PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR

In addition to the driving desire to fulfill your contractual obligations and receive the absurdly large paycheck you’ve been promised, you find yourself powerfully attracted to the Pipton Family relative who has also showed up.  Obviously the circumstances are far from ideal, but seeing as how there’s no ring on her finger and she’s been more than simply cordial towards you the notion of romantic possibilities start to creep into your subconscious.  It’s not an intentional or even a conscious decision, but you start behaving protectively towards her person – wanting to accompany her and defend her safety in all situations.  It’s best not to let on that you feel this way; for one thing, it’s still a subconscious feeling and desire.  For another, it might make things ... awkward.

ACADEMIC

The allure of the occult is too strong to resist.  Although you remain steadfast in your determination to rid the town of evil by destroying whatever element it is that has invaded the Pipton Farmstead, you are simultaneously lured by the promise of magic and the arcane.  From this point on, you are obsessed with magic, and feel a nearly inescapable urge to use and practice magic at every given opportunity (combat, searching, etc).  The urge can only be resisted by making both a sanity roll (no penalty for failing except being compelled to cast a spell) and a skill roll against a UR of 6.  If someone else has access to magic and is unwilling to share it, you are tempted to do something rash so as to obtain the magic in question (i.e. steal, kill, deceive, etc) – an urge which can only be resisted with a skill roll against a UR of 4.  

LOCAL CONSTABULARY

In order to prove the worth and restore the honor of the force, you feel compelled to act as a man of valor and action.  Self-preservation takes a back seat to daring bravado and heroic action.  This urge to act recklessly and heedlessly can only be resisted by making a successful sanity roll (no penalty for failing except being compelled to act) and a successful skill roll against a UR of 5.

PIPTON FAMILY MEMBER

Once it becomes clear that the Pipton family is no more, your sense of familial obligation begins to wane.  In particular a sense of indignation at a perceived affront of many years ago resurfaces.  When your grandfather died, he inexplicably left all of his material possessions to the Pipton side of the family.  Your parents received none of his lifetime of acquired belongings, meaning that they had to struggles long and hard to support their family.  They both died young after years and years of backbreaking labor.  It is many years too late, but you become fixated with the notion of finding and absconding with the one family heirloom you know about, which was bequeathed to the Piptons upon your grandfather’s death; a single elegant carved jewel.  Family legend swirls suggestively about this gem – some cousins claim that you can see the future in it, or that it shows you your heart’s true desire.  You don’t put much stock in these outrageous claims, but you do know that the jewel is real.  Tonight you hope to find that jewel and deliver unto your own side of the family.

PIPTON FAMILY MEMBER

You find yourself powerfully attracted to the Arkham townsman who has also showed up.  Obviously the circumstances are far from ideal, but seeing as how there’s no ring on his finger and he’s been more than simply cordial towards you the notion of romantic possibilities start to creep into your subconscious.  It’s not an intentional or even a conscious decision, but you start behaving protectively towards his person – wanting to accompany him and ensure his safety in all situations.  It’s best not to let on that you feel this way; for one thing, it’s still a subconscious feeling and desire.  For another, it might make things ... awkward.

LOCAL DOCTOR

Under the stress and tension of the situation, a dormant undercurrent of discontent surges to the surface.  Years of bureaucratic red tape and parliamentary delays have prevented the complete and utter refurbishment and modernization of Arkham Asylum, where you have witnessed firsthand the lunatic ravings of unfortunate patients.  This interminable wrangling has prolonged the suffering of thousands, and all of the roadblocks are small and inconsequential.  This frustration has bred a antiauthoritarian seed in your heart, and tonight it blooms fully.  On the one hand you are always compelled to try and save the life of someone in need, as demanded by the Hippocratic Oath.  On the other hand, if the patient is a member of the authoritarian class – a law enforcement officer, an emmisary of the government, etc – you want to let them die unaided.  In these cases you must must make a pair of rolls – a sanity roll (no penalty for failing except allowing someone to die) and a skill roll against a UR of 4.  If both rolls are successful, you may treat the patient as normal.  If either of the rolls fails, your skill roll to attempt the healing act becomes irrelevant.  You still roll it as normal, as you don’t want anyone to suspect your betrayals – but even if you succeed in your skill roll you announce a failure.  If no one questions the roll then you have successfully allowed the patient to die.  If someone questions a successful roll that you have pronounced a failure then you may react accordingly and save the life of the patient – though suspicions may start to arise.

LOCAL DOCTOR

The intricacy, detail, and sheer *variety* of the alien forms has entranced you.  Enthralled with their biology, you feel compelled to study them at every opportunity you can.  As such, a recently deceased alien is just another patient to you.  You feel compelled to try and save them if you can, to better understand their inner workings.  You make your medikal roll at a –2 because of their foreign biologies.  And it might be best if you were able to tend to the aliens surreptitiously, as not everyone may be pleased to find out that you’re keeping mankillers alive.  Therefore you don’t have to make your lifesaving attempts obvious – but if an alien is killed you may let the rest of the party go forward while you “investigate” the body.  If you would like to forego saving an alien altogether you may attempt to do so by making both a sanity roll (no penalty for failing except not wanting to leave the alien without attempting to save it) and a skill roll against a UR of 2.

FARMHAND

Under the stress and tension of the situation, a dormant undercurrent of discontent surges to the surface.  The farmer, for all of his kind and generous treatment of you, has never yet treated you like a true equal.  You were always encouraged to be subservient, always expected to be “docile” and “humble” – so much so that a strong distaste bred in your deepest of hearts.

Tonight that bred frustration may finally see the proverbial light of day.  Tonight’s extraordinary circumstances provide a tremendous opportunity.  If the farmer were to somehow, in some way, pass away, the farm would pass via prior legal arrangements into your name.  With one bold act you can step from the shadow of subservience into the bright light of confidence and self-assuredness.

The farmer must not live through the night.

MOBSTER

The proverbial light switch suddenly goes off in your head.  A small detail, an unsettled hint of familiarity has been haunting you all night long.  Without warning the connection is made and a grander picture comes into sudden sharp and stark focus.  One of the members of the group is a townsman who was happening by when the crowd convened.  Something he said suddenly reveals itself as explicitly familiar.  He said something, in the same tone and cadence, that Theodore Blockaby had said during one of the regular Thursday Night card games.  You look back in your mind’s eye and picture the townsman, and juxtapose the image with Theodore Blockaby … and suddenly there is no doubt in your mind that they are one and the same.  He has not shaved, and he dyed his hair and beard, but the Townsman IS Blockaby.  Theodore Blockaby, whose name was whispered into your ear as a contract for his death.

You know what you have to do.

Just don’t get caught.  The family won’t bail you out of jail this time.

TOWNSMAN

The townsman get-up is just that; a disguise. 

Underneath that dyed hair and unkempt beard, you remain – as you always have been – Theodore Blockaby.

Last week you attended a strange party at the stately Victorian mansion of your Uncle, Harrison L’Godt.  The night went horribly, horribly wrong, with terrors beyond your wildest nightmares meeting you at every turn.  Your last recollection of that night is from the basement of Brikington Manor, in a secret hallway that was revealed by a large mass of steam-powered machinery.  A cluster of hideous ghouls had caught you as you fled down the hall, pulling you to the ground as they jumped on your back and legs.  You could feel claws and teeth gnashing into your flesh, and then you could feel nothing.  Your vision went dark, and you were certain you died.

The next day you awoke, torn, bruised, and bleeding, by the bushes outside the south face of Brikington Manor.  Your head pounded in agonizing pain, and your mind could barely accept the events of the previous night.  You pulled a pocketwatch from your pocket to register the time, and then promptly fell to your knees from weakness and fatigue.  You shakily returned to your knees, looked around for your dropped watch before declaring it gone forever, and then slowly hobbled your way back home.  

The next few days are a blur.  You quickly realized that news of the disappearances at the manor had leaked out, including the guest list.  Having failed at collecting the money needed to pay off your mob debts, you seized upon this unlikely situation as an opportunity to extract yourself from the crushing weight of mortal fear.  You slipped out of your house and took up quarters in a local sublet, having dyed your hair and donned new clothes to disguise your identity.  With luck, you figured, you could convince the mob that you had died at the Manor and escape the threat of death yet again.

The celebratory spirit this might have engendered in most people never came to full fruition in your case, though.  Within hours of your unlikely awakening in the morning sun outside of Brikington Manor, you felt that something was amiss.  Inside you, where your spirit and life should dwell, there was only a barren void.  It was as if your stomach was knotted and nauseous, but not you stomach in the physical sense.  Rather, it was as if the central core of your soul was cramped and twisted, barren… empty.  That night in Brikington Manor, something was stolen from you, and it has not yet returned.

The brief snippets of sleep are of little comfort.  You dreamed once of your Aunt Meredith, miraculously returned to life, standing over your broken body and telling your Uncle that they could not abandon their nephew.  You can nearly picture her stooping down and placing a decanter to your lips, urging your semiconscious form to drink.  Your uncle appears, stern and scowling, and tells her that’s enough.  The revitalizing draught is withdrawn, and the dream ended.  These visions – clouded, hazy, misty – are they remembrances of your salvation that night?  Or are they simply the products of a fevered imagination in the throes of unrestful sleep?  Regardless, even the promise of an explanation offered by this dream does nothing to sate your voracious thirst for the lifeforce that was stolen from your body and never fully replaced.

Then , in yesterday’s newspaper, there was an article about a transaction between Lyle Pipton and Harrison L’Godt.  There is vague and unsettling information about a mysterious orb in the piece, an enigma without context in the puzzle of your current situation.  For you know, inexplicably, that somehow, in some way, this orb may save you.  Whether you understand this because of details you absorbed while lying in your own blood in the basement of Brikington Manor – or whether you realized this when your subconscious mind connected seemingly unrelated images and events from that night – or even whether the knowledge is a genetic legacy passed down through generations from the shrouded darkness or arcane eons ago – you carry the conviction that this orb, or one just like it, may somehow save you.  

For make no mistake about it… you know that without help, without aid, without being fully and completely repaired, this emptiness will kill you.

ARMY INTELLIGENCE OFFICER

This character is allowed to dictate his/her own goals and motivations within the game, independently and/or based on occurrences, as long as they are consistent with the character’s general overview provided on the stat card.

PIPTON SUITOR
This character is allowed to dictate his/her own goals and motivations within the game, independently and/or based on occurrences, as long as they are consistent with the character’s general overview provided on the stat card.

LOCAL FARMER

This character is allowed to dictate his/her own goals and motivations within the game, independently and/or based on occurrences, as long as they are consistent with the character’s general overview provided on the stat card.

REPORTER

This character is allowed to dictate his/her own goals and motivations within the game, independently and/or based on occurrences, as long as they are consistent with the character’s general overview provided on the stat card.

