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I've never done this before, but I'm having a hard time out here, 
and I need to talk to someone. Even if that someone is just a stupid 

journal. I thought that things would change when I left home, but I 

guess . . . well, I guess that was wishful thinking. I should have known. If 

coming here for school was something that would actually improve my life, 

my parents would have found some way to keep it from happening, like with 

everything else.

Whatever. It's not like they ever cared enough to get mad at me. 

Just . . . apathetic towards everything, unless it would give me some kind of 
joy, and then...

Eww. I'm getting all emo. Enough of that. I guess I should do some 

homework, or something. It's funny, I haven't had to hand write anything 

for so long, my hand's starting to hurt!

We'll see if I actually manage to keep this journal thing up.     
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I’m writing this in class, and oh jesus but this guy is boring.. You would 

think that a class on the development of the modern horror novel would 

be interesting, but Prof. Claghlin manages to totally suck the life out of it. 

No pun intended.

Not to mention that I’ve already read, like, everything on the syllabus. 

I wish someone had told me how the shopping period worked in time for 

me to actually use it. I love how schools go to all this effort to get you to 

apply, and then once you’re committed they don’t provide any information 

at all about how to actually do anything.

This guy at the front of the class keeps on looking at me. He’s 

kinda cute, but every time he opens his mouth I want to slap him. 

What an idiot.

Maybe I should do some sketching. My art teacher seems 

to be really big on our “sketchbook” having a million things in it. 

I usually just do pencil, but she wants more “media,” so I 

need to go get some pens.

Five minutes left. Guess I should put this away and 

get ready to go to another meaningless waste of an hour and 

a half of my life.
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I’m going on a date tonite. I’m actually a little amazed that this 

is happening. I don’t think I’ve gone on a “real” date since freshman 

year of high school. This guy Dave from my modern horror novel class has 

been really making an effort to hang out with me, I guess, and then this 

morning after class he asked me if I wanted to go get dinner with 

him off campus. I wasn’t really thinking when I said yes – I mean, 

he’s a nice guy and all, but I still think he has nothing interesting to 

say about, well, anything. Totally empty between the ears.

But he is cute. And I could use a break 

from this crappy routine. And it’s not like I 

have plans or anything. And he is cute.

I dunno. Maybe I’ll just screw him 

and dump him. Wouldn’t be the first 

time, right? 

I hope he takes me somewhere halfway 

decent to eat.
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We arrive at the restaurant, some vaguely Mediterranean place. He pulls out my seat for me. I 

smile, feeling cold. I know this isn’t going to go anywhere. He’s boring and nice. I’m high maintenance 

and complicated. Why am I even here, again?

He asks if I like mussels. I say, “of course!” thinking, “they’re ok.” We split an appetizer. We 

talk about school until it becomes unbearable. He asks where I’m from. I have a moment of panic 

(atotalmidwestshitholewithdumbpeopleandnolifeandparentswhodontevenknowimgone) but manage to smile an
d 

answer him. “Don’t be tweaky,” I tell myself, “he doesn’t need to know how fucked up you are yet. 

We haven’t even ordered dinner yet.”

He orders linguine with clams. I order vegetarian lasagna. The food is good, and conversation 

(thankfully) lags while we eat. I’m full halfway through. I excuse myself to go to the bathroom. I 

need a break from the banality of the table. On the way I glance out the window. It’s dark now. 

Horribly, oppressively dark, it seems to me. I feel cold again and shiver. I have the sudden sense 

that out there in the dark is something silently watching.

That nite I sleep with him.
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No entry in a while. I went home for break, and left this 

journal in my bag. I seriously didn’t want my mother having a sudden fit 

of curiosity and reading it if I left it out somewhere. 

Anyway, I got back to town today. Technically yesterday, now. The 

point is, Dave wasn’t there to pick me up, like he said he would. 

He told me that he was going to get dinner with his friends, 

and that he would pick me up from the bus stop after, which 

worked out just fine for when my bus was supposed to get in. 

My bus ran a little late (surprise). Hell, I was worried that 

he’d be waiting. I’m such an idiot. I called him. No answer, left 

a message. Now I’m sitting at the bus stop, alone, in the dark, hoping 

that he’s actually going to come and get me. He’s still not answering his 

phone. He’d better be dead, that’s the only way this is acceptable.

I’m shivering, even though it must be 65 and I’m wearing a coat. I feel like the dark is pressing in on me. 

It’s hard to hold the pen. The oxygen is getting sucked out of the air by the darkness, and all I’m inhaling is 

stagnant, useless gas. What is happening . . . Headlights! They’re pushing away the darkness. That had better be Dave.

Same day, just later. Earlier? I ended it. That idiot thought his drinking buddies were more important than me. 

So now I’m alone again. Whatever. It’s more comfortable this way. Just turn everything off and drift through . . . I 

almost wrote “drift through the darkness.” But I don’t want anything to do with the darkness. I don’t know why 

but . . . I’m starting to get scared of the dark.
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I went to a concert tonite, which is something I haven’t done in ages. 

Most of the music I like is either so old that the band isn’t aroun
d anymore, 

or so weird that they’re never on tour. Definitely not out to this little scrap of 

nowhere, at least. 

This girl Aimee (she’s in a couple of my classes) i
nvited me, and I don’t 

know why I said yes, but I did. Just for something new, I guess. It was for 

some british band with a chick singer, and one of
 Aimee’s other friends was in 

one of the opening acts and had free tickets, so
 what the hell.

I guess I just really needed to get out, even if just for 
one nite. 

Anyway, the opening band sucked, abut Aimee’s fr
iend Brandon 

scored us some beer, and that made the experie
nce tolerable. 

And the main act was really good! I actually really liked it, 

and I bought a CD (which I’m listening too right now). 

They’re called Bat for Lashes, and I (lamely) feel 

like the singer is talking directly to me in the s
ongs. 

I should make it a point to do more stuff with 

Aimee. I think that tonite is the first nite in months 

that I . . . well, this sounds totally dumb, and childish, b
ut. 

This is the first nite in months that I haven’t been scared of 

the dark.
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Bad nite last nite. Bad day so fa
r too. This morning even Aimee cou

ldn’t 

cheer me up. I think I did irreparable damage to my So
c. grade by telling 

my professor. “No matter what yo
u say, you can’t convince me that 

any of 

this actually matters” in front of
 the whole class.

I felt like I was suffocating all nite. When I managed to dream, 

everything was red and black and
 I knew that if I made the wrong decision 

everything would hurt. I was desperate, longing to find ou
t what the decision 

was supposed to be about, but jus
t as I’d be about to realize it, I would 

stop breathing.

My roommate didn’t even notice, ev
en when I woke up choking. I hope 

that bitch dies.
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Exhausted, but feeling the need to write. Aimee is in the hospital. She hasn’t been feeling well, and 

she wasn’t in class today (and she’s little miss punctual ALL THE TIME). I called her after class 

and she didn’t answer, and it didn’t go to voicemail either. Just ringing. It was strange. Just ringing . . . I     

suddenly felt that oppressive choking feeling thats been plaguing my dreams. And I knew that something 

was very, very wrong.

I went to Aimee’s room. Door was ajar, room was dark. I go in and there’s no light and I can’t 

see if she’s in bed. Are you here Aimee? Aimee? She’s there, on the bed, she moans in response to 

my words. I can just barely see her in the darkness. I go to her, calling her name. I call 911 and sit 

with her, trying to draw in breath through the stagnant air.

She’s ok. Apparently she has had some “issues” 

with anemia in the past, and she hasn’t 

been eating well lately (finals are             

coming up, after all) and her iron level 

dropped. Or something. I sat with her 

for awhile today, and now I’m just 

tired everywhere. She should be out    

tomorrow. Sleep, for me, now.
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Aimee got back home from the hospital today. She was in good spirits 

but I could tell that she’s not feeling well. Something about how she’s   

moving. It’s like she has lead weight in her bones. I signed up for a winter 

session class so that I have an excuse to stay here and take care of her.

We have a couple of mutual friends (well, friends of hers that I’ve met), 

and I could tell that they wanted to ask me what happened to her, but 

I didn’t give them the opportunity. It’s nobody’s business but ours.

11-28

Sam
ple 

file



Woke up again tired today. Instead of going to class I’m sitting under 

a tree on the edge of campus, sketching in the snow.

I’ve been having more and more strange dreams. The nite before last 

I dreamed in all red and silver. I was walking into a strange library with 

tall stacks of books surrounding me, a labyrinth of words and bindings. I 

could measure my pace like the ticking of a clock, my heels clicking out 

the dry seconds among these moldy tomes. I wandered for days, maybe 

hours, and then I was before the only open 

book, bound to a silver pedestal with chains 

of pulsing red as if to keep the library 

from floating off the ground. The book was 

held open to a map of the heart, all exposed 

veins and ventricles, the chambers each opening and 

closing into the channels of life running out to the 

library. The book of hearts. And I reached out as if to 

touch it, but then darkness slammed down around me and I 

woke up gasping for air. 

 I can’t get that image, the map of the heart, out of 

my head. Sometimes it turns into a map of Aimee’s features. 

Sometimes I wonder why I couldn’t touch it.
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Oh shit. I’m really freaked out right now. Deep breaths, writing, getting a handle on things. It’s 

funny how putting things down into words helps me figure it all out. So. I was hanging out with some idiots 

and drinking bad wine, and I had a sudden image of the map of the heart and felt ill. Very ill. Almost   

vomited over everyone kind of sick. The guy who had been trying to hit on me all nite tried to stop me, 

but I had to get out of that house. The cold air helped a little bit,. but I knew that it would be a 

very bad idea for me to go back in there, so I headed back to my dorm.

All the way back, I swear to god I kept hearing this whisper as if just 

behind my ear. I could almost feel breath on my neck, and I kept turning 

around but there was nothing there. Just darkness and wind.

I was totally sober, I AM totally sober as I hold this pen now . . . this 

voice, soft, gentle, whispering something just beyond my comprehension. . . . and 

then when I get to my building, for just a second I swear that I see a 

face. A face in the glass, reflected as if from behind me. I turned again, 

I might have screamed a little, but of course there was nothing there and 

when I turned again it SMILED at me, and it’s mouth was red, red and 

silver like my dreams . . . was I dreaming? No, not at all, and then I was 

inside and nothing at all. 

I have to call Aimee, even if it is four in the morning and she 

hasn’t been feeling well. Something is NOT OK.
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Another dream. I’m back in the infinite library, and I can feel the 

heart’s beating throbbing through my shoes. I start pulling books off the 

shelves at random, and they’re all blank. Just blank silver pages, and I 

start tearing them out, one by one, methodically and silent. I stalk the 

heart, destroying the books and then I start screaming, “COME OUT” 

I scream, “I’ve had enough, COME OUT” The silver pages turn to 

blood and flow towards me, and I’m at the bottom of a well. The blood 

runs up over my feet and hips and breasts, it’s up to my neck and then 

Aimee’s face is before me, and she says “help me” in a small voice. The 

blood closes over my head and I wake with red before my eyes, 
gasping for breath.

I have to . . . I don’t know. 

Make it stop.

Somehow.
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Aimee has been acting strangely. She’s sleeping through her morning class 

and I’ve had to start bringing her lunch in her room, though she hardly 

picks at it. She says that she’s just too tired to go outside. But she’s 

been going out every nite, and she’s getting all of her work done for 

school, so I guess she doesn’t really care as long as her grades stay up. 

I asked her if it was the anemia thing, but she said that she just 

hasn’t been feeling motivated until the sun starts going down. I told 

her that she sounded like someone out of a bad Dracula ripoff, and 

she laughed at me. But she also asked me to keep checking on her, 

and I can tell that she’s worried about something, even if she won’t 

share with me.

I’m also worried, but I definitely can’t 

go to anyone. The school doesn’t give two 

shits about the students, and her 

parents are total whackjobs 

and would probably try to 

institutionalize her again. I’m 

the only one she has, and I’ll 

be keeping a close eye on her. 

I’ll figure out some way to help her.
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When I get back to my room today there’s an envelope pinned to 

my board. It has my name on it. Inside is a crucifix, with a note that 

says, “Please put this on. It will help.”

The cross looks like it’s smeared with blood. What the fuck do 

I do now?
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I carried the cross in my bag all day. I didn’t want to leave it on 

my door, obviously, and I it wierded me out to think of it sitting in my 

stuff, or touching my skin, so into the outside pocket of my bag it goes. 

I don’t really know what to do about finding out who put it there. It’s         

obviously related to all this weird shit that’s been going on, but I’m just so 

frustrated that I can’t think straight about anything. The broken sleep, 

the dreams, the stress of dealing with Aimee, it’s hard for me to 

concentrate.

I almost yelled at her today. She kept looking really 

uncomfortable when I came close to her, and didn’t want to talk 

to me, and didn’t even look at the food I brought her. And then, 

when I came back from the bathroom, she was pulling stuff out of my 

bag! She tried to cover, she said she “smelled something bad,” but 

seriously? I asked her if she was on drugs or something and 

she started getting teary and told me I should just 

leave her alone. If she’s going to treat me like this, 

maybe I will.
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Finally! I can’t 

decide whether I 

should laugh or cry, 

but I finally feel like 

I’m getting closer 

to an answer! See, 

earlier today I was
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Now I just want to cry. Last entry got cut off because . . . well, here’s the story. I was in the library, 

looking up (of all things) dream analysis. I mean, I didn’t know what else to do, with all this thats been 

happening, and my dreams being so . . . painful. I’m going through this stack of books, and then I hear   

someone coming up behind me. I’m on edge, I stand up, quickly, and slam my knee on the table, then I 

fall over (idiot) and I’m looking up and this guy is standing over me. I’ve never seen him before, he 

seems pretty young, maybe in his mid-20s, not that great-looking, but with th
is weird intensity in his eyes. 

He doesn’t seem to care that I freaked out, he’s just staring at me and says, very softly, “Why aren’t 

you wearing it?”

I want to ask a million questions, but I know that he’s the one who left the crucifix on my door. 

I just look back at him and say, in my coldest fuck-you tone, “Why should I?” He says we need 

to talk. I agree. He looks out the window nervously. “We have some hours until nitefall, it should be 

safe to stay here for now.” I say, “Look, I don’t care about what time it is, just tell me why the 

fuck you’ve been following me.” He says, “I haven’t been following you. I’ve been following it.”

It?

He says, “Stay here. I need to make sure we’re . . . safe.” He leaves, which is when I started 

writing the last entry, but he came running back after just a couple minutes -
 and I mean RUNNING, 

I think he jumped over a table, which was impressive given his, uh, less than 
athletic build - and goes, 

“the presence is here, I can feel it. We have to go elsewhere.” At this point, I’m so fucking confused 

and, to be honest, scared, that I just dumbly follow him.

More later. I still . . . haven’t processed what happened next.Sam
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I grab my bag and follow this guy through the stacks. I ask him his name, and over his 

shoulder he says “Anderson.” He’s heading towards the back exit, I’m starting to get that weird 

pressure feeling all around me and I start to see the books extend out to either side of me, 

like in my dream, like in the infinite library . . . he turns and barks at me “PUT IT ON” and 

I numbly do so, the crucifix settles on my chest and I feel that I can breathe again.

We rush out the back exit and he takes an immediate left, hugging the building. He 

looks around the corner, and seems to be . . . listening? . . . then says, “its safe, let’s go” and we 

head across the quad. I see people I know, going about their day, going to class, and I’m 

struck by the surreality of the whole thing. I’m floating through them, following a stranger to 

somewhere “safe” where he’s going to . . . what? Protect me?

I don’t need protection.

We’re next to the chapel. He stops in an odd place, turns and says, “We’re safe 

here.” I say, “Why?” He looks up, and I follow his gaze, and I see that we’re 

standing directly in the shadow cast by the building. I 

say, “Are you serious?” And he says, “Serious as cancer.” He 

almost cracks a smile and suddenly looks very young and tired.

I say, “Ok. We’re safe. What the FUCK is going on.” And 

he says, “I’m hunting a Vampire. I need your help.”

And I laugh.  
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All I can think about is the time when I was a kid, little, a little 

kid. A little girl. And I was out in the yard, and I saw this bird. It 

was really pretty and I wanted to pet it. And when I tried to pet the 

pretty bird it pecked me, it didn’t peck me it STABBED me, stabbed me 

right in the hand with its sharp beak, and I started crying and then my 

dad was there. He picked me up and held me and didn’t 
seem to mind 

that I was getting blood on his shirt, his white work shirt becaus
e 

he had just come home from work, but he didn’t mind an
d he 

cleaned my hand and wrapped it and told me everything w
as going 

to be ok. 

Thats the last time I can remember 

my daddy taking care of me.
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Anderson isn’t really good at explaining things. He kept   

talking about history, and battles, and curses and shit like 

that, and finally I just said, “Stop.” I grabbed his chin, 

looked straight into his eyes and said, “Look. A bunch of crazy 

shit is happening, my best friend is DYING, I keep having these 

dreams, someone is stalking me, and you’re telling me it’s a Vampire? 

Blood-sucking fiend of the nite? Bela Lugosi, Dracula, all that? Fine,    

whatever. But if you actually have something USEFUL to say, spit it out or 

I’m calling the cops. Because you’re harassing me too.”

There . . . may have been some more cursing in what I actually said.

He seemed to get it, though. He blinked a couple of times, shook himself and 

looked around, like he expected something to jump on him right then. “This thing, I don’t know 

where it came from or even it’s name, or anything. I just know where it’s been, and what it’s 

done, and what it’s going to do. To you, to your friend, to anyone who catches its eye.”

“What has it done?” I say. “Doesn’t matter,” he mutters, and looks at the ground, 

“I . . . we . . . just need to stop it.” He says has a plan. He checks his watch and looks at the 

sun, and tells me it’s safe to move, and to meet him outside Aimee’s dorm tonite. Sunset, of 

course. So now I’m sitting, waiting, writing this all down just in case . . . I don’t know why. 

I guess I’m scared.

12-22
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I fell asleep. Another dream. I was standing on top of a house, 

maybe my old house, maybe another one, I couldn’t really tell. And 

all around me were birds, crows and ravens and finches and buzzards, 

bluejays and jackdaws, seagulls, robins, grouse, pigeons. All different, all 

flying around me, all silent. So silent. And beneath my feet I felt a 

pulsing, and between my toes I felt chains, and I looked down and I 

was standing on the heart, the heart chained to the ground, with the 

birds rising out of it and around it. Circling it. Protecting 

it. But they didn’t see me. I was invisible, unwatchable, 

unknowable.

I woke up, but something was different. I felt better, 

somehow. Something has changed. Was knowledge all I 

needed? Simple realization?

Then I saw my journal already open. And somehow 

there was a new entry, in between two I’d already 

written. About my father. Something I’d forgotten. 

It’s important, I know it. Something . . . I’ll 

figure it out. Before sunset. Only a couple of hours. 

I need to get to work.Sam
ple 
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Nothing ever goes the way you 
think it will. I don’t even really know how to 

say this. Just the facts, I guess.

I meet Anderson at sunset. He’s 
carrying a heavy-looking bag and

 looks nervous. Determined. But nervous. We 

go up to Aimee’s room . . . I go to knock, he puts his hand
 on mine. It’s strangely thrilling

. He tries the doorknob, it 

turns, he eases his way in. I follow, clutching the map. Aime
e? Are you here, darling? She 

whispers from the bed, 

but I know she’s not talking to me. 
The window is open, cheap curta

ins fluttering on the breeze. 

I go to her. Her eyes are closed
, her breathing is labored, but 

she’s smiling. Smiling so pretty. I
 can’t remember 

the last time I saw her smile. I’m dimly aware of Anderson, ta
king things out of his bag. I bite my lip and unroll 

the map, and slowly, so slowly, 
place it so the chains meet ove

r Aimee’s heart.

Her eyes snap open and fix on mi
ne. Words trapped behind her lips. Beh

ind me, Anderson grunts and I hear a crash. But 

that doesn’t matter. Now it’s just 
me, me and Aimee, and she need

s me. I see it now, she needs me and I
 need her, 

and this thing has gotten between
 us. It’s been taking her because 

that’s how. . . . oh. Because that’s h
ow it can get to . . . me.

Aimee sees me realize this, an
d she makes a supreme effort

, grabs my hands and presses t
hem to her as 

hard as she can, poor thing. Sh
e is so weak, she’s lost so muc

h. She can’t stop me.

I lean down and kiss her, lightly.
 I wish her well. I’ll miss her. But she should get 

better now. I turn around, 

and see Anderson holding out hi
s crucifix with one hand, a shar

p wooden stake in the other, pa
thetically trying to keep 

himself between me and it, the
 one who has been here since t

he start, the one who was waiti
ng. I see those eyes, 

eyes reflected through a mirror
, through glass, through blood an

d blank page, and he knows tha
t I know.

I place my hands on Anderson’s 
shoulders and turn him around. 

He mouth is open in a comical 
“O,” his surprise 

overcoming his determination. Hi
s blood spatters across my face

 and he slumps to the floor. 

I take off the blood-stained c
rucifix and leave it on his body

. I go to meet my love. I suppose this is my 

last entry, then. I won’t be needing this anymore
. 

         I finally found the one who love
s me.Sam
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this game. The band’s name and artist’s 
interpretation of their logo is used here 
without permission, but with respect. No 
challenge to the band’s identity is being 
made or inferred, and I have absolutely 
nothing to do with them other than being 
a fan. Please visit Bat For Lashes online at
 www.batforlashes.comSam
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N
Foreword
Ever since I played carry: a game about war with Nathan at a 
convention many years ago, I have been a fan of  his games. When he 
told me he was working on a game about the victims of  a vampire, I was 
intrigued but not entirely hooked. You see, I was not a fan of  vampire 
stories. Annalise changed my mind.

Nathan writes sneaky games. I had read carry before playing it with 
him, and I totally didn’t understand how it was special. I had the same 
experience when I read Annalise for the first time—while editing it, in 
fact. I didn’t see how the rules you’re reading now could produce anything 
special in play. Later, when I watched while he and some friends played 
for a few hours, I realized there was something very interesting going on. 
I had to play it myself  to finally get it. I understand it a little better every 
time I play.

What impresses me most about Annalise is how it creates mood. There’s 
something about how the Claims work that can make everyday things 
downright creepy. In one game, I mentioned the smell of  rotting meat in 
a garbage can. My friend Daniel grabbed “rotting meat” as a Claim, and 
he kept reincorporating that element throughout the game as a telltale of  
supernatural activity. Similar things happened with Claims on “doors” and 
“dusty old books.” I think that the repetition of  any element in a horror 
game can give that element additional weight. The element becomes an 
ominous sign that reinforces the dark mood of  the story.Sam
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RAnother thing I love about this game is how quickly you start playing. 
Everyone writes down a name and why their character is vulnerable, and 
then introduces those two things in a short scene that they narrate. There 
is no lengthy character set-up process. You develop characters—rather, 
you discover them—through play and you never really have full control 
over your character. There’s a sort of  spooky Ouija board action as the 
hands of  every player pull the story in different directions.

Finally, the resolution mechanics are brilliant. Every important moment 
is resolved by building a collection of  outcomes, good and bad. Dice still 
determine what happens, but you get to decide which outcomes are most 
important to you. And of  course, the other players get to tug the results 
this way and that by interfering in ways that force you to compromise. The 
story never quite ends up the way you think it will.

Whether you play the game about a literal, blood-sucking vampire that 
stalks the characters or more figuratively about some terrifying horror 
that the characters must confront, Annalise provides a solid framework 
for creating dark and suspenseful stories. I’m looking forward to playing 
again—perhaps with you some time.

Adam Dray
Editor
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N
how the sideBArs work

These sidebars serve three purposes. 
First, they contain supplementary text 
and explanations of nearby material. 
Second, they contain cross-references 
to related information in other locations 
of the text. Finally, sidebars contain two 
sets of running examples of the game’s 
rules in play.

in this ChApter
This introductory chapter contains three 
parts. Where This Game Fits describes the 
game in basic structural terms, with an eye 
towards informing you how it can fit best 
into your gaming life. The Introduction 
for the Uninitiated aims at people who 
have little experience with roleplaying 
or story games. The Introduction for the 
Experienced Roleplayer is for people who 
have roleplayed before, and describes 
how Annalise is similar to and different 
from other roleplaying games. Read the 
Introduction which seems like it best 
fits your experience; it probably isn’t a 
bad idea to read everything, but it’s not 
necessary, either. 

Chapter One: Introduction & Overview

About the Game
Something is out there in the darkness, watching you. It wants you. 
Somehow, it’s found you. You are repulsed and intrigued, attracted, and 
revolted. You struggle against it, perhaps without even realizing it. In 
some ways, this battle defines you. In the end, the darkness will change 
you—but for better or for worse?

Annalise is a game for two to four players, each playing a protagonist in 
a vampire story. The characters have all fallen under the influence of  a 
vampire, a creature of  the night that gains its sustenance from others. 
At its core, this game is about managing destructive emotions via the 
metaphor of  the struggle against the vampire. On a less visceral level, 
Annalise is about creating vampire stories from the perspective not of  the 
vampire, but of  its victims, servants, enemies, and others affected by its 
appetite. Sometimes games play out like a Bram Stoker story, sometimes 
like an Anne Rice novel, and sometimes like a Stephen King thriller. This 
is creating the story of  Dracula by playing Van Helsing, Mina Harker, and 
Renfield. This is writing the story of  Lost Boys by playing Sam, the Frog 
brothers, and the grandfather. You get the idea.

In the process of  play, the group discovers and defines the Vampire. The 
Vampire literally can be a blood-drinking, undead creature or it can be a 
metaphorical entity that requires something of  a less grotesque nature for 
its survival. No one creates the creature before play, and no one is solely 
responsible for playing the creature.Sam
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A word on the FiCtion

All of the books and short stories listed here are 
inspirational in terms of tone and content, and 
are structured in such a way they can be viewed 
through the “lens” of Annalise as a game that 
produces similar fiction. Carmilla, while not 
the founding text of the modern genre (that 
honor goes to John Polidori’s 1819 story The 
Vampyre) founded the story core to many of 
the tales to follow, including Dracula. 

Carmilla is a written account of a young woman, 
isolated in a strange place, with mysterious 
symptoms of an unknown disease; she becomes 
emotionally involved with a mysterious and 
aloof stranger, who fascinates and terrifies her 
in equal measure. Finally, an expert on such 
things discovers the truth and the creature is 
destroyed. This story, entirely appropriate to an 
age concerned with the influx of alien Eastern 
European cultures into the West, became stale 
by the early Twentieth Century. 

Revelations in Black represents a personal 
kind of horror. Told in the first person, this 
story concerns the narrator’s interaction with 
a mysterious book written by an insane man. 
The tome leads him to meet and discover the 
nature of a woman dressed in black. Initially 
unable to resist her, he falls ill, but with the final 
pages of the tome as his guide, he manages 
to throw off the influence of the vampire and 
destroy her. In much vampire fiction, objects 
have power and intrinsic meaning, especially 
objects that symbolize rationalism, modernism, 
and true religious faith. 

While the game is inspired by and aimed squarely at creating vampire 
stories, these stories (at least, the ones I’m most interested in) are 
themselves a subset and descendant of  the “Gothic horror” genre. 
These tales are typified by the struggle between desire and reason, 
the terror of  isolation in the face of  the unknown, and catharsis and 
resolution via destruction—sometimes the destruction of  the source 
of  the horror, but sometimes the destruction of  that which the 
characters hold dear. It is not uncommon for a game of  Annalise to 
morph away from a classic vampire and towards a different kind of  
shadowy malevolence. For the sake of  clarity, however, the rest of  
this text will concentrate on the literal vampire as the object of  the 
characters’ focus. 

Below is a sample of  some of  the inspirational fiction for this game. 
Obviously, you need not read all of  these stories nor watch all of  
these movies to enjoy the game—the game is built to guide you 
through creating the appropriate kind of  fiction, after all—but you 
can use these sources as touchstones for the tone and theme in play. 

Books & Short Stories
 ❧ Carmilla, by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu (1872)

 ❧ Dracula, by Bram Stoker (1897)

 ❧ Revelations in Black, by Carl Jacobi (1933)

 ❧ I Am Legend, by Richard Matheson (1954)

 ❧ Pages from a Young Girl’s Journal, by Robert Aickman (1975)Sam
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RIntroductionR
I Am Legend takes the basic vampire myth and recasts it in 
a scientific mold, transforming the trappings of modernity 
into the reason for the vampire’s existence and requiring 
the discovery of new tools to destroy a vampire. This story 
inverts the standard paradigm as it follows the last man alive 
after a terrible plague that turns the rest of humanity into 
blood-drinking creatures. The vampires here are a mass of 
ever-present horror and the narrator stands alone against 
them. This story also moves away from the ensemble cast, 
and can serve as inspiration for a game of Annalise that 
focuses on only one character.

Finally, Pages from a Young Girl’s Journal explores the other 
side of the vampire—the seductive creature of mystery 
offering unknown temptations. Written in epistolary style, 
Pages follows the story of a young girl traveling abroad 
with her emotionally distant parents at the time when she 
meets a thrilling Italian stranger. Over the course of the 
story, she makes it clear that she enjoys his presence and 
the power that he has, and in the end she simply accepts 
her fate with a simple, “I doubt if I shall write any more. 
I do not think I shall have any more to say.” This stands 
out as a breaking of the trend of the fiction always ending 
with the destruction or rejection of the vampire, and sets 
up the vampire-as-sympathetic-protagonist genre of the 
later Twentieth Century.

The films listed here run the gamut from stark experimental 
work (Nosferatu) to classics of the genre (Dracula) to the 
modern action-movie interpretation of the vampire (Blade 
& Blade II). They serve primarily as inspiration for tone and 
examples of visual storytelling, rather than for content. 
Notice the broad themes throughout these films: blood, 
shadows, the moon, blood, fire, mistaken identities, victims, 
blood, prosecutors of the wicked, and more blood. These 
are good themes to fall back on when playing Annalise.

Films
 ❧ Nosferatu, starring Max Schreck (1922, directed by 
F.W. Marnau)

 ❧ Dracula, starring Bela Legosi (1931, directed by 
Tod Browning)

 ❧ Dracula’s Daughter, starring Otto Kruger (1936, 
directed by Lambert Hillyer)

 ❧ Dracula, starring Frank Langella (1979, directed 
by John Badham)

 ❧ The Lost Boys, starring Jason Patric and Corey 
Haim (1987, directed by Joel Schumacher)

 ❧ Buffy the Vampire Slayer, starring Kristy Swanson 
(1992, directed by Fran Rubel Kuzui)

 ❧ Blade, starring Wesley Snipes (1998, directed by 
Stephen Norrington)

 ❧ Vampire Hunter D: Bloodlust, starring voice of  
Hideyuki Tanaka (2000, English version directed 
by Jack Fletcher)

 ❧ Blade II, starring Wesley Snipes (2002, directed by 
Guillermo del Toro) 

 ❧ Let The Right One In, starring Kåre Hedebrant 
(2008, directed by Tomas Alfredson)Sam
ple 
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Where This Game Fits
In the lingo of  the gaming hobby, Annalise is a no- 
prep, short- to medium-form, setting-less, GM-less 
game. It could be considered a “story game” in the 
sense that the product of  play is intended to resemble 
the kind of  Gothic horror fiction described above. 
However, the game uses a tight mechanical structure 
to achieve this, making it not particularly “rules-light.” 
If  none of  this makes sense to you, don’t worry about 
it—I recommend reading the Introduction for the 
Uninitiated (below,  page 11) for a little more context. 

Annalise works well for groups of  two, three, and four 
players. It still works fine for groups of  five or more, 
but I’ve found that each player above four makes it 
more and more difficult to keep everyone involved 
and on the same page during the game. 

Annalise requires no preparation to play. Like a board 
game, you start play once the group sits down and 
opens the box (or pdf  file, in this case). It is usually 
helpful to appoint a facilitator (see page 67 for details) 
who explains how the game works and who makes 
any judgment calls about the rules as needed, but 
there is no individual Game Master. Rather, the job 
of  the GM (called the scene guide in this game) 
rotates from player to player during the game.

Play is structured in discrete scenes, and works well 
when the group uses strong scene-framing techniques 

and everyone at the table offers some input for the 
content of  each scene. Annalise uses a kind of  conflict 
resolution system that creates an array of  potential 
outcomes for a given dramatic moment. Players 
negotiate outcomes as part of  the resolution process. 
Finally, the game has a loose, over-arching structure 
to it. You and your group will have to find your own 
pace and balance between “freeform” roleplaying and 
the use of  the mechanical system. 

Annalise requires as little as one session of  three 
to four hours to play, up to as many as five or six 
sessions. The duration depends on how hard your 
group drives towards resolution and how much you 
engage in freeform roleplay compared to interaction 
with the rules, so it can fit into your normal gaming 
schedule in many ways. Annalise is a good game to 
pick up when you want to break up a long-running 
campaign; toss in a game of  Annalise when players 
don’t show up for your regular game. Play a short-
term game when you can’t find players who can 
commit to a long series of  evenings. Use the Guided 
Play Scenarios (or create your own) to create a good 
one- or two-session structure. The included Guided 
Play Scenarios (starting on page 69) are perfect for a 
convention or game day event. Annalise is not an epic 
kind of  game that spans months or years, but it is 
certainly a satisfying game. I hope you have fun with it!Sam
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RIntroduction for the Uninitiated
Hello! This introduces the game to those who have 
very little or no experience playing this kind of  game. 
Annalise is a couple different things. In the most literal 
sense of  the word, Annalise is a roleplaying game. You 
and your friends will take the roles of  characters that 
you created together (the “roleplaying” part) and use a 
set of  rules (the “game” part) to tell a certain kind of  
story that casts your characters as the core protagonists. 
Therefore, this game is also what could be called a story 
game. The point of  the game is to create a story about 
a vampire and its victims, its lovers, and its hunters.

Obviously, you don’t need a set of  rules to sit around 
with your friends and make up a story together. So 
what’s the point of  the rest of  this pdf, then? The rules 
shape and order your make-believe and channel your 
energy and creativity to create a compelling, exciting, 
and interesting story. The rules create a safe space in 
which to share your imagination. By following the 
rules, you are giving up a little bit of  freedom to assure 
a certain baseline quality of  narrative. After playing 
once, you may find some parts of  the rules that are 
still uncomfortable or that you don’t feel like you 
need. That’s totally okay— playing the game as written 
should teach you the skills you need to tell a great 
vampire story in the modern Gothic horror tradition. 
If  you get to a point where you don’t need the training 
wheels anymore, that’s fantastic!

What do you actually do when you play, other than 
follow the written rules? The majority of  freeform 
play “in between” using the rules is a hybrid form 
of  writing, directing, and improvisational theater—
roleplaying! When it is your turn, you act in the role 
of  your character, saying what the character says, 
describing what the character does, and authoring a 
story in real-time as you play. For most of  the game, 
each turn also features a scene guide, another player 
who authors the rest of  the world around your 
character and jumps into the roles of  non-player 
characters (NPC, for short). The scene guide describes 
events as they happen and plays out the consequences 
of  your character’s choices. The other players are 
audience members observing the two people involved 
in each scene, though they usually participate by 
commenting and offering informal suggestions. The 
positions of  active player, scene guide, and audience 
rotate around the table with each turn; each player gets 
to occupy each position multiple times during the game. 

Roleplaying can be a strange activity when you’re not 
used to it. Pay particular attention to the examples in 
the sidebars to get a sense of  how players interact as 
they use the rules. Maybe start your first game using 
one of  the Guided Play Scenarios (starting on page 69), 
which give you a set of  characters and the beginning of  
a story right off  the bat. In any case, I hope you enjoy 
the game!Sam
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Introduction for the Experienced Roleplayer
If  you’re reading this introduction, then you have 
some amount of  experience with reading and playing 
roleplaying games. Right on. Annalise is a game 
written in the tradition of  roleplaying games, but it 
works in different ways. A lot of  these differences 
are covered under Where This Game Fits (above, 
page 10) but here’s a little more detail. The attributes 
Annalise has in common with many other games are 
the differences between a player and a character, 
what a game master (in this game called the “scene 
guide”) does, the use of  dice to resolve what 
happens during the game, and the basic form of  a 
group of  friends getting together to have a good 
time.

Note, however, a number of  differences from how 
most popular roleplaying games work. First of  all, 
there is no single GM (scene guide) for the game. 
Every player has a character, and the scene guide 
role rotates among the players on a scene-by-scene 
basis, giving each player the opportunity to both 
play and GM the game at different times. Also, 
this is not a “party-style” game in the “don’t split 
up the party” sense. While the characters all know 
each other, probably will have scenes together, 
and may work together to face the Vampire in the 
end, each scene puts one character at a time in the 

spotlight. As a result of  these two factors, the plot 
cannot be planned out ahead of  time. The narrative 
of  the game arises out of  play at the table, in the 
moment. No one person is responsible for doing 
“homework” and coming up with an adventure for 
the party to go on. Because everyone takes a turn in 
the spotlight and as scene guide, the story evolves 
as a result of  everyone’s input at the table. Finally, 
there is no default setting for the game. The setting 
is dependent on the characters, and the default mode 
is for you to create both characters and setting from 
whole cloth. However, there is nothing stopping you 
from setting a game of  Annalise in any time period, 
fictional world, or even in the setting of  a different 
roleplaying game.

This pdf  is organized procedurally. It first explains 
the core concepts of  the game, and then steps 
through the four phases of  play. Because different 
parts of  the rules are tightly integrated, it is helpful 
to read through the entire text before starting a 
game, as opposed to trying to read as you go. Also, 
take a look at the Guided Play Scenarios (starting on 
page 69) in the back of  the pdf  to get an idea of  what 
characters look like once play begins and to get a 
sense of  the kind of  settings possible for the game.

S S SSam
ple 

file


