
CASEFILE: THE RENTED LIBRARIAN 

Play by Post. Andrew Shields, GM. Joe England, playing David Brown, Professional Investigator. January 2014. 
 

 
“Lifting City Fog” by John Barratt 

http://www.redbubble.com/people/snow/works/183397-lifting-city-fog 

 
David Brown got a call from Randall Moore, a friend of his father. Mr. Moore has done well for himself; 
he is Director of the Grifton Municipal Library in Downtown Grifton, NE. He never expressed an interest 
in Brown's detecting before, but now he has asked Brown to come to Grifton and help with a sensitive 
case. 
 
Up front over the phone he offered $500 up front, $50 an hour, and expenses. So, Brown got on the 
plane. 
 
The props spin down as the plane sits on a runway, gleaming black asphalt under a lowering dusky sky. 
As the airport staff haul the door open and it clatters down as steps, you see a black sedan a dozen yards 
away, with a burly man impassively waiting. He holds a sign, "BROWN." 
 
You head over and get into the car. Then over some bumps, and out of the airport, along twisting and 
winding side streets, to a big five-lane artery that sucks cars into the heart of the city and pushes them 
out again. You aren't sure you have gone too far, but it takes almost an hour to get to the museum (and 
you'd be hard-pressed to retrace the route; detours, odd little turns, and one-way streets are prevalent 
here.) 
 
Up the broad stairs, past the pillars, into the domed antechamber of the museum. There, dressed nattily 
in a three piece suit, Randall Moore waits for you. In his late forties, he's got a well-creased smile and 
the lean energy of a ferret. 
 
"Glad you could make it, Brown," he says too jovially. "Let's go to my office. How was the flight?" 

http://www.redbubble.com/people/snow/works/183397-lifting-city-fog
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The Flight was fine, the car ride in was more of an adventure.  I have had this question since your call 
why a Detective from out of the area?  There must be some detectives here in Grifton? 
  
"Oh, there are plenty of local detectives," Moore replies with a tightening of the smile. "But for this I 
want someone I can trust. Someone who hasn't been drinking the water, if you know what I mean." He 
pauses. "No one around here has had any reason to cultivate your loyalty." 
 
He abruptly moves on, you pass along the reflective shine of the main hall's stone floor and up a richly 
carved wooden staircase that is illuminated by the last of the sunset on the stained glass above, as well 
as the lamps built into the wall. Finally you are passing offices, headed for the big one at the end of the 
hall. 
 
"I've made arrangements for a local motel, if that's alright," Moore continues. "I hope you can start 
tonight, if you are not too tired." He nods to his assistant, a young man still manning the desk at 7 p.m., 
and heads through the double doors into his well-appointed office. The only windows are skylights, the 
walls are mostly bookshelves but with some oil paintings. He rounds the desk, picking up a file. "Here 
you go." 
 

FILE CONTENTS 
* Picture of an attractive young woman, SAMONE ARBOR. Along with her job application, dated 
August 2012. 
 
* Hired as Assistant Librarian for the Bartholemew Waxmore Rare Books Collection. Her boss is 
Rex Vargas. Reviews indicate he is happy with her work. 
 
* Address, with the letter and number looks like a basement apartment. Note that it is in a 
building 5 blocks from here. 
 
* Graduated in May 2012 from Marlbeth University, which is local, with a degree in Library 
Sciences. Good grades. Her references are all attached to the university. 
 
* Her credit report is spare, mostly student debt. No indication of car ownership. 

 
Moore watches you as you skim the file. "Ms. Arbor has disappeared. She's only been gone for a few 
days, and the police require her to be missing for two weeks before they will take action. I've tried to 
persuade them, to no avail. I need her found." He seats himself with a deep sigh. 
 
"We had a Christmas fund raiser," he begins. "To capture some of those emergency end-of-year tax 
dodging donations. We must do some... tawdry things to keep our funding at adequate levels. One of 
them is to have a date auction. We gather up all the single employees," he says with a vague gesture 
and a wince "and our philanthropists bid on them, for a date." 
 
He slides you a picture of an attractive young man with an easy smile. "This is Ben Williams, one of our 
prominent donors. The library cannot afford to antagonize him. Well, he bid $10,000 for a date with Ms. 
Arbor. So far so good. They went on their date on Sunday, at a nice place; the Overlook. They ordered, 
then she got a text on her phone, looked at it, and left the table. No one has seen her since." 
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Frowning, he steeples his fingers. "Williams seems to be quite fond of Ms. Arbor, and he has been 
insisting to me that he did not get the date he paid for. He is threatening legal action. You and I both 
know that such a case would not stand, but he's got enough money and reputation to weather the 
media attention and we do not. We also need to keep his goodwill for future funding cycles." 
 
Moore watches you. "So. I need this young lady found, and my donor placated. What are your next 
steps?" 
 
I ask if Rex Vargas is still in I like to ask him some questions.  Also can I see her work area?  When I 
have a free moment with out Moore watching I will email my assist a picture I take of the photo and 
instruction to find out as much as she can about Ben Williams.   
  
"Certainly," Moore replies. "Seymour will help you." He escorts you to the door of his office, and for just 
a moment he takes hold of your elbow and looks in your eyes with surprising intensity. "Thank you for 
your help on this." Then you are out the door, and Seymour offers you a thin smile. 
 
You ask for Rex Vargas, and Seymour nods, leading you back down the long hall, and the stairs. As you 
are walking you use your phone to snap a picture and text it to Jones. 
 
You follow Seymour down a long gallery with a balcony around it, books below and above. At the end, 
you go up a spiral staircase and down the back wall to heavy double doors. Above them is a sign, 
"Bartholemew Waxmore Rare Books Collection." 
 
Seymour uses a keycard that disables security, then a physical key to open the door. 
 
Inside, it smells of old books. The room is round, with a frosted glass dome above a circular reading area 
that is three steps down. There are shelves, and a reading area. At the back of the room is a counter 
where a man hunched over a book before you came in. He looks up, a fierce light in his eyes for just a 
moment. Then he seems to close up, and he leans back, stretching. 
 
"Seymour," he says. "And a friend." This man looks like you'd expect a librarian to look; tweed jacket, 
round glasses, bit of a scowl. Surprisingly tall, mustache and goatee shot through with white hair now. 
 
 Seymour glances at you. (Do you want him to introduce you?) 
 
text Ben Williams, 26 years old. Philanthropist and artist, old money, lives in a palatial Downtown 
mansion on top of a skyscraper with the rest of his family. Locally known for oil paintings (links attached) 
[mostly portraits and landscapes]. Attends lots of fundraisers to give to charity, to protect from taxes. 
You want a deeper look? 
 
I extent a hand and introduce myself, "Hi I am David Brown and Mr. Moore has ask for my assistance 
in finding Ms. Arbor.  I was hoping I could ask you a few questions?"  I smile and continue on not 
giving Rex a chance to respond. "did Ms. Arbor enjoy her job here?  Has she taken time off before 
 with out calling in?" 
 
 "Well well," Vargas says, "I am pleased to see that Moore is taking steps. Ms. Arbor did indeed enjoy 
her work here, she would sometimes spend time with the books even when she was off the clock. The 
staffing in the rare books is down to the two of us, from a staff of five a decade ago, so we work 
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together closely and rely upon one another. She has proven to be reliable to the point of stubbornness. 
Very protective of the books." 
 
Vargas sighs. "She explicitly told me she never wanted me to come by her apartment, she didn't like the 
rumors that could start. So I considered myself forbidden to check in on her. I've left... numerous voice 
messages on her phone. She only has the cell," he shrugs. "I fear for her," he adds, his expression stony. 
 
"Did Ms Arbor have any friends from the library? Did she speak of any friends, family or have any 
meet her here at the library? Also may I see her work area?" 
 
I text back Jones "Thanks, I think that is all I need for Ben, can you take a look at SAMONE 
ARBOR Graduated in May 2012 from Marlbeth University." 
 
How old to do I think Rex Vargas? Mid 50s. (Are you waiting until Vargas is done answering your 
questions to start texting?) 
  
Vargas glances at Seymour, then at you, and addresses Seymour. "I assume he has Mr. Moore's full 
support, permission to access the restricted--of course he does," he says as Seymour nods and glances 
at his watch. "Very well! Come on back." 
 
He lifts a section of counter, like at the end of a bar, and you follow him back through a heavy door, to a 
workroom with a vault at the back. The workroom has various book restoration materials like glue, 
papers, brushes, magnifying glasses, and so on. There are several bookshelves perpendicular to the wall 
on one side. 
 
"There are several books we keep in the vault, under even greater protection than the significant 
security measures for the main reading room," Vargas says. "Her desk is there. She spent almost no time 
at the desk, as her work was with patrons and restoration." 
 
"As for the rest," Vargas shrugs, "only in an unguarded moment did she ever speak of family. I take it 
they all live in Alaska, and she was not happy there. She spends her holidays here in Grifton, with her 
friends from University. Very few visitors, and only for lunches or to pick her up in the evening. Maybe 
one a week?" 
 
He points a sardonic look at Seymour. "She did not have any particularly powerful relationships with 
staff members here. Of course, there are nearly 30 full time staff, more part-timers than that, and 
volunteers. By and large she stayed in this area." 
 
He taps his chin thoughtfully. "I am no expert on young people, but I think she started dating someone 
before Christmas. I have no idea who he or she could be, but Sam seemed softer, and would sometimes 
daydream... and her daydreams seemed tinted brighter than they had before." 
 
The desk he points out is spare and small. It has a pencil cup, a couple drawers, an uncomfortable chair, 
a desk calendar, and a corkboard. And, of course, a trash can. 
 
(waiting till Vargas is done) 
I look in the trash can, in desk draws and check the desk calendar if it looks a day has been ripped off 
and if there indentation of writing. I ask Seymour, "Do you have any records, videos of the friends 
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that may have come by to see her?  If so can you get those so I can look at them next?" 
 
While doing this I ask Vargas "You said, She explicitly told me she never wanted me to come by her 
apartment, she didn't like the rumors that could start. where there rumors about her before?" 
 
Okay. Vargas finishes answering your questions and goes back to work, Seymour stands at a middle 
distance and keeps checking his watch. You text Jones, then look over the desk. 
 
The desk calendar is one of those 16 month editions, and it's ripped off through last Friday. Behind the 
work station (so you'd have to stand to use it) there is a computer; she has her login and password on a 
post-it note in the drawer. (Some IT guy facepalms somewhere.)  
 
You ask Seymour for the tapes, he shrugs. "Mr. Chandler is head of security, he might be able to get you 
access," Seymour says. "But I don't think we have the manpower to go back through all these tapes and 
look for people. I mean... there's a LOT of traffic through this place. If you just want to look generally..." 
he trails off, and checks his watch. 
 
Vargas comes back to shelve something, and you ask him about rumors. 
 
Vargas cocks an eyebrow at you. "You didn't think it?" he asked quietly. "Look at me, and the picture of 
her, and think of the two of us being friends and working back here together day in and day out... and 
you didn't wonder?" He shakes his head. "There was only friendship between us. But both of us were 
vulnerable to... misinterpretation." 
 
(The trash has been collected over the weekend, nothing there. She has appointments an average of 
one every two days for various library meetings and such; you can tell she kept her real information on 
her phone or the computer, this is a backup.) 
 
I tell Seymour, " I only have a couple more things to check here and I can check with security 
tomorrow.  If you have things you need to finish up this evening I can let myself out when I finish up. " 
If he leaves I log in to the computer with her information.... 
If he stays I say look what I found holding up the sheet of paper and log into the computer.   
 
"Thanks for the offer, but Dr. Moore would skin me if I left you on your own," Seymour says, glum. He 
does a serviceable job of pretending to be pleased when you show that you have her login, but he's got 
that smoker's twitch about him and he's bored. He seats himself and pokes listlessly at some papers, 
waiting. 
 
You get into her computer. Check Lore for me. (2d6) 
 
Lore is 10 so no bonus.  I get a 6 and a 3 for 9. 
 
You quickly build a picture. She handled the financial end of the day to day operation, handling all but 
the biggest decisions on funding and budgeting matters. She also went to a lot of meetings so Vargas 
would not have to. She was efficient, she has almost nothing in her personal email and folders. She was 
never on social media while at work. In fact, she is not auto-logged into anything, so while you can see 
bill sites she may have visited while here she didn't leave much to work with. 
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Poking around, you find a folder she put in the corner of My Documents (all her other files were on the 
desktop.) It is called Argent and it is password protected. Just the one folder. 
  
TEXT: Samone Arbor, age 24. Graduated from Marlbeth University in 2012. [Decent credit score, poor 
pay and high debt from school, restrained and responsible.] Almost no presence on social media, a bare 
minimum to keep in touch with friends. [Top 12 friends noted, all from University.] Surprisingly few 
pictures of her online. No blog, active participation in several forums on antiquities, rare books--all 
revolving at some level around occult interests. 
 
I send the file to my email so I'll have it on my smartphone.   
I get up and ask Vargas what Ms Arbor's specialty was in rare books. 
 
 You can't email an encrypted folder, but I'll let you slip it onto the thumb drive in your pocket. 
 
Vargas: "Hm? Oh, she studied a smattering of ancient languages, and she was fluent in Vulgate-era Latin. 
She was an artist when it came to restoring pages, and reweaving spines for the books. You'd be 
surprised how many books we've got here in a library in Nebraska that originated in the cradle of 
civilization." He shakes his head. "If we cannot recover her, she will be extraordinarily difficult to 
replace." 
 
 I ask Vargas, "and her level of interest in occult works?  Did she have a specific interest?" 
 
Vargas watches you for a long moment. "I didn't say she had an interest in occult works," he replies. "It's 
not something we talked about. But look around," he says with a casual gesture. "Easily three quarters 
of what is here could be described as occult." 
 
"Thanks for your time Mr. Vargas." I hand him a business card with my mobile number on it, "if you 
think of anything else that might be useful please call."   
 
as I walk towards the door I say to Seymour,"I think Ive gotten everything I need here."  
I punch in Arbor address and look for restaurants/cafe/coffee shops near her apartment hopefully 
across the street where I can get something to eat and process what I have found so far. 
 
This being downtown, there are a couple dozen hits in a three block radius. Probably your best bet 
would be "Cuppa Cubby," looks like a yuppie sandwich shop right across the way. 
 
I tell Seymour that I'm going to head to Cuppa Cubby for a sandwich.  (I have the file with Arbor 
pictures correct?) 
 
Unless we are in walking distance I'm going to call a taxi.   
 
Enh, five blocks, it's a hike. May as well call a cab, just keep all your receipts, because you're expensing 
this. 
 
As you leave the library, a cloud of black wings thrum up as black birds (ravens? crows?) rise from the 
steps, scattering over the streets. A homeless woman is tucked against a light pole across the street, 
smoking a pipe, seeing nothing. Cars slide by, as though they were frictionless in the growing haze of 
mist. 



CASEFILE: THE RENTED LIBRARIAN 

7 
 

 
You hail a cab, drop into it; it smells of body, and stress, and garlic. You direct the cab, and you are 
dropped at the restaurant. Moments later you are seated, just before a light rain starts, sending rivulets 
etching strange paths down the glass. You sit by the window, where you can see the apartment building 
across the street. 
 
Toasted rye, various meats and cheeses, some bitter steaming coffee, and a case file. 
  
email Sydney to see if she can track down a computer specialist that can de-crypt the file here in 
Grifton. 
show the wait staff her picture and ask if she has eaten here. 
 
On a napkin I list out what I know 
Name Samone Arbor 
Last seen at "The Overlook" with Ben Williams who purchased the date at a Library fundraising 
auction. 
That was sunday   
She gets a text and leaves the restraunt but isn't seen again.   
I'm called int investigate on (I don't know what today is) 
 
She appears interested in Occult writings, fluent in Vulgate-era Latin and is good at restoring books. 
 Family is in Alaska. Her friends appear to be all from the University. Moore is worried about using 
locals because of their loyalities could lay else where.  
 
Next steps  
-get phone record of the text and see if phone has been used since Sunday. 
-talk to facebook friends to see if any have heard from her 
-check out apartment 
-ask neighbors if they have seen her. 
-put a thread in the door so if it is open (to apartment) it will fall and I can tell if somebody has come 
in since I checked.   
 
(Currently Wednesday, January 15, 2014. You have a proper little flip notebook for investigating; you 
can use a napkin if you wish, but you've got the book if you want it.) 
 
Angela is the very helpful wait staff helping you, and yes, Sam was in all the time. In fact, she hasn't been 
in this week, and that's unusual. (Angela seems to know more, but hesitates, eyeing you.) 
 
I tell Angela how Samone friends at work are very worried about her. (do I sense she worried about 
telling me, or telling me in the sandwich shop?) 
 
(I use the napkin and after cross some stuff off I added I added the edited notes to my notebook and 
pocket the napkin.) 
 
"So, who are you then?" Angela asks. Her expression is skeptical. "Family or somethin? Ex boyfriend 
maybe?" 
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Randall Moore's the head of the Museum that Samone works at is a friend of the family and he asked 
me to help make sure Samone is okay.  I have some experience with missing person cases, I am a 
Private Investigator back home.   
 
She wants to see i.d. You show it to her. Yeah, okay. "Sam was in here on Saturday, she was complaining 
about doing laundry and having to get all dressed up for some big date on Sunday. I remember, because 
it was kinda weird; she just started dating this other guy a couple weeks ago." 
 
(You could ask Jones to start sifting the Facebook scene. You have a buddy, Darrow, who works in the 
FBI who owes you one; he could get the phone record quietly. If you got those two in motion then you 
could check the apartment out before it got late, it is just now 19:45.) 
 
I ask Angela if she knows the name of Sam's new boyfriend.  
 
(After I finish with Angela I'll take your advice for Jones and Darrow) 
 
 Angela thinks for a minute, tapping her lip. "He was one of those emo lookin kids, with the black 
fingernail polish and the awful hair, and the saggy pants, I never saw him with a tee shirt that didn't 
have a band logo..." she shrugs. "I dunno." 
 
Then the manager gives her THE LOOK and she gets on to serving the other patrons. "Good luck!" she 
says over her shoulder. 
  
Jones texts that she has a call in to Spider, one of your contacts in the smuggling trade, who will sift out 
a useable hacker and set up a meet. She takes the assignment for checking up as best she can on the 
Facebook account. 
 
I also ask her to check facebook for any pictures of male, emo looking, bad hair and black fingernail 
polish probably wearing a band t-shirt. 
 
I pay my bill give a good tip and save the receipt to expense it.  I add to my notes about the boyfriend. 
  
 
 Jones immediately texts you back with a link to a Facebook page for "Cobra Bolt", a thrash metal band. 
Jones also texts that the drummer is Alex Dram, and they've posted on each others' Facebook walls 
sporadically over the last couple weeks. Nothing of substance. 
 
In the picture, one of the guys is tall, sullen, Tim Burton hair, grunge look, Cradle of Filth shirt, Converse 
sneakers. He's the drummer, alright. 
 
(fast enough for me to show Angela on the way out?  ) 
 
(You didn't get far; sure.) Angela is surprised to see you come back in, you show her on your phone, she 
smirks. "Yeah, that's the guy. Don't let the look fool you." She glances at you. "He's a sweet kid." She 
shakes her head, and gets back to work. 
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is it a secure apartment building?  Can I walk up to Samone apartment or do I have to be buzzed in?  If 
I can walk up I want to check the door to see if it shows tampering and to leave the string.  If it is a 
secure building I'm going to come back in the AM and head to the Hotel to get some sleep.   
 
It is a secured building. Fortunately, you noted in the case file that you've been booked into the Mayan 
Flats, a motel about 15 blocks away. 
 
You snag a cab, and you aren't sure if the cabbie is incompetent or if the traffic is unreal with all the 
construction detours or what, but it takes over half an hour to get to the motel. You check in, and get to 
your room about 2100. 
 
You call Darrow, and catch him at a good time. He takes the phone number and agrees to send you 
something as soon as he can in the morning, with the understanding this won't blow back on him or hurt 
anyone. 
 
text Facebook activity quiet, all online activity as far as Jones can tell is quiet. Also, no posting from 
Dram, the boyfriend, since Sunday afternoon. It has only been 3 days, no one is asking after Arbor yet. 
 
 THURSDAY, JANUARY 16, 2014 
 
You wake slowly, like surfacing through sheets of cobweb. Your dreams were strange and resonant, 
echoing, clotted with mist and the thinnest strands of spiderwebs. Something in the darkness growled, 
and you were lost. 
 
Out the window, the street is blanketed in fog. It is just after 0515. You feel a bit disoriented. A shower, 
workout, and continental breakfast help. You're ready for the day by 0700. 
 
I wait around the room and leave at 8:30 am hoping to get to the apartment 9:15 am.   
 
You pay and climb out of the cab at 9:15, in front of the apartment building. 
 
I head into the lobby to find the building manager or if it's still locked trying ringing the bell for him. 
 As nice and polite as possible explain who I am why I am there. 
 
The building manager, Topper, is an elderly man. He examines your license, then escorts you to the 
basement. There is an apartment wedged between the storage space and the boiler, for when they had 
a maintenance guy that lived here. That's her apartment. 
 
"There are forms to fill out to get access, if you don't have a warrant. Registry of intent, some 
credentials, contact with the local cops... I can fill all that out for you for $50," Topper explains. 
 
(He wants a bribe to look the other way.) 
 
I pay the $50 happily that thinking," what a sap I was expecting this to be much more of an issue" 
 
He tucks the cash in his pocket and strolls off whistling. 
 
You step into the apartment; she has air fresheners plugged in, and a fairly minimalist tidy approach to 
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housekeeping. Looks like it is all one room plus a bathroom, she divided off the sleeping area with a 
folding screen. Dishes are all done. Only one pathetic little window high in the wall, and it has a scrawny 
plant in it. Several bookshelves, a small television, a dock for an iPod. Middle East/Asia fusion. When this 
place belonged to the building handyman, you bet it never looked so... nice. 
 
Do you want to carefully search the place or toss it quickly? Anything in particular you are looking for? 
 
 Looking for a diary, does she have a home computer?  I am going to take my time and search 
thoroughly but not make a mess of it.  I will take each draw out and look underneath, flip the mattress 
stuff like that.   
 
  
She has a netbook on the table. It is password protected. As you look through her things, it doesn't take 
too long, as she is a smart dresser but doesn't have a lot of stuff. 
 
Under the sink is a hobby chest first aid kit. It has supplies for sewing sutures, a surgical kit, a variety of 
burn creams, and several poison antidotes. That's... unusually thorough. 
 
You are examining under the bed when you find there is a loose baseboard.  
 
Curious. You pry at it, and behind the baseboard is a katana. You pull it out, and behind THAT is a gun 
case and a waterproof ammunition box. The gun case has a pair of nine millimeter pistols. 
 
You feel the hair on the back of your neck stand up, and you begin to suspect there may be more here to 
find. 
 
Lets try the password from her work computer on the netbook. 
 
It doesn't work. However, just that time, you get a text. 
 
text from Jones. Spider came through. There's a guy named Gris who will crack the passwords on the 
spot with special software, meeting you at a cafe, and all he wants is a copy of the files as payment. 
 
Or there's Jello, who will meet you at a nightclub tonight, and he wants $100 for basic password defeat 
per instance. 
 
Go with Jello for $100.  Don't know whats on the file and don't want it floating around based on the 
sword and guns. 
 
I want to examine the sword and firearms to see if there is anything special about them.  Type of 
ammunition is the sword a knock off or real deal any special markings that type of stuff. will probably 
take pictures of it.    
 
  
The sword is not ordered from a catalogue. You have limited knowledge of Asian weaponry, but by the 
way the handle wrap is done and by looking at some of the writing on it, (as well as a cursory test of the 
blade's sharpness) you can tell that while it is not a weapon of antiquity, it's serious business. 
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The ammo box has standard FMJ rounds, a few hollowpoints, a row of armor piercing bullets (that are 
not legal) and a row of bullets that appear to be... silvered. 
 
You take lots of pictures. 
 
You also text back to Jones, who sets up a meet for Jello at 2100 someplace called Knife Dance, a night 
club in the Strip (east of Downtown.) 
 
I put everything back into the loose floorboard.  I am going to take the netbook with me.  How 
obvious is it I have a netbook under my coat? 
 
Next stop is cash machine to get some money to pay Jello and a call to Jones to ask her where you buy 
silver bullets in Grifton? 
 
Cash machine: no problem, there's one across the street. The netbook fits snugly in your coat pocket. 
You call Jones, who is surprised to hear your actual voice; she'll check with your contact Spider, who is 
into the criminal scene here (which includes munitions.) 
 
Where to now? 
 
Museam to check in with Moore and ask about meeting Ben Williams. 
 
A taxi drops you off at the library, and there is a message for you at the front desk. Call Wilder, the head 
of security, if you want to look at any footage. He will help you with whatever you need, full access. 
 
I go to see Wilder, to ask about if Samone owned a car and if so did they have the license plate on file? 
For video footage check when Samone normally went to lunch to see if we see her meeting with 
anyone.   
 
I also ask to use the internal phone line to contact Seymour if he has contact information for Ben 
Williams? 
 
 Wilder is a skinny nervous-looking man, balding and in his 50s. He takes you to the security station, 
which is about the size of a walk-in closet. He sets you up on an outdated computer with read-only 
access to security video.  
 
The system records over footage a week old; right now it is taping over this time last Thursday.  
 
Ms. Arbor did not have a car that the library knows about.  
 
Seymour gives you the information to contact the philanthropist, and Wilder wants to know if you want 
his help with reviewing the footage. 
 
I use the office phone system to call Vargas to ask when Ms. Arbor normally took lunch. I look at 
Thursday and friday's tapes to see if she was caught leaving the building with anyone.  
 
Vargas explains Sam took lunch from 1200 to 1300, and she did not have company either of those two 
days. Thursday she had lunch out, Friday she had lunch in the breakroom. 

https://plus.google.com/u/0/108992442998236795906
https://plus.google.com/u/0/108992442998236795906
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(Let me know if you want to call Williams before you hunker down to view footage; that will take 4 
hours.) 
 
Call Williams to set up an appointment and focus on Thursday for footage. 
 
 Your call to Williams gets his personal assistant, who tells you the soonest you can meet with him is 
next Tuesday. Not overly friendly about it, either! The end of the call is a bit on the abrupt side. 
 
You get an email from Darrow. It has the phone activity for the last week for Arbor, but Darrow 
highlights a text she received Sunday at 1948, with a note "from a burner phone" 
 
Someone texted her a picture of a lanky young man duct taped to a chair, with a tape gag, bleeding from 
a few cuts and looking distressed. The text reads "MEET US NOW" 
 
Does the lanky guy look like her boyfriend Alex Dram? 
I stop with the security footage and thank Wilder for his time.   
What time in the day is it? Wondering how much time before I need to meet Jello?   
 
It is about 1300, and you are not meeting with Jello until 2100 at the Knife Dance. 
 
(did I recognize the lanky kid as the boyfriend?) 
Lets find Alex Dram address and phone number and see if he is reachable.  Also do a search for occult 
organizations in the area.   
 
 Yes, the kid is Dram. You get his address, and phone number; the phone is a cell phone for him 
personally, looks like he lives with his band-mates (at least some of them) in a loft apartment above a 
nightclub in the Strip. This is all according to information they have foolishly strewn about the internet. 
 
Your search for occult organizations turns up hits for bookstores, restaurants, investigators, mediums, 
and a dozen different more or less secret societies. Images of snakes, moons, sacred fogs, ravens, and so 
forth abound. 
 
So my lore score is 10 how much experience with the Occult do you think I have?  could I go over the 
songs lyric of Cobra Bolt to see if I can figure out what type of stuff the boyfriend may be into? I like to 
do this looking over the lyrics on my phone as I ride in a Taxi over to the Loft the band lives in.   
 
 You find some lyrics and skim them; it's too... normal. They are a metal band, they yell shrilly about The 
Man and misbehaving and the power of the night, but it's trite retread junk. 
  
Cobra Bolt: Dana Wild (Ellie Vinderbelt), singer. Krashkart (Barney Leston) guitar. Electric Frye (Ann 
Wellhelm), keyboards. 
 
They live in a loft in Road Rash, formerly a refrigerated warehouse in the Strip. Used to be the office. 
 
Taxi ride takes half an hour, weaving through construction, odd side roads, bridges through skyscrapers, 
and finally past crumbling retaining walls to an area that looks like it used to be industrial and now is full 
of seedy nightclubs and cheap entertainment. Well, shoddy entertainment anyway. 
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The cab lets you out in front of Road Rash. You step into the alley, which reeks of vomit and waste and 
desperation, and you see a number of black birds working over the various contents of the overflowing 
Dumpsters. They look at you, unafraid.  
 
You see stairs leading up to what you assume would be the loft. There are several cars parked 
awkwardly in the ally. 
 
Do the cars look like they recently parked?  Engines still warm, lights still on anything like that?  If they 
don't appear to be recently parked I go up the stairs.   
 
 You spend a moment walking past them looking at them. Unlikely all belong to those who live upstairs, 
none of them have warm hoods. 
 
knock on the door and see if anyone is awake and answering. 
 
Krashkart (Barney Leston) answers the door somewhat blearily, smelling of pot. "Dude, what," he 
demands. 
 
"I'm here to see Alex" 
 
"Dude, he's... out," Leston says with a vague wave. He snorts, and looks like he just woke up. "I don't 
fuckin know, man." He moves to shut the door. 
 
smashing the door open, "I yell at him where the fuck is he and where is Samone? My brother is 
worried sick haven't heard from her in days. Hasn't shown up to work, what the fuck did your friend 
do to her"  I'm going to play the concerned Uncle who was called after she disappeared.  
 
He falls over himself and flips right out. "I don't know, man, he's not my boyfriend! Christ! He just lives 
here! Over there, man, over there!" He retreats to the kitchen and snatches at something to defend 
himself, coming up with... a spatula. His eyes are wide and wild. 
 
He is pointing across the squalid living room towards a side room. These kids are practically squatting 
here. There is laundry hanging on the drum set, and it smells like old food, various smoke, and body 
odor. 
 
You get the feeling he probably doesn't know more. Or, the spatula is a clever feint. Either or. 
 
"When was the last time you saw him? Where does he hang out when he isn't here?" 
 
"Uh--shit--the club, man, downstairs. And he goes to the park to draw and shit. And to some library 
somewhere, man, I don't know. I can't handle this, man!" he yells. 
 
"when was the last time you saw him? Think hard I might have to come over there and take that 
spatula and put it somewhere it don't belong!" 
 
"Dude, it was like Friday! We were doing shots at Torchy's. But I heard he was here on Saturday too. I 
don't know, man!" His eyes dart to the phone, and you can feel him thinking "911." 
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"dude you aren't in Colorado or Washington this place smells of pot. do you want to take your 
chances in jail?  A pretty guy like you in a band?  You know what they do with guys like you." 
"Tell me what you heard about him on Saturday? Then I'll be gone and you can write a song about the 
whole experience"  
 
"Dana said she was pissed because he finished off the orange juice and didn't get any more, then she 
was pissed off on Sunday afternoon because he didn't do the dishes. I was playing X-Box and she was 
just nagging, man, it sucked. That's all, swear!" 
 
Leave (thinking all I got out of that was he is still missing and probably was nothing more than a lure 
to get her to show up)   
(Any occult shops close so I can research why silver bullets?  I'm assuming I'm know about cults but 
not real occult/super natural stuff.  So my knowledge of silver is the Lone Ranger used them and they 
work on Werewolves which I doubt are real) 
 
Yeah, "occult" covers things like secret societies, hermetic magic, various concepts of how supernatural 
things work, knowledge of various religions and world views and how they think the supernatural 
touches the world, etc. 
 
Tell me more about what you're trying to do here. Are you trying to research why someone might have 
silver bullets? Are you trying to find where to get silver bullets? 
 
Right now I'm looking to why Silver bullets.  (I probably should have taken one) Jones is checking with 
Spyder and where to buy them I believe.   
  
You check in with Jones, she gets right back to you.  
 
text Grifton is a significant exporter of exotic ammunition as curios and for the superstitious. She talked 
to Spider, he thought this was funny. Bullets with wood cores, or hollowpoints with holy water, bullets 
with engravings of spells on them, and so on. Silver bullets are some of the tamest offerings. There are a 
number of artisans who keep a low profile and make this stuff, it finds its way out through pawn shops, 
gun stores, magic shops, and so on. 
 
Silver bullets are supposed to wipe out werewolves, of course. Also, silver is supposed to be pure and 
linked to the moon, good against a wide variety of supernatural things. 
 
She can direct you to a number of nearby places if you want to check with sellers directly. Gimble's 
Pawn Shop, Lilith's Armory, and Tagalong Occult Equipment are three within a 3 mile radius. 
 
I'll go with Lilith's Armory and see if they have some silver 44 special ammo for my revolver  
  
The bell dings as you stroll in through the armored metal door, past the metal grated windows. Ah, the 
smell of gun oil and steel and paranoia. It is dim. 
 
The shop is cramped, with gun racks along the wall and counters down the middle. The counters make it 
look almost like a post-apocalyptic jewelry store. 
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Behind the counter is a thin man with a pronounced Adam's apple and a shaved head. He looks at you 
through thick glasses. Behind him is a curtained entry to the back of the shop. He is reading a magazine. 
 
"Help you, sir?" he asks politely. 
 
I'm looking for some special ammunition chambered in .44 special.  Samone said you may be able to 
help me.   
 
"What kind of ammunition did you have in mind?" 
 
I'm looking for silver rounds and not the silvertip brand stuff that police use.   
 
"Silver slug, or silver plated, we have either available," he says. "That's $25 or $70 a bullet." He has a 
very calm, matter-of-fact manner. 
 
I guess 5 Silver slugs unless you suggest something else for protection for the unknown? 
 
The man behind the counter pauses fractionally. "I suppose silver would help to have on hand in case 
something unexpected came up, but against the unknown?" He shakes his head. "Best to know what 
you are shooting at, before knowing what will best serve you to put it down."  
 
He nods at a case. "I have a selection of pepper spray, tasers, and throwing knives that may help if you 
are attacked unexpectedly." 
 
I'll just take the Silver slug Ammo for now.  Thanks.   
 
He actually has the bullets ready ON HAND. You pay him, taking the receipt. He watches you go. 
 
I find a public rest room and switch out my rounds in my bulldog to the silver ones just for the hell of 
it. How long before the password hacker? 

It is about 1600 now, and you need to be at the Knife Dance (it is pretty nearby to where you are now) 
for a meeting with Jello at 2100. 
 
You have the netbook in your pocket, and the password protected folder from her work computer on a 
flash drive in another pocket. 
 
lets find a coffee shop and go over the phone records for samone phone. see if there any other calls to 
and from a specific numbers. 
 
You settle into a seat at the Savory Stain and look over the numbers. Ken Williams called the day of. A 
couple apparently meaningless texts with her University buddies who were looking to set something up 
for somebody's birthday in a couple weeks. She wasn't on her phone much. 
 
I sit at savory stain thinking I have missed something and hope either the flash drive or the netbook 
has the answer. So I am waiting for the meet. 
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So here is my suggestion, you can correct anything you like. 
 
Brown orders a light supper and reviews the case. Their web site notes that the Knife Dance opens at 
1900. So you kill a couple hours then hop a cab to Knife Dance in time to be there when they open, you 
can look the place over before your meet. 
 
That's fine. I want to know the exits both public and staff. 
 
This charming nightclub used to be a slaughterhouse, hence the special name. The parking lot and entry 
line are where they herded the cattle in, they have decorative blades along the walls. 
 
The dance floor is grating, as is the balcony above it. The wetworks in the back is where the kitchen and 
staff offices are; unless you want to sneak, bluff, or bully your way back you don't get a lock at the inside 
(though around back you see the kitchen exit and the office exit to a much smaller staff parking area.) 
 
A stage off to the side has a steel cage made of the former cattle pen enclosure. That's where the band 
plays. Tonight is Fractal Wound, and they will be playing from their hit demo tape, Slathered in Rot. 
 
You'll be meeting your contact in the seating area on the lower balcony, with the chairs made of barrel 
cut-outs at the industrial wire spool inspired (or adapted) tables. Decorative wall art made of welded 
barbed wire really adds a certain something. 
 
This is where the drug deals, sexual trysts, quiet murders, and gangland deals go down. You settle in on 
one of the stained chairs. For only $10 you can get earplugs from any bouncer. The sign on the wall says 
so. And also provides a decent cover for the likelihood that all the bouncers are selling drugs too. 
 
You order a Throaty Red, one of the house special drinks, and settle in to enjoy the music that is giving 
you a shiatsu massage through the metal chair. 
 
I buy ear plugs from a bouncer.  How do I recognize the contact?   
 
He will be wearing a white suit, with platinum blonde hair, with an English accent. He will have a 
briefcase, also white. 
 
sit back and wait sporting my ear plugs and nursing my drink.   
  
Time slides by, and you deflect the attention of a couple prostitutes and a drug dealer before Jello 
shows up. He talks to a number of people downstairs, comes up and settles in a corner, and beckons you 
over with a crook of the finger. He opens his briefcase, sets up a small laptop, and plugs it into the 
briefcase (he has more hardware inside.) 
 
"Arright then, what we got?" he asks in clipped tones. 
 
"i've got an encrypted folder on a flash drive and Netbook that is password protected"  I set the 
netbook on the chair between us.  I have the flash drive in my palm.   
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"Let's see your money," he says, bored. Then he hooks it up to his setup and takes a prod. "Done. And 
the other." He taps for a few minutes, then sighs. "Done." He snaps his laptop shut. "Both have the 
username wanker and the password sluts." He flashes a thoroughly insincere smile. "Cheers." 
  
thank him and leave the dive. I check the netbook outside to see if his password worked and if data 
was still available or if he just reset the dam thing on me.  If it works I plug in the flash drive and check 
it through the netbook. Then hail a taxi and head back to the hotel to sort through these files.   
  
Looks like he was good as his word. The data is now accessible. 
 
Back at the hotel you take a closer look. 
 
Her work files have some recipes pulled off the internet, some of her college papers, a spreadsheet of 
finances, the sort of boring things a young person might accumulate. 
 
It also has a file with a nonsense title. Opening it, you find a spreadsheet with lots of nonsense in it. You 
realize you may be looking at coded entries. 
 
Taking a break, you pull up the netbook. Personal stuff, and social stuff. But some of her most visited 
sites on the internet were a couple forums addressing gardening. She just had a plant in the window. 
Her username in those places was roots 42. 
 
There is discussion with a couple other enthusiasts about pruning, cutting the roots, examining the bulb 
and how it is difficult to find out all you know, and other talk that sounds suspiciously like code phrases 
in an out-of-the-way internet corner. 
 
This is the kind of chatter a criminal gang might use. You start parsing it out. 
 
(Test Awareness for the forum coded talk, or Lore for the spreadsheet code.) 
 
Starting with the forum talk I got an 8.  Also do I see her user name as a reference to Hitchhikers guide 
or does 42 have a different meaning to her.   
 
If it is a Hitchikers reference, she's the only one (or they are painfully obscure.) You read through a 
ridiculous amount of forum postings, and they are awfully, dreadfully dull. But there are four posters 
who seem polite and distant, managing their business under cover. There's (root 42) which is Samone 
Arbor. Then there's (vineapple) who seems to take assignments, (barkskin 88) who asks a lot of 
questions, and (dunroot 001) who offers the very occasional definitive solution to a planting problem. 
 
Ugh. About midnight. Time to turn in? 
 
Does the forum log ip address so I can see where these user are? Then turn in. 
 
You would need a computer expert. That's awfully specialized knowledge. 
 
I asked because one of the forums I on logs ip and use to display them until complaints. 
Then they hid them in the html code.   
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I call it an evening and in the morning start in on the spreadsheet.  My lore was roll was 11 and I have 
no mod.   
 
Friday, January 17 
 
Your sleep is strange and sideways, with green things blooming in the shadows and the occasional 
savage cut of a nearby stalk spraying your face with sap. 
 
Ugh. You get up at 0600, shower and such, down for continental breakfast by 0630. One of the hotel 
staff comes over and stands by you. 
 
"A young woman asked me to tell you to meet her in the parking lot," he says, then he walks away. 
 
can I look at the parking lot from my room is there a second floor convention area or something like 
that where I can get vantage with out being overly noticeable from the outside?   
 
The parking lot is crammed in between buildings. Nobody planned this block, so they've done their best 
paving over whatever space is available and surrounding it with high fences and barbed wire. The 
parking lot is currently open, it is a confined space behind the building. Lots of places to stand out of 
sight. 
 
Maybe the mysterious woman knows that. 
 
Do I have a in room safe in this place? or is there a safe at the desk?  I want to secure the flash drive 
and netbook.  After I secure those I head outside to meet the mysterious woman.  
 
 The woman at the counter charges you a fee to use the hotel safe, and takes you back to where you can 
secure your valuables. 
 
You head outside, around the corner, and as you're headed back to the parking lot you see a young 
woman standing in a doorway, with a slouch hat pulled low and a trench coat buttoned high. 
 
Test awareness. 
 
 Awareness no mod for a total of 10 
 
Okay, the young woman is not Samone. Furthermore, across from where she is standing there is a 
staircase down to the service entrance, and there are two guys standing in it trying to be quiet. They 
would be behind you if you go talk to her. 
  
Have the young lady or the gentlemen noticed me yet? Is the doorway she is standing in part of the 
hotel? 
 
The doorway is across the alley from the hotel, and if you duck aside now you might avoid notice. 
 
I duck back inside the hotel. I have I notice any homeless guys, delinquent teens that I can pay off to 
distract the two guys. Or maybe get in to the building next door to open the door and sneak up on the 
girl. 



CASEFILE: THE RENTED LIBRARIAN 

19 
 

 
The building next door is a pawn shop. A word of caution before you go looking for expendables; there 
could be some danger in sending others to confront people who may be prepared to be violent. Proceed 
anyway? 
 
going through a pawn shop is more trouble than it's worth. In regard to others I was thinking to much 
TV "Burn Notice" and not enough horror.   
 
So I shove my Charter Arms bulldog in my jacket pocket keeping my hand over it and confront the two 
gentleman and ignore the lady.   
 
"I say hi guys I'm seem to be lost I'm looking for Grifton Municipal Library"  
 
Do you mind if I do some rolling for you and ask for decisions at critical points? 
 
(It's not a bad thing to use others, but I suggest a plan for how to do it to minimize their danger would 
be valuable. I wouldn't want you to send people over there to confront them and it goes bad and that's 
on your conscience without warning.) 
 
I was going to have the others people deliver a message saying that if they wished to talk to me they 
could come into the Hotel. But since getting around behind the girl is going more difficult then I 
original thought.  Lets go with a safe solution I get the laptop and the flash drive and my stuff from the 
hotel and take a taxi to museum.  
 
 Since they are waiting for you in the alley, it is not difficult for you to dodge them and get your material 
from the safe, then hail a cab and go to the library. 
 
You are really glad they are expensing all this. Big city life in a hurry can get pricy. Now you are at the 
library. 
 
I haven't dug into the spreadsheet yet.  Lets go see Vargas and sit at Samone desk unless somebody 
complains.  I would like to decode the spreadsheet.  Was that lore?  If so I got a 9 with no mod. 
 
No problem. Vargas has just arrived when you show up. He greets you and anxiously asks for news. 
 
Other than that, you can get settled. What do you tell him? 
 
I tell him I have found a few leads and it is promising but it wouldn't be prudent of me talk about 
them at this phase. But I will find Samone. 
 
So you're sitting at the desk, and it's really quiet back here. You are working the code, and you've 
identified what might be a couple letters; the work is hindered because there may be proper names, and 
they don't follow the rules like normal text. 
 
You do notice that her desk has not been here long. Maybe a month or two. Looks like it used to be 
across the room. You need a stretch break and some lunch. 
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I ask Vargas where Samone desk used to be?  I also asked if there are any good restaurants around 
here? 
 
Vargas furrows his brow. "Oh, it used to be over here. She complained that there was a draft from the 
vents," he says with a shrug. "She wanted more sunlight, so she moved the desk over here. As for good 
places to eat, there's the Popov across the street, or" and he lists off half a dozen with an airy 
casualness. No shortage of dining in the Downtown streets. 
 
I go stand where the desk used to be.  Is their a vent close do I feel a draft?   
 
There is no vent near by this. But as you are looking around you see some scratches on the floor, you 
realize there is a panel on the wall that has been moved. 
 
 Do I know if Vargas eats out or in?  Trying to decide if I am opening in front of him or waiting for him 
to go to lunch? 
 
He is currently out helping a patron. You check the fridge, and there is a lunch in it. 
 
 How long ago did he leave?  Do I think I have enough time to at least open the panel?  If so I want to 
see what is behind it.   
 
You will hear the counter shift, sure you have time. 
 
Lets open this up.  do you want a roll?   
 
 No need. The wood paneling shifts to the side, and you see old-fashioned concrete blocks. They are not 
mortared together. You feel a breeze breathing through them. You shift one to the side, then reach into 
your jacket and pull out a penlight. There are steps on the other side, heading down! 
 
Yes I am heading down. Can I put the wood paneling back up from the inside?   
 
You can, it has what looks like a relatively new rope strap. And the blocks look recently shifted. 
 
And there is no dust on the caltrops scattered across the first couple steps. 
 
Interesting was the caltrops to alert if somebody came up or went down?  I try to avoid them and 
watch the steps for any other surprised on my way down.   
 
The caltrops would go into the foot, be very painful (probably causing noise) and also likely to cause 
someone to lose traction and fall down the stairs. You spotted and avoided them. 
 
The stairs go down, there is old brickwork and stone. As you approach the bottom of the stairs, you hear 
the distinctive slide of a shotgun chambering a round, and a chilly feminine voice says, "Don't move." 
 
A light snaps on, pointed at the stairs and in your eyes. Beyond is a dark room. 
 
I don't move and say "Hi Samone can you tell me what I have gotten myself messed up in?" 
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A momentary pause. "Okay, you go first," she says, her voice flinty. "Who are you, why are you here? 
Convince me," she says, and that last bit has the kind of steel you'd expect to hear in the voice of 
someone prepared to pull the trigger. 
 
I'm a Private Eye from out of town the Moore hired to find you.  He gave me a story about how it was 
because he was worried about you and also because of the promised date with backer from the 
auction.  But that doesn't explain needing a guy from the outside to look for you. The silver bullets in 
your apartment and samurai sword.  The forum post that are not what they appear to be and an 
encrypted folder.   
 
I've felt like I was being played since the beginning but this morning there where thugs waiting for me 
at my hotel.  It seems to me that not everything adds up to a boss worried about a missing employee. 
   
 
I haven't told Moore, vargas or anyone what I have found.  But my notes and your netbook are 
unlocked up in the Library.... 
 
The light in your eyes is shut off, and background lamps come on. You see Samone Arbor with a shotgun, 
and off to the side Alex Dram sitting on a folding chair with a baseball bat clutched in his hands. 
 
"This is the Fobwell Station," Samone says. "The Victory Line was part of the subway, built and 
abandoned in the 40s. I looked it up," she explains. "They planned to have a station connected to the 
library. I guess that fell through and everyone forgot about it." 
 
You see the brickwork walls rising to groined arches, the platform, the narrow tunnel with tracks leading 
into darkness. This looks like a very small, cozy subway station. 
 
"I had food for a week, for the two of us, and I'm running low," she confesses "so I'm glad to see you. I 
needed help from the outside, but didn't dare go out myself." She seats herself next to the desk with 
three power strips; apparently they let her run the lights (and whatever else.) 
 
"I am up against the Slitherman gang, led by Barnabas Kite," she continues, gesturing for you to have a 
seat on a folding chair. "He wants me to get a book for him, Revelations of the Third Dawn. If I get it, off 
the records, then by the time its loss is eventually noticed there would be no way to figure out who took 
it, when, or how. If they steal it themselves, they risk drawing attention to it." 
 
She shakes her head. "I don't understand what they want with it, but they won't get it from me. If they 
aren't stopped, they'll switch their attention to  Dr. Vargas next. Have they done this yet?" she asks, 
concerned. 
 
 He was helping a patron when I came down here.  I closed the door upstairs so no one should know I 
am down here.  Can you give me a list of people you know not to trust? Who you could possible trust? 
 I'm an outsider here and haven't gotten the player sheet completed yet.   
 
 She pauses for just a moment. "The only threat came from outside the library," she says. "This crazy 
man introduced himself as Barnabas Kite, he offered me drugs and said he'd take care of anyone who 
bothered me, and in exchange he wanted a single book. I said no, so his people got involved, and started 
stalking me and threatening me. I do not think he expected me to resist his intimidation." 



CASEFILE: THE RENTED LIBRARIAN 

22 
 

 
She looks over at her boyfriend. "Then they abducted Alex. Of course I came here to the library to meet 
them in an alley outside. But I used a smoke bomb, and got the two of us inside. I ducked around most 
of the cameras to get back here, I knew I could hide for a week with what supplies we had." 
 
She stands, stretching. "Attacking me was a miscalculation. As you by now realize, I may not be the 
average university grad. And, I am sure you are equally aware I don't want to reveal my energetic 
hobbies to anyone if I don't have to. I regret that Alex got involved. And that he knows what he knows." 
 
"Yeah, it's great," Alex says bitterly, looking down the dark tunnel. 
 
Samone sighs. "I am worried that the Slitherman gang will just keep after it, for me or others, targeting 
those around us, unless they are taken down." She shakes her head. "I'm just not sure how to do that 
without tipping my hand." 
 
Can you tell me anything about the Slitherman gang and the book they want?   
 
"The gang hangs out around the Knife Dance, I was looking into them when this all... escalated. I think 
they are squatters together somewhere. As for the book, it has a bunch of funerary rites and occult 
exorcism and resurrection stuff, Gnostic flavored from seventeenth century London." She rattles that off 
with the casual knowledge of the expert. "I have no idea why they would want it, and that makes me 
even more reluctant to let them have it." 
 
She looks suddenly thoughtful. "You know, you could march right upstairs and turn me in for your 
reward. Or, if you wanted to be helpful, I sure could use your help." 
 
She puts the shotgun down. "For my disappearance to make sense, I must be found. If you call in to the 
cops and direct them to where I'm being held, then you're a hero, I'm a kidnap victim, the gang goes to 
jail, and we can get on with things." She looks hopefully at you. 
 
 So you want to stage a crime scene around the knife Dance area where you were held and call the 
cops to come save you?  trying to make a crime scene that support your story and doesn't have 
inconsistency is going to be hard. Isn't it enough to come forward to police with the fact they took 
your friend and were trying to use him to get you to steal this book?  We can cover up that you were 
here and you can say you where hiding somewhere else.   
 
"What I was thinking was that I could sneak in to where they are squatting and be found there when the 
police bust in. I have a friend who can do some of that legwork to find out where they are exactly. I 
could sneak in and be a kidnap victim." 
 
"I'm not sure it's going to end this the way you want, let me think about it.  But right now lets get you 
guys some food and equipment.  Do you have away that I can contact you? Is there re group zone in 
case these guys find your hideout?"  
 
"If they could reach me in the rare books section, they wouldn't need me," she says confidently. "If you 
want to get us some food, that's appreciated, but I don't think we dare be out of circulation much longer 
without a story that will hold up, to get back into our lives." 
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She leans back. "If we don't deal with Kite and his gang, all this is for nothing," she explains. "So as you 
are thinking of possible plans, factor that in." 
 
Tapping her fingers on the desk thoughtfully, she comes to a decision. "If you leave the netbook in my 
desk, I'll slip out and use it tonight. I can contact other friends I have in town who can help with this. I 
can still call you in to guide the cops to 'find' me." She cocks her head. "Unless you have a better plan." 
 
(I'm a little confused her friend was already kidnapped by them. if she went to police than or right 
after saving him wouldn't that had done the same thing)   
 
"first if we want to go with the kidnapping plan is the story they kidnapped you to steal from the 
library or to ransom you for the book?" 
 
"I don't think we have to explain their motives," she shrugs. "Crazy gang, me a captive onsite when the 
police raid the place. I couldn't do that when they took Dram because I had no way of knowing where 
they'd be at any given point besides the meet, and I refuse to accept harm coming to someone else on 
my conscience. If the police bust in then there's no way they will resist bringing their hostage into play 
(if they know they have one.) You aren't from around here, so you may not know... Grifton cops tend to 
shoot first." 
 
"Grifton is like a different world, I almost feel like I have stepped in to the rabbit hole, Okay lets go 
with your plan.  do you want to draw them out of the hideout with a fake drop for the book.  You 
sneak in and when they return I'll call the cops?" 
"I can go sniff around knife dance now to see if I can find their lair." 
 
"Let's not involve the book," she says. "I just need them to be jailed so they don't go for retribution 
against my friends, or go after Vargas. I'll contact some people tonight with the net book, if you leave it 
in my desk for me. If you can come in tomorrow, and disable some of the cameras from the security 
room, I can follow this route out and we can meet outside." She sketches out the route she's planning, 
and gives it to you on a piece of paper. 
 
"My people will get back to me by morning with the location of the gang, and we should be able to wrap 
it up by afternoon." 
 
I agree and head upstairs.  Is it clear or is Vargas back?   
 
Looks like it is clear. 
 
I head out to grab lunch and on the way back pick up some lunchables, water and energy bars and 
stick them in a drawer at the desk.  If I get a moment that is clear I will put them inside the door to the 
subway.   
 
Next I'll track down the cameras that she needs blanked out and figure out how to do that with out 
raising to much suspicion.   
 
You ask to see the security station, and of course they oblige. Looking over their system, it's easy enough 
for a security-savvy guy like your detective. 
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so did I already disable the cameras?   
I'm going to head over to the closest thing to wallmart and get a cheap ass cellphone to be a burner 
for Samone.  I set it up and put in the with the food I leave a note on the notebook desktop with the 
info.   
 
You probably want to wait until tomorrow to disable a few cameras, and then only briefly. Today is 
Friday, so you can talk to security about taking a look around tomorrow (so they'll let you in.) Most of 
the regular staff will be off for the weekend. 
 
No problem getting the phone and putting it with the supplies. 
 
I phone Jones to talk about Barnabas Kite, Slitherman gang, Knife Dance (area) and The book (do I 
have the name) 
 
After the call I want to look at the book in the library.  
 
You update Jones. 
 
The book is "Revelations of the Third Dawn" by Elroy Finch. You ask Vargas to help you with it, he gets 
the book out and you can take a researcher's desk to look at it. It is old, small, and your first impression 
is how the margins are caked with crabbed notes in Latin. The text itself is English, with an archaic bent. 
The book smells old, and full of secrets. 
 
so I set my phone to take pictures of text and use the ocr software to pull the latin then run it through 
the google translator just to see if I get anything from it.  While digging through the book english 
peace does it match Samone description "bunch of funerary rites and occult exorcism and 
resurrection stuff, Gnostic flavored from seventeenth century London." ? 
 
Vargas comes over on the third click; no pictures allowed of the historical volumes. It gets into 
researchers, intellectual property, academic bullshit. And flashes damage the paper. 
 
Google will not be helpful, as it can't read the letters very well; atrocious handwriting. 
 
The English does match what Samone described. 
 
I look for a new hotel and discuss with Moore that I am making advancement in the case and I hope to 
have resolve shortly.  explain the need for a new hotel  
 
He is fine with you relocating, and hopes you will give him a report on progress soon. 
 
Do you tell him that potential hostiles located you at your previous hotel? That's likely to worry him. 
 
No, I just say it would be best for me to move.   
 
Not a problem. He has your cell phone, so he can reach you. 
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I'm going to look for a Motel with two floors that has a back balcony (pirvate not connected to 
another room) that I can enter the parking lot with out be observed from the front desk.  Hopefully if I 
need to jump off the back balcony there is something to land on.   
 
That's very specific, with information that is not kept online. If you had a local contact, you could ask 
where such a place might be. Otherwise, it is going to take time to compile a list of motels (still looking 
at Downtown?) then visit them and check them for your criteria. 
 
I guess you can shorten the list dramatically by looking for motels that used to be something else. 
Modern motel construction intentionally has the front office looking at the parking lot, to see incoming 
customers and cut down on theft. 
 
Modern motels also only have one entrance per room, and all the entrances pointed in the same 
direction; to get something with its own balcony is out of motel territory and into hotel territory. 
 
You might be best served by a bed and breakfast. 
 
I may book more then one.  I think I want to do the leg work so I look up an area that has high 
concentration of them in walking distance.  While I do this I am looking for tails.  Nothing about any of 
this agrees with me.  I think I'm getting played by Moore, and Samone... 
 
It occurs to you that Moore may be connected enough to be tracking your movements by triangulating 
your cell phone signal. Just a thought, for the paranoid. 
 
It is certain they are both using you. I suspect the distinction between using you and playing you has to 
do with how badly you get hurt. =) 
 
Downtown has lots of hotels and motels. At the edge of downtown there is a flop house that rents 
rooms by the hour, day, or week. It used to be an office building. It matches your criteria; the Regalia, 
it's called. 
 
By now it is 2000 (8:00 p.m.) and time for a late supper, maybe some rest. 
 
for the phone I install text messaging forwarding software and set the phone to forward to my Google 
Voice number.  I than pick up last years mobile on a pay as you go program and get lots of recharge 
for the data. I leave my personal phone in the a desk in the rare books with it set in silent mode.  I also 
delete everything off it.  It's all backed up to the cloud anyways through dropbox.    
  
Oh, you also spotted a team of three raggedy people following you, so you rode the subway for about 
half an hour until you lost them. 
 
Man, this city is convoluted. It seems like there is construction everywhere, but much of it looks like it's 
been stalled for weeks (or years). The maps are out of date, if they were ever any good, and cabbies are 
only good at driving in small territories; outside that, they get lost just like anyone else. 
 
Almost every road Downtown is one-way, seems a third of them are under construction, there is a mix 
of intersections with stop lights and roundabouts, and buildings often have entrances on only one side. 
There are few places to park. 
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On the streets, people keep their heads down, and no one is smiling. By sunset there is a rain that is 
falling with increasing sincerity, and the drains mutter to themselves with the runoff. Overhead, the 
blackbirds caw, not disturbed by the rain in the least. 
 
(sounds like my trip to Seattle) 
  
You can snag supper at a hole-in-the-wall barbeque place (it smells amazing from the sidewalk) if you 
like. The sign says "Pig Pit." Or, there's a McDonalds down the street. 
 
Pig Pit sounds good.  than if nobody appears to be following I'm going to crash so I guess it's time to 
find a motel.   
  
Oh, you've got that sense of being watched. It's like a spider, nestling, unable to get comfortable 
between your shoulderblades and up to the base of your neck. It shifts as you move, it feels you 
breathe. 
 
You sit in the dark smoky corridor of the Pig Pit (the whole restaurant is like a hallway, with a counter at 
one end and booths along the side.) The man at the counter explains they butcher their own meat, it is 
fresh and good. You cannot place his accent. 
 
You sit where you can see the door. Even in the rain the foot traffic does not slack off until nine. The Pig 
Pit gets some modest business; several times you hear low voices conversing in a language you do not 
know. Now and then a hoarse laugh. 
 
Back to the Regale. You look it over for bugs and only find insects and arachnids. You watch motionless 
as the night unfolds through the city, spreading between and behind the lights. Time for sleep. 
 
Saturday, January 18 
  
You wake in the pre-dawn dimness to the buzzing of your phone, resonant with the buzzing of the big 
neon sign outside your window. 
 
A text from Samone's burner. "Anytime" 
 
It is 0615. 
 
Okay lets get up get cleaned up and get something to eat.  Then I will head over to the library and pick 
up my phone.   
 
 You notice all the homeless people, all the loiterers; everyone seems out of place, everyone seems to 
be watching you. When you get to the library, you suspect that may actually be true. You think you 
recognize one of the scruffy fellows by the fire in the 50 gallon drum in an alley across from the library 
as one that was following you yesterday. But how to be sure? 
 
Do you want to go in the front door, or find a less obtrusive entry? You'll need one with a buzzer so 
security can let you in (unless you want to break in.) 
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I'm good going in the front door.  Leaving I may want to find a different way out. I may see if the 
library has a lost and found maybe it's time to change my look?  :) 
 
You are at the library before opening hours, so a guard lets you in and goes with you into the rare books 
room (which is closed on Saturday.) He is supposed to stay with you, but he's content to wait out in the 
reading area. 
 
That is as you expected; you can go with him back to the security and get him to look the other way or 
go on rounds or something, and you can tinker with the camera feeds. 
 
For now, you get to the back and Samone is already out, hiding, waiting for you. She comes out, 
signaling Dram. They are ready to go. 
 
"I know where the gang's hideout is," she whispers, handing you a slip of paper with an address. "I'll call 
you when we're ready to get the police involved." She flashes you a quick sincere grin. 
 
Do you take the guard back to security and manage that end so her exit is not on tape? 
 
Yes, I think I want to look at footage from yesterday to see if any of the people I think are falling me 
came in.  (also get the camera off)  I tell Samone to give 10 minutes before she heads.  I'll text if there 
is an issue 
 
You are trying to do 3 things: 
 
* Manipulate the cameras to hide Samone's exit. 
 
* Scan to see if any suspected tails followed you into the building. 
 
* Hide what you are trying to do (both counts) from the security guard. 
 
Go ahead and test Awareness. if you fail you get 1 objective, if you get a failure with benefit you get 2, 
and if you get success you get all 3. 
 
I don't really want to see if they followed me that was the excuse to go to camera room :). So I would 
probably scan a few instance while I was doing my thing to other cameras.  But I don't expect to find 
anything.   
 
I got a 9 on awareness.  
 
Okay, you're all set. Samone and her boyfriend slip out undetected, unfilmed, and there is no obvious 
evidence that you tampered with the system. Everything worked out just fine. 
 
(Check the lost and found? Your buddy, Bill, is happy to let you root around in it and take anything that's 
not too expensive. You can outfit yourself with a ball cap, a frayed denim jacket, and sunglasses.) 
 
I'll head to the address samone handed me.  I want to be dropped off a few blocks away so I can walk 
to it.  I'm going to slip out the back door.  Walk down a few streets trying to see if I picked up a tail.   
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I think that's backward. You slip out the back door, walk a few streets to make sure you don't have a tail 
(you don't), then hail a cab to drop you off a few blocks away from the address. 
 
The cabbie wants a big tip to take you there; he doesn't like that part of town, on the back end of the 
Strip. Even with your disguise, you still are the best-dressed person on the street when you get out of 
the cab. "Run down" is generous to describe the surroundings. You see the rat-infested abandoned 
house that matches the address. Looks like it was a nice house, about 70 years ago. 
 
I want to walk around the location, keeping a couple blocks away.  Waiting for her call and looking for 
anything suspicious.  I have a bad feeling about this.  I haven't felt this way since the Pig farm....  
 
It is almost impossible to walk a couple blocks around the location, without going through yards and 
buildings. The streets here are insane. There are buildings built right across streets, obviously so. Tight 
corners, weird spacing. There are no "blocks" in this sprawl; if it was ever planned, those plans went 
awry when building got creative. 
 
You see a yard with a dead dog and some toddlers playing a few feet away as the crows caw and circle, 
shading the kids. You see a man with a shotgun casually sitting on his balcony with a bunch of empty 
beer cans, and all the street signs around are sieves. You see two bums laying in the alley; one has dried 
blood around him, the other is snoring. 
 
The police sirens are distant, but nonstop. 
 
You  manage a glance in the window of the place you'll be calling in the raid. You see spraypainted 
outline on the wall, and a handful of knives and hatches sticking out of it. A bunch of thermal sleeves for 
delivery pizza in the side alley (delivery people would NEVER come out here, so...) You hear snoring. 
 
check out the snoring.  Have I seen a working payphone?   
 
Payphones, several. Working? You'd have to check them. Are you sure you want to cross the street and 
approach the house to get a better look at the snoring? 
 
Yes, I have I seen Samone boyfriend or Samone at all? 
 
You have not seen them. You could text her. 
 
You cross the street, hair raising on the back of your neck as you get close. You smell filth, and the sweet 
stench of a dead body somewhere nearby. 
 
 lets find the dead body.  (my thoughts are whirling thinking should I just call Moore tell him about the 
secret area in the library, the book and samone then call the cops and tell them everything I know and 
then text Samone say hey the deal is off and get the hell out of this town. But oddly I want to see this 
through to end) 
 
 You duck around the side, and as you approach the privacy fence along the side, you jump up and get 
ready to swing over--and stop.  
 
Clouds of flies. Shallow graves. Several feet and ankles. At least three bodies mostly buried along the 
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side of the house in an alleyway. 
 
Startled, you slide down the fence, then freeze, listening to see if you disturbed anyone but the cloud of 
flies. 
 
Guess not. 
 
You get a text. "in position" 
 
I wonder if the cops will really show up here. I call 911 on the burner after taking some pics of the 
graves. I tell them I got a tip that the Samone arbor was in said house kidnapped. When I got here I 
found a bunch of shallow graves. Ill call Moore after I get off the phone with police. I will use my 
phone that picked up at the library. 
 
Okay, 911 wants you to stay on the line and puts you on hold. You can talk to Moore; what do you want 
to say to him? 
 
Found Samone in a bad part of town working on getting her safely now 
  
Done. 
 
Meanwhile on the other line, the dispatch asks you to go to a nearby cross street to guide the police in. 
At least you hope it is nearby; no google maps worth a damn here. Test awareness. 
 
I rolled an 8 
 
About twenty minutes pass, and you spend fifteen of it scrambling to get out to a gas station. You have 
to cross a couple back yards and climb a retaining wall, but you manage it. A SWAT van shows up, you 
meet Sgt. Beckworth. He doesn't go into this area with anything less than an eight man squad loaded for 
bear. They leave the van and follow you, down the retaining wall and across back yards and all, like this 
is something they have to do far too often. 
 
With your guidance they find the place, and surround it; you are asked to wait out here.  
 
They storm the place, moving fast, and while it seems the gang was alerted to their incoming presence, 
they didn't have enough time to get their strategies together. They go down fast, only a handful of shots 
fired. The SWAT officers escort a tearful Samone Arbor out from where she was kept in the basement, 
and they note the location for a forensics team. Four escort you and Arbor back, and from the van, call 
for reinforcements with a paddy wagon and forensics team. This will take them the rest of the day.  
 
Sgt. Beckworth notes that he'll want your statement at the station, and a black and white pulls up to 
take you and Arbor away from here. 
 
Do you stick you your story of a street thug telling you where Arbor was? She's doing a good job of 
playing the victim. 
 
  

https://plus.google.com/u/0/113881370051836623777
https://plus.google.com/u/0/113881370051836623777
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Yes I stick to the story and I add that they tried to lure me into alley by the Hotel when they heard 
about me asking questions.  "I wasn't sure if I should even take the guy seriously or if it was another 
trap.  When I saw all the dead bodies in the yard I figured she had to be there"  
 
  
Captain Moorhead meets you at the steel and stone fortress of the Downtown precinct building. He is a 
serious, tall man with droopy eyes. He mutters through his mustache about your bravery and 
perseverance, and thanks you for doing your civic duty. 
 
When you are done with your statement, you leave the police station. A couple reporters are trying to 
get the scoop on the Strip Murders and the psycho of the week. You can drop into a cab and disappear 
with only a few pictures and a soundbite or two, or you can give them some more attention. 
 
So, how do you handle the press, and then where do you go? 
 
I try to get out with the least amount of attention. After the pig farm I learned to avoid the press.   
 
(Ducking reporters is a good call. Your character sheet does not list "snakebite kit" among your 
equipment.)  
 
Go to the library? 
 
gather my stuff at the motel, and head to Library.  When done at the library I'm going to airport to get 
out of town.  Even if it's not a direct flight.   
 
You go in to meet with Moore. He is all smiles. 
 
"Great work, really great work, Brown!" he says. "Thanks for the receipts, we'll get that taken care of. In 
the meantime, here's your check." The check is for $4,500. With the $500 advance, that's the top limit of 
what he said he'd pay you. You got a decent bonus. And he's covering the flight. 
 
"As soon as Ms. Arbor is feeling up to it, we'll talk about her date," he says with a sardonic smile. "In the 
meantime, that's one less victim of the horror show that can go on out in the streets." He looks 
reflective for a moment, then returns his attention to you. "Good to know I've got a man on my side 
when it comes to these little mysteries. I'll keep your card." 
 
I shake Mr. Moore hand and tell him I'm glad I could be of assistance.  (in the back of my mind I start 
think if I come pack I better spend some time learning about this area and what lurks here)  
 
Well, you made it out. The cab took you to Hiles airport, on the way you booked a puddle jumper to 
Kansas City, and off you went. Congratulations on your success in the Case of the Rented Librarian! 
 
You can have 2 attribute points. 
 
 


