costs three Conviction points. The
effectsof ench symbol, listed below, kasz for Vision rating in days.
Benefits received are lost if 2 sign s ever mamed before duration
expires normally. Maybe ink fades, your Wayward falls in a river
or blood soaks his skin and covers his permanent tamoo. A
marking’s effects can also be terminated premarurely if your
character chooses. He simply allows himself 1o “come down” or
ceases to focus so intently on the goal he previously sought. He
cannot activate another symbol immediarely, however. Atleast
one day must pass before he can look to another sign for
inspiration, no marter how the previous effect’s duration ended
— intentionally or not; premacarely or after its full extent.
Drawing or trying [0 activare a new sign too soon seems mildly
tiring rather than invigorating, as if vour character’s spirit isn't
into the intended new “program” just yer.

The following are just some signs that could be impor-
tant to your character. More existand you and the Storyteller
may create some and define the benefits they bestow.

You or the Storyteller may choose one image for each
point of Vision gained from 4 onward. Signs cannot be
chosen for each Vision point and then replaced by new ones;
i Waﬁward envisions or adopts only a few images in her
career, nding on how high her Vision rises. Marks
shouldn' 1‘}: chosen or asigned randomly. Although a gen-
eral meaning is indicated for each symbol, above, you or the
Storyteller should ascribe a personal meaning.to each, ex-
plaining why your character finds it empowering. Maybe one
reminds your character of the first creature he ever encoun-
tered, or is reminiscent of a memory, experience or past love.
Thus, while different Waywards can bear the same symbols
and gain the same benefits from them, they all ascribe the
same signs with different meanings and persomal significance.

Members of other creeds — and Waywards with less
than 4 Vision — gain no effects from these symbols when
they're drawn on their bodies. Nor do they understand the
significance of the signs that “qualified” psychos do. Perhaps
these other hunters just aren’t psychotic enough to grasp
“worthy™ Waywards' perspective on and appreciation for the
hunt. On the very rare occasions when two Waywards meet,
they can appreciate the meaning of any symbols inscribed on
each ather. Psychos can even adopt new symbols from peers
when their Vision rises next, but cach Wayward still invests
each symbol with his own personal significance, not with the
same meaning that another of the killers does.

ne” l'ktaamling "“h.'ut 1]
+1 to all

damage mlh




"W A
ri ; .:-‘.‘_ . ,-:.‘\kﬂ-lr

N
e

N
-

L &,
|
|
-
i
)
o
" i -
-
o
.|
\
g |

u‘




CHAPYIR 6: YHI DOGS 0F

And now art thou cursed from the eavth, which hath opened
hey moush 1o receive thy brother's blood from thy hand

Clenesis 4:11

The imbuing does more than grant Waywards new
abilities: it imposes an imperative to kill thar immedi-

.1lt‘|"3 overrides ANy pPrevious m ral code, and that forces

these poor souls into psychopathy. The result is people
who fight a losing battle ro stay human, while the worst
part of them acknowledeges nothing more than a geno-
cidal obligation to be fulfilled at any cost. Some fight
their compulsions. Others revel in them. This chaprer
profiles some of these people for you to use as characters
or to introduce in your chronicle. Feel free to customize
or alter them in any way to fit the needs of your story.




Prelude: While you weren't actually born with a gun in your hands, you came darn close. Your
dad always wanted a son but seemed to accept you as long as you did some of the things a boy might
do. So, when he took vou hunting for the first rime, you went along for his sake. Much to your
surprise and his, you really enjoyed it
You couldn’t wait until you were old enough to go hunting alone. In the meantime, you
M tagged along with dad most weckends and learned to serip, clean and shoot a gun. You were
i pretry damn good at it too

Everyone had a gun where you grew up. [t was just an accepted pare of life. Your mom and
dad drilled it home that you needed guns for protection from criminals and madmen, just like
the cowboys needed them to protect themselves back in the Old West. As you grew older, they
r,'ll..l.ﬂ]'lt Vi If Was Youur l'.uh! o CarTy a gun, a n';h.l pl\"Tl.:'L-h:\I I:"p ii.lw

|1: Wil .'r|'|]|. OMce YOu Were a grown-up .:_['ha. h.‘u! e H.-'lt\i o I:"'.{: CALY ri-..n oy :'t:!ll:i.‘\.‘i (1700

\ everyone felt the same way. Some bleading-heart liberals actually seemed to believe thar
suns cawsed trouble instead of preventing it. Even a few politicians agreed
But vour life was comfortable: work as a secretary, evenings in bars with gun-club
buddies and weekends hunting or back home with dad. Then, one day asyou walked home
from work, vou saw something —someone that was Just as mux h an animal as the creatures
you shot in the woods. Then and there, you knew why guns were w0 important.
You tracked the creature back to its home — or lair, as you thought of it. The
first buller put it down. It got up again. The second and third pur it down, as well.
It took longer to get up that time, and you switched to hollow-points
to finish it off

You found others like yourself in the city soon afterward, and now

you're busy training and organizing them into hunting parties. Week-
ends away in the country are the perfect opportunity to teach this
ill-marched collection of people some decent gun skills. Some of them
initially disagreed with your attitudes and methods, but they cither
gave in or you ran them off. Olcay, a few didn’t run or give in, but they
aren’t p:‘oHcm* any more, cither.

Concept: You're a young, committed hunter who has spent most
of her life killing animals with guns. Now, the reason for all thae
practice is clear. Long ago, you mentally classified all animals as game.
Now you realize that you need o include some — or maybe all —
people in there, too

Roleplaying Hints: Monsters deserve nothing more than a
quick, clean end. You're good with a gun and prefer to kill at range
rather than up close and personal. Anyone who's with you is
trained 1o the best of your ability. You cven share your guns if that
makes for a better kill. If anyone gets in your way, however, a bullet
solves the problem quickly. You're adept at faking everything from
a professional hit to an accidental shooting.

Equipment: Selection of shotguns and rifles of different
sizes and uses, ammunition, outdoor survival gear, hunting
permits for several different states, a small car and a batzered old
truck for weekends
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R BOOK : WAYWARD

I'm norplaybi s anvmore

Prelude: At an early age, you .'x;.'-.ll.u.;. that the world wasn't the happy place t

made it out 10 be 'l I PaArcnis maved o A NCw own and you started at a new school.

5 i
Your being the new kid n '.|.|r' you a target, and you I.ipl-.!'.\ realized

choice. You could either pick on other kids

.\_n'-_,!.j |_ L .l R YOLl

" e 53 -3 i
Wil cany, andd You set oul (o make yoursell the most feanod Kid LD S0

You were preetry smart about it, too, Some morons impressed the rest by talking back
® \ . I i ] ] 1 k|
» the teachers. Sure, it won the other kids' approval, but it made life harder as the

teachers punished them or told their parents. Y su intimidated and threatened che seronger )
but shower kids unril vou had a gang that would do whatever you wanted. You had the whole
schoolyard in vour back pocker, and the teachers were none the wiser

_ife was pretry casy from that point on. You ke _:-1 the kids in line and kept yourself

wrt of rouble I’--. the time you were in y m"“ud te you had enough accumulared
rexpect (TOom yous r classmares that you real v didn O IV anymure

-— g ¥ -

1 hen everythuing changcd Une ¢ VETiIng, VO A Uy DAangIng aroundad
I o thee fence was WTORE somehow not human. Yo hesitate. You took the

L:u*c you carried for int 1r-m. ation and drove it inco hi
s YO ":Id 1T AR,

warely noticed ar first,
seain. That's \||.|. vou realized you were lighting for

. You'd picked up some tncks around the playground, but you saw how

ks

—— bt malle ha
ey wCIe winen you NNALLY ha

to stab the thing in the eye
Somchow, vou just knew there were other things out there hike ?11.:-' one, and

they had eo go. You serabout it the only way you knew: You got other kids 1o do your
dirty work. [t didn't take much to get vour gang — always premty badly behaved —

to throw homemade fircbombs throueh the right windows, Even if they he wd no iden
who or what the victim was, it was fun enough that they didn't care. Before o
VO and T".'..'- — made the transition to full-fledeed street BANE. You even

l picked up recruits from a few other gangs who knew more than vou did abour
h 163 1Ih~._ LA s ] \-ql’ll'- .3

Now, the police are after this new street gang n Lo, but they
haven't made the connecton with you or your followers. It's only a
marrer of timme, thi q::‘ 80 VO 1e maki NE PICPAraiions Lo rum away from
home and direct vour gang from ﬁ.d;.... You've made connections with a few of the
local dealers — the human ones, anyway — that will keep you in cash for the time

oeing 1:'.:".'I.-: O 2y ol alone

Concept: You're a cocky school bully tumed gang leader. You're as single-
minded about dealing with the things on the strects as you once were ot
making a place for -1\_';;1v'*' at schiool. The fact that you're tuming a bunch af kids
into killers 1m|-;r minals doesn 't bother vou in the least. As far as you can see, it's
I:.".L ."."' I thung o J:

H:-[rr]n‘in: Hints: To adults, you're a quick-to-please kid. To other kids
vou're hell in an acne-nndden body. Your sense Jf :Il...‘;:’it and wrong has been
severely warped by years of bullying, and irreparably twisted by the imbuing.
“Right” and "wrong” are irrelevant; ¢

he world is split into what you can getaway
with and what vou can't. You don't even see destroying these things as
cw .-.h.'::'.g;. just noCCssary

A Equipment: Switchblade, cheap mobile phone, beat-up bicycle, MP3 player,
wardrobe of moderarely Pflis‘.’hl Arréer Dasfons .r:".-J amob of burly teenagers keen to
win your approval

A
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PromineNy WRYWARDS

The following are among the most “notorious” of
Waywards. That is, in the minds of most hunters they're
nothing more than maniacs and mass killers who have no
sense of morality or subdety in the hunt. And yet, some
Visionaries and Zealots cam see a method o their madness, and
a few have even begun to wonder if these people aren't privy
to greater truths than other imbued realize. Still, understand-
ing these imbued means getting over the atrocities they have
committed — and undoubredly will continue to.

Ceayvon Ateery Hﬁumh aKA Rttsyman222,
axa Peceus, axa Ul EG47S , AKR MavHEw

Berween his 1951 birth and his present-day infamy, the
man bomn as Clayton Mavhew Jr. has had many aliascs. The
vagaries of his imbuing have left him with lirtle beyond those
false names except a cold, calculared purpose that has made
him an outlaw among outlaws.

After | B-year-old Inez Ebumn revealed her surprise preg-
nancy to her mothe I, a marriage of convenience and a
lengthy honeymoon abroad quickly followed. Thirteen
months later, Inez and Clayron Mayhew were driving home
to introduce “their” new baby to his kin when a truck
broadsided their Cadillac. Only the infant survived.

Of course, Iner’s mother knew the orphaned child was
no Mayhew at all. But whar even she didn't know was that
the child’s rrue father was a full-blooded Cherokee, a migrant
worker whom her daughter had met in the Ebumn family's
tobacco ficlds.

So it was thar even as Clayton Jr. was brought up by his
grandfather Jack Mavhew — a stalwart among the North
Carolina Knights of the Ku Klux Klan — each passing vear
made the boy look less like proper white supremacist marerial.
("Somethin’ ain't right abour thar boy,” was Jack's mantra.)

Nonetheless, Jack saw a chance to make over a son who
had been a rremendous disappointment to him. He person-

ally instructed nine-year-old Clayton Jr. in the “art of lvnch-
ing niggers,” anl made the boy a crack shot, despire the
crudity of the caricatured blacks thar filled the old man's
firing rrms:r Linfortunately, “pickaninnies” weren't the only
targets of Jack's loathing. The constant threats, insults and
assaults directed at his grandchild only worsened as the boy
grew cver more to resemble (as Jack phrased it) “the flip side
of a buffalo nickel.”

As a young man, Clayron Jr. was broughe into the Klan
mostly because his grandfather was a prominent member. As
one of the knights, the young man took part in mob violence
with real gusto and no one could deny his skill with a rifle.
When his hood was off, however, his “brethren” gor nervous.
After fights began to disrupt the ranks, it was Jack who asked
the boy to leave “for the good of the cause.”

Clayton Jr. drifted for some time before he decided that
a military career was what he needed to prove himself. He
couldn't pass che psych exams, though.

Ulrimarely, Clayton Jr. reached Southeast Asia as a
freelance photographer — although not a very good one. His
experiences there gave him another group of people 1o hate,
however. Once he returned home, he was a walking pillar of
malice. He tried to find himself a place among the hate
groups infesting the northwestern United Seates. Linle
progress awaited him there, because his appearance raised
even mose Jl'u.i'ull:'l among racists in this region where Narive
Americans were far more visible — and, in Clayton’s circles,
despised.

Unquestionably, his imbuing on a dark, wooded road in
Washington State saved him from aimless ignominy, self-
hatred and probable suicide. Whether anyone — Clayton Jr.
included — is better off for thar "salvarion” is open to debate.

Prior to his encounter with God45, Clayton Jr. suffered
from an odd derangement thar mentally blocked him from
using his own name. Thus, he routinely idenrified himself by
one of a revolving series of aliases, many similar to his given
names. What cffect the revelation of his true parentage
might have on his future behavior is uncertain.

Josnua Marviews, axa Gonds

It was a trial by fire for the hunter who calls
himsell God45.

He was a family man from Philadelphia with a son, o wife
and a tenwous position as a histologic technician at Abingron
Hospital. By day, he prepared slides of biopsies, tumaors and
other potentially cancerous tissues for the resident patholo-
gist. By night, he mied 1o manage his family, manage his
money and manage the workload from his classes ar Temple
Medical College. Every day was a fierce juggling act as he
tried to keep the elements of his world in balance, all the
while becoming increasingly inured to the world of blood and
cancer that he saw through the microscope.

It happened slowly. The message, a single phrase, was
given 10 him in a fleeting moment at the hospital. It was a
stuttering glimpse ahead 1o his imbuing, which would de-
scend fully that night during the family dinner. The message
was delivered again, the doors of perception opened wide and
Joshua saw his son as he really was: ablotch, a stain, inhuman.
Joshua's reaction was blind, irrational, murderous. He took a
knife and cut the boy's throat. His wife attempted 1o stop
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Kirsyy MeCatium

The day Kirsty was old enougl
day she walked inta the ]-.'1.':4| '!*.-ll-_n.' sLanon and rcpar::*-! her
father for child n -'If"ﬂ.ll:.ll‘.. He was tried, .:-:-11".:1.1;-.1 .‘!!’ui
locked away for i:n_ etter part of 10 years. She spent | half o
that in therapy, having her dq.nt..l'\ rebuilc 3_“\'_"-”"'\-|I1”:LII.._.

]Li."uLl"""l‘l Wik hf_‘

into distinct ',-r-he':..lia.l.:-.- under years of abuse

':-..‘-'I.,‘l'l.':H-I”\.. she created a new life for herself, She went
to college, where she discovered a remarkable aptitude "-'-1'
electronics. She eventually landed a job in an electronic
firm in the so-called *Silicon Glen™ of central S« otland ‘Z:l“.t'
sertled in East Kilbride, met Gregory McCallum and m irried
him. A few years later, they had their first baby girl

:"\;'."'\.!‘! jo u‘p...,f[‘qr lerricorial Army with here np Ex-‘u. 5
ap proval, L;1r7‘|l|, throu 1"| the normal safeguards by lying
about her maiden name, In'fm; some documents and
taking advantage of the lax checks performed by the
reserves. Being in the TA gave 31 er a Ir:'||l|-‘: of empower-
ment that she had lacked earlicr in life. Indeed, she made
a ':*..-.[ oy and content life, confident that the horror of her

vildhox *d was behind her.
him, and even though she looked perfectly normal, Joshua Then one night on her way l'u_ me, she ran over a de: od
reacted insanely and broke her neck. Surely the inlecrion PeIon Twice r:"t 1 thar moment ¢ her life w I‘L onsumed

by adesire to clear e Scotdand of !|u SC 1INV —'h]] ,_r INgs. Soomn
after her Firsa kill, onie of her co-workers became SUNPYELC WS
;Lr sress of the imbuing and the possibility of discovery
fractured her personality once again. Her primary wdentity
-rr:-.:.mu.d aware ol what :1‘|.L had become, but was insulated
from the worst of the Messengers” urgings. Her secondary
perso nality took the full brunt of the imbuing and became an
cfficient. if ruthless, soldier in their service.

had already spread ro her, he perceived implicitly; she spent
more time With the boy than he did.

After that, he burmed down his own home and fled

Joshua's normal life disintegrates | in a maccer of min-
utes, and he was forced to adopt an entirely new one Tha-
of u stalker. A killer. He grew to understand it slowly, and
inevitably accepted his calling with a clinical obsession
that was beyond psychotic .E-: adopted a metaphor from
his past experience that explained the monsters and his
cole with regard 1o them: They were cancer. He had
-.:.';{nu:.l to be a doctor once, to save lives and to excise

-ancer. Bur that could never be, lor now a new calling
eckoned to him, offered him the chance 1o heal on a
grand sc ale, to be a physician of Biblical proportions. He
has been at it ever since, a ;]1:\;4: to MONSLers, a

Kirsty soon found herself unable to reconcile the de-
mands of the hunt, a family and a job. She abandoned her
hushand and daughter and set herself up in a squalid flat in
Glasgow, financing her ':-m:l,-n: {hrm::h the occasional
theft. The “primary” Kirsty w‘_ wroduced to @ group of
hunters in Glasgow by Paul Moreton (Sixofswords2?),

m_._nr marishly ,,Ltt-"n ined indivi ml b mnging death 1
those who seek to cormupt the wor H s body
[ loshua is c'.:;-a.i:-. serious and utterly clinical in his judg-

ments. Doubt doesn't seem to occur to him. When doing his
“work,” he is humorless determinesd v Ll'l';!—'.!..]-'-:-‘-'-'l"'
ProfiLe

Attributes: Strength 3, :.'1_'1.‘;fl.t‘-' [ Precise) 4, Stamina
(Enduring) 4, Charisma 2, Manipula Appearance 2,
Perception (Wary) 4, Intelligence 3, -.1 its 3

Abilities: Alertncss | _I_"ll" Areas) 4, Athletics 3, Awa

ness 2, Brawl 2, Computer 2, Do -1-: .‘ Drive 2, Firearms 3,
Intimidanion .rr ri 4, Inve 3, Leadership 3, Medi-
cine 3, Melee 2, Rescarch 3, Science : Security 2, Stealth 2,
Technology 2, Torture 3

B.‘-wkgruumis: Arsenal 4, Contacts 2, Paoron 1

Edges: (Deviance) Impart, Forewamn, Enrage, Reap;

I".:‘".;;j:-'.:ll-.'L- Cleave, Tra [

Vision: 10, Zeal: 3, Conviction: 8, Willpower: &
nl-"!"-lilhﬁﬂ'l{.'nl* Anrisocial Personalicy Disorder (Saci-

apathy), Megalomania, Paranom

TS U T ——

— _ e, __._—__‘-_‘.EE‘.“



-

L — L ——

T A— —— . — —— — —

Vissonary who devoted his time o vmiting the imbucd
Meanwhile, her secondary personality had cowed a small
group of hunters in nearby Stirling into following her, after
shie slaghtered wane civilion and indirectly cawnsed the
death of half the group. When Moseton made contact with
:hc .‘*lu'rl:n;; ETou, he cr.cL-u:l'lirfni KIT\'\."- 'l-l:'L'-u'-llJ.l.'\ pet-
sonality and Later confronted her primary one

Kimey eventually moved south with Mogeton, joining
biis nmew group of hunters in the southeast of FH,‘;.JHJ His
presence sectd to eane her wont excoses and prevents her
secondary personality from taking control. But the longer whe
hunes, the more akin the two Kirstys become

Although occastonal ghmpses of the loving wife and
mother who Kirsty once was occasonally show through, she
is little more than a very proficient soldicr these days. Only
Morcton's steadving influcnce and a desare to ot be utterly
rejected by another group of imbued stop her from slipping
completely into her alternate persona

Nyancowa

There are times when even the most compassionate and
forgiving of hunten i endangerad by the other sade. Not all
momalers ApPrectalec Altempds [0 ]."fl'!'n,: them back mto hu-
manity. Despite their willingnes to fight, aprressive hameers
can also find themeelvies in the same position: they jusz getin
over thetr heads and don't undenitand exactly what they
face. Despite these dangeny, few imbued really know mach
about combar or military tactics

In recent months, a2 woman calling henell MNyangooma
has contacted a fow hunter groups in southern Europe and
even «m the f:m,.:w. of Asia. She .'lpp.:rrl'lth' offers aid and
training. In retum, members must follow her onders wathowt
question for the duration of whatever crisu they face. Hum-
crs whao refuse never hear froe her again. Huntens who accepe
sometiomes wihh they had never heard from her

N\.nr!b M, & st -L;'N;‘-lx;h wOinan 'h]'h-ur alsent 'Fnhtl_-
it origins in the Congo, pethaps, puts huntens through a
vicious and demanding training program over a period of a

few weeks, teaching them basic firearms, explosive and

martial skills. She then leads the groups in cfforts to smoke
out and take down the creatures that have musde the hunters
their peey

As oo as a threat is dealt with, Nyangoma moves on.
No appeal convinces her o stay — not that many of her
“clients™ have ever felt like asking ber to do s, Individuals
who've discussed her on hunter-net and ebewhere 1alk
(evidently with bad memonies) of her utter commitment to
destroving the group'’s foe, even if it costs the imbued or
people arcund them their lives Seill, msch chomen concede
that nonie of themn would be around to discuss NTMI;:J'-"I'I-I had
she not interceded

Nyangoma i a striking woman in her mid-10s. Scans on
her arms and legs hint at a violent past, but she never speaks
of her own cxperiences. She remains focumed on the job at
hand and refuscs to deal with other hunters on anvehing b
a professional level

LL — -J—'—_h——*—.h-






The Ead Is Nigh

Monsters are everywhere, lurking in the shadows,
masquerading as upstanding citizens, hiding in
plain sight. They murder, abuse and oppress
- hurmnanity. They have w be stopped, at
' ‘} any price. A new force emerges among
hunters, a new creed never seen before
— or has it been among them from
the start! These chosen are bent on
obliterating the supernatural —and
anyone who gets in their way. Are

these wanton killers the world’s

messiahs. . . or its destroyers!

Stand or Fall

Hunter Book: Wayward is part of
a Hunter: The Reckoning series
dedicated to the creeds, the character
types of the imbued. Waywards are one
of the two lost hunter creeds, a group of
maniacs and psychopaths — even by
monsters’ standards. Learn what it takes
tor drive these hunters over the edge —
or to make them the most prophetic
among the chosen.
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