
Longest Night 
A Live Action game for nine players 
Written by Quentin Bourne 
 
Character Sheets 
 
The Psychic 
You are a medium, a link between the world of the living and the world of the dead. Every 
year since you turned sixteen you have found a handful of ghosts attached to your own soul 
on the longest night of the year. Through painful trial and error, you discovered that you 
needed to help these ghosts resolve their unfinished business and pass on before midnight 
that night, or they would haunt you for the full year before dissipating, and then you would 
find yourself with another handful of ghosts… 
You spent your early 20s in a care facility. 
Eventually you figured out how to divine the names of the people who could help the ghosts, 
though the spell didn’t tell you how each of those people could help, or even which ghost 
they are there for. You send the invites out a couple of weeks in advance of the Longest 
Night. 
For the last three years you have managed to help every single ghost and avoid a year of 
haunting, but this year you have four ghosts clinging to you, the most ever. 
You don’t think you could stand another year of haunting. No matter what it takes, you must 
help all these ghosts. 
 
Mechanics: 
When a ghost places a hand on your shoulder you can hear them whispering in your ear. No 
one else can hear or see the ghosts, but you can see their shadows in the room so you 
always know roughly where they are. 
Note that you do not have to relay the ghost’s words accurately. Ghosts can’t interact with 
the physical world, so there’s no way for them to force you to tell the truth. 
There is one exception: Once during the game, each ghost can ‘possess’ you for roughly 
one minute. Mechanically, to do this, the player will tap you three times on the shoulder, and 
you step behind them so they can take your place. 
The one minute timeframe should not be strictly enforced; if the ghost needs more than a 
minute to bring about a satisfying story beat, let them have that time (if it’s getting out of 
hand signal to them to wrap it up). 
The game will come to an end either at a time the GM specifies is 'midnight’ or when you as 
the Psychic state that you believe you have resolved every ghost's unfinished business. 
 
  



The Living: 
 
Jim Baker 
You are a truck driver. Were a truck driver. Now unemployed. 
Your life has been spiraling out of control ever since you killed someone. 
It wasn't your fault. That's what the police said. They cleared you of all charges. The woman 
stepped out in front of your truck when you were less than twenty meters away, there was no 
possible way you could have stopped, and the whole thing was caught on a traffic camera. 
It wasn't your fault. Your friends and family told you that. Your boss told you that. Your 
therapist told you that. 
Somehow it didn't make you feel any better. You still wake up from nightmares most nights 
and cry yourself back to sleep. You still can't drive any more. 
After the accident, your boss gave you a couple of weeks off on paid leave and the company 
paid for some counselling sessions. When you came back to work, things were different. 
You felt jittery every time you got behind the wheel. 
And then a few days in you were making a delivery and caught sight of a woman standing at 
the side of the road and, well, you freaked. You slammed on the breaks, and a car that had 
been tailgating you smashed into your truck. 
No one was hurt, but your boss still fired you. She was very nice about it, but she was 
right--it wasn't safe for you to be driving. 
The cops apparently agreed, because they temporarily pulled your license. 
So now you're stuck on welfare, trying to keep up with your mortgage and find a new job 
without a license when driving is your only marketable skill. 
In the middle of all this, your sister died. Heart attack. You couldn't even drive to her funeral. 
Your mom had to pay for a bus ticket and pick you up from the depot. 
When you got back from the funeral you found the invite waiting for you. It was from the 
psychic who ran that little 'magic’ shop downtown, and it said someone from the spirit world 
needed to speak to you. You figured… what the hell? Maybe it's real. Maybe it's fake. Either 
way, it's a free supper. 
And now the longest night has finally arrived. 
Gregory Finch 
You don’t really know why you’re here. 
You are a highschool English teacher. Things are going pretty ok for you. You like your job 
and you’re doing well at it. You and your partner recently bought a house. You are close to 
your family and have a few good friends. No one you know has died recently. 
The only thing is… a while ago, your older sister implied you’d been adopted (in the middle 
of an argument no less), and when you asked your mom about it she admitted that it was 
true. Your biological mother had given you up at birth. 
It was a bit of a shock, but it hasn’t left you too upset. You’ve never known anything but your 
adopted family, and while you considered seeking your birth mother out, you decided against 
it. She must have given you up for a reason, and seeing you would probably just be a nasty 
reminder for her of a bad time in her life. 
So the invitation you received from a psychic was completely out of the blue, but your 
curiosity got the better of you and you decided to attend. 
And now, the longest night has arrived. 



 
Alice Sawyer 
Your life has been hard. You’ve always had to struggle for everything you have. For one 
year, fifty four years ago, however, the future looked bright: while you were working at a late 
night diner, you met a young man from a good family, and the two of you fell in love. And 
then you told him you were pregnant. He promised to marry you, despite his family’s 
disapproval of you, and told you he was going home to get his grandma’s ring, but he left 
and never came back. You were left to raise your daughter alone, in a society which still 
hasn’t quite come to accept single mothers. You have worked multiple jobs ever since then 
to support yourself and your daughter. 
But things did get better slowly, and your daughter had as good a life as you could provide. 
You managed to put her through college, and she ran a successful business until her death, 
two weeks ago. She was only fifty three years old. 
It was a heartbreaking loss. What do you have to live for now? You have no one else. You’re 
all alone in a run down neighbourhood. Your health is failing but you can’t afford to live in 
assisted care. The nice young man who lived next door was a soldier and he always looked 
in on you when he was home, but he never came back from his last tour of duty. 
The only thing that’s kept you going these last two weeks was the invitation you received 
from the Psychic claiming that a spirit wanted to communicate with you, only days after your 
daughter’s passing. 
And now the Longest Night has finally arrived. 
 
Caroline Ainsel 
You are a good lawyer who works hard and tries to do the right thing. You deal in 
immigration law, and are fairly well off despite doing a lot of pro-bono work. You are the main 
breadwinner in the family. Your husband is a professor of English at the local community 
college, and doesn’t make a lot. You used to love him dearly, and never minded supporting 
him, but he’s been… difficult lately. He spends more money than you’re really comfortable 
with--you’re supposed to be saving to buy a house--and he’s vague when you ask what he’s 
spending it on. 
You spoke with a divorce lawyer and were just about ready to talk to your husband about 
ending the marriage, when you got a call from the police; he’d gotten into a fight at a bar 
over the results of a football match and had sustained a nasty head injury. He was in 
hospital on life support. 
This put you in a tough spot. You now had a strong suspicion that he had been gambling 
away your money, and you still wanted to go through with the divorce, but you don’t want to 
leave him without even talking to him first--which you can’t do while he’s in a coma. The 
doctors said he might never recover. Even if he does, he could be on life support for months 
or even years. You feel trapped and helpless. 
Then, two weeks ago, you got the invitation from a local ‘psychic’ claiming that a spirit 
wanted to communicate with you from the other side. You don’t really believe in that stuff, 
but, well, what could be the harm in finding out if the psychic is telling the truth? 
And now the Longest Night has finally arrived. 
 
  



The Ghosts: 
 
Murdered Girl: 
You were so young. Too young to die. You had your whole life ahead of you, and someone 
took that from you! A bad person, someone who doesn’t deserve to still be walking around 
alive and well while you fade into nothingness, your memories fading more and more with 
each passing moment. 
You’ve lost so many memories. You only vaguely remember your parents, and how they 
supported you but pushed you to do better. You remember your dog. You remember having 
a best friend, but you can’t remember his face or name, only that you both loved the same 
music. 
But what you do remember with complete clarity is the moments leading up to your murder. 
You’d gone to talk to your English professor about a shitty grade you got. You remember 
having an argument with your parents about failing the course. It was after hours and the 
corridor was dark. You heard the professor talking to someone on the phone, telling them 
he’d made the payment, and that he wanted “her to have an accident before she has time to 
serve the divorce papers.” You couldn’t breathe. It felt surreal, like something from a daytime 
soap. Was he hiring someone to kill his wife?? Then, while you were still listening in, trying 
to convince yourself you’d misunderstood, you knocked over a stupid display stand of fliers 
for the school, and he heard you. He opened the office door and saw you. He looked 
panicky, and angry. You tried to tell him you didn’t hear anything, but he hit you in the head 
with a statue he had on his desk, and everything ended. He ended you. He didn’t care about 
your potential or that your family would miss you. He just wanted to keep his stupid secret. 
And for that, you had to die. 
 
Suicide: 
When you die the details of your life become hazy. You forget names and faces, the little 
details, leaving only the broad sweeps, the big moments. So you don't remember much 
about your life, but remember your death clearly, and you remember that you didn't plan to 
end your life. 
You didn't plan it. 
Things got really bad for you really quickly. Your partner of three years dumped you because 
they met someone else. You lost your job because the company you worked for went out of 
business. Your car blew up and you couldn't  afford repairs. Your mother died and your 
father became even more distant. The stress made you literally sick, but not quite sick 
enough to qualify for any sort of financial aid. You didn't have anyone to turn to, anyone to 
talk to. You sure as hell couldn't afford therapy. 
But you kept going. You kept trying. 
And then, one night, walking home from yet another failed job interview, waiting to cross the 
road, you looked up and saw the headlights of a truck approaching, and you just thought… 
wouldn't it be easier to step out onto the road than it would be to keep going? 
And your body acted almost on its own. You stepped forwards. 
As soon as you'd done it you wished you hadn't, but it was too late by then. 
The last thing you saw before the impact was the driver's eyes. 
 
  



Killed in Action: 
When you’re dead it’s hard to remember the details of your life. You only have memories of 
the most important people and events in your life, and even then you can’t remember names 
and faces. 
So, the big moments. 
You remember the day you got married. You remember your wife telling you that you were 
going to be a father. 
You remember the doctor telling you that your wife wasn’t going to make it, but they might be 
able to save her unborn child. 
You remember holding your baby girl in your arms for the first time and knowing that you 
would do anything, anything, to keep her safe. 
You remember how much she loved school, and how she’d always get her dress muddy 
playing in the fields on the way home. You remember sitting up at night listening to her 
reading while you cooked supper. 
When she was sixteen, the war started. And although you were almost too old to be drafted, 
you were anyway. The government didn’t care that you had a daughter to raise. You 
remember the sense of helplessness you felt knowing she was going to be all alone until you 
came back. 
She wrote to you constantly, and you wrote back whenever you could. One day your 
received a letter saying she was pregnant, and she didn’t know what to do. 
You wrote back promising to support her no matter what she decided to do, and spoke to 
your CO about getting home. He managed to get you dismissed on compassionate grounds. 
Two days before you were scheduled to go home your battalion was caught up in an 
ambush, and you died in a hail of gunfire. 
 
  



Murdered Man: 
When you die it starts getting harder to remember the details of your life, and you’ve been 
dead for a long time. You barely remember anything. The names of your family and friends, 
their faces, everything is a hazy blur. 
You remember a few things, though. You remember your family home, a large, elegant 
building on a sweeping estate. You remember the sense of quiet fear that pervaded your 
childhood. Hiding from your father and older brothers, keeping quiet and out of trouble. 
You remember the sense of relief when your father sent you to boarding school, then Yale. 
You could go for a year at a time without having to see or talk to your family, so long as you 
kept your grades up. 
You remember meeting the most incredible woman in the world, a cook at a diner off 
campus, and falling head over heels. You after you had been together for a year she told 
you she was pregnant, and you immediately asked her to marry you. You wrote your mother 
a letter asking her for grandma’s wedding ring, and got a letter back saying you could come 
home in the holiday to collect it. You told your love that you’d be back in a week to get 
married. 
You were so happy that you didn’t even expect it to be a trick, but when you arrived at the 
family home your father and oldest brother were waiting for you rather than your mother. 
Apparently your father had taken to reading her mail. 
He told in no uncertain terms that no son of his would marry some low class gold digging 
cook. 
You remember how angry you were at how he spoke about her, and your decision to finally 
stand up to him. 
You argued for hours, screaming and shouting at each other. Then you told him you were 
done with the family, he threatened to disown you, you said “good” and walked away from 
him. 
He hit you on the back of the head with a golf club and had your brother bury your body in 
the flower garden. 
 
  



Game Blurb: 
 
Once a year on the longest night ghosts with unfinished business can manifest on the mortal 
plane, and every year a psychic invites a small group of people to their home to try to help 
the ghosts resolve their business. 
 
A game for nine players and one GM. 
 
Notes for the GM: 
 
Expect the game to run for maybe an hour or two. The game will come to a close when the 
Psychic is confident that they have helped all the ghosts resolve their unfinished business. If 
you want to make sure the game ends at a certain time you can set a time to be ‘midnight’, 
at which point the Psychic runs out of time. 
 
Each of the ghosts has one living person there for them with whom they can resolve their 
unfinished business. It would be a good idea for you as the GM to read through this entire 
document including all character sheets before running this game. 
 
If possible, send character sheets out to players a few days in advance so they have time to 
read through them, but let the players know they shouldn't discuss their characters with each 
other before the game, as secrets might come out. Let the players of the Ghosts know that 
they should try to wear white to set them apart from the living. 
 
For the GM to read out at the start: 
 
During the game, the living need to pretend that the ghosts, the people wearing white, aren’t 
visible. If they’re hovering behind you listening in, please ignore them and carry on. Ghosts, 
you cannot interact with the physical world or be heard by the living, except when speaking 
through the Psychic. 
 
To speak through the Psychic, approach them and put one hand on their shoulder (GM; 
check with the Psychic’s player that they are comfortable with this) and talk quietly into their 
ear. They can hear you and pass on your words wo whichever Living you want them to. 
 
Once during the game, each ghost has the power to actually possess the Psychic for roughly 
one minute and use their body to speak directly to the living. Mechanically, to do this, tap the 
Psychic’s player three times on the shoulder, and they will step aside so you can take their 
place and take control of their actions. 
 
The one minute timeframe is not going to be enforced. No one will be timing you. Use the 
rule of drama to decide when the possession ends; if your story would be better served by 
you being cut off after thirty seconds, do that. If you need two minutes to bring about a 
satisfying conclusion, do that. 
 



Note that the Dead only remember what is in their character sheets. They don't remember 
their own names. The Living can generally make up any details that aren't specifically on 
their character sheets, including the names of anyone mentioned in the character sheet, 
though try to keep the details realistic. 
 
Unfinished Business: 
 
Read these questions out at the end of the game and ask each of the ghosts if they 
accomplished their unfinished business, or if they’ll be haunting the Psychic for the next 
year. 
 
Murdered Man: Did you tell Alice that you never meant to leave her? 
 
Killed in Action: Did you convince your grandchild, Gregory, to seek out his biological 
mother? 
 
Murdered Girl: Did you warn the professor’s wife that he had paid someone to kill her? 
 
Suicide: Did you apologize to the truck driver for ruining his life? 


