Samantha Green

You probably should feel something more. After all, your mother's dead.

But people always said you were an odd child.

It began with the dreams, of fields and forests and things moving in the wood. Torches and chanting, a web of green life coiling and squirming through the living world, then leaping out into the cold interstellar night to other worlds, different colours you only ever saw in dreams. Your father paid no attention, and your mother was just scared by them, so you began to keep them secret.

As you've grown older, you've gotten very, very good at keeping secrets, at making a smiling happy mask over the strange thoughts within. You are the dreams, the weird images and bizarre impulses, the dark thing stalking in the woods. Not that they'd know that.

Now, you want to feel something. A few days ago, there was a dog outside. It barked, and something tore at you, and you fell unconscious. When you woke up, your mother Susan was dead. And the dreams don't care. The part of you that's a strange, dream-haunted thing is off in the varicoloured worlds inside your head. The mask is trying to act like it should, but it really only knows to smile and frown, and it can't cry.

The bit of you between the mask and the dreams, the tiny bit of you that is undeniably and wholly Samantha Green, you're trying to find that, to find it and poke it and make it feel. Why doesn't it feel?

Roleplaying Notes: Samantha is a rather odd twelve-year-old child, although she is quite capable of appearing perfectly normal – even bright, clever and inquisitive. Ever since she was young, she has dreamed constantly – at first, just at night, but for the last few years, her daydreams have merged with her weird nightmares to become a continuous thing, a fractal world inside her head. 

The Others:

John Green: Your father. He was in the army before you were born, in the Great War. He works in a factory, and is dull as can be. Now he's broken.

Dr. McGrath: He was in the army with your father. He seems strange, almost panicky

Yvette: McGrath's wife. She's French, and has been taking care of you (not that you really need anyone). You do like her, though. You feel you can talk to her.

Harwood: Another old army friend of your father.

Coote: You've no idea who he is.
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	Accounting 10%
	Anthropology 1%
	Archaeology 1%

	Astronomy 1%
	Bargain 5%
	Biology 1%

	Chemistry 1%
	Climb 60%
	Conceal 15%

	Credit Rating 15%
	Cthulhu Mythos 0%
	Dodge 60%

	Drive Auto 20%
	Electrical Repair 10%
	Fast Talk 40%

	First Aid 30%
	Geology 1%
	Handgun 20%

	Hide 40%
	History 20%
	Jump 25%

	Law 5%
	Library Use 25%
	Listen 50%

	Locksmith 1%
	Machine Gun 15%
	Martial Arts 1%

	Mechanical Repair 20%
	Medicine 5%
	Natural History 10%

	Navigate 10%
	Occult 30%
	Operate Hvy. Machine 1%

	Persuade 15%
	Pharmacy 1%
	Photography 10%

	Physics 1%
	Psychoanalysis 1%
	Psychology 5%

	Ride 5%
	Rifle 25%
	Shotgun 30%

	Sneak 50%
	Spot Hidden 60%
	Submachine Gun 15%

	Swim 25%
	Throw 25%
	Track 10%

	Fist/Punch 50%
	Head Butt 10%
	Kick 25%

	Grapple 25%
	
	


