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Ah, Lovel could thou and I with Fate consipre
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,
Would we not shatter it to hits — and then

Re-mould it nearer to the Heart's Desire
— The Rubdiyat of Ommar Khayyam,
Conteipard Fitagedald, trans.
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Chapter 4 Midian s Gam
niaG s naidiM

omewhere, on a hill of crac
house stood placidly beneath sa

skies. Its presence
|| lands was betraye

~ by the
of the building to this b
translucent at best. A set of
passage from the g
second story.
like a dark dr

b aring

as the only
into the skeleton of the
above the ground

his own appearance did not escape him.
ed by centuries in the forges, Lord Ember

rowning, the Guildmaster continued toward the farm-
house, taking time only to study the shadow of a fence that was
not there. Without further hesitation, Lord Ember mounted
the rickety stairs. The attic was devoid of furniture, save for a

%,

vered with a thick layer of soot. One
e Restless Midian, leader of an influ-

ade the set had given up the job halfway through.

idian himself was covered head to foot in strips of ban-
ses, leaving only his face exposed. The illusion that Midian sat
estless was due solely to his animated bindings as they moved
over his frame in a slow danse macabre. His expressionless face
ealed an even greater enigma. The mask that protected his
dentity, like a Caul of Stygian metal, was imbedded inches
beneath his Corpus visage, and reflected the full range of emo-
tional countenance that one would have expected from his true,
but neutral face.

“Well?” spoke the mask of Midian. “Are you planning on
studying me or do you wish to sit down?”

“I would prefer the latter,” the Artificer answered. Midian
motioned to the empty chair opposite, and moved the chess
pieces back to their starting positions. Without comment, Lord
Ember took up a black rook and examined it carefully. “One
of your best pieces,” commented Midian.

Ember nodded with a satisfied grin as a milky tear of
Corpus rolled down the rook’s face. “How is your collection
proceeding, Midian?”

“People no longer wish to play me,” he sighed with
mock-sadness.

“Can you blame them? Those who lose end up as either
a tile or a piece.”
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“Better a pawn here then in the other games being played,”
Midian stated, and shrugged casually as he continued setting his
half-finished board.

Ember regarded him with a stern glance. “Surely you don’t
think I'm going to play against you, Haunter. [ have no interest
in ending up as one of your pieces.”

Midian looked up, his mask aghast with mock concern. “You
cannot believe that I would do you any harm?” he chuckled. “Who
then would I commission to forge new pieces for me? Lord knows
your Artificers regard my kind with a great deal of
suspicion, and finding someone as capable
as you would be next to impossible. I
promise you that no harm will befall
you over this game of chess.” Lord Ember
still looked vaguely unconvinced. Midian
finally reached over, took Ember’s white king
and placed it by the side of the board. “Feel
better? You cannot lose without your king, and
without mine—" Midian placed his black king
on the table, “—neither can 1.”

“Intriguing. What we have here, then,
is a game that remains a perpetual stalemate.”
Ember paused, considered. “Unless, of course,
all the pieces are devoured? Your promise is not
good enough, Midian. There are still are degrees
of victory and loss.”

“But you're still going to play, aren’t
you? You can’t resist the pull of this conver-
sation or the direction it may take you in?”

“You mean the direction it may take the
both of us in.”

“It’s all amatter of perception,”
He motioned to Ember to ope

you refused to
into thy yri stigate the Sandman
i haron may be hidden
ghtened?”

ook his head, his mask still smiling. “I have a

ver, that is the issue in this case.”
“Then what is?”

“I have found that the best secrets are often uncovered where
the arrows don’t point.”

8 Guildbook: Haunters

Ember thought about Midian’s statement for a moment.
“Then you don’t trust the Sandman?” he finally asked.

“Why should I? What reason have I been offered to place my
trust in him? He isn’t the only one with information, you know.”

“If you know something else,” Ember cajoled in an ashen
purr, “then I advise you to share it.”

With a look of innocent hurt on one face
up. “No threats, Ember. I am willj

“Then speak.”

((We&
disru

entire quest for Charon is? Either you’ve decided
to keep us distracted from your true intentions
by distracting us with the idiotic rumor that
haron was betrayed, or someone is playing
ou for a fool.”

“Then you do know something?”’
“If anything, I know that Charon is
not in the Labyrinth.” Midian’s inner face
smiled, a Cheshire grin.
Veins of angry red traced themselves out
on the Artificer’s charred skin. “What makes
you so sure?”

“A trade, Lord Artificer. What do you

have that I could use?”

“Your worthless existence, Haunter
roared Ember. “I was a power in Stygia when
your 10-times grandfather was still painting

himself blue, and I'll be here long after
you’re gone.”

'”

Midian’s Corpus bandages slithered
around his body like agitated snakes. The
Haunter himself, however, remained calm,
his mask an image of placid thought. “Perhaps
you are good at politics, but games are actually
my forté. Take this chess match, for example.
The white king is lacking from this equation.”
Lord Ember regarded the board for a moment, then com-
mented, his tone much more subdued. “As is the black king. We've
already been over this. Is there a point to your comment?”
“There is a balance to things. No gift is entirely beneficial,
and no curse entirely destructive. As I've said, it’s all a matter
of perspective. Charon is missing, correct?” Midian asked as he
tapped the white king next to him with a spindly finger.



“Yes,” Ember answered cautiously, unsure as to where this
was leading.

“And if we are to assume that Charon is the white king in
this equation, then my question to you is this: Who is playing
the black king? It’s a pertinent matter, I think.”

Lord Ember sat back for a moment, allowing the question
to sink in. “Gorool,” he decided. “But they both vanished in
the struggle.”

“Did they really?” Midian purred like a great cat on the hunt.
“Was Charon even destroyed, for that matter? At the moment of
his great ‘sacrifice,’ we Haunters sensed something queer with the
Shroud. Personally, [ suspect the whole thing was a charade.”

“You believe he stepped through?”

“Now I didn’t say that, but why not?” replied Midian.

Visibly agitated, Lord Ember pondered the ramifications of the
Haunter's statement. It was Midian who finally broke the resultant
silence with a casual, “Which piece would you like to be?”

Lord Ember straightened up, his fierce scowl back in place.
“So much for your ‘word,” Midian. I thought you swore that no
harm would befall me.” The Artificer’s words were sarcastic, but
his hand strayed to the weighty hammer at his belt.

“[ promised that no harm would befall you over this g
of chess,” the Haunter said as his arm swept over the board
impress his point, “but, you've lost the other game.”

“What other game?” snapped Ember.

“The one we’ve been playing. This little exch:
information and your heavy-handed attempts to gaj
crets. We weren’t playing the same game, you and
a matter of perception. Besides, I know you aren’t 1
Checkmate!”

A moment of quiet draped the roo
imposter. “Come out, Sandman!” the
know who you are, and [ know thi

Behind eyes that looked li
Thusimos quickly regained

s are the only facet of
And do you know some-
or reminding me of that.”

mber’s cracked visage, and then

ed seated, regarding the now-empty chair
a bored stare. Minutes — or perhaps hours
addressed the black queen. “Thank you for

o excellently prepared.”

At the center of the board, the black queen moved under
her own power, and turned to regard Midian for the first time.
He could hear the faint clinking of chains.

“And I thank you.” The piece spoke with a faint lilt, Midian
noticed. “Witnessing that was... informative.”

“It certainly was.” Midian sat and brooded as silence settled
around him again. It was long minutes before the queen spoke
again.

“As per my last message, | wish to establish stronge
communication with your Guild. There is much, I
we could do for one another.”

“l agree. However, make sure yo
aren’t fools, and the last thing elther o

becoming public knowledge.

“That being?”

“Do you actually be
into the world of the Quj

suspicions were con-

hand when he tried

‘My dear Midian,” she sighed, “that is not your concern.”
[ agree, as long as you remember our deal. I want Charon
Gorool found and his body given to me for my board. I want it
nished by the time I finally return to the land of the living.”

“Do youstill believe you can tear down the Shroud and cross
r again?” the black queen asked with a bemused smile.

Midian’s voice was grim, and terrifyingly lucid. “The Shroud
did weaken when Charon fought Gorool The Mandelbrots have
shown me the proof. If Charon or Gorool’s passing was capable of
doing it once, imagine what might happen if either dies a second
time. This opportunity will not escape us. When the moment of
truth comes, we will be ready to travel through. We’ve been dead
a very long time, and I for one have grown quite tired of it.”

“And your dream visitor, the Sandman?”

“I think it may have been either Thusimos or Akhshephat.
Either way, I claim him for my board.”

“As what piece, if [ may be so bold to ask?”

“Pawn.”

The black queen surveyed the chess board with a troubled
frown. “Pardon the question, Midian, but don’t you already have
a full complement of pawns?”

“My dear lady,” Midian’s translucent face and mask smiled
in unison. “You can never have enough pawns.”
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an you close your eyes an

shadows not +o m
{| not. He sat in
4 midale of his ro

en race back +o t+he sanctuary
J b ounty. The place reeked from

ing he had worn countless times without
of unknown origin marked +he walls and floor;

+, just like every night, Qiad list-ened for +he sounds
ering, of countless tiny light legs scramb ling on wood.
Every night he could hear them, scuttling behind the walls,
darig one anot-her +o go out, creeping forth into the dim light
of his apartment,

er One:

P

rooY htolC

hen the roaches did appear, +heir little black bodies
ed words on his fading wallpaper, h +his maner, +hey spoke
+o him. They t+old hin +hings, dark +hings, Sometimes, however,
ey would go too far and +ry to approach him, They died when
ey did +his, +hough. Every tine a cockroach came too close, it
died. i didnt matter whether it was [0 feet+ away from him, five,
one or even perched on his knee. He kiled +hem al with +he butt
of his gun,or +he sole of his shoe, or with his hand, occﬂsiona“\(, he
would shoot +hem, but +hat wasnt much of an option anymore.
Fre was down o his last +hree bullets, so he had +o be careful.
He had +0 make +wo of +hem count,

Nn infinitesimal sound alerted hWim, and Qiad saw a
cockroach running along the edge of the wall He raised
his gun and fired. The sound barely rippled +hrough +he
room. The roach died, spattered across a hole in +he wall
larger +han its body. Qiad checked his gun — +wo bullets
lef+ — and waited some more while +he cockroaches
spoke +o him.

Ih +he shadows of neither here nor +here, Roachbud +he
Haunter chuckled +o himself. His teeth clicked +ogether in ex-
citement as he formed another sentence for mad <iad to read.
Roachb ud was on a recruitment drive, T his was how he inducted
Wis candidgates into +he Haunters,
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The Guile

Peeling Back the Skin

L

e are the Haunters. We,are a poem that
dances 0 an, invisible choreographer’s
il whim@ywe are chaos by intention, we are
i madness in moderation. Of the Guilds, we
are among the few that bear the distinc-
tion of being outlawed proudly. It suits our
needs, asiit will come to suit yours.

Now you may wonder why ‘we are sharing this with you.
It’s simpl&FWe are recruiters for our Guild, and it is our func-
tion(to bring those of promise into our fold when they die. We
know that gf0u think that you are not yet dead, but really, you
are. It’s jst a timing issue.

Youwill discéver that time works to your advantage when
you're a Hatifiter. [t's all a matter of personal perception. Now,
quit killing our goddamned roaches and listen.

Who We Are

Many would have you believe that we ghosts are the Restless
Dead, too embittered to let go of the real world. We don’t like
this definition. It makes victims of us too easily. A more accurate
description would be to say that we are those who not only refuse
to let go of the mortal coil, but who also strive to bring the Shroud
down like a cheap Christmas tree on New Year’s. We are not
victims; we are wraiths who have decided on a grand and glorious
goal. Unfortunately, we are too divided to reach it. Yet.

Reality was not always the harsh mistress it is now. Even
Charon recognized this, back in the old days when the Shroud
was just a mist. In time, however, the Shroud became bloated,
mirroring the growing ignorance of the living and their precious
Fog. The less the Quick wanted to learn about what frightened
them, the stronger the Shroud grew.

We Haunters came from the ranks of those wraiths who
not only saw the rift widen and the world of the living attempt
leave us behind, but who were determined to rectify this situa-
tion. Our solution was to tear down the ubiquitous wall called
the Shroud, and our target was humanity (for if mortals were the
tailors who dictated the weave of the world, then they had to be
shown that the fabric of their reality was not as well-crafted as



they had hoped). The struggle continues to this day, and when
you die, you will join us and take up the same struggle we have
fought through the centuries. Our aim is this: to unite the two
worlds and take back what was once ours — the Skinlands. We
do so by haunting the living and by reminding them that there
is more to their lives than their petty little world. Mind by mind,
we will show them the reality of terror, and thread by thread the
Shroud will unravel. Then the worlds of the living and the dead
will be one again, and we shall step from the Shadowlands into
the sunlight, there to live once again.

Forever, perhaps. We shall see when it happens.

[ will not delude you. The road has not been easy. We have
always been a fractious bunch. As a Guild we have divided
ourselves into various alliances that pursue the same goal, but
do so by taking differing and, occasionally, opposing paths.
From the maniacal Bedlameers to the practical Menagerians,
from the cold-hearted Mandelbrots to the pious Dantes, we
are all Haunters, but we march under the banners of unofficial
alliances that keep us apart. In essence, we are often our own
worst enemies.

Alliances sesailA

When the call came to form ourselves into a proper Guild,
a variety of groups who practiced Pandemonium stepped for-
ward and claimed the right to represent the general i

between one bunch of Haunters and a;
The factions ended up united by

s.or mutual views, as opposed
scted agenda. In fact, many of

as “clubs.”
re divided over the path we should travel

Guild was a statement of mutual purpose.) We all want to shred
the Shroud, and once we do so, we wish our fellow Haunters
to join us on the other side of its corpse. It’s just that each of
our alliances wishes to demonstrate conclusively that its path

was the correct one, and as such there’s sometimes a bit of...
sibling rivalry that springs up.

In any case, here are examples of some of the more power-
ful alliances within the Guild. We mention these in particular
because they have managed, in some fashion or form, to ad-
vance our craft beyond its original state.

When dealing with alliances, there is one rule ¢
takes precedence above all other con i
agree with another Haunter, you mu
all aliens. If you are a Dante, you may a
to your heart’s content until
the room. Remember, w
we are all touched by
ever understand that.

The H.G. Dweler

Other Aliases: The Puritans, Pan
ianee. is one of the oldest factions within the

deaths. We have seen other supernatural creatures
ime itself, and we believe we can do the same.

once again, then the sky will be the limit!

nitially, we were known as Pandora Skia, or Pandora’s
dow, an alliance dating back to the Golden Age of Athens
well before the birth of the Christian Messiah). We are best
emembered for the haunting of Pandora, a tale that later came
serve as an allegory for the woes of the world. You will learn
ore about this when we teach you our history. For as long
as we can remember, we have been among those who led the
charge against the Shroud, and as the premier practitioners of
the Wylding, we naturally took charge of the alliances when the
Haunter’s Guild became real. Much later, following the release
of H.G. Wells’ The Time Machine, our name became what it
is now, a reflection of the changing times and a tribute to one
who understood somehow what we were about.

We are a small Circle. Our numbers have been shrinking
as of late, that is true, but we are still recognized as the leaders
of the Haunters by most of the Guilds. We regard many of our
brethren to be fools for the paths they have chosen, but we do
not hold that against them. We haunt ancient places, because
people expect that sort of thing from ruined houses and old
mansions. We find the Shroud in these areas is weaker, and
thus the traces of our work cannot be erased so easily by the
Fog. Otherwise, each of us strains against the clockwork of
entropy as best we can, seeking to make the watch hands of
the universe spin backward.
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